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1. Winston Churchill, ‘Steaming South’, Morning Post, 18 November 1899, pp.7-8. 

STEAMING SOUTH., 

INCIDENTS OF THE VOYAGE. 

WRITTEN BY WINSTON CHURCHILL, Our War Correspondent. 

R.M.S. DUNOTTAR CASTLE, AT SEA, Oct. 26. 

The last cry of “Any more for the shore ?" had sounded, the last good-bye had been said, the latest pressman or 

photographer had scrambled ashore, and all Southampton was cheering wildly along a mile of pier and promontory 

when at 6 p.m. on the 14th of October the Royal mail steamer Dunottar Castle left her moorings and sailed with Sir 

Redvers Buller for the Cape. For a space the decks remained crowded with the passengers who, while the sound of 

many voices echoed in their ears, looked back towards the shores, swiftly fading in the distance and the twilight, and 

wondered whether, and if so when, they would come safe home again: and then everyone hurried to his cabin, 

arranged his luggage, and resigned himself to the voyage. 

What an odious affair is a modern sea journey! In ancient times there were greater discomforts and perils; but they 

were recognised. A mail took shipping prepared for the worst. Nowadays, he expects the best as a matter of course, 

and is, therefore, disappointed. Besides, how slowly we travel! In the Sixteenth Century nobody minded taking five 

months to get anywhere. But a fortnight is a large slice out of the nineteenth century; and the child of civilisation, 

long petted by science, impatiently complains to his indulgent guardian of all delay in travel, and petulantly calls on 

her to complete her task and finally eliminate the factor of distance from human calculations. A fortnight is a long 

time in modern life. It is also a long time in modern war — especially at the beginning. To be without news for a 

fortnight at any time is annoying. To be without news for a fortnight now is torture. And this voyage lasts more than 

a fortnight! … 

Fog of Credulous Uncertainty. 

We left London amid rumours of all kinds. The Metropolis was shrouded in a fog of credulous uncertainty, broken 

only by the sinister gleam of the placarded lie or the croak of the newsman. Terrible disasters had occurred and had 

been contradicted; great battles were raging — unconfirmed; and beneath all this froth the tide of war was really 

flowing, and no man could shut his eyes to grave possibilities. Then the ship sailed, and all was silence — a hearing 

silence. … 

Speculation arises out of ignorance. Many and various are the predictions what will be the state of the game when 

we shall have come to anchor in Table Bay. Forecasts range from the capture of Pretoria by Sir George White and the 

confinement of President Kruger in the deepest level beneath the Johannesburg Exchange, on the one hand, to the 

surrender of Capetown to the Boers, the proclamation of Mr. Schreiner as King of South Africa, and a fall of two 

points in Rand mines on the other. Between these wild extremes all shades of opinion are represented. … 

Monotony is the characteristic of a modern voyage, and who shall describe it? The lover of realism might suggest 

that writing the same paragraph over and over again would enable the reader to experience its weariness, if he were 

truly desirous. But I hesitate to cake such a course, and trust that some of these lines even once repeated may 

convey some inkling of the dullness [sic] of the clays. Monotony of view— for we live at the centre of a complete 

circle of sea and sky; monotony of food — for all things taste the same on board ship; monotony of existence — for 

each day is but a barren repetition of the last; all fall to the lot of the passenger on threat waters. It were malevolent 

to try to bring the realisation home to others. Yet all earthly evils have their compensations, and even monotony is 

not without its secret joy. For a time we drop out of the larger world, with its interests and its obligations, and 

become the independent citizens of a tiny State — an Utopian State where few toil and none go hungry— bounded 

on all sides by the sea and vassal only to the winds and waves. Here during a period which is too long while it lasts, 

too short when it is over, we may placidly reflect on the busy world that lies behind and the tumult that is before us. 

The journalists read books about South Africa; the politician — were the affair still in the domain of words — might 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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examine the justice of the quarrel. The Headquarter Staff pore over maps or calculate the size of camps and 

entrenchments; and in the meantime the great ship lurches steadily forward on her course, carrying to the south at 

seventeen miles an hour schemes and intentions of war. 

Crossing the Line. 

But let me record the incidents rather than their absence. One day the first shoal of flying fish is seen — a flight of 

glittering things that, flushed by the sudden approach of the vessel, skim away over the waters and turn in the cover 

of a white-topped wave. On another we crossed the Equator. Neptune and his consort boarded us near the 

forecastle and paraded round the ship in state. Never have I seen such a draggle-tailed divinity. An important feature 

in the ritual which he prescribes is the shaving and ducking of all who have not passed the line before. But our 

attitude was strictly Erastian, and the demigod retired discomfited to the second class, where from the sounds which 

arose he seemed to find more punctilious votaries. On the 23rd we sighted a sail — or rather the smoke of another 

steamer. As the comparatively speedy Dunottar Castle overtook the stranger everybody's interest was aroused. 

Under the scrutiny of many brand-new telescopes and field glasses — for all want to see as much of a war as 

possible— she developed into the Nineveh, hired transport, carrying the Australian Lancers to the Cape. Signals were 

exchanged. The vessels drew together, and after an hour's steaming we passed her almost within speaking distance. 

The General went up to the bridge. The Lancers crowded the bulwarks and rigging of the Nineveh, and one of them 

waggled a flag violently. An officer on our ship replied with a pocket handkerchief. … 

We have a party of cinematographers on board, and when they found that we were going to speak the Nineveh they 

bustled about preparing their apparatus. But the cumbrous appliances took too long to set up, and, to the bitter 

disappointment of the artists, the chance of making a moving picture was lost for ever, and indeed it was a great 

pity, because the long green transport, pitching in the sea, now burying her bows in foam, now showing the red 

paint of her bottom, her decks crowded with the active brown figures of the soldiers, her halyards bright with signal 

flags, was a scene well worth recording even if it had not been the greeting given in midocean to the commander of 

the Army by the warlike contingent which the need or convenience of the Empire had drawn from the Antipodes. 

… 

Silly Antagonism. 

Yesterday we passed a homeward-bound liner, who made great efforts to signal to us, but as she was a Union boat 

the captain refused to go near enough to read the flags, and we still remain ignorant of the state of the war. If the 

great lines of steamships to the Cape were to compete against each other, as do those of the Atlantic, by increasing 

their speeds, by lowering their rates, by improving the food and accommodation, no one would complain, but it is 

difficult to see how the public can be the gainers by the silly antagonism I have described. But the end is drawing 

very near, and since we have had a safe and prosperous journey criticism may well waive the opportunity. Yet there 

are few among the travellers who will not experience a keen feeling of relief in exchanging the pettiness, the 

monotony, and the isolation of the voyage for the activity of great enterprise and the interest of real affairs: a relief 

which may, perhaps, be shared by the reader of these letters. Yet if he has found the account of a dull voyage dull, 

he should not complain; for is that not successful realism? 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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2. Winston Churchill, ‘The Story of My Escape’, Morning Post, 28 December 1899, p.5. 

"THE STORY OF MY ESCAPE." 

TELEGRAPHED BY WINSTON SPENCER CHURCHILL, OUR WAR CORRESPONDENT. 

LOURENCO MARQUES, Dec. 21, 10 p.m. 

On the afternoon of the 12th the Transvaal Government's Secretary for War informed me that there was 

little chance of my release. 

I therefore resolved to escape. 

The same night I left the State Schools Prison in Pretoria by climbing the wall when the sentries' backs were 

turned momentarily. 

I walked through the streets of the town without any disguise, meeting many Burghers, but I was not 

challenged. 

In the crowd I got through the pickets of the Town Guard and struck the Delagoa Bay railroad. 

I walked along it, evading the watchers at the bridges and culverts. 

I waited for a train beyond the first station out of the town. 

The 11.10 goods train from Pretoria arrived, and before it had reached full speed again I boarded it with 

great difficulty, and hid myself under some coal sacks. 

I jumped from the train before dawn, and sheltered during the day in a small wood in company with a huge 

vulture, which displayed a lively interest in my person. 

I walked on at dusk. 

There were no more trains that night. 

There was the continual danger of meeting the guards of the railway, but I was obliged to follow the line, as I 

had neither compass nor map. 

I had therefore to make wide detours to avoid the bridges, stations, and huts, and in the dark I frequently fell 

into small watercourses. 

My progress was consequently very slow. 

Chocolate is not a satisfying food under such conditions. 

The outlook was gloomy, but I persevered with God's help for five days. 

My food supply was very precarious. 

I was lying up during daylight and walking on at night. 

Meanwhile my escape had been discovered and my description telegraphed everywhere. 

All the trains were searched. 

Everyone was on the watch for me. 

Four wrong people were arrested. 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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But on the sixth day I managed to board a train beyond Middelburg, whence there is a direct service to 

Delagoa Bay. 

I was concealed in a railway truck under great sacks. 

I had a small store of good water with me. 

I remained hidden, chancing discovery. 

The Boers searched the train at Komati Poort, but did not search deep enough, so after sixty' hours of misery 

I came safely here. 

I am very weak, but I am free. 

I have lost many pounds in weight, but I am lighter in heart; and I avail myself of this moment — which is a 

witness to my earnestness— to urge an unflinching and uncompromising prosecution of the war. 

I am starting now for Natal. 

[The substance of this telegram appeared in our Second Edition yesterday.] 
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3. Winston Churchill, ‘Five Days Action at Spion Kop’, Morning Post, 17 February 1900, p.8. 

Boer Attack on Spion Kop. 

Morning broke, and with it the attack. The enemy, realising the vital importance of the position, concentrated every 

man and gun at his disposal for its recapture. A fierce and furious shell fire was opened forthwith on the summit, 

causing immediate and continual loss. General Woodgate was wounded, and the command devolved on a 

regimental officer, who, at half-past six, applied for reinforcements in a letter which scarcely displayed that 

composure and determination necessary in such a bloody debate. 

Sir Redvers Buller then took the extreme step of appointing Major Thorneycroft — already only a local Lieutenant-

Colonel — local Brigadier-General commanding on the summit of Spion Kop. The Imperial Light Infantry, the 

Middlesex Regiment, and a little later the Somersets, from General Talbot Coke's Brigade, were ordered to reinforce 

the defence, but General Coke was directed to remain below the summit of the hill, so that the fight might still be 

conducted by the brave men who were fighting. 

The Boers followed, and accompanied their shells by a vigorous rifle attack on the hill, and about half past eight the 

position became most critical. The troops were driven almost entirely off the main plateau and the Boers succeeded 

in re-occupying some of their trenches. A frightful disaster was narrowly averted. About twenty men in one of the 

captured trenches abandoned their resistance, threw up their hands, and called out that they would surrender. 

Colonel Thorneycroft, whose great stature made him everywhere conspicuous, and who was from dawn till dusk in 

the first firing line, rushed to the spot. The Boers advancing to take the prisoners — as at Nicholson Nek — were 

scarcely thirty yards away. Thorneycroft shouted to the Boer leader: “You may go to hell. I command on this hill and 

allow no surrender. Go on with your firing.” Which latter they did with terrible effect, killing many. The survivors, 

with the rest of the firing line, fled two hundred yards, were rallied by their indomitable commander, and, being 

reinforced by two brave companies of the Middlesex Regiment, charged back, recovering all lost ground, and the 

position was maintained until nightfall. No words in these days of extravagant expression can do justice to the 

glorious endurance which the English regiments — for they were all English — displayed throughout the long 

dragging hours of hell fire. Between three and four o'clock the shells were falling on the hill from both sides, as I 

counted, at the rate of seven a minute, and the strange discharge of the Maxim shell guns — the "pom-poms" as 

these terrible engines are called for want of a correct name — lacerated the hill sides with dotted chains of smoke 

and dust. A thick and continual stream of wounded flowed rearwards. A village of ambulance waggons grew up at 

the foot of the mountain. The dead and injured, smashed and broken by the shells, littered the summit till it was a 

bloody, reeking shambles. Thirst tormented the soldiers, for though water was at hand the fight was too close and 

furious to give even a moment's breathing space. But nothing could weaken the stubborn vigour of the defence. The 

Dorset Regiment— the last of Talbot Coke's Brigade — was ordered to support the struggling troops. The gallant 

Lyttelton of his own accord sent the Scottish Rifles and the 3rd King's Royal Rifles from Potgieter's to aid them. But 

though these troops, with the exception of the Scottish Rifles, did not arrive in time to join in the main action; 

though the British Artillery, unable to find or reach the enemy's guns, could only tear up the ground in impotent fury; 

though the shell fire and rifle fire never ceased for an instant — the magnificent Infantry maintained the defence, 

and night closed in with the British still in possession of the hill. 

Horrible Shelling. 

I find it convenient, and perhaps the reader will allow me, to break into a more personal account of what followed. It 

drove us all mad to watch idly in camp the horrible shelling that was directed on the captured position, and at about 

four o'clock I rode with Captain R. Brooke, 7th Hussars, to Spion Kop, to find out what the true situation was. We 

passed through the ambulance village, and leaving our horses climbed up the spur. Streams of wounded met us and 

obstructed the path. Men were staggering along alone, or supported by comrades, or crawling on hands and knees, 

or carried on stretchers. Corpses lay here and there. Many of the wounds were of a horrible nature. The splinters 

and fragments of the shell had torn and mutilated in the most ghastly manner. I passed about two hundred while I 

was climbing up. There was, moreover, a small but steady leakage of unwounded men of all corps. Some of. these 

cursed and swore. Others were utterly exhausted and fell on the hillside in stupor. Others again seemed drunk, 

though they had had no liquor. Scores were sleeping heavily. Fighting was still proceeding, and stray bullets struck all 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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over the ground, while the Maxim shell guns scourged the flanks of the hill and the sheltering Infantry at regular 

intervals of a minute. The 3rd King's Royal Rifles were out of reach. The Dorset Regiment was the only battalion not 

thrown into the fight, and intact as an effective unit. General Talbot Coke and his staff were sitting on the spur. 

I had seen some service and Captain Brooke has been through more fighting than any other officer of late years. We 

were so profoundly impressed by the spectacle and situation that we resolved to go and tell Sir Charles Warren what 

we had seen. The fight had been so close that no proper reports had been I sent to the general, so he listened with 

great patience and attention. One thing was quite clear — unless good and efficient cover could be made during the 

night, and unless guns could be dragged to the summit of the hill to match the Boer artillery the Infantry could not, 

perhaps would not, endure another day. The human machine will not stand certain strains for long. 

The questions were, Could guns be brought up the hill- and, if so, could the troops maintain themselves. The Artillery 

officers had examined the track. They said “No,” and that even if they could reach the top of the hill they would only 

be shot out of action. Two long-range naval 12-pounders, much heavier than the field guns, had arrived. The naval 

lieutenant in charge said he could go anywhere, or j would have a try any way. Ho was quite sure that, if he could get 

on the top of the hill he would knock out the Boer guns or be knocked out by them, and that was what he wanted to 

make sure. I do not believe that the attempt would have succeeded, or that the guns could have been in position by 

daylight, but the contrast in spirit was very refreshing. 

Another informal council of war was called. Sir Charles Warren wanted to know Colonel Thorneycroft's views. I was 

sent to obtain them. The darkness was intense. The track stony and uneven. It was hopelessly congested with 

ambulances, stragglers, and wounded men. I soon had to leave my horse, and then toiled upwards, finding 

everywhere streams of men winding about the almost precipitous sides of the mountain, and desultory crackle of 

musketry at the top. Only one solid battalion remained — the Dorsets. All the others were intermingled. Officers had 

collected little parties, companies and half companies; here and there larger bodies had formed, but there was no 

possibility, in the darkness, of gripping anybody or anything. Yet it must not be imagined that the Infantry were 

demoralised. Stragglers and weaklings there were in plenty. But the mass of the soldiers were determined men. One 

man I found dragging down a box of ammunition quite by himself, “To do something,” he said. A sergeant with 

twenty men formed up was inquiring what troops were to hold the position. Regimental officers everywhere cool 

and cheery, each with a little group of men around him, all full of fight and energy. But the darkness and the broken 

ground paralysed everyone. 

Colonel Thorneycroft's Views. 

I found Colonel Thorneycroft at the top of the mountain. Everyone seemed to know, even in the confusion, where he 

was. He was sitting on the ground surrounded by the remnants of the regiment he had raised, who had fought for 

him like lions and followed him like dogs. I explained the situation as I had been told and as I thought. Naval guns 

were prepared to try, sappers and working parties were already on the road with thousands of sandbags. What did 

he think? But the decision had already been taken. He had never received any messages from the general, had not 

had time to write any. Messages had been sent him, he had wanted "to send others himself. The fight had been too 

hot, too close, too interlaced for him to attend to anything, but to support this company, clear those rocks, or line 

that trench. So, having heard nothing and expecting no guns, he had decided to retire. As he put it tersely: “Better 

six good battalions safely down the hill than a mop up in the morning.” Then we came home, drawing down our 

rearguard after us very slowly and carefully, and as the ground grew more level the regiments began to form again 

into their old solid blocks. 

Such was the fifth of the series of actions called the Battle of Spion Kop. It is an event which the British people may 

regard with feelings of equal pride and sadness. It redounds to the honour of the soldiers, though not greatly to that 

of the generals. But when all that will be written about this has been written, and all the bitter words have been said 

by the people who never do anything themselves, the wise and just citizen will remember that these same generals 

are, after all, brave, capable, noble English gentlemen, trying their best to carry through a task which may prove to 

be impossible, and. is certainly the hardest ever set to men. 
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The Lancashire Fusiliers, the Imperial Light Infantry— whose baptism of fire it was—Thorneycroft's, and the 

Middlesex Regiment sustained the greater part of the losses. 

We will have another try, and, if it please God, do better next time. 
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4. George W. Steevens, ‘From Capetown to Pretoria’, Daily Mail, 27 November 1899, p.4. 

THE STORY OF THE WAR. 

FROM CAPETOWN TO PRETORIA. 

By G. W. STEEVENS 

(Author of “WITH KITCHENER TO KHARTUM”) 

No. VII. — The Homecoming from Dundee. 

We print to-day what, with to-morrow's instalment, will form, we think, the last letters we shall receive from Mr. 

Steevens until Ladysmith is relieved. 

As we have pointed out before, Mr, Steevens is at present with General White's forces in the beleaguered city. 

LADYSMITH, Oct. 27. 

“Come to meet us!” cried the staff officer with amazement in his voice; “what on earth for?” It was on October 26, 

about five miles out on the Helpmakaar road, which runs, east from Ladysmith. By the stream below the hill he had 

just trotted down, and choking the pass beyond, wriggled the familiar tail of wagons and water-carts, ambulances, 

and doolies, and spare teams of old mules in new harness. A couple of squadrons of Lancers had off-saddled by the 

roadside, a phalanx of horses topped with furled red and white pennons. Behind them stood a battery of artillery. 

Half a battalion of green kilted Gordons sunned their bare knees a little lower down; a company or two of 

Manchesters backboned the flabby convoy. The staff officer could not make out what in the world it meant. 

He had pushed on from the Dundee column, but it was a childish superstition to imagine that the Dundee column 

could possibly need assistance. They had only marched thirty odd miles on Monday and Tuesday; starting at four in 

the morning they would by two o'clock or so have covered the seventeen miles that would bring them into camp, 

fifteen miles 

OUTSIDE LADYSMITH. 

They were coming to help Ladysmith, if you like; but the idea of Ladysmith helping them! 

At his urgency they sent the convoy back. I rode on miles through the openest country I had yet seen hereabouts—a 

basin of wave-like veldt, just growing thinly green under the spring rains, spangled with budding mimosa-thorn. 

Scarred here and there with the dry-water-courses they call sluits, patched with heaves of wire-fenced down, livened 

with a verandah, blue cactus-hedged farmhouse or two, losing itself finally in a mazy fairyland of azure mountains—

this valley was the nearest approach to what you would call a smiling country I had seen in Africa. 

Eight miles or so along the road I came upon the Border Mounted Rifles, saddles off, and lolling on the grass. All 

farmers and transport, riders from the northern frontier, lean, bearded, sun- dried, framed of steel and whipcord, 

sitting their horses like the riders of the Elgin marbles, swift and cunning as Boers, and far braver, they are the 

Heaven-sent type of irregular troopers. It was they who had ridden out and made connection with the returning 

column an hour before. 

Two miles on I dipped over a ridge—and here was the camp. Bugles sang cheerily; mules, linked in fives, were 

BEING ZIGZAGGED FROWARDLY 

down to water. The Royal Irish Fusiliers had loosened their belts, but not their sturdy bearing. Under their horses' 

bellies lay the diminished 18th Hussars. Presently came up a subaltern of the regiment, who had been on leave and 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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returned just too late to rejoin before the line was cut. They had put him in command of the advanced troop of the 

lancers, and how he cursed the infantry and the convoy, and how he shoved the troop along when the drag was 

taken off! Now he was laughing and talking and listening all at once, like a long wanderer at hie home-coming. 

No use waiting for sensational stories among these men, going about their daily camp duties as if battles and sieges 

and forced marches with the enemy on your flank were the most ordinary business of life. No use waiting for fighting 

either in open country the force could have knocked thousands of Boers to pieces, and there was not the least 

chance of the Boers coming to be knocked. So I rode back through the rolling veldt basin. As I passed the stream and 

the nek beyond, the battery of artillery, the Gordons and Manchester were lighting 

THEIR BIVOUAC FIRES 

This pass, crevicing under the solid feet of two great stony kopjes, was the only place the Boers would be likely to try 

their luck at. It was covered; already the Dundee column was all right. 

Presently I met the rest of the Gordons, swinging along the road to crown the heights on either side the nek. Coming 

through I noticed—and the Kilted Highlanders noticed, too, they were staying cut all night—that the sky aver 

Ladysmith was very black. The great inky stain of cloud spread and ran up the heavens, then down to the whole 

circumference. In five minutes it was night and rain storm. It stung like a whip-lash; to meet it was like riding into a 

wall. Ladysmith streets were ankle deep in half an hour; the camps were morass and pond. And listening to the ever 

fresh bursts hammering all the evening on to deepening pools, we learned that the Dundee men had not camped 

after all, had marched at six, and were coming on all night into Ladysmith. Thirty-two miles without rest, through 

stinging cataract and spongy loam and glassy slime. 

Before next morning was grey in came the 1st Rifles. They plashed uphill to their blue-roofed huts on the south-west 

side of the town. By the time the sun was up they were fed by their sister battalion, the 2nd, and had begun to 

unwind their putties. But what a sight! Their putties were not soaked and not caked; say, rather, that there may have 

been a core of puttie inside, but that the men's legs were 

EMBEDDED IN A SERPENTINE CAST 

of clay. As for their boots, you could only infer them from the huge balls of stratified mud they bore round their feet. 

Red mud, yellow mud, black mud, brown mud—they lifted their feet toilsomely; they were land plummets that had 

sucked up specimens of all the heavy, sticky soils for fifteen miles. Officers and men alike bristled stiff with a week's 

beard. Rents in their khaki showed white skin, from their grimed hands and heads you, might have judged them half 

red men, half soot-black. Eyelids hung fat and heavy over hollow cheeks and pointed cheek-bones. Only the eye 

remained—the sky-blue, steel-keen, hard, clear, unconquerable English eye—to tell that thirty-two miles without 

rest, four days without a square meal, six nights—for many—without a stretch of sleep, still found them soldiers at 

the end. 

That was the beginning of them; but they were not all in till the middle of the afternoon—which made thirty-six 

hours on their legs. The Irish Fusiliers tramped in at lunch time—going a bit short some of them, nearly all a trifle 

stiff on the feet—but solid, square and sturdy from the knees upward. They straightened up to the cheers that met 

them, and stepped out on scorching feet as if they were ready to go into action again on the instant. After them 

came the guns—not the sleek creatures of Laffan's Plain, rough with earth and spinning mud from their wheels, but 

war-worn and fresh from slaughter: you might imagine their damp muzzles were dripping blood. You could count the 

horses’ ribs; they looked as if you could break them in half before the quarters. But they too, knew they were being 

cheered; they threw their ears up. and flung all the weight left them into the traces. 

Through fire, water, and earth the Dundee column had come home again. 

G. W. STEEVENS. 
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5. George W. Steevens, ‘Life in Ladysmith’, Daily Mail, 1 December 1899, p.5. 

LIFE IN LADYSMITH. 

CURIOSITIES OF THE BOER SIEGE. 

"LOOK AFTER MY CAT." 

MR. G. W. STEEVENS DESCRIBES THE SHELL FIRE. 

We print below what is certainly the longest and most interesting despatch which has come out from Ladysmith 

since the investment began, while it is the first, we believe, which Mr. Steevens has succeeded in getting through for 

very many days. 

Its value is inestimable from the fact that it gives the true and veracious history—by a reliable and impartial 

respondent—of life inside Ladysmith during the siege, and from it we see that there has been little truth—save 

case^—in the many rumours and reports of hard fighting round the beleaguered town. 

(From Our War Correspondent.) 

Ladysmith, Nov. 16 

(Via Mooi River, Nov. 27). 

The siege of Ladysmith is degenerating into a farce. Our sole hardship is the monotony, which has been broken only 

by our reconnaissance and one night alarm. 

On the 14th a reconnaissance to the westward revealed the fact that the Boers are weak. It is stated that only 4,000 

were disclosed. I believe there are fewer. 

Our guns shelled and silenced the enemy's artillery, and our cavalry and mounted infantry advanced against a 

languid fire. On our retirement the enemy's guns reopened, and the big guns to the north-east peppered the road by 

which we returned. 

During half an hour the air was rent by a whole gamut of shrieks, fizzles, and crashes, through which our guns retired 

at a supercilious walk. Our damage was one wounded. 

The Boer loss is reported at forty, but this is probably an exaggeration. 

At 12.30 on the morning of the 16th we woke, apparently dreaming of the bombardment. The Boers fired about a 

dozen shells into Ladysmith. Why, nobody knows. 

As rifle fire was also heard it was conjectured that the Boers, fearing a night attack, had fired at each other. 

The troops turned out, except one midshipman, who said it was his middle watch, and he did not see why he should 

be woke. Nothing followed. 

Nov. 17. 

The principal interest of the situation is now the weather-glass level. 

A downpour on the 15th drenched all our outposts. On the 16th the day was deliciously fine. The Boers dried their 

clothes and then began a languid bombardment, their rate of fire being presumably kept down by the difficulty of 

carrying ammunition. to the high summits on which their guns are placed. 

One unlucky shrapnel killed a railway guard and wounded three civilians and two natives. 

The day before a shrapnel bullet took a volunteer, who was asleep in his tent, in the spine and killed him instantly. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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These are the only recent casualties. All the wounded are doing well. The only fear of the garrison is lest the Boers 

have mostly gone leaving only a skeleton of a containing force. 

It is known that Joubert's Transvaalers have marched south, and the Free Staters also. 

A few houses were hit lately, the smoking-room of the Royal Hotel being smashed. 

The same morning a shell burst under the room in which several officers, including Colonel Rhodes, were about to 

breakfast. A floor plank was blown up and stock in the ceiling, the crockery was smashed, but not the pictures. 

Nobody was there. The officers had breakfast five minutes later. 

Another curious case was that of a telephone-operator of the Irish Fusiliers. He had gone out to get a light for his 

pipe. 

A shell burst in the telephone tent, pitched into his jacket and sliced the top of his helmet. The instruments were 

intact. 

Our health is excellent, though we are fattening from the want of exercise. 

There was a downpour this afternoon, the roads are heavy, and the streams-are rising. 

Nov. 19. 

The latest eccentricity of the enemy was the firing of three rounds from a howitzer at 7.30 yesterday evening. 

The second pierced the roof of the Royal Hotel, ricocheted off the wall, flew out the front door, and kicked up a 

paving-stone without bursting. 

Mr. Stark, a naturalist, who was preparing a book on the entomology of Natal, was standing at the doorway. He was 

hurled into the street, both his legs being torn off. He said, "Look after my cat!" and then died. 

The same afternoon a shell fell among the Gordons, who were playing football, and ploughed up a hole. 

The Gordons continued the game, but afterwards the football teams, finding they offered too good a target, 

substituted mule polo. 

At 12.30 this morning we awoke and found the enemy firing a salvo from some twenty guns, the swish-crash being 

usually distinct in the stillness. Though the fire was distributed evenly over camp it sounded as if each shell was 

coming into one's bed. 

The dogs barked, considering this attempted burglary. 

There were no casualties. 

We rashly accused the Boers of Sabbath breaking, but their time is three-quarter of an hour late, and they merely 

intended to wind up the week in good style. 

To-day there is the usual informal Sunday truce. 

Nov. 20. 

Seven wounded from the Frere armoured train were sent in to the Tombi Red Cross Camp yesterday. There was 

some languid shelling to-day, but no damage, except to a church porch, which was smashed by Long Tom. 

G. W. STEEVENS. 
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6. ‘Mr Steevens’ Account of the Siege of Ladysmith’, Daily Mail, 24 January 1900, p.5. 

As announced yesterday we have received by the last mail from the Cape a number of articles by Mr. Steevens, 

which he managed to dispatch from Ladysmith by native runner before he was attacked by the illness to which he 

succumbed. 

The articles in question were written in very minute handwriting in order that they might the more readily be 

concealed by the messenger in his passage through the Boer lines. They are now being deciphered, and will be 

published at an early date. 

7. G.W. Steevens, ‘The Siege of Ladysmith’, Daily Mail, 6 February 1900, p.4. 

THE SIEGE OF LADYSMITH. 

V.—IN A CONNING-TOWER. 

By the Late G. W. STEEVENS. 

Ladysmith, December 6, 1899. 

“There goes that stinker on Gun Hill,” said the captain. “No, don't get up; have some draught beer.” 

I did have some draught beer. 

“Wait and see if he fires again. If he does we'll go up into the conning-tower, and have both guns in action toge—” 

Boom! The Captain picked up his stick. 

“Come on,” he said. 

We got up out of the rocking-chairs, and went out past the swinging meat-safe, under the big canvas of the ward 

room, with its table piled with stuff to read. Trust the sailor to make himself at home. As we passed through the 

camp the bluejackets rose to a man, and lined up trimly on either side. Trust the sailor to keep his self-respect, even 

in five weeks' beleaguered Ladysmith. 

Up a knee-loosening ladder of rock, and we came out on to the green hill-top, where they first had their camp. 

Among the orderly trenches, the sites of the deported tents, were rougher irregular blotches of hole—footprints of 

shell. 

“That gunner,” said the captain, waving his stick at Surprise Hill, “is a German. Nobody but a German atheist would 

have fired on us at breakfast, lunch, and dinner the same Sunday. It got too hot when he put one ten yards from the 

cook. Anybody else we could have spared; then 

WE HAD TO GO.” 

We come to what looks like a sandbag redoubt, but in the eyes of heaven is a conning-tower. On either side, from 

behind a sandbag epaulement a 12-pounder and a Maxim thrust forth vigilant eyes. The sandbag plating of the 

conning-tower was six feet thick and shoulder-high; the rivets were red earth, loose but binding; on the parapets 

sprouted tufts of grass, unabashed and rejoicing in the summer weather. Against the parapet leaned a couple of 

men with the clean-cut, cleanshaven jaw and chin of the naval officer, and half-a-dozen bearded blue-jackets. They 

stared hard out of sun-puckered eyes over the billows of kopje and veldt. 
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Forward we looked down on the one 4.7; aft we looked up to the other. On bow and beam and quarter we looked 

out to the enemy's fleet. Deserted Pepworth's was on the port bow, Gun Hill, under Lombard's Kop, on the 

starboard, Bulwan abeam, Middle Hill astern, Surprise Hill on the port quarter. 

Every outline was cut in adamant. The Helpmakaar Ridge, with its little black ants a-crawl on their hill, was crushed 

flat beneath us. 

A couple of vedettes racing over the pale green plain northward looked as if we could jump on to their heads. We 

could have tossed a biscuit over to Lombard's Kop. The great yellow emplacement of their fourth big piece on Gun 

Hill stood up 

LIKE A SPITHEAD FORT. 

Through the big telescope that swings on its pivot in the centre of the tower you could see that the Boers were 

loafing around it dressed in dirty mustard-colour. 

“Left-hand Gun Hill fired, sir,” said a bluejacket, with his eyes glued to binoculars. 

“At the balloon”—and presently we heard the weary pinions of the shell, and saw the little puff of white below. 

“Ring up Mr. Halsey,” said the captain. Then I was aware of a sort of tarpaulin cupboard under the breastwork of 

creeping trails of wire on the ground and of a couple of sappers. 

The corporal turned down his page of “Harmsworth Magazine,” laid it on the parapet, and dived under the tarpaulin. 

Ting-a-ling-a-ling! buzzed the telephone bell. 

The gaunt up-towering mountains, the long, smooth, deadly guns—and the telephone bell! 

The mountains and the guns went out, and there floated in that roaring office of the “Daily Mail” instead, and the 

warm, rustling vestibule of the play-house on a December night. This is the way we make war now; only for the 

instant it was half joke and half home-sickness. Where were we? What were we doing? 

“Right-hand Gun Hill fired, sir,” came the even voice of the blue-jacket. “At the balloon.” 

“Captain wants to speak to you, sir,” came the voice of the sapper 

FROM UNDER THE TARPAULIN. 

Whistle and rattle and pop went the shell in the valley below. 

“Give him a round both guns together,” said the captain to the telephone. 

“Left-hand Gun Hill fired, sir,” said the bluejacket to the captain. Nobody cared about left-hand Gun Hill; he was only 

a 4.7 howitzer; every glass was clamped on the big yellow emplacement. 

“Right-hand Gun Hill is up, sir.” 

Bang coughs the forward gun below us; bang-g-g coughs the after gun overhead. Every glass clamped on the 

emplacement. 

“What a time they take!” sighs a lieutenant—then a leaping cloud a little in front and to the right. 

“Damn !” sighs a peach-cheeked midshipman, who— 

“Oh, good shot!” For the second has landed just over and behind the epaulement. Has it hit the gun? 

“No such luck,” says the captain; “he was down again five seconds after we fired.” 

And the men had all gone to earth, of course. Ting-a-ling-a-ling! Down dives the sapper, and presently his face 

reappears, with “Headquarters to speak to you, sir.” What the captain said to Headquarters is not to be repeated by 

the profane; the captain knows his mind, and speaks it. As soon as that was over, ting-a-ling again. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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“Mr. Halsey wants to know if he may fire again, sir” 

“He may have one more”—for shell is still being 

SAVED FOR CHRISTMAS. 

It was all quite unimportant and probably quite ineffective. At first it staggers you to think that mountain-shaking 

bang can have no result; but after a little experience and thought you see it would be a miracle if it had. The 

emplacement is a small mountain in itself; the men have run out into holes. Once in a thousand shots you might hit 

the actual gun and destroy it—but shell being saved for Christmas. 

If the natives and deserters are not lying, and the sailors really hit Pepworth’s Long Tom, then that gunner may live 

on his exploit for the rest of his life. 

“We trust we've killed a few men,” says the captain, cheerily; “but we can't hope for much more.” 

And yet, if they never hit a man, this handful of sailors have been the saving of Ladysmith. You don't know, till you 

have tried it, what a worm you feel when the enemy is plugging shell into you and you can't possibly plug back. Even 

though they spared their shell, it made all the world of difference to know that the sailors could reach the big guns if 

they ever became unbearable. It makes all the difference to the Boers, too, I suspect; for as sure as Lady Ann or 

Bloody Mary gets on to them they shut up in a round or two. To have the very men among you makes the difference 

between rain-water and brine. 

The other day they sent a 12-pounder up to Caesar's Camp under a boy who, if he were not commanding big men 

round a big gun in a big war, might with luck be 

IN THE FIFTH FORM. 

“There's a 94-pounder up there,” said a high officer, who might just have been his grandfather. 

“All right, sir,” said the child, serenely, “we'll knock him out.” 

He hasn't knocked him out yet, but he is going to next shot, which in a siege is the next best thing. 

In the meantime he has had his gun's name, “Lady Ellen,” neatly carved on a stone and put up on his emplacement. 

Another gunpit bears the golden legend “Princess Victoria Battery,” on a board elegant beyond the dreams of 

suburban preparatory schools. A regiment would have had no paint or gold-leaf; the sailors always have everything. 

They carry their home with them, self-subsisting, self-relying. Even as the constant blue-jacket says, “Right Gun Hill 

up, sir,” there floats from below ting-ting, ting-ting, ting. 

Five bells! 

The rock-rending double bang floats over you unheard; the hot iron hills swim away. Five bells—and you are on 

deck, swishing through cool blue water among white-clad ladies in long chairs, going home. 

O Lord, how long? 

But the sailors have not seen home for two years, which is two less than their usual spell. This is their holiday. “Of 

course, we enjoy it,” they say, almost apologising for saving us; “we so seldom get a chance.” The Royal Navy is the 

salt of the sea and the salt of the earth also. 

G. W. STEEVENS. 
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8. Bennet Burleigh, The Natal Campaign. London and Bombay: George Bell and Sons, 1900. 

Introduction, p.v 

The following chapters sent home by Mr. Bennet Burleigh, the Special War Correspondent of the Daily 

Telegraph, are published with only the smallest possible change from the form in which they appeared in the 

daily newspaper. Soon after the failure of General Buller at Vaal Krantz, Mr. Burleigh left the seat of war in 

Northern Natal, and transferred himself to the western sphere of campaign with Lord Roberts. A very short 

epilogue, not from his pen, narrates the conclusion of the Natal Campaign. In an appendix will be found an 

account written by Mr. McHugh, a correspondent of the Daily Telegraph who was imprisoned in Ladysmith, of 

the great attack made by the Boers on January 6th, which was so valiantly repulsed by General White's garrison. 

Chapter I: Through the Republics – General Joubert’s Views 

Ladysmith, October 6, 1899 

IN the train which carried me through from Cape Town, via the Orange Free State, to the Transvaal were many 

returning burghers, old and young. There were many lads fresh from schools and colleges in the Cape Colony, 

ordered home to bear arms in the war. They were noisy and boastful, as those who put their armour on in 

callow days often are. But to that they were urged, openly and secretly, by Colonial Dutchmen, and later on by 

their own people. It is not pleasant to reflect that, for years past, a stream of mawkish sentiment has been 

allowed to flow unchecked—nay, often has been encouraged—that a Dutch South Afrikander nation were the 

heirs of the whole country, from the Cape to the Zambesi, from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean, Yet I could not 

help but note that they were apprehensive of the prowess of the British gunners and the risks to be run from 

being under the fire of our lyddite. It is only the ignorant burghers of the remote districts who sniff in scorn at 

the idea of England attempting to oppose their arms. Your “dopper” hoodwinks himself that he is invincible 

because of his powers of marksmanship, and the special aid on his behalf of Providence. Said one of this 

fanatical type the other day to a Britisher, "I suppose the English can send an army of 20,000 soldiers against 

us ? " " Oh yes; 500,000 troops, if necessary," answered the patriot. " Verdompt!" rejoined the Boer, in 

unconscious humour,  “it would take us three months to kill them all.” 

At Pretoria I called on President Kruger, but the hour was unpropitious, for the Head of the State was busy. 

However he sent me a message, and I left the quaint official bungalow, its armed constabulary, and rude, 

sculptured marble lions, to return on some other occasion. Like the late Prime Minister of the Malagasy, 

Rainiliarivony, Kruger, though an old man, tries to do too much. Nothing is too big or too small for him to pass 

over. Everything has to be submitted for his approval, nominal or otherwise. I have been told that he has aged 

rapidly, and that his memory often fails him. 

[…] 

Across the Transvaal border everything was different. It was a foreign country, and very much so to British. 

There was a rigid and searching Customs scrutiny. Dutch was spoken as a matter of duty, and nobody stopped 

to hold converse in the English language. At every station there were jostling throngs of excited burghers and 

bevies of women and girls. The men were swaddled in bandoliers and stocked cartridge belts, and all had rifles, 

chiefly Mausers, in their hands. From the carriage windows others could be seen riding in twos and threes 

about the country. There were miles of waggons and trucks blocking the sidings at the principal towns and 

junctions, showing that food, forage, and transport were being hurriedly hauled to some approved destination. 

The majority of the population seemed to have rushed in their everyday clothes to take up arms. But there was 
3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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a considerable minority clad in garb which somewhat resembled military uniforms of the Colonial style, mingled 

with ancient swashbuckler "get-ups," boots, hats, and buff jerkins. For the uniformed khaki, blue, and grey were 

the prevailing colours. The wide-awakes were looped up, and around them were blue and white spotted 

puggarees. I fear that many of the more swagger Boers will be liable to be mistaken for some of our Colonial 

brother-soldiers. 

It was evident to the most casual observer that commandeering was going forward right and left. An armed 

Boer in want of anything—saddlery, horse, clothes, provisions, medicines, strong drinks— either with or 

without authority speedily supplied himself from public or private stores, places of business, or dwellings. 

Whilst in Pretoria, as well as en route thither, I saw doors being burst open, and the contents of premises rifled 

again and again. The places so attacked were not always unoccupied, but they were generally the property of 

foreigners. Some of our countrymen protested; others, with professed willingness, gave the Boers what they 

sought, and obtained certificates for the things. Far too frequently goods were handed to the burghers, and the 

expectation of their owners is that, whether the Boers win or lose in the war, they will recover the value of their 

property from one or other side. Surely giving voluntary aid and comfort to an enemy ought not to entitle the 

parties to indemnification! Compensation claims later on should be closely sifted. 

Pretoria is not iron-bound by a chain of forts like Metz. To-day the defences of the town are contemptible. They 

could withstand no siege, and might even be rushed at a very preliminary stage of an investment. The town lies 

in a wide hollow, surrounded by swelling hills by no means difficult of ascent, and with humped sides. But these 

hills are mostly commanded by others farther afield, and there is the north-eastern side of the town practically 

without defences. Of the five forts, three are small redoubts, with fronts of less than fifty yards. Two are much 

larger, enclosing, perhaps, two acres a-piece. Yet these guns are masked by neighbouring lumpy ground, and 

they have no all-round range of fire. The works, however, are well provided with big cannon and machine guns. 

Nobody who knows the burgher believes the Boer tactics would induce them to stay to defend their forts. 

Certainly the Transvaal Government were putting forth prodigious efforts for them to move troops to the Natal 

border. Their wide system of espionage had convinced them that there was little risk of danger from either the 

Rhodesian or Delagoa Bay side of the country. Commandoes, which had been hastily despatched to guard these 

districts, were peremptorily recalled, and hurried away by train towards Natal, to Volksrust, and Utrecht. All 

traffic, except for their armed burghers, was stopped on the railways. In one day thirty-six trains were sent, via 

Elandsfontein (junction near Johannesburg), towards Natal. The country was consumed with the turmoil of 

coming war. Armed bands were riding hither and thither in all directions. Burghers were eagerly rushing, and 

others in laggard spirit thrust on to battle. Crowds of excited fugitives, chiefly foreigners— men, women, and 

children—besieged the railway stations, striving to find places in carriages or open trucks to convey them 

anywhere out of the country. Bands of Kaffirs, secretly summoned back to their kraals, had forsaken their work 

and employers, and at swinging gait, singing as they went, were off to join their people. 

Through the personal kindness of the Boer authorities, directed by the interposition of another than myself, I 

secured free passes and a place on a commando train from Pretoria. It was one of three trains containing the 

Middleburg contingent among others. A single engine was set, like so many more, to draw from thirty to thirty-

five coaches, carrying by actual count over 300 men, their horses, with a small amount of fodder, reserve 

ammunition, and stores. In a rough way open trucks had been boarded up for the men's mounts, for every Boer 

rides to battle. Into a truck, the size of an ordinary coal-waggon, were jammed eight or ten of their sturdy little 

nags. The men also huddled into trucks, squatting about anyhow. I found a corner in the cabin seat of the 

guard's brake. The journey of twenty hours occupied nearer sixty, so blocked were the lines. There were 

frequent accidents, especially after dark, to the trains. Only in a single instance, so far, have they had fatal result 

to human life; but horses have been killed, engines and waggons smashed, in the rush to the border. In my own 
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experience our engine ran full tilt into another, and the cabin carried away an engine supply standard, whilst 

men ran some trucks off the line. 

The Middleburg contingent were an excellent yeomen type of burghers, the best among the Boers—simple, 

good-hearted fellows, with a foolish belief that England was a wretched and cowardly country they could put 

down any day. They were going to invade Natal, eat fish in Durban, and then, if the English did not submit to be 

thrashed, sail over to London and finish the job! It was sorrowful to think that so few of them realized what 

they were undertaking. Fine as the Middleburg men looked, they could be outclassed any day by drafts of 

English, Irish, or Scotch Yeomen. If the latter do not shoot as well, and better, that is because the trouble has 

not been taken to secure that result The Middleburg burghers had a Transvaal flag, red, white, and blue, a 

tricolour with a green band depending. But every field-cornet command sports such a flag, and these were 

always energetically waved and kept displayed from the carriages. On the way the men occasionally indulged in 

monotonous psalm-singing tunes, very different from the vivacious catches of Mr. Thomas Atkins when he 

takes the road to war. 

General Joubert, who left Pretoria fifteen hours later than I did, overtook us in his special near Standerton. 

There, owing to an alarm that the English had been found planting dynamite to blow up the bridges, trains were 

not allowed to proceed farther that night. I had a chat with the General, and although helped by others, could 

not prevail upon him to assure us of a lift in the morning. For the night, in the threatened thunderstorm, I had 

to shift as best I could with my baggage. There have been of late exceedingly heavy downpours, and I feared 

another. Putting my belongings in the station-room, and eschewing the various neighbouring Boer 

encampments, guided by a Kaffir, I went into the town, and ultimately secured a bed of a kind. 

At daybreak next morning I got back to the station just as General Joubert's train was steaming away to 

Sandsspruit. By dint of audacity the station-master was persuaded to stop it, and I boarded the General's own 

special saloon carriage. Evidently the sheer impudence of the thing must have staggered him, for he forgave 

me, and came into the compartment, and we chatted for hours on the journey to the big Boer camps at Sands 

River or Spruit I noted that the General was generally popular, the Boers clustering about at the stations to 

shake hands with him. He would descend when the train stopped long enough, and say a few words by way of 

encouragement There was once or more some feeble attempts at cheering, but your Transvaal burgher has no 

lungs for that form of popular approval. Sandsspruit had all the outward semblance of a vast camp in time of 

war—tents, munitions, cannon, earthworks, and bodies of armed men. I asked and received permission to snap-

shot General Joubert and his more immediate friends. He stepped out of the train and took up a position for 

that purpose. In appearance he bears strong traces of his French origin. His quick, dark eyes beam with 

shrewdness and kindness. He has a belief that the future and the present are for the Boer, and declares he 

would cut his throat sooner than give way on one point of the Transvaal's claims, or doubt God's personal 

support of their cause. His further political views and plan of campaign must wait description till a later 

occasion. When we reached Sandsspruit he had so warmed in courtesy that he ran down in a small special train 

to Volksrust, the Transvaal border-town, and there secured me a truck which conveyed me a little later down 

the pass to Charleston, the border station in Natal. Nearly everybody had left the place save a Scotch station-

master and a few clerks, mostly Scots too. I was welcomed as an escaped prisoner among friends, and treated 

by a Campbell with Hielan' hospitality. For two days and more I had been cribbed, cabined, and confined, dirty 

and blood-bespattered. That same evening, however, another special train, by the grace of the Natal railway 

authorities, took me away down through Laing's Nek, past Majuba, and into the relative comfort and security of 

Newcastle. 
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Chapter XI: General Buller’s Arrival, pp.150-167. 

Frere. December 8, 1899 

GENERAL BULLER has arrived at Frere, and the matter of the relief of Ladysmith is now well in hand. All that, 

and much more, I, and no doubt others, longed to wire home. But the Press are once more in leading-strings. 

Our military masters are very careful of correspondents, as much so as any doting mothers can be of their 

tiniest darlings. There was a big cavalry reconnaissance, which the Commander-in-Chief himself conducted, but 

we pressmen, even in response to formal applications, were refused permission to accompany them—probably 

lest we might get hurt We did the next best thing: went to the picquet-lines, and saw nearly everything that was 

done from that point of vantage. For over a week past it has been common gossip that General Buller was 

coming here to take command, but not a line about the subject were we allowed to send. Nay, even since his 

arrival the same restriction exists. And why? Possibly lest the news should reach the Boers. As if they did not 

have a spy in nearly every Dutch farmer, and as if there were not daily railway communication with Durban, and 

wires round to Pretoria, via Lourenço Marques. But, in addition thereto, I fear —nay, have strong reason to 

suspect—that there are persons who, under the guise of innocent private wires, and notwithstanding their 

pledges of honour, are communicating information which pressmen are not permitted to send to the outer 

world. Besides all this there are the corps of foreign Consular Agents, who cannot be choked off from sending 

despatches. It is not the first time I have arraigned the whole British Army system of Press censorship, which is 

largely a sham and a delusion. But the first and last voice in the matter lies with the public, and if they are 

content, enough said. Still, should a day ever come when things go wrong and official reports are mistrusted, 

how is the nation to be saved from panic and folly? And in this connection I will add there should be no halting 

in the work of overthrowing the twin-conspiring Republics, the Transvaal and Orange Free State, while the 

whole of our loyal Colonists in Natal and at the Cape should have a voice—and a potent one—in whatever 

settlement is effected. 

General Buller, who was looking remarkably well, accompanied by his Staff, arrived at Frere about 4 a.m., 

Wednesday, from Maritzburg. Early as the hour was the “Tommies” were on the alert, and cheered the 

General's special. He was received at the station by Major-General Clery and others, and the Devons provided 

the guard of honour. Whilst the morning was yet young he received reports, made the round of the camps, and 

arranged to proceed at 1.30 p.m. with the cavalry and two batteries to reconnoitre the Boer position north of 

Colenso. He went down to the new trestle-work railway bridge, walked across upon the sleepers, and expressed 

to Mr. Shaws his satisfaction at the way the job had been accomplished. What, however, also appeared to 

interest him greatly was to know how long it would take the railway engineers to erect a temporary bridge over 

the Tugela at Colenso. That, he was told, depended on the amount of damage the Boers had wrought in 

blowing down that structure. It might possibly be so restored as to enable trains to be run across within eight or 

ten days. Frere Bridge is just over 200 feet long, the height of the central trestles 20 feet from the bed of the 

spruit. It carries a single line of rails. At either end a good deal of earthwork has been constructed for the 

diversion from and to the permanent-way. The work of cutting up and removing the wrecked iron bridge is 

rapidly progressing. From native and other reports it seems that, with dynamite or roburite, the Boers have 

blown over the piers nearest the banks on either side of the Colenso railway bridge. Besides that wreckage, 

they have cracked and bent downwards the girders of the three central spans. If possible, the bent girders will 

be "jacked" up and repaired, and temporary spans placed over the end portions. 

That same Wednesday morning funeral services were held over the graves of the victims of the armoured train 

disaster. Native accounts have it that seven or eight of our men, including the slaughtered railway employés, 

were buried in one common grave alongside the line and the scene of the fight. The Boers held a very strong 

position upon a rough, stony hill, within, by actual measurement, a few hundred yards of the wreckage. Their 
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big gun was emplaced within 800 yards range. When the train passed on to Chieveley a party of the enemy 

stuffed the space between the guard-rails on the curve with stones and pieces of iron. It was that which threw 

the trucks off the rails, ending in the capsizing of two of them. The funeral services were conducted by the 

Anglican clergymen and the Roman Catholic chaplain, Father Matthews, of the Dublin Fusiliers, several of whom 

lie buried there. Our troops had but arrived at Frere when a number of the men of their own volition set about 

decorating and hedging-in the previously unmarked graves. Bit by bit it has grown into something like a work of 

art, with headstone and enclosing barbed-wire railing. Curb-stones have been placed round the tomb, and the 

cartridges fired in the action, which were stuck upon the grave to spell the record of their glorious story, are 

now all buried close to the butts in cement. How any one managed to escape alive from the wrecked, shell-

pierced carriages is little short of a miracle. To carry on a fight after such a catastrophe, for about an hour, 

against incredible odds, bespeaks much for the heroic valour of the soldiers. In the middle of the grave there 

lies a stone cross, on which is cut "R.I.P., Dublin Fusiliers and Durban Light Infantry. True till death." The tale 

told by the cartridge-case reads : " Erected by the 34th Regiment in memory of our comrades, who fell 

November 15, 1899." Upon the original headstone were the words: " Gone, but not forgotten." That was a day 

or two ago replaced by a more elaborate and carefully-carved memorial stone, cut by the hands of two soldiers. 

[…] 

To-day a slight advance has been made of men and guns, for the camp is overflowing its boundaries. The Boers, 

alarmed from native and Dutch reports, are sending forward bodies of 100 to 200 horsemen to try and 

ascertain what General Buller is going to do. Parties of them have come down upon the east and west of us, 

penetrating down the Weenen road. Yesterday a small body, about 200, appeared near Mooi River, probably 

wishing to destroy the bridge ; but the appearance of troops frightened them away. It appears likely that they 

may attempt to tear up the railway in a few places. Their chief aim, no doubt, is plunder; and both yesterday 

and to-day they have been looting cattle and food at no great distances from the railroad. An attempt will have 

to be made to "bag" some of these raiding bands, whether Free Staters or Joubert's men. Now that we have a 

large force of cavalry, that should not be an impossible task. Unquestionably, the Boers are suffering for want of 

variety in food, and their horses look weak and half-starved. An Irishman, himself an ex-navvy, who saw the 

havoc wrought by the enemy at Frere Bridge, asked a gangsman if it were true that the Boers were breaking up 

the line—the dirty blackguards. When he learned that they had tried to destroy the railway entirely his 

observation was: " Then, by the powers, that will cost them something ! Sure, after this war, a live Boer should 

be a curiosity." Camp chaff gives rise at times to odd remarks. A bluejacket, who was asked by a " Tommy " if he 

had heard Kruger was dead, not to be outclassed on a question of mere news, said, " Yaas." " Well, then, what 

did he die of ?" asked the jocular soldier. "Why, of dynamite, lad," promptly rejoined the tar. 

[…] 

In the big fight of November 9 we certainly put 600 of the enemy out of action. Our men deliberately held their 

fire and waited for the Boers to come closer. They came along early in the morning, thinking they had 

Ladysmith at their mercy. Never more will they attempt to carry the town by assault; they have had their 

lesson. To the Kaffirs they, of course, boast that they have killed all the best of our fighting men, and that those 

left have taken to holes, into which they cannot follow to turn them out. What is left, therefore, to be done, is 

to kill all the English horses and cattle, and raise such a stench in the place that the men will die or be forced to 

come out and surrender. They declare they have beaten England, and that she has no more soldiers to send on 

worth considering. Nay, it is hinted that her ships and country will soon be partitioned up among the nations 

friendly to the Boers, and there will be no more England. To the neutral camp four miles south, and under the 

Bulwan, most of the non-combatants have gone, and the worst cases of sickness are sent for safety and rest to 

the same place. Over ten days ago we were all rejoiced to see the flashing of the electric light. The signals were 

easily read, until the Boers, who have electric searchlights in their camps, one at Besters and the other near the 

Bulwan, turned them on the beams from Estcourt or Frere. Our men, though, like the horses, a bit thin and 

jaded with constant watching, are very fit. Through being cooped up so closely—that is, men and animals—the 

town is in a very insanitary condition. The worst evil, however, is the impure water, which is beginning to cause 

sickness; but, so far, it is not of a severe type—mostly diarrhoea, mild cases of dysentery, and a little enteric 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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fever. January is our worst month in Natal, and it will be well if the garrison is relieved before then. Efforts are 

being made to keep up the spirits of the men, of which there is little need, for they are all a lively lot Every day 

when opportunity offers there is cricket and football, and the officers play polo quite regularly, joking if the 

Boer shell-fire interferes with the games. On Tuesday there was an athletic meeting of the soldiers. There were 

numerous prizes. The sports included foot-racing, as well as the usual contests, jumping, tug-of-war, etc. There 

was quite a large attendance of spectators. 

General White has become much more popular since the siege. It is believed that he was formerly held fast by 

orders from higher quarters to do nothing. But, even now, there are many who chafe at the prolonged sitting 

still, and are anxious to make a night assault, spike, or capture the enemy's guns, or go out by day and assail 

them with all arms. I feel certain that there are fully 20,000 Boers still round Ladysmith—nay, possibly 30,000 of 

them. We have plenty of ammunition and an abundance of supplies, of a kind, enough to last for months 

carefully used, so there is no fear of the result The two weekly newspapers, made by pen and stylographic 

process, are still issued; both command a ready sale. Their names are the Bombshell and Liar. Each contains a 

frontpage cartoon, one of the latest being that of Kruger and Steyn en route as prisoners to St. Helena. 
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authorities: correspondents to gain access had to accept political and morale as 
well as military grounds for restricting their movements and reporting.

Boer War
The Japanese management of the news ‘disgusted correspondents but it was a 
far-off war in a faraway place.72 More controversial were the arrangements for 
reporting an insurgency at the heart of the world s then leading empire — the 
Boer War. Referred to sometimes as the first ‘mass media war’, the second Boer 
War attracted not only every famous correspondents of the era, but many more 
who wanted to make their reputations. Kinston Churchill became a house
hold name for his daring exploits reporting the war.73 Photography, the film 
camera and the mass circulation newspaper posed additional problems for the 
military authorities. The new media of their day represented a qualitatively dif
ferent challenge. Underwater telegraph cables linked the British Empire together 
and ensured an increase in the speed and scale of communication even from the 
most remote corner of the world.4 The challenge of increased speed and distance 
was compounded by the advent of the wireless transmitter which in the 1914 
US-Mexican war presented correspondents with the first opportunity of by
passing the telegraphic channels controlled by the authorities.’5

The advent of the cine-camera and more importantly the lightweight still 
camera, in particular the introduction ot the Pocket Kodak in 1897, facilitated the 
production of more dramatic and graphic visual depictions of war. Photographs 
of the dead at battles such as Spion Kop appeared in illustrated newspaper such 
as The Graphic. They captured the brutality of war, challenging the roman
ticised representation of the war sketched by war artists.n Such pictures did 
not constitute the ‘contemporary record of the war ' • but the authorities had to 
come to terms with the visual dimension of war reporting. For the media, the 
new technology presented considerable logistical problems including getting the 
equipment to the scene of the fighting. Four British companies sent camera
men to cover the war, the most famous of whom was William Dickson and his 
‘Biograph*. The challenge of using this equipment was immense. It weighed a 
considerable amount; the tripod 100 pounds and the boxes ot batteries required 
to operate its electric motor 1,200 pounds. The equipment was transported by a 
cart and horses. Dickson complained that getting to the action was handicapped 
by ‘the enormous bulk of our apparatus which had to be dragged about in a 
Cape cart with two horses ... aggravated by the absence of roads, while the huge 
gullies we had to cross and the enormous boulders we had to get over made the 
enterprise almost impractical’.78 Dickson could and did not film much actuality; 
most of footage focused on everyday military activities such as troops marching, 
bridges being repaired, signalmen at work, big guns firing, cavalry at the gallop 
and encampments. Not subject to official censorship, Dicksons movements were 
alwavs under military surveillance. He was not sanctioned by the War Office 
and therefore was not able to take advantage of army supplies, struggling to fend 
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for himself and his team. Matters were compounded by the problem of finding 
the front which was difficult in such a large country and in face of a ‘war of 
movement’.7' Dickson’s experience highlights it was not only military restric
tions that act as an obstacle. The lack of manoeuvrability of the Biograph — as 
well as considerations of cost and personal safety - meant diat most of the con
temporary moving images of the Boer War were reconstructions, many filmed 
in the UK?0

Despite the new media coverage, the Boer War was dominated by the printed 
word. The war is closely associated with the popular mass circulation newspa
pers that had emerged in the 1890s. The Daily Mail achieved an unprecedented 
circulation of one million by 1900 partly by flying the imperial flag throughout 
the war. The jingoism of popular newspapers such as the Mail accorded with 
the Zeitgeist of the times. Growing readership imbued the popular press with 
greater autonomy which government and military officials reacted to by seek
ing to manage news-gathering more effectively. Nearly 300 correspondents’” 
were accredited to cover the war in South Africa. It is estimated that 88 news
papers and journals employed at least 263 war correspondents on the British 
fronts with 47 journalists working for five news-gathering agencies/2 In addi
tion, there were ‘American, nationalist Irish, continental European and even a 
few British journalists who covered the war in a fairly leisurely style from the 
Afrikaner side’?5 The Times at one stage had 20 correspondents in South Africa 
while Reuters hired 100 freelancers and camera workers to record the triumphal 
arrival of the British troopships in Capetown at the opening of the conflict.84 
The South African press corps included many of leading w riters of the time such 
as Rudyard Kiphng and Arthur Conan Doyle as well as a large number of indi
viduals seeking fame, fortune and in some cases the fulfilment of political causes. 
The disposition of the military authorities to restrict access was confronted by 
the high public interest in British imperial achievement which made it difficult 
to exclude correspondents.

Initial expectation that correspondents would be covering the glories and 
heroism of the British Army led the military to put aside their hostility to corre
spondents. Many correspondents accompanied the Army as they sailed to South 
Africa in an armada of naval and civilian ships resembling that of the British 
forces that voyaged to the Falklands/Malvinas Islands nearly 100 years later. 
Relations were basically cordial even though General Buller, the commander
in-chief, forbade his officers from speaking to reporters. Despite the jingoistic 
fervour that characterised the conflict, some historians draw attention to British 
public opinion at the outset not favouring the war. The British people were 
in the words of the Prime Minster Lord Salisbury not very irritable [with the 
Boers]’.85 The press and its correspondents were used by imperial supporters such 
as colonial secretary Alfred Milner to manipulate public opinion?' As part of the 
effort to educate’ domestic opinion in favour of war, reporters were expected to 
provide good news stories w'hich ‘spoke of British pluck and of the certainty of 
eventual victory’?7
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As rhe war progressed, the promised British victories did not materialise. 
The drama of the sieges of Ladysmith. Mafeking and Kimberley found war cor
respondents side-by-side with the British forces, enduring, fighting and dying. 
George Steevens, the celebrated correspondent of the Daily Mail, was one of 
several reporters to lose their lives in these sieges; he died of enteric fever at 
Ladysmith. However, the growing insecurities of the British Army following 
defeats by the Boers resulted in further restrictions on journalists. Kitchener who 
succeeded as commander-in-chief in 1900 was more hostile to the press, making 
it an offence for any soldier to talk with correspondents about the conduct of the 
war. But it was the changing nature of the warfare that made correspondents’ 
work more problematic. The conflict ceased to be a struggle between armies as 
the Boers in the face of overwhelming British troop numbers increasingly fought 
a guerrilla struggle. Mobile Boer units pursued hit-and-run raids, melting back 
into the farming community that supported them. Journalists started to gain 
more access to cover the war from the Boer side as the Boers began to appreci
ate the importance of the press in presenting their case. They also became more 
adept at influencing British newspapers and their correspondents as the fight
ing dragged on and anti-war sentiment grew in the United Kingdom.*- Many 
international reporters such as Harding Davis and representatives of French and 
German publications were sympathetic to the anti-British cause. Davis sup
ported the underdog while his European colleagues accorded with the view of 
their governments wrho sought to benefit from a British setback.

Criticism of British government policy became more vociferous as the war 
progressed. The British used the power of exclusion to exercise control over 
correspondents. Correspondents deemed to have broken the regulations could 
either have their accreditation withdrawn and be sent home or be denied access 
to military information therefore making it more difficult to provide a regu
lar flow of information to their editors. Edgar Wallace, the successful post-war 
novelist who worked for the Daily Mail during the war, defied the authorities to 
scoop his colleagues and report the peace settlement in 1902 and his reward was 
not only to have his accreditation removed but to have a lifetime ban imposed 
on him which led to his exclusion from reporting on the Great War.*9 Exclusion 
also took a social form; Harding Davis was expelled from his London club when 
he wrote reports from the Boer Camp?’ Reporters deemed to have *pro-Boer’ 
sympathies were excluded. This policy served as a deterrent. The greatest scandal 
of the war, the rounding up of Boer women and children and placing them in 
concentration camps in which more than 28,000 people died, was not exposed 
by a journalist but by a peace campaigner, Emily Hobhouse, a leading figure in 
the South African Conciliation Committee. The ability of correspondents to 
independently wander the battlefield and report at will was whittled away by 
Kitchener’s wartime controls. Precedent was established during the Boer War for 
military control of civilian correspondents and military censorship of news from 
war zones. In response to the growing controls, many correspondents developed 
a rationale for self-censorship that went beyond matters of operational security.9’
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Boer War propaganda

Politicians had always used the press to make their case but the systematic and 
organised use of the news media to promote and propagate policy was fully rec
ognised in the Boer War. The propaganda war in South Africa initially resembled 
the traditional approach to using the press and journalism to manipulate opinion. 
Individual politicians cultivated their contacts with editors and owners to shape 
coverage and pro- and anti-war factions engaged in frantic pamphleteering to 
promote their cause.1’2 The British and foreign press were full of atrocity stories, 
made up by the newspapers themselves or reproduced from anti-Boer sources. 
Similarly in the lead-up to the Spanish—American War, Hearst and Pulitzer 
newspapers published occasionally true, more often fabricated’ stories ot Spanish 
atrocities against the Cuban people ‘fed’ to them by ‘Cuban press officers in New 
York’?1 Atrocity stories had been a long established means to arouse public sup
port but, according to the pioneer of propaganda research Harold Lasswell, by 
the beginning of the 20th century ‘so great are the psychological resistances to 
war in modern nations that every war must appear to be a war ot defence against 
a menacing, murderous aggressor’.’4 Governments were no longer perfectly cer
tain’ that the people ‘will rally to the clarion of war’ and they needed to ensure 
there was ‘no ambiguity about whom the public is to hate’. This was apparent 
during the Boer War when atrocities committed by both sides were used and 
abused to influence opinion at home and abroad. It was essential that reports 
from the field would not contradict the efforts to sully the enemy’s actions.

To this end. the haphazard regulation of war correspondents exercised during 
the Sudan campaign was replaced during the Boer War by a systematic effort to 
control who could report, where they could go and what they could write. The 
War Office was wary about allowing access to foreign reporters; American cor
respondents were viewed more sympathetically than their continental cousins, 
in particular, representatives of the German press. The restrictions on photogra
phers and camera workers became more draconian as the fighting continued. ’ 
Military concerns about the camera led to its prohibition from the battlefield 
from late 1900. Film companies had earlier decided to stop sending cameramen 
as they perceived the war as less newsworthy. The decision can also be seen as an 
act of self-censorship in the face of the threatened ban. For the most controversial 
phase of the war, when the British adopted a scorched earth policy of burning 
farms and rounding up civilians, no camera workers w'ere present. The ability to 
exercise control over rhe movements of correspondents in South Africa and East 
Asia was relatively straightforward. The Japanese could overseer the movements 
of war correspondents, as most were Westerners and did not speak Korean or 
Japanese?* In South Africa, correspondents W'ere often bogged down in a state of 
siege with little or no control over how and when to get their dispatches out. In 
both wars, correspondents were at the mercy of their hosts which brought home 
to the military that access and dependence was the key to the effective manage
ment of war correspondents.
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Popular entertainment, war and the war correspondent

The two wars also witnessed the projection of a positive view of war and the mil
itary in popular culture. Popular entertainment forms such as the novel, music 
hall, film, photographs and even postcards were used to promote military and 
imperial values. This is well documented in relation to the Boer War. Moving 
images of Roberts. Kitchener and Baden-Powell were screened in British music 
halls to promote patriotic fervour and the reputations of the commanders, songs 
were penned in support of the war effort and sport was enlisted for the cause?' It is 
less well documented for the Russo-Japanese War but journalists, photographers 
and filmmakers captured this ‘much recorded war' in ‘a flood of images remark
able for their vibrancy and power’?8 No war previously 'had been so observed 
so closely or recorded in so many formats*99 from cigarette cards and postcards 
to cartoons and moving images. The early depiction of war as entertainment is 
noteworthy. Much of the early form of'infotainment' was directed at the newly 
emerging semi-literate urban proletariat who learned about the war through 
these forms of representation100 than they did from the press and magazines.

The development of these images of war had consequences for war corre
spondents and their understanding of what the audience wanted. Reporting was 
becoming part of the entertainment industry epitomised in Britain by the rise of 
the Daily Mail which consciously used the Boer War to increase its circulation 
and established itself as a popular newspaper. Correspondents had to adjust and it 
is no surprise that many novelists and writers of popular fiction were members of 
the press corps in both conflicts. A racier style of writing began to emerge and 
stylistically war reporting became more theatrical and dominated by the imagery 
of spectacle.'01 They also had to respond to their own representation in literature, 
theatre and film. War correspondents started to turn up in silent films from 1898 
onwards. Most appeared as secondary characters covering conflicts across the 
world. Silent movies tended to reinforce the image of the war correspondent as 
a heroic figure. They were often 'reckless, devil-may-care journalists who lived 
a rough and unorthodox lifestyle' and stopped at nothing to get the exclusive 
story.1 - Female war correspondents sometimes featured such as Madge Kerr who 
is sent to war in Mexico in The Grip of Evil (1916). Some correspondents were 
depicted as drunks and cowards and The Crucial Test (1911) was described by a 
reviewer as 'instructive as showing something of how a war correspondent does 
his work’.' 1 Silent films before the Great War tended to reinforce the heroic 
image of the war correspondent but with glimpses of the personal costs that 
reporters paid for undertaking such dangerous work.

Conclusion

War correspondents by the end of the 19th century were seen as heroes who 
wrote under the own name. In Italy’s major cities, news vendors would cry out 
'article by Barzini’ rather than the headline of the story.10'* They sold newspapers
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as much as the stories they reported on. The image of a nigged individual who 
covered hostile terrains armed with only notebook, knapsack and sense of adven
ture was firmly established in popular culture and correspondents sought to live 
up to their image, However, it was during the ‘golden age' of war reporting that 
a set of rules, regulations and guidelines emerged to control the ways in which 
correspondents worked. The Second Boer War and the Russo-Japanese War was 
a period of uneasy co-existence of old and new ways of reporting cc mTcr They 
laid down the foundations for the formalisation of media-military teintions in 
the early 20th century.
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arrington Steevens 

(1869–1900) w
as “probably the best know

n and m
ost eulogized, and possi-

bly the m
ost influential, British journalist.”

1 D
escriptions of Steevens’s w

rit-
ing read like definitions of a nascent literary journalism

. A contem
porary 

judged that “there w
ere never new

spaper articles w
hich read m

ore like short 
stories than his.”

2 Steevens’s w
ork w

as typical of the highly com
m

ercial, 
personal, and sensational British “new

” journalism
 of the last quarter of the 

nineteenth century. Th
is essay argues that it is high tim

e that Steevens and 
his fellow

 “new
” journalists are included in the history of literary journal-

ism
. H

ow
ever, that inclusion raises im

portant issues about the relationship 
of literary journalism

 to pow
er. British “new

” journalism
 played an im

por-
tant role in securing public acquiescence in the aggressive im

perial expan-
sion of the last decades of the century. H

istorians variously refer to that 
phase of im

perialism
—

in w
hich m

ajor European pow
ers seized territory at 

an unprecedented rate—
as the “Scram

ble for Africa” or the “new
 im

perial-
ism

.” Arguably, it w
as the sym

biotic closeness of the relationship betw
een 

em
pire and “new

” journalism
 that w

as the new
est feature of the new

 im
-

perialism
. W

hile m
odern literary journalism

 often challenges entrenched 
ideologies and deconstructs the discourses of the pow

erful, it is im
portant 

to acknow
ledge that literary journalism

 has also played a part in the reifica-
tion of those ideologies and the construction of those discourses.

K
eyw

ords: W
ar correspondence – V

ictorian print m
edia – N

ew
 Journalism

 
– N

ew
 Im

perialism
 – British Em

pire
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im
portance. Steevens’s w

riting w
as an im

portant contribution to the devel-
opm

ent of the British new
 journalism

 of the late-nineteenth century. 13 Th
e 

term
 new

 journalism
 is usually traced to M

atthew
 Arnold’s use of it in an 

1887 article for N
ineteenth C

entury. 14 Arnold intended the term
 pejoratively, 

com
m

ending the “ability, novelty, variety, sensation, [and] generous instincts” 
to be found in the new

 style of w
riting but sim

ultaneously deploring it as 
“feather-brained.”

15 N
otw

ithstanding Arnold’s disapproval, the personal tone, 
accessibility, and sensationalism

 of the new
 journalism

 revolutionized Brit-
ish print culture and facilitated extraordinary com

m
ercial success. Th

e D
aily 

M
ail, w

hich em
ployed Steevens, w

as the m
ost successful of the new

 journals 
in com

m
ercial term

s. Founded in 1896, it reached alm
ost a m

illion read-
ers in 1901 during the second Boer W

ar. 16 Yet, despite its im
portance for 

the history of journalism
 in Britain, the new

 journalism
 has attracted com

-
paratively little attention from

 literary journalism
 specialists. Isabel Soares’s 

w
ork has been a notable exception, exploring the w

ork of the Portuguese 
counterparts to the British new

 journalists of the late-nineteenth century. 
N

otably, Soares observes that the new
 journalism

 of the period m
ight be con-

sidered a “proto-literary journalism
.”

17 Soares’s contributions are valuable; yet 
in exploring the links betw

een Portugal and Britain her w
ork underlines the 

absence of sustained engagem
ent w

ith British new
 journalism

 by academ
ics 

w
orking in the field of literary journalism

. Th
ere are doubtless m

any reasons 
for this. Th

e particular closeness of transatlantic literary culture can m
ake it 

harder to identify distinct developm
ents, for exam

ple. And, as Jenny M
cK

ay 
has argued, a lingering conservatism

 too often haunts both the literary acad-
em

y and public discourse in the U
nited K

ingdom
 w

hen it com
es to m

atters 
journalistic. 18 Th

is article aim
s to redress the balance both by show

ing how
 a 

special correspondent like Steevens fits into the history of literary journalism
 

and by exploring the consequences of acknow
ledging late-V

ictorian, British 
special correspondents as a key part of that history. For such an inclusion 
m

ust have consequences. Literary journalism
 has challenged establishm

ents 
and cham

pioned the dispossessed—
but it has also served em

pires and reified 
the ideologies of the pow

erful. 

N
ew

 Journalism
, N

ew
 Im

perialism

T
he role of Britain’s late-V

ictorian new
 journalism

 in fostering support for 
im

perial expansion m
ay w

ell help to account for its absence from
 exist-

ing histories of literary journalism
. It sits uneasily, after all, w

ith the social 
cam

paigning associated w
ith N

orth Am
erican literary journalism

 of the sam
e 

period, yet it m
akes it all the m

ore im
portant that room

 is m
ade in histories 

of the form
 to confront the issues it presents. Th

ose em
inent historians of 

O
n, D

ecem
ber 13, 1899, at the height of the Boer W

ar, the D
aily M

ail’s 
star w

ar correspondent, G
eorge W

arrington Steevens, fell ill, another 
victim

 of unsanitary conditions w
ithin the besieged South African tow

n of 
Ladysm

ith. Enteric fever w
as diagnosed; despite prom

pt treatm
ent, it w

ors-
ened. H

ow
ever, by early January, the crisis appeared to have passed. Steevens 

rem
ained confined to his bed but w

as “able to attend to som
e of his journal-

istic duties.”
3 An attending doctor had hopes that a full recovery m

ight not 
be far off. H

ow
ever, on January 15 Steevens suffered a relapse and died late 

in the afternoon. In the estim
ation of the Australian scholar Sim

on D
uring, 

Steevens had been “the m
ost fam

ous journalist of his tim
e.”

4 Laurence D
avies 

has pointed out that Steevens w
as the m

ost profitable author on the lists of 
the H

ouse of Blackw
ood at the tim

e of his death. 5 C
ertainly, after Steevens’s 

death a veritable outpouring of eulogy augm
ented and burnished an already 

considerable reputation. Roger T. Stearn suggested that “for a few
 years at the 

end of the nineteenth century,” Steevens w
as “probably the best know

n and 
m

ost eulogized, and possibly the m
ost influential, British journalist.”

6 W
in-

ston C
hurchill judged him

 to be “the brightest intellect yet sacrificed by this 
w

ar.”
7 Even K

itchener of K
hartoum

, as a rule no friend to w
ar correspondents 

follow
ing his arm

ies in the field, expressed his profound regret at Steevens’s 
passing. 

Vernon Blackburn, w
ho edited and com

pleted Steevens’s last volum
e, 

C
apetow

n to Ladysm
ith: An U

nfinished Record of the South African W
ar, de-

scribed him
 as an “extraordinary journalist” w

hose com
bination of “scholar-

ship w
ith a vigorous sense of vitality brought about a unique thing in m

odern 
journalism

.” Blackburn adds that “he w
as the pioneer, he w

as the inventor, 
of the particular m

ethod w
hich he practised.”

8 In particular, Blackburn prais-
es the balance in Steevens’s prose of “vigour,” “vividness,” and “brilliance,” 
w

ith “sparseness,” “slim
ness,” and “austerity.”

9 Perhaps w
ith the ease of future 

scholarship in m
ind, Blackburn collated the reflections of other w

riters in 
the final chapter of C

apetow
n to Ladysm

ith. O
ne of those quoted com

m
ends 

Steevens’s “scarcely exam
pled grasp and pow

er of literary im
pressionism

” and 
notes that it w

as Steevens’s “pen that had taught us to see and com
prehend 

India and Egypt and the reconquest of the Soudan.”
10 Another com

m
entator 

called his style “cinem
atographic,”

11 w
hile a third w

itness called by Blackburn 
asserts, “Th

ere never w
ere new

spaper articles that read m
ore like short stories 

than his, and at the sam
e tim

e there never w
ere new

spaper articles that gave a 
m

ore convincing im
pression that the thing happened as the w

riter described 
it.”

 12 Th
e glow

ing assessm
ents of Steevens’s contem

poraries read alm
ost as defi-

nitions of a nascent literary journalism
. Th

is is an observation of no sm
all 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 32 of 1031



ST
EEV

EN
S   65

64  Literary Journalism
 Studies, Vol. 9, N

o. 1, Spring 2017

As Roger T. Stearn has suggested of Steevens’s Boer W
ar correspondence, his 

reports are shaped as m
uch by w

hat they om
it as by w

hat they include. 23 O
n 

occasion, Steevens goes out of his w
ay to construct absences, especially in his 

w
riting on Africa. It is im

portant to recognize that the usually far-sighted 
Steevens w

as in no w
ay unusual in suffering from

 a distinctively Anglocentric 
m

yopia w
hen it cam

e to m
atters im

perial. As I have argued at greater length 
elsew

here, m
any of the characteristic features of the new

 journalism
, includ-

ing a personal tone, an accessible style, a tendency tow
ards the sensational, 

and a cam
paigning im

pulse, w
ere also the signature traits of the new

spaper 
discourse on Britain’s im

perial adventures. 24 

I
n Britain, the aggressive phase of form

al im
perialism

, running from
 the 

early 1880s to the outbreak of w
ar in Europe in 1914, w

hich cam
e to be 

know
n as the new

 im
perialism

, em
erged in sym

biotic closeness w
ith the new

 
journalism

. As Soares has put it, “Em
pire fuelled the press.”

25 O
ne m

ight 
legitim

ately add that the press also fuelled em
pire. H

istorian Ben Shephard’s 
form

ulation neatly expresses the relationship: “In the late V
ictorian period 

journalism
 w

as to im
perialism

 as the tick bird is to the rhino.”
26 Arguably, 

this close relationship w
ith the press w

as the new
est feature of the new

 im
pe-

rialism
. Th

e period in w
hich the new

 journalism
 em

erged and flourished w
as 

also the period of the so-called Scram
ble for Africa (a phenom

enon alm
ost 

synonym
ous w

ith the new
 im

perialism
), during w

hich the African continent 
w

as divided up am
ong the European pow

ers w
ith astonishing speed. As N

iall 
Ferguson points out, during “tw

enty short years after 1880, . . . ten thou-
sand African tribal kingdom

s w
ere transform

ed into just forty states, of w
hich 

thirty-six w
ere under direct European control.”

27 A new
spaper press hungry 

for sensational new
s did m

uch to secure public acquiescence in this extraor-
dinarily rapid im

perial expansion. Th
is is the context w

ithin w
hich Steevens’s 

w
riting about Africa m

ust be understood.
Th

e im
portance of the relationship betw

een new
 journalism

 and the new
 

im
perialism

 of the period from
 1880 to the outbreak of w

ar in 1914 m
ust 

not be underestim
ated. Perhaps the new

est elem
ent of Britain’s rem

arkable 
expansion in that period w

as the extent to w
hich the w

illing print m
edia 

w
ere enlisted to report and endorse im

perial adventures as a part of a thrilling 
new

s narrative. 28 W
hile historians have debated the extent to w

hich British 
im

perialism
 w

as ever truly popular, a survey of the new
spapers of the period 

reveals the intensive coverage given to events in the em
pire by publications of 

the new
 style. As the D

aily M
ail m

anaging editor K
ennedy Jones argued, “W

e 
realized that one of the greatest forces, alm

ost untapped, at the disposal of the 
Press w

as the depth and volum
e of public interest in Im

perial questions.”
29 

London’s illustrated new
spapers, notably the G

raphic and the Illustrated Lon-

literary journalism
, John H

artsock and N
orm

an Sim
s, have approached the 

discipline as a N
orth Am

erican form
 and have w

ritten its history w
ith a dis-

tinct Am
erican accent. Th

is is not a criticism
 of their w

ork: H
artsock’s sem

i-
nal history of the discipline is, after all, entitled A H

istory of Am
erican Liter-

ary Journalism
, w

hile Sim
s’s True Stories: A C

entury of Literary Journalism
 is 

published in the M
edill School of Journalism

’s V
isions of the Am

erican Press 
series. It w

ould be perverse to object to the lim
its scholars m

ust necessarily 
set on their w

ork. And, im
portantly, both books roam

 beyond the borders of 
the U

nited States to acknow
ledge or establish a lineage of precursors to liter-

ary journalism
 dating back as far as the late-seventeenth and early-eighteenth 

century w
orks of Aphra Behn and D

aniel D
efoe, taking in Bosw

ell’s biog-
raphy of Sam

uel Johnson, Edw
ard W

ard’s sketches in the London Spy, and 
Addison and Steele’s w

ork for the Tatler and the Spectator. 19 N
evertheless, the 

em
ergence of British new

 journalism
 in the late-nineteenth century has yet to 

receive the full attention it deserves from
 literary journalism

 scholars. 20 M
en 

such as Steevens, w
ho knew

 the U
nited States w

ell after covering the 1896 
presidential election for the D

aily M
ail, and W

illiam
 Th

om
as Stead, editor of 

the influential Pall M
all G

azette, developed and refined Britain’s new
 journal-

ism
 during the 1880s and 1890s, their w

ork draw
ing heavily on parallel and 

related developm
ents in the U

nited States. 21 

S
teevens m

akes an excellent case study, partly because of his ow
n interest 

in the politics and culture of the U
nited States and partly because he, of 

all the special correspondents w
orking in Britain at the end of the nineteenth 

century and w
riting in the style established by the new

 journalism
, fits m

ost 
neatly w

ithin the fram
ew

ork of literary journalism
. By w

ay of exam
ple, Ver-

non Blackburn in his eulogy to Steevens drew
 attention to another literary-

journalistic feature of Steevens’s w
ork, the use of m

ultiple perspectives: “If 
you look straight out at any scene,” Blackburn w

rote, “you w
ill see w

hat all 
m

en see w
hen they look straight out; but w

hen you enquire curiously into 
all the quarters of the com

pass, you w
ill see w

hat no m
an ever saw

 w
hen he 

sim
ply looked out of his tw

o eyes w
ithout regarding the here, there and ev-

eryw
here.”

22 Th
is is very m

uch the sort of approach one w
ould expect of the 

literary journalist, collapsing the distinction betw
een subject and object by 

approaching an issue from
 every possible perspective. And yet, despite Black-

burn’s high praise and despite possessing an adeptness at rendering voice and 
personality rarely seen in the colum

ns and volum
es generated by late-V

icto-
rian w

ar correspondents, Steevens did not quite regard the here, there, and 
everyw

here, nor did he inquire into all the quarters of the com
pass. O

r, per-
haps m

ore precisely, if he did engage in such truly com
prehensive observation 

and research, he elected not to represent everything he saw
 from

 every angle. 
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journalism
 brought additional challenges. As C

urran and Seaton explain, that 
com

m
ercial success had com

e at the expense of radical publications and dis-
senting voices. 36 For Blackburn’s readers at the turn of the tw

entieth century, 
then, journalism

 connoted populism
 and sensationalism

. O
n the one hand, 

the journalist/scholar binary his piece seeks to establish plays into a fam
iliar 

high culture/low
 culture—

or “old” journalism
/new

 journalism
—

contest; on 
the other hand, it also acknow

ledges the political and cultural shift experi-
enced by Steevens and described by H

enley. It is notable in this context that 
Steevens’s first journalistic post w

as on the Pall M
all G

azette w
hich, under 

the editorship of W
. T. Stead in the m

id-1880s, had com
e to epitom

ize the 
new

 journalism
. Steevens w

as recruited to the paper in 1893 by the new
 and 

staunchly C
onservative editor H

arry C
ust. Th

is com
bination of the Toryism

 
identified by H

enty w
ith journalism

 of the new
 style also characterized the 

D
aily M

ail, w
hich w

as brand new
 w

hen Steevens joined the staff in 1896. 37 
Th

ere is no question that Steevens had exchanged academ
ic idealism

 for jour-
nalistic w

orldliness; the sentim
ental socialist had becom

e a forceful im
perial-

ist by virtue of his m
ove into the w

orld of the new
 journalism

.

S
teevens w

as a com
m

ercial w
riter w

ho understood the necessity of adapt-
ing both style and content to the requirem

ents of his audience. As Field 
puts it, Steevens “produced sheafs of copy and seven books in three and one-
half years on the places, events, and people that H

arm
sw

orth anticipated 
should m

atter to the D
aily M

ail reader.”
38 For H

arm
sw

orth’s anticipated 
readers, as K

ennedy Jones w
ell understood, em

pire w
as often w

hat m
attered 

m
ost. Sidney Lee and Roger T. Stearn have judged that Steevens’s “political 

beliefs apparently shifted to the right, and becam
e im

perialist and concerned 
w

ith defence” during the early part of his career in journalism
. 39 Publications, 

including a volum
e entitled N

aval Policy (1896), 40 w
hich urged the need to 

strengthen Britain’s fleet, and an article for the pro-em
pire Blackw

ood’s M
aga-

zine, entitled “From
 the N

ew
 G

ibbon” (1899), 41 w
hich w

arned Britons of 
the tw

in dangers of degeneration and im
perial decline, give a strong sense of 

Steevens’s politics in the period. Another Blackw
ood’s article, “Th

e N
ew

 H
u-

m
anitarianism

” (1898) set out strident social D
arw

inist and im
perialist view

s. 
In the latter piece, Steevens condem

ns hum
anitarianism

, w
hich “is throttling 

patriotism
 and com

m
on-sense and virility of individual character,” and civili-

zation, w
hich restrains “the strong and bold.”

42 O
f em

pire, he rem
arks, “Th

e 
naked principle of our rule is that our w

ay is the w
ay that shall be w

alked in, 
let it cost w

hat pain it m
ay.”

43 Th
is should not be m

isinterpreted as a critical, 
anti-im

perialist sentim
ent. Steevens criticizes the hypocrisy of the hum

ani-
tarians w

ho prom
oted a m

ore consensual approach to im
perial governance, 

rather than the force and violence that he saw
 as essential to im

perialism
. 

don N
ew

s, relished the frequent opportunities to provide readers w
ith exotic 

im
ages of Africa and India afforded by active im

perial policy. Various com
-

m
entators have noted the stylistic and tonal closeness of im

perial reportage 
and im

perial adventure fiction by m
en such as H

enry R
ider H

aggard. H
. 

John Field has identified sources com
paring Steevens’s w

riting to that of Ru-
dyard K

ipling and G
. A. H

enty, w
hile he him

self identifies “H
aggardism

” 
in Steevens’s w

ork. 30 It w
ould be diffi

cult to overestim
ate the cultural and 

political im
portance of the relationship betw

een new
 journalism

 and new
 im

-
perialism

, w
ith their productive exchange of good copy and public support. 31 

Paula K
rebs has gone so far as to say that “hand in hand, the N

ew
 Im

perial-
ism

 and the N
ew

 Journalism
 brought Britain into the tw

entieth century.”
32 

It is equally clear that the preferred literary style of reportage adopted by 
leading special correspondents, including Steevens, had a part to play in that 
relationship. Recognizing Steevens and his peers as a part of the history of 
literary journalism

 m
akes good scholarly sense. D

oing so, how
ever, dem

ands 
that scholars of literary journalism

 m
ust confront the fact that the journalism

 
w

hich sustained and prom
oted Britain’s im

perial expansion is an integral part 
of that history. Th

e very strategies and techniques that have m
ade literary 

journalism
 such a pow

erful force in challenging vested interests and estab-
lished hierarchies have also m

ade it a pow
erful force in the service of em

pire 
and hegem

ony.

Steevens and the N
ew

 Journalism

F
or m

any readers of Steevens’s era none of this w
as a problem

. W
. E. H

enley, 
Steevens’s friend and colleague, described his transition from

 academ
ia at 

O
xford and C

am
bridge to journalism

 on the Pall M
all G

azette m
agnificent-

ly—
and apparently w

ithout irony: “O
ut of a past of books and prizes and 

debating societies and sentim
ental socialism

, he cam
e into an atm

osphere of 
w

it, and scholarship, and laughter, and sound Toryism
, and the practice—

the 
right practice—

of affairs.”
33 For others, how

ever, that com
bination of schol-

arship and popular journalism
 w

as m
ore problem

atic. “Journalist and scholar 
he w

as, both,” lam
ented Blackburn. “But the w

orld w
as allow

ed to see too 
m

uch of the journalist, too little of the scholar, in w
hat he accom

plished.”
34 

Th
e latter point is one that m

ay w
ell be fam

iliar from
 m

ore recent debates on 
literary journalism

. In Blackburn’s article, “journalism
” had not quite lost the 

stigm
a attached to the w

ord for m
uch of the century. Th

e definition of the 
journalist w

as a contentious issue through the second half of the nineteenth 
century, w

ith the term
 straining to cover a w

ide variety of new
spaper and 

periodical w
riting. C

om
peting notions of journalism

 as profession and as 
vocation further m

uddied the w
aters. 35 Th

e com
m

ercial success of the new
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described. John Sim
pson has com

m
ented on Steevens’s “w

iry, tough and 
conversational” prose, “w

ith a biting w
it lying concealed in it.”

50 Th
e ability 

w
ith w

hich he gave to his readers the im
pression of contact w

ith Bakhtin’s 
“openended present” granted Steevens’s w

ork a seem
ingly unassailable au-

thority. 51 H
is im

m
ersion in the events he reported, w

hether a presidential 
election or a m

ilitary cam
paign, helped to create a sense of verisim

ilitude. 
Th

e very qualities that qualify Steevens’s w
riting as a precursor to literary 

journalism
 are the qualities that m

ade him
 such a successful propagandist 

for em
pire—

in Lee and Stearn’s judgm
ent, one of “the m

ost influential” of 
the period. 52 It w

as not sim
ply a case of literary journalism

 being a useful 
tool for em

pire: Th
e relationship w

orked both w
ays. Th

e pow
er dynam

ics of 
em

pire allow
ed Steevens freedom

 to develop his style. In his African w
ork, 

Steevens pursues a strategy of erasure, scraping clean the surface of the con-
tinent to perm

it its re-inscription w
ith his ow

n narrative. In three m
ajor, 

volum
e-length engagem

ents w
ith Africa—

Egypt in 1898, W
ith Kitchener to 

K
hartum

, 53 and C
apetow

n to Ladysm
ith—

Steevens offers his readers Africa-
as-palim

psest. R
ather than providing a voice to his African subjects, he ven-

triloquizes them
 or renders them

 altogether voiceless; rather than establish 
identity he identifies m

iscegenation; rather than describing the distinctive 
features of landscapes he renders them

 featureless and indistinct. By these 
m

eans, Steevens created a space for his ow
n im

perial praxis, a space in w
hich 

the report could becom
e the event and in w

hich the reader’s im
agination 

m
ight operate untram

m
elled. Th

e pow
er dynam

ics of em
pire facilitated the 

developm
ent of a creative, literary-journalistic style. In turn, that style per-

petuated the sam
e pow

er structures.

Steevens in A
frica

S
teevens spent tw

o key periods in Africa, reporting from
 K

itchener’s cam
-

paign for the re-conquest of the Sudan in 1898 and from
 the front line 

of the Boer W
ar in 1899. Britain’s involvem

ent w
ith Egypt and the Sudan 

requires som
e explanation. Beginning in the 1870s British interest in the re-

gion w
as based on financial and strategic interest in the Suez C

anal, but had 
grow

n into an inform
al adm

inistration by the 1880s, w
ith Egypt governed 

for all practical purposes by a British agent. Th
e Sudan w

as Egypt’s colony—
a 

colony of a colony—
and leaders there chafed under efforts to elim

inate the 
lucrative slave trade and a punitive approach to tax collection. W

hen in 1881 
a charism

atic religious leader, M
oham

m
ed Ahm

ed, em
erged and proclaim

ed 
him

self the M
ahdi, or expected one, religiously inspired rebellion quickly spi-

ralled out of control. Britain’s response w
as indecisive, ham

pered by the com
-

plexities of Egyptian politics and the challenge of deploying troops to such a 

Th
is w

as no abstract rhetorical position, either. Steevens had experienced w
ar 

and em
pire at first hand, corresponding from

 the G
reco-Turkish W

ar in 1897 
(w

here he w
orked alongside Stephen C

rane and R
ichard H

arding D
avis), 

Egypt in 1897–98, and India and the Sudan in 1898. Th
e ideological trans-

form
ation of the sentim

ental socialist w
ho em

erged from
 the dusty conclaves 

of university life into the adventuring journalist w
ho reached the peak of his 

success w
ith sym

pathetic coverage of K
itchener’s spectacularly bloody victory 

at O
m

durm
an in Septem

ber 1898 w
as apparently com

prehensive (though as 
Phillip K

nightley notes, Steevens w
as alw

ays conscious of “the diffi
culty in 

reconciling the glories of battle w
ith its horrors”). 44 Steevens’s career yoked 

new
 journalism

 firm
ly together w

ith British im
perialism

. 

Tension betw
een Ideology and R

eportage

T
he apparent contradiction in Steevens’s w

ork betw
een openly held ideo-

logical positions and reportage that seem
s to be poised in the m

om
ent 

of observation, declining to foreclose on m
eaning, has troubled scholars. 

Th
at tension is noted alm

ost universally in assessm
ents of Steevens’s w

ork. 
Laurence D

avies notes Steevens’s “m
om

ents of am
bivalence,” his ability to 

w
rite “not only w

hat he sees but how
 he sees it,” and his “[im

m
ersion] in the 

m
om

ent’s flux.”
45 D

avies even goes so far as to suggest that Steevens shared 
“a literary kinship w

ith the innovators of his tim
e,” including Joseph C

on-
rad, Ford M

adox Ford, and Stephen C
rane. 46 Yet D

avies also rem
arks on 

Steevens’s “pow
er of articulating or creating cultural m

aster-narratives” and 
his rigid beliefs. 47 Lee and Stearn describe Steevens’s w

riting as too often “hur-
ried . . . insuffi

ciently researched, im
pressionistic, dogm

atic, and som
etim

es 
biased.”

48 Field argues that his articles w
ere just the kind of “predigested” 

journalism
 preferred by H

arm
sw

orth, 49 w
ith little risk that the reader w

ould 
m

iss the editorial line, but also acknow
ledges clarity, sharpness, adept use of 

paradox, hum
or, and unexpected effects in Steevens’s prose. It is diffi

cult to 
reconcile these critical positions. Th

at diffi
culty is im

portant because it reveals 
the extent to w

hich Steevens’s w
ork em

bodied the central challenges faced 
by literary journalists. H

is w
riting cannot be satisfactorily dism

issed as m
ass-

m
arket journalism

, though that is a fair description in m
any w

ays. N
or can it 

be safely categorized in any traditional literary genre, despite his undoubted 
narrative and stylistic abilities. In Steevens’s w

riting on Africa, these tensions 
are com

pounded by the ideological context in w
hich Steevens w

orked and the 
im

perial subject m
atter about w

hich he w
rote. 

At the tim
e the tension w

as not nearly so apparent. Th
e literary quality 

of Steevens’s w
riting, and his ability to convey sharp and fresh im

pressions 
of his experience, enabled him

 to shape his readers’ responses to the scenes 
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are “ghosts [clim
bing] up the gangw

ay, m
ore teeth gleam

ing devilishly out 
of dem

on faces, m
ore dirty legs staggering into the lam

plight under m
ore 

m
ail bags.”

61 U
nder Steevens’s undeniably literary touch, African bodies are 

fragm
ented. Parts—

teeth, faces, legs—
replace the w

hole, w
hile dirt, dark-

ness (presum
ably both literal and m

etaphorical) and dem
onism

 are added 
to the m

arginal, spectral qualities noted above. Th
e stylized, im

pressionistic 
approach creates a sense of freshness and im

m
ediacy, w

hile the sym
bolic po-

tential of Steevens’s im
pressions stim

ulates the im
aginative engagem

ent of 
the reader. Im

portantly, such an approach also has the effect of rendering the 
reader com

plicit in Steevens’s judgm
ents. W

e see through his eyes and are 
expected to share in his w

orldview.
Steevens’s ability to com

m
unicate a w

hole value system
 in brief descrip-

tions is a great strength of his prose, and his ability to argue through narrative 
is one of the features that help identify his w

ork as an antecedent of today’s 
literary journalism

. In a longer passage, Steevens sketches the scene as w
ork-

m
en on board a barge replenish his ship’s coal bunkers on the Suez C

anal. Th
e 

barge nears and Steevens w
rites: 

It seem
ed a great black raft, slow

ly w
arping itself nearer and nearer, and on 

it—
w

hat w
as m

oving?—
by the Pow

ers, they w
ere m

en!

M
en they w

ere, and the raft w
as an enorm

ous coal-lighter; only w
hich w

as 
coal and w

hich w
as lighter and w

hich w
ere m

en w
as m

ore than anybody 
could say. . . . Th

ey seem
ed to w

ear shirt and draw
ers and a rag round the 

head; but, again, w
hich w

as clothes and w
hich w

as m
an? C

lothes and skin 
w

ere both grim
ed the sam

e black w
ith coal dust. 62

T
he lighter’s crew

 is consum
ed by the com

m
odity they handle, indistin-

guishable from
 it. Th

e very stuff that fuels m
odernity is ground into 

skin, clothes, and vessel alike. O
nce again, the non-European is figured as 

inhum
an, scarcely recognizable, m

erged w
ith their surroundings and accou-

trem
ents. Th

e delayed decoding in the first sentence enlists readers’ participa-
tion in Steevens’s interpretation of the scene. As the lighter draw

s alongside, 
Steevens presents an increasingly dram

atic scene: “Slow
ly and slow

ly, but 
nearer and nearer,” he w

rites, “how
ling and grinning, naked and black—

till you thought the C
anal m

ust have opened and let up the sooty m
onster 

straight out of the Pit.”
63 So far are these m

en from
 Steevens’s Anglocentric vi-

sion of hum
anity that they are rendered otherw

orldly. Paradoxically, they are 
both consum

ed by m
odernity and characterized by a prim

al, m
ythic savagery. 

Straightforw
ard racial com

m
entary is linked w

ith an am
bivalent response to 

the im
perial narrative of progress. Th

e “how
ling” subjects of Steevens’s de-

scription are denied language: As Field has suggested, “surface physical traits 

rem
ote region. Th

e deploym
ent of G

eneral C
harles G

eorge G
ordon, popu-

larly know
n as “C

hinese” G
ordon, to evacuate threatened garrisons in 1884 

w
as disastrous, resulting in G

ordon’s death at K
hartoum

 in early 1885 as a relief 
expedition fell agonizingly short of its goal. All this happened in the glare of a 
popular press ravenous for new

s. 54 G
ordon’s death w

as presented as a national 
calam

ity. K
itchener’s m

eticulously prepared cam
paign in 1898 w

as w
idely seen 

as an act of vengeance. In rival correspondent W
inston C

hurchill’s phrase, 
K

itchener’s cam
paign w

as “the last Act in the great D
ram

a of K
hartoum

.”
55 Th

e 
last act w

as bloody. At O
m

durm
an on Septem

ber 2, 1898, K
itchener’s Anglo-

Egyptian arm
y killed m

ore than ten thousand of the M
ahdi’s w

arriors for a loss 
to them

selves of just forty-eight m
en. 56 Steevens’s reports are colored by the 

potent sense of events in Africa being a part of a w
ider im

perial narrative. W
hen 

the Boer republics sought to break aw
ay from

 the British Em
pire in 1899, 

there w
as a strong sense that this w

as sim
ply a new

 chapter in the im
perial 

dram
a, com

plete w
ith the sam

e principal characters and narrators—
K

itchener, 
C

hurchill, Steevens, and others. Th
e narrative quality of British im

perialism
—

responsible for inspiring public enthusiasm
 for em

pire—
produced and w

as a 
product of the literary journalism

 published by Steevens and his peers.

S
om

e close analysis is necessary to support these claim
s. R

ather than focus 
on Steevens’s descriptions of com

bat and of fighting m
en, w

hich have 
been w

idely discussed, this analysis focuses on his engagem
ent w

ith African 
people and landscapes. 57 Steevens’s im

perial values are at their m
ost pungent 

in his descriptions of the African and Levantine people he encountered on his 
travels. Field has criticized Steevens for his “abbreviated caricatures of aliens” 
and argued, “A reader of Steevens is never forced to interact w

ith the hum
an 

m
aterial of his reporting because Steevens never gave him

 a sensitive, full 
rendering of im

pressions.”
58 Th

ere is am
ple justification for this in Steevens’s 

w
riting. In Egypt, the dockside laborers unloading m

ail sacks from
 his ship 

are described as “specim
en[s] of the raw

 m
aterial”—

the raw
 m

aterial of the 
British Em

pire, that is—
and Steevens suggests that im

perialism
 is justified by 

“Th
eir very ugliness and stupidity.”

59 Th
e m

en are rendered w
holly voiceless 

and form
less in the curt prose of Steevens’s travelogue. A stevedore becom

es 
“a little w

isp of brow
n ugliness” w

ho “faded . . . to a spectre” before being 
“lost in the darkness of the ship.”

60 Th
e choice of language is doubly im

por-
tant. Th

e otherw
orldly, spectral quality of Steevens’s subject separates him

 
irrevocably from

 the reader; the act of fading into darkness is a total denial of 
individuality. Steevens does not sim

ply allow
 the figure to becom

e lost in the 
bustle of the docks but instead m

erges him
 back into his physical surround-

ings. Th
e m

an is a part of his continent, not a distinct being. Th
ese are by no 

m
eans isolated instances of racial stereotyping. Elsew

here, African laborers 
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D
escription and Im

perialistic N
egation 

W
hile Egyptian and African identity is variously denied, dim

inished, 
or disintegrated, the landscapes of Africa are either m

ute w
itnesses 

to im
perial intervention, dangerous and intractable w

astes, or sim
ply blank 

spaces aw
aiting delineation, definition, and description. And above all, it is de-

scription that the African landscape aw
aits, for the ultim

ate function of all this 
denial of identity is to produce a space in w

hich the act of reporting becom
es 

the central event. As Sim
on D

uring has put it, this is reportage at the point 
w

here “discursive am
biguity and distantiation begin to disappear—

w
here the 

report know
s itself as an event.”

69 Th
at know

ingness is apparent in Steevens’s 
topographical w

riting. Th
e tow

nscape of W
adi H

alfa, for exam
ple, is pre-

sented not as a place w
ith inherent im

portance but as a space on w
hich to 

record the progress of Britain’s involvem
ent w

ith Egypt and the Sudan. “To 
w

alk around W
adi H

alfa,” m
uses Steevens, “is to read the w

hole rom
ance 

of the Sudan”
70 N

ot only does Steevens proceed to present a reading of the 
tow

n as though it w
ere a historical docum

ent, he also lays claim
 to the story 

it tells: “half the tale of H
alfa is our ow

n as w
ell as Egypt’s.”

71 Th
e tow

n is co-
opted as a narrative device, establishing key them

es that underpin the book. 
As Steevens puts it, “From

 the shops at H
alfa the untam

ed Sudan is being 
tam

ed at last. It is the new
 system

, the m
odern system

—
m

ind and m
echan-

ics beating m
uscle and shovel-head spear.”

72 Any previous im
portance of 

H
alfa is effaced; the tow

n is sim
ply a background onto w

hich Steevens can 
project his ow

n narrative. 
Th

at narrative is partly the narrative of British im
perialism

 and partly 
Steevens’s ow

n narrative. Perhaps predictably, the full description of H
alfa has 

m
uch to say about the m

echanics of m
odernity—

railw
ays, w

orkshops, sup-
ply depots, and the telegraph lines stretching across the desert. It is notable 
that the technologies that facilitated reportage are them

selves the subjects of 
reportage. Th

at focus on the extension of im
perial infrastructure into an em

p-
ty continent extends throughout W

ith Kitchener to K
hartum

. D
istances and 

m
easurem

ents are essential features, allow
ing readers to follow

 the progress of 
the cam

paign. Steevens gazes along the length of a railw
ay em

bankm
ent that 

ran “straight and purposeful as ever, so far as you could see,” through the Su-
danese desert. In the far distance he perceives the tiny figure of “a w

hite m
an 

w
ith a spirit level.”

73 Survey and division are the special tasks of the im
perial-

ist. “Th
e native,” Steevens tells us, “has no w

ords for distance and num
ber but 

‘near’ and ‘far,’ ‘few
’ and ‘m

any’; ‘near’ m
ay be anything w

ithin tw
enty m

iles, 
w

hile ‘m
any’ ranges from

 a hundred to a hundred thousand.”
74 Th

e ability (or 
perhaps the inclination) to define, delim

it, and describe territory indicates 
the right of the incom

er over the land. 

w
ere m

ade to tell all.”
64 Steevens skillfully constructs the illusion that the 

scene is presented to the reader in all its dynam
ism

 and im
m

ediacy.
Steevens’s ability to com

bine m
om

ents of am
bivalence, in w

hich m
ean-

ing appears to be destabilized, w
ith a clear ideological m

essage is apparent 
elsew

here in his w
riting. A crisis of category is felt through Steevens’s prose. 

Am
ong the clientele of w

hat he describes as “an Arab m
usic-hall” in C

airo, 
Steevens finds him

self unable to satisfactorily locate and define the origins 
and lineages of his fellow

 revelers. H
e explains to his readers that: “Th

e m
od-

ern Egyptian is crossed, they say, betw
een Arab and ancient Egyptian or C

opt, 
w

ith a dash of negroid N
ubian throw

n in. Th
e faces of these people illustrated 

the process—
yellow, copper coloured, brick-red, chocolate, brow

n, black.”
65 

T
he custom

ers against w
hom

 Steevens jostles initially confound his system
 

of im
perial taxonom

y. H
is solution is to exclude them

 from
 it. Instead 

of being Egyptians, they are the varied products of a m
ultiracial corner of the 

M
editerranean. Th

e streets of C
airo provide Steevens w

ith am
ple confirm

ation 
for this view. H

e observes Turks, Arm
enians, Arabs, Italians, G

reeks, Syrians, 
and French m

ingling as they go about their business. Such cosm
opolitanism

 can 
have only one m

eaning for Steevens: “there are no Egyptians, and there is no 
such nation as Egypt.”

66 As a result, the people of C
airo are denied a clear and 

stable identity. Stripped of any troublesom
e individual or corporate im

portance, 
they becom

e the m
eans by w

hich Steevens can expound his theory of racial his-
tory, signifiers of a history from

 w
hich they, as individual agents, are excluded. 

Im
perial notions of race and identity are m

ade com
pelling by Steevens’s im

m
er-

sion in the scenes he describes and his superficially em
pirical observations. 

It is on the streets of C
airo that Steevens develops his racial logic to its 

apparently natural conclusion. Lest any particularly slow
-w

itted reader has 
failed to grasp the im

perial m
essage, Steevens spies a British soldier w

alking 
through the city. Th

e soldier, he tells us, “is the first and last thing you w
ill 

see in C
airo that is all in one piece and know

s its ow
n m

ind.”
67 O

neness and 
w

holeness are the privileges of the im
perial Briton; Egypt is fragm

ented out 
of existence. As w

e are told late in the book, “Egypt is neither Europe, Asia, 
nor Africa: set at the corner of all three, it takes character from

 each, and 
overlays it w

ith a film
y som

ething of its ow
n.”

68 Th
e refusal to concede any 

m
ore than “a film

y som
ething” to Egyptian identity is to construct a lack, an 

em
ptiness that requires filling. O

n one level the lack can be supplied by Brit-
ish im

perialism
; on another it dem

ands the im
aginative intervention of the 

readers, rendering them
 com

plicit in the im
perial project. Steevens has cre-

ated a space replete w
ith interpretive possibility and closed dow

n that space 
sim

ultaneously. A dual colonization is at w
ork in the text, a colonization in 

deed and a colonization in discourse.
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description in W
ith Kitchener to K

hartum
 in order to allow

 a clear focus on 
the serious cultural and com

m
ercial business of prom

oting K
itchener as an 

im
perial hero. 80 It is, how

ever, an older hero of em
pire, G

eneral G
ordon, 

w
ho becom

es the indirect focus of Steevens’s reflections after the capture of 
K

hartoum
. After the final victory at O

m
durm

an, Steevens enters O
m

durm
an 

and K
hartoum

. Th
e urban landscape he records “w

as planless confusion,” a 
“threadless labyrinth.”

81 A single space w
ithin the city bore the traces of order. 

Th
e garden, w

hich had been G
eneral G

ordon’s before his death in February 
1885, w

as a “pathetic ruin . . . . U
ntrim

m
ed, unw

atered, the oranges and cit-
rons still struggled to bear their little, hard, green knobs, as if they had been 
full ripe fruit. . . . Reluctantly, despairingly, G

ordon’s garden w
as dropping 

back to w
ilderness.”

82 Th
e scene is replete w

ith sym
bolism

. Like a fallen Eden, 
the garden has returned to w

ilderness in the absence of the colonizer. N
ote 

that Steevens chose to use the w
ord “w

ilderness” rather than “w
ildness”—

this 
is a falling back into em

ptiness and absence, not into a state of nature.

I
n an oft-quoted passage, Steevens described K

itchener as “the Sudan M
a-

chine.”
83 Sim

on D
uring suggests that, rather than Britain’s im

perial foes, 
it is the “natural void that is the real technical challenge for the m

achine” in 
Steevens’s w

riting. 84 O
n the contrary, there is nothing natural about the void 

described in Steevens’s w
ork; he creates it deliberately and com

prehensively. 
As Sèbe rem

inds us, “com
m

ercial interest” as w
ell as “ideological convictions” 

had an im
portant role in shaping Steevens’s prose. 85 An em

pty continent, re-
constructed as an im

perial theater w
ith its inhabitants m

arginalized, allow
ed 

Steevens space in w
hich to develop his ow

n com
m

odity—
an individual style 

of literary journalism
 w

ith the reporter at its center. It is hard to disagree 
w

ith Field’s argum
ent that by interposing him

self betw
een reader and sub-

ject m
atter, Steevens creates for his reader “an insulating distance from

 alien 
things and people.”

86 H
is is a reportage that deploys literary style to suppress 

truth, instead constructing a m
ediated Africa designed for popular consum

p-
tion. Efforts by som

e of Steevens’s contem
poraries (notably Sir C

harles D
ilke) 

and by m
ore recent critics to explain aw

ay the m
ore distasteful aspects of 

Steevens’s w
ork as the result of the hurried conditions under w

hich a special 
correspondent necessarily w

orked, or as a concession to pro-im
perial editors 

and readers, are ultim
ately unconvincing. 87 Indeed, such analysis m

isses the 
crucial point. Style and content cannot be separated in Steevens’s w

ork any 
m

ore than the literary and the journalistic strands of his w
riting can be teased 

apart. Th
e opportunities afforded by British im

perialism
 perm

itted Steevens 
to develop his literary-journalistic style, w

hile that style enabled Steevens to 
perpetuate the ideological constructs of im

perialism
 in com

pelling fashion.

A single incident in the book illustrates the point beautifully. Steevens 
accom

panies an advancing colum
n, threading its w

ay: 
. . . sleepily desertw

ard through the m
im

osa-thorns. After a few
 m

inutes 
w

e cam
e, to our w

onder, on to a broad flat road em
banked at each side. It 

could hardly have been built by scorpions, and there w
ere no other visible 

inhabitants. Th
en, at a corner, w

e cam
e to a sign-post—

a sign-post by all 
that’s astounding—

w
ith “To M

etem
m

eh” inscribed thereon. W
e learned 

afterw
ards that the fertile-m

inded H
ickm

an Bey, finding him
self and his 

battalion w
oodcutting in the neighbourhood, had used up som

e of his spare 
energy and of his m

en’s spare m
uscle in m

aking the road and setting up the 
sign, the only one in the Sudan. At the tim

e the thing w
as like m

eeting an 
old friend after a long parting. 75

T
he lone signpost, on a road that ends as abruptly as it began, w

ithout 
reaching any destination, is freighted w

ith sym
bolism

. An incongruous 
rem

inder of hom
e, it is also a statem

ent thrust into the blank surface of the 
desert, a claim

 staked on the land. Th
e presence of the signpost serves to 

em
phasize the absence of anything else notew

orthy to Steevens’s roving eye. 
It also serves as an anchor for his judgm

ents, a fragm
ent of evidence for his 

im
perial w

orldview
 that helps transform

 a personal narrative of experience 
into a carefully crafted piece of im

perial propaganda. Th
e pow

er dynam
ics 

of em
pire allow

 Steevens space in w
hich he is able to develop his individual 

brand of narrative journalism
.

In his essay “G
eography and Som

e Explorers,” Joseph C
onrad fam

ously 
lam

ented that the blank spaces on the m
ap of Africa, so enticing in his youth, 

had been filled in by the turn of the century. 76 Steevens’s response to the sam
e 

problem
 w

as to cleanse the m
eaning from

 the surface of Africa in his w
riting. 

In the concluding chapter of W
ith Kitchener to K

hartum
, Steevens w

rites that 
“the Sudan is a G

od-accursed w
ilderness, an em

pty lim
bo of torm

ent” before 
explaining that “the very charm

 of the land lies in its em
pty barbarism

.”
77 

H
e later applied the sam

e unseeing eye to South African terrain, too. C
ross-

ing the K
aroo desert early in the second Boer W

ar, he explains to his reader, 
“You arrive and arrive, and once m

ore you arrive—
and once m

ore you see 
the sam

e vast nothing you are com
ing from

.”
78 O

nce again it is this absence 
that is “the very charm

” of the place—
“the unfenced em

ptiness, the space, the 
freedom

, the unbroken arch of the sky.”
79 Steevens’s Africa is a stage for im

pe-
rial endeavor, its surface unencum

bered by pre-existing m
eaning, the arch of 

sky like the proscenium
 of a theater aw

aiting the im
perial actor. Th

at actor is 
the special correspondent w

ho provides a vicarious experience of em
pire for 

readers in the relative com
fort of their hom

es. 
Berny Sèbe has suggested that Steevens eschew

s detailed geographical 
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journalistic style and content which were collectively called the New 
Journalism is of enormous significance.

New Journalism, New Imperialism

The simultaneous expansion of press and empire in the late nineteenth 
century was made possible by the development of new communication 
networks from the 1840s. Telegraph cables over land and under sea, 
railways and steamships opened up the interiors of continents and facil
itated the dissemination of news, information and ideology. The rapid 
growth of the global telegraph network indicates the pace of change: by 
1868 it had reached around 150,000 miles in length and by 1880 nine 
cables crossed the Atlantic.39 The development of news networks and 
agencies, including Reuters and the Press Association from mid-century, 
facilitated an ever faster flow of information. By the end of the century 
the importance of the telegraph and of news to the Empire was such 
that Queen Victoria asked to see the original telegram bringing news of 
the relief of Mafeking.40 For the first time one might, in David Harvey's 
phrase, 'sample a wide range of simultaneous adventures and conflicts 
with a mere glance at the morning newspaper'.41 Empire existed to be 
consumed, in the form of the physical goods which came to be staples of 
the British way of life and, just as importantly, in narrative form. In the 
age of the New Journalism, this narrative was, for the first time, available 
to a mass audience.

The exact nature and period of the New Imperialism is contested by 
scholars to a still greater degree than the details of the New Journal
ism. In this book, the phrase New Imperialism is used to describe the 
wave of rapid imperial expansion (broadly synonymous with the Scram
ble for Africa) running from the early 1880s to the commencement of 
hostilities in Europe in 1914. That wave of expansion was precipitated - 
at least in part - by British intervention in Egypt and the Sudan, then 
under Egyptian government. The parlous state of Egypt's finances in 
the latter half of the 1870s had compelled the khedive, Ismail, to agree 
to a system of economic oversight by European creditors. That system 
hardened into wide-ranging administrative control by representatives 
of Britain and France. Egyptian nationalists, understandably, resented 
this intrusion of European power. From early 1881 nationalist protests 
gained momentum, and in September an army officer named Urabi 
staged a successful coup, taking control of Egypt's armed forces. His 
success was short lived. Though France declined to intervene militar
ily, Gladstone's government - with some reluctance - deployed naval 
and land forces. Alexandria was bombarded in July 1882, and Urabi's 
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Introduction: Empire, News and Novels 11

troops were overrun at Tel-el-Kebir in August. Urabi was tried and sent 
into exile.

Britain's occupation of Egypt had far-reaching consequences in 
Europe and in Africa. It provoked fresh diplomatic tensions with the 
other major powers, which would only be resolved by concessions to 
European competitors at the Berlin West Africa Conference in the win
ter of 1884-1885. The provisions of that conference established the 
conditions for unprecedented European expansion in Africa. The phe
nomenal rate of that expansion is one of the distinguishing features 
of this phase of European imperialism. Niall Ferguson states that dur
ing 'twenty short years after 1880 [...] ten thousand African tribal 
kingdoms were transformed into just forty states, of which thirty-six 
were under direct European control'.42 Thomas Pakenham lists European 
acquisitions in the same period including 'thirty new colonies and pro
tectorates, 10 million square miles of new territory and 110 million 
dazed new subjects'.43 Figures of this magnitude are scarcely compre
hensible, even at this distance from events. In addition to provoking 
the Scramble for Africa, the occupation of Egypt also gave Britain effec
tive responsibility for the Sudan, where an Islamist revolt was in full 
swing. While the politicians debated in Berlin, the British press - which 
paid scant attention to the Conference - was clamouring for General 
Gordon's deployment to the region. So began the new phase of Britain's 
involvement in Africa.

Not only did European empires expand at an astonishing rate dur
ing the period of the New Imperialism, but Britons began to think 
about their empire differently. Sir John Seeley's influential 1883 book 
The Expansion of England, which includes the oft-quoted claim that 
'We seem, as it were, to have conquered and peopled half the world 
in a fit of absence of mind', argued that England must expand overseas 
to avoid being left behind by her economic rivals.44 J.A. Froude had, in 
his book Oceana (1886), made a similar case. Imagining England as a 
venerable oak, Froude reflected that:

A mere manufacturing England, standing stripped and bare in the 
world's market-place, and caring only to make wares for the world to 
buy, is already in the pollard stage; the glory of it is gone forever. The 
anti-colonial policy was probably but a passing dream from which 
facts are awakening us.45

Sir Charles Dilke's 1869 Greater Britain had presented a similar case. 
Bernard Porter concludes that arguments like these amounted to the 
suggestion that 'Britain had to expand to stay alive.'4b Indeed, British 
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commercial domination was waning by 1880: in the previous 20 years 
British exports had risen in value by 36 per cent, compared to France's 
53 per cent and Russia's 133 per cent.47 The recently united Germany 
was also rapidly expanding economically and militarily. This level of 
competition was an unwelcome (for Britain) new feature of the global 
economy, and competition for new markets drove the New Imperialism.

Concern about competition from other powers was one cause for 
renewed interest in the Empire, but the rapid conquests of the period 
also stimulated public interest. As John O. Springhall has observed, 'the 
"little wars" of Empire, which took place in almost every year of Queen 
Victoria's reign after 1870, provided the most readily available source 
for magazine and newspaper editors of romantic adventure and hero
ism set in an exotic and alien environment'.48 At precisely the time 
when editors were seeking sensational material to attract new readers 
in a growing but still highly competitive market, events in the Empire 
seemed designed to supply that need. Consciously imperialist propri
etors and editors, like the Daily Mail founder Alfred Harmsworth and 
W.T. Stead of the Pall Mall Gazette (who described himself as a supporter 
of an 'Imperialism plus common-sense and the Ten Commandments') 
linked New Journalism and New Imperialism in a mutually support
ive cycle.49 Fiction was an important part of this cycle, too. MacKenzie 
and Joseph Bristow have commented on the role of juvenile litera
ture - including both periodicals and novels - in preparing the young 
for future engagement with imperialism.50 An emphasis on heroic mas
culinity in the fiction of men like R.L. Stevenson, G.A. Henty and 
H. Rider Haggard ensured that their readers were psychologically ready 
to become the next generation of the imperial diaspora. It is striking 
that most of the writers of imperial adventure fiction had direct experi
ence of empire as soldiers, administrators or journalists. Impulses from 
within Britain encouraged a new focus on the Empire from around 1880, 
and events at the peripheries of British territory sustained that focus 
until the early twentieth century. The increased prominence of empire 
in the popular print media was arguably the newest feature of the New 
Imperialism.

This striking convergence in the tone of media representation and 
the tenor of imperial policy has been marginalised in mainstream histo
ries of empire. The extent to which imperialism was ever truly 'popular' 
has been called into question. Bernard Porter has argued powerfully 
against the tendency to place empire at the centre of histories of late- 
nineteenth-century Britain. The New Imperialism, for Porter, was a 
phenomenon of the late 1890s and even in that brief period ' "popular" 
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imperialism may not have been so "imperialistic" or so "popular" as 
appeared at the time'.51 His 2004 book The Absent Minded Imperialists 
develops these ideas further, insisting that all the aspects of culture 
which have been considered elements of an imperialist whole could 
plausibly be parts of alternative cultural trends.52 John Darwin (The 
Empire Project, 2009) has pointed out that 'However stark they may seem 
in our selective rear view, the literary, musical or visual celebrations of 
empire were lost in the mass of non-imperial production.'53 This chal
lenge to scholars to approach imperial culture within its wider context 
is an important one.

A tendency to downplay the role of the press is also detectable in 
arguments challenging assumptions about popular imperialism. Porter 
quotes a Spectator article which opined that 'There is no greater chasm 
than the chasm between the opinions of the sensational newspapers 
and the judgement of the British Public.'54 This is at odds with Stead's 
reasoning that a newspaper must engage its readers or fail commercially. 
It is logical to conclude that the sensational newspapers reflected as well 
as promoted a body of pro-imperial opinion. The sensations generated 
by imperial news in the late-Victorian period - the public outpouring 
of grief at Gordon's death, the celebrations after Kitchener's victory 
at Omdurman, the street parties after the relief of Mafeking - all sug
gest that there was public investment (in every sense) in the imperial 
news narrative. An important distinction is in play here. Empire and 
the print media's construction of empire were not one and the same. 
Porter acknowledges this implicitly. Public opinion may not have cared 
very much about the Empire, he suggests, but it 'did care very much 
about murdered heroes and defeated redcoats'.55 Public opinion may not 
have cared about empire as an economic or ideological phenomenon, 
but public opinion certainly did care about the story of empire told by 
Britain's burgeoning popular print media. The contribution of news
papers to the New Imperialism was one of that phenomenon's newest 
features.

The idea that fiction and journalism engaging with imperialism were 
products of empire, passively awaiting interpretation as artefacts of a 
popular imperialism, is inaccurate. Those cultural products were also 
engaged in the production of an imperial reality. 'A tidal wave of print', 
observes John Darwin, 'formed the backwash of empire. In Britain more 
than anywhere else, the new culture of worldwide mobility coincided 
with the coming of mass literacy (after the Education Act of 1870) and 
the appearance (after 1884) of mass politics.'56 Far from just being the 
'backwash' of empire, that 'tidal wave of print' produced the reality of 
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14 The New Journalism, New Imperialism and Fiction of Empire

empire experienced by British readers. The coincidence of 'worldwide 
mobility' (presumably facilitated by imperial expansion) with the emer
gence of a mass reading and voting public is a significant one. Print 
culture impacted upon imperialism, as the following chapters aim to 
demonstrate.

The construction of an imperial news narrative - an experience of 
empire packaged in accessible form - was an essential element of the 
New Imperialism. As Niall Ferguson has observed, 'empire did not have 
to pay to be popular. For many people it was sufficient that it was 
exciting.'57 This was where the impact of the sensationalist New Journal
ism and the fiction of men like Haggard, Henty and Kipling was most 
pronounced. It is difficult to judge the extent to which this cultural out
put influenced government policy. However, if Lord Salisbury, who as 
Prime Minister led Britain through the most acquisitive period of the 
nineteenth century, could state in 1901 that 'the diplomacy of nations 
is now conducted quite as much in the letters of special correspondents, 
as in the dispatches of the foreign office', it must have appeared that 
the influence of the press and the reading public on Empire was signifi
cant indeed.58 Special correspondents, it seemed, had a disproportionate 
influence: Stead quoted Salisbury as saying that 'the special correspon
dent was superseding the editor, chiefly because he was nearer to the 
things which people wished to see'.59

Not only were special correspondents closest to the news, they also 
occupied a position which straddled New Journalism, New Imperialism 
and fiction. Matthew Rubery has suggested that Henry Morton Stanley's 
dispatches from Africa 'gave audiences the impressions of a correspon
dent, the adventures of an explorer, and the plots of a novelist, all in 
a single column'.60 The same was true of other journalists' work. Nov
els addressing imperial themes provided a similar mix of styles: G.A. 
Henty, for example, drew heavily on his experiences as a soldier and 
a war correspondent. The Pall Mall Gazette review quoted earlier high
lighted the closeness of Rider Haggard's writing to journalism. It was this 
combined narrative which made imperialism popular by transforming 
Britain's engagement with empire into a readily comprehensible narra
tive. It was also the personal link to the imperial frontier provided by the 
writers of empire to the readers at home which sustained public interest 
in and support for empire.

Empire, news and novels

The chapters of this book are designed to illuminate and analyse individ
uals, texts and moments through whom or in which New Imperialism, 
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Introduction: Empire, News and Novels 15

New Journalism and the fiction of empire came into the closest con
tact. In order to address the variety of contacts between empire, fiction 
and journalism, each chapter has a slightly different focus. Nevertheless, 
key groups, individuals and ideas run through the whole of the book. 
Of particular significance are the special correspondents whose work 
encompassed active participation in imperial campaigns, reportage and 
fiction - or fictional style. Consequently, they appear frequently in the 
pages that follow; G.A. Henty, Archibald Forbes, Henry Morton Stanley, 
Winston Churchill and George Warrington Steevens all make substantial 
contributions. John O. Springhall goes so far as to suggest that the public 
learned 'most of what little they knew about the struggles and meaning 
of Empire, almost entirely through the eyes of war correspondents and 
the war artists who accompanied them'.61 This is not strictly true: the 
contribution of fiction to the ideology and image of the Empire avail
able in Britain was also immense. Works by Kipling, Henty, Haggard and 
Conrad are read alongside the journalistic texts with which they were in 
close contact. One writer who was neither special correspondent nor 
novelist (though he published both fiction and correspondence) is of 
very great importance to the argument of this book. W.T. Stead person
ally forged links between New Journalism and New Imperialism and led 
the way in bringing the conventions and styles of the sensational novel 
to the pages of the daily newspaper. Even where he is not named, his 
influence pervades the pages which follow.

The mutual influence of empire, news and novels is examined sys
tematically through a series of case studies covering the approximate 
period 1884-1898, from the Berlin West Africa Conference and Stead's 
'Gordon for the Soudan' campaign to the one-sided and cataclysmic bat
tle of Omdurman, fought on 2 September 1898 and reported by the 
young Winston Churchill. Britain's involvement in the Sudan through 
this period provided a compelling continuous narrative which coin
cides with the period of closest contact between New Journalism and 
New Imperialism and the period of peak output for writers of imperial 
romances, including Henty and Haggard. Novels by Kipling (The Light 
That Failed, 1891) and Henty (Dash for Khartoum: A Tale of the Nile Expe
dition, 1893; With Kitchener in the Sudan: A Story ofAtbara and Omdurman, 
1903) address Britain's involvement with the Sudan directly. Put in the 
briefest terms, Chapters 1 and 2 consider the relationships between 
special correspondents, fiction and imperialism and between New Jour
nalism and New Imperialism, respectively. Chapter 1 also offers a history 
of the special correspondent which locates those men closer to the heart 
of imperial discourse than has previously been acknowledged either by 
historians or literary scholars. Chapters 3 and 4 provide readings of texts 
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16 The New Journalism, New Imperialism and Fiction of Empire

by Haggard, Stanley and Conrad to demonstrate the mutual influence 
of journalism and fiction. Through a reading of Winston Churchill's 
correspondence from the Sudan for the Morning Post, Chapter 5 argues 
that the period of intense contact between the Empire, fiction and 
journalism began to fracture after Omdurman.

The particular importance of special correspondents and their work 
is noted above. Given the extent to which special correspondents 
dominated the public discourse on empire, it is curious that their con
tribution to British culture has been largely overlooked. In order to 
begin to remedy this deficiency, Chapter 1 considers the place of the 
correspondent in cultural history in detail. The special correspondents' 
significance to late-Victorian culture was certainly recognised by their 
contemporaries: one journalist writing in 1878 thought the special 
correspondent second only to the electric telegraph among recent inno
vations in journalism and lamented the prominence given to their work 
at the expense of other journalistic forms ('When wars with war cor
respondence come to the front, literary criticism goes to the wall').62 
Another considered special correspondents 'the most successful and 
eminent’ of all journalists.63 The chapter argues that, although the his
tory of the special correspondent may be traced back further than that 
of the New Journalism, it was their writing which came to be most 
representative of the new methods. Not only did their style include con
ventions and styles borrowed from novels, but their vivid descriptive 
style found its way back into novels. The romantic figure of the cor
respondent became the subject of fiction, too: Rudyard Kipling's first 
novel, The Light That Failed (1891) is a prime example of this phe
nomenon. Perhaps unsurprisingly, given the level of exchange between 
the forms, numerous examples are to be found of novelists working as 
special correspondents and vice versa. The career of Archibald Forbes is 
a case in point: having served as a cavalry trooper, he produced a novel 
based on his experiences during the Indian Mutiny and was offered work 
as a correspondent based on his descriptive talents.

The connection between journalism and fiction is one important 
strand of argument. The productive contact between New Journalism 
and New Imperialism is another key element of the relationship out
lined above and one which has been neglected in existing studies of 
the New Journalism. Chapter 2 addresses Stead's interview with Gen
eral Gordon for the Pall Mall Gazette and the press campaign which 
followed, assessing its impact on policy and on the public image of 
empire. The importance of imperialism to Stead’s brand of journalism 
has been understated: this chapter seeks to re-establish empire at the 
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Introduction: Empire, News and Novels 17

core of Stead's success. A long narrative played out in the press follow
ing Stead's Sudan campaign, beginning with Gordon's deployment to 
the Sudan and only half concluding with his death in Khartoum sev
eral months later. The unfolding of a real-time dramatic narrative in the 
pages of Britain's newspapers was a new phenomenon. The news was 
most certainly novelised. The emotional power of this phenomenon was 
reflected by the unprecedented public outpourings of grief at Gordon's 
death. The meeting between Stead and Gordon was a meeting between 
leading representatives of the New Journalism and the New Imperial
ism and it shifted the relationship between print media and empire in 
lasting and profound ways.

If the novelisation of the news was an important feature of the cul
tural phenomenon described in this book, so too was the 'journalisation' 
of fiction. Chapter 3 moves from the Sudan to South Africa, examin
ing the impact of Henry Rider Haggard's journalism and of journalistic 
style on his fiction. The centrality of journalism and journalistic style 
to the debates surrounding Haggard's fiction in the 1880s and 1890s 
is yet to be fully uncovered. Chapter 3 begins this work. Haggard fits 
neatly into the schema of this book because at various times he engaged 
in imperialism, as an administrator in Natal and the Transvaal, in jour
nalism and in fiction. The relation of these elements is apparent even 
in the most apparently fantastical moments of Haggard's most wildly 
conceived romances, as the review quoted on the first page of this intro
duction indicates. In his novels battles are reported at first hand with 
all the visual description and breathless pace displayed by the best spe
cial correspondents, while anthropological information is retailed with 
a journalist's passion for detail. Haggard's style of romance writing was 
controversial, and occasioned a major dispute with Stead and others 
which exposed the extent to which the sensational fiction of empire 
and the New Journalism were in competition for readers and for author
ity. The dispute is a very clear example of direct contact between fiction 
and journalism.

Chapter 4 makes an excursion beyond the boundaries of the British 
Empire but remains well within the bounds of the New Imperialism and 
the New Journalism. The chapter considers the contribution of Henry 
Morton Stanley (another special correspondent) to the representation 
and practice of exploration as a journalist, generously financed by news
papers and always with an eye on the potential story. His Emin Pasha 
Relief Expedition fits into the long narrative begun by Stead's interview 
with General Gordon: the Pasha was the last of Gordon's European offi
cers still holding out on the borders of southern Sudan. The influence of 
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18 The New Journalism, New Imperialism and Fiction of Empire

Stanley's travel writing and correspondence colours every page of Joseph 
Conrad's later Congo writings. This chapter goes further than previ
ous scholarly engagement with Stanley and Conrad, identifying specific 
textual links between Stanley's account of the Emin Pasha Relief Expe
dition, In Darkest Africa, and Conrad's Heart of Darkness. While work has 
been undertaken with respect to the relationship between Conrad and 
Stanley, the extent of the influence of Stanley's writing on Conrad's work 
has yet to be fully exposed.64 The effects of the New Journalism/New 
Imperialism compound resonate powerfully even where Conrad's fiction 
appears most critical of both practices.

Chapter 5 considers Winston Churchill's 1898 correspondence from 
the Sudan for the conservative Morning Post (subsequently edited for 
publication as The River War) alongside that of George Warrington 
Steevens for the Daily Mail (later published in volume form as With 
Kitchener to Khartum). Churchill was not the typical correspondent of 
the New Journalism: a serving soldier and aspiring politician of aristo
cratic descent, Churchill was something of an anomaly. Steevens too 
was atypical: a former academic turned celebrity special correspondent, 
his work for the Daily Mail was published in volume form by the highly 
conservative House of Blackwood. Their presence as correspondents was 
indicative of changes in the character of journalism and in the nature 
of imperialism. Proprietors rather than editors increasingly wielded con
trol of newspapers, the role of the journalist was less contentious socially 
and could even become a springboard to political power, while the press 
was increasingly controlled through the use of telegraph/press agencies. 
The events which the two men reported were new and shocking, too. 
The slaughter at Omdurman was so great and so one-sided that even 
such an ardent imperialist as Churchill struggled to represent it in a pos
itive manner. This chapter argues that Churchill’s Sudan correspondence 
covers the closing act of the extraordinary symbiosis of New Journalism, 
New Imperialism and fiction: the Second Boer War and then the Great 
War were to be treated very differently in the press. Omdurman was the 
beginning of the end for the kind of multi-format narrative of popular 
imperialism examined in this study.

John MacKenzie's Propaganda and Empire was rendered timely by an 
upsurge in patriotic and imperialistic sentiment in the early 1980s 
following the Falklands conflict. In the intervening decades, attitudes 
have changed. For various reasons, recent military interventions have 
not received the same level of public support. Nevertheless, interest in 
reports from conflict zones and the men and women who provide them 
remains strong. An Imperial War Museum exhibition of 2011 charted 
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Introduction: Empire, News and Novels 19

the history of the war correspondent since 1914, while the 2011 BBC 
television series Our War transformed the soldiers themselves into corre
spondents and provided viewers with a vicarious experience of conflict 
every bit as fresh as that provided by the pioneering special correspon
dents of the nineteenth century. The expansion of digital technology - 
even during the period in which this book was researched and written - 
has transformed the relationship between foreign policy and popular 
culture. The use of footage and commentary provided by eyewitnesses 
is a commonplace of mainstream television news. The internet pro
vides possibilities for public engagement with the news narrative which 
W.T. Stead could not have imagined. An examination of the nineteenth
century origins of the relationship between news, narrative and foreign 
policy is timely indeed.
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Most Extraordinary Careers: Special 
Correspondents and the News 
Narrative

In Thomas Carlyle's thunderous satire Sartor Resartus, the fictional 
Professor of Philosophy Herr Teufelsdrôckh, mocks the British print 
media in terms which anticipate W.T. Stead's later assertions of the 
power of the press:

The Journalists are now the true Kings and Clergy: henceforth His
torians, unless they are fools, must write not of Bourbon Dynasties, 
and Tudors and Hapsburgs; but of stamped Broad-sheet Dynasties, 
and quite new successive Names, according as this or the other Able 
Editor, or Combination of Able Editors gains the world's ear. Of the 
British Newspaper Press, perhaps the most important of all, and won
derful enough in its secret constitution and procedure, a valuable 
descriptive history already exists, in that language, under the title 
of Satan's Invisible World Displayed.'

Sartor Resartus was first published serially in Fraser's Magazine from 1833 
to 1834. The fact that Carlyle's career depended upon the burgeoning 
periodical press adds irony to his satire (although periodical writing 
remained distinct from journalism in the strictest sense). The comments 
reproduced above indicate this duality of attitude towards the press of 
the early nineteenth century. Not only is the British press 'the most 
important of all', its proprietors and 'Able Editors' are the peers in his
tory of Europe's royal dynasties. Indeed, they have replaced them at the 
centre of historical narrative. However, Carlyle also has Teufelsdrôckh 
confuse George Sinclair's account of seventeenth-century witchcraft 
with a comprehensive history of Britain's press: clearly, the attitudes 
earnestly expressed by Stead a mere half-century later in those articles 
'Government by Journalism' and 'The Future of Journalism’ were so far 
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Most Extraordinary Careers 21

removed from the early nineteenth-century perception of the profession 
as to be comical.2

As Carlyle's assertion suggests, the social standing of the journal
ist - defined as the reporter of news - was low indeed for much of 
the nineteenth century. Apparently little had changed since Samuel 
Johnson described the journalist as 'a man without virtue who writes 
lies at home for his own profit'.3 The very word 'journalism' was a 
recent coinage: Gibbons Merle had discussed the social role of jour
nalism in an 1833 Westminster Review article, adapting the word from 
the French.4 Yet Carlyle's own attitude was thoroughly conflicted. Else
where, he aligned the newspaper with the Old Testament as a text 
of genuine influence.5 Indeed, a dramatic shift in attitudes towards 
journalism had been effected by the close of the century. By 1900, jour
nalism was not merely a means to make a living; the best journalists 
could also make a name by their profession. As discussed in Chapter 5, 
an ambitious young man like Winston Churchill could rely on popu
lar journalism as a means of serious political self-promotion in the late 
1890s. By 1907, journalists were sufficiently confident of their status to 
form the National Union of Journalists to protect wages: this represents 
a significant step towards professional recognition.6 Such a situation 
is far removed indeed from Teufelsdrôckh's perception of the press as 
secretive and satanic.

One kind of journalist, however, had a greater significance at an ear
lier stage than his colleagues: this chapter argues that, in the last quarter 
of the nineteenth century, it was around the special correspondent that 
the popular narrative of the British Empire was centred. Establishing 
exactly what the role of 'special correspondent' entailed and in what 
ways it can be distinguished from other journalistic roles is a challeng
ing task. For this reason, few commentators have attempted to define 
the role of the special correspondent. As Lucy Brown points out, 'The 
phrase "special correspondent" had no very precise meaning, nor had 
the phrases "occasional correspondent” and "special commissioner”. 
These titles were used at different times by different papers or journal
ists to describe someone who was working on a particular assignment'.7 
Matthew Rubery refers to it as 'generic term' and names Nellie Bly, 
William Howard Russell and Henry Morton Stanley as examples.8 The 
breadth of roles suggested by this list of names - running from social 
campaigns through war correspondence to African exploration - threat
ens to defeat any attempt at definition, yet the special correspondent 
was a much more precisely defined figure in the popular imagination of 
Victorian Britain. Victorian commentators writing in the periodical and 
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22 The New Journalism, New Imperialism and Fiction of Empire

newspaper press supplied detailed impressions of a correspondent's life 
from which a wealth of valuable information about the representation 
of the special correspondent may be gleaned.

Through those contemporary accounts, this chapter traces the popu
lar image of the Victorian special correspondent and charts the trans
formation of the special correspondent from disreputable journalist to 
national celebrity (in parallel to the rise of journalism in general) in 
the second half of the nineteenth century. The leading role of the gen
tlemen of the press (a phrase which was as indicative of aspiration 
as it was of actuality for much of the century) in the formation of 
imperial discourse is the overarching focus of this chapter. It is nec
essary to note the particular contribution of war correspondents to 
that process. While war correspondents were a specialised sub-group 
of special correspondents, Victorian writers often used the terms inter
changeably. As Britain entered the period with which this book is 
concerned, a band of specialist war correspondents including William 
Howard Russell, Archibald Forbes, Bennet Burleigh and George Augustus 
Sala were widely known to newspaper readers.9 Stefanie Markovits has 
argued that Russell's coverage of the Crimean War was the beginning 
of a new, more 'participatory' form of journalism through which the 
newspaper correspondent emerged as 'a first-person narrator/hero'.10 
Following Habermas's account of the development of the public sphere, 
Markovits reads the work of the special correspondent as part of a dia
logue with the public, who wrote to the newspapers to express their 
responses to the latest news. Increasingly from the 1870s, the interac
tion in print observed by Markovits would be augmented by the sense 
that through the vivid prose of the special correspondents readers were 
experiencing empire vicariously.

Through the story of a man who impersonated two of the correspon
dents named above, the first section of this chapter examines the rise of 
the special correspondent and the nature of the role. The second portion 
of the chapter engages with the central role of the special correspondent 
in the twin processes of novelisation and journalisation. By means of 
carefully constructed personas and a readily identifiable literary style, 
the special correspondents became the heroes of their own novelistic 
narratives. A case study of Forbes' career illustrates this process in action. 
The final section explores the representation of the special correspon
dent in fiction through a reading of selected texts, including Rudyard 
Kipling's first novel, The Light That Failed (1891).11

It is worth re-emphasising that this chapter focuses on the Victorian 
popular image of the special correspondent. That image - often 
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constructed by the correspondents themselves - inevitably distorts a 
rich and complex history. For example, the focus on the conflicts and 
exotic settings of empire obscures the domestic work of special corre
spondents to a large degree. Similarly, the presentation of the special 
correspondent as a paragon of imperial masculinity elides the presence 
and contribution of female journalists. The frequent emphasis on cor
respondents' feats of endurance and athletic prowess distract from the 
role of technology in the transmission of news. Consequently, the reader 
seeking detailed exploration of the role of female journalists, the origins 
of special correspondents (or of war correspondents) and the technical 
systems of newsgathering and dissemination should look elsewhere.12 
It was the romanticised, idealised version of the special correspondent 
who wielded such influence in imperial discourse that their work came 
to shape the experience of empire for British readers. Their work brought 
empire, news and fiction into the closest contact. In this sense, the 
special correspondents were the newest of new journalists.

A most extraordinary career

The extent to which the status of the special correspondent - and 
the journalist in general - had risen since Carlyle wrote Sartor Resartus 
is illustrated by an 1889 article published in The Belfast News-Letter. 
On 27 November, the newspaper ran a fascinating crime story under 
the headline 'A “Special Correspondent.” An Extraordinary Career of 
Swindling.' The article names several prominent journalists and spe
cial correspondents and gives a strong indication of what the public 
expected of them. Typically for the regional press of the time, the news 
is syndicated from the Daily Telegraph. Their man at the Manchester 
Assizes begins with an account of the bare facts of the case:

Ernest Norton Rolfe, alias Ross (or Rossiter) Raymonds, pleaded 
guilty - before Mr. Justice Charles - at the assizes here, to uttering 
a forged bill of exchange for £21, well knowing it to be a forgery, and 
was sentenced to a long term of penal servitude. His career has been a 
remarkable one. What his real name is nobody except himself knows. 
His nationality is equally obscure.13

The full story is colourful indeed. Rolfe was a consummate conman, 
financing a luxurious international lifestyle by impersonating several 
renowned special correspondents. This in itself indicates a remark
able change in the fortunes of the journalist - if also indicating that
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Module 2: Non-Conformist Women’s Writing in Southern Africa – from 
1880s to 1980s | Écrits de femmes non-conformistes en Afrique du Sud : 
des années 1880 aux années 1980 

Director: Lesley Cowling (Language: English) 
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THE NATIVE QUESTION

I hold this to be the root question in South Africa; and as is our wisdom in dealing with 
it, so will be our future.

No exact census exists of the population of South Africa, but it is roughly 
calculated that there are about nine millions of inhabitants, eight million of dark men 
and one million of white.

The white race consists mainly of two varieties, of rather mixed European 
descent,  but both largely Teutonic, and though partly divided at the present moment by 
traditions and the use of two forms of speech, the Taal and the English, they are so 
essentially one in blood and character that within two generations they will be 
inextricably blended by inter-marriage and common interests, as would, indeed, long 
ago have been the case had it not been for external interference. They constitute, 
therefore, no great problem for the future, though at the present moment their 
differences loom large. Our vast, dark native population consists largely of Bantus, 
who were already in South Africa when we came here; of a few expiring yellow 
varieties of African races, and a small but important number of half-castes largely the 
descendants of imported slaves whose blood was mingled with that of their masters, as 
is always the case where slavery exists, and a very small body of Asiatics. It is out of 
this great heterogeneous mass of humans that the South African nation of the future 
will be built. For the dark man is with us to stay. Not only does the Bantu increase and 
flourish greatly, as is natural in his native continent, and under the climatic conditions 
which are best suited to him: not onlv does he refuse to die out in contact with our 
civilisation, as the yellow races have largely done, and rather tries to grasp and make it 
his own; not only can we not exterminate him-but, we cannot even transport him, 
because we want him! We desire him as thirsty oxen in an arid plain desire water, or 
miners hunger for the sheen of gold. We want more and alvvays more of him-to labour 
in our mines, to build our railways, to work in our fields, to perform our domestic 
labours, and to buy our goods. We desire to import more of him when we can. It has 
more than once happened in a House of Legislature that bitter complaints have been 
brought against the Government of the day for employing too many natives on public 
':orks, and so robbing the landowner of what he most desires - native labour. 

They are the makers of our wealth, the great basic rock on which our State is 
founded - our vast labouring class. 

Every great nation of the past or present has contributed something to the sum 
total of things beautiful, good, or useful, possessed by humanity: therein largely lies its 
greatness. We in South Africa can never hope exactly to repeat the records of the past. 
We can never hope, like Greece, to give to the world its noblest plastic art; we can 
never hope, like Rome, to shape the legal institutions of half the world; the chief glory 
of England, that wherever she goes, whether she will or not, and even against her will, 
she spreads broadcast among the nations the seeds of self-governing institutions-may 
never be ours. But the great national parts are not exhausted; and there lies before us in 
South Africa a part as great and inspiring as any which any nation has ever been called 
upon to play-if we are strong enough to grasp it. 

The problem of the twentieth century will not be a repetition of those of the 
nineteenth or those which went before it. The walls dividing continents are breaking 
down; every-where European, Asiatic and African will interlard. The world on which 
the twenty-first century will open its eyes will be one widely different from that which 
the twentieth sees at its awaking. And the problem which this century will have to 
solve is the accomplishment of this interaction of distinct human varieties on the 
largest and most beneficent lines, making for the development of humanity as a
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whole, and carried out in a manner consonant with modern ideals and modern social wants. It 
will not always be the European who forms the upper layer; but in its essentials the problem 
will be everywhere the same. 

We in South Africa are one of the first peoples in the modem world, and under the new 
moral and material conditions of civilisation, to be brought face to face with this problem in its 
acutest form. On our power to solve it regally and heroically depends our greatness. If it be 
possible for us out of our great complex body of humanity (its parts possibly remaining 
racially distinct for centuries) to raise up a free, intelligent, harmonious nation, each part 
acting with and for the benefit of others, then we shall have played a part as great as that of 
any nation in the world's record. And as we today turn our eyes towards Greece or Rome or 
England for models in those things wherein they have excelled, nations in the future, whatever 
their dominant class may be, will be compelled to turn their eyes towards us and follow our 
lead, saying, 'Hers was the first and true solution of the problem.' 

I have said we to-day have to face the problem in its acutest form; but we have also 
exceptional advantages for solving it. 

In our small, to-day dominant, European element we have the descendants of some of 
the most virile of the northern races, races which, at least for themselves, have always loved 
freedom and justice; in our vast Bantu element we possess one of the finest breeds of the 
African stock. A grave and an almost fatal error is sometimes made when persons compare our 
native question with the negro question in the Southern States of America. Not only is the 
South African Bantu (a race probably with a large admixture of Arab blood!) as distinct from 
the West Coast negro, who was the ancestor of the American slave, as the Norwegian is from 
the Spaniard, 
but he has never been subjected to the dissolving and desocialising ordeal of slavery. We find 
him in the land of his growth with all the instincts of the free man intact; with all the 
instincts of loyalty to his race and its chiefs still warm in his heart; with his social instincts 
almost abnormally developed and fully active; we have only with wisdom and patient justice 
slowly to transfer them to our own larger society - they are there ! Every man and woman who 
has studied the Bantu in his native state - before we have indoctrinated him with those vices 
which dog everywhere the feet of our civilisation, and have compelled his women to graduate 
in our brothels and his men in our canteens or have dragged him into our city slums, where 
even our own races rot - knows that the proudest of us may envy many of the social virtues 
which the Bantu displays. We have a great material here, wisely handled. 

In our small, permanent, and largely South African born, Asiatic population we have a 
section of people sober, industrious, and intelligent, rich with those deep staying-powers 
which have made many Asiatic peoples so persistent, and often dominant, in the past and 
present. Even in the most disorganised element of our population, often without definite race 
or social traditions, I believe that careful study will show it to compare favourably, and often 
most favourably, with analogous classes in Europe (and I speak from a wide personal 
knowledge of those European classes). 

This is the material from which our nation must be shaped; and we, the small and for 
the moment absolutely dominant white aristocracy on whom the main weight of duty of social 
reconstruction rests, have reason to be thankful it is what it is. 

If by entering on a long and difficult course of strictly just and humane treatment, as 
between man and man, we can bind our dark races to us through their sense of justice and 
grati-tude; if we, as a dominant class, realise that the true wealth of a nation is the health, 
happiness, intelligence, and content of every man and woman born within its borders; if we do 
not fail to realise that the true crown of honour on the head of a dominant class is that it leads 
and teaches, not uses and crushes; if, as the years pass, we can point with pride to our native 
peoples as the most enlightened and the most free, the most devoted to the welfare of its native 
land of all African races; if our labouring class can in the end be made to compare favourably 
with that of all other countries; and if for the men of genius or capacity who are born 
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among them there be left open a free path, to take their share in the higher duties 
of life and citizenship, their talents expended for the welfare of the 
community and not suppressed to become its subterraneous and disruptive 
forces; if we can make our State as dear to them, as the matrix in which they find 
shelter for healthy life and development, as it is to us; then I think the future of 
South Africa promises greatness and strength. 

But if we fail in this ? - if, blinded by the gain of the moment, we see 
nothing in our dark man but a vast engine of labour; if to us he is not man, but 
only a tool; if dispossessed entirely of the land for which he now shows that 
large aptitud� for peasant proprietorship for the lack of which among their 
masses many great nations are decaying; if we force him permanently in his 
millions into the locations and compounds and slums of our cities, obtaining his 
labour cheaper, but to lose what the wealth of five Rands could not return to us; if, 
uninstructed in the highest forms of labour, without the rights of citizenship, his 
own social organisation broken up, without our having aided him to participate in 
our won; if, unbound to us by gratitude and sympathy, and alien to us in blood and 
colour, we reduce this vast mass to the condition of a great seething, ignorant 
proletariat - then I would rather draw a veil over the future of this land. 

As long as nine-tenths of our community have no permanent stake in the 
land, and no right or share in our govern-ment, can we ever feel safe? Can 
we ever know peace? 

One dissatisfied man or woman who feel themselves wronged is a 
point of weakness in a community; but when this condition animates the 
vast majority of the inhabitants of a State, there is a crack down the entire 
height of the social structure. In times of peace it may be covered over by 
white-wash and plaster, and one may profess that all is well; but when the 
time of conflict and storm comes, that is where the social structure will give 
way. 

But a far more subtle and inevitable form of evil must ultimately 
overtake us. It is ordained by the laws of human life that a Nemesis should 
follow the subjection and use, purely for purposes of their own, of any race by 
another which lives among them. Spain fell before it in America; Rome felt it; it 
has dogged the feet of all conquering races. In the end the subjected people write 
their features on the face of the conquerors. 

We cannot hope ultimately to equal the men of our own race living in more 
wholly enlightened and humanised communities, if our existence is passed 
among millions of non-free subjected peoples ... the physical labour we despise 
and refuse because they do it for us; the continual association with human 
creatures who are not free, will ultimately take from us our strength and our own 
freedom; and men will see in our faces the reflection of that on which we are 
always treading and looking down. If we raise the dark man we shall rise with 
him; if we kick him under our feet, he will hold us fast by them. 

*  *  *  *  *
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A JOURNEY not unlike other South African train journeys that I have described 
elsewhere, and at last we were on the final lap to the big city, gathering speed across the 
High Veld - vast, enormous bareness. The sight of these particular plains did not reassure. 
They were not like those of the Transkei when my long-distance bus had crossed into them 
over the Kei River. These seemed of a foreign country; huge stretches inhabited by total 
strangers; no locality - as through stretches in Ciskei and Transkei - where I could think: 
'Such and such a family, friends, live here.' It seemed harsh, hostile, and made you feel ill at 
ease. The emptiness began to give way to the occasional Boer small town, dorp: bungalows 
with verandas crouched on straggly streets, squat Dutch Reformed Church. The dorps in 
turn began to run into one another and to spread into suburbs. Looking out of the window 
as we raced past I thought them dreary, featureless. But then a willow tree would stand out 
against the skyline, strikingly tall here in the Transvaal, far bigger than the ones I was 
accustomed to in the Eastern Cape. I was filled by a mounting nostalgia for 'the Cape 
Colony' as people even in the Transkei called my part of the country, despite their region 
having for so long been incorporated into the Cape Province. Northerners here too called it 
that. 

The Border was of course in the front of my mind, the buffer state with its olden 
fortifications - Forts: Wellington, Beresford, Murray, White, to say nothing of Fort Hare or 
Fort Cox, Fort Beaufort, our localized stamping-grounds. Their very names took me back 
to those conflicts the uncles had talked about in the car, when black and white 'Cattle-
keeping tribes' had wrestled over pastures and living room; of the equivocal role that 'the 
second white tribe' had played when dominant; and of its policies of expediency. These had 
doubled back on the British. Now they were themselves dominated by Transvaal Boers. 
Even their splendid English language was demoted to a secondary status. How any of my 
relations could bear to live here was a mystery. The more I looked at their adoptive 
territory the more I missed the kind of veld I was used to - undulating, contoured, not dead 
flat like the land I was now crossing. I missed my kind of mountains, their folds, the kloofs 
covered with dark green forests, their crowns of majestic granite crags. But I reproached 
myself for being parochial, for in fact I loved South Africa's variety and vastness. 

As the suburbs grew denser, my uneasiness deepened. I had seldom been to 
Johannesburg and this was the third visit in my whole life. The first had been when I was 
about nine years old. My mother had brought me and my tiny sister - my brother not quite 
born -on a prolonged visit to a suburb called West Rand where she organized some 
Women's Clubs, and was also visiting her youngest sister, my aunt Linda, whose husband 
had been drowned when fording a river on horseback and overtaken midway by one of 
those outbreaks of sudden storm and flood during a drought - the sort my Uncle Rosebery 
had been so wary of. She had a baby girl. 

We stayed for what seemed years but may have been perhaps three months, with a 
family into which Aunt Linda afterwards married. Possibly that was the purpose of my 
mother's trip, I never knew, only that I had never remembered the visit with pleasure but 
with deep disquiet. For our hosts lived in a house that was on the edge of a native location 
and I was forbidden to leave their yard and go into the location as I longed to do and play 
with the children. I could see them swarming in its streets all day, never apparently going 
to school while I had to submit to morning lessons from my mother. My baby sister's nurse 
who came with us from the Cape and watched that I should not escape, told me of 
unnameable terrors that went on inside Jo'burg locations; of dirt, disease, robbers and 
gangsters, squalor, and of 'the language' that I would pick up. The grown-ups confirmed 
her proscription, probably initiated it; it seemed everybody was frightened of the very word 
'location, elokishini', and I trembled, dreading it yet wanting to go - for I had no playmates. 
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Occasionally the younger children of my eldest aunt (to whom I was now travelling) were brought 
from Klipspruit near Nancefield where they lived before moving to their present home in Pimville. 
They came miles in the train, and had to be shepherded home again before dark 'because of the 
terrors of the location'. When I saw my mother begin to pack and was told we were going home, 
my relief was immense. The thought of returning home to 'the Colony' was heaven, idyllic - back to 
grass, veld, mountains. No more dirt, disease, fear of robbers. No more barred windows or locked 
doors. And I would be allowed to wander about freely again with my friends. 

My second trip to Johannesburg had been last year to my Big Mother. I had been 
unaccompanied, and petrified -this time with cause: those Jo'burg gangsters, of whom everyone 
had gone in dread, had finally moved into my family's life far off in the Cape when they murdered 
my only brother up here studying at the University. I had had to come to my aunt because she was 
unable to travel south on that occasion because of her age and health. 

The reason I was making this third visit was again because of her -would I ever come to this 
place otherwise? I sat tight in my seat realizing, and admitting, that this time, too, I was scared. My 
trip had been preceded, like last year's, by an avalanche of letters from my aunt, she and my uncle 
at Tsolo writing back and forth arranging which train I was to catch, times of connections at 
junctions, so that I should be met at Park Station by one or other of her daughters and shepherded 
from the heart of the city to where they lived eighteen miles out. All my cousins worked and· were 
not able to take time off too easily. The arrangements therefore were intricate, everyone wanting to 
be sure that none of them should miscarry and leave me high and dry, alone and unprotected. In 
the end letters were followed by telegrams, in turn followed by others confirming and 
acknowledging. The whole thing was beset with anxieties and they welled up in me now that I was 
nearly there. Suppose something went wrong at the last moment and nobody came to Park Station, 
I asked myself gazing at the Rand, the string of towns that make up greater Johannesburg. I looked 
at the dumps beside the gold mines - those huge hills of white dust dredged up from six thousand 
feet below and more. I saw cranes and derricks with wheels in the air, gaunt mining machinery, 
cables, rusty fences plastered with bill boards - all of it a jumble amid a conglomeration of factories 
cheek by jowl with bungalows and double-storeyed houses that gave on to tarred roads, street 
lamps, blue-gum trees, motor cars, lorries, bicycles, people of different races hurrying. Where in 
this hideous mess would I go if my cousins did not turn up?

Fellow passengers began to stir and walk up and down the corridor and sort out baggage. 
Of course I had the addresses of many families on the Rand. But I would have to hire a car, not 
knowing the local trains and being an absolute fool about arranging any detail in my own travels. 
But the thought of a cab was terrifying. We all knew down in the Cape that for a greenhorn to 
hail an unknown taxi in Johannesburg was suicide - you would be robbed, probably knifed, your 
body abandoned on the veld or in some location backyard.

I turned the problem over in my mind. How had my young brother adapted himself and 
managed to live, let alone study in such surroundings? He had had difficulty, I knew, and could 
understand, looking at the metropolitan spread. Towards  the end of his course he had been 
afflicted by bouts of what was diagnosed as narcolepsy, a condition of the nerves of which we had 
never heard until then. It made him drop off to sleep anywhere, often during lectures or at 
sports, even at times when driving his motor car. In my case just to sit and look at Johannesburg 
was making me wish I could fall asleep, and wake up to see Middledrift again or Tsolo.

Voices around began to rise, swell into a hubbub: Sesutho, Xhosa, Sechuana, Zulu, and 
mostly Afrikaans. The people were becoming excited, the journey almost over. They pointed out 
landmarks to each other with animation. I felt out of it, not interested. The train drew into Park 
Station. My heart began to pound. I went into the corridor and leaned out of a window to
scan the faces of the crowd on the platforms, saw scores, black, white, brown, lifted up, 
preoccupied, they in turn scanning ours as the train passed.

3

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 63 of 1031



I noticed that even Africans were unsmiling with dour expressions. They were not passing the 
time of day by joking with those standing next to them as people did at country stations.
This was the cold anonymity of the Golden City, eGoli, eRautini; I had arrived. The train slowed 
right down. I became absolutely filled with terror. Then I saw a woman wave to me. She was in a 
thick belted tweed coat, wore a sports felt hat and under its level brim I saw a preoccupied
light brown face break into a rapturous smile when our eyes metand she shouted out my name - 
it was my cousin Sis' Tandiswa and I thanked God

Couples on the Rand mostly both commuted to town, on those gangster-ridden crowded trains 
to work. Many of them, some married, others living masihlalisane style, clubbed together and 
paid someone to teach, feed with a midday dinner, and care for those of their children for 
whom there was no room in the education system - which, of course, is not compulsory for 
Africans.

These illegal impromptu 'schools' were everywhere, and an acquaintance - I had better 
call her only M. - who had joinedus on our walk pointed one out to us. Ntutu being at work 
during school hours did not know any. M. pointed at a 'school' in a gap between: on one side a 
prospering grocery shop (run and owned by BaSutho who, when we had gone in to buy, were 
flint-eyed, watchful for shoplifters and gangsters although laughing, gay and joking), and on 
the other an undertaker's business; and next to that a cobbler. Another school was beyond that, 
next to a carpenter whose hammers and mallets rent the air by the hour drowning the 
children's voices as well as those in a native medicine man's tiny stuffed-up emporium. It was 
festooned with dusty bags containing 'lion's fat', baboon testicles and other 'cures and 
strengtheners', and herbs. Schools were cheek by jowl with all manner of enterprises conducted 
in lean-to's. And all around, the din of loudspeakers bellowing jazz or hymns on 'Native' 
records. And over the wire fences, the children - when their attention wandered - could see 
pedestrians hurrying to and fro. 

Among these I saw two 'skokiaan queens' who had stopped to gaze over the fence at the 
children in class, crowded together on rough benches with slates on their knees. The 'queens' 
dressed the gaudy part that they played in urban society as pedlars of prohibited liquor (usually 
the home distilled and virulent skokiaan) since Africans were not allowed to buy wine or spirits 
except for some 'educated Natives' who, if they had passed elementary Std. IV, might apply for 
a special permit to buy a limited quantity each month. Location life seemed packed with such 
recondities and I hardly knew which item to absorb first as M. and my cousin and I talked.

These were the first 'queens' I had ever seen. Fat and prosperous-looking in tight, 
gleaming dresses, brilliantly coloured high-heeled shoes, showers of gilt ear-rings, they 
personified my idea of harlots. I was mesmerized by the sight; presently bewildered to see the 
totally incongruous expression on their painted faces (hard jet-black pencilled eyebrows) as 
they looked at the children in class: the expression was tender, motherly, smiling - fond 
approval. I had scarcely assimilated  its import, that these women too were 'people, abantu,' as 
Sis' Tandi  would say, taking a harmless stroll from work (even though that 'work' was running 
an illicit, probably noisome, drinking den), when what do I see next but they turn and talk to 
two white policemen in their familiar Nazi-style peaked caps, revolvers in holsters on their hips. 
They seemed to know one another, and exchange jokes. I was astounded, and nudged my 
cousin and indicated with my elbow. M. took over from her to explain - for Jo'burg needed 
much explaining;

* * * * *
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Tyini! (Great Scot !) - don't you know that that lot are all friends together?' 
I did, of course, but not having seen it, had not fully known. 
'Those policemen arrange with the queens to raid and arrest them only alternately. Then 

each does not get hauled up too often to pay the magistrates' fines. And they pay bribes to their 
policemen pals, who drop in regularly at the parlour for their share of the illegal booze. Free for 
them of course; and of course, they get the whisky, gin, brandy that is reserved for special 
customers, not skokiaan from methylated spirits, potatoes, whatnot. You know, at one time the 
fines were raised so high, the queens refused to pay, went on strike, and to jail instead. The police 
got fed up because they were getting neither bribes nor free drinks. The fines were reduced, the 
queens paid them; no more jail. Life could go on as before. It's no secret; everybody knows and 
talks about it. Even now, those two that you see are from drinking at that other den over there 
opposite that school. Everyday the children see drunkards pass out under the influence. And 
being children, they mimic grown men tottering and staggering, and shout, "Look, this is how he 
is 'herding his troublesome goat-kids - uqhub' amatakane !"

"I bet those police are on their way to raid people's houses; there's the pick up van on the 
corner - see it? And the Non-European police sitting waiting for the white ones to come?"

I followed the direction of M.'s index finger, not having distinguished the illicit den. To 
me it looked like any location shack dwelling. Neither had I seen the van. I was dazed by the 
whole melting-pot. But now I was forced to realize, for indeed I saw the officers of the law give 
matey farewells to their illicit friends and stride up to the van and climb in. M. warmed to her 
theme throwing in an imprecation.

"They're off,'' she cried, "Somebody's going to catch it, anybody. body; I just wonder who. 
Not the queens, they aec safe for today.' We watched the van drive off.

Later, in bed that night, not ashamed to seem a country bumpkin I went back to the 
subject and asked Ntutu; 'What did she mean "anybody"? Could they have been coming to our 
street, have you ever been raided? It seemed incredible that my loved cousins had such 
experiences. I was curious and fearful all at the same time.

'Do they ever come down this street - ever been raided? Are you teasing Sis' Nontando?' 
It was not altogether dark in our bedroom. There was a glow of moon light, and stars at the 
window. I watched them as my cousin paused and drew breath.

'You suddenly hear whistles,' she said, 'Rattles, screams. Northern pagan women ululate 
the alarm, startled dogs bark, all kinds of ear-crashing sounds rise up like a whirlwnd , men and 
boys shout to warn nearby households. The police try to take a house by surprise, but it's difficult 
because the moment anything happens in the location everybody sees, and anyway the engine of 
the van accelerates and attracts attention. You hope it will pass your house for somewhere else; 
but the brakes grind and you see police pour out and leap over your fence like athletes over 
hurdles. 
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Back to a bank of family

•
26 JANUARY 1977

After the trauma of landing in Durban after years overseas, things 

got brighter when I got off the ship at East London.

The atmospheres of apartheid are rather like a fog in England: 

one minute you’re driving through, visibility nil, and with heart in 

mouth, and the next it suddenly clears for a few yards and you 

nervously breathe again . . .

Several people had travelled many miles to meet my boat – a 

contingent of relations on my paternal (Jabavu) side from the Cis-

kei, and of my maternal (Makiwane) side from Transkei.

It was an emotional, atavistic occasion and for me and confusing, 

too, for as always when I’ve arrived at East London from overseas 

for some family crisis, there’s been what I’ve described in one of 

my books as ‘a book of human beings waiting there to meet me’, 

and only later has it emerged who was who, which were my rela-

tions, which were friends and supporters in our trouble. You don’t 

always recognise people after many years of separation.

This time I recognised only one of the group immediately. That 

was one of my first cousins. Everyone took turns to hug and buss 

me on the cheek. I eased myself off to gaze at him. He gazed back. I 

beheld a mature young man, very handsome, with a smile that 

gleamed very white. His ears twitched, reminding me of my sister 

in Uganda.

I had last seen him 25 years back when he was about 18, my late 
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uncle’s last-born and dearly loved by my late parents. My heart 

leapt uncomfortably.

I turned to a very buxom, very old lady standing beside him, 

beaming toothlessly so that only red gums showed. I wondered 

who this could be. She fell on my neck exclaiming in Xhosa in a 

voice I recognised so that before she finished: ‘Yu! Nontando mn-

tan’am, nguwe lo?’ (My child, is this you?) I realised she was my 

father’s widow, the lady he married years back when my only 

brother died.

I had flown home for my brother’s funeral, as I had flown four 

years before that when my mother had died.

So, of course I had met the lady, for at my brother’s death, she 

had been among the many women who had appeared as if out of 

the blue to help cater for the great crowd of mourners who had 

filled our house. And I had stayed on with my father for a couple of 

months for he wished to marry the lady, and for me to be a wit-

ness. She had changed indeed.

Since my return last year, I’ve seen scores of people I’d known 

before my absences from South Africa and have been amazed how 

some have altered beyond recognition, others not at all, and others, 

like my cousin, for the better, grown and gained in stature.

Involuntarily I turned to him again; a fine figure of a man. I felt 

a surge of reassurance in staring at him. Blood speaks, we say in 

Xhosa, and what culture of whatever ‘colour’ has not its own 

expressions for such intangibles?

Let me tell what happened when I stepped ashore at East London. 

I was at last past the initial barriers of immigration officers. What 

lay in store at the Customs Shed where I was to be interrogated by 

customs officers?

It was cold, raining, gloomy, muddy underfoot, but in the shed, 

the officers (‘Europeans’ of course – I was reverting to these South 

8

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 68 of 1031



African terms!) were spotless in white drill uniforms . . . and smiling. 

I smiled back guardedly, not knowing what to expect; I’d seen in 

Durban how a white smile can rearrange itself into a scowl when 

the owner of a white name (Crosfield) turns out to be black. 

One of these Europeans looked at us undisturbed as we trooped 

in. Then he gestured to the only chair and suggested, in English, to 

one of the menfolk that perhaps the old lady might like to sit down. 

We were silent, but I for one felt a tremendous brightening of the 

atmosphere.

My four suitcases were lifted on to the counter and the two offi-

cers greeted me in genial tones as I fumbled in my handbag for my 

keys. You see what apartheid does to you? I’m having to underline 

the fact that these white men were treating me and mine with nor-

mal respect!

One stepped forward, murmuring the usual things about ‘have 

you anything to declare’? His colleague looked on, with interest, 

but not a whiff of the gunpowder of hostility could I detect from 

either of them. It was around now that I felt no need any longer to be 

suspicious or to continue mentally underlining signs of attitudes.

I was ready to joke now, and waving at all my opened cases, I 

said: ‘Well, I don’t think I’ve packed my Smith & Wesson or any 

“horse” [heroin] in my toothpaste tube.’ Customs officers from 

Canada to Kenya have initiated such jests with me. These ones 

were equally cosmopolitan. The one who was doing the talking 

replied with a chuckle: ‘Have you any books though, or picture 

magazines’?

I stared, collecting my thoughts. His colleague leaned forward 

amicably and explained laughingly: ‘He means pictures of naked 

women. Girlie magazines. We have censorship here. If you have 

naughty pictures, it is our duty to confiscate them and report you.’

By now we were all laughing. I said, acting at being scandalised: 
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‘Why should I carry pictures around? Shouldn’t I know what a 
woman looks like with no clothes on? But I do have a couple of 
books; presents for relatives and friends.’

‘Ah – now what are they? Communist? We’ll have to check them,’ 
and he helped me extract them, expertly digging them out from 
among my clothes.

As he leafed through the pages desultorily, he murmured some-
thing about the telephone to the office being out of order because 
of the rain, and he and his colleague conferred about the titles and 
he was telling the other one to run up and check them, I supposed 
at where the Index was.

I said: ‘I promise you they are not communist. They are not even 
banned in South Africa. I am the one who wrote them, so I know.’

Their eyes opened and he exclaimed: ‘Go on – you wrote them? 
You’re a writer?’ And he told his colleague he’d better call so-and-
so from up there as well. While the colleague scuttled off, he told 
me that so-and-so was a great reader, a real bookworm and would 
be sure to like to meet a writer.

To cut a pleasant story short, the bookworm turned out to have 
read one of my books years ago, pointed to it and praised it to the 
skies, was so touched that he put out his hand to congratulate me, 
saying how pleased he’d be to tell his wife he had met the author. 
‘Welcome, Noni Jabavu!’ he said.

Naturally, I glowed inside. Authors enjoy being acknowledged. 
You could say we are as vain a lot as any other artists. We enjoy 
recognition all the more because, unlike singers or actors, we are 
invisible, we work away in solitude.

While all these pleasantries had proceeded, another ‘European’ 
had crept in noiselessly at a door in the corner of the shed on their 
side of the counter, and had reached over to the opened suitcase 
nearest to him. He wasn’t in uniform. He wore a grubby, greyish 
mackintosh, was sallow, deadpan, didn’t look at us.
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On the top layer of my things in that suitcase lay exposed 

what I use as a ‘travelling office’ – two wire trays in which I neatly 

arrange my current correspondence, pencils bound in rubber bands, 

address books, bits of manuscript, dictionaries and so on.

This man was silently leafing through my address books, then 

my dictionaries with concentration. I saw him flip pages back to 

the flyleaf of my English dictionary. My others were a Swahili and 

a French.

I nudged the relative next to me, winked and motioned by a side-

ways glance towards the mackintosh (in Xhosa ‘ndagxelesha’) and 

whispered out of the corner of my mouth: ‘Who he?’ – quoting The 

New Yorker’s Harold Ross!

The whispered reply: ‘Special Branch.’

I stiffened as if jabbed with a hat pin. ‘Great Scott! What for?’

Another nudge. ‘Shh!’. And I had to pay attention to the officers, 

for they had finished with me now and were bidding me goodbye 

and wishing me a happy visit to my home folks. I noticed how the 

English they spoke was almost idiomatic, subtly different from 

English in parts of the world I’ve lived in.

We set off on the first leg of my journey to my father’s house. 

My party had come in two cars. We were to stop at King William’s 

Town for an hour or so to see another first cousin there, and shop 

for groceries.

But I didn’t look round me much as we went, for I was disturbed 

by that ‘Special Branch’ business and demanded clarification and 

explanations.

‘Are we being followed?’

Perhaps, perhaps not. In any case they would be in possession of 

my destination. I was wondering what he had been studying so 

hard in my address books and especially in my dictionaries, for 

heaven’s sake!
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When I unpacked my case that evening, I turned to the flyleaves 

and re-examined the notes I sometimes made in my dictionaries.

I was dashed if I could see that I’d written anything criminal, 

subversive or communist . . . I had made a note in my English dic-

tionary of the word ‘eldritch’, and now recalled that I’d come 

across it for the first time in my life two or three years back in 

the United States when I had belatedly discovered that splendid 

novelist Calder Willingham and had devoured his paperbacks one 

after the other non-stop, and had found that in every book he had 

used that strange word which I knew I myself would never, ever 

find a use for; I had concluded it was a Willingham ‘writer’s fad’.

I wished mackintoshed SB much joy of the word ‘eldritch’.
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5 

The Special Branch call

•
2 FEBRUARY 1977

I’d been in my old home at sleepy Middledrift for four days when 

the Special Branch called; I was leaving next day for Umtata to my 

maternal relations. And as I sat deep in thought in what had been 

my father’s study and was now a hideous double bedroom stuffed 

with furniture like a junk shop, one of the many children in the 

house (my stepmother’s descendants) came and said: ‘Grandmother 

says to ask your help to talk to these Europeans who have come to 

visit her.’

In what had been our sitting room I found her with two gentle-

men, one tall, clean-shaven, wearing a grey double-breasted 

mac kin tosh, the other short, wearing a heavy brown moustache, 

pebble glasses and a grey double-breasted mackintosh.

The old lady immediately heaved herself up and beseeched me 

in a sibilant Xhosa whisper: ‘As you know, Nontando, I have this 

knee,’ and hobbled off. She had rheumatism or something.

The visitors seemed undecided who should be their spokesman 

in response to my opening gambits.

When a woman can’t think what to say, her best bet is to smile. 

So, I fell silent, leaned forward and smiled at them expectantly.

Moustache (my stepmother had not introduced them) blushed 

and said something to the effect that he was an Umtata man on a 

visit to the Ciskei. At Fort Hare he’d been told about my famous 

father the professor, been shown the secondary school named 
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after him and had wished to pay his respects to the widow, and was 

now glad to meet the professor’s daughter, who, he understood, 

had just arrived from overseas.

I smiled away. There were long pauses. Clean-shaven had a go, 

but the chat began to peter out.

I felt a guilty pity for them and said to help out: ‘You must know 

my relations in Umtata and round about, then. They are a famous 

family in those parts, eh?’

Moustache brightened, Clean-shaven looked outside at the view 

which is magnificent, a river valley, beyond it shallow hills backed 

in the far distance by blue mountains.

‘Oh yes, I know them well. And Rev Bikitsha too has returned from 

overseas, isn’t it?’

I told him the equally famous Bikitsha family were friends of ours 

but weren’t related, and I had not known of a Rev Bikitsha. ‘Which 

overseas country has he returned from?’

Moustache reddened. ‘Oh, I must be mistaking him.’

I kept quiet.

‘But I hear you have relations overseas?’ he said.

‘That’s correct,’ I nodded and smiled.

‘And your . . . your cousin Ambrose Makiwane, where is he over-

seas?’

‘Ambrose?’ He had been one of my politico cousins. I’d last met 

him at my brother’s funeral here at home. ‘Is he overseas – not at 

Umtata? I was looking forward to seeing him. All my Makiwane 

relations. You know, of course, what a huge family they are. My 

great-grandfather had 12 children, didn’t he? So maybe you know 

better than I do how many cousins I must have.’

I rose – tired of smiling now – and took a step towards the 

verandah, and naturally they had to rise too and start being ushered 

out. Moustache remarked on the view, Mr Clean echoed him:
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‘I’m going to Umtata tomorrow. I’ll greet the Makiwanes for you. 

They’ll be pleased to hear you visited the professor’s widow,’ and 

asked his name.

But fumbling with his hat, he perhaps didn’t hear for he didn’t 

tell me.

We said our goodbyes.

As soon as their car had disappeared over the hill behind the 

house, village neighbours ran down to ask: ‘What did the Special 

Branch want?’

‘Oh, Special Branch, eh?’

‘Yes, they are the Alice ones.’ Apparently, everybody knew them 

and the registration number of their car. Such knowledge is not 

top secret in small towns and rural areas!

I unexpectedly saw him again a few weeks later in April at, of all 

places, the Fort Hare graduation ceremony to which I had trav-

elled from Umtata.

Like me, he was in the audience. Forgetting how chilly I’d been 

before, I waved with a broad grin.

But he quickly ‘threw his eyes’, as we say in Bantu languages, ‘in 

another direction’.

It is one of my idiocies that I always forget that an ‘awkward-

ness’ exists between myself and somebody or other and hail a 

familiar face like an old chum. I fully deserved his embarrassed 

snub!

This was not my last brush with this quaintly-behaved secret 

service.

Back in Kenya at midday, a letter from Umtata told me that two 

men from Alice had come to greet me but missed me because I had 

left for Durban the previous day – elusive woman: mustn’t they 

have wondered what nefarious activities she was engaged in?

As before, they hadn’t given their names.
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Petty apartheid turns even an extrovert like me into an intro-

vert. I couldn’t help brooding on this cat and mouse stalking I’d 

been subjected to in my mother country. What was I suspected of? 

And in any case, how come such ineptitude?

The security of a state is said to be based on the skill of its secret 

agents. Then, surely, they should matriculate or at least pass Std VI 

in a paper on Sherlock Holmes, Raymond Chandler or, if these are 

‘square’ nowadays, Gavin Lyall or whoever.

Furthermore, since neither the Ciskei nor the Transkei Essbees 

tailed me to my knowledge, why should those at South Africa?

Could there have been a hidden code, a clue in my amateur lin-

guistic notes? If so, wait until I bone up on the Taal!
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6 

Smuts and I

•
9 FEBRUARY 1977

How did you come to be sent to England so young? What did you 

feel about it?

A house called Tsalta, at Claremont, Cape, was where I first be-

held and shook hands with the English couple who were to be my 

guardians in England. That house was where General and Mrs JC 

Smuts lived. Its name was backwards for ‘At last’.

Like a typical black child of those days, at thirteen I was not too 

well primed about the negotiations that must have gone on be-

tween my parents and my prospective loco parentis about the life 

they were planning for me which, I was to learn in years to come, 

was to be a practical demonstration of the generations of friend-

ship between the families. I learned then that the plan was for me 

to be trained as a doctor to serve my people. But it misfired, for a 

medical doctor was the one thing I didn’t want to be. I didn’t know 

what I wanted to be.

After the boat trip from East London to Cape Town, we were 

chauffeur-driven to a rambling country-style house at Claremont. 

The master of the house, umnini mzi, a sprightly old Boer wearing 

a while goatee and khaki shorts, introduced everyone to everyone. 

He told me and my little siblings to call him ‘Oom Jannie’, and to 

call a very fat smiling Boer lady ‘Tante Beebas’ and a small, very 

curly-headed lady ‘Tant Isie’.

Oom Jannie took my hand and led me to an elderly couple 
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(elderly to my eyes, anyway; I was dismayed to see no children 

around) and said: ‘And now, Nontando, here are your Uncle Arthur 

and Aunt Margaret who are taking you to England.’

I was surprised and thought: ‘What, now? But we’ve only just 

come.’ It was as if Oom Jannie had heard my thoughts because he 

said: ‘But first, let’s have tea. Then, Margaret, we’ll all go and look 

again at our pride and joy.’

Jolly old man, he talked non-stop. This to me was natural. At home 

I was accustomed to the master of our house doing all the talking, 

cracking jokes, making his captive audience happy. It was the sort 

of South African household scene I knew.

Tante Beebas took me to sit on a sofa beside her and whispered 

as I gazed at my new Uncle Arthur and Aunt Margaret: ‘You will 

like them very much, they are going to be nice to you, so don’t 

worry – neh? And you won’t be lonely, they’ve got children and 

young people, only they are out playing tennis with friends this 

afternoon,’ and she warmly pressed my hand.

She was like the fat Boer ladies at home in our little town Alice, 

friends of my mother with whom she exchanged teatime visits and 

endless messages by hand of garden boys – to do with cookery 

recipes, pot plants and so on. They used to exchange copies of the 

Farmer’s Weekly and a roneoed sheet of The Egg Circle; women 

with names such as Botha, Bezuidenhout, Petzer. Our town was a 

slow-flowing stream of non-racial friendliness and contacts be-

tween its resident Boers, English, natives – such names as Taylor, 

Glass, Burl, Tremeer, Jabavu, Bokwe and so on.

Tante Beebas murmured away and like a well brought-up child, 

I kept quiet and listened. Which was just as well, for I was thinking 

that the one called Tant Isie was a coloured old lady. Again, to me 

quite in order, for we had coloured friends at home. Mr and Mrs 

Pease, for instance; their daughter was a great friend of mine.
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Later I was to discover that my assessment of the curly-headed 
lady had been a childish thought indeed, nitwitted, for she was but 
Oom Jannie’s pure Boer wife . . . But children can entertain the 
most unpredictable ideas!

When we all rose at Oom Jannie’s bidding to follow him down 
his garden paths, he lifted my brother on to his shoulders, clasping 
the little ankles with one hand. And he and Aunt Margaret led the 
leisurely procession pointing at specimens – the ‘pride and joys’ – 
among the profusion of shrubs and creeping plants as they went 
with a walking stick and a folded parasol, talking animatedly.

Uncle Arthur, my mother and sister followed, she lifting up her 
arms to hold both their hands and prattling away unselfconsciously, 
grown-ups listening with amused attention.

Tante Beebas and I brought up the rear, I adjusting my step to 
hers, slow and stately because of her immense size.

It can’t have been prior arrangement that Tante Beebas explained 
my new relations to me. Looking back, I imagine she was behaving 
naturally. Natives used to say that ‘Boers are like us, are people, have 
humanity – linobuntu iBhulu. They like to communicate, as we 
do. A Boer can be your father, mother, and beat you, train you 
(ukuqeqesha) if you disobey his paternal commands. Don’t we beat 
children, qeqesha them? Spare the rod and spoil the child. And the 
Boer can be so kind – oh don’t talk about it! Unlike amaNgesi. They 
have not the warmth of the Boer. So ‘correct’ speaking through 
those closed lips and teeth, leave the black man to flounder by 
treating him as a mature creature with brains, stupid as we are – 
sizizidenge kangaka! No man, the Boer is better, is understandable. 
You know where you are with a Boer.’

Younger generations of my fellow blacks will be incensed to hear 
that such opinions were current, but it is fact. That is the kind of 
‘identity’ the Boers had for some time before they developed the 
‘Afrikaner identity’ of Dominee Vorster.

19

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 79 of 1031



So, in 1933 Tante Beebas was behaving like ‘a proper Boer’ old 

lady, treating me as my mother would, had she not been busy dis-

cussing things with my new uncle. Black and Boer society in those 

days had, sociologically speaking, mores that were not dissimilar.

As her explanations drew to a close (for the party was now am-

bling back to the verandah), a chauffeur-driven limousine was 

waiting to bear us Jabavus to Newlands, where we stayed until my 

family sailed back to East London, leaving me suddenly disconso-

late. Tante Beebas said comfortingly that she and the Oubaas were 

coming to England that summer – in a few weeks – and she’d 

come and see me again. ‘And I’ll find you happy like I’ve told you, 

promise?’

In England the following month sprightly Oom Jannie appeared 

on the scene. It was during the ‘hols’. His arrival coincided with 

my fourteenth birthday, and I was bombarded with gaily wrapped 

presents from each member of my families – at home in England.

We had gone to our country cottage in Berkshire, botanising, 

birdwatching. At the cottage – at Aston Upthorpe – the idea was 

that we ‘roughed’ it as a health-giving change from Chippendale 

settees, mahogany dining tables. We went in two cars accompa-

nied by our uniformed servants. They were put up comfortably in 

the village pubs. All of us slept in sleeping bags on the brick-flagged 

entrance hall which became a dormitory. Oom Jannie, next to him 

me, then Aunt Margaret, my ‘sister’ Helen, brother Nicholas, Uncle 

Arthur, and brother Anthony.

Next morning when Oom Jannie espied the birthday present- 

giving, he dashed upstairs to the room that was his rough work-

room (he was making political speeches in Europe on this visit) and 

dashed down bearing a gift for me. He dropped on his haunches, 

beckoned me to him holding a little book, opened the flyleaf and 

inscribed: ‘For dear Nontando on her 14th birthday J.C. Smuts.’ 
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Then he smilingly teased me in guttural pronunciation: ‘I’ve had 

no chance to wrap it up prroperrly, Nontando. How was I to know? 

You ladies are altogether too rreticent, secrretive about your pass-

ing yearrs!’ and patted my head.

The slim volume was of course way beyond my understanding 

at the time. Many years later when I was able to read it, I was 

amazed. Oom Jannie’s present was a copy of a speech he had de-

livered at St Andrews University, its theme ‘Freedom’. And in it he 

developed a theory that freedom was not for the uncivilised black 

people of South Africa.

I couldn’t help thinking: ‘Old politicians are capable of unpre-

dictable actions!’

Now it’s my turn to put a question which suggested itself on 

reading Dominee Vorster’s speech to the effect that liberals are 

more hateful, worse than communists, despoilers of the Afrikaner 

identity.

What would the Reverend Christian gentleman make of this small 

slice of non-racial South African behaviour abroad?
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10 

Could you eat her?

•
9 MARCH 1977

Last year on arriving by boat in Durban, something that usually 

happens to me when I sail into a new country happened again.

When the stevedores board the ship to handle the cargo, pas-

sengers are usually sitting on the sundeck watching men at work 

as they sip tea or Camparis, beers or milkshakes.

The stevedores glance up and admire us lazy, rich people and 

make remarks. If you understand the language, be it Greek, Ital-

ian, Swahili, Spanish, English, Xhosa or Zulu, you can crack up 

laughing.

In Durban docks, the stevedores were Zulu speakers of course. I 

am not a Zulu speaker although Xhosa is a related language, just as 

Afrikaans is related to German slightly and to Netherlands Dutch, 

so closely related that you can be quite confused.

These Zulu-speaking stevedores made jokes about me among 

themselves which I could understand:

‘Couldn’t you just eat that black lady?’

‘Eat her? How could you? Where would you get the rands? Isn’t 

she covered in golden finger rings and necklaces? That one would 

cost you more than a year’s wages, man! Stop talking nonsense!’

‘Do you think I wouldn’t give up a year’s wages to eat that one?’

They fell about laughing the way Africans can laugh, which is 

most infectious. I translated to my fellow passengers, and we in 

turn fell about laughing!
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The dockworkers were behaving as dockworkers do all over the 

world, perhaps like men all over the world: men cannot help ad-

miring women, I suppose.

Then we went ashore and were led into a sightseeing bus. The 

driver spoke to us on his loudspeaker and told us: ‘Durban is for all 

European residents in Africa what the Riviera or other celebrated 

resorts are for us on the old Continent.’ (He was forgetting me, 

black, with my flat in Geneva, my flat in Genoa and Antibes. Of 

course, I don’t live in them anymore. I had to give them to my foster 

children for tax reasons. My man in Kenya, that vanilla gorilla of 

mine, told me to.)

We were driven on, and the driver talked what seemed to me a 

load of rubbish:

‘This is the industrial area. See these black people?’ We twisted 

our necks to see. ‘They are blerry fond of drink. For tea break, they 

drink their Jabulani. Look at them.’ We looked. ‘It is hygienically 

made by the Government. We Europeans don’t touch the stuff. It’s 

for blacks only.’ We gaped.

Next, we were taken to a house, and invited to walk into the gar-

den. There we were invited to gaze upon what to me were abso-

lutely hideous statues and statuettes of black women with babies 

on their backs, and black men carrying spears and knobkerries.

Next, we were taken to the Valley of a Thousand Hills and invited 

to gaze upon more blacks, naked . . . 

Then we were driven back to our boat, to think things over. What 

I thought was something like this:

‘South African “Europeans” seem to have no culture of their own. 

All that they seem to be mesmerised by is the culture of the blacks. 

What’s wrong with them?’
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A P R I L

•

‘The Ochre People of Transkei’ echoes back to Noni’s book The 

Ochre People (1963) as she describes the traditional Xhosa people 

she encounters while travelling Umtata. Noni refers to the ochre 

people as pagans, which intimates the Xhosa word iqaba referring 

to Xhosa people who rejected Christianity and Western education. 

Beneath this description lies a nostalgia for the binary created 

between amaqaba and amagqobhoka – the unconverted and the 

converted – created in the book she references, Xhosa in Town – 

Townsmen or Tribesmen by P Mayer. While she is a part of the Afri-

can elite who are often seen to eschew anything related to their 

Xhosa heritage, her use of language and appreciation for isiXhosa 

as a complex language is explored in the column ‘Just use your 

ears’. The tinge of nostalgia continues in this column as she tells 

stories about her love for language and how it influences her writ-

ing. It seems she is a writer who pays attention to the world around 

her, despite the time she has spent away from home. 

The thread of travel which emerges from her books as well as 

her editorials finds itself in April. However, this is not simply a 

reflection about how ‘Travel only confuses the mind’ but also a 

commentary about the political nature of travel, as she is aware 

that within the context of ‘petty apartheid’ her children and 

grandchildren cannot join her as she travels South Africa because 

of segregation.

The final column connects identity with travel as Noni explores 
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the naming practices she has witnessed in her two homes, South 

Africa and England. This column captures Noni’s status and iden-

tity construction as she openly admits ‘In England where I – a 

South African Black – lived for 40 years as an upper-class white 

(not my fault) . . .’ and she continues to explain the relations she 

had with members of the upper class and royals. This admittance 

seems very nonchalant but part of the honesty which is so perva-

sive in her writing.

ATHAMBILE MASOLA
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14 

The ochre people of Transkei

•
6 APRIL 1977

The Ochre People is the title of one of my books: but I’m not adver-

tising it here – I want to talk today about my own ochre people in 

their flesh. When I was in Transkei the spectacle of them in Umtata 

streets bowled me over.

I begin with the women (ladies first: black gentlemen won’t like 

that of course). How beautifully they walk and carry their slim 

bodies! How their costume becomes them – that flowing shawl 

over the shoulder, that very feminine skirt which sways from side 

to side at the heels as the womanly hips twitch from side to side! 

The apotheosis of sexiness, this movement. How provocative!

Yet the lady is covered completely – from head to toe. Why, then, 

are such women more sexually arousing than their bikini-clad 

sisters of the world? Because their dress leaves everything to the 

male imagination. An unshapely, or indeed a shapely, one is less 

exciting in manly eyes if she exposes her whole body. He prefers to 

imagine, cogitate, on what might be underneath those clothes.

I was told this male attitude by my most favourite lover some 

years back and I did indeed believe that big blond bully of mine!

Staring at these breathtakingly beautiful female figures, start-

ing from their feet, I noticed that when wearing shoes, they wore 

men’s shoes. I wondered why, but realised that men’s shoes are 

better designed to fit one’s foot. Women’s latter-day shoes are plain 

silly and can wreck the metatarsal bones. (Don’t forget that in 
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England, one of the white families I was brought up by were shoe-

makers, Clarks of Street, so I know!)

But just above the shoes (which are for town use, incidentally), I 

was surprised to see that Pondo pagan women wore many rings of 

coloured plastic thongs instead of the rings of brass wires of olden 

days. Hideous. But fortunately, almost hidden by the beautiful 

braided skirt . . .

I examine the pagan lady’s turban, the ‘Iqhiya enkulu’, that stun-

ning head-dress. Not only is it breathtakingly arranged – I gradu-

ally remembered that in fact it is a species of handbag!

Pagan ladies carry their money in it. You never see them carry-

ing the usual type of handbag, the ‘rubbish-heap, Anglo-Saxon 

midden,’ that civilised women like me carry around. Pagan ladies 

organise themselves more efficiently. The turban, and the front 

apron – ‘incibiba’ – of a married woman are capacious, graceful 

pockets.

Then I studied their menfolk. My, how attractive! In my ‘naugh-

tiness’, I admit I could fall for them. Such maleness, such authority, 

the atmosphere of responsibility they exude as they stride in front 

of their wife – yuh! How I wished (atavism again) I belonged to a 

Red Man!

These wishes and longings – the only way to deal with them is 

to analyse them. Try to use your little brain . . .

I tried to, with the help of one of my favourite books, called 

Xhosa in Town – Townsmen or Tribesmen by P Mayer, which I carry 

around wherever I go.

I noticed how the pagan menfolk dress nowadays when in town: 

starting from their tops, they wear a Stetson hat (usually brown) 

set squarely on the head. On an ear is often a double earring. Then 

an ordinary town suit and clean shirt. And of course, a pagan gentle-

man carries the inevitable knobkerrie, ‘intonga’ in our language.
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And as for when a Xhosa pagan man rides into town on horse-

back, dressed as I’ve described, looking like a medieval knight, I 

used to almost swoon (‘faint’, kaloku mna nditheth’ isiNgesi nina 

ningakhumshi ke!) watching them from the balcony of my hotel 

room in Umtata.

But I asked myself, why do I never see ‘Christian, school people’ 

talking to our beautiful ochre people?

So, I reread my Mayer book which I’ve carried round since 1962 

to relearn, refeed myself about the differences that exist between 

townsmen and tribesmen.

A splendid book. But my fellow Southern blacks don’t read books. 

Only textbooks: and when they’ve passed their degrees, that’s the 

end of it – isn’t it? ‘Shame!’ (as Southern Africans black, brown, 

white, like to exclaim. This is a word construction that I must one 

day analyse!)

If you want, or can bother yourself, to learn about atavistic feel-

ings and your neuroses, fellow black people, please read Mayer’s 

Townsmen or Tribesmen.

Intombi kaJili iyaningxolisa ngoku! – she is scolding you!
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15 

Just use your ears

•
13 APRIL 1977

Those of you who have read my books by begging, borrowing or 

stealing them (you think I don’t know?) are writing to me: ‘Miss 

Jabavu, how do you manage to write such true, natural sounding 

conversations? You are very clever. Please let me come to your room 

and learn from you privately how to do it’ . . .

Thank you for these complimentary remarks. Alas, however, I 

cannot answer you individually. So, I hope you’ll accept the expla-

nation which I’m about to give you jointly.

The way I write ‘true, natural-sounding conversations’ in Xhosa 

(which I don’t do often because I am an English-language, not a 

Bantu-language writer) is like this: it’s by using the ears!

Often, when seated on the verandah of my Umtata hotel, ready 

to write a paragraph of a book or article, my ears were assaulted, 

almost deafened, by conversations being conducted on the pave-

ment below by Xhosa speakers who possess splendid voices that 

carry, as do those of Wagnerian opera singers.

So, I put aside my work to listen. And what interesting sentences 

of natural conversation I heard. I noted them down immediately.

Such remarks as ‘Yuh!’ (and here I must transliterate for the 

benefit of non-Xhosa speakers), ‘Andaphoxeka, mntakwethu by that 

Government servant! What a fool he made of me, saying he was 

helping my case and all that, kwatsha kwacima . . .ka-nti! (and 

yet!) all along exoka telling lies. Taking my money yet doing 
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bugger-all for me. Why? Because of taking money from the other 

side, my opponents, telling them lies also and doing bugger-all 

for them either. Oh, we black people, we are deceivers by creation. 

Thixo!’

One day, walking in town with one of my first cousins, we over-

heard an overalled manual worker, iqaba, umntu’ obomvu, a mem-

ber of the class of Xhosa I’ve called the ochre people in one of my 

books. He was giving a resounding monologue to a group of inter-

ested fellow workers leaning on their picks and spades.

‘Bafondini!’ – again I must transliterate for the benefit of non- 

Xhosa speakers – ‘Fellow men! From today you must purify your 

speech. That word which is spelt MNQUNDU wakho? Pas op, bafo-

ndini! It was used in Parliament by a whole chief, and they led the 

chief out of that nkundla (men’s meeting place). We’ve got our 

nkululeko independence now, so we blacks must talk politely, even 

whole chiefs, let alone me and you!’

As he and his audience doubled up laughing, my cousin and I 

halted to spell out the word to each other. It was the anatomical 

‘rectum’ but with a sarcastic connotation. It was my cousin and I 

who now cracked up laughing!

The ochre people used to be – and perhaps still are – totally un-

abashed in their use of language. Therefore, as a child of ‘school!’ 

or ‘educated’ people 45 years ago, I was among those whose nurse-

maids forbade us to mingle with ochre people’s children.

Another time, crossing the bridge alone over the Umtata River, 

two young men behind me were discussing in resounding baritone 

voices their problem of being jobless. As they overtook me, greet-

ing me ‘Molo, sisi,’ one shouted to the other (in Xhosa of course): 

‘Why don’t we join the police, man?’ The other, startled so that his 

baritone rose at least an octave, shouted back: ‘What – me? How 

can I ever, mfondini, such a persistent breaker of the law as I am? 
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Mus’ ukudlala ngam, mfo – don’t play with me, man!’ I couldn’t 

help smiling – who could? – as I watched them giving each other 

energetic, friendly blows on shoulders and ribs and laughing their 

heads off.

That incident made my day, for didn’t it contain the elements of 

a Tolstoy novel or Terence Rattigan play?

One morning, soon after Transkei gained independence and when 

people were collecting the identification photos they’d posed for, 

among the huge, pushing, shouting throng I overheard a man yell-

ing as he glared at his picture: ‘Thyini! (exclamation!), Thixo! (God!) 

So, I am as ugly as this?’

Someone asked equally loudly: ‘Don’t you have a mirror at home?’

Answer: ‘Thank God I can’t afford one – I’d have fainted dead 

years ago at the sight!’ Everyone roared.

When you’ve long forgotten such things, you marvel at the 

capacity of black people’s natures the world over, West Indies, USA, 

Kenya, even here, for joyfulness despite hardship. In one of his 

books, Gen Smuts (my Oom Jannie, remember?) speaking as a 

botanist observed that the African continent is so harsh an envi-

ronment that God gave the black man this enormous capacity for 

joy and endurance . . .

This is how I write what you call my ‘natural, true-sounding con-

versations’. It’s not by being clever. I couldn’t possibly invent such 

dialogues. All I do is use my ears as my parents taught me to from 

childhood. You don’t need to have degrees as long as you have ears. 

Are they not God’s gift?
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3 

UNGOVERNABLE WOMEN 

OF SOUTHERN AFRICA 

The Non-conformist Writing of Olive Schreiner, 
Noni Jabavu, and Bessie Head 

Lesley Cowling and Shelley Roberts 

From the late 1800s to the mid-twentieth century, three women writers emerged from 
unlikely and inhospitable conditions in Southern Africa to become global voices. Taken 
together, the writings of Olive Schreiner (b. 1855), Nonijabavu (b. 1919), and Bessie Head (b. 
1937) spanned a tumultuous time of colonial rule, war, apartheid, and national independence. 
They came from different races, communities, generations, and family backgrounds, yet they 
were similar in a number of key respects: non-confor mist, migratory, separated from family, 
and-particularly in the case of Schreiner and Head-surviving in conditions of financial 
precarity and ill-health. Despite hostile conditions, they wrote themselves into an international 
world of ideas. Schreiner was referred to as "the best known woman in Africa"; 1 Head was one 
of the few women whose work was included in the Heinemann African Writers' series;2 and 
Jabavu was the first Black editor and the first woman editor of the prestigious British cultural 
journal, New Straud.3 

These writers have been taken up by literary and feminist scholars, and their books studied 
as literature. But they did not work only in fiction. Both Head and Jabavu reported for news 
organizations, while Schreiner was approached to be a frontline correspondent for an American 
newspaper during the Boer War, an offer she eventuaJly declined due to ill-health.4 All three 
women contributed articles and essays to global publications, for which they were pa.id, and 

Schreiner's letters and speeches were widely reported in newspapers. They also produced not
able books of nonfiction. 

Even the fiction that gave them their early success, Schreiner's The Story of a11 Africa11 Far111 
(1883) and Head's Whe11 Rai11 Clouds Gather (1968), included reflective passages; this was a style 
of fiction substantiaJly different from, for example, the novels of Jane Austen and the Bronte 
sisters, where the focus was on situation and the interaction of characters. Schreiner and Head's 
characters and narrators speak-sometimes in extensive monologues-to the wider issues of 
spirituality, culture, the abuse of women and children, prejudice and injustice. This was not 
always well received by reviewers, with the New S1a1es111a11 referring slightingly to the "naked 
sociological commentary" in Rai11 Clo11ds,S while Schreiner herself critiqued Africa11 Far111 as 

having "too much moralizing."6 
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On the ocher hand, Jabavu 's two nonfiction books of the 1960s, Dmu111 i11 Colour: Africa11 
Co11trasts and T/1e Ochre People, used fictional techniques to tell the stories of her extended 
family and the African Christian community from which she came, detailing their interactions 
with a literary journalist's eye. She too draws observations about the lives of these communities 
out of the descriptions, some of which attest  co the brutal �cupidity of the apartheid system, 
but also to the deep roots and rich lives of a Xhosa intellectual class. Her observations were 
extended by her travels co other African territories. 

Schreiner, Head, and Jabavu therefore did not define themselves either as journalists or 
novelists. Their concerns and observations were expressed through fiction, nonfiction, opinion, 
letters, memoir, autobiography and even speeches. Bhekizizwe Peterson has noted the crucial 
role played by narrative in the ·'mediation and representation of the tropes related to the materi
ality and poetics of the land, the black body, history, culture and memory."7 He goes on to 
argue that such narrative work, particularly for Black Africans, was created across multiple sites 
of creativity. In effect, narrative production was a way of thinking through African concerns 
across multiple genres.8 We see this genre fluidity in the work of Schreiner, Head, and Jabavu. 

This chapter considers the ways in which their writing employed forms of literary jour
nalism and what this approach meant for the creation of alternative narratives. We do not 
revisit debates on what, historically, constituted literary journalism before it became expli
citly recognized and practiced as a media form in the twentieth century, as that has been 
extensively covered elsewhere.9  However, we argue that these writers positioned themselves 
in ways that resonate with literary journalism, in that much of their writing drew from a close 
observation of and engagement with local conditions. Their work was rooted in their local 
lives, and in different ways they articulated the lived experiences of the communities around 
them-missionaries, settlers,  colonized, and Indigenous people-often scratching a hard exist
ence from rural Southern Africa. 

As Andrew Griffiths has argued, British correspondents at the turn of the nineteenth 
century-Schreiner's era-tended to portray the African landscape as a backdrop for the 
"drama of Empire," erasing its features and peoples. io This Western gaze has continued in 
the media of the twentieth and twenty-first centuries,  in both journalistic and literary forms, 
as research on media representations of Africa has shown.11 Given the persistence of colo
nial narratives and the continuous erasure of African histories, the importance of alternative 
accounts rooted in local conditions cannot be understated. In addition, many scholars have 
noted the emancipatory possibilities of writing, and its potential for the creation of alternative 
identities and publics.12 

Each writer also held a dual position of both 111sider and outsider. They were resident 111 

communities in Southern Africa, with an intimate knowledge of the daily rhythms of life and 
part of the lives of those communities. They had a strong connection to place: for Schreiner, it 
was the Karoo region of the Cape Colony; for Head, it was Serowe, an expansive rural village 
in what is now Botswana; and for Jabavu, it was the Xhosa-speaking regions of the Eastern 
Cape, in particular the family farm at Middledrift. However, they were also outsiders, partly 

because of their migratory lives and their lack of conformity to conventions of the time. and 

partly through the individual circumstances we set out below. 

As Southern African writers in areas colonized by Britain, they were in conversation with 

English-language bodies of literature, and with intellectual thought in the Anglo-American 

and Black diasporic worlds. Both Schreiner and Jabavu spent significant periods of time 111 

Englan&, while Head chose exile in Bechuanaland, a British protectorate that became inde

pendent Botswana. They kept their literary and intellectual conver,ations going transnaoonally 

through letters and publication in magazines and newspapers. They imagined themselve, 3' 
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pg beyond the local to greater horizons of literature and public discussion. The distance 
they were writing about and the audiences they were writing for required an 

^phic orientation, a well-worn approach of certain forms of literary journalism.

Olive Schreiner: A Voice for the Oppressed

one of the foremost public intellectuals of her time and a vocal critic of British 
^Ëàlism. At the time she was writing, 1880 to 1920, South Africa was central to global 
^^•With the discover}' of gold in the Transvaal in 1886, the British Empire—which 
^the height of its power—turned its eyes to the hitherto insignificant republics of the 

Insvaal and Orange Free State, established by the descendants of Dutch settlers known as 
Having successfully fought off the British in 1880-81, the Boers resisted a second time, 

^psuing Anglo-Boer War, from October 1899 to May 1902, was one of the most disas- 
^tBÈnd costly (in terms of money and lives) campaigns in Britain’s history.13 It resulted in 
fte confinement of thousands of Boer women and children and Indigenous people in con
centration camps, with a horrific death toll. Developments in Southern Africa swayed English 

f public opinion on imperialism, “native” rights, war, and indentured labor. Many colonists, 
Ipitors, and correspondents wrote on these issues for British newspapers and readers. These 
included correspondents Winston Churchill and George Warrington Steevens, the politician 

|||Èbrd Randolph Churchill (Winstons father), arch-imperialist Cecil John Rhodes, and activist 
Emily Hobhouse. One of the most powerful of these voices was Olive Schreiner’s, raised in 
protest.
| Lyndall Gordon recounts that when British troops came upon Schreiner in the small town 
of Hanover, as the Anglo-Boer Wir intensified in September 1900, they telegraphed Lord 
Kitchener, their commander. Kitchener, aware of her power, telegraphed back: “Leave the 
woman alone.”1'1 They confined her to the town, monitored her movements, and limited her 
access to public opinion. She used the time to work on her nonfiction book, Women and Labour, 
which was to become the “bible of the women’s movement.”1’

Today Schreiner is best remembered not for that influential work but for the novel she had 
written a decade and a half earlier. The Story of an African Farm (1883), published when she was 
28 years old, using the pseudonym Ralph Iron, made her famous both in South Africa and 
abroad and enabled her to make a career of writing. The novel’s success lifted her out of the 
relative poverty that characterized her early life and set her apart from most women of the day. 
Doomed to live as housewives and child-bearers in a state of “parasitism,”16 she argued, women 
were unable to earn a living for themselves, entirely dependent on men for their survival.

Schreiner wrote The Story of an African Farm while living and working as a governess to 
White families in the semi-desert Karoo region in central South Africa. Her poor health—she 
suffered from debilitating asthma all her life—and her limited economic prospects made this life 
of relative isolation and low-paid work among “strangers” unavoidable. But the vast landscapes 
of the Karoo, and its rural peoples, had a profound impact on her. The Story of an African Farm 
is renowned for its vivid depiction of life in the South African veldt.

After its success, she produced Drcams (1890), a collection of allegorical fables, and the 
novels Trooper Peter Halkett of Mashonaland (1897), Undine (1928), and From Man to Man (1929), 
the last two published after her death. But from the late 1880s, she was writing nonfiction— 
essays, articles, and books—that was widely read in South Africa and across the British Empire. 
These included The South African Question (1899), Closer Union (1909), Women and Labour 
(1911), and Thoughts on South Africa (1923). Through both her fiction and nonfiction ran a 
common thread of humanism. She observed and wrote about the political situation in Southern
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Africa, but related it to global issues, such as the role of women in society, the moral question

ability of war, imperialism, and the oppression of conquered peoples-both settler and native. 

Much of Schreiner's writing is polemical, but an example of how Schreiner used her local 

context to inform issues of global importance can be found in the way she addresses the women's 

movement in the piece "The Boer Woman" in Tho,�ghts on S0111/, Africa (1923): 

Such being the nature of the Woman's Movement of our day, it becomes readily mani

fest why the African Boer woman has taken no part in it .... For her, the conditions 
of woman's life and work have not changed; she still has her full share of the labours 
and duties of life, and the man might as well complain of the insufficiency of his field 
of toil as she of hers.'7 

The piece concludes with a detailed observation of a Boer woman passing by: 

On her head she had a large white cotton kapje (sun bonnet), such as Boer women 

make, projecting forward with white curtains hanging on to the shoulders. In her 

hand she had a wagon whip made from bamboo eight or nine feet long, with the 

plaited leather cord long enough to reach the front donkeys of the span. She took her 

whip from her shoulder and gave a resounding clap in the air with it over the backs 

of the donkeys ... Had we been able to sit beside her on her voorkist and been able 

to make clear to her our meaning, we would have said: "The new women from all 

the world over send you their greetings Tante (Auntie) ... I see in you something that 

harmonizes strangely with this great blue African sky above us ... Like this wide plain, 

you wake in me an aspiration for freedom and independence which no woman in the 

town below could awaken." 18 

This tactic is typical of much of Schreiner's nonfiction work. Her close, detailed observations 

of local people and their social and cultural contexts, tied to the unique qualities of the South 

African landscape, often serve as an allegory for larger global issues. 

The style in which these texts are written shows a writer observing her subjects closely, but 

at a remove--as an outsider. She writes of Boer families as "they" and "them" in a style similar 

to that of a nineteenth-century anthropologist: 

For five years I lived among them as a teacher on their farms, sometimes among the 

more cultured, sometimes among the more primitive, but not one whit less lovable 

and intelligent, class. Sometimes for eighteen months I did not see an English face and 

was brought into the closest mental contact with them which is possible--the mental 
contact between teacher and taught. I learnt to love the Boer, but more, I learnt to 
admire him. 19 

This position as an outside observer is not restricted to her accounts of Boers;  indeed, she 

wrote of most groups, including those to which she technically "belonged," using the voice 

of an outsider. This is unsurprising when you consider Schreiner's background and her own 

strong nature as a non-conformist. Although she was outside the Boer or "native" societies she 

wrote abot\t, she also considered herself as standing outside the traditional boundaries of her 

own social context. For example, in writing articles and speeches condemning British imperi

alism, she went against the conventional views of most of her English countrymen and fellow 

colonists. Her public opposition to the imperialist warmonger Rhodes, and to the Boer War. 
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anger from members of her own family. Her mother, Rebecca, wrote a letter in support 
bodes and he gleefully read it aloud in a public speech.20 This stalwart non-confonnisni is 

quality that perhaps best defines both her life and her writing. 
rom her earliest days, Schreiner struggled to conform to limitations that were often force

v imposed on her-by her mother, by society, by the church, by the conventions of her 
' unity. When she was only three years old, her mother wrote to a friend describing her 

· �jstill rather self-willed and impetuous, needing much patient firmness. It is however very
asing to see the effort the dear little thing makes to conquer herself."21 Despite her mother's
h efforts to mold Olive into a Victorian Christian and English lady, as she grew older she

0ved further and further away from these teachings and instead developed her own strong
Qf}Cnse of humanism. From a childhood belief in the superiority of the English to all other 
t'ti.ations, she moved to embrace the idea that all people were equal, which culminated in an 
:;: argument for a united society in Closer Uflio11: 

The idea that a man born in this country, possibly endowed with many gifts and 
highly cultured, should in this, his native land, be refused any form of civic or polit
ical right on the ground that he is descended from a race with a civilisation, it may be, 
much older than our own, is one which must be abhorrent to every liberalised mind. 
I believe that an attempt to base our national life on distinctions of race and colour, as 
such, will, after the lapse of many years, prove fatal to us.22 

She embraced her non-conformist views and channeled these into her writing. Describing 
her religious position as a young adult, "she opted for the Victorian term freethinker, broad 
enough to accommodate a widely diverse range of beliefs."23 In her writing, as in her life, her 
commitment to her own individual point of view was fierce. As a young, unpublished, aspiring 
writer, she refused to end The Story of an Aftica11 Farm with a marriage for the female protag
onist, Lyndall, pregnant with her seducer's child, as her publisher suggested. 24 This would be 
considered a remarkable act of independence and strength of will even today. 

These conflicting views on religion, politics and morality created rifts between Schreiner, 
her mother, and several of her siblings. At 12, she initially refused to go to the Calvinist church 
to which her family belonged because she no longer believed in God, scandalizing the older 
brother and sister with whom she was living with at the time. She eventually capitulated to 
keep the peace. After the publication of African Fann, another brother, Fred, cut off contact 
with her because he disapproved of her heroine Lyndall's immorality. The rejection hurt her 
deeply. Despite these traumatic conflicts, she remained steadfast and committed: "Her sense 
of herself was of someone 'outside' her society, marginal to it; she felt both rejecting of it and 
rejected by it."25 

Schreiner's writing was an outlet for her strong beliefs and political opinions, but it was also 
a way of acting on them. As a woman, writing gave her a practical means to live beyond the 
limitations imposed on women. She was able to earn a living and make her voice heard across 
the world. Her writing was, therefore, both an expression of-and expressed-her strong, self
willed independence and non-conformism. The undaunted commitment she showed in living 
and writing a different kind of life set the stage for others who would follow. 

Bessie Head: Born an Outsider 

Like Schreiner, Bessie Head wrote in multiple forms and seemed to regard writing as a vital 
form of self-expression, no matter what shape it took.26 She once said. "I have much in 
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common with Olive Schreiner-I too have a pioneering role as she did ... I'm caught between 
the times Africa was not independent and when it was."27 The conunent demonstrates that she 
saw herself as more than a storyteller, and instead as a writer engaged with issues of colonialism, 
empire, and nationhood. 

There are other similarities, despite the difference in race and class. Both wrote themselves 
into public life from confining circumstances: poverty, ill-health, and as women in conununities 
antagonistic to their non-conformism. Both also reflected deeply in their fiction and nonfiction 
on the issues that faced women, including sexual and emotional enslavement. Like Schreiner, 
Head championed the r ights of oppressed people. In Maru (1971), she mounts a strong critique 
of the discrimination against the Mswara [Bushmen) by the Tswana people. She writes of her 
protagonist, a Mswara orphan fostered by a White English teacher: 

No one by shouting, screaming or spitting could un-Bushman her. There was only 
one thing left, to find out how Bushmen were going to stay alive on the earth, 
because no one wanted them to, except as the slaves and the downtrodden dogs of the 
Batswana. That half she would be left alone to solve ... Those who spat at what they 
thought was inferior were really the "low, filthy people" of the earth, because decent 
people cannot behave that way.2ll 

Head sympathized with the position of the Mswara. She herself was considered a "half-caste" 
in Botswana; her protagonist in Maru is often mistaken for a "colored" woman. Born Bessie 
Emery, her mother was a White woman who had ongoing spells in mental hospitals; her father 
was unknown. Bessie was put out for adoption to a White family, but returned because she 
looked "colored, in fact, quite black and native in appearance."29 She was fostered by a colored 
family in Pietermaritzburg, and removed when she was thirteen to an Anglican boarding school 
for colored girls. She only learned that her foster mother was not her biological mother then, 
and, apart from the information that her birth mother was in a mental hospital, she knew little 
of her White family for much of her life. 

Head began her working life as a teacher, but left Natal for Cape Town, where she arrived 
at the bureau of the weekly tabloid, the Golden City Post, and begged for a job. She was 21. 
She freelanced at first and was later appointed to a staff reporter position.30 In 1959, she moved 
to the Post in Johannesburg to write an advice column; there she came into contact with 
anti-apartheid activists and with other writers, such as the now-famous Drum journalists Can 
Themba and Lewis Nkosi. At this time, she began a long friendship with Robert Sobukwe, 
leader of che Pan-Africanist Congress. 

Little of Head's journalism. from this time has survived. Later, however, she wrote articles for 
a range of publications across the world, such as the New Statesma11, The New York Times, Londo11 

Magazine, Drum, and especially New African, a publication on which she had worked with her 
husband, Harold Head, from its inception.31 Many of these articles were collected in 1989 in 
the posthumous book Tales of Tenderness and Power.32 

Head's move to Bechuanaland, initially on a teaching contract, followed a traumatic deten
tion by apartheid police,33 the birth of a son, and the disintegration of her marriage. The move 
turned her into a stateless person, as she was forced co leave on an exit-only perm.it. She lived 
without citizenship of any country for many years. Head was part of a generation of writers
including many of "the Drum boys"-who would go into exile as apartheid bore down on 
South Africa� However, as Perera notes, "While her fellow literary exiles make the storied 
journey to the metropolitan centers of the globe: New York, London, Paris etc., Head moves 
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f rJrtrdiwithout crossing the North-South divide, to the village of Serowe in Botswana, charting 
gBBÉl migration.”51
^Bgechuanaland was still a British protectorate when Head moved there. It became inde- 
indent when she was temporarily living in a refugee community in Francistown^ among 

K^ung people who had fled South Africa and Rhodesia. She wrote for New African about the 
^celebrations, which took place around free Chibuku—with beer supplied, ironically, by White- 

Rhodesia for the occasion:

There was just a raggle-taggle crowd of poor people wandering about aimlessly and
< uncertainly.
|l®|, “They call this Independence,” one of the students said scornfully. “Where’s the 
gfel excitement? Where’s the fever?”
~ There were a lot more disparaging remarks.
F “You should have been here at midnight,” someone said. “The British flag was
K- lowered in dead silence. Only one voice said hooray and everyone turned around to 

stare at the man in surprise. I was so furious I shouted: ‘burn it!’ Can you imagine my
g amazement? An old man standing next to me said I should not say such things. He
I said I am embarrassing everyone, especially the white people present.”

Everyone laughed because the people of Botswana really baffled them. It’s as 
though you are thoroughly astonished to find yourself at the dead calm centre of a 
storm that rages over the whole of Southern Africa.5’

Eilersen wrote that Head’s relationship with her adopted land was initially traumatic. She felt 
like an outsider in the rural community of Serowe because of her mixed race, her inability to 
speak the language, and her role as a single mother and independent woman. However, it was 
here that she was able to embrace her writing fully, and Serowe became the subject of most of 
her books and many of her articles. “Not the cosmopolitan spaces adopted by her cohort, but 
the social networks of the village of Serowe, provide the inspiration for Head’s writings on race, 
class, and the politics of universalism,” Perera argues.56

One article on village life in the influential New Statesman brought her a lot of attention, 
including from the publishers Simon and Schuster in the United States. The article is a lively 
portrait of a Black American woman who had married a man from Serowe village, and whom 
Head befriended:

Sometimes, too, conversations get all tangled up and the African night creeps all about 
and the candles are not lit and the conversation gets more entangled, intense; and the 
children fall asleep on the floor dazed by it all. The next day I get a book flung at me 
with vigorous exasperation! “Here’s C. P. Snow. Read him, dammit! And dispel a bit 
of that fog in thy cranium.”57

The focus on the domestic detail of their everyday lives is also interspersed with observations on 
the relationship of Americans and Africans, local culture and the challenges of being accepted 
as an outsider:

She is a different person who has taken by force what America will not give black 
people. We had some here a while ago, sent out by the State Department. They were 
very jolly and sociable, but for the most innocent questions, they kept saying: “We
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can't talk about the government. That's politics. We can't talk politics." W hy did they 
come here if they were so afraid of what the American government thinks about what 
they might think or say in Africa? ... It seems so strange a thing to send people on 
goodwill projects if they are so afraid they jump at the slightest shadow.38 

The interest from Simon and Schuster in publishing a longer work spurred Head on to write 
her first novel, Where Rail/clouds Gather (1969), set on a development project near 
Serowe. Maru followed and another novel, A Questio11 of Power (1973)-considered 
aucobiographicalappeared not long afterwards. 

After these, however, she turned to "her Serowe project, the writing of a semi-documentary 
account of the village and its history."39 The book, a collection of stor ies, histories, fragments, 
and many interviews, has a strong ethnographic feel, but there are also mythological elements, 
due co the folk tales she collects from inhabicants:40 

It was by chance I came to live in chis village. I have lived most of my life in shattered 
liccle bits. Somehow, here, the shattered bits began co grow together. There is a 
sense of wovenness, a wholeness in life here; a feeling of how strange and beautiful 
people can be--jusc living. People do so much subsistence living here and so much 
mud living; for Serowe is, on the whole, a sprawling village of mud huts. Women's 
hands build and smooch mud huts and mud courryards and decorate the walls of the 
mud courryards with intricate patterns. Then the fierce November and December 
thunderstorms sweep away all the beautiful patterns. At the r ight season for this work, 
the mud patterns will be built up again.41 

In this book, the agony and antagonism of her early culture shock have been transmuted into a 
tribute to her adopted home. She died there in 1986 at the age of 49. 

Noni Jabavu: African, English, and Expatriate 

Noni Jabavu came from a renowned family, with a significant historical role in the Eastern 
Cape, the Cape Colony, and later South Africa. Describing her onJy brother's funeral in 1955, 
she writes: 

[F] or chis was indeed an especial day that the people had lived to see, this end of their
leaders' line. My great-grandfather (he took his father's given name Jabavu, "warr ior
like," as a surname for himself and his children when the white man's law made
surnames obligatory) had set his progeny's course in becorning a Christian convert; had
been the first in the region to fit his hue with glazed windows; had educated my grand
father who became teacher then journalist and editor and owner of the first African
newspaper in the land (as the people keep reminding me, "way back in 1884"), and was
"the finest English speaker in this Border province," and politician associated with the
great parliamentarians of the Cape Colony, Schreiner, Merriman, Rose Inners, C. J.
Rhodes. In turn he had educated his sons, my uncles, sending my father, his eldest, "to
London, England, whence," as people said proudly, "he had returned with a degree."42 

Her grandfather, John Tengo Jabavu, was a founder member of Fort Hare Universiry, which 

was to become the foremost Black universiry in South Africa, and her father, D. D. T. Jabavu, 

was one of its first faculry members. 
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()ni]abavu, in turn, was sent to England for her education at the age of13; there she was 
by a white English family with Quaker connections. In an author's note to her first 

Dmw/1 i11 Colour: Afi'icm1 Co11trasts (1960), she writes: "I belong to two worlds with two 
'"fies; South Africa where I was born and England where I was educated."43 

}){aha notes that Jabavu 's world view was conditioned by her middle-class backg round and 

_lposition in affluent English circles, and also that she "lived a life of constant mOvez!J_ent."H
, ese circumstances positioned her as both insider and outsider. Like Schreiner and Head, she 

te for a global audience about her own home village and other African communities 
visited, drawing from her lived exper iences there. In Draw11 i11 Colour: Africm1 Contrasts,

e detailed her visit home to South Africa in 1955 for the funeral of her only brother, and her 
�ubsequent journey to Uganda to visit her sister and spend time with her in the aftermath of 

death. Although structured as a memoir, with a conversational-almost intimate-voice, 
book has significant passages of reportage, in which Jabavu employs her keen eye (and ear) 
dialogue and detail: 

At that our aunt ... reared up like a stung mare. She was elderly, stout, had turned 
professional evangelist in her old age. Her eyes flashed as she turned, her greying 
eyebrows beetling at the part of the room where all we young were heaped on chairs, 
on the floor, even on the lid of the upright piano. 

"You see, you young!" she harangued. "You and your disdain when it comes 
to using wiles in dealing with the Boer, you with your insistence on looking the 
European straight in the eyes! Where does that get you? In the cells! Yet give him his 
"baas, baas, baas" [Afrikaans for "Boss"], what does it cost when you would see how 
such a creature could be persuaded to be human?45 

This focused reportage is even more evident in her second book, Tiu:: Ochre People (1982), 
drawn from the same trip, during which she spent some time in the Johannesburg townships. 
She writes of the scenes and characters of the streets: 

These were the first "queens" (female owners of illegal taverns, known as "shebeen 
queens"] I had ever seen. Fat and prosperous-looking in tight, gleaming dresses, 
brilliant coloured high-heeled shoes, showers of gilt earrings, they personified my 
idea of harlots. I was mesmerized by the sight; presently bewildered to see the totally 
incongruous expression on their painted faces (hard jet-black pencilled eyebrows) as 
they looked at the children in class: the expression was tender, motherly, smiling-
fond approval. I had scarcely assimilated its import , that these women too were 
"people, abantu," as Sis' Tandi would say, taking a harmless stroll from work (even 
though that "work" was running an illicit, probably noisome, drinking den), when 
what do I see next but they turn and talk to two white policemen in their familiar 
Nazi-style peaked caps, revolvers in holsters on their hips. They seemed to know one 
another, and exchange jokes.46 

The books provide a window into a way oflife and a set of social concerns that were not vis
ible in the South African public domain, both under apartheid and during colonialism. The 
issues and practices of African educated elites, as well as traditional communities, form the basis 
for rich discussions and debates in these communities, which constitute what Hamilton and 
Cowling have called ''sequestered publics."47 In the books, Jabavu recounts scenes of her father 
coming out of his house to meet a woman in order to take down the details of her clan names 
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for his ongoing cataloguing of kinship relationships; the way her uncle debated with a younger 

relative about the ins and outs of Xhosa orthography; the neighbors' ritual words of comfort 

spoken during the funeral of her brother; the daily routines of the extended family and their 
servants; the differences between her Christian community and "the red people," "pagans" who 
lived by traditional norms. 

These scenes of the dignified life of Middledrift, for instance, which took place in an 

atmosphere of "purposeful endeavor,"48 were starkly at odds with the humiliating and petty 
encounters with "the Boers" and other W hite colonials, which Jabavu described at intervals 
through Drawn i11 Colour: 

Then all of a sudden our harmless, rather superficial, little pleasantries were violated. 
A Rhodesian Immigration Officer appeared at the door [of the train]. a stocky short 

man in khaki shorts and open shirt collar with a spotted choker tucked in it. In less 

than two minutes chis man shattered our banter .. . all because I mentioned to him 
that the printed conditions on his form exempted certain "categories of persons" from 
filling in some items ... His answer: "I don't care what the form bloody well says," 

and to my astonishment he had gone red in the face and was shouting although I was 

barely eighteen inches from him, "You are to fill 'em all up, d'you hear? Bloody well 
fill 'em up!" And he glared at me with loathing ... 49 

However, she found her position uncomfortably reversed when she flew to the British pro

tectorate ofUganda to be with her sister, married to a Ugandan who had studied at Fort Hare. 

At first, she could not contain her disappointment with the life of the Eastern "Bantu," who 
had long been admired by her Xhosa ("Southern Bantu") family because they were "free." 
She was dismayed at the impoverished rural conditions, and at times expressed disdain for 

Ugandan customs and practices. She was particularly disturbed by the status and treatment of 
women, and by the ongoing practice of polygamy, which she called "concubinage." But even

tually she came to the realization that she was looking at this conrnmnity through expatriate 

eyes. So she drew a parallel between her own attitudes and the attitude of white colonials 
to her: "I was chastened again to catch myself giving the man and his ragged, high-smelling 

assistants that cold glittering look of hostility that a settler gives 'a native.' I had seen white 
Southerners giving me that look; my own expression I caught only by chance, stepping past 
a big looking-glass."50 

Her culture shock also caused her to reflect on the different processes of colonialism 

experienced by Southern and Eastern Africans; the Xhosa people with more than 100 years of 
resistance and war, and the Ugandans by a much more recent process with little conflict. She 

saw these peoples as differently positioned in relation to Westernization, with different cultural 
responses. Jabavu writes of her community that they 

lived against a psychological background of so much that was handed down from 

the past. In the handing, ideas were undergoing a qualitative change. The mores chat 

I was used to were neither purely Western nor purely African. We were not "black 
Europeans," yet I saw how we were not "white Bantu" either.51 

Drawn in Colour was first published in 1960 in England. By September 1961, it had been 

reprinted five times and translated into Italian. In 1962, it was published by St. Martin's Press 

in the Uni�d States.52 Xaba writes that the book made Jabavu a "public literary figure" and led 
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appointment as editor of the prestigious and influential English journal, the New Strand, 
^^sition she held for less than a year, ending when she moved to Jamaica.53 The Ochre People, 
billed as the “second part of her autobiography,” followed in 1963.54

Jabavu was more read outside South Africa than in the country. She did not get a local pub- 
for her books until the alternative publishers, Ravan Press, published an edition of The 

tf^Ochre People in 1982. However, she did find her way into South African public life. While she 
If was on a visit home in 1977, to research her fathers life for a planned biography on him—a 

that was never completed—she was contracted to write weekly columns for the Daily 
^'^ispatch newspaper. Xaba argues that the columns do similar work to her books, in that “they 

O'-help us understand our pasts; nomadic, writerly and otherworldly.””
The columns tend to run longer than most newspaper columns, and do not follow a con- 

IRentional “argument” format. They include scenes taken from her experience of being back 
me in 1977, which often launch her into questions, ideas, and reflections. From a hotel in 

Umtata, a large town in the Transkei region, she writes:

I noticed how the pagan menfolk dress nowadays when in town: starting from their 
tops, they wear a Stetson hat (usually brown) set squarely on the head. On an ear is 
often a double earring. Then an ordinary town suit and clean shirt. And of course, a 
pagan gentleman carries the inevitable knobkerrie, “iutonga” in our language.

And as for when a Xhosa pagan man rides into town on horseback, dressed 
as I’ve described, looking like a medieval knight, I used to almost swoon (“faint,” 
kalohmnnanditheth> isiNgesi ninaningakhumshi kety watching them from the balcony of 
my hotel room in Umtata.

But I asked myself, why do I never see “Christian, school people” talking to our 
beautiful ochre people?

So, I reread my Mayer book which I’ve carried round since 1962 to relearn, refeed 
myself about the differences that exist between townsmen and tribesmen.56

The columns discussed such historical and cultural issues at regular intervals during her tenure.
However, the format also allowed her to be more conversational, and to discuss her life in 

honest and sometimes quite intimate ways—“what she called ‘personalised journalism.’”57 At 
almost 60 years of age, she wrote frankly about marriage (she was married three times), her 
unconventional arrangement with her white Kenyan partner (my “vanilla gorilla”), and her 
needs and desires in love, as a passionate and sexual being:

I’ve been married enough times, and unlike most blacks, I no longer imagine that 
bliss comes encircled in the wedding ring. And his attitude is that at his age, 40, and 
having experimented as any man does with transitory, trial girlfriends, he is satisfied 
in his voluntary commitment with this widow aged 58.

We agree about our separate need for privacy at times, for I have my writing to 
do and he has his vast business to attend to. He also likes hunting, safaris, mountain- 
climbing, bricklaying which I don’t; and his bridge-playing!38

She also discussed her migratory existence, and what it had meant to her to live in many coun
tries. Like Head and Schreiner, she was a non-conformist, forging an independent role for her
self in societies that expected women to behave in prescribed ways. The columns thus imagined 
alternatives for Black women at a time when their opportunities were limited.
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Conclusion 

Jabavu's nonfiction, like Head's and Schreiner's, has faded from public view, despite its impact 
on their times. Xaba and Masola argue that this erasure ofJabavu is part of an ongoing erasure of 
Black women writers and journalists. As evidence of th.is erasure, they list many South Afr ican 
women who worked in journalism, as editors and reporters, who have now been forgotten, 
as a conscious project to bring them back into public life.59 As Masola writes, "Without an 
engagement with Noni's work and Black women journalists from the past, the current work 
and contributions by other essay writers and journalists seem out of context rather than in con
versation with writers from the past."60 

Such intergenerational links are important. Just as Head noted an affinity with Schreiner, 

she herself has been an inspiration for women writers. Writer and academic Barbara Boswell 

describes her discovery of Head's work as jolting her awake, providing her with imagined pos

sibilities that apartheid society had ruled out for her, as a colored woman.61 Margaret Busby, 
Britain's first Black female publisher, was inspired to write and, later, to start her own publishing 
house, when she saw Jabavu on the cover of a literary magazine.62 As Xaba optimistically notes, 
"the written word has the capacity to travel;'63 in these examples, across tim.e as well as space.

Although Schreiner, Head, and Jabavu wrote as women and made important contributions 
on women's experience, they also transcended genres conventionally thought of as "women's 
writing": fiction, memoir, autobiography, letters. In their foray s into literary journalism, lit
erary reportage, and nonfiction, their practice of observing and detailing the conditions they 
saw around them was a form of intervention in global discourse. They created alternative 
narratives from the South, which carried the authority of literary journalism-the sense that 
the writing described "real" events and conditions. Writing in this form gave them access to 
influential publications of the day, allowing their stories to be circulated widely. Through this, 
they became global voices, entering into a wide array of public discussions, but always from the 
position of the marginalized, the unseen or the unrecognized. 
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Module 3: Transnational Literary War Journalism and the Boer War: 

Perspectives from the French Colonial and German Presses | 

Journalisme littéraire transnational et la guerre des Boers: perspectives 

de la presse coloniale française et allemande 

Directors: John Bak and Sara Izzo (Languages: English, Français, 

Deutch) 

1. Le Journal de l’île de la Réunion, 1901. 

2. Le Ralliement, 1901. 

3. Le Nouvelliste, 1901. 

4. Carrère, Jean, La guerre du Transvaal, volume 1 : En pleine épopée, 1901. 

5. Cyral, Henri. France et Transvaal: l’opinion française et la guerre sud-

africaine, 1902. 

6. Goulet, Vincent. “Dick May et la première école de journalisme en France. 

Entre réforme sociale et professionnalisation,” 2009. 

7. Cheadle, Brian. “South African Serial Publications of the Anglo-Boer 

War,” 2004. 

8. Rompel, Frederik. Die Helden des Burenkriegs. Bilder und Skizzen nach 

eigenen Erlebnissen. Stuttgart: K. Thienemanns Verlag (1903). 

9. von Machs, Richard. „Briefe aus Südafrika I.,“ in Kölnische Zeitung. 

Zweite Beilage zur Sonntagszeitung 15.4.1900, Nr. 291. 

10.  von Machs, Richard. „Briefe aus Südafrika XIX.,“ in Kölnische 

Zeitung. Abend-Ausgabe 07.09.1900, Nr. 701. 

11.  von Machs, Richard. „Briefe aus Südafrika XX.,“ in Kölnische Zeitung. 

Zweite Morgen-Ausgabe 08.09.1900, Nr. 703. 

12.  Gentz, Erich. „Die Beschlagnahme des 'Bundesrath',“ in Tägliche 

Rundschau 30.01.1900, Nr. 24, 95. 

13.  Gentz, Erich. „Auf der Fahrt ins Burenland,“ in Tägliche Rundschau 

14.02.1900, Nr. 37, pp. 146-47. 

14.  Feuilleton. „Kriegsbilder aus Südafrika. Die Frauen-Camps,“ in Neue 

Freie Presse. Abendblatt, 16.09.1901, Nr. 13312, pp. 1-2. 

Suggested additional readings: 

15.  Latour, Cyril. “La guerre des Boers: une guerre juste? Perception 

partiale du conflit à travers des titres de presse britanniques et français 

(2 octobre 1899 – 4 juin 1902),” 2021. 

16.  Morgan, Kenneth. “The Boer War and thè Media (1899-1902),” 2002. 
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l'Opinion française et la guerre sud-africaine
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4, rue Antoine-Diibols, 4
PLACE DE t/ÉCOLE DE MÉDECINE

1902
3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 162 of 1031



CHAPITRE III

Opinions Françaises 
* ' ■

La conquête du Transvaal présente pour l’Angle
terre trois éléments d’un intérêt capital: c’est la 
création d’un empire sud-africain aussi puissant que 
celui des Indes et moins exposé aux convoitises de 
voisinage ; c’est l'accaparement des richesses miniè
res, qui constituent un trésor dans lequel il n’y aura 
qu’à puiser pour alimenter les dépenses incalcula
bles d’une installation de cette envergure ; c’est 
enfin la prise de possession de la baie de Delagoa, 
qui sera dans le jeu de l’Angleterre un atout aussi 
précieux que Gibraltar : la rade de Lourenço-Mar- 
quès étant appelée à fournir, au prix de certains 
travaux, l’un des plus beaux ports du monde et à 
devenir un grand déversoir des charbons de l’Afri
que du Sud.

Etienne Grosclaude ( 1).

L’Angleterre a fatigué le monde par la façon dont 
elle se moque de lui. On lui pourrait appliquer en 
toute justice le mot qui fut dit de la Prusse : elle a

4

( 1) Une politique Européenne, par E. Grosclaude. 1 vol. À «A ID VIA ■** M Kl
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les mains pieuses et prenantes, mais de ses mains 
elle voudrait qu’on ne vit que la piété. Elle invoque 
son passé pour prétendre à l’honneur de professer 
des sentiments humains et elle voudrait garder le 
bénéfice d’avoir été le pays de Gladstone quand elle 
est devenue le pays de Chamberlain.

E. Lavisse.
Revue de Paris 

(Janvier 1900).

y

Le sentiment de l’Europe continentale, depuis le 
Nord jusqu’au Sud, depuis l'Est jusqu’à l’Ouest, est 
celui d’une réprobation absolue... La vérité, dont 
personne ne doute, est qu’il y avait, au fond de l*af- ♦
faire, un intérêt politique et un intérêt financier, 
l'un et l’autre exclusivement anglais.

Francis Charmes. 
Reçue des Deux-Mondes.

(la novembre 1899).

*** 'yC

On peut considérer Cécil Rhodes comme la bête 
malfaisante qui a déchaîné la guerre, et Chamber
lain n’est peut-être que le pantin dont il tirait les 
fds.

Harduin,
*

Le Matin.
(20 décembre 1899).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Le négoce boutiquier de certains hommes d’Etat, 
de M. Chamberlain tout d’abord, n'a jamais été plus 
scandaleux en aucun pays. Les promoteurs de la 
guerre transvaalienne ont voulu faire or et argent 
de tout. Ces gens ont déchaîné la guerre, non d’un 
cœur léger mais avec la seule préoccupation d'une 
bourse plus lourde.

Paul Adam.
Le Journal»

(f" janvier 1900).

Notre ami le Boer, je t'aime.
Tu veux rester maître chez toi comme un simple 

charbonnier, et lorsqu’un grand gaillard se mit à te 
dicter sa loi, parce qu’il était sûr de sa force, tu re
fusas naïvement d’obéir, quoique étant sûr de ta fai
blesse. Nous t'avons vu, dans la décision, ce bel 
héroïsme tranquille qui n'a même pas Pair de se 
connaître lui-même, tant il est simple ; nous te 
voyons, à présent, dans l’action, l’héroïsme de bonne 
humeur qui marche toujours de Pavant et qui fait le 
devoir en chantant, comme dans les légendes.

Edmond Haraucourt.
Le Journal.

(2 décembre 13»).
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N'est-il pas attristant et humiliant pour nous, 
Français, de nous dire que, si nous avions un autre 
gouvernement, la victoire du droit serait, en Afrique, 
définitive, et que l'Angleterre subirait en Europe un 
amoindrissement dont elle ne se relèverait jamais.

E. Lepelletier.
Echo de Paris.

(7 novembre 1899).
X **-* § *

Si la France ne peut et ne doit pas intervenir dans 
ce sanglant conflit, n’a-t-elle pas des intérêts à dé* 
fendre, des droits à faire respecter ? Pourquoi ne 
pas entamer avec notre puissante voisine une con
versation diplomatique, qui sera d’autant plus effi
cace qu’elle sera plus prompte? L'Angleterre n'a-t- 
elle pas toujours depuis vingt ans, usé, abusé, des 
difficultés de notre situation en Europe pour nous 
arracher des territoires qui nous appartenaient sans 
conteste, et nous infliger les procédés les plus dis
courtois ? La sécurité de Madagascar ne serait-elle 
pas menacée par la prise de possession de Delagoa- 
Bay par l'Angleterre?

N’avons-nous pas, au nord-ouest de l'Afrique et 
en Asie, à faire prévaloir notre influence ?

Eug. Etienne.
Le Figaro.

(9 novembre 1899).
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/Au moment où les meilleurs amis de l'Angleterre 
sont obligés de convenir de l'immensité de son ap
pétit, au moment où les canons du Transvaal inquiè-. 
tent de leurs échos l'Europe assoupie, on pourrait 
peut-être songer à reprendre certaine conversation 
commencée en 1894, à Berlin, entre M. de Caprivi et 
les délégués français.

Prince Henri d’OnLÉANs.
L'Eclair,

(6 décembre 1899).

Si l'Angleterre arrive à ses fins, l'Empire colonial 
de la France en Afrique sera le premier à souffrir 
des nouvelles chicanes de son éternelle inimitié et

*

le mal consacré sera irréparable. Nous regretterons 
un peu trop tard d'avoir pris.notre immobilité pour 
l'habileté et notre inertie pour de la prévoyance !

Ernest Judet.
Le Petit Journal.

(23 novembre 1899).

Je n'ignore pas que notre empire africain est au 
3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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* 
avec M. Grosclaude, que la question africaine est un 
bloc, que nous sommes tenus à une « politique afri
caine », qu'étant intéressés à l'équilibre africain en 
général nous le sommes à l'équilibre africain en . 
particulier. Et je pense aussi, avec lui, que nous 
avons, d’ailleurs, dans l’Afrique méridionale, des 
« intérêts sur place» et des« intérêts de voisinage».

Intérêts financiers. Quinze cent millions de capi
taux français sont engagés dans les mines du Trans
vaal. L'Angleterre ne saurait donc prétendre régler 
seule la question minière. Elle le prétend cependant. 
Et le chancelier de l’Echiquier a déclaré à la Cham
bre des communes que les frais de guerre, les in
demnités dues à d’aussi intéressantes victimes que 
la Chartered, seraient repassés au budget des pays 
conquis, c’est-à-dire à la mine d’or transvaalienne, 
c’est-à-dire, pour une part, aux actionnaires fran
çais de celte mine. Quelle protestation a été élevée 
là-bas contre M. Delcassé ?

Intérêts de voisinage. Il y a d’abord ce fait que 
l'Afrique du Sud unifiée sous la domination anglaise 
mettrait en péril notre colonie de Madagascar. Il y a 
ensuite la question de la baie de Delagoa et de son 
port Lourenço-Marquez, plus particulière, mais non 
moins importante, d'une importance « qui domine 
toutes les questions de l’Afrique du Sud et même les 
queslious de l’océan Indien, qui va se répercuter 
jusqu’en Extrême-Orient ».

15.
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appelé à devenir un des premiers ports du monde 
« par le rôle militaire et par le rendement commer
cial ». Il est reliéàPrétoria par une ligne de chemin 
de fer qui constitue la voie de communication la 
plus rapide du Transvaal à la mer. Il est ainsi le dé
bouché de très riches mines de charbon du Trans
vaal, et il prend par là une valeur considérable, 
pour la navigation, sur la route des Indes. Il est 
aussi la porte par où les denrées de Madagascar, 
bétail, volailles, œufs, riz, manioc, bois, iront appro
visionner l’Afrique du Sud. 11 représente donc pour 
nous, un gros élément de la prospérité de Madagas- 
caret un grand facteur de sécurité dans l'océan In
dien. Et nous devons veiller plus que personne à ce 
que l’Angleterre ne l’enlève pas au Portugal pour 
ruiner notre lie et dominer la mer.

Puis, une fois la paix conclue, des conséquences 
terribles peuvent surgir de cette guerre dont le 
champ de bataille avait semblé restreint tout d’abord 
au territoire Sud-Africain.

Gabriel Syvetox.
L’Echo de Paris.

(3 décembre 1899/.

Quel sera le sort des Boers?
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reliront un à un, famille par famille, exterminés 
comme le furent les Natchez et tous les peuples sau
vages de l’Amérique. Il sera seulement consigné 
dans l’histoire, à la première page du vingtième siè
cle, qu’un petit clan de fermiers, de paysans, qui 
était vertueux et qui vivait hors des lois sanglantes 
du monde, fut anéanti par la civilisation, parce que 
celle ci jugea ce bonheur criminel.

Victorieux, maîtres des champs de bataille et des 
oppresseurs, alors la lutte n’est pas finie,elle recom
mence au contraire sous une autre forme.

La civilisation ne voudra pas lâcher sa proie. Elle 
mettra bas les armes; de violente,elle se fera douce, 
éloquente, persuasive. Aux Boers vainqueurs, gran
dis et étonnés eux-mêmes du bruit dont ils auront 
rempli le monde, elle se présentera avec ses séduc
tions, ses promesses, les appétits qu’elle éveille ; et 
comme, ne sachant plus où fuir, ils ne pourront se 
retirer plus loin, hors des atteintes de la provoca
trice, ils seront bien forcés de la regarder, de s’ha
bituer à elle, d’en goûter le charme.

Invincibles le mauser en main, ils seront plus 
aisément vaincus par les sourires de la paix. La ci
vilisation ne les reprendra-1-elle pas tôt ou tard ? A - 
ce mariage tardif, tant de fois refusé, ils apporte
raient la fougue, la durée de force accumulée pen
dant deux ou trois siècles.

Ou bien mettront-ils le combien notre admiration,3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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luuo uiuuuuiuiu’iio pai uuo giauuuui uauiu ijui 
faurait pas encore eu son égale ?

Ils le peuvent, en demeurant, malgré la gloire, 
nalgré l’or où ils piétinent, malgré toute la machi- 
lerie moderne, les simples Boers qu’ils furent de
mis tant de générations, civilisés retournés à la 
lature, peu curieux des secrets qu’elle ne veut pas 
lire, satisfaits de ce qu'elle leur donne, des femmes 
:ourageuses, des enfants robustes, de vastes plaines 
i l’herbe drue, où paissent des bœufs sans nombre 
tous des cieux élevés.

Jules Case.
Le Gaulois,

(Ier janvier 1900).

A M. Henri Cyral

Mon cher Confrère,
Pour vous donner mon opinion sur les Boers et 

sur la guerre Sud-Africaine, il me faudrait un vo
lume: Je vais cependant tacher de me résumer en 
style noir — c’est bien le cas de le dire.

Donc les Boers sont d'admirables soldats et des di- 
domates pitoyables s’ils en sont là, c’est bien de leur 
faute, comme je l'ai exposé tout au long dans Vidée 
Libre, de Bruxelles, avec preuves à l'appui. Quant
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droits ensuite, car ils auraient pu obtenir parla dou
ceur tout ce qu’ils vont obtenir par la force—mieux
më H e et ils auraient fait l’économie de leurs mil
liards, de leurs hommes et du rôle odieux de leur po
litique.

Or, comme tout se paie sur terre, il est à craindre 
que pour eux, celte faute contre l’honneur elle bon 
sens ne leur coûte un jour de gros intérêts.

Ils resteront, dans l’histoire,lesécraseursd’aujour
d’hui, mais fatalement les semeurs de l'idée d’indé
pendance de demain et ce double rôle leur sera éga
lement funeste.

Bien amicalement et je signe : un ami des deux 
peuples.

Paul Vibert.

Mon cher confrère,
Vous me demandez mon opinion sur la guerre 

Sud-Africaine. Voici :
Insatiable de miel, l’ours convoite une ruche. Con

fiant dans sa force, dans l’épaisseur de son cuir et 
de sa fourrure, il attaque brutalement.

Intrépides, acharnées, méprisant la mort, les 
abeilles défendent leur bien.

11 arrive que Tours, criblé de piqûres, mortelles 
d’ailleurs pour les abeilles, claque sur place comme 
un crapaud fourvoyé dans un pot à tabac.

Agresseur mbribond, ruche dévastée, abeilles déci-
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mecs, ii mu dvtuuiu quu i uur&, ju veux une i augicii^ 
a travaillé selon ses aptitudes et ses moyens.

Louis Boussenard. (I)
*

X **
/ Monsieur et Cher Patriote,

Mon opinion sur la guerre Sud-Africaine, vous 
est connue.

*

La résistance des commandos boers est le prodige 
de notre siècle. L’agression anglaise est un odieux 
attentat. La neutralité de l’Europe est à la fois une 
sottise et une lâcheté.

A vous cordialement.
Lucien Millevoye.

Mon Cher Confrère
Vous me demandez mon opinion personnelle sur 

la guerre Sud-Africaine ; elle est conforme à toutes 
celles exprimées par les écrivains non anglais du 
monde entier. «

Celte guerre est un acte de brigandage audacieux, 
osé par un peuple qui, il y a quelques mois encore, 
avait la prétention de vouloir être considéré comme

(f) Nous devons signaler en passant le beau roman de Louis 
Bousson a rd, Intitulé Capitaine Casse-Cou t et dans lequel l’au
teur du Tour du Monde d'un gamin de Paris, deSans le Sou, de »< -1 * _ a ____ _ • - * - - _ _ *  ir t 
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Lf AMD

la nation la plus libérale et la plus civilisée. Au
jourd’hui, cette légende est détruite ; les Anglais ont 
prouvé qu’ils n’admettent de liberté que pour eux et 
méprisent les droits des autres peuples.

Ce qu'il y a de plus extraordinaire dans cette 
guerre, ce n'est pas qu'elle ait été entreprise, étant 
donnée la nation qui l'a déclarée, mais c'est qu'elle 
puisse se continuer et ne soulever que des protesta
tions platoniques chez tous les peuples ennemis de 
l’injustice et de la cruauté.

N'est-il pas surprenant aussi que les gouverne
ments soient restés sourds à l’opinion publique éner
giquement et unanimement exprimée ; il faut que 
ces gouvernements ou se sachent bien forts vis-à-vis 
d'elle, ou se croient bien faibles vis-à-vis des An
glais. La lutte actuelle, qui passionne le monde, ne 
serait-elle pas celle des monarchies contre les na
tions libres ?

Chacun se rend parfaitement compte que l’Angle
terre n'est qu’un colosse de bronze aux pieds d'ar
gile ; la guerre Sud-Africaine a fait ressortir sa 
grande faiblesse : elle n'a pu maîtriser, avec toute 
son armée, un des plus petits peuples de la terre, un 
des moins préparés à la lutte.

Cette guerre nous a aussi démontré ce que nous 
aurions dû savoir, c'est que la France n’avait rien 
à craindre de son adversaire de Fachoda.l
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ioru, nous n avons dans ia politique generate qu une 
influence secondaire, et cependant combien serait-il

«

nécessaire à l'équité et à la civilisation, que la France
K

généreuse et idéaliste, que la Franca qui a fait la li
berté des peuples, puisse toujours être assez puis
sante pour s’opposer à l’oppression, quelquesoit l'op
presseur. Tant qu’elle ne tiendra pas en main la 
balance de la justice, il n’y aura qu’un droit au 
monde, celui du plus fort.

Recevez, etc.
Charles H a lais.

Résident de France en retraite, 
Vice-Président du syndicat de la Presse coloniale, etc.

Mon opinion sur la guerre Sud-Atricaine, cher 
ami ? — Bien qu’elle soit connue par ma participa
tion active au « Comitéd’action delà Jeunesse Fran
çaise en faveur du Transvaal », il ne me déplaît pas 
d’afTirmer une fois de plus que les Boers ont mené 
cette guerre comme des sœurs de charité. Si ceux 
qui représentaient en Europe le Transvaal et l’O
range, avaient accepté tes moyens radicaux qui 
leur furent proposés, il y a longtemps qu’aucun 
Anglais ue foulerait plus le sol des deux Républiques, 
Malheureqsemeut, ils ont été plus soucieux d’obser
ver les fameuses tç régies du Droit des gens », et celles
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de la' Haye — que les Anglais violent à chaque ins
tant — que de sauver leur*pays de l'invasion. L’im
partiale Histoire les jugera !

Quant au peuple Anglais, il a touché et même dé
passé les bornes de l'ignominie en se solidarisant 
avec l'abominable trinilé Cecil Rhodes, Chamber
lain, Kitchener.

Votre tout dévoué, ’ ’
Louis Guilmon.

Ex-Secrétaire général du comité d'action 
de la JeuaesseFrançaise en laveur du Transvaal.

Mon Cher Confrère,
Cette odieuse guerre du Transvaal sera la honte 

ineffaçable du siècle ; elle sera aussi la lamentable 
preuve de l'abaissement moral dans lequel s'enlise 
l'humanité; Mais, en y réfléchissant bien, on trou
vera cet abaissement logique, surtout en France, je 
le dis sans hésitation ; on supprime chez nous la re
ligion, on en vient à chasser Dieu de l'école, et même 
à nier son existence.

Naturellement l'éducation qu'on donne aujour
d’hui, sans la religion, qui est la poésie des mœurs, 
ne peut produire que des sujets absolument maté
rialistes et ne connaissant d'autre mobile que leur 
intérêt. Et c'est ainsi que les peuples vont à la 
pourriture morale en attendant l'autre.
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être et sa quiétude, on laisse lâchement égorger les 
Boers.

Charles Lexpert.

L’or a fait du Transvaal l’axe économique de l’A
frique Australe, lui a permis d'attirer le commerce 
de l'Orange, du Cap, du Natal, de devenir ainsi un 
centre d’intérêts étrangers et aussi de sentiments peu 
favorables à l’empire britannique. La a Puissance 
Prédominante » dans. l’Afrique Australe, comme 
s’intitule l’Angleterre, ne pouvait admettre une pa* 
reille concurrence, dangereuse surtoutdans une par
tie du monde où la majorité de la population blan
che, ses éléments les plus fortement établis, sont 
d’origine hollandaise, liés par les souvenirs et les 
liens de famille au groupe d’hommes qui tendait à 
devenir nn pôle d’attraction étranger et même hos
tile à l’impérialisme britannique dans l'Afrique Aus
trale. L'or rendait le Transvaal trop riche pour qu’il 
ne devint pas fort et n’élevât un drapeau en face de 
l’Union Jack, â l’ombre duquel l’Angleterre veut 
faire vivre tous les hommes dans l'Afrique du Sud.

Robert de Caix. ‘ 
(Questions diplomatiques et coloniales, 1er juin 1900)
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La résistance des Républiques Sud*Africaines im
pose l’admiration au inonde civilisé. Elle est la 
preuve de ce que peut le patriotisme quand il anime 
tout un peuple.

Puisque cette guerre a été surtout déterminée par 
le désir des Anglais de s’emparer des richesses du 
sol Sud-Africain, il semble que les conditions de la 
paix doivent être réduites au règlement de leurs in
térêts tout en sauvegardant l’indépendance des deux 
nations boers qui ont fait preuve de tant d’héroïsme. 
Ce serait un hommage rendu au plus bel exemple de 
l'humanité.

Paul Escudier,
Conseiller municipal de Pads.

11 y a six mois (avril 1901), un officier anglais de 
retour du Transvaal me disait, lors de mon passage 
à Londres : « Cette fois la guerre est bien terminée, 
avant six semaines la paix sera forcément rétablie».

Et la guerre dure toujours, plus violente, plus 
acharnée que jamais, et elle durera même après 
l'extermination des Boers, elle continuera jusqu'à 
l'épuisement des Afrikanders.

Un Colonial.
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caines est une honte pour l’Angleterre et pour les 
puissances européennes qui assistent impassibles à 
ce duel disproportionné.

Laurent CécV, 
Conseiller général de la Seine.

Toutes mes sympathies sont pour les Boers dont 
j'admire le courage et le patriotisme.

Je fais des vœux pour que la nation anglaise arrive «
à comprendre que la justice et l'honneur lui crient 
de ne pas poursuivre plus longtemps cette guerre.

Gerville-Réachh, 
Député de la Guadeloupe.

La guerre du Transvaal est l'œuvre la plus crimi
nelle et la plus cynique qui ail été entreprise à la 
face des nations depuis un siècle.

Elle aura une répercussion historique telle, et on 
la voit déjà se produire, qu’elle est appelée à boule 
verser toutes les pièces de l'échiquier politique et 
international du monde et que l'Angleterre, pour 
Lavoir provoquée, recevra le châtiment le plus cruel
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C’est pour l’humanité que souffrent, à l'heure pré* 
sente, les Républiques Sud-Africaines, et que coule * 
le sang de leurs enfants.

Les hommes ou les peuples à qui l’histoire a confié 
un rôle semblable à celui des Boers n’ont jamais 
péri, ils ont toujours été victorieux.

Louis Pauli at, 
Sénateur du Cher.

Krüger personnifie la victime persécutée ; en ve
nant en France, il nous a donné son cœur, et il nous 
offre sa reconnaissance. Krüger est blessé, mais il 
n’est pas vaincu. Les héros Boers lutteront encore 
quand ils n'auront plus que des tombes à défendre*

Femmes de France, qui parmi vos vertus comptez 
celle du patriotisme le plus élevé, manifestez, récla
mez L’arbitrage, et vos voix suppliantes seront enten
dues du Monde entier.

Philippe Desçuamps,
Membre de la Société des Gens de lettres.

L’Europe, égoïste et avide, ne protestera p?|s plus 
contre ce crime de lèse-humanité qu'elle ne protesta ' $ t
contre le massacre de trois cent mille Arniéiiietts et’ f ; ■ H L rïj ‘T 
contre l’écrasement de là Grèce et de |'|&pagde. Les 
infortunés Boers subiront à leur tout* Ht il à IWïW® 
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de leur côté, ne les sauvera pas plus que les autres 
sans doute, de la fin tragique à laquelle sont voués
désormais les faibles et les petits.

E. DrUMOXT,
La Libre Parole.

& * &

Il n'y a pas un habitant du globe — à moins qu’i 
n'ait, comme l'empereur allemand, vu dans l'agres
sion anglaise une occasion de gagner beaucoup d’ar
gent en se faisant payer sa neutralité —qui ne fassi
soit tout haut, soit tout bas, des vœux pour le trionr
plie de celte poignée de braves qui s'apprêtent allé 
grement à lutter un contre dix et qui, à celte heure
soldats delà liberté, deviendront, s'il le faut, soldat
du désespoir.

IL Rochefort,
L'Intransigeant.

J’aurai assisté à un beau spectacle de l'humanité 
d'une humanité soulevée par les deux plus grand!
sentiments qui puissent agiter l’homme, Dieu et h
Patrie !

Colonel de Villebois-Mareuil (1),

/X *

11 y a au Transvaal quelque chose d’inexpugnable
Alt D'iAAka rîti CaIamaI 4a VMlaL/yIII fnmn
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la foi et le patriotisme de ses fils. Les heures injus
tes et cruelles auront des lendemains réparateurs — 
qui vont préparer la conscience universelle enfin 
réveillée— et ce réveil, nous sommes de ceux qui 
croient que la France devra le sonner.

Georges Berthoulat, 
Directeur de la Liberté,

Cependant, l’opinion s'échauffe et se surexcite, 
peut-être deviendra-t-elle assez puissante pour ame
ner une intervention à un moment donné.

Georges Aubert, .
Conseiller du Commerce Extérieur.

Si mes électeurs ne m’obligeaient à remplir mon 
mandat à Paris, je serais, les armes à la main, à
côté des Boers, comme je Fai été à côté des Hellènes
contre les Turcs.

Anlide Boyer.

La guerre entreprise par l’Angleterre contre tout 
droit et toute justice, est un odieux forfait. Je me 
joins à tous les gens de cœur pour protester contre 
tant d’inhumanité et d’iniquité.
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de nomesse et ae courage.
F. Levée.

Conseiller municipal, 
y

Les nommes d'Etal britanniques se sont conduits 
en forbans et en hypocrites ; l'eau de toutes les mers 
où flotté leur pavillon ne les lavera pas de celte souil
lure.

Ch. Beauquier, 
Député.

$ s? s

Je crois, malgré tout, que la guerre durera long
temps encore.

Les Boers sont peu nombreux, c'est vrai,' mais la 
configuration particulière de leur pays permet de 
continuer la lutte pour l'indépendance.

On n'a pas idée des distances fabuleuses qui se 
déroulent, à nos yeux d'Européens, dans ces champs 
de l'Afrique Australe. En vérité, l'armée anglaise *
est comme perdue là-dedans. Cent hommes aussi 
rapides que des cavaliers boers suffisent à fatiguer 
des milliers de soldats.

Mais ces avantages matériels seraient, en réalité, 
bien peu de chose, si les Boers n'avaient pour les 
soutenir, une force imprenable et miraculeuse, qui 
est leur foi.

Jean Carrère (1).
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$
Quel spectacle el quelle leçon a donnés, en effet, 

au monde étonné, ce petit peuple se défendant contre 
l'envahisseur féroce et impitoyable : il faut remon
ter aux Spartiates pour trouver cette sereine impas
sibilité devant la mort, aux Romains pour rencontrer
cette énergie farouche dans la bataille, à la Révolu
tion française, où nos soldats II archaient invincibles
à la frontière, aux sons entraînants de la Marseil
laise, pour voir les miracles que peut accomplir le 
patriotisme en face du danger.

Fiore libre ou périr /
Devise superbe de simplicité et de résolution qui 

transforme les plus paisibles paysans en guerriers 
vaillants, et qui, de fermiers tranquilles et calmes, 
fait des Joubert, des Cronje, des Botha, des De Wet, 
chefs admirables que les tacticiens ennemis les plus 
habiles ne peuvent prendre en défaut !

Guy de Téramond.

/K ***
Mes sentiments de républicain, mes sentiments 

d'homme et de Français me font ardemment souhai
ter le.succès définitif de ces admirables Boers dans 
la guerre infâme que l'Angleterre a engagée contre 
eux pour les plus iniques, les plus vils motifs.

Klotz, 
Député de la Somme.

<*
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Chaque succès des Boers me réjouit ; chaque in
succès m'attriste profondément. Mais j'espère que 
la victoire définitive demeurera aux deux vaillantes 
Républiques qui, grandes comme les deux mains, 
remplissent le monde d’admiration.

Tant de courage et tant d’héroïsme seraient-ils 
inutilement dépensés ? Je veux croire que non, et 
nul plus que moi n’applaudira au triomphe du droit 

. contre la force.
Les mercantile anglais méritent un châtiment, 

pourvu qu'il soit complet!
E. Gay.

/

Mon cher Cyral,
L’Angleterre vient de montrer jusqu’où le mer

cantilisme d'un gouvernement peut ravaler la di
gnité des nations. La Grande-Bretagne martyrisa un 
grand homme à Sainte-Hélène et un peuple en Afri
que Australe.

Rex Vel, 
Publiciste.

Cette agression, que rien ne justifie et qui est ba- 
sée sur les mobiles les plus vils, est la honte de l’An
gleterre.

Julien Dumas.
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Vivent les B oers ! à bas les Anglais, à bas les vo- 
leurs et les envahisseurs I

Morlxaud.

Mon cher Monsieur Cyral,
Demander à un Français et à un patriote ce qu’il 

pense de la guerre des Boers, c’est résoudre la ques
tion. C’est lui arracher un cri d’admiration pour ces 
peuples libres qui combattent jusqu’à la mort pour 
leur patrie et pour la liberté. Or, vous me savez 
Français et patriote.

Louis Gaillot,
Président de la ligue Nationale, Commerciale, 

Coloniale et Maritime, Rédacteur en chef 
du Monde Colonial Illustré.

Les Boers sont des lutteurs extraordinaires, des 
héros glorieux dignes d'admiration et méritant de 

• servir d’exemple à nos générations petites, corrom
pues et lâches qui subissent toutes les hontes sans 
bouger.

Amilcàre Cipriani.
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La cause du Transvaal est, comme la cause de la 
Finlande, comme celle des Philippines, comme 
celle de Slesvig, la cause même de la Justice.

Gabriel Monod, 
de l'Institut.

& *

S’il y avait encore une France, ou s’il y avait seu
lement une Europe, l’Angleterre serait sauvée au 
détriment de son amour-propre, car on lui impose
rait la paix au nom des principes élémentaires du 
droit humain.

Armand Grébauval, 
Ancien Président 

du Conseil municipal de Paris.
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CONCLUSION

Au travers la fumée des batailles qui ensanglan
tèrent l’Afrique Australe au cours de la terrible 
tragédie Anglo Boer, nous avons entrevu deux âmes, 
deux peuples, deux homines; l’âme de la liberté et 
celle de la finance, un peuple de héros et un peuple 
de sauvages, un lion: Kruger ; une hyène: Cham
berlain !

Nous avons entendu au milieu des râles des 
femmes martyrisées, des vieillards assassinés, des 
enfants affamés et des soldats blessés, la voix de 
de tout un peuple martyr, que l’ont peut tuer, mais 
que l'on ne peut réduire.

L’Angleterre, en entreprenant cette guerre, espé
rait pouvoir facilement ajouter à Técrin de son em
pire colonial, ces deux riches perles: le Transvaal et 
l’Orange.

Les mines de diamants et d’or de ces pays étaient 
de trop belles proies pour ne pas être prises; de plus 
la question du chemin de fer du Cap au Caire était 
mise en jeu.

M. Chamberlain et ses complices, Cecil Khodes et 
Alfred Milner s’étaient figuré n’avoir qu'à envoyer 
quelques troupes pour arriver à leur but.

Or, le War Office a déjà dépensé près de cinq mil
liards, expédié près de trois cent mille hommes 
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et de ridicule, et la guerre continue toujours !
En Angleterre» l'augmentation des impôts est ve* 

nue jeter un grand trouble sur le commerce et sur 
l'industrie; la main-d'œuvre coûtant beaucoup plus 
cher qu'autrefois, par suite do cet accroissement de 
charges, les produits manufactures anglais vont se 
trouver dans une situation difficile pour lutter con
tre la concurrence des produits similaires français, 
allemands ou américains.

Nous n'insisterons pas davantage sur les consé
quences économiques qui pourront découler de cette 
guerre, et nous concilierons ainsi :

La force do l'argent ne peut rien contre la force du 
droit, lorsque tçs défenseurs de ce droit ont fait d’a
vance le sacrifice de tout ce qui leur était cher et de 
leur vie.

Quant aux férocités commises cyniquement par 
les Anglais en Afrique Australe, férocités qui ont 
soulevé dans l'univers tout entier des cris d'horreur, 
rien ne saurait les justifier.

Si l'Angleterre parvient à ses fins en exterminant 
les vaillantes races des Boers et des Afrikanders, 
pourra-t-elle jamais jouir de ces conquêtes? Non, 
car sur le livre de l’histoire, elle aura taché une page 
de sang.

Les taches de sang ne s'effacent jamais.
Un crime est toujours punil
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Dick May et la première école de
journalisme en France. Entre réforme
sociale et professionnalisation
Dick May and the first School of Journalism in France. Between social Reform

and Professionalization

Vincent Goulet

1 En France, la première école de journalisme a été fondée en 1899 par une femme, Jeanne

Weill (1859-1925), plus connue sous le nom de plume de Dick May1. Pour cette écrivaine

« convertie à la science sociale », la sociologie et le journalisme – deux disciplines alors en

voie  de  constitution –  sont  fortement  liés,  la  presse  pouvant  diffuser  au  plus  grand

nombre les acquis de la nouvelle science sociale et participer ainsi à la régénération de la

République. En effet, à l’aube du XXe siècle, après la séquence boulangiste, la révélation

du scandale des « chéquards » de Panama et l’affaire Dreyfus, la société française vit une

crise morale et politique tandis que la presse subit d’importantes transformations (succès

de la presse populaire et régionale, augmentation des tirages et de la taille des rédactions,

nouvelles techniques d’enquête et de rédaction). Dans ce contexte troublé, la première

tentative de créer une formation professionnelle pour les journalistes est l’indice des

possibles proximités méthodologiques entre journalisme et science sociale, mais surtout

de la recherche commune d’un nouveau pacte démocratique au moment où la science

sociale et sa vulgarisation étaient considérées par certains intellectuels, en particulier

dreyfusards, comme une véritable « voie de salut » susceptible de renforcer la cohésion

de  la  nation.  Particulièrement  active  mais  dans  une  position  dominée  dans  ce  que

Christian Topalov (1999 : 461-474) a appelé le « champ réformateur », Dick May tente de

participer  à  la  constitution d’une  nouvelle  idéologie  républicaine  par  l’enseignement

social  et  la  formation  des  « médiateurs  de  la  société  de  masse »  que  deviennent

progressivement les journalistes. Le parcours de Dick May comme le destin de son école

révèlent les tensions à l’œuvre dans le champ politique, économique et journalistique,

alors que le compagnonnage dans « l’écriture du social » entre littérature, journalisme et

Dick May et la première école de journalisme en France. Entre réforme sociale...

Questions de communication, 16 | 2011

1
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science sociale qui avait marqué les deux premiers tiers du XIXe siècle cède la place à une

division plus rigoureuse ou plus rigide, c’est selon, du travail de représentation de la

société.

Dick May et l’enseignement de la science sociale 

2 Dick May a un parcours particulièrement révélateur de la fraction de la petite bourgeoisie

et de la classe moyenne intellectuelle qui,  dans la deuxième partie du XIXe siècle,  se

passionne pour les questions sociales. Ce que l’on a pu appeler rétrospectivement, et de

façon normative, une « mode intellectuelle »2, était au cœur des luttes politiques et des

conflits de définition pour renouveler le pacte républicain à partir d’une vision qui se

voulait scientifique de la société. Jeanne Weill est née en 1859 à Alger où son père, Michel

Aaron Weill, occupe depuis 1846 le poste de grand rabbin du Consistoire d’Algérie. En

1863, la famille rentre en Métropole et s’installe à Sélestat, dans l’Est de la France, région

dont est originaire le père. La défaite de 1871 les contraint à un nouveau déménagement

et après quelques péripéties, la famille Weill finit par se fixer définitivement à Paris en

1885. Athée, Jeanne semble se construire contre la figure écrasante de son père, un lettré

à l’imposante bibliothèque et au réseau social étendu, mais, née fille, elle ne bénéficie pas

de  l’école  comme  moyen  d’échapper  à  la  religiosité  familiale  pour  se  réaliser

intellectuellement,  contrairement  à  son  frère  cadet  Georges,  qui  devient  un  brillant

universitaire,  historien  du  socialisme  et  du  saint-simonisme.  Largement  autodidacte,

ayant eu, selon son frère, « de très bonne heure le rêve de devenir écrivain »3, Jeanne se

lance en 1889, juste après la mort de son père, dans une carrière littéraire et semble y

gagner une certaine notoriété : « En 1892 le nom de Dick May commence à être connu

dans  les  bureaux  de  rédaction »  (ibid.).  Elle  publie  nouvelles  et  feuilletons  dans

L’Illustration, Le Temps, Le Journal des Débats, La Liberté, dont certains sont repris en volume

comme L’Affaire Allard et Le Cas Georges Arrel, en 1892 aux éditions Calmann Lévy. Plus

tard,  en  1898,  elle  écrit  un roman,  L’Alouette (d’abord  publié  dans  La  Revue  blanche),

l’histoire d’une jeune provinciale qui rêve d’être publiée à Paris et d’y rencontrer l’amour.

Le  style  de  ses  œuvres  révèle  un  caractère  quelque  peu  exalté,  sujet  à  l’emphase

caractéristique de l’époque, tandis que ses thématiques s’inscrivent dans son milieu social

d’origine, la petite bourgeoisie intellectuelle, bien plus que dans le monde ouvrier. 

3 Comme l’a montré Christophe Charles (1990 : 4), malgré l’augmentation des débouchés

pour les productions intellectuelles en cette fin de siècle, le nombre croissant de « gens de

lettres » et la vive concurrence qui les opposent pour être publiés interdisent souvent aux

nouveaux venus de pouvoir vivre de leur plume4.  Le contexte est plus difficile encore

pour les femmes, dont beaucoup empruntent un pseudonyme masculin (Thiesse, 1984 :

194). Jeanne entre donc en 1889, comme secrétaire, au service du comte de Chambrun, un

riche mécène qui se pique de littérature, de politique et de beaux-arts. Cet ancien député

de  la  Lozère,  propriétaire  des  cristalleries  de  Baccarat  dans  les  Vosges,  catholique,

aristocrate et paternaliste, est sensible aux idées de justice sociale et fut notamment en

relation avec Tocqueville et Le Play (Blum, 1998 : 28-29). Durant une nuit de maladie en

1891,  il  « se  convertit  à  l’économie  sociale »5,  et  n’a  depuis  de  cesse  de  créer  des

institutions assurant son développement : financement de chaires d’économie sociale à

l’École libre des sciences politiques, à la Faculté de droit et à la Sorbonne, mécénat de

l’Alliance coopérative internationale de Charles Gide, création de prix récompensant les

initiatives améliorant le sort des ouvriers, fondation en 1894 du Musée social. Dick May

Dick May et la première école de journalisme en France. Entre réforme sociale...

Questions de communication, 16 | 2011

2

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 191 of 1031



devient sa représentante auprès des différentes institutions avec lesquelles il traite et se

fait  ainsi  connaître  dans  les  sphères  dirigeantes  du monde politique  et  universitaire

parisien, augmentant considérablement son capital social (Weisz, 1979 : 94 et sq. ; Goulet,

2008). Dans le sillage de son employeur et ami, elle prend conscience de l’intérêt de la

nouvelle science sociale pour résoudre les contradictions de la société française mais

aussi de la place qu’elle peut elle-même prendre dans la diffusion de celle-ci. Devenue

« entrepreneur  de  réforme »,  selon  le  terme  proposé  par  Christian  Topalov  (1999 :

398-406), Dick May liera désormais son destin personnel avec l’enseignement de cette

discipline  nouvelle  qui  articule  de  manière  encore  confuse  politique,  littérature,

philanthropisme, morale et science.

4 Après avoir secondé le comte de Chambrun dans la création du Musée social, institution

qui  la déçoit  rapidement parce que devenue,  selon elle,  « une petite église d’initiés »

(May, 1896 : 39), Dick May s’engage en 1895 dans l’aventure de la création du Collège libre

des sciences sociales dont elle devient la secrétaire générale. Cette institution, qui est la

première à proposer un enseignement systématique des sciences sociales, est privée mais

reçoit des subventions de l’État. Les cours proposés sont très variés, représentatifs des

contours larges de la science sociale qui n’a pas encore un corps de méthodes précises et

qui demeure fortement reliée aux idées politiques (cours de morale,  de vie politique,

d’organisation familiale, des études de la religion « dans ses rapports avec la société »,

une  initiation  à  l’hygiène  scolaire  et  à  la  pédagogie  physiologiste,  des  cours  de

philosophie,  etc.).  Plusieurs « journalistes »6 enseignent au Collège,  comme Francis de

Pressensé,  alors chroniqueur de politique étrangère au journal Le Temps (il  donne un

cours d’« Histoire des doctrines et de la législation sociales depuis la Révolution ») ou

Yves Guyot, ancien ministre, devenu rédacteur en chef du Journal des Débats (il donne un

cours  d’économie  politique,  c’est-à-dire  d’économie « libérale »,  par  opposition  à

l’économie sociale, « coopérativiste »). C’est dans le cadre du Collège libre des sciences

sociales que Dick May songe à créer une école de journalisme, projet qu’elle réalisera

effectivement dans l’institution qu’elle va fonder, l’École des hautes études sociales.

Les contradictions des débuts de l’école de
journalisme

5 En 1899, se disant déçue par le manque d’engagement de ses responsables auprès des

dreyfusards (Dombrowsky, 2000 : 22), mais aussi en raison de conflits de personnes, Dick

May prend ses distances avec le Collège et crée l’École des hautes études sociales (EHES)

qui s’installe rue de la Sorbonne à proximité de la prestigieuse université parisienne.

Cette  école  est  soutenue  par  des  notoriétés  du  monde  intellectuel :  Émile  Boutroux,

philosophe  influent  à  la  Sorbonne,  Émile  Duclaux,  directeur  de  l’Institut  Pasteur,

dreyfusiste et partisan du mouvement des Universités populaires, Alfred Croiset, doyen

de la Sorbonne, l’éditeur Felix Alcan, Georges Sorel, un ingénieur des Ponts et Chaussées

converti au marxisme qui partage la même aversion que Dick May pour les institutions

officielles7. Le programme des conférences (l’EHES, dans un premier temps, ne délivre pas

de diplôme) apparaît aussi éclectique que celui du Collège, mais il a la particularité d’être

divisé  en  trois  « Écoles » :  une  École  de  morale  et  de  pédagogie  (« dont  le  but  est

d’intéresser un public d’élite aux problèmes moraux posés par la vie contemporaine »,

Croiset,  1911 :  11),  une  École  sociale  (plus  axée  sur  les  questions  politiques  et

économiques) et une École de journalisme. En 1903, Dick May joindra à l’ensemble une
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quatrième  section,  l’École  d’arts,  dans  laquelle  Romain  Rolland  développera,  en

particulier, la musicologie naissante (Jeanneret, 2004). 

6 Si Dick May songe à intervenir dans la formation des journalistes, c’est avant tout avec

l’idée de diffuser et populariser la science sociale. L’intention prosélyte est évidente et

s’inscrit dans un plan d’ensemble de vulgarisation de la discipline nouvelle susceptible de

renouveler en profondeur le pacte républicain : « D’ici à dix ans, nos étudiants auront

couvert  la  France de missions  laïques  et  transmis  jusqu’au fond des  provinces  notre

parole de vérité » (lettre à Eugène Fournière du 8 avril 1899, in : Prochasson, 1985 : 24).

L’affaire Dreyfus avait, une fois encore, montré l’influence de la presse dans la société

française, tandis que cette même presse vivait d’importantes transformations, souvent

vécues sur le mode de la crise : d’un point de vue moral, avec les révélations successives

de la vénalité de la presse d’opinion et de sa connivence avec le personnel politique

(Mollier, 2001 : 123-138), d’un point de vue économique avec son industrialisation et le

triomphe des journaux populaires à un sou8.  Un nouveau style de journalisme, moins

doctrinal,  privilégiant  le  reportage  et  le  fait  divers  s’impose  face  à  l’ancien  modèle

politique  et  littéraire  (Delporte,  1999 :  60  et  sq.).  En  outre,  depuis  ses  origines

particulièrement  hétéronomes,  le  champ  journalistique  doit  s’adapter  aux  récentes

transformations politiques : le personnel politique de la Troisième République a moins

besoin d’une presse élitiste et « censitaire » que d’une presse qui s’adresse à tous les

électeurs du suffrage universel masculin, tandis que, avec le ralliement de l’Église à la

République et le renforcement d’un courant socialiste parlementaire et réformiste, un

consensus  se  forme  autour  d’une  relative  dépassionalisation  de  la  lutte  proprement

politique pour  déplacer  l’intérêt  sur  les  questions de morale  ou de citoyenneté9.  Les

journalistes doivent donc reconsidérer leur fonction et leur place dans la société, ce qui se

traduit  par  de  nombreux  débats  dans  les  revues  et  journaux10.  Les  associations  de

journalisme se développent et, sous l’effet de la division du travail rédactionnel, prennent

de plus en plus une forme syndicale11. En créant une formation au métier de journaliste,

Dick  May  entend  donc  également  répondre  aux  préoccupations  éthiques  et

professionnelles qui s’expriment dans un groupe social qui se structure progressivement :

« L’École de Morale répondait à un besoin ; l’École de journalisme parut l’expression
d’un devoir. Les polémiques furieuses de l’Affaire rappelaient à un grand nombre de
mémoires  les  campagnes  vénales  du  Panama.  Des  mercenaires  ou  des  pirates,
embusqués dans des feuilles de chantage, détroussaient moralement les passants
désarmés. Le mensonge devenait une élégance. L’injure ne se distinguait plus que
par sa grossièreté. Sauf, bien entendu, d’éclatantes exceptions, – à l’heure même où
la  démocratie,  cherchant  la  notion  du  juste,  prenait  conscience  de  sa
souveraineté –,  la  presse,  échappant  aux  compétences  pratiques,  tendaient  à
devenir un repaire d’apaches et de décavés. La fondation de l’École de journalisme,
en  novembre  1899,  fut  une  tentative  heureuse,  je  crois,  dans  son  principe,  de
rééducation morale et professionnelle » (May, 1911 : 3-4). 

7 Avant  1898,  l’idée que les  journalistes  devaient  aborder  la  carrière avec un « bagage

sérieux de connaissances et de solides garanties morales » avait déjà été soulevée par le

chroniqueur judiciaire Albert Bataille, qui tenta de créer au Figaro, avec le soutien de son

directeur, une école de journalisme (il mourut avant que le projet n’aboutisse) (Fournière,

1911 : 107). En 1895, l’École libre des sciences politiques ouvre un cours de « Préparation

au journalisme » (Avenel,  1895 :  VI et VII)  mais il  n’existe pas d’école dédiée. Pour la

plupart des membres de la profession, le métier s’apprend encore exclusivement « sur le

tas » et les journalistes sont, à l’époque, hostiles à toute forme de pédagogie rationalisée,

convaincus  que  l’écriture  est  avant  tout  un  don.  Les  rares  ouvrages  qui  traitent  du
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journalisme se contentent généralement d’un rapide historique de la profession (qui met

bien sûr en avant  la  « marche vers  la  liberté de la presse »)  et  d’une description de

l’industrie de la presse et de l’organisation des journaux pour éventuellement terminer

sur  quelques  considérations  morales12.  Alors  que  la  presse  s’ouvre  aux  « couches

nouvelles », notamment de province, et se « démocratise », que le nombre de journalistes

augmente, comme la taille des rédactions et la division du travail en leur sein, rien n’est

fait pour améliorer la formation des journalistes (Martin, 1997 : 125-126).

8 Dans ce contexte difficile, Dick May cherche à investir son entreprise d’un fort capital

symbolique,  essentiel  à sa réussite,  et  fait  appel  aux professionnels qu’elle connaît  le

mieux, c’est-à-dire ceux de la « grande presse parisienne », des journalistes reconnus de

l’ancienne génération, au style « littéraire ». En mobilisant ses réseaux sociaux les plus

immédiats, elle s’inscrit de fait dans une conception du journalisme influencée par le pôle

traditionnel du champ journalistique, ce qui va rentrer en contradiction avec son projet

initial de réforme de la presse par le renouvellement social et pédagogique des jeunes

journalistes. Ainsi trouve-t-on, parmi les premiers enseignants de l’école, Henri Fouquier

(1838-1901), un critique dramatique et un chroniqueur célèbre qui signe dans plusieurs

journaux de tendances bien différentes, du Temps ou du Figaro (républicains modérés) à

L’Écho de Paris (droite nationaliste) ou Le Gaulois (monarchiste), ou encore dans Gil Blas

(feuille littéraire et  d’échos,  volontiers grivoise).  Cette « plume » n’a pas toujours été

moralement  exemplaire :  en février  1888,  il  fait  une critique louangeuse d’un obscur

littérateur dans le Gil Blas contre la somme de 1 500 francs (Martin, 1997 : 155). Autre

personnalité qui soutient activement l’école, Jules Claretie (1840-1913) ; il est journaliste

au Figaro et au Temps et auteur de romans et de pièces de théâtre, administrateur de la

Comédie  française,  élu  à  l’Académie.  Ce  républicain  pour  qui  « la  chronique,  c’est

l’histoire  en déshabillé »  est  un habitué des  théâtres  et  des  salons,  de cette  « frange

incertaine où se côtoient la bonne société et son envers » (Martin, 1997 : 155). Ce vétéran

de  la  presse  républicaine,  par  ailleurs  président  de  la  Société  des  Gens  de  Lettres,

s’inquiète lui aussi de la nécessaire professionnalisation de la corporation : fondateur de

l’Association des journalistes parisiens en 1884, il demandait déjà d’interdire la profession

aux « amateurs »13.

9 Parmi les autres représentants de cette presse « sérieuse » et « doctrinale » qui participe

au lancement de l’école et y donne des cours pratiques, on trouve également Adolphe

Brisson  (Annales  politiques  et  littéraires)14,  Jean  Cornély  (monarchiste  et  dreyfusard,

échotier au Figaro), Eugène Lautier (chroniqueur de politique intérieure au Temps). Toutes

ces plumes reconnues ont peu de liens avec les « petits rédacteurs » des bas étages de

rédactions de plus en plus hiérarchisées et leurs pratiques ont bien peu à voir avec les

emplois auxquels peut prétendre un nouvel arrivant dans le métier :  le fait divers,  le

reportage, les articles spécialisés pour les magazines féminins ou la presse sportive alors

en pleine expansion, ce qui provoque un premier hiatus dans cette offre nouvelle de

formation.

10 Par  sa  nouveauté,  son  financement  (essentiellement  privé)  et  son  positionnement

problématique entre le pôle rénovateur du champ universitaire et le pôle conservateur du

champ journalistique,  l’École  de  journalisme  peine  à  trouver  son  public.  Le  manque

d’archives sur cette institution (elles ont disparu au cours des multiples déménagements

des « Écoles ») empêche d’avoir une idée très précise des enseignements et du profil des

inscrits.  L’histoire  encore  très  fragmentaire  de  cette  formation  mériterait  d’être

complétée par de plus amples recherches. On ne connaît également rien des carrières
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professionnelles  de  ses  étudiants  et  peu  de  journalistes  consacrés  semblent  s’être

réclamés par la suite de cette école. Le cycle, qui dure deux ans, est sanctionné par des

examens finaux mais ne fera l’objet d’un véritable diplôme qu’à partir de 1910. Dans les

premiers temps, les cours théoriques et les conférences semblent être les plus nombreux :

il  s’agit  essentiellement  d’un panorama de  la  presse  à  l’étranger  (Angleterre,  Russie,

Amérique) ou de l’histoire de la presse depuis la Restauration. Un des piliers de l’école,

l’historien Charles Seignobos, assure une « Histoire contemporaine traitée au point de

vue du journalisme politique ».  Un cours de législation de la presse est également au

programme, ainsi qu’une initiation à la critique dramatique et à la critique musicale. Les

cours pratiques sont assurés, jusqu’en 1903, par Jules Cornely et Adolphe Brisson (cours

professionnel de rédaction et correction des exercices) ainsi qu’Eugène Lautier (enquêtes

à l’étranger). Un journaliste moins connu, Jean Bernard, correspondant à Paris pour Le

Courrier de Haïphong et collaborateur politique pour la Correspondance de la Presse, donne

pendant plusieurs années des cours de grande actualité, reportage et interview. Le cursus

de journalisme ne propose pas de cours de sciences sociales, les étudiants étant invités à

suivre ceux des autres filières de l’École, des systèmes d’inscription dégressifs à plusieurs

filières  étant  proposés.  Dans  les  faits,  on  ne  sait  pas  si  les  étudiants  inscrits  en

journalisme suivaient effectivement les autres cours et conférences proposés par l’EHES.

À partir de 1901, sont proposées des visites « sur le terrain » comme à la Chambre et au

Sénat,  ce  qui  dénote  encore  une  conception  très  traditionnelle  et  politique  du

journalisme.

11 Dans le milieu de la presse, l’initiative suscite l’indifférence ou la moquerie : L’Illustration

du 22 juillet 1899 (dans laquelle a pourtant publié Dick May) annonce, sous la forme d’une

bande dessinée satirique,  l’ouverture d’une école de journaliste qui  « sera gratuite et

ouverte  aux  personnes  des  deux  sexes  sans  distinction  d’opinion »  auxquelles  « les

professeurs les plus qualifiés enseigneront le lancement des nouvelles à sensation,

l’interview, l’instantané, la silhouette parisienne (soit à l’École, soit à la promenade), et

l’escrime  pratique,  science  sans  laquelle  le  journaliste  ne  serait  qu’un  vulgaire

littérateur ». Le ton est plus acerbe dans la livraison du 18 novembre 1899, au lendemain

du premier cours d’Henri Fouquier : 

« M. Fouquier lui-même, maître en ce métier difficile,  a trop d’expérience et de
sagacité  pour s’illusionner sur l’utilité  d’une école  qui  ne peut faire que double
emploi avec les divers établissements classiques, primaires, secondaires, supérieurs
où l’on apprend l’orthographe, la géographie et l’histoire, et qui, d’autre part, ne
saurait suppléer par un enseignement théorique à l’éducation professionnelle qu’on
n’acquiert que ‘‘sur le tas’’, comme disent les maçons, et en mettant la main à la
pâte.  Jusqu’à  présent,  en  s’aventurant  dans  la  carrière  au  petit  bonheur,  les
apprentis  de  la  presse  n’avaient  que  des  aspirations ;  les  élèves  de  la  ‘‘boîte’’
spéciale –  si  toutefois  elle  a  le  temps d’en former –  en sortiront  avec  un mince
bagage  et  des  prétentions  énormes.  Et  voilà  pourquoi,  je  le  crains,  l’École  des
journalistes risque fort d’être une nouvelle succursale de la grande École des ratés »
(article non signé). 

12 Pour sa part, Henri Avenel (1999 : XII), l’éditeur de l’Annuaire de la presse, évoque en août

1899 avec scepticisme l’annonce de la création de cette formation : 

« Pas plus ni moins que dans toutes les carrières libérales, les récompenses et les
brevets  ne  feront  naître  le  talent  dans  une  profession,  où,  après  l’éducation
première de l’école ou du lycée, les qualités natives forment le principal appoint du
mérite  et  du succès,  où le  tempérament  individuel,  s’il  existe  à  l’état  latent,  se
développe, en dehors des leçons apprises, au contact des hommes et des choses, où
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il faut être doué surtout de ce qui ne saurait s’apprendre d’un maître : l’intuition, le
tact, le coup d’œil, la rapidité de la conception, la facilité de l’expression ».

13 Cette  défense  de  l’idéologie  du  don  qui,  conjugué  à  la  rigueur,  au  travail  et  au

compagnonnage, doit suffire à la formation des professionnels du journalisme d’abord

considérés comme des « gens de lettres » est révélatrice du positionnement conservateur

de la profession, alors qu’au même moment les progressistes et les réformateurs tentent

de rationaliser l’enseignement pour permettre l’accès de la connaissance à toutes les

catégories sociales. L’accueil de l’École de journalisme de Dick May, dreyfusienne engagée

dans la « nébuleuse réformiste » (Topalov, 1999), est d’abord une péripétie de cette lutte

politique pour la qualification de l’enseignement. Quatre ans plus tôt,  le même Henri

Avenel avait présenté avec beaucoup plus d’enthousiasme et de sympathie la mise en

place d’une « Préparation au journalisme » à l’École libre de sciences politiques d’Émile

Boutry.  Il  est  vrai  que  ce  n’est  pas  la  première  fois  que  Dick  May  et  ses  proches

s’affrontent aux libéraux15 et, sur ce terrain également, se joue la rivalité entre sciences

politiques (nettement libérales) et sciences sociales (plus « socialistes ») dans la définition

de l’idéologie dominante républicaine.

14 Mais les réactions des journalistes de l’époque à l’ouverture de cette formation révèlent

cependant une conception quelque peu contradictoire du journalisme qui dépasse sans

doute les clivages politiques : si tous estiment qu’il faut, pour exercer la profession, avant

tout un ethos, un rapport lettré au monde que seule une socialisation dans les rédactions

peut  offrir,  l’idée  d’une  nécessaire  professionnalisation  fait  son  chemin,  selon  des

compétences  spécifiques  mais  qui  restent  encore  à  définir  précisément.  Ainsi  Henri

Avenel  (1899 :  XVI),  dans  ce  même  article,  conclut-il  que  « l’étude  des  faits,  des

documents précis, de l’histoire, de la statistique, de la science sociale, est, à notre sens, la

meilleure,  la  plus  efficace ‘‘École  des  Journalistes’’ ». Or,  où appréhender ces  notions

complexes sinon dans une formation dédiée ?

15 Si  l’école commence de manière satisfaisante,  avec 47 élèves inscrits dès la première

année,  elle  rencontre  rapidement,  de  l’aveu  même  de  Dick  May,  des  difficultés

d’organisation. Les effectifs progressent trop lentement et stagnent au-dessous de 140

auditeurs de 1904 à 1908, tandis que les autres filières de l’EHES attirent un public plus

nombreux. 

Tableau 1. Effectifs de l’École des hautes études sociales16.

École de morale École sociale École de journalisme École d’arts

1900-1901 42 62 47 –

1901-1902 89 80 63 –

1902-1903 150 83 73 –

1903-1904 135 113 91 196

1904-1905 185 140 126 226

1905-1906 170 155 133 301

1906-1907 259 130 126 215
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1907-1908 200 142 140 241

1908-1909 160 195 169 292

1909-1910 186 215 222 310

16 De 1905 à 1907, l’École de journalisme traverse une crise de direction, les cours perdent

tout caractère pratique et sont constitués pour l’essentiel de conférences sur « la presse

aujourd’hui » et de « causeries sur le journalisme ». L’École est présentée en 1906 par le

manuel de journalisme de Vincent Jamati (1906 : 20) comme « n’ayant malheureusement

pas abouti à des résultats durables ». À la rentrée 1907, l’arrivée d’un nouveau directeur

des études, Henri Guernut (1876-1943), donne un second souffle à la formation, au prix de

réformes qui l’éloignent des intentions originelles de Dick May.

La deuxième période de l’école de journalisme et la
recherche de l’opérationnalité

17 Alors  jeune  avocat  et  collaborateur  de  la  presse  socialiste  (La Revue  socialiste et  Le 

Prolétaire),  Henri Guernut est un homme de la nouvelle génération qui rompt avec le

journalisme doctrinal qui dominait alors symboliquement le champ journalistique. Ce fils

de  paysan  de  l’Aisne  est  un  pur  produit  de  l’école  républicaine :  remarqué  par  son

instituteur, il obtient une bourse, quitte son village pour l’école primaire supérieure de

Vervins, puis les lycées de Laon et Lille, où il devient lauréat du Concours général. Après

le lycée Louis-le-Grand de Paris, il  obtient sa Licence de Droit à la Sorbonne (Hérody,

2002). À ce parcours sans faute s’ajoute un engagement dreyfusien qui l’introduit dans les

cercles  intellectuels  et  politiques  qui  arriveront  au  pouvoir  à  cette  période  de  la

Troisième  République.  C’est  sans  doute  par  l’intermédiaire  d’Eugène  Fournière,

chroniqueur parlementaire pour La Petite République et directeur de La Revue socialiste, par

ailleurs une relation de longue date de Dick May, qu’il arrive à l’EHES. Henri Guernut, qui

n’est pas véritablement journaliste (il ne sera d’ailleurs jamais recensé dans l’Annuaire de

la presse), réorganise alors les enseignements de la formation en mettant l’accent sur les

aspects pratiques et ce que l’on appellerait aujourd’hui « l’opérationnalité ». 

18 S’il  y  a  toujours  des  conférences  sur  l’histoire  du  journalisme  et  les  aspects  du

journalisme à l’étranger, des « visites aux journaux » sont organisées et Henri Guernut

propose lui-même des « Exercices pratiques de journalisme », tandis que Jean Bernard est

relégué à l’enseignement de l’« Histoire diplomatique de la IIIe République ». Plusieurs

cours  abordent  « l’organisation  d’un  journal  moderne »  et  ses  différentes  rubriques.

Eugène Fournière, devient également un des piliers de l’enseignement de l’École. Deux

ans plus tard, Eugène Ripault, secrétaire général du Journal des Débats, se joint à l’équipe

pour  dispenser  des  cours  professionnels  de  journalisme,  tandis  que  des  journalistes

viennent  présenter  aux  étudiants  leur  journal,  souvent  à  l’aide  de  projections

photographiques.  La tonalité de l’enseignement devient moins théorique et  prône un

journalisme plus factuel et conscient de la contrainte économique, en nette rupture avec

le journalisme doctrinal sous les hospices duquel Dick May avait lancé cette formation : 

« Mais  à  cette  heure  qui  lit  le  journal ?  Tout  le  monde,  le  peuple  travailleur,
ignorant  et  pressé.  Où ?  Dans  le  métropolitain,  entre  la  place  de  l’Étoile  et  le
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Châtelet ; à midi, au restaurant, pendant qu’il mange ; le soir rentré chez lui, dans
les criailleries des marmots. Et le lit-il ? En vérité, il le parcourt. Qu’y cherche-t-il ?
Des idées ? Non, des faits, des nouvelles toutes fraîches et toutes chaudes ; il veut
être informé tout de suite après l’événement ; il voudrait l’être en même temps, il
l’a été quelque fois avant. À ce public nouveau convient une forme de journalisme
nouvelle. Il faut que l’article soit court, réduit à l’indispensable ; il faut qu’il soit
clair,  que  toutes les  idées  flottantes  soient  ramassées,  concentrées  en  un  foyer
lumineux ; il faut qu’il soit net, à arêtes, sans effilés ni franges ; il faut qu’il soit vif :
c’est une obligation à présent d’être spirituel. Précisément parce qu’on est dévoré à
la hâte, il faut trouver des titres sensationnels qui attirent et déjà renseignent, des
sous-titres qui résument, des formulent qui frappent, des mots qui piquent et des
images qui fulgurent. Et avant tout, il faut aller vite, vite, et vite. À tout cela, nous
nous  essayons  à  l’École,  dans  des  exercices  gradués,  réels,  sur  les  choses  de
l’actualité » (Guernut, 1911 : 120).

19 L’École  de  journalisme  se  veut  désormais  une  école  pratique  où  sont  enseignés  les

mécanismes et le fonctionnement d’un journal moderne, l’histoire de la presse et de la

littérature journalistique, l’éducation historique, politique, sociale, juridique, morale du

journaliste, mais surtout où sont proposés des travaux pratiques d’écriture, notamment

dans sa dimension de vulgarisation. Une place est faite à la presse régionale, au recueil

des faits divers, à l’information financière : 

« On n’y enseigne que ce qui ne s’enseigne point ailleurs, et nos chaires ne sont
point  tant  occupées  par  des  professeurs  de  carrière  que  par  des  journalistes
spécialisés venant apporter aux élèves les résultats de leur expérience personnelle
sur  le  reportage comme sur  la  publicité,  sur  l’information politique comme sur
l’administration,  sur  la  jurisprudence  comme  sur  les  devoirs  professionnels
généraux,  sur  la  chronique  judiciaire  comme  sur  la  mise  en  page »  (Fournière,
1911 : 110). 

20 Contrairement à Jules Claretie, et dans un évident souci d’élargir la base du recrutement

de  l’École,  Henri  Guernut  estime  par  ailleurs  que  les  activités  journalistiques  sont

ouvertes à tout individu intéressé par les affaires publiques. Il écrit ainsi en 1910 : 

« Si  nous avons inscrit  cette année 222 élèves,  il  est  vraisemblable que nous ne
recevons pas uniquement de futurs journalistes. À vrai dire, ils sont le plus petit
nombre. La majorité de nos auditeurs est formée des étudiants de facultés, de l’élite
des  Universités  étrangères,  qui  devinent  à  des  signes  non  équivoques  que  le
personnel du journalisme est à la veille de s’étendre. Il y aura toujours des hommes
qui,  par  profession,  suivront  le  Président  de  la  République  en  voyage,
pourchasseront  les  députés  et  sénateurs  dans  les  couloirs,  courront  de
commissariat de police en commissariat, accompagneront, aideront, gêneront les
juges d’instructions dans leurs enquêtes ; il y aura toujours, attachés à un journal,
des informateurs. Mais de plus en plus, les journaux feront appel à des rédacteurs
occasionnels. [...] Or qui de nous, plus d’une fois dans sa vie, n’aura pas l’occasion
d’être  mêlé  à  un  événement  ou  de  soutenir  une  idée ?  Il  est  bon  de  nous  y
préparer » (Guernut, 1911 : 120-121).

21 L’inflexion va plus loin encore, l’École de journalisme prenant en 1910 le nom d’« École de

journalisme  et  de  préparation  à  la  vie  publique » :  « De  plus,  qu’on  le  veuille  ou  le

regrette,  la  démocratie,  par  la  force des  choses  est  le  gouvernement  de l’avenir.  Or,

qu’est-ce que la démocratie, si ce n’est tout le monde électeur, tout le monde éligible, tout

le  monde pensant,  tout  le  monde écrivant,  tout  le  monde journaliste ?  Nos élèves  le

pressentent bien » (ibid. : 123).

22 Ainsi, à partir de 1909, Henri Guernut ajoute-t-il à ses cours des « Exercices de parole en

public »  et  met  en  place  l’année  suivante  un important  module  sur  l’art  oratoire.  Il
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façonne la formation à l’image de ses ambitions : excellent orateur, il embrassera une

carrière politique à partir de 1924 dont les différentes étapes (député de l’union de la

gauche en 1928, rédacteur de la loi de 1935 sur le statut des journalistes) le mèneront

jusqu’au ministère de l’Éducation nationale du gouvernement radical de janvier à juin

1936, selon une trajectoire politique allant de la gauche socialisante vers le centre. On

peut penser que son passage par l’EHES aura été pour lui l’occasion de capter le réseau

social constitué par Dick May et de se faire connaître dans les cercles radicaux, puisqu’il

quitte brutalement l’École en 1912, une fois que Francis de Pressensé le propose comme

secrétaire général de la Ligue des droits de l’homme (fonction qu’il occupera jusqu’en

1932). En cinq ans, il aura néanmoins profondément transformé l’enseignement de l’École

de journalisme. Prenant à rebours le projet initial d’une moralisation de la société par la

professionnalisation  d’un  journalisme  nourri  de  science  sociale,  l’École  dispense

désormais  à  de  futurs  hommes  politiques  et  « leaders  d’opinion »  une  connaissance

générale du monde de la presse, de ses règles du jeu et des moyens de s’y faire entendre.

On s’éloigne ainsi de l’idéal des Universités populaires qui a motivé à l’origine Dick May,

laquelle semble d’ailleurs se désintéresser des affaires courantes de l’EHES et organise de

plus en plus souvent des « goûters mondains » dans les murs d’une école qui se notabilise

(Dombrowsky, 2000 : 25 ; Prochasson, 1985 : 30). 

23 Après avoir tenté un retour dans le champ littéraire17, Dick May semble céder à une forme

de découragement. Les « Propos inutiles », la chronique que Dick May tient dans Athéna,

la  revue  mensuelle  de  l’École,  prennent  un  ton  amer.  Même  si  on  peut  y  voir  une

coquetterie rhétorique,  le doute mine le grand projet  civilisateur de la fondatrice de

l’EHES  quand  elle  écrit  que  « la  misère  humaine  est  nécessaire  pour  enseigner  aux

hommes la pitié » (May, 1911b : 177-178). Quelques livraisons plus tard, elle abandonne la

chronique  philosophique  et  le  billet  d’humeur  pour  se  contenter  de  proposer  des

nouvelles ou des petites pièces théâtrales assez acerbes et sans intérêt littéraire. Dick

May, qui a désormais 52 ans, s’éloigne progressivement de l’activisme et des sciences

sociales pour poser en moraliste un regard désabusé sur la société. En signifiant la défaite

de  l’humanisme  et  de  l’esprit  de  progrès,  la  guerre  de  1914-1918  vient  ruiner  ces

aspirations déjà vacillantes. Sur le plan politique, 1917 consacre en Russie le succès du

marxisme révolutionnaire, classiste, radical et centralisé, sur la mouvance libertaire qui

avait  la préférence intellectuelle de Dick May et  ouvre une période où les socialistes

prennent l’avantage sur les radicaux, le milieu politique qui lui était objectivement le plus

proche. Sur le plan personnel, Dick May est affectée en 1919 par la mort de sa mère. Elle

transporte alors son logement au sein même de l’École. En 1923, disparaît son ami Alfred

Croiset, qui avait été le directeur de l’EHES depuis 1902. Jeanne Weill se tue dans les Alpes

en 1925, lors d’une randonnée, une activité qu’elle pratiquait régulièrement. Le quotidien

local,  Le  Savoyard,  rend  alors  compte  de  l’accident  en  parlant  de  la  « mort  d’une

journaliste parisienne »…

Conclusion

24 Les écoles de journalisme, et la première d’entre elles ne fait pas exception, ont pour

point commun d’être fondées en période de crise politique et sociale18. Elles ont toutes

pour objectif affiché de former des journalistes intègres et indépendants et de contribuer

ainsi  au bon fonctionnement de la  démocratie.  Pour soutenir  ces  ambitions à  la  fois

politiques  et  scientifiques  directement  héritées  des  Lumières  où  il  est  question
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« d’éclairer le Peuple par la Raison »,  le parrainage des sciences sociales est  des plus

utiles :  d’apparentes  proximités  méthodologiques  dans  le  travail  d’enquête  et  de

construction de la réalité sociale comme l’inévitable engagement citoyen de ces deux

types d’« écrivains du social » invitent à relier les deux disciplines19. Mais cette tentative

s’inscrit surtout dans un mouvement général, le nouveau siècle étant caractérisé par une

forte porosité entre science et réforme : « Pour les sciences sociales ou les savoir-faire

techniques  en  voie  de  constitution,  il  n’y  a  pas  de  frontière  fixe  avec  l’action

réformatrice : les savoirs se construisent intellectuellement et se légitiment socialement

dans des lieux communs avec des amateurs et des praticiens de toutes sortes » (Topalov,

1999 : 464). C’est donc naturellement aux journalistes qu’il revient de publiciser le plus

largement possible ces savoirs nouveaux et les lieux où ils se développent ; les hommes de

presse sont ainsi  des éléments essentiels  d’un « élan réformateur » qui  est  tout aussi

politique que scientifique, en ce sens qu’ils travaillent eux aussi et sur une large échelle à

la transformation du sens commun. Comme beaucoup de ses contemporains, au moment

où la raison scientifique semblait définitivement prendre la place de la théologie dans le

gouvernement des hommes, Dick May a pensé de façon très naturelle et un peu naïve que

le journalisme ne pouvait que se nourrir de science sociale pour tenir ses promesses

démocratiques. En rassemblant ses quatre formations au sein de l’EHES, elle pensait que

l’esprit de la science nouvelle allait nécessairement infuser tous les enseignements qui y

étaient dispensés et se répandre sans difficulté au-delà de ses murs. Le fait que son école,

comme beaucoup de « laboratoires réformistes » (les mutuelles, les sociétés d’habitation à

bon marché), restait indépendante des institutions publiques et des lourdeurs étatiques

était une garantie supplémentaire de saisir au plus près la dynamique du changement

moral et social. Outre un centre d’enseignement, l’École se voulait d’ailleurs un centre

intellectuel  au rayonnement le plus large possible où les  esprits  les  plus brillants de

l’époque esquisseraient les contours de la société à venir20 : Christophe Prochasson estime

que plus de 600 conférenciers y sont intervenus sur la période 1900-1910, dont le dixième

de  façon  régulière  (Prochasson,  1985 :  26),  et  l’on  y  retrouve  la  plupart  des  grands

intellectuels parisiens et des esprits qui ont marqué la période. En ce qui concerne la

sociologie, toutes les écoles ont été représentées : comtiens et le playsiens, Gabriel Tarde,

Émile Durkheim et ses disciples, René Worms...

25 Or, comme on a pu le constater, des quatre écoles de la rue de la Sorbonne, c’est l’École de

journalisme qui porte le moins l’empreinte de Dick May, comme si cet enseignement était

rapidement tombé sous le contrôle des journalistes eux-mêmes, avec leurs contradictions

ou,  dit  autrement,  sous  le  coup  des  logiques  apparemment  externes  à  l’activité

journalistique :  la  logique économique qui  fait  du journal  un produit  culturel  devant

générer des profits sur un marché hautement concurrentiel ; la logique politique pour

lequel le journal est un agent d’influence et de notoriété ; la logique anthropologique qui

contraint les producteurs de biens culturels à créer du « sens commun » et des valeurs et

représentations partageables  sans que leur validité scientifique soit  essentielle.  Parce

qu’elle  ne  concevait  pas  la  sociologie  comme une science  mais  comme une sorte  de

« catéchisme  républicain »,  Dick  May  n’a  pas  compris  la  fragilité  de  sa  tentative

d’« éducation sociale », d’autant plus que les bénéfices matérielles et symboliques retirés

de son statut « d’entrepreneur de réforme » l’incitaient à se replier sur le cercle de ses

pairs et dans les milieux universitaires, selon une dynamique commune à tout champ de

production intellectuel, et à s’éloigner dans le même temps de ceux-là mêmes (ouvriers,
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paysans,  petits  bourgeois  ou  gens  du  peuple)  qui  étaient  pourtant  les  destinataires

ultimes de son effort de démocratisation scientifique.

26 L’ambition si difficile à tenir d’un journalisme à la fois démocratique et scientifique est

peut-être une des raisons de la récurrence du discours de la déploration tenue par les

professionnels de bonne volonté contre la presse populaire. Dès les premières années de

fonctionnement de l’École de journalisme, Eugène Ripault reprend en mars 1911, dans le

quatrième livraison de la revue de l’École – Athéna – la déjà vieille antienne de la presse

populaire qui corrompt les masses et en appelle à la mission éducatrice que devrait au

contraire mener une presse responsable : « La presse de son côté, contribuerait aisément

et sans risque à l’opération nécessaire d’assainissement. Pour cela, que manque-t-il à tant

de journaux populaires ?  Un idéal.  Résolument,  il  faudrait  renoncer  à  encombrer  les

rubriques de reportages de récits oiseux ou malpropres ». Dans le même temps, tout en

appelant à une rationalisation des enseignements pour justement éviter ces « dérives »

populeuses, les journalistes-enseignants et les responsables de la formation peinent à

rompre  définitivement  avec  l’illusion  charismatique  du  métier  et  les  nécessités  du

compagnonnage.  Sur  ce  point,  Eugène  Fournière  fait  preuve  d’une  certaine  agilité

intellectuelle : 

« Il faudra toujours avoir des jambes agiles et l’esprit fertile en expédient pour faire
un bon reporter.  Mais  l’école  pourra  lui  apprendre qu’un reporter,  soucieux de
bonne tenue morale et respectueux de ses lecteurs,  ne dit  pas tout,  et qu’il  sait
discerner le vrai du conjoncturel, l’art ne consistant pas à farder ou déformer la
vérité ni à la traîner dans de bas et oiseux commérages, mais à la rendre visible en
un leste et synthétique croquis. Un bulletin de finance ou de commerce ne serait
pas  lu  s’il  était  mal  écrit.  Si  l’École  n’enseigne  pas  le  style –  et  quelle  école
l’enseigne ! – tout au moins munit-elle les jeunes gens d’une armature intérieure
qui met la probité du style au service de la probité des pensées et des entreprises »
(Fournière, 1911 : 111). 

27 Ces contradictions apparentes révèlent l’indéfinition de la profession de journaliste et sa

sujétion à des forces sociales qui limitent ses velléités d’autonomisation. Dans les faits, la

science sociale offre finalement peu de secours au journalisme. Au début du XXe siècle

déjà, la sociologie, qui vient de gagner avec les durkheimiens son indépendance et une

certaine reconnaissance scientifique, n’a guère plus de liens directs avec le monde de la

presse et les outils qu’elle propose sont difficilement utilisables par les journalistes. Le

destin de l’institution créée par Dick May est à cet égard emblématique. Sans direction

politique  et  scientifique  claire,  dépourvue de  l’aide  financière  de  l’État,  soumise  aux

contraintes économiques caractéristiques d’une formation qui doit trouver auprès de ses

étudiants l’essentiel de son financement, l’École de journalisme devient progressivement

une sorte d’« école de communication » généraliste qui recrute principalement dans le

groupe  des  enfants  de  la  classe  dominante  qui  ont  le  moins  réussi  scolairement  et

trouvent ainsi un cursus de rechange pour lancer leur carrière. Créée au sein d’une école

consacrée à l’enseignement du social, la première formation de journalisme en France

n’aura  finalement  pas  eu  de  liens  durables  avec  la  sociologie,  comme  si  l’écriture

journalistique s’était écartée pour un temps de « l’écriture du social » telle qu’elle pouvait

être partagée dans le deuxième tiers du XIXe siècle entre hommes de lettres, publicistes et

« pré-sociologues ». Les sciences sociales auront privilégié la recherche de la légitimité

scientifique  en  se  détournant  du  caractère  réformateur  voire  révolutionnaire  que

certains  intellectuels  voulurent  leur  conférer  (Prochasson,  1985 :  37-38)  et  les

journalistes, en inventant un « professionnalisme » ajusté aux contraintes économiques
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et  politiques  qu’ils  subissent  objectivement,  se  priveront  du  gain  d’autonomie  qu’un

compagnonnage plus étroit avec la sociologie aurait sans doute rendu possible.

BIBLIOGRAPHIE

Avenel H., dir., 1895-1912, Annuaire de la presse française et étrangère et du monde politique, Paris,

Flammarion.

Blum Fr., 1998, « Le Comte de Chambrun : catholique, mécène des protestants ? », pp. 27-41, in :

Chambelland C., dir., Le musée social en son temps, Paris, Presses de l’École normale supérieure.

Brisson A., 1895, « L’envers d’un journal », Annales politiques et littéraires, 24 mars.

Charles C., 1990, Naissance des « intellectuels », Paris, Éd. de Minuit.

— 2004, Le siècle de la presse (1830-1939), Paris, Éd. Le Seuil.

Delporte Chr., 1999, Les journalistes en France. 1880-1950. Naissance et construction d’une profession,

Paris, Éd. Le Seuil.

Dombrowsky P., 2000, Cent ans d’enseignement supérieur. Le groupe École Supérieure de journalisme,

École des hautes études politiques, École des hautes études internationales, Paris, brochure disponible

auprès des Écoles.

Dubief E., 1892, Paris, Le journalisme, Paris, Hachette.

Fournière E., 1911, « L’École de journalisme. Le passé » in : May D., éd., L’École des Hautes Études

Sociales, 1900-1910, Paris, Félix Alcan, pp. 105-112.

Goulet V., 2008, « Transformer la société par l’enseignement social. La trajectoire de Dick May

entre littérature, sociologie et journalisme », Revue d’histoire des sciences humaines, 19, pp. 117-142.

Guernut H., 1911, « L’École de journalisme. Le présent », in : May D., éd., L’École des hautes études

sociales, 1900-1910, Paris, Félix Alcan, pp. 113-124.

Hérody M., 2002, Henri Guernut, un défenseur des droits de l’homme, député de Château-Thierry, Paris,

Éd. L’Harmattan.

Jamati V., 1906, Pour devenir journaliste. Comment se rédige et s’administre un journal, Paris, Librairie

J. Victorien.

Jeanneret Y., 2004, « Musique, écriture et magistère chez Romain Rolland », Musicologies, 1e

année, 1, pp. 9-19.

Karady V., 1979, « Stratégies de réussites et modes de faire-valoir de la sociologie chez les

durkheimiens », Revue française de sociologie, vol. XX, 1, pp. 19-82.

Martin M., 1997, Médias et journalistes de la République, Paris, O. Jacob.

May D., 1896, L’enseignement social à Paris, suivi des programmes détaillés du Collège libre des sciences

sociales pour l’année 1896-97, Paris, A. Rousseau.

— éd., 1911, L’École des Hautes Études Sociales, 1900-1910, Paris, Félix Alcan.

Dick May et la première école de journalisme en France. Entre réforme sociale...

Questions de communication, 16 | 2011

13

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 202 of 1031



— 1911b, « Propos inutiles », Athéna, 2, janv.

Mollier J.-Y., 2001, « Autour du scandale de Panama : la presse à l’assaut des corrompus »,

pp. 123-138, in : Delporte Chr., Palmer M., Ruellan D., dirs, Presse à scandale, scandale de presse,

Paris, Éd. L’Harmattan.

Prochasson Chr., 1985, « Sur l’environnement intellectuel de Georges Sorel : l’École des hautes

études sociales (1899-1911) », Mil neuf cent. Revue d’histoire intellectuelle (Cahiers Georges Sorel),

vol. 3, 1, pp. 16-38.

— 1998, « Dick May et le social », pp. 43-58, in : Chambelland C., dir., Le Musée social en son temps, 

Paris, Presses de l’École normale supérieure. 

Ripault E., 1911, « La presse et l’Éducation du Peuple », Athéna, 4, mars.

Sternhell Z., 1983, Ni droite ni gauche. L’idéologie fasciste en France, Bruxelles, Éd. Complexes, 2000. 

Thiesse A.-M., 1984, Le roman du quotidien, Paris, Éd. Le Seuil, 2000.

Topalov Ch., dir., 1999, Laboratoires du nouveau siècle. La nébuleuse réformiste et des réseaux en France

(1880-1914), Paris, Éd. de l’École des hautes études en sciences sociales.

Weisz G., 1979, « L’idéologie républicaine et les sciences sociales. Les durkheimiens et la chaire

d’histoire d’économie sociale à la Sorbonne », Revue Française de Sociologie, vol. XX, 1, pp. 83-112.

Wogan T. de, 1898, Manuel des gens de lettres : le journal, le livre, le théâtre, Paris, Firmin-Didot.

NOTES

1.  Pour consulter les seules synthèses disponibles sur Dick May, voir Prochasson (1985, 1998) et

Goulet (2008).

2.  Les  questions  sociales  sont  considérées  comme  « une  sociologie  vulgarisée,  à  la  mode,

frelatée » (Karady, 1979 : 63). 

3.  Les propos du frère cadet de Dick May, Georges Weill (1865-1944) figurent dans un carnet

inédit, rédigé en 1938, aimablement communiqué par P. Dombrowsky.

4.  Chr. Charles note qu’entre 1872 et 1901 le nombre de journalistes et d’hommes de lettres a

doublé.

5.  « J’ai donc fait vœu d’économie sociale, me trouvant sur le grabat, et sur le pire des grabats

de ma vie entière, le 25 janvier 1891. Que je fasse encore une bonne action avant de mourir »

(« Archives du Musée social », in : Blum Fr., 1998 : 34).

6.  Comme le  souligne  Chr.  Charles  (1990 :  40),  le  terme de  « journaliste »  n’a  pas  la  même

acceptation à  la  fin  du XIXe siècle  qu’aujourd’hui.  En 1896,  on distinguait  les  publicistes  des

journalistes-hommes de lettres, les premiers publiant exclusivement dans les journaux (ce qui les

rapprochent de nos journalistes actuels) et les seconds ayant la profession d’écrivain (ce qui les

conduisait à publier très souvent d’abord dans les journaux).

7.  En 1892, après 25 ans de carrière professionnelle, G. Sorel (1847-1922) prend une retraite

anticipée et se consacre à l’étude de la sociologie naissante dont il adopte l’approche marxiste. Il

devient une personnalité importante du syndicalisme révolutionnaire alors très influent dans le

mouvement ouvrier. Dreyfusiste, il perd progressivement foi dans la volonté émancipatrice de la

« classe ouvrière » et se tourne, après la première guerre mondiale, vers une forme de national-

socialisme (Sternell, 1983 : 187-209).

8.  Au tournant du siècle, le tirage de la presse d’opinion stagne ou baisse tandis que Le Petit

Journal et le Petit Parisien atteignent chacun le million d’exemplaires et que la presse régionale se

développe. Voir Delporte (1999 : 43-78) ou la synthèse de Charles (2004 : 155 et sq.).

Dick May et la première école de journalisme en France. Entre réforme sociale...

Questions de communication, 16 | 2011

14

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 203 of 1031



9.  C’est pour ces raisons que les guesdistes et les socialistes révolutionnaires ont d’abord refusé

de  prendre  position  à  propos  du  capitaine  Dreyfus,  avançant  que  cette  affaire  concernait  la

bourgeoisie et qu’elle détournait le peuple de sa propre émancipation.

10.  Par exemple, en juin 1897, le républicain P. Baudin écrit dans La Revue politique et littéraire (la

« Revue bleue ») que le journaliste doit faire « œuvre de santé morale et de vérité » pour faire

naître une « humanité meilleure ». Ceux qui ne croient pas à l’épanouissement « du sens critique

et du sens moral de la masse » ne peuvent se prévaloir, pense-t-il, de la qualité de journaliste

(Delporte, 1999 : 127 ; 132). Dans cette même revue, H. Bérenger lance son fameux débat sur l’état

de  la  presse  et  « l’américanisation »  des  journaux  français,  du  passage  d’un  journalisme  de

« commentaires » à un journalisme de « faits ». 

11.  Sur ces questions déjà bien étudiées par les historiens de la presse voir, par exemple, Martin

(1997) et Delporte (1999).

12.  Par exemple, voir Dubief (1892), Wogan (1898). C’est à partir de 1901 que des présentations

du monde de la presse et des manuels de journalisme vont être publiées en nombre croissant.

13.  Voir l’article  de  J.  Claretie  dans  Le  Temps (13/02/1885) :  « Ce  qui  nuit  surtout  [au

journalisme] ce ne sont pas les journalistes de profession, ce sont les journalistes de rencontre,

les journalistes qui ne journalisent pas. La presse est une institution trop puissante, trop utile –

trop dangereuse aussi – pour que les journalistes n’éprouvent pas enfin le besoin de régulariser

autant que possible l’état civil de ses adhérents ». Comme l’avance la sociologie des professions,

imposer  un  cursus  de  formation  est  un  des  moyen  de  renforcer  la  cohérence  d’un  groupe

professionnel.

14.  En 1895, A. Brisson posait un regard très critique sur la profession et appelait à un véritable

« travail d’épuration ».

15.  Lors  de  la  création  du  Musée  social  en  1895,  les  proches  d’É.  Boutry  (É.  Cheysson  en

particulier) avaient convaincu le comte de Chambrun de l’organiser selon leurs vues, ce qui avait

entraîné le départ de Dick May de cette institution et sa brouille avec le comte (Goulet, 2008).

16.  Tableau construit d’après May (1911).

17.  D. May écrit une pièce de théâtre intimiste, une sorte de mélodrame dans l’air du temps, qui,

intitulé Mère,  est joué en mars 1911 au théâtre de l’Odéon sans toutefois rencontrer le succès

public ou critique.

18.  Fondée en 1924 par des catholiques contre le « péril de la presse socialiste », l’ ESJ de Lille

deviendra rapidement un centre d’enseignement défendant des valeurs humanistes ; le CFJ a été

créé  en  1946  pour  réaliser  l’idéal  d’indépendance  de  la  presse  de  la  Résistance ;  les  IUT de

journalisme doivent leur lancement à la profonde crise sociale et morale de la fin des années 60.

19.  Voir dans cette livraison de Questions de communication la contribution d’I. Chupin.

20.  En  1920,  avec  du  recul  et  un  peu  d’humour,  D.  May  revient  sur  cet  enthousiasme

réformateur :  « On eût dit,  en vérité,  que de l’École à créer,  dépendait  pour certains milieux

intellectuels et sociaux la rénovation de la France – et du monde » (L’Information, 29/11/20).

RÉSUMÉS

La première école de journalisme en France a été créée en 1899 par Dick May, une femme de

lettres convertie à la « science sociale ». L’articulation entre enseignement des sciences sociales

et enseignement du journalisme lui apparaissait comme un moyen de participer à la régénération
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de la société française dans un esprit laïque, scientifique et républicain, hérité des Lumières. À

l’origine inscrite dans le mouvement des Universités populaires, l’École de journalisme de Dick

May  sera  rapidement  détournée  de  son  projet  initial,  révélant  les  tensions  politiques  et

économiques présentes dans le champ médiatique au début du XXe siècle.

In 1899 was founded in France the first school of journalism by Dick May, a woman writer who

became converted to the social sciences. She believed that the link between teaching journalism

and teaching social sciences was one way to regenerate French society in a laic, scientist and

republican  spirit  inherited  from  the  Enlightenment.  Initially  part  of  the  Popular  University

movement, the School of Journalism of Dick May will be rapidly diverted from its initial aim,

revealing the political and economic tensions which structured the field of journalism at the

beginning of 20th century.

INDEX

Mots-clés : dreyfusisme, May (Dick), école de journalisme, presse du début XXe siècle, science

sociale, université populaire
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South African Serial Publications of 
the Anglo-Boer War

BRIAN CHEADLE

Mention of Boer War periodicals probably brings first to mind English 
magazines such as Black and White Budgets The Illustrated London News 
and The Graphic that seem intent on flaunting their contributions to the 
war effort by an addiction to poor quality paper that time has made even 
more drab. Their grainy renderings of men with droopy uniforms and 
military moustaches, woodenly holding their poses, and their sullen long
shots of bleak, treeless panoramas and stiltedly heroical confrontations 
are unforgettable. Then too, there are European publications taking a 
very different anti-British stance, like LAssiette au Buerre published in 
Paris, with its vividly satirical cartoons.1 Such periodicals have done much 
to help etch the Boer War within the archives of Imperialism.

There is also, however, a great diversity of South African serial publica
tions relating to the Boer War which are probably less well known. This 
material has never been comprehensively described, or even listed in any
thing approaching a systematic way.2 Individual items are difficult to find 
because though most of the available material is listed in the major South 
African microfiche bibliography PISAL (Periodicals in South African 
Libraries^ which gives details of individual holdings, PISAL is virtually 
impossible to search unless one already knows the title one wants. Mor- 
evoer, there are quite a few items which have never been taken up into it. 
Nor is there a comprehensive printed bibliography of South African seri
als to match the State Library’s invaluable List of South African News
papers (though this itself is incomplete). What follows is for the most part 
simply the first attempt to describe the full range of the South African 
Boer War serials.3

On the Boer side, the most important war serials are the official or 
semi-official military publications, the so-called “war bulletins” issued 
from “field presses”; and though these are in the main a cross between 
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government gazettes and newspapers rather than periodicals proper, such 
boundaries are very blurred, and the material is so interesting as to 
deserve inclusion in any account.4

Exhilarated by the first Boer successes in Natal, the management of the 
Pretoria newspaper De Volksstem (The Voice of the People) arranged for a 
wooden treadle press to be railed to the front so that a special “veldtocht” 
(campaign edition) could be published to celebrate the capture of Dundee, 
a small town some 15 miles inside Natal? This edition appeared on 27 
October 1899 at the nearby town of Glencoe, three days after the British 
had abandoned Dundee. A second issue was also published at Glencoe on 
30 October. Publication on this special press of De Volksstem war editions 
continued for several months, with the full support of the Boer army com
mander, General Joubert. Issues were at times only a single page long; they 
generally had some items in Afrikaans, some in Dutch and some in 
English; and any available paper was used. Among other things this publi
cation helped to keep the commandos at the front informed about the lat
est developments of the war in both Natal and the Cape. A special one 
o”clock edition of 31 October proudly reports the British defeat near 
Nicholson”s Nek, just outside Ladysmith, and the capture of many pris
oners. Issue No 7 of 10 November 1899 reports the first Boer reverse 
which had taken place on 20 October at the small station of Elandslaagte, 
between Dundee and Ladysmith, where Koch’s Johannesburg commando 
was lost. The issue is marked Elandslaagte, and the press would seem to 
have been established there after the British had retreated to Ladysmith. 
Number 16 of 7 December 1899 still indicates the same location, and this 
issue reflects the changed mood after Botha’s raid into Natal had come to 
an end, when the Boers were digging into defensive positions along the 
Tugela: its editorial is on the theme "Let us Keep Courage,” and the news 
is dominated by an assurance from Pretoria that gold is still being mined to 
buy clothes and food for the burghers. Subsequently, the Volksstem field 
press was used for official purposes, as shown by a Circular from Joubert 
of 29 December 1899 asking the burghers on commando not to waste 
ammunition: it too emanates from Elandslaagte, but it is inscribed "Staats- 
drukkerij te velde,” (Government printer in the veld), possibly the first use 
of this term. Local newspapers such as the Bulletin, copies of which are 
known between 29 November and 26 December 1899 and which was pub
lished regularly at Heidelberg, provided "Official War News” in English 
and Dutch; and, more pointedly, contact was maintained with dispersed 
commando units further afield by means of "Special telegrams” published 
in newspapers such as De Zoutpansche Wachter, as in its issues of 14 
November 1899, 20 December 1899, and 3 April 1900.

On the Free State side too, local bulletins similarly provided a vehicle 
for news and for official communiques at the front during the early phase 
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of the war. The Clarion, for example, published daily at Jagersfontein, a 
small town well south of Bloemfontein, between at least 21 November 
1899 and 29 January 1900 included official war telegrams, together with 
up-to-date war news, local news, and advertisements. Incongruously, in 
the issue of 18 December, the news that a British defeat was imminent at 
Colenso, deeper into Natal than Ladysmith, jostles with a notice 
addressed “To Stamp Collectors,” indicating “Used stamps, a fine collec
tion always on sale.” Some of the news items in The Clarion are in 
English, as are some of the more discursive pieces such as a first-hand 
account of a Boer commando known as Van der Post”s Scouts.

Shortly before Bloemfontein and Pretoria, the capitals of the two Boer 
republics, were occupied by the British, printing presses were loaded up 
and taken with them by the fleeing government parties to be operated as 
mobile presses. These mobile presses proved a very practical means of 
keeping open official lines of communication with the commandos, and 
their further importance was that they enabled the republics to make 
what the Boers considered, in the words of a proclamation by President 
Steyn, “the true state of affairs” known to the world.6 The determination 
to maintain a printing capacity reflected a deep-seated concern about the 
continuing authority of the republics as their cause crumbled, and a con
viction that an ongoing capacity to generate official printed materials 
would do much to help them maintain a sense of their legitimacy. When 
the Orange Free State Boers evacuated Bloemfontein on 13 March 1900, a 
hand-press which had belonged to the Free State Railways was taken by 
rail to Kroonstad, the new capital, which was closer to the border with 
the Transvaal. Official Proclamations and notices of various kinds contin
ued to be printed on this press by the government printer Mathinus Dou
wes. A Notice of 8 May 1900, for example, inscribed “Staatsdrukkerij te 
velde, Kroonstad” and signed by Captain D. J. Theron of the Transvaal 
intelligence corps, orders the burghers and soldiers of the Zuid-Afrikaan- 
sche Republiek (the official name of what tends to be thought of as the 
Transvaal Republic) to dig trenches south of Kroonstad - an indication of 
just how closely the two republics had been working together since the 
joint council of war of 17 March. After Roberts took Kroonstad in mid
May, and despite the annexation of the Free State and establishment by 
the British of the Orange River Colony on 28 May 1900, the printing 
press was moved with President Steyn”s party by rail to Heilbron, close 
to the Transvaal border and then successively by ox-wagon in a retreating 
south-easterly arc to Frankfort, Vrede, Reitz, and Bethlehem, which is 
close to the border with Basutoland. While Vrede was the capital of the 
Free State Boers, official war telegrams and other news, some of it in 
English, continued to be published there (most probably using the field 
press itself), as The Vrede Chronicle, edited by A. McHardy, its first, sin
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gle-page issue being dated 8 June 1900. As the situation deteriorated fur
ther for the Boers, with the war well into its guerilla phase, the press was 
finally hidden away at Fouriesberg, right on the Basutoland border, the 
last Free State town abandoned by President Steyn when he escaped with 
General De Wet into the Transvaal on 15 June.

Correspondingly, before the evacuation of Pretoria, capital of the 
Transvaal Republic, on 5 June 1900, and presumably inspired by the Free 
State example, a printing press was installed in a railway truck after the 
last issue of the normal government gazette had been published on 30 
May. On this new official "flying press” a whole series of proclamations 
in the form of the Buitengewone Staats-Courant Zuid-Afrikaansche 
Republiek (Government Gazette Extraordinary) was published. On 7 
June, only two days after the evacuation of Pretoria, the first issue (No. 
1121) appeared at Machadodorp, to the east of Pretoria, consisting of a 
proclamation by Kruger announcing the transfer of the seat of govern
ment to Machadorp until further notice. This, like some of the subsequent 
issues, was printed on the back of official ^d and id postcards, no other 
appropriate paper seemingly being available. Following the Free State 
example, this publication carries the inscription in Dutch “Government 
Printer in the Veld.” A further 22 issues were published at Machadodorp, 
the last appearing on 27 August. The following issue of 28 August (No. 
1143) was published at the next new capital, Nelspruit, even further to the 
east, where a further four issues were brought out, the last being on 10 
September. The issue of 4 September at Nelspruit prints Botha’s reply to 
Roberts”s proclamation regarding damage to railway lines by burgers, 
and tells of the forced removal of the families of burgers who were with 
the commandos. The final, 28th issue of the “flying press” (No. 1148) 
appeared at Komatipoort, on the border with Moçambique, on 14 Sep
tember, taking the form of a proclamation dated at Nelspruit on 10 Sep
tember granting Kruger “leave of absence” for six months to plead the 
Boer case in Europe, and appointing S. W. Burger acting president. In 
addition to the issues of the Government Gazette itself, the Transvaal 
Government Printer in the Veld brought out, like its Free State counter
part, official Circulars to the commandos. One such of 2 August 1900 
from Louis Botha forbids the burghers on commando to return to their 
farms without official permission. From June until at least 16 August 
there were also fairly regular official Oorlogsb erich te (War Communi
ques). One such dated 13 June 1900 at Machadadorp prints the text of a 
proclamation by President Steyn declaring Lord Roberts”s annexation of 
the Orange Free State null and void. When Kruger and his entourage 
finally had to leave the Transvaal, the printing press was taken to Lorenço 
Marques in Moçambique; but because of pressure by the English on the 
Portugese authorities it was commandeered.
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With the government in exile, official notices of the Transvaal Republic 
were apparently issued for a time from a printing works in Pietersburg, 
well to the north of Pretoria. After this had ceased to be possible, a Trans
vaal publication which seemed to have some semi-official status appeared 
at Rustenburg, to the east of Pretoria, until that town, too, was occupied 
by the British. This was a periodical known as Jong Transvaal (Young 
Transvaal, or Transvaal Rejuvenated) edited by J.Mariewe. At least five 
issues appeared during the very last months of the war. The superscript 
reads simply “Het Vlakke Veld” (The Open Veld), with an indication that 
the paper would appear monthly. Number 3 is a two-page sheet dated 3 
January 1902, and Number 5 is a four-page spread on larger paper dated 5 
March 1902. Both are original handwritten versions, suggesting that the 
publication might not have been mechanically reproduced. Their appear
ance does, however, reveal that the various commandos were still manag
ing to maintain contact with one another, for there is news of De La Rey 
and Celliers, of the Lichtenberg and Marico commandos, of Smuts who 
was still in the Cape, and of De Wet (though it is said that the news of him 
was derived from an English newspaper). The editorial in the third issue 
says with defiant anger, “let the voice be heard in Europe that we are 
being systematically killed,” and most of the fifth issue is given over to a 
long editorial asking “How does our cause stand?” The conclusion is that 
to give up would be to forfeit the hope of freedom forever.

Similarly, between the departure of President Steyn from Fouriesberg, 
the last capital of the Free State Republic, on the night of 15 July 1900, 
and the surrender of General Prinsloo on 30 July, a publication called De 
Bazuin (The Clarion) was produced in the town, seemingly still under the 
editorship of Mathinus Douwes. The issue of 17 July 1900 is marked 2:1 
and that of a week later, 3:1, which might suggest that the first issue was 
around 10 July. The title strives to emulate the buoyant spirit of the ear
lier Jagersfontein Clarion. The contents of De Bazuin include war reports 
(among other things news of the Boer deputation to Paris and an indica
tion that the Republic has held out for 288 days since the Ultimatum to 
England which initiated the war), political exhortation (as in an editorial 
on the topic “we are a free people”), a complaint that some citizens are 
still not joining the commandos, lists of the dead and wounded, and some 
lighter material.

De Bazuin would seem to have had to cease publication after only three 
issues, Douwes having been taken prisoner. Some three months later, 
however, on 24 October 1900, the Fouriesberg commando re-occupied 
the town. In mid-December the abandoned Orange Free State press was 
discovered there in a state of much disarray in a room above the black
smith ”s shop. The press was again put to use, first at Fouriesberg, and 
then when the Boers were driven out of the town, from various hiding 
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places in the surrounding countryside. De Bazuin was thus succeeded by 
De Brandwacht (The Sentinel), now inscribed “official leaflet of the Boer 
commandos” with an indication at the masthead that it served the “strug
gle for independence” and was distributed at no cost among the comman
dos.7 Ten issues of this publication were issued between 22 December 
1900 and 5 October 1901 by Mels J. Meyes, the first three in Fouriesburg 
and thereafter at various hiding places in the district, the printing press 
itself being specially guarded on the direct instructions of President 
Steyn.. As with De Bazuin, some of the issues of De Brandwacht include 
official communiques along with news of the progress of the war, and 
patriotic encouragement with a strong religious cast. A supplement to 
No. 7 spells out Kitchener’s preconditions of 7 March and the reply made 
to them by Louis Botha, and it has, too, a letter from Botha to his troops 
in which he indicates that the British want not just to win the war but to 
destroy the Afrikaner people. Issue No. 9 of 13 June 1901 enjoins accep
tance of the war as a religious duty. It also has some news and a poem sent 
by a dominée (minister of the church) who was a prisoner of war in Cey
lon, with the refrain in Dutch “Keep your courage, my brothers.” After 
Meyes left to join the commandos in the Cape, the Press was taken over 
by Frank Naas Muller, formerly the printer of the Harrismith News. 
Between 19 October 1901 and at least 3 May 1902 publication was contin
ued under the defiant new title Staats Courant van den Oranjevrijstaat 
(Orange Free State Government Gazette) and marked simply “Bethle
hem district.” Over and above the immediate necessity of maintaining 
contact with scattered commando units, the publication, as the new title 
suggests, clearly still has in mind the intention of maintaining a sense of 
legitimate moral authority and of publishing the Boer view of things to 
the world. The first issue, in addition to notification of official appoint
ments, war news, and summaries of casualties, contains a formal Procla
mation signed by M. T. Steyn indicating that no sale by the British of 
captured goods in terms of Kitchener”s 6 August Proclamation and Mil- 
ner”s of 23 September, will be recognised. All the items of news tell of 
Boer victories, suggesting that an important function of the ongoing pub
lications was to try to keep morale high. The eleventh issue of 3 May, 
almost seven months later, in addition to war news and obituaries, has 
proclamations concerning the commandeering of grain and animals, as 
well as an indication that it is forbidden to rob prisoners or to wear cap
tured blazons. Copies of all of these publications were sent through the 
British block-house lines to the various commandos.

The final product of this Free State field press was Di Skoorsteenki (The 
Little Chimney) issued on 22 May 1902, shortly before the peace was 
signed. By this stage the press had been hidden under an overhang in a 
krantz on a farm called Snymanshoek owned by Theodoris Serfontein in 
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the Lappiskraal district near Fouriesberg. Though inscribed “Published 
by the Free State Government Printing Office,” Di Skoorsteenki was a 
humorous magazine seemingly not sold, but exchanged, for tobacco, its 
motto “Wat kan jy fan ’n mens ferwag/ Di in syn leed ni eers kan lag” 
(What can you expect of a man who can’t laugh in his time of trouble). A 
woodblock for the picture of the little house with a chimney which 
appears at the masthead was cut by Tielman Roos.

On the British side, official papers were established by the military 
authorities almost as soon as the main Boer towns, Bloemfontein, Johan
nesburg, and Pretoria were occupied. Bloemfontein was entered on 13 
March 1900. Two days later, Lord Roberts closed down the local pro
Boer newspaper and started in its place, The Friend, using the comman
deered presses. These were operated by the Dutch compositors, though 
the local editor Arthur Barlow refused to help on the grounds that this 
would have been treason. War correspondents already in the town such as 
H. A. Gwynne of Reuters and Percival Landon of The Times were looked 
to for contributions and editing. When Rudyard Kipling arrived, he, too, 
was installed as associate editor from 21 March 1900, continuing in the 
role until 1 April. The Friend, whose tone was fiercely jingoistic, pub
lished in addition to war bulletins and local news, poetry and stories by 
Kipling himself. It ran for a month as a daily until the Argus Company 
could be induced to start The Bloemfontein Post* The Johannesburg 
Gazette was likewise published from June 1900 under military authority 
after the surrender of the town. It too contained government and munici
pal notices, South-African news, and overseas news received by cable. In 
Pretoria, which was occupied on 5 June, the Transvaal Government 
Gazette was also at first issued by the military who had taken over the 
plant of the ZAR Government Gazette. It contained not only official 
notices and proclamations, some of them in Dutch as well as English, but 
also such things as lists of deaths at the camps in which captured burghers 
were held. Three weeks after the occupation, The Pretoria Friend, a four- 
page daily newspaper (price 3d), was started by the military as “the 
authorized medium for official news.” It ran from 26 June to 14 July 
1900. An early issue carries the announcement, “A newspaper was started 
in Bloemfontein soon after the occupation of the town by the Imperial 
forces with the object of providing news for the troops. With the same 
object a committee has been formed to publish with the kind permission 
of Field Marshall the Commander-in-chief a less pretentious journal in 
Pretoria.” The first and fourth pages usually carried Proclamations and 
Official Notices, the second war news, and the rest general and sporting 
news from abroad (for an arrangement was made whereby Reuters tele
grams could be published free of charge). The second issue of 28 June 
describes the departure of the foreign attaches, their governments “con
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sidering that the war was now over as far as big military operations are 
concerned.” The paper was ended after seventeen issues when it became 
possible for copies of the Bloemfontein Post to be delivered to the town 
daily.

The best known of the British Boer War periodicals are the famous 
siege papers which appeared earlier than any of the British publications so 
far mentioned. Siege papers were not without precedent in South Africa. 
During the short but brutal war of 18 80-1 between Britain and the Boer 
republics, the first Anglo-Boer War, Imperial forces had had to defend the 
beleagured inhabitants of Pretoria who were evacuated from the town 
and housed in a camp. Between Christmas Day 1880 and 9 April 1881 
News of the Camp, “a journal of fancies, notifications, gossip, and general 
chit-chat,” was printed on the presses of the Transvaal Argus which had 
been brought into the camp. The journal, with an average circulation of 
500 copies, appeared thrice weekly until 2nd March 1881 and thereafter 
twice weekly. The somewhat scanty news items were censored by the 
military lest copies should get into Boer hands and provide the enemy 
with useful information. After the siege was over, a few bound copies of 
the 40 issues were prepared, some with rare photographs. During the 
Boer War itself, Kimberley (in the north of the Cape Colony), Ladysmith 
(near the Natal-Transvaal border), and Mafeking (in British Bechuana- 
land) were all besieged by the Boers during the first phase of the war. The 
local newspaper in Kimberley, The Diamond Fields Advertiser, continued 
publication under difficulties for the whole period of the siege which 
stretched from the first bombardment on 6 November 1899 to 15 Febru
ary 1900. Cecil Rhodes, who owned the paper, was one of those besieged. 
He tried to bludgeon the military by threatening to surrender the town if 
the relief was not speeded up, and this led to an estrangement between 
him and Kekewich, the military commander. Doubtlessly urged on by 
Rhodes, George Green, the editor of the paper, wrote editorials express
ing a violent antipathy to Kekewich, and at one stage he had to be hidden 
in a mineshaft to escape the commander”s anger. A special illustrated 
number, “The Siege of Kimberley 1899-1900,” was brought out after the 
siege had been lifted. In Mafeking, the Mafeking Mail was issued daily, 
“shells permitting,” in the form of siege slips of assorted sizes and colours 
for the entire period of the siege which was relieved on 16th May 1900, 
announced by the final 143^ issue as the 216th day of the siege. News was 
smuggled out of the town by Vere Stent of Reuters and published in local 
journals such as The South African News', and Lady Sarah Wilson also 
managed to get despatches from the town to the London Daily Mail 
through Rhodesia. The siege of Ladysmith in its turn occasioned two dif
ferent publications. The earlier was Ladysmith Bombshell, with eight 
numbers published between 18 November 1899 and 8 January 1900. Each 
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issue included a full-page cartoon on the front page, and there were 
delightful illustrations in the text. The Christmas issue announces rue
fully that “Santa Claus has been delayed beyond a stream called The Boer 
Force.” The Ladysmith Bombshell was later reissued at Durban9 as “a 
souvenir of the siege” in a facsimile edition, but with some rewriting. The 
second siege publication at Ladysmith was Ladysmith Lyre which under
lines the pun in its title by proudly announced on its masthead, “News 
you can actually rely on as false.” Four numbers edited by G. W. Stevens, 
and W. T. Maud of the Graphic appeared between 27 November and 15 
December, lampooning White ”s Imperial headquarters staff as heartily as 
Kruger. This series was also reissued in London, later in 1900, by The 
Daily Graphic.

The most extensive range of periodicals on the British side took the 
form of campaign journals of one kind or another, most of which were 
crudely produced, at times handwritten, and generally of a very ephem
eral nature. Once again there were precedents for this particular kind of 
publication within South Africa. During the last phase of the frontier 
unrest in the Eastern Cape, the 2nd Battalion of the 10th or North Lin
coln Regiment of Foot, which was stationed first at Grahamstown and 
then at Keiskamma Hoek, brought out for private circulation The North 
Lincoln Sphinx (1861-68). The South African State Library reprint of this 
publication says, “it depicts the communal life of soldiers posted to a 
strange country for the protection of white farmers settled on the border; 
and it includes stories, essays and poems, and reports of sporting and gar
rison news.” Likewise, during the so-called Tambookie Campaign, the 
Prince Alfred’s Own Cape Voluntary Artillery, which pronounced itself 
the oldest artillery unit in South Africa (and the oldest volunteer artillery 
unit in the world apart from the British Honourable Artillery Company), 
recorded its wanderings in The Wopse.10

By far the best produced of the British Boer-War campaign papers is 
The South African Grouse, dated 14 January 1901 and subtitled “A Jour
nal for General Campbell’s Flying Column.” It was edited by a Captain 
Byron for the 4th Battalion of the Imperial Yeomanry, part of the 16th 
Brigade, and was produced when the battalion was stationed near Har- 
rismith in the eastern Free State. This once-off production, seemingly 
undertaken as a memento as the battalion was about to leave South 
Africa, looks back to campaigning in the vicinity at Slabbert’s Nek, 
Standerton, and Vrede. It concludes with a tribute to the departing con
tingent from the General Officer Commanding (which might explain the 
editorial indication that the pun on “grouse” should not be taken to sum 
up the attitude of the troops). It is printed from a handwritten original 
embellished with amusing and accomplished drawings in ink and brown 
wash. One, entitled “General Campbell Driving the Enemy Before Him,” 
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shows a corpulent figure sitting lumpishly on a stalking horse in front of 
which four protesting geese move off. The journal also contains humor
ous articles, mock serious reports on the reptiles and bugs of the country, 
and poems - including one on the rich absurdity of finishing the war by 
pursuing the Boer. It is possible that the journal was prepared for printing 
only after the return to Britain.

A campaign journal which was definitely published in London was 
Khaki Letters from My Colleagues in South Africa, This was a 20-page 
leaflet conducted between 9 March 1900 and 11 January 1901 for 18 fort
nightly issues (including three double numbers) by Colour-Sergeant R. E. 
Kemp of the Central Telegraph Office. The leaflets were made up mainly 
of unedited news and other material from the front, sent as correspon
dence to Kemp by Post Office telegraphists of the 24th Middlesex (PO) 
Rifle Volunteers, a unit of the Royal Engineer Reserves, who were on 
active service in South Africa. Priced one penny, the leaflets were sold to 
telegraphists in Britain where the total circulation varied between four 
and five thousand copies; but the leaflets were also distributed free to all 
the reservists in South Africa, at the peak numbering 249. This seemingly 
unique kind of periodical was dependent like many of the rest on the ini
tiative of a single individual within an institution or a unit.11 Another 
such was The Camp Critic edited by Ellis Ashmead Barker and seemingly 
brought out as a single issue on 16 February 1900 while his unit was sta
tioned at Olivers Hoek, near Harrismith in the eastern Free State. This 
publication is typewritten with a cover in pencil, and it contains four 
pages of light material, its tone suggested by the comment, “From the 
exchanges of our contemporaries we are assured (as if that were needed) 
that the advent of the Olivers Hoek Camp Critic is undoubtedly the star
tling feature of the 20th century.” Many English-speaking individuals 
fought for the Free State Republic, and as two of the four pages in this 
publication are in Dutch, it is quite possible that this is a unique Boer 
campaign journal. A slightly less ephemeral publication was the West 
Yorkshire Weekly which appeared in November and December 1901 at 
Castrol Neck near Wakkerstroom, close to the Transvaal-Natal border. 
This paper was reproduced from a handwritten original for a contingent 
of the West Yorkshire Regiment. The Christmas number, the only one 
which would seem to have survived, indicates that the paper has been in 
existence for six weeks. The cover carries a crudely drawn map of the 
camp signed by Capt. P. E. H. Lowe; and most of the contents are given 
over to a facetious account of the “court-martial” of an officer for stealing 
thirty-two loaves of bread from a supply cart.

It is generally only the settled tedium of camp life that affords time and 
opportunity for the publication of a “periodical” during a military cam
paign. The more sustained examples thus tend to emanate from large base 
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camps or hospitals. One of the largest garrisons was at Norval”s Pont, 
where there was an important rail bridge at the point where the main line 
crosses the Orange River. The Norval’s Pont Budget would seem to have 
managed only a few issues in May and early June 1901. It is a four-page 
paper reproduced from handwriting and selling at 3d. The editorial in the 
second number is on the South African climate, which is described as 
mercifully genial by comparison with that of the Crimea or India, and 
most of the paper is given over to sporting news. This publication would 
seem to have been revived in mid-July as The Norval’s Pont Howler (only 
the first hand-written issue of 13 July would seem to have survived). This 
opens with the explanation that the Budget ceased because of the depar
ture of the Senior RSO, and its six pages include a crudely illustrated 
cover, war news such as an announcement of the imminent departure of 
the Grenadier Guards, and an account of a polo game against the nearby 
Colesberg garrison. The editorial on "War News" suggests the sense of 
isolation from the fighting felt by those at the garrison, and the lack of a 
clear sense of what is going on. It describes how news of a significant 
engagement tends to arrive by way of a scrappy telegraph, which is then 
perhaps amplified by later telegrams, though it is only some three weeks 
later that it is possible to read more detailed newspapers accounts, and 
these vary greatly from correspondent to correspondent and have to be 
reconciled with snippets from troops reporting from the front. The Nor
val’s Pont Budget would seem to have prompted the appearance of The 
Colesberg Critic produced for the garrison at the nearby Colesberg 
pumping station, its banner announcing “Nature abhors a vacuum.” It 
closely emulates the Budget’s format and emphasis on sporting news, and 
it is likewise reproduced from a handwritten original. At least seven issues 
of this four-page weekly appeared regularly between 4 June and 16 July 
1901. Each issue has a reflective editorial on a general issue such as martial 
law or the strategic value of the blockhouses. In addition there is desul
tory war news from the immediate district (this was the stage when Boer 
commandos had just started to invade the Cape); news of troop units 
which have arrived in Colesberg or which are departing; sporting news; 
and a regular social column called “Connie’s Confidences” focused on 
dances, dinners and polo, one of the few light-hearted features in a some
what dour journal.

A few periodicals were produced at hospitals, a good example being the 
typewritten and duplicated The Devil’s Fountain or Deelfontein Gazette 
edited by F. Newland-Pedley whose first number appeared on 2 April 
1901, headed “A periodical printed and published by the Imperial Yeo
manry Hospital in their camp, South Africa.” The second number 
proudly announces that all 250 copies of the first issue have been sold. 
Deelfontein was a railway station on the main line from Cape Town to 
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the North, some 30 miles south of De Aar, and a well-known hotel had 
been founded there in 1889. It became a supply base and hospital centre, 
and at the outbreak of the war it was converted into one of the largest sur
gical and convalescent camps in the Colony, a tent town springing up 
overnight. Comparable publications were Convalescent Depot Gazette 
printed monthly from June to November 1901 at the Germiston Conva
lescent Depot near Johannesburg at a cost of 6d per 18 page issue, with 
the usual mix of war statistics; sporting results; anecdotes; and stories, and 
The Groenfontein Observer (February, 1902), reproduced from a fine 
copperplate hand at Groenfontein. A few periodicals were short-lived 
efforts on troopships bound for or returning from the Cape. Two exam
ples are The Chit (July, 1901) produced on the hospital ship “Nubia” and 
The Oreana Oyster (December, 1901) produced on the “Oreana.”12 A 
further campaign paper was seemingly the Pavonia Piffler, though no 
copies of it seem to have survived. Finally in this survey of the types of 
campaign periodicals on the British side, mention should be made of the 
South African Volunteer Gazette and the Natal Volunteer Record, the 
official monthly organs of the volunteer forces in the two colonies.

In war time it is generally only the tedious spells or settled conditions 
that allow for the production of periodicals by those involved. This 
explains why by far the largest group is the prisoner-of-war publications 
which are to be found on both sides. Two British examples emanate from 
Pretoria. The Gram was a so-called “social magazine,” three issues of 
which were brought out in May 1900 under difficult conditions by the 
British prisoners of war in the officers” camp before Lord Roberts 
relieved the town. The officers were first accommodated in the Model 
School House but were removed to less comfortable camp quarters after 
they had drawn caricatures of the Boers on the walls, destroyed school
books, and behaved like officers but not gentlemen. Some 70 copies of the 
hand-written original which includes pen pictures were run off on a hec
tograph using gelatine, the first two numbers being edited by the Earl of 
Rosslyn, the third by Major Sturges of the 5th Fusiliers. Copies sold for 
2/6 and the main fare was verse, articles, and anecdotes of prison life, 
though there were also such things as whist problems and a chess column. 
The first issue bears a mock coat of arms: one of the quarters has soldiers 
at a fence, and one shows them raising a hat cheekily as a blonde with an 
umbrella walks by. The second issue contains a full list of the prisoners 
with details of when and where they were captured - including among 
them Winston Churchill who was one of the four who managed to 
escape.13 Not to be outdone, those held captive in the camp for other 
ranks in Pretoria produced over the same period The Waterfall Wag 
whose three issues try to replicate the features of a standard newspaper - 
including an editor”s corner; war notes; events of the week; fashion fan
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cies; poetry; illustrations; and cartoons. Its tone is suggested by the com
ment, “a small party of visitors from Roberts” column paid us a visit on 
Saturday and being pleased with their reception, have been persuaded to 
remain.”14 A final British prisoner-of-war curiosity is the Cossack Post, 
“The journal of B Squadron Paget ”s Horse.” This was started in a ledger 
in periodical form with numbered “editions,” and doubtless circulated 
from man to man among the members of the squadron while they were 
held as prisoners on De La Rey’s farm at Lichtenberg in the western 
Transvaal during April and May, 1901. The early “numbers” are merely 
facetious, but the third has a quite detailed account of De La Rey”s attack 
on Lichtenberg on May 3 1901; and there are also some interesting obser
vations, including the wry reflection that “the Boers” comparative suc
cesses owe much to the fact that they do the obvious and we do not.” The 
journal was continued after the prisoners” release, the final eleventh 
“number” of 5 June giving an account of their “Last Trek” to Cape Town 
before embarking for home. In London, the journal was published in July 
1901 with the inclusion of a very readable “Retrospect” which expanded 
the enterprise into a comprehensive account of the doings of the squad
ron, starting with their original embarkation from England on 21 March 
1900 and continuing to their embarkation for home from Cape Town on 
the Tintagel Castle on 5 June 1901.15

Some 27,000 Boer prisoners were held in camps, first in Cape Town, 
then on St. Helena, and subsequently in the Bermudas, Ceylon, Portugal 
and India. As an item in one of the Boer prisoner-of-war journals wittily 
puts it, “I tell you neef (cousin) I know what I am talking about. An 
Englishman is in all respects like a crocodile, the moment he has a man 
fairly in his clutches, he makes for the water with his victim.”16 The pris
oners included those captured under arms, sympathisers living within the 
Cape Colony, and burghers who had fled the borders and were interned 
by the Portugese. In all these categories, there were quite a number of 
English speakers, as the periodicals make clear.

The earliest of the Boer prisoner-of-war papers is De Lyddite Bomb, 
belonging to the period when prisoners were held on board converted 
transport ships anchored in Simon”s Bay. Its first and possibly only issue 
is dated 6 January 1900, and it is handwritten on board the S.S. Manilla 
moored outside Cape Town. The copy is very tattered and written in ink, 
which suggests that the six pages, roughly three of which are in Dutch 
and three in English, could not be mechanically reproduced. There is an 
unyielding truculence in the fairly extended rendering and discussion of 
war news, which suggests that the publication was not censored. Among 
other things there is an account of an escape from a neighbouring ship, 
the Penelope. Prisoners were later shipped further afield from large camps 
at Cape Town, that on the sports grounds on Green Point Common 
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being one. A product of this camp is the Skyview Parrots at least seven 
regular weekly numbers of which were brought out between 18 Septem
ber and at least 30 October 1901. A four-page magazine reproduced from 
a handwritten original and written in English, it announces itself vari
ously as “an unillustrated and most exemplary weekly,” a “most marvel
lous mirthful magazine,” and as “unpathetic and humorous.” The most 
regular features are a puzzle page and sporting news, and every issue 
bears the censor”s stamp. A final prisoner-of-war journal from a local 
holding camp is the much later The Tick, produced for only three 
“weekly” issues dated the 5th, the 14th, and the 26th June, 1902 in the 
Umbilo Camp near Durban. It is reproduced from a typewritten original 
edited by B. E. van der Spuy and printed and published by G. R. Allpass 
in the Post Office tent, again with every copy bearing the censor”s stamp. 
The first issue is in English, and some copies of it contain a late flash 
announcing the peace; the second has alternative columns in English and 
Dutch; and the third is virtually all in English. The humorous accounts of 
camp news include an account of a snoring competition and ongoing gags 
about the local ticks. Each issue carries adverts (including some for carved 
picture frames and coats of arms of the two republics, and for photo
graphs of the camp), sporting news, and some editorial comment, the final 
issue declaring that “a new Era has dawned upon our existence that we 
must accept.”

Boer prisoners were, as has been mentioned, distributed far and wide 
beyond the shores of Southern Africa. The first overseas prison camp was 
established on St. Helena, the first prisoners arriving at Deadwood Camp, 
some six miles east of Jamestown, on 16 April 1900. When bitter quarrels 
broke out between prisoners willing to take the oath of allegiance and 
those who were irreconcilable, a camp for the former known as Dead
wood No. 2 was established. Subsequently, Broadwood Camp was estab
lished so that Free Staters and Transvaalers who were at one another”s 
throats could be separated. Lieut. Col. S. L. Paget, who took over the 
command of Deadwood Camp, allowed more than 400 of the prisoners to 
earn money working outside the camp, and advertisements in the papers 
attest to camp cafes, coffee houses, and a brewery run by prisoners. Two 
related periodicals were issued by the prisoners at Deadwood Camp. First 
there was Kamp Kruimels (Camp Crumbs) with at least eight numbers 
between mid-December 1900 and 7 February of the next year, but it was 
stopped by the authorities because it included “war news and politics.” 
After a break, H. Everitt, who had been one of its editors, became the sole 
editor of its successor, De Kryijgsgevangene {The Prisoner of War), 16 
numbers of which appeared irregularly between 8 June 1901 and 11 Janu
ary 1902. Announced as being “for Deadwood and Broad-Bottom” 
camps, it includes a section in English called “Broadbottom Badinage.” It 
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was initially typewritten, but some time after the eleventh issue of 19 
October it became handwritten - except for the Christmas Number of 28 
December, which also has a special decorated heading. Number 8 of 17 
August has an interesting account of two prisoners, one of whom had 
been the leading lady in a concert given in Jamestown who tried to escape 
in a little boat without sails, and who was found some six miles from 
shore.

The first and largest of the six camps in Ceylon was at Diyatalawa 
about 140 miles from Colombo at what was formerly a Wesleyan mission 
reformatory. The first prisoner-of-war periodical to appear in Ceylon, 
The Welikade Justice, was not from this camp but from the Welikade 
civilian prison in Colombo. Handwritten in pencil and pen, this was 
issued more or less fortnightly between 11 April and 12 June 1901 by and 
for Boer prisoners who had attempted to escape from the Diyatalawa 
camp. It was edited by Fred Bothma, has contributions in the form of a 
diary by Theophilus John Curran, and is entirely in English. In typically 
facetious style, it advertises for a “young lady to act as a housekeeper,” 
and it stipulates that she “must be good looking.” All in all, 17 Boers 
would seem to have had a spell in the prison, and one of the main occupa
tions would seem to have been climbing the tree in the yard to blow kisses 
over the wall to passing females. The fourth of the five copies is headed by 
a coloured rendering of the Arms of the Transvaal Republic, and the fifth 
asks wryly, “Are you too stout? If so we can recommend a short stay at 
the Melikad Temperance Hotel.”

De Prikkeldraad (The Barbed Wire) was one of five papers produced at 
the Diyatawala Camp. It was handwritten on folio sheets, the first issue 
being dated 10 September 1900, and another 26 September. The editorial 
announcement in the first issue sums up well the motivation for this kind 
of publication, mentioning the desire to make camp life less monotonous, 
to tell as far as censorship allowed what was going on in the Transvaal and 
the Orange Free State, to provide the most important world news, and to 
afford prisoners the chance to tell their stories. The first issue contains a 
surprising amount of war news and expresses a strong patriotic sentiment 
(“the Boers will continue fighting in the hope of intervention,” etc). Most 
of this material was censored, but as some examples at the Bloemfontein 
War Museum show, at least some of the copies evaded the censors. De 
Prikkeldraad is primarily written in Dutch, but some items are in English, 
and there are advertisements in German and French as well, one offering 
French lessons. Diyatalawa Dum-Dum was started on the same date as 
De Prikkeldraad but produced by a different hut. It is very different in 
tone, giving thanks to a “friendly enemy” for having been “placed under 
humane officers and gentlemen” and asking that some land be provided 
for the men to farm. Three issues appeared, on the 10th, the 19th and the 
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26th September 1900. It was handwritten on folio sheets and reproduced 
on a gelatine copying apparatus. One item in English reads: “We respect
fully draw the attention of our esteemed Camp Commandant to the fact 
that a Coolie woman was observed performing her ablutions in public 
with even a scantier pretence of clothing than that usually worn by the 
local Hebe. Of course Col. Vincent knows the breaking point of his sol
diers” morality, but we venture to break a lance on behalf of our own 
officers, who sometimes take the air beyond the barbed wire fence.” It 
also contains advertisements for instruction in such diversions as photo
graphs and palmistry. The Dum-Dum was continued as the Diyatalawa 
Camp Lyre (simply at times Camp Lyre), the first issue announcing that 
“owing to political complications we have thought it advisable to change 
the name of this journal... lest there be bloodshed between the North and 
South camps.” This issue is dated 26 September, the same day as the final 
issue of the Dum-Dum, and there would seem to have been at least four 
issues of it up to 15 October.

A further publication from Diyatalawa is De Strever {The Endeav
our er), a religious magazine published by the “ Chris telijke Strevers 
Vereeniging” (“Society of Striving Christians”) in the camp. This 
appeared between 19 December 1901 and 9 August 1902, printed on an 
old Eagle hand press bought from the Ceylonese. In addition to religious 
items and the minutes of meetings, each issue contains about a page and a 
half of camp news. The longest sustained of the periodicals from the 
Diyatalawa Camp, however, is De Krygsgevangene {The Prisoner of 
War), not to be confused with the journal of the same name produced on 
St. Helena. Its first issue was 5 December 1901, and it ran for at least 25 
issues to 5 June 1902, all the numbers being handwritten. The banner 
shows a sentry hut, a sentry, a barbed wire fence border around the title, 
and at the right, railway lines going into a tunnel. It is edited by I. G. Wal
ton of Hut 59a, and there is a regular section in English, “The Captive.” 
An average number also contains a page of adverts, two pages of sporting 
and camp news and other lighter matter in Dutch, together with a few 
items in German; but the embargo is maintained on political material and 
war news. A coda to the journal is Boer Afloat, written in the same hand 
as De Krygsgevangene, so presumably also edited by I. G. Walton. 
Declaring itself “The first public paper ever published by a POW at sea,” 
it was produced in 1902 on board the “SS Englishman” returning prison
ers from Ceylon to South Africa. It records that each ex-POW had been 
presented with a five-pound package of tea by the Planters Association of 
Ceylon.

Prison camps were established in Bermuda on five small islands, one of 
them being Burt”s Island, and from this emanated Die Burt's Trompet, 
containing news and fragments of foreign news obtained by bribing the 
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guards. No information would seem to exist of any papers at the 13 pris
oner-of-war camps in British India. Further prison camp periodicals 
whose names at least are known are Tocsin and Tugela Twaddler.

Burghers and their families who had withdrawn before the advancing 
British forces into Moçambique were sent from Lourenço Marques to 
Portugal where they were interned. De Worstelaar (The Struggler) hailed 
from an internment camp in Peniche, Portugal. It ran for at least 16 issues, 
Number 6 being dated 25 July 1901, and Number 16, 23 November. It 
was handwritten and brought out by one of the two debating societies 
established in the camp. No copies of the other debating society maga
zine, De Macaroni^ would seem to have survived. Other refugees moved 
into Basutoland, and Koloyane Kaleidoscope was seemingly produced by 
the refugee community at Kolajane, some time in 1900.

Much of the material surveyed here is not just ephemeral but slight. It 
tends to lack the specificity, the intimacy and the emotional involvement 
of the most interesting personal letters produced in much the same cir
cumstances. Such letters were often sent home to friends and relatives, but 
many (and some of them with a strongly critical intent) were also printed 
as “Letters from the Front,” which became a regular feature of many Brit
ish newspapers during the war. Those written in the immediate aftermath 
of the “Black Week” of unexpected British disasters in December 1899, in 
particular, often have a vividness which the war periodicals hardly 
match.17 Nor do the war periodicals provide any new information of any 
significance or achieve anything like the thoughtfulness and coherence of 
many of the considered accounts subsequently published by those who 
had been personally involved. Given that this was the first media war with 
newspapermen, photo journalists, and even newsreel cameramen crucial to 
recording the campaign and to forming public opinion about it, there is a 
plethora of written material relative to the war. Within this mass, the 
flimsy periodical material might seem barely deserving of a footnote.

What gives the periodical material its uniqueness, however, is that it is 
aimed not at an audience needing to be informed about what is happen
ing, but at a fellow group of insiders. Whereas even the seemingly authen
tic newsreel footage and photo-journalism associated with the war is 
carefully stage-managed and self-consciously aimed at controlling public 
opinion, the typical war periodical has an ingenuous artlessness. It con
veys the image of themselves and of their communal experience that rela
tively isolated groups seem to find themselves compelled to construct in 
moments of respite from unwonted stress.

The literal and psychic displacement which the war provided might 
well seem analogous to the alienation from settled habits and traditional 
modes which is often still taken to be a defining characteristic of a largely 
urbanised and industrialised nineteenth-century society more generally.
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The experience of war is never homogeneous, but it should particularly 
be born in mind that the combatants in this war, on both sides, were in 
the main not professional soldiers, but men from very different back
grounds who often found themselves in a strange environment and vari
ously caught up in very new experiences. These included incarceration 
and a new kind of guerilla warfare, over and above submission to the bru
talising contract to kill other men which war perforce entails. Signifi
cantly, the most traumatic general experiences of the war beyond the 
immediate fighting - the dying from disease, the burning of homesteads, 
the setting up of concentration camps - are rarely, if ever, mentioned in 
the periodicals, being left as tacit knowledge perhaps difficult to acknowl
edge and publicly come to terms with. But in such a situation, striving to 
give the authority of print, or even of laborious handwritten reproduction 
to experience at odds with what has been known before helps both the 
individual and the group to rise above the adverse features of alienating 
experience. It becomes a means of putting the best face on things, and of 
achieving a reassuring sense that it is possible after all to sustain commu
nally the illusion at least of normality and civilized values. The probably 
unconscious model for much of the material, particularly but by no 
means exclusively on the side of the Imperial forces, is the public school 
magazine - whose function was also to give group definition to the expe
rience of a community of displaced individuals living for the most part 
away from home and having to come to terms with a new common code. 
It is noteworthy that surprisingly little of the periodical material is either 
strongly jingoistic and fanatically partisan, or critical and complaining. 
Much of it has a spontaneity and artlessness that goes behind any such 
obvious kind of institutional and ideological framing. Its value and 
uniqueness is that it provides a fascinating insight into the human face 
that ordinary combatants caught up in the war put on in relation to one 
another in their unbuttoned moments.

In showing men coming to terms with displacement, moreover, the 
Boer War periodicals underline the significance which the periodical 
genre itself had come to have as a normalising cultural form. In a print 
culture, it is largely through reading that a group most readily discovers 
and accommodates itself to the inner significance of shared experience. 
Well-established newspapers and prestigious periodicals presume to 
speak out authoritatively to society at large, and they are in an obvious 
way an opinion-forming and image-defining medium. But when commu
nal experience becomes splintered and extreme, it tends to be the less pre
tentious and more ephemeral periodicals that enable marginalised and 
uniquely constituted groups to find a shared voice. In doing this, the Boer 
Wars serials achieve, perhaps not so much individually, but cumulatively, 
a special and very poignant kind of authenticity.
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Checklist of Titles (untraced items in square brackets):

i. Cognate earlier material: [Malaboch Extinguisher], News of the Camp, 
The North Lincoln Sphinx, The Wopse.
2. Material from the Boer field presses and Boer war newspapers: De 
Bazuin {The Clarion), De Brandwacht {The Sentinel), Buitengewone 
Staats-Courant ZAR {Government Gazette Extraordinary of the Trans
vaal Republic), Bulletin (Heidelberg), The Clarion (Jagersfontein), Jong 
Transvaal, Di Skoorsteenki {The Little Chimney), Staats Courant van den 
OVS {Orange Free State Government Gazette), De Volkstem, The Vrede 
Chronicle, De Zoutpansberg Wachter {The Zoutpansberg Sentinel).
3. Official British war newspapers: The Friend, Johannesburg Gazette, 
Pretoria Friend, Transvaal Government Gazette.
4. Campaign journals: The Camp Critic (Boer?), The Chit, Convalescent 
Depot Gazette, The Devil’s Fountain or Deelfontein Gazette, The Groen- 
fontein Observer, Khaki Letters, The Oreana Oyster, [The Pavonia Pif- 
fler], The South African Grouse, West Yorkshire Weekly.
5. Siege papers: The Diamond Fields Advertiser, Ladysmith Bombshell, 
Ladysmith Lyre, Mafeking Mail.
6. Prisoner of war publications:
a ) British: The Cossack Post, The Gram, The Waterfall Wag;
b ) Boer (South Africa): The Skyview Parrot, The Tick , [The Tocsin], 
[Tugela Twaddler]; St. Helena: Kamp Kruimels, {Camp Crumbs), De 
Kryijgsgevangene; Ceylon: Boer Afloat, Diyatalawa Camp Lyre, Diyatal- 
awa Dum-Dum, De Krygsgevangene {The Prisoner of War), De 
Prikkeldraad {The Barbed Wire), De Str ever {The Striver), The Welikada 
Justice; Bermuda: Burt’s Trompet; Portugal: De Worstelaar {The Strug
gler); Basutoland: Koloyane Kaleidoscope.

University of Wetwatersrand

NOTES

i See, for example, LAssiette au Buerre, No. 26, 28 September 1901, sub-titled 
“Les Camps de reconcentration au Transvaal,” which is made up entirely of 
cartoons by Jean Veber with Kruger and Kitchener as the main protagonists 
and lurid portrayals of executed prisoners a main feature.

2 The only previous overview of the Boer War material in English and Dutch is 
the short article by B.H.J.van Rensburg in the South African Encyclopaedia, 
edited by A.M.Lewin Robinson. This article might thus be seen as an adden
dum to that essay.

3 The checklist is doubtless incomplete. It is the result of culling all published 
indexes, and of hunting through the main South African libraries with strong
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Boer War collections, as also the holdings of the British National Army 
Museum. A certain amount of the material found at both the War Museum in 
Bloemfontein and in the University of the Witwatersrand archives was uncata
logued.

4 A brief account of the field presses is given by Jan Snuffelgraag, “Die Pers in 
Ons Oorlog”, Die Huisgenoot XVIII, 15 December 1933 (Bloemfontein), 17 
and 77. Some of the items subsequently cited are indexed in the South African 
National Bibliography and its Supplements.

5 Probably the best and certainly the most broadly accessible account of the war 
is Thomas Pakenham’s The Boer War, best consulted in the Illustrated Edition 
(London: George Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1979) which has excellent cam
paign maps.

6 Staats Courant van den Oranjevrijstaat, Saturday 19 October, 1901.
7 See Mels J Meyes, “De Brandwacht,” Die Nuwe Brandwag (Bloemfontein) 1.4 

(November 1929), 245-51.
8 The story of The Friend is told by Julian Ralph, an American journalist who 

had been one of its co-editors, in War's Brighter Side: The Story of The Friend 
newspaper edited by the war correspondents with Lord Roberts's forces, 
March-April 1900 (London: C.Arthur Pearson, 1901). This volume also repro
duces the contents of the issues.

9 Published by Bennet and Davis, n.d. (c.1901).
10 The Wopse was re-published at Cape Town in 1880-81. See Major L. A. 

Crook, “The Wopse,” Military History Journal, 2.4 (1972), 138-9 and 149. A 
note by A. H. S in Africana Notes and News 17.7, September 1967, 297, says 
on the authority of a well-known collector of Africana that there was also 
another hand-written early campaign journal, the Malaboch Extinguisher 
(1894).

11 Something of the vast continuum of periodical material pertinent to the Boer 
War can be glimpsed from the fact that some of the letters were printed also in 
the official journal Telegraph Chronicle, and from the tribute to the leaflet in 
its last number from the editor of the Royal Engineers journal The Sapper It 
has been beyond my scope in this article to consider the range of regimental 
journals of a more permanent or official nature. A few examples of such jour
nals which contain material of interest are The Queen's Own Gazette (Royal 
West Kent Regiment), The Household Brigade Magazine and The Thin Red 
Line (Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders). A further trivial example of this 
type was The Orient Christmas, dated 24 December, I901, a cyclostyled, self
styled “journal” edited by G.J.R. Cooke of the 3rd Dragoon Guards, brought 
out on the SS Orient during its voyage to South Africa, its cover illustrated 
with the badges of the various regiments on board (National Army Museum, 
London, Boer War 6610/8).

12 Both of these are reproduced as an appendix in A. W. M. Atthill's From Nor
wich to Lichtenburg via Pretoria (Norwich: 1909).
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^Jorwort.

^tunnn be()nt fid) bag „W, roeit, unabfebbar, mit f^em 
mahenbem Srafe bebecft: bier golbgelb, mie ein nothing

^ornfelb; bort, mo vie(leid)t eine oerborgne 2Bafferaber unter bem 
Srunbe rinnt, fmaragbgrün. Sin eberner, tiefbïauer Rimmel wolbt 
feine reine Puppet bariiber. 5®ag aber bort in roeiter, bâmmernber 
gerne ben $orijont begrenjt, finb eg Serge, finb eê SBoIfengebiibe? 
®er fragenbe Slid: nermag eg nid)t $u erfennen:

bag ift ïrangvaaï.

3luf tleinem, flinïem Soffe erfdjeint ptotjlidj ein Dïeiter. Sein 
bartigeg @efid)t ift fonnnerbrannt ; feine Sradjt ift bie beg Sanbbauerg 
unb pagers: I)of)e, gelbleberne Stiefel, engantiegenbe Seinheiber, ein 
einfadjeg, graueg ,3ac£ett, ein breitranbiger fyiljbut, bag Semebr unb ein 
patronengefpicfteg Sanbetier geben bem Seiter ein etroag martiatifdjeg 
2lugfe^en. ‘Sod) ber biebere Stugbrucf ber btauen 2lugen mitbert bag 
Sebrof)tid)e ber @rfd)einung:

bag ift ber Sur.

Sr fud)t nid)t ben 9Beg. She ber Stiffer auf pfablofem 9«eere 
ben ^urg, fo fennt er in feiner Steppe bie 9tid)tung. Senn er pt 
ber ^err in biefem Sebiete.

Seine Setter tjaben ben Soben mit ibrem Shite ertauft: non ben 
«omen unb ben Sigern, non ben giftigen Sd)(angen unb - mag 
nod) bbgartiger ift atg bag mitbe Setier - von ben beulenben £orben 
blntburftiger ^affern.

®ie Sof)ne biefeu ®vunb frud)tbar
einen ©tant errid)t(t, bet fid) - Md> >""S ~ 
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fdmn in mander ^infid)t augjeidjnet SKan bhcfe nur auf femen $anbel, 
auf Soft unb £elegrapl)ie, auf feine milbe ©efe^gebung Tur Sergroert unb 
$nbuftrie, auf fein ®d}uMen u. f. w. 3« in fcinen fraftooKen Seftre= 
bungen, ftetê üoranjufdjreiten auf bem SBege 3111 boljern Silbung unb 
Simlifation, bat er fid) feinem fyeinbe weit überlegen gejeigt. Sluf ber 
tarifer SBeltauêftellung im We 1900 erl)ie(t ïranêoaal für fein 
offentlidjeê ®d)UÏroefen in ber I. Klaffe (@lementarunterrid|t) unb in 
ber II. Piaffe (Tîittlerer unb ^obérer Unterridjt) beibemal bie bbdjfte 3luê= 
jeidjnung, ben Grand Prix. —

SBenn irgenbroo in ber SBelt ein ®igentum§red)t gead)tet werben 
mup, fo ift eê bag beê Suren: non 9îed)têwegen, weil eê fo teuer, 
fo efjrlid) bejabït ift; non 9)lenfd)lid)leitên)egen unb um ber Suren 
willen, weil ibr Sanb auf Sotteê weiter SBelt baê letjte 3Ifi)l ift, woljin 
fid) bie ipoefie beê fd)Iid)ten, bauerlid)en Sebenê, beê $irten= unb $âger= 
bafeinê geflüdjtet bot ; bie ^oefie beê mannbaften ^ampferê, ber otjne 
SIuêfidjt auf ®b«n3eidjen für fpauê, §of unb ^reibeit in ben £ob 
gebt ; bie iÇoefie ber gefunben, ebrwürbigen Sitten.

Slber in ben Sergen beê Sanbeê finbet fid) Solb. Unb mie bie 
reine flamme baê flatternbe Ungejiefer ber 91ad)t ansiebt, fo ruft ber 
ftrablenbe @Ianj beê @olbe§ ben 2luswurf ber SBelt, and) bie roiberlid) 
gierige Spefuïation bes Sonboner ®elbmarfte§ berbei-

Sie burd)wübîen ben ®runb unb Soben — unb ber Sur lâ^t fie 
in gutmütiger ®aftfreil)eit gewâ^ren; fie plünbern bie reidjen Sdja^e 
ber Serge unb ber Sur ()inbert fie nidjt baran.

2)a ertldren fid) bie Sinbringlinge im Ueberma^e ber 5red)^eit 
für Jperren beê Sanbeê. Sauge fd)on war iljrem merfantilen Sfjrgeis 
beê Suren freieê Oâgerregiment ein S)orn im Singe. <5ie oerlangen 
nad) europaif^er Kultur, baê fjeifjt nad) roei|en SHaven, bie im 
od)roeiBe xtjreê Slngefidjtê für fid) faum baê tagïid)e Srot, für fie, 
bie an Seib unb ®eele oerïrüppelten SrotÇerren, lufullifd)e ©enüffe 
erroeroen fallen:

baê ift ber ^rieg.
®er Sur will fid) fein freieê $âger= unb Çirtenleben nid)t netjmen 

apem Bornig, mit emem ^u^tritt, jagt er baê ^arafitengefdjmeiB au§ 
bem Sanbe.

garnit fjat er bie ©aile ber SJlâd)tigen erregt. ®enn in Sonbon 
u 1e Sorfe eine fjoffâ^ige ©eroalt auê. ®ort fauft fie mit iljrem
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Solbe bie Unterfdjriften ber Wdjtbaber, 
Satterien, ^unberttaufenbe armer Sôlbner 
überê sJReer fd)iden gegen bie Suren. —

bie bie Segimenter unb 
marjd)ieren (affen unb fie

Sefenften -paupteS vertdgt bie ^Soefie ifjr letjteê 2(jpl
SBirb fie baf)in jurüdfe^ren, menu ber robe Sdrm ber æaffen ver. 

flungen ift. Ober roerben von nun an and) im Sanbe ber Soiven bie 
niinnut fatten Wolbbpânen, bie parvenus unb bie mit Siamauten fiber, 
labenen „2abieê" regieren?

SBer iveig eâ?
3Rit ^elbenmut baben fid) bie Suren bistjer geroebrt unb Srefdje 

auf Srefdje in ben SBall menfd)(id)er Seiber gefdjoffen, ber fid) ivie 
eine Sünbfiut fiber ibr Sanb wdl}t. 2Birb bie Sapfern am ®nbe bod) 
bie Uebermad)t in ibren SBirbel b<nab}ieben?

Sîlopfenben Çerjenê bliden bie Setter auf bas graufige Sdjaufpiel. 
2lu§ natfirlidjem Slntrieb mbdjten fie ade bie Çdnbe anlegen, um bie 
botjen Sitter, bie einft and) ibreSater befapen, briiben vor bem Ser-- 
fdpvinben ju retten. Slber ber eifeme Biiget beredjnenber Seivalten 
batt fie jurfid.

3b«i” Sntereffe, bem tvarmen ®efübl ber fgmpatbifierenben 
3Jlaffen, finb bie nadjftebenben Silber unb Stijjen geivibmet. Seben 
fie aud) fein voUftanbiges Semalbe, fo fonnen fie bod) baju bei 
tragen, Klarbeit fiber ben Sba^^er biefeS unfeligen 2lngriffêtrieges 
unb bief er opferreidjen unb opfertvilligen Serteibigung ju verbreitcn. 
2Boate Sott, baB ber Serfaffer biefet Stijjen fie einft auf bem Soben 
einer freien SranSvaatrepuMit vervofiftdnbigen tonnte!

Die Uerleger:
’g j ©ravenb«0£. 

'ptrctoria.

21. 21 i er ft r as j.

Stuttgart.

Sinton ^offmann.
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$riuath<iii-5 in Pretoria.

»>6e b'>
■ ,«1^

anpftan^nge
auSgegeW

wurben. %
sMerg«âV

fdjaften 
bie neuefteu

'Sen Wfy
W)en nnb

Ddgfen gW
ba$ w
ber guten>V4---*terung; bie^ferbe ftampfen feurig nor SBo^gena^rttjeit, unb bie Sd)afe' wiege

fid) in i^rem reidjen $e(j. <9 
Slud) in ben Sorfern bleibt ber $8ur feinen @eroof)nl)eiten treu

Sobalb ber Sag grant, ift er auf ben feinen unb genie^t bi
frifdje SRorgenluft. ®e§ 2lbenb§ geb)t er jeitig ju $8ett, unb ben
Sag oerbringt er mit feinen I)duêlid)en ®efd)dftigungen unb @arten=
arbeiten. $n feiner ^leibung unb feinen SRanieren ift er buref)
nid)t§ oom Suropaer ju unterfdjeiben, aber feine fraftige, breih
fdjultrige Seftalt, fein grower Sart unb fein gefunber, fefter 2ritt
fennjeidjnen if)n. Seine f^rau unb £od)ter uerfte^en fid) gefdjnw
noil ju fleiben, mean and) manchmal mit etma§ übermâfjiger ^arbem
pradjt.
Monberê menu e/fein?.? e"1 ailfgeroedter ©rjdtjler jeigen,
er nie in Uefertreibu^^ °ffnen 9'eBt'

* • vOtt fri"

au Wel3d) f)abe tyer ben afrifanifdfenJBuren nu ^en gt^ern eillf 
and) nur einigermafjen au§fid)rlid)e§ \3ilb, c§
erforberte, non ifjm ju geben uerfud)t; and) )
Unterf^eibung jmifd)en bem ïranênaater u biel^^q^Ueii11 
®ie Sürger beiber Hîepubüïen ^aben o bcS\clten. je^ 1 
bilbung, M lie fur mid) alê .ein einjjge§ X^aatet, f teft 
ber greiftaatler etroa§ îoëmopolitifier al§ be ^rj^ieb n t g(eid)1 
feinen ®runb abgiebt, non einem < fampîcnJ.ùet ^
S3eibe ftreiten fiir
3Rut, pnb non g(etd)er SluSbauer befeeft, bei ) a(§ ~
®eibe rooden, bag mir fie af§ ®in æoft bet
Streiter ber jungen afritanifdjen SRaffe.
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DJleine Sfijjen 
il)rer Staat§= 

manner unb 
(Generate, roie 
id) fie getannt 

unb gefeben 
babe, finb nur 
ftüdjtiqe Seidp 
nungen, nidjt 
ba§ Stgebniê 

jabretanger
Stubieniiberibr 
£eben, ibr ïbun 
unbfiaffen. 3d) 
babe bie $8uren 
wabrenb meiner 

uieljabrigen
Sbatigteit al§ 

Qoumalift
^riuatOaité in Pretoria.

griinblid) tennen geternt, banad) b«be id) fie gefd)ilbert, nur im Umrib, 
urn bie 2lrt unb SBeife, rooburd) fid? ber eine nom anbem unter= 
fd)eibet, in§ £id)t 311 fteUen.

SBenn nieine SIrbeit bo3ii beitrâgt, ba§ bie graben Scanner aus 
biefem jiveiten Çreibeitêtampfe bem beutfd)en Solte beutlidjer vors 9Iuge 
treten, beffer von ibm gemiirbigt iverben, gtaube id), einen Seii ber 
fyreunbfdjaft, bie mir bie SIfrifaner erroiefen, vergolten ju baben, unb 
nieine Sgmpatbie fiir ba§ fdmvfenbe æoïf roirb nid)t unfrud)tbar ge= 
roefen fein.

ger gur auf bem ^rirgspfnb.

tn ber eng(ifd)en Beitung „S)ailp SRail" erinnere id) mid) einen 
Slrtitel getefen 511 bûben, morin ibr ^riegêtorrefponbent Button 

a I p b eine Setradjtung fiber ben SBert ber von ben britifeben ïruppen 
beroiefnen Sapferteit anftettt. ®r tain babei ju bem Scbtuffe, bab oil 
bie von ben „crack-regiments“ (Stiteregimentem) an ben Sag getegte 
Sobe§verad)tung fet)r ivenig 91ut)en gebradjt bab>e. 2Bot)l fei e§ fdjon 
unb Ifibtid), terjengerabe unb ot)ne 2Banten einem fidjern Sob ent-- 
gegenjugeben, mie e3 bie fdjottifdjen $od)lanber bei SRagerêfontein 
(11. ©ejember 1899) unb bie Kanabier beim Sturm auf Œronjeê 
^jaupttager 311 *Paarbenberg (18. gebruar 1900) vo(lbrad)ten. 21ber 
wa§ niibe bag gegeniiber bem mobernen 9fepetiergeivet)r, ba§ fd)on 
auf grobe Gntfcrnung mit Sid)ert)eit treffe unb bem (Sdjiiben btnter 
ber Sd)an3e ben unberecbenbaren Sorteil gebe, jebe Slnja^I von 
Êtunntaufenben ivegmdben 311 fonnen, bevor biefe an§ 3’^ 9e’ 
fommen finb?3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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ïrci Wenetationen im Suicge. ®rofioatct, «6 gatjre ait, '-Bâter, «3 saute, un®
Satin, 16 gatjre. 5)er ®roêoater ju ait, uni bienîtpnidjtig fctn ju tonnen, ber Sotjn 
su jung baju, aber bie etebe juin SJaterlanb ttcû fie frciroiltig btc æjaffen ergrciicn. 
lier æater figt auf Santt Selena gefangm. ®t bat brei Kngldnbcr crfdjoffen, bcaor 

eâ Sedjfen gclang, tbn ju überroattigen.

©er afritanifdje Sur bemunbert unb ad)tet biefen Slut, unb 
tein britifdjer Solbat roirb non ibm fo b°d) geftelbt ale ber Sdjotte; 
aber er tjat bod) aud) ein Sluge für btc unpraftifdje Seite ber= 
artiger §elbentbaten unb verurteift fie auf feine 2Irt mit ber 
ftoifdjen Semertung: „Het is daarom banja onvoorzichtig.“ (@â 
bleibt bod) fetjr, fe^r unvorfid)tig.) Julian Salpb unb ber afri= 
faniftfye Sur tommen alfa beibe ju berfelben enbgültigen Sd)Iup= 
folgerung.

2Ba§ bei un§ Suropdern 2Rut bei^t, nâmïidj ïabeêneradjtung, fennt 
ber Sur nid)t; bod) bin id) teinesmegê mit benen einoerftanben, bie 
ibn feig nennen. ©ie Umftânbe tjaben ifjm eine ganj anbre Sorte non 
9Jlut beigebrad)t.

Son ®efd)Ied)t ju @efd)(ed)t bat ber Sadjfomme jmeier Sorter, 
ber fyranjofen (^ugenotten) unb ^oUânber, bie um ibrer ©obeâoeradjtung 
miden befannt finb, e§ geternt, Sorfidjt unb Sift bbfyer ju fteden al§ 
ben Shit. $n feinen ^riegen mit ben Singebornen, bie jumeiten bunbert= 
mal jatjlreidjer roaren al§ bie Serteibiger be§ von ibnen angegriffnen 
æagenlagerê, b‘iben e§ bie Suren burd) vorfidjtigeê 3uæ«^Se^en Der= 
ftanben, bie Cberljanb ju beljalten unb bem §einbe SRefpeft einjuflô^en.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Wit ernrr verad)tnng, ate 
ni,d)bieber&niO’ 
p^cv ' ftûmiten tie

Sdjwarjen in bid)1 
ten Çorben an, 
wurben uber mal jurü(fgefiyof= 
fen trot) ber [leinen 
tfnjati ber ^er- 
teibiger unb trot) 
bem fd)led)ten, alb 
mobif^en &eme^t. 
^ie&egenivart ber 
Frauen in ben 

Sagem gab ben 
WdnnernbenSJhit, 
bid aufd du^erfte 
fûrSBeibunb^inb 
ju jedjten. Sie 
mainte fie aber

^riege beteiffgt. ” r'n3 ant

©Pid tu - 
«nb b^ut* ?e>i 
taPfern @egj 
!™en M ?'n 
^,n9e«, beUu 
|»«nftauen i 
^Ulbet mit ei„?b 
e»tfdjHd)en £ 

mu [fen.
^iefe $tt 

■JBeife be§ 'Sertei 
bigun$§Weg§ 
beim ^Buven erWid.) 
fleroorben, unb er 
i)at fie and) in 

biefem Striege 
nucberangeivenbet

(Slanbihaagte, 
ivo ba§ beutjd)e 
unb ba§ t)ollaiv 
bxfd)c Kovp§ bie 

iBluttaufe env- 
pfingen (21. Dt 
tober 1899), unbunnty auf§

b9eroWenWiie'^'“‘^w auê 'Pretoria. 9»d)t ’«mbre ®^'C'

ote Teutftben gegen bie Suren. Qljr fiomntanbo jeidjnete Tia)

ber SDlannfdiaften au§.
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«ntunft eûtes Transports tu ®IanSSiaagtc. Cangfam jieben bie Edtfcnbi, 77^ 
auf gefiem rubeubeu unb grofitentetlS ftart bclafteten SBagen über bm unautl'^'n, nt*. 
®er oorauSgepenbe ffaffer leitet mit etnem an bent oorberften ©d)fen Œ
(Befpann, unb baueben gcbt ber «ur mit cinev rtefigen ipettf$e, luointt „ ? fl,en Seti Æ 
bantiert, bafi er ben tletnften Stein oon ber ffirbe aufpeitfd)t, aud) Sel „

in bie &(ud)t jagt. 0C1 un<> Heines ®

9Wagerêfontein, baê vom^elbentob beê ffanbinavifchen ^or»a h i en 
jember 1899) beridjtet — finb ^enfmâler be§ DJtuteê ber ©ur^r, t 
roerben mit bem ®efed)t bei Soêfjof (5.2lpril 1900), mo ©eneral be Si? 
boiê^areuil ben^elbentob ftarb, ftra^ïenbe unb unverqefilidie 
in ber @efd)id)te biefeê jmeiten ^reibeitêfriegê bilben; ju gïetdier 
aber merben fie gegen jene Sobeêveradjtung, bie roo^I ju berounbern, abet 
aud) ju beftagen ift, Seugniê ablegen. ^at nidjtfiorb Oîobertê aud) eine 
uoHftânbigeUmfeljr mit ber engïifdjen ®efed)t§roeife vorgenommen? $at er 
nid)t aud) ben ^elbenmut, ber bi§ ju feiner Slnfunft nidjtê alê bebauern^ 
roürbige Dtefultate lieferte, burd) eine vorfidjtige &viegfül)rung erfetjt?

©ie englifd)en Slatter tjaben bie Suren oft megen ifjrer angeboraen 
æorliebe fur fidjre ©ectung oerfpottet unb bem iïQute ber britif^en 
Sotbaten lange épatten geroibmet; aber aud) itjre t'otonialen 9îeginienter 
^aben bie unpraftifd)e £obe§verad)tung fetjr felten an ben $ag gdegt 
unb bodj bilben fie ben ^ern beê britifd)en <£>eere§ in Sübafrifa.

Uebrigenê verleitet bie æorfid^t ben Suren oft, feine <5teuung, 
fobalb e§ i^m barin ju marin roirb, etroaê imrfdjnell ° .'Æ 
$d) mid baê nid)t leugnen, unb fein Unparteiifd)er mirb 
ift ju bebenfen, ba^ feine ®i§cip(in ben Suren auf bem ‘J 
unb baj) nid)t§ anfterfenber roirït a(§ SBeglaufen. 2Iber nw ?U,;Lrall 
ein Sdjein von 2)iêciplin vorfjanben ift, ba jeigt fid) , "L-ginben 
tapfer genug, aud) in bem Sinne, ben roir mit bem ÆBotte 
geroo^nt finb. Dîiemanb mirb ber freiftaatlidjen unb ber tran 
SlrtiKerie, ober ber ^ofjanneêburger ^Soligei HJlut ®?pr!ZaCÏ ftan^ 
@in Sur, ber fo lange fidjt, bi§ er bie Unmôglid)feit, J vevbiç”1 
ju^alten, einfiefyt, unb erft im aderle^ten ^ugenblitf gr 
me^r Sldjtung, alê ein englifdjer Solbat, ber oorgelp, -,lï)en fei»ct 
bap Umfetjr fur itjn ben fidjern, e^rlofen £ob von ben -y3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Offijiere bebeutet. Seim Sriten fi^t bie Sobesoeradpung obenbrein ini 
'-Olut. ®r fennt ed nidjt anberd unb glaubt, obne fie ben geinb nidjt 
iiberromben ju tonnen. Sturndaufen fiebt et aid bad $beal ber Srieg» 
fübïung an. ®r batt ed unter feiner SBiirbe unb nennt ed feig, roenn 
er vorfidjtig oorgeben unb non jeber Sedung ®ebraudj madjen foil, 
wised ber Sur beim Singriff ttjut. Ser Sur bagegen bat eine prattifdjere 
Sluffaffung non ber Sadje, er mill bent ffeinbe fo oiel Sdjaben aid 
moglidj jufûgen unb fid) felbft fo roenig aid ntoglid) blonfteUen. Sad 
ift bie tym non ben Kafferntriegen b« gleidjfam angeborne Saftit.

Slud) ift niemanb ba, ber ibn jurüdbâlt, menu er feine Stellung 
uerlafjt — „van positie verandert“ — roie er fid) gem befd)bnigenb 
ftatt retirieren audbrüdt. SBobl bemiiben fid) Rommanbanten unb 
fyelbfornette, bent „Sangbart" (Sangberj) 3Rut einjufpredjen, wobl 
treten fie itjm aud) mit Srobungen entgegen. SJlitunter oerfudjen fie 
ed fogar mit £>anbgreiftidjteiten, ibn ju feiner Sflid)t jurûdjubringen ; 
bamit finb aber aud) allé Smangsmittel (?) erfdjopft. liar bem ebriofen 
Jobe burd) bie SBaffe feined Dffijierd braud)t fid) ber Sur nidjt roie 
ein Solbat ju fuvd)ten. Stud biejem ©runbe berounbre id) ben tapfern 
Suren weit mebt aid ben Sngldnber, ber ben Sob oerad)tet.

SJlan l)at after bie fyrage aufgemorfen, roarum bie Suren nidjt 
mebr ©idciptin bei itjren Éommanbod baben; bie Seantmortung biefer

gicl g. Sfrlnstoo ®en.®Uioen Uticd>iaxt>l
D. g. 6. CrraSmusl

ri:__________  - — — ■ ____________________
atruiuie vun Süreutomuianianien am filiurioitr, nafte bet gobtnntobitrg. îtefes SBi» ift gerabe 
uor ber grofien è<t)lad)t (S8. Sial l»ooj angeferttgt roorbcn, too 8orb Roberts feine ganje Srnppen; 
innd)t jufammenjieÿen mu&te, um bie non nod) nidjt 2000 iBuren befegten îteUungen ju erobcrn, 
road bem britifdjen ®efebl«baber war enbiidj gelang, aber crft nadj etnem 'Bcrlnfte ^unberter 

oon îoten unb SBernjunbeten in einem ijartnâdigen Ratnpfe.
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~ ;» in bon ©baratter beê 2Ifrifaner§ ju finben. 2(uf f .•^a9 h« fieri' 2Tuf SWeifen ini UmfreiS ift geroôbnïid inien’ ®ut
Sd'en anjutreffen. 3" allen Slngetegenbeiten befchn'c «leiif

* fiufe felber, °^nc ba^ c‘ne ®eFu^n9 an cine bJ,/^ ev an
S I»»*» er an* TOemben „,d)t OTrt«ge„ (1„ÿ^ 
RtA ii'SM »“>' bie5™<M»rb™ ju «tt^eiben S'fSeif
i)[cr natiirlid) au^er &etrad)t). So i|t eê begreifhd), bag e? ?’■ lQlle jl
ifteil 9ieW an m«rifd;e Man,,» 918,?
in. BrH^b^ ber g?.
bie^iIfe@otte§Dermôgen viel ^rafibe^ ber feiX^auf
out fennt ivie feine eignen Siinbcr, roa^t biefe ebeln Dittel nf , Verger f0M in ber ^t0e beS @efed;t§ ift feine GrfJ 
aber, bie bei einem an ©lêciplm geroü^nten Solbaten hi L ^'Üeî
SBirfung Ijaben rourben, madden ben ®nren, ber in befehr 9en,iin^te
ju ge^rdjen geivo^nt ift, nur ftorrifd). So fommt e3 hi? xnb 
er nidjt me^r fampfen mill, niemanb baju berocaen h ’bn' ’^nn

®ie 3o^nne§burger ^olijei unb bie freiftaatliÆe uîï / 
ÜtrtiHeriefinb an Siêctpïtn gênant 53ei i^nen bat fid ienl 
^arafterjug nidjt m foment @rabe entivitfelt ober er S ^^’’^vlii 
nidjt me^r fa ftarf fervor, ©iefem Umftanb fdreibe M

md) feine gute W" Ser'SuVbe/feM^^ *
®’IW' meig

Mi ^XUJeini” ®r meil,
e5„e

•H-i-

_____
fins' inrM*s.a®etl'6tn îlHÎullt vo« '1‘rouiaitt. ,?3ema*rid)ten ^VnatcitftvetVlCl1
ftnb jiigkid) btc Ueberbringer con Sagerneuigtetten. $AnC '®
nld)t, unb aud) root)l ein wenig übertrieben. Wilt bcn,unl,e5mJltinacrn-

fid) bie neueften 9lad)rid)ten in ben SJuten 0
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Slide in Sa8 Uancrieiicn bee Suren: Screitung ber SlaHjeit. atej ift etn tmditiccr Sluaen 
’’“d' ba'3 ®01'- 6as ’cincr $Snc '«W (HfcnboH genaum 

intrb. ®eim blc Sartoffetn gcfdjalt unb aufgefegt fmb, roirb ba» aefotten ober an elncr 
au« jioet anetnanber aebunbnen Bioeigen befteljenben ®abel im Jener aerofict. Sretlidd bel 
ber jefcigen Sriegdarbeit I)at ber Sur nid)t metjr Diet geit, fid) bem SlittagSmaljte ju rotbmen.

Ulïê biefeê gegenfeitige Sertrauen ju fdjroinben anfing unb ber 
Sur nidjt me^r überjeugt roar, bap i^u fein Kamerab im tritifd)en 
Slugenblicf nidjt im Stid) laffen roerbe, begann Sorb 9iobert§ ®r= 
folge $u fjaben. Unb biefer ©eneral mad)te gefd)idten ®ebraud) von ber 
Ttjatfadje, bap jene§ allé umfdjlingenbe Sanb be§ Sertrauens verloren 
gegangen roar. Sevor e§ nod) roieberbergeftellt roerben tonnte, riiefte 
er bi§ nad) Pretoria oor.

fritte unter ben Suren nod) jener atte Seift gelebt, ber ben Sturm 
auf ben Sp ion fop (24.—25. ^anuar 1900) gelingen iiep — roabrlid), 
Sorb Roberts roare auf einen anbern SBiberftanb geftopen.

Uebrigen§ tann man eê ben Suren nid)t fo fet)r oerbenfen, ba^ 
fie fid) bem îlufmarfd) gegen Pretoria nidjt energifdjer entgegenftellten. 
3f)re 2ln$al)[ rourbe von Sag ju Sag fleiner, unb bie Sngldnber fodjten 
nid)t me^r, fonbern bemü^ten fid) nur nod), iljre Segner ju umjingeln 
unb iljnen fo baêfelbe Sd)icf)al roie Sronje unb ben Seinen ju bereiten. 
fatten e§ bie Suren ju einer fold)en llmpngelung tommen (affen, bann 
roare ber Krieg vieHeidjt fd)on >u @nbe. Tie verfiigbaren Streitfrdfte 
roaren bann in unljeimlidjer 2Beife jufammengef^moljen. Tie einjige 
9ïettung blieb alfo, auêjuroeidjen, eine günftige ©elegenljeit abjuroarten 
unb beffreS Terrain aufjufudjen. Saâ beffre Terrain Ijielten bie 
Suren nunme^r im Horben mit feinen rautjen Sergcn unb Süf^en 
befetjt. Taburd) rourbe bie englifdje Kommunitationslinie bei rocitem 
Kinger, and) rourbe ber æiberftanb ber Suren roieber entfdjiebner, unb 
bieSriten erlebten bie unangenefjme Snttaufdjnng, bafj ber gelbjug bi§ 
nad) Pretoria, roenigftenS foroeit „Sob§" ùüobertê) ibn geleitet bat, 
im Serqleid) mit bem neuen Krieg§abfd)nitt ein Kinberfpiet roar.

$ni ©ueriHaEiieg fûljït fid) ber Sur mcl)r ju ^aufe. $ier roirb3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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faM ta a^onn un. fte‘9t

er nid;t von einer Uebermadjt angegriff^ bie aHjuftarî für feine f[einpn 
^ommanboê ift; einer fo^en Uebermadjt geïjt er au§ bem 2Beqe S 
Sruppe, bie er angretfen roiH, fuc^t er fid) felbft au§; unb ba'ift er 
faft jebeêmal feineê ®rfolg§ gemifj.

Seine eigne ©eroanbt^eit unb bie SdjneUigfeit feineë gjferbeê tjelfen 
i^m ftet§, bem geinbe, ber ba3 £anb fo fdjledjt fennt, ju enttommen 
@r roagt einen <Sd)fag — unb ift wieber entroifdjt, beoor fid) bem @egner 
nod) ©elegen^eit bietet, ben Soget ju fangen. ®en Suren, ber geroo^nt ift, 
auf bem fyetbe ju baufen, ermübet biefeê raftlofe Seben bureaus nidjt; 
ben ©ngfânber aber, ber ninuner 9ïulje befommt, ermübet e§ tôbMj. 
3eber nene Srfolg fadjt ben 9J?ut be§ Suren uon neuem an unb madjt 
ben Sriten muttofer. fyurdjt vor fo* Sodfüf)nt)eit beâ Suren braudjt 
er aderbingê nid)t ju $aben: 2oKfüï)nï)eit liegt nidjt in feiner Dlatur, 
îolltüfjn^eit ift „banja onvoorzichtig“.

Son jeber Semegung be§ 3tinbe§ ift ber Sur unterridjtet. Set 
Snglânber iff mitten tm Sanbe unb non Spionen umringt, bie ifyre Seridjte 
ftefô bur^ufdjmuggeln roiffen ; unb finbet ber Sur im ffelbe nidjt, was 
et an Sa^ridjten nôtig ju fjaben glaubt, bann ^ott er fid) 5 felM 
Sietertei æege pe^en i^m ^terju offen. SDen beften unb einfadjften c 
ipm bie Snglanber fetbft angemiefen. @r Jpannt feine Ddjfen 
-bogen, belabet biefen mit Sanbeêprobuften unb fatjrt na^ fo”’ <j J 
von roo er roieber gerabeêroegê nadi feinem ®ute unb von ba W Ie 
Sommanbo jurütffe^rt. So ivagt er fidt fogar in§ britifd)e 
an mtrJMtimmung be§ roadjtfjabenben ©fftjierê fein ®emu|e 
fcnfdtaften verfauft. . fAIcitf,t

Sietet jid} eine foïdje ®e(egen^eit jum Spionieren nid^t, bannj / 
ber 9iad;t, begünftigt »on ber aUeVe'M»i< 

iubapifani|djen SunfeUjeit, burdj bie engtifdjen Sinien, n?tc fLnWl 
<çeion auf feinem ru^mreidjen 3ll9e nncfy un^u1^
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bet ^aarbenbetg (18.—27. gebruar 1900) unb toieber jurüd getljan 
pat. Sin 5yreunb oberJQetannter in ber Stabt ober auf bent æorfe 
gtebt btc notroenbigen fyingerjeige, unb nad) turjem 2lufentf)alt unter 
ben Sriten roirb ber müdtoeg auf bemfelben Sdjleidjroeqe burd) bie 
feinbtidjen Sinien beioertftelligt.

Sft aucb tyierju feine Selegenljeit ju finben, bann tleibet fid) ber 
Sur einfad) in englifd)e§ SHjafi, fattelt fein erbeuteteê iftferb auf, unb 
er, ber fonft ftet§ ®alopp reitet, trabt nad) alien Siegein ber englifdjen 
9ïeitfd)ule in bie Stabt ober ins feinblidje Sager, too i^n feine Sîeniitniê 
ber Spra^e beê geinbeS unb fein breiftes Dluftreten au§ alien ^rlid)= 
feiten retten. s2luf biefe SBeife befudjten bie SJlannfdjaften be§ 3ol)anne§= 
burger ^olijeitommanbog niieberljoltSloemfontein. iieGngldnber roufjten 
bas mo I) I, bod) ift e§ il)nen nur geglüdt, brei bief er Spione $u fangen.

9lud) bie ^rauen nefjmen teil an biefem Slufflârungêbienft unb 
laffen burd) einen oertrauenSwürbigen Staffer SJlitteilungen an bie SJlann» 
fd)aften gelangen.

Um t)erau§jufinben, weldje fyrauen bem geinbe Sladjridjten jutommen 
liefjen, Ijaben bie DJlilitarbeljbrben ju Sloemfontein folgenbe Sift 
erfonnen. Sin Sriefc^en tourbe gefd)rieben, mit bem fRomen be§ einen 
ober be§ anbern Kommanbanten unterjeidjnet, unb barin urn Slngabe 
ber ïruppenftârtc, ber 2lnjal)l ber ®efd)ü^e unb fo roeiter gebeten. 
Sin Staffer beforgte baê Sdjriftftüd unb verfprad), bie Slntroort am 
folgettben Slbenb abjufjolen. iVtit bejeid)nenbem Unoerftanb tourbe aber

tBIicfc in 6a<) eagcrlcbcn »cr Vurcn: tHutje. Ite Suttn 9nt> auf patrouille ausflcrocfen, obne 
etnen Selnb betnertt ju baben, was auS ben ootlen Patroncnbanbern ju erfeben tft. Ite 
Pferbe flnb abflefattett unb oerforgt. Srnuibet laffen fl<b bie Sirtegcr ntcber, un etnen Slugciv 

bltcf ber tRube ju pftegen.
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bet Srici auf t™<-3 «uwir «ft"'*-?' « ein .
aebraud)t Satiirlid) barf man fid) md)t baruber ivunbern Æ1 
nidit cine cinjige ftrau in biefe§ plump gefponnene Set3 fie( B

gin anbrer Sorted, ben ber Snr vor femen ^einben vorana ( 
ift feme ®efd)id(id)teit im to unb ^fpannen von ®Ogen unb ? 
fdjiihen. Saburd) gemmnt er auf Wrfdjen ftet§ einen bebeuLx : Sprung - eine îb^e, bie befonberê un ©ueriUatrieg nic^ 
fcbâtjt roerben barf.

’3dj babe gefeben, ba^ bie Snglanber erne voile Stunbe brau*ten 
um eine batterie einjufpannen, bie Sefel)ï batte, fofort abjuriiden J 
unb id) bin jugegen geroefen, mie bie Suren mit einer ganjen batterie 
in einer fjalben Stunbe fd)on auf bent Slarfdje roaren, obgleid) allé 
sjjferbe im fyelbe geroefen roaren unb erft eingefangen roerben mufjten

gnblid) geroa^rt bent Suren einen nid)t minber grojjen Sorteil feint 
MUgegenrodrtigteit, bie i^n in ben Stanb fe^t, feine 9Rad)t ftet§ roieber 
burd) ^ampfer ju verftarfen, bie jivar bie SBaffen niebergclcgt baben, 
aber nidjtê fet)nlid)er roiinfdjen, al§ roieber auffommanbiert, ba§ 
con ben Suren ju ben Sfiaffen gerufen ju roerben, uni fid) von ber 
britifd)en Sdjreden§l)errfd)aft ju befreien. £u 3ef)nen I)abe id) fie ge= 
fprodjen, jene Kampfluftigen, bie roünfd)ten, e§ mod)te ein ^ommanbo in 
bieSfifje ibrer ©liter tommen, bamit fie roieber jumSlaufer greifen fonnten.

©ie meiften SlbgefaUnen bereuen e§ ja aufrid)tig unb innig, bap. 
fie fid) burd) Sorb Sobertâ’ Srotlamation îjaben bettjoren laffen. —

Sei Seuten, bie nie in Siibafrifa unb nie auf ^ommanbo geroejen 
finb, bat e§ oft Serrounberung erregt, bafi bie Suren if)re Siege io 
felten auSgenu^t baben, rooburd) <5d)tadjten, tvie bie von Solen) o, 
9Ragevêf ont ein u. a. ju einer jerfd^metternben Sieberjage fur >e 
©ngldnber geroorben roaren. Stan vergipt babei nur, bap bie M 
bei biefen gro^en Sd)lad)ten ftetê ibre voile Stdrfe im ®e)ed)t 
unb roenn ber^einb $u roeidjen begann, iiber feine 9teferve verjug 
um ben Sliding ber Sngldnber in eine 5lud)t ju ÜCrwan^c£nx4a ihre

$)ie (Snglanber baben ftet§ roabrenb be§ ganjen ®ele$ 
Kauallerie bereit fteben, um fofort, roenn eine ^Pofitton linb
ben roeid)enben §einb ju verfofgen. 2)iefe Sîavallerie ''t îy1’ ) 
tann beêbalb einer entmutigten Xruppe gegenüber mit ü0ÏIef(, 
“uftreten. Sine foldje Seferoe baben bie Suren nid)t, un^ f^J c 
lie lie batten, miirben fie bod) fdpverlid) bie engfif^en Solb ,,ln 
einein Siidmgc verfolgen fônnen. ©aju gebvrt ^avallcrte, nut 
ni™0 wet,s?enn bie ÙuSrüftung mit bem ©eroebre mad)t e§ no - 
»™?Jerbe ju fteigen/ u’m fd)ief?eib wd{)renb c§ ber © J 1

ber Serfolgung ben Schreden biâ jur Sand J
Si» s . «m ^le ^uren in ber Ueberjabl finb, bann fallen jene

-Mangel an àavallerie mit fid) bringt, natiirltd) mcg. , .nbe 
no,. ^ei w'rb bann einfad) umjingelt unb fo jm fdivirft 
hor min?eni. ^^f* wenn bie Snglanber in ber Ueberjabl Î’ 'e,niaeV’ 
t»nP U vn'alî..V(?: bie|er Unijingeluiigêtaftif jurürf, fobalb i gj)ad)t 
< .bie 9Jlôg[id)feit eineè SeiingenS in 2Iu§fid)t ftebt- . . nnter= 

3embe§ aber ju grop, bann roirb natiirlid) ein berm g -
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ucbmcu unmôgïid), unb c§ bleibt bcm 2lfrifaner uidjtâ iibri 
bic îluêniitjung feine§ Srfotgê ju verjidjten. — 9' nlê auf

Scute, bic auê ®uropa gefommen finb, urn in Sübafrif
Seite ber Suren ju fcdjten, baben fid) vidfad) enttaufebt gefttblt^ 1̂’ 
ift ju bebauern, benn ber 21frifaner verbient trotj alt feinen n 
bie Sgmpatbie, bie ibm fo bodjberjig entgegengebradjt roirb ”e^lwn 

®ic llrfadje biefer ©nttaufdjung liegt übrigenê natje genua gn 
bat ben Suren ju febr ibeatifiert, unb atê man bann in nabe Sèrübrim 
mit ibm tarn, -entbedte man ^eblcr bei ibm, an bie man niematê aebaS 
batte. 9)lan batte gegtaubt, ber Sur mü^te für bie ^ilfe, bie ibm auê 
ber grembe ju teil murbe, eine Ieibcnfd)aftlid)e Sanfbarfeit bemeifen 
Sr ift and) bantbar bafür, baê fann ibm jeber bejeugen, ber ben Suren- 
djaratter tennt unb meif;, bab ber Sur von tauten ®anteêbejcigunqen 
nid)t§ batt. ©ie ftiUe unb bemunberungêmürbige SEeife, in ber er feine 
glanjenben Siege burd) ein ebrerbietigeê ©anfgebet an ©ott feiert, 
fottte biefen ©baraïterjug genügenb tennjeidjnen — unb menn man ÿ 
abenbê im 3dt ober unter ben Ôdjfemvagen fiber bie £ilfe unb ©eilnabme 
beê SIuêtanbê bat fpred)en boren, bann roeifj man, ba^ er bantbar ift.

SJlan mufs nur bie ^ranfcnpftegerinnen unb 2Ierjte, bie in SIfrita 
geroefen finb, fragen, unb fie roerben beftâtigen, ba£ eê feinen bank 
barern ^Jatienten giebt atê ben Suren. Slber eê ift notig, ibn gut ju 
fennen, menu man feinen ©bara^cr ergrünben mill, unb um ibn gut 
tennen ju ternen, mup man alteê ©uropaifdje abtegen unb Stfrifaner 
unter îtfrifanern fein. 3n ©efdtfdjaft grüner ©uropâer fübltfid) ber 
Sur nid)t ju §aufe, um fo iveniger, atê fie fid) mit ibm nid)t fo unter- 
batten ïônnen, mie er eê gern tt)ut. Sine recbte ©emüttidjfeit tann 
bei beiben ©eilen niebt auffommen. .

3lud) „liet volk vol heldenmoed" (baê Soif voit ôelbenmut) 
fputt bem trembling, ber in je^igen 3eiten nad) Sübafrifa get)t, ju.vie 
im &opfe t)erum. Sr ift barüber erftaunt, baf? ber Sur vieleê, waê p'“- 
„mutig" ju bejeidjnen gemobnt ift, in feiner rubigen SBeife atê unvorpet) g 
verurteitt. ®r fiebt ben 2lfrifaner flüdjten unb roegtaufen — uni» 09m 
nad) ben Urfacben biefeê SJQangetê an mutigem ïïtuftreten ju T1’^ ' 
roirb er btinb für anbre Sbaten ed)ter ïobeêveradjtung, bie me g 
in bie îlugen fallen alê baê Sturmlaufen gegen bie „&opje» .

SJlan bôrt ben Çremben nid)t von bem Suren fpredjen, ber 1 
verrounbeten ^reunb mitten im Stugelregcn aufnimmt unb ms ~ 5 
trâgt, bann mieber mit unerfd)ütteriid)er ©elaffenbeit, , J 
um etroaê ganj Setbftverftanblidjeê, nad) feinem Stanbort jmua J • 
®aê Ùufgeben einer Stellung bat einen fo fd)led)ten tinf nm
gremben gemadjt, ba^ er fein illuge mebr für bie vielen pau, ) , 
ber Sur feinen Slaufer nieberïegte unb bie britifdjen yem eiane§ 
um SBaffer riefen, laben ging, felbft auf bie 
£eben babei ju verlieren. Qn fold)en 3’üden mangelt eê 
an £obeêverad)tung : er ift mutig, man mag fagen, map

Sorb Sobertê bat feine befted)enbe an
31. Wlai 1900 erlaffen. ©er Sur, ber mit ^efitjtum be=
SBeib unb .Qinb bangt, ben ein marmeê ®e)ubl t
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fee(t, bag bind) feiner $dnbe SSJerf unb feine £ebenêfübrung ju bem 
rourbe, iua§ eê nun ift — ber baê $aus liebt, baê er felbft gebaut, 
ben Baumgarten, ben er felbft angepflanjt b«t, unb fein Bieb, bas 
feinen 9îeid)tum au§mad)t — er foil ju attem biefeni jurudfebren fonncn, 
menu er bie SSaffen nieberlegt. Seine Sntbebrung, feine Sebenêgefabr, 
feine Srennung uon gran unb Sinb niebr. 2fnerbieten ift ver- 
(orfenb. Sein ©eneral ober fein Sonunanbant fann i^n ni^t jurüd» 
balten. SJlonbelang fdjon bat er im fyelb geftanben, faum iveijj er nod),
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7innhnsnfiLrt'^^ r^9ebt. $ie Büdroârtsberoeguug feineS Sïonv 

“ £“n^ut DOtb««- Benn er nad) ^aufe 
fa “ •1Lwe,u^ glaubt er ooll Bertrauen in ba§—ox o mufj er aüeê oerlieren, ivaS

leme Sater unb if)n felbft ^abre ber Arbeit getoftet bat. Sein Sflid)t= 
geiubl .«Hein unb bie tiebe $u feinem Sanbe baben ibm bei biefer 
fd)roierigen Brobe ben Gntfd)hi« ju bittieren.

Beber Bur bat vor biejem ftreujroeg geftanben, unb uon SOOOO.fVreU 
ftaatlern ift bie -Valfte an SBeib unb Rinb unb &au§ oorbeigegangen, 
obglcid) e§ fo oiel bequemer, fo viel oorteilbafter unb fo' oiel ' be= 
rubigenber geroefen retire, au$ bem Kommanbo berausjutreten, Jrau 
unb Kinb ju befd)ü^cn unb für fie ju forgen.

©bne jeben anbern Bmang, alS ben be§ eignen ©eroiffenS, bat 
bie £alfte ber fjreiftaatler ein febroerereê Cpfer für ibr Sanb gebradjt, 
al§ e§ fonft von patriotifdjen 3Renfd)en geforbert roirb.

®a§ ift ein ftoljer, ebler ^pelbenmut, ber mebr jur Bcrounberung 
jivingt, alê bie ïobe§verad)tung, bie in einem Slugenblid leibenfdjaftlidjer 
Slufregung im ffBulverbampf, ©eivebrgefnattev unb Stanonenbonner an ben 
Stag gelegt roirb.

®ie fübafrifanifdjen IRepublifaner verbienen tbatfcidjlid) bie Be= 
rounberung ber SBelt. Sie baben ba§ voile fRedit, fid) baê „®olt 
voll ^elbenmut" ju nennen, naebbem fid) mebr aïs bie .Çialfte von 
ibnen alê foldje .Çelben erroiefen b«t. —

Biele§ roare nod) fiber ben Buren auf Stommanbo ju fagen. 
SJlein Breed ift aber nur geroefen, einjelne Gbaraftcrjiige bes Buren 
ju erflaren, bie bem trembling, ber jum erftenmal mu ibm in Be= 
rübrung tommt, fo leid)t Beranlaffung geben, ilm fal]di ju beurteuen.

©Ijm |huil nnî> (Tante Samia.
/m’nbe 2Rai 1899 betam id) benSluftrag, mid) nad) Bloemfontein ju 

begeben, mo bie Jtonferenj bes ^Bràfibenten fôrüger mit Sir
Sllfreb SWilner, bem englifdjen ©bertommiffar für Sübafrita, ab= 
gebalten roerben foHte. 3$ w ber cinjige Boumalift, ber im Gifen- 
babnjug beê ^râfibenten bie fReife mitma^te, and) follte mir roabrenb 
bes Slufent^altô in ber freiftaatlidjen foauptftabt, als einjigem Beridjt 
erftatter, ber Butritt in bas $aus Sr. ^o^ebeln nidjt verroebrt roerben.

Gs roar ein prâdjtiger ïag, voll ladjenben 8onnenfd)ein§. ®ir 
ftanben ini Beginn bes afrifanifdjen ©inters, unb bie ^emperatur 
roar niilb unb roarnt. 2)ie angenebme Beroegung bes Gifenbabro 
roagens, bie frifd)e Suft, ber Slid auf bie freie Watur bradjten mid) 
in eine be^agli^e Stimmung. $d) roar mir ber l)oben Bebeutung biefer 
ftonferenj red)t rool)l berouit. Bd) roupte and), bafj ein refultatlofer 
Berlauf ber Bufamwentunft ben ^rieg unvenneiblid) madjen rourbe; 
aber meine Bugenb verjagte bie finftem ©ebanfen, unb gemiitlid) 
fafjen roir — ber 3lugenarjt bes ^rcifibenten, îr. ^eijmanS, ber §err

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 252 of 1031



ffttaittmorlTIfJ fflr btn attjeuitliirTi Srit : CW<81ttinctriir Ofuflug SdjmlH 
tn Ruin; fur t,(n «nationtri!: 5. Saira in ttoin.

Brrlrgrr nnb ïmtfrrt sn, ^uSJIont SdtauBCTg tn ll&hi.
OlWMihn: ®rdie etrnSe Î8, 74.

Vertretruitran Im Auslande: London General.A rentor filr Graft- 
Mumuen un« trl»nd: Neyroud & Son, 14-18 Queen Victori* Street* 
A. Siegle 80 Ltae Street, Dtllry, Durie, & Co., 1 Finch I.»ue, CorahUI; 
*7 Gr<’’"unSlr.; Street It Co., 30 Cornlilll. Hancbester E. Ling!
• ^l\Deirn*ra*,?l Corner of Fetor Street. Ü ie* M. Duke,, 1 WoU- 

uUe 0—8. H. Goldedunledl, I WoUicUe «. Athen TH. Ph. Xeueokln.

3Ç Brtefe (Sitbafrtca. I.
Rjov Souvenço ©larqucj. — Gngllft^c Urenjer. — Gontrebaube. — 

®ie Stabt. — ©ie afvicnnifcfje ©fifiifte.

gdtftw 3ciiting gwite pit
gjeira, bie nfityfte Station bet portugiefiftyen Süfte, ift non

1900* — Hr. 291
»ttuj?t>rtiSi lit U8fn 1A. tn Smlfifan* 0.4 HrrteTJStrnfc 
Wnsetgen 40$ bie Oleite eber beren Blaum. tteclamen 1.&4

0rflt bie Kufnahwe pen an befhmmi porqeîebriebenen ïc^en
Vejiimmt &tjei$iuteit ilutgabrn mirb feine Berantwrtlktjfeit

Vôrtrôttmgen im Auslnncta: Pnrii John F. Jones & Co., Bibis, Rm 
du Faubourg Me ntuiartre: Ha vu, !B Place rfe la Boüfm. Hr 0 ta «1 Lebèpm 
& Co. Italien alia dentschen Buchhandlnngea. Antwerpen C, de Cauwei 
Vieüle Bourse 35* H, Nÿgh & van Ditmar. Amtterdaia geyfbirdîacM

Buchbaudlung. Rotterdam H. Ntjjb te vau

i'Diftyett Gnglanb unb ©ransvaal ift fur bie 
1 C®ft6nftica8 Von fo entftycibenber Gebeutung unb 

allgemetne gntereffe gefangen, >ban wir 
'b\cn ®D1iberlierityter tatter naty ©ranSvaal entfanbt fiabeit, 
obgleity bic lange ©auer, bie bie SJefbrberung ber fflrieie in Sin fpiud) 
niinmt, imb baS watyfâme Singe ber Genfuv on bem Grfolge biefe» 
^’fcvnefimcnB cluige giuetfel auftautyen liefjen. SJa® bie eqtere 
fûrtyüuig migcfit, fl, pte SBriefe infofern boty nityt post fesrtm, 
bl® ber ?lb tying be® Qricaea nod) in wetter gerne ju liegen fdjemt. 
Wilier ©eiityieritmter m benRefera ber »6htiftyen geitung burty feme

fo vtclc unb fo wiaeriprctytnb* Urteile geffillt we.ben.
San?Win unter ben Stlôiigen Ver StyiffSmufif, gleitct ber ©ampfer 

tn ife Sutyt von Sourenço Warqitcj. ©w Zontiinftfer finb 
reit ty beffere ^atrioten al® fDiuficanten, aber fie fiaben ben ^n= 

fpruty, fieute ifir publicum ju ertreuen. Sat boty fur viele ber 
Mteifenbcn bie lange gafirt tyr Cube erreityt unb werben boty bte 
Sanbratten balb wicbcr feften Sobcn unter fity fitylen. gm $afen 
jfifilt man im fyorftberfafiren ficben ftriegSftytffe, brei Gngldnber, 
einen ôollanbcr, einen granjofen unb gwei fijortugiefen. ©ie 
beutftye glagge fefilt. Gm Spafwogel mcint, Gnglanb fiabe fiier 
bic æerttetung ber beutftyen gntereffen iibernommcn. gebenfan® 
ift es fftr ben 9teityôbeutfdjcii nid)t ntye&enb, grabe fiier feine 
glagge 311 miffen. 66 fiatte fity fReugier unb Slufregung ber 
©cutftyen bcmiitytigt, aid auf fioljer See vor ber ©elagoa»®utyt 
gwei engliftye Slreujer auftautyten, beren einer bem ©ampfer ben 
SBeg abftymtt, wiifircnb ber anbere mit bem Signal „Stoppen Sie 
iofort!" fity rüiîioartS nafierte. ©er Gapitiin gefiortyte, unb balb 
tyaufelttn beibe Styiffe nebenetnanber auf ben SUcllcn einer ftyweren 

Sec. „Sinb Sie ’JtcitySpoftbampfer?" fragt baS Ranonenboot. 
„èefien Sie c6 nityt auë ber glagge?" antwortet unfer ©ampfer. 
„Sic tonncn gfire gteife fortfcficn." „9?erftanbcn", fignalifirt unfer 
Sdfiff, unb bie Styraufie arbeitet, wdprcnb ber (Snglanbev Scgel 
fcUt, um ftyneUer riirfivarts ju wenben. ^afilrcityc fftyoiograpfien 
verewigten ben fBorgang. Dian fragt fity, woju bie ffloftflagge 
bient, ivenn fie nityt genügt, vor foltycn IBelâftigungen ju ftyftfien. 
granjbfiftye Styiffe foften ftberfiaupt nityt angefialten werben, ba3 
SJenefimen gegen bte beutjtye glagge ift noty immer nityt einwanbfrei, 
obityon bie hamburger Sleebereien aufd forgfamfte bie Sabungen 
priiren lafien. æaë^ ift RnegSeontrebanbc? fragte man fity ivofil 
fiunbcrtmal auf bem Styiff. ©ic tfieoretiftyc rctytlityc Grfldtung 
geniigt nityt. Sinb bte engliftyen Dfficiere unb Unterofficiere, wofil 
ein ©ufienb an ber .gafil, bic in Dlombaffa, auS bem fetnen 
Uganba fominenb, eiugeftiegen finb, Rrieg8conire6anbe? Stub e6 
bie jwei ©ufienb ober mefir ©eutftye, Dcfterreityer, Jiuffen u. f. w., 
bie naty ber ©elagoabai reifen, um — vieQeityt — von bort nad) 
©ransuaal ju gefien? Grfteve jiefien fityer in ben Rrieg; fie 
gefien alô greiwillige ifiren Urlaub in bem gelbjuge jujubringen, 
anftatt an ben Ufem bes Sinon unb ber jtyottiftyeit Seen. Sefiterc 
jiefien vtcllettyt in ben Mricg. ®ie molten Glefanten unb Sbivcn 
ftytefeen, benn fte pnb grofje Slimrobsi gty glaubc, bie Glefanten 
nierben wir fein, memt cm Gnglfinber unb vieHeidit fiat er rctyt. 
©ie portugicfiftye 9legterung bemufit fity, ifire 5Rcutralitat ftberaH 
jum Sludbrud ju bringen. ©ie Gnglânber, bie in ifleira lanben, 
uni mit ber Gifenbafin fiber Salisbury naty fRfiobefia ju gelangen 
unb bort eine ©ruppenabteilung ju bilben, mitffen ifire SUaffen tn 
©eira juriirflaffen. gn jebem portugiefiftyen $afen erfolgt cine 
rctyt peinlitye ©urtyfutyung beS ScpddS naty verborgenen æaffen 
unb RricgSvonat. Diefir faun man nityt verlangen, benn bie ©renjen 
naty bent engliftyen, wie buriftyen Sebietfinb nityt geftyloffen, unb 
SUaifenlojc mogen reijen, wofiin eâ tynen beliebt. ©er Gnglanb vieh 
ri. i.bt. gum Crinftfireiten uno jur Üladahc ber
©elagoabat Wirt» volt vortugat jeocrifSUB Ititpr gr-iirrm mrrurn.

Gnblity finb bic Quatantdiieftyivierigtciteri fiegreid; ftberwunben. 
©ie 'Abfityt, baS Styiff wegen einiger ^efiffille tn ber Stabt 2lben 
in Quarantânc ju nefimen, wirb aufgegeben, unb bie fiofie Dbrig» 
Icit begniigt fity mit ber ©eêinfectton ber gebraudjten DJaftye. 
8luf einem -Jiofi ftyroimmt ein Heines §au3tyen aus jffiellblety 
fierait, ein Dfen glftfit bort von innen unb bie ©ropenfonne fieijt 
von aufjcn; bort fiaufen wafirenb einiger Stunben bie bebauerns» 
iverten Slerjte unb ifire ©efiulfen.

Üourenço Dlarquej mit feinen breiten graben Strafien ift ein 
frcunblitycB Stabttyen. SHebrige .Çiaufer, jafilreitye @arten ver» 
leifit’ii jebem Dite einen Gfiaraîter von ïÛefiâbigleit, wafirenb bic 
bityt mit fioficn .fiâufern beftanbenen Stabtteile, baâ 2fJatyfcn naty 
oben, immer auf Slrbeit, auf ben Rampf umS ©afein, fiinweifen. 
gn goitrettço Dlarquej gibt c8 beibeS. ©er imtcre Stabtteil gc= 
fibrt bent .§anbel unb bem ©ijnfte: bet weitlitufige obéré Stabt? 
tcil, von wo auS man bie weitc SJutyt unb ben §afen iltoblirft, 
wo fid) anmitiige fBiUcn in ftyattigen ®drten aneinanberreifien, 
atmet Dttfic unb 53cftyaulitykit. Sïefimen wir £anjibar auo, bcm 
bie alte Slraberailtur einen eigenartigen Stempel aufgebriitft fiat, 
ben bie Gnglitnberfierrftyaft noty nityt gang befeitigen faun, fo ift 
fiibltty vom «equator bi® ©urban Sourenfo Dlarquej unftreitig bte 
Intereffantefte unb jufunftareityfie Stabt ber africaniftyen Dfrtllfle. 
©aS engliftye Dlombaffa, von wo bie Uganbabafin berettâ ttef 
tn® gnnere fübrt, jeigt uns, wie auf ben ©rftmntern alter portu» flcÆ Aeæaft® neues Seben auW gnbiftyc aBarenbaufer 
ftapeln jafillof Sdcte auf, unter beren £aft bte fdjweig nefenben 
Ker fieranteutyen. «rabiftye ©bau6 anlern tn ber Sutyt, um 
Garett nach ben Heinern Riiftenorten ju fftfiren; tn ben engm 
tuimmen etraficn fiaben fity bie Styreibftitbcn mbiftyer itnb euro» 
paiftyer Raufleutc aufgetfian; eine ftymalfpurige Safin, beren jwei= 
fitjige SBagen von flinîen fRcgerburftyeit geftyoben werben, filfirt 
burd) ba3 Sager ber inbijtyeit Solbaten unter ^Jalmen unb 
Dlangobfiinnen naty bcm Safinfiofe. ©aS inbiftyc SHegiment, ba® 
feit einiger .geit bie ©arnifon von Dfom&afja bilbet, fiat fid) mit 
enghity’inbijtyer Seftyidiityteit eingeritytet. buftige fallen unter 
fpalinenfdjattcn bienen als Gajernen, ber Uebungâplafi liegt tn ber 
Dlitte be® fierce!®; in ifiren gelbtyrautien fifi«K=ftniformen logent 
bic Dcannftyaften ber Woadje auf einer ^Jritfdje, gUB ifirem roten 
©urban Ieud)tet ein grellgelbeB DuaflcnBaitb fiervor. ©ie Gngldnber 
fiaben bie alte jiunenreitye fjjortugicfenburg am lifer fauber ait3= 
gebeffert. ©orl liegen bic 21Jaffen» unb RriegSvorrSte, unb Heine 
©cfdjitye blitfen burty mantyc Styarte. ©aS SRcgervolî ift im 
gnntrn noty wiberfiaarig unb unjuverldffig; tHorfidjt ift beSwegcn 
vonniiten. ©anga unb ©ar»cd»Salaam, bie beiben beutftyen 
Ruftenorte, bic unfer ©ampfer bcrityrt, matycn ben SinbruÆ aller» 
liebfier forgfam auBgefftfirter «nlagen. ©ie grabe Sinie fierrftyt 
vor, ilarîwcge burd)jiefien bic tropijtyc fpflanjenroilbniS; eg wirb 
an 'styonficit unb Sauberleit gebad)t, von $anbel unb Slrbeit 
glaubt man nityt viel ju feficn, benn alleB ifi weitlciufig angelegt. 
©er.^afen ift fieute leer, fioffentlity eine «ttBnafime. enblity 
bie ibafin biB in bie frutytbaren Scbicte be® Rilimanbftyaro ver» 
Idngcrt fein wirb, wirb ©anga kbenbiqer werben. gn einigen 
Stunben fann man von ®ar»eS»©akam nityt viel fefien; man 
burtyfiveift im Sonneuftyein bie Strain, fibrt einer ®eritytBver= 
fianblmig m, befutyt ben Dïarft, wo tropiftye ^rittyte unb aHerlei 
libeleietyenbefi getrodiicteB §ifd)fleifd) verfauft werben, ftefit an ben 
® ciibex it ber beutftyen IBivniere, trinît ein ®la3 Berliner SBeifjbicr unb 
fiort bic Grjâfilungen trfafirener Africaner mit an, wafirenb man 
bic utwerinciblityen «nfitytBpofifarten ftyretfit unb bie beutftye 
Eowiuatmarte auftlcbt. Sobann erlebt man bie Ueberraftyung, 
bafi bte beutftye in ©ar=eB»Salaam feine ©fialer, wofil aber 
engltftyeB wclb tn ^afilung nimmt DJojambique, bie alte §aupt= 
ftabt bcB portugiefiftyen Dfiafrica, ift ein verftylafeneB ftiUeê 
Stabttyen. ©ic statuen ber Heinen Magen liegen auf ber Grbe, 
fialb mit Sanb unb ®ra3 beberft. piâtytige gliifienbrote Slftten 
finngen ftill von ben Sâumen fierab, faul fioden bie wenigen 
pjenftyen im Styatten. Ginft bliifitc fiier ber Sîlaveitfianbel, mit 
(einem Gnbc vcrfiel auty SKojambique in Styïaf. 2ln ber Slorbecîe 
ber gnjel, burd) eine breite «dee mit ber Stabt verbunben, blidt 
^je alte Gitabefit iiberB Dteer. Sic ift gut in ifirer urfpriinglitycn 
tillage nug gjjjtfe be® 17. gafirfiunbertB erfialten, ein tleincB 
km,*! 0 mit Bt'flbriidfcn, ginnentflrmtyen unb fteinernen ffiatyt» 
•Z tei1mYbcn «u&crn Gden ber SBiiUe. ©ort oben traumen 
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Dlojambique fefir verftyteben. Gift vor atyt gafiren wurbe berDrt 
gegrttnbet; trofi feineS fieifien RlimaB blüfit er empor. ©ic Gifen» 
bafin, bie fpdter fRfiobefia mit ber Rftfte verbinben foil, bringt 
ficben in bic Stabt. Saftfiofe jweifelfiaftefler (Süte reifien fity an 
Sors unb internationale ©ingeltangel, in benen aUe ©elbforten
Slbnefimer finben. ©aS Stcibttyen ift ganj auf Uferfanb gebaut, in 
ben ©trafjen watet man butyftablity im Sanbe, unb man mug 
bem Dianne bant bar fein, bet mefirere Silometcr langs Sentent» 
fu^wege jut Seite ber gafjrftrafje angelegt fiat. gn bent Krantens 
fjaufe wirft eine beutftye Stywefter; fie jeigt unB bie Serti=berri= 
Stranfen, bie, fieute nodi uergnügt unb nur fiber ©efiUjUofigfeit in 
beit ©einen Hagcnb, unrettbav nadj jivei JSotyen begraben fein wer= 
ben. ®eira bat cine, ^utunft, abet ftywcrlity nierben bort Sente 
wofinett, bie eë nidjt müffen. 2Iuf ©eira folgt 2outenço»Diarquej, 
ber natürlitye $afen von ©ranôvaal, beffen Sîlima unb Sage nod) 
weit mefir alB bet Seita bie Gntwidlung begiinftigen. Db Portugal 
imftaiibe fein wirb, bavon Dttyen ju jiefien unb ben ülufftywung 
ju forbcrn, ift eine grage, bie nidjt leityt ju beantivorten ift. ©ie 
©eljorben geben fity Wlüfie, es ficrrftyt mefir Drbnung alB in 
irgenb einem anbern portugiefiftyen Slfricaftabttyen, aber portugie®
fifdjeS @elb fefilt, unb langfam aber ftetig erbrüden frembe® ®elb 
unb frembe Spradje bas ijjortugiefiftye. ©aB ©eutftytum ift in 
Sourenço=Dlarqucj ftyon retyt jafitreity geworben, ebenfo finb e§ 
bit ^ransofen, wafirenb bie 3«bl ber ©nglanber erfiebltty jurfttf» 
gegangen ift. ©on bem beutftyen Club, vor bem bie ftywarj=weiB= 
rote glagge wefit, blidt man ficrab auf bie Stabt unb bie ®utyt 
unb bénît bei beuifdiem ©ier beB feinen ©aterlanbeâ.bénît Bel beuifdjeni ®ier beâ fernen SJaterlanbeB.

3nr Tirmeït Doh Seittfd^&ftafrtca.
(JI Berlin, 13. Slprtl.

3n ber beutftyeu ®ejcllftyaft Vou gfreunbeit ber '.JJfiotograpfiie fprnty 
geftern ber Slfricareifetibe St a r [ S ty i 11 i n g 8, ber befanntc rfieiniftye 
(butêbefito unb fRimrob, iiber feinen Vor furjcin beenbigten jweiten 
Sagbjug burd) ©eutfdpDftafrica, ein in feiner Slntage uiib in feinen 

rfolgen cinjig baftefienbed llnterneljincn, fiber ba8 ftyoit in 9ïr. 261 
biejeè Slatted eine au^fityrlidjc Styilberung gegeben worben ift. ©ie 
?lula ber StrlegS^Sffabemic war bidjt geffillt mit einer ertefeneu Bufiürer» 
ftyaft, unter weltyer man vicie fierborragenbe greunbe unferer (Solontal* 
politif, nietjrere IjMjere ©iplomnten unb ffillUtar® mit ifiren ©amen be» 
merfte. ©er ©trector bed goologifdjeu Garten®, Dr. ©erf, fityrte feinen 
grennb mit einer Sltrfpratye ein, in ber er bie ^erbienflc bc8 .&crrn 
erbilling» tun bic iveitere Grforftyuitg ber oftafricanifdjen gauna ’.inter 
lebljaftem ®etfall ber SSerfaminlung witrbigte unb intofonbere auf bie 
jum erften Sial, jum ©eit auf feine Slnregmig unteruonimeiien uub 
mit beften Grfotgen burtygefüfirten SSerfutye fiinwie®, ba® $Ji(b SlfricaS 
in gretyeit jit pfiotograpfiiren. $err Styllliitg® Ijat bon feinem 3agb» 
juge cine ganj aujjerorbentlityc Strerfc mitge&radjt. in feiner 
rfieiitiftyeit jieimat im QJurjemty lagert unb ber SBcarbeitimg fiawt, ftefit 
etttjig ba; wertvollftc guwetibiutgcn fiaben ber .Qoologiftye Garten unb 
ba® SRufeum fftr fitatnrfunbe erfialteu. ?Ito baS gr&ffte feiner neuem 
Seiftungen finb Vtele .Çunbertc pfiotograpfiifdjer Stufnafimeu, Von benen 
er ber Stofammlung cine Slublefe burty ba® Sîwptiîon Vorfftfirte. gn 
jWeiftfiitbigetu SJortrage ba&reitete fid) $err Schilling!? in feffcluber 
©arftefiung fiber bic Stymicrlgfeitcn in ber ©urtyfiifirung feiner 
Gypebition, weltyc StyWierigfcitcit ftyon mit ber einen Semerîung fiiiv 
reityeub nngebeutet finb, bag ber giiger unb gorfdjer jelbftverftiinblity 
grabe biejenigett ®egenben, Wteberimgeii, Sftmpfc u. f. w. auffutyen 
mufite, bie weitab Von ben Starmvaneuftraficn liegen unb ivencji b« 
giebergefafir foufl Von ben Guropdcni gemlebeit werben. Slaty feftem 
wiffenfdjaftlitycn ’plane ift StyillingS Vorgegangen unb fiat eiitige neue 
Spteîarten von Slaiifitieren entbeat. iveitere® Wtntcrial jur SOfimg 
ftreitiget gragen beigetrageu unb juglcidj cine gon je iKeilje neuer problenic 
geftcUi, bie er, wie cS midj mepnatyen «ubcutuugcii ben Slnftyeiu fiat, 
tn einem abermaligen brttten gorftyuugêjug bcar&citcn will. Gine 
iviffenftyaftlltye Stncrfeimung ift tfim baburty geworben, bafi bic bon 
ifim gefunbene gebrafifidne naty ifim benannt Worben ift. Gr fiat 
beren allein meprere ©nfienb mltgebratyt. ©ic Vorgefiifirten Silber 
fiielten bie gufdjauer Verftaublityerweiie in grimier Spmmung; biefe 
gagbfcetien mit bem @ro^-- imb Sïletnwilb alter 9lrt, ben reifienben 
©ieren ber ©xopen, bajmiftyeu bie ©arfieftimgen ber utiuuiigjatyen
<muiihtmiim im Vager. hrtwi» ihJjiisrrfi^ wtnmtfïHîHfl err tyrefarften Bordel ion tmeiv 
fo erfftirie mod^entang fein embreê ®5Hb far ilpt, fircOte er Ber COfuiiB 
Oe$ ÏHiitfclë nad), wic gemlfie ïierarten ube^aupt ueben bcm groffen 
SRaubjeug nod) bcfteljen fônnen, fo gait felne Slufmerffmnfeit unb SCn* 
fpmmung lebtglttf) biefev Sadje. ©abet marf ibm audj ber glütflidbe, 
mit bliÇfidjerm Gmtfdjlufft fofurt etfagte gufall mandj loertVolleê ®r. 
gelmlS tn ben SdjoR. ®cgen 200 ©liber fuljvtc er geftern vor, bad 
iSilb teilS in Sreiljeit, tells in ben bejonberS auSgebadjten gaUcn auf= 
genomincn, fo ©fiber bon Sdjafalen, Veoparben unb .^yâiien, “Jinn* 
lopen, glu^pferben, Sfrofobilen, Oîaôljorn, Glefanten, GMern, StrauÊen, 
foivie StrauBenneftem, ©iraffen unb SiJiveit. ©or allcm iutereffirten 
natiirlid; bie grogen iHaubtiere. Shillings Çnt nidjt iveniger alS 17 
Sbivcn gefdjoffen, bie er burd) fjallen tn feme fpanb betommen f)at. 
©ic tn bfe fallen geratencn itcre, mtb eS roaren barunter capitale

Styofi. 
grciljeii 
Silber

Süwen bon mefir al® 250kg ®emItyt, fiat er miBnafimBlo® pfiotograpfiirt, 
einen ber Süwen au® einer Giitfernmig Pou 3 Styritt. SB ift djaraîte» 
riftifty, bnf) ber VBivc and) In ber galle felne twrneljme iRufie fiefidlt, 
wâbrcnb bet Seoparbe ftetë bie wilbeften ülnftrcngungcn marfjt, auB ber 
galle jit entfommen. ©et [Rebtier Itylofj mit einer bringeuben Dtafi» 
mmg an bie imtygetotbe ©telle, ba& bte grage be® gagbftyufics in 
©eittfty^.jtaûlca entfiuty geprüft werbe. ©ie Wefatjr ïtege nityt ctwa 

®}tyeIf’ypebiiioneit eine abfolut betratytet gewîft be* 
Ci x benn auf unfere æerfiülttiiffe ilbcrtraflcn, 9> *6en- '^en fm Durffarf, aber eine grofje Gefaljr 

in bem ®l«fnntenmaffcnmorb — wofil lOOOlfo cE^en x^^^ getOtet — unb in ber bBdig ftyranfen» 
lofen ^jagerei ber Gmgebcrcneit, natybem man biefen (vewebre ae- 
gebett fiabe ©er 'Jtebner ertjofft ato auty fiier balbîge 
XhZrF bw ba® eble
mu* r^.1 ft'i ,0 J,05eX unb groijent Wnfefien gebratyt fiabe. 
Dht fturmiftyem DeifaQ beFimbete bnâ BubHatm fctneit ©anf. biefin. 
lidje JaQbityuygefeyc wie fterr StyiatngB fiat aud) Dîajor V. Oftmann 
feuterjeit angeregt, um bie gauna unferer Soloniecn Vor balbiger Hier» 
nttytung ju bewaljren. Soldje Sd)itygefeye werben aQerbing» ifire Voile 
SBJIrftltyfeit nur bann fiaben, wenn fie auf interiiatlonaicrSruiiblafle 
bentfien, wic foltye burd) due Sonferenj augeftrcbtwerbenfoil, bie in 
biefem gofire tu Sonbon afigefialten werben wirb. Meitn biefe Ser» 
anfialtimg, wie wir btforgeit, ju einem foforttgen prafttftycn Grgebni® 
nityt fityren follte, fo fdjcint e® unB boty ber Dliifie wert, baf) ©eutfty» 
lanb odetn fiir fidj ber grage beB gagbftyufieB tn feinen Solotiieeti 
Iiafietïitt, bie grog genug finb, mu ftylimmftenfaUB bem tn anbrrn Sic» 
fileten ftyoïtimgoloB Verfolgten SBHbc einen giifliitytBort ju geival)rett, 
In bem (S fity wetter befiaupten famt. ©urd) Sotfilfirungeu wie bie 
StyittlngBfdje wirb jcbenfnllB baB gntereffe an biefer witytfgen 
erficbltdj unierftltyt werben.

2lii0 Styeintanb unb SSeRfalen.

grage

Selliftin 9lnna Sallio fpieite ©lojarts Stbagio au8 bcm Glarinetten* 
©uintett fo fein auSgearPeitet, in ber ^Mmrtffimo*GantUene fo fangbar* 
ftymatytenb, bafi auty fie bamit lebfiaften SBetfafl mettre. Qu ipopperS 
©arantella getgte fie fpater mifS neue ifire tctynlftye ^ofie. Weben 
biefen inftrumentalen Spenben erfreuten bie ©amen 9iertija defter* 
frosty, Sune V. Sonomi unb Silla Xolli mit 9lrien unb Siebern. SJrau 
^eftcrf$roêlp fettle ifiren fiegfiaft ftrafilenben Sopran mtb ben 9tbel 
tyrer’Bortrandfnnft bornefimltty in ber Slrie ftathartncnS in ber SBiber* 
fpenftigett Qafinumg Von @oelj ein unb fang fpiiter nod) cinige an* 
fprutySlofe Sieblein, beren uaw*gemittvollen Sotftton fie auf8 gemin» 
nenbfte ju treffen wnfite. Suife V. fBonomi fang Verbis fBioiclta^t'lrie 
mit italtentfdjem Sept unb llcfj ifire pcrlenbe Sieblfertlglelt bei btefer 
Selegenfieit tn fiettfiem Rityte erftrafilen; ioeiterfitii legte fie in SJlcffelS 
ijJrimula ©toie itnb in ©ounobS Slriette ber Suita all bie aewinnenbe 
filimnit fimeln, bie biefe Styifileriit fo aujiefieub matyt. wufefienben 
©rfotg fiatte Gida Solli namehtlity mit ifiren fdjclmiftycn Sebern: ®er* 
geblityeS Stiinotyen, ÇfiiîttS unb ote flutter, imb Spafi imb Spityin, 

ie fie ganj anfprutySloS unb boty mmatyafimlity nerfifty ivieberjugeben 
mufite, wftfireno fity in ben getragenen Sicbern Von SntyinS nub .ÇiHe 
bie ganjc ^nnigfett ifire? tympatfiifdjen Organs aiiSfpraty. £>errn 
GhtybfeS erlefener Kenor ftrafilte in ber ©talscrjdfilung unb in Stol» 
rings‘ifireiblieb, wûfirenb Çerr ^icibîamp nameiitlity nad/ ber fiimmlityen 
Seite fiin burty ben Sfortrag ber ®ougla8»®allabe imb iveiterfiin burty 
VaiibSftiedfiliebet mib 3cll)ens 2lît .jicibclberg feinen banfbarett An* 
fièrent einen edjten ®cmiB tocitete. ©er grityte ©cil ber GlaVier» 
begiettung lag beim ®hifitbircctor SHcffel in ctyleit Rilnftlcrfianbcn. 
Son SBalter fijriebrityfen gelaiigtc in eiitein Goncert ber ©ran» 
joivftycn Sapelle ffirjlity elnc inclobibfe mib treffitty gearfieiietc ©rtyeftcr* 
jftyapfobie ju erfotgreityer Vluffit fining. — Üfatyen. Qfin fcdfiicn ffdb» 
llfdjen SlbotmemeiitC’Concert ftanb bic $tatitfiin grait ’Dlaric panifiés 
aud iJJariS im 9Jorbergntube beS Qntcreffed. Sdjiityt unb boty parfenb 
fpieite fie bad Slitbnttle be? Concerts Vott Saint SaSnë, EtJftlltye Srajie 
eutmideite fie Im jivciten Sufic unb itn britteu war e@ vollenbS, al? 
ob eine Sty ar von Sobolben in ben ©aiten bed (laugpofien Setyfieitt» 
flitgelS tyr Sfiefen triebe. SIuf gleityer giitye ftanben bie Von bet Sti'mft* 
icrtn Vorgetr agenen Solofliidc, Çrélubc unb As dur-SaHabe Von Gfiopiit. 
©efonbers mit ber poefievoHen Wbergrtyc ber lefitern erntete fie fo 
lebfiaften Seifall, baf; fie fity ju einer Bugabe Verfiefieit mufite. ©er 
genuftyte Sfior trug mit ©rtyefierueflleitung baS „8ieb bed SturmeS* 
vont Ifliiigl. 2Jiufi[birector ®ifll(er»9ieuter in Sïrefelb Vor. ©ic SîuSfûfi» 
rung wurbe bem tyarafteiifiiftyen SBcrfe in jeber 93ejiefiimg geretyt unb 
bratyte bem anwefenben Gomponiften mefitfatyen Servorruf ein. ©ie 
©arliietungcn bed ©rtyeftets beftanbett in ber ©pforb*Spinpfionie Von 
^apbn, ber ©uvertiire „9?ômiftyer GarneVal" Von SBcrlloj mtb ber 
fijnipfionlftyen Suite „Stycberaiabe', tionfHetnbfp-Rorfnfow. ©ie fUifirdjen* 
bttber auS „©aufenb unb eine Dîatyt" wiïrbeit gra^ereS Çjntercfic ge» 
fimbeu fiabeit, wetut bem ffirogramm an Stelle bed furjen ©itelS cine 
Grlliuterung beigegebeu worben ware. fPlufilbtrector StywWeratfi leitete 
baS Œoncert mit gewofinter fDîeifierftyaft. — ©ortutuirb. Gegen Gnbe 
ber Salfon geftalteic fid, filer bad muficaliftye Veben tedfi ntannlgfallig. 
©er fOlttfifvcrein bejtylofi feine SlboimcmentScoucertc mit ber SUiifüfiriuig 
Von ©apbnB Styopfung, bic unter Qciuüeitë Seilung ju ben beficn 
ISefiiutigeu beS verjloffeiten ®inter§ gefiürte. ©er (Spot jeigte feine 
gewofinten Sgorjiige: buftige SSeityljett im 'JJiaiw imb majefiâtiftyc ®utyt 
im 3-orte neben Starfieit imb Sityerfielt. ©ie Sopranijtin gran Sobrino 
auS Sonbon bratyte ifire parité burty bie Styoityeit unb £iebtttyteit 
ifirer Stlmme unb bte gefanglitye SBollenbuug ju innigem unb pin» 
reigeubem SluSbrude. ©icSilimnmittel be? ©enorijten .£>eirn Jgingbiuts 
quo grantfurt entfpratyeir in erfter Sinie bem turiftyen GnipfinoimgS» 
gebiete. Seme ©arliietungcii befunbeten Gifer unb Onu'Uiflenj. »err &eii- 
ten IBainlt Oct eine ivoblOiirdjbatytc, alien Hln/ilcrtftyen 9lufc>r0cniimin emfpw& ©efanuolcityum/ 3« ben Onben le^en ^flcitonWnen 
beàfdbcii Sereins erfityreii SBeiliflartnetS G-dnr= ccmfontc unb ©cet» 
bovens „Groica” clue felu aitbgearbeiterc temperamentvolle SBlebergabe. 
^van Gdmann Hcr in Sicbern Von Scrlioj, SftyattowSfi) unb Vtity. 
Straufi wteberum bic feliigeftyultc, gefilblvotie Sïiluftlerin erfenuen, al? 
bie fie fity auf bem Vorjafirlgen ©onfiinftlevfefie filer 511 erfenuen gab.

bcm ÉB-dur»Goncerte Von Sifjt, fowie in Soli von Gfioptn u. f. io. 
fllânjte Sapellnitow iu bem bienbenben Sdjimmer feiner Virlitojen 
©etynif, jeigte aber auty, bog fein Spiel neben ftyarfer Slfitfifimlf mtb 
marîtger Jïraft elite® jarten, gefangreityen ^ianoâ nityt entbefirt. 3m 
lefiten Stammexmufitabenb verelnlgten fity bie Derren 3nnÜcn ’in® 
Safila um SBeelfioveuS Strcujerfonate, ba® reijVolfe Styubertftye ©uo, 
SBtrt 162 u, a, in filtuollex Sty&ne ben ■tioreru ju fttomitUln,
loiiljrenb bie SUttfiui g-tl. SlreuMS in Biebtmrttageii bie $dnl)tittn 
bsà jlubbrncfd mit icplicbter âtaiüritdifeit in Mel 11 ber ^Bcitc sit Ver* 
ofeeder» iwiiorr. rmem ^lnA’»if.ewicrrit- DUrnwn/fcflCH Of-
cfMret^ nrnrfjten jvU n- .............
?ieut)off. £>a« SOert Vernir In feiner rOmÇinffrfJen unb fnüterfjirlftÇcn 
fâefmlumg grofje Selbftanbtgfeit, in ber ©earbeitmig mib 3rt|trimien= 
ttrung bie $anb tints tlidjtlgen fDlufiferS, feffclt jebodj metjr burd) bie 
Slangwirtungen beg CrdjefterS, al? burd) muficalifdie Grpnoung.^ Qn 
bemfell’en Concerte fpieite ÎRufiEbirtcior »apf«’Sagen, bnS ©dju« 
maimfdje A-moll«Goncert in fiiniuerifdjer fJîadjemppnbung mit feinem 
©efdjmad, in ©dibnljeit unb anmutiger Slatürlidjîeit ganj bem SCertc 
emfpredjcnb. Singer bem ©raljmS=Vlbenb beS ©eneralmufdbtrectorS 
Steinbad) auS ©leiningen, rooritber bcreilS ©ertdjt erflaltct wurbe, fei 
nod) bad 'Ulufilfeft ermilljnt, mit roelrfjem uufer neu crftaubcneS 9latl)au8 
eingemet^t unb ber ©effcutlldjteit libergelieti wurbe. Qu einbrudoVoller 
SdjiMjeit bradjte barin'Dlujifoitector ^onffeu baS ©cetpoVenfdje C-moll* 
Concert ju Geljür, unb meljrere ©ra^msf^e graiiendjürc erregten 
mit Çoriv unb ^arfenbegleitung in ttjrer Gtgenart tin befon* 
bereS Qntereffe. yfn nllcn Goncerten fianb baë ptjilljarmonlfdjc 
©rditfier bec SïapeUmeifterS Çüttner auf tüiiftlerifdjeï .fiolje, — 
©üjfclborf. ©aS „i!ltbe6braiiia", wie eS auf bem îtjemcrjettel piep, 
©riftan unb Sfolbe von ©Jagner ging bet unS am 10, 9iprll miter 

•'IHiuvirîuiig berd^mter Siifte in Scene, ©ie ©orfteQuug fullte molji 
aud) einen îlbfdjieb ber Œroen beS t)od)Verblenten Gugeu Sitigemann, 
bie mit bem Sdjlup biefer Spîeljeit bte ©Ijeaterlettuttg nieberlegen, be* 
bemen. fflïit tljnen Oerlâfjt audj ber gr&gte Sell bes ©ütjnenperfonalS

GJetbotfi in ben Hciuen, ber gefangreityen DTotibe entbefirenben SafdoH 
etwaB gar ju vcrftyweubcrtfdj Verfftgte. granj StyingcrB Gvangelta 
fiebarf beB SHtfinieB nityt mefir. ©er Drgelpart war bei Gwalb 
5 ocfenfiauB, baB Siollnfolo bcim ftiibtiftyen Rapellmcifter ©uftafi 
Denfty beftenB aufgefioben, unb ber Sdjiilertyor beB Slenlgyinnafiumt 
gab îrâftlge Groben feiner Griftcnj. ©iefeB Concert bilbet» 
bap Sdjlujjjeityen eincB mefirere Dtcnjdjenalter umfpaimtnben ;^it< 
abftynitteB wafiwnb beffen ber atufttfdj fierborragenbe Gafinofaal 
progent DJiififniiffityruiifleu gebient fiat, bie im fomnieton SCintei 
in bic neuerbairte S t a b t fi a i I c Verlegt werben foUen. —< 
flvcrclb. ©aS ^afmfoiintag8»SoiKert VraWte utiici Dtnller Senter J 
Seining tin erften ©cilc beB SlbenbB cine nûllig cimuaubfreie Stuf* 
jftfirmig beB Dlojariftyen Dtequiem®. ©er Gfior Ibftc felne nityt leltytt 
Slwgabe mit tnbeiiojer ©Ityerfielt unb erfreulityer fttatrafrtftto bad 
Ortyefter Iley, wic iuuner am Styluffc be® GonccrtlvinterB, iiitytB m 
wilnftyen ftbrlg, mib b«B borirefflityc Soliftcnquartctt ber ©erreii Guilt 
DintB auB Seipjig unb SBilfielm gcntcti aitS DJanntjeiui itnb bei 
©amen grl. Dicta Gctjer aud Berlin unb gran Gugcit Dogelmna auS 
Srcfelb eiute feine Stimmcn 511 einem Dollflange bon wunbcrbarcts 
Stymelj. Slud) torn Ginjelgefang boten bie Siinftler flangfdioue nnb 
fein aPgetonie Selfitmgen. ©iefelben Dorjüge finb ber ben jweitcri 
©ell beB GonccrtcB ffttleiibcn Sluffiifirimg beB grofjen D idiftyen DîagnU 
fient nadjjurftfimcit. gu ben So.iftcii beB îRequicmB gcfeUtc fid; iwdi 
bte Slltiftin grl. Snbricle V. Dirty au® Glbcrfelb, bie ifire baiiU'atl 
partie mit ftyoncr Stimmc unb guter Sluffaffung fang, after burty 
eine merflitye Sefangenfieit an ber «uBgabe IfireB Pollen ffônneiiB ge* 
fitnbert wurbe. ©ie'fîrefelbcr Sonccrtgefellftyaft fiai in biefem ^alO* 
jnljre Set ifiren Deranftaltimgcii groÿe Grfotge crjielt. ©ie erfte beutfdiq 
Slufffifiriing Von ©InclB „@obolcua“, bie 9ltiwefettfieil Van 9iityâri» 
Strang unb bic Gijtauffafirung beB neueften ®erte® von Dîüiler* 
Deuter, Bt>acfeltoenb3 SegriiVniB'’, Oradjtenbcn Goucciten eiiieu grajjenl 
giilauf auG ber gaujeu Uingelnuig. — 9Jîbv®. ©er fôefangVcrtiu fü» 
gemtftyien Gljor veranftaltetc cine wofilgelungene '.’luifityrung be® Ora* 
loriumB „Daulitâ" bon SQcitbelBfofin. ©er burty 50 Sfnabenftîniineti 
veiftflrftc Sfior jdgte wteber bic gemofinte ©iugelumg mi bie guta 
^ad)e unb bie Vortrefflitye Styultmg, bie ifir ber Sever S. ÏBiftiifmd 
auB Sïrefelb vermttteit. Soliften tbnten fity bie ©amen Suroît» 
Sjiutot auê Stüln mtb Dlarie Srünflng au® .Qrefelb unb bie ©enett; 
lîarl ©ierid) nuà [Berlin unb ©trector Styulj ©omburn auB ° Stôim 
tûfimlld) fierbor, unb baB Vom infanterie 9ïegiment Wr. 56 nu® SScfefl 
geftclltc Ortyefter War eÜenfatlB mit Grfolg beftrebt, eine auffityrungl 
ju erjieleu, bie einer Sîietnftabt wie Dior® jitr Gfire gereityt. —< 
‘JWiinfter i. ÎB. 9Begen einer langent Srfranfnng Von Drofeffor 
Dr. ®rimm wurbe baB viertc unb fünftc Concert beB DlufHtoetnB 
burty ben fôntgl. Dluftîbirector ©fi. Grawert geleitet, ber namentlity’ 
in ber DaftorqUSpnipfionie unb ber jweiten Von 8rafimB feine fienwr» 
ragenbe Dcgabung im îûnftleriftyeu Grfaffcn imb 3£iebergeben jetgte. 
Soliftijty wietten in biefen Soncerten grau SoVrmo»Sonbon, giauleiit 
Styelle=Slo!n, bie mit bem Goucert Es-dur Von SKojart tyr DcjteB ga&, 
grl. b. fBrautt»@ôrlty unb gr. Girityiiiatyer-RPlit, ber unB in feiner 
beîannten trefflidjen 9lrt mit bein ^tolonceU»Concert, ©Ucrf 104 von 
©üoraf Gefantit matyie. ©aB fetyfie Concert war ein Ramntermufif» 
?lbeiib beS Ijervorragenbcii ©am&urger ©uartcttB mit Did). Darty an, 
ber Svtye. Don biefem, ber ijier 14 gafire alâ Soncertmeifter ti)àttgl 
war, Ityrieit Wir élu neueB Streftyquartett, ba® fity ourty 
Grpltbung unb gebiegene Sir bell «“BBcitynete. ©atottf ,®tyopn n 
mit ftrl. Wîcnenvifty-aerlin, beu ©erreti fihaOl tt«b genten wuib» 
wieber Vim Wriitim mit bcm i1)'" cmetint gcticr Ver iitnern B fl«) erttitg 
aeldtct. gin utytett Concert [uni , rer ;«ufe Dttgeifafirt nad; langer 
'kiufe loieMr aur rtuftltyrung mit ^ertn SI». ^eg»D«lin. gui Srimin» 
Concert fang von jitr Dliifilen Sieber Von Deetfiovcn (9ln bie entfernte 
(Vcllc&te), ©rinim (Quitoorn) unb Sdnimaim. ©er Gfior jeigte feirt 
Pcites Rôitiicn im StyiJfalolteb Von DraljmB unb bem Sidjtdwr auB 
bem Sobgefange von DlcnbelBfofin. ©aB ©rdjefter fpieite mit groger 
ÏÏJârmc SrimmB fiebeutenbe, aber noty wentg bcîannte Suite III G-moll 
ftr Streityordicficr unb bie „UnvoUeiibete*. ©ic SDünfterfdie Steber» 
:afel, beren Dlitgliebcrjafil fid) in wcnigeu gafiren faft Verbovpelt fiat, 
fang in einem Gonccrt juin Déficit beB RriegcrbcufmalB unter Dr. Drel». 
fingB Seitung mit gro^em Grfolg Gfiûre Von DJùllner unb Dpelntierger. 
— 'Jlcmftyeip. unfet Gcfangverein itylofj bie Déifié feiner ïivoune» 
mentBconcerte unter Dlufitbirccior Stywager® auBgejeltyneter Seitimg 
mit einer vortrefflMjen Sluffïtyrung Von DienbelBfofiifB „$au(u3". SUS 
Sollfien wixfun mit grl. Slua ©olbcntog au® Deniftyeib, %ri. Gllfa*1 
betfi ©lergarbt au® ©uffelborf, Sari SBelg au® ^Berlin unb ®.
auê ©üjftlborf, §ùr bic Srgtl war Diufilbittctor ^oftmann auB 
Solingen gewoiuicn; bic ©rdjeftcrtolcituiig filfirte baB Diiruter ftâbttftye 
Çrtycttei- on*, ÿlm Sdjlufic Oca CïoncertB tmirùe ber VeibirnfitwK»Z i r Z*, z , w>v wityn rnwurrwjrir -vr* > 4.*raM7«r an#. ranime uca U9Jw W* efnee" Hun Vutiwlo / SMrigtnt bunt; chitll Corterfranj see()n.
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unfere Stabt. ©er ©benb, ju iveldjem bie GintrittSfartcn felt langer 
8clt vergrljfen ivaren, verHef glaujvofi, ivetut aud) nityt glatt. ©ie 
3folbe verfiirperte ÿrait Sutyer in ber oft au biefer Stelle getenn* 
jddjneten genialeii 'IiJetfe, tu jebem Slugen&Hd Von Scibcnfdjaft erfilllt, 
mtb feber QoH bie irifdje flSniflStodjter, auf bie beffer noty als auf 
©riftan SturivennlS SBort poffen roiirbe, bag fie gemlmit finbe mle feine. 
$l)re vollenbetc Sltyerpelt, baS Sufammenmtrfeit von malerifdjer Gefte 
unb djaratteriftiftyem ©efatige jWangen auty bteGmat jut 9Je>ounberunfl, 
ivetut biefe auty burty bie flegen bie fieg fiafte fiûpe AurücfftcbenOe 9Wtttel* 
lage eine fletue Skeiiitrittytigimfl erlitt. fierr ©erfidufer fiat fity unter 
ber gjapreutycr Sonne erftaunlity emtvirfelt. Sein ©rtftiin ift vor allem 
pautomintifty In ebe.n einlen gefinltcn, bie ’Jtyilofopfile beS givetten Slot?, 
bic nityt jebeS ©enoriften Sadje ift, war tym Wie §rau Sutyer grftnb* 
lity niifgegangen — ivclty SBergnilgen, ftatt beS üblityen ton SaUenS 
filer Verftanbtite unb mit 93ebeutung Vorgetrafleitc SietoverAartelungen 
ju fiüren, unb tote ivenig wurbe man babei ber In ©fiffelborf Verffigten 
Uugeftrltyenfieit biefe? lângften aller Ciebetoietie itme. Glue piâtytige 
©limine imterfiltyt felne Slufityten nu|0 matytigfie. Slur fiegten wic bfe 
aiejorgtiiS : wirb bieg fieUe, offene, gar ju wenig ftyattirtc unb auf bic 
©eutlitytelt ber îîuâfptadje beu ^niuptuatybrucf legenbc Sfngen Çiernt

nain, ©er Slbetib ber Dîuftcallftyeii ©efellftyaft am 7.
füfirte einen 'Berliner Gaft, ben Dianiften Dlal)tt*Dlafir, unb ___  
WlrAburger, ben Œrfutber unb Spieler ber Diola 9llta ipvof. ttter, 
fierbei. ©er erftgenaunte jeigte in SBcetfioVen® 32 æarlationen, in ge» 
fülligen Stütfen eigener Sompofttion unb Pou glOrBfietm, lit Slfjt’ 
13. fRfiapfobte imb bem Sinoingftyen „grü()ling6raufd)en" a!B gugabe 
eine aitôgejeitynetc ©edmlt unb bte Voile èeftymarfBrelfe für bie Ver» 
ftylebeneu Slufgafien. IBel Seetfioben war bn® geiftige ©rütoftefien 
mit weltyem fity genûgenbe Selbfianbtgteit ber Vluffaffung einte, ju 
lobcn, an beu übrigen Stütfen ber Sinit für Divtuofitât, Witter, beti 
Sfülnevtt Mount auB feiner Dittwirîuitg im Gflrjenity Goncert, ftellte 
bie SBorjüge felne® gtiftruiiieut®, bie tn einer gegenüto ber ÜBratftye 
erfiebiity gefidgerten Sonorltdt befteljen, in bem Slnbaute auB fRublu» 
[teitiB watfdjciifonate, fowte ttt bem ÏHecltatiV unb 91 bagio auB SpofitB 
Goncert iæert 28, baB er ganj in ber SBloltnlage fpidte, feiner Giavotte 
Dococo uub einer giigabe iiiB ficllfte Sttyt, wobei er ttltytwenig GlefangB» 
finit unb nuificaliftye guteUtgenj offenfiarte. ®eibe .Çerren fplelten 
autobent noty bte cinfâfiige ©ratftyenfonwe voit spfiliipp Sdxmwnfa, 
beffen „©ramatlftye ÿfiMitafU* foeben Vom «agemetiwn beiitftycn ©ou» 
tünfiterverein prelôgefrBnt wurbe, du nobeî eiiipfunbene®, fetn gearbel- 
teteB Sïammermufttitürf mit einem grajlüfen Diittelfafi, baB wir ben 
-gntereffenten" warm empfeljlcn. «etbe ^erren erfreuten fity ber 
liebenBwilrbigften Slufnafime. — 8UI” ^cnfionBcaffe ber
beutftyen gournaliften unb Styriftftcller gaben lefiten Sonntag 
jafilreitye bcliebte Sîftnftier ein ftarîbefutyteB Goncert. grau Pinna 
SaafterB^intetfen erSffncte ben Plbenb mit DienbelBfofinB 'ÎJMlublum 
uub Sfiopin® Stycrjo in H-moll, ivobei t^re oft gerttfimtai pianiftiftyen 
æonüae, bie ftyarfe Dlafiit, ber Voniefime ©eftymarf tyre® SBortragB 
unb bic geftymeibige Gieganj ifirer ©etyntt fiel! fierVortraten. Spelter 
fpieite fie noty fltodiitno itnb fRlgoletto^arnpfirafe Voit Sfiopin imb 
«iftt ba® eine IwH etyter Stimnumg, baB anbere mit fprüfienber ®ir» 
tuofitât ©ie jlertltye Grfdjeimnig grauleln gofepfilne ©erwtug, eine 
frftbere begabte Styüïerln imfereB GonferbatoriumB, jeigte fity al® 
ctyte® ffûuftlerbîut unb nityt mefir fern Von Voiler mujïcaltftyer ÏReife. 
©ie energiftye ®eftlimntfieit auf ber einen ©cite, bte grajtüfe Veidittgfeit 
auf ber anbern, womtt fie j, ®. îBieujtempS ®aUabe unb Dolonalfe 
auf ifirer Seine meijterte, tfir innig gebimbencB Spiel tm Slbagto mtb

Wprtt 
einen

Gerfiaufer eine weidje, tmijiftyiSne ©urtyfiifirung bee „O [tut fiernieto’ 
im jweiten Slct geftatten ? Seiber Ijatten wir retyt, imb ba felu Seif pl el 
etwaS mifierfeub wirfte, fo font auty baê SlebeBpaav an biejer Stelle 
jernleber, unb ber 9teft be§ jiveiten 9lct® lie& Von ©riftmiS Seite eine 
iifilbare Grmattung elnlreten. ©agegen raffle er fity im brttten 91ct 
vieber auf unb bratyte bie fteberfiaf U llngebulb beS gegufi I ten Dat ienten 
ju ergretfenbem Slubbrutf. ©tc D°fen beB SiebetotUtB wie auty ber 
Scene nad) bem ©rant im erften 21ct jetgten bei beiben einen Stity 
iiiB ©eceffioniftiftye, wafirenb in ber Siebeëverjürfiing namentlity von 
feiten ber gran Sutyer fo etivaB wie cine nwtonljlrte 9tenaifjmice ju 
malerlftyem ©urtybruty tam. grl. fjufin alB SBrangdne war bie eifrige 
Dfeifterln beB SltynengefangB, alB bie wir fie noty von Sîüln fennen. 
Sou ben ftbrigen feien namentlity ber eifrige Shtnvenal beB $ertn 
Dtetyler unb ber fefir Vomeljme unb warme Dlarte beB fjenn .£rolm 
— in ber DlaBte elites VerefirungBwürblgen alten $errn — alB vor* 
trefflity fierborgefioben. ©ie ©ecorationen beB ©fieatennalerB .fwrfer 
waren geftymactvolt, bie Hiegie beê $em Sabler fefir geftylrft. ©ie 
ftywerfte imb Verbienfilityfte Seiftung vollbratytc wofil Sfapellmtlfter 
WÜItcld) an ber Sptye beB OrtyefievB, bnB er genilgenb abbfimpfte 
unb mit belt Singenben ftetB in genauat Contact bratyte. Dfmi 
(ann ber hamburger ©per jit feiner ©etvinnimg nur gratullren. — 
SuiBburg. auty mit ber ïBieberfioluug ber Styüpfiuig, bie jit fefir 
errndnigten Dt(,fe11 Ql$ fogenannteB æolfBeoiicert ftattfanb, finite ber 
©ulBburger GJefangbereln einen fefir ftybnen Grfolg. ©rofi ber noty 
matytig natyfiatlenben „£>erjog"»lityett Seiflung in ber erfien ytuffüljrung 
wufite grl. 4Jcine3»©ilffelbovf fity mil ifirer iveidjen, wofillautcnbeu unb 
gut gtftyulten Sopranftimme aUfeitige Slnerfinnung ju eijwlngen. fjerr 
Dlet}inatyer»R0lu bradjte mit ffimpatfiiftyem Snritoti fpcciell bie fiafier 
gelcgenen ©elle feiner untfaiigreityen Daitie ju ftyimjter Settling, gn 
©errn guugbluUgranffurt a, DI. lernten wir einen jtvar noty jungen, 
aber vietverfpretyenben unb Don Dleifter Storffiaufen wofil aiiogebnbeten 
©enoriften fennen, ber tm glftrflttyen IBefifie fefir ftybiier Stimmmltiet 
ift unb ftyon retyt geftymadvoll ju fiitgen verftefit, ©ie Gljbre gingen 
unter ber anfeuernben Sellung gofepfifous faft noty freier, ungejwungener 
unb ftylagfertiger alB in ber erften «ufffifirung. — Gl&erfelb. ©aB 
fftufte unb leçte Safino»Goncert unter Dr. .§an8 $ai)m bratyte am 
iÿoratotb ber Rariootye iBadjB Dlattfiiin8»^affion in einer «uBfftfirung 
bie auty fibfiern Slufprfttyeti gendgen founte, junta! bn unter bcu Sol 
©optait unb SJartton fity PefonberB baflit bcanlagtcr BJcrtretcr erfreuten. 
grau Dr. ffloorbeivlev»9ïebbliigtu8 auB ttmfterbam ivugte, unterflûfit 
von einem trdumerifty anmuteitben ©rgaii, baB fid) in ber £>Bfie 
bcfonberB wofil fiifilt, bett gug Imiiger, tiefer griJmmlgfett iviinberboll ju 
treffett, unb fRubolf V. Dit IbeB gcfuB atmete ver ï I dr tc, weifieVoUe Dityt.

bie twtorftycnbe Sttyertjélt, ' mit ber fie aile tetynijtyen Stywlerigteiten ©te Slltftlmme Dlarte 5BolterettB»©anuober ift In rein îlanglidjer Çiin» 
(Wcrwinbet matyen fie tn ©erblnbung mit bem ebel-newlnnenbeu Wn» fityt fût bte partie fierVorragenb geeignet, ofine allerblngfl f' " f* 
ftanbe türés SliiftretenB ju einer fefir lntereffante.il ffirftyeinung im beu fierjlttyen ©011 ftnblityen ©ottbertrauenB beu paReiib, 
(Soncertfftal, Voit ber pty noty ®ebwte«btf wwarteu Win® (teblttye unb nbtlgen Watybrutî ju pnbety «fier ben b« ®fti

ÜberaU far
iffenbeii Sîuëbrud 
lynenfftnger Çaul

^tferartfdjea*
ü fNubl.iarb Sï i p 11 h g geigt mw m feinem jiinafteii ïGerf b/« 

Ifumoriftifdjc Seite beô englifdjcn GollegelebeiiS. Stalfp unb G», 
pei&t ed, aber unter biefer girma Verbirgt fidj ein luftigeS unb miter* 
terucljmenbtô Stlecblatt von Sdjillern, bie ben ©etvetô bafftr liefern, 
bap, tveun bad practical joke, ber Oanbgreifli^e Sdjnbemad, ber 
uod) &u ©KÎcnS Sciten bet ben envadjfeneit SPiannern eine fo grans 
9tolle fpieite, tjcutjutage im 2eben ber befferett ®efellfd)aft verpüiit ift, 
er in ben tjduStldjen ©ememf^aften ber Sdmlen baperet Selnauftaltcn 
bafür uin fo üppigere ©Iftten treibt. Staltt; unb ©enoffen finb 3)lorbS» 
ferle, ©ie ganjc Sdjnlt fiirditct fie. ©le Serrer paben, je nadjbeni fi» 
metjr ober iveniger beliebt finb, unter btn ^treidjen ber ©rei 311 lelben; 
bie unbeliebteften Sebrer ftellen ben Spafemadjern nad) unb verrennen 
fidj jmoeilcn, benn oaâ Stleeblatt ijt fdjlau unb jtellt iijnen gallen^ 
vluv einer mci&, woran er ift, ttdmlid) ber geftrenge Headmaster, 
ber feine Seme fount unb ein ober ba§ anbere 9Ral unter ÿintauictjung 
aller IRedjtSformen gleidj bteini)mit unb bann bad 9lid)ttge, ntimlW) 
unfere ©rei, ju treffen meife. Èt ift fidj ftetb Vemufet, baft, ivenn en 
tljnen ©elegenbeit juin MuSfprc^en gBUe, fie fid) bermiSrebcn wûrbttt. 
©cr Sfevn ift gcjunb. ©ie mclften ber jungen Sente bereiteu fid» auf 
bie militarifdje Saufbabn vor, imb uneljrcnpafte i'ibftdjten finb tfmen 
fern. ©Me eê am Gnbe mit ber ©ilbiiug auSfe^en ivirb, bavon gibt 
unô Stipling einen ©egrip, menu er bie ©rei tyre Sebanfen aub» 
taufdien làgt. ©aB ba bet Peritymtc ©rtyitcft ©io(let«2ebuc 311 einem; 
üllâbtyen namenS ©iodet-Sebuc mtrb, ba® iiber bie ©efdjidjte eineS 
jpaufcS fdjreibt, ift nodi bie minbefte ber literarifdjcn Ungefjeiierlidifeiten, 
benen mir begegnen. ©ber, fonnnt eô fo fel;r auf ©ilbung an? ©M» 
finb in einem engltftyen Gollcge, wo ber Sdnilet junâtyft lernen foil J 
to be a gentleman, ©as ivirb et tyalfâtylid; iu ber twiaen iRet* 
bimg ber ^tyuler imtcrvhimibcr. ©et .£>auptfmu Stalfy befinbet fidj 
am Gnbc alS ©fpeter auf einem flefâljrlidjeii Sûi&cnpofteu in 3nbien. 
WaS er mityrenb ber ®cfm()apre an ffrtSsiiften oelcrm fiat, übt et 
je^t mit Grfolg 311m Sîatyteil bed gietnbe*. ®r gept natiirlity clam* 
mâdîtig vor imb mirb Von ben ©ebanten bed ^auptyuartierd Verfamtt 
aber er làfjt fidj babnrdj nityt ftüren unb geljt ber ©efttyr immee 
roicber eutgegeu. Gd gept dn gefimber 3ug burd; biefe Sdmlerftrcitye. 
Selbft bnS^tyuloBer^upt meiC baft fein&alfty an ben junaen Semen

’ ^ ÎW,iWr ©ie $orm, in bie mir tyn biemnat
Von Styling eingerieibet finben, ift fftr uns nityt arabe leid>t ju ver- 
teljen, inbem faft jeben ©ugcnWirf ein StuSbrutf aiifftogj, ben'man imp 
n ben geljeimften ©SOrtnbiidiern beb engliftyeit Styuilebcus finbea 
fbnnte, tvenn foltye ftber$aupt geftyrieVen ivlirben. $nbe8 lebt man fity 
balb auty in biefen ©ftyimgel bon 28ortftya^ ein. ©ic fiauptfadie ift 
bÿ ber ©unwr ftetS frifty blcibt, unb beS faun man Bel ftipiiim Veti 
ttyert fein. ®talty t£ Ijeute ein Vielgcnamiter Senctalftabbofficier, imb 

ein anberer ber brei .Velben qt Styling felbft.
Z-®ecr nm ®1,!)e &c‘3 1% Sa§r* 

$u",£tr& u"ln: ?K!tni ïücl ‘H Me» alb ©ell bed Sammel- 
e imb glotten ber ©egenmart" (©erlag von ?flfv, 

«tyafi, fBerlm) ano ber geber bed ©berften .fjeptc ein ©Sert eri 
ftyienen, bad fiir roeite Seferfreifc von grogem 3ntercnc ift. fiat boty 
graiitrcid) feit einem «Wenftyenalter fetnc ©Ijatfraft faft auSftytiefiUty 
bet ©Stcbergeburt feineS SiriegSwefend getvibmet, bad tn bem arofen 
SBolfcrriugen 187ty71_ tn ©rummer jerfattett war. Qnbcm bet ’4r. 
fafjer bnper cine ©ariteliung biefeS bebeutfamen SRenrgantfationStverf» 
gibt, geivmnen mir einen tiefen ©nbiict in baS gefamte ©ults u t” 

on ^&en be! uufmn wcjtlitycn Kadtym. ©berft gift in feiner 
emgeljenben, auf gcjrtjltytlityer Srunblage aufgebauten Gunvitflimg bej 
®eeuvefen» tin juttcffenbeS ©ilb, ivie bet Sicvrmtyegcbnnfc olmc jeit* 
lidje iinterbrtdjimii praftifdi sum Miidbnidl getommen ift itnb wcity» 
Grgebniffe fiir bad erreidit wotben )lnb. „3m 3<tyre 1870 ritrft» 
bie franjbfiftye SCrmee mit 3G8 ©amillonen, 252 GScabronS, 164 gclb* 
Vatterteen = 284 ®eftyü&en aud. ©ie britte fftepultfif tofftgt jetit ft&a 
731 tBatailtone, 447 Gvcabrono, 51& ffclbbatlericeit = 3048 fSefty&tel* 
©nju fommt nod; bie territorial ©rmee mit 452 SataiUtmtn bi» 
1870 nur auf bcm ^apicrc ftanb. ©ap biefe Strcitmadjt nidn'olm» 
gewaltigeS Wufgebot after VerfOgbaren 9Be^rîrâfte erreidjt tverben famt, 
bciocift ber ©bftynltt liber bic fRccrutlrung mit cinct iutcreifanteit 
grapljifdjen ©arfteflung fiber bie Wbleiftung ber ©Mtyrpflidjt auf ©ritnb 
bet ©JeljrgefeÇe, bie im Saufe ber 3afire erlaffen witrben. ©Me bel 
biefer ©JefirVerfaffitng bie nltbeivityrte preufiiftye SBefirpflityt als ^or* 
bilb gebient fiat, ift unftytver ju erfenuen, ivenn and) bie bem galltfdjcn 
æolfstyarafter eigenartigen Unterfdjiebe gegettiibet unferen Ginritytimqen 
liberal! fiervottreteu. ©icS gilt befonberb fftr bte oberfte ^ceresleitung 
unb bie ©erivaltung beS ^eereS burty baS Sîrfeg§miiii|teriiim unb ben 
ftJcneralftab. ©lefe Slbftynitte unb bte tyneu Vernianbten ©tyllberungen 
iiber baS ©ffictercorpd, bie llnterofficiete, bte miHtarifdje Sugenberdebuna. 
©Iddplln imb ©rift im $eete finb mit feinem ©ertyitibntë fiir but 
franjbfiftyen SlMfStyarafttt unb gefnnbem llrteil gcftyrlebenj ber ®ew 
Êbermeibet eS mit ritytigem ©arte, bei feiner ©arfteUmia tmîtr» 

ben SBerfidimtffe als iWafeftab jugtimbt ju itgen; er trâm Im 
Verfd)lebeii’n ©runblagen unb SBerfidltniffen bteôjeltS unb itnfelts bet 
©ogefett fRetymmg. «de Qtvelge beS SîriegèivefenS finb in ein* 
gefienben ©arftettungen befianbelt. ©Ie einjclneti Slbftynttte btlben id 
fity abgcfcfitoffeiie ©arftellungen fiber ben befianbelten ©egenftatb. 8<tyl* 
reiefie Silber unb Sïarten ergâiuen unb beleben ben ©ert ©aS bow 
Uegenbt ba? bon bet $trlag?butyÿanblung Von Klfreb StyaO ta
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igcit unentgcltlich ben Semeinben gurücfga6. @rft neuubingâ fjat 
man aucfj in tleinerm ^ajjftah mit Staaiâwalbuugcn begonneti, 
für bic bas Saab gu 60—80^ für ben Wlorgen angeîauft wurbc 
unb bie einftroeilcn erft bei bem 673m fiber bem Pierre gclegencn, 
alfa einen ber [jô^ftcn Auricle beâ iBennS barftedenben ffijirtâfjaufe 
fWonte ^ligi non ïielang finb. 2l&cr fo vide Slufforflungen auch 
biâfjer fdjun woljïgciungcn finb, fo übermiegen boch immer nodj 
bic ungcheurcu Streden beinatje ganglid) nnbenuÇten Deblanbcâ. 
æegonnen roirb bas 'Berî ber SSicberberoalbung, uni bas fidj ber 
mftorbene D&erfôrfter v. ®abcin befmbcrs vevbient gemadjt (jat, 
ebenfo wie vidfadj anberivartâ in ber Sifd mit .Sroergfieferii, bie 
aber ivegen ÎÜinb unb Schnecbrud) fiber em gcmiffeâ àlter unb 
SWadjatum ^imraS nicht me^r gebciljeii unb bie blo^ ben 3weÆ 
habtm, ben naît; vorfjcrgeljcnbcr (Sntroâfferuitg bajimfdjen gepPan^ten 
tyidjten ben ®obcn vorgubereiten unb SdjuV ju geroâljïen. ©ie 
§id;te roirb immer me^r alâbcr groccfmâ^igfte tBaurn nidjt nur alicm 
ffir biefe Oegcnb angefehen; fie frfjeini audj in ber übrigen 6ifd 
bie boit vodjcrrfdjenbe Skicfje gàngtidj mbràngen gu follcn. ©aÿ 
man mit ber Wufforftung bed Siennâ auf bem riebtigen SSege ift,ienng auf bem riebtigen SEege ift, 
wtrb audj baburd) bcftâtïgt, bajj bie SJelgier bei tarent &nteil an 
biefem .ÿoehmeor bas preuftijehe SJurbitb nadjafjmen. Sdjon jetjt 
glaubt man eine geroiffe SSerbeffcrnng be§ xltmaâ fcftftctteu gu 
tônnen, rond nidjt befonberâ erftauniid) ift, nierai man bebentt, bag 
ber fd)i»ammige roaiiertmrdjtrdntte Scben beâ ®cnnB vor feinev 
ÎRciiorinmg nur racing SSârme aufjunefjmen vermodjte. ©a5 unter*
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ne^men bed Dbcrftcn a. S. ®iefe bei Suurbrobt am fjoijen ®enn, 
im Wein mit ^Jiegeleien îorf unb ïorfmüil ju geiuinnen, fjat 
bibljet feine fRadjaljmer gefunben. ilSoijL abet ift em non fleincn 
SRdbdjen unb cittern ^rauen betricbencr Gruterbâjweig, ncimlid) ba3 
fpreiadbrerfammeln auf bcm SJenn feineSrocgS fo unbebtntenb, aid 
e$ ben SInfdjein $a&en fbnnte. @S befteben in Raltcr^erberge (Streio 
Tlcmtjoie) unb in Skiâmes (Jtm3 Ülîalmebtj) je eine 
@eno|jenfd)aft, oon benen bie crftcre felt je^n ^fa^ren nidjt roeniger 
«13 60000.^ an iljre iSiitglieber fjat verteilen tbnnen.

Engros-Niederlage für Deutschland: Berlin, Leipzigerstr. 101/102.
Au IMHtxen olme V^rkauTsstelle wende Hinn sicli an die — Prospecte graLtiwi

✓ korgsamo Mutter achtet datant, da!s eure \ 
/ Kleluen so früh wle mogllch Kosmin - Mundwasser X 
/ zur Krïftigung des Zahufleisches und Erhaltuug der 
Zahacben gebrauohen. Flacon a, 1.50, lange ausrelchond

Das Berndorfer Alpacca-Silber besteht aus dem von den Berndorfer Werken 
eigens erzeugten silberweif^en MckelmetaU, genannt Alpacca, und aus 
garantir! i*einem Silber.

bei ^rilm unb in unbent Üreifen. ®anj au8nabm3roeife roirb aud) 
wobl von ben Sauern fclbft aufgeforftet, gu roclcbcm fie 
bann von ben bem ’Sebarf nidji amutbernb enthwdjenbeit fiaab 
lidjen Saatfampen junge ififianjen gu erijalten fudjen.

læâ^reitb frütjer tvegen bed volstdjlenbebarfd ber @ifenfjütten* 
roerfe vorroiegenb Siudjcn gepftanjt wurben, bte auf Slaltboben 
befonberâ gut gebeiijen, tommt für allé neuent Miipflanjungen faft 
nur bie gtdjte in Setra^t, bie, iveil iljre üüuqelu nad) ber Seite 
ftreben, and; mit bem nidjt befonberd fnidjtbaren Srauroadenboben 
ffirlieb uimmi. Tie Kiefer bagegen ift roegen iljret nad) unten 
getjenben ^fa^tvurget fjodjftenb gar 'Borbereitung bed SJobenS ver* 
wenbbar, flirbt aber meiftenS von felbft ab, fobalb fie eine geivtffe 
$ol)e erreidjt ijat. 'Biel bifprodjen roirb in ber @ifel bie grage 
ber £htebra^od£inful)r, bie infofern ffir biefe Segenb national* 
dfonomifd) roid)tig ift, aid fie bie Gtatd ber ®emeinben, bie früljer 
ans beu (iidjenitbâlroalbungen vcrfjnltnidmajjig grofje ginfûnfte be= 
jogen, iiuBnft ungfinftig beeinflufjt, bem Ulaturfreunb abet ivirb 
bit @inf4)tcititung biefer mit bftmwm ©eftrüpp bie Wge uinflei* 
benben fogenannten Solj^etfen iveit tveuiger bebauerlid) erfdjeinen, 
ba iljr fattes ^Jraun ben otpteQin fdjoit meland)olifd) angeçaudjten 
Gljaraftcr ber (jifel=yanbfd;ufteit teineârocgd fvcuublidjer Ijcrvor* 
tnten lâ&t.

Bon grower æJidjtigfcit für bie beiben Gifellreife jQIontjoib unb 
SNalmebp ift bie fruijcr ffir unmoglid) geljaltene, aber feiî bem 
ajegimi ber fiebjiger gg^re unb nad) eimgen mtfiinglidjeii 3Jii^= 
erfolgeu mit ubmufdjenb guteu Srgetmiîfen inb iüerl gefeçte 2luf= 
forihmg ber nidjt blog menfdjeuleeren, fonberu frü^er vbllig baum* 
uns ftrmtd)lofen wedigen ^ïadjcit beâ (joljen 'Bennô. éine 'JllinifteriaD 
commiffroit unter ber perfônlidjett Seiiung beS fOlinîpcrd '§riebtntl)al 
bereifte femergeit biefeâ mette unb im Winter grabeju gefâ^t<id)e 
.tpodpnoor. Tie fjolge war, bajj befonbere 'Btittel beraiUigt wurben 
für einen fogetumnten tBennfonbd, ber aber leiber mit bem Saljre 
1901 ju Suer gc^eu foil. Tie «Çoffmmg, bafi man bad begonuene 
S&krl trogbcm nid)t unvolïeiibet laffen roerbe, ift infofern begrünbet 
geroefen, alâ fid) ber Üunbroirtfdjuftdminifter vor îurjem bereit 
erflart bat, bie ’ÂJieberbeivalbuttg beà ^oyetï îBeunâ and) fiber ben 
Skimculturplan nom ^aljre 1877 Ijinaud — allerbingS ùlofi nad) 
Wlaÿgabe ber verfügbaren gonbd — gu fôrbern. SUenn wir „2Jjicbcr= 
beroatoung" fagen, fo barf babei atlerbings nidfjt an gefd)id)tlid;e 
^eiten gebadjt werben, ron()tenb beren bad §ol;e 'Bénit, fournit roir 
Wdjeib iviffen, béftanbig fatjl geroefen ift. 2lbcr bi§ gu eiuem 
SDicter bitte (Sidjenftdmmc, bie be3 bftern in ben æetuvStooren 
gefunben roerben, beroetfen, bajj eô nidjt immet fo geroefen 
ift. Üeiber fiat man in Serlin ba§ (SntgcgetiEommeit ni^t 
bis gu bem Ëntfcyiug audgebeljnt, ber bringenb iviinf<§eiid* 
werten jivangâroetfen 'Jlnffor]iung pijuftimmen. 9lodj bid vor 
fi'd’gig Saljren ift bas Ijolje 'Benn vôllig IjerrenlofeS 2anb geroefen, 
bann aber alo Sigcntum ben umltegeiibeii ©emeinben gugeroiefen 
roorben, bie jefjt bie $eibeftreu vont 'Benn niç^t cntbeljren ju Knnen 
glaubeit, obroo§l gtlncburgcr Torfftreu einfdjlicMid) ber ©tfenba^n* 
fradjt fdjon ffir 80^ ben aentner beiogen roerben faitn. Tur^ ein* 
ijeinnfdje îorfftrcu, bie ju fd)roer ift unb tu ivenig SBaffer an* 
niinmt, tann afieroingS bie §eibcftrcu mtr fdjtvet erfeÇt roerben. 
Tic fritf|tm Slufforftungen auf bem 'Benn erfolgten fâmtlid) in ber 
SBeife, bag ber S ta at oÇne jebe ^nanfprui^na^ine ber Senwinben 
atrô ëtaatSmitteln ©emeinbelanb bepflautic unb eë nad) einiger

11 feine SefdjiTbe obet fDluntftoitSwagen, nWjt einmal Sfmîutanjreageit 
: finb bemerfbar. Kümmerli^e ©rofrfjfeitgdule jerren ifjr Gefciijrt 
• einfjer, vor ber Slitfdia tract ber Kaffer mit ÿeberboa unb bem 

^eberntopfpu^ ber Smge&prenen, ïjiev unb bort aud) mit bem 
fe>)linberî)ut, ber an bie Kopf&ebedfong bcs ivürbigen fprdfibeuten 
ber dtepublit crinneri; junge ‘Lanien auf Jaljtrnbern unb flanirenbe 
$erren mit Siofen im finopf!odj unb gclaiigiveilten @efi$iern. ®aâ 
aÜeâ fieljt nod) ertriiglid) aud, a&cr e§ triigt ben Stempel fdjnellet 
Bcrgânglid)teit. ®er But Ijafjt biefe Stabt, unb er fjat tvaljrlid) 
feinen ®xunb, fie gu lieben. ®te ©djrecfen beâ Kriegeë finb plan* 
mâ§ig von einem gtofjen Teile ber (jimvoljiierfdjaft Çerbeigcgerrt 
roorben, ber, gu uugebulbig, um auf admâljlidje Befeittgung mander 
Sebredjen ber Burenregierung warten gu molten, mit grofjer 
Sdjroffyeit bem 'Bolle, in beffen -Bïitte er reid) rouvbe, gegenttbev* 
irai. Unb roare bie§ aud) nid)t gefd)e^en, fo tourbe bod; ber But 
btefen Drt nid)t lieben, roo bie tvilbe ^agb nad) bem ©eroinn beë 
gelben SKetallb immer galjlreidjern Seljntaufenben von fiberlegenen 
^remben reid/lidje Beute verfdjaffte unb alliniiljlirfi einen ©tant 
im Staate fdjuf. ©nglifd) ift aud) Ijeute tro§ beâ Kriegeë bie 
l)crrfd)enbe ëpra^e; bas fânglifdje verbrdugte fogar aud ben æienft* 
ftuben ber Beamten bie alte ^ollanoijdje ©pradje. 'Biit Staunen 
unb Sd)red fa!) ber patriardjalifdje Bur bad ©efpenft ivadjfen, ba3 
^Icifd) unb Bein annafim, unb von bem golbenen Slegeit, ben cd 
aud|d)üttcte, rou^te er nid)t viel Vlugen gu gieijen. Sïeigjtum roar 
nid)t meljt bie Jolge eigencr îllrbeit, fonbern bed blinben ^ufaUë, 
ber aud) ben flatten trifft. 9113 bie Buren gegen bie Sd)ar 
^amefond audgogen unb fie bei KrügerSborp vernidjteten, ba be* 
feelte fie bie gauge B5ut eineë mit übermâdjtigen ©egnern ringenben, 
vom Untergange bebroijten Bolted, unb fie beoauerten lebl)aft, bajj 
ber fdjueUe Sujammenbru^ beâ tjlufftanbeâ ber ©nglânoer fie beâ 
'Bergnügenâ abermaligen Trcinjdilagenâ il)rer berben fyàufte beraiibte.

.petite nuit, ba ber englijd)e Bormarfcl) £orb 9loberts' fdjroerlid) 
nod) aufgeljalten roerben tann, mag bie Solbftabt ben Buren 
nod) vcrfjajjter fein. Sie roiffen, bag Taufeube ber t)ier nod) 
tvo^nenben (Sngldnber mit Sang unb Klang, ivetut aud) bei ver* 
f^loffenen Tljürett, bie ettglijdjen Siege gefeiert Ijaben unb unge* 
bulbig ben Ülugenblid erroarten, ba bie englifdjen Sieiterpatrouillen 
in bie Stabt einreiten roerben. gn ber Bergivetflung eineâ ent* 
jdjeibenben Kampfeâ um baâ ftaatlidje æafein iljrcS Boites ndljren 
bte Buren ©ebanten, bie ber Stabt unb ben ©olbquclleit, ben 
Bergroertcn, vcrljdngmSuott roerben ntüffen. Bkmn roir unjer £anb 
nid)t metjr vertetoigen fônnen, fo raollen roir ivenigftenë bai ver* 
nidjten, raaâ ber geitib Ijier gefdjaffen fjat: bie dliinen unb bte 
Balti fie von ^o&anncdburg! Tas port man in biefen Tagen oft 
genug. (ÿë mag menfdjltd) begreiflid) fein, bafj ber angefammelte 
^ajj nac^ einem Ülusflujj brângt, ber nur ein geroaltfamer Surd)* 
brudj fe,n tann. llnb iljr djrifili^ed Beivufjtfeiit ntbgen bie Buren 
burct; bie ©rinnerung an Sobom unb ©omorlja berutjigen, bie audj 
iljrcr Sünben tvegen vom (Srbbobcn vertilgt rourben, jreilid) nidjt 
burd) Dljm 'jjaul KrügerS Sdjaren, fonbern bttrd) ^tijoval) .fjebaotl). 
Tafj in biefem galle bad 2anb ami) ben Sdjabcn bega^lett mûfite, 
ift tljnen gletdjgültig. Sic Biinen unb iljre Sebdube, bie B“Mte 
ber reidjen gamejonfreunbe in ber Stabt burd) Tpnamit gu fprengen, 
ift fdjncil gefagt unb aucfj fdjnell getljan; bie Stabt ber Sünbe 
geljt gugruitoe, ber Bur reitet bavon; bie 9lotrcde finben bie ®elb= 
fdjrdnte unter ben 'Trümmern nidjt me^r. Bebenflidje ©lemente, 
wie fie ber ©olbbatt unb ber Krieg fo reidjlid) entroitfeln, werben 
bie ©etegenfjeit benugen, um im ^mereffe ber gttten Sadjc auf 
9Iaub auêguge^en; bie vielen Taufenbe ber umrooljnenben Kaffent 
fonnen aud) bte Stunbe ber diacre fût gctommen glauben. Unb 
wa£)rfd)einlidj ift eâ audj, bafj bie Buren i^re lefcte Sdjladjt, viel* 
leidjt bie einjtge roirllt^e Sdfiadjt beâ Kriegeë, auf ben füblidj 
Johannesburg vorgeiagerten ^ô^en liefern roerben, roo bie Be* 
jd)affen£)eit beâ ©elanoeê cine nadjbrürflkfye Berteibigung crmbg* 
lidjt. gin 9lüdgug burd) Johannesburg unb ein ^eftfeÇen ber 
'Bad}l)utartmerie auf bem fladjen ^Ôhnirfitfen in ber Stabt neben 
ber fogenannten Jeftuug finb i’iuspdjten, bie aud) nidjt fefttiiglid) 
jtimmen. So fdjroebeu liber ber letdjtjinnigen Stabt fdjwere BSolten.

Tie Êimvoljnerj^ajt triigt bie Bcforgnië, bie ungweifelljaft 
Ijerrjdjt, nic^t gitr Sdfau. BJo§l fâUt an ben ivenigett nod; Ijalb 
gebffneten §otclbar3 unb in bem faft verlajjenen 'Jlaubchtb, roo 
jeçt viel beuijdj unb franjbjifdj gejprodjcn roirb, ein ernftcs Mort, 
oljne Klelnmut, aber audj oljite leit^ten Scfjerj fjerauëguforbern. 
Bian bejpridjt bic moglidje ïlj^iukfi 6er Stabtpoligei, bie biôljer 
muftcrljafte Orbnung crljalten bat, ernfteti @reigntffen aber nidjt 
getvadjfen ift; man errodgt bie Sdjroierigteiten ber ©rünbung einer 
freiroilltgen bcutfdj*frangofifdjcn Sdju^niannfdjajt unb i^rer BJirf* 
famteit unb trintt geftdtft feinen Jngroerbranbp. Jn ben îjü&jdjen 
Billen, beren vicie an bem giaggenmaft unjere fd)roarg*roei^*roten 
Warben jeigen, man am 'Hbenb ber S or (jeu ors ïaaeâ.
@3 ift bort neutraler Bobcn; neben bem ®eutfd)«n f'Çt ber (ïng* 
lânbcr unb ber grangofe, unb ber junge verrounbete Bur, ben 3lrm 
in ber Scfjlitige, ift cm tinuermeiblidjer unb roillfommener Salon* 
fdjmuÆ. ©er milbe Sommei'haudj ber Sladjt fpielt mit Bluinen 
unb 3weigen bes SartenS; auS ber Renie flingt baë Slollen ber 
ïruppengügc unb ber jdjarfe Knall ber Sdjüjfe aus 'Diauferge* 
roehren, mit benen bie inâ ÿelb gtefjenben KrugerSborpcr Bauern 
bie Joijanneâburger begrü^en. 3lm Ijetterfteii finb immer bie an* 
mutigen ©amen, unb manchet junge unb alfe Bitter mag ivoljl 
aufri^tigen Retiens ernjte Jeiten fjeibeiroünfdjen, um fid) alâ 
ftreitbareu beutfdjen Bltdjel ju geigen.

Lotus vorsendet gegen l’ostanwcbung od. Nschnahme dus General-Dtsn 

Lnd. Müller &Co.wXs 
und iu Hamburg, IViimbcrg und München.

EWUWÜ1HM Telegramm-Adrewo : Oient«müll»r. 10^961

undWerhgeuge
nach an\erikar\ischcTY\ Systerft

Stahlfaçonguss,
Stiicka jeglidier Art, roh Oder bearbeitet, in sweckeiiLprechemler 

HUrte und ZUliigkeit.

%aluirâdei*9
mit der Masebîne geforat und naeîi Modell in Staîil und Eisen

fertigen: ^5'

Fahrendelier Hütte

Berndorfer Alpacca-Silber.
Vollkommensfer Ersatz für édités Silbei, 

Essbestecke, Kaffee-n, Thee-Service, Schttsselu etc,

^erelffciitcr ^prubel.
Nur echt mit dem Stern.

Natürliches Mineralwasser.
«Boit alerte» intb 21 iitoritaten etupfotjlen.

Vorallglielws Mittel gegen Bodbrennen, Mngen- und Nierenleidên.
Bureau: Küln, Bansaring 29.

B c r f it it b f l ii f f i g e r K o Ij I c h f ii tt r c. Wohlfahrts^^
zu Zwccken «1er Deut«chen Schutageblet».

ZIefinng schou 31. Mat und folgende Tago zu Berlin.
16,870 Geldgewinue im Betrage von

575.000 Mark

^cno bte emibrmigtctt. 3la$ vierjtünbiger fyaljrt lauft ber £ug 
in Jofid!HifStmrg ein. Sie liegt vor und, bie Berfd)robrcrftabt, in 
ber jllijobcS unb Jamefon iljre $elfcr8ljelfev fatten, bie ©olbftabt 
Sübailicûô, in noc^ nidjt givei Jahrgebnten wie ein Bilg aufgc* 
fdjoffcn unb bib jum iHuèbrud) bes Rriegeâ cine Stabt von fiber 
1UH W isinrooljneriL Manbljaujer mit l)übjdjeii Oârten raljmeit ben 
bid;! gc&auten Stabtfcrn ein. Tie Strafecn finb beffev geljalten, 
alfi bic ber Heinen ôaupt ftabt Pretoria, yiidjt jelten fàumen Brad)t= 
Daulcn bic Strnpen unb BldÇc ein, bod) givifdjen iljnen erheben 
fid) volgmitten unb ^ausdjcn aud lüefiblech, wo angehf’tbe ÜDtinio= 
nârc iljvcn Mramhanbcl unb iljre bcrüdjtigten Bard eingcrid)tet 
fatten, ©cr Jlricg bat fiber bie §âlftc ber Bewol)nerfd)aft ver* 
triebcit, bie Sirafien finb leer, bie meiften ®aftf)bfe, Üneipen unb 
©ifdjiifte finb gefrfjloffen. Johannesburg hat gcflaggt, nidjt etroa, 
rocil ein greubentag geFommen ift, fonoern uni bte Stationalitât 
ber ^aud&eroohuer angugeigen. $ier flattert bas grtedjifdjv Blau* 
ivcih, bort bie italienifdjc fydhne, Ijier finb Jranfreidjd garben, 
port ift bas fdjiveijerifdje weiÿe Kreug fin Wten Jclbe, hier ein ver* 
eingclte8Schro«rg=gdb fichtbar.Slm gahlrcidjfi™ fin° bie JarbenStrand* 
paald, ©cutjdjlanbdimb^oflanbd vertreten; bie (fmglânber, bic noth 
fmmer cine ftattlidje ^ahl ber ftâbtif^en Beuülferung bilben, ver* 
jichten ilugenveife auf bad Bergnugen, ben Union Jacî fiber ihren 
Çüufcrn ivefjen gu laffett. ^ieljen einmal bie englifdjen ©ruppen 
hier ein, fo roirb man vieUeicht mcinen, ed fei gut geier bed ©ngugd 
(eflaggt roorben. Jn Mahrheit freut fidj ïeiner ber Befifter biefer 
lunten BolFdabgeithf» «uf bie Sludfidjt einer englifd)en ^errfdjaft.

Johannesburg ^errfdjt noef) tiefere StiUe aid in Pretoria. 
inmittrUav erinnert tndjtd an ben Jhieg. jîeine Bewaffneten,

Hochzeits- u. Ausstattungs-Geschenke!
Sie sind für den tSglichcn Gebrauelt berechnet.
Als sogen. llôtelsilber geniefsen sie einen VVeltruf!
Lôffel und Gabeln mit beistehender Garantie-Marke werden jederzeit im abge- 

nutzten Zustand um a/s des Fabrikpreises gegen neue Waare zurückgekauft.

PreisgekrSnt mit uur goldcucu Médaillon.

Grosse goloene JKetlaille u. Ehrenkreuz
Küln a. Kli. n. Bremen. Gr. gold- Médaillé u.EhrendipIom

Lübeck. Goldene Médaillé Dresden und München 99.
Lieferant fürstlieher Hofhàltttng, hohen Adels, ap 

Offieier-Casinos, Naturheilaustalteu, Knr- und KrankenMnser.
Dtuob Tr<Ulc»cli,s natnrtlche, RaranUert reine.

a&oàolfreis Œmensaftkar

^riefc ntt§ Siibtifrira. V.
Bou Pretoria nad) Johannesburg. — ®te Stabt ~ Ter Bnv 
itub Johannedburg*Sobom. — Tie ÜSolfeii fiber ber Stabt: 

Burertradjc, ‘.pliitiboutng, bie Staffertt, ber SlTîeg.
^vljaniteübitrg, im 9Uârg.

9(uf bemBahnljof von Pretoria laufen givei Suge mit Truppcn, 
von Süven tommenb, ein. ©S finb bie Buren von 'iJtibVclborg, 
bie auf Urlaub géhen. Wgen bie ©nglânber aud) geroaltige gort* 
fehritte tnadjen unb gu cntjd)eibenben Sd)lâgcit gegen bie verbftn* 
beten Butenftaatcn attShob”’. — gi'h* a«f Urlaub. ©ie 
ÉJùbbclborger fthrodrmen auf bem 8ahnW umfjcr unb bringen 
Strol) ffir iljre ^ungrigen Bferbe, bie erroartitngdvoll bie Siipfe 
fiber bie BJiinbe ber Biagen h^ben. ®lan taufdjt 'Jladjridjten aud 
uub alto Bclannte brgrüfien fidj. @3 finb wettcrgebriiunte friiftige 
fDlârncr unb Bur)d)en, bie je$t bie gront verlaffen Ijaben, uni 
einige BAodjen in ihren hfiwatfidjcn garmen jugubringen. BJie 
nütjiidj tônnien biefe Grieger mit ihren nie fehlonben Slanferîugeln 
in oiefem yfugcnblid fein, ivemi fie in ber $anb cineS ÿfiljrerd 
ûm rich-igen Bla^c bem ^cinbc gcgenübcrftanbcn ! Uub toie fie, 
geljtu auf Urlaub, mit (Srlaubms unb aud) ohne Crlaubnid. 
©iefc ruhigen 9Jlenjd)«i mit iljrem Sottvcrtrauen finb bie Tftrtcn 
Süoafriraé. ®ott unb Slllah wfifcn, wad notig ift, unb in ihtem 
eroigen 3laifd)luB ift alleâ geortmet; warum follen bie Heincn 
SKeitfihen ihm ind ^anbrocrl pfujdjeu! Dljne ^urral) unb oljne 
®îufi£ faljrcn bie beiben 3^ fwrj hfifierfi’Wfitor bamm. Slnbere 
^üge, mit Mricgeiii, bie vom Urlaub gi(rüdgufr[jren geruhen, werben 
erroartet. £o finb bie SInforbeningen an bie (lifenbahn ungewôhn* 
Udj grojj; cS geljt inbeffen ailed fiber (Srroartcn gut. Srlteii Ijoxt 
ttiau voit UnglùdsfàUeit; bie Kaffern, bie ben ®ah«£ôrpcv in DrO* 
nung halten müfien, finb auf iljrem Boften, unb bie Beamten, 
unter benen vicie ^ollanbcr unb ©cutfdje auffaden, warten iljred 
©k’tficâ mit Slnfmnlfamîcit unb ohne jebe Spur von ncrvôfer §aft.

©ie Since nad) Johannesburg fiült guuiidjft mit ber êauptlinie 
liadj bem Sfibcii jujammeit. ©urdj bad anmutige §iigellaiib, bad 
Pretoria umgibt, winbet fidj bie Bahn auf eine faljle 1500m Fjo^e 
Gbcne. Sltt beu uiibcbcutcuben $altepurictcii fpielen flacO^aartge 
Rinbtr miter 2(uffid)t fdjroarger SBeiber in wci^cit fKôdcn unb 
§aubcn, aud ben ^enfteru winfen ^rauen unb 'lliabdjen; fyriebe 
unb ^augraciligtcit liegt fiber biefen cnblofen gleichmâgigcn Sbenen. 
Jr Clanbôionicin uatcïbvcdjen bie ungefngen 'JJlajfcn ber gu ben 
m.H'ninrrir*!! orliitrineti k:.

«wïcEsf and Fran Haftna Bruntitn in Alubamnitz b. Ob»mn>ta 
Mn««aL zohr.ibt: Teilo Ihnsn mit, dzO ioh l.ngs an 

Uniht ntt, ieh wandt» Ihr» OitronanaaftKur an, Rouan naoh Ihrw Vor- 
schrift, nnd kann ich Ihn.n mit Freuden œUttilon. daO ioh mioh jalak 
racbt wobl fdhlo, ioh hatta koînon Appétit aum Essen, jetzt esse kh fûr 
r.wei, icb bin zur Zait von meinen Schmsrzsn boir.it und knnn iedem 
Leidsnden dioso Knr «mpfsùl-n. — Herr Htieror, Oohssnmaulsalat. 
l’abriknnt in Nttrnborg, Berg.tr. 10, wolchor jahrolong »n Clctit erkranot 
und bottlftgorig war, sohrelbt un tor anderom: ..Kami o» nur mit Haahi 
■un, d«B mlr bioS Hire Cltronentaftkur çeholfan und lob gohon grOBtre 
Touren gemaohb baba.obne de. reringate «u spllren, trota dos tchlechrn 
Watters, vrns wir die htetan 4 Woolmn hatten, und kmin ich Ihra Ku» 
nur jodsm SloM- und Rheumattimuakraaken empfehlen.
Bill eu m atismu» . 8 Komy. l. Garda,
îitt »ritd<h^MaNov.mbM”n oUrJ’’ tcl*r®ib*am "ÀwTiolgo^de^Rh 
VinMht’imah slnmSS" ‘u hab. alla moglieh»
Zn? n.™ Kb’r “““» Glieder blieben otelf. Al. ioh

au <tM^IOnen,I\ftfcnr K*m«cht batte, aehvrollen moine Golenko ab, 
‘ish. «O d»a ioh jetzt moine Glieder volL 

®,J“*™ohe. — Fran Kadwla Fichtner, Poson, Halbdorfstr. 4, «chreibt 
"i.i i°Ioendea: Nachdom ich die von limon empfohlono Citronen- 
-attkur beendet, teilo ich Ihnon mit, dut) mir dioselbe von groflem Nntz»n 
■War. Ich litt soit •/. Jahr un Ebeumutismua; nach der genou nue h Vor- 
achnft angewandt.Kuriind dio Scbmorzon jetât vollstftnd vorïobwnndon 
Auch für den Hauzhalt ist Cilronen.aft s.br praUwert u. Ia empfahlon.’ 
fl?A4Bitte roir umgehond 2 Flaachen Cllroneneari etlsucnt. * 8 Mark zn eenjen, mnB Thnen zu meinw 
raitteiien, daB ioh in ï Tagen S Pfd. abgenommen babe, and word, don 
Sait flir ktlnftlg in œeinem Hanse mcht fehlcn Isssen.

AchUingzvoll Frisa A. FOrle, TempUn.
Veraendo Baft v. oa 00 Citronen fût 3,50, Sait v. oa. 130 Citronon 

«Mk. frenko ohne Berechnunj der Flnok* lUM Klate (Nachnahmo30PE œehr), 
Veroloht, nur eoht n. gunntiort rein mit Plombenvcrsebi. h. T,

H. Trültesoh, Berlin H., Boyenatr. 37.

Neuerburg's Maschinenfabrlk Rct.-Ges
§Hmboïbtcoïimiep

einpheljlt nlS iSpeckdiiitt:

=3r VACT-GES. X:
BERLIN NW S?,'Huftenstrasse 17-20.

Verkaufsstelle: DlESSELDORE Graf Adolfstrasse 22

®ov ben bcvorftejjciiben S o ni m e r r e i s e «
einpfcljlen roir brlnaenb, .ÇeuSinoMHar unb 23ert0ca<mf,âltit ®<Belt

Sfînbruck und ©îebstabl
en »n Aachener und Münchener 

Feuer-Versicherungs-Gesellschaft
gu veefkliern, ©k UScblnsmtaen finb liberal unb frel von Httrten. 

CoupoB-Policen für ôauâÇaltimaen 61® Jum SBerte pon
M. 10,000 QnÇreêpcâmie M. 5.—

„ 20,009 bo. I, 10.—
u 30.000 bo. „ 15.—

Uîrofpecte mben auf SQunfdj kostenfrei jugefanM. Suêfunft erteiïen 
bte Slflenten ber üJefeUft^aft unb bte («mraHlgetttur Lndwi? Ohm, 
Statfer aSUtjeiin.fRtna 6, Stain. jjtlt

JplLA ^uffangru

ntte
v®’* ®ampf«, «Sa»» unb t|ktro(eum>9lafd)Inen, 

gkid^citig S^nUbiiinpfCL 
Heber 1250 5l^V<iTcite bereit^ geliefert.

tpreiêtlften gratts. utn
Sert refer fl ef u rfi .

Baden-Baden
Hôtel Badisober Hof

(Hôtel de la ««« Bade).
Altberiihmtes Hans I. Ranges.

ThernmlbHder im Hanse. §
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I Awèi SaÇtcn ba6 3(bfominen mit gxanfreitP traf, war « burdj bas 
! ©inglcp*®cfeft auf einigc wenige Sinfuprwçren vqqjtantt, tn bcncn

©te SBirren in (Hjtna.

bein'

ï(n email Bretten

Wbcr (ciber ift

unb fo für<^tCH noix.

. i £>iftfcplâge unb einige Jatte 
attgemeinen aber fc^eint ber ®e«

S9J1: 9—1 u. 5—9, 
tton »4«7: 9—1 U. 3—&

giputrdjlattï»

_/rtitûj], 7. ^rptrm&er
Brter.livottnd) fflt ben oDgcmeinen Tei!: Œbft-Webaclfur

in Stdln; für ben VInjeigcmeiI. 3r ® in Sïôln. 
Berlier unb Srudn: 'JW DuWont Sthauberg in fiôïn.

^edition: ©icilr Ztra&e 72» 74.
Vertretungen in Deutschland: In ni les grôôern StSdten: Haasen- 

Meiu & Vogler R. Monse. G L. Daube & Co. Invalideudank. ABChen Th, 
«nus Baden-Baden Ph. Bussetner. RerliD General-Agentur: Bernh. Anidtr 
W Mobreaatiafse 26 Bonn U. Coben. Bremen Hermann VVüJker. Wilhelm 
Boheller. Coblena F Hulâcher. Darlmuiid W. Crüwell. üaien A. Beblfer. 
■ .•Clûdbach B. BchelünaniL Hagen G. Geerkena. Krefeld J. F. Houbea, 
Kraxner à Baum. Lenncp Ad. Mann. 31bIdz Jean SchrMer. D. Fret».

Neuwied L. Pfeiffer.

^intHdjc ^Irtdjridjten.
Verlin, 6. September.

Se. 9Raj. ber Ronlg tjnben tfüergnüblgft gerupt, bem emcrlt. Cebret 
QuIiuS Senj ju SHetn=®iproenten, Rr. ©djœep, ben 9lblcx ber Qui), 
bes St. $auô*Drb. bon .£>olienjotteru ju vetlctljen; ferner ben bi^t). 
au^erorb. 'Brof. tu bei pljil. fjoc. ber Unib. Serlin Dr. 3)tidjael ïangl 
u. ben bidp. aufeerorb. 'Prof, in ber ttjeol. Jac. ber Unib. Stünigêberg, 
Lie. theoi. (ÿuftau Site ju orb. ifJtofeffoien in benf. Jacultâten ju 
ernennen.“Set 9leg.=9lif. u. ^Jrott 311 ®etmar ift bem Sanbrat beb Str. Cpct, 
ttteg.’ïïcj. Sumbinuen, 5. £>ft(jelcift. jugeteilt worben.

erfolgreid) abroeifen ju îbnnen." ©a§ Ijeiftt mit anbern ®orten: 
©ie Slrbeiter, bie eë für ganj natürlid) fjalten, baft iljnen gute 
3eiten fteigenbe Sbljne bieten, fe^en vorauS, baft bei minber 
günjligem ®efcf)âftSgaitge bie Untemljmer nidjt auf gleidjer fiblje 
ber SoljnfaÇe roerben bleiben tônnen, fie wollen aber tro^bem gegen 
baâ Sefei von atadjfragc unb 2lngebot anîâmpfen unb in fdjlei$ten 
Seiten biefelben Sôljne beanfprud)en raie in guten, oljne ïltücffidjt 
barauf, ob bie Slrbeitgeber fie aud) jaljlen tônnen. ©a^ bieâ bei 
roirflid) eintretenben fd)le<bten 9?er()âltniffen ju einem erbitterten 
SoEmtampf fü^ren mufe, liegt auf ber Çanb, benn bie Slrbcitcr 
ivotten Ijier bem eljernen ®efe§ roiberftreben, baft ber ïïtrbeitsloljn 
im SBer^dltnis ftcl)en mu| ju bem fût bie 2Baren crgielten iptcife.

iBerlin, 6. September.Sludftaiibâergebuiffe.
©et fBorroiirtâ verôffentlidjt biâroeilen feljr forgfam geljaltene 

unb aud; für Didjtfocialbenrofraten leljtreidje ftatiftifdje gufammen* 
fteüungeii, bie ein anfdjaulidjeâ 3ilb fiber geroiffe ivirtfdjaftlidje ' 
Gntroidlungcn geben. So bringt et jept einen cingepenben, mit ! 
vielen ©abeflen verfeljctten Seridjt liber bie Sluâftanbe beâ ' 
jfaljreâ 1899, worauâ wit erfeljen, baft fidj an 976 Bluâftânben ’ 
100 779 Slrbeitcr beteiligten, unb bag bie ©efamtauâgabe 2 627119^ 1 
betrug, wovon ber §auptantcil, 2 016 175^1, auâ 'üerbanbâcaffen 
unb 190 806.H. auâ fretroilligen ®eitrâgen beftritten wurben. 2Ùir 
entnepmen auâ biefen gaplen unb insbefonbere auâ ben freiroilligen 
SBeitrdgcn von faft 200 000^, bajj bie Sage ber 2Irbeiter bodj 
ni^t eine financiell fo ungünftige fein fann, rote bie Socialbemo= 
îratie gern glauben inadjen môdjte. 3” ^c” 9 3a^ren 1890 biâ 
1899 ijaben im ganjen 3772 Slrbeitâcinftettungen ftattgefunben, bie 
eine Sefamtauâgabe von 11402 758.41 erforberten, eine ganj 
geroaltige Summe, bie eine reidjc SluSrüftung ber Streitcaffen be= 
roeift. iScnn ber 2luâgang eineê yirbeitâftreiteô audj nidjt unter 
alten Umftànben für bie ®ered)tigung beâfelben ein majjgebenbeâ 
Urieil redjtfertigen fann, fo ift immeitjin eine gufammenfteHung 
über ben Sluâgang ber Sluâftânbe im verfloffenen 3a^te 
nidjt oljne 3"tcreffe. Dadj ber focialbemofratifdjeit 2luf= 
ficlluitg roaren erfolgreid) 524, teilroeife erfolgreidj 205, 
erfolgloâ 213, waprenb ber Deft unbefannt ober nidjt auâgetragen 
ift. ©Sir môdjten pierju bemenen, ba^ bei ber Sejeidjnung eineâ 
Suèfianbeg alë erfolgreid) ober teilroeife erfolgreid) bem perfënlicpen 
àrmeffen ein grofjer Spielraum geroâprt roirb. 2Bir wollen nidjt 
fagen, ba^ bie Sociaibemofraten, uni tpre Üluâftanbâtljiitigfeit in 
hefonberâ glânjenbem Sidjte ju jeigen, bie Grgebnijfe gefâlfcpt 
Ijaben, eâ liegt aber auf ber §anb, bafj fie bie Deigung Ijaben 
müffen, ipre Grfolge nidjt ju verHeinerit unb fomit ntandje „teiU 
weife erfolgretdje" 3Iu8ft8nbe unter bie „etfolgreidjen" ju fepen, unb 
bafj in bie „teilroeife erfolgreidjen" mancpe Ijincingefdjlüpft fein 
roerben, bie in Sfijirllicpteit fo geringe gugeftânbniffe bradjten, bafe 
fie cigentli^ alâ erfolgloâ betradjtet werben foltten. Sept viel 
bebeutfamer alâ biefe Slngaben tvürbe eâ fein, roenn man eine 
genaue unb juvcrlaffige Sufftellung barüber maepen fonnte, ob 
unb inroieweit bie burd) Sluâftdnbe erreiepten Mortelle ber Slrbeiter 
mit ben Dadjteilen unb SBerluften im ’Uerpâltniâ ftepen, bie ipnen 
baburcp erwacpfen finb. 3Bir müffen fretlicp jugeben, bafj eme folcpe 
Slufftettung fo fdjiver ift, bajj fie faft unmôglidj fcpeint. Dlan roürbe bann 
meUeidjt finben, bafe viele erfolgreicpe unb teilroeife erfolgreicpe 9luâ= 
ftiinbc ben 2kbeitern folcpe Dpfer auferlegt paben, baft tpr Duften alâ 
fepr fraglid) erfdjeinen muft. ©er Sjorroiirtâ bringt bann aud) eine 
^ufammenftellung über 2(ngriffâftreitô unb aibroeljrftreitâ. æaâ bie 
(er)icii anlangt, fo Ijanbelt eâ fid) jumeift uni Softnerpôpung unb 
SBerfürjung ber Jlvbeitsjeit. ©en angriffâftreiK in ber galjl von 
536 ftanben 437 2lbroeprftreifâ gegenüber, unb jroar roaren bie meiften 
burdj Dlaftregeliingen, Sopnperabfeftung unb Sterlringcrung ber 
Slrbeitâjeit unb Didjtinnepaltung ber aUgemein üblicpen Sopn= unb 
Slrbeitôbebingungen pervorgerufen. Seadjtcnâwert ift eâ, baft felbft 
ber îiorrodrtâ, ber fonft fo gern über fcpledjte ®eljanblung ber 
2lrbeiter flagt, mtr 26 Jatte anfüprt, in benen biefe aïs ®nmb 
beâ Slusftanbeâ genannt roirb. 3(ud) bei ben 9lngriffâ= unb Sbroepr* 
ftreifâ gilt, roaâ roir vorljin in einem anbern gufammenpange 
fagten, baft nâmlid) fepr viel auf baâ fubjective Gmpftnben anfomnit, 
unb baft ber eine einen Slbroeprftreit nennt, roaâ bem anbern alâ 
ein angnnsftreit vorfommt. So iverbeu bie Socialbemofraten ben 
jeptgen hamburger Slusfiaub alâ etnen 9l6weprftveif bejeiÀnen, 
wâprenb ipn bie 'Jlrbeitgeber für einen 'Jlitgriffâfireil patten. Gin 
SBergleid) ber in ben leftten neun Sapren burcp ilusftdnbe venir* 
faepten Roften gibt ebenfallâ ein iittereffanteâ ®ilb. ©anad) betrugen 
bie fioften im 3al)re 1890,91 in runber Summe 1200000.^, 
fielen bann in ben brei folgenben 3Q^re” «uf faum nennenâ* 
werte giffern, um bann beftanbig anjufteigen, 200 000, 800 000 
unb 1000 000, unb im 18" bie Ijôdjftc Baljl mit 
2 000000 ju erreidjen. Bu ben Roften trug baâ Ütuâlanb in neun 
3apren in runber Summe 240 000.k bei, rodprenb nidjt erfidjtlid) 
ift, wcldje 9Jelrdge in bemfelben Bettabfdjnitt in baâ Sluâlanb 
Singea. „3>n S«njen, fo fagt ber Seridjt, bieten bie Grgebniffe 

er Streilftatiftif ein erfreulicpeS Silb beâ Jortfdjrittâ im roirt* 
fcpaftlicpen Rampf. Sâ fei jebodj barauf pingeroiefen, baft bie fid; 
meprenben 3eid)en beâ ^erannapenâ einer ungünftigen æJirtfcpaftâ* 
coniunctur bie Serverffdjaften mapnen foltten, mit vermeprten 
Rraften fidj ju rüften, um ben ju envartenben verftârlten Slngriff 
ber Unternepmer audj in ber ijjeriobe niebergepenber Gonjuncttir
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©te 9îat.»8i6. Gorrefp. madjt barauf aufmerlfam, baft ein Diann, 
beffen in bet nationalliberalen IfSartei mit befonberer SBereprung 
gebadjt roirb, ber ®orfi|enbe ber preu|ifdjcii SanbtagSfraction, 
StaatSminifter a.®. Drtpur §obred)t, Ijeutc mit feiner ©ema^lin 
in erfreulidjer fKiiftigteit baâ fdjone Jeft ber golbenen $odjjeit 
bege^t. 2ln biefem ©age roirb bei bem 3u&elpaare baâ frcunblidje 
®ebenlen aller berer fein, bie ju roiirbigen roiffen, roaâ bie treue 
^flidjtcrfüttung beâ ^auâvaterB für baâ Sdjaffen beâ Staatâmanneâ 
beoeutet, unb wie vielfeitig fid; ein tjervonagenber Dlann ju be= 
tljatigen vermag, roenn i^m eine feinfinnige Sebenâgefd^riin jur
Seitc ftept.

©et antifemitifepe 316g. Siebermann v. Sonnenberg wr« 
ôffentlicpt in ben „®eutfdjfocialen Slattern" folgenbe Grlldrung, 
bie von ftarfer innerer gerfeftung ber Slntifemitcnpartci jeugt:

©er bieâjdprigc 'Barteitag in (Wagbeburg nm 9. unb 10. September । 
roirb mSglitperiveife ju 9lu8einanberfepimgen innerbalb ber Cartel füpreu, 
btc ber gegitcrifdjen Brefie im aQgcmciiien Viel ©tojf ju fcpabenfropen 
Shtifetn imb ber Jnbenfdjaft im befonoern 9lnlaft ju lautem Jreuben* 
gcpenl barfiber Itefern bürften, baft ber Slntifemltlâmuâ nun eiibgülttg 
tôt unb begraben fei. Widjtô roare aber Vertcprter, alâ roenn roir auâ 

I Sdjeu Vor bem ju envartenben tpreftftanbal ober auâ ®cfül;[sbufelei 
11118 bemüpen roottten, bie ©egenfdpe nodj einmal ju Vertlelftern, bie 
feit langer geit unferc Bartel gelcipnit paben. ©Bénit man eâ nidjt 
erreiepen fann, jroet Bfetbe Vor einen SBagcn fo anjufpannen, bafj fie 
nad) einer Widnung jiepen, bann tput man beffer, bie Soft auf jtvei 
SBagen ju verteileu unb jeben 'BJageit tinfpamng 311 fapreu. SS ift 
ein roeit verbreiteter Jrrtum in unfeter Bnrtei, alS ob câ fidj bei imâ 
uni perfônlidjeSegcnfcipepanble, bie burcp bie Women gtmmermaun* 
Sic ber m ami jubejeidjnen finb. ©tünbe eâfo, fo ware bic 9lbpftlfe fepr 
einfad). Giner infigte jurüdtceteu, unb id) roâre fepr gern baju bercit, 
oiefer eine ju fein. Dlit jwanjig Rampfjapren pabe idi einigen Sliifpruip 
barnuf, baft man metnen Wüd'tritt nlcpi alS Japncnflitdjt anfepeü bfttfte. 
Jlber bamit ware gar niditâ für bieSadjc gebeffert. ÿerrgimmcrntann 
würbe babuvdj nidjt mept ®cfolgfdjaft gcroimteii aI8 et jep: put. ©arum 
erftare idj piermit tlipp unb flat: Jd) palte feft an melner gruiibfâp* 
licpen Wuffaffung, baft roir unter botter ÏBaprimg unfeter Selbftanbtg* 
ten ein Sorted mit bem Bnnbe ber Soiibroirte, ben Gprtfilidj’Socialen 
unb ber confetvativen Bartei jut SBoprung beâ gegenfdtigen Befip* 
ftaiibeâ imb jur gemeinfomen Befdmpfung beâ Vetjubeten SiberaliemuS 
imo ber Socjoloemoltatie anftrcbeit müffen. Jd; bin grunbfdpltdjer 
Segnet beâ Slmtagâ Srupn auf üleiibetung beâ BaxtetnamenS ; ber 
Dlntrog glmmermann, Botteileitung unb Jroetion untet bie Bormunb» 
fdjoft eineâ nUjâljr(id) mit gufattâineprijeft gu roaplenbcn Barteiratcâ 
ju ftetten, ift fût mid) imamiepmbar. 3d; bittige bagegen bic Waabfdjen 
9(ntrâgc uub moepe Von beren SInmiopmc mcfit ®eri>tctben InberBartet 
obpângig, ba fie bie Wlôglid)telt bieten, cine georbtiete ©Crheft für ote 
gufunjt ju ftdjern.Ueber bie $eft in ©laâgoro teilt je^t baâ faiferltcpe Giefunb* 
pcitâamt in femen (Bcrôffentlicpungen mit, baft ber erfte gall roapr* 
fcpeinlicp ein Rinb betraf, baâ in ber 3. Sluguftwocpe unter ben 
Grfcpeinungen einer acuten Sungenentjünbung crtranhe unb naep 
jroei ©agen ftarb. Spater erfranfien bann noep Sltern beâ Rinbeâ 
foroie ^auâgenoffen, bie aile mit einem auf ben ©laâgorocr ©odâ 
befdjâftigten Slrbeiter nacproeiülicft in regeni (Bertepr geftanben 
(jatten. 9Bie eâ fcpeint, iff bie Rranfpeit" burcp baâ Sdjiff Glan 
'IRacartpur eingefcpleppt roorben, baâ von Raltutta fommenb, 
unterrocgâ einen ©obeôfall an ffïeft patte unb mit einem $eft= 

, Iranien in ber îpemfemünbung einlief. Dacp butipgemacptcr
1 Üuatantâne nnb Deinigung ging bas Scpiff am 18. 3luguft naep 
1 GHaûgoiv, unb man nimmt an, baft bie ©eôinficiruug niept fore* 
. fàltig genug crfolgt ift, um aile SJJeftfeime ju unterbrücfen. Uns 
1 crfdjeint es befonberâ auffaUenb, baft man biâper von biefem (JJeft* 

fdjiff Glan DiacWrtpur gar nidjts gepôrt pat unb and) nieptâ 
über ben (Berbleib bes auégcfdjtfften Bcftfranfen. Sei foldjer æer* 
peimlicpung fann man fi* ber SeforgniS nidjt entfdjlagen, baft in 
Gnglanb nodj anbere Bcftperbe beftcijen, fiber bic man nidjt eljer 
etroaâ pôrcn roirb, alâ biâ fie eine foldjc Sluâbeljnung erlangt (jaben, 
baft, roie in ©laôgoro, eine ^erlufcpung nidjt inefjr môglidj ift. 
©ie Gngldnber alâ ein pratiifcpeâ unb verftdnbigeâ (Bolf follten 
bodj cinfepen, baft fie ficp felbft ben beften ©ienft leiften würben, 
roenn fie jeben fpeftfûll fofort ber Deffentlidjîeit übcrgdben.^ Dut 
bann ift an Dit unb Stelle bic erfolgreicpe SBefâmpfung ber Seucpe 
môglidj burcp cine umfaffenbe 9lbfpcrrung beâ Rtanfen unb aller 
berjenigen Sflerfonen, bie mit ipm in nâpere Serüljrung gefommen 
finb. Sine roeiterc Jolge eineâ foldpen Serfaprcnâ roürbe bie fein, 
baft man im Sluâlanbe meljr SBertrauen geroünne jur âlufricptigleit 
ber cnglifcpen Bcfiondjricpten unb jur S»irl|amïeit ber Slbwcpr» 
maftrcgeln, bic von Snglanb angeorbnet roerben. ©et eine^eftfatt.

•X- JBrtcfe nus SifoafrtcA. XIX.
Sepreit beâ Rrieged. I.

©er fubafricanifcpe Rrieg pat unter Sebingungen ftattgefunben, 
wie fie fcprocrlicp bem beutfdjen (Bolîc auferlegt werben fônnen. 
§ier ein ^olfôpcex, welmepr bcivaffncte 3olfâpaufen, opne Dtb* 
nung unb Unterorbnung, bort jenfeit beâ SBcltmeereâ eine aeptung* 
gebietenbe Diadjt, in Rriegâjügen gegen wilbe 2Jô(fcr erfapren, 
abet in ber Runft, cin grofteâ §cer aufjuftellen unb jiel&erouftt ju 
leiten, pinter ben Dacpbarn auf bem jeftlanbe jurüdgeblieben. 
SBeber bas eine, nodj bas anbere fann für ©eutfcplanb jutreffen, 
unb fo tônnen benn bie Sepren, bte roir auâ bem Rricgc ju jiepen 
paben, niept pervorragenbet Slrt fein. 3n ten meiften jjxagen ber 
çcereâleitung fônnten ivir lernen, roie man eâ nidjt maepen foil, 
unb baâ paben roir ja glüdlidjerioeife fepon früper lernen müfïcu. 
©roft biefer Ginfcprcinfung bietet ber Rrieg bodj maucpeâ Jnt»" 
effantc, foroopl für bie ©ereieperung unferer Renntniffc anberer unb 
beren Ginricptungen unb Gigcntiimlicpfeiten, alâ aucp mandje Ginjcl* 
pciten, bie unâ juin Wacpbenfen unb (Bergleidjen anregen fônnen.

âlctradjtcn wir junaepfi bie im Rricgc verroanbten .Çanbfcuer* 
niaffeit. ©efanntlicp füprt bie englifipe Jnfanteric bas Sec* 
Gnfielb:®erocljr: nur bie Dciterei befipt no^ ben See»5Wetforb» 
Rarabiner. Severer unterfepeibet ficp in ber Gonftruction von bem 
®eroept nur burcp feine fic&en 3ü9e/ wâprenb bas See*Gnfielb= 
©crocljr 1895 fünf P«t- Dlagajin beâ ©eroeptô nimmt 
10 Bnlroncn auf. baS bcê Rarabinerâ fedjè. ©ie SJifireinriiptungen 
umfaffen Gntfernuugen biâ 2800, bejicpentlicp 2000 gjarbâ (b. i. 
2560 bejio. 1830m). ©iefen Stpujjroafptn gegenüber patten bie (Buren 
in unfern Diaufer»®eroepren unb »Rarabinern ebenbürtige 
Gonftructionen. SUS Uebelflanb jeigte fidj bei bem Diaufer bie 
®*wierigteit, baâ Dlagajtn uiibenui t ju laffen unb ipn nié Gtnjel* 
•r er sw Ç’teaucpeu, ein Umftanb, ber manepe Buren verfüljrtc, 
ipren «ufer gegen cin cnglifdjeâ ©ewcpr, beffen Diagajin abge* 
ftellt roerben fann, umjutaufâèn. (Bei bem fortwâprenben §antiren 
in ten JUippen erpte t aber baôSWagajin beâ Sce*Gnfielb mancpcn 
Slog unb mept fclten frotte Befôabigung, fobajj Sttr bnnn

luiuîtr beffen Wagajin, in ben 3d)üft einge= 
laffen, vor Betleijung ge|cpüpt war ©fc ©reffMerljeit beâ 
Diaufergeroepro roar aucp auf grofteGntfcrnungen übcrrafcpenb gui; 
bie Buren fdjoffcii nidjt felten bei Gntfermmgen über 1000 
dicter auf ben einjelnen Deiter. 3111 Burenneer porte man 
über bie ©reffiidjerljeit beâ See»GnficIb = ®eweprs feme guten 
Urteile ; bic Rriegêfüljrung braepte eâ mit ftdj, baft bic 
Buren, pinter guten ©edungen verfledt, nur immer Heine 
Biele boten; fo roaren iljre Berlufte gering. 3n ber .§anb ber 
Buren biente baâ See*Gnftelb unb ber Rarabiner, ivo eâ môglidj 
war, niept auf roeite G'ntfernungen; man patte in biefen gotten 
mepr Bertrauen in baâ Diaujergeivepr. ©er ’^atronenvcrbraucp 
ber Buren war mancpmal fepr grôft; am ïugda verfdjoffen mampe 
Buren an einem ©age über 250 Batronen. Gine Rlage über ver» 
minberte ©refffieperpeit ober etôrungcn im Tie^aniâmuâ beâ 
Dlaufergewcprcâ infolge jïarten ^atroneiiverbraucpeS ift mir nidjt 
ju Dpren gefommen. Gâ ift babet nodj ju erwâpnen, baft ber Bur 
pocpft felten feine 2Baffe reinigt; er ift von Deinlipfeit überljaupt 
lent Jrcunb. Slur in ben Jrcmbencorpâ wurbe, auâ ®eivopnpeit 
ober Siebpaberei, bie ©affe planmâftig gepflegt. Dicpt bejonberâ 
fehen fûprten Buren unb aucp englifepe Dfficiere bie fogenannte 
Diau)erpt|tole, eme Selbftlabemaffe mit Tiagajin für «Pu Ba» 
tronen. ©aâ Biffa ift biâ auf 1000m eingeridjtet, baâ lutterai
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ben roir biëljet in ©eulfd)laub geljabt Ijaben, roar audj auS Gng= 
lanb, Garbiff, cingefdjlcppt worben.

Uebcr bie Grteilung von ^uâtünften feitenâ ber $olijeiver= 
roaltungen aus ben Dlelberegiftern unb bie Srljebung von ®e« 
büljren fût fol^je Sluôfünfte ift jur gtei^mâ^igen 3lcgelung ber 
3lngelegenljeit fût bie Butunft folgcnbeâ beftimmt worben:

1. ©Te fbniglidjen ÿolijeiverroaltmigen ober bie bei ilmeu eingeridjteien 
DlelbeAmter (jaben — abaefepen von bem Dîedjt ber Sepürben tinb üffeat= 
lidjen Seamten, einfdjliegiid) ber Olotarc, auf unentgcltlidje Srtciiimg 
von Bluâfunft in Slugelegenpeitcii ipreâ ®efdja!tâfrei(e8 — alien ge= 
fdjaiiâfâtjigen Çetfoneii auf iijren Slntrng unb gegen Silcguna ber imten 
bejeldjiictcn Webüpren 9lu8tunft auf GJriuib bec polijcilidjcn Dletbc. 
teglfter unb fonjtigen SDQnterialicn fiber ben gamtlicnuamcii unb bie 2Jor= 
itamen, foroie fiber bie gegemvartlge ober bie ftüiicrc, jutept gemelbete 
9Boljmmg ber einjelnen Ginwoijnct beâ Doiijciverroaltiuigâbejlrtâ ju 
erteilen. Sluâtfmfte an private fiber fouftige SierpCiliniffe ber Ginivoljner 
fmb im adgcmeiiten ju verivcigern. 2. jür bie nadj Mr. 1 311 erteileit- 
ben 9lu6fünfte finb Vorroeg voit ben aiifragenbeii ïpexfonen in jebem 
cinjelncii Jatte, mag bie vluâtunft mütiblid) ober fdjriftlid; gewünfdjt 
ober erteilt werben, 25^ ©ebüpren jur Staatbcafje ju cttjebcn, unb 
jroar and) bann, roenn fid; ergibt, bnfj bie ben ©egcnftanb ber 9(nfrage 
btlbenben Derfonen in ben poiijetlidjen Wtelbcregi)icrn nidjt Verjeiifinct 
fmb. 3. 2Bo jut geit bie Sluâfirafterteiluug ’firromuntcrneljmern fiber* 
laHen ift, finb bie mit biefen beftepenbett æertriigc juin uiidjficii julafftgen 
©ermin aufjufje&en. __________

SlNdjeirfjiiungeu für airbeitcr.
©er Borftanb ber SanbroirtfdjoftSfammer für BJcfifatcn Ijot bcfdjtoffcH, 

ben bei ben Saiibroirtcn im SBejhf ber Snnbroirtfdjnftôfnmmcr befcpaftlgten ■ 
(ânblidjcn Wrbcttern unb ©lenftboteu für langjaljtige treue BfHfP^rfüllung 
ein ftdjtbateâ unb baucriibeâ geidjeu alâ Vlneifcnnung ju geivdl)te 11. ©te 
9luâjeicpnungeii fotten beftepen iu ©iplomen unter Glaâ unb Kapmeti, 
broujeuen unb filûernen Dleboillcn, (Brofdjeii mit buntclblauem Stenj 
nnb filbernen Rrtujcu. ©ie Seroaprung einer Slitâjeicpnimg fann fût 
.^auâgcftnbc unb Rnecpte, bic bel ber Çerrfdjaft 9Bopiuing unb Soft 
paben, nad; lOjüpriget ©tenfijelt, fur freie iditblldjc Wtbeticr, ©toll* 
fncdjte unb bergleidjen Br^fonen, bie einen cigencn ÿiauâpalt fjoben unb 
fidj felbft befôittgen, nad) ISjifijcigcr ©ieniijcit bei ein unb Oerfclbeit 
£>errfd;aft beamragt roerben. ©iplome fotten nodj 10* bej». lôjâprigct, 
âilebaitten von (Bronje mit (Beflpurtunbe an mânnlicpes ©efinoe unb 
monnlidjc freie Slrbeiter nad, minbejteuS 25jüprigcr ©ienfijett, Dtebailien 
Von ©fiber mit ©cfipurtuube on mdnnlidieô ©efinbe unb mânnlidjc 
fteie Slrbelter nad) minbeftciiS 40jâptiger ©lenfijcit, (Brofdjinmii ounfcl* 
blnucm Riciij ou roeiblicpcâ ©eflnbe unb roeiblicpe freie fUrbcttcrinnen 
nad) minbeftenâ 25jdijriget ©ienftjeit unb fttbernc Rreujc au welbltdjeS 
©efinbe unb roeiblidjc freie 9lrbeitctiimcn naep minbeftenâ 40japiiger 
©ienftjeit VctUepcn roerben. ©le 91nmelbiing ber einjelnen Seule pat 
burd) ben juftânbigcn lanbroirtfdjoftlidjen Rielâvetein ju ctfolgen. ©er 
Knmelbung muft eine (Befürroortung beâ Slrciâveremâvorfianbeâ beige* 
fügt fein. Borbcbingiing fût bte Seroaprimg einer SluSjeicpiumg burdj 
oie Saiioroirtfd’aftôfammer ift bie gleldjjeittge Bramlituug burd) @clb 
ober ©efrfjciite feitenâ ber 9lrbeltgebet ober ber jufianbigcn lanbroltt* 
fdjaftlidjen ©Sereine, ©ie ben Ohbettctn juertauiiten 9luâjeidniiiiigen 
finb benfeUien ilffentlidj mit einer entfprndjen&cn 9(nfpradje in einer 
Berfommlung beâ lnnbroirtfcpaftlid)eii Sïrewücreinâ ju übergeben unb 
bie Damen ber Brümlirten burd) bas jiiftanblge Rreiâ&latt ju Ver* 
ôffcnllidjen. Sluâgefdjloffeii bon ber Wuâjeicpnung finb bie Betwmtbtcit 
ber ©ienftperrjdjoft, bie, roenn fie audj bic 2(rbelicn ber ©ienjtboten 
ober frcicii Mrbeüct Verricpten, alâ jur Jamtile gcpôrlg ju betrodjteii 
finb. ©lefeâ Botgepen ber Sonbwirtfdjaftsfommer ift nur mit Jreuben 
ju begrüfjen, unb câ ware ju roiiiifdjen, baft bie bereitâ Vor ciniger 
geit angeregte (HuSjeicpnung von Qnouprieorbeiterii meglidjft bolb 
in âbiiiidjcr SBcife iitô 2Bert gefept wiirbe. Sluf ber jüngft in Sfütn 
abgepaltenen ©aiiptverfaiiimlung beâ „93eremâ beutfeper Gifengieftereien" 
wurbe biefer ®egenfianb auf ülnrcgimg beâ ©ircctorâ SMqdjütter* 
Worben einer elngepeuben Grorterung uitterjogcn unb mit (Redjt barauf 
pingewiefen, baft fdjon pente feitenâ ber Jnoiifirte blejenigen Wrbtiter, 
bie langerc geit bei ein imb bemfelben æetfc in Wrbeit geftanben paben, 
für ii)ten 8 elf5 Ip^ $wue burd; ©efdjcnfe, ©Iplome, ©parcaffew 
büdjcr unb bergleidjen ouâgcjcicpiiet ju werben pflegen. Satan fod 
audj in gufunft nieptâ geônbert roerben. ®leid)rool)i erfepeine neben 
biefen Brômhn fine n'.eidjartigc Sliiâjeldjnuitg angejcigt, bie jebem 
treuen Slrbeiter nad) 20-, 25*, 30* ober 40japtigcr Spâtigfeit in Jorm 
einer bronjenen, filbernen ober golbenen Wiebaille Vcrlieljeii roerbe, 9luf 
biefe dBeife roürbe cine ïlrmec Von Glitearbeiteru gefepoffen, tie mit 

, ©enugtpuung jeneâ Spienjeldjcu ôjfcntlidj tragen roerbe, rooju, roenn 
. baâ überpoupt notivçùbig, ber ©tacit gern bte Stlaubniâ ettetlcn 

werbe. Gtne Wegelung tonne biefe Slngelegenbeh leidjt burd, bte grojjen, 
freten Sereine finben, bie fid) ju biefem gtvecfe Aidamnientbiin müfitcn. 
3)leartd)t fOnnc aud) ber „Geiitralveroanb beutfdjev Qiwuftrleacr" biefe 
©atpe einpeltiid) in bie $anb neljmcii. ©er Umftanb, baft folcpe âr* 
better juin Seii jo aucp bercitS mit bem adgeinemen Gprenjcldjen 
ftontlidjerfcitê auâgejeidjnet ju roerben pflegen, fann nidjt inS ©eroidjt 
fatten, ©tefe ftoatlidjc Stuâjetdjinmg tann in gleidjem llmfange, tore 
btâljer bcfieljen bleiben ober fogar nodj auâgcbepnt roetbeu. ©aneben 
aber fânnte ein SrimterunaSjelcpen, baâ bic Jiibuftrte al8 foldjc ver* 
lelpt, nur gutc Jrücptc bringen. J11 biefem ©inné ift baâ Sorgepcu 
ber SanbrotrtfdjaftSfammer für üüeftfnien ber Jnimftrte aufë wcfrmfte 
jur Wacpapmung ju empfeplen.

~ ©dieu, 7. Sept, tîelegr.j Raifer SBilpelm Ijal bem 
commanbitenben ©eneral in (Bosnien, Jrciljerr v. 51 ppel, an* 
liiftlicp feineâ GOjâprigcn ©ienftjubilaumâ telegrappirt: Jtp erfapre, 
baft Sie pente vor 60 3“pten 3ptc verbienftvottc Sauf&apn be» 
gonnen paben, uub fpredje 3P«cn ju biefem feltencn Sprentage 
meine perjlidjften Slüdroünfcpe auâ.

hmn aU Molben für bie bann juin Carabiner nierbenbe ^Vaffe bienen. 
3d) ()abe nidjt gefeljen ober getjort, baft bie ^iftole von ben Suren auf 
grôjjere (nitfernung alS etroa 200m gebrauefjt ivorben ift. HJlan 
bewunberte bie geiftreidje Gonftruction, freute fiel; ber SreffRc^er= 
Ijeit unb bet 2)lbgtid)teit, in fünf Secunbeit geljn gegielte Sdjüffe 
angubrmgen, aber man bemangelte bie 3«rtljeit ber SJaffe. Jn 
ber Jjanb eineâ forgfamen lUanncb ift bie $rau$bartcit ber ’ÿiftole

yjijTrnrdjafi unb gebrn.
[fthlner ®MSH(je«ter.J SUô erfte SdjnujpieUPicit^il wurbe 

geiiern „ô«ei Gifeu tin Benet", clue frété SBearbeitung beë Galbe-- 
ronfdjen VuftfpteW „G-iu armer 2»ann mug voiler Jtmffe fein". Von 
Jrtebrldj cibler aufgcjiiljrt. 9lbler evfMrt in dec sHorrcOe jur HJudj 
auâgabe beâ Stüdcë, baft er Scenen geftrtdjen unb aus fM) feiber 
nene baju gefeljt u. f. ro., alfo fetjr frei mit Bern Original, baâ unô 
nidjt juin ïierglelclj jut Serfilgung fteljt, umgegangen ift. 3nimetljin 
lit Per aUfpantidje Stil in ber $aupi|adje erljnltcn geblicben, rotcrooijl 
eine ober bie anbere æenbimg beâ gereimten ©cjieâ mW in iljrem 
9Bi|je meljr berlinifd) alS fpanifdj anmutete. SUir ijaben e§ mit einem 
Sâjelinenftücf unb oen betmmten Sppen bet niton Romiibic, ben ©amen 
uub iijreii Siebpabern, bem brolligen ©icner, ber Infligea $ofe ju 
tijim, uno baneben mit einem für un|erc Ijcutigen Segriffe feljr 
natben Slufbau, ber leidjtcn fperjenS bas Unmôglicpe mOglidj mmtjt. 
Stu ©liicbStiitex bewirbt ftd) umex ben Verfdjiebenen Stamen ©iego 
imb ©ionpâ um jroci ©amen, foba& fie iljre Sicbpaber fcincn 
tvegen berlaffen. Sein ©iener unb ein eitlev ©ummfopf, ben er 
nebenljer um Gielb prelit, finb feine ©eljiilfen in bcm feettn Spiel, 
©djon in ber ®tl)lmgc, wetg er burd) breifteb Siigcnfpiel bie ©amen 
glauben ju madjeii, co Ijanbie ftdj um einen ©oppciganger, enblidj wirb 
er abet bodj von ben rartjefdjiiaubenben cmlaijcnen Vicbljabcm feftgelegt. 
©ie laitfdjcnben ©amen Ijbren, roie er ftdj fiber fie luftig mattjt unb 
feijren reuig ju ben alten greunben juiücf. IDicrtwûrbigerroeifc wirb 
ber ©djelni nidjt befiraft^&ereut and) nidjt, fonbetn jleljt lujiig ab mV

jivdfdloâ.2(n anberer Stelle ift oaâ ®cjcpüft» unb ©erocprmaterial ter 
cnglifdjen 3lrmee unb ber Buren bereitê befprodjen roorben. 2Baâ 
bie fonftige Seroaffnung anbetrijft, fo roar eigenarfig bie 
Unterbringung ber Bnlronen bei ben Buren unb bei ben 
englifcpen Jreiroittigen unb Golonialcn. Dit einem breiten 
Scpultergürtd roaren ©afdjen für je ein (Patronenpald ange» 
bradjt. Sofc um bie S^ulter pângenb, fonnte ber ®ürtel 
mit Seidjtigfeit nadj Bebarf rotîtergefepoben roerben unb crmôg» 
lidjte fdjncdcâ Saben, namentlicp, roenn ber Scpüftc Iiegenb fepoft. 
©icfe ©ürtel finb befanntlidj leinc neue Grfinbung, xûrfen 
unb ©riedjcn, Jâger unb Dauber, bcnupeit fie feit langer geit. 
Sic fmb jivecfitiâfjiger, alâ imfere Batrontafcpcn. — D|ficierc trugen 
feine Sâbd, wopl aber Rarabiner unb B«tronen. ©er Daplanipf, 
m bem ber Sabd feine ©ienfte tpun foil, roirb intmer fdtener 
roerben, unb ein 3(evo(ver iljut bann beffere ©ienfte. — Sic Sanjen 
ber Deiteret roaren von Bambuâropr unb opne geipnepen. Bei ber 
Perittenen un^ ter Dciterei roar ber Rarabiner, te*
jicpentlidj baâ ©eivepr fo angebradjt, baft ber Rolben in einer an 
Diemen von bem Sattd pcrabpângenben Sebertafdje rupie, wâprenb 
ber Scpaft burdj einen lofen Sitemen an bem 9lrm beâ DeiterS 
befeftigt roar, ©iefc 2Irt Ijat ben (Borteil, baft ber Dlann ficp 
fdjnell feincâ ®eivcprâ bebienen tann, aber ben groften Dadjteil, 
baft bie Slnbringung bei lebpafter Sangari unb in unebenem ober 
gar baumreidjem ®clünbe ju lofe iff. ©ie Buren patten pier unb 
bort mit erbeuteten Sâttdn aucp bie RoIOentajdjen fidj angeeignet, 
Ijaufig fonnte man aber fepen, baft fie bas ®eivepr in ber $anb 
trugen unb bie Rolbentafdjc alâ Srinfgefüft gebraudjten. — 2ln 
Devolve™ fap man eine Ùlufterfammlung beâ Japrpunbertâ. ©er 
allé Smitp»Beffon bepauptete (einen Duf von Sidjerpeit unb fdb» 
tüdjtiger Ginfacppcit. — ©en Buren fcplte befanntlidj bic blank 
SSaffc. ©ort, roo fie angriffâtveife verfupren, wurbe biefer Diangel 
nidjt von ipnen empfunben. Sic rücften oljne Drbnung etwa 
(prungroeife vor, vcrfcpivanben Ijintcr ©ccfungcn unb fanbten von 
bort ipre gut gejidten Rugdn. 3”> .§anbgcmcnge tpaten Rolben 
unb Devolvcr ipre ©ienfte. ©ie Sngïânbcr pflanjten bei ipren 
Dngriffen m ber Degel baâ Seitcngcivepr (epr fpât auf; oft porte 
man baâ Gommanbo: „Fixed bayonets!u turj vor bem „God 
save thee Queen! §urrap!" ©ie Sanjen ber Deiteret roaren ben 
Buren fepr verljaftt; nidjt nur, roeil bei Beginn beâ Rriegeâ bie 
Sancerâ ficp graufamer, alâ nôtig, gejeigt patten, fonbern aucp beâ 
nioritltfdjen Ginbruaâ unb ber tpatfâcplicpen ©irtung wegen, roo 
bie Sancerâ unter günftigen Bebingungcn auf bic Buren anreiten 
fonnten. Sancerâ wurbe fpâter von ben Buren fein Barton 
gegeben. DI an erjâplt — wir fônnen bic Didjtigkit niept ver» 
bürgcn — baft breifttg gefangelieu Saiijenreitern von ben Buren 
befoplen wurbe, ficp mit Rarabinern breiftig Buren gegenüber auf» 
jufteHen unb tpr Seben ju verteibigen. ©ie ©efangenen roottlen 
biefer 3(ufforterung mept golge leiften unb wurben famtlicp nieber» 
gemaept. Bei Dufflârungâritten Heinerer englifepet Deiterabteilungen 
fap man niemalâ Sanjenreiter, b. p. man patte bie Sanjen im Sager 
jurücfgdaffen.

ber guvnfidjt, bumme Jraucn nod) atiîjerâroo ju ftnùéu, ûadjbcm or ; 
ben Æpüvid)ten nod) ein tcpteS 2)lal gerupft pat. ©er 9lcij beâ ©tfideâ ; 
liegt roic bei aUcit feiner Wrt in ber immtem, flott jugefptptcn Jüptuug , 
beo ©ialogâ mit parmloB ergâplttpcn ®ipcn. Sion bem pociifdjcn Pieid). 
tum unb ber felnen Seeleiitunbe iu SpatefpeareS Stinipicleu bleiben 
fie freilid) nodj roett entfernt. roenn roir aud, eine geroiffe àerivmibtfdjajt ' 
beâ $umor8 finben. G'efpielt tourbe redjt pübfdj. ©ie Jüpruug ber , 
4>auptrolle, beâ Scpelms ©iego, burd) $errn Sdjmtbt=Sorciij unb ber 
tietneru, beâ Slebpaberâ ©on Seonclo, burd) Merril ISolteit icptenen ju 
beroeijen, baft roir mit ben neugeroonnentn beiben Siebpabern rooljl ju* 
frleben fein fônnen. Jri. Di aidé madjte flip alâ „©mma Gtara" redjt 
gut, roenn aud; bie redjte Sefcpmcibigfcit beâ ©ialogâ nidjt immer er* 
reidjl wurbe. Jri. Sidjpolj gab bie „©oniia ®eata" mit fidjerer @djlag= 
fcriigtcit imb gefdjicftcm dtebelon. ©aft bie (omijdjen Ütotteii bei ben 
$Hten ®ed unb J*!- Dîmncr treffltdj aufgepobeii roaren,
ift fclbfiberftünblidj. (pert SBaiméc gab ben jroeiten ber Viebpabcr.

* (®raf v. billow über unferc Dhtttcrfpratpe.] gu ben 
tjopeii Staatâbeamten, bie iu beu lepten Wlenatcn bem t’ittgcmenien 
©eutfdjen ©pradjvcrem beigetreten finb, gcpôrt audj ber Staawfecrctâr 
beâ ?luéwdrttgen 9lmtê, Giraf v. 93üloiv. Unb jivar pat er feinen ®ci= 
iritt in einem Idngern, an ben Soriipeitben beâ Spradjberemâ, ®ep. 
Cberbaurat Sanajtn, geridjteten Sdjrelben crtlârt, bas mit fetnem 
roarmperjigen æelemitniS für uniere Dluttcrfpradje bei allen ©eulfdjeit — 
nidjt ant roenigiten bei ben im SluSlanbe lebcnben — fropen ©ibcrpatl 
tveefen roirb. ©et bebeutfante (Brief, be» bie geitfdjrift beâ ©eutfdjen 
SpradjVcreinS tn iptet ncuejten Dummer berüffeiitliépt, fei pier in un* 
berfürjiem Sæortlaut roiebergegeben: (Bediii, ben 30. Junt 1900. Sept 
geeprter (pen Gcpamer Dberoaurat! Gro. .^otonplgeboreii Sdjretben 
vont 19. b. SW,, fût baâ icfj metnen aufrieptigen ©ant emgegenjuncpmen 
bitte, gibt mtr roittfommcitcn Slnlaft, meut roarmeS 3ntereffe fur bie 
natlouaien Slufgaben beâ îlttgemtiiien ©eutfdjen ©prad)veteliis, ivie ©ie 
biefe in bem mitübeijnnbten ïluffape ber ÜJeteinêjeitfdjrlft (©ecember* 
Dummer 1897) maftvoll unb boep jielbewuftt umgrenjeu, aud) outep 
metnen Seltritt ju bem gtveigverein tBerliivGparloitenvurg ju betpâ* 
tlgen. ©aS 2lnertemitni8, baft bie mit untcrftcttte Weidjâbcpürbe bereitô 
jeit Japren tpr ÎSoplrootten für bie Seftrebungen beâ Dereinâ burcp 
bte ©pat beroiefen pat, gereiept mit ju lebpaftet ©iefriebtgung. Qcp er« 
adjte eâ alâ roidjtlpe ilufgabe grabe berjciilgen Deidjâbepüroe, ber bie 
9Baptnepmung ber oeutjdjeit gntereifen im ïluâlanbe unb, tn notroen» 
btgeni gufammenpange bamit, bie Jürforge fut bie Œrpaltung beâ
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ftflt bie «ufnahme uon Wnaeigcn art Mracidjrie&enen ïacicii ober fit
teîHmmt braeitfjneten Wubgaben wtrb reine SJeranliuortftdjfrit übertiemmen.

। Vertretung,pn in Deutschland: Boclium Oscar Hengstenberg’s Buch- 
handlung. Pnlwtoiirç Fr.Scbatr.. Düsseldorf D. ScJiflrmann- E Hier fold nod 
Barmen Jak. VowdockeL Essen H. L. Geek. Godosbci g U. Koller. fUm- 
hnrg H. Eisler, J. Noolbaar, William Wilkens. Mü|helm a. d. R. Huço 
Bkdekersehe Bnehhandlung. NcbB J. van Haag. Ohllm .SeheidrmHiui Co. 
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geljjUit.
@ (Brüffct, 7. Sept. (©clcgr.) 9tni 17. 9(uguft wurbe ein Sot. 

bat bcrpaftct, alS et bas focinlifiifdje 3SoltS^an« in Brüffel betiiefj, 
weil et gegen ben $xtnjen Sttbext ©obcâbrotjungen nuâgeftofjen 
(jatte. Ér batte gerufen; .Wieber mit bem Brinjen Gilbert! ®r muft 
nodj Vor feiner (Bcrmaplung umge&racpt werben!" 3” îànem fleftrtgeii 
Bcrpür im ffltililargcfângniS ju ÏRonâ iviebcrpolte et (élue ©ropungtn 
unb ertlârtc, er tjabc fie auâgcitOBcn, well et niante, baft nadj bent 
©obc beâ ^tinjeit 911bert in Belgien bie Dcpublif werbe erridjtct werben.

^tncvira.
(BerWirrtttig iu ben americauifcfjcn ^anbetbuertragcit.

Qlcrcinigtc Stanten. v BJafljington, 26. Slug. ®ne 
redjt vcrjwidte Sage ift burd) eine neutre Gntf^eibung beâ U. S. 
©iftrictâgeridjtâ in Dero=§)orf geftpaffen worben. Dlâ Raffon vor

er ^ïacçlâffe geroâpren burfte. Unter biefen waten «Gognac oser 
anbere Spirituofen, pergeftellt ober beftiltirt auS Setreibe ober 
anbern Diatcrien". Safe bamit Dlagenbitter, StfÔre, Dbfmtljc, 
Slrrat unb âpnli^c ©ctrânfe nidjt gcmeint waten, gept barauS 
Ijervor, baft biefe im afigemeinen Sarif in einem befonbern $ara» 
grappen bepanbdt werben, pinter bem für „Gognac unb anbere 
Spirituofen . .." Raffon war alfo niept berecptigt, fie jtanfreiÂ 
gegenüber bem Gognac glcicpjuftdlen. Ijâlt ficp aud)
ber englifcpc Sert beâ BertragS mit grantreicp genou an ben 
USortlaut beâ ®inglcp=®efepeê, in bie franjbfif^c gaffung aber 
wurbe pinter bie SBortc „Gognac ober anbere Spirituojen" einge» 
fdioben „ou liqueurs fabriquées". Dadj ben Bcrpanblungcn, bie 
jwifcpen MaRon unb Gambon gefûpit wurben, war ber Giufàç nidjt 
jufâllig. Raffon (jatte alfo feine Befugntâ ûberfcprittcn. Qn Deiv» 
^orï tain eâ nun ju einem Decptâftreit cor bem Bunbeâgeridjt 
jroif^en einem ©infuprpauâ, baâ fidj an ben franjôfifdjen, unb ben 
goUtinfcpâ^ern, bie fidj an ben englifdjen Sejt pielten. ©aâ ®e= 
ridjt entfdneb ju gunftcn ber importe tire, ba bie firittigen StrtiM, 
Crème de menthe unb Chartreuse, fowoljl in granfreid) rote in
ben iBercinigten Staaten old Siîbre gelten, folglid) unter ben æjort= 
laut be§ æertragS fatten. ©aS S^a^amt tjat befdjloffen, îeine 
Serufung einjulegen, glaubt aber nidjt in ber Sage ju fein, $eutfcf)= 
lanb, italien unb Portugal, bie basfelbe Slblommen mit ben Set» 
einigten Staaten Ijaben, gleidjfallg bie §ollbtgüttfligung für Sitôre 
gu beroittigen, roeil fid) in iljren SSertrâgen nidjtâ ftnbet, roaS ba3 
rec^tfertigen tônnte. ®a§ ëdjaljamt ift ber Slnficht, baft bie brei 
Sdnber erft mit bem Staatbbepartement i^re àjertrage einer 9le« 
uifion untergiefjen müffen. Db baê Staatâbepartemcnt fid; bagu 
oerftcljen wirb, ift ni^t belannt, es wiirbe bamit bie ^efugntS, bie 
i^m baê ©inglep=®cfe^ gab, nod) offentunbiger überfci)reiten, aH 
baâ in bcm franjofifeben iBertrage gefcbal). Sttan follte inbeffen 
glauben, baft, roenn bas 9}unbesgerid)t bie ©ültigîeit beâ franjb» 
fifdjen æertragô troç feiner UngcfeÇma^igîeit anerïannte, nad) bem 
@runbfaÿ, baft Sanbeëvertrâgc bas l)ôd)fte fKe$t barftellen, cS audj 
im §att einer Silage beutf^er Gsporteure entjc^cibeii toirb, ber 
beutfdje ÏBertrag begroede wefentli^ ©leidjftettung ber beutfdjen mit 
ben franjôfifctjen æaren. _____________

■Die fit a*r i * ten auS feting rei$en je§t biâ juin 31. Sfuguft; fie «U1 bai feinertei ®iunb ju Seforgnifien porhegt. ®ë finb
'itclbungen be6 bcutfdjen GapitdnS j. ». SÇoÇl, bet bann au8« 

orücHi* mitteilt, et werbe auf ben „G'tappenftatwnen" unb für bie 
aSafferverbinbung auf bem Bege ^HngÆientftn feemânnifdjeê 
iUerfonal jurüdlaffen. ®axauô ge^t tjeroor, bag eine rcgclredjte 
Gtappenftrafee eingerityet ift ober eingeridjtet werben foil, unb roenn 
fie erft mit ber auSreidjenbcit îruppenjaljl befe^t ift, bürften nud) 
bie aiadiricbten reittjlidjer unb ft^neHer flicBen. 3m übrigen teilt 
Gapitün iÿobl mit, baft nun bie beiben Seebatatllone unter 
®eneral ». §ôpfner in feting eingetroffen finb unb er infolge 

I beifen mit ben Sanbungètruppen, bie fe^r angeftrengt worben feien, 
au bie Scbiffe nirüdte^e. Unfere ïruppen (jaben ft^ m bem 
ibnen luqeroiefenen fCeile ber Gljinefenftabt, alfo ber ®üb,tabt 
Actings, nadjbem eine grünbli^e ÎReinigung porgenommen worben 
roar, ijdiwlid) emgcndjtet; ti finb groei £n|fdjl 
non ÿtubr ooraetommen, un atlsememen aber fdjemt ber ®e> 
funbÇeiWjuftanb gut ju fein. 3udj Sapitan ®obl Beftdtigt baft 
am 28. Sluguft ber ®urc$maxf^ burd) ben faiferlidjcn ‘Ualafi 
von Süben nad) Slorben ftattgefunben Ijabe. ®ie $eftng felbft 
auf ben jremben ben Ginbrud ber ôbefien (Siittâufdjung madjt, fo 
dieint aud) ber ïfjalaft beS Sonnes bes Rimmels ben Snoartungen 

ber aevorjugten, bie i^n alS bie erften 2luëldnber in feiner gatùen 
auôbehnung betreten burften, nidjt entfprodjen ju (jaben. „®ie 
Slüume", fo melbet Gapitan $ol)l, „madjten einen fdjmuÇigen oer« 
roabrloften Sinbrud unb «oft&arîeiten roaren nu^t oor^anben". ®a 
eâ taum nibgli$ ift, baft bie jurüdgebliebenen Gunudjen unb bas 
^ofgefinbe in ben vietjel)n Xagen, feit ber Raifer fein „golbeneê 
.foaiis" nerlafjen, bort berart gefjauft (jaben, baji bie Slàume „ver» 
loaljdoft" erfdjienen, fo mug inan [^(iegen, baft bie djnwfifdjen 
GrjâBlungen non ber ipradjt biefeê 'Çl’lafteS wie fo vieleS anbere 
in biefem feltfamen Sanbe jabel unb pljantafieoolle Grfinbung finb. 
Sfcptifd)e GuropSer Ijatten bas lângft geargroôljnt, benn es roar 
laum gu begreifen, ba& ein $of bie îllefibenjftabt fo unglaub=

©eutfthtumS unter ben tn ber Jrentbe icbenben ©eutfdjen oblicgt, oet 
Bflege eineâ ber geroaltlgftcn Binbemitttl, ber (Dhuterfpradje, erpüpte 
îlufjnertfnmfelt jujuroenbeu. 9118 Setter blefer SBepôrbc berufen, werbe 
icp eâ mtr jcberjett perfôulicp ganj befonberô angelegcn fein laffen, nde 
babin jieleiibcii Sefuebimgen nad) Sïrftften ju fürbcrn. .Jnbent icp ©te 
bapet bitte, midj tn bic (Witglieberliiie beâ piefigen groeigVcreinâ ge* 
fâlliaft aufnepmen ju rooUen, verbleibc idj mit ber (Bcrfidjeruiig auâ* 
gejefd)neter ^odiadjtung Gw. ©odjwoijfijeboreii ctgebenfier V. Billow. 
[Gin (Berliner (Bïatt madjt jn biefem Bricfe bie Bcmerfuitg: „SBit 
poffen, baft eS ber »etpBpten Wnfmerlfainfett*, bic £>crr v. SBüloro ber 
Bflcgc ber beutfdjen Dlutterjprmpc wibmen will, gellugeu roirb, bie 
beuifdjc ©pradic audj von Stl’fonberllrfjtelteii ju befreien, roic baâ Von 
ipm felbft in bem voritegenben ©dpeiben gebrauepte ÎBort «àncrtciuit* 
niâu. Grreicpt et btcâ, fo roirb er unfeter ungcteilten, banlbarcn dîner» 
tenuung fteper (ein bütfeit." ©er ©nbc( ware wtrtfamer bei Çcrber, 
Goctpe, ©ieef, ^eine, Sluerbacp angebraept worben, bie fup beâ bûfeu 
«luâbrudS dlncrtcnnlniâ tu aller (powlojigEclt bebienten. Wmpbem 
biefe imnierpin fd)on In rocitcrn ffvcijcn betaunten ©djriftjti’der bem 
îfjonc eine fcfic ^clinftatte Octcttct, (ommt bic Sliifforbcruitg on ben G'rafeii 
Bftloro, eâ roieber pinouSjuroerfeu, bodj ctwaâ fpot.]

— «Her cinciter ©nrfjc."} Sltfn überfdjreibt bie
.(Berliner btlinifdjc ÎSocl;en(djtift" cintn beperjTiienâivertcn dlrtlM, ber 
insbefonbere ben rocibltdien Sejcrn ju nadpbenttidjer (Betradjtung cm» 
pfoplcn roirb: . ■ (ISoiübct nidjt nur roir, fonoern jeberniann fein 
Oeronmmenbcâ llrtcll pot unb (jaben muft, baâ ift cin ilnfug, ber ficp 

। mit biefem Sommer aller Orteil breit madjt, uub unS auf ©epritt unb 
' ©ritt belfljttgt uub bebtoljt: bie llnûlte ber Sdjlcppcn an ben 
©amcntlelbexn, eine Dlobciporpeit, bie gtabeju adem Sobit 
fpridjt, roaâ bte 91 erjte unb (ppgictnllet feit Japten fiber bic Sdjôblidj* 
tell beâ ©taiibeâ unb Btraftcnf*mupe8 prebigen. SBcim man fiept, rote 
etne ©amc ganje BJotfen von ©taub nufrotwclt, rocldjcr €kpmup on 
ber llntcïfeltc ber Wôcfc fîpt, ben bic ©djâncu mit fidi permit uub in 
ipte Bepaufnng fdjleppeit, unb weldjcu Gcfapreit fie bamit fidj unb ifitc 
’jingeljôvigeti auâjcpen, roenn man bcbcnfi, roaS odes In ben tepten 
Jaljren fiber bte (Berbreitung infcaiôfcr SMnie, vor ottem bet ©ubertel* 
bacitteii burdj ben ©taub imb eingcttorfncten 9lu8wutf gcjcprtcbcu unb 
gefprocljcn ift, unb baft bas allés Vor bem Suramictt Diobe in ben 
USinb gcfprodjeu unb venveljt ift, fo môdjte man an ber Gmndjt ber 
SRenfdjen verjwcifeln unb mit bem betaunten îmuâpoeten auSnifetr 
»©er (Wopt bieibt fdjroarj. ber ©por blettit bumm, ba8 ift tpr Brittle» 
giitm.K ©enlgftens follten botf, bie Blânnet unb vor attem bic Wevue 
mit otter Gnifcpiebciipcit ben Rampf gcgeu biefe Unfme aufnepmen unb 
roentgftenfi fo Diet burdjfepen, bag Me ©amen auf bet St.nfic unb vox 
aUem auf bet Weife fogenannte îuûjtcic Rkibtt trügen. 9(bet teiber ift 
ber ^err ber Sdjôp ung, roa» btc 5ufterc Gtjdjcmimg feiner befferu 
fraifte aiibetript, meljtcnâ mtpx al8 un|elbftünblg, unb fo filrdjteu roir, 
boft biefe Wbe, roenu fie anpait, aditloB imb gewlffetiios baB im 
groften einreigt, roaâ roir mit Wlüpc im tlciuen aufoauen! poffen roir, 
baft biefe gctleii einem ber groften Çarlfct SWobefünpler ju ©cftdne 
tommen, ber für baô uacpfte Jopr loieber furjc Rlciber becretirt. Sa3 
ift ber eiujige Bkg, picr &bpü(fe ju fdjaffeit.'

IRieine Diittcilungeit.) ®a^vet)tanbige B«îoncn, bie baâ neue 
Suftiptel Von ©lumcntpal imb Sïobelbiirg „©te geftrcngeu ÿerren" 

। gelefcn paben, tônnen fid, ulcpt cxtlâren, ivoburd) baê æerbot ber 9(uf* 
Ijüptuug beronlaftt roorben ift. Obgleid) e§ btc auâdlnlaft ber iexÇwinje 
I entjlanbem Bercegung bepaubelt, joli eâ boni fittlidjen Stanbpunct au8 
| ganj unbebentlid) fein. ©aft SUtmetnpal unb Rabelbutg, bie (Berfoffer 
I its .BJeiften Wôftl", aber ftaatSgeiâprlidje ©tilde fepretben, wirb ben

Rennern iprer Biuge nidjt fepr roaprfdjeiitlidj vortommen. (IRnn barf 
bapet gefponnt fein, roeldjen Splitter ber neue Obcrcenfor beâ Boltjet» 
prüftblumâ, DegietungStat ©umxntp, an ben .©eftrengen ©exrtn

1 entbeett paben mag. — ©er Senior ber fübbeutfdjcn (Bucppanblet. 
1 Seopoib ©exits, ift lu Stuttgart, 86 Japre ait, gcilorben. Gt

fpielte im jübbeiufdjen ^udjpanblerverein eine pervorragtube (Rode unb 
! roar lange 3apre SWttinpaber ber Wplcrjipen BerlagâanitaiV in be^ 
' I juerft ©djeffelâ ,©rompetet Von ©Mfingen trfcplcn.
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ben, alâ ben ^ülfscaffen iljre früGere Stellung roieber eingurâumen, 
bamit ivenigftenâ bie ^Jiüangôcaffen non ber politifcGen Berjeudjung 
freigemadjt roürben.

là

biefen Gaffen fjerauS in bie DrtStrantencaffen gebrângt feien, fo 
tbnnte nom poliiifdjen Stanbpunct auS nidjtâ beffereS getljan tuer»

^rmtlUjtr glndjridjtm

8* September
thrantfoortlidj fflr ben ongentrinen ÏHI: ŒbeT’ÎRebntteur VitguR 

in SUIn; rûr ben IKnaeigenteit: 5- 23- ®alcë in ftôîn.
IBcrleger unb Trader: Tu3Jiont fSdfüuberg in ^ôln.

&{|>cbiti0n : SreiU £ trafic 72, 74.
Vertretungen in Deutschland: In allen grüfîem StSdten: Haa«ei> 
■tein & Vogler. R, Mohsq. G. L. Daube & Üo. InvnJfdendank. Aachen 111 
Naua. Baden-Baden Ph. Bussenior. Berlin Genera I-Agentur: Bomb. Arndt, 
W. Mohrcnalrafse 26 Bonn C. Cohen. Bremen Hermann Wülker. Wilhelm 
BcWier. Coblenz F. Hëhcber. Dartmand W. Cruwell. Diiren A. Seh&fet. 
*!.-(>Indbach E. Schellmann. Hagen G. Geerkena. Krefeld J. F. Houben. 
Kramer & Paum, Lennep Ad. Mann. Mainz Jean SchrGder. D. Freax.

Neu Tried L. Pfeiffer.

SJeittrdjlrttth.
$ie §ülf8caffen unb bic ftranfcnvetfii$eruitg.

Ski ber bevorfteGenben Sleiiberuug bes JftranfenverftdjerungSgrfe^eë 
îjt aud; eine Slenberung ber Stellung ber £>ülf8caffen im 3la|men ber 
Stanfenverfi^eruiig in âluêfidjt genontmen. 9îad) Sage ber @e= 
fefjge&ung Gefreit ber Beitritt gu einer .§ülfdcaffe von ber Skrpflidj» 
lung gum Beitritt gu einer ^roangSeaffe, tvcnn bie ^ülfâcaffe eine 
Sefdjeinigung bes ïReidjSfangletê ober ter SanbeêsGentralbeljôrbe 
ïefi^t, bag iljre Seiftungen, vorbefjaltluf) ber §ÔGe beg Sranten* 
gelbeâ, ben îDlinbeftleifluiigen ber ®eineiube»Slranlenverfid)erung 
gleidjïommen. Slud biefer Stellung ber §ülfScaffen gegenüber ben 
3roanggcaffen Ijaben fidj im Saufe ber 3«it mannigfàd)e Vti^ftünbe 
ergeben. 3uncid)ft finb bte ÿâlle nidjt felten, roo Slrbeiter nur 
bann ®efdjâftigung finben, roenn fie ben 9ïadjroeiê bringen, ba^ fie 
2)iitglieber einer ben 9lnforberungen bed SîrantenverfidjerungSgefcGeg 
genügenben ^ülfScaffe finb. ©a bie Slrbeiter bei ben $ülf8caffen 
bie Beitrage gang begaljlen müffen, fo entgieljen fidj baburdj bie 
Slrbeitgeber ber Berpflidjtung gur GntricGtung ber ^âlfte ber Bei= 
triige auS eigenen Viitteln. ©abei foUen fogar Jade vorfoinmen, 
in "benen bie Slrmenverroaltung ben ^rbeitfudjenben bie Vlittel gur 
galjlung ber Beitrage an bie ^ülfScaffen geben muf, bamit itjiien 
bie Slnna^me von SIrbeit überljaupt môglid; roirb. Solange bte 
§ülf8caffen al8 gïeidjberedjtigte Gaffen beibeljalten roerben, bürfte 
ed feine Wglidjleit geben, bie Slrbeiter biefer ^roangêlage gu ent= 
Jieljen. giir arbeitgeber, bie 9)1 itglieber einer §ülfScaffe befdjaftigen, 

efieljt reciter bie fRotroenbigfeit, fid) fortgefejt barüber gu verge» 
roiffern, ob bie ÜJerfidjerteu niçbt bie SJlitglicbfdjaft verloren Ijaben. 
©ie Contrôle Gierübet ift f^roierig, roeil ber Berluft ber ’Diitgliebfdjaft 
bei ben §ülfScaffen an gang verfdjiebene BorauSfe^ungen geînüpft ift. 
Bci ber einen Gaffe crlifd)t bie 'JÜiitgliebfcGaft fdjon, roenn bie Bei» 
trâge roâbrenb 4 æodjen nidjt gegaGlt finb, bei ber anbern Gaffe, 
roenn baâ URitglieb brei ïDlonate mit ben Beitragen im ïHüdftanbe 
bleibt. ©er Slrbeitgeber mufj ben BerficGerten, fobalb bie 9Jlib 
gliebfdjaft bei ber .^ülfScaffe auf^ort, binnen brei Sagen bei ber 
gwangScaffe anmelben. fUJenn ber Beifidierte ben ÏBerluft ber 
Wiitgliebfdjaft bei ber .ÇülfScaffe iljm nidjt mitteilt ober ber 2lrbeih 
gebev nidit fortlaufenb bie ^a^lung ber Bcitrâge überroadjt, fo 
tann ber gall eintreten, ba^ bie 'Vieïbung verfâumt roirb. ©araus 
entfte^en bann bie unangenebmften golgen, inbem ber Slrbeitgeber
nicGt nur bie Beitrage nacGtrâglicG entridjten unb Strafe gaGlen, 
fonoern unter Umftânben ber 3>vangScaffc aile 9lufivenbungen er» 
feÇen mu|u bie fie für ben nidjt angemeïbeten Rranten gemadjt 
bat. ©ie statuten ber .§ülfScaffe entljalten burcGroeg aujjerorbent» 
lief) fdjarfe Beftimmungen über ben Bcrluft ber VIitglieofdjaft bei 
Bcrfdjroeigung von RrantGeiten gelegentlid) ber 2lufnaGme. Dies 
roirb vielfacG als §anbGabe benuÇt, um foftfpielige Rranfe abgu» 
fdjieben, tvoburdj ben BroangScaffen bie BerpflicGtung erivâdjft, bie 
Bflege ber Grlrantten ju iiberneGinen, ba bei biefen Gaffen mit 
érroerbôunfâGigteit ben Griverb ber ÏÏlitgliebfdjaft auâfdjliefjt. 2ln» 
berjeits entgieGen bie §ülfscaffen ben ^roangScaffen bie gefunbeften 
Bcrfonen, ba fie nur vôllig gefunbe unter einem beftimmten SebenS» 
Wter aufneGmen. Unter biefen Umftânben tann eS nidjt ben 
tëülfàcaifen als befonbereS Berbienft angeredjnet roerben, baft iGre 
€ il[“T? DielM ûGer bas gefc^lidje Blinbeftnta^ G’nau89c^en- 

mn9 nocG auf bie Unmenge Sdjreibroerf G*n9e'V'tfcn 
oen, bie bie ^ülfscaffen ben Bebôrben verurfadjen: Set jeber 

^eiiienmg ber Statuten mufj bic Gaffe nicGt nur auf ®runb bes 
^üVScajfengeji-çeg neu jugelaffen roerben, fonbern auc^ eine neuc 
-ocfdjeinigung ber Sanbes»6cntralbe(jôrbe ober beS Sleicbstanglerâ 
erljalten.

910e biefe Umftanbe laffen eScrtlârlidjcrfdjeinen, baGeineBcfeitigung 
ber ÿülfdcaffen aïs ©rager ber .Uranfenvcrfid;erimg geivünfd)t roirb. 
©er eingige ©runb, ber aBenfaHS für bie BeibeGaltung ber jeÇigen 
Stellung ber ^ülfôcaffen angefijGrt roerben faim, ift ber, bag ben 
SlrbeUern bie Vlôglidjteit vcrbleibt, aufi eigenen Bïitteln etrooâ gu 
jbrem eigenen Bcften gu leiften. BacGbem aber cinmal auf bem 
©ebiete ber Rrantenverfidjerung ber BerfiçGetungSgroang eingefüGrt 
unb gu beffen ©ur$füljrung eigene Drganifationen vorgejeGen ftnb, 
ift für bie freiroillige Betljatigung ber Slrbeitcr, fournit bec .Broang 
teid)t fein Maum mebc- 21W aber ift ben Vrbeitern eine loGncnbe 
©elcgenljeit verblieben, _ bie Seiftungen ber Mraiifeiwerficberung gu 
ctljoljen. ÜluS biefer Gnvâgung bürfte es naGdiegen, ben ^ülfs» 
caffen bte 3uftGu&verfidjerung gu übcrlaffen, rooburdj fie redjt nüç* 
îidj gu wirfen in bie Sage perfect roürben.

.gter unb ba tritt bic ®eiitung Gervor, bafj eine 2Ienberung ber 
Stellung ber £ülfscafjen auS politifdjcn jl&dft^ten ertvogen roerbe, 
roeil baburcG ber Socialbemolratie ein empfinbliiGer ScGlag perfect 
roerben tonne. Slidjtë verfeljrter al® baê! gur bie Jlegierung ift 
bic na^ftüegenbe Slufgabe, bie Berroaltung ber DrtStrantencaffen 
ben Socialbemofraten gu entrei^en, bie 3uftânbe in ben £ülfs» 
caffen ftnb nid)t von fo bebenflicGer ©ragroeite. BJenn bie BeGaup» 
lung übrigens ridjtig ift, baf burcG bte Bovelle gum Rrantenver» 
ftdjérungëgefeG vont 10. Slpril 1892 eine Sdjâbigung ber ^ülfS» 
caffen Gerî’ctgefüljrt fei, roeil biefe audj 2lrgt unb Slrgnei in nature 
gu liefern^inb ein nadj bem 'BefdjâftigungSort bes Berfidjerten gu

ùenen groet tnb Slalionëlagarett befürbert iveroen mugteit, finb je(}i 
v8dig flcnefen.

SMnien.
n\ SBriiffel, 7. Sept. ïQadj einer 'Dielbung auS Slffabon ift ber 

fflûnig ber ©elgier uon ben üljoren abgerei|f.

guloatk».
SluS bem ^kinfrieg, ber groifdjen ber Agence SSulgare unb ber 

SHgence Roumaine gefft^rt mirb, ergibt fiel), baÿ SBulaarien ftd; 
tiotb limiter nidjt bagu cntf^Iiegen tvill, bie Unterfinkling gegen 
©arafotv unb Senoffen cinguleiten. ®iefer (Siitfdjluf roirb aller 
SBa^rfdjeinlidjteit nadj nod) bagu beitragen, bie Spradje ber ruma= 
nifdjen flatter roieber gu verfdjârfen, obgleid; man fic^ an beiben 
SteQen, in Sutarcft unb in Sofia, fagen follte, bafj bamit einem 
verftdnbigen Broecfe nidjt gebient ift. âuf bie in ber greffe briber 
Sauber er^obenen RriegSbroljungen legen roir feljr wenig Seividjt. 
^unâdjft îjaben aile Glrofjmâdjte ein gnierefie baran, gut .geit ben 
grieben im Orient aujredjt gu fjalten, fobann aber roürbe bie ftnan= 
cicUe 2age fowoljl in Bulgarien a(S in Dlumauien ber .iïriegfüljrung 
naljegu unüberwinbli^e Sdjroierigieiten bereiten. Selingt es ben 
étumdnen, ben SeroeiS gu fü^ren, bag Saraforo unb Senoffen bie 
Grmorbung beS .ïï&nigë Start geplant unb vorbereitet Ijaben, fo 
roürbe fidj bie moralise Sage SufgarienS nod) verfdjledjtern.

I
geidjneten. <5ie roaren faft Dinteiiflcdfe auf einem reinen D’ifdjtuctj- 
SBir müffen barauS lernen, uns gleidjfallê bem §intergrunbe 
unferer môglicGen RriegêfcGauplâ$e angupaffen. Sffienn roir ein 
, ©raubraun für unfere gelbuniform wliblcn unb iljr ben Sdjnitt 

. ber cnglifdjen gade ober unferer Siterota geben, fo roerben mir 

. feinen 2)ii&gnff tljun. — BcmertcnSrocrt roaren bei ben Gnglânbern 
, bie DffieierSabgeidjen ; vbdig gleidj im Sdjnitt, im Stoff itnb in 
, ber garbe mit ben gaden ber Viannfdjafteii, tnigeii bie ^«den ber 

Dfficiere auf ben Sdjultertlappen bie Sïbjcidjm; fo tonnte man 
mir auf brei Sdjritt ©ntfernung ben gelbinarfcGafl von bem Sol» 
baten untcrfcGeiben. ©ie namljaften Berlufte, bie bic Gnglânber 
tro^bem burdj bas SetueGrfeuer ber Buren erlitten Ijaben, laffen 
uns aGnen, bajj aud; roir in einem gutunftêtriege nodj grofserc 
Dpfet an Dfficieren bringen müffen, alâ biâljcr. geidjnen fidj bie 
Dfficiere in iljrer RIeibung nodj befonbevs von ben Seuten mis, 
fo ift gu fürcbten, bafj ein feinblidjeâ Sdjnellfeuet bie angreifenbe 
©ruppe aller güîjrer oerauben roirb.

gdj tomme gur 9luSrÜftung. ©aâ Bilb eineS oljne ©ornifter 
felbbienfttGuenben cnglifdjen Solbaten bietet feine befonbere Gigen» 
beifen. ©aô iveifje, aber gelbgcfârbte Scbergeug ber regulâren 
gnfanterie, bas bie greitvittigen unb bie Golonialen burd) gelbe® 
erfeGt Ijatten, Ijat nur Bo^begiverf. ©er englifdje Officier, ber 
feinen ©ornifter trâgt, G«t ober eine 9lrf ©râger angclegt, ber bie 
Saft bes Seibriemenô mit Revolver unb ®atronen auf bie S^ultern 
verfeilt. ©aS ift nicGt mtr grocdmüBig, roeil auf biefe ÏÏJeife bie 
Uniform ber bcS Solbaten nodj aGnli^er roirb, fonbern aud), roeil 
bie an bem Seibgurte Ijoagenbcn SluârüfiungSflüÆe, rote Rarlen» 
tafd»c, gelbfted)cv u. f. ro., ficG fo leidjter tragen. Dft tonnte man 
SBafjer^afcGen, eigentlidj Bkfferfâcfe auS Seimvanb feljen, bie ficG 
vorgüglidj bewâGtten. ©as fffiaffer blieb immer füGL

Bon ber roeifjen glagge ift rooGl in teinem Rriege ein fo 
ausgie&igev ©ebrandj gemadjt roorben, aïs in bein fiibafricanifdjen, 
Buren roie Gnglânber ^aben biefe .glaggen gefdjrouiigen unb ftdj 
gegcnfcitig bic Ijcrbften Borroürfe gemadjt, roenn biefe griebenS» 
geicGen geïegentlie^ mifjadjtet wurben. gn SBaljrljeit finb abfidjtHd)c 
Berrâtereien ni^t fcfigefteUt roorben, rooGl aber grrtümer unb 
Wiifjverftanbniffe. Gô tonnte aber audj nidjt anberS fein, ©ie rocifje 
glagge im ©efedjt gibt eS überljaupt nidjt, unb iljr ©ebrau^ tann 
nur immer auf bas 91iftco G’11 etfolgcu, bafj anbere Seule ober 
anbere GommanboS beSfelbcn SagerS fie, b. G- bie Grgebung, nidjt 
anertennen unb ruQig roeiter feuern, wogu ifjneit niemanb bas 
9fed)î beftreiten tann. 9luf biefe Djatfadjc fArumpfen aile gegen» 
feitigen 9lnflagen gufammen. ©ie glagge ift ober follte lebiglidj 
bas geicGen beê BadamentârS fein, ber unter iGrem Sdju^e unge» 
faGrbet ben feinblicGen BefcGISljaber erreicGen tann. BJo fie gu 
biejem gived gebraudjt roürbe, bort finb feine „Betrôtereten" vor» 
gefallen. ©ie Gnglânber Gaben auS biefem gelbguge gelernt, t^ren 
Seuten tünftig nidjt ivei^e, fonbern rote ©afcGcntüdjet miigugeben.

©er Sluftlarungsbienff wurbe roeber bei ben Gnglânbern 
nodj bei ben Buren forgfam betrieben. ©ie BottouiHen beiber 
Sager fdjeuten ftdj, an ben geinb gn geGen. XeilS marten fie 
feljrt, fobalb fie auf mette Gntfernungen geuer erljtelten, unb 
famen mit gang ungenügenben SHelbungen gurüd, teild G'dt fie 
fdjon bic 2lnndGmf, e'n vor iGnen tonne befeM ki’V von 
rociterm BormarftG ab. ©ie Berroenbung beS raudjlofen Quivers 
erfcGroerte überaU bie 91uff!ârung. So&alb plôfjlidj bie Rugelit ein» 
f^lagen unb letn Gef^eibeneS Slaudjivôltdjen bie Stellung beS 
Gegnevs verrat, beborf eS freilidj befoubern fjjfïi^leiferS imb Dpfer» 
mutes, fid) alê beroeglidje Sdieibe bem unfidjtbaren ©egner iwcG 
roeiter gu nüljern. BJir müffen un® mit bem ©ebanten vertraut 
madjen, bafj Batrouillen in 3«f«nft§tricgen in ber Slegel einen 
©obeêritt madjen roerben, unb roir fônnen fie nur burdj reidjlkfje

®ricfe auê Siiiafrica. XX.
Itcljren beS ft riegel. II.

SJSir æeutfdje Knnen auf brei fiegreidje ^elbgüge guriicfblidcn, 
tn benen unfere Solbaten, unbebeutenbe Sïlermgteiten abgeredjnet, 
biefelbe Uniform getragen Ijaben roie Ijeute, unb ivir finb geneigt, 
bie Uniformfrage als erlebigt angufeljen. 2Bir überfeljen babei, 
bag anbere ingroifdjen mit einer ber unferigen àljnlidjen Uniformirung 
roeitere Grfaljrungen gemad)t Ijaben. ®iefe Grfaljrungen verurteilen 
unfere §arbe unb unfern Sdjnitt. gn ber Ginfügrung beS 
grauen wntelS unb ber Siterota müffen roir fdjon ben anfang 
einer ânpaffung an biefe Grfaijrimgen fegen. æjir roerben laum 
bei biefer 9îeuerung fteljen bleiben bürfen. Gs tann für bie §tlb= 
uniform nur ben einen SrunbfaÇ geben: groecfmdgig im Sdjnitt 
für ben 3Kann, groectmàgig in ber fjarbe Ijinfidjtlidj beS SelânbeS, 
in bem gefodjten roirb. ülls roâgrenb ber Sefagungsgeit auf Streta 
bie internationale §cerfdjau ftattfanb, als bie Defterreidjer in itjren 
netten unb bequeinen Goinmobjatfen anrüdten, bie 3tuffen in leinenen 
fiitteln, bie grangofen in 'Blufen unb bie ^igglanber beS Seafortg 
Regiments in iljren roten fatten (italien gatte Diatrofen abge= 
orbnet), ba Oacbte id> mir ein beutfdjeS SJataiUon an SteUe unferer 
beutfdjen 9lugufta=Slaujacfen, bie — roenig aber gut — ®eutfdj= 
lanb wurbig Bertraten. .«ein Sroeifel, an netter milttârifd^er Gr= 
fdjeinung Ijàtte em beutfdjeS Bataillon jeben SiJettftreit aufnetjmen 
ïônnen, unterlegen ware es aber in einem SBettftreit Ijinfidjtlid) 
groetfmâgiger Uniformirung, auSgenommen gegen bie Gngliinber, 
beren roter 9locf unb überljaupt beren narren^afte §odjlânber= 
ÿarabetra^t tn igrer Slrt eingig finb. âüaS roir braudjen, 
unb roas aile braudjen, ift ein lofer ilragen, ein lofcS llleib. ®ie 
Gnglânber fjalten iljre îruppen auSnaljmëloë mit Ueibfamen lofen 
Qacten verfe^en, gegen bie feine ftlage laut geroorben ift. 2)aS 
Sfugcidjen ber ïruppc roar iit tleinen Sudjftaben auf ber SldjfcU 

a*1 3'arbe nidjt «on bem Dlod unterfd)ieb, an« 
gevracçr. aïs Mopfbebedimg biente ber ftortbelm ober ber breit» 
irampig ÿ'Jbut, aïs guftbefleioung Samafdjen auS îudj ober 
leber, aucp bie um bie Mibcn geroidelte lange Binbe auS 2mdj, 
unb gelbe ^eberfdjuge. ®er Stortljelm Ijatte feme tùlângel, er roar 
gu Ijod; unb bot ben BurenftfjMen ein grbgereS Aiel, als nbtig 
geroefen ware; bie BJabenbmbe ijatte ben 9)iangel, bag iljre 3ln« 
bringung unb Gntfernung meljr ^eit als nôtig erforberte; bie an» 
bem Uniformftüde ber Gnglânber Ijaben fid; beiva^rt. Slamentli^ 
bie gelben Sdjulje erroiefen fid) bem fdjivargen Sdjufjgeug überlegen; 
ber mit f^roarger æidjfe getrânfte Ueberfdjulj ift nidjt nur ein abfdjcu» 
lidjeS, ailes befcljinugeiibes ®ing, er ift aud) roeniger bauerljaft alô 
gut beganbeltes gelbeê 2eber, unb er beanfprudjt viel meljr Beit, um 
âufjerlidj in guie Berfaffung gefeftt gu roerben. 2Birb ber gelbe 
Sdjutj anftatt mit ber Sci;nürvori'id)tiing mit roenigen Mnôpfen 
ober ^aten verfeljen, fo ift er bie befte gug&elleibung für ben 
Solbaten aller gotten unb aller Selânbe; Ijôdjftenë tann ber gelbe 
Sdjaftftiefel iljm ben 3(ang ftreitig madjen. $m Sdjnitt roar alfo 
bie englijdje Uniformirung groecfmâfjig; fie roar audj in ber ®afjl beS 
StoffeS, ivmnfdjon bie bünnen Sljafijaden in ber fallen afrieanifdjen 
Sladjt nidjt ausri^ten. Spâter roürbe bteferer Stoff in itljafifarbe auS» 
gegeben unb bie bünnen Qaden in Gapftabt gurüdgelaffen. BwetfmÔfjig 
roar audj bie garbe, bie mit 9iüctfi$t auf ben gelbgrauen 2on beS 
SelânbeS geroâljlt roar. ®ie Buren günbeten Ijâufig vor iljren 
©tettungen bas Sraè an, um auf ber fdjivargen aifdjenflâdjc leidjter ' 
bu' Mçatileute aufs Morn neljmen gu ïônnen. $n biefen gaUcn । 
roürbe bte MljalifarÈe freiïi$ gum Berberben iljrer ïràger. Suf 1 
Lntfernungen fiber 1000m roar im aUgemeinen eine englifdK i 
Colonne niefjr burd) ben Staub erfennbar, rotiljtenb bie Buren mit i 
wren bunfeln Mleibern fid) feljr genau uon bem $intergrunb ab= !

MMmW 3citnng.
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bemeffenbeô Rrantengdb gu gaGlen G«‘en, unb bafj infolge biefer Ueber biefes Attentat finb feljr m bie GmgcIGeiten geGenbe »n« 
Idilecbtcn Bebanbluna" ber §ülfScaffen bte Socialbemofraten au® gaben verbreitei roorben. 2Bie roeit biefe roirïlicG begrünbet finb, 

tJift fcGroer gu fagen; bagegen fteGt eB feft, bafj im Saufe ber Unter» 
fucGung 9luBfagen abgegeben roorben finb, auf ©runb beren bie 
rumânif^c Begierung gu ber Uebergeugung gelangt ift, bafj baS 
von Saraforo unb Senoffen gefdjmiebetc Gomplott gegen baê Seben 
beô Rônigê Ratl eineê ernften ^inbergrunbs nidjt entbeGre. ©ie 
eifrig fortgefeçte UnterfucGung roirb bas roeitere gu ergeben Ijaben.

America.
Berlin, 7. September.

Gô tfl f<Gon frü^ev bavon bie Sîebe geroefen, baft bie Sônigin 
Bictoria gu anfang nâ^ften Wonatê nadj ©eutfcGlanb fommen 
roerbe, um iljre ©odjtet, bie Raifecin griebricG, gu befudjen. 2Bie 
ber 9lat.=3tg. gefdjrieben roirb, roerben in f^riebricGsGof fcGon Bor» 
bereitungen für ben Ginpfûng getroffen. ©ie Rônigin Bictoria be» 
a&fïdjtige, groei bis brei iBodjen ber i^rer SEodjter ju verbringen 
«nb bann einen furgen ®efu<G in Goburg ju madjen, um bie ®rab= 
ftâtte i^teë verftorbenen Soljncê, bes §ergogS 2flfreb, gu befu^en. 
©ie Steife werbe nur unterbleiben, roenn bas Befinben ber 5?aiferin 
§riebrid) fidj becartig beffere, bnf; bie Æônigin Bictoria, bie mit 
gang befonbecer Siebe an d/rer âlteften ©odjter ^dngt, ficG feiner 
BeforgniS me^r Ijingugeben brautije.

Ba^bem in ben Berfjanblungen ber leÇten .Çauptverfammlung 
beS beutfdjen 9lpotGefervereinS in Stuttgart and; bie e i n G e i 11 idj e 
Megelung bed SlpotGefcntvefenS eine fRoHe gcfpielt Ijat, ift Gier 
unb ba bie Slnfidjt geiiufjert roorben, bag biefe Segelung für eine 
gang naGe .geit bcvorftelje. fBîaii ftüÇtc fid) barauf, bag bie ®or= 
arbeiten fc^on feit lüngerer geit begonnen, eingcGenbe BerGanb» 
lungen mit ben gntereffenten ftattgefunben Grt&e|’ unb ein roeit» 
fiGidjtigeê JDlaterial für bie Beurteilung ber grage gufammengebradjt 
roorben ift. 3Bie bie Berl. 91adjr. bemerten, foil fi^ aber 
grabe bei biefen Borarbeiten gegeigt Ijaben, bafj in ber Vlaterie 
édjroierigteiten bebentlicGfter 91 rt fteden unb gur 9lu5reifung ber 
grage iwd; einige geit roerbe vergeljen müffen. ^ebenfallê fei eê 
roenig roaljrfdjeinlicG, bafj fdjon in nacGfter geit eine gefevgeberijdje 
Action guv Slegelung be® 9lpotGetemvefeiië einfe^eu roerbe.

Bremen, 7. Sept. (ïclegr.) Vadj 2lbfal)rt ber leçten ©ruppen» 
transportbaniDfer Sïvcfelb, IRolanb imb BalbiUia mit etroa 2000 Vlami 
unb bem e^tcu SriegSmaterial, bem etroa 700 SuGitmcter SiebeSgaben 
angefdjtofieu roaren, ueteiuigtc ber 2luffid)tSrat unb bie Direction be- 
beiben beteiligten ©djijfaljitSgefedfdjaftcn beS Bremer 21 oyb imb ber 
£iaiiiburg»2lmerlca»2inte bie Viltarbeiter unb Berirclcv ber Via ri ne 
unb ^ecresverroaltimg gu einer gefttafel, au roeldjer enva 36 Verfoncn 
teduaGmen. Slnroefcub roaren u. a. Slbmlral gifiljel, V^fibent Vlnte, 
®eueralbirceior BJieganb, VetdjôtagSnbgeorbucter grefe, Gonful Serbes, 
Gonful ©mibt, Gapiliiii Vafdjen, ©elegtrter ber ^aupibatirfiede ®od« 
mann, Wlajor V. Gfdj, Gommercienrat gacob, Slopbiuipector ^panict» 
mami, DberftabSargt Vmmivtç. Vrüfibeut Vlate bradjte einen ïrtnt 
jpriid) auf baS erfolgreldje 3ufommenroirten ber Slrmee unb ’Blarine 
mit ben Director Geter auf bas GfpebttioiiS»
corps, Gapiiân Vafdjen auf bte ©djiffnbrtSgeieüidjaften auS, beren 
SetjntngefdGigtelt aile Grivarumgeit übertroffeii Gnbe.

[:] Sticl, 6. i£>ept. Unfere Bieibung, bafj nidjt nur bte ©djülfregatte 
^0II,manbant Gapiiân g. ©. BiiderS, fonbern fânitlldje 

©djulfdjiffe iljre 'Jtorb=©|tfccfaGrten abbredjeit unb lânacre BJiuteircijeu 
autreteu roerben, roirb ieçt amtiicG befiâtigt. ©et ffatfer Gat mbeS an» 
georbiiet, bag bte ©ttjulfdjlffe Im fommenben 2Bmier nidjt über baê 
Wîittelmeer GinmtSgeGen fodeii. ©te gregaite ®tofdj, Gapttân g © 
Gljrlidj, bie auf ber gaGrt uon Gbinburg jeyt ote «orbfce ourdjquen 
ivirb von Bllfiitigen auS, bie Uloltfe, gregatiencaiman grain, bic 
tütàlidj nad; einem Befudj bcS ùâniidjcn .£>ofc» ffopenGagea vediefj, von 
©tatianget aud imb bie ®tietfenau, Gnpitau g. ©. flretftGmmm, von 
Bergen auS bte fceimreife antreten. BorauSfidjtltdj errcidjen ade «djiffe 
Àiel in ber erfien giâlfte bed September, ©ie ©egclorbreS für bic 
2lu8lanb3reifen ftnb nodj nidjt feftgefeut, bodj erroartet man bie balbtge 
Beiiiffentfldjung ber Vetfeplâiic. 21 u Barb ber ©djulfdjlffe befinben fid; 
203 ©cecabeuen imb 800 ©djlffèjiutgeu. — ©ie bel ber Gjplofioii im 
Vatroneidager beê StorpebobootS G89 verivniibeteii vfer V<rfonen, voit

fBereintate Staaten. v BJafGington, 27. 2Iug. gm aH» 
geineinen Galten fid) bie StaatBininifter gur 3eü non perjônlidjer 
©eilnaGme an ber SBaljlbemegung fern. -Bur ber Seneralpoft» 
meifter mad)t eine 2luSnaGme unb einige anbere vergnügen fid; 
menigftenê mit gntervieivô unb 3e'tungSartiteIn. So fjat ber 
Slderbauminifter in emer Sobrebe auf bie guten ^eiten ben Sanb» 
roirten für ben §erbft roieber „©oHarroeigen" vecfprodjen, baê ^ei^t, 
einen ©oUar für baâ Bufljel. 'Dîarinefecretar Song ift neben bem 
Seneralpoftmeifter Smit^ ber fjeberbelb beS GabinetS; in Gollierô 
SBeeïlij, einem iUuftrirten Begierungôblatt, tann man iljren Spuren 
begegnen. geÇt Gat aud) ber Sc^aÇamtSminifter ®age von 
fid; ^üren laffen in einem ®efprâd) im æafG- @v. Star. Seit 
einiger Beü ge^en SInbeutungen burd) bie Blatter, bas ©olbroâG» 
rungSgefeÇ voin 14. Wlârg fei feGlerGaft, eB laffe bem Brâîibcnten 
ju viel Spielraum, ben Grebit beS SanbeS ju fdjâbigen. ©ie Be» 
publicaner modjieti ben Umftanb gegen Bcpan verwerten, rüden 
aber bod) nicGt gern mit ber Sadje fjerauS, roeil fie ja felbft an 
ber gaffung beS ®efe§eS fdjulb finb. Sage crflart nun, Brpan 
tonne als ^rdjïbent feinen SdjaÇamtêfecrctâr aniveifeu, aile in 
Ulünje galjlbaren Staatâfdjutben foroie allé laufenben 2luBgaben — 
tâglid) über ll/s sTOillionen Dollar — in Silber gu entridjten. Sage 
fagt, Began roerbe bas fidjer tGun, roenn es aud) anfangS bci bem 
geringen Silberbeftanbe im SdjaÇamt fdjroierig fei. ©ie bloge 
ilntünbigung tljrer îlbfi^t burd) bie ?)tegierung roerbe genügen, bem 
Ginftrômen von Solb ein Gnbe gu madjen, ober eS roenigftenS feljr 
verringern; ftatt feiner würben Silber unb Silbercertificate in bas 
Sdja^amt flie^en. SJlit einem geiuigenben '4ufroanbe~von verberbter 
Sdjlauljeit tonne man fo bie àtegierung auf eine ©ilbergrunblage 
ftellen. gijr Grebit roürbe baburd) vernid)tet, bie Sd)aÇamtSnoten 
von 1890 unb bie in Selb einlôsbaren SreenbadS, gujammeu im 
'ÜJerte von 430 000 000 Doit., roürben bem SdjaÇamt gur Ginlôfung 
prâfentirt roerben, roofür biefeS nur eine Müdlage von 150 000 000 
Loû. Ijabe. ®ie aUgemeine SefdpiftSlage roerbe eine gebrüdte roerben, 
Oie Ginna^men ber jHegierung gutûdge^eu unb ein neuer allge= 
tneiner fRotftanb beginnen, raie in ben 3a^ren 1893—96. Ueber= 
geugen roirb Sage burd) biefe IÇljantafieen nur roenige.

gtptfvtnadjridjten.
A 'Varie* (Dimiim^Safjttte), 7. September.

fprif le Sonctj lOOOOfr. gür ©retjaijrtge. tentfernung 2600m. ©s 
licfen bler ’Vferbe: be® .Çerrn Golmant Coinça erfteô; bes ^errn goulb 
SouIoh grodteê; beê ^errn U. Bremonb gago britteS. Blit einer tjalben 
Cânge geroonnen.

O 2Tacb«n, 7. Sept. Sebigtid) menfcGenfreunOltiGe 2l6fid)ten Ijaben 
naît) feiner 2lngnbe ben roegen BerrugS nieljrfadj oor&eftrafceii gewerb» 
lofen Seonijarb V- m’§ Stargarb auf bie Slnflagebanf gcfübrt. Gr 
Gat Gnbe vortgeu QaGrcS in Vüne&urg, Hamburg unb ©üren imter 
adtrGanb tügeuGafteu 2lngaben meGrete Verfoucn um etljebiidjc ®etb» 
betrâge betrogen. ©et 2lngetlagte Ijat eine gute Sdjulbtlbung geitoffen 
unb roar feuiergeit bel einem 3nfaiiterie»9Ieglment in Drier aid 
GtujâGrig»8teiroidmer cingetreten, gertet aber hier bereitS auf bie fdjiefe 
Gbene, fobafj er nod) ûor 2lblauf feiner ©ienftgeil vont ©ruppentetl 
entlaffen unb auf givei Vlonate InS ©efangnlS gefteeft roürbe. Vadjbem 
er bie greibelt roiebercrlangt, faut V- immer tiefer unb roanberte tn» 
folge fortgefeGter Betrügereien nod) verfd)iebent(id) InS ©efângiiiS. Um 
S" "j roegen ber guleyt üctübtcn ©djroinbeleleit gu berantrooricn, roar

oit vor etnlgeii ©lonaten bei ber Gieiigeu ©traftammer ©ermiti 
anbcraumt roorten. ©er Slngeflagte Ijatte bamalS feine Sdjttlb
in voilent Uinfange eingefianbeu, mit bem $ingufügeu, cr Gnbe 
bie BerbretGen nur gu bem 3,DCd begangen, um feine Strâfte 
ber ©cfangeiieitfürfarge lotbmeit gu tffimen. 3ln' beffern SluSfilljruiig 
biefer 'llbfldjt woHte et gunâdjft bas (SefdngniSleben temieii leriten, er 
fei fogufageu eût , freiivitliger Berbreiber" geroorben, um lu ftânblgen 
BerteGr mit ben armen Gefmigeiten gu gelangen. ©le 3uftditbe im 
3uüig» unb ©efdngnisiveieii müfjten burdjgreifenb geâitbert roerben. Gr 
mode audj nod) InS 3udjtGau8, uni and) bort feine Stubieit betreiben 
*u fünnen. ©obatb er geuügcnbc GrfaGrungen gefammelt, roerbe er ein 
tflfijl für auS ber $aft enttnffene Berbrcdjer grüitben, roobel IGn feine 
Braut, eine tn grantreid) roobnenbe ©râfin, tGatfrüfttg untttjtüBen 
roerbe. ©le bon il)m erfdjrotnbelteii Seiber tjabe cr ftetS gu rool)l« 
tbdtigen gtvccfm verroanbt unb an Dlrmc verteilt. Snfolge biefer 
etgentflmlldjen 2liigaben bcjdjloû bas ®crid;t bornais, ben 2litgefiagten 
auf feinen ©elfteoguftanb prüfeit gu laffen unb übenvicS tijn ber 
Vroviiicial^rrcnaiiftalt in ©üren. 3n ûer geftrigen VerGanblung be» 
fimbete ber alS ©adjveriiânbigct gelabcne SlnftaltSargt Dr. g., bet V- 
fei butdjauS ntdjt geijteSgefibtt, fonbern ein gang bmdjtriebencr Stmu» 
tant, ©er ©taatSanroait beantragte nier gaGre BitdnGauS. 2luf bie

Bertedung ber aderbeften ÿernglâfer unterftüÿen. ©ie ruffifdjen 
„®efreti", bie vor ber eigenen SteHung balb Gier, balb bort ver» 
ftcdt liegen, roerben fid) in vielen gâuen mit Grfolg audj für bie 
Slufflârung anwenben laffen.

^um SçGluffe nod; einigeS über fDlilitâr=2lttad)éS unb 
SlriegSberidjtcrftatter. 2luf ber Burenfeite roaren amtlicG be» 
glaubigte 9)lilitâr=2lttadje!S von grantreidj, Slorroegen, .^odaiib, 
3tufjlanb unb ben Bereimgten Stamen erfcGienen. Gô ift unjereS 
fUIiffenê in bem fiibafricanifdjen Rriege gum erften Wal gcfdjeljen, 
bag ïïlilitâr=2Utadjéê gefangen genontmen ivurben. ©er ruf» 
fifdje Dberft ®udo unb ein verrounbeter ljollânbifd)et Officier 
fielen bei ben Râmpfcn im ^reiftaat in bie £anbc ber Gng» 
lânber. fDlan Ijat in bem amtlid) beglaubigten Vlilitâr»2(ttad)é, 
fo lange als bas ©egenteil nidjt eriviefen ift, einen unpar» 
teiifdjen Beobadjter gu fcljen, beffen Seridjte ge^eim bleiben, 
unb falls er gefangen roirb, follte feine greilafiung rooGl unmittel» 
bar nadj ber geftfiedung feiner Gigenfdjaft crfolgen. ©ieë ift eng» 
lifdjerfeits nidjt gefdjeljen; Dberft ®urto roürbe vielme^r veranla^t, 
auf bem Umroege über Gapftabt=©elagoa Bai nad; ©ranàvaal gu» 
rücfguteljren. ©er gad beroeift, bafj ein cobificirteS internationales 
Slriegêredjt burdjauS notivenbig ift. SInberfeitS barf eS nidjt an» 
laffig fein, bafj ein VlilitânSlttadjé fid) nebenbei ober fjaüptfâdjlidj 
mit ber Beridjterftattung für .geitungen befa^t. ©iefer jall ift 
©Ijatfadje; gu SBeiterungen Ijat er feinen Slnlah gegeben, ba 
bie ©Ijatjadje anfdjeinenb roenig behnnt geroorben ift. — ©ie greffe 
Gat ben beredjtigten Slnfprudj, allés feljen unb beobadjten gu roollen, 
roaS fid) Ôffentlidj abfpielt. ©ie ôffentlidje ïïleinung unb bie lefenbe 
2Üelt aucr Boiter ift gleidjmâjjig babei intereffirt, bafj Bertrctern 
ber greffe biefe Beobadjtung ermôglidjt roirb. ÎJleljr alê anbere 
©efdjeljnijfe geftattet eê ein Rrieg, politifdje unb fentimentale Gr= 
wâgungen in ber Beobadjtung unb Befdjreibung ausgufdjalten; man 
beabfidjtige, nur mit militârifdjem 2luge gu feljen. Slidjtig geivâfjlte 
Canner ber greffe foUten alfo teinem 'JXifjtrauen begegnen, fonbern 
fid) einer fidjern Stellung von 2lnfang an erfreuen. ©aê roirb 
Ijeute oft erft nadj lüngerer geit ervungen. ©ie englifdje .peered» 
leitung roar in ber gulaffung von Beridjterftattern fdjroierig unb 
launig, bie Buren roaren mifjtrauif^ unb unbcred)cnbar. BJenu 
roir eS ben Buren alâ einem roenig mit ber æklt unb in ber BJelt 
lebenben Boite uergeiGen ïônnen, von einer anftânbigen grofjen 
greffe teine Borftedung gu Ijaben, fo ïônnen roir ben Gnglânbetn 
ben Borrourf ber Rleinlidjfeit unb ber borffdjulgenartigcn BJiber» 
wiUigteit nidjt etfparcn.

yjincnfdjat't xml» geben.
— [©ie bcutfdje Spra®e itt ©e«tfdj=Cftafrica.J gn einem 

gu Slitfang biefeS gaGred erfdjieneiteii Budje über Oft= unb ©übafrica 
roürbe u. a. Ijeftige Bef^roerbe gefüGrt über bie ntlfjgünftlge Betjaitb» 
lung, bie fich unfere Vhitterfpradje in ber beutfd)roftnfricanlfd)eu Goloitie 
gefaden laffen mü&te. gn cebljaftcn SluSbriirfen betlagte fid) ber Ber 
faffer barüber, bafj, roo überGaupt eine europâifd)e Spradje in Bctrndjt 
tomme, aüelit baB Gngdfdje gebraudjt ivctbe; felbft int £>aufe unfere» 
©ouôcrneurS berftanbeu bie eiul)eimtfd)eii Orbonnmigcti unb ©ieiter 
tein ÏÏJort ©eutfdj. GS ift ûegreiftid), baft biefe ilntlagen adgeineine 
Senvitnbetung Gerborricfen. Um ber Sadje auf ben ®umo gu geGcn, 
roanbte fid) beSljalb ber fterauSgcber ber .Qeltfdjrfft bes SlUgcmeiuen 
©eutfrfjeu SprndjbereiitS" mit ber Bitte um îliifttdrimg gleidj an bie 
g uft an bigfte © telle, bic l)icr in Betradjt tam, an Gciieralmajor b. S i e b c r t, 
ben ©ouberneut bon ©eutfdj»Cftafrica. ©biefer ging benu audj in einem 
BntroortfdjreiGen mit aller nur loi’uifcheiiSwerteii ©ffenljeit unb 9lu8- 
fii()tlid)fcit auf bie SpradjberGâüniffc lu unferer oftafricanifdjcn Colonie 
cin, unb eS roirb ü&crad mit ©auf unb ©eiiugtljuung begrüjjt roerben, 
bag fidj nod) ber. @d)ilberungett beS .Çmn b. Siebert bie Berljciltiilffe 
unbergietdjliéb roeit aiiitfliaer unb gefunber bavftedcn, aid man uadi ben

1900. — B. 70S
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g’ftr bie Vlufnohme doh 31 ha eigen on DorqeWjnebenen Xogen aber In
eftimint beieic^neten îluflgaben roirb feme ^eraniworllidjîcit nbemommen.

Vortretungen in Deutschland: Bor ham Oscar Hengsienberg's Buch- 
handlimg. Bnishnrg Fr. üchau. DÛaHeldorf D. Sehilrniann. Klbrrfeld and 
Barmen Jak. Vowinckel Essen IL L. Gee it. Godesberg H. Keller, il am- 
burg H. Eisler, J. Nootbnar, Wiliam Wilkens. Millheim a. d. B, Hugo 
Bkdekerscbe Buehhandlmtg. Neufi J. van Haag. Oltllga Scheidtmann & Co. 
Bemschcid G. A. Hager. Rheydt Otto Berger. Ruhrort Andrrae & Co. 

boliugcu Ed. Elven. Wiesbaden U. Giefs, Rheinatrabu 27.

grage beS BorftGenbcti ctfliirte fid) ber Bngellagte mit biefer ©traf» 
gumeffung einverftanben. ©er SertdjtSGof verurteilte IGn Ijterauf roegen 
SetrugS in 17 gadeii imb ivegen BetnigSberfud)8 In einem gode gu 
bretgaGren BudjUjauS, fiinf galjren GGiuetluft imb gu etner 
©elbftrafe von 27DOD begro. gu roeitern 120 ©agen QudjtbauS. V- 
Gat benmad) feinen Qrocd erreid)t imb faim mm autG im Quditljaufe 
«feine ©tubien betreiben*. ©oifentlld) bleibt iGm (eine grâfüd)e ,®raut* 
biS gur Giitlaffung treu, bamit biefer Gingige feine foetale ©irtungS. 
traft eutfalten tann.

= QÂbed^etm 6. Bingen, 7. 'Sept. 3>te TQetnlefe ber 
Gurgunber ift tn tjiefiger Semarfuug auf Oen 10. o§. feftgefe^t. Sit 
Qualitai Ift vorgügttrf), Oie îtauben finb ebc reif. 5Die Duantitfit iagt 
gu roiinftfjen übrtg; etroa */. Grme, ungcfabr 100 Stiict 2Bcin.

'Xu« itfjüriugen, 6. Sept. Wegen Saumfrevter geljen bie 
tGüriugilcf)eu Setic^te jeyt mit bet roüitjctieiiêroeiten Stvenge vot. ©ie 
Straftammer in Étjutt vetutteilte bcu 2li'beiter Cubivig auë ÎBaffer» 
Gammer, ber auf ber Gijaiiffee groiilf iimge Obftbaume umgebrorljen 
Ijatte, gu 6 'JJloiiateii SefangniS. Set StaateaiuvaU (jatte 7 SDlonate 
ScfiingniS unb 2 g-aGre GGrberluft beantragt.

©resben, 6. Sept, Gin Btlb, ba$ tebGaft an bie Bergmiglldjteit 
aaeS'3rbif(6en gemaGnt, bietet gegemvürug Oab im Slbbrudj befinb» 
ltdje BrüGli‘Gc Va ta 18 bat. Bom Bteiiijêgrofeii BrüGL mit uuge» 
Gcuren Selbopfern erbaut, root eâ einft bie Stâtte glangbollct gefte 
unb verfdjivenberijdjeit BJoldlebeitê. Qu ber Sluôftattiuig beê Valais 
mit ben feltciijicH ïapeten, Semâfbeit unb VorgeUanen fu^te Graf 
SrüGl feinen tûmgltdjcn terril an Sujuê ju übertreffen; fcijâyte man 
bod; bie vorGanbeueii Vïübel, V«liofeti, Gnrberobe utib æafdje auf roeit 
über cine ïQinton Jpalcr an SBert. Gin ^offlnat Von 300 Vnfonen 
bevüiferte ben V«lafi lu ben îagen fürftUdjen SlangcS. Sillet biefer 
Vradjt ntadjte fgrtebrldj ber (üroÿe ein JâGeS Gnbe. ëine [paterc Veilobe 
bradjte üorübergcGenb bie Xage beS WlangcS gurücf. Bietfad; ift auf 
bte ©efdjirfe ber Boiter tn ben fRaumen beâ BiïiGlfrfjen Valais, Oie 
Saifern unb Süntgen lliitertunft gcrodtjrt ljnl>c», beftimnienber ëlnflug 
auêgeübt roorbeu. Unb Ijeute? Glu rodleS ïtümmerjelb, beficn geronU 
tige ©tein» unb ®alfenGaufeu miter ben fleiBigeii ^Snoen ber 9lrbeitsleute 
georbiiet unb tljrer neueit Beftimmung gugefüGrt roerben. Vamenttldj vont 
Veumartt auS geivaGtl bie Vutne tu iljrer geroaltigen StuSbcGnung ein 
pittoreSfeê MiiSfeGen, benn l)°dj über tljr tijront nod) tinnier ber ©aal 
mit bem foftbaren ©ecfengtmalbe Von ©llVeflre, bas jeçt G^au^g®* 
brodjen roirb unb gletd) bem fonfiigen ftgürlidieu ©cGniutf erbalten 
bleiben foil. (©reâb. Vadjr.)

* St5utg8berg, 6. Sept. Vrofeffor Dr. BndGauS, ©Irector beS 
(anbroirtfdjaftlidjeu QuftltutS ber Glefigo» Unlverfltat, lâfgt in ber fRaGï 
ber ©tabt eine Vlufterwirtf^aft einrldjten, tn ber bit neuefteii Gr> 
rungenfdjaften ber ©edjnlf üertreten fein roerben. ©le £>auptrolle babel 
roirb ber Gletirlcttâi gufaden. ©et gauge ®ut8Gof mit Giiifdjluïj ber 
2ltbeiterrooGmmgeu erGalt elefnijdje Beteudjtimg unb bit Bnlnge ift fo 
beredjnet, bag aud, an etc Vadjbarn ©ttom obgegeben iverben faim. 
Semer ivltb man mit £>ütfe ber eleftrtfdjen Qraft einen Vpug, eine 
©rcfdj» unb eine .Ipdrffelmnfdjtite jorote eine ®d)totmüGle unb fonftige 
Vlaf^lnen tn Scroegimg fe^ett.

— tarant bte Quùeii Graft SBfnter ermorbet G«ben. ©te ©eiitfdje 
Stefotm ber $>erren Dr. BOtM unb v. ®lo|dj Ijat einen neuen BeroetS 
für bie ©rfjulb ber 3ubcu tn SloniG gefunbeit. Unb groar auf @runb 
ber Stnbbala, ber „Sel)eim(eGren ber jüb’fdjen OttGobople*. Bel ben 
leGien .Vitualinotben'' tameii um; in Santen $oG. pegmanit, tuVotua 
2lgue8 &ruga, in StoniG Gtnft BUiiter. ©te '4nfnngSbud)ftnbeii ber 
Stmotbeten tauten alfo: 3. f>., 21. •£). unb G. SB. ©te ©eutfcGe 
Befornt füGtt fort: ©icfe BmGftaben ergebeu bas ®ort QaGroeG 
(3eGoVaG); e8 mu&te, um auS Jfnnten unb Volita ein .QaGiveG’ gu 
erglelen, em G. ©. Glngufoinmen. Daljet root Graft SSlnlet unrettbar 
ben fabbaliftlfdjcu Seciirern verfatlen.

— Gin ©eferteur in tJrauenfleibern. ©et ^nfanteriflSlrtGur 
3aêfulSfp mnn 1. üfterretdjtfdjen Qiifantcrle » 9legiment roar roegen

...rfhvutrirf, igefne Buffinbutig roar beSGalb et»ïtefertion’ |tecfbttef(ld) verfolgt. . ...... .a mue ueoijaro et»
fcGroert, roeil ber gnfanterift alô — ©tenjtmùbdjeu tn Befdjüftlgung 
ftanb. Sein mâbdjenhafteâ 2lu8feGen unb ber Umftanb, bag er tn 
früGern gaGven nls ©amen»giiiitator ftdj probudrt unb baber feme 
©timmmtttel emfpredjeito mobulationsfaijig gemadjt Gattc, begünfiigten 
bte ©aufdjung. 21uf einer ©anjiunerbaltung, bie er alê ©teniimâbdjen 
befudjtc, rourbe er tco^ feiner grauenttdber mm einem Solbaten er» 
tanut, ber IGn auf bem fpcimiveg acretiren lte&. ©er ©eferteur 
rourbe bem ©roppauer ©armjongedcGt dngellefert, nadjbem et feiner 
grauentlelbet entlebigt unb In eine mânnlldje Gtvllflelbung gefteeft 
roorben mat. (©eutfdje Belturm.)

Sonbon, 6. Sept. 3U &cr Badjrldjt, bafj bie beiben fdjnellfien Dcean» 
bampfer, ber Staiier 'IStlljelm ber ©tofje unb bie ©eutfdjlanb, 
gletdjjetlig Bero»^)ott Verlafjen Gaben, bemerft ©athj SGtonlcle: ©ie 
'Bertretcr ber Befiyer tn Sonbon beijniipteteu gejiecn, bajj teine ilBett» 
faGrt nattfiiibeii roerbe. ©as ift jivcifellos ber gad, aber roir roerben 
allé feljr iieugiertQ fein gu Gâren, we djer bec beiben ©ampfer guerft In 
Guropa fein roirb. Sie (mb beibe am Dloniag Ulorgen iâtlig, unb roenn 
man iljre biêGerigcn Seiftungen betradjtct, fo tft eô fe^v roaGrfdjeinltdj, 
bajj fie beibe gieiulicG gugiddj dmrcffeti roerben. ©er Stalfec 'ÏBilGelm 
fegelt guerft nad) GGerbourg unb tommt bnmt nad; SoutGampion. ©le 
©eutfdjlanb getjt guuadjft nadj ®HjnioutG mib baïui nad; GGerbourg. 
Gin Bennen rote biefeS — aber eB ijt mitürnrf; fein Bemien — unter» 
fdjeibet fid) felbftvecftâiiblid) Von einem geroSGnttcben Benuen. ïQmi 
braudjt rooGl fnmn gu erroÜGnen, baft ber entfcfjetbeiibc gnetor bte 
®urd)fdjiitttêgefd)roinbigfeit tft, bte roàljteub ber gaiigen Bctfe aufrecGt» 
erijalteH roerben tonnte. ®cgenroâriig bâlt bte Seutjd)lanb mit 23 Rnoten 
ben 'Jiecorb. ©ann fommt Sïaifer idJilGelm mit 22*/» Hnoteu unb an 
britter Estelle unfere engiifcije Sucaiiia mit 22 Snoten. ©te ©eutfdjlanb 
ift gang neu unb rourbe gebaut, um ben Sîaifer SBllGelm gu fdjlagen, 
ber brei gaGre ait ift. uber baê "finish" bürfte, roie SportpropGeten 
fagen, dit jeGc intereffanteB roerben.

eiTOâtjuteii «lufiagen aimeljmen mugte. ^perr v. Siebert fdjrclbt u. a. in 
einem in ber Scptembmiummer ber ,3eitfdjrift be8 ©pradjveretnS* 
nbgebcudteu Bricfe: „s2Bie mtr in biefen VerOadjt ber Gnglfinberei ge» 
tommeu finb, ift mir râtfelljaft. gd) roüfjte nidjt, bafj roir Gier englifdje 
JlSorte in unfere Umgaiigôfpradjc mtfdjten, mit eiuglget SluSnabme treS 
Portes »boy«, bas allevbütg® international in gang 2lfrtca gebraudjt 
ivirb, unb für baê roeber »©iener« nodj »gunge« einen GrfaG bietett. 
21üc anbern miô vorgcrootfciien grembauêorüae, roie mail, steamer, 
mauager, office imb bergletdjen mup tcf» alê Ijler iingcbrâudjlidj gucüd» 
weiien. ®eGr betrüben1) tlingt ber Boriourf, bafj im finite beê beutfdieu 
Gouverneurs «Ote ehibetmifmen Drboimangen unb ©iener. fein ©euifdj 
vcrftünbett, ivoljl aber Guglifdj. ga, trfj betenne mldj beB BerbredjenB 
fdjulbtg, von meintn perron Borgâugcrn einen Bol), em gactoutm, 
übernommen gu Gaben, ber etroaêGnglifdjrabebredjte; « roar mit ptrm 
v. ®oben auê 3on3i&aT tjerübergetomiiieii. Rürglid) milite tdj ttjn aber 
roegen 2llterB(d)roâdje entlaffen, unb mut ift biefer glud) beB ^aufeB 
befeitigt! Vieille grau uno id) vcrteljcen mit unfern BotjB (BergelGung! 
©ienern) une RifuaGilt.... 'Jiuti tomme id) gu ber grogen grnge: 
VJnwm Icruen bte Veger In ©eulfrfpDftaftica nicGt ©eutfd)? ©te 2Xnt» 
wort lautei: 1. roeil junadjft aile ©eutfdjen aifuaGUt lernen müffen, 
2. roeil baB ©euifd) für ben nur an iveidje Saute unb vlele Vocale ge» 
roüljmen Vlimb be8 Begets unbünblg jdjtvcr ifi. gd) mu& Von allen 
Beamten twrlnngen, bag fie bte BmibebfprnrGe lernen, roeil rote bte Glu» 
geboreiien leiten unb erjieljcn ivotlcn. ©ie GrfaGtimg leljrt, bafj bie 
leibcr nodj align Gâuftg Vorfoutnienben '-Olifjgrijfe bei ber Beljaiiblung 
ber Gingeborenen gumeift ber Untenntniê ber ©pradjc, ber Sttten unb 
Gebraudje beB BolteS entfprmgen. Bun lemt aber ber Beullng bie 
SanbeBfpradje am fdjmlljiett im tâglidjen Umgmige mit fetiiem Bolj, 
roaGreitb ein .Vert, ber dneit ©eutfdj vcijtebeubcn ©tener Gat, 
auB BequemUdjteit felten gut StifuaGiti tant. UmgeïeGrt von 
bem ©erru Verlangen, bafj er feinem 'Botj ©eutfdj betbringe, Geifet 
eine gorberung aufjtelleu, ber ber im Sdjrocifje feincB 2tn» 
gefidjtê fein ©ageroert vecrldjtenbe ©eutfdje nidjt geroadjfcit ift, 
©agegen roirb lit unfern feljr ftart Geludjten unb 2lusgegeid)nete8 leiften. 
ben Begterimgêfdjulen überall ©eiitjdj gcteijrt, unb von bort auB roirb 
fid; unfere Spradje fet)c langfam, aber petig iljren SBeg burdj baê Snnb 
baGncn. „-&eil ©ir lut Siegertrang” roirb ben Stinbern roetblirfj etnge» 
pautt; benn fie iiiüfieu felbftoerftütibUdj unfere BationalGpmne fingen 
fôimen. 2118 idj türjlidj mit «biefer ^Gimic begtüût rourbe, Gûrte idjvon 
ber einen Stroptjc beutltdj bte Saute: „Hascha destin Fatalam", baB 
follte IjclBen: „.^errfdjer beB BaterlanbB*. Bad) joldjcn GrfaGrungcn 
begünjiigc id) bte BemüGungen iiiiferet Serrer, bie unfere fdjôncn 
beutfdjen Sieber in Suatjeli überjcijcii, uub freue mid), roenn Idj von 
beu Rtnbcrn auf ber ®tra&c unfere Dlelobtccn, role „©er Blai Ijt ge« 
tommeu”, ,©cr StnbenGanm* u. a. Int Sua^eit Vorgetragen Gore, ©le 
Beger finb feljr muficnllfd), tieben ben Gefang feljr unb roerben burdj 
ioldje Vleber an unfere ©entroeife gcroôljnt. ©ie tn ber Goloitle von 
früGcrer geit (jet befinbltdjeu goljlrcldjen cnglifdjen SDliffionêanftalten 
fuib [ttcug geGalten, fid) — ba faft (du Gnglâuber ©eiufdj verfteGt — 
nur ber SanbcBpradjc gu Gebienen. Stimbciiplau, Veljrbüdjev u. f. >v. 
finb nur lu SHfuaGiU geftattet. gu ber betcnuitcn Biiffion 'Kagtla in 
Ufunibacn erfdjdut eine VlonatBfcGrift „Habaii ya muezi“ nur tn 
Stifualjilt. üludj ber Bedeljt mit beu beutfd)en BejidBnintern roirb in 
RifuagUi gefüljrt. 9118 idj bie fjlefigen ®cfdjafte übernntjm, rourbe icG 
Von bem brlttfdjen Geueralcoiiful In Sangibar aufgejorbcrt, mit IGm 
frnng&jifd) ju verteGren. gdj leljntc bieê tjôflidj ab unb bemedte, feit 
ben 3dien beB jüriteu Btsmard fei bie beutfdjc ©prndjc in ben inter» 
natioualen BcrtêGr eingefüGrt, idj bate iGn, mir englijdj gu fdjretbcn, 
idj roürbe beutfdj antivoitcit. Gbenjo finb aile nur unteqïellten Dfficiere 
unb Bcamtcit angetviefen, Int BerteGr mit bem britifdjen protectorat, 
mit Ugnnba, bem Gongoftaat unb Briti|d)»Geulrnlafcica ftdj auêfdjlte&» 
Iidj ber beutfdjen Spradjc ju bebienen.” 31111' -Sdjluîfr feinté frlÎJtn 
Brtefcê lübt £>err V. Siebert mit gutem înnnor ben gefamten beinfdjen 
Spcadjvcrelii gum Bcfudj nad; ©àr»e8«Snlaam eiu. ©ie ®â|te roürben 
bort balb inné roerben, «roeldj jtoiger, edjt beutfdjer, notlonaler Geijt 
bie Golonie in allen iGren Glieberii bunGweGt, rote roir mit unfern 
cugUjdjcn Badj&arn inSKombaffa unb 3i>ll6ibaï
leben, aber nietnnnbem eineu ®uf<u& ouf unfer Dentcn unb güljwn 
ober unfer Spredjcn elnraumen.”
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^rinttd) ^ippftt, Berlin.
Qhrf^dntt HalK mil ÜuSna^nif bel aui He 6onn« unV 

Sclttt'iQe lolgtnbtn Zugta.
?itbaTHon unb <Ç(btbÜlon( Berlin 8W., 3lmm«[lT, 7 

0<T«tVw^’8W<4ltti nuit I, Sir. IM

Ztpfiort si ©rl <3tfrcatin0 «inf Mr Uû(r In ÎXiHfrtlnnb unb Oeflccrci«Dnn0atn 6.» î 
• ft: tn < cUt# Wftkljflta, (ftr bk lt|lm Tlfraif 3 .M 31 .A. lûr brn hjkn Vbnàl MU ! 
R'enrllabnS 1 .H. G1 A ^«el M/inp UnrrO Mf inenatlldj 1 .« ÎQ X Oil ‘
• Inlier JttfnaHt»» waler MriO Mr CiVrMlhn dtcifrünnp) 74/4 fût

TfiiHdtfanb unb Orn<rr<(4«lln4oin. 90 .4 Nr boa nattonb. •]

Ulu^ciqcu 

iu •«

?sï 24. Min, <Dinis(nn tien 80. Animae 1900. 20. Mating
1. Februar an um die

jàgM MOchan*
W 2 Monate

Srw wenki
birlelluogta nebtson sAmnilUche Rcicbriioulcmatullon 

zi’io Picise von
Berlin sile

3 Hub 31 Pt. este 
XHturgegcnobâfis

imœwiWe 7, iom Fre: 
ingcrlchn c-nlgegca.

iblicwJ. BesttUgtl-ûhr, 
sonic die Expedition 
u von 3 Murk 35 Pf-

nkireiiung mit
ç-çe-cr bane am SJlcnfag DJîotgen im 
D-i^omer Slnbnhofc cine lliilerrebung 
mbtcit. ter Sitbafritanijoicu dlepiibiif, 
bet wir SoigenbeJ winheilcit ii'iincn, 

tin terhaiinifttnaftig nodi junger 
.ûnelt-'r mtann mi: feinem, btivigcifiigten 
: nr ■ '.'iugen, ber bei aller Vcjlviiigcnbeii 
at ten ilirgcn, cmfrhkbencn Tiplomaien 
id vcrkiignei, jagte mir juuddjft cinige 
tie mwr bic 2’ottmig bcS beuijdien 
r .emfdten greffe im SrunSuanUricge

( ■if .‘yefragett, cine l)cionber3 Inarin 
■. nntiug ber im Sitrcttlager bicncn« 
ciii’ii. rk fidj aile gang iwrtrcjflid) hielicn 
gru. S3 babe nllertingS tn ber erficn 

djwietinkikn gebrand)! unb Râmpk 
fidi bk Tcutfdjcn fowohl wk bie 
Staiibiiiiivkr on bie pikitd)ligc, fidj 

■J gcgebcnc Setrain aitidinikgettle 
latten. 5/ic europftifdje

5 firiegfübïCité l’abc auf fie lüilc jo (eljr 
ft fir 'olijii fftl;it in Sfngriffe gciuefw 

nr- ’^ ■■■bnd' । ronbers probe Sletiiifte crlittcn 
. Sc’.•\Ibe ki iiôrifleiiî and; bei bell jiliigcn
' er Sall gekeicu, Ven beiicn im Sterhiitlnift ju 
. ngeii æerlmit; 1er ancien IBntw vide gciatlcn 
.'mitt.i geuvniniet: worbcii feku. 95eToiiocr5 

. I■’'t^s■^aaole feku <iud,' lie j?cmfipcn gu fühn 
in’- ftcrc; ocgaitgcii nnb hàiicii bcépaib bie ticcauci» 
ini.cn 'Sc.itdic erliiteii. 'Xie Gcjahlung, nlf wfiren 
bic îenlidien bei hiijrm Steffen voit bcu SJuren alS 
ft-'mi.-nfiHier : ettbr■ ?* worbci:, ki cine bftSroillige, 
nuçoltlinra Jtfiitbuitg, bk in Gurova entfiaiibett 
ki. ffllnn Ijabe ftbrtccnè jefti hie firiwIQigctt .\)ilf3' 
luippcn. r evtidic, Jpnftmibcr, Slanblnavicc it. f. w. in 
vie Wureiweginienter cingccelhi, audj fritte fie Rd) bic 
imd) bic fficjd)nffcnhcit bcS 2onbc3 flcbolciic -valla ju 
eigen geiuadil, |o baft bcrorlige mcrlnflc nicht tnchr ju

Hen.

Sletnc Rtnoc nad) ber vcriimtl)lid)cti Saner b e v 
R r i c g c S beaut trot tele Sr. Cci)b>> batjin, baft nod) 
joiner ‘.Vleinitng bee Rrieg nod; j e I) r I a it fl e 
bnueut iDcrte. „ïüir lônncn eS nuS^altcn. lliifcrc 
iette Orme war fefje out, wit finb aljo vetforqf. 
2ludf Wiunltion Ijabcn wit ecmifl nnb woS febit, knit 
im Rente fclbii croStijt luctbcn. Slmiltlid; mOufebcn 
wir ben Srieben, nber nndi eitiem grubett tint 
kben !Hici3 hnben wir kinc Schnimbi. lint* 
wiifi nub wit nidjl in bieien iiiiS nuf« 
gciwthigteii Sirica gejogcu. Gitte SRiidfefjr ju belt 
friitjeren Ikthaitniffeii ift uatürlid; immôglid). ®ng» 
innb witb wnfjrfdicitiM) eineu giilen Sheil bed frliher 
unb tnltiîf^ên ®ebielc3 aiui'trfocben iiiitffcit nnb uiifcrcu 
SlanimcSgeitoffen, bie uno S>ilfe ocbrmijt Ijabeu, barf 
biefe ÿiije nidjt 311111 Grfiabru cnêfdilnoen. Sa» ift 
andi ielbfivetitaublicb." Sluf mciitcit Kinwnrf, baft bet 
biejige engtiidje Ronfut feine jcjle llcbetjeunuitg au3« 
flciutodjcn tjabe, baft ber R r i c g bi J Oft er 11 be. 
enbigt fein wiirbe, riej Sr. Rcnbv in lebbaftercm 
Sone, «13 cr iftn wiibrenb bet libiigcit llnlcrf)oltnng 
nebrau^t (jatte: Ivoê glaubcn bk Gngïditbcr nidi!
Silks. Shiller woûlc mid) SUeiOnodhUn in i'retorla 
fekni nnb [jat es Heiben loffer.. Git werben pd> and) 
mil iljvcv fjoifttuufl auf bnlbigc S'ecnbimiitQ befl itaflcb 
i#’.ifd)cn."

Sic Jraflc noct; ciueni iniinlidjctt Snlfot bon 
2 a b » I m i i b, R i nt b e r 1 e 1) unb 'DI a f c t i tt fl be* 
nnlwortelc Sr. Oeljbs faft Reiter: Sic Siurcit luUicit 
kincn Slnlng, bie balbiflc (rrobcninfl biefer tVtüVc 311 
wfinfebcn, bn cd ibnen liebet fein inûfek, menu 
bie (htgliitibet iljrc cioencn 2?otrattjc, nl3 bie 
bet 2'ntett oufcifcit wftrbcn. Ilnb emtmnuicii fmttiltn 
fie bodi ni<bt. UOic man 3. ®. IDtafcIiug emieuen 
woDe, fei iljiii unllnr; bcmt bet ?lm6fdnib nn eitglifehcn 
Stuppcn werbe bodi tanin ntcljt nu»iW)ieu, alS bit 
rcculiircn Xnippcn octfjnn (jfiiieit.

„(S;3 ifi biSticr out, (eljr nut GCQanocn”, (0 
fdjleii Sr. Sepbb mil frôler Suoerfidjl feine DJlit» 
tl)cilungcii, ,unb (Jimi witb tins weitee fjeljen. ®3 
wire nod) welter qui geben : beun bnfl Uicifji ift auf 
unfcrct Selle.°

Slur bent lifdie pallet: fidj miitlerioeiic bie Sim 
nielbunoslartcn fleljduff, in bet SJorbaile bc3 Spolaft. 
borelS morteten nod) wenigfknS ein SnVeub Derren, 
bie bille Sc. Grjellen,} iprcWctt tuoBicu, unb fo empfaljl 
id) mid;, bon Sr. 2ci)b-:-, ï erübriocits urn!; mblîogc in 
QJertin jit bleibcn oebeiiti, mil liebeuJwütbiocii 2!(; 
idjicWworkn jut Sljiite oekiict.

liefftrdjtcit feien. r _ r, .,
Lie Si er I it fl c ber 2) nre n gob Sr. Seybo nls 

khr ncriim mi ; bod) nermag audj er mi'.' nad) brin» 
lidjen Vlad.'.nltlcii Pon bee wiiiie vorigeit JU 
filmncii, ha nud) ibm bet telcgtapbiithc SJatchr immbglld) 
GetiiadH ill ,3d) bin £b‘«f°nl"ti{ 3<Hunfl'n «noewkjctt 
i»k c fonte cr, ,mib faun nut bie aikhunaen 
Z-ÀiîSo

cm nnlii<iii|tf).cr wimf"? . ■ fMWS ver-

niuihfiftronihcn Iftiflpcrft d i mb bimn/t.'rl!ijkl:c, ivibei nrad) S<. .'''t 'n ^
nur, >4 firmilccidi, yitifilanb nno JjoRaub .>er<rctu 
inii f-Riik1 bec H'urcu obgefatibl Ijalkn.

Soin RriegSfd)oupln!je.
3efjl tnblid; finb in Souboit amtlidje 9ln<5ntbW) 

chioetvoffcn.
Weiitral Shiller trkgrnpbirl nuS SpenriunuO (rump 

U0»i 27. b. SI.: 'Jindjbcni bit Sruppen SPnrrciib ben 
Splontop mtjgtgcbcii, l)ldt id) rincn jniciteu Sliigrlff 
fiir nnnllij, bruit ber redite ^liigcl ber ynrcit Iff ru 
port, atü hog i-ft ben 'DnrdjL.iid) crjwingeit filnntc. 
ScOhak bifdjluft icf;, bit Ærttppen iindj bent CMctiict 
ffiMid) bed Ttinrln gnrriiljutlrt)cn ; unb Ijcntc 
<27. ^nnitar, frill) » lltji ha Ue Svarrtii fritte îrnppcu 
filblid) heO jyiuffeo tnn’enlrlrff nfjitc cinui ’Diann ver» 
loren JU IjiiUcu.

îüicfer 'Tcpeiebe 1ml Suiter fpAlcv folgenbeit auî» 
jflfirlidjercn Uctldjt foigcii laffen : Sint 20. Saiutav 
itieb SR nr ten ben ficiub Mirttif nnb befeute ben 
iiiblidicn Ramin Pci Safcltoubcd, baft fiefj von Sicion 
$otnc9 uadj oeu iveftlldi non I’ubijhmll) Ikaeiibeit 
$rigclu mis'bchiii. Or hlieb in e»n<r mit brut 
gtiiibe, ber onf citicni Jingc flcinct Ropk8 rinc finite 
Coictiuttn chtHnlP». ®k|e «Jkfliilig worrend mar 
biirdjeiw 311 Ijtilkn, uber fie dgtkk fid, nld)( gum

Weitcten Slormatidj, bn bk fftblidjen Slbljflufle [0 ficil 
finb: fetner fonnte ÎBarrcit fût feine 2lxtiUcric (cine 
wltllmitc Gletliinfl ociuinncn unb eS feljlle an 
SHaffer. Slut j d) w e r e n i f d) I 0 6 I dj mid), ant 
23. b. 'DUG. meme Sufiwtmung bapt ju geben, bah ein 
SI it 01 i f f auf ben S p i 0 n ! 0 p (jcmadil whrbe, 
ber offenbot ber Sdjlftffel ber IButcnflclIiino ifi, ber 
nber bom Slorbcn f)« junonglidjec ift, ai? nom Sûben. 
æatrcit bentflihligk Rd) Sienîlng îlndji bc3 Spiontop, 
fmib cù nber fdjwieno, Rdj jit batten, ba ber UmfrelS 
bed Spiontop ju Qtofj ift unb e3 an Staffer [ci)ll. 
She (jJipfel bcS Qôbeniugeu wntben bann ber. ganjen 
Ing fiber oelialkit geflenuber eincm beiiiacn (Stanaleiu 
jener bes fJchibeS. Unferc SDlnnn|d)tiiten fod)lcn util 
(jtobet Xdmcrkli. ©entrai Si)oobgate, bet bie Xruppen 
auf bent Spiontop bcfebliote, wntbc Berwunbcl; bet 
imd) i()in belt Skfebl iibcriiel)iliciibc Offijier bc|d)lo& 
in bet S.aihl pint 25. b. ÏÏI. bie ©killing nuf ju» 
n c b c n , unb jofl bic Srùppen bot Sagcflanbtud) 
jnriirf. 3d) crrcidjtc bad Sager SBarten? ant SUlotgcn 
be4 25. jrfib 5 llljr unb lam ju bet I’infldjt, baft c in 
j in c i t c r St it g r i f f it u ft 10 8 ware, benn ber 
rcrfiic 'Jlftgcl ber Suren war ju flor!, inn
von unb forcirt 311 wcrbeiu Sd) bcfdjloft bem- 
Had;, bic Iruppctt f ù b I i eft b c & j it g c I n jutild* 
jujicficu. fDk ettciitiiiik SUntrenS ronren ant 27. b. Ti. 
8 llljr WiotflettS ffiblidj beS Sugeta oftne SJrrluft auç^ 
nut eincS IWanneS ober cincS ÿfùnbci unfcrec Slop 
rathe jufanttnenflejogen. SDk iijatfadje, baft bie 
Struppen fo jurfufncjoflcit werbcit tonnten, unb bk 
bortrciflidic Siri, wit fidj uufcrc Iruppcn fdilnoen, ift 
tin genftflcnbet æeweis von iftret guten Sjnltiutg; nub 
baft wir fewer util tinfetcm fdiwetffllliocn îraln 
nnbcldftigt fiber ben Qlnft geften lountcn, bcwelfl, baft 
bcm Sciiibe but ber RricflSlfiihiigkil mtferer Solbaten 
Skfpelt beigcbraiftt ift,

So ctiift bic Rage ifi, Ijat JDulier bod) and) in 
blcfcii ^atjtnngcn bafl jur ®cwol)iih«it geroorbene 
Sluffchncibcn nidjt laffen lOnncn. SJ febli nut nod), 
baft et bett Hâglidjett blWjug olfl elite bejonbere 
$clbentljal ftinflcill. Sit Sonbon wirb ct mil foldjen 
fjluiilerekn fein ©Ind incftr l)aben. Sie Skvôlktuttg 
lucift acfdjeib.

Sius bem Shirtnlagcr bei SJlobbcrfpruit iit ber 
9idfje Von Vabljfinitl) Wirb miter bcm 25. Jauuar go 
melbct: Xie ^nh1 ber tobteii, bic bie (Sugldnbcr 
geftern auf bcm Sd;lad)tfclb jnrildlieficit, betraql 1500. 
Slultcr foil Vmt eittan fpicbcriiiifnÜ betrofjen, nber 
bercits wieberhergeftdlt (tin.

®a$ Ô a it p i e t g c b 111 ft ber Wen RAmpfc if. bet 
01 ft ct j 11 g & 1111 e r 3 liber ben 111 0 c I a. Samlt ift 
bk Sage in Staial cutfdjiebeii unb ber SitIjaij bon 2abp« 
fnilil) jur Unnibglldjteit getvotben. Ser 3dbl)err, bet 
uadj hem Ikbcrnang fiber ben Xugcln att bc[|cn ndtb.- 
lidjc! lifer fcineti Solbakn in eineut I'lttnccbefehl 
ba3 SUorl jurkf: .debt (jicOt c-3 fein 3utücf tncljtl* 
l;at (cine ganje Operation aufgcgebcit unb ift ftcilfroT), 
baft matt iljit mibcpcnigt hat aubtfidcu laffen, nad)bent 
er cincit flatten Slnfall voti Ranotienficber ju Ober* 
fteben gefjabt balk. ®a3 beukt ouf fftrditer» 
11 ift c • il e r 111 (i c bin, ftbev ivcMe bk fBlclbungen 
nod; ein WvbllbueiibcS Sdjivclgcn bcobadjkn. 
Snr Sictflilrluiig beiin Sturm auf © p 101110 p ninrcit 
ïtiippen non Scueral Sijltlclon beranflepgeu, 
bie bats frfiliinmftc Stucr niiSjubalten fallen. 'Dian 
barf bcflUrla fein, 311 crfaljten, wa3 ilbcrljanpt 
no<b mi ftriippen gebovnen ifi. (Stfi bann 
hlfit Rd) bk gauje îragiveilc bet Wcbcrianc ilbctfcTjcii. 
©er 2 a n b c 3 V c r t ft c I b I g u 11 g 3 a 11 ê f tft u ft ift ant 
Soitiiabctib in Rouboii jiifamnicnoetrciw. (Sr ivicb 
Ivkbcr pupictcne S'cfdjlftfk gcfoftl hubcit. '.’I dj I 
SDiviHoncit — mit feht bc|<ftrllii!kt ©Iflrfc — tttiucn 
bie Gugliiiibct (ibcrftatipl nut atiftrcibeu. Ç Ruf bnuott 
Hub betnidikl obet tali gcflcRt.
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irtiwinia m um îMlanbe tin Beifct» «nnx .. B&t“ ol8 bafelm unter bet à lf« 

lleiuhoolerei mfiglld) war. Wu| ben Hefi e± 
find bet beutfebe Scebonbel, oIS bos nL® v 
Ju ben Sf^n 51oy0|eoH& (on 3 

woltige burdj bie S?ontincnia(fpcnc Gnatanb ben"
Cebensnem jit burd)fd)nciben net|S. <S 
nbet and) in btefen uûten 3abtbunbertën
^nitron unb Unurné&nuuioMuft bit bent £ 

Jluftenocinoljner fctneoroegg gefdjrounben war, baê 
bt veueu ber JJMbrnrf unb bie Nantit mH 
ber Shulmunii unb entier fid) bem nenen Betfeljrê» 
cbcn juwaubten, bog arts bet CoMôiung bet Union 

Uom eiitopSiidien SDhiitedonbe jn etblfifjcn Derfp>aA.
unb (eft finb bote fflerbinbungen aefÆlofïen 

luotbeii, btc fuf) fpSter otohartig cnnuidcit tjabcii.
(Sdjfuh joint.)

^eftÇfrtflnrtDme bf3 „5iitttb<!sraiQ“.
Bon u n i e r m c i g c n c n n u 4 X r a n 6 b a a I

c n t j a n b t c n nt i I i 1 fl 111 d) c n !S e r i cf) t ■ 
e r ft a 11 c r.

Durban, ben 2. Sannar 1900.
.... .Unb bett etftctt Gngldnbcr, ben Sie fangett, 

fdjiden Sie unS, bitte, bierfjet 1*
3d) nerlptatfi and) boê umü, mit bcntfclben crnflen 

@eftd;t, mit bem id) un>fi(,lige Wnf.djtêfaricn auê abet 
§etrcn Sfinbcm botte ücripre$en mfiffen.

Det 3ug (elite fidj langiam in Bcroegung. 5)lo^ 
ein letter @nt6, unb fiinter mit lag fftr lange Scit, 
sieUeidjt (nr immcr, bie ©atnijou mcincS licbcn alien 
(JlcBimtntS.

Die jweitfigige JDafjnfabrt ift fiberflanben, ber^adt 
i’t baS @ef4tei bet neapoiitanifdjcn ÿfinbfet unb 
Drofdjfenfulidier, unb ber „BunbeSraii)' glcitct fang* 
fam, bon bem ita(ieni(d)en Soolfen geffifjrt, auê bem 
©olf uon Sieopel binauB in bas ofjenc ®leet...........

Daê 3iel unfcrct Sicife, bie Delagoafioi, folltc am 
nidjflcn Xagt erreidjt roctbcn. SJiBfjet batten roir nadj 
SCodjcn uno Dagen gerc4nct; jept jif)ltcn wit ua« 
gcbulbig bie ©tunben, bie wit nod) auf bcm Sdjiff ju* 
bringen follten, alB unS cine Uebena(4ung berciict 
Wbe, 0u( bie Wit niebt acredjuct flatten.

©S mar am 27. Dcjcmber, JladimittagS 5 U^r, alS 
am Çotijout ein PriegSfdjiff auftou^te, roeltfieS feinen 
sTurô birefi auf unê na&m unb, nâf)er fjetangefommen, 
bie englii4e Slagge IjiSle, gleidjjeitig mit bem Signai: 
...Sioppcn Sie nnb broken Sie fofort beil’ GS roar 
ber engliidje Siren jet 2. SUoffe .SDlogicicnne", ber, role wit 
fpâter erfubven,unS bitt bereits feit jtoei Dagen aufiancrie. 
flurj barauf flieg an' Borb ber .’magicienne* tine 
meifee INoudiroo.te auf, unb ein btimpfcr Donner, bet 
joatrnenb betû&erUang, betegrie un3, bafj bie Euffotbe* 
tung ernft gemeiut fci.

SBir brebten bei unb fatten jeljn iPilnulen '1er 
jaci engliiie Seeoffijicrc an Borb, roeld,i er* 
flfirlen, bie Babung auf Slriegêfonlreboribe untenuiten 
ju mfiffen. Gin SBrotefl unfereS ftopUfinS root felbft* 
terfifinbli4 etfolgfoê. So lagen wit biB neun U^r 
SlbenbS unttjatig nor Slnfer unb Ile&en un6 boh ben 
2Denen fjin unb bet roctfen.

Da bie Gnglfinbermit iljrer Unlerfucfjuna nod) nid)t ju 
Gnbe ronren, brang RapitSn IZBeibtom unler ©inrocts auf 
bic on Borb befinblidje ®oft entrgi!4 ouf gortiepung 
ber îafirt, bie t4licfjli« nad) Bielcm ôin* unb S>er* 
teiegrapijhen jroifdjen ben beiben englifdjcn ©ffijiercn 
unb bcm flreujer beroifiigt wurbe.

2Bit beljicllcn jebodj bit btlben Dffijiere unb tinige 
engliidje Wlntrofcit an Borb.

81m n!id)fien SJlorgcn motile eê baê Unglûcf, ban 
nitler ber Cabung tine nihe ’»>' i ~ Dicr.~ 
nciucbrcit gefunben wurbe. COicbct beoonn ein 
XelcgrapWrcn fterfibev nub Ijinfibcr, «elcfieê 
boniil cubigte, baft ein Difijicr umt ber 
an Borb fam mil ber OTiiiljeihntn : ©cm flommanbeut 
o er m u the ftricgSfonlrcb.mbe an Borb beê .BunbeS* 
rail)" nnb mfiffe bnS Sdjiif bcSi;alf> mit nad) ®mbait 

"'^Dcr nbernmIS erbobene B.tolcfi J'nfereê 

blteb roicbctnni ccfolgloS, ebenio rociug w.. . m0|j 
le|}en bet IM<>^ »'"> “
nt Souvcnjo WlnrqiiC3 9e, " ‘"l Dk m|ntlnelolbnlcn 
Bclngitng non own 'ÿlf®
an Bmb, bic gjimthion, Ucficnfimilic(<,^ |irf (ingcridjlct 
miiurndjlcn unb fid) Mb bei uni t)ii"s|W c,"“

OCHI iQorbcr* mW .’Qhilcrb«} J1'!^ nub^b! 
ftolj it ci" ’M1'” mil gelabciicni ®c W 1 SJ j 
.,} (no mil cinem Sdilngc icin' I'tcflW nn 
mifcfei' l011^ nll"‘
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m ûD8enl'“,re enfrtftuiifl fiber bie unetlStU 
Sift’ Uki^pofl * (Jlaggc
K ®eult4e na<$ bie BeMfimung fiber
X®, ?°e t(' in tter$“ bie ni<fil»utid)en Baffa*
fl'«e (oft einfnmmtg non ber Unwabrfieinlidjfeh eineS 
enersddien MuftretenS bet beut(4en Steglcrung biefet 
ncuen enghfdjen Slitmagung gegenfiber fpradjen.

®Ial half eî, bofe »ir bem enlgegenjutreten Ver* 
juaUea unb uerfieberte , el wcrbc ftrenge 8ied)tnf4aft 
geiorbert wetben; lonnten u>ix bod) felbft nod; ben 
betonnten Borglngcn bei Samoa tamn baVon fiber* 
«ugt fein.

îob toit weber bie .Sdbwatbe*, nodi ben .Ronbot", 
bie beibe in ben ffibafrifaniftfeen ©ewfiffcm (tolionirt 
(ein follen, ju ®cfi4t betamen, ift ein bcbaucrildjcr 
Sufofi.

So tamen wir benn om 29. Dejentbcr DJlitlagS, 
bic munter im SBinbe flatlcenbe Blcldjê • Ui oft • Staoee 
bod) am Wlaff, alô „Prlzo of rvnr”, rote eS om nadgfien 
Inge mit fettcn Bitdiflabeii im .Slntol abvetlifec" ter* 
tûnbel tourbe, nor Durban on.

G8 mot ein falter, Itiibcr, tegnerifcber Dag, 
ein ridiligeê beulfdeS fyrbftmeller. BJIt mublcn 
aufterbotb bet Qafenb nor Sinter geljcn, too 
bereitë cine gante B(ngablf burdj grohc, aufgc* 
malic SRummern fcnntlidje engliidje 2iuppen*îranê* 
potlfdjiffc bor Sinter tagen. Die bô4flc Summer, bie 
id, fab, roar 09. 3m §a[cn felbft ftanb bidjt Shaft 
an SDIaft.

Sim Siathmihag beSfeiben Xagcô fam bob Driippen* 
tran§portfd)iff Sit. 3, .Jlioaba*, non Gnglaub mil 31 
Cffijieren unb 1265 æîann 3nfanteric on. Slopf on Ropf 
fionben bie cngli|$cn Solbaten bichlgtbrângt on Both, 
roàbrenb bet Siegen fioti'dicnb oui ibre bfinnen, fur 
beratlige SBinerungGocrljHtniffe nidjt bcrcdmeieu flofh 
îlnjügc niebctfiel. Kud; bic ,9!ioata' mujtle, Wie wir, 
bie iHac^t fiber nor bem S?afcit liegen bieiben.

Em 90. Blittogê rourben Wit bmdj einen Heinen 
SJkgietungôbampfer in ben &af;n gclcitcl unb 
— roar eS gufatl ober Slbfic^t? — Borb 
an Borb mit cinem auS BucnoB Wire? an* 
gefommencn Ddifen « Drnnlport « Dampfet veranfett, 
bet toenig ongenebme Scrfidjc auêftrômle unb uni mit 
ïliûicnen non jjlicgen bcgliidte.

Die engllfdjcn Boffogiere burften baê Sefiiif ber* 
faffen, unê Deutzen wurbe fheng nerboten, baê Sanb 
ju belreten.

3lod) on bcmfclbcn D'age mutben bem beulfden, 
ôfierreidjifefjen, fronjofiftfjen unb porluQiefifrfjen flon* 
fuiafe Sef4roerbcn feitenê bet Boffagiere cingerei$t.

2Bie ein Grtrobidit beS „?loial Bletcutp* bom 
2. Sanuar 1900 melbel, fjaben bie porlugiciUdjen Stauf» 
leuie bon Snutenjo SDIarquej infolgc bet ffljegnatjme 
beê „Bunbeêrotb* tclegtoptiifdj beim flônig bon 
Portugal glcidjfailB protcfiirt gegen tiefeê Ebf^ueibcn 
iljrct Ccbcnêmiheljufubr (against these stoppages of 
food supplies).

81 tn nUdiflen SWotgcn erljieltcit wit bie ctfreuiidje 
HRhlflciiung, ba& unjer ftonjul eê burdggc[e()t fjatie, 
bog audj wit Deut[4cn an 2anb gejen biitfen.

SHO f!4 bie 9iod;rid)t bon unferer SInfunft 
in ber Stobt uerbreitet balie, [irbmten non 
fiüb biê fpdt tine ®lenge Sieugletlger Ijerbei, um 
bic gefongenen „Dtonôeaai>®oluntcer5“, non bencn 
bit Beitimgen gu beridjten toubten, anguflaunen. GS 
ift ein UBunber, ba& man niefit ju G b, ten biefcS etflcn 
Gtfoigeê bet englif4cit æoffen bic ©iabt illuminirt 
unb in ben S^uien ben Unlerriefit bat auS oOen 
faffen.

Elie jebn SDlinufen erfebeint tin neuer SImaleur 
ober 2Jetu[S«!pbolograpb, unb id) fiberlrcibe nitbb roenn 
id) beijaupte, in nicinem ganjen Ceben uidjt fo oft 
pijofogropbirt worben gu fein, wic bier felt bem Dagc 
unferer Slnfunft.

Die wunberbarften ©etiidjle laufen in ber Globi um; 
bolb fmb in ber tonbenfirten ®liid| SPatroncn 
gcfunbcii Worben, boib bat man im flabetonm 
ein grofieb Sager Uon ©emebren unb Sfanoncn culbedt. 
„2I)C 91alal SUitncfj" lucifj alS DieuefteS ibren t'efern 
3U betidhen, bob 7000 Mattel ffir bie IBurcn.Sitmee 64 
an 18otb beidnben.

Dâglidj luildjit bie SJicnge ber 'Jicugietigen, 
bie ben 5)of:n unb baS Sdjiff beiagetn. 
Gliieu befonberen Sport madjlen einIge cnglifdje 
Solbnten bnrauS, nuf unê !f)o|[agiere mit 
Sicilien gu loetfcit unb hub liehcnSnifirblgc 
lOciiictfiiugcn jujiirnfcii, twit benen „brggnr" nod) cine 
bn: bmtiHlofcflcn war, bis fid; bev ju uu8 mt Bmb 
foniiiinnbiric ciigllfdjc Dffijlcr cnlfdjlofj, jwcl bon biefen 
XnpfctM nnclhen unb ber Jfoiiunnubnnlur jiifilijreu su 
înffcit.

Hilal btefen Braoen an Xopferfeit not bent Sclnbe 
biêbcr geftbh, bat Mtlnen fie Ijier in bet Stabt bw4 
riipcltjofte? ffle':agen erftpett pt tnoflen. Dljne jebc 
ntilltfirildic Saining, in (dinuipigcn, lfibcrli4m Uniformtn 
bumnttfn fie, mit ibren SpnjIerflJrfcn tun lid; fndjielab, 
In ben Strobtn ober tilinmein fld)< bie $<lnbe in ben 
fcofcnlaftlicn, bic Belite anf Stftblcn imb Iifrf)cn, tfjcil* 
Wctfc bclrnnfcn, in ben SJarS unb Drhif-SiooinS Ijerunt,

Dropbtm id) feborf barauf geadjiet ^abe, fjabe id) 
nidjt tin einjigcB ®lat geitben, ban eê Ginent Von 
itjrtcn cingefatlen ware, bel îlnntiQcrimg cincS Difljictê 
citie Gfrteiibejtugung ru madjtn, ober and) nut cine 
einigetmofetn entfptcdjenoc Sjallung cutjtincQuicn. Die 
Dffijiere mad)*n im ©egenfab $u ben 3)lctniif4nfien 
dnen |cf)t gulea Ginbrud, roic au4 bie Dffijiere, bic 
bienftlid) bei un8 an Borb ju fljttn fiabcn, in jebtr Be* 
jiebung iitbcnêwüxbig unb enigegenfontmenb fmb.

3m $aftn ift cin |ef)t rcgcB niilitSrifcljcS Sober, 
gaft tâgli4 foninien nene Druppen an, bic fofort mit 
ber Gifenbabn nad) Cabpfmitb toeiler befôtbcrl roctbeu. 
SJlcincr SdiSpung nadj fmb in ber futjcn Beit, bic 
wit filer liegen, 3 biê 4000 ilJlann Snfantctle nnb 
UauoUetle abgegangen.

®JaB in einigen SchungSbetitfiten von cinet gcbrftdten 
Slintniung bet inS Sdb abgebenbett englifdjcn Ituppen 
gefagt worben ift, Ijabe id) f)ier nidjt beinetfen fônncn. 
2m Scgcitifieil. Stic SBagciiftnficr finb mit §e(m 
jrfjwcnlcntcii uub Surraf) tufcnbe.it Soloaten bid|l be* 
febt. G8 ift gettau baêfclbe niuniere, friegetifdje Bile, 
wic wit e5 bel unfetn fafjrlidjen gro&cn Xtnppen* 
IranSporfen ju ben ÿcrbflmanôvcrn gcroofjnt finb.

Die SlaM Durban ooct fport 3iolal ift eine voH* 
flünbige ©ro&ftabt mit onSgcptagi afrif<uti|4em 
Gbaraftcr. 2?ian fantt Slunben lang bic Strngcn 
burctwanbcrit, ofjne ft4 miibe ju fefjen an 
biefent wunbetbaren ®enii|dj tnobcriiffct curopfli* 
(diet flullut unb c$t afrifanifdict lltiufidjfigfeil. 
Sieben ber jwcifiôdigcn ÿfcrbebaljn unb cinet Slttjabl 
Drofdjfcn bilbcn ein ctenfo bclicbleS Wic originalité 
DefôtberungGmiliel bic fogen. Siiiridfdjmoê, lel^tc, jroct* 
tâbrige, elegante BJagett, bic von jc cinem Rnffct gejogen 
werben. Die f^warjen Rctfc [atifcu mit ibtet mandjmal 
nidjt lci$tcn Soft in eiuem Dempo bntd; bic €lraf;en, bah 
monajet Berliner -Xrojdjfcngaul fic baruut beneiben fbnntc. 
Drci&ig biS Vietjig ffllinuttn lang gebt çê oft in cinem 
Dtabe, ofcne boh man ben Ccutcn eine befonbere 8(n* 
ftrengun8_anmerlt. Sie bilben gewiffttmcfien tine 
uejonbete Bunft unb ftagen-.alS {ibjti$cn i&teê 
Stances eincn eigenatllgcn iriegetiidjen Jlopfpuh, 
roie ct bei i^ren roilbcn Stammcêgcnoffcn bei flriegê* 
idugen unb Jlriegêjfigen mit juin Utiegêfdjmud gcfjôct. 
ffiewôljnlidj fïnt> ti ein, jwei ober brci Od)[cnf)ôtncr, 
ait benen ïlancfie noth lange bunic Bdiibcr befeftigt 
tjaben obet bidjle buutbcmaltc geberbûfibe, bie fie 
mit Bânbcrn auf bem Slopf befeftigt fjnbcru Uni 
bic flnbdjel ber nadten Bcinc trager. ffliefe 
nodj brci biê bict Sleiben auê Bcft geflodjtcner 
fllappen, bie bei jebcm Xritt ein lauieê 9tafd)e(n oer* 
utfadieit.

Gê finb faft auênabmôloê fjfibf^c, Itâfligc, put gc* 
wacfifcnc Scute.

3m Ucbrigen Itagen bie flaffern hier fâinmllidj 
eutopâif4c Jlleibung. Blandje fcljen fognt tabclloê 
auê unb man lônnte fie, ofjnc bah fie auffallcn wiirben, 
in bie .Sticbtichftrahc' verfehen, nicnn fie weih roâren 
unb — Stiefel iragen Wfitben.

©eut).

^its ^tuttfl, unb cîefieH.
Sum „9lotbflanb ber prenhif-.ben Unitwrfilite* 

Bibliotljc ten".
Blan fdjrcibt 11118 Su bem beaibltnêroerlheu 

Wuffap liber but ,91ot()flaiib ber preuhifdicn Unieerfilûtê* 
Bibliotbefcn" von Ut. iit 9!r. 20 biefer Bcilaae vom 
25. 3anuat b. 3. lin» im Snicrcffc ber Berliner 
llnioerfiiai unb Ihret ffllbliolljef einige bcridjllgenbe 
Bcmerfungen «forberlidj.

Dcr Berfaffcr niciut, bah ber ?hi|djafjung5fonb5 
biefer Bibiioitjef niebiget angcfei't wcvbcii fônue, alê 
ber filminllidjcr fibtlgen preuhifdicn Uniucrfilfitê* 
Bibliotlielcii, ba bie Berliner Uitivcriildlê«Biûllohjcf ciel 
wetibbonetc fiinidneicniplare cttjâh, alê bic ûbrigen, 
ba fie mit beu Ccijriweden ber ll"ivcr[ilfit 311 bienen 
fiat, wiiljrcnb bie Ubrigen nud; Brouinjialbiviiolfjefcn 
fmb, bn fie cnblid) burdj bic nui fclficn Cri befinblidje 
nrOblc RilliHoiljcf beê Vnitbcê, bie fûnlglldjc Bllnlolhef, 
In bev Gtjfiniing iljrct '.’liifgnbc cmlnfiet ivlrb. Die 
llljotiadjen felbft flub ridjllg, ©erv 8t. nïictidjâgt nber 
iljrc Drogwcitc lmb ct ûficrlicljt iwllfoiiuncii gewiffe im eut* 
gcgcugcfcvtcit Sintic wirfcitbc inibbicVInforbeiungctt au bic 
Bctlincr ®ibholt)Cl fteigernbe iUlonftnic. Dcr 5Bev4 
bev iillidijtlid) in bic Bibliolfjcf lutfgcnointnciicn 'Bfihljl.: 
cîtimplat'c nnS ber iflrouiitj Bïmibciibino ift um
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^nansgefirt: «Jâeinrid) ^tippter, Ssrlm.
etnjiio'n «Kùata Mt QsoOifioa In 3thucô bqJ aCt ,1
«u-en.7nJ-.ircoEf |u» son 10 «r fcic igt» । 
fphcr.t bolondulU A &’.t 5aurtHftun:|ri«n) vah J J

Hr bit 3grf?oUtnt gtilt an bmrjufitrt er<2t an. 9

V;Ju h' «.octri.n ’

für Oie Qeûitôefm ouw Bfdnûe

•b

I

$

37 ikrfin, jlliffiuodi tien 14. feBruQt 1900. 20. Safitgang

3uut ^tat ber 
n.

Etna roit itn etîten Zpeiï biefer Grôrterungen bet 
iietwaltung toit ©eutfcpofiafrita cin Hoblicb fingen 
lonnten, io nififfen mit fût 2ogn leiter einen ûber» 
and trfibfcligen Ginbrud fcflftcllcn, ben pict bet 
^audpallvptan mod;!. 3n ©euiidjoftofiila paben fidj 
itoB bed futtpiboten ÇungcrjcpreE tic Giunapmen 
aud bet CcnbeStcntallung etpeblid; gefteigetl, 
roeil piet enblidj bie 'J^djlc cmer jepiuàbtigen, 
loenn aud) opietteidgen, ïcwitipfdjaftuiig 311 tcifeii bc» 
ginnen. ©et (hat ren logo licictt cin lüilb tes 
Di û ri j d) t i 11 î. l’îewiB ifi nidilô bagtgen cinjuroenben, 
roer.it lie ,(rinnapmen“ auû gôllcn um beinubc ein 
Siebcntcl getinger angcnomnicn teetben, nicntt bet 
IiKibittnittrctitag ter leptcn trci SaPte ein fo un» 
gimftigtd Ctgcbnic liefctt. Slber leibet liegt biefeni 
IHûdgang niai nut bad oucp fût CpaftiL’ 
fo l'erpangnifetone .Itorfcniol)t•, ionbetu eà 
licgcr. p 0111 i i dj e i-crpâtlnifjc 3U (Srunbe, bie 
311 btjeiiigen tcbet ber (tint nod; bie îcnlfettift 
itgc:ibrctld;c üerfudjc aufitcifcn. Sdjott im uorigen 
ÿaudpaùivian mat bic (hroattung ou^efBtodjtii, bap 
bai- ooii atantreico enuotbcnc t e d) i c ’DI 0 u 0 » Il f c r 
btn Serfepr peb'en irùtbe. Ilnfcre Scfet roetren fit!) 
aber cmfinr.cn, bap nit biefe GrrnngcnMaft bed mi» 
glûdlidjcn Ifiarifet ï'Ctlrogô uon votnljcrein nid 
actlplod Icjeidinct paben, la fid; bie bculfdje 
flou ir.ijfion limer iadjvetfiànligct WliiWirfunfl bed 
£'aiii l'opjcn bctanullid; mil bem .SIiiBufct* bc» 
gniigie, bie cigcntlid;e Tlûn ung aber, b. p. bic Ccnnutig 
bet rotgckgcrtcn Capune jut Sec auf beieen Sciten 
beu utaiijoicii iibctlicp. HUit itaren bcôpolb niait cc» 
flainii, im Sabccdbctiifil ciuc Jefiftcüung lcd et» 
toactcteii SJctteptôaufldntungd 311 uermificn. floutiid) 
abit uiutpct ci an, menu fidj biefclbc Hikiiluiig worl» 
getreu im bieoiSprigen Giat luiebctfimei.

iBlel fdjhmmcr uodi, alo au ter Cfigtenic bcî 
îogojtbidi-, wo bic 5ton.iofen iinjctc aiaaroatn finb, 
üei.n tic Vaiitcldtcrpâlinifie an bet Hücftgrciljc. frier 
pci bie -.nglifdjc Dlcjetung für bie llcl'crjai)ti oui bad 
Unie (ici tfd;C) Æe>lta»Ufcr cm fo popco /caljtgclb" 
eingeifibr, baÿ bet Hlctfept fiber ben ilolta ia|t cin» 
ûcldiafcn ift bad Ham en ton Sais cm ccuifrotu llfct
bot bie ingliid.c ''.epicimm cninur, imicrfagi. H'ciccd 
finb p a 11 b c l s p 0111 i f d; c fi a m p f m i 11 c I
b 1111 a l fi c r Si 11, bie in tteiteten Slieilcn

Hub tennod) tentebcfaitnt 
Spur

ju !ciu pcrbicncn.
__ ______ ... tiuliftpen §ân;lct 

.ul’critpucmnien* ungefirafl bai bcitlitpe Sdnipgcbiet 
unb Iringen bic t’onte-.prol ulic, befonterd Ûlunimi, jur 
euglifriicit ïloltamfinuutGl Solacn iictlidltuiffcn gegcu» 
ûber motbi ci» cuitii iepr cigruatngcn lîinbtud, roctm 
ter biingeiib noiliige U a n b u n g s ft e i g, fût ben 
Won im ootlgtn Gtat Buuuu Siiml auo» 
gewotjcn itatcit, bicomaf tou bet lüiltflüdic

bon Oicgeitroe br : dit

rcridmuntai ift! Hub um tab HHIb ju ocr» 
beUfiAiibioeii, i)0( 0|l(i) MK pet [(jj011 im uonucn
.vautbahoplau uornefcheitcn Hktfimtung ber £diupiriippe 
uni lot» 'iinnu Htbfinib gcnoniiitcii inib Bielinepr cuieii 
tftijle» nnb oui Hntctoffijictc In Vibncng gclicHi. 
’Jintiiiiid) ,oi;gcfld)iî ber oubaticttib inetiht en ater» 
liblnrifie Im érijuVgcbler. (14 tetfdilâgi and) un» 
Wfclncnb iildjlb, taü Im ïlorbgeblci gnitjc iiôHcrjdiaficn 
tauni c:f| bdainit pnb, unb bnü lin tiljlen HJerinjlojatjr 
ciné ber ntn pinjugcirclcncn ïatitotieit ait mil ÏL'niieii. 
tcionlt fjat ;ur fHnijc ( tbradd inctben tufiffen. Siiup 
tie ri il iiitjlid) ringtlrrieue IGctgtibctllUfl W 6tuiu« 
CtbieiO uni cillai icn;l uolkcldicit Âljcil lev biSljciigcn 
i.'iciiitalci! éjouc" bat jeuc licbciiilinje Wiafiugcl nui.i 
J'ciliintai, 9ii:r ..fût ttfpctiiioucn unb Stniioiiin"

.ni ui.iu ni t 'ic tinnuiçiiing l-uflcpCIll'ir 1 often Von 
1 niuüij'n;. .■ii.ucniorfcn -- inng unit bic 'llolisciiiupi'C

mie fübtenbcd l'oit im Canbe umperiiepen unb „ï«« 
roallen" belfen ! . . ,

Hilatt tanu fief; augcridjt? biefer cufidUtgcn Glat* 
aiiHtellung beî Giitbtudi uiept enlfdjlagcn, bap wit e5 
bier mit since Ceiiiuitg jn tpun pabeit, bte an tic 
fdiiiminfien Seiun ber .Siéra flalifet' eriiincrt. xo» 
Sdiuljflcbiet ifi faft um bie .ijSlfle tergroBCtt. bte 
fleurit fflobietêtL'ciie nod) uolltommen bcé europaifdten 
(jinfluffeô migemobnt, aie r.euca Hlemopiter juin 
xhcil auîgefvrodjen ftiegeti|d) — nnb benuoq 
pat man gegiaubl, mit cina ïletinorberung 
ton nut 15 tW SJ!, aicidjéjuldiub auïtommen ju 
mùffcn. ©a3 loini nut ouf fteften ter allgcmeiitcn 
Stdxrliei: im Sanbe unb bet wnlpitpafilidjen Ont. 
roidlung gcfdjcben. Ziiit unifirn ober otiiicpmcii, bau 
biefe jdimcren tUetcuicn bem lÿouuctncnieni uon ©ogq 
oôllig oenraut loaten. ©ann ip alfo nut iipcierlei 
môglid) : entircber pat man cl) mil 1er berhilitoniBbcucn 
Süigfi cor parfainénlarVécn Slngtipcn roegen ter nottilgen 
'J'Icpriorbetungen jù tbun, alfo mil bafeiben flran. 
loùgtcit, tic Wie cin Slip oui ber langcn Ikriobc bcô 
©r. Uctiicrjticn dlcguneiiiî- laiicte, o.er man gicbl ba3 
Logogcbiet altniâbtid; prêté, ohne biefe Tcnbcn; fijou 
jipt ucrratben ju looltcn! §f.r ben legtercn àaü 
œollen mit uns treilceer HJcrimitpungcn enipaltcn: follte 
ta? îogogcbict eineî ©agc5 an Gnglanb fallen, io 
roirb cî ja uoeb auf bic Glegcniciiiiing onlontmen, 
bic uno geboten wirb. (sine tüciiirdjtung ober tùnuen 
mit ni^t unltrbrûden : bet ticpetige Qionscnieut Bon 
Togo ift anfdieincnb jum Hlatpfolgct beô vertu ton 
$uu{amer in S'eaincruu aujàfcpcn — wir jroei’cln 
nadi bet udlltg ncgatiBCn (ïntroidlung ton Sage fept 
etniilid) boron, ob Sjctt ftbplet ber jur Jînmctnn 
burdiauS nôtpige cncrgifdjc Sliaun ift, bet tic 
gronen Cpfcr, bie îtiinicttin tied) cijorbern 
roirb, glcidj Irdflig bem dtoloiüalblnttor gcgenûiict 
aïs itôiplgenfnüî tem bparltin-.cnt gcgcnûbcr tetitctcrt 
luirb. Unb bann nerf; cin lîutioium: and) im àltd« 
Mjiiü ter 2cut!d)cn llotoiiiafgefchitpait pct man ben 
îojo»Gtot abfilllig (rttifirt, banned) bal fid) and) ein 
iiertpcISfger çcinnbcn, natùriid) — ÿcrr HJopjcu, nnb 
rictcr fiai anicpciitcub Cbctmaffet bepaltcn. Sicdjt be< 
Seiipitcnb.

Sum StpiuB natp einige SDotte iiüct ben Gtai ju 
S il b » c ft a f t i 1 a ! Jlkc Ci tei bem l'paraftct bed 
(Soiiverrciirî- Seulrcein pu ctroarlen roar, pat bic,'et autp 
in bieicm S.ipr cinc roicpt;otbcrimg fûr ten Dleicpd* 
sufepuf; ttidn tetineibcit 311 ioiicn gcglonbt, obipohl aud; 
ipnt bicier Siprut ftpioerlid) tcionbcrc ©tpnlatitât im 
$arlainent ciiiltcgsn roirb. Hliir paben ünfcrerfeitô 
nitrb [djon in ftupctcit SaPrcn beu üiinnfd) nu5gc« 
fpteden, baft ber nn(;riuibciiiiid) pope Suidiup — ei-finb 
jipt iibcr 7 aiiiUioutn lüiuit — jitp cnbiiri) Bettingctn 
miid)ic HUir miiffen aber geftepen, bap bie geivnlttgcit 
ïltilugen, roie bie Hliafferftauc, ber H'apnban nnb bet 
Çaicnjroit Swatopnninb, in bet ©pat jo ungeroipn- 
lid)t 3otberin:«;i tcd,tjetitgcn. Eit mütpien fagot 
reupen, pnrldiiii,! ondj ben un ÿunipaliîplaii bebtnllidj 
ofl uorloiuihtiiten ietmeri „(mi|ilg fotifollcnb" cuvas 
fputfainer 311 uctrociuen. (îb tbnnic bod) fept gui 
uutioinmçn rup ber Rorlfull nod) cin Salir auf fi.p 
H’obkh. Itcfis, 3m (ÿaiijcn jeigt and) ber fftbmeit= 
a’ti(anud:c (Mal beu Sug wlilliftliaflUdjcr jorlfd tiltc, 
boa (mntcitbc 9<cd;n:;nfl?,iabr bûtfic in biefee .^inftrfat 
befoiibcrù itbciiiiingouotl roerben.
v J'e2ct 5liaui[d)on unb bie Gübfee gepeu luit für 
buomal putroeg. Hilaptfipcinliif) biclct bic 3lcid;êtaii3» 
vcrponblimg Slnfap, baron) sutùtQulouiutcii.

. liions Slrirgd(d)aiiplal)c
mgiii îstittg nene Slmlirirfjktt bor. 2i»t3 
Oui'g nicibcl bn3 „!)(. tü." Pont 91 c u 5 »

9)iüiUhu ;

frobtirt? unb » a fl a t b« n e tf, jwci qjlüçe, port 
loeldjcn bic i'itrcn am Sonnabcnb OioHt? etgrincir 
baiton, finb wiebet bon ben b r j t i f d) c n Ituppen 
beieçt worbett, narrer, ber Seinb bind) cmé fjeitigc 
ISefdiicBiing batau-5 oerttieben root: en ift.

Siéer bie ôrotoe bal niefit lange gebauetf. Ginc 
jtveiic Siairiibt bedfefôen SButeauô bom glciien Sage 
befagl: ©le Surcn paben peutc bie b r i t i f d) e n 
HJ or p often an ber 2C e ft i l a n ï e luieber 
s u r û à g e b r d n g t; i d ni m 11 i d) e HJ orp often 
non HJaflarbSnet unb ÿob!itl*-miU [mb nad) ’Dlaebets» 
farm jurüdgegangen. ©ie Gngfüubet erlitien 
einige Hietluile ; Ginstlpeilcr. feplen nodi.

51 u ifj bic b t i 1 i i rb c n Z r.n p p e n bet 
S 1 ingéréfontein rourbeu gesNungcn, 
f i d) nad) 31 c n 3 b u t g 5 u t û ri 3 u j i e p e n , bit 
b i e b r i t i f d) e û ft l i d; e 5t a n t c b e b r 0 f) l 1 |t.

Su Himbcrlep
ficpt eô orfenWr fepe fdileœr. ©ie 9îqpt>iitg»ntiiiel 
nnb aujçeiioiigen nnb e-3 foil cine ungepeuve Sicro» 
(id) le it lu oct Stabt hetrfdicn. Ter „Süncd' trirb 
nom Scbninr gcinrltet: ©ie Z'efcticÈung 
bauert in l;ef;iger Ecifc foet unb riditet bettê.djt = 
1 i d) e n S ri) a b e n an. Gin, Eetbct tourbe gctôbtet, 
cin anbercr ucrrauiibet,

Jlotûtùd) peiKt ci roiecer, bai; cm eniiiÿfpiicner 
©etfud) 511m Gnll'op bet Gtabt gemadn roerben foil.

3m Huger hcr ÿnren.
Ter aiculcrfcbc Jtcrrcjponccnt in 3tehbî6l:rg tek» 

gtappitt, baft cr cine llntetrcbiing mil eiitein a 11 ft 1 a . 
Fi [4 en S o r r e j p 0 u 0 e n te n Ijake, wcldjcr ba3 
tSurenlager am 11. b. 01. bciudjtc. ©ie Sursit, wcldjc 
beu aufitalifijcn Hottciponbcn.tcii begïeiicten, etliârten 
ipm, fie fjâttcn 120 ÔOÜ HJIann, rotfipe fut ibr Hiatet' 
lonb tànipieii unb iâpig feieti, ben Strieg auf unie, 
grenjlc Seil fotijuiepen.

Tic 'Militârattaiipeed.
3îatp ciner Wlelbiing auS jlapfiabt non pente, baben

Bd) bic 
'Jl i u c r 
UlobctiS

©cm

ircuibctt Wiilitfiraliaficcî nad) Ik'obber 
begeben, inn fidj bon bem TSelbniQtfdjaU Sorb 
an jiifdjlicBtu.

©ermittlung ?
ilalicniidjeu Sllalte „83vanlï" jufolge, luclrfjcS

feinc illitipcilungcn au» nintlicpcr CiteÜè ju ba&en Ber» 
fîdjct i, ift jroifd;en Pi u B 1 a n b unb £ e u t i cfi l n t; b 
ein Ginoentepmcn ju etanbe g.fomnicn, monad) beibe 
Wdjte nnd) ber ctften grogeren ecpladif in Sûbafcila 
n c r ni i I f e l n inoDen, mec oud) ber Siéger fein môgc.

æir glnuben r.idj: redit an tie Dladiricpt.
Utbcr Sirantpciten unb Striuftt bed tngtijdjeu $tereb 
bringt ba» .18 r i t i f inc bi cal Solicitai" 
folgcnbe intercffanic Œiiijelpeitcn :

9)1 o b b c r :H i n e r : ,èer 2'eticbtciftatlcr bebauert, 
übec ben GJeilincpeitSjuftanb ber Ttuppcit niipt incpr 
fo gûnftig beriaiten jn fonncii. înppuâ ift au»»
gebrodjen unb pat irfion cine grbpcre 3r.pl Don Jobc3» 
fOdcn U«urfad;t. Stuficrbcm roerben bic a’iannfibaftcti 
Bon eineiu fept peftigen Tarmtaiarrü pcimgcfiia t, ber. 
groat nut cine HBodjc batictl, aber iept idimcvipafl ift 
unb bic bciallcnen Sente uuBetotbciillidi fdjwâdii.1- ©et 
lUciiducrfiaiict ift gencigt, bi'fen Ratarrh auf bie fept 
pâufigcn gaubfliitmc jutûdjiifiiprcn. Ter feinc unb 
fdiarie Ennb btingt iibctaU cin unb iibt oui bie 
gdilclmtjiiutc cincu pciligcn 9teij.

2J c r 111 ft c b c i m 3 lu e i t e tt
2) u 11 c 13 (^piontop):

° V ’ . 1 • 31 c î'Ù’cie
HJ crin nnb et . . . tu 
25 c v m i p i (tobt obet 

Scfdliflcn) . . . . —

21 U 0 t1 î f

217 fyinitil
1115 „

317

ilitfnmmcit 1744. - ................ .
Plaît) ben biJljctigcu Gtfaijviingcu in ben cnniit* 

Jlnegêinjnrclljcn finb bon ben .îlcrwunbctc» - -
«frtj enun
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- 14® -
îtuê Sollonb namenllidj war ber guju9 nie eigeniltifi 
uuterbnxfcn worben. Çtiebridj SBit^clwi pcgie eine 
grope Botliebe ,3r bieleê Eonb. 8U8 Rutprin» palle 
et fûnf Sopre ton aufgcpolieH (1634—38) unb 
bie Wtbell biefeS îlollcê, bic vorgejcptiitenfie iptet Sell, 
lenncn gcletnl.

©ennodj, trop ieiner 23efleiflenina fût bie bonanbifcbe 
ÿanbclêpollnt unb pollfinblfipe 2lrfcrbauwirip(djofl : 
bntübcr lunule ber ®ro&c Rutffitfi M unm8glldj 
iJuWeti, boh fid) auf bie Se^ftltniffe feine: Câubcr 
nidjt ûbctltngeit lieh, tvaê fût bic eineS onceren 
Gtfdjaffen luor. æjetfc, toic ber .Çtiebtidj. 
SOiltjelnig.Sfanal", bie Millage ûbcrfecifdKt Aofonien 
unb bic Suiwafjerung beê Obctbtudieê finb unter ber 
æcgierung beê G)rô&cu fturfûtflcii Borotbeiieu gcbliebcn 
unb iuarcti fût biefe 3eil bon Wnfoiia an alê (oldje 
gebatpl. Gin BJcrl ollcilt lief) pd), wie bie fflcrfifillniffc 
lagen, tu Gnbc iüprtit. ©oê tear bic Ginorbnuug bec 
Scereêorganifation in bad Bolt, bie crfte Bcbitigung 
[fit eine neue JluUut.

Um bie ungepeuren Eciflimgcn bed ®rohcn Rut* 
futRen auf miliiariidjcm ®cbielc ju iDûtbigcn, mfificn 
wir unê beê 3ufianbcJ cthinerit, in bc>n ci bie limite bei 
felnein Dlegicriuig»anlrilt votfanb. ©le um'eltgc ©otilif 
beê Ranjlctê Sd)wctieiiberg batte fie bem unmiltclbarcn 
Eanbcêpetrn fo entfreinbet, bah cinjclnc Cbcrficn (unter 
ihnen bet Romnianbaut non £3crlin I) fid; iDcigcrtcn, 
betn jungen Sturffirncn ben Suitigmigêcib ju leiften. 
©et ftotninanbanl non Spnnbou burfte bic ©topung 
tungen, lieber bie gcftitug in bie £uft ju iprettgen, unb 
Sticbrid) SQiltjeln: batte uiept bic Blitlcl, ipn fofort jut 
Betaniroorlung ju jiebeu.

Bcbcnlcn loir, bah biefeu Sîer^âltniffcn (m ©ffijler* 
iotpî eine unglantlidjc Sloppcit unie: bem SlriegôvoU 
unilpradj, fo bcgrcifcn loir, bafi :ê clwnd pelgen mollte, 
loenn eê &tlebrid) B>ilpelm (djon in ben etflcn jepn 
Sapien jeincr Olcgicriiitg gelang, mit feiner Secrcê* 
organifoticn bie anberen europûi(d)en ÜJiaipte ein- 
juljoten. 3a et Ijaite fie battu ûbetfUinelt, bah 
cc Don îlnjaiig an feine ïruppen niept ouê* 
fibticfdidj nuf ben Jlrieg bin erjog, fonoctn 
audj fût auBcrbieuftlidje Bcrgepen eine ©iêjipliu 
bei ipnen biirdifûbtte, iule fie in bieier Sirenge 
nod) lein fjclbpctt jenet ©âge balle anluenben lônnen. 
2118 ber Btrirng bon üiiitnberg 1650 tntlidj audj ber 
SHart Brnnbciibutg ben Sricbcit gab, tonnte ber 
®ropc Sluriûtft mil befferem ®ewif(eu alê fond irgenb 
ein Sûrft ah bic îlufgabe feiner 3cil ^erantreten: bic 
Uinwanblung bet biôpcrigen Eaubfiaile in ®ornifoncn.

îluip pier watén poUûnDifdjc Borbllret fût Gtiebticp 
SBilptln maegebenb. 3n ben fpanifdjen BcftemngSltiegcn 
pâlie biefe® 2nnb feine forlifilalorifdjeit Stfaptungen 
gemodjl unb befnû feitbem bic beften Seflungen 
Sutopeê. ©er fange Rurptinj paltc ipr ©pdern wopl 
ftubirl unb beftplop, eê nuit nuf feine eigeiicu Slfibte 
onjumenben. Ut betief einen goujen Stub polldubifiper 
©edjnitcr unb Sngenieute an fclueii Sof. Unter ipnen 
befanb fid) brt Samneifier Siemparbl. 3Pm ûberttiiii 
^rlcbtid) Pdilpelm bic licifiing ber ilrbtUcn, bic In beu 
3apten 1658—83 ba» allé Setlin jn eine: Snnonen» 
feftung ncueflcr Bauatl vnigefialtcn fofltcn.

3)111 ber Octlintt (1er bfllicpcn) 6eite ttmtbe bet 
Slufang gemcdjt. Glut Gnoeiletung bet often ©tense 
nnitbe pie: nidjt Dorgcnoinmett. Sbic neuen SUerfe 
hpnten fid/ tnt ÎOefeiuliepen an bie atten an, unb ba 
mon nuf bet gnnjcn eitcde gulen Bougtunb patte, fo 
tua: fdion unip Diet 3apreit bie Btfcfilnung Berlin? 
Boftenbet Sine bet fidnmilgcu tDInuctungcu, mie bie 
iieuc 3ei< «e fo getnc (ap, uon eintm btcilcn Bluffer* 
grabtn umfpielt unb von fûnf gut aunirlen Bafiioncn 
vetipeibigf.

®eil bPwierigct geflaltelc fid) bie Scfeftigung bet 
ttbilner eciic, ba plcr fûr tûnfilgc Sîeiibantci1 Wap gc* 
fdjaffeu nietbcu faille. (Cet mcftildje Slrm uet éprec 
patte bic allen fflianetn borl eiugefdjloffeii. ©le neuen 
SOerfe fotiicn PUtt baê lifer pittou«ne|d)oben wetben. 
3n ber Widitmtg bet jepigen ffladflrahc follten fie fitp 
eril fribrocfillib jiepen, jerner notbmrfilirp in bet 
Slldjtimg imietet ’Jlleber- lino Dberioanftto&e biê jur 
©egctib ber Fcpreitfltafje, Don borl nu8 bnuti weflllrf) 
PIS jttt ÜUHIitlnifitafienerfe cimn, mtb fd/lieplid) nbrbllip 
PIS nn bic Spree.

Sine iKigepeute Gtweitcriing, bic jubcm aùf greffe 
Slterfcn mit ber llngtinfl eineS fninpfigcit terrains ju 
Mmpfen patte, «bet iBlemparbt unb feine Snitcnicure 
ûriuilltigtcn fdillcfilld) aflc Stpiiilcriglcilcn, unb im 
3alirc HP iMt ter V(iifd)Iuf) mil ben iiencii Berliner 
TUcrtcii gltidiid) crrcitpt. Sludj bic Gôllnct 
®eiic mit ipreu mpt Bnflioiten iimgaù du 
breiter flOuff«grgieit, »lc allen üllaiictn fmmleu 

nun uiebergeriffen metben, unb nut pie: unb ba He& 
man einen ber früpeteii Ipütme ftepen, uni ipn a(8 
BulDetmagajin ju benupen.

©ie fflergtôperung beê flibliitptn ©ebielc! macpfe 
e» bent ©topen Slurfthftcn mOglidi, ben Stnbau ht 
feiner Keftbeiij cbeufo mie beit auf feinem ptaltcn 
Sanbe ju ermeilctn. Seine pratlifcpc tflolitif be* 
folple In belben Catien baêjelbe 3i‘R et be* 
fcprantlc flip ouf eine Stnpêufimg neuen HRale* 
riais uttb iibctlich tûnfligen Seticn beten organifotorifdje 
©urdjbilbuttg. Siadj ber Iraoltion, bic ben edjrocfter* 
fiable n Berlin unb SôDn uiôglidjfte eelbfianbigfeit 
gcfitpctl. paltc, wurbcit nidjt menlgcr aI3 btei neue 
Stable, nidjt nut Slablgebielc, innetpalb bet ttcuen 
fUlaucrn angelegt. ©urdj (irenge Botijdma&regeln 
(orgie Stiebrtd) fflilpetm moi/ battit, bap 3u* 
fiênbe bet aitgebculetcn îlrl, mie man fie au? 
bet 3cit beê fltiegt» übetiiouimen patte, lûnfligbin 
unmêglid) toutben. 3m llcbrigcn aber lieu er 
ben einjclneit Sldblen môgtidjfie Setbffilnbigleit. 
©ic Dbetpcttfepafl beê IDlilitUrgouDetiictitê, bem 
bet Uctcinigfc æotp bic edjlüfjel polie ûbetlaffeii 
mfiffeu, gcniigle ipm. ïïlocplen bic „Gliltle* jebc ipren 
cigenctt Stalp unb ipre cigctten 3ûnftc paben, fa burdj 
ïBaae fid) von cinanber itennen: im militfitifcpen 
Dberfontmaubo fanben fie 2lHe bod) fdjliefjltdj eine 
pêpere Gltipeil.

Sin dnct SteUe oüdn ûcftaub Stiebridj æilpeïtn 
batauf, bap man audj im bûtgctiidicn Slettbau fidj 
ftreng bem ®eiftc ber neuen 3dt anpafjtc. ©a® mat 
in ber ^orDipecnftabl'1. ©er ©toge Stiirfürft roar c5, 
bet bic ,8inben* anlegle unb in ibneu jettent ,flonvolut" 
bet Siêotc cincit flriftallifatioiiêfern gab, um ben baê 
Vlciic fidi anfepen tonnte.

<Ùuf ber giiilirt tus gjurenfanb.
(Sou unferem eigenen nadjXranêvaal 
entfanblen mi l i t fi t i fd; c n S c t i cp t c t ft a 11 e r.) 

11.
©urban, 6. San. 1900.

Gin mir jur Btrfiigung geftellter Brief enlpfilt 
folgcnbc <3 d; i l b e r u n g cities ©ageê in Babp* 
f m i t P :

,3dj metbe uni Wlitteenadjt butip einen tauten Stuip 
gewedt. ©ie Buren (Aieûen auf unferc „8igpt porte** 
flleiler. ©idtl tufammengebraitgl ftept ein îtaufe Sigpt 
porfe au meinem 3dt, gefpannt auf ba» Uittfdjlagcrt 
bet ®cfd)offe potdiettb. „ïïliften unter bie ©ferbe", 
foot Giner, — .gernbe btitrp baê UReRjcU", ein 
Wnbcrcr.

Gitt fcbpaftcS ®cu>cptfcuet crtônt, aber eê wltb 
Slicmanb geitoffen. ©a3 S^iepen port nadj cinigcr 
3cit wieber auf, roâpteub fid; bie èolbaten 
nod) dite palbe eiunbe ûber bie dngcidjtageilen Sd/ûffc 
iintcrpnlicii. 3d> ftplafc rolcbet biê palb 3 Upr, mo id) 
burrf) ben lauteit Üluf : „©n bie ©fetbe !" gciceelt 
luetbe.

Giligcê Siu* unb Sertcuncn, flonimanboê, ©ferbe* 
geltappcl — nod) ciner palbcu Stunbe ifl BlUcS wicber 
tupig unb id) fd)Infc wieber ein. Um 5 llpt üliotgenê 
wetben bie Slie. en munter. 3d) pâte ëmiimcu in ber 
Suft unb fûble eiii 3uetcn auf ber Dlafc. 3d) giehc bie 
©ede ûber bic JDpren; aber nun trabbeln fie mit auf 
ben Bclncn pctuni.

GS witb lag. ©ic Snft ifl bid. ©ie grohe 
Seponje anj bent SombatbS flop ift noip in biajtcn 
ülcbcl gepûllf. 3d) fteige ju ©ferbe uub relie nuf bic 
nfidjfic Sfipe, luo bic Sadjlfiubet bnbet finb, elite neue 
Sdjanje aufjuroerfcn. G5 ift eine rege îpatigteil pict. 
Ginigc fûllcn Snubfacfc, nnbere iiplagen etraudjwert 
uno (Icrpteu c5 ju Sipanjl6rbcn jufamtnen. 3m lurjcn 
©alopp rcite id) von ber Sape ptruntet mitten bind) 
cine grohe Seetoc von fd/warjcti Sdjafcn, bie von 
fniilen flnffern auf bem nenttaleii Boben awifdjcu 
unS unb bem (Jeinbe geplltel merben.

ïln eiuigen ©untien vcttatljcit bie petumliegcnben 
©ntrottenpfilfcit nod) bie fSiclliing, bie bie Buren 
waprenb bcs nftipiliepen Sdjiebcnê ciiigcnpntmcii pollen. 
Sept paben fie fd) vot unferen ©otrouiflen au® bem 
Gtaiibc geiiiodjt, beten ®eloel)tfd)llf(e fdintf butdj bic 
ftihljc WlorGeiiIufl Hingeu. 3d) teljre in baê Sagcc 
jurûd, vntbei nn beat ©o(leu, 1er fd/arf fiber bie 
Gbcnc nad; belt gcgcnfibcrlicgcnbeii Sôpcn plnfpâpf, an 
bem Dffijicriclt vorbei unb fepe mid; nu baê Eager* 
[citer, wo nctabc flaffcc octodji lutrb.

©cgcit 9 lipv !Dlokgcii8 ffingt baê langfamc 
fflouibavbcincnl nnf bic (stabl wieber au. ©oê ivat 
bn« rntipe ©fclfcu bc3 „pcilercti lüinij", bicê baê 
biinipfe Btmtimen ber .©Illicit eufaune". Sept loicbet 
baB Idinife lînnllcrn bet SdjrnpnelIB. ÎOlnu Snnn fie nn 
ban verftpiebeuen Jllang nulctfipclbeu.

Suf je jwôïf Sdjûffe cliva anltvorlel tinnier einê I 
unfeter fdjweten etpiffêgefepûpe. ......... |

©a id; ougenblldlid) nidjt befaififtlgt bin, relie lip I 
ouf bie Sôpe, wo bie æiffle-Btigobc bei ber Slrbeit ift. I 
Gin ©pell bet Blonuftpafl mitfl ©erfungen nut In bem | 
rotpen, peiben Boben, mfiprenb bic îlblbjuttg im lûplen 
Sdjaüen beê napen ©ebûfepê ïagett.

Sier arbeilet aud; ber Brigabe * flomaionbeur ut 
feinem auê geflocptcntm Dtopr gebouten unb mit Srctletn | 
gebedten Bureau, ©taupen rolrb ein veteiujelter ©djup 
eineS Burenfdjûpen Don unferen ploflen etroirett. 3n 
bemfclben îlugenblid plapt mit latilem Rradjett cm 
Soubipcngefd ob weiter pinlcn jroifeben ben Qelien. Gm 
pettenlofcî Bfetbgaloppirt bie Eagctfira&e enilang, gcljcpi 
Don einigen lout fdjimpfcnbcu ©olbaten.

©egen Sladimiltag lapt baê geuctn na<p, pejlige 
SBinbfWpe eineS Stoubwirbelê ïünbeii baê um biefe 
Beit gewopnte llniDetlcr an. ©et Rimmel Ift Plan* 
fdjwarj unb fdjroete æottcu pângcn In beu Bergen. 
Ginjelne ©topfen faOen flalfipenb jur Gtbe. ©lôplidj 
btid/l bet Wcgeii loê. ®cgcn Sibenb Ilfitle cS fid) wieber 
auf unb bolb batauf gept bic Sonne unter.

„(Sutc Slatftl !" rufen bie Rcnonen bet Buten ju 
unê petûbcr, unb bolb triedjeu aud; wir in uttfer 3tlt 
unb legen uuê ju: Dlupe."

8 a u r c u | o fUlarqutj, 8. 3mntnt 1900.
Eongfam Dergept ©ag auf ©ag, unb ber cpetnalige 

9lcid)S*!}loftbonipier .BunbcStatp' litgl immer nod) im 
§afcn von ©urban, ©a» grohe Sproviantlagcr nm 
„®oini* witb immet nod) auêgebcpntct, uub tfiglid) 
nod) gepen 3ûge ob, bic lilanuftpaitcn, Bferbe unb 
Slriegêmoterial nadj bem îiriegêfipouplop befôtbcru. 
©aô ©rifcngeridjl paît lâglidj Gipungcn ab unb Vet* 
port ben flopitan unb bie ©djifiioffijiete, unb bic 
Enfeu auf bem ©ampfer finb immer norp VccfiegeU. 
©ic fpafiagiere poben fid) admfiplidj mil bem ®e* 
bonïen Dcrlraul gemadjt, bah man gegen englifepe 
ÜBilltût ïeinc Wloipl auf Grbcn mit Grfolg antufen 
tatm unb vetfudten fidj bic 3e'* 'n ©urban fo gut wle 
mêglidj gu Derltelben. ©ic Griaubnif) jur Elbreife er* 
palten nur wenige ©lûdlidic, bie fid) junfirpfl in ein* 
gcpcnbcm Betpûr Von oent Ber0ud;l teinigen mûffcn, 
beutfdje ©olbatcn ober got beulftpe CffijUtc geweieu 
ju fein.

Siiiwifdjcn ift audj ber jSeraog' ber ©cnlfdj* 
Dftafrifa>£inie, bet .14 ©âge fpûter von ïleapcl cb- 
gegangett iff, in ©urban eingebtadjt worben. ©iefer 
and) fiu&etlid) al» „prir.e of war". 3n: feinem ®rop« 
mofi flahett on Sitae let pcruntcrgepolteu beutfdjeu 
SîeidjS-ÿoftflaQnc bic engliidje Riiegêflagge.

SÙlie piefige englifd.ic 3eitungcu beti.djten, foU ber 
nüdifte ©aiiipfet ber ®. O, SI. S. bereilê in Slbcn gc* 
fapert woiben [ein. ©ie ûbrigeit ©ampfee wetben fidj 
bic Serrcn Gnglfinbet waptfdjcmlid) gkidj auê Sam* 
butg abpoleu.

Siadj grogen SditDietigfcilen unb eincm cingepenbett 
Betpûr gelang cS mit, bout meinem fticblidjeii Betuf 
alê Bctidjtcrftatter, bie pope Gtlaubnlh beê Rom* 
inanbantcu uon ©urban, îlapitân Scott, ju erpollcn, 
ouf eigcnc Roftcn nadj ©clngoabni jutfidjutcifett. ©er 
nücpfte ©ampfer roar ein englifdjer. ©ropbcm mit 
fepr abgerotpcn wutbc unb tropbem bic Beiinngcti ju 
betidiien touûien, bah mon auf englifcpen Sdjiffen 
Bitifenbc, bic nadj ©ranêvant wolltcn, Derpoftet pabe, 
pielt idj c>3 pier in ©urban nidjt langer auê.

2116 Sefangenet jwat war Id) ciitgebradjl worben, 
aber nod) fcft vertrauenb auf bic allait beê ©cutjipen 
SleidjeJ, baê eine berartige fflcrgemalligung feiner 
llntcrtpaiien im ÇfnBlanbe nidjt julaffcn werbe. 
2KB palbcr glûdjiling, febcê beutfdje 2Oort 
angfllidi uttmcibcnb, uni nidjt ber. WtgiDoljn 
bet Gngiaitbcr 311 enegeu, Dcrlieù id; ben Safcu. ©aê 
Sdjiff war ûberfilOt, mtb itut butdj bic SicbcuS* 
roûrbigleit eineê jungen beulfdjen flaufmannê, ber beu 
©ireftot bet Bittic pctfênlidj fanute, gclang cê mit, 
gegen bie voQe Saplnng beê IBIdctê ctftct Rlaffc 
llnicrliinft alê ©cdêpafiagier ju (inbeu. ©ie Sladjt 
[tplug idj mein Eager jnnficpfi in cinet Sangcnintte an 
©ed auf, wurbe jebortj balb butdi einen pcfiigcn Dlcgctt 
Vctlagt. So Vlieb inir nidjlS ûbrig, al« in ba» 
8wl|djcnberf ju Itiedicn, wo iip mid) unter verwitbcrteii 
Guropaern, Snbern unb ©djworjen in meincn allante! 
geiuiddt niebctlegle. ©top bet weuig Bcrlraucu er* 
wcdeiibcu Umgebimo fdilicf id) balb ein uub im ©tnnm 
[ap idj roicbcr in siuei liebe blanc «lugen unb flridj mil 
be: Snub fiber golbcncê blonbcê Soar, big i(p mauiirf) 
butdj baê Imite Sdjnavdjcu eiiteS fcllcu, [fpniupircn 
SltterS, bet iiebcn mit log, aufgcwcdi wurbe. ®ê wnr 
und) Mb mu Wlorgcit, abev id; pielt c8 nidjt ifinncr in 
her inept 0I6 bitten Enft nnS nnb giug em
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wart bieient Serpaubeln mit eintm bet fnbil*,» 
gdnitg «8 mit fût ®elb unb gule aot??,- "

BllI Wnffer, cin Stud Seifc uni, *
ÿonttmS S» bclommen, tvoniit id, mcinen To 1 
Sknfdjeit wider einigetmafjen in Staub kht, Eeni 

Slit longer beifeer £og, nod) cine .L|(, m 
_nb bie roifien gelfen ber Eelagoa-IBai touiien ■ ' 
ber Seme auS bem fDleere auf. ajjitbe, ,n 
englifdjeS îîriefl-îidjiff, mieber tourbe nnnoliR^»Un “n 
mit mat jcbn OTinuten fotg flar n a. S ' ,V"? 
bei bem Qebanlen, bafi fa diva bo»^ 
&olen ffinnfc, loaS V 1^ einm n 

»®unbcJralb* burdjflcmadjl ^atle. Wet bo^fl 
Irtiff fuljr wieber nb ; eî m J SlfiA ;

JUis ÿui'.fl, jS iiïeviftvnft ttnO cfciien, 
SnO Gkiib bei- Bocfic.

Hitter btefem Xitel ncrbneiillidite : kier Inge in bet 
.fitmilf. 3I(|.' btr WrbeUcr JBur.iuin Bnllticr, twit bent 
Iniber ein Üdtibrten ©ebidjte mt ïrmf erfrtknen tit, cute 
jeiigemdfie ‘L'ctrod)iung, bic ini fflicltitlltcpcit ctncii kpt
b:jdrtncntcn ®t c i it u n g 8 a it o t a u i d; mil Bt 11 or 
U o n ©rteffel bnrflelll. Boliuer bc-udjle ten 
Sirtter, bet ipm (djoit uotper nlfl Irttoff into mcnnOeit-
frteii gelrtilbctt niorbcit œor, nui (cillent IMiltpouS
S c e I) n I b c. ®a6 ©ouSmiUdjcii mclbcie ben lUcJlia, 
nn ; wafi fid) unit weilcr ercigndc, |ci nut ijSnliiictfi 
cinciieit UBorlcu crjfiljli: . „

^litlkriueilc war bnB Wifieit «nie l)iW 
flcoanoeii nub finite mid) oben gcmclbct. 3'0 "Mie 
flauj icutlitl) bic ttulev clitcv offcttcit Xljltr (KI1'1)"5 
lliitdfianbfnng :

ol!itbtpig IMmct?" vief cine Winiillct[HHinic, „bçc 
'Jlnmc ifi mit niept Pcltinut — nn, Ct foil ntnl Ijcriml" 
fommeii Ie .,

^Clbct: 45 i c perten ®i!M 1* [ngte bnR Wlflbepcit, m»

®ir butften in ben §ofe“ eiSu en m.°' 

etunbe fpdtet mor id) nuf PortuBkfiid)cm'»obcn n* 

rtuF/nn'? 2(Clafl0Qbtli Fmb nort wunberbarere ®e. 
it? îturbnn "3unbeSrot'>‘ bdbtcitd, al?
ut turban. aie „o &u uto“, cine bitt «itbeinenbe 
^Oienitic 3e luno, beriditet alien (hnftcJ : ,®a? 
®^’fT M eincn bcppelten Boeen gepobt. Ser obéré 
«obéit beftanb auS einct bidett Bemenlidiidit, tinier 
^cldjer «rreqBfonirebonbe - ffiaffen unb munition - 
betfterfi fldueftn ift. SaB Srtiîi ift uarf; «apîlnbt Be« 
fufirt tvorbeu."

Unb ba3 SHKeS auS fidjetiier OneUe ! (sin Blob- 
fiun, bet auf ber Melt fcincSgleirtcn fudjl.

Dlad; einent frliicn Babe im ÿotel ramble id) mid) 
auf bie Snrtc ttaâj ben betirtiebenen ftonfulalen. aie 
portuBkfijrte 9ieBktung bat, bent englifrtcn Stud tiadj. 
Btbenb, fefir frtatfe Seftimmungcn gegen ben ÎSerfeljt 
Bon finutenjo SJÏatquej Had; ïtnnâoaal erlaifcit. 
3ebet picijenbc muff aufeer einent Baft bie 
GtlatibniB bcS potiunkrn'tf)cn -Dlilitdt » ffioubcriteiirS 
ijoben unb biefe uneber mu[; oom StanSoaal* 
Ronjulni oifirt fein. 2er tDouoerncur ettficilt bie Sr* 
laubniB jebod; nur Tettett, bie eitten in bet Brobinj 
aniaffipen einntanbêfreien Bürgen fleden Ibnnen. 3m 
€oiibetnetrcnt8>@ebâube mat gtober Unbrang, benn bie 
tteuen Seftimntuiigen toaren ctfi am imorgcn biefeô 
Sages betanin gegeben tootben. lUtcih waten es 
Butcn oter Seulfdje auô TtauSttoal, bic uon belt bi8= 
be: fel): (ciducn Beftinimungeii ©ebreutb tnadjcnb, 
ilbcr bie Steitje getommen tooten unb fidj nun plôglid; 
Bon ber Diudtebr abgefdjitillen fepen.

Unit: ibnen and; ber floutntonbani be8 Buren» 
aelad.ement8 bei ftomo(i<i]Jort, ber ©rcujftaiion be: 
Cifcubaljn £e(ogoa«!Bai<!lltetotia.

31a<b fûnfftûnbigem SBortcn unb Sejot)Iung bon 
1 cngi. Bfiitib, roâ^tenbbefkn mein JM oui eiiteni 
Sureau*3iminer in3 atttetc maubetlc, betum id; fdtlicfj* 
(id) bo$ bie Srtaubnifi juut fJlcifen audj of;ne Sûtg» 
fcftafL

£oS ItonSuaakRonfiilal, ba8 bicien GrlatibltlBldlcin 
Bifren niuft, loot nber, c8 mat in$miid)en û Ubr Ptadj» 
iniitog! geuiorbcn, bereit» gejcOloffen unb bet fi’onful 
in [elnet mebnunn nidjt ju ipredjen ®n blieb mit 
benn nidjIS ûbrig, olê nod) eiucn Sag in Caurenjo 
Starmiej jn bleibcit.

UJIii einent edjwcijer £iogonei>2eutnanl, bent c3 
noie mi- gegongen tunc, fling iq in mein S>olcl jutûd, 
wo mit tin* 3eber bei einer tjlakgc fdjbnen cdjlen 
nJlûndjeiiet Sierc» ftntfien nnb bafür 3ebc: cincn — 
Staler bejalilcii butften.

Gin-3 babe id; fjlct in Slfrita fdjon gelernt. S3 ift 
nur eiu cinfarfjcS Ifflort, baê man in Guropa Biel im 
SJtunbe fftfjrt, nbet in feinet ooUficn Sdcceuttmg ctfi 
§ier unteu fcitneit lernt — ®cbulo. ® e n V.

Fc unien too? 9a ai
an bet mit bejeiegnetfnnt tkbfic 
4) cm po6eê/ $etcin I' 8hm betrot
on ouSgeftattet mor taJ "lil nli‘m Rant»
A n“1’ ftanb, ettnibrH» for bem
“Ob frogte mi ” no? Jîta™ ®«1(1 JteluliA ScmeRen 
ouf"benn 3^ me^T$ierkLOitP°M

s « « 
madtt- (Æ Inne^r-.F{ fllauben, tafe mir boS Spag 
Hnbei'l onunbjaplid) (ein
Seilen rars» n ab I æon aücn
BeouiaiW m be lutmL Bul Worbcrungen bebufi 
wl eft, ^‘“onifk, uub nun iteigen 
nhrr ,? , o0?1 au,J unb wollen mid; quaten,

? 9bn«n Qieid) cine 21 n t no o r t geben.
11115 'll)cnci4!e mit cm papier, Jefen 

tote ba8. a.iefe gcbtudle Gtïlüruitg, lag iq mil oden 
terattigeit .Initogen u c t i <p on t fein mid, ift meme 
ii* m $ln,.WCM> ûbetall ^infenbe, bamit idj enb< 
lut; Diiibc babel'

2nmt fubr cr in [teigenbet Grtcgung fort : „3d) bin 
f*. ,? Ict' kbcnt-mfiber fdl.mit unb babe ganj abge- 
Idjloffen mit bet HUctt, id) raid gar nidjt-3 niebr uon ibr 
toificit, bbten 6ie wojl: gar nidjtj mejr mid icb 
milieu I*

3d; rebete ibm beidjroidiligcnb ju, iptadj bon feinen 
Skrbienitcn unt tie fa one Ciicrctur, nub ulJ er trois» 
iem imtner mebt in (srreguim I,in, iagte id» iljm, baft 
id; mir ben æidtkt bei „G»d)atb* a it b e r 4 uor» 
geitedl batte. Gt iah mid; prop an, befann fid» einen 
Wugcnblid, bnnn beuterhe er in ocrflnbcrlcm Sone: 
,3a; mid bei 3baen cine SluJnol)me marten, ba Sie 
nun bod; cinmol Ijtcr finb unb nti: gefaden. ®den 
6ie 3bte Sort en bet I'

fÿreubig erregt reid;tc id; ifnn bie Manuiftiple meinet 
ffiebirtte. Gr fepte firt bin, tub midi glcid;iaU3 jnm ©ipen 
ein nnb (nJ ciuige meiner Dltbciten nuinurtiem tutdi. 
Gnblid; fagte er : ,®ar nirtt nbcl, loger ganj Ijftbirte 
unb braurtbate Sartcn:" ..Uter", fubt er fort, ,toa-3 
Woden Sic benn bomit anfangen? Sic moden geroig 
eitten Banb ©cbirtle fierausgeben, id; bate Sie im 
JBeroadtt I Sauon ratljc idj 3bncn jebod; ernftlid; ab, 
2Uie geiagt, bie Sartcn nnb ganj bdbid), abet 
Sic telomnicn (eitten Berlcgcr baju, benn Ijeutjulage 
ift e» idjtuer, ©ccidjic nntetjubringcit. Sriibct ging 
bic Sorte leister, nun abet ift ber $ug bet 
3eif onbetS, bai SPublitum bat (einen Sinn 
niebr fûr3 3bcc!e, e8 mill (eine fticbidjle mebt (aufen, 
boher iniifctcn Sie, fadv Sic tuitflid) einen Betleger 
finben, bie Serftedungsfonen be5 Budjleins im BotouS 
crlegen. G» wdte bann erft lied; cine Stage, ob ba? 
Burt tiortbet gclouft wirb. SJeftenjad? fqlagctt Sic 
cinigc bunbert D!at( b»au?, ma? mid lid bei&en! 
Sjesbotb rotige irt 3bnen ab. Sic æieafrten Hub beui* 
gutagc gar nidjt wctlb, bog mon ibnen poetiirte (it* 
jeugniffe onbiciet. Ser flrâmergeift pat e5 [oweit ge» 
brartt, bafj bet StealiSmuS bett 3beali?mu? befiegt; 
anrt ift auf bet anoeten Seire Wiebe: eine Heber- 
probnftion notbanben im IBcrgleirt ju ter getingen 
Dtadifrogc, fo bofe jdbft bic bejten unb anctlunulcfun 
Sidjtct ber ®cgcnu>orl ÇOlûbe uno Diotl) baben, ibtc 
dsrobufee unterjubtiniicn, urn fo mebt ein Dlculing noie 
Sic, bet nort ganj unbetannt ift, ber nod; (einen 
,9tanieu" ball"

Ülartbem irt bcm alien ffltciftcr bet £id)l(unft fût 
biefe niebetjd)Iagenbc Sklebrung gebontt batte, iogte et: 
„6ie bllrfcit fid) bai, noo5 id) fagte, nirpt ju fepr JU 
©erjen ncbmeii, nor îllkm : iiajlen Sie rubig rcciict 
unb bilbcn Sie 3bt Salem tucucr auî, tuer roeiê, «ici» 
Icirtt babett Sic jpdier bod) Gtfolg ! ®cnn Stc, mic 
Sic fogen, clu Sa.mubc finb, fo frtouen Sic, baft mon 
3bttcn in Siutigmi nit bic Ijanb gc!;t ; uietlclrti be- 
lommcn Sic bott cinige GJÔnitcr, bic 3bncn lueitet 
hclkn !"

Satin boite cr eiiieitbûnbig auS einent Mfirtcn cine 
fjl -frte 2Bcin bctoitS uno fagte : „Rontnieii Sie, wit 
"iufen cine fjlafrte SL’ein initeinatibctr — SBir ftieben 
.a unb iranien, ptoubettcti nort cin 2Bcnigc8, tvotanf 
id; mid) terabftbicbcic. 3m fvorigcljtti l)ôrte id) nort, 
wic cr bu? fDknfimâbcbeii riei unb ju iljut fagte: ,3u 
bett uddjften 8 Sagen laffen Sic îeineti Dtenidjcn ntd)r 
ju mir I"

S)lit kb: gemifrtten WcfnOlcii Itai id) bie Qciutfabrl 
an. GiiiçitbeilB bemiticibeic id) ben nllcn ftettn wcgcit 
fcitict attegeiptodicneti 1'lcnirtcnfcinblrtait unb 2ier- 
briculiditcit, lobnmi fllbltc id; mid; abet and) tiioralifd) 
citillmlrtl. Sluikrbcm toimte uub monte Id) nirtt 
nlaubcti, bnf; hie >)!oc(lc ein foldjc? Sticflinb lit bet 
bciitlmcu llltcraiiir Ici, wie mit Srtcffcl gefrtilbeti 
Ijmte." — ~

Sic tucllcrcn Srlnbruiigeu, bic Hublulg ipotmci bel 
ben Wcrftidicit tumble, lit: Iclnc I'kblrttc duett 'Bctlcgcr 
ju fmbeu, guben hen nriiiiiniucii (Icuhcrnngcit Sdjclfd? 
nut git Itlir vcrl)l. âic ftblirtc lyctlcflcrnnliuorl, ,.ba 
hn4 '.|lii|ilt(iiin (due " erfc funfc, itiftffe ber ®ld)tcr fcluft 
bk Stnficn ber ærndlcuinin liagcit", Ift mid; ii)in ju 
\hdl oeworbeit. Gi utag fldi bamil ttOficn, ba(> c8 
OJtOjicten tulc if)in cbcitfo c:gnnBcn Ifi.

Ctrimernngea on Kobwig II.
3n SUelficgen u. RtafmgS Kottalépcften (Gcbruat» 

nummet) fintet firt ter erttufe let Kr.ifetteipc, in her 
©tio 5rhr. uor. 83 ô I b e t n b o t f I bic Gi lnue» 
t itn g en an feine IPtfinrtener & of 3eit tiiebcr» 
gelegt pot. Set Skrfofkr, ber injwllrtcn, am 10. 2e= 
3ember 1S99, geitorbeu lit, crjaplt barin u. SI. crgôp» 
lirte Grlcbnifk ou? feiner Sogenjcii uno (oinuu iin 
toeitcren Herlouf nut ba? ScrpdllniB Slonig Cubwig? U. 
ju Slidiaro ÎPogncr 51: fpterten. Srpr. uon 
Sôltc.-n.- otff Banin babel ourrtau? ben Staub» 
punît be? Popetifrtcn .vojbeomten, bent ber uttbc» 
gtenjlc GinRufe bc8 Sittettomponiften o(5 unoeronl» 
wortlirten dtotpgebet» ein Sotn im Singe tsar, ©teidj- 
toopl iptirtt aud; bieict Gicwdnri-manu, bet kbt gegen 
kitten UBideit tm Sluittog be! Stouig? in bet neu» 
gcgrftnbeien .Sftbbemfrt-m ÿrefic* bie polttlidjcit 3bccn 
îüognetô uertreten ioUte, ton bet JaSjinitenben 
fonliditcil bei getualtigcn ’HtditneS*.

Bon iiUgeuieinem 3ntcrdk finb bie ergteifenben 
®id(;ti1unncn be? SetmffcS fiber ben Sob 
nnb bie î) e ft a t I u n g 8 u b w i g è IL
Gt er.idbtl : „8.'eoot itp cm 13. 3nni 1&S6
mein Buttait uctlicg, Pane mir btr ^ert Tiiniftcr cin 
Selegtantm ®ubbcn! au? Berg gcjcigt: „$l« gept 
Side! tounberbar gill.- Sic? etHprcdtc inirt, benn 
wie id; ben fiônig (annte, (enure id) nirtt an- 
nepmen, bafj ct Brt ben uber ipn . 'rpangten 
ajloBiiapiueii fûgen mette, nnb war (ibetjcugt.
baft ct eitten ÿouptccup beabfirttigc. SUct auf bao
(rnikplidie, ruo? mtd) nod; in ectklbcn ’Jtadit auS 
tem Srplafe wedte, war id; benn tort itirtt geja|t ge- 
ireietu l'a mir nod; meiner omlltd,cn Stciltmg bie 
ififilrtt oblag, beu îob bcô ftànigâ ju (otilwlircn, 
icotf irt mid) fofort in Unilotm, napm îtbid;«b uon 
meinet Grau — co war fa mfiglid;, bag id) (ebenb 
nirtt mebt jurfidlcpren (onnte, bei ret irrbittetung bei 
L'anboolle? (onnte bk îfapn nad; ©rtkti 2ktg Icbett?- 
gcfabtlid; tuerben.

Bon Starttl-ctg au? fuljr irt in bet jjokonipagc. 
Beteit? ba, wo bk lianbftrafcc uon Stundfcit in ten 
Sikg nod) Berg cinmfinrci, fionbcn L'cmc auf ben briben 
Seitcit btr Opmifice, unb non 'Ikrrta on reipten fie firt 
îltann an 1’iann aiteinonbct, inter uorbcrficn DkipeSrauen 
unb Ilinter. îlic lonft in metnem Ccbcit bin id; niit 
fo paBctfûtlkn Slugcn angcblidt tuorten; id; ffip'dc 
wopl, bafc mein licbcn in biekn SHinuttn teinen Sfeniiig 
wettfi mat; ein cinjigct Sluj: .Sdilagt ipn loti!" unb 
c? mat tint mid) gcirtcpfli. 7lbc: c? khlic an ciiuor 
cnlldjloffencn Giibrcr, unb (am id) ungctdprbd in 
Berg an. 3d) fiicg bie Steppe pinauf, nirtt niit 
Idrttem ^crjen, ba? (aim man firt tenren. 31au wit» 
mid; nt bett fogenannten blaucn Salon.

3rt fditilt kttjam oor on baS Belt, auf u-clrtem 
ruble, mad non be? Honig» ®laieitai auf bet lithe 
iuriidgcblicben mar. Ser ibôrper nod; mil bet itbifrtcn 

I Brartt bet SeucroUnnijorm geirtumdt unb mit brut 
Stanigbmaiticl betedt, abet ba? ftcurtl nctjctrl, tec 
iNuôbrnd finflcr unb sotnia; man ctlanntc, in wclrp 
furdilbatcr Sceknaufrcgung ber -Jllonatd) aui bent 
L’eben gelrticbcn war. 'ilit bebenbeu Maben ergriff 
id) ben Bogen, onf wctiucm id; ait bcm itcben tem 
Seirtculagtt fichctiicit Heinen Sifrtrtcu ïk Stcrbc» 
urtunbe ouijeidmen folltc. irt (tmfinttttc, toaS id) nor 
mir pane ; abcr id; ntu&ic bob Bopicr wither jerreipca, 
benn irt war (0 wenig §crr meinet ©cbanfen, bafj icy 
gefrtrieben patte: .unb futtb attf einem Bupcbctt ben 
eutieclicn Ccirtitam weiianb Sr. fflafeitât bcô Slônigî." 
Grit olo id; btc 2ikrte wicbct Überla?, bemcrite idj, 
welcfie imjiiibffigc Somologtc wir Siufrcgung unb 83ct» 
Wlrtung in bic fitter gegeben pattea.

SlUmùlilirt rupiger ncivort-cn, entwatf id; bic liantes» 
amtlirtc Stctbcurlim. c. Snnit betrarptetc id) bic im 
yicbcnjinnner aufgcbaptlc Scirtc be? ®cpcmitatl)b Bto- 
feifor van ©iibbcit, uno im etnflcti Siuncn nerltci) irt 
bn? Scplog. fHuntncpr Impie irt bic ©telle ant lifer 
attf, too U) ber vttflpneitcii Dtndjt be: ftbnig ben Sob 
gefunben. 'Ulan fop beutlirt bic Sputen uub (oiinie 
firt dn bcmlirtcb 2Jtlb beffeu marten, luai Bi>tgcgan4en 
war. Giuc niitilidje îlufjciainung pierfibet fag mir in- 
beffeu nirtt ob ; in einer irtmet jit frtilbcruocn Hup 
regung leptlc Id; nad; liifittdicn jurfttf.------------

G5 War ber ID. 3«ni, 3!ad)ntitt.g» ',:3 llfit; alk 
OJlodcn ber Stab! (âiitcicu. ®cr Setrtcnjug war an 
bet Ooitinte boat pdiigcn fiNic^acl ontietemmen, in 
beffeu ©ruftgeiubllie bcruugludlirtc Blonarrt jur ewigett 
IHnpc Ltlcitct wetben (ollie. Sic (udjitrtcn 3ctcmonk« 
uapmcit iprett uorgcfrtticbenen ikrlaiif, ba? ..i.spii<*.^<t 
in paca-' war ucrtiungdi, uno nun lag wit, a(v 
bcm Wcncralkltdflr bcJ I Oitiglirtcn ÿaubmmiùcciun-.t 
btc Idjlc Bfiirti ob, lie Iktficgclmtg be8 &ngcS. 3dj 
wintte bett ifjiigdmilntictn;’) ferto uon ipnen napnttn ben

.Wittier in bet OJiigd* flub ein itraHeB cetma. 
itllrtco Ueberbltlbicfi bob firt tniiiit» Wtfiens nut in >iovcv-< 

«'• Kunal»- b oitl nt! Jimje. .ft dVrrn^ 

tab ftopfuid; b»r Biiuttimitn 10 uub von bem jgo,,, j 
u* btr »!b,"l’'lb"l;i"- 'll I- Itopibcbedima wurbt an nmiu 
irtworjeit V’ianici (>tft iiLu unb pane im ®cim.t iwti > Ù 
W fit hie Wngrit. 3n Bnmiu begUUm' 
muficH Iftnfiiiibiwmijig G'iJiititt in her «unet bm
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r a gf 1&. êestembet.
IBon ber beutfdjen gortf^rittspartei tourbe niclfad; an. 

ncnnninten, bûH fie, angeeïdt bon bent fôemenge mm 
Untreiie, Éombbiantcntbuin unb gebdfriset æertogenïjeü, 
mit bem ju ïampfen t^r benorftûnbe, uorjicben tourbe, 
ber ®ar[tigteit fotdjen Slampfe? auSsutocidjcn unb 
Lietier in è<bônl)eit ju [taben. Êie tour immer nut eine 
Jtamplpnrtei gegeu StaBenttjum unb Reaction, nie eine 
foliée gegen bie beuifien fjeimatëgenotjen. Slbet fo farter 
râ fîe until trifft, fitb in biefen factiôô unb nad| djrifilidj- 
focialer SBeife gcfüljrten Streit ju begeben, fie wirb bic 
§abne nid^t finten laffen, bie gtinte nirtit inS Jtotn 
toerfen. Sic fdjieubert leine neuen, uettoitretiben SMtg* 
toorte in' bie ïïiaffen, berfpridji nid]t, Sabot unb $ifcî 
fût ba3 bcutfdic æatcrlanb su erobern, fie wenbet fidi mit 
an ben gefunben, auf bas Émi^bare geridjteien Sinn bet 
SBafjler unb toirbt nid|t mit æentfung auf pt)antaftifd)e 
jguhinffôtbaten, fonbetn auf bie unbeftreitbaren Etfolge 
ber ®ergangenl)cit um bie Stimmen. $ie beutf^e Sort, 
fdjriifspartei luar es, bie im Rrüfijatire 1897 unter iroft. 
ïofen gufiiïttben im beutfdien Sager bie Ebftrudion gegen 
bie ®prad|enuerorbnungen allein befdjtoffen unb in ben 
erften Sagen au^ fait attain befiritten bat Stein> 
to en b e fi ^inftu^ melt bie beutfdje æoKspartei emfmtgs 
nbfeitS, SB o I f unb S ô u e t e r muf>tcii laum, worum 
eS fid) banble. ©eftanb bodj Stbgeorbneter ® o I f in fpeu 
terer SMt fetbft einmat bem Sibgeorbneten St. fp e r g e 11 
'gegenübet ju : ,®ic eigentlidje LjbftructioiiSarbeit Lpar bod) 
bie beuifd)e gortjebrittépartei geteiftet, toir maren mit bie 
ffJLünfter/ SeM fteilid) fd)tciben bie Stttbeutfdjen fidj bas 
Serbienft an bem Setingen bet Cbftruetion ju unb ttjun 
fo, als ob fie bie anbeten beuiftj'en spatteien tas Sdilefto- 
tait genommen fatten, unb ba unb bort fann bie einfarbe 
Safirjeit gegen ijr SamÆam nùbt aufiommen.

Sennoeb geiejiebt bet beutfijen §ortf<brittâpartei autb. an 
gieïlen ïlbljruifi, too fie nidit aufgetiegte Sembe, fonbetn 
Sïteurbe son gqtern gegen fieti bat Srütier fdjoit finb bie 
georbneten 31 o tt> a ! unb 9t i e f i g, beibe and) im ïîeid)$. 
lathe, jut Soltspartei ùbetgegangen, unb jegt folgen i$ne;i 
bie früljercn SanbtagSÆbgeorbneten 5R o e f e unb § e t. 
big, bie an ber Spite ibrer SBàblei ben llebetttiit sur 
beutf^cn Solfêpartei BoUjieljen. ®ert 2R o e f e pat bie 
neue Sanbibatut alê gortf^rittler angemdbet, unb etn» 
flimmig tourbe er aïs Ëanbibai ber beutfdjen 
æolïêpartei aufgefteUt Solrje eonberfionen ge- 
Meben fept über 9iad|t. Su einem mitteWôb. 
ntiffiett febibesirle baben bie ©emeinbe. SBorfteljer, 
bie noeb wa^tenb bet SïeiçfiSratïjêlnaiilen für bic ÜBaJl bes 
SrorffirittletS erfolgreicti ’ getoirtt ïjabeii, nunmeïjt ange- 
seiat, bai fie bei ben 'janbmgittaljlcn, nut etnen wlh 
Men Ëanbibaten unterftüçen ïôimten, ba bie æiiblet es 
mûbe feien, tmmer als gottjdjrittïet angegtiffeu ju

JeuUldono
ftrk’gôbilbcr anS ssüb-îlfrita.

(Cme.-sm. lis nUe«" SM»
®ie granen-Eam»S.

Pretoria, 23 3«li.
$a8 ift bet Klud) ber bôfen ïbat, bag fie fort 

seugénb SBô)eS muB gebâren.- Sicfe SBorte finben aid ben 
teltiqen Strieg antociibung, wenn uuter ber „bo|en Spot 
bie continuitrifien Setjïgriffe ber euglifflen Sttmecleitmig, 
unie: bem ^Bofen" bie au! etfieten (jeruorgegenben 
erfolge Berftanben toerben. ®er Srrtgum in bem Slrâftc. 
calcul Bot Seginn beS StriegeS iüfjtte jut Sinlettung ber 
Cperaiioneu mit unjulângWn Strâften unb begljatb ju 
ben anfângïitgen Miebertageti, weiterS ju einem fucceffiocn 
Muffretcn ber cnblicj ats notljincnbig cradjtcten S3e» 
ftêrfunqen, fo bag bie ©efaramtjagl bet auf ben ÆriegJ. 
ftfjaitplàft engenbeten Streitttâftc gat nie jut uobgrnnd). 
ligen gkitfijcitigen æirïung faut, toonad) troft ber au- 
feljnliicn Summe Bon eincr SJiertelmillion ftctb 3lotg an 
SKann , petrfditc. Sic unjloedmâgige Sirigitung bet 
Sofonneii geftattete bem ©egner bas Sustocidjen natfi 
allen Sliditungcnp cin Serlcntien bet Sampitùifjtigïcit 
unb SBiberftanbêfâgigfeit beS ©egnetS lieg bas Sdjioer. 
getoicbt bet' Stiegfigrung meljt in poïitifdjen acten 
('proclamations, annejionen' rc.), ftatt in taftifdjcn 
Ccljlligen futjeti ; bic ûbenilt aitSgefptmfienc SLnntpon 
Berfeitete jut fBefeftung toertglofer Objecte unb ïïbfdjnitte, 
tooburifi mobile Striiftej laljmgclcgt unb ben Dperationen 
rntjogen wurben. $ie mangelnbc 2liagentoirtung set. 
anlagte jut 'abfàrcdungômetbobe ber । ^atmenocr- 
(irrnnung ; bie gicburdj erjèugte Êrbitterung bed ©cgners 
madjte bie Sloigtoeubiglcit cnergtgger, frâftigcr Cpeta. 
timicn Ilot ; ffllangel an Stuppen lieg jebod) biefe Sb- 
fùgt in ^angjagben nadj ben SoerScommanbantcn ocre 
ïiimmerti. Stic Erfolgloiigïcit bcrjifben rieth juffriebens. 
Bequigen, bas gegiftgiagcn Icftieret füljric jut au®. 
gungeruagS-Êtrategie mit ben ÔdjfenmanBoerra unb bet 
ts.ntoôÇlctuug beê £gsM S SB SWUffi J® 

toerben. ^jreilitff gcratjcn biefe Uebetlâufet Dont SRegen 
in bit Jtaufe/benn load ift biebeLttfdie S3olïSpattet in ben 
Siiigcn bet SLUbeutfcjeii ? ' w®tne Slctku^iefeitidiaft fût 
3at)U> unb Kaffctbauten, eine Sagb nadj feiien ipftûnben.” 
Sôêariigct toitb nidjt einmal bie ffortfdjrittspartei Bon 
ben Mbeuifdien angegtiffen. Slutb ber ïBabïbejirï 
SIS m e p T a T?, ®ôbmifej--2eipa, toirb an bie bnitjÆic 
æoftspartei uerioren gepen. Set biêfjerige fortfdjrittltd)e 
Slbgeotbnde ®t. Staptocnbel empfiefjlt jciblH bie 
SBapI bcS Siabtratpes æarïctt, bet auf bas Oolffitpe 
iprogramm canbibht SS foil baS ein fe§r geftpeitet unb 
iiidjtiqet Binon fein, ein gutet Sîebner, bet fitj im £anb> 
tage ïalb bemerwar maepen bürfte.

Bien pat uieï Bon einet 'Berf.5meljûr.g bet 
beibeii ffjarteien gefptoepcn, bie [iib ptogtammalifd) 
nu: in einem, aHerbingà Mt toefenfii^en fpuntté 
Bon cinanbet unterfdicibcn. Siefcr ÿuntt toitb abet 
nod) fût geraume 3C^ trenneiib mirten. 2>er 5Inti< 
[emitismug iiânilitfi, beffen StuSbcuumg bie beutfdie 
æoRSpattci ben SLUbeutftfjeit nitji allein ubettaffen toilt 
Sm Sonftigen ift abet Bon bet beiiticjcn gort, 
l^rittSpartci sut beutfdjen SBollSparici nut ®n« 
Sdjiitt, unb bet politifdje ®omiciïtoeçjfel, ber jum 
SMfpicl in ben Sianbgemeinbcn fÿtiebianb ©abel, 
Straçau u. f. lo. uorgenomtnen toitb, pat in bon Stugen 
ber Stbtrünnigen gat nixfjt ben ©Ijaraïter eincS ©e- 
finnungBWe^felS. æan I;at nut bas alte ffltogramm mit 
einem neuen Sitclblatt oerfefieii unb IpâÜ e» mit bem 
SÎntifemiiibmuS nidjt oiel anberS toie früfjer. ©ie beiben 
fparteien toerben im Eanbtage auf cinanbet angetoieien 
fditi unb paben bei ben æapïen tinen qetnemfamen 
©egnet — Srmib genug, fdjon je^i gute æafjenbrüber. 
fitjaft gu Ljalten. ©tatt beffen toirb uotberjanb nodj cin 
toenig gerauft. Sic beutfcje SBolfSpartei milite einige 
æesirfe, beren bié^erige fortfrjrittlitfje SBertfcter fith fret- 
loillig jurûdjietien, lutÿvcg confiscnen, fo Sdfcjcn, too 
tjkofeffor ff o u r n i e r cine neuetlidjc Êanbibatur abge- 
tcpnt unb bie goriftijtittSpariei nod) leinen neuen 
Setoctber aufgcfieUt Ijat. gür bie SBbftêpartei canbibirt 
bet S’enter Slruolb, fût bie Sltlbeutïciiiii, toie man 
fagt opne Musfidjt, 2r. S ftp an. 3m Éanbgemeinben. 
Sejirf Starldbab uetïmpen nllbeurfclje nnb Soltliebe, jebe 
biefer Çarteien auf eigene IMjiiung, ben bispetigen SBet- 
treter æt. ® u o 11 311 ftürjeu. Stn^ bas 'ïftanbat Stephan 
Si idi t e r'S ate^men bie SSoItlidjcii für fiefi in Slnfpruclj.

3n allen anberen biSper fortfejrittlidjen æejirlen toirb eb 
aber ju Leiiiem æablftreit jmijifjeii gortfrpritilùbtii unb 
SJoïtlidjeu lotnœen, es toerben fogat beibe IfJmteien notïj. 
gebrungen fid; in mandjen SBegirtcii ju Silfe eilen mûffen. 
®o ift ber iBürgetmeiftct Bon æie8 S t r e c r u to f ft, 
toenn autb iddjt olficiell, fo in tBhflidjteit fortfitjtfittliçb. 
uolïlidjct Eompromi^=6anbibat im S!anbgeiiteuibein®ejirï 
iaPjau, too Çtofcffor Si ô 5 I i u g niefit meljt caubibirt 
unb bet Stllbciitfdjc § a u d bei ben SSanern niept einmal 
©ebüt finbet. Sla bie Slllbeulfdjen lUtanbate gu ncrliereu, 

in toeldjem toir un® jeftt nodj bcftnben. Su biefer fiette 
Bon ffeglgrigen ift ber toeittragenbfte bie SnfBôïtetuug 
mit iljren fdjânbligeit. graufamen SBerïjeugcn ber Sraucn. 
rampé. 3dj fagte toeittragenbfte, bemi eS ifl anjunegmen, 
bag, menti auig ber ganje' Staublricg, ber niefjt mit 
ÎBaffen, fonbern mit ÿeuer unb §unget gefüjtt toitb> 
bas SdgtêJ unb §umanitâtS--®efitjr Europa® nidit 
toeden tonnte, bod) uicUeitgl ber rafjinirt gcplante unb 
cingcleiletc tfamilienmorb im Stanbe ift,; bic .cisilifirte' 
59elt aufntetïfam ju madjen auf ein cutopüi)tlic'3 Eiiltut, 
Boit, toeltfje® Slllem, mas Sultur, Snmaiiitât, Mcdjt geigt, 
§ogn fpriigt.

Sa® jartfüljlcnbc Europa toeubet ja fo amie fein 
batmljerjiqcS Plugc menfcglidjem Elcnbe ju, jeÜft menu 
es ju beffen æbgtge iaitjen, mufteiren ober anbertoeitigen 
æetnûguitgen, bte fouit Untertjattungen genannt toerben, 
fidj nnterjiejcii mug. yîuii, idj ocrfteije gang gut, bag man 
juc Ciiibcrung bet §olgen cine® UnglSdes ju ÜKiitelii 
greift, beten geitere gitbuiig iu bcm $ûft« be® Elenbes 
unb (einer Semittaffung im fajneibeubften Eontrafte ftel)i, 
toenmnut ber .-ttoed ber Eolleete bamit ctreirfit toirb. Su 
biefen iViillen liege fuji eben ba® gefdjegene Unqlûd and) 
bttttfi bie tieffte Brauer niefjt ntegt ataenben, bie 
aicr laffen fidj milbem, unb gieju mag man in ©nites 
Siamen tanjen, fingen unb mimen. SaS Elenb aber, Bon 
bem id) jejt jpreiÿm toill, qurtlt nidjt aus einem soit, 
enbeten uiiabtoenbbarcn llnglitllsfatle, e® befteftt au® einer 
liber bie §amttien cincs Ijelbenijaft fampfenben ®oRe® 
Berïjtingten f ortbaueru b en CeibcnSperiobe, toclrjc ben 
glued gat, gtauen nnb Stinbcr — ba man biefelticn nidjt 
mit æagen tiibten ïann, benn ba® mare bod) inhuman 
— einem fidjeren Sieditbuln ju iibetatrtroorten. Unb bits 
boUjicgt fidj tm jtoaujigiteit Sajrljunbert mit Stiffen be® 
gcbtlbctci:, gefitteten, jattfüljlcnbcit Europa, toeldjeS nut 
begljalb ftumm jugegt. meii fid) biefe® Eleub ir*‘ meg. 
tanjen unb fortbajareu lâgt. $iefe æitttf todren. aller. 
bingS fût tine abljilfe ju f^toadj ; besot aber bagfgtge 
Europa fidj ju Irâftigcren cntfdjliegt, branbmarlt es fid; 
liebet bureg bie æilfdjulb bec'îÇgffiBjgjjf pgtj beg Epi- 
gçnen ïüùffige.t.gagrgunberte;

fttrdjiet bie beutfdje Soltspantei niejt im minbeften, ba. 
gegen toirb fie im Sleidjenberger £anbgemeinbcndBejirf, 
ber nadj bem Stbleben $r. Subisig ï e f i n g c r’S ijt
jugefaden ift, einen batten Strang mit bm Socialiften 
auSjufedjten gaben, bie fd)on untcr bem inbirccten fBagb- 
fpftcjn ein ernftc® SBort mitfpredjen tonnten, bei birecten 
IBablen fid) agitatorifdj jcbeufalls aud) bemcrtbdr tnadjen 
toetben. gubcm gaben bie focialiftifdjen gbeen in biefem 
SBejirfe audj Gingang in bie æauernfdjaft gefunben, fo 
bag cin focialiftifrfjet æaglerfolg gar itidjt übettafdjcn 
ïônnte. ®a in æôgmen jam eqtenmale in ben Slttiib. 
gemeinben birect gctoiigtt toirb, ïann e® übetgaupt leidjt 
gefdjegen, bag fdjlicfilidj aud) anbere fRetfinunqen, 'fa 
bemn geute StltcS ju ftitnmen figeint, in fidj jujagjgen. 
faHenj

^Dlitifdfe lleberlitht
æien, 16. September.

®ic Icitenbcn ©rganc bet bcutfdjWgmifdjen greffe 
fiiljrcTt einen fegr entfegiebeuen jÇclbjug getjen bo® 
Snatjema, toeligeS ber ISonnerer Bon Stofenau gegen bie 
nationale t>jb>eitbciluiig SBogntcn® gc. 
ftglenbert gat. Sic ^Bogemia” eepmiert baton, bag, bet 
Slbgeorbnete St. Sareutger toicbcrgolt feine ganje 
IBerebtfalnïcit aufgeboten gat, um baSjenigc al® tie befte 
nationale glolitiï bet æeutfegen anjupreifai, tons geute 
al® eine „fpfrünbner>fpolitif" unb |al® cin .Sdilafniittif 
Betgbgnt toirb. ,®ie Seutftgen SBogmenS," figreibt Fie 
.SBogcmia", .mügten in ben Stugen bet Ejedjen bem 
Slurge bet SSdicrMTeit Betfallen, toenn fie ber Sound 
be® Stofeiiauer gtgloggerm juliebe auf einmat crtKren 
fotlten : SBir gaben uns geitrt, bie Btoeifgcitung ift gat 
niigt bets, toofût ‘toir ge gegalten gaben, fie ift nut cin 
Sdjlafmittel." lie Steidjenberger e u t f dj e Soif®, 
j ci tung' erinnert' baran, bag am S. ®ai 
1897 in ber iReiigcnberger £utiigalle in an. 
toefengeit unb unter guftimmung be® Slbgeorbneten ®olf 
bit fblgenbe tRefolntion bcfdjloffen tourbe : „®ir ennarten 
Son aUen beugtgen Slbgeorbneten ben fdjdifftcn unb tûd. 
fidltblofeften æiberftaub bi® jum ®illpinbe ia SSâHg. 
teit ber BertrefungSïôrper unb bi® jum SBerlaffen' bet. 
)elben,_ um fo bie aufgebung ber isptatgenBerotbnungett, 
bie gefeftlidje MnertennUng be® gcfiglofienen beutfigen 
Spratggebieteê unb beffen [tlbftflânbigc Beitoaltung ju ct. 
jtoingen." ®enige Wlonate fpâtet — am 5. December 1897, 
— gobe ber âbgeorbnete ®olf in feinem 'Organ fJoL 
genbe® geftgtieben : „3ie (stgaffung ber ffrooinj ©eutfid)- 
bbjmen full unfer Sdjlaigtruf fein fût jeftt nnb immerbar.i 
Siefe® foil auger ben Epradjcnuerorbnungen bie SBeMn- 
gung fein, nnter toeltger mit’ un® Seutfdjen in Sogmrn 
ber ausgleiig abgcftgloffen toetben foil.* 'fficitcr® gabe bie 
.Dfibeutfdje SRunbjdjau* iin SUlidj 1898 einen ærtiîel gc> 
bradji, ben fie al® .bcadjtenôroertgc Etubie jut bren- 
nenbften polilifdjen grage" bejeicjiietc nnb in bem cS 
g'cB ; „8“r iSeutjdieti ift IBbgmcu nut cin SBcnoaL

Slur Eine® ift gewifi, loer immet cin gamilienlagep 
gefegen gat, in Reinem ift bie £ujf juin SSogltljittigtert®. 
tanjen obet ju anberen ®armgerjiftïeit3»2uflbarfeitcn et» 
toaçgt, fonbern Sebet gat te Si âge, fiig unter ben ,®altun< 
aen ber æcratotung unb Entrûituitg gegen biefe® xrbâtm. 
fiegîte HricgSmittel in ber ®cfd)id)te aujiedjt ju crgalten; 
Sitg gabe megrere biefer gami(ien.S8niii<gtungêanftaIten, 
fo bic Sitrggercomp® bei ÎJSretoria, State, (Stanoertou unb 
ipietermarilibiirg gefegen. Sicfclbeu gleidjen fidj in Sn- 
loge unb Sîertoaltung, unterfdjcibcn fitg nut babnrdi, bag 
bie in ber 31âge gtogerct Stable ïicfiiiblkgen einige Unter. 
ftûftimg fcitenS ber æetooljner crgalten. Kni beîten in 
biefer Çinfidit ift ba® 2agcr Beî Pretoria gefteltf, unb 
bennodi. treibt oing gicr ba® GIcnb feine gifiigftert 
Slütjen.

Gin foïege® linger peftegt au® rnnbeu Peïtcn mil 
einem Safisbitrdimefiet son Bier Sdjriittn, bereu jebeS 
für cine ober jtoci ÿamilicn mit adjt. gegn ober jtoôlf 
^erfonen beitimmt i|t. Sn ben 3elteu befinbei firg bas, 
ira® bie Snfaffen bon igten (Jarmen mitiiegmeu ;butftcit, 
unb ba® ift [el)t toenig, toeil ja feine Sranéportmittcl fut 
©epüd sur æerfûgung panbcn,,auf ben für bie ÿerfonen 
beigeftetlten gujrtoerfen aber niegt biel ’ SBagaqe 
fJJlaft gaffe.

®ie ^eltqaffen in bem Sager bei Pretoria burdj» 
fdjrcitenb, überjcugtc id) mieg toiebergolt Bon ber Cin. 
rici)tung biefer luftigeu Untcrtünfte, son ber 'Jiagntng 
toie son bem Seben unb îrcibeu. Su ben meigen 3eüen 
fiegt man nüglS al® einige Üagerbcden unb cine Riftc 
ober Roger, in einigen ift ein JBctt ju fegen, in toenigen 
fogar ein tleiner SiftÇ unb ein paar Ctügle, tocldi 
leftteceS SKobiliat toagrfdjcinliçg au® Pretoria gcfpenbct 
tourbe.

®an toitbi Uielleidjt fdgen, bisger ift no<5 niigfâ 
©raufameS an bem £agcr gu conftatiren — „eiu 3dt 
ïann nîfdfit toie ein SBouboir eingeridjtet fein', mie 'cin 
Conful, ber in einer Slntoanbluug non fDicnfigeqfreunb. 
lidjleit ba® grauenlagct in grciie unter Jüjrung beâ 
©OttSerneur® Bon Pretoria bürçljfdjritt, meinfe. æun, bai 
gegcil Mt üè Hitt ejatoenben, bag bjc ©raufamïeit niegt
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tangJortiet, tine SProbinj.- Sie papcn bapci audj tein 
Sntercjfc on ben mcpr eingetiilbctcii dS wirflidten ©ten. 
gen. , . . §auptfo$e ift iwcp bie Etpoltung bcSbeutfdjcn 
(Jpataîta» iptcr engeten unb engften Seimat ; , .. æa3 
cjecpifcpc IBüpmcn Ware aïs îfroüinj /Cjecpijcp^Spmcn" 
ober, loenn es ber Eitetïeit ber Ejctpcn inept ' cnlfpricpt. 
alS flbnigreid) .Ejecpcwien', bann ein rein cjeditfdies 
Jtronlanb, loo bie cjeipifipc Gpracpe bie cinjige lanicS. 
übtidje mate urtb bie beutfdie Staixfojpradje nur ate Set. 
Icptofpracpe mit ben Eentralftellen unb ten, aiifsttldn. 
bifdjen Drganen aiijuwenbcn marc,"

’ ®a itngatifdje ginanjminifter SabUIauS p. 2 u> 
la c 3 ift geftem Mcnite aus Subapeft Jict ange» 
fommen.

ijitr Affaire beS SnftitutS bon San GStroïamo 
berôffentIi^tba3„grcmben»5Matt“ba3 fotgenbe Sommunimit: 

, „®ic Seurtpcilung, mel$e bie »or einigen Sagen in lin» 
gelegenljcit beâ SuftitutS bon San (ÿirolamo in apram 
aPaèpaltene æeriamntlung bon Sotte cintgcr ttalienifdjer 
SBmtter finbct, lâpt anncpmen, bab ipnen übet ben SBerlauf 
berfeiben nngenaue SBeti^te jitgetomutcn finb. Es wirb 
nittnlicp barin bon ber SBoraasjebung auSgegangen, bafi 
bei biefer ©etegenpeit beteibigenbe SeuBerungen gegen ben 
Stonig bon Station gefaDen feien. îluf Srunb bon amt» 
ïf^en Snformationen, bie toit and Slgrant crpaltcn paben, 
finb wir nun in ber Cage, mit aller ïïeftimmtpeit feftjn» 
fteÙen, bafi ber Slante 6t. SRajcftüi Pc3 Rünigé bon 
Station in jener SBcrfammlung bon feinem ber Diebner and) 
nur genannt Worben ift." æaS EommuniquÈ barf mot auf 
bic jüngfie Gonferenj beS IBanuâ mit bem ©rafen Golu» 
djoWSfi jurüdgefüprt wetben.

æcit Epilog gar S 5 h j ! g e t S a i f è t. 
Entre bite pat ber beutfdje S a i f ct fcïbfi ge< 
fpro^en, inbem et bei feinem udrgeftrigen Empfange in 
Sanjig bic Entrebue ois pod)bebeutfant beseidmete unb 
ihr ÊtgebniB in bie æorte juîammenfttBte, ed fei bie 
Metjcuguitg unerfdiüfclidj Èefeftigt, baft fût lange 
geiten ber curopâifdje g'riebe fût bie Sôiïet erpattew 
bleiben witb. Eine Seurtpeilung, bie biefen fctetltcpcn 
SBorten beS StaifcrS 28ilpelm bureau® cntfpri^t, finbet 
bie Entrebue attdj in Wfttatib, too man fie «te .gliid. 
XicpeS SteigniB* empfinbef. SScnn ein infpirirteâ Êom» 
taunigué ber „!Rational=3eitung" batübet ïetnen gweifel 
Idgt, baft bei ben Uiiterrebungen ber beiben Saifet unb 
jptu ieüenbcu Staatêmànnet and) poiitijdie ©e^nftdnbe 
erdrtert worben finb, fo iiegt eâ nape, amp an bie f^we. 
ienben p an bc18 p o 1 i ti) <i) enfjtagettjubaiïcn, oon 
berça Entfdjetbung bas ^uftanbelommen eineS neuen 
ruffifdj-beutftpeii jçanbelêoertragcs abpëiigi. Simp finer 
beuttgén Sertiner SRelbuttg, bie inbeffen nodj bet Segtait. 
bigung bebarf, foil gerabe in biefer Sftùptûng eine Scr» 
ftanbigung nidjt ergiclt worben fein p botp barf moi in betr 
Stapmen EeS aUgemeinen Einbrude^ ber Entreuue a(3 
toatjrfdjeinlitp angenommen wetben, baft and) bet 0ang 
ber fcpmebcnben wirtpfdjaftopolitifdjen «Jetpanblungen fidj 
fortan in bet Sieptung bet butdj bic Sanjiger Entrevue 
Jewotgetufenen unb oetftSrfien Stimmungcn bewegen witb.

Sn bem aUgemeinen Subel ber Segeiftermig, ber gegen- 
Wërtig fèranfreid) in Erwartung besEtaren- 
bef ndj eS beperrfdjt, finb and) niante fdjriHe ÜBifttbne 
fcemcpmbar. æor îlllem finb bic ülationaliften unb ÏJioii» 
at^iften fepr miftuergnügt batübet, baft ber IBefudj in 
$ari3 nod; nid)t litper ift, unb baft ber Ëjar es 
niept ber SJiüpe Wertp gepaltrn pat, auf bie Em- 
labung beë nattonaliftifdjen ÏIBunicipaltatpeâ ber Saupt- 
ftabt eine «ntwort gn ertpeilen. Süiatt füplt m 
biefen Steifen, baft ber Sefucft bes CjarS in fÇrantrettp, 
Wie fi^ ber „îemp®“ anâbtüdp ben „îobeëftoft“ für bte 
aniMepiiHifantffien HJarteten Pilbet, unb man fuept fid; bott 
nur bur^ eine jtentliep willtiirlicpe Snterprctation beS æ«« 
lanfeiS ber æanjiger iBegegnung ftpabloê ju ftalten. So 

in ber Einrieptung bet fjelte, fonbent in bem gàidfate 
berer gu furften ift, bie e3 betoopnen müffen.

SBa3 ereignete fidj, beuot bie gamitien bas S^tiager 
bejogen ?

Siefelbeni beloopnten bcpagfiiïi eingeridjMe Jarmen, 
in Welften SePenêmittel fût ein Sapt unb batûber auf. 
gefpeidjert Waten. Sa ïamen gu irgenb einer Sages» ober 
SRifternaiptsîeit Solbaten, jagten bic fjamitie auî boni 
Jgaufc unb gûnbcten baêMbe au. Uebet biefe $toeebut ift 
gewift fdjon fo üiel gefdjtiebeu worben, baft ein nüpcred 
Eingepen barauf langweilen bürfte. æon eincm ffalle pin 
ftp aPet üierjeugt, baft et felbft bad moftitpâtitfîeits' 
bajarenbe Europa nod, untcrpalien Witb, ioenn er frdi 
aud) fdjon oor Sionaten jugetragen pat. E3 inaft jur 
geit, aI3 ®elarep ben Englânberu einen groften Eoiwoi 
auf bet Soute Çtetoria-Suftenbutg abnapm. Solrpe 
Dîieberlagen müffen immer gerSqtifein/ainb uollji^en fiep 
biefe Strafen am pequemftên an ben Ramilien. £amalê 
War bie1 Siadjetouift befonberS rege ; fiber allen Séarmen 
biefer @egenb bltjfen giammen auf, unb bic æoftn. 
flatten frieblitper fjamilieu fanten iu îlftfte. æer befdjtnbt 
ben Sammer, bié SietjWcifiungSfcenen ber ben ropen 
Golbaten überanttoorteten gtauen unb Slinber, brren 
gïdjen um ©ionung irgenb eineS Wettben Eegenftanbeê 
an bem ftumpffinnigcn militdriftpeu . fBflidjtgefüpïe, baê 
fidj in einer qroftartrgen ïriegerifdjeit fiction ju betoâpteu 
glaubte, abgîitt ? ®ei cinem foldjen $eibenacte am 
Stcrtftroom im SRuftenburger æiftrirtc geberbetc fut» ein 
fflabdjeit Wie toaptifinnig. ©djteienb unb geftienlireub 
brângtc1 fie bem Éingange bed brennenben Saufeâ ju, 
botft Wurbe fie bon ben Golbaten mit Setoalt jutûd 
geftalten. 5ia<p beren Sluffaffung Wollte bas æübdjen 
augeitfrfieinlidj nodj etwaê auà ber partit païen, WaS 
bodj nertreniicn muftte. 2a3 berftept aber felbft ber bc-- 
fdjrânftefte Stamp, baft ba nidjtë petauêgepott wetben 
barf, gefdjWetge bmn ein Officier. ®aâ t^rten fie f«p 
taper an bie æorte, bie bas ïïtàbdjen immer toapn» 
finniger fdjtie, je niept bie gtammen auê bem Saufe 
fdtlugen : .Sad bodj mej ma nit je berbrannb 1' Spatt 
fôdjlicp Wollte bas fafenbe SSâbtpen nadj etmaS Spcures, 
Oelicbte? bem f$redlidjc tt Upterganjc entreifttw, W ta 

berfldjert bie bonapartiftifcBe ,autoritl“, bie Çerjlidjleit, 
bie jwifdien ben beiben Ratfern bot Tanjtg perrfdjte, müftte 
fept abtüplenb auf biegran jofen wirten. ®tn üb etf tpmanglicper 
EntpafiaSmus wire baper nirpt gereWtfertigt, benn bie Steife 
beê Sjarê naep ffrantrcirb laffe Side» beim aiten. aber 
aucp bie Socialiftcn unb rtnar^iften begimten fitp in iprer 
Krt unangencpm bemerlbar ju ntarpen. 3n ben lejten 
îagen war bie tarifer Çolijet botfauf bamit befipüfttflt, 
in nerfdjiebcneii Quartiers rotpe ifitacate ju entfernen, 
mit benen bie Çroletarirr aufgeforbert wntben, ben Ejar 
mit §o<prufen auf ïolftoi ju begtûften. æer IfSoIijei 
ganj grautreiipS ftepen übtigenS frftwere Sage 
unb parte Slrbeit beoot. tScpon jejt wirb ber 
æertcpv auf allen Srenjftationen, namentlicp gegen bie 
Sdjweij unb gegen Stalien, Bon wo man ben Bujug ita» 
lienifdjer anaripiften befürijtet, fdjarf übeiwacpt, ja bie 
æorfiept wirb noep wetter geteieben. îluf oerfiptebene Mu» 
frageti, ob man brin Ejarenpaarc ©efepeute überreiepen 
ïiinne, gab bie Utegietuug ben IBefdjeib, ber fiaifer oon 
fRuftlano reife fo tafdj, baft et niept 3eit pabe, (ilefdjente 
entgegenjunepmeir. ülumanb wirb firp bem .Çerrfipctpaate 
napern bürfen, nidjt cinmal um ber fiaiferiit iBIumen 
cmjubieten.

îpeobor Sloofeoetp bet neue ^râfibent ber ®er« 
efmgtcn Staaten, pat geftem bet feinet in IBuffalo abge» 
legten GibeSleiftung ertiart, baft er bte non SR a c Stinlep 
emgefdjtagene ÎÇoIitil unncrânbert fortfepen 
Werbe. æa ®ia: Simien lurj Bot bem Sttcntate, bem et 
jum Opfcr fiel, eine æenbung in feinet Sflot'.ti! ange- 
tünbigt pat, fo fragt eê fitp. ob fRoofeuelt aud, in Sejug 
auf biefe ben oon SRac fiinlep uorgejeidjnetcn SBeg ju 
gepen gebentt. TaS gacit bet umw&Ijenben SfJolitit. wetepe 
frit Sllat ftinlep’S erftem $tâflbentfdpafto-SIntriit begann, 
idftt fid; ans folgenbem luttnt llcbcrblid ermeffen. 
®ei 2Rac Sinlep’S erfter feapl tm Saprc 1897 
panbelte eê fidj faft auSftblicftliifi um bie ÏBâprungSfragc 
unb bie fjoltgefepgebung, baê jweitcmal ftanben bie beiben 
SJSatteien einanber mit bem gelbgeftprei „Smperiati3muê'' 
unb ,antbSmperiatiêmu3“ gegenûber. Saura nier SUtonate 
nad; ber erften SUapl SPiac HÎnlep’3 trat bic notbameri» 
lantftfic Union in biefReifte bet ÊoIoniaUæoliti! treiPenben 
Staaten ein. æie ira Üertragêroege ooltjogcne Sinner- 
leibmtg ber Sawaii-Snfeln war ber erfte cotonialpolitijcpe 
Stpritt Sdjon ein 3apr jpïter, ira Suit 1898, grwannen 
bie Sereinirten Staaten ira gciebensidjtuffe mit Spanien 
bie wcftinbtftpen 3nfeln unb bie SJJpilippmen, unb bamit 
Warcn fie auf ben groften SScItptan getrrten, um alê 
©roftmacpt eine SoUe barauf ju fpielcn. 3pre mititiirififie 
IBetpeiligung an ben tpineftjdien SBirren war bic weiterc 
Jolge biefer tapiben weltgejcpiiptlitpeii Entwitflnng.

Ber Strtit um bas Collegium San ©irolamo.
(Erlfl.rCSasi:, bec „Sleani &itien

9îom, 11 September.
Uvt^etl ht Sateen gegen 2l£acenic

mtb @«mj|en rottibe uom ’Priitot in au«F»ifrtiéa SBeife be* 
^rftnbet. dorait gel^t eine “X'axfîeCtuwg bcà
©iefefbe conftcutrt, ban bte Stngtflûgteu ben StnH/ bag ein 
i$end|tâbotc bent Hector ^ajmon etne 8 û v l a b u n g bed 
SapitutarS §5Lite çuiùdtc, bant benii|tenr uttt ht ba3 
©piîtel eins«bring«v Hi) bam feftjuhçen unb bem Stector, 
ber fie Ijtttaaôiioeqcn luodte, ju bebejrten, fie itrôm bie 
ebijigett ïedjêmâjjigeu Scrtrefer bet SCuftalt, et aber nii)t3 
aïfl ein (xin&rùtgling. Xic ^ngeHaaten Rutten bte Jaunie 
ber ŸCnftatc &iâ junt 31. 3htgji'ï be|e^t ïln btejem Xage 
maijtti (raft etner yjïijü|leriald53-crorbîittjig SItiüer ïl(p()ott« ®u«ca 
bie ^erwaltung ttnb btn^elhs beS ^atifeô unb ber foitftigert ©hier 
be^ (Spitted an fidj, w&jrenb ^a^man gegen ^ïaeente unb 
(Senaffcn bei bem juftcinbtgen ^râtor bte &lage auf g e m a [ t* 
f a m e n r i e b e n £ b t u dj er^ob unb fritte SiebereWc^ung 
tn ben botigen ©tanb benef)rtc» fdgt nuit bie Sarïegung ber 
fonhigen ÿhtfpntd’je be$ «tâgev8 unb ber (Sittntenbung ber 
langteit. £)er l'tütor fbettt'ftd) barauf^tn folgenbe ^rageu: ÎL^ar 

uniniltel&aret ber SHnbcr reiîungâlog oerbrannic : 
bie fermer ïranïe, fiedje lutter ! D, tanje unb muficire, 
toobitbâtigeê jEuropa, eineS beiner golfer ift am Êultur- 
toerfe ! . . ?

ttliit bem bon ben glammcn ber niefaergebrannten 
^jeimftatte nod) gebknbeten Singe gelangen biè ^amilien 
nadj einer Stêifc t^cilê auf ben ©ffecten belabener 
inerte, ifteifâ in Moftlcnmaggonê in bag fttefugélager. 
$ier erfjalten fie borerft einen auf &em Stolen aiv 
getoiefen, too fie bie erften IQadjtc geioflfinlkft unten freiem 
Rimmel jubringen müffen, btg ber £ager-?lbmmiîtrator 

ein Unteroffider — ein aufri^ten laftt ©tumm 
bor fidj Ijinbrütenb, fi^en fie ba unb laffen iljr Sdjtdfal 
fid) bolljidjen. Ueber eine 9ta^l finb fie Settler gemorben, 
miÿrcnb bet JReifc ftaben fie^ungem gelemt —ft>aÉ( Jann 
i^nen uixft miberfa^ren ?4

Sîitftt aug fReugierbe, fonbern nur um ber Belt bic 
Baftrfteit fagen gu fônnen, uafterte td) midi oft ben View- 
angefommenen. ©aâ lebljafte 9luge eineS Heinen Ætnbeâ 
an ber $üfte einer nicbergejdiïagenen -iDluttcr, bie eineâ 
3eïteê Ijarrte, erregte meine Stufmerïfamïeit $$ fragte 
bie ^rau naÿ.iftrem Êerfommen. (Sie erjdljlte "mit er* 
floppier Stimme:, wUnfer ^aus ftanb am Bilgeriver 
morgen mirb eg eine Bodje fein, baft eg uiebergebrannt 
tourbe. Geif^er eScoriirt man uns, juerft $u giift, bann 
auf SBagen, guïe^t mit ber Gifenbagn. Sente bic ganje 
SRadjt fuftren toir in einem Moftlentoagen. $dj bin ft^on 
feljr miibe, Wir Ijaben nod) fein 3elt beïommen, unb bie 
Wdft ift fait" Sluf bem $ad ber toentgen ^abfdigféiien 
faft ijft eftoaê toie rofteô ftleifdj unb fragte, mai bas 
mare. ift baê §letf^, ïoebfteê toir fur eine ftalbc 
Bodje beïommen fiaben." Sei niiftercr Sefîdjtigung con* 
ftatirfe id) einen fleifdjlofen Mnoyften unb einen 
£ungc. ‘

©ie (Sonne oing eben unter, unb empfinbfiicfie Ædltc 
irai ein in bem Womente, too ber .^ori^ont fid) ûber ber 
feurigen ©tfteibe fdjloft. ©ic ftinber, todkfte un Breien 
ftaumfummcûen, eilten ju ben geÛen, Sot etnigen 
fladerte ein ^euer jur Sercüung beê $Menbeffeng. §tft 
faft iïber ben '^euern nur Baftergefâfte. gmei iïnabcni bt> 
S&nrfttete < bte cifrig bamü ÊcfeW »«««* W b 

Sector ^ajman jur Œrtjebung bet SKage 6ererf)tigt? 
2Uurbe er in feutrn friebltàett ïlefilje ht fjetjniutfif^er unb 
qcwaïtfamer Strife geftart? ®auerk bie ©tôrung and) na^' 
ber iShtfeçung beS 'SîegierungWomîitiffârd uttb nut i^r bie1 
©swalt^ürigréitert ber Wmatmer fort? ©ber mu&te, nad)* 
bem bie ©atmatiner bie ÎCuftaft cextaffen fatten, bie SBeft^ 
fiBning uub mit i$r ba« ^egdjren' um SStebecemfe^ting hi ben 
borigen Stanb alê edofd|en betradjtet reerben?

îfatroori: ®ie perf°tt(W» 0110 c&«nt SDetict ^emrghjettbe 
§3eflfeftorungÆïïage t|at bie 2531 e b e r e t n j é u u n g ht bem üragett Staab I 

trnein fjtttmarifdjeurafrfienffiedal^ raie ùttnter eSH
um ben auèigefyrocfienen Seftè befteiïi fei, môge er and) ein mv 
rcdjtniâfei^r fetn. tfanbeüe c? fid| menigtr umben 'èdph) bcSi 
eigenfliqen Wtjhe, aü um eine Surgfcfyaft filr bie 
bffentHdje Drbnung unb îRue gegen jcben ®eriu^z; 
bett gefeÇmagtgen bec ©eredjtigteà burd) etgemnâ^tigcS j 
Sargebeit 8» ittttcrbredjcn. fei barum g e ft a Ù e t, etnem ■ 
genjaïtiamen 53erju^e ber SBcftijftbrnng @ e lu a ( t entgcgcn*j 
ÿtthÿcn; fei aber bie Sibcung DbUkacfit unb ein fo 
gertnger ^etirautn bawï) berftri^en, fo irete an bie ©tefle b es? 
Jus privates violoijtiae (eéufâ SBermeibnng grô§erer Ueliet ber j 
fd^liUenbe @ tu griff beâ 9Î e $ t $ ft a a t e & 35eri 
^ritior müffc im oorfiegenben Batte in @emüÊf)dt ber (îinH 
tuenbmtgen berSeïangten (id) fragett, ob ber5£ldget am 31. ïtuguft1 
beredfttgt war, feine ftïage aU Hector citiez Bnftitutâ ju tr^eben,? 
ba$ am 1. September in« Çebew treien foSte. ©b er baê Spittefj 
reeftimâgig anirno demi ni unb ju etgcncm OJebrandj innepatte/ 
ob er cm bem J£wiiife# in beffen Sefte er toieber cmgefeljt ineraen. 
ioilï, ein Steftererfft getcnb tnafyn tonne, cttbüdj oiï er attS bttu 
§aufe bureft bie îlngêtiagten inirfüd) gclnaftt^diig Dertdeben wurbe ?.

Sfntwori: ^erStfiger roar auf @runô einer ®otttnad)t beê 
ŒacbWê ^mmutetti bom 15. ember 1900 2!e nu alter1 
unb Sïu^nieger beê BîtfttÉnte 4. September, bem Sage 
ber erften Sagfafjrt im an^5ngtgcn Stedjtêftreite, burfte er baê 
Œottegtunv ju_ beffett Settling er berufett roar, alê b 
ft e f| e n b anfe^ett. ®er viager war fearer in bieier Êigen* 
fdjctft jur ber ©èfi&ftôrttngêHage bersdjttgt, baê
son -papi't Sîitoïanê V. 1453 crridjtcte ^piitet ftanb feit1 
iner 3abrbunberteu untec ber Sertoaltung einer Œongregatiom ' 
3m 3a$re 1889 Wurbe bie Congregation jeitrodlig anfgeljaben, 
uttb baê ©pittetjammt bem (Japiteli ber Sacra visita unb ber' 
©b^nt beê (ïarbtnalê SJannirtetti unterftettt ©er ^orbinat ber' 
niéltê ^nbereê alê Sîenuaftengë-tïümmiffâr war, kitete baê 
Spüteï btê jttm 15. Steoember 1900, tin meldjcm Xage er beffeii 
S3ertDa.Ümig bem fpdeftec ^ajman an&erîraute. ©tefer Umtab^ 
ttnb bie bag ^ajinan bie Seri&attung beê <5phteïê !
fofort ii&erttftljm, feine SBoijnnng im Spiiiel bcjeg, bafeibjf 
$iauÊ^errnred)ie übte, roaë aud) ber Capitular SJitic baburd) ait* 
erïamtte, ban er t^m feine ^orfabung piftetteu 
att bieê toeift flar unb tutjrocibeuitg, bag ^mau ber t^gtfdcgliqe' 
® e f i fi, e r beê a u f e ê w a r, in beffen (§enu§ er m ieber etngtfe|t ; 
roerbett n>i((. ©er ‘■Jprüior erfemit, bag feine l a g e begrüubet! 
unb bag bie ^elangtem me(cf)e i^re ünfprücfte auf gcfc^ntdgigeni' 
SBege geftenb fonnteiv eê üoqogen, eine (£igenmad)tigfeit- 
ju beqe^en, bte baâÇMeft utmmer att^etgeu laniL ÜBar aber i^r, 
§anêfriebenêbrud) wirflid) IjehuhiJiR unb getualtt^dtig ? ©auert 
ber Bviebcuêteli^ tro| ber Grnennttng eineê 9icgierung^Som* 
miffâra fort?

SUtaort: 3^ ^egriinbttitg eineS gewaltl^iltigen BtîelietiS*: ' 
brudjes ift rotje Oeivalt, bte „vis atroi“ nt^t not^< 
wtnbig ; eê geniigt bie ^(uêlibuiig einer m o r a ( i f d) c u ©croalt- 
qegen bie frieblidjr Sluêübttng ber Ôlenê^Stigteit, ja fogar gegen 
bit Bernnit^etc ©ttteitêi^dtigfciÉ be3 Scfi^erê. ©ie ^EÎmtütfe be* 
fteht aber barin, bag mur ettoaê tl)ut, waê bîr, gegen beu fie fid)J 
riqtet, faite «t eâ geatmt, ficher ju üerijutbern Mcju^t ^dtte. fteht; 

.JJmetfel barntn, bag bte©,aimaîi«er, hibem fit,wemt attd) in reinec 
tlb fidit unb iu bem ^fftrcben, tljrcm Satmanbe jtt btenen, baê I 
Spütel überrumpelteu unb barin gegen beu bitten bel, eitterleiJ 
o& redftmafjiqcn, ob unrîdftntdgigen Sen&erê, alê pertes! 
baitften, weil fie bte Çerren ju fein glaubten; îcm ^weifel barum,1 
bag bie ©atmatiner einen lj e i m t ü cï i f dj e n unb g e w a t te 
t^âtigeu Bruben3&rudj begingen unb ben ÆfUgeri 
tm fricblidjcn ÜJeft^e jencê $aujt5 ftürteu, baê er feit SJoüember' 
1900 berooljnte. 3£jre tjermetntlidjcn ytcdjte atê natürlicfte ÜRite 
gltebet ber (Songrcgation m&gen fie an anberer ©telle beweifettji 
ber |Mtar farm fiq bamit ui^t b (faffen Bcbenfcdïê wiirbuj 
bie ©genfdjaft beê balmatinifd|cii ^eimatiSreàM jur ïïufnatjme! 
ht bie Congrégation n i rf) t gmSaen. 9tac^ bem (Statute bcitenb 
bie Congrégation auê einer fiefrmmten 3°^ SWitglwbern

ftebenbeô SBaffcr unter bqtânbigem fRüftren gu giefteiù 
Will) bag?" fragte idj. — bad

gut ?" — ^©e^r gut ’• SBei biefer Slnftoorf se^rten 
fd)Du bie gierigen Slide ait bem ^n^alie, ber fonft nui! 
oit Sîa^rung ber Staffent bilbet.

Set einem gelfe, vor bem fein ^euer brannte^ 
ftanben lutter unb itinber um bie leeren 5to^geft^irre.: 
©ie ©ebo^n^eit aitg befferen ©agen mag bie gamifiJ 
3ur (Sfîenêjeiî ^icr Derfammelt ÿabeit ©ie wnaben jtedtcn 
bie ^ànbe in bie Êofentafdjen unb gitterten mit gte 
bogenen Shtiett bor Malte, bie SWâbdicn ftefteten l)oT& 
tlagenbe, ïjafb fragenbe Slide auf bie SRutter, unb biefe 
blidte todjmüiÿg in bie leeren 0efage, alg tuürbe fit 
bergcblkft ein SBunber (Sottes ertoarteiu

©er ©irector ber Jhinftalabemie gu JBdogna müïjtt 
hd| bor Ski^ten^ •mit bem tenfantrfe eineâ GicmâlbeS gu 
bem Wîotto : „Nessun* maggior dolore, che di riceot* 
darsi del tempo feliee ueîla miseria/* (£3 gelang i^m 
n^t, ben frii^eren SBo^lftaub unb bie fpâfere Slotlj 
pàdenb in einem SRomente pm Slugbrude gu jiringen^ 
§ier batte er ein braftifdjeg SRotit» gefunben.

©ag fur^fbare ©efpenft aller Jamilienïager ift bet 
hunger, ©te Stafirungêmütel, toelqe Ijaïbmbc^cTTiïii^ -4 
Montag, unb ©onnerfteg — auâgegeben merben, genügeij 
gerabe fût einen ©ag. ÿleiftf) entfdilt auf jebeê ïïainilieiu 
mitglieb pr SBodje ein f|ïfuni>. îSei biefeu iBemcffuna 
fonnen fidj biefe Slrmen gweimal in bet 2Bocfte, namli^ 
an ben ©agen ber StuMabe, Ijalbmegg fait effen^ an beii 
iibrigen ©agen a&er müffen fie Bungern.

SBenn eg notljtoenbig ift, midj be^ügliïb biefer 2(ni 
gaben auf einen ^eugen ju berufen, mm* id) $erri 
Büjï, einen Biener, nennen, ber mit mit baê Cagct 
befudjte.'

§iebei ift nnftt ux bergeffen, baft bie meiften biefei 
jWifieit in iftren Boftnfteen rehfjlidje JBorrâtfte $urü£ 
laffen muftten. Um nur ©inen jJlamen gu nennen : bte 
gamilie 2tel — gtoei grauen unb adjt Minber tear fût 
minbefteng ein $ahr im Ueberflufic berproviantirt uni 
je^i ^eult fie »or hunger.

©ie mangelMbe 91aï)rung ftal (Siddjfïjum jut ^otg^ 
unb bief^ ift bie ;Êwt^ti»ja^e ber aaïftreidjen ©ob<^
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Kr. 12312 .'Wien,' Montag NeueFr6lePi*sg«e; 10. September 1901 bettes
bie nac^ gênait sorgef^rteberent feicrïiÆert _ fRitite anfge* 
itommen wurben. Scffer ^atte te ben ©alraafinem gefrommt, 
su Bc^upten, baft fie bie fRnnmBifiîeiten M ©piftete feit lângerer 
geit nine fatten, ate eine fragmürbige Sn^rift angumfcn, 
bte tftnen ate gebortnm SUpriem angeblidj D^meroeiterji baê 
Sîetfit einraumt fid) ate 2Üitgïieber ^ber Congregation gu be* 
ira^iett. Sie muftten aber, baft bie Congrégation feit 1889 
aufgc^oben unb Ccmbinot ^anntdeni ben Suâger jnr Ser» 
ïrmttnng be§ Spittcte ' Bemfcn ftatte. Sm Ue&rigen finbet ber 
Umftanb ber gcfdjetjenen Sqifcftômng eine mibefteeitbare 
feteuidje Seftâtignng in ber Crnennihtg eineB SSegierung^ 
©DmmiffârS. S>ie Se^auptung ber ^rtangten, fie feicn troft 
ûUebem bie eigentndjen Sertrcter bee Congrégation, ift au^ 
aite anberen ©riinben Çtnfalïig. Cine furiftif^e ^erfôn* 
li^teit befte^t nur auf Cninb ber ©efepe bte ’Staateî, 
unter beffen fie ïeH. ®tes gift oïme Stu^na^me 
fur ûïïc berartigen Snftihtte, auÆ für bic fogmaimten fremben, 
benn nur ibre Slnertenttung burtô ben Staat berlei^t ifjnen 
inri^^eu Seftattb. Son tenter ©efefegrtumg luerben toSmo* 
polilif'd]e Snftihite mterïannt ober jugélaffcn. 2a? Ûnftitut bon 
San ©iroîamo mnrbe «u ^fden ber So^lf^fitt^ïcit unb bte 
©otttebienftte oon ben ÿfipften 9?itoïaug V. unb ©irtu« V., ben 
tutliltifien iierrtdjem fener 3e^ ®te iialiewfdje aîegte*
rung beftïtigte 1870 feinen juriftt|qen ©jaratter unb regelte te, 
fowtii feint moljtthdtigen 3raedf m $ragt tamen, mit ber Str* 
erbiuntg vom 1. December 1870 nnb in Sinftdjt feiner religiôfcn 
Scftimînnng mit bem ©efeljc Vont 19. 3uiu 1873, wonai^ bte 
üre^ii^en 3nftitute ben bftrgertidfen (Stjepen 
nnterfteïjen unb o^ne Crma^tigung ber SRegtcrung nidjt 
berfiiiiert merbeu bftrfem G? a r a u 11 e g ej e ë fagi an* 
bererfeite, baft «n ben Stftttnniungen ber bürgerlid)en ®efr^c in 
Slnftftung ber Œrritfjfung unb ber 5ïrt bte Seftanbte, fotoie 
ber Serânftcrung ber firdftidjen 3ftftitute nidjte gefinbert toirb. 
SDtr Slrtifet 8 ber Serorbmntg vom December 1870, monad) bie । 
in beftcljcnbcn fremben Sjoftlf^atigteiîmfEaÜen in Setreff 
ifirer Statnten feiner Smf^ranhtng nntermorfen finb, tarai bie 
adaemetnen Chmnbiitee ber ®efe&e roeber untfinbern, nod) üer- 
niÿten, unb te ift bemna^ unanfed)tbar, baft an bem 3n* 
ftitute ton San GJiroïamo o^ne Cinmiltigung ber 
ttfllienif^en 9€egiernng, unter beren a u ê f tft l i e ft* 
11dÿer unb unbebwgter Dbfjut e? fteftt, uub bit audj 
eingig unb allein berufeuift, beffen Scrmaltung 
su b ca'uffid) tigen, îcine fetbernng üoUgogtn merben barf. 
Oe biefe Setradihingeit geft&ren inbeften tn baâ ^etitorium unb 
serftbrteu bte 'îhatiadje md)t, baft bie Sacra visita ba? 
Spittcl jmbtf lange Sabre natft tirent (Muibünfen vermaltet unb 
einen ^uftanb gcfdjafteit batten, ben bie Selangteu TeintefaSâ 
eigcnmfi^tig umuoften burften. $itr ben ^râtor geniigt im 
gcgcnwdrtigen ^aüe ber Umftaub, baft bie Sacra visita bie Cou* 
aregation èôdig verbrânat (jatte nnb bie Ca&itulare bem Carbinol 
SamtutcUi, ate er bie Sermaltnng bte ©piftête übernojm, bie 
Sütfter, ©elber nnb SSertftpapiere beS Snftitute o^ne Cmfprudj 
ûttbfolgten. Unter ben Capitularcn tt>ar and) ber belangte 'Dîonfignore 
,S i t i c. Sie Congrégation tourbe bain and) mâfirciib biefer jwolf 
Sa^re nie mate einberufen; fie roar bafter nidjt meftr im

e f i ft e be? ©pittete. Seft^alb mufjten bie Sdangten mi bem 
'JCuilunHêmittcl ber Scrfabung be? Capitulate IBitic an ^atman 
gretfen, um ht ben tfjatffid|li(ften $eft& bte©pitteU gu fcpett 
Sud) au? biefen Cinhiben ift auf getealtîanrcn nnb ftenntiidifcften 
griebenâlirni^ ju crïcmmt.

S^a? bte ^ortbaucr bte tfriebntebmdjte anbelangt, fo 
ift Voterft ju bemerfen, bafj bie ^erwaltnng unb ber i^at* 1 
fâdjlidje ïÛeftft be? ©phteU auf ben fRegitrutw?*Commi!tar 

ïhbergegangeu finb. Sie Sefangtcn wfiwn niefft in ber îage, ba? 
Cpitteï fterauÊàugeben. ba fie te nieftt mehr inneitaben. gagman 
k^anptet, baft bie 'Spoliation fortbefte^t, ba bie Crntnmmg bte 
SRegierungSdiommiffâte au? drnnbeu ber Bffentlidjen Sidierljeit 
feine îtedfte nidjt f^mülert uodj junidjte ma^ _ roüftrenb er bi? 
îur Onnbe an beren ?Iiteübnng bennod) t^atfiidjliclj be^inbert, fet. 
Str $râtor mnft firfi t)icr ber g r ô ft t e n 23 0 r f i d) t befteiftigen 
unb ftdj thiten, Sséfe^le gu trîïjeilcn, bic mbglidjetroeife unau?» 
fütjr&ar roâren. Sie ftrittige Sadje ift in ÿolge einer Serorbnnng 
o« SSeitoaltungSljetjDïbe im 23 e f i c be? SR e g i e r u n g ?* 
Commiffür« wb nidjt int Seitee bec Selangten. Ser 
iïldger bcrlangt, ber 9iidfter mSge fid) fiber biefe? Oefdjeljnift, 
Binroegfe&en. Scr 9îidjtcr vermSdjte after, audj roemt er 
biefem «erlangen ftaltgâbe, bie 28 i e b e r e i n f e p 11 n g in ben 
vorigen Stanb n i dj t b n r dj 3 u f 11 Ij r e u, ba er fie mtr beu 
Ülehngten anitragen lann, biefe after nùftts mefjr befÿen, unb 
ma? fte nic^t Ijaben, audj nidjt geften Tünucn. Sie Strcitfragc । 

Si g r a m, 14. <3eptentEier.
ÎDle oppaftiimlie greffe fâ^ri fort, bie ©trolamo^lffairc 

ju parteipoïittidjeu ^m^den ait^nnü|jen imb füllt taglid) i^re 
Spalfen mit nenen A?e^ereien gegen italien, ^enefienâ bereiteu 
ant^i bie Œroaten in Su fat ^©preini^ unb Sinmc 
ÿroteftmeetiug§ bot. 3n Wpteiniç bat ber _ S ü r g e r* 
m e i ft e r bem Serlangen nadj einbernfimg einer aitger» 
odwttidjm (^ememberatl^ ttm eine ^urtbge&uiig nad) bem 
Slgramer 3)hifter gu btidjïieêen, f e t n e Ç o ï a e g e g e b e n, 
unb ber Uomuat8*ë^ef bat bie Stt^altnng einer SroteftDerfamm» 
lung uerboicit. (Sbenfo rrging efi ber Oiemeuibebertretung bon 
® © f p t c, mo bre S^irte&e|5rbe ebeufans baw Wîeetina nieftt ge* 
fiattete. Site ben 22. b, imtrbbeiuSRertmginDtjLnice Mberafen, 
bodj erf^cint eô mefir ate fidjer, bajj and) btefeÆ nerboten merben 
mirb. '3>er ©rmeinberatlj bon S 01 o c a unb 91 b b a j i a 

fid) in femer [eÿteu Siting ben Sînubge&itngm ber 
aoatifdjen ^aupfftabt _an. Siirgermeifter ®r. Stanger 
rirfltcte an ben @rafcn ©oluc^omâïi unb an ben 
darbtttot 9î a m p 011 a Wûteft * Seltqramme. Sîabrenb bte 
ÔppoftHon, tnShefonbere bic @eiftlîd)feür ba3 Soit im 
gang eu &nbe aufgu^en fudjt, uimmt (ïrgb^ 
eine a b te a r t e n b e faltung ein. 2Bie nertautet, ^at bcrfeïbc 
feiner llntgebimg gcijeniibcr bem 9£itnf^e SttSbmd gtgeben. bie 
@irolanto»rlffaire uuftt nod) inciter mifgufHutfcIun, meil barauê 
lein 9in^n gu erljoffeii pe^e ; er ^âft te uibeffen ffir eine audge*

faite unter ben SrïDa^fenen, toa^renb bie Stinber aumeift 
ber SRafemÆptbemie,’ bic bei bem gebrangten ®elag ntdft 
aitegurotten ift, jnm Dpfer fatten.' «Im meiften wûtjet ber 
hunger in Srene ; Ijicr ftarben im SRonate Sunt 137 
^erfônem Sm gfei^en SRoncrte ereigneten fidj ht 
'^otfdidftîbom 240 S obeêffille.' 5tlte bide hber* 
irifft aber Sloemfontein, too idghd) fûnf bis ge^n Stcrbe* 
fâïle torïommen. SU» Sobcêurfa^e gî6t ^ier ber âr^ttn^e 
Sapport Starvation '(©icdjtbum), xpp^uS, gebrbdjeneS 
$erj uub SRafem' au.’ §àmilien mit adjt biâ gc^n Rin- 
bern ^aben fia, auf bie $alfte unb ein Srittd rebucirt 
$n einem Sricfe ûu3 SSloemfoniein ïaô icfj : A®eftern 
HRitfema^tS tourbe i^ bur# S^reiett unb SKe^Hagen im 
UlmÇbargeïte getoeeff. Ser Sub tmtte a^t Stinbern bie 
SRitttet éntriften." SBie e3 um btc argttt^e <>ilfe fte^t ?j

Set im Sonate Siïni imternanute mgt fur bas 
jycmilienïager in Srene aufterte fidj : ,2Ran folltc SlUen 
ber IBubonic^aciUit? einimpfen !" ;■ : r Sft bon fold) 
du cm ©<cu|q! gu ertoarten, baft câ fidj mit $erg unb 
Gorgfaït ber ^Sficge biefer armen, armen Etyfer ^ingeben 
toirb ? . ; ; Siefer SRattn toirb fidj toaftrfdjcinlidj um bic 
^u^rottung ber ftamifien, aber getoift nidjt um beren Cr- 
Çaltung Serbicnftc ertoerben.-

?îun, tneldjcn Crfoïg erïjofft fidj Chamberlain = nur 
nc.i i^m fann biefeS ©pftem ftammen F= bon 
ben ©Itntbi er bie nodj
ïampfenben SBocrS mürbe gu maiften, inbem er bie Ça* 
milieu ïeiben unb fterben ïaftt ? -r Siefe SSorauSfe^ung 
gettf, baft ber englifihe ©toaiSmdnri bis ie^t nodj 
id^t emmat ben (fljaratter be® ^oïïe-S erïanut hat, 
bas et betriegt £er Soer liebt feine gamilie unb 
feinen ^erb uber SlHeS ; tons immet cr nnternimmi:, ber 
Sr an g noth §<ntfe mrfâftt iljn nie, getoinnt mit bet 
Sauer ber Sreunung immer nteljr Oetoalt fiber iljn. 
SB&re mit biefer Cigenfdjaft be» IBoer gcrc^net, §btm 
unb gamitic gcfdjdnt unb gefdjufct toorben, frincr h5#6 
fût bie Sauer ber ©eftnfudjt nadj bcm ^eint toiberfteften 
Hinnen ; fo hrare ber SBiberftanb immer mchr Per* 
ïûmmai unb 95 percent ber Stamper fâftcn ^eutetoabr* 
fdjeiulfth f^on gu ^aufej !^uf toaS h^S feta ita

unter ben t^atffidjli^cn SBerijaltniffen bie ®oerS dn* 
geïjcii ? Samit fie, mit i^ren ftamilien citigefpent, beren 
Clenb ff)eilen unb, aller ^abe Bcraùbtt nad) bem 
Shiege bie ©tlaben ber Croberer merben ?J

5tuf ben Seim engineer 18erfpr«6ungen geljt ber 
fd^ïaue 23oer nidjt Bit verlicren $at er nïqtë mcljr = 
«un ïümpft er unb toitb ïdmpten “ Paie Stetjn amnun ïâmpft - - .. - ' .
2S October 190G bei ©teenftodfontein fagtc: Jim einen 
Sad longer ate bte Êngïânber", unb toie SSot^a int 
^cbruar hufcnbcn Soared fidj mtebrûdtc : „©o lange
nodj jcbn Stout beifaminen finb".

Bie bie Star» ben ciiqtiftbeii ©raujamleiteu Trop 
cnigcgenftellen, fo betaïjrcn bie Stauen eine Stanbljaftig, 
frit in tljren Briben, bie bcifptelloS baftebt. ®ot clioa 
einem æonate mutben bon Sdjutue-lBerg ffamiiien n«b 
fptetotia gebredtt tüt fitb lange 3'it in ben Bergen Ber, 
Bingen batten. Siefelbcn lourben aufgcforbcrt, bic in ber 
ffront Miiiblidjen SSânnct gnm Slufgebcn be J StampfcS 
ju bttoegen, gu toclâcm gliale bic (5t<iuen ibren ®atten, 
bie æabditn ibren Stübetn fdjtribcti follten. Benn fie 
bie? tfmten, loürbcn fie g u t beljuiibelt tarben. Sic 
§rauen bblttgen bas Slnfiunen futj ab, brri ïïlâbdjen 
aber antoorteta t ,2Bir wetben nidjt ftbtetbcu, rsirtoollcn, 
bag ünfere ®rüber ïâmpfen, bis fie tobt finb r Sotàe 
Blamagcn erlebat bie gtogïpreScrifdjen Stoberer — burdj 
Stntoeiibitng erbânnlidtfter SKittel ipre Cbnm®bt ber- 
ratbenb —■ tâglidj, qïauben aber ndtli immer, bag fie ben 
Jbrieg beenbigen unb baS £anb bebalta tatbeti;

Ein Strieg toirb im Jlampfe mit tfarMcu SJaffcn, 
nidjt aber butin ein üicudjletW® gamiikttsSlu3totfttiig4» 
fbftcm getoonnen. ,æenn e» einen @ott gibt, mu® fîif) 
beffen Jtrafenbe ©mdjtigïrit an ben SBrrMttcrn ber 
Staifdjfidjfeit jcigen', mit biefen æorten madjte fitb °î* 
fdjon bie Gntrüftung bei Erbrtcnmg bit guftânbe in ben 
Burgbcr-&imp5 Biïft Unb ioal)rïid), bic ®anb Sottcï 
geigt ]idj einerfeitS fcgnenb in bem etfolgtet^cn SSiber- 
ftanbe ber ïleinen, tapferen Soersftbaar, anbererfrits 
orobenb in bem gcrfarôtîeln ber britififaen Uebermœbt, fût 
toe^c bie gwfiten SHtberlagen nodj nidjt geïpmmcn finb.

' ntuft an bief eat ^îunfte eine anberc SR i $ i u n g nehmen. 
Scm .Orator f e Ij I e it ^ahaltepunUe ju enter eitb* 
ailfitjen Cntf dj eib un g. Ser Steger flcfft felbft ein, baft 
ber 9îcateruttgg*Commtffdr cut feine SBiebcremfcfeung ftewcuieubte 
Moment ift, unb er bmlibt fub. atte feme iBcrtheibiqmtggmirtet 
gegen Üjtt aufjubteieiT, er bergi^t after, bag bet SRidjtcr nur 
gegen ben etn Urt^eif fÆBpfen faun, bet trot feine Sdjrmtfen 
gemfen ift. ^nberetfeit^ crttert ^mau, bas Secret, auf 
(5nmb beffm ber 92egietungg*Comintij5r beftellt tourbe, iridjt 
wrlegen ju fônucu. Ser Siiâjter ift bafier u i dj t in ber £ a g e, 
liber bie bramante nnb ben Chmalicr birfte Secrete etn 
ftàre« ®tfb gu g e ro t n uc m ftettt fidj in gotge beffcn 
bie 91trtl)wenbigfcit erons, bett Œonitntffâr fetbft oar* 
lutaben, batnit er jene für ben (Sang ber 'Sadie 
fo tntdjftge Urfunbe vorroetfc mtb bie Stage, oft bent 
viager bit angefpro^tne ©adje gebü^re, contaibictortfdj ertebigt 
tocr&e. Str g r i e b e n s b r u d) b e r fi h r i bm C a m m i f f fi r 
nic^t Sin ber grage ber iSiebercinfefeung tn ben nottgen Stanb 
ifï et mumttïl&ar be^eiUgt, benn er ift ^cute ber e t n J i g e 
gefc^magige Ser mat ter be? ©ptttete. 3ft ^infi'^t 
[rineS ^cr^altraffte ;u bent Staftiiute ift er Bnentfi^er Seamier, 
in ^tnfidjt ber privatre^tlidjen ©tettuug bte Onftifui® ift er 
beffeu ein|iger Sertreter mtb bem eridjtc ver* 
antmortlid)- Cr roirb audj barütaSIufHarunggeben mliffcn, 
mas er eigenttidj fei; ©6, Ivie ber SKftger beftnuptet, einfadjer 
Sepoftiar, and ©rituben ber Bffenfttdjen Ürbmmg mit ber Str* 
pfltdjtuug, mâljrenb be? GtreiteS bet gegtrenfehett s^arteien bit 
©liter bte 3uftttnte imticrfrfjrt ju be^itten, um fie bemfemgen 
au^ufolgen, ben ber Slitter ate rethintdftigen Sefi^er crtenncn 
foUtef ü&er ob ifjm roetlcre unb Soilma^ten emaerdunit 
finb, bie feine SRagna^men ber Jnftfinbigfeii ber ©eridjtc 
enigie^m. Stefe gragen miiffen etf^&pfenb erottert roerben, 
bamit ber JRrdjiet cntf^cibcn fount, oft bie SefibftbtitngsHage 
big in i^re dufterfteu golgen ju entroideïn fei, abet ©6 fie 
burtfj bie Sorfe^mngen ber ^o^ften SknualiungSbeWbc 
nnterbradjen wurbe. Sen ^orteien bfeibt unter alien Um* 
ftanbeu bag fRer^t vvrBehalteu, bon bent SRidjitr ^cnc 
bftrgf^aftli^en Serf ft gungen §u forbe r n, 
loelj^e' fie^ufs (Srbaltnng bet ftriitigen Sctfjt, bet iïtrcïjitje 
it. f. nr. geboten maren. Slite alien biefen ©rftnbtn erfennt 
ber ^rftiot gu Mjt: L S)ie ® ef ft 5 ru n g 3 ïï a g e 
J a m a n gegen & ï a c e n i c uub ©cnoffen ift mit ber 
émetmitng beâ 9tegttmng®<mnmifîarS unb mit ber Ue&er* 
na^me ber Sermaftung beê (Spittete burdj i^n e r J o f c n. 
2. Wt bem .(ïrXSfdjm be§ Segc^renô um Biebereinfejung 
finb bie S dj a b e n e rf.a a n ) p t ft dj e beg Sfâgeri’ an 
biefer Steïïe t) i n f fi ï 1 i fl. 3* ®cm SEIager mirb aufgetragen, 
bie Sorïabnttg be§ îRegierungS - ^ommïffârâ 
® n g c a befmfS SfOtifftljiriing hernia g c 3 u d c r- 
a n ï a f f e n, nnb gu bem Se^ufe mirb eine ïagfaTirt auf ben 
21. Septunber feftgefe|L Wie fonfngen SRafjnaljmen ou^ in 
Sctreff ber Omtgiâfoften bleiben oorbclj alien. *SaS 
Urtfieil trid ungeadtfetl anfâûiger Serufung fofort in. 
9te^tdftaft

. tuante ©adje, baft bcm pBpftri^m 33reoe, foftalb bie Affaire jur 
f 9tuhe tomme, bie » 0 11 e S u r d) f ii I; r u >t g garautirt fei.

Si 0 ui, 14. (September, 
ï Sie Skrlrrter beg SRcctote gasman beabfuhtigen, 
; j tfiren Ctienlen bon finer mette rca Sccfolgung bet 
; © a dj c u a r b em IBegirîâgcridjte abgu rathe n, 
: ba er aller Stahrf^einlMjleit nadj feine GieUung uidjt ver- 

beftern, fonbern nut ned^Iimmeru mfirbe. Ser "fiftemidjifdj* 
ungaafdje (Sefdjôfteirâger hatte hcuie Siacftmitiags cine langere 
Unierrebting mit bem SJtiniftcr bes ^leuftem. Cinem oierudtc 
gufolge tofire bic Stegtetung entfdjloffen, bcm Commtflfir bet 
©an Girolamo bnuft SJerotbuung bic 18 c f u g n i f f c cine® 
ïôntgïidjcn SBcrtoeferS an ©telle beg Sectors ^ag- 
man gn perleihen. _ ____________

Set fintljolikeniag in ©ImiUj.
SB î e u, 16. ©eptember.

Sir Ijaben &creï±S im Wubblafte Vont 11. b. bie etucr1 
Corwponbera- euhtommene 9îadjridjt von einer Sapenmufif, bie 
nodj bem Olmito« flUtbofileuiag in her Wat^it vom 8. auf belt 
9. b, bem Sm^SrffUfdjof von ©lutii&, Sr. ^oftn, gebradjt 
morben fei. ate gang imbegriinbet begeidjitel unb jugleidj nadj bem 
pTl&jrifdjen Xagblatt^ conftatirt, baft tit jener IRadjt bie 
auf bem i3ijd)©f?plab m hinec SBdje geftbet tuorbeu ift.

9hm erftalten roir von bcm ^remfierer Slbvocatee 
Sr. Cbuarb a 11 it ? ate fteVoHniadltigiem ^ertretec bte ^firft* 
Crgftifdjof? vvn folgenbe Sftiidjrift:

„Sie w9ieue grete greffe" fdireibt am 9. ©eptemfter 1901, 
iRr. 1901, Seite 4 : „Cutc Semonftratiou gegen ben Ctgbifdjof. 
®cgett VS1 U^r 9tad)ts 30g cm Smpp ber Sljeifnehmer au bet 
^rotcftVCTfamntlung Vor ba® fürftetg&ifdjbfliifie palate uub taettrff 
bem gurfbCrgbiicftof Sr. «oljn «ne SEafeeumunL Sdirifii 
5PRffe ertonten, lJ3fuv3îufc rourben but, unb bie Menge fdjrte:

Voit ïRom!" 9ïad)bem ber Varm cirage 3£fi gebauert, jogea 
bie Semonfhranten unter Slbftngung beutjdjmationâler Bieber ab/ 
Sie 9ïotig ift Vÿcubs umvaljr; roa^r ift, baft in ber yja^t vont 
8. auf beu 9. September 1901 vor ber fnrftcrjbiftljDftidjcu ÎReft* 
beng in Slmttë VoUenb? 9iulje ficrrfthtc uub ' baft um 12 Üftr 
îtoqU fcdjS belrmilme Mcnfdjen in bie i'ielifraucugaffe fameu, 
vou bort aber itt bie grani*3ofcplteftrafte fehraeuften ânb in biefer 
(Saffe, bie gegeu bte Cifeubahtt ffiljrt, jtoeimal MVog von ^oml* 
riffen.

Æreutfier, 1-1. ©cptem&er 1901.
Scr bevofima^tigte SSertretcr: Sr. Cbnarb ^allu?.“

Die Hei|e îles (C?aw.
Sicl, 14. September. ®etmit cine Shmbe

nadjbem ber .Stanbart" an Soje & feftjemadtt raorben, 
fn^r ber Ejar m einem braunen StNctorïmofc nat^ ber 
SJarbaroffabrâie. Site b.m ®onartlj bas Berlieg, 
jentte biefeS bte Stnnborte, bie am Sag be» SooteS gefeÿt 
tourbe. Set JVtaggeumc^fet wKjpj fit!) obne «Salut. Saiîer 
îlitolanS, ber bte æarinc’Unifrirm mit SRantel unb luetÈer 
SIBidje tag, niitrbc Bon bem Borner von bem .Stanbart* 
Surü'tfgeteljrteu jïretberrn B. g c tï e n b o rf f beim 3e> 
fteigen ber ÜStüae im 9! a in c u beâ $ r t n g e n unb 
ber r t u 3 e f 5 i n § e t n r 11^ e m p f u u g c n unb tnS 
Sc^toH gcrübrt. ^olijep^râfibmt u. ^3 u 11 f a m e t ranrtete 
betn Ejar betm Stttlogeiitgang mt(. $ie Ej a r t n unb bie farci 
âttefta Softer, leftere in weiçen Sieib^cnmitrofa Sharpen, 
fatten bem Ênnben beS Slirutardjen Bain ©djlogfeniter 
au« jugefeljen, ba bte ftürmiîrfje æitterung etn lleberfeben 
an ®orb in einer ÏJJtitaffe nid)l rallpant crîdjcinen tiep. 
®er Ejar fdbritt an ber Seitc beï S)errn n. gedenbotft 
Bon bem igniltcum leb^nft begriifit, burdj bie Heine ^forie 
tnâ lütttglitbc Stfalop. Snjwifefiett Çnttc bic taiferli^e unb 
bie prhrjtitiie ganttite jitb juin Smpjang im æejltbule Ber. 
iammclt. (Siegen 5 Uljt ftattete ber lüroÊbcrjog Bon 
Otbcnbnrg bem Éjar einen liatb[tmibigen S5eju$ ab. 
ülbenb» fanb eine Samitientafel fiatt

lUetlin, 15. September, (tprinat) Site officiel 
gemetbet toirb, but Staifer Si i t o t a u ê bei (einer ®er« 
abjdjtcbuitg non ben beutfdÿen Sce»Dfficieren gefagt: „3d) 
faoffe, mit tuerben ftets œ <b » 11 c r ait 
Sdjultcr {tchon."

SJcrliii, 15. September. ($riuat.) Ter „£ocai. 
Slnjcigcr" inelbet: 3n æetteff ber politiftpcn Et- 
g c b n t f j c, jit benen fate fiaifctjufammcnlunft 
bei Sniijtg gcfiibrt pat, timnen tvir aitS juBetllifilittier 
Quelle mittpeilen, baû itt ben U n t c r r e b u u g c n ber 
beiberfeitigenIcitenbenStaatSmênner eine Set- 
ft a u b i g u n g über bic ©runfalcgeit ber julünftigcn 
beutf%.ru)iijtpen .Ç a n bels b c j iebuu g en 
uotb ntdjt erreitbt roerben ïbmtte.

fyctct^bnrg, 15. September. Tie .Dloroofti" jagen 
in chier ffleipre^ung ber ® a u j i g c r G u t c e o u e, 
bic fiatierjufammeiitnnft babe, abgejebcn von einer Jfefitgung 
be» eitropâi)tbenSriebenî,bieStunabetung jlutjd)cu 
Si u fi I a u b nnb T eu t fdj l a n b g c f ôrb er t; fie fei in 
allen SBcjiefaungen ein g l ü d l i çb c b @ t c i g n i &, beffen 
beiliamer ©nflng aitf bic altgemeine liage uoeifclloê balb iu 
fülitbarcc SBeife betbortrrta merbe. .^inficbtlid) ber !Uer» 
leibung beê Slnbread.Qrbcnb an bett ,ÿe(bmarjdjall 
®rafcn æ a tj> c r [ e e jagt ba» Otatt, b te b a be ïluSjetdjitung 
bettteife auf baê befte, roeldjc grobc iBebcittung bte 
Seenbigitiig ber cfaine(fjtf;f!l Sltiftï babe. 0raf 
SJalberfee babe ben ^ocbften ntjfifiben Drbcn nidjt für 
irgcnb meltpc fpecicll 'Jiiijtlanb in Cbina erwiefene ®ienfte 
erbalten, fonbern in jeiiter Gigenjtbaft al® O b c r- 
c omman btrenbe t ber Berbün beten Truupcn. 
®ie îecwtang bejcugc, ba6 'Jî u b l a n b f i <b fur ben 
enbgiltigcn Èrfolg ber SEpcbitiou ber 
0 er b ü n b e te u Xr u p p c ti roarm iutereffirt babe.

tpariS, 16. September, (ijîrtat.) ÎCuï fidjeret 
Quelle berlautet, bab, ioenn ber 6 j a r am g r c 11 a g 
na<b $S a r i 3 toramen foïïtc, toa3 nodj ïcinctaegb feft. 
fteljt, ber Sefudj im [t t e n g [t e n incognito er- 
folgen unb teinerIci officielïcæegrübung 
buttb bic ©emeinbeuertretung ftattiinben loürbe. Si ift 
befannt, bab bet E j a t bie a f f i c i c 11 c 61 n. 
labung b c t «JS a t i f e r StabtBertretung 
nidjt c t n m a I bcanitoortet bat- Ter /temps' 
madjt bedtc batüber eine bic nationali[ttf<be ©emetnbe- 
rntbê-ænjoritàt nerftimmenbe Slnfpicbtng. Sie n a 11 o. 
nalifiijdjen ^eprett Bon SatiS b«tten fid)
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13 A facsimile edition was subsequently produced in London by Eyre and Spot- 
tiswoode.

14 A facsimile of this was later reprinted in London (C1902) from the original in a 
cheap exercise book which is now in the British National Army Museum.

15 Published by Junior Army & Navy Stores Ltd., London, n.d.
16 This is from The Boer Afloat.
17 See Frank Emery, Marching Over Africa: Letters from Victorian Soldiers 

(London: Hodder & Staughton, 1986).
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Module 4: "Literary Journalism & microhistory: The construction of the Anglo-Boer 

War through different fictional technics" “le journalisme littéraire et la microhistoire: 

la construction de la guerre anglo-boer à travers différentes techniques fictionnelles”. 

Director : Gilles Teulié (Langues : English, Français) 

The question of the importance of the presence of fictional elements in a narrative 

that presents itself as a reflection of reality is important in the analysis of literary 

journalism. The Anglo-Boer war, which is the subject of studies on this theme, is 

a good field of observation that accounts for the emergence of this new genre of 

narration in the historical framework of the end of the nineteenth century (with its 

'old' wars) and the beginning of a new era that saw the emergence of new forms 

of combat such as the Boer guerrilla warfare that gave so much trouble to the 

British army between 1899 and 1902. For historians, the way in which history is 

written is important because it is linked to the memory of peoples, what we retain 

of an event is what the witnesses and historians have recounted. What can be said 

when elements of fiction are mixed with the "reality of the facts" (see Schwartz / 

Steinberg)? This is what this module proposes to examine through the analysis of 

three types of documents dealing with the Anglo-Boer War: the war stories of 

French officers who fought alongside the Boers or observed their battles, the 

postcards published at the time (considered at the time to be a "new media") and 

the short-stories of Charles Herman Bosman, a South African journalist who, as a 

teacher, had collected the testimonies of the elders on this conflict (see Perreira 

Borges). We will thus see the links that can be forged between literary journalism 

and micro-history (see Lepore / Murray). 

La question de l’importance de la presence d’éléments fictionnels dans un récit 

qui se présente comme le reflet de la réalité est important dans la demarche de 

l’analyse du journalisme littéraire. La guerre anglo-boer, qui fait l’objet d’études 

sur cette thématique, est un bon terrain d’observation qui rend compte de 

l’émergence de ce nouveau genre de narration dans le cadre historique de la fin 

du XIXe siècle (avec ces guerres “anciennes“) et du début d’une nouvelle ere qui 

voit l’émergence de nouvelles formes de combat telles que la guerrilla des Boers 

qui donna tant de mal à l’armée britannique entre 1899 et 1902. Pour les historiens 

la manière dont l’histoire est écrite est importante car elle est liée à la mémoire 

des peuples, ce que l’on retient d’un événement est ce que les témoins et les 

historiens ont relatés. Que dire lorsque des éléments de fictions viennent se méler 

à la „réalité des faits“. C’est ce que ce module se propose d‘examiner à travers 

l’analyse de trois types de documents qui traitent de la guerre anglo-boer : les 

récits de guerre d’officiers français qui se sont battus au côté des Boers ou ont 

observé leurs combats, les cartes postales publiés à l’époque (considéraient alors 

comme un „nouveau média“) et les nouvelles de Charles Herman Bosman, 

journaliste sud-africain qui lorsqu’il était enseignant avaient recuilli les 

témoignages des anciens sur ce conflit. Nous verrons ainsi les liens qui peuvent 

se tisser entre le journalisme litéraire et la microhistoire. 
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Program: what to recall about a war? 

Please try to read as much as possible before attending the module (minimum 
reading: “Herman Charles Bosman The Affair at Ysterspruit, file 2) 

Introduction 

Pereira Borges Rogério, “Writing on Self, Writing on the Other: Literary journalism as 
theoretical parameter for the biographical genres” Braz. journal. res., - ISSN 1981-9854 - 

Brasília -DF - Vol. 14 - N. 3 - December - 2018. 774-797. 

FILE ONE: Anglo-Boer War memoirs from Robert de Kersauson 

Steinberg Michael: “Writing Literary Memoir: Are We Obliged to Tell the Real Truth?” 

Source: Writing on the Edge, Fall/Winter 2001, Vol. 12, No. 1 (Fall/Winter 2001), pp. 

15-20. 

Lepore Jill: “Historians Who Love Too Much: Reflections on Microhistory and Biography” 
Source: The Journal of American History, Jun., 2001, Vol. 88, No. 1 (Jun., 2001), pp. 129-
144. 

FILE TWO: Herman Charles Bosman’s Anglo-Boer War short stories 

Bosman Herman Charles, “The affair at Ysterspruit” 

Teulié Gilles, « South African Literature and History, a Crossroads: Herman Charles 
Bosman's Anglo-Boer War Short Stories », Cycnos, vol. 24.2 (Éclats d'Afrique du 
Sud/South African Literature), 2007. 

Wenzel, Marita, Of History and Memory: Re-Reading Selected Stories by Herman Charles 

Bosman on the Anglo-Boer War, Kunapipi, 21(3), 1999. 

FILE THREE: Anglo-Boer War postcards 

Schwartz Mimi: “Memoir? Fiction? Where's the Line?” Source: Creative Nonfiction, 1998, 
No. 10, Style and Substance (1998), pp. 35-41. 

Root, Jr Robert L.: “Naming Nonfiction (A Polyptych)” Source: College English, Jan., 2003, 
Vol. 65, No. 3, Special Issue: Creative Nonfiction (Jan., 2003), pp. 242-256. 
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ABSTRACT – This text proposes a theoretical approach of the biographical genres 
from the field of Literary journalism, having in perspective the discursive possibilities 
involved in this narrative construction. The “writing of oneself” and the “writing of the 
other” pass through frontiers of discourse in which Literary journalism, as it has been 
conceived in the contemporary world, also moves. To improve this debate, we bring 
the knowledge of Narrative and New History theories, in which there is an intense 
discussion about the work that unites objective data of reality and the capacity to 
elaborate a discourse that deepens in subjectivities. Our central argument is that 
Literary journalism, when articulated with biographical texts, can contribute to the 
theorizing and production of works of these genres.
Key words: Literary journalism. Biographical genres. History. Narrative. Speech.

ESCRITA DO SI, ESCRITA DO OUTRO: 
jornalismo literário como parâmetro teórico para gêneros biográficos

RESUMO – Este texto propõe uma abordagem teórica dos gêneros biográficos a partir 
do campo do jornalismo literário, tendo em perspectivas as possibilidades discursivas 
envolvidas nessa construção narrativa. A escrita de si e a escrita do outro transitam 
por fronteiras do discurso em que o jornalismo literário, tal como tem sido concebido 
na contemporaneidade, também se movimenta. Para aprimorar este debate, trazemos 
os conhecimentos de teorias da narrativa e da nova história, em que há uma intensa 
discussão acerca do trabalho que une dados objetivos da realidade e a capacidade de 
elaborar um discurso que se aprofunda em subjetividades. Nosso argumento central 
é o de que o jornalismo literário, quando articulado com os textos biográficos, pode 
contribuir para a teorização e produção de trabalhos desses gêneros.
Palavras chave: Jornalismo literário. Gêneros biográficos. História. Narrativa. Discurso.
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1. Introduction

The writing of someone’s biography or the recollection 

of one’s own experiences, that is, the telling of a life that had, in 

different degrees, repercussions and follow-ups in its time entails a 

series of obstacles. It is necessary to find trustworthy sources, to 

collect testimonies as precise as possible, check on recollections, go 

over footsteps, investigate details and sniff out the tracks that, not 

rarely, were long since covered up. The chore, already arduous in the 

collection of facts, gains even more complex outlines when it comes 

to building a narrative around facts compiled. It is then that new 

elements that thread through aesthetics come into play, overcoming 

the condition of a mere report. It is necessary to keep in mind the 

desired result, to the plot the life under scrutiny may draw and to 

the outlines the human dimensions have to offer. It is at this point 

that the journalistic work, the historic investigation, the interviewing 

techniques to come to revelations and uncover memories requires 

the elaboration of a narrative that may come close to literature.

When we think of possible connections between biographies 

and autobiographies and literary journalism, it is clear that the 

process of elaborating such works gain aspects that widen the 

ESCRITA DEL SI, ESCRITA DEL OTRO: 
periodismo literario como parámetro teórico para géneros biográficos

RESUMEN – Este texto propone un abordaje teórico de los géneros biográficos a partir 
del campo del periodismo literario, teniendo en perspectiva las posibilidades discursivas 
involucradas en esa construcción narrativa. La “escritura de sí” y la “escritura del otro” 
transitan por fronteras del discurso en que el periodismo literario, tal como ha sido 
concebido en la contemporaneidad, también se mueve. Para perfeccionar este debate, 
traemos los conocimientos de teorías de la narrativa y de la nueva historia, en que hay una 
intensa discusión acerca del trabajo que une datos objetivos de la realidad y la capacidad 
de elaborar un discurso que se profundiza en subjetividades. Nuestro argumento central 
es que el periodismo literario, cuando se articula con los textos biográficos, puede 
contribuir a la teorización y producción de trabajos de esos géneros.
Palabras clave: Periodismo literario. Géneros biográficos. Historia. Narrativa. Discurso.
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gap that separate it from a bureaucratic text. The reconstruction 

of an individual life, now in the form of a narrative, takes on many 

dimensions that further deepen aspects and formulate meaning. This 

demands a perception distant to simplism. The use of literary narration 

techniques along with an even more precise journalistic screening, 

thus achieving particularities and generally ignored details; the 

establishment of cause and effect relationships, connecting people 

apparently far apart, as well as interpreting interviews, documents 

and memories, all require a complex method.

This is the core issue of this article. In our conception, studies 

of biographies and autobiographies may grow and become more 

consolidated if undertaken in close dialogue with the reflexions of 

literary journalism and its critical fortune. The proposition herein is to 

include the narrative and discourse theories that make contact with 

investigations and comments made around other genres and also 

promote contact between the objective world – the reality of facts 

– and their reconstruction by means of a text. History, particularly 

the approaches that lead to a less rigid debate concerning the report 

and the historiographical condition – including the role of the writer 

– is one of these spaces where such confluences may reverberate. 

The place occupied by the one who narrates and by the one who 

recollects the facts transformed into discourse in the biographical 

genres – in autobiographies the genres come together – is also to 

be considered, thus leading to another possible association with 

literary journalism, due to the discussions therein on the objectivity 

of the report. 

As counterpart we propose that literary journalism, and a 

developing discipline gaining growing attention and support as to 

its theoretical consolidation envision, in the biographical genres, a 

place of study and experimentation. Biographies, so often considered 

correctly as report-books and the autobiographies that are frequently 

considered historical registers, have many identification points with 

the cornerstones of an author and narrative journalism. Be it in the 

collection of data for such a discursive narrative, in the forms this 

lapidating takes, or in the discursive encounters possible with such a 

reunion of meanings, literary journalism and the biographical genres 

have much to offer each other. It is from this perspective that we now 

broach the following considerations.
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2. History and the narrative of lives

Biographies (life narratives of individuals written by third parties) 

and autobiographies (narratives produced by the subject of biography, 

presented as memories, testimonies, and declarations that gain a plot, 

intent and meanings) aim at telling life stories with a narrative that 

generates interest. In order to do so strategies from fields other than 

writing are used and are joined so as to reveal to the world profiles 

and episodes oftentimes unknown or lost from rushed or prejudiced 

approaches. The biographer, of self and of others, aims at shedding light 

on such facts, minutely detailing the subjects’ paths, and thus provide a 

fuller picture of their lives so that readers have a clear image before them. 

In this terrain we find historians, writers and journalists, each 

adopting the screening methods and narrative procedures they find 

most pertinent. Such a framework is of complex outlining, requiring 

an architecture of hues so that the most diverse aspects of personal 

existence – which invariably echoes upon other existences when not upon 

a larger group – may be contemplated. Biographies and autobiographies 

demand careful organization so that the larger picture may be glanced 

without losing track of the elucidating detail, the curiosity as personal 

characteristic, the casual encounter that generates practical consequences. 

It is necessary to deal with unpredicted variables, conflicting 

information, source lapses and documents, with deductions and 

inductions that require both care and daring. These are books the 

recall the humanity of historic figures – shown in their most fragile 

and prosaic dimensions –, that place the anonymous under the 

spotlight, that delves into individualities to the point of obtaining 

the most intimate and secret confessions. A writing art that demands 

effort in excavation and organization of data, that includes extensive 

testimonials or hunting for registers long forgotten, and the capacity 

to transform all this into a logical narrative with all its under plots. 

Biography and autobiography, bringing the debate to the 

realm of Literary journalism, come under formative and informative 

novels about a certain life and its respective repercussions. In this 

way we consider that this genre is a possibility of doing journalism 

with literary techniques while preserving the “reading contract” – in 

the understanding of Verón (2004) and Alsina (2009) – of a product 

that proposes to make a veritable and trustworthy report, but without 

abdicating of a text that uses pertinent literary elements that apply to 

a given situation. Among these resources it is worth mentioning scene 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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descriptions, details observations, inclusion of thoughts revealed 

or registered by interviewees, employment of figures of language, 

consciousness fluxes and revocation of strict chronologies. These are 

elements that contribute towards a comprehension of the text in its 

complexity, its polyphony and polysemy (Bakhtin, 2002).

This is in harmony with the very spirit of this kind of work as a 

life is not told with pre-established bureaucratic formulas. All lives hold 

some magic, destiny, surprise and drama. There are no biographies 

that don’t have almost unbelievable moments, turnabouts, moments 

of emotion, tension, grief and joy. François Dosse (2009) submits 

that the advent and development of the Social Sciences brought new 

perspectives to reports on the past, including biographies as portraits 

of their subjects within historical frameworks. This phenomenon is 

intensified in the writing of History from the 1920’s and hits biographies 

in the 1980s, with what the author calls “age of hermeneutics”.

In the classification Dosse (2009) proposes, the “age of 

hermeneutics” the third of a series that starts with the “heroic age” – 

narratives of great doings that were object of laudatory biographies 

– and is followed by the “modal age” – in which biographies are 

subjected to the same logic of historical reports, with more objectivity 

concerning data used. In the “age of hermeneutics”, the subject gains 

prominence, with the biographer having more liberty to express 

subjectivities which, obviously, require from the author deeper levels 

of interpretation and not just naked descriptions. There is, therefore, 

a “variation of the analytical focus by the constant change of scale, 

which allows one to arrive at different meanings with respect to the 

biographic subjects” (Dosse, 2009, p. 359). The theorist states: “if 

we detect a chronological evolution among these three ages, we may 

realize that the three types of biographical methods may be combined 

and appear in the course of a same period” (Dosse, 2009, p. 13). 

Dosse proposes a new vision of the biographical genre, less Cartesian. 

The concept of narrative in Ricoeur (2012), who finds in Time the 

path to re-work that which is reported, and the “writing of History” 

of Certeau (2017) all come together with this proposal. This is done 

with verification and diligent research, but also with the capacity of 

translating it into a text. Literature may be a possible inspiration.

It is not, however, literature but rather a report that maintains 

the objective of informing on who was, or is, a certain person. There are 

parameters for verification that must be exposed and upheld; there are 

lines that must not be crossed; there is accountability towards readers. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Masforrol recalls that “biography was not appreciated by historians” 

(Masforrol, 2012, p. 39, our translation)1, and this only began to 

change what she refers to as the “axiological turnover”. Nevertheless 

the Professor singles out that one of the first biographers in the XVIII 

century, James Boswell, when he published his classical Life of Samuel 

Johnson, stated that “one of the main problems faced in a biography”2 is 

to ensure “the credibility, an issue so porous and delicate”3, concerning 

which the smallest error “may impugnate a whole work” (Masforrol, 

2012, pp. 39-40, our translation)4. This, however, should not curtail more 

creative conceptions. At this stage, biographies and autobiographies 

reverberate in Literary journalism, and may be included in reflections on 

this discourse as one more possible modality arising from the encounter 

between information and enjoyment of a text, between reality and the 

ways to present it, between the ethic of correspondence with objective 

elements and its transformation into discourse.

Biography and autobiography are situated an in ample 

discursive communion between the factual and the imagined, 

what is said and what is silenced, the remembered and the 

forgotten. According to Baktin (2002), there has been an incipient 

debate on the genre since the early Greeks with works such as 

Socrates’Apology and Fedon, basis for modern biographies, and 

this debate has matured due to the developments discourse has 

undergone. Bakhtin states that, at that time, such narratives were 

separated into biographies and autobiographies with rhetorical 

characteristics called “paths of life” wherein the subjects’ teachings 

and personal philosophy were also focused, shedding light on very 

specific political conjunctions and factors, differently from aspects 

posteriorly explored (Bakhtin, 2002).

Julia Swindells (2003) criticizes the fact that texts of the 

genre are either considered a transparent truth of existence or a 

product of subjective ideology. She ponders that when so doing, 

the relations among these narratives and the social contexts from 

which they emerge and produce their reports are forgotten. Agreeing 

with the author we may use Foucault’s (2007) concept of “formative 

discourse”, according to which all discourse can only be apprehended 

when all its various formative elements are considered, including the 

time and space wherein such enunciations emerged. 

Biographies and autobiographies effectively exchange 

symbolic knowledge and are exposed to elements that attain a 

level of abstraction uncommon in the genres of non-fiction. “What is 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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remembered? Whose memory is it?” These two fundamental questions 

asked by Paul Ricoeur (2014, p. 23) how important having these 

answers is to perspective when writing a biographical narrative. The 

same author, in another work, states: “that which is re-signified by 

the narrative is that which has been pre-signified by human action” 

(Ricoeur, 2012, p. 138). An interval of time where the narrative, telling 

and “re-signifying” an action of the past, presents once more situations 

that may not be seen in the same way by different sources. Journalistic 

know-how and its commitment to the truth may find in the gaps of 

memory powerful and sometimes unsurmountable obstacles. 

In a spiny debate that considers fundamental deontological issues 

New History is an interesting reference as it admits that the building of 

a historical discourse is exactly that: a discursive construction. This 

uncontestable fact does not transform historiography into a succession of 

assumptions or random conclusions, arrived at the author. On the contrary, 

it is a hermeneutical process necessary to better comprehend processes 

and happenings without which there would be no context and or signals 

as ways of comprehending the past, as underlined by Dosse (2009).

New History, represented by the reflections on the so called 

École des Annales, breaks with paradigms that immobilized such 

apprehension, re-dimensioning research procedures, its objects of 

analysis and its “writing of history” (Certeau, 2017). Marc Bloch (2001) 

considers that the collection of data and document research are 

pertinent only if they acquire “meaning” by means of interpretation. 

These objects can only be useful when accompanied by a discourse 

in which their effective importance may be seen. New History is a 

movement that promotes the exploration of other possibilities for 

reporting History and, consequently, the life of those who were or are 

a part of it. “Never, [in any science] has passive observation generated 

anything fertile. If passive observation, that is, is indeed possible” 

(Bloch, 2001, p. 79).  Towards the study of biographies New History and 

its theoretical parameters have a huge contribution to make, whether 

in the collection and analysis of data, or even within the structure 

of these narratives, guiding ways in which to choose testimonials, 

documents and overcoming blanks, contradictions and silences. This 

is only possible if meaning is conferred upon such materials, within 

transparent procedures and criteria, built upon valid interpretations.

Historian Jörn Rüsen (2005) claims History is narrative, casting 

the characteristics that make this relation so fundamental. He elects 

“three qualities and their systematic relations” to develop a narrative 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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theory of History. In his vision, the historical narrative – and here we 

may set a parallel with biography and memorial writing – “brings 

together” the tips of memory “mobilizing past experiences” so they 

may “make the present comprehensible”; “organize the internal unity 

of the three dimensions of time” [past, present and future] so they 

result in a “conception of continuity”, emphasizing experiences and 

influences among them; and, finally, “establish the identity of authors 

and readers”, thus ensuring a measure of “permanence and stability” 

even face with the changes of the world (Rüsen, 2005, p.11).

Paul Ricoeur believes, in turn, that there is an “indirect 

derivation link due to which historical knowledge proceeds from 

a comprehension of narrative without losing its scientific ambition” 

(Ricoeur, 2010, p. 152). This leads directly to the assumption that the 

historical report and its writing are a discourse. “Going back to History 

I, history-object, covering all human happening, of any type, in all 

places, and during all time; history II, history-discourse, it is always the 

narrative of fragments of this absolutely unlimited object” (Novais & 

Silva, 2011, p.17). An ‘unlimited’ that gains expression with discourse: 

“It may also be that, attaining to the discourse and its fabrication, one 

may better apprehend that nature of the relations it has with its other, 

reality. Does not language have, as a rule, the implication – albeit being 

place as other than itself – of the reality spoken of?” (Certeau, 2017, p. 

5 – italics by the author). This question leads to the debate between 

the discursive frontiers, that exist but are not impenetrable.

Luiz Costa Pinto defends differentiations not only because 

they are “different disciplines”, but also because history and fiction 

have different prerogatives and proposals, elaborating the empirical 

“in very different ways, in which what is proper to one is improper to 

the other” (Pinto, 2006, p.117). According to the author, the writing 

of History perceived that a naked description was not enough but was 

careful to not embrace excessively creative approaches or strings of 

imagination that might put its credibility at risk. The facts, however, 

impose interpretation challenges that made historiography look for 

other paths: “the writing of history converts heterogeneous facts into 

a temporally explained assembly” (Pinto, 2006, p.128).

Hayden White (2001), however, has a more open 

understanding on this issue:

In reality, history – the real world and its evolution in time – 
acquires meaning in the same way a poet or a novelist try to 
attribute meaning to it, that is, conferring upon that which is 
originally problematic and obscure the aspect of a recognizable 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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shape, because it is familiar. It doesn’t matter if the world is 
conceived as real or imagined: the manner of attributing 
meaning to it is the same (White, 2001, p. 115).

Applying the same reasoning to Journalism, we find a similar 

situation. Even faced with a report on reality, there is discourse, a writing 

that requires interpretations. Even within journalistic information the 

same process goes one, in spite of its peculiarities. When speaking of 

Literary journalism the issue becomes even more pronounced as the 

writing itself brings forth other visions, associations and the use of 

more resources to highlight its complexity. 

Research on the theme has, already, some tradition (Olinto, 

2008; Chillón, 1993) and has been growing in Brazil (Pena, 2008; 

Bulhões, 2007; Castro, 2010; Borges, 2013; Martinez, 2016) and 

abroad (Leman, 2015; Sims, 2009; Cumming 2014; Walters, 2017). 

In common there is an effort to demonstrate the Literary journalism 

is not incompatible with informative quality. Chillón ponders that 

it is “vital to overcome the false contraposition between denotative 

language (journalism) and connotative language (literature)” (Chillón, 

1993, p.29). The author comes to the point of using the expression 

“documental journalism” to define the modality. In his reflection, 

Chillón believes that Literary journalism has the potential to “improve, 

set the context and override” traditional journalism (Chillón, 1993, p. 

131) Hence the pertinence of gathering the journalism, History and life 

reports in this debate. The objective fact does not exist in discourse if 

it is not woven in. And the act of telling it is also the act of providing it 

with meaning. After all, “to write is to re-write” (Ricoeur, 2010, p. 256).

The debate is present in journalism. Constructionists theories 

reveal that the journalistic discourse, even though disciplined by 

its social commitments, is exposed to influences, pressures, and 

subjectivities (Alsina, 2009), supported by the sociological school of 

Symbolic Interventionism that agree with idea of “social construction 

of reality” with “objectivities” permeated by subjectivities. 

The reality of everyday life is not only full of objectivities; it 
is only possible because of it. I am constantly surrounded by 
objects that ‘proclaim’ the subjective intentions of my peers, 
even when I find it hard to know for sure what one certain 
object is ‘proclaiming’ (Berger & Luckman, 2010, p. 53).

This thesis reverberates on the image we make of reality and 

so on objective and verifiable facts with which journalism works. 

According to Ponte (2005), news “are what they are” due to a series 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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of symbolic or tangible building blocks that contribute to the format 

of the discourse elaborated on, or due to, a determined event, to 

a specific personality within a given context. “In societies that are 

open and plural as to their composition, and therefore dynamic and 

unstable, to reflect on the community is also to analyze how the 

closeness of others is experienced” (Ponte, 2005, p. 135, italics from 

the original). Society and people influence each other continuously, 

going through changes in their statutes, reassessing postures, 

behaviors and updating codes and registers. 

Discourses that consider themselves credible convince that they 

are trustworthy. In this process there is a similarity to what occurs in life-

like fiction, once the reader must also “believe” in what is being told. The 

“truth effect” demanded by Barthes (1999), the legitimatizing of truth in 

the narration of facts (Sodré, 2009) or episodes in journalism and History 

are part of this debate. “A fact is, therefore, a complex combination that 

includes events involving things, people and texts. Its characteristic 

marks are, activity, relation and time” (Gomes, 2009, p. 30). These three 

dimensions, of the act, the interaction amongst people and things and of 

time, support the framework from which discourse becomes effective. 

These reflections are applicable to the biographical genres. 

Such works have at their core the debates that are also found in 

journalism and History. Biographies and autobiographical registries 

use both systems, strengthening historical data and informing 

journalistically of personal paths. In journalism, the reading contract 

(Verón, 2004) is that of real and proved information, and as in History 

has similar and more intense demands, as the take on scientific 

connotation. Biography is also, in many ways, History.

3. Biographical genres and literary journalism: 

challenges of the discourse

The issues referred to so far, especially as to the ways in which 

the biographical discourse constitutes itself are oftentimes neglected. 

When we think of life reports as discourses and the role of the “I and 

the Other” (Ricoeur, 2014) in the narrative this becomes clearer as 

one works with representations, even when searching for facts, of a 

past. The biographical genres compose multifaceted pictures. It may 

be that the best option is not to classify them but rather to narrate 

them. “That is the reason why, in the consciousness of those who 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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speak the report, the discourse, is no longer a submissive reflect of 

things but rather an individual values” (Todorov, 2003, p. 114).

The establishment of a parallel amongst the different 

narratives – journalistic, historical, literary and biographical – does 

not seem uncalled for. Journalistic profiles are examples that may be 

used. They cover an individual with the challenge of deepening the 

insight. Biographies and autobiographies chose their heroes and their 

villains, dramatic and redemptive situations. We may say that such is 

the practice of Literary journalism, even if coming from a differing 

locus. According to Tom Wolfe (2005), an exponent of the literary 

journalism in the U.S.A, particularly important during the 60’s, that 

“the autobiographical work arises in the XVIII century. It is the only 

form of non-fiction with almost the same force as a novel” (Wolfe, 

2005, p. 69) and is designated as New Journalism. The journalist 

says that “many reporters who try to write New Journalism use the 

autobiographical format (…) exactly because it seems to solve so 

many technical problems That is why New Journalism has been many 

times qualified as “subjective” journalism” (Wolfe, 2005, p. 69-70).

Nicolas Leman (2015), dealing with these frontiers, refers to 

biographical works that draw on less orthodox profiles. He recalls 

the daring techniques of Tom Wolfe in detailed observation and in 

the delving into secrets hidden in the thoughts of his interviewees. 

Although admiring the mentioned writer’s talent, he warns: “Non-

fiction is more than, literally, an absence of fiction. Non-fiction has a 

mission that differs from that of fiction” (Leman, 2015, p. 54). Noam 

Sims (2009) sees biographies as a genre with deep connection to the 

challenges Literary journalism accepts in moving among discourses and 

their hybrid offspring. “There are frontiers between literary journalism 

and shape surrounding it such autobiographies, fiction, scientific 

fiction, unconventional journalism and history” (Sims, 2009, p. 11). It is 

interesting to note that he places autobiographies as more of a fictional 

product, suspicious of its clinging to reality. “We may be reasonably 

skeptic that people will be honest and truthful about themselves. If it 

is found that an autobiographical or memoire work – or even, God help 

us, a journalistic work – is embellished or untrue, we react unfavorably. 

That is the difference between them” (Sims, 2009, p. 14). 

Patrick Walters mentions that “many studies on the relations 

between journalism and autobiography/memoires have focused on 

New Journalism” (Walters, 2017, p. 26). Douglas Cumming (2014) 

quote journalist Marshall Frady who, when writing the biography of 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Billy Graham, uses terms as “ultra-biography” or “total biography”. He 

identifies in the work the effort in discovering each bias treated without, 

however, losing sight of he calls “caretaking of the observation for 

journalistic integrity” (Cumming, 2014, p. 86). In Chistopher Wilson’s 

perspective, journalism and biographies are genres that allow us to 

see what there is “behind the facts” (Wilson, 2014, p. 64).

A kind of news-piece book, it is not an accident that 

biographies have become an area for exercise of journalists, bringing 

their experience to a field previously belonging to historians. “In order 

to write a biography, no one needs to be a journalist, anthropologist, 

astronomer, physicist or historian. It is enough to be a biographer” (Villas 

Boas, 2002, p. 17). The historian and the journalist have a common 

commitment to the “truth” of the facts they shed light on. According 

to Villas Boas (2008), six guidelines should be present in these works: 

background and origin, fatalism, extraordinariness, truth, transparency 

and time. Such benchmarks not foreign to journalism nor History and 

are also used in fictional literature. Fatalism and extraordinariness may 

be translated as criteria for the notability of the facts, corresponding 

to tragedy, coincidence and originality. Transparency and truth are 

commitments at deontological levels in journalism and History, not 

excluding genres such as biographies. Even if the truth be constructed, 

it remains as a reference to be followed, the “north” to be observed or 

else it is another category, that of fiction.

When Villas Boas speaks of “background” and “fatalism” he is 

speaking of an investigation of data that, when organized, hierarchized 

and interpreted gain a specific connotation that outlines the profile of 

the subject of the biography as a character. It is also an invitation to 

not simplify the personality under focus in the text. To Villas Boas “it 

is a mistake to believe that what is not quantifiable or formalized does 

not exist or is only residual to that that is real” (Vilas Boas, 2008, p. 

142). This issue is central to the debate on the idea of truth.

May a biographer reach the truth of his subject? May one re-
compose, philosophically speaking the totality of a life in 
writing? No (…) As in the writing of History, that is a provisional 
answer on the past, biographical writing also transports the 
weight of the writer, such as personal impressions, education, 
life history, the commitments made to the society that molded 
her/him (…) – the same ample values that make up the subject 
of the biography” (Vilas Boas, 2008, p. 153).

The author justifies such a position, polemic up to a point, by 

stating that biographers and their subjects are neither exact entities 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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without contradictions. Each has a personal logic and the meeting – 

adding up the unquantifiable number precious datum that is lost, found 

and changed over time and circumstances – is an assemblage that should 

not be as a Cartesian group. “And thus it may be seen that the false 

becomes true, the relevant detaches itself easily from the rest and the 

cumulative testimonials may be challenged by distillations of the very 

author from masses of informative pages” (Villas Boas, 2008, p. 163). 

In the discourses based on verifiable facts such a debate was 

considered, for a long time, almost heresy. As put by Gaye Tuchman 

(1999), the ideas of objectivity, neutrality and impartiality are more that just 

professional procedures: they become the ethic to be respected, making 

journalistic work legitimate. In the opinion of the author, these ideas are 

more of an ideal than an actual goal. This does not however, invalidate the 

theory that is the framework of the profession, which would throw such 

disciplines – and the duty to inform and register – into a relativism that 

could let distortion filter in. Gomes recalls that “journalism is an activity 

totally affected by the law of veracity” (Gomes, 2009, p. 10). He refutes 

statements that attempt to make this characteristic flexible. “Journalism 

does not only make a commitment to the consumer the obligation to be 

truthful, but also the commitment to use all possible resources to ensure 

no mistakes or errors occur” (Gomes, 2009, p. 11).

Literary journalism and the biographical genres establish 

themselves in the midst of all the discussions.  Although not quite 

a battleground it has its share of confrontations and it is at the core 

that it is necessary to acknowledge that discourse is a representation. 

According to Ricoeur (2012), narratives may take place in differing 

spaces and periods. “However, where do references for remnants 

and metaphoric reference meet, if not at the temporality of human 

action? Is it not human time that historiography and fiction literature 

reconfigure in common crossing in it their referential modes?” 

(Ricoeur, 2012, p. 140, italics in the original).

These are delicate frontiers, and put in perspective both reality 

and fiction discourses. It is therefore necessary to establish a concept 

of fiction. When we acknowledge that many works of fiction have 

elements of reality in their makeup, and vice versa demonstrate the 

close ties among them. Iser (2013) argues that it is in the universe of 

language and how it is established in any specific text that doubts are 

dissipated and the differences made clear. By means of functions, the 

works travel along what he calls the “triad”: “selection, combination and 

self-indication”, that every work has in itself. It is by this interpretive 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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route and reading that “a fictional text shows itself as such, by means 

of signs of the contract between author and reader” (Iser, 2013, p. 43). 

Our present interest is in the realization that fiction has 

its own internal logical paths, even in its analysis (Ricoeur, 2012), 

its configurations and discursive constructions. What Iser (2013) 

calls the “act of faking” is, in essence, the aesthetical character of 

fictional creation even before named literature and should not be 

associated with lies or misrepresentations. There is an elaboration 

of imaginings and objective data for the construction of a work of 

art, but which have references from the whole world. Vargas Llosa 

calls this conditions as the “truth of lies”. “The literary truth is one, 

historical truth another. But even when packed with lies – or, better 

yet, because of that -, literature tells a story that history, written by 

historians, does not know how and cannot tell” (Losa, 2004, p. 24).

Tomás Eloy Martínez (2006), bringing the matter into the 

field of journalism, considers that “News has stopped being objective 

so as to become individual”5 and points out that “Of all of man’s 

vocations, journalism is that in which there is less space for absolute 

truths” (Martínez, 2006, p. 235, our translation)6. The narration 

game, the going and coming of verification and possibilities, 

proof and interpretation, freedom and objective commitments are 

instigating, as long as well conducted. It is necessary to point out 

that in the assessment of data and details, collection of interviews 

and testimonials, in the comparison of versions, there will be lapses, 

absences and contradictions that are not necessarily falsehoods, 

Memory, recollections, trauma and forgetfulness all integrate the 

reconstruction of the past. Discourse will always contain subjectivities. 

In biographical texts such issues are even more pronounced.

The decisive step towards the conception of personal identity 
of a narrative is taken when one goes from action to character. 
It is the character who executes the action of the narrative. 
The character’s category, therefore, is also a narrative category 
and its role in the narrative is linked to the same narrative 
intelligence of the plot. The issue is then to know with which 
does the narrative category of the character contributes to 
personal identity. The thesis here argued for will be that the 
identity of the character is understood by the transference to 
it of the plot composition operation, previously applied to the 
action narrated; the character, shall we say, is composed in the 
plot (Ricoeur, 2014, p. 149).

When dealing with the categories “Self and Other”. Ricoeur 

discusses the locus of identity in discourses about people – or “characters” 

– and the complexity of constructing (or reconstructing) real individuals 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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by means of the narrative act. The Self gains new meanings in the position 

of narrator and of narrator of others, as he/she also acknowledges as 

narrator the reports collected in testimonials, interviews, documents. 

The Other is thus an eternal challenge of interpretation and discovery. It 

is a process that includes the many layers of memory.

On the one hand, memories distribute and organize themselves 
by levels of meaning, in archipelagos, eventually separated 
by abysses; on the other hand, memory continues to be the 
capacity of roaming, of rebuilding the past, while at the same 
time, nothing, in principle, forbids such movements that need 
not be continuous. It is mainly in the narrative that the memories 
in the plural and memory in the singular, differentiation and 
continuity are articulated (Ricoeur, 2007, p. 108). 

Memory makes a discontinued continuity, an endless narrative. 

According to Ricoeur (2007), personal memory – reminiscences, 

occasionally blurred recollections – are completed by collective 

memories, wherein social contexts help – when not outlining or even 

outlining – certain recollections. Memories that ballast narratives, 

retrospective looks that avoid anachronisms of events rebuilt at 

discursive level. This approach establishes bridges between rationality 

that weaves the complementarity of memory and perception, exactly 

what occurs in historical, journalistic and biographical discourse. “Our 

perceptions are doubtlessly impregnated with remembrances (...) does 

not become present again without partaking of a memory in which it 

is inscribed” (Bergson, 2006, p.80, our translation)7.

This approach to the phenomenon of memory when faced 

with tangible reality in which it manifests itself – or is stimulated to do 

so – favors the understanding that objective and material facts should 

not be analyzed ignoring the subjective gear. Memories tie themselves 

to objective remains so that certain may be reconstructed in a 

narrative. Literary journalism, in a different measure, does the same. 

Experiences, in Gadamer conception, are “units of life, in themselves 

units of meaning” (Gadamer, 2008, p. 111) thus inserting themselves 

in this complex equation. Meaning brought forth in the narrative and 

glimpsed at in the objective report subjectively elaborated.

4. Literature of reality in biographical works

There are many examples of biographical works written by 

journalists who use all issues discussed in this article. Mention of these 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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works should not be associated with any judgment of value, but only as 

examples of how biographies and autobiographies illustrating certain 

procedures and revealing ways in which such works access the rich and 

diversified links to Literary journalism. One of the currently most prominent 

names in this field in Brazil is that of the journalist and writer Lira Neto.

If at the start the author seemed a bit intimidated by rules that 

gave him a kind of license to consider himself a biographer, his works 

slowly gained breadth and entered languages close to Literary journalism. 

That may be seen in his third biography – Maysa – Só Numa Multidão de 

Amores (2007) (Maysa – alone in a multitude of love )8. In this book Lira 

Neto cuts himself free of formulas and turns the turbulent life story of the 

singer, who was one of the most popular in Brazil, into a kind of drama, 

almost an opera, with tragic and intense moments. This choice revealed 

itself perfect to tell what happened to a woman that is still remembered 

by the force of her personality, by the passion with which she achieved 

success and dived into decadence, vice and self-destruction. 

The spirit of the subjects that emerge from Lira Neto’s books are 

perhaps their most important differential. It is something that can only 

be achieved if the conventional text is left behind. It is necessary that the 

author prepare a plot so that so many unique moments be revealed in their 

human dimension; so that the peculiar characteristics that make a person 

special within her/his particularities “jump” off the page and become real 

to the reader; so that a deeper level comprehension is achieved. This 

challenge of writing moves the very soul of Literary journalism. The 

biographical genres are, therefore, fertile land for the exercise of the 

registry of the past, of memory and of events using discourses that lay 

hand of a fluid narrative while in observance of the verifiable.

This becomes even clearer in Lira Neto’s two subsequently 

published books. In Padre Cicero: Poder, Fé e Guerra no Sertão (2009) 

(Father cicero: Power, Faith and War in the backwoods)9, he bypasses 

stereotypes surrounding a very popular religious leader so as to rebuild 

the profile of a man full of contradictions. He travels among those 

who adored the priest and those who despised him an a not quite 

intermediary path but rather in an instigating way to perceive such 

a personality from less simplistic angles. And the description of his 

doubtful attitudes, his “claimed” miracles, the persecution he suffered 

in his lifetime are brought to the reader as if short stories about this 

mysterious character, owner of a strong and polemic public image. 

The biographer strikes a balance, maintaining his narrative 

force, amongst elements, testimonials and documents oftentimes 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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radically polarized. How to separate passions and hate from what 

really happened? How to outline a man who is today considered 

a saint by thousands but who took part in political deals, made 

agreements with outlaws and was accused of being a charlatan by the 

church itself? How to tread on surfaces also home to elements of the 

supernatural, the inexplicable, the divine?  The joining of objective 

material and a narrative of literary shades was adopted to not incur 

in a debate that might seem impartial but that does not contemplate 

the complete and plural approach the character deserve.

The same may be said of the trilogy Lira Neto dedicates to the 

life story of the ex-President Getúlio Vargas (2012, 2013 and 2014)10, 

his most ambitious work yet. The three volumes consumed more 

than half a decade of data collection, shedding light on some of the 

most crucial episodes of our political history, understanding a person 

who liked to confuse, not explain. The famous subterfuges of Getúlio 

Vargas in his letters and in his relationships was the largest obstacle 

when mounting this gigantic mosaic, with hundreds of characters and 

that travels along have a century of national life, still reverberating 

today, over 60 years after the suicide that triggered other earthquakes 

of Brazilian politics. The shy youth, the young and ambitious politician, 

the opportunistic man, the dictator, the conciliator, the crafty old man, 

the victorious man and the defeated leader, the father of the poor. All 

these “Getúlios” are revisited, narrated, signified. 

For the dimensions of this paper, it is impossible to detail 

Lira Neto’s works. His books are mentioned here as examples of how 

Literary journalism has been used in such genres, especially when 

they are signed by professionals who have worked in the press. In 

this category are also celebrate authors as Ruy Guerra and Fernando 

Morais. Castro has under his belt texts that became references in 

the way they establish links amongst language and the discursive 

construction with narratives that could be considered as literary if 

were it not the contracts in his works. The biographies of Nelson 

Rodrigues11 and that of the soccer player Garrincha12 are two books 

in which this may be seen very clearly. The difficult moments in 

the Botafogo Club’s player and of the Brazilian National team reach 

almost epic connotations when one gets to know how that poor boy 

became a world idol only to a precocious and miserable death.

Nelson Rodrigues trailed a different path, in which the genius 

of a writer is mixed with secret demons – publicly re-worked upon – to 

create a “type” of Laissez-Passer that would, in turn, mold other types. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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A life in meta-discourse that Ruy Castro could not have changed into 

discourse had he not understood his subject’s very specific dynamic. He 

establishes a give-and-take dialogue with his subject rather analyzing 

or explaining him. It is like an exchange of soccer players leading a 

ball that he establishes with a personality so full of crooks and corners, 

many of them obscure. Pure objectivity could not have done it, and 

would show itself inadequate to tell this story. Nelson Rodrigues wove 

and developed his masks and then took them off. Ruy Castro had to 

adhere to his game, accept his conditions and agree to his subterfuges. 

Castro, also an excellent chronicler, mixes with precision the objective 

and the subjective worlds, the tangible and the symbolic.

Fernando Morais, in his biographies on the journalist Assis 

Chateaubriand13 and the revolutionary Olga Benário14, among other 

personalities, does the same. In Chatô – o Rei do Brasil (2011) (Chatô 

– the King of Brazil), he dives into the meanest and petty feelings 

and in the grandiose achievements of a man capable of anything, so 

much so to build relevant works as to destroy reputations. Chatô did 

not have a linear behavior. Any attempt at a simplified or stratified 

drawing of this man would be doomed. That is why his biographer 

starts the book with a dream of the central character, who is in his 

death bed in a hospital. Is it the hero as a villain or is it the villain 

who himself as hero? Contrary to what ones expects in a biography 

– or even from a journalistic or historical text – the answer to that 

question is not the most important. That which is necessary to know 

takes place in a different dimension. The metaphoric cannibalism 

in which Chatô places himself in this narrative image is a type of 

synthesis of a life, translated by a fearless Literary journalism.

Personalities as complex also deserve composite 

narratives. Although mainly in biographies, it may also take place 

in autobiographies. The genres have narrative phenomena different 

from each other, but are still linked to constructions that find 

correspondence with literature in many ways. This becomes even 

more evident when the memories of the subject of the biography 

are mediated by a third person. This may be seen in books such as 

Às margens do Sena (2007) (By the margins of the Seine), in which 

the journalist Reali Jr.15 is led to review his doings and his adventures 

by the also journalist Gianni Carta. The same happens with Samuel 

Wainer16 in the already famous Minha Razão de Viver (2005) (My 

reason for living) in which the also journalist is called to instigated to 

overhaul his life by his professional colleague Augusto Nunes.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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In both cases there is the building of a “persona”17 that may be 

seen as a figure with traces from fiction, as n a kind of journey of the 

hero, in which obstacles are overcome, competence rides over envy 

and the talent is larger than the general incomprehension. Both Carta 

and Nunes try hard to establish cause and effect relations between 

their subjects and events of wider amplitude, placing them at the 

center of relevant fact. They are not common people, they are special, 

unique. And even with their errors, sins and eventual venality, they 

are somehow justified. To mold a public image, excuse ones’ mistakes 

and emphasize the positive achievements are common behavior even 

the most sincere confessions. The autobiography is, in a different 

measure, a confession the openness to expose some intimacy. 

5. Final Considerations

All the previous reflections and presentations, albeit 

succinct, of examples of biographies and autobiographies written 

by journalists are aimed at, within the limitations of this article, to 

emphasize the associations, links and correspondences between 

the biographic genres and Literary journalism, particularly in the 

discursive dimension. Biographies and and confessional texts may, 

depending on the approach, be considered as reporting books (Lima, 

1995). Such a practice does not follow in a conventional form but 

requires other strategies that respond to wider challenges that 

are part of lives many times extraordinary – or that at least place 

themselves as such. 

To travel down theories such as New History and that of the 

narrative articulated with memory is a path necessary for an even 

more careful reflection on the biographical genres, which in turn places 

them in the proximities of a less cartesian approach to the very tasks 

of assessment, interpretation and reports of objective facts. Literary 

journalism is thus more than an alternative, being closer to a key to 

comprehension of the biographical genres in what they contain of 

informative richness and of narrative talent. To rebuild the past – of 

a people or of a person – by means of a text that includes a series of 

abilities and competences that put together the documental material 

and the gathering of witnesses with the adequate narrative so that so 

much information can be passed on in an interesting and profound way, 

is a task in which Literary journalism and the biographical genres are 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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in communion. We believe that the theoretical approach to both of the 

fields are not far apart, when not the same, allowing us to advance in 

our reflections on the narrative of reality on both fronts in a combined 

and articulated manner.

* Translated by Victoria Lobo.

NOTES

1 “La biografia no gozaba del menor aprecio entre los historiado-
res” (Masforrol, 2012, p. 39).

2 “Uno de los mayores problemas a los que se enfrenta la biografia” 
(Masforrol, 2012, p. 39).

3 “La credibilidad, una cuestión tan porosa e delicada” (Masforrol, 
2012, p. 39).

4 “Puede llevar a impugnar el conjunto de una obra” (Masforrol, 
2012, p. 39-40).

5 “La noticia ha dejado de ser objetiva para volverse individual” 
(Martínez, 2006, p. 235).

6 “De todas las vocaciones del hombre, el periodismo es aquélla en 
la que hay menos lugar para las verdades absolutas” (Martínez, 
2006, p. 235).

7 “Sin dudas nuestras percepciones están impregnadas de recuerdos, 
y inversamente un recuerdo (…) no vuelve a ser presente más que 
tomando del cuerpo alguna percepción en la que se inscribe” (Berg-
son, 2006, p. 80).

8 Biography about the singer Maysa, one of the most popular in the 
years 1960 and 1970 and that had a tragic death

9 Biography about a religious leader considered holy by the people, 
but not by the Catholic Church, and wich today is venerated in 
the Northeast of Brazil.

10 Biographies about of former Brazilian president who was one of 
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the greatest political leaders of the XX century and who commit-
ted suicide in 1954.

11 Playwright and Brazilian journalist of great popular appeal in the 
country.

12 Soccer player who was World Champion for the Brazilian National 
Team in the 1958 and 1962 World Cups.

13 Controversial Brazilian journalist who, among others things, in-
augurated TV in Brazil.

14 Revolutionary communist who, after being captured, was extradited to 
Germany, where died in a Nazi concentration camp during World War II.

15 A prominent Brazilian journalist.

16 Brazilian journalist who founded the Última Hora newspaper, one 
of the most important of his time.

17 “Persona originally means ‘mask’ and it is through the mask that the 

individual acquires a role in social identity” (Agamben, 2014, p. 77).

REFERENCES

Agamben, G. (2014). Nudez. Belo Horizonte: Autêntica.

Alsina, M. R. (2009). A construção da notícia. Petrópolis: Vozes.

Bakhtin, M. (2002). Questões de literatura e de estética: A teoria do 
romance. São Paulo: Annablume/Hucitec.

Barthes, R. (1999). Crítica e verdade. São Paulo: Perspectiva. 

Berger, P. L. & Luckmann, T. (2010). A construção social da realidade. 
Petrópolis: Vozes.

Bergson, H. (2006). Materia y memoria: Ensayo sobre la relación del 
cuerpo con el espíritu. Buenos Aires: Cactus.

Bloch, M. (2001). Apologia da história: Ou ofício de historiador. Rio 
de Janeiro: Zahar.

Borges, R. (2013). Jornalismo literário: Teoria e análise. Florianópolis: 
Insular.

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 290 of 1031



795Braz. journal. res., - ISSN 1981-9854 - Brasília -DF - Vol. 14 - N. 3 - December - 2018.

WRITING ON SELF, WRITING ON THE OTHER

774-797

Bulhões, M. (2007). Jornalismo e literatura em convergência. São 
Paulo: Ática. 

Castro, G. de. (2010). Jornalismo literário: Uma introdução. Brasília: 
UnB/Casa das Musas.

Castro, R. (1992). O anjo pornográfico. São Paulo: Companhia das Letras.

Castro, R. (1995). Estrela solitária. São Paulo: Companhia das Letras.

Certeau, M. de. (2017). A escrita da história. Rio de Janeiro: Forense 
Universitária.

Chillón, L.-A. (1993). Literatura i periodisme. Valencia: Universitat de 
Valencia. 

Cumming, D. (2014). “Just as I am”? Marshall Frady’s making of Billy 
Graham. Literary Journalism Studies, 6 (2) pp. 74-98. Retrieved from 
ialjs.org/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/075-099-LJS_v6n2.pdf.

Dosse, F. (2009). O desafio biográfico: Escrever uma vida. São Paulo: Edusp.

Foucault, M. (2007). A arqueologia do saber. Rio de Janeiro: Forense 
Universitária.

Gadamer, H.-G. (2008). Verdade e método I: Traços fundamentais de 
uma hermenêutica filosófica. Petrópolis: Vozes.

Gomes, W. (2009). Jornalismo, conhecimento e objetividade: Além do 
espelho e das construções. Florianópolis: Insular.

Leman, N. (2015). The journalism in literary journalism. Literary 
Journalism Studies, 7 (2) pp.50-59. Retrieved from ialjs.org/wp-
content/uploads/2016/01/052-061-LJS_v7n2.pdf.

Lima, E. P. (1995). Páginas ampliadas: O livro-reportagem como 
extensão do jornalismo e da literatura. Campinas: Unicamp. 

Lima, L. C. (2006). História, ficção, literatura. São Paulo: Companhia 
das Letras.

Llosa, M. V. (2004). A verdade das mentiras. São Paulo: Arx.

Iser, W. (2013). O fictício e o imaginário: Perspectivas de uma 
antropologia literária. Rio de Janeiro: UERJ.

Martinez, M. (2016). Jornalismo literário: Tradição e inovação. 
Florianópolis: Insular.

Martínez, T. E. (2006). La otra realidad: Antología. Buenos Aires: 
Fondo de Cultura Econômica.
3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 291 of 1031



Licensed under the Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International 

(CC BY-NC-ND 4.0). 
796

Rogério Pereira Borges

DOI: 10.25200/BJR.v14n3.2018.1123

Morais, F.  (2011). Chatô, o rei do Brasil. São Paulo: Companhia das Letras.

Masforrol, A. C. (2012) ¿Como se escribe una biografia? RACO: Unidad 
de Estudios Biográficos, 1 (1), pp.39-45. Retrieved from www.raco.
cat/index.php/rubrica/article/viewFile/286946/375156.
Neto, L. (2007). Maysa: Só numa multidão de amores. São Paulo: Globo.

Neto, L. (2009). Padre Cícero: Poder, fé e guerra no sertão. São Paulo: 
Companhia das Letras.

Neto, L. (2012). Getúlio: 1882-1930. São Paulo: Companhia das Letras. 

Neto, L. (2013). Getúlio: 1930-1945. São Paulo: Companhia das Letras. 

Neto, L. (2014). Getúlio: 1945-1954. São Paulo: Companhia das Letras.

Novais, F. A. & Silva, R. F. Da (2011). Nova História em perspectiva. 
São Paulo: Cosac Naify.

Olinto, A. (2008). Jornalismo e literatura. Porto Alegre: JA Editora.

Pena, F. (2008). Jornalismo Literário. São Paulo: Contexto.

Ponte, C. (2005). Para entender as notícias: Linhas de análise do 
discurso jornalístico. Florianópolis: Insular.

Reali Jr. (2007). Às margens do Sena. Rio de Janeiro: Ediouro.

Ricoeur, P. (2007). A memória, a história, o esquecimento. Campinas: 
Unicamp.

Ricoeur, P. (2012). Tempo e narrativa: Vol. 1. A intriga e a narrativa 
histórica. São Paulo: Martins Fontes.

Ricouer, P. (2014). O si-mesmo como outro. São Paulo: Martins Fontes.

Rüssen, J. (2005). History: Narration, interpretation, orientation. New 
York/Oxford, Berghahn Books.

Sims, N. (2009). The problem and the promise of Literary Journalism 
Studies. Literary Journalism Studies, 1 (1) pp. 7-16. Retrieved from 
ialjs.org/wp-content/uploads/2009/05/7-16-sims.pdf.

Sodre, M. (2009). A narração do fato: Notas para uma teoria do 
acontecimento. Petrópolis: Vozes,. 

Swindells, J. (2013). The uses of autobiography. New York/ London: Routledge.

Todorov, T. (2003). Poética da prosa. São Paulo: Martins Fontes.

Tuchman, G. (1999). A objetividade como ritual estratégico: uma 
análise das noções de objetividade dos jornalistas. In, N. Traquina (Ed.), 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 292 of 1031



797Braz. journal. res., - ISSN 1981-9854 - Brasília -DF - Vol. 14 - N. 3 - December - 2018.

WRITING ON SELF, WRITING ON THE OTHER

774-797

Jornalismo: Questões, teorias e “estórias” (pp. 74-90). Lisboa: Vega. 

Verón, E. (2004). Fragmentos de um tecido. São Leopoldo: Unisinos.

Vilas Boas, S. (2002). Biografias & biógrafos: Jornalismo sobre 
personagens. São Paulo: Summus.

Vilas Boas, S. (2008). Biografismo: Reflexões sobre as escritas da 
vida. São Paulo: Unesp.

Wainer, S. (2005). Minha razão de viver: Autobiografia. São Paulo: Planeta.

Walters, P. (2017). Ted Conover and the origins of immersion in literary 
journalism. Literary Journalism Studies, 9 (1) pp. 8-33. Retrieved 
from ialjs.org/wp-content/uploads/2017/07/01-Walters-8-33.pdf.

White, H. (2001). Trópicos do discurso: Ensaios sobre a crítica da 
cultura. São Paulo: Edusp.

Wilson, C. P. (2014) Finding Emma Larkin. Literary Journalism 
Studies, 6 (2) pp. 49-72. Retrieved from ialjs.org/wp-content/
uploads/2014/12/049-073-LJS_v6n2.pdf.

Wolfe, T. (2005). Radical chic e o novo jornalismo. São Paulo: 
Companhia das Letras.

Rogério Pereira Borges has a bachelor degree 

in Journalism from Universidade Federal de Goiás 

(UFG), a Master’s in Letters and Linguistics from 

Universidade Federal de Goiás (UFG) and a PhD 

in Communication from Universidade de Brasília 

(UnB). Adjunct Professor IT at the School of Com-

munication of the Pontifícia Universidade Católica 

de Goiás (PUC Goiás). Author of the books Literary 

Journalism: Theory and Analysis (Insular, 2013) 

and Paths of Reportage (Canon, 2009). Special 

reporter for the newspaper O Popular (Goiânia).

E-mail: rogeriopereiraborges@hotmail.com

RECEIVED ON: 30/05/2018 | APPROVED ON: 30/08/2018
3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 293 of 1031



Writing Literary Memoir: Are We Obliged to Tell the Real Truth? 

Author(s): Michael Steinberg 

Source: Writing on the Edge , Fall/Winter 2001, Vol. 12, No. 1 (Fall/Winter 2001), pp. 
15-20

Published by: Regents of the University of California 

Stable URL: https://www.jstor.org/stable/43157137

JSTOR is a not-for-profit service that helps scholars, researchers, and students discover, use, and build upon a wide 
range of content in a trusted digital archive. We use information technology and tools to increase productivity and 
facilitate new forms of scholarship. For more information about JSTOR, please contact support@jstor.org. 

Your use of the JSTOR archive indicates your acceptance of the Terms & Conditions of Use, available at 
https://about.jstor.org/terms

is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve and extend access to Writing on the Edge

This content downloaded from 
������������139.124.244.81 on Wed, 13 Jul 2022 15:39:14 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 294 of 1031

https://www.jstor.org/stable/43157137


Writing Literary Memoir: 
Are We Obliged to Tell the Real Truth?

Michael Steinberg

The aims of the imagination are not the aims of history.
—Cynthia Ozick

Recently at a writer's conference, I gave a public reading of a 
memoir about a turbulent relationship I'd had with an old high school 
coach. During the Q & A, I was asked several questions: "Did it really 
happen the way you wrote it?" "Did your coach really do those 
perverse things to you?" And the one that almost always comes up: "If 
you were only thirteen, how can you remember exactly what was said 
in the coach's office?"

Those questions go right to the heart of some of the more provoca
tive issues that literary memoirists are currently debating. Does the 
writer have to stick to the literal facts of the story? What should writers 
do when they can't remember the details of an important incident, 
situation, or conversation? Can/should they embellish? And if so, to 
what end?

My first impulse is to advise aspiring memoirists to write the whole 
story first, just the way they remember it. Include all of the specifics and 
the names and the situations. I say this because ideally when we write 
memoir, we're hoping to create an authentic and convincing story. In 
other words, we want the work to ring true. But what does "to ring true" 
really mean?

I was thinking about these matters while I was attending an 
Associated Writing Programs (AWP) convention a few years back. As 
part of a panel discussion on truth and invention in nonfiction writing, 
memoirist Fem Kupfer gave a talk entitled "Everything But the Truth?" 
In her speech, Kupfer spoke about the differences between literal and 
artistic truth. At one point, she said something like the following:

A slightly different version of this essay appears in Fourth Genre: Explorations in 
Nonfiction 1:1 (October 1998).

Writing Literary Memoir - 15

This content downloaded from
139^124 . on4.8eonWed, 13 3u12022 15:3T:l 4UTC

All use subject to https://aboet.jstor.org/terms

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 295 of 1031



The question of lying comes up all the time in the creative 
nonfiction classes I teach. "But that's how it happened!" my stu
dents sometimes say when I suggest changes that would shore up 
the narrative and pep up the prose. "Your memoir shouldn't read 
as slowly as real life," I tell them.

Kupfer went on to suggest that "we need to give memoir writers 
permission to lie, but only when the reconstructed version of the story 
does not deceive the reader in its search for the aesthetic truth."

In raising the issue of aesthetic truth, Kupfer was moving into a 
controversial area. Some writers and editors contend that memoirists 
should remain faithful to the facts and events, much like good journal
ists are expected to do. Others, like Kupfer and Patricia Hampl, believe 
that imagination cannot help but transpose memory. In which case, the 
writer has license to invent.

For myself, I believe that the type of memoir a writer produces is 
determined at least in part by that writer's sensibility, as well as by how 
that writer views/defines the genre. Someone who believes that mem
oir should be an accurate, literal rendering of the past will compose a 
different kind of work from a writer who sees memoir as a form of self
exploration. A writer who positions herself as a witness-interpreter will 
see a reality different from that of a writer who places himself at the 
center of his own story.

Perhaps it's because I'm in my late fifties that my current memoirs 
tend to be self-interrogative explorations. The impulse behind the piece 
about my baseball coach, for example, came from a nagging mid-life 
urge to go back in time and examine that tumultuous relationship. 
Moreover, the memoir was triggered by a disturbing situation in my 
current life. That is, I was allowing myself to engage in a series of 
professional compromises that was making me uneasy, and then angry, 
with myself. Those responses, I soon found, were starting to call up 
memories of childhood compromises I'd made with my old coach.

In writing the memoir I discovered why I had allowed myself to 
make the tradeoffs that I did. At thirteen, I desperately wanted to play 
baseball for my high school. Coach Kerchman knew it too; and he used 
that knowledge to provoke me. What other choice did I have—other 
than to walk away from the situation?

So even at thirteen, I was aware of the costs—if not the implica
tions—of making such deals. And now, here I was again in my mid
fifties doing the same thing.

My point is that in probing the childhood/adult connection, I 
found myself having to reshape and rearrange specific events, situa
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tions, and conversations. And I'm convinced that I would not have 
stumbled upon that link had I simply reconstructed the events of the 
relationship precisely as they had occurred.

Consequently, I understand what Pam Houston means when she 
says: "I'm not going to tell the story the way it happened. I'm going to 
tell it the way I remember it."

In order to more fully explore the notion of how imagination 
transposes memory, we need to consider several of the following. First, 
there's what Phillip Gerard calls "the truth of event." Then there's the 
"aesthetic" truth that Kupfer refers to. And in Writing the Memoir: From 
Truth to Art, Judith Barrington quotes Mary Clearman Blew as saying 
that "I struggled for a long time with the conflicting claims of the exact 
truth of the story and the emotional truth as I perceived it."

In a similar vein, the poet Stephen Dunn once said that "just 
because it happened to you is no reason to write about it. You have to 
be interesting or no one will care." Though no less equivocal,Vivian 
Gomick phrases this another way. "What happened to the writer," 
Gomick says, "is not what matters; what matters is the larger sense that 
the writer is able to make of what happened. For that the power of 
imagination is required."

If what these writers say is true, then most memoirists are unreli
able narrators—as Houston has suggested. Her implication is that 
when we retell past events—even if it's simply to reminisce—we 
invariably embellish our stories. And whether we do this to make better 
sense of what happened, or simply to make the story more interesting, 
we still wind up becoming nonobjective, even invented, personas.

Then there's the fact that language by its very nature distorts 
human experience. After I'd written the memoir about my coach, that 
version became more vivid to me than the actual events and memories 
it was originally based on. As Stephen Dunn phrases it, "Your memory 
of your past becomes your past."

Annie Dillard suggests that a similar phenomenon occurs when 
you try to describe a dream. In "Fashioning a Text," Dillard says that "at 
the end of the verbal description you've lost the dream but gained a 
verbal description. You have to like verbal descriptions a lot to keep up 
this sort of thing."

There's also the shifting nature of memory itself. The other night 
my wife and I were watching slides of a European trip we'd taken about 
ten years ago. In addition to disputing our different versions of what it 
was like to have visited St. Peter's or the Louvre, we were also in 
disagreement about who we were with, what our itinerary was, and 
even the angle of the sun at the moment we took the pictures.
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The issue, it seems, comes down to a matter of where one locates 
oneself on a spectrum—or a continuum. Those who accept a blurring of 
the boundaries between memoir, fiction, and lyric poetry will agree 
with Patricia Hampl's description of memoir as a "hybrid" or "mon
grel" form. In a recent AWP interview, Hampl claims that "memoir 
rightly does belong to the imaginative world." She goes on to say that 
"once writers and readers make their peace with this fact there will be 
less argument over the ethical question about the memoir's relation to 
'facts' and 'truth.' But as long as we try and nudge memoir into the same 
confines of nonfiction that we expect, for example, from journalism, 
we'll have these battles with people taking rigid positions."

As I've said earlier, I have no trouble subscribing to the notion that 
memory is part invention. But I also believe that memory is not 
necessarily untruthful. Here's a closing illustration.

When I started high school, my next-door neighbor—who hap
pened to be Coach Kerchman's secretary—prevailed upon him to give 
me a tryout. Here's the scene from that memoir as I originally wrote it.

Kerchman's "office" was across from the boiler room, deep in the 
bowels of the ancient brick building. To get there you had to walk 
past the showers and through the boy's locker room. As I opened 
the stairwell door I inhaled the steam from the shower, and above 
the hum and buzz of locker room banter and small talk, 1 heard the 
clackety-clack-clack of aluminum cleats hitting the cement floor. I 
tapped timidly on Kerchman's door. "It's open" he rasped in a 
deep, graveled voice. The room was a ten-foot-square box, a 
glorified cubby-hole, smelling of Wintergreen, Merthiolate, and 
stale sweat socks. The chipped, brown cement floor was coated 
with dust and rotted-out orange peels; and on all four sides make
shift two-by-four equipment bays overflowed with old scuffed 
helmets, broken shoulder pads, torn jerseys and pants, muddy 
cleats, and deflated footballs—all randomly piled on top of one 
another. Mr. K. stood under a bare light bulb wearing only a 
baseball hat, white cotton socks, and a jock strap. He was holding 
his sweatpants and chewing a plug of tobacco. "You're Steinberg, 
right?" He said my name, "Stein-berg," slowly, enunciating and 
stretching out both parts.

"I don't beat around the bush, Stein-berg. You're here for one 
reason and one reason only. Because Gail Sloane told me you were 
a reliable kid. What I'm looking for, Stein-berg, is an assistant 
football manager. And I'm willing to take a chance on you."

I wanted to run out of the room and find a place to cry. Assistant 
football managers were glorified water boys; they did all the shit 
work, everything from being stretcher bearers to toting the equip
ment.

He sensed my disappointment and waited a beat while I com
posed myself.

"Gail also tells me you're a pitcher," he muttered, as he slipped 
into his sweat pants.

18 - Writing on the Edge
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Another tense beat. Finally, he said, "In February, you'll get 
your chance to show me what you've got."

To make certain there was no misunderstanding, he added, 
"Just like everyone else."

Then he said. "So what's it going to be, Stein-berg?"

* Thirty-five years later, how accurate is my memory? Well, I do 
recollect that Kerchman asked me to be the assistant football manager, 
when all the while I was thinking that he was going to invite me to 
baseball tryouts. I vaguely remember what his office looked like, and I 
vividly recall what it smelled like. But who knows if the specific items 
I described were arranged in just that way? And I don't remember if he 
called me out of class on the first day of class, or if I initiated the visit. 
Or if this happened sometime during the first week of school. And of 
course I had to reconstruct some of the dialogue. I also remember 
meeting with him when he was standing in the middle of that tiny room 
in his jock strap, socks, and baseball hat. Who could forget that image? 
But did I see and hear all this on that particular afternoon? And would 
it make a difference if I had?

What's authentic here is the profound disappointment and numb
ing humiliation I felt at that moment. And for as long I write and talk 
about that encounter, I'll continue to claim that this is the real truth— 
just as I remember it.

Michael Steinberg teaches at Michigan State University.
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One warm August afternoon three summers ago, I sat in the crisply air-conditioned 
Special Collections reading room at the Amherst College Library, stroking Noah 
Webster’s hair. It was coarse, red, and, needless to say, no longer attached to his 
head. Earlier that day I had come across the catalog entry “Lock of hair” in the find
ing guide for the Noah Webster Family Papers and had smiled at the quaintness of 
it, of someone thinking Websters hair—his hair!—was precious enough to pre
serve. I imagined Webster’s daughter Eliza carefully clipping a length of her father’s 
hair (and her mother’s, too), tying the locks with ribbon, and placing them in a 
neatly labeled envelope. Keeping locks of loved ones’ hair was common in Eliza’s 
time, of course, but it still struck me as terribly sweet. Maybe a bit too sweet, I thought, 
in my jaded, scholarly way, never expecting the effect it would have on me. In our 
everyday life, touching someone’s hair is an incredibly intimate gesture—exchanged 
between besotted lovers, between doting parents and their milky newborns—and 
when I traded in my yellow call slip for that swirl of ginger hair I found myself feel
ing closer to Webster than I had ever felt when reading even his most personal 
papers. That lifeless, limp hair had spent decades in an envelope, in a folder, in a 
box, on a shelf, but holding it in the palm of my hand made me feel an eerie inti
macy with Noah himself. And, against all logic, it made me feel as though I knew 
him—and, even less logically, /z^^him—just a bit better.1

Finding out and writing about people, living or dead, is tricky work. It is neces
sary to balance intimacy with distance while at the same time being inquisitive to 
the point of invasiveness. Getting too close to your subject is a major danger, but 
not getting to know her well enough is just as likely. Unfortunately, much as biogra-

Jill Lepore is associate professor of history at Boston University and coeditor of Common-place <http: // 
www.common-place.org>.

I would like to thank Elizabeth Abrams, Steven Biel, Scott Casper, Patricia Cline Cohen, Catherine Corman, 
James Cullen, Kathleen Dalton, John Demos, Hildegard Hoeller, Kristin Hoganson, Fred Leventhal, Joanne Mey- 
erowitz, John Murrin, David Nord, Laura Saltz, Bruce Schulman, Alan Taylor, Laurel Ulrich, Alfred Young, and 
anonymous JAH readers for their helpful comments on earlier drafts of this essay.

Readers may contact Lepore at <jlepore@bu.edu>.

1 Lock of hair envelope, folder 18, box 3, Noah Webster Family Papers, Archives and Special Collections 
(Amherst College Library, Amherst, Mass.).
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phers and journalists have pondered the perils of writing about people (a recent 
essay in the New York Times Book Review was titled “Biography: A Love Affair or a 
Job?”), no one has offered a foolproof solution.2 In this essay, I would like to explore 
whether microhistorians—a relatively new species of writers-of-lives—have any 
new tricks up their sleeves. While researching that indomitable Federalist, Noah 
Webster, for whom I have come to have rather powerful feelings, I have wondered if 
it makes any difference whether I approach him as a microhistorian might. Do 
microhistorians have more or less sympathy for their subjects than do biographers? 
It is a question that matters to me, in my own work, and I think, in a general sense, 
matters to the profession. Much as I, as a historian and especially as a reader, enjoy 
and admire many microhistories, I have seen little published discussion about the 
merits of their approach. It seems worth asking, Do microhistorians see their sub
jects differently? I suppose, for my purposes, what I want to know is, Can microhis
torians tell me what to do when I find myself sitting in a well-chilled room, holding 
a lock of a dead man’s hair in a tender embrace?

2 Brenda Maddox, “Biography: A Love Affair or a Job?,” New York Times Book Review, May 9, 1999, p. 47.
3 Alfred Young, The Shoemaker and the Tea Party: Memory and the American Revolution (Boston, 1999); Ronald 

Hoffman, Mechal Sobel, and Fredrika J. Teute, eds., Through a Glass Darkly: Reflections on Personal Identity in Early 
America (Chapel Hill, 1997); Paul E. Johnson and Sean Wilentz, The Kingdom of Matthias (New York, 1994).

What Is Microhistory Anyway?

Surely Noah, lexicographer extraordinaire, would have wanted me to begin with a 
definition. But perhaps I had better begin with a disclaimer. Any attempt to define 
microhistory is vastly complicated by the fact that few American works of scholar
ship ever label themselves microhistory. Alfred Young’s The Shoemaker and the Tea 
Party, for example, is not subtitled “A Microhistory of George Robert Twelves 
Hewes.” Indeed, Through a Glass Darkly, a recent anthology of essays about “per
sonal identity”—and cited as a key example of microhistory in a call for papers for a 
recent conference on microhistory—prefers to call its essays “histories of self” 
rather than “microhistories.” One explanation for this reticence is that microhistory 
was established among historians of early modern Europe, where it has thrived, but 
there is no American school of microhistory, only practitioners who rarely if ever 
call themselves microhistorians and who, at any rate, may only occasionally dab
ble in microhistory. Sean Wilentz is not a microhistorian simply because he 
coauthored The Kingdom of Matthias.3 Since there is no American school of 
microhistory, no mission statement, no journal, no professional association, and 
few if any self-professed practitioners, we are left to define the genre by its 
examples, except that, if my suspicion is correct, no one agrees on what those 
examples are. As a result, any claims I might make about microhistory can be eas
ily refuted by pointing to examples (in some cases, of books I might not even con
sider microhistory) that run counter to my argument. In one sense, then, this essay 
is a microhistory of microhistory, with all of the genre’s vulnerabilities—including 
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being dismissed as selective and unrepresentative. Bearing that in mind, it nonethe
less seems worthwhile to offer some preliminary claims about microhistory, if only 
to invite discussion.

That said, let us attempt a definition. The recent microhistory conferences call 
for papers defined microhistory, in part, as the history of “hitherto obscure people” 
that “concentrates on the intensive study of particular lives” to reveal “the funda
mental experiences and mentalités of ordinary people.” (Many microhistories are 
about places, such as Montaillou, or events, such as the Great Cat Massacre, but 
here I will consider only microhistories of people.) Yet consider a few of these “hith
erto obscure people”: Menocchio, Martin Guerre, John Hu. Certainly all were obscure 
before Carlo Ginzburg, Natalie Zemon Davis, and Jonathan Spence brought them 
fame and, in some cases, film stardom. But what about William Cooper? Or Helen 
Jewett? Or Eunice Williams? In their own day, at least, the subjects of Alan Taylor’s, 
Patricia Cline Cohen’s, and John Demos’s “microhistories” were actually rather 
famous, if not notorious. Nor, of course, can any of these people be said to have 
been truly “ordinary.”4 William Cooper was a fantastically wealthy judge and United 
States congressman, Menocchio a fanatic heretic. John Hu traveled from Canton, 
China, to Paris, France, in 1722, only to be locked in an insane asylum; in the 
Mohawk village of Kahnawake, Eunice Williams was reborn as A’ongote even as colo
nists across New England prayed for her soul. Microhistories? These stories are epics.

4 Omohundro Institute of Early American History and Culture, “Call for Papers for a Conference on Micro
history: Advantages and Limitations for the Study of Early American History,” 1998 (in Jill Lepores possession). 
Emmanuel Le Roy Ladurie, Montaillou: The Promised Land of Error (New York, 1978); Robert Darnton, The 
Great Cat Massacre and Other Episodes in French Cultural History (New York, 1984). Carlo Ginzburg, The Cheese 
and the Worms: The Cosmos of a Sixteenth-Century Miller, trans. John Tedeschi and Anne Tedeschi (Baltimore, 
1993); Natalie Zemon Davis, The Return of Martin Guerre (Cambridge, 1983); Jonathan Spence, The Question of 
Hu (New York, 1989). Alan Taylor, William Cooper’s Town: Power and Persuasion on the Frontier of the Early Amer
ican Republic (New York, 1995); Patricia Cline Cohen, The Murder of Helen Jewett: The Life and Death of a Prosti
tute in Nineteenth-Century New York (New York, 1998); John Demos, The Unredeemed Captive: A Family Story 
from Early America (New York, 1994). Omohundro Institute, “Call for Papers for a Conference on Microhistory.”

Why are not these books—studies of the lives of famous people who lived 
extraordinary lives—considered biographies? As the biographer Robert Skidelsky 
has pointed out, “Biography had its roots in the Romantic view of the artist as Hero 
and in the Great Man theory of history.” In recent decades, biography has become 
increasingly sophisticated—and self-conscious—about narrative structure, voice, 
and context, but, at least as regards its subjects, biography has largely stayed true to 
its roots: subjects worthy of biographies, if not necessarily Great Men or Heroes, are 
important people. As Eric Hornberger and John Charmley noted in 1988, “biogra
phy as we have it has scarcely begun to deal with ordinary life.” When observers 
claim, contrary to Hornberger and Charmley, that biography has begun to deal with 
ordinary life, their examples are, likely as not, books many historians would consider 
microhistories. Thus Paula R. Backscheider, in her Reflections on Biography (1999), 
includes Laurel Thatcher Ulrich’s brilliant A Midwifes Tale in her list of prize-winning 
biographies and celebrates it as an example of a new subgenre of biography that 
explores “a rather ordinary person in whose life many significant social forces and 
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events converge.” Elsewhere, however, Backscheider excludes Ulrich’s book from con
sideration as a biography “because it is predominantly a literary and social history.”5

5 Robert Skidelsky, “Only Connect: Biography and Truth,” in The Troubled Face of Biography, ed. Eric 
Hornberger and John Charmley (London, 1988), 2. Eric Hornberger and John Charmley, “Introduction,” ibid, 
xii. Paula R. Backscheider, Reflections on Biography (Oxford, 1999), 49, 21; Laurel Thatcher Ulrich, A Midwifes 
Tale: The Life of Martha Ballard, Based on Her Diary, 1785-1812 (New York, 1990).

6 Joseph Ellis, American Sphinx: The Character of Thomas Jefferson (New York, 1997). Omohundro Institute, 
“Call for Papers for a Conference on Microhistory”

7 Ronald Hoffman, “Introduction,” in Through a Glass Darkly, ed. Hoffman, Sobel, and Teute, vii-viii.

To argue, then, that microhistorians study ordinary people while biographers 
study extraordinary people does not get us very far. First, it is wrong: the subjects of 
some microhistories are important, famous people, and, at least according to Back
scheider, the subjects of some biographies are humble folk. Second, it is unhelpful: 
it simply begs the question of classification, leaving us to ask, not “Is A Midwifes 
Tale a microhistory?,” but “Was Martha Ballard ordinary?”—which is not necessar
ily an easier question.

Are there other differences between microhistory and biography? It might be 
argued that biographies tell the story of a whole life while microhistories chronicle 
only key events—Jewett’s death, Martin Guerres deception. Yet this distinction, 
too, seems specious. Joseph Ellis’s National Book Award-winning American Sphinx, 
however episodic an examination of the life of Thomas Jefferson, is never called a 
microhistory. Perhaps the critical difference between microhistory and biography 
concerns neither the obscurity or ordinariness of the subject nor its episodic presen
tation, but the nature of the narrative. Microhistorians, again according to the call 
for papers, “tend to favor narrative’ modes of presentation.”6 But then, of course, so 
do biographers. Indeed, the narrative, even novelistic, nature of many biographies— 
and their consequent appeal to general readers—is part of the reason some histori
ans dismiss them as not truly historical (that is, not sufficiently analytical), just as 
many disdain microhistories.

Is there, then, no salient difference between microhistory and biography? Surely 
not. Recall that Backscheider ultimately dismissed A Midwifes Tale “because it is 
predominantly a literary and social history,” a charge that could be leveled against 
many a microhistory. Microhistorians do have particular nonbiographical goals in 
mind: even when they study a single person’s life, they are keen to evoke a period, a 
mentalité, a problem: the origins of religious beliefs, the power of popular culture, 
the clash of Western and non-Western peoples. Ronald Hoffman, in his preface to 
Through a Glass Darkly, observes the same distinction, arguing that the 1990s wit
nessed “a perceptible turning” from social history “to a concentration on individual 
life experiences and how they could be probed for deeper meaning.” As he writes,

During the preceding decade, a number of historians had begun to approach these 
questions from a biographical perspective informed by anthropology, psychology, 
literary analysis, and material culture. A common purpose seemed to mark their 
investigations—an endeavor to discern through the lives of individuals or families 
the broader contours of the social and cultural landscape.7
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Reflections on Microhistory and Biography 133

Here, then, is the closest we have come to a meaningful distinction: not all 
biographers but most microhistorians try to answer important historical — and 
historiographical—questions, even if their arguments, slippery as eels, are difficult 
to fish out of the oceans of story (as anyone who has tried teaching those books 
knows only too well). We might call this proposition 1 and restate it more forcefully: 
If biography is largely founded on a belief in the singularity and significance of an 
individual’s life and his contribution to history, microhistory is founded upon 
almost the opposite assumption: however singular a person’s life may be, the value 
of examining it lies not in its uniqueness, but in its exemplariness, in how that indi
vidual’s life serves as an allegory for broader issues affecting the culture as a whole. 
Thus, at least traditionally, a biographer might write about the inimitable Amelia 
Earhart because of her leading role in the history of flight, while a microhistorian 
studies humble John Hu’s life because it allows him to tell a story about the impossi
bility of East meeting West.

This proposition leads to another. If the subjects of microhistories, however 
extraordinary, are not valued for their unique contributions to history, they are often 
people whose incompletely documented lives point historians toward a single ques
tion shrouded in mystery: Where did Menocchio get the idea that the world was 
born in putrefaction? Did Bertrande de Rols lie about Martin Guerre? Why was Hu 
locked up? Why wouldn’t Eunice return to Deerfield? Hence, proposition 2: Tradi
tional biographers seek to profile an individual and recapitulate a life story, but 
microhistorians, tracing their elusive subjects through slender records, tend to address 
themselves to solving small mysteries, in the process of which a microhistorian may 
recapitulate the subject’s entire life story, though that is not his primary purpose. 
The life story, like the mystery, is merely the means to an end—and that end is 
always explaining the culture.

Having put those first propositions on the table, I would like to return to the 
question I raised initially, the question of whether microhistorians have more or less 
sympathy for their subjects than do biographers.

Love and Betrayal

Biographers are notorious for falling in and out of love with the people they write 
about. Take a look at the preface to nearly any biography, and you will see what I 
mean. Consider Joseph Ellis’s relationship to Thomas Jefferson. With determined 
frankness, Ellis admits in the preface to American Sphinx that, as a graduate student, 
he found it almost impossible not to identify with Jefferson. “I was a native Virgin
ian who, like Jefferson, had graduated from the College of William and Mary. I 
even had reddish blond hair like Jefferson and had learned how to disguise my inse
curities behind a mask of enigmatic silence.” In the office of his Yale mentor, 
Edmund Morgan, Ellis found comfort in staring at a Rembrandt Peale portrait of 
Jefferson hanging on the wall. “Jefferson and I were kindred spirits, I told myself, 
allies in this alien world.” Ellis, of course, insists that when he finally set about writ
ing a biography of Jefferson three decades later he had long since recovered from his 
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“youthful infatuation,” his “young love” for the man who built Monticello.8 But he 
and we both know that young love dies hard.

8 Ellis, American Sphinx, ix.
9 Ann Douglas quoted in Maddox, “Biography,” 47. Ellis, American Sphinx, xii. Backscheider, Reflections on 

Biography, xv.
10 Janet Malcolm, The Silent Woman: Sylvia Plath and Ted Hughes (New York, 1994), 9. Ira Bruce Nadel, Biog

raphy: Fiction, Fact, and Form (New York, 1984), 119.

Many practitioners and critics alike argue that a biographer s affection for her 
subject is essential. Ann Douglas believes a successful biography depends on “a love 
affair, even a marriage, between author and subject.” But a biographer’s feeling for 
his subject is often more like that of a crazed stalker than that of a faithful husband. 
After all, when Ellis refers to Jefferson as his “quarry,” he employs a common meta
phor: the biographer as hunter. A biographer, as Paula Backscheider sees it, “becomes 
the subjects closest ally and bitterest enemy”:

All biographers must be their subjects’ advocates, taking up the burden of explain
ing lives and why they were led as they were. And so they become closer than 
mother, wife, school friend; they see through the subject s eyes, try to feel exactly 
what hurt about each painful event. But only an enemy touches the very soul, 
probes until the deepest, most shameful secrets and the most raw aches lie exposed.9

The journalist Janet Malcolm likens the biographer to the professional burglar, 
“breaking into a house, rifling through certain drawers that he has good reason to 
think contain the jewelry and money, and triumphantly bearing his loot away.” For 
Malcolm, the chief flaw, the dirty little secret of biography (as of journalism) is the 
likelihood of betrayal. When the stalker finally catches up with his prey, the badness 
of his intentions is revealed. Even—or perhaps especially—when a writer begins by 
identifying with her subject, even loving him, she may well end up despising and, 
sometimes quite literally, betraying him. As a graduate student, Joe Ellis may have 
deeply admired Thomas Jefferson, but we can expect that Jefferson, like the subject 
of virtually any biography, would have found much to annoy and even enrage him 
in American Sphinx (though surely he would have saved his spleen for his more crit
ical biographers). “In their accounts of others,” according to one observer of biogra
phy, “the author’s choice, treatment, and analysis of subject tends to follow a pattern 
of idealization, revision and rejection.”10

Malcolm has explored this phenomenon as it affects both journalists and biogra
phers in three book-length essays, the most trenchant of which is The Journalist and 
the Murderer. There, Malcolm examines the story of the journalist Joe McGinniss, 
who, in 1984, was sued by the convicted murderer Jeffrey MacDonald for fraud and 
breach of contract because McGinniss, who had pretended to believe in Mac
Donald’s innocence in order to interview him over a period of years, portrayed him 
as a cruel, remorseless killer when he eventually published a book about the crime. 
MacDonald’s suit did not question the truth of McGinniss’s book; it insisted only 
that it represented a betrayal. As Malcolm puts it, in this case, “the underlying narra
tive of betrayed love” was “told so compellingly that at trial five of the six jurors 
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Reflections on Microhistory and Biography 135

were persuaded that a man who was serving three consecutive life sentences for the 
murder of his wife and two small children was deserving of more sympathy than the 
writer who had deceived him.”11

11 Janet Malcolm, The Journalist and the Murderer (New York, 1990); Joe McGinniss, Fatal Vision (New York, 
1983); Malcolm, Journalist and the Murderer, 6.

12 Malcolm, Journalist and the Murderer, jacket copy, 3. Janet Malcolm, In the Freud Archives (New York, 1983).
13 Malcom, Journalist and the Murderer, 3.

Is such betrayal licit? As far as journalism is concerned, Janet Malcolm thinks not. 
When she first published her essay on MacDonald v. McGinniss in the New Yorker, 
“journalists across the country reacted as if stung.” And no wonder. “Every journal
ist who is not too stupid or too full of himself to notice what is going on knows that 
what he does is morally indefensible,” the essay begins. Malcolm sees the journalist, 
like the biographer-as-burglar, as “a kind of confidence man, preying on people’s 
vanity, ignorance, or loneliness, gaining their trust and betraying them without 
remorse.” Still, her bold criticism does not, in the end, amount to wholesale con
demnation. Journalists, however treacherous, are only doing what they must. At the 
time she was writing The Journalist and the Murderer, Malcolm was busy defending 
herself against charges of libel filed by the subject of one of her previous books, the 
scholar Jeffrey Masson, who had expected to find himself portrayed as a dashing 
iconoclastic hero only to find himself called an “intellectual gigolo.” Masson 
accused Malcolm (much as MacDonald accused McGinniss) of the worst kind of 
journalistic betrayal.12

Jeffrey MacDonald’s case against Joe McGinniss ended in a hung jury. Massons 
case against Malcolm was summarily dismissed. Still, journalists have good reason to 
worry about how their subjects will react to reading about themselves. When the 
confidence man’s scheme is revealed, Malcolm suggests, the result is catastrophe for 
the subject. “On reading the article or book in question, he has to face the fact that 
the journalist—who seemed so friendly and sympathetic, so keen to understand 
him fully, so remarkably attuned to his vision of things—never had the slightest 
intention of collaborating with him on his story but always intended to write a story 
of his own.”13

Journalists may fret about the consequences of this catastrophic moment of reve
lation, but Kenneth Silverman can rest assured that Cotton Mather will never read 
Silverman’s biography of him, and Joe Ellis has little to fear from Thomas Jefferson. 
Historians—biographers, microhistorians, all of us—have little need to worry 
about the dead coming to haunt us or suing us for libel or breach of contract. 
Indeed, those of us working in early America rarely interview anyone, and few of us 
ever need to negotiate with descendants for the right to look at manuscripts. When 
Alan Taylor gained access to a treasure trove of “virtually untapped” papers of Wil
liam Cooper owned by his descendant, Paul Fenimore Cooper Jr., he knew his was 
an uncommon find, “the historian’s fondest dream.” That Cooper placed no restric
tions on the use of the papers was more precious still. Taylor may well have felt a 
keen sense of obligation to portray William Cooper in a way true to Paul Fenimore
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Cooper’s view of him, but his generous benefactor died long before the book was 
completed.14 In any case, Taylors contact with his subject, even so far removed by gen
erations, is extraordinarily unusual for historians working before the twentieth century.

14 Kenneth Silverman, The Life and Times of Cotton Mather (New York, 1984). Taylor, William Coopers 
Town, 533.

15 Malcolm, Silent Woman, 10-12.
16 Wood Owl to Jill Lepore, e-mails, Dec. 2, 3, 1998 (in Lepores possession). See Jill Lepore, The Name of 

War: King Philip's War and the Origins of American Identity (New York, 1998).

Had Taylor needed to secure Paul Fenimore Cooper’s approval for his manuscript 
before publication, Janet Malcolm would have been worried. She warns,

Relatives are the biographer’s natural enemies; they are like the hostile tribes an 
explorer encounters and must ruthlessly subdue to claim his territory. If the rela
tives behave like friendly tribes, as they occasionally do—if they propose to coop
erate with the biographer, even to the point of making him “official” or 
“authorized”—he still has to assert his authority and strut about to show that he is 
the big white man and they are just the naked savages.

Speaking of Anne Stevenson, a Sylvia Plath biographer widely criticized for being 
unduly influenced by Ted Hughes, Plaths husband, and his sister, Malcolm writes 
that Stevenson “apparently had not subdued the natives but had been captured by 
them and subjected to God knows what tortures. The book she had finally staggered 
back to civilization with was repudiated as a piece of worthless native propaganda, 
rather than the ‘truthful’ and objective’ work it should have been.”15

The ironically colonialist metaphor Malcolm employs in discussing this particu
lar dilemma is jarring, given that the occasion on which early American historians 
are most likely to run into ethical dilemmas of this sort is when they are dealing 
with Native Americans. Historians of early American Indians and of Indian-white 
relations often have contact with present-day native groups or, when they do not, 
are chastised for neglecting to consult them. When conducting research for a book 
about a seventeenth-century colonial-Indian war, I approached several New England 
Indians to ask about their perspective on the war, and, though I learned a great deal, 
I abandoned plans for conducting more and lengthier interviews when it became 
clear that it was expected that I would write a history of the war based primarily, if 
not exclusively, on the contemporary Indian oral tradition, even when it contra
dicted the documentary evidence. While such an account of contemporary oral his
tory would be invaluable, it was not the project I had originally undertaken, and, 
since it would have required submitting my manuscript for tribal approval before 
publication, I was unconvinced that I should alter my course. When the book, 
which is based on letters and accounts written largely by colonists, was eventually 
published, several Indians complained to me that in failing to interview them I had 
failed to get at the truth.16 Indeed, from their perspective, I had failed to get at the 
truth, while from mine, I had managed to retain intellectual control of my work.

However troubling betrayal is for biographers of subjects whose relatives are still 
living, it is a problem premodern microhistorians do not commonly face. The odd 
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Paul Fenimore Cooper and Narragansett Indian aside, pre-twentieth-century Amer
ican historians rarely meet “natives,” hostile or otherwise. With little or no contact 
with the people we write about or even with their descendants, then, does the moral 
dilemma of betraying our subjects still bear on us? And does it bear on microhistori
ans differently?

If biographers are hunters, lovers, and betrayers, so too are microhistorians. 
Jonathan Spence considered himself “in pursuit of Hu,” an elusive quarry if ever 
there was one, and John Demos, who dedicated The Unredeemed Captive to his 
daughters, mourned with John Williams the loss of his daughter Eunice as fully as 
any father might. And, just as Eunice appears to have believed her father betrayed 
her, so Demos seems to feel that he, too, has failed to do Eunice justice, to tell her 
story the way she herself might have. That microhistorians cannot interview their 
subjects makes many of them more, rather than less, anxious about betrayal. At the 
core of The Unredeemed Captive lies Demos’s frustration that, even when Eunices 
contemporaries asked her why she was unwilling to return to Deerfield (the ques
tion that haunts both Demos and the Reverend Williams), she refused to answer. 
Desperate to give the silent woman a voice, Demos writes for her a fictional interior 
monologue, explaining, “we can only speculate—only imagine—but that much, at 
least, we must try.” Jonathan Spence, too, frets that he may have similarly betrayed 
John Hu, because, unable to recover Hus perspective from the historical record, he 
is trapped by Jean François Foucquet’s version of events. “I don’t happen to think 
Foucquet was right in the way he treated Hu,” Spence insists, “but I am only able to 
make that judgment because he lets me. Thus even if I believe I have confronted 
him successfully Foucquet remains, in a way, the victor.” To make amends, Spence 
gives Hu the last word. In the book’s closing scene, Hu returns to his hometown, 
where children gather around him, begging him to tell the story of his travels.

Hu pauses a moment, and closes his eyes.
“Well,” says Hu, “it’s like this.”17

17 Spence, Question of Hu, xii. Demos, Unredeemed Captive, 108—9. Spence, Question of Hu, xx, 134.
18 Spence, Question of Hu, 4.

The End. Hu tells his story off stage, where we, like Spence, cannot hear it.
Unlike the journalists Janet Malcolm and Joseph McGinniss, John Demos and 

Jonathan Spence did not interview Eunice or John Williams, John Hu or Father 
Foucquet, nodding as if in agreement, only to write books that disagreed with their 
version of events. Foucquet never confided to Spence over a cup of cappuccino, 
“That Hu is crazy!” and Spence never replied, “You bet, what a starker!” Foucquet, 
of course, did tell Spence that he believed Hu was insane, in documents he left for 
him to read, but Spence never promised Foucquet his sympathy. And, in the end, 
Spence seems to have felt no compunction about betraying Foucquet (which, of 
course, he did); instead he regretted only that he could not fully answer Hu’s pitiful 
question: “Why have I been locked up?”18 Meanwhile, Demos, greatly indebted to 
John Williams for much that we know about his daughter, did not hesitate to sug
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gest that Williams had failed her. Like Spence, Demos seems to regret, not his 
betrayal of John Williams’s version of events, but his failure to get Eunice to speak, 
to get her to answer the question, “Why won’t you come home?” For those micro
historians, the flaw of the genre is not in betraying the loquacious John Williams 
and the chatty Father Foucquet, but in failing to schedule an interview with the ret
icent Eunice Williams and the tongue-tied John Hu.

We can, then, introduce another tentative distinction between biography and 
microhistory. Proposition 3: Journalists and biographers of twentieth-century figures 
worry about getting too cozy with their informants and their subjects’ relatives and 
possibly betraying them. Microhistorians, typically denied any such coziness with 
actual, living informants and motivated by many of the concerns of social history 
(and its attempt to tell the stories of the “inarticulate”), betray those who have left 
abundant records (the Father Foucquets and John Williamses) in order to resurrect those 
who did not (the John Hus and Eunice Williamses). Yet it is important to remember 
that, even if the burdens of betrayal weigh differently on microhistorians, especially 
those whose subjects are long dead, the power of sympathy may be just the same.

Disclosure and Doubt

Janet Malcolm initially decided to investigate MacDonald v. McGinniss after receiv
ing a letter from McGinniss’s lawyer warning that the case threatened “to set a new 
precedent whereby a reporter or author would be legally obligated to disclose his 
state of mind and attitude toward his subject during the process of writing and 
research.” No such obligation weighs on historians, and yet we seem to offer this 
information voluntarily—if not compulsively—all the time. Consider John Demos’s 
disarming aside in The Unredeemed Captive, “to be candid, I felt incapable of under
standing Indians well enough to place them right at center-stage.” Or Jonathan 
Spence’s bald confession in The Question of Hu: “I don’t happen to think Foucquet 
was right in the way he treated Hu.”19

19 Daniel Kornstein to Malcolm, Sept. 1, 1987, quoted in Malcolm, Journalist and the Murderer, 6-7. Demos, 
Unredeemed Captive, xii. Spence, Question of Hu, xx.

20 Scott E. Casper, Constructing American Lives: Biography and Culture in Nineteenth-Century America (Chapel 
Hill, 1999), 326. See also Ron Chernow, “Waking the Dead: The Biography Boom in America,” Culturefront 
Online (Summer 2000), <http://www.culturefront.org/culturefront/magazine/2K/summer/article_3.html>.

That no legal precedent obligates a historian “to disclose his state of mind and 
attitude toward his subject during the process of writing and research” does not 
mean that no compulsion exists. As Scott Casper has observed in Constructing Amer
ican Lives, his compelling study of the history of biography,

If we have a “culture of biography” today, it is a culture that autobiography has 
reshaped. The “biographical” information that millions of readers want is the stuff 
of the first-person interview and the psychologist’s couch. . . . Even biographers 
get in on the autobiographical act. . . . They confess how immersing themselves in 
someone else’s life helped them understand their own, as if self-diagnosis were a 
benefit of writing biography, not just of reading it.20
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When an author discloses his relationship to his subject, it does not necessarily 
mean that he has a sophisticated perspective on his work. It is quite easy to say, “In 
writing this book, I fell in love with fdr,” but it is rather more difficult to know how 
that feeling corrupts or enhances the book itself. Disclosure, for its own sake, is of 
little value. Yet, apparently, readers are not particularly interested in what is, at least 
occasionally, of greater value: discussions of how intimacy and betrayal can lead to 
doubt and, ultimately, to knowledge. If research is like stalking, a good and honest 
writer, however assiduous in pursuit of his prey, will still hesitate at the essential sor
didness of the task at hand. In recent years, some biographers have even discussed 
their hesitation and self-doubt, a discussion that Janet Malcolm believes usually con
fuses but rarely enlightens readers. As she writes, “As a burglar should not pause to 
discuss with his accomplice the rights and wrongs of burglary while he is jimmying 
a lock, so a biographer ought not to introduce doubts about the legitimacy of the 
biographical enterprise. The biography-loving public does not want to hear that 
biography is a flawed genre.”21

21 Malcolm, Silent Woman, 9-10.
22 Simon Schama, Dead Certainties (Unwarranted Speculations) (New York, 1991).

Whether it annoys their readers or not, microhistorians, too, like to discuss the 
rights and wrongs of burglary while jimmying locks. But they are equally likely to 
pretend they were never in the house in the first place or, if they were, that they had 
a badge and a search warrant. A striking figure in several microhistories is a character 
who legitimately evaluates, investigates, and, often, judges the subject from a rather 
lofty distance. Several microhistories include the literal embodiment of the judg
mental outsider—a judge himself: Jean de Coras in The Return of Martin Guerre, 
Governor Briggs in Dead Certainties, and even the arbiter Father Goville in The 
Question of Hu and the various inquisition officials in The Cheese and the Worms.22

That judges and pseudo-judges are important characters in microhistories has an 
important consequence. In telling a persons life story, many biographers identify 
(and confess their identification) with their subjects. Microhistorians, meanwhile, 
may identify with a particular contemporary of their subjects, in particular, with a 
person who was in a position to investigate or judge the subject. Because of this, 
microhistorians are far more likely to become characters in their own books, or, 
more commonly, to use the detective/judge figure as a loosely disguised version of 
themselves, a kind of historians double. Simon Schama, a non-Brahmin teaching at 
Harvard when he wrote “The Death of a Harvard Man” about the murder of George 
Parkman, may well have found himself emotionally compelled by the accused mur
derer, John Webster, another non-Brahmin who taught at Harvard: Webster’s guilt is 
by no means clear, and the mans suffering is deeply affecting. We can almost imag
ine Schama writing an Ellis-like preface: “I was a non-Brahmin who, like Webster, 
taught at Harvard.” Yet Schama’s sympathies do not lie with Webster. Instead, he 
reserves his greatest affection and respect for George Briggs, the Massachusetts gov
ernor charged with deciding whether to commute Websters death sentence. 
Schamas story opens, not with Parkmans brutal death or with Webster’s agonies 
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while incarcerated, but with Briggs’s frustrated musings over the case. “Where lay 
the truth, the real history of George Parkman and John White Webster?” Schama 
has Briggs ask himself. “Much as he respected the stern proceedings of the trial, he 
was too much of a lawyer himself (or perhaps too much of a smithy’s son) to imag
ine that it told the whole story.” And Schama ends his story, not with Webster’s exe
cution, but with a letter from Briggs to his daughter, relating a charming dream, in 
which Briggs experienced “perfect quietness and peace of mind.”23 Briggs is, in effect, 
a stand-in for Schama himself, a man who carefully weighs the question, “Where lay 
the truth, the real history?,” and, having decided on Webster’s guilt, Briggs (like 
Schama) retires with peace of mind. Schama himself never goes out on a limb to 
declare his own final verdict on Webster’s guilt; instead, he speaks through Briggs, 
who functions as a kind of ventriloquist’s dummy.

Similarly, Natalie Zemon Davis, researching The Return of Martin Guerre, had 
many characters with whom to sympathize, not least among them the heroic Ber
trande de Rols, but Davis, like Schama, seems most to identify with the judge in the 
case, Jean de Coras. A chapter devoted to him is titled “The Storyteller,” and Davis, 
wonderful storyteller herself, clearly finds Coras fascinating. As Davis paints him, 
Coras is a fair judge, a fine scholar, a much-loved teacher, a devoted father, and a 
loving husband. Like Schama, Davis is also interested enough in her judge to write 
about his dreams (Coras dreams that his wife cuckolds him) and suggests that 
Coras’s book about Martin Guerre—not a microhistory but a “prodigious history”— 
is as complicated as her own. Coras, who evinces a “willingness to grow, to rethink, 
to reinterpret,” wrote about the case in such a way as to leave “his audience some 
room for doubt about whether the Criminal Chamber actually did get the right 
man.”24 That doubt Davis herself leaves with her own readers, again, like Schama, 
using her own words but attributing them to Coras.

Where microhistorians identify with—and play the role of—detectives and 
judges, they maintain a kind of distance (or illusion of distance) from their subjects 
that is less common in biography. This distinction can serve as proposition 4: A biog
rapher’s alter ego is usually the subject himself, while a microhistorian’s alter ego 
may be a figure who plays the role of detective or judge in relation to the subject. As 
a result, the question of disclosure and doubt can be altogether different for micro
historians. Davis and Schama do not need to include a revealing preface stating their 
relationships to the people in their stories and disclosing their doubts about how 
they are portrayed. Instead, they speak those doubts through their alter egos, Coras 
and Briggs.

In The Silent Woman, Janet Malcolm argues that the biographer’s “apparatus of 
scholarship” ultimately transforms him from a greedy burglar to an almost saintly 
benefactor who is

seen as sacrificing years of his life to his task, tirelessly sitting in archives and 
libraries and patiently conducting interviews with witnesses. There is no length he

*Ibid., 81, 81, 318.
24 Davis, Return of Martin Guerre, 94-103, 112-13, esp. 105, 97, 111.
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Reflections on Microhistory and Biography 141

will not go to, and the more his book reflects his industry the more the reader 
believes that he is having an elevating literary experience, rather than simply listen
ing to backstairs gossip and reading other people’s mail.25

25 Malcolm, Silent Woman, 9.

A similar transformation takes place in microhistories, which are often presented as 
a kind of researchers tour deforce. Employing a stand-in such as Coras or Briggs by 
no means implies that Davis or Schama vanishes. On the contrary, a typical micro
history celebrates the microhistorian (sometimes in the guise of his alter ego, some
times as the historian / narrator himself) as a careful, assiduous, insightful, and 
usually brilliant character who tracks down and evaluates evidence with astonishing, 
even breathtaking skill (much the way a mystery novel is designed to impress readers 
with the detective’s cleverness in solving a murder that the readers, given the same 
clues, cannot). Yet, far from being a liability for microhistories, this device is exactly 
what makes the best microhistories so much fun to read, since most readers, myself 
included, are quite delighted to play Doctor Watson to Laurel Thatcher Ulrich’s 
Sherlock Holmes or Captain Hastings to Natalie Zemon Davis’s Hercule Poirot.

Devices and Desires

To return, now, to the question with which I began this essay: Do microhistorians 
have more or less sympathy for their subjects than do biographers? Recall my four 
propositions:

Proposition 1. If biography is largely founded on a belief in the singularity and sig
nificance of an individual’s contribution to history, microhistory is founded upon 
almost the opposite assumption: however singular a person’s life may be, the value 
of examining it lies in how it serves as an allegory for the culture as a whole.

Proposition 2. Biographers seek to profile an individual and recapitulate a life story, 
but microhistorians, tracing their elusive characters through slender records, tend 
to address themselves to solving small mysteries about a person’s life as a means to 
exploring the culture.

Proposition 3. Biographers generally worry about becoming too intimate with their 
subjects and later betraying them; microhistorians, typically denied any such inti
macy, tend to betray people who have left abundant records in order to resurrect 
those who did not.

Proposition 4. A biographer’s alter ego is usually the subject of the biography, while 
a microhistorian’s alter ego may be a figure who investigates or judges the subject. 
For this reason, a microhistorian may be a character in his own book.

Surely whether a biographer or a microhistorian sympathizes with his subject 
depends to a great degree on the writer himself, as well as on the attractiveness of 
the subject. Yet, building from these four propositions, it does seem that a microhis
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torian’s approach may, at least in some cases, allow for more emotional distance 
from the subject (although whether such distance is desirable is subject to debate 
and to the taste of the reader). Microhistory will always draw the writers, and the 
reader’s, attention away from the subject and toward the culture. And, to the extent 
that a microhistorian does become entangled with his subject, there are evolving 
conventions of the genre—in which the microhistorian plays a role in his own book 
as a crafty detective/narrator or creates an alter ego in the form of another character 
who investigates or judges the subject—which allow for an authorial presence in the 
narrative that is at a greater remove than, to take an extreme case, Edmund Morris 
in Dutch.26

26 Edmund Morris, Dutch: A Memoir of Ronald Reagan (New York, 1999). For an insightful essay on Morris’s 
relationship to the history of biography, see Scott Casper, “Going Dutch,” Common-place, 1 (Sept. 2000), 
<http: / / www.common-place.org/vol-01 / no-01 / dutch / >.

27 Joseph Ellis, After the Revolution: Profiles of Early American Culture (New York, 1979), 163-64.

Recall, too, my interest in Noah Webster. How might my study of him differ if I 
were to approach him as a microhistorian rather than as a biographer? Following 
propositions 1 and 2, it must be said that Noah Webster is not a particularly good 
candidate for microhistory. It is, in fact, quite difficult to think of him as anything 
but a man who made significant contributions to postrevolutionary American poli
tics and literature during his very long and productive life (1758-1843). Webster’s 
life and work is also extraordinarily well documented, and there is very little mystery 
to it, unless it is why he never managed to profit more from his spellers and dictio
naries. Yet there remains something promising about making this unlikely figure the 
subject of a microhistory. My hunch is that to look at Webster the way most micro
historians look at their subjects, as faintly exotic but somehow emblematic, could be 
very intriguing indeed, in much the same way as it was for William Cooper, another 
prominent early republican.

Yet I find that my powerful feelings toward Webster interfere. Regarding proposi
tion 3, I have found myself willing, even eager, to betray Webster, to parade his fail
ings before my readers. Truth be told, and that tender hairy moment in the archives 
aside, I very much dislike Noah Webster. And, in this, I am not alone. Joseph Ellis 
once confessed to finding Webster “an irascible and stubborn character, difficult to 
know and even more difficult to like.”27 Webster was a relentless self-promoter who 
puffed his own accomplishments at every opportunity and attacked his rivals with 
shocking ferocity. He embodied the worst excesses of Federalism, despising the 
people and despairing of democracy with every extension of suffrage. He was petty 
and provincial, all the while believing himself more cosmopolitan and more sophis
ticated than everyone of his acquaintance. He was, even as a young man, sour, bit
ter, and friendless.

Honestly, what’s to like? The more I get to know Webster, the less fondly I recall 
holding that lock of hair in the palm of my hand. To be candid, I have wondered 
whether it is fair to write about a man for whom I cannot help but feel a real dis
taste. Biographers, of course, deal with this problem all the time. As Paula Back- 
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scheider has observed, “Biographers do, after all, write the lives of people they 
consider monsters or repellent human beings.” And, in biographers’ memoirs, there 
is abundant advice to be had about what to do about it. Robert Tucker confessed 
that he had “to be Stalin” in order to write a biography of a man he considered 
“loathsome,” an “evil-doer,” a “mad dog.” “How, if you are so angry, can you do jus
tice to Stalin in your role as biographer?,” Tucker was asked. Only because, ulti
mately, he understood that Stalin understood himself as “a righteous man and a good 
and noble ruler.”28

28 Backscheider, Reflections on Biography, 39. Robert C. Tucker, “A Stalin Biographer’s Memoir,” in Introspection 
in Biography: The Biographer's Quest for Self-Awareness, ed. Samuel H. Baron and Carl Pietsch (London, 1985), 
263-67.

29 Harry S. Warfel, Noah Webster: Schoolmaster to America (New York, 1936), 3-4. Biographies of Webster 
include Chauncey A. Goodrich, “Life and Writings of Noah Webster,” American Magazine (1848), 5-32; [Wil
liam Chauncey Fowler], “Memoir,” in A Dictionary of the English Language (New York, 1845); Horace E. Scudder, 
Noah Webster (Boston, 1881); John S. Morgan, Noa,h Webster (New York, 1975); Richard Rollins, The Long Jour
ney of Noah Webster (Philadelphia, 1980); and Richard Moss, Noah Webster (Boston, 1984).

Noah Webster is, of course, no Joseph Stalin. He was an unlikable man, not a 
dangerous one. But, Ellis excepted, Webster’s earlier biographers have taken Tucker’s 
approach and have tried to see Webster through his own eyes, portraying him as a 
“patient, indefatigable laborer for American cultural advancement.” Unlike Tucker, 
however, who proceeded to demonstrate how wrong Stalin was about himself, Web
ster’s biographers have generally rallied to his defense and have attempted to rescue 
him from the disdain of his contemporaries.29 If I were to write a biography of 
Webster, I would have to wrestle with these problems, of intimacy, of sympathy, or 
lack of sympathy, and, despite my best efforts to retain some perspective, I suspect 
I would end up writing a scathing book that offered little more than a portrait of 
one particular ugly man. Yet another writer, a better biographer, could get inside 
Webster’s head, could be Webster, and write a powerful and evocative book that 
might have much to teach us about arrogance and loneliness and even postrevolu
tionary America.

How might a microhistory differ? For one thing, a microhistorian would have a 
harder time being Noah Webster. That kind of identification is exactly what the 
genre discourages. (John Demos perhaps comes closest when, in his fictional mono
logue, he tries to be Eunice Williams, but ultimately he could not escape how his 
role, trying to discover why Eunice would not return, allied him with her father.) 
Given my vexed relationship with Webster, a microhistorical approach is appealing: 
it allows me to back away from him, to scan the scene from a different angle. But I 
would need to find some angle, another character, perhaps. I might see Webster from 
his daughter Eliza’s perspective. I might write a microhistory that was more about 
the decline of patriarchal authority, with Webster as an aging anachronism. If so, 
following proposition 4, I could employ Eliza as my alter ego, whose bristling 
against Webster’s rigidity would express my own. Or I might choose as my angle 
something altogether different, not another character but a theme that might work 
as an allegory for something important about Webster. My microhistory might 
focus on the years 1800 to 1828 and narrate Webster’s travels, geographically and 

This content downloaded from
139.124 . on4WlonWed, 12 23r>r2023 04Ut^^C 6UTC

All use subject to httds://about.jstor.org/terms

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 316 of 1031



144 The Journal of American History June 2001

intellectually, in his efforts to research and compile his American Dictionary of the 
English Language.^ I might tell this story as a metaphor for the journey of the new 
nation on the road to a kind of national self-confidence detoured, time and again, 
by nativist prejudices. I might tell this story episodically, and through anecdote, and 
would not hesitate to betray Webster, the man, as an unlikable fellow because Web
ster, the man, would not be my subject.

As it turns out, neither of those is the book I have written, probably because 
Webster has overwhelmed me.31 But maybe someday I will, and if I do, I might be a 
character in that book in much the same way as I am a character in this essay. Here, 
I am a person who loves Noah Webster’s hair but hates his vanity, who admires Janet 
Malcolm and Joseph Ellis and Natalie Zemon Davis, who likes a good read, who 
condemns disclosure but reveals all. I am not the subject of this essay (thank God), 
nor is Noah Webster. In the end, this essay, a reflection on whether microhistorians 
have more or less sympathy for their subjects than do biographers, has been, in part, 
a demonstration of how microhistory works. To arrive at an answer to its question, 
it has employed anecdotes and characters as allegories. And in the method—using 
stories and people as devices—lies the answer: because microhistorians’ subjects are 
only devices, they are less likely to fall in love with them, for better or for worse, 
than are biographers. (Joseph Ellis’s subject is Thomas Jefferson, but Jonathan 
Spence’s subject is not John Hu.) And what of Webster? I will probably never write 
that microhistory. In the meantime, a lock of his hair waits patiently in an envelope, 
in a folder, in a box, on a shelf.

30 Noah Webster, American Dictionary of the English Language (2 vols., New Haven, 1828).
31 See, instead, my discussion of Webster in Jill Lepore, A Is for American: Letters and Other Characters in the 

Newly United States (New York, forthcoming, 2002).
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I U RMAN CHARLES

I Jntn Di id

'That playful irony of Bosman’s, 
that sly, mocking, humorous Afrikaner 
intelligence, was seldom dormant.’ 

William Plomer
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when he saw Johanna Greyling in court. And ht wards, in the solitude of his cell. I wonder wl when he opened the tin locket and gazed on tf of dark hair inside - and realised that it no long bleached tresses of the Jezebel who had leane the witness-box. But I feel that if he still reme that farm girl who had once run away to him, then me ncmgmg of Diederik Uys would, in the years to come, have been but a hollow triumph for Veldkornet Apie Nel.Anyway, that is the story as it is to this day still told in Zee- rust. One point, however, that eveiybody who tells the story seems to overlook is Bertus Pienaar' s role in it, which was no less important for its having been so straightforward.It is easy to see, in all Bertus Pienaar’s actions, a thwarted passion for Johanna Greyling. And the fact that Diederik Uys did not at first seriously oppose Johanna’s return to her adopted father's home shows that he had instinctively no fears in at least that respect. Diederik's letting her go like that was actually an insult to Bertus Pienaar.Then there is Johanna Greyling. She must have had much of a sombre knowledge of life shut up inside her. Something as dark as that strand of hair enclosed in Diederik Uys’s tin locket. Of course, Johanna Greyling knew at first hand that it was not she who had crossed Bertus Pienaar in his desire for her. She knew that it was his advancing age and not her virtue that stood between Bertus Pienaar and his passion. But it could not have brought ease to her smarting shoulder-blades - the knowledge that when her adopted father wielded the sjambok it was in the rage of impuissance.One cannot pass by Johanna Greyling just lightly, somehow. Johanna Greyling, walking about the night-streets of Kimberley, blonde-headed and with her high heels clicking on the pavement. Lifting her steps high as she had done in former days in the clay-pit of her adopted father.
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The Affair at Ysterspruit
It was in the Second Boer War, at the skirmish of Ysterspruit near Klerksdorp, in Februaiy, 1902, that Johannes Engelbrecht, eldest son of Ouma Engelbrecht, widow, received a considerable number of bullet-wounds, from which he subsequently died. And when she spoke about the death of her son in battle, Ouma Engelbrecht dwelt heavily on the fact that Johannes had fought bravely. She would enumerate his wounds, and, ifyou were interested, she would trace in detail the direction that each bullet took through the body of her son.Ifyou liked stories of the past, and led her on, Ouma Engelbrecht would also mention, after a while, that she had a photograph of Johannes in her bedroom. It was with great difficulty that a stranger could get her to bring out that photograph. But she usually showed it, in the end. And then she would talk very fast about people not being able to understand the feelings that went on in a rtiother’s heart."People put the photograph away from them,” she would say, "and they turn it face downwards on the rusbank. And all the time I say to them, no, Johannes died bravely. I say to them that they don’t know how a mother feels. One bullet came in from in front, just to the right of his heart, and it went through his gall-bladder and then struck a bone in his spine and passed out through his hip. And another bullet ..."So she would go on while the stranger studied the photograph of her son, Johannes, who died of wounds received in the skirmish at Ysterspruit.

cWhen the talk came round to the old days, leading up to and including the Second Boer War, I was always interested when they had a photograph that I could examine, at some farmhouse in that part of the Groot Marico District that faces towards the Kalahari. And when they showed me, hanging 1093rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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framed against a wall of the voorkamer - or having brought it from an adjoining room - a photograph of a burgher of the South African Republic, father or son or husband or lover, then it was always with a thrill of pride in my land and my people that I looked on a likeness of a hero of the Boer War.I would be equally interested if it was the portrait of a bearded commandant or of a youngster of fifteen. Or of a newly- appointed veldkornet, looking important, seated on a riem- pies-stoel with his Mauser held upright so that it would come into the photograph, but also turned slightly to the side, for fear' that the muzzle should cover up part of the veldkornet’s face, or a piece of his manly chest. And I would think that that veldkornet never sat so stiffly on his horse - certainly not on the morning when the commando set out for the Natal border. And he would have looked less important, although perhaps more solemn, on a night when the empty bully-beef tins rattled against the barbed-wire in front of a blockhouse, and the English Lee-Metfords spat flame.I was a schoolteacher, many years ago, at a little school in the Marico bushveld, near the border of the Bechuanaland Protectorate. The Transvaal Education Department expected me to visit the parents of the school-children in the area at intervals. But even if this huisbesoek was not part of my after-school duties, I would have gone and visited the parents in any case. And when I discovered, after one or two casual calls, that the older parents were a fund of first-class story material, that they could hold the listener enthralled with tales of the past, with embroidered reminiscences of Transvaal life in the old days, then I became very conscientious about huisbesoek.“What happened after that, Oom?” I would say, calling on a parent for about the third week in succession, “when you were trekking through the kloof that night, I mean, and you had muzzled both the black calf with the dappled belly and your daughter, so that Mojaja’s kafirs would not be able to hear anything?”And then the Oom would knock out the ash from his pipe 1103rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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onto his veldskoen and he would proceed to relate - his words a slow and steady rumble and with the red dust of the road in their sound, almost - a tale of terror or of high romance or of soft laughter.It was quite by accident that I came across Ouma Engelbrecht in a two-roomed, mud-walled dwelling some little distance off the Government road and a few hundred yards away from the homestead of her son-in-law, Stoffel Brink, on whom I had called earlier in the afternoon. I had not been in the Marico very long, then, and my interview with Stoffel Brink had been, on the whole, unsatisfactory. I wanted to know how deep the Boer trenches were dug into the foot of the koppies at Magers- fontein, where Stoffel Brink had fought. Stoffel Brink, on the other hand, was anxious to learn whether, in regard to what I taught the children, I would follow the guidance of the local school committee, of which he was chairman, or whether I was one of that new kind of schoolteacher who went by a little printed book of subjects supplied by the Education Department. He added that this latter class of schoolmaster was causing a lot of unpleasantness in the bushveld through teaching the children that the eSrth moved round the sun, and through broaching similar questions of a political nature.I replied evasively, with the result that Stoffel Brink launched forth for almost an hour on the merits of the old- fashioned Hollander schoolmaster, who could teach the children all he knew himself in eighteen months, because he taught them only facts."If a child stays at school longer than that,” Stoffel Brink added, "then for the rest of the time he can only learn lies.”I left about then, and on my way back, a little distance from the road and half-concealed by tall bush, I found the two- roomed dwelling of Ouma Engelbrecht. «It was good, there.I could see that Ouma Engelbrecht did not have much time for her son-in-law, Stoffel Brink. For when I mentioned his references to education, when I had merely sought to learn some details about the Boer trenches at Magersfontein, she 1113rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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said that maybe he could learn all there was to know in eighteen months, but he had not learnt how to be ordinarily courteous to a stranger who came to his door - a stranger, moreover, who was a schoolmaster asking information about the Boer War.Then, of course, she spoke about her son, Johannes, who didn't have to hide in a Magersfontein trench, but was sitting straight up on his horse when all those bullets went through him at Ysterspruit, and who died of his wounds some time later. Johannes had always been such a well-behaved boy, Ouma Engelbrecht told me, and he was gentle and kind- hearted.She told me many stories of his childhood and early youth. She spoke about a time when the span of red Afrikaner oxen got stuck with the wagon in the drift, and her husband and the kafirs, with long whip and short sjambok could not move them - and then Johannes had come along and he had spoken softly to the red Afrikaner oxen, and he had called on each of them by name, and the team had made one last mighty effort, and had pulled the wagon through to the other side.'And yet they never understood him in these parts,’’ Ouma Engelbrecht continued. "They say things about him, and I hardly ever talk of him any more. And when I show them his portrait, they hardly even look at it, and they put the picture away from them, and when they are sitting on that rusbank where you are sitting now, they place the portrait of Johannes face downwards beside them.”I told Ouma Engelbrecht, laughing reassuringly the while, that I stood above the pettiness of local intrigue. I told her that I had already noticed that there were all kinds of queer undercurrents below the placid surface of life in the Groot Marico. There was the example of what had happened that very afternoon, when her son-in-law, Stoffel Brink, had conceived a nameless prejudice against me, simply because I was not prepared to teach the schoolchildren that the earth was flat. I told her that it was ridiculous to imagine that a man in my position, a man of education and wide tolerance, should allow himself to be influenced by local Dwarsberge gossip.1123rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Ouma Engelbrecht spoke freely, then, and the fight at Ysterspruit lived for me again - Kemp and De la Rey and the captured English convoy, the ambush and the booty of a million rounds of ammunition. It was almost as though the affair at Ysterspruit was being related to me, not by a lonely woman whose son received his death-wounds on the vlaktes near Klerksdorp, but by a burgher who had taken a prominent part in the battle.And so, naturally, I wanted to see the photograph of her son, Johannes Engelbrecht.When it came to the Boer War (although I did not say that to Ouma Engelbrecht) I didn’t care if a Boer commander was not very competent or very cunning in his strategy, or if a burgher was not particularly brave. It was enough for me that he had fought. And to me General Snyman, for instance, in spite of the history books' somewhat unflattering assessment of his military qualities, was a hero, nonetheless. I had seen General Sny- man's photograph, somewhere: that face that was like Transvaal blouklip; those eyes that had no fire in them, but a stubborn and elemental strength. You still see Boers on the back- veld with that look today.In my mind I had contrasted the portraits of General Snyman and Comte de Villebois Mareuil, the Frenchman who had come all the way from Europe to shoulder a Mauser for the Transvaal Republic. De Villebois, poet and romantic, last-ditch champion of the forlorn hope and the heroic lost cause . . . Oh, they were very different, these two men, de Villebois Mareuil, the French nobleman and Snyman, the Boer. But I had an equal admiration for them both.Anyway, it was well on towards evening when Ouma Engelbrecht, yielding at last to my cajoleries and entreaties, got up slowly from her chair and went into the adjoining room. She returned with a photograph enclosed in a heavy black frame, I waited, tense with curiosity, to see the portrait of that son of hers who had died of wounds at Ysterspruit, and whose reputation the loose prattle of the neighbourhood had invested with a dishonour as dark as the frame about his photograph.1133rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Flicking a few specks of dust from the portrait, Ouma Engelbrecht handed over the picture to me.And she was still talking about the things that went on in a mother’s heart, things of pride and sorrow that the world did not understand, when, in an unconscious reaction, hardly aware of what I was doing, I placed beside me on the rusbank, face downwards, the photograph of a young man whose hatbrim was cocked on the right side, jauntily, and whose jacket with narrow lapels was buttoned up high. With a queer jumble of inarticulate feelings I realized that, in the affair at Yster- spruit, they were all Mauser bullets that had passed through the youthful body of Johannes Engelbrecht, National Scout.
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The Stile
It created no small stir in the Marico (Oom Schalk Lourens said) when Piet Human came back after an absence of twenty years. His return was as unexpected as his departure had been sudden. It was quite a story, the manner of his leaving his farm his father had bought for him at Gemsbokvlei - and also the reason for his leaving. Since it was a story of young love, the women took pleasure in discussing it in much detail. The result was that with the years the events surrounding Piet Human’s sudden decision to move out of the Marico remained fresh in people’s memories. More, the affair grew into something like a folk-tale, almost, with the passage of time.Indeed, I had heard one version of the story of Piet Human and the girl Wanda Rossouw as far away as Schweizer-Reneke, where I had trekked with my cattle during a season of drought. It was told me by one of the daughters in the house of a farmer with whom I had made arrangements for grazing my cattle. The main feature in the story was the wooden stile between the two farms - Piet Human’s farm and the farm of Wanda Rossouw's parents. If you brought that stile into it, you couldn't go wrong in the telling of the story, whatever else you added to it or left out.And so the farmer’s daughter in Schweizer-Reneke, because she mentioned the stile right at the beginning, related the story very pleasantly. Piet Human had been courting Wanda Rossouw for some time. And they had met often by the white- painted wooden fence that stood at the boundary of the two farms. And Wanda Rossouw had dark eyes and a wild heart. Now, it had been well known that, before Piet Human came to live at Gemsbokvlei, there had been another young man who had called very regularly at the Rossouw homestead. This young man was Gerhard Oelofse. He was somewhat of a braggart. But he had dashing ways. In his stride there was a kind of freedom that you couldn’t help noticing. It was said that there1153rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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South African Literature & History, a Crossroads: 
Herman Charles Bosman's Anglo-Boer War Short Stories

Gilles Teulié*

* Université d’Aix-Marseille.
1 Bosman, Herman Charles, A Cask of Jerepigo, Johannesburg, Dassie Books, Central News 

Agency, Ltd, South Africa, 1964, p.49.

Whenever it comes to dealing with a literary text from a cultural 
historian perspective, the question of the relevance of that text to the study 
of the society in which this literary work was produced arises. Herman 
Charles Bosman, points out the fact that the supposed competition between 
the “story teller” and the historian, will inevitably end up in the defeat of the 
latter. For him, it is more a matter of knowing whose work will be 
remembered rather than of establishing who upholds the truth (especially 
since he considers the poet a liar), a point he makes when speaking of 
ghosts:

Literature of course - fiction - is packed full of ghosts. But 
fiction is different from history. At least, I suppose that is 
what an historian would maintain, ignoring, for the moment, 
the immortality that is in good fiction. Because, when all is 
said and done, it is not the dull fact, recorded in terms of 
historical truth that is going to survive. If you wait long 
enough you will see in the end that historical fact, carefully 
checked up and audited by the historian, cedes the place to the 
poet's embroidered lieJ

There is undoubtedly truth in what he writes. Yet, he mockingly goes 
further by prophesyzing the discovery of the non existence of history:

It may quite conceivably be proved in the near future that 
there is no such thing as history; that it is an illusion; a 
fantastic by-product of man's search for the divine. But how 
much poorer we would be without this colourful procession. 
A motley crowd on the banks of the Tiber. New-painted 
argosies. A Phoenician haggling on an English beach. Tyre in 
flames. The twilight on Helen's face.
Ah, long ago...2

2 Ibid.pAW.
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However provocative this may seem, it can basicaly be read as a dose 
of Bosman's famed caustic irony which won him the heart of many a reader. 
His apparent opposition between “story” and “history”, may, however, be 
viewed in the broader perspective of the South African literary context. If 
looking at the Afrikaner writers of the 20th century, one can not fail to see 
that the dichotomy mentioned above is omnipresent in the works of authors 
such as Etienne Leroux, Andre Brink, Nadine Gordimer, Etienne van 
Heerden or J. M. Coetzee. In his own way Herman Charles Bosman is one 
of the flock. Even if he seems to deny it, the author of Mafeking Road, 
through his writings, proves to be one of the greatest South African 
historians. He certainly rejects any possibility of providing interesting 
information through the anecdotes told to him by Boer “old timers” in the 
Marico district (Transvaal) when he was a young teacher: “It was all 
information that was, from a scientific point of view, strictly useless”3. If we 
look at it from a “facts and figures” historian's point of view, indeed, we 
find little to work on. But if we examine it from a different angle, that of a 
historian of popular culture and mentalities, then many things come to light. 
We do not find, for example a single date in his war narratives. The reader is 
referred to no history book to check on dates and reach a better 
understanding of the context in which the stories take place quite simply 
beacuse the author, although, a teacher has no such didactic purpose. On the 
contrary he invites the reader to join the audience of Oom Schalk Lourens, 
his first person narrator and story teller, recalling the figure of the grand 
father telling well known stories of his past exploits to his grand children. 
Although universal, the stories are embedded in a culture which uses the 
past as the background to explore human psychology and attitudes. As 
Bosman seems to say “this is how some people react in times of war”. The 
“dryness” of history disappears to be replaced by a more subtle, poetical and 
full-of-flavour approach to past events. Hence, Bosman’s readers who are 
not well acquainted with the Anglo-Boer war will understand and appreciate 
the story, but will probably overlook certain details because of the presence 
of Afrikaans words such as, “veldkomet”, “voorkamer”, “seksie”, 
“naagmaal”, “opsaal”, etc., or of passages like: “’Vas staan, Burghers, vas 
staan,’ came the commands of our officers”4, which are not translated.

3 Ibid. p. 116.
4 Herman Charles Bosman, “Mafeking Road”, in Mafeking Road, Human & Rousseau Cape 

Town Johannesburg, 1991, p.45.

This reminder that the stories are supposedly written for an Afrikaner 
readership comes together with the obligation to have a certain basic 
knowledge of South African history, seen as a common cultural heritage of 
Afrikaner families, especially since the stories were written only a few years 
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after the events that are depicted5. In The Red Coat, the reader understands 
that the confrontation between Boer and “English” deals with the First 
Anglo-Boer War (1881), only because of this eponymous item: the red 
“coat” worn by British troops, where the same troops wore khaki uniforms 
in the Second Anglo-Boer War (1899-1902). The story told by the narrator 
Oom (uncle) Schalk Lourens in Yellow Moepels^ about his father who, as a 
young man, went to see a witch doctor with his friend Paul, and learned that 
his friend was to go far away beyond the sea one day and never come back 
to the Transvaal, is of the same type. The irony of this story is that the witch 
doctor in not trusted by the two Boers, yet later the reader learns that the 
friend is in fact Paul Kruger, and therefore immediately understands that the 
witch doctor has real gift of foresight. This historical figure, four times 
president of the Transvaal was indeed forced to flee South Africa when 
Pretoria was taken by the British troops during the second Anglo-Boer War, 
he then went to France and died in exile in Switzerland. If these details are 
not known to the reader, the story fails to make sense. The reader is 
therefore invited to join the narrator in his world without more ado, and 
must agree to be guided in the story as if he were well acquainted with its 
background.

5 Many of his short stories were published in the 1940’s when many Afrikaners who had 
witnessed the anglo-Boer war (1899-1902) were still alive.

6 Herman Charles Bosman, “Yellow Moepels” in Mafeking Road, op. cit. p.63.

The success of Bosman’s short stories lies however in his capacity to 
focus on human feelings rather than on the context, which is why people 
from other cultures are not estranged by the seemingly local character of the 
surroundings. It can be argued that Bosman has more appeal for an 
American readership than for any other besides White South Africans. The 
similitude of certain aspects of both countries’ histories is noticeable; for 
example the figure of the Old timer puffing at his pipe, telling stories of 
settlers setting out in the wilderness against all odds with ox and wagons. 
The war against native tribes (Zulus, Xhosas etc.) finds an equivalent in the 
conflict with Sioux and Apaches, the Anglo-Boer War has its counterpart in 
the American Civil War etc. Yet Bosman’s books have been translated into 
many languages, and a cursory internet search reveals over 127 000 entries 
for his name, including pages in the Mandarin dialect, which goes to prove 
the interest he triggers and therefore the universality of his appeal.

Understanding the hidden powers that promote historical events is 
what the historian seeks to achieve, since what actually happens is the 
working out of underground forces that have probably been active for a 
considerable period of time. This is even more the case when it comes to 
scrutinizing the motivations which led people to act in ways that their own 
moral and religious values reprove. The collusion between fiction and 
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history is well illutrated by Jonathan Littell’s recently published best seller 
Les Bienveillantes?, in which the horrors of the Second World War are seen 
through the eyes of an SS officer. This is not to suggest that Bosman had in 
mind a thorough analysis of the attitude of his countrymen, nor that he 
sought to denounce anything in his war stories. Yet his understanding of the 
mental processes of the Boers and his success within the Afrikaner 
community confers to his stories more substance than mere entertainment.

Framework

The pattern of the story is a key element to Bosman’s success as the 
tragic irony is only unveiled with the story’s closing words. The Question is 
a good example of Bosman’s technique. The story starts with no immediate 
reference to the context: “Stephanus Malherbe had difficulty in getting 
access to the president, to put him the question of which we were all anxious 
to learn the answer”.8 Then details are gradually disclosed throughout the 
story: Stephanus Malherbe, the narrator’s veldkomet (officer), tries to see 
the president of the Boer Republic of the Transvaal, Paul Kruger, to ask the 
mysterious question, but to no avail. The reader knows the story takes place 
at a time nearing the end of the first period of the war and that the president 
has to flee to Europe. The veldkomet succeeds in meeting the president at 
the end of the story, but does not say anything to his men when he comes 
out. Shortly after that he is killed in battle: “so he never told us what the 
president had said in answer to his question about the Kruger Millions”.9 
Bosman thus pokes fun at people who fantasize about the so called Kruger 
Millions, the state treasure which mysteriously disappeared when Paul 
Kruger went into exile to Europe. The teaser is that we do not know what 
the question is about, and when we do know, we also understand it is too 
late. The historical mystery remains. If we examine “The Affair at 
Ysterspruit”, for a more thorough analysis of Bosman’s narrative 
framework, we find, at the beginning of the story, the vital minimum 
information we need to understand the setting of the story:

7 Jonathan Littell, Les Bienveillantes, Paris, Gallimard, 2006.
8 Herman Charles Bosman, Makapan’s Caves and Other Stories, London, Stephen Gray 

(ed), Penguin Books, 1987, p.60.
9 Ibid. p.65.

It was in the Second Boer War, at the skirmish of Ysterspruit 
near Kleksdorp, in February, 1902, that Johannes 
Engelbrecht, eldest son of Ouma Engelbrecht, widow, 
received a considerable number of bullet-wounds, from which 
he subsequently died. And when she spoke about the death of 
her son in battle, Ouma Engelbrecht dwelt heavily on the fact 
that Johannes had fought bravely. She would enumerate his 
wounds, and, if you were interested, she would trace in detail 
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the direction that each bullet took through the body of her 
son.10

10 Herman Charles Bosman, “The Affair at Ysterspruit” in Lionel Abrahams (ed), Unto Dust, 
Cape Town Johannesburg, Human & Rousseau, 1991, p.109.

11 There was a real battle at Yzerspruit (different spelling) on 24 February 1902, the Boer 
defeated 700 British soldiers in a convoy and captured 150 wagons with food and 
ammunitions.

12 Ouma (aunty) and Oom (uncle) are affectionate nicknames in Afrikaans for elder people.
13 Ibid.

This introduction is simple and efficient; no time is spent in long 
descriptions. The general setting is “the Second Boer War”, but the rest is 
details which are pin-pointed and upon which the narrator wishes to focus: 
the story deals with a “skirmish”, not a great battle involving many people, 
(even if this battle was a real one), in a spot called Ysterspuit near 
Kleksdorp. The date is fairly precise and shows the event took place a few 
months before the end of the war (May 1902)11. Only two characters are 
mentioned and no other protagonist, except for the person listening to the 
story (the reader) “you”, who has to imagine herself sitting and listening to 
Ouma Engelbrecht’s story (it is a story within the story). The enemies who 
killed Johannes are not mentioned either, but considering the first element 
given by the narrator stating that the story took place during the war, one 
assumes that Johannes, being an Afrikaner, has been killed by British 
soldiers. The two following paragraphs explain that Ouma12 Englebrechet 
would invite people to look at a photograph of her son. There seems to be a 
problem with the picture as the story goes on: ‘“People put the photograph 
away from them,’ she would say, ‘and they would turn it face downwards on 
the ruskbank. And all the time I say to them, no, Johannes died bravely. I say 
to them that they don’t know how a mother feels.13” The mysterious but 
saddening message given by Ouma is enhanced by the use of direct speech. 
She addresses the reader directly as if to convince us. This implies we are 
like the people who visit her and seem to have problems with the 
photograph. The use by Ouma of the negation “no” as if to answer a remark 
unknown to us, and her insistent repetition of: “Johannes died bravely”, 
leads the reader to suspect that he may have died a coward. The reflexions 
the reader may have on the subject are interrupted by the narrator who then 
goes into a digression, using a first person narrative, as if his thoughts were 
drifting away:

When the talk came round to the old days, leading up to and 
including the Second Boer War, I was always interested when 
they had a photograph that I could examine, at some 
farmhouse in that part of the Groot Marico District that faces 
towards the Kalahari. And when they showed me, hanging 
framed against a wall of the voorkamer-or having brought it 
from an adjoining room-a photograph of a burgher of the
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South African Republic, father or son or husband or lover, 
then it was always with a thrill of pride in my land and my 
people that I looked on a likeness of a hero of the Boer 
War.14

This cultural explanation is undoubtedly meant to lead the reader to 
understand there is something wrong with the visitor’s rejection of 
Johannes’s photograph, maybe even for Afrikaners who might have 
forgotten what happened then. The narrator goes on to explain how he 
would react to other photographs being shown to him, specially if he saw a 
proud Boer officer (veldkomet) pausing stifly on his horse: “And he would 
have looked less important, although perhaps more solemn, on a night when 
the empty bully-beef tins rattled against the barbed-wire in front of a 
blockhouse, and the English Lee-Metfords [rifles] spate fame”.15 Debunking 
the hero-like attitude of the man in the photograph was not meant to scorn 
him or to mock his fighting abilities, nor to make fun of his sacrifice; it is 
more to show the lighter side of things even if the fire power of British guns 
could indeed mean death to the members of the Boer commando fired at. 
Death is part of life Bosman seems to say, but some deaths are more terrible 
than others as the end of this particular story shows. The story of the 
veldkomet brings the first person narrator, following the bend of his 
thoughts, to other “lighter sides” of life. When he was a school teacher in 
the Marico district (as Bosman was at one time), he used to visit his pupils’ 
parents and grand parents, and would interview them to gather story 
material. The passage is meant as a comic relief from the anguish produced 
by Ouma Engelbrecht’s neurotic insistence on her son’s bravery:

“what happened after that, Oom?” I would say, calling on a 
parent for about the third week in succession, “when you were 
trekking through the kloof that night, I mean, and you had 
muzzled both the black calf with the dappled belly and your 
daughter, so that Mojaja’s kafirs would not be able to hear 
anything?”
And then the Oom would knock out the ash from his pipe onto 
his veldskoen and he would proceed to relate- his words a 
slow and steady rumble and with the red dust of the road in 
their sound, almost-a tale of terror or of high romance or of 
soft laughter. 16

The comic of situation of a schoolteacher’s eagerness to know the rest 
of a story told during a previous visit, a story which stages a man muzzling 
his calf, but also his daughter, whom we are meant to understand is a very 
talkative person, contrasts with the drama taking place in Ouma 
Engelbrecht’s parlour. Life is at the centre of the stories told in such a

14 Ibid. p. 110.
15 Ibid, p.110.
16 Herman Charles Bosman, “The Affair at Ysterspruit” op.cit. p. 110. 
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contest, common everyday life as people would find it everyday: terrible 
stories “terror”, love stories “high romance” or funny stories “soft laughter”. 
These stories told by his pupils’ parents in the Marico district are reported 
by the “poet” in his own short stories, thus allowing them to remain in the 
Afrikaner public memory. This embedded narrative is a hint of the close link 
between history and literature that is conventional in Bosman’s work: 
preserving oral traditions is what the historian must do in order to keep track 
of past events and memories. This is particularly vivid in an African 
background, when Bosman (from the 1930s’ onward) felt that “times were 
changing” and that “ancestral voices” as Etienne van Heerden17 put it 
quoting Coleridge in “The Ballad of Kubla Khan”, were disappearing18. The 
following paragraph is part of the digression that the narrator has imposed 
on the reader, who still does not know what the problem with Johannes 
Engelbrecht is. He is however drifting to the point since he explains how he 
came to meet Ouma Engelbrecht. Here, the reader expects to be given more 
detail as the narrator comes back to his main story. Yet, disappointment 
awaits him for he is thwarted with another digression describing the teacher
narrator visits Stoffel Brink. The narrator is supposed to be learning about 
the depth of the Boer trenches at the battle of Magersfontein (hinting 
ironically again at the “importance” of trifling details), but instead, he gets 
into a heated debate with Stoffel Brink about the merits of the new didactic 
school teaching compared to the old fashioned ways. This type of digression 
is an opportunity for Bosman to express ideas such as the clashes between 
modernity and the past, giving credit to his story telling as a preserver of the 
past. The narrator then meets Stoffel Brink’s mother-in-law, Ouma 
Engelbrecht, and at long last the reader has the feeling that he is going to get 
to the bottom of things. They chat about Stoffel and ordinary life, until the 
main subject is once again brought to the fore: “Then, of course, she spoke 
about her son, Johannes, who didn’t have to hide in a Magersfontein trench, 
but was sitting straight up on his horse when all those bullets went through 
him at Ysterspruit, and who died of his wounds some time later. Johannes 
had always been such a well-behaved boy, Ouma Engelbrecht told me, and 
he was gentle and kind-hearted.”19 Then she gives accounts of his 
childhood, how good a boy he had been. She can voice her sorrow again and 
speak about how people do not see Johannes with a favourable eye: “‘They 

17 Etienne van Heerden, Ancestral Voices, New York, Viking Penguin, 1992.
18 Talking about the Old Magistrates’ court in Johannesburg, which, when he last visited was 

abandoned and he feared was soon to be demolished, he wrote: “And remember, as you 
walk the yard and your footsteps echo because of the silence, that there are ghosts from the 
past that walk beside you. And for a few moments may the place come alive for you also.” 
Herman Charles Bosman, My Life and Opinion, Stephen Gray (ed), Cape Town, Pretoria, 
Johannesburg, Human & Rousseau, 2003, pp. 136-137.

19 Ibid, p.l 12.
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say things about him, and I hardly ever talk of him any more’”20 and she 
complains in what seems a plaintive voice that the visitors always place the 
portrait of her son face downwards beside them. The reader is still without 
the key that would enable him to decipher the by now uncanny story. The 
narrator is also in the same position (being an outsider, a teacher coming 
from elsewhere, a “stranger” according to Ouma Engelbrecht’s very 
words2l), as he explains to Ouma that people have peculiar attitudes, that he 
does not want to meddle into local intrigues nor listen to gossips. He asks to 
see the photograph and they speak about the battle at Ysterspruit, we learn 
that the Boers, under general Kemp and De la Rey ambushed a British 
convoy. The narrator finds Ouma a knowledgeable person on war matters, as 
if she had been a man who had actually fought the battle. He is pleased as he 
gets another Boer War story which had been denied him by Stoffel Brink 
who had spoken of education instead. We even have his inner thoughts 
(another teasing digression), how much he admires men who fought on the 
Boer side even when history books criticize them. Finally the narrator stops 
this mental drift to come back to essentials: “Anyway, it was well on 
towards evening when Ouma Engelbrecht, yielding at last to my cajoleries 
and entreaties, got up slowly from her chair and went into the adjoining 
room. She returned with a photograph enclosed in a heavy black frame”.22 
The author raises the reader’s expectations of an answer by repeating there 
is an unknown problem, since the narrator himself is in the same position: “I 
waited, tense with curiosity, to see the portrait of that son of hers who had 
died of wounds at Ysterspruit, and whose reputation the loose prattle of the 
neighbourhood had invested with a dishonour as dark as the frame about his 
photograph”.23 This teasing technique of the author reaches its climax with 
the wry conclusion of the story where the narrator reacts like the neighbours 
he had just been criticising:

20 Ibid.
21 Ibid.
22 Ibid.p.l 13.
23 Ibid.
24 Ibid, p.114.

And she was still talking about the things that went on in a 
mother’s heart, things of pride and sorrow that the world did 
not understand, when in an unconscious reaction, hardly 
aware of what I was doing, I placed beside me on the rusbank, 
face downwards, the photograph of a young man whose hat 
brim was cocked on the right side, jauntily, and whose jacket 
with narrow lapels was buttoned up high. With a queer jumble 
of inarticulate feelings I realized that, in the affair at 
Ysterspruit, they were all Mauser bullets that had passed 
through the youthful body of Johannes Engelbrecht, National 
Scout.24
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This conclusion is characteristic of Bosman’s technique of 
unexpected endings. The whole story, as I have tried to show, is actively 
organised around this focal point. Here the loop is looped: the situation is 
the same in the life of Ouma Engelbrecht who still laments for the same 
reasons expressed at the beginning of the story. The difference now is that 
the narrator (and the reader) knows and understands. The bullets that killed 
Johannes are Mauser bullets (that is Boer bullets); he died because he was a 
“National Scout”, that is a traitor for Afrikaners, as he was fighting his own 
people in a British Regiment. What is also important here is that the author
narrator says he acts unconsciously when he turns the frame down, showing 
he has the same reflex and the same reaction as all the members of the 
Afrikaner community. Ouma Englebrecht’s neurotic attitude can therefore 
be understood, she is divided between her motherly love for her dead son 
and the feeling he has done something wrong towards his own people.

The pattern and devices used by Bosman to structure his short stories, 
when analyzed, reveal what he has in mind. The reader gets the key to what 
is introduced at the beginning of the story, through a circular development 
leading to the climactic outcome of the story. The suspense is upheld by 
random remarks and digressions which seem to imply the plot is not 
important; the story teller is not in a hurry to reach the conclusion of his 
narration. In the mode of an oral story telling performed by a “backveld” 
farmer from the Marico District, who has time to do the telling, Bosman is 
able to convey what is lurking at the back of Afrikaners’ minds (the often 
unexpressed wounds and suppressed grievances). As opposed to the “The 
Affair at Ysterspruit” where the narrator is implicitly the author (he was a 
teacher in the Marico District and collected stories when visiting families), 
the main narrator of the other stories is a farmer (Oom Schalk Lourens), a 
fictional character this time who has the exceptional quality of being able to 
take part in the events narrated in the stories. He is an acute observer of his 
kinsfolk but also a famous story-teller himself. Bosman’s credibility comes 
from the fact that his narrator is “one of the flock”, that is an average 
Afrikaner, who has indeed survived many dangerous events, but is not the 
flawless archetypal hero. On the contrary he has little weaknesses, a fact 
which magnifies his human condition and therefore turns him into a credible 
character as shown by the following confession:

It was after the English had taken Pretoria that I first met 
Karel Flysman (Oom Schalk Lourens said).
Karel was about twenty-five. He was a very tall, well-built 
young man with a red face and curly hair. He was good
looking, and while I was satisfied with what the good Lord 
had done for me, yet I felt sometimes that if only He had 
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given me a body like what Karel Flysman had got, I would go 
to Church oftener and put more in the collection plate.25

The bitterness of war

We do not have space enough to develop the importance of the 
narrator and his role in the powerful effect conveyed by the story; suffice it 
to say that the identification of the reader with him is inevitable as he 
embodies all the positive values that Western Christian societies have 
developed over in time.26 People share his weaknesses and petty vision of 
things. Hence empathy is garanteed with his accounts of sad stories. When 
he is made prisoner with other members of his commando during the war in 
“Peaches Ripening in the Sun”, it is not his being taken away by British 
troops that is important for it is a mere pretext to tell a good (though sad) 
story about a man who became mad: “The way Ben Myburg lost his memory 
(Oom Schalk Lourens said) made a deep impression on all of us. We 
reasoned that was the sort of thing that a sudden shock could do to you.”2? 
The narrative seems to point at the context of war to explain that shock: 
“There were those in our small section of General Du Toit’s commando who 
recall similar stories of how people in a moment could forget everything 
about the past, just because of a single dreadful happening”28. The reader 
understands that the story is to unfold around that shock. The usual 
digressions are present mixing individual and collective history, lighter and 
darker aspects of the conflict. Schalk Lourens reflects on the miserable state 
he and his horse are in a few months after the beginning of the war: “For it 
seemed to me that my horse was far more anxious to invade Natal than I 
was. I had a good deal on the way to Spioenkop and Colenso. And I told 
myself that it was because I did not want him to go too fast downhill”29. 
With this amusing description of both his and his horse’s state of mind, we 
learn that he participated in two famous Boer victories which took place at a 
few days apart by virtue of which the British called that period “Black 
Week”. He then explains that the war subsequently took a bad turn for the 
Boer commandos: “Many burghers had been taken prisoner. Others had 
yielded themselves up to British magistrates, holding not their rifles in their 
hands but their hats. There were a number of Boers, also, who had gone and 

25 H. Charles Bosman, “Karel Flysman”, in Stephen Gray (ed), Makapan 's Caves and Other 
Stories, London, Penguin Books, 1987, p.54.

26 see Davis Rebecca (2006), Unstable Ironies; Narrative instability in Herman Charles 
Bosman’s "Oom Schalk Lourens" series. Master thesis, Rhodes University. 
http://eprints.ru.ac.za/235/ (January 2007)

27 H. Charles Bosman, “Peaches Ripening in the Sun”, in Lionel Abrahams (ed), Unto Dust, 
Cape Town Johannesburg, Human & Rousseau, 1991, p.55.

28 Ibid.
Ibid. p.57.
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joined the English.”30 These few lines point out the reactions of courage, 
cowardice or duplicity war may trigger. The Boer prisoners (among whose 
number the narrator will later figure) are the heroes as they fought to the 
bitter end (hence their name the bitterenders), but there are also those who 
surrendered (the handsuppers) and the worst, those who actually went over 
to the enemy (the joiners). This passage is a reminder of all possible 
attitudes the fighting Boers were confronted to. Later on in the story Schalk 
Lourens and his brothers in arms are taken prisoner and are lead away to be 
shipped to St Helena. He comments “A bitter thing about our captivity was 
that among our guards were men of our own people.”31 Of all bitter aspects 
of a war, Bosman seems to say that betraying one’s people is what 
Afrikaners most resented32. Yet the story features prominently the fact that 
war does not just kill people, it can also crush those who survive. The 
narrator recalls that before being captured, he and Ben Myburg were often 
on guard, and they used to talk. Ben would explain to Schalk what a 
beautiful farm he had, where he grew peaches, and where his lovely blond 
wife Mimi lived and that they were not far from his land and he would show 
it to him. The narrator tried to warn him that the war might have done 
damage to his farm but Ben Myburg did not think so. The shock of the 
destruction of his farm made him lose his senses: “And although he must 
have known too well what to expect, what Ben Myburg saw there came as 
so much of a shock to his senses that from that moment all he could 
remember from the past vanished forever.”33 Remembering the past is what 
is at stake for Bosman, hence a war time shock is among the terrible things 
that the Anglo-Boer War brought to the Afrikaner people. Although 
camping in his own partly destroyed orchard, Ben Myburg says: ‘“It’s 
funny’ [...], ‘But I seem to remember from long ago, reaching up and picking 
up a yellow peach, just like that one. I don’t quite remember where’”34 The 
narrator’s comment is: “We did not tell him”. There is a sense of propriety 
for they do not want to further upset their companion by explaining it is his 
peach he is eating. Then they are taken prisoner. The narrator jokes about it 
saying they were told to march in order by the English sergeant, something a 
Boer never did: “It was queer- our having to learn to be soldiers at the end of 
the war instead of at the beginning”. The lighter side is as usual counter
balanced by the terrible ending. As they pass through the heavily guarded 

30 Ibid.
31 Ibid.
32 It seems Bosman was particularly sensitive on the topic of betrayal in war. He writes : “It 

is a sad reflection that in war mankind is not just crucified, but also betrayed” Herman 
Charles Bosman, My Life and Opinion, Stephen Gray (ed). Cape Town, Pretoria, 
Johannesburg, Human & Rousseau, 2003, p. 105.

33 Ibid. p.59.
34 Ibid.
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town of Nylstroom, they see a big house in front of which girls and English 
soldiers are laughing. Some girls go inside with soldiers. Among those who 
stay outside, there is one who is blond: “‘It’s funny’ I heard Ben Myburg 
say, ‘but I seem to remember, from long ago, a girl with yellow hair, just 
like that one. I don’t quite remember where.’” Considering this scene is the 
repetition of the orchard scene, the natural conclusion follows “And this 
time, too, we did not tell him”. With this story the emphasis is laid on the 
terrible ordeals Afrikaners had to face because of the war. Ben Myburg lost 
his house, his senses and his wife, who in a way turned into a feminine 
“joiner” as a prostitute for English soldiers.

One last example, probably the most famous from Bosman’s canon of 
Anglo-Boer War short stories, Mafeking Road, will help us complete the 
portrait Bosman drew of the war. The story is based once again on a small 
archival item which is a path to the past, what the French historian Paul 
Veyne called a Tekmeria^ (a mark in Greek): an archaeological element 
which enables one to plunge into past events. Here it is not a photograph, 
but a family tree, that the narrator is shown by Floris van Bamevelt: “On the 
wall of Floris’s voorkamer is a long family tree of the Van Bamevelts. You 
can see it there for yourself. It goes back for over two hundred years, to the 
Van Bamevelts of Amsterdam.”36 The lineage is important in societies 
whose roots are not originally in the place where they dwell: people are 
generally proud of their family tree as it is on show, prominently placed for 
visitors to see. Many immigrants are keen to trace their ancestors (as proved 
by the success of genealogical societies in the United-States for instance). 
The sense of belonging is part of the understanding of an individual mental 
process as Marq de Villiers puts it: “So if we use my own family as a way of 
dealing with the tribe, it’s not because we were essential to the collective 
history but because longevity counts for something- we were there from the 
beginning, after all, and some of us will be there until the end...”37 The 
tragedy of Mafeking road lies in the fact that the family tree ends with 
Stephanus van Bamevelt. The Anglo-Boer War is depicted as an abnormal 
situation which not only cuts lives short, but worse perhaps, interrupts 
lineage. Ironically Van Bamevelt ancestors have sunk into oblivion as the 
result of the inroads of insects which have devoured the top of his family 
tree: “At one time it went even further back, but that was before the white 
ants started on the top of it and ate away quite a lot of Van Bamevelts”. Yet 
the trauma comes from the other end of the family tree: Floris is called by

35 Paul Veyne, Comment on écrit l'histoire Paris, Editions du Seuil, Coll. Points - Histoire, 
1979, p.18.

36 Herman Charles Bosman, “Mafeking Road” in Mafeking Road, Human & Rousseau Cape 
Town Johannesburg, 1991, p.43.

37 Marq de Villiers, White Tribe dreaming. Apartheid's Bitter Roots as Witnessed by Eight 
Generations of an Afrikaner Family, London, Peguin Books, 1990, p.XHI. 
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the narrator “the last of the Bamevelts” (p.42) as his only son and heir died 
during the war: “Nevertheless, if you look at this list, you will notice that at 
the bottom under Floris’s own name, there is the last entry, ‘Stephanus’. 
And behind the name ‘Stephanus’, between to bent strokes, you will read the 
words: ‘Obiit Mafeking’.” (p.43) The suspense of the story is that few 
readers know what “obiit” means, and as usual, Bosman’s technique is to 
disclose the answer only at the end of the story. But before that, Oom Schalk 
Lourens unfolds his narration stating that himself, Floris and Stephanus 
were in the same commando and went to besiege the town of Mafeking38. 
We find the usual lighter sides when Stephanus brags that what annoys him 
is that after having taken Cape Town from the British they would have to go 
overseas to take London. Stephanus is depicted as a merry companion: 
“Young Stephanus van Barenevelt was the gayest of all” (p.43).

38 A famous siege during the war, where British troops under the command of the celebrated 
General Baden-Powell (who during the siege, is said to , have had the idea of the scout 
movement he later created), were besieged by Boer Commandos from 13 October 1899 to 
17 May 1900.

Another funny aspect is that the commando, repeatedly see their 
officer (the veldkomet) stop to speak to the Black Africans they meet on 
their way to Mafeking. They understand it is because he does not know his 
way which is shameful for a Boer officer. The siege of the town of 
Mafeking takes place, but after a few months, British reinforcements come 
and the commandos are forced to leave which is another opportunity for the 
narrator to poke fun at himself and his companions: “And if we had 
difficulty in finding the road to Mafeking, we had no difficulty in finding 
the road away from Mafeking. And this time our veldkomet did not need 
kafirs, either, to point with their fingers where we had to go.” (p.44). The 
narrator explains that the burghers rode very fast away from Mafeking just 
as the Boer military (usually efficient) technique was to take no risks, 
ambush the enemy for example and then disappear very quickly. He himself 
was one of the fastest to get away spurred on by fear, but Stephanus rode 
even faster, implying he was even more scared. When the commando stops, 
Stephanus says indirectly he is fed up with fighting and that, much to his 
fahter’s anger, he wouldn’t mind giving himself up to the English. The 
veldkomet tells him it is against military regulations and he could be shot 
for surrendering to the enemy. Floris expresses the idea that his ancestors 
had always fought bravely, implying how important lineage was for him: 
“He said the Van Bamevelts had fought bravely against Spain in a war that 
lasted 80 years” (p.46). The honour of the family can not be tarnished by 
weaknesses of the sort Stephanus displays wanting to surrender. Guns are 
heard and everybody is anxious. This decides things for Stephanus who 
rides back towards Mafeking “I am going to hands-up to the English” (p.46). 
The story stops and resumes with events two days later when Floris comes 
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back from having followed Stephanus : “But Floris did not speak about what 
had happened that night, when we saw him riding out under the star-light, 
following after his son and shouting to him to be a man and to fight for his 
country. Also, Floris did not mention Stephanus again, his son who was not 
worthy to be a Bamevelt.” (p.46). Schalk Lourens explains that they were 
then made prisoners and sent to St Helena, mixing funny portraits (the 
veldkomet has no kaffir on the island to tell him the way out of the barbed 
wire (p.46)), and more depressing thoughts: “And we returned to our farms, 
relieved that the war was over, but with heavy hearts at the thought that it 
had all been for nothing and that over the Transvaal the Vierkleur would not 
wave again.” (p.46)

The story ends in the usual elliptical way, back to the situation at the 
beginning that is Oom Schalk Lourens visiting Floris at his place after the 
war and talking about the family tree. He reminds the reader of what is 
written next to Stephanus’s name: “Obiit Mafeking”. The key is given to the 
reader “Consequently, if you ask any person hereabouts what ‘obiit’ means, 
he is able to tell you right away, that it is a foreign word, and that it means 
to ride up to the English, holding your Mauser in the air, with a white flag 
tied to it, near the muzzle.” (p.47) The symbol of Boer military 
achievements is here removed from its pedestal as it no longer defends Boer 
interests. Instead it is used in a shameful way to give up the fight (for the 
handsuppers) and echoes what the narrator had said earlier in the story: 
“The stars looked down on scenes that told sombrely of a nation’s ruin; they 
looked on the muzzles of the Mausers that had failed the Transvaal for the 
first time.” (p.44) The dreadful ending is that here again, it is not the British 
soldiers who brought the Van Bamevelt’s lineage to an end but Floris 
himself, unable to bear the thought of a coward in his family39- In a 
Lacanian perspective the son kills his father symbolically to become a man 
by opposing him. But the war perverts the scheme. The son leaves the father 
to “go to the English”. The father kills the son. The road to Mafeking means 
going back and forth along the road to infamy. It is both a personal and a 
national tragedy, for just as the Boers lost Mafeking, Floris lost his son to 
get his honour back. The sacrifice of the son seems to be a way to redeem 
the failure of the siege of Mafeking. The killing of his own son is not held 
against Floris since he did no more than the Afrikaner code of honour 
dictated at the time of the Anglo-Boer War. The veldkomet had warned 
Stephanus about the risks he was taking and when Floris comes back 
nobody inquires as to what happened, as if the Burghers understood that

39 There are many accounts of Boers resenting their kinsmen’s infamous attitude e.g. Janie 
Kriegler who despises his cousin, Pieter Bosman and “other low cowards” who 
surrendered to the “cowardly British nation” (quoted by Ian Uys, Heidelbergers at the 
Boer War, edited by the author, South Africa, 1981. p. 131), or Danie Marteens who shot 
his Brother-in-law, a national Scout after he had been captured (Ian Uys, p.163).
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Floris had done his duty. What the narrator really reproaches Floris for is 
what opens and ends the story, that is, his inability at narrating properly: 
“But I knew that Floris had a good story, and that its only fault was that he 
told it badly. He mentioned the Drogevlei School committee too soon. And 
he knocked the ash out of his pipe in the wrong place. And he always 
insisted on telling that part of the story that he should have left out.” (p.47) 
That ending to the story is designed to suggest that not only was Stephanus 
killed by his father, but that Floris’s fault is that he should keep the fact 
quiet. With this story, Bosman implies it is not just Mafeking that was lost 
and that the war provoked contradictory attitudes which brought deep 
wounds to the Afrikaners. Because of the war, the Van Bamevelts 
disappeared. Metonymically the British brought about the downfall of the 
House of Afrikaner.

The survival of the group

The common attitude of all Ouma Engelbrecht’s Afrikaner visitors in 
“The Affair at Ysterspruit”, including the Afrikaner English speaking 
narrator, who turns over the son’s picture, shows there is some sort of 
collective unconscious (the narrator admits he is hardly aware of what he 
was doing) as defined by Jung, expressing a shared vision of things as a 
restricted group. Social psychology has developped the notion of “small 
group”. The group which finds itself in danger will inevitably eliminate all 
the deviant individuals which, in the eyes of the group, might be a threat. 
Karel Flysman dies, unlike Stephanus van Bamevelt, not by the hand of a 
Boer, but by the hand of the enemy. The irony is that he continuously acted 
as a coward, even pretending he was dead in order to hide, until it was time, 
for the Boers to retreat and was at that moment he got killed. Oom Schalk 
Lourens, who tried throughout the story to encourage Karel to act like a 
man, is sorry as he was helping him to escape when he died: “Often after I 
have thought of Karel Flysman and of the way he died. I have also thought 
of that girl he spoke about. Perhaps she thinks of her lover as a hero who 
laid down his life for his country. And perhaps it is as well that she should 
think that” (pp.58-59). Cowardice is never seen as a positive attitude in 
human societies, but for the Afrikaners it was a terrible offence which was 
punished by death (Karel had escaped the firing squad of his commando 
after fleeing during a previous skirmish, and had only been saved because 
the Burghers were too tired and had had enough of shooting at people). With 
the horrifying ending of the “The Traitor’s Wife”, we learn his own wife 
Serafina denounced Leendert Roux, a Boer traitor, who was then executed 
by Oom Schalk Lourens’s commando. Once again the code of honour of the 
Afrikaner commanded her action. The narrator explains she is a heroine just 
like the wives of the Voortrekkers during the Great Trek: “The sun was just 
beginning to rise. And I understood how right Jurie Bekker had been when 
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he said that she was just like the Transvaal, with the dawn wind fluttering 
her skirts about her ankles as it rippled the grass. And I remembered that it 
was the Boer women that kept on when there men folk recoiled before the 
steepness of the Dragensberg and spoke of turning back.” (p.82). Bosman 
suggests that the war brought about such a situation when a man can become 
a traitor to his own people. The confrontation ends with no victor but only 
losers in the shape of the Afrikaners as suggested in “the Rooinek”, the story 
of a group of Boers who is obliged to trek because of the legacy of the war. 
Oom Schalk Lourens sums up what befell many Boer families, and the 
special price women had to pay:

Everything else was gone. My home was burnt down. My 
lands were laid waste. My cattle and sheep were slaughtered. 
Even the stones I had piled for the kraals were pulled down. 
My wife came out of the concentration camp and we went 
together to look at our old farm. My wife had gone out into 
the concentration camp with our two children, but she came 
out alone. And when I saw her again and noticed the way she 
had changed, I knew that I, who had been through all the 
fighting, had not seen the Boer War.4®

Throughout his Anglo-Boer War stories, Bosman’s objective was not 
an attack on the British who brought about the Boer republics’s downfall. 
Even when Schalk Lourens speaks of the fact that most Boer families lost 
someone in the war and therefore “were bitter against the English”41, he 
counterbalances that negative image with the arrival of a kind Englishman, 
the eponymous character of the story “The Rooinek”42, who dies in the 
desert at the end of the story trying to save a Boer baby. There is no 
Manichean portrayal of “Bad Englishmen” and “good Boers”, and when his 
nephew is executed by a British firing squad for using “dum dum” 
(forbidden) bullets, he seems rather to lay blame on the war itself and his 
nephew’s choice of that type of bullets when saying fatalistically, perhaps:

40 H. Charles Bosman, “The Rooinek” in Mafeking Road, Human & Rousseau Cape Town 
Johannesburg, 1991, p. 125.

41 Ibid.
42 “Rooinek” in Afrikaans, means “red neck”, the pejorative nickname given by the 

Afrikaners to the British settlers who would get sun stroke on the back of their heads on 
account of their light complexion.

43 H. Charles Bosman, “The Rooinek” op. cit. pp. 124-125.

That was the last I ever saw of him. I heard later on that, after 
taking him prisoner, the English searched Hannes and found 
dum-dum bullets in his possession. They shot him for that. I 
was very much grieved when I heard of Hannes’s death. He 
had always been full of life and high spirits. Perhaps Hannes 
was right in saying that the Lord didn’t mind about a little 
foolishness like dum-dum bullets. But the mistake he made 
was in forgetting that the English did.43
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The tragic irony here points to the direct responsibility of Hannes and 
it is only indirectly that “English” wrong doing is alluded to with the 
portrayal of them as unforgiving people. On the contrary, Bosman’s focus is 
on an exploration of the notion of group (volk). It is an Afrikaner business: a 
father kills his deserter son (Mafeking Road)', a wife turns out her joiner 
husband (The Traitors Wife), a national scout is executed (The Affair at 
Ysterspruit), a coward dies (Karel Flysman), a “wild” wife becomes a 
prostitute for the English (Peaches Ripening in the Sun). His readers 
understand that human beings, even their own kinsfolk, can be weak when 
confronted with existential difficulties that go beyond their capacity of 
remaining faithful to a certain ideal. Yet the themes that Bosman tackles: the 
story of the “handsuppers” or worse the “joiners” fighting their “brothers” 
with the enemy, are bitter themes, part of the Afrikaner mythology and or 
martyrology of the war, as some stories go, that nearly a hundred years after 
the end of the war, some families were still ashamed of having “joiner” 
ancestors44. Though Bosman does not blame British people directly, his 
readership prior to the setting of apartheid, inevitably saw that the British 
were responsible for the destruction of the long sought, never achieved 
cohesion and unity of the Afrikaner nation. Bosman’s appeal to the 
Afrikaners is based on the sorrow brought about by the little human dramas 
triggered by those who failed the Volk, those who rejected the values of the 
group, thus endangering it. His gaze at past events and mentalities is the key 
to Afrikaner attitudes at the time Bosman wrote. As Stephen Gray puts it 
speaking about Bosman: “His main theme is always how the roots of the 
present lie in the past45”. This cultural archaeology is undoubtedly what 
enables us to grasp the reasons of Bosman’s success. His bitter irony in the 
portrayal of the past through anecdotes gives his Afrikaner readership the 
feeling that they were (are) understood, that the deep wounds linked to their 
weaknesses are reveiled by an old man (the narrator, Oom Schalk Lourens), 
a symbol of the African wise man, a Boer soldier who knows because he has 
survived and can tell the story to civilians who. Telling the story is therefore 
telling (hidden aspects of) history. The open wounds brought about by their 
defeat in the Anglo-Boer war, was for the Afrikaners the loss of their 
independence, but also the subsequent difficulties: the pauperisation of quite 
a number of Afrikaners who had lost everything during the war (as shown in 
“the Rooinek”, when farmers trek to find a new life); the difficulties in 
seeing British people being favoured for, or in having to compete with Black 

44 On that topic see Gilles Teulié, Les Afrikaners et la guerre Anglo-Boer (1899-1902) Etude 
des Cultures populaires et des mentalités en présence, Montpellier, Presses de l’université 
Montpellier III, 2000, and more particularly the chapitre on «Khaki Boers et National 
Scouts, ou la haine du collaborateur » pp.422 à 427.

45 Stephan Gray, “ introduction” in Herman Charles Bosman, Makapan's Caves and Other 
Stories, London, Penguin Books, 1987, p. 12
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people for jobs they they would not have touched before the war. The 
Afrikaners’ cohesion is of vital importance for them since the survival of the 
group is linked to its capacity for facing odds. It is a matter of “United we 
stand, divided we fall”.

Conclusion

Bosman died only three years after the official institution of apartheid 
in 1948 and made it clear that he was against racial segregation as shown in 
“the White Ant”, “Birth Certificate” or the very controversial “Unto Dust”, 
in which white and “kaffir” bones are mixed. He went further, giving due 
credit to Zulu kings such as Dingane, who, during apartheid were demonized 
in history books: “Cleopatra was an African. The strategist of Cannae, who 
employed the flank attack and the pincers movement, and broke a Roman 
army, was an African. As South Africans, such thoughts should move us. 
And if we accept Piet Retief as national hero, a true sense of South African 
patriotism would not allow us to exclude Dingane.”46. Yet his descriptions 
of Boer sufferings during the Anglo-Boer War, were not challenged. As 
André Viola puts it writing of South Africa: “[...]The major difficulty 
consists in establishing the foundations of a civil society which would be 
able to overcome the traumas of the past.”47 Overcoming the traumas of the 
past was indeed the task post apartheid South Africa had to achieve. Bosman 
stated what the outcome of the Anglo-Boer War had meant for the 
Afrikaners. Part of their answer was the establishment of apartheid which 
enabled them to come to terms with the legacy of the war; take revenge on 
the “Rooineks” and control the black populations.

46 Herman Charles Bosman, My Life and Opinion, Stephen Gray (ed), Cape Town, Pretoria, 
Johannesburg, Human & Rousseau, 2003, pp.102-103.

47 « La difficulté majeure consiste à établir les bases d’une société civile qui puisse surmonter 
les traumatismes du passé » André Viola, J. M. Coetzee, Romancier sud-africain, Paris, 
L’Harmattan, 1997 p.130.

Bosman’s stories frequently open with the abrupt expression (“Oom 
Schalk Lourens said”). In them Herman Charles Bosman points to the open 
wounds of the Afrikaners and therefore at the source of their desire to come 
to terms with their sufferings. He showed forth what was hidden and deep 
concealed in the heart of his kinsfolk and thereby produced a thorough 
analysis of their frame of mind. As a literary-historian, he told a version of 
South African History, hence, as a tribute, we may perhaps redirect his own 
formula and write: “The Afrikaners (Oom Charles Bosman said)...”
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MARITA WENZEL

Of History and Memory: 
Re-Reading Selected Stories by 
Herman Charles Bosman on the 
Anglo-Boer War

Re-negotiating the past, a predominant concern of contemporary post
colonial literature and criticism, is also a relevant issue in South African 
literature today. For the most part, emphasis is placed on different 
interpretations of the past: personal experience and memories of historical 
events as opposed to available official documentation.1 In the present 
context, the centenary of the Anglo-Boer War (1899-1902) has raised a 
considerable amount of speculation and revisitation of documents, 
monuments, memoirs, and fictional accounts.

The Anglo-Boer War represents an important example of conflicting 
reports in historical documentation: to the Boers it signified a bid for 
freedom from the yoke of British oppression; to the British it was a case of 
subjugating recalcitrant colonial subjects. How then to represent this conflict 
of ideas and interests? How to expose the power play behind the British 
hostilities and yet also to reveal the pathos of the Boer struggle together with 
their individual idiosyncrasies?

It is within the aftermath of the war, when feelings of resentment against 
the British still rankled, that Herman Charles Bosman situates his short 
stories. As a school teacher in an isolated Afrikaner community, about thirty 
years after hostilities had ceased,2 Bosman had the opportunity to 
reconstruct episodes recounted to him from the Anglo-Boer War. He was in 
a favourable position to do so because he was, as Stephen Gray reminds us, 
'an Afrikaner, thoroughly Anglicized, in one of the world's intellectual 
backwaters, addressing his fellow colonials'.3 By straddling two cultures, he 
was able to understand the Afrikaner experience and yet to discern their 
conservatism and bias; to present both an exposé and an appreciation of 
Afrikaner character traits. Bosman's stories recreate the social context of the 
early twentieth century in South African history and effectively illustrate 
Chapman's argument that the 'story' is not only important 'to identity
making in the nation or the society, but to the interpretation of the culture'.11

In his stories about the Anglo-Boer War, Bosman constructs the necessary 
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distance to accommodate different perspectives primarily through his 
narrator, Oom Schalk Lourens. By creating a character who relates and 
interprets various accounts of personal war experience, Bosman anticipates 
the act of historical 'retelling' described by the poet Ingrid de Kok.5 Yet Oom 
Schalk Lourens not only tells and participates in the stories, but, ironically 
and unconsciously, he also reveals his own bias and assumptions of 
superiority to both 'Kaffirs' and 'Rooinekke' (the derogatory terms used to 
describe the indigenous population and his enemies respectively). Oom 
Schalk's unreliability as narrator is still further compounded by his self
conscious mode of narration that openly admits to the manipulation of 
material and the convenient selectivity of memory, as he ironically points 
out in the exposition of his famous 'The Mafeking Road'.6 In this sense, the 
illusion of fiction which he continually works to displace, could, ironically, 
also be associated with Afrikaner ideology.7

Afrikaner ideology was shaped by the knowledge that, despite their 
defeat, the Boers had displayed an admirable amount of resilience and 
courage during the war. Allister Sparks astutely pinpoints the beginnings of 
an Afrikaner myth when he states that

An army of backward farmers had measured themselves against the regiments of 
the world's mightiest military power and emerged with the knowledge that they 
were as good and better. Out of the war came new heroes to worship, new 
martyrs to mourn, and new grievances to nurture.*

The Boers regarded their independence as paramount and associated it 
with their sense of identity. This perception, as well as their strong sense of 
religion, constituted some of the basic tenets of the Afrikaner's ideological 
make-up and collective identity. It has been a matter for deep historical 
regret that the Afrikaner's determination to survive and sense of nationalism 
was distorted by racism, and that it developed into, as Sparks formulates it: 
'a massive preoccupation with the self, a national narcissism that has 
blinded it to the injustices inflicted on others'.9 Bosman situates his stories 
within this context of burgeoning nationalism.

The individual characters populating Bosman's isolated farming 
community of the Groot Marico district all represent certain qualities 
particular to the Afrikaner. On the one hand, Bosman underlines their basic 
humanity and, on the other, exposes their flaws. The apparent simplicity 
and directness of the narrator's style is undermined by the complexity of the 
roles he assumes in the course of the narration, and compounded by the 
unconscious bias of his accounts. In this process he 'makes illusion 
subordinate to delusion', as Meihuizen astutely observes.10 Consequently, 
the reader finds her/himself on a quicksand of information that constantly 
changes and assumes different shapes. On close analysis, the reader 
perceives Oom Schalk to be the butt of Bosman's social critique which, 
however, also directly points at the reader's complicity in accepting his 
ideologically-determined bias. It is at this stage that the humour assumes a 
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distinct satirical quality that becomes evident in the 'twist in the tail' 
conclusion of his stories. In effect the reader assumes an active role and 
indirectly becomes the main object of the subtly directed satire, in a way 
reminiscent of Swift's manipulation of Gulliver.11

Bosman extends the ironic interplay between appearance and reality, 
which constitutes one of the main themes in his stories, even further when 
he engages in an exposition of the blurred boundaries between history, 
memory and fiction - something of an anticipation of postmodernist 
literature. The implication is that all these constructs must of necessity rely 
on selection and, consequently, must ail leave out some part of the stories 
they tell. Historical distance could then provide a better perspective but it 
could also blur certain impressions, so that a deed of bravery could be 
perceived as cowardice, and vice versa. In the final analysis, the emphasis 
falls on the personal point of view which often comes into conflict with 
professed public or national ideas.

In his accounts of the Anglo-Boer War Bosman is thus effectively engaged 
in deconstructing the Afrikaner national myth. Heroic deeds and acts of 
cowardice and betrayal, patriotism and duty, assume different dimensions 
when viewed from a personal as opposed to a patriotic/national angle. For 
instance, the reader's judgement is sorely tried by the theme of betrayal in 
'The Traitor's Wife'.12 In this story we are confronted with different kinds of 
betrayal: Leendert Roux's betrayal of his commando and fellow burghers 
with his defection to the British, and his wife's betrayal when she steals 
through the night to reveal his whereabouts to the burghers.

Although Oom Schalk indicates these discrepancies in interpretation, he 
does not always seem to grasp the implications of his information. In 'The 
Affair at Ysterspruit', he tells the story of Johannes Engelbrecht who, 
regarded as a traitor, has been shot by his own people.13 Yet Oom Schalk 
also mentions the boy's mother's version of the incident, which differs 
radically from the official one. She remembers him as a loving son who 
cared for animals and died fighting while still seated on his horse and not 
hiding in a trench. But the narrator, who claims to be 'a man of education 
and wide tolerance' uninfluenced by local gossip (p. 125), doubts the boy's 
mother when he sees the photograph, and notes that the boy is dressed in a 
National Scout uniform (a clear sign of betrayal in the Burghers' eyes). The 
fact that he suffered 'a considerable number of bullet wounds' (p. 121) also 
reveals interesting evidence about the brutality and ruthlessness of his 
killers. However Oom Schalk conveniently ignores this information because 
it would reflect negatively on the Burghers who shot him. Thus we see 
Bosman engaging in 'a very sophisticated form of self-conscious textual play' 
in which the narrator is 'undermining his position and affirming his faith in 
it at the same time'.1,1

Floris van Barneveld's story in 'The Mafeking Road' also addresses the 
question of personal betrayal versus patriotic affirmation. Just as the white 
ants have been devouring the illustrious family tree hanging on the wall in 

1
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his house, the reality of war and feelings of patriotism corrode his sense of 
values and cause him to kill his own son. It is assumed that he wanted to 
prevent his son from surrendering to the British, at least that is the 
conclusion drawn from his three-day absence from the commando after his 
son's hasty departure with the express intention to surrender. It would seem 
that Floris obeyed the dictates of patriotism instead of listening to his own 
heart. His fate represents not only 'the other side of the story' of a 'defeated 
country and of broken columns blundering through the dark' (p. 50), but 
also the anguish of a parent torn between conflicting loyalties. Ironically, 
Floris 'couldn't tell the story properly' (p. 48) because 'he always insisted on 
telling that part of the story that he should have left out' (p. 53). in a similar 
way, the witchdoctor in 'Yellow Moepels' also insists on telling things better 
forgotten, 'that don't matter' (p. 28) according to Oom Schalk, who doesn't 
like having his cowardly attitude during the war exposed by the crafty 
witchdoctor. Bosman would then seem to imply that the truth is much less 
palatable than fiction, and that memory, like fiction, becomes selective over 
time and becomes the material for legend. Although he exaggerates the 
selective quality of memory, the underlying message remains clear when 
Oom Schalk claims

It is strange that war should make a man forget ... what exactly he did for his 
country, and only allow him to remember, twenty years later, that it was he 
alone that did nearly all the fighting.15

'The Red Coat', which deals with an incident during the Battle of 
Bronkhorst Spruit, offers a striking illustration of the power of memory and 
its propensity to become legend.16 The reader is presented with two different 
versions of the same incident. In the first version, Piet Niemand saves the 
wounded Andries Visagie, whose jacket is soaked with blood. In the second 
version, Andries Visagie finds Piet Niemand wearing a red coat. As the 
latter version implies betrayal and the former heroism, it is assumed that 
Piet Niemand's version is correct because it presents a much more 
convenient interpretation of the incident. Any evidence to the contrary, such 
as Andries's belated return of memory, or the young school teacher's 
questioning of the enemy's position behind the Boer lines, are explained as 
hallucinations due to fever and a young man's ignorance of 'real fighting' 
(p. 32). The implication is that people believe what they want to believe. By 
contrast, Bosman creates fiction to expose the trap that a blind belief in 
ideology creates.

Bosman's short stories cover a wide spectrum of social issues but could 
perhaps all be reduced to two main preoccupations: religion and patriotism. 
These two principles have traditionally ruled the lives of the Afrikaner 
people. Although not unadmirable in themselves, they have tended to 
become petrified in the Afrikaner community so that the self-belief they 
exact, tends to override differences in ideas and to exclude others. Bosman 
graphically illustrates how excessive forms of religion and patriotism can 
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stultify and distort people's perceptions.
In conclusion I would suggest that Bosman's prescience and modernity is 

marked by his attempt to deconstruct the perceived image of the Afrikaner, 
and unmask the underlying prejudices and misconceptions shaped by 
nationalist ideology. Through satire, he 'reworkjs]', as Stephen Gray terms 
it, 'the fixed relations ... between class, race and gender as determinants of 
modern attitudes to the human predicament',17 deploying fictional strategies 
to read between the lines of history.

NOTES

1. See Sarah Nuttall and Carli Coetzee, eds., Negotiating the Past: The Making of 
Memory in South Africa (Cape Town: Oxford University Press, 1998). As 
revisitings of the Boer War, consider the novels: Manly Pursuits, by Ann Harries 
(London: Bloomsbury, 1999); A Duty of Memory, by W.P.B. Botha (Portsmouth: 
Heinemann, 1997); Veriiesfontein, by Karel Schoeman (Cape Town: Human & 
Rousseau, 1998); and Op Soek na GeneraaJ Mannetjies Mentz, by Christoffel 
Coetzee (Cape Town: Queillerie, 1998).

2, Stephan Gray, 'Herman Charles Bosman's Use of Short Fictional Forms', English 
in Africa, 16, 1 (1989), p. 1. Gray notes that Bosman wrote the bulk of his short 
stories during the 1930s.

3. Herman Charles Bosman, Makapan's Caves, ed. Stephen Gray (Hannondsworth: 
Penguin, 1987), p. 11.

4. Michael Chapman, 'The Problem of Identity: South Africa, Storytelling, and 
Literary History', New Literary History: A Journal of Theory and Interpretation, 
29, 1 (Winter 1998), p. 87.

5. Ingrid de Kok, 'South African Literature in Transition. Standing in the Doorway: 
A Preface', World Literature Today, 70, 1 (Winter 1996), p. 5.

6. 'The Mafeking Road', in Makapan's Caves, p. 48.
7. See Nick Meihuizen, 'Bosman and Self-Conscious Fiction', Literator, 12, 1 (1991), 

p. 35; and David Medalie, 'The Mocking Fugitive: Flumour as Anarchy in the 
Short Stories of Herman Charles Bosman', New Contrast, 22 (September 1994), 
p. 82.

8. Allister Sparks, The Mind of South Africa: The Story of the Pise and Fall of 
Apartheid (London: Mandarin , 1991), pp. 126-7.

9. Sparks, p. 129.
10. Meihuizen, p. 35.
11. Jonathan Swift, Gulliver's Travels (Hannondsworth: Penguin 1986).
12. Herman Charles Bosman, 'The Traitor's Wife', in Unto Dust, ed. Lionel 

Abrahams (Cape Town: Human & Rousseau, 1974), pp. 86-91. All further 
references are to this edition and are included in the text.

13. 'The Affair at Ysterspruit', in Unto Dust, pp. 121-126.
14. Meihuizen, p. 39.
15. 'The Mafeking Road', in Makapan's Caves, p. 27.
16. 'The Red Coat', in Makapan's Caves, pp. 30-36.
17. Stephen Gray, 'An Author's Agenda: Re-Visioning Past and Present for a Future 

South Africa', in On Shifting Sands: New Art and Literature from South Africa, 
eds. Kirsten Holst Petersen and Anna Rutherford (Mundeistrup: Dangaroo Press, 
1992), p. 27.
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Group of Boer soldiers, including five brothers, aged between fourteen and 
twenty-two, Marita Wenzel's grandfather, back at right

Back: unknown, unknown, Jan and Cornelius du Preez
Middle: Jan, Flip and Koos du Preez
Front: unknown, unknown
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Memoir? Fiction? 
Where’s the Line?

Mimi Schwartz

“It was very cold the night my mother died ... ’’Anna Quindlen

I don’t remember what my second grade teacher 
wore! How can I recall the dialogue when my Dad left 10 years ago? 
All my summers in Maine blur together. That’s what my students will 
say tomorrow when I return their first efforts at turning memories 
into memoir. They are mostly 21- and-22-year-old college seniors, 
plus a few retirees and second careerists, all eager to explore their lives 
on paper for themselves, friends and the world. No one is famous, 
although one woman said she won the lottery.

The memory worries will come mainly from marine biologists, 
psychology and history majors who deal in term papers and lab 
reports, rarely from poets and fiction writers who have taken enough 
creative writing workshops to understand, as V.S. Pritchett once 
wrote about memoir, “It’s all in the art.You get no credit for living.”

Some of these “creative” writers assume such advice excludes 
their boring lives; and so I have written “Great detail!” in many mar
gins of first essays only to find out that the date rape or house burning 
down didn’t happen. No, no, you can’t do that, I say. That’s fiction, 
not memoir. You have to play by the rules; there’s a line you can’t 
cross. And where is that? they ask. I don’t know, only that if you make 
up too much, you’ve crossed it. The murkiness makes writer Anna 
Quindlen choose fiction over memoir. In “How Dark? How Stormy? 
I Can’t Recall!” (New York Times Book Review), she says that the 
newspaper reporter in her made her check old weather charts before 
she could publish the line, “It was very cold the night my mother 
died.” Like my fact-conscious students, she worries: “Was it very cold 
or was that just the trick memory played on a girl who was sick and 
shivering, at least metaphorically?” And this worry, combined with a

35 
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lousy memory, makes Quindlen avoid memoir, “a terrain too murky 
for me to tread.” She says she can’t, like Frank McCourt in “Angela’s 
Ashes,” “remember half a century later the raw, itching sore that 
erupted between his eyebrows when he was a boy” So she writes fic
tion, preferring to create a world “from the ground up, the imagined 
minutiae of the lives of characters I invent from my knowledge of 
characters.”

“But what about your true stories?” I would ask, if Anna were in 
my class. Don’t you tell your friends, family, especially your children, 
about who you were, who your family was once upon a time? And 
do you want those stories to last more than one minute? If we stick 
only to facts, our past is as skeletal as black-and-white line drawings 
in a coloring book. We must color it in.

I tell the Annas in my class what I tell myself as memoir writer: 
Go for the emotional truth, that’s what matters. Yes, gather the facts 
by all means. Look at old photos, return to old places, ask family 
members what they remember, look up time-line books for the cor
rect songs and fashion styles, read old newspapers, encyclopedias, 
whatever—and then use the imagination to fill in the remembered 
experience. You don’t need a tape recording of what your parents said 
to “remember” what they said that day. You don’t need a photo of 
your kindergarten teacher to describe her; the clothes you imagine 
will match your feeling about her. Maybe you see a red, mini-suited 
girl; maybe you see a woman in a thick, long black dress with white 
cuffs. Either way, we see the teacher as you saw her. And who knows? 
She might even have worn those white cuffs! The subconscious is 
remembering.

That’s also what I told my mother last week when she called to 
tell me that an essay I’d sent her about my love affair with horses was 
wrong. “I picked you up that day you fell off that horse, Sultan.”

“You did not. I still remember everyone staring because my pants 
were ripped, my knee all bloody on the bus ride home.”

“You were crying in the Pontiac.”
“I was not.”
It was her memory against mine with no one else to ask, so I 

wasn’t changing my story. It was true for me—the humiliation fol
lowing my glory riding Sultan—and she could tell her version, I said.

36
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That’s what Rosemary Wolff threatened when her two sons, Geoffrey 
and Tobias, wrote separate and conflicting memoirs of their youth. 
(Or so Geoffrey Wolff said once in a workshop I took in Aspen.)

How subjective can you be in memoir, accidently or on purpose? 
That is a central question, and different writers have different solu
tions. I teach the possibilities.You might start with a disclaimer the 
way John Irving did in “Trying to Save Piggy Sneed.” He warns read
ers up front to “Please remember that all memoir is fiction,” and then 
tells a wonderftd story about how a retarded garbage man started him 
on his career as a writer. You might hint a disclaimer in your title, as 
Mary Carr does in “The Liar’s Club,” and leave the reader wondering. 
You might tip off the reader with phrases such as “I imagine her ...” 
or “Perhaps he said ... ”, the way Jane Bernstein does in her retelling 
of her sister’s murder 2,000 miles away and 20 years before. You might 
use exaggeration as Russell Baker does in “Growing Up,” so that the 
dialogue of his interview to become a paperboy sounds as if he were 
being interviewed to head up IBM.

You might even give a lament that you don’t remember, as Bret 
Lott does in his book, “Fathers, Sons and Brothers,” before he gives a 
rich description of the morning that his son stopped calling him 
Mommy:

The sad thing, though, is that I can't recall the first day he called me 
Daddy when I went into his room. I could make up a story about it, here 
and now; I could tell you how it was on a Tuesday—Melanie's morn
ing—and how there seemed something different in his voice as I came up 

from sleep. ...

Whatever else, there’s always Joan Didion’s wonderful permission 
in “On Reading a Notebook”—that if you remember it, it’s true. I 
use it often.

Perhaps it never did snow that August in Vermont; perhaps there never 
were flurries in the night wind, and maybe no one else felt the ground 
hardening and summer already dead even as we pretended to bask in it, 
but that was how it felt to me, and it might as well have snowed, could 
have snowed, did snow.

37
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How it felt to me! What a relief to memoir writers who want to 
explore the emotional truth of memory. It may be “murky terrain,” 
you may cross the line into fiction and have to step back reluctantly 
into really what happened—the struggle creates the tension that 
makes memoir either powerfully true or hopelessly phony. The chal
lenge of this genre is that it hands you characters, plot and setting, and 
says, “Go figure them out!”—using fact, memory and imagination to 
recreate the complexity of real moments, big and small, with no 
invented rapes or houses burning down. If the challenge intrigues 
you, imaginatively and emotionally, and you find the right voice— 
one savvy and appealing enough to make the reader say, “Yes I’ve 
been there. I know what you mean!”—you have something good. 
But if the voice you adopt annoys, embarrasses or bores because of 
lack of insight, then beware. The reader will say, “So what? I don’t 
care about you!” often in anger.1

1. James Wolcott’s recent article, “Me, Myself and I,” in Vanity Fair is a 
good example of that anger. He attacks Anne Roiphe as “the true queen 
of the daytime soaps,” Creative Nonfiction as “civic journalism for the 
soul,” and others like Laurie Stone, as “navel gazers”—as if the person, 
genre and subject (“no detail is too mundane to share”) and not the art 
sinks the “I” of true stories.

38

It’s that personal, the judgment. It’s YOU, not some anonymous 
character they are talking about. Like a smile at a cocktail party, the 
voice of memoir—far more than in fiction—can evoke a quick 
response. Phony or real. I like this person. I hate this person. Nothing 
lukewarm or impersonal about it.

That vulnerability—more than a bad memory, I suspect—makes 
many agree with writer Pam Houston: “I write fiction to tell the 
truth.” The seeming anonymity of fiction, even autobiographical fic
tion, can be creatively freeing, as Jamaica Kincaid shows in “Annie 
John.” She makes her real-life, older brothers disappear so that the 
emotional focus is on a girl and her mother, and she calls the story 
fiction—even though other basics are true. (Kincaid, like the main 
character, Annie, grew up on the island of Antigua and left at 17.) But 
if your story is really about Mom in Iowa, why turn her into a half
sister in New York—unless in the transformation, you, like Kincaid, 
tap into the real story you need to tell?
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One essay, out of the 25 I just finished reading, does hook me 
with its savvy. This young woman of 22, Nicole Ross, already knows 
what it has taken me years to figure out: that the ambiguity of mem
oir, its shifting planes of truth and memory, can take you somewhere 
important:

I want to remember a childhood brimming with sunlight, with just 
enough suffering to make it seem real. Each Christmas becomes bleaker 
than the last; it always seems as if there are fewer presents under the tree, 
and less laughter as my grandparents grow older. Ironically, the Christ
mases of my childhood have become lavish feasts of endless caroling 
because I don’t remember them any more. I think that my collection of 
memories is nothing more than a soothing deception; many details have 
been supplied by a fertile imagination. It can’t be all bad, though, because 
my parents still smile at me the way they do in my memories of those 
early Christmases.

Unlike Anna, Nicole is comfortable with how memory, fact and 
imagination mix up her Christmases; she trusts the process. I wrote 
“Great!” in every margin of her six pages. I believed every word, 
heard the caroling, saw her parents smile.

There is one reason not to write memoir, aside from worries 
about memory and the restraints on creative freedom: Mom may not 
speak to you again if you write her story, and you care. Frank 
McCourt waited to publish his memoir until after his mother died 
because he didn’t want to hurt her. Others don’t wait and call their 
story fiction, so they can tell Mom, family, friends, anyone real who 
appears on the page: “Of course that isn’t you. I made that part up.” 
No one is fooled, but you save face, maybe a lawsuit.

A writer does have some fictive leeway even in memoir, I 
believe—if you are cautious (and not too famous). Tomorrow I will 
tell the student who wrote about her bulimic roommate that her pro
file could be just as powerful and less hurtful if she moved the girl 
next door, changed her hair color and did not call her Kimmie.2 I 

2. This anonymity is essential if, like me, you have students share their work 
in progress in class. Why should the roommate’s problems become public 
knowledge?

39
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will tell the class that in a memoir about six months in my marriage, I 
made a few composite characters of minor characters and wrote this 
disclaimer in my introduction: “The story is 90 percent factual; the 
rest is made up to protect those who didn’t ask to be in this book.” 
The problem was not my husband and my children (I was willing to 
take my chances with them); it was my friends, like the one who was 
leaving her husband just as I was deciding to stay with mine. In fact, I 
had three friends who were thinking about divorce, so in the book, I 
made a composite character and we met for cappuccino.

Depending on the story’s focus, you sometimes collapse time and 
characters as well, I will tell my students, and still be “true” on my 
truth scale. Writer Jack Connor, in a personal essay about a weekend 
of watching eagles, collapsed three days into one morning and men
tioned only two of the four students who accompanied him on that 
trip. He wanted to capture how young people reawakened in him the 
simple pleasure of birding even in a mid-January freeze, and the num
ber of days, the number of people, didn’t matter—although in a sci
entific field report they would. I will show my students how his 
original journal entry of facts and private observations evolved many 
drafts later into a published story (“A Lesson from Mott’s Creek”) 
with a voice and a point of view.

JOURNAL ENTRY:
1/11 /94 —eagle weekend—

one of the best birding experiences of the last year this weekend—the 
eagle survey with Jerry Liguori, Brian Sullivan, two folks from Ocean 
City [mcdermotts?], and on Sunday with Joe Mangion and Bil Seng.

... both days cold—and windy, temp in teens, with wind chill, probably 
below 10, maybe even bordering on zero, but blue sky, growing cloudy on 
Saturday around one and then mostly cloudy. Sunday, blue until 2 or so 
and only partly cloudy after that. ...

ESSAY OPENING:

“Binoculars in my fingers, tears in my eyes from the January glare, face 
stifffrom the hard wind, I am standing between Brian Sullivan and Jerry 
Liguori and wonder, “Why don't I come out here every single day?”

40
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I will also tell my students about a friend who is writing about 
her aunt who had a lobotomy 50 years ago. My friend visited the 
mental institution where it happened, looked up records, talked to a 
nurse and doctor who remembered her aunt and tried writing what 
her aunts life was like. But those “facts” weren’t enough to recreate 
the story. She must take an imaginative leap, our writing group told 
her, imagine herself as her aunt and what would it feel like, maybe 
write in first person. Draft in hand, my friend can then check with a 
psychiatrist—“Does this ring true?”—and with relatives, before revis
ing for more accuracy.

The Joan Didions and John Irvings in tomorrow’s class will nod 
their heads in agreement. The Anna Quindlens will not. They want 
clear-cut boundaries and would side with my writer friend, Andrea 
Herrmann, who warns me: “If the writer can make a composite 
character, what prevents her from making up scenes, blending parts of 
places together, switching historical time frames?” Making up any
thing, for them, is crossing the line into fiction and should be called 
that. But I disagree. If the main plot, characters, and setting are true, 
if the intent is to make honest sense of “how it felt to me” and tell 
that true story well (with disclaimers as needed), it’s memoir to me.

In “Why Memoir Now?”Vivian Gornick writes, “What hap
pened to the writer is not what matters; what matters is the larger 
sense that the writer is able to make of what happened. For that the 
power of a writing imagination is required.” Use that imagination in 
memoir, I tell myself and my students, to find the language and com
plexity of real Eves, not imagined ones. It’s OK to trust yourself (with 
a bit of Quindlens and Herrmann’s wariness)—even if you can’t 
remember the temperature on the night Mom died.

Mimi Schwartz teaches autobiography and creative nonfiction at Richard 
Stockton College. Her work has appeared in Puerto del Sol, the New York 
Times, Lear's, among others. She is the author of four books, including 
“Writing for Many Roles" and “Writer's Craft. "
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242

Naming Nonfiction (a Polyptych)

Robert L. Root, Jr.

The word is late, but the thing is auncient.
Sir Francis Bacon, Essaies, 1612

Reporter: What would you call that hairstyle you're wearing? 
George Harrison: Arthur

A Hard Day's Night

ur problem at the outset is simply naming nonfiction as a class of written 
works. Opening dictionaries in hopes of hints or clarifying clues, I mostly 
glean insight into the problems of definition. Take, for instance, one of the 
most comprehensive examples, a definition in the Random House Webster’s

Unabridged Dictionary, Second Edition'.

non fie tion n. 1. The branch of literature comprising works of narrative prose deal
ing with or offering opinions or conjectures upon facts and reality, including biogra
phy, history, and the essay (opposed to fiction and distinguished trom poetry and drama). 
2. Works of this class: She had read all of his novels but none of his nonfiction. 3. (esp. in 
cataloguing books, as in a library or bookstore) all writing or books not fiction, po
etry, or drama, including nonfictive narrative prose and reference works; the broadest 
category of written works. (NON- + FICTION) non fic tion al, adj. non fic tion al 
ly, adv.

Confusion at the outset: why is the adj. “nonfictional” and not “nonfictive,” the adj. 
used in the definition?

Robert Root's books include nonfiction studies (E. B. White: The Emergence of an Essayist and Working 
at Writing: Columnists and Critics Composing), a composition textbook (Wordsmith ery), two coedited an
thologies (Those Who Do Can: Teachers Writing, Writers Teaching and The Fourth Genre), and a memoir 
(Recovering Ruth: A Biographer's Tale). He teaches at Central Michigan University.

College English, Volume 65, Number 3, January 2003
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Most dictionaries claim that “wow-fiction” is simply everything that is not a 
more specific and circumscribed form of writing (not fiction) but none explain why 
all the other things it’s not (for example, also not drama and also not poetry) aren’t 
included in the term (for example, “non-fiction/poetry/drama”). The Random House 
Dictionary's third definition tries to compensate for its exclusiveness with zwclusive- 
ness, at least in regard to bookstores and libraries—“including nonfictive narrative 
prose and reference works”—but it still makes non-fiction a rather compendious 
category. The first definition tries to narrow the field somewhat, but every qualifier 
is problematic: “narrative prose” (as opposed to forms that are “non-narrative” or 
“non-prose”); “opinions or conjectures” (as opposed to incidents and accidents and 
experiences and events); “including biography, history, and the essay” (but not lim
ited to those three? and excluding all others?). Don’t even get me started on “facts 
and reality,” a great bugbear in theorizing about creative nonfiction. Definitions, 
almost by definition, are never definitive.

At least this dictionary tries to pin the subject down. Other dictionaries fudge 
altogether. An early edition of the Oxford English Dictionary has no definition—it is 
lumped with all the other words prefixed by “non,” all of which are presumed to be 
negations of another word; the reader must see the “positive definition” and assume 
that whatever it is the “non” version is merely not. And indeed other dictionaries say 
as much: Webster's Third International Dictionary (1965)—“literary works other than 
novels or stories”; the Oxford English Dictionary (1989)—“Prose writings other than 
fiction (see FICTION 4)”; the American Heritage Dictionary of the English Language 
(2000)—“Prose works other than fiction.” All these dictionaries emphasize the “non- 
ness” of the form. Yet “nonfiction” has long had reference to specific qualities or 
characteristics of certain kinds of writing; we can’t define it by breaking down its 
etymology. Unlike “nonsense,” for example, or “nonchalant” or “nondescript,” “non
fiction” has yet to reach that same level of near invisibility, that moment when some
one is startled by recognizing a lost original meaning rising to the surface and realizes 
that nonfiction is not just not-fiction anymore—that it’s something positive and self
defining in its own right, an entity rather than a wow-entity.

How useless the existing definitions of nonfiction are, particularly in light of 
the current popularity and prominence of certain of its forms. Given the breadth of 
achievement a term like “non-fiction” (meaning really “non-everything-other-than- 
whatever-it-is”) is assumed to cover, we will either have to write a new definition 
that names what nonfiction is now or find an appropriate modifier to add to “non
fiction” (unhyphenated), such as “literary” or “creative,” to distinguish it from “non- 
literary” or “non-creative” forms, whatever they might be. We may even have to 
invent a new term in order to avoid the complications of the old term. (This is a job 
we lately have left to the French, but since they long ago provided “essay” and “mem
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oir,” they may be disinclined to make the effort. Still, a foreign word with few En
glish associations—the Spanish reality the Italian sagista—might serve.)

What we can’t do is attach a term like “narrative,” as the Random House defi
nition and a number of definers of “creative nonfiction” have. While it’s reasonable 
for an individual publication like River Teeth, which can determine the boundaries of 
its own interests, to describe itself as “a journal of nonfiction narrative,” such a phrase 
won’t do for the genre as a whole. “Nonfiction narrative,” like “nonfiction novel” 
and similar terms, only describes one subgenre or one subset of the genre of literary 
nonfiction, as also does “the lyric essay,” a form of nonfiction that the Seneca Review 
is exclusively inclined to publish. Presumably the terms “lyric essay” and “nonfic
tion narrative” would not generally be used to describe the same literary work, even 
one as complex as, say, Dillard’s “Living like Weasels” or Didion’s “Slouching to
wards Bethlehem” or McPhee’s “In Search of Marvin Gardens.”

Instead, we have to accept that narration and exposition and dramatization and 
lyricization are all attitudes or strategies or shapes that literature takes in every genre 
and every form—as prose, poetry, or drama; as a short story, a poem, a play, or an 
essay. As Robert Scholes and Carl Klaus, differentiating among representative forms 
in Elements of the Essay, observed, “[W]ithin each of the four literary forms [essay, 
fiction, play, poem] all four possibilities exist again as emphases or strategies. Each 
form can use the techniques of the other forms” (4). A writer who has a story to tell, 
a narrative at the center of his thinking, can tell that story not only as fiction but also 
as poetry or drama or nonfiction, and writers in the other literary genres have simi
lar options.

We want in a definition something not only accurate and current but also pointed 
and precise, something not compendious or cumbersome but still encompassing 
and inclusive. We want the definition to exclude what doesn’t belong but not what 
does; we want a match between term and artifact. The problem with “nonfiction” is 
that it is a one-size-fits-all garment draped over artifacts requiring something tai
lored. Definitions of nonfiction are on the one end so staggeringly encompassing as 
to give a potential practitioner no sense of practical proportion and on the other end 
so idiosyncratically circumscribed as to give only a limited group of practitioners the 
possibility of generating its texts. Whether a new definition or a new term, we need 
something that refers to what we really think the form to be.

Hesitant Admission: Because my students ask me what nonfiction is (they never ask about 
fiction or poetry), I have created the following definition: Nonfiction is the expression of re
flection upon, and/or interpretation of observed, perceived, or recollected experience. The defi
nition has this advantage: I can catalog every work I think of as nonfiction in the parameters 
of the definition. Another advantage is that, while some would claim that it could also apply to 
fiction, poetry, and drama, in order to distinguish those forms from nonfiction they would 
have to add qualifiers to the nonfiction definition (for example, “through the means of in
vented characters, situations, and events” in the case of fiction). This is of course my point: that 
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the other three are not necessarily about “observed, perceived, or recollected experience, ” al
though they may well be, and when they are they present experience in ways that alter or 
camouflage or transform actuality.

It has this disadvantage: the term it's defining isn't separate enough from the familiar 
blanket term “non-fiction" for someone who doesn't think of the same works I think of to be 
able to apply it. “How does this definition apply to a VCR manual?" I hear someone ask. “To 
a biological field survey? To a dictionary?" My term needs a qualifier or, alternatively, needs 
to be replaced by a word that will only call to mind my definition and no competing definitions. 
I search for that qualifier, that alternate term, every time I talk about nonfiction, but I never 
have any difficulty knowing what I'm naming when I use the term “nonfiction. "

***
. . . the terminology itself is still under construction. Once generic distinctions start to 
leak, people bring in anything that might conceivably hold water. “Literary nonfiction,” 
“creative nonfiction,” and “lyric essay” are some of the makeshift semantic hybrids in 
current use . . .

Arthur Saltzman, “Preface”

The boundaries of nonfiction will always be fluid as water.
Mary Clearman Blew, “The Art of the Memoir”

For a very long time introductory literature courses and creative writing programs 
have divided literature into three genres—fiction, poetry, and drama. Although non
fiction as a literary form has been around for a very long time, in creative writing 
communities it has often been seen as a vehicle for the discussion of fiction and 
poetry rather than an equivalent artistic outlet. But recently writers’ conferences 
and workshops, creative writing programs, and literary journals have been at pains 
to establish strands of creative nonfiction. The increased popularity of the memoir 
in particular and of nonfiction generally—travel books like Peter Mayle’s A Year in 
Provence and Frances Mayes’s Under the Tuscan Sun, science books like Dava Sobel’s 
Longitude, histories like Simon Winchester’s The Professor and the Madman, nature 
reportage like John Krakauer’s In the Wild and Sebastian Junger’s The Perfect Storm, 
crime books like John Berendt’s Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil, memoirs 
like Frank McCourt’s Angela's Ashes and Mary Karr’s The Liar's Club—have all helped 
raise the visibility of literary forms of nonfiction. Many of the foremost writers in 
this genre are also those who write equally well in other forms of literature—poets 
like Patricia Hampl, Mary Karr, Garrett Hongo, and Kim Barnes, novelists like 
James Galvin, Ivan Doig, Peter Matthiessen, and Kathryn Harrison. Nonfictionists 
like Gretel Ehrlich and Annie Dillard have also published novels and poetry. These 
crossovers have opened up the possibilities of nonfiction as a literary form and gen
erally suggested to the creative writing community that the nonfiction genre offered 
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a great many aesthetic and logistical advantages at least equivalent to those in other 
genres.

A good many of the creative writers who excel at what is generally termed “cre
ative nonfiction” have had difficulty with the term. In some cases the writer has 
specialized in one particular subgenre and identifies chiefly with that subgenre, as 
the essayist Scott Russell Sanders does; the term “essay” is sufficiently descriptive 
for his purposes (Root 123). In other cases the writers find that the term doesn’t 
really suggest their own particular approaches to their work; for example, Sydney 
Lea argues that his own essays are really more lyrical and connected to his other 
work in poetry (330). Essayists and memoirists and, for that matter, cultural critics 
and literary journalists and writers of travel and history and nature works have a 
sufficient sense of their own identity, their own mission. Practitioners may not need 
a different term for what they do, but the distinction between an essayist and a 
memoirist is not as great as between a novelist and a dramatist—the former are 
essentially engaged in different branches of the same genre while the latter are en
gaged in separate genres—and critics and pedagogues and catalogers may need some 
blanket term to cover all the variations among them.

All literary genres essentially create representations of reality and require craft 
and design and discovery and process, but nonfiction is unique in that it alone is 
required by virtually unstated definition to apply those strategies and techniques to 
something that already exists. It’s that preoccupation with factuality, with preexist
ing reality, with a world outside the writer’s mind, that he or she has to interpret and 
represent, that separates it from the other “three genres.” It also helps account for 
some of the discomfort some creative writers have with a genre that they feel isn’t 
“creative” in the same way that fiction, poetry, and drama are.

Tacking the adjective “creative” in front of the noun “nonfiction” may help link 
it to other forms of “creative writing” as a literary genre but it also helps to marginalize 
it in the same way that creative writing is marginalized in most English depart
ments—as something chiefly of interest to an artsy contingent of student and faculty 
writers rather than to the student and faculty littérateurs, scholars and critics, and 
readers who make up the majority of the department. From this perspective creative 
nonfiction is a mere tangent, an obscure and irrelevant side chapel barely visible 
from the cavernous nave of the cathedral of literature. Either because people in 
English departments see creative nonfiction as a new form, rather than as a form 
that dates back to the epistles of Seneca and the moralia of Plutarch and the essays of 
Montaigne and, above all, the periodical nonfiction of Addison, Steele, Lamb, and 
Hazlitt, or because those who know any history of English departments connect it 
to a defunct and discredited tradition of belles lettres, nonfiction has difficulty finding 
a place in the overcrowded alcove of creative writing. In some creative writing pro
grams, the genres—nonfiction among them—are accepted as different instruments 
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appropriate to different kinds of music, as different vehicles effective on different 
terrains. In others, territoriality, determined by alpha poets and fictionists, rules. 
Decisions about where we place nonfiction are fraught with the baggage of precon
ceptions and misconceptions, even when we name nonfiction among the literary 
genres.

Confession: The anthology that Michael Steinberg and I developed out of materials with 
which we taught nonfiction courses in both creative writing and composition programs was 
titled The Fourth Genre in order to acknowledge nonfiction as a literary genre on a par 
with the three other literary genres—we saw it partly as an answer to the title of Stephen 
Minot's classic creative writing textbook, Three Genres, which captures perfectly the sense 
that the field of literature has three subcategories. To be honest, I at least hoped the title would 
circumvent the drawbacks of nomenclature and help me avoid the repeated arguments people 
were willing to have with us about the term “creative nonfiction. ” I even sometimes fanta
sized that the term “fourth genre" would catch on and replace the problematic labels with a 
new and more or less uncomplicated one—a writer could be introduced as “the scientist and 
fourth genrist Chet Raymo ” or “the poet and fourth genrist Judith Ortiz Cofer"—but it hasn't 
caught on and it likely won't. Moreover, by now I have my own reservations about the term 
“fourth genre, ” not because of the danger of “fourth" being considered its permanent ranking 
but rather because I gradually came to realize that nonfiction is really the first genre, not in 
terms of preeminence but in terms of primacy. You can't decide to make a literary rendition of 
reality—with rhyme schemes and meter or imaginary characters and situations and dia
logue—unless you have a way to report and record reality in the first place. The literary form 
in that “first place" was something positive and real, not a negation of something else. I'll have 
to find another, catchier, more accurate substitute.

***
We also need to distinguish between at least two kinds of writing that fit underneath 
the larger notion of literary nonfiction. [. . . T]he essay is reflective and exploratory 
and essentially personal. Its purpose is not to convey information, although it may do 
that as well, but rather to tell the story of the author’s thinking and experience. Jour
nalism, or the “New Journalism,” is informative rather than reflective; its main pur
pose is to convey information, although it may certainly use autobiography as a per
spective and device for conveying that information. There can certainly be essay writ
ing or journalism that is not literary, but the kind of writing that concerns us here is 
literary in some way, however that is defined.

Chris Anderson

Until recently, discussions of contemporary nonfiction as a literary form have been 
most focused on “literary journalism.” This is the branch of literature—or perhaps 
the branch of journalism—that the OED is referring to when it defines “non-fiction 
novel” as “a novel about real situations or characters.” The most commonly cited 
“non-fiction novel” is Truman Capote’s In Cold Blood, and the trend toward treating 
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subjects typical of journalism with techniques typical of literature led to the rise in 
the late 1960s and early 1970s of what was initially termed “the New Journalism” 
and later called “literary journalism” (and sometimes “faction” and “realty”). The 
writers most often cited as exemplars of this form were Capote, Norman Mailer, 
Tom Wolfe (who is usually credited with popularizing the term “New Journalism”), 
Joan Didion, Michael Herr, and Gay Talese. Essentially, literary journalism is the 
application of strategies familiar from fictional narrative—the journalist as a first- 
person narrator, the development of character and dialogue, the emphasis on setting 
and observation, the attention to language—to reportage of current events and pub
lic affairs—political conventions (Miami and the Siege of Chicago), lifestyles (Slouching 
towards Bethlehem, The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test), foreign wars (Dispatches, Salvador), 
the space program (The Right Stuff, Of a Fire on the Moon), celebrity (“Frank Sinatra 
Has a Cold,” “Radical Chic”).

The term suggests a distinction between itself and regular or “non-literary” or 
simply “journalistic” journalism—the average everyday reporting of local, regional 
and national events, the emphasis on who, what, where, when, and why, the consis
tent use of one- or two-sentence paragraphs, and the formula of cramming informa
tion into the top of the story so that less important information can be trimmed 
from the bottom of the story if space limitations demand it. It also suggests a con
tinuum in that globally inclusive term “nonfiction” on which several varieties can be 
lined up and placed side by side and on which, instead of clear and definitive lines of 
demarcation, blurred areas of overlap might occur. Here the implication is that lit
erature and journalism are side by side, and the border area sometimes confusingly 
allows literary strategies to seep into journalism—theoretically we might be able to 
create a chain of works from the most purely literary to the most purely journalis
tic—and also permits journalistic strategies sometimes to seep into literature—the 
emphasis on factuality, the focus on currency and immediacy, the reportorial dis
tance from the subject. Of course the noun in the term “literary journalism” indi
cates that the slant of the writing is preeminently reportorial, that is, toward news 
rather than toward aesthetics, although the adjective indicates a counterbalancing 
bent toward whatever concerns for artistic or creative expression a word like “liter
ary” is intended to suggest.

But the term “literary journalism” is generally seen as too limited in scope to 
cover a great deal of nonfiction writing that might be said to be more literary than 
journalistic—for example, Walden hardly seems like journalism, nor does Pilgrim at 
Tinker Creek or Angela's Ashes or “Shooting an Elephant” or “Once More to the 
Lake” or “Beauty When the Other Dancer is the Self.” Yet all of these are nonfic
tion as literature. Efforts to develop a term that could encompass both the works of 
literary journalism which leaned heavily toward literature and the works of nonfic
tion that were nonjournalistic literature have led to the sometimes interchangeable 
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expressions “literary nonfiction” and “creative nonfiction.” Neither term, 
unsurprisingly, has been easily accepted.

The problem in both cases is the adjective. When literary journals call for manu
scripts of literary essays, they are generally calling not for essays that are themselves 
works of literature but rather essays that are about literary works of (usually) fiction 
or poetry or drama. When literary journals do not see themselves as chiefly publish
ers of works of and about fiction and poetry, they are strictly journals of literary 
criticism. A writer usually has to be familiar with the specific journal to know whether 
to submit an essay about someone else’s literary endeavors or an essay that is a liter
ary work in itself. This gets back to the difficulty surrounding the word “nonfic
tion.” If you say an author writes “fiction” or “poetry” or “drama” you know your 
listener will identify the author as a literary writer; if you say an author writes “non
fiction” in most cases your listener will not automatically think the author is an 
essayist or memoirist or reporter or cultural critic. The addition of the term “liter
ary” to “nonfiction” is an attempt to narrow down the field, to make certain your 
listener or reader picks up on the literary nature of the work you’re talking about.

“Creative nonfiction” has the same problem. Many people, not only literary 
critics and teachers but writers of creative nonfiction themselves, object to a term 
like “creative” because it seems to imply that other writers of nonfiction are not 
creative. (I should say, however, that I like the term “noncreative nonfiction” as a 
descriptor for “nonliterary journalists” and literary critics [critics of literature] and 
academic writers in general.) But these same people have little objection to a term 
like “creative writing” as the subject of classes and workshops taught by “creative 
writers” like novelists and poets. For some reason “creative writing” is descriptive 
and nonjudgmental—and helps pigeonhole the specialty of certain department mem
bers—while “creative nonfiction” seems to these same people as value-laden and 
exclusive.

Although “literary nonfiction” and “creative nonfiction” may be efforts to label 
the same set of works, “creative nonfiction” seems to be the phrase that has won the 
most adherents. But, because the approach to creative nonfiction has been essen
tially from two directions—from practitioners of literary journalism and from the 
creative writing community—that is, from journalism and from English—the mean
ing of “creative nonfiction” varies depending upon the orientation of the speaker. 
Clearly, my inclination is to use creative nonfiction as an umbrella term to cover the 
widest range of nonfiction literary production. It seems to me that, while literary 
journalism shares space with a large portion of creative nonfiction, it doesn’t occupy 
exactly the same space. It is possible to identify a work as both literary journalism 
and creative nonfiction simultaneously—perhaps Joan Didion’s Salvador or Jon 
Krakauer’s Into Thin Air—and it is also possible to identify a work as creative nonfic
tion that is not simultaneously a work of literary journalism—perhaps Frank
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McCourt’s Angela's Ashes or Patricia Hampl’s A Romantic Education.
The quarrel over the correct emphasis in creative nonfiction—whether it is 

reportorial or literary, whether it is narrative or lyric, whether it is personal or im
personal—has implications for where we place nonfiction in the English depart
ment. If creative nonfiction is only literary journalism, then I can only repeat Gilda 
Radner’s exit line as Emily Latela—“Never mind.” If it’s simply journalism, we ought 
to teach it as part of journalism courses and journalism programs. But there is a form 
of nonfiction literature which is not principally journalistic and which, confusingly, 
is presently also called creative nonfiction. That’s the one which surely ought to 
have a place in English departments and which often does have a place in creative 
writing programs. But the problems in the ways we name nonfiction too often make 
it seem like tangential literature or tangential journalism or a tangential hybrid ex
isting in a disciplinary no person’s land. I believe it’s more central than that.

Personal Disclosure: When I began teaching composition I also taught a one-time-only 
special topics course called “Contemporary Prose Style. ” We read and analyzed and imitated 
and parodied George Orwell, Kurt Vonnegut, Tom Wolfe, Joan Didion, and a couple of oth
ers, mostly “New Journalists.” Later, studying “composing processes ofprofessional expository 
writers'' (as I termed it in my sabbatical proposal), I interviewed and analyzed manuscripts of 
columnists and critics, includingTom Wicker, Richard Reeves, Walter Kerr, and David Denby, 
people who wrote short on deadline. I thought Td written a pretty good composition study, one 
that rose from the solid scaffolding constructed by Janet Emig, Sondra Perl, Sharon Pianko, 
Nancy Sommers, and others. But when the book came out I was surprised to learn that either 
the publisher or the Library of Congress or both had classified it not under “English Lan
guage—Rhetoric—Study and Teaching” but under “Journalism—Authorship” and similar 
headings. Td already written a book about the rhetorics of popular culture that was cataloged 
among books of history and American culture and now I apparently had written a pretty good 
book on journalism. I couldn't get into the comp osition/rh e tor ic call numbers. Call it either 
falling through the cracks or straddling boundaries, I seemed to have found my niche. In 
retrospect it seems inevitable that it would be a non-niche.

***
I have no idea what this term “expository writing” means. Is it possible to do “in-pository 
writing”? I should think in cases of writer's block one would have to prescribe “sup-pository 
writing.”

Conferee, Warwick Writing Conference

I want my students to know what writers know— [...] I want my students to know how 
to bring their life and their writing together.

Nancy Sommers

In England, where first-year composition is not a universal staple of colleges and 
universities, the attempt to establish an undergraduate writing course has been ac
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companied by discussions of what to name it. “Expository writing” has been recom
mended, a term most American teachers of college English would find unexcep
tional (my department, for one, still has a course called Advanced Expository Writing), 
but some people object and argue for “practical writing” instead. Nomenclature 
skirmishes occur everywhere, it seems. More interesting is the British effort to em
ploy creative writers to teach the course, on the assumption that poets, novelists, 
memoirists, dramatists, screenwriters, and biographers have an innate and transfer
able knowledge of effective written communication.

An international conference at the University of Warwick in April 2001 brought 
together creative writers and composition specialists from around the world to dis
cuss “Teaching Writing in Higher Education.” It was the kind of gathering unlikely 
to happen in the United States, where creative writers and rhetoricians and literary 
scholars, for the most part, all attend their own specialized and exclusive confer
ences. At Warwick the juxtaposition produced some conflict, some choosing of sides, 
but it also challenged assumptions and presuppositions, ideas that participants took 
for granted about the divisions and subdivisions of their field that seemed arbitrary 
to someone not raised in them. I’d come to the conference in the guise of a 
compositionist but since I’m also an essayist and memoirist I also identified with the 
creative writers—after all, the first day ended with a session conducted by the biog
rapher Hilary Spurling and the memoirist Blake Morrison. Admittedly, since I was 
among people who were willing to argue about the term “expository writing,” I was 
selective about the moments when I mentioned being in “creative nonfiction” as 
well. And yet, because part of me felt at home within each of the competing camps 
of creative writing and composition and another part of me felt like a liaison be
tween them, I began to realize that nonfiction was the bridge I was using to cross 
back and forth.

What, after all, is “composition”? It is a curious feature of this field of “En
glish” that, in spite of all our wrangling about theory and practice, our terminology 
is so vague, imprecise, undefined, and, particularly in the most ethereal reaches of 
theory, almost whimsically abstract and conscientiously graceless. Where in life does 
one write themes or papers or assignments or exercises? As the British might say, 
what is composition when it’s at home? Students enter creative writing and journal
ism classes and programs as novice or apprentice somethings, with the desire or 
intention of becoming expert or accomplished somethings later on. But in composi
tion classes, even when they assume the guise of cultural studies or critical thinking 
or espouse other sociopolitical or academic/theoretical agendas, students are treated 
not as novice specialists but as artificially contextualized language learners engaged 
in the preparatory imitation of intellectuality. In terms of definition and classifica
tion, composition seems to be a “non-genre,” not only a thing apart from what 
happens in creative writing or journalism but something existing in a totally differ
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ent universe (if not a totally different department) from the literature study in most 
English departments.

And this raises some questions: Is this the place where you’d go to be an ap
prentice nonfictionist, a beginning essayist, memoirist, reviewer, cultural critic? Do 
we need creative nonfiction courses in creative writing programs because English 
departments presently do not teach anyone how to write nonfiction? Do students in 
other disciplines—the sciences, the humanities, the professions—have to hope for 
an imaginative, enlightened Writing Across the Curriculum program to teach them 
how to connect in prose with a larger readership than their course instructors and 
graduate graders? Should we infuse some strategies for nonfiction into the compo
sition course or should we think of “first-year composition” as “introductory non
fiction”?

In my composition classes I tell students about five essential elements of writ
ing: a personal commitment or engagement with the work in progress; a need for 
immersion in context; a habit of assiduous string saving; a willingness to allow dis
covery through writing; and a flexible understanding of composing processes. I de
rived these elements from studies not only of student writers but also of working 
nonfiction writers. They are, I believe, the essential elements of all kinds of writing. 
For example, writer after writer, in interviews and articles and journal entries, testi
fies to the need for personal commitment: “We do not write in order to be under
stood, we write in order to understand,” says C. Day Lewis; “In a very real sense the 
writer writes in order to teach himself, to understand himself, to satisfy himself,” 
says Alfred Kazin (both qtd. in Murray 6); “The most difficult work I know is to 
write about subjects one is not interested in,” says John Jerome (95). This is what 
writers know; this is what motivates their writing outside of classrooms.

This is not to say that all writing has to be in the first person singular (though 
injunctions against it are often arbitrary and arhetorical), but rather to acknowledge, 
as Thoreau reminds us, “that it is, after all, always the first person that is speak- 
ing”(3). Proponents of creative nonfiction who lean toward literary journalism as 
the underlying foundation of the form often worry about the personal interfering 
with the objective reporting of events, although even in nonliterary journalism the 
objective reporting of events is not strictly possible—the reporter mediates the re
porting in some way; proponents of a strictly academic focus to the composition 
class make the same argument, as if the personal would keep us from rational con
clusions based on examined evidence and unbiased logic. In either case it is mere 
subterfuge to pretend that there isn’t an individual intelligence behind the writing, 
interpreting experience in a singular way. If we recognize that the writer needs to be 
present in the writing, whether or not the writer is present on the page, we have the 
possibility of avoiding the disengagement and detachment that I believe is really at 
the bottom of my students’ least successful writing. Nancy Sommers once claimed 
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Naming Nonfiction 253

that, in an academic talk of her own which she was never able to revise into an 
article, she recognized “a fictionalized self [...] a distant, imponderable, impersonal 
voice—inaccessible, humorless, and disguised.” In that text, she says, “I speak in an 
inherited voice; it isn’t mine” (27). Sommers bridles at the aloofness and, yes, dis
honesty of the anonymous researcher persona expected of academic writers. Think 
then what a disengagement the demand for an anonymous, impersonal, universally 
interchangeable persona invites in our students. It’s tough enough learning to write 
like ourselves without pretending to write like someone else, especially someone we 
don’t know, someone better educated and thirty years older. Sommers says of her 
own experience, “I simply wasn’t there for my own talk” (27), and that’s a good 
description of what often happens in student writing: they aren’t there for the writ
ing of the works they hand in.

Of course, this is as often a problem of student attitude as it is a pedagogical 
encouragement of disengagement—students can be disengaged in personal essays, 
too. It isn’t necessarily a question of course content or emphasis. The question isn’t 
whether, in James Britton and his colleagues’ terms (81), we have to choose between 
expressive and transactional functions, between the participant role and the specta
tor role in writing, but whether we can find a way to remain the same writer even 
when deploying different strategies and even when shifting focus on our relation
ship to the topic. I think that, when my students encounter difficulty moving from 
the personal essay to the research paper, it hasn’t been because I should have been 
teaching one rather than the other, but because I wasn’t teaching the expressive and 
the transactional, the personal and the academic, as if they were compositions by the 
same author. I was helping to erect barriers to their personal engagement with the 
project.

If I superimpose a transparency of my map of composition over my map of 
nonfiction, I find that the coordinates match. The grids are the same and the chief 
confusions are the competing place names. For example, the personal commitment 
or engagement necessary in composition lines up with an essential element of cre
ative nonfiction, personal presence, the distinguishing characteristic that makes “At 
the Buffalo Bill Museum” by Jane Tompkins more than an academic paper on the 
contents of a museum or “Where Worlds Collide” by Pico Iyer more than a piece of 
journalism on Los Angeles International Airport or “Carnal Acts” by Nancy Mairs 
more than a medical report about the debilitating effects of multiple sclerosis. As in 
the personal and academic writing I may require of my composition students, per
sonal presence is not measured by the degree of the writer’s visibility on the page but 
by the guiding sensibility behind the writing.

So I have another question: Why don’t we see composition as a course in writ
ing nonfiction? I think that nonfiction is more intimately linked with composition 
than we usually acknowledge—that composition and nonfiction are often one and 
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254 College English

the same and that nomenclature shouldn’t get in the way of the use of nonfiction in 
its full range. Like Britton I think the functions of writing are expressive, transac
tional, and poetic and I insist that these are not mutually exclusive—I take Walden to 
be all three simultaneously and I also take it that all the attention to nonfiction does 
is to bring our focus back around to the writer’s perspective in the teaching of writ
ing. Those of us who emphasize expressive writing are nonetheless not simply train
ing people to write diaries and journals; those of us who emphasize transactional 
writing are nonetheless not simply encouraging writers to be detached, disinter
ested, and disengaged in the composing or the effect on readers; those of us who 
emphasize poetic or literary writing (even in nonfiction) are not simply training 
people to consider issues of craft or aesthetics in a vacuum. The reason it’s so diffi
cult to name nonfiction definitively is that the range of artifacts we draw our ex
amples from is so broad, so diverse, so encompassing, the expressive, poetic, and 
transactional elements blending in a vast variety of proportions.

My interest in creative nonfiction grows out of my interest in learning and 
sharing the composing processes that writers of all kinds go through to achieve a 
satisfactory or effective or well-crafted text. Students who write personal essays in 
composition class are writing literary nonfiction, particularly if they push their pieces 
away from the mere recording of personal experience or the mere expression of 
egocentrism into some territory that connects with readers. “Once More to the 
Lake,” no matter what else it is, is also a “How I Spent My Summer Vacation” essay 
with significant modifications and considerably greater reach. But that same kind of 
passion and engagement is also found in the best transactional examples we give our 
students. John McPhee’s passion to figure out how things work or what other people 
know or think underlies everything he writes, even in those pieces where he is not 
obviously present. Students who write transactional essays in composition class are 
writing literary nonfiction, particularly if they push their pieces away from the mere 
recording of researched authority or the mere regurgitation of someone else’s un
derstanding and information.

I think this is a theme we flirt with again and again, in recurring calls to teach 
the essay, in the anthologies of essays and the textbooks encouraging the writing of 
nonfiction forms over the years: The New Strategy of Style by Winston Weathers and 
Otis Winchester, Representing Reality by John Warnock, Fact and Artifact by Lynn 
Bloom, In Depth by Carl Klaus, Rebecca Faery, and Chris Anderson—at least one of 
my bookshelves lines up a thirty-year history of efforts to connect composition and 
creative nonfiction. Or, more significant, an effort to link the composition course to 
contemporary writing.

As I was writing this article, I came across a piece by Emily Hiestand in the 
Atlantic Monthly about visiting sites in the Boston area infrastructure—a lighthouse, 
the Central Artery project, a fish plant, a water recycling plant—which works as 

This content downloaded from
139^ 124 . on4.at on Sat, 30Deo2422 09:18:24 UTC

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 377 of 1031



Naming Nonfiction 255

both a personal essay and travel reportage; it is followed by a William Zinsser piece 
which is similarly about his childhood and about a piece of toy history, the Pennant 
Winner baseball game. Neither of the pieces is far removed, except for expertise in 
craft, from the kind of writing my students do in my First-year Composition or 
Seminar in Writing Nonfiction courses. They exemplify creative nonfiction the way 
we write it now—I see it all the time not only in specialized journals like Fourth 
Genre, River Teeth, and Creative Nonfiction, and in sections of literary journals like the 
Georgia Review and Shenandoah, but also in the New Yorker, Atlantic, Harper's, and a 
wide range of other, more specialized magazines. If this is the kind of writing that’s 
out there, that people write now, why aren’t we encouraging our students not simply 
to read it but to write it—to be apprentice nonfictionists, preparing to join the con
versation? Why can’t they be writing in a viable genre instead of training in a “non
genre” and trying to excel in forms they won’t use after college?

My quarrel with definitions, it turns out, is my quarrel with categorizing and 
compartmentalizing, because of the ways they limit our vision. Maybe the question 
regarding nonfiction and composition isn’t how to infuse nonfiction into the comp 
course. Maybe the question is whether, when we name composition, we aren’t si
multaneously naming nonfiction.

Draft: As I write this article, through draft after draft, I keep imagining a definition 1 can 
live with, or at least imagining that I come up with one. Label this one “Working Draft" or 
“Rough Draft" or even “Zero Draft, " but if you have to tell me what's wrong with it, please 
try to tell me how to make it better, more useful, more accurate, more, well, definitive.

nonfiction n. 1. the expression of, reflection upon, and/or interpretation of observed, 
perceived, or recollected experience; 2. a genre of literature that includes such subgenres 
as the personal essay, the memoir, narrative reportage (a.k.a., literary journalism), and 
expressive critical writing (a.k.a., personal academic discourse, personal cultural criti
cism) and whose borders with other genres and forms (i.e.,journalism, criticism, history, 
etc.) are fluid and malleable; 3. the expressive, transactional, and poetic prose texts gen
erated by students in college composition courses.

Until you do, 1 think Pm going to use it whenever someone asks me to name nonfiction.
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Module 5: Fearless Denouncer: Sol Plaatje, a Self-made Diarist and 

Newspaper Editor | Un dénonciateur sans peur : Sol Plaatje, un auteur 

et rédacteur en chef autodidacte d’un journal 

Director: Lesley Mofokeng (Languages: English, Setswana) 
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It bumped ri ;U1

(one-
J I I f ’apitating two women and wounding three brothers seveni

one not dangerously. 'I he
X ^i)

Thursday, 25 th
Today was somewhat quiet. The Boers appeared to be short ofMauv- 

ammunition. Sniping was not nearly as brisk as it was a mouth or tw< 
ago. At 2 p.m. Mafikeng46 sent me some lovely stew and a few eggs f0) 
my supper in the evening. It arrived just while we were preparing oui 
dinner and the former added to it, just made up, what one might call a 
splendid meal; and it was the same thing with the supper in the evening. 
Raseleye47 kept repeatedly saying that he wondered why we are so lucky 
with food to have it falling into my direction; as it was the second 
anniversary of my wedding we enjoyed it all the more.

Friday, 26th
Malno arrived this morning but has greatly disappointed me as he has 

recently been to Kimberley. Finding the river impassable, he handed his 
despatches to Mr Honey of Skaapdam,48 but he brought me a letter from 
the Imperial Government with the sad news of Ntsala Sakaria’s demise.4 
This is particularly [unfortunate] coming as it does during Ebie’s serious 
indisposition, and I am left to mourn his loss quietly by myself. The letter 
does not state when he died.

Sunday, 28th
The usual thing. In the middle of the morning the tranquillity of the 

neighbourhood was severely marred by the tolling of the warning bell- 
There was such a rush from town as has never . . .so

editorial note
For the townspeople of Mafeking events took a serious turn for the 

worse during the month of January. For the first time the diarist conveys 
a mood of frustration; his attention is drawn increasingly to the civilian 
situation, its pathos and its bitterness. 1 he many diaries kept during the 
period show neither the determined spirit of October and November, 
nor the (somettmes forced) cheerfulness of December. They spcak rather 
of boredom and of growing physical hares up.

Whether or not Plaatje is right about the inexperience of the officers

W
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He also went half-way with them and at dawn they 3TP' 

the place, walking along in broad daylight, the Boers haT"1' 

ready-cocked through the loopholes just waiting for thern * r 
It is a marvellous thing that they were not all killed, for it wfo ? 

self-murder, as they had no cover whatever. The Boers waited u- 
were within a hundred yards — then loosed a hail of bullets an
them. The officers took the lead and skipped towards the arre - 
trench’ — every one of the men following. They jumped on top 
intention of using the bayonets, but found the place too well-roctk 
the purpose. The Boers were meanwhile playing havoc with the eer 
w o were then endeavouring to shoot the Boers through their c-

p o es. They were already without officers when they reached c.j
barrel r rev°lvers even through the loopholes, and onehéàit
lamenrabl ^USer On outside and stuck his bayonet past it. Ir »s; 
amongst th ’ ^eas^ sa^ about it the better. The consternez
amongst men Tnd S° r°oted that it is clearly vi&

women and old and young of both whites and

Saturday, 30th . . .. courC
A West African,87 giving evidence in a city p , j 

described the cause of the proceedings as ‘a h-11 of a sinas , .^ inna’ tb1' 
a real ‘h-11 of a smash’ was the wreck of the charge ofhcc rrOW shdvt 
morning. Such a destruction of the charge office is really a 11 
for the court house. Many or all of the prominent places like 
Weil’s, Dixon’s, the bank, the neat little rondavel of the maiket 
have all taken their turns in the test of ‘Sanaa’s’ dexterity, but t i * -tlg 
house, much to the perfect disgust of the inhabitants who,

Baden-Powell.
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.0

/ at wrecking bmldmgs nnag.ned that, it being the head
/s’ it was their chance of getting the new court they have 

^^^itating for. I believe it’s saved intentionally by the BocrS) 
_been ^jency, like the gaol, has never been hit.

7 f even the subject, the rum of the charge office was just as lamen-
t0 °f‘Sanna’s’ doings, and it was also the occasion of a marvcl- 

0 ‘ d and shook down, the office. It found about 50
1^ nade. B eiuki-tPuseSc^ 1 took shelter in front of the ill-fated building when the 

^tives, W.h° j The many fragments found their way away from the

Chf Lilian beings and only singled out a good young fellow (one 
preset of 88 threW the top of his head away from the body, and left 
of the M*SC ° x’actly where he was: ah this was the work of a second - 
hiln standing e of companions spent a long time
or a lesser peno ness of hls [own] escape. Sheets, half-sheets and

fragments of corrugated iron were scattered all over the street, and they 
did not notice the occurrence till many minutes after.

A deserted young Zulu from the Boers reports that at the unfortunate
burlesque, the fiasco at Game Tree on Tuesday morning, ten Boers were 
killed and ten wounded.89 They say it was Jameson who attacked them.90 
Miss Bezuidenhout’s case91 has not yet been decided: it is further
remanded until Tuesday.

Young Maseloa was buried in their kraal this evening.

Sunday, 3 ht
ColonelandC- N° tbunder and no danëer- The
the Ch’ f mu 1V ^Ommjssær]er were down to settle an issue amongst 

With S’d ° CaUSe ofthe trouble was of course — Thelesho.92
where I 1 ZUm°’ b^yangi93 and Miss Moloza in the afternoon, from 
disputed Went tO bave a close scrutiny of my Dutch friends across the

AYz ’Rian ’n at ? P-m- He99 was half-way at his cups and had a great
y o jections to make. He wondered why the authorities, seeing that

Wo H are Boers, don’t arm all the Barolongs, as they
certainly go and rifle the ‘God-damned brutes away . And also, 

Y the issue of grain has since this morning been so regulated that no

is allowed to buy more than 6d worth at a time.

Alarm-bells.
1 Dutch: ‘old-years day’.
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directed to town. It sent nearly all the merry na
tions. Some lay flat on the ground - it Was gOr ^ns 
fairly put them in memory that their lives were de^ 
sive than their new year’s dresses. ar'

1,1 dift

' aH(]

111 orecr and
%

narrf, 

f<n f

Weil’s this morning. The employers had, - one shell burst near W b bout wcrc ki„e<1
escape and two mule w yard A fragment Mtln^p One burst near the iscerated him which, in short w

one of the labourers a broken waUs completed the total f,W"h tiled him on the spot. was a beastly new 7-pound„,
means ki , v bot today, caused me to leave the Mark
t0daV- Tàe town which

Tuesday, 2nd
The 7-pounder that fired from the east yesterday had been mover 

round to Jackal Tree during the night. It sent a number of shells into the 
stadt early this morning, one of which smashed inside the hut ofMma- 
Mokoloi and emptied its contents on her head. None of the others were 
injured. The baby at her breast was not even shaken. A shell from ‘Sanna- 
hit the east of the stadt, where Ellitson has put up his slaughter-pole since 
the siege,3 and amputated an employee in a most piteous manner - both 

legs and both arms. He died after this.

4

Wednesday, 3rd
yt was not the 7-pounders which killed Rra-Mokoloi’s wife, buta 12- 

pounder. Opinions differ on the point anJ u a. nF and some call it a 9-pounder,
howevet, .ts shells are sa.d to be far more dangerous than any yet used by 

Th n °n *S P°Sted s°mewhere to the west of the stadt.
1 ney have turned their attention away fro™ a. ■ i t a hwe. i ! c i < y m the rooi-neks1^ and nave

decided to knock spots out of the verdomA^ m , Thew u iv u , n c ^raomde* Kaffers’ this morning
1 ney are shelling the stadt from east and west mr collection of Natives from Johannesburg wL " miSCe1^ 
would last but a month or less. They came here a m oughf that the 
was safe enough to spend the month, after whi thought Mah 'in., 
the revolutionized Rand. They are a misc^H f would return to 

lls^^lhneouS coIIection and

Xhosa: ‘friend of mine.’ f Dutch: literally, ‘red-neck’, a nickname given to the British the observed effect of the sun on their necks. 1 bX the Boers, derived from

S Dutch: ‘damned’, ‘blasted’.
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February 1900

Tuesday 6th
Got up this morning and found very lovely weather. ‘Sanna’ started 

7.00 and sent three shells into the town. I got there at 9.00 and metSe 
Stuart who told me that the second shell burst in the Ch- 
Commissioner’s stable and smashed the stable, Whiskey1 and all - poo 
fellow. When I got there I only saw his blood and nothing more of him. 
and a good thing too. A lot of Basutus2 congregated on the spot, arc 
hardly gave him time to die — so much in a hurry were they of getting 
his meat. They undoubtedly deprived the stadt of its best horse, and pur 
me in a fix, as I doubt if poor Whiskey can easily be replaced — they ger 
salted horse.

Getting Whiskey was aagain. I once went to Ph 4 n e °^^uck not likely to present itself 
gening. He was sent there t ^es from here, with David one
or’ pleasure. We had intended ^°rSC and 1 merely accompanied him

woulT C°Urt’ as 1 Went with 6 8 °’clock the next morning
the freVk^ perform the feat o eaVe: We Were confident that David 

me in $M f°rse We found at Phit h^ 1 might accomplish it if he gave me

!ater- < had before ‘"'°
•3^ more than three houP

but this

kc‘pt ch2 
a rest at

C°tr>Pare Llb°n°’ 30 miles
horses ’ Kadou, when C‘ we went to settle a land

Kr^ipane rr five days _ . e Spector of Native Reserves 
æ5’ however notTh/ his horse was having 

° carry him further than
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nine»)e. He

to b{.

not

Motvlong |ie- h'e

come h

: on our return, and he had to nh,

per rail and 1, on Whiskey,,’ "P
l"',‘ ,fl will be able to replace him.’ " ''r,cr- It reniai

Bell was saying, 'Poor creature, 1 was so sorrv c.,

.vcii im" j ° Miki.
‘ whiskey's fate was not our only grief today. The „
„f,.t ol,t to loot cattle returned this morning Th P"'ty °f wh« 
W»table fiasco: it was most successful, though () "X""’" »
fast stage of its realization, but then the whole cart f, n Up '° ,he

They found that the cattle had been moved < i 1 °f app,es caPs^ed. 
that it would be impossible to reach Mafeking on the s"'” f3”™1

kilM in the evening so they finally determined to 
after sunset, and they did so last night. After the herds fin.shed to ™|k 
they went up to the kraal7 and demanded its unconditional surrender. 
They shouted: Coang! Coang! ke tsa Morolong. Janong ga ithloli ele tsa 
Maburu! 8 So saying, they pulled up some poles at the back of the kraal
and started driving some cattle out. About 300 head were outside, when 
someone shouted that more than sufficient cattle were out already, and 
they should come away. Three of the party followed the cattle and the 
seven went for the Boers at the homestead, who had by this time been 
pouring a hail of Mauser bullets on the kraal. Our fellows soon silenced 
the Boers, but remained a little longer in order that the Boers she uld m t 

know, too soon, which way the^cattlefired u a voung
I have forgotten to mention tha nnlking. and he fell on the

Dutchman, who was busy giving ok er * dcld ne,H krid
spot. When they left, they saw ano o^tjielUi for the tire ot our little 
They surely must have w^^^^yere also more than 20 head ot cattle 
band silenced their Mausers. K BOers!
lying about ■ .try

So that it is not I compensation I cattle?
Boer circles; beSJdeS^?+money, but whoH pay^* (o

I preferred his 1S1£1 jy large enoug
Oom Paul’s bill is

out, They I"»' ““id "d"™ 
»ut! °" belong ,lw l,“"s!

■ Tswana: li»»11*ow ^'5^ <s« al» foo',“>‘e °" P
Barolong c^e ’
t Xhosa: ‘self’, Pe
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Carr

,„vbodv. even if the loser prefers money to 20 head ofc1(t|c 
Returning to our subject. we will now devote our attcntj

three fellows who left with the 300 head of cattle. They (|r„vc ( 
thinking that the seven men would eventually overtake them. Th ” 
the cattie till about 3.30 a.m., when they were very close to foS*" 
within two miles of our furthermost trench - when the Boers 1 

the cattle in front. They opened fire on the Boers and fought a de 
battle with good cheer, thinking that their comrades were someth' 

behind, and would hurry up and reinforce them if they heard the sho' 
But this was not the case, and the Boers got the best of the game 
usual.9 Our plucky three fellows had to come home disappointed.

Returning to the seven fellows, they walked on the track of the cattl 
and one of them soon complained of sore feet. To leave him behir. 
would have been too inhumane, and whilst they still went along, a pieci 
of wood struck him in the foot, and they extracted it with some diffi
culty. This delayed them, so that they were never able to get on the track 
of their loot until it slipped out of the hands of the three men, back into 
the grasp of the enemy. They are confident that the pain and piece or 
wood in their comrade’s foot were caused by Native ‘peljase’,*10 by which 
the owner of the farm (P. Lemmert, F.C.f) is protected. He and his family 
wear Native charms, and so do many of the Z.A.R. commandants and 
field-cornets. A Native M.D.11 once got into trouble with his associates 
through having taught one of them how to use ‘dolosse’J

In the evening a chappie of the stadt was struck by a piece of shell on 
the head and is not expected to live. A little boy was out herding cattle 
and some Boer shot him on his forehead and the bullet came out at the 
back of his head. If he was struck by a Martini-Henry, then he would 
have been dead already. But a Mauser bullet being so small, he is still 
breathing.

We have very great difficulty in feeding the Natives.12 There are about 
7,000 of them in the stadt only, besides those at the location and servants 
employed in the town.13 The grain supply is fast running short and it has 
been found necessary to stop giving oats to horses and grind it for human 
food. Its first issue was this morning. There was a general murmur all

A corruption of the Dutch pelsjas, ‘fur skin jacket’.
f Field-cornet.
' Dutch: witch-doctor’s divination bone’ (literally, ‘bone from the foot of an ox or horse’)- 
Knowledge of their use was a carefully protected secret.
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FEBRUARY 1900

I
h we hope by energetK surveilla,u

^^..Hscon'ented tuasses. "'"""ne. 4tl(l

^C^h- ^nC gUU *S g°ing Stron& in west The P 
Jn eut there and this utorning they p<)urc(| a 
%»•» anmnunnon at Fort Ayr." If they had no, been 

jrl, tour months we would have imagined they are effect,,,-' '°' 
We have had hundreds of similar fusillades before and Tl" T’" 

sjt ni anything else but the same as before.

“ Moathloii’5 kindly lent me his Kolbooi* temporarily until I getanorh- 

charger, but I am already tired of him. He is a good horse and’takes the 
bun' as a trippelaar, but is slow - most piteously slow - and requires 

considerable shoving along, which makes one very impatient and causes 
him to lose temper occasionally; particularly as he likes to stop ever, time 
he meets somebody.

The Boers have not done any damage today although there have been 
some marvellously narrow escapades. Kolbooi feeds at the lee or me 
stable outside, and when a shell burst exactly ten yards past the sUc - 
made me think that they are now going to kill every horse I < 
Tighe of the Town Guard came in shortly afterwards, frights aw. . < 
measure. He was a few feet from the place where it burst.

Thursday, 8th r
There was a little rain about 4.00 this morning and t it

cast and
tf”S mWnmg-c°ncerns Pl„m . > T ^°m norrh. 7 hey bring good new. a, fir 

Au San ’ * S °rCeS UT notth;"'but nothing fresh from east and >ouch 
al] day [ g ^ont off during the middle of the morning but was quiet
are al] Car WerC workinK at her all day. I rom todu\ no 
Vj2 owed in town without a pass.'7 There are three cla^ ot Xame^. 

, Permanent employees in town; permanent employees kuit^idc town.
and stadt folk. The former [cluss I] ;itc rc^rcd in die sjihc nidiHUT 
ln Kimberley (the contract ticket) mid w ‘ “ L " '

1 -t... nrocerlure in el.

,alk abdut

don’t quite understand mv r.~ticket from Lekoko and hand it back every mm
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Chapter I
A RETROSPECT

I am black, but comely, o ye daughters of Jerusalem, as 
the tents of Kedar, as the curtains of Solomon.

Look not upon me because I am black, because the sun 
hath looked upon me: my mother’s children were 
angry with me; they made me the keeper of the 
vineyards; but mine own vineyard have I not kept.

The Song of Songs

Awakmg on Friday morning, June 20, 1913, the South 
We f0Und hlmse,f> not actually a slave, but a 

panah m the land of his birth.
f Jhe 4 500 000 black South Africans are domiciled as 

OWS. one and three-quarter millions in locations and 
urh^65’ °Ver a m^lon within municipalities or in 
ovv^a^35’ and near^ a million as squatters on farms 
on ’th Europeans. 7'he remainder are employed either 
E e public roads or railway lines, or as servants by 
saj-0^3*1 ^armers’ qualifying, that is, by hard work and 

to start farming on their own account.
liv Sc^Uatter in South Africa is a native who owns some 

estock and, having no land of his own, hires a farm or3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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gnvu'g ■ 
main Im

irom » Vandowner, to rak(, ,g ’^h'r a his Stock. Hence, thCst 
.e and leer which passej b(H, 
, hard by a" -r'»’'’

liainent during .................... .
the signature of the Govcmoi-Gencral on June I5 ( 
gazetted on June 19, and forthwith came into opératif 
ma\ be here mentioned that on that day Lord Glad ?'11 

signed no fewer than sixteen new Acts of Parliame some of them being rather voluminous - while three d* 
earlier. Uis Excellency signed another batch of eight^ 
which the bulk was beyond the capability of any mort ’1 
read and digest in four days. a to

But the great revolutionary change thus wrought h single stroke of the pen, in the condition of the nati a
not realized by him until about the end of Jnnp a’ Was 
many farm tenancies expire at the end of the hairf & n‘le

«■■I»«« ™ knowingttat „ was
make fresh contracts, some natives unwittingly went to 
search for new places of abode, which some farmers, 
ignorant of the law, quite as unwittingly accorded them. It 
was only when they went to register the new tenancies that 
the law officers of the Crown laid bare the cruel fact that 
to provide a landless native with accommodation was 
forbidden under a penalty of £100, or six months' 
imprisonment. Then only was the situation realized.

Other natives who had taken up fresh places on 
European farms under verbal contracts, which needed no 
registration, actually founded new homes in spite of the 
law, neither the white farmer nor the native tenant being 
aware of the serious penalties they were exposed to by 
their verbal contracts.

t0 the Gover™nent, it must be stated that no 
lawbread æT8 scoured the country in search ° 
been don?S’ ° Prosecute them under this law. Had this 

done, many £100 cheques passed int0

th®

<a

th
û
in
a
t
c
a
a

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 393 of 1031



r°uSht bv 3 
native L
e â■ a rule 
alfy£ar, So 
acticable to 
ty went to 
e farmers, 
ed them. It 
ancies that 
’1 fact that 
ation was 
• months

places o'1 
ieed^1,0

e
nt b^ ant ° bV ,ed tob)

(he Government coffers during that black July, the first 
month after 1 ord Gladstone affixed his signature to the 
\ati'es* i and Act, No. 27 of 1913.

The complication of this cruel law is made manifest by 
the fact that it was found necessary for a high officer of the 
Government to tour the provinces soon after the Act came 
into force, with the object of‘teaching’ magistrates how to 
administer it. A Congress of Magistrates - a most unusual 
thins - was also called in Pretoria to find a way for 
earn ing out the King’s writ in the face of the difficulties 
arising from this tangle of the Act. We may add that nearly 
all the white lawyers in South Africa, to whom we spoke 
about this measure, had either not seen the Act at all, or 
had not read it carefully, so that in both cases they could 
not tell exactly for whose benefit it had been passed. The 
study of this law required a much longer time than the 
lawyers, unless specially briefed, could devote to it, so 
that they hardly knew what all the trouble was about. It 
was the native in the four provinces who knew all about it, 
for he had not read it in books but had himself been 
through its mill, which like an automatic machine ground 
him relentlessly since the end of the month of June. Not 
the least but one of the cruellest and most ironical phases 
- and nearly every clause of this Act teems with irony - is 
the Schedule or appendix giving the so-called Scheduled 
Native Areas; and what are these ‘Scheduled Native 
Areas’?

They are the native locations which were reserved for 
the exclusive use of certain native clans. They are 
inalienable and cannot be bought or sold, yet the Act says 

at in these ‘Scheduled Native Areas’ natives only may 
ofyhland- areas being inalienable, not even members 
° t e clans, for whose benefit the locations are held in 
th S ’ kUy land therein. The areas could only be sold if 

e w ole clan rebelled; in that case the location would be
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confiscated. But as long as Ihe clans of the location reniai

lo\ al to the ( iovcinine
c"* I I 1nt, nobody can buy any land wi||]j

a member of the elan can get a separate tille 
owner in an area let alone a mliveurnsu le, wl„, ha(| 
grown lip among while people ami done all Ins farming „n 
while man's land.

If we exclude the arid tracts of Bcchuanaland, these 
locations appear to have been granted on such a small 
scale that each of them got so overcrowded that much of 
the population had to go out and settle on the farms of 
white farmers through lack of space in the locations. Yet a 
majority of the legislators, although well aware of all 
these limitations, and without remedying any of them, 
legislate, shall we say, ‘with its tongue in its cheek’ that 
only natives may buy land in native locations.

Again, the locations form but one-eighteenth of the 
total area of the Union. Theoretically, then, the 4500 000 
natives may ‘buy’ land in only one eighteenth part of the 
Union, leaving the remaining seventeen parts for the one 
million whites. It is moreover true that, numerically, the 
Act was passed by the consent of a majority of both 
Houses of Parliament, but it is equally true that it was 
steamrolled into the statute book against the bitterest 
opposition of the best brains of both Houses. A most 
curious aspect of this singular law is that even the 
minister, since deceased, who introduced it, subsequently 
declared himself against it, adding that he only forced it 
through in order to stave off something worse. Indeed, it 
is correct to say that Mr Sauer, who introduced the bill, 
spoke against it repeatedly in the House; he deleted the 
milder provisions, inserted more drastic amendments, 
spoke repeatedly against his own amendments, then >n 
conclusion he would combat his own amendments, b) 
calling the ministerial steamroller to support t
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<iO\ eminent and vote for the drastic amendments. I he 
oiih explanation of the puzzle constituted as such by these 
'hot-and-cold' methods is that Mr Sauer was legislating 
for an electorate, at the expense of another section of the 
population which was without direct representation in 
Parliament. None of the non-European races in the 
provinces of Natal, Transvaal and the ‘Free’ State can 
exercise the franchise. They have no say in the selection 
of members for the Union Parliament. That right is only 
limited to white men, so that a large number of the 
members of Parliament who voted for this measure have 
no responsibility towards the black races.

Before reproducing this tyrannical enactment it would 
perhaps be well to recapitulate briefly the influences that 
led up to it. When the Union of the South African Colonies 
became an accomplished fact, a dread was expressed by 
ex-Republicans that the liberal native policy of the Cape 
would supersede the repressive policy of the old 
Republics, and they lost no time in taking definite steps to 
force down the throats of the Union legislature, as it were, 
laws which-the Dutch presidents of pre-war days, with the 
BritistCsuzeramty over their heads, did not dare enforce 
againsCthe native people then under them. With the 
formation of the Union, the Imperial Government, for 
reasons which have never been satisfactorily explained, 
unreservedly handed over the natives to the colonists, and 
these colonists, as a rule, are dominated by the Dutch 
Republican spirit. Thus the suzerainty of Great Britain, 
^ieh under the reign of I ler late Majesty Victoria, of 

cssed memory, was the natives’ only bulwark, has now 
apparently been withdrawn or relaxed, and the 
lea^h^^CanS’ a bloodhounds long held in the 
n^s , use the free hand given by the Imperial Government 
ideq t0 Suard against a possible supersession of Cape 

a s of toleration, but to effectively extend throughout
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I Inion, it would seem that

General Botha ma^ "^^^d by Mr Merriman in 
I ondon promises, u « ‘ , .^c) on the second reading

of the bill inofthebinm i ai". apprchcnsions and concern
endeavoured to . populatlOn. In pursuance of
tor the xxeltaic g won the approbation of a||
th.s po hex’ SJ Hon. H. Burton, a Cape minister, to 
ihe portfolio of Native Affairs. That the appointment was 
a happy one, from the native u V'!W’. became 
manifest when Mr Burton signalized the ushering in of 
Union, by releasing Chief Dinizulu-ka-Cetywayo, who at 
that time was undergoing a sentence of imprisonment 
imposed by the Natal Supreme Court, and by the 
restoration to Dinizulu of his pension of £500 a year. Also,
in deference to the wishes of the Native Congress, Mr
Burton abrogated two particularly obnoxious Natal 
measures, one legalizing the ‘Sibalo’ system of forced 
labour, the other prohibiting public meetings by natives 
without the consent of the Government. These abrogations 
placed the natives of Natal in almost the same position as 
the Cape natives though without giving them the 
franchise. So, too, when a drastic Squatters’ Bill was 
gazetted early in 1912, and the recently formed Native 

ational Congress sent a deputation to interview Mr 
urton in Cape Town; after hearing the deputation, he 
“ X consented to withdraw the proposed measure, 

evicma^ e a^otment °f new locations in which natives 
deferenc^fSU<4? & measure could find an asylum. In further 
which thp\° ° rePresentations of the Native Congress, in

h they were supported by Senators the Hon. W.R
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Schreiner. Colonel Stanford, and Mr Krogh, the (Inion 
Government gazetted another bill in January I9|| 
amend an anomaly which, at (hat time, was peculiar to the 
•Free’ State: an anomaly under which a native can neither 
purchase nor lease land, and native landowners in the 
‘Free’ State could only sell their land to the white people.

The gazetted bill proposed to legalize only in one 
district of the Orange ‘Free’ State the sale of landed 
property by a native to another native as well as to a white 
man, but it did not propose to enable natives to buy land 
from white men. The object of the bill was to remove a 
hardship, mentioned elsewhere in this sketch, by which a 
‘Free’ State native was by law debarred from inheriting 
landed property left to him under his uncle’s will. But 
against such small attempts at reform, proposed or carried 
out by the Union Government in the interest of the 
natives, granted in small instalments of a teaspoonful at a 
time - reforms dictated solely by feelings of justice and 
equity - ex-Republicans were furious.

From platform, press, and pulpit it was suggested that 
General Botha’s administration was too English and 
needed overhauling. The Dutch peasants along the 
countiyside were inflamed by hearing that their gallant 
leader desired to anglicize the country. Nothing was more 
repellent to the ideas of the backveld Dutch, and so at 
small meetings in the country districts resolutions were 
passed stating that the Botha administration had outlived 
its usefulness. These resolutions reaching the press from 
day to day had the effect of stirring up the Dutch voters 
against the ministry, and particularly against the head. At 
this time General Botha’s sound policy began to weaken. 
He transferred Hon. H. Burton, first Minister of Natives, 
to the portfolio of Railways and Harbours, and appointed 
General Hertzog, of all people in the world, to the 
portfolio of Native Affairs.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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which in reality appears to exist only in the fertile 

of the politician. Thus let the new arrival go to one ()f 
the farms in the Bethlehem or Hamsmith districts f()T 
example, and see how willingly the native toils in the fields; 
see him gathering in his crops and handing over the white 
farmer's share of the crop to the owner of the land; watch 
the farmer receiving his tribute from the native tenants, and
see him deliver the first prize to the native tenant who raised 
the largest crop during that season; let him also see both the 
natives and the landowning white farmers following to 
perfection the give-and-take policy of ‘live and let live’, 
and he will conclude that it would be gross sacrilege to 
attempt to disturb such harmonious relations between these 
people of different races and colours. But with a ruthless 
hand the Natives’ Land Act has succeeded in remorselessly 
destroying those happy relations.

hirst of all, General Hertzog, the new Minister of 
Native Affairs, travelled up and down the country 
lecturing farmers on their folly in letting ground to the 
natives; the racial extremists of his party hailed him as the 
right man for the post, for, as his conduct showed them, he 
would soon ‘fix up’ the natives. At one or two places he 
was actually welcomed as the future Prime Minister of the

mon. On the other hand, General Botha, who at that time 
secme to have become visibly timid, endeavoured to 
ingratiate himself with his discontented supporters by 

in travelling to and fro, denouncing 
u c i fanners for not expelling the natives from their
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farms and replacing them with poor whites. This became 
a regular ministerial campaign against the natives, so that 
it seemed clear that if any native could still find « place in 
the land, it was not due to the action of the Government 
In his campaign the Premier said other unhappy things 
which were diametrically opposed to his London speeches 
of two years before; and while the Dutch colonists railed 
at him for trying to anglicize the country, English speakers 
and writers justly accused him of speaking with two 
voices; cartoonists, too, caricatured him as having two 
heads - one, they said, for London, and the second one for 
South Africa.

The uncertain tenure by which Englishmen in the 
public service held their posts became the subject of 
debates in the Union Parliament, and the employment of 
Government servants of colour was decidedly precarious. 
They were swept out of the railway and postal service 
with a strong racial broom, in order to make room for poor 
whites, mainly of Dutch descent. Concession after 
concession was wrung from the Government by 
fanatically Dutch postulants for office, for Government 
doles and other favours, who, like the daughters of the

inister of 
countnr 

nd to 
im tbe 
them, I* 
jlaces

' a b)'

horse-leech in the Proverbs of Solomon, continually cried, 
‘Give, give.’ By these events we had clearly turned the 
comer and were pacing backwards to pre-Union days, 
going back, back, and still further backward to the 
conditions which prevailed in the old Republics, and (if a 
check is not applied) we shall steadily drift back to the 
days of the old Dutch East Indian administration.

The bill which proposed to ameliorate the ‘Free’ State 
cruelty, to which reference has been made above, was 
dropped like a hot potato. Ministers made some wild and 
undignified speeches, of which the following spicy 
extract, from a speech by the Rt Hon Abraham Fischer to 
his constituents at Bethlehem, is a typical sample:3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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30 Native Life In South

‘What is it you want?' he asked. We have passed all u 
coolie1 laws and we have passed all the Kaffir laws. 
“free" Stale has been safeguarded and all her colour |a^ 
have been adopted by Parliament. ^)dt more can thy 
Government do for you?’ And so the Union ship jn (hjs 
reactionary sea sailed on and on and on, unti she struck an 
iceberg - the sudden dismissal of General Hcrtzog.

To the bitter sorrow of his admirers, General Hcrtzog, 
who is the fearless exponent of Dutch ideals, was relieved 
of his portfolios of Justice and Native Affairs - it Was 
whispered as a result of a suggestion from London; and 
then the Dutch extremists, in consequence of their 
favourite’s dismissal, gave vent to their anger in the most 
disagreeable manner. One could infer from their platform 
speeches that from their point of view, scarcely anyone 
else had any rights in South Africa, and least of all the man 
with a black skin.

In the face of this, the Government’s timidity was 
almost unendurable. They played up to the desires of the 
racial extremists, with the result that a deadlock overtook 
the administration. Violent laws like the Immigration Law 
(against British Indians and alien Asiatics) and the 
Natives’ Land Act were indecently hurried through 
Parliament to allay the susceptibilities of ‘Free’ State 
Republicans. No minister found time to undertake such 
useful legislation as the Coloured People’s Occupation 
Bill, the Native Disputes Bill, the Marriage Bill, the 
University Bill, etc., etc. An apology was demanded from 
the High Commissioner in London for delivering himself 
of sentiments which were felt to be too British for the 
palates of his Dutch employers in South Africa, and the 
Prime Minister had almost to apologize for having at 
times so far forgotten himself as to act more like a Crown 
Minister than a simple Africander. ‘Free’ State demands 
ecame so persistent that ministers seemed to have3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 401 of 1031



'%Q.

’ and
Tjntk eit 
heir

Seïan^
’P aH the man

timidity was 
lesires of the 
3ck overtook

,4 Retrospect 3।

forgotten the assurances they gave Uis Majesty’s 
Government in London regarding the safety of Uis 
Majesty's coloured subjects within the Union. They 
trampled underfoot their own election pledges, made 
during the first Union General Election, guaranteeing 
justice and fair treatment to the law-abiding natives.

The campaign, to compass the elimination of the blacks 
from the farms, was not at all popular with landowners, 
who made huge profits out of the renting of their farms to 
natives. Platform speakers and newspaper writers coined 
an opprobrious phrase which designated this letting of 
farms to natives as ‘Kaffir-farming’, and attempted to 
prove that it was almost as immoral as ‘baby-farming’. 
But landowners pocketed the annual rents, and showed no 
inclination to substitute the less industrious ‘poor whites’ 
for the more industrious natives. Old Baas M-, a typical 
Dutch landowner of the ‘Free’ State, having collected his 
share of the crop of 1912, addressing a few words of 
encouragement to his native tenants, on the subject of 
expelling the blacks from the farms, said in the Taal: ‘How 

igration Law 
cs) ^nd the 
ied through

vin^ . _ ha'^

dare any number of men, wearing tall hats and frock coats, 
living in Cape Town hotels at the expense of other men, 
order me to evict my natives? This is my ground; it cost 
my money, not Parliament’s, and I will see them banged 
(barst) before I do it.’

It then became evident that the authority of Parliament 
would have to be sought to compel the obstinate 
landowners to get rid of their natives. And the compliance 
of Parliament with this demand was the greatest 
ministerial surrender to the Republican malcontents, 
resulting in the introduction and passage of the Natives’ 
Land Act of 1913, inasmuch as the Act decreed, in the 
name of His Majesty the King, that pending the adoption 
of a report to be made by a commission, somewhere in the 
dim and unknown future, it shall be unlawful for natives 
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NOTES
1. A contemptuous South African term for British Indians.
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Heureux ceux qui sont morts dans le calme des soirs, 
Avant ces jours affreux de carnage et de haine!
Ils se sont endormis, le coeur rempli d’espoirs, 
Dans un rêve d’amour et de concorde humaine!

Ils n ’ont pas entendu la sinistre remeur 
Qui monte des hameaux consumés par la flamme, 
Ni les cris des enfants et des vierges en pleurs, 
Ni le gémissement des viéillards et des femmes!

Heureaux les morts !
Maurice Kufferath

We parted sadly from these unfortunate nomads of an 
ungrateful and inhospitable country, after advising them to 
trek from the Union into the arid deserts of Bechuanaland. 
n our advice we laid special stress upon the costliness of 

sue an expedition as theirs and upon the many and vaiying 
^gu at10ns to comp]jecj whh, on such a through the 
ourse^ ^ransvaah cost whatever it may, they, like 
better VfF underst°od that as the law stood they would be

° and safer beyond the boundaries of the Union.
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few days m

from here we wmked our way mto (he 
district. I here we saw sonic natives who were 
on pins and needles, their landlords having gi ’1

Tich to consider the advisability 'S 
accepting the new conditions or leaving their ho/^ e’llj 
ad\ ice to these tenants was to accept, fOr the tirJSCS f>/ 
an\ terms offered by thcii landlords, pending bej^ 
1 lis Majesty the King; we also passed through a J 

w here the white farmers were visibly sympathy- the harried natives. Some of the white fa æ 

accepting natives as tenants on their farms i the law. We naturally thanked these for their h ^e^Iance r' 
went our way, promising never to d’ Urnanityan 
magnanimity to the Government officii 1SCl°Se tK; 
suddenly happened?’ one of these landlord ‘Wha‘ ha< 
were living so nicely with your neon, °^S asked ‘w the law unsettle them in this manner?^ WhV sho^

We may here mention that a fortnight later we were in 
General Botha’s constituency in the Transvaal. A few days 
before we arrived there a meeting of white farmers was 
held at one of the Dutch farmhouses at which it was 
resolved to take the fullest advantage of the new law, 
which had placed the entire native population in the hands 
of the farmers. It was further resolved that a Kaffir who 
refused to become a servant should at once be consigned 
to the road.

A similar resolution was passed at another meeting of 
landlords at another place. Part of the proceedings of this 
meeting was reported in some, though not all, of the Dutch 
newspapers. Without breaking our promise not to disclose 
even*^68 u 'an<N°rds who felt it a duty to resist injustice, I 

Mr X lt bears ^e garb of law, we will mention 

between the am\er’ of the fam -, near Thingumajig 
meeting stati^Tm^ ~ river “ • Proteste^ atjt0 

g that the Transvalers were not compel
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, \ iehf With 1,1C ^flcrcrs .

(|h' tm”'cs °1”’ and ,h:” ,hcv u v,e on,y debarred from 
n'f\f am m'" name tenants; that it was wk kcd to expel 
’^"dn* lb'»11 lbe fa”n ,O' n° rcason whatever, and so make 
f ^homeless, since he could not, if evicted, go either to 
^"mIicv <ann °’ !° h'S pluee. Lor expressing his
*V\ v$ so frankly Mt X was threatened by his compatriots 
'K1 physical violence! His opponents also said that, if he 

tinned to harbour Kaffirs on his farm as tenants, they 
Could hold him responsible for any stock that they might

The incidents of the meeting were related to the 
Tdves by Mr X himself. He told the natives, further, that 
he would go to the expense of fencing his farm with the 
Stives inside, so that they may be out of the reach of his 
nau>^ .it 
infuriated neighbours.

\Ve spent the next night in some native huts on a farm 
in the district of Hoopstad. On that occasion we met a man 
who had had a month’s notice to leave his farm, and was 
going from farm to farm in search of a new place. He had 
heard alarming stories about evictions wherever he went. 
During that evening we were treated to some more pitiful 
stories concerning the atrocities of the wretched Land Act. 
Many native wanderers had actually passed that farm 
during the preceding few days, trudging aimlessly from 
place to place in search of some farmer who might give 
them a shelter. At first they thought the stories about a new 
law were inventions or exaggerations, but their own 
desperate straits and the prevailing native dislocation soon 
taught them otherwise.

The similarity in the experiences of the sufferers would 
make monotonous reading if given individually, but there 
are instances here and there which give variety to the 
painful record, and these should yield the utmost 
satisfaction to the promoters of the Act, in proving to them 
the fell measure of their achievement. One example of 
these experiences was that of a white farmer who had3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Native Life In South

x .• , in another district to com 
.ndueed a thriftyna' 1 ,,ct wns duly executed 
tarm ou lus estate . I Ih । tha( (l
the end of May W H J l^ • ga„lering 
n""C oxer lo the n• I |(j |alKj|ord, which he did???1 
sharing them wi t arrjva|5 however, the
P','f ''pXtuHde towards him aroused his suspicion*': 
landloulsatt |lrn,ed when, after some hesitat’i/ 
TTf'Otk,rdCtold hi'11 ,hat the'r contract was i||e? 
Havinüaîready left his old place the legal embargo Was 
a so against his return there and so his only course Was 
leave "that place and wander about with his stock and 
family. They went in the direction of Kroonstad, and they 
have not been heard of since.

The next example is that of the oldest man in the ‘Free’ 
State. He had been evicted (so we were told during that 
evening on the farm) along with his aged wife, his grey
headed children, the children’s children and 
grandchildren. We may here add that we read a 
confirmation of this case in the English weekly newspaper 
of Harrismith. The paper’s reference to this case will also 
illustrate the easy manner in which these outrageous 
evictions are reported in white newspapers. There is no 
reference to the sinister undercurrent and hardships 
attending these evictions. The paper in question, the 
Harrismith Chronicle, simply says:

Z
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other means c
the case of tl 
people quick!;
Seme, a nativ

At the sam 
a conversatic
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AN ANCIENT COUPLE. A venerable Native whose age is no 
less than 119 years, accompanied by his wife, aged 98, and a 
son who is approaching 80, left Harrismith on Tuesday by train 
for Volksrust. The old man acquired some property in 
Transvaal, and is leaving this district to start a new home with 

as much interest in the venture as if he were a stripling 
twenty. The old lady had to be carried to the train, but the 
man walked fairly firmly. The aged couple were the centr

?°M the nat 
legally c

nd hand r 
>rkfOOVc

r

is er^>- J
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h.e jn these days of rapid change that in the departure 
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Kt i man who was born in I 794, and has lived in no less 
' three centuries of time. Good luck Io them both; may they 

live long and prosper!
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as a matter of fact, this ‘ancient couple’ had not left 
b^Tree' State of their own free will. Their stock had 

JXn expelled from their grazing areas, and they were told 

that they could only continue to graze if the centenarian 
tenant agreed to supply a certain number of labourers to 
work on the landowner’s farm and with his sons ceased to
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do any ploughing as tenants. This system of sharing the 
crops'has been followed ever since the Boers planted 
themselves in the ‘Free’ State, and the family had had no 
other means of support. Happily the aid of Providence in 
the case of this ‘ancient couple’ was speedy, as the old 
people quickly found an asylum on the farm of Mr P. Ka I. 
Seme, a native solicitor in the Transvaal.

At the same place on the same evening we were told of 
a conversation between a well-known Dutchman and a 
native. ‘The object of this law,’ said the burgher, ‘is to 
goad the natives into rebellion, so that the Government 
may legally confiscate what little ground was left to them, 
dfid hand over the dispossessed Kaffirs and their families 
to work for the farmers, just for their food.’ The policy of 
goading the natives into rebellion is not wholly foreign to 

onial policy; but the horrible cruelty to which 
J^tock,s exposed under the new Act is altogether a new 
ref^æ Solomon says, ‘The righteous man 
^ic^ life his beast, but the tender mercies of the
3ib]e are crueif but there is a Government of professed 

readers which, in defiance of all scriptural precepts,3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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i- .^c n section of the t< 
passes a law which pennh < ills, horses and donl/4' 
along w ith then oxen. ‘ •• ()Wncrs. I he penalty 
account ot the colour o of £|0() on a landowner 
(Section 5) imposes a farm; alK] if aftcr the 
accommodates a native()n ())e farm tq 
paid the native leaves^ ( be a(1 additional flne ()f 
for a fresh place, mew rcmain ()n >
every day that the ininiediately and be kept nwln 
Thev must take me * of starvatlon? or
d--» and l’i8'^b^^ Section '’from ”ur^"n 
owner (who i- disposes of them to a white ma»

tv to dumb animals is as unwarranted as iti, 
SUC1Zntedy It reads cruel enough on paper, but 

unTTot the reader had accompanied us on one joume; 
X during the cold snap in the first week in August, when 
S travelled from Potchefstroom to Vereemging, and had 
seen the flocks of those evicted natives that we met. We 
frequently met those roving pariahs, with their hungry 
cattle and wondered if the animals were not more 
deserving of pity than their owners. It may be the cattle's 
misfortune that they have a black owner, but it is certainly 
not their fault, for sheep have no choice in the selection of 
a colour for their owners, and no cows or goats are ever 
asked to decide if the black boy who milks them shall be 
their owner, or but a herd in the employ of a white man, 
so why should they be starved on account of the colour of 
their owners? We knew of a law to prevent cruelty to 
animals, but had never thought that we should live to meet 
in one day so many dumb creatures making silent appeal 
to Heaven for protection against the law. ‘What man has 
nerve to do, man has not nerve to see,’ and oh! if those 
gifted Parliamentarians could have been mustered here to 
witness the wretched results of one of their fine day5 
work for a fine day’s pay! But ‘they bind heavy burdens
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retire to the quiet of (heir comfortable rInoIl,nH îl s ? more rest than is due to toilers who have 
.c to enhv 1 .

7both God and humanity.
. samc night in Hoopstad District we were 

(hc visit of a Dutch farmer in the middle of 
also 1 qi ; to his native tenants. One of the natives - 
June kcabde - was rather old. His two sons are delving 
named K^mines ofJohannesburg, and return home each 
in the • e to help the old man and their two young sisters

to do the ploughing. The daughters tend the fields ana 
Kgabale looks after the stock. By this means they have 
been enabled to lead a respectable life and to pay the landowner fifty percent of the produce every year bZia« 
*e taxes levied by the Government on nat^ Æ 

v-eeks before our visit, the farmer came to'cancel 

Kgabale s verbal contract with him and to turn the family 
into unpaid servants, in return for the privilege of 
squatting on his farm. As Kgabale himself was too old to 
work the farmer demanded of him that his two sons 
should return immediately from Johannesburg to render 
manua, s«™ce on his farm, failing which, the old man 
should forthwith betake himself from the place. He <.ave

• goats are t 
s them sM 
>f a whites 
tfthe^

L -Jü

.1
F
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° 4^

Kgabale seven days to deliver his two sons
Naturally this decision came upon Kgabale and 

daughters hke a bolt from the blue. The poor old man 
wandered from place to place, trying to in som 
and it took him two days to do so - who could write, so a 
to dictate a letter to his sons in Johannesburg, 
landlord, in a very abusive mood, again eman 
instant arrival of his two sons from Johannes ur»’ 

commence work at the farmhouse the very next 
Kgabale spent the whole night praying that at eas 
his sons might come. By daybreak next 
answer had arrived, and the Dutchman came an3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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ld „K.n-s '"K stS' ‘o see thc 
iht'p < |t was < ..nncrs driven in this way fr. t;

■«1^' <l^y h a calamity could have been mJ
> ,cC . course, sud the next farm and there 
"'‘'"'i'nlerablc by £f his sons; but now, under j" 

anival andsympathetic landowner would ' 
v.«i,es' Land M for a single day. So Kgabale w*
Jnnilted to sl,el‘ein the direction of Klerksdorp. 
said to bay gon ived a week after the catastrophe. ne

Ol,e °f ‘ w home in ruins, and that his aged parents ar1C 
fol"’d Kei had become victims of the turpitude of ÿ 

‘“« S— The ». 1» «O*
acmssthe Vaal, but it was not known if they succeeded» 
finding the refuge which the law had made unlawful.

Among the squatters on the same farm as Kgabale was 
a widow named Maria. Her husband in his life time had

<>v

°0 y^1 
dri'

ard^i 

anyne^ 
they wer

lived as a tenant on the farm, ploughing in shares until his 
death. After his death Maria kept on the contract and made 
a fair living. Her son and daughter, aged fourteen and 
sixteen respectively, took turns at herding her cattle and
assisting the mother in other ways. During the ploughing 
season, they hired assistance to till the fields, but they 
themselves tended and reaped the harvest and delivered 
1/ Pe^cent °f Pæduce to the landowner. Such were 
farm00^^-0^ °n was allowed to live on the
was honeTk a w^ow’ her son being but a youth, it 

terms for her- h r ° Jandl°rd would propose reasonably 
dispose of her t ln^tea^’ his proposal was that she shoul 
I his sinister nmnC Venture her children to hi^

expect nativpT! makes evident that farmers no 
actually Wjsh h 0 render them free labour, but the)

Und h difficult to ‘° breed slaves for them. 
t0 c°mply with her landlord’s den^
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as she had no husband, from wh exacted, the Dutchman ordered her m , ab<,llr could u added withan oath, ‘you must ^noth^ T J he

* — Â

reatch your
next place of abode, as the law will not permit 

to stay there till you have a man to work for the Baas.’ 
>ou2iVen this counsel the landlord is said to have set 

"Maria’s thatched cottage, and as the chilly 
^^theaster blew the smoke of her burning home towards 
the northwest, Maria, with her bedclothes on her head, and 
on the heads of her son and daughter, and carrying her 
three-year-old-boy tied to her back, walked off from the 
farm, driving her cows before her. In parting from the 
endeared associations of their late home, for one blank 
and unknown, the children were weeping bitterly. Nor has 
any news of the fate of this family been received since 
they were forced out on this perilous adventure.
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Introduction

Sol Plaatje’s life
By any standards Sol Plaatje (1876-1932) lived a remarkable life. From humble 
beginnings he rose to become one of the most important political and literary 
figures of his generation, making his name as a journalist, writer and spokesman 
for his people. His was one of the most powerful and eloquent voices that spoke 
out against the policies of South Africa’s rulers in the early decades of the twentieth 
century. In contrast to those who promoted segregation he was inspired by a vision 
of a common society in which race and colour were no bar to full participation in the 
life of the country. He was a pioneer in the little known history the African press, a 
prolific journalist, a founder and first General Secretary of the South African Native 
National Congress, and author of a number of books - Native Life in South Africa, a 
hard-hitting statement on the rights of the African people, and Mhudi, the first full- 
length novel in English by a black South African, being the best known.6 He had a 
passionate interest in Setswana and wrote books in this field too, doing all he could to 
preserve its integrity, collecting proverbs, folk tales and praise poems, and translating 
a number of Shakespeare’s plays.7

6 Sol T. Plaatje, Native Life in South Africa Before and Since the European War and the Boer Rebellion 
(London, P.S. King & Son, 1916); Sol T. Plaatje, Mhudi: An Epic of South African Native Life a Hundred Years 
Ago (Lovedale, Lovedale Press, 1930).

7 Solomon Tshekisho Plaatje and Daniel Jones, Â Sechuana Reader in International Phonetic 
Orthography (with English Translations) (London, University of London Press, 1916); Solomon T. Plaatje, 
Sechuana Proverbs with Literal Translations and Their European Equivalents (London, Kegan Paul, Trench, 
Trübner & Co, 1916); Sol T. Plaatje, Diphosho-phosho (Comedy of Errors) (Morija, Morija Printing Works, 
1930); Solomon Tshekisho Plaatje, Dintshontsho Tsa Bo-Juliuse Kesara (Julius Caesar) (Johannesburg 
Witwatersrand University Press, 1937). '

Born a Morolong to a Tswana-speaking Christian family, adherents of the Berlin 
Missionary Society, Plaatje received no more than a primary education before securing 
his first proper job as a messenger, and then a letter carrier, with the Post Office in 
Kimberley. Here he found himself part of a cosmopolitan African community, drawn 
from all corners of southern Africa, and he taught himself the languages he needed 
to become a court interpreter, one of the best-paid positions open to Africans at that 
time. Taking up a job in 1898 as clerk and interpreter to the magistrate in Mafikeng, 
some 200 miles to the north, the following year he was caught up in the famous siege 
which began on the outbreak of the South African War. The diary he then wrote, in
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1'nglish, covering the period tiom October 1899 to March 1900, is lhcon|
diary from thcwai to have been written by a black South African/ UrVlv’ng

or
ror

After the war he became editor ol an English/Setswana weekly Hc 
komn/n eu (Ucchuiitui (nKcltch financed by Silas Molcma, a Rm i
who was both fi iend and pation. With this plallorm he emerged as a spo^. 11 
the Barolong, lor I'swana speaking people more generally, and, as time went 1 
a wider constituency beyond this. When Koraiita folded he returned to kn 1°’ 

became editor of another newspaper, 7su/r/ cr/ Havana (I 'rii nd of the licdnifu^^ “ 
was instrumental in the formation ol the South African Native National ( f„ 
191 2, attending its inaugural conference in Bloemfontein. Appointed its fin., 11

8 Originally published as John I.. Comaroif (ed.), The lioer War Diary of Sol T. Pl““'N ' ^'|h
al Mafeking (Undon, Macmillan, 1973); the most recent edition is John Conwroffand Brian W11 |phjlip,
Solomon Molema and Andrew Reed (cds). The Mafeking Diary of Sol T Plaatje (Cape town, l’avw
1999).

secretary, he played a key role in the Congress’s campaign against the Natives 1. ' 
Act of 1913, which imposed drastic restrictions on African land purchase f|, |[ 
travelled to England in 1914 as a member of a delegation aiming to persuade th 
British imperial government to intervene and disallow the legislation.

On the outbreak of the First World War the SANNC recalled the deputation hut 
Plaatje stayed on in order to complete his book Native Life in South Africa. In this he 
set out his case against the Land Act, appealing to the British public for support in 
his campaign. Returning home in 1917, he sought without success to resuscitate his 
newspaper, which had ceased publication in 1915, but established a local branch of 
the Brotherhood, an interdenominational religious and social organisation he had 
encountered in England. He was offered but declined the presidency of the South 
African Native National Congress when John Dube, its first President, resigned in 
May 1917.

Plaatje returned to England in 1919 as the leader of a second Congress 
delegation: it again failed to persuade the imperial government to intervene in South 
Africa’s affairs. Instead of returning home, however, he travelled to North America 
to publicize the black South African cause, to try to raise funds for several of his 
projects, and to try to find a publisher for his novel, Mhudi. After another year spent 
in England between 1922 and 1923 he finally returned to South Africa, late that year.

Forced to accept that there was now no longer any prospect of external 
intervention in South Africa’s affairs, Plaatje returned to domestic politics, but more 
as an individual spokesman than as part of any organisation. He wrote extensively 
for the newspapers of the day, both black and white, and spoke out against the 
governments plans to introduce legislation that aimed to further divide black from 
white. Never a believer in strike action or extra-legal methods, he participated m the 
‘Native conferences’ that the government convened in the 1920s, resisting to the la>t 
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the government’s attempts to secure the agreement of the more moderate African 
leaders for their segregationist plans.

In the late 1920s, appalled by (he scourge of alcohol and alcoholism, and a believer 
in moral regeneration, he became involved in the work of the Independent Order of 
True Templars. But increasingly he focussed his energies on Setswana, seeking to 
protect and to preserve his native language in the face of the threats it faced, arguing 
forcefully against government-sponsored attempts to reform the orthographies of 
African languages. He worked on new versions of two books he had written in London 
in 1916, on a new dictionary for Setswana, and on his Shakespeare translations; 
Diphosho-phosho, his translation of The Comedy of Errors, was published in 1930. 
Another book, his English-language novel, Mhudi, was published in the same year 
by the Lovedale Press.

Plaatje died in Johannesburg in June 1932, on a trip to arrange the publication 
of his Tswana manuscripts. He was buried in Kimberley three days later, his funeral 
attended by over a thousand people. The speeches made at his graveside, and the 
obituaries that followed, all testified to the impact his life had had on those around 
him, both black and white. Vere Stent, fellow veteran of the siege of Mafeking, and 
a well known journalist, called him simply “one of the greatest of the sons of South 
Africa”; the Rev. Z. Mahabane, until recently President of the African National 
Congress, spoke of Plaatje’s enormous achievements as writer, orator and leader. 
“A great patriot”, he said, “he devoted his great talents to the service of his people 
and country.” David Ramoshoana and Clement Doke, enthusiasts for his work 
on Setswana, extolled his contribution to its literature, anxious this should not be 
forgotten amid the praise for his other achievements.

Plaatje’s legacy
There is a striking contrast between Plaatje’s prominence in his own lifetime and the 
public amnesia that set in after his death. Although there was talk of a biography, 
none appeared and the memory of his life and work largely disappeared from view. 
He was one of many casualties of South Africa’s capacity - particularly during the 
years of apartheid - to obscure and distort its own past, to neglect the lives of those 
whose ideals did not fit the new narratives of separate development.

It has only been since the 1980s and 1990s, and South Africa’s political 
transformation, that Plaatje’s public memory has been reclaimed, that he has 
emerged from the shadows of South Africa’s past. His tombstone in Kimberley, and 
his house in Angel Street, were declared national monuments, and a Sol Plaatje Trust 
set up to perpetuate his legacy. Awards and honours have been heaped upon him: an 
honorary doctorate from the University of the North West; the Order of Luthuli in 
Gold, South Africa’s highest award, in recognition of his dedication “to the cause of 
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restoring the dignity of oppressed South Africans and exceptional contribution 
the struggle for a free and democratic South Africa”. Prizes for poetry and translatif 
have taken his name, as have schools and streets in various towns and cities, abf 
with the headquarters building of the Department of Basic Education in Pr^f' 
In Kimberley, a statue was erected in 2010, unveiled by President Jacob Zuma on the 
occasion ot the 98’h anniversary of the foundation of the African National Congress 
In 2014, perhaps most fittingly of all, on a site adjacent to where he used to live apj 
work, the new Sol Plaatjc University opened its doors to its first cohort of students?

Public memorialisation was preceded by considerable academic interest from 
both historians and literary scholars. In the 1970s historians, and some political 
scientists, many of them from outside South Africa, sought to uncover the origins 
and early history of African political movements, particularly the African National 
Congress, by this time a banned organisation. In this early history Plaatje played an 
important part. Little attention was paid, however, to the social origins of Plaatje and 
his generation of leaders, and the picture that emerged of African political life was 
curiously lifeless, neglectful of the lives and motivations, and wider interests, of the 
individuals involved.10

9 For Plaatje’s post-1990s memorialisation, see particularly Peter Limb, “Sol Plaatje Reconsidered: 
Rethinking Plaatje s Attitudes to Class, Gender, Nation and Empire”, African Studies, 62, 1, 2003, pp.33-52, 
and Gabrielle Leflaive, “Sol Plaatje: Memory and History in South Africa (1932-2013). From Oblivion 10 
National Recognition (unpublished MA thesis, Université Paris-Sorbonne, 2014, available at http://'^v 
gabrielle-lcflaive.net/, consulted 4 January 2016).

10 Important examples of this work on the history of African political movements include PUer 
Walshe, The Rise of African Nationalism in South Africa: The African National Congress, 1912-1952 ( Berkeley. 
University of California Press, 1971) and Thomas Karis and Gwendolen M. Carter (eds). From Protest to 
Challenge: A Documentary History of African Politics in South Africa 1882-1964, especially Volume I: Pt0^ 
and Hope 1882-1934, edited by Sheridan Johns III (Stanford, Hoover Institution Press, 1972).

11 Brian Willan, Sol Plaatje: A Biography: Solomon Tshekisho Plaatje 1876-1932 ( Johannesburg. ‘u 
Press, 1984); see also, Brian Willan, Sol Plaatje: A Life of Solomon Thekisho Plaatje, 1876-1932 (AucW^ 
Park, Jacana, 2018). J

It was therefore difficult to make connections between this kind of political 
history and the portrait of the young Plaatje that came with the discovery and 
publication of his diary of the siege of Mafeking in 1973. Written in English, it was 
a remarkably perceptive, sophisticated piece of work, hailed as providing an entirely 
new perspective on the South African War - but serving only to emphasize the gaps 
that remained in what was known of Plaatje’s life both before and after it was written. 
The debates it sparked off were more to do with such issues as the extent of black 
participation in a “white man’s war”, or how Baden-Powell treated black refugees in 
Mafikeng, than with Plaatje’s own life and thought, or the characteristics of the diary 
as literary artefact.

Some of these gaps were filled in Brian Willan’s Sol Plaatje: A Biography, 
published in 1984, which aimed to provide a more rounded account of Plaatje’s life 
than was available hitherto.11 Since then, in South Africa and elsewhere, historical
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scholarship has been far more receptive to the value of biography.12 A number of new 
biographies of Plaatje's contemporaries have been published, and they have provided 
an important new comparative context for an understanding of his life - especially 
those of people Plaatje knew well like D.D.T. Jabavu, J.T Gumede, John Dube, A.B. 
Xuma, Pixley ka Isaka Seme.11 New biographies of people Plaatje encountered during 
his travels overseas - for example Daniel Jones, W.E.B. Du Bois, John W. Cromwell 
- have added similarly to an understanding of the range of contacts he developed 
outside South Africa, and of the ideas he was exposed to.14

12 Subsequently published biographies of Plaatje include Maureen Rall, Peaceable Warrior: The Life 
and Times of Sol T. Plaatje (Kimberley, Sol Plaatje Educational Trust, 2003); Sabata M. Mokae, The Story of 
Sol T. Plaatje (Kimberley, Sol Plaatje Educational Trust, 2010); Seetsele Modiri Molema, Lover of His People: 
A Biography of Sol Plaatje (translated and edited by D. S. Matjila and Karen Haire) (Johannesburg, Wits 
University Press, 2012).

13 Catherine Higgs, The Ghost of Equality: The Public Lives of D.D. T. jabavu of South Africa, 1885-1959 
(Athens, Ohio University Press, 1997); Raymond van Diemel, In Search of “Freedom, Fair Play and Justice": 
Josiah Tshangana Gumede, 1867-1947: A Biography (Belhar, the author, 2001); Heather Hughes, The First 
President: A Life of John L. Dube, Founding President of the ANC (Auckland Park, Jacana, 2011); Steven Gish, 
Alfred B. Xuma: African, American, South African (New York, NYU Press, 2000); Peter Limb (ed.), A.B. Xuma: 
Autobiography and Selected Works (Cape Town, Van Riebeeck Society, 2012); Bongani Ngqulunga, The Man 
Who Founded the ANC: A Biography of Pixley ka Isaka Seme (Century City, Penguin SA, 2017).

14 B.S. Collins and Inger Mees , The Real Professor Higgins: The Life and Career of Daniel Jones (Berlin, 
Mouton de Gruyter, 1989); David Levering Lewis, W. E. B. Du Bois, 1868-1919: Biography of a Race (New 
York, Henry Holt, 1993); David Levering Lewis, W E. B. Du Bois: The Fight for Equality and the American 
Century 1919-1963 (New York, Henry Holt, 2000); Adelaide M. Cromwell, Unveiled Voices, Unvarnished 
Memories: The Cromwell Family in Slavery and Segregation, 1692-1972 (Columbia, Miss., University of 
Missouri Press, 2007).

15 Khumisho Moguerane, “A History of the Molemas, African Notables in South Africa, 1880s to 
1920s” (unpublished D.Phil thesis, University of Oxford, 2014).

As well as paying greater attention to individual biographies, historians have 
been readier than before to engage with the salience of ethnic identity in influencing 
attitudes and actions, significantly qualifying earlier nationalist narratives. Khumisho 
Moguerane, for example, investigating the history of the Molema family, with 
whom Plaatje was closely associated, finds, in the first decade of the 20th century at 
least, an overriding commitment to the interests of both the Barolong polity and a 
■wider Tswana language community.15 This has opened the way to a more nuanced 
consideration of the question of personal identity, taking account - in the case of 
both Plaatje and the Molemas - of both African and European sensibilities, of culture 
as well as class. Modiri Molemas own short biography of Plaatje, written in the 1960s 
but not published until 2012, gives eloquent expression to the cultural values the two 
men shared.

Perhaps the achievement for which Plaatje is most remembered is his campaign 
against the Natives Land Act of 1913 and the case he set out in Native Life in South 
Africa. His view of the Land Act has been extraordinarily influential, and the opening 
words of Native Life in South Africa justly famous: “Awaking on Friday morning,
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June 20, 1913, the South African Native found himself, not actually a slave, bu 
pariah in the land of his birth.” Such a cataclysmic view has long coloured pertept|f) ’ 
of the impact of the Land Act, and since the 1990s it has often been invoked as |ln, 
restitution has risen upthc political ageiula-particidarlyat the time <>f (he centenilr'y 

of the passage ot the l and Act in 2013.
The centenary also led historians to take a closer interest in the Land Act itself^ 

to the historical context and background to contemporary debates. In an importanr 
article William Beinart and Peter Delius point out that the Land Act was not so mUch 
a fundamental cause of land dispossession as culmination of a historical process that 
had already taken place, more of a statement of intent about segregation on the |anr| 
than an instrument of achieving it.16 That such a reminder was necessary is in a way 
a tribute to the strength of the campaign that Plaatje mounted, and to the efficacy of 
his strategic focus upon the iniquity of a particular piece of legislation as a means of 
gaining the support of the British public to whom, in Native Life in South Africa and 
in hundreds of meetings up and down the country, he set out his case.

16 William Beinart and Peter Delius, “The Historical Context and Legacy of the Natives Land Act of 
1913”, Journal of Southern African Studies, vol 40, no. 4, August 2014, pp. 667-688. See also, in the same issue. 
Sandra Swart, “‘It Is As Bad To Be a Black Man’s Animal As It Is To Be a Black Man” - The Politics of Species 
in Sol Plaatje’s Native Life in South Africa”, pp. 689-706.

17 T.J. Couzens, Sol Plaatje s Mhudi, Journal of Commonwealth Literature, Vol 8, no 1, June 19/ ?: 1 
Dark Side of the World: Sol Plaatje’s Mhudi", English Studies in Africa, vol 14 no 2 pp 187-203; Stephen W. 
“Sources of the First Black South African Novel in English”, Munger Africana Notes, December 1976; S. Grav. 
Plaatje s Shakespeare”, English in Africa, Vol 4, No 1, March 1977.

18 See, for example, Laura Chrisman, Rereading the Imperial Romance: British Imperialism and 
African Resistance in Haggard, Schreiner, and Plaatje (Oxford, Oxford University Press, 2000); 1 )avid Johnson. 

Lneraturc- for the Rainbow Nation; The Case of Sol Plaatje’s Mhudi", Journal of Literary Studies. vol l0> ’ 
994; Myrtle Hooper. Re-writing History: The ‘Feminism’ of Mhudi”, English Studies in Africa. vol L 

1992. ‘

In recent years literary scholars have devoted considerably more attention to Plaatje 
than the historians. The first of his works to be rehabilitated was his novel, Mhudi, 
where the scholarship of Tim Couzens and Stephen Gray engaged with it seriously 
for the first time - Couzens exploring the hitherto largely unrecognised political 
dimensions to the novel, Gray the literary sources upon which Plaatje drew.1" In 
subsequent work they sought to elucidate the ways in which Plaatje drew upon 
oral tradition, exploiting the form of the historical novel, or romance, to present an 
entirely new view of African history, culture and agency. Over the next two decades 
there was an explosion of literary criticism, a number of new editions of the text were 
published and Mhudi gained near-canonical status. Critics found in it a text for the 
new South Africa, highlighting its democratic credentials, its re-writing of history 
from a black perspective, its roots in oral history, the feminism of its heroine.lb Today
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A further issue that has engaged literary scholars, since the 1990s, has been 
I la. k s c . tion to Shakespeare, prompted by the efforts he devoted to translating 
Shakespeare into Setswana, and the thoughts he ventured on the subject in his 
conti ibution to mfessor I. Gollancz’s tercentenary A Hook of Homage to Shakespeare 
in 1916. In Shakespeare m South Africa David Johnson made the case for a hegemonic 
Shakespeare, complicit in a global process of cultural imperialism.20 He saw Plaatje, 
among other people, as being in Shakespeare’s thrall, victim of an all-encompassing 
cultural order of which Shakespeare was the supreme symbol and manifestation. 
Since then others have been more inclined to recognize Plaatje’s agency, and the 
ways he used Shakespeare for his own purposes - whether to mobilize Shakespeare’s 
cultural capital in support of his political agenda, or to draw upon his plays to help 
regenerate Setswana, fitting Shakespeare into his own frame of reference.21

Plaatje s Shakespeare translations have themselves been the subject of growing 
interest. Only two, Diphosho-phosho (The Comedy of Errors) and Dintshontsho tsa 
bo Juliuse Kesare (Julius Caesar), were ever published - in 1930 and 1937 respectively 
- although he is known to have completed at least four others. Opinion about the 
wisdom of even embarking upon such a project was sharply divided. While fellow 
Africans and Tswana scholars and readers took his translations as proof of the ability 
of Setswana to encompass Shakespeare’s meaning, and to have inspired Plaatje to 
explore the riches of his own language, most whites who took an interest tended to 
think Plaatje was, at best, wasting his time, or at worst laying claim to something that 
no African had any business to be concerned with.22

Recent scholarship has been much readier to recognise the scale of Plaatje’s 
achievement in his engagement with Shakespeare. Professor Shole J. Shole, for 
example, was struck by Plaatje’s “excellent, idiomatic style” and “his rich vocabulary 
and highly imaginative use of language”, his success in matching the tone of the 
original. Arguably “translation” is not the right word for Plaatje’s approach given 
the way he transposed Shakespeare from one cultural context into another. He took

19
20
21

Israel Gollancz (ed.), Book of Homage to Shakespeare (London, Oxford University Press, 1916).
David Johnson, Shakespeare in South Africa (Oxford, Oxford University Press, 1996).
See particularly David Schalkwyk and Lerothodi Leruda, “Solomon Plaatje, William Shakespeare, 

and the Translations of Culture”, Pretexts: Literary and Cultural Studies, vol 9, issue 1,2000, pp. 9-26; Natasha 
Distiller, South Africa, Shakespeare and Post-Colonial Culture (Lewiston, New York, Edwin Mellen Press, 
2005); Deborah Seddon, “Written Out, Writing In: Orature in the South African Literary Canon , Enghsh 
in Africa 35 1(2008) pp 133-150; Deborah Seddon, “Shakespeare’s Orahty: Solomon Plaatje’s Setswana 
Translations”. Special Issue of English Studies in Africa: Globalising the English Renaissance, 47 2 (2004), 
pp. 77-95- Coppelia Kahn, “Remembering Shakespeare Imperially: The 1916 Tercentenary, Shakespeare

Quarterly, vol 52, no. 4, winter 2001, pp. 456-478.
22 For further details of the response to the publication of Diphosho-phosho, and the views it 

engendered, see Willan, Sol Plaatje: A Life, pp. 501-05.
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many liberties, omitting or condensing dialogue, replacing blank verse with 
reassigning speech from one protagonist to another, drawing upon Sctswana\ r > v 
of proverbs to give it a quite distinctive flavour. It is as if he looked up fr()rn 
Professor Shole writes, ‘‘and then thinks and reformulates the text in Setc 
Even Shakespeare's name, rendered as Isikinya Chaka ( Shake the swoij ^ 
indigenised, fmthering the illusion that the author is really a Motswana too 1 S

Matjila and Haire have extended such insights, exploring the ways in .
/ 11 I J” । 11 - L

Phatjc's work gives expression to distinctly Iswana cultural values and fr 
Mhmii, for example, though written in English, draws upon Iswana oral tradn, 
incorporating its proverbs, folktales and traditional songs and poetry jnt0 
narrative, and engages with themes that have particular meaning in the lives of rh 
Tswana people, such as cattle and chiefship. In his work in Setswana he explore 
the same themes but in different literary genres. His collection of proverbs was 
inspired by his recognition of their importance as a literary form and of their role m 
encapsulating the wisdom and historical experience of the Tswana people, validating 
their identity. Underlying all his work was a concern to preserve Setswana from the 
many threats it faced to its very survival. His oeuvre should be seen, Matjila and Haire 
argue, in the context of the development of literature in Setswana - and not just the 
more familiar, and more studied, context of African writing in English. A further 
priority, it might be added, is for scholars in the future to look far more closelv at his 
extensive journalistic writings in Setswana.24

23 Shole J. Shole, Shakespeare in Setswana: An Evaluation of Radilladi s Macbeth and 1l‘ 
Diphosophoso” Shakespeare in Southern Africa, Vol 4,1990-1, pp. 51-64.

24 D.S. Matjila and Karen Haire, Bringing Plaatje Back Home - Ga e Phetsolele Nageng: “Re-storyi^ 
। the African and Botswana Sensibilities in His Oeuvre (Trenton, NJ, Africa World Press, 2015).

:

The letters
Read in the light of a growing scholarship on Plaatje, his letters are of special interest, 
shedding light not only on his life and career but on a variety of issues that have 
engaged scholars. We have assembled a total of 260 letters, constituting the majorin 
of his personal letters that have survived, located over several decades in archives, 
and in private hands, in southern Africa, Britain and the United States. Most are in 
English but a significant minority are in Setswana, or in a mixture of English and 
Setswana, a handful are in Dutch/Afrikaans, and several of those written in English 
(to members of the Colenso family) include short passages in German. Where the 
letters were written originally in Setswana, we have provided both the original and 
an English translation.

We have arranged the letters chronologically, making it possible for the readu 
to engage with Plaatje s life, in its different dimensions, and its complexities, a> ü

XVI
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turn to town in disappointment. It nlra<vl. to say we look upm as onrhfre lond to th»* throne, (hear hear), 
was not until L30 p.m. that ringing Charter, mid we trust our laws will be ; Three cheers 
cheers by people who lined the route safe-guarded and nothmg_Wjiat^cyx\GAlr—ilimnbçrlrdi^
on both sides al<2ng._LhiL_JÙver,_- for will lx: madctonTpsct it : that when we G he Governor, Prime Minister, an 1 <>j 

TÔÔ^vürds away from the “ Kgotla" are not satisfied with the treatment of iGeneral (Balen-Powell.) 
announced the apprmch of the caval- the Cape Government we may always j
cade; and before the party alighted the be able to aronml to the lm|>erial. —. ..... .  1 ............ ....... ............ .. ............

.Usions for the Ih'Others Sj*h<x4 • Py.uid of Ma- Gwermnent. Vp Jo Thu priant S0UTH AFRICAN SPECTATOR.
*unMvrDncs«Keoitnai colour, as si)ona ]H)vs Struck the National Anthem, have always bven sat^hvd with the |

-f acilities were offered only to ‘^r ‘ ,u‘j Ghaml>crlain- who Gape Govvrmn mt ami its administra-1 ____ , v ___
t0 barbarians who played the Znhi ;cka(^ .......... 1 A. ” ’ -
,lance and gave the visitor an ini- JK)pUiaée from every ditv-etion, 
pression that all the Natives could accompanied by H. E,.. Sii>Walter F.
n^:îs 1° (btnce. Oh no, This is Helv-Hutchinwn, The Prime Minister

u British Town in a British Coliipv'and* AUorney-General,th<‘ Civil t <mi- .It- -, , ,
and (Hill* visitor Tidt iMnn • thev missions Mavor General Ba len-1 "Well i the law adirtimsuu'it différant H what It »s piibndvd at the < inuM ib
’hook Idaek han k After the |ar:y «vrv’mhurs du. We think that the King I Premier < Vonv of South AfrL.i. R

ta the «K I .1'-T. 'w "" •

spread tor them by black ’ " 1
b They not only sat down1 ------ -----------------------

’'’G'jlnced us t° their frien<l4 i 
7rs. Chamberlain also spoke in , 

terms of the beantv of our ••uldress. i ’ •

the

Saturday,January 31,1903. ! the ProUWiran* Government, where the 
I Protectorate Chiefs were

help feeling proud of the privilege 
of belonging to tins most British of 
British towns, under the mayoralty
of that rising statesman--J. W. de

inter alia : u During Tuesday it is 
. expected Mr. Chamberlain, will 

receive in private deputations and 
addresses from the chamber of 
commerce, annexation- committee 
die Location» Xatlces^hidian and 
t'liinw communities and . such

deputations as may desire. 
The whole of Wednesday morning 

• ;>nd forenoon was originally set 
ujYart for Natives.

How unlike your D u r b a n 
-anti—JohivnteWrg whence our 
readers write to say the y 

■ were shown out of the mc-

^r*’ss Band of a number cf 
»«■ .-'t1111 y<n,ffgstcrs came down to 
V^'le ,nwsicTor the drills of the 

aw«yo Cadets. We' invd-'d

; mi l that you did uh* it and turn on:
1 th»* Na!iv<s who-then (xvnpird it. but 
'tm-ra was m« promise that you should 
permanently keep it, nor can I promis** 
that, the territory «shall l>c ad<hM t<«

. vours. There an* other |>ers.ms win* 
are interest e 1 in the territory and it
would not læ lair to take it away from 

! them, but although I cannot give yon 
! “ Pohlhmte'm," Sir Gordon Sprigg, the
. Prime Minister <»f the Cape Colony. 
: would Ih? willing to consider any rapn- 
! notation you might make to him fo:

cheers oi the black tors. ,
were] We know tha* under the British | The .VdoHwoJ 

Government we arc suppôt 1 to Ix'l jt ,s n,g 
one mil the same jivopk, though it| 
miy Ik: thatsomeiK'oplewhoahniiiistcrp mmm, or party.

W. G. KIRKPATRICK

1 c i •I We trust that the rvphst mule iuj llu ‘ 
• om- Pétitions will receive your c >n-1Orx,s 
' sidération n.s they are m»n only on > Yo; 
; Ik-half of die Child's, but <m bjhulf of I .pj <n
the whole of tlie Barohmg .Wi'iu. • t jC;)

There, is n'diffrrent way of governing |
! in .this part of the country, Imv:iiw; s<.
I here w- hav-v terri!»»rv in the Bi'chuann- !

s. I'ERi;

ma

BULAWAYO.
limd Protevmrti'e :»s well ns in Ccm- 1 
t’el 'ay. Thi< is n wry ^)y «vimtry* 
and trust that all these ildtig' will3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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TSALA EA BECOAN A
• (The friend of the Bechuaoa,!. .

who fully n*dw« thes3 difficulties and 950,000 Natives ia tbe Tranavad pay 1advoedtr tbe.
fully apprécia the fact tint the wdfaro something like £7oO,OCO a year in direct anything bat small in comparison with-
who fully n**lw« >!• ur-d v»>to will ever be

Published every Saturday morn
ing- at Kimberley.} 

ENGLISH & SECHUANA.

of tberuse v s .*ud thoir children dop«'nd» taxation, whereas the l;G<X>,000 Natives in 
upon ito ligiit solution. 1 h»vc heard it the -Cape Province .only p«y abbut 
said that South Africa can n-ver- be a £120,000. Notwithstondiag the disparity
white man's country. ’ i’h n depends very .in taxation the amount of. Government
much upon wlnt is meant by tbit exprès- grants to the education of Natives an lz 
sion. Ifit 1110*119 only that it will always co'oured persons in the C«pe Province.

12- p-a. be a country m Which the native popua- including the Transkeian territori -s. is 
tion will largely outnumber the Euro-: approximately £100,000 per annum while

the white vot«, nud point to the. small

6;
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number of Native votera ns compaied with 
ih- Europeans in Cape Colony, where tho 
Native franchise ou a low qualification* 
net a real test of civilisation, has boon in. 
existence for more thin half a centqry. 
They cautend that tbe, only alternative 
to this policy is that, of the complete 
segregation of the Natives, which, theypeau, there is, ao dount. much truth in it. io the Transvaal it is under £20,000, and

There app ar* little prospect of the Euro*- j in Natal and the Orange Free State say, is physically impracticable. My own 
pcun pu»iilation e.ver reaching the number : (whose coloured population is small iu opinion is that the policy of forced segre- 

a « . 4 __ * A.1 I _£ 11 „ . t _ _ _ ¥ h  a tn 4 a «n Avfriw ' a k loi *zl *.
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W®>
Qualify School Teacher

FOR TÉE BAKWENA.

WANTED, a Native Head-master for 
the Bukwena School at Molopololo, 
Bechuanaland Protectorate, b Lrj £72 
per annum with Native hi * t.

Applications, enclosing testimonials, 
should be addressed to the undersigned.

Only fully comp* tent teachers need 
»ppiy*

ARNOLD HODSON.
Actg. Assistant CorntEÛ'Sioner 

Gaberones, Bechuanaland
Protectorate.

UNIVERSITY

° BLOEMFONTEIN.

ALL Native Teachers, and private
Students desiring thorough prepara

tion for the Matriculation, Junior Cer
tificate, tit Teachers’ Examinations should 
join these Classe* at once.

Special attention to backward sandents. 
Expert work. Brilliant results, Moder
ate Fees. Entry Forms free on applica
tion.

JAS. WM. MILLER, M.A., 
Late South African «nd Dircesau 

Colleges Principal.
P.O. Box 444, Bloemfontein.—-8t.

Lovedale Missionary Institution.
COLLEGE DEPARTMENT.

of the N*Uve. 
hioü "a while 
country where, 
ence of a lur^u

If,-however, thé exprès- ' comparison with that of the odier Pro- gatiou will never be attempted by any 
Government in South Africa. Is it notman'd country” means a; vinces) about £12,000 and £5,'00 rcspect- 

uotwithsta dieg ih«»pres- , ivcly. The Cape Province is the only 
Native population, Euro- province- which is fr*-e from harassing

pwiis can’ live and prosper ia healthy Pass Laws {except in the Tran-'k’ian ter- 
cohditions. where they- can «-am decent rifories. in which Natives are required to

possible to adopt some policy midway be
tween those of the two schools of thought 
I havo mentioned ?, The po icy of ségré
gation does exist in parts of South Africu,

Itviugd aad reach a level ul education Lave pass-s for leaving or'entering those , Basutoland, the receives iu tbe, Uecbu- 
uf/ual to,tb**tobtained iu other white com- territories) and from regulations with • analaud 'Protectorate, and io other par’s- 
munilies,. and where the best ideals-of regard to the use of tramcars, railway.} Should it not be in the. iaterosta of both
civilised people will nave full play, then . carriages, and footpaths by coloured per- 
whether South Africa will be in that «euse ’ sons. I express no opinion on the merits 
a white man’s country depends upon the । or demerits of $bese different rsyetems.. I 
right solution of this momeatous Native ■ only state facW toshow that the admission 
problem. It is a problem whose s ilutiun 1 of Natives and colou'Æd-'’ persons to the 
requires tho greatest prudence, patience ; political franchise influences the character 
and understanding, and tb jse engaged in ; of the legislation which more particularly 
it are entitled to the sympathy ot the applies to them. Which of these policies, 
people of this country. As far as the that of Cape Colony or that of the inland 
coloured persons in S iuth Africa are'eoa- ■ Province» and of Natal, is ultimately go- 
cernedrJ believe it is coming to be more . iag to prevail within the Union of South 
and more recognised that they should be Africa I shall not venture to predict.
given the benefit of their white blood, 
and that any differentiation between thorn 
and Europeans shoo'd be tho exception 
and not the rule. A farther addition to 
this mixture of races is the Asiatics ' nam- ; 
beriag about 150,000, and in the Province ; 
of Natal, owing to the system of inden-|

CONSEQUENCES FEARED.
Probably at the present time the ma

jority of Europeans in South Africa are 
opposed to thé Native franchise in any 
form, and even on a qualification which 
would be a satisfactory test of civilisation.

. , r - v .* . They fear the consequence». They recog-tured Indian labdur, exceeding the num- ; . .... ' ,
. e „ j ,1 mse that, however much some would likeber of European». Tbe admission of ; _ ' , .
.... .- . _ ., . , - . j . . 1 to »ee it, the law is never likely to placeAsiatics into South Africa has undoubt-< ,,,

,. x ... , j obstacles m the way of the advancementedly complicated tbe colour problem, and „ .. ;
.. ... • v-.-x- . of the Natives: that.though educationthe policy therefore of prohibiting any ... . v - , “ “ ",
, .5 . . .. ... - , Will not be. forced on them, those of them 'further immigration of them is endorsed) , ; . ’
by.a large majority of the^uxopesn popu- ■ W. ° ,^8ire J opportun tes
btion I» Sooth Africa who gooer.U, . thatorer,

... j • • » .. T j- ; avenuAof honest livelihood will be openapprove of the decision of the Indian . ,.
c,*'. . . . .. . - . . to the Native as tqAha,white man. TheyGovernment to stop the emigration from • . ', „ . . . J
, . XT, ... . , , . ssenot only .practically all the unskilledIndia to Natal of indentured labourers. . . . . . . • ,

j ■ work m the mines and on the farms done
• by Natives, a system which has produced 

PARLIAMENTARY FE&NCHI8L. the poor white, who would rather starve
After referring to the methods of gon- or beg than do work which ia stigmatised 

eming the Natives in various parts of ' as Kafir work, but they see the Natives 
South Africa, Sir Bichard Solomon said : j and coloured persons gradually beconmig 
Thq administration of the Native terri- skilled workmen and satisfied with lower 
tories in South Africa is, however, the : wages owing to their lower standard of 
least difficult part of the Native problem. I life and by their increasing efficiency push- 
There are hundreds of thousands of ■ ing the European ■ out of employment

white and coloured. persons to keep the 
parts of South Africa now occupied al
most exclusively' by black meu substan
tially free from occupation by-white men, 
to govern these parts as. under the sched
ule to the South African Act, the Native 
territories, now under the direct control 
of the Crown, will bo governed when they 
become incorporated in the Union ; to 
keep them free from the direct control of 
Parliament, and therefore to refuse the 
franchise to the Natives living therein. 
but to give it to those coloured persons 
and Natives liviugamong Europeans out* 
side, those reserves when they possess a 
qualification which will be a reasonable 
test of the fitness for the highest privi
lege of citizenship and to exempt all who 
obtain the franchise from any special laws 
imposing disabilities on Native*, or dis
criminating between them and Europeans? 
I refrain from predicting what will be the 
ultimate Native policy in South Africa, 
but I feel confident that tbe Government 
of .the Union and its Parliament are fully 
aware of the importance and difficulties of 
the problem, and will go slowlyf^h ordér 
^o arrive at a solution which will make 
for tho peace and prosperity of South 
Africa, (Cheers.)

The Native Question

Natives and coloured persons in different ‘ everywhere. They are afraid that if the 
stages of civilisation living amongst Euro- franchise is given to civilised Natives, 

whatever may be (the test of civilisation, 
in course of time the Native voters will 
outnumber the European, and they , are 
not.prepared to van the risk of being, at 
the mercy of a coloured majority. They 
are afraid that when the black man has 
the political power he will claim that 
social equality with the while which ia

peans and in daily contact with them. 
Their number ia rapidly increasing not 
only from natural causes but by immigra
tion from the Native territories of those 
who are sufficiently advanced ia civilisa», 
tion to dislike the restraint of tribal laws 
and customs. It is iu connection with 
these Natives' and coloured .persons that

TWO GOVAN BURSARIES, each of- 
the vaine of £30, (£10 per annum, 

tenable for three years), will be off-red 
for competition at the entrance examin
ation of the College Department to be 
held on July 10 next.

Intending candidate^ should apply 
(in writing) for admission forms to : 

THE PRINCIPAL, 
Lpvedale, 

near Alice, C.C.

the problem is so difficult, delicate and naturally repugnant to the latter. In
complicated. The problem ia compli
cated by the fact that prior to the estab
lishment of tbie Union different Native

order to avoid thi-se evils, which they 
consider are inevitable when white men 
and black men live together and tha.

policies have been adopted in the four < Native is given.the opportunities of Od- 
Oolopiea now forming the Union. In the ! vancement, they advocate the complete
Cape..Colony, the oldest of them all, no | separation of Natives and Europeans, each 
colour bar has ever etisted in respect of j raoe occupying different'parts of the. 

country, so that each may be free todevel-the Parliamentary Franchise. In the 
Transvaal and Orange Free State, whooe

: NomcE—As H is .•hw
to enlarge the Tsala shortly, 
onr agents throughout the 
country cannot do better than 
remit all outstanding^ and 
also to enlist more subscribers 
and advertisers to meet the 
expenses of a larger sheet.

|titnh of
ÎIMBERLEV, JOKE 17,1911.

in the formula “ no equality between 
Europeans and coloured persons in Church, 
or State,’’ there was. before Union, and 
atillis, a complete * oolour bar, and only 
Europeans can be registered as Parlia
mentary voters, and in Natal practically, 
if not theoretically, the coloured parson 
is also excluded from the franchise, as is 
evident from the fact that only two or 
three have ever been admitted to it. It 
is, however, the admission the Natives 
to the franchise or th^ir exclusion from 
it, which must determine the status and 
rights, privileges and obligations of those- 
Natives and ‘coloured persons who are

Sir Richard Solomon on the 
Hative Problem.

living under the dirr-et control of Parlia-

op according to its own ideals under con
ditions favourable to its aptitude and 
temperament. J
EQUALITY OF CIVILISED MEN.
On the other baud, there are mkny 

influential and intelligent men born in 
South Africa who have made a close study 
of this problem, who consider that worse 
evils will follow an illiberal Native policy* 
and on grounds of expediency and justice 
support the Parliamentary vote to Natives 
who possess such a qualification as will 
ensure that those who obtain it will be 
men who have adopted civilised method» 
of life. They firmly believe in the appli
cation of the policy, “^qual righto for all 
civilised men," to the Union of. South

Speaking at the Authpre' Club Sir 
Richard Salomon said: The most .diffi
cult ot all problems in Booth Africa is the 
Native question. I shall only attempt to 
give a f'-w facto in connection with it 
which will'enable you to. form some idea 
Of its imp »rt.u.ce. ils difficu’ties. and the 
f«r-reacbir.g * ff<-cts iivolvedin its aoliiv 
tion. I In A. ii • intention of foreshadavr 
ing any f >;•« uniform Native policy for 
the Union /.f S-mb Afric>*, nor even of 
givinpfany opinion on tho different views 
held concerning it. - I think you wiUagroo 
with mein - >i *g ths’, grod as are tho 
difficulties of the probl-m, it-* snluuoi 
must be left to the people of South At riot

----- " ....-------/ - v , i -Africa,and have not fear of its results 
menu Them etais-ma lo the franchise | injurioM to tha T '
doe», whatever may he rhe j h„e oo anxiety as tSlempetitioebeUeen
thereto, ereWe the representation of their. while ,od N„iv, HUur, feeliSo eon 
interest and exerts é considerable in- ■ whitotnrn^-wahW^
fluence upon legmleuon aifeetma them. | urie,„f .ci,i|i„ti0„ behind him, wiU, if 
Henoetho Mt«. between tho C.pe tam|iy int,lnj8 todo h : J 
Proviaco ,*ud the other Provinces otetho 1 hntl, . -, ,„ . ' x- □ ' - . m ««died and unskilled labourUnion in the taxation, education, and > fh • Wot- a . . .. . x. .« . ’ ••(RiDSv tn0 Piativô. 80(3 tuBt there m tin
general treatment of the Natives. loth’1 j„__ • . T •„ _ * , .. . . 4. , danser in such competition if the whiteOano Province the only direct taxation of _, „ . . . , . naanin^uth Afncawilllearnthntman-Nativus to a but tax of 10s. f each hut , . . », . ,ual labour, honourable everywhere else, 
“nï . t' ré *•“ ■’“ooour.blo in Seth

a a' . V"’à » , K- , : Africa mredy h^niu, p.r(OTmtd b
per head of tho adult male Native nv.n . hut tut there *

of (htMlctorinr.itioh of the white man iflation, with some exceptions not uec*-ss*ry 
to ref^r to, ns well as fees or passes ; in
tho Orangb ’Free Scute th-rj is a poll tax 
of £1 per Imad, and in Nat d a pol.-ux of

to use words of Lord Solborr.e, ' “ his 
energy and grit are molly-coddlod out of

be wall of respect which the VoorbJB| 
aers hid left as a heritage to 
generation, aad ia the-cu-operutum 
two white races of the country, -n M 
solation lay notiu equality of 
and white races, «a ti*»t did not 
They bad.Herbert Spencer's waruing^jB 
simi arÇVse agaiuat, equality and 
geuatiou. Ct imes against the ch,,,!,, M 
whiCu womeq “U8i Le punished ia 9 
exemplary manner, and nothing should U B 
doue to minimise t^e reapect of tUt-blacb 9 
for white women. Puuhu opinion 9 
express itself against; the relations ^9 
some white men aud Hack wuine^ U S 
such cases wi-re largely responsible fa ■ 
pust evils.. Let the white man hive acj^.H 
that-be did not prove the least fit jQ 8 
struggle. Their po.ley should be B 
the, Native Quaerstaud tout tho (Jafaj 
was not bis enemy, but his friend «4 ■ 
protector. ■

GENERAL' HERZOG. |
Speaking at a dinner by his constitueut» ■ 

atSmithfield t^jfew days back, and refen- n 
ing to the.Natives, General Hertzug saij I 
there were one million whites to six ■ 
million Natives, and the policy of la*w«r S 
jaire could not be continued. Tbe que»- ■ 
tion would have to be tackled by Parfa. I 
ment iu the near future... Unless a aolu.” 1 

-tion were found be opined that the stay I 
of the Europeans would be. temporary I 
and the problem must be tackled with I 
gloves But there would have to be abso J 
lute justice towards Natives. Thehn- ‘| 
tory of America taught them that where I 
Natives were uneducated, white farmer ' 
were backward. The Native mast be 
educated, otherwise he would drag the 
white down. The newspapers reported' 
tbe deads of some whites towards Natives 
which, if generally adopted, would kill 
the Natives'respect for. the whites.

FREE STATE VÆWS.
. PRESIDENT STEYN.

Addressing tbe Unie Congress last week; 
President Steyn made tbe following re
marks on the question of questions :— ■ 

'They should look .at the increase of the 
number of Natives, and ask themselves 
whether it were possible to spill some of. 
the energy of the white race in fighting 
one another. a

Mr. Steyn then proceeded to deal with 
the Native problem. Re said this pro
blem was one of the greatest facing South 
African .statesmen and more intricate ow
ing-to the blunders of the past. The 
speaker went back fnto history, recalling 
thatTn the early days of the Diamond 

-Fields, Kafirs were paid with rifles and 
ammunition. President Brand protested 
but to no purpose. The then Free State 
Government acted and . confiscated a 
wagon load of arms at the border, but the 
British Governuient sent an ultimatum 
demanding the release of the wagon and 
£600 compensation. The Free State had 
to give in and tho trade went on as - be
fore. What, that ultimately led to let 
Isandhlwana and Basutoland tell them.

Before the war, when Johannesburg 
.was rolling in luxury, degraded European 
women made a living by associating with 
Kafirs. President Kruger knew that 
would lead to what is known as the Black 
.Peril to-day, but he was criticised and 
baulked'in trying to stamp out the vice. 
Later Mr. Merriman protested against 
an exhibition in London, and in these 
ways the Natives lost the respect which 
they previously had for the whites. This 
lack of respect was further fostered by 

. the employment of Natives against' 
Whites in the recent war, in tie course 
of which Natives had even been sent to 
arrest white women. In addition there 
were the morbid philanthropy1 of judges 
when dealing with Rlack Peril cases. Now 
thp newspapers cried with indignation 
and wanted every black person tb suffer 
for the fault of the few. Th^y all sym
pathised with the victims of thrso out
rages, but if over there was a*'time when 
South African people hod to'keep cool it 
«ls now. as thoy «ero on tho brink of a 
precipice. At such a critical moment tho 
press of the country should, be moderate. 

, Chmouronl/Tnvited tbe danger. Thons-
ands of Native^ could read, and if the 
Native got the impression there was no--- w W..V *U*|*IV^1UM VJJUIU Wrt» UU

lipper h*Md and a hit tux of Us. for ( too^XtUi^ °r pr,,t'cti‘n for h™* would
K 1 u'e competition of the black mun. Thev

every .meupmd but, «.th lb. result that j,,vc „„ fr,,r that nnfler tho jpoiiey they provcc'pable of rasq deeds. The only 
way to meet the difficulty was to re-erect

Schooling the Kafir.

(S? A. Newt.) .
Commenting on the manifestations of, 

popular feeling in connection with the l 
-Bulawayo «hooting c»8** and the Native 
outrage at. P- rt Elisabeth, the FolktikM 
declines to. see iu themian anti-Native 
bios and considers that feeling ' would 
have been jnntas strong if • the sexual’ 
offences in question bad; been' committed 
by - ‘ Europeans. . -Àfr ida”' < lÿl
article continues,, ‘-‘.hM.long.euÿysd the. 
reputation of & l*ncHû which: method» of: 
lawlessness and violence are not indigen
ous and .in which the avenging arm of - 
.Justice is accustomed to meet with 
neither opposition nor competition. And 
the . coincidence in time" of the taking of 
extraordinary measures to cope with a 
great Bocial evil by the communities of 
Port Elizabeth and Bulawayo can only be 
taken’ to mean that confidence in ths 
wholesome influences of public justice is 
diminishing in the country. ' When a 
freedom-loving people such as ours'is r 
found -^ojoicing at the fact that an is- - 
jured citizen has made himself his own 
avenger, it is apparent that tbe, apparatus - 
of tbe criminal courts is no longer con
sidered eflectiveufor reducing the number 
of these offences to the normal minimurii. 
It seems worthy of uonsideratifea whether* 
the authorities could not devise some.<> 
means of fully acquainting the Native 
population with (he penalties which may . 
be prescribed and carried cut on convic
tion for a sexual offence. If it is tbe case 
that the Natives* conception of the magni
tude of these offences is becoming less 
real, then every possible means most be 
adopted for making that conception as 
strong as it ever was." With’the main 
line of the Volkslem's argument we are < 
quite in accord. It . is our-opinion that 
the Native, in the'mass, is gradually los
ing his one-time respect for, his awé ef, 
the white man. butit is a debatable ques
tion whether white meu (uud some white 
women) have not .undermined the bld 
authority by acts of commission as well as 
of omission. We have ,spoken quite 
freely, on several occasions, concerning 
the unwise and dangerous admission of 
tbe“ houseboy ” to the intimacy of white 
households. We,du not believe that this 

epidemic ” of outrage 'is in the’remotest 
degn-e traceable to' what is'.known as the 
Umtali affair and its sequel. The Law 
may do much, a&oar Pretoria contem
porary has it; white people can do far 
more, by revising, and when necessary, 
reforming their own relations with, the 
coloured races. By all means drive it 
into the Native mind that sneh offences 
will'and must be followed by punishment 
swift and severe, yet passionless, and in
flicted by the office of the L ,w. But first 
seo to it that every while man aud woman 
io the land is free from every shadow of 
responsibility for tbe black crossing tho 
border line between the two races.
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Module 6: What’s New in New Journalism? 300 Years of Written 

Southern African Storytelling │ Quoi de nouveau dans le nouveau 

journalisme ? 300 ans de narration en Afrique du Sud 

Director: Kevin Davie (Language: English) 

1. Norman Sims, The Literary Journalists, 1984. 

2. Joao Dos Santos, Eastern Ethiopia, 1602. English translation by George 

McCall Theal, Records of South-eastern Africa, vol. 7, 1901. 

3. Journal of Jan van Riebeeck, written between 1652 and 1662. Part II of 

the journal is online on Archive.org: 

https://archive.org/details/precisofarchives00cape_0/page/n3/mode/2up 

4. William John Burchell, Travels in the interior of southern Africa, 1825. 

Part One: https://archive.org/details/travelsininterio0001unse. 

Part Two: https://archive.org/details/travelsininterio02burc_0. 

5. David Livingstone, Narrative of an expedition to the Zambezi and its 

tributaries : and of the discovery of the lakes Shirwa and Nyassa, 1858-

1864, 1865. Archive.org: 

https://archive.org/details/narrativeofexpe00livi. 
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The Literary Journalists 

by Norman Sims 

Originally published as the introduction to The Literary Journalists 
(Ballantine, 1984) Copyright ©1984 

Things that are cheap and tawdry in fiction 

work beautifully in nonfiction because they 

are true.  That’s why you should be careful 

not to abridge it, because it’s the 

fundamental power you’re dealing with. 

You arrange it and present it.  There’s lots of 

artistry.  But you don’t make it up. 

—John McPhee 

For years, reporters have pursued their craft by sitting 

down near centers of power—the Pentagon, the White 

House, Wall Street.  Like hounds by the dinner table, they 

have waited for scraps of information to fall from 

Washington, from New York and from their beats at the 

court house, city hall, and the police station. 

Today, scraps of information don’t satisfy the 

reader’s desire to learn about people doing things.  Readers 

deal in their private lives with psychological explanations 

for events around them.  They may live in complex social 

worlds, amid advanced technologies, where “the facts” only 

begin to explain what’s happening.  The everyday stories 

that bring us inside the lives of our neighbors used to be 

found in the realm of the fiction writer, while nonfiction 

reporters brought us the news from far-off centers of power 

that hardly touched our lives. 

Literary journalists unite the two forms.  Reporting 

on the lives of people at work, in love, going about the 

normal rounds of life, they confirm that the crucial 

moments of everyday life contain great drama and 

substance.  Rather than hanging around the edges of 
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powerful institutions, literary journalists attempt to 

penetrate the cultures that make institutions work. 

Literary journalists follow their own set of rules. 

Unlike standard journalism, literary journalism demands 

immersion in complex, difficult subjects.  The voice of the 

writer surfaces to show readers that an author is at work. 

Authority shows through.  Whether the subject is a cowboy 

and his wife in the Texas Panhandle or a computer design 

team in an aggressive corporation, the dramatic details yield 

only to persistent, competent, sympathetic reporters.  Voice 

brings the authors into our world.  When Mark Kramer 

discovers the smells in an operating room and cannot help 

thinking of steak, “to my regret,” his voice is as strong as a 

slap in the face.  When John McPhee asks for the gorp and 

his traveling companions in Georgia discuss whether or not 

they should give any to “the little Yankee bastard,” his 

humble moment sets our mood. 

Unlike fiction writers, literary journalists must be 

accurate.  Characters in literary journalism need to be 

brought to life on paper, just as in fiction, but their feelings 

and dramatic moments contain a special power because we 

know the stories are true.  The literary quality of these 

works comes from the collision of worlds, from a 

confrontation with the symbols of another, real culture. 

Literary journalism draws on immersion, voice, accuracy, 

and symbolism as essential forces. 

Most readers are familiar with one brand of literary 

journalism, the New Journalism, which began in the 1960s 

and lasted through the mid-1970s.  Many of the New 

Journalists such as Tom Wolfe and Joan Didion have 

continued to produce extraordinary books.  But literary 

journalists like George Orwell, Lillian Ross, and Joseph 

Mitchell had been at work long before the New Journalists 

arrived.  And now there has appeared a younger generation 

of writers who don’t necessarily think of themselves as 

New Journalists, but do find immersion, voice, accuracy, 

and symbolism to be the hallmarks of their work.  For years 

I have collected and admired this form of writing. 

Occasionally, magazine readers discover it in Esquire, The 
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Atlantic, The New Yorker, The Village Voice, New York, 

some of the better regional publications such as Texas 

Monthly, and even in The New York Review of Books. 

This form of writing has been called literary 

journalism and it seems to me a term preferable to the other 

candidates: personal journalism, the new journalism, and 

parajournalism.  Some people in my trade—I’m a 

journalism professor—argue it is nothing more than a 

hybrid, combining the fiction writer’s techniques with facts 

gathered by a reporter.  That may be.  But the motion 

picture combines voice recording with the photograph, yet 

the hybrid still deserves a name. 

While trying to define the novel, Ian Watt found that 

the early novelists couldn’t provide help.  They hadn’t 

labeled their books “novels” and were not working in a 

tradition.  Literary journalism has been around just long 

enough to acquire a set of rules.  The writers know where 

the boundaries lie.  The “rules” of harmony in music have 

been derived from what successful composers do.  The 

same method can help explain what successful writers have 

done in creating the genre of literary journalism.  I asked 

several about their craft, and their answers fill most of this 

introduction.  The form also has a respectable history; it 

didn’t arrive full grown with the new journalists of the 

1960s.  A. J. Liebling, James Agee, George Orwell, John 

Hersey, Joseph Mitchell and Lillian Ross had discovered 

the power that could be released by the techniques of 

literary journalism long before Tom Wolfe proclaimed a 

“new journalism.” 

The new journalists of the 1960s called attention to 

their own voices; they self-consciously returned character, 

motivation, and voice to nonfiction writing.  Standard 

reporters, and some fiction writers, were quick to criticize 

the new journalism.  It was not always accurate, they 

claimed.  It was flashy, self-serving, and it violated the 

journalistic rules of objectivity.  But the best of it has 

endured.  Today’s literary journalists clearly understand the 

difference between fact and falsehood, but they don’t buy 
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into the traditional distinctions between literature and 

journalism.  “Some people have a very clinical notion of 

what journalism is,” Tracy Kidder told me in the study of 

his home in the New England Berkshires.  “It’s an 

antiseptic idea, the idea that you can’t present a set of facts 

in an interesting way without tainting them.  That’s utter 

nonsense.  That’s the ultimate machine-like tendency.” 

Kidder won both the Pulitzer Prize and the American Book 

Award in 1982 for The Soul of a New Machine, a book that 

followed a design team as it created a new computer.  He 

constructs narrative with a voice that allows complexity and 

contradiction.  His literary tools—powerful story line and a 

personal voice—draw readers into something perhaps more 

recognizable as a real world than the “facts only” variety of 

reporting. 

As a reader, I react differently to literary journalism 

than to short stories or standard reporting.  Knowing this 

really happened changes my attitude while reading.  Should 

I discover that a piece of literary journalism was made up 

like a short story, my disappointment would ruin whatever 

effect it had created as literature.  At the same time, I sit 

down expecting literary journalism to raise emotions not 

evoked by standard reporting.  Whether or not literary 

journalism equips me for living differently than other forms 

of literature, I read as if it might. 

Literary journalists bring themselves into their stories 

to greater or lesser degrees and confess to human failings 

and emotions.  Through their eyes, we watch ordinary 

people in crucial contexts.  Mark Kramer watched during 

many cancer operations, while other people’s lives were in 

jeopardy on the operating table.  Crucial contexts, indeed, 

and more so when Kramer discovered a spot one day and 

feared that it meant cancer for him.  In El Salvador, Joan 

Didion opened her handbag and heard, in response, “the 

clicking of metal on metal all up and down the street” as 

weapons were armed.  At such moments we involuntarily 

take sides over social and personal issues.  These authors 

understand and convey feeling and emotion, the inner 

dynamics of cultures.  Like anthropologists and 
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sociologists, literary reporters view cultural understanding 

as an end.  But, unlike such academics, they are free to let 

dramatic action speak for itself.  Bill Barich takes us to the 

horse races and brings alive the gambler’s desire to control 

the seemingly magical forces of modern life; he aims to 

find the essences and mythologies of the track.  By contrast, 

standard reporting presupposes less subtle cause and effect, 

built upon the events reported rather than on an 

understanding of everyday life.  Whatever we name it, the 

form is indeed both literary and journalistic and it is more 

than the sum of its parts. 

Two active generations of literary reporters are at 

work today. 

John McPhee, Tom Wolfe, Joan Didion, Richard 

Rhodes, and Jane Kramer found their voices during the 

“New Journalism” era from the mid-1960s to the mid-

1970s.  Wolfe’s name summons visions of wild 

experimentation with language and punctuation.  These 

pyrotechnics have diminished in his newer work.  Through 

twenty years of steady production, Wolfe has proven the 

staying power of a literary approach to journalism. 

Writers such as Wolfe, McPhee, Didion, Rhodes, and 

Jane Kramer have influenced a younger generation of 

literary journalists.  I interviewed several of these younger 

writers.  They told me they grew up on New Journalism and 

saw it as the model for their developing craft. 

• Richard West, 43, who helped start Texas Monthly, and 

later wrote for New York and Newsweek magazines, 

remembers discovering, as a journalism student, the writing 

of Jimmy Breslin, Gay Talese, and Tom Wolfe.  “Those 

guys were just wonderful writers.  Stunning.  It was like 

hearing rock ’n’ roll rather than Patti Paige.  It opened your 

eyes to new vistas if you wanted to be a nonfiction writer,” 

West said. 

• Mark Kramer, 40, author of Invasive Procedures, said 

George Orwell’s work introduced him to literary 
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journalism, especially Down and Out in Paris and London 

in which Orwell described his experiences as a tramp 

before World War II.  The New Journalists were a more 

immediate role model for Kramer.  “I read Tom Wolfe 

early,” he said.  “I’m second generation New Journalist.  I 

read McPhee when I was just coming up.  Ed Sanders’ book 

on Manson, The Family, had a tremendous influence on me. 

He gave himself permission to speak.  It was the first time I 

felt a reliable voice on the scene, rather than an institutional 

voice.” 

• Sara Davidson, 41, learned the routines of standard 

reporting in the late 1960s at the Columbia School of 

Journalism and The Boston Globe.  “When I first started 

writing for magazines, Lillian Ross was my model,” she 

said.  “I was going to do what Lillian Ross had done.  She 

never used the word ‘I’ and yet it was so clear there was an 

orienting consciousness guiding you.” Later, Davidson 

discovered her stories needed the first person.  The strong 

narrative voices of Joan Didion, Tom Wolfe and, recently, 

of Peter Matthiessen’s The Snow Leopard have been her 

ideals. 

• Tracy Kidder, 38, admired Orwell, Liebling, Capote, 

Mailer, Rhodes, Wolfe, and many others.  But when I asked 

if one writer stood above the others in influencing Kidder’s 

development, he quickly said, “McPhee has been my 

model.  He’s the most elegant of all the journalists writing 

today, I think.” 

• Mark Singer, at 33 the youngest in this group, 

epitomizes the course of discovery traveled by the younger 

literary journalists.  At Yale, he majored in English and 

simply read.  “I think my models were journalists.  I really 

studied journalists.  I was very conscious of who was 

writing what.  In the early 1970s journalists were starting to 

become stars.  Only after I came to The New Yorker in 1974 

did I get in touch with people like Liebling and John 

Bainbridge—he wrote The Super Americans, a brilliant 
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book about Texas.  He spent five years living in Texas.  I 

went and read all of Bainbridge.” Singer, who grew up in 

Oklahoma, was also influenced by Norman Mailer and New 

Yorker writers such as Lillian Ross, Calvin Trillin, and 

Joseph Mitchell.  “This stuff has been written in every era 

by certain writers,” he said.  “People talk about Defoe or 

Henry Adams or whomever.  Francis Parkman when he was 

writing The Oregon Trail was doing a kind of journalism as 

history.  I think every era has those writers.  I just happen to 

be shortsighted enough to focus upon my contemporaries.” 

During those months of visits with writers, they told 

me about the pleasures of their trade, about the difficulties 

they have encountered, about the essentials of literary 

journalism—the “rules of the game” and about the 

boundaries of the form.  Literary journalism wasn’t defined 

by critics; the writers themselves have recognized that their 

craft requires immersion, structure, voice, and accuracy. 

Along with these terms, a sense of responsibility to their 

subjects and a search for the underlying meaning in the act 

of writing characterize contemporary literary journalism. 

Immersion 

I live in the Connecticut River valley of western 

Massachusetts, where a surprising number of novelists, 

freelance journalists, artists, and scholars make their homes. 

When I mentioned to some of my friends that I would soon 

be visiting John McPhee in Princeton, New Jersey, the 

reaction was always the same: “Ask him if he’s read my 

books.” They wanted me to mention their names.  The 

writers, English professors, and avid readers I know respect 

him enormously. 

At the same time, as a teacher of journalism history 

and reporting at the University of Massachusetts, I know 

that some of the old guard don’t like him.  Literary 

journalists are the heretics of the profession.  An elder of 

the tribe of Old Journalists once wrote to inform me, using 
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an oddly mixed metaphor, that “McPhee is a journalistic 

spellbinder, that’s all…. Mr. McPhee’s journalistic warp 

and his literary woof make very thin cloth for any of us in 

the profession to use for patching our worn-out bromides.” 

But the half dozen literary journalists I met before I 

interviewed McPhee were universally respectful.  During 

the train ride to Princeton, I thought about Tracy Kidder’s 

words—“McPhee has been my model”—and realized he 

had influenced many other young writers. 

McPhee is a private man, friendly but guarded. 

Entering his office at Princeton University, I examined the 

mementos which testify to his immersion in subjects such 

as geology, canoeing, and the bears of New Jersey.  On a 

bulletin board he has placed a warning sign: 

DANGER 

BEAR TRAP 

DO NOT APPROACH 

I took the message to heart.  On the opposite wall he 

has a window-sized geologic map of the United States. 

He’s pinned a piece of green nylon cord on the map from 

coast to coast.  The cord cuts through the Appalachians, 

passes straight over the Plains and Rockies, then wavers in 

the province of the Basin and Range (the mountains and 

valleys of Utah and Nevada) where, McPhee said, the 

colored rock formations on the map “look like stretch 

marks.”  The green line clears the Sierra Nevada and ends 

at the Pacific Ocean.  The nylon cord has followed 

Interstate 80 from coast to coast; it is the ribbon of narrative 

that binds together McPhee’s two recent books on the 

geology of North America.  The books started out as a 

single article about the road cuts around New York City. 

Then a geologist told him that North American geology is 

best represented by an east-west line, and McPhee’s 

thoughts turned toward Interstate 80.  “I developed a 

vaulting ambition,” he said.  “Why not go to California? 

Why not look at all the rocks?”  Four years and two books 

later, he took a break from the subject, although he said it 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 431 of 1031



9 

will take two more books to complete the journey. 

“I discovered that you’ve got to understand a lot to 

write even a little bit.  One thing leads to another.  You’ve 

got to get into it in order to fit the pieces together,” he said. 

That makes intuitive sense to most writers, but McPhee’s 

seventeen books, produced in nineteen years, show an 

extraordinary staying power.  He has fitted the pieces 

together to write about a designer of nuclear weapons, the 

history of the bark canoe, the technology of an experimental 

aircraft, environmental wars between Sierra Club director 

David Brower and developers hungry for wilderness land, 

the intricacies of tennis and basketball, the isolated cultures 

of both the New Jersey Pine Barrens and Scotland’s Inner 

Hebrides, conflicts among the residents of Alaska, and the 

geology of North America.  Today, no other nonfiction 

writer approaches McPhee’s range of subject matter. 

For McPhee, and for most other literary journalists, 

understanding begins with emotional connection, but 

quickly leads to immersion.  In its simplest form, 

immersion means time spent on the job.  McPhee drove 

1,100 miles of southern roads with a field zoologist before 

writing “Travels in Georgia.” He journeyed several times 

cross-country on I-80 with geologists for Basin and Range 

and In Suspect Terrain.  Over a period of two years he 

made long journeys in Alaska, months at a time, in all 

seasons, collecting notes for Coming Into the Country. 

Literary journalists gamble with their time.  Their 

writerly impulses lead them toward immersion, toward 

trying to learn all there is about a subject.  The risks are 

high.  Not every young writer can stake two or three years 

on a writing project that might turn up snake-eyes.  Bill 

Barich won his gamble.  With five novels unpublished, he 

left home to live at the race track.  His story of those weeks, 

Laughing in the Hills, won the attention of Robert Bingham 

and William Shawn, executive editor and editor of The New 

Yorker.  Most literary journalists see immersion as a luxury 

that could not exist without the financial backing and 

editorial support of a magazine.  Tracy Kidder spent eight 

months inside a computer company before writing The Soul 
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of a New Machine.  Although he had written many articles 

for The Atlantic, as a freelance writer he could not count on 

a regular paycheck.  An advance on the book released him 

from the constant need to produce articles during the two 

years it took to research and write. 

Kidder’s house rang with excitement when I first 

visited.  Three days earlier the Pulitzer Prize committee had 

announced the winners for 1982.  Kidder took the general 

nonfiction award.  His cramped office just off the living 

room still showed signs of struggle.  Decorations were 

sparse.  Fishing poles, a net, and a battered straw hat hung 

in the corner near a small wood stove.  Above the desk a 

photograph, taken while he was immersed in a piece about 

hobos, showed Kidder riding a flatbed railroad car 

somewhere in the Pacific Northwest.  Haphazardly stacked 

notebooks lay around the typewriter.  The place felt like a 

bar room where fights break out. 

Kidder is physically imposing, built like a tight end. 

He looks like he would be as tough as an old-time city 

editor.  But he doesn’t drill holes through people with 

probing questions.  “I don’t know how to come barging in 

on people,” he said.  “I’ve never gotten anywhere with that 

technique.  One of the ways you do good research is you 

really go and live with people.  Once I feel I have the 

freedom to ask the unpleasant question, I’ll do it.  But I’m 

not very good at badgering people.  I figure if they won’t 

tell me now, they’ll tell me later.  I’ll just keep coming 

back.” 

Mark Kramer gambled two years of his life writing 

Three Farms: Making Milk, Meat and Money from the 

American Soil.  During those two years he received literary 

support from Richard Todd, the senior editor of The 

Atlantic who also saw Kidder through Soul of a New 

Machine, and survived on the slim finances of a small 

advance and a foundation grant.  Again, the gamble paid 

off.  The proceeds from Three Farms and another grant 

enabled him to write Invasive Procedures.  He watched 

surgeons at work for nearly two years, until he was 

confident that he understood the operating room routine, 
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could tell good techniques from bad, and could “translate 

the social by-play in the operating room.” 

“You have to stay around a long time before people 

will let you get to know them,” Kramer said.  “They’re 

guarded the first time and second time and the first ten 

times.  Then you get boring.  They forget you’re there.  Or 

else they’ve had a chance to make you into something in 

their world.  They make you into a surgical resident or they 

make you into a farmhand or a member of the family.  And 

you let it happen.” 

Every writer I talked with told similar stories.  Their 

work begins with immersion in a private world; this form of 

writing might well be called “the journalism of everyday 

life.” 

During a month of research, Richard West alternated 

day and night shifts while writing “The Power of ‘21” for 

New York magazine.  West’s day schedule began at 6 a.m. 

in New York’s famous restaurant “21.” He followed the 

action of the restaurant upward, from the basement and the 

early morning prep crew, to the kitchen and the chefs, then 

at lunchtime out onto the floor with the bartenders and the 

maitre d’.  His night shifts began around 4 p.m., when 

another crew arrived, and ended at 1 a.m.  He inhaled the 

air of the kitchens, thick with steam and cooking aromas, 

and of the dining rooms, heavy with cigar smoke and status. 

“It was a long day, but you had to be right there and 

they didn’t throw any rules on me,” West said.  “You just 

become part of the woodwork until they open up and do 

things in front of you.  You may get the surface details 

right, but you won’t get the kind of emotions you’re after—

how people operate—until you disappear.  Sometimes you 

never get that and your story falls flat on that point.  It took 

a while, but they came to trust me and like me.  So much of 

it is personality, it seems.  If you are a person who likes 

people and respects people, and you genuinely show an 

interest, things come easily.  You can’t be arrogant.  You 

can’t be abrasive.  That just won’t work.” 

Mark Singer was only two years out of Yale when he 

came to The New Yorker.  He had not yet discovered his 
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voice as a writer.  “I started traveling the city and I found it 

wasn’t all Manhattan,” he said.  “I decided the people I 

wanted to write about were not famous people.  Having 

grown up far away from New York City probably enabled 

me to see and write about things that I otherwise might 

have overlooked.  I’m struck by ironies that a native might 

not notice.” 

I talked to Singer in his drab and noisy eighteenth 

floor cubicle at the New Yorker offices, which had once 

been McPhee’s quarters.  Singer’s wife is a lawyer.  She 

first mentioned the “buffs” at the courthouse in Brooklyn—

spectators whose constant attendance at murder trials 

qualifies them as courtroom drama critics.  “I started to 

hang out in the courthouse,” Singer said.  “For several 

months I would go a couple days a week.  At the same time 

I was doing ‘Talk of the Town’ pieces.  It took me 

something like sixteen months, going over there and just 

hanging out with them.” 

After all those months, the task shifted, as it always 

must, from reporting to writing.  “I have to explain it to 

people who know only as much as I knew when I started 

out,” Singer said. 

Structure 

John McPhee reached up to his bookshelf and pulled 

down a large, hardbound book, which contained his notes 

from 1976 in Alaska.  “This is a hefty one,” he said.  These 

typewritten pages represented his passage from reporting to 

writing, from the field to the typewriter.  Hidden inside 

those detailed notes, like a statue inside a block of granite, 

lies a structure that can animate the story for his readers. 

“The piece of writing has a structure inside it,” he 

said.  “It begins, goes along somewhere, and ends in a 

manner that is thought out beforehand.  I always know the 

last line of a story before I’ve written the first one.  Going 

through all that creates the form and the shape of the thing. 

It also relieves the writer, once you know the structure, to 
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concentrate each day on one thing.  You know right where 

it fits.” 

Structure, in a longer piece of nonfiction writing, has 

more work to do than merely to organize, according to 

McPhee.  “Structure,” he said, “is the juxtaposition of parts, 

the way in which two parts of a piece of writing, merely by 

lying side-by-side, can comment on each other without a 

word spoken.  The way in which the thing is assembled, 

you can get much said, which can be lying there in the 

structure of the piece rather than being spelled out by a 

writer.” 

McPhee rummaged around in a file cabinet for a 

moment and came up with a diagram of the structure in 

“Travels in Georgia.” It looked like a lowercase “e.” 

“It’s a simple structure, a reassembled chronology,” 

McPhee explained.  “I went there to write about a woman 

who, among other things, picks up dead animals off the 

road and eats them.  There’s an immediate problem when 

you begin to consider such material.  The editor of The New 

Yorker is practically a vegetarian.  I knew I was going to be 

presenting this story to William Shawn and that it would be 

pretty difficult to do so.  That served a purpose, pondering 

what a general reader’s reaction would be.  When people 

think of animals killed on the road, there’s an immediate 

putrid whiff that goes by them.  The image is pretty 

automatic—smelly and repulsive.  These animals we were 

picking up off the road were not repulsive.  They had not 

been mangled up.  They were not bloody.  They’d been 

freshly killed.  So I had to get this story off the ground 

without offending the sensibilities of the reader and the 

editor.” 

McPhee and his friends ate several animals during 

the journey, such as a weasel, a muskrat, and, somewhere 

well along in the trip, a snapping turtle.  But the piece 

begins with the snapping turtle.  Turtle soup offends less 

than roasted weasel.  Then the story got away from the 

subject of road-kills by visiting a stream channelization 

project.  That segment led into an extended digression, in 

which McPhee told about Carol Ruckdeschel, who had 
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cleaned the snapping turtle and had a house full of wounded 

and battered animals she was nursing back to health. 

“After going through all that we still haven’t had a 

weasel,” McPhee said.  “Now we’re two-fifths of the way 

through the piece.” He pointed to the back side of the “e” 

on his diagram. 

“If you’ve read this far, now we can risk some of 

these animals.  After all, this has either proved itself or not 

by now as a piece of writing.  We then go back to the 

beginning of the journey—the journey that on page one we 

were in the middle of—and there’s a fresh-killed weasel 

lying in the middle of the road.  And the muskrat follows. 

When we come to the snapping turtle and the stream 

channelization project, we just jump over them and keep 

right on going in the form the journey had.  The journey 

itself became the structure, broken up chronologically in 

this manner.” 

Chronological structure dominates most journalism, 

as McPhee learned when he worked at Time magazine.  But 

chronological reporting does not always serve the writer 

best.  McPhee restructured time in “Travels in Georgia” and 

in the first part of Coming Into the Country.  Sometimes, 

chronology may give way to thematic structure.  In A 

Roomful of Hovings, a profile of Thomas Hoving, former 

director of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, McPhee faced 

a peculiar problem.  Hoving’s life contained a series of 

themes: his scattered experiences learning to recognize art 

fakes, his work as parks commissioner in New York, his 

undistinguished early career as a student, his lifelong 

relationship with his father, and so on.  McPhee told one 

tale at a time, one story following another in a structure 

McPhee compares to a capital “Y.” The descending 

branches finally joined at a moment of an epiphany during 

Hoving’s college career at Princeton, and then proceeded 

along the bottom stem in a single line.  McPhee maintained 

time sequences within each episode, but the themes were 

arranged to set up their dramatic juxtaposition. 

McPhee handed me a Xeroxed quotation.  “Read 

this,” he said.  The passage quoted Albert Einstein, on the 
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music of Shubert:  “But in his larger works I am disturbed 

by a lack of architectonics.”  The term architectonics refers 

to structural design that gives order, balance, and unity to a 

work, the element of form that relates the parts to each 

other and to the whole. 

I had previously heard the term architectonics from 

Richard Rhodes, who had said, “The kind of architectonic 

structures that you have to build, that nobody ever teaches 

or talks about, are crucial to writing and have little to do 

with verbal abilities.  They have to do with pattern ability 

and administrative abilities—generalship, if you will. 

Writers don’t talk about it much, unfortunately.”  They may 

not speak much of it, but good literary journalists are 

probably haunted by it. 

Accuracy 

In a society in which school children learn that there 

are two kinds of writing, fiction and nonfiction, and that the 

nonfiction is on the whole pretty flat prose, doing literary 

journalism is tricky business.  We naturally assume that 

what reads like fiction must be fiction.  A local editorial 

writer who set out to congratulate Tracy Kidder made one 

such revealing slip:  “Tracy Kidder, a resident of 

Williamsburg, has won a Pulitzer Prize for his novel, The 

Soul of a New Machine.”  Kidder read it and shook his head 

in disbelief.  A novel, an invented narrative.  It was a little 

irritating to him after he had practically lived in the 

basement of Data General Corporation for eight months, 

and spent two and a half years on the book.  Kidder took 

great pains to get the quotations right, to catch all the details 

accurately. 

A mandate for accuracy pervades literary journalism, 

according to its practitioners.  McPhee, who finds an 

avuncular role uncomfortable, nevertheless has the right to 

make a few suggestions for those who find a model in his 

work.  “Nobody’s making rules that cover everybody,” he 

said.  “The nonfiction writer is communicating with the 
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reader about real people in real places.  So if those people 

talk, you say what those people said.  You don’t say what 

the writer decides they said.  I get prickly if someone 

suggests there’s dialogue in my pieces that I didn’t get from 

the source.  You don’t make up dialogue.  You don’t make 

a composite character.  Where I came from, a composite 

character was a fiction.  So when somebody makes a 

nonfiction character out of three people who are real, that is 

a fictional character in my opinion.  And you don’t get 

inside their heads and think for them.  You can’t interview 

the dead.  You could make a list of the things you don’t do. 

Where writers abridge that, they hitchhike on the credibility 

of writers who don’t. 

“And they blur something that ought to be distinct. 

It’s one thing to say nonfiction has been rising as an art.  If 

that’s what they mean by the line blurring between fiction 

and nonfiction, then I’d prefer another image.  What I see in 

that image is that we don’t know where fiction stops and 

fact begins.  That violates a contract with the reader.” 

Part of the mandate for accuracy is good old-

fashioned reporter’s pride.  Both Kramer and Rhodes 

mentioned the experience of reading, in their local papers or 

in national news magazines, stories they knew something 

about privately, and finding that the reports lacked 

accuracy.  All reporters have a commitment to accuracy, 

but given time and immersion, it is not hard to improve on 

the record of ordinary news practice. 

Accuracy can also insure the authority of the writer’s 

voice, Kramer explained.  “I’m constantly trying to 

accumulate authority in my writing, intersecting the 

reader’s experience and judgment.  I want to be able to 

make an observation and be trusted, so I have to show that 

I’m a good observer, that I’m savvy.  I can do a lot of that 

with language, with sureness and informality.  You can also 

blow your authority very quickly.  One of the big 

motivations for getting all the details right—why I had 

farmers read my farm book in manuscript, and surgeons 

read the surgeons manuscript—is I don’t want to lose 

authority.  I don’t want to get a single detail wrong.” 
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Voice 

The New Journalists of the 1960s and their critics 

never reached agreement on the use of the self in 

journalism.  Sometimes New Journalists turned the 

spotlight on themselves in apparent violation of all the rules 

of objective reporting. 

Much of the controversy over the self in journalism 

has been explicated by journalism professor David Eason, 

whose studies of New Journalism defined two groups.  In 

the first camp, New Journalists were like ethnographers 

who provided an account of “what it is that’s going on 

here.” Tom Wolfe, Gay Talese, and Truman Capote, among 

others, removed themselves from their writing and 

concentrated on their subjects’ realities. 

The second group included writers such as Joan 

Didion, Norman Mailer, Hunter S. Thompson, and John 

Gregory Dunne.  They saw life through their own filters, 

describing what it felt like to live in a world where shared 

public understandings about “the real world” and about 

culture and morals had fallen away.  Without an external 

frame of reference, they focused more on their own reality. 

The authors in this second group were often a dominating 

presence in their works. 

Either way, critics had a field day.  Herbert Gold 

ripped holes in the personal journalism of Norman Mailer 

and others like him, calling it “epidemic first personism” in 

a 1971 article.  Meanwhile, Tom Wolfe, who offered 

readers a mannered voice but never stood on center stage as 

Mailer did, suffered the reverse.  Wilfrid Sheed said the 

distortion produced by Wolfe’s interpretations was the 

source of our enjoyment.  He should quit pretending to 

evoke a subject “as it really is,” Sheed said.  New 

Journalists, it seemed, either had too much of themselves in 

their writing, or not enough. 

The younger literary journalists have calmed down. 

As I spoke with these younger writers, they seemed 
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concerned with finding the right voice to express their 

material.  “Every story contains inside it one, maybe two, 

right ways of telling it,” Tracy Kidder said.  “Your job as a 

journalist is to discover that.”  Richard Rhodes said he 

struggles to find the right voice, but that once he does, the 

story nearly tells itself.  Literary journalists are no longer 

worried about “self,” but they do care about tactics for 

effective telling, which may require the varying presence of 

an “I” from piece to piece. 

The introduction of personal voice, according to 

Mark Kramer, allows the writer to play one world off 

against another, to toy with irony.  “The writer can posture, 

say things not meant, imply things not said.  When I find 

the right voice for a piece, it admits play, and that’s a relief, 

an antidote to being pushed around by your own words,” 

Kramer said.  “Voice that admits ‘self’ can be a great gift to 

readers.  It allows warmth, concern, compassion, flattery, 

shared imperfection—all the real stuff that, when it’s 

missing, makes writing brittle and larger than life.” 

Kramer studied English at Brandeis and sociology at 

Columbia.  For several years in the late 1960s, he wrote for 

the Liberation News Service in New York and for several 

Boston publications.  He is quick to note irony.  He flips 

conversations from one level to another, sometimes 

feigning ignorance, sometimes swiftly establishing his 

authority.  He takes note of aggression or fragility in others. 

“I think I create a different kind of architecture than 

most journalists,” Kramer said.  “I structure things so that I 

am commenting on the narrative, commenting on the 

reader’s world, and on my world, and, also, I’m indicating 

that my style is self-conscious.  I feel like a host at a 

semiformal party with clever guests, guests I care about.” 

Daily reporters subsume voice more often than they 

call attention to it, creating what Kramer calls an 

“institutional” voice.  As I tell reporting students, whenever 

a newspaper writer makes a judgment or expresses an 

opinion, readers assume the newspaper itself has taken a 

stand.  Without the newspaper standing behind them, 

literary journalists must discover how they belong in the 
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story as private selves.  Frequently, the writer’s decision to 

use a personal voice grows from a feeling that publicly 

shared manners and morals can no longer be taken for 

granted. 

“Once you don’t have a common moral community 

for an audience,” Kramer said, “if you want to go on talking 

about what’s interesting, then it’s useful to introduce the 

narrator.  Even if there are a lot of different readers, they 

can all say, ‘Oh, yeah, I know what sort of guy this is: a 

Jewish, New York, intellectual, left-liberal.’  If the writer 

says who he is, and how he thinks about something, the 

reader knows a lot.  But if he masks who he is, you’re on 

your own.  You have to look at other clues, his level of 

literacy and so on.” 

Personal voice can discomfit writers as well as 

readers, but that may be the point.  The institutional voice 

of newspapers can carry nonfiction writing only so far. 

Beyond that, the reader needs a guide.  Sara Davidson said 

her transition from the Boston Globe to literary journalism 

wasn’t easy.  “Anyone who has come up from a newspaper 

has a great deal of self-consciousness about even writing 

the word ‘I.’  I don’t remember when I first used it, but it 

was just in one little paragraph, a trial balloon.  The more I 

did it the easier it got and also I found I could do more with 

it.  It enabled me to impose the storyteller on the material.” 

Responsibility 

A writer’s voice grows from experience.  Sara 

Davidson’s voice in “Real Property” developed while she 

kept a journal of her life.  There are hazards in using the 

personal voice, however, some of which she explained to 

me. 

Davidson lives in the hills of Los Angeles now. 

Stepping into her office, I was surprised to see a big, 

expensive, IBM word processor parked in the middle of the 

room like a Cadillac.  The letters I had received from her 

were handwritten.  She composes longhand and later 
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transcribes her manuscript pages, scrawled with lines and 

circles, onto the word processor for editing.  The small 

room seemed filled with the high-speed printer, the 

computer, and a telephone answering machine.  Davidson is 

a warm person, dedicated to the feelings of those she writes 

about.  But she is an ambitious writer, willing to drive her 

writing hard and risk the consequences. 

That spirit has a way of getting her into trouble. 

Davidson learned about responsibility after she wrote Loose 

Change, the story of three women’s lives during the 

tumultuous years in the 1960s when America suffered 

through a social revolution.  She was one of the three 

women in the book.  In college at Berkeley they had lived 

in the same house.  Later, they went their own ways, 

Davidson to New York and a journalism career, another to 

the radical political world of Berkeley, and the third to the 

big money art world.  In the early 1970s, Davidson 

interviewed her former roommates and reconstructed their 

experiences for Loose Change.  When she wrote it in the 

mid-1970s, two movements converged.  First, she had 

learned that people responded best when her writing was 

personal, and she filled the book with intimate details of her 

life.  Second, a confessional strain in the women’s 

movement peaked at that time; many women were writing 

in the most direct terms about deep fears and personal 

relations. 

“I think Freud said once that you owe yourself a 

certain discretion,” Davidson told me.  “You just don’t go 

blabbing everything about yourself publicly.  But that was 

not where the women were going.  There was no discretion 

being practiced.  Everything was permissible and I was 

caught up in the ideas.  I wrote about my parents and my 

husband and all my old lovers, my career and my sister, 

affairs and abortion and sex—everything.” 

She showed drafts of the book to the two other 

women involved and to her husband.  They participated in 

the revisions.  But when the book was published, 

responsibility for these personal intimacies became the 

issue.  Davidson had changed the names of many characters 
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and the two women, but friends recognized them instantly. 

“Suddenly, something that was all right as a manuscript was 

not all right when it was being read widely and people were 

responding to it,” Davidson said.  “There’s one scene where 

I had a fight with my husband and he slapped me.  Well, he 

started getting crank calls from people who accused him of 

being a wife beater.  It’s true, he did slap me.  But suddenly 

he was being vilified, publicly.  There were people who 

read it and thought he was a monster.  One of the women 

would be walking down the street and someone would 

come up to her and say, ‘My God, I didn’t know you had an 

abortion in your father’s office when you were 16!’ 

Relatives of the family would call in horror that she had 

exposed this kind of thing about herself and her family. 

The man she had lived with for seven years thought it was a 

major violation of confidence and trust.  He said, ‘I wasn’t 

living with you to have it become public knowledge.  We 

weren’t living our life as a research project.’”  The other 

woman had a child old enough to be disturbed by 

Davidson’s revelations of his mother’s sex life, and her 

portrait of his father.  The story did not fade away, like a 

magazine article.  It was a selection of the Literary Guild, 

had a large paperback sale, and became a best seller.  Later, 

there was a television production based on the book. 

“They turned on me,” Davidson said.  “Quite 

understandably.  They couldn’t escape it.  It didn’t blow 

over.  It’s hard to describe their pain.  It haunted them for 

two years.  What bothered me was that I had caused pain to 

other people, to my husband, to the women, who went 

through hell.” 

After Loose Change was published, Davidson 

decided she would never write so intimately about her life 

again.  Had she anticipated the results, Davidson said, she 

would have written a novel instead.  “I would have written 

the exact same book.  I would have said it was fiction. 

People say knowing it was about real people heightened 

their appreciation and relationship to it.  They preferred that 

it was nonfiction.  But I do know I would never, never write 
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again so intimately about my life because I can’t separate 

my life from the people who have been in it.” 

This conflict seems inherent in a form of writing 

where practitioners form friendships with their subjects. 

Davidson must surely have the right to draw on her own 

journal—her own life—and write however intimately she 

chooses about her experiences.  The effect on others is 

another question. 

“It’s one thing if you decide to tell me, for print, 

about your marriage,” she said.  “But it’s another thing for 

your wife.  What do we owe her? Or your parents? Or your 

child? What do you morally owe to somebody in exposing 

things about them that aren’t generally exposed?” 

Other writers told me they use the role of the 

professional journalist to some advantage, but they have 

never written anything so intimate as Loose Change. 

McPhee said he takes the stance of the reporter with an 

open notebook.  The people he interviews know he is 

writing for The New Yorker; they are responsible for their 

revelations.  Reactions to McPhee’s writing are 

unpredictable, he says, so he does not try to control or 

shape the reaction.  During the two years he worked on The 

Soul of a New Machine, Tracy Kidder formed a friendship 

with Tom West, leader of the computer design team. 

Toward the end, Kidder showed West the manuscript.  “He 

didn’t talk to me for a while, but it was okay,” Kidder said. 

“I don’t like to do that.  It’s painful.  If you’re going to do a 

long piece you have to become friends with your subjects. 

You have to be pretty cold about it.  Distance just comes 

naturally when you sit down at the typewriter.”  Many of 

the writers I talked with have their subjects sign releases at 

the beginning of projects.  No one wants to spend time with 

someone who may later get cold feet.  But the signature on 

a piece of paper is a legal release, not a moral one. 

“Obviously, if you take a project, your assumption is 

you don’t owe them anything,” Davidson said.  “Everything 

is for the record.  Anything you observe is fair game.  And 

that’s how I’ve practiced it.  All the women in Loose 

Change signed releases.  They made it legal to give me this 
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material.  Emotionally and morally it’s not always so clear 

cut.” 

The Masks of Men 

Richard Rhodes sprawled on a couch, looking up and 

down a list of terms.  He has an oval face and red hair. 

When he spoke, his eyes locked on mine.  “These things are 

a seamless web,” he said.  “I’m such a primitive.  I don’t 

think much about writing, as writing.”  Rhodes has lived in 

Kansas City, Missouri, nearly all his 47 years.  The twangy 

drawl I expected was not in his voice, however.  The last 

couple years he has spent researching the history of nuclear 

weapons for his book, The Making of the Atomic Bomb. 

I had asked each writer to respond to several terms as 

descriptions of their own literary journalism.  Rhodes ran 

his eyes down the list again: 

historical sweep 

attention to language 

participation and immersion 

symbolic realities 

accuracy 

sense of time and place 

grounded observations 

context 

voice. 

“Symbolic realities,” Rhodes said.  “My eye lights 

there every time I go down the page. 

“That’s been terribly important to me.  The 

transcendentalist business of the universe showing forth, the 

sense that there are deep structures behind information, has 

been central to everything I’ve done in writing.  Certainly 

it’s central to writing about nuclear weapons, and I’m 

beginning to uncover some of those deep structures.  We’re 

talking not so much about nuclear weapons as that the 
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twentieth century has perfected a total death machine. 

Making corpses is our highest technology. 

“That’s what I meant in the preface to Looking for 

America when I said I have looked for something else, ‘The 

beast in the jungle, the masks of men.’ I meant it all shows 

forth, shows forth for everybody. That’s what I go after. 

It’s not facile metaphor making.  It’s not drawing analogies 

to make a point. It’s looking through, sifting through the 

information in the hope of seeing what’s behind it.” 

More than any other writer I have met, Rhodes has 

reason to look through prose to the symbolic realities which 

lie beyond.  “Symbolic realities” has two sides: the inner 

meaning writing may hold for a writer; and the “deep 

structures” Rhodes mentioned that lie behind the content of 

a piece of writing. 

Rhodes spent his junior high and high school years in 

a boys’ home near Independence, Missouri.  His mother 

had committed suicide when he was a baby and his father, 

although remarried, had proved unable to raise a family of 

three sons.  Rhodes went to Yale on a scholarship and 

returned to a job as a writer with Hallmark Cards in Kansas 

City.  For ten years, he struggled.  He edited house organs 

and then short books for Hallmark, and did occasional book 

reviews for The New York Times and the Herald Tribune. 

Encouraged by literary friends, he signed a contract for a 

book on the Midwest, The Inland Ground.  After signing, 

he faced the horror of actually writing the book.  He felt 

unprepared.  Insecurity and writer’s block plagued him.  “I 

wrote two chapters, one about culture in Kansas City and 

one about a powerful foundation man.  They didn’t have 

any sparkle and unity,” Rhodes said. 

He signed on for a coyote hunt.  “The violence of 

that experience broke everything open.  I came back and 

got drunk and started writing that chapter.  It came, almost 

without change, drunkenly, over a period of about a week 

of working at night while I worked the job all day.” The 

chapter became “Death All Day.” 

“I had a sense of breaking out, of discharge.  It was 

identical to the sort of thing that happens in anybody’s 
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psychoanalysis, where they suddenly just let loose.  I have a 

friend who is a Kirkegaardian scholar.  I was visiting him 

recently and we were talking late and he asked me a 

question about my life.  I started telling him and he said, 

‘Ah, the story.’  And he’s right.  At some point everyone 

finally reaches the point where he tells you his story. 

“I keep repeating the same theme in everything I 

write—not consciously but apparently inevitably—of 

normal, good people suddenly confronted with diabolic evil 

or terrible disaster or tragedy and how they not only work 

through it but also, in a sense, civilize it, make rules around 

it, incorporate it into their lives.  I’m not sure what that 

reworks for me, but my childhood was hair-raising 

enough.” 

Rhodes told me of a recurring nightmare he used to 

have, that he had murdered a baby and buried it somewhere. 

People were digging in the area and might expose it.  He 

was the baby, he said.  In “Death All Day,” the piece in 

which he finally broke through to emotional material, 

Rhodes mentions that the hunted coyotes are “the size of 

young children.” 

“I had to spend an awful lot of time as a child not 

speaking.  In fact, I remember a few times when my 

stepmother was preparing to educate my brother and me 

with some convenient artifact, a mophandle or a softball 

bat, when I found myself standing in a corner urgently 

straining to become invisible.  I stored up a lifetime of 

observations out of experiences like that.  A symbol of that 

anger for me clearly is the atomic bomb: the power to 

destroy the world, which children somehow think it’s 

possible to do.” Writing serves a purpose here, Rhodes 

says, not taking the place of therapy, but turning anger and 

passion to moral and social use. 

Other writers avoided the phrase symbolic realities. 

Kidder absolutely recoiled.  It sounded to him like a coat of 

paint on a piece of writing, added later to achieve academic 

respectability.  Kidder found other terms to talk about the 

same thing.  “I think of it in terms of resonance,” Kidder 

said.  “The conception of Soul of a New Machine was to 
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convey something of the whole by looking at one of its 

parts, to let this team of computer designers stand for other 

teams.  Usually the best works of literature have a close 

attachment to the particular.  You pluck a guitar string and 

another one vibrates.” 

Like Kidder, John McPhee wanted to avoid placing 

his work in categories.  It would be unfair, of course, to tie 

up any writer’s work that way.  Richard Rhodes does not 

write only about good people facing disasters.  Finding that 

symbolism in a literary journalist’s work does not 

characterize all the work.  McPhee suggested such 

characterizations are the task of academics (he looked at me 

askance as he said it) but then he revealed one such secret 

about his own writing. 

“There really are lots of ideas going by,” McPhee 

said.  “A huge stream of ideas.  What makes somebody 

choose one over another?  If you make a list of all the work 

I’ve ever done, and put a little mark beside things that relate 

to activities and interests I had before I was twenty, you’d 

have a little mark beside well over 90 percent of the pieces 

of writing.  That is no accident. 

“Paul Fussell said he wrote about the First World 

War as a way of expressing himself about his own 

experiences in the Second World War.  That makes 

complete sense.  Why did I write about tennis players? 

Why did I write about a basketball player?  Why hold this 

person up for scrutiny and not that one?  Because you’ve 

got some personal interest that relates to your own life.  It’s 

an important theme about anybody’s writing.” 

After several months spent interviewing writers, 

dragging around my list of characteristics and concerns of 

literary journalism, the entries sounded mechanical. Just 

immerse yourself in a subject, find a good structure, maybe 

use some of Tom Wolfe’s techniques for documenting 

“status life” and writing scenes, and then what?  Will that 

be literary journalism? 

I came to doubt that anything was so certain. 

Ultimately, everyone I spoke with circled around a difficult 

topic.  Writers talk easily about techniques, but like all of 
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us, they find it hard to explain their motivations. 

Sometimes we would get close enough for me to sense the 

artist behind the page.  Sara Davidson was talking about 

creating strong narratives, where from the first paragraph 

the reader buys the ticket and has to take the trip.  She 

stopped to consider for a moment, and said, “I’m not even 

sure how this is done.  There are certain tricks but I don’t 

think it’s a matter of tricks.  I think it has a lot to do with 

sensibility.  I asked Philip Roth once if he thought he could 

create more sense of intimacy by using the first person.  He 

said he thought it was the urgency and intensity with which 

he grabbed hold of the material, grasped it, and was able to 

pull the reader into his world.  I think it has something to do 

with the author’s sensibility.” 

A couple of years earlier, not long after I first met 

him, Mark Kramer had also tried to explain the heart of the 

differences between literary journalism and the standard 

forms of nonfiction.  “I’m still excited about the form of 

literary journalism,” he said.  “It’s like a Steinway piano. 

It’s good enough for all the art I can put into it.  You can 

put Glenn Gould on a Steinway and the Steinway is still 

better than Glenn Gould.  It’s good enough to hold all the 

art I can bring to it.  And then some.” 

### 
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[English translation of the foregoing.]

EASTERN ETHIOPIA.

BY

Friar Joào dos Santos.

BOOK I.—CHAPTER I.
In wlireli is given a short account of the four parts of the world, according to 

the description of various authors.

Extracts :—
Eastern Ethiopia commences at the Cape of Good Hope, and 

lies along the whole coast of the Ethiopian sea from west to east 
as far as the Red sea, where it ends, the land along the coast of 
that sea being Western Ethiopia. This province is very fertile 
in some parts, and abounds with provisions, cows, goats, sheep, 
and many hens. It is peopled by many nations, differing not 
only in their languages, but also in their customs and appearance. 
The land in some parts is a rugged barren desert, in which there 
are many wild beasts, such as lions, tigers, panthers, and bears, 
and many wild’ animals of the forest, such as elephants, 
rhinoceroses, buffaloes, wild cows, which are very like the 
domesticated cow, stags, elands,, whieh resemble horses but are 
much larger, gnus, which are like small chestnut horses, some
what deformed in the hind-quarters, but swift as the wind ; and 
quaggas, whieh resemble asses; all these animals having horns 
and cloven hoofs. 'There are beautiful striped zebras, and many 
other animals and innumerable insects.

The country is very hot, unhealthy, and prejudicial to> 
foreigners, especially the Portuguese, who- generally fall sick and 
die of fever ; but this is not sufficient to restrain their avarice 
and the eagerness with which they go thither in search of the 
mines and riches of the country, to secure which they brave 
hardship, danger, and death. What I have here said briefly 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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concerning Ethiopia will suffice for the present, as I shall dwell 
upon the further peculiarities of the country during the course of 
the following history.

As for the proper understanding and credit of any history it is 
necessary to know the grounds thereof, and the proofs on which 
it is founded by the author, that his veracity may be the more 
easily recognised,—the history of which I intend to treat being 
that of Eastern Ethiopia,.which I had extensive knowledge of 
during eleven years that I dwelt there,—it seems to me that I 
am bound before commencing it to make known my reasons for 
going to those parts, and how and to what end I travelled 
therein, that my words may be credited when in the course of 
my narrative I relate what I have seen.

In the year of our Lord 1585 the bishop of Malacca, who was 
then Dom Joao Gayo Ribeiro, hearing of the great number of 
Christians converted by the religious of the Order of Preachers, 
whose numbers they were daily increasing in the islands of Solor 
and Timor, as pastor of those parts, desiring the continued 
progress and preservation of the Christian missions there, wrote 
certain letters to the archduke Albert of Austria, who was then 
cardinal and governed this kingdom of Portugal, and others to 
our father provincial, who was then Friar Hieronymo Correa, 
earnestly requesting that religious of that holy order should be 
sent to him, to cultivate and sustain the Christian missions for 
which we were responsible there. These letters, having been 
read, were immediately made known to the religious of this 
province, and many of them offered themselves for this work, 
among whom I also offered to assist in the conversion of souls, 
that 1 might thereby merit and obtain the salvation of my own.

As soon as the ships were ready for the voyage we all embarked, 
and left Lisbon harbour on the 13th of April in the year of our 
Lord 1586. We doubled the Cape of Good Hope on the 2nd of 
July, and reached Mozambique on the 13th of August, where 
obedience called upon me to remain in order to proceed to 
Sofala and take up my abode in the Christian mission there, of 
which I shall treat in the second part, giving the first place to a 
description of the lands and people of Ethiopia. And as the 
fortress of Sofala is the oldest and the first which the Portuguese 
built there, it seemed to me that it should stand at the beginning 
of the following history.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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CHAPTER II. ; S’ H

Of the fortress of Sofala and its villages.

The fortress of Sofala is situated in 20|° south latitude, on the' 
coast of Eastern Ethiopia, near the sea, and close to a river the 
mouth of which is about a league wide, and which rises about a 
hundred leagues in the interior, in the lands called Mocaranga, 
and passes by a city called Zimbaoe, where Quiteve always 
dwells, who is the king of a great part of these lands and of all 
the river of Sofala. The inhabitants of the fortress of Sofala 
navigate this river, and carry their merchandise to Manica, which 
is a land of much gold situated more than sixty leagues inland, 
where they sell their merchandise and bring back quantities of 
gold in plates, fragments, and powder.

The fortress of Sofala is square, and is surrounded by a wall 
twenty-five spans in height. It has four round bastions at the 
corners, furnished with light and heavy artillery. On the side of 
the square facing the sea there is a fine large tower, two stories 
high, and at the foot of it a most beautiful courtyard with houses 
in which the captain of the fortress dwells. At the end of the 
courtyard the captain has his offices, and at the side of the tower 
from the ground to the first story there is a very fine and good 
cistern for rain-water, which the people of Sofala generally drink, 
as it is much better than the water of the wells, and they cannot 
drink the river water because it is very salt there. Within the 
fortress is the mother church, which is the parish church of all 
the people of the country. On the side of the square which 
faces the village there is a fine building which serves as a factory, 
where all the merchandise, such as cloth and beads, which comes 
from Mozambique, is stored, and also the ivory which is bought 
and collected throughout these territories.

Near this fortress of Sofala is the village of the Christian 
inhabitants, which when I was there contained more than six 
hundred souls professing Christianity, composed of Portuguese, 
half-breeds, and natives. In this village there is a chapel 
dedicated to the Holy Ghost, and we built another in the house 
where we dwelt, dedicated to our Lady of the Rosary. Outside the 
village we built a third, dedicated to the Mother of God, in a 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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palm grove of ours, which is the best station and place of 
departure in Sofala, and is a favourite place of pilgrimage and 
devotion with the people of that land. All these chapels were 
well adorned with different pieces and ornaments when we left 
Sofala.

The inhabitants of the fortress are chiefly merchants. Some 
go to Manica to barter cloth and beads, both their own and the 
captain’s, for gold ; others to the river Sabi and the Bocicas 
islands and other rivers which are near Sofala, to trade for ivory, 
ambergris, and sesame and other vegetables ; and they also carry 
on an extensive slave trade. The women of this country employ 
themselves in sowing rice, which occupies them for the greater 
part of the year, now in tilling the earth, now in sowing, now in 
plucking and weedin’g, ali their labour being performed with the 
hoe, and nothing sown with the help of the plough.

There is another village in Sofala composed of Moors, at a 
distance of about two gun-shots from the fortress, which, when I 
was there, contained about a hundred inhabitants, who are vassals 
of our fortress and very obedient to the captain and other 
Christians. They are all poor and miserable, and generally live 
by serving the Portuguese in their journeys and trading and also 
as sailors. The Moorish women, as well as the Christians, employ 
themselves in cultivation, and pay tithes of all their harvests to 
our church.

CHAPTER III.

Of the foundation of the fortress of Sofala, and of the treachery and war of the 
Moors against it, in which the king of the count;y was killed and the 
Portuguese became lords thereof.

The captain who resides in the fortress of Sofala is appointed 
by the captain of Mozambique, but formerly the captains of 
Sofala and Mozambique resided there, and the island of Mozam
bique had only a factory, wherein dwelt the factor of the captain 
of Sofala, until, in the time when the Queen Dona Catherina was 
governing for the king Dom Sebastiào, the fortress of Mozam
bique was ordered to be built, for fear of the Turks of the straits- 
of Mecca, which was in the year of our Lord 1558, Dom 
Constantino being viceroy of India. After the building of the- 
fortress the captains resided six months in Mozambique and six 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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in Sofala, but now the captains always remain in Mozambique 
and appoint whom they please to the fortress of Sofala, by virtue 
of a special power given to them for the purpose by the viceroys 
of India.

This fortress was built in the year of our Lord 1505 by Pedro 
da Nhaya, who was sent to the coast by the king Dom Manuel of 
glorious memory, with a fleet of six ships. After a voyage full 
of hardships, he reached the river of Sofala, which he entered 
with the four smallest ships, leaving the two largest in the sea 
because they could not cross the bar, which is very shallow. 
When he had disembarked he began to build the fortress, with 
the consent of the king of the country, who was a Moor named 
Zufe, whom some complaint from which he suffered had rendered 
blind in both eyes. But when Pedro da Nhaya had almost com
pleted the fortress, King Zufe repented that he had given his 
consent for such a fortress to be built in his country, and by the 
advice of the chief Moors, his subjects, he determined to kill all 
the Portuguese and take the fortress from them.

This plot was made known by an Abyssinian Moor named 
Açotes, who dwelt in that land and was a great friend of Pedro 
da Nhaya. Upon this warning the Portuguese in the fortress 
made ready to defend themselves against the Moors, who attacked 
them on the appointed day, thinking that the Portuguese were 
unprepared and did not know of their treachery, in which they 
found themselves very much mistaken, for when they began to 
attack the fortress with great fury they met with such resistance 
and strength in the Portuguese that they could not withstand 
them and were forced to turn back, fleeing to the place where the 
king had fortified himself. The Portuguese pursued them to the 
very apartments of the king, who, though blind, endeavoured to 
sell his life at the price of that of his enemies, by hurling at 
them the assagais which lay beside him, by means of which he 
wounded some of the Portuguese, among whom was Pedro da 
Nhaya ; but his resistance did not last long, and he was killed 
by the Portuguese with many of his subjects, and the rest were 
defeated and routed.

At the beginning of this combat Açotes came with a hundred 
men, his family and dependents, and joining the party of his 
friend Pedro da Nhaya with all his men, fought in defence of the 
Portuguese like a true and loyal friend. For this service Pedro 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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da Nhaya made him king of the Moors in Sofala, and he reigned 
there all his life, at peace with the Moors and the Portuguese. 
Pedro da Nhaya finished the fortress in peace, and died there 
when the building was completed, Manuel Fernandes, who wras the 
king’s factor on that coast, succeeding him as captain. When I 
went thither in the year 1586 I still found at the fortress several 
old Moors and Christian women who had been Moors, natives of 
that country, who well remembered that war and the time when 
the fortress was built, which was then more than eighty years 
since.

In speaking of this kingdom of Sofala it must be known that 
formerly upon the shore along that coast, especially at the 
mouths of the rivers and on the islands, there were large settle
ments inhabited by Moors, full of palm-groves and merchandise, 
and each of these cities had a king, as this Zufe was king of 
Sofala, and they had commerce and were at peace with the Kaffir 
kings who were lords of the interior. But now there are very 
few of these Moorish kings, for most of them were killed upon 
the entrance of the Portuguese to these lands, as were those of 
Sofala, where there are no more Moorish kings nor any of their 
race, their place being occupied by the captains of Sofala, who 
carry on their former commerce and friendship with Quiteve, 
king of all the lands of the interior.

CHAPTER IV.

Of the produce, trees, and fruit of Sofala and its territory.

In the lands of Sofala there are many gardens in which 
vegetables grow like those of Portugal, and many fruit trees, 
such as the pomegranate which bears flowers and green and ripe 
fruit at the same time all the year round, many Portuguese fig
trees, which yield most excellent black figs all the year, very like 
the wild fig, many vines which yield grapes twice a year, in 
January and in July, orange-trees and lime-trees which yield an 
abundance of good limes. In the fields and thickets there are 
numberless basil and jasmine plants with their «'bite sweet
smelling flowers. There are many very excellent pineapples like 
those of Brazil, and many Indian fig-trees which yield large 
bunches of figs the size of a cucumber, which turn yellow when 
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they are ripe, and taste and smell very good. I have seen 
bunches of figs in this country, each composed of seventy figs or 
more all clustered together like a bunch of grapes, so that a man 
could scarcely lift them from the ground. There are many large 
palm-groves which yield innumerable cocoa-nuts and wine, of 
which I shall treat at greater length farther on. There are many 
large plantations of sugar cane along the river, which the Kaffirs 
plant and cultivate, not to make sugar, which might be done if 
there were the necessary appliances in the country, but simply as 
food, for these canes form a great part of their means of sub
sistence. There is a quantity of millet and rice, and many yams, 
sweet potatoes, beans, and a large variety of other vegetables, all 
of which are very cheap.

Throughout these lands there is an abundance of very good 
white sesame, of which they make oil, which is commonly eaten 
by all in the same manner as olive oil in Portugal. To make 
this oil the sesame is well pounded in wooden vessels like a 
mortar, but so large that they reach to a man’s waist. The 
Kaffirs call them chuni and the Portuguese pilào. When the 
sesame is well crushed and reduced to a pulp, it is squeezed with 
the same wooden pestles with which it was crushed, and yields a 
very beautiful clear oil, which is called oil of sesame, and the 
remaining pulp is eaten by the Kaffirs with cooked millet, instead 
of butter or other condiment. In the same way they make cocoa- 
nut oil, after it is dried and withered, and this oil burns better 
and gives a clearer light than olive oil, besides which it is 
excellent for wounds and sores, and is the only remedy used by 
the Kaffirs, who wash and anoint their wounds with it.

In the kingdom of Manica a small tree grows on the top of 
rocks and mountains which for the greater part of the year is 
bare and without leaf or verdure, but it has this strange property 
that if a branch is cut off and thrown into water, in the space of 
twelve hours it buds and blossoms into green leaves, and when it 
is taken out of the water it becomes as dry as ever. The Kaffirs 
affirm that if a branch has been cut for ten years, and is then 
thrown into the water, it will still blossom and turn green. This 
wood, powdered and taken in water, is a good remedy for 
dysentery. The Kaffirs call it mungodao ; it is very like holm, 
but the leaves are not so rough.

There is another kind of wood which the Kaffirs call matuvi, 
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which signifies the excrement of man ; the reason of this name is 
that it has the same bad smell, so disgusting that no one can 
endure it. This wood is also found in India ; the tree is like a 
thorn-bush, and the Kaffirs and Indians assert that it has great 
virtue against ague, and therefore many of them wear it threaded 
with beads and tied round the arm next to the skin ; it is specially 
seen on children of tender age.

In two places along the river of Sofala .there are two unowned 
thickets full of orange and lemon trees, of which all who choose 
may freely gather the fruit ; and the lemons are so abundant that 
the Kaffirs load vessels with them and go down the river to 
Sofala, where they are sold almost for nothing. The inhabitants 
of the fortress salt and fill barrels and jars with them, which 
they send to India, where they are greatly esteemed, and are 
eaten with rice.

/ The bread commonly eaten in Sofala is made of rice and millet 
// mixed and made into cakes, which they call moeates. They are 

endurable when hot, but no one can eat them cold. The Portu
guese generally drink palm wine, and the Kaffirs a wine made 
from millet, which is very strong and intoxicating, as I shall 
explain hereafter. The meat is generally hens, which are in
numerable. The Kaffirs breed them to sell to the Portuguese, 
and in Sofala they give twelve for a black cotton cloth, which is 
there worth two testoons at most ; and if the purchaser goes up 
the river to their dwellings to buy them, they will give sixteen 
<^r eighteen for the same piece of cloth, which makes eleven reis 
or thereabouts for each hen. They are very good, and almost as 
large as those of Portugal. There are also many domesticated 
pigs which are bred among the houses, many goats and cows, and 
an abundance of venison, wild pigs, and other wild animals, of 
which I shall treat more at length in another place.

CHAPTER V.

Of the customs of Quiteve, king of the lands and river of Sofala, and what 
occurs in the kingdom at his death.

The king of all these lands of the interior and of the river of 
Sofala is a woolly-haired Kaffir, a heathen who adores nothing 
whatever, and has no knowledge of God; on the contrary he 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 458 of 1031



Records of South-Eastern Africa. 191

■esteems himself the god of all his lands, and is so looked upon 
and reverenced by his subjects, as I shall hereafter relate. He 
is called Quiteve, the name being common to all the kings of 
that kingdom, who on coming to the throne discard their former 
name and are never known by it again.

This Quiteve has more than a hundred wives, all within his 
palace, among whom one or two are his chief wives, like queens, 
and the others are but concubines. Many of these are his own 
sisters and daughters, whom he uses, saying that the children 
born of them are the true heirs of the kingdom, having no 
admixture of alien blood, and will defend and sustain the kingdom 
much better than those descended from a strange people and 
kingdom.

When Quiteve dies his chief wives are obliged to die also, in 
order to serve and dwell with him in the next world, which is 
another of their barbarities. In fulfilment of this inhuman law, 
as soon as the king is dead they take poison, which they call 
lucasse, kept prepared for the purpose, and so die. The king 
who succeeds to the throne also succeeds as husband to all the 
remaining wives of the former king, of whom some are his sisters, 
aunts, and nieces, only excepting his own mother if she is among 
the wives of his predecessor. This law only applies to the kings, 
for the other Kaffirs, though they may be great lords, cannot 
marry their sisters or daughters, under pain of death.

The prince who succeeds to the throne is generally one of the 
eldest sons of the former king and his chief wives who are legiti
mate, and when they have not sufficient prudence to govern, the 
second or third son succeeds. Should these also be insufficient, 
the king is succeeded by his brother, if he is skilful and can 
govern well. This uncertainty in the succession is because the 
Kaffirs say that any legitimate son of former kings of that land 
can inherit the kingdom of his father, and that he has the best 
right of succession who is best fitted to govern. Therefore they 
do not choose the eldest or nearest prince as king, but the most 
skilful and prudent. The choice generally lies with the king 
during his life ; he fixes his eyes on him who is fitted to govern, 
showing him most favour, consulting with him in matters of 
government, and showing that he is to succeed him in the 
kingdom, and therefore he is feared and respected by all. When 
I was in Sofala the reigning king had more than thirty sons, 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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legitimate and illegitimate, but he chose none of them as heir 
apparent, appointing one of his brothers whom he greatly loved, 
as a man of prudence and of great talent in governing ; and for 
these qualities and the rumour that he was to succeed his brother 
in the kingdom he was as much beloved by all as if he had been 
king already, and on his brother’s death there would be little 
doubt of his accession.

Their method of taking possession is as follows : The day the 
king dies nothing is thought of but the arrangements for the 
funeral, which consists in carrying the body to a mountain where 
all the kings are buried. The next day, at dawn, the prince 
appointed to succeed to the throne repairs to the palace where 
the wives of the forrqer king await him, and enters it with their 
consent. He then seats himself with the principal wives in a 
public hall in which the kings hear all causes, in which he is 
hidden by a cloth or curtain so that none can see the king and 
his wives who sit behind it. Thence the principal ministers and 
officials are despatched to announce throughout the city that the 
new king is in peaceable possession of the palace and wives of 
the former king, calling upon them to come and do him homage. 
This is immediately done by all the nobles of the court, and those 
of the city come to the palace, which is already well furnished 
with the usual guard and officers, who admit a few of them at a 
time into the hall where the new king sits with his wives. They 
drag themselves along the ground to the middle of the room, 
t^nd thence they speak to the new king, swearing allegiance to 
him, without seeing the king or his wives who are behind the 
curtain. The king answers, thanking them for the good will 
which they show him as loyal subjects, and then in a few words 
he orders the curtain to be raised and shows himself to all 
present, while they clap their hands, which is their method of 
salutation. The curtain is then lowered again, those in the room 
dragging themselves out upon the ground as they entered, and 
being replaced by others until all those in the court have done 
homage to the king. The best part of the day is passed in this 
ceremony, with great feasting, music, and dancing throughout 
the city. The next day the king sends his ambassadors through 
the kingdom to announce the death of the former king, and his 
own peaceful succession, bidding all come to the court to see him 
break the bow, of which I shall treat in the seventh chapter.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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CHAPTER VI.

Of the second manner in which, the princes succeed to the kingdom, by the 
election of the king’s wives.

Disputes sometimes arise in the election of these princes, for 
as the chief wives of the former king are many, and each one has 
sons by him, there are many pretenders to the throne, and each 
one wishes to be king, and those who have the power do all they 
can to win the people to their cause, sometimes stirring up 
changes and rebellions among them. Others bribe the king’s 
wives to admit them and give them peaceable possession of the 
kingdom, which consists in entering the palace, for it is a law 
that no prince can enter the palace where they are without their 
permission, or take possession of the kingdom without their con
sent, and whoever enters by violence and takes possession against 
their will loses his right of succession to the kingdom. No one 
has power to oppose the election made by the wives, as will be 
seen by the following example.

Near the kingdom of Quiteve is another of which Sedanda is 
king, the laws and customs of which are very similar to those of 
Quiteve, all these Kaffirs being of the same nation, and these two 
kingdoms having formerly been one, as I shall relate hereafter. 
When I was in Sofala it happened that king Sedanda was seized 
with a severe and contagious leprosy, and seeing that his com
plaint was incurable, having named the prince who was to succeed 
him, he took poison and died, according to the custom of those 
kings when they are afflicted with any physical deformity, as I 
shall relate hereafter. Sedanda being dead, the prince whom he 
had chosen in his life would have entered the palace and seated 
himself with the wives of the former king, in the usual place 
where the ceremony of taking possession is gone through, as I 
have described. But things fell out very differently from what 
he expected, for the king’s wives had a great aversion to him, on 
account of his evil condition and other defects which they found 
in him. In the night therefore they secretly summoned another 
prince, upon whom they had fixed their eyes as more skilful and 
more pleasing to them, and seated him with them in the king’s 
public place; and sent officers through the city to proclaim to the

VII. o 
3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 461 of 1031



270 Records of South-Eastern Africa.

another kind of money which is used for buying small articles. 
This is little copper bars about half a span in length and two 
fingers wide, which they call maçontas ; each of these is also 
worth three vintens. There is also current a coin made of 
pewter, which they call calaim : it is made in bars, each weighing 
half a pound. They call these bars pondos, and each of these 
pondos is worth two tangas, that is six vintens.

In these lands small earthenware beads glazed and coloured 
are also current as ordinary money. They are threaded on 
strings of about a span in length. These strings of beads are 
called mites, ten mites joined together are called a lipote, and 
twenty lipotes joined together are called motava which is 
usually worth one cruzado. Besides these moneys, all kinds of 
things are bought and sold for any sort of cloth, with which debts 
are paid instead of with gold. With this kind of money they 
also pay the fathers their stipends and for the masses which they 
are asked to say, but this is seldom, as usually the alms for a 
mass is paid in gold and a matical is what is generally given for 
a mass, though some persons give larger alms, according to their 
devotion.

This does not appear to be large alms in this country, where 
all things that are imported are worth their weight in gold, and 
a matical is not worth more here than two vintens or half a 
testoon would be in Portugal, for which reason if the priests 
received smaller alms for their masses they would be unable to 
support themselves.

CHAPTER IX.

Of the markets of Mocaranga, and. of the captain of Massapa and the tribute 
paid to Monomotapa.

After merchandise has left Tete by land, as has been said, it is 
carried over a great part of the kingdom of Monomotapa to three 
villages situated in this Mocaranga at some distance from each 
other, which they call fairs. They are Massapa, Luanze, and 
Manzovo, in which places the residents of Sena and Tete have 
houses called churros, where they store their merchandise, and 
from which they sell it and send it to be sold throughout all the 
country. The principal of these market places is Massapa, where 
a Portuguese captain always resides, who is elected by the 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 462 of 1031



Records of South-Eastern Africa. 271

Portuguese of these rivers, his appointment being confirmed by 
Monomotapa. This captain is called by the king his great wife, 
a name by which he honours the Portuguese whom he esteems and 
holds in great respect, such as the captains of Sena, Tete, and 
Mozambique.

This captain of Massapa has jurisdiction and supreme judicial 
authority over all the Kaffirs who come to Massapa and those 
who live on his lands or within his borders. He has power to 
give verbal sentence in all cases, and he can even condemn the 
guilty to be hanged, without appeal against his sentence. This 
authority has been given him by Monomotapa. This captain 
also receives from the viceroys of India power to act as judge and 
chief of all the Portuguese who frequent these kingdoms, and as 
such he gives judgment in all cases affecting Portuguese that 
are brought into court in these parts. He is also executor for 
deceased persons. All the captains in these parts have similar 
jurisdiction and authority conceded to them by the viceroys, 
such as the captains of Sofala, Sena, and Tete. They all can 
alone pass sentence on the Christians in the country, and carry 
such sentences into execution, there being no right of appeal 
from them, and sometimes they do so with Kaffir thieves and 
malefactors whom they condemn to the gallows.

The captain of Massapa in this office serves as agent in all 
matters between the Portuguese and Monomotapa ; he acts here 
also as factor of Monomotapa to receive all the duties paid to 
him by the merchants, both Christians and Moors, which are one 
piece of cloth in every twenty brought into these lands to be 
sold. In consideration of this duty all the rest of the cloth is 
free, and the country is open for the secure passage of traders 
through it to sell their merchandise, they being impeded by 
no one.

No person may enter the territory between Massapa and the 
residence of the king without the license of the king or the 
captain, for which reason this place is called the Gates of Massapa, 
and the captain the Captain of the Gates. The office is perma
nent during the life of each person appointed to it, and he cannot 
resign it or leave the place without Monomotapa’s license. The 
insignia of this captain and of his jurisdiction are-an assagai 
of black wood about a yard in length, with a long golden point 
similar to the point of a lance, which he frequently carries in his 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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hand like a staff of supreme justice, besides which he wears a 
golden bracelet.

Each new captain of Mozambique upon entering his fortress 
is under obligation to pay to Monomotapa the value of three 
thousand cruzados in cloth and beads for the three years of his 
office, that he may during this term open his lands to all 
merchants, both Christians and Moors, as all of them trade with 
cloth obtained from the said captain, and the greater part of the 
gold exported from these rivers goes into the hands of the captain 
of Mozambique ; and if the lands were not open and free for the 
merchants to pass through them with their cloth and beads, there 
would be no gold, nor anyone to bring it in such quantities.

The lands being open in this manner, the merchants can 
traverse them with their bags of gold much more securely than 
if they were in Portugal, as to the present time it has been an 
unheard of thing for Kaffir thieves to attack the Portuguese 
on the road or to rob them, unless by order of Monomotapa 
himself, as he has sometimes given such orders to avenge some 
injury he has received, or pretended to have received, from the 
Portuguese, especially when the captain who has newly entered 
office at Mozambique has not paid him, or delayed until the 
second year the cloth which it is usual to pay him during the 
first. Then he commands an empata of all the merchandise 
throughout his lands, and seizes all that is found, as this is what 
they call an empata, and in this way he liberally pays himself 
what is due and takes satisfaction for the affront he has received. 
Besides this, that he may once more open his lands and establish 
peace there, the captain pays him in full, and in these empatas 
which he orders he confiscates many thousands of cruzados from 
the merchants, -without any restitution being made of them 
either on the king’s part or on the part of him who was the cause 
of the trouble.

This payment made by the captains the Kaffirs call a curva, 
and Monomotapa sends his Kaffir ambassadors, called mutumes, 
to the fort of Sena to receive it. These Kaffirs come to receive 
the curva in the same order and in the same way as the mutumes 
of Quiteve, king of the river of Sofala, as has been previously 
related. But the delivery of the curva of Sofala differs greatly 
from this of Sena, as in Sofala the captain of the fortress delivers 
it to the mutumes who have come for it, and they carry it to 
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Quiteve, their king, but here in Sena it is delivered to a Portu
guese chosen for this purpose by the captain, who after his 
election is called viceroy, as he is going as ambassador to Mono
motapa, in the name of the captain of Mozambique, whom the 
Kaffirs call viceroy. This Portuguese receives the said curva in 
the factory of Sena in presence of the mutumes of Monomotapa, 
that they may see all the cloth that is being sent to him, and 
after its delivery he takes it under his charge to the court of 
Monomotapa, accompanied by the mutumes, and there he delivers 
this curva to Monomotapa in the name of the captain of 
Mozambique.

CHAPTER X.

Of the kingdoms of Monomotapa and of the lands of Mocaranga and their 
division.

This kingdom of Monomotapa is situated in the lands called 
Mocaranga, as has been stated, all of which lands formerly 
belonged to the empire of Monomotapa, and at present are 
divided into four kingdoms, viz. the kingdom which at present 
belongs to Monomotapa, the kingdom of Quiteve, the kingdom of 
Sedanda, and that of Tshikanga.

This division was made by an emperor Monomotapa, who not 
wishing, or not being able, to govern such distant lands, made 
three of his sons governors thereof, sending one named Quiteve 
to govern the lands extending along the river of Sofala, another 
named Sedanda to govern the lands traversed by the river Sabi, 
which flows into the Indian ocean opposite the islands of Bocicas, 
and the third, named Tshikanga, he sent to govern the lands of 
Manica, where there are very extensive gold mines.

These three governors, his sons, as soon as their father died 
and another son who was at court succeeded to the empire, rose 
in arms with their territories, and were never again willing to 
obey this Monomotapa or his successors, each one alleging that 
the said empire was his. This is the reason why there is war 
between them nearly every year. In this manner from the great 
empire of Monomotapa three very large kingdoms containing 
many vassals were separated, the kingdom now possessed by 
Monomotapa being nevertheless very much more extensive than 
the three others combined.

Vil. T3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 465 of 1031



274 Records of South-Eastern Africa.

All these Kaffirs are called Mocarangas, as all speak the 
Moearanga language, and for this reason all these lands are also 
called Moearanga, except parts of the kingdoms along the sea
coast, where other languages are spoken, particularly the Botonga 
tongue, for which reason these lands are called Botonga and their 
inhabitants Botongas.

This vast kingdom of Monomotapa is more than two hundred 
leagues in length and almost as much in breadth. On the north
western side it borders on the lands of another very powerful 
king, with whom there are frequent wars. He is called Abutua, 
and his kingdom bears the same name. They say that it 
extends in the centre of the continent to the borders of the 
kingdom of Angola, with the Kaffirs of which its people trade, 
these Kaffirs carrying on commerce with the Portuguese who go 
from Portugal to Angola, which I do not doubt, as Kaffir mer
chants from Abutua brought a blanket to the kingdom of Manica 
to sell it, which blanket had come through Angola, and was 
bought by a Portuguese in Manica, and I saw it in Sofala.

In this kingdom of Abutua there is also a quantity of fine 
gold, but the natives of the country do not trouble to seek it or 
dig for it, as they are at a distance from the Portuguese who 
might buy it ; but they are much occupied with the breeding of 
cattle, of which there are great numbers in these lands.

On the eastern side Monomotapa is bounded by the river 
Zambesi, which is called by the Kaffir vassals of Monomotapa 
Empando, which means a rebel against his king, because they 
say that if the river did not run through that part Monomotapa 
would be lord of other lands lying on the other side of the river, 
which he cannot reach with his army for want of boats. On the 
south-eastern side this kingdom extends to the Indian ocean, 
where it forms a tongue of land only ten or twelve leagues in 
breadth between the rivers Luabo and Tendanculo, as the lands 
which extend to the south as far as the river Inhambane are 
divided among the three rebel kings, as has been stated. From 
Tendanculo to Sofala is the kingdom of Quiteve, of which I 
treated in the first book ; from Sofala to the south is the kingdom 
of Sabia, of which Sedanda is king, who is also king of a great 
part of the lands called Botonga, which extend to the river 
Inhambane. Beyond these two kingdoms of Quiteve and 
Sedanda towards the interior is the kingdom of Manica, of which
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Tshikanga is king. This kingdom extends to the north-west to 
about a hundred leagues from the sea. The two kingdoms of 
Quiteve and Sedanda extend as far along the Indian ocean. On 
the other side of the land of Manica to the north is the kingdom 
of Abutua, of which Monomotapa lies on the north-east, and to 
the south is another king called Biri.

All these three rebel kings are great lords, but Quiteve is the 
most powerful and richest, because of the extensive commerce he 
carries on with the Portuguese, from whom he obtains great 
quantities of cloth and beads, which form the wealth of the 
Kaffirs. Besides this these Kaffirs are much more valiant than 
all the other Mocarangas, and for this reason Monomotapa is 
never able to conquer them, although he frequently falls upon 
Quiteve with a powerful army. They are great archers, and 
most dexterous in hurling the assagai. They are very insolent, 
and most clever in defrauding and cheating.

CHAPTER XI.

Of the mountain called Fura, and of certain ancient ruins said to have been the 
factory of the queen of Sheba or of Solomon.

Close to the town of Masapa is a very high and grand moun
tain called Fura, from which there is a view of a great part of 
the kingdom of Monomotapa. For this reason the king will not 
permit the Portuguese to ascend this mountain, that their 
covetousness may not be excited by the vastness and beauty of 
his country, where so many and such large mines of gold are 
hidden.

On the summit of this mountain some fragments of old walls 
and ancient ruins of stone and mortar are still standing, which 
clearly show that once there were houses here and strong 
dwellings, which are not to be found in all Kaffraria, as even the 
kings’ palaces are built of wood covered with clay and thatched 
with straw. The natives of these lands, especially some aged 
Moors, assert that they have a tradition from their ancestors that 
these houses were anciently a factory of the queen of Sheba, and 
that from this place a great quantity of gold was brought to her, 
it being conveyed down the rivers of Cuama to the Indian 
ocean, which they navigated in ships keeping along the coast of 
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Ethiopia to the Red sea, which they entered and pursued their 
course up it until they reached the shores bordering on the lands 
of Egypt, where they discharged all this gold, and thence it was 
conveyed by land to the court of the queen of Sheba, who they 
said was the queen and mistress of a great part of Ethiopia above 
Egypt, and by the Red sea she sent her fleets for the gold of 
these rivers.

I have very little doubt of this, as it is the opinion of some of 
our most serious writers, who say that the queen of Sheba was 
mistress of that part of Ethiopia which is above Egypt, such 
authors as the glorious St. Jerome on the prophet Zephaniah, 
Origen on the book of Canticles, and Josephus in his book upon 
Jewish Antiquities. , And besides this, even at the present time 
there is a most noble city in Ethiopia which was formerly called 
Sheba, situated on an island formed by the river Nile, which is 
much renowned and talked of among the notable things of that 
region, both on account of its fertility and because it is densely 
populated and frequented by men of various nationalities. The 
name of this city of Sheba was changed to Meroe by a king 
called Cambyses, in memory of a sister whom he greatly loved.

Pliny, Strabo, Josephus, St. Jerome, and many other writers 
make mention of these matters, from which one may infer that 
there is solid foundation in what is said concerning the queen of 
Ethiopia having a factory on this mountain of Fura, whence the 
gold was conveyed to her.

Others say that these are the ruins of the factory of Solomon, 
where he had his factors who procured a great quantity of gold 
from these lands, conveying it down the same rivers to the 
Indian ocean, which they navigated until they entered the 
straits of the Red sea, disembarking on the shores of Arabia close 
to Suez, whence the gold was conveyed by land to Jerusalem, 
a journey of about eighty leagues more or less. They say further 
that the gold of Ophir which was brought to Solomon was from 
the place called Fura or Afura, and that there is little difference 
between Afura and Ophir, which name has been corrupted by 
the changes of time in the ages between that period and the 
present.

I know not what foundation they have for saying one thing 
or the other, I can only say that there is a quantity of fine gold 
in the lands round this mountain, and that it could be sent 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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thence by these rivers in those times as it is now by the 
Portuguese, and was in former days through the medium of the 
Moors of Mozambique and Kilwa, before the Portuguese conquered 
these lands. And as at the present time all the gold exported 
from these rivers goes to India, in the same way it might be 
conveyed to the cape of the straits of the Red sea and thence to 
Suez and to Jerusalem, as has been said.

This voyage must have occupied much time, as then the route 
was not so well known as at present, nor did they have as good 
ships or as good pilots as those of the present day who know the 
route, and also much time must have been expended in collecting 
and buying the gold from the Kaffirs, as even at the present 
day, when the mines are better known and the Kaffirs are more 
covetous of possessing the beads and cloth that the Portuguese 
are continually taking to their country, the merchants are 
engaged for a year, and even then they are not able to sell all 
their goods, as the Kaffirs are very indolent with regard to 
digging the earth to find the gold, and they will not do so unless 
compelled thereto by want. Besides this the navigation both 
of the rivers and of the Indian ocean takes much time and is 
attended by many difficulties, because of the delays caused by 
the winds there, as along the whole of this coast of Ethiopia 
there are only two winds to assist navigation, the east winds 
that blow for six months, and the west winds that also blow six 
months, which are called monsoons, for which reason ships very 
frequently winter on this coast.

CHAPTER XII.

Various opinions concerning the region of Ophir, whence gold was brought to 
Solomon.

We have already seen in the last chapter the many difficulties 
and delays encountered at the present day by the Portuguese 
in their passage from India to the gold mines of Monomotapa, 
from which one may infer that in the time of Solomon this 
voyage was still more tedious and dangerous than it is at present, 
both owing to the causes referred to in the last chapter and 
because his fleet could not navigate in the Red sea at night,3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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but only in the daytime, on account of the many islands and 
shoals with which it abounds, and in this way much time must 
have been expended. Besides which, when navigating along the 
coast of Ethiopia great delay must have been occasioned by 
putting into ports, there repairing and restoring the ships, and 
equipping them with provisions, water, sailors, and pilots to 
guide them to the rivers of Cuama, for which reasons it is not 
astonishing that they should have taken the three years for this 
voyage mentioned in the holy scripture, which must be under
stood as the time occupied in going and returning, and collecting 
at Fura the gold and other products of this country that were 
taken to Jerusalem.

Further proof that Solomon’s fleet may have come to this 
coast of Ethiopia to obtain gold from Fura is that it also carried 
away precious stones, timber for the temple, apes, and peacocks, 
as related in different parts of holy scripture, all of which are 
found on this coast, such as fine pearls and seed pearls, which 
are gathered on the bank of Sofala between the islands called 
Bocicas, of which I have already spoken, and the rich and 
precious timber from the forests of Tebe, which are between 
Sofala and the rivers of Cuama, where I have been, and where 
boats are made of a single piece of wood hollowed out, which 
boats are twenty fathoms in length more or less. Also on many 
parts of this coast a fine black wood is found, which is cut down 
and sent to India and to this kingdom. And although I have 

, not seen any peacocks in the lands bordering on the sea, yet 
there must be some in the interior of the country, as I have seen 
Kaffirs wearing crests of peacock’s feathers on their heads, which 
are well known. There is an infinite number of different kinds 
of apes on the whole of this coast of Ethiopia, and of the gold 
I do not speak, as there is great abundance of it in all the 
territory of Fura, nor yet of the fine silver of Chicova, where it 
is known there are rich mines, of which I shall speak later on. 
Thus all these proofs appear to show this territory of Fura to be 
the real region of Ophir, which is also confirmed by the text of 
holy scripture, which says that Solomon sent his ships to Tarshish 
for gold, which country the Greeks take to be Africa, where the 
mines of Fura, of which I am speaking, are situated. This 
opinion is held by Raphael Volaterrano, who says that many 
persons are of opinion that Ophir was part of Ethiopia situated 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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on the sea of Sofala. The same is affirmed by Ludovic Veneto 
in his treatise upon this navigation.

Other writers have different opinions, among whom is St. 
Jerome, who says that Heber, patriarch of the Hebrews, had two 
sons, one named Phaleh and the other Jactan, who were born to 
him at the time of the confusion of tongues in Babylon, and that 
Jactan had thirteen sons, two of whom, Evila and Ophir, went 
to inhabit the lands of India lying between the Ganges and 
Malacca, and that in honour of these two men the lands of the 
Ganges were called the country of Evila and from the Ganges to 
Malacca the country of Ophir. Erom this ancient testimony it 
appears that Josephus gathered that the region of Ophir whence 
gold was brought to Solomon was the island of Sumatra, situated 
in India, off' the coast of Malacca. This opinion is followed by 
Rabano, a serious writer, who says that Ophir is a desert island 
of the Indian sea, where there are many wild animals and abund
ance of gold, which island took its name from Ophir, son of 
Jactan. Nicolau de Lyra asserts the same, so that from this 
opinion one might infer that Ophir is in India and should be 
the island of Sumatra, which Josephus says is called the land 
of gold.

Vatablo Parisiense is of a very different opinion, and says that 
Ophir is an island situated in the South sea discovered by 
Christopher Columbus, to which he gave the name of Hispaniola, 
which is very productive of fine gold, and is very distant from 
Asion Gaber, the port of the Red sea whence Solomon’s fleets 
sailed to seek the gold ; and because this island was so far 
distant the ships took three years in going and returning. This 
opinion is less probable, as we are aware that the voyage from 
Arabia to the South sea could not be made except down the 
Indian ocean to the Cape of Good Hope, and thence traversing 
the great gulf to the straits of Magellan, which the ships would 
have to enter and pass through, This, route had not yet been 
found, as much later this strait was discovered by Fernando de 
Magalhües, in the year of our Lord 1520, in the month of 
September. For which reason there are but little grounds for 
this writer’s opinion. Thus all who treat of this matter differ 
as to the site and region of Ophir; and finally, not deciding this 
question, I state that the mountain of Fura or Afura may be 
the region of Ophir, whence gold was brought to Jerusalem, by 
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which some credit might be given to the statement that these 
houses were the factory of Solomon, as they were in Fura, and 
the gold which was carried was from Ophir, nor do I know of 
any other mines nearer from which gold could be taken to 
Jerusalem, and at that time Solomon may have possessed the 
commerce that the Portuguese enjoy to-day in these rivers.

CHAPTER XIII.

Of the mines in the kingdom of Monomotapa, and of the manner of extracting 
gold from them.

Throughout the lands of Monomotapa, or in the greater part 
of them, there are many gold mines, especially in Chiroro, where 
there is an abundance of the best gold to be found in this 
kingdom. The Kaffirs have two methods of obtaining the gold, 
as we have stated when speaking of those of Quiteve.

The first and most usual is by digging the ground on the 
margins of rivulets and pools and washing the earth in bowls 
until it dissolves, when it leaves at the bottom the gold and 
stones which they throw out with the earth, and find the gold 
clean at the bottom of the bowl, which they collect and take out. 
For this reason they never dig earth anywhere but at the water 
side, that they may be able to wash it and separate it from 
the gold.

The second method which the Kaffirs have for obtaining gold 
is by going during the rainy season to the furrows where the 
water runs down, where they find many small nuggets and pieces 
of gold left exposed by the current.

Every Kaffir who finds a rich mine and extracts gold from it 
is condemned to death, and whatever property he possesses is 
forfeited to the king. If when digging he comes by chance upon 
the traces of one of these gold mines he is obliged to shout 
loudly to another Kaffir to join him, whom he takes as witness 
that when digging in this place he has found traces of a large 
mine, and that he leaves it without extracting anything from it, 
after which they are both bound to cover , the place with earth 
once more and to cut a large branch from any tree and put it on 
the top. Kaffirs who pass by and see this branch immediately 
flee from the place as those who flee from death, as they well 
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know that here is a large mine and that if they are seen at this 
place they will be condemned to death, even though it cannot be 
proved that they have taken any gold from it.

The reason of this severity is that Monomotapa does not wish 
the Portuguese to know that there are such large gold mines in 
his country, that they may not make war upon him through 
greed of them, and take the kingdom.

When I was in these lands various men who had experience of 
them assured me that it was a well established fact that the rays 
of the sun had so great an effect upon them that besides purifying 
the earth and converting it into gold, they caused the gold to 
burst out of the earth with as much force as though it was a 
plant endeavouring to sprout, and especially in those places 
where it is formed on the surface of the ground. This was clearly 
shown in places where there were large mines, as here the earth 
cracks open in many parts, and in the fissures many splinters of 
gold were found, besides which pieces of gold were found in very 
frequented and beaten tracks, showing that in these places they 
burst out of the earth, and upon being left exposed on the ground 
were discovered.

As a proof of this a story was told to me concerning a herds
man who one day, upon entering the fold where every night he 
kept his cows, knocked his foot against a stone, at which he was 
much astonished, as there were no stones in the place, and picking 
it up to throw it out of the fold he found it to be very heavy, 
upon which he rubbed and cleansed it of the cow’s dung to see 
what it was, when he found it to be a piece of solid gold weighing 
more than one thousand cruzados.

This gold is found in many different shapes, that is in dust 
like sand, in grains like large and small beads, in fragments, 
some of which are so solid that they seem to have been melted 
down, others in branches with many shoots, and others mixed 
with earth in such a way that upon shaking and washing off the 
earth they remain hollow within like a honeycomb or an iron bar 
coming from the blacksmith’s furnace, the holes and hollows of 
which are full of red earth that has not yet been converted into 
gold, but which shows by its colour that it will so become.

Gold is also extracted from stones, which is called gold of 
matuca, such as we have stated is found, in the kingdom of 
Manica. Of all these kinds of gold the fragments in branches 
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are the finest and of the greatest purity, and that called matuca 
is the coarsest of all and the least pure.

CHAPTER XIV.

Of the silver mines of Chicova, and. how Francisco Barreto went there, and tho 
war which the Kaffirs made upon him and the death of two hundred 
Portuguese.

In the lands which border on the kingdom of Monomotapa in 
the interior, on the north-eastern side, is the kingdom of Chicova, 
greatly renowned for its large mines of fine silver. It lies along 
the river Zambesi. After the governor Francisco Barreto went 
to Sofala to conquer the gold mines of Manica, as has been 
related, he passed from them with his people to the rivers of 
Cuama to conquer the silver mines of Chicova also ; and wishing 
to carry his design into execution, he left Sena and proceeded up 
the river, and on the way he fought with Mongas beyond the 
mountains of Lupata and vanquished him, which also has been 
related. Thence he passed through all the other lands and 
kingdoms which extend along this river, without encountering 
any resistance. And although many Kaffirs wished to prevent 
his passage through their lands, they dared not attempt to do so, 
knowing that he had vanquished and routed Mongas on the field 
of battle, whom they looked upon as very valiant and the lord of 
the best men of all this river, for which reason they allowed him 
to pass, fleeing from the villages and towns in which they lived, 
and carrying their provisions with them into the thickets, where 
they remained hidden until Francisco Barreto had passed with 
his army.

In this way he pushed forward safely, now navigating the 
river, now journeying by land, until he reached the kingdom 
of Chicova, where he formed a camp, and forthwith set about 
searching for the silver mines, but this discovery was never 
effected, for no Kaffir dared to point out the exact situation of the 
mines, as they were in great fear that the Portuguese after dis
covering them would take their lands from them and drive them 
out, for which reason they all now fled, abandoning the country 
to the Portuguese, and also that some of- them might not be 
seized and compelled by violence or torture to disclose what they 
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greatly feared to do, notwithstanding the promises and liberal 
gifts that the governor offered to any one who would show him 
the mines.

However there was one Kaffir of the land who was moved by 
the advantage he would derive from disclosing their position, 
and determined to show him various stones containing silver 
extracted from these mines and buried in another place, saying 
and pretending that this was the site of the mines. This resolu
tion he carried out, and one night he proceeded secretly to the 
place where he knew the mines to be, and extracting two stones 
of about four or five pounds weight each, he buried them at a 
great distance from the mines, about two or three fathoms one 
from the other. After carrying out this deceit, he went to the 
governor one afternoon as the sun was setting and told him that 
he wished to disclose the locality of the silver mines secretly to 
him, that the king might not hear of it and do him evil, on 
condition that he would give him for this a certain quantity of 
cloth and beads.

The governor promised him all that he asked with great joy, 
and to satisfy him ordered several pieces of cloth to be given to 
him, and also commanded a company of soldiers to be assembled 
and went with them and the Kaffir to the place where he had 
buried the stones, at which place the Kaffir told them to dig, as 
there were the silver mines, which was immediately done with 
great rejoicing.

After digging over a large piece of ground they discovered the 
stones, at the sight of which there was rejoicing and delight 
among all the Portuguese of the conquest, and the trumpets and 
drums of the camp assisted in celebrating the discovery. As it 
was nearly nightfall the Kaffir told the governor that he wished 
to return to his home, and that as the mines were already dis
covered he would come back early in the morning. The governor 
allowed him to depart, thinking that he could be relied upon 
because of the cloth he was to come back for in addition to that 
which he had already received and taken away, but he never 
returned. On the following day the governor, seeing that the 
Kaffir did not appear, commanded the earth to be dug at the 
place where the two stones had been found, and all the ground 
round about, but no traces of mines were found, upon which he 
realised the Kaffir’s deceit. And seeing that there were no means 
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of discovering the mines, and that all the Kaffirs of the land had 
fled with their provisions, and as he could not remain there many 
days on account of the scarcity of food, he proceeded down the 
river to Sena, leaving two hundred soldiers with their captain, 
Antonio Cardoso d’Almeida, at this place, with some provisions 
and arms and fortified within a wooden stockade, to procure 
information concerning the desertion of the country and to see 
whether they could discover the mines.

The soldiers remained several months at this place, but found 
no one to disclose to them what they desired to know, nor anyone 
to sell them for their money the provisions they required, for 
which reason they were compelled to take them by force from 
the Kaffirs, and they made various excursions into the sur
rounding country, where they seized a quantity of provisions and 
a number of cows, upon which they subsisted. The Kaffirs, 
seeing that they could not live in peace or safety with the 
Portuguese as their enemies in such close vicinity, feigned to 
make peace with them and to communicate with them in a 
friendly manner, with the intention of assuring them of their 
good will, in order afterwards to kill them by treachery, which 
they did. After some time had passed in this pretended friend
ship they came to them and said that as they were their friends 
they would disclose to them the locality of the silver mines, 
which they so much desired to know, at which our men were well 
pleased, thinking that the difficulties and hunger they had gone 
^through in the discovery of the mines would be well rewarded.

The day upon which they were to go upon this discovery 
being settled, forty men were left to guard the fort, and the 
others, being now one hundred and fifty in number, set out with 
their arms to accompany the Kaffirs as far as the mountain in 
which were the mines, which they pretended was about a league 
from that place. In this way they all proceeded onward until 
they entered some dense thickets, where three thousand armed 
Kaffirs were lying hidden in ambush, and as soon as our men had 
entered the pass, the Kaffirs rushed out and fell upon them with 
great violence, killing and wounding as many as they could ; and 
although the Portuguese killed a number of them, yet as they 
were surrounded by bushes and were attacked on all sides by 
the enemy, and could not fight in proper order, they were nearly 
all killed. Only a few escaped to the fort, to which the Kaffirs 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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laid siege, resolving to starve them to death. Thus they 
remained several months besieged, suffering much from hunger, 
and seeing that they were in want of everything and without hope 
of succour, they determined to sally out and seize some provisions 
by force of arms, or die like gallant men and not like sheep 
penned in.

This resolution they carried out, falling upon the Kaffirs with 
such violence that they put them to flight and killed great 
numbers of them. But when they wished to return the number 
of Kaffirs who arrived from every side increased so greatly that 
in the pursuit all were killed, not one escaping; and so they 
died, selling their lives for the lives of the enemy, of whom they 
killed great numbers.

The governor commanded the stones of silver to be melted, 
and in this process three parts were found to be fine silver and 
only one part dross, from which we may infer that these are the 
richest mines and the finest silver known to the present time.

There are many mines of silver and gold in this Eastern 
Ethiopia, such as those of the kingdom of Gorage and those of 
the kingdom of Conche seen by Dom Joao Bermudez, patriarch 
of Alexandria, as stated by him in his book upon Prester John ; 
and many others. Besides the silver and gold mines in these 
lands of Mocaranga, much iron is also found and of such good 
quality that some Portuguese took it from these parts to India 
for the manufacture of guns. There is also an abundance of 
copper. These metals the Kaffirs extract from the earth and 
smelt them. With the iron they make hoes, arrows, assagai 
heads, swords, small axes, and other implements that they 
require. With the copper they make bracelets, which both men 
and women wear round their arms and legs.

CHAPTER XV.

Of Monomotapa and his royal insignia, and of the kingdoms lying between Cape 
das Correntes and Mozambique.

We have already stated that Monomotapa was anciently a 
much more’powerful king, before the states of Quiteve, Tshikanga, 
and Sedanda revolted from him, and although even at the 
present time he is a great lord, he has no other kings as his3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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four Spanish reals in specie h the reward for first sighting this land. We pointed it 
out to the Reijger and the Hoope (being further to windward) by hoisting the flags 
and firing a gun.

In the evening had a variation of the compass from N. to N.W. of 4| deg.
During the night, 2 glasses of the dog-watch having run out, we came quite close 

to the shore, from which we then turned away, lighting another signal, so that, in 
the event of the Reijger and the Hoope also coming so near during the night, they 
might see our 2 lights—the signal for turning about.

As the dog-watch was drawing to its close, we discerned the Reijger and the Hoope 
close to us and together we turned towards the land.

6 th Calm weather with variable wind. It was on account of this that we were 
unable to make much progress, but as we were quite close inshore, we sent the 
sloop with the bookkeeper Adam Hulster and second mate Aernt van Jeveren to 
the tail of the Lion Mountain with instructions to go round the corner of the 
mountain and find out what ships—and how many—might be lying at anchor in 
the roadstead in the Table Bay 2. They could do it easily without even showing 
themselves and their sloop to the ships they might fmd there. This was done so 
that we, after receiving notification, might prepare ourselves for defence or 
offence.

1. See p. 3, note 2. The prize promised to the one who first saw land—won by the first 
mate of the Drommedaris—would be almost X 1 in value according to the present English or 
South African money.

2. Van Riebeeck’s ships were therefore lying towards the present Camps Bay and compara
tively near land. Obviously Van Riebeeck would have been on his guard, especially against 
Prince Rupert and against Portuguese ships.

3. The Fresh River flowed from Table Mountain through the valley to the sea approxim
ately where Adderley Street is to-day. It must not be confused with the Liesbeek River, which 
was later sometimes also called the Fresh or Sweet River. Cf. Charts 36 and 48, C.A. ; andjournal, 
15 July 1652. Also Theal, History of South Africa before 1795, II, p. 12.

They returned on board about 2 hours before dark and reported that there were 
no ships, so we stood in, notwithstanding the calm. We had, God be praised, a fine 
southerly breeze at the last moment, so that we as well as the yacht Goede Hoope 
came to anchor safely, shortly after sunset, in the Table Bay in 5 fathoms, sandy 
bottom, off the Fresh River3. Skipper Hooghsaet, who with the Reijger had held 
more to seaward, remained outside. We trust that with God’s holy guidance he 
will safely arrive here in good time to-morrow, which may God grant. Amen.

Gave instructions this evening to our skipper Davit Coninck to go ashore in 
advance early to-morrow morning with one of the shallops and 6 armed soldiers 
besides the oarsmen, to see whether any letters had been buried here by ships which 
had called, and at the same time to procure some greens for refreshments, because 
we have now been at sea for over three and a half months without having called 
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at any place of refreshment, and as a result of this the health of the men has been 
rather undermined. Ordered them also to take the seine along so that they may at 
the same time quickly sweep the water once or twice for a meal of fresh fish.

On board the ship Drommedaris on the shore of Cabo de Boa Esperance

Sunday 7th In the morning a gentle breeze from the N.W., although mostly 
W.S.W. the whole day, with now and then a gust from the Lion Mountain. 
Skipper Coninck went ashore with the sloop for the above purpose. When the 
dawn had broken through slightly we saw the flute Reijger entering the bay and, 
praise God, she came safely to anchor alongside of us at about 8 a.m.

Shortly afterwards skipper Coninck returned with the shallop, having caught a 
reasonable quantity of fish. He brought back a small box with letters1 of 25 February 
last addressed by the Hon. Jan van Teijlingen, Commander of the return fleet last 
departed. Two were to the Hon. Governor-General and Councillors of India2 and 
one to the captains of the ships Prins Willem, Vogelstruis, Vrede, Orangie, Salmander, 
Coninck Davit, Lastdrager and Breda, which at that time were still expected to call 
here and, as far as we can make out, did not arrive here but apparently were carried 
past to St. Helena. The said Commander, having procured only one head of cattle 
and one sheep left for the same place from this roadstead on 26 February with the 
ships Diamant, Nieuw Rotterdam and Henriette Louise, after lying here 11 days3. May 
the Almighty grant that they as well as the others arrive happily and safely in the 
beloved Fatherland.

1. By leaving letters at the Cape for seafarers who would come after him, Jan van Teijlingen 
followed a practice which had been in existence long before the establishment of the settlement 
at the Cape. See e.g. Theal, Hist, of S.A. before 1795, II, p. 11. In the South African Museum 
in Cape Town are some of the so-called “Post Office Stones”—stones under which visiting 
sailors placed letters which were taken out by later visitors. Cf. L. Pcrmguey, Inscriptions left 
by early European Navigators on their way to the East (S.A. Museum, Guide Leaflet No. 1), 
pp. ii—13.

2. i.e. the High Government of India, which was the Company’s supreme authority in the 
East and consisted of the Governor-General and the Council of India. At that time Carel Reij- 
nierssen was Governor-General. See p. 22, note 1.

3. The Hottentots were often exceedingly reluctant to dispose of their cattle by barter—so 
much so that Van Teijlingen, according to this note, could obtain only one head of cattle and one 
sheep during his stay of eleven days at the Cape. As a result of this the return ships frequently 
sailed directly to St. Helena to seek refreshment there.

4. The Journal has : in het te maken fort te remoreren.
5. The “Hottentot who speaks English” was Autshumao, the cunning captain of the miserable

Strandloper-Hottentots, or Goringhaikonas as they were later on repeatedly called in the Journal.

We learnt from the letter written by the Hon. Van Teijlingen to the captains of 
the said ships that they had some horses on board for the men who are to remain 
in the fort which is to be built here 4 ; notwithstanding our absence they would land 
them and leave them in the hands of the Hottentot who speaks English6. From this 
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we gather that they must have conferred with this native and therefore may have 
learnt something from him and written about it to the Hon. Governor-General and 
Councillors of India. This may perchance be useful information for us here in the 
service of the Hon. Company. We therefore decided to open that letter which was 
not particularly and privately addressed to the Hon. Governor-General or anybody 
else but in general to his Honour and his Councillors and, after reading it for our 
information, to close it again and to forward it by the first opportunity. The contents 
were as shown in the copy hereunder.

Copy of letter written by the Hon. Van Teijlingen to the Hon. Carol. Reijnierssen1, 
Governor-General, and the Hon. Councillors of India.

‘To the Hon. Governor-General Carol. Reijnierssen
‘and the Hon. Councillors of India.

‘Venerable, Valiant, Wise, Provident and Most Discreet Sirs—
‘Per the yacht Leetiwrick by hand of Skipper Dirck Ogel my last communication to 

‘Your Honours was dated the 26th of the last month of last year. As a result of strong, 
‘contrary winds it was only on the first of January of this year that we left the Straits2 
‘for the open sea. After this we had favourable wind and good fortune all the time 
‘so that we came to anchor in the roadstead here in the Table Bay at Cabo de boa 
‘Esperance on the 15th instant. For this may rhe merciful God be sincerely thanked- 
‘The ships N. Rotterdam and H. Louise had arrived here 2 days before us, but we found 
‘no ship nor pinnace from the Fatherland, much less a small fort on land. Only one 
‘head of cattle and one sheep were brought to us by the savages, nor do we see any 
‘likelihood—in view of the unwillingness of these unreasonable persons—of obtaining 
‘any more cattle or other refreshment, although cattle in abundance have been seen 
‘by seamen not far from the shore. So we have decided and agreed among ourselves 
‘to depart from here with our ships in the morning and to continue our voyage in 
‘the Name of the Almighty to St. Helena. We shall wait there for our other ships 
‘if they have not arrived there before us. This we are inclined to believe because for

Before long he became known as Harry, or Herry as Van Riebceck and his people wrote it. The 
Europeans were still to have a great deal to do with him. Thcal says: "He had spent some time 
on board an English ship, in which he had visited Bantam, and had acquired a smattering of the 
language of those among whom he had lived.” Hist, of S.A. before 1795, II, p. 13. For further 
details sec Bosman, Uit die Biografie van ’11 Hottentot.—Tydskrif vir Wctenskap en Kuns, X 
(1931—1932). P- ry-

1. Carel Reijnierssen spent many years in the service of the D.E.I.C, in the East; in 1636 
he became Governor and Director of Coromandel; ten years Later President of the boards of 
Schepencn and Orphan Masters in Batavia; and in 1650 Governor-General of Netherlands India. 
He died at Batavia on 18 May 1653. Vide Van der Kloot, De Governeurs-Generaal en Com- 
missarissen-Generaal van Nederlandsch-Indie, 1610—1888, pp. 53—54. Various sources are 
given by Van der Kloot.

2. The Straits of Sunda, near Batavia.
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‘several days in succession, while we were lying here, a storm raged, which could 
‘easily have carried them past the Cape and caused them to make for the said island. 
‘Whether that was so, time will show.

‘To date we have lost only one man through illness on the voyage, namely on 
‘the Diamant, but on the Rotterdam 3 men have died and on the Henriette Louise 4. 
‘God grant that it may stop there. Skipper Gert Pleune complains exceedingly about 
'his surgeons, both of whom, indeed, are young and inexperienced lads. This is 
‘abundantly proved by their attempted cures, which were such that 12 persons are 
‘still lying on the H. Louise in a miserable condition owing to sore feet as well as 
‘other causes, some of them—in so far as they had not received attention in time—in 
‘great danger of losing their legs, indeed their lives. In order to prevent this, we have 
‘deemed it advisable to transfer our assistant-surgeon, who is a very experienced 
‘and well-behaved young man, to the Louise, for which purpose we have conferred 
‘upon him the title of Senior Surgeon, trusting that tliis will not be taken amiss.

‘The said skipper also informed us how extremely unsteady he found the afore- 
‘mentioned ship, so much so that no sails could be carried properly; also that a 
‘quantity of pepper bad been brought up with the pumps, one of which he was 
‘obliged to take out; and he had to keep a man in the pumpwell all the time until 
‘eventually—after several bales of cinnamon and about 40 to 50 bags of pepper had 
‘been removed from the orlop deck at the back and brought above—it was discovered 
‘that the ceiling was quite open and in some places were holes through which a 
‘man’s fist could go. This is indeed a deplorable state of affairs, for which no one else 
‘but the overseers of the ordinary carpenters are to blame. They allow them no time 
‘for properly attending to and caulking the ships.

‘How matters stand with the Vrede is known to the Almighty: it is a fact, however, 
‘that when they were still in the Straits the skipper had declared that every glass 8 to 
‘900 strokes had to be pumped. I am therefore very much afraid that when they join 
‘us the officers of the Vrede will tell us of still more adversity. God grant that it may 
‘turn out contrary to my expectations.

‘Have just received news that a ship was sighted near Robben Island last night, 
‘but to-day she has not yet been seen, so that we will remain here until to-morrow 
‘evening and if she has not put in an appearance by then, we shall weigh anchor 
‘and set sail.

‘On the fourth of last month in the evening we discovered that our caboose was 
‘on fire. In order to see from the deck, between the knees and ribs and transom of 
‘the ship, where the fire had originated, we immediately set the carpenters to work 
‘to make holes inside as well as outside the caboose, when large quantities of burnt 
‘charcoal came forth. As a result, however, of the continual and hard pouring of 
‘water the fire was soon extinguished. Also for this the great God must forever 
‘be praised.
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‘Herewith
‘Venerable, Valiant, Wise, Provident and Most Discreet Sirs, I commit 
‘Your Honours, with my respectful salutations, to the protection of Almighty 
‘God; may He grant Your Honours a long, healthy and happy life and guide 
‘us through His holy angels to the beloved Fatherland.

‘Your obliged and obedient servant, 
‘(signed) Jan van Teijlingen.

‘In the ship Diamant this 25th 
‘day of February 1652, lying 
‘at anchor in the Table Bay 
‘at Cabo de boa Esperance.’

Copy of letter written by the Hon. Van Teijlingen to the captains of the ships Prins 
Willem, Vogelstruijs, Vrede, Orangie, Salmander, Coninck Davit, Lastdrager and Breda.

‘To the captains of the ships Prins Willem, Vogelstruijs 
‘and Vrede, as well as to the authorities of the ships 
‘Orangie, Salmander, Coninck Davit, Lastdrager and Breda.

‘Hon. Good Friends

‘These few words will serve no other purpose than to inform you of our safe 
‘arrival with the ship Diamant here in the roadstead on the 15th instant, for which 
‘the Almighty be highly praised. The ships TV. Rotterdam and H. Louise also safely 
‘came to anchor here 2 days before us, and whereas we have been lying here for 
‘eleven days now and none of you have appeared, we are of the opinion that most 
‘likely-—in view of the violent storm that raged for some days—some of the ships 
‘of the fleet, if not all, had passed this Cape towards St. Helena. So we have all 
‘resolved and agreed to depart from here early to-morrow morning and to continue 
‘the voyage in the name of God to the aforementioned island. If we arrive there 
‘safely, we shall, in case you are still behind, wait there for you until the 1st of April. 
‘If it so happens that you still call here, we wish to request you most earnestly and 
‘exhort yo uto waste no time here but to take in fresh water as speedily as possible 
‘so that you may yet be in time to join the others off St. Helena, and we may from 
‘there together complete the voyage to the beloved Fatherland. This is also required 
‘by the instructions of our Lords and Masters.

‘We have obtained here for refreshment only one head of cattle and one sheep, 
‘although inland the seamen have seen cattle in abundance; the unreasonable savages, 
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‘however, would not bring us any more than those mentioned. God grant that you 
‘may fare better. We commit you herewith, with our kind regards, to the protection 
‘of the Almighty.

‘Your kindly disposed friend, 
‘(signed) Jan van Teijlingen.

‘On the ship Diamant this 25th day of 
‘February 1652, lying at anchor in the 
‘Table Bay off Cabo de boa Esperance.

‘Do not hesitate to put ashore the horses you 
‘have on board and instruct the Hottentot, 
‘who speaks English, to hand them over to 
‘those who will occupy the little fort and 
‘promise him that he will be well rewarded 

‘for it. Vale.’

This evening we went ashore together provisionally to consider more or less 
where the fort should be built. Also had 2 savages on board this evening, one of 
whom could speak a little English. We generously filled their bellies with food and 
drink. As far as we could gather no cattle could be obtained from them for—as 
they gave us to understand by means of broken English and signs—they were only 
fishermen1 and the cattle were always supplied by those from Saldania2. This we 
had also learned from a few survivors of the ship Haerlem 8.

1. The Strandlopers, or Goringhaikonas, [lived on roots and edible foods washed up by 
the sea, so that the Europeans learned with regret from Harry that he and his followers had no 
cattle. Cf. Theal, Hist, of S.A. before 1795, II, p. 13 ; and Stow, The Native Races of S.A., p. 245. 
See also Journal, 19 June 1652.

2. “Those from Saldania”—the Hottentot tribe known as the Goringhaiquas and also alluded 
to in the Journal as Saldanhamen, Saldanhars, Saldiniers or Kaapmans. Fairly numerous and excep
tionally rich in cattle, they were at that time one of the most important Hottentot tribes at the 
Cape. On account of their large herds they were always compelled to seek new pastures, and 
therefore led a nomadic life. See Theal, Hist, of S.A. before 1795, II, pp. 13—14; Stow, The 
Native Races of S.A., pp. 242—243 ; Schapera, TheKhoisan Peoples of S.A., p. 45 ; Godée Mols- 
bergen, Jan van Riebeeck, p. 85 ; and Thom, Die Geskiedenis van die Skaapboerdery in Suid- 
Afrika, p. 5.

3. The Haerlem stranded in Table Bay in March 1647, and the survivors stayed at the Cape
for a whole year. Theal errs when he says that they were here “between five and six months”
(Hist, of S.A. before 1795, II, p. 3). They bartered numerous sheep and cattle from “those from
Saldania”. See C. 409: Lett. Rec., 1649—1660, pp. 1—14 (Remonstrantie of Janssen and
Proot). C.A.

Sth hr the morning it blew fairly strongly from the S.S.E. all the time, continuing 
until about noon, with clear, bright sunshine. It appears to be the dry season at 
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present: everywhere the ground has cracked on account of drought and many of 
the side-streams of rivulets are found to be quite dry.

Had the Council summoned to-day1 in order to consult with it about the work 
of fortification etc. to be undertaken by us, for which an approximate site was 
selected yesterday. Resolved to inspect the site more closely to-day and to survey it 
in order to see whether it would be large enough and suitable. Having suspended 
our deliberations, we did this and found the site suitable and large enough, close to 
the principal Fresh River which apparently could be led into the moat round the 
fort2. Further instructions with regard to one or two other matters were also 
drawn up, as can be seen from the resolution of this date in our resolution-book 3.

1. This meeting of the Broad Council would come to important decisions regarding the 
founding of the Colony. Still held on board the Drommedaris, it was the first meeting of Van 
Ricbceck’s Council at the Cape. On land this body became known as the Council of Policy 
(Raad ran Politic). Cf. c.g. Klerk de Reus, Gcschichdicher Ucberblick, etc., pp. 124—125.

2. According to Godcc Molsbergen, the place chosen for the fort, “close to die principal 
Fresh River”, is to-day die Grand Parade in Cape Town. Jan van Riebeeck, p. 81, note 1.

3. See minutes of this meeting, C. 1: Res., Council of Policy, 1651—1663, pp. 7—11. C.A. 
See also placcaat issued after this meeting, containing instructions regarding the building of die 
fort, the treatment of Hottentots and the conduct of soldiers. See the Kaapse Plakkaatbock, 
published under supervision of the Archives Commission, I (1652—1707), pp. 1—4. This was the 
first placcaat issued by the Council of Policy at the Cape.

4. 1 Rod = 12 feet. Here the Journal had 24 rods, but the 4 was changed—somewhat 
indistinctly—to a 1. A letter dated 18 April 1652 of Van Riebeeck and his Council to the 
Directors clearly shows that the Journal should read 21 rods. See C. 493 : Letters Despatched, 
1652—1661, p. 3. C.A.

Sent ashore this evening from the Drommedaris to work 
on land............................................................................................................ 50 men
and there remained on board to guard the ship.....................................................36
from the Reijger sent ashore  .................................................. 39
and for guarding the ship.......................................................................................3$
from the yacht sent ashore.......................................................................... 11
and on board remained............................................................................................. 9

Total from the 3 ships to work on shore................................................ 100
and to remain on board for guarding the ships and bringing the 

material etc. ashore.............................................................................................81

Altogether 181 men 
excluding the officers, assistants, senior surgeons, etc.
9th Lovely sunshine and fairly warm weather. Commander Van Riebeeck went 

ashore early in the morning. He marked out the fort completely to-day and returned 
on board in the evening. The outside polygons or the outer points of the bastions 
were fixed at 21 rods (Rhineland measure) 4
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THE FORT OF GOOD HOPE IN 1653,
WITH SECTION OF MOAT AND RAMPART.

Chart 814, State Archives, The Hague (Key translated and symbols transcribed).

key:
V.O.C. THE USUAL SIGN OF THE COMPANY: 

VEREENIGHDE OOST-INDISCHE COMPAGNIE 
(UNITED EAST INDIA COMPANY).

A, B, C AND D ARE THE BASTIONS DROMMEDARIS, 
WALVIS, OLIPHANT AND REIJGER RESPECTIVELY.

E ASCENT TO THE RAMPART.
F MOAT.
G FRESH RIVER.
a BRICK HOUSE, FLAT ON TOP, WITH A HALL 

AND A CELLAR UNDERNEATH.
b commander’s office.
c commander’s bedroom.
d commander’s nursery.
€ COUNCIL CHAMBER AND DINING-ROOM, 

WHERE THE RICE IS STORED FOR THE TIME 
BEING.

f VACANT SPACE.
g KITCHEN.
h PANTRY.
j MAGAZINE AND STORE.

k ASSISTANT’S OFFICE.
1 ASSISTANT’S BEDROOM.
Hl SICK-COMFORTER’S HOUSE.

(a—m not yet completed).
n COMMON KITCHEN.
O VACANT SPACE.
p MAIN WATCH.
q GUARDROOM.
T surgeon’s ROOM.
S GARDENER’S ROOM.
t PROJECTED STORE.
V PROJECTED SAILORS’ QUARTERS.
W THE PRESENT POWDER MAGAZINE—LATER TO 

BE CONVERTED INTO A PRISON.
X PROJECT FOR A STRONG AND PERMANENT 

POWDER MAGAZINE.
y PASSAGE BETWEEN THE HOUSE AND THE 

RAMPART.
Z TWO PRIVIES UNDER THE RAMPART.
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FORT AND GARDENS.
Chart 48, Cape Archives (Key translated and symbols transcribed),

key :
V.O.C. INNER SQUARE OF THE FORT OF GOOD 

HOPE.
A DWELLINGS WITHIN THE FORT.
B FOUR BASTIONS OF THE FORT.
C MOAT.
D HORNWORK IN FRONT OF THE FORT.
E SMITHY.
F KRAAL—ALSO IN THE SHAPE OF A HORNWORK

—FOR PROTECTING THE CATTLE AT NIGHT. 
G STABLES.
H FRESH-WATER RIVERS.

IJ COMPANY’S GARDENS, CULTIVATED AND 
BEARING FRUIT.

K COMPANY’S GARDENS, PROJECTED BUT 
UNCULTIVATED.

L SMALL PRIVATE GARDENS.
M GARDENER’S HOUSE.
N HEN-HOUSE.
O PROJECTED POND FOR DUCKS AND GEESE.
P FARM-YARD.
Q BEACH.
R PIT FOR MANURE.
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rods feet inches 
from each other  ........................................................................ 21 — —
the inner polygons at................................................................... 13 7 3
the length of the inside and outside polygon lines at.... 3 6 2
the gorge.........................................................................................2 3 8
the main lines (through angles of bastions)...................................5 — 9
the flank............................................................................................. 2 — 3
the second flank............................................................................... 1 8 6
the face............................................................................................. 6 1 —
half the diameter...............................................................................9 7 —
the curtain........................................................................................ 9 1 7

the angles of the polygons . . . . '...................................... 90 degrees
the angles of the bastions.............................................................. 60 deg.
the tenaille  ................................................................... 15 deg.
the angled flank........................................................................... 150 deg.
the angle forming the flank..........................................................40 deg.

Measurements of the profile of the rampart
rods feet inches

the base of the rampart.....................................................................2 8 —
the outside slope............................................................................ —• 4 —•
the inside...................................................................................... — 8 —
the height of the rampart.............................................................. — 8 —
its width at the top.......................................................................... I 8 —•
the base of the parapet on the rampart...........................................— 10 —
its outer and inner slopes together................................................— 4 —
its outside height.............................................................................— 4 —
the inside height.............................................................................— 6 —
its width at the top................................. — 6 —
and the rampart everywhere will then be 81 feet wide.

We shall be able to make the calculations and also sketches1 more accurately 
and thoroughly later on when it nears completion; this is our project for the time, 
but one which might yet be altered or improved.

To-day the men of the Drommedaris and the Reijger were busy all the time 
unloading material, etc. and Senior Merchant Riebeeck in marking out the berm, etc.

10th Fine, warm weather. Early in the morning Riebeeck went ashore, where 
the men have been put to work with shovels, spades, picks, mattocks and wheel
barrows. The ground was found to be so loose that firm walls could hardly be made

1. See plan of fort, Charts 47 and 48, C.A. These are reproductions of charts in the State 
Archives, The Hague. Also Godée Molsbergen, Jan van Riebeeck, p. 90. 
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with it. Although much underwood is worked into the soil, we fear that it will be 
washed away by heavy rain unless we find ground suitable for sods which could be 
stacked on the outside; for this we shall search one of these days when the more 
necessary work is under way. Had enough to do to-day marking out part of the 
moat, which at one point joins the river; we thus hope to lead the water right round. 
We are also putting the men to work properly, as there are very few among them 
who understand the job.

About noon a small band of 9 or 10 savages from Saldania arrived, against whom 
the Strandlopers \ who sit outside our tents with their wives and children every 
day, arranged themselves in battle order and advanced towards them with assegais, 
bows and arrows with such courage and fury that we had sufficient to do to check 
them, they having rushed their wives off to the mountains. The skipper Jan Janssen 
Hooghsaet, with our corporal and some armed soldiers, were sent between them, 
and when they were about half a pederero2 shot away, with the natives drawn 
close together in battle formation, the skipper succeeded in arranging a truce between 
them, so that for the rest of the day they remained at peace with one another in the 
vicinity of our tents. Those from Saldania, by means of signs and the use of broken 
English, as well as some Dutch words evidently learnt—and remembered—from 
the shipwrecked crew of the Haerlem, gave us to understand that for copper and 
tobacco they would bring cattle and sheep within a few days. By good and liberal 
treatment we urged them to do so.

1. See again footnotes I and 2 on p. 25.
2. Small field-piece, also used in ships. The Journal has goteling.

Skipper Davit Coninck together with 2 assistants and 2 soldiers with fowling- 
pieces and muskets, having gone on a fishing excursion to the Salt River, encountered 
the 9 Saldania savages who adopted such an amicable and pleasant attitude that it 
was almost a wonder: they took the skipper round the neck as if with great joy—as 
soon as it had been explained to them that he was the captain of one of the ships— 
and made signs that if we had copper and tobacco they would bring us enough 
cattle. They were very fine and nimble men of particularly good stature, clad in 
passably prepared oxhides, which they carried smartly over the arm with an air 
and gait as dashing as any dandy’s in the Fatherland, carrying his cloak over his 
shoulder or arm. They went with their private parts exposed, however, having only 
a small skin over them.

The said skipper Coninck returned with 4 bags of beautiful mustard leaves and 
sorrel and also a catch of about 750 lovely steenbras, including 4 other delicate fish 
more tasty than any fish in the Fatherland could be. One was similar to a haddock 
and quite as good and tasty.

nt/i In the morning heavy storm winds from the S.E. prevented us from going 
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ashore. The laden boat of the Reijger left the ship, but had to lie at anchor midway 
towards the shore until the evening when, in spite of the wind having become 
stronger, the anchor was lifted and the risk taken of rowing back to the ship, where, 
fortunately, Almighty God allowed them to arrive before dark. The wind continued 
blowing strongly all night, and also on the

12th but without the squalls of yesterday, some of which were as fierce as hurri
canes. Despite the fact that it was blowing quite a stiff breeze, we ventured in the 
Name of the Lord to go ashore with the sloop and 6 gallant oarsmen, because in 
our absence, as far as we could make out with the telescope, nobody remained at 
work, although 3 second mates remained on land every day to watch over the men, 
with instructions to keep them at work all the time during our absence.

Having sailed from the ship in the sloop with the purpose aforesaid, we landed- 
opposite the Lion Mountain after negotiating the rocks with great peril and trouble. 
There we found washed ashore four beams thrown overboard yesterday in an 
emergency from a boat of the Reijger. We had them brought to the tents imme
diately by 8 men. Made all the men work on the windward side so as to prevent 
the dust being blown into their faces by the strong wind. Owing to the continuing 
stormy weather, we had to stay ashore for the night as no craft could sail to or 
from the land.

13 th Slightly better weather. The ships still busy unloading material and cannon,, 
and on land work was continued on the fortification which, owing to the looseness, 
of the soil, will have to be made firm with sods for the rainy season. For this purpose 
enough suitable land has been discovered, but because of the severe dryness it is 
still too hard to cut them.

To-day bartered 3 small plates of copper and 3 pieces of J fathom copper wire 
for a cow and a young calf1, of which each ship received its proper share.

1. A week after their arrival Van Riebeeck and his men therefore obtained by barter the:- 
first two beasts, a cow and a young calf.

2. Mullet or Cape herring.

Sunday 14th In the morning fine, lovely weather. Had the fresh meat served to 
the men with vegetables for refreshment. After Sunday service we went with all 
the boats to the Salt River to fish, and with 3 sweeps of the net we caught between 
900 and 1,000 fine steenbras and some other fish as well as harders2; the steenbras 
were on an average at least i| feet long.

15 th Went ashore before dawn in order to press on with the work, but very little 
progress could be made owing to the small number of labourers, of whom several 
are still ill.

In the evening shortly after sunset the ship Salmander arrived here safely at anchor, 
praise God, with the Hon. Dirck Snoeck and skipper Jan IJsbrantssen. They had 
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sailed from Batavia on 25 January last, having left the Straits of Sunda1 on 13 
February together with the ships Orangie, Coninck Davit, Lastdrager and Breda, of 
which the Hon. Dirck Ogel is the vice-commander. We learn from the reports of 
said Snoeck that by order of the Lords Directors sundry Indian seeds and plants, 
and some horses for the Cape, were sent from Batavia by the Governor-General and 
Councillors of India with the first ships. We did not find them, however, so we are 
still deprived of them.

1. The Straits of Sunda, which separate the two large islands Sumatra and Java from each 
other, was the natural passage for the sailing-ships on their way from the West to the rich Spice 
Islands in the East. The Dutch built Batavia, their head-quarters in the East Indies, close to the 
Straits of Sunda, as a result of which they could practically control the strategically-placed Straits. 
Cf. e.g. Roscher and Jannasch, Kolonien, Kolonialpolitik und Auswanderung, p. n; and De 
Lannoy and Van der Linden, Histoire de l’Expansion Coloniale des Peuples Européens (Néerlande 
et Danemark), pp. 67—73.

2. Of the transactions of this meeting no record is to be found in the minutes of the Council 
of Policy in the Cape Archives. Cf. C. 1: Res., C. of P., 1651—1663.

3. Frederick Verburgh, mentioned here as stowaway in the Salamander, became secretary of 
the Council of Policy early in 1653 and a little later rose to the position of second-in-command 
at the Cape. He died towards the end of 1655 after a disastrous voyage to Madagascar. Cf. p. 36, 
note 1; Journal, 31 March 1657; and Godée Molsbergen, Jan van Riebeeck, pp. 135—136.

16th Summoned our Council to meet in the morning 2, when it was decided to 
request the Hon. Snoeck and his skipper Jan IJsbrantssen to join us in order that they 
might be informed of the rumours regarding Prince Rupert and the orders given 
by our Lords Directors in this connection, including the prohibition of war against 
any European nation except Portugal. This request was carried out and the Hon. 
Snoeck came on board alone; to him we communicated everything in the service 
of the Hon. Company in order that he and those with him could act accordingly 
to the advantage of the Company.

The work was continued to-day, but owing to the small number of men little 
progress was made.

17th Misty weather in the morning with a breeze from the W.N.W., the same as 
yesterday; fine, suitable weather. Continued with work on land and unloading of 
the ships, which took in ballast at the same time.

18th Our skipper went out fishing with the skipper of the Salmander. We took 
over from this ship three persons who had stowed away, namely

Fredrick Verburgh, assistant3 
Jan Willemssen Bobbel of Delfft 
Cornelis Cornelissen of Rotterdam

whom we will put to work here for the time being.
Have written under this date per the Salmander to our Lords Directors informing 

youths
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them of our arrival here and the progress of our work, as can be seen from the copy 
in our letter-book\

19th Having, with our Council2, sealed the letters and attached papers, we 
entrusted them to the officers of the ship Salmander with the request that they be 
delivered to the Hon. Directors of the Chamber of Amsterdam.

1. Cf. C. 493 : Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, pp. 2—5. C.A. This letter contains a detailed 
report in connection with these matters, especially regarding the progress of the work on 
the fort.

2. Cf. C. 1 : Res., C. of P., 1651—1663, p. 10. C.A. For a list of these documents see C. 493 : 
Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, p. 5. C.A. From this it appears that a copy of the Journal up to and 
including 18 April was sent to Holland.

3. “one” left out in the Journal.
4. The kloof between Table Mountain and Lion’s Head. Cf. Chart 36, C.A.; and Godée 

Molsbergen, Jan van Riebeeck, p. 151.
5. It is not strange that the possibility of having Chinese gardeners was considered, for during 

the days of the Company in the East Indies—especially in Batavia and its vicinity—the Chinese 
were efficient, industrious gardeners. Sec e.g. Raffles, History of Java, I, pp. 74—75; and Colen- 
brander, Koloniale Geschiedenis, II, pp. 254—255. In Van Riebeeck’s letter of 15 May 1652 to 
the Government of India mention is also made of the desirability of having Chinese gardeners, 
and the Commander in that letter asked for een hondert laboreuse Chinesen off andere grage vrije 
huijsgesinnen. C. 493: Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, p. 15. C.A. In Van Riebeeck’s time, however, 
Chinese labourers were not brought to the Cape.

The wind was westerly all day but in the evening it veered to S.E., so that the 
one anchor of the Salmander was heaved up and the next day, the

20th with a soft breeze from the S.E., at daybreak she set sail and was out of sight 
the same evening. May Almighty God grant her good fortune and a safe voyage. 
Amen. We continued with the work on land, unloading of material, etc. from 
the ships.

In the evening a westerly land wind. Have provisionally placed in position 5 
cannon on the ramparts; outside the 2 seaward points, at each comer 2 to flank the 
approach along the beach and also over land, and one 3 right in the middle across 
the curtain flanking the Table Mountain, as Senior Merchant Riebeeck intends 
shortly to move ashore into a make-shift wooden shed made from rough boards 
put up against slanting rafters.

Sunday 21st Wind N.W., with a fair breeze and fine, sunny weather. To-day fired 
the guns with powder only and then loaded them with shot, placing some pipes 
in front of them after the manner of a gabion. Also proceeded a good way up the 
kloof of the Table Mountain4, about 2 miles, where we found everywhere the 
finest flat clay ground and other beautiful, broad, fertile soil—as fine as one could 
find anywhere in the world. With the small number of men we have, however, not 
one hundredth part of it could be ploughed or cultivated. It would therefore be 
suitable if some industrious Chinese 5 were to come here for that purpose with all 
kinds of seeds and plants, for much better fruits could be expected here than could

33

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 491 of 1031



JUNE 1652

with experience who know how to do it, for the thatch that has already been laid 
is so untidy and badly done that it will have to be taken down and started all over 
again in a different way. Meanwhile we are living in very leaky tents, all of us 
suffering severe cold and discomfort, which is contributing in no small way to the 
continuous and still daily spreading sickness. To the regret of every one no more 
progress in the work can be expected owing to the incessant rain and the weakness 
of the men.

12th Last night there were very strong winds from the N.W. with extremely 
heavy showers of hail and ram, and also throughout to-day from morning till 
evening, so that once again it has been an unsuitable day for working.

In the evening there were many loud peals of thunder and much lightning, with 
very heavy windstorms which at times came with such terrific violence that we 
thought everything would be blown down. All our young cabbage and many other 
Dutch vegetables and fruits, which were thriving beautifully, have been blown to 
bits and completely ruined.

13th Weather and wind as before, but less rain; we therefore could do a little 
work with those who are fit. During the last two days another eight or ten men 
have gone down with dysentery and other complaints, so that we are getting weaker 
and weaker.

Had another person start thatching to-day in a different manner, using the reeds 
already cut; these are so fine and suitable for a roof that it would be a pity if no one 
could be found among the men with a knowledge of thatching. From appearances 
it looks as if this man will do ; although he is rather slow, he works reasonably well. 
It will at least be waterproof and better than a covering of planks and tarpaulin, 
which would then be made available and could be better used for other more 
necessary purposes, as we found the supply of wood from the Drommedaris and the 
R.eijger to be short.

14th Once again very stormy weather with thunder, lightning and hail showers 
from the W., so that we had great fears that everything would be blown to the 
ground. We particularly feared for the safety of the yacht, as the sea was rolling 
very strongly into the bay and caused such heavy swells that she could only with 
great difficulty ride the waves, rolling continually with the decks nearly under 
water. We were really glad that we let the Drommedaris depart at such an early 
date. In this weather she could hardly have remained safely at anchor, but would 
have been in grave danger of foundering with all on board, as there are huge waves 
more or less where the ship lay at anchor. As a result of this inclement weather 
almost all our crops have been destroyed, and at the same time we are entirely 
prevented from proceeding with the necessary work. The men also are getting 
sicker and weaker every day through the discomfort they are suffering. Nothing 
can be done about it but to wait for better and more favourable weather; for this
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4th Idem fine, warm weather with no wind; whales in the bay.
Sth Likewise.
6th Also good weather with W. wind.
^th Overcast sky with gentle N.W. breeze.
Sth Fine, bright, sunny weather, wind as yesterday. Have once more had some 

carrot seed sown in the soil prepared for it. These 7 or 8 days of dry weather have 
again made the ground so hard that picks and mattocks can hardly penetrate the 
surface. This makes the digging of the moats and the filling up of the points and the 
ramparts slow and irksome work.

To-day Jan Planx, arquebusier on the yacht Goede Hoope, for having wilfully and 
petulantly defied the captain, was condemned and sentenced by the Council to fall 
from the yard-arm and receive 50 lashes, as can be seen more fully in the sentence
book under to-day’s date k

9 th Fine, sunny, calm weather and many whales in the bay. To-day the aforesaid 
sentence was read out and executed. Item the cadet Gerrit Dirckssen of Elssen2, for 
insulting the skipper of the yacht, was condemned to receive too lashes and to do 
sentry duty with 6 muskets for one whole day, as can further be read in the sentence
book under this date3.

Last night the cadet Nicolaes Pieterssen Venlo, who had been ill, departed this 
life without leaving a will; he was buried this evening.

10th Lovely weather and wind as yesterday. The sentence passed yesterday was 
executed.

nth Drizzly and rainy weather with W. wind. Many whales in the bay.
12th Windy weather from the W., fairly strong during the night.
Sunday 13th Fine weather, wind variable but mostly S.E.
Noticed to-day that the wheat sown on the 3rd instant is already coming up. 

Hope that together with other crops it will grow well, and provided it is not blown 
down by the strong wind, it looks as if there is a reasonable probability of its doing 
so. Have also transplanted two fine beds of cabbage, which also seem to be thriving 
reasonably well.

i^th and 15th Weather and wind ut supra. Again noticed many whales in the bay. 
Went to the Soete River4 to-day, approximately i| miles from here beside the

1. Cf. C.J. 780: Sentences, 1652—1697, pp. 1—4. C.A. Jan Planx’s offence was that hehadnot 
hesitated sich seer stoutelijck met barse woorden tegen den opper Coopman Jan van Riebeeck ons opper- 
hooft alhicr te opposeeren. Ibid., p.i.

2. There is an Eisen in Belgium, in the Dutch province of Overijsel, and in the Rhine pro
vince of Germany. It is not clear to which of these places the Journal refers. It may even be 
Elsighem, a city in the province of East Flanders; or Elseneur, a seaport on the Danish island of 
Zealand.

3. See C.J. 780: Sentences, 1652—1697, pp. 5—6. C.A.
4-What is here called the Soete Rivier (Sweet or Fresh River) is actually the Liesbeek River, or, 

more correctly, its lower course. From the fort one first reaches the lower course of the Salt 
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garden below the fort just across the moat, where he pulled out over 70 turnips. He 
was caught by the patrol and brought to the main guardhouse. Early this morning, 
as soon as the gate was open and he had drunk his ration, he ran away apparently 
out of fear for the punishment he deserved, which, we fear, will now be heavier 
than before, as he has several times been caught committing such and other thefts, 
but, for the sake of the uprightness of his parents, was each time let off with light 
punishment to avoid a scandal1.

1. See confession of De Hase, C.J. 2952: Confess, and Interrog., 1652—1673, pp. 25—26. 
C.A.

2. See C.J. 1: Crim, and Civ. Proc., 1652—1673, pp. 7—8; and C. 780: Sentences, 1652— 
1697, pp. 18—21. Both in C.A.

3. Word missing.
4. Or Vloten, a town in the Dutch province of Utrecht.

To-day also Jan Pieterssen Soenwater, for theft—committed while on guard 
duty—of the Company’s copper wire, with which, for lack of iron hoops, the 
wheels of the barrows had been bound to prevent splitting, was condemned by the 
Council of this fortress to be flogged with rods in public, as is fully recorded in 
the sentence passed2.

7 th Weather and wind as yesterday. Last night the carpenters’ chests in the 
carpenter’s shop outside the fort were broken open and robbed of various articles, 
namely, from the chief carpenter’s chest: 1 cloth-suit, 1 pair of white kersey under
pants, 4 shirts, 4 or 5 copper rings for the axles of the wheelbarrows, some knives 
and I pair of shoes; from the chest of Willem Gabrielssen: |........ 3 Guinea linen,
6 knives, 1 pair of new shoes, 1 small copper pot, A book of paper, and pens; and 
from the chest of Frans Hendrickssen of Vleute4 : one chisel. All this is presumed 
to have been done by the said Martinus de Hase who has not shown himself so far. 
A corporal and 6 musketeers were therefore sent to look for him, but they could 
not find him nor learn whether he was with the Saldanhars who in their thousands 
are occupying the country around the Salt River with their cattle in countless 
numbers. To-day they grazed with at least 2 thousand sheep and cattle to within 
I cannon-shot from the fort. We bartered 21 head from them—1 cow, 2 heifers 
and 18 sheep—for copper and tobacco. They were more reluctant to part with 
their cattle than with thèir sheep. We took everything we could get for copper 
and tobacco, however. So also bought 3 sheep, each for an old driver or caulking- 
iron and a length of tobacco ; the former they use instead of cold chisels. It is there
fore to be wished we had a number of them, for we have previously also obtained 
a reasonably large calf for one and these people are very anxious to obtain them. 
To-day a young ox escaped from our pasture-land and disappeared from sight, 
getting among the Saldanhars’ cattle. After we had already written it off, the 
Saldanhars’ captain returned it to us, whereupon we treated him most royally with 
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eating, drinking and a little tobacco (which to them is the most pleasant enter
tainment) to make them the more favourably disposed towards us.

To-day the sentence passed on Jan Pieterssen Soenwater was executed.
In the evening it began to blow violently from the S.E. over the Table Mountain, 

increasing to such frightening force during the night that we thought everything 
would be blown down; hardly anybody could get a wink of sleep. Towards 
morning, on

Sunday 8th it abated somewhat. The Saldaniers again arrived early and we bartered 
from them 11 young and old cattle and 29 very fine sheep for copper and tobacco 
as before. Among these natives were a few captains, one of whom we entertained 
yesterday, and whom we now once more treated with friendliness and kindness.

To-day some Saldanhars set fire to the grass, and as the fire came rather close to 
our pasture grounds we requested them not to come so near with their fire, where
upon they all immediately set to and extinguished it without delay, for which we 
rewarded each of them with a finger length of tobacco. It would seem as if they 
seek not to do us any harm but to show us all the friendship they can, which we 
are reciprocating, nevertheless being on our guard and keeping good watch and 
supervision over everything.

The said Saldaniers were again grazing thousands of cattle and sheep close to and 
around our fort to-day, avoiding only the pasture-land occupied by us. They seem 
to have great confidence in us. To-day also obtained 2 fine partridges from them 
for a finger length of tobacco; we intimated to them to bring us more, as they 
made a delicate dish.

Towards evening it began to blow quite hard again.
gth In the morning fine weather. The Saldaniers arrived early with cattle and we 

bartered 6 cattle and 36 sheep from them quite cheaply, the cattle at about 35 or 
36 stivers each and the sheep, which were very fine, at not more than 6 stivers each.

Martinus de Hase was seen by the sentry this morning on the bank of the river 
and brought in wearing the carpenter’s clothes, which he had stolen from the 
carpenter’s shop the night before last. The other things which he had stolen were 
all found in a little bush where he had concealed them. When questioned this 
afternoon \ he voluntarily confessed that during the night of the 5th and 6th instant 
he had left his post as sentry and picked from the garden a good quantity of turnips 
which he threw away next to the small land-gate, where they were found; also 
that, fearing punishment for theft, he had run away, and hid himself nearby in 
the bush. The night before last, however, he had climbed through an open window 
into the carpenter’s shop, where he had broken open the chests and removed the 
articles mentioned above, intending to barter them for food from the Saldanhars.

I. Cf. C.J. 2952: Confess, and Interrog., 1652—1673, pp. 25—26. C.A.
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When he showed them the copper rings of the wheelbarrows, however, they, on 
seeing that he was alone, robbed him of them, as well as of 4 knives, which the 
men will come to miss—and the Hon. Company its copper. He added that he had 
not committed these thefts out of a thievish disposition, but to give cause to the 
court to sentence him to death, requesting a bullet through the head instead of the 
gallows. He also openly admitted that he had previously on various occasions taken 
turnips, carrots and other fruits from the garden, as well as eggs—which were found 
missing from the hens’ nests—praying for no other mercy than that of getting a 
bullet through the head. He appeared to be quite desperate; so decided to suspend 
his case and to keep him in confinement until the arrival of the return fleet from 
India, and then to hand him over to the Commander of the same, who will probably 
be a Councillor of India. This is recorded more fully in the resolution passed in 
this connection to-dayh

To-day we had the remainder of the mustard seed gathered at the Fresh River 
beside the Table Mountain, about 1 tun full, the rest having mostly been spoilt and 
trampled under foot by the Saldanhars and their cattle; would otherwise have 
obtained at least 6 or 7 small tuns. What we have collected now will be sown near 
to the fortifications, in order that the leaves may also be used as refreshment for 
the ships.

Have also for the first time drunk the milk of the cows and sheep ; from this the 
sick have already received much nourishment and they will be able to enjoy more 
every day.

10th Calm, warm weather. Twelve cattle and 18 sheep, young and old, were 
traded quite reasonably from the Saldanhars, for less than yesterday, each head of 
cattle on an average costing 26 stivers and each sheep stivers.

In the afternoon it began to blow somewhat from the S.W.
The cadjangh2 sown 6 or 7 days ago in a manured bed is beginning to come up 

quite well. Item the cabbage and carrots, as well as green peas sown for the fourth 
time and from which a fair quantity of seed was collected. We are also beginning 
to gather seed from lettuce and some chervil, although little of the latter had grown.

1. According to the resolution the main reason for the case having had to stand over until 
the arrival of the return fleet, was that the Council had been much weakened as a result of the 
yacht’s departure to Saldanha Bay. C. i: Res., C. of P., idsr—1663, pp. 32—33. C.A.

2. The Hague copy of the Journal incorrectly has cadjadigh; the Cape original, however, has 
cadjangh, an Indian term for leguminous crops.

During the night much wind and rain, which continued on the
nth and was very welcome for our gardens, but during the night 2 sheep and a 

young calf died as a result of the heavy rain. It would be a good thing if the cattle, 
at any rate the sheep and young calves, could be brought under cover at night, but 
we are in need of rafters, poles and planks for a shed.
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Few Saldanhars turned up to-day on account of the wet weather, so that we 
obtained only 5 sheep at approximately 4| stivers each. There are large numbers of 
them at the Salt and Fresh Rivers. In order to meet possible surprise attack, we took 
the soldiers away from the work to-day so that they may do guard duty only, day 
and night. The sailors were kept at work under the protection of the soldiers and 
were released from doing guard duty at night—as indeed were all the men who 
work during the day and are therefore too tired at night to do their watch duty 
properly—a duty which, under present circumstances, should be strictly carried out.

The soldiers number........................................................................ 30
and sailors at work............................................................................. 24
carpenters and boys............................................................................... 7
masons.................................................................................................. 9
gardeners..............................................................................................8
cowherds..............................................................................................2
shepherds..............................................................................................2
pigherds................................................................................................... 1
cooks and boys....................................................................................4
Meester1 and boy............................................................................... 2
gunner...................................................................................................1
hospital superintendent.......................................................................... 1
provost-marshal.................................................................................... 1
besides the Commander, 1 sick-comforter, 1 assistant, 1 butler

and mate, a cooper and 2 more boys............................................. 8
a total of 100

and in addition women and children, 15 in number; and those 
on the yacht.............................................................................. 25

altogether 125

drawing pay, among whom are a few sick generally in bed and many lazy idlers2, 
who do little work and whom it would be better to discharge.

12th Good weather with westerly breeze. Sowed a manured bed with Roman 
beans. To-day obtained only 2 cows, 5 sheep and an elephant’s tusk, although the 
Saldanhars are at the Salt River with thousands of cattle and sheep. Guess however, 
that they have stayed away owing to the wet weather of yesterday, which lasted 
until this morning.

I3t/i Weather and wind as above. The Saldanhars with thousands of cattle and

1 i.e. surgeon. See p. 70, note 1.
2 . dagh-dieven, lit.: day thieves.
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sheep came so close to our fort that their cattle nearly mingled with ours. Could 
not, however, get the bartering properly under way. Every now and then they 
would offer a lean, inferior beast and a sheep or two for sale, with the result that 
no more than 20 sheep, 2 cows and 5 calves were obtained, they being very unwilling 
to part with any more cattle. It is very sad to behold such fine herds of cattle and 
to be unable to purchase anything worth while; and although, to allure them and 
to make them eager, we offered them 1/3 more copper than previously for each 
beast, and in addition treated them with all the friendliness in the world, they could 
not be swayed. Whether they have already been glutted with copper (there being 
perhaps no consumption of it among them), or whether they are holding back out 
of envy or mischievous incitement, we cannot really tell. If only we could know! 
—for it would be a pity to see these herds leave without being able to do further 
trading. To-day we had ample opportunity of depriving them of 10,000 head of 
cattle had we been allowed to do so. If we are ordered to do this, it can always be 
done at some future date; this would suit us even better, for the Saldaniers trust us 
more and more as the days go by. Once we had possession of so many cattle, we 
could maintain an adequate supply by breeding; moreover we should have no fear 
of the English touching here and spoiling the cattle trade with the natives. These 
people daily give us sufficient cause by stealing and carrying away our possessions; 
we are so often subjected to this that we have enough reason for taking revenge by 
capturing them or their cattle. If one cannot get the cattle from them by friendly 
trading, why should one then suffer their thieving without making any reprisal? 
This would only be necessary once: with 150 men ten or twelve thousand cattle 
could be secured without the danger of losing a single person. On the other hand 
many savages could be captured without a blow as they always come to us unarmed; 
they could then be sent to India as slaves. This, however, requires more consideration 
and wiser judgment than ours alone; it is only in passing that we refer to it on this 
occasion. It could be considered and deliberated more fully later on, after more 
experience, in the event of our receiving higher orders to that effect.

Towards evening it began to blow very hard from the S.E., with such heavy 
squalls that everything seemed to be torn apart, but on the

14th about 3 hours after daylight, the wind subsided somewhat. The Saldanhars 
once again came close to the fort grazing their cattle in large numbers. Although 
we gave more copper and tobacco than before, we obtained no more than 15 cows 
and calves and 31 sheep, each beast on an average already coming to about 6 skillings 
and one sheep to 7 stivers. The cattle were usually obtained for 26 to 30 stivers and 
the sheep for 5 to 5|. We therefore presume that they must be either glutted with 
copper or use little of it. However, whether that is the case or not time will have to 
show. The more we offer, the more they try to get—it is always so.

Towards evening the natives returned with their cattle to the Salt River. The

112

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 498 of 1031



EAST INDIES , HOUSE, AMSTERDAM

National Collection of Prints, Amsterdam.

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 499 of 1031



3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 500 of 1031



DECEMBER 1652

wind again began blowing very strongly from the S.E. over Table Mountain, but 
towards dawn on

Sunday 15th it became calm, fine weather. The Hottentots of Saldanha once more 
came with their cattle close to our pasture grounds, but we could not barter more 
than 4 cows, i calf and 11 sheep from them, as every day they want more and more 
copper for the cattle, so that we notice the more we offer and give, the more they 
want; we therefore to-day also adopted a somewhat reluctant attitude. If matters 
do not improve, however, we shall have to give still more. We must first obtain a 
good number of cattle, then in due course, through breeding, we can become 
independentx. So far have only 88 cattle and 269 sheep, young and old, at pasture, 
besides those slaughtered for the men from day to day.

To-day a Saldanhar stole a small plate of copper from us. One of the soldiers, 
seeing this, grabbed him by the hand before we were aware of it, causing quite a 
commotion, and all the Saldanhars took to flight. Having through Harry called 
them back, we gave their chief to understand that we were not offended by the 
incident as we well knew that it had not been with his consent; whereupon we again 
renewed the trade. Even so, fear seemed to linger with them, as they immediately 
drove all their cattle away. Shortly afterwards, having found 3 head of cattle being 
driven by a Hottentot near our herd and thinking that they had been lifted, we sent 
3 or 4 men who intercepted them close to the natives and their large herds of cattle. 
The natives all ran into the bush and up the mountain, leaving their cattle at the 
mercy of our men who eventually called them back. Our men explained that their 
intention was only to see whether the said cattle belonged to us, but finding this 
not to be the case, they did not covet their cattle, but only asked them courteously 
to exchange them with us for copper. Whereupon a new friendship was immediately 
created, and in the evening a few of them again came to the fort with sheep. But if 
our 4 men, who were armed only with swords, had so desired, they could easily 
and without hindrance have driven a herd of 40 or 50 cattle to the fort, because, as 
stated before, all the Saldanhars had run away and left the cattle to our 4 comrades ; 
from this their timid nature can be perceived.

So in the evening when a certain captain or chief person came to us in fear, we 
assured him of our good intentions towards them ; that we had not the least inclination 
to do them any harm; that we wished to show them all the friendship in the world 
and to trade with them like brothers. We also undertook to give them as much 
copper and tobacco for their cattle as we and they could in equity agree upon, 
requesting them to bring us as many as they pleased. We showed them some copper

1. From this it appears that the Europeans soon saw that they could not depend on the cattle 
trade to supply the required slaughter cattle, but that they would have to start their own stock 
breeding. This point is emphasized several times later in the Journal, e.g. on 28 December 1652 
and 23 November 1655. Cf. Thora, Gcskiedcnis van die Skaapboerdery in S.A., pp. 6—to. 
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and gave them to understand that we had brought it for them ; we also told them 
that more would arrive with the ships, and that we would give it to them in 
exchange for. cattle and sheep. We also added that we were not the kind of people 
who sought to take away anything by force, but that on the contrary we were 
disposed to grant them everything they asked of us in return for what we might 
want and might be useful to us. Treated the captain kindly and well with eating, 
drinking and a little tobacco, as well as a little laughing and talking etc., so that, 
when he departed towards dusk, he was quite content, promising to return in the 
morning with cattle.

During the night had a light shower of rain, but on the
16th in the morning the weather was fine and sunny, the wind variable. The 

Saldanhars again brought their cattle to graze in sight of the fort, but remained half 
a mile away. They brought no more than I head of cattle and 4 sheep for sale; of 
these they drove 3 sheep away again, although we were giving and offering more 
copper than before; so that we are more and more coming to the conclusion that 
they are becoming glutted with copper and have no other use for it than as ornaments 
for themselves; if this is so, it is certain that we shall not be able to obtain many 
more cattle unless we resort to other means, which, at present, would be premature.

The Hottentot Harry (whom, as said before, we use as interpreter) explained to 
us, as he has done before now, that when these Saldanhars had left, another tribe 
(called Fishermen)1 would arrive, with only cattle and no sheep, and if we wished 
to render him and the Saldanhars a service, we should kill the Fishermen and take 
their cattle, which could be done easily enough, as according to him they were a 
weak tribe. In reply we said that we accepted all those as friends who wished to 
trade with us, whether they were Fishermen, Watermen or Saldanhamen; we had 
come here bringing copper and tobacco to exchange for cattle and to do no harm 
or wrong to any person, nor have we sought to do him or the Saldanhamen, Water
men or Fishermen any harm, but desired to live in friendship with the one as well 
as the other. This seemed to please him as far as he and the Saldanhamen were 
concerned, but not our reluctance to destroy the Fishermen. A decision would be 
premature; this matter should first be investigated to see what profit could be 
secured for the Hon. Company.

1. See information given by Harry on 13 November of this year, and note 1 there.

To-day, for no apparent reason, a fine ox and a lamb died very suddenly.
In the evening it began to blow violently from the S.E., continuing throughout 

the night and also on the
17th The Saldanhars came with a few sheep, a cow and a calf for sale, but we 

could with difficulty obtain only 1 of the 4, notwithstanding that we steadily offered 
more. As soon as they disposed of one they drove the rest away. What this means 
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we cannot tell, and although this afternoon we treated their chiefs generously 
with eating, drinking and every kindness—as we have often done before—wc could 
not persuade them to bring more cattle. They arc an extraordinary people: when 
wc believe that wc have won them over and are making good progress, they 
suddenly withdraw and drive away their cattle as if they were terrified of something, 
although we do everything in our power to satisfy them in every way. The result 
was that to-day we did not secure more than i cow, i calf and n sheep, for more 
copper and tobacco than we had ever given.

During the night it continued to blow hard from the S.E. To-day put into the 
ground some cadjangh, cress, cabbage, watermelon, melon and Indian beans, as well 
as a few lemon and apple pips; we have done this before now but nothing has 
come forth yet.

In the evening between 9 and 10 o’clock saw E.S.E., and southward from the 
head of the giant1, about 80 degrees above the horizon, a strange star with a 
tail2, the tail extending northwards right on the knees of the giant, and the head 
mostly to the south, about 10 degrees away.

To-day Jan Pieterssen Soenwater (brought to justice for theft) ran away, apparently 
for fear of punishment for theft again committed yesterday of the fat of an ox 
slaughtered for the men.

i&th In the morning the S.E. wind still blew strongly, but towards midday it 
became quite calm and hot. The Saldanhars again came with thousands of cattle 
grazing in the vicinity of the fort, indeed almost entering through the gate and 
being kept out of the gardens with difficulty. They were not eager to trade, however, 
as they no longer cared for copper, and our conviction is growing stronger and 
stronger that they have already been glutted with copper: if this is so, the cattle trade

1. The “Giant” is the constellation Orion. Cf. e.g. Barton and Barton, Guide to the Con
stellations, p. 23. Three days later (20 December) mention is also made of the girdle of the giant 
(Orion’s belt).

2. This strange star with a tail was naturally nothing else but a comet, which appeared at 
that time. From Dr. R. H. Stoy, H.M. Astronomer of the Royal Observatory in Cape Town, 
who was kind enough to make investigations regarding this comet, I received the following 
information: “Although some well-known comets like Halley’s, Enke’s etc. arc periodic, the 
great majority are not—i.e. as far as human history is concerned, they come but once and never 
return. The comet of 1652 appears to have been one of these. It was fairly well observed in 
Europe so that die elements of its orbit can be derived. The discoverer (and principal observer) 
was Hcvelius (1611—1687). His birthplace was Danzig, where he also lived and died. He was a 
city councillor there, a well-known astronomical observer and the first to make a complete map 
of the moon and drawings of every phase. His observations of this comet extend from 20 Decem
ber 1652 to 8 January 1653. It looks therefore as though Van Riebeeck saw it three days ahead 
of Hcvelius. This may well be, as die comet was travelling from south to north and would there
fore be more easily seen from Soudi Africa”. To Prof. J. M. 1c Roux, of Stellenbosch, I am grate
ful for an elucidation of the technical references to the comet given here in the Journal. For 
information concerning comets in the old Cape documents generally, see Donald McIntyre, 
Comets in old Cape Records (Pamphlet, Cape Town 1949).
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will not advance much. Harry also told us that henceforth we should not obtain 
more than one head of cattle and a sheep or two now and then, as they had already 
received much copper from us which they were busy making into bracelets and 
chains for ornaments.

If, then, there is no longer any trade to be expected, would it matter so much if 
one deprived them of some 6 or 8 thousand cattle ? For this there would be ample 
opportunity, as we have observed that they are not very strong—indeed they are 
extremely timorous. Often only 2 or 3 of them would drive a thousand cattie within 
range of our cannon, and it would therefore be quite easy to cut them off. We 
notice also that they trust us in everything'and without any fear come close to the 
fort to graze their cattle. We make them even more fearless by encouraging them 
still more and more with friendly faces and kindly treatment, firstly, to see whether 
in course of time anything good might be done with them in the shape of trade or 
something else for the benefit of the Hon. Company, and, secondly, through their 
confidence in us, to be in a better position easily and without a blow to deprive 
them of their cattle and to take these for the Hon. Company, should we at any time 
receive the order to do so. It is really too sad to see so great a number of cattle, to 
remain so much in need of them for the refreshment of the Company’s ships, and 
yet to be unable to obtain anything worth while in return for merchandise and 
kind treatment.

Towards evening it began to blow stiffly from the S.E. again and the Saldanliars 
drove their cattle back to the Salt and Fresh Rivers beside the Table Mountain 
about a mile from here.

Again saw the star with the tail in the same position as yesterday.
igth In the morning fine, calm, warm weather until midday, when it began 

blowing somewhat from the S.W., with a cold mist. To-day obtained only 8 sheep 
from the inhabitants, the trade slackening more and more and their desire for copper 
appearing to be passing altogether.

To-day sowed some more cadjangh in a manured bed.
20th In the morning calm, rainy weather. Jan Soenwater returned to the fort and 

received the punishment he deserved.
To-day noticed the cadjangh sown on the 17th instant coming up beautifully, 

likewise the watermelon.
In the afternoon, the weather having cleared up, the Saldanhars again appeared 

with a fair number of cattle grazing in the vicinity of our fort, but brought no more 
than four sheep for sale which they traded with us mostly for tobacco, hardly ever 
asking for copper—one of them even wanted no copper but only tobacco for his 
sheep. It is apparent that there is no consumption of copper—or at any rate very 
little—among them; without tobacco, and for copper alone, we should hardly get 
a single sheep or head of cattle. It is a good thing, therefore, that they so keenly 
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desire tobacco, which finds ready consumption among them; it is to be wished we 
had some more. Henceforth we shall have most success with it, seeing that to-day 
we bought a fine sturdy milch ewe for its length in tobacco, not more than | lb. in 
weight and only worth about II doits (at 26 guilders per hundred-weight) which 
is cheap indeed A If only a large quantity of it arrived, the Company could make 
better bargains with it than with copper.

Towards evening it began to blow from the S.E. once more; this is always a dry 
wind, the wind from the W. is usually mixed with rain.

Saw the star with the tail, now in the N.E., northwards from the belt of the giant, 
about 60 degrees above the horizon.

21st Clear, bright, sunny, warm weather; on this side the breeze is N.W. and on 
the other side a stiff S.E. wind is blowing—this often occurs here with dry weather. 
To-day collected a good quantity of lettuce seed; item beans and green peas. Have 
also started cutting wheat and barley which have done very well here in spite of 
the strong winds. A quantity of it had been sown in the beginning by way of 
experiment, and if we had been able to manure the lands a little earlier, we should 
already have had more and better crops. We shall in future: this is our first, 
experimental year. Even so, it is amazing how everything has grown on the hitherto 
uncultivated land, which had been dug2 up but not manured; therefore, by 
manuring we hope to increase to an even greater extent the fertility of the soil. For 
this the cattle are very useful—an additional reason for wishing that the natives 
had brought us an abundance. Had they done this, we could also have kept milch 
cows in addition to the cattle required for the refreshment of the ships. But the 
desire of the Saldanhars for copper seems to be passing completely, as we observe 
more and more every day. Only to-day, after we had treated one of the chiefs well 
in our house and showed him much copper, besides offering more for the cattle 
than before, he seemed to give us little hope of more cattle being offered for sale, 
asking us—as many do daily—when the ships will arrive, particularly the English 
ships. For this reason we have half an idea that the interpreter we employ, the 
Hottentot Harry, is urging them to hold out for the English. He has a greater esteem 
for them than for us, having been to Bantam with their ships before now; from all 
his actions also, it is evident that he is very partial to them. We are therefore afraid 
that we might have some trouble with the English when they come here for refresh
ment, but we hope that time and opportunity will show us the means of preventing 
this. Would that we could speedily receive orders whether or not we are to prevent

1. 8 doits = 1 stiver; 20 stivers = 1 guilder. For money and money values see p. 3, 
note 2; and p. 83, note 1.

2. In the Hague copy: ende elst omgespit; in the Cape original, however, the word is correctly 
given : ende eerst omgespidt.
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In the evening it began to blow quite stiffly from the S.E. once more, continuing 
on the

7th otherwise would again have sent our men to the Saldanhars’ camps with 
copper and tobacco to trade cattle. We were also, as often happens, prevented by 
the strong wind from working at the fortification, as the wheelbarrows could not 
be kept going ; so sent the men to collect reeds with which the houses are thatched. 
However, still obtained 3 cows, 1 ox and 2 calves as well as 4 sheep to-day.

In the evening the wind once more began to blow so frightfully hard that it was 
terrifying, continuing until the morning of the

8th when it began to calm down. Sent the sick-comforter with 20 armed men out 
again with some copper and tobacco to trade cattle. In the meantime obtained here 
at the fort 1 ox, 1 calf and 10 sheep, our men staying away the whole day. To-day 
cut the first 2 red cabbages, as fine and with heads as firm as they could be in the 
Fatherland.

9th In the morning very fine, calm, warm weather as yesterday. Our men 
returned with 1 cow, 2 calves and 3 sheep, reporting that all the Saldanhars with 
their camps and cattle had departed in an easterly direction towards the bay de 
Sambras, whither—Harry explained to us—they trekked every year and from there 
across the country to the west again, returning hither via the bay of Saldanha. The 
said sheep and cattle had been obtained from the captain of those Saldanhars who 
had been the very first to come to us, and who were now encamped all by themselves 
a good 7 or 8 miles due east from here almost on the beach. They number about 
80 able-bodied men, living in 16 huts, and having with them 500 or 600 extra
ordinarily fine cattle, indeed, the best among all the Saldanhar cattle and approxim
ately 2,000 equally fine sheep. With these they have never yet parted nor did they 
wish to do so now. Our men had to suffer much insult from them, so much so that 
they had nearly come to blows ; but they tolerated it and left the matter at that in 
view of our express instructions not to do the natives the least harm in the world, 
whatever annoyance they may have to suffer. According to our men, however, it 
was as much as they could bear and for that reason they had felt inclined to take 
all the Saldanhars’ cattle and bring them here. They were near enough and had the 
opportunity of doing so, for when the corporal of the soldiers, being pressed rather 
closely by them, in order to rid himself of them fired off a small pistol from his 
pocket over their heads, all the Saldanhars took flight, leaving their cattle behind. 
They therefore had to be called back and the cattle driven after them, with the 
explanation that it had only been aj’est and that there was no intention to do them 
any harm or take any of their cattle, but to buy them for copper and tobacco; if 
they were not so inclined, they could come and go as freely as they wished, no harm 
would come to them from us, etc. In the end they parted good friends, and for a 
farewell received a little tobacco.
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Discussing the departure of the Saldanhars with Harry, we learnt from him that 
we need not expect them back before next year; but then, besides them, many other 
natives living in the interior, on seeing how much copper the Saldanhars brought with 
them, would come here to trade with us, which we should see for ourselves in due 
course. But as soon as the Saldanhars (called Quena among them), who are always 
moving short distances with their cattle from one good pasture to another, had 
moved away far enough, the Fishermen (called Soaqua1 by them) would come here 
with a small number of cattle. According to him we should have to be very much 
on our guard against these natives who would bring us cattle for sale, as they would, 
under the mask of friendship, seek to do us all possible harm, stealing and robbing 
us of as much as they could. After all, they lived on nothing else but what they 
stole: none of their possessions were their own. Everything had been stolen from 
the Saldanhars, who consequently pursued them at every opportunity and when 
they caught any of them killed them without mercy and threw them to the dogs.

1. Elsewhere Sonqua. See again p. 80, note 1.

To-day there was not one Saldanhar at the fort and we saw many fires all over 
the country towards the cast, which convinced us all the more of their departure. 
We can be glad that we have traded from them a reasonable number of cattle, which 
have served as excellent refreshment and nourishment for our men here on land. 
There remain at present 350 sheep and 130 cattle, young and old, including 25 fine 
milch cows, a bull and several fine young oxen and heifers, most suitable for breeding 
purposes and for the refreshment of the coming ships. The Lord be thanked for this 
blessing, and may He grant that we may obtain a good supply also from the Fish
ermen, as to date not much more than half our copper has been used. Only the 
tobacco is running low; we should in future be supplied with at least 1,000 lbs. in 
order to be able to spend it somewhat liberally, as the natives are extremely partial 
to tobacco and much can be obtained in exchange for it, pro tnemoria.

Last night 2 more sheep were taken from the kraal by wild beasts and devoured— 
apparently lions, according to the spoor.

For the last 2 or 3 days some of our men (including 4 carpenters) have again been 
laid up with dysentery, apparently caused by wild figs which grow here and are 
eaten by the natives. Our men had gathered bags full and feasted so excessively that 
many have now contracted dysentery. It is annoying that the men are so indifferent 
about their health and know no moderation before they have to take to their beds.

10th In the morning strong S.E. winds once more, continuing all day and night 
until the

nth when it was still blowing equally hard. It seems to be the S.E. storm season 
at present.

Sunday 12th Quite calm, warm weather here in the shelter of the Table Mountain, 
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but on the other side of the bay the S.E. wind is blowing quite strongly, as often 
happens here.

To-day obtained from the Saldanhars 2 more sheep which they had driven a good 
2 days journey to get here. They pointed out their fires to us, which we could see 
burning verv far to the east in and beyond the mountains. They said that they would 
bring something now and then as long as they remained there, despite the distance.

Last night another sheep was killed by a lion. In the morning, in broad daylight, 
a sailor had to fire a musket-shot in order to drive away the lion from the remains 
of the sheep, which it had dragged outside the kraal. Frightened away by our man, 
it then fled into the kloof of the Table Mountain, together with a number of jackals, 
while another lion fled towards the Lion Mountain. We ordered accordingly that in 
future the sheep be driven into the fort at night and the cows left in the kraal, 
guarded by 8 men as before.

13 th Calm weather with overcast sky and W. breeze but no strong wind. In the 
afternoon slightly drizzly and rainy.

To-day started to thresh the wheat that has been cut, the very first wheat grown 
here at the Cape ; the grain was tolerably large and full and there is every prospect 
of our having more success with it once the lands have been manured somewhat. 
It is a pity that the S.E. wind is so violent here, otherwise enough of all sorts of 
grain and fruits could be cultivated. We think, however, that the crops will not be 
exposed to such danger in the valleys beyond the Salt River ; these are not subjected 
to the heavy squalls that come down from the Table Mountain. That land could 
accordingly be cultivated with advantage by freemen. It is rich, fine and level, with 
many exceedingly fine fresh rivers running through it, and as pleasant and flat as 
can be desired. Even Formosa1 (which I have seen) cannot compare with it.

14th In the morning quite calm, misty weather, but in the afternoon and during 
the night it once more began to blow strongly from the S.E.

To-day the Saldanhars brought us another cow and a calf which we bartered from 
them for copper and tobacco. Their captain or chief, who came with them, said 
that they would come with their huts and cattle and again make their abode with 
us; whether they mean this, time will show. In any case, we treated them well and 
kindly with a little tobacco and a drink of wine to entice them the more, and we 
promised to give them even more copper for their cattle. Meanwhile, when we 
discussed with our interpreter Harry, as we have often done before, what the 
Saldanhars did with copper, he gave us to understand, in broken English, that they 
made from it the bracelets and chains which we have seen them wearing. These they 
again bartered with certain other tribes far inland for cattle, and then obtained more 
copper from the Dutch and English ships every year; but they had never before

1. There have occasionally been similar references to Formosa. Cf. 21 April 1652 and 6 January 
i653-
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ARQUEBUSIER

When taking aim the soldier placed his heavy arquebus on the forked rest. The burning match 
was then applied to the powder. Towards the beginning of the seventeenth century the arquebus 
had, however, already been improved so that the match could be applied more swiftly and surely. 

National Collection of Prints, Amsterdam.
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sold so many cattle in one year as they had done now. If they disposed of 
their copper, however, they would surely come back with cattle for more 
next year.

If it were true that they bartered their copper for cattle with other tribes, as 
described above, and used it that way, it would be fortunate for the Hon. Company, 
and cattle would in due course be so abundantly available that in the cold season one 
could easily salt some oxen (which are very large and fat) in barrels, to no small 
advantage and accommodation of the Hon. Company. There is salt enough to be 
had here for nothing, and there is abundant fine, rich pasturage, even in sight of the 
Company’s fortress—apart from land required for gardens and com crops, etc.— 
for thousands of cattle and sheep. Then there is in any case the 8 to 10 miles of 
fertile and beautiful land, tolerably flat, adjoining the Table Mountain. Its qualities 
need not be merely presumed from appearances alone but can be positively asserted 
from the great number of sheep and cattle—easily 20,0001—which the Saldanhars 
have since November brought to pasture in this Table Valley within a space of 
7 or 8 miles.

i. The Hague copy has 20: this is obviously a mistake. The Cape original has 20,000.

15th Continued blowing as violently as before from the S.E. until midday, when 
we got a N.W. breeze from the sea with fine, warm weather, but before the evening 
the weather was as windy as before, and again calm during the night.

To-day the Saldanhars came with another cow and 5 sheep which we obtained 
from them. These people are very reluctant to part with their cattle, as we have 
always noticed; item that they value their cattle (being much fatter and finer than 
those of the others) much more highly and accordingly are not willing to part with 
them as easily as the other Saldanhars.

To-day two head of cattle were found missing from the kraal.
16th Warm, sunny weather with a fine S.W. breeze. Last night another cow as 

well as a bull were lost through the negligence of the guards ; it is most depressing 
that the men take so little to heart the duty for which they are responsible. Nor do 
they seem to care in the least what punishment or promise one gives them. Time 
and again, when one thinks that now one has a careful man in charge of the cattle, 
one finds oneself disappointed; it has almost become necessary to go personally to 
keep a watch over them night and day.

17 th In the morning, the weather being misty, had all the cattle counted again 
and found that instead of 138 (the number there should have been) there were only 
126, that is 12 were lost through the carelessness of the guards, as stated before. 
From all their confessions it is clear that one had attended to the watch in the kraal 
at night as little as another. For this the six of them were punished by debiting each 
with 2 beasts at 50 guilders each, that they may keep better watch in future. Although 
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we sent the corporal of the soldiers and some men to look for the missing cattle, 
neither hoof nor horn could be found. We cannot but presume that every now and 
then they are taken from the kraal at night by Hottentots, as last night the gates in 
the wall of the kraal were twice found open, with cattle outside. When we told this 
to our interpreter Harry, he was also of the opinion that the cattle might have been 
driven away by some Strandlopers. He said he would himself go to look for them 
and did so instantly. Gave orders meanwhile for the guards of the cattle (at present 
consisting of sailors taking turns every night, 3 at a time) to be placed under the 
command of 2 trustworthy cadets. The cattle shall be handed over to the cadets by 
the herds, properly counted, every evening. These cadets shall hand the cattle back 
to the herds in the morning, also properly counted, hi addition to this they 
will be counted by us every Saturday—any offender to receive the punishment 
he deserves, etc.

In the afternoon the yacht Goede Hoope returned here from the bay of Saldanha1 
with about 1,500 large and small seal-skins, reasonably well dried. The officers 
reported that they could have brought double the number if they had had men with 
experience and the necessary implements for cleaning the skins, such as sharp flayer’s 
and currier’s knives, etc. It had been so difficult to scrape off the fat that almost as 
many scrapers as flayers had been required. The men had been very unwilling to do 
this dirty work and were with difficulty kept at it, so that we gained less than we 
should if we had worked with men who shared in the proceeds, for the wage-earners 
do not take these things much to heart.

1. On 27 November the officers of the Goede Hoop received their instructions regarding the 
voyage to Saldanha Bay. See under that date. On account of adverse winds they were unable to 
leave for a few days. Cf. 29 and 30 November, and I and 2 December 1652.

Except for a few naked, lean Strandlopers, we have seen no natives with cattle 
or other merchandise, but we have indeed seen many fires inland. No possibility of 
trading has consequently been found so far; the principal commodity will be the 
seal-skins, but according to the report of the officers it is hardly worth the trouble 
bringing here in barrels the blubber from which to extract train-oil. We will, 
however, make a trial with the 8 barrels they have brought. It was astonishing how 
many whales were in the said bay and near the islands thereabout, for since the end 
of August none have been seen in this bay. It would therefore not be out of place 
for whale-catching to be considered, if the Hon. Company sets much value on the 
train-oil; but for this purpose we are still lacking the necessary implements and 
sloops, etc., pro memoria.

What further happened on this voyage etc. and how things went there, can be 
seen from the daily notes of the bookkeeper Verburgh (inserted below), to which 
we refer.
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Copy of diary kept by the provisional bookkeeper Frederick Verburgh on his 
second voyage to the bay of Saldanha etc. and the islands lying thereabout, having 

departed with the yacht Goede Hoope from the Table Bay, 1652.

2nd December, in the afternoon, we set sail in the name of the Lord with a stiff 
W. wind, which enabled us to come to anchor off the Robben Island in 5 fathoms 
sandy bottom an hour before sunset. We sent the mate ashore to fetch some 
penguins to serve to the men, who enjoy them.

3rd do. In the morning calm, favourable weather. Set sail again with a slight 
breeze coming from the W. as before. Reached the Dassen Island towards evening, 
where we dropped anchor in 10 fathoms sandy bottom and went ashore with a 
number of men and a hunting dog, with which, while the others were gathering 
eggs, we started hunting rock-rabbits. The dog caught every one that came into 
sight—leaving the seals and penguins untouched—until we had about 28 or 29. It 
appeared to be the season when the seals brought forth their young. They were 
lying in such an unbelievable multitude on the rocks and on the land that even if 
one wanted a ship of 300 lasts full of skins, one would merely have to pick the 
young seals up by hand and drive the old ones—so numerous that to all appearances 
60 men could not catch them all in many years—further onto the land or into the 
sea. In our opinion if each skin of a young seal (which has beautiful fur) should be 
worth 10 stivers in the Fatherland, or if one could get so much for it from foreigners, 
it would annually produce large profits for the Hon. Company; indeed it would 
bring in many guilders and it would be worth the trouble to send a flute here 
expressly for them. Besides, the skins of the old ones are said to be worth one rix 
dollar each.

4tk do. The wind N.W.; good weather. Went ashore again, taking with us the 
corporal and 2 diggers to dig wells. After trying several places, however, they 
declared that there was no prospect of penetrating the rock once the depth of a 
man’s height had been reached, so that we had to abandon it. We again started 
hunting with the dog, which in no time caught between 24 and 26 rock-rabbits by 
the neck. Also saw a place, pointed out by the corporal, where the French had 
prepared their skins and had apparently been busy with a large number of men 
or had employed all the men to slay, to flay, to scrape (at least 11 or 12 scraping 
poles being found) and to stretch, so as not to have one man waiting for another.

It is a pity that there are not sixty men available at present, as well as 2 fast 
rowing and sailing vessels, 'which are most necessary and which could conveniently 
and without danger lie here or be drawn up on shore, as indicated more fully 
hereafter. The one can be used to carry the dried skins to the fort, or wherever 
ordered to be taken; the other can sail to and fro in the Saldanha Bay in order to 
fish and to barter cattle from the natives for the men stationed there and on the 
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is to be found. Saw her, however, passing to leeward of the island and, keeping 
close to the wind, heading for the sea again.

2nd In the morning strong S.S.E. winds as before.
3rd In the morning the weather seemed to abate somewhat, changing to very fine, 

with a westerly breeze. To-day another sailor, named Sijmon Broers, died.
4-th Idem, until midday, when it began to blow violently from the S.S.E., con

tinuing until the
5th in the morning, when it became quite calm again.
6th In the morning misty weather and a gentle N.W. breeze, but in the afternoon 

it began to blow quite strongly from the S.S.E.
Sunday, y th Strong S.S.E. winds continuing.
8 th Idem.
9th In the morning fine calm weather. As there was a light breeze from the S.E. 

and the Weesp had not yet put in an appearance, the Hon. Laresse set sail with the 
yacht Muijden and got out of the bay quite well, intending to wait for the former 
ship at St. Helena and then to continue their voyage together from there to the 
harbours of the beloved Fatherland. May the Almighty assist them thereto with 
His Holy guidance.

To-day a sailor named Romer Romerssen died.
loth In the morning fairly strong S.S.E. winds. Our men from the forest came 

to report that the place was full of natives, who had very few cattle and who molested 
them a great deal both on the road and in the forest. The men accordingly asked 
for more soldiers to protect them and their carpenter’s tools, etc., as they could 
hardly keep these safe from the Hottentots any longer. They also stated that the 
natives had given them to understand that they intended to come to our fortress 
in large numbers and look for a good opportunity of attacking us and robbing us 
of the copper, of which we have a large quantity in the fort. In reply to this the 
natives were told that we were willing to give them copper for their cattle and 
thus trade with them in friendship. They had answered, however, that we were 
living upon their land and they perceived that we were rapidly building more and 
more as if we intended never to leave, and for that reason they would not trade 
with us for any more cattle, as we took the best pasture for our cattle, etc.1. This 
the Strandlopers here at the fort have also told us time and again in broken English. 
Will consequently have to keep a closer watch than before, in order not to be 
caught unawares, through over-confidence, by a surprise attack, as happened with 
the theft of our cattle. Indeed, the natives are becoming so bold that we are almost 
forced to do our work with a tool in one hand and a weapon in the other all the

1. In view of the subsequent relations between White and Black in South Africa, and the 
part which the land question orginally played in this connection, the entry of this day is of 
exceptional interest and importance.
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time, or at least to post soldiers with each worker and almost everywhere, or else 
they cause our men the greatest annoyance in the world.

Only last night it happened that about 50 of these natives wanted to put up their 
huts close to the banks of the moat of our fortress, and when told in a friendly manner 
by our men to go a little further away, they declared boldly that this was not our 
land but theirs and that they would place their huts wherever they chose. If we were 
not disposed to permit them to do so they would attack us with the aid of a large 
number of people from the interior and kill us, pointing out that the ramparts were 
only constructed of earth and scum1 and could easily be surmounted by them; 
item that they also knew how to break down the palisades, etc. It is therefore be
coming more and more evident to us that these rogues are emboldened by kind 
treatment; and whatever Harry may be conspiring with the people in the interior 
to the Company’s prejudice is difficult to tell—at any rate, one can surmise that 
he is doing little good. We should therefore take good care and every precaution, 
as said before, that we are not unexpectedly attacked. It is indeed true that the fort 
would not easily be taken by them, but since all our men have their hands full and 
are steadily occupied with their work, with hardly anyone so far being spared for 
separate guard duty, they would be able to massacre us almost to a man.

We have therefore divided the men into 3 watches, one of which is to mount 
guard fully armed every third night, and nevertheless carry on with its appointed 
work during the day. Some are also to keep guard separately, some in the gateway 
and others in searching the bushes all round the fort for Hottentots that might be 
gathering in secret somewhere. We shall thus prevent them from surprising our 
men at work, of which we are becoming more apprehensive every day, more 
particularly because we can see from the large number of fires burning everywhere 
that the land hereabouts is full of Hottentots, and our men, without giving any 
provocation, suffer much annoyance from them even close to the fortress. We dare 
not, however, resist them too much, as we still enjoy to a fair extent the convenience 
of their assistance in fetching firewood, although we almost have to beg and beseech 
them to do so, and whenever the whim seizes them they simply refuse altogether. 
In that case almost all our men have to work and tire themselves almost to death 
carrying wood in order to keep the cook’s pot boiling, as the wood nowadays, right 
up against the Table Mountain, has to be fetched fully a mile and even so is quite 
scarce. The horses from Batavia would therefore be most useful, as our firewood 
could then be fetched with wagons fairly easily over the flat country about 2| to 
3 miles from the fort.

11th Violent S.S.E. winds.
12th and 13th Idem, and exceptionally dry, as a result of which many crops,
1. Both the Cape original and the Hague copy have schuijm (scum). Probably the diarist 

intended to write schuijn (with a slope).
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particularly watermelons and other melons, are getting damaged and spoilt in their 
thousands, the foliage being blown to bits and shrivelling up before the plants have 
reached full maturity. This is a pity, as there was such an abundance that would 
have ripened and would have come in useful for the next return fleet. There will, 
however, be enough; item a plentiful supply of cabbages, carrots, turnips, beetroot 
and all other potherbs, garden and earth fruits, etc.

In the afternoon a few of Harry’s allies brought a beast which we traded from 
them, after much bargaining, for about y| lbs. of copper plate and some tobacco. 
They gave us to understand that they were on the point of leaving, as large numbers 
of other natives from further inland were on their way hither with many cattle. 
Our men from the forest (returning home towards evening) brought us confirmation 
of the departure of these natives, having seen them decamping with all their little 
huts. Time will show what is to follow on this; in the meantime we are in any case 
having a closer watch kept in order not to be surprised by this multitude, for there 
is no telling what trouble Harry, who is an artful rogue, may have been brewing 
among them.

Sunday, 14-th Rough, boisterous weather from the S.S.E. as before. The skipper 
of the Tulp managed to come ashore, however, during a brief calm spell. We gave 
him his dispatch for the voyage to St. Helena, to fetch from there the horses and the 
box with saddles for this place, loaded at Batavia into the yacht Weesp, which had 
passed by. Item also at the same time to see whether the other 7 horses landed there 
from the Hon. Van Teijlingen’s fleet could be found and brought back. He should 
also bring some lemon trees, and a number of pigs for breeding here—as appears 
more fully from the instructions and letter to the commander Laresse handed to the 
said skipper1. At about midday, the wind having slackened somewhat but still 
blowing gently, the galiot got under sail and well out to sea. May the Almighty 
grant her a prosperous voyage there and back. Bartered a fine sheep from Harry’s 
aforesaid allies to-day.

15 th In the morning fine, warm, sunny weather. Sent the crew of the Roode Vos 
and some men from shore with the sampan to the salt-pan 4 miles up the Salt River, 
to fetch a full load of salt. This is very plentiful there now and is much needed by us 
for salting the abundance of fish which we catch from time to time and serve to the 
men as additional food with the rice. They would otherwise have to eat the rice 
dry, as there is nothing else to serve with it when—as often happens—no fish can 
be caught.

16th Fine weather with a gentle N.W. breeze as yesterday. We see many fires 
burning all along the coast to the north, from which we surmise that there are many 
natives with cattle at and near the bay of Saldanha. It was therefore resolved to-day

1. See instructions for the commanders of the Tulp, and letters sent with her to St. Helena 
and Dasscn Island. C. 493 : Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, pp. 357—360. C.A. 
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to send the junior merchant Fredrick Verburgh in the galiot Roode Vos once again 
to the said bay with copper and tobacco to try to purchase cattle or sheep. He has 
to call en passant at the Dassen Island to find out how the seal-catching is proceeding 
and then to make such further arrangements as are deemed to be in the best interests 
of the Hon. Company. This appears more fully in the resolution passed thereon 
to-day \

17th Good weather; wind as before until the evening when it began to blow 
rather strongly from the S.S.E., so that Verburgh set sail with the galiot for the 
purpose already mentioned.

i8t/i In the morning stiff S.S.E. wind continuing, and extremely dry weather.
19th In the morning the same strong S.S.E. winds, but out at sea a gentle westerly 

breeze. A ship was seen outside the bay, but on account of the strong winds she 
could not enter. We therefore sent a Biscayan sloop to the ship with some refresh
ments—cabbages, carrots, watermelons, radish, etc.—and instructions to find out 
the name of the ship and to whom she belonged. Towards noon, the westerly wind 
freshening somewhat, the aforesaid ship, Malacca, came into the bay. She had 
departed on 20 October in company with the Wapen van Hollandt and the Amsterdam 
and had sailed through the English Channel. She brought us a letter from the Hon. 
Lords Directors, dated 6 October 2, as well as a sealed letter for the Commander 
of the return fleet still expected. This ship had very few sick, although scurvy has 
started among the crew, but as a result of the daily refreshments, that will soon be 
eradicated. They called at Isle de Maij 3, where they obtained a fair quantity of 
refreshments for the three of them.

20th Quite fine, favourable, warm weather and a gentle breeze from the N.W.
Sunday, 21st Idem. Early in the morning we saw a ship close to the land; praise 

God, she came safely to anchor at noon. She is the Oliphant, which had left on 
6 August in company with the Hoff van Zeelandt and had been forced, being in 
great peril in a storm, to touch in Brittany, and afterwards, on account of sickness 
and scurvy among the crew, at Sierra Leone, from whence the voyage here had 
taken 5 months. She still had a fairly healthy crew, although scurvy was increasing 
somewhat among them; but with the abundance of refreshments to be obtained 
here it will soon, with God’s help, be eradicated, and within 8 or 10 days the ships 
will be ready to depart on their appointed voyage to Batavia. Towards evening 
the lookouts reported that they had seen another ship off the coast. On account of 
a rather strong S.S.E. wind which sprang up, she could not get into the bay.

1. Cf. C. 1: Res., C. of P., 1651—1663, pp. 121—122. C.A. Also instruction for Frederik 
Verburgh. C. 493 : Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, pp. 360—362. C.A.

2. In this letter the Lords XVII gave their opinions on various matters which Van Riebeeck 
had previously brought up for consideration, such as whaling, minerals at the Cape, conduct 
towards Harry, etc. C. 409: Lett. Rec., 1649—1660, pp. 208—-214. C.A.

3. Mayo Island in the Cape Verde Archipelago.
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It is now several days since we first missed a certain Madagascar slave, and we do 
not know where he has gone1. He disappeared quite suddenly in the morning, 
the day before yesterday. On a few previous occasions when any of our men had 
absconded, we had them brought back by the Hottentots for a small piece of 
tobacco, but they have not been willing to go and look for this slave although we 
promised them not only a large amount of tobacco but some copper to boot. This 
makes us suspect that they killed him, the more so as this slave was always fighting 
with them.

i. This is the first reference to the desertion of a slave. As we shall see later on, many of the 
slaves had scarcely arrived at the Cape before they began to desert, in the vague hope of either 
regaining the land of their birth or leading the care-free life of the natives, maintaining themselves 
in the mountains and committing atrocious crimes and depredations. See Journal, 20 October 
1658; and De Kock, Those in Bondage, p. 71.

2. See Journal, 7 December 1653.
3. In 1630 the Dutch West India Company captured Pernambuco, capital of the old Portu

guese colony of Brazil. After that the Dutch gradually made themselves masters of the northern
part of the colony, while the south remained in the possession of the Portuguese. The West Lidia
Company could not keep Brazil, however, and in 1661 it went back into Portuguese hands. Cf. e.g.
Colcnbrander, Kolonialc Gcscliicdenis, II, pp. 7—11. Jan Wintervogel made a name for himself
as explorer and adventurer during the time that North Brazil was under the rule of the Dutch.

To-day there appeared here at the fort a certain Hottentot, called Lubbert2 by 
us, who used to be Harry’s 2nd person and has till now been away with him. Asked 
where Harry was, he gave us to understand that he was quite far inland; asked 
whether Harry would return, he replied that he did not know. We treated him 
liberally so as to make him more fearless and to see whether we might also entice 
Harry hither with cajoling words. It is to be feared, however, that he will be too 
clever, as he is a sly rogue. So, too, is this Lubbert who, next to Harry, was the 
principal culprit in stealing the Company’s cattle.

13th In the morning calm, dark, misty weather. Sent all our men to the forest 
to fetch the ribs for the sloop which is on the stocks here. She measures 51J Amster
dam feet from stem to stern, 14 feet 10 inches broad and six feet deep from the 
water-way, with a mast for fast sailing and with a fixed orlop. She will be made 
for fast rowing as she is to be used here instead of a galiot for sailing to the islands 
and bays of Saldanha, etc., as well as for piloting ships into this bay. She will be 
constructed entirely of Cape wood except for some oaken boards taken from the 
ships for the purpose.

In the afternoon a breeze sprang up from the south-west, enabling the galiot 
Roode Vos to set sail for the purpose mentioned before.

Sunday, 14th In the morning warm and calm weather.
1 Sth In the morning overcast sky with a N.W. breeze. To-day a party of 7 

volunteers was provisioned for 3 weeks and sent inland under the command of 
the cadet Jan Wintervogel, formerly captain of the Brazilians in Brazil , who had 8
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traversed that country to the South Sea and had helped to discover the silver mines 
of Chiera L For these reasons, and because he is a keen explorer, we have entrusted 
the command of the party to him. He is to see whether any other native peoples 
are to be found, and whether better minerals are to be obtained than those we have 
here. This appears more fully from the resolution passed thereon to-day 2. We 
have given the party 6 lbs. of tobacco, 6 lbs. of copper, some beads, gew-gaws, etc., 
partly so that when they meet anyone they will have something to trade or exchange, 
and partly to persuade the natives that here at the fort they can obtain more articles 
of trade like these, and many others as well.

1. In the Resolutions the name is given as Zheira. C. 1: Res., C. of P., 1651—1663, p. 128. 
C.A. Probably this place lies in the northern part of Adinas Geraes, a province of Brazil and 
to this day a mining country.

2. Here we are dealing with the first expedition sent into the interior with a view to explor
ation and cattle trade. Further particulars are given in the resolution of the Council of Policy. 
C. 1: Res., C. of P., 1651—1663, pp. 128—129. C.A. In this resolution Jan Wintervogel is des
cribed as een gau ondersoecker ende bosloper. A promise was made to him that he would be hand
somely rewarded if he discovered something worth while. See also Wintervogel’s commission. 
C. 493 : Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, pp. 367—368. C.A.

As we have so often remarked, however, we are afraid that Harry and his allies 
have scared the other natives away from us. If only we could get Harry here again, 
even if it has to be through a show of friendliness and promises of pardon! Perhaps 
it may still happen in time, for his closest friend, Lubbert, mentioned above on the 
12th instant, is once again beginning to appear with some confidence in the Com
pany’s fortress. He is being treated well in every respect so as to encourage him all 
the more.

16th In the morning dirty, rainy, calm weather, but towards evening it began to 
get dry and to blow quite strongly from the S.S.E.

17 th In the morning it continued to blow strongly. In the afternoon a ship came 
from outside round the point towards the bay, but on account of the stiff S.S.E. 
wind (blowing outwards from the bay) she could not enter but had to remain at 
anchor about half a mile beyond the roadstead and wait for a favourable wind to 
reach the right anchorage. We also saw another ship lying at anchor between the 
Robben Island and the mainland about 2 miles further away, which we took to be 
the galiot Roode Vos returning from the Dassen Island with seal-skins, but we are 
not certain what ship it is.

18 th Somewhat better weather and the breeze variable. The aforesaid ships came 
safely to anchor in the roadstead; the one is the ship Wapen van Amsterdam, which 
left the Vlie on 20 October last in company with the ships which departed from 
here on the nth instant. She also called at Isle de Maij ; had only 7 deaths so far and 
there are very few sick in bed at present—not more than 3 or 4. Scurvy is starting 
among the crew, however, and for combating this plenty of refreshments, namely 
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cabbage, carrots, beetroot, watermelons and other melons, etc., have been sent on 
board at the first opportunity. The other is the yacht Domburgh of the Chamber of 
Zealand, which left the Wielinge1 on 20 November of last year. She called at 
Tenerife, where she obtained fine refreshments, and arrived here to-day with a 
healthy crew, having lost only 2 men on the voyage. She also reported that the 
ship Pro.vintie had left 2 days before her, with the Hon. Sterthemius2 on board, 
and that only yesterday a ship was thought to have been seen close to the land.

19th In the morning calm, warm, sunny weather and a fine gentle breeze from 
the N.W., with which we saw the galiot Roods Vos approaching. She came to 
anchor during the night, having on board 6,000 seal-skins and bringing back the 
assistant Jan Wouterssen with all the men and implements from the Dassen Island. 
They had resolved to return as the island had been rendered almost completely 
devoid of seals so that no more are to be obtained during the present season. This 
can be seen from the resolution taken by them and inserted below :—

Copy of resolution taken by the officers of the galiot Roode Vos and those of the 
Dassen Island—

‘Wednesday, 17 March 1655.
‘To-day the galiot Roode Vos arrived here safely, praise God. As we see no more 

‘seals here on the Dassen Island and have not been hunting any since the 15th inst., 
‘and as the skipper Jan Sijmonssen found no seals when he went out with our men 
‘on the 18th instant, we the undersigned have therefore together resolved, in order 
‘not to keep the Hon. Company’s servants idle to the disadvantage of the Company, 
‘to take on board all the men, skins and implements and to set sail for Cabo de Boa 
‘Esperance with the first favourable wind that God may grant us.

‘In the shed St. Elizabeth on the Dassen Island, this day 18 March 1655.
‘(signed) Jan Sijmonssen

‘Jan Wouterssen 
‘Cornelis Janssen.’

20th In the morning windy weather from the S.S.E., continuing throughout the 
day and night; very dry.

Palm Sunday, 21st In the morning the weather was quite calm, with extremely 
hot, dry sunshine.

1. Zealand’s outlet to the open sea at Vlissingèn.
2. Sterthemius—as appears from the entry under 3 April—carried the title “Councillor of 

India”, i.c. he was a member of the Council of India and, as such, the highest official of the fleet. 
In accordance with the practice of the Company, he officiated as chairman of the Broad Council, 
which consisted of all the important officials of the fleet. It is therefore not strange that on 12 April 
mention is made of “his broad council”. See again p. 7, note 6. In the Journal his name is 
nearly always incorrectly spelt; in the translation this has been rectified.
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22nd and 23rd. Idem.
2^th Strong S.S.E. winds, preventing the boats from leaving the ships to fetch 

water, etc.
25th Still continuing.
26th In the morning completely calm, bright, sunny weather.
27th Idem. We had intended giving the yacht Domburgh her dispatch to-day to 

proceed further on her voyage to Batavia, but the skipper informed us that instead 
of 7 tuns of salt not more than 3 tuns had been found in his yacht for salting the 
meat. As the meat had been freshly slaughtered and hastily shipped, it was found 
to be insufficiently salted, so that it will necessarily have to be re-salted as if it were 
new meat, otherwise it is to be feared that it will go bad before Batavia is reached. 
About 70 men were therefore sent to the salt-pans about 4 miles away to fetch a 
quantity of salt from there for re-salting the meat in order to preserve it.

And as we have no beef or mutton to serve with the cabbage and other vegetables 
to the scurvy patients of the ships lying here, and the natives are not bringing any 
cattle, we have also sent the large boat of the Wapen van Amsterdam to the Dassen 
Island to bring from there between 1,000 and 2,000 birds and some eggs. These we can 
then have boiled with the said garden produce as further refreshment for the crews.

Meanwhile the men of the yacht returned towards evening each with a good 
load of salt, altogether about i| lasts.

28th Easter. Cahn, hot sunshine and a variable breeze as on the previous days. 
The aforesaid ship’s boat returned to-day with 400 or 500 birds and 3 casks of 
salted ones.

29th and 30th. The same weather. Gave the officers of the yacht Domburgh then- 
dispatch to-day to continue their voyage to Batavia, as well as our letter to the 
Hon. Governor-General and Councillors of India1.

Ultimo Weather and wind ut supra. The yacht set sail; we also gave those of the 
Wapen van Amsterdam their dispatch with the same purpose, and a letter as before a.

APRIL 1655

Primo In the morning thick mist and during the day hot, sunny weather and calm, 
so that the above-mentioned ship was prevented from leaving. Towards evening it 
began blowing very strongly from the S.W. and our lookout-men reported that 
they had seen 4 ships near the land; on account of the nightfall they could not enter 
the bay. During the night the wind shifted to S.S.E., and blew very strongly.

2nd The wind steadily increased in force, again delaying the ship as she could not 
get her anchors hauled up in the strong wind. Towards evening, however, the

1. See this letter in C. 493 : Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, pp. 368—369. C.A.
2. Ibid., pp. 368—370.
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to grant. He went on board accompanied by Commander Riebeeck, the Hon. 
Frisius, etc., having left on land more than 30 invalids.

20th In the morning calm, bright, dry, warm, sunny weather, preventing the 
Hon. Mr. Kemp from leaving. In the afternoon it began to blow fairly strongly 
from the N.W.

Sunday 21st In the morning hazy, overcast sky, and the breeze from the N.W. 
until the afternoon when it began to blow fairly strongly from the S.S.E. With 
this wind the Hon. Mr. Kemp set sail in the Amersfoort and got out of the bay quite 
well. May the Almighty guide him safely to Batavia.

This morning a service was held in the fort by the Rev. Joannes Amsingh, 
minister in the Westvrieslant.

22nd In the morning calm, clear weather. The galiot Nachtglas was to-day 
dispatched to the islands of Tristao da Cunha to investigate (in accordance with 
the instructions of our Lords and Masters) what harbours, bays, etc. might be found 
suitable for vessels to call at; also whether any of the land there was suitable for 
agriculture, and anything else that might be of service and advantage to the Hon. 
Company—as will appear more fully from the instructions handed to the officers 
of the aforesaid galiot1.

1. For complete instruction see ibid., pp. 474—476.
2. The large tribe which now arrived with great herds and flocks was the Cochoquas. Cf. 

Godée Molsbergen, Jan van Riebeeck, p. 97.

In the afternoon the forest-workers brought news that large numbers of natives 
had come with much livestock. Since the day before yesterday we have obtained 
by barter more than 50 sheep here at the fort. We are hoping that it will continue 
to go well; we have been rather generous and have entertained the natives well in 
order to entice them more; at the same time, however, we are keeping a good and 
stronger watch in view of the very large numbers of natives.

Shortly before evening, the wind being from the S.S.E. the galiot Nachtglas set sail 
for the purpose mentioned. May the Almighty grant her a safe and successful voyage.

The huntsmen informed us that fully a thousand huts had been put up in the 
neighbourhood and that the cattle were as numerous as the grass on the fields 2. 
Yesterday the huntsmen had been driven away by the natives, some of whom 
advanced towards them with assegais so that they had fired at random over the 
heads of the natives. The natives thereupon fell flat on the ground, while the huntsmen 
crossed the river to this side and escaped. It seems that they do not like our huntsmen 
to shoot the birds (that have now finished hatching and have many young) as they 
want them for themselves.

23 rd In the morning calm, clear, sunny weather. Two Hottentots who know 
some Dutch and daily fetch wood for the cooks came to warn us that we should 
not allow the huntsmen to go out again in the direction where the Saldanhars are 
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camped in large numbers, as the Saldanhars had threatened to kill them because 
they had fired their guns yesterday and had hit some of their cattle. When questioned 
about this the huntsmen said that they had fired over the heads of the natives into 
the air and could not have hit any cattle. Instructions were given, however, that 
they should go m another direction and shoot partridge, rock-rabbits and other 
game instead of geese and ducks. But as the natives are walking and running about 
all over the place, little game will be obtainable and we shall have to make use of 
the bartered sheep instead for the table to entertain the ships’ officers. We would 
have preferred to keep the sheep and to stock the Robben Island well, so that, as a 
result of increase by breeding, we could the sooner live without anxiety and without 
being dependent for supplies on the trade with the nativesk In order to achieve 
this, the natives have been more liberally entertained and a high price paid for their 
cattle so as to encourage and entice them the more.

To-day seven young and old sheep were bartered from the natives. Towards 
evening, the wind coming from the S.S.E., the Robbejacht was sent to the Robben 
Island and the Dassen Island with 63 sheep, which were obtained by barter and are 
to be placed with the others on the Robben Island; also a letter and some provisions 
for the seal-hunters bn the Dassen Island—as detailed in the instructions handed to 
those on the aforesaid Robbejacht 2.

1. These are words of considerable significance. They show that die inadequacy and unrelia
bility of the cattle trade with the natives had already been accepted and that the Europeans realised 
the necessity for their own stock-farming, destined to become an important factor in European 
colonisation at the Cape.

2. See instruction in C. 493 : Lett. Desp., 1652—1661, p. 477. C.A.

24th In the morning calm, dark, misty weather, clearing up before noon, with a 
soft, westerly breeze. The Commander Riebeeck and the Hon. Frisius, having heard 
of the multitude of natives and cattle hereabout, went out on horseback accompanied 
by a few armed soldiers to inspect tilings with their own eyes. When they had gone 
a little beyond the redoubt Duijnhoop, they found the country so full of cattle and 
sheep for half a mile wide and as far as the forest (situated fully 3 miles from here, 
where our men are stationed) that it was difficult to make any progress. The cattle 
had continually to be driven out of our way by the Hottentots, otherwise it seemed 
impossible to get through. Not only the number of cattle, but even the herds seemed 
innumerable; likewise the people, who were so curious to see us that in the twinkling 
of an eye we were surrounded by so many that we could scarcely see over them 
from our mounts. We estimated their number, old and young, to be fully 5,000 
or 6,000 people, and the erected huts about 400 or 500. These were quite large and 
placed close to one another in circles, within which the cattle were kept at night. 
One would with difficulty go round the encampment in half an hour. It appeared 
to be a formal camp. The Kaapmans were also there with their huts and cattle. Item 
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also a certain tribe, the captain of which had visited the fort the evening before our 
cattle were stolen. We had noticed before that they were allies of the Kaapmans 
and they had also been a party to the theft. Sooner or later, when revenge and 
indemnification have been decided upon, our object will be to attack this faithless 
crowd, as well as the Kaapmans, as they are so rich in cattle and, like the Kaapmans, 
are always unwilling to trade. We suspect that they are the chief cause why the 
other natives bring so few cattle to us. To-day we procured only 2 old sheep with 
their lambs. We also found that the natives preferred us to come to them with 
copper and tobacco for bartering; which for various reasons and difficulties 
(in view of our experience in the past) would be inadvisable. It is necessary to 
entice them to the fort under our own protection—where, indeed, they may 
come without fear—but as they bring so little to us, we fear that they would 
try to take our men by surprise for the sake of the copper and tobacco they have 
with them.

Some new Hottentots accompanied us to the fort and were treated amicably and 
well to arrack, bread and tobacco, etc. We requested them to bring some cattle 
and showed them diverse quantities of copper and tobacco, whereupon they 
appeared to promise to do so. Whether we shall have any success, time will show.

Towards evening the Hon. Frisius took leave to proceed to Batavia in the West- 
vrieslant with the first favourable wind and with a healthy crew, leaving not a 
single sick man behind, but taking with him some convalescents from previously 
departed ships. There are still about 50 of these in bed in the hospital, with the 
prospect, however, of being well enough to leave with the next ships.

25th In the morning bright, clear weather as before, with a breeze from the S.S.E. 
The Westvrieslant set sail for the above-mentioned destination and stood well out 
to sea. May the Almighty grant her a safe voyage.

To-day we bartered 8 sheep and 3 head of cattle from the natives, and should 
have obtained more had not the Kaapmans interfered by pretending to be brokers 
and taking a large quantity of the copper and tobacco from the others—professedly 
by way of brokerage—with such rudeness and violence as to cause great disgust 
among the Saldanhamen and make them averse to trading.

26th In the morning severe, windy weather from the S.S.E. ; bright sunshine 
and no rain.

To-day we obtained by barter 15 sheep, young and old, and 1 beast.
27th New moon. The same bright weather and wind as yesterday. In the afternoon 

the sergeant was sent out with some men to see and count the number of Hottentot 
huts in the immediate neighbourhood and to ascertain whether the natives would 
prefer to trade at their huts rather than here at the fort.

On their return they reported that they had counted exactly 200 huts, quite large, 
at the Fresh River, and had found that the natives were not eager to trade. The 
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Kaapmans and the tribe of the Black Captain1 (who, as aforementioned, had had 
a hand in the robbery of the Company’s cattle) were encamped in the midst of 
them all. They had a multitude of cattle and sheep with them; besides about 40 
or 50 huts 2 miles further along, below the forest. To-day, however, no more than 
8 sheep were bartered from them and no horned cattle at all, no matter how much 
we offered and how generously we treated them.

Sunday 28th In the morning dark, bleak sky; wind N.W., followed by heavy 
rain. Shortly after noon there returned from the Dassen Island with this favourable 
wind the big and the small shallop Robbejacht and Peguijn loaded with 520 to 530 
seal-skins, 2 pigs and | aum of train-oil. They brought no letter from the assistant 
Jan Woutcrssen, because the strong wind blowing there when they were leaving 
this morning prevented them from getting ashore with the boat. They reported by 
word of mouth, however, that only small numbers of seals were making their 
appearance on land, as they had not yet brought forth their young. The same thing 
had been observed last year, and in due course we shall gain more and better 
experience to rely on.

To-day only 5 sheep were obtained by barter.
29th In the morning rather wet, rainy weather, and N.W. wind off the sea, 

continuing throughout the day. To-day we obtained by barter 13 fine head of 
cattle and 7 sheep. We also received news that Harry was on his way back with 
cattle and sheep for the Hon. Company, obtained in the interior, and that he would 
be at the fort in about 8 or 10 days’ time with many other natives, who are also 
coming to trade with their cattle. Time will show how much success we shall have.

Ultimo The same N.W. wind as yesterday, but without rain. To-day obtained 
by barter 16 old and young beasts and 20 ditto sheep. Some of Harry’s Hottentots 
came to request some tobacco on his behalf. They brought a knife with a brass 
handle as proof that the message came from him. Recognizing the knife, we sent 
him some tobacco. They said he would shortly be here in person with many head 
of cattle obtained for the Hon. Company. When we inquired from Harry’s men 
about a certain Madagascar slave Antony, who has been missing for a long time 
and whom Harry had promised to return to us, they replied that he had been 
devoured by wild animals; we, however, think that he has been murdered by the 
Kaapmans.

DECEMBER 1655

Primo Wind and weather from the N.W. as before.
We gathered from some Hottentots that they had seen 2 ships in or near the 

Bay False. They could not tell us whether these were lying at anchor or were sailing.
1. The Black Captain was Gonnema, chief of the Cochoquas. He was so called because he 

smeared his body with soot. Cf. Godée Molsbergen, Jan van Riebeeck, p. 97.
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Module 7: Coverage of the Second Boer War in the Dutch Mass Press: 

Pioneer Reporters, Literary Journalism and the Emergence of a 

Professional Standard [ Couverture de la guerre des Boers dans la 

presse de masse néerlandaise : reporters pionniers, journalisme 

littéraire et émergence d'une norme professionnelle 

Director: Frank Harbers (Languages: English, Nederlands) 

1. Vincent Kuitenbrouwer, “‘A Newspaper War’? Dutch Information 

Networks during the South African War (1899-1902)” BMGN – Low 

Countries Historical Review vol. 128.1 (2013): 127-50. 

2. Frank Harbers & Marcel Broersma, “Pioneer Literary Journalists: The 

Intricate Relation Between Literary Journalism and Professional Newspaper 

Reporting in the Netherlands, 1890-1930.” The Routledge Companion to 

World Literary Journalism. Edited by John S. Bak & Bill Reynolds. London: 

Routledge, 2023. 74-89. 

3. Géraldine Muhlmann, A Political History of Journalism. Cambridge & New 

York: Polity, 2008. [Chapter 1]. 

4. Bernard Canter, De Telegraaf, 21 Nov. 1900 – 19 Dec. 1900: 

i. President Kruger in Europa, 21/11/1900 (p. 1 Ochtend Editie 

[morning edition]) 

ii. President Kruger in Europa II, 21/11/1900 (p. 1 Avond Editie 

[evening edition]) 

iii. President Kruger in Europa III, 22/11/1900 (p. 1 Ochtend Editie 

[morning edition]) 

iv. Aan Paul Kruger Vrijheidspelgrim, 22/11/1900 (p. 1) 

v. Paul Kruger, 22/11/1900 (p. 2) 

vi. President Krugers aankomst, 26/11/1900 (p. 1 Avond Editie) 

vii. De aankomst van President Kruger te Marseille, 27/11/1900 (p. 1 

Ochtend Editie) 

viii. President Kruger in Europa VI, 28/11/1900 (p. 1 Ochtend Editie) 

ix. De dag van President Kruger, 29/111900 (p. 1 Ochtend Editie) 

x. Bij de komst van President Kruger in Nederland, 06/12/1900 (p. 

1 Ochtend Editie) 

xi. De intocht van President Kruger, 07/12/1900 (p. 1 Ochtend 

Editie) 

xii. President Kruger te Amsterdam, 19/12/1900 (pp. 1-3 Avond 

Editie). 
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‘A Newspaper War’? 
Dutch Information Networks during the South African War 

(1899-1902)1

vincent kuitenbrouwer

The	South	African	War	(1899-1902)	caused	a	stir	in	the	Netherlands.	The	Dutch	
public	overwhelmingly	supported	the	Boers	in	their	struggle	against	the	British.	
To	support	the	‘kinsmen’	in	South	Africa	several	organisations	in	the	Netherlands	
embarked	on	an	international	propaganda	campaign.	This	article	considers	the	
involvement	of	Dutch	journalists	in	the	pro-Boer	agitation.	They	were	confronted	
with	a	dilemma	because	as	a	small	country	the	Netherlands	officially	was	neutral	and	
did	not	possess	strong	international	lines	of	communications,	which	made	it	difficult	
to	distribute	information	in	other	countries.	This	problem	raised	moral	and	practical	
questions	about	the	Dutch	press	and	its	position	in	the	world.	Using	concepts	from	
the	historiography	on	the	media	of	the	British	Empire,	Kuitenbrouwer	analyses	the	
Dutch	press	system	around	1900.

The South African War was headline news in the Netherlands. Between 

October 1899 and June 1902 the Dutch press devoted many pages to the 

conflict between the British Empire and the Boer republics. The majority 

of Dutch journalists supported the Boers from a sense of racial and cultural 

kinship, called stamverwantschap, which came from an idea of shared 

heritage. In the mid-nineteenth century the Boer republics were founded by 

descendants of voc colonists who had settled at the Cape of Good Hope in the 

previous centuries. Moreover the official language of the Boers still was High 

Dutch, although in daily life they started to develop their own grammatical 

conventions. As a result of the Transvaal War (1880-1881), the interest of 

the Dutch public in their ‘cousins’ was aroused. Several organisations in the 

Netherlands promoted plans to strengthen the ties with the republics in order 
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to develop a sphere of influence in the region. This can be seen as an ‘informal’ 

and ‘cultural’ form of imperialism.2

Historians have struggled with the question of how to assess the 

historical importance of the Dutch pro-Boer sentiment. In secondary literature 

it is argued that there were several limiting factors, the most telling of which 

was the policy of neutrality of the government. The Netherlands could not 

afford to risk a conflict with its mighty neighbour over South Africa, as 

statesmen feared that the British would annex Dutch colonial possessions 

in Southeast Asia in retaliation.3 From the primary sources however, it 

appears that despite the neutrality contemporaries sought ways to mobilise 

public opinion for the Boer cause, not only in the Netherlands but also in 

other Western countries. Dutch agents played a pivotal role in the European 

propaganda campaign for the republics, publishing material that reached them 

from the war zone in South Africa.4 As a result the contemporary debate about 

the South African War touched upon wider questions about the Netherlands 

and its position in the world as a small nation with large overseas interests.

In this article I will explore how this dilemma affected the involvement 

of Dutch journalists in the propaganda campaign for the Boers. By doing 

so, questions about the nature of the press in the Netherlands are raised. 

In theoretical literature on mass communication a distinction is made 

between communication, aimed at informing the public, and ‘propaganda’, 

which is intended to manipulate. This idea, which emerged in the 1920s, 

has stimulated the view amongst scholars that journalism should be 

independent.5 Looking at the historical context however, such a stance 

is problematic as the situation was often more complex. Journalism and 

propaganda in the Netherlands were not strictly separated during the South 

African War. I will argue that the goals of some Dutch journalists and pro-

Boer propaganda organisations were similar, making information coming 

from the Boers known to the world in order to counter British views. Indeed, 

several journalists were leading members of propaganda organisations. This 

suggests that in order to fully gasp the press coverage of the South African 

War, historians must look beyond newspapers and also take into consideration 

networks that facilitated the flow of information abroad.

1 I would like to thank the editors of bmgn-

Low Countries Historical Review and the two 

anonymous reviewers for their useful comments 

on previous versions of this article.

2 G.J. Schutte, Nederland en de Afrikaners. Adhesie 

en aversie (Franeker 1986) 41-42 and 205; M. 

Kuitenbrouwer, Nederland en de opkomst van het 

moderne imperialisme. Koloniën en buitenlandse 

politiek 1870-1902 (Amsterdam 1985) 129-130.

3 M. Kuitenbrouwer, Nederland en de opkomst, 204 

and 107-209.

4 J.J.V. Kuitenbrouwer, War of Words: Dutch Pro-Boer 

Propaganda and the South African War (1899-1902) 

(Amsterdam 2012).

5 For an overview of the debate about the 

definition of propaganda see: G.S. Jowett and 

V. O’Donnell, Propaganda and Persuasion (Fifth 

edition; Thousand Oaks 2012) chapter 1.
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6 B. Anderson, Imagined Communities: Reflections 

on the Origin and Spread of Nationalism (Second 

edition; London, New York 1991).

7 See for example: J.M. MacKenzie, Propaganda 

and Empire: The Manipulation of the British Public 

(Manchester 1984); C. Hall, Civilising Subjects: 

Metropole and Colony in the English Imagination, 

1830-1867 (Cambridge 2002).

On the following pages the meaning of the Dutch information 

networks will be analysed using primary source material in which 

contemporaries reflected on the nature of these lines of communication. It 

will be shown that despite their awareness of the official policy of neutrality 

and the limits it imposed, Dutch opinion makers pro-actively tried to 

influence public opinion at home and abroad. As such, the campaign for 

the Boers spurred initiatives to promote the interests of the Dutch ‘race’ in 

the international media. This case shows that issues connected to Modern 

Imperialism had an impact on the press system in the Netherlands, a topic that 

has not yet received much attention from historians. Recent historiography 

about media within the British Empire provides several interesting prisms 

through which we can view the Dutch situation. I will begin by assessing some 

of the concepts that have been put forward in this literature.

Historiography

It is a well established idea that the wave of globalisation during the late 

nineteenth and early twentieth century brought about great changes in 

international information exchange. The improvement of steamboats and 

railways and the advent of intercontinental telegraph lines enabled a larger 

and faster flow of information between different parts of the world. This 

development was connected to the emergence of mass media in Western 

countries where the market for cheap print material expanded rapidly due 

to technological innovations and lower taxes. The media became a powerful 

instrument to stimulate nation building, both in European countries and their 

colonies.6

This thesis is an important premise of the concepts forwarded in the 

New Imperial History, which constitute the point of departure for this special 

issue of the bmgn-Low Countries Historical Review. One of the main ideas in this 

field of research is that information from overseas territories that reached 

Europe had an impact on metropolitan identity formation.7 First of all, the 

overseas information networks transferred material that generated moral 

issues affecting the self-image of countries in Europe. In historiography much 

emphasis is put on the representation of the ‘civilised’ western colonisers 

versus the ‘uncivilised’ indigenous populations in the periphery. In Britain 
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such imperial themes were popular in the emergent mass press.8 In addition 

there was a great deal of ‘othering’ amongst European powers themselves in 

order to spruce up national prestige by showing that their own empires were 

better than those of rivals.9

Although he does acknowledge that these imperial connections are 

relevant, Simon Potter points out that one has to be careful with these claims 

of the New Imperial History. In his work he asserts that the improving 

infrastructure between Britain and its overseas territories had great 

significance for the way in which the imperial press was organised. Media in all 

parts of the British Empire were connected and Fleet Street in London became 

the undisputed information hub.10 But Potter warns against anachronism too. 

The global means of communication in the late nineteenth century were not as 

democratic as they are in the twenty-first century. Because of the commercial 

and strategic interests powerful institutions regulated these networks 

and access was limited. The most obvious example is the intercontinental 

telegraph lines that were constructed after 1870. News agencies, of which 

Reuters was the most important, dominated this market and newspapers 

depended on them for the latest information from abroad. Potter argues that 

in the late nineteenth century British Empire such institutions were strong, 

providing a rigid ‘system’ of information exchange. To assess the meaning of 

imperial press networks, one has to take into account these mechanisms and 

the way they were discussed by contemporaries.11

In times of crisis, such as a large-scale war, the workings of the 

intercontinental lines of communication became urgent as the flow of 

information was restricted. The South African War, the largest conflict the 

world saw in between the Franco-Prussian War (1870-1871) and the First 

World War (1914-1918), generated much debate amongst contemporaries 

about the British imperial press system. In this sense it can be seen as the first 

modern ‘media war’.12 Potter shows that Reuters played a crucial role in the 

coverage of events, owning the monopoly on telegraph lines between South 

Africa and Europe.13 Moreover, British officials actively tried to manipulate 

8 C. Kaul, Reporting the Raj: The British Press and 

India, c. 1880-1922 (Manchester 2003); S.J. Potter 

(ed.), Newspapers and Empire in Ireland and Britain: 

Reporting the British Empire, c. 1857-1921 (Dublin 

2004).

9 J.M. MacKenzie, ‘Introduction’, in: idem (ed.), 

European Empires and the People: Popular Responses 

to Imperialism in France, Britain, the Netherlands, 

Belgium, Germany and Italy (Manchester 2011) 

9-10.

10 S.J. Potter, News and the British World: The 

Emergence of an Imperial Press System (Oxford 

2003).

11 S.J. Potter, ‘Webs, Networks, and Systems: 

Globalization and the Mass Media in the 

Nineteenth- and Twentieth-Century British 

Empire’, Journal of British Studies 46 (2007) 621-

646.

12 S. Badsey, ‘A Print and Media War’, in: C. Wilcox 

(ed.), Recording the South African War: Journalism 

and Official History (London 1999) 5-16.

13 Potter, News and the British World, 53-54.
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news agencies and newspapers to promote information that was considered 

to be beneficial for the war effort and hold back the information that was 

considered to be harmful. Although such machinations were far more 

intrusive during the First World War, Jacqueline Beaumont argues that the 

South African War was the first conflict in which the British administration 

systematically tried to control information coming from the war zone.14

The historiography of the British imperial press system is relevant to 

the study of the Dutch coverage of the South African War. Firstly, the conflict 

raised moral questions for journalists in the Netherlands. To many opinion 

makers the unequal fight between the mighty British Empire and the small 

Boer republics showed the corrupt nature of the imperialism of great powers 

in contrast to the righteousness of the overseas ambitions of the Dutch race, 

which was trying to forward the cause of civilisation across the globe. In this 

context the term ‘pro-Boer’ cannot always be taken literally, which shows 

the different motives for groups in the Netherlands to support the republics. 

As well as the feelings of kinship, the coverage of the South African War also 

affected the self-image of the Dutch nation – a small power in the European 

state-system with large overseas interests.

This complex position caused other dilemmas. Several scholars 

have pointed out that the improving lines of communication between the 

continents had a significant impact on the press in the Netherlands during the 

late nineteenth century. This was most obvious in the coverage of the Dutch 

East Indies as the Suez Canal and telegraph cables facilitated a far more efficient 

flow of information. However the international status of the Netherlands 

also caused problems in this respect. The Dutch did not possess a network 

of transcontinental telegraph cables and newspapers in the Netherlands 

depended on foreign agencies.15 In addition, the policy of neutrality set limits 

because too outspoken opinions could provoke hostile reactions from the great 

powers. In these ways the Dutch press clearly was affected by the international 

position of the Netherlands. To stick to Potter’s terms, the Dutch did not 

possess an information system as well organised as that of the British.

In addition to these considerations, the comparison between the British 

imperial press system and the Dutch press networks has direct historical 

relevance. The South African War confronted Dutch journalists with the 

fact that their lines of communication were less developed than those of the 

British. In the war zone the British media was represented by a small army 

of correspondents and the authorities in London were able to censor all 

14 J. Beaumont, ‘The British Press and Censorship 

during the South African War 1899-1902’, South 

African Historical Journal 41 (1999) 267-289.

15 Bossenbroek, Holland op zijn breedst, 199-205; 

J.M.H.J. Hemels, Een journalistiek geheim ontsluierd. 

De Dubbelmonarchie en een geval van dubbele 

moraal in de Nederlandse pers tijdens de Eerste 

Wereldoorlog (Apeldoorn 2010) 37-38.
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Dutch cartoon depicting a diver bribing a sawfish 

to stop telegraph-messages about British defeats in 

South Africa. 

Jan Feith and Kees van Ponten, Pillen voor Joe 

(Amsterdam 1900).
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16 See: Potter, News and the British World, chapter 2.

17 J.M.H.J. Hemels and M. Schneider, De Nederlandse 

krant 1618-1978. Van ‘nieuwstydinghe’ tot dagblad 

(Baarn 1979); H. Wijfjes, De journalistiek in 

Nederland 1850-2000. Beroep, cultuur en organisatie 

(Amsterdam 2004).

18 J. Luyendijk, Het zijn net mensen. Beelden uit het 

Midden-Oosten (Amsterdam 2006); J. Boom, Als 

een nacht met duizend sterren. Oorlogsjournalistiek 

in Uruzgan (Amsterdam 2010).

19 A. Karskens, Pleisters op de ogen. De Nederlandse 

oorlogsverslaggeving van Heiligerlee tot Kosovo 

(Amsterdam 2001); B. Kester, ‘Uit de slaap 

gewekt. Nederlandse dagbladen verslaan de 

oorlog, 1870-1914’, in: P. Dassen and P. Groen 

(eds.), Van de barricaden naar de loopgraven. 

Oorlog en samenleving in Europa, 1789-1914 

(Amsterdam 2008) 219-228.

20 I. Tames, Oorlog voor onze gedachten. Oorlog, 

neutraliteit en identiteit in het Nederlandse publieke 

debat 1914-1918 (Hilversum 2006); J. Hemels, Een 

journalistiek geheim ontsluierd. De Dubbelmonarchie 

en een geval van dubbele moraal in de Nederlandse 

pers tijdens de Eerste Wereldoorlog (Apeldoorn 

2010).

telegraph lines in the region.16 In contrast, the Dutch press employed only a 

few reporters in the field and largely depended on haphazard information that 

reached the Netherlands via mail services that were increasingly disturbed. 

The uneven situation triggered discussion amongst Dutch journalists, 

showing that they reflected on their position in the world at the turn of the 

nineteenth and twentieth century.

This international component adds to our understanding of Dutch 

media history. In the secondary literature on the press there is a strong focus 

on the domestic situation. In the decades around 1900 journalism in the 

Netherlands underwent great changes as a result of the expanding market 

for printed material and the improving social standing of the profession 

of journalism.17 In recent literature there is growing attention paid to the 

coverage of foreign news in the Dutch press. This emerging interest coincides 

with critical reflections by present day correspondents who complain that they 

are often dependent on the input of news agencies and official spokesmen.18 

To understand the functioning of the press, one has to take into account the 

influence of such institutions. Several studies show that the awareness of these 

mechanisms is not new, but has historical roots.19 Particularly the First World 

War is an interesting case as propagandists of the warring nations actively 

tried to influence the press in the Netherlands, which was a neutral country, 

causing debate amongst opinion makers and anxiety among government 

officials.20 Although the propaganda campaign during the First World War 

was exceptional in its scale, similar concerns were already discussed in the 

Netherlands during the South African War. 

An exploration of this case study leads to relevant insights for the 

historiography of the Dutch press in another way. Concerns about the coverage 

of South African affairs must be seen primarily in the context of Modern 

Imperialism and were connected to the debate about the Dutch colonial 

possessions. Several important overviews have been published about the news 
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The Rotterdamsch Nieuwsblad, 9 October 1899, a few 

days before the start of hostilities in South Africa. 

The map provided readers with an overview of the 

strategic situation and the pictures showed the 

mobilisation of the Boers in Transvaal and British in 

Cape Town.

http://kranten.kb.nl/.

press in the colonies by Gerard Termorshuizen (Dutch East Indies) and Angelie 

Sens (Suriname). They assert that late nineteenth-century developments in 

the Dutch overseas territories were similar to those in the motherland and 

that the press became an important factor in public life in the colonies.21 It 

must be remembered however, that the freedom of the press in the periphery 

was more limited than in the Netherlands, as is also shown by Miriam Maters 

in a study about censorship in the Dutch East Indies.22 In other words, the 

understanding of news agencies and government interference is essential in 

the study of the press in the overseas context. Although the books mentioned 

in this paragraph provide a good overview of the development of the press in 

the Dutch periphery, the effects of the international communication-lines on 

the press in the metropolis are still unknown. The case of the South African 

War provides an example of how such mechanisms worked.

‘A newspaper war’

The interest of Dutch journalists in the Boers did not start with the outbreak of 

the South African War in October 1899 but can be traced back to the Transvaal 

War of 1881 when the Boers defeated the British Empire. In the years following, 

Dutch editors continued to give a great deal of attention to events connected 

with South African affairs, such as the visit of the Transvaal deputation in the 

Netherlands in 1884 and the Jameson Raid – the failed coup in the Transvaal 

instigated by the British South Africa Company in 1896. Although the 

attention of the Dutch media to South Africa reached a climax around the start 

of the South African War, it was by no means a new phenomenon.23 

21 G. Termorshuizen, Journalisten en heethoofden. Een 

geschiedenis van de Indisch-Nederlandse dagbladpers 

1744-1905 (Amsterdam, Leiden 2001); idem, 

Realisten en reactionairen. Een geschiedenis van de 

Indisch-Nederlandse pers 1905-1942  (Amsterdam, 

Leiden 2011); A. Sens, ‘Inleiding’, in: A. Sens and 

Archie Sumter (eds.), K’ranti!. De Surinaamse pers, 

1774-2008 (Amsterdam 2008) 12.

22 M. Maters, Van zachte wenk tot harde hand. 

Persvrijheid en persbreidel in Nederlands-Indië 1906-

1942 (Hilversum 1998).

23 J. Geerts, Verzuilde Boerenliefde. Een studie naar de 

berichtgeving over de eerste en tweede Boerenoorlog 

door De Standaard, De Tijd en Het Algemeen Handels-

blad in de periode 1880-1902 (ma thesis history 

department, University of Amsterdam 2005).
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During the last decades of the nineteenth century the majority of the 

newspapers in the Netherlands propagated pro-Boer views in their editorials – 

and continued to do so during the South African War, and even for some time 

after the conflict. The most outspoken support for the ideal of stamverwantschap 

came from Liberal and Protestant journalists. Initially Catholics had more 

sceptical views on the Boers who were know for their strict Calvinism, but 

during the 1890s, driven by patriotic motives, they joined the chorus in 

support of the ‘kinsmen’ in South Africa. The most outspoken critics of the 

ideal of stamverwantschap could be found amongst the Socialists, but even here 

some opinion makers expressed their sympathy for the Boer cause.24

In general the ties between the press and the most important pro-

Boer organisations, such as the Dutch South African Society (Nederlandsch 

Zuid-Afrikaansche Vereeniging, hereafter nzav) and the General Dutch Alliance 

(Algemeen Nederlandsch Verbond, hereafter anv) were close. Indeed, several 

well-known journalists were active members of these societies.25 The 

leaders of the nzav were quite satisfied with the coverage of South Africa in 

Dutch newspapers.26 The views of most journalists fitted the propaganda 

campaign of the pro-Boer organisations to inform the European public about 

the republics in a positive way. The publications were meant to provide a 

counterweight to British propagandists who argued that the Boers were half-

civilised and not capable of running their own states, thereby supporting 

expansionist plans in the region. Dutch authors argued that the Boers were the 

best ‘race’ to rule the region denouncing the ambitions of British imperialists 

as ‘perfidious’. This sentiment was partly inspired by self-interest as several 

Dutch opinion makers hoped that the Netherlands could expand its own 

influence in the region by strengthening the ties with the independent 

republics.27

Notwithstanding their confident tone, these opinion makers expressed 

their concerns about the coverage of South African affairs. Dutch newspapers 

did not have a network of professional correspondents and depended on 

random letters from settlers or travellers in the region. As a result pro-Boer 

activists found it difficult to obtain a steady flow of information and to control 

24 For Liberal pro-Boers see: H. te Velde, 

Gemeenschapszin en plichtsbesef. Liberalisme en 

nationalisme in Nederland 1870-1918 (The Hague 

1992) 78-81 and chapter 6. For Protestants see: 

C.J.A. van Koppen, De geuzen van de negentiende 

eeuw. Abraham Kuyper en Zuid-Afrika (Wormser 

1992). For Socialists see: F.J. Pretorius, ‘The Dutch 

Social Democrats and the South African War, 

1899-1902’, European Review of History 6 (1999) 

199-220. More general overviews of Dutch public 

opinion see: Schutte, Nederland en de Afrikaners, 

chapter 3; M. Kuitenbrouwer, Nederland en 

de opkomst, 118-130 and 173-190; Bossenbroek, 

Holland op zijn breedst, 289-207.

25 Te Velde, Gemeenschapszin en plichtsbesef, 73; 

Bossenbroek, Holland op zijn breedst, 292-293.

26 nzav Jaarverslag 1888-1889 (Amsterdam 1889) 23. 

27 See for example: ‘De Nederlandsch Zuid-

Afrikaansche Vereeniging’, De Gids 50:4 (1886) 

185-190.
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28 Ibid.

29 Hemels, Een journalistiek geheim ontsluierd, 36.

30 Bossenbroek, Holland op zijn breedst, 201; K. van 

Dijk, The Netherlands Indies and the Great War, 

1914-1918 (Leiden 2007) 12-14.

31 Kester, ‘Uit de slaap gewekt’, 223-224.

32 Charles Boissevain, The Struggle of the Dutch 

Republics: Open Letter to the Duke of Devonshire 

(Amsterdam 1900) 12.

the contents of the reports about the situation there.28 In addition Dutch 

journalists could not access the latest news directly. In the previous decades the 

news agencies Reuters (Britain), Havas (France) and Wolf (Germany) had built 

an extensive network of intercontinental telegraph cables and divided the 

world into spheres of influence in which they controlled the news supply.29 No 

company in the Netherlands saw any opportunity to enter this market, which 

meant that Dutch newspapers depended on the supply from foreign agencies. 

More worryingly, in the context of the growing antagonism between the 

British and the Boers, all telegraph cables running from South Africa passed 

through British territory, which meant that all messages could be censored.

Directly after hostilities started in 1899 these problems became urgent. 

The British authorities stopped all cables coming from the Boer republics at 

their station in Aden. Censorship was even imposed on telegraph lines from 

the Dutch East Indies, which were operated by Reuters.30 Dutch journalists 

were aware of these difficulties. In their editorials they lamented that they 

depended on London for the latest news from the battlefields. They warned 

their readers not to believe everything that was published as it came from the 

British side.31 Instead they advised people to wait for reports from the Boers, 

which they sent via the mail services running from Delagoa Bay, taking about 

two weeks to reach Europe. Despite this time lapse, newspapers published 

those documents in full.

Several British critics argued that such publications proved that the 

continental press had been corrupted by pro-Boer propagandists. These 

allegations enraged the prominent journalist Charles Boissevain, who was an 

ardent supporter of the Boers. On Christmas Day 1899 he wrote a pamphlet 

meant for the British public (but which he also published on the front page 

of his paper Algemeen Handelsblad) in which he argued that it was not the 

continental press that was corrupt, but the British press itself. For years 

journalists in Britain had been slandering the Boers, creating an atmosphere 

of hate amongst the public. ‘This war is their war’, he proclaimed, ‘this war 

is a newspaper war’.32 He continued, stating that because of its connections 

with the Boers, the Dutch press was in a good position to show the world how 

the British imperialists had plotted against the republics. Dutch journalists 

supported the Boers not only out of self-interest, Boissevain argued, but out of 

a higher sense of morality:
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Dutch cartoon showing the British Colonial Secretary, 

Joseph Chamberlain (depicted with his characteristic 

monocle), bribing British newspapers.

Aanleiding tot den Engelsch-Transvaalschen oorlog. Feiten 

op waarheid gegrond en verzameld door Korp. Achilles, 

oud-Korporaal b/h Ned. leger (The Hague [1901]).
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We know so well how you [the British] drifted into this war [...] we know so well 

what this cruel unrighteousness means [...] that we could wish for ignorance, so 

that our eyes might be shut and our hearts hardened. But we cannot [...] we see, 

we know and we appeal to God Almighty for justice.33

In other publications Boissevain wrote that the Dutch press had the task 

of publishing the Boer side of the story so that this information would be 

preserved.34 A colleague of Boissevain, N. van Harpen of the Amsterdamsche 

Courant, even argued that this would furnish future historians with material 

that supported the Boers.35 Many journalists took this task seriously and until 

the end of the war they published sources coming from the Boers. By doing 

so they structurally created a biased image of events in South Africa in which 

the heroic suffering of the republics was contrasted with the corrupt efforts of 

‘perfidious Albion’ to add that part of the world to its empire.36

This moralised view of the South African War fitted a patriotic 

discourse on the Netherlands and its position in the world. One of the 

reasons of the popularity of the Boers was that they were seen as underdogs, 

who bravely fought against a much stronger enemy. Such heroism appealed 

to many people in the Netherlands who feared being overrun by the great 

powers.37 Moreover, it fitted the national self-image of the Dutch as champions 

of international law. In this sense there was some ambivalence too. The 

government had not invited the Boer republics to the 1899 Peace Conference 

in The Hague because it feared that Britain would boycott the event otherwise. 

This decision caused some opposition in the press, but in general most editors 

supported this solid piece of Realpolitik from the Minister of Foreign Affairs.38

The South African crisis also prompted comparisons with Dutch 

expansion in the East Indies. The resemblance to the war in Aceh was 

particularly striking because the Dutch colonial army fought against stubborn 

opponents who resorted to guerrilla tactics, just like the Boers. In 1900 

and 1901 the Socialist newspaper Het Volk attacked Boissevain because he 

condemned the war in South Africa, while at the same time supporting the 

Dutch campaign in Aceh. According to the editors of Het Volk both conflicts 

were caused by high level capitalism – making distinctions was hypocritical. In 

October and November 1901 Boissevain wrote several fulminating editorials 

to counter this allegation, not only because he was hurt personally, but also 

to defend the ‘honour of the country’. He argued that, contrary to the British 

33 Ibid., 9.

34 Charles Boissevain, ‘Van dag tot dag’, Algemeen 

Handelsblad 9 December 1899.

35 Nederland - Zuid-Afrika ten voordeele van het 

Roode Kruis in de Zuid-Afrikaansche Republieken 

(Amsterdam 1899).

36 For an analysis of the debate see: J.J.V. 

Kuitenbrouwer, War of Words, chapters 5 and 6.

37 Schutte, Nederland en de Afrikaners, 205.

38 M. Kuitenbrouwer, Nederland en de opkomst, 145-

146 and 178-180.
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39 Ibid., 192-193.

40 Maandelijksche Mededeelingen van het bestuur den 

Nederlandschen Journalisten Kring 8 (May 1897).

41 Ibid.

42 Maandelijksche Mededeelingen 13 (October 1897).

43 Wijfjes, Journalistiek in Nederland, 80.

‘servants of Mammon’ who started the war in South Africa against the good 

citizens of the Boer republics out of lust for profits, the Dutch had been forced 

to take action after continuous provocations by the indigenous rulers of Aceh 

who supported piracy and slave trade and had conspired against Dutch rule 

in the region.39 Such comments show how Boissevain incorporated the South 

African War into his worldview. For him neutrality towards great power 

politics was not a problem in this respect, on the contrary it provided the 

Dutch with the moral high ground.

‘A campaign of the pen’: the anv press office and Dutch journalism

Apart from these elevated views however, journalists in the Netherlands also 

lamented the downside to their limited information network. These worries 

fitted a more general feeling of concern about how Dutch news was presented 

by the foreign press, which was already present in the newspaper profession in 

the 1890s. Particularly the coverage of colonial wars in the Dutch East Indies 

was considered to be harmful. British newspapers for example, had criticised 

the Lombok expedition of 1894 that caused a numerous casualties among the 

local population. In 1897 several members of the Nederlandsche Journalistenkring 

[Dutch Circle of Journalists, hereafter njk] discussed this issue, denouncing 

the ‘outrageous and most insulting falsehoods’ about the Dutch colonial 

army that had appeared in the Pall Mall Gazette. Although newspapers in the 

Netherlands wrote articles to dispel these reports, they had little influence 

because the foreign press did not make much use of Dutch sources. ‘The 

section “the Netherlands” in foreign periodicals is like a clown in a circus’.40 

Several members of the njk proposed to structurally monitor international 

newspapers, using Dutch correspondents abroad as agents.41

This plan was part of a wider effort to professionalise the njk and turn 

it into a trade union. Remarkably one of the fiercest critics of this initiative 

was Boissevain, who was president of the njk between 1895 and 1898. He 

argued that the organisation primarily fulfilled a social function which would 

be endangered by professionalisation.42 These views were not shared by the 

majority of members who voted in favour of a plan to reform the njk. After 

the society’s constitution had changed in 1900 the most significant success 

was a campaign for better working conditions for journalists.43 To improve 

the international reputation of the Dutch press, the njk started to host foreign 

journalists who came to the Netherlands to cover major events, starting with 
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Queen Wilhelmina’s coronation in 1898.44 In the years that followed the same 

happened during other royal events and the Peace Conferences in The Hague. 

However, for each event a special committee was installed, so these activities 

remained incidental. Plans for more structural activities to influence the 

foreign press did not resurface in the periodical of the njk.

This might explain why there was relatively little attention given 

to South Africa within the njk between 1899 and 1902, although there was 

widespread sympathy for the Boers amongst its members. During a general 

meeting in 1900 for example, Boissevain was praised for his articles on behalf 

of the Boers.45 Acknowledging these sentiments, the executive committee 

reported that it tried to take action on behalf of the republics where it could. 

In 1899 the njk sent a ‘confidential letter’ to the most ‘influential newspapers’ 

in the Netherlands urging the editors to be careful with publications about 

possible strategies of the Boers because that information could be used by 

the British.46 In addition, special press cards were issued to Dutch reporters 

who went to the war zone.47 In December 1900, the Amsterdam branch 

of the njk helped to stage the hugely popular visit of Paul Kruger to the 

city and published several speeches.48 There was a limit to such initiatives 

however, because the executive committee of the njk did not want to break 

with ‘international courteousness’. In this way it complied with the policy of 

neutrality of the Dutch government. As a result, a plan to send an official letter 

of approval to journalists in Britain who supported the Boers (the same people 

Boissevain praised in his publications) was cancelled.49

The neutral position of the njk remained in force throughout the war, 

as is illustrated by another example. In February 1901 the local branch in The 

Hague, with financial support from the government, organised the reception 

of representatives of the foreign press who covered the wedding of Queen 

Wilhelmina and Prince Hendrik. In the report on this event it was noted 

how several British journalists had expected a ‘boorish’ welcome from their 

colleagues in the Netherlands due to the ongoing war in South Africa. The 

organisers wrote however, that political issues were avoided and that there was 

a fraternal atmosphere, which the visiting journalists publicly acknowledged. 

According to the report, this greatly contributed to the good image of Dutch 

journalism abroad.50 The civil tone was quite different from statements in the 

44 Maandelijksche Mededeelingen 21 (February 1899).

45 Ibid. 27 (December 1900).

46 This action was taken on the instigation of the 

secretary of the nzav. Paul den Tex to H.J. Kiewiet 

de Jonge, 15 November 1899. National Archives 

of South Africa (nasa), Pretoria. Collection W.J. 

Leyds (ley) 808.

47 Maandelijksche Mededeelingen 27 (December 

1900).

48 Ibid. 28 (September 1901).

49 Ibid. 27 (December 1900). 

50 Ibid. 28 (September 1901).
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51 nzav Jaarverslag 1895-1896 (Amsterdam 1896) 

15; W. Otterspeer, ‘Boeren en academici. De 

Leidse universiteit en het enthousiasme voor de 

Zuidafrikaanse Boeren rond de eeuwwisseling’, 

De Negentiende Eeuw 15 (1991) 203-221.

52 L. van Niekerk, Kruger se Regterhand. ’N Biografie 

van dr. W.J. Leyds (Pretoria 1985) passim; and Ulrich 

Kröll, Die internationale Buren-Agitation, 1899-1902, 

Haltung der Öffentlichkeit und Agitation zugunsten 

der Buren in Deutschland, Frankreich und den 

Niederlanden während des Burenkrieges (Münster 

1973) passim.

53 For an overview of the history of the anv press 

office see: Kröll, Die internationale Buren-Agitation, 

176-196; J.J.V. Kuitenbrouwer, War of Words, 

chapter 4.

54 H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge to Willem Leyds, 15 May 

1900. Dutch National Archive, The Hague (NL-

HaNA), Leyds, 2.21.105, inv.nr. 51.

newspapers. Apparently the interests of the njk were best served by good ties 

with their British colleagues and as a result it did not become a propagandistic 

institution to support the ‘kinsmen’ in South Africa.

To some extent the dilemma of neutrality was familiar to Dutch pro-

Boer organisations. Many members of the nzav and the anv belonged to the 

political and intellectual elites who did not want to embarrass the government 

(and themselves) by making too radical statements against the British.51 On 

the other hand however, propaganda for the Boers remained a priority of these 

societies. During the course of 1899, this became increasingly important as 

British printing presses started producing numerous publications against the 

republics in wake of the war.

In this respect the lack of an institution that could distribute pro-

Boer material internationally was clearly felt, for example by Willem Leyds, 

a Dutchman who was the main diplomatic representative of the Transvaal in 

Europe. He was a pivot in the European network of the Boer republics and 

played a crucial role in the propaganda campaign.52 As most material appeared 

in the Dutch language, he needed help to make it available to other countries. 

In October 1899 H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge, the secretary of the anv, wrote to Leyds 

about his plans to set up a press office, which were received enthusiastically.53 

The anv press office became an important link in Leyds’s international 

campaign. Moreover it was the first organisation to propagate the interests of 

the Dutch ‘race’ in the foreign press.

In its first year the press office published some successful pamphlets 

(amongst others, Boissevain’s pamphlet against the British press that was 

distributed in Britain and the United States). Initially the organisation was 

rather ad hoc, however. Kiewiet de Jonge constantly complained about a lack 

of money and human resources. Volunteers worked only briefly for the press 

office and some of them were completely incompetent.54 To some extent these 

problems were solved in the autumn of 1900 when Frederik Rompel arrived in 

the Netherlands. Previously this Dutch journalist had worked for De Volksstem 

in Pretoria and left South Africa after the British occupied the town. Rompel 

wanted to contribute to the pro-Boer propaganda campaign in Europe and 
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took over the day-to-day management of the anv press office. He attempted 

to professionalise it using his journalistic skills. During the following years 

Rompel wrote a number of pamphlets and articles that were published in 

several Dutch newspapers. In addition, he extended the activities of the press 

office, providing a more systematic flow of information in the form of daily 

circulars with the most important news about the Boers that were spread 

throughout Europe in several languages.

In addition the anv press office established contact with 

correspondents in several countries. The main focus seems to have been on 

Britain as propaganda there could have a direct impact on the war in South 

Africa. From the beginning the anv press office corresponded with several 

opinion makers who opposed the war, such as the journalist William Stead, 

but this only led to incidental projects and publications. Kiewiet de Jonge 

thought that a more structural network would help to turn the public opinion 

in Britain against the conflict, which would force the government to pull back 

the army. In the summer of 1901 he visited London in order to speak to British 

anti-war activists, among them M. van Beek, a Dutch translator. Van Beek 

became a liaison of the anv in London, co-ordinating the publication of Dutch 

pamphlets in English and reporting to the Dordrecht office about the anti-war 

campaign in Britain. He was careful however, to keep his affiliation with the 

anv secret as he feared that he would become the target of a jingoist mob.55

All in all, the anv press office became a prominent institution within 

the pro-Boer propaganda campaign and received funding from both the nzav 

and Leyds until the end of the war. However it is hard to assess the actual 

effect of its activities between 1899 and 1902. First of all, the direct impact 

in the Netherlands seems to have been limited. As has been mentioned, 

several articles written by Rompel appeared in the national press, but it is not 

clear how many. There are also indications that on several occasions Dutch 

newspaper editors declined material offered by the anv, indicating that they 

could obtain enough sources themselves.56 The international impact is even 

more difficult to measure. Kiewiet de Jonge was aware of the official Dutch 

policy of neutrality and as a result he was secretive about his propaganda 

activities. The press office sent circulars to newspapers with the explicit 

request to keep them anonymous. Therefore it is hard to assess to what extent 

this information was actually published. In addition, much of the material 

that the anv distributed seems to have been ‘second hand’, meaning that it was 

taken from other periodicals.57

55 For the extensive correspondence between Van 

Beek and Kiewiet de Jonge: nasa, ley 821-822.

56 Editor nrc to [H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge], 10 

November 1900; A.G. Boissevain to H.J. Kiewiet 

de Jonge, 19 November 1900. nasa, ley 809.

57 Kröll, Die internationale Buren-Agitation, 191-196.
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58 nrc 16 March 1900.

59 H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge to Willem Leyds, 14 

December 1902. NL-HaNA, Leyds, 2.21.105, inv.nr. 

51.

60 For an overview of how Leyds spent his funds, 

see: Van Niekerk, Kruger se Regterhand, 317-327.

All things considered, the anv press office probably did not have much 

actual effect. Despite Rompel’s hard work funds remained limited, which 

hampered further professionalisation, and he depended on an informal 

network of correspondents. Nevertheless, there was a lot of goodwill amongst 

Dutch contemporaries for the work of the press office, which was meant to 

fill an important institutional gap in the nation’s information networks. In 

its efforts to bypass the limits of neutrality during the South African War, it 

made information that would serve the national interest known to the world. 

In a sense the anv was doing what the pro-reform members of the njk had 

been advocating in 1897. Therefore from the start the work of the anv was 

applauded in newspapers, such as in an editorial that appeared in the Nieuwe 

Rotterdamsche Courant that praised it as ‘A campaign of the pen’.58 Such praise 

was probably one of the reasons for the anv to continue with the press office 

after the South African War ended in June 1902.

The anv London office after 1902

Six months after the Peace of Vereeniging, Kiewiet de Jonge wrote a letter 

to Leyds in which he explained that he thought that there was a continuing 

need for his press office, even though the Boer republics had officially been 

annexed by the British Empire.59 Leyds agreed and pledged to fund the office 

from the remains of the money that he had gathered during the South African 

War.60 Initially the chief priority remained helping the Afrikaners. As their 

infrastructure had largely been destroyed by the British, Dutch-language 

newspapers in South Africa could not afford to employ correspondents. 

Therefore the press office in Dordrecht acted as their liaison in Europe. Rompel 

wrote weekly circulars about European news for the Afrikaners and reports 

about South African affairs for media in Europe. In this way he became a pivot 

in the information network between the Netherlands and South Africa.

In addition, the link with London remained in operation. As the 

Afrikaners had become subjects of the British Empire they needed press 

representatives in the imperial metropolis, the anv argued. Their most 

important task was to monitor newspapers for articles that could harm 

Afrikaner interests and to write letters to editors to correct these views. Even 

though emotions had cooled somewhat after the war had ended, secrecy was 

still considered to be a necessity. If the London press were to find out that the 

anv was paying the correspondents, they probably would refuse their letters. 
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In the course of 1903 the main agent, Van Beek, proved to be increasingly 

unreliable in this respect. After several public controversies, Rompel 

terminated all contact with him in November 1905.61

Despite this disappointing experience, the activities in London were 

continued. After the Van Beek affair Rompel approached Cornelis Thieme, the 

correspondent of the Dutch newspaper the Nieuwe Courant. It seems that he 

also did not live up to expectations and, although he continued to do irregular 

work for the anv, the press office sought to replace him. In 1907 Rompel came 

in touch with Jacob Reyneke van Stuwe, just the man the anv had been looking 

for. Reyneke van Stuwe had moved to the Transvaal in 1897 and worked for 

the Dutch railway company. In 1899 he volunteered for the Boer army and 

initially served as a guard on the railway lines. During the British advance he 

joined the forces in the field and became secretary to General Louis Botha, 

whom he served until the very end of hostilities in May 1902. After returning 

to the Netherlands he started his career as a journalist and, with the help of his 

famous brother-in-law, the writer Willem Kloos, found work at the newspaper 

Het Vaderland. Reyneke van Stuwe was able to persuade his employers to 

make him correspondent in London, a position he used as a cover to hide his 

affiliation to the anv when he went to Britain.

The arrival of Reyneke van Stuwe had a positive effect on the activities 

of the London office of the anv. He started writing regular reports on the 

coverage of South African affairs in British media – including newspapers and 

other publications – which Rompel added to his circulars to the Afrikaner 

press. Reyneke van Stuwe also continued to send letters to British newspapers 

to provide counterweight to articles that harmed Afrikaner interests. Upon 

arrival he became member of the National Liberal Club, which, in addition to a 

good library, provided him with access to a network of politicians and opinion 

makers, and also an opportunity to strengthen his contacts with the Dutch 

community in London, many of whom were members.62 As with the previous 

activities of the anv, it is hard to measure the actual effects of Reyneke van 

Stuwe’s work. In a letter to Louis Botha from October 1908 he wrote positively 

about his first achievements, boasting that via his informal contacts he was 

able to exert more influence than would have been possible in an official 

function for the Afrikaner party.63 Nonetheless Reyneke van Stuwe was 

involved in the attempts of the anv to professionalise the press office in order 

to strengthen the international information network of the Netherlands.

Even before the arrival of Reyneke van Stuwe, Kiewiet de Jonge 

had started thinking about ways to broaden the activities of anv agents in 

61 F. Rompel to H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge, 14 November 

1905. nasa, ley 820.

62 J.E.A. Reyneke van Stuwe to F. Rompel, 28 and 30 

January 1908. nasa, ley 806.

63 J.E.A. Reyneke van Stuwe to L. Botha, 28 October 

1908. nasa, ley 806.

‘a n
ew

spaper w
ar’?

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 544 of 1031

kuiten
bro

uw
er



r	

J.E.A. Reyneke van Stuwe, 1910.

Central Bureau for Genealogy, The Hague.
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London in order to serve the interests of the Netherlands. In 1906 he asked 

Thieme to write some letters dispelling ‘nonsense about the Netherlands’, 

such as rumours that fishermen in Hoek van Holland had robbed the body of 

a woman who had fallen of a ship or that the Dutch were preparing a law to 

ban foreign hot air balloons from landing on national territory. The private 

life of Queen Wilhelmina was also a hot topic, as the foreign yellow press 

regularly reported that her marriage with Prince Hendrik was unhappy – an 

allegation that the press office wanted to refute. According to Thieme’s reports 

most attention was given to ‘nonsense’ about the Dutch East Indies. In 1906 

he defended the Dutch colonial army after a violent expedition on the island 

Bali (resulting in a mass suicide of the local prince and his followers), which 

was condemned as ‘barbaric’ in several British newspapers.64 Reyneke van 

Stuwe was also involved in writing articles to counter critics of Dutch colonial 

policy who published in British media, such as J.F. Scheltema, who denounced 

Dutch rule in the East Indies as exploitative. In 1908 Reyneke van Stuwe and 

Thieme edited an article by the Dutch journalist H. Doeff who argued against 

Scheltema and offered it to The Times.65

Although it remains hard to assess the actual results of these 

experiments by the anv, there are indications that they were noted in the 

Netherlands. On several occasions in the 1900s Dutch newspapers published 

editorials about ‘incorrect’ coverage of the Netherlands in the foreign media. 

Several of these publications praised the anv press office as the most able 

institution to solve this problem.66 Rompel also received personal letters from 

journalists expressing their appreciation, such as from Charles Boissevain who 

wrote that the anv was doing ‘valuable’ work.67 Aside from these incidental 

compliments however, there is no indication that newspapers were willing to 

invest in an institution that could influence foreign periodicals in a sustained 

way.

There seems to have been more substantial interest from the 

government. Both the departments of Colonies and Foreign Affairs 

corresponded with the anv about its efforts to counter critics of Dutch colonial 

policy. These efforts were applauded by high-ranking officials such as the 

Minister of Colonies in 1906.68 In 1909 the department for Foreign Affairs 

announced that it would appoint one administrator to keep an eye on the 

64 Zuid-Afrikahuis (za), collectie VIII. Persbureau 

van het Algemeen Nederlands Verbond (anv), 

1899-1914. anv I; nasa, ley 816, part I: B.

65 File F. nasa, ley 816. Apparently, in 1909 an editor 

of The Times promised to publish it, but I have 

found no evidence that this actually happened.

66 Cuttings from: De Nieuwe Courant 17 November 

1906; Algemeen Handelsblad 26 November 1906; 

nrc 2 December 1906; Nieuws van den Dag, 5 

October 1907. In: za viii, anv I (1).

67 Charles Boissevain to F. Rompel, 13 February 1909. 

nasa, ley 816.

68 D. Fock to H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge, 19 January 1906. 

nasa, ley 816.
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69 J.E.A. Reyneke van Stuwe to H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge, 

17 October 1909. nasa, ley 816; J.E.A. Reyneke 

van Stuwe to H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge, 24 November 

1909. nasa, ley 806.

70 Bob de Graaff, ‘Kalm temidden van de woeste 

golven’. Het ministerie van koloniën en zijn 

taakomgeving, 1912-1940 (The Hague 1997) 577-578.

71 Attempts of Kiewiet de Jonge to obtain funding in 

South Africa also failed. H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge to 

the Wallach brothers, 28 November 1913. nasa, 

ley 808.

72 J.E.A. Reyneke van Stuwe to H.J. Kiewiet de Jonge, 

27 March 1914. nasa, ley 806.

73 De Graaff, ‘Kalm temidden van de woeste golven’, 

chapter 26.

74 Ibid., 584.

coverage of the Netherlands and its colonies in the foreign press. In a letter to 

Kiewiet de Jonge, Reyneke van Stuwe noted that it was a good plan, but that 

this task would be impossible for just one person. He argued for a network of 

Dutch agents in foreign countries and urged the anv to apply for a subsidy to 

organise this – he also added that he would be interested in this job as he could 

use some extra income.69

In the years following Kiewiet de Jonge met government officials to 

discuss this plan at several times, but it did not lead to lasting co-operation. 

One of the reasons was that the government was reluctant to openly support 

the press office from fear of compromising Dutch neutrality.70 The failure of 

the anv to secure structural external funds for its propaganda activities led to 

financial problems after 1910 when the money it had raised during the South 

African War ran out.71 Another blow was the departure of Rompel, who in 

1913 returned to South Africa where he became an influential opinion maker. 

Initially Reyneke van Stuwe took over his tasks but in March 1914 he reported 

that he could not make ends meet with the money he was receiving from the 

anv and he had to look for other jobs as well.72 As a result of the financial and 

personnel problems the anv press office scaled down its activities on the eve of 

the First World War.

The demise of the anv press office however, did not mean the end 

of attempts to influence the coverage of Dutch and colonial affairs in the 

foreign press. In his book about the department of Colonial Affairs Bob 

de Graaff provides an inventory of the (semi-)official bodies that received 

financial support from the Dutch government for their attempts to improve 

the international reputation of the Netherlands, the colonial policy in 

particular, during the interwar years. He considers the anv press office as 

the forerunner of these initiatives.73 There seems to have been a significant 

continuity in the personal involvement of Kiewiet de Jonge as he and his son 

were commissioned by the government to supervise the activities of a new 

press organisation that was set up in the 1920s, a bureau ran by F.J.W. Drion.74 

These semi-official activities came to an end in 1934 with the establishment of 

a formal public information service (Regeerings Persdienst) by the department of 

Foreign Affairs.
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Reyneke van Stuwe remained involved in these activities. Apart from 

his work as literary critic and correspondent for Algemeen Handelsblad75, he 

continued to co-operate with Kiewiet de Jonge. During the First World War 

he analysed articles about the Netherlands in British newspapers and co-

ordinated aid to Flemish refugees.76 In the 1920s he was connected to the 

Drion bureau, acting as a ‘silent press-attaché’ together with the historian 

Pieter Geyl.77 After his retirement as a journalist in 1938 he remained 

in London and during the Second World War he worked for the Dutch 

government in exile, co-ordinating war artists.78 Journalism and propaganda 

were inseparable throughout his career.

Conclusion

The analysis of the Dutch pro-Boer propaganda campaign provides new 

perspectives on the history of the press in the Netherlands. Until now the 

main focus of historians has been on the domestic aspects of the journalistic 

profession around 1900. Looking at the reactions to the outbreak of the 

South African War however, it is clear that journalists also reflected on their 

international position and were confronted with the fundamental dilemma 

of the status of the Netherlands as a small nation with large overseas 

interests. Following the premise of the New Imperial History, this shows that 

international matters, in the context of Modern Imperialism, had an impact on 

the Netherlands. In this case it contributed to awareness of the mechanisms of 

the modern press.

Firstly this was a moral issue. The start of the uneven struggle between 

the Boer republics and the British Empire provoked outrage amongst a great 

number of journalists. Charles Boissevain, one of the most active supporters 

of the Boers, announced that it was his task to make the story of the ‘kinsmen’ 

in South Africa known to the world. In the years that followed he and his 

colleagues published extensively about the heroism of the Boers and the 

wickedness of the British. This biased view fitted a wider discourse about the 

reputation of the Netherlands as a champion of international law and a benign 

colonial power in the Dutch East Indies. The status as a small power provided 

patriotic Dutch opinion makers with the moral high ground.

75 G. Langendorff, Brieven van J.E.A. Reyneke van 

Stuwe (1876-1962) uit Zuid-Afrika (ma thesis Dutch 

literature, University of Leiden 2002) 44-45.

76 Reyneke van Stuwe reported about these 

activities in several letters he sent to Kiewiet de 

Jonge between 1915 and 1917. nasa, ley 806.

77 De Graaff, ‘Kalm temidden van de woeste golven’, 

578.

78 W.H. Vroom, ‘“De overheid geve ook den 

kunstenaar zijn oorlogstaak”. De war artists van 

de Nederlandse regering in Londen’, Bulletin van 

het Rijksmuseum 38 (1990) 99-122.
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In addition the South African crisis also put the focus on the 

disadvantages of the international position of the Dutch press and its 

information networks. Journalists in the Netherlands noted that they had 

two problems: they depended on foreign press agencies and had few means 

to influence foreign newspapers. In the 1890s this situation had prompted 

a debate within the journalists’ union njk, but little was done to address it. 

After the start of the South African War, the journalists’ union stuck to its 

policy of neutrality. In contrast, pro-Boer organisations set up institutions 

to form an international propaganda network, such as the anv press office. 

Contemporaries in the Netherlands applauded the organisation as the first 

institution that tried to influence foreign media in a sustained manner. 

The interwar years saw the establishment of institutions that showed great 

continuity with the anv press office, not least because individuals like Kiewiet 

de Jonge remained involved. Therefore it can be argued that the press office has 

had lasting effects on the Dutch information networks.

One of the reasons that the anv press office not has been thoroughly 

researched by Dutch press historians might be that, apart from words of praise, 

journalists working for newspapers seem to have been scarcely involved. 

This however, does obscure the position of people like Rompel and Reyneke 

van Stuwe. These men, who had a background as professional journalists, 

were actively making propaganda, setting up transnational networks that 

facilitated the flow of information that supported Dutch interests. As I have 

indicated in this article, these activities had an impact on the contemporary 

debate about the press in the Netherlands. More research is needed to map 

out the Dutch overseas information networks and to better understand 

the position of the people who were involved in them. In this respect the 

metropolitan coverage of the Dutch East Indies looks promising as Dutch 

opinion makers constantly worried about the reputation of the Netherlands 

as a benign colonial power. New research can teach us how the Dutch press 

was affected by the complex international status of the Netherlands as a small 

nation with a big empire.
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4
PIONEER LITERARY 

JOURNALISTS
The Intricate Relation Between Literary 
Journalism and Professional Newspaper 

Reporting in the Netherlands, 1890– 1930

Frank Harbers and Marcel Broersma

Among journalists and audiences alike, literary or narrative journalism has steadily been gaining 
popularity and esteem in the last decades. It has regularly been considered an attractive alterna-
tive to a traditional, objective conception of journalism that struggles to attract younger news 
consumers in the digital era.1 Yet, literary journalism is also met with critique and persistent 
distrust in its truthfulness.2 Critics argue that it prioritizes “human interest at the expense 
of structural analysis; dramatizes instead of illuminates; offers light entertainment instead of 
public service; and leads to trivial stories driven by desire to please commercial interests,” as 
Thomas Schmidt puts it.3 Narrative journalism in newspapers in particular is often classified, 
and implicitly disqualified, as a form of soft news, focusing more on entertaining stories than on 
truthful information.4 Such false binaries “obscure the interconnectedness” between narration 
and information, but are commonplace in the discourse on journalism.5

This meta- discursive strategy is part and parcel of journalism’s professional project to nat-
uralize a particular journalistic regime that revolves around the idea of objectivity and detach-
ment.6 This has been so successful— as it has in journalism studies— that the objectivity regime 
has become the foundation of journalism practice; even nowadays, when the objectivity regime 
has increasingly met opposition, it remains pivotal. However, journalism offers a “particular 
organization of social experience,” as John Carey argues, and there is no self- evident way of 
organizing and conveying these social experiences.7 In the 1980s, David Eason argued in an 
article on New Journalism— without doubt the most famous and most researched strand of lit-
erary journalism— that journalism’s representation of reality is inherently a symbolic construc-
tion. Whether an article is accepted as truthful is much more dependent on social and textual 
conventions than on it being grounded in “natural ways to know the world.”8

This chapter analyzes literary journalism at the turn of the nineteenth century, a period 
and context in which the objectivity regime had not been (fully) established.9 Studying this 
particular moment in journalism’s history, when professional practice was still incoherent, 
disputed, and under construction, helps us to understand how professional ideology, everyday 
work routines, and discursive forms emerged at a time when the outcome of journalism’s 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Pioneer Literary Journalists

professional project was still undefined. By analyzing the work of a diverse group of journalistic 
pioneers who were frontrunners in the rise of newspaper reporting in the Netherlands between 
1890 and 1930, and who introduced novel forms of on- site reporting that can be typified as lit-
erary journalism, this chapter argues that their work should be regarded as pioneer journalism, 
which shaped the direction of Dutch newspaper journalism. These new professional practices 
were strongly influenced by both literary naturalism as it emerged in France, and the new 
event- centered reporting practices, such as on- site observation and interviewing, which would 
come to underlie the objectivity regime in Anglo- American journalism.

The professional practices and textual forms these pioneer journalists introduced did not 
become ubiquitous in the everyday practice of Dutch newspapers, however, because in- 
depth on- site reporting and longer literary stories were time- consuming and costly. Yet, these 
journalists did set a professional standard of what quality journalism should aspire to. Their 
work was by and large qualified as “journalism,” without the adjective “literary,” which signals 
how the conception of journalism they shaped moved to the center of professional practice. 
After discussing the concept of pioneer journalism and the historical context in which this 
new professional practice emerged, this chapter will analyze the work of four influential Dutch 
pioneer journalists: Frans Netscher, C. K. Elout, Bernard Canter, and M. J. Brusse. These case 
studies tease out the key elements of this new conception of journalism and demonstrate how 
these elements resulted in specific narrative characteristics that helped these pioneers to further 
shape an encompassing journalistic culture in the Netherlands.

Pioneer Journalism in the Netherlands

Andreas Hepp and Wiebke Loosen introduced the concept of “pioneer journalism” to make 
sense of journalism’s transformation in the digital age. It also offers a fruitful approach to 
understanding the historical transformation of journalism, in our case the emergence of pro-
fessional reporting practices in the context of the establishment of the mass press. Pioneer 
journalism is defined as “a particular group of professionals who incorporate new organiza-
tional forms and experimental practice in pursuit of redefining the field and its structural 
foundations.”10 The mass press meant an enormous increase in the scale on which journalism 
was practiced and newspapers and magazines were produced. This resulted in a considerable rise 
of the number of journalists, organized in the social structure of newsrooms, and to a differenti-
ation of occupational tasks and roles.11 In this broader organizational context, journalism’s pro-
fessional practice was transformed by a community of journalistic pioneers who experimented 
with new journalistic practices, content, and form.12

Hepp and Loosen argue that these “forerunners” are typified by several characteristics. First, 
they are broadly accepted as pioneers within their professional domain. Second, they often 
adopt the role of intermediary, bridging boundaries between different cultural and/ or pro-
fessional spheres. Third, they build communities of practice, which typically extend beyond 
national borders and in which experimenting with new practices and forms is stimulated. 
Fourth, some of these pioneers will take up positions of power within the field, becoming part 
of its “organizational elite.” Fifth, they shape the development of journalism by broadly sharing 
their ideas and practices with fellow journalists. And finally, they often shape journalism’s future 
because they are recognized as innovative role models that inform the direction in which jour-
nalism needs to develop.13

The four Dutch journalists to be discussed here have most of these characteristics: they 
were not only recognized innovators of journalism practice and textual conventions, but also 
contributed to the establishment of a distinctive journalistic field in the Netherlands. C. K. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Elout, for example, was a founder of the Dutch union of journalists and crucial for the devel-
opment of professional norms by this organization, and Brusse contributed a chapter to an 
influential instructional book on journalism, outlining what being a “reporter” entailed.14 The 
concept of pioneer journalism emphasizes how they guided a new generation of Dutch news-
paper journalists who entered the profession at the turn of the nineteenth century. These four 
pioneers sparked the debate about what journalism should be and how it should be practiced, 
and were recognized as important forerunners. Studying their work elucidates the lines along 
which journalism culture and practice developed in the Netherlands. Pioneer journalism 
conceptualizes the impact of the new ideas and practices not so much in terms of the extent 
to which they can be found in everyday newspaper content, but rather in terms of how they 
gave rise to “models or imaginaries of new possibilities” that shaped the directions in which 
journalism developed.15 Thus, while long literary journalistic articles did not dominate the 
newspaper pages and, when they were written, often resulted in a “watered- down” version of 
the pioneer examples, these journalists and their literary journalism had a major impact on the 
professional imaginary of what “good” journalism ought to look like.

Furthermore, these four Dutch forerunners show how pioneer journalists act as intermedi-
aries between different cultural fields and actors. They were important agents in the cross- 
fertilization between the literary and the journalistic field that had a major influence on the 
development of Dutch newspaper journalism. Brusse, for example, became one of the most 
renowned, bestseller authors of novels about people living on the edges of society, merging lit-
erary techniques and reporting.16 Netscher was an important proponent of French naturalism 
and introduced this literary style into Dutch literature and journalism.17 All this shows that they 
were part of transnational communities of practice.18 They were also influenced and inspired by 
fellow journalists and literary authors, both within and beyond national borders. In the case of 
the Netherlands, France and the Anglo- American parts of the world were important sources 
of inspiration.19

The Emergence of a Mass Press in the Netherlands

At the turn of the nineteenth century, Dutch newspaper journalism developed into a mass press 
and a professional practice. The abolition of the stamp tax in 1869 and technological innov-
ation, accompanied by lower production costs, growing educational levels, and better living 
conditions opened up new audiences for newspapers.20 While some feared these changing 
circumstances would lead to a deterioration of journalistic quality, others saw it as a chance to 
improve journalism in the Netherlands while simultaneously benefitting from it commercially, 
or as an opportunity to disseminate a particular political or religious world view. As a result, the 
number of dailies grew rapidly in the Netherlands. New commercially oriented dailies were 
founded that aimed to bring the news to as many readers as possible. In addition, numerous 
papers were founded that advocated for the social and political interests of specific groups in 
Dutch society. They were important instruments to foster the creation of specific communities, 
“pillars” of like- minded citizens, which organized the daily lives of their members. These media 
shaped distinct imagined communities, subsidized by the government, in which the identity of 
subgroups was created and maintained.21

While established up- market newspapers such as Algemeen Handelsblad (founded 1828) or 
the Nieuwe Rotterdamsche Courant (founded 1844) saw their readership grow considerably, the 
most striking growth was with newly founded dailies. Newspapers such as Het Nieuws van den 
Dag (founded 1870) and De Telegraaf (founded 1893) focused on the middle classes and boasted 
readerships up to 100,000 subscribers around the 1920s. This made them especially interesting 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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for advertisers. The “pillarized” partisan press, in contrast, remained smaller in reach. It catered 
to a more specific and thus more limited readership and had to compete with the popular press. 
It did not have a commercial goal, but aimed to advocate for political, social, and religious 
interests, and to create tight- knit communities; it was also closely connected to political parties 
that often also financially supported the publications. The focus of these publications was not 
so much on reporting about the world, but on commenting on it. De Standaard, for example, 
was founded in 1872 with the specific goal of shaping an Orthodox Protestant community, 
spreading its religious beliefs and advocating for a political perspective on the world. Its editor 
was the political leader of the Anti- Revolutionary Party, who used the paper as his mouthpiece. 
These kinds of interlocking directorates were very common in the pillarized press, whether it 
was socialist, communist, Catholic or Protestant.22

When readership and advertisement revenues grew after World War I, journalism slowly 
became a profession instead of a side- job or merely a political activity. As the readership grew 
and the appetite for news increased, newspaper content and editorial staffs expanded, and edi-
torial labor was diversified. In the diverse Dutch newspaper landscape, with its blend of national 
and local commercial and partisan papers, different conceptions of journalism coexisted. 
Moreover, loyal audiences of subscribers— not just to a newspaper but also to its ideological 
orientation— made the news market less competitive than in France, the United Kingdom 
or the United States. As such, journalistic practice only developed gradually. Until far into 
the twentieth century, Dutch journalism predominantly remained to be done from behind a 
desk. Journalists copied and pasted news from other sources, while the heart of the newspaper 
revolved around reflections on society and the world. Writing extensive and intellectually chal-
lenging essays, analyses, or opinion articles was the core business of newspaper journalists. They 
considered themselves “men of letters” and derived their reputation from this. However, slowly 
a new species of journalist did appear in the Netherlands, which was at first despised but grad-
ually moved towards the center of the trade: the reporter who would go out into the street to 
actively find and uncover news.23

The Rise of New Journalism in the Netherlands

The rise of the popular press catering to a mass audience led to heated debates about 
how journalism should be practiced and what newspapers should look like. Dailies like 
Het Nieuws van den Dag and De Telegraaf were inspired by the popularity and commercial 
success of “new” journalism in the British and French dailies in the later decades of the 
nineteenth century. Papers like the Pall Mall Gazette, the Daily Mail, and the Daily Mirror 
in the United Kingdom and Le Petit Journal, Le Matin, and Le Petit Parisien in France were 
sources of inspiration for the Dutch press. These attracted a large audience by moving away 
from reflective, partisan, or opinion- oriented journalism towards event- centered reporting. 
Journalists were expected to go out on the streets and factually report what was going on. 
To reach a mass audience, these reporters produced engaging, diverting, and sensationally 
written stories about everyday topics that readers could recognize and with which they 
could identify. Their articles were published in a clearly structured and visually attractive 
newspaper style.24

Newspaper owners and publishers were convinced that this way of doing journalism was 
necessary to attract and exploit the recently emerged potential readership from the middle and 
working classes. They believed that the societal role of newspapers included not just educating, 
guiding, and elevating these social strata, but also reflecting their world experiences in the 
papers’ columns.25 However, compared with the French, British, and American popular press, 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Dutch papers practiced a highly restrained version of New Journalism. Headlines remained 
very sober, photographs were scarce until the mid- 1920s, and although crime, sports, and 
human- interest stories entered the pages, topics such as politics, international relations, and 
trade news remained the central focus.26 In retrospect, Dutch press historian Mariëtte Wolf 
called De Telegraaf, the Dutch newspaper most strongly associated with New Journalism, “a 
truly well- behaved and moderate newspaper, not only in layout, but also in content and style.”27 
Yet, within Dutch journalism and society, the slow and careful development towards New 
Journalism was experienced as a significant change in form and style. It was characterized as 
“pick- pocket journalism” that lacked “all elementary decency” in its “uncompromising hunt 
for news, disrespectful approach of authorities, and unprecedented sensationalism.”28

Despite this critique, which focused more on the form of news that was considered sen-
sational than on the underlying reporting practices, popular newspapers were an important 
impetus for the emergence of an event- centered journalism. Factual reporting was gradually 
given preference over a partisan, reflective, and opinionated style of journalism that was common 
in the Netherlands.29 However, where the factual reporting practices of event- centered jour-
nalism paved the way for the objectivity regime in the United States, and to a lesser extent in 
Great Britain, this was different in the Netherlands.30 Here, on- site reporting was fused with 
the poetics of literary naturalism.31

Literary Naturalism as Journalistic Inspiration

Naturalism emerged as a new literary movement in France around the 1870s, and gained 
international acclaim with authors such as Émile Zola and Guy de Maupassant. It was strongly 
influenced by the philosophy of Hippolyte Taine, who argued that literature could reveal 
important insights into human behavior and everyday reality by adopting the positivistic 
foundations of scientific research and its claim to objectivity.32 He posited that people were the 
product of race, milieu, and moment, arguing that to understand people, one had to take their 
hereditary disposition, the specific environment in which they lived, and the specific events 
that occured during their lives into account.33 These ideas strongly influenced journalism in 
the Netherlands.34

As a literary movement, naturalism is regarded as a critical response to the moralistic idealism 
that dominated literature earlier in the nineteenth century, which promoted novels with 
uplifting stories and idealized images of the world as it should be. The author was guiding the 
reader through the narrative, pointing out the flaws and virtues of the characters. These stories 
were mostly situated in decent settings and recounted how their main characters fell from 
them, proselytizing a clear distinction between good and evil. The authors thus held up a moral 
mirror for their readers, intimating to them what proper behavior entailed. Naturalism rejected 
such idealized moralism. Rather than presenting a moral vision of the world, naturalistic writers 
aimed to show the world as it really was, with all its dark sides and ugly faces. Naturalistic novels 
had a predilection for slums, for the obscure, and for everything that happened behind closed 
curtains. They focused on flawed characters in the seamy side of life, governed by their primal 
urges.35

In Le roman expérimental (1880), Émile Zola outlined how naturalistic literature could be 
regarded as a form of social scientific research into the laws of human society. Although we now 
might find it hard to accept literary fiction as a form of scientific research, naturalists argued 
that literature allowed them to conduct thought experiments on how the hereditary roots, 
circumstances, social settings and events that determine people’s lives affect their behavior. By 
manipulating these variables in their stories and imagining how these “experiments” would 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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play out, they were said to have conducted social experiments. Based on such “research,” they 
claimed to offer insights into the social complexity of reality. Inspired by the success of scientific 
empirical research, the aspirations of the literary author shifted from being a moral authority to 
an objective societal “anatomis,” who meticulously described their “study” in a detached tone 
and impartial manner.36 The emphasis within naturalism on the role of race and environment as 
determining factors in life resulted in much attention to the physical appearance of characters 
and how they behaved. This was seen as an important reflection of their “temperament” and 
upbringing.37

It is easy to understand why such a poetics inspired a new generation of journalists who 
wanted to move away from a partisan form of journalism in which reflection and opinion were 
central characteristics.38 Naturalism’s claim to objectivity resonated with reporters who aimed 
to portray reality as it was and aligned well with an emerging event- centered journalism prac-
tice. It provided newcomers in the journalistic field with an argument to position themselves 
and claim authority.39 The scientific aura of literary naturalism provided it with authority and 
trustworthiness. In addition, the idea of offering an unpolished version of the different ranks 
within society fitted well with journalists who catered to the new working-  and middle- class 
audiences. By turning to the streets as roving reporters, being there to witness what is going on 
and talking to the people involved, these journalists aimed to reflect the social environment and 
everyday experiences of their readership. They wanted to reveal what was going on in society 
beyond the official version of the authorities and the perspectives of the elite.

A direct connection between the scientific nature and objectivity of naturalistic literature 
and the rise of the objectivity regime in journalism should not be taken too strictly, how-
ever. Rather, it should be seen in the context of the polemical rejection of an idealized and 
moralistic literature that had long dominated the public imagination. As literary scholars have 
shown, naturalistic writers acknowledged the inevitable role of their subjectivity in depicting 
reality in a novel. They often considered the personal artistic qualities of literary authors as a 
necessity to paint a true picture of the world. As Zola argued in Le roman expérimental, natur-
alistic literature provides “a corner of nature seen through a temperament,” thus accepting that 
stories always convey the world through the eyes of the author.40 Naturalism should therefore 
be characterized not only in terms of its scientific claims. For many writers around the world, 
it referred more broadly to a form of literature that strived to convey the experience of reality. 
Objectivity was not interpreted as getting rid of all subjective elements, but more broadly as 
depicting the world in an honest fashion and refraining from clear moral judgment.41

Apart from the fact that the work of naturalistic authors in practice did not always adhere 
to the strict scientific norms they propelled, a subjective and colorful portrayal of reality was 
accepted as inherent to this way of writing. The imaginative and creative power of the writer 
was embraced as necessary to evoke a vivid, but truthful picture of the world. Dutch naturalistic 
writers were inspired parrticularly by the evocative and colorful style of the Goncourt brothers. 
They considered it important not only to portray sensory experiences, but also to convey the 
feelings and emotions that were sparked by that experience. In this line of thinking, naturalistic 
writers were still considered artists more than scientists.42

The influence of naturalism as a literary movement is not just grounded in the specific 
poetics heralded by its exponents that resonated well with the developments in journalism. It is 
also explained by the fact that the literary and journalistic fields were not clearly separated from 
each other. Many literary writers at the fin de siècle began their careers in journalism or needed 
to continue undertaking journalistic work to pay the bills. The boundaries between the two 
fields were still very porous. Yet, although literary writers and journalists moved in the same 
circles, there was a clear hierarchy. Literature was more prestigious, which partly explains why 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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journalists accepted literary naturalism as their standard in form and writing style. Rather than 
raising suspicion about its truthfulness, these journalists felt that the literary prestige of natur-
alism would positively influence the perception of their journalistic work.43

Literary Journalists Roaming Dutch Streets

Inspired by different cultural domains and transnational contexts, a new generation of Dutch 
journalists pioneered the profession by fusing event- centered journalism and its routines of 
on- site reporting and interviewing with the principles and writing conventions of literary nat-
uralism. These journalists would develop into important role models who shaped the profes-
sional conception of journalism in the Netherlands, and set the bar to which other journalists 
aspired. A key characteristic of this new type of journalism was its focus on going out onto the 
Dutch streets to report on what was happening in all walks of life, and particularly the everyday 
realities of the classes beyond the societal elite. A famous example that clearly illustrates this 
new approach is a reportage series by Bernard Canter in the popular newspaper De Telegraaf. 
He went undercover as panhandler to experience such a life and portray it from the inside. In 
his role as panhandler, Canter investigated how he was treated by different people and paints 
the tough and scruffy circumstances under which these people had to live just to get by. The 
naturalistic fascination with the seamy sides of life is clearly visible in his writing, as he tried to 
evoke the setting and atmosphere of this environment. For example, when he enters his shabby 
lodging where he would spend his first night, he zooms in on the agony of the “other” tramps:

I went to the corner where my bed was. First, I walked past the foot end of a bed, 
from where two big naked, terribly neglected feet of a man lying on his back stuck up 
from under the blankets. Next to that was a bed, whose foot end faced the walk way, 
with a man who had put a nasty deformed hunk of meat of a withered arm without 
a hand on his blankets.44

The series is driven by such on- site observations and first- hand experiences of the jour-
nalist, which was absent in the abstract and distant perspective on the world offered in the 
more reflective and analytic exposés on poverty in society that were common in newspaper 
journalism.45

In a similar fashion, M. J. Brusse’s popular series “Onder de Menschen” ([Among the people], 
1924) attests to his aim to abandon the desk- bound type of journalism, which he described as 
a “cage where he would forget how to sing.”46 To be “among the people” for him meant going 
out and meeting up with fishermen, workers, sailors, convicts, and prostitutes to hear and see 
how they lived their lives. He joined them during their work and in their spare time, asking 
them about their thoughts and experiences. Typical for his stories are the interviews he had 
with his sources. He wrote these down in as lifelike a way as possible by mimicking their speech 
in their specific dialect, idiosyncratic register, and pronunciation. These interviews are nothing 
like the sharp or even adversarial question- and- answer type of interviews that became common 
in Anglo- American journalism, but are instead carefully portrayed atmospheric conversations. 
They are modelled after the French version of the interview, the visite, which focused more 
on a respectful, somewhat submissive and even exchange between journalist and interviewee. 
The setting and atmosphere of the interview played a central part in the story.47 Interviewing 
was not so much a critical interrogation coaxing the interviewee into revealing information, 
but an opportunity to get to know the experiences and perspectives of the people interviewed. 
This resulted in a better, more vivid understanding of everyday life in certain parts of society.483rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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The Mediating Subjectivity of Journalistic Witness- Ambassadors

Rather than offering value- laden reflection and opinion, event- centered reporting emphasized 
the factual and thus truthful nature of its journalism practice. It promised to convey the world 
as it was, not as it ought to be. In terms of norms, this links up closely to the objectivity regime 
in which factuality is also central. However, where the objectivity regime propagates a detached 
and neutral way of reporting in which the role of the reporter is erased, this was certainly not 
the way objectivity and fact- based reporting were understood by the new generation of Dutch 
reporters at the turn of the nineteenth century.49 As Géraldine Muhlmann has shown in her 
insightful book on the different modes of journalism throughout history, “ideas of objectivity 
were still far from profound and relatively untroubled.”50 What objectivity referred to within 
journalism was not clearly delineated yet, nor was it really operationalized or problematized. 
Michael Schudson argues that the ideas about truth and objective reporting derived from 
what he calls a “naive empiricism.” This epistemological perspective showed unencumbered 
faith in the capacity of an observer to depict reality as it was, and believed that the first- hand 
observations and experiences of a journalist could be exactly the same as those of other people 
had they been in that same situation.51

In Anglo- American journalism, it was precisely this “naive empiricism” that was criticized 
for resulting in singular and subjective representations of reality prone to bias and distortion. 
This critique propelled the emergence of a professional ethics that aimed to prevent such biased 
and colored reporting. With the ideal of “a- perspectival objectivity” in mind, norms, practices, 
and textual conventions were developed that were meant to depersonalize journalism and pre-
vent any subjective influence on the coverage. Yet, as a result of the persisting influence of lit-
erary naturalism and the prestige literary stature brought in combination with a widely shared 
resistance towards “Americanization,” in the Netherlands a more subjective form of journalism 
remained dominant.52

Muhlmann introduced the ideal type of the “witness- ambassador.”53 The first part of this term 
refers to the importance of the on- site presence of the reporter. It stresses that the represen-
tation of social reality is inextricably tied to the person of the journalist who is the one that 
observes and experiences newsworthy events. The second part of the term points to the idea 
that the reporter is not on the spot as part of a singular, personal endeavor, but that he or she 
represents the audience who cannot be there. As Muhlmann puts it:

For those who practise it, it means constantly reminding us, more or less explicitly, 
that they see in all our names, hence reminding us of the pact which binds them to “us,” 
enabling them to give “us” a sort of experience by proxy. It is as if the “I,” singular 
though it may be, is at the same time “collective.”54

Clearly, this conception presupposes that observation and sensory experiences are interchange-
able between people.

Muhlmann shows that this “naive empiricism” is rooted in the opposition between expressing 
an opinion or judgment about the world and conveying sensory impressions of what is going 
on in the world. Truthful reporting was conceived as refraining from giving one’s opinion or 
passing judgment on what was going on, but it did not restrict a journalist in conveying what 
they saw, heard, smelled, or felt. On the contrary, sensory experience played a crucial role in 
vividly conveying what it meant to “be there,” what it meant to witness and experience a cer-
tain event or be in a specific situation.55 To make sure that their readership could “feel” reality 
and step into the shoes of the reporter, “witness- ambassadors” used literary techniques such as 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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first- person narration and focalization, emplotment, and colloquial language and dialogue. They 
provided detailed descriptions of the environment and atmosphere in which imagery had a cen-
tral role. In the objectivity regime, these techniques would be considered as subjective elements 
that jeopardized the veracity and trustworthiness of reporting. Yet, the professional model of the 
“witness- ambassador” very much relied on this “mediating subjectivity” of the journalist. The 
explicit presence of the reporter was seen to underline the truthfulness of the coverage.56

The pivotal role of the mediating subjectivity of the reporters is present in the work of all 
four pioneer journalists discussed in this chapter. However, the parliamentary sketches of Dutch 
politicians by Frans Netscher offer the best illustration of this mode of expression. As one of 
the first parliamentary reporters, he covered political debates by carefully and vividly portraying 
politicians. He drew his inspiration from the British genre of the parliamentary sketch, which 
aimed to bring politics to life, thus adding to the dominant lengthy and dreadful verbatim 
parliamentary reports.57 Like them, Netscher’s concise portraits focused not so much on pro-
viding the key information from these debates, but offered instead an evocative impression of 
how politicians behaved and what they looked like during these debates. A striking example of 
this is the picture Netscher paints of one of the leading voices in the anti- revolutionary party, 
Alexander de Savornin Lohman. He starts by offering a detailed impression of his appearance:

It is a sharp, pointed, angular face, with hard, sharp features, and a sniffing, ferret 
like expression. The shape of his head is narrow, and from a slim profile protrudes a 
sharp, inquiring nose: two small sideburns at the ears, and for the rest a clean shaven 
face. The forehead is thin and low, the chin insignificant and drooping, and the eyes 
are deep- set and lack a powerful glance. And this head rests on the shoulders of a 
medium- sized body, rather flat, more nervous- tough than muscular- strong, plainly 
dressed in dark fabric without any striking feature. He has in his appearance much 
of an inner- city judge or simple receiver, but nothing at all of nobility or a scholarly 
professor.58

Clearly, this depiction shows De Savornin Lohman through the eyes of Netscher who, particu-
larly at the end, does not shy away from his particular impression of the member of parliament.

Later in the piece, Netscher is even more sardonic, when he describes how De Savornin 
Lohman acts when he listens carefully to a critical remark about his anti- revolutionary party:

First, he gets some sort of nervous shock, and then he puts his nose in the wind like 
an excited bloodhound. He gets a wrinkle between the eyebrows due to his intense 
listening, and he squints his eyes in a staring gaze on the speaker. He bends forward in 
his bench, so he won’t miss a word, hands resting on the edge of the little table, and 
it seems as if he is ready to leap. He glances to his left and right to his fellow party 
members as if he wanted to say silently: “Are you hearing this! How can that man 
state such nonsense!” And he is boiling inside; he is becoming more agitated as the 
speaker proceeds, and it is becoming hard to contain himself and not interrupt the 
liberal representative.59

In this excerpt, Netscher goes one step further by not only depicting his impression of the 
appearance of the member of parliament, but also freely intuiting De Savornin Lohman’s 
feelings based on his behavior and expressions. In Netscher’s attention to appearance can be 
recognized the influence of literary naturalism and the idea that people are determined by their 
hereditary roots and social milieu, and that someone’s appearance is telling of their character.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Evoking Sensory Sensation

That reporters functioned as the readers’ eyes and ears, and all other human senses, becomes 
even more pronounced in the travel reportage that C. K. Elout wrote for Algemeen Handelsblad 
at the end of the 1920s and early 1930s. Elout traveled to the Dutch East Indies in 1929, and in 
his articles he aimed to convey the clash of cultures he experienced when crossing the colony. 
He tried to portray the natural beauty and the culture of the Indigenous population in a way 
that made it tangible, palpable, and understandable for his Dutch readers, most of whom had 
never set foot in that country— and would never do so. Elout was very much aware of the fact 
that many of his readers had only limited knowledge of the geography, climate, and culture of 
this Dutch colony. He therefore attempted to convey his experiences as well as possible. By 
fully exploiting the toolkit of literary techniques and stylistic devices, he wanted to evoke a 
vivid picture of the Dutch Indies, the impression the colony made on him, and the effect it had.

Some of his pieces, particularly those aiming to convey the natural beauty and atmosphere 
of the Dutch East Indies, are among the best example of the colorful style of literary naturalism 
that was inspired by the work of the Goncourt brothers in France. In the Netherlands, Elout 
was inspired by the Movement of the Eighties, a group of poets who also utilized an expressive 
and visceral way of writing by combining naturalism’s focus on reality with sensitive prose that 
highlighted the feelings evoked by reality.60 This specific type of écriture artiste made heavy use of 
adjectives, alliteration, and assonance to almost onomatopoeically convey the author’s percep-
tion of reality. Elout applied it in his reporting about the Dutch East Indies. For instance, when 
he tried to evoke the scenery of the falling evening in this part of the world and the impression 
it made on him in an article that appeared on the front page of Algemeen Handelsblad:

Krekels snerpen. Vuurvliegen komen aangevonkt op ‘t lamplicht van den 
pasanggrahan.

Een donker bonkelen van riemen (nu eens geen pagaaien) mompelt uit de 
diepte op.

Zwaar zwoegt de zee.61

In the original Dutch, reproduced here to demonstrate the text’s poetics, the richness of Elout’s 
stylistic devices is meant to express to the reader the colonial experience in all its aural and 
visual richness. His use of assonance and alliteration, emphasized above in bold, is unfortunately 
mostly lost in translation: “Crickets chirrup. Fireflies come sparkling over to the lamplight of 
the pasanggrahan [guesthouse]. A dark rappling or oars (no paddles this time) is babbling from 
the deep. Heavily sighs the sea.” The fact that such stylistic devices were accepted, praised 
and even appeared on the front page underlines how strongly Dutch journalism was oriented 
towards and inspired by the literary field at this time. This is also evidenced by the success and 
prestige these authors had with their work. Series of newspaper reportage were often compiled 
and printed in book form, making these journalists well known and esteemed reporters who 
combined the best of both worlds.

Conclusion

The active reporting routines and narrative forms that were inspired by literary naturalism did 
not become dominant overnight in the Netherlands. It was a gradual process, driven by a new 
generation of Dutch journalists. The four journalists discussed in this chapter are pioneers who 
innovated the practice and the writing of journalism by taking full advantage of a newspaper 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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industry in flux. Some of them started out at newly founded popular dailies, such as De Telegraaf, 
and made a name for themselves there. Others worked at established quality newspapers such 
as Algemeen Handelsblad, which had to compete with the popular newcomers in a much more 
competitive newspaper market. Initially, the stories that these four journalists wrote, for which 
they went out into the street to experience the everyday lives of societal groups not typically 
covered in the press, were associated with the rise of a “new journalism.” They were seen as an 
American invention, driven by profit and commercial gain. For this reason, such coverage was 
generally considered as superficial, sensational, and even in poor taste.62

Yet, when more esteemed and elite newspaper adopted these same novel practices and 
textual conventions, and the forerunners who had introduced them gained prominence, readers 
and journalists alike gradually became used to these new ways of practicing and presenting 
journalism. The journalistic novelties not only became acceptable but were even considered in 
a more positive light. In part, this was driven by the popularity of such stories and the commer-
cial success of this style of reporting, which appealed to a wider readership. In an increasingly 
competitive newspaper landscape, the established dailies could no longer ignore this new jour-
nalistic practice.63 At the same time, the rise of literary naturalism, with its fascination for the 
seamy sides of society and its rejection of idealized representations of reality, added prestige to 
this type of journalism. Dutch journalism still emphasized the artistic nature of reporting and 
had a clear orientation on the literary domain when it came to quality markers for what counts 
as a good story. The close connection to this literary movement helped to make it salonfähig, 
or socially acceptable, for the elite press to publish such stories and attract its own pioneering 
journalists.

Netscher, Canter, Brusse, and Elout were important journalistic pioneers who set the 
professional standard for other journalists to aspire to. They obviously had personal qual-
ities that made them stand out, but they also managed to find new ways of fusing literary 
techniques with active reporting practices, such as on- site observation and interviewing, and 
they covered novel topics and social groups that became salient in a changing society. The 
prestige they gained was also both reflected in and reinforced by the important (organiza-
tional) roles some of them played in the development of journalism as a profession in the 
Netherlands. The novel journalistic practice of active reporting, packaged in colorful and 
evocative literary writing, was grounded in norms about factuality, impartiality, and neu-
trality. However, this does not mean this type of journalism and longer literary- inspired rep-
ortage dominated the Dutch newspapers, which were still full of brief news reports, longer 
analyses and reflections, opinionated articles, and other journalistic genres. Despite its limited 
size and frequency, this new kind of reporting became seen as the highest form of journalism, 
within the reach of only a select group of star reporters.64 It thus became the norm for quality 
newspaper journalism.

The specific historical development of (literary) journalism in the Netherlands, in which 
newspaper reporting and literary journalism are very much entwined, reveals several issues 
with scholarship in journalism history as well as in literary journalism. First, although its lit-
erary qualities were acknowledged and lauded, this type of journalism was not labeled “lit-
erary journalism,” but simply as “journalism.” It illustrates how dominant this epistemic 
regime had become in the Netherlands. The basic reporting routines that developed in active 
reporting came to underlie both journalism under the objectivity regime and literary jour-
nalism, showing that on- site reporting and interviewing are not necessarily connected to a 
specific set of norms and forms. Second, the analysis here shows the fuzziness of notions such 
as objectivity and factuality. These terms have been understood in very different ways, both in 
journalism and in the scholarship on journalism. It suggests that we need to move beyond the 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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now- familiar polarity between objectivity and subjectivity, between detached facts and emo-
tional experiences, between information and story. These binaries are charged with normative 
evaluations about what constitutes “good” and “bad” journalism. As Schmidt argues, “While a 
distinction between story and information seems useful to analyze different news styles, it also 
obscures the interconnectedness between the two terms.”65

This chapter also shows that the long- standing suspicion towards the truthfulness of narrative 
forms of journalism is culturally and historically informed. It is a testament to how influential 
the objectivity regime has become as a self- evident professional ethics ever since its emergence 
in the United States around the 1920s. Yet, an argument can be made that there is no natural 
connection between a specific journalism practice and the representation of reality. What is 
accepted as truthful and trustworthy journalism is the result of a social negotiation about jour-
nalism practice, which is influenced by a broader societal discussion about how reliable know-
ledge can be produced and what epistemological regimes are deemed sound. The dominance 
of a professional ideal and practice that heralded a narrative form and emphasized naturalism as 
literary inspiration shows that journalism and literature are not natural opposites, and that col-
orful storytelling is not untrustworthy by default.
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Unifying and Decentring in Modern 
Journalism

To appeal to the largest number: this has been, from the beginning, what 
modem journalism is all about. The desire to bring people together, to 
unify, is most visible in journalism’s concern to give readers the ‘truth’ - 
that is, something that is acceptable to all, beyond differences of opinion. 
My study will show that the ‘unifying’ journalist often assumes the features 
of what I will call a witness-ambassador, key figure in the ‘dominant’ modem 
journalism. I will then ask what figures ‘of resistance’ can be opposed to the 
witness-ambassador, in fact, whether a journalism that décentres is possible. 

1. Unifying journalisms: the triumph of the witness-ambassador

'Fads' acceptable to all

As many studies have shown,1 it was the penny press and its modem con
ception of ‘news’ that gave rise to the journalistic concern for factual 
accuracy. The ideal of objectivity in modem journalism has its roots, 
therefore, in a press often despised by elites, who called it, to discredit it, 
the fyellow press’. This requirement of the ‘popular' press of the nine^ 
teenth century to provide true information, accurate and ‘objective’ facts, 
was closely linked to its concern to unify', it clung-io the ‘facts’ so that it 

. i| could bringjxiaetheE-^^ might well have different opinions on a 
O subject, and hence reach the common denominator of an increasingly 

large readërship.The spectacular growth of this readershin leek therefore, 
to 'the triumph of “news” over the editorial and o£“facts” over opinion’, 
and created ‘the journalist’s uneasy allegiance toobjectivitv’.2

Those involved in this ‘revolution’ often explicitly declared their desire 
to unite the public for whom they wrote. The NewYork Sun of Benjamin 
Day proclaimed in its heading: ‘It Shines for AH’. This ‘shining’ was3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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clearly intended to bring this ‘all’ together, as Day suggested in an article 
of 28 June 1838:

Since the Sun began to shine upon the citizens of New York, there has been 
a very great and decided change in the condition of the labouring classes and 
the mechanics. Now every individual, from the rich aristocrat who lolls in his 
carriage to the humble labourer who wields a broom in the streets, reads the 
Sun; nor can even a boy be found in New York City or the neighbouring 
country who will not know, in the course of the day, what is promulgated in 
the Sun in the morning. Already we perceive a change in the mass of the 
people. They think, talk, and act in concert. They understand their own inter
est, and feel that they have numbers and strength to pursue it with success.3

Similarly, James Gordon Bennett, founder of the New York Herald; 
emphasized that his paper was ‘equally intended for the great masses of 
the community - the merchant, mechanic, working people - the private 
family as well as the public hotel - the Journeyman and his employer - 
the clerk and his principal’.4

We see, furthermore, that the ‘public’ was often represented in this 
wide circulation press as an entity transcending partisan divisions, as a 
great body; united by this very- demand for truth, and urging journalists 
to honour this demand. The metaphor of the body to evoke the public 
is clear in the writing of, for example, Bennett, who evokes ‘the whole 
body of the people’,5 who understand only the language of ‘common 
sense’, far removed from partisan political allegiances: ‘Our only guide’, 
wrote Bennett,

shall be good, sound, practical commonsense, applicable to the business 
and bosoms of men engaged in everyday life. We shall support no party, be 
the organ of no faction or coterie, and care nothing for any election, or 
any candidate from president down to a constable. We shall endeavor to 
record facts on every public and proper subject stripped of verbiage and 
coloring with comments when suitable, just, independent, fearless, and 
good-tempered. If the Herald wants the mere expansion which many jour
nals possess, we shall try to make it up in industry, good taste, brevity, 
variety, point, piquancy and cheapness.6

Associated in this way with the natural requirement for ‘common 
sense’, the concern for factual truth was closely linked to the more 
general conviction of serving the public interest and what was right 
against partisan divides. Let us quote, in this connection, the words of 
Dan Schiller, a specialist in the field:

The impartiality and independence claimed by the penny press success
fully ushered in its stewardship of the pursuit of enlightened reason in the 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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public sphere. Although different penny journals had distinct identities, 
which were subject to change in various contexts, they shared what Bennett 
termed ‘the great focus of intelligence, news, wit, business, independence, 
and true knowledge’ {Heralds 31 March 1836). The preemptive claim 
staked by the cheap journals to the defence of natural rights and public 
good was . . . the enduring foundation upon which the structure of news 
objectivity was built.7

The reporters of the 1880s were simply continuing in the same vein 
as the penny press a few decades earlier. By providing only the ‘facts’, 
and by suppressing their personal opinions, they were supposed to be 
appealing to ‘common sense’, which enabled them to reach the largest 
possible public. The ultimate aim remained to unify^ this explains the 
slogan ‘accuracy, accuracy, accuracy!’ chosen by Joseph Pulitzer to 
decorate his office wall, and, more generally, it explains the draconian 
rules imposed on reporters by their editors. Thus, one of the clauses in 
the code of the Chicago Daily News, whose managing editor was then 
Charles Dennis, ran: ‘Put no editorial comments or debatable state
ments into news matter. Keep your personal likes and dislikes out of 
your copy.’8 The frustrations provoked by these rules in many budding 
writers, required to efface their own unique voice in their writing, are 

■ well known. Lincoln Steffens, for example, said of his years on the 
Evening Post, ‘Humor or any sign of personality in our reports was 
caught, rebuked, and, in time, suppressed. As a writer, I was perman
ently hurt by my years on the Post.’9

All this discipline was intended to enable the reporter to provide what 
I American journalism, still calls a ‘story*, that is, a narrative that could be 
1 receivedlcollectivelv,/jn,fact ‘de-singularized’, and so of interest fro the 
f largest number. When the story turned out well, it could give the public, 

seen as a unified entity (a body), a true experience by proxy. In fact, it is 
in these very terms that the American sociologist Helen M. Hughes 
defines the function of the story: ‘to make a word picture that will be a 
substitute to . . . readers for the experience of perceiving’.10

In the first half of the twentieth century, the sociologists of the 
Chicago School, to which Hughes belonged, and which produced pio
neering studies of the historical development of the press in the United 
States, also developed a notion crucial to an understanding of this 
modem journalism: that of ‘human interest’.11 By this they meant that 
part of human curiosity that is common to the largest number, that is of 
general interest, and that is seen by the wide circulation press as its prime 
aim. To put the notion of human interest at the heart of the ‘popular’ 
journalism bom at the end of the nineteenth century is simply to empha
size that its main concern, its-founding act, was to unify.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Unifying and Decentring in Modern Journalism 9

This aim continues to show through whenever journalism insists, 
especially in discussions of an ethical nature, on its ideal of ‘truth’, 
whether the vocabulary is that of factual accuracy, objectivity, impart
iality or fairness. In fact, beyond the apparent nuances, the aim seems to 
remain always the same: to emphasize that journalism addresses a public 
perceived as a unified entity, or at least as an entity that is capable of 
being unified, and that has a right to obtain what is its due, that is, a 
description which is not exclusively singular, but .applies the .criteria of 
common sensei and so presents a common reality.

This aim is clear in the various professional codes which punctuate the 
history of-American and European journalism. In, for example, the 
ethical code of the journalistic professional association Sigma Delta Chi 
of 1926, one of the first American codes to proclaim the duty of the jour
nalist to ‘serve the truth’, and to use the words ‘accuracy’ and ‘objectiv
ity5, it is clear that this imperative is part of the recognition of a ‘public 
right’.12 Professional and legal development in the twentieth century has 
been broadly in the direction of a conception of press freedom increas
ingly viewed from the standpoint of the ‘consumer’, that is, of a public 
represented as an entity with rights.13 The Declaration of Bordeaux, 
adopted by European journalists in 1954 and amended in June 1986, 
states that ‘respect for/die truth) and for the right of the publie 
is the first duty of the journalist’; the Munich Charter, adopted in 1971 
by the Union of Journalists of the European Community, Switzerland 
and Austria, urged the profession ‘to respect the truth whatever the con
sequences for itself [journalism], on the grounds of the public’s right to 
know the truth’.14

The notion of objectivity - a notion more often formulated than 
explained - is part of the same logic. It was evoked, for example, in the 
encyclical of John XXIII of 1963, Pacem et Terris, where it is explicitly 
linked to the notion of the possibility of a common world view, shared 
by all; it is for the media, it follows, to provide this ‘collective’ view.15 The 
notion of ‘objective reality’ was also emphasized by the UNESCO 
Declaration of 1983: ‘People and individuals have the right to acquire an 
objective picture of reality by means of accurate and comprehensive 
information. . ?16

The notion of fairness, sometimes evoked as a way of distancing the 
speaker from the ideal of objectivity, belongs, nevertheless, to this same 
‘unifying’ ambition. Hubert Beuve-Méry, founder and first editor of Le
Monde, said he preferred fairness to an .ahazavs ^cressi
While this notion is part of a very French tradition of circumspection,17 
it is not without its advocates in the United States. In 1989, when 
he drew up a new code of ethics for the Washington Post, Benjamin 
C. Bradlee claimed to be breaking new ground when he emphasized, in 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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10 Unifying and Decentring in Modern Journalism

opposition to the notion of objectivity, which had led to interminable 
controversies., the more flexible andmore concrete concept of fairness.13 
Nevertheless, if we look closely at the paragraph in this charter devoted 
to fairness, we see that the issues remain the same. In the first place, the 
epistemological difficulty is far from resolved: journalists are called on 
to make ‘fair’ choices in the gaze they direct at the world, in particular 
to know how to distinguish between ‘secondary news’ and ‘significant 
facts’. One can imagine the epistemological debate seizing on this ‘fair
ness’ and miring it in a confusion not unlike that in which it customar- 

i i ily sinks the notion of ‘objectivity’. Secondly, the socio-political aim of 
\ I unifying remains the same: it is still a matter of producing a collectively 
c 5 acceptable.gazftJhatnnnfnrms to the general norms of the ‘public’. More 

than ever, the reference to a ‘common sense’ guiding the journalist^ gaze 
seems clear, if implicit. ‘Fairness includes recognition of what is rele
vant,’ states this charter; it seems clear that the criteria of relevance, and 
journalistic choices in general, are actually those of the ‘community’. 
The charter also declares that ‘the Washington Post is intensely concerned 
with the national interest and with that of the community’. In essence, 
therefore, there is little difference between this ‘new’ requirement for 
‘fairness’ and the old injunctions of nineteenth-century editors to their 
reporters to silence any personal voice in favour of an approach con
cerned only with ‘facts’. The aim was still appropriately to incorporate 
the criteria of the widest public - criteria which defined what was a ‘fact’ 
and its ‘relevance’ in relation to other facts; that is, to make this public 
have an experience by proxy.

The requirement for ‘true’, ‘objective’ and ‘fair’ journalistic descrip
tions should still be seen, therefore, whichever adjective is employed, 
from a unifying perspective. This may explain the great epistemological 
poverty of the concrete rules current in the journalistic prrïfessMm^ 
supposed to respect this.requirement for objectivity, a poverty empha
sized by most researchers. The aim is not epistemologicàTrigourûritself, 
but to apply the rules which the public regards as acceptable, and as 
defining ‘objectivity’ in its eyes. It means honouring a pact with the 

f I public, which allows journalists to aspire to a collectively acceptable 
approach; but it is a pact that~does not necessarily have great epistëmô- 

- ’ logical coherence.
This point was made by Gaye Tuchman, in 1978, in an article on what 

she called the ‘rituals of objectivity’ in the journalistic profession.19 
These are ‘rituals’ in the sense that many practices are defined as marks 
of objectivity, but without clear ^epistemological coherence^. The few 
epistemological principles which seem to emerge are hardly rigorously 
applied, and they are contradicted by other associated practices. Take 
the case of the much-quoted rule .to the effect that every ‘fact’ must be 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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empirically verified, or else must always be relativized by reference to the 
authenticating source. Tuchman shows that this practice is not_ invari
able. Journalists still put their trust in ‘sources’ which have not been care
fully checked; otherwise, how many articles would read like this? ‘Robert 
Jones and his alleged wife, Fay Smith Jones, yesterday held what they 
described as a cocktail party in their supposed home, 187 Grant Street, 
City, purportedly in honour of a woman claiming to be Mrs John Smith, 
commonly thought to be the aunt of the woman of the self-described 
hostess.’20 Always supposing that empirical verification is the way to 
establish factual veracity, it is clear that it cannot, short of going to 
absurd lengths, be rigorously applied in the case of every ‘fact’ included 
in the newspapers'.

More generally, Tuchman shows that the notion of‘fact’ is Hpppndpnr 
on ‘common sense’: that is, on criteria defined by the community, and not 
on methods of verification more solidly based at the epistemological level. 
The choice of ‘facts’ depends, in reality, on what journalists themselves 
call ‘news judgement’. This is particularly important, in the American 
journalistic tradition, in the writing of the ‘lead’, that is, the first sentence 
of the article, supposed to summarize the essence of the news and lay out 
what is most important in the story about to be told. But this judgement, 
if it is to be acceptable (‘objective’, ‘fair’ and so on), applies common cri
teria, with foundations that are more f sociological than ^ïstëmological/ 
Tuchman goes further: a material fact that is verifiable empirically may 
very well not be mentioned if it goes against common sense, just as, as we 
saw above, a fact which ‘makes sense’ will be mentioned as such „ggen 
though its ‘matanality’ has not been empirically verified^

Other ‘rituals’ influence the requirement to give the reader material 
facts (that is, facts materially verified, or held to be verified). Often, 
rather than verify a fact ‘A’ stated by a person ‘X’, the journalist regards 
as a fact the statement ‘X said A’.21 Under the appearance of rigour, an 
obvious bias emerges, because if this statement is no more than a worth
less opinion (A is untrue), it would be questionable to give it a place in 
the article. This amounts, in fact, to giving equal space to verified facts 
and simple mistaken opinions, themselves regarded, in this case, as facts. 
Tuchman observes that journalists often try to get round this difficulty, 
of which they are aware, bv_giving at least one other opinion.(‘Y said B’). 
But she is quick to point out that this addition does nothing to solve the 
problem, in reality: a new opinion is reported as a ‘fact’, when its content 
has no more been verified than that of the first. ‘Inasmuch as “objectiv
ity” may be defined as “intentness on objects external to the mind”,’ she 
writes, ‘and “objective” as “belonging to the object of thought rather 
than the thinking subject” (both dictionary definitions), it would appear 
difficult to claim - as newspapermen do - that presenting conflicting 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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possibilities fosters objectivity.’22 Yet, questionable though it may be at 
r the epistemological level, the juxtaposition of many points of view is cer- 
! tainly a ritual of objectivity in the journalistic profession.

In fact, this ritual corresponds to what a certain deontological tradi- ’ 
tion called ‘fairness’ - before Bradlee revived the use of this word for the 
Washington Post. Thus the Fairness Doctrine, set out in 1949 by the 
Federal Communications Commission, required ‘a balanced point of 
view’, which implies reference to at least two different opinions on a 
subject.23 Admittedly, this text also mentioned the need for factual ver

sification, that is, the need to investigate the content, or ‘matter’, of the 
(opinions. But Tuchman shows how, in contemporary journalistic prac
tice, the doctrine of fairness often frees itself from the rule of factual ver
ification and itself becomes the ritual of objectivity, however weak at the 
epistemological level.

Other media specialists have also emphasized the aberrations brought 
about by the Fairness Doctrine. Journalists, says one:

attempt to chain opinions to their opposites, hoping, it seems, that these 
beasts will annihilate each other, leaving what passes in journalistic think
ing for the truth. The technique conveniently frees journalists from respon
sibility for looking beyond compering arguments to find the truth. Some 
events and issues, after all, are unbalanced, and the etiort to balance them 
in itself adds a kind of bias. Moreover, since there rarely is sufficient room 
on this seesaw to seat the whole range of arguments issues inspire, usually 
no more than two or three widely held - i.e., mainstream - points of 
view per issue are deemed worthy of balanced consideration. The choice 
of where to place the fulcrum in this balance is necessarily a subjective 
decision.24

To quote opinions and give their source does not exonerate journalists 
from the choices, they make in presenting them, and is hardly cause for 
self-congratulation on their part. For example, in the 1950s, the 
American press published lists of ‘suspects’ compiled by Senator Joseph 
McCarthy; the journalists may have believed that, by specifying the 
source of these lists (‘he said’), they were not giving aid to McCarthy, 
but it is clear that, in practice, this precaution hardly clears them from 
blame because, by publishing these lists, the press gave McCarthyism a 
huge boost?5

Objectivity, therefore, is primarily a collection of rituals defined bv a 
tacit pact between journalists' and the public; this doesnot, of course, 
preclude fh^ pnccibilirv of misunderstandings between them with regard 
to the precise nature of this pact, in particular, mistaken interpretations 
by journaii^-nf public expectations. Some of these rituals*may have a 
precise epistemological basis, such as, for example, the rule requiring 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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empirical verification of the facts presented. As we have seen, however, 
they coexist with others with little epistemological basis, such as, for 
example, the rule that there should be a ‘balanced point of view’. Even 
more absurd, some rituals actually consist of knowing how, in certain sit- 
nations, to suspend others. For example, it is a common journalistic 
practice to oppo^arleaSCWo points of view (the ‘both sides’ rule), but 
journalists also need to know when not to apply this rule, especially in 
the treatment of tragic events. As observed by Schudson, ‘by unspoken 
understanding, there are not two sides to human tragedies’. It is only in 
theory that, if a climatic catastrophe were to destroy many wealthy resi
dences, a reporter would ask the owners why they were so stupid as to 
build there in the first place.26

‘Common sense’, therefore- is,,far from producing a coherent set of 
principles. And journalism pays the price, even if it sometimes finds itself 
interpreting ‘common’ expectations..improperly or erroneously. As a 
general rule, the contradictions between its different ‘rituals of objectiv
ity’ only confirm that the essential act, at the heart of modem journal
ism, is that of unifying rho largp«r_pngsib1e public.

The truth is visible

Among the major rituals of journalism, which make it possible to present 
‘facts’ acceptable to all, that is, not reducible to a single point of view, 
but objectified, we need to emphasize the use of thefeense bf From 
the beginning, ‘unifying’ journalism seems to have relied on the eyg, as 
opposed to the voice. as a means of objectification; to unify, to be collec
tively received as a group of facts, and not ofsingular opinions, the news
paper had to provide something to.lS^)and had to cease .(at last) to b_e. 
content, like the newspapers of opinion, with

The lexical field of seeing and light certainly found favour with the 
penny press, which routinely engaged in exposure - those reportages 
‘revealing’ for all to see previously hidden facts. Even the definition of 
‘facts’ seems closely linked to a visual dimension: a ‘fact’ is what is visible 
or can be made visible to aÜ~(as suggested by the New York Surfs ‘It 
Shines for All’), as opposed, that is, to what is simply said. The cult of 
the seen as generally acceptable proof, unlike rumour (voices), was a con
stant feature in the popular American journalism of the second half of 
the nineteenth century. For example, the reporting of Nellie Bly in 1887 
for Pulitzer’s New York World, which caused a huge stir at the time (and 
which we will examine more closely in chapter 3), was clearly based on 
the following line of argument: they - (that is, singular voices) tell of terri
ble things happening in the Blackwell’s Island psychiatric hospital 
for women (there had been editorials in several newspapers on these 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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14 Unifying and Decentring in Modern Journalism

rumours in the preceding months); Nellie Bly, for her part, goes there 
to see.

The‘objectifying’. a-nH nature of the visual seems,
therefore, to have been appreciated by journalists of the written word 
even before the invention of television. Not only did the photograph very 
quickly become a mainstay of the popular press, but it can be argued that 
the text itself attempted to appropriate this uniting power of the image. 
The precision of the visual notations required of reporters in the second 
half of the nineteenth century was the counterpart of the requirement to 
avoid any expression of their personal'opinions. The eye against the voice: 
this opposition is clear, especially in the way the American press repre
sented itself in the nineteenth century. A poem of 1845, for example, 
referred to the old partisan press as a tongue - a metaphor for idle chatter - 
and deplored its inability to distinguish the true from the false:

What is the Press? Tis what the tongue 
Was to the world when Time was young, 
When, by tradition, Sire to son 
Conveyed what’er was known and done; 
But fact and fiction so were mix’d, 
That boundaries never could be fixed.27

This world of rumour was replaced, then, by the modem press, which 
preferred, as a way of representing itself, the visual metaphors of the 
|mirror or of photography, in particular the daguerreotype. In fact an 
‘article of 1848 referred to Bennett’s Herald as “the daily daguerreotype 
of the heart and soul of the model republic’.28

Indeed, we may wonder to what extent the journalism of opinion itself, 
that journalism of before the Industrial Revolution, to which the con
temporary editorial is heir, was conscious of its intrinsic weakness (as a 
journalism of the voice, it risked being seen as no more than a voice) and 
alreadyfreeiy employed. Ledimques masking the ‘suspect’ voice under an 
‘innocent’ gaze. It is, after all, an old stylistic device to offer a distanced 
description, with no explicit sign of the feelings of the author, as a way 
of .giving maximum persuasive force to, for example, a‘denunciation. It 
was a procedure already dear to the Montesquieu of the Lettres Persanes. 
It was also appreciated by the partisan press, although typical of a jour
nalism of the voice. Even before the advent of reporting, the political 
press realized the ‘unifying’ power of visual notations, the impact of 
description and the virtues of the ‘innocent’ eye, which get round the 
risk of fsingularization’ that is inherent in any statement in which the 
author speaks.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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This advantage conferred by visual notations, including in partisan 
texts, is confirmed, notably, by Marc Angenot’s analysis of "agonic’ texts. 
Angenot distinguishes three types of agonic discourse. ‘Polemic* is, in a & 
sense, the default position Jn which the two adversaries hold each other 
in equal esteem; polemic puts its own discourse on the same level as that 
of its opponent: ‘The polemical discourse supposes, like the polemical 
essay, an underlying common ground between the interlocutors.*29 In 
polemic, he goes on, ‘the two discourses that confront each other are on 
an equal footing: polemicists flatter themselves that their discourse 
succeeds only thanks to this metaphysical extra, its intrinsic truth.*30 
‘Satire*, on the other hand,-4^iat^ftm-is1y places itself in a position of 
superiority; it sets itself up as the truth, and iris, unifying: ‘The satirical 
is firmly established in the truth; it is its adversary who is without 
status.’31 The satirist, Angenot says, ‘has “people behind him”; laughter 
has the effect of bringing people together, whereas the adversary is kept 
at a distance’.32 This position is characterized by an abundance of visual 
notations; satire describes and presents the adversary, or the world it 
criticizes, in order to discredit it in the eyes of all those gathered behind 
it: ‘Everything lies in the detachment, the “outside view”.’33 The power 
of satire seems to reside in this very capacity to transmute the voice - 
which is singularizing - into a gaze - which is unifying. In short, satire 
does not denounce, it does not even discuss, it portrays, and it is in this 
distanced attitude that the superioritv.which characterizes it resides. The 
‘pamphlet’, finally, locates itself at the opposite pole from satire; pam- 
phleteers put themselves in a position of inferiority from the outset; their 
discourse, even action, habitually says that it is lost in advance, fruitless, 
singular, already forgotten. There is a morbid enjoyment of marginality 
and failure in the pamphleteering discourse, says Angenot. And it is a 
discourse which contains scarcely any description, even suffers from a 
visual deficit. The ‘I see’ which is sometimes expressed in the pamphlet 
discourse often conceals a confession of blindness, or if it expresses a 
singular lucidity, this is routinely presented as impossible to share. 
Pamphleteers spend little time on their ‘visions’, at best saying what 
effect they produce on them. In other words, pamphleteers remain in the 
register of the voice, expressing the despairing indignation produced in 
them by their own vision. "The only thing the pamphlet likes to put on 
display isthe image of its failure, hence the image, dear to the pamphle
teering discourse, of the bottle in the ocean: ‘This letter,’ wrote Georges 
Bernanos, ‘like its predecessor, is only a lost message tossed into a future 
I shall not know.’34 Thus the images of the pamphleteering discourse are 
representations of the self more than portraits of the world. They derive 
from a certain morbid and unproductive narcissism, so characteristic of 
the pamphlet, implying that ‘the evidence supporting the argument is 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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impossible to convey1.35 Here Angenot speaks of a ‘logo-centric’ dis
course which, far from seeking to silence the voice which inspires it, 
speaks of it alone.36 In this sense, the pamphlet is precisely the type of 
agonic discourse which, far from seeking reinforcement in the unifying 
description which satire uses to such good effect, itself wants only 
to be a voice and even takes pleasure in the weakness of its position. 
Furthermore, the image of the bottle in the ocean, far from representing 
the pamphlet as a gaze, is much more the metaphor of a voice which has 
little chance of being heard; a singular voice,~then7Tn~ev&^ sense of the 
word, and particularly in that which emphasizes its inability to unify. /

This analysis of the agonic discourses also, therefore, emphasizes the 
strangely unifying namrp nfvknal descriptions: the singular voice which 
begins to describe-pjves rhe impression of fading away before that which 
is obvious in the eyes of all. Unlike the pamphlet, that pure and weak 
voice, satire is the prime example of a discourse which pretends to dis
appear before the gaze and to [refuse) the explicit expression of opinion 
and which, in so doing,’ ‘has people behind it’; it is the prime example, 
in facf. of a dkrnnw which socks to benefit from techniques concealing 
the very fact that it is (and is only) a discourse.

To pass from the singular voice to a more unifying gaze is surely to 
attempt tQjrurn discourse, as far as possible, into narrative; Narrative, 
says the French critic Gérard Genette,37 who also uses the word 
‘diegetic’ in this connection, requires [description^ This complementar
ity of narration and description also explains why, having discussed their 
differences, Genette rejects a strict separation between these two forms 
of writing: there is always, he says, description in narration; narration, 
with its descriptive dimension, is .thus of the nature of story, as distinct 
from that of discourse. ‘In discourse’, he writes, ‘someone speaks, and 
their situation as they speak is the focus of the most important mean- / 
ings; in the story, as Benveniste emphasizes, no-one speaks, in the sense 
that at no to ourselves, in order to appreciate
the full meaning of the text, who is speaking, or where, qt when, etc?38 
Though, Genette is strongly of the belief that no watertight frontier 
exists between discourse and narrative, he is equally convinced that 
story has its own rules and that ‘telling’ is consequently different from 
‘discoursing’: ‘Discourse can “tell” without ceasing to be discourse,’ he 
says; ‘the story cannot “discourse” without ceasing to be story.’39 One 
may wonder if the specificity of the story does not lie precisely in the 
importance injt of in other words, in the fact that-.it
uses a gaze as well as a voice.40 In this way, the voice that tells, instead 
of simply discoursing, makes people listen in a way familiar to skilled 
polemicists, always careful to intersperse their indignant denuncia
tions with stories, that is, with narrations that include, as we have seen, 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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description. The more you tell and describe, the less you give the 
impression of discoursing.

This well-known technique of the journalism of opinion, this strange 
effacement of the voice in the ‘diegetic’ (in fact, the voice turns into a 
narrative voice), strategically sb effective as a way of unifying, further 
suggests that we should not necessarily see the transition from the jour
nalism of opinion to the journalism of reportage in the second half of the 
nineteenth century as a pure and simple (rupture^ The great journalists 
of opinion were in many ways already excellent reporters, or at least 
excellent narrators. Some individuals whose biography seems to indicate 
a journalistic conversion - from the ‘traditional’ journalism of opinion to 
reportage - perhaps only took to its logical conclusion a sensibility to the 
power of the ‘diegetic’, a sensibility already apparent in their more 
polemical writings. One thinks here-of a figure like Séverine (who will be 
discussed more fully in chapter 2), whose articles of opinion and, in par
ticular, texts of indignation were always exceptionally visual, descriptive 
and narrative.41 Her ‘reportage’ of the trial of Dreyfus, published in La 
Fronde in 1899, should not, therefore, be seen as a break in her itiner
ary, but rather as an extension of a particularly heightened sensibility to 
the intrinsic weakness of saying, and the need to bolster her words by 
seeing. In this reportage, she expresses with great force her distaste for 
the ‘rhetorical’ journalists who do not go to see things from close up. She 
seems, therefore, to be breaking with the traditional polemical joumal- 
ism in favour of a writing based on a lived, sensitive and notably visual 
testimony. Nevertheless, her way of practising the journalism of opinion 
she is now denouncing had already revealed this uneasy awareness of a 
certain weakness in voices which spoke without ever providing anything 
to see.

This cult of seeing was, of course, part of a ‘ritual of objectivity’ and was 
unrelated to an objectivity solidly based at the epistemological level. It 
was once again a pact with the public, which reflects the rising.status of 
the sense of sight in social life during the nineteenth century - we should 
not forget that this was the century of the birth of photography and the 
cinema. For many specialists in the notion of objectivity, this trust in 
sight as an instrument of truth is also evidence that ideas about the 
nature of objectivity were still far from profound andfrelatively untrou~ 

"bledlThe cult of ‘facts’ current in the journalism of the late nineteenth 
century derived, according to Michael Schudson, from a ‘naive empiri
cism’,42 that is, from a deep confidence in the capacity of an ‘I’ - on con
dition it observed and did not simply discourse - to establish the.Tacts’ 
and so provide a sort of collectively acceptable-experience. in‘which 
everyone could recognize themselves. This ran so deep that, according3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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to Schudson9 the question of objectivity did not exist as such in journal
ism; rather, it was as if settled in advance, defused by this ‘naive empiri- 

. cism’ which, far from fearing subjectivity, put its faith in it.
It was only in the aftermath of the First World War, says Schudson, 

that the question of objectivity really began to exercise American jour
nalism, in a context that was then one of a deep mistrust of subjectivity. 
The turning point was an article by Walter Lippmann and Charles Merz, 
published in 1920,43 in which they condemned the coverage of the Soviet 
revolution and ensuing war by the reporters of the Newark Times. They 
analysed in detail the way these journalists had looked at the revolution 
and accused them, in effect, of having seen only what they wanted to see. 
‘Observers’ must in future offer guarantees; it was no longer enough to 
see, you had to see clearly. We should note, however, that the critique of 
Lippmann and Merz did not lead them totally to discredit the position 
of the witness, but rather to demand greater ^rÔfèssionalisn^ on the part 
of witnesses. Further,"though tie continued throughout his life to criti
cize those journalists whose ‘gaze’ seemed to him biased, Lippmann 
retained his faith in the possibility of a ‘true’ testimony.44

Whatever the relevance of the periodization adopted by Schudson, 
which concerns, we should remember, American journalism, it at least 
draws attention to a phenomenon that runs more generally through the 
history of the notion of objectivity. This history moves in the direction 
of an increasingly strong distrust of/Subjectivity? Just as Schudson 
believes that the notion of objectivity did not really emerge in journal
ism until a time when distrust of the T (of the reporter-observer) had 
become deep-rooted, so, more generally, some specialists in the notion 
of objectivity believe that it only became fully formalized once it was 
historically grounded in a deep distrust of subjectivity. For Lorraine 
Daston, for example, the notion of objectivity became established at a 
time when, particularly in nineteenth-century science (seemingly here in 

. advance of social practices such as journalism), it took this radical turn, 
I that is, in the direction of ‘aperspectival objectivity’, implying a princi- 
, pled fear of subjectivity and the limitations it implies.45 Objectivity then 

became, as it were, the ideal of a gaze which was no longer reduced to a 
perspective and which eliminated all trace of the observer.

Daston shows that the ideal had not yet been formulated in these 
terms in the eighteenth century. What Adam Smith, for example, valued 
most highly, at the epistemological, aesthetic and moral levels, was the 
model of the interchangeable observer, that is,' a capacity for universal 
empathy, an ability to espouse, in turn, a myriad different points of view. 
From the end of the eighteenth century, however, the desire to be wholly 
‘disinterested’ was increasingly formalized into an ideal which might be 
called total ‘disconnectedness’, under the influence of a growing distrust 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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of subjectivity. Daston explains the consequence of this development for 
the expectations of a readership faced with supposedly ‘objective* texts: 
a relationship based on trust in an author, in an T (their presence ünôb- 
jectionable as long as they were trustworthy, that is, potentially inter
changeable, so that everyone could identify with them), was replaced by 
a distrust on principle, which took the form of constant demands for 
proof, for ‘technical* signs guaranteeing that the observation was truly 
independent of any singular perspective.

It is certainly possible that journalism too, but .a little later, was even
tually infected by this mistrust of the simplicity of the ‘I see’ (the ‘naive 
empiricism’ of Schudson) and that one can only date its anxious quest 
for objectivity, strictly speaking, to this period. At the same time, we may 
wonder if the solutions it was able to bring to this quest really went 
beyond the position of ‘I see’, that is, the structure of the subject who 
observes and tells what he saw, the structure of the witness. Did it 
produce an ‘aperspectival’ gaze, without a subject to anchor it? This is 
far from certain, which may lead to the conclusion that journalism has 
not yet fully emerged from its nineteenth century.

The figure of the witness-ambassador

What exactly is meant, however, by a gaze that is ‘aperspectival’, wholly 
de-singularized, lacking perspective, disconnected and ‘total’? Is this not 
a pure abstraction, the wholly theoretical aspiration for assort of non^lcwe 
or nowhere, a ‘view from nowhere’, to adopt the formula of the philoso
pher Thomas Nagel?46

It would be mistaken, however, to claim that this type of abstraction 
has not appealed to modern journalists. Writing in the 1970s, Edward 
Jay Epstein chose as the title of one of his books on American journal
ism News from Nowhere: TV and the NewsN This raises a number of ques
tions: has the appearance of the televisual media made feasible, for the 
first time, the journalistic ideal of a completely unanchored or ‘total’ 
gaze? Has aperspectival objectivity at last found a way of being achieved, 
thanks to a technique that eliminates all those subjective,, singular traces 
which, in contrast, ‘sully’ the gaze of the journalists of the written word? 
And has a gaze at last emerged that is stripped of all voice, that cannot 
be reduced to a single point of view or discredited as simple testimony, that 
is, an inevitably subjective and singular perspective?

Has the technical image - the photograph, and even more film and 
video, since they can capture the passage of time - made it possible to 

a transcend the limitations inherent in the position of the witness'? In which 
I case, can it not achieve the goal of total unification, because it will offer, 
-at last, the vision of no one in particular, hence of everyone?48 In the 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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words of the famous American TV journalist Dan Rather, the camera 
has such power because it is an eye that never blinks.49 And we should 
also remember that the logo of the American network CBS is an eye 
without a face to surround or anchor it. Photographic and film images 
really do seem to possess a novel power to objectify, supplantingthe gaze 
of written reporting, heavy with voice? and" which can never,-claims-a 
priori, to be other than testimony, with in ir

‘Facts' established by means of a camera, concealed or not, have an 
undeniable demonstrative power. A few years ago a major scandal 
erupted as a result of a film shot, unknown^to those involved, by a pho
tographer at the English model .agency ‘Élite’, which revealed racist 
behaviour on the part of the employers and their abuse of minor models. 
The scandal led to the resignation of the Élite directors, a sign of the 
power of the image, a proof which appears self-evident, without need to 

. question the source from which it comes - in this case, the T who had 
made the film, the journalist disguised as an agency photographer.50 In 
the 1980s Gunter Wallraff exposed the treatment of Turkish workers at 
the hands of many German industrialists by disguising himself as a Turk 
and getting himself hired. His first report took the form of a book,51 but 
he himself then felt the need to make a film out of the pictures he had 
taken by means of a hidden camera.

Yet it is by no means certain that the TV image can supplant the figure 
of the journalist-witness. The reflections of Jacques Derrida, in his 
Bchogyaphies of Television, are ifluminating here. Certainly, he observes, 
the televised image delivers, or gives the impression of delivering, an 
immediate and as if de-subjectified representation of reality, that is, a 
proof, as opposed to a testimony, which inevitably remains a first-person 
discourse, in which an T speaks in their own name. The paradox, 
however, is that by transcending the subjective bias inherent in testi
mony, the possibility' of an even greater level of manipulation is opened 
up. The possibilities of montage and special effects, especially thanks to 
digital imaging, implant serious doubts at the vary heart of this instru
ment of proof. The proof may also be manipulation. ‘The extremely 
refined instruments of archivization we now have are double-edged,’ says 
Derrida:

On the one hand, they can give us, more ‘authentically’ than ever, more 
faithfully, the reproduction of the ‘present as it was’j but on the other 
hand, for this very reason, thanks to this same capability, they offer us 
more refined means of manipulating, cutting, recomposing, producing 
comptiter-generated images, etc. The synthetic presents us here, with a 
greater field and chance for authentification, and at the same time, with a 
greater threat to the authentification in question. This value of authentic
ity is both made possible by technics and threatened by it, indissociably.523rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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So, if the risk of deception is the dark side of the authenticating power 
of the image, and if the moment when the goal - a gaze purged of all 
voice - seems to be attained is also the moment when this access can be 
most put in doubt, testimony may well, in the end, be more reliable than 
the proof: ‘This is why people will continue to prefer, even if only naively, 
supposedly living testimony to the archive: people like to believe that, 
when a witness comes into the stand and speaks in his name, he is 
himself! He speaks . . . Even if he Ues, or even if he forgets, or even if his 
testimony is insufficient or finite, at least it can be truthful?53 Derrida 
discusses the example of the film, shot by an amateur, which showed the 
physical abuse inflicted on Rodney King by policemen in California. 
These images appeared in newspapers all over the world; they were 
established as a proof which seemed to supplant all the eyewitness 
accounts. It was certainly ‘unifying’:

So although the televised image makes it possible to go beyond testi
mony, the ‘de-subjectified’ gaze which is the result carries the intrinsic
risk of even greater subjective manipulation than before. The trusting
‘unification’ round the ‘proof’ can very quickly turn into suspicious dis
persal. This may help to explain the spectacular lurch to extremes
observed in certain major crises of televisual journalism, for example,
in France, following the Timisoara ‘massacre’ in Romania in 1989, a

. . . this scene was filmed and shown to the entire nation. No one could 
lo'ok the other way, away from what had, as it were, been put right before 
his eyes, and even forced into his consciousness or on to his conscience, 
apparently without intervention, without mediator. And all of a sudden this 
became intolerable, the scene seemed unbearable, the collective or dele-: 
gated responsibility proved to be too much.54

Yet Derrida approved of the legal requirement, which emerged at the 
time of the trial, that a proof, an exhibit, should not be confused with- 
testimony: the young cameraman was called into the witness box to 
certify what he himself^à. seen:

. . . the videographic recording may have served as an archive, perhaps 
even as an exhibit, perhaps as evidence, but jt Hid not replace rMrimnny. 
Proof or evidence - evidence! - of this fact is that the young man who shot 
the footage was asked to come himself and attest, swearing before the living 
persons who constituted the jury and who were legitimate as such, swear
ing that it was really he who held the camera, that he was present at the 
scene, that he saw what he shot, etc. There is therefore a heterogeneity of 
testimony to evidence and, consequently, to all technical recording. 
Technics will never produce a testimony.55
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famous example of media manipulation through the photographic 
image. Proof by images was suddenly replaced by total distrust, which 
has been quick to resurface since, in the form of what is often called the 
‘Timisoara syndrome’. Above all, it raises the question of whether, in 
spite of its limitations, the key figure in integrating journalism does not 
remain that of the witness who says ‘I see’.

The presence of the ‘I’ gives the gaze reliability, a face to which one 
can relate, an extreme visibility which claims to unify. And this is why 
the weakness of the witness can be turned into a great strength, as long 
as the witness is invested with legitimacy by the community which 
receives his testimony. Discussing the Eterature on the problems posed 
by judicial testimony, the sociologist Renaud Dulong emphasizes that 
‘there may be nothing more convincing than a human being who stands 
up, points a finger at the accused, and says: “That’s him” ’.56 In tins way, 
the ‘I saw it’, though it may sometimes be discredited from the outset, 
is also, in certain social contexts, truly all-powerful. A gaze, and the dis
course in which it is deployed, can therefore be socially ‘objectified’ 
without the need for this constant batdFagmnsrthe element of subjec
tivity they contain, but rather by relying on it. There is then a type of 
objectification which has no connection vddTfhe ideal of aperspectival 
objectivity, and which is even its opposite: far from being considered 

I odious, and an obstacle on the path to objectivity, the ‘I’ appears as the 
I actual instrument of that objectification.

This is because a sort of tacit contract exists between this ‘I’ and the 
‘we’ who recognize ourselves in that ‘I’. The witness is no longer fragile 
and suspect, because his experience is perceived as what each of ‘us’ 
would have had in his place. His ‘I’ unifies a community, because it sees 

' him, in the very singularity of his experience, as its ambassador. I will 
calTtSsmode ot objecnnc^riuii, ui "(Iris" unifying process, the figure of 
the witness-ambassador. For those who practise it, it means constantly 
reminding us, more or less implicitly, that they see in all our names^ hence 
reminding us of the pact which binds them to ‘us’, enabling them to give 

1 ‘us’ a sort of experience by proxy. It is as if the ‘I’, singular though it may 
5 be, is at the same time ‘collective’.

Thisjigure of the witness-ambassador remains true, in a way, to return 
to the analyses of Daston, to the old model, dear to the eighteenth century, 
of the interchangeable observer, before the stricter demands constituted 
by the appearanceof the3deal of aperspectival objebtiviiy.'Indeed, in spite 
of the crises of public "confidence in journalists, and in spite of the 
demands for a more professional, that is, in particular, a more introspec- 

, tive gaze (is what I see all that there is to see, or am I being blinded by 
I my own stereotypes?), we may question whether journalism has alto- 
& gether broken away from this now ancient structure of the ‘I see’, which 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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translates as: ‘I make all of you see’, or ‘you are all unified behind me’. 
This is perhaps rather more fundamental to the history of journalism than 
the contemporary dreams ofa purely technical and de-subjectified gaze, 
dreams which, as we have seen, may turn permanently into nightmares. 
Perhaps as a result of the intangible nature of this ‘aperspectival objectiv
ity’, what remains triumphant in unifying journalism is rather the figure 
of the witness-ambassador, which emerged at the' end of the nineteenth 
century: such journalists present themselves as simple witnesses, but wit
nesses legitimated by an entire community, as singular but mandatedahd 
justified observers. Thus, the gaze of the journalist says T and ‘we’ at the 
same time.

This figure of the witness-ambassador was undoubtedly the favoured 
figure of the popular journalism of the second half of the nineteenth 
century. One sign of this is the repeated presence of the T in the jour
nalistic writing of that period, even though, as we have seen, it was then 
that the desire to offer only the ‘facts’, independently of the journalist’s 
opinion, emerged. This is a paradox, in which the effacement of the 
subject in the name of ‘factuality’ was very far from involving the com
plete disappearance of the ‘I’. The paradox was resolved by the ‘naive 
empiricism’ evoked by Schudson: the T was not suspect as long as.he 
lethis feelings speak and did not allow opinions (‘I think that . . .’) tp_ 
interfere with lived experience (T see’). It is the belief in the possibility 
of separating these two orders, of feelings and of opinion, the eye that 
‘receives’ and the voice that ‘expresses’, that underpinned this ‘naive 
empiricism’ - one might also speak of a (sensualist positivism!- and which 
justified trust in the reporter. Because the reporters do not discourse, 
but tell what they see, their ‘I’, anchored in their feelings, is not an 
impediment but potentially ‘collective’. However, this ‘sensualism’, this 
confidence in the senses as an instrument of truth, seems, in this century 
of the birth of reporrons, m he sustained by something quite different: 
that is, by the impression that these particular journalists represent us 
especially well, that they are perfect incarnations of the average Joe 
Public^ If they are our ambassadors, it is not simply because they are 
bodies^ ruled by their feelings, tied to their ‘I see’; it is because they are 
so very much us. Indeed, this is why their bodies feel as ours do and why 
their eyes are potentially the eyes of all of us.

It was the first reporters themselves who kept reminding us of these 
‘certainties’ and using them in their writing. In their very way of seeing, 
rhey needed Ta spa I rho pact which hound them tOJhempublic. so as to 
perpetuate the unifying power of their gaze. This is why the ‘I’ is 
omnipresent in the writing of nineteenth-century reporters; they are 
forever legitimating themselves, setting out their mandate as ‘pur’ 
ambassador. This is particularly clear, for example, in the work of James3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Gordon Bennett. Take this page which provided the New York Herald 
with its first popular success, in connection with a news item, the murder 
of a prostitute, Helen Jewett, by a young man called Robinson. Bennett, 
who had conducted the investigation for the Herald^ constantly puts 
himself into his reporting:

I knocked at the door. A Police Officer opened it, stealthily. I told him who 
I was. ‘Mr B., you can enter,’ said he with great politeness. The crowds 
rushed from behind seeking also an entrance.
‘No more comes in’, said the Police Officer.
‘Why do you let that man in?’, asked one of the crowd.
‘He is an editor - he is on public dut/.57

As we see, the pact between the journalist and his public is constantly 
referred to, and the bringing together behind the reporter is shown lit
erally (‘The crowds rushed from behind’; the journalist is ‘on public 

I dut/). The ‘I’ can - even must - be omnipresent because it is, in a way, 
rcollective’, full of ‘us’, and the embodiment of the public.

The paradox of this technique is that the integrating process operates 
not against the expression of an ‘I’, but through it. The description of 
the crime scene in the report just quoted is marked by Bennett’s con
stant references to his own presence. The use of the first person singu
lar is all-pervasive at a time when reporters, as we saw above, were asked 
not to express their personal opinions. In reality, if opinions were forbid- 
den, were, in contrast, essential. It was they that authenticated 
the collectively acceptable ‘facts’, and they were the paradoxical instru- 

. ment of objectification, the mediation between T and ‘us’. This sensu
alist positivism is unrelated, therefore, to the ideal of aperspectival 
objectivity which abhors subjectivity. It retained, in a sense, a foot in the 
positivism of the nineteenth century (it claimed to address facts thathad 
a validity beyond the smgularity of the perspective within which they 
emerged) while giving it a particular coloration, which was a conse
quence of this penchant for sensory experience, and this confidence in 
the feelings as a way of getting at the ‘facts’.

That this technique, dear to the reporting of the nineteenth century, 
should still be in favour is perhaps more surprising. Yet even television 
journalism seems often to resort to the figure of the witness-ambas
sador, relying much less than tends1 to be assumed on the impersonal, 
‘technical’ character of the televisual image. The French TV pro
grammes that cover major international events or practise ‘investigative 
reporting’ (such as ‘Zone Interdite’ (Forbidden Zones) or ‘Envoyé 
spécial’ (Special Correspondent)) revert to it with increasingfrequency: 
after showing a ‘story’, they invite in to the television studio the.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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reporter, that is, the voice that had spoken but not been seen during the 
‘news’ section, the face that had been there, behind the camera. The 
presenter then asks the reporter to explain the circumstances in which 
he met the persons concerned, what he knows about what has happened 
to them since the date of the programme, and so on. The itinerary and 
the personal perspective of the observer, far from being erased, are 
deliberately displayed.

What these quality programmes seem to be trying to do by this prac
tice is to compensate for certain characteristics of ordinary television 
journalism. Perhaps influenced by a belief in the importance of a ‘view 
from nowhere’, the latter tends to juggle with multiple, scattered gazes; 
it is quite common for the ‘topics’ presented on television to consist-of 
pictures from a variety of sources, often drawn from image banks, and 
frequently edited, often by a succession of different people. This does 
not necessarily prevent the re-formulation, on each occasion, of an 
‘angle’, as it is called in the profession, clearly structuring the journalis
tic approach, but it needs to be recognized that it tends to encourage a 
rather ‘de-structured’ visual ‘product’. It seems to me significant, there- 
fore, that some of the reporting that is called investigative tries, in con
trast, to restore a presence (in fact, that of a narrator), that is? to show a 
face or an T behind the ‘.technical’ gaze; it is as.if the televisual filming 
and editing needs to be rethought as the expression of an anchored gaze, 
a point of view, in fact, as a piece of writing. Such initiatives suggest, at 
all events, that we should reject.the idea of a gulf separating the written 
and the televisual media; irrespective of the type of media, the question 
remains how best to gain the benefits of being anchored in an T, an eye
witness or a first-person narrator. _

More than a century after the first reporters, much written reporting, 
too, continues to experiment with .different forms of the figure of the 
witness-ambassador. The techniques have’not, perhaps, changed all that 
much. The wrinngof the French journalist Edwy Plenel is a good example. 
In his appeal to fight the ‘battle of secrecy’,5* and flush out the truth in the 
‘forbidden territories’ of government,59 Plenel even uses the word ‘revela
tion’ to describe the journalistic process. The concern for objectification 
could hardly be clearer, implying a desire to unify differently from the arti
ficial way which suits the powers that be. He writes: ‘To restore dissenting 
information against the fait accompli, the intractable liberty of the former 
against the sweet tyranny of the latter. To restore news which is meaning
ful against the communiqué which says nothing. The revelation which dis
turbs against the communication which is convenient.’60 Here, it is ‘ouri 
gaze which is invoked against the words of a few. We are back with the 
‘It Shines for All’ of the old NewYork Sun-, that is, the combination of the 
themes of unifying and visibility. It is in the interest only of a few to leave 
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die ‘hidden’ where it is, behind the scenes; to make people see is to be 
the-ambassador of the ‘we’, who are many, against this small group.

As with, the reporters of the nineteenth century, Plenel’s writing is char- 
acterizedby an omnipresent T. The figure of the witness-ambassador, of 
the unifying ‘I’, permeates his 'style, for example in his book of 1992 on 
the Mirterand presidency, in which the use of such a figure is most 
obvious: frequent self-legitimation, the insistent reminder that the T sees 
in all our names and reveals for all of us, in fact is a ‘we’. Thus, in the pas
sages in which Plenel emphasizes his fellow feeling with all those 
guardians of the truth forced into silence by the authorities, he speaks at 
length about himself and his own feelings in the face of the situations he 
describes. These effusions, which may at first sight seem like digressions, 
are actually an essential component of the text. By this means, Plenel, a 
man moved by injustice, a person like us, with the heart and the values of 
the ‘citizen’, presents himself as worthy to be our representative, worthy 
to be the witness in whom we put our trust. See, for example, how he jus
tifies his attitude towards Bernard Jégat, a witness whose decision to 
speak out got him into serious difficulties:

As a result, he held a grudge against me — and still does. On that October 
evening in 1985,1 strongly advised him to go to the judge, the only effective 
protection. I even left him little choice: we now knew his story, we were 
going to publish it, and at the very most we might wait for his hearing 
before the magistrate. Purists will say that I overstepped the mark, crossed 
the white line that separates the spectator from the actor. They probably 
believe that an impenetrable barrier can be erected between the journalist 
and the citizen. If by any chance it exists, this disinterested journalism, 
bloodless and dispassionate, is an education in cynicism. One is entitled to 
prefer the ‘right of follow-up’ invoked in the 1920s by Albert Londres at 
the end of his investigations, harassing ministers and governments, calling 
on them to halt the injustices he had witnessed.61

Plenel pretends to be on the defensive, responding to those for whom 
the individual citizen should keep out of the journalistic gaze, but his 
response is actually a decisive and an ‘offensive’ moment in his book, 
appearing towards the beginning. Far from saying ‘I am, in spite of 
everything, a journalist’, he makes his personal attachment to certain 
values the very keystone of his journalistic legitimacy. You see, he seems 
to be saying, I share the generally accepted sense of what is right, hence 
I am the legitimate witness, the one who sees and speaks on behalf of us 
jail; and he also seeks a typical journalistic model in the unifying figure 
I of the witness-ambassador Albert Londres.62

In fact, this figure of the witness-ambassador makes it essential to speak 
of oneself, of one’s body and one’s passion; it is part of the technique, 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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which is based on a labour of self-legitimation. This can take subtle 
forms: the journalist makes a pretence of having a singularly devious 
spirit - with the express intention of showing that this is the very thing 
he has not, rather that he is, in fact, absolutely ‘straight’, that he is like 
‘us’ and not like ‘them’ (those in power). Take, for example, ibis brief 
observation in the part of his book that ends his account of various 
events: ‘Only troublemakers, of which I am one, can still see this as a 
matter of cause and effect,’63 an observation which means, of course, ‘If 
I am a troublemaker, aren’t we all?’ He is not trying to eliminate the T, 
but rather to make it a constant presence, justified and legitimated by a 
tacit pact with the public. In the affair of the alleged Irish ‘terrorists’ of 
Vincennes, in 1982, the ‘I’ incarnates simple, united, generous human
ity, all of ‘us’, contemplating a Socialist government on the road to nun: 
‘I might as well admit it,’ wrote Plenel:

■ I do not think I succeeded in saving the left in this débâcle which swept away 
Jean-Michel Beau, victim of the injustice of a Socialist government. The 
■worst of injustices for a soldier: that inflicted on you by your weapon, your 
family, your brothers; that in which everything gets confused, loyalty and 
liberty, principles and duty; that in which everything falls to pieces. In die 
days that followed the confessions of Pierre Caudan, when the ground 
opened up under his feet, when Prouteau and Barril no longer answered 
his calls, Beau went into a depression. He came out of it by choosing to 
fight. 1 have seen this big, authoritarian man break down, contemplate the 
worst follies, fall into despair. I have tried, often, to rebuild his morale by 
suggesting to him that his misadventure was a blessing, that it had taught 
him more about life than twenty-six years of obedience and discipline.
I would probably have made a good confessor.64

There .is no embarrassment here in saying ‘I’, rather a happy insistence, 
because the ‘I’ is here collective, appointed as ‘our’ ambassador by the 
writing itself.

The ‘I’ need not always be so prominent;‘of course, for it to be present. 
The figure of the witness-ambassador can take many forms; all it needs is 
for the journalist to pose as representative of the public, as ‘our’ represen
tative. Interviewers in the media in general frequently resort to this tech
nique, seeking to convey the impression that they are posing ow* questions, 
and that it is this that gives them their legitimacy. The consequence is the 
familiar and symmetrical response of the interviewee in difficulty, who 
casts the journalist in the role of a ‘biased’, singular interrogator, who is not 
really representing the ‘public’ as he or she should. It is a characteristic of 
the figure of the witness-ambassador that he serve as the focus of the uni
fication, that is, the reporter himself or herself, the T; but this can be done 
in many ways, which takes us back to the many ways there are ofMwzjÿzwg;3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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This figure of the wimess-ambassador points, therefore, to the need for 
a nuanced discussion of this process of unifying. It is not enough to 
reject, en bloc and with contempt, a method that is not, in fact, a single 
process, but takes many forms. It is mistaken, in particular, to see the 
journalistic process of unifying as implying a smoothing over of all the 
conflicts, in this unified community. Witness-ambassadors, who set 
themselves up as the centre of the community and who, in so doing, 
define this centre, open_a latent debate about "our* identity. In many 
cases - including the most combative pages of modem journalism - this 
debate about identity involves putting his* zo the test: the journalists, by 
their gaze, introduce something which questions ‘our’ identity and 
which sets off a conflict around this very identity; it is through the pre- 
jsentation of this conflict that they reaffirm the centre. The unification is 
lachieved, therefore, both in and through a test.

It is this process of unifying in and through a test that I wish to discuss 
in this book. What sort of tests are the journalists who choose to be 
witness-ambassadors able to inflict on the community, simply by deploy- 
ing their own gaze? And what sorts of conflict can take place within this 
process of bringing the public together?

These questions suggest that we should focus our attention on the 
best, or at least the most interesting, products of the j ournalistic process 
of unifying. But is this to rehabilitate this unifying journalism, the most 
common and dominant journalism, yet criticized on all sides? I would 
prefer to speak not of rehabilitation but of a desire to take it seriously, a 
desire at last to study with care the history of a journalism that is often 
misunderstood, a journalism in which even the dominant forms involve 

(more complex processes than is generally believed, and.a journalism that 
is vital for our modern democracies, one that combines the desire to 
unify with that to inject conflict.

2. Journalisms that decentre: acts of daring, difficulties 
and pitfalls

The dilemma of the decentring journalist

Unifying journalisms are not necessarily strangers to conflict, therefore; 
they often base themselves on it, and then construct, .the ‘centre* of 
the commun inUwe-means of a conflict shown through the gaze of the 
reporter. Nevertheless, we are entitled to remain sceptical about the 
nature of the conflicts which this journalistic process is capable of reveal
ing and exposing. They are, by definition, conflicts which lead back to 
the centre and which, at the end of the day, make their readers feel the 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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identity of a ‘we’. Without despising this type of approach, one may wish 
to engage in a more radical resistance to all those gazes which, in the 
history of journalism, bind together and rebind the political community.

This brings us to the figure of the journalist who decentres. 
Decentring journalists seek to make the public which ‘receives’ their 
gaze feel something very different, something deeply disturbing to the 
‘we’; not just a bone of contention by means of which the community 
ultimately reconstructs itself, but an, otherness liable to dissolve the 
‘wed something which says to it: you hardly exist as a constituted or 
a to-be-constituted ‘we’; the *we’ that you are, or think you are, is 
undone.

In contrast to the unifying journalisms, which are the dominant jour
nalisms and easy to identify in history, the decentring journalists are 
resistance fighters who have to be tracked down, often on frontiers: for 
example, that between journalism and literature. The ‘decentnng’ is 
always, first, an attempt, an experiment. It lacks the triumphant aura of 
the unifiers. It takes shape gradually, opens up unexplored avenues and 
runs into difficulties. This is because it has a profoundly paradoxical 
dimension, which explains the failures it sometimes encounters, the risks 
of being blown off course by which it is constantly threatened, and the 
despair it often induces in those who attempt it.

To understand this paradoxical dimension, let me begin with an anec
dote I was told by a journalist who was for a long time correspondent of 
Le Monde in China. When we met, in March 1999, this journalist, 
Francis Déron, made the following observation: ‘What is fascinating 
about China is that you are faced with the radical other.’ The job of the 
correspondent, he went on, writing for a French public, was to make 
them see this otherness, while respecting it as far as possible; confronted 
like this with the ‘other*, readers see their own cultural particularity, its_ 
relativity, and have their stereotypes challenged.,

'Described in this way, this journalistic method is very close to what I 
call ‘decentring’. As we see, the relationship with the public is here very 
different from that characterizing the unifying figure of the witness
ambassador. The latter is as if /mahdâtëd/by the public: the witness
ambassador is ‘ouri representative. Here, in contrast, the journalists set 
themselves apart from ‘us’ from the outset, so that they can address us 
as ‘you’. They say to their readers: what 1 see is precisely what you do 
not see and probably cannot easily see, so profoundly does it challenge 
your usual categories; it is because I exclude myself from you, and 
because I am not like you, that I see. Admittedly, I make you see some
thing, so you can say ‘we see something together’, but this collective 
spectacle is intended to point out the limitations of your usual ‘seeing’.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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I sow confusion in your ‘we*, far from constituting or reconstituting it; I 
'undo’ you, and perhaps I am in this way going to change you.

This implies that the gaze offered to ‘us’ confronts us with a ‘non-us’, 
an ‘other’; unlike the unifying journalisms for which the representation 
of an adversity makes it possible to unify and rebind his’, this 'other* aims 
to destroy the ‘us/non-us’ frontier itself. Decentring journalists put 
themselves in a position of ‘non-belonging* to ‘us* in order to provoke a 
conflict which touches on the collective idennry;'^thxrr^^nfrom ‘us’ by 
means of anexteriority-othemess, and in this way undo us.

The decentring gaze is therefore a gaze which, as well as what it looks 
at, looks at us> and in a very different way from that of the simple appeal 
or putting to the test which characterize the unifying journalisms. In this 
case, the gaze interrogates to the point of inducing a crisis in the very 
person who looks through it; the public is as if overwhelmed by its own 
spectacle, because there is something in the spectacle which looks at it.

During our meeting, Déron described a scene which reveals all the 
difficulty - and perhaps, the impossibility - of this process of decenrring. 
One day, when he was covering the conflicts on the frontier between 
Laos and Thailand, he questioned a Laotian survivor of a Thai camp. 
He was trying to get at his experience, his own singular view of the 
sufferings he had experienced. The Laotian described all the horrors he 
had endured. Déron then asked him the following question (perhaps a 
peculiarly Western question): ‘What, in the end, was hardest for you?* 
To his amazement, the man replied: ‘It was the fact that there were evil 
spirits in the camps.’ Of all the tortures and privations he had endured, 
it was this idea of ‘evil spirits’, obscure to a Westerner, which the Laotian 
finally chose as the mark of absolute horror.

The Western ‘decentring* journalist, determined to confront his 
readers with an otherness presented as such, is expected to report what 
is said to him- But can a remark like this make any sense to a Western 
reader? Is this not of a degree of remoteness that signals the end of all 
understanding? The otherness here seems so extreme as to be beyond 
any possible connection with such a reader. Quoted without comment, 
the words of the Laotian risk appearing so strange, so ‘other’, that they 
would, in the end, no longer decentre. But if the journalist translates 
them, or omits them, so as to expose sufferings more accessible to a 
Western public, is he really going to decentre this public? Will this trans
lation or selection not amount, in fact, to taming the otherness to the 
point where it will, in a sense, be betrayed? It would then be a false oth
erness, a tamed and therefore denatured otherness that would ‘décen
tre’, and the decentring would be a shabby and dishonest decentring.

This anecdote, through which a journalist described the difficulties 
inherent in his trade as correspondent in a foreign - very foreign, by his 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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own admission - country, neatly encapsulates the problem inherent in 
the journalistic process of decentring. Perhaps we should speak of a con
tradiction: there would seem to be a contradiction between the aim of 
rhe decentring proper - to confront ‘us’ with an ‘other* which describes 
and reveals us as a ‘you’ - and the possibility of achieving it - that the 
‘other’ is not, in fact, wholly other, that is, that it remains., in theJast 
analysis, connected to us. The decentring journalist has to make ‘us’ 
have the experience of something which breaks with us, but this can only 
happen if not every link with ‘us’ is cut.

Making us see otherness and connecting it to us

This paradox might be called the paradox of the rupture and the Jink. It 
is the cause of the trials and tribulations which, as we will see, haunt the 
journalisms of decentring: should they try to, show a radical otherness, 
at the risk that it will no longer have any meaning for their readers, and 
thattiKe^ readers wifi? ultimately, be little affected, not ‘decentred’ âtâÜ? 
Or should they, on the contrary, resign themselves to taming the other
ness so as to make it have an effect, make it truly ‘decentring’; can it .. 
really, _however, in that case, be said, to ‘decentre’, since, in a way, a 
tamed otherness means that a confrontation has been avoided with what 
is at the furthest_p-OSsibLe...point from the ‘centre’? „

How can decentring journalists overcome this difficulty, which is 
inherent in their method? This is the question that will guide our discus
sion. It is one that will, I believe, enable us to appreciate the most impor
tant issues in those movements which, in the history of journalism, have 
tried to resist the dominant journalism. The most significant of these is 
certainly the movement of the 1960s known as the New Journalism, in 
the UmtecTStates. Another journalistic project which may be seen as an 
attempt at decentring is that of the French daily newspaper Libération, in 
the 1970s, a project which was also much more concerned to explain 
itself and which often referred to the ‘New Journalism’ in this context..

My question will make it possible to show the pitfalls encountered by 
these different journalistic movements. One example is that of the temp
tation for decentring journalists to pose as travellers. within otherness: 
they navigate among ‘other’ points of view; they merge their gaze into 

. this multiplicity of other points of view and re-create them for the ‘us’ 
they address (‘look at these others . . But if it is so easy, is this not, 
perhaps, a sign that they have failed to penetrate a real otherness? If 
‘communication’ between ‘them’ and ‘us’ is so easy, if all that is needed 
is a travelling journalist to get-agoesg. m frhem\-ie^hie-nnT.:r^ft^ 
because ‘the/ are being falsely portrayed, domesticated by a gaze which 
is obsessed by the need to communicate?3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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This decentring journalist, a triumphant traveller within a misrepre
sented otherness, succumbs to what might be called the tomotatiqn-of 
ubiquity. As we will see, the way in which Tom Wolfe defines the New 
Journalism project provides an excellent example of this temptation, par
ticularly when he compares the ‘New Journalist’ to a chameleon, capable 
of navigating within the multiplicity of points of view and, by re-creating 
them, showing a generalized conflict. But it can be argued that this leads, 
in the end, to a rather bland representation of the sphere of points of 
view, revealing a difficulty in grasping the depth of the conflicts and the 
misunderstandings, the power of the ‘incommunicable’.

Other temptations lie in wait for decentring journalists: for example, 
that of seeing themselves as the witness-ambassadors of the dominated, 

,,hence of creating a new ‘we’, against the ‘we’ of the dominant. This 
temptation to unify the dominated was felt in the early years of the French 
jdaily newspaper Libération.

In essence, and this is a point to which I will return, the risks inherent 
in the decentring method correspond to deviations into forms of. . . 
unifying. The temptation of ubiquity canfeatir to sonreihmg daserro uni
fying everybody, in a bland representation of the sphere of points of view; 
in the end, a ‘we’ re-forms, more inclusive than ever. The temptation to 
merge the dominated into a ‘we’, on the"diher hand, leads to the inven- 

| tion of a new community, unified in the gaze of the journalist, who then 
' becomes the witness-ambassador of the dominated rather than the 

* décentrer of the dominant.
Of course, puFlbaldly like this, these risks seem rather abstract and 

intangible. But a closer examination of these key moments in decentring 
journalism will give substance to these initial claims and demonstrate the 
intrinsic difficulties of the attempt to decentre. In this case, also, as for 
the unifying journalisms, it will be useful to identify several different 
forms of this journalistic process, which will help us to grasp the issues 
and the pitfalls of decentring by means of concrete examples.

But the archetypal figure of the decentring journalist, in a way key 
point of reference for all who decentre, probably cannot emerge at the 
beginning of our discussion, because it can only be a synthesis of 
attempts made, of failed bold moves, and of trial and error. It is relatively 
easy to define, at the outset, the archetypal features of the unifying figure 
of the witness-ambassador, because this figure emerges so clearly in the 
history of journalism, even if we then have to describe its variant forms. 
As soon as we turn our attention to those who decentre, however, we 
have to uncover buried actions and hesitant and complex initiatives 
before reaching a position from which we can gradually define the arche
typal figure who, far from overcoming these hesitations and difficulties, 
synthesizes and reflects them.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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We cannot, therefore, study the decentring journalists in the same 
way as the unifying journalists. Nevertheless, it is this twofold approach, 
each with its own logic, that will structure my book. We will travel 
through the history of journalism, pausing to examine some particularly 
significant approaches that help us to understand the two journalistic 
approaches of unifying and decentring. My aim is to define universal 
figures in modem journalism, so enabling us to reflect concretely on the 
roles it is called on to play in our democratic societies.
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OCHTEND-EDITIE.'

Onze Prijsvraag.
* Het jaar 1901 zal voor om Vorstenhufo 
to voor Nederland een jaar zijn van groote 
beteekenis Dan toch zal H. M. ooze Ko- 
ningin in bet huwelijk tredea met Hertog 
Hendrik van Mecklenburg.

Reeds nu komen uit verachillende plaat- 
Ben van het land berichten omirent voor- 
bereidende maatregelen voor een groot- 
»che feestviering. De gemeenteraden zul- 
len bijdragen verstrekken, particulieren 
««11^ inzamelingen houden •— ailes wijst 
crop, dat wij een inderdaad schoon feest 
tegemoet gaan.

Tot die algemeene vreugde willen 00k 
wij meêwerken. Wij meenen dat niet be- 
ter te kunnen doen, dan door te trachten 
in een leemte te voorzien, die zich op na
tionale feestdagen zeer sterk doet gevoe- 
leni een populair lied voor de straat, dat 
Sal moeten vervangen de onmogelijke 
deunax waartoe na een blijgeestig ge- 
Rtemde menigte gewoon is haar toevlucht 
te nemen.

Zooals wjj in een vorig nommer mede- 
Beelden, wenschen wij, om zulk een bed 
te verkrijgen, een prijsvraag uit te schnj- 
ven en, ingevolge ooze belofte, deelen 
wij daaromtrent thana nadere bijzooder- 
heden medet

Art L De prijsvraag heeft ten doel 
het verkrijgen van een populair lied van 
goede, maar eenvoudige «trekking, op een 
wija, die gemakkelijk nagezongen kan 
worden.

A r t IL De prijsvraag wordt gesplitst 
in twee afdeelingent een letterlrandige en 
•en muzikale.

Art 11L Tot deelneming wordt ieder 
toegelaten. Ieder deelnemer mag echter 
niet meer dan één gedicht of één compo- 
aitie mzenden.

Art IV. Betreffende bet aantal re- 
gels of coupletten van het lied worden 
gaen bepalingen gemaakt

Art V. Allé inzendingen moeten in 
triplo geschieden en vergezeld gaan van 
een gesWen en verzegelde enveloppe, 
waarin naam en woonplaata van den inxcn- 
Mer zijn opgegeven.

Elke enveloppe moet voorzien zijn van 
Ren motto of spreuk, die tevens herhaald 
moet worden coder aan bet gedicht of de 
UCDpoutie.

Inzending en motto mogen niet ge
ldurven zijn met het handschrift van den 
fawnAw.

Art VL Met het muzikale gedeelte 
Her prijsvraag zal eerst een aanvang ge- 
maakt worden, als het letterkundige ge
deelte is afgeloopen en het bekroonde ge 
dicht bekend gemaakt.

Art VIL Inzendingen moeten franco 
gericht worden aan de Directie van »De 
TelegraaTi Kahrerstraat 44-46, Amster- 
dam.

Die, betrekking hebbende op het letter
kundige gedeelte, moeten v66r 15 Decem
ber 1900 ingezonden worden; die, be
trekking hebbende op het muzikale ge
deelte, v66r 15 Januari 1901.

Op elke inzending moet buiten op dui- 
delijk vermeld staan: Prijsvraag. 
Dagblad „De Telegraaf”.

Art V11L Als prijzen worden nitge- 
loofdi 
, Voor het beste gedicht.......... « 'f 500 
1 Voor de beste compositie........ „ 500 
* Art IX. De beoordeeling der inge- 
komen letterkundige bijdragen zal plaats 
hebben door een Jury, bestaande uit de 
heeren Prof. Dr. Jan ten Brink, te Lei
den; Mr. M. G. L van Loghem (Fiore 
della Neve), te Amsterdam, en J. Stam- 
perius, voorzitter van de Vereeniging tot 
Verbetering van den Volkszang, te Am
sterdam; de beoordeeling der ingekomen 
muzikale bijdragen door een Jury, be
staande uit de heeren Ant Averkam^ te 
Amsterdam, G. A. Heinze, Muiderbenr en 
Mr. H. Viotta, te *s Gravenhagei

Art X De Jury-leden mogen in geen 
Ber beide afdeelingen mededingea

Art XL Elke inzender wordt geacht 
kkh te onderwerpen aan deze voorwaar- 
dzn en de aitipraken der Jury.

Art XI L Inzendingen worden niet 
teruggezonden, zij blijven het eigendom 
Van WD« Telegraaf’. De niet bekroonde 
fetzenders à de m afdeeling verbinA^ 
Bich hunne inzendingen niet door den druk 
ie verspreiden.

De naambriefjes der niet bekroonde 
tezendingen sullen oogeopend vernictigd 
Worden.

Art X11L De uitslag van het letter
kundige gedeelte tai ommddellijk na de 
beoordeeling gepubliceerd warden in *De 
Telegraaf' en nDe Courant".

De bekroonden voor beide gededten 
Bullen onmiddellijk na den uitslag w-hrif- 
telijk mededeeling van d« bun toegeken- 
de ondencheiding ontvangen.

Zoo spoedig mogeliik na 1J Januari 
*1901 zal het geheelc bekroonde volkslied 
fa „De Telegraaf’ afgedrukt worden.

Art XIV. Eenige duizenden exem- 
plaren van het lied sullen ter beschikking 
gesteld warden van hoofden van scholen 
m one land. In overieg met de Vereeniging 
tet Verbetarug vaa den Volkszang sal het 

lied voorts op zoo ruim mogelijke schaal 
worden verspreid. .

BUITENLAND.
ALGEMEEN OVERZICHT.

Heden zal de President der Zuid-Afri- 
kaansche Republiek, die aller achting ver* 
wekt heeft de grijsaard, die zooveel leed 
reeds geleden heeft, op Europeeschen bo- 
dem aan land stappen. Door de guerilla 
genoodzaakt zijn vaderland te verlaten, 
omdat hij door zijn hoogen ouderdom niet 
meer in staat is, de snelle bewegingen der 
kleine commando’s te volgen, waar het af 
en toe noodzakelijk is, overhaast tepaard 
terug te trekken, om dra elders weêr op 
te dagen, heeft de grijze President toege- 
geven aan de smeekbeden zijner landge- 
nooten, zich van het gevechtsterrein te 
verwijderen, en is hij nu op weg, om een 
poging te doen,bij de mogendheden aan 
te dnngen, om haar stem te doen hooren, 
om interventie te verkrijgen, om een einde 
te maken aan den moorddaxhgen, roof- 
zuchtigen strijd, die gevoerd wordt in de 
Zuid-Afrikaansche Republieken.

Veel heeft de grijze Staatspresident niet 
aan zijn leven gehad. Reeds vroeg moest 
hij als jongehng medetrekken met de Boe- 
ren, die door Britsche dwingelancfij ver
dreven werden uit de Kaapkolonie. Steeds 
meer naar het Noorden moest worden ge- 
trokken over de bijna onbegaanbare Dra- 
kensbergen, toen 00k in Natal de Engel- 
schen de afstammelingen van Hollanders 
en Hugenoten vervolgden. Met opof
fering van velen, die hun dierbaar waren, 
werd eindelijk in de Transvaal eet* plek 
veroverd op de wreede Kaffers, om nu 
rustig zich neder te zetten. Gevechten 
werden geleverd met de Zoeloes en an- 
dere stammen, t • bescherming van de 
vreedzame Makatee^en, en eindelijk was 
men aangekomen in het Eden, — zoo 
dacht men. Maar het durde niet lang. De 
aasvogels — de Engelscben —, die de 
voortrekken steeds achtervolgden, ont- 
dekten, dat Transvaal een vruchtbaar land 
was, dat er in den Oranje-Vrijstaat dia
mante» gevonden werden, en toen, toen 
meenden zij, dat het tijd was, hiervan 
partij te trekken. Zij naastten de mij- 
nen — men kent de geschiedenis — en 
toen later goud ontdekt werd in de Zuid- 
Afrikaansche Republiek, toen in Pelgrims- 
rust en later in het Barberton-distnct, op 
de Kaapsche Hoop, het goud in den 
schoot der aarde werd gevonden, en het 
later, in 1885, bleek, dat bij den Witwa- 
tersrand veel goud in riffen was, was het 
een uitgemaakte zaak, daar bezit van te 
nemex

De annexatie van 1877 had plaats ge
had, de vrijbeidsoorlog van i88> was ge- 
streden, conventies waren opgeateld en 
weêr veranderd, ten voordeele der Repu
bliek, maar een andere geest kwam in En- 
geland aan het woord, een ander mimste- 
rie, dat meer voordeel meende te kunnen 
behalen uit de schatten, die in Afrika’s 
schoot verborgen waren, kwam aan het 
bewind.

Aan intrigeeren geen gebrek. Alles was 
er op gericht, om Zuid-Afrika tot een oor- 
log te dwingen, en dit is aan Chamber
lain, Rhodes, c.3. al te goed gelukt. De 
ooriog brak uit en sedert meer dan een 
jaar wordt hij met groote verwoedheid 
voortgezet Zonder dat het einde te voor
zien ia Geen der beide partijen wil toe- 
geven. De Boeren zijn vastbesloten tot ’t 
uiterste te stridden; de Engelscben moe
ten, om hun prestige niet prijs te geven, 
door blijven stnjden. Wat zsil het einde 
zijn ?

De oude President zal heden den voet 
zetten op Fransch groodgebied. Hij zal 
daar feesteiijk worden ontvangen, iedere 
Franschman is begaan met het harde lot 
der Boeren. Ieder doet zijn best, den hoo- 
gen gast zoo luisterrijk mogelijk te ont- 
vangen, met gepasten eerbied, die door 
de omstandigheden wordt geboden. Maar 
het is toch een historisch feit, dat opge- 
teekend zal worden in de annalen, het be- 
zoek van den ouden Staatspresident, die 
jarenlang met groote diplomatieke be- 
kwaamheid gestreden heeft tegen den oor
iog, die toch eenmaal moest uitbreken, op 
aandrang van de financiers, die belang bij 
de goudmijnen hebben, die het Engelsch 
ministerie in hun macht hebben, die Cham
berlain ale aan een keten rondvoeren 
waarheen zij willen, omdat hij medeplich- 
tig is.

PRESIDENT KRUGER IN EUROPA
(For onwn ParÿfeAsn CsnwpondBnt.)

AfararilU, Zondagavond.
Zoadagmcrgen te half tien verlrekt gQ 

van hat Gars de Lyon te Parija, Zondsg- 
•Tond te hall alf sit gÿ reads rustig eu 
penssiM vermoaid in eau modern Ingarioht 
Rôtaualoa eu gty habt moaita, u voor te 
Italian, dat gij aoo grooten a/atand habt sf- 
galagd fa aoo kortan ttyd.

Da moderne wijæ van niaao heeft op hat 
tra aoi Perna—Marseille vu do baroamdo 
Parls-Lyoa-Moditorrannéo-lÿn wel haar top-

wueikt. Da gemakkelfjka^ gerieflijk 
ugenohle harmonica- wageoa, de raotauratl^ 
wagen met sfjn uilmunlenda keukao act 
uitatekeadea w||nkaldot, het diaer-reclatna,

.ST U Lyo* ““ 1 k<“ koopan,
de dekeu an kueaeutjae, die men a Uyao 
ITT** ’•rt<*di*g te braikleea geeri, de 
"*** vaeren vu da wagene, vaardoor bat 

eehndden an ecbokken tot op een minimum 
varminderd wordt, maken, dat aan raie vu 
ruim twaalf uur in desalfde conpd sei fa 
voor zieken weinlg bezwaren heeft. En sie 
ken raisea dikwijle dit treject, wuneer 
in 'tsaobta Zuidan heratel vu geeondbeid 
of verxachting banner kwalen gaan zoekan.

Tegen negen uur kwam ik au het nog 
in aubouw sijnda Gare de Lyon to Parijs 
aan. Dit station is gebouwd in desalfde soort 
stql ale het kleine en hot groote palais op 
do woreldtentooDBtelling, styl die men don 
style- Loubet genoemd heeft, wellicht omdat 
sjj iota dubbablachtigs heeft, juist ala bet 
tegen woordig prosideuuchap.

Au hat station barondos doh reeds dr. 
Loyds, de boor G. J. Bolmu, particulier 
oecrotarie vu dr. Loyda, benorena ou drie- 
tai ^odarland*cbo heeren, die dr. Lay do or 
agn eocrotario uitgohido deden

Hot toeral wildo, dat m$no ooupfi gronsdo 
au de ooupé, die dr Leydo en de beer 
Bolmu incamen. Hot compartiment vu 
dr Loyda was gereaerreerd voor ham en syn 
socretaris alleon. loan de train rich in he- 
waging geàtold had Uep ik, daar de 
regenlucht on do grijio afear vu bet Norem- 
borlandscbap wainig autrekkelyko au- 
boden, door don sijgang do voroohillendo 
oompartimentoQ cue langs. Er warm vrÿ 
veel Engelscben in den train, meeat jongelui 
an het vormoaden was niet ongewettigd, dat 
dose Engeiochen tot tank baddon. dr Leyds 
te volgon on hem soovoel mogelijk na te 
gaan.

In bat compartiment, waar ik sat, haddou 
plaata genoman twee bowonera ran Mar
seille an au Franaoha beer an dame, die 
op wag naar Corsika waren. Da hear leed 
au 't poolje. Hij him rich bijna niet be 
wegen, syn roeten waren seer geswolloo an 
sÿn handen waren vol buiten, ooodat men 
hem niet du mot madelÿdou kon unrien. 
Spoedig kwam hot geeprek op preaident 
Kroger on do saak der Boeren Mu voelt 
wel eonige sympathie voor do Boeren on 
voor president Kroger, doch mijn reiege- 
nooten meenden, dat geen mogendbeid Enge 
land sou aandurvon daar het te stark waa.

Tsgen twaalf uur begaf mon rich naar den 
reetauratio-wagen. Dr Loyds on sijn socro- 
taris nameci plaata au het tafoltjo vlak 
naaat my.

Hy bloef niet lang onopgemerkt Da dame 
naaat mÿ rond hem intoreoeut

Ua dat hat snirere HoUudsobe typeT41 
Vroeg ay mÿ. „Zÿa se bÿ p alien soor“

Ik utwoordde, dal men bÿ one toenaehee 
vu am knap en een niet knap voorkomen 
had, an dat dr. Loyds 00k daarin au gun- 
staling vu da forluin was.

Da hear met het poolje goot voor hÿ rijn 
déjeuner begon, een beetjo bruine likenr in 
oon glas on dronk dat op.

„D*t is Cbartreu»*“, saide bd mÿ, Bonder 
dal Ik ’t hem vrotg. Ik lydt MUdaaobc jaar 
au dosa vreaaalÿka siokte, die mÿ selfs ’t 
loop* soo goed ale belet Ik woon op Cor
sika. omdat daar t klimaat goed it voor lÿ- 
dors aan mÿn riokto Ik hob allerlei leefre- 
geis en diéeten gevolgd. die oodert neo jaar 
SrofoMoren en doktari mÿ vooreebrovan. 

let* helpt, eteeds werd mijn riokta arger. 
Toen heeft men mÿ aangeradou Chartreneo 
ta gabruikau, een glaasie vôôr elkeo maaltyd. 
ou eodart fa do dekio In haar voortgug go- 
atuit.

Ik goof don mededeeling, sooals ik haar 
ontsing. Welliobt dat sy meer lÿdan vu 
nut ku sijn

Het déjeuner was ultstokend. En bet wu 
oigenurdig, 1er wijI de train mot groote 
anoiheid dwan door Bourgogno stoomdo on 
men door do groote epiogelruiten tor sijdo 
’1 woganellond landacbap kon rien met do e ion 
groene ludon en au den einder de biau wende 
beuvelksmmen, waarop de wingerd groeit, 
ale oon rooks wisselende panorama’s, te 
drinkou don goudgolen Chablis en dan donk er 
rooden Macon, prodneten su’t landscbap 
dat mu doorsneldL Mur moor 00g dan voor 
bet landicbap bad ik voor dr. Le v de, dio 
■00 dicht bÿ mÿ sat Het waa niai aUean 
de nieuwegierigbaid vu den journalfat, die 
mÿ mÿ self vragan dead, wat in dat hoofd 
op 1 oogenblik omging. Daar vlak bÿ mÿ 
sat do man, die strake doa grÿson president 
sou voorliohten, hem sou kunnen nggen, 
wat sÿn hoop in Europa sou kunnen sijn

Hot la eon aware, ptjnltjke tijd voor dr. 
Loyda. Do dlplomaat, aoolang hij gerogsteund 
wordt door ayu land, rails al is bet klein, 
heeft oon rakero rust, een raker voototuk, 
waarop hij rich plaatwen ku. Helaas, een 
rÿk waartoot allo Europeeecho mogendheden 
bévreord aÿn, sal traobten bom van dst voet- 
stnk af to rukken, aeggond, dat aÿn rÿk niet 
meer bosteat

Ik ovorlegdo. boo Ik bet boot lot een onder- 
houd met dr. Leyds sou komen. Veel ver* 
wachting bad ik or niet van

Twoemaal in mÿn leven bob Ik dr Loyda 
geinterviewd. Eenmaal to Boriijn, kortnadat 
do Dultocbo Keiser aÿn enthusiast telegram 
au president Kruger bad gesonden. Eon 
tweedo maal, voor oenigo maandu in bet 
H led Scribe to Parijs, kort na aankomit 
van hot Truevoalaohe driomansohap al- 
daar. Beide melon soldo dr Leydo, dat hÿ 
niets kon aoggen. Hol interview van een 
dlplomaat fa dan 00k oigonlijk mu ovorbodig 
ding. Het oproekt vu ralf, dat geen diplo
mat lots moor aegt, du hÿ wil kwÿt wo* 
ran on tegen do vragon van om journal'^ 
wel opgewaasu fa, m joist aoo ontwÿkt ala 
bÿ wiL

Toch, na bot déjeuner, begaf ik mÿ near 
doa boor Bolman, partienlfar Boeretaris van 
dr. Loyda, on hem mÿn kaartjo gevond, 
vroeg Ik, of welliobt in bet compartiment 
mÿ ora onderhoud mot dr. Loyda kon woe- 
don toegs-taan.

Do boor Bolman ging 1 dr. Leydo vra
gon en solde mÿ toon, dat dr. Loyda wat 
vormoold waa on Ifavor alleon bleef.

Mag Ik n du oenigo vragon etollonf*

Z0gg0UM.
wIs hot Oskar, dat president Kruger rut

Daaromtrent kaa tk a nfata oeggetL1 

uit blijkt dot Engeland reeds toon gebrek 
un geld had on waardoor tevens do ousÿdip 
hold van Amorika kan vorklaard worden f*

„Ik mag u bioromtront Diets antwoordon."
Nog oenigo vragoa werden op deaolfdo wÿo 

boutwoord, aoodal dit interview, bohalro 
tgeen ik a roods oeindo, weinlg bolugrÿks 
oplevorde.

De beer Bolhufa veraoeht mÿ drfagend, 
niet. all andere ÿournaliston, m»t fan tealeën 
un te sullen wat do workolÿkbeid niet gat 
Dr. Leyds fa tegonovor journalist* soot terng- 
boudond on nismand dio wool, welko groote 
belangen au aÿn aprakeaofawÿgen hangen. 
ial hem dit ravel kunnen duidon. Evenwel 
sÿ mon gowa*reebuwd, oventnMlo tantatefa- 
intervfawa in buitenludocbo bladra voor* 
aiohtig on wan trou wend to loaen. •

To Lyon stope do snellreln tira minutra. 
Ik maakte or gebruik van om oon doos mol 
bet roclauae-dfaec to koopeo. Zoo’n doos 
kost vler franken or mon krÿgt daarvoor 
drio ooorten vleosch, oon halve kip, oon hal«o 
tieoch Bordeaux, ora Heach mineraalwater, 
eon Heschjo kofiio, août, poper, euiker, oon 
etukjo kaa*, ora peer, ora doo* bfacuito on 
eon *tuk choooiada. En om dat alfa* to go- 
bruikon vindt gÿ in do doo* ora glas, ocn 
vork, oea m**, een lepel, twee bordra en 
oon kurkentrekker, *t walk allo* uw eigwn 
dom blijfL Doch al dem voorwerpen aÿn 
van rod*met voorxicn on hierla ait hot go- 
b*im vu dit uilatekendo on goodkoopo 
diner.

Jnl*t had ik In mÿn compartiment plaata 
genomen, toon ik ran vraesolyken gii on 
daarna een awarou bona boorde. Ik aprong 
op^Uiop naar dra corridor on sag toon v66r 
hmromparteDmont ora elegant gokloedjong- 
mraicb liggon. die door oon boroorto ocboen 
getroffon to aÿn. Hÿ wa* jnfat vôôr dodaur 
vu bet compartiment vu dr. Loyda noor* 
gevallen on dr. Loyda on do boor Bolmu 
war* toegooeboten. Wÿ drfaen riohtten den 
xieko op on droegen bom nit don corridor 
naar het hartnonica-portaaiije, waar oenigo 
employe’s vu dra train den xieko overna* 
men, hem uit hot rntnig droegen mop hoi 
perron op den grand noorlogdon, aÿn hoofd 
mot water bettand.

Dr. Leydo waa eenigstins ontetald ratrok 
xioh spoedig in aÿn compartiment terug. Ik 
opporue tegenovat dra how Bolmu hot vw- 
moedon, dat mon hier wellicht mot mq 
simulant to dora had, eon dor Engdocho 
detect! vos, dio op dosa wyes gebruik bad 
gemaakt vu do homauitoit vu dr. Leydo, 
om seif of door udem paptaren te dora 
ontvreemdon. Engeland fa net lud der pick* 

j pocket*. Do how Bolman verrakerdo mÿ, 
I dat noch dr. Loyds, noch hÿ late vermiston. 
L Tom da train oteh ia hewogiag satta, lag 

hat jongmensoh nog op hot perron to Lyon. 
Hÿ ocheen niemud in du train to hobbon, 
dio hom krada.

Tot »cr*a nor ’a avoodo niadon wÿ son* 
dw incident dooc. Toon was bet’t nurvoor 
’I diner on dr Leyds an aÿn eraratari* be- 
garen rich wedw naw het rMtanraiio-rÿtuig. 
Zÿ Helen hun compartiment, wawsan do 
gordynen wino neergelaten,door son beambto 
afriuiten. Na oon half uur vorraato ik oen 
lug how, met bet legioou vu ow In 't 
knoopogaU dat hÿ. op de kniokn liggoad, door 
ora gleufjo onder hot gordyn in het ioegs 
compartiment gluurdo.

Hÿ wae Rfcbtbaw verechrikt toen bÿ mÿ 
uit het naastbÿsÿudo compartiment sag 
komen, dal by voor lodig bad gehouden. 
Vÿf minutes later gluurde ora udw, too 
Engolacbman. door 't kiortjo an maakte 
daarna in oos bookjo auteokraingen, Ik 
goioof, dat sÿ vu half uur tot half uur 
op-chrsTon wat dr. Loyds, voor ooovarricht- 
baar, deed.

Tog* half alf stoomdo de train Marseille 
binnon. in *t hôtel de Noaillo*, «on gedoe 
telÿk nleuw hôtel, waar rood* m«vr. Elo 
logoert,xyn 00k dr. Loyda on sÿn seervtaris 
afge-tapt. Mijn kamw fa op 1 oogenblik in 
den nieuwen vleugel vu ’t gebouw en 1 fa 
voor bedon te laal om nadâra inltohtingon 
in te winnen.

Ik kun u alleen soggra, dat sr hier tien* 
tallra Engelscben syn, die mow vu doteo 
tiros du vu journaliitan hebben.

T KLM O MAMI g M.
Engeland an de Zuld-Afrik. Republlekea. 

De reia van President 
Kruger.

MARSEILLE, 20 Nov. ^Particulier] 
Het aanzien vu 'de stad is tamelijk kalm, 
het weêr is regenachtig. Men versiert een 
weinig den weg, waarlangs de stoetWoens- 
dag gaan zaL Zoowel de bevolking als de 
Fransche journalisten zijn meet spotziek 
dan ernstig geestdriftig. Behalve de hul- 
de, door enkele gemeenten gebracht, zul- 
len de Fransche autoriteiten op hoog be
vel, zich onthouden van eene officieele 
manifestatie. De beer Eloff, die van Dji
bouti, waar hij de nGelderland" verliet, 
om met een ander stoomschip verder te 
gaan, hier aankwam, zegt, dat Pre
sident Kruger qeu volmaakte ge- 
zondheid geniet, en dat hij comid- 
dellijk na zijn aankomst in het salon 
van het hotel Noailles een regeeringsiaac 
zal beleggen met de heeren dr. Leyds, 
Muller, Grobler, Van Trotsenburg en Fi
scher.

De President zal met deelnemen au 
het banket, door het ^Comité d'Indépen
dance Boërs” aangeboden. Hij zal wor
den vertegenwoordigd door dr. Leydo, die 
mnringri ta] zijn door allé vertegenwoor- 
digers der Zuid-AErikaansche Republie- 
ken, behalve den beer Wolmaran* die 
ongesteld in pen Haag fa achtergebleyen.

MARSEILLE, 20 Nov. (RO.) Dt.Hmb- 
Aik Muller, de diplomatieke vertegen- 
woordiger vu den Oruje-Vrijstaat in 
Den Haag, kwam hier gisteravood aan. 
Hij verklaarde, dat er geen quaestie vu 
vast dat President Kruger in Transvaal 
zoa terugkeeren. Men zou dus een woon- 
plaats moeten aoeken voor President Kru
ger, waar hij zich son kunnen vestigen, na 
de diplomatieke beaoekc^ d* ® Porijs

IM tea RÿksfaR,
BERLIJN, 20 Nov. (R.0) In de he

den gehouden sitting vu den Rijksdag 
deelde de rijkskanselier Von Billow me- 
de, waarom graaf Hohenlohe den Rijks
dag niet had biyeengeroepen. Hij leest t 
artikel voor uit de .Freissinger Zeitung" 
van den 4en Juli, waarin het nut vu een 
eventueele bijeenroeping als twijfelachbg 
wordt voorgesteld.

Graaf Von Biilow verklaart, dat hij zelf 
de emstige redenen voor een bijeenroe
ping gevoeld bad ; toen hij echter bet ar
tikel in de wFreissinger" gelezen bad, was 
hij tot een andere meening gekomea 
(Langdurig gelach),

Hij zou in dergelijke gevallen, na de 
thana opgedue ervaringen, anders hu- 
delen. Wat betraft de overname van het 
opperbevel, verklaart de rijkskanselier, 
dat Duitschland lugs officieelen weg hier- 
toe werd aangezocht (Bewcging).

Hij zegt voder, dat hij hierover niet 
meer zeggen kan. Er is hier sprake van 
onderhandelingen tusschen souverain en 
souverain. (Hoorl Hoorl) De heer Von 
Bülow zegt verder, de missies verdedi- 
gend, dat het onze plicht is, in het Oos- 
ten, zoowel als in China, ’t besebermheer- 
schap uit te oefenen over de Duitsch-ka- 
tholieke zendingsgenootschappen en deze 
te beschermen. (Bijval vu het centrum).

Hongkong was 00k niet dadettjk de 
glansnjke, waardevolle haven van heden 
geweest; evenzoo zou Kiautschau zich 
meer en meer ontwikkelen.

Wat de rede vu den Keizer betreft, 
verklaart graaf Von Biilow, de geheele 
moreele verantwoording op zich te ne
men, die 00k door de groote meerderheid 
der natiën niet zal zijn nusverstaan. (Bra
vo van de rechterzijde, gelach links).

In Bremerhaven heeft de Keizer als sol
dant tot de soldaten gesproken. (Bravo 
reebts). De lieden moesten wetea 
wien zij te doen hadden. Mij 1» mijn 
râg Von Bülow voort, meer waant daa 
de geheele Boxer-benda De wereldpoh- 
bek beteekeot niet inmenging in qu«»- 

die qo* niets augaan, maar wij wfl- 
ten gehjkstau met andere mogendheden.

De natie zal zich haar recht niet op een 
verstandige, bezonnen wereldpolitielc en 
op de baar toekomende posttie ouder de 
weraldmachten laten veikorten. (Levencfi- 
fe bijval en beweging).

B I N MEN L A H D.
TWEEDE KAREB. OVERDCHD 

RO November
Er is vanmiddhg door mr. Windeel ge- 

qxokcn vu een imtituut, hetwelk ua-

zullen beginnen. De beer Muller voegde 
er au toe, dat de toestand der Engel
scben entiek is in den Oranje-Vrijstaa, 
waar de worstelstrijd steeds levendig 
wordt voortgezet. Hij is er van overtiugd, 
dat zijn regeering nog allé levenskracht 
bezit

Dr. Leyds heeft het aanbod, waarbij 
de heeren Laury en Santarelli van Ajac
cio, een villa op Corsica ter beschikking 
stellen, in verband met de voor Kruger 
noodige rust aangehouden.

Dr. Leyds bracht in den voormiddag 
een bezoek au den heer Grimanelli, pre
fect vu het departement van de monden 
van de Rhône. De prefect zal morgen au 
President Kruger, na diens aankomst in 
het hotel, zijn opwachting gaan maken.

Oorlogsnieuws uit den 
Vrij staat

KROONSTAD, 18 Nor. (RO.) De 
Engelscben, die Hadden vastgesteld, dat 
de Boeren tien mijl vu Lindley waxen ge- 
laagerd, trokken Woensdagnacht uit om 
hen te vervolgen. Honderd en tachtig 
Boeren liepen — om zoo te zeggen — in 
een hinderiaag, die voor hen was gelegd. 
Zij slaagden er echter alien in om te ont- 
komen, ofschoon zij werden achtenrolgd.

Generaal De Wet bedreigt allé Boe
ren, die zich niet bij het commando voe- 
gen, met den dood.

Da ORlaitea la China,
Chineesche financiBn.

SHANGHAI, 20 Nov. (RO.) Naar het 
bureau vu Wolff verneemt, is de heden 
vervallen coupon uitbetaald.

Duitschland en BelgiA
LONDEN, 20 Nov. (R-O.) Het agent- 

schap vu Reuter verneemt uit een diplo- 
matieke bron, dat naar aankiding vu den 
steun vu Duitschland au den eisch vu 
België, om groodgebied te verkrijgen au 
den linkeroever der Pei Ho, de Koning 
vu België, als souverain vu den Congo- 
staat, er in toestemt de grans ten voor
deele van Duitschland te veranderen, na- 
bij het Kivoe-meer, tusschen het Duitsch 
Oost-Afrikaansch grondgebied en den 
Belgischen Congo-staat Men verwaebt, 
dat de grensregeling aldus definitief wordt 
geregeld. ___________

M to Fraraote Hew*
PARIJS, 20 Nov. (RO.) In de Ratner 

werd het tegen-artikel vu den beer Vail
lant, betreffende het mooopoiie van alco- 
holische dranken, verworpen.

Het geheele tegen-ontwerp-Vafllant 
werd met 343 tegen 195 stemmen verwoc-

vankelijk weinig in toepassing * gebracht 
niet du zeer geleidelijk tot voikome^ 
ontwikkeling zal kunnen komen Ditzelf* 
de zou kunnen worden gezegd vu hat in* 
stituut vu den bijstand door regeerings* 
commissaris&en^ bij de verdediging van 
wetsontwefpen. De bepaling, welke de* 
zen bijstand sedert de laatste grondwets* 
herziening mogelijk maakt, is auvanke* 
iijk een doode letter gebleven, totdai 
eerst onder dit Kabinet daarvu nu edt 
du gebruik gemaakt begint te worden 
De eerste maal was het de minister Cro> 
mer, die door den refereodanx, or. Lou
don bijgestau werd bij de verdediging 
vu de rmjnwet, en dat op een wtjie, die 
toen nogal stof tot critiek heeft gegeven, 
de twtede maal was het de minister Bor- 
gesius, die txd bijgestau door den <11- 
reeteur-generaal Landbouw, bij dg 
verdediging van a£*4^gterwe^ wat niet 
geheei met de overige gevàfkh op éé< 
lijn ku worden gestekL oRjdaiTTh^l^i 
Sickesz ta ah oud-lid vu de Staten-Cek 
neraal, ta ab verkapt minister vuLuij» 
bouw, een. eigenaardige poeitie heef^ 
thans is bet andermaal de miaister CreF 
mer, die rechtsgelecrden bijstand genleh 
ditmaal vu een tijdelijli liar vertotvcxia 
lid vu het Hooggerechtsbof van Indid^ 
mr. WmckeL

Ook ditmaal Week bet instituât nog 
niet tot dien votten wasdoxn gekooRan tq 
zijn, welken het mi «chien in 5» toekocwC 
eenmaal sal ten toon spreiden. De tegra> 
woordigheid vu den regeeringx-commis* 
saris, onbekend bij de Kamerleden, ric$ 
ook vu zijn kant een vreemdeling gevcen 
lend in hun cmgeving, en niet gewendl 
met het parlementait debat, geeft de Ka- 
mer Diet die rustige verzekerdheid, dal 
ailes in orde is, of anders wel in ords zal 
komen, waaraan zij zoozeer behoeftfa 
heeft

Men ku niet zeggen, dat mr. Wincksi 
zich niet op talentvoile wijze vu zijn taald 
heeft gekweten, maar of hij daarom ge* 
lukkig in zijn verdediging geweest is, if 
een andere kwestie. Het is du ook bif* 
kans onmogelijk voor een vreemdeling^ 
om altijd daddijk den juisten toon te vat- 
ten, de rechte snaar au te roeren. Bo- 
vendien was de taak van de verdediging 
onder de gegeven omstandigheden bi^ 
zonder moeilijk. Het blijkt toch teikens 
met meer duidelijkheid, dat de schnftehj- 
ke behandeung vu deze ontwerpen eo 
voldoende fa geweest, en dat de Kamer 
daardoor niet genoegzaam in staat is om 
met kennis vu zaken een beslissing tri 
nemen. J

Of deze leemte in de toelichting da 
schuld ku geacht worden vu mr. Win* 
ckel, die gedurende eenige jaren au het 
departement zich met dit onderwerp 
heeft bezig gehouden, kunnen wij niet 
zeggen, maar dit fa zeker, dat hij er de 
nadeelige gevolgen vu oudervindf Hou 
meer hij zich op vroegere rapporten en 
adviezen beroept, hoe meer de Kame* 
klaagt, dat zij niet m de gelegenheid i* 
gesteld, daarvu volledig kennis te no
men. Hoe meer mr. Winded zegt, dat 
de voorgesteide wijziging in de sama* 
stalling van het Hooggerechtsbof met da
ze of gene verbetering zal gepaard gaan 
in de geheele rechtsbedeeling, hoe mee* 
de Kamer ontevreden wordt, dat ’t plan 
van de beoogde reorganisatie niet volla- 
dig van den aanvang af, au haar is bloot* 
gdegd.

Daar kwam nog bij, dat de regeeringa* 
commissaris in zijn geheele optreden een 
zekere vinnigbeid au den dag legde, die 
onwillekeurig op de Kamer pnkkelend 
werkte, en die, gepaard met een eeniga* 
zins laatdunkende wijze vu sprekenover 
zijn medeieden vu het Hooggerechtxho/ 
en over ben, die roeeningen, vu da zijnA 
afwijkend, in geschriften hebben neêrga* 
legd, het vermoeden deed rijzen, of hij 
wellicht iemand is met dictatorial* nei- 
gingen, die steeds zijn eigen wil trachl 
door to dnjven.

Zoo maakt het, gelijk da heeren Van 
Styrum en Mackay in hun replied rata* 
veerden, een cenigszins zonderlingeo in- 
druk, dat de regeerings-commissari* in 
den aanvang vu zijn redo, de weiniga 
openhartigheid der regeering hieruif 
trachtte te verklarerx dat men zeer voor* 
zichtig moet zijn mat mededeelingei^ 
waarbij de reputatie vu de rechterlijlm 
macht betrokken en dat hij later self 
zich om den goeden naam vu bet Kof ai 
zeer weinig bleek to bekommerexx toen 
hij verklaarde, dat dit grootendeefa uit 
xniddelmahgheden bestaat, zonder - nou* 
menswaardige kennis vu bet civiele rech^ 
een soort vu machines ter afdoening vaz 
revisiezaken, Ook de wijze waarop hij 
trachtte den heer Piepers, oud-vice-presi* 
dent vu het Hof en schrijver der beken* 
de brochure, min of meer in een bdache- 
lijk daglicht te stellen, maakte geen gun- 
stigen indruk, evenmin als zijn analyte 
van de morieven, welke het Hof in 1894 
zouden hebben bewogen, uit een soort 
van zucht vu zelfbehoud, een oogunstig 
advies over d* reorganisatie uit te brea- 
gen. Vrij onverholen gaf du ook de beet 
Mackay den commiwaris te verstaan, dat 
deze entiek op het advies vu 1894 vu 
letzelfde gehalte was ab die, waarau o* 

keuze vu hem tot regeermgw-commissu. 
na, verleden week door den heer Trota 
stra was onderworpen.

In d« geheele faanier vu argumente**
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* Van bet oor lo g« t er r 11 n.
Volgens de «Evening Standard” is De 

Wet weder in een gevecht gewikkeld. 
Uitslag onbekend. Mogelijk slaat dit be
richt op het telegram in ons Ochtendbl&d, 
volgens hetwelk de Boeren bij Lindley in 
een hinderlaag vielen en er ongedeerd 
weer uit kropen. Hoeveel Engelschen er 
in achter bleven, wordt belaas met gemeld. 
De telegram-stijl der censors laat soms 
aan duidelijkheid te wenschen over.

Soms komen cr telegranunen van het 
front, die met een gemale naJveteit opge- 
Steld rijn. Plechtig wordt ons bijvoorbeeld 
verzekerd, dat den Boeren ailes ontbreekt, 
behalve «vleesch, koren en ammunitie”. 
Wat hebben ze anders noodig > Ze kunnen 
voorloopig buiten witte dassen en zwarte 
rokken, caviaar, oesters, champagne en 
Ochtendbladen. What next?

De ..Morning Leader" publiceert een 
correspondentie uit Natal, waaruit blijkt, 
dat daar een waar schrikbewind heerscht 
Elke Afrikaander wordt veniacht met de 
Boeren te heulen en een vahche getwge- 
nis is den militairen autoriteiten genoeg, 
om tot verbeurdverklaring van de berit- 
tingen van den ongelukkige over te gaan. 
De „Daily News” oezat eenmaal de repu- 
tatie sympathie te gevoelen voor de rwak- 
ke naties. Het is thans de wreedheid en 
bloeddoratigheid in persoon. Het geeft 
heden een brief van Sir Ashmead-Bartlett, 
die doodleuk den raad geeft, allé Boeren, 
die met de wapenen in de hand verrast 
worden, eenvoudig neer te «chieten en rijn 
er geen combattante» meer te grijpen, 
fcchiet dan op de nonr-combattanten.

De edele Sir schrijft» „Lord Kitchener 
Eioet met het opperbevel belast warden en 

eæa moet de vrije hand gelaten worden 
Elij kort procès met db bandieten ma-

en. Ik durf te voorspellen, Rat binnen een 
maand Lord Kitchener meester van den 
toestand is en de Boeren-guerilla-benden 
▼erdwenen rijn"

Wij kennen Kitchener’s zwart en bloe- 
dig verleden Wij weten, hoe hi] de ge- 
Wonde Deiwisdien behandeide. We we- 
ten, hoe hij de Engelsche gewanden aan 

overhet wij herinnezen ons de 
gruwehjke verm inking van het Iijk van
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AVONDEDITIE;
Dit Rummer beutaat nlt AcM btadzQden.

BUITEN LANDa
de OORLOQ IN ZUID.AFRIKA.

President Kruger it* Europa.

Terwijl we dit schrijven, verkeert men 
nog steeds in’t onzekere over het uur van 
aankomst der «Gelderland”. Het laatste 
telegram, hedenmorgen 8 uur door ^5?^ 
uit Marseille ve-rzonden, maakt melding 
van een gerucht, dat de aankomst op a 
uur in den middag stelt Dikke mist en een 
woedende zee doen echter vennocden, dat 
het schip veal later Marseille zal binnen- 
vallen. Noch to Friouri, noch te Pomegues, 
twee eilandjes, eenige uren stoomens van 
Marseille gelegen, van waar gewoonlijk de 
binnenkomcnde schepen gesignaleerd wor
den, is iets van de „Gelderland” gezien. 
Wij kunnen ons er dus eenigsrins op voor- 
bereiden, dat eerst laat in den middag het 
bericht van President Kruger’s aankomst 
Ons zal bereiken.

Mogelijk, dat de natuur rich dit uitstel 
ten nutte maakt, uit te woeden, Jupiter 
Pluvius wegzendt, de druipende vlaggen- 
tooi droogt en onder een blij lachende ton 
President Kruger ontvangt oij rijn au 
vrai stappen, ten teeken van de hoop, die 
allé Boeren-vrienden berielt, nu de Presi
dent zelf rijn krachtige schouders zet on
der het lauwe Europa, ten einde het te 
bewegen tot interventir . ■

den Mahdi. En we vragen onâ af, welke 
verschrikkingen de oorlog ons nog bren- 
gen zal, indien deze beul tot opvolger van 
Lord Roberts benoemd wordt

Volgens de „DaiIy Telegraph1* zal de 
nieuwe Engelsche oorlogsleening to mil- 
lioen pond sterling bedragen. De regee
ring zal voorstellen, de nieuwe koloniën 30 
millioen pond in de oorlogskosten te laten 
betalen. De ..Financial News” zegt in een 
artikel over de Mijn-markt: Men gelooft 
dat de directeuren der de Beers van de re- 
geering eenige schadevergoeding zullen 
ontvangen voor de verliezen, door den 
oorlog geleden. Het bedrag wordt geschat 
op 800,000 pond, gelijk staande met een 
halfjaariijksch dividend van I pond, Dat 
ontbrak er nog maar aan I

*•*
De Cieohen «n de Boeren;

Een grooi aantal Csschischs stsstsliaden, 
letUrknndigen so geleerdeu hsbben aan pré
sidant Kruger en aan den gemeenteraad ran 
Pargs het volgende adre*  geiondan :

In de orertuiging. dat allo volkon die hun 
onafbankelykheid vordedigon een echo in de 
barton dor Franscbo vinden, vereenlgen de 
bewonoro van bet Koninkrÿk Bobome slob 
met U tor vorsterking van do sympbatio,die de 
gemoonteraad van Parijs aan bet dappero 
volk der Boeren on aan den vertegenwoor- 
diger van het miskendo reebt, President 
Kruger, sal gevon.

• * *
Do voning van président Kruger 

to Parga
Do appartomenten, die to ParlJs In hot 

hotel Scribe voor president Kruger en sgn 
govolg beaproken sgn, nemen do gehoole 
tweodo otage van hot hotel in on boration 
85 kamora Do vortrekken. bo-temd voor den 
president, sijn gelegen op den hook van de 
rue Scribe en den Boulevard dee Capucineo. 
Zg beetaan uit een groot salon, eon alaap- 
kamer on eon tweodo alaapkamer, die voor 
workkamer sal worden ingorichL

Het salon is gotneubileord stylo Louis 
XV ; do stoelea on iautouils syn overtrok- 
ken mot rood fluweol; do gordijnen sijn 
eveneens rood. Aan don wand aan boido 
sÿden van don Ingang staan kaaten. Op don 
seboorstoen prfykt eon prachtigo pendule 
van wit marmer, geHankoerd door twee 
grooto bronaen candélabres. In het midden 
stoat eon grooto rondo tafoL Naar bet Journal 
verneomt sal waarechÿnlijk president Kruger 
ongeveer acht dageo to Parge vortoovoa on 
dan direct naar Nederland doorreiaen.

• >*
Caren d’Acho over do Booroa.
Do correspondent van do JJa ly Mail beeft 

oen onderbond gobad mot Caran d’Ache, 
den talentvolien Franschen carricatnurtoeke- 
naar die vooral de Engelschen met botrek- 
king tot den oorlog in Zuid-Afrika in oen 
boepottolijk daglicht hoeft geplaatet.

Ik boop, merkto do Engelacbman op, dat 
niel soo slecbt over ons denkt, ala gg 

het in uwe teekeningen voorstelt.
Caran d’Aobe glimlacbte
„Goven uwo caricaturen werkelijk owe 

meening weer omirent do Engolacben on 
do Boeren 7“

„Zeker“, was het antwoord. „Door bet 
lesen van Lord Roberts’ dép- chef, do ver
alagen van de oorlogscorreepondenten on 
door bet gedrag van den beer Chamberlain 
ben ik tot deso gevolgtrekking gekomen. 
Sedert bet begin van den oorlog bob ik 
allo gebeurtenissen nauwkeurig gevolgd on 
uit uwo eigen bladen hob ik gecien dat 
men in Engeland op verre na niet algemeen 
met den oorlog ie ingenomen.

Trouwens in het parlement is 00k tegen 
den oorlog geprotesteerd. Ik sympathiseer 
met do Boeren. De Franacben kunnen niet 
nalaton de Boeren to bewonderen, die langer 
dan oen jaar sulk oen echitteronden togen- 
etand geboden hebben aan een maebtige 
natle. Maar 00k moot u niet vergoten, dat 
ik nooit het gedrag van da EngeLche sol- 
daten gocritieoord bob.

Ik bowonder hunne dapperheid en Ik bob 
dit in Bommigo myner teekeningen doen 
uitkomon. Ik ken geen dapperder troep dan 
do Hooglandore, maar sy werdon slecbt 
aangevoord on daarom hob ik hunno geno- 
raals belacbelijk gemaakt.

Ik keur do caricaturen van oonige myner 
college's ten secrete at en tereebt hebben de 
Engelschen aanstoot gevonden In de afbeel- 
dlng van do koningia door Willette,44

PRESIDENT KRUOER IN EUROPA.
Fm mum Parijtchm Com/pond^nt,)

IL
Martti!!*,  Maudagavoud.

Marseille, het oude Masri Ha is vaadaag 
vroolijk, op desen vroegen, seboouen bsrbl- 
morgen. De Iuchi Is lichtblauw, de son is 
star silver on wannest Ik tegen half neyen 
hst hôtel „do Noaillss44 verlaal, om eon cerate 
kykje in de stad te nomen on informalies in 
te winnon, vosl ik my vrooiyk, door ’t op- 
wokkendo van do omgeving.

Allercorst sal ik gaan naar do profoctuur 
van politic, dan naar do post ver volgene 
naar do plants waar waartchynlgk do Gtl- 
derland sal aanlsggen. Na eonigo stappen bon 
ik van de ruo do Noailles in do rue dt la 
Canntbièrt, volgens do Marecillancn deschoon- 
■te straat ter wercld.

Maar de Marsoillaan is genelgd tot over
dry ving on de Cannsbière is niote anders 
dan eon vry breeds moderne straat, met oen 
druk geselfig verkocr, bezoomd mot vool 
kofdebulsen met grooto terrasaon, veel win- 
kels, een theater, do hours on snkelo hôtels. 
De naam is afkomslig van vlaavslden (oon- 
nabis) waarop de straat, dio in hot hart vu 
ds stad gslegon is, is gebouwd.

Het is neg vroeg voor Mancilla. Ik out- 
moot do bovolking dio naar do kantoron gut 
on con groot, ovorgroot untel workliedsn. 
Vu eenig huldebeloon un president Kru
ger of un do Boeren Is nieto in do stad tc 
bomorkon.

Do vole oonranten klosksn hebben oen 
untal uitgaven van portretten vu Kruger, 
o.a. die vau Léandre. vu „La vio Illustrée* 4, 
die vu ^I’llluBtration44 on dio vu aLc 
Rire* 4 uitgeeiald, doch durnovons aiet men 
UlustratiM vu Engehoho btedu, botrsk- 
king hobbende op den oorlog.

Hoe meet ik nur den havenkant kom, 
dio au het einde der Cannobièreotraat bo- 
gint, neemt de bovolking vu werklieden op 
strut too. Do werklieden, elordig on smsrlg 
gsklsed, loopon lugtum in groepjeo op on 
neer. Ik bemerk dat er twee socrlen trams 
door Marseille loopon.

Eon gewono purdoDtram, mot open, 
smerigo wagons en eu sleolrischo tram mot 
bovongroudsebe goletding, dio or wat beler 
uitsiet on con nieuwtje moet syn voor do 
MarHeillan*x  Dur op don hook van eon 
strut, waar do boogarm mot hot rad vu 
den geloider op con wagon, wordt om go- 
druid, stun tientallon mouschoa verwun- 
dord to kyken.

Er io 00k eon vrij druk vorkeer per at. 
Luge stollen op twos groote radsren worden 
voortgeirokkon door twee in tandem ge- 
spuacn paardsn. Marvil  le yalqkt tot UU 
loo, voor my, wsl hot uiterhjk aanyaat, hst 
moeit op Rotterdam. Hoiselfdo sans-genc j 
m> hetzelfdo rumoor. {

Maar au do haven verandert Marseille, 
Hier is bet wèl de ko»mopolitL>che haven 
van Frankrük, vu vuruit schepen nur 
alls desloa dor wereld vertrekken. Hol waler 
in do haven io licht blauw, beeft oen door- 
schijneuden, uuru tint dio saoht is voor do 
oogen.

vioht by do haven, in do étalage vu 
een groot confectlo-magasyu vu do heeren 
Do Wachter ri Co., sio ik do eersle vriend- 
ecbsppclijke belonging ten gurute vu do 
Boeren. Er is mot bebulp vu gescbildord 
dock, tenten, leventgrooio wassenbeelden, 
oen Toorstelling gemukt van president 
Kruger te midden vu ayn gsirouwon In’t 
oorlogskamp.

Do gryse president is voorgeateld, sittendo 
by ayn tent voor con eenvoudig tafelije. 
Voor hem uitgespreid llgt eon kurt vu’t 
land en met bet mondatuk van sijn pijp 
wyst by un oen dicht bij hem stundsn 
Boor, met langea burd, de patroongordel 
un den ecbouder, hot geweor in do hand, 
den te volgen weg.

Men vordringt rich voor do etaloga. „Lo 
pauvre vieux44 wgi oen jong vrouwtjo dicht 
by my. „Voilà les Boors'*  roopt sen kleino 
strutjongen en drakt dan ayn nous tegsn 
do ruiten. Ik waebt nog eon beolje, om do 
stem des volks to vernemsn. Docbniemand 
segt meer wat. Mon vergonoegt rich met 
to kijken.

Recbts de haven langs, beeft Marseille, 
tegen bourdon opgobouwd met rija oude, 
gepleietorde huiun meer ’t unrien van eon 
oude Italiaunecbe stad in verval, dan vu 
eon bloeiende, moderne bovenstad. Do vole 
nauwo otraten dio op do havenkade monden 
sijn nauw, donker, emerig, loopon op, coms 
mot oen reeks gewono trappen.

En nit do ramen bangon voelklourige 
stukken good to drogen, juist ale in Am- 
sterdamsche steegjoe. De geheelo kado bo- 
stut huis au huis nit kioino seemans-

krocgjcs met ukele winksltjss cr tuschu 
en BlallletjM vu verkoopsters vu mossclu, 
oesters en udere schelpdieren.

En nil die stratsa dalen nur beneden 
grooto vrouwu met breeds heupsn, roods of 
rose of gele doeken kruisellngs over do 
busies, gore, gela, grofbeenige gerichten mei 
donkere oogen. Ze dragon op't hoofd zware 
mudon met groenteu, mot vr nob ten, mol 
gesnoden meloenen of mot echelpdioren.

De nan we, bochtige stratea laten goon 
uder vervoer too du hot dragon on bet 
dragon op 'I hoofd sebynt do eenige manier 
om lug on veel to kunnen dragon. Dem 
nauwo strutmondon wemelon vu kindo- 
ron. In geen ukclc Fruscho stad hob Ik 
soovoel kindoren gorien ale bier.

To Parge riot men riochto seldon kindoren 
op etrul sprien. Hier, op do trappon vu 
de boohtigo oirutico, wurvan or één du 
num drugt vu ae „vochtlgo vootenstrui4*,  
kriorii bol vu kindoren. En terwyl de 
munu on vrouwu allen yonder nitsondo- 
ring, grof on loolÿk sÿn, sijn dose kindoren, 
lief, mooi, mollig, lovenslustig.

Hot te een mengoiing vu rassu. Blondo 
motejoo mot blauwc oogen on belle roode 
wan gen, donkeroogige jongetjes die mol oen 
achoenbak nur u too komon om voor ou 
son uw schoenon topoolson, donkere metejos 
vu elf of twulf jur, dio al vorlegen syn 
en rich wat terugtrokken als gy wai nieuws- 
gierig naar hear tulljo bljjfi lateteren.

Went het to oen tultje det s:j opreken, 
oen mengelmoco vu Frensch, Pro vu; ulech 
on Italieansch. Daubd lispelen so alien 
on spreken g's au ’I eind dor woordsn acherp 
nit, sooate Duitschoro, dio Fransoh opreken, 
Ik wudel na do kado lugs, die aOadc 
Hevea* 4 heel.

Hier Uggen lugs do reede honderden 
kleinc vtesahenveertuigon, on vroawea 
komu van do schepoa, wurop vool mon- 
seben steu on breagon muden met kioino 
visehjeo op do kado, wurvu do Marselllau 
sijn berosmde vteohaoep, do aBoulLLaboi*a “, 
kookt

V order naar aohteru llggon au do rec 
oen autel barken mol bur meaten on bur 
reel lonwwork doendo donkan au hot maat- 
boech vu ond Amsterdam. By eon pleintjo 
■tut con ond, asooi, mur verwurloood 
gebouw nil de 17c cenw. De voorgevel te 
vermord met bu reliefs u beeldhoawwerk, 
waaronder in 'I midden bet wapen vu 
Fruknjk met attributen door Puget.

Op bet pleintje, dat vol otut met wach- 
tendo dokarbeidera, in ’t middsn oen fon- 
teint^o met als milion oen borelbeeld van 
eon prefect nil’t begin vu de ooaw, wieas 
num ik hob vorgeten.

Hot st ad hate beatut uit twee gcdeclton, 
hot verwurloosde maar achoono gebouw van 
de voonijdc diont lol erchlef. Hol is mot 
oen booyswys gcbonwdc over oen nauwo 
■Iran*  gespunra brog yer boo dsn met bet 
gebouw dursobter, con danker, sirmoodig, 
blinksnd gebouw, dat het eigenlyko Biadbuia, 
de aetel vu do politic en bet gemeentebo- 
beatuar ia. In do ruime voorhal steal rechts 
een open mend met durboven geochrcvsn : 
aPoar monsieur le maire44. Do bovolking 
kan durin roquasten, klachten ou unvragen 
un *t  adroe vu den oociaal-democrattechen 
burgomeester deponeereu.

Ik klim een broede trap un *1  eind op, 
seek eu beetje in nauwo donkere gangen 
on kom oindelyk in oca kleln, onausicnlyk 
bareaa vu den bargemeoeter. Do barge- 
moMtcr seif te er niet, syn secretarte geeft 
mij, op vertoon vu mÿn vteitokurtie een 
kurt, geldig tot 2o November.

Durtnode sal Ik toe gang hebben tot do 
afgesetto gedoellu by do landing yu don 
president

„Mag ik u eonigo vragen stollen 7“ seg ik 
tot don secretaris.

„Wel seker. Waarmodo ku Ik n van 
dionst sgn **

„Zal de burgomeMter, do beer Flaisaières, 
President Kruger ofticieol ontvangu of hem 
ofiicieel een becoek brongou7u 

j Hoogatwurrchynlijk niel ; Indien er eenige 
ontmoeiing plute vindt, sal zy geheel ofd- 
risua syn. Ik ku u niet betor auradeu, 
dan bet versing van de sitting vu dsn go- 
meenterud vu Vrydag le lesen. U moot 
dit lesen in aLo Petit Marseillais'*,  hot 
plaatulÿk dagblad dat republikoinach te on 
„Le Petit Provencal44 bet plulselijk dagblad 
dal socialistGrii is Dan hoeft u oen verslag 
vu twoc sydu.”

„Is sr 00k een nationaltetteoh dagblad to 
Marseille ?”

„Neon mynheer, ton minsto niet een van 
oenigo beteekente.”

„lo uw gemeenteraad ale nw burgomOM- 
ter, soceaal-democratisch ?”

! nJa, vu de 38 gsmecnterude-Iodeu ajja 
er dertig eoclul-domoorui* ”

nSedorl lug ?“

„8edsri acht fear te cr ia onsen Mmwa- 
torud su soclslisttechc mccrderboid ?**

aWst te volgsu aw meculng do oorsaak 
van die, voor dose tydu ia elk govel, sou
der lingo vorhonding?4*

„Wsl mÿubeer, lo Vote! lodof heeft hot 
kiecrecht.1*

„Mur Marieillo beeft tooh. als haven- 
pluts ou groot autal wrivarendo inwo 
nan an die tyn tooh otm T algemeen moor 
beboudend,4*

„Zoker, maar hot autal alot wolvarudo 
werkllsdu vormt do overgroote mserdsrhrid 
by do siombus.**

„Hoo ia do volksgeest teguoYor do saak 
der Boeren to Marseille?**

„Meu voolt sympathie mot do Boeren. 
Maar do Engelschen hebben ovorwonnom..**

„Nog niet mynheer, nog In luge niet..*  
„In elk geval, mu neemt dal op't oogen. 

bilk wo un, Do Franscho Rogsoring loofl 
mot Engelud op vrieadsohappeiyku vool 
on doe ....**

„Vroesl u voor studjoe of rumoerigo be- 
toogingsn 7“

„Nsen — onso bovolking Io seer kalm. 
Wq hopen door goaohikte mutregelu bet 
met ou» politie geheel af to kunnen doen. 
Doch or sullen in elk geval troepen worden 
besebikbaar gehoudu om bij gehool oavoor- 
rieno omotudighsden to kunnen oplrodon. 
Doch allés sal naar ik vermoed, zoo kalm 
tnogelÿk in ayn work gaau.4*

Gowapend met mijn perskaart verllot ik 
hot gebouw on bogaf my naar het poet- 
kantoor.

Het te m nieuw gebouw, stunde In do 
Rue Colbert, dloht bjj do haven. Hot te 
vrg ruina vu binnen, doch ovsrigens onbo- 
toekonend. Vandur begat ik mg weder lugs 
ds bavsu en wudelde haar langs tot ao 
-sscalier do la Douue4* wur Prerident 
Kruger waarechjjnlgk den vool au lud sal 
Belton.

Do wudoling lugs den havenkut, — bier 
beet sy do nQuai do la Joliotto4*,  — blsdl, 
■oolang gy boDoden loopt, weluig eigenur- 
dlgs uu. Recbts rooks pakhniaen,
opslagen on loodssn, links wordt door stapete 
vaton, koopwaron, hot nitzicht belemmsrd 
op de haven. Gij riot slecbta do toppea dor 
masioo, soma even don romp vu oen ecbip on 
even de punt «u eon vanrtoren. By de douane- 
trap, mu gowoaon Steiger, vroeg ik naar do 
woaing vu den havonmeester, die bijna 
risk tegenovor den laudingsstoigor llgt. Do 
haveameeeter ont ring mij voorkomond. Hy 
soldo my nog gem instractÎM met betrek- 
king tot do komst vu dm president to 
hobben ontvangen.

Doch wanneer do nGelderlud**  to Manaillo 
binnenvali, soldo hij mij, sal hot schip do 
voorhaven blnnonloopen on In bet BaMin 
de la Joliotto moeton ankerea. Vudur sal 
hem oen schroofbootjo cfhalea u hem bier 
voor. u ua do kado doen tendon, doch er 
syn nog geen boeebikkingen gemukt En 
mg nur den havenkut loideud, woes hjj my 
do landingsplute aan.

Teruggunde, riel mijn 00g op een groot 
rood billot, dat tegen oen muar wu ungo- 
plakt. Het wav een aaakoudlglng van do 
afdeeling Marseille vu bel nComité voor do 
onafhaaksiykheid der Booron4', wurin ds bo
volking werd aitgsnoodigd, by deunkomst 
vap den President door gopa^t huldebeloon 
bur sympathie voor do dappore Boeren to 
beloonon, maar allo vgandige of ramoerigo 
demonstratlM tegenovor bovriendo naties to 
voorkomen.

Tegen den namiddag teruggunde, kwam 
or meer leven in de stratea. Ovoral vor- 
kochton oamsloti silverea médaillés met do 
beeitente vu Kruger on au do togenzyde 
do woorden; Aax Boers, aux héroiquM dé 

• feaeeurs do la liberté au Transvul 1900. 
Om do beelteate bet randsohrift: Kruger, 

I president dor Transvaal,
(Wordt vtrwlgd.2

Gemengde Mededeellngen.

S Chamberlain io Rome. Mun- 
agmiddag la do beer Chamberlain op 
audleatie gewoMt by den Koning van Italie. 
Do visite dio elocbto een beleridheiduboioek 

gold, duurde dechto oenigo mlnnten.
Tevoren bad do minister vu Koloniën 

oen langdarig onderhoud met markiooVi*-  
contl-Venwta, don minister vu Buitu- 
ludsche Zaken.

Do Italie^ het semi-officleel orgau vu hot 
Ministorio van Buitenlandsche Zaken, wyst 
op bet nut dat gelegen sou syn in een ver- 
bond van Engeland on Italie ten opzicbto 
van beider belangon lu do Middeliaudscho 
Zoe.

— Aloohol on borgbokl imm«x 
Op het Internationaal Congreo dor borg- 
bekllmmers, dal vu 11 tot 16 Augustas to

Purlfs word gehouden, werd md elgemecne 
stemmen hsl voontal eugcuomce, dal vee 
de Igsl der buoodigdhedm voor mosielÿke 
toohtan den alcohol U te 1 bbsonder dee 
ebrinth uiuluit

— Bcherligiag ven Mends be. 
1 e ■ g • n. In don Crocltechee luddsg to 
Agnm hoeft mb hsvigo vechlperty pleetf 
gehed tussebra do Isdeu dor rogoeringipertn 
on dio der opposition Hot Hood vloeido bij 
otroomeo. Vereohlllendo ofgvvurdlgdsn wer*  
den ornatig gowoud. Er worden 00k revolver» 
schoton golost -

— Do ondorsooeoho bool ever 
dts Oeoate No Frukryk bmA 00k 
hot gouvernement der Vereen igdo Stolen een 
typo vu eon kloin ondcrscMch oorlogischip 
Magonomen dal vu den inguiour Holland, 
die in 18b8 to vergeofs bad augebodoe 
het Bpaanscho viiegeado mkader in ds baa? 
ven Santiago in de lucht to doan vltegeu.

Bovondion oebynt de hoer Holland in 
Fobroari met syn ondorseosch schip eon toch? 
over don Ooeau to willu doen, ton eindr 
uo to toonoa, dat oen ondorsoMche beat 
Diet elleen geschikt te voor do knatvordedi*  
ging, maar rich 00k ver vu bear opMAtio 
haste kan verwÿderen om op do mb of endort 
pluta aanvallond op to treden.

De Holland zal vu New-York vertrekken 
om user do BormndMilandoB to gaan ea 
vaa daar naar Fagal on Lisaabon, oen afttarid 
van 8.948 Momijlen. Hoowsl zij door eon 
schip moet gevolgd worden dat bur In geval 
van nood hulp ku verleenon, zal sy gehool 
op eigen krach ten mooten atounon.

Men vermoodt, dat aft den wog van do 
Nieuwe near do Ondo Wereld In 16 dagot 
aal edoggoo.

1— — - - - ■ -_J--------- ! ___ Uf
tiliqnabbeb.

Engeland en do Zuld-Afrik. Republleken.
Ds „G elderland?’<

MARSEILLE, 31 Now. '*  Morgens y 
n. 45. (Particulier.) Het is rogenachtig weer. 
De barometer stijgt De semaphore beeft 
tot op dit oogenblik d» ^Grideriand'’ nog 
niet gesign&leerd.

Dr. Leyds zeide mij, dat hij nog eert 
uur ging uitrusten. Hij bleef hedeirwcht 
vier uur op, wachtend op de aankoent vaa 
den President De stad is kalm. SlœLtg 
de koffiehuizen en de tijdingzalen det 
dagbladen rijn verrierd met Transvaal- 
sche vlaggen. Enkele Franscho jachten ill 
de haven zijn gepavoiseerdl

i De Engelsche schepen ia de haven dd- 
monstreeren niet

PARIJS, 21 Nov. (R.O.) Volgens ecn 
telegram au het «Petit Journal”, s avondg 
7 uur uit Marseille verzondti\ werd dé 
«Gelderlud” gesignaleerd op 30 miJl veil 
de kust, haar weg vervolgeno met halv’d 
kracht Dr. Leyds zou gemachtipi rijn^ 
rich au boord te begeven. Een teiegruf 
uit Marseille au de «Matin" zegt, dat hej 
hondenweer is. Men vreeot, dat de aan« 
komst vu de «Gelderlud?*  door den stos^a 
vertraagd zal worden.

Nog niet gesignaleerd.
MARSEILLE, 31 Nov. (R.O.) To acK 

uur in den morgen was do «Goidcrfud*  
nog niet gesignaleerd. Zij moest te 5 uul 
aankomen De Quai Gaefetti » btjsm vej*  
laten. Do regen, die den geheden 
aanhield, blijft met hevigheid wllen De 
versieringen rijn in een treurigea staab 
De trofeeén en vlaggen en fluwealeto 
perieën rijn doorweekt Het tapijK dat gd» 
legd is op do kade, waar President Krupp 
ontschepen zal, drijft van het water. De 
lucht betrekt meer en meer. Het is onmo 
gelijk iets ta rien, zoo dik ie de novel D< 
politie heeft uitgebreide maatregelen go 
nomen. De troepen riin in de kuemes 
geconsigneerd. Enkele detachemoniten rijfe 
in allé stilte opgesteld in publieko gehotb 
wen, onder udere in het Poleis vu JuS> 
titie, dat gelegen is in de nabijheid vat| 
het Britsche consulaa^ doch alloo doef 
voorzien, dat rij niet zulloa behoeraa og 
te treden

Het gerucht gaat, dat de „Ge^der^and, 
hier niet voor twee uur tn den middag zaj 
rijn. De zee te zeer oostulmig. Dw reii va4 
het putserdekschip wordt w doos vert 
traagei

FEUILLETON,"*

EINDELIJK GEVQHDEM.
DOOR

-A. k. Greek. 
w ■—-—

. Ik zag Blake zeer opgewonden, doch' met 
een uitdrukkmg vastberadenhcid op 
feet gelaat, op het eenzame huit toerijden. 
fonder van het pa^ kiopte
hjj met de nJWeep teg^ £ TOordeur. 
Toen er geea antwoord kwam, boog hij 
rich naar de khnkdeur 
rioten. Daarop reed hij om het huis, doch 
yond geen Hij kwam weèr terug 
? tegen de deur,maar
het sterke slot weêmtond al rijn pogingen. 
vNU bilk wierp
hij op het «ombere hui% wendde daarop 
gijn paard, en tot mjn onb«chrijfelijke 
verwondenng zag ik hem met son^ L. 
laat en gefronst voorhoofd de» 
Baar Melville terugnjden.

Deze oude, vervallen herberg 
ken, was out het doel vu rijn*  
«•is.

Lech dig met vreemdl,

Snel kwam ik uit mijn schuiThoek te 
voorschijn en begon op mijn beurt eene 
ronde door het gebouw tc maken, in de 
hoops misscfeiçn ergens een schuilplaats 
te vinden, die hem ontgaan was. Allé deu- 
ren en vensters vond ik vastgesloten en 
verzegeld. Reeds wilde ik evenals hij, 00k 
het oord verlaten, toen ik op het kruis- 
punt van den weg twee kinderen zag aan- 
komen, die vroolijk met hunne schoolboe- 
ken zwaaiden. Zoodra rij mij zagen, ble
ven rij staan, en drongen rich angstig te
gen elkander aan.

Ik ging naar hen toe, Streek over hun 
gerichtjcs, en vroeg hun zoo vriendelijk 
ik kon, naar bet huis wijzend, wie daar 
woonde.

Hunne angstige gezichtjes werdenbleek 
„Weet u dat niet? Daar wonen de twee 

booswichten, die het geld uit de Ruttland- 
bank hebben gestolen. Zij zijn aangehou- 
den en in de gevangenis geworpen, maar 
rij zijn ontvlucht, en...”

Hier trok hem het kleina meisje «00 
hevig aan rijn arm, dat hij zelf vol vrees 
mij nog eenmaal met groote oogen aan- 
staarde, daarop zijn kameraadje bij de 
hand nam en met haar beenging. Ik stand 
verstomd.

Zou dat ouefe huis de woonplaats der 
fberuchte Schonmakera geweest rijn, wier 

vervolging den halven detectiven-dienst 
in het geheele land in beroering had ge- 
bracht Ik vertrouwde mijne ooren nan- 
welijks, hoewel ik mij herinnerde, dat rij 
uit deze streek kwamen.

Toen ik het gebouw nog eene bekeek, 
scheen het plotselmg veranderd. Het 
kwam mij voor als een misdadigershol

Op een der deuren was met krijt een 
groot, rood kruis geteekend.

Natuurlijk rees dadelijk bij mij de vraag, 
wat heeft de rijke Blake hier te maken? 
Was hij vele mijlen ver gereisd om dit 
roofnest op te zoeken, den schuilhoek van 
twee schurken, wier namen sedert twee 
jaren aïs gevloekt werden beschouwd, en 
wien, zoodra men hen had gevangei^ ge- 
vangenisstraf of de galg wachtte?

Ik vond geen oplossing vu het raadsel, 
een ander, schranderder du ik, moest 
hier een verklaring geven.

Doch dubbei groot was na mijn verlaft. 
gen, om mij toegang tot het verlaten huis 
te verschaffea sedert ik wist, wien het had 
toebehoord. Ik had reeds een plan ge
maakt en het oogenblik was voor de uit- 
voering hoogst gunstig. Wijd en rijd was 
geen levend wezen te bespeuren. dat mij 
tn mijn gewugde ondememing zou kun- 
nen bemoeilijken. Snel trok ik mijn jas 
uit en klom in den ouden boom, Toen ik 

ter hoogte van het geopende dakvenster 
was gekomen, wachtte ik een oogenblik 
om adem te scheppen, deed daarop een 
sprang, en had mijn doel bereikt

Ik bevond mij in een groote, kale ka- 
mer, waar glasscherven op den vloer la- 
gen. Mijn stappen weêrklonken door de 
iedige ruimte ; vol afschuw wijfêlde ik een 
oogenblik of ik mijn onderzoekingen zou 
voortzetten of onmiddellijk zou terugkee- 
ren Doch was het mij tamelijk gemak- 
keiijk geweest tot hier door te efringen, de 
terugtocht zou moeilijker rijn ; ' ik moest 
dus een anderen uitweg zoeken.

In het zolderkamertje was niet veel te 
rien, een paar oude stoelen in een hoek, 
een roestige kachel, een hoop afgedragen 
kleedingstukken, meer niet

Langs een smalle ladder ging ik naar 
beneden. Ik kwam in een donkere gang, 
waann au’t eene einde een trap was en 
au het udere einde een deur, waardoor 
ik in een groote, vierkante kamer kwam 
Hier stand een groot ledikant met open- 
geslagen gordijnen, zonder matrai of kus- 
sen; een tafel, een kast en een armstoel 
voltooiden het ameublement

In de kamer daamaast vond St mets 
bitzonders. Slechts een kleine kamer 
scheen nog niet lang geleden bewoond te 
rija geweest Op het bed waren kussens 

en dekens door elkaar geworpen, het was 
alsof een mu er geslapen had, en voor 
het venster king een groote shawl en een 
mantel Onwillekeurig greep ik naar mijn 
revolver, als verwachtte ik het woesbe ge- 
laat vu een der beruchte Schônmakers 
te zullen rien opduiken.

Een lampje en eene courut lagen op 
den grond. Ik raapte de laatste op, en zag 
dat het de „Ruttlander Gazette” van een 
der laatste dagen was. Toen ik dien datum 
las, werd het mij duidelijk, wat ik gedau 
had. Wanneer rich 00k niet de een of an- 
dere vennetele roover hier in huis bevond, 
du was hij toch voor twee of drie dagen 
bier geweest Nu begreep ik, wat die glas
scherven beteekenden, en dat ik niet de 
eerste was, die lugs den boom naar bo- 
ven was geklommen.

Ik huiverde, bij de gedachte aan het 
gevaar, waann ik mij bevond. Wanneer ik 
een van die booswichten in huden vid, 
was mijn pistool vu weinig nut Ik was 
gevangen als een vos in een hoi ; ■ elken 
hoek kon het verderf op mij loerem Zacht 
sloop ik naar de trap en luisterdn Alles 
bleef doodstil, slechts de denneboom 
ruischta en de wind blies door den schoor- 
steen.

Met mijn wspen in de hand png ik 
naar beneden, ik luisterde gespannen, 

doch hoorde geen gelaid ; ik wu het 
eenige levenda wezen in deze grusidlte 
Nu ging ik naar da keuken, waar iî 
trachtte een raam op te schuivotB

Dit gelukto mij zeer gemakkohjki * 
voor de eerste maal haalds ih ruim^ 
adem Daarop onderzocht ik Seo haardi

Zooate ik had vermoed, vend fit daax 
een hoopje halfverkoolde kleederezs» mq 
bewijs, dat de misdadigent hun boevew 
pakken hadden verbrand. Ik zocht verdc 
en bracht uit de asch een ring te voor
schijn, welkea ik verheugd in mijn zak 
stale, overtuigd, dat die mij eenmaal al*  
bewijsstuk zou kunnen dienea

Toen ik daar verder nieto kon ontdek- 
ken, vroeg ik mij af, of ik wel den moed 
had, den kelder te onderzoeken. Bij nap 
dere overweging scheen het mij toe, dal 
dit vu iemua in mijn omstandighedefl 
niet te vergen wan Ik wierp nog een blik 
op de voile muren en sprang door het keu- 
Kenvenster naar buiten.

Toen ik dat deed, had ik er op kunnen 
zweren, dat daar binnen een deur werd 
dichtgesla^en. Hui verend merkto ik 
dat het gedruisch uit den kelder wu gte 
komen.

(TF«r^ wrerigd J
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Eerwaardig grijsaard, vader, goed en vroed, 
Die heden gaat uw pelgrimstocht aanvaarden, 
Gedoog, dat v66r Europa’s oude aarde

Geheiligd wordt door ’t drukken van uw voet, 
Jong Holland u een welkomstgroet bereide, 
Met sober woord in statige poëzij,

Van pralen wars of hoofsche vleierij, 
U huldigt in deez’ zwaar benarde tijden.

IU- 
i'X

Welhaast rijst dijzig aan des einders wîjdheîd, 
De oorlogsboot, die fier draagt Gelre’s naam. 
Zoo nieuwen luister voegt aan d’oude faam.

Van vijftigjaar’gen strijd voor recht en vrijheid. 
En van haar stalen dek, een wank’leo grond, 
Op ’t ongewisse vlak der valsche baren, 

Zult gij Provence’s blauwe kust ontwaren, 
En Joliette's veil’gcn havenmond.>

en sober is de heide,Klein is ons land

0

-, 1

0

PARIJS, November 1900.

zijn zilv’ren waterbenden, 
volk, waar visch men vong.

Zal vluchten met 
En oogsten zal uw
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Wees welkom, grijsaard, die van verre komt, 
Gedrukt door dubb’Ien last van leed en jaren, 
Wil hoopvol naar Europa’s kusten staren,

Al heeft het piicht verzaakt en niet verstomd 
’t Rumoer der losgelaten oorlogsbenden, 
Die door gewin en valsche eer verblind,

De burgers dooden, weeze maken ’t kind, 
En vrouwen-weerloos doemen tot ellende.

Eenvoudig man, der burg’ren vriend en makker, 
Geen loos kabaal begroet’ u van de wallen, 
Het mart’laarsbloed der broed’ren ginds gevallen, 

Roept and're stemmen in uw vrienden wakker, 
Dan’t mak’lijk juichen, ’t ras vergeten schreeuwen; 
De ware smart uit zich alleen door stilte,

Grijsaard, ons somber zwijgen is geen kike, 
Doch mede*rouw om wee^en en om weêuwen.

Wij, vader, kind’ren van denzelfden stain, 
Die tachtig jaren streed uw zelfden strijd, 
Voor t ideaal der onafhank’lijkheid, 

Toen Spanje ôns landouw belagen kwam, 
Wij, vader, weten wat gij lijden moet, 
Wij, vrijheids-pelgrim, kennen 't doel der tocht, 

En wat in oud-Euroop versagen mocht, 
Wij, vader, zijn bereid met goed en bloed.

W’een 
De kust 
Dat niet

niet, gebukte grijsaard, nu gij ziet, 
van ’t land der Derde Republiek, 
meer als weleer de witte wiek,

Van volksrechts genius ditmaal vlerken liet.
’t Is Taas niet meer het oude, "roote land, 
Het boet voor’t zondig moorden van zijn koning, 

En wie daarginds troont in des konings woning, 
Is weerloos tegen *t groeien van de schand’.

O edel Frankrijk van eertijds, dat waart 
De moed’ge drager van beschavings toorts, 
Voor ’t ideaal ontbrandd’ in geestdriftkoorts, 

Hoe zijt gij z6o van d’ouden roem ontaard? 
Wee, wie er vreest een zwakke bij te staan, 
Wanneer het recht is aan der zwakken .zij, 

Die zelf is zwak en beet niet langer vrij, 
Gaat Fr. '■.krijks vaan niet voor, dan vlucht zijn vaan.

Zwaarmoedig, ernstig Duitschland, dat zoo veel 
Door vorstentwist en burgeroorlog leed, 
Maar nu, in Bismarck’s ecnheidsband gesmeed,

Voor goed gesmoord hebt onderling krakeel, 
En eindelijk, van eigen kracht bewust, 
Groot zijt en bloeit door onvermoeide vlijt,

Hoe? Gij laat Kriiger in verlatenheid, 
En duldt niet dat zijn hopen op u rust ?

O, keizer Wilhelm, Hohcnzollern’s bloem, 
Sterk stutter van ’t geloof en ’t ideaal, 
Keer niet u af van ’t sineekende Transvaal, 

Aan zijn behoud hangt uw regeeringsroem. 
Want met de Afrikaansche Staten sneeft, 
’t Geloof uws volks in d’onafhanklijkheid

Van ’t Duitsche Rijk, dat om verdragen vleit, 
Bij ’t volk, dat ’t onrecht aan zijn zijde heeft.

*t Mystieke Rusland en zijn zachte czaar, 
’t Onmeetlijk rijk van een almachtig vorst, 
Die naar den wereldvrede streven dorst, 

En riep der landen raden bij elkaar, 
Zult werkeloos gij beiden aanzien *t schenden, 
Der raden raad, des czaren ideaal?

Hier naakt een pelgrim van ’tgedoemd Transvaal, 
En smeekt u om te doen naar ?t woord uws monds.

Eens redde ’t czarenrijk en England samen, 
Europa van het tiranniek geweld, 
Van Eén, die d’eeuw een eeuw vooruitgesneld, 

Het dwingen wilde zijnen geest t’omvâmen, 
En in een spanne tijds van enk’le jaren, 
Verhaasten wilde wat in eeuwen groeit.

Europa’s ■ levensboom, te zeer gesnoeid, 
Bezwijken ging, beroofd van knop en blâren.

’t Is England zelf, Napoleon’s tegenwicht, 
Dat thans, door ’t drijven van één sterken man, 
Gestuwd wordt op den weg van den tiran.

Maar Frankrijk, Rusland houden d’oogen dicht. 
En d’oude, goede koningin, hed haar, 
Die zestig jaren lang zoo vroed regeert, 

Vemioedt niet, dat die in haar naam beheert, 
Droomt weer den droom van overweldenaar.

Victoria, o gij wier naam alleen, 
Reeds al de grootheid van uw volk verkondt, 
Van allen ’t liefst tot u in dezen stond,

Mijn beê ik richt, herdenkend uw verleên. 
Ik heb Albert’s Meinoriaal aanschouwd, 
Er. beefde van ontzag bij ’t zien der eer.

Zoo schoon gebracht aan het heroen-heer, 
Groot is het volk, dat zulke beelden bouwt.

„Heil Albert’s schim, die zulk een bent vereende, 
„Heil u, o vrouw, die zoo eert gade’s deugd, 
„HeiI Groot-Brittanje”, riep ’k in heil’ge vreugd,

... *k Zag wéér het monument, maar nu, ik weende ! 
Door *t avondlijke Londen, geel bemist, 
Wijl wreede krijgsmuziek schald’ in de straten,

Trok op de troep der lage loonsoldaten, 
Die gingen bloedig slechten staatslicn-twist.

Dus denkers, gij hebt dan om niet gedacht, 
Gij, dichters hebt vergeefs uw ziel geuit, 
O, eedle prins-gemaal, zie hoe uw bruid, 

Gedoogen gaat, dat men uw Geest verkracht. 
De benden trokken voort, haar voerde aan 
Jong England’s adel, lang beschavings-bloem,

Maar nu, verblind door staatsmans list en roem, 
Bezoedelend beschavings blanke vaan.

Grijze vorstin, zie gindschen grijsaard komen, 
Hij wankt als gij, dicht bij de poort van dood, 
En smeekt dat eindelijk het moordend lood

Niet langer ’t bloèd van Boer en Brit doe stroomen. 
’t Staat aan Uw Majesteit het woord te spreken, 
Dat kinderen en vrouwen zal beschermen,

Verlaten op der vaad’ren graf te kermen; 
Van uwen schepter wacht men ’t vredes-teeken.

s’hJ

Maar stilt er geen het woên des Britschen leeuws, 
Houdt laag belang het hoog bestuur gebonden, 
Reist vruchteloos Europa gij in ’t ronde, 

Pelgrim, uw tocht zal nimmer zijn vergeefs.
Het kleine Holland, ’toude moederland, 
Heeft niet zijn dapp’re kinderen vergeten, 

Al zijn de veil’ge grenzen nauw gemeten, 
Hier vindt gij vriendenhart en vriendenhand.

’t Is niet de kracht van’t zwaard, die wij u bieden, 
Al zijn 00k onze jong’ren onvervaard;
Maar toch een nieuwe woon op nieuwe aard, 

Die wij verwerven willen mèt uw lieden.
*t Meer Flevo, dat in ’t hart des lands zich wrong, 
En raakt het rijk tot aan de Stichtsche lenden,

Maar vlijt, vernuft, geduld’ge burgerdeugd, 
Maakt dorren grond Arkadisch landgeneugt,

En waar nu spar groeit, zal het vee eens weiden. 
De Afrikaander, als een zoon die lang, 
Het ouderhuis ontvlucht, ver was aan ’tzwerven,

Hij keer’ terug op vaderiandsche erven, 
En heff weer aan d’oud-vaderlandschen zang.

’t Is Wilhelmina, die u zal begroeten, x 
En vrijheids-pelgrim, zoo uw moede oogen, 
Niet hopen durven meer, z6<5 vaak bedrogen,

In Haar kunt gij t behoud uws volks begroeten. 
Want zij, Oranje’s telg en Neerlands vorst, 
Zal minnen al wat is van Dietschen bloed,

’t Is hare driekleur, die langs zee en vloed, 
Alléén en trouw u te beschermen dorst.

Vaar binnen oorlogsboot, die in uw mast, 
d’Oranje-wimpel voert op rood, wit, blauw, 
Geheiligd doek, gij zijt uw roeping trouw, 

Nu gij beschut z66 hoogeerwaard’gen last, 
Vlug Jantje, laat den valreep zingend vallen, 
Wees welkom burgervader, op de rêe, 

Uw zwaarstô reîs was niet die over zee, 
Wees w elkom — Nêerland heeft een plaats voor allen I
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De rust naar buiten, die èn door de gers is de man van de verbinding van Pre-

te besluiten. Hij vend steun bij de bur- was belast, onvoldoende geacht Het was

deed hopen op gunstiger condities. den, nog in staat zijn tot het ontwikkelen
In 1883 werd einde’jk aan de tusschen- van al die energie, die noodig is om het)

regeering een einde gemaakt door de ver- 
kiezing van, Kruger tot Staatspresident 
’t Was niets meer dan een formaliteit, hij

een ijzeren weg, die er nog niet was; er 
waren nog meer grieven tegen Burgers, 
het einde was, dat hij al zijn invloed ver- 
loor. Donkere tijden, broken aan. Secocoe-

de staat van uitputting, waann de Repu- 
bliek verkeerde, was een prachtig voor-

sel met zijn planrien eens was, verzette waarden, die in Maart 1881 werden op- 
zich echter met kracht tegen den aanleg, gesteld en bekrachtigd, werden zoowel 
door den Staat, inziende^ dat het bezit van ; door den Volksraad als door het „drieman- 
deze spoor door den Staat voor Engeland schap”, dat bij ontstentenis van den 
reden kon zijn, tot annexatie der Republiek Staatspresident met de leiding der zaken

ni, een Kaffervorst in het Lijdenburgsche, 
waarschijnlijk bewerkt door Engelsche was reeds lang de ziel van den Staat

.5

; -■

van den Vrijstaat AUes scheen goed te bhek verkeeroe, was ecu piauiug 
gaan, de Vrijstaters verklaarden zich als|Wendsei Harer Majesteits regeering pro-

PRESIDENT KRUGER
en werd in 1862, ala belooning voor de

let ver van de grenzen 
van den tegenwoordigen 
Vrijstaat, in het Kaap
sche district Colesberg, 
een dier vooruitgescho-

ven posten van Boeren, die zich trachten te 
onttrekken aan de zegeningen der bescha- 
ving, die eerst de bewindslieden der Oost- 
Indische Compagnie, daarna die der En
gelschen over hen wilden uitstorten, werd 
den joen October 1825 Paul Kruger ge-
boren. Scholen outbroken in deze wilder- 
nis en het eenige onderwijs, dat de jonge 
Paul genoot, bestond in ’t ijverig spellen 
van het Boek der Boeken, dezen grooten 
schat der Boeren, die hen de moderne „be- 
schaving” deed minachten, doch hen to- 
vens bewaarde voor verwildering. Niet 
lang bleef de linkeroever der Oranje-rivier 
in het ongestoorde bezit der voortrekkers. 
De Engelschen, sinds kort heer en mees- 
ter der Kaapsche landen, begonnen mp» 
zorg de vraat- en veroveringszuchtsbacil 
te kweeken en steeds voortdringende naar 
het Noorden, duurde het niet lang of zij 
stieten op de Afrikaanders in het Coles- 
berg-district Hun stelselmatig negeeren 
van de belangen der Boeren, de bescher- 
ming, die zij aan de inboorlingen verleen- 
den, 00k daar waar dezen de Boeren aan- 
vielen, waxen bij tai van andere grieven 
oorzaak, dat in 1836 de ossen voor de wa- 
gens gespannen werden en de uittocht uit 
de Kaapkolonie begon. Het huisgezin van 
den ouden Caspar Kruger was een der 
eerste, die het sein gaven tot den grooten 
trek. Men trok de Drakensbergen over en 
vestigde zich in Natal, doch 00k hier werd 
geen rust gevonden. Niettegenstaande de 
verdragen, gesloten met de nomadische 
Kafferstammen, die in het schaars bevolk- 
te Natal bun kudden weidden, kwam het 
tclkens tot botsingen tusschen de Boeren 
en de trouwelooze Kaffervorsten, en het is 
in deze bloedige school des levens, dat de 
jonge Kruger het meest grondige onder- 
richt ontving. Als 12-jarige knaap heeft 
hij in het laager bij Vechtkop een over- 
macht van Zoeloes afgeslagen en hij was 
nog geen dertig jaar, toen hij medestreed 
in het commando, dat bij Bloedrivier Din- 
gaan’s verraad in bloed smoorde. Tot een 
rustige nederzetting in het Natalsche berg- 
land zou het niet komen. De tegenstand 
der Kaffers was wd is waar gebroken, uit 
het Noorden was dus weinig gevaar meer 
te duchten, doch uit het Zuiden kwam de 
erfvijand , Engeland, weder opzetten en 
nog vôôrdat deze Natal tot een Kroco.- 
kolonie van het Britsche Rijk prodameer- 
de, trokken de „onverzoenlijken” weder 
verder en betraden Transvaal ; dit was in 
1839. De Kafferstammen, die rich aan de 
overzijde der Vaal bevonden, moesten met 
geweld verdreven worden en de jonge 
Paul onderscheidde zich in dien strijd zoo- 
danig, dat hij op 16-jarigen leeftijd be- 
noemd werd tot assistent-veldkomet De 
tijd van trekken was echter spoedig voor 
hem uit Hij vestigde zich in het Rusten- 
burgsebe, trouwde een juffrouw Duplessis, 
die 13 maanden na haar huwelijk over
feed en hertrouwde, 21 jaar oud, met een 
niebt zijner eerste vrouw, onze » Tante 
Sanna”, die hem 16 kinderen, negen zoons 
en zeven dochters, sebonk. Te midden van 
Steeds wassenden voorspoed, bleef hij zich 
trouw met de openbare zaak bemoeien 
en werden allengs zijn militaire bekwaam- 
heden door zijn medeburgers steeds meer 
naar waarde gcschat In 1848 werd de 23- 
jarige benoemd tot commandant en in 
1852, het jaar van de Zandrivier-conven- 
tie, waarbij Transvaal door Engeland als 
onafhankelijke staat erkend werd, zien we 
hem aan het hoofd van een commando op- 
trekken tegen de Kafferstammen onder 
Sityeli, De nieuwe luitenant-generaal — 
dit was zijn titel — leidde vier jaar achter 
elkaar zijn Burgers ter overwinning, streed 
in ’58 met succès in het Zoutpansbergsche

fen werd in 1802, ala belooning voor de lers, die 
vele diensten, den Staat bewezox bevor- Stephanu:
derd tot commandant-generaal, een post,
door hem tot 1874 waargenomen. Zijn 
scherpe bhk in militaire zaken hebben de 
bewondering van vriend en vijand gewekt 
en Dr. Leyds overdreef niet, toen hij eras 
niet lang geleden verklaarde, dat Paul 
Kruger eigenlijk de beste generaal der 
Boeren was.

«Bedachtzaam en getrouw”, schrijft Dr. 
Hendrik Muller in «Mannen en Vrouwen 
van beteekenis in onze dagen”, gematigrt. 
vroom en rechtvaardig, „vnj, onverveert’, 
kende hij noch vrees voor den dood, noch 
vrees voor pijn, dat erkennen zelfs zijn 
bitterste tegenstanders. Op een tocht in 
1845 naar Ohrigstad werd, bij het schie- 
ten op een «renoster”, het bovenste lid van 
zijn duim door het barsten van het geweer 
gekwetst ; koud vuur willende voerkomen, 
sneed Kruger zich toen eigenhandig met 
zijn zakmes het lid af. De voortrekkers 
waren niet bang voor «seer in huile pen- 
sies”.

Zandrivier-conventie, èn doof Kruger’s 
succesvol opereeren tegen de Kaffers ver
zekerd was, werd oorzaak dat, evenals in 
de geschiedenis onzer vaderen, de binnen
landsche verdeeldheden het hoofd opsta- 
ken en de politieke hartstochten’ ontketend 
werden. En 00k hier blijft Kruger niet op 
den achtergrond. Onder den invloed van 
de gesloten overeenkomst met Engeland, 
werd een poging beproefd, allé Boeren m 
één staten-verband te vereenigen en we 
zien in 1853 een „Zuid-Afrikaansche Re
publiek” ontstaan. Lang duurt de eensge- 
zindheid echter niet De Lijdenburgers, 
grootendeels nog oude voortrekkers, 
scheidden zich af en stichtten in 1856 de 
Republiek Lijdenburg. Dit deed de .Zuid- 
Afrikaansche Republiek”, wier burgers 
bieven gelooven aan de kracht van een 
eenigen Boeren-staat, zich wenden tot den 
Oranje-Vrijstaat, wiens onafhankelijkheid 
aan de eene zijde bedreigd werd door En
geland, aan de andere zijde door de Ba- 
soeto’s. Pretorius, de Transvaalsche staats- 
president, trok naar Bloemfontein, doch 
van het schoone plan kwam mets. Enge
land wist zoo listig te stoken, dat de twee 
vrienden naar de wapens grepen en het 
bijna tot een treffen was gekomen. Kru
ger bevond zich reeds met een commando 
in den Vrijstaat, doch gelukkig bedach- 
ten de leiders zich, en in plaats van scho- 
ten, werden er gedachten gewisseld en 
achtte men het beter zich te verzoenen. 
Ondanks de tegenwerking van den En
gelschen gouverneur der Kaapkolonie Sir 
George Grey, die sinds lang het 00g ge- 
slagen had op den Vrijstaat en voor En
geland meer heii zag in twee zwakke re- 
publiekjes, dan in éen stevige, gezonde re
publiek, werd in 1859 Pretorius, die reeds 
staatspresident der Zuid-Afrikaansche Re
publiek was, 00k gekoeen tot president

één man voor de vereeniging, en 00k over 
de Vaal waren de Lijdenburgers voor het 
plan gewonnen, toen Grey als spelbreker 
optrad. Engeland dreigde met het vemie- 
tigen der onafhankelijkheids-tractaten, 
verklaarde geen conventie met den nieu- 
wen staat te zullen aangaan en behield 
zich het recht voor, de hand te houden 
boven het hoofd der inboorlingen in het 
gebied der nieuwe Republiek.

Daar lag het schoone plan. Vrijstaat en 
Transvaal, te zeer overtuigd van hun 
zwakheid tegenover’t machtige Engeland, 
zagen van vereeniging af, en Pretorius, 
gedwongen tot een keuze, legde het pre- 
sidentschap der Z A. R. neder. Dit gaf 
aanleiding tot eenige stnibbeling in de 
Republiek. Verschillende pretendenten 
aasden op den vrijgekomen zetel, en het 
liep zelfs zoo ver, dat Kruger zijn burgers 
bijeen riep, en de Noordelijke Transva-

lers, die aangevoerd werden eerst door
s Schoeman, daarna door Jan

Viljoen, na bloedige gevechten uiteen
JQeg. Eerst de terugkeer van Pretorius in 
1864 bracht 00k de Ast weder. Doch die 
rust sloot geen welvaart in zich. De jonge 
staat stak zich steeds dieper in de schul- 
den en het tekort was reeds gestegen tot 
een millioen, toen het bericht kwam van 
de ontdekking der diamantvelden bij Kim
berley. Transvaal kon aanspraken doen 
gelden op een gedeelte der „blauwe aar- 
de”, hier scheen uitkomst te zijn voor den 
steeds in geldnood zittenden staat, doch 
hoe bitter was niet de teleurstelling, toen 
Engeland, niet achtende de aanspraken 
van den Vrijstaat, noch die van het Gri- 
kwahoofd Klaas Waterboer, noch die van 
Transvaal, in vollen vredestijd de dia
mantvelden annexeerde. Pretorius, die te 
vergeefs voor de belangen van de Repu
bliek gestreden had, trad af en werd opge- 
volgd door Dr. Burgers, een Kaapsch pre- 
dikant, in tegenstelling met Pretorius, een 
geletterd en zeer welsprekend man. Bur-

toria met de zee. Hij zag in, dat de Repu
bliek vôôr ailes zich geheel los moest ma- 
ken van Engeland, en het eemge middel 
daartoe was de rechtstreeksche verbinding 
met de Delagoa-baai, de beste en veilig- 
ste haven van de geheele Oost-Afrikaan- 
sche kust De Volksraad werd voor’t plan 
gewonnen en Burgers trok naar Europa, 
verkreeg van de Portugeesche regeering 
de belofte, dat zij voor den spoorweg over 
haar gebied zou zorgen en plaatste te Am
sterdam een klein gedeelte der leening, 
benoodigd voor den aanleg. Hij was zelfs 
zoo heet gebakerd, dat hij alvast eenig 
materieel bestelde voor de lijn, die er nog 
niet was. De haast, die hij maakte, deed 
bem ontsporen. Kxuger, die bet in begin-

Transvaal tot Britsch grondgebied te ver- 
klaren”.

De voorspiegeling van vernieuwde 
welvaart kon de Boeren niet bekoren, 
de onafhankelijkheid was hun liever, en 
Kruger werd met Dr. Jorissen in 1877 
naar Engeland gezonden om bij de Konin- 
gin ’t goede recht der burgers te bepleiten

Kruger’s reis was nutteloos. Den 21 en 
Juni 1877 werd de Zuid-Afrikaansche Re
publiek officieel ingelijfd bij het Britsche 
rijk. Thans trad de vice-president meer 
en meer op den voorgrond. Hij riep de 
burgers bijeen, ried hen aan geduld te 
oefenen, en sprak de verwachting uit, dat 
Gladstone, die waarschijnlijk spoedig de 
regeering der Tories zou omverwerpen, 
de inlijving zou herroepen, want hij had 
haar in verschillende retfevoeringen 
scherp gecritiseerd. Voorloopig zou men 
de Engelschen hun gang laten gaan, en 
zich niet bemoeien met de regeering. Dit 
negeeren ging zelfs zoo ver, dat Kruger 
weigerde met zijn commando op te trek
ken tegen de Zoeloe’s, toen Shepstone, de 
gouverneur, hem daartoe aanzocht

De komst van Gladstone aan de regee
ring was voor de Boeren een sein tot her- 
nieuwd protesteeren, doch het hielp niet. 
«Zoolang zon en maan schijnen, zal En
geland Transvaal niet teruggeven”, luid- 
de Wolseley’s trotsche antwoord.

Het wachten was uit. Het geweer zou 
spreken. De strijd, die bij Potchefstroom 
begon en met Amajoeba en Laing’s Nek 
eindigde, ligt nog versch in aller geheu- 
gen. Den I3en December riep Kruger den 
Volksraad te Paardekraal bijeen, en wist 
zijn burgers door zijn gloedvolle woorden 
te bezielen en hen te overtuigen, dat al- 
leen een krachtig volgehouden strijd suc
cès kon hebben.

1 Het succès kwam. doch de vredesvoor-

ren ten slotte een lijn naar de Oostkust 
verkiezen zouden boven in het geheel geen 
verbinding met de kust Eindelijk waren 
allé moeilijkbeden overwonnen, de Portu
geesche regeering trok de concessie, aan 
Mac-Murdo gegeven, in, de Nederland- 
sche maatschappij trad in overleg met 
Portugal en toog aan het bouwen van 
haar lijn.

Het tijdperk van rust, dat voor de Re
publiek volgde, werd door Kruger besteed 
aan het tot stand brengen van allerlei noo 
dige en nuttige hervormingen. De goud- 
nijverheid werd zooveel mogelijk bevor- 
derd, doch steeds zorgde Kruger er voor, 
dat de mijnbevolking, die bij duizenden 
binnenstroomde, zicli niet met de inrich- 
ting van den Staat kon bemoeien. Op 
welke wijze de Engelschen zich ten slotte 
„recht” trachtten te verschaffen, weten we 
alien. In plaats van in triomf Johannesburg 
te worden binnengeleid door jubelenda 
uitlandere, werden Jameson en de zijnen 
te Pretoria in de tronk gestopt waar Kn> 
ger ze echter behandelen liet met de groot)» 
ste voorkomendheid. Zijn geheele hooding 
in deze quaestie was een en al gematigd- 
heid. Hij had er zijn goede redenen voor. 
De Republiek was nog niet in staat zich 
de dîep verongeGjkte te toonen. Wie recb» 
ten wil doen gelden, moet 00k in staaS 
zijr^ ze desnoods gewapenderhand te steu>> 
nen Tegen het gevoelen van den Uitvoa- 
renden Raad en van zijn burgers in, lever* 
de Kruger Jameson en zijn vrijbuiters dus 
uit Er waren er, die meenden, dat Eng&* 
land zich thans de edelmoedige zou too 
nen! Kruger heeft er geen oogenblik aan 
geloofd. Onverpoosd werkte hij aan de 
verdediging van zijn land, wel inziende^ 
dat de bom eenmaal moest barsten. Zij is 
gebarsten, met welk résultant, wij weten ’H

Voor de derde maal betreedt Kruger 
thans Europa, doch nimraer scheen da 
toestand voor zijn burgers hachelijker, 
werd de bemiddeling van Europa vuriget 
begeerd.

Zal hij het hoofd stooten, als in ’77, of 
slagen als in ’84? Zal de thans 75-jarigQ 
grijsaard, na de wreede teleurstellingenigers, die weinig lust hadden van hun ar-1 Kruger’s invloed echter, die den Volks-

moede nog geld te moeten opbrengen voor j raad weder met geduld en lijdzaamheid na de bittere ervaringen der laatste maanr

zendelingen, begon zich te roeren, en het 
kostte heel wat moeite, dit heerschap tot 
rede te brengen; met’s lands financiën 
ging het steeds achteruit, zelfs Volksraads
leden konden geen belasting meer op- 
brengen, en zoo geschiedde het, dat in 
Juli 1877, toen Burgers moest aftreden, 
Kruger, die in 1874 tot vice-president was 
benoemd, candidaat werd gesteld.

Doch er kwam een kink in den kabel. 
Het goud had Engeland wafcker gemaakt, :

clameerde de Zuid-Afrikaansche Repu
bliek tot Britsch grondgebied.

„Lofty and magnanimous”, waren Enge- 
land’s beweegredenen, zegt Dr. Muller, 
„want het wilde de Boeren redden van de 
Zulu-legers!” „De Republiek neemt toe m 
zwakte; de naturellen (inboorlingen), 
groeien in vermetelheid, de handel is ver- 
nietigd, de Staat insolvent”, verklaarde 

Sir Theophilus Shepstone in zijn procla
matie. „En nademaal de verwoesting van 
een naburigen, vriendelijken (aldus wordt 
het woord «friendly” door een keurige 
Nederlandsche pen vertaald in de voor de 
Boeren bestemde kennisgeving), staat door 
wilde stammen niet door Harer Majesteits 
regeering zonder de emstigste en pijnlijk- 
ste bekommering kan cverdacht worden”, 
en aangezien „hij gepetitioneerd 
is om inlijving door een groot deel der in- 
wooers", zoo zag hij zich genoodzaakt

Thans wendde hij al zijn kracht en in
vloed aan om aan de gehate inmenging 
van Engeland in de binnenlandsche aan- 
gelegenheden der Republiek een einde te 
maken. In ’84 trok hij met generaal Smit en 
Ds. Dutoit, den superintendent van Onder
wijs, naar Europa, en zag zijn rending in 
allé opzichten slagen. Engeland stelde 
zich tevreden met een recht van veto op 
de traktaten met het buiten md, waaron- 
der de Vrijstaat niet gerekend zou worden 
en zag 00k, wat de inboorlingen betreft, 
van inmenging af. Verder verzekerde de 
President zich op zijn reis van den b*eun 
van Duitschland en opende met verschil- 
lende invloedrijke mannen onderhandelin- 
gen over den aanleg van den spoorweg van 

: Pretoria naar de Portugeesche grens. Vôôr
dat de eerste trein van het Oosten nit, 
Transvaal binnen stoomde, kostte het Kru
ger heel wat strijd en staatsmansbeleid. 
Naijvenge Engelschen en kortzichtige 
Volksraadsleden drongen aan op intrek
king der concessie en de Amenkaansche 
kolonel, Mac-Murdo, die den spoorweg 
bouwde van Lorenzo Marquez tot dicht bij 
de Transvaalsche grens, eischte voor het 
vervoer krankzinnige prijzen en weigerde 
een billijke tariefregeling met de Neder- 
landsche maatschappijen te treffen. Kruger 
hield vol. Hij verbood de doortrekking 
der Kaapsche en Natalsche lijn op Trans- 
vaalsch grondgebied, zoolang de totstand- 
koming van den Delagoa-spoorweg niet 
verzekerd was, wel wetende, dat de Boe-

laffe, lauwe Europa voor de belangen van 
het vrije volk te winnen ? Zal hij slagen in 
zijn grootsche taak, zijn volk voor den 
ondergang te bewaren?

De beste wenschen van heel de be» 
schaafde wereld vergezellen hem op zijn 
tocht en wie wat voelt voor recht en ge* 
rechtigheid, bidt hem toe, dat hij verlos- 
sing zal mogen brengen aan zijn zwaar 
beproefde natie. Zullen de regeeringeij 
desondanks aan het verlangen barer on- 
derdanen weerstand durven bieden?

Hoe ’t zij, wij herhalen, wat Dr. Mulle® 
aan het einde van zijn intéressante be» 
schouwing over Kruger’s leven zegt:

„Hij, die den ernst des levens kent en 
geen vreemdeling is in de verdiensten van 
de vorsten der wereld, zal erkennen, dat 
hij voor weinige hunner heeft gestaan, die 
hem zooveel ontzag inboezemden als dit 
eenvoudige hoofd van nog geen honderd- 
duizend boeren. Niet de kleeren zijn het, 
die indruk maken. Geen ware eerbied is 
het, die zich baseert op fraaie vormen, op 
hooge positie, op groote kennis zelfs. Neen, 
het is het besef van zedelijke grootheid, 
dat ons het hoofd doet buigen in ontzag.

Die heeft Kruger getoond. Maar be» 
halve tot eerbied dwingt hij tot dankbaar» 
heid al wat behoort tot den ederlandschen 
stam. En hij, die het vaandel van den 
grooten Zwijger heeft opgenomen en ge- 
stoken hoog in de lucht, hij heeft tevenS 
het recht verdtend om (hens titel te voe- 
ren, den hoogsten, dien een staatsman 
verwerven kant hij is de Vader des Va» 
dcrlands.”
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ALGEMEEN OVERZICHT.

Er bestaat daarotn allé redez^ om de 
Chinac/en te behandelen al» menschelij- 
ka wezens — zoo zegt dr. George H Hep- 
Worth aan het slot van een geschrift, dat 
hij t* Washington het licht deed zien —, 
Zij hebben ach schuldig gemaakt en ver- 
dienen straf, maar de bestraffing moet in 
Verhouding itaaa tot de mis^aA Te zwa- 
I* bestraffing, indien het den ram aan- 
Peemt van wraak, doet zelf» een lafaard 
ten dapper man warden.

Het Chineesche Hof moet warden te- 
roggeroepen, en de verschilpunten tas- 
Schen de Chmeezen en de mogendheden 
moeten behandrid warden van een stand
punt van hooge staatmanskunda. En blijkt 
het, dat dit met mogelijk is, dan moet het 
reheeb geschil worden overgelegd aan't 
riot van Arbitrage in Den Haa^ waar 
net behandrid zal worden, zonder vrees 
$f begunstiging, en dusdanig geregeld 
Worden, dal ar van geen spijt kan sprake 
Xijn

Ik meen in den geest van da regeering 
to Washington te schrijven — gaat de 
Deer Hepworth voort —, ab ik dit teg. 
Rutland, Franknjk en ds VerrenigA- Sta
ten zijn gereed, p zelfs, zij haken er naar, 
cm dezen twist te beëindigen op voor- 
waarden, die eeriijk en eervoi zijn voor 
»lle partijen, welke er bij betrokken zijn. 
Eijn Deutschland ex» Engeland even aoo 
begeerig?

Het ia alweêr Amerika, dat den moet 
dwars zet; de mogendheden zijn nog 
Steed» aan het onderhandeiei^ zonder dat 
er van eenig resultaat iets bemerkbaar is. 
De redevoenngen, door graaf Von Bulow 
en den Franschen minister Ddcasaé, re»- 
pectieveHjk in den Rijksdag en da Fran- 
•che Kamtxr gehouden, hebben in de Ver- 
eenigde Staten een gunstigen indruk ge- 
maakt, doch over bet algemeen is men er 
■let zoo algemeen mede ingenomeo. De 
officieuse bïaden beweren, dat er duidebik 
trit bhjkt, dat in Duh»cfalen<k èa Frank- 
fijk van plan zijn, China te verdbeten an
tler de Westersche mogendhedsa en 
kij door de zwars eiachen dk verdeeling 
ccvennijdebj'k willen maken.

De Vereenigde Staten — zegt de .New- 
York Times’* — willen joist de schadever- 
goedingen lager stellen,en indieto âj hierin 
fiiet slagen, dan zullen zij rich trit het En- 
fopeesche concert terugtrekken. De .Eve
ning Post* valt eveneen» de Europeesche 
mogendheden aan, en keurt haar optre- 
Ucn in de Chineesche quaestie af. Het 
blad gaat zelfs zoo ver, het optreden van 
Europa oneerlijk en huichelachtig te noe» 
aœ, en beweert, dat de mogendheden er 
Dp trit zijn, China’s zelfstandigheid hoe 
langer hoe meer te verkleinen.
„ Het Londensche Cityblad zegt in een 
hrtikri over de bewermgen der Ameri- 
kaansche per», niet goed te kunnen be- 
grijpen, hoe deze iritiatingen te vereeni- 
gen zijn met de vroeger door de Veree
nigde Staten afgelegde verklaringeih dat 
zij zich met zouden afscheiden van het 
Europeesche concert De .Times" is zeer 
bevredigd over de redevoeringen van den 
Duitschen rijkskanselier en den Franschen 
minister. Het blad erkent alleen, niet toe 
te kunnen geven, dat de veridaring van 
graaf Von Bükw joist is, waar hij zegt 
dat de Duitscher» niet agressief en wra^k- 
gierig optreden.

Het is geen gemalckelijke taak om on- 
der dez. omstandigheden de Chmeesche 
ouaestie tot een goed einde te brengen. 
Zoolang er geen eensgezindheid b onder 
de mogendheden, zal men niet ved op- 
khieten, vooral ook, omdat genoegzaam 
gebleken is, dat de Chineezen zeer weinig 
N vertroowen zijn.

Ved gevorderd schijnt men dan ook al 
Ëte zijn, anders zou on* de telegraaf 

ran wel het een en ander gemdci heb-

Het Hof wfl, naar de «Daily News* ver- 
Gvan Singan Foe weg, maar, het »

i macht van generaal Toeng Foeh 
die met 16000 man het 

jraakt De generaal weet, dat zijn leven 
bedreigd wordt, dat zijn vonms geteekend 
k en heeft er nu ailes op gezet om zijn 
leven te rekken of te redden. Overigens 
Ichijnt de toestand kalmer te worden 
Consulaire rapporter» deden medn dat de 
opstandelingen overal verslagen zijn door 
de keizerlijke troepen, en dat zij in de 
bergen geviucht zijn De onhisten zouden 
hiermede — indien het bericht waar it — 
feitelijk geüindâgd zijn.

PRESIDERT KRU8ER IN EUROPA/ 
(Van onzen particulieren correspondent).

HL

MARSEILLE, 15 November
Op ’t oogenblik, dat gij dezen brief 

leest. heeft waarsdrijnlijk het tdegrafiich 
bericht u reeds bereikt, dat cfe .Gelder- 
hLnd” op de reed, van MaraeüJ» ligt en 
President Kruger in wdstand voet aan 
kmd heeft gezet Mag di* fed een histo- 
fizch fait genoemd worden? Lz gdoef he* 
wd, zoo goed als't Franknjk tot eeuwige

schande zal strekken, als het opnieuw de 
principes van den vrede verkeerd toepast 
Wij zijn in Europa alien zoo vredelievend 
geworden, dat wij met humaniteits-phra- 
sen gemakkelijk bedekken de zeer inhu
mane lafheid. Een ondermijner van het 
militainsme heeft gezegdt „la gloire c’est 
le sang des autres." Dat klinkt mooi, dat 
is een phrase, die door haar uiterlijken 
schijn velen tot zwijgen brengt Maar men 
zou met hetzelfde recht kunnen zeggen: 
Ja paix c’est la lâcheté de nous-mêmes.” 
Al» ik bedenk, dat de regeering van het
zelfde voik, dat than* op allerlei wijzen 
konkelt en kronkelt, om maar niet aan 
President Kruger de eer te geven, die hem 
toekomt, in ’t belang van een vrede, welks 
eenige vrucht een toeneming van ’t pcole- 
tariaat en een degeneratie van den mid- 
denstand is, door zijn geheele geschiede- 
nis altijd vooraan is geweest om 't ideaal 
en de drager» van idealen te zteunen en 
te hclpen, dan blijft mij maar een troost, 
en die is, dat het zijn eigen graf graaft 
Want sterker dan eenige tyrannie, en 
Franknjk wordt op dit oogenblik tyran- 
niek geregeerd, men knevelt den gods- 
dienst, bemoeilijkt priesters, die de sou
tane dragen, alsof een vuile pilow-broek 
zooveel mooier is, belemmert de militaire, 
in het uitoefenen van bun godsdienst, is 
het instinct des volks, dat zich ten slotte 
daartegen moet verzetten, al kan het lang 
duren.

Tijdens de campagne Dreyfus beweei- 
de een groot gedeelte van de internatio
nale pers, dat het niet hier gold één man, 
maar het rechts-prindpe. Men komt er toe 
om thans met bitterheid te vragen of in 
Kruger dan niet ’n verguizing van ’t recht 
i» verpersoonlijkt, het heilige recht van elk 
volk, om vrij te wonen op den grbnd, dien 
bet ten koste van bloed en moeite heeft 
verworven en jaren lang in vrede heeft 
gecultiveerd. Maar diezelfde pers zwijgt 
nu in Franknjk.

Ik ben een dag in Marseille Ik heb 
dien doorgebracht met bezoeken te bren
gen aan autoriteiten en ambtenaren. 
Overal heb ik gevonden een bijna volko- 
men gémis aan vormen, een soort platte 
funilianteit, een aoort ongewasschen ega- 
kteit, die mij vreezen doet voor een régime 
waaros>der elkeen J an-en-Alleman zal zijn 
en niet» zal gebeuren zonder dwang van 
règlement. De code stad b een oud, ver- 
vallen broeinest van arme kinderen, die 
opgevoed zonder leiding en zonder am- 
bacht, het léger der unskilled llwerknlie- 
den zullen vergrooten, die méér en eerder 
dan de zoo verafschuwde njken, lieden 
zijn, die luierend leven ten koste van de 
gemeenschap. Want het kapitaal dwingt 
tôt arbeid, tôt ondememingen, op straffe 
van vennindering, maar de bezitlooce in 
dit zachte klimaat, waar de levensmidde- 
len zoo goedkoop en goed zijn, kan zijn 
weinige behoeften, dierlijke eigenschap, al 
heel gemakkelijk voidoen, om daarna zich 
itraffcloo» over te geven aan de grootste 
der menschelijka ondeugden: luiheid.

Toen ik het vieze, hokkerige, annoedige 
stadhub had verlaten en ik langs de kade 
terughep, zag ik aan mijn linkerhand om- 
hoog een groote kerk. Ik liep een breede 
trap opt waar een vijftigtal lazarom zich 
vermaakten met het dobbelen met sous 
en stood toen voor de prachtige cathedraal 
Ja Major* of,zooals de oude.kleine cathe
draal heette, die hier vroeger stood en 
waarvaa nog een klein gedeelte is blijven 
staan, ..Sainte Marie Majeure". Dit i» de 
schoonste en grootste kerk, sedert de 
nriddeieeuwen in Franknjk gebouwd Zij 
b op den hoogsten heuvel van Marseille 
neergezet en van haar trappen heeft men 
een prachtig vergezicht over de haven. Ik 
zag nu de groote havenbekkens, ook dat 
van la Joliette, met de twee steenen dij- 
ken als twee granieten armen van ’t land, 
wachtend om de schepen te omhelzen, die 
aan Masilias boezem komen rusten van 
verre reizen En in de verte zag ik de zee, 
de azuren Middellandsche zee, zij,de grens 
van ’t oude Europa. Beneden, aan de ka
de, lagen daar de koopwaren van aile 
landen opgestapeld, en de producten, die 
Europa zelf zou wegzendez» in ruiL Daar 
was wi jn, diet zout, zeep ; daar waren spe- 
cerijen, granen, vrucbten en visch. Daar 
lagen baleu Oostersche tapijten, balen 
Ztudvrochten, kisten met kleederen. Phoe- 
nidéra en Grieken hadden reeds in ver 
verleden eeuwen hier hunne rijkdommen 
en beschaving heengebrachti Terwijl in 
de bergen barbaarsche oer-inwoners nog 
menschenoffers brachten, waren Marseil
le, Nizza, Antibes, Saint-Gilles reeds be- 
schaafde kolonien, maatschappijen met 
artsen, dichtera, historid, wijsgeeren. Mar
seille, de metropool van het Rhône-Zui- 
den, eerste markt van da Middellandsche 
zee, moest door de aanwerigtieid van de 
Rhône-vallei de haven van GaüidB wor
den.

En daar de stad spoedig als aile goede 
havenplaatsen, In rijkdom toenam, ont- 

ook hier da vrije, onafhankelijke, 
verdraagzam. geest, die aile koopsteden 
kenmerkt De oud. Marsdllanen waren 
repubhkeiiK^ zooab dat de bewooei» van 
Hamburg, Brames, Lubeck, Amsterdam 
m de bloeitijdBQ geweest zijn.

Marseille, de metropool van MiA-L»!- 
«xW» Btaart iaar des Orient en 

heaft den grootsten in- 
voer vr«i lood, eetvangt grain van 1 Ooa- 
<en, oli* van den Levant, ootvangt de wa

ren van Indië, Senegal en Zuid-Amerika, 
looit al de huiden van de geiten, gekocht 
aan de oevers van de Middellandsche zee 
Het produceert ontzaglijke massa’s 
scheepsprovisie’s en lekkernijen, produ
ceert de helft van aile zeep, in Franknjk 
gemaakt Vee van Algerije, Italie en Span- 
je, katoen van Indië en Egypte, wol en 
mineralen van Algerije, wijnen uit Span- 
je, thee en zijde uit China," petroleum uit 
de Vereenigde Staten, bout uit Canada, 
leder uit Zuid-Amerika, guano uit Peru, 
striker van de Antillen, koffie van de Côte- 
Fermé, al die producten lagen daar op de 
verre, breede kaden gelost, of werden in 
de pakhuizen opgeslagen Door de fogging 
van Europa, dat zich in den Oceaan als 
schiereiland verlengt, b de metropool van 
Provence eveneens in zeker opzicht een 
haven van Engeland en de landen in het 
Noorden. Uit handels-oogpunt beschouwd 
b Frankrijk een landengte van groote 
bree^te, die de reiziger» en kooplieden 
gebruiken om de lange omvaart van het 
Iberisch schiereiland te ontgaan.

Ondanks de rivaliteit van Genua, Na- 
pels, Brindisi, Venetië, Triëst, gaat van 
Marseille uit nog altijd het grootste aan- 
tal reiziger» voor Griekenland, Turkije, 
Egypte en Indië.

Ik stand aan den voet van „le Cathé
drale” en staarde naar den lichtblauwen 
zee-einder, waar over eenige etmalen de 
witte «Gelderland" zou verschijnen.

Zij zou de elf vuurtorens zien en de 
twee groote aan de monding van La Jo- 
liette. Maar zij zou ook de torens van de 
cathedraal zien, gebouwd in byzantijn- 
schen stijl, als ware zij voor de Oosteriin- 
gen, hier aan land stappend, een herinne- 
ring. Haar koepel b 60 M. hoog. Haar 
bouw, — zij b in 1893 voltooid en men 
heeft er 35 jaar aan gearbeid — heeft 15 
nrillioen francs gekost En toch b zij, zoo- 
wd van buiten als van binnen, vnj een- 
voudig. Doch haar materiaal b kostbaar, 
albast, marmer en mozaiek zijn niet ge- 
spaard, doch zij b rustiger, minder opge- 
schikt dan vele andere kathoheke kerken. 
Ik weet niet, welke gedachten President 
Kruger zullen bezielen, ah hij haar reeds 
van verre zal aanschouwen. Laat hij haar 
zeggen, dat, zoo hij ook vreezen moet, dat 
in muffe stadhuizen en Elysées met pila- 
ren van papier-maché het ideaal en de 
schoonc^ goede vormen zijn weggekwijnd, 
er nog andere gebouwen zijn, waar het 
beste en hoogste in den mensch met eer- 
bied wordt gediend en gekweekt... Een 
stadhuis met een sociaal-democratischen 
burgemeester legt het af tegen een cathe
draal als deze, ook voor materialisten, die 
wel eens mogen bedenken, dat zoo’o ca
thedraal, door haar bouw alleen. honder- 
den werklieden brood verschaft, en gele- 
genhèid geeft niet alleen God, maar ook 
dat andere goddebjke in den mensch, de 
schoonheid te dienen.

Na een, helaas, vluchtig bezoek aan de 
trotsche cathedraal, die zoo schoon de ha
ven beheerscht, liep ik weder beneden- 
waarts naar bet centrum van de stad te- 
rug. Ik had vernomen, dat het .Comité 
voor de onafhankelijkheid der Boeren” 
van plan was, een gedeelte van den weg, 
dien President Kroger zal volgen, met 
sparregroen en vlaggen te decoreeren. Ik 
zag een .wagen, hoog opgeladen met dat 
siergroen. en daarvôôr liep een fijn, rank 
ezeltje. De voerman liep er ringend naast

„Is dat voor de versiering?" vroeg ik 
hem.

Hij keek mij aan en zei snedigr
„Ja, van den bakkersoven” en hij 

ladite.
.’t Zou beter zijn, als ’t voor de versie

ring gebruikt werd, als President Kroger 
aankwam”.

«Beter, beter?” zet hij weêr. „Ik vraag 
alleen, wat is nuttig. En ’t h nuttiger bij 
den bakker”.

Hij klapte met zijn zweep en begon 
weêr te zingen, terwijl het ranke ezeltje 
in zijn zelfden pas voortstapte. Wat drom- 
mel, wie was de veratandigste van ons 
drieën, de voerman, die een utiliteits-phi- 
losoof was, ik, die idéalisme zocht bij een 
ezeldrijver, of ons kalm ezeltje, dat zijn 
plichtje deed... Lang dacht ik er niet 
over, want op ’tzelfcle oogenblik kwam 
van den hœk een groote troep recruten 
voor de nieuwe lichting.

Een officier liep vooruit; zichtbaar on- 
tevreden met de corvée. Eenige sergean- 
ten er naast En de geheele troep jonge- 
lieden in burgerkleederen, bijna alien, met 
koffers of tasschen in de hand, stapten 
wat luidrochtig voort. Terzijde liepen oude 
vrouwtjes op een drafje mede, voor zich 
uit korven houdend met broodjes, worsten, 
vrochten en kleine fleschjes met sterken 
drank, hijgend haar handeltje doenda met 
„la nouvelle France”, dat daar optrok, ho 
pen wij, om niet haar plicht te verzaken.

Is het welhcht de persoonlijke dienst- 
plicht, die den vredesgeest heeft versterkt 
en het soo mogelijk maakt dal vrede en 
egoîstbche lafheid met elkaar verward 
kunnen worden ? Het leger ran loonsoldi- 
ten heeft ved nadeelen, maar geen leger 
b beter, echter, moediger, can het leger 
van eoldaten bij ambitie ledereen soldait 
te willen maken, beteekent een leger van 
burger» vormen Soldait zijn b een roe
ping, zooab ^riester tijix kunstenaar djn 
een roeping ta. Hat leçer, waarin dka U- 
milia haar tonen trit of die »ooen ’• dap- 
peren of ten padfiaken tard hebbert be

teekent een moeilijk, te hanteeren massa 
scheppen, die in oorlogstijd spoedig zal 
ontaarden. Niet de dwang van het regle
ment, maar de \1 de ambitie van den 
man zelf( maken den soldaat En een der 
kenmerken van het burgerlijk regime is, 
dat zij het wezen van den militair heeft 
miskend, den militair door langdurigcn 
vrede heeft ontaard, hem als een lastpost 
en een „opeter" b gaan beschouwen. Ja, 
iastpost en opeter b hij, daar waar men 
hem er toe dwingt, door liever, dan hem 
en zijn inannelijken aard te erkennen, 
hem ten koste van al wat natiën schoon 
en groot maakt, te doemen tot werkeloos- 
heid en doellooze sport-excercitie.

Jong Frankrijk was nauwelijH» voor- 
bijgetrokken, of ik zag een ander straat- 
tafereeltje. Tusschen een neletoo Fran- 
sche soldaten liep, geboeid, een groote, 
zware, Betgische cavalerist. Hij was gede- 
serteerd, gbteren met een schip, waar hij 
zich in verborgen had, aangekomen, had 
den avond en den nacht in kroegen door
gebracht en was toen opgepikt Het was 
een treurig gezicht, den stevigen, jongen 
man, die wellicht in een ovçrmoedigen, 
avontuurlijken bui er van door was ge- 
gaan, zoo te zien wegleiden. Zijn toekomst 
zou waarschijnlijk voor goed vernietigd 
zijn. Doch te vergoêlijken was zijn mis- 
daad niet Discipline b het eeisto noodige 
voor den soldaat

Aan ’t einde van de haven, daar, waar 
de Cannebière-straat begint; ligt in een 
dwarsstraat het bureau van de afdeeling 
Marseille van het «Comité pour l’Indépen
dance des Boers”. Veel goëds kan ik van 
dit bureau niet zeggen. Men stood er mij 
kort te woord, deride mij mede, dat van 
12 uur af boven 't hotel Monte-Carlo^ in 
de roe Cannebière, een bureel voor de 
journalisten was gevestigd. Doch dit bu
reel werd heden niet van de noodige in- 
lichtingen voorzien, en hadde ik mijn 
eigen weg niet gezocht en gevonden, ik 
badde u niet het officieri programma kun
nen srinen, dat reeds drie uur in de stad 
bekend was, voor men er op het pers-bu- 
reau van ingriicht werd.

Tegen den avond werd de pro-Boer- 
beweging in Marseille wat opgewekter. 
In een zijstraat stond een open rijtuig, met 
twee paarden bespennen, versiexd met 
twee Fransche vlaggen, en in het rijtuig 
stonden twee rangers hulde-liedenn voor 
President Kruger te zingen, terwijl een 
derde exemplaren van de liederen ver- 
kocht, maar heel weinig koopers vend. 
Vindt men te Marseille de wijze van de 
Carmagnole muzikaler ?...

TILIQRAMBtl.
Engeland m de Zuid-Afrlk. Republiaken.
Di rets van president Kroger.
BRUSSEL, 21 Nov. (R- 0.) De bijiondera 

oorrwpondent van da -Jodépandmo» Brig*” 
to NarMille Mint, dat piMidenl Krugar 
Donderdag aim land sal gsan.

Da corrmpondent varmridt towns hat ga- 
rucht, dat de president niet sal debarkeeran, 
doch de rail dmt Holland met de „Gelder> 
land“ sal voortMUao. Het b onmogelijk om 
beveatiging ven dit garuoht to ver kr y gen.

MARSEILLE, 21 Nov. (R a). Hat «Comité 
de i’Indépendance Boera* deride der bevol- 
king mede, dat er vertraglng wae ontetaaa 
in de Mnkooiat van de nGdderlandu door 
de «ware atormen, die eveneens rile mnib 
booton togeahieiden.

Zoodra het atoomeahip geeignriaerd aou 
worden, mu do bevolking worden gewaar- 
ocbuwd. Het comité boopt, dat ometandig- 
heden, onaf hankehjk van tijn wil, niet van 
invioed lullen »jjn op de ontvangi*.

In bet genl, dat do „GeiderlaôdM in de. 
namiddag of avond «al aankomen, sal da 
receptie worden uitgeateld tot morgen.

Men meldt onder voorbehond, dat de 
MGriderbnd“ in liobt to bn Knap Side. 
Averg Rin do machine b do ooriaak, dal 
»6 niet voor iee uur kou aankomeo.

MARSEILLE, 21 Nov. (R.O.) De 
Marseillaansche enParijsche comités en de 
Transvaalsche heeren houden besprekin- 
gen over de mogelijkheid, om President 
Kroger te doen debarkeeren, zelfs inchen 
hij midden in den nacht aankomt, of wd 
om g uur’s morgens.

Het comité, dat de ontvangst voorbe- 
reidde, is voor het landen om 9 uur, maar 
het is niet onmogelijk, dat het tegenover- 
gestdde plan zal worden goedgekeurd.

BRUSSEL, 21 Nov. (R.O.) De «Etoile 
Belge” publiceert een correspondentie uit 
Marseille, waarin gezegd wordt, dat, naar 
de beer Eloff vertelde, President Kruger 
zeer verdrietig was gedurende den over- 
tocht, door het gemis aan berichten van 
zijn echtgenoote.

De President is ppgetogen, dat hem te 
Marseille een syznpathieke ontvangst 
wordt bereid.

De President en de Transvaalsche re
geering veriieten Machadodorp na een 
bloedigen, onbeslisten vddslag, waarvan 
de Engelsche telegrammen Dimmer mel
ding maakten, en waarin aan beide zijden 
aanzienlijke verlieeen werden geleden.

Een triegrafisch» correspondentie aan 
de «Etoile Beige”, uit Porij% meldt, dat 
bij de ontvangst door den gemeenteraad 
aldaar, President Kruger Md plaats ne- 
men op een in de Salle Prévôt» opgestri- 
deA troon, omringd door de besturen van 
dr beide gemeenteradera

De poliù» i» zeer in veriegenheid ge- 
bracht, dat de keuze van President Kro
ger gevallen b op het hotel Scribe^ daar

dit in de nabijheid van Old England en 
andere groote Engelsche magazijnen ligt

Het spoorwegstation zal alleen toegan- 
kelijk zijn voor comité-Ieden, Transvalers 
en Hollanders, die zich op hun doorreis 
in Parijs bevinden.
Do ontvangst van President 

Kruger in Frankrijk.
PARIJS, 21 Nov. (R-O.) Het bestuur 

van den «algemeenen raacr besloot zich 
te voegen bij het bestuur van den gemeen- 
teraad, om naar het station te gaan, voor 
de aankomst van President Kruger.

Wat betreft de ontvangst van den Pre
sident op het stadhuis* besloot de alge- 
meene raad, zich neêr te leggen bij het 
besluit van het bestuur van den gemeeo- 
teraad, dat in een sitting in den namiddag 
besloot te handhaven de beslisaing, om 
den President en de ministers in een 
plechtige zitting in de raadszaal te ont- 
vangea

Da gemeenteraadsledeu es gç^oodig- 
den zullen voor den President defilceren 
in de zaal St Georges. De dag van de re
ceptie zal worden vastgestrid na de aan
komst van President Kruger te Parijs.

Geen „Gelderland”.
MARSEILLE, 21 Nov. (Particulier). 

Ik heb dr. Leyds gevraagd, of het pro
gramma van Donderdag hetzelfde zal zijn 
ah dat voor Woensdag, dat door het niet 
aankomen van de «Grideriand” vervallen 
is. Hij antwoorddet «Ik geloof van Wri”.

Ik schilderde twee uren lang nabij de 
Semaphore, bij de haven. Op he* laatst 
zag ik een vlag hijsehea, ten teeken, dat 
er een schip in *t zicht wax Ik liep naar 
het hotel Noailles, am dr. Leyds een en 
ander mede te deelen. Deze, Wessel» en 
Fischer ex, gingen naar de haven, doch 
kwamen terug met de tijding, dat he* ge- 
signaleerde schip de «Geiderland” nie* 
wax

Dr. Leyds wee* mets betreffends de 
«Gelderland”. In den avond hadden dr. 
Leyds, dr. Muller en professor Van Ha
mel een onderhoud met den havenmees- 
ter van Marseille. Na dit onderhoud zeide 
de havenmeester, dat men mets van de 
«Gelderland* wist De Transvaalsche au- 
toriteiten sebijnen treurig en oogerust te 
zijn.

Lord Roberts gewond.
LONDEN, 21 Nov. (R.O.) De «Eve

ning Standard” deelt onder voorbehoud 
mede, dat het gerucht gaat, dat Lord Ro
berts van zijn paard zou zijn gevallen en 
emstig gewond is
Esa tiaiimdrii vous Kruger.

WEEN KN, 21 Nov. (R. O.) Uit Weoneu 
■al Mnnenkort een routecidrM venondea 
worden aau president Kruger. Het h voor- 
tien via een half millioeo haodtoekeningeu 
van Boerenvrieuden sa sdhedebotuigingeu 
van 400U oorporetiën.

Het adrea eri den 6u December to Weenen 
worden teatoongeetold. Groote feeeton sullen 
b6 die gelegenbeid pleat* hebben. Tegelyker- 
tgd sullen president Kruger geeobeokoa 
worden aaogebodea, o » twee sgden vlaggen 
voor de Zoid-Afrikaansobe Bepoblbk an 
voor den Orinje Vrgetsat

Uit Prug wordt geeoiod, dat san adrea 
van ay cope this gesondea b ean preeident 
Kroger, geteekend door den burgem water.

Da oalusten Is China,
NEW-YORK, 21 Nov. (R.O.) Een te

legram uit Tientsin van heden meldt, dat 
onlangs in de nabijheid van Tientsin he- 
vig geschoten werd.

Daar den vorigen avond berichten wa
ren ontvangen, dat het Duitsche kwartier 
zou worden aangevallen, werden deDuit- 
sche posten verdubbeld, een regiment pa- 
trouilleerde aan de overzijde der rivier, de 
overige Duitsche troepen werden gecon- 
signeerd, zich gereed te houden, om on- 
middellijk uit te kunnen trekken.

Er gebeurde echter niets, maar heden 
veriieten allé Chineesche bedienden van 
de Indische troepen het kamp, zeggende; 
dat zij vemomen hadden, dat de Boxers 
in grooten getale op weg waren naar 
Tientsin en Peking.

Vele andere inlanders, bij 'tie vreen»- 
delingen in dienst, vertrokken eveneens, 
maar.noch de Engelsche, noch de Ameri- 
kaansche offiqeren gelooven iets van de 
gerachten.

DeKeizerinvanChinaen 
de mogendheden.

LONDEN, 21 Nov. (R.O.) De «Daily 
News” ontving een telegram uit Shanghai, 
waarin gemrid wordt, dat er een telegram 
over Shanghai werd gezonden, behelzen- 
de een geheim decreet van de Keizerin, 
waarbij zij den onderkoningen en gouver
neurs gelast, rich ten alien opzichta tegen 
de verbondenen te venetten.

Dr minister-resident van Nederland is 
aan boord van het oorlogsschip. «Piet 
Hein” vertrokken, om zijn functies aan de 
Nederlandsche legatie opnieuw waar te 
nemen.

Ba ibkto iai *w Cxsar.
UVADTA, 21 Nov. (R O.\ V• m 14. 

dugs olf uux Do Kotow braehi gistoran 
aan bovredlgaodaa dag door. Dotowtandwaa 
goad. M Avonda oa Begun uur waa do tom- 
pwratuor 8A3; do po>»froquantlo7& Du Kef- 
sw eliep aaehta weinig, souder dat htorvooe 
bgaoodere greed was Hot bevisdue tu bet 
algOBMen b bovradigeod. Beduosiorgoo waa 
da tomparatuur 88,1 ; do pobfroqooatto 7(4

BINHEHLAIID.
TWEEDE KAMEH. OVERZICHT;

Bi November
De taak van het hooggerechtohof heeft 

heden een geheri anderen loop genomen 
dan men gisteren zou verwacht hebben. 
Aandrang om da verdere behandriing uit 
te stellen, ging alleen trit van den heer 
Van Kamebcek, die met de wijziging, wel
ke het karakter der revisie ondergaan zoo, 
nie* erg scheen ingenomen te zijn. Voof 
de meeste leden had echter juist die ver- 
andering een groote aantrekkriijkhridi 
zelfs de heer TroeIstra werd daardoor bij
na voor de taak gewonnen.

Men zal namelijk in het Och6endblad 
het bericht gelezen hebben, waarait bleek, 
dat werkriijk, overeenkomstig da door 
den regeerings-commissaria afgriegde 
verklaring, de bepaltng; volgms wrika 
oraal debat en nieuw getuigenverhoor 
voor den Raad van Justitie mogelijk zal 
worden, alreeds in een Koninkhjk besluit 
was vervat, welk Korrinklijk besluit den 
Raad van State bereids gepasseerd wax 
Ons boos vermoeden, of welhcht de beer 
regeerings-commissaris deze hervornring 
van het instituât der revisie gisteren uit 
zijn mouw Icon geschud hebben, om de 
Kamer voor de verdere reorganiratie te 
winoen, is derhalve ongegrondi gebleken. 
In plaats van aan zulk een de perken iet- 
wat te buiten gaande handigheid, had de 
commissans zich veel meer (wat bij onge- 
wendheid met het pariementair debat al- 
leszins begrijpelijk is) aan een kleine on- 
handigheid schuldig gemaakt, door niet 
van-meet-af-aan op dêe belangrijke ver- 
andering den nadruk te leggen.

Hij trachtte dit te rechtvaardigen, door 
er op te wijzen, dat bij de revisie m het 
algemeen de mogelijkheid van bernieuwd 
verhoor en oraal debat bestaat, namelijk 
bij de revisie van taken van Europeanen 
voor het Hof, alsook bij die van taken 
van inlanders voor bet Hof da* begin- 
te Padang en Makassar, en dat men al
leen daarom ten oprichte van de taken 
van de inlanders voor het Hof, dat begin- 
sri niet heeft kunnen hukhgei^ omdat de 
afstanden te groot zijn. Meenende, dat hij 
de hoofdbeginselen van de rechterlijku 
organintie en de strafrordering van In 
dië bij de Kamer bekend koa veronder- 
stellen, had mr. Winckei er niet aan ge- 
dacht, op dit verschil uitdrokkeiijk de aan- 
dacht te moeten vestigen. Doch, zooab de 
heer Pijnappei deed uitkomen, is deze 
verontschuldiging niet zeer steeklyudend, 
daar in de stukken wel degelijk allerlei 
medederiingen omirent de tegenwoordige 
organisatie voorkomen, waarnaast het hier 
bedoeld verschil niet verzwegen had mo
gen worden. Waar steeds eenvoudig van 
de overbrenging der revisie-zaken werd 
gesproicen, kon niemand denken, dat met 
die overbrenging een belangrijke veran- 
dering in den aard der revisie zou gepaard 
gaan.

In ieder geval bleef nog de zonderlinge 
tegenstrijdigheid bestaan, dat de regee
ring, ondanks die nieuwe wijze van be- 
handelen, haar berekening betreffende da 
venneerdering van werkzaamheden bij de 
Raden van Justitie, bleef baseeren op dis 
onderstelling, dat een revisie-zaak in een 
half uur zou kunnen worden afgehandeld, 
wat toch wel niet mogelijk zal zijn, wan- 
neer er getuigen moeten gehoord worden.

De meest waarschijnlijke verklaring van 
deze tegenstrijdigheden is wel die van 
den heer Hartogh, namelijk, dat tot dus- 
ver daar, waar de gelegenheid bestaat om 
een nieuw verhoor te doen plaaEs hebben, 
van die bevoegdbeid zeer zeldzaam ge- 
bruik wordt gemaakt, en dat dientenges 
volge de regeering, hoewel oe mogelijk
heid daartoe ook bij dte zaken van inlan
ders, wanneer die voor de Raden van Jus
titie behandeld worden, willende open- 
stellen, zelf niet zooveel gewicht aan deze 
verandering bechtte. Zij beschouwde het 
als een instituât, dat, gelijk dte commissa- 
ris gisteren zeide, eerst op den langen 
duur tot octwikkding zou komen.

Door de wijze, waarop deze taak, deeb 
dank zij de woordvoerders uit de Kamer, 
anderdeeb min of sneer toevallig geloo- 
pen i»> word* nu echter die verandering 
van de revisie het zwaartepuut van de ge
heele reorganisatie. Zij b ab het ware de 
voorwaarde, waaronder do meeste leden 
hunne toestemming grgeven hebben:men 
mag derhriva verwachter^ dat in Indië 
met het verlangen van de Tweede Kamer 
rekening zal worden gehouden, en dat de 
Raden van Justitie aile» zullen doen om 
dit instituât, niet eerst op den langen 
duur, maar reeds unstonds to* voile ont- 
wTkkeling te doen komen.

He* genus ran de noodige waarborgen 
ran een nauwgezette behandeling der za- 
ken, waarbij inlanders zijn betrokken voor 
de Landraden, tengevolge van onbekend- 
heid der voorrittera met tsal en reden, zal 
dan eenigszins verholpen worden bij de 
revisie-pcocedure, en in dat opriebt kan 
werkelijk de thans plaats vindende reor- 
ganisatie aan de belangen ran de iniand- 
schs bevolking ten goede komen.

Zooab door d» heeren Hartogh ea 
Pijnappei werd gezegd moet men rich 
niet bten afschrikken, wanneer die gewij- 
zigde behandeling der revisie-zaken ved 
ajd zal blijken te kosten en to* opstape-
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B U I T E N L A N D.
PRESIDENT KRUSER’t AANKOMST.

(Fan onzm farijtchm Corrupondmi.)

? MARSEILLE, Dondardagnacht
Gisteren was de dag droef, somber en 

regenachtig. Heden lacht Marseille. De 
zon straalt heldev aan den blauwen he- 
ïnei, de straten rijn droog en het is er al 
vroeg druk en vol De ventera van Kru- 
ger-insignes en Transvaal-vlaggetjes zijn 
al om acht uur ’s morgens bezig in de 
Cannebière-straat,' met ventex), on zoo 
waar, op de straathoeken he lie al vroege 
rangers van Transvaal-liedjas, die to mid
den van kringen menschen staan uit allé 
standen, maar nu vooral kantoor-bedien- 
den, winkel-juffrouwen, die er een standje 
van den patroon aan wagert, om een beetje 
te blijven toehooren.

Ais mijn rijtuig aan de haven is geko- 
men, kan de koetsier reeds niet meer door 
de menigte been. Dr. Leyds, dr. Hendrik 
Muller, buitengewoon gezant en gevol- 
machtigde van den Oranje-Vrijstaat, een 
beminnelijk diplomaat, die met grcote 
zelfverloochening voor de buitenwereld 
allé regeling overlaat aan dr. Leyds, Fi
scher en Wessels, hebben op een stoom- 
bootje reeds vroeg de reede verlaten en 
zijn de ..Gelderlana" tegemoet gestoomd, 
die in den nacht gesignaleerd, dhans ach- 
ter den dwarsdijk ligt, die het bassin van 
de Joliette-haven afsluit en slechts een 
opening van 14 M. laat voor't passeeren 
der schepea

Waarop wacht de „Geldreland” ? Men 
zegt mij, dat zij, als elk schip, quarantaine 
heeft te ondergaan, voor zij de haven kan 
binnenstoomen. Langs een omweg rijd ik 
naar de versierde tribune van den Douane- 
steiger. Daar staat het reeds vol men
schen. Joumalisten, Fransche en buiten- 
landsché, photographen, die met levens- 
gevaar plaatsen innemen, vanwaar zij de 
landing van den President *t best kunnen 
opnemen; de heeren Pauliat, president 
van het Centraal Comité voor de Onaf- 
hankelijkheid der Boeren; Alfred Ram- 
baud, vice-president, oud-minister, de 
heer Thourel, president van de afdeeling 
Marseille van het Onafhankelijkheids- 
Comité; d« heer Vialle, secretaris-gene- 
raal; de heer Bertin, vice-president ; de 
heer Spanjaard, lid van het Nederiandsch- 
Zuid-Afnkaansch Comité, afdeeling Mar
seille ; Pierson, consul-generaal der Zuid- 
Afrikaan*che Republieken te Parijs ; 
Trotsenburg, directeur der télégraphié in 
Transvaal} Grébauval, president van den 
Parijschen gemeenteraad ; Gaston ^fery, 
lid van aen Parijschen gemeen^aad ; 
Flagol, Boyer en Larguier, wethoudera te 
Marseille; verscheidene leden van de 
Fransche Kamer, graaf Dunain, afgevaar- 
digde van ’t Hongaarache Comity Mi
chael Davitt, gedelegeerdé der lereche 
pro-Boera ; kolonel Riciard, chef der 
vreemdelingen-commando’s in Transvaal.

De steiger is rijk versierd met wimpels 
en vlaggem Transvaalsche, Oranje-Vrij- 
staatsche en Fransche. Er zijn eere-mas- 
ten opgericht, versierd met de wapens der

Zuid-Afrikaansch* Rcpubliekerx door pal- 
men omgeven.

Op den grond is een rood tapijt gwlegd, 
dat over de loskade tot de strut gaat, 
waar de equipage van President Kruger 
wacht, een open landauer, gemend door 
een koetsier in livrai, met ae cocarde van 
Transvaal op den hoed, naast hem een 
palfrenier in livret Het rijtuig wordt door 
twee prachtige, forsche, zwarts paarden 
getrokkon.

Van de trap, vier breede, steenen trap- 
pen leiden naar het water, zoomin als van 
de kade kan men de ..Gelderlancf’ zien 
Want recht voor ons, over een afstand van 
vijftig meter, liggen een zestal booten te 
lo&sen, die op China varen, en links van 
den steiger liggen Transatlantische boo
ten, het dichtstbij de groote „Molse^, een 
reusachtige goederenboot, waarop men 
druk met lossen aan den gang is Van 
den steiger ziet gij dan 00k met» voor u, 
dan een vlak havenwater, ter oppervlakte 
van 200 Ma., aan twee zijden afgesloten 
door schepen.

Ik verlaat den steiger en rijd naar den 
heuvei van de Joliette-kade, waarboven 
de Cathedraal staat Onderweg moet ik 
uitstappen en to voet verder De 
bisschop van Marseille, Msgr. Roberts, is 
eergiateren gestorven, en heden heeft zijn 
begrafenis m de crypte van de Cathedraal 
plaats, en juist op dit oogenblik trekt de 
stoet bergopwaarts, tusschen de twee bo- 
gen van een aanzienlijke, eerbiedige me
nigte, ter zijde geplaatst

Ik zie de priesters in bun witte gewa- 
den, groote kruisen omhoog houdend.

Daarachter een lange reeks weesjes, 
dan de schoolkinderen, daarachter, heel 
beneden, een reeks monikken in lange 
ptjen. De deuren van de Cathedraal zijn 
geopend, en ik tie in het donker van oe 
hooge hal-holte het gouden schijnsel van 
kaarsen en hoor het dreunen van orgel- 
tonen...

Maar ik moet voort — naar de hooge 
ballustrace op den heuveltop Van daar 
heb ik het gezicht over het Joliette-bas- 
sin tot aan zee, en ik zie nu van achter den 
dijkmuur de witte spits van den boeg van 
de „Gelderland" en de groote Nederland- 
sche vlag, die in de zachte bries langs 
den vloed waait Ja, wèl zijn het de schit- 
terende kleuren van Nederlands vlag, die 
hier fier langs den vloed waaien.

Ik kan niet denken aan den droeven 
stoet, die daar achter mij, moeizaam den 
berg bestijgend, de Cathedraal binnen- 
trekt... Achter mij gaat de dood zijn sta- 
tigen gang, maar voor mij zie ik de hoop, 
het leven, de vlag van Nederland, de vlag 
van de Nederlandsche marine. O, heilige 
vlag, u ziende in dit oogenblik, gij, die 
zoo schoon uw roeping hebt vervidd, vlag 
van de humaniteit, van de bescha- ing, van 
den moed, van het beleid en van de trouw, 
moest ik weenen...

Een kanonschot bulderde, het eerste 
van de 21 salutschoten, die de „Qelder- 
land” aan de Provençaalsche kust brengt. 
En terwijl boven den dijk tiit den klei- 
nen, witten kring van den schoorateen, die 
er boven witsteekt, een zwarte, dakke rook- 
pluim opstijgt, zie ik de vlag voorwaarts 
gaan, en statig en langzaam s|bomt de 
slanke, blanke boot op de rustige, zonnig- 
zilveren wateren uit het zij-bassin, draait 
prachtig den hoek om, zoo sierlijk en zoo 
gemakkelijk, alsof het niet een zwaar oor- 
logsschip maar een pleizerjacht is, en 
stoomt het Joliette-bassin binnen.

„C’Mt auperbe", zegt een oude loods, 
die naast mij over de ballustrade gebo- 
gen, de hand boven de oogen, het binnen
stoomen van de „Gelderland'’ gwzien heeft 
Mij dunkt, ik zie in gedachten de officie
rait en de matrozen aan boord van de 
„GelderIand”. De kapitan op de brug 
naast den loods geeft een oogje aan den 
stuurman, en de stuurman kmpt eens even 
terug. Zij kennen bun schip, bun bodem, 
zooais ze zeggen, omdat bun schip hun 
land en het land hun schip is.

Dat binnenkomen mocht gezien wor- 
den En nu, blank en statig vaart zij binnen, 
Harer Majesteits pantserdekschip „G&1- 
derland’, in 1897 to Rotterdam gebouwd, 
voerende 38 stukken machines, sterk 9750 
paardekracht, bemand met 400 koppen.

Zij is den 20en October van Lorenzo 
Marquez vartrokken. Zij komt 22 Novem
ber zonder eenige averij de haven van 
Marseille binnenstoomen. De reis heeft 

juist één maand en één dag geduuni Een 
woord van hulde aan den gezagvoerder, 
baron Sweerts de Landas Wyborgb, voor 
de ui tn amende wijze, waarop hij zich van 
zijn zware taak gekweten heeft, een woord 
van hulde en dank aan hem en aan zijn 
staf. Ook de bemanning, die al deze da- 
gen het zwaar te verantwoorden heeft ge
had, komt lof toe.

Ik rijd zoo spoedig mogelijk naar den 
Douane-steiger terug. Hier hoort men wel 
van verre den dreun van het kanon, maar 
overi gens kan men niets zien. De schepen 
belemmeren het uitzicht Spoedig heb ik 
met een jolleman een afspraak gemaakt 
Ik stap in zijn bootje en hij vaart mij van 
de Douane-trap langs de „Moïsa” naar de 
haven. Nu kan ik de „Gelderland” zien. 
Zij ligt thans stil en aan bakboord is de 
groote trap neêrgelaten, waarlarigs de Pre
sident straks in de sloep zal afdalen, om 
door acht Nederlandsche matrozen naar 
wal te worden geroeid.

STEMMEN UIT DE INTERNATIONALE PER8 
OVER PRESIDENT KRUGER.

Levo Kruger ! Nog oene on nog eons Leve 
Kruger 1 Dat io de indruk, dien men krijgt 
bfj het iesen der Fransche bladoc. Koiom- 
men on kolommen sÿn gewÿd aan sÿn be- mogendhtid hMft kennia jenomen van het 
■°®^ hladen beyatten fejt moeiigk onttj hetgeon veel heeft
hoofdartikelon Fran ,ols Coppée beeft in syn TBn Mn opxettelyke beleediging tegenover
TnoQtA leal In da I^ohIair» enna Inrivnkraii ... . - • . °

wwsrgsgeven. HjJ sohruli: I p*rlen0<nt bÿ«M was, sow ong»-
Zal bet president Kruger gMukken recht I twijfeld de TMn Boiteatendsche Za-

te erlangen ? Zal aijn Siam, die tot God । ken er op tev6gtigd WOrden au het sou mo- 
spreekt, de oods wereld aan bear pH°ht ' K*iÿk Bÿn dat eon verklaring gegeven word, 
berinneren, ingodommold als sij fa in de die h . inciden. -a- -chnnbaro botoo-
geniotingen van de beechaving on die haar 
egoisms on baar lafbeld slecht west te ver- 
bergen achter grooto woorden van vredo- 
lievenden vooruitgang on van broederschap 
der volkeron? Weldra sullen wy wsten of 
de boofden der natiën beslolen sÿn om den 
doorluchtigen grysaard terug to stooten on 
rich met sobande to beladeu.

Of dese diepe vernedering aan Europa al 
dan niet bespaard sal blijven ? iniodergeval 
sullen wy binnen eonigo dagen getuigo sÿn 
van oen schouwepei, dat wel or toe sal bij- 
dragen, om de moe^t droge en ver barde 
barton te treBen en to verteederen. Eon kind 
van twintig jaar — alleen dapper te midden 
van Staatslieden on politic!, die bleek sijn 
van eohrik — de bovalligo Koningin Wil
helmina, zal in haar paleis mot baar meest 
onschnldigen bilk, mot bear meost trooaten- 
den glimlacb bet oudo verbannon en over- 
wonnen boofd oenor republiek begroeten. ' komisch sebijnt aan ben, die met de too-
O, dat sH bet wel moge weten hetedelmoo- ! standen bekend sijn, het optreden van don 
digs en Koninklijke kind, dat de lioden van ' voorsitter van den Paryecbon gemeonteraad, 
de gebeele wereld, die een hart hebben, voor ' die provident Ixjubat soo vyandig gesind 
baar hunno beats wenechen over hebben, is, dat hij by diens vereebynon bÿ ofticioele go
voor baar buwelijk, voor den voorspoed van legenbeden in toog loopned't veldrnimt Bier 
haar regeering en dat sy hun segen voegen staat ochter de vortegonwoordigor van preei-
by dien, welke weldra gegeven sal worden

op baar gekroond voorhoofd door de bovondo 
handen van den patriarch

Gaston Leroux in do Matin, vobrgvende 
over den intoebt, segt : En ds man alaat 
kaarsrecht in sijn rijtuig, to midden van ds 
goeatdrlfL Zÿn tiorgelaat, sfjn gehard gelaat, 
sÿn patriarohaal gelaat ontvangt den volks- 
kroot: Levo Kruger! Holaas! ik bobin deson 
snellen en sogeviorondon stoet dit go:aatrien 
voorbÿgaan on ik las or nog grootoro droof- 
beid op dan by de tooepraken, toon de 
Îresident luistordo naar de protoetan, naar 

0 wonsoben. Do oogen van dit gelaat 
weonden. Waardoor onlstondon die traoenl

Uit vrongde over dose nusaobtigo mani- 
futatio of uit anget voor den dag van 
morgen, voor het visioon van bet vertrek, 
voor den torugkoer naar hot vaderland, dat 
ligt te rieltogen, terwijl bü nog vermoeidor, 
nog diaper naar don grand sal sÿn gebogen 
onder hot gewicht van do wanoebon, die alls 
natise van Europa bam sullenmeegevon?.. 
Kwamon die tranen tongovoige van de hoop, 
die in hem werd opgowekt door dll schuuw- 
spal van do wereld, die achter bom opetaal 
en bem toeroopt te goloovon op botoro 
dagen, of nit wanboop, omdat bÿ nu reede 
govooldo de onmaeht van de odolmoodigo, 
maar to vage maniteetatiee voor eon heilige 
saak, die reeds sooveel blood heeft doen 
vlorien on sooveel rampen beoft veroonaakt?

Ik heb don man rien verdwÿnen. Bloods 
slaande, steeds blootuhoofds, steeds do mo- 
nigto grootend. Ik bob bom sImi verdwÿnen, 
daar ver bÿ do Baatillo in de loge, grÿso 
kills luebt. waartegen do rousaebtigo om- 
trek van de Juli suil schorpafstak de eokkel 
van een stand boeld, dat rich hulde in eon 
dicht en somber wolkenkleed. Toon president 
Kruger in schsduw voorbytrok wu hot sin- 
nebrald van do Vrÿbeid in rauw...«

Do „Globo“ io alleo behalve to ipreken 
over bet telegram, dat B. M. onse Koningin 
aan „Paul Kroger, president der Zuid-Afri- 
kaanocho Repnbliek^ heeft gesonden. Dit 
adres, segt het blad, is ongetwyfeld seer 
vleiend voor Zgne ox-Exoellentie, maar den 
meosten losers sal het eon woinig vreomd 
voorkomen. Natuurlijk kan men Bare Ma- 
jeateit in geen enkei opsiobt verantwoordelijk 
stollen voor een vorm, die haar door bare mi- 
nisters is ingegoven.

Men moet dus soeken naar do bowoeg- 
roden, die bet Noderlandeobo miaisterie kan 
gehad hebben bg dose openlijko poging om 

ioen staat te rehabili eeren, die opgebouden 
I heeft te bestaan. Er is geon Zuid-Afrikaan- 
ache Repnbliek meer on lodere vreemdo 

to laton.

die bet incident van sijn schijnbare botoo* 
। ken is son berooven. De Nederlandsche rogee- 
ring kan seggen, dat s$ nog niet ofticieel 

! mededeeling heeft ontvangen, dat de beido 
' repnblieken bg het Engelsche ryk styn in- 
gelijfd en eg sou gehjk hebben.

Het is daarom te hopen, dat oene officieolo 
mededeeling van de annexatie wordt gedaan.

Bet is moeiolijk In te sien, waarom er 
zoo lang moe gewaohl wordt en vervolonde. 
zoo niet ernstige complication konden het 
resultant sijn van langer uilstal.

De Dnitscho blnden bepalen rich tot het 
geven van korte vereiagen Over hot alge- 
meen sijn sij ingenomen met de goeetdrifiige 

1 ontvangst, maar minder geeticht zijn se over 
de toespraken, waarbij al te duidelyk de 

: Duitacho Keiser betrokken is.
I Zoo eohrÿft de Ktdnùchtî Eenigssins 

dent Loubet, de heer Crosier, naast bom voor 

présidant Kruger on kÿkt mol grooto ge- 
moodelÿkbsid op hot papier, waarvan do 
boor Grébauval mot pathos sÿn toospraak 
voorloMt.

Do Anteigtr sc hrij ft: Prerident Kruger
is den trioinftocht ran dan ovorwonneno bo- 
gonnen on goheel Frankrijk juiebt hem too. 
Nog bartolÿker sal sÿn ontvangst in Holland 
sÿn. Kleine geboarteBissen, sooala do dood 
van don Emir van Afghanistan, kunnen hot 
vonkjo van do hoop dor Boston tot een vlam 
aanwakkoren on do mot do stilto dos doods 
bodekto vsldon van do Hollandscbo Repu- 
bliekeu opnlsuw wear tot oorlogstorroinsa 
makon.

BINHEML AND.
6EMEN6D NIEUW&

Do Holludsohe KaaB-Kxpert-Haatsctapp):
Rotterdam Is wsdor son frsri ressachUg 

rÇkvr gowordon. Do Hollandscho Kass Expert- 
Maatschsppy heeft sab do Adairalitoitskado 
mb pond Iatan boa wan, dat son gevalbroadlo 
en eon hoogte heeft van 80 IL aa mb diapts 
van Id M. Hat gahMl nut op niet minder dan 
rum 000 palan on gottugt van 00a oven sollo- 
den ala royalan bouw.

Eon santal apaorwegralls vsrblndan het go- 
bouw direct mol do Rado, waardoor 4e kasa, 
welke door do saotorboot of ooh niton aan da 
kado wordt asagovoerd, direct op wagontjea go- 
laden in hot gobonw gereden kan wordon. Op 
haar wag passoort zQ Amerikaanocho balanaea 
xoodst ay ria *t ware sonder oponthoud hot 
invoereo direct gowogan wordt.

In hot banedangadMlto bavindt sleh nlot alleaa 
het ontvanglokaal, maar ook het saklokaal wear 
do kaaa in kiataa gopaki wordt voor do ver- 
sanding: ook dll io met rails aan het eerat 
geaoomdo varbondon. in het midden vaa het 
geboaw hevindt rich mb olactriache lift om 
do kaas naar do veraohillondo xoldars op to 
vooren. Al wat tango don weg van olectridtoit 
kan geachiodon la daarop gebaaeerd, ala do vor- 
lichtlng, do machines 1st hot ochrappoa vaa do 
kaas eaa

Verder bovindt rich op iodoreu solder, op do 
kan toron ent eon telefoon on in overri ook een 
beetwater-vorwumlng aangobracht Do toMtol- 
len voor do olectrlclteit demode dooontraal-vor- 
warmlng barlndon rich balden to hat banedon- 
gedeello. Terano vlndoa wo danr een naar alio 
elachan ingariebtan etal voor paarden on wagena.

Een fraaie trap vaa hontgraniat mot mb keurlgo 
legalvarslering longe do wooden laidt naar do 
Mreta otaga, waar rich ook de kantoron, dobo- 
atuurskamor, eproakkamor, kenkaa ana. bavin- 
doa. Biles nsar de hoegoto oisoboa on mot vool 
smoek Ingoricht.

levons vindt moa daar ook do droogksmer 
welke toll 100 gr. door hoetwater verwarmd 
wordt on dient om do kaas uportfahlg to makon.

Do verachlllondo solders trekkoa vooral do 
aandaoht, door do ultmuntande wQia, waarop voer 
Debt on luebt is gosorgd, welke beido tot allo 
otallingen kasnes doordrirgen. eon aerate ver- 
olachto om do M**a good to neudon. Dat dit 
geen goringo taak waa, blÿkt dntdaiQker wan- 
neer wa seggen, dat op iedar der varachillende 
soldera plaats is voor 85,000 Goudscho kaun of 
100,000 EdammerkaMB. We sagos so la allé 
grootten, van do kleiasto roomkaasjoo nt tot 
Qoudscbo kazoa vaa 40 pond too.

Elgeaaardig is het ook to rien, boo do kaas 
vorsotgd moet wordon voor export. Hier slot 
mon Edsmmer kasen eon voor oen la buason 
vaa kogelvorm, daar wedor Goadocbo kaas in 
blazon gewikkeld, om so voor boderf to bowaron, 
ons^ kortom, oen basoek aan sulk een reuaar.htlge 
inrichting, near allo eischon lngerlcht,la wel do 
moelle waard.

De Hollandsche KaaB-Export-Maatochappy mag 
galuk goweneebt wordon met dit oeboone ge
boaw en sokor nlot mluder do directeur, do hear 
D. A. van Biankaneteln, die oen vg(tientai Jaron 
geledan sÿn kaaahandei oprichtto, welke hÿ door 
zQn onarglo thana sulk eon koloasalo ultbrolding 
heeft sien nomen.

ZoelwatervlM«borl|.
Van wege de ,,Friesche Vereenigîng ter be* 

vordering der ZoetwaterviMcherÿ , rijn in de 
provincie, aanvankelijk in de Oudega’ater Brok- 
ken en aan het Zuidelijk eind der r luessen, een 
hoeveelheid ,,edelkarpers” ultgezet, van oene 
soort, bekend om baren snellen groei en goe- 
den smaak, ten einde dece visehsoort daar m- 
heemsch to doen worden, eventueel te doen 
kruisen met den Frieschen karper.

De in den loop van dit jaar daarvan gevan- 
gen exetnplaren hebben doen rien, dat die kar- 

persoort zich in de Friosche wateren ritstokend 
thuis govoelt on zeer snot groeig. Zri su dezg 
poging van de Verewniging doet WeTten, dan 
moeten dess karper» tot geslachtsrijphmd ko 
men, so in do eerste jaren niet uit not wates 
worden verwijderd*

Om die reden heeft het bostuur der VereenU 
ging aan de visse here is do provlnois het voC- 
zoek geriebt, »m, moohten door hen vap derg 
karper» gevangen worden, ye dan dadeÿjk di 
vrijheid tn horgeven; to sÿn getnahkal£* ts 
onderkennen aan het totaal ontordhm vap 
schubben. of het in gering asntal voerl^meg 
dsarvan. Aan de vischhandoaren is venocht het 
streven van do Vereeniging te steunen, door 
is de eerstvolgeode jaren ceriist to weigereu 
van dt* soort harpers te koopen.

SPORT (N WED8TRIÎDEM.

Pasrdootpori
Ho* lagsloehs wodresneu-oolsooa io Zaterdag 

gooletoB. Van de jockeys heeft L. Reiff (Assert 
kaon) 141 van do fits *aal go woo non 
& Loateo 187 van de 801; 3. Bolt (Amorika.n 
189 van ds 601 : Q, Madden (RuHsoher) M vu 
4s 658 ss 3. Tod. moan (4e bokoado Amorikaaa 
88 vaa de SIR

Door 4s hoersa Q. Rut a a xnlleg hot vsh 
gendo jaar vÿf harddravergmootiBga uftgesehr* 
ven wsrdoa, oa wol to Oranjeweuo op Bonder, 
dag 30 Mel; to Lsouwardea la Jail os «p Zator» 
dag 81 Augaetuej to Zwolle op Doaderdag 1 Aug 
oa ts Hengsls op Zondag 11 AmuoIm.

He* bostuur vaa ds Algemsess Harddrsverg. 
VsresBlglsg bsrioht, dat ds vslgssdo date vodt 
hare meotisge la 1901 sÿn vutgasceid ।

Oud-RoMoabsrgh (WalorgrMfsmsorJf SSApri^ 
16 Junl on 86 Augustu.

CreyeBergea (Busamjc 16 Mot, 28 JaM on 28 
September.

Ho* toetuur der Ken son or Sportdab mask* 
bekend, da* het voor 1901 ds vslgoade data voot 
bars meetings heeft vastgoeteld: 19 Met, SeJuH 
sn 28 September.

Kes Spertlorrsta to Rotterdam
Naw wg voraomoB, is aan don Klotwos aabK 

Schiebrsok, bg Rotterdam, eon groot tsrrols aau- 
gekocht, hotwelk gohsd als sporttorreln zal 
wordon IngsrlchL Nevens son harddraverilbaan, 
salles ook oen wiolerbaaa, eon voetbal-, Lrn ^t- 
on lawntennisvoid wordea aangelogd.
■IJ?"JW1 ■ III mu 1 »| I ....... MI y

8TAD8N1EUW8.

Uewlgo rook
Roa donkero Novomber-sacht. '
Bet dr 00 no'rig lantaarslioht went 00a rood 

Khyneel over do mot modder bodvkte keioa 
dor breede straat, dwars door *t plaatsoou. u 
op hot groote asnplakbord met ago doerwoekts 
afâchoe, dot op don hook staat bÿ do trsmrallr, 
dlo aftookoDen tegen do swartc holes als in 't 
verre weg tooloopendo smalls metsalstropen. 
Vddr hot aonplakbord oen wgdo kring meneehen, 
alien mannon met don kraa* hoogoy en den 
hoed dtop in do oogen. Stll oa oprakelooe etauv 
oogen sg naar eon paard, dat deed ligt op dg 
natie koien ; sÿ tien alitée doa bol obgosetteg 
bulk mot daarovor't vorschotea dekkloed, kop 
on poolen lÿnen wog la do duloternle on lo 'I 
swart *t basalt. Aan do oene sÿdo van den 
kring 1 rQtuig sonder paard, wear omhoon loopt 
do koetsier met do hand an In do wÿdo Bokkel 
van iQa poloria, do broute kop diop In den 
hoogen kraag, dis ata ton is mot don rand vsA 
sÿn hoed.

Aan do endors nÿds sen rÿtuig mot paard, dat 
droom’rig slot over do menoohoB vodr hors, 
droom'rlg in 't wachtaa om woér to kunnen trfc- 
von la oukkoldraf, droom'rlg la't wachton on 
wedr gMlagen te worden, droom'rlg is *t wack- 
ten op don dood : neor to storten voM zgn w6> 
gen. Op doa boa do koelrior dlep-wsg in sin 
wgdo Ju als oea doakor plomp flguar tuuchen 
do rgtulg-Ucbton.

Re de menechea stondoa nog altÿd oven opra- 
keloM*om 'tdoodo dler. Na bakta or 44e eh 
keek over dsn bulk of die nog op oa nodr ging, 
dan etak or ton een luclfor op on hirid die bc-- 
ven don kop, dhn drongen de menwhse 
voren on sag» la *t grooto otrakke paarde oot 
on naar t schaltn op don bek, oven to sien uL 
't zwakko ochÿQMl van het vlammotje.

Ain 'tlloh* uit wan, gingon nÿ wear oorbltoTS 
la don kring oa bleven spraheioon, sndat Zg 
vtol daehten over *t oatvlodoe levee, du roof 
hen lag, wa levoa ria vaa oea mansob, bezwe> 
ken onder don druk vaa don aligi on ak|4 
duisndeu arbeld; benwekon onder tuoht naAf

Ovenisht van da Effectenmarkt
vaa 18 tot 14 November 1800.

De In don laaUten Hl 4 ten on toot nogal vo^ 
wurloMde mark* voor Suatofondaen verloor 
daso week nog by no hot raient barer aantrok- 
kolükbeid, wegena do toenemende onsokerbeld, 
gelogoB : eeretona 1r den gang der Chlneoacbe 
vorwikkelingon, 41a grootoran onvang drelg.n 
aan to nomen wegena do etreago aiaehen aan 
dlo mooring geateld, on waarmade bovendien 
nlat alia perigon der vorbondan Mogendhedon 
hot blQken eona to syn; tweedens: in do ver- 
ontruatende, echi ar later meer garuotatellond 
luidondo bench ten aangaande uen geiondholda* 
toeotand dee Ciaran; on toaslotta oatataande nil 
da niet to bonadoran gevolgon, wolke de ondebbol. 
linnige oetalglngen van sympathie evert) op hot 
vaateiana van Europa aan Prealdent Kruger bo- 
toond. kunnen na aiCh alepon, wgl se ala oeno 
manifoatauo op groote schaal togoa do politlek 
van Engeland iqq gerioht, 
..°’ Amorikaanwhe afdoo-
Ung ■>»*** ^oratorende ole mon ten

*Ot men •» Walletreel

Waakto nelglng van bolangf(Jk kanitalen Rich 
» de markt to Intoroaioerea

De gunatlge errors van a.a St . . „
Yorkoche ban ken san het aiot Now
(alechta 2'/, mlUloen dollars vormoortJS 
beleeniagan), werkto ale 00a oloettiS^"! 
op do markt aldoa» In, w(jl men 
U moo on afloidon dat do aank 
deals het karaktor van K»l<iboleggi’“ 
on dat ru:m gold Is aantocht sal biu?.?r.0*,eB’

Bovendlen doden slouwo geroehten a. 
als: dat n l. do Pennsylvania epw.mn 2nd*. 
tig ng sal aanvragon hear kapltaal moi m m. «It to breidon, of wel dat in de verg^®-' 
van Msart so. sal wordon voorgesteia ‘ J 
gifle van $&0jna* kloRWO »«dwlen, 
hedoeHng dose aan de aandoelhoudora à Wti « 
verkoopen on de opbrongst aan te weB(JeB * 
snooting d«r leonlng groot $ .0 mmB kort,^ 
door son oysdicsst van NowAorkecho bsnkiw. 
Torstrekt ter botsHng vsn Cottermonto; voort, 
dot do Illinois Central sew.-mo-1 ■‘•«We
Müdoelon à pari aan bare nandeoltioudsrs s*i 
aanbiedon, mot proforentrocht op l aandoel voot 
olko 10 oude onde aandoelen - dat de Northern 
paciae opw.-mtl. gesegd wordt op hot punt to 
staan on dor oontrU* tan do Great Northern 
*PEo»*Arucbt N LM*» do

Common-aandeelen der Atchison Topeka M&. 
I1/! pc. dividend soudon ontvangen brae ht don 
koers deser aandeelen al daar tot ongeveor 42 pc, 

Tevene word do verwachting ultgesprokon vsn 
voile 5 pc. dividend op de preferred aandeelen 
dor Denver & Rio Gr. My., aangesien dit cuter 
roods ton vorige Jaro werd verdiend en de netto 
ontvangiten, sedert toenotnonde, sulks souden 
veroorioven; gewono aandoelen idem rosen In 
verband hiermodo tot boven ‘J4 pc.

N'lettemln sohomerde reeds Dondsrdag IT. tor 
New-Yorker bourse, na grooto achommellngen 
in do koersen, eonigo weiteling door, met noiglng 
tot flauworo atommlng, aangegeven door oeno 
reactle In Staal waarden.

Réalisation op grond van boogst belangrQke 
koerswinsten, aaderen in vorband met verval* 
iende promlo-contracten, tovens samonvallonde 
met de ulUmo-Lkwidatio, welke Maandag 2d dezor 
to London aanvangt, drukton koersen onkelo 
procenten omlaag on word dose stemming nog 
. gewerkt door de ontvangsl-opgaaf
dor Cbic. Milwaukee St. Paul Sp. Mg. over do

Tsn Not- welke eeno vormiadoring ad 4 100.000 aangaf.
r waren do elotkoeroen van Zaterdag II. to 
London wedor vaster, op boteron tendons van 
New-York.

flnancISn opengooteldo gel agon held tot vorvroegdo 
aflOMlng der per 1 Jan 19ul met /40J0 betaal- 
baar gesteldo 4 pa schatklstblllotton, tegen oon 
dlacorrto van 2'/, pa per jaar bare ken d.

Integralon verbe lard on '/, pa ; 3 pa obligation 
5 pa en certiûcaten Id. id. 88*^— b9‘/.—89 », 
self* 1'/, pa BuitenL Staatefondson, ale reeds 
hiervorsn gssegd, bÿna totaal varwaarloosd, be- 
goonsn aan het slot dor week osnigBsmo op te 
tllkkeren, loon bekend werd dat de rMds lang 
vorwaebto Kusolsche loaning, thans tot oen 
bodrag van franco 500 mlllioon, waarschÿnlgk 
in December ma te Parÿa sal wordsn ultgegevoo.

Portugoeeche ochuld had oen zwak verioop ; 
Spaasscho bultenl. schuld daarsntsgen i pa 
betsr; een to Pargs Mmongesteld boscherminga- 
00mltd sal zich krachldadig verzotten tegen de 
jongste con vent lo, betreffondo do rentereductle 
dler ecbuM.

Chinoeeche fendsen warden ton onzent ochaars 
verhandeld; de 4 pc. gondleening van 1S45,94 1,, 
notoert •/. pa hooger; de 41/, pa id. van 1898, 
74, daarontegen i^ pa lagor. Vaa Hidden- on 
Zuid-Amerlkaanacho fondsen waronMoxIcaanscho 
binnenL scbuld ear zwak, ook Brazlllanon voor 
de fandisg-ioan tvs elude lota moor aangeboden; 
daarontegen waren vast gMtemd: Venezuela on 
de waanlon dor Peruvian uorp., van woiko laatat-

Gbllgatlên.
Atchison 4 pct ....

, adjustm. . . 
Mlssonrl K. T. . . . .

id. So hyp.. . 
Western N.-York 3 pa « 
Western N.-York Ina . 
Oregon California... 
Norfolk Geconm. . . , 
Chicago A Erie .... 
JeSerson Bridge . . . 
Central Paa io Hot 4 pa

Mot gespannen aandacht

19 Nov. 
100
85 
92
69# ; wk 
30 
99M] 
96M

H4M 
95 
WK

warden

24 Nov.
100 
86% 
91
68% 
«3% 
30

100
98 

114%
95 
97%

do koersbo-
weglngen der Amerikaaneohe Spoorwogwaarden 
ta New-York on te London nagegaan on de ver- 

1 echillende motieven, waarop de vorbetoringen 
I zgn gebaaeerd, ondersoebt, doch, al mogon onder- 
! scheideno sterk georganiaeerde epoerweg-syste- 
' men ri in siaat zÿn, hunno aandesihooders te be- 
! vredigen ook wanneor minder voorspoedtge

toba Southw., Ill, 1VA pa Kansas Cy. Southern 
waarden, prÿeheudend.

Onto blnnenL Spoorwegmark* wunauwelÿke 
prÿoboudond; sand. HolL, Ho*/,—109',.; id. Stoats 

Boxtei-waardea vaster, la hyp. obL, 89— 
8»*1/,, vsrboterdsn '/, poj 2s hyp. obL id., 161/. — 
17*/, -17‘/,, 1 pa en sand. 1<L, U‘/.— IE 1'/. pa

Voorts etegen door eonigo vraag bg gering 
aanbod, wegans de toenomondo entvangatcyters 
der lÿnen, de sand. Doll-Spw. van 1.2 tot 186, 
141/, pa ; daarontegen reageerden aasd. N.-Ind. 
Sp^ 212, 3 pa; en waren de wearies dor Nod. 
Z.-Afrik. Spw. seer godrukt: aand. 157 —163, 11/, 
pa; de 41/. pa uni 108'/,, 87. pe.; de diverse 
obilg. id. van V. tot Iv* pa lager. Do dlrectlo 
dozer maatechsppU besloot nL, de coupons hare* 
obllgatien, vsrvallends p. 1 Dea on 1 Januarimk. 
niet te betaiea, wÿl zÿ, door do ia bezitneming 
vaa do lÿnon on van hare uitruatlng in Z-Afrika 
door do Engslachen, Diet over gersed geld kan 
bescblkken ; sg vertrouwt echter, dat dem mut-
regel slechta als tÿdelÿk uitstel van betallng sal.ydeu dan de tegcnwoordlge zullen Mnbroken, '•»“■ —— —- -------- —

zekerlyk zullen do jongaro on meer af hank el ÿke 1 boboeven to dtenen, Mngezien die sal voigea 
' Maatscbappgea wol doen, hero san deal bonders zoodra hst geld, mo de Maatschappg bohoorondo, 
Inlet te zeer te varwennendoorultkeeringeu,die ari zÿn teruggegeven, of de lÿa sal zÿn over- 
' nlot altÿd oea verhoogd kooreniveau blgvou genomea door Engolaed.
I wattisan VarbAtnrlna ondervlnma : aank Ermaln Sn

jl^pc. Nederland 
j • id.

8 .
8 . 
4M,. 
< Mi.

Hong. Oondt. 
Hong. K.on. 
Goal. Mei/N'v.

Id. Jen /JuU
Id. Good. . 

Hall» 1881... 
Poring, (link.)

Id. Id.
Tabako Obllg. 
Rndaad 1880.

id. '»4 (blnj 
Bpanjo (bolt.) 
Tarklje (gepr)

8 . Id. (douane) 
1 , Tnrkije(Koe. D) 
J . Id. (<e«.O).. 
! o Egypte.........  
* . Mexico 1RW.

„14- tendedj 
4Î* Rambla.... 
• . vr*“*y ••••

70 
891* 
90 
91 
81U/m 
81 
97 
88»/4 
Î31A 
*8*k 
Mia

S1* 
84* 
91 
951* 
321* 
8‘* 

103 
981* 
89 W 
eiWk 
84»f* 
13?h

De
20^

▼as 10 Oat 24 Nov.
lot 23 Nov.

79 A 7« a 78V»
89lfc » Wife 931ft
9*Vt » 961/4
■* • 91
8 Wo • 828UB/m • 811/m 81ft
96 • saw» 90
—• •
sm/jo • snfc «ta
84'/» • 83 «ft
Wf* • 951ft 91
947k • 951ft 95lft
607/, • 81 eoTft
s®* • mam esta
99 WWW 91‘ft

• 95 ft
W/rt • 22-ft
14»ft IS- »« *4

lo»>* • MBS 1081ft
99 ■ 9 «ft
991ft • 8W» 89-ft
eita • •1% 61
841ft • 84i»/tt 94

• UUfc 181ft
48 * 48
19lft • 80 80

• — Utft
WM gooij;’*» onser Nationale Schuldbrtovon 
sokorlyk d®*® *eok gunnttgor, waartoe 

*wwkto do door don minister vaa

■ wottigen.
Door de hooge koersen van Donderdag l.L (circa

„_______ .. 140 pa voor com. Atchison, 24 pa voor com.
687/s, 2i,8 pe en do preferred Stock, 11—14—18%, Denver, 14 pc. voor com. Erie, 41% pc. Southern 
% pa opliepea. 5 pc. UbL Eon. Trane Atr. Sp. pacific on 73'/, pa voor com. Union Pacific),

gsnoemdsn da 6 pc. Debentures 67’/»—&b5u—

62 /.-60, 3% pa lagor. 3 pa ObL Beira-Baixa 
Bp. 62»/*-62'/„ »/* pa lagar.

Asndoolen.
Atchison gew. 
Atchison prêt

Denver Rio pref. . 
Nash ville. . • . .
Ontario................
Miaeourl gew. . .
Missouri prêt . . 
Eris gew. ....
Eris lo pref. . . . 
id. 2o prêt . . .

Western New-York
Canadian .....
Francisco lo preL .

id. 2o prêt,.
Id. gew. . .

Southern Paoiâo .
Union PMiho gawt

• » >r,t
Norfolk *4j. StcoE

Vorbeterlag ondsrgiogea: aan4 Ermolo Sp.,
72-75 ,-757„ 57, pa; on 4 pa obi. Pretorle- 
Pieterah. 89V,-90’/4, 2 pa

is leaning ad f 8/mm. der Holl Usoron Sp. 
Mg word 2% meal volteekand.

10 Nov.
37 M j 
81H :

75 
82M !
IüM j 
87 
14 
40K I 
21
UJ4) 
87M 1
W

15M 
43?

24 Nov.
89K : 
81% ;
28% 
77% 
82% .
»4% .
12 
89
13% •

Pacific on 73'/, pa voor com. Union Pacific), 
uitgolokt, dlo vaelal belangrÿkaprotijtan Isaloton, | De mark* voor Potroleumwaardea was seer 
waa ona pubbok dan oek weak afgorer op ruiuner ]VMt gaatamd; aand. Kon. 292-810—80Q,atogen 
Bcbaal dan hotbultenland.datdodaaropvolgendo 6'/, pa; de aituwa torreinen mooien alanazÿa 
dagen, ook w&arachÿnigk in vorband met do 'MngMloten, on worden do reeuitaten 1b dovoi- 

' gonde prodncile-opgavea tegemoet gtzlen. Ook
> aand. Sum. PaL 70 74—72'4, verbeterdon 8 pa; 
daarontegen noteerea lagor: aaadeelea Dordt,

Londenscbo likwidaile, waarln ook menlgo 
wlasireaLsatie zal voorkomen, veal kalmer op- 
trad, ulte do rollon verwlesoldo on in ondor- 
Mboidene ooorton wedor atgever woo.

Do affaires In St. Louis & San Frandsco- 
waarden braidden etch, op grond van do goodo 
ontvangsten on de meordero aondMht tn het 
buHeuland aan die waarden guehonkon, meer 
on moor uit, waardoor do le pref. sand. 4 pa 
en de gewono id. I” * pa won non. Southern 
Fsa on Ontario h W. aandoolon moeslan oen 
deal van het bohaaldo evens in booten ; ovenzoo

12d1/, — 131»b-rJhW» IK on uni ILEaim, 
144'/,-150-146, 8 pa

Nog koudon rich bar sat! gen: sand. NederL 
8-10-10, i'it pa; Hannover SOy.-SO1/,, 4po; 
Schibaleff prof. 106'/,, 2'/, pa; Elraaoer 907.,
1% pa; Ruseioche 847 — 860it, soifs 26% pa. I 
hooger, op hst gunstig vsralsg der dlreotio, i 
volgene hotwelk hst rasorvofunds voor de pref. 
aandMlea gestegoa ta tot Lot. 82.897. — Op !

Comm. Northern Pac. on Comm. Norfolk» reap, I gen. Band, wotdt voorgeotold hot vaets dividend

81

87 M 
74 M 
44tf 
16M 
89 H 
71W 
80M 
80

68'/.-76-71, 06 42—44i/e — 42’/..
Baltimore Comm. Sl-SSVa-BF/,, reageerdoB 

IV. pa ; Florida 2s prsL 44—46—45, lÿ. pa ; 
4aaroat»gsa slegoa I

Prsf. saaL Chicago N.-W, 206, S1/. pa Aand. 
DUnote Central, 12J—12?/.—lU'/n t1/. pa Prêt, 
Band. Southern Haliw., 63'/,-64’/» -«4, U. pa 
Ànud. Canada Southern, 65—66 1'/, pa 4 pa
obL Denver Rto-Grw 97^, I1/, pa 6 pa Id. Mani-

van pa on op de gewono aandulen eon

4 pe; Dell-Plant 84*/,-90- 89, 4 pa; KwaL 
Fossil, 66-70» 4 pa 1 LangE Sook. DB-M-ôK 
4*. pa: Pad. Tab. 111-117'/,—117*/,—81/, pc.| DsU Tak prof. 64-60, 8*/. pl

Van Nod.-Isd. Caltuur sb Bankwaardos ven 
volgdsn snkelo soorton bars rÿiende bowsging, 
ala: gsw. aand. Version!., M—61—59'/.,ty, po; 
prêt aanA id. 182'/,-138, 5% pa: Id.Ned.- nd. 
Hbk., 84—85, 81/, pa; Barge 59'i« —62—60, lb, pc,; 
NeiLInd. Escompte 114, 1 pa; on Hands! resa 
150*/,—151'a, % pa; stationair blsvsa aand. 
KoLbk, 46—46’/,; terwÿl ds prêt aand. it, 
69’/,—68, 2 pa prgagaven. Maron-Colt, 69'/,— 
62, verbetardo 3% pa

Van Mgnbouw-endernemlRgaR avancoerdes 
In koora: do aand. N.-Ind. Expl. 84 —90 6 po; 
Redjang Lobong 340-848—845, 5 pa: TrMsvm 
Ila, 32, 2 pa ; daarontegen worden lagor var* 
handeld : N.-Celebes 36 - 41-87,3'/* po. ; Paget at 
88—8^4-87',, S7, pa; Singkep 117-113/,. 
6’/, pa StoomvaartigneB 1b soar vaate etena* 
mlng, voor aand. NodorL 160—152, 21/, po.| 
N. Am. vrt 108—H0-1071/,, 41/a pa Ko* 
Pack vrt 161, 1 pa; Hol. Quit 122, 3pa hoogoft

Ven Trstnwtarden notooroB hooger t aand. 
Kodlrl-Sttr. 109,2 pc.; td'Bem.-Cheribon, 1867. 
1891/,, 8% pc-i W Swajoedal, 131'/,, IM po.( 
do 4% pa obi. Babot-DJomk 94*/« -96—94 m 
8'/, pe; ochter wordon lagor vwrhandoldi 
Babat—Djomh. 57-59—67, 2 pa ; aand Mad Mr*. 
Bttr. 58 - 50, 10 pa, 2% pa Amsterdam DM, 
81'fc— 82, ver bet er den *4 pa, send. lacsaas-bank, 
128v, _ 1251^1, verboterdon 2% po; sand. W eater» 
auikerraff. 138—189-137, vorbeterdos 5 pat 
sand. Banoae Auxiliaire, 81—88, verbotordea 
2 /, pa; amarentegen resgoerdeB 1 4 po, obL 
Wtgono-lita, 74—80V, - 80>/„ 7'/, pa; aand Nai 
Bank v. Z.>Afr. 104-100, 5 pa

Do algeneeno Truet-MutKhappf, alhlor, be» 
rlchtte, dat a| onder hare admiuiatratlo heeft 
opgonomou: do gewono aandMlen dor Choe, ft 
Ohio sn daarvoor cortiffoaton san toonder
zal ultgtvaa — lose oerficotea wordea verba», 
dold vas 847.-87 ta-86'/, po. Ds Maatachappy 
kesrds over hat afgeioopen bookjaar, even ala 
over hot daarsae voorgsands, 1 po. op do gew. 
mb doeion uit

Do Ned Maalaohappÿ vaa Mkarheidstelllaf 
voor ambteaaroa on beombten te Amatordem,

dividend near doa maatataf vaa 70 pa per jaar 
nit te botalon.

Ook labakswMrdea gunstlges; met vorbeto-
rlngon vm 1 tot 10 pa, waarvee s. a profl- 
toordsn; ennd. Amok Deli, 640-10 pa;

otelt per 27 Nov. s. k. bu do heeren Van Nelle» 
stogn A Ca, Jonas on Krusoman on Dnniop *
Vaa Esmo, al bier, on voorto bg do Arma's I* 
1st propMtue gsnoemd, de ioMbrÿving open op 
f 1 mlllioon 4 pa obligation tot doa kONU vol

Deli Bak 8-0,10 pa ; Namoe Djawi 73-85-847,,’ 98 v pa
97, pa; Deli 406-412-412, 4 pa ; Rott-Dell, I Geld Prolongs Ito 4-SS»-4 pa
216-220-22^ 6 pa; foe Del!, 86-407.- 897,,

8 •
8 .
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Dinsdag 27 November I9O(N 8e Jaargang.No. 28313
' Eigen Intercommunale Telefoonlynen.

Bureaux der directie en administratis»
Kafrerstrut 44/46. TelepboMv. 2288.

BUREAUX DER REÜACTIE: 
St IlcoIuutrBit 3741 Telephoeanr. 2281

PUBLIEKE TELEPH00NSTAT10N8: 
Amiiariam, Kalvarstraat 44 46. Tebphoeiar. 8228. 

» Begolieribreestr. 16. ■ 8268»

TUDINGZALEN :

'4 PRIM VAN HET
Yaw Ajaatatdam pW - 

i kwanaal..................../ M®
YoardeaTaaUanUat.

mb In N eaarlaad. . , 4 M
Year Bel<i4 . . . . , 0.14

AbUNNEMENT:
Voor kft bnilMUM 

oangastotM aaa 4« 
a* «a* 

udlt ta Ma aaa* 
ding ......

Akondarlflka Mummoi a Oanta. *
/Mt

Tow aMaara.at.a waa4a »n alah tat M BwooJ, M 
4M Baakhaadal, tat da Peatdlrratoana, Biooko®,

* af tat da Caaraatantbceas.Ma 

raus be a AOVBanimRvi

ftasttrh*Jilvtntnit 44/48 Naarha.
Bigillersbreutraat IE UMei, Lania BarcMitr. St 

firoalisn. Metreatraat 51. 
DordreaAl Vasrsirui MLItncàt, Oadeiracbi 2L

HET MEEST VERSPREIDE GROOTE DAGBLAD.
Not mrtoaoM'OoM ••• lahoW vm dit blad word* vorookord •vereenkemetlg da wot woo *8 Jowl 188k 8tbl. No. 484.

Van 1—4 regeh flM, mat tnbagilÿ Tan btrUtatuaMM.
Elka ragai daatbe.aa U oanta.
Gr•«tara lattara naar plaataruimto
B»aMknrraai AHMTKHDAM. Kal.aratraat 44/40.
Botomi aoTTEHDAM. Taeryatala 14 (Talafuonanoinw lilt 

. ’o-GBAVENIIAGB, Hafbpnl • (TaltMonanmiaw 231) 
üitolnlUnda Agaatan »oor /VaxAryi, fagtiaarf

ItaUi an ZwiMrlond.- JOHt F. AONU A Cia. M Porte 
11M» Ena da Fauboarg Moo4omi*«| ta loodaot B Byg 
Lion Oaoxt, Hoot atrnat ■. Q.

OCHTEND-EDITiE.
^==——

PRIJSVRAAG.
J Inzendere van liederen worden 
Îooral opmerkzaam gemaakt op 

e bepallngen van Ari V, dat 3 
afschriften van het Ued moeten 
Worden lugeleverd en dat deze 
(let door den Inzender zelf 
hiogen worden geschreven.

DJB D1RMCTIE

’ Onze\Prijsvraag.
/ Het jaar ipoi jal voor on* Vorstenhui» 

fa voor Nederland een jaar zijn van groote 
peteekems. Dan toch zal H. M. onze Ko-

Sngin in bet huwelijk treden met Hatog 
cndrik van Mecklenburg.

■ Reedo nu komen uit versdhillaide plaat- 
■en van het land berichten omtrent voor- 
bereidende maatregelen voor een groot- 
Ich® feestviering. De gemeenteraden zul- 
leu bijdragen verstrekken, particulieren 
Julien inzamelingen houden — allés wij»t 
trop, dat wij een inderdaad echoon feeat 
tegemoet gaan.

Tot die algetneeno vrengde willen ook 
vrij meêwerkcn. Wij meenen dat met be
ta te kunnen doen, dan door te trachten 
p een leemte te voorzien, die rich op na
tionale feestdagen zeer sterk doet gevoe- 
Jeni een populair lied voor de «treat, dat 
tai moeten vervangen de «mmogelijke 
neunen, waartoe nu een blijgeestig ge- 
ktemde menigte gewoon 
M Demen.

is baar toevhicht

Zooah wij in een vorig nuznmer mede- 
tteelden, wenschen wij, om zulk een lied 
>a verkrijgen, een prijsvraag uit te schn)- 
Ven, en, ingevolge onze belofte, deelen 
Jrij daaromtrent thana nadere bijzcnder- 
Doden medei

Art L Da prijsrraag heeft ten dod 
het verkrijgen van een populair lied van 
goede, maar eenvoudige strekking, op een 
wi^, die gemakkelijk nagezongen kan

Art IL De prijsvrnag wordt gesplitst
Ju twee afdeelingent een letterkundige en 
pen mu rikale.
' A r t 11L Tot deelneming wordt ieder 
hoegelaten. Ieder dednemer mag echter 
met meer dan één gedicht of één cooopo- 
^tie inzendea.

Art IV. Betreffende bet aantal re- 
gels of coupletten van het lied worden 
geen bepalingen gemaakt

Art V. Alle^inzendingen moeten in 
triple geschieden en vergezeld gaan van 
jen gesloten en verzegelde enveloppe, 
^«rin najun en woonplaats van den inzen-
Ber zijn opgegeven.

Elke enveloppe moet voorzien zijn van 
ten motto of spreuk, die tevens herhaald 
moet worden coder aan het gedicht of de 
pompositie.

Inrending en motto mogen niet ge- 
schreven zijn met bet handschrift van den 
Inzender

Art VI Met het muzikale gedeelte 
'der prijsvraag zal eerst een aanvang ge- 
ftiaakt worden, als het letterkundige ge
deelte is afgeloopen en bet bekroonde ge 
dicht bekend gemaakt

Art VII. Inzendingen moeten franco 
gericht worden aan de Directie van „De 
Telegraaf”, Kalverstraat 44-46, Amster-

Die, betrekking hebbende op het letter- 
Edigu gedeelte, moeten v66r 15 Decem- 

1900 ingezonden worden ) die, be
long hebbende op het muzikale ge

deelte, v6dr 15 Januari 1901.
Op elke inzending moet buiten op dui- 

deliJk vermeid staant Prijsvraag. 
Dagblad „De TelegraaF.

Art V1IL Ais prijzen worden uitgv- 
loofd i<

Voor het bests gedicht......../ 500 
1 Voor de best* compositie...... w 500 
® A r t IX De beoordeeling der inge- 
tomen letterkundige bijdragen zal pl a at» 
hebben door een Jury, bestaande uit de 
he«ren Prof. Dr. Jan ten Brink, te Lei
den; Mr. M. G. L. van Loghem (Fiore 
della Ne*«)> t® Amsterdam, en J. sum, 
periu», voorzitter van de Verecmging tot 
Verbetering van den Volkszang, te Am- 
jterdam; de beoordeeling der ingekomen 
inuzikale bijdragen dooe een Jury, be
staande uit ae heeren Ant Averkamp, te 
Amsterdam. G. A. Heinze, Muiderberg en 
Mr. H. Viotta, te’s Gravenhage.

Art X De Jtiry-leden mogen in geen 
der beide aldeelingen mededingea

Art XI. Elke inzender wordt geacht 
kick te onderwerpen aan deze voorwaar- 
Hen en de uitzpraken der Jury.

Art XIL Inzendingen worden niet 
Icruggezonden, zij bltjven het eigendom 
van „De Telegraaf’. De niet bekroonde 
faizenders in de 20 afdeeling verbinden 
gich hunne inzendingen met door den druk 
jit verspreiden.

De naarrbnefje» der niet bekroonde 
kizendingen zullen ongeopend vernietigd 
Jrordea

Art XIII De uitslag van het letter- 
Ee gedeelte zal onmiddellijk na de 

eeling gepubhceerd worden in *De
_ saf ■ en ,D« Courant*»

De bekroonden voor beide gedeelten 
sullen onmiddellijk na den uitslag schrif- 
telijk mededeeiing van de hun toegeken- 
de ouderscheiding ontvangen.

Zoo spoedig mogelijk na IJ Januan 
1901 zal het geheele bekroonde volkslied 
in „De Telegraaf afgedrukt worden.

Art X A V. Eenige duizenden exem- 
plaren van het lied zullen ter beschikking 
gezteld worden van hoofden van scholen 
m ons land. In overleg met de Vereemging 
tot Verbetering van den Volkszang zal het 
lied voorts op zoo ruim mogdijke schaal 
worden verspreid.

Y"1 ______ . 11 ’» 1 11 11 —

1) Het begin deter eorrnspondentia ward op.
(■uxneB la 4M awndblad na MaSadua___

BUITENLAND.
ALBEMEEN OÏERZICHT.

Men eeide vroeger, dat iedere man twee 
vaderianden hadi het zijne en Frankrijk. 
Men zou thana veel juister kunnen bewe- 
ren, dat iedere Française twee landen te- 
geiijk heefti het hare en dat^ waar een 
edele daad hare harten heeft doen klop- 
pen.

Zoo kennen wij zeer veie vrouwen van 
ons ras, de gelukkigsten en de armzten, 
de hoogmoedigsten zocwel als dte nederig- 
sten, die niet lang geleden gevodd heb
ben, dat adj een weinig de onderdanen wa- 
ren geworden van Wilhelmina, Koningin 
der Nederlanden. De dag, waarop de lief- 
tallige Souvereine, brekend met de laks- 
heid van haar omgeving, het denkbeeld 
opperde cm alleen, zij die nog alechts 
twintig jaar oud is, den ouden (eider van 
het volk, door het noodlot terneer gedrukt, 
te huip te komen, de dag, waarop zij een- 
voudig, doch tegelijk fier, hem een van 
haar ooriogsschepen zond om den over- 
winnenden vijand een misdaad te bespa- 
reig om verraad te beletten aan de on- 
waardige gastheeren, op dien dag heeft 
Wilhelmina allé edelmoedige harten 
vreugde doen kloppen, zij heeft allé zie- 
len, open voor geestdrift, doen trillen. Zij 
heeft aile Françaises tot zich getrokken.

Wdnul Het is op u, Françaises, dat de 
.Matin'’ beden een beroep doet. Gtj hebt 
een eenigo en prachtige gelegenheid om 
hulde te brengen aan haar, die u heeft 
veroverd. Het is aan u, op uw beurt iets te 
doen, zooals zij deed, waardoor de ge- 
kwelde gewetens worden verlicht en waar
door ten minste voor de eeuwige gerech- 
tigheid, voor de otunacht, door Europa be- 
toond, wordt boete gedaan.

Uwe Koningin gaat trouwenl Het jaar, 
dat zijn einde nadert, zal het laatste zijn 
van haar leven als jong meisje; het jaar, 
dat weidra zal beginner^ zal haar in de 
eerste dagen vereenigd zien met den prins 
barer keuze. Uit de daden van de verloof- 
de kunt gij voorspellen de daden van de 
echtgenoote. Zij zal blijven, wie zij was. 
Zij zal haar volk regeeren met een rein 
geweten, met een kalmen moed en met 
een lieftalhge fierheid, die zij ons heeft 
getoond. Waarom zult gij haar daarom met 
begroeten op den drempel van haar nieuw 
leven ? O moeders, vrouwen en meisjes 
van ons Frankrijk! Waarom vormt gij 
geen loyaal en vurig verbond, ten einde 
tegelijkertijd de trousseau van dit kind, 
dat zich dapperder betoont dan de man- 
nen, te vemjken met een eerbîedig souve
nir en een kleinood i

Gij hebt nog twee maanden om u te 
vereenigen, om te beslissen wat de beste 
vorm zal zijn om uw werk ten uitvoer te 
brengen. De „Matinu is bereid om u als 
orgaan te dienen om de noodige offeran- 
den te verzamelen, om als tusschenper- 
soon te dienen bij de wettige vertegen- 
woordigers der Nederlanden, om u te hei- 
pen met al wat in haar macht ligt en met 
al haar hulpbronnen. De „Matin" weet, zi) 
vodt het, dat m uw binnenste en in het 
diepst van uw hart, het verlangen geboren 
is om eenmaal blijk te geven van harte- 
lijke bewondering voor de jeugdige Ko- 
ningin. Er moet worden geholpen om 
deze bloem van vrouwelijke erkentelijk- 
heid te doen ontluiken.

Denkt, Françaises, aan de gastvrijheid 
in Den Haag, verleden jaar geboden aan 
de vertegenwoordigers van de mogendhe- 
den, die het plan koesterden om ten eeu- 
wigen dage vrede op aarde tc hebben. 
Denkt aan dezen stralenden dageraad van 
een regeering, die weidra door de echo’s 
van een onrechtvaardigen en wreeden oor- 
log word in droefheid gebracht

Denkt aan de grootheid van ziel van 
deze Koningin, die alleen getrouw wist te 
blijven aan haar belofte, getrouw aan het 
goede, getrouw aan het ongeiuk en die 
aan den ouden President Kruger, toen hij 
den voet aan wal zette op Franschen bo- 
dem, een telegram zond, dat tegelijkertijd 
eenvoudig en verheven was, om hem geluk 
te wenschen, dat hij aangekomen was Jn 
goede gezondheief.

Denkt aan dit ailes en werkt samen, 
Françaises, om een bruidsgeschenk, barer 
WAttdig, aan dit jonge meisje aan te bie- 
den, dat een sieraad van den trooo in

ft
F®**®»®1 rijn het een*, de gezanten 

wjn het met een», de gezanten hebben 
unna bijeenkomsten tot onbepaalden da

tum uitgesteld) omdat zij het niet eens 
^^^'wordan, de gezanten zijn het eens 

. «■ , * u> Chin, te tteUm 
«Khen. Z.dna i. h.t k«t d. Kleg™» 

men, die ons in de laatste zes dagen be- 
reikten.

Nemen we aan, dat het laatste telegram 
het juiste is, dat na eenig geharrewar men 
het ten «lotte eens is geworden, dan is er 
een kleine «chrede voorwaarts gedaan op 
den weg der onderhandelingen met China. 
Maar daarmede is de zaak nog lang niet 
van de baan. Het heet nu, dat de voor- 
waarden, in da Fransche nota vervat; door 
de vertegenwoordigers als basis is geed- 
gekeurd in afwachting, dat de verschtilen- 
de mogendheden haar «anctie daaraan 
hechten en dat dan een begin kan worden 
gemaakt met de onderhandelingen met de 
Chineesche regeering.

Volgens de Fransche nota zou worden 
geëischt bestraffing der hoofdschuldigen, 
de betaling eener behooriijke schadever- 
goeding aan de onderdanen der mogend- 
heden, vestiging van een sterke wacht bij 
de gezantschapsgebouwen en de bezetting 
van zekera punten tusschen Takoe en de 
hoofdstad door troepen der verbondenen. 
Het dient nu te worden afgewacht, wat de 
Chineesche regeering zal antwoordea In
dien slechts bestraffing der aanstokers 
van de onlusten wordt gevraagd, zal China 
tegen dit punt geen bezwaar hebben, want 
zoolang het hoofd nog maar op de romp 
mag blijven, is bestraffen op zich zelf zoo 
erg niet Het versterken van de wachten 
der legatiën is eveneens geen bezwaar. 
Alleen zou het der Chineesche regeering 
niet erg in den smaak kunnen vallen, dat 
de streek tusschen de kust en de hoofd
stad zou worden bezet, waardoor Peking 
feitelijk m handen der verbondenen zou 
zijn.

Graaf Von Waldersee gaat intusschen 
voort met expedites uit te zenden, ondanks 
allé tegenstnbbelingen van Li Hoeng 
Chang. Met succès treden de verbondenen 
oserai op, de Boxers en rijkstroepen voor 
zich uit drijvend. De groote muur is nu in 
het bezit van de Duitscbe troepen, die er 
de vlag hebben geheschen. Het eerste ijs 
heeft zich in de rivieren vertoond, doch 
de opperbevelhebber beweert, dat voor 
transport voldoende zorg is gedragen, zoo- 
dat het den troepen gedurende het koude 
jaargetijde, wanneer de verkeerswegen te 
water gestienid zullen zijn, aan niets zal 
ontbrekeo.

DE AANKOMST VAN PRESIDENT KRUGER 
TE MARSEILLE. ')

{ParticMtn ComtpattdtnfU).
Van uit mijn bootje naar den wal zien- 

de, kan ik een indruk krijgen van den aan. 
blik, dien etraks de edele gnjsaard zal 
hebben. En deze is schoon, is grootsch 
Ver tegen de blauwende heuvelen van 
Provence’s kust, Provence, ’t weelderige 
land van den wingerd, het land van cypres, 
van olijf, het land van zangers en harden, 
van Zuiderzon en koesterende zeebries, het 
land waar de Rhône in zilveren aders bre
kend zich stort in de blauwe Middelland- 
sche Zee, kristal dat gaat sterven in een 
graf van opalig azuur, Rhônemond als een 
briljanten diadeem op *t hoofd der weelde
rige vorstin van 't rijk van wijn en Zui- 
dervrucht, ver tegen de heuvelen Mar
seille, ’t oude Massilia, lachend in ’t blik- 
kerende licht der feestelijke zon. En van 
de hoogte van de cathedraal gaan de rijen 
der belangstellende wachtenden. Heel 
Marseille is daar. Ze staan dicht gerijd 
langs de wallen, mannen, vrouwen, kinde- 
ren. En daar, waar vlaggentooi en palmen- 
pracht, Oostersch tapijt en feestkleedij de 
kleine plek van de douane-trap heeft op- 
gesierd, die kleine plek, waar hij. de oude, 
stoere pelgrim zijn rustigen voet zal zet- 
ten, wtjdend den gronjifaie onder zijn tred 
zich moet voelen als werd hij gekust door 
dien van een godheid zelve, hij, draper en 
symbool van het ideaal, het goddelijke in 
den mensch, daar is het vriendelijk, blij
geestig. Het doet goed naar den wal te 
zien. En terzijde staan de kinderen des 
volks, de Lyre maritime met hun koperen 
horens en trompetten, waaruit straks over 
de wateren zal schallen het Volkslied van 
Transvaal i Kent gij dat volk vol helden- 
moed....... wie, die het niet kent en eert

Ik tuur door mijn kijker naar de blanke 
wGelderland", in de haven gemeerd. Het 
duurt lang, eer de sloep, die wachtend on
der aan de trap ligt, wordt bemand. Men 
houdt daar boven aan boord Volksraad. 
Het is een raad als vroeger Dij de Bata
ven, een raad van vrede, maar ook een 
palaver,...,.

Ik laat mi) tot aan de „Gdderland” 
roeien. Het is onmogelijk de trap te na- 
deren. Een h/Snderdtal kleine roeibootjes 
drijven om’t groote «chip all jonge eend- 
jei om de woerd. Boven aan de trap staat 
een matrooe met een geladen karabijn ge- 
wapênd. En over de wra-rmnsing ùs ik 
de hoofden van de zee-officieren en wat 
meet naar t voordek die van de Jantjes 
met blauwe branies, helder op het doa- 
kere blauw van den jekker, de gezichten 
gebruind en zij kijken droomerig naar 't 
gewoel op den vloed.

Ik kan niet op do „GeJderisn<F komen 
en moet terugvaren, want under» zou ik 
de ontvangst aan land missen. Dicht bij 
den steiger, met den kijker uit mijn bootje 
gericht op d« trap van da .Gelderiand” 
wacht ik. Daar zie ik beweging op de trapi

De tiemen worden omhoog gestoken. 
Kruger drukt de hand van den gezagvoer- 
der, die hem tot aan de trap uitgeleide 
doet...

Nu sne! naar den wal Ik dring door de 
menigte, hijseh mij op een hek, leun te
gen een «lermast... Zdô zal ik ailes kun
nen zien.

Achter de Moise komt de boot aan. 
Wat roeien ze moot Achter in de boot 
zit hij, de groote gnjsaard. Hij draagt een 
hoogen hoed, dik omfloerst. Een gouden 
bril met even lichtblauw getinte groote 
glazen. Een grijze ringbaard, een witte 
kleine knevel, een grijze jas. De handen, 
de groote, stake handen, deze handen, die 
den ploeg en den Mauser om beurten om- 
kneld hebben, deze handen van den groot- 
vader en overgrootvader, die gemaakt zijn 
om aartsvaderlijke kinderen te zegenen, 
zijn bloot. Deze groote karaktervolle han
den zijn om te kussen. Hij Eoudt zijn 
rechterhand op een knop van een dikken, 
bruinen stole. Die stok staat stevig go- 
plant in de boot, daar zit geweld in dien 
stok, in de wijze waarop hij hem drukt 
Met egalen slag roeien de nemen. Ze zijn 
als dunne, slanke vleugelen, als ze zwalu- 
wen langs het water, en er dan even grot- 
jes in si aan. Op de banken middenin zit- 
ten Dr. Leyds, Fischer met zijn langen 
boerenbaard, Wessels met zijn stroeven, 
emstigen kop van oud-Hollandsche vaao- 
drig.

De boot roeit even den landingssteiger 
voorbij... hoe... men vreest... vergiste de 
stuurman zich? Maar het is opzet De 
stuurman geeft een zacht bevel; de bak- 
boord matrozen halen de nemen uit de 
doelen, zetten ze rechtop. Stuurboord geeft 
een halven slag... de boot zwenkt om in 
een arkel, zooals een walser op een bed- 
vloer, stuurboord geeft een halven slag 
tegen. En de witte boot ligt stil en onbe- 
wogen, de riemen steken omhoog en zij 
ligt precies v66r den tapijtlooper... Kruger 
staat op. De breede rug is wat gebogen. 
*t Hoofd staat er krachtig in op een kor- 
ten nek. Leyds, slank en jong, staat naast 
hem, steunt hem. Kruger doet twee schre- 
den, dan met een voorzachtigen «tap zet 
hij den rechtervoet op de onderste trede, 
den linkcrvoet... kiimt de drie trappen op, 
zijn stok krachtig neerzettend en staat dan 
op het tapijt voor de welkomst-autoritei- 
ten en journalistes, die eerbiedig een hal
ven kring vonnen.

Ik heb alleen 00g voor Krugeriln Leyds. 
Leyds is bewugen. Het strakke, onverbid- 
delijke van zijn strengen diplomatenkop is 
verdwenen. Het menschelijke is nu alleen 
op zijn gelaat Weent hij ? Zijn oogen zijn 
rood omkranst Wellicht van de nachtwa<- 
ken. Hij buigt zich wat, als wil hij niet 
uitsteken boven den stoeren gnjsaard, die 
daar voor hem staat Dat is hij dus, de 
groote Afnkaander. Aan dien man is ailes 
stoer en sterk. Hij ziet er uit als een zes- 
tiger — een robuste zestiger, die nog on- 
gebroken is. Het voorhoofd s krachtig, 
breed, de wenkbrauwen zijn forsch, maar 
niet borstdig. Onder de brilglazen zijn de 
oogen, met een rustigen, overtuigden blik. 
En onder de oogen zijn de trekken ge- 
groefd; de neus is dik, forsch, krachtig, 
de mood steric, met lippen, die gewoon zijn 
te verzwijgen, maar niet te zwijgen. Zijn 
baard kringend als een grijze franje van 
oor tot oor onder de kin door, die breed 
moet zijn, zooals bij humane menschen. 
De schouders zijn krachtig, de sebouders 
van een man, die veel zou kunnen weer- 
staan, de borst is hoog en breed gewelfd. 
Hij staat op beenen, zooals een man van 
veertig jaar staat, rustig, bezonnen, cn- 
vermoeid... Aan dezen man is ailes stetk, 
ailes stoer, ailes krachtig. Hij is niet ge
boren als een gewoon mensch, bij is ge- 
wrocht Hij is geen gewoon mersch, hij 
is het menschelijke in een lichaam — hij 
is de synthèse van den Boer, den Boer- 
strijder, den ras-Boer.

Om hem been stijgt het eerste begroe- 
tmgs-gejubel op. „Vive Kruger I” Hij kijkt 
even op, neemt de hand aan van die hem 
de hand drukken, neemt den hoed van ’t 
hoofd. Hij draagt het haar, dat wit-grijs 
is, en nog vol naar achteren gekamd, met 
links een scheidmg.

Thaurel, president van *t Marseillaan- 
sch onafhankelijkheids-comité, treedt naar 
voren en achter hem senator Pauliat, pre
sident van ’t Parijsche centraal comité. 
Hun eerste woorden worden niet verstaan. 
Als een dondergerommel dromt op het 
geluid der jubelingen van de menigte. Het 
gaat van de trap naar de wallen en van 
de wallen booger op naar de heuvelen... 
Heel Marseille jubelt „Vive Kruger, Vi
vent les Boërs, Vive la Hollande^ Vive la 
liberté 1"

Dr. Heijmans, lijfarts van Kruger, staat 
dicht achter hem. Als het wat stiller wordt, 
spreekt Thaurel zijn rede uit, die de tele
graaf u reeds heeft overgeseind. Hij 
spreekt Fransch en Kruger hoort «til en 
eerbiedig toe. Hij brengt den hoed wat 
dichter bij zijn hoofd, om de oogen te be- 
schermen met de schaduw, daar de zon te 
fel achijnL Dadehjk steekt Dr. Heijmans 
een parapluie op en houdt die boven het 
hoofa van Kruger, die nu weder den hoed 
wat laat zakken. Prof. Van Hamel ver- 
taa.lt kort en vlug de woorden van Thaurel 
Daama spreekt Pauliat zijn welkomstgroet 
uit Het is een oogenblik ttil Kruger zal 
•preken... Hij kijkt den kring van men- 
•chea voor hem ruitig boa »telt pch ge- 

makkelijk op de voeten en opent zijn 
mond... Hij spreekt Hollandsch — zijn 
stem is kort, hij scandeert de woorden. 
Zijn stem gebjkt iets op die van Bouw- 
meester. Niet klankrijk, niet met veel 
toonbuiging, maar krachtig, mergig, de 
stem is als de man, de kracht gaat naar 
brnnen, n»ar de kern.

„Ik dank de bevolking, die toegeloopen 
is om mij te begroeten, en al ben ik ook 
in rouw over de rampes van mijn land en 
niet gekomen om feesten te zoeken, toch 
neem ik van ganscher harte owe toejui- 
chingen aan, want ik weet dat zij voortko 
men uit waarachtige ontroering over onze 
pogîngen, uit de sympathie; mo j u 11 i e 
gevoelt voor ooze zaak, die de zaak der 
vrijheid is........

Als hij dat woord vrijheid zegt; met 
opeens er een kraebtigen klem op, trilt 
htj, de oude eik, als door een wmdstoot 
Hij is nu geheel rustig, beheerscht volko- 
men het oogenblik, «preekt gemakkebjk 
en eenvoudig, een man, die een oprecht 
doel heeft, weet wat hij wil en niet over 
zijn woorden behoeft te denken. Met zijn 
breede rechterhand maakt hij groote ge- 
baren,,betoogt er mee, onderstreept...

»Ik dank je, president van het comité 
van Marseille en president van het cen
traal comité voor de Boeren, voor de wel- 
komstgroeten. Ja, ik ben er fier op en ge- 
lukkig een Fransche haven te hebben ge- 
kozen om te landen. Ik kom als een vrij 
man, die den voet zet op den vrijen grocd 
van een vrij land. Mijn eerste piicht is uw 
regeering te danken voor de bewijzen van 
belangstelling, die zij 00s, nu nog kocte- 
lings, heeft gegeven aan ooze zaak en dat 
zij de haven van Marseille voor mijn lan
ding heeft beschikbaar gesteld.

Ik geloof dat, wanneer Engeland te vo
ren goed was ingelicht, nooit dezen ooriog 
zou begonnen zijn. Ik ben gekomen om 
arbitrage te vragen, heb die altijd ge
vraagd en heb nooit opgehouden die te 
vragen, sedert Jameson’s expeditie zonder 
een geweerschot zich van de beide repu- 
blieken won meester maken en die mij tot 
nu toe altijd is geweigerd. De ooriog, dien 
men met ons begonnen is, heeft de gren- 
zen der barbaarschheid bereikt. In mijn 
leven heb ik dikwijls tegen de barbaanche 
stammen van Afrika gevochten, maar de 
barbaren, die wij ou te bestrijden hebben, 
zijn erger dan al die anderen; want ni wa- 
penen tegen ons de Kaffers. Zij verbran- 
den onze hoeven, die wij met zooveel 
moeite gebouwd hebben, zij verjagen onze 
vrouwen en kinderen, wier mannen en 
breeders zijn gedood of gevangen geno- 
men, laten de vrouwen en kinderen Bon
der dak, dikwijls zonder brood, maar wat 
ze ook doen, wij zullen ons nooit overge- 
ven, wij zullen tot het einde blijven strij- 
den.

Maar wij hebben niet alleen vertrouwen 
in de menschelijke machten, maar’t aller- 
eerst in den Eeuwige, onzen God; wij 
weten, dat onze zaak rechtvaardig is en 
als de gerechtigheid der menschen dus 
zou ontbreken, Hij, de Eeuwige, die de 
Heer der volkeren is en wien de toekomst 
hoort, zal ons niet verlaten.

Als Transvaal en de Vrijstaat hun on- 
afhankelijkheid moeten werfiezen, dan zal 
dat zijn, omdat de Boeren zijn vernietigd. 
Wij zullen strijden tot den laatsten man, 
de laatste vrouw, het laatste kind......*

Kruger, vaster, duidelijker sprekenij, 
naannate hij tot het einde naderde, was, 
toen hij over God sprak, ontzaglijk. Van 
dezen man straalt iets wonderlijks uit En 
dat gezicht, nadat hij zweeg, ietwat rood 
door de inspanning, was onbeschrijflijk 
droevig. Eenvoud en smart, eerlijke eeo- 
voud, oprechte, diepe, zielsdiepe smart lag 
op het goedige, doorgroefde, veeldoorle- 
den gelaat Hij was niet meer de Boer, 
die man, maar hij was schoon... Men tril- 
de bij ’t zien van die hoogere, geestelijke 
schoonheid. Ik geef de schittering van ge- 
borduurde en gegallonneerde haven voor 
den grootschen, ôntzaglijken eenvoud van 
dien man. en toen hij sprak over den 
strijd, over het volhouden, toen hij de 
hand met een krachtig gebaar neerwaarts 
drukte om te onderstrepen dat • „Wij 
zullen strijden tot den laatsten man, de 
laatste vrouw, het laatste kind”, toen was 
hij de oude vechtgeneraal — de onver- 
winnelijke... Kruip terug, gij Bntscho op 
uw eiland, dat gemaakt is om weg te 
vluchten... verberg u, Britsche leeuw, ach
ter de golven van de zee... hier is er een, 
sterker dan gij, de echte, de Afrikaansche 
leeuw. Een leeuw was hij, opgejaagd wt 
zijn lager en nu bereid tot het uiterste — 
de oude Kruger met het krachtige hoofd, 
’t doorgroefde gelaat, den manen-baard...

Die ’t Nederiandsch verstaan hadden, 
jubelden en hun jubeling vond echo bij 
’t volk rondom. Voor wie ’t niet verston- 
den, gaf Prof. Van Hamel de vertaling en 
telkens werd deze vertaling door „Vive 
Kruger, Vive la liberté, Vive les Boers, 
Vive le courage!" onderbroken. Tusschen 
d® dichte menigte der joumalisien door, 
in den kring van Thaurel, Pauliat, Van Ha
mel Ring Kruger naar de landauer. In het 
tweede rijtuig namen plaats Leyds, Fi
scher, Wessels en Rambaud. In het derde 
Pierson, Dr. Mulder, Bertin en Bcxssevain, 
directeur van het bureau Veritas te. Mar
seille, in het vierde Piet Grobler, Trosten- 
burg, Violle en Caron; in het vijfde Van 
Harven, dr. De Bruyn^ Gemset en Roels;

in het zesde Eloff, Bredd, Montagar en 
Gatron. Zes andero rijtuigen volgden, m 
enkole offideren van d® wGelaerlsndM« 
Voorif ging een escort® der politic

Zoodra de stoet zich stapvocts in bewe
ging gezet had» steeg een oorverdoevend 
gejuicn op... en dit gejuich zette zich 
voort langs de straten, waar do menschen 
in dichte bogen bijeengepakt, niet ophiri- 
den „Vive Kruger!" te roepen, tot hot 
hotel de Noailles. Kruger groette met een 
breed gebaar van de hand, later met den 
hoed. Een vont koa met grootscher ont» 
vangen warden. Ea toen hij aan’t hotel 
de Noailles kwam en binnen ging «n kort 
daarna op ’t balkon verschaei^ waar tec 
zijde de vlaggen van Transvaal Onuaje» 
Vrijstaat en Frankrijk wa.pperdei^ toed 
kendo de geestdnft geen grenzen. Spoo 
taan, opeens was d® geestdnft losgekomeo. 
Het was de echte, zuivere, oprecht® volk*» 
geestdnft, di® komt uit hat hart, uit hat 
gemoed en die door wet noch gebod over» 
weging noch overmacht b t® smosen...

Kruger kwam, «prak ®n overworn Vari 
het oogenblik, dat hij den voet àan wal* 
had gezet, was zijn zaak gewxxmao. Dez® 
triomftocht moet eindigen met «as s«da» 
lijke overwinning 1 .Vive l’arbitrage!0

TKLKQB KSe

Engeland m ds Znld-Afrlk. NepobUeke®.
Présidant Kruger t® Parlja

PARIJS, 26 Nov. (R O.) Na d® offU 
cieele recepbes heeft President Kruger, 
als particulier persoon, graaf Tommcreul 
en een Belgisch zendelmg uit da Trans
vaal oatvaiigeik

De «Temps* mddL dat da President 
Woensdag op het Stadhuis zal worden 
ontvangen. Wegens afwezigheid van den 
beer Grébauval zal de beer Escudies hem 
ontvangen.

In den nantiddag ootving President 
Kruger een groep bekende persona» uit. 
de politieke, wetenschappeiijka en litta* 
raire wereld, die door den beer Monod 
werden voorgestefd.

De beer Monod «eide, dat zijn vrienden 
en hij de meest mogelijke sympathie voor 
de Boeren koesterden, daar hen oorecht 
wordt gedaan en onxtet zij voor him recht 
strijden.

President Kruger antwoordda^ dat hij 
zich gelukkig achète door deze getuigeni»- 
sen, daar zij werden afgelegd door hei^ 
die zich ter verdediging van recht en vrij
heid hadden verboodea.

PARIJS, 26 Nov. (R.O.) President Kru
ger zal morgen verscheiden officieeie be* 
zoeken afleggen, namelijki des morgens 
een bezoek aan den mimster-presidenl 
Waldeck-Rousseau en een aan den beer 
Ddcas»é1 ministar van Buitcnlandsch® 
Zaken.

Te elf uur zal da President zich naar da 
Quay d'Orsay begeven ; hij zal worden ont
vangen met de aan het hoofd van een 
Staat toekomende eerbewijzen.

De beer Mallard, toegevoegd chef aan 
het protocol, zal hem beneefien aan d® 
eere-trap begroeten, de heer Delcassé zal 
hem opwachten au den ingang da salons.

In den gemeenteraad deelt de vice-pre
sident, de heer Escudiez, den raad med®; 
dat President Kruger morgen ochtend tea 
10 uur de twee besturen van den gemeez* 
teraad en van den algemeeoen raad zal 
ontvangen. Onmiddellijk dharop zal hi] 
een bezoek aan het stadhuis brengen. 
Geruchten omtrent documen- 

ten van Krugen
BRUSSEL, 26 Nov. (R.O.) De «Etoile 

Belge" pubbceert het volgende uit Parijz 
afkomstige benchtt

De avondbladen maken een Gjst da do 
cumenten publiek, welke President Kru
ger in een valîes bij zich heeft, en wel dx> 
cumenten, waaxin Koningin Victoria’* 
schoonzoon, de Duke of Five, beschuldigd 
wordt, die, toen de Jameson-raid plaats 
had, voorzitter der Chartered Company 
was.

Ten tweede documenter), waardoor be- 
wezen wordt, dat de Prins van Wales en 
verscheidene leden zijner familie voor 
aanzienlijke sommen in de exploitatie der 
Zuid-Afrikaansche mijnen Sfetrokken zijn. 
Ten derde een lijst van diplomaten, be- 
trokken in de diamantmijnen van Kimber
ley; ten vierde de origineeten der door 
Sir Alfred Milner, den Kaapschen Gouvetv 
neur, vervalschte telegrammen; ten vijfdl 
het bewijs van directe medeplichtighei* 
m den Jameson-raid van het ministeüç 
van Koloniën, van den Duke of Devon 
shire en van Lord Gray ; ten zesde de op 
somming der voordeelen, welke Chambeif 
lain en familie trokken van de Transvaal 1 
ten revende diplomatiek® documentai), bri 
wijzende dat de Zuid-Afrikaanschs Repu< 
blieken al het mogelijke dedea oca art 
ooriog te voorkomen,

PARIJS, 25 Nov. (R. O.) De «Patrie* 
heeft een telegram uit Louden ontvangen^ 
waarin hetzelfde gemeid wordt over do 
documenten, als door de «Etoile Belge" 
werd gepubliceerd.

Arrestation in Pari]a
PARIJS, 36 Noy. (R O.) Heden zijq 

een vijftiental roanifestanten gearresteerd 
wegens oproenge kreten. Verscheulen® 
zi;n niet in hechtenis gehoudeo.
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ALGEMEEN OVERZICHT. 
f

De eensgezindheid der vertegenwoordi- 
gers der mogendheden in China is in de 
laatste dagen zoo groot, dat men haast 
geucigd zou zijn om te voorspellen, dal 
er spoedig groote oneenigheid in het ncm ps 
diplomatique” zal ontstaaix hetgeen echter 
voor den goeden gang van zaken niet te 
wenschen is. Zooals wij gisteren reeds me- 
dedeelden, kwamen de gezanten overeen 
de eischen, zooals die door den minister 
van Buitenlandsche Zaken in Frankrijk 
waren opgesteld, goed te keuren en zou 
men, nadat de verschillende regeeringen 
haar adhaesie hieraan hadden betuigd, 
kunnen beginner met de onderhandclin- 
gen met de' Chineesche regeering of haar 
gevohnachtigdea.

Want het is nog maar de eerste stap,

joedgekeuri Een Kabinetsraad zou daar- 
orntrent worden gehouden, doch de resul- 
taten blijven geheim, evenals de inhoud 
van de telegranunen, door den heer Con. 
ger uit Peking gezonden. De autoriteiten 
verhelen echter met, dat zij zich ergeren 
over hetgeen de gezant doet, want de 
eischen, zooals ze daar liggen, kunnen 
noort door China worden ingewilligd.

De Chineesche gezant te Washington, 
de heer Woe Ting Fang, had Maandag- 
morgen een conferentie met den minister 
Hay en deze laatste is overtuigd, dat de 
Chineesche regeering niet in staat is om 
de schadeloosstelling te betalen, noch dat 
zij de bestraffing, zooals verlaagd wordt, 
kan ten uitvoer brengen.

De Amerikaansche gezant zal niet wor
den teruggeroepen, zegt de „New-York 
Herald”, doch zijn regeenng zal hem ken- 
nis geven, dat zij zeer ontevreden over

en Dr. Morrisson, de ijverige correspon
dent van de "Times”, zegt dan ook zeer 
terecht, dat men niet spreken kan van 
vredesonderhandelingen met China, die 
nouden zijn aangeknoopt, omdat er geen 
ondcrhandelingen mogelijk zijn, zoolang 
de Chineesche regeering de punten. in de 
Dota door de mogendheden opgcsteld, 
niet heeft aangenotnen. Deze nota is haar 
nog niet aangeboden en dit moet toch eerst 
nog geschieden.

Zooals reeds geseind — zegt Dr. Mor- 
risson verder — zijn de bepalingen, waar- 
van ik de voomaamste venneldde, onder- 
worpen aan de goedkewing der mogend
heden. Twee andere bepalingen. die vroe- 
ger door de gezanten werden verworpen, 
zijn thans na eenige vrijzigingen goedge- 
keurd.

Het zijn de voorstellen van Engeland 
fen Italie. Het eerste, dat door den nieuwen 
Engdschen gezant. Sir Ernest Satow, werd 
ppgesteid, beoogt van China de toestesn- 
ming te verkrijgen van de herrienmg der 
handelsverdragen ; dat van Italie houdt 
in, dat China allé maatregelen goed zal 
▼inden, die genomen worden cm de finan- 
dën te doen controleeren door een inter
nationale comnûssie, zoodat de mogend- 
heden waarborg zullen verkrijgen, dat hun 
schadeloosstelling zal worden uitbetaald 
Dit laatste voorstel beteekent, dat er een 
internationaal bureau van contrôle zou 
worden opgericht, zooals dat in Egypte 
bestaat, of als de raad van admimstratie 
ke ConstantinopeL

Dat de nota zoo laat aan de Chineesche 
regeering wordt overhandigd, is te wijten 
aan het dralen der mogendheden, en juist 
door dit uitstel worden de moeilijkheden 
■eer verrwaard en de crisis, die vooral den 
handel en de finanàën treft, eras tiger, wat 
betreft de ontvangsten der inkomsten uit 
het binnenland.

Aangenotnen, dat de Chineesche gevol- 
machtigden de bepalingen der gemeen- 
tchappelijke nota aanvaarden, dan nog zal 
het werk pas een aanvang hebben geno
men. In de eerste plaats komt de groote 
moeilijkheid de terechtstelling doorge- 
▼oerd te krijgen, die geeischt wordt dat 
kal plaats hebben, en voorts om het Hof 
te noodzaken naar Peking terug te keeren 
en den Keizer en de Keizerin-Moeder te 
ontrukken aan de voogdij van Toeng Foeh 
Siang, die weigert om redelijk te zijn en 
rich zelf ter dood te brengen, zelfs niet uit 
deferentie voor den Keizer van Duitsch-

langer ah vertegenwoordiger kunnen en 
willen optreden en daarom zal bet wel 
waar zijn, dat hij spoedig terug zal keeren 
naar de Vereenigde Staten. Al sedert het 
bezetten van Peking was de verhouding 
tusacheo den gezant en de regeering niet 
al te best Conger wil krasse maatregelen 
en zou, omdat hij op de'plaats zelve en 
beter op de hoogte der toestanden is, wel- 
iicht groot gelijk hebben, maar Mac Kin
ley is een andere meening toegedaan en 
vreest bovendien, dat de gezant na al de 
geleden ellende te wraakzuchtig is gewor- 
den op de Chineezen. Zijn adviezen wor
den dan ook vrijwel in den wind geslagen.

rood on de donder van 1 „Vive Kruger, vi
sent loo Bofere“, omhoog oteeg waron een 
twintigtal Engalechu op ’t balcon van ’t 
hôtel un do sydo vu de Cannebièreelrut, 
Zij hieldon den hoed op’t hoofd on wat orger 
wan, toon ’trqtuig voorbij ging wugden de 
on verlaton te Huiion. Beboon wee het to rien 
hoe opoono do gebeole besolking rich naar 
hot baleon keerde on uit honderden kelon 
Idonk het togelijk verontwaardigd : MCba- 
peaux bas, ch»peaux bu I44

Do Engriscbon, die op eon dorgelÿko tegen* 
demonstratie niet vordaebt waren, uraeldan 
Eenigen gingen ÿlingo nur binneu, anderon 
brachia a do hand aan do boedes. Mur enke- 
lea van de meut grofgevoeligon, bulden wat 
koporgaid uit don oak on gooidon dit van 
’t balcoa dut bonodea tueechon do menigto

Do ollendigen. Zÿ aÿn too gewoon goraakt 
dat all» voor geld buigt, dat zo moonden 
ook ditmaal oen inotinclievo oprochto ver- 
onlwurdiging van een in heilige geeetdrifl 
vervoorde volkemuu. mot wat koporgeldto 
kunnu aueMD. Wolliohi hooploa so, dat bol 
volk aan 1 grabbalen non gun, rich sou 
vordringon aooalo tie olodolingea op do mar kt 
die UiloDepiegel hun ocboonon toowierp 
Mur de bevolking in do Cunabière strut 
die den eorwaardigeQ grysurd toejuichte, 
bestond niot uit arme, vorwaerlooedo lasaroni 
uit de bareubuurt, die by afspruk don 
ploertigen vreomdeling bet geuol van om 
geld grabbelen un bi eden. Niemand bukte 
rich om do eons op le rapau, ook aiot oÿ, 
die so good ha>den kunnen gebroiken cm 
strake brood to koopen ton einde han bouger 
le etillon. Hr sija oogoxblikkou, waarop do 
voUemenigio terug vindt bur boAe misers to 
instindoa on al bet alechto awygt voor 
hoogero gesoelenB. Zoo was het nu.

Na een gemurmol van verontwurdiging 
storitan oen vyftig aaatigtal man non on jonge- 
liedea uit bol publiek dut do groote poort 
van het hûlal om binnon to dringon. Ware
hot

Dan komt nog het prdbleem van het 
betalcn der schadevergoeding, die, naar de
®eest gematigde berekeningen, op ander- 
bmf miHiartj francs wordt geschat En ten 

de derde taak, die zal bestaan in 
“et herzien der handelstractaten, waaron- 

conventie van Thibet is begrepen. 
e .ftnancieele toestand, zooaïs die 

1S’ Behoort eveneens zorgvuldig te 
Zrir Cn ^S^gaan- Men heeft op’t oogen- 

1 genoeg voor de betaling der
coupons voor de bestaande leeningen, die 
ta ^cembor en Januari vervallen, maar 

onmogelijk, dat er later een 
1 e !JKC opheffing der amortisaties zal 

plaats vinden.

DE EEREDEGEN VOOR CRONJE.
Onze Parijsche correspondent schrijft: 

Heden, Dinsdag, te half drie werd in het 
hôtel Scribe door Henri Rochefort aan 
President Kruger den eere-degen voor ge- 
neraal Cronjé overhandigd. Deze degen. 
betaaid uit de opbrengst van een inschrij- 
ving in den «Intransigeant”, volteekend 
binneo een paar dagen, is een prachtstuk 
van wapensmeedkunst. De gouden, in de 
kleuren van Transvaal rijk geemailleerde 
gicep stelt een Boer voor, die in wapen- 
rusting den gekroonden Britschen leeuw, 
die tegen hem opstaat, met de handen 
worgt De rede, die Henri Rochefort uit- 
sprak en waarvan aan President Kruger 
een Hollandsche vertaling op papier werd 
ter hand gesteld, luidde-. „Mijnheer de 
President! Binnen weiuige dagen hebben 
vereerders, ingevolge de oproeping van 
het dagblad, waarvan ik de staatkundige 
leider ben, een inschrijving volteekend 
voor een eere-degen, bestemd vow gene- 
raal Cronjé, den grooten vaderlander, die 
beden op de barre rots van Sint Helena 
boet voor de glories met drie duizend van 
de rijnen gestreden te hebben tegen veer
tig duizend Engelsche landschuimers on- 
dersteund door een overmachtige artillerie.

In uwe strijdbare handen leg ik dozen 
degen. Hij zal hem te hooger schatten, 
wanneer gij hem, hetzij aan hem persoon- 
lijk, hetzij aan zijne familie overreikt. Zijn 
arm, op het oogenblik onmachtig, is bui- 
ten staat hem te voeren, maar dit wapen 
zal andere wapens doen schitteren, die niet 
in de scheede zullen gestoken worden, dan 
na de overwinning van het recht en de 
yerwerving van de onafhankelijkheid van 
het bewonderenswaardige volk, dat gij 
bestuurt

Opgeschrikt door de opstanding van het 
nationaal voelende 1er land en de herrij- 
zing van de Home Rule, die uwe vrienden, 
de patriotische lersche afgevaardigden, 
besloten hebben krachtiger dan ooit te 
eischen ; geruïneerd door een oorlog, die 
bet reeds meer milliarden kost, dan het 

®lcchts de vage hoop heeft, te verwin- 
nen, is Engeland. ondanks zijn Triomfzan- 

5? n*0 te rinken in den graf-
kml, dien het meende voor u gegraven te 
hebben. 6 &

nit 
don 
hot

hun gelukt, de Engelsoben souden van 
olechie markt thuia gekomen syu. Dock 
voorsorg bad bet hoold dor poli lie in 
groo en bmnennof en in do poort von 
hôtel Rgenien von politie geplutat. Zij

mask ten een oogenblik from tegen de moniglo 
wierpen do dour dicht, drongea do eukelo 
haamjeo de voorelo die reeds op ’t hof mu 
’t bakkeleisn waron on daar een troop kn- 
gelscban vouden, die nog onbewust waron, 
van ’t geon op *4 batoon was gesohied, by 
elkaar salon, terug en bet gelukte eoo hei 
hvtol voor een intasio 10 be*area.

De baioon-dapperen kwamon wel iotwat 
onthmat bonedon en warden door hun bo 
daardero landgenoolon, dames en booran, nu 
juiet niet heel vriendelyk onitangvn Do Lily- 
Volunteers «an t balcon Mien nu self met 
hun itgnur verlogen *

Underwyl was t builsn woelig geworden. 
Honderden bowoners van Mareoilio mani- 
feetoerden rond bet hôtel Daar hun geroep 
on bun bedreigingeu niet door do geoloten 
deuren naar don hof soudon binnendringon 
hadden sy rich van liuitjes voorrien, of 
Üotan op de vingero on dal was binneu op 
den bof geen aardig noch aanmoed.gend go- 
boor, ovenmio ale bee dreigende uitjouwen...

Dur salon m bijeeu de Eagelscbon, eoaul. 
digen on oaschuldigon, aloof so alien hun 
luisto oorije op ’t balcon veranoept had
den ....

Dapper waron u niet. Ze saton in stoelen, 
«taken do hoofden bij elkaar. Do vrouwen 
on kinderen viuchtten naar hun kamere en 
do mannea bereidden sic a op terg-te voor.

Er werd geeeiad en getelephonesrd our 
den Engelachen consul. Mur voor 'tconad- 
lut stand ook een dreigende trosp Marsail- 
lansn, i.uiisnd on demonstroorend.

N u on dan trok eon troep met een groote 
Transvulsche slag in T midden de strut 
door sn vandur langs hei hôtel de Louvre. 
Dil hotel heeft un de achlers jde ook een 
ingang, die in gewone tyden gebrnikt wordt 
voor bet bianoubrengen van goederen, eet> 
waren, kortom de nporto do cornée”. Hier 
atonden een twintigtal polideagemen om een 
inval van dess sijdo tegen io gum De ma- 
niieetaman namen ateods in aantal toe. Men 
hoorde bebslvo hot „«he Kruger”, ..virent 
lea Boerau thana ook eon iiedje singea, dat 
bootut uit doas twao woorden, uhgojoeld op 
detelfde wye:

Niet op de regeeringen, roaar op de vol- 
keren kunt gij rekenen. Van hen zal de 
hulp komen, zoo zij besluiten tegen het 
syndicaat der tronen, het syndic^ 
natiën te stelîen. En daar gij onversaagd 
voortgaat te strijden voor dé vrijheid en 
de gerechtigheid, zullen wij trachten te 
strijden voor u.

Deze degen is niet alleen een hulde en 
een herinnenng. Hij is ook een symbool."

en hondord 
horhaald.

Chamberlain, 
Asaauiri I 

melon oohtoroen rythmisch

De gezanten eensgezind — schre- 
ven wij aan het begin ™ dit overzicht - 

“ogendheden, die de 
J F^ten gedaan, moe-
£ F?- . “ «• di™ .dnjnt

. verteor6 CO1S te ”1° ket- 
geen haar ,wrtegenwoordieer

Het rijn voor de zooSi,Î^L,i a. 
.Véiecnigde Staten, die^„ * T21 * 
beslis^n ten oprichte van de Z°° 
onderhynddingen, ten mir^ 2*1?^ 

responoenten van Amerikaansche 
gekchc bladen juist mgelicht

Nu weer moet de regeering te Washi™ 
ton vohtrekt met gesticht rim gezant te Peking, die - J 

Werd reeds vaak namens de regeen,,- j 
Vereenigde Staten geuit — veel schern^ 
kitchen stelt, dan men in Amerika wij 
jfepast zien.

President Mac Kinley cd de minister 
▼an Buitenlandsche Zaken, de heer Hay,

PRESIOENT KRU6ER IN EUROPA. 
VL

4 Martailla, Vrÿdag.
EngtlBohen in ’t nsu w.

Terwql de bevolking van Marseille, ala 
bÿ aen etille afepruk aich ontbield van 
elkan vÿandigBB kraal legenover hagelanden 
de Engelechen, bewÿs van takt, vau door- 
■iobt ea van kie^chbeid, waarvoor man haar 
niet genoag lovea kan, mundea do Engel* 
■chon in ’th toi du Louvre gelogeerd, dat 
do ontvangst toch al to moot was on so 
Mtton eon togen demonstratlo op touw, wo 
laf, soo gevoollooB on soo on handig, on 
vooral ook soo onwaardig, dat er geon ver. 
oalKhuldiging voor to vinden is Do En* 
gelechon in dit hôtel logeerend, waron alien 
nil dsn gegoeden stand, want het hôtel du 
Louvre is oen aereto raage hotel en gÿ 
krÿgt er geen kamer onder de 8 franco 
4uge, Hot waron journaliston on paseagiert 
*oor de transatlantlecho boot Home die den 
**°nd van President Kruger’s unkumstBou

Hjn nu ook weer nieta to spreken over del
bopalinton. door do gezanten eenstemmig 1 mo* president Kruger in sijn open tytaig

1 » 1 govoig luge do <4U»nsbièro atru*

..Onmogeiyk, mynheer,“ sei ik een beetje 
Iroitorig.

„Ik ben Hollander, met oen Engolteho 
vrouw getrouwd. Ik bon hier met mijn 
vronw on drio Engelocbe dames on moot 
naar do boot, maar wij zitton hier opgealo- 
ten en knnnea niet vertrekken ”

„Waarom heeft U die manifostaties dan 
uitgelokt ?“

„Wij konden nr nleto aan dosn. Er sijn 
all yd idioten”.

JSpeld dan op uw boret oen Transvaal- 
echo cocarde zooals Ik, dan sal man u met 
root lalen“.

„Onmogelijk so te krjjgon. WQ kunnou 
hier niet weg“.

„Dan sal ik so a wel bosorgen".
„Wilt u7 O. ik sal U dank bear tjjn.“ 
ïk ging weg, kocht builen wat vlaggstj'ss] 

bij eon venter en kwam weer terug.
Hÿ school dadelyk op mij toe. Eigeniijk 

had hij niet verwacht dat ik mijn bolofto 
wu bocden. Doch ik rood er to veal humor 
in, EnMelscbaa en half-Engol&chon die om 
Traae veal sene v lag geo emeeken, om loch 
maar naar hun lief London te kunnen ko- 
men, sonder door de Mareellladen op eon 
pak roe onlhaald te worden. . . .

Hij nam sa tarslulks aan. de vlaggotiM, 
alsof hij oen diefstal deed. Maar ik gaf so 
nog niet — trok so nog oven terug. Er sÿn 
oogenblikken, woarop men aÿn Mophisto-aard 
niet moot verbargon . . .

'Loen hÿ m aannam voor do tweedo meal — 
uU voor good, baastto by rich weg to komen.

„Ik dank u wel,“ eel hÿ nog oven.
nGeou dank. Hollanders sija altqd loyaaL"
En daarmoo glug dose Maarten Maarteny 

been. . .
Doch niet alls Engelachen wUdoa op deze 

wyu rich veiligheid koopen.
En loon het avond word on nog altÿd 

niemand der itngolscben het hMol dorst te 
verlaton, oen EngeLob journalist die tolegra- 
foeron wilde near sijn bind, vroog mij of 
hÿ met mÿ mode mocht loopon, hieldon so 
krygeraad.

Het rosnltaat Morvan wu de volgondo 
brief aan den Engelachen consul te Mar
seille, «aar van Ik eon copy in mÿn bosit wist

Eenigs malen maskls do politie charges. 
Maar de agenten, die self ook graag «Vite 
Kroger” hadden gsroopen, mask ten or geen 
ornst van on ik beb self lot mijn groote 
piel getien boo een agent, die sooeven met 
de grooiale nauwgesoiheid „gecbargeord” had 
op de menigto, van detelfde menschen met 
de grootHto bolang-tellicg nieuwtjM omirent
de aankomit van provident Krug-r to roam.

Engeland en de Zuld-Afrlk. RepubIIeksn. 
President Kruger bij Buiten- 

landsche Zaken.
PARIJS, 2/ Nov. (R.O.) President Kru* 

ger ging om 6 uur $5 een bezoek brengen 
aan den minister van Buitenlandsche Za
ken, den beer Delcassé, die hem ontving, 
omringd van zijn personeel.

De President en de minister drukten 
clkander de hand, waarop Kruger de werk- 
kamer van den minister werd binnenge- 
leid. Het onderhoud duurde tot half acht

President Kruger bedankte den minis
ter voor de ontvangst. Even later bracht 
de heer Delcassé een tegenbezock aan
den Staatspresident. 

Huldebetoon studenten

to krygsu.
Marseille, 32 Novombra 1900, 

Tha Brit ah Consul 
hloraaiUa,

Wo, the undersigned British oitiseno tn* 
veiling from louden bij the P. O. steamer 
Aomo to Australia and other ports of tho 
British Empire, have practically been im
prisoned in the Hotel de Louvre elnoo 
1 o'clock, and are informed by the Proprie
tor, that it is not safe for u to leave the 
Hotel.

We respectfolly require you to take steps
to prolBct us on our pasaago to the steamer 
Home now waiting to receive us and 
Erovide for our safety as if wo were 

ondon.

to 
in

Ws ore Dear Sir, yours obediently, 
J. GODFREY, M. P. Melbourne. 
E. N. BROWN.
Ithos A. MACH ATTIC» Oeptn.
J. E. B. YOUNG.
A. J. ROS9w
J. G. W1LMIN.
G. B. LAMBERT.
D. DUNCAN MAIN.
H. D. A. JUNES.
I JON EL d’ARUY.
H. J. BELL, 
R. JAUNIE, 
H. W. WHEATLY. 
SCHRAGEK end family. 
W. C0LLIU8.
8. P. BLACKMORE.
B. B. MICHEL, civil judge of Amell 

. Courts Maddas.
H. W. SIX STRANGWAY8.
H. C. CARLYM. 
NORMAN B. WADE, 
J. O. VERTEU 
R M. BAWDEN.
C. M. HENDERSON,Private serstory.

BINNEWLAND.
>■ sirs wBTUBiieia
Reuter ooint oas ait Romo:
Men vorsekort, dot do afgovaardigdeu van 

Italie by bet Hof van Arbitrage In Den 
Hug sullen sÿn do heoron Nigra, TornioIU, 
Zanardelli on Dagano GuamMChelll, prod* 
dent vu bel Hot van Caautio.

De heer J. Hovoa booft oatilag genomen 
ala wethoudo* dor gomwnto Zwolle.

To Zwolle h gisteren In don oudordom 
van 78 jaren averlodon do boor J. R. Mom* 
tore, lid van God. Staten van Overÿasel. Do 
ovorlodoM wu sedert 1876 lid dor Provin
ciale Statu on sedert 78 lid van Gedeon* 
toerden ; hÿ wu rlddor in de orde van aen 
Nedorlandscho Loeaw on ofneier in do 
Oranjo Naauu-Orde.

aan Kruger.
PARIJS, 27 Nov. (R.O.) Tweeduizend 

studenten verzamelden zich op de Place 
de la Sorbonne, ten einde President Kru
ger een adres te gaan aanbieden. De troep 
bewoog zich in goede orde, «Vive Kruger” 
juichend en de Marseillaise zingend.

Hit het venster van het "Grand Hôte’ 
werd een haudvol sous en zilverstukken 
geworpen, waartegen de studenten een 
krachtig protest deden hooren.

De leden van het comité en de dragers 
van een corbeille met bloemen waron de 
eenigen, die ten 4 uur het hotel Scnbe 
binnengingen.

President Kruger ontving de delegate, 
uit 20 studenten bestaande.

Uit n»am. zijner kameraden nam een der 
studenten het woord en zeide dat, wanneer 
de President het toestond, de schooljeugd 
een gexneenschappelijke petitie, waarin 
arbitrage wordt gevraagd, zal teekenen.

Deze petitie zal aan aile hoofden van 
Staat worden toegezonden.

De president antwoordende, moedigde 
hen aan om de petitie ten gunste van ar
bitrage te doen teekenen, daar alleen ar
bitrage vrede en vrijheid schenken zaL

President Kruger sprak met de studen
ten over de voor hun vaderland gevallen 
of gevangen genomen Boeren en verscheen 
later, door vier studenten omringd, op het 
balcon, waar hem eene geestdriftige ova- 
tie werd gebracht

BRUSSEL, 27 Nw. (R. O.) Volgens 
een mededeeling uit Parijs aan „Le Soir”, 
beantwoordden de studenten den regen 
van geldstukken met kreten: Mweg met 
de Engelschen" en rukten op naar de kan- 
toren der „Norddeutsche Lloyd”, wier be- 
ambten men vermoedde, dat het geld had
den geworpen. Verschillende inspecteurs 
van politic kwamen toegesneld en voor- 
kwamen een botsing. Toen de regen van 
stuivers opnieuw begon, steeg de toorn der 
studenten ten top. De onder-directeur der 
stedelijke politie deed de deuren van de 
bureaux der «Norddeutsche Lloyd” slui- 
ten en het balcon van het Grand Hôtel 
ontruimen. Dank zij deze' maatregelen had 
het incident geen gevolgen.

Nog meer huldebetoon.
PARIJS, 27 Nov. (R-O.) President Kru

ger ontving een delegatie van de leeriin
gen van het landbouwkundig instituât en 
van het gymnasium Charlemagne, die hem 
een bronzen beeld van den beeldhouwer 
Merdë aanboden. voorstellende David, het 
zwaard scherpend.
Entente tusschèn Engelan’d 

en Frankrijk?
BRUSSEL, 27 Nov. (R. O.) Volgens 

een bericht uit Parijs, dat de ^Gazette” 
onder voorbehoud mededeelt, was er een

Do Ministers van Binnonludeobo Zaken 
van ButienJandscbo Zaken on vna Mariai 
verleeuu deso wook gMn audieatio.

Door do afdeelingen van do Twoodo Kamor 
sÿn ben oom d lol rapportoara over da vol- 
geade woiaontwerpea :

Bepalingen tot boilrydiag van do tuber- 
ealoM onder bet randsoo; vorbooglag der 
begrootiag voor BinnenL Zaken voor lUOOj 
beg rooting der Ludsdrukkorÿ voor 19'1; on 
bokrachtiging van provinciale bolartingee, 
do heeren: Fort, Do Boer, Van do Velde, 
Schepel on Van dor Kun;

KontelooM voorscbolten voor deotoomtram 
wegsn: lo. Tiol-Culoruborg ; 2o. Koamalon* 
Grave-Cayk; 3a. Eiadbo*u-Helmond ; to. 
THburg-Sl. Oedenrode, Tilburg-Dougea on 
Til burg-Hilvarenbeek, do beeren: Rink, 
Sohaafsma, Janson, Van GUm on Mmsuro;

Begrooiing Pen rice a fonde voor wodawon 
on woesoa van bargorl ambtonaren over IVOt: 
nadero verbooglng Marine begrooting 1900 
on wyrigiug in bet tarief vau justitiekoeteo, 
de beeren: Risk, WlUiuge,Tydoman,Hartogk 
on Van Deinao

[Vertaling. De ondergeteekendeu, Brit- 
eche onderdanen, reisendo van Louden per 
sioomboot Roma nur Australie en andere 
havens van ’t Britache Rÿk, aÿn feilelÿk ge
vangen in bel hotel de i-ouvre aedert één 
uur ’enamiddags en tÿn door den eigenur 
vsrwittigd, dat het govurlyk la hot hotel to
verlaton. entente tot stand gekomen tusschen de

Wÿ vragen u oerbiedig Btappen te doen Engelsche en Fransche kabinetten betref- 
om ons op onsen weg naar de otoomboot 1 fende maatregelen, die te Parijs genomen 
Roma die ons wacht, te Mscberœen on - ■
voor onto veiligboid io sorgon also! wq in 
London warsn.“j

De consul kon woinig doen. Hjj self sat 
sen beetje in de benauwdheid.

Do Koma bleef in de haven waohton on
1 eerst heel laat konden de Engekohen bel

Ze bepaalden sicb er too wat ver loon ( hotel verlaten on un boord komen. De dag
waken, om ornsiige bouingen te voorko- ’“ K™?" otnomphalenlntoohtia Marseille ' * . -al Sanaa HaHABR Imen, maar waron antlers de meeet gemoe- 
delyke politiebeatnbien, die ik ooit gezien heb.

Ik kreeg loegang lol den hof van ’l Louvre 
•n dear ik op myn jas een cocarde in de 
IrantyBal-ehe k leu ran geapeld had, kon ik 
mÿ niai all»en sonder eenigen oterlMl lus- 
aonea do maBifMUnlen bewegen, maar ik 

m met den kreel: „Vive
1» Hollande , „vivs 1*. Boers44 begroet.

In den binnenhof eaten a, Engelachen in 
sak en assebe. Ze dorateu niet het h lal 
te gaan. De omnibus die hen naar de boot 
sou brengen, Blond gereed aan deacbiersude 
van *l h >tel by do dienstpoort. Naar geon 
Kngeleohman waagde hot tochtjo, dat ^oo 
kwaad son kunnen a oopen.

Ze zaten or bedrukt en angrtig mot kof- 
fora, reistaaechen on plaids om rich boon, 
om de^noods ale "kopjes4* te dionen. Het had 
voel van een in der haul opgebroken kamp, 
Vooral de dames, do magera, olanke mieaea 
Mien bedrukt on vonden het onaongonaam, 
oven ale de kinderen.

Ik vond er genoegen In, mÿn cocarde eons 
to bekijken on haar opnieaw op de bont is 
Bpelden. Zoo sagon io dat do Traoavoalsohe 
klouren toch nog niot gohoel haar kracht 
hadden vorloron.

Plotsoling kwam eon elegant gokloode, 
blonde jonge man naar mÿ toe.

nMynheer, bont o Hollander 7»* troeg hÿ 
mÿ in oui ver Hollandeck.

Ik antwoordde bovesligond.
„Zoudt u mu ’t adros van don Nederland- 

oobon eon aid kunnen geveat Ik hem 
beecbormiag versookaa44

sol han hongoa I

Gemengde Mededeelingen.

Amerikaansche wapenen 
voor de Philippines. Naar aan de 
„Daily Telegraph” uit Washington wordt 
geseind, heeft men bij de pogingen, om 
de Philippijnsche Junta te Hongkong den 
kop in te drukken, bewijzen gevonden, dat 
de Philippines niet alleen uit Duitschla»»^ 
en Engeland wapenen ontvarw**1» maar 
ook uit de Vereenigde Een onder- 
zoek is thans men verwacht sen-
sationeek onthiklmgen.

— Kolenstationa. De correspon
dent van de „New-York Herald" te Wash
ington bericht, dat de Amerikaansche re
geering aan vier Staten het verzoek heeft 
gericht, daar kolenstations op te richten.

Zij hebben getracht Deensch West-In- 
dië, landstreken in da Chiriqui lagune en 
Golfo Duke, zoowel als de Galapagos- 
eilanden te verkrijgen. Deze pogingen 
bl even echter vruchteloos. De Amerikaan- 
sche regeenng moet evenwei van plan 
zijn het verzoek binnenkort te herhalen. 
Ook denkt rij er emstig un, een kolen- 
dep‘t te stichten in de haven van Tsjifoa

zouden worden voor de ontvangst van 
President Kruger.

Engeland zou met genoegen zien, dat 
de Fransche regeering intervenieerde op 
grond van artikel 3 van de Vredesconfe- 
rentie van Den Haag, ten einde de Trans- 
vaalsche quaestie te regelen.

Geruchten uit Lorenzo 
Marquez.

LORENZO MARQUEZ, 27 Nov. (R. 
O.) Wederom stemden een honderdtal 
Boeren toe zich over tc geven aan de En- 
gclschen, op voorwaarde, dat tij niet uit 
het land zouden gezonden worden.

Een nieuw complo* tegen 
Lord Heberts?

LONDES 27 Nov. (R O.) De ..Evening 
SMrtc’ard” vermeldt onder voorbehoud 
het gerucht, volgens hetweik een complot, 
om Lord Roberts te vermoorden, zou zijn 
ontdekt Een twintigtai vreemdelingen 
zouden er bij zijn betrokken. De samen- 
zweerders hadden een mijn gelegd, welke 
men verleden Zondag, terwijl Lord Ro
berts zich in de kerk te Johannesburg be- 
vond, zou doen springen.

Het complot is, dank zij de waakzaam- 
heid der politie en van de lijfwacht van 
Lord Roberts, v66r dien bjd ontdekt Men
zegt, dat een tiental individuën, 
deels Italianen, gearresteerd zijn.

Em orroetatle ta SorvNL
BELGRADO, a; Nov. (R.O.) 

Guentchitch, oud-imnister van

meeren-

De heer 
Binnen-

iandtche Zaken, is wegens hoogverraad 
gearresteerd.

Ds Haagwhs Raad.
Do burgeBOMtor prosMoerde gietorM woderec 

Ie rudMitUtig. Am do Traaweg-CoauriMo 
werd tot onderMok varsoadsn het adiM van 
Iramwogpereoueel, audringeado op oen spoedk* 
afdMnlng vu bet traawsgvraagotak in bel 
belong van hun puttie.

Hot odru von hot Contrul-Slatlu voor Elec- 
trlacho Stroomlevertag (firme Stemeu on Hereto) 
on eon nleaw contract to el alien tot «UbreiaiLg 
van bot bodrÿf word naar B. u W. wxoBdsa 
ton fine van praoadvioa, dat naar ds beer Scbroet 
hoop to soo spoedig mogelyk sou nitgokracht 
worden met bet 00g op do urgent» dw« un- 
vrege udert bet vonge varsoet Wearog Itch nog 
ritud pruadvlM last wash ton.

Do voorriiter soldo toe deson uudrang op 
spood by hot college vu B. M W, t« snllob 
overbreegoo.

Do benoemlng von mi directeur der 6-j»dg. 
joogoM-hoogoro burgerectool un bel Blo{]'’< 
burg, waartoe thou ale unie cudldau w .1 
oanbevolen do directeur 1er 3-jarige, dr. Kinsk 
Blok, drelgde, oveario la do verlge vergedwing. 
wederom un punt vu gedechtotiwiMriing uit 
to mekon, doordies nog wan ingetomen een 
venoak van den leorur un do fi-jarige, dr. B, 
Moienbrook, om als sollicitant voor do botrek- 
king to wordeo besebouwd.

Met B. on die do vreeg, of lit airM vor- 
endoring In de sack brackt, kort vôôr daopan'ng 
der Bitting hadden overwogen, wag de Raed 
eenparig van oordoel, det, mot ter nÿdo lauiig 
vac de ooliicitatte. tot de benoemlag koa wer
den overgegun. Met algoaiMno aiemmen werd 
dr. Niack Blok bierop tot directonr der 6-jarigo 
benooiad.

De bulommertngra 1er tramweg-comatraio 
werdeu nog rermoerderd door toesendtngaaa d< 
college von eon ndru der Hugacbe tramwog- 
moatBehappy, boudende pretut tegen bet rssda- 
beriuit tot verlenging der eonoowie van de LJeel 
oloomtram-maatecbappg.

Hat vuoratol toi bet Bansi alien vaa bat sudo 
gebonw van het gemuale-siakeabute un do 
centrals verwarming, harinnerde weet enka.O 
oogooblikkan un het voorgevalleaoten or chto 
van bet riekenhuie ea betwelk het ouUlogvan 
den wetboudor Oevaerta tongavolge had,

Deso teldo thans als raodalid Diet overlulrd 
to syn vu do naodsakeiykaoid von dll work, 
wmtvoor hy do aitgevse Diet gawattigd acbVe 
in overunotommlng mot bet gevulen von don 
bah women machinist, sad art op syn versoek 
outalogan. Wiens pion hy otoldo tagen,'vor dot 
van oen directonr der gemeentewerken. Ted 
mioBto got do beer Gevurta in ovarwoging ow 
by dot verachll van gevulen tuucben do technic!, 
hat adviu in te rupee vac een defies de* 
kundigs. Dien lerden advlsaur wanachted» wet* 
houdor Bavera er niot la to halon, do outorT dt 
von doo vorigen machinist atolludo teganovor 
bet gesag von den tegowoordigen, die evenala 
ds directeur der gemuntowerken, ook vormocr* 
daring vaa hot stoomveroiogea noodlg acht.

Het débat lek to oen proiut nit van den h^or 
Mouton, die moi kon goockouru dat togenover 
un autoritelt als do bokwame directeur dat 
gemuntowerken van wieno batukenis voor I. 
gamunle by oen ecboto gaf, wordt nitpwpuld 
do autorltoit van ondorgoechikton als do maebt- 
nieton, al wil opr. do vrgbeid voor dlo bumb* 
too tot bet uitaprekon banner intoning la do 
vorate verte niet aan budan 1 egg an.

Ook do heer Vm Malaon vend hot truotd 
dat man doa machinist vraagt OEB adrleg 
taganorot «Ü n ebet

Hu hoog uk do bokwaamheid van doo ma* 
ebinlal ecbottendo ale werktuigkundiga, noaml 
by bet onwanig er aan to deaken dat salt 00' 
man veraiaad heeft vaa hetinriciitenMnerc>'4 
Urie ver warming of olectrlacho verlkhtiag.

Jbr. Oevaene bield vut by etuk on rich n’et 
oonvondtg wdloado noderleggon byhetunvt’Jl 
adviu van den directear, atomde by tegen hft 
vsoroiel. Hy wu do oeuige togonatommor,

Hol vwratel tot voorslouing vuden duiove** 
by de Gedonknaald dood de beer Van Rempel, 
vragon of met hot 00g on do toragkurenle 
Btorman, dese mutrogol wel toldoondo la on of 
hat nioi baler ware het monument achteiult 
te setten, omdat het took Diet slut op do 
biatonacbe plwto vu do unkomst vaa Priai 
Willem.

No do haven tn unlog is, ontruddo wethou- 
dor Bsters Ingryponds voranderingan 10 maken, 
to miadsr daar eon vorplaaiaing vaa do nsala 
fS^Qo sou kuton. Eon biyvoudo voerrieaing 
steal In vorband met het doortrekkan van deO 
etrandmuur. Daarom advlseerde b| don Rud 
stch thane to bepalon tot bet vlseeran dor voor* 
sionlng, In afwaohtlng van definitleve voorstel* 
Ion, noolra de visachershavea op dreof mi zyo.

De Rael, inbogrepott do heer Van K*rni>eo, 
duht er ook soo over on nam het voorstel sen
der stemming aan.

HotteKde lot ale heden In don aanvang del 
Bitting list adru van un learaar-sollicitant wader* 
vur. wu beschoren aen oen tesoKdor uro van 
Oscar Qggrd uit Brussel ont vengea toiograa

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 601 of 1031



Be Jaargang.Donderdag 29 November 1900^fOa 28332
Eigen Intercommunale Telefoonlijnen.

Bureaux der directie en administrate 
KalvoritriAt 44 48. Telephoonnr. 2281, 

BUREAUX DER REOACTIE:
81 RicolaasMraat 37/43. Telephoonnr. 2284

• PUBLIEKE TELEPH00NSTATI0N3:
inuterdam, Kalvorstraat 44 4S. TBlephooanr. 3228.

a BegoJorsbreeslr. 16. M 

“tÏJDINGZALEN :
taMT.Idverstraat U;4S !

4BjiiiiBrihre!straat IB. lijmeseii, Lange Barchtstr. 3L
*l6ra«nbage, Hofspai 6, Braiingea, Heerestraat 51
ItrtthL Okdeuracbt ZL |Dûrdrecïit, ïoaritrut ZBL Hat ori»nrtnohl

FF!J8 VAN HET

• *4v
Vo»- deoterizepla^l-

•en in Ne-ltrlaad. . ,4.»» 
Voor België ..... «.IS

AuuL.ftMENT: , 
Veer kat bullraland 

aangeiiotea aa* do 
Port-Univ ea rear 
In div la Ma Ma- 
ding .... . ,

Afxonderltjk* Hamnin * Crate

4*0 Beekfeuuiel, tot 4» Poaidtr»««*or«e Kli»h*^

HET MEEST VERSPREIDE GROOTE DAGBLAD
VM d«a Inhoué dit blad wordt wsrKokerd owereenkomstlg da wat SS Jaal ISBL Stbl. Bo* I24«

PBlJe DEB AUVEHTKNnkNt
Van 1—4 rsg-la met fnbegrip vas bawÿiauiMMe.
Elke rvgsl daarboian ta cents.
Grootere letter* naar plaateruimta
H-oT' hur-oa: AW»TERt>AM. Kalverotraat «4/41.
Bores* AOm.snAW, ToMHjetolu 14 (Telefoonnummsr 14Mk 

, *o-GBAVEKHA<>lil Hutepoi O (TelofooanummM 211} 
PtUlultende Agenten toot Fnnkrijk, Xnftluul,

eu ZunSMrlatui: JOH\ P. JOSES A CleH te Perija 
Sir»- Roa de Faubourg Uontœartrei te boadrat S Balk 
Lion C<HUk flaw street K. Q.

OCHTEND-EDITIE
indruk op President Kruger schijnt te heb- (Luide toejuiehingen). Getroffen, omdat doze 

geeetdrift geheel en al haar ontetaan d»nkt

ALGEMEEN OVERZICHT.
Marseille heeft de Engelscho bladen 

koud gelaten... ten minste zoo doen zij 
bet voorkomen, zegt de «Gaulois”. Parijs 
heeft daarvan den terugslag jjehad. De 
grootsche manifestatie van het Parijsche 
volk heeft de meening der Engelsche pers 
ongerust doen worden en om deze onge- 
nutheid tot bedaren te brengen, heeft de 
Londenscbe pers niets beters gevonden, 
dan President Loubet de schuld te geven 
en op den President van de Fransche re
publiek de verantwoordelijkheid te schui- 
ven van een toestand, waarvan zij de ge- 
vdgen vreest

Het is eveneens een feit — volgcns 
onze confrères aan de overzijde van het 
kanaal — dat de heer Loubet een per- 
Soonhjke daad verrichtte; door tegen het 
idvies van Waldeck-Rousseau en Delcassé 
tn. President Kruger plechtig te ontvan
gen en hem te beschouwen als Hoofd van

ben gemaakt, daar in zijn omgeving ver- 
zekerd wordt, dat hij de eerstvolgende 
week denkt te vertrekken.

Name ns het kantoor van de ..Norddeut- 
sche Lloyd" is aan de Fransche bladen het 
bericht gezonden, dat geen barer onderge- 
schikten zich schuldig hebben gemaakt 
aan hetgeen hen volgens de berichten was 
ten laste gelegd, tijdens den optocht der 
studenten naar het hotel Scribe.

Zooais men onder telegrammen zal kun
nen zien, heeft de Algemeene Raad van 
de Seine met algemeene stemmen het 
voorstel aangenomen, om de Fransche re
geering te verzoeken het initiatief te ne- 
men tot bet voorstellen van arbitrage tus
schen Engeland en de Transvaal, ondanks 
de bezwaren, door den voorzitter geop-

FRANSCHE CORRESPONDENTIE.
Parijt, Tl November.

Wij weten niet — gaat de „Gaulois” 
voort — of er iets waars is in deze mede- 
deehng. Is rij juist, dan is er geen goed 
Franschman, al was hij 00k de grootste 
tegenstander van Loubet, die rich niet 
haasten zou om den President onzer repu
bliek er mede geluk te weoschen.

Voegen wij er aan toe, dat in zekere 
kringen, men met zekerheid beweert, dat 
president Loubet van plan is, President 
Kruger nog eens te ontvangen v66r zijn 
vertrek uit Parijs en hem dan zelfs de 
insigne van het grootkruis van het Le- 
gioen van Eer zal overhandigen. Indien 
deze gebeurtenis plaats heeft, kan het inn, 
dat rij niet goedgevonden wordt door het 
Kabinet, maar zij zal zeer zeker door de 
bevolking warden toegejuicht

In een telegram deelder» wij reeds in 
het kort mede, da» een der medewerkers ' 
van de „Daily Mad1* een onderboud met 
President Kruger te Parijs had. De cor- 
respondent vertelt in de. eerste plaats, dat ( 
de grijze Kruger mededeelda dat, indien 
bet in Pretoria even zoo plechtstatig toe- 1 
ging, als hij daar ook zoovele ^rokle en 
gedaste heeren moest ontvangen, hij zich 
Spoedig op het land zou terugtrekken.

Op een opmerking van den correspon
dent, dat het volk van Groot-Brittannië 
jx»it zou toestaan, dat Frankrijk zich 
mengen zou in de Zuid-Afnkaanschc 
qnaestie, zeide de President, dat Cham 
berlain toch de Haagsche Conventie had 
Onderteekend. De President bestreed de 
opmerking, dat Engeland nu de hauden 
vnj had, omdat de beide republieken met 
for vredesconferentie waren uitgenoodigd 
JTij zeide, al is Chamberlain door zija kut- 
Jierijen er in geslaagd, om de deelneming 
van onze republieken te verijdelen, toch 
wordt hierdoOT niet de zedelijke plie ht 
weggenomen, dat Engeland de acte a der 
Oonfercntie dient te eerbiedigen.

Toen de correspondent zeide, dat En
geland de beide republieken nooit zou J.js- 
Jaten, antwoordde Kruger 1 Laat En-c- 
hnd dan de geheele wereld bestnjden, dat 
sou ons genoegen doen. Groot-Bnttannië 
Sou alsdan verslagen worden, want indien 
30,000 eenvoudlge Boeren England kun
nen tegenhouden en afbreuk doin, wat zou 
het dan vermogen tegen een groote mo- 
gendheid ? Zoo waar er een God is, zal het 
worden getuchtigd. Kreeg Pharao niet de 
pcstriekte en werd hij niet verzwolgen 
door de Roode Zee; omdat God zeide, dat 
nij gezondigd had ?

Ziet de menigte op straat, vervolgde de 
president, buiten in den regen staande. 

■jHoevelen zijn het niet? Zeg niet, dat het 
s menvoudtg nieuwsgierigheid is. Neen! 

Wranknjk en het overige vasteland heb- 
*ben een diepere lympathie, dan de kreten 
1 Joor het volk aangeheven, aanduiden.

«Ov handelingen keuren zij goed, den 
Oorlog ga mijn volk, die een rechtvaar- 
£gc < tegen een goddedoozen vijand, die 

ijQ ïouwen en kinderen zonder voedsel, 
dekking wegjaagt.

De kreten van het volk daarbuiten 
jechtvaardigen mij tegenover de wereld 

, en nujn geweten tegenovar God Heime- 
: bjk moet Chamberlain door Frankrijk 

lluipen, maar wat heb ik te vreezt-n ? Wel- 
t k" natie moet ik ontwijken, behalvt die 

eenige, die eeuwige erfvijandin ?
Een internationale suzereiniteit over 

Transvaal noemde de President een her- 
jensckinx Een dergelijke voogdij zouden 
de Atkaanders nooit dulden. Zonder vol- 
ledigâ en onvoorwaardelijke zelfstandig- 
Eeid ts het herstel van den vreda onmo-

* Of $e President Duitschlanc! zou be- 
-œkeàvüde hij niet zeggen î «jn eerste 
doe! \s H01bA om Komngio WilheL 
mina e bedanken voor de gastvrijbeid 
hem.1 boord der ..Gelderland’ verleend.

O bet bezoek aan den minister Del-

De etoare grijaaard heeft haden weder 
eena't bewija geleverd dat h|j nog ongebro- 
ken la, en sijn le vena kracht en zijn energie 
moge tot voorbeeld dlenen aan veel j on reran. 
Rende te 6 uur etond bij op en hield daarna 
dadelijk read met de heerea layda, Fincher 
eu Weasel» Tegea negen uur begaf hij zich 
in een landauer met de heeren Level», 
F lecher en prof Van Hamel naar de Place 
Beauvau. President Kruger, die du zijn bn* 
ginnenden knetel heeft laten afacheren, en 
die er dink gezond uitziel droeg een zwaren 
pel» met breed en kraag. Tot de Place Beau- 
van werd Kruger weder luide toegejuiobt. 
De president en zijn raadtleden slap ten uit 
eu beg ar en rich naar de wooing van den 
heer Waldeck-Rousseau, minister-president, 
in wlene (tudeerkacner een onderboud plaats 
had van een k wartier.

Wat is hier be^prokenT Er Is tot nu toe 
niete van uitgelekt Maar heel moelelijk ia 
bet niet, te vermoeden waarover het geeprek 
liep President Kroner is naar Europa geko
men om arbitrage te vragen Zyn hoop is 
dat de vereenigde groote mogendbeden 
van het continent bij Engeland er op sullen 
aandringen naar de arbilragevoorrtellen te 
luisterea En het ie aan Frankrqk waar de 
bevolking soo eensgesind getoond heeft, de 
zaak der Boeren te zijn loegedzan, te toooen 
dat de Regeering werkelyk het met het volk 
cens is

Ts kwart over negen was president Kro
ger weder in 'I hotel Scribe terug Te half- 
lien braebt minister Waldeck Roumczu ver- 
gowld van den beer Ulrich, kabinets-chef, 
een tegenbeioek in *t hotel Scribe, dat vÿf 
minuten duurde

Even vier uur kwamen de leden van den 
Parijscben gemeenteraad onder folding tan 
den vice-president E-cudier — de beerGre- 
baural Is in het departement du Vu voor 
zijn verkiezing — aan ’t hôtel Scribe presi
dent Kruger een betook brengen, die ben 
afwachtte, omgeven door lay de, bi sob er 
G ro ba I, Bredel, Van Hamel en Weeaels Na 
eenige korle woorden van welkom, buldeen 
aanbaDkelijkbeid vertrokken de beer Escudier 
en de gemeenteraadsledeo. Eenigen bhjven 
acbler. Zij sullen den prerident vergezellen 
ale bij etrak» zich naar bet etadbuia zal 
begeven om een tegen bezoek te brengen.

Voor bÿ echter vertrekt, laat de president 
rich door een der cerate photografen van 
Parijs in verschillende posen photografeeren. 
Onderwtjl is 'tin de Had bekend geworden 
dat president Kruger etrak» zal uiirijden en 
lang» den weg vaoaf ’t hôtel . Scribe ia 
een reueachtige tnazea to zien, waobtend om 
hem toe te juicben

Te half elf njdt de president uit in zijn 
landauer, omgeven door een peloton gardes 
te paard AcLter het preridentieele rtjtnig 
volgt een tweed» waarin hebben plaats ge- 
nomen de heeren Kloii, Guttmann en twee 
gemeenteraadeieden.

Voor 'tBladhuia op 't grooteplein was het 
twart van de me iscben Daar waren wellioht

aan het m-delijden met mijn rouwa on da 
rampen van mijn land.

Ik vraag mg af, of gij weifotemowsondt 
hebben kunnen doen, zooveel hebt g j reeds 
gedaan. De voorzitter van den algemeenen 
raad waa bij mÿa aankomat aan bet (rare 
do Lyon en de voorzitter van den gemeente
raad, de heer Grébauval, wae te Mareoille. 
soodat Parijs mij to aelfder tyde heeft oat ’ 
vangen als Frankrijk.

Ik ben opgotogen over de ontvanget, die 
de Parijaenaare mij bereid hebben. Het 
Boerenvolk is geen volk van overwonnenen, 
bet ia een volk ven etrijdeni Bat etrydt eu 
sal nog langen tijd blyven etryden

Ala bet Boerenvolk de toejuichingeu kon 
booren, waarmede zijn president ontvangen 
la, souden zijn krachten verdubbeld worden. 
Helua, deze toejuiehingen kunnen ben niet 
bereiken, omdat al de verbiodingelijnen in 
handeu van zyn vyanden zijn. Doch een 
maal zal mijn volk ae vernemen eu bet aal 
dankbaar zyn.

Ik zeg de onafhankelijke pen dank voor 
hetgeen zij gedaan be.ft. Kon zij naar Trans
vaal gaan, zÿ zou nog ontzettender feiten 
vernemen dan die reeds bekend sijn.

Ik heb bij mÿn aankomst het woord 
,,barbaarecbbeid“ gebesigd, kon de pen de 
zaken van naby beschouwen, zij zou onlzteld 
zijn van de wreedheden en over deonrecht- 
vaardigbeden, door de Engelschen bedreven. 
Ik zeg de Raden dank, die mg er aan 
herinnerd bebben, dat recht verkregen kan 
worden door arbitrage en ik breng bier mijn 
dank dat zij, voor mÿ deze ontvangst te 
bereiden, getracht bebben dit sekere en 
rechtvaardige denkbeeld te berorderen.

Reeds hen ik u de rede die de beer 
Rochefort hield, medegedeeld. Ik was daartoe 
in etaat, wijl het comité voor den eere-degen 
mij uitnoodigde voor bear de rede van den 
beer Rochefort io 't Nederlandsch te v^r- 
talen. opdat die rede aan President Kruger 
kon worden overhandigd. Men wilde zoo 
voorkomen, dat de pre-ident, gelijk bij al de 
vorige gelegenheden, eer-t een rede moest 
aanbooren in een taal waarvan hij niete ver- 
stond en daatna de commissieleden de ver
tali ng hadden aan to booren, waarvan ze ook 
niets begrepon.

Doch prof Van Hamel, die zeer drukke 
dagen beeft, was op gyn post on niet aan 
president Kroger, maar aan hem werd tnyne 
Hollandsche vorialing overhandigd. Met ge- 
noegen merkte ik, dat prot Van Hamel 
toch mijne vortaling las on zich, toen hij 
voor president Kruger do rede van Henri 
Rochefort in *t Hollandsoh vertolkta, rich 
van mijn woorden bediendo.

Even wel, prof Van Hamel gaf elechta den 
algemeenen zin van Rocheforts woorden seer 
en verzachtte de uitdrokkingon van don etryd- 
vaardigen Franschman

President Kruger antwoordde dat by ge- 
voelig er voor was, dat men niet alieenaan 
de etrijdoodo Booren dacht, maar ook aan 
hen, die thane in Engolocne govangenissen 
lijden omdat zij voor de onaf bankelykbeid 
en de vrijbeid bebben gestreden liydankte 
voor de evmpathie die bem veel voor de 
toekomst deed hopen. Hij belooide den de
gen aan de familie van Cronjé over te rei- 
ken, die niet alloen eon cou venir is maar 
een teeken van hoop

Henri Rochefort reikte daarna den presi
dent oen médaillé over, gegoten van de tinneu 
lepeli van do Fransche gevangenen op 8u 
Helena. Doze médaillé toout aan de eeene 
zijde de beeLeni» van president Kruger, aan 
de andere zijde eon geziebt op St. He ena

De president bekeek de médaillé met 
groote aandacht, terwijl prof. Van Hamel

grond komt an dat hij hoopt dat men da 
wan-cben op do vredea confarantia te’s-Gro- 
vanhago uitgooproker,, aal toepwran Hg twjj- 
felt er niet aan, dat betit-rankrijk <an morgen, 
dat der toekomat, dat sijn jonge besockers 
vertegenwoordigen, het recht en do vryheid 
gal weten to doen triomfearen.

n Tranovaal heb ik manoen gorian, die 
hun toekomot on bun leveu voor de saak 
das recht» hebben veil gobad. Dai ay eon 
voorbeeld.

Heden a tond sal do president eon ondor- 
houd hebben met den boor Delcaaoé, minis
ter van buiienlandsohe taken.

Gemengde HededeeiinyeiL
Senator Davis. Te St Paul, in

Minnasota, is Dinsdag overleden de heer 
Cushman K. Davis, lid van den Ameri- 
kaanschen Senaat De overledene werd in 
i8j8 geboren, hij studeerde voor advocaat 
en werd in 1873 tot gouverneur van Min
nesota gekozen, later verwierf hij een ze- 
tel in den Senaat in de plaats van zijn par
ti jgenoot, den repubhkein Me Millan. In 
1898 maakte hij deel uit van de commis- 
sie, die te Parijs bijeenkwam om de vre- 
desvoorwaarden tusschen de Vereemgde 
Staten en Spanje op te stellen.

— In verschillende steden liep in de

TWŒDE KAMER. OVERZICHT.

28 November.'
Met de Indische begrooting is men he- 

|den niet hard opgeschoten en toch wordt 
. er over onderwerpen, die vroeger zeer veel 
aandacht vergden, thans losjes heenge- 
gaan. Aan de koffie, vroeger het onder- 
werp van breedvoerige beschouwingen, 
werd heden alleen door den heer Van Lim
burg Stirum een korte redevoering gewijd, 
waarin hij nogmaals in het licht stelde, 
dat de vier ton, die jaarlijks voor de toe
passing van het bijslagstelsei op de be- 
grootmg voorkomen (om grootendeels niet 
te worden gebruikt), weinig anders rijn 
dan een schijnvertooning. Door den mi
nister Cremer werd dit natuurlijk niet ont- 
kend, doch hij wees er op, dat het de re
geering, evenals den heer Van Stirum, te 
doen is om ten slotte te komen tot vrije 
cultuur, welke ideaal-toestand echter niet 
dan zeer langzaam te benaderen is. Hij 
had ook wel gewenscht, dat de kwestie 
onder zijn bewind wat nader tot haar op- 
lossing gebracht had kunnen worden, doch 
men heeft den minister bedolven coder de

tavia te stichten, kan voorloopig onbe- 
sproken blijven, omdat de minister daar, 
met het 00g op de groote kosten, blijk- 
baar vooreerst met aan wil

Terwijl er dus, na de opheffing der af-

bem in Afrikunder-HoUandsoh eenige
dedeelingen omirent de médaillé deed.

mé
fié

polyglotte prot Van Hamel heeft too
waar in korten tjjd er nog een 
minute een dialect bijgeleerd

taal, tea

laatste dagen het gerucht, dat de Paus adviezen en de paperassen en dat is iets, 
was overleden. In Rome werd daarop van i waar een man van zaken als de heer Cre

mer (het is reeds meer gjpblekenj niet te-vele zijden telegrafisch om berjcht ge-

De „Frankf. Ztg." ontvangt naar aan- 
ieiding hiervan een telegram uit Rome, 
waarin gemeld wordt, dat de Paus inte- 
gendeel een goede gezondheid geniet Hij 
ontving Dinsdag de commissie van den 
ritus en bepaalde als datum voor het con- 
sistorium op den 18en December.

Donderdag zal de Paus allé leerlingen 
van de kathdieke scholen, meer dan 20000 
in aantal, in de St Pieterskerk ontvangen.

gen kan.
Terwijl dus over dit onderwerp niet 

lang gediscussieerd behoefde te worden, 
zijn er tegenwoordig andere kwesties, 
waarover emdeloos wordt gepraat; zoo 
hedenmorgen over onze lotgevallen op 
Nieuw-Gumea. De heer Van Koi, die voor 
enkele jaren tegen de vestiging van ons 
bestuur in die streek, misschien met geheel

sium, alleeen de H. B. S. met vijfjarigen 
cursus zal overblijven, wenscht de minister 
daarnevens op te richten een H. B. S. met 
driejarigen cursus. De meening, dat dan 
de vijfjarige cursus behoort te verdwijnen, 
wordt door den minister niet gedeeld, de 
tegenwoordig minder goede gang vae het 
onderwijs wordt door hem het gcvolg ge
acht van de omstandigheid, dat tot ousver 
twee heterogene categorien van leeha- 
gen zijn samengevoegd, die welke op een 
vijfjarigen cursus thuis booren en die wel
ke het slechts om een driejarigen cursus 
te doen is en oie dan 00k halverwege de 
school verlaten.

Hoewel nu de stichting van een afion- 
derlijken cursus voor deze laatsten, in bet 
derde jaar zich splitsend in een gewonen 
en een handelsklasse, vrij algemeen wordt 
toegejuicht, rijst de vraag, door den heer 
De Visser gesteld, of het wel noodig i% 
naast die beide H. B. Scholen nog een 
derde soortgelijke inrichting to stichten, 
die er 00k al weder tot zekere hoogte pa
rallel mee zal loopen, het zoogenaamde 
theoretische gedeelte van het technicum, 
Het is nameiijk de bedoeling, aan het 
eigenlijke technicum, waar in dneérlei 
richting, n.1 voor machinisten, bouwkundi- 
gen en mijnbouwkundîgen, vakonderwijs 
gegeven zal worden (smeden, bankwerken, 
timmeren, bodw- en werktuigkunde, tee- 
kenen en terrein-opneming) een voor allé 
vakken gemeenschappelijken theoretizchen
cursus te verbinden, welke gehouden zal 

. , । , f. _ J worden in hetzelfde gebouw als de H. B
ten onrechte, gewaarschuwd heeft, consta- - . . . . . 6 — , . ,_ __i____________________________ ______ S. met dnejangen cursus. Toch is de mi- teert thans telkens met zekere vergeie- . x s , .., , c , > £ , . n . - j,. nister het met eens met hen, die meenen,hike Schadenfreude de ongevalieties, die ... . . . j-•* * J dat het aanbeveling zou verdienea dit

V 1,1 >»0 bewonderaarv der Boeren bijeen an 
toen da president aankwam donderdo bat 
gejuich viva Kruger, vive lee Boers op.

lb president stapi uit, betreedt de eerste 
trap eQ vordt naar F

hij pfoats Devint in de fauteuil vau 
den prefect van de Seinfc De rzadsleden 
ziaaa om hem been De tribunes zijn over- 
vol met belangsiellenden. Vice-president 
Escudier boadt nu sen reds,

1-U1“ applau» volgt. Den neemt de heer 
Lberioux, in naa^ van den generalen raad 
van de brine het woord voor een tre ’ende 
toespraak.

Cass^oopen de weinige berichten zeer 
uitoMea weet, wat Reuter ons gister- 
tvoseinde. De Parijsche correspondent 
Van, ..Frankfurter” daarentegen zegt, 
dathijeeukomst, waaraan ook door Dr. 
Lqiverd deelgeeomeib

Na Rochefort sprak Ed. Drumont, hoofd- 
redacteur van La bore Drumont sprak 
•lechla kort : Ik roep God aan om u te 
belpen ter verkryging van nws onafhauke- 
lykheid.

Daarna trad een onde heer naar voren — 
de borat venierd met een twaalfial reddingi- 
medaillea. Ik heb den laat-ten brief van 
Villeboia-Mareuil ontvangan on mijn zonen 
hebben onder Vilfobois-Mareuil gediend, 
segt hÿ. en by begint to weenen.

De audieatie i» opgeheten, segt prof. Van
de ‘nu^r g.fort!y*™VtT^ «j»™

de band toe en deze bukt zich en kust te.

Ditmazl vortaalde niet prof. Van Hamel 
““J JAyds de rede van den groo.en 
president der Zuid-Afrikaan»che Republiek. 
v ’°urnaam»to salons vanhot Btadbuie volgde.

Do menigte buiten Hep otd den beminden 
president, Kruger beduit «ch op ’t balcon 
te vertoonen, groot de meniKte met don hoed. 
Do geestdrift die nu lo-bsr.t h ontsaggelyk. 
Het io éen groote, buideronde kreet

Nadat do president weder toruggegaan Is, 
begeeft hij rich langs de eeretrap naar 
zyn landauer. Zÿn rit terug near U hôtel 
Scribe wm een triomftocht,

Een dor gemeenteraadslodon, de heer Felli 
zal hod en in de Utting van den gonorafon 
read een wenBCh ten gunste van do arbitrage 
nitaprekon.

in den namiddag begavon Henri Rochefort 
on de voornamo nationalisten zich near pre
sident Kruger om ham den eere-degen aan 
to bisden

Nadat dotoejuiehingen zijn geeiadigd, ataat
. — vp vu avKi.
1 *** den femeeoteraad dank voor ds 

wosrdea en de warme aympe-

en gaat dan gelukkig met tranen in de 
oogen weg.

„Dat L een man die verl menechenlevena 
heeft gered“. vecduidelijkl prot. Van Hamel, 
op de redding»médaillés vsn den ouden heer 
wgzend.

„Dat is mooi, dat is achoon", segt Kruger.
Na deze scène detileeren voor President 

Kruger trsn oie Copp e, Jules Lemaiire, 
Lucien Mille voye, Psalin Méry, Léon Bal by, 
boofdredacteur van Li Brew, Georges Roger, 
rédacteur van den Intrawngfanlf en anderen.

„Geeti baaden meer geven", bidt prof 
Van HameL De hand van den President 
dost pijn

Welk een triomf. Kruger's hand dost 
pijn ... van de sympatbie-betuigingen. in 
tezelfder tijd eluipt Chamberlain, als een 
bangs bond van ’t eene station naar’t andere 
om weg te komen....

Men verlaat de receptiezaaL Ik heb gele- 
genbeid even uit ’l rum te sien Daar be- 
neden staat «sder bet leger van geestdrifti^en, 
tienduizeuden geduldig w achtend op ’I oogen- 
blik dat provident Kruger zich zal toonen. 
En plotseling stijgt wear een „Vive Kroger" 
omboog en het is alsof een ver donderge- 
romtnel in de zaal omboog blinkt.

Tegen vier uur komen ds studenten in een 
Isngen optocht een hnids brengen un Kruger. 
Voor ben uit wordt eon pracmig bloemvtuk 
gedragen waarop eon lint in do Transvaal- 
ache klan ran met de woorden : De studenten
aan president Kruger. De studenten stellen 
zich in een groop op so tin gen geumenlijk■----- nwruvn vu uv warm* ■voipa- ______ • —..7.♦bio. waaraan nj j^no mil uiting gaf. Ik ?c“ A °? “ lin*e“

ben ho-n erkentriilk vnrw «ÜO nntran..L HU de Mbwaillsloa on roopon daarna: Vive do kroon ret on hat nnih.Jd.Lmh F w Carbieragt. Als de pi soldent op
aankomat to Maraoilla ts bsnrt tîri.b^wt ** b*1000 w^bUnt ontblooton alien do hoof 
“Un onteobepTnïT" Ü 5.. i * d* «’ive.”doadoren woor op. Daarna
»»n «•~tdrin d7*"^‘ T 7,- ^ I heeft een r^ceptlo der joogoron plaala
Ik ben soer erkontehik «e,0*rd. De beer Pordonnoax on eenige jongwon
do regeering iteonMiS *OT^*Q ‘<d den salon toogeleten ; Perdonneax
vsngon, ik Un d« Pr«id«‘ «twoordt de»
van don gomeentsraad doosrilrad®** ’«bougl dM do quao»lie dor ar- 

•en gunstigen] dona teebt «a vra^ | Hinge boo langer boo moor op den voor-

Engeland en da Zuid-Afrlk. Republlaken.
Frankrijk en interventie

PARIJS, 28 Nov. (R.O.) De Algemeene 
Raad van bet departement der Seine heeft 
►*et algemeene stemmen den wenseb geuit, 
dat de Fransche regeering het initiatief 
neme tot het voorstel van arbitrage tus
schen Engeland en de Transvaal De pre
fect maakte eenige bezwaren.

De Wet in den Vrijstaat
EDENBURG, 24 Nov. (RO.) De Wet 

houdt Dewetsdorp bezet Eemgen be- 
schouwen dit als een voorlooper voor een 
inval in de ziaapkolonie, om daar recruten 
en voorraden te zoeken.

De Engelschen houden daarom allé 
driften van de Oranje-rivier bezet Er is 
groote behoefte aan meer bereden man- 
schappen, anders is er geen hoop om De 
Wet gevangen te nemen.

De onlusten In China.
Het slechten van vestingwer- 

ken te Tientsin.
BERLIJN. 28 Nov. (R.O.) Wolffs bu

reau vemeemt uit Tientsin van den 20en 
dezeri

De hier gevestigde voorioopige regee
ring, waarin Duitschland, Rutland, Enge
land, Frankrijk, Amerika en Japan verte- 
genwoordigd zijn, besloot met algemeene

zich daar voordoen.
Dat wij van die op menscbenvleesch 

beluste Nederlandsche onderzaten nog 
iast genoeg kunnen hebben, is met onwaar- 
schijuhjk. maar de heer Van Koi en an
deren stellen zich de zaak toch wel wat 
zonderlmg voor, wanneer zij in die kanm- 
bahstische en andere minder vnendschap- 
pehjke bejegeningen het bewijs zien, dat 
de Papoea's besloten hebben, op de wijze 
der Atjchers, zich met hand en tand tegen 
het Nederlanosch gezag te verzetten. 
Waarschijnlijk hebben rij van iets als ves- 
tiging van het Nederlandsch gezag, in het 
geheel geen voorstelling en is de voor- 
naamste gewaarwording, die de nadering 
van vreemdelmgen met een witte huids- 
kleur bij hen opwekt, te vergelijken bij 
die, welke 00k een roofdier ondervindt bij 
net bespieden van een begeerlijken buit

Duidelijk toonde de minister dan 00k 
aan, dat de kannibalistische uitspattingen, 
waaraan zekere kuststammen rich verle- 
den jaar hebben schuldig gemaakt, in gee- 
nerlei verband kunnen staan met het feit, 
van de bestuursvestiging, daar de plaats 
des onheils veel te ver verwijderd is van 
die, waar de controleur is gevestigd, dan

thevretisch deei van het technisch ondei* 
wijs met den driejarigen cursus zamen te 
smelten, nademaal de eischen der aan- 
staande vakmannen laget kunnen gesteld 
worden dan voor de gewone leerlingen 
eener H. B. S, terwijl 00k het ondeiwija 
in veel oprichten anders zal moeten woe 
den ingericht-

Bij de kwestie van de organisatie van 
bet middelbaar ogderwijz van jocigens 
sioot rich uit den aard der zaak die tan 
het overeenkomstig onderwijs voor meis- 
jes aan, en dat te eerder, omdat er op den 
vijfjarigen cursus voor jongens 00k reel 
meisjes gaan, meer zelfs dan op een spe- 
ciaal voor meisjes bestaanden ariejangen 
cursus. Dit gaf den heer De Visser aan- 
letding, de verandering van dezen drieja
rigen in een vijfjarigen cursus voor meis- 
jes te veranderen. De minister wil dit punt 
echter nog eerst nader onderzoekeu.

Bij deze zelfde afdeelmg kwam <>ok da 
zending aan de orde. De heer Van By- 
landt bond den minister de belangen van 
de zending op Sumatra op het hart; da 
heeren Van Vlijmen en De Ras meendt.a 
te moeten opkomen tegen een onrecht^
dat de katholieke zending, naar hun oor-* oe<ioclmf <1“'. » doonÊn de ^geenn?

zich tegen ons gezag te verzetten. De be-

sternmen tot 
en het dicht 
Tientsin.

De

slooping van den stadsmuur 
gooien der schansen random

Roemeentche k^oarede.
BOEKAREST, 28 Nov. (R. O.) In de

doelde stammen kunnen van die vestiging 
onmogeujK kennis hebben gedragen.

Over de vraag, of de zendelingen op 
Nieuw Guinea terecht of ten onrechte om 
bestuursvestiging hebben verzocht, vond 
voorts tusschen voor- en tegenstanders 
nog eenige gedachtenwisseling plaats, die 
wij gevoegelijk kunnen quahficeeren als 
mosterd na den maaltijd.

Nadat de heer Pijnacker Hordijk over
den meerderen of nunderen omvang van 
de staatsbemoeiing in zake de gutta-per- 
cha-cultuur eenige denkbeelden ontwik-troonrede bij de opening der gewone zit-

ting van het parlement, prijst de Koning {keld had en de heer Tydeman tevergeefs
in hooge mate de bezuinigingen. Hoewel 
de militaire begrooting is venninderd, 
kunnen de troepen op grootere’ getalsterk 
te worden gebracht De verboudingen tot 
de vreemde mogendhecten zijn van den 
meest vriendschappelijken aard.

Zijne Majesteit hoopt, dat het misver 
stand tusschen Roemenië en Bulgarije zal 
worden opgeheven, naar aanleiding van 
de feiten, die voor de rechtbank zijn aan 
het daglicht gekomen. De Koning betreurt 
de verwikkelingen, door de invoerrechten 
verwekt, en hoopt, dat de mwoners de 
absolute noodzakelijkheid zullen mzien, 
dat zij zich opofferingen moeten getroos- 
ten in het belang van het handhaven van 
het staatscrediet

Ursgsay on BrazlllX.
LONDEN, 28 Nov. (R O.) De corres

pondent van de „New-York Herald” te 
Rio de Janeiro verklaart, dat volgens offi- 
aeele berichten, die een stellig karakter 
dragen, de tijdmgen bevestigd worden, dat 
Uruguay van plan is binnenkort de vriend- 
schappelijke relaties met Brazilid af te 
breken.

OtUphntwfl Is FrszkHJt.
VALENCIENNES, 28 Nov. (R. O.) 

Het genicht gaat, dat er 50 personen ge- 
dood en velen gewond werden bij het 00- 
geluk to Aniche.

Sptuteh* IzszelBa.
MADRID, 28 Nov. (RO.) Volgens de 

bladen zal het ontwerp-overeenkomst met 
de bouder» van buitenlandscbe schuld, in- 
gediend worden op Zaterdag of in de acr* 
si» dagnn van do volgende week

had getracht, den minister te bewegen tot 
een principieele behandeling van't vraag- 
stuk of het bout in de Djati-bosschen op 
stam verkocht moet worden, of dat het 
kappen moet worden genomen in eigen 
beheer, kwam men tot de afdeeling, die 
den verderen middag bijkans geheel in 
beslag nam, die van onderwijs en eere- 
dienst, waarbij dan ook de niet onbelang- 
rijke reorganisatie van het middelbaar cn 
vakonderwijs tot uitvoerige gedachtenwis
seling aanleiding gaf.

Zooais de Memorie van Toelichting het 
uitdrukt en door den heer De Visser met 
nadruk werd herhaald, dienen de drie in- 
richtingen, welke de regeering te Batavia 
wel stichten, als aequivalent voor de op te 
heffen afdeeling B. van het zoogenaamde 
gymnasium Willem III. De uitdrukKing 
aequivalent is misschien mmdsr gelukkig, 
maar de bedoeling is duidelijk. Bij de op-' 
heffing van die afdeeling B., hoewel ccn 
zaak, die geheel op zich zelf staat, troost 
de minister de bewoners van Batavia door 
hen te wijzen op zijn voorstel tot oprich- 
ting van een drietal inrichtingen » een 
technicum, een landbouwscbool en een H. 
B. S met driejarigen cursus.

Tegenwoordig bestaat het zoogrnzam- 
de gymnasium Willejn III uit twee afdee- 
lingen, de afdeeling B., tot voorbereidmg 
van hen, die het groot arrbtenaan-exMien 
willen doen, welke afdeeling in verband 
met ae verieden week besproken plaxmen 
tot wijziging van de opleianf der ambte- 
narem zal komen te vervullen, en de af
deeling A, zijnde een H. B. S. met vijfja- 
rigen cursua De door vendullende rpre- 
kers geuite weracK mn neven» dit sooge- 
ruuunde een werkeiijk gyaneriwn t< Ba-(

geweigerd heeft verlof te geven aan den 
nieuwen apostolischen vicaris te Batavia, 
het vôrmsel te gaan toedienen aan de- kar 
tholieken in de Minahassa, alsook aan 
een zusterschooi aldaax geen verlof om 
onderwijs te geven, heeft verleend. Beida 
sprekers zagen daarin een ernstige inbreuk 
op bet beginsel der godsdienstvrijhei<\ 
hetwelk, naar zij betoogden, in het regee- 
ringsreglement gehuldtgd is. Daarentegen 
verdedigde de minister, door de heerea De 
Visser en Van Koi gesteund, het gebiui- 
kelijk stelsel, volgens hetwelk aan de pro- 
testantsche en de katholieke tending ellv 
een eigen terrein in den Archipel is aan- 
gewezen. Indie is, zoo zeiden zij, voor bei- 
de partijen ruim genoeg, laten de katho- 
lieken zich liever met de bekeering dec 
heidenen bezig houden, dan propaganda 
te maken onder Je voot verreweg het 
grootste dee! alreeds tot het Christendom 
bekeerde bewonerz van d* Minahassa

De beide katholieke woordvoerders 
brachten hiertegen in, dat er nu eenmaal 
een zeker aantal, zij het dan 00k een be- 
trekkelijk klein aantal, katholieken in de 
Minahassa zijn en dat deze redit hebbei) 
om met in de uitoefening van hun geloov 
belemmerd te worden, gdijk geschiedh 
wanneer Be regeering verbiedt, dat de 
bisschop hun het vormsel komt toedienen

felt, dit den vorigen vicaris, die op reig 
overleed, het verlof gegeven was, waaron» 
— zoo vragen zij — wordt het zijn opvol
ger geweigerd ? Het an’ hitrcp
luidt, dat men in de Minahassa ongcre- 
geldheden vreest, wanneer daar de katho
lieken met hun propaganda voortgaau, 
wijl deze onder di inlandsche bevo-lktng 
tot oneenigheid en twizten aanleiding 
geeft In verband met de bepaling van 
het regeeringsreglement, dat de zendel in- 
gen en geestelijken met zonder verlof in 
een streek mogen gaan arbaden, meent 
de minister, dat in zoo’n geval die vergum- 
mng mag geweigerd worden.

Bara Majesteit da Kooingin an Harf 
Majesielt de Koolngin-Moeder, vergeaeld van 
de Hafdanies Jackesoa van Bunnanis Ba* 
rouowe Bangers an Baronoew van lUoreur^
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OCHTEND-EDITIE.

Bij da komst van President 
Kruger in Nederland.

Welkom, ja driewerf welkom, o kloeke 
ktrijder voor bet red* mi Gij cot de ear 
Rchenkt, U binnen onze tandprien te mo* 
gen ontvangen.

Welkom, — dat to do kreet, die klinkt 
van dorp tot dorp, van stad tot «tad, langs 
den ganschea weg, die U voert naar ooze 
residentie.

Welkom; — dat wordt U toegeroepen 
uit de paleizen der rijkea en de stulpen 
der annen, dat woord geeft weer de stem
ming, die heetacht in aile harten der Ne- 
derlandcrs.

Welkom, ja driewerf welkom rijt Gij in 
Nederland, waar de harten mode lijden 
coder de alagen, aan Uw volk toegebracht, 
Waar Uw onpeilbaar Iced in al zijn schrij- 
nen wordt gevoeki, maar waar ook beseft 
Wordt, dat na de grootheid van net waar- 
mee Gij den lijdenslcelk aan Uwe lippen 
hebt gezet, meet komen de dag, die trooet 
tn redding brengen zaL

Oude landsvader, voorbeeldige patriot, 
wij hebben U kef gekregen, ook al in de 
jaren van voorspoed, maar meer nog m de 
Inaanden van zware kastijding. Wij heb
ben Uw beleid geprezen bij het besturen 
Van een gemeenebest, dat, nauwelijks ge- 
boren, reeds werd getrokken in de sfeer 
der landen van beteekenis; wij hebben 
leeren waardeeren Uw zeldzame volgzaam- 
heid en Uw talent om met den erfvijand 
Van Uw volk piet in botaing ta komen: 
Wij hebben bewonderd hoe Gij, oude 
Voortrekker, de lessen der moderne be- 
Behaving in practijk hebt weten te bren
gen. Maar ook. wij hebben iets gevoeki 
Van den «lectrischen whole, die Uwe leden 
doortnAde, toen ‘t U duidelijk arerd dat al 
Uw conciliantie den roover niet ontwa- 
pend^ maar aaniooedigdei wij hebben 
Cob hart van blijdsehap vedeo kloppen, 
toen Gij eindelijk den strijd aanvaarddet, 
die U werd cpgedrougen, toen Gij allé 
Rndere overwegingen deedt xwijgen, om
dat de vrijheid Uwer burgers werd aange- 
yand en men Uw Vierideur wild* bczoe- 
delen.

Wat hebt Gij jaren lang al Uw staats- 
fermat iwien aanwosden cm Engeland te 
weerhouden «an wraak te nemen over 
Amajubal Wai hebt Gij meesterlijk, vaak 
met opoffering van eigen dierbare wen
schen, den op het good van Uwen grand 
belusten Engelschrran op een afstand we
ten te houden! Maar op den duur was niet 
op te tornen tegen de Rbodessen, de Beits, 
de Chamberlains i ah Gii hup vandaag 
rechten gaaft or Uw land, kwnmea xij 
morgen terug om het land self

De ooriog, die niet meer was te verhoe- 
den, heeft maanden lang onze gedadhten 
in beslag genomen Wij hebben gcjuicht, 
all Uw kloeke burgers overwonnen; m 
Onze huizen is rouw geweest, als er in Uw 
Wooing werd getreurd. Pionieren der be- 
tchaving waxen Uwe Afrikaners bij hun 
trekken, zij zijn 't niet minder geweest in 
den ooriog. De misleide soldaten van En- 
{eland hebben zij verbaasd doen staan en 

uropa vernam nooit iets van wreedheden 
van Afrikaner kant, maar des te meer van 
dien Uwer zoogenaamde beschaafde vij- 
anden, die nu nog moorden en branden to 
Itraf der eenige zond? van Uw volk, hierin 
bestaande dat ’t da vrijheid zoo boven 
tiles lief heeft

In den strijd van tien tegen één kon de 
overwinning niet zijn aan de zijde v*n den 
•nkeling. Toen Engeland zijn legioenen 
tond en ailes op bet spel zette om Uw 
trouwe mannen te verdelgeu, mochten wij 
gist meer hopen op het behoud van Uwe 
hoofdstad en die van Uwen edelen bond- 
genoot Maar wij kendev dev Afrikaner 
f rd en wij wisten, dat als «mr den m- 
dringer werd geweken, di* gcschiedde om 
tter weer te keeren en hem met allé fel- 

:id te bestoken. Dat echter Uw volk r66 
bewonderenswaardig zou weten stand te 
houden, zie, dat hoopten wij wel, maar wij 
vreesden soma, dat't voor dat schier bv- 
tenmenschelijke werk niet zou zijn bere- 
kend. Daarom zullen wij nooit kunnen 
aitspreken die innige bewovlen^g v&or 
Uwe heldenschaar, die nog in het vdd 
net zooveel moed de worsteiing volhoudt

Het bericht kwam van Uw vertrek naar 
Juropa Ook daarbij is aan het lidrt ge 
komen, hoe Uw blik ruimer was dan dien 
Van Uwe Europeesche vrienden. Wij ken- 
dan U so wisten derhalve, dat de poeite 
voile reis U loonend schecn, maar in onze 
kortzichtigheid waagden wij eraan te wan- 
hopen, of Gij zoudt kunnen bereiken, wat 
aan het driemanschap uit Uwe Republiek 
cn den Oran je-Vrijstaat niet is gelukt.

Nu rijn de feiten er en weder buigen 
wij ons voor Uw doorzicht Sedert Uwe ' 
komst in Europa is t of da ooriog een 
nieuw stadium is ingetreden Nieuwa moed ' 
heeft Uwe vrienden bezield, ’t is of de 
dookere woiken boven Afrika rijn vaneen- 
gescheurd. Toen Gij U inscheeptet op de 
„Gelderland" — den ooriogsbodem, Æe, 
Rinds Gij daarop vr“ * de trots geworden 
la van het kleine «rland — schcen’t, 
W de mog*1*" «n Intervend* niet <

meer bestond en thana, hoewel Gij nog 
maar enkele dagen in Europa rijt, is .Ar
bitrager de leus van duizenden, neen mil- 
lioenen reeds geworden. Uw tocht door 
Frankrijk, Belgiè en Duitschland hebben 
de volkeren, bij wier grabs de regeeringen 
bestaan, gemaakt tot één groote, mach- 
tige ovatie ■ Gij hebt wakker geschud dan 
soms sluimerencien drang naar het redit

Nog ia Uw doel niet bereikt, maar bij 
zoo korte werkzaamheid was dat ook niet 
ta wachten. Gij hebt Frankrijk en België 
reeds gewonnen; wel weigert Duitsch- 
land's Keizer thana nog naar Uw stem te 
luisteren, maar ook in zijn land is het zaad 
van Uw woord antkiemd en Wilhelm zal 
niet ontkomen aan het verwi it van zijn ge- 
weten, dat't allenninst een Keizer past de 
belofte te breken, die lag opgesloten in 
het bekende telegran^ dat U het uitzicht 
op interventie bij nieuwe aluiptochten 
moest openen.

Nu kornt Gij hier na al Uw werken van 
zooveel jaren. In het continent van Europa 
gist en werkt Uw machtig willen i de har
ten «ntsluiten zich meer en meer. De toe 
komst draagt schoone kansen ia haar 
schoot

Wij, Nederlanders, zijn U dankbaar, dat 
Gij tot ons bebt willen komen. Hier kunt 
Gij U denken als onder Uw eigen volki 
trouwer dan wij kan dit U niet aanhanke- 
lijk zijn. Hier is geen onderscheid tus- 
schea vont en volk; coze Koningin is als 
haar onderdanen > overtuigd van Uw recht, 
vertreuwend, dat het uur van verlossing 
voor Uw volk zal slaan. Ode zij — wij 
rijn er zeker van — zal U welkom heeten 
en uit de volheid van haar edel hart U 
toebkideQ, dat eindelijk de nchtvaardig- 
heid zich over U en de Uwen ontferme.

Nog maar enkele uren en de gevels der 
huizen in de stad en de boomen langs de 
*elden zullen weerkaatsen den kreet t 
»Leve President Kruger 1 Leve de Arbi
trage!* En in de salons en de binnenka- 
mers zullen wenschen geuit worden voor 
het behoud der Boerenrepublieken... Heel 
Nederland is heden met zijn gedachten bij 
den Staatspresident uit Afrika — welkom, 
welkom, groote strijder en lijder voor het 
ideaall

BU1TEKLAWD.
ALGEMEEN OVER23CHT.

Duitschland is de gelukkige bezitter 
van een dubbelen Keizer, van een heer- 
scher in twee afdeelingen. Uit een diplo- 
matiek oogpunt is deze zonderlinge eigen- 
schap misschieo niet verwerpelijk, vol
gens menschelijke overwegingen zijn er 
tegen een dergelijken Siameeschen twee- 
ling-Keizer ernstige bezwaren.

De eerste Wilhelm verschijnt in een he- 
rolsche uitstraling, als een paladSjn, zonder 
smet noch blaam. een vrije en fiere vont 
die me* hived gebaar zijn zwaard werpt 
in de baians van het recht

Zijn woorden triHen door de pen, als 
het zwaard van de Niederwaldsche Ger- 
:mn» m ^n stormachtigen nacht Zijn 
rrivroenngen zijn heldendichten,hij toont 
er xich in den redder der heilige zaken, 
die het menschdom beroeren, den moode- 
'•nger w^eker van den verdrukte, den 
-waargetongden kampioen van het recht 
en de rechtvaardigheid.

Wat in hem aantrekt, zijn rijn uitbars- 
tingen, het vuur, waarmede hij van zijn 
ziel de zwaarste en veelbeteekenendste 
woorden af wentelt Men is dat niet 
gewoon van vorsten, die gewoonlijk ge- 
dwee wandelen in het tuig der etiquette 
en der politieke conventies.

Hij verleidt door rijn onstuin»gheid,zijn 
vermetelheid, rijn verachting voor de 
voorschriften en het protocol Men riet 
zelfs een zekere woorden-onmatigheid, ’n 
woorden-delirium bij hem door de vin- 
gers, zijn heerlijke bedoelingen blijken er 
des te beter uit

Doch terwijl men bezig is met prijzen 
en loven en bewonderen, staat plotseling 
de tweede Wilhelm voor a

Deze is moeilijk te ©mschrijven, heeft 
iets van een djferaar, van een spelbreker, 
een zaaier van teleurstellingen, die een 
oogst van verdachte voordeeltjes opleve- 
ren. Hij werpt een niet uit te wisschen 
vlek op het beeld van den eersten Wil
helm, Hij doezelt de herolsche omtrek- 
ken weg, er blijft niets anden over dan 
een vage Chineesche schim, half droevig, 
half komisch, die onze sympathie niet 
heeft hij doet onbehaaglijk aan, maakt 
angstig.

De eerste Wilhelm zendt aan President 
Kruger bet beroemde Jameson-telegram, 
de tweede weigert denzelfden Kruger te 
ontvangen, onder het voorwendsel, ge
trouw te willen blijven aan rijn program
ma van onzijdigheid.

Deze gewetenswroeging komt meer laat 
dan rij edelmoedig is, en al tracht de 
.Kdlnische" het menschdom voor ta goo- 
chelen, dat het beter ia bij President Kru
ger en da Boeren geen hoop op te wek- 
ken, deze pirouette Jal niemand na de 
wija brengsn

UIT KE ULEN.
(PartifuNwv CwwapondsaN^

KE ULEN, DinsdagaVand.
Het to heden voor President Kruger 

•«n kalme dag geweest Zelfs de rijtoer,

dien hij voornemens was tegen den mid
dag te doen, is eerst uitgesteld en daarna 
niet doorgegaan, omdat het vochtige, re- 
genachtige weer weinig geschikt was om 
den reeds zoo vennoeiden ouden Presi
dent te verkwikken. Sedert de weigering 
van den Duitschen Keizer was de Presi
dent zeer bedroefd en herhaaldelijk sterk- 
te hij rich door een lang en innig gebed.

Toen President Kruger van Panis naa. 
Keulen vertrok, was het nog twijfelachjg 
of de Keizer hem in audientie zou ontvan
gen. Het was de groote quaestie. Frame 
rijk was geneigd Duitschland te volgen. 
Frankrijk met rijn bevolking en een deei 
der pers v66r, maar het tegenwoordig be 
wind tegen het steunen der beide strijden- 
de Republieken. Verni etigend was daar
om de weigering van Keizer Wilhe'm, 
vernietigend ook daarom, omdat het mis- 
lukt is, den Duitschen Keizer, juist zooals 
met de Fransche regeering geschied is, te 
d wingen President Kruger te ontvan
gen, een dwang, door de geestdrift des 
volks in het leven geroepen. Hoe 
weinig kent men den Duitschen Keizer 
en vooral ook het Duitsche regime, om te 
meenen, dat het volk in Duitschland wat 
te vertellen heeft In Frankrijk dwingt 
een groote volksbeweging onverbiddebjk 
elke regeering mede te gaan, ten minste 
roncessies te doen, op straffe van door de 
altijd vaardige oppositie vervangen te 
worden. President Loubet en rijn minis- 
tera, Kruger te Parijs huidigend, deden in 
de kern niets anders dan een daad van 
zelfbehoud. Zij konden niet b«j de vooraf 
bepaalde houding van uiterste koelheid vol- 
harden, op straffe van rich zoo impopulair 
te maken, dat de nationalistische partij bij 
de eerste de beste gelegenheid zou geze- 
gevierd hebben. En handig den stroom 
volgend, heeft President Loubet en zijn 
ministerie niet alleen dit voorkomen,maar 
zelfs het voordeel uit Kruger's bezoek ge- 
trokken, dat Frankrijk naar binnen hech- 
ter bevestigd is. Want het Fransche pu- 
blielc is tevreden met rijn eigen vivats. 
Het gelooft daarmede rijn plicht volko- 
men vervuld te hebben.

Eenige dagen v6<Sr Kruger’s ver
trek uit Parijs, had ik een lang
persoonhjk onderhoud met Henri Roche
fort, hoofdredacteur van de HIntransi
geant’*, die nog altijd te Parijs en in 
Frankrijk een enorme populariteit bezit, 
en daarvan, als het hem in den zm kwam, 
een gebruik zou kunnen maken, dat de 
wereld zou verbazen. Deze andere bewon- 
derenswaardige zeventiger wordt in ze- 
keren zin nog steeds als het geestelijk 
hoofd der oppositie in Frankrijk be- 
schouwd. Rochefort sprak er mij van, dat 
hij van plan was een internationale bewe- 
ging in de pers op touw te zetten, ten 
einde een reusachtige geldsom bijeen te 
brengen, door inschrijvingen van allé klas- 
sen en standen, en deze som, op nader 
aan te duiden wijze, ten gunste der Boe
ren aan te wenden. Neemt Rochefort dit 
plan met kracht ter hand, dan is het ze
ker, dat hij de verlangde zenuw van den 
ooriog krijgt, daarvoor staan rijn popula 
riteit en die van President Kruger borg. 
Ik stelde, toen Rochefort mij over deze 
inschrijving sprak, hem de volgende 
vraag, .Indien op dit oogenblik de natio- 
nalistische partij aan ’t roer was, zou dan 
de Fransche regeering bij Engeland op 
arbitrage hebben aangedrongen ?"

Rochefort antwoordde i .Frankrijk mag 
op dit oogenblik in geen geval daden on- 
dememen of voorstellen doen, dit tot een 
ooriog met Engeland zouden kunnen lei- 
den. Alles, wat wij, nationalist»!, echter 
overigens zouden kunnen doen, zouden 
wij doen’’.

Uit dit antwoord bîijkt dus, dat de na- 
tionalisten geen strijdleus van de zaak der 
Boeren willen maken, en zelfs geen ver- 
kiezings-leus. Een nationalistisch bewind 
in Frankrijk zou alleen uit zich zelve 
hebben gedaan, wat het tegenwoordig be
wind gedwongen heeft verricht En 
de kwade zijde hiervan is, dat zoo Kru
ger ook de sympathie van ’t Fransche 
volk heeft, de Fransche regeering hem in 
haar hart eenige wrok moet toedragen, 
omdat zijn komst oorzaak is geweest, dat 
zij, om haar prestige te redden, aan 'svolks 
wenschen heeft moeten gevolg geven, zoo 
geheel in strijd met haar beraamde poli
tick.

Hoe geheel anders staat het Duitsche 
volk tegenover rijn Keizer en rijn regee- 
ring, àüs het Fransche volk tegenover 
zijn President en ministerie De Duitsche 
Keizer met rijn sic volo, sic jubeo, is er 
de man niet naar, om rich door volksbe- 
toogingen tot eenigerlei stap of daad te 
laten leiden. Hij doet — en de overigen 
hebben te volgen Daarom is de geestdnft 
te Keulen eigenlijk zéér schadelijk voor 
de zaak der Boeren geweest Het feit moet 
helaas geconstateerd worden---------Pre
sident Kruger te Keulen op het balcon de 
ovaties der menigte aannemend, zonder er 
van overtuigd te rijn. dat die dvaties de 
goedkeunng wegdroeffen van den Keizer, 
heeft, nauwelijks in Duitschland tn steu- 
nend op «en succès, in Frankrijk verkre- 
gOR waarschijnlijk neen bijoa zeker on- 
bewust, een demonstratie tegen den Duit
schen Ksizer op touw gezet.

Ho«, In’t voorportaiu van > Hula, ter
wijl nog niet zeker to, dat da Hear des 
Hui tes n in zijn salon zal ontvangen, start 
gij vriendschapsbanden met huisgenoo-

ten, die verzuimd hebben, daartoe verlof I Kruger ontving hedenmiddag particulière
te vragen aan den Heer des Huizes? In 
net Huis zelf brengt gij dus verdeeldheid ? 
En dan zoude de Heer u ontvangen...?

Te Berlijn heb ik ervaren, dat het volk 
uiterst koei en bezadigd is, en dat men er 
met allé Kruget-vereering heeft gewacht, 
totdat de Keizer gesproken had.

In Frankrijk heeft dat zich tot da me
nigte richten een succès gehad, dat helaas 
in de kern voor Frankrijk vernederend 
is, en noodzakelijk een bitteren nasmaak 
— de erkenning van da onmacht tegen
over Engeland — moet nalaten. In 
Duitschland heeft Keulen er toe geleid, 
naar ik vermoed, dat de Duitsche Keizer 
heeft gezegd... „Tot aan den Rijn, maar 
er niet over!"

Tot aan den Rijn... de natuurlijkc 
grens. Over de brag zal de grijze pelgrim 
niet gaan... hij zal terugreizen en naar het 
land gaan, het eenige land, waar de geest
dnft zonder terugbouding van de grens 
af mag worden tegemoet gezien en ont
vangen, omdat alleen in Nederland volk 
en regeering het ééns zijn in deze zaak. 
In Den Haag kan President Kruger tien 
maal daags van *t balcon de menigte met 
breede hoedzwaaien begroeten, zonder dat 
hij met elken zwaai de regeering een eind 
verder van rich af zet. En alléén van Ne
derland uit kan Engeland de echo van *t 
gejuich vememen, zonder daarin het be
gin van een krijgsroep te hooren.

Zal onze Koningin stappen doen voor 
de twee Republieken in Zuid-Afrika?

' Wij mogen dat veilig aan Hare beslis- 
sing overlaten. Toen de „Gelderiand'’werd 
uitgezonden, heeft de Koningin getoond, 
dat rij wist, wat rij kon doen. In Enge
land is geen enkele stem tegen Haar pp- 
gegaan, en Engeland heeft ons de be- 
schikbaarstelling van de .Gelderland" met 
ten kwade geduid. Waarschijnlijk wist 
men in Engeland, dat de reis met een wei
gering van Keizer Wilhelm zou einefigen. 
zoo ook al de demonstratie in Frankrijk 
Engeland verrast heeft Men kan Neer- 
land’s Koningin dus vergunnen Haar vlag 
beschennend boven den grijzen President 
te dpen waàien.

Doch thans to de zaak anders. Indien 
Koningin Wilhelmina eenigerlei stap doet, 
Han kan men er verzekerd van rijn, dat 
reeds te voren vaststaat, dat er aan dien 
stap geenerlei gevaar, van wrlken aard 
ook, verbonden is.

De geestdrift in Nederland is de eer
ste geestdnft die voor Kruger zonder bij- 
smaak van politiek eigenbelang zal rijn.

OORLOGSRIEUWK--

De verliezen der Engelschen.
Het War-Office, dat thans maandelijks 

de verliezen in Zuid-Afrika publiceert, 
geeft voor de verliezen tot I December 
de volgende cijfers: Gesneuveld 331 offi- 
cicren en 3018 onderoffiàeren en nunde- 
ren ; aan hun wooden overieden 4 offiae- 
ren, 59 onderoffiàeren en minderen; ge- 
vangenen 14 officieren en 1236 onderof- 
fideren en minderen; in gevangenschap 
gestorven 4 officieren en 92 onderoffide- 
ren en minderen ; overieden aan ziekten 
163 offideren en 6566 onderofficieren en 
minderen;. overieden ten gevolge van <»- 
gelukken 4 officieren en 176 onderoffide- 
ren en minaeren ; teraggezonden als in
valide 1551 officieren en 35.548 onderof- 
fideren en minderen. Totaal: 497 28 of- 
fideren, onderoffideren en minderen.

In dit ajler zijn niet begrepen de rie- 
ken en gewonden, die op het oogenblik 
in de hospitalen in Zuid-Afrika verpleegd 
worden.

Onder het totaal-ci jfer. ad 49 728 man 
komen voor als gedood of overieden in 
Zuid-Afrika 57$ offideren en 10.804

DE ARBITRA6E,
In de couloirs van den Duitschen Rijks- 

dag wordt beweerd, dat verschillende af- 
gevaardigden den kanselier interpelleeren 
zullen over de redenen, die er toe geleid 
hebben, dat de Keizer President Kruger 
niet heeft willen ontvangen.

Van andere zijde verneemt men, dat 
de heer Buyl, lid van de Belgische Kamer 
voor Ostende, die eergisteren door Presi
dent Kruger in audientie ontvangen werd, 
aan de Belgische Kamei" zal voorstellen 
zich ten gunste van arbitrage te verkla- 
ren. Ook is nog te vermeldcn het gerucht, 
volgens hetwelk een der groote mogend- 
heden er bij Zwitserland op aan zal drin
gen zijn bemiddeling aan te bieden.

Eindelijk heeft de heer Fitzgerald bij 
het Huis van Afgevaardigden der Veree- 
nigde Staten de volgende motie inge- 
diend ।

.Overwegende, dat de hddhaftige 
strijd, door de Boeren-republiekea vdge- 
houden om haar onafhankelijkheid te be- 
waren, de sympathie der geheele wereld 
heeft opgewekt, verdienen de pogingen 
van den heer Paul Kruger de sympathie 
van het Amerikaansche volk, nu hij, met 
de hulp der beschaafde volkeren, een 
eervollen vrede tusschen Groot-Brittanniè 
en de Zuid-Afrikaansche Republieken 
tracht tot stand te brengen

Ezgeland u de Zuld-AfrlL Repabltoken. 
President Kruger basicb* 

tigt den bon
KEULEN, j Dea (R.O.) President

personen en berichtigde te 4 uur den 
Dom.

Ondanks de regenbuien bracht een tal- 
rijk publiek hem hajtelijke ovaries, waar- 
voor de President voortdurend door het 
afaemen van rijn hoed bedankta

Morgenochtend 10 uur vertrekt de Pre
sident per extra-trein, welke te Zevenaar 
aan den Hollandschen extra-trein wordt 
gekoppeld.

WORCESTER, 5 Dea (RO.) 
Jong, uitgever van de .Worcester Adver-

De

riser" is in hechtenis genomen, beschul- 
digd van misdadigen laster en opruiing, 
tengevolge van een artikeL den 34cn No
vember in genoemd bbd voschenen, waar
in de Engelsche soldaten beschuldigd 
worden van de meest afschuwelijke wreed
heden.

Ob onlastea la China,
Goedafgeloopew

ROME, $ Dec (RO.) Een telegram uit 
Peking van den 4en dezer meldt, dat de 
Italiaansch-Duitsche colonne, terugkeeren- 
de van Kalgan, zonder ongevallen weder

BERLIJN, J Dea (RO.) Wolffs Bu
reau verneemt, dat door graaf Voo Wal- 
dersee gemeld wordt, dat stake en gere- 
gelde troepen, onder geoeraal Ma, in de 
provinde Schanri moeten staan en de 
bergpassen aan de grens van Tsjili bezet 
houden.

Te Paotingfoe had bij het opruimen 
van een kruitmagarijn een ontploffing 
plaats, waarbij een pionier gedood en lui- 
tenant Wolf gram en vier pioniers gewond 
werden.

LONDEN, $ Dec. (RO.) Er bestaat 
reden om te gelooven, dat in de troonrede 
een zinsnede voorkomt, waarin te kennen 
wordt gegeven, dat een beroep op het par
lement zal worden gedaan, om te voorzien 
in de middelen voor militaire dodcinden.

SsmH’* kzlls«l«a4Mte soWl
MADRID, J Dea (R-O.) De meerder- 

heid der begrootings-commissie der Ka- 
mer is gunstig gestemd voor een overeen- 
komtt met de houders der buitenlandsche 
schuld.

M HMsKris vas MgsrtH»
SOFIA, 5 Dec (R.O.) Het Kabinet 

diende rijn ontslag in, de rittingen van 
de Sobranja rijn verdaagd.

TWEEDE KAMER. OVERZICHT.'
5 December.

Het wordt nu toch waarlijk al te kras, 
Vrijdag is men met algemeene beschou-

nen, morgen is het Donderdag en zal men 
er nog mede bezig rijn, ondanks de avond-

er betrekkelijk weinig stof is.
Aan den minister heeft het dan ook niet 

gelegen, diens antwoord was zaakrijk.punt 
voor punt de bedenkingen der verschil- 
lende sprekers beantwoordend, alleen 
wal breedvocriger, waar hij de protectio- 
nistische beschouwingen van den heer 
Kuyper moest weerleggen, alsook waar 
hij het voor rijn ideaal van de eenheid der 
groote liberale partij opnam tegen den 
heer Kenujy, die rich als den woordvoer- 
der van *n afzonderlijke partij beschouwt, 
wat trouwens geheel in overeenstemming 
is met het standpunt, van het begin van 
deze geheele période af door de vrijrinni- 
ge democraten ingenomen, maar naar 
’s ministers meening geen raison d’être 
heeft, omdat er volgens hem geen prin- 
dpieele verschiilen, maar alleen kwesties 
van wat meer of wat minder bestaan.

De heer Kerdijk geeft dit natuurlijk 
niet toe, volgens hem vertegenwoordigen 
de vrijzinnige democraten èn op soaaal 
gebied èn in de kwestie van bet kiesrecht 
werkelijk een ander beginsel dan de meer 
conservatieve liberalen. Waarschijnlijk om 
dit duidelijker te doen uitkomen, is de 
heer De Boer, die rich gisteren op zoo 
opmerkelijke wijze ten gunste van de een
heid der groote liberale partij uitliet, en 
die ook heden het bestaan van prinapi- 
eele verschiilen tusschen de verschillende 
fraction van me partij oatkende, daarmeê 
het recht van bestaan der afzonderlijke 
partij des heeren Kerdijk loochenend, 
sniadelijk uit die partij gezet Deze 00- 
trouwe zoon werd door den heer Kerdi jc 
heder lang niet vriendelijk bejegend, ge- 
lukkig to hij philosophisch genoeg aange- 
legd, om rich de politieke wederwaardig- 
heden niet al te zeer aan te trekken en 
ook als parlementaire eenling, of desnoods 
zonder Kamerzetel gelukkig te kunnen 
zijn. Waarschijnlijk zal hek echter wel 
zoo'n vaart niet loopen.

Wij spraken tooeven van den grooten 
omvang.dien de algemeene beschouwingen 
ditmaal gekregen hebben. De reden daar-

Troels tn de anri-revotarionaire partij

heeft aangevallen, waardoor hij verschil-» 
lende sprekers van de rechterzijde ge- 
noopt heeft in vrtj uitvoerige beschouwin
gen te treden. Gisteren zagen wij reedz 
hoe de rede van den heer Kuyper ten 
dede tot den heer Troelstra was gerich^ 
alsook hoe door den heer Brumcoeikamn

De Savomin Lohman, die tegen de voor* 
stelling van den heer Troelstra, alsof ds
godsdienst ia de politick er slechts me* 
de harea bijgehaald wordt; opkwam an 
tegen de Marxistischo grondgedachta

van rijn kant hetzelfde.
Wanneer d* heer D« Viner wijzt op 

de groote tegenstelling tusschen het histo- 
risch matérialisme en de christeiijkz we» 
reldbeschouwing, dan antwoordt dk beet 
Troelstra uit de hoogtei Jal dat histo 
risch matérialisme, dur zouden wij lang 
over kunnen spreken, maar dat zon oof

grip. De heer Troelstra echter vindt, dat 
hij wel verstand heeft van de christeCjkid 
wereldbeschouwing en betgeea daanrit 
behoort voort te vloeien. Tegenover zijn 
redeneering alsof bijv. de strijd tegeh den 
leerplicht of tegen de schoolvoeding met 
de anti-revolatiooaire beginselen niets ta 
maken had, wee* gisteren de heer Brum- 
melkamp op de beteekenis, die door d< 
anti-revolutionairen steeds aan de self- 
standigheid van het gezin to geheebt 
Neen! antwoordt de beer Troelstra, naaJ 
de opvatting, die ik heb van ue betaeko» 
nis en het ontstaan van vw partij kocn* 
die eerbied voor het gezin er in het geheel 
niet bij te pas. Al die zoogenaamde bo* 
ginselkwesties, dat rijn er allemaal maaf 
bijgehaald, de anti-revolutionaire partij to 
ontstaan door de sociale strooming, vbort* 
gekomen uit de onderste lagen van bet

logiseer hoort er volstrekt niet biL dab 
zijn maar gekunstelde bedenksels vendes

Watmeer de leden van de anti-revolu-' 
tionaire partij in het vervolg dus willen 
weten, wat door hun beginselen wordt ge- 
eischt, dan moeten rij hun liebt niet zoo- 
ken op te zteken bij degenen, door wie 
de partij is gegroodvest, maar bij den heer 
Troelstra, die na een beetje geliefhebber 
in de historié van het oude Calvinisme vail 
de 17a eeew en in de historié van de 
Christeiijkz bewegingen van de eerst\ 
helft dezer eeuw, de plaats zal aanwijzet^ 
welke aan die geestesstroomingen in de 
naar de etochen van het historisch mate* 
rialisme bestudeerde wereldgeschiedenil 
toekomt

In het stelsel van de sodaal-democra,- 
ten is dit volkomen logisch. Wanner de

worden door materieele factoren tn he* 
niets dan inbedding is, dat de mensche
lijke geest, met rijn zelf ten voile door df

daar iets toe of af kan doen, dan mo^ 
men, om de beteekenis van een geestes 
richting te verstaan, natuurlijk met vra
gen, wat de groote geesten van «fie rich- 
ting zeggen. maar dan moet men komen 
tot hem, die het best thuis is in het ont- 
leden der materieele factoren van het so
ciale leven.

De heer Troelstra en de rijnen, als heb
bende tot dusver vrijwd het mqpopolilj 
van deze geschiedbeschouwing, vin lenl 
rich dus natuurlijk tie geroepen personen 
om aan de verschillende richtingen elk 
haar plaats aan te wijzen. Zoo heeft da 
heer Brummclkamp tot dusver van de Af- 
scheiding nooit tittel of jota begrepen, de 
heer Troelstra beloofda heden, hem die 
zaak in een tijdschriftartikel eens te zul
len ophelderen. Het klinkt misschien zon- 
derling, maar van het standpunt van den 
heer Troelstra is dit aanbod de natuurlijk- 
ste zaak ter wereld.

Het eenige, wat ons m deze heele ge- 
schiedenis moet verwonderen, to (fit, dat 
al die heeren, die zoo geheel andere op- 
vattingen huldigen dan de heer Troelstra, 
zich nog de moeite geven in alien ernst 
met hem over deze dingen te gaan dispu- 
teeren en daaraan den in deze dagen voor 
andere dingen zoo hoog noodigen tijd 
verdoen. Dergelijke gedachtenwisselingen 
tusschen menschen van geheel ver- 
sdullende grooddenkbeelden rijn een niet 
onvermakelijke heraensport in debeting- 
cluba, (hoewel ook daar onvrucht- 
baar, omdat men tea slofta elkaar

kaar been te praten), maar watmeer men 
op $ en 6 December nog aan de alge- 
meene beschouwingen over de Staatsbe-

werkelijk de weelde met veroorloven van 
anderhalf uur te luisteren naar een repliela 
van den beer Tree Istra, bijna uitsluitend

Er is misschien iets onbillijks m ge1e- 
gen,den sociaal-democraten telkens te ver- 
wijten, dat rij te veel spreken, daar rij 
meer dan anderen,aan bun beginselen ver- 
plicht rijn te wijzen op tai van zaken en 
verhoudingen, die zij anders zouden 
willen hebben. Maar wat moet men den
ken van den heer Troelstra, die gtote-* 
ren verklaarde niet te zullen duiden, dab 
de begrooringen van Ooriog en Marine
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OCHTEND-EDITIE.
buitenland.

AL6EMEEN OVERZICHT.
Lord Robert» acht het oogenblik geko- 

nen zijn «borne" op ta zoeken. Een aan- 
gênante ontvangst wacht hem. De pont 
van opperbevelhebber van het Engelsche 
leger, aan het begin dezer eeuw waarge- 
nomen door Wellington, daarna door een 
peins van den bloede, den hertog van 
Cambridge en thana verlaten door Lord 
Wolseley onder een koor van weinig 
vleiende critid, zal de belooning zijn voor 
den generaal, in wien de publieke opime 
too gaarne den veroveraar der Zuid-Afri- 
kaansche Republiek ziet

Mogelijk dat Lord Roberts, al» hij 
tdecht» zijn militair geweten had geraad- 
pleegd, gaarne zijn «joyeuse entrée" wat 
had uitgesteld, en er de voorkeur aan zou 
hebben gegeven, zelf de laatste hand le 
leggen aan de annexatie der Republiekeik. 
Jammer voor hem, etscht de politielq do 
pnverbiddelijke politick, hem op

Vôôr de stembus, kwamen de ministers 
met de plechtige verklaring, dat de oor
log uit was, voor goed, en met een gerust 
geweten trokken zij zich in het capitool 
terug. Than», aan den vooravond der dis- 
Cussiëu over de nieuwe credieten, tha'ts, 
nu het bedrog in die zinsnedet de oor'og 
i» uit, zonnekïaar blijkt en zich in de zak- 
ken der belastingbetalenden zal doen voe- 
ien, achten de ministers het noodig, den 
faidruk van deze tegenstelling te verzach- 
ten, en schuiven zij den generalissimus 
naar voren, in de hoop, dat zijn tegen- 
woordigheid ode zal zijn op de woeste 
baren der publieke opinie, die door het 
vooruitzicht van hoogere belastingen in 
beweging komt. Het volk moet eenmaal 
wakker worden door dien eeuwigduren- 
den oorlog, die, volgen» een offideeie be- 
rekening, het Britsche rijk 1500 gulden 
per minuut koat, zonder de offers in bloed 
te rekenen.

Lord Robert» weet beter dan lemand 
anden, dat zijn opvolger, K. of K, zooals 
de Tommies hem noemen, een gioeiend 
ondankbare taak te volbrengen heeft Hij 
wee4. daZ «r nog een aoiooo âoeren m het 
veld zijn. die over genoeg levensmiddeten 
en ammunitie besciukken en in beweeg- 
Üjkheid en bliksemsnelheid gewonnen 
hebben sied» de klassieke strategie ver- 
vangen is door de guérilla, en dat er geen 
boekje gronda is in het zoogenaamde be
lette deel, dat niet blootstaat aan de aan- 
vallen en ovexrompelingen d« comman- 
do’a

Deskundigen beweren, dat er nog een 
loo.ooo man noodig zijn om de guen’la 
den kop in te drukken, en met dit ailes 
voor oogen, kan m» de comedie, die de 
Engelsche regeering speelt, door zich voor 
*■ doen also! zij geloofde aan het einde 
Van den stnjd, niet anders dan al» een 
•eer afkeuren»waardige daad «tempelen.

Het i» een voortzetting van die onge- 
hikkige pohbek van zandstrooien in de 
oogen der menigte, waarmede de regee- 
ring sinds het uitbreken van den oorlog 
bezig ». -Men kan het «lechts betreuren, 
dat een »oldaat al» Roberts zich tôt der- 
geiijke praktijken leent Dat deed Wel
lington ander» 1 Deze groote man, vol een- 
voud, sou evenmin de wat al te glorierijke 
prodamaties van den opperbevelhebber 
tn Zuid-Afrika geteekend hebben. Deze 
beeft zijn Tommies reeds «helden” en 
^gentlemen" genoemd, en in zijn af- 
scheidsrede heeft hij, blijkbaar overtuigo, 
dat men alleen van zich zelf een juist oor- 
deel kan verwachten, gesproken van zijn 
trots, een leger gecommandeerd te heb
ben, dat «in een oorlog, eenig in de ana- 
|en van den krijg", zich gekweten heeft 
Van een «tdda taak”.

Het zou smakelijker zijn aan anderen, 
Kipling en eonsorten, dergelijke lofrede- 
hen over te laten Er was een tijd, dat het 
Engdand van Nelson en Wellington de 
frootsprakige oorlogs-bulletins van den 
Chef van de Grande Armée streng veroor- 
deelda Moet men than» aannemer^ 
bet moderne Engeland die fiera beschei- 
denheid met nog enkele anderi deugden 
la dezen oorlog verloren heeft!

Al deze groote woorden veranderen bo- 
vendien niet» aan een toestand, die steeds 
•eteliger wordt en meer en meer het vo'k 
fa beroering brengt.

Terwijl allen, wien de tradities der En- 
{elsche beschaving dierbaar zijn, met 

lem protesteeren tegen het verbranden 
van boeven en andere methodes à la Wcy- 
far, vragen anderen, cynischer, zich af, of 
die draconische maatregelen niet ohe in 
het vuur zijn.

In dit opzicht is een brief, door een te- 
keren «Civis" in de «Times” gepubliceerd, 
Beer karakteristiek. Zedelijke beweegre- 
denen kent deze inzender niet Het een>- 
ge, wat hem bezorgd maakt, is de over- 
Weging of men niet juist het tegenover- 
Estelde bereikt van wat men bedoelt En 

j werpt de vraag op of het niet beter 
vredesvoorstellen te doen, waarbij aan 

de Boeren aile weldaden van een vrijen 
Itaat gegeven worden en hun het vooruit- 
facht geopend wordt op «local self govern- 
■wnrT

Zulke roorsteHen bewifren, dat het gu- 
bood* ventand wakker word^ Hat da 

jingo-kater bezig is uit te woeden. I» dit 
ontwaken niet te laat? Nog heeft de te- 
legraaf ons geen enkel bericht gestuurd 
over hetgeen heden te Worcester, op het 
groote Afrikaander-congres voorviel, doch 
het laat zich aanzien, dat daar beslist zal 
worden over de toekomst van den Hol- 
landschen stam in Zuid-Afrika. Het me 
degevoel met de strijdende stanwerwanten 
in de beide Republieken, steeds meer ge- 
prikkeld door het onmenschelijke optre- 
den der Engelschen, is op het punt, zich 
te uiten in die éénr groote, lang verwaeh- 
te daad — den opstand der Afrikaanders 
in de Kaapkolonie. Door krijgswetten en 
arrestatiën heeft Engeland moedwiUig de 
crisis verhaast, en wee over de Kaapsche 
regeering, indien te Worcester een schot 
klinkt uit een der geweren, die daar drei- 
gend gericht zijn op de vergaderden.

Dan zal het zijai «Van Worcester de 
victorie I”

Gemengde Mededeelingen. 
Tereerevan Hertog Hendrik. 

Het afscheids-diner, ter eere van Hertog 
Hendrik van Mecklenburg-Schwerin te 
Berlijn gegeven door de officieren van het 
jàger-regiœent der Garde, was een groot 
succès. Lvutenant-kolonel Von Besser, de 
bataljons-commandant, stelde den dronk 
in op de gezondheid van den Hertog.

TELiaNAMMEfa»
EBgsland aa de Zuld-Afrlk. Republieksn.

G een complot
BERLIJN, 6 Dec. (R.O.) Du «Nord- 

deutsche Zeitung” schnjft» Uit Weenen 
wordt aan een der Berüjnsche dagbladen 
gemeld, dat n overeenstemming met de 
Duitsche regeering pogingen worden in ’t 
weric gesteld om een bezock van Presi
dent Kruger aan Weenen en Rome te 
verhinderen.

Dit bericht is, voor zoover het Duitsch- 
land's medewerking betreft, volkomen on- 
gegrond.

Kitchener’s jobstijdingen.
LONDEN, 6 Dec (R.O.) Lord Kitche

ner seint uit Bloemfontein van den 6en> 
500 Boeren, onder De la Rey, deden den 
jen een beslisten aanval op een convooi, 
dat van Pretoria naar Rustenburg trolc. 
Bij Buffeis-poort nam het escorte stelling 
op eenige kopjes en streed met groote 
dapperheid. De Boeren slaagden er in de 
eerste helft van het convooi te verbran
den. De tweede helft bleef intact Ver- 
sterkingen kwamen den volgenden dag, 
waarna de Boeren uiteengejaagd werden, 
na belangrijke verliezen geleden te heb
ben. Eenigen werden gedood door een 
schrootschot toen zij niet meer dan 50 
ellen van de kanonnen af waren. De ver
liezen der Engelschen zijn 15 man aan 
gesneuvelden en een officier en » man 
aan gewonden.

De Wet trok den $en de Caledon over, 
°P weE naar Odendaal Knox achtervolgt 
hem met een deel rijner troepen en zond 
de overigen naar Bethulie. De brug bij de 
Odendaal-drift wordt bewaakt door een 
regiment der garda De rivier is gewassen.

Een muis met een staart
MÀRSEILLE, 6 Dec. (RO.) Het par- 

ket vervolgt drie Engelschen, die uit het 
hotel du Louvre koperstukken onder het 
volk wierpen.

Db onlusten In China.
A m e r i k a t e r u g u i t C h i n a

WASHINGTON, 6 Dca (R.O.) Aile 
Amenkaansche troepen, uitgezonderd een 
wacht voor het gezantschap, zijn uit Chi
na naar de Philippijnen vertrokken.

0» ziekto va» dm Czw.
LIVADIA, 6 Dec. (RO.) De Czaar 

heeft den geheelen nacht goed geslapen, 
zijn gemoedstoestand is zeer goed en tem- 
peratuur en pois zijn normaaL

B» HZM<n»td»tM»taH van dM Past,
ROME, 6 Dec (RO.) De gezondheids- 

toestand van den Paus is uitstekend, doch 
bij het loopen heeft Z. H. pijn, doordat 
een voorwerp, dat hij bekeek, op zijn lin- 
kervoet vieL

UH tel NBogarhals.
LONDEN, 6 Dea (RO.) In het débat 

over het adres van antwoord op de troon- 
rede, drong Lord Kimberley aan op een 
definitieve verklanijg betreffende de po
litick, in Zuid-AIrika te volgen. Hij vroeg 
of het niet mogelijk was het meer redelijk 
deel der Boeren-bevolking te bereiken en 
dit een gedetailleerd overzicht te geven 
van de bedoelingen der regeering.

Lord Salisbury antwoordde, dat het 
eenige, wat den Boeren-guerilla’s voldoe- 
ning zou geven, een soort van herstel der 
onafhankelijkheid zou zijn, en het is deze 
onafhankelijkheid, die niet te herstellen 
is. De politick der regeering » in dit op
zicht abjoluut niet veranderd.

De regeering zou de beide re
publieken beschouwen als EngeL 
scha, zich self besturend* kolonies, soo- 
dra de bevolking daartoe geschiktheid 
toonda Than* is dit oogenblik nog niet 
gekomen, omdat bet volk te verbittenî i»

*•! Bo8 eenigea tijd duren vôôrdat 
de toestand m deze streken van dien aard 
zijn zal, dat een wddadige regeering, als 
die der Engelscheç sich zelf besturende

vercenigingen, en vooral ook in Duitsch- 
land wonende Nederlanders, die luide hun 
„leve^' deden klinken boven de «hochs” 
van de Duitschers.

In de laatste plaats aan do Duitsche 
grens, Emmerik, was waarlijk de geest- 
drifts-betooging schoon. Daar was een 
zangvereeniging, die een geestelijk lied 
zong, dames in feestklcedij wierpen bloe- 
men in den trein. Fraulein Maria Schwartz 
sprak het volgende vers tôt den grijzen 
President 1

O Haupt der Helden, 
Du von blutverwandtem Stammer 
Den waehsend rings bedroht. 
Des Unheib wilde Flamme 
Die letzte Deutsche Stadt, 
Grüsst dich mit diesem KranZj 
Eins mit dem Deutschen Volk 
In Mitzefühle ganz.

Nadat deze dame een prachtigen krans 
had aangetoden, traden eenige Neder- 
landsche dames en heeren uit ’s Heeren- 
berg naar voren en mej. Betsy Koster 
bood uit naam der aanwezige Nederlan
ders den President een nuker aan, dien 
deze met vriendelijk gebaar aanvaardde.

De telegrammen hebben u gisteren 
reeds ingeheht omtrent de geestdnft, die 
aan aile Nederiandsche stations heerschte. 
Van Zevenaar af, u^as het aandocnlijk al 
deze duizenden menschen te zien, die zoo 
oprecht, zoo van harte, zoo zonder eenige 
andere bedoeling, dan aan ’s harten m- 
spraak gehoor te geven, den veelbeproef- 
den President toejuichten en hem zoo ver- 
zachting trachtten te brengen voor het 
ondervonden leed. Treffend was het, te 
zien, hoe bv. te Arnhem, waar ved langs 
de spoorlijn gevlagd was, voor bijna elk 
raam met zakdoeken gewuîfd werd. Voor 
vensters, op daken, langs den rand van 
den weg stonden de menschcp met zak
doeken en vlaggetjes te zwaaien, en ten 
laatste was het, alsof de hede stad wuifde.

Treffend was het ook, te zien, hoe de 
bevolking op ’t platte land voor Kruger 
voelde. Dikwerf, terwijl wij in den trem 
langs de vlakke landen snelden, die onder 
den zilverigen bewolkten hemd zoo een- 
zaam, maar ook zoo grootsch, lagen uit- 
gestrekt, kwamen uit boeren-woningen 
haastig mannen, vrouwen en kinderen aan- 
loopen om met pet, en hand, en doek, en 
vlag een aaluut te brengen aan den trein 
van den President

President Kroger werd met moede aan 
elk station, waar hait gehouden werd, voor 
't portier met zijn hoed te groeten en zijn 
redevoeringen waren eenvoudig, krachtig, 
aandoenlijk, door het sterke geloof en 
zelfvertrouwen, dat er uit sprak.

Het was voor de journalisten dikwerf 
heel rnoeilijk zich van hun pbcht te kwij- 
ten. Dca trein verlaten, naar voren door 
de menigte heendnngen, dan haastig van 
de notities een telegram maken en ver- 
volgens dat telegram verzenden, zonder 
den trein te missen, die elk oogenblik we
der kon vertrekken, den journalist ach- 
terlatend op ’t perron, het was niet het 
aangenaamste deel van de reis.

Hier volgen eenige zinnen, die ik uit 
's Presidenten mond kon opvangen.

Te Zeist zeide Kroger in antwoord op 
de rede van den burgemeester » „God 
helpt den rechtvaardige. Onze zaajc b 
rechtvaardig, daarom zullen wij overwin- 
nen. Gindsch vechten wij tegen barbaren, 
die vrouwen en kinderen opjagen en ze 
zonder dak en voedsd laten. God zij met 
ons en zal ons niet verlaten. Hij tuchtigt 
zijn kinderen, maar hij gooit re niet weg*.

Te Utrecht waar behalve de burgemees
ter, generaal Verspyck en andere autori- 
teiten aan *t station waren de studenten, 
wier rector, de beer Coops, een woord van 
weïkom sprak, maakten de vele banieren 
der studenten-, zang- en wcrkliedenver- 
eenigingen een schoonen indrulc Presi
dent Kroger herkende daar een meisje van 
14 jaar, Adelaide Louis, dat hem bloemen 
bracht Dat meisje heeft hij zes jaar ge
leden in Transvaal gekend.De burgemees
ter, de heer B. Keizer, sprak de volgende 
rede uit ।

«Mijnheer de President van de Zuid- 
Afrikaansche Republiek!

Voor uwe bereidwilligheid, om vwe ms 
voor eenige oogenblikken te onderbre- 
ken, om de Utrechtsche burgerij in de ge- 
legenheid te stellen uiting te geven aan 
de gevoelens van sympathie en van be- 
wondering, die haar bezielen voor u, als 
vertegenwoordiger van een heldhaflig 
volk, heb ik de eer u mijn oprechten dank 
te betuigen.

Die sympathie dateert reeds van lange 
jaren, want van uit Utrecht ging in 1880 
de stem van Harting ait, den «tichter van 
het Hoofd-Coinité tôt bevordering van de 
belangen der Transvaalsche Boeren, de 
kern, waaruit later de u welbekende Zuid- 
Afrikaansche Vereeniging i» gevormd.

Ontving ik van het bestuur van deze 
•tad de opdracht om enkele woorden tôt 
u te richten, ik spreek rumen» de geheele 
burgerij, want allen, oud en jong, arm en 
rijk, ttellen in den strijd, die daar ginds 
door uwe dapperen gestreden wordt^eed» 
vcertien maanden lang, het Levendigste 
belang.

Reed» veertien taaandea lang bieden 
uwe wakkere Transvaler», geateund door 
de trouwe boodgenooten van den Vrij- 
■taat en door vrijwilligw», die «lk volk 
van Europe vertegenwoordigen, hoofd 
aan een dapperti\ volhardendei^ met ou-

koloniën ten voile kan toegepast worden. 
Hij wect niet, hoe lang dat nog duren zal. 
Het kan jaren duren, misschien geslach- 
ten lang, alt er besloten is de guérilla tôt 
het bittere einde vol te houden. De ver- 
antwoordelijkheid voor het onvermijdelij- 
ke resultaat rust op hen, die de worste- 
liug volhouden. Hoe langer zij weigeren 
zich in het onvermijdelijke te schikken, 
des te langer zal de oorlog met kracht 
voortgezet worden. ‘De oorlog moet vo’- 
gehouden worden. Engeland moet het la
ten voelen, dat nicmand door een belee- 
digend ultimatum de Engelsche regeering 
dwingen kan zich zelf te vernederen en 
van hare rechten afstand te doen. Doch 
als wij in de toekomst handelen zooab 
wij in andere koloniën optreden, dan zal 
niet» ons meer voldoening schenken, dan 
de Boeren te kunnen weïkom heetea ab 
welvarende en tevreden bewoners.

UM 4» Fraasolrt Kaesr.
PARIJS, 6 Dec (R.O.) Bij de bespre- 

kingen over het amnestie-wetsontwerp 
eischt Drumont algemeene amnesties na- 
melijk voor Guérin, Deroulède, Habert, 
enz.

De heer Lazies zegt, dat de regeering 
er op uit is, zekere scandaleuse processen 
te onderdrukken en verwijt haar politick 
veroordeelden van amnestie uit te sluiten.

De heer Guyesse brengt de besprekin- 
gen op den veroordeelde van Rennes, en 
voegt er bij, dat men den gewezen minis
ter van Oorlog voor het Hooggerechtshcf 
moest dagen.

Minister André verklaart» Het is mijn 
strenge pbcht, elke discussie te weigeren 
over een vonnis, dat in kracht van gewijs- 
de b gegaan.

De heer Deschanel leest een motie voor, 
ingediend door een coœmissie, waarin 
voorgesteld wordt de kwijtschelding van 
straf, en de regeering uitgenoodigd wordt 
een volledig ontwerp voor een amnestie- 
wet in te dienen.

De heer Kiberos des Garda zegt, dat 
het doel der commissie is, te werken in 
het bclang van vrede en eendracht. On- 
rust en ongeregeldheden hebben zich 
overal voorgedaan. Dus eischt hij amnes
tie voor aile veroordeelden.

Minister-president Waldeck-Rousseau 
antwoordti Over een punt zooden wij 't 
eens kunnen worden ; daar de Kamer bin- 
nenkprt een ontwerp zal hebben te be
handelen waarop zeer veel amendemen- 
ten kunnen worden ingediend, is bet ont
werp van den heer Riberos des Gards vol
komen nutteloos.

De motie-Riberos wordt verworpen met 
311 tegen 232 stemmen.

PARIJS, 6 Dec. (R-O.) De algemeene 
beschouwingen zijn geeindigd. Donderdag 
komt de Kamer weder bijeen.

Uit d» Nosgaarscbs Kamw.
BUDAPEST, 6 Dec (R.O.) De heer 

Szell bestrijdt de aanvallen van de oppo
site.

Hij verklaart de wetten te zullen hand- 
haven van het compromis betreffende de 
douane-unie De minister van Financien 
weerlegt de beweringen der oppositie be
treffende de financieele kwestie.

Het begrootings-ontwerp wordt met 
overweldigende meerderheid aangenomen.

BiRREaLkan.
■izo wtTUBtiari.

Het K»meroverrioM most «egens plaats- 
gebrek toi een volgend nommer olyveo 
uggen.

Os intocht van President Kruger.
( Km mum

De nacht van Woensdag op Donder- 
dag was bijzonder stormachtig. Den ge
heelen vongen dag had het geregend, 
triestig gemotregend, en de President was 
den ganschen dag thuis gebleven. Alleen 
tegen den namiddag bracht hij een bc- 
zoek aan den Dom, deze gothische schnjn, 
die ab een onvergankelijk juweel in zijn 
inystiek innerste bewaart het groote, 
schoone hopen op het hoogere. De Presi
dent werd op straat maar even toegejuicht 
en binnen slechts ontvangen door twee 
kerkknechts. Heden, Donderdagmorgen, 
was het al vroeg druk in ’t Dom-hotel. 
De politic begon reeds te negen uur rond- 
om het hotel haar cordon te trekken en 
daarna een weg te bakenen naar het op 
drie minuten afstand» gelegen station.

Toen President Kruger tegen tien uur 
in zijn equipage, door twee prachhge 
schimmeb getrokken, naar bet station 
reed, was er slechts weinig publiek in het 
treurige, regenachtige Keulen op de been 
en het scheen mij, abof men niet alge
meen over het uur van 't vertrek was in- 
gelicht Aan ’t station vôôr den extra-trein, 
die bestond uit een salonwagen en een 
paar waggon» voor de journalisteia on- 
varmijdelijke sleep van het diplomaten- 
getelschap, stonden een drie honderd-tal 
Keulenaan, die met hun zakdoeken 
zwaaiden en eeni. „Tq* weerziens" rie- 
pea

Hoe meer wij de Nederlandache grens 
naderden, hoe wanner de sympmhie werd. 
Aan aile Duitsche stations stonden depu- 
taties uit de bevolking, schist* en saag- 

uitputtelijke hulpmiddelen toegerusten 
vijand, die door zijn verplettcrende meer- 
derheid wel voordeelen, maar geen room 
of eer behalen kan.

En nog is de uitslag van den ongdij- 
ken strijd onzeker. Nog ataan uwe man
nen paL Nog strijden zij met onovertrof- 
fen heldenmoed voor en op hun geliefden 
bodem. Nog geven zij aan de wereld een 
voorbeeld, dat ernstige overweging en na- 
volging verdient

Dat voorbeeld hebben wij vooral te 
danken aan u, mijnheer de Staatspresi- 
dent.

Een zwaar leven ligt achter u. Op 10 
jarigen leeftijd hebt gij' moeten deelne- 
men aan den grooten trek. Ate knaap 
hebt gij reed» moeten grijpen naar de 
buks. In velerlei ambt, te velde en in de 
raadszaal, hebt gij daarna uw land ge- 
diend. In moeilijke omstandigheden — m 
1877 — zijt gij op den voorgrond getre- 
den en »edert is uw invloed voortdurend 
toegenomen. Zoowel uwe talenten als uwe 
vaderlandsliefde hidden u op de eerste 
plaats.

Daar tijt gij geweest de trouwe wachter 
van de onafhankelijkheid van uw land. 
Vertrouwende op de rechtvaardigheid vau 
uwe zaak, zijn, toen de teekenen des tijds 
u gewaarschuwd hadden, de noodige voor- 
zieningen getroffen. Gij hebt gezegd, dat 
de vijand u niet onvoorbcreid zoude vin- 
den, en nu de krijgskans u op den duur 
niet gunstig is geweest, is uwe wilskracht 
door den tegenspoed niet verlamd.

Uw tocht naar Europa voor de vierde 
maaL en voor de vierde maal voor uw 
volk, levert daarvan het bewijs.

Een zware taak rust nog op u en op 
hen, die u ter zijde staan. De moeilijkste 

wellicht van uw rnoeilijk leven.
i Voor bef bereiken van uw dœî gelieve 
il mijne beste wenschen te aanvaarden.

De toejuichingen, waarmede men u m 
aile landen heeft liegroet en die u ook 
hier hebben tcegekiotiken, getuigen, dat 
die wenschen door duizenden en duizen
den worden. gedeeld”.

President Kruger zeide hier o.mt «Ik 
heb geen woorden genoeg om mijn dank 
uit te drukken. Onze rechtvaardige zaak 
zal met de hulp Gods zegevieren. Wij wil- 
len arbitrage, opdat uitgemaakt worde 
aan welke zijde het recht is.

Voor mij, die den geheelen tocht van 
den President van de aankomst te Mar
seille naar Parijs, van daar naar Keulen 
en van Keulen naar Nederland heb me- 
degemaakt, zal de ontvangst te ’» Gra 
venhage mij echter het langst heugen. 
Ziehier een begroeting, die volkomen pas
te bij de moeilijke zending, die de waar- 
dige President vervult Nog stond de 
trein niet stil, toen de plechtige psalm 
galmen tôt ons doordrongen en toen de 
trein stilstond en Kroger met ontblooten 
hoofde den zuiveren, schoonen zang van 
het dames- en heerenkoor aanhoordc,toen 
moet de President gevoeld hebben, dat 
hij hier in het land was, waar niet alleen 
wonen zij, die hem vereeren, maar ook zij. 
die het eens met hem zijn in denken en 
voelen.

Het was aandoenlijk en schoon tege- 
lijk, deze plechtige zang aan den groo 
ten grijsaard, die sterk in en door zijn ge
loof, ongeschokt en vol vertrouwen staan 
blijft, geestelijk hoofd van een geeste’ij- 
ke zaak.

- Vôôr het hotel des Indes, waar Kroger 
op ’t balcon moest verschijnen, kende de 
geêstdrift der menigte, toen^de President 
verscheen, wuivende met zijn hoed, geen 
grenzen.

En ook hier, zooals in aile Nederland 
sche steden, was de sympathie zoo warm, 
zoo edit, zoo van harte

Treffend was het onderweg ook, tel- 
kens de militairen te zien. Hoe juichten 
zij mede uit voile borst Soldaten zwaa, 
den met de képi’», officieren sloegen aan. 
maar wat zat er in dat gebaar een waar 
deering, een hulde, een eerbied. Ik ben 
er zeker van, dat, indien de President een 
vrijwilligers-corps zou kunnen oprichten, 
om mede te gaan, om gindsch de verdruk- 
ten te helpen, dat, al wat in Nederland ’l 
geweer hanteert, zich daarbij zou aan 
sluiten, dat aile corpsen niet alleen 
hun contingent zonden leveren, maar 
liefst voltallig mede zouden gaan.

En zij zouden weten en voelen waarom 
en waarvoor zij vochten. I» niet de vnj- 
heid bij ons meer dan een gevoel, dieper 
dhn pen idee, mystieker dan een overtui- 
ging — is rij bij ons volk niet een in 
stinct? Wij worden er mede geboren, wq 
sterven er mede, en wij zijn ten alien tijde 
bereid er voor te «terven.

Want dat is de groote, geheimzinmge 
band des bloeds, die ons bindt aan onze 
ongclukkige broederen gindsch, dat te wat 
ons allen, oud en jong, arm en njk, van 
allé gelooven, doet begrijpen, doet mede- 
voelen met de Boeren — hun liefde vooi 
de vrijheid. En ate President Kroger aan 
elk ttatiou heeft kunnen hooren zingen, in 
het Transvaalsche Volksliedi «Dat vrije 
volk tijn wij", dan vu dit lied Ook ons 
Nederiandsche volkslied. Wij zijn in vele 
dingen in Nederland verdeeld en venchei- 
den — maar in één ding zijn wij allen één 
en vereend — <kub liefdo voor de vrij
heid.

• * *
Een woord van dank mogen wij niet 

onthoudan aan de directie» van de tele

graaf-bureaux te Utrecht en te '» Graven- 
hage, die gezorgd hadden, dat da journa
listen aan de stations gelegenheid vonden 
aan ambtenaren hunne telegrammen te 
geven en zoo de taak der pen zeer ver- 
gemakkelijkten.

•
ÜU D»a H»a< watdl Me aof f»«4hr»VMi
▲1s mb iwtllMde stroon f»I4m Jaloh> 

kr»Ua 4m trsin voorall t«M dsss da k»a dif 
K«m«ssta WnaasrMd. Eten treia? Naas, «U 
Mosmanw»z»n, waarin da klndsrs» Flwa'a naa 
vsalklsariM liaUn »oô epiMtapall !•<•». dal 
»Q thImt dedaa d»nk»» aaa wa Inatkof das 
aan kal ««iafaUjk Mtnpartlmsat dat dadtaata- 
spoorwai- Maatachappjj den eerwaardlgna KrQs- 
aard vanaf ds areas bed aaniebedea.

't Viel dan ook nooUQk, do breedfeeebeadarde 
BMtalto dadoiyk ia 't oo< te kru*on, maar tock» 
by stond aan om dor perUerretaea, aaadasbUt 
luisteroods near bet paalmgesasg. dal do sangers* 
acharo, onder lolding vaa Richard Hol, plocbi» 
statfg onder 1 reims geweU dor ovarkapping 
deed rnisebee. Da Preeidant verllot daa ook niet 
dee waggon, voordat bat ,A»w* bat einde vaa 
dose ovea insiga ate godidJenallgs bogrootlng 
had afgekoadigd.

Oeduresdo de gsbsato nltvoertag stond de 
eudo mas slootaboetds on bQ gat vôôr hot per* 
ron to beueden, ess daakbaar m goedkenrond 
knlkjo aan ds dames en heeroa, die aQs hart 
met het singea ooms gowgde regatea baddea 
verkwlkt. BQ ** variates van 'tr|tnlg gataldds 
dr. Leyds bet Staateboofd, dis sich gekleed had 
la osa polsjas. NanwelQks was sgs gelaal met 
steers nl id ruk Un g aient bear of ms dondorond 
boor» vervnldo do gabMle rulmte aa hoi Jeve 
Kruger* kiosk ha a links on rechta tad» corn 
op »yn gang sear do olroUe hofaaien, waar een 
ionnstooi voor don bejaardoa Boerensoos gereed 
acond, waarvaa do Prseldenl echter geeagabraik 
maakte, daar hQ gedureode den ganoebea tQd 
der begroeting do vereehlllonde redevoertagM ia 
Olnkst etaanao handing aan boor de.

in de saai was b»t el roi, soodai ook mol 
ta beg rip vaa sQn govolg een nauwe kring random 
don Prenldoai werd getrokken. Dearin worden 
nog opgemerkt prêt. Van Hamel, de koogg». 
loerde vertoiker van *e Proeldenta weoreoa M 
gadachten op »Qn Mgelocht door FraakrQk| 
laden on beetaurdere dor Haagecho Z. ▲. 
de kolenei-plaatMigke oomtnaedaal m oaalge 
ofâeleree, do preaidcnt van den lloogM Raad, 
dr. Mailer, de VrQstaatMbe gênant, en».

Hoi caret word de Preside at, die de beers* 
dr. Leyds en Welmareas in sQs oomiddeHgka 
nab*betd bad, toogeeprokon door don Barg.% 
meoeter, staaade aaa bet boetd vaa don b|Jnt 
vollalhgon Gomeeataraad, met de volgende redit

MQabeor do Preeldeat der Znld ▲trlknan- 
•ebe ftopukll»!, Hoog-Edele Heer I

Nonene den GemMeteraad vaa ‘e-Gravenhagm 
namone de gehoolo Haagacho bevolking, hob IB 
do nor, U wolkom to beoton op dose pleats.

Gy west, sen doo grand vaa gebeel ana ▼». 
dor land, bysoador aaa dien vaa 'o-Gravenhago, 
zya groote gwchledknndlgo heriBasrtagea vor- 
bonden.

Ligt bet daaraan, of ligt hot mb do Btamver- 
wantschap vaa Uw volk m van oen velk, dal 
mo groote sympathie bier overal la dee lands 
»»ch heeft vortoond? Ik weet het slot, maar tk 
kaa U wel varukerea, dal ta dose gemaeate 
aller barton hebben rebloeld by 'I veroemea 
vm do Tampon, dloUw volk hebben getreffon,

▲an doMn bodom ayn groote goachiodknndigo 
berinnsringon verboodoa en ik bld U, wanneer 
een der eeretvolgendo dagen degologenbeld sich 
voordoot, wend daa Uw sebrsdoa naar hot voor* 
malig verbiyf van mm r-adhoodera Daar kan 
de bodom, waarop gy gaat, bg olken voetetap 
U verkondlgen, boo dikwyis op desolfde plMU 
do groois ZwQgor on Zyn Doorlechtlgo Bonen 
eon suebt hebaen geelaakt, toon boa tend in 
oven meetly to emetandigheid verkoerde ala than» 
bet Una Moge die herinoering mb dangrooten 
Zwygor en Zyn groote cones, Manrits on Fro- 
dsriz Hendrik, U bemoodigen 00 U nienws 
kr acta ton ocbenkM. Eo moge desolfde V 00 rale- 
nigh «Id, die hunnM Otryd tot see seo geiukzlg 
einde beeft geleid, ook Uwe rote tot Maa go* 
lokklgo nitkoaut wooden, Uw volk ton Mgon, 
dor uiouacntioid tot mt.

'o Burgcmoeetera «roorden maakton biykbaar 
dlepes iodruk op doe belangMoilMd toelnlsto* 
reedea Kruger on voadM weerklank ta do hnrtM 
van allo boordore.

▲Is consul generaal der Zustorrepabllok sprak 
dr. Muller ooalge woorden van sympathie voor 
den President ea cgn volk.

Do toespraak van dr. Blink word berhanldoiyk 
onderbroken door bravo'e, a. a daar, waar b| 
gewaagde vao do baatsuoht on overnacht, van 
do trouwe hulp van President Steyn on von de 
aaobledtng van *t oorlogeaohlp doer EL M. do 
Konlngln. In»ndorheid by do vermelding va* 
dit feit ecboen mb *1 gejulsb geon blade to 
kemea on word noffs met de Mkdoskeu geswaald.

De boer Blink bood an *t nltaprokon synet 
rode Bamene het brat uur en do geueelo Z.-A. 
Vereeniging In Den Haag bm adres vaa hulde 
den PrMid sat ut.

De bow Kroger gaf ne to konnen, dat hfi 
ook *1 eon en sndor wlide Mggan. Daartoe ovm 
gMnde, maakte tag 1» do cerate piMlc syn 
exenna HQ had noelt een eeboei gehad, weinig 
MdcrwQe genoton en ken dun niet het end er
ecbold wetsn,ct een lidwoord muaoiykefvroswC' 
Ifik waa. Hy m dos gewooB aprekes. Ik »4 
dot ongoleetd — voogde hQ crean too — maar 
ben geboel ongelettord. (Gaiock)

In de eorsito plaats dan botulgdo kg «go kar> 
tel g ken dank voor do in do toceprakoa opgC 
wckte herlnnwingon en deaanrsboden adroeaen.

Maar vooral wm by Holland tea acerate dank* 
bear, omdat in dat lead do saken dor Republic* 
de ernetUato verdedlgero bebbee ge^ondob.

Op tgn elgonaardlge wg»o giag bg en nan hot 
veraalen omtrent nee etand vaa mXob.

Wm ia aeM oogoabiltkrn de str yd borinntrd, 
dien Nederland 80 jaren 1 ear in hot Mang van 
de rechtvMrdigboid had geveord, tech was er 
ayna incisas, mb greet onderochold I» toestan* 
den, in coever do i-K. Republieken ta deg 
togenweerdicoB oorlog eon kiadjo waron togon- 
ovor mb greets mogoadboid.

Hg voardo agao godachtan tong BMr dou 
MJd nt Jameooa’e rooftoebt, waarin ». i. do klotg 
ligt voor hot Bonder do miaote roden aan 41 
Ropuhliekeo Mtnomen van hear vryboto, her 
tanordo boo bm Bm won&eb van Engeland lb 
nake bet atom rectal mu de vroeacdeliagoe wm 
voldMa, maar dat nlettegenotaaado agaoraydg 
aan Saliabery de vrede was voorgeeteld, Earoo 
land van don Mavaag af Bilging vm du vaste 
mooning, dal do Repnbllekon moeetM wordM 
oitgorootd on sg nln aoifnCMdig velk niet moch- 
icn bootM».

Voor hem, PreeldMl, wm 1 iuMalgk geblo- 
kM, dal hot boelnlt, om nM alloon do 
2. ▲. Ropubliok, bust ook denOrMjo-Vryetaat 
te doen vallon, rende vecraf beraamd waa Teen 
reodo wm besloten, dat ay vorniettad aoudon «or- 
dea. En ouder die ometondigboden koodoo w| 
niet andere toon daa oom gronaon be» 
letton, M Kruger drnkte crop, dat hot torug- 
trokkon vm de troepen eon 00 mogolgk bold waa 
Zg gavon aiota ever In do bondes Gods on in 
str|del tot hot uit ore to, al wioten sg, dat do 
twee klomo RopubliokM eton doe togenovor drto 
meal booderddnlsoad man. Do Preet deni Mg b let 
niet In hot work van do etaatoliodou dor Repu* 
bileken mam Godo wark sc vorbongdg gtoh ovw
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DE 00RL06 UI ZUID-AFKIKA.

Het is op een zeer bewogen oogenblik, 
dat ik bier het woord neem, zeide Lord 
Salisbury gistermiddag op een vergadering 
der conservatieven, en dubbel ernstig 
klinkt een dergelijke zinsnede, al* zij gemt 
wordt door een eersten minister van En
geland, een man, die ailes van den politie- 
ken toestand afweet, die inzage krijgt van 
stukken, waarvan aan bet groote publiek 
slechts de brokjes worden toegeworpen.

De Engelsche per* is ook overtuigd, dat 
Engeland een zeer bewogen tijd door- 
maakt, en het Engelsche volk begint zoo 
langzamerhand eveneens in te Zien, dat de 
toestand, waarin het gebracht is door de 
tegenwoordige regeering, die, opgestookt 
door intrigeerende kapitalisten, den oorlog 
aan de Z-uid-Afrikaansche repubiieken op- 
drong, ben in een maalstroom heeft ge- 
voerd. -

En terwijl England’s bevolking zoo 
langzaam aan in gaat zien, dat zij in een 
eindeloozen, onrechtvaardigen, voor haar 
vemietigenden strijd is gesleept, heerscht 
in onze stad vreugde. Het is ons heden 
een werkelijke behoefte uiting te geven 
aan de gevoelens, die ons bezielen, nu de 
man, de groote Oom Paul, de oude voor- 
trekker, hij, die jaren achtereen ailes deed, 
wat in zijn vennogen was om de belangen 
van zijn mtdeburgers te behartigen, die 
ondanks rijn hoogen leeftijd nog naar 
Europa komt, om een poging te wagen de 
mogendheden te overtuigen van het on 
recht, den beiden repubiieken aangedaan, 
in ons midden vertoeft

Evenals in Frankrijk, in België, in 
Duitschland, het kleine gedeelte, waar de 
President slechts kon vertoeven, is hem 
hier te lande op geestdriftge wijze hulde 
gebracht door aille standen en rangen. In 
hem wordt gehuldigd het dappere Boeren- 
volk van de Zuid-Afrikaansche Republiek 
en van den Oranje-Vrijstaat en de bond- 
genooten uit ixatal en de Kaapkolonie. 
Hem wordt eerbiedig, ja bijna plechtig 
hukle gebracht als de verpersoonlijking 
dezer stamgenooten, die jaren reeds met 
een wangunstig 00g werden aangekeken 
door den machtigen Britschen leeuw, die 
op roof belust, ook eindelijk zijn klauwen 
sloeg in de Zuid-Afrikaansche repubiieken.

Maar hoe diep de klauwen zich ook in- 
gegroefd hebben, het is den Britschen 
leeuw niet mogen gelukken de hartader 
te treffen. Nog steeds rijn de twee dap
pere, kleine Boerenstaten in leven, nog 
steeds wordt de strijd fel voortgezet. En 
— de kans op een uiteindelijke zegepraal 
deç Boeren-strijders wordt steeds grooter. 
Zware verliezen, vooral zwaar voor een be
volking, die nader aan elkander verbonden 
is, dan anderen, zijn er geleden. Geheele 
huisgezinnen zijn uitgeroeid door het 
moordend lood en de ruwheid der soldaten. 
Huis aan huis is verwoest, omdat de eige- 
naar zijn haardstede verdedigde en voor 
zijn recht opkwam. geheele streken zijn 
geplunderd en verbrand en teruggebracht 
tot den staat, waarin zij verkeerden, toen 
de oude voortrekkers het eerst over de 
moeilijk begaanbare Drakensbergen de 
Transvaal binnentrokken, waar zij einde
lijk meenden zich rustig te kunnen neêr- 
zetten. Men behoeft slechts de brieven tc 
lezen van soldaten, die den tocht van ge- 
neraal French van Pretoria naar Barber
ton medemaakten, om rich een denkbeeM 
te maken van de verwoesting in Zuid- 
Afrika, door de Engelsche troepen aange- 
richt Daarin wordt gezegd, dat langs den 
geheelen weg — een goede tweehonderd 
Engelsche mijlen lang — allé Boerenhoe 
ven verbrand werden en aile voorraad, 
vee, en wat er anders werd gevonden, werd 
buitgemaakt.

Is het dan nog te verwonderen, dat met 
meer dan menschelijke kracht de strijd 
wordt voortgezet, dat vele weifelaars rich 
weêr bij de commando’s voegen, dat de 
kolonisten aan de Kaap en de bewoners 
van Natal zich bij hun breeders scharen, 
om te vechten totdat de onafhankelijkhei 
verkregen is, of totdat de laatste Boer ge- 
Rneuveld is ?

En Engeland begint dit in te zien. Hoe 
langer hoe grooter, al is het ook langzaam, 
wordt de strooming tegen dezen wreeden 
strijd. Hoe langer hoe meer begint men 
overtuigd te worden, met alleen van het 
onrechtvaardige, maar ook van het nutte- 
looze, van het hopelooze van den oorlog. 
Van het dankgebed voor de overwinning 
— die geen overwinning is — is reeds af- 
gezien. Eerst wilde men in Londen nog 
een dankgebed voor Lord Roberts per- 
soonlijk houden, maar ook dit zal niet 
plaats hebben.

Er is ook geen reden om te danken, ter- 
wtjl dagelijks zoovele slachtoffers van hun 
plicht vallen of door gevangenschap ont- 
eerd worden, terwijl daarginds in het Zui-

zijn land aan Europa's beste burgers komt 
vragen, om alzoo samen te werken met 

1 zijn ambtgenoot, die vecht
Zie, toen vanmorgen de dag aanbrak, 

loeide cue storm en blies de regen in het 
gezicht van hen, die rich naar het Cen- 
traal-station opmaakten om den grooten 
pelgrim te verwelkomen. Alles scheen te 
wijzen op een dag van groote triestheid...

Maar de wolken rijn vaneengescheurd en 
de zon is doorgebroken. De weldadige zon, 
die verkwikt en zoo spoedig het slechte 
weer van kort te voren doet vergeten.

Dat zij het symbool van Afrika’s toe- 
komst. Och, dat die mannen met hun on- 
wrikbaar geloof niet tevergeefs -zullen ge- 
tuigd hebben s De Heer heeft genomen, 
de Heer heeft gegeven, de naam des Hee- 
ren zij geloofdl

Er is zooveel geleden — kome er weldra 
het tijdperk van verblijderi!

Ds aederlaag van Gsnsraal Cis 
meats on do Eugolscho pern 
Do Sami Jamm GautU segt, sprekendo 

over de aederlaag van generaal Clementi : 
„Hoo komt hot, dat de generaal Diet beter 
wist boovoel munitie sijn troepen haddea ? 
Zulke capitularies all by Magaiieeberg syn 
an al moor voorgekumen oa steeds beet het 
dat er gebrok aaa munitie wail Hoe is 
bet vorder mogelijk, dat moa bUUO Boeren 
vlakby niet bomorktf Van do Boeren 
boort men nooit, dat Bij bij bootbs! man 
togelijk oapitoieoron uit gebrok aan ammo- 
nitio !"

Gerechtvaardigde vragen stelt do Engelocbe 
pete soo na on dan. .

De tijdingen van het oorlogsterrein zijn 
weer vrij schaarsch. Generaal De Wet, die 
met een woeste charge zich door de vi jan 
delijke liniën wist been te slaan, schijnt 
op het oogenblik niet bedreigd te worden 
door zijn achtervolgers. Binnen weinige 
dagen zullen de overige Boeren zich wel 
weer bij hem hebben gevoegd, indien er 
temninste voor hen geen andere plannen 
zijn gemaakt Van De la Rey zwijgt de 
kabel eveneens ; van Botha en de overige 
commando’s in het Noordoosten en Oosten 
geen nieuws.

Als vermakelijk staaltje van Engelscne 
nonchalance, die reeds zoo vaak in dezen 
oorlog is gebleken, diene het volgende be
richt uit Pretoria aan de „Daily Mail” 
als het tenminste waar is —. Verleden 
kwam aan het licht — zegt de correspcti- 
dent van de „Daily Mail”, naar aanleiaing 
van de gevechten in de Magaliesbergen — 
dat allé telegrammen van Paget door Le 
la Rey werden ontvangen, omdat de genie 
vergeten had achter zich den telegraafdraad 
door te snijden. De la Rey ontving hier- 
door dagelijks berichten, waarin hem werd 
medegedeeld, wat er gebeuren zou.

Nabij Heidelberg traden de Boeren zeer 
stoutmoedig op en verzekerden zij zich 
van een aantal paardep, vee en proviand.

Dat de Boeren in khaki gekleed zijn, 
wordt door enkele Engelsche couranten 
afgekeurd. De militaire medewerker van de 
. Westminster” vindt het zoo erg niet en 
terecht Hij keurt het alleen af, dat solda- 
ten, die zeer goed weten, dat de Boeren in 
den laatsten tijd in khaki gekleed zijn, 
zich laten verschalken. Het mag met ge
beuren, dat vriend of vij'and binnen een 
halve mijl van de voorposten komt van 
een troepenmacht van yierhonderd man.

Wat het opraken der ammunitie betreft, 
— zegt dezelfde officier — het is moge
lijk, dat de reserve-voorraad rich bij de 
hoofdmacht bevond, maar zelfs dan nog 
had ieder man ioo tot 150 patronen Lij 
zich en deze hoeveelheid, als zij oordeel- 
kundig wordt aangewend, zal goede resul- 
taten geven. Het lijkt er erg op, dat onze 
troepen, als zij verrast worden, steeds m 
het wilde blijven schieten. De moraal is, 
dat wij van onze soldaten betere schutters 
moeten maken.

Pros id ont Krugor on do Ci»*l
Volgens goruchton te Brussel uit Don 

Haag ontvangen, sal do President den Casar 
to bisza ontmoeten on kan men oon nieuwe 
ovatie van het Franscho volk aan do Boeren 
vorwachten. De Parijscho Boeroncommissie 
io reeds van hot oen on under op dohoogto 
gesteld.

Gemengue Mededeelingen.
De staking der dokwerkers 

te Antwerpen. Tot voor twee jaar 
was men er, ondanks allé krachtige pogui- 
gen daartoe aangewend, niet in geslaa^u 
de arbeiders aan de havenwerken te Ant
werpen tot een bond te vereenigen. Ein- 
delijk is dit gelukt en nu ontstonden er 
kort na elkaar twee machtige organisaties, 
een neutrale en een sociaal-democratisciie

Het is bekend, dat zulke vereenigingen 
in Vlaanderen en Nederland spoedig een 
bijnaam krijgen en zoo beet in den volks- 
mond de neutrale werkliedenvereeniging, 
naar haar insigne, den Knopkensbond en 
de socialistische den Bruiskenboni Boven- 
dien zijn er nog onbeduidenae liberale en 
clericale vereenigingen, de ..Help u zelve” 
en de „Vrede”. Ongeveer een jaar geleden 
stelden deze groote vereenigingen aan de 
reeders den eisch het loon voor nacht-, 
Zondag- en feestdagen-arbeiu te verdub- 
belen. Door oneenigheid kwam men echter 
tot geen resultaat

Nu echter hebben ze zich aaneengeslo- 
ten cn vragen 50% loonsverhooging voor 
nacht- en Zondagsarbeid. De nachtarbeid 
moet dan ’s winters om 6 uur in plaats van 
5 uur en's zomers om 8 uur in plaats van 
7 uur beginnen. De «rbeiders, die rich ni w. 
bij deze regeling neerleggen, wrorden zoo- 
wel van den nacht- als van den dagarbeid 
uitgesloten. De reeders waren zich natuur- 
lijk wel bewust, dat een volharden bij dit 
besluit den strijd in de haven ten gevolge 
zou hebben, maar zij schijnen zeker van 
hun zaak en voor dezen strijd niet be- 
vreesd te zijn.

Doch ook de arbeiders zijn vol vertrou- 
wen, wat den afloop bet re ft Zonder parti j- 
onderscheid staan zij vast aaneengcsloten 
naast elkaar. In hun manifest spreken zij 
openlijk uit aat zij met het status quo te- 
vreden zouden geweest zijn. Van de 65 in 
aanmerking komende firma’s hebben 61 
de loonsverlaging uij bedreiging tot uit- 
sluiting aangenomen. *

Zij - zijn naar het voorbeeld, door de 
Hamburger reeders bij œ laatste staking 
gegeven, overeengekomen in geval van

Aldus de „Westminster”-specialiteit De I overtreding aer overeenkomst, hooge straf-
moraal komt wel wat laat, evenals die van 
meer bereden troepen.

M•naoh 11ovendho1d van ton 
. Engelschen gonoraaL

Do Star drakt met groote letters oen sf- 
koDdiging van don majoor-generaal Bruce 
Hamilton af:

„De stad Vensterburg le sonder voorraad 
on deolo verbrand. Do boeven in den om- 
trek sijn verwoest door do voeivuldige aan* 
vallen in do bnart van den spoorweg11

„De vrouwon on Ho kindoren der Boeren 
sijn verlaten on sullen voedsel moeten gaan 
vragon aan de Boeren-commandanten, dio 
hen moeten voeden, indien sjj so Diet van 
bouger wlllen rien omkomen Goon toevoor 
naar do stad sal langs den «poorweg go- 
ocbiedon." .

, „ „BRnCK HAMILTON.
1 Nov. 1900. Major-General"
De Star voogt ar dan de opmorklng bit 

dat bet geon Turkecbo. maar een Engelsche 
proclamalie io on leert ons Uvens dot de 
troepen van generaal Brabant, do Brabantio- 
tors heeton, wogons hunne boruohw ban, 
dollngon.

Ds Franschs couranten publlceersn 
m rkwaardigs Btatiitisken, " 'V olgens

seer

fen te stellen. Vrijdag heeft een delegatie
der Antwerpsche reeders met directeuren 
van Duitsche scheepvaartvereenigingen, 
Duitsche reecers en kooplieden te Keulen 
een conferentie gehouden, waar voldoende 
voorzorgsmaatregelen waren genomen in 
geval van verbreking der overeenkomst

Als gerucht deelt men mede, dat uit 
Duitschland honderden arbeiders verwacht 
worden. Men voorziet conflicten tusschen 
uitgeslotenen en stakers en het zou niet te 
verwonderen zijn, als het oaarbij tot bloed- 
vergieten kwam. 20,000 arbeiders zijn nu 
buiten werk gesteld en elk van hen moet 
de overtuiging heooen, aat hem bitter 00- 
recht wordt aangedaan. ’

De burgemeester van Antwerpen, de 
heer Van Rijswijk, heeft reeds een* procla
matie uitgevaardigd, waarin hij zegt, dat 
den arbeider even goed het recht tot sta- 
ken als het recht tot werken moet toe- 
gestaan worden en dat het zij*n plicht is dit 
recht te beschermen. De burgerwacht is 
onder de wapenen geroepen en ue militai- 
ren zijn in ue kazemes geconsigneerd.

Ken telegram to I onden ontvangen, meldt 
dat eon ver»chrikkeiyke brand gisteren 
avond Is ultgebroken to Broadway. Do 
hoofditraat der stad on vole groote maga-

. md ■ synen b^o verwoest.
Kaapsch-Hollandacb blad, bedroegen de — EngelaBd en PôrtngaL De 
Boeren-verllezen »lechte ' &5 man. ProiMnor beleefdheden onlanfs tUMChen Engeland en 
MoleDgraatf, die tbnne w«er in AmBterdam Portugal gewFseld, hebben de Rnsrieche
is, stelt hat totaal verliw dvr Bosrsn op b 168 polllieks pars ten seerate ontstemd, omdat 
an Presidsut Kruger heeft officleel verklaard rij 1» de Anglo-Portugee^che detnoD«tr*tiei
dat bet 1200 bedraagU Indien men die eijfers MQ tegenbanper van de FYanBch Rus-dsche 
met de «lUK/1 man Engelsche verlieua ver- sympathie sleL De Bpanjaarden moeten 
gelgkt, dan beboett men geta verdere oon- noedukelijk wrok koestsren tegen Engeland 
clnsle te trekken. Da den oorlog met Amerika en eij zullen

Do Spanjaarden moeten

na den oorlog met Amerika on sij zullen
Dio berichten b^u oen doorn In hot oog W®1 om mcreele on materioele redenen 

vende Engelschen diodan ook In bun pert bij Rueland on Erankrijk aanslulten. Rue* 
mooite doen om bot onwaarscbijnlyko dier. land self sou dio toonadoring gaamo rien 
cyfers aan te toonon. Zy reggen, dat men! —Hot Ministorio on do Unis- 
or om moot dec ken, dat de Boeren nooit ' ’ î • • 8 I® C h r i s t i|a n i a. Het Wad Af- 
definitieve gotallen van hunne verllesen na tenpc.i'ten laat op do verhouding van dee 
do varsebiliende slagon hebl en opgegevon. Minister 8teen tot do unio-vrsaa oon nieuw 
Boodat hun veriieton onbekend sijn. CerwyL Hebt vallen, soodat onder do radirolen aw 
do Engelecben nauwkourig alloc vormeldeo.I Nroot® beroer'J,^l21 Btandnunl der

Kinderachtig io do vraag dor Engel.cbon,, »•*• to® uCSÏn m
, , - ... wa« d® œan dor verbonden» ayn. Iden de verwoestmg van twee njken wordt; wanneer er ofiicieel KUO man ge«.aveld to^îlîX D? red -
Voortgezet, zonder mededoogen. j syn, or nog 20JW in hrt veld staan an or tenlandreho Zaken aan to stollen, do ram

Heden komt on* dat ailes met dubbde waren Nel ef men suite ia eon guR- 
Icraclit voor den geest, nu hier vertoeft de j weloa.
President, die de onafhankelijkheid van *.♦

oalen hebben by do laatsto vorkioringon. 
waar voor het eerst algemeen kie-rw ht word
toegepast twoo sstels verlo en Hua leiden 
syn thana bang, dat ay niet don door hen

begeordon Minister van Buitenlandscho Zaken 
sullen knjgen on willen natuuriyk niet 
spoedig de boginaelen banner togenstanders 
hnldigen.

— Eon troonopvolgor in Itallé. 
Te Rome is bekend gemaakt, dat do Konin* 
gin van Italie oen orfgenaam verwacht.

— Het N leu w-200la n d Contin
gent. Lord Kitchener heeft aangevraagd 
om de Meuw-Zoelandera in Zuld-Afrika to 
doen bltjvon tot het oindo van den oorlog. 
Do Regoering etemde too. •

— Sir Godfrey Lagdon, doBritscho 
resident in Basutoland, vertrekt voor good 
naar Engeland.

— De Volunteers of Lumsden's 
H or s e sullen to Calcutta fooetalijk ontvan
gon worden bij hun terugkoer uit Zaid-Afrika 
in hun Indi-mhe garnisoen.

— Uit China. Te Pokingheerscht nog 
groote onsekerbeld. Zolfo bo; midden in do 
stad gelegen arsenaal ia door onbekonden 
aangevalien on vloog in de lucht. Het io 
oen masvief gebouw, dat juiet legenover het 
paleis van Li-Hnng-Tschang ligt. Merk-

Do Engelschen, dio hem gerien hebben, 
moeten intoite begropen hebben, sooalo wy 
het heden begropen, aat by do rota sou shn, 
waarop Albion's oorsucht son afttuiten. Zfl
bogrepon dal dew oenvoudigo man mot syn 
onwrlkbaar gsloof. sya ysorsn wilskraoht 
nlst son aanelen wat by moende, dat good 
on rochtvaardig was.

Bÿ het rien van President Kroger besefTen 
wij, hoe hot Franscho volk in geootdrift kon 
geraken.

Maar schooner huldo dan hem thane op 
deson morgen op ayn doorreis van Den 
Haag naar Amsterdam is gebracht, kan hem 
boswaarlyk aiders gebracht sijn.

Languam reed do troin het station uit, 
maar steeds hield hot gejuich aan, want 
waar wy voorbykwamon overal stonden do 
meuscben to juicbon on to swaaien op de 
hekken. op do scbuiton overal. Do baan- 
wac biers maakton hot saluut. Hunne vrouwen 
swaaidon mot do ooinvlaggon, do klnderou 
mot kleino papieren vlaggoijos. En aan olken 
overweg, aan olko boordery stonden de men- 
ecben aan doa kant goschaard oorbiedig 
groetend.

To Warmond was do gohoolo burger y
waardlg is bet, dat de kaibolieke biaacbop 
reeds lang gewaaroebawd was on bet vorlold .
bad, dat er oon aanalag op bot araenaal ongeveer naar het station getogen om Oom 
boraamd waa. F-ci ~ FLx Ï-Lzl ïctPeul io lien. En even buiten bet station

bo vrodoeonderbandelingen ondervlnden ward een troffende. halde gebracht, Daar 
weer van allo sijdeu vertraging. Volgene do stonden op eon weiland goschaard do eta-

demon van het eominarium en weldra kwamlaatste telagrammsn eischt do Engelsche 
gérant varan dering van een punt der ge- 
meenschappehjke nota, dat do andero ge- 
santen juist voor belangrijk boudon. Mon 
moot [due wear naar do verschilleude regee
ringen telegrafeeren om nieuwe inatructioo.

— Hot vergaan van do „G no io e-
nan". De beor Polanco heeft in den wnaat -Q ruw 0TWrwejdiger, vooral eene machligô 
^ ^“nwhe matrozcngoroeind.diegetracbt o„üo wofdeQ brachu reiaBcb. 
hanhan ria llntfaanara ta varirian a-m aialria . . . T .....

hierop de Sleutolstad in het gosicht, 
Te Leiden.

Hot was to vorwachten, dat hier in dese 
stad dio sulk eon roemrÿk vorleden heeft 
in onze geacbiedenia, waar oveneens is 
streden met heldenmood logon eon macbtig

hebben de Duitecbere te redden en etelde. ... ■ tigo menigte Blond voor do afsluitboomouoen motio voor, waarby do rageermg vor-j u jaicll„B.Il u wai„B. D. miUi*iren, die 
soebt word bare govoolons van deolnomlng denJw hadd.Q brBchien het wdnat. 
aan do Duitscho rageering by do ramp U, Snbeechryfolikon aanblik levordo het 
Malaga to toonon. De ministers besloton ver- f glBtion du pra€Jhti’ ,wgi„d waa Langa den 
volgens oen telegram W sendon on sich by : „U0I hk * ,j w wurtn.schon alierioi 
do bografonis to doen vertepenwoordigen. ipreuken in do landsteal van
- E o n b r i o f y a n . i r Willi a m d.B PrMideni y 

Harcourt Do „Dsilv Mail" geeftoonige de) 
goedkoorende bo-chouwingen over eon brief da 
van sir William Harcourt, den liberalon

Op het perron van hot station warn opge- 
_1_ regelingscommiaaio on ledenderge-

moot to knoaon. Staataprocurenr dr. H. J. 
Coater wae een mijner beate ambtonaren die 
Diet sebroomde het swaard ter hand to ne- - 
mon omdat by wiat dat do saak wsarvaoj 
by ging » try den or eene was van vrheld" 
waarheid en gereohtlgheid.

Toen do trein vorvolgena woder in bowo- 
ging waa geateld on langaaam voortstoomdo, 
word door bet pnbliek hot Transvaaleoho 
volkiiled aangeboren on vordwoon al woi- 
vende an groatondo do gehaldigdo nit bot 
00g, op nionw door gojaich en gojubol ge- 
volgd, waarna oindolyk do manigta eich 
vorapreiddo on ieder woder aan aynegewonf 
work team heden of betigbodon toog.

Op bet in de nabyheid aanwedgo Sobnttora 
veld, ’I «elk gratia waa open geateld, on waa» 
de mnaiak der dd echo tier y do Trane- 
vaahobo en Nationale Uoderen deed hooroa, 
on op bot daarvoor gelegen land, waar tegen 
eene kleino entrée toegang werd vorleend on 
langs *1 welk do trein langsum voortatoomde, 
waa oveneone eene ontolbaro meoigte too- 
Îestroomd, die mode niet in gebrako bleef 

oor ochler oorverdoovond gojnioh on hoorah. 
Groep aan bare onverdaente aympathie oa 

ogaobting uiting to geven.
Door do looriingen van do hoogeto klaeaen 

der obrintelijke acholen word don Prooident 
Dog toegezongon, toen do trein languam 
voorby Bloomde,do alo'.regels van don 27oq 
Paalm: „Waoht op don Heer, GodvrochU 
oohaar, bond mood; HJ U gotrouw, ons

Do Indruk, dien done huldobetuiglng op 
don President gemaakt hoeft, moot on go* 
twijfold buitengewoon geweest syn en sal 
soker oon biyvonde sijn. to waren voie 
mannon, dio oen traan niet konden bo* 
dwingen or waron vrouwen dio wooadonon 
ar was sekor nlemand dio niet diepgeroord 
waa door dit achonwapeL

En overal waar do trein kwam berbaaldoa 
rich deselfdo tooneeleo,overal waren do mon* 
ochen naar ballon geatroomd. Op de perron* 
etond het swart. Do menachon eaten op do 
hekkoa in do telegraafpaloa on op de - 
laegateande wagena To Pioi Gÿaenbrog, to 
Lissa, to Vogelonung, kortom aana lie hallo 
baddon de tnensohen hunne bosighoden oven 
lawn varen, om oen groot to brengen.

, . . , ,, ■ , .... Doemdo voreeniging mot hunne dames on vor-
IRwaden, waarin by <terebniBgenoown,do leden van don gomeonlo-

bewoert, dat de mynen een belangryk aan
doel in do oorlogsoukoeten sullen dragon.

— Natnrellen to Kimberley. 
Fon telegram nil Kimberley bericht dat oen 
ondersoek begonnen is naar bet dooden van

read en bloc met hunnou voorrittor en de ge- 
meeuto eocretario, do godeiogoerden >an oen 
GU-iai vereouigingen van verscbillenden aard 
met hunne baoieren on vaandele, hot etu-

. , . . , , , , doaicnoorpa on do stadoniengaselschappon
oenigo iuboorlmgsn door Engelscho soldaten, mede hunM ^^0 „rdw. aulori.
W ■ M MM M* M a MM * 4 t\X. I M ■■ M _ A M * «4 * *4 • * - -die met de wacht belaat waren in de dia-
mantmÿnen. Waarom sulks gesohieddo is 
nog niet uitgemaakt. .

NIEUWSTII DINGEM.

Présidant Kruger te 
Amsterdam.

De tocht van Praridsnt Kroger nil 
Koninklyks reeidentie Daar de oadeKe* 
stad is geweest een ware segelocht

teiten on eon aantal genoodigdeo.
Toen do trein slilbield en do beroemdo 

Staatsman, die gozoten was in don soogo- 
naaiuden rglaien wagon" der H. 1J. 8. M. 

1 sic bi tm ar word, ging uit bet publiek eon 
oorverdoovond gejuich op, waaraan nobler 
geen einde scheen to komen.

Eindalyk mocni hot der rogaling*oomml>- 
sie gelukken a til to to verkr y gen, waarna door 
oen sangkoor bostaande uit eon 10u-taJ dames 
den president word loegezongon de bekendo 
hymne nil Valerius MGedeock-clanck." „O
11 Mr, die daer dee kernels tente spreyt"

do1 walks eerbewijring den gobukligdo merbaar
. ■ welgevallig bleak.

_ * loen ver volgens de aandoenlijko lofsang
Het was one vergund disn tocht mao te was too etna gebracht on do stillo har*told, 

maken on wy wlllen eerlijk bekonnon. dat nam de Voorsittor vaa don Gomeonteraad 
de workehjkheid in alio opsiebten onze F. Was het woord en riebtto tot Paul 

' ' * Kruger de volgendo toospraak :stoutalo verwachtingen heeft overtrotlen.
Hot vertrek nit Den Haag. '

Het vertrek bad hedenochtend ten om- 
streeks half 10 ure per Hollandsche spoor 
plaats onder belangetelling-beioon van eenige

Mynheer de Staauprosident dor Znld- 
Atrikaanache Republies. Hoogedsle Heer, 

De ganache bovolking vaa Leiden, mot don 
Gamee»teraad on hot afdMliagabostuar dor Nod. 
Zuid-Atnkaanecbo vaioentging aan het hoofd, 
maakt vau dit korto oogenblik dankbaar geormk 
om UH.Ed. to braugen boar eerbiedlge huldo, 
haar vurlga bowondaring, haar Innlgedeolnemtng. 
Hulda aan de volharduig, bewondering van don 
hoidonmot-d, deeinemiag In het lead tan J on 
Uw dapper volk in don stxyd voor vryheld on 
ODafbaukelykheid.

Ono volk feen van stem, één tn taal met hot 
Uwo had eenmaal ale Uw volk thana dien wor- 
atolstryd to vooren. Godo zQ dank Neeriando 
volk otrood onder Willem don Zwyuor, dien het 
vereerdo als den Vader dea VaderUude. Hell Uw 
volk on dat van den Oranje Vry st sei, dio onder 
Kruger e« Steyn ■ try den voor hot behoud van 
hue s>TfaUndig volksbeetaan. Onder sulkovoor- 
trofToiyko loidlcg kan oen volk van heldon nooit 
ten oudergaan. (Dtmderevd applaud Moor dun 8 
oouwen geleden nam ook ons volk deelaandon 
atryd voor viyheld on onathankolUkheid.

Tot loon voor meed on tronw ochonk Willem 
van Oranje haar de boogeaohool, nog altyd Lo1- 
dene gLrle. Eon barer odeloto son en Hot voor 
Uw Vaderland hot le ven, Mr- Horman Jacob 
Coster, moo do bomlndo president van bet 
Loi dacha Studantenoorpa, van dat self do corps 
dat U In '84 noodigdo tot Uw onvergetelyk be-

honderden die rich gedeeltelijk op het voor- 
plein van bet station, deels op bet perron 
tegenover de Konlnklÿko waebtkamer bad-, 
den veroenigd.

Van het ststionsgebouw wapperde do 
Nederlandscbe driekleor.

In gesloteu njtuig begaf de President sich 
van bot „Hoiel dee Indes" nsar bot etation. 
waar hij, in den salon van H. M. de Koningin 
word ontvangen door den heer Nierstrass, 
chef der oxpioltatie, on Van Iterson, chef 
van tractio en materieel dor H. 1J 8 M •

De President werd tot aan den trein bege- : 
leid door de boeren Van Boeechoten, gesant- 
Bohapsraad der Zuid-Afrik Republiek, en 
CanneoL vice-consul der Republiek 1

Behalvo do gisteren reeds genoemde boeren 
word de President bij syn bezoek aan den 
hoofdstad oog vergoseld door dr. Heymans j 
eu door oenigo to Amsterdam vertoevendo : 
hoof dam btenaren. j

Toen de President bet hem door de H. IJ. j 
S. M. aangeboden salonrijlulg besteeg, ging 
een krachtig hoera op ull do menigte op het H(J rtl,rf „„ In
tegenovergosieldo perron ; welke sympathie- d„ ,trBd voor Afriso. Burgers eu student» 
botuiging door Kroger werd beantwoord met i vereersn sQn nagedachtenle, betreuren hun 
vriendolyko handgroeton. Hy bleef oenigo ; viMgeren medeburger doch Mines de heilige 
oogenblikken op het balcon van het salon- i mbX, wbstmu hg syn laveu gal, dll amartelgk 
ryluig rich aan de belangalollenden vertoonen. ! offer waard.

Het beambtenpersonnel van den trein droeg Willem do Zwjjgsr voor obb land eon-
Btrikjos in do kleuren der K.-Afrik. Republ. ■“* w“- ,•«» «J» ®w

Gelukkig werden do regenwolkon, dio M*d. ^-Atrik. Vereeniging
u.j— . _ i:    biedt U daarom tot aandenken hoi portrot san hedenmorgen toen wij Amsterdam verlieten TBB dtB yBdtr dw Vadarlanda vaa Willem den 
bat org«to deden vreesen, tegen negen nur: zwyger. (Hierna blsdt prot. Dr. M, J. de Goeja, 
weggavaagd on toen de President om kwart । voorsiiter d N. Z.-Afr!k. Vereeniging afd. Leiden, 
over negenen In dan Haag naar den extra- hel portret asn). Toon dit aan uw Volk, wan
trein, dio ait eon salonrijtaig en drie gewono neer gy tn Z^-Afriks suit syn teruggekeerd. 
10 klaase rytuigen bestond, werd geleid; waa | Wye uw Volk op da beteekeala van Hem, die 
er gelukkig weder oen stukjo blauwa bemel I T°®.r on* •®Bg w“ud®Jt®1>d®r1Jnlt n??d' I. Ed, dl. bl»., b.md ji.nd.F—ldmt « *« E."
1» bij». I.d«. d., ... K |
sebouwt on dio bier vooral in desen tyd . I

was vool werk gemaakt van do ontvangst 
Roods van verra sagen wij do driekleor van 
do 8L Bavo wapperen. De balkons san do 
buisen, dio langs den spoorweg staan waron 
vorsierd on dicht beset mol mannon, vrouwen 
on kinderen, allen getooid mot do Trans* 
vaalscho kleuron In do tuioon on op achat* 
tin gen wappordo do driekleor oa ook indo 
Btraten sagen wy veto vlaggao.

Hoi station was doeimatlg afgeoot on mon 
kon rien, dat bier strong was vsslgshondea 
aan het oon°igno om Diemaud souder kaari 5 
toe te laten. Ook biot waron velo veroeui* 
gingen met banieren aanwerig.

Do bargomoeater J hr. J. W. G. Boroel van 
Hogolanden on pro/iw or Moller, voorsittor 
van do afdeellng Haarlem van de Zuid- 
Afrikaansche Vereeniging sprakon don Pro* 
rident toe, die in don selfden gooet als to - 
Leiden antwoordda

Prof. Muller seido:
HoogEdele Heer!

Op de conferentie te Bloemfontijn, drie IsA. 
geleden, is door U waarheid gezegd: ,,Wy 
TOggen recht is macht, en die beweert dat 
macht recht is, die bezield niet den geest 
van den antichrist.”

Engeland is macbtig, waar Uw vdk, dat 
strijdt om het recht, kan rekenen op de huif 
van den Hoogsten Rechter: Godl

Wie zou dan wanhopen, daar voor vrijLei* 
en recht de wapenen worden opgevat?

Neen — Uw volk, door iijden gelouterd, zal 
krach tiger dan ooit uit den smeltkroes te voor- 
schijn treden I

HoogEdeie Heer I Gij hebt in den laatsten 
tijd het psalm woo rd leer en verstaaM: , .Vest 
op prjnsen geen vertrouweu.*- Wij beginnen 

te geloovdn, dat tusschenkomst tusschen Uw 
volk en het Engelsche evenveel kwaad ris goed 
zou kunnen doen, tenzij dat de onafhsnkelijk* 
heid dhr Zuid-Afrikaansche Repubiieken ge- 

waarborgd words. Maar waar dit twjjfeiachttg 
moet gesteld worden daar roepea wy in Uwe® 
persoon Uw gansche volk toe: ,,Stri)d voort, ; 
krachtige hdden I Strijdt on bidt: God van den 
Hem el zal Uw Helper rijn eu Hh sal recht 
doen!”

Doot ds afdeellng Haarlem vaa „Pa!ri* 
monlum" werd mu foto vaa haar vaandel 
ovsrhandigd met het volgende opechrift: 7

Wacht op den Heers, Zjjt sterk on Hg 
ml Uw hart versterkou, ia wacht op den 
llMre. De Seera der Heirscharen sy met 
U, do God van Jaoob b|J a oen hoog vor* 
trok. Steeds sal Patrimoniam bidden tot ' 
den God dee Recbts, opdat hij Transvaal 
on Oranje Vrystaat recht doe wodervaron ea 
Zyns naam vorheoriykt words on hot volk 
on sijne Presidenten hunne onafbsnkelÿk- 
bold blijven behoudon. Nadat eenige bloem*- 
kransen waren aangebodsn, sotte do treia 
rich onder hot gejuich on do tenon van het 
volkeliod in bowoging. «

Tot aaa bet 8 paar no waa hoi 6én bulde-^ 
betuiglng on selfs van hat water blevsn de> 
toejaichingen niet achterwega, want vole vaar* 
tuigen on schuiten waren geon liggon by do - 
Bpoorwegbrug.

Nog lang bieof do drioklour vaa de SL ; 
Bavo in bet geriobt lostlg wapperoade alo : 
het Bynibool van vrtihrid on reohU

_ ____ ai____weorta* Mb ;

wn aardige aanblik- Do werklieden baddon 
«fell in groopon voreenigd, waarvan een ge

.. . . stenterd was op eon locomotiof, oen andere
, .. , Daarna bad als vorder buidoboUx» plaats iop WB»one ens, weardoor oen typiooh geheel \

’•fb<>riien Wyft achior bot reeds vermelds eanbiedin* van het pot- w#rd verkregen. En do mannon in hunne
wolkeniloers. * j TL ^V’il“mdZn"zw<jgM«a Kroger, den j

Doch het kills, nevolachtlgo land heeft roo/ rnjbeid on onsfbankelykheid
getoond, warms harten to besitton, barton, m *Taa MO ootzagiyk aantal kransen on 
dio weion boot lo achten mood on levena- ^jpemgeecbenken.
kracht, barton dio we en lief te hebben de i president antwoorddo bot Yolgondo: 
vryhoid on onafhaokeiijkheid, harten dio| J/ynAcer dt BurgtmM»ter\ .
weten luide uit *® ’K^JL^Se'nBtiM, dio| WU aan do bargory m jn dank ultsproken 

vV^ h«‘®lü*® ontv.ngSt ovonals ik _
U Idel in den menech. in een voik la < bel geheele Nederlandwho volk dank voor voorsi on waren.

kn\an wien zouden sy hiervan betor kun- ’ do sympathie, myn volk on mij betoond. Toon Halfweg gepssseerd waa, wear even- 
nen reiuigen dan aan President Kroger, don Boidon hebben gestrodon oen etrÿd voor do । ate to Slolerdijk bet niet aan boera'o on go* 

। erooten vader vaa het TraoBvaalscho voder- onsf bankelykheid Maar or Is eeu groot juich ontbrak, kwam do An «tel* tad lang- 
I land. Wÿ hebben bom gerien den man, onderscbeid in den otryd van beide landon, Samarkand in bet oog. Als eoaorensacbtigo
Biaando in hot portier. Wÿ hebben gerien en dit la dal wy afgeeneden van do buiten * *
het onorgieke gelaat, do stoere forsebe ge-talte, wereld den vyand do wapenen moeten af- 
waarop do ouderdom goon vat echini to nomen om to kunnen blijven doorvoobton 
hebben, solk eon kracht gsat alleen nit van i En wanneer het tot dusver gelukt is, dan 
sÿne vorschÿning. En wannoor bij epreokt^le dat nie» alleen too to echryron aan do 
mot korto armbeweging s|jn woord kraebt dapporheid van onze monichon, maar vooral 
bijsettond, dan kunnen wy bogrypro den aan God. God belpt door syn mirakelen 
haat dio in Engeland tegen deson gryt aard dat kleine klompjo menechen. ED Ik sal dan 
Is opgowoki. | don Hoero bl y ven emooken ona vorder lego-

blauwe kielen mot hun door arbeid swart 
ge word on handsn riepen Juicbend hoera-

En dose hosra’s moeten vooral den presi
dent welkom syn geweest omdat de kameraden 
van dose mannen voornamelijk door bun 
arbeid to Pretoria in de werkplaat>en er 
voor gesorgd hebben dat decommando’o van 
am tn 11 ni tie on voidoondo bruikbaar geschut

waaier ontplooide sy rich voor onsen blik. 
En toon sagen wij. dat van de torons van 
do open bare gemeentegebouwon overal de 
drlaklear wapperde

Do toron van hot chemlech laboratorlnm 
van do Gasfabriek met de Transvaalscbs^ 
Vrijstaatsebe on Nedorlandsche kisuroo Allo 
werklieden baddon sich opgoeldd ep ds 
rousachtigo stapols stoenkolsn.
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En toon naderden «Q de atad. Op het 
Haarlemmorplein, voor de xiaductenetondeo 
vela menochen terwul do buizen dio aan 
den epoorweg zijn gelegen, Waan het nokjo 
vol anion Ieder had on got wÿ fold njn ao 
beelo familie on allo kannisMa uiiganoodigd 
om van bier den President good 10 kunnen 
aien.

Hot was eon oenig garicht dio monoebon 
voor die reman, nil de ramen hangonde, 
vol leven den pre-idtni beg oelot d. Het 
oente welkom, hem bier gebraebt, was 
grootsch door aijn oenvoud

l en moedor bad haar kleine op de open

hÿ oenigo moeite het gesprokens to verstaan.
Wat m akte deso 7b-iarige nu nog den

lÿk Vooruh, 8 p; Claudius Chilis, 8 p. 
Amstel* Vri«n dank ring, 8p; Oud, Amiterd; .... v ...» ».
Scharmcur-uc, 8 p ; H uip door Voor«org, 8 p iudruk vau geerikracht «n ook van licbaam*- 
Ho el, café- en rwtaurant-geémployeerden, kraebt Bread geaebouderd, niettcgonal and*

I p., Jonge-I*ÿa gestali* **aigarins gebegan te onder 
„ Dag com- d n test «aa 7 jaren i* by nog minslens

8 p, Jongelingavar. Excelsior, 8 
lings(er. handwarkeraatand, 8 p., 
mi^io van den Jongeling'bond, 8 p, Jon-

vonitorbank geceL Krampachtig klomden do 
kleino vuietjee do Traa-vaal»< bs vlagou blij 
mot vsrklaarbaren tro e tag moedor too. Een 
maal bÿ bet W os'elijk viaduct aangskomen, 
seven wÿ oen Isngo don kora ctreep zich 
van de Marteiaarogracht langs bet \ ictoria- 
Hotel tot hot station. Eene eenvoudige 
Mbijnbaar dunno lyn die echter sou bly- 
ken nil duizenden on duizenden te bestaan.

De aankomst to Amsterdam.
Hot was do laatsto dagen in once straten 

mark banr, dat er iou gewichtige op til wa^ 
t io inderdaad waar. ook al gebeurier nog 
nieU bijtenders, wanneer eon belangrgk feit 
00 ban den is bioden do straten al een Is»so- 
digor aansioa. Sr komen meer meusebea 
op street, om near do wiokelc to ricn, om 
naar de mon-ehea te lien, on wanneer bet 
eon gobeurienic is, dio in moor of minder 
nanw verbend ttaal met ons eigen volk, 
mot onio nelionalo historic, om mot inter 
aandaebt hot altyd mooio Paloia op den 
Dam to beech. >uwen En of hot dan ver- 
beeidiog io of niet, maar, bet wil one voor- 
komen, dat eea deol van H pubiiek by al 
do vrijgovtgheid, dio er beervcbt door het 
druk kero straatvorkeer ornctiger is dan andere 
an gewicbtigvr doet.

Jebaivo dat waarnsembaro versehijnsol

gelingsvcr. Daniel, 8 p ; Pat imoaium 8p ; 
Chrtetslijko Werkmanibond, 8 p. ; Oranje- 
ver Voor Koninfin Ou Vader land 8 p. ; 
Handwerksruvrieodenkrlng, 8 p. ; Ned ver. 
voor Ctarûiriÿko kantoor- on handebbe- 
diendsn, 8 p. ; Alfemecne McJkalijters- 
bond, b p : Vrr. voor Scboolatraat en Oranje, 
8 p; Tconeslver. A. D. M N. D. v., 8 p.; 
Alg. Ned Hoof-tom men ver. Guyot, 8 p; île 
Blauwe Banier, 8 p; R-K. Ver. Hst Kruic- 
verboud. b p. ; Twaalf afdeelingen van het 
Ned. Gymcaatickverbond,ia 1er 8 mau; Under- 
lingo i ranje, 8 p; Maar on Luther, 8 p.; 
voorxitter an don Bond In-nliude.

Bÿ ben do!an rich do leden der sangver- 
oenigingan aan, 7Ü0 in getaL Zij aislden rich 
op op bat Btatlonsplrin, otu daar wanneer 
Kruger daar xoa verachÿaea, den Présidant

van middelmatige wgt*. Een oud* grÿxe

warrn bet ook de voorbrnidingen, die Ui 
van winkoliere troPoa »o« de on tvangst van 
President Kruger, die eaoaankondigdou,dat 
hot lang met spanning vorteide bosoek van 
drn gryten Isndsvador in aantocht was In 
tai v*n magas non prijkto de iaatate dagen 
do buste van den oerwaardigen Staatspret-i 
dent achler do ramen, omgovon door vlargo- 
doek of breedo lint en in do Transvaal cbe 
klouren of in oeno omgeving van groom 
Anderen baddoo een end portrot van den 
President voor den dag gebaald oon portrot 
waarop do President gekieed in hoog dicht- 
gokooopce swarte jas met broode ejerp om. 
M enigeen bad or hot portret naastgoplaaut 
vae wqien gonoraal Joubert en nog weer 
aobter andere winkriramea was President 
Beets van don Oranje-Vrystaat, do derdoin 
den Pond.

En wq kooden waamemoe, hoe dikwÿls 
een voorbijganger mot ieV meewarigs in aijn 
Nik eandaehtig do onutigo trek km van 
President Kruger beech on w do boo dikwÿls 
de onde Staatsmaa bet ooderwerp werd tan 
eea gesprek boo or in 't kort modegevoel 
boereoblo in daisooden barton mot desea 
grooton strÿder v< or recht en vrÿbeid

Bommigo ingesetenen dodea nog meer ; 
wÿ ugen een gevol moi groan ver ierd, met 
frlbchkleorig dennegroen, rymbool van do 
alt idjougdigo leren-kracht van den President.

En gisterenavond hing van meoig buis in 
de no oligo avondlocht al bet dundoek no 
aangevnld mot een groene dwarsbaan. En 
dan de aandaebt, die aan do platen uit del 
W oekbladeo, op Transvaal bolrekking heb- 
boade, werd gesebonkon

Allen italien belang In de lotgevallon 
van do stamverwanten in Zuid-Afrika,allon 
verbeogeo rich geliikolqk in dm voorspoed, 
voelea even emartelÿk eon ramp dio hen 
trefi on wanneer sÿ dan stilstaan voor een 
plant uit de 6'ruevw, waar de one mpatbieke 
tiguur via John Bull soo bamcb mogelijk 
Is voorge-teld, als do norache rows reo^ 
dio rich met s>jn brute kraebt op sÿn nieti- 
gen togenetandor werj t, dan baldo rich nunige 
vuist, dan sprak er diep model dea ait de 
blikkon van dea aandacbtlgeu toesebonwer 

Golukkig waren de laaisto dagen do be- 
rich on uit Zuid-Afrika weer iots opwek- 
kender. Geen welkomor boricbl dan een gun- 
Stig Juidend bulletin ; en oud on jong ' octal 
de laaisto dagen las grMlgdeo»orwinninge- 
tÿdiogeo.

En na vandaag is do President aange- 
komen.

den v8 P,alm toe lo ring**. Do aange- 
rioten vereeuigiagan wares; Kunal door 
Oefeaing, Hoog*r btroveu, 8t Joseph. Onder- 
iinge Oele ing, Oefening baart Kunst, Chr. 
Zsugk. Heines, Amicidae, Harps Davids, 
Nat Zangxchool on Zaugversoiilging, Poly
hymnia. Zsogkoor ds Lisfds. Orphéon. Ein- 
traebt. Eidelio, laraL K«rkkorso, l^egawoad 
Olle-ifarsa, Hants Ssrvicio, Jubal,Swseliuck, 
Manneaoor ( asvitea, Bl. Bonifaciua Soli deo 
Gloria, Kunst ca Arbsid Cbr. Zang ver Soli 
deo Gloria, Amstel* Wsrkman, D* Zaaier, 
St Cceoilia inter nos, Aurora, Christ. JougeL 
vereeoiging ExoeDior.

I nog voor d* aaakomst van den Preaident, 
waa do brug voor ’t atationcplein door de 
polide afg"i*t. No stondan lot aan de brug 
op bet Damrak en lange do Prit» Hendrik.- 
kado duiz*iidea ge-ctaaard ala eon dichte 
baag. een meucb*omuur

Om 11 uur 4 minuloa kwam do axtra- 
trein met don President en gevol r aaa

'loen d* Pr*-id'Dt uit den waggon staple, 
klonkan luide hoere’e door het vrij talryko 
reisigcri-publiek op het andere perron on 
spoor*ogpereoneel aangeboveo.

Er had rich eene ooa.rutorie govormd 
voor do regaling van de outvangst van don 
President bet* nd* uit eea com tn ia vie uit 
dea GomMn eraad, uit do Nederl Zaid

leeuw, aoo kwam bÿ ons voor.
Toen do hear Wortnoer t ot woord „nit- 

roeionu uitsprak, weudde de President rich 
tot den hear Wetla, die bq hem stood en 
vroeg ham wat do beer Worinrer seida

Ho boor Wessels verduidabjkio eenige 
woo-den van den spreker.

Mot oon nhartelyk dank, heeren, hartel'jk 
dank voor die woordoal“ betuigde do Preet 
dent syne orkentahjkheid

Mog een andere toa-praak word gehouden. 
1 Was de hoar G. A A. Middelborg, dio in 
naam van drie verMnigingen op dit piecb- 
tige uur uiting gaf nun wet in aller barton 
loefdot Hÿ wide bet volgendo:

Hot word mg opgedregan U la naam van <rle 
VeroeaJgingoo, dio in Oom stad ou aidera Zuld- 
Afrlioauacite uoeden trachten to v«rMchiM, 
U eea walkomettirMl to brungea.

Al vroeg in den morgen bewoog rich een 
talrijke menigte near *t centrum dor ntad 
Ook van bail on A meter dam waren valen

Afrikaans*he Vereenifing, het ChrDtelijk 
Motionnai Boeronoomité oa het Tranavaal- 
OO mité.

Op het perron, waarop tot de lagangvan 
de kon waebtkemor een tapÿt waa gelegd, 
word de Pr*-ident verwelkomd door twee 
leden van de Kaadscommieoie, de heeren: C. 
W. do bau«age Nohing mG P. Wynmaleo. 
Voorts waren op bet perron eenige damee 
eobtgonootea van raadsleden, asewerig.

Ook waren dear vyf tneisjee, doebiertjee 
van de raadsledon: mr. Heemskork, mr. 
Heineken, dr. Jitta, De Sauvage Noliing on 
Wÿnmalon. Do meieeo strooidoa Noemen 
voor de voeton van Proeident Kruger, toen 
bÿ ondor geleido van do bovouge oemdo 
raadi'.eden, naar de Koninklyke wachtkamer 
trad.

in de wachtkamer bood het dochtertje 
van den heer Heineken dea President een 
grooicn palmtak aan namenede Amsterdsm- 
echo vrou«en en met-y es Wÿ venoeken a 
down palmtak aan to nemen als een bewije 
hoe hanelijk bet vrouweiijk on kiaderlÿk 
hart klopt voor <le took van Transvaal

De oado pro-ident toonde zich aangensam 
vorrast door deso oatvangst.

In d* waebtkorner word do President op- 
gewscht door den too goed ale voltalligen 
Raad. Dan waren er tegenwoordig de consola 
van de Z.-A. Republiek m dea < ranje Vnj- 
ataat, de heeren bnethlage eu Muller, voorts 
do preoidonten, eewotarisKeo <n veroeboidea 
leden van do N. K-Afrik. Vereeniging, van 
bet Cbristelijk Nationaal Poeren-Ccmiié en 
de Tranevaaleobe (ommiseie.

Wÿ merkien o. a op do heeren: G. A. 
Middelborg, H Bij le veld, jhr H boron Schim- 
melionnink van der Oye on dr J. Tb de 
Vitrer. Prof mr. Quack, de* end-minister 
de Savornln I.obman, prof Ik oilier, prof. 
Beliaar Spraÿt, dr H Burger, ale leden der 
Tranevaal-Commieda, te ens de heeren C. 
W. J. Paeetooro en Kater De heeren der 
Transvaal Commiesio droegen alien 00a vior- 
kknrig Hut

Bijna oamiddollijk nadat juffrouw 
Heineken den President dea palmtak bad 
overhandigd, waarvoor met oou onkel woord 
dank word botoigd, trad de heer J. A.

5* vor«» en hi*ld, «egenc de kardboorend-
held can des Praeident, met luidar stemder I rin* Hendrikkada, het aerate doel om

don president bÿ rijnc aankomst tobegraeten.
Niot weinig droeg ook in den vroegon 

morgen tot de druk 10 bÿ het aantreden in 
de Groote Koop man «beu ra van do deputa- 
tién dor werklisdenvorsMigingea.

Al oen paar uur voor do aankomst van 
den Proeident wm bet daar verzamelen. 
Gaieidelyk kwamon do deputation aaa, elk 
mot baar banier, elk lid voorzien van * n 
in-igne, de commisaarMcea *aa orde alien 
met een oranjekisurig roast waarop de klsa- 
roa der Zaid Afrikaanscbs Republiek

Do heer G. P. Wynmalea bad ricbbelael 
met de opetelling en 00a poos voor de aao- 
komst van den President, trokkoo alien be- 
geloid door oen vrij rierke poliliemacbl langs 
hot Damrak naar do Prins Hendrikkado 
waar zÿ deb in do riebting «an de Marte- 
laarsgracbt en ovonsenc op do brag voor het 
Mationspiein on op dit plein in twee rijea 
opetelden. De langs reske banieren on enkelo 
Vaandste leverden een levendigen aanblik

Do vertogenwoordigds vereenigingen waren 
de volgende:

Bond van uit Afrika verdreven Spoorwog- 
rreonsol, 12 peraonen ; Oranjebood van Orde, 

p 111. Ben. 8tud. Amel, 8 p; Underling 
Belang, 89 p. ; Kloin maar Dappw, 8 p. ; N eer- 
land’c Workman, 8 p. ; Ned. R. K. Volsbond 
(Hoofd beat.), 8p; Metaal be worker* St. Eloy, 
o p ; Kalk- en Bteenbewerkor» St. Marinos,

aprekendo, de volgeudo toeepraak:
Prttidinit

Zolden — misscblon nooit — vroager heeft 
rich eea Mt vuorgedaaa ala dat, wax van go- 
durende bet laaisto Jaar de geheele werold go- 
waagt.

Een hand vol egoteten, niet greater dan 50 man, 
berioot twee vrye vo ken te berooven en Indien 
bet soodig waa om bun doel te bereikea, uit 
te roeion.

De goboolo beeabaafde werrid, niet minder dan 
O00 mililooa, verMito rich op atlerisi wQm on 
non, Indien megelyk, do Zuater-Repnbliekea go- 
hoipea bob boa.

De rmagsaChodon11 sagea too on awegea I En 
hot booao plan kwam tot begiz van uitvoorlng, 

Overal waar rich een Afrikaaer eertoent, watt 
zQn komat hot rochtsgevoel op van alien, die 
nog reebt vac on rec tit kunnen ea durvoa onder- 
ncheldea. Overri wordt bQ ontvangen mot dien 
eerbied, welke betaamt tegenover uiannen, die 
aoo ban boiligeto gooderea rsrdMlgea al* da 
Afrikanère duen.

Waar meet dan I* Nederland? GQ President 
en aw volk, slit vlcMch vaa ons vlooMb, on 
boon vaa one boon.

Amsterdam geniet heden do groote eer van 
hot besosk van don Staatspreeidont der Z. A. R^ 
regserend hoofd van een vrUen staat On verte» 
gonwourdlg r van don Graujo Vryataat, under 
de» omiundighodeo.

Strake sat Amsterdam door hot hoofd der 
gem eon <e U tea Raadbnlzo wilcieol ontvangen, 
mau ook taler verwachibur bargety eea woord8 p. : Tuinlieden-en Warmoed*rc-ver*euiging _ . -----

BU Bonifacio*, 8 p.; Bchilderevereeniging d?° n“<>nd
St Lucm, 8 p,; TaUksbew*rkero-vM. bran-i eZ(J klwu d*t WO^“J h*t Bosk tat U boven 
ebeus Xaverius, 8 p.; I Irntnarlidca-veraen. f hcllig le, uit bat WMrd Goda ZQ wil U 
St Jo-eph, 8 p.; Gronawerkaro-ver. 84. Leo- *q d*a adriea President 8teyn thane dlep ia 
Bardas, 8 p>; Handel- eo 8cbwprcart*ver- het hart griffon data beiofte van den Almach- 
eeciging 8t> Ctemane, 8 p.; Kteermakers- tigs: ,De aebepter dar goJdeivoabaid m! niât 
------- gt Martinon, 8 pi ; Vereeni- ruatcu op bat lot dar r*chtvaardigen, opdat do 

Spoorwegpereonwl SL Pauiua,8p ] rachtvwdigen banne bande* alet 
ikere- *a Bebanveruver. 8L Lode- (P* 12» : 87.)

vereeniging 81 Martinos 8
(ring van aitatrakkan
Meubelmakar*»
wt]k, 8 p.; Piamantbewerkenver. 8t. Ednar* 
dua, 8 p; Kanloor-an Handeiebediandoovor. 
8l Niooteaa, Up.; Schoenmakersver. 8L 
Criapijn, 8 p ; Brood- an Koekbakkeraver. 
SL Habreeht,8p; Melkhandel.er.8t Kaboa,

*t la m*g*ly k dat awe oogea het niet aanachott-
wen zuiien, wellicht aallan wjj gaan van alien 
hat bale van, maar geiyk reeds zoo dikwyislu ae 
wareidgaachiedenls sal God ook on a nakrouet in 
de twin ligate muw het lotliod op de lip pen lag-

St, Habreeht, 8 p.; Mrikhandcl-ar.St Kabaa,Jgcn: Machtigcn baift Hy Van de tronen afg*» 
8 p, ; Gem. Gacwerkersver. 8t. Lanreolioc, trekken cn nedsrigen heeft Hÿ verh-ORd, bou- 
8 p.: A mate Ie VriendenriuU 8 p.; Afd. Am • «•*««• heeft HU met goedeiM vervuid on rQkeu 
eterdam Ned. Onthoudercbond. 8 m ; Ver. u0 led‘B "Mgvzouden. Lak. 1 : 62, 63. 
Hecrlemmerplein en Omstreken, 8 ko,n! “• Nugor# van Amsterdam
din» rivitu a — .-f j i ® tbsno to gemoet met met bl|J :*n jubri, maaru , ». A $ %P"d*r*toumng cq one dœl, • met ^ispen ernet, en toch ook nijt met droof- 
8 p., Fidei ot Virtuli, 8 p,; Algcm. Bond geMtig c«w**n, maar met t vaete vertreawen, dat 
Jnauiinde, o p ; Dcheepmakere*er. 8 p ; Schist-1 ueb rssde op det*a oogenblik oameogriipt oa alt 
Vereeniging Pool Kruger. 8 p.; Bpartacae,* * 
8 p; Hoop dor Toekomet, 8 p; Nod. Oranje 
Bond, Gna doel ia N*erl»nd’e room, 8 p;
( olL Stud. Univ. 8 p; Vriendocbap iÿ one 
doel, 8p; Bcbildero'or Vooruitgang cÿ ons 
duel, 8 p; Gnderof riersver. Van Speijck, 
8 p; Ver. StarLworkHeden, Hp; Ver. Hotei- 
Geemploytardea Oom Loiangen, 8 p; Urde-

in dan éénaa galeofakraau
tied aogono do vrye Afrikaner net io I , 

Levs Paul Kruger I
Leido boera'c voigdea op deze tooepraak. 
De President loistordo, vlak voor dea beef

Buiten dit venrek. o»w«l la d* good* ated 
A mat firdam, wa»r man maar kana zal taebban 
U u tlvu, wacht *ea poet* vebaar, braadaad* 
van verlcngva om bat mo bekand 1*1*11 van 
haar Rvhridan bald te aaaaonnawM *a too te 
jalebin.

U salt hat reada waten dat dit veik vaa Ne
derland dit laatat* banfe jaar mal U gajuiebt 
an K*b*«fd b—ii, dat antatan werdan goiedan, 
«leaf bet rirea leven on eigen have, eigen good 
*n bleed gold.

Het ie teen vreugde die hier teuit kan war
den, maar oou eraatig genwi van madedraiaa 
on modeiydon mot wot Gy lÿdt by de tampon 
van Uw volk.

Wy dan tan U voor Uwe komet oa dut GQ 
eac de teiotanheid wilt t*v*n met G te sun 
gederende eeo.to urea, opJM do oaad die mi 
bladt met Uw strydend oa lydond velkbechMc 
wordt

In decelfde bonding ale de vorige, word 
ook dace toeepraak aangehoord. Toon do 
boor Middelborg de woorden medolydea met 
wat gtj lÿdt, oitaprak, knikte de Prarideat 
goadkoarend

Praeident Kruger antwoordde op do too- 
spraken in enkale met overtaking uiige- 
sprokea woorden: .Harleigk dank. Ik koa 
dit volk. Wÿ moeten vertroawea op God 
Moi va-tea ea bidden moeten wÿ deu aegea 
God* afemeeken “ Zoo ongevecr aprak do 
Preaident nD« Hoere xal het beeiiccM** 
warn ay no laatete woorden.

O p d e * t r a a t.
President Kruger is ook voorai da held 

van het groote pubiiek, de door de menigte 
vereerdu Hÿ is populair met de populariteit, 
die niet is te verwerven met «ten wil, maar 
die als een koetbaar geechenk wordt gebracht 
aan degenen, die haar verdienen, ook wader 
dat xÿ er naar vragen.

Dil is niet alieea ia Nederland, in Den 
Haag, in Amsterdam het gevaL Men kan 
/eggen dat dit op't geheele continent zoo 
is. Het volk voelt dat de President van de 
democratibche republiek, met rijn eenvoti- 
dige manieren, rijn ongekumteldheid, zÿn 
toegankelijkheid voor iedereen, een vende 
hunnea is. Vandaar dat ook in once »tad, 
zoo goed als elders, allé deden der bevel- 
king, zoo oprectil, zoo geheei den grijzm 
president en ujn zaak xÿn toegedaan. Zie 
heden de achterbuurten, de sloppen, de 
stegen. Overal vlaggen en vlaggen met eea 
extra groene bean; als een arm man van 
zijn kang en vaak ongeregeld inkomen nog 
wat afzondert om een baan voor een vlag 
te koopen dan te dit penningake zéér te 
waardeereu.

Kruger is de populaire held. Amsterdam 
was heden al om nqgea uur op —hot Am
sterdam van de kan toron, van de fabrieken, 
van de huis-ateliers, van de ban ken. De 
dichte huizenryzen van de etad, de simien 
en fltegen en grachten en graclitjes, onder- 
huis, bovenhuu, insteek en kekkrtje, drie 
hoog voor en drie hoog achter, van hofje, 
turfachip, legger en ark hebben hen bevol- 
kingen van tuorgen uitgeetawd naar buiten.

De ateliers liggen ctd en verteten, de 
werknlaatsen zijn bol en ledig, ind»£abrte- 
ken noudl bet gonsen voor een korte poos 
op —- de stad trekt op naar bet CealraaL 
Station, Amsterdam gnat den held begroe- 
ten, den man die voor Amsterdam vandaag 
de zichtbare geest is van den moed, de 
Btandvasligheid en hot lÿden daar verre.

Er is geen feestrumoer, geen aitgeiatea 
blÿdschap. De harp van de goertd^ft te 
ernsiiger gestemd.

Langs deu N. Z. Voorbargwal, de weg 
dien de stoet, komend van bet Oentroal- 
Hlation zal volgan, is de groote menigte het 
dichtat geschaard, dat rich aoharen gaat 
met orde, ate bÿ een atil, gemeenochappeiÿk 
overleg. Men ziel weinig polilie en men 
heeft geen politic noodig. Ziet «ent sens 
langs de huizen. De con is doorgebroken, 
scheruert bleek ri 1 verig langs de kartelige 
rand der gevelc, steal bolder san op de 
geel-witte vlakken der Lijeten en koxÿnen.

De vlaggen geven er kleur aan. flier 
waaien ae nog vrÿ en geëerinedigd ait de 
groene en de oranjebanen, die daar ginde 
heiaas op vele plaateea moeten warden ge- 
streken — hoewel niet voor langea tijd en 
nimmer voor aitÿd I

De waaiers uit de vlaggen van Transvaal 
en Oranje-Vrijstaal voor de oude huisen, de 
huixen uit aeveuliende- en achttiende eeuw, 
de oude goedige Ameterdameebe hunjee van 
den grooten nieuwen heerweg van het sta
tion tot den Dam, het hart van de atad. 
En het ia of zÿ deel nemen In de gebeur- 
teniaaen, lÿ die zooveel hebben beleefd en 
als oude heden, met rastige bezadigdheid 
en kennis des levons çeduldig afwaehten, 
wel weiend dat ailes die tend zal reg- 
kom.**

Zij laten rich streelen langs hun innige 
gevelties, de huisjes van oud-Amsterdam, 
door de glÿdende schaduwen van wappereude 
vlaggen en spiralende wimpete, en als de 
schaduwen weg zÿn gestreken, schynen de 
gevels, waar de zon nu helderder op schijnt, 
wat opgevroolijkt ala na een liefkoozing. 
Zij laten de aobaduwen vau mode, witte en 
bteuwe banen, van groene baan en oranje- 
baan langs bun gelaat streelen, de oude 
hutejes en al die kleuren geven voor hun 
dezellde indrukken ... zij zijn atebetvolk 
zelf — daar ù geen verschil van kleuren, 
allen rijn één.

Maar de huizen zijn niet oobewogen... 
Alls ramen zijn op en voor de geopeude 
veiiriera staan de menschen in groepea op- 
gepropt Voor elk raam staan ae, de ver- 
langenden die niet -uil“ kondeu gaan «n 
wachten.

Benedea vôôr de voorkamervenstere ritten 
de patroons eu de patronessen en degenoo- 
digdea ea voor de tweede verdiepin^ de 
kinderen en de juffen en de kindermeisjee 
en hooger, de diensuneisjes. De solderka- 
mertjes zijn open en de werkvrouw staat er 
en haar kind, dat se voor van vandaag bin*
nengoemokkeld heeft. En op bet dnk staat 
bet ook vol met de kneohts van de pakhuizen 
en magaxÿnen. Wat het tuile-mutaje betreft 
haar ziet gÿ niet voor de ramen. Zÿ heeft

Wortnsor, ietwat voorovor gnbogeo, ntaando, 
de band tegen het rechteroor, 11 ÿ luicierde 
met gespannea aaodaoht oa Nykbaar had j er do voorkéur aaugegeveaopatraattegaan,

‘ iÿ waegt er haar dienstaan, tulle-mntsje in 
। de lichlzinnige jaren der blozende jeugd I

Zia nu de mttgatÿnen, de ateliers, de fa- 
1 brieken. Hier bÿ bet volkje ia er een, eeo 

gry* dor gebouw, eea practijk gebouw gon- 
der venuering met veel mnien, want er is 
binnen licht noodig. De werkstertjes hebben 
niet vrij-af gekregen of sÿ hebben er de 
voorkeur aan gegeven voor de ramen naar 
den intocht te lien. De venaters tijn uit de 
ktnÿnen gelicht en de breeds stutplanken 
zij» in de gleuven gestoken, om ’t valleu te 
voorkomen.

En daar is nu de nijvere meisjes-bevol- 
king opgestuwd voor de groote, vierkante 
nuuan, de kleurige meinjes en vroawljee, 
de sieur van 't gewoonte werk-leven van 
daag sien gebroken dour een afwisaeling 
brengende gebeurtenis.

Het is een angstig gexicht, al die over- 
moo 1 ige jor.ge vrouwen, dicht tegen elkaar 
geieund, hangend tegen do atutplank, die op 
zoohi gewieht niet berekend is. . . Ale de 
plank eons gaat doorbuigen, ala hij sens 
plotaeliug doorbreekt ....

Maar het vrouwkensvolkje daarboven 
denkt niet can gevaar. Zij wachten. Zÿ 
zwaaien met kleine Transvaal-vlaggetjee... 
en zÿ turen naar links, naar T station.... 
Zij sien de dichte, don kero menigte op de 
breeds, bruin-moddorigo ctmat dicht gerijd.

Zij sien de nauwe, léege geul, in 1 midden 
waar, langs dehutaren met ds blauwe attila, 
met gleuren en opboll ingen van den wind, 
om de echeuders, op en neer dansen op de 
bruine paardjes, met de groote, giimmende, 
geenalkto oogen als traaggisnzende glazen 
bikkela met brains kernen. Ze zien dan het 
pubiiek een beetje terngwijken.

Ze zien het verschiet der huizenrÿen, met 
de vlaggen. Zÿ zien beneden aan den over- 
kant, als een xwarte self kan t de stoepen 
bexet met menschen en Hen hoe haaslig 
mannen planken en stoelen aandragun, 
stellingen improviseeren, die zij met aan- 
moedigend geroep verhuren voor een kleinig- 
heid. En dmlelijk zijn planken stoelea en 
wankele stellages bezet. Vadeis met kinderen 
op de schouders, wien de jongens te zwaar 
worden, cfTeren hnn paar centen.

Er ia ook volkahumor — maar de volks- 
humor heeft vandaag een biitersu kant. 
De huzaar danst op en neer om de geul 
tusschen de menigte vrij te houden. Telkens 

Is hÿ voorbij draaft, opent zich de menigte 
een beetje, maar sij riait rich weer achtor hem.

Een oud vrouwlja in een grÿzea omriag- 
deek, een moedig vrouwtje, die 1 nog maar 
eens gewaagd heeft in de voeton te gaan 
om den President, die haar volgena haar 
eigen gevoel nader is dan de anderen, om
dat hÿ ook een oud man is, omdat hÿ ait 
„haar tijdB is, — alls oude men-chen zijn 
verbonden door een mystiekea band van 
doorleefds vergankclijkheid, een oud vrouw- 
tje ia vooruitged rongea. Ze wil de gang 
tusschen da menigte overateken, vlak bÿ 't 
Kolkje. De bazaar komt dan Mu d aauge- 
reden, riet naar terzij om geen ongelukken 
te veroorzaken.

Het oude vrouwtje, zonuwachtig, het 
groote poard dicht by rich ziende, gooit 
zich voomver op dim grand... De hinaar 
houdt rijn puard in... maar het is te loot.. 
het paard stÿgsrt echichlig, versebrikt door 
den ploDelibgen ruk aan ’t bit» loopt over 
het gevallen vrouwtje been... gegil... 
njannon treden toe, beuren het vrouwtje 
op... zij is bleek, bevend, maar alleen 
maar vuil, niet gewond.

Doch het pubiiek buiten dea kriog om 
T vrouwtje, aringt op, begewrig om *t „onge- 
lak“ |e uea .... Mannen ea vmawei be- 
dreigea den huzaar die rich verueiiigt an 
verwulachuldigt van de hoogte ran zijn 
Ea&rd af. Hij is self geschrokken, hÿ doet 

st waaraehtig niet Toor zÿn plainer. . . . 
nWe hebben je hier niet noodig. Ga 

maar naar Transvaal t“ roept een man hem 
toe en eea ander : „Gi maar weg Bobbertsl**

Het woord ia gevonden en het oude 
vrouwtje, dat al weer staat te kijken op 
een haar aangebodoa goed plaatsje laeht 
nog altijd wat verbonwereerd mode.

Plotreling khnkt van boven een trom- 
petrignaal de eersto tonen van het Trane- 
vaalach volkrited. Allé menschea kijken op, 
naar het huia van waar't signaal vandaan 
klinkk Daarop heeft de iotograaf gewaeht, 
die voor een ream met aÿn toeriei een 
kiekje van de menigte neemt. Rn bet goed- 
lachsche pnMiek ia niet boos, 100 opge- 
schrikl te zÿn I

Van verre boemt het gduid van een gejaieh 
aan. Hÿ is aangekomen — voor de ramen 
dringea de menschea rich dichter, op de 
street siuiten de gelederaa der kÿkera rich 
aeneen. Daar komen se aan —- in de verts 
riet man de helmkammsn van tweepolitie- 
beambtea te paard blinken. Ze dansen op 
hun paarden boven de zwarte, goivende 
menschenzee uit. Ze komen dichtsr bÿ — 
het griuid der toejaichingon swdt aan.

Zie na naar de huizsn in t versehieL Zij 
zijn opeens vroolijk, juiebend geworden. Dal 
doen de zakdoeken en vlaggstjee waarmede 
gezwasid wordt, door al de kykcters,die nu 
geesldriftig mee roepen het^hoerah, hoerah I 
De steet komt dichter bÿ. De omstanders 
in de buitenste rijen rien de agents» te 
paard, de huzaren, Zÿ sien de koppen van 
de paarden der equipages, de iivrei-koetr 
Biers. Zÿ zian de heeren in T persrÿtuig, de 
deputatieleden in ’topen rÿtmg. .. Zÿ be- 
ginnen te jnichen..... daar is hÿ, de held, 
de verwachte, de grijeaard.

Hÿ zit wat gebogen, de hoed, de beroemd 
geworden hooge hoed in de hand en op 
*t hoofd een astrakan mutiÿe. Hÿ zwaait 
met zÿn breed gebaar den hoed ter begroe- 
ting naar de menigte... Die hoed is als 
een maaletok van een-kaprimeester Bÿ elks 
beweging zwdt opnieuw het gejuich aan... 
en als het korte oogenblik van tÿn passage 
voorbij is... gaathetgejuichxachtjesunder, 
als een zee van geluid in ebbe-tij.

De stoet rÿdt voort tusschen de menigte 
verder ... De palfreniera st eken de band op. 
De rÿtuigen staan een oogenblik stil — voor 
het nienwe post- en telegraafkantoor, welks 
vele ramen ook rolgestouwd rijn met men- 
schenboofden — de ambtenaren vrouwelijke 
en mannehjke, zÿ die zoo dicht aan de boom 
van het afwisselende oorlogsnienws ritten 
en in wi® ids van de nervositeit isgevanm 
van de eleclrieche vonk, die van verre aan- 
geeneid, de oorlogsmaren verkondt in de 
hieroglyphen die zÿ ontcijferen.

De stoet staat stiL Het rensachtige ge- 
bouw schijnt zelf te leven door het zwaaien 
van handeu en zakdoeken. V66r, beneden 
brengt een deputatie een krans aan het 
rÿtuig van Kruger. Een kort woord van 
hulde en waardeering — een dankwoord 
van den grÿaen gshuldigdo... en daar gaat 
de stoet door het dank bre Amsterdam met 
zÿn bevlagde gevete en geestdriftige menigte.

Eerst kwam er bereden politic, toon oen 
rijtuig waarin geioten waren do hoof doom mie- 
aarh van polities do boor Franken on do 
cotnmis-ario der lo aeciici do boor Vreeda 
Hier achter volgden twoo perarijtuigen, toon 
twoe rÿtuigen met commivieledon ait don 
Raad, doarna eea rijtuig mot een gedeelte 
van ’I gevolg van dea President Hierop 
voigdo hat rijtuig met don Staatspresident 
Paul Kruger, naa-t wiou de beer J. A. Worm- 
sor, do voorzitior der Kaadsoommisaie geseten 
waa ; dit rijtuig word goivoorlesrd door 
inspeo'eura van polilio en vocrafg-gaan door 
eenige huzaren. Onmiddolbjk daarachter 
volgde een rutnlg voor bet in ontvaugst 
aemea van buldeblijken.

Daarna volgdea nog oen paar rÿtuigen mol 
gemeemeraudsleden en oen ander godedio 
van bet gevolg van don President. >n eon 
dor r.jtuigea werd opgomerkt dr. Hendrik 
Muller, do consul generaal van don Oron;o- 
VrijsiaaL De sioet werd door bereden poli.ie 
gesloten.

Zooalc wij boven achroven, hidden er 
seveubonderd langera rich op bet stations- 
plein opge^teld, sij stondon ia rijen van 
aebt. ftauw vomeboen de President of do 
dirigent, de hoer Daniel do Lange, etoande 
op osne extrada, bief aim stok op en statig 
klonkea de eorste veraregels van psalm dJ 
door do droefgryzo winterluoht:

Hot brloecbend poard moet elad’lÿk anovee. 
He anal het drags' la 't oor logs veld ;

TKaa nismand d overwinnio* <«vso| 
Zgo groote slorkto boat geon held.

N*on, de Heer der hooroa 
Doet ons triomteersn;

hy, geducht In macht, 
Blatt elk gunattg gads, 
Dio op aye gonade

In bMauwooeid waoht

Toen do Pre-fdant de brog near dt 
Prine Hmdrikkado paMOerde hewogau 
da banierdragere van da deputation hun 
bannieren ala oan alii la hulde aan 1 gryio 
staatshoofd

tel bare ix-iangatellendon. die don Pro-ident 
hariehjk tMjnichien ErGen : I o<o Pre-ident 
Kruger! en Is * do BoerenI galmd** door 
de luoht. Do hoofdea werden ontbloot en 
met breed geiwaal der hooden, met aakdook 
on handgehaar worden den President harto- 
lijke g roe con tecgowonkt. Er bcerocbio on- 
gekonde geo»tdrift ; als een broode golf coo 
uheen het beweeg van hooden on takdoekon 
ricn voort to plante*.

En ta«acben het ge'ulch tolkona weer de 
klankon van hot Tranivaalsohe Volkdied, 

I uit onbedwingbaro aandriti door do moaigtr 
geaongen.

Uit aonimIge opgeecboven ramen deed ook 
monigmaai een muriekinstrnmont die melodic 
kiln ken.

Reeds 
Stad h nia

Ten Stadhuize. 
vroegtijdig heerachte er om bel
groote bodrtjvigheid. Dw pofitie 

ea8 reeda vroeg in do wter en een viertal 
cavuleristea had post gevat np den hoek 
van Oude Doeleuatraat en O. Z. Voorburg- 
wal; gaieidelijk werd het pubiiek voor den

ZQn nsachttg' arm beaehermt do vremea, 
En radt hun siolea van dan dood.

Mg sal baa almmw om doen komen, 
la dursa tyd on hengaraaood.

la do groutste smarten, 
Bhivan onze barton 

la 4m Hoar gareoL
*k Zal Hem novlt verietea. 
Hem mgn Helper boston, 

Al m(a beep oa Inal.

ZHiendo moi ongedokten koofde in 
mot vier schimmels bospannen rÿlnlg luis-

bel

lerda do President naar het psalmgezang
Juiat op dit oogenblik, bet trotlendato mi** 

aohiao van den gebeelon dag, waa do locht 
opgeklaard. Zoolang hot acboooe paalmge- 
oaag door do Kohl kionk atoad do geheele 
Moot aüL

Het Stationapleio lovordo on eon Mldzamea

Ïlaateen aangewexen, waar het ongehinderd 
on kijken.
De weg voor het Stadhuis waa flink mat 

zand berirooid; op bet plein voor deQ 
hoofdingang was een renvoudige verriering 
van groen gepteatel. Overigeno waren doot 
de vestibule en langs da trappea loopen 
gelegd.

De Raadzaal bad bet gewone karaL:*r 
behouden ; alleen waren de tafete, waaraan 
ander* onze vroede mannen zitten, daaruit 
verwÿderd en de stoelen langs dszÿdndef 
utal geplaatst. Aaa de tafel welke «''* 
den achoaw stood, stooden astels voe. dj* 
president, don burgemeester ea voor d* 
ledea van de comité’*.

Tusschen de Raadzaal en de Peratriluns 
waren plantengroepen gesteld wutr achter 
de Heer J. Zotnerdijk Buarink zÿn tafelf 
enz. in gereedbeid had gebracht voor den 
lunch die strake den President sal worden 
aangebodoa.

In burgemeMterskamer was een aofe ge> 
reed gezet, dea President tea diens te, bÿ< 
aldien hy coms een oogenblik rust wensahi 
willen nemen.

De President werd bÿ den toegang toi k*t 
.Stadhuis ontvangen door de eommiarie uft 

aanblik, door die 1e van rÿtuigen in *ene Gemeenteraad en de trap opgeteid. 
beboorhjk door de polilie algezette ruimte |Aan den ingang op bel roorpleta had rich 
E Mt dea waterkant toe da «angarc «n dan jangs beide tijden «en deel der eerewachl
over *t plein op do brag de lodea dor depu
tation met haano near in’t soaoelMbt gims’O- 
rende baaierooen dan verder aan da over 11 jde 
van *l water, zoover het 00g reikte, do opeeo- 
gepakte men-cbenmaera; mcnecbon ook op 
de sobs pen in bet water, op bet gebouwtje 
van de Moo rd-Holl TramwogMaaischappÿ, 
tot op de kioskea.

Tooa de laamto klaakea van bet geung 
warea waggesior ven, kloakoa hoera’1 en piot- 
Mling spoutaan werd betTraosvaalscbo v’olks- 
lied aangeheven. Dock still still word er gO- 
roopea on nil was *t

ft a tradea oon paar raaaeon, afgovaardigd 
door do veractaillande bier aanwerige depa* 
latten op hat ryt ig toe aa eea van ben, de 
boar Van Kaam bood uamens al da vorlo- 
gonwoordigdo vereenigingen onder eon too- 
epraak, een rsnaach igen ianwerkrans, een 
kraim die niot door een man gwont kon 
worden.

Noast don palmtak word die in bet dear» 
voor ba^teoade rÿtnig geiagd.

in dit rytuig voor do holdobiijkon satan 
nog twee peritonea, eea aardig joogske, soontjo 
van Bea Viljoea en eea sooa van dea beer 
tk-butte hd van den Solkcraad van Trane-

l m stoat asm an don vol*readen weg : Brag 
Dererak, PriM Heodrikkada, Marto'saro* 
grachi, Nkenwesÿdc Voorbargwak tipui, 
Kokin, Dooionstraat, Kloveniereburgwal, 
Hoogatraten sa Ondesÿds Voorbargwal naar 
bel Stadhuia

Op dea N Z. Voorbargwal waren dekte- 
deven van do Chris tel g ko school, boold do 
boor rimoae voor de school geschaard.

Zÿ songea den Praeident een Krijgriied 
loe, gemaakt ^in den goeden ooden tyd, 
door kajdtein Jooete van Rapportgangers**. 
Tredend kionken do kinderriemmen t

Tressvaal to weer la BMiiykbol^ 
Want goad Is hier to veal ;

Dus krÿg uns rare vrlendon, die 
Oss eigendom wil steel.

Hai aog: bat w« dm etemreg H, 
£u eea heole bool daar by.

One kan toeb niet; dan maar bakklÿ,

Koor (na elk couplet) t
Hoera, boira, one barKsrs la getroaw,
Heers, hoera, om landstce. k ta beSvee.

TmMvriwc heeft hot tow ce boob 11 
Dio V 1er blear, hUr gapLant, 

O«o zal dit alto» liât waaieo.

Al la het etHJden nog 100 iwaar, 
Om pak OK moedtir een,

Deedftlo tied, dh leeft er eog, 
Die Majabu boot* gemaakt, 

'Waaroa aal om dan no* vroeesa?

Last Rood* dm wee* mo rÿk ate rÿk, 
Ea ook die Chamberlin

Mot ptanno vaa C1o besber am 
De hutp van doctor Jim;

Daar 'a sen ding, wat hul moot outboe, 
Ea dft die beel werold dour:

Tam Atkhta la een bui a erk vent, 
Ona we« het, det M waar;

Het ala eea mt sge vlwklea braodt, 
Loo* hQ ook la grvaar,

Maar aCrika la fay gekom 
En nou la zqu maagje laar;

Ona dokter hem met Hauaerplllan.

Dio Rool-vors'bnl hot bom gakul 
Z|)n glannen kwam niet af. 

Ate Baking-Powder, hul aljaar 
Kan niet ra«i ria geblaf. 

Dit is seen kun«t, om groot te praat 
gear wel, am die ding to doen, 

Zeoalu Loots Botha toonda

Die Reotee eat moo hally-bwf, 
Mur om est mlilespap;

Dao voel hot alto»» ooebt oa itÿf 
Maar one veri lokksr elap.

Ona kaa gauw op mo ooortjM spring 
Dio pMitio In to neem,

Zoo ale daar gtng by Colsnoa.

Eea maw, ooosle one ProcMeet, 
Ea mouig gonoraal,

Ea dear de Vruotaai ook nog bÿ, 
t Z4ja maanM ale van atari.

Chriatjas Do Wot, Koos de la MJ, 
En n< g voioo mot hri meo^

Znllea 00s doer alloc leldoa.

De President verliet thane do Koninklijko 
Wacbtkamer. Tuseoben eea eorewaoht van 
Afrikaner* door begaf bÿ doh near zya 
rÿtaig

Het wm een beeto atoot die zich ook ia 
bowegiug mUk

Tranvalera, komt, woest wetgemoed, 
Vryouteto, ww«t ook biy,

Want riet boo veto vroomdoa vochl 
Al met one iy un eg.

Katai moot weer behoor aa* oe*^ 
En ons groazen breld eno *iti

Van lalelborg tot ZamSori.

vaa Boeren, in Tranavaateche kleedn, go» 
achaard met de vaandete van do Z Irb 
Afnkaansche Republiek en dea Graqje* 
Vry staat

Toen de President de Raadzaal binnentrad, 
werd hÿ daar door dsn Burgemeester ont- 
vaagsu, die was in gewoon g**kteede jas met 
den ambteketen. De ntadriedsa wars oc’f 
niet io auibtskoctuum.

De Burgemeester sprak als volgt:
^Nameiis den Gt-meenteraad der hoofd» 

ri ad zeg ikUhartelijk dank, dat gÿ gehoot 
hebt willen geven aan de uitnoodiging van 
den Raad bier de gelegenheid te geven Ü 
oprechte hulde to brengen en le getuigen 
van zijne hartelÿke sympathie.

Hoe gaame aoa ik daaraaa eea blÿdsn 
welkouirigroel toevoegen, «venais ik het 
voorrecht had in 1884 te doen bÿ de eersto 
eobrade, die ge xettet op Nedriands bodem. . 
Toen hadt ge een gelukkigeo ctrijd geetre» 
den en een vrede boio^gen, die voor Uw 
Volk «« Laod eea ruetlg *n duarzoam be* 
staan waarburgde. Toen waart gs vol vreugde, 
geloof ea vertrouwen to< o«to gekomea on 
jaurenlang heeft de Z.-A. Republiek rich oa* 
der Uwe goods leitling op voorberidigs wÿxa 
zoowel op intellectucel ate xuaterieel gebiea 
ontwikkeld.

Ea thane komt ge tot ons met Blosdend 
hart Eea noodloltige oorlog heeft UwO 
eigendommen vernietigd, Uw land verwzert, 
tai van riachtoffers gemaakt

Toch hebt gÿ niet geaarseld op UweA 
hoogen leeftÿd den pelgrimstocht te aan* 
vaarden, teoeinde door uw penroonlijk op* 
treden pogingen te doen em aan de ramp 
eea einde te maken. Mogen eommtgen wan* 
bopen, Uw vertroawen te trots telearstelling 
oaverrwakt Mogs het U bÿNÿvea; Uw* 
krach ten aterken, en zÿ in *taat njn tten 
wag te vervolgen, dien gÿ wenseht te b< 
wandolen om Uw doel te bereikan: E 
erlangea oen eerroUen vrede.

Dit is de hartgrondige wenseh van deu 
Raad van Amsterdam en ook, dit hsbbuû 
de juichkreten U reeds genegd, ven cte 
bargerÿ." (Appkoa )

De President, die, gecetea in een wk4 
beta midden in de tari geplaatetxxi ^<«1, 
deze rede had aangehoord, stond dadslijk op 
en antwoordde :

„In de eerst* plants dank voor uw welkom 
in adressai reeds uitgesproken ; ik heb geen 
woorden genoeg voor diea^dank. In de 
tweede plaats merk ik wp, mijnbeer de 
bargem eerier, dat gÿ de feiten gevdgd hebA 
In 1884 was ons land zelfatandig gewordeo, 
dank sÿ Gladstone, doch zÿn eeredaad 1* 
vernietigd.

Wÿ staan nu een tegen tien en xondei 
lets te kunnen uitvoeren. Want wp hebben 
noch vocdsel noch amunitie, wÿ morien 
ailes self maken, maar God is ons nabij. 
Hÿ maakt, dal dit kleine klompje, «en 
tegen tien, eea kanon tegen tien, kan staan. 
Dil ia Goda hand ; die te het die de men* 
seben dipper maakt, anders zou 100 lets 
onmogelijs zijn. De Hollandpche menschen 
en vele van andere naties hebben ons dap
per bÿgestaan; van vele naties sÿn zÿ tot 
one gekomea, al hodden zÿ zeif geen be
lang bÿ ons werk. God is de geest der 
waarheid en van het recht, en dear mue 
iaak lechtvaardig is, zal Hÿ de rechtvaar- 
digen helpen.

De boom groeit niei op van den top, 
doch van onder en zoo is het ook met us 
symphatie, die ons toevloeil van overal en 
God zal ons tegemoet komen ; zÿn werk 
wordt gezegend. De overweldigen zÿn een 
tegen tien, tiei .agen hoodord.

Wij wachten op den dag, dal God ons 
duidelÿk zal maken, wat Hÿ met one wiL 
Het best is te vertrouwen op Zijn hulp, 
beter dan die van Keizers en Prinsen. Maar 
laat ons dan ook samen in onze gebeden 
one tot Hem wenden, en verder allé middelea 
gebraiken, die Hÿ ons geeft ; laat ons trach- 
len te krÿgen een vredesoongres of arbitrage 
dan zal een rechtvaardige beriiseing volgen. 
Dank voor Uwe sympathie, ik vertrouw op 
Uwe gebeden door voor ons te krijgen, dat 
Europa iets xal doen.

De Heer heeft duizend middelen om ons 
te helpen. Ate de Heer de vijanden kastijdt 
dan te dat om hen te vernirtigen, ate Hÿ 
rijne kinderen kastijdt, is dal oinodot ^'1®* 
lief heeft. Ik ben nietgvkomen ale vluohtehng, 
maar op mijn hoogen leeftÿd heeft mÿa 
gouvernement mÿ gezegd te gaan om te iie*ij 
wat ik doen kon. Nu men ons ohrt kan 
vernietigen, treedt men daar op tegen onze
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won wen en kinderen, als barbaren. Maar 
God regeert, Hÿ geeft epijzen op rijn tijd, 
Hij leert one op horn vertroawen. Wie 
waarlijk strijilt, etrijdt in den naum dee 
Heeren. Ik dank a zeer — ik heb geiegd.

Voor de lunch, die wandelend genoten 
werd, werden door den Pies dent en sijn 
gevolg een paar gedekte bdeltjes tot hem 
Eebracht in de Raadzaal zelve. Pe andere 

eeren bij deze onivangst Ugenwo rdig 
kouden zich aan de tafeis op de publie he 
tribune van een en ander voorzien.

Het menu dat gedieud werd, was ala volgt 
saamgesteld :

Consommé de volaille 
Bouchées au ris de veau 

Filet de bmuf en gelée A la jardiniere 
Bunce Italienne 
Filet de veau 

Cbaudfroid de faisan
Compile 

Terrine fuies gras 
Petite gateaux 

Calé 
Fruits

De President nam plaate san een tafeHje; 
tegenover hem warengezeten de Burgemeeeier 
eu de heer Wessels; aan een taieltjo daaraan 
greuzend zaten de Welboudem Blooker en 
Van Leeuwen met deu Heer Wolmarana 
Aan een deide tafel zaten a a. de heeren 
De Sauvage Nolting, Heineken, Heemskerk 
met dr. Muller en de andere heeren van 
des Presidents gevolg.

De President bekeek aan tafel aittend met 
belangstelling herhaaldelijk de schildenjen 
in de Raadzaal ; dikwijls zat hij, het huofd 
Opde burst gexonken in gedachien verdiept.

De hem aangebodeu wyuen liqt bij aan 
zich voorbijgaan, doch hij liet zich een glas 
m> *k by zyn lunch breugen.

T ma due lang/amerhand ten eînde liep, 
iot ;4 venchillende Raadsleden zich door deu 

L igeme> Mer aan den Président vourstellen, 
< ie zich met hen eenigeoogenbhkken ouder- 
hieid. Aangexien Z.Ed. erg hardhoorend is, 
was het geeprek niât altÿd even gemakkelijk.

. Kwartier voor eenen trok de President 
zich terug om wat rust te netnen in de 
kamer van den Burgemeester. Aan den arm 
des Burgemeeaten begaf hy zich naar die 
kainer.

Ged u rende den tÿd, dat de President nit- 
rustte heerschtte er in de Raadzaal een on- 
gedwongen toon. De leden van den Raad 
en de neeien van het gevolg hadden de 
eigaren opgrstoken en ondertiiëkien zich ge- 
tellig met elkaar.

Om twee our verlie* de President de 
raadzaal Hem werd uitgelcide gedaan dour 
de Cotnmisde van acht leden nit den raad 
en voor de deuren van de zaal strooideu 
twee dochtartjes van den Wethouder Dr. 
Blooker bluemen.

Beneden in de vestibule aangekomen, 
daverde het wederom van toejuicbingen, 
terwijl de rÿtuigea nog eenigen lyd op het 
Btadhuisplein stilstonden.

Het Transcbe Volkslied werd door alien 
aangeheven. De President onlblootte het 
huofd, en de stoet vertruk onder daverende 
toejuicbingen der menigte.

In het Afrikaner Tehuls.
Van het Stadhuie werd gereden near het : 

Tehnis van do Afrikaandere, N. Heeren» i 
gracht 1 A

Toen do President dit Tehnis betrad, werd 
Z.H.E. door allé aanwMLsn begeleid door 
do inn sink van do \ereeulging aboli Doo 
Gloria ", toegesongoa Psalm dt ven 8 oa 4,

Wslullg h||, die al zgn kracht 
Ea butg aiieeo van U verwacht, 

Dtw newt as wafaebaauds wagon 
Bteekt han de haste middaczoa 
Xu't moerbeidai. oy zQt boo bran. 

En aturt op ban een miiden regen, 
Een regen die boo evordokt, 
V^rkwUt on bun tut segea etreat
ZU gun *an kracbt tot krMbt steeds voort 
Elk banner zal la 1 sails oord

Van Bion bust voor Dol venohyoon. 
Let, Heer der Jafferacharen, let 
Op m(jo ooimoodis smoakgebad:

Al, last m# Bial van druk verkwyaso, 
Loen my oea toegonegon oor; 
O Jakoba Dod, lari mQ gaboon

De Steals president, voorafgegaen door do 
BuM*ComtnLaaM, word naar da BoHuureka* 
mar geleld waar door den Vooral Iler dor 
Haie-oommiMie de directrice, Mej. J. H. 
Mitse aan bom wordt voorgeetald.

Van bet oogenNik van bet bionoutredon 
tot dal ZHE, zijn Betel heeft bereikl stiooi- 
den oen aoveutal meisjea bloamon op ayu 
weg.

Do Btaetepreeldenl werd daarna door do 
Haie-commiaaie naar do grooto zaal geieid, 
on nam pleats in den voor hem bostomdsn 
Betel.

Do leden van hot Christolÿk Nationaal 
Boerenoomité plaatsen ziob tegonover den 
President, de leden der Hnie Com misais on 
de bloameumoisjeo achter den «tel van ZHR.

Do voorzilter van het Chr. Nat. Boeren- 
Comité, de beer H. Byloveld, beetle den 
Btaatspreeldent welkom in de volgeode too- 
Bpraak:

Hoogsdeig^en seergeachto President!
Alo ik op dezen voor one neo msrkwurdlgen 

dag een enkoi woord tot U rtcbtea mag, dan 
doe ik bet ale talk van al de Airlkanera, Uwe 
burgers, die zioh onder minder guuetlge ometan* 
dlgheden Diet sllsao is dit Tehuls, maar Ovord 
In Nederland Hob bevinden.

UEd. besoek aan Bit ona tydeiljk verblyf wordt 
•p seer heogoo prpa geetoid, on wj roepoa U 
eon baxtslyk wolkora In ont midden toe.

wy tun er van overtuigd, dat ona Hoogge- 
achte Stutoboefd near Enropagekomenla,oncer 
zeer beprootdo ometandigbeden en vour zeer 
gowicbtlto rodsnen on dat to om do Europeesche 
Mogendheden un to seggeo, dat or in Zuid-Afrlka 
(Onrecht* gedaan wordt, en bet ul voor b«n 
Wozen om to ourdeelen of Uwe bewaring recbt Is.

Zal de Mogendbeden loelaien dal het Afrikun* 
echo Volk uitgewiaoht wordt, of niet ? Dat ligt 
bty ben, doch hoe bet a0, of er ar hr 1 tag e komt 
of niet, w|J vertrouwen op geen Prinoen niet op 
meuschelukon arm, maar op don storkon arm 
Gods, on gslocven, dat HQ, op ZQnen tyd en op 
Zyne wyte uftkomet revu «L

Im mers de oorior blyft nog even fot aan bet 
wowlen, or Is als bet ware nog geon enkei light- 
atruitje to bespeuron, door do donkere wolken. 
Transvaal sn VrgeUat ie in do woeatun by baar 
Nara gekomen. Men verkeert io bouauwdbeid on 
In >UQ angst roept men tot den wachter op do 
mures : , Wachter, wal fs er van den morgen'.

Het is nacht Zal er nooit meer eon aonneatrsal 
het Afrikunecbe volk beech y non? Zal het Afrl- 
ktansche voik nu bet vermoeide matte hooid 
op aan stven lagged, de betiden vouwen, de 
ocean eluiieu en etorven? Noon, er Ie oeu toe 
komat, on dre toekomet is de onze. En Uy, 
Gaacnie President, tyt bier om met Gods bulp 
don weg naar dlo toekomet voor Uw voik to 
banen. En

▲I to de nacht ook nog wo lang, 
' Al is by bang

Het hcht tai dagon.
Al lo do duisiernts boo dlcht^ 

Het ooonelicbt
Broekt dour by «'Men.

Israël wso ook in do woevtyn. Ook Israël 
dacht dat by bet beloohle land nooit sou bo- 
raUon, on oominlgen keerden terug near de 
vleeschpotten van Egypte. Doch ZU, die voor- 
«•orts tingon, moohton bet load banner orfenie 
bozicten.

Ea wy, ate oea Christen voik, gsloovou ta dien

God, dfo Israël nit Egypte naar Kasaan gevoord 
heeft. Wy go'ooven dat HU, die onze voorvaderen 
naar Zuid-Atnka geieid beelt, waar zy Hem la 
Vryheid konden d enen, niet toolaten ul dat 
hunuenakomelingen uitgodelgdzal worden. Noen, 
nrm>ner. Het Afrikaansuhe voik in Transvaal, Vry- 
staat on Kupkolohto ie no In zyn wording.

Beede ’»oi hobt gy geduo, Hooggeachto Preel- 
dent, voor dat voik. ou ou nog odertgy op, niet 
allown uw roede verzwakte hchaamakrachtoB, 
maar ook Lw go«d on bleed voor do warding 
van dat voik wo ukarat zwaar volt a die taak, 
wy wotan het. Doch do wag gaat immare door 
lydau tot heoriykbaid, door vordrukkuag tot 
vorloashig.

Hoe zwurder do verdrnkktng, boo baeriykar 
da warlumiig, hoe debtor do duletornla, boa 
schooner bet licht. En toch, in dto duktornh 
zyn er roads ikbUtrultjao un bet doorscuo- 
maren, alieen zichIbaar voor bet opnterkendoog. 
Ou* voik beeit on geioerd dat bet eon voik la, 
on baMll dat bet moot deolaa, do can mot den 
anoer hi vreuglo on amart. Voorhaen waren 
wg uitaanlMpead, doch nu zgn wy alien Atri- 
k au are, au wy ay n er trot acta op. Wy zgn Me, 
en varoemgd kunnen wg uwe bandoo eleaaen, 
ou kan er veal gedaan wurdan. Dat hebben wy 
aan de ondoidrukaing to dan ken on elke ware 
Afrikaner is er trotech op, het der wereld to 
varkuudtgen, dat b|i een lid m van hot vordrukie 
voik van AH.ijJk Ere-doeot Kruger, En hiarin 
vlnoen wy do beorlyke Ucbketraal, waarvan wy 
suuevon un murk ten.

De moreen »<□ onze onafhankoiyko vryhold 
to walHcht reede aangebroken.

boon, wy wanbupen niet aan do toekomet. 
Het volkjw, in do Bepubikken geplant, soolang 
bvacbarmd an bowaard, uitzoove aduodsbenauwa- 
bedoa reeds gured, zal nu niet verdelgd warden. 
Het gut nu door lyden tot heartijkboid. De 
toekomet ia do onze, bn no, Hooggeachto Pre- 
aideui, onze vunge beds ia, dat God indenkond 
Uwe poglngen, die gu reede unwendou zult, om 
dez>n oorwchtvaardigen btoedigon stryd ton al nue 
te brengen, met syren zegen te bekronon sn 
verv^Ue den wenacn oa de bate uwe bartan ora 
Uw tulk on dat land wuriour Gy reads too 
oneliidlg veel gedaan bebt, oen vrye voik, een 
vrye laud to makan on ala gy dan aMiuuluon 
reiutaf suit muoton n-nerleggen, dan moogt gy 
met oen ouden Godewan nitruopooi

Nu laat G|, Heer, Uw dienelknecbt gaan, 
in vrode, naar uw woord.

Ik bob geaegd.
Nadat de boor Bÿleveld zijn rede goeiadigd 

bad soogra alien pul un Httçrors 7.

't Ie do Beer, die vreemdelinran
Met eon watead oog boacheawt;

W« uw an ween in twietgadmgen
En in kora in ar alaande bouut; 

Mur zyn arm dor viomea hoop, 
Btuil uo boosen in bun loop.

Dnarna werd hot woord gegeven nan den 
beer E. de Villiero bmeor, die natuooe do 
Afrikaanscbe ballingen President Kruger 1 
loe-prak.

Thans klonken statigo orgelionon on alien 
songea Pul tn 42 ven b:

Mur do Beer sal aitkomot gevon, 
BO, die 'adaage zyn gm al webiedt:

*k Zal in dit vertruuwen laves, 
Eo dat meldeo in myn Bed.

*k Zal zyn >of, tails in den nacht, 
Ztngen, oaar ik Hem verwacht, 

Ko u>yn hart, wat mg moug treffw, 
lol den God myna ieveue heffan.

Terwijl de Pro ideal het Afrikaander 
Tehuls verliet, werd door alien, wear onder 
begeleiding -an do muaiek van „Soli Deo 
Gloria*', getongeo het aoblsie vert van 
Psalm 88:
Gy tech, Gy zyt han room, do kracht van hunno 
*' kracht,
Uw* vrtlo gonst alken wordt de toreloogebracht; 
Wy etokon't huetd omboog, en zullen ne eer- 

« kroon dragon
Door U. door UailMU,om Teen wig welbehagen; 
Want God ia one ten Schild in 'tstrydpark van 

dit levan,
Xn eose Koatog la van lerole, God gegeven. .

De Huk-oommieeie de d den President 
uitgekide tot aan do dour.

VoraebHleado borlohton.
Ale oen bewyo dat or onder allo rangon on 

atandaa to Amsterdam sympathie in voor do 
President Kroger, kao nug dien en dat op do 
Aardappoluiarkt, bet otadi-gedeeite van de Prin- 
aengracht tnaecben de Governpte Rozengrscbt 
on de Brouwersgracht, van byon allo schepen 
Wordt gevfogd. Ook ie dat hot geval op de vaar- 
tuigon die verder ia de Prioaengracbt liggen.

- e•
Enkele fatten va’lon nog to vormelden:
Ondanks do oterko efsetting van hot terrain 

voor Kt Geniraal dtatlon, beworkatallhrd onder 
hiding van dan oummiauria vau peinte, den 
bear Eundter, on verder vaa den heofdinapoctear 
Died enka, brak bot samongeotroumao voik teen 
do stoet bet BtaUonapIeln ver liât onder oorvor- 
douvud boerabgeroep oo gejuich mcb bun om 
den eioet achterna te loo pan oo doo Proatdeni 
te begroeton.

Er ooiatond bavig gedrang on eonigo poroonen 
îaakteo onder den Vuet, t rwyl do banioreo van 
do on baie opgeaceldo verMaiglogon on hunno 
dragere erg in *t nauw gerukton.

Guiukkig bewaardon de hdan dor deputatlën 
on do banierdragero denoodlgo kalmteen bleven 
ay ala een maur etaan. An aero ware woillciit 
oea paniaz outstun. Eonigo Inspecteurs van 
pohGo ou bonne agentan worden door de ont- 
ugiyke menigte œsütgeoiaept, zoudoC or met 
veel udara aan te dean was, dan de stork 
dringenoe maeaa voik, la goodau luim te houdsn.

Zoo bleef de Daau volke ruira twlntlg mi
nutas teitoiyk in cirkelgang ronddruiun, totdat 
MJ zlcb iangzum langs de diie boofdwogen: 
Damrak, Nteuwendyk on Voorburgwal, var- 
epreidda, en volgdetverscbil lande groapen zangaro 
die, Tranavaal-cbo oa vadorlandsebe iieceren 
zingend, in maracbteaipo aftrokken.

Nog ruim MB half uur nadat do Preaident 
waa un^eKoman, kwamen true pun kyken, die 
op booten, sell u> ten on loggers om bet Centraal 
Station hadden plute geoomen, aan wal.

Tegen 1 nor badden bat plein eudoomgevlng 
vau 'I station bet gewono uuzleo.

Tot lid van den gemeenteroad van Voor- 
bnrg ie gekoren de beer B. Wyeruan, can- 
didaal der R. K. Kiesveraeniging, met ^^0 
otemmen Do beer Den Engeleen verkroeg 
Xb6 stommon.

B|j de verkiezing van een lid van den 
gemeentoraad van Aarlanderveen sijn 24.5 
etamtnen uilgobraobt Hiervan verkregen de 
heeren J. H Rolling (lib) 113, 8. Kop 
(lib.) 66 en C van dor Bijt (a -r ) 66 stem- 
men Hocetemming tusschen de drie candi
dat on

To Etten T^ur la tot raadalid gekoten de 
beer M. Ver paten

Het feeot van sea beer Vao Kwkwtjk.
Uit Den Haag wordt one geoohreven:
De nostur van do Twanda Kumar der Staten- 

Generaal, wat us tat sittings jaran betreft, de 
KerkwtJk, vial beden bet gal ok 

ton deel z&n Wo jur te mosen bereiken, wear- 
van hy Diet aiioen do tn can a Jaron in 'e lande 
dionat doorbracht, maar meer dan do hoifi «nud» 
87 Jaron, Onalgebroken wyd-ia un de teharth 
glng van 'o lands beiangen ate vertagenwaordi- 
gor van hot boofdkioaiiatrlot Ziorlkus in do 
Tweedo Kainer.

Een voorroebt dozen dag te megon boiavea lo 
*t niet allson voor dozen porlomantairw veto- 
raan, wieno geMadheidstMeiaml hem varlodea 
jur geruimen tyd aan «un aiutkUndigan Wark* 
kriog onttrok, maar o^k voor zyn valemoda- 
afgevaardtgden uit allo partyoo, die den bear 
Van Karkwyk reeds na harslet zyner zlekte, 
mot zoevoal gonMgoa la do Kamerlagon torug» 
ko«ren.

Neo M>-tal tagMotoaon hot dong Voa

Karkwyk sodwt 1863 vartegenwoordlgde district 
ZlerikzM, mot nemo uli Schouwen eo Dulveland, 
waarondor venctieidono amiravoluileouairsn on 
Katboliakon, wurby zlcb ook on isle damM 
haddoo govoogd. otoiden or prysop, den 7Django 
op «Un geboortsdag san blyk van bulds, orken- 
taiyzhaid en sympathie ua te b edou.

Namons ben kwuton zich hier van bedon voor 
mid dag, durtoo door den Ziarikzeeocboo sfgo- 
vurdigds ton zynau balzooa: vaageo, do bearaa 
mr. A. J. F. Fokker, io Zlenkuo; D. Hock a 
Dzn, vu Broaworshavon m J. U van dor Have, 
burgo uaoator van Oooterland, de eotauiisslo die 
hoi dan «Mold dozer huloirmg bianon don tyd 
van een maand heeft uttgevoerd.

Daze deputatle bund den «eachtea afgevaar- 
ale undenkon san een album, In blauw maro- 
kynen Land.

Up do veorsyde lo on relief rowerkt hot wapea 
van ZierizzM boven do JaartaJen l&iO-IMuU 
waarop uit een dor hoekon hi goudon stralau- 
buodei voit oa de acteCertydo vertoonl de initi- 
Ken vaa don jubilans omkianst door lauweroa.

De oersto bUdaydo van nit godenkboek be vat 
in calhgratiacho luttera do vulgeodo opdracut :

,Aan den hsor J. J. van Kerkwyk lid vaa de 
Tweeoo Kamar der S.aten-Goneraal wordt ter 
geiogunheid vaa zyn 7oen gubourtedag op 19 
December 19ou dit album met byhehooraade 
gouden médaillé unzooeden door vole ingosece- 
nen van Schouwen oa DoivelanA

Alo eon bowjo van wuroeoring. van hoog- 
acbting on van dankburtieid voor de uitneminde 
wyze, waaiop L(j van 1^63 at tot bedoadobom 
touvertrouwde beiangen van bet hoofdkiMdieltict 
Zienkue beeit behartigd."

Do voUende biadayden van dit work, keurig 
ult/ovoerd door don uitgever Ocbtman, drnkkery 
to Zloriksee, govoa te lezeu de naiueu dercom- 
miaaie voor dit bnldebiyk alt ludure gemeeato 
van do eilanoen beboawen en Daivelaad on 
gameentesKuwyze gorangech kt de nameu der 
doeinemera un dit oere-geecbank.

Do médaillé In goad, het eiaenlyke haldebiyk, 
vortuoni aan den eenen knot hot goo.achtewapeti 
van den beer Kerkwyk mol rondochrift : , A an 
J. J. van Kerkwyk, In der Tweode Kamer van 
do Staton Goneraal 1863—190J* eq op do koer- 
zOde bet w.peu «an Zleriktee, oaaronder 19 
December HDD on hot rondschrifz ,Hulde der 
ingezotenen van Schouwen ea Dui «eland*.

Tevena werden van de médaillé ex^mplaron in 
dot ziber on b.ona vervuidigJ, me den beer 
Van Kerkwyk made warden ter band gootetd in 
een aiorlyk bybohooremi écrln, aile» vervaardigd 
In de zdvorlaoriek vau deu boor G. J. Hegeor, te 
Utrecht.

IM dee Helder.
Do goraeenterazd van Helder booklet Diosdag 

tot tuolattng «au hot oalau«e gekozea raad* I Id, 
den bear G. do Ven.

Verder word eena mode aangauumen near 
unhiding van eon ingokomen Co hetieve ont- 
slag aanvrage van hot beaiuur van feat gamoen’e- 
zh a ennuie. Doze ontoiag-Mnvra :o waa uogroad 
op do m de vori'e zitti<u lour den hourst<al- 
nnn uBgeeproken bescbnldig ng, ale zouden da 
beiangen van hot peiuoaeel vaa *t ziekenuuis in 
baiiiieo dor eomiUKole niet vuilig aya. Naar 
sauhiding biervan war I du. op voorstel van den 
be«r Dito, met algemeeiia etcmoit-a *aae mutin 
aaugoiioiDen, waxrln de Baad de door den be«r 
Staalman uitgoap oiimi beocbukhglsg c-hael up 
clone roKoninr etelt Den vu.rzitter werd wpgn 
dragon, to trachte i do commuais op haar beslnil 
to duon terugkounea.

Nederland eo Zeld-Afrlka.
Het Persksntoor van bet Algomeen Noder- 

hnuacb Vurboud te Dordrex-lit sou gaarneoenige 
Inlicbtlagm outvanwen aaagaaode de navolgenuo 
iiursuntn: J. Wfaroma, wat oadorwyzer te 
Waterkl of; J. W. Gehle Jr., hoolduadernyzor 
te .StrQJpoort ; K. W i-Ucbar ea 3 Zuneu, uit 
Be1 he! ahtnet Ermeia; u. v.n l u nen, ondor- 
wyzer te Bruderatruom ; Job. Fred. Ka»t»yn. 
hooflonuerwyzer to Lyae burg; Carel Fred. 
8t-uiiier, machinobankwoinor by oen m|]n to 
Haihnburg adret Johannesburg Box 1417 ; H. A. 
Corueiioaen, buotdonderwyzei te Warmbad.

GEMEHSD NIÉUW&
Brand. .

Door onbekendo oorzaak la giat«retinaetit to 
DwtneMou de bikro y vai dsi huai D. Mulder 
mat wojiihtiis te- don «rond afge’.rauJ. Nieto 
kou gured wordon. Alloa Is vorukor J.

3 October-vereealging Ie Leitten.
Onder voorz'tterKbap van don boor N. Bron- 

war bad Dined^g do naja.trsvargadorln< planta 
van do 3 Outo-or-vereeciging ie Deiden. lot 
beutiKiraieden warden borkozen de heeron 
Brouwer Voornoamd en 8 B. Voa, On bonoein'i 
in de plnate van dan hear J. M. ilulting, n.ar 
elders vartrukkon, da beer W. Draayer, learaar 
un de H. S. 8. voor jongona. De mening over 
1399 1900 ward giadrszend iu on tv* ng it op 
/ 6d>5 >1, tn ultvatf oj /'464Ô.I4, dorbalvo mat 
een batig uldo van /’Till'?.

Het mildxgfeaot ehchte eene uitgavo vm 
fB’l, do miizlak /<IU> on het vuurwera f 300.

Het aantal haen dor va eemgiug bedraagl 
thana 26<.3, dat der donateurs 891

Op voarstei vac bet bast mu ward in beglneel 
besloten tot oprichting la Leiden van aune ver 
seniglng tut bevoruermg van vreemdelingen- 
bezcok. dit bestuar te tn*ehtlgeo to*, battre.fen 
v*a de voorlouplg noolzakaiyke tn_atragil«n, aan 
ontwerp-regiaiuont e«aiu to atailon an dit nador 
un da guodkeuring van do leden to oadarwerpao.

lobrakM to Rotterda*.
In den laatetan tyd hebben to Rotterdam 

barbuldeiyk diofataMen plants du nachts dœr 
miadei van inklimoaiag door goopeude tai mol- 
ramen boven de winkeldunr.

Ook wol gaveurt bez, dat de dlevan tegen do 
dour opklimmen an met behulp van een st ok 
met hut de gooderen uit da winkeikastgrypaa 
en un bonne handlunger* op strut overgevaa.

On'angs werd <-en juwal 1er en hurio.'einuker 
plotsuhng 'a naebte wakkar on zag by een 
in broker ecbryl ngs In bet tulmolrum. 1J lings 
wist de tnbrekar to oatkomen.

in den Inge oopen nacht word door inklim- 
ming door oea gaopend tulmairum ingsbrokon 
lo den kruiduniarswinkel van J Simaos us den 
Kat a bosk 2î ea do tooabaukiade inhoudoado 
ruim 2u g d. geledlgd.

Vaa de dadon geen spoor.
VerdaiMer log.

W. P., vroegei oesterhandelaar en admini
strateur te Goes, is naar de gevangenis te 
's Gravenbage overgebracht in verband met het 
door hem en door bet Openbaar Ministerie in- 
tfestelde hooger bcroep tegen het vonnis der 
MiddMbutgsche rechtbank, waarbij hij tot I 
jaar gevangenisstraf is veroordeeld wegens 
verdutstenng van pl.m. f 3500.

Een revolvsrachoL
Te Oud-Vroenhoven heeft de eene breeder op 

den ander een revolverschot gelost en hem ge- 
vaarlijk aan bet hoofd verwnnd. Huiselijke on- 
eenigheid schijnt de aanioidende oonaak tot 
deze daad te zijn gewaest. De vermoedelijke 
dad er is door de maréchaussée te Maastricht 
ungehouden, terwijl de verwonde in bet ge- 
sticht Calvariënberg aldaar is opgenomen.

STADSNIEUWS.

Do Fransche Mall met bertchtan uft NeX-Indld 
wordt murgonmiddag te 11 uur 14 min. vorwuobt,

Aigeswooe taarvergaderlog van Bio A, M. 01 & 
Dordo dag.

BU den un van g van den derdsn dag krse* 
atlareorot H»Uo 0tr. n. V.) hot weurd, die, met 
boc 00g op du komet van Kruger In Amotordaro, 
de vergadsnog toeoprak. Do corlog in Zuld- 
Afrika was geen ourlog v»n voik tegen voik, 
maar van do Engeiecho repoorlng tegen het 
Transva.dectie goad. Hy elolde daaroai een 
motto veor waaria hulde werd gekracht un do 
Buaron on eon woord vaa welkom werd toego- 
toepan un President Kruger* Dur or van 
vsrschnlnnrie kanton ate mm en opgingen tegen 
dean nutisk took do vooratedee dote west ta

maar doeldo do vooraittor moo, uft num dor 
vergadermg, dal daarom volstrekt niet to koct 
gedau wu nan do oympathie voor do otrydeudo 
Boores.

Durop werd do discaado voortgezet over *t 
verslag van dan pMningmsester. Pothufo, & 3. 
en 8. V. otelde voor, dat de jur»erg*4ertag deu 
p«noingmsMier ia do gologeahold sou utallun, 
om over den stand vaa sakea tueschea I Jae. 
on 80 September Hk», oea volled'g overate ht 
to gevon, wat nu niet mogeiyk waa, omdat bet 
boekjur liep lot 31 December. Na oeaige aiocaedo 
werd mel IQ—9 oiemmen ovoawol beslutea do 
discutais over hot Varela?, aio giotoravoad ge- 
elotoo wu, slot to beropeuen. De poetgowyM 
behaqaeling van dltaoUdo voralag word daarnu 
un uo urdo Roatold.

Op den po»t: in'ereoten otelde Miranda, opr. 
n. V^ voor do geldbeloggicg niet aioer te does 
plute bobbeu in otukken N. W. &, omdat in 
den loop van dll Jaar met don verkoop van doze 
etuekoa aogai uuzieuiyko verluun geiodou 
waren. Do voorai tier sei dan ooz daarup, dat 
du Hood blardaor galoerd hat, dal een bulegging 
la ortactea vuor vazvoroeouiug ulel wonscueiyk 
Iu on dat daarom do Bond beoioton had, vuor- 
taan geuoegun to nomen mol do geilugero route 
van oea bank.

BQ do postuitgaven weekblad, weoochte Mi
randa: 3. N. V., by aotamiliobeiichteo,die gratia 
opgenomen Worden, to bepaleo, dat voortaan 
omirent Ma poreuou mot moor zoo reel advor- 
tentien er io voorkomoa motun. Dit gaf unfol
ding tot vool bes^roking omirent do miuiiel^n 
ter vooi komlng. BQ den poet ecbadevergoodiog 
vroeg i’oekel. D K. en K. V.. at het idol mugelyk 
wu de ecuadevergooding un aigevurdiguon te 
dooa vorvallen, duorao jurvergadoriag'eavoude 
to dooa p.a»u beuoea Do vooruitor loondo do 
onmovelykheld hiervan un.

Onaer epplaue word dsarna do peunlngnioee- 
tor godoebargeerd en a»a de ordo gosteid de 
begrootiag voor 19ul.

Alleroorel k>va>a ter oproko do post ontvsng- 
atea ua caatrloutlën tot eoa bed rag van / 1HJ,ooO, 
ala Modanig ungenomoa. Puet-BoiiJagobouw, 
groot /2604, word na oeaige aitcuaoio unge- 
nomea. oven ale do peatea WeekoUd/QJi, druk- 
werk f 800 ea iacetoatoa { 200. Tuiulf 104^24, 
goedgekourd.

RECHTZAKEN.

De layeoiorte hoizee
Het goroebtobof to Amsterdam heeft bevestigd 

hot vonuis der reuhtbank, wurby de eigeoboa- 
wer W. J. Vlunaeren, buklaagd vaa bet door 
ecàaid voroorspken vao dun duod van een 
wurkman en do ver winding van as ven tien 
auderen; te vrygesprokea vaa bet hem leu teato 
ro.egde.

Do rechtbank te Amsterdam boeft Q. T., den 
j.'nzan man, die om ,z*kon te doen' hostel.in^on 

1 d«»d van suikerwerk en siosren, ze wal verkoebt 
! doch ni«t beta die en dui leraciitsiond beklaagd 

van oplicbting, veroordeeld lot twoo jarea ge- 
vangeniootraf.

Paging tot moorJ.
De Krygerud to Loen war ion heeft doa milicien 

Heorxo Prins, Out 20 jaar, van bet le rag. inf. 
te Aosen - wigoae foxing tot moord op zQue 
vrouw Harmko Dontio te Slideslursterveen, 
petn. Sluehteren — verourdeeid tot 1» jaar ge- 
vaugenlutraf, met vervaJeaverklaring van doa 
iniliuircn aland.

Barg’messier eo Commlssarfa van Poll tie.
Uit L sn Haa? writ one geschraven r
Aan or. D. van lloatoa, advucaai al nier, die, 

in zake da sank lac tit van den beer Van Scharua* 
beak tegen den bargomeMior dour gom-Mme, 
v ,ur do bolooligdo party optreedt, werd door 
dan uBieier vao justiiie on door de ruchtosak 
verl g gewe Berd lot irizage van proooest ikkoa. 
Het gerechtaiiof b«oft etonwol dat verlot toe- 
gesiuo.

Het tuber) to Schiedam.
Z»alo man zich herlnnart werd tn 1894 tenzo» 

rake «an hot scbroineiuk wanned >or vaa doa 
gameento ontvsng*- Bailers te Scnlodam. ia do 
ge-nuetuskas o«n tek>rt ontdskt van / BçkK).

Hot goaiasaieœiiuur ela*gdo or ia ruim do 
belli v.n ait lekari te redden en stolde voor 
het overige ruim / don tooamslizon bar
ge nee^ter den boor Van Dyk vaa Mutoneaaa, 
aaitspruKelyk.

De vuri-e week nu warden in dose uak voor 
de Rotterda n»>:<io rechtbank (clvtele k»mer)<io 

'p oiio 'ea gvoerd tuMChon de advocaten mr. 
■ Aux. Pa-b -s Jr., alt Aina.ordam, veo- to go 
i muante Schiedam en mr. J. Knut,ton belt, uit 

KuGcidam, voor deu beer Van Dyk van Mato- 
neaso.

Da geseentesteldedenoud-biirgomsosterhler- 
voor jitisprakelyk op grond dut dose de go- 
moin e voror Je iinz met had naroleafd door niet 
near benoTon de kaaapnoinlng by dengemeoato- 
oui vanner te doen plaate hebcen.

Dsartegen word door den gedaagte aan gevoerd 
dat de actio t<g»O doa hour Van Dijk Van Mato- 
netio ailoan I no* tell nlot kon opgaan ora let 
nlot de burgemeester alla«n iu rar r.et 001 lego 
van B. en W. in daee unoprake’yk was e 1 duo 
ook de andoro leden van dat college hadden be 
booren opgaroopou te worden tour niet do 
burgomeeaier allées.

Van w«ge de gemeento word blortogon opts* 
merkt dat wanne^r bier pllchtverzu’m van do 
zydo van bet oolieto van B. en W. saawezigia, 
lodar dor leiea hoofdoiyk unoprakoiyu la, out 
de geraeonte ruoat hai vaa doa he* « Djk 
van MaCuaesM hot gsbia o bsdrag to vordereu.

Voort* ward door g*4aagd« aan ovoerd dak 
doze act 0 Blet to" S<g ri tie at sat van tian burzor- 
iUkon rsehtsr; dat bier too I ate kelagd ward 
oea vorzuim ia du wasM-miai vaa puol ok- 
r«chteiyko fueotios en dot durovor do olvioie 
roch er met msg reabteprekoa.

Hlertegea m<rkto de gemeento op dat deze 
actio Diet op bet pnblieko recbt gehuoerd wu, 
maar wao gegrond up lekorikoiniogea waarvoor 
ieder betatl hQ al of met ambioaaar ie tea 
clviele uaeprakeiyk te.

Tegonover de ontkenteula door gedaagdo van 
do gestoldo fatten heoltdogomeeato aaagokodon 
do Mtea to tewyzeo.

Het O. M. mi op 28 December a.m In doze 
zuk condualo nomen.

KUMSTEN EN WEÏENSCHAPPEN

Kunst» bh Lkttbrnibuws.

De Ftgara week een bericht oft Rome te ver» 
meldeo, dat Koningin Margaretha oea biographie 
van Koning Humbert ul eciiryvon. De Koningin 
heeft vale dacumon'on vetzan.old, dledekarok- 
teitrokken doe vorsten, welke bet pubiiok nlot 
kendo, ia hot ware liebt auiloa eteUon.

Coeeartgaboew.
Het programma vaa hot ooaoert van Dander- 

dag bovat:
L Symphonie No. S (a kl. t.) Op. 66. Q Saiot- 

Saeno; a. Allegro marcato. Pin allegro. Tem»o 
la Allegro appuMouato ; A Adagio ; c. Sch-.rzo 
Presto, Un poce mono moose; d. Prestissimo. 
Poco mono presto. Andantma Tempo la — 

rsikbaar boogotunden vtrtuooe. Mot weik een 
ooaovoigbaro gemekiykheid vertolkto by bot 
Ae-dur-conoert os 2 vau Liazt en do door hem 
voor klaviar bewerkto Toccata, adagio on fuga, 
van Bacb, cm vervolgene aye auditorium In go- 
beol andoro efeer te broogon mot de C-moll 
Nocturne van Chopin oa duaraa Alcoa Polonaiae 
la Aa-dur.

Do bartoiyko ovatto dlo bom ge^racht word 
a00pte Busoni tot twee toegi tj^s, beido vau 
Lisat, ni. de Franciaoua on de, ik mena eltae, 
Ruapsud 0 hongroise

Bucuni beeft wur gotoond, zyn iMrmooator le 
vorataen ea bom lief te hebben bovenaL Dtep 
outaag le het, dut iedar voor hem vuelou moot, 
di» het vourrecbt bad, hum oeainaal alochw te 
hooren.

Mongolborg kwam van a von d mot de eerate 
ultvuering «sq het voorepel tot de (woods acte 
van de opéra .fugwalde', vaa Max Hcbillinga, 
osa Wagaonuasch toon work, dat in zoover doa 
tut oordeelea minder bevoegde boeit. dat bot zoer 
n*ar een tweedo aaditie deot varlangen. De 
wurgaloeze ouperionteit vau dit krantgo orkset 
blsek wear opateuw ten voile by de luterprets- 
tie vaa bot voareuol van ,uio dsiatorsiagra', 
dat daa oek oea wma oa iangdurig applauo 
ougo ta. Duch, kotrolfea door hot overweldlgei d 
reaultut vaa zyn al-bozioiende loldiag, applae- 
dlsooorde do dirigent ulf mode voor (Ua altge- 
iosen ochare.

Hier uodo «ras woer goedgemukt wat in *t 
begin van don avood bedorv a wsru, Ian do by val 
der tooaoordora, a*iat Boethovoa'a .zoveado* 
ten g» h tore wu gebraebt. vrQ karig waa, ochter 
gebool bmtua do ochuld dot verlolkera

De geïlleitre erde t QbeL
Prat Dake on do beer G. Muller hebben voor 

Mnlzoa tyd — but io no wel sev»n jaar geleden 
— het gruotsebo plan opgevat deu By bel, het 
Bout dur bo«k«a. opaieuw uit te do»n ga«en, 
le oea vorji, die ale vori<o ni veut ov.rtretfoa. 
Hot rouzeework uulert nu aya «oiiooHng, oa 
we koaJaa, dank zj do walwill «naheiil van de 
booran Dake oa Mulier, roods eoa exomplaar — 
boewel no< ineampioot — o-zlcatigsa.

Het byzoaitora «an doze uitgave ia, dat doge- 
heels OsmaMule wsrold er un aaageholpoa heoft, 
zoolac In late o oouwee d»z» Hy»| oea oenig 
b «t>rlsch etuk zal «yu waurnit de staat der 
naGaule kunat der Do eouw ta voracbiliondo 
iandea ie op to makoa.

Va > mie fsn ion wsr ioa na noiyk d >or do 
Na>mloozo Veanoitochap ,Do g-11 lotrocrde 
Bybel*, do grenats kuastoeave ait 'Oaoodigd. 
oea of raser plates or vovr te m>k«u. Mon 
vrosg «liera ban, die een gevaO'igdo roputatio 
van ja on lang haddoo, den gro listen eekoadoien 
van elk l<nf. Nu to bet w l waar, dat doze 
crouton lang nlot alien illa-treorde.'O *t}n ea 
dal daze task voor Mtnmigea wol uon'go mbw a- 
r«a oplevarde, maar men wiido toeb goon jongoro 
mlsschleo meer talent to io kunoteaasrs vrsgen, 
daar mon altyd in twy.ol to over ds tcekomst 
on or zeicor van wilds zyt>, aileon medewsrkere 
to becbon, wiun doty i naue on Dare bozorgd had.

lint iilustresren van den Bijbel to tote an de re 
dan bet iliu*tr««<ran v*n «en gowioa book. Som- 
mUea bsscaaawsa d*a BQool «le «oTe woord, 
tn zyn geneel, juist soo ge<cbro«oa a o wy hot 
tetoaw<Mrai< lezso; andereu so-ch raven hat 
B -ok ato eon Vortemeliag vue door vareobillande 
poriuiien upra<a«k«n3a «er Pal an. De oersten 
znlloa mtszciiiau ean bszwaar v ndan d*t door 
bet liliistreiren door verachiiloa ie perauaoa do 
oonhetd v-rcrokon worit; do lauto.en daaren 
torea (alleu doze manier tiojulcbea omdat zoo 
van eentotilgnoid geen sprako kan sdn on omdat 
bet wear rev eu vaa de meeot aiteen'oopeodo «0- 
duchtua «oko.uen paseands te ey dit werk.

Hm dit ay, ieder zal wo) groote beiango’oi
ling hebben voor wat do kanoi hieroy oador- 
nuinon heeft.

Eonigo d«r voornuamote ulrgavers on boek- 
hande oren in hot land: oo flrma'e Van Kampon 
ea Holkema 00 Warendorf te Ama'erdatn, de 
Er «en Lvoojao on Tadema to Hr ariem, E. J. 
Bril to Leiden, Kramore en J. G hy.’h te Rot
terdam, bcbilleuranc te Zn phon, veieenlzdae 
zl< b ea de ultveerdere stob en sicu in betrakking 
m»t de grootsto kunstenatrs der werea, nl 
Walter Cra»e, E, A. Abbey, britu. Hlvihre, John 

M. Swan, Frank Dickaoe. Edw. Burna-Jone^ 
F Ita von L'b'ie, 8. Behuoidor, Arih. Kampt. Alb. 
Atoetrelt, Max Ltobaroion», J. 1. Benjamin Contant, 
L L.’ Garo.ne, J. Tissot. C Ro uzegroras^ Jeus 
Paul Laulana, Parte de Chavanne?, G. Hogantiai. 
Dom. Morelli, Fr. P. Mlcnettt, V. do Brasi k, Dja 
Repin. Joo Villegas, Juliean de Vrieudt, Jwzef 
laraftie en Alma Tadema.

Ieder verbood (icb tot lie* - aron van eon of 
maar ItluutraUes. Munkassy m Laicbton, die 
aanvanoaian hadden otx vji t-ekeningaa to 
maksa. «tiorven voor er een (tear wao. Van 
Burno Joaos, Segantini en Buvto de Cbavannee, 
ook in dien tyd ovei leden, boeft mon bo oebtor 
nog by tyde ont vengea.

Walter Crane heeft het grootato aandeel aan 
het grootecbo werk. Want behalvesQu vyf platan 
teekando hy doe omelag, de boo den d«r po- 
giaa’s, oen alphabet in kapltele gouden louera, 
by gat do iodeeling der pavinas aan, kortom 

artlaiiek begiip vaa eon gadrakt oa ge.lluo- 
treord book.

Eon epecialo letter word vorvaanUrd on ook 
voor het drukksn van den gowoaea tokot, wal ge- 
•cutedt by Koeloffzen. Hubner eg Van Saoteo 
to Amaterdam, bad O-oe do d 'Ing. Do foto- 
gravarua warden gemaakt Ao r Laoaercler to 
Par y 3.

BQ bet zien van don •melog, de hoofdan der 
pagina'o, Dlierverdoolmg ans, krygor we dado- 
lyk doa fair k dat bier oen voire- k ■ comM- 
nauo ia va i het loutecbe oa het srn* t ke.

Op bet titoiblad sien wy don lovoosboum, die 
blouloud in den vorm van oea groo hart, do 
pkato waaria ataat .Bybel', o< .Lacuuuo Biule' 
ena. (want bet werk wordt in uet Hollandecb, 
Fraasab, Duhsch 00 Engelach tagalyk uilgegevoo, 
on mio-ohien 001 In hot Lacynj. Aan den levone 
boom staan Adam on E«a on do verdore in vailing 
van bet vak «tait bet beelal voor. De rand ver- 
tooiit do profe'.en, do hoekon gevon do beolden 
voor Lucas, Johannes, Marcus on Pall un, onder» 
aan ai-«n we de veruryving nit hot t'aradye on 
hot war ken in het sweet des aanoebyaa voerge- 
etold, bovenaan Christas' geboorta

Uo de aebterzydo van don omelag ioChrletae 
aan het kruta gateakend, uit zyn breed bloeion 
ryko planton ea vrucatea, wingerd on druiven- 
troseon op.

Elk on d or deol van talk eon teokeniog van 
Crane, olke verluchte letter, elke atyi, die by 
toekant om sea bladzyd* in twao kolomtuon to 
verdoeien, lo een beepreklng waard, maar ait (on 
to ver voeroo, aiioen wll Ik oven wysen op bet 
iogieche jule< van dlo atyiun. Voor gen Oslo to 
hie* voor gen omen eee etang, die dch om eon 
boom kronkeit en een appel In den bek boudt, 
verder by bat Bret Rath K v. (Qn er korenareu 
on olkkelo voor gebrutkt, wear later by da voch» 
tonde koningen eau «oral»’Ing van laason.

Vaa do iluzstratiM kunnen we na een vlucb» 
tlga bozichtiglKg natuarlyk neg nie*, voel toggon. 
Alissa dit: Bagantinl maakl door syn forsebe 
eobsrboid gawululgea Indruk, Walter Crane to 
overal bekooriyk, Villegao vol weoidorige praebt, 
Jotaf laraéla kraalg tn (Un .David en Saul*. 
Het la eenlgarins and are comroaitie dan die van 
ays acblbtory, ,Saui'a dochtor*. Michaël ia hier 
met aanwezig, Modat do aandacht meer tut de 
hoofdtiguren bepaald blyft, maar Saul'e bilk to 
op syn groot does veel goweldlgoren deheoriyk 
tnoole luebt boven do witte atad In do verte 
mieson we tn do Mbiotrattoi

Er sijn ook wol platen, die one voletrekt nlot 
voldoen, maar bet to beat moralyk dat Alt 
komt door do mentor, dlo too oneindlg voreebiit 
■et onze meer impreeslonnletischo opvat’lnr, 
eu wie went of na oeuwen deze platen niet ale 
boogate knnet er ken d sullen worden I Want 
al voolM wo perooouiyk otork wat moot on 
wat kunet ta, wëteu doen wo't nooit, one uor- 
doel biytt altyd eubjoctiot.

Alma Tadema to do mine die van (Qn be- 
looldo teakanmgen «og geeno Mud, met ongeduld 
wordt nu op heoi gewachL

Alo bowys boo ot:orm groot do ondernoming 
van do (Na*ml. Vennootecbap Do geilluotroerdo 
By col* io, vortoldo prof. Dake my, dat la bet 
galieol reede twee ton orln goetoken la. waarvan 
door de ûrtna Holkema M Warendorf aileon 
/ 20.0m).

Wo hobboa vow da wakkera eaderaamere 

grooten oerbiod ea wonecbao hu hot maosto 
aucceo too.

_____________________ & Hx.
W KTRNSCHA PPVN,

BQ do onder dlrwtie ven den heer J. Schulman 
voortgesatte poaningveiling v»n Uoarertee warden 
& A da volgeodo boogs pry ton Matted:

No. 621. LxX. Dood van *1 illam don ZwQger, 
/40; 63K 169'. In name van Gro) on Brsdovoort, 
/ 47.26; 668. 1622. In nemo van i *rgsn op Zoom. 
/ 61 ; 806. Médaillon met bor.tboal iea van Guataa] 
Adolph on Eloonora, / 46; dub. 16*7. Frederik 
Haudrfk en Amsl'a van Solma, / 87»; 680, lc66( 
Aankomat van Karo) 11 to Dover, fM; 690. IM?. 
Vraie vaa Breda, / 32 , 702. Inhk Admtreal De 
Ruyter, /<0; 706 1678 Viode vaa Nymaren. 
f 40; 709. 1688. Landing to lorbay, / ou; îl), 
1689. Kroning van Wi.rem 111 ou Mario, / t>4l 
724. 1697. Vrode van FUa^yk, f 26; 7*3. 173K 
2u-jarlg jubilee van do Vrode van Utrocbt, f 3L

VERSLAGEM.
TWEEOE KAMCR.

ZiUing van Wamudag 19 liac^ toon. 11 tatr* 
ii'tr rMafrue/u

Begrootiag van W .ter.teat.
De heer Jansen dankt den minister voof 

de 'oezegging betreffente het kanaal van do 
Zu id-Willems vaart naar de Amer. Hij wu wen- 
•chen to veroemen, wat dit wet sun twerp in- 

houdt.
Do Miraistefr van Waterstaat, <te 

heer Lely, antwoordt, dat bij dit niet kan teg- 
gen, maar het wetsontwerp zal spoedig worden 
ingediend.

De heer Do Waal M a Ief ij t bespreeky 
bij art. 80 de visschersbaven van ilmuiden. H j 
gelooft, dat die genoeg verruimd kan worden 
ioor het wegbreken van Steigers vooral omdal 
bij het openen van de Scheveningsche haven 
een deel der bom men IJmuiden tai verlaten. 
Vervolgens bespreekt hij de zaak van de vjseh» 
ha). Hij tcht den tegenwoordigen toestand n*» 
deelig voor het Rijk en voor den handel. Zij, 
.lie geen gebruik maken van den 
worden geweerd uit de hal, die toch een Rijks» 
gebouw en dus voor alien bestemd is. Ook fa 
het zeer nadeefig voor den handel, dat er tegee 
!ijk op twee plaatsen afslag is, bii Rijk en par- 
’.iculieren. Nu rijn de keepers verdeeld. Indien 
aet Rijk rich maar strikt tot afriaan bepaaldo 
en rich niet met de geidzaken bemoeido. son* 
den de particulieren ook in do hal kotnen «a 
vervielen all- bezwaren.

De ruimte in de particulière bal en bn 84 
ligplaats der4 particulieren is veel te kiein. 
daarom vermindert daar de handel. maar niet 
omdat men te kJage-n heeft over misbruiken. 
Do bedoehng van het amendement i* om de 
/ 6000 voor manden te schrappen. Bÿ de parti» 
cuheren rijn die kosten reel minder.

2. Droi Guaagoaue .Leo Nulle d'étâ*, H. Berlioz;
a. Absence, A Sur las lagunes, t. i'Uo inconnue. — 
8, Voerapel van de Opera .Die Hoxo* A. Eona.
4. Finnieche Lieder; a. Zum Kummer geboron, 
fialandleobe Volkeliedi arranrirt voa K. Ekman ; 
b. Schwarze Rooeu J. Sibelius; e. Homdeamata 
fWiogenBed) (X Merlkanto; «Z. Seunooechoin A. 
Jarnsfeit. — 5, Voorepel van do Opéra aDie 
Meistersinger von Nurnberg' R. Wagner.

„Caocllla" te Aroheob
Uit Arnhem wordt ona geaohrevonr
Hot tweedo concert von .Ceecitla* tel voor 

vole loden een maohtige berinnorlnc achterlaten 
door bot eptredon van IJsst’e grooteu iwiiag 
Ferrucio Busoni uit Berlyn. Men kan veel of 
woimg eohryvea over eyn geweldig oxproeel» 
vormogee of over (Un tooro voolen, syn unslag 
of oegeëvenurde vtngervlugbeld, eteedeMl men 
■lek Klein MU ven voolen tegeaever deaoa onoo»

In ieder geval moet 4e ouiabesteding van 
manden in het pubhek plaats hebben.

Ten tweede steit het amendement op de aan* 
gevraagde geiden voor het afsluiten van een 
ieei der bai voor pakrnimte te wetgeren. Dil 
is njet dringend noodig en wanneer de parti» 
culiere handel ook in de hal kwam sou do 
ruimte te kiein worden.

Minister Lely constateert op veel pun- 
ten overeen te stem men, doch geeft niet ton* 
dat de haven van Scheveningen ten gevolge uu 
hebben dat er minder born men te IJmuiden 
komen ; de bommen nemen voortdurend U* 
Wanneer men thans de haven vergroot, word! 
latere verdere vergrootine ook mogelijk, wan
neer IJmujden eenmaal een groote visch* 
haven wordt. Tegen het maken van een kaai» 
muur in plaats vaa de steiger* heeft de minis
ter ernstig bezwaar. Verder betoogt de minister 
dat de tusschenkomst van een credietinstelling 
onmisbaar is. Het contract is met drie maan» 
den opzegbaar. doch tot dusver ziet de minister 
geen reden om het door het Rqk «elf te does 
explmteerea. Als er winst komt zal dat ge- 
schieden.

De minister verklaart uitdrnkkelijk berolew 
te hebben. dat er in de haven pern onderscheid 
wordt gemaakt tussebew diw-aeor de Rÿk^ 
hal raan en naar 6e particulière. Hij is over- 
tuigd, dat dit voorschrift nageleefd wordt. Bij 
oadenoek >• geblekea. dat de klachten Onjwist 
t^n. Het bezwaar, dat er op twee plaatsen tege> 
luk afslag plaats heeft, treft den minister met, 
d|s aanvanivlijk een tnonopolie wilde, doch 
ten slorte tqcstond, dat ook de particulier» 
afsloegen omdat er een storm van verontwaar- 
diging over het monopolie ontstaan wan

Het afslaggeld is too laag mogelijk •resteld, 
n.L 1 % ; daaronder is het gebruik van de man
den begrepen. Verder zet de minister uiteen, 
dat de tusschenkomst van de credjetinstelling 
voor verkoopen en koopen nooit anders da* 
voordeelig kan rijn.

Wat nu het amendement-Malefijt betreft, dll 
heeft niet zooafs dat van verleden iaar de streh* 
king om de geheele taak onmogeltik *e maken. 
De minister geeft toe, dat het Rijk de eerstH 
keer voor de manden wel wat veel heeft moeteg 
betalen. Dit was een gevolg van den eigenaaff 
digen toestand. Zoodra de toestand een open» 
bare aanbesteding mogelijk maakt. sal dat ool 
gesebteden. De afslag aan de particulieren bw 
gon eerst met Juli, dus de / 700 voor manden 
loopt niet over een jaar. Omdat er daar sou 
wet ni g manden rijn is er een grooter personeel 
voor het schooamaken noodig als aan de Rijk* 
hah

Ds Mrgwdsrmg tonal vaart, 1

Nieuwstiidinqen.
Engshnd en de Zuid-Afrlk. RapublfakBS.

■ CodsuI Pott
LON DEN, 19 Dea (R-O.) Uit Lorenzo 

Marquez wordt van den iBen December 
gesemd, dat er geen demonstratie was bij 
gelegenheia van het vertrek van den con
sul Pott naar Europa.

Twee Portugeesche offideren en de heer 
W. St Hollis gingen aan boom, an den 
consuLvaarwel te zeggen.

Keizer en President
PAR1JS, 19 Dec (RO..) De ..Matin" p» 

bliceert een brief van een Duitsch diplo 
maat, waarin deze de bonding van Kazct 
Wilhelm ten opzichte van President Kiuf 
ger rechtvaardigt

Hij zegt, dat de Keizer viermaal sedert 
het begin van den oorlog in Zwd-Afnka 
iniormeerde of een aanbod, van rijn kani 
gedaan, de kans zou hebben om een einda 
te maken aan den worstelstnjd, en dat 
iedere maal duidelijk gebleken is, dat En- 
geland geen interventie zon dulden.

Lord Salisbury omirent deze quaestia 
eenige weken geleden gepolst, verklaaxda, 
dat hij niets anders kon doen dan beslist 
het aanbod van de goede diensten, dock 
welke mogendheid dan ook, te weigerea

De waarheid is, zegt de Duitsche diplo- 
maat, dat, indien de mogendbeden er op 
stonden tusschenbeide te komen, Enge- 
land zijn vloot xou mobiliseeren.

VR to Flrum>*« ttamgr,
PARTJ8, 18 Dan (R O.) Db Kamer DMmt 

bet gswÿzigde amendement Jourdé. wear by 
ven de amnestic worden nitgealoten de nice 
erkende gMelelyke orden, aao. Vervolgena 
wordea, meer of min eewijtigd allé ertikelen 
asngeanmen, Bij een eerate en tweede stem» 
wing over het gebeele ontwerp blykt,datât 
Kamer te oevoltallig Ie om een beelull ta 
nemeo. Bü de tweede stemming word! bo»
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Module 8: Antjie Krog’s Transformation Trilogy: A South African 

Example of Literary Journalism? | La trilogie de la transformation 

d’Antjie Krog : un exemple sud-africain de journalisme littéraire ? 

Director: Mélanie Joseph-Vilain (Languages: English, Français) 

1. Antjie Krog, Country of My Skull: Guilt, Sorrow, and the Limits of 

Forgiveness in the New South Africa (1998). 

2. Antjie Krog, A Change of Tongue (2003). 

3. Antjie Krog, Begging to Be Black (2011) 
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CHAPTER ONE

They Never Wept, the Men of My Race

Sunk low on their springs, three weathered white Sierras roar past 
the wrought-iron gates of Parliament. Heavy, hamlike forearms bulge 
through the open windows—honking, waving old Free State and 
Transvaal flags. Hairy fists in the air. I run across the cobblestone 
street—clutching notepad and recorder—to the old parliamentary 
venue where the Justice Portfolio Committee is hearing public 
submissions on what to include in the draft legislation establishing a 
Truth Commission.

The faces are grim in the hall with its dark paneling, old-fashioned 
microphones hanging from the ceiling, hard wooden gallery, and 
green-leather seats. “Bellington Mampe . . . Looksmart Ngudle . . . 
Suliman Salojee . . . Solomon Modipane . . . James Lenkoe ...” A 
slow litany of names is read out into the quiet hall. The names of 120 
people who died in police custody. “Imam Abdullah Haroon . . . 
Alpheus Maliba . . . Ahmed Timol . . . Steve Bantu Biko . . . Neil 
Aggett . . . Nicodemus Kgoathe . . The chairperson of the Black 
Sash, Mary Burton, concludes her submission in the same way the 
Sash’s meetings have been concluded for years: name upon name 
upon name. They fall like chimes into the silence. Journalists stop 
taking notes, committee members put down their pens—stunned by 
this magnitude of death that is but a bare beginning.

The double doors snap open. The marching crunch of the black
clad Ystergarde—even on the carpet their boots make a noise. The 
Iron Guard, elite corps of the far-right Afrikaner 
Weerstandsbeweging (AWB). Black balaclavas worn like caps, ready 
to be rolled down over the faces. Three-armed swastikas on the 
sleeves. Then, dressed in ordinary khaki clothes, in walks Eugene 
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Terre’Blanche as if taking a stroll on his farm. Suddenly another kind 
of noise fills the hall. Members of Parliament, secretaries, 
messengers, even a minister or two, shuffle into the already crowded 
gallery.

“We’ve asked for all the committee meetings to be adjourned,” 
whispers a black senator. “We have to see this man with our own 
eyes—how real he is.”

Expectation fills the air. Does Terre’Blanche’s adjutant want to say 
anything? He jumps up. Salutes. “No, I say what my leader say!”

The chair of the Justice Portfolio Committee, Johnny de Lange, 
shows Terre’Blanche to his seat. “Mr. Terre’Blanche, what would you 
like to see in the Truth Commission legislation?”

It is so quiet you can hear an alliteration drop. Terre’Blanche stays 
seated. Barely audibly, he asks: ‘7s hier waar ek vandag sit, hierdie 
sitplek, is dit die plek waar Sy Edele Dr. Verwoerd dertig jaar gelede 
vermoor is met ’n mes in sy hart?" (“This seat I am sitting in, is it the 
same one where Dr. Verwoerd-1 was murdered with a knife in his 
heart thirty years ago?”)

We look at one another. “Indeed,” says the chairperson. 
Terre’Blanche stares at his hat until the changed context of blood 
and betrayal is dominating the silence.

He gets up. He moves out of the bench. Away from the 
microphones, the guards. He stands alone on the carpet. And the 
first word that enters the mind, despite the neatly trimmed gray 
beard, is “poor.” The man is a poor Afrikaner. His khaki shirt is 
bleached, its collar threadbare. But poor as he is, he is a master of 
acoustics. He drenches us with sound—every tremor, boom, 
reverberating corner of that space, under his command.
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“Laat. Die soldate . . . Huis toe gaan!" he shouts. Let the soldiers 
go home. Then in a normal voice: “Agbare Meneer die Voorsitter, 
Agbare Lede van die Parlement . . . Laat AL . . . die soldate . . . 
HUIS toe gaan . . . [whispering] Laat. MY. . . soldate . . . huis toe 
gaan ... [in a crescendo] sodat die weeklag van wagtende vroue en 
die wringende hande van kinders kan einde kry ... my klere is nat 
van huile trane . . .”

Members of Parliament ransack desks for translation equipment. 
They don’t want to miss a word.

“Amnesty is a gift! But for the political prisoner who has never 
known the coldness and the bleakness [die koud-heid en die kil-heid] 
of jail cells, whose life has always been woven into the wide waving 
veld of freedom, for him, Honorable Chair, for him amnesty is ... a 
fire of joy.”

Terre’Blanche asks for the cutoff date, now set at December 6, 
1993, to be shifted forward, so that AWB members who committed 
violence right up to the first democratic election in April 1994 will 
qualify for amnesty. Then the AWB will cooperate with the 
government.

When Terre’Blanche is finished, committee member Jan van Eck 
praises his Afrikaans. Carl Niehaus, the Afrikaans-speaking member 
of Parliament for the African National Congress (ANC), is less 
enthusiastic. What does Terre’Blanche mean by the term 
“cooperation”?

“It seems Mr. Niehaus himself has mastered only Standard Two 
Afrikaans,” Terre’Blanche sneers.

Someone starts to hiss. Dramatically Terre’Blanche throws two 
fingers in the air. “Two bomb-planters! The one drives a Mercedes- 
Benz, and the other one, like me, drives a Nissan bakkie [pickup 
truck]. The Nissan. Comes late. Five minutes after twelve his bomb 
goes off. But the Mercedes. Arrives on time. And that bomb 
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explodes. Five minutes to twelve. Now because he drives a 
Mercedes, and not a Nissan, he . . . gets amnesty!”

Dene Smuts, another Afrikaner MP and a member of the 
Democratic Party, calls for a point of order. “No, Mr. Terre’Blanche, 
your Nissan did not come late. It burst with deafening noise through 
the glass windows of the World Trade Centre in Kempton Park. I was 
there. And your deeds were not aimed at the Big Stealer—as you 
insist on calling F. W. de Klerk—but at the negotiations for a 
democratic dispensation. Your people are in jail not because they 
drove Nissan bakkies, but because they refused to accept 
democracy.”

Incensed, Terre’Blanche gasps for air. “That a woman—and my 
mother was also a woman,” he shouts, “that a woman does not 
understand what I say!”

He ends his submission. “If the shifting of a date can bring peace, 
then you must shift the date . . . If justice rules ... I will talk peace . . 
. because that is all that I am ... a simple farmer from Westransvaal 
who has come to you to put my case.”

The contrast between client and advocate is striking. General Johan 
van der Merwe, former commissioner of police, sits collapsed in the 
front row. Whether it is part of a calculated strategy or simply an 
effect of seeing him out of uniform for the first time, I cannot say. His 
color is yellowish, he blinks constantly, his mouth nibbles at times 
like a geriatric, and when he touch-touches the bandage on his 
finger, his hand trembles. But his case is taken up with a flourish by 
a rosy, confident, English-speaking lawyer from Natal. He is not 
taking up the general’s case because he agrees with what happened 
in the past, the advocate assures the Justice Portfolio Committee, 
but because he believes the general has a point. And the point is 
politics. The mere fact that a deed must have a political motive to 
qualify the perpetrator for amnesty is proof enough that the 
politicians should be the essence of the Truth Commission’s inquest.
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It is not the police who came up with apartheid, he says, but the 
politicians.

With an instinct for the dramatic, the advocate gestures in the 
direction of Van der Merwe. “Yesterday afternoon when we were 
flying to Cape Town, the general was staring out of the window of the 
plane. The sun was setting and he said to me ... he said in this 
choked-up voice: ‘The politicians have prostituted the police. Once I 
was a proud policeman, but here I am today—humiliated and 
despised. My career, to which I dedicated my entire life with such 
pride, is ending in this horrible shame and dishonor.’”

“We all know that the ultimate reconciliation should be between 
Afrikaner and African,” Freedom Front leader General Constand 
Viljoen tells the committee, “and this could happen if the Truth 
Commission does not vilify the Afrikaner into being worse than we 
are...

All of us have failed, Viljoen goes on. “We all used violence to get 
what we wanted. The terror of the tyrant invited the terror of the 
revolutionary.”

Submissions from across the board. Orgies of alliteration. In the 
press, Afrikaner intellectuals point out that thanks to apartheid the 
new government inherited the most sophisticated infrastructure in 
Africa. Thanks to apartheid political prisoners all obtained quality 
degrees while on Robben Island—with the result that the ANC’s 
senior leadership is better qualified than any other political party on 
the continent. Fewer people died under apartheid than were killed in 
Rwanda. So how bad could apartheid have been?

The oppressors are weary; the oppressed, foam-in-the-mouth 
angry.

This is the theme for a kind of overture—but at the time we could 
not hear it.
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From the beginning of March 1995, the Justice Portfolio Committee, 
under the chairmanship of Johnny de Lange, meets daily to debate 
the submissions and draft the legislation. The civil servants, who 
physically write the law, sit somewhat apart. They work late into the 
night to have alternative formulations ready for the next day. “If I 
personally had to draft this legislation,” one of them complains, “it 
would have been a lean, simple law—completed weeks ago. But 
because this has to be a process, it is developing into a hell of a 
unique but impossibly complex law.”

As if back into a womb, I crawl—the heavy-light eiderdown, the hot- 
water bottle. Through the window, I see the sleeping farmyard 
washed away in moonlight. A plover calls far off. Overcome with the 
carefreeness of my youth, I doze—safe in this stinkwood bed, safe in 
this sandstone house, this part of the Free State. Everything so 
quiet.

Stars roar past the yard.

A sudden sound. Harsh. “Hendrik, kom in!. . . Hendrik, kom in!’’

It must be around midnight.

My brother Andries, who lives on another part of the farm, is 
calling Hendrik, our younger brother, on the radio. The line crackles. 
“ Kom gou! [Come quickly!] People are stealing cattle . . . don’t 
switch on your lights—and bring your rifle.”

The screen door of the rondavel slams as Hendrik leaves and 
drives away in the dark.

The radio crackles again: “How many?”

Andries: “Two and a dog. They have taken five cows and have just 
passed the windpomp. Do you have bullets?”
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I put on my gown. In the dining room next to the radio, my parents 
are already sitting—in sheepskin slippers, each covered with a 
blanket—nervous and as if pinned down. I sit next to them. We do 
not talk. My mother brings a blanket for me. The night is suddenly 
filled with menace.

“What’s going on?” I ask.

My mother explains. Andries’s wife, Bettie, would now be standing 
on the roof of their house, from where she has a large part of the 
farm under surveillance with a night-vision scope. Bettie shouts the 
information down to nine-year-old Sumien at the radio, and she has 
to pass it on to her father in the bakkie.

It’s nearly one o’clock. We wait.

Sumien: “Pa . . .? Pa, come in ... Ma says they have turned 
toward the road, but she can’t see you ... Where are you?”

Silence. My parents sit humped up—in the gray moonlight their 
faces seem carved to pieces.

Sumien: “Pa, where are you? Can you hear me?” Anxiety in her 
voice.

Only the silence zooms down the line . . . We wait in the dark.

After a quarter of an hour, the radio comes to life. It’s Andries. 
Breathless: “We’ve found one, but the other got away. Tell Ma to get 
down from the roof and lock the doors.”

We wait. Then we think we hear shots. The dogs bark. We wait. 
Who did the shooting? Who has been shot? And which is worse? 
What fierce scenes are being played out in the veld?

The family photo catches my eye. I look at my smiling, borselkop 
brothers. I remember how Hendrik clutched my mother’s arm when 
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she was paging to the bookmark in the children’s Bible. “Please, 
please don’t read the bit about that guy who wants to cut his child’s 
throat in the veld.”

What are my brothers experiencing tonight that I cannot even 
imagine?

We wait an eternity. At last, the line finds its voice: “Call an 
ambulance and tell them to come to the dam.”

It is one of my brothers. But the voice sounds so tense that we 
cannot tell who’s speaking. We three are sitting there—the moon has 
lost its abundance. We sit—each with our own disproportionate 
thoughts. My mother gets up with a tired heaviness. In the kitchen, 
she makes tea. My father and I sit without speaking. I take my tea to 
my icy bed. My eyes dry in the dark.

“The idea of a Truth Commission goes back to ANC decisions,” 
Minister of Justice Dullah Omar says in an interview. “When the 
National Executive Committee of the ANC discussed what had 
happened in the country, and in particular what happened in ANC 
training camps like Quatro, there was a strong feeling that some 
mechanism must be found to deal with all violations in a way which 
would ensure that we put our country on a sound moral basis. And 
so a view developed that what South Africa needs is a mechanism 
which would open up the truth for public scrutiny. But to humanize 
our society we had to put across the idea of moral responsibility— 
that is why I suggested a combination of the amnesty process with 
the process of victims’ stories.”

Victims, and not perpetrators, should be the beginning, the focus, 
and the central point of the legislation, the ANC argues. Victims 
should have several points of entry into the process. Should losses 
be categorized? So many rand for an arm, so many for a leg, and so 
many for a life? Should compensation be available immediately or 
should the government wait for a coherent assessment?
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Every discussion opens up new problem areas. Amnesty takes 
away the victim’s right to a civil claim. Does compensation make 
amnesty constitutional? What about the state? Should the state ask 
for amnesty? Because victims who receive compensation could still 
decide to sue the state.

The Democratic Party also wants to shift a date: the starting date 
of the period the commission is mandated to consider. The workload 
is impossible, says Dene Smuts. This is the first Truth Commission 
required to investigate nearly four decades, and to look not only at 
disappearances, as in Chile, but at other gross violations such as 
murder, kidnapping, torture, and severe ill-treatment. Not only would 
a starting date of June 16, 1976, shorten the commission’s area of 
research by sixteen years, but it would have symbolic resonance, 
because it ushered in the famous cycle of resistance and 
oppression.

But as possible scenarios are spelled out and the pressure mounts 
to finish the legislation, the parties start to work on one another’s 
nerves. National Party member Sheila Camerer has the energetic 
chairperson collapsing onto his forearms, muttering next to the 
microphone: “Ag, God help my, the woman is driving me out of my 
mind!”

Between Johnny de Lange and the National Party’s Jacko Maree 
there is nothing but total war. The solidly built chairperson with his 
working-class Afrikaner background and the skinny-looking Maree 
with his bow tie and delicate spectacles cannot stand each other. 
The moment Maree opens his mouth, the chair’s facial color 
intensifies a shade.

One morning a note is sent to the media: “Don’t leave too soon— 
promise to provide you with a row and an underhand ANC deal.”

That someone has already shouted “Fire!” is clear the moment the 
room suddenly fills up with ANC faces never seen on the committee 
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before. An unexpected extra National Party member also appears. 
The two parties are gearing up for a fight.

And it happens. Mr. De Lange says members should vote on the 
shifting of two other motions to the top of the agenda. Mr. Maree 
interrupts him. He would like three minutes to explain his request 
that the indemnity given to ANC members by the Currin Commission 
be discussed first. De Lange refuses. He is interrupted again. By NP 
member Danie Schutte, also asking for time to motivate Maree’s 
request.

De Lange refuses again. Red in the face by now. He is the chair, 
he says, and this is his ruling. If Mr. Maree is not satisfied, he can go 
and complain to the highest authorities. As chairperson, he is not 
going to allow Mr. Maree to turn the Justice Portfolio Committee into 
a media spectacle. “You can make clowns of other people, but not of 
me, the chairperson.”

“Please, Mr. Chairman,” pleads Inkatha Freedom Party member 
Koos van der Merwe, “do not let the poison between you and Mr. 
Maree destroy the good relations the rest of us have built up over the 
year. Can’t you resolve this in any other way?”

Maree thrashes around in his chair, his hand raised. In his other 
hand, he is waving a thick pile of documents, representing 100 ANC 
members who, he says, were stealthily granted indemnity just before 
Christmas by the Currin Commission.

De Lange is adamant. “We still have eight draft bills to discuss. We 
argued this agenda last week for more than an hour. We have 
accepted it. I will allow no discussion. I am putting it to the vote. 
Read my lips: I am putting it to the vote.”

Whereupon the ANC outvotes the other parties by fifteen to seven. 
As Maree storms out, Koos van der Merwe mutters: “The heavy 
hammer of democracy . .
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But the rush to finish the bill has to take a backseat for a day or 
two.

“A blink and a wink—and it was all over, ” I report on that afternoon’s 
current affairs program. “After weeks of publicity—peaking this 
morning in a hysteria of upper-class British accents in the corridors 
of Parliament—the queen came, and saw, and left.”

As always, the Cape knows when to behave herself. The 
southeaster meekly calms down, the sweepers sweep up the last 
bits of paper, the pupils line the streets, and the red carpet bleeds 
down the steps. Inside the Assembly Hall, the atmosphere is 
predominantly that of. . . how shall one put it? . . . dressing up for 
the queen. An opportunity to show off your traditional dress, your 
designer contacts, and your gravy-train menu.

Either shiny African-print dresses with puffed-up angel wings for 
sleeves, or shimmering Indian robes streaming over the shoulders, 
or a traditional beaded apron rounded off by the most massive flesh
colored Maidenform bra ever seen in the houses of Parliament. One 
of the visitors from the Free State seems to be hiding in some purple 
and gold shrubbery; another one from Stellenbosch wears a potjie 
like our own Johanna van Arkel. Two Hare Krishnas chant Queen 
Elizabeth II into the foyer with stained muslin pockets on their bare 
breasts.

The men, of course, are wearing traditional male dress: the 
expensive woolen suit, the loud tie, the gold-framed glasses, and the 
indispensable thick neck.

Then they enter.

In front walks the colored sergeant at arms carrying Parliament’s 
golden traditional weapon in his white gloves. Then follows the black 
Black Rod—yes, for all these years, Parliament had a white Black 
Rod ... but the times they are a-changin’.. .
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The media have been fighting for weeks for the best seats in the 
press gallery. I stretch my neck. Blink my eyes.

Can it be true? She looks like anybody’s auntie, complete with a 
clasp handbag and thick little shoes from an upmarket department 
store. Under any other circumstances, the brooch on her left 
shoulder could only be a fake, but we know, oh yes, we know, it is 
realer than real. She clips open her handbag, takes out her glasses, 
and puts her speech on the speaker’s desk.

She speeches.

Can it be true? It sounds like something one would find at any 
small-town women’s society meeting. Typed out on ordinary 
notepaper, one paragraph per page. With her gloves, she battles like 
other mortals to fold the pages into dog-ears to turn them more 
easily.

But don’t be mistaken, the content may be ordinary, but it is 
delivered in the Accent that has intimidated half the earth for 
centuries. When last did Parliament hear the phrase “doughty 
champion”?

Then she folds up her speech, puts it in her handbag, and off she 
goes.

With bags flying, we ambush a taxi passing the gates of 
Parliament—“we” means the editor and myself.

“Go!” shouts the editor. “To the waterfront, to the Britannia!” We 
turn our bags inside out, pull down zips, rip open blouses—the taxi 
driver looks panicky.

“Go!” I yell. “We meet the queen in seven minutes.”

“Watter queen?” He sounds skeptical.

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 621 of 1031



“Princess Di’s skoonma, but you must fly.”

He turns right round in his seat: “We are talking about the queen, 
the one with”—he touches his head—“our diamond in her crown? 
The one who wears lead in her seams?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I yell in a strangled voice.

But nothing escapes my op-en-wakker editor: “Why lead?”

“So that the wind cannot blow her dress above her knees,” says 
the taxi driver smartly.

He grabs the steering wheel as if possessed. He has a mission. 
He has a skill. He wants us to be on time. We scour bends; we cut 
corners. The man drives like a demon.

He asks sternly, “Why are you late?”

“Because,” the editor shouts while dialing on her cell phone with 
one hand and fastening an earring with the other, “we had to report 
on the queen’s speech in Parliament, to two hundred news bulletins 
and in eleven languages, and now she has invited some journalists 
for cocktails on her yacht. .

“And what did she say in Parliament?” he asks.

“Nothing . .

Our legs shoot past him in new charcoal pantyhose.

“So what did you report?”

In the heap of rubble on the backseat, we dig up prehistoric 
lipsticks, rouge that needs quarrying with fingernails, mascara 
brushes clogged with gravel, empty perfume bottles, buckled 
bangles—and apply them all, to the tune of howling tires and a 
racing engine.
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“\Ne asked how such mediocrity could stay so luxuriously 
swaddled. We said to live like her you need to plunder your own 
people for centuries and thereafter suck half the world dry.”

The taxi driver races down the jetty and skids to an impressive 
stop just behind a group of Solemn Male Political Analysts in Deep 
Conversation, fondling their old school ties.

We tumble out. We have made it.

On the deck of the Britannia, our names are called out with the 
proverbial imaginary roll of a drum; our ordinary names are treated 
with the Accent: “Rrrina Smithhh: Afrrikaans Stereo!” And one walks 
up and puts one’s hand in the white glove. (“And how did it feel?” my 
friends ask afterward. I can’t remember; my eyes were nailed to the 
seam of the queen’s chirpy yellow dress.)

A man walks up to us. He is the spokesperson for the palace. He 
says the queen will move from group to group. He says we will 
speak only when addressed. He says no one will ask her any 
questions. He says we will not report on this friendly royal gesture.

The gin and tonic is deadly accurate. Next to the railings, I become 
drunker and drunker. A sailor with a lot of golden rope on his 
shoulders tells me the problems of sailing the Britannia so that the 
Queen could arrive in South Africa twice. Unofficially by plane, the 
first time; then helicoptered to the Britannia for the official arrival— 
the second coming—sailing under a rousing twenty-one-gun salute 
into the harbor. During all this, his mustache never moves. Not once.

General Constand Viljoen of the Freedom Front asks the queen to 
visit the Women’s Memorial in Bloemfontein and to apologize to 
Afrikaners for what was done to them in the name of the British. But 
her schedule is already full.

The Justice Portfolio Committee spent 6% hours on the Truth 
Commission Bill before any public submission was made. It listened 
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for more than 20 hours to submissions, and it discussed, compiled, 
and drafted the various clauses of the bill in 100 hours and 53 
minutes. Many a time, the civil servants turned up at the meeting 
with red eyes and wrinkled clothes, having worked through the night 
to prepare a new discussion document. All told, the committee spent 
127 hours and 30 minutes on the Truth Commission Bill.

Eventually the legislation to establish the Truth Commission is 
introduced in the National Assembly. Over time it has earned 
different descriptions. It is regarded as the most sensitive, technically 
complex, controversial, and important legislation ever to be passed 
by Parliament. It is also called the Mother of All Laws. For the 
occasion, the visitors’ gallery is packed with schoolchildren and—so 
the speculation goes—possible candidates for the commission.

Just as it did in the committee, the discussion of the bill quickly 
turns into an emotional spectacle. After a sedate plea by President 
Nelson Mandela not to use the Truth Commission to score political 
points, the theme of injustice incites speakers to oratorical heights.

Everybody has a story to tell—from members of Parliament whose 
houses were firebombed, to friends’ children whose fingers were put 
in a coffee grinder, to criminals already walking the streets while 
right-wingers languish in jail. Most of the speeches are in Afrikaans. 
It is with this group, in this language, that they want to wrestle it out.

A journalist from one of the Afrikaans newspapers, Beeld, reminds 
me: “Do you remember that the finalizing of the legislation by the 
core committee was done in Afrikaans?” I frown. “It was Johnny de 
Lange as chair, Willie Hofmeyr from the ANC, Dene Smuts of the DP, 
Koos van der Merwe of the IFP, Danie Schutte for the NP, and Corné 
Mulder for the Freedom Front. I like it,” he says, “those responsible 
for the past working to rectify it.”

It is late afternoon when Johnny de Lange concludes the debate. 
What makes this piece of legislation so unique, he says, is that it 
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really is a patchwork of all the viewpoints of the country. “I can point 
out a Dene Smuts clause, a Danie Schutte clause, a Lawyers for 
Human Rights clause, a victim clause, a police clause—and for this 
all of us should proudly take credit.” All but Jacko Maree, says De 
Lange, who used the committee discussions only to get cheap 
publicity.

Then it is time to vote. All those for the legislation should put their 
cards in the slots in front of them and push the buttons.

Everybody does it.

“Something is wrong,” says the Speaker. All cards to be taken out. 
Put back in.

It seems the electric current that has to register the cards isn’t 
working. The Speaker asks members to wait a few minutes.

Finally, the Speaker asks those members in favor of the legislation 
to put up their hands in the old-fashioned way to be counted—those 
who say yea (African National Congress, National Party, and Pan
Africanist Congress) and those who say nay (Freedom Front). The 
Inkatha Freedom Party abstains.

Then the legislation flails around for some time in the Senate. To 
prove that they are not mere rubber stamps of the Assembly, the 
senators insist on some changes. They want two non-South 
Africans on the commission; they want blanket amnesty to be 
discussed.

Through clenched jaws, the civil service law-writer hisses: “It’s a 
web of a law—a moerse web. If you change anything, you have to 
change every single clause.”

It is Dullah Omar’s task to get the legislation passed by the 
Senate. When a colored National Party member tells how he was 
tortured and hung upside down by the security police, ANC members 
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shout him down. Crying, he relates how he was repeatedly thrown 
on the cement floor. Amid raucous laughter, an ANC member shouts, 
“That’s where you got your brain damage from.”

Omar stands up. “We can make a distinction among perpetrators, 
but I hope this law will teach us all that we cannot make any 
distinction among victims.”

At last the legislation finds its way to the Department of Justice in a 
building previously known as the Verwoerd Building. A building 
where most of the civil servants are white and speak Afrikaans. And 
those blonde ones with the orange-peel nails—you can’t find better 
secretaries, a deputy minister confides—it is they who process the 
legislation. And it is the middle-aged Afrikaner men with their 
slumping shoulders, making bitter jokes in the elevators . . . “See you 
later?” “Ja, God—and the Constitution—willing” . . . who get it to the 
minister, the president, and the printers.

The Truth Commission Bill was signed into law by President 
Nelson Mandela on July 19, 1995.

They come for breakfast—my two brothers. Laugh, talk, eat, and 
dismiss the night before as just another normal night. Their politics, I 
notice, are still moderate National Party.

“Who fired the shots?” I ask. But I know Andries is one of the best 
shots in the district.

They explain. Every week before full moon and every week 
afterward, they patrol the farm. Since the 1994 election, they have 
caught more thieves than the whole stock-theft unit of the Kroonstad 
police. Andries usually drives the bakkie. Hendrik stands at the back 
with the spotlight. The moment they see the thieves, they switch on 
the light.

“Then we shout: ‘Staan of ons skiet!’ [‘Stop or we’ll shoot!’] Or 
something in Sesotho,” says Andries. “But at this point, you are full 
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of sickening fears. The greatest fear is that the thief is armed, that he 
will shoot unexpectedly; then you also fear the moment they decide 
to split and one runs for the farmhouse and the other to loot. Most of 
the time, they don’t stop when you warn them.”

It is quiet in the dining room. “But the moment they run away ... it 
is then that I am overcome by an indescribable cold fury ... He who 
is trespassing and breaking the law—by running away, forcing me to 
shoot him—he is forcing me to point a gun at another human being 
and to pull the trigger. . . and I hate him for that.

“First I try to shoot into the ground next to him. If he’s close to a 
mealie patch where I won’t be able to find him, I try to wound him in 
the legs ... all the time petrified that I might kill him and then have to 
live with it, deal with it for the rest of my bloody life . .

Hendrik adds: “But the worst is that they don’t think Andries is 
deliberately trying to miss them; several of them told us that Andries 
couldn’t hit them because their muti was too strong!”

“What do the police say?”

“Man, the moment the police come, all is well for them—they go to 
the police station, tomorrow they get bail . . . Most of the time, they 
get a suspended sentence. You leave the court together. Or on your 
way home, you pass them on the road. I told the magistrate it is not 
the value of the things they steal, it is the value of my life they steal, 
the value of my farm, the value of my future plans, the value of my 
peace of mind . .

In one of the first Afrikaans novels written by a black man, two black 
vagabonds murder a Jewish shop-owner. When someone squeals 
on the murderers, the main character condemns the stool pigeon. I 
drive up to interview the author.

“Why does your main character condemn the splitter and not the 
murderers?”
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“Because black people must always stick together.”

“But the woman who saw a white man running away from Chris 
Hani’s dead body didn’t say, ‘He was white, so I’ll shut up.’ She said, 
‘The deed is wrong, so I’ll speak out.’”

He looks at me. “No one can destroy whites—they have survival in 
their bones. But for us, if we don’t stand together no matter what, 
we’ll be wiped out.”

Hendrik touches the knuckles of his right hand lightly. They are 
swollen. “Do you hit them?” I ask, numb.

Hendrik nods. “At some stage, we realized we were catching the 
same thieves over and over again and we thought we had to do 
something, so that if they want to steal, they’ll decide to steal on any 
other farm except this one.”

My brothers tell me that stock theft on the farm has increased 
fivefold since the election.

“How long will you be able to take this?” I ask Andries.

My brother shakes his head. “I don’t know. I become aware of 
things in myself that I never knew were in me . . .”

“Like what?”

“Like feeling daily how my family and I become brutalized . . . like 
knowing that I am able to kill someone with my bare hands ... I am 
learning to fight, to kill, to hate. And we have nowhere to turn. Some 
years ago, we could pick up the phone and talk to the highest power 
in the country. Now my home town is run by a guy whose name I 
can’t even pronounce.”

“Ja, but it was always like that for millions of black people.”
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“Exactly ... I thought what was coming was a new dispensation 
for all . . . what I see now is that the brutalization of ordinary people 
that was previously confined to the townships is not disappearing, 
but instead spilling over the rest of the country.” He stops, but then 
flings it out: “When Mandela was talking about white and black 
morality, how whites only care when whites die, he should have 
added: blacks don’t care if whites die . . . but what is worse, they 
also don’t care if blacks die.”

My last free weekend before the Truth Commission starts its 
hearings in the eastern Cape. Mondli Shabalala picks me up on the 
farm on his way to Johannesburg. Mondli is a colleague of mine at 
the South African Broadcasting Corporation.

“Mondli, Moshoeshoe’s name means ‘He who can steal as swiftly 
and silently as cutting someone’s beard.’ How can the deftness of 
stealing be a mark of honor? Why did Dingane ask Retief to steal 
back the cattle stolen by Sekonyela?- Why would Mandela write in 
his biography about the cattle he and his cousin stole from his 
uncle? Do we understand the same thing when we talk about 
stealing?”

Mondli is silent for a long time. Then he says, “I don’t know. But 
what I do know is that I grew up with the notion that stealing from 
whites is actually not stealing. Way back, Africans had no concept of 
stealing other than taking cattle as a means of contesting power. But 
you whiteys came and accused us of stealing—while at that very 
same minute you were stealing everything from us!”

I remember how my parents and I sat the whole Sunday behind 
closed doors. How we stopped talking when the dogs barked. “They 
prefer to come on Sundays . . . when they think you are in church,” 
my mother said. Later, when I left for Johannesburg, I looked back to 
wave and I saw them standing in front of the sandstone house of my 
youth. And as we drove out, my father locked the gate and turned 
the dogs loose.
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CHAPTER TWO

None More Parted Than Us

A workshop is organized for journalists who will be covering the 
Truth Commission and their immediate editors. We are surrounded 
by German, Dutch, and Chilean journalists especially. More 
conspicuous even: only two black journalists—one from radio and 
one from the Sowetan. How are we to understand the absence of 
black journalists at everything related to the Truth Commission?

During the standard “I am so-and-so” introductory session, a 
German journalist says: “I think that South Africa is still too 
traumatized to really look at its past—you are still figuring out 
whether you have survived it, whether your economy is intact, 
whether you are going to make it.” It soon becomes clear that 
overseas journalists are interested only in the amnesty-seekers and 
whether there will be important politicians among them.

Various topics are discussed: Why should the commission be 
reported? How will emotional exhaustion be prevented? How can 
viewers, listeners, and readers be involved? Should Truth 
Commission stories be confined to a special page? Won’t people just 
skip over this section? How can we see to it that the past becomes 
front-page news? No newspaper has the means to cover the 
commission full-time—will television be able to broadcast the 
hearings daily so that people can follow them from their offices?

What is the role of radio with its access to all the language groups 
and impoverished communities? And do all eleven official languages 
have the words needed to cover the commission? A Zulu-speaking 
colleague loses his temper: “Of course! And if the words aren’t there, 
we’ll make them up.” Make them up? He provides a list: 
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ambush: lalela unyendale—lying down waiting to do an evil act 
hit squad: abasocongl—neck-twisters
massacre: isibhicongo—crushed down
politics: ezombusazwe—matters about the ruling of the land 
right-winger: untamo-lukhunl—stiff-necked
serial killer: umbulali onequngu—addicted killer 
third forced ingal’enoboya—a hairy arm

“Hairy arm?” I ask.

“During third force activities,” he explains, “people said a cuff 
sometimes moved too high up, and the exposed arm was always 
hairy—that means belonging to a white man.”

By late afternoon, we are discussing how you keep your own past 
out of your reporting. The journalist from the Sowetan stands up: “My 
newspaper’s position is that it has actually always done TRC-type 
stories and will not make any special effort now to cover the 
commission.”

Willem Pretorius of Beeld is on his feet. “In the army, I was sent to 
cut off Radio Freedom’s cables and take them off the air. What does 
that make me? Can I—or can I not—report on the Truth 
Commission?”

It is suddenly very quiet. After a day of journalistic clichés, we’ve 
struck an artery.

“I was a political journalist at the old SABC—it was I who would 
remove the voice of someone like Archbishop Tutu from reports and 
insert sinister background music,” says an ex-South African who 
now works in America. “I was eventually fired for my left-wing 
political views . . . what does that make me?”

A well-known English-speaking editor gets up with a sigh. “Really. 
This is so unnecessary. We have worked for years and years to get 
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the Afrikaner on board. And now we are working on the black editors 
. . . Experience has taught me that this kind of talk gets one 
nowhere. Nowhere at all.”

Someone struggles up behind me. It’s veteran journalist Hennie 
Serfontein, holding the microphone, beard and hands shaking so 
much I’m afraid he’s having a heart attack. He stutters and gasps. 
“Everyone here is putting their past on the table, but you . . . your. . . 
getting-on-board!” he shouts. “My God, julle Engelse . . . whose 
bleddie board?” Hennie is on a roll, taking on the English press: 
dates, incidents, how information was changed by specific editors, 
how headlines were manipulated to suit the politics of the Nationalist 
rulers. He has the date; he has the names of the white English- 
speaking editors and businessmen who went to see P. W. Botha- 
with a blank check and said: “Demand of us what you will, but 
protect our interests.”

Some journalists jump up and protest that they weren’t even born 
yet when this happened; others loudly encourage Hennie. A black 
journalist walks out: the Anglo-Boer War all over again. The 
workshop ends in chaos. Only the adjournment for drinks and 
snacks restores some semblance of respectability.

On the way back from the workshop, my mind is swirling. Waiting at 
some traffic lights, I see a group of workers protesting outside an 
old-age home. Their strike action was front-page news this morning. 
One of them carries a placard: “Away with Jews.”

Is it possible that a commission could find itself clinging to a 
morality that is respected nowhere else in the country?

And the idea of truth. Even if it’s not spelled with a capital . . . 
Nadine Gordimer once asked a black writer: “Why do you always 
picture a white woman lounging next to a swimming pool? We are 
not all like that!” He replied: “Because we perceive you like that.” 
Gordimer admits that she has to take cognizance of that truth.
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One morning, when I was still a lecturer at a training college for 
black teachers, a young comrade arrived. He refused to enter my 
class. He called Afrikaans a colonial language. “What is English 
then?” I asked. “English was born in the center of Africa,” he said 
with great conviction. “It was brought here by Umkhonto we Sizwe.” 
That was his truth. And I, as his teacher, had to deal with this truth 
that was shaping his life, his viewpoints, his actions.

Will a commission be sensitive to the word “truth”?

If its interest in truth is linked only to amnesty and compensation, 
then it will have chosen not truth, but justice. If it sees truth as the 
widest possible compilation of people’s perceptions, stories, myths, 
and experiences, it will have chosen to restore memory and foster a 
new humanity, and perhaps that is justice in its deepest sense.

According to the law, the president must appoint the seventeen wise 
men and women who will serve on the commission in consultation 
with the Cabinet. The commissioners must be highly regarded in the 
community and must not have a high political profile.

There are various ways of proceeding, each likely to bring new 
names to the fore. First, the president could compile his own list and 
then discuss it with Cabinet. Second, the president and Cabinet 
could compile a list together—bringing in the obvious danger of 
political horse-trading. Third, candidates could be nominated by 
nongovernmental organizations, churches, and parties, and 
interviewed in public by a panel. Then the president and Cabinet 
could choose from a short list. The advantage of the last option is 
that political participation would be minimal, and there would be little 
opportunity to plant on the commission someone tasked with 
undermining its work. Public hearings would also rekindle interest in 
the commission, which has died down as the drafting of the 
legislation turned into a political fight.

The third option is chosen.
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The president appoints a panel that includes Professor Fink 
Haysom, Jody Kollapen, Jayendra Naidoo, Baleka Kgositsile, 
Professor Harriet Ngubane, Senator Rossier de Ville, and Bishop 
Peter Storey.

The public hearings start on the morning of November 13 in the 
Good Hope Centre in Cape Town. There are forty-six nominations on 
the list. The first to appear are Professor H. W. van der Merwe, 
Glenda Wildschut, Dominée Murray Coetzee, and Archbishop 
Desmond Tutu.

The questions follow a set pattern. What kind of people should 
serve on the commission? What kind of contribution can the 
candidate bring to the process of reconciliation and truth? “I’m 
looking for someone who paid a price for his beliefs,” says panel 
member Peter Storey, the Methodist bishop.

But it is Archbishop Desmond Tutu who has the panel eating out 
of his hand within moments.

“What should one call you?” asks Professor Ngubane. “Wouldn’t 
people find you intimidating?. . . Here I am and I don’t know whether 
I should say 'Your Highness’ or ‘Father’ or ‘Bishop’. .

“You can call me anything as long as you don’t call me 'Your 
Graciousness, ’” he laughs. “No, I don’t think I intimidate people, I 
hope they think I’m fun.”

What kind of people would he like to see on the commission?

“People who once were victims. The most forgiving people I have 
ever come across are people who have suffered—it is as if suffering 
has ripped them open into empathy. I am talking about wounded 
healers. A commissioner should be buttressed by spiritual life.”

Tutu is asked to react to a remark made by General Tienie 
Groenewald: “I confess to God, not to Tutu.”
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“Jong, if you’ve had a fight with your wife, it is no use you only ask 
forgiveness of God. You will have to say to your wife you are sorry. 
The past has not only contaminated our relationship with God, but 
the relationship between people as well. And you will have to ask 
forgiveness of the representatives of those communities that you’ve 
hurt.”

Most of the candidates are clearly conscious that they may face 
political pressure and that they will be walking a tightrope between 
victims and perpetrators. Van der Merwe says that punishment is an 
inherent part of the moral and legal codes of this country and 
perhaps one should regard the transparent and open process of the 
commission as already a kind of punitive method. If Magnus Malan, 
our former minister of defense, says he feels humiliated after being 
charged in court for a massacre in KwaZulu-Natal, that is already a 
form of retribution.

All the women are asked whether they feel there should be women 
on the commission. No man is asked whether he feels there should 
be women on the commission. Nobody is asked whether they feel 
there should be men on the commission.

Glenda Wildschut says people should feel comfortable when they 
appear before the commission. If a woman had to appear before 
men only, or a black person before whites only, then people would 
not feel at ease. How the commission is going to listen to people will 
determine how acceptable it will be to the majority.

Mary Burton says the beneficiaries of the past system will be 
prepared to contribute to compensation only if they experience a 
complete change of heart, and that can happen only when people 
have information about the past.

Hlengiwe Mkhize reminds the panel that African culture has its 
own rituals of reconciliation and needn’t depend solely on the 
Christian terminology of confession and forgiveness. Another 
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candidate talks about the “Hala”—a grass blade milked for palm wine. 
When two people have had a fight, they sit opposite each other 
milking this blade while they confess. “The emptier the blade 
becomes, the emptier the heart of anger.”

“Will you be able to bring right-wing Afrikaners on board?” 
Advocate Chris de Jager is asked.

“Don’t appoint me to the commission as a token Afrikaner,” De 
Jager says. “And if this commission becomes a witch-hunt, I want to 
warn you beforehand—I’m a pathetic hunter.”

Alex Boraine underlines the importance of effective administration. 
If the three committees, the staff, the publicity, the financial 
administration, do not function efficiently, the commission need not 
even start its work. Not only will it become an international 
embarrassment, but the victims will be failed once more. The 
commission will have to find its way in uncharted territory. He also 
warns against having too many theologians on the commission—“It 
could end up as the Church Commission.”

Deal carefully with the concept of collective guilt, says Professor 
Jaap du Randt. People must realize: there but for the grace of God 
go I. One person’s vigorous search for truth is another’s witch-hunt.

Considering the enormous task ahead, it is clear that Adam 
Small’s ambivalent rambling is not appreciated by the panel: “I am a 
man of two hearts and not of this world. This Truth Commission thing 
is useless—it wastes hard-earned money to listen to a bunch of 
crooks. Only literature can perform the miracle of reconciliation.”

After three-quarters of an hour in this vein, Fink Haysom asks: 
“But you are so critical—do you want to serve on this commission?”

“If there is space on the commission for an independent, critical, 
stubborn, sometimes naughty voice, then I will be there with my 
heart—but I will always remain critical.”
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Most of the candidates say they were initially opposed to the 
commission, but that the long court case of Vlakplaas commander 
Eugene de Kock changed their minds. They realized that a 
commission could provide more answers to more people at a lower 
cost—and arrive at a fuller picture of what happened in the past as a 
bonus.

The last of the forty-six candidates is the Reverend Frank Chikane.

“The Truth Commission should bring a new morality to this country 
. . . People demanding punitive justice are ignoring the greater 
justice a new morality could bring—a shared morality, freed from 
colonialism, oppression, and greed . .

Simultaneously, the beepers hooked to our belts start to vibrate 
viciously. We press the buttons: “Pls phn edtr.” Manelisi leaves the 
room to phone. When he gets back, he passes me a note: “Editor 
says we must leave for Pretoria immediately, otherwise well be late 
for the Mandela dinner.”

But we’re waiting for the litmus test. It has developed gradually 
over three weeks of interviewing. An aspiring commissioner is asked: 
What will you do if you discover information that concerns the 
highest positions in the new government? Most candidates answer 
that the stability of the Government of National Unity is important for 
the survival of everybody. South Africa’s democracy is young and 
fragile. One would treat such sensitive information with care.

But we have to go. We switch off our machines. We try to pull our 
equipment unobtrusively across the table toward us. We see 
Chikane’s eyes following the two microphones gliding in pas de deux 
to his left, toppling from the table into our laps. We pack up—we roll 
up meters of cable. Our beepers urge: “Get to Pta NOW.”

Manelisi holds up his finger. Here it comes. The litmus test. And 
Chikane says: “I believe unequivocally that all information needs to 
be treated in the same manner. Whether it touches the highest trees 
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or the most ordinary shrubs. Should we treat information about 
important politicians differently to that about ordinary people, we 
immediately create a new injustice as bad as the previous one.”

We leave. Outside the hotel, it is Johannesburg, it is Friday, it is 
five o’clock, and it is raining.

In the car, we send through our reports. The car windows steam 
up. We drive. We work. The cell phone rings. It’s Radio Tswana. With 
his feet on the accelerator and brakes, Manelisi does a “Question 
and Answer” about the prospective Truth Commissioners. I hold the 
wheel. We experience in symbiosis the dodging of cars. A close 
shave manifests only in Manelisi’s intonation: “The candidate said 
that the commission should bring a . . . [his voice suddenly revving] 
nnneww! [swerving] morality.” We clean the windows with our notes, 
with our socks.

I do a Q and A with Radio Lotus from Durban, then PM Live on 
SAFM. We open some windows—we get soaked; we drive; we work.

The cell phone rings: “I’m hearing you on the radio . . . where the 
fuck are you? All of us are waiting outside the presidential gates.”

The boss. I give the phone to Manelisi. I do the gears; he does the 
explanation. “We don’t know . . . it’s raining, we can’t see anything, 
but we must be close to Pretoria.”

We calculate. It’s ten to six. He has to iron his shirt. We are not 
going to make it.

Radio Xhosa phones; Radio Lesedi waits on the line. We pass an 
accident—sirens and red light splashed on wet tar. While the cars 
slowly crawl ahead, I move across the gearshift, Manelisi slips 
underneath, and I am behind the wheel, foot on the gas. Sweat and 
rain covering us . . . here’s the Voortrekker Monument. . . Unisa . . .

Six o’clock the cell phone rings.
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“We’re in Kerkstraat.”

“Okay, we are on the steps here. Parks is waiting for us. We’ll go 
in . . . don’t dress up, just come, so that we can all be seated by ten 
past.”

Against all odds, we find ourselves in front of the gates of 
President Mandela’s official residence—“the house with the name 
that whites cannot remember.” The guards stop us. We open the 
window and explain in four different languages who we are. They let 
us through. We speed up to the house in lanes of water and stop 
neatly in the last parking spot. We jump out. We open the trunk and 
grab our clothes. I open the back door and, in the pouring rain, 
unfasten my belt. Manelisi’s T-shirt is halfway over his head when:

“Wait. . . wait! You cannot. You cannot undress here—the whole 
house overlooks the parking lot.” It’s the guard. “Just go deeper into 
the garden,” he begs.

We take our clothes and stumble into the wet, muddy, dark 
garden, while our beepers go berserk. The ground is wet; 
everywhere there are pools of water and mud. I clasp my clothes 
together while I take off my jeans. I put them on the wet ground. I put 
my clothes on top. Manelisi does the same. I pull on stockings and 
shoes, and just when I’m busy washing under my arms with water 
dripping from the leaves, we hear voices. A flashlight falls on 
Manelisi in his red underpants, leaning slightly forward, shaking out 
his shirt. Absolute silence follows. The frozen moment is loudly 
broken by Manelisi. As if he is the president himself, he lifts his 
hands in annoyance: “Hey, guys, please. People are dressing here. 
Respect our privacy.”

Upon which the guards obediently switch off the flashlight, make 
an about-face, and march away. Nine minutes past six. We run up 
the steps and slip into line just in time to greet the president. Our 
boss glows. “It’s wonderful that you are here.” She hands me a 
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tissue to wipe my lenses and asks the doorman if Manelisi can nip 
out quickly to scrape some mud from his shoes.

In November, a list of twenty-five names is submitted to the 
president. Behind the scenes, it’s said that, with one or two 
exceptions, the cream of the people with a human rights profile have 
already been taken up into the ranks of the ANC government and its 
various commissions.

Many of the names are unknown to the majority of South Africans. 
Some of them will remain unknown until the end of the process.

But before the final list can be compiled, the panel and the 
president have to clarify several things. Should a victim of gross 
human rights violations serve on the commission? What about 
someone like Father Michael Lapsley? How impartial can a person 
be who has lost both hands in a bomb attack? Would black victims 
identify with a white victim? Moreover, should people on the list be 
representative of a type of morality, or do they need to represent 
gender, politics, race, province, language, and so forth? To put it 
another way: Which Afrikaners will be on the commission? Those 
who paid a price in the past for their stance against apartheid or 
those who can now draw in the support of the National Party and 
right-wingers? And how can a former right-wing Afrikaner take moral 
decisions about people whose sentiments he shared?

Which black people will serve on the commission? How does one 
differentiate between people who got involved in the struggle 
because they were against the inhuman system of apartheid and 
those who got involved because they wanted the same material 
comforts as whites? How many black people will have the courage to 
take a critical public stance toward the new government? Should the 
Muslim as well as the Hindu religion be represented, and what about 
the Cape Muslims?

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 640 of 1031



It’s difficult to gauge exactly what the panel was thinking when 
they drew up the short list. Two additions, though, show how the 
wind is blowing. The Reverend Khoza Mgojo was added to give 
better representation to KwaZulu-Natal. Advocate Denzil Potgieter 
was added because of apparent unhappiness over the absence of 
colored people on the list. What about Glenda Wildschut, she’s 
colored isn’t she? . . . Yes, yes, but everybody knows “people” 
means “men.”

The rest of the list one could more or less have predicted. The 
Afrikaners are Wynand Malan and Advocate Chris de Jager. The 
English commissioners are Alex Boraine, Mary Burton, Wendy Orr, 
and Richard Lyster; and the Indians, Dr. Faizel Randera and Yasmin 
Sooka. The black commissioners can be divided into two groups: 
those who will eventually be referred to as the Nguni Bloc or Black 
Caucus—Dumisa Ntsebeza and Bongani Finca—and the women, 
Mapule Ramashala, Hlengiwe Mkhize, and Sisi Khampepe.

This then is Tutu’s team. And they have nothing to start off with. 
Not a chair, not a telephone, not a budget. Just a law.

The speed with which the commission gets on its feet is watched 
with envious eyes. A government spokesperson confides: “The Truth 
Commission is the ideal for all of us. Within a few months, it set up 
four offices, its internal communication is astonishingly up-and- 
running, the publicity it generates is better than textbook-perfect, it 
doesn’t let itself be paralyzed—neither by bureaucratic red tape, nor 
by the government or any political party. Everyone knows that they 
are navigating a tight financial ship. They work on a contract basis. 
They evaluate their own activities and their personnel. The 
commission is an example of how things can be done.”

On the insistence of Archbishop Tutu, the commissioners gather at 
the end of January 1996 for a retreat under the guidance of Father 
Francis Cull, Tutu’s spiritual adviser.
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“What lies ahead is a very difficult task. They have been called to 
do something for the whole of South Africa and, of course, one feels 
inadequate to deal with an immense job like this,” says Cull. He 
explains how commissioners will not be allowed to talk during the 
retreat, even during mealtimes. “In the military sense, a retreat is a 
time when you withdraw in order to regroup and recoup. So, in a 
religious, spiritual sense, it is a time when you go into a place of 
solitude and silence, where you can be still and where you can come 
to terms with your inner journey. Where you can concentrate and 
focus on your own resources and the task ahead.”

Through the luxury suburb of Bishop’s Court, I follow the directions 
to the house of the archbishop, for the Truth Commission’s first 
photo session. Even though a radio journalist cannot do much with a 
photograph, the chance to look around the official residence of an 
archbishop is too good to pass up. Guards block the way; there are 
dogs and demands for ID books, because the first death threats 
have already been made against some commissioners.

But as you take the garden path, seamed with shoulder-high 
hortensias, up to the big house, you get a feeling of transition—of 
transformation—of the have-nots occupying the world of the haves. 
It’s a densely overgrown property, rich with trees and plants. But you 
can tell immediately: whatever is growing was planted long ago. No 
fine garden, no expanse of lawn—cut a little here, trim a little there, 
and that’s it. You arrive in a courtyard that leads to the main house, 
the offices, and other buildings. Three children splash around in a 
half-empty fountain. Several families are obviously living in the 
outbuildings on the extensive property.

We journalists are taken to the dining room. A gigantic, elaborate 
table with carved chairs. On the wall hangs a skewish tapestry, 
woven with love for the archbishop by the women of Boitumelo. The 
study has heavy timber bookcases from floor to ceiling, partly filled 
with row upon row of leather-bound volumes. On other shelves lie 
stacks of alternative magazines, church pamphlets, and theological 
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works out of Africa that could only have been printed on local 
presses. A series of gold-framed portraits of previous pink-and- 
chubby archbishops hangs next to homemade presents and badly 
taken photographs, testimony to the first black archbishop’s lifetime 
of service to people once neglected and now eternally grateful. A 
handmade cross rests against the wall—Jesus looking more like an 
amnesty-seeker than a victim.

While we wait, a colleague tells us this story. “When Tutu comes to 
preach in Namaqualand,” he says, “it's so hot, it’s always hot on a 
Sunday. And when the service is finished, Tutu comes to my 
grandmother’s house to lie there under the tree—she has such a 
dense, shady tree. And then for the next week the people talk of 
nothing else but that holy man ... the Lord’s chosen one . . . who 
lies under a tree—just like an ordinary person.”

The door opens and the seventeen commissioners walk in. The 
media suddenly go wild, popping and flashing. Photographers elbow 
each other out of the way; the TV crew begs people not to crowd the 
camera angle. Somebody trips over my recording equipment with a 
tooth-shattering klap. While the commissioners are still busy seating 
themselves, a journalist calls out: “When is your first hearing?”

But something is happening. Absolutely focused, they seat 
themselves and Tutu bows his head and starts to pray: . . that we 
may have the strength to listen to the whispers of the abandoned, 
the pleas of those afraid, the anguish of those without hope.” 
Whereas at their first gathering the commissioners looked either shy 
or too pleased with themselves, now there is a purposefulness in 
their bearing that suddenly has nothing to do with religion or group 
representation.

“This is just a photo session,” Tutu says, “because the newspapers 
asked for a head-and-shoulders shot of each commissioner. After 
that, you may leave.”
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With just two weeks to go to the first hearings, challenges are 
launched against the Truth Commission legislation on constitutional 
grounds. Earlier, police general Johan van der Merwe has said that 
refusing amnesty would be unconstitutional. The interim Constitution 
clearly states that there will be amnesty. Hot on his heels are the 
families of Steve Biko, and Griffiths and Victoria Mxenge. They say 
that amnesty will take away the right of the ordinary citizen to a civil 
claim. During the first months of its life, the commission is constantly 
in court trying to clear up aspects of the legislation.

At a press conference, Deputy Chairperson Alex Boraine says: 
The commission has encountered opposition from day one—chiefly 
from the right wing. The head of the investigative unit, Dumisa 
Ntsebeza, says: Steve Biko’s death^ happened almost twenty years 
ago, it was not the commission that stopped the families from going 
to court. Moreover, Biko’s family accepted an out-of-court settlement 
in which they received 65,000 rand [about $11,000], According to 
Tutu, all the narratives around the commission are important; he 
insists that families have the right to strive for justice. But the 
commission has a far greater task, he says, which is “to listen to the 
unknown victims—those who have never received any attention from 
the authorities or the media—and to provide a forum for the 
exposure of their experiences.”

Suddenly people seem to find the idea of amnesty repugnant. And 
Tutu is the one who has to explain: “We did not decide on amnesty. 
The political parties decided on amnesty. Amnesty made our election 
possible. The amnesty clause was inserted in the early hours of the 
morning after an exhausted night of negotiating. The last thing, the 
last sentence, the last clause, was added: amnesty shall be granted 
through a process of reconciliation. And it was only when that was 
put in, that the boere signed the negotiations, opening the door to 
our election.” Tutu repeats this story in all the languages he can 
muster.
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According to Johnny de Lange, the legislation was carefully 
checked by constitutional experts, and he has no doubt that it falls 
within the framework of the Constitution.

Meanwhile, the Mxenge family announce that they will sue security 
police assassin Dirk Coetzee for 1 million rand (about $167,000). 
Says Coetzee: “I am back in the country for six years already. It is 
strange that for all these years they have not charged me, but now 
that I am asking for amnesty, they have a problem. And this after I 
was prepared to testify for them in 1992 in a civil case against the 
old government.”

“Do you have a million rand?” I ask.

“No, I do not even have a million cent, I have nothing ... I have 
lost everything. I live in a rented house, with furniture that I got from 
my parents; I drive my mother-in-law’s car.”

A commission for truth? Long before the idea took shape in 
Parliament, it was discussed at two conferences, both organized by 
Dr. Alex Boraine. The first one took place early in 1994. Highly 
skeptical, I found a place at the back of the hall. The only images of 
righteousness I had to go by were of German geriatrics with cancer 
in overseas docks. What would be the effect of a manacled P. W. 
Botha, stripped of his little hat and forefinger, on his way to long-term 
imprisonment, other than astonishment that anyone could regard this 
as the final proof of justice?

But immediately I’m ashamed. Of course crimes against humanity 
should be punished.

It takes the Chilean philosopher and activist José Zalaquett, who 
served on the Chilean Truth Commission, precisely seven and a half 
minutes to convert me to the idea. The Nuremberg and Tokyo trials 
could work the way they did only because the guilty lost their political 
power and their guns. Their defeat was complete and the conquerors 
needed only to wrestle with their own sense of justice. But in Chile, 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 645 of 1031



as in South Africa, the overthrown regime is part of the new 
government and still has enough power to obstruct the inquests into 
any abuses or to start a new civil war.

Ideological purists, says Zalaquett—and every sentence he utters 
could serve as a maxim—maintain that it’s better to suffer longer 
under a tyranny when there is hope for a politically purer outcome 
than to progress by messy compromises.

One cannot expect morality from politicians, but one can hold 
them to the ethics of accountability.

A policy that wants to make a difference has to prevent a repetition 
of past abuses and compensate for what has happened where 
possible.

It will sometimes be necessary to choose between truth and 
justice. We should choose truth, he says. Truth does not bring back 
the dead, but releases them from silence.

A community should not wipe out a part of its past, because it 
leaves a vacuum that will be filled by lies and contradictory, 
confusing accounts of what happened.

Perpetrators need to acknowledge the wrong they did. Why? It 
creates a communal starting point. To make a clean break from the 
past, a moral beacon needs to be established between the past and 
the future.

“The most important lesson the struggle taught me and my friends 
is that no one is endowed with remarkable courage. But courage is 
another name for learning to live with your fears. Now, after eighteen 
years and the Chilean Truth Commission, courage has again 
evolved a new definition: the guts not to give in to easy justice. To 
live within the confinements of reality, but to search day after day for 
the progressing of one’s most cherished values. Merciless. 
Accountable.”
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Identity is memory, says Zalaquett. Identities forged out of half
remembered things or false memories easily commit transgressions.

Everybody seems excited about the presence of the Polish 
philosopher Adam Mischnik. He quotes Jürgen Habermas: Collective 
guilt does not exist. Whoever is guilty will have to answer 
individually. At the same time, there is such a thing as collective 
responsibility for a mental and cultural context that makes possible 
crimes against humanity. One should be aware of the fact that 
traditions are ambivalent and that one should stay critical about 
traditions and be very clear about what should be continued. The 
violations in Germany should have the effect that a specific mistrust 
exists about German tradition and cultural contexts. Like Germany, 
South Africa will always need to question its mentality, while 
communities with a stronger democratic culture need not do it so 
often.

“Here in South Africa it’s reconciliation with a gun against your 
head. You choose negotiations when you choose the logic of peace. 
But the moment you get up from the negotiation table, you have to 
defend your erstwhile enemy—he is now your partner. He becomes 
your political and moral burden.” Mischnik warns: “If you look for a 
scapegoat, and you find one and you make him the devil . . . then 
you yourself become the angel. .

“. . . and then you wake up . . . lost,” the interpreter says 
tentatively.

Mischnik nods his head vigorously.

Kader Asmal quotes Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn: “By not dealing with 
past human rights violations, we are not simply protecting the 
perpetrators’ trivial old age; we are thereby ripping the foundations of 
justice from beneath new generations.”
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FIRST HEARINGS
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CHAPTER THREE

Stretched Thinner and Thinner over Pitches of Grief

Tension is plain to see in the faces and body language of all the 
commissioners. Archbishop Tutu is continually rubbing his right 
hand; shoulders are tensely set; faces look tired and drawn beneath 
two big South African flags and Truth Commission banners. The city 
hall of East London is packed from wall to wall.

Last night, the archbishop says, he had butterflies in his stomach: 
“We were aware from the beginning that the commission could go 
terribly and horribly wrong. But this first victims’ hearing is the 
making or breaking of the commission.”

“So what are your worst fears?”

He laughs nervously. “Silly things, like the microphones not 
working, security problems ... or terrible things like victims not 
showing up or violence breaking out.”

Commissioner Bongani Finca starts with the well-known Xhosa 
hymn: “Lizalise idinga lakho’’ (The forgiveness of sins makes a 
person whole). As the song carries, the victims file into the hall and 
take their seats at the front.

Archbishop Tutu prays. But untypically he sounds as if he is 
praying from a piece of paper: “We long to put behind us the pain 
and division of apartheid, together with all the violence which 
ravaged our communities in its name. And so we ask you to bless 
this Truth and Reconciliation Commission with your wisdom and 
guidance as a body which seeks to redress the wounds in the minds 
and the bodies of those who suffered.”
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Everyone stands with heads bowed while the names of the 
deceased and disappeared who will come under the spotlight today 
are read out. A big white candle emblazoned with a red cross is lit. 
Then all the commissioners go over to the victims to greet and 
welcome them, while the audience stays standing.

But the journalists in the media room are hardly aware of this 
consecration of space. Frantic shouting accompanies the attempts to 
tune in TV monitors, establish clear sound reception, and set up 
laptop computers. Radio has its own small room. We have a whole 
newly appointed team, which has to cover the event in all eleven 
official languages. Today’s hearings will be broadcast live, after an 
hour-long program on the meaning of the legislation, the origin of 
amnesty, the workings of the commission, and an interview with the 
minister of justice. Somewhere in a corner, foreign journalists are 
being briefed on the history of the eastern Cape, how to pronounce 
“Qaqawuli” and “Mxenge.” Like people possessed, they take down 
notes. The locals watch them from a distance.

To seize the surge of language by its soft, bare skull

Beloved, do not die. Do not dare die! I, the survivor, I wrap you in 
words so that the future inherits you. I snatch you from the death of 
forgetfulness. I tell your story, complete your ending—you who once 
whispered beside me in the dark.

“When I opened the door . . . there was my closest friend and 
comrade . . . She was standing on the doorstep and she screamed: 
‘My child, my little Nomzamo, is still in the house!’ ... I stared at her 
. . . my most beautiful friend . . . her hair flaming and her chest like a 
furnace . . . she died a day later. I pulled out her baby from the 
burning house ... I put her on the grass . . . only to find that her skin 
stayed behind on my hands. She is with me here today.”

“I was trying to see my child. Just when he was about to open the 
police van at the back, I heard a voice shouting, saying: ‘No, don’t 
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show her anything—hou die meid dear weg!’ [‘Keep the kaffer girl 
away from there!’] But I managed. I pulled a green curtain ... I saw . 
. . my . . . child . . . sleeping among tires . . . and he was foaming in 
the mouth and he was . .. already dead ... Then they pulled him out 
and threw him on the ground . . . And I looked at him . . . And he was 
dying . . . and they won’t allow me to hold him . . .”

“This inside me . . . fights my tongue. It is . . . unshareable. It 
destroys . . . words. Before he was blown up, they cut off his hands 
so he could not be fingerprinted ... So how do I say this?—this 
terrible ... I want his hands back.”

“It was Sunday. And cold. He came into the kitchen. ‘Make me some 
bean soup.’

‘“It’s Sunday, Jong, I want to cook special food.’

“But he wanted bean soup.

“While dressing for church, we heard the noise. The youths were 
coming down the road. We were standing in our bedroom. We were 
not talking. We were not moving. They surrounded the house and 
they shouted: 'Let the spy die, let the spy die!’ They threw stones 
through the window. When they left, he said to me: ‘Don’t cry, 
Nontuthuzelo. A person dies only once, not many times. I know now 
where these things are leading to. Come, let’s make soup.’ We went 
to the kitchen and put the beans in a pot.

“Then someone we knew knocked at the door. ‘The comrades are 
burning your shop, Uncle Mick!’

“Til be back for lunch,’ he said to me.

“They told me afterward. He walked up to the door of his shop, he 
didn’t look back . . . someone in the crowd shot him in the back . . . 
They told me afterward Craig Kotze had said my husband was the 
one who betrayed Steve Biko.”
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“Two policemen got on either chair and they dragged me to the 
window, and then they said I can now jump ... I refused . . . they 
grabbed me by my shoulders and lifted me physically up and pushed 
me out of the window . . . and they were holding me by my ankles . . 
. each policeman holding one ankle. All I could see was the concrete 
floor at the bottom—we were three floors up, and all of a sudden one 
would let go of one foot—as he’s about to catch my foot, the one he 
had released, the other chap lets go—and they played like that . . . 
and, you know, you thought: God, this is the end.”

“They held me . . . they said, ‘Please don’t go in there . . .’ I just 
skipped through their legs and went in ... I found Bheki ... he was 
in pieces ... he was hanging on pieces ... He was all over . . . 
pieces of him and brain was scattered all around . . . that was the 
end of Bheki.”

“At Caledon Square, I heard a loud sound. Policemen were 
celebrating. They said: ‘We’ve got Looksmart!’ I was in my cell when 
I saw Looksmart being dragged up a flight of stairs by two 
policemen. They were beating him as he went up the stairs. I noticed 
that his beard had been pulled out. . . one by one ... on one side of 
his face. He was bleeding heavily from the mouth. Two days later, 
they took him again—his hands handcuffed behind his back. That 
was the last time I saw Looksmart Ngudle.”

“And the man there sitting next to the ambulance driver—he stood 
there with my son’s intestines in his hands and he was actually 
holding it and carried it into the ambulance.”

“In the mortuary—after the Queenstown massacre—I had to identify 
my son. We waited in front of the mortuary ... a thick black stream 
of blood was running from under the door . . . blocking the outside 
drain . . . inside, the stench was unbearable . . . bodies were stacked 
upon each other ... the blood from my child’s body was already 
green.”
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“This white man with the red scarf, he shot into the outside bathroom 
where Sonnyboy was hiding ... I was standing in the kitchen ... I 
saw him dragging my child. Sonnyboy was already dead. He was 
holding him by his legs like a dog. I saw him digging a hole, scraping 
Sonnyboy’s brains into that hole, and closing it with his boot. The 
sun was bright... but it went dark when I saw him lying there. It's an 
everlasting pain. It will stop never in my heart. It always comes back. 
It eats me apart. Sonnyboy, rest well, my child. I’ve translated you 
from the dead.”

“I asked them, ‘Show me the mark on his chin, then I will know it’s 
my son.’ They showed me the mark on his chin, and I said: ‘It’s not 
my son.’”

“When Fuzile didn’t come home that night, I went to look for him. 
Now this makes me mad, really. My son was shot and nobody told 
me. I looked everywhere and nobody told me my son was in the 
mortuary . . . they later gave me his clothes. His T-shirt looked as if it 
had been eaten by rats.”

“As she had a baby, the police said that the corpse could breast-feed 
the baby.”

“Barnard was a frightful man—the cop we couldn’t kill. He always 
drove this red Valiant and wore this red doek. Rambo of the western 
Cape, he called himself. Whenever his car appeared on the 
shimmering horizon leading the yellow Casspirs, we knew: someone 
dies today. We will remember the man with the red scarf who shot 
dead our sons.”

“This was the last thing I saw: Barnard standing next to his car. He 
spoke Xhosa like a Xhosa. He pointed his firearm at me. I felt 
something hitting my cheek. I felt my eyes itching. I was scratching 
my eyes and yelling for help. Since then I’ve been blind . . . and 
unemployed . . . and alone and homeless. But today ... it feels as if 
I can nearly see . . .”

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 653 of 1031



“I heard shots . . . I ran . . . slipped and fell ... I crawled out at the 
front door... On the steps, my son sat . . . with his father’s face in 
his hands ... He was covered in blood ... He cried over and over: 
‘Daddy, talk to me . . .’ Today he is twenty-one years old. I am still 
woken at night by his cries: ‘Wipe the blood . . . wipe the blood from 
my father’s face.’”

“That morning I did something I had never done before. My husband 
was still at his desk busy with the accounts of our business. I went 
up to him and stood behind his chair. I put my hands under his arms 
and tickled him ... he looked surprised and unexpectedly happy.

“‘And now?’ he asked.

“‘I am going to make tea,’ I said.

“While I poured water on the tea bags, I heard this devastating 
noise. Six men stormed into our study and blew his head off. My five- 
year-old daughter was present. . . That Christmas I found a letter on 
his desk: ‘Dear Father Christmas, please bring me a soft teddy bear 
with friendly eyes ... My daddy is dead. If he was here, I would not 
have bothered you.’ I put her in a boarding school. The morning we 
drove there, we had a flat tire. ‘You see,’ she said, ‘Daddy does not 
want me to go there ... He wants me to stay with you ... I have 
watched him die, I must be there when you die . . .’ She is now a 
teenager and has tried twice to commit suicide.”

In the beginning, it was seeing. Seeing for ages, filling the head with 
ash. No air. No tendril. Now to seeing, speaking is added and the 
eye plunges into the mouth. Present at the birth of this country’s 
language itself.

And it wipes us out. Like a fire. Or a flood. Tears are not what we 
call it. Water covers our cheeks and we cannot type. Or think.

“We should all be deeply humbled by what we’ve heard, but we’ve 
got to finish quickly and really turn our backs on this awful past and
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say: 'Life is for living.”’

—ARCHBISHOP DESMOND TUTU, after the first day of testimony in East London

MS. GOBODO-MADIKIZELA: Baba is going to present to us what 
he says is the work of the man who came to be known as the Rambo 
of the Peninsula. The police officer who is known by the name of 
Barnard. Good morning, I am just going to explain to you how this 
house is arranged. If you face toward your right, that is now the 
whole house, people in this house are approximately two hundred to 
two hundred and fifty. You are now seated on the platform. And our 
small tables are arranged as a horseshoe. Right in the middle of the 
horseshoe is Archbishop Tutu, next to him is Dr. Boraine, I am right 
at the extreme end of this horseshoe. I am seated directly across 
from you, we are facing each other. We are now going to start to talk 
to each other, Baba.

Could you please tell us, Baba, what happened on that day of this 
incident, could you please explain to us.

MR. SIKWEPERE: ... A van approached—it was a white van and it 
was driven by Barnard. When he had just passed, he asked us all to 
disperse within five minutes. Now the communities asked, “How can 
he ask us to disperse, because this is just a small meeting?”—we 
were just twenty to twenty-five.

I wanted to find out what was the response from this white man. 
When I saw that the van now was stationary, I went to it. I was just 
standing for two minutes next to the window . . . now this white man 
opened the door and withdrew his gun. Now I wanted to find out 
what is the story going on, on the other side of this car. I tried to 
peep and I was looking straight into him, straight to him. While I was 
still looking at him, these people asked him, “How can you ask us to 
disperse?”

This white man said this in Afrikaans—“You are going to get 
eventually what you are looking for. And I am going to shoot you.” I 
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was shocked at what this white man said to me. He said in 
Afrikaans, "Ek gaan jou kry.” Now I wanted to find out why is he 
talking to me like this ... I saw people surrounding this van—I was 
now wondering, Where do these people come from surrounding this 
van, all of a sudden?

After that I heard a loud noise, it sounded like a stone hitting a 
sink. But I decided not to run, I decided to walk. Because I knew that 
if you ran, you were going to be shot, so I decided—let me just walk 
into a safe place where I can just start running . . . When I arrived at 
the place where I thought now I am safe, I felt something hitting my 
cheek. I couldn’t go any further, I stayed right there only to find out I 
had been hidden by a corner of a house. I felt my eyes itching, I was 
scratching my eyes. I wasn’t quite sure what happened to my eyes at 
that particular time. I felt somebody stepping on my right shoulder. 
And saying, “I thought this dog had died already.” I felt both my eyes 
—I was just waiting that these people are going to take me to a 
prison.

MS. GOBODO-MADIKIZELA: Baba, do you have any bullets in 
you as we speak?

MR. SIKWEPERE: Yes, there are several of them. Some are here 
in my neck. Now on my face you can really see them, but my face 
feels quite rough, it feels like rough salt. I usually have terrible 
headaches.

MS. GOBODO-MADIKIZELA: Thank you, Baba.

MR. SIKWEPERE: Yes, usually I have a fat body, but after that I 
lost all my body, now I am thin, as you can see me now.

MS. GOBODO-MADIKIZELA: How do you feel, Baba, about 
coming here to tell us your story?

MR. SIKWEPERE: I feel what—what has brought my sight back, 
my eyesight back is to come back here and tell the story. But I feel 
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what has been making me sick all the time is the fact that I couldn’t 
tell my story. But now I—it feels like I got my sight back by coming 
here and telling you the story.

(Lucas Baba Sikwepere)

Instinctively, one knew that some people would deliberately cut 
themselves off from the Truth Commission process. But very few 
people escape news bulletins—even the music stations have a 
lunchtime news report. So it is crucial to us that the commission and 
its narratives be captured as fully as possible on ordinary bulletins. 
Even people who do no more than listen to the news should be given 
a full understanding of the essence of the commission. This means 
that the past has to be put into hard news gripping enough to make 
bulletin headlines, into reports that the bulletin writers in 
Johannesburg cannot ignore. To do this, we will have to use the full 
spectrum of hard news techniques and where necessary develop 
and reform them.

A bulletin generally consists of three audio elements: ordinary 
reporting read out by a newsreader, twenty-second sound bites of 
other people’s voices, and forty-second voice reports sent through 
by a journalist. How can these elements be molded to our aims? An 
expert needs to come help me, I plead. And they send Angie.

I sit next to her in the media room. It is the first day of the 
hearings. Angie types codes and passwords into her laptop 
computer to log on to the network. We wait: little lights flash and 
scratchy shrieks issue from the modem—sounds of broken glass. 
For the rest of my life, I will remember this scene: the members of 
the radio team, each wearing earphones, recording the translation of 
their assigned language, and Angie on a cushion, so that she can 
reach the high table, making a furious assault on the day’s first news 
story—furious, because Angie is someone who types with all ten of 
her fingers. And as those pinkies squirrel away on the keys, the 
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testimony of the first victim of the first day, Nohle Mohape, goes 
through to Johannesburg—in time for the eleven o’clock bulletin.

Thus our labors over the next two years will be structured. We do 
short packages, text with sound bites or live interviews, for the 
afternoon programs, and in the evenings we work on longer pieces 
for the following morning. Meanwhile the bulletins keep flowing 
through. Stories, complete stories with beginnings, middles, and 
ends, are told for the first time: in a forty-second report, we relate 
how Phindile Mfeti told his wife that he was going to have his jeans 
shortened, then disappeared without a trace. How she later found on 
his desk the glasses and pipe that he always took with him. How she 
asked the commission for something to bury—even if it was just a 
piece of bone or a handful of ash.

We also learn quickly. For words like “menstruation” or “penis,” 
there is no place on the news; a phrase such as “They braaied 
[barbecued] my child on a fire” is out of the question. We are told 
that the writer Rian Malan has complained that he doesn’t want to 
mix “breakfast and blood” in the mornings. This is just the 
encouragement we need. We write the first lines of the hard copy: 
“The missing hand of ANC activist Sicelo Mhlawuli dominated the 
testimonies before the Truth Commission hearings in East London 
today. Mhlawuli’s hand was last seen by a fellow detainee.” Then the 
recorded comment: “I saw the severed hand of a black activist in a 
bottle at a Port Elizabeth police station. The police told me it was a 
baboon’s hand. They said to me: ‘Look here, this is the bottled hand 
of a communist.’ But I know that Sicelo Mhlawuli . . . was buried with 
his hand missing.” This is a perfect sound bite. (How quickly our own 
language changes—“fantastic testimony,” “sexy subject,” “nice 
audible crying.” We also insist on the use of “Truth Commission” 
rather than “TRC,” which would conceal the essence of the 
commission behind a meaningless abbreviation.)

We pick out a sequence. We remove some pauses and edit it into a 
twenty-second sound bite. We feed it to Johannesburg. We switch 
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on a small transistor. The news comes through: “I was making tea in 
the police station. I heard a noise, I looked up . . . There he fell . . . 
Someone fell from the upper floor past the window ... I ran down . . 
. It was my child ... my grandchild, but I raised him.”

We lift our fists triumphantly. We’ve done it!

The voice of an ordinary cleaning woman is the headline on the 
one o’clock news.

Week after week, voice after voice, account after account. It is not so 
much the deaths, and the names of the dead, but the web of infinite 
sorrow woven around them. It keeps on coming and coming. A wide, 
barren, disconsolate landscape where the horizon keeps on 
dropping away.

And this is how we often end up at the daily press conferences— 
bewildered and close to tears at the feet of Archbishop Tutu. By the 
end of four weeks, they are no longer press conferences. He 
caresses us with pieces of hope and humanity. We ask fewer and 
fewer critical questions. Perplexed, we listen to the sharp, haughty 
questions posed by foreign journalists—those who jet into the 
country, attend one day’s hearings, and then confront the 
commission about its lack of judicial procedures and objectivity.

The first sign of the International Journalist in your midst is the 
subtle fragrance. Male or female, overseas journalists can obviously 
afford a perfumery that you won’t find on the shelves at Pick ’n Pay. 
The second sign is the equipment. Microphones like cruise missiles 
on launching pads appear in front of interviewees, and you have to 
find space next to them for your humble little SABC mike. They are 
equipped with recorders that produce fully edited sound bites and 
reports at the push of a button, computers they can carry in their 
inside pockets, and cell phones no bigger than lipsticks. And they 
know something really big is happening in East London, they pick up 
the vibes—but nothing fits into their operating frameworks. “How can 
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you report anything?” A Belgian journalist struggles to keep the 
skepticism out of his voice. “South African journalists keep on 
bursting into tears all around me in the hall.”

The Story of the Century, they tell us. With heroes and villians, 
well-known and unknown characters, the powerful and the 
powerless, the literate and the illiterate. Hung with laptops, tape 
recorders, bags, notebooks, and reels of cable and tape, we limp 
into hotel foyers long after midnight.

Why the eastern Cape—why start at this scalp of green silence?

This part of Africa was the first frontier between black and white, 
between the terrestrial endeavor of Africa and the maritime endeavor 
of Europe, says Noel Mostert in his book Frontiers. The eastern 
Cape opened between white and black a relationship beyond that of 
master and slave. Its landscape provided a dramatic backdrop for 
the moral struggles around colonialism, expansionism, race, and 
freedom.

According to Mostert, the indigenous people of the eastern Cape 
found themselves selected by history to bear for centuries the brunt 
of contact with the outside world. Despite the fact that these were 
peaceful farming and cattle-herding communities, the area became 
known for its fierce resistance to oppression. The Xhosas originally 
consisted of three main groups: the Pondo, to which Winnie 
Madikizela-Mandela belongs; the Thembu house, of which her 
former husband is a prince; and the Xhosa group, which produced 
Steve Biko.

Resistance in the eastern Cape was complemented by excellent 
missionary schooling, which enabled the oppressed to put forward a 
refined political argument in English, thus breaking new ground in 
black political thinking internationally. The eastern Cape also saw the 
beginnings of the Pan-Africanist Congress and Black 
Consciousness. From the sixties onward, with the cream of its 
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leadership either in jail or in exile, the eastern Cape endured an 
unprecedented escalation of human rights abuses, many of them 
notorious. These included the detention and death of Steve Biko, the 
assassination of the Cradock Four and Pebco Three, the massacre 
at Bisho, and the Motherwell bomb incident

Of all those detained without trial in South Africa, one-third came 
from the eastern Cape. Why? Because the region was also the 
dumping ground for those soldiers who got out of hand during the 
bush war§—the veterans, black and white, of Koevoet and the 
notorious 101 and 32 Battalions. These men had to be kept out of 
the glare of the media, and at a distance from Parliament and human 
rights organizations. And their names cropped up during the first 
week of hearings in East London, always in connection with torture 
and murder: Gideon Nieuwoudt, Albert Ntungata, Eric Winter, Chris 
Labuschagne, Spyker van Wyk, Gert Strydom.

It was apparently assumed in security circles that whoever 
crushed the eastern Cape would control the country. The region still 
lives with the consequences. Despite the fact that Xhosa people 
dominate South African politics, this is the second poorest of the 
nine provinces, with 65 percent of the economically active population 
unemployed.

True to its spirit of resistance, the first attempts to stop the Truth 
Commission emanate from the eastern Cape. The Biko family file 
several cases to prove that the legislation is unconstitutional, while 
perpetrators from Port Elizabeth succeed in preventing the Truth 
Commission from allowing victims to name them.

It has to be this part of the country that turns us inside out, that 
renders us: bare lips. It has to be this region of fierce opposites— 
meadows and plains, waterfalls and dongas, ferns and aloes—that 
sparks from a speechless darkness the voices of the past. And at 
long last, we can weep in the certainty of this April, in the assurance 
of the testimony of fellow South Africans.
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It was the end of October—10 October 1985. She was on her way to 
work, two young men approached her. Now they were five. When 
they saw her, they chased her. She went to hide in another house, 
and now they took her out of that house.

They took her overall, and they poured gasoline over her. One of 
them held her feet and then they started igniting her feet. They were 
beating her up. There was nobody who could stop this, the police 
were looking for her, but they were lost and they couldn’t find her. 
She tried to [take the police] to them ... to the people who tried to 
hurt her, but they couldn’t [understand her] because she didn’t have 
a voice. The police took her to Bloemfontein.

In Bloemfontein she stayed for three days, and she started to 
mention everybody who did this to her. Then after that, she died. 
They didn’t allow her to be buried in Colesberg, because they said 
she was an informer. They said if she was buried there, they were 
going to burn the church. Then she ended up being buried in 
Pilonome Hospital. That’s where I will stop for a moment.

ADV. POTGIETER: Was there any truth in this allegation that she 
was an impimpi, an informer?

MRS. MALITI: That’s how they got her, but the reason why they 
burnt her is because my uncle is a policeman.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: You said while this happened there was a 
boycott of the shops that time. Your mother’s main offense was that 
she went to buy meat from the butchery—you will correct me if I am 
wrong . . . She tried to clear her name?

MRS. MALITI: Yes sir.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: According to the report that you gave to the 
people who were taking the statements earlier, she paid 100 rand.

MRS. MALITI: Yes.
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ADV. NTSEBEZA: Where did she send this R100?

MRS. MALITI: She sent it to the comrades and the comrades 
announced it, that she did pay this R100 trying to ask for forgiveness 
for buying meat during a consumer boycott. They said they forgive 
her. Now she took this letter to the township.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: When she came back to the township, she was 
under the impression that she was forgiven?

MRS. MALITI: Yes.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: In other words . . . she was killed while she was 
still under the impression that she was safe, knowing that she was 
forgiven?

MRS. MALITI: Yes, that’s so.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: When did the police come in?

MRS. MALITI: The police arrived when she was burnt already. 
When the police came in, they could—they were trying to find out 
where she was, but they could hear her crying. They saw her in the 
main road, she was already alight.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: Did she run after she was burnt?

MRS. MALITI: No, she couldn’t run, she was just walking slowly, 
her clothes were burning. She went in the direction where the police 
were...

ADV. NTSEBEZA: Were the people afraid to help her?

MRS. MALITI: No one was allowed by the comrades to help her, 
so she went alone to the van.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: Were these comrades who were chasing 
people away?
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MRS. MALITI: There were five of them—at the beginning there 
were too many, but at the end they were just five. One of them was 
Tifo Sihlaba ... it was Tabo Gusha, Pinkdyaan Kelem, Toto Mayaba, 
Tembile Falati.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: What about Zolile Silwayane?

MRS. MALITI: Zolile Silwayane is the one who actually accepted 
the money, he is the leader of this whole situation. Yes, he is the one 
who announced that he had received the money, and he was the 
one who actually went back again and said she must be ignited.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: This is a very unique case from all the cases 
we have heard. We’ve been listening to cases where our people 
were being killed by police and the government, but now this is 
unique because our people are being killed by our own people at the 
same time. Do you know the husband to the deceased?

MRS. MALITI: Yes, I know his name is Doti. That day—he doesn’t 
know anything because he ran. He ran to Crossroads, and even 
today he is not well since then.

ADV. NTSEBEZA: Just to clear something up, are you trying to 
say he was never well again mentally?

MRS. MALITI: Yes, that’s what I am saying.

(Thomzama Maliti, testifying on the death of Nombulelo Delato)

The word “truth” makes me uncomfortable.

The word “truth” still trips the tongue.

“Your voice tightens up when you approach the word ‘truth,’” the 
technical assistant says, irritated. “Repeat it twenty times so that you 
become familiar with it. Truth is mos jou job!” (“Truth is your job, after 
all!”)
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I hesitate at the word; I am not used to using it. Even when I type 
it, it ends up as either turth or trth. I have never bedded that word in 
a poem. I prefer the word “lie.” The moment the lie raises its head, I 
smell blood. Because it is there .. . where the truth is closest.

The word “reconciliation,” on the other hand, is my daily bread.

Compromise, accommodate, provide, make space for. 
Understand. Tolerate. Empathize. Endure . . . Without it, no 
relationship, no work, no progress, is possible. Yes. Piece by piece 
we die into reconciliation.

However—neither truth nor reconciliation is part of my graphite 
when sitting in front of a blank page, eraser close at hand. 
Everything else fades away. It becomes so quiet. Something opens 
and something falls into this quiet space. A tone, an image, a line, 
mobilizes completely. I become myself. Truth and reconciliation do 
not enter my anarchy. They choke on betrayal and rage; they fall off 
my refusal to be moral. I write the broken line. For some brief 
moments of loose-limbed happiness, everything I am, every 
shivering, otherwise useless, vulnerable fiber and hypersensitive 
sense, comes together. A heightened phase of clarity and the glue 
stays . . . and somewhat breathless, I know: for this I am made.

I am not made to report on the Truth and Reconciliation 
Commission. When I was first told to head the five-person radio 
team covering the Truth Commission, I began to cry, inexplicably, on 
the plane back from Johannesburg. Someone tripped over my bag in 
the aisle. Mumbling excuses, fumbling with tissues, I looked up into 
the face of Dirk Coetzee. There was no escape.

After three days, a nervous breakdown was diagnosed. Two 
weeks later, the first hearings on human rights violations began in 
East London.

The months that have passed have proved my premonition right— 
reporting on the Truth Commission indeed leaves most of us 
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physically exhausted and mentally frayed.

Because of language.

Week after week, from one faceless building to another, from one 
dusty, godforsaken town to another, the arteries of our past bleed 
their own peculiar rhythm, tone, and image. One cannot get rid of it. 
Ever.

To have the voices of ordinary people dominate the news. To have 
no one escape the process.

We sleep between one and two hours a night. We live on 
chocolate and potato chips. After five years without cigarettes, I start 
smoking again.

In the second week of hearings, I do a Question and Answer on a 
current affairs program. I stammer. I freeze. I am without language. I 
put the receiver down, and think: Resign. Now. You are clearly 
incompetent. The next morning, the Truth Commission sends one of 
its own counselors to address the journalists. “You will experience 
the same symptoms as the victims. You will find yourself powerless 
—without help, without words.”

I am shocked to be a textbook case within a mere ten days.

“Exercise regularly. Take photographs of loved ones with you to 
come home to in the hotels. Take your favorite music with you. And 
talk to one another... be one another’s therapists.”

We develop techniques to lessen the impact. We no longer go into 
the halls where the hearings take place, because of the accumulated 
grief. We watch on the monitors provided. The moment someone 
starts crying, we start writing/scribbling/doodling.

One hotel room drifts into another. One breakfast buffet provides 
the same sad fruit as another. One sorrow-filled room flows into 
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another. One rental car smells like another... but the language, the 
detail, the individual tone ... it stays.

“I’m going to take the tale of Nomonde Calata and make a comic out 
of it,” says my friend Professor Kondlo, the Xhosa intellectual from 
Grahamstown. “I will call it ‘The Contestation of Spaces.’” It is late at 
night. We sit and drink in the sultry eastern Cape midnight. Outside 
the window, the dark sea pushes past white trails of mist.

“The first page of my comic will carry the headline ‘The Past,’ and 
it will have two drawings. In the one frame, I will write ‘Male 
Storyteller (Historian)’ and draw a group of men sitting in the 
traditional kgotla or kroro or motse—whatever you want to call it, that 
glamorous space in which men and boys meet each other. Where 
stories are told of where you come from, who you are, the structure 
of the group’s male ancestry, who your role model is. The tales which 
interpret your world for you, and help the male tellers to take 
decisions about economics, politics, history.

“Frame two will have the caption ‘Female Storyteller (Socializer of 
Children).’ This drawing will show a space where food is prepared. 
Children of both genders sit and listen to the stories of make-believe. 
A flowing gallery of magical and bizarre moments that cut into 
everyday life. ‘Are you awake? Are you listening?’ asks the 
grandmother. The children must react and interact with the 
multidimensional performance. Unlike the stories of the men where 
boundaries are set, these stories undermine boundaries: men turn 
into women and vice versa, animals become people, women fall in 
love with animals, people eat each other, dreams and hallucinations 
are played out.”

“I don’t get it. The wife of Fort Calata really doesn’t fit the stereo
typical storytelling grandma by the pappot and the fire that you want 
to put in your comic.”

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 667 of 1031



“Exactly,” says Professor Kondlo, and thumps his fist on the table. 
“Over these drawings, I rubber-stamp: MIGRATION, 
URBANIZATION, FORCED REMOVALS. And then starts the actual 
story of Nomonde Calata as a woman, sitting in the male space of 
the British colonial city hall of East London and relating a story as 
part of the official history of this country. It’s bloody amazing!”

“Your introduction only handles the cultural aspect,” I say. “Maybe 
you should draw Nomonde arriving at the city hall accompanied by 
the police who once persecuted her? Now her space is protected 
and officially demarcated for her—here she is safe. Then you start 
immediately where she testifies how the police burst into her house 
and arrested her husband ...” I dig through my notes, but he is 
already playing the cassette:

NOMONDE: My husband was in the room, he already had his 
clothes on, and he was wearing very warm clothes. Three policemen 
I can remember—Mr. Venter, Mr. Caio was a black man, it was Mr. 
Strauss who was wearing a uniform. He had a small stick in his 
hand. They were not very patient with him, they were pushing him . . 
. they were really making him to hurry. I merely requested, “Please, 
do not push him, do not handcuff him, because he’s got a . . . chest. 
. . problem . . .” [pause . . . a sob . . . an audible shuddering]

JOHN SMITH: Would you like some time, Mrs. Calata? Are you 
fine? ... Let me assist you with this whole . . .

NOMONDE: After leaving with him, they handcuffed him to the 
back, leaving with him [clears throat] because I was also waiting for 
a trial—the trial for wearing a T-shirt—I didn’t know where he was 
taken to, I didn’t know where they had taken him to . . .

“Why do you think she cried here specifically?” I ask.

“Maybe remembering her husband as vulnerable. Because one 
picks up from the testimony that they had a special relationship—he 
confided in her, they discussed everything, and when he didn’t turn 
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up on time that night, she knew at once that something was wrong. 
When she cries at the end, it is also because this friend of hers, the 
wife of Matthew Goniwe, is crying.”

“But now this new space that Nomonde is sitting in—it isn’t only 
physical, it’s also metaphorical.”

The professor smiles. “Yes. We’re talking about two different social 
spaces: one in which violence was justified in the past. And the 
other, in the present, where abuses of human rights are condemned 
as immoral and wrong. By choosing the city hall in the center of town 
and not a community center in the township, the Truth Commission 
wants to portray a symbolic break with the institutional frameworks of 
the past. This city hall is no longer the official domain of whites and 
perpetrators: it now belongs to all of us.”

NOMONDE: In May, Fort was not around, he was in 
Johannesburg to see a physiotherapist, because he had this frozen 
shoulder. On 27 May in the early hours, I was woken up by the knock 
and the lights, the flashlights that were right in the house. And I went 
to open the door. Opening the door, I saw Mr. Venter and Mr. Gouws 
—and many other policemen, there were horses, SADF, it was just 
full. They entered my house and said they wanted to search. They 
got into my bedroom, they searched . . . they were looking for 
documents, UDF documents, they took everything. In their search, 
Mr. Venter he asked me: “Where’s your husband?” I said to him, “My 
husband is not here, he is in Gauteng.” He was asking this in 
Afrikaans. “Jy moet vir jou man sê, hy kan maar wegkruip en jy kan 
horn maar wegsteek, die dag as ons horn kry . . . dan sal hy kak. ” 
[“Tell your husband he can hide away, you can help him to hide, but 
when we find him . . . he’s going to shit.”]

I was worried and I was scared. And at the same time, I was 
brave. I kept quiet and I looked at him. “Jy sit op my bed—staan op.” 
[“You are sitting on my bed—get up.”]
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He stood up and he said, “What is this bed after all?” After that 
they left my house.

Matthew Goniwe arrived after the police had left. He said they 
visited all the executive members; they took all the documents from 
the members.

“After this testimony,” says Kondlo excitedly, “I draw a page from a 
CIA handbook used in the early eighties to teach Latin American 
security forces how to extract information from prisoners. The 
purpose of this will be to explain the psychological underpinning of 
torture. The first step is to bring in a superior outside force. One of 
these outside forces is time: a person should be harassed at a time 
when he least expects it and when his mental and physical 
resistance are at its lowest—ideally in the early hours of the morning. 
When confronted at this time, most subjects experience intense 
feelings of shock, insecurity, and psychological stress and have 
great difficulty adjusting to the situation.”

“What I find fascinating is the interaction with Venter about the 
bed. He invades her privacy, he sits on her bed—something only 
very intimate guests or children would usually do. While he’s sitting 
there, he threatens her husband. Then she reclaims her space: you 
can do this and say that, she says ... but you will not sit on my bed. 
Although he scoffs at it, he indeed gets up from the bed—despite 
himself, he respects their space!”

NOMONDE: In April, before Fort went to Johannesburg for this 
physiotherapist treatment, he arrived from a UDF meeting. It was at 
night. I was already in bed, but he woke me up. He said, “Nomonde, 
I have to tell you this.” I said to him, “Speak.” And he said: “We were 
detained with Matthew for a few hours in Port Elizabeth. We left 
Sparrow in the car, because we didn’t want the car to be seen ... A 
Security Branch [man] was sitting there . . . they were waiting for us. 
There was one of them who asked: ‘Luitenant, moet ons dit nou 
doen?’ And he answered: ‘Dis nog nie die regte tyd nie. ’ [‘Lieutenant, 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 670 of 1031



should we do it now?’ . . . ‘It’s not the right time yet.’] They asked 
questions. At the same time, Matthew was being asked such 
questions . .

SMITH: Did your husband tell you what he understood those 
words to mean?

NOMONDE: Yes, he was able to explain, and said, “I think they 
plan something very big about us.” They took it lightly, but they were 
unhappy and uncomfortable . . . And he expressed his shock about 
what he had heard.

“I wonder why Fort said: ‘They plan something very “big” ’? He 
makes it sound like a launch or something instead of a death.”

“Maybe the translation is off the mark. But note that Nomonde is 
now testifying in a space made safe for her by the same police.”

“You know, it's not necessarily the same policemen. I interviewed 
Sydney Mufamadi of Safety and Security and he said the regions 
were ordered to put together new groups to deal with security around 
the Truth Commission, people who are positive toward the new 
dispensation and not linked at all to past abuses.”

“So: the inside of the hall. I will draw all the Truth Commission 
posters and that massive banner—all of this signifying to Nomonde 
that this space is owned by the commission and therefore safe and 
official. Safe for a political activist, safe for a woman and wife, official 
in its acknowledgment of her story as the truth and official in giving 
her the space to become a historian, a custodian of history despite 
her gender.”

“We haven’t even begun to understand what we’re hearing. Do 
you remember where Nomonde describes waiting on the night of 27 
June, when Fort, Matthew, Sparrow, and Sicelo went to a briefing in 
Port Elizabeth? How the abnormal situation with police watching the 
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house has become normal, and when they’re not there, it’s 
abnormal?”

NOMONDE: At eleven I was anxious ... I was unable to sleep 
because my husband was not yet back as he had promised. I knew 
that he was always being followed and harassed even when he went 
to the OK, wherever he went he was harassed by the police. There 
was a reverend who visited our place on that weekend, and I woke 
him up and said I was uneasy ... I went to the reverend’s room and 
said: “I’m anxious because my husband is not yet here.” He 
reassured me and said that probably he would be coming tomorrow 
morning because it was very late. Still I felt that, no, this was not the 
situation. He always reports when he is going to oversleep 
somewhere ... He doesn’t just do something without informing me. 
So I kept on. I was awake, I had insomnia. Usually when I looked 
out, there were Casspirs, there were vans, there were Casspirs even 
on the other streets, but that evening it was [whispers] quiet—there 
was not a car moving around as they usually do . . . but this was also 
an indication that something was wrong ... I had this premonition, 
and I was highly expectant at the time. I still had insomnia. The 
following day, I woke up, but I was working under pressure because I 
was hopeful that probably the reassurance of the reverend might be 
true.

“But the way Nomonde found out about the death of her husband 
surpasses all fiction . . .”

NOMONDE: We [Nomonde and Nyameka Goniwe] were unhappy 
and we slept without knowing on Friday what had happened to our 
husbands. Usually the Herald was delivered to my home because I 
was distributing it. When the Herald was delivered, I looked at the 
headlines and one of my children said: “Mother, look here in the 
paper ... the car belonging to my father has been burnt.” At that 
moment, I was trembling, because I was afraid what might have 
happened to my husband—because if his car is burnt down like this, 
I was wondering what happened to him. I started distributing the
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papers as usual, but I was very upset during this time. After a few 
hours, some friends came in and took me and said I must be among 
the other people, and they said I must go to Nyami. Nyami was 
always there for me and I was only twenty at the time and I couldn’t 
handle this ... so I was taken to Nyami’s place [cries loudly while 
interpreter finishes] and when I got there, Nyami was crying terribly . 
.. it affected me also ...

SMITH: May I request the commission to adjourn maybe for a 
minute ... I don’t think the witness is in a condition to continue 
presently . . .

TUTU: Can we adjourn for ten minutes, please.

“For me, this crying is the beginning of the Truth Commission—the 
signature tune, the definitive moment, the ultimate sound of what the 
process is about. She was wearing this vivid orange-red dress, and 
she threw herself backward and that sound . . . that sound ... it will 
haunt me for ever and ever.”

“It’s significant that she began to cry when she remembered how 
Nyameka Goniwe was crying when she arrived at the Goniwes’ 
house. The academics say pain destroys language and this brings 
about an immediate reversion to a prelinguistic state—and to witness 
that cry was to witness the destruction of language . . . was to realize 
that to remember the past of this country is to be thrown back into a 
time before language. And to get that memory, to fix it in words, to 
capture it with the precise image, is to be present at the birth of 
language itself. But more practically, this particular memory at last 
captured in words can no longer haunt you, push you around, 
bewilder you, because you have taken control of it—you can move it 
wherever you want to. So maybe this is what the commission is all 
about—finding words for that cry of Nomonde Calata.”

“When the hearing resumed, Tutu started to sing: ‘Senzeni na, 
senzeni na . . . What have we done? What have we done? Our only 
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sin is the color of our skin.’ I was at a meeting once where ANC 
leaders rejected this song because it perpetuates the idea of being a 
helpless victim. But when it was sung this morning, I cried with such 
a sense of loss and despair I could hardly breathe ...”

“Listen how tired and resigned her voice sounds when she goes 
on with her story.” Kondlo presses a button on my tape recorder.

NOMONDE: When I was at home, the reverend from my church 
visited me. He was there to explain that the bodies of Fort and 
Matthew were found. Well, we settled. At the time, I had my second 
child. This child was very close to the father—after hearing this 
news, the child was sick. I was pregnant at the time ... I left that 
child that was inside of me ... I don’t know what happened on that 
day.

“At first I thought she was saying she had a miscarriage—but she 
obviously means this in a metaphorical sense. Because she 
mentions later that all her children were born in a natural way, but 
that this last one, a son, was a cesarean.”

“And when she describes her visit to the doctor, she puts on this 
brave face again in front of the security police waiting for her there.”

NOMONDE: He said to me, “Sister, you have to clean your face, 
you have to wipe out the tears, you have to be brave”—and I 
listened. And when they saw me, they saw a very strong person. I 
saw the doctor and then went home. Mr. Xoliwe is the man we asked 
as families to go and identify the bodies. He said, “Yes, we’ve seen 
the bodies, but I’ve discovered that the hair was pulled out. His 
[Fort’s] tongue was very long. His fingers were cut off. He had many 
wounds in his body.” When he looked at his trousers, he realized that 
the dogs had really bitten him very severely—he couldn’t believe that 
the dogs had already had their share . . . Well, the funeral went on . . 
. I’m sure the chairman of this committee knows exactly the function .
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Kondlo nods his head. “The funeral of the Cradock Four on 20 July 
1985 changed the political landscape of this country forever. It was 
like a raging fire. ANC and SACP flags were defiantly displayed, 
buses and buses full of people turned up—a state of emergency was 
declared. But in a sense it was the real beginning of the end of 
apartheid.”

“Two days after Mrs. Calata—why do I call her this now, when 
we’ve talked the whole time about Nomonde? Is it the horror of her 
testimony that has distanced her from me or do I simply feel 
humbled? Anyway, after the birth of her child, the security police 
turned up.”

NOMONDE: The leader of those police was Mr. Labuschagne. He 
said: "Hau . . . jy’t ’n baba, sonner ’n pa . . . wil jy nie hê ons moet die 
pa wees van die baba nie? Ons kom deursoek die huis.” [“Hau . . . 
you’ve got a baby, without a father. . . don’t you want us to be the 
father of the baby? We’ve come to search the house.”] I kept quiet, I 
didn’t give them an answer, but after a few minutes they came back. 
They said, “We want to evict you out of this house, because you 
don’t have money to pay for your rent and we know for a fact that 
you don’t have money . . . even in Fort’s account there is no cent 
left.” I didn’t indicate whether I will move out or not. They repeated 
this. I said to them: “No, I’m not going out of this house, you will have 
to take your gun and shoot me and take me out of the house.” Well, 
they stood up and left.

We had an inquest at New Brighton. The finding was that the court 
agrees they were killed, but there is not enough evidence as to who 
killed them. We stayed at home with no knowledge of what was 
happening until 1994—then there was a report in the New Nation 
newspaper and the inquest was reopened.

SMITH: Are you referring to the note where instructions were 
given for your husband to be removed from society—your husband 
and the other three?
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NOMONDE: Yes. “They should be permanently removed from 
society as a matter of urgency . .

SMITH: Was the finding of the inquest that the security forces 
were responsible for the deaths, but it could not apportion blame 
either to the army or to the police?

“How could we lose our humanity like that? The word ‘apartheid’ 
suddenly sounds like a euphemism!” I battle with my voice.

“Whites,” says Kondlo, throwing back the last of his drink with a 
grimace, “have no ubuntu . . . they choke on all their rights, but they 
have no human compassion. Look at this poor guy Webber who lost 
his left arm in an APLA attack. Why does he come alone every day? 
All the black victims are accompanied by their families and people 
from their communities. And Webber? Is it because he really has no 
one in the world, or is it because whites do not care about each 
other?”

Wordless, lost. While Afrikaner surnames like Barnard, Nieuwoudt, 
Van Zyl, Van Wyk, peel off victims’ lips. The question they keep 
asking: What kind of person, what kind of human being, keeps 
another’s hand in a fruit jar on his desk? What kind of hatred makes 
animals of people?

It is ordinary people who appear before the Truth Commission. 
People you meet daily in the street, on the bus and train—people 
with the signs of poverty and hard work on their bodies and their 
clothes. In their faces, you can read astonishment, bewilderment, 
sown by the callousness of the security police and the unfairness of 
the justice system. “We were treated like garbage: worse even than 
dogs. Even ants were treated better than us.”

And everyone wants to know: Who? Why? Out of the sighing 
arises more than the need for facts or the longing to get closure on 
someone’s life. The victims ask the hardest of all the questions: How 
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is it possible that the person I loved so much lit no spark of humanity 
in you?

A mother stumbles onto the fact that her child is dead. She sends 
one child to go and buy fish. He hears on the street: “They shot your 
little brother just now.”

The abnormality of South African society strikes Commissioner 
Mary Burton. “In a normal society, if your child is not at home on 
time, you think he might still be at his friend’s. But under apartheid, 
you go and look at the police station, then at the jails, then at the 
hospital, and eventually at the morgue.”

What gradually becomes clear is that the apartheid system worked 
like a finely woven net—starting with the Broederbond, who 
appointed leaders. In turn these leaders appointed ministers, judges, 
generals. Security forces, courts, administrations, were tangled in. 
Through Parliament, legislation was launched that would keep the 
brutal enforcement of apartheid out of sight.

It is striking that no politicians attend the hearings. Is it because 
they respect the independence of the commission, or do they simply 
not want to know what price ordinary people paid for the end of 
apartheid and the new dispensation? Many of those testifying are 
unemployed and live in squatter camps.

Now that people are able to tell their stories, the lid of the 
Pandora’s box is lifted; for the first time, these individual truths sound 
unhindered in the ears of all South Africans. The black people in the 
audience are seldom upset. They have known the truth for years. 
The whites are often disconcerted: they didn’t realize the magnitude 
of the outrage, the “depth of depravity,” as Tutu calls it.

Where does the truth lie? What does it have to do with 
reconciliation and justice?
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“For me, justice lies in the fact that everything is being laid out on 
the same table,” says my colleague Mondli. “The truth that rules our 
fears, our deeds, and our dreams is coming to light. From now on, 
you don’t only see a smiling black man in front of you, but you also 
know what I carry inside of me. I’ve always known it—now you also 
know.”

“And reconciliation?”

“Reconciliation will only be possible when the dignity of black 
people has been restored and when whites become compassionate. 
Reconciliation and amnesty I don’t find important. That people are 
able to tell their stories—that’s the important thing.”

“For me, it’s a new beginning,” I say. “It is not about skin color, 
culture, language, but about people. The personal pain puts an end 
to all stereotypes. Where we connect now has nothing to do with 
group or color, we connect with our humanity ...” I keep quiet. Drunk 
or embarrassed.

“Let us drink to the end of three centuries of fractured morality,” 
says Mondli, and lifts his glass. “Here people are finally breaking 
through to one another and you and I are experiencing it.”

“And maybe this is how we should measure our success—if we 
manage to formulate a morality based on our common humanity.”

Mondli laughs and says: “We’re all starting to talk like Tutu.”

Time and time again the name crops up: the A-Team of Tumahole, 
the township at Parys on the banks of the Vaal River. “I only heard 
there was this thing called the A-Team. They were people against 
the UDF. They used to drive through the township in their cars—they 
started this A-Team to work with the police. At night we saw police 
vans delivering booze to their houses. The A-Team wore their names 
on their chests, they carried hammers, pangas, and guns to bring 
death to their own community.”
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According to witnesses, the activities usually started on a Saturday 
afternoon. After drinking and taking some drugs, they would target 
their prey. Torture and killing were never part of their vocabulary; 
instead they took their victims to what they called “the Open Field”— 
all in the name of discipline.

David Nhlapo, an ordinary resident of Tumahole, says the A-Team 
picked him up one evening. They took him from Parys to Sasolburg. 
“That’s where they put a tire on me, poured me with petrol, and they 
said I should be naked. I undressed myself and they said, ‘You are 
now going to feel the pain the other policemen felt.’ They sliced my 
friend’s neck with a spade.”

In stories about KwaZulu-Natal, the name of another gang often 
comes up—the Amabutho. They also had special attire that singled 
them out—balaclavas and colorful overalls. Their weapons were 
knobkerries, spears, and axes, and they worked with Inkatha and the 
SADF. Their rituals were steeped in tradition. Before going after their 
victims, they drank and splashed on war potions to make themselves 
invincible. They also didn’t speak of “killing,” but used euphemistic 
phrases like “to remove obstacles” and “to purify the fields.”

A survivor of one of their attacks remembers: “And one of the 
Amabuthos said: ‘Let me see who has an ax . . .’ and I heard they 
were chopping down our door and they were coming inside ... I 
don’t know when Kumbolani died because at that stage I was hiding. 
I wasn’t hiding under the bed, because I realized if they find me 
under the bed, they will kill me more cruelly, they must kill me 
standing. So I stood behind the door and I was hiding, and they got 
inside, they chopped him . . . they chopped him in his face with an ax 
and on his chest. . . they opened up his chest with an ax.”

The Amabutho often removed body parts to brew a concoction 
with which to cleanse themselves of the murder. The operational 
tactics of both the A-Team and the Amabutho echo some of the 
Vlakplaas rituals described by Dirk Coetzee. Men bonding in groups.
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Drinking, choosing a victim, arming themselves, and then getting 
together to make the Big Kill.

Tutu reads an anonymous letter in Afrikaans sent to the commission 
during the second week of hearings: “Dan hull ek vir dit wat gebeur 
het, al kan ek niks daaraan verander nie. Dan seek ek in my 
binneste om te verstaan hoe is dit moontlik dat niemand eenvoudig 
geweet het nie, hoe is dit moontlik dat so min iets daaraan gedoen 
het, hoe is dit moontlik dat ek ook maar baie keer net toegekyk het. 
Dan wonder ek hoe is dit moontlik om met daardie skuld en skande 
van die binnekant te lewe . . . ek weet nie wat om te sê nie, ek weet 
nie wat om te doen nie, ek vra u hieroor om verskoning—ek is 
jammer vir al die pyn en die hartseer. Ek sê dit nie maklik nie. Ek sê 
dit met ’n hart wat stukkend is en met trane in my oe . . . ”

(“Then I cry over what has happened, even though I cannot change 
anything. Then I look inside myself to understand how it is possible 
that no one knew, how it is possible that so few did something about 
it, how it is possible that often I also just looked on. Then I wonder 
how it is possible to live with this inner guilt and shame ... I don’t 
know what to say, I don’t know what to do, I ask you to forgive me for 
this—I am sorry about all the pain and the heartache. It isn’t easy to 
say this. I say it with a heart that is broken and tears in my eyes . . .”)

The texts grow next to one another in the vapor of freshly mown 
language. Nomonde Calata, Priscilla Zantsi, Isabel Hofmeyr, 
Nontuthuzelo Mpehlo, Nqabakazi Godolozi, Elaine Scarry, Feziwe 
Mfeti, Nohle Mohape, Art Spiegelman, Govan Mbeki, Phyllis 
Maseko, Ariel Dorfman, Lucas Sikwepere, Abdulhay Jassat, Johan 
Smit, Ms. Mkhize and Ms. Khuzwayo, Marta Cullberg Weston, Cyril 
Mhlongo, Bheki Mlangeni’s mother, Colette Franz, Yehuda Amichai.

Some journalists ask to be deployed elsewhere. Others start to focus 
on the perpetrators. Some storm out enraged at parties, or see 
friends fleeing from them. Some drink deep gulps of neat brandy; 
others calm themselves with neatly rolled daggazolletjies. After four 
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months, most of us who travel frequently become ill—lungs and 
airways. The chairperson has bronchitis; the deputy chairperson, 
pneumonia. It’s the planes, someone says, they are germ 
incubators. No, it’s the constant adapting to different climates and 
altitudes. We are becoming a family. I board a tiny propeller plane 
and sit next to one of the interpreters. In the back sits the archbishop 
with his Anglican bodyguard. While we ascend shakily, I see how 
Tutu bows his head and prays, and I just know, somehow, we’re 
going to be fine.

I walk into my home one evening. My family are excitedly watching 
cricket on television. They seem like a happy, close-knit group. I 
stand in the dark kitchen for a long time. Everything has become 
unconnected and unfamiliar. I realize that I don’t know where the 
light switch is.

I can talk about nothing but the Truth Commission. Yet I don’t talk 
about it at all.

Until the day in Queenstown. It is bitterly cold. Coated, scarved, 
we listen to one necklacing- experience after another—grim stories, 
a relentless procession of faces in a monotonous rhythm.

A man testifies about a bomb explosion in his restaurant. He says,

“The reason why only one person died that day is because of the 
top-quality tables that we have at the Spur.”

And I start to laugh.

“My friend came to me and said: ‘Lucas, I wanted to come to you . 
) »

. . But I couldn’t find my legs,” I say to myself, and collapse with 
laughter.
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A local journalist puts some tea in front of me and asks tentatively: 
“Have you been covering the commission for long?”

I take two weeks leave.

l/l/e tell stories not to die of life

The man sits alone. He is wearing a cheap jacket. In a formal, old- 
fashioned Afrikaans, he says he cannot tell the story of how an ANC 
bomb wiped out his family and friends.

“I can deal with it only in the form of questions. Do you know, you 
the Truth Commissioners, how a temperature feels of between six 
and eight thousand degrees? Do you know how it feels to 
experience a blow so intense that it forces the fillings from your 
teeth? Do you know how it feels to look for survivors and only find 
the dead and maimed ... Do you know how it feels to look for your 
three-year-old child and never, Mr. Chairman, never to find him again 
and to keep wondering for the rest of your life where he is?”

Toward the end of the eighties, the Van Eck and De Neyschen 
families went on holiday on a game farm near Messina on the 
northern border of South Africa. One afternoon the two families went 
out in the bakkie to look for game. The back wheel on the right—the 
exact spot where the three-year-old Van Eck boy was sitting—struck 
a land mine.

“We were immediately in flames. When I came to myself, I saw my 
baby boy of eighteen months was still alive ... he was lying still, but 
looking at me. Mr. De Neyschen was lying on his steering wheel . . . 
his hair burning, blood spouting from his forehead.”

Van Eck pulled them all through the window, and then he went to 
look for survivors.

“Right behind the vehicle, I found my wife and Martie de 
Neyschen. Both severely maimed and killed outright. I searched 
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further. I came upon little Kobus de Neyschen, who had some life in 
him. I went back to his father and said: ‘The child is still alive, but 
severely maimed and burnt.’ His father asked there on the scene to 
let his child go . . . which is what happened. Then I noticed Mr. De 
Neyschen’s daughter Lizelda walking toward us out of the veld . . . 
She had a cut across her face and she limped. Then I searched 
further for my son of three years, but could not find him . . . until 
today I could not find him ... I and my son buried our two family 
members and the next day our two friends. Since then it has been 
down the hill for me all the way. I sit for days ... I simply sit... I lost 
my business. I am reduced to a poor white.”

The small side-hall accommodates the electronic media. The 
translation is channeled to our tape recorders. We see Van Eck on 
the monitor. I write the news copy. I decide on a sound bite. I dictate 
the hard copy over the phone. I read: “. . . and never comma Mister 
Chairman comma never to find ...” A catch in my voice ... My 
throat throbs heavily. My breast silts up, speechless.

I give the phone to a colleague and flee blindly among the cables 
and electronic equipment ... out onto the veranda overlooking 
Nelspruit. I gasp for breath. Like two underwater swimmers, my eyes 
burst out to the horizons ... the mountains lit in a blushing light-blue 
hedge of peace. I am drowning. My eyes claw at the trees, the kloofs 
. . . see, smell ... the landscape of paradise and a language from 
paradise: “Mispel, maroela, tarentaal,” I whisper. The air is drowsy 
with jasmine and kanferfoelie. I sit down on the steps and everything 
tears out of me. Flesh and blood can in the end only endure so much 
. . . Every week we are stretched thinner and thinner over different 
pitches of grief. . . How many people can one see crying, how much 
sorrow wrenched loose can one accommodate . . . and how does 
one get rid of the specific intonation of the words? It stays and stays.

I wake up in unfamiliar beds with blood on my flayed lips . . . and 
sound bites screaming in my ears.
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I receive a call. “They say the story is really powerful . . . Can we 
possibly send another sound bite? Shall we send the one about the 
fillings or the one about the daughter coming toward them?”

I wipe my face. “Send the one about how he just sits—and 
remember to add that the newspapers of the day said pieces of his 
son’s hair and eyes were found in a tree near the bakkie.”

My hair is falling out. My teeth are falling out. I have rashes. After 
the amnesty deadline, I enter my house like a stranger. And barren. I 
sit around for days. Staring. My youngest walks into a room and 
starts. “Sorry, I’m not used to you being home.”

No poetry should come forth from this. May my hand fall off if I 
write this.

So I sit around. Naturally and unnaturally without words. Stunned 
by the knowledge of the price people have paid for their words. If I 
write this, I exploit and betray. If I don’t, I die. Suddenly my 
grandmother’s motto comes to mind: When in despair, bake a cake. 
To bake a cake is a restorative process.

I snip into a bowl glacé pineapple, watermelon, ginger, green figs, 
dates, and walnuts. Big red and green cherries, currants, sultanas. I 
let it stand in a cool, dark cupboard—a bowl full of glistening jewels 
soaking in brandy. I relish the velvet of twelve eggs, butter, and 
sugar. I bake a fruit cake and eat small fragrant slices in the blinding 
blue Cape summer heat.

And I think up delicious lines of lies and revenge.
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CHAPTER TWENTY

Mother Faces the Nation

Never mind the official title—A Human Rights Violation Hearing into 
the Activities of the Mandela United Football Clubl§—it’s called “the 
Winnie hearing.” As a South African media event, it is compared to 
the release of Nelson Mandela from prison in 1990. The international 
news desks say: Provided that Saddam Hussein isn’t bombed in the 
next few days, the Winnie hearing will be the biggest news story on 
the globe this week. It is the last week of November 1997.

The statistics are frightening. More than 200 journalists from sixteen 
countries, more than twenty foreign television crews and 100 news 
agencies from around the world, have been accredited by the Truth 
Commission. Apart from visual and audio feeds, these journalists 
need telephone lines, modems for laptops, translation from African 
languages, information: Who is testifying? Who is the lawyer? What 
case does that relate to? How do you pronounce this surname?

When the director of the Truth Commission’s media department is 
taken to see the venue chosen by the Johannesburg office, he 
apparently blows his top—an ordinary low-cost recreation center with 
thin walls, small rooms, low ceilings, and cheap finishes. The 
demands of the hearing are much more complex than merely 
accommodating the media.

Thirty-four witnesses are to testify—some for Winnie, some against. 
All need space to consult privately with their lawyers. They need 
privacy to cry and be debriefed by trauma counselors. They need 
space to get angry at the accused without the accused watching 
them. Madikizela-Mandela needs her own consulting room big 
enough to accommodate her bodyguards, her family, and her legal 
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team. Since there are rumors even before the hearing starts that she 
is intimidating witnesses, it is essential that she doesn’t come into 
contact with any of them at the venue. Some of those set to testify 
are in jail—they need a room with special security arrangements. 
The commissioners themselves need space to talk, rest, discuss 
strategy. One, in particular, needs space to pray (Tutu has been 
praying constantly during the tea breaks and taking longer rests than 
usual after his recent cancer treatment). The lawyers need space to 
protect their independence, so that not even a whisper of conspiracy 
is possible.

And all of them have to be fed.

An unprepossessing recreation center in the lower-middle-class 
suburb of Mayfair, Johannesburg, is destined to handle all of this.

Why is it that a woman, a black woman from a long-isolated country, 
creates such an unprecedented media frenzy? Is it because Winnie 
Madikizela-Mandela answers to the archetype Black and Beautiful? 
Or because she answers to the stereotype Black and Evil?

A few days after the much publicized divorce of the Mandelas, a 
crowd of angry youths marched down an avenue in Durban. 
Although they were protesting about the lack of educational reform, 
one of their placards read: “We don’t want Nelson Mandela the 
Saint! We want Nelson Mandela the Revolutionary.” On the same 
day, a group of women welcomed Winnie Mandela at a Women’s 
Day rally in Pietermaritzburg. The song they sang said: “Winnie and 
Nelson—the world has parted you, but for us you are two sides of 
the same coin. You fulfill us. We can’t have one without the other!”

There is a vast gallery of perceptions about Winnie Madikizela- 
Mandela.

Picture One: In Parliament she is a backbencher. She seldom 
speaks. Outside Parliament, at the wrought-iron gates, a hawker 
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sells key rings bearing the image of her face. Incongruous: the 
woman and the legend that feed off each other.

Picture Two: As a politician, she has an exceptional grasp of the 
popular mood, and she plays to different constituencies in very 
different ways. At home she appeals to groups who feel the system 
somehow doesn’t work for them. On American television, she plays 
to the black diaspora—she is the mother figure, the regal symbol of 
solidarity with the homeland, the long-lost mythology of what it was 
to be African. Media experts say she’s like a chameleon, moving 
across boundaries in quite an extraordinary way. And her honor 
depends on public acknowledgment.

Picture Three: Much of Winnie’s power is nonverbal. She doesn’t 
need to shout “Amandla!” She just has to raise her fist. She lives in 
iconic images—the haunting footage of her sensual, liberated beauty 
set off against the dusty, desolate, corrugated-iron township of 
Brandfort. When she stands, she always stands triumphantly alone. 
When she sits, she sits alone and the air is filled with conspiracy and 
fear.

Picture Four: She has committed the gravest sin—she let people 
down. It is easier to forgive a murder than a betrayal. She was a 
tireless fighter—through trials and banishments, she kept Mandela’s 
name on the map—and that gives her a great deal of credit on the 
political balance sheet. But it comes at a price: when you are this 
popular, this revered, you are expected to be like Caesar’s wife.

Picture Five: Winnie is also trashy tabloid. She lusts after men and 
they after her. She shops, she buys diamonds and drips with them 
on occasion, she eliminates dispensable subjects—she’s a 
dangerous and rowdy warlord strutting around among the glum 
democrats. She refuses to become part of parochial pleasantness. 
She refuses to serve the masters. She refuses to make the world 
safe for democracy.

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 687 of 1031



Picture Six: Winnie is pre- and postfeminist. It is through her that we 
instinctively understand Helen of Troy, MaNthatisi . . . Among the 
enemies of MaNthatisi, who ruled the Tlokwa as regent of her minor 
son Sekonyela, rumors circulated that she was a grotesque giantess 
with one eye in the middle of her forehead, who suckled her warriors 
before battle and sent swarms of bees before them. In contrast to 
this horrible image, among her own followers, she was known 
affectionately as Mosadinyana—the Little Woman . . . But perhaps 
the character of Lady Macbeth encapsulates the diverse elements of 
Winnie’s personality most aptly—vaulting ambition, a capacity for 
ruthless conspiracy, abuse of devotion, the smell of blood that will 
not leave her hands, the persistent ghosts.

Picture Seven: Winnie’s dilemma is essentially also that of the 
African National Congress. Like the ANC, she has accumulated an 
enormous amount of political credit. Like the ANC, she is asking us 
to treat her differently. But the world is not here to admire a defiant, 
unrepentant black woman; the world has come to watch us burn a 
witch.

The name of Winnie Madikizela-Mandela has come up at several 
hearings on human rights violations. Parents testified before the 
Truth Commission about the disappearance of their children while in 
contact with the Mandela household. As a result, she was 
subpoenaed for a hearing behind closed doors. There she 
demanded a public hearing to clear her name before the elections 
for president and deputy president of the ANC.

The hearing held in Mayfair is an unusual one. As she does not 
want amnesty from the commission, she needn’t tell the truth.

Will she come? Won’t she simply send her lawyers?

Cameras are lined up. Shouting. Jostling. Everybody is called 
outside while the hall is checked by sniffer dogs.
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“If she’s clever, she’ll come, and just sit and listen,” someone says. 
“By the end of it, we’ll all feel so sorry for her, she’ll be okay.”

“No, man, if she’s really clever, she’ll ask to speak and tell it all. 
Spill every last bean. Then she’ll definitely be our next president, 
never mind deputy president.”

Her arrival is swamped by the media. We South Africans, unused 
to fighting our way to the front, don’t even catch a glimpse. “Don’t 
worry,” says an American journalist who overhears my complaints, 
“she’s not arriving for you, she’s arriving for the Afro-American 
audience. She’s already given more than ten hours of interview time 
to us. Her constituency is out there.” I recall how she’s ignored 
several requests for a radio interview. Isn’t she interested in talking 
to those she claims as her constituency—the poor who cannot read, 
who don’t own television sets?

On the monitor in the media room, we watch the grand entrance. 
She is tall. She towers. And it seems incomprehensible that this 
woman in the prim suit and three strings of pearls, with her bevy of 
beautiful daughters and well-dressed bodyguards, is embroiled in so 
many unsavory stories.

The hearing has barely started when a bodyguard carries in a big 
cooler and sets it between mother and daughters. It is hot in the 
glare of the camera lights. As the temperature rises, as the legal 
arguments heat up, Madikizela-Mandela keeps her cool with ice and 
mineral water.

That her mere presence is intimidating is clear from the start. The 
victims find it difficult to look at her. The commissioners seldom turn 
their gaze in her direction. The cameras move from her exquisite 
face, her diamante-studded sunglasses, her throngs of delicate 
bangles and rings, to the faces of the victims—engraved with 
hardship, pain, poverty. Is this a clash between the black poor and 
the black elite?
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Outside the hall, a group of followers from the ANC Women’s 
League are chanting support. They are all old and wrinkled and poor. 
“Winnie didn’t kill alone!” they shout. “Winnie had a mandate from us 
to kill!” I switch off my tape recorder. I don’t want to hear it I don’t 
want to broadcast it I don’t want to live in a country where women 
mandate one another to murder. This hearing will test us beyond 
ourselves. I know.

The next day, four big engines are pumping away next to the 
building. Massive pipes, shiny as tinfoil, feed cool streams of instant 
air into the hall.

Phumlile Dlamini was three months pregnant by one of Madikizela- 
Mandela’s lovers. “Winnie didn’t like that. She came to our house 
and spoke to my mother and said she will bring me back. My mother 
said, ‘Please bring my child back ... do not kill her. . .’ She, Winnie, 
hit me first. Then she told the Football Club: 'See what you can do 
with this one.’ They then all assaulted me. I wanted to lay a charge, 
but my brother said the football team will burn our house. People 
were scared to air their views. They loved Winnie and trusted Winnie 
as the Mother of the Community. After all that, I changed my mind . . 
. I didn’t want to hear people refer to her as the Mother of the 
Nation.”

The mother of Siboniso Shabalala agrees. She also talks of fear.

“Has Madikizela-Mandela ever threatened you?”

“Yes, I saw her scaring other people—I am scared of her even 
now.”

“My hands are not dripping with the blood of the African children,” 
says one-time friend Xoliswa Falati, her eyes darting all over the 
room. “I’ve never compromised her. I went to prison for her and she 
was so much ungrateful. She dehumanizes a person. She reduces a 
person to nothing. She regards herself as a demigod ... as a 
superbeing . . .
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“I never knew that Mrs. Mandela was taking these hard drinks. 
She is aggressive when she’s taking that.” This is the only 
explanation ventured for why Madikizela-Mandela’s behavior 
changed so much during the last part of the 1980s. And it comes 
from the woman suspected of having supplied Madikizela-Mandela 
with cocaine.

“Sorry, s/s/,” says Archbishop Desmond Tutu. “Just answer the 
questions, do not make a circus out of the hearing.”

“I am bottled up. I’m like a bottle of champagne all the time,” Falati 
fumes. “Now I have to explode . . .” Winnie shakes her head, laughs, 
and indicates with a circular movement of her hand that Falati is 
crazy. “She’s busy indicating that I am mad. She’s pointing at me that 
I’m crazy . . . You can laugh if you want, but you don’t sleep at night.”

Another of Winnie’s lovers objects to Falati’s testimony. Falati says 
dismissively: “Oh, you are a Xhosa, typical of a Xhosa, that’s why 
you are denying everything. All Xhosas are lying like that, you are a 
real Xhosa. And Winnie is a Xhosa as well.”

But why did she protect Winnie and give false evidence in court 
about the killing of Stompie? “That was our culture, to protect our 
leaders. I was scared, I had seen how people were brutally beaten. 
She gives you orders, you don’t have to reply.” Falati ends with a 
poetic flourish: “Yours is not to reason why. Yours is to do and die.”

“Do you hate Winnie Mandela?” asks the lawyer.

“No,” says Falati.

“Are you saying you love her?”

And the bewildered face is fraught with conflict. “I don’t know,” she 
whispers.
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“The kidnapping and murder of Stompie Seipei are important beyond 
the normal horror we should feel. Because at one level they have 
been common-law crimes, but they are also about the ruthless 
abuse of power—they resemble far too closely the abuses of 
apartheid itself.” The words of Methodist bishop Peter Storey.

As the hearing continues, the death of Stompie becomes the 
symbol of what went wrong in the Mandela household in 1989. 
Stompie, a fourteen-year-old child activist, and three other young 
adult males were kidnapped from the Methodist manse in Soweto by 
members of the Mandela United Football Club. The reasons given: 
they had to be protected from the alleged sexual abuse of the 
Reverend (now Bishop) Paul Verryn, and Stompie was believed to 
be an informer.

Storey captures the essence of the case. “The truth about 
Stompie’s death has been trimmed to suit political interests. To 
dispel this suffocating fog of silence and lies is very important for the 
future of this country. This week for the first time, there is a probing 
beneath the surface of the skin of South Africa’s shame. The primary 
cancer will always be and has always been apartheid. But secondary 
infections have touched many of apartheid’s opponents and eroded 
their knowledge of good and evil. And one of the tragedies of life is, 
it’s possible to become that which we hate most—a ruthless abuse 
of power and a latitude that allow our deeds to resemble the abuses 
we fought against.

“Beyond its normal horror, Stompie’s death wasn’t merely a 
political tragedy, it was also a moral tragedy. It has done things to 
people ... we need not only to be liberated in this country, but we 
need to become human.”

In a dress of brown chintz, Stompie Seipei’s mother sits in the 
audience with her four-year-old daughter on her lap. With translation 
equipment plugged into her ears, Mrs. Seipei misses nothing. Her 
eyes are alert with concentration.
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Forensic pathologist Dr. Patricia Klepp describes the body: 
“Stompie Seipei’s body had lain in the heat for five days before it 
was discovered and was infested with maggots. The corpse had 
been that of a small boy, four and a half feet tall. The brain had 
turned to liquid, the skin slipping off the bones. Blood had poured out 
of his throat from two penetrating wounds on the right side, each the 
size of a blade roughly 1.6 centimeters long, caused by a dagger
type blade. His lungs had collapsed. There was blood in his 
stomach. He was bruised all over.”

The body was found on January 6, 1989. A day later, Kenny 
Kgase, one of the other youths kidnapped and held at Madikizela- 
Mandela’s house, escaped and told people how Stompie had been 
singled out for brutal assaults. On January 16, the other two youths, 
Thabiso Mono and Pelo Mekgwe, were released into the hands of 
Dr. Nthato Motlana—a “victory” achieved at last under growing 
pressure from Nelson Mandela in jail and ANC leader Oliver Tambo 
in exile.

The two senior ANC leaders intervened after damning reports from 
the Mandela Crisis Committee reached them. This committee had 
been formed some months before Stompie’s death, after the 
Mandela house was burnt down by angry youths. The community, by 
then sick and tired of the Football Club’s reign of terror, apparently 
simply looked on as the fire spread. To prevent a full-scale clash 
between the club and the community, a Crisis Committee was 
formed, made up of church and community leaders, under the 
chairmanship of the highly respected Reverend Frank Chikane. In 
January 1989, their mandate came to include the abduction of the 
four youths.

Jerry Richardson, Madikizela-Mandela’s football coach: “The first 
thing that I did to Stompie was to hold him on both sides . . . throw 
him up in the air, and let him fall freely onto the ground. And Mommy 
was sitting and watching us. He was tortured so severely that at one 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 693 of 1031



stage I could see that he would ultimately die. We kicked him like a 
ball.”

Thabiso Mono, one of those abducted: “Jerry Richardson said: 
‘Bring a chair for Mommy.’ She questioned us why we allow a white 
priest to sleep with us . . . she start hitting us with fists and then the 
whole group joined.”

Katiza Cebekhulu: “Mrs. Mandela sjambokked Stompie. She said, 
‘Why does he sleep with a white man?’”

John Morgan, Madikizela-Mandela’s driver: “The day after the 
assault, I found Stompie in a deformed state. His face was as round 
as a football. And I tried to help him drink some coffee, and feed him 
bread, as he was not in a position to help himself.” Morgan says he 
later found Stompie in a pool of blood flowing from his neck.

That was the same day the Crisis Committee visited Madikizela- 
Mandela and demanded the release of the boys.

“Did you demand to see the boys?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“That was not part of our brief.”

The neutral, carefully chosen words come from the lips of the 
Reverend Frank Chikane. And I cannot but remember his interview 
as a prospective Truth Commissioner and how he reacted to the 
litmus test: What would you do if you came across information 
implicating the highest authorities in a violation? How impressively 
Chikane had answered then: “All information needs to be treated in 
the same way . . . otherwise we create a new injustice as bad as the 
previous one.”
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The failure of the Crisis Committee to deal effectively with the 
situation is described by Storey: “I realized that there were two things 
running here. There is an attempt to find out the truth of Stompie and 
possibly still save his life. On the other hand, there was a political 
agenda here—the Crisis Committee was involved in damage 
control.”

According to Richardson, the assault on Stompie went too far for 
him to be released. That night, after the Crisis Committee left, a 
decision was made to kill him. Early the next morning, all the boys 
living in the backyard were called into the house to sing freedom 
songs to a depressed Madikizela-Mandela. While they were busy, 
Richardson dragged the weak and disorientated Stompie to a 
vehicle. He was taken to some open veld, made to lie on his back, 
and then slaughtered like a goat with garden shears. “Not a cut 
movement like slicing bread, but a stabbing movement.”

“I loved her with all my heart,” says Richardson. “I would have 
done anything for her. When other people got into a lift with us, I 
wondered why they got inside the same lift. Because I did not want 
anyone to touch Mommy and I was worried that they might touch 
Mommy. Only myself could touch Mommy—not anyone else. I loved 
her.”

At the hearing, he carries a soft leather soccer ball (“This protects 
me ... it has muti") and a pillowcase with these words written on it in 
Koki: “Now it’s Jerry versus Winnie.”

Ten days after the abduction, the other two boys were released. 
“There was a hostage situation,” says Storey. “She was in charge of 
negotiations from the side of the Mandela house. She was the one 
who was deciding what was to happen. She was the one who was 
making decisions when, how, and under what conditions the youths 
were to be released. She was aware of everything that happened in 
her house.”
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The Crisis Committee saw the wounds on the youngsters, who 
insisted that they had fallen from trees and hurt themselves. “We 
didn’t believe this, but if we had removed them ourselves from the 
Mandela home, we could have been charged with kidnapping,” says 
Sydney Mufamadi of the Crisis Committee.

News of Stompie’s abduction and death was kept from the 
community. It became known only when the Weekly Mail broke the 
story on January 20. The Mandela Crisis Committee tried to block 
the reports, because it was afraid they would harm the progress of 
negotiations with Mandela in jail.

Isn’t there also another reason? asks Dumisa Ntsebeza: “All those 
people engaged in trying to resolve the conflict felt compromised by 
the fact that Winnie Mandela was a powerful political figure in her 
own right. And also the wife of one of the most revered leaders in the 
country. This fact even influences our ability to find the truth now— 
because here, today, even ourselves are hesitant to put this to you.”

For the past eight years, as Bishop Storey puts it, it has not been 
possible to mention Paul Verryn in this country without conjuring up 
the idea of sodomy, rape, or sexual abuse. And Storey makes 
another point: “Everybody keeps talking about youths, or children— 
one was a child, the others were adults, and everybody has 
withdrawn their claims of sodomy except one . .

Paul Verryn speaks. “Mrs. Mandela, really my feelings about you 
have taken me in many directions. I long for our reconciliation. I have 
been profoundly, profoundly affected by some of the things that you 
have said about me, that have hurt me and cut me to the quick. I 
have had to struggle to come to some place of learning, to forgive, 
even if you do not want forgiveness or even think that I deserve to 
offer that to you. I struggle to find a way in which we can be 
reconciled, for the sake of this nation and for the people that I 
believe God loves so deeply.”
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A bizarre space evolves from the evidence. A house that had 
become the centrifugal force behind seemingly opposing attitudes. 
The house of the liberation movement’s most revered political 
lineage and the house of lowly informers. The house where 
destabilized youngsters were both protected and killed. The house of 
famous, regal personalities and the house of a particular kind of 
gangster personality—brutal, insecure, inclined to pathological lying. 
Oddly enough, many of the thugs were rural, Zulu-speaking boys. 
Winnie Mandela was called “Mommy.” Her second in command, 
Xoliswa Falati, was called “MaXtra Strong.” Her followers were 
named “Shakes,” “Killer,” “Sponge,” and “Guyboy.” Her house was 
called “Parliament” and she had a special chair no one else dared sit 
in. People were assaulted in the “Fish Oil Room,” and the shack at 
the back where the abducted were kept was called “Lusaka.”

Two key areas in the Mandela home keep cropping up: the 
Jacuzzi and Zinzi Mandela’s bedroom. The body of Stompie Seipei 
was seen lying near the Jacuzzi. Some discussions took place in the 
empty Jacuzzi. And Cebekhulu finally alleges that he saw Winnie 
Madikizela-Mandela in the vicinity of the Jacuzzi lifting a shiny object 
and plunging it twice into a body believed to be that of Stompie 
Seipei.

But it is the bedroom of the young Zinzi Mandela that seems to 
have been the springboard for pleasure and guerrilla planning. Not 
only did the team gather there socially, but one member tells the 
commission that he received a crash course on the dismantling of an 
AK-47 in Zinzi’s bedroom. Guns were stashed in her cupboard. 
“Winnie is a brave woman. She is capable of everything and Zinzi 
takes after her mother,” says a former Football Club member. “She is 
not only beautiful, she is capable of anything.” Two of Zinzi 
Mandela’s four children are believed to have been fathered by 
members of the Mandela United Football Club.

The point of resemblance between the mores of a street-corner 
society and those of the political aristocracy is this: both are 
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contemptuous of legality. The political aristocracy claim the right to 
honor by tradition, which makes them the leaders of society and 
therefore “a law unto themselves.” Street-corner society also claims 
to be a law unto itself, not because it is above the law, but because it 
is outside it.

Baroness Emma Harriet Nicholson presents South Africans with the 
unacceptable face of colonialism. On a BBC documentary screened 
in October 1997, she promised to confront South Africans with 
Katiza Cebekhulu’s evidence about the Stompie Seipei case so that 
“they can decide what they want to do with it.” In exchange for 
bringing us Cebekhulu, she demanded an air ticket, witness 
protection, a suspension of his warrant of arrest, legal 
representation, and permission to accompany him and testify. 
Granted. Now here she sits next to Cebekhulu, behind their lawyer, 
with a saintly smile on her face. She has allowed no journalist to 
come near him. “You all want to make money out of him,” she 
snapped.

She testifies that as a champion of human rights, she came to 
hear that a South African was being held in a Zambian jail. She 
found that she could get Cebekhulu out of jail, but no country would 
accept him: neither the United Kingdom, nor Denmark, nor Sweden, 
nor America, nor Canada, nor any of the frontline states. And the 
reason: it would be too expensive to guarantee his safety, because 
he had offended “a part” of the ANC.

After her testimony, she calls Stompie’s mother outside and, in full 
view of the media rooms, sets about convincing Mrs. Seipei to lay 
charges against Madikizela-Mandela.

“We’re working toward reconciliation in this country,” a journalist 
tells Nicholson, “and that’s why we use a reconciliatory mechanism 
like the Truth Commission.”
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“The court needs to deal with murder,” she sniffs, “and I want to be 
Mrs. Seipei’s voice.”

Thanks to the media hype surrounding the book Katiza’s Journey, 
in which Cebekhulu tells his story, he was initially regarded as quite 
an important witness against Madikizela-Mandela. Especially as he 
was the only person who had implicated her directly in the execution 
of a murder. But the book proves to be a major problem. South 
Africans quickly discover factual errors in it. At the time Cebekhulu is 
dealing with, the ANC offices were not in Shell House but on Sauer 
Street. So his whole account of a meeting with Winnie on the 
eleventh floor of Shell House, and how she forced him to flee the 
country, is suddenly suspect. His floor plan of Madikizela-Mandela’s 
house is incorrect. His affidavit has an indignant tone not usually 
heard in South African statements: the wives of political leaders, it 
suggests, should lead humble lives.

“This sounds more like Nicholson than Cebekhulu. Or is it now the 
BBC’s Bridgeland that I’m dealing with? Who am I cross-examining?” 
cries Madikizela-Mandela’s exasperated lawyer, Ishmael Semenya. 
“Is everything in the book true?”

“No,” says Cebekhulu, “only the parts attributed to me—except the 
Shell House episode.”

“None of the people present at the assault of Stompie implicate 
Winnie the way you do. Although most of them have turned against 
her. Why?”

“They are scared of that woman,” ventures Cebekhulu.

“Isn’t it that you were so desperate in the Zambian jail that you 
decided to exaggerate what you saw in order to get out of there?”

“Cebekhulu used me as his scribe,” says the baroness, who has a 
hearing problem and relies largely on lipreading.
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The ventriloquists surrounding Cebekhulu see to it that his 
evidence feels as shaky as everything else we’ve heard so far.

It’s “pooh-pooh” here and “I really don’t know" there. For four days, 
Winnie Madikizela-Mandela has watched powerful men bend over 
backward to avoid saying anything bad about her. And it’s become 
clear: those who didn’t have the courage to stand up to her in the 
past still don’t have it today.

It is already dark outside when two former United Democratic 
Front leaders take the stand: Murphy Morobe and Azhar Cachalia.

By mid-1985, virtually the entire UDF leadership had either been 
detained or was on trial, says Cachalia. About 5,000 people had 
been detained in one year alone. Thousands of destabilized and 
leaderless youths saw themselves as the soldiers of the struggle. 
But they soon became gangs, roaming the streets and meting out 
their own version of justice.

“They became personal fiefdoms and small power bases using 
extreme forms of punishment. And it is in this climate that Mrs. 
Mandela created her own personal vigilante gang. I think my initial 
response when hearing about the Football Club was that it was 
inappropriate to use the revered Mandela name in this way. Surely 
there were other ways that Mrs. Mandela could assist youths? Soon 
disturbing reports of criminal activities by the Football Club emerged.

“Perhaps the most sickening case involved the abduction by the 
club of two youths accused of being informers. On one of them, the 
letter ‘M’ was sliced into his chest with a penknife and the words 
‘Viva ANC’ carved down his thigh. Battery acid was then poured over 
the open wounds." It was said that Mandela herself oversaw this 
operation; but a Football Club member testifies that Zinzi Mandela 
did the actual lettering with molten plastic.

No wonder the pupils of the Daliwonga High School set the 
Mandela home on fire. By early 1989, says Cachalia, certain 
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objective facts had emerged: four males, including one child— 
Stompie—had been forcibly removed from the Methodist manse to 
the Mandela house; they had been viciously beaten and kept against 
their will; one of the youths, Kenny Kgase, escaped and reported his 
ordeal; Stompie’s body had been positively identified and all 
attempts to secure Winnie Madikizela-Mandela’s cooperation had 
failed—not even Nelson Mandela and Oliver Tambo could win her 
over; Paul Verryn had been framed; the Crisis Committee had been 
ineffective; and the community had reached boiling point.

“And let me explain part of that boiling point,” says Cachalia. “We 
were fighting against the brutalization of our youth in jails. And now 
this happens in the Mandela house.”

In a bold and highly moral step, the UDF leadership decided at the 
beginning of 1989 to distance itself publicly from Winnie Mandela. 
One of those leaders was the organization’s spokesperson, Murphy 
Morobe. He had grown up on Winnie Mandela’s street, and would 
often stop by at the Mandela house on his way home from school. 
On Robben Island, he had heard Nelson Mandela debate the cult of 
leadership—how an unquestioned leader easily abuses power.

“And in all of this, I was a living soul,” says Murphy Morobe.

“Apart from the moral repugnance with which some of us recoiled 
from the activities of what people in the township generally regarded 
as ‘Winnie’s Boys,’ one of our major concerns at a political level was 
the extent to which the activities of these boys were beginning to 
distract everyone from our urgent and primary task of fighting the 
regime.”

This decision to distance himself had “a profound influence on me 
as an individual—on my relationship with Madikizela-Mandela . . . 
and had an effect on my relationship with many others inside and 
outside the movement.
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“The point I’m making in conclusion is that I got involved in this 
because I believe these were issues of principle . . . and for me it 
was important that my organization, my movement, begin to face 
them up front.”

No one is quite sure whether the standing ovation in the hall is for 
the sheer moral courage of these two men, or whether it is in 
recognition of the enormous price one pays for moral courage in this 
country. Once upon a time, they were prominent leaders of the UDF. 
In the new dispensation, they are nothing more than the backroom 
boys for politicians who still remember. Murphy Morobe is 
chairperson of the Finance and Fiscal Commission, while Azhar 
Cachalia heads the Safety and Security Secretariat.

Testimony of Nicodemus Sono, the father of Lolo Sono

I last saw my son in the company of Winnie Madikizela-Mandela—he 
was bleeding, bruised, shaking, crying. I begged her to leave Lolo 
with me. “The movement will deal with this dog,” she told me before 
driving away in her blue and white combi ... I haven’t seen him 
again. I failed Lolo.

Thereafter the worst came ... My eldest daughter was looking for 
a job, she was in Langlaagte Station. She saw a man exactly as her 
brother. She stood there, she was trapped, she was crying, and 
another lady . . . asked her, “What is wrong?” She said, “That man 
looks like my brother who disappeared in 1989.” The lady spoke to 
the gentleman and asked him what his name was. He said he was 
somebody, he was a Zulu, he had taken out his ID to reassure Gail 
that—“I am not your brother Lolo.” My child was lost, she was crying. 
When she came home, she couldn’t speak, she couldn’t eat.

We are still not at ease. I am having nightmares, dreams, 
sometimes I hear knocks on the door, thinking it is Lolo. When I am 
sleeping, I can see him flying from the sky, coming home, saying that 
—“Mom, I am back home.” Then I will open my arms and try to hug 
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him, and say, “Welcome home.” I am pleading with Mrs. Mandela 
today, in front of the world, that—“Please, Mrs. Mandela, please, 
give us our son back.”

MRS. WINNIE MADIKIZELA-MANDELA: The logic defies me. 
Why would I assault a boy and take him back to his father and then 
kill him? Why? And why is Mr. Sono jumping on the bandwagon to 
accuse me of the most heinous of deeds?

During the struggle, when comrades criticized Winnie Madikizela- 
Mandela’s outrageous behavior, a specific line of argument always 
surfaced: “Look at Albertina Sisulu. She’s been harassed just as 
much. She has suffered just as much. Yet she’s never put a foot 
wrong.” It’s for that very reason that Albertina Sisulu’s testimony 
before the Truth Commission is in many ways a tough test of her 
mettle. She is such a respected veteran of the struggle that no 
matter what she says, she will surely be believed—especially in the 
course of a hearing that is suffocating in lies, evasions, intimidation, 
and fear.

Sisulu—the wife of one of Nelson Mandela’s oldest friends, Walter 
Sisulu—worked as a nurse for the Soweto doctor Abubaker Asvat. 
She was at work on the day he was gunned down in his surgery, just 
a few days after the discovery of Stompie Seipei’s body. Earlier in 
the hearing, there has been testimony on how Madikizela-Mandela 
asked Asvat to treat Stompie after the assault. He refused, saying 
the child should be taken to a hospital. There was also evidence that 
Madikizela-Mandela took Katiza Cebekhulu to Asvat, demanding that 
he examine him for proof that he had been sodomized by Paul 
Verryn. This too Asvat refused to do, and referred Cebekhulu to a 
specialist.

Sisulu describes the day two unknown men killed Asvat.

“I heard the doctor’s voice calling a patient by name and heard the 
examining-room door click, as this was a security door which could 
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only be unlocked by pressing a button from the inside. I do not know 
what happened there—but as there was silence after the click, I 
assumed the doctor was busy with the patient. After about ten 
minutes, I heard something that sounded like a gunshot ... I 
shouted, ‘Abul’ I thought that perhaps he might be doing something. 
No response. I heard a second shot similar to the first one. This time 
there was also a scream by Dr. Asvat... I recognized his voice.

“Abubaker Asvat was like my son," says Albertina Sisulu. Yet the 
week before the Winnie hearing, rumors were doing the rounds that 
she was agonizing over her appearance at the Truth Commission. 
And that the ANC had sent her a lawyer.

Sisulu denies having seen Winnie Madikizela-Mandela and Katiza 
Cebekhulu at Asvat’s surgery.

“Are you aware of any argument on the day Asvat was killed 
between Asvat and Madikizela-Mandela in his surgery?”

Sisulu: “If Mrs. Mandela has gone to see him, she wouldn’t go to 
my admission room because that’s where I was always . . .”

But wouldn’t she have heard the click of the security door—just as 
she did when Asvat’s killers entered the consulting room?

There is another discrepancy. Madikizela-Mandela has always 
claimed that she was in Brandfort when Stompie Seipei was 
assaulted. In a BBC documentary on Asvat’s death, made at the 
beginning of 1997, Sisulu identified her own handwriting on a 
medical card that proves that Madikizela-Mandela is lying. Now, at 
the Mayfair hearing, she denies that the handwriting is hers.

Dumisa Ntsebeza suggests an explanation: “Can it be that you are 
trying your very best to say as little as possible about your comrade 
and colleague and as little as possible that may incriminate and 
implicate her. .. is it possible that it’s because she is your comrade? 
And the Mandelas and the Sisulus come a very long way both from
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the male side and the female side? And is it because of that reason 
that you wouldn’t like to be the one who should be identified in South 
Africa’s history as having dared to speak out about your comrade in 
terms that seem to suggest that she was involved in the death of Dr. 
Asvat?”

It is difficult to gauge who looks more distressed—Albertina Sisulu 
or her ashen-haired husband in the audience. Instead of answering 
Ntsebeza, she goes on at length about her contribution to the 
struggle—as if to say: “Did I not do enough?”

“So even as I am shielding Mrs. Mandela, I am not here to tell lies. 
I tell exactly what I know and what I have seen ... Dr. Asvat was my 
child. If he had anything to do with the Mandelas and he had told me, 
I would have stopped him and he would not be dead . . .”

By the time she gets to this, she is covering her face with her 
hand.

Afterward someone sees Madikizela-Mandela trying to embrace 
Albertina Sisulu, who apparently rebuffs her with: “Hayi, suka wena.” 
(“Go away!”)

Sisulu returns to the witness stand on the last day of the hearing 
and it’s proven that it was in fact not her handwriting on the medical 
card. But the fact remains that not a word of reproach for Madikizela- 
Mandela has left her lips. Whatever she still knows, she has become 
part of a gallery of lives that Winnie Mandela has, if not destroyed, 
then profoundly changed: Mananki Seipei, Nicodemus Sono, 
Phumlile Dlamini, the Asvats, Nomsa Shabalala, Paul Verryn, Azhar 
Cachalia, and Murphy Morobe.

The hearings are not yet over, but the toll is high.

John Allen calls me aside. “A whole lot of amnesties have been 
granted, but they will be released in Cape Town. I don’t know why 
the Amnesty Committee has decided to release them in the middle 
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of the Winnie hearing—all the journalists familiar with the process 
are up here in Joburg. But if radio could get the bunch out on air, it 
would help.”

I look at the list All the important ANC names: Thabo Mbeki, 
former MK commander Joe Modise, Mac Maharaj . . . thirty-seven of 
them in total.

“Does this mean that there won’t be any public hearings for them?”

“Yes.”

Outside, cars and trucks are passing in a smoky stream; hidden 
under a leather jacket to keep out the noise, Angie is filing a report 
for the news. I write the story on the laptop. Something is not right, I 
say over and over again. Something is not right.

To the right of the commissioners, a phalanx of mostly white lawyers 
—representing victims and perpetrators—is building up. “I represent 
the family of Lolo Sono,” says the lawyer, pronouncing it “Loulou 
Sounou.” Tutu shakes his head: “Lô-lô Sô-nô.” When the next lawyer 
talks about Dr. Asvat, and another wants to put a question to Mrs. 
Maz/k/dela-Mandela, the chairperson simply throws his hands in the 
air.

But when the lawyer of the Chili family pronounces the surname 
like the spice, Tutu stops the proceedings: “Agge nee boetie, nou’t 
ekgenoeg gehad [No, man, now I’ve had enough]. . . it’s xlili.”

“I am sorry, sir,” the lawyer says neatly and confidently, “it is not 
possible for me to pronounce that sound."

“If you take their money, you respect their surname—put your 
tongue behind your teeth: x!ili.”

We all wait in despair—is this the time or the place? But hark!“l 
represent the . . . x! . . . x!-ili family.”
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Tutu smiles benevolently.

In these hearings, the Truth Commission is focusing on three 
particular cases: the disappearance of Lolo Sono, the death of 
Stompie Seipei, and the death of Dr. Abubaker Asvat. The cases 
have a lot in common. On the one hand, they’re all linked to Winnie 
Madikizela-Mandela ... on the other, they involve the same three 
investigating policemen and a history of missing documents, 
defective investigations, and unusual conduct. As members of the 
murder and robbery squad at the Protea police station, Henk 
Hesslinga, Fred Dempsey, and H. T. Moodley investigated the three 
cases. In all three, things went wrong with the particular evidence 
linking Madikizela-Mandela to the murder.

The Lolo Sono case. The driver of the combi, Michael Siyakamela, 
makes a statement confirming that the severely assaulted Sono was 
sitting in the vehicle with Madikizela-Mandela when they talked to his 
pleading father. That statement gets lost. The Truth Commission 
tracks down Siyakamela, who is initially willing to give a new 
statement but later refuses, saying that “Mommy has contacted him.”

The Stompie Seipei case. A police informer makes a statement 
that Winnie was involved in the assault on Stompie. His statement is 
removed by the security police, who say they are also investigating 
the matter. The informer is later blown to pieces by Vlakplaas 
commander Eugene de Kock. It also emerges that Hesslinga was 
once a member of Koevoet, the notorious police unit, and a 
colleague of De Kock.

The Asvat case. The two killers are arrested, but they are 
convicted for robbery only. In their statement, they admit that they 
stole R120. The Asvat family has maintained for years that not a 
single cent was removed from the surgery. The killers now say they 
were tortured into admitting to the robbery. They also say they were 
tortured at every point where they said something to implicate 
Madikizela-Mandela.
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The question hanging in the air is whether Madikizela-Mandela 
herself worked with the police. It is clear that there was close contact 
between the Mandela household and the local police. She probably 
thought she was running them, while they probably thought the boot 
was on the other foot. But there was also a broader contact between 
the judicial system and the politicians, who knew how things stood in 
the first tentative negotiations with Nelson Mandela in Victor Verster 
Prison. At the time, some attorney generals refused to prosecute her.

The price for the negotiations was the embrace of violation and 
abuse—a moral ambiguity that suited the Afrikaner bureaucracy 
perfectly in its last decaying years.

Winnie Madikizela-Mandela denies every single allegation of human 
rights abuses made against her. In her response, she alternates 
between the words “ludicrous” and “ridiculous.” She uses the words 
so often that relatives of the victims sitting in the audience begin to 
anticipate her answers with their own sneering versions of 
“ridiculous” and “ludicrous.”

“So Mr. Ikaneng, Mr. Mekgwe, Mr. Mono, Mr. Dempsey, Mr. Kgase, 
Mr. Morgan, Mr. Richardson, Miss Falati, have all conspired to lie 
and implicate you? Is that what I’m understanding you to mean?”

“They have lied, sir.” . . . “You are not suggesting, for God’s sake, 
that I would be responsible for the actions of those youths . . . they 
led their lives and I led mine ... I couldn’t be held responsible for 
that.” ... “I am not playing around and I will not allow you to talk to 
me like that.” . . . “It was not a violation of human rights that my car 
was used to drive my daughter around on my business.” . . . “Why 
would I do that?” . . . “Azhar Cachalia is part of the Indian cabal—I 
learnt later they call Murphy Morobe ‘Murphy Patel’—they were all 
part of the Indian cabal.” ... “I have given you my answer, if you 
don’t like it, it’s too bad.” ... “I was, am, and will always be the head 
of the household. All my life, I’ve been head of that family—I 
delegate nothing to anyone.” ... “I am an ordinary human being— 
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they did things to me that is not acceptable. While many sat 
comfortably in their houses, we fought a just war.”

In the middle of the flow of denials, a bodyguard carries in two huge 
bouquets of white and red flowers and puts them down near 
Winnie’s table.

My brain is splitting into a headache. I have never been this 
depressed at a Truth Commission hearing. It’s like reporting on a 
third-rate movie—this miasma of scandal, arrogance, ambition, lies, 
and unbridled gangsterism. This hearing is about my country, I am 
thinking. And whether there is space for all of us. And the conditions 
for this space.

I also have a distinct feeling that for now this hearing has nothing 
to do with me, with whites. Blacks are deciding among themselves 
what they regard as right and wrong. They are making that decision 
here, today. Either a black person may kill because of apartheid—or 
none of us may kill, no matter the reason. This hearing has little to 
do with the past. It has everything to do with the future.

The thought is unbearable in this confined space packed with 
journalists. I extricate myself from the web of cables and go outside 
for air. On the pavement, a man is selling little white plates with faces 
on them: Nelson Mandela, Thabo Mbeki, Joe Slovo, and Winnie 
Mandela—all in the same row. I flinch from the ardent sun and turn 
back.

Where to?

I cannot live in a space where the face of Nelson Mandela or Joe 
Slovo is interchangeable with that of Winnie Madikizela-Mandela.

“We are struggling to establish a different dispensation characterized 
by a new morality, integrity. Truthfulness. Accountability.”
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I stop in my tracks. It is Tutu. He’s speaking. I burst past the 
guards and run upstairs. I see him sitting at the commissioner’s table 
—grayer than in my thoughts, and more shrunken than I have ever 
seen him. But like a blade, he cuts through the sordid layers of lies 
and pretenses, dressed up for the past two weeks in an armor of 
legal terms.

“Some of us were devastated and also found it exhilarating what 
had happened at this hearing. Devastated by the performances from 
eminent leaders of the struggle—the moral ineptitude that emanated 
from them was unexpected and shattering. But there were also the 
splendid exceptions who stood out in stark contrast.

“We need to demonstrate qualitatively that this new dispensation 
is different morally. We need to stand up to be counted for goodness, 
for truth, for compassion, and not kowtow to the powerful.

“I acknowledge Madikizela-Mandela’s role in the history of our 
struggle. And yet one used to say that something went wrong . . . 
horribly, badly wrong . . . what, I don’t know. And all of us can only 
say: ‘There but for the grace of God go I.’

“But something went wrong . . .

“Many, many love you.

“Many, many say you should have been where you ought to be. 
The first lady of the country.

“I speak to you as someone who loves you very deeply ... I want 
you to stand up and say: ‘There are things that went wrong . . .’ 
There are people out there who want to embrace you. I still embrace 
you”—and Tutu folds his arms in front of him as if embracing her 
—“because I love you. I love you very deeply. There are many out 
there who would have wanted to do so. If you were able to bring 
yourself to be able to say: ‘Something went wrong . . .’ and say, Tm 
sorry, I’m sorry for my part in what went wrong . . .’ I beg you, I beg 
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you ... I beg you, please . . . You are a great person. And you don’t 
know how your greatness would be enhanced if you were to say, Tm 
sorry . . . things went wrong. Forgive me.’” And for the first time, Tutu 
looks directly at her. His voice has fallen to a whisper. “I beg you.”

Time freezes. Tutu has risked . . .everything.
I hear my blood slushing in my veins.
It leaps, suddenly, in me—up.
It bursts through my skin.

Ah, the commission! The deepest heart of my heart. Heart that can 
only come from this soil—brave—with its teeth firmly in the jugular of 
the only truth that matters. And that heart is black. I belong to that 
blinding black African heart. My throat bloats up in tears—my pen 
falls to the floor, I blubber behind my hand, my glasses fog up—for 
one brief, shimmering moment, this country, this country, is also truly 
mine.

The heart is on its feet.

From far away, I hear Winnie Mandela: “I am saying it is true: 
things went horribly wrong and we were aware that there were 
factors that led to that. For that I am deeply sorry.”

But she didn’t mean it! Outside the hall, angry victims are giving 
interviews to the media. The journalists are angry too. She didn’t 
mean it! She simply aped the words Tutu put in her mouth—she 
aped it for the benefit of international media coverage!

I cuddle the commission to my breast. I am elated. I am so proud 
for all of us—Winnie Madikizela-Mandela has bent a knee to that 
heart. In public, she had to admit to the fundamental heart of this 
country. She had to. She danced to that blessed pulse.

“You’re so naive,” says a colleague who can hardly hide his anger. 
“Tutu has just provided her with a respectable platform for faking 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 711 of 1031



sweet words to further her populist political career. She’s walking 
away from this as the only winner.”

“You are so wrong.”

We are rolling up cables and packing away equipment. I want to 
hold everything. I want to lay myself down over this place of us all.

“The essence of this hearing was the collision of two cultures alive 
in the black community. The culture of responsibility, human virtue, 
and guilt, and the culture of clan honor and shame.”

He rolls his eyes in his skull. I push him down on a chair.

“Honor becomes the code, the atmosphere breathed by any close- 
knit group—a group outside the powerful group—whether it’s based 
on clan loyalties, or ethnicity, or color. Winnie is the monarch of the 
people for whom the new system does not work. She symbolizes 
their collective honor. She personifies their aspirations and their right 
to status. She has to cling to that honor. If she admits to wrongdoing, 
she dishonors them all.”

“So why do you expect ANC ministers to admit to wrongdoing, but 
not her?”

“Because the principle of democracy is virtue. It affirms the 
equality and dignity of all people, their rights and duties regardless of 
their status. Winnie’s ethos of honor is fundamentally opposed to 
this. It toes the honor line. It establishes two opposing sets of rules: 
one for the kinsmen and one for strangers. That is why she holds the 
government accountable for lack of delivery to the poor—but she 
doesn’t feel accountable for killing the same people. She and her 
group live according to their own rules and the result is a permanent 
ambivalence: a kind of self-deceit wrapped up in self-interest. In the 
meantime, their consciousness is obsessed with honor. And in the 
field of honor, might is right.”
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“So where’s the collision?”

“Tutu instinctively latched on to her operative principle of honor 
and challenged her on her own turf. He left the calls for moral 
accountability behind. He honed in on her honor. He told her: ‘You 
are a great person, you should have been our first lady—you 
deserve that honor. You will be even greater if you admit that things 
went wrong.’ And by begging her publicly, he said to her: ‘I honor you 
as my equal.’ And in the culture of honor, you are answerable for 
your honor only to your social equals. She dared not refuse. She had 
to take it.”

“So where is the victory for morality?”

“By admitting that things went wrong, she herself wiped out her 
whole culture of honor. As of today, her followers will have to say: 
‘She killed for us, but she herself said things went wrong.’ A space 
was created for the first time for both her and her followers to admit 
in an honorable way that things went wrong. Dare one ask for 
more?”

“So thanks to the duality of honor, the killer becomes the chief and 
the tyrant the minister.” He sneers and clicks his bags shut.

“But the killer and the tyrant for the first time contained in the same 
frame as the rest of us! Isn’t that some kind of beginning?”
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Beloved Country of Grief and Grace

We should be harder on Winnie than on Magnus Malan or P. W. 
Botha, because she stood for more. She is supposed to be one of us 
—someone with principles,” says a colleague. It is midnight in 
Melville and we’re talking about evil. He is working on a television 
documentary on the subject.

“Do you believe in evil?” he asks me.

“The mere fact that you use the word ‘believe’ means you see it as 
something that’s not concrete.”

“Of course,” he says.

“There’s no ‘of course’ about it. When I think of Hitler, it is as if 
total evil is a fact. It is touchable. When I touch him, I touch evil. And 
kitsch and evil are in perfect symbiosis in Hitler. But that is too easy, I 
think . . . besides, it’s a male thing, this obsession with evil.”

He laughs. “This is getting interesting. Why is it male?”

“For starters, all the journalists zooming in on the perpetrators are 
male—the smell of male bonding, male culture, misguided bravery— 
the machismo fascinates men. With women it’s different, and I think 
it has to do with giving birth. You have children, they all come out of 
you—yet one is a wonderful person, the other a stront. But you know 
that deep down in him, he also has something good.”

“But let’s go back a bit—why is it too easy to decide that Hitler is 
evil?”
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“Because you deny him his humanity . .

“He has forfeited his right to humanity!”

“By refusing to acknowledge that he is human like yourself, you 
are saying that you are not capable of what he did. So you can relax. 
And I say you are capable of it.”

“But if you refrain from judging him, you kill off the awareness that 
you should avoid certain ideologies, certain people, because they 
represent evil. . . that you should have nothing to do with them.”

I put my wineglass in front of him and a pin from my jacket.

“Are these evil? Every morsel, every molecule, is being struck by 
perfection and imperfection—there is not a single atom that you can 
pinpoint and say: ‘This is absolute evil and this is absolute good.’ 
Good and evil are never absolute. Every good is imperfect in its own 
way and every evil has an underlying potential to be good.”

“Are you denying there are people with the charisma, the 
intelligence, the power, to manipulate a whole population into doing 
evil? What then would you say is the difference between Mandela 
and Verwoerd? Between Winnie and P.W. or Winnie and Tutu?”

“The odd one out is Tutu—he is not a politician. But the real 
difference, I would say, lies in what some people describe as a 
culture of shame and a culture of guilt. The essence of shame is the 
honor of a group, the essence of guilt is the responsibility of the 
individual toward a specific morality. Verwoerd formulated a policy to 
build and protect the honor of his people—white Afrikaners should 
be proud of who they are.”

“Wait-wait-wait . . . tell me about this distinction between ‘shame’ 
and ‘guilt.’”
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“It was used to explain the difference between the way the 
Japanese and the Germans dealt with the aftermath of the Second 
World War. The Japanese had a culture of shame—under an 
emperor, a God-given ruler. The Germans had a culture of guilt. The 
usual catchy definitions are things like: People feel guilty when they 
violate the rights of others. They feel shame when they fail 
themselves, when they fail their group. Guilt is linked to violation; 
shame is linked to failure. Shame requires an audience. Guilt does 
not. And shame is more overwhelming and more isolating than guilt.”

“So where does honor fit in?”

“The basis of shame is honor. Honor functions when the image a 
person has of himself is indistinguishable from that presented to him 
by other people. The ethos of honor is opposed to a morality that 
affirms the equality in dignity of all people and consequently the 
equality of their rights and duties. In a society in which honor is the 
keystone of the values, any choice other than that imposed by the 
code of honor is unthinkable, and it is at the moment of choice that 
the pressure of the group is at its strongest.”

I suddenly remember a photograph of Hitler I once saw in a 
magazine. He is surrounded by children, and one girl is offering him 
a flower. The admiration on their fine, pure faces. And I remember 
sitting on my father’s shoulders next to the main road from 
Johannesburg, waiting to see Verwoerd passing by on his way to 
Cape Town. When he saw the cars outside Kroonstad, he stop ped. I 
remember he touched my arm. I also remember how we only bought 
at Afrikaner shops—even if it was more expensive. How the 
Afrikaner shop owners gave bursaries to poor Afrikaners.

“Honor became Verwoerd’s driving force. To protect the honor of 
the Afrikaner, anything was permissible—even the most 
dishonorable policy. And the dishonor of the leader is the dishonor of 
the group. That is why the knife in Verwoerd’s heart was regarded as 
a knife in the Afrikaner’s heart. That is why P.W says he will divide 
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Afrikaners if he appears before the Truth Commission—he is 
embedded in honor and shame. And it’s why Botha and Afrikaners 
like him do not feel guilty because they have done something wrong 
—they feel ashamed because they have been caught out.”

“Ja. Lekker. The Truth Commission concurs with the universal 
view that the Afrikaner is guilty. We have betrayed civilization and its 
values. We have brought shame and disgrace upon our heads . . . 
And the world doesn’t care whether it’s Van der Merwe or Van der 
Berg. So, where were we . . . Winnie, I can see, definitely functions 
in a culture of shame. But Mandela?”

“I’m not sure whether it’s possible for any politician to function in a 
culture of guilt. The politician’s dream is to have millions of obedient, 
unquestioning followers. So he has to mobilize. And here’s one of 
the differences between Mandela and Mbeki. Mandela knows the 
value of mobilizing on morality—it works well in the Western world 
and with whites. Play on their guilt by being impossibly forgiving. 
Mbeki, on the other hand, mobilizes blacks on the basis of honor— 
the honor of blacks in Africa. But both of them find it difficult to fire a 
minister or a media liaison officer for misbehavior or 
mismanagement. Maybe this is the basis of transformation from a 
liberation movement to a government: to move from a culture of guilt 
to one of shame.”

Someone walking past recognizes my companion from his 
television reporting and shouts: “Fuck off, you with your Truth 
Commission bull-shit and Afrikaner-bashing!”

“How do you deal with this? Does it make you angry or sad?”

“In the beginning, it would give me a kick—I am not one of them! 
Now I want to grab this fool by the neck and hiss: 'The fatherland 
ceases to be a fatherland when its soul is destroyed. Can’t you see 
that we have to stay true to the highest demands made on us by the 
best of our ancestors, not by the idols of the false tradition of
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Afrikaner nationalism?’” He laughs. “But this is not my kind of 
language.”

“And what do our ancestors tell us?”

He grins. “Commando tactics—small mobile groups, changing 
direction very quickly—the only principle is personal survival.”

“See, the culture of honor . . . maybe the moment the word 
‘verraaier’ or ‘traitor’ surfaces, you know that what is being defended 
is no longer a universal morality but honor.”

“Okay. So the Truth Commission itself is obviously a culture of guilt 
making a huge entrance into an arena ruled for decades by different 
cultures of shame.”

“Although in its origins and in its behavior—until it started talking to 
the NP—the ANC was based on a culture of individual responsibility, 
with the virtues of consultation, human rights, and so forth. But they 
seem to find it increasingly difficult to stick to it.”

“Maybe that is the reason why so much hope is invested in the 
Truth Commission, why so much publicity has been generated 
around it. People realize instinctively this is the last, the very last 
opportunity for the majority of people to break into a culture of guilt 
and individual responsibility. If the majority can do that, then the 
politicians will never again have such a stranglehold over this 
country.”

I change tack: “But what about ubuntu—a person is a person 
through other persons—doesn’t that safeguard the culture of honor? 
Through the honor of others, you are honored. Won’t that discourage 
you from standing up against your group when they do wrong?”

“Well, Tutu has gone a long way toward redefining the concept of 
ubuntu. Maybe the more interesting question is: If the definition of 
‘us,’ of ‘the South African group,’ of ‘African,’ were to be changed to 
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the extent that it now included you, wouldn’t you then move happily 
into the culture of honor and shame? Isn’t that why you so quickly 
apologized to Tutu and Boraine about the Ntsebeza affair?”

I am taken aback.

He goes on: “When the commission decided to investigate itself, to 
keep information away from the media—it appropriated a culture of 
shame within its broader culture of guilt. If Dumisa Ntsebeza is 
dishonored, then the whole commission is dishonored, then the 
process will fail. You dared to criticize. Then you were told in so 
many words by Alex Boraine that you wished to destroy the 
commission, that for the greater good you had to accept certain 
things. What happened afterward proved you right—and yet you 
apologized. Because you want to be included in their circle—the 
circle of guilt.”

There’s nothing I can say. Except perhaps that since the victim 
hearings ended, the commission has become too loud—too many 
egos, too many squabbles, too much politics.

litany

here along the long white shadow
where I thought where I thought I’d leave the litany of locust 
of locust and death I’ll always hear the litany of sound

here along the long white shadow
where I grab luster grab honor that once was luster and white 
the truth I’ve heard and how to molest it

that I travel I travel along the corn and chaff of my past
that my past crawls forth on its deadly knees without once looking up 
that I claw on my knees claw to that place

that light place that does not want to dim
here along the long white shadow of mortal and molested truth
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we buried many we buried without shroud or ritual 

many we buried and from the graves it sprouts
the shadow sprouts of luster, burdock, and wheat the locusts of 
sound
here along the long white shadow
and my past sits so well in its teeth all along
its teeth sit well in the shadow of sulphur and lime it’s time 
the time of assassin and shame and tin

I keep slipping slipping out of truth
while next to me along the long white shadow walks the shudder 
that I was walks the long white shudder of ash

set me I who keep slipping in the long white shadow
out of time out of random and lies I want slipping from the shudder 
along the emptiness of litany and shadow

set me set me from revenge and loss
from ruins set me from the long white scar the lichen and ash set me 
free
into remorse oh my hand my hand grabs the sheet like a throat

Cringing on the banks of the Rubicon of Truth

“The Priest and the Politician.” “The Crunch between the Crocodile 
and the Commission.” “The Tail Is Testing the Truth.” The 
possibilities are endless and we use them all.

Die Groot Krokodil is the only former political leader of any note 
who has not put in an appearance before the Truth Commission. 
When the party he once led made its political submission under the 
leadership of F. W. de Klerk, P. W. Botha refused to cooperate with 
his successor—the man who cleverly ousted him.

Archbishop Tutu personally went to the Wilderness to speak to 
Botha. Yes, he abides by the law. Yes, he is prepared to answer 
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questions.

But a long list was sent to you at the end of 1996. Where are the 
answers?

No, the old man needs a lawyer.

Tutu personally asks the office of President Nelson Mandela to 
pay the fees for a lawyer. As stipulated in state contracts, the state is 
responsible for footing any bills covering legal actions that flow from 
an office once held. So the president’s office will have to pay for P. 
W. Botha’s lawyer.

Not one lawyer, a team of lawyers—because a vast amount of 
research is needed to answer the questions.

Okay, a team then.

Where are the answers?

No, the lawyers are battling to access certain documents.

Tutu personally asks the minister of justice to allow Botha’s legal 
team access to all documentation.

Where are the answers?

No, Botha is suffering from ill health. He had to have a hip 
operation.

Where are the answers?

It is June. Botha’s wife, Tannie Elize, dies unexpectedly. Tutu 
personally attends the funeral. Tutu is crazy, the angry 
commissioners say.

Spring, and a hearing is held on the workings of Botha’s 
brainchild, the State Security Council. Botha is subpoenaed to 
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appear. He cannot come, he is ill.

Where are the answers?

Patience, patience—but the man is eighty-two and not in good 
health.

Apparently even an old man’s fancy turns to thoughts of love. The 
newspapers publish photographs of a toothy P.W. lovingly kissed by 
a blonde woman with skattige ogies. In her younger days, she was a 
meter maid. She is half his age. She owns a guest house. He wants 
to sell his own house for more than 2 million and buy a place on the 
beach.

In the setting sun, the old crocodile stretches his jaws in a tirade 
against the Truth Commission.

“I will not appear before the Truth Commission. I don’t perform in 
circuses.” ... “I won’t allow myself to be threatened. The Truth 
Commission is tearing Afrikaners apart.” ... “I am not asking for 
amnesty. I never authorized murders. I will not apologize for the fight 
against a Marxist revolutionary onslaught.”

Desmond Tutu: “I have to say that I am very deeply saddened, 
because we have gone out of our way to give him the kind of 
treatment given to nobody else ... we have taken account of his ill 
health, his age, and the fact that he was state president.”

P. W. Botha: 'Tm not a fool. I made many mistakes, but I ask God 
on my knees for the light to come. An Afrikaner doesn’t go on his 
knees before people, he does it before God.”

Alex Boraine: “We are constantly told about Botha’s health 
problems. But when we hear that he’s entered into a new 
relationship with someone half his age and has enough energy to 
launch vicious attacks on the Truth Commission, we have to ask 
ourselves—how ill is he?”
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Desmond Tutu: “At his wife’s funeral, a black radio reporter came 
up to me, stuck a microphone in my face, and said: ‘Explain, you, to 
my black listeners, what you are doing here.’”

Botha is subpoenaed a second time. He doesn’t turn up. Tutu and 
Boraine march to the attorney general’s office to lay a charge of 
contempt of court. The attorney general finds that the subpoena is 
invalid—the time has not been filled in.

During the business hearings, we learned of a letter written to P. W. 
Botha by the Afrikaner business magnate Anton Rupert (father of 
Johan) in January 1986, after Botha apparently stated that it was 
better “to be poor than to yield.” Rupert wrote: “I am appealing to you 
personally. Reaffirm your rejection of apartheid. It is crucifying us; it 
is destroying our language; it is degrading a once heroic nation into 
the lepers of the world. Remove the burden of the curse of a 
transgression against mankind from the backs of our children and 
grandchildren . . . Should you fail in this God-given task, then one 
day we shall surely end up with a Nuremberg.”

But Die Groot Krokodil ruled supreme.

At some point in the eighties, a group of academics went to see P. 
W. Botha to tell him that things could not go on as they were. After 
listening to all of them, Botha stood up and said: “My dear professors 
—you can come here with all your clever arguments and academic 
learning, but I, P. W. Botha, govern from a guts feeling.”

“It’s that ‘s’ that made me leave the National Party,” one of them 
said afterward.

Friday, December 19, 1997, has been set aside by the Truth 
Commission for the testimony of former state president P. W. Botha. 
The questions put to him will be based largely on the 2,000 pages of 
answers he has supplied in response to the commission’s written 
questions. This pile of papers, loaded on a small luggage trolley, was 
delivered to the Truth Commission’s offices by his lawyer two weeks 
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earlier. By now Botha’s refusal to appear before the Truth 
Commission has become a symbol: he represents the unrepentant 
white rulers of yesterday, ensconced in so much financial and 
political privilege that nothing in their lives has changed.

I’m preparing a radio preview, and so I ask for a recording of 
Botha’s voice from the sound archives. Of all things, they send me 
his Rubicon speech. The speech all of us hoped would turn the 
country around. For days before, there were rumors that RW. was 
going to make some major announcements. It was 1985.

I lift the following sound clip: “I believe we are today crossing the 
Rubicon, Mr. Chairman. In South Africa, there can be no turning 
back. I have a manifesto for the future of our country and we must 
engage in positive action in the months and years that lie ahead . . .”

And I remember Pik Botha’s testimony before the commission 
about this very speech: “I wrote the Rubicon part of Mr. Botha’s 
speech. He kept the Rubicon line, but removed everything I put 
before it—the un-banning of the ANC and the release of Nelson 
Mandela.”

This speech, afterward described as the biggest anticlimax in 
South Africa’s history, plunged the country into a political and 
financial crisis. Although Botha professed to be crossing the Rubicon 
of reform, outside his speech-bubble, vicious oppression continued 
unabated. Precisely how vicious, South Africans learned in the 
months of Truth Commission hearings devoted to the mid-eighties.

I file this report: “Today Botha stands before a Rubicon of a 
different kind.

“Some feel: leave him alone. The spectacle of a doddering old 
geriatric being hauled before the Truth Commission just a block 
away from the Parliament where he once ruled the roost will do 
South Africa’s image of rainbows and ‘Shosholoza’l^ no good.
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“But those who’ve listened to the victims’ testimonies and the 
perpetrators’ amnesty hearings will know that in the mid-1980s, 
when P. W. Botha was at the peak of his power, apartheid rule 
acquired its coldest, its most brutal and murderous edge.

“It was also in the eighties that it dawned on the government that 
the law could no longer be used to suppress the surging quest for 
freedom. New laws, bannings, detentions—all seemed powerless to 
stop the uprising of the majority.

“Thus the eighties became the time where new centers of control 
received information, took decisions, and gave instructions. Laws 
were no longer needed. They functioned outside the law. The 
taxpayer paid for the era of hit squads, vigilantes, disinformation 
campaigns, cross-border raids, chemical warfare, and states of 
emergency.

“Now people would like to see the man who engineered these 
systems cross the Wilderness Rubicon. They want him to step 
outside his luxurious surroundings, which are protected at our 
expense, to come with his legal team, paid for by our money, and 
make a gesture of accountability to the South African Truth 
Commission.”

Solzhenitsyn’s words, quoted by Kader Asmal long before the 
Truth Commission was established, come back to me again: “By not 
dealing with past human rights violations, we are not simply 
protecting the perpetrators’ trivial old age; we are thereby ripping the 
foundations of justice from beneath new generations.”

Botha is subpoenaed a third time. Again he ignores it. Now the Truth 
Commission lays criminal charges with Frank Kahn, the attorney 
general of the western Cape, and a summons is issued for Botha to 
appear in court. We don’t expect him to tell the truth, but we would at 
least like him to feel the new South Africa where it hurts most: on his 
skin. What a delight it is to learn that a black magistrate, Victor 
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Lugaju, will preside over Botha’s case in the regional court in 
George.

A triumph for affirmative action! Thanks to this new government’s 
policy of appointing people from formerly disadvantaged 
communities, we have the right man in the right place at the right 
time.

From the airport in George, Botha’s former constituency, we drive to 
the Wilderness in search of Die Groot Krokodil’s lair. It is the day 
before his appearance in court. It doesn’t take Patrick and me long to 
identify the house: crowds of photographers, a camera slung over 
each shoulder, waiting. The silvery-pink Mercedes outside the door 
belongs to the fiancée, they tell us. Botha’s relationship with Reinet 
te Water Naude, thirty-five years his junior, has been making 
headlines for months. Just six months or so after Tannie Elize died, 
Mrs. Te Water Naude appeared on the scene. “I am a Christian and 
Mrs. Naude is a Christian,” Botha told an Afrikaans Sunday 
newspaper, “and as Christians we love each other. It is written like 
this in the Bible . . . what will become of this relationship I will find out 
on my knees.”

The sun is setting in rose and honey over the luscious splendor of 
the Wilderness. The photographers are waiting for the arrival of 
former defense force generals Constand Viljoen, Jannie 
Geldenhuys, and Magnus Malan. We wait with them.

I pick up the tourist brochure on the dashboard. It seems that one 
of the great attractions of the area is a visit to a crocodile farm. In 
ancient Egypt crocodiles were worshipped as gods. A whole city 
called Crocodilopolis was built in their honor. Their priests put gold 
bracelets on their arms, and fed them on cakes and honey in a 
sacred lake. Apparently the old crocodiles get to lie on the soft grass, 
while the younger ones have to make do with the sloping banks.
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I look at the huge house and suddenly become aware of a slit of 
light at the big sliding doors—and there he is . . . the old man 
himself. All I see is the silhouette of his big right ear. He is staring at 
us. The dusk is quiet, with only the far-off sound of cars on the 
highway. I call the others, but as my hand moves, he closes the 
curtains—so swiftly that I think I’ve imagined him.

At the ANC office in town, members are putting up posters on a 
wall. “Botha’s Charge Sheet,” one of them reads: “Vlakplaas Death 
Unit—Botha guilty . . . Victoria Mxenge—Botha guilty . . . Steve Biko 
—Botha guilty. From Total Onslaught to Final Onslaught. From the 
Forced Removals of Lawaaikamp to Forced Appearance in Court.” 
(Lawaaikamp is a squatter area in George.)

The local pubs are full of media people. Originally the acting 
magistrate of George, Elna Grobler, decided that only two people 
from the media would be allowed inside the sixty-seat courtroom. An 
outcry followed. Okay, six. Then the photographers threatened to 
disrupt proceedings: P.W.’s appearance will be their front-page 
stories—they simply have to get the material. And the story is the 
precise moment when the former state president appears before a 
black man in an ordinary regional court. If they aren’t given access to 
that very moment, they will simply have to force their way in. The 
police phone Mrs. Grobler, Mrs. Grobler phones Botha, Botha 
phones his lawyer Ernst Penzhorn, and an agreement is reached. 
Botha will use a side entrance and walk past a gallery of cameras. 
The media undertake to abide by the law and not make any 
recordings of the proceedings. When the appearance is over, Botha 
will turn around in the dock and allow the media to photograph him 
for five minutes. Everyone is happy.

The next day, Botha has the whole circus to himself.

To the right of the court, cordoned off with barbed wire, ANC 
protesters are toyi-toying and singing: “Botha is not a man, Botha is 
a boy.” To the left, a dozen ooms with long socks and open-neck 
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shirts are waving an old South African flag. Right in front of the 
building, from the back of a bakkie, a black man is singing his heart 
out to the accompaniment of loud canned music: “The people need 
the Loooord.” Overhead a helicopter hovers and all around us the 
police are organizing.

I am one of the chosen six allowed into the courtroom. In the front 
row sits Botha’s daughter who lives in George, Elanza Maritz. “My 
favorite car—a Ford Elanza,” whispers television journalist Max du 
Preez. He is bristling with mischief.

The generals sit in the second row. “Who are the other two?” asks 
Max.

“Isn’t it Lapa Munnik and Greyling Wentzel?”

“No,” Max assures me kindly, “both of them are dead.”

But in the end, it turns out to be those two politicians—Munnik, 
who looks like a car salesman, and Wentzel, the one with the 
bywoner face, sitting next to the short black mayor of George and a 
group calling themselves Die Afrikaanse Kultuurvereniging van 
Outenikwaland (The Afrikaans Cultural Society of Outeniqualand).

Botha enters with his petite blonde . . . “plover” is the word that 
comes to mind, on his arm. A plover pecks off the leeches and bits of 
food that get stuck between the crocodile’s teeth, says the brochure.

Botha knows his turf. He takes a seat not in, but next to, the dock. 
He turns around often and smiles a somewhat rattling crown-toothed 
smile at Mrs. Te Water Naude in the family bench. She smiles back 
with pious intimacy.

The magistrate enters. Everybody stands. The proceedings begin.

After the first few sentences, Lugaju calls a halt. Will they continue 
in English, please, he does not understand Afrikaans. Some people 
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suck in their breath. Do they want a court interpreter? No, the 
lawyers prefer to speak in Afrikaans and then translate it themselves.

Before you can turn around, the magistrate has postponed the 
case for a month.

The racket from the rest of the media, waiting outside for their five- 
minute shoot, grows even louder. Then the doors open with a flood. I 
run to put my microphone with the others on the speaker’s desk. 
People climb up on the court furniture, cameras roll, some are 
already shouting their first questions. The police yell at us to stay 
back. It is unbelievably hot inside the court. Botha flings the 
microphones off the desk in one sweep: “Take this away!” We shout 
that we need sound. The police cut us off. Then above the clamor, I 
hear His Master’s Voice. “Stop! Sowing! Havoc!” he shouts. “If you 
don’t behave yourself, I won’t address you!” He storms out. We calm 
down and everyone gets equipment in order. He comes back.

“Life is full of irony.” His upper lip curls with pleasure. “Half a 
century ago in this court, I was sworn in as the member of 
Parliament for George. And here I am today . . .”

Squashed in under the desk, Patrick and I glance at each other. All 
of us are sweating profusely, but Botha is enjoying himself. He 
thumps his finger on the desk. “I believe in God, I believe in Jesus, I 
believe in the Holy Ghost, and I pray that they as a unit take control 
of this country and this world!” God, what is this man saying? The 
man who master-minded the death units! “I told Mandela to his face, 
yes, I’ve met him three times, I’ve treated him like a gentleman in jail, 
I told him: ‘Anarchy and the forces of communism and socialism will 
destroy you.’” We’ve heard this before.

“I am sick and tired of the hollow parrot-cry of ‘Apartheid!’ I’ve said 
many times that the word ‘Apartheid’ means good-neighborliness . .

Some journalist laughs.

He swings around, tail thrashing. “Who’s laughing?”
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Everyone is tjoepstil.

A crocodile’s teeth come out easily, but when one falls out, 
another grows in its place straightaway, says the brochure. A tooth 
can be renewed 45 times.

“I honor the soldiers, I honor the police of the past! I salute them!”

His eyes are enlarged by his glasses into two dark dead blots. He 
relishes the attention. He cocks his head, his face is flushed, his 
hand trembles—until he heaves it into the familiar threatening 
forefinger.

“The tiger in the Afrikaner is awakened!” he cries.

“Did you know that there are no tigers in Africa?” Max du Preez 
asks sweetly.

Stung and furious, Botha turns on him, shaking his finger. “Yes, 
and if there was—You won’t be one of them!” he yells.

“Aits, maar die oubaas sê dit mooi!” laughs Max. (“My, but the old 
boss put that beautifully!”)

The lawyers try to usher Botha out. That was the last question, 
they say. “I am enjoying myself.” Botha grins and rubs his soft white 
paws.

“Are you not going to apologize?” I ask.

“For what?” he snaps.

“For the cross-border raids,” I answer, “for the death squads, for 
the—”

He cuts in: “If you’ll shut up, I will answer you! I don’t apologize . . . 
I pray for them.”
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He looks straight into my eyes. And for a split second, I look back 
into the flat, mud-colored surfaces of his eyes, grotesquely enlarged 
by his glasses. And I know that this man, who has had Mandela 
offering to accompany him to the Truth Commission, who has had 
Tutu begging him to assist the commission, who has had the world’s 
media chasing after him ... is dom. He is not senile, or old, or 
suffering from the effects of a stroke: he is a fool. And we have been 
governed by this stupidity for decades.

I try to find a pathway in my thoughts to him. A link. An Afrikaner 
connection. No. I can still find common ground with those who are 
battling to deal with a dramatically changed order, with our part in the 
past—but with this swaggering fool, there is nothing.

When Botha is finally led away, I get up and start walking. Out, just 
out.

Fresh air hits my face at the same time as this uplifting thought: he 
doesn’t govern, thank God; the crawling, trotting, occasionally gliding 
crocodile, pushing itself along with its arrogant tail, does not govern 
anymore.

A few days before December 16, Reconciliation Day, I get a beeper 
message: “Commissioner Mary Burton to launch Book of 
Reconciliation.” Wonderful! I think, and rush over to interview her. I 
have long felt that the Truth Commission, and more specifically the 
Reparation and Rehabilitation Committee, have failed to mobilize the 
feelings of helpless guilt in the former oppressors. After the first few 
weeks of hearings, something as simple as a Sunday collection for 
the victims in churches around the country would have involved 
thousands of people in a liberating ritual of some kind.

Now at last something is happening. Books will be kept at the 
commission’s offices in various centers, and ordinary people will be 
able to sign them as a personal gesture of their commitment to 
reconciliation. There will even be an electronic version on the 
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Internet. I decide at once to take my whole family to sign on 
Reconciliation Day, with the idea of transforming the Blood River 
ritual of my personal history into a new ritual of reconciliation and 
responsibility.

Will Tutu or Boraine or Ntsebeza participate in the launching of the 
Book of Reconciliation? No, they are all busy, but they 're right 
behind the initiative. In fact, the whole commission thinks it’s a 
wonderful idea. So, can people sign the book on Reconciliation Day? 
No, we can’t expect the staff to work on a public holiday.

When you report on the workings of Parliament, you realize quite 
quickly: if a parliamentary committee consists only of women, no one 
—not even the political parties themselves—will take it seriously. 
And no reputable male journalist will report on it. The last time I 
looked at the Book of Reconciliation in Cape Town, it had been 
signed by seven people. Another forty-five had signed on the 
Internet.

Most beloved state of heart—I return again and again

We travel up-country for our yearly Free State Christmas and I’m 
surprised how far one can see. How vast, how desperately beautiful, 
this country is. And the strength with which it just stays itself. My 
eyes lick the horizons clean. We take turns driving, and the closer 
we get to the Free State, the lighter we all become.

We wind our way slowly through my hometown, through streets 
thronged with shoppers. The Christmas rush has become completely 
black. The road takes us past the plotte, where houses stand empty 
and broken-down, wires hang loose, and weeds flourish. I remember 
my mother telling me that the township authorities had bought the 
land for informal settlements. From afar I see the eucalyptus trees of 
my youth, then the poplars and willows, and then, spangled by the 
midday light, the sandstone house like a honeycomb.
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“What the . . . !” My husband stops. On the gate is a huge notice: 
“If you set foot on this farm without a specific appointment, expect to 
be met by an armed response.” It appears in Afrikaans and Sesotho 
as well.

Jerked out of our memories, we are all wide awake. Surely this 
has nothing to do with us? Very slowly we drive up the gravel road to 
the yard. The lush thicket of trees around the house looks different. . 
. the undergrowth and low-hanging branches have been cut open to 
shoulder height. We understand—now no one can hide near the 
house.

But they are all sitting outside and we tumble into the embrace of 
warmth and jokes and memories. We are all there. My brother 
Hendrik cuts three watermelons. Afterward we swim in the big 
cement dam behind the orchard while the sun sets in a splendor of 
clouds. The noises of the yard become more distinct—the milking of 
cows, the tractors being put away, then the sounds of frogs and birds 
rising like moisture from the vlei.

That evening my elder brother Andries explains. Do not go for 
walks before eight in the morning or after five in the afternoon. Close 
the gates so that the three dogs can circle the house at night. Do not 
go out to any car that stops in the yard. Of the nineteen farmers 
murdered these past months, two were in this area.

We lie deep in the family double bed in the guest room. My 
children are sleeping all over the place in makeshift beds. In the 
night, I am awakened by thunder. I open the shutter and stand 
entranced by the storm—my nostrils filled with the blessed smell of 
wet earth and stone. This is the place that first wakened me for 
words and it still does—after all these years, these many other 
voices.

Early the next morning, I go looking for coffee in my mother’s 
kitchen. “Julie Kapenaars have brought us rain.” My father is 
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pleased.

I see my mother coming back from the chicken run with her two 
youngest grandchildren, each swinging a basket of eggs. She seems 
frail, but the scene is so peaceful, we are so lucky, so privileged . . . 
But whereas this privilege used to upset me in the past, now I can 
hold it against a truth that we are all aware of. No longer an unaware 
privilege, but one that we know the price and mortality of.

On Christmas Day, we go to the service in the moederkerk in the 
center of town. Next to the big church, the statue of Voortrekker 
leader Sarel Cilliers is still at its post—Cilliers atop a cannon, his 
hand raised to take the oath of Blood River: “God, if You help us to 
overpower the blacks, we will keep this day, December 16, holy 
forever.”

After the service, we drive back to the farm. Just before the turnoff, 
Andries speeds past us in his bakkie with his lights flashing. We slow 
down. When he is in front, we drive on to the farm in convoy. I see 
the barrel of a rifle next to him, and my sister-in-law Bettie takes out 
her handgun. At the house, we all wait in the cars.

“The first thing you check is whether the dogs are moving around 
naturally,” Bettie says.

But soon everybody is engrossed in preparing the Christmas meal: 
the ham is being carved, the turkey falls in delicate white slices 
spiced with tarragon and thyme—outside the children play cricket, 
the cousins from the farm teach the others marabaraba ... the 
younger girls lay the table and fold festive serviettes.

I go out to the bakkie to help Andries carry in the cooler with the 
beer. A car draws up in the yard. Without a word, the children stop 
playing and move closer to the house. My brother puts down the 
cooler. His body has become taut and vigilant. His daughter Sumien 
runs into the house and appears in a minute with the gun. A black 
man gets out.
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“Go into the house,” Andries orders us. It is quiet inside. We try to 
hear. Then Andries’s familiar chuckle and his fluent Sesotho. It is a 
man who grew up with my father; he has come to wish him Merry 
Christmas.

“How do you survive this?” I ask.

“It is difficult, especially for Ma and Pa. She said the other day land 
is the essence of the Afrikaner, because land brings freedom. Now 
this piece of land that Great-great-grandfather Delport bought with 
golden pounds .. .”

“Ja, ja, so many pounds, it broke the table,” I add.

“Ma said she cannot cope with the fact that this farm, this lifelong 
haven, this place that has always been the safest place we know, 
has turned into an island under threat. That when a car comes up 
the gravel road, we don’t know whether it’s carrying friends or 
killers.”

He sighs.

“But to a certain extent, I suppose this is more real. This is more in 
step with the country than the paradise of our youth. What we had 
could not last... the question is, will this last?”

On a tractor tube, we drift down the river. Like a small brooch of 
bodies, my husband and I lie entwined on the soft flow of low velvet 
river-water. Cicadas lisp; there is the tender rumbling of river doves, 
the willows with their limp green whips, the green reeds where 
finches hang like gems. Above it the white banks and the sky. Slowly 
we bob and spin.

I’ve written about this farm obsessively. No other season can heal 
my words. I don’t speak of it. I call no planets hither. My being is 
weak with it, hangs on to it—yet it can no longer come from me. I 
trail my hand in the water. My husband kisses my neck. “You always 
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return me . . .” he whispers, and the wrinkles in his voice are 
motionless, “and I never recover from you.”

My bones catch fire. I grab his slippery wrist. My skin will never 
forget him, my first love. I am with him, as I am with my own blood I 
am with him, my blood-beloved.

“You lot from the city who talk to politicians and read newspapers . . . 
what do you say—when should we leave the country?”

We’re standing around the fire, where chops and wors are sizzling. 
My sisters-in-law unwrap garlic bread and open tinfoil with buttery 
patats and potatoes.

“If you wanted to leave, you should have left already. Now it’s too 
late.”

“No, seriously,” Hendrik says. “When do you know the moment 
has come for you to load your bakkie and leave? And my second 
question is, where to?”

I ask the obvious question. “Why do you want to leave?”

“Because this is no longer my country.”

“How can you say that! Look where we are today and how it is . . .”

“Would you die for this country? If a war broke out tomorrow, 
would you go? Would you send your sons to defend this country?”

The yelling of the children playing by the water is suddenly among 
us.

“No, I wouldn’t. . .”

“There, see—it’s not your country either.”
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“Wait, let me finish ... I really do feel this is my country, but I think 
that no one, no country, no politician, has the right to ask anyone to 
die for them. They can make claims on my life, I’ll make sacrifices in 
that, but my death is my own.”

“Then you don’t really love this country. Do you think any 
Englishman or American would refuse to defend their country? And 
why is that? Because they feel it’s theirs. I will only fight for my wife 
and my children and this farm.”

“Americans are prepared to fight for their country because they 
have a lot to lose,” says my levelheaded husband. “You don’t want to 
fight because you feel nothing is yours—you only want to defend the 
things that are closest to you.”

Andries opens a beer. “I want to talk about the Truth Commission 
—because I keep on thinking maybe I don’t understand what’s going 
on. But to me it looks like a bargain. The politicians discussed it and 
amnesty was accepted as a concession to us. Now let me ask you: 
Why did I only hear about the commission after the first hearings 
were held? Why did no politician bother to explain to us: ‘We are 
negotiating this thing called amnesty; this is how it will work and this 
is what we will score’?”

“I was personally involved in organizing a workshop in 
Stellenbosch on the possibility of a Truth Commission—this was a 
few months after the election. Politicians and dominées and 
reporters were invited, but they didn’t come. Die Burger, which could 
have reached Afrikaans-speakers in the Cape, refused to cover the 
event. Later I reported on the drafting of the legislation, and the NP 
politicians had only one strategy—to try and score political points by 
accusing the ANC of onesidedness. Petty grandstanding suited them 
better than actually explaining to their voters what it was all about.”

I have a question of my own. “These killings of farmers—do you 
agree with Mandela that it is a third force?”
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“For sure. If you’d been in the army like the two of us, you’d know 
that the violent actions of the right wing and black criminals are 
always amateurish. The police usually catch them pretty quickly. I 
mean, Walus shoots Chris Hani and he’s caught half an hour later 
with the gun still in his car. That would never happen to an army- 
trained soldier. And these people killing farmers are professional— 
they are swift, they are accurate, and they never kill so many people 
in one area that it becomes impossible for others to go on living 
there. I also think the killings are linked to the armed robberies. 
Come kill some farmers for pleasure and rob a bank for your salary 
in between.”

“When will you leave?” I ask.

“I cannot leave. I’m too old, I’m over forty. I’ve lived here all my life. 
Where would I go? But what I will do is fight. There is no way my 
children, my wife, or Ma and Pa will be harmed or gunned down and 
I’ll just stand and cry on television. That day I will fight. And let me 
tell you—the country's full of well-trained soldiers, thousands and 
thousands of men who’ve been in the army. It would take less than 
three months to put together a solid structure for effective 
underground violence. And when someone says the boere are sus 
en so, we’ll take him out—neatly.”

“So when will that day arrive?”

“When we don’t have anything to lose.”

“But shouldn’t you be putting your energies into building the 
country?”

“They don’t want our energies. They want to build the country 
themselves. And that’s fair enough. You know, I’ve never heard a 
white man say, ‘It’s a pity they took my job away.’ What they say is: 
‘It’s a pity the black man who took my place can’t do the job.’ I don’t 
want them to say they’ll keep our schools white, or they’ll protect our 
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language, or we can keep our jobs. I don’t want that. I want them to 
realize that we can be of help or of use or whatever.”

“And when they accuse you of racism, when they hold you 
responsible for all this killing and destruction—don’t you think it’s 
unfair?”

“No! They’re right—I was a racist. I wanted everything for myself. I 
wanted the best. I did terrible things to get it and to keep it. Now it’s 
their turn.”

“Surely you at least want them to treat you better than you treated 
them?”

“No! I just wish they would want exactly what I wanted—the best. 
For themselves. Then they’d realize that we can help them to get it.”

Down to my last skin

The first Sunday of the New Year and the commission is on the front 
page: “TRC set to be torn apart over ANC amnesties.” The 
amnesties granted to senior ANC leaders by the Amnesty 
Committee in November last year are still causing conflict. The 
newspaper says there are two factions: one group under Dumisa 
Ntsebeza feels the Amnesty Committee’s decision should be 
accepted; the other under Alex Boraine feels the matter should be 
taken on review. This tension—the report goes on—will come to a 
head during a two-day retreat on Robben Island, which the 
commissioners will undertake this very Sunday.

I remember a press conference shortly before Christmas, where 
Tutu said that the commission was in two minds about the matter. 
Can the commission take one of its own committees to court? And 
what will the consequences be if it is left to the National Party to take 
the commission to court instead? Since the Winnie hearing, the ANC 
amnesties have been in the spotlight constantly. The decision 
produced outrage in Afrikaner quarters. General Constand Viljoen 
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wanted to know whether he could apply for amnesty for violations 
that might appear on other amnesty applications. “As chief of the 
army, I armed thousands of young men every year. I don’t know what 
some of them did. Can’t I apply in general terms for that?” Viljoen 
was told that he could not. “It’s not our fault that the ANC received 
better legal advice than Viljoen,” said the Truth Commission. When 
the ANC amnesties were made known in the same week in which P. 
W. Botha was subpoenaed, one of the two Afrikaners on the 
commission resigned. “I am just a token,” Chris de Jager said 
afterward. “A token with no power.”

At that same press conference, I asked Tutu: “Don’t you feel 
conned by the ANC amnesty? As a reporter, I personally made a big 
hullabaloo about the fact that the ANC was prepared to take 
responsibility—‘Look, here’s a huge box full of applications, all the 
top leaders have applied. While the National Party won't admit to a 
thing . . .’ And now they come with these amnesty applications, 
which are vague at best and misleading at worst. It’s a sham. Don’t 
you—you who have threatened to resign if they don’t apply—don’t 
you feel cheated by them?”

“No,” Tutu said without hesitation. “The ANC made a solid political 
submission confessing to a lot of important things. People who’ve 
been victimized by the ANC—many of them—have testified right 
from the beginning. You must remember one thing, this is a moral 
universe—the truth will always out. If there are ANC people who lied, 
the truth will catch up with them.”

And now this story of a split. What if it’s true? What if they are 
already at loggerheads? What if other commissioners resign? Now 
would be just the right time to do it—you’ve spent two years building 
up a profile, you’ve been banking a judge’s salary ... get out now 
and you won’t be held responsible for everything that goes wrong 
from here on. The idea sickens me. Was it a racial conflict again? 
But my thoughts keep butting up against the man in the dress. Tutu 
has years of experience ... but is he up to it?
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Ever since he returned from America after his cancer treatment, 
he’s seemed very rhetorical. When confronted with anything, he 
keeps saying: “God is good, God is good.” You want to say: “That’s 
not enough from you—sometimes God alone is not enough.” Has he 
lost faith in the commission? Is he too ill? Is he disappointed in the 
commissioners? If the commission can’t make it work, what hope 
does the country have?

On Tuesday, the media sail out to Robben Island for a press 
conference. Despite the crowd of blistering pink tourists, one does 
not travel that distance untouched. The cliché that is Table Mountain 
stands breathlessly in blue; the sea is a quiet, glaucous heaving. 
And you think of the countless soul-destroying crossings made in 
this boat, the Susan Kruger. Named after the wife of Justice Minister 
Jimmy Kruger, himself enshrined in infamy for remarking that the 
death of Steve Biko left him cold. As the boat slips out of the harbor, 
I think of Biko and how his story is the only famous one that has not 
been put before the Truth Commission. Because his family chose to 
take the commission to the Constitutional Court, we never got to 
hear about the last time they saw him, how they remember him, how 
his children cope without him, living in his gigantic shadow.

“We were not allowed to sit on the boat, to see people,” says an 
ex-convict. “We were taken below, there was a little trap door where 
they kept the tires—we were kept there in the belly of the boat—so 
when the sea was rough, you’d feel it—many of us got sick. And you 
don’t see a thing.”

A bus takes us to the part of the island where the retreat was held. 
From afar I peer out to try and pick up whether any animosity is 
visible. But the commissioners are sitting outside in the sun, drinking, 
talking. And they look so relaxed in soft summery clothing and 
sandals that I hardly recognize some of them.

It took them less than half an hour to come to the following 
decision, Tutu says: the commission will ask the High Court for a 
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declaratory order on the ANC amnesties. And will then act 
accordingly. And that is that. If this is a crisis, says Tutu, then give 
me more. “But it seems there is a perverse desire in some quarters 
that this commission must fail. I want to say to them: ‘A lot more 
hinges on the success of this commission than you may think, 
maybe even the very continuation of our newly won democracy.’

“If anyone had told me in 1996 that we would become the kind of 
group that we have become in 1998—united, although we differ—I 
would not have believed it. Because things were often quite bad . . . 
you came away from commission meetings feeling chewed up. I 
think that overall if we—as diverse as we have been, diverse in 
gender, faith, race, age—if we could jell as a group, then there is 
great hope for our country.”

“What made the group jell?”

“In part, I would say it is the experiences we have gone through 
together, even if they were awful . . . But coming to this island was a 
special experience—the history of this place, the ghosts who are 
moving around here. Robben Island has always been a place of 
reconciliation. And we said we wanted to be open to God—I think 
God surprised us. It was actually a fun time—drinking, singing, 
dancing, eating. We ourselves were surprised that it could be so 
beautiful . . . And we just knew: our freedom will last, because it was 
so costly.”

I do a Q and A with a radio station, standing on a low stone wall so 
that I can pick up the cell phone signal, looking back to the continent. 
There is a rawness in my chest. It is mine. I belong to that continent. 
My gaze, my eyes, are one with the thousands of others that have 
looked back over the centuries toward Africa. Ours. Mine. Yes, I 
would die for this. It slips out, like a smooth holy sound. And I realize 
that it is the commission alone that has brought me to these 
moments of fierce belonging.
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When I am away from these people, I falter, I lose faith. I do not 
want to let go of them.

The commissioners travel back with us on the boat. I pick them out 
one by one, as they sit with the wind and sea spray in their faces. I 
want to remember them like this.

“Was it really that easy to come to the decision?” I ask one of 
them.

“Yes,” she says. “Tutu has a way of making it possible, of 
transcending a particular problem, of taking it to a level where we all 
just naturally meet.” I look at him in the bow of the boat, joking with 
his sailor cap over his eyes. Because of him.

The Truth Commission was supposed to end in the middle of 
December 1997, but its life span kept being extended, and as I write 
this now, it is due to hand in its final report by the end of July 1998. 
But the latest news is that even this might no longer be possible. By 
opting to take the slow, laborious route of full legal proceedings for 
amnesty, the Amnesty Committee has admitted that it will not finish 
the amnesties in time for the final report. So the final report will not 
be final. An addendum will be added after six months. “Six months!” 
one of the commissioners sighs. “It’s more likely to be two years. 
From the beginning, it was a mistake that the Amnesty Committee 
was not fully rooted in the commission. I would go so far as to say 
that even its autonomy was a big mistake. An unfinished report after 
more than two years, thousands of amnesties unraveling toward the 
millennium, a controversial decision on the ANC leaders . . . en ons 
sit met die gebakte pere.” (“.. . and we’re left holding the baby.”)

Some journalists move on to new beats; others prefer to stay. I 
take up the post of parliamentary editor for radio in Cape Town.

In a wild arch of air, I rock with the commissioners in the boat back to 
the mainland. I am filled with an indescribable tenderness toward this 
commission. With all its mistakes, its arrogance, its racism, its 
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sanctimony, its incompetence, the lying, the failure to get an interim 
reparation policy off the ground after two years, the showing off— 
with all of this—it has been so brave, so naively brave, in the winds 
of deceit, ran-cor, and hate. Against a flood crashing with the weight 
of a brutalizing past onto new usurping politics, the commission has 
kept alive the idea of a common humanity. Painstakingly it has 
chiseled a way beyond racism and made space for all of our voices. 
For all its failures, it carries a flame of hope that makes me proud to 
be from here, of here.

But I want to put it more simply. I want this hand of mine to write it. 
For us all; all voices, all victims:

because of you
this country no longer lies 
between us but within

it breathes becalmed 
after being wounded 
in its wondrous throat

in the cradle of my skull
it sings, it ignites
my tongue, my inner ear, the cavity of heart 
shudders toward the outline
new in soft intimate clicks and gutturals

of my soul the retina learns to expand 
daily because by a thousand stories 
I was scorched

a new skin.
I am changed forever. I want to say:
forgive me
forgive me
forgive me
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You whom I have wronged, please 
take me 
with you.
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t is as if the rain picks you up carefully. As if the rain has got 
your scent. As if you’re holding on to fleeces of mist, as if the rain 
clears your throat and lightly rumbles down your thighs. The rain 
drapes you out on the front of its bulk. It encompasses everything. 
You see nothing except brightening sweeps of mist. Somewhere light 
sifts through. Your eyelashes drenched. The rain sinks forward, tilts. 
Your nose scatters a drop or two. Amongst rags of spray you make 
out no fixed shape. Things of vapour and deluge drift and shift 
across one another.

Then lightning. And stone reefs strain against each other 
primordially in the mist. Something creaks, then bursts, flashes away 
with flocks of fire and then sinks back sodden black into the foaming 
whirl of water. Something tears. You grip the strong forearms of the 
rain, your back against its underbelly, as if this is all you have. The 
rain backs away and dives past the stacks of cloud into open air. You 
start making things out again. Water trails down the scars of 
highlands and rocks, and swirls together and gushes over, swirls 
together, gushes over, backs off, flows through, fills up, streams 
away. Becomes river. Sluiced in basalt and granite, ridged and 
haltered by snatches of sandstone, limestone, shale, veiled through 
with sediment, edged in soft silver drifts of sand. And before your 
very eyes the sun breaks through. You see wild bushwillows bursting 
from banks and fluitjiesriet frittering out finches. In still hippo-pools, 
soundless rings slip from fish leaping into the sun. The rain clutches 
you tightly. It holds you. It hurts you. As if the rain has snipped the 
wire that draws your insides together.
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CHAPTER THREE

i drive through the outstretched plains of the southern Free State. 
Verlatenfontein, Heuningneskloof, Brakspruit, Eensaamheid, 
Abjaterskop, Erfdeel. Gravel roads thread to unseen farmsteads. 
One is struck by the sense of an intentional vast emptiness in which 
far-off hilltops feature as slight draughts of breath. The landscape 
feels ancient and clear. Everything human feels accidental and 
threadbare - a residue to be simply scraped off one morning from 
the majestic monotony. Nothing ornamental is tolerated. Nothing that 
cannot endure so much sky.

What effect does a landscape like this have on a psyche? What 
forms did freedom and democracy translate themselves into on 
these plains? Have they ever reached here? I remember gathering 
some stories before the first democratic election, some of them sent 
to me by Rina.

Apart from stockpiling canned goods and ammunition, she 
informed me, some farmers from the western Free State had their 
wives and children sleep in black nightgowns and pyjamas: if the 
enemy attacked, they could flee unseen in the dark across the veld.

She also told me about a farmer from Smithfield, tinkering on his 
tractor in the big barn the week before the election, casually asking 
his labourers: ‘Are you going to receive land after the election?’

‘Aikona, the land will go to all those on the TV.’
‘But if you do get land, will you at least have a job for me?’
Deathly silence. ‘You know me. When I come to ask for work, will 

you take me in and give me a hut?’
Mild giggling. ‘Ja-nee, we will.’
‘Now what kind of work will I have to do?’
‘Work?’ one of them asks in surprise.
‘Yes, work. Daniel, what work will you give me to do?’
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Daniel, pat: ‘Tending sheep.’
A moment of silence. Tending sheep rates as the most humble 

work on a farm. A wild, enthusiastic eruption of laughter.
‘No, let him milk,’ says another. The gasp is audible. Then more 

laughter. Milking demands the hardest and most merciless hours on 
a farm.

‘No, let him work in the garden. Hoeing and watering.’
Gardening is working for the farmer’s wife. It is to be in the 

garden when other people come to visit, it is to be the big, strong, 
mature man they see busy planting seedlings or raking up leaves or 
digging up earth on the orders of the miesies. This meets with 
raucous laughter.

‘No, Baas Pieter,’ says yet another. ‘I will make you drive. I will 
give you the car, then I will say: “Pieter, how about it, take me bietjie 
to Cape Town, let’s go and check it out there!’”

‘Wow!’ yell the younger ones, somersaulting in pure abundance, 
laughing uproariously. Suddenly everything is cut off as if with a 
knife. As if the same thought is dawning on everyone. Shakily one of 
the farm workers sinks to the ground. Then another. The farmer 
emerges slowly from underneath the tractor. So everyone sits on the 
edge of the cement floor, speechless beside the abyss of their own 
thoughts, until the first guineafowl comes up to the eucalyptus grove 
for the night.

4
The pre-election time ticked away in a highly volatile atmosphere. 
Everything was both possible and impossible. People did things, 
heard things, said things they had never imagined before. Big, 
important events frittered away into nothingness in the face of so 
many possibilities of change. Small gestures took on a symbolism of 
great significance.

So it was that Lieutenant Colonel Johan Botha was visited by an 
angel while he was busy praying. On his knees he was pleading with 
the Lord to deliver this country from a black government, when he 
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suddenly, inexplicably, switched over to English. ‘I don’t know why I 
suddenly started speaking English,’ he said in a radio interview. ‘It 
just happened like that. One moment I was praying in Afrikaans, the 
next moment I asked in English: “God, what do you want of this 
country?”’ And suddenly, there on his knees, he became aware of a 
presence. A glow. A heat. And when he opened his eyes he saw this 
angel and the glory of the Lord shone around him. The angel did not 
touch the ground, according to Lieutenant Colonel Botha, and its 
face was in shadow. Then the angel spoke. Why the angel spoke in 
English, Lieutenant Colonel Botha also did not know. ‘I want South 
Africa on its knees,’ said the angel via Botha in an English tinged 
with Afrikaans. ‘I don’t think it was an angel,’ the young son of 
Lieutenant Colonel Botha said afterwards. ‘It was God Himself, 
because He said “I”.’

A week before the election, there was a political rally in 
Kroonstad. Some comrades were singing ‘America - six foot under 
the ground’ one moment, and cheerfully chanting the next: ‘Viva pap 
en boerewors, viva Calvin Klein jeans!’ One of the speakers pointed 
emphatically at the fancy white neighbourhood and said, to 
tumultuous applause: ‘After the election all of this will be ours!’

During this time, I did an interview with the man who had been 
the foreman on our farm all of his life. First my father’s playmate, 
later his right-hand man. The man who drove us children to school 
every day and me to Odendaalsrus for violin lessons on Saturday 
afternoons. After I published the interview, my mother said: ‘We all 
had to reassess our relationship with Isak after reading the piece. 
None of us realized he cared so deeply about your father.’

I, Sebata Isak Mokokoane, come from Basotholand, but so long ago that 
I cannot remember it. My father’s father lies buried in Basotholand. Your 
father and I grew up together on the farm. We grew up like each other. 
We grew up smartly. We spoke Sesotho, and sjoe! re bapala. We play, 
play, play. In the mornings it is still dark night when I go down to the 
house, then he is already waiting for me, then we play there, we hunt 
birds with the catapult, we ride horses, we go down to the spruit. We 
played, we played, until the oumiesies came out of the house with her 
bonnet to look for us.
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Like Matjama was, so was I. We ate porridge from the same bowl. 
One o’clock Matjama gets his plate in the dining room, I get my plate in 
the kitchen. Then he doesn’t eat well. Then oumiesies puts his food in 
my plate, then he sits with me, then we eat together. When he went to 
school, we went apart for the first time. Until then we were just even
even. We were like each other. Then he went past me, but it could not be 
the other way - my people were not used to sending a child away to 
school. So then Matjama only came to the farm on Fridays. Then, then 
... the whole week the two of us, we wait for then. When he gets off the 
car I see his face changes when he sees me. Mine too. On Fridays, I 
became a person.

Then he went to get clever. Then I became clever on my own. Then I 
married and I worked in the town. Then the Baas there told me, Baas 
Willem is getting married in Kroonstad and he wants you. You must meet 
him in Senekal at the café. So I went there. I was waiting for him. But I 
was afraid. I was actually shaking. I was afraid that I wouldn’t remember 
him if I saw him. All that I remembered very well was the mark. Matjama 
had a little mark above his eye from an accident when we were small. 
One of my sticks cut him. Then I saw this man standing there and I said 
suddenly, without looking at him: ‘Hey, dumela Matjama!’ Then I saw no, 
this man’s head jerked in the air. Then the man laughed and I saw the 
mark above his eye. The mark I made. It was him. Then he told me he is 
getting married on a farm and I must come with him. We must stay 
together. We must always be together. Then I came. So we stayed 
together until today.

I know Matjama well. As well as I know myself. When he comes out 
from the house, then I already know if he is teary or angry. But one thing, 
he may be Matjama or the Baas, but when he is finished speaking he 
has nothing left inside him. If he is angry, he will look away, look away, 
and then when he speaks, the tears hang from your face. He does not 
like to quarrel and he never swears.

On the farm I looked after milking, sick calves, chickens, every year 
the coop was full of chicks that had to get ants fed to them, pruning 
trees, grapes, making drains and diggings, I slaughtered sheep, cattle, 
pigs, I built with sandstone, dolerite, brick, I put in ceilings, plank floors, 
gutters. I put on roofs. I drove cars, tractors, trucks. For years I drove you 
to school, fetched fodder for the farm. If I didn’t know how, I looked, 
looked, and then I saw how. Then I did it. One thing that I am sad about 
is that all the work that I know does not have papers. I can do all these 
things but the papers do not show it. Now I’m not what I am.
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Land I would like. Just a small bit. I want to know: here I stay. Here I 
build. Here I sit on my own place. I will build a house. From stone. Plant 
vegetables, carrots, potatoes. And trees. Apricot and peach trees and a 
shady tree. Matjama’s mother taught me that a person should always 
have a shady tree. But one thing: I will not let Matjama go. I will let 
Matjama go the day he dies or I die.

The elections confuse me. My wife Eveline says we cannot vote for 
Mandela, because he does not live here with us. We stay with you, 
where you vote, we will vote. I just wish to stay with the Baas. I am old. 
My efforts lie here. It is Matjama who is holding me upright. I can live, I 
can eat. I do not need anything. If I need, he helps. I want to die here. I 
want to die under the Baas. He is all I know.

The night before the election, Beethoven’s opera Fidelio was 
performed in Cape Town. In the final scene, a few hours before the 
first polling booths would open, a light broke out over the stage. 
From dungeons and cells came people, arms waving, faces turned 
up to the glorious light. A black Florestan exulted:

Do I not sense a breathing, soft-swirling air?
I see an angel in a rose-coloured glow
Ein Engel
Der führt mich zur Freiheit...
Freiheit!

The choir broke into a mighty sound: Freedom. In the front row 
someone leapt up enthusiastically, fist clenched in the air. Freedom.

Polling day itself was rainy in Cape Town, but along the wet streets 
people showed themselves, became visible, grew into queues 
snaking across pavements - honourable, tolerant, dignified. Initially, 
the queue I joined was made up only of the coloured residents of 
Woodstock. But gradually, as problems were encountered at other 
polling stations, taxis brought in people from Khayelitsha.

When I unfolded the ballot, the full national choice lay under my 
hand. For the first time. It was as if a miracle burst open like a small 
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seed-casing in my throat. For the first time I am part of my complete 
country. My hands neither ordering nor begging. Making the cross, 
liberation spiking my blood with belonging.

The next day, some ANC comrades who were also election 
officials called from the Free State: ‘You never told us the Boere are 
so friendly, man. In all the towns, we were received with such 
warmth. Real warmth, hey. When our car broke down on the way to 
Steynsrus, we were afraid, and we said to each other: today we will 
be murdered here next to this very road. Then this big farmer 
stopped behind us in his bakkie, and we said to ourselves, boykies, 
this is it. Either we run away in our official T-shirts, or we face our 
end in this car. But the man was so friendly. Spoke Sesotho. Gave 
us a lift. Up in front, hey. Took us to his house, sat us down in the 
living room. Coffee and rusks on a tray with a lace cover. The same 
cups as them, hey. He even phoned his own mechanic in Petrus 
Steyn to come and fetch our car. No man, die Boere is nxa\’

Rina also called. She had been a monitor at a small polling 
station. ‘Was I scared! Half past seven in the morning on the way 
there I saw a dead jackal lying next to the road, the blood on him still 
fresh but his skin in perfect condition. I loaded him into the car. When 
I got to the polling station, there were black people already queuing 
for two kilometres and I was the only white and I thought, sister, 
today you are going to be killed right here. If not for your minibus, 
then definitely for the jackal skin. I stopped a distance away, but 
when I walked down past the queue, I saw that I knew almost 
everyone, because at one stage or another they had all attended the 
clinic where I worked. Inside the hall I had to monitor proceedings 
with the PAC guy and the ANC guy. PAC? We checked each other 
out from the corners of our eyes. One of the first people to come in 
was this ancient woman. Here and there still a tooth. Fingers 
stiffened in all directions. Of course, she could not read. She could 
not write. The official showed her the ballot paper and explained 
patiently in Sesotho how she had to point to the face of the 
candidate she wanted to vote for. Her hand hesitated. Then she 
pointed at ... guess who? At Constand Viljoen. We looked at each 
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other and started laughing. We told her to look carefully. Suddenly 
her face livened up and she pointed to Mandela, and she laughed 
and pointed and pointed. Then with the provincial ballot, her hand 
moved slowly down the list until it came to rest securely on Zach de 
Beer. Man, then we held each other from all the laughing, but we felt 
that she knew now how it worked, and so she must have wanted to 
vote like that.’

A week after the election, Rina phoned again. ‘Peet was on his 
way to Zimbabwe and decided to stop in Pietersburg to have a 
haircut. The barber was a woman. While she cuts, he asks, just to 
make conversation, “Now who is your premier in this area?” “Jis 
meneer, now you ask me a thing. Liesbeth!” she shouts to the back 
of the shop. “What is our premier’s name again?” Liesbeth appears 
in a flash, busily drying a cup. “Ngoako Ramatlhodi,” she says. The 
barber looks at him in the mirror and shrugs: “Yes sir, what can I 
say!’”

Some months after the election, Sello Thulo and I were sent to 
the Free State by the SABC to see what progress the provincial 
government was making under the new dispensation. As a 
counterpoint to the image of Nelson Mandela surrounded by South 
African military men during his inauguration as president, Free State 
premier Mosiuoa ‘Terror’ Lekota was responsible for one of the 
strongest visual moments of change on television: the statue of 
Hendrik Frensch Verwoerd swinging and tumbling on cables as it is 
lifted from its pedestal and loaded on to a truck.

The new government of the Free State was all fired up. The top 
political leaders were in charge, and it was exciting to walk in the 
corridors of power and see comrades in the offices, and coloured 
and black kids I once taught behind the desks. ‘Hi Miss, how could 
anyone have predicted this?’ one of my ex-pupils asked. Although he 
worked in the Department of Finance, he showed me a card he kept 
in the right-hand drawer of his desk with this mnemonic written on it: 
onmiddellik (two deeds, two lies) and intéressant (one ring, two 
shoes). ‘This is what you taught me and I will never ever misspell 
those words.’ My hair stood on end. I had never suspected that one 
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of my students would use my unique Afrikaans spelling techniques to 
boost his confidence as an economist. But he was filled with the 
idealism of progress and reconciliation.

‘Easy it is not,’ he confessed during the interview. ‘I mean, how 
does one create a Finance Department, Miss? The Free State’s 
funding has always been handled at national level, now we suddenly 
have to open a full-blooded Department of Finance. And people 
have problems. How much power does the Department have? Who 
may open accounts for it? Who should sign the cheques? Can you 
open an account at any bank or does the state have a preference? 
Exactly how do provincial powers differ from the national ones? 
What are the priorities? All of this will determine the processes 
preferred by this provincial government. If development takes 
precedence, we will have to work out processes to encourage it. 
What are these? Finances are not merely records of income and 
expenditure.’

I was impressed. But he had just paused to take a breath, and 
went on again: ‘Before this, you need offices and telephones and 
furniture. Who should buy this? Should there be tendering 
procedures? Do you get somebody who has been fitting out offices 
for years or do you use a new affirmative action group? Are there 
any requirements for the location of a Department of Finance in a 
city? Must we be close to the Legislature? In the centre of town? 
How many people may work in this Department? Then there is the 
mistrust between officials from the old system and those coming in 
new. What are they not telling you? Can you go ahead and do 
absolutely everything you think is important? Or must you wait for 
instructions from Pretoria? But the most annoying is: the old guard 
leaks everything to the media. Practices we have inherited from 
them now leak out into the media like big, corrupt, evil, black 
swamps-as if we invented them!’

Later that day, Sello and I drove on to Bloemhof, where Cas 
Human, MEC for Agriculture, was giving a speech to a large group of 
farm workers. Because the meeting was held in the township, there 
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were no white farmers present, but the hall was packed with 
unemployed people.

‘Our dream is that every person in South Africa should have 
enough food to eat. And this is possible. If we can give each family 
one cow, three goats, three African chickens, two hares, spinach, 
cabbage and carrot seed, one mulberry tree and a couple of 
silkworms, you will not only be able to eat, you will also be able to 
send your children to school. You can earn R170 with one cow, less 
feeding costs. The goats will provide milk and meat, the chickens will 
lay eggs you can eat or sell, the hares you can eat for the protein, 
the silkworm cocoons we will export from the Free State to China, 
and with just one shoebox full of silk spinnings you can pay the 
school fees of three children.’

The audience sat listening with blank faces. Cas Human is white, 
but he has a respectable struggle background in the eastern Free 
State. ‘My biggest problem is the hares,’ he told us afterwards. ‘The 
people don’t want to eat hare meat. I organized a special hare 
evening with roast hare, potjiekos hare, hare meatballs, hare 
burgers, but people didn’t want it to pass their lips.’ ‘He calls it hare,’ 
one of his black assistants tells Sello, ‘but actually it is rabbit. And 
the people who slaughtered the rabbits say they are not at all like the 
veld hare - they are much more bloody and kind of spongy.’

Before the end of the first term, both Terror Lekota and Cas 
Human had been removed from their positions, and the Finance 
Department was being kept on a tight rein by Pretoria.

chapter one

To melt into blue. To translate longing into the light blue loosening of 
sound. To stand looking up at the boy on the steps - and be born 
into blueness.

School case over the shoulder, looking up, being hauled from 
drowning in one sweep right up into the clearest, most open heart of 
blue. Slippery wet and breathing for the first time.
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The boy on the steps in the pristine white shirt, the neat school 
tie, the dark, straight hair, the boy, first and foremost, had eyes.

How does she write the blue? How does she write the boy?
Her life has begun.

chapter two

He sits behind her. He leans over her to point out where her maths 
equation has gone wrong. He lisps slightly. His thin wrist. His fingers 
lightsome around the strict line of pencil. His soft cheek hairless. 
When he looks at her, she reels down into his eyes.

Through the classroom window she notes the airy amphibrach of 
birds against the sky.

How does she write the stars suddenly in her mouth? The 
warmth. How does she write light?
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CHAPTER FOUR

the N1 coils like a small intestine through the northern Free State 
with villages and towns attached like festering glands. Where 
Winburg used to be, new RDP houses stand right up against the 
highway. Ventersburg clings to both sides of the N1. On one side 
stretches an enormous squatter camp as far as the eye can see. On 
the other side a tiny collection of plots, houses, shops and garages. 
How on earth does such a small commercial area carry such a large 
poor neighbourhood? Where does everybody work? What do they 
live from?

The closer to Kroonstad, the more my eyes fall into place. I have 
come to accept that there is earth that never leaves one’s soul. My 
ancestors were one of the first six Boer families who settled along 
the Valschrivier long before the Great Trek. For eight generations my 
story has run with this town and this river. My great-grandfather, 
Danie Serfontein, was the first member of parliament for Kroonstad 
after the Anglo-Boer War. My family fills the entire district. On the 
banks of this river, I was made.

I cross the bridge spanning the river like a harp. I turn off to the 
right in order to go and greet the river before I continue on home. 
What the hell? ... where are the willows? They must have been 
chopped down. While I’m looking for them, I almost drive into a tree 
trunk. An enormous pine has fallen across the road. It must have 
happened a while ago, considering the weeds growing amongst the 
roots. I see heaps of paper and tins. I smell before I see the 
plundered toilets. On the front steps people have obviously been 
shitting at arm’s length from one another. The lawns have vanished 
under weeds and rubbish. The playground with its ancient slides and 
swings is decomposing into rusty colours.

I reverse so fast, I get tears in my eyes.
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‘It’s the new town council,’ is the answer given to me later. ‘The 
previous council wanted to start charging for use of the facilities at 
the river, but the new council said it was just an excuse to keep black 
people out. The park is now in the hands of the people of Kroonstad, 
and this is what the people of Kroonstad have done with it. 
Christmas and New Year it is so packed and aggressive there, no 
white person dare go near it.’

My family now stay in town. Middenspruit, our farm, is being 
leased to someone with the option to buy, and my two brothers and 
their wives are working full time. Farming does not pay any more, 
they say. The new government took away the subsidies, and 
overheads have rocketed to the extent that one makes almost no 
profit, and cannot recover from a failed harvest. In addition, theft has 
had such a negative impact on the value of the land that they can no 
longer borrow money from the bank. Besides, our farm is so close to 
town that everything is carried off - mealies, wheat, peanuts, 
potatoes, sheep, cattle, chickens, pigs, diesel, bakkies. The only 
thing you can farm with a bit is sunflower. But that is often destroyed 
by flocks and flocks of doves. A new kind of hybrid racing dove 
thrives in the silos of Kroonstad, and thousands of them sweep 
through the sunflower fields of the northern Free State during the 
day.

While I’m waiting to pay for bread and some fruit at the café, I 
read a letter by Mr H.J. Nolte in the local newspaper: ‘It all started in 
the sixties, when the money was changed from pounds to rands and 
my overdraft in effect doubled. Just when I got used to this, they 
changed pounds to kilograms and my harvest was reduced to half its 
size. Then they changed inches to millimetres and since then it 
hasn’t rained an inch. Then they brought in a thing called Celsius 
and from then on it was twenty degrees colder and no mealies 
wanted to grow on my farm any more. Then morgen became 
hectares and my farm was suddenly half the size of what I inherited. 
However, the moment I put my farm on the market, miles became 
kilometres, and then it was so far out of town that no one was 
interested!’
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Andries and Hendrik, my brothers, have organized that I stay for 
a few weeks in the rondavel at Middenspruit. There is still a 
telephone line available for my computer.

I drive out to our old farm. The sign that previously read 
‘Trespassers will be prosecuted’ has been replaced by a sign 
displaying the head of a leopard, above the words ‘Mapogo a 
Mathamaga’. Slowly I drive on to the werf. A bath has been 
abandoned under a thorn tree. The orchard is overgrown. I try not to 
draw any conclusions.

A strange black man unlocks the rondavel for me. I carry my 
luggage inside, open the windows, make myself a cup of coffee and 
sit on the stone bench outside in the late afternoon sun. I hear turtle 
doves, sounding as they do only on this farm. Sparrows dart with tiny 
scratchy sounds from the rainwater pipes. My throat feels thick and 
ostracized, my chest hurts with the indescribable intimacy of 
belonging and loss. This is my place. Place that in a way never really 
wanted me. Place that bore my love so fruitlessly. For its veld. For its 
sky. For its spruits. For its grass and trees. For its horizon, which 
carries every other horizon I have dreamt of. A love that longs for 
land.

They can sell it, take it, divide it, pawn it, waste it. That will be all 
right. If only, until I die, I can come and sit here. So quiet. So here. 
So completely dissolved into where I belong. I will never lay claim to 
it. Ever. If I can just come and sit here, in the autumn, with my heart 
so light-headed.

A shadow falls over me. It is the new man of the farm. He 
introduces himself as Joep Joubert. Joep looks stressed out, the way 
only a man who has recently entered into thousands upon thousands 
of rands of debt at the Land Bank can look. It probably irritates him 
that I am sitting here. Reminding him of how whites can fail.

We exchange a few awkward pleasantries. Then I ask: ‘What is 
that sign there at the gate?’

He sinks into one of the wire chairs. “‘Mapogo a Mathamaga” 
means “the spots of the leopard”, but apparently it has to do with a 
specific colour.’

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 763 of 1031



Then I recall. Years ago, one of my colleagues did a story about 
a black vigilante group, which had arisen in a township somewhere 
in response to the police’s failure to act after a spate of murders. My 
colleague’s story was about a robbery at the local school. 
Thousands of rands worth of computers, heaters, radios, a 
photocopier and curtains had been stolen. After repeated calls, it 
became clear that the police were not even interested enough to put 
in an appearance, so the principal called in Mapogo a Mathamaga. 
Mapogo then drove around the township, with a megaphone 
mounted on a bakkie displaying the head of the leopard, and 
announced that if the stolen property was not back at the school by 
the following morning, Mapogo’s men would come and fetch it 
themselves. When the principal arrived at the school the next 
morning, the goods were stacked up neatly at the front gate.

‘The vigilante group?’ I ask.
‘Mapogo is not a vigilante group!’ he says indignantly. ‘It is a 

black security company that delivers service of the highest quality. 
All the farmers in the area have joined up.'

‘My colleagues tell me that farmers join up because the head of 
Mapogo speaks pure Afrikaans and still uses the word kaffer.'

‘Your colleagues talk nonsense. I personally joined Mapogo 
because times have changed. It’s not like in the days of your family, 
when a farmer could work with the army to make his farm safe. This 
civilian watch stuff is just crap. The time is past when you can 
provide safety with other white people. Now you must work with 
black people. And the head of Mapogo is a man you can work with. 
You wouldn’t believe how much success he has had.’

An old bakkie with what looks like cages at the back drives up to 
the yard. Joep jumps up and goes to talk to the driver. When I hear 
his cellphone ring, I go inside to wash my cup and sort out the 
computer. But he is back.

‘I want to finish my story about Mapogo.’ I see he is wearing three 
cellphones in three separate holsters on his leather belt.

‘Right at the beginning, the farmers organized a meeting to listen 
to the head of Mapogo. He said: “That old Jonas who has worked for 
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your father and your grandfather all these years, that same Jonas 
who you are sitting with today, it is he who steals. Listen to what I 
have to say today.” We all paid our cheques for a year’s 
membership, and the next week he came to drop off his people here. 
Three of them. With just a sjambok and a bag of mealie meal. And 
they were thin, hey. Their skin was that kind of shedding grey colour 
that only a black who is fucking hungry can have. Those three work 
together for a month, then he rotates them. To prevent corruption, 
collusion, factionalism or bribery, Mapogo makes sure that they 
never work in the same area with the same colleagues again. So 
they just slept here in the farm-school building. The people here on 
the farm were very upset when they saw the Mapogo sign, but I told 
them, “Only the guilty need be afraid.’”

‘Yes, but remember that in the days of P.W. Botha it was said the 
police could catch a lizard and beat him until he confessed to being a 
crocodile. Doesn’t Mapogo also work like that? They catch anybody 
and beat him until he admits his guilt.’

‘No, it doesn’t work like that. Everybody is so scared of them 
anyway, they tell you right away who did the stealing, even before 
you ask. But listen to what happened. One morning, they phoned 
Klein Neels Uys just as he was about to tee off at the golf course, 
and told him one of his bakkies had been stolen. And you know Klein 
Neels doesn’t take crap from anybody. So he phoned Mapogo and 
said, come, let me see now. They say that before Klein Neels Uys 
reached the ninth green, Mapogo phoned him: we have the man. 
Klein Neels drove out there and wragtig there sits the black man who 
worked for his father all the years. Old Anneries! You remember 
Anneries. And then he even confessed to stealing some other 
bakkies before and selling them to a middleman in Botswana. So 
you can sleep in peace tonight.’

The new farmer on my birth-ground leans back, takes out one of 
his cellphones and pushes some buttons.

‘Three cellphones?’ I ask.
‘Ja, to keep my businesses separate. This one is for personal 

stuff and the farm, and the others are for hunting transport and 
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white-maize transport.’
I don’t understand a word. Hunting? Maize?
‘I have a small grinder for white mealies. I sell to shop owners in 

neighbouring countries where there is only yellow maize on offer. 
People are prepared to pay quite a lot of money for white maize. 
Actually, I’m just sending messages now to let the buyers know 
where to wait near the border.’

I leave the legality of this aside. ‘And the hunting?’
‘Nowadays, it pays better to have game on your farm than cattle. 

You can earn more for one lion than for a herd of cattle. If you go 
towards the Kalahari, in those small towns where people used to be 
really poor, these days you will see only new bakkies in the streets, 
and the rugby field of the school is packed with private planes, so 
well off have the farmers become there.’

‘How are you involved?’
‘If a kudu on your farm pays more than an ox, then it is better to 

breed game rather than cattle or sheep. So now you get farmers 
breeding lions, cheetahs, giraffes, white springbok, anything rare. 
Some also breed birds. Yes, birds,’ he answers my sceptical look, 
‘hunters come to South Africa specially for birds. Birds are big 
money. In any case, this is where I come in. If a farmer has sold a 
package of one lion, two kudus and five partridges or whatever, then 
I transport these items from the game breeders to the hunting farms. 
At the height of the hunting season, things get so hectic that 
sometimes I have hardly dropped off the lion when the hunter 
pitches up to shoot it. Usually we drop the lion off at night. Then the 
trackers can go to the hunters the next morning and say, come 
quickly, we have at last found the spoor of that cunning lion. Then 
they can lead the hunters to the animal by some roundabout route, 
scaring them stiff with narrow escapes. The same with the birds. You 
take them in cages to the farms, feed them there for some months, 
and then take away the cages just before the hunters arrive.’

‘But isn’t it in some way ... unfair?’
He bursts out laughing. ‘Unfair to whom? You breed cattle for 

hides and meat, sheep for wool and meat, you breed lions and buck 
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for skins and trophies and meat. But more importantly: you are able 
to keep your farm ...’He says this deliberately. I change the subject.

‘Is Isak Mokokoane still on the farm? The one who grew up with 
my father?’

‘Your brothers are renting a smallholding for him near town. Old 
Fanie Bouwer’s place. He lives there now with his children and 
grandchildren. He didn’t strike it lucky with his offspring, though. He 
has this no-good child who has been in prison twice for stock theft. 
Two of his other sons have died recently of Aids. Of course, nobody 
admits it’s Aids, because then the funeral policies don’t pay out. We 
call it here “a House in Virginia” - for HIV, you see - if we don’t want 
people to know what we’re talking about. Isak still comes around 
here now and then, completely cuckoo, then he starts hoeing 
furiously in the orchard or shouts at my labourers for not watering the 
trees properly or pruning them. I try to explain to him that those days 
are over. Fruit orchards and dairies don’t pay any more. We only do 
what makes money now. The only one left from your time is Laetia. 
Her child Meshack drives my tractors and he’s the union’s shop 
steward here. A big meneer now. Fuck it, and I dare not slip up with 
lunch hours, overtime or bonuses, or I have the bloody union on my 
farm. The other day, I’m not joking, Meshack laid a formal charge 
against me that I swear too much. Can you believe it? He had the 
cheek to say that they didn’t want to be exposed to such obscene 
language. I explained to him that this is just the way I talk. I speak 
this way to everybody. Ja, he said, but that word “droF - that is the 
word that bothers him so much, words like “fuck” and that I can use, 
but “droF bothers them deeply. I ask you. So I am told by the union 
not to say “turd” on my own farm. Christ, a man must know his 
tongue from his turd these days!’

I let the words ‘my own farm’ go, thinking how could you not 
support Meshack’s point of view, when you see how Joep Joubert’s 
tongue shoots the ‘d’ forward towards his teeth, then revs it up 
against the ‘r’, and at last lashes the word out with the ‘ol’. In the 
meantime, two other bakkies have driven up. It is getting dark, and I
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quickly ask Joep if he knows someone who can link up my computer. 
As he walks over to the bakkies, he makes a call.

When I open the little fridge, I see that my mother must have 
been here. There is some wors, eggs, a tiny tub of butter, and a 
bread she has baked. Although she’s moved to town, she goes on 
living as if she is still on the farm. She buys milk from a nearby farm 
to churn her own butter in the small hand churn she inherited from 
my grandmother. She bakes her own bread and makes her own 
wors. In her garden, she has planted spinach, carrots, beans, 
tomatoes, herbs, as well as cuttings from the grapevine her great- 
great-grandmother brought from the Cape, pips from the orange 
trees her mother planted in specially drilled holes in the sandstone of 
Middenspruit, and two cuttings from roses. Special roses brought to 
the Free State a century ago: the Rosa odorata with its golden- 
crimson loose-petalled buds given to my family by the Hofmeyr 
family in the Cape, and the Malmaison rose, from Ds Andrew 
Murray’s wife, with blooms the size of saucers, silky light-pink petals 
folding layer upon fragrant layer. Every season, she bullies these two 
rose bushes through serious bouts of mildew and bugs, then nurses 
the few old-fashioned blooms as if her life depended on them.

The man to link up the computer is at the door. His name is Ferdi. 
With the speed of youth, he plugs and shifts and clicks, while 
explaining: ‘Tannie must know, the whole country’s computers are 
connected to Pretoria and Jo’burg. So one struggles a bit to dial in 
from the farms.’ And he spreads his large hands open like two webs, 
‘Tannie can ask Oom Joepie.’

When he is out the door, I type in my password. With a ringing 
and scratching like broken glass, my modem struggles to connect, 
and in my imagination I see it as a scruffy farm hen peck-pecking at 
an overloaded wire web, battling to get an opening into the executive 
chicken stream to Johannesburg. Then I am in! I start downloading 
my email. After a few seconds, there is a snap like a set of false 
teeth and I am disconnected. I run outside and stop Ferdi before he 
can drive off. He comes back to look, he phones, changes a couple 
of settings and eventually I am back in, but a single email takes three 
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minutes to download and I see that fourteen more are still coming. 
By the third message, I am disconnected again. My cellphone also 
doesn’t have a signal from inside the rondavel.

‘If you walk up to the barn and climb on top of the platform for the 
tractor engines, you will get a good signal,’ says Joep. When I get to 
the barn, the missed calls suddenly leap accusingly on to the little 
screen.

chapter three

The vacation drifts on in one long flotsam of hay fever and too-bright 
sun. In the morning around ten o’clock she starts to sneeze and itch 
and swell. By eleven she drinks two antihistamine tablets. By twelve 
she starts sleeping the long summer day away. By evening she 
wakes and walks eagerly, like a werewolf, into the cool dusk. So she 
gets to know the farmyard, the veld under an awning of stars. At 
night a wanderer, wild and wet with dew. She climbs on to the roof of 
the barn. Scales the windpump. At the family graves, she sits on the 
enclosing wall in the hope of seeing the unseen. The moon is caught 
in the eucalyptus grove. She smells it. But she never sees the 
unseen. No ghost, no foreign breath.

She stands still in the darkness and observes the homestead. 
The lamplight, and her enormous family going about its noisy 
business. That is what the house is. Too full. Too many. Too many 
voices, too many sounds, too many bodies, too many vegetables, 
too many demands. Through one window she sees her mother at the 
typewriter. She knows her mother is writing a serial story for the 
women’s magazine Sarie Marais. Tomorrow morning she will shift 
the typewriter off the work surface of the closed-up Singer sewing 
machine in order to bath the latest baby. Then she will store the baby 
bath, and reseam sheets or make clothes and nappies during the 
day. After dinner, the typewriter will appear once again in its place.

Like her mother, she also writes. Not stones but a diary. Like her 
mother, she writes at night. Her daily truths, because she lives twice.
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Gradually the house becomes quieter and darker. When the last 
lamp has been snuffed out, she creeps to the rondavel. The lamp 
she lights shines as if in a treasure chamber. Shelf upon shelf of 
books. Her mother’s German and Dutch books, the Afrikaans books 
she has already read through. She can say that she has read 
through all the prose in Afrikaans, she thinks. On the English shelf 
she started with Balzac. Now she is at Dostoyevsky. But first she 
makes an entry in her diary. She has been keeping a diary ever 
since she learnt to write. Small ring-bound maroon books in which 
she conjures her ordinary life into gripping reports about aggressive 
boys, backward teachers and furious outbursts between her mother 
and her. Then she lies on the carpet plunged into the harsh, dark, 
unfathomable world of Crime and Punishment, until the sun rises. 
She eats porridge, and while her brother and sister break into a 
rumpus of fighting and screaming, the baby yelling, she looks down 
at the spoon in her hand and gives her first sneeze.

chapter four

Her earliest memory is of lying on a high white bed underneath bright 
lights, looking down at her plain brown sandals. She remembers her 
mother telling her grandmother: 'Stay with her until she goes to 
sleep. Every night she relates the whole day in the third person, then 
she cries where she cried during the day and laughs where she 
laughed. Let her. If she doesn’t get to do this, she has nightmares.’ 
She remembers her mother leaving then for a different part of the 
hospital. Later they go home together: she with a stretched urethra 
and her mother with a new baby. Then only can she ask about the 
meaning of the words ‘third person’.

No, it’s not true. Her earliest memory is of smelling of pee. Of 
wetting her pants on her way to the bathroom and hiding in the 
toilets until the school bell rings. And her hands around her father’s 
tie. A navy and white striped tie. And her hands grabbing the tie. And 
being pulled by a nurse, but clinging to that tie. The grip of her hands 
on both sides of it. And how she doesn’t make a noise, just hangs on 
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to the tie with all her might, holding her face close to the tie and 
smelling her father, hoping he will protect her. And how a nurse is 
pulling her away. And her father’s helpless face. And how she is 
moving away from her father’s body, but holding on to his tie. Then 
her hands are torn loose, first the left, and finally the fabric tears 
away behind her right thumb. And she sees her father’s deeply 
distressed face. It grows smaller and smaller. A powerless speck at 
the end of the long hospital corridor.
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PART SIX

An End
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CHAPTER ONE

‘the order comes: eyes front, fire! Now I see that Colonel Grové 
and Jacobs and Joubert are lying next to each other, then a couple 
of other guys, then me. I can see this Colonel Grové. He takes out a 
case filled with his bullets. Ours are just lying on our boxes. Not his, 
his are in a neat little case and he dips them carefully in a little bottle 
before he slips them into his magazine. Now I lie and I watch him, 
how he neatly wipes everything down with an oil rag.’

It is the early-morning flight to East London. In the smallish 
aeroplane, we sit squashed in on either side of the central aisle. My 
travelling companion is in the military. He’s telling me what it’s like for 
a former MK member in the newly integrated defence force. This 
story, which he tells with gusto, is about how he made life difficult for 
his white colleagues at shooting practice.

‘Now he lies down, this Grové, with these yellow glasses on. In 
the target pit sits a guy with a triangular sign on a long pole. He’s 
supposed to check out the target and show you how close you are. 
When you shoot a bull, he points with the sign to the top left of the 
target. When you miss completely, he just waves the triangle in the 
air. Now Grové takes aim. But just before he pulls the trigger, I shoot 
a wild shot towards his target. Now the guy there in the pit waves the 
triangle, saying it missed completely. I see Grové frowns.

‘Then Jacobs wants to shoot, but just before he shoots, I fire into 
the ground in front of his target, you just see a cloud of dust, then the 
guy waves his triangle. Now I hear Jacobs say, “You know, there are 
guys working in that pit who don’t know what they’re doing.” Then I 
see Grové is going again. I wait and just before him I shoot past into 
the corner. The guy in the pit waves his triangle. A miss. I hear 
Grové saying to the lieutenant who is in touch with the pit, “Listen, 
please have a word with the men there at A3 and A4,” and he is very 
nice and calm. He knows we are now integrating, and he is 
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determined that they will set the example of professionalism and 
standards and protocol and respect for discipline and orders. “There 
seem to be men at the targets who don’t understand the system. 
Just tell the officer there in the pit he must please check things out 
for us. Please man.’”

The flight attendant brings our meal. She addresses my travelling 
companion respectfully as Colonel Mentoor, but he dismisses her 
formality with a friendly smile. He is on his way to Umtata to attend a 
funeral.

‘Now they talk on the radios. But just when Grové shoots again, I 
put a shot to the side. There the guy waves his triangle again. Then 
Grové says, much more terse this time, “Ask those men what is 
going on there?” The lieutenant says, “Sir, they say there in the pit 
that you shot to the side, far off the bull.” Then Grové says, and he’s 
now very uptight, “But I didn’t fire yet!” Then the radios talk warra- 
warra back and forth, then the lieutenant says, “Colonel, they say 
you did shoot!”’

Colonel Mentoor is getting louder and louder. A few people in 
front of us turn their heads to catch some of his animated talk.

‘Now I let them be for a while. I see Grové is shooting bullseye, 
bull, bull, bull. Then I shoot again. Just into the dust there between 
the targets, and both guys wave their triangles. One shot, but both 
wave. Now Grové thunders down the line, “Give me that radio! 
Target pit come in. Target pit come in. There are guys fucking around 
at A3 and A4. Get other bloody people in there!”

‘Now you can hear them shouting and ordering over there. Then 
Grové lies down again. He adjusts his yellow glasses, uses his oil 
rag. I wait. My comrades are finished with their rounds and they’re 
standing at the back killing themselves laughing. They can see my 
rifle is completely skew. Just before Grové shoots, I shoot. The 
triangle waves. Grové grabs the radio, but the guy on the other side 
says, “Colonel, what do you want me to do, you’re shooting into the 
bloody ground!” Grové is beside himself: “Lieutenant, I did not fire 
yet!”’
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Just as I’m about to ask what he hoped to achieve by all this, he 
says, ‘When we had our meeting that evening, to discuss the 
integration of the top structures, they didn’t quite have the same legs 
to stand on that they’d had a few hours before. I can tell you that!’

We fasten our seat belts for the landing.

We turn off the N2 at Eagle’s Nek. The minibus crawls along a near- 
impassable road until it simply can go no further. There are five of us 
in the party: the executive director of the Institute for Justice and 
Reconciliation, a project manager, a media manager, a church 
minister, and me, as a member of the Institute’s Board. We get out of 
the bus and walk the remaining few kilometres to the huts. Hairy 
piglets trot past us. We have been invited by Bantu Holomisa, the 
leader of the United Democratic Movement, to undertake a fact- 
finding mission on poverty in the Eastern Cape.

It is a Monday morning. The hut is full of young men aged 
eighteen to twenty-five. They have no work. Their clothes are scant 
in the rainy cold and they are all scraggly thin. In the next hut, a 
woman with the limbs of a gnarled old vine is making food. She 
supports nine children and grandchildren on a pension of R620. In 
the hut after that, two women are watching over a mentally 
handicapped boy; the child, who is covered in sores, is crawling 
happily across the hard-baked dung floor, drooling. These two 
women look after sixteen grandchildren, four jobless teenagers and 
two retrenched children, all on a single old-age pension and a 
disability grant.

Why don’t they plant something, like cabbage or spinach or 
potatoes? Everything you plant here is eaten by the pigs and the 
goats, a bag of seed potatoes costs R25, nobody has that much to 
part with. As we move further away from the main road, the poverty 
intensifies and we hear the word ‘gulumente’ more and more. 
Government should fence in grazing areas, government should 
fence in homesteads, should build roads, should give seed and 
tractors and diesel. Government should lay in a water supply, 
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provide electricity, build schools, make transport available to the 
nearest hospital. Government should fix the IDs. Government should 
build clinics, increase pensions. It soon becomes clear that the 
elderly are supporting practically the entire Eastern Cape population 
and the stress on them has become unbearable. Loads of 
grandchildren and greatgrandchildren are growing up without any 
discipline because the grandmothers struggle all day long to produce 
a meal from handfuls of mealie meal and beans and samp. The 
children discipline each other!

We go back to the minibus. On the road again, we pass several 
women who are identified as teachers. It is already twelve o’clock on 
a Monday morning, yet they are still not with their classes. Some 
have babies on their backs. It is a problem, a headmaster tells us 
later. Nobody wants to come and teach in these areas because 
transport is irregular or non-existent. Teachers prefer to live where 
there are better work opportunities for their spouses and better 
schools for their own children. After the floods the previous week, 
these teachers now have to walk from the highway, as everybody is 
doing. In every school we visit, however miserable, there are at least 
plenty of books.

And this becomes the chorus. Everyone wants seed and tractors 
and fences. Everyone wants roads, clinics and proper schools. And 
the correct IDs.

Late that afternoon we drive into Butterworth. It is jammed with 
taxis and covered with litter. Plastic bags flutter on every fence and 
tree. Butterworth recently achieved the distinction of being declared 
the dirtiest town in the country, the media manager tells us. Hoards 
of people live in the rubbish dumps. Up to ninety-five per cent of the 
people here are unemployed. Forty-five factories and businesses 
have closed down since 1994, as the new government did away with 
the tax concessions of the old bantustan authorities. We stop at the 
hotel just off the main street, and wait for an hour in the lounge, 
which is filled with fat black men in expensive suits, drinking large 
bottles of Coke and Fanta and watching Big Brother II on the 
television, before we are led into the conference room. Here we are 
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awaited by Eastern Cape Premier, Makhenkesi Stofile, the MEC for 
Education, Stone Sizani, and a Director-General in the Health 
Department, who hardly seems to be out of his twenties. It is already 
dark outside. In the yellowish hotel light, they look tired and 
depressed.

‘We fenced several properties, but a lot of the fences were 
broken down, taken away and sold. Then we delivered the wire and 
the poles at various points and asked people to fence their own 
properties. And what happened? They asked who would pay them 
for putting up their fences. When we said there was no payment, 
they simply left everything. The stuff is still lying there, rusting away. 
We gave tractors. Those are standing broken or they’ve run out of 
diesel.’

The roads?
‘Should we build a road costing millions upon millions to some 

far-off hilltop where there are eighteen huts inhabited by the poorest 
of the poor? These people don’t have cars, but a road would enable 
a teacher and a clinic sister to work among them. Should we build it? 
Or should we rather spend the money on building new roads linking 
main towns and maintaining the existing roads and infrastructure?’

Right across Africa people are fighting over land. In the 
neighbouring states, black people are violently demanding the return 
of their land. Here there are endless hectares of highly fertile soil that 
sustained farming in earlier years. What is going on? The land 
exists, it belongs to the people, but nobody plants so much as a 
head of cabbage. And this while thousands of young men are sitting 
around jobless and aimless in the huts.

‘People have lost all their initiative. Most of the roads can be 
repaired with a spade and some stones and gravel. Nobody is 
prepared to do it. Because they have no cars, they say. The people 
with the cars must fix the roads. If everyone built a thorn enclosure 
next to their huts like in the old days and planted their vegetables 
inside it, the malnourishment would end. But nobody does anything.’

Schools?
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‘In the coming year we will build more than two hundred schools. 
But take a closer look, and you will see kids matriculating who can’t 
speak a word of English. Or going on to do a BCom at the University 
of Transkei where Accounting is not part of the course because they 
can’t find anyone to teach it. People are getting qualifications that 
are meaningless.’

Clinics?
‘Built hundreds of clinics. Many of them standing empty, because 

the roads are so bad that nurses and medical supplies cannot get 
through.’

Governing the Eastern Cape is obviously no easy ride, and one 
picks up a kind of despair when some of the enormous problems are 
related. Mr Maye, who facilitated the discussion with the politicians, 
gives us some insight into the situation. ‘For decades, the Eastern 
Cape has provided the entire country with leaders. Generations of 
leadership. And it is still doing so today. Top Xhosa people are 
regularly headhunted by other provinces, which means this region 
has been sucked dry. This has created two problems. Firstly, local 
communities are without leadership. And secondly, there’s a culture 
of entitlement: our people are governing over there and they must 
make good to us. Wherever you go in the Eastern Cape, people will 
tell you, “Everybody is waiting for Madiba,” because they know that 
Mandela personally canvassed for millions of rands to be pumped 
into the area of his youth. This is why people say so easily that 
things were better under apartheid. Then you could blame the white 
government. Now it is difficult to blame yourself or accept that what 
is wrong is within your power to change.’

❖
The next day, Bantu Holomisa takes us to Gengqe, Bacela, Futye, 
Gogozayo, Upper Ngqungqu and Khotyana. The General - as he is 
still widely known - comes with us in the minibus so that we can ask 
him questions, while his own driver goes ahead in a blue bakkie. 
Holomisa was the head of the Transkei defence force when, in 1987, 
he unseated Stella Sigcau in a bloodless coup d’état and took over 
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the government. Having displaced the corrupt bantustan government 
controlled by Pretoria, he was hugely popular in the Transkei, 
especially when he pushed up the salaries of traditional leaders and 
repealed the tax on cattle. After testifying at the Truth Commission 
about the corruption of Ms Sigcau, then a Minister in the new 
democratic Cabinet, he was removed from his post as Deputy 
Minister of Water Affairs and expelled from the ANC. Holomisa then 
founded his own party, the United Democratic Movement, and in the 
previous election acquired control over the heartland of the Transkei.

He is already busy organizing for the next election, he says, 
because he wants to become the official opposition. He pays his 
fines for being absent from parliament in advance, because he 
refuses to wait three weeks for the dismal three minutes of speaking 
time he gets in the House, during which he is shouted down by the 
ANC in any case. He operates outside among the people, he says. If 
he can take over the Eastern Cape and one or two other provinces, 
then his chances of supplanting the waning Democratic Party will not 
be that bad. Anyway, South Africa ought to have a black opposition.

But what is his opposition based on? On ethnicity or principle? 
‘You will never hear me say that I am in opposition to the ANC, 
because I am not. I only represent an alternative. We agree on 
fundamentals, but I will do things in a different way. Less corruption, 
more cooperation between traditional leaders and the government, 
delivery to the poor.’

Won’t he simply be dismissed as a front for white interests, like 
the Movement for Democratic Change in Zimbabwe?

‘With the NNP joining the ANC, we now have equal proportions of 
whites in our parties, and that is how it should be. We must be able 
to criticize each other without being called ethnic or racist.’

The road is nearly impassable. Big pools of water splash in 
chocolate-brown waves up the sides of the minibus. We drag 
through a marsh, we ooze through a soggy mush, and suddenly the 
bus skids forward, turns sideways in the road and sinks up to its 
axles into the mud.

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 779 of 1031



‘We may as well walk back, we will never get this minibus out,’ 
says the project manager.

‘Should my driver take over?’ asks the General with a faint smile. 
‘I always feel very safe with this man behind the wheel.’

We scurry out of the open door and wade through the mud to the 
grass banks on the sides. The General sits tight. The General’s 
driver, Michael Ngqondo, shifts in behind the wheel in his khaki coat. 
The man is built like a rugby forward, his neck and smallish head 
bulging out from enormous shoulders.

Michael puts the minibus in reverse. And it is a masterpiece to 
behold. Now this gear, then that one, the wheel like this, then like 
that. Then the back wheels spin and the front wheels are dead still. 
Then the bus roars, then it smokes, then it moans, then it howls, 
then it neighs like a foal, then it hiccups, then it chatters like a 
chainsaw, then it growls like a lion. And suddenly it begins to 
scrabble along the road sideways. Neither backwards, nor forwards, 
but sideways the bus shoulders through the mud and out the other 
side. In my entire life, I have never seen a car driven sideways 
before. Meanwhile, people from the surrounding village have 
gathered around the spectacle to call out encouragement to the 
driver. But when the mud-encrusted door slides open and the 
General sticks out his moody head, applause breaks like waves from 
the crowd. Women throw down the bundles from their heads and 
come running up. From afar, across the hills, you can see children 
running elatedly towards us. Holomisa is received as a hero and 
praised and sung.

Can he see? the people say. They want roads. Does he know 
that he is the only politician ever to come here?

‘Here we are, struggling to get from one village to another, and 
meanwhile people are landing on the moon!’ mumbles the project 
manager.

We stop at a mud-brick school. A little table has been set out, 
with a tablecloth fluttering in the icy breeze. Behind the table are five 
chairs. Across from the table the chiefs and headmen are sitting on a 
log. The veld is drenched and our chairs sink into the mud. The 
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people are skinny. An ancient fellow coughs as if his insides are 
made of shards of glass. The old women sit with unblinking eyes. 
Behind them a whole group of young men is standing, observing the 
proceedings sceptically.

They want roads and work and IDs. Why do the people in the 
cities get R20 000 to build a house, when they already have roads 
and schools and clinics, but the people in the rural areas get 
nothing? Could they not each get R20 000 just to buy seed? Work? 
Look at these young people, their parents have seen to it that they 
are educated, even in their great poverty, but here they are standing 
around, some have university qualifications and they sit without 
work.

We move further into the hills, where unbelievable vistas unfold 
of untamed veld, soft grassy swells, bunches of huts painted in 
green and pink hues. If you did not know better, it would appear 
idyllic. Large, solid huts with small windows and thick walls, clay 
floors that keep out the cold and the heat, enough land, enough veld.

‘Where have all the trees gone?’ asks the General, who, in his 
capacity as Deputy Minister of Water Affairs, was once involved with 
the ‘greening’ of the rural areas.

‘We have always chopped out the wattle for firewood,’ says the 
chief. ‘Then the new gulumente came and said that it was alien 
vegetation, so they removed it all and planted indigenous trees. 
Those trees are already four years old, but they are just ncinci- 
ncinci-ncinci,’ with his fingertips pressed together barely at hip 
height.

We drive past the Bacela pension payment point. Thousands of 
people are waiting on the grassy plains. Somebody recognizes the 
General through the rear window. People jump up and run in front of 
the minibus. ‘Stop!’ says the General, and Michael skids to a halt. 
When he gets out he is swamped by raging pensioners.

‘The people here with me want to know what your biggest 
problem is.’

‘IDs! IDs!’
‘What is this thing with the IDs?’ he asks.
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It appears that many people do not have IDs because they have 
never had birth certificates. If you do not have a birth certificate, 
someone who witnessed your birth has to give a statement to that 
effect to the police. Many people living in remote places, whose 
births went off without notable mishap, or whose mother was never ill 
enough or rich enough to visit a clinic, now have nobody to testify to 
their birth date. They might have been told that they were born 
during the Great Influenza or the Great Typhoid, but nobody recalls 
actually being present at the birth. Without an ID, they cannot get a 
grant or a loan or a pension. Some complain that they were born in 
1938 or 1927, but the dates in their IDs have been scrambled and 
show that they were born in 1983 or 1972. If these dates are 
followed, they are obviously far too young to be eligible for a 
pension. In their lifetimes, they will never grow old enough to qualify. 
Some old people are using their pensions not just to support 
retrenched children and unemployed grandchildren, but also siblings 
or spouses stuck with these defective IDs. Some believe the 
confusion was created on purpose, in order to reduce the enormous 
amounts being paid out in pensions.

‘I am fifty,’ says the advisor to the local chief. 1 cannot find work 
because I am too old, but I am too young to receive a pension. As a 
man, I will only get a pension at sixty-five, but my wife already 
receives hers at sixty. Where is the equality of the sexes now? I have 
to beg my wife for money for at least five years.’

A young man who has brought his grandmother to the payment 
point says: ‘It humiliates us to beg money from our grandparents. 
There is no work or training to give you pride in yourself, so that you 
can lift your head in your community as someone who makes a 
meaningful contribution to things.’

Amidst enthusiastic ululating, Michael drives carefully from the 
crowd. Our welcome at the next village is even more impressive. A 
team of drum majorettes, each one wearing a different remnant of 
white clothing and clutching a stick, marches ahead while somebody 
beats out a rhythm on a drum. Michael drives behind at a steady 
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pace over stones and grassy clumps, through ditches and puddles, 
to the school where the meeting is taking place.

‘We are hungry,’ say two scrawny women, rubbing their 
stomachs. In the meantime, plump, well-dressed teachers are setting 
out bowls of cheese curls, prunes, peanuts and sweets in front of us. 
Each of us gets a glass of Coke or Stoney ginger beer. Right in front 
sit rows and rows of little children, whose saucer eyes follow every 
movement of a snack to our mouths. We stop eating.

‘These are the first whites we see here,’ says the chief. ‘Mandela 
told us that we must solve the problems of the country with talking 
and forgiving, not fighting. But we see no water, no roads, no 
electricity. The rainbow has brought us only hunger and neglect.’

‘To get a tractor to come and plough a field costs R350, a bag of 
fertilizer R100. If I pay it from my pension, there is no money left for 
the twelve souls I have in my care.’

In earlier years, people sent money from the mines so that the 
ploughing could take place and stock could be bought in large 
numbers. Those retrenched from the mines now sit around here, and 
no more money comes into the rural areas.

We are invited to stay for a meal. In one of the classrooms there 
are pots of umngqusho, rice, macaroni, potatoes and chicken pieces. 
Everybody gets a glass of umqombothi. But there are villagers 
standing against the walls, staring at the food with visible hunger. 
Shouldn’t they eat instead? ‘No,’ orders the General, ‘you will insult 
the people by not eating their food. They have scraped together this 
meal with great effort and sacrifice, and if you don’t eat, or if you just 
distribute it to others, you will hurt them tremendously.’ We dish up 
for ourselves, but the food thickens on our palates when a man in a 
torn jersey covered in grass and patches of cow dung swoops on the 
table outside and grabs a handful of snacks, before being chased 
away. The headmaster tells us that there is not a single facility for 
the mentally disabled in the entire Transkei.

Just as the choir at the next school finishes singing, we hear the 
low sounds of an imbongi. Siphiwo Maphongwane of Mqanduli is 
from the same area as Bantu and Patekile Holomisa. He is in 
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Standard Eight, and dressed in a red and black tracksuit. To the 
great joy of the audience, he delivers a praise poem in honour of 
Holomisa. The community asks for more classrooms, roads, a 
functioning clinic.

We drop the General off at home, where his mother is expecting 
him. Dusk is well advanced when we arrive at the hostel of the King 
Sabata Dalindyebo Technikon in Umtata. Some young men are 
playing soccer in the parking area, and one of them is asked to show 
us his room. The lobby is pitch dark and smells overwhelmingly of 
urine. We have to hold one another’s hands as we’re led up the 
stairs to the first floor. In the glow of a street light we can see naked 
wires sticking out of the walls where light fittings have been torn out. 
On the first floor we step through a lake of water drifting from the 
toilets. Apparently, only one of the toilets is working; the copper 
fittings of the others have been ripped out and sold. The student 
sleeps in a kind of dormitory decorated with posters of black soccer, 
rugby and cricket stars. At his bedside he keeps a Bible, a mirror and 
a comb. The room across from him is completely ruined. The ceilings 
have been torn out and you can see the sky through the roof 
sheeting. The floor and the iron bedsteads are scorched, the window 
frames have been stolen.

Wordlessly, we all get back into the minibus. It is properly dark 
when we arrive in Malungeni. Where one can sleep in utter silence 
and be woken in the morning by the crowing of cocks, the hissing of 
geese and the clatter of goats tottering past. This is ostensibly why 
so many old people return to the Eastern Cape, you can live better 
here, more comfortably. But the medical services? A trip to the 
nearest doctor costs R80 by taxi, the doctor wants R150 for the 
consultation. And mealie meal costs more in Umtata than in East 
London. It is expensive to be poor.

4
The next morning we drive through Ngqeleni, a pretty town hidden in 
wild valleys, shaded by gigantic chestnut trees. A luscious paradise 
within sight of the ocean. The Ngqeleni Hotel, which is right next to 
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Hollywood Coffins, hires out its dining room to two women who 
prepare the afternoon meal of chicken and pap for the guests. A 
room for the night would be R70, explains the hotel manager, as she 
digs devotedly in her ear with a paper clip. In the backyard, the 
hotel’s water supply is hoisted from the bottom of a well.

A Greek by the name of George owns the Sondelani 
Supermarket, which sells everything from condoms to coffins, 
ploughshares and nails, cheese curls, flour and candles. The entire 
Eastern Cape is running on pension payments, he confirms. He 
cashes their cheques. The priorities have changed totally in recent 
times, he adds. And the hunger has increased. People buy Lotto 
tickets, then cellphone time, and then the cheapest mealie meal. 
Whereas people used to buy dried and canned goods, they have 
stopped completely now. Yes, he has been robbed, three times. 
Shot. His children are studying at universities in Greece, and he and 
his wife sometimes socialize with the broader Greek community in 
Umtata.

Cellphone time?
‘You must remember that black people are very sociable,’ says 

the mfundisi. And here you can see how people struggle to get from 
one place to the other. Add to this the fact that half the people are 
away, trying to find work in the Western Cape or elsewhere in the 
country. With cellphones you can stay in touch. My mother in 
Malungeni can phone me where I am in Guguletu and tell me that 
she has run out of mealie meal. I can then phone the taxi in Umtata 
and ask them to drop a bag at my mother’s on their next trip in her 
direction. There where they stop on the road they can call my mother 
to tell her that the mealie meal has arrived. People are also 
desperately looking for work. And if somebody hears about a job 
they can immediately call a family member and say, come! People 
are now in contact with their families, children with their parents, and 
so it is more and more difficult to just disappear and escape from 
your responsibilities in the rural areas.’

We meet up with the General at his house in Fort Gale, Umtata. 
He informs us that he has to catch the four o’clock flight that 
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afternoon, and so we should try not to waste any time. We drive 
north-east towards Mount Frere, and the Eastern Cape falls open 
before us in all its beauty. The soft, lively brown fur of grass ridges 
curves away, uninterrupted by fence, road, erosion or plantation. 
Unspoilt pastures. For hours we drive on a good gravel road, with 
stone and sand heaped on the verges. The Kokstad road to 
KwaZulu-Natal is being tarred. In soft pleats, the valleys of the Mtata, 
the Mzimvubu and the Msikaba rivers descend.

Michael is behind the wheel again, and has to be admonished 
often in Xhosa to slow down. Why is nobody talking about Aids, we 
want to know from the General. People won’t do it, he says. To say 
you have Aids is to admit to promiscuity, which is very difficult in a 
region so overwhelmingly Christian in outlook and norms. But the 
fact that people complain so much about the lack of treatment at the 
clinics is an indication of how great the need is.

Manka in Tsolo. As on every previous occasion, our reception is 
enthusiastic and heartfelt, and the General explains that he is not 
from the gulumente, that we are not from the gulumente, but that we 
are observing everything and will be reporting back to the 
gulumente. At Qumbu, we sit on a slope facing a crowd composed of 
nothing but young men, as far as the eye can see. Clean open faces. 
One comes forward to speak. He has been looking for work for five 
years. When he hears of opportunities, he goes, but he has never 
found anything. ‘I am twenty-three years old. I have matric and I am 
strong and healthy. Every day I must get food from my grandmother 
and beg money from her to buy simple things like soap. If the chance 
should befall me to steal something,’ he says, as if thinking aloud, 
‘then I will steal. Every day that passes when I have to ride on an old 
person’s back makes me less human.’

‘How far is Mdabukweni?’ asks the General. Just over the 
mountain, says the man in the tweed jacket, who was responsible for 
organizing the meeting points today. So we drive on. At each village 
we pick people up and drop others off. The General’s blue bakkie is 
full of passengers.
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Why is the country not embarking on a large-scale socialist 
programme to mobilize young people, in order to build roads and 
schools, and plant fields? ‘Forget it,’ says the media manager. ‘The 
government dare not be seen as socialists, or the West will crap in 
its pants.’

‘I am actually sick of being held to ransom by the West,’ grumbles 
the mfundisi. ‘Do this, do that. What has all this free-market stuff 
brought us? They don’t give up a thing, not tariffs, not lifestyle, yet 
we have to be more capitalist than Wall Street.’

‘The government is clearly doing something,’ says the project 
manager. ‘Everywhere we go, we see schools, all the schools have 
books and desks, we’ve seen several new police stations and a 
magistrate’s court or two, some good roads. But it is obviously not 
nearly enough. You need more than a good policy, you need an 
enormous budget and a change of heart. Can it be so difficult?’

In the minibus, the discussion turns to rugby. The General lists 
his choices for the national team. The others make suggestions, 
Springbok coaches are compared, the new rules debated, everyone 
has an opinion on the spectator who tackled the referee during the 
game against the All Blacks in Durban. Suddenly, without any 
warning, like the crack of a whip, a voice comes from the back of the 
bus: ‘Stop!’ And, as if there are no other conversations in progress, 
Michael stops. There and then. Dead halt. We look at the General in 
surprise.

‘Open the door. I must turn back now or I’ll miss the plane.’
No furtive scanning of the watch, no weighing of pros and cons, 

no consulting about how far we still have to go. Nothing. Just 
immediate, decisive action. He picks up his coat, gets out, and goes 
over to the blue bakkie, which has come reversing back quickly to 
see what’s happening. The General jerks open the door: ‘Why did 
you lie to me? You said the place is just across the mountain. You 
lied. Get out!’ The man in the tweed jacket scrambles out. In a flash, 
the General and his driver are back in the bakkie, it is swinging into a 
U-turn before the doors are properly closed, and off they go. Our 
own project manager still inside and Michael miraculously behind the 
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wheel. The whole thing has taken no more than three minutes and 
we’ve hardly had time to close our mouths. The man in the tweed 
jacket gets sheepishly into the bus and we drive on to Mdabukweni.

Traditional dancers, iimbongi, choirs and crowds of ordinary 
villagers form a guard of honour as we make our way up the 
mountain to the dilapidated school. The crumbling mud walls are 
kept upright with poles. When the wind starts blowing fiercely, the 
entire class has to go outside in case the gable collapses. If a child 
falls ill at school, somebody has to piggyback him down to the village 
in the valley. One day a teacher fell ill, and she had to remain lying in 
her classroom for days until she was well enough to walk back home 
by herself.

Some unemployed young women perform traditional dances, 
while the fiery teacher, Miss Jola, conducts her choir. Cheese curls, 
peanuts and sweets are put in front of us, glasses of Coke and 
Stoney. The children cough all around us in the cold air, on the stoep 
an old man is seized by an asthma attack, women sit staring out 
dazedly in front of them.

Back in the minibus we get an anguished phone call from the 
project manager. ‘I have just given my soul to the Lord anew. We 
stopped in front of the plane just as they were closing the door. But 
the General got on and the rest of us stumbled back into the bakkie 
suffering from jet lag. That Michael simply put his foot down and 
drove like the devil on these terrible scarred and donga-ed roads - 
not a car in sight. The only concession he made was to lean on his 
hooter when we saw animals.’

It is dusk when the man in the tweed jacket has us turn down yet 
another impossible track. We protest, it is not in the schedule. He 
just sighs: I promised them. We shake our heads and hang on. The 
minibus groans and scrapes. We come, quite literally, to the end of 
the road. And then suddenly schoolchildren start streaming into the 
glare of the headlights. We stop. Little children come jittering down 
the hill, shivering in their thin shirts and tunics. One of them is 
wearing a cap that says ‘New York’. We climb out into the icy wind.
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Gungqwana Junior Secondary School consists of two little mud 
buildings containing five classrooms, so small that only a single long 
school bench can fit into each one. More than eighty children go to 
school here. In the glare of the minibus’s headlights we see that the 
door frames have been rained loose and are now held in place by 
poles. The blackboards in the classrooms are so washed out that 
several layers of faded lettering shine through to the surface.

The children go on singing in the darkness. The media manager 
is standing next to me. ‘Do you know what they are singing?’ I shake 
my head. He translates for me: ‘Blessed, today we are truly blessed. 
Our voices have been heard. We are blessed.’

‘We thank you for coming here,’ says the principal, ‘tonight is the 
first time for us to see the rainbow nation.’

A new school was supposed to have been built here, but the lorry 
bringing the building materials got lost on the bad roads and 
delivered everything to the wrong place in a different district, and so 
the new school was built there instead.

While we shudder back over the washed-out ruts of the road, the 
moon rises over Malungeni and spills silver through the bus. Only 
across my hands it is still dark.

Today we are in the care of Advocate Sodo. He takes us to the town 
hall in Umtata, for our meeting with those in charge of the region. 
Next to me sits Auntie Laura Mpahlwa. For years, the community 
has looked to her for advice and assistance.

The dependency rate in the former Transkei is eighty per cent, 
the average monthly income per capita is R115. People stream into 
Umtata with the desperate hope of finding work, picking up the 
crumbs. The most important thing is that jobs must be created. 
Auntie Laura puts it carefully. What the Eastern Cape has is a lot of 
land and a lot of labour. If farming and the creation of infrastructure 
were made part of the general plan, South Africa could take the lead 
in the changes taking place on the continent. If you can turn your 
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rural areas into places where people live worthy, decent lives, you 
have put yourself on the road to changing the world.

Another woman stands up. She works for the Department of 
Development. There is a general lack of communication about 
government strategies and planning, she says. ‘We have some of 
the best laws in place, we get enough money, we have excellent 
plans and projects, but people do not know about them. They sit in 
their isolated villages, they see that they’re not getting water, they 
don’t have electricity, roads, clinics, schools, and they feel lost and 
neglected. Government should devise ways of telling people: this is 
the area that will receive electricity this month, here are the schools 
to be built this year, so that people can know. Government also 
needs to be monitored. Because between planning and doing, things 
fall apart. People with experience have been retrenched and 
replaced by younger, politically aligned people, who don’t know what 
to do. In the meantime people are hungry and humiliated. 
Government should respond.’

Even the people working for the government talk about 
‘government’ as if it is somebody else’s.

We ask questions. Where is the first point of contact with the 
government for people in remote villages? The councillors. They 
represent wards in the local municipalities, which in turn fall under 
district municipalities. What are the salaries for these different 
layers? A district mayor earns R144 000 a year, the speaker of the 
council R124 000, a committee member R104 000, and a councillor 
R48 000.

‘But some of them can’t even write their names, and don’t know 
how to use a telephone,’ shouts someone from the back.

And this problem with incorrect IDs?
‘Many people do not have the means to come to the city to have 

their IDs corrected,’ says Auntie Laura. ‘They don’t have money or 
cars. The government should go to the people. We know that civil 
servants are being trained to go to the rural areas to correct IDs and 
issue birth certificates, without all the rigmarole that goes on now. 
And this makes us very happy. But I want to talk about tilling the 
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land. Do you know what has taken its toll? The fact that people let go 
of their cattle. Many are saying so openly. People should be able to 
plough with oxen, like in the old days, but now nobody can do it any 
more.’

Later we all go for a meal at the pizzeria next to the golf course. 
‘Are there any whites in Umtata?’ I ask. Yes, mainly English and 
some Greeks. ‘Do they mix with you?’ Yes, they all have businesses 
in Umtata and have been living here for years. They do not live all 
together, but spread out across the city. And when there are parties, 
people do invite each other.

‘The whites in Umtata realize that they are not the decisive 
factor,’ says Mr Sodo. ‘Not just realize, they accept that they are no 
longer a factor. They have let go of power, without removing 
themselves from the society. They participate actively in an 
environment in which they are an unimportant and powerless 
minority.’

‘I don’t know if it is really that,’ says Mr Zakade. ‘It is more that 
they live at our pace. They are not better off than we are financially, 
many of them can speak Xhosa, they eat umngqusho. It is only their 
children, them they send away to East London.’

What about corruption? ‘There are two kinds of corruption. The 
one kind is when people steal and take out of the country. That is the 
worst. The other kind of corruption is when people steal and spend in 
the country. If you look at the Eastern Cape, the poverty is 
overwhelming, yet in general people are fairly well dressed, they 
often have warm clothes. So the corruption in the Eastern Cape 
pilfers through to larger parts of the community. You can call it the 
“trickle-down effect” of corruption, if you like.’

We drop the councillors back at the town hall. The sun is already 
drawing water, but we still have one more visit ahead of us: Canzibe 
Hospital.

In the beginning, the road is tarred. But we drive and the road 
turns to gravel. We drive and the road turns to stone. We drive and 
the road turns to rut and ravine. We struggle over the stones, rev out 
of the ditches, spin out of the mud, while the sun sets over the most 
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beautiful, fertile valleys in the country. There is a haze of trees. At 
the gate the guard stops us. While we’re waiting for permission to 
enter, a young woman in a light-blue candlewick robe saunters past 
with a two-litre bottle of amasi in her hand. As she passes through 
the gate we see the letters on the back of her robe: TB.

The guard waves us through. The hospital consists of a series of 
small buildings housing the various medical units. The grounds are 
overgrown with old and lovely trees, stretching their branches in 
gigantic reaches of shade across the complex. Further back are 
stands of nut and banana trees, and pomegranate hedges. But 
everything speaks of terrible neglect. Some of the trees have been 
hacked down. Mildewed walls, cracked windowpanes. The patients 
are obviously responsible for washing their own clothes, for laundry 
lies draped all over the mouldering trunks of the felled trees. 
Everywhere there are pools of water and heaps of rubbish.

In front of the first building is a commemorative stone with an 
inscription in Afrikaans: ‘This hospital was donated by the Dutch 
Reformed Church congregations of Robertson. For the love of 
Christ. 1961.’

We go in. In the first ward there are four children suffering from 
kwashiorkor. They sit with their skinny legs and arms and unblinking 
little eyes on their mothers’ laps on the floor. They are eating 
pumpkin and pap, and there are orange peels on the plates. To one 
side a grandmother is sitting. She came here with her four-year-old 
grandchild, she says. She has to look after eight children and her 
husband. The mines have never paid out his pension. The only food 
she can provide is mealie meal thinned with water and then boiled. 
No vegetables, no meat, no beans. Sometimes she does have 
money for food, but they live in such a remote place that all she can 
get hold of is mealie meal.

There are no sheets on the beds. The maternity ward has a 
single blanket, no pillows, no towels. And everywhere a smell of 
sewage and neglect. We are indignant. We demand to see the 
doctor. We don’t care that it’s half past six. He is still on duty in the 
administrative section, we are told. So we go there, our outrage 
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mounting with every step. At the top of the stairs we walk slap bang 
into a short little Indian man with a stethoscope around his neck and 
a mop of hair so luxuriant it seems to be sprouting from his 
eyebrows. In broken English he invites us into his neat office. We 
look questioningly at one another.

‘I am Dr Kabir and I want to thank you for your noble hearts,’ he 
says, looking down at his fidgeting little hands, turning us in an 
instant into the complete fools that we are. ‘We have here 140 beds 
for a population of 169 000 people. From here we also run eleven 
clinics and ten mobile points. The hospital should have five doctors, 
but I have been alone here for seven years. This past year, two 
Cuban doctors have joined me, which made things a lot easier. We 
have an X-ray machine, but our anaesthetic machine broke down in 
1998 so we can no longer do any operations here. Even Caesareans 
have to be referred to Umtata. We have excellent nursing staff, 
motivated, hard-working, kind people, and we have a good 
dispensary with all the medicine we need and an assistant 
pharmacist, but we do not have enough administrative staff. People 
with the administrative qualifications do not want to live here 
because it is so isolated.’

‘Why do you live here?’ I ask. 'Where did you qualify?’
‘I come from Bangladesh. I worked in Western Zambia for some 

time, then in Mozambique, then here at Canzibe. I and he gives 
a half-hearted shrug of his shoulders, ‘I like it here. The area is 
reasonably crime-free. One or two bullet wounds a month, a few 
stabbings ... Last week some men held up the gate guards with 
guns and stole two of our six vehicles. But we phoned Umtata and 
they were caught. Anyway, the bad roads make the maintenance of 
vehicles impossibly expensive. We usually only keep half of our fleet 
running.’

‘These limitations do not daunt you?’
‘Limitations are relative. This hospital is much better than where I 

worked in Zambia. I believe that motivation comes from within and 
that this is all part of the challenge.’
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The incidence of malnutrition has gone down, he says. There 
was a stage when the wards were filled with kwashiorkor children. 
Personnel are frequently sent into the more remote areas to educate 
people about healthy nutrition. The women who bring their children 
are also taught about nutrition and what products to use. The 
provision of clean water and instruction about ways of purifying water 
have also reduced illnesses from that direction. Aids is a big 
problem, says Dr Kabir. It is currently the number one cause of death 
in most hospitals in the district. In 1995, when he first did the 
different tests in the laboratory, one in five people was positive. Now 
it is practically everyone. ‘You actually get a fright when someone is 
HIV negative.’ The Aids patients are classified as TB cases, and two 
years ago a new wing was added to house all the patients. Poverty 
makes it impossible for their families to look after people.

Why are there no South African doctors?
‘They don’t want to work under these conditions. We had one 

here from the Medical School in Umtata, he lasted eleven days, then 
he said: this is not my kind of place. Another one came in the early 
nineties and stayed for eight months.’

We sit there ashamed of ourselves, trying not to think about the 
numbers of South African doctors who have left the country.

‘Shall I show you the new wing?’
A long passage stretches before us. Dr Kabir walks ahead. He 

opens a door and leads us into the waste, into this lonely place 
where death has come to stay. From the ten beds in the first ward 
stick-thin arms and legs rise. And heat. Some dazedly try to sit up, 
others just flutter their fingers on the blue bedspreads, one stretches 
his arms out to the doctor. Falls back into his ribcage. The doctor 
opens the door across the way. Another ten beds. Heat and fever. 
Another door. He continues down the passage, door by door, ward 
after ward, bed following bed, person after person, skinned into 
thinness, black skulls with staring sockets. The corners of their eyes 
welted with undignified fear.

Dr Kabir keeps on walking. The helpless, grim anger of the male 
wards overflows into the female wards, becomes a complete 
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surrender to despair. I see the woman who passed us at the gate, 
drinking the amasi while tears wash across her cheeks. From her 
frightened eyes the wish to love still stares. Next to her lies a woman 
who hardly has skin or flesh left. Black bone splinted there. No need 
for tongue. Only breath turning the ill blood over and over. Another 
turns her enlarged gaze on me. Not for help, not for blame, that I 
realize, but as if remembering herself as a woman, lovely in her 
bones, living her whole heart’s life through days when what she 
loved was near at hand. They all wait like ferns to die.

This is the end of the world.
And I have nothing to make sense.
And nobody and nothing nowhere to balm them, every one of 

them, to lift their limbs and sop them into all that is ... my lungs 
search desperately for a word to breathe from ... like apple and 
trellised light. To bathe them for the last time in a world fairer than 
dreams.

Dr Kabir keeps on opening doors. I turn around and walk back 
the way we have come, later I am running, down the long passage 
out of these Novilon-clad vaults of misery and dry death, and 
gasping out into a night transient with dew.

Around me the flowers have grown fangs, but I breathe.
Coldness comes paring down, but I breathe.
Only the moon. The moon showering silver over Canzibe.
And I breathe, in order not to suffocate in shame. I want to blame.

I want to pluck someone from somewhere and shake them for 
answers. What has happened to us? Where are all the dreams we 
once had for ourselves? What happened to the desire to change, to 
release ourselves into more caring lives? Where are we? Have we 
forgotten so soon what we wanted to be?

How could we ever become that, how could we become whole, 
when parts of what we are die every day into silently stacked-away 
brooms of bones?
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CHAPTER TWO

my mother’s cousin, Oom Pieta, is a philosopher. He will come and 
sit peacefully astride our stoep wall, clean his nails with his Joseph 
Rodgers pocket knife, and say something like: ‘To counter the 
natural tendency towards disorder, the living cell has to take in 
energy from its surroundings continually.’ Then my parents will nod 
their heads affirmatively. What Pieta says there, sounds right. Oom 
Pieta knows. His philosophical analyses sprout from his deep insight 
into - and oversight of - the residents of Kroonstad. Oom Pieta 
works at the municipality, as we all know. It is only during one family 
Christmas, after someone has related yet another horrifying toilet 
experience, that the connection with sewage becomes apparent. 
This is when Oom Pieta sighs and says: ‘During any natural process, 
in the absence of life, an isolated system will move naturally towards 
a state of disorder.’

‘Haai Pieta, what are you saying there?’ my mother complains 
belatedly.

‘Sewage talk,’ says Oom Pieta, and I prick up my ears.
This is how I end up driving out to the Kroonstad sewage works 

with Oom Pieta. I had no idea it lay so close to the concentration 
camp graveyard. ‘Yes,’ he says. ‘And here, next to the camp 
monument, is the square of wet cement through which your 
grandfather’s Afrikaner oxen pulled the wagon during the 
commemorative trek in 1938. The man driving the wagon, a Retief 
nogal, said that those were the largest oxen with the finest humps 
and horns that they’d come across all the way from the Cape.’

I know about this. I also know that my grandfather, coming back 
that evening to check on his oxen, heard shuffling noises in one of 
the wagons, and lifting the tent-flap, found one of the foremost 
Voortrekker officers making out with a full-bodied matric girl. In the 
most revered place of the Afrikaner...
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We turn off the main road, and Oom Pieta says, ‘Voila!’
There it is: Kroonstad’s sewage farm. There are two installations. 

It seems that Kroonstad makes use of the old trickling filter system 
as well as the new activated sludge system. The old system 
processes the sewage from the formerly white town, the new system 
processes the sewage from the townships.

‘Now tell me honestly, Oom Pieta. Is there a difference between 
the excrement of white people and the excrement of black people?’

He shakes his head vehemently, but I push on.
‘People say that in the early nineties, when the townships finally 

got their sewage hooked up to the white town’s system, it was quite 
a mess here. They say that because black people eat a lot less meat 
and milk and other proteins, their faeces kept floating on top and 
therefore did not land up in the processing machinery. They say you 
had to make these special chopping blades to pulverize the township 
input, so that it could at least become part of the water. On the other 
hand, they tell me that the white deposits sank, bull for bull, packing 
along the bottom like clay pigeons, so that you just had to open the 
lower sluices and run the water through a stone filter, and it was fit 
for drinking. They also tell me that the water from the white sewage 
has to be strained to remove all the disposable nappies, whereas so 
many dead babies come drifting in with the township sewage that 
you had to install a special grinder, because nobody wanted to go in 
and clean the filters.’

Oom Pieta is indignant. He slaps his thighs in fury. What 
nonsense! What utter lies! He may have been a little bit of a racist 
himself in the past, but he will not allow the ignorant to twist scientific 
fact to vent their racist fantasies. Sewage is a science, for God’s 
sake.

‘You have to understand how a sewage farm works. The old 
installation, which was built around 1950, could not cope with the 
additional load from the townships. And so in 1990 or so, a new 
installation was built. With this new system, any hardware (if you 
know what I mean) that arrives here - mostly false teeth and plastic 
bags, even spoons - lands in a grinder. This speeds up the 
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processing time, because the gravel from the grinder can be 
disposed of at once by trucks, which cart it off to specially dug holes. 
The big blades you see churning up the water in the reservoirs here 
are not chopping up human ejecta, they are forcing oxygen into the 
sludge. This oxygen forms chemical links, which in the end aids the 
separation of solid matter and fluids.’

‘So they lied to me. There is no difference.’
He looks me straight in the eye. ‘Actually, there is. The first large 

movement of sewage from the township arrives between five and six 
in the morning, while that of the whites only arrives at seven. The 
sewage from the township is firmer, with more solids, while that of 
the whites contains much more water, due to extensive bath and 
washing-up facilities which ease the flow. And that is all.’

Oom Pieta also has statistics. More than 100 000 people live in 
Kroonstad: 88 000 are black, 16 000 white. Of the 88 000 black 
people, nearly two thirds have flushing toilets, 15 000 use long 
drops, 19 000 use buckets.

He shows me the grids in the old system that catch the large 
objects, the channels that control the flow: if the sewage flows too 
quickly, the solids do not sink; if it flows too slowly, the wrong kinds of 
material clump together. Then he shows me the grids that catch 
stones, gravel, sand, peels. After that, large impellers force 
everything through pump rooms, where the water and the solids are 
eventually separated from each other by various processes. Only 
two of the four pump rooms are functional. The third has been out of 
order for eight years, while the enormous copper impeller of the 
fourth was stolen a year or so ago. Nobody knows when or how. It is 
simply gone. There is no money to replace it, nor to repair the one 
that is broken. Everything is running down. Even the gigantic iron 
pipes through which the sewage is pumped are showing serious 
signs of wear.

‘The whole thing with sewage processing is to get more water. 
The law specifies that we have to give seven per cent of the water 
we process back to nature. The water is then kept in these reservoirs 
to be treated, until it is ready to be pumped into the river.’
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We walk past a little building with broken windows and a sign: 
‘Caretaker, Laboratory.’ A lab at the sewage farm?

‘In earlier years, a trained laboratory assistant had to test the 
sewage daily to determine the correct chemical additives and the 
power of the pumps and so on. He also had to add the correct 
amount of alum and iron salts so that the water did not damage the 
river. But, well, now that the Department of Water Affairs comes to 
do the testing ...’ and he shrugs. ‘Of course, the first thing a cash- 
strapped town council saves on is the chemicals for the sewage 
works. I hear that they are already a couple of months behind here. 
That is why I say: the cell needs to maintain its structure in order to 
function.’

At the new installation, he shows me the grinder that dumps all 
the solids into waiting trucks. Enormous blades are churning the 
water into streams across the dam walls. ‘Don’t bring your hands 
close to your mouth,’ he warns me urgently. ‘In the past, you could 
use human waste as ordinary fertilizer. But today’s human waste is 
so toxic, so full of pesticides, so crawling with viruses that you can 
catch deadly diseases here. Look at those dry sludge heaps. Once 
upon a time sludge was used to fertilize parks and golf courses, 
rugby fields and traffic-island gardens. Now you have to treat it 
intensively with heat and oxygen and chemicals to make sure a child 
does not fall on the grass and pick up a gruesome illness.’

Oom Pieta pushes open the door of a little room full of computer 
equipment. Lights flash and buttons vibrate, there are levers and 
digital printouts. All pumping speeds are determined automatically. 
But he shows me that the main pump gauge is broken. ‘What it’s 
throwing out now on these little screens, you can only wonder.’

‘What do we need to pull off a big sewage system?’ I meant to be 
more subtle about it, but everything simply rushes to the surface. 
‘Why are there so few working sewage systems on this continent? 
What does sewage control say about a nation? And what about the 
Valsch River!’

‘Look, in all cultures there are ways of dealing with sewage that 
have developed organically from the region and the way of life.
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Basically, we can classify the systems into wet and dry. A dry system 
includes everything from disgorging waste in the veld to disposing of 
it in buckets, but the thing is that water does not play a role. The wet 
system includes letting go in a stream, septic tanks, and modern 
flushing toilets. The problem is that Western sewage systems, which 
generally require a surplus of water, have been imported into this 
country without rhyme or reason. In Europe it works differently: you 
build a canal, you let a stream run through the fort or the castle, and 
it carries everything back into the river or lake or sea, no problem. 
Here we simply don’t have enough water to wash away the entire 
population’s makings and unmakings. Then, during the heavy 
boycotts in the apartheid years, our sewage experts had to find their 
own way to sewage salvation. But it wasn’t something they boasted 
about. It was only with the advent of the New South Africa that we 
realized how much pioneering work had been done in the field of 
desiccating sewage. Whereas European systems focused on 
disposal, we had been concentrating on recovering water. And we 
had achieved formidable results.’

‘So why is this system not used in places like Mali? Is it too 
expensive? Is the science too intensive? More to the point, why is it 
not working at the King Sabata Dalindyebo Technikon in Umtata?’

‘Expensive it is not. We have brought the costs down so much 
already that the average installation only costs around a million rand. 
The computerized controls are so simple a child could work them. 
But there are two things that are indispensable: water and toilet 
paper.’

What?
‘Yes, if you want to win the Nobel Prize, develop an easily 

degradable newspaper. In other words, a newsprint that will survive 
the printing rollers, the news, the paging, the wiping, the substance 
from within, all without tearing in your fingers, and yet will dissolve 
easily enough not to clog a sewage system. The single greatest 
obstacle to the development of sewage technology in developing 
countries is the absence and expense of toilet paper. And water. In 
the townships there is a further problem. They put in these toilets 
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with cheap plastic flushing mechanisms. When twelve people are 
sharing a toilet, what you need is a nice strong chain, a decent drop 
and a supply of soft, dissolvable paper.’

The next day Oom Pieta puts a page in my mother’s postbox for 
me. He says it is an answer to my question about the river, given to 
him by one of his lecturers long ago:

In Kohln, a town of monks and bones,
And pavements fang’d with murderous stones
And rags, and hags, and hideous wenches;
I counted two and seventy stenches, 
All well defined, and several stinks!
Ye Nymphs that reign o’er sewers and sinks,
The river Rhine, it is well known,
Doth wash your city of Cologne;
But tell me, Nymphs, what power divine
Shall henceforth wash the river Rhine.

- Samuel Taylor Coleridge
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CHAPTER THREE

‘He’s gone, you know,’ says my brother. 'In the early hours.’
When the telephone rang, just after six o’clock, I knew. It is the 

news you wait for subconsciously all your life, perhaps. At one time 
or another it will strike most of us. He is gone. Half of what made you 
is dead. I make coffee. Pick up Die Burger from the front steps. 
Wander through the house. Water the plants. Make the bed. And I 
know at once: I have to be with them. The others. My mother and my 
brothers and sister and my place of origin.

Cape Town, Johannesburg, Budget Rent-a-Car. He always 
phoned, Pa. To say I must come up, he has never seen the red 
grass as beautiful as this year.

It is dusk when I drive into town from the north. My elder brother 
waits at the garden gate. The younger one opens the front door, and 
behind him in the lighted hallway stands my mother. My sister is in 
the driveway where the flowers seem to lean on one another. And 
they look, suddenly, mortal. As if what stood between our family and 
suffering is gone. Grief has reached us, moist in the loam. We are in 
the front ranks now and we feel loosened.

In his sleep. Ma, who usually sleeps badly, was awake before 
dawn. ‘It doesn’t help to roll around and work yourself up. If you 
cannot sleep, get up and bake a cake.’ Thought he had overslept. 
But then he was lying there, the sheets drawn away from his chest, 
his eyes closed. Then she phoned her eldest son, and Andries 
came, and they left him lying like that. Peacefully in his own bed. My 
mother sat with him a long time, holding his hand. My sister came 
from Johannesburg. He seemed so peaceful, she said, as if a ring of 
the phone could wake him at any moment. Kidney failure is the 
softest way of dying, said the doctor, because the blood moves 
gradually from the living mixture to the other. Without anxiety. 
Without terror or suffering.
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Before they fetched him, my mother prepared next to him: his 
woollen jacket, his one hundred per cent wool tie, his best shirt and 
woollen pants, his leather shoes with the handmade cut-outs. After 
they carried him out, she got up slowly and beat the sheets over and 
over as if in a daze.

‘I am really bad with death,’ she says, while I hold her. We are all 
in the little sitting room of their house, and I realize for the first time 
that somewhere along the line every one of us has gone grey. A pair 
of bifocals hangs around Andries’s neck.

‘The funeral is Thursday morning,’ he says, ‘more towards 
eleven, so that people coming from far away do not have to sleep 
over, we can give them lunch and they can all go back again.’

‘People work during the week. What about Saturday?’ I ask.
‘Look, I don’t want any arguments. It will be Thursday. You will 

write the funeral address, and you and your sister will sort out the 
church service and the thank-yous. I will deal with the funeral itself 
and the undertakers, and he,’ pointing to Hendrik, ‘will get the grave 
dug.’

Of course. Where do I think I am? The Krog family has never 
been a democracy. We work according to a strict patriarchal system, 
and I am the only one, coming from a far-away place, who has not 
yet noticed that the mantle has passed to my brother.

‘Is the yellow copper bull still on Jurie Botha’s grave?’
‘Can you believe it! In this era of copper theft that enormous 

Brahman is still standing inside its bulletproof-glass cage - not even 
a touch of verdigris on its bronze balls,’ says my sister-in-law.

Meanwhile, the telephone rings incessantly. Whoever answers 
comes back with red-rimmed eyes.

‘It is those on the other side who cry so much,’ says my sister-in- 
law.

‘If only I was not so bad with death,’ repeats my mother. She 
goes to make tea.

Andries takes me aside. ‘It is hard to say all these things in front 
of Ma. But a white person can’t have a funeral on a Saturday any 
more, because all the black funerals now happen on Saturdays, 
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between eight to twelve a day. As the one hearse drives out of the 
gates, the next procession is ready to come in. Sometimes there are 
three services going on at the gravesides simultaneously. I was 
afraid that we would not be able to get cold-storage space for Pa, 
because the undertakers that have mushroomed all over Kroonstad 
do not have their own equipment. They hire everything from Avbob 
or Saffas, from the cold storage down to the make-up, coffins and 
hearses. So Saturday is peak hour. The only thing I asked Ma is if 
she wanted him to be buried next to the blacks of the town or the 
blacks of the farm. Then she said rather on the farm, so that she can 
go and visit the grave in peace - here in town several women have 
been attacked and robbed while they were laying flowers on people’s 
graves.’

‘Does Joep Joubert know about it?’
‘I told him. He has already cut the fence next to the road, so that 

we can get to the grave without having to drive all over the farm. But 
the digging of the grave is our business.’

‘Do we really want to bury Pa in land that none of us farm any 
more? That we might sell soon? Would you like to be buried in 
somebody else’s land?’

‘If you want to look at it that way, you can just as well say that the 
whole country is somebody else’s land. If you buy a grave, you buy it 
from the black municipality to which the cemetery belongs. 
Cremation, that Pa did not want, nor do any of us, I might add. We 
all want to be buried on the farm, even if it is no longer ours. We are 
of it. That farm, that werf, that’s what made us. I want to be back 
there when I die. I will give myself back to it - by secret means if 
needs be. We have no face without that farm.’

I look at him in surprise. Sitting there on Pa’s bed, which has 
been made up neatly, he seems slightly embarrassed by his new- 
found authority on our belonging. It’s not as if we were actually good 
farmers, or became a prosperous family from the land.

The telephone rings. The cellphones ring. The garden gate 
squeaks endlessly as people come around to talk and bring food. 
The kitchen is full of pots of soup and bobotie, rice and pasta, mince 
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and vegetables, flat trays filled with soft triangular sandwiches, 
cakes, tarts, and boxes and boxes of meat pies.

‘It is terrifying for me that I cannot cook. I would have liked to 
cook up a storm when your father died, to bake things that rise, lard 
things, grind and mix herbs, make up bottles of preserves, boil 
bottles of jam, bake breads, decorate cakes ... now I’m sitting here 
with my hands folded ...’

‘Elmien phoned from Canada,’ my sister comes into the room. 
Her nose red. ‘She says she will never be able to think of South 
Africa in the same way, now that Pa is dead.’

‘Your father would never have guessed that Jan Hoender’s 
granddaughter would talk so lovingly about him,’ my mother says 
drily.

Andries and I go to Heilbron, where someone has offered to print 
the funeral address for free. He drives and I read him pieces about 
Pa from one of our mother’s books. In an essay titled ‘Bull of Africa’, 
she describes the Krogs and their sense of style. ‘Even if he only 
had a single suit,’ she writes, ‘a Krog would wear it as if it was 
handmade from Harris tweed - which might quite possibly be the 
case.’ And a bit later: 'I have been the recipient of bottles of 
kukumakranka brandy, first editions of poetry volumes, hand- 
crocheted bedspreads and invitations to Bushveld farms simply 
because of the charming, distinguished manner of the man at my 
side, my own personal Krog.’

‘Do you think Pa felt good about such a piece?’ I wonder. ‘About 
being portrayed in such a positive way?’

‘He was probably only too pleased that she didn’t put down what 
she always said - that he had the typical legs of the Krogs, 
spectacular to look at, but useless to use. No good for running, for 
kicking a ball, for working, not even for dancing.’

His cellphone rings. It is Hendrik. They have dug down half a 
metre and hit a layer of ironstone. Big hammers and chisels from our 
cousin the dambuilder are being used, but it is going very slowly. I 
suspect that Andries’s dream of having all of us resting quietly there 
on the rocky ridge has been dealt a fatal blow by the reality of 
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geology. My mother has already asked whether they’ve struck water 
yet, because a dowser once told her there was strong water there on 
the other side of the stream.

‘This morning we asked the undertaker for a Jewish coffin. Then 
he told us no, your father was too big a man. So I asked him, are you 
saying it’s only the short little Jews who actually die? He was irritated 
that we want to get off cheaply, I suppose. But apparently they make 
these coffins in Welkom, so he ordered a bigger one for us.’

At the printing works people start crying when they see us. Your 
father was so proud of you and we loved him so much. Andries 
selects a photograph.

‘I don’t like that one, he seems to be ... averting something, as if 
he’s warding you off as he looks at you.’

‘That is why his Sesotho name is Matjama,’ says Andries.
We drive back. He drives slowly, as if reluctant to re-enter the 

zone of grief.
‘I once asked Ma why she moved over from fiction to essays. She 

was busy boiling soap there next to the windpump, I’ll never forget it, 
she had on these thick socks of Pa’s and a pair of his pants and a 
kind of a hat with flaps. She sat on a little chair away from the fire, 
which she and Isak were stoking with mealie cobs, while the big 
white stirring paddles stood in the pots. Her second book of essays 
had just been published, you know the one about her family. But a 
few days earlier my Afrikaans lecturer had given us a whole spiel 
about the liberating power of the imagination, and how writers who 
only dig around in the sewers are lacking in imaginative power ... or 
something like that. When I came home for the weekend, I asked her 
about it. And she told me something that I’m only starting to 
understand now.’

I’m surprised to hear him telling me this. ‘What did she say?’
‘She said that writing and reading give you access to a different, 

larger world. In the old days, fiction could free you to go to a different 
place. But nowadays this larger world is so incessantly present in 
your yard and on your stoep and in your guest room and in your 
kitchen, it takes up so many seats at your table, it always has a 
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whole mouthful to say about your food. Because of television and 
newspapers, you are now saddled with this other world. And you 
want to get rid of this other world, you wonder desperately how you 
are going to overcome it. Intimacy with your own world is the one 
thing that enables you to survive this ever-present other world.’

‘So why does it only make sense now?’
‘Because I realize myself that I prefer more and more not to read 

fiction.’
This is perhaps not the time and place to discuss my view that 

everything which has been transformed into language has already 
become fiction. How many times did I not go to town with my mother, 
and when she told my father about it afterwards, what for me had 
been a very ordinary excursion became a riveting experience, 
fraught with meaning and depths of imagery? I take my mother’s 
book from the back seat. ‘Let me read the story of the hail storm that 
drove Ma’s first chickens out of the hok and destroyed them in the 
open.’ He switches off the radio and I read:

Isak Mokokoane hands me the young chickens, pounded flat like dried 
flowers on stiff stalks. I pick up the washing bowl, empty the kettle into it, 
dunk the first chick in the water and wash the mud from its wilted 
feathers, dry it off with my apron - and would you believe it, it starts to 
kick, and when I put it on the floor, it remains standing like a potted 
flower. When I have the third chick in the bowl, Isak comes back with 
another load ... and a third ... and a fourth. We fire up the stove with 
mealie cobs until it’s roaring and we wash chicks. Later on, I have 
nothing left to dry with, and so I take out my best guest towels. We pack 
newspapers in the stove in order to dry out the most hopeless cases. 
Some pull through, others lie steaming dead in a growing heap in the 
corner.

The kitchen is not very big, there are more than two hundred chickens. 
All the doors and windows have to stay shut and after a while the stove 
is rattling with heat. I am wet through. Hopeless and sick with sorrow, I 
keep on washing chickens. Then I start with the heap of dead ones. I pull 
out their feathers and remove their innards. And now, alone in the light of 
a paraffin lamp and released from the anxiety of the rescue attempt, I 
start to recognize them. Here is the little guy with the bent wing, the one 
with the white spot at the ear, the one that always used to peck at my 
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shoelaces ... tears flow down my cheeks into the bowls filled with the 
little bodies of those that loved me so impartially and sunnily.

It is after eleven. I bundle the last cobs into the stove, look out over the 
silent, blackened crowd, and close the middle door of the kitchen behind 
me. It is dark before me and I see a pale crack of light from under our 
bedroom door. I open it and stand in the doorway. My good husband lies 
reading under the blankets in the little island of the paraffin lamp, quiet 
and cut off from everything. He looks up at me, drenching wet, dazed 
from crying and ripe with steam and chicken droppings and entrails. It is 
a stern test of love, however young and certain. No one can hold it 
against him that he hesitates before flipping open the bedding for me: 
‘Clean yourself up a little and come to bed, then I’ll read to you what 
General De Wet says in this book about the battle at Rooiwal.’ Not a 
word about my dead chickens.

Deeply stung, I later climb in with him, definitely not interested in what 
General De Wet has to say about anything. Then, for the first time I hear 
the thunder of the spruit outside, I hear the dripping from the roof, and 
the ice-cold breath of the hailed-out landscape touches my cheeks.

‘Your mealies! Were you out there?’ I ask in fear.
He puts the book down. ‘No, I know what... ’
I struggle over next to him, across the vast expanse that a double bed 

can sometimes hold. We lie in one another’s arms, vulnerable apart and 
together before the merciless laws of nature in which we live, find 
happiness and keep faith. The great dark night, the smell of bruising and 
pain, the silver death shroud, the erosion of the water, it all lies spread 
for miles around us. And so we fall asleep.

Andries pulls over and stops at a desolate picnic spot. He lights a 
cigarette and opens his window. ‘Now read the rest,’ he says. He 
knows the story as well as I do.

When I wake up the next morning, it is because of something strange, 
something like a cherishing peacefulness, as if a blessing hand is 
stretched over our bed. I lift my head and confront one of the strangest 
sights I have ever seen in my life. Packed tightly, across our blankets, on 
top of the cupboards, on the chairs, over the entire floor, stand little black 
chickens thronging together. Alert like sentries, but motionless, as if they 
are afraid to violate the silence, there they stand.

Possibly it was the extreme heat and the subsequent fall in 
temperature that caused the catch on the middle door to come undone.
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They felt the warmth of our bedroom and moved over. Yes, definitely, that 
is all it was, I would have to concede - if I accepted that they were 
chickens. Only they were not. They were people, my people.

The hearse comes slowly across the winter veld. In the back Pa’s 
grainy wooden coffin rocks gently. The driver brings the car to a halt 
and opens the rear door. My father’s sons and grandsons each wrap 
a handkerchief around a hand and slide the coffin out by its rope 
handles. Through the grass they carry him to the grave that has 
taken three days to hack into the ironstone. My brothers cry like 
people who have lost everything. The smaller grandchildren stumble 
sobbing amongst the grown-ups who stand so brokenly around the 
grave. My mother stares blankly in front of her. A freshly shorn fleece 
is draped softly over the coffin. We sing into the icy wind that cuts 
from the south. ‘Nearer, my God, to Thee, nearer to Thee.’

Death has burst its bonds to be with us.
‘0 Lord, thou hast searched me, and known me. Thou knowest 

my downsitting and mine uprising, Thou understandest my thought 
afar off.’ The Dominée reads from the old Afrikaans translation, as 
my mother wanted. She stands hunched over. ‘Thou compassest my 
path and my lying down, And art acquainted with all my ways. For 
there is not a word in my tongue, But, Io, O Lord, thou knowest it 
altogether. Thou hast beset me behind and before, And laid thine 
hand upon me.’

The coffin starts sinking slowly, and I know that a piece of what I 
am is leaving with him, going down into the stone. My original blood, 
my earliest bone, the text of my core.

The coffin scrapes softly down the ironstone flue.
Mooi loop Pa.
We stand here forlornly, your children, lost in a landscape in 

which we so often feel we no longer belong. A landscape we are 
bleeding from, generation after generation. You could not safeguard 
a place for us here. You leave us bereft, unfamiliar with sharing.

There is a quietness spreading over the veld, down to the stream 
and the willows, the long, naked poplars. Hendrik wipes his face.
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Suddenly he speaks in Sesotho: ‘We, the family, want to thank Isak 
and Eveline Mokokoane, Ben Nakedi and Laetia, who came with my 
father many years ago when you were all young. Together you made 
this farm ...’ Then his face explodes into tears.

No one speaks any more. I become aware of how many people 
are here. Rina and Peet, Ouma Hannie and her sons, Oom Pieta, 
our cousin the dambuilder ... and yes, Sheridan at the back with his 
cellphone. An enormous crowd that fills the field and spreads out to 
the edges of the bull camp. Silent, they stand in the cold Free State 
air. And for a moment something departs from them, from us, from 
our Afrikanerhood, our Afrikaansness, our whiteness, and we are 
filled with confusion, a kind of belated batteredness, disconsolate 
and vulnerable as we are to inevitable endings.

The prayer is over. My mother’s eyes are feverishly dry as she 
says to my brothers, ‘Cover him up yourselves.’

I see Isak in a crumpled jacket, his head grey, his callused hands 
on his walking stick. He comes forward to throw a handful of grit on 
the coffin. 'You have left me now, Matjama,’ he calls. ‘Tsamaya 
hantle, Ntate Moholo.’

My brothers drag closer a few bags and pour soft river-sand over 
the coffin.

Then they take turns to shovel soil into the grave. Sons, sons-in- 
law, grandsons, cousins. It is hard work and nobody looks 
completely comfortable with a spade. When Andries straightens up 
to gasp for air, a black man puts out his hand. It is Kapi, the tractor 
driver who started working for my father just before the farm was 
leased out. My brother stares at him for a good few seconds, then 
hands over the spade.

My mother starts to cry uncontrollably.
Beloved father, guardian of my blood, you lifted yourself clear of 

us in the small hours of the night, you left us so softly that nothing 
was torn asunder. Light as a prayer, undamaged as a feather. May 
you arrive where your place is always certain, may you arrive there 
covered in fleeces of your finest wool. We have been put together by 
the many places you have claimed for us, gathered together from all 
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the memories you have maintained for us. Holdfast man. 
Peacemaker. Unnoticed buckle of our family circle, go well ...

As we walk back to the car, my mother on my arm, I feel 
something lightly against my hair, something like a blessing. Like the 
touch, perhaps, of a forefather.
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wheel, slowly. Only the tips of my outstretched wings stir. 
The wind creaks in my ear hollows. Far beneath me the landscape 
drifts in flows of brown grass. A dust devil drills the plain. Over the 
endless, twisting river I turn and glide to where a town spreads like a 
neglected motherboard. I sink lower, my eyes narrowing. It is, it has 
to be. Always you - this gravitation of longing. To be with you. Of 
you. You move as if in pain, and my heart bursts its banks. In a rush 
I swoop down, I gather you in my arms, I hold you. I rock you. Past 
spilling and violence and the debris of dreams, I cradle your head in 
my hand and put your dry lips to my breast. My chest overflows. How 
I have longed for this. How halved I’ve been without this. Your 
eyebrows, your ears, your long neck I flush clean. I buff your 
shoulders until they gleam like tamboti. I kiss your wrists over and 
over until the aggressive bulges disappear from your knuckles. I 
comfort your elbows. I dress your bleeding legs. I soften your thighs 
and let them rest. Your burdened, beautiful back I caress, vertebra 
by vertebra, from my deepest memory. I take your blood, so light it 
could have been dust, and skim from it ages of exhaustion, virus and 
hunger. I take my own blood and I mix it with yours, as I have always 
yearned to do - to be of your body, to be surged by your heart, and 
loved by your skin. I bend over your face. You open your eyes and I 
see myself for the first time. As you widen your eyes, you see 
yourself there, compellingly completed.

The rain picks up carefully. The rain has our scent. It clears our 
throats. Light sifts through. It encompasses everything.

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 812 of 1031



ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

This book would not have been possible without the storytellers of 
the Free State - they are really telling the change. Among them are 
my brothers and my mother who have taught me how the stories 
around one can lie the truth. Therefore many names and places 
have been changed - the T is seldom me, my mother and father not 
necessarily my parents, my family not really blood relatives, and so 
forth.

It was hard to find a writing space for myself after the success of 
Country of My Skull. Four people, however, made it possible: 
Stephen Johnson, who adroitly walked the line between 
encouragement and the kindest pressure possible; Ivan Vladislavin, 
an unequalled transformer who gave my clutch of many translations 
its cohesion; my son Andries who made regular back-ups of material 
on my computer and skilfully translated the original Afrikaans into 
English; and my husband John, who is, and, since that day in school, 
always has been my first reader.

Many thanks also to the Gorée Institute, for inviting me on the 
journey to Timbuktu; the Institute for Justice and Reconciliation, for 
including me in their visit to the Eastern Cape; and to the SABC, for 
providing such transformed work surroundings that even the smallest 
meeting was always something of an eye-opener. I am also grateful 
to Professors W.J. Botha and Ampie Muller for their particular 
explorations of the word ‘transformation’, to Professors Sizwe Satyo, 
Ncedile Saule and Mpo Mothoagae for their generous exchange 
during translations, and to the late Sipho Maseko for many a 
thought-provoking conversation.

Sections of this book have been published before in Afrikaans 
and Dutch, and sections of Part 2 first appeared in the Mail & 
Guardian. To make sense of these stories I had to interact with a 

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 813 of 1031



wide variety of texts; some of them are quoted, and the insights 
gleaned from all are gratefully acknowledged.

Part 1 Breyten Breytenbach, die ysterkoei meet sweet (Afrikaanse 
Pers Boekhandel, Johannesburg, 1964); Jan F.E. Cilliers, Die Vlakte 
(Volkstem Drukkery, Pretoria, 1912); John and Jean Comaroff, Body 
of Power, Spirit of Resistance (University of Chicago Press, 
Chicago/London, 1985), and Of Revelation and Revolution, Vol. 1 
(University of Chicago Press, Chicago/London, 1981); Nuruddin 
Farah, Yesterday, Tomorrow (Cassel, London/ New York, 2000); J.L. 
Gili (ed.), Lorca (Penguin, Harmondsworth, 1960); John Hayward 
(ed.), The Penguin Book of English Verse (Penguin, Harmondsworth, 
1964); Shirley J. Kokot, Understanding Giftedness - A South African 
Perspective (Butterworths, Durban, 1992); Antjie Krog, Dogter van 
Jefta (Human & Rousseau, Cape Town, 1970); Njabulo Ndebele, 
‘Iph’ Indlela? Finding Our Way into the Future’, First Steve Biko 
Memorial Lecture, delivered at the University of the Western Cape in 
2000; Oxford Talking Dictionary (© the Learning Company, Inc., 1998 
- All Rights Reserved); Dot Serfontein, Systap onder die Juk 
(Human & Rousseau, Cape Town, 1969), Amper my Mense (Human 
& Rousseau, Cape Town, 1974), and Keurskrif vir Kroonstad 
(Perskor, Johannesburg, 1990); Susan Sontag, Where the Stress 
Falls (Jonathan Cape, London, 2002); G. Sterba, The Aquarist’s 
Encyclopedia (Blandford Press, London, 1983); Anton van Niekerk 
(ed.), Filosoof op die Markpiein: Opstelle vir en deur Willie 
Esterhuizen (Tafelberg, Cape Town, 1996); N.P. van Wyk Louw, Die 
Halwe Kring (Nasionale Pers, Cape Town/Bloemfontein, 1947); RE. 
Vernon (ed.), Creativity (Penguin, Harmondsworth, 1980).

Part 2 Yael Danieli, International Handbook of Multigenerational 
Legacies of Trauma (Plenum Press, New York/London, 1998); F. 
Fanon, The Wretched of the Earth (Penguin, Harmondsworth, 1963); 
Antjie Krog and Ronelle Loots, The Unfolding of Sky, a television 
documentary in the series ‘Landscape of Memory’ produced by Don 
Edkins, 1999; Sheila Masote’s testimony before the Truth 
Commission; Deborah Matshoba’s testimony before the Truth 
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Commission; Caroline Moser and Fiona Clark (eds), Victims, 
Perpetrators or Actors? Gender, Armed Conflict and Political 
Violence (Zed, London, 2001); Dot Serfontein, Rang in der Staten Rij 
(Human & Rousseau, Cape Town, 1979).

Part 3 K. Anthony Appiah and Amy Gutmann, Color Conscious 
(Princeton University Press, Princeton, 1996); Margaret Atwood, 
Negotiating with the Dead: A Writer on Writing (Cambridge 
University Press, Cambridge, 2002); Charles Baxter, ‘Literature’s 
Great Divide from Rhyming Action’, in Michigan Quarterly Review 
(Fall 1996); Aimé Césaire, Return to My Native Land (Penguin, 
Harmondsworth, 1969); Mahmood Mamdani, Citizen and Subject 
(Princeton University Press, Princeton, 1996); D.B.Z Ntuli, The 
Poetry of B.W. Vilakazi (J.L. van Schaik, Pretoria, 1984); Jeff 
Opland, Xhosa Poets and Poetry (David Philip, Cape Town, 1998) 
and Xhosa Oral Poetry: Aspects of a Black South African Tradition 
(Ravan, Johannesburg, 1983); S.S. Prawer (ed. and trans.), The 
Penguin Book of Lieder (Penguin, Harmondsworth, 1964); N. Saule, 
‘Images in Some of the Literary Works of S.E.K. Mqhayi’, PhD thesis 
(Department of African Languages, Unisa); Karel Schoeman, 
Verliesfontein (Human & Rousseau, Cape Town, 1998); D.L.P. Yali- 
Manisi, Izibongo Zeenkosi ZamaXhosa. (Lovedale Press, Alice, 
1954).

Part 4 Connect (Arts International, New York, Fall 2000); Michael 
Ignatieff, Blood and Belonging (Penguin, Harmondsworth, 1993); 
Nelson Mandela, Long Walk to Freedom (Abacus, London, 1994); 
N.C. Manganyi, Being-Black-in-the-World (Skotaville, Johannesburg, 
1973); Christiane Nord, Translating as a Purposeful Activity (St 
Jerome Publishing, Manchester, 1997); Jacqueline Rose, On Not 
Being Able to Sleep: Psychoanalysis and the Modern World (Chatto 
& Windus, London, 2003); Dot Serfontein, Serfontein-Atlas (privately 
published, 1984).

Part 5 Isabel Hofmeyr, We Spend Our Years as a Tale That Is Told 
(Wits University Press, Johannesburg, 1993); Jim Hudgens and 
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Richard Trillo, W/est Africa: The Rough Guide (Penguin, 
Harmondsworth, 1999); Ali Mazrui, The Africans: A Triple Heritage 
(BBC Publications, London, 1986); Gabriel M. Setiloane, The Image 
of God among the Sotho-Tswana (A.A. Balkema, Rotterdam, 1976).

Part 6 George Ekama, ‘Municipal Waste Treatment in South Africa - 
Past and Future’, Inaugural Lecture, University of Cape Town, 2 
September 1992; Dot Serfontein, Ek is maar Ene (Human & 
Rousseau, Cape Town, 1972); M.C. Wentzel, G.A. Ekama, R.E. 
Loewenthal and G.v.R. Marais, ‘Fundamentals of Biological 
Behaviour’, Notes produced by the Water Research Group, 
Department of Civil Engineering, University of Cape Town.

As I was preparing this text for publication, Kroonstad was placed 
under heavy water restrictions. A few days earlier, the river 
practically dried up and the dam closest to the town filled up with 
dead fish. Investigation revealed that some cattle farmers in the 
township had opened the manholes and sealed the pipes with plastic 
cold-drink bottles, so that the sewage would overflow and fertilize the 
topsoil. On the resultant patches of startlingly green grass, spread all 
over the township, many a farmer is successfully raising cattle.
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note

Begging to Be Black consists of the telling and retelling of old and new 
stories, known and lesser-known philosophies, as well as many con
versations. I am indebted to a range of people and texts, but the (mis) 
interpretation and (mis)use of them is my own doing in my attempt to 
understand what we say and have said about ourselves and others in the 
long conversation between black and white in this country. My engage
ment is not with individuals, but with texts produced within specific 
cultures. Because everything is filtered through my own memory, culture 
and subjective interpretation, I often use fictitious names and places. I 
have avoided using footnotes, but quotations are acknowledged in the 
source list at the back of the book.

This is also not a biography of King Moshoeshoe 1; 1 have focused on 
descriptions of parts of his life that contribute to the conversations I have 
tried to trace.

Parts of this text have appeared in a short Afrikaans novel Relaas van 
’n Moord (translated into English by Karen Press), Umama, edited by 
Marion Keim, the yearbook of the Wissenschaftskolleg zu Berlin 2008, as 
well as a variety of local and international accredited academic journals.
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Begging to Be Black

from the body and towards the station, sidestepping taxis and terrified 
spectators.

It is 25 February 1992 - quarter past six in Kroonstad.
Of what has just happened, we know nothing. Serene from deep- j 

breathing exercises, J. and I roll up our yoga mats and call our youngest 
child, who is playing with other kids in the garden outside the house ,
where we have our weekly classes. We drive to the local café for milk 
and bread. I greet the woman working at the bread-cutting machine, 
but instead of her usual banter, she lowers her eyes and disappears 
among the shelves. Later, at the till, I pick up her voice in heightened 
conversation at the back, where fresh milk is being carried in.

I don’t make anything of it, knowing too well that trying to live across 
racial lines in a rural town is not always easy - for black or white. J. puts 
the groceries on the back seat and flips Willem a packet of wine gums.

We drive home and we seem what we are: a reasonably comfortable 
middle-class family in a small rural town. During the height of apartheid 
we consciously decided to live among poor people and bought a house 
near the railway line. When our daughter went off to a birthday party one 
Saturday and came home distraught, after being pushed into the street 1
towards a bakkie draped in AWB flags and called the child of a terrorist, 
we sent our children away to boarding schools in Bloemfontein.

It is not always easy to work out how to live a righteous life. That 
apartheid is wrong is relatively obvious, but how to live against apartheid 
is the harder question, because even the smallest decision has complicated 
consequences. Moving in and out of townships, without permission, 
for rallies, meetings and workshops causes tension at home. Sometimes 
J. calls me The Great Moral Denouncer, who judges every decision taken 
by the family as white-privileged, exploitative, unfair. Shall we go and 
see the Lohengrin production in Pretoria? Of course not: the money 
paid to the soprano flown in from South America would keep our local 
township in electricity for a year! Even the choice of black or white 
coffee acquires political undertones in our house, J. says. Sometimes he 
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turns the argument around: because he is working hard, and is civilized 
to rich clients, his wife can afford to put his cars, fax machine, phone, 
house and life at the disposal of the oppressed.

So let me try again to describe this moment. A very precise moment 
in which the terrible has already happened but has not yet reached you, 
and it’s only looking back that you realize how protected, fortunate and 
naiW you were at that moment, in the car along the Familiar streets 
in which you grew up. (But, as always when I start this story, I feel 1 am 
sinking - as if my brain loses its capacity to maintain a physical integrity, 
a coherent skin around the story, as if my being becomes dispersed in 
the telling. I also know that when 1 reach the end of this tale, completely 
worn out, 1 will still be asking: What would have been the right thing to 
do? - and the terror, the real terror of moral bewilderment, is lost among 
the words.)

So: We’re coming back from yoga. With milk and bread, we stop in 
our garage. When we get out, Reggie is peering down from the Stoep 
above the driveway. This is a surprise, because 1 didn’t see his car in front 
of the house. 1 laugh:‘Are you now so high up in the political structures 
that you are being dropped by helicopter?’

We walk towards the front stoep, where Reggie and three other men 
are standing.

‘We need a lift,’ he says. He doesn’t introduce the others - which 
isn’t unusual, because he is often accompanied by chance passengers or 
political figures who need to remain incognito.

‘Don’t you want coffee or something cold to drink?’ J. offers.
‘No, thank you,' says Reggie. ‘We’re in a hurry.’
Seeing it’s already dark, J. says he’ll quickly take them.
‘No,’ Reggie stops him. ‘I have to discuss something with your wife.’
I get into the car, with Reggie in front and the other men in the back. 

I start reversing and, just before I’m all the way out of the garage, Reggie 
says cursorily, ‘Get rid of this for me.’ And he hands me a red T-shirt.

I open the window and throw it into a box of old clothes that people 
come and drop off at our place. I drive and turn into Voortrekker Road. 
Reggie tells me that Regina, his wife, is not doing well and asks whether
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I can recommend a ‘right’ psychologist in Welkom: ‘You know what the 
doctors in Kroonstad are like!’ After being in solitary confinement for 
four months in ’76, Regina had a nervous breakdown and is still battling 
with the consequences.

I talk about their eldest daughter, Winnie, who is in Standard 9 at 
Brentpark High, where 1 teach. She was recently made hockey captain. 
‘No other centre forward breaks through like her,’ I say. ‘Takes after her 
father...’

Reggie laughs, pleased at the compliment.
At the crossroads he says, ‘Rather take us to Maokeng.’ I turn right to 

the black township instead of left to Brentpark, the coloured area. We 
drive. The men in the back start talking in Sesotho. They sound angry. 
Reggie says something, also in Sesotho, which calms them down.

Suddenly police cars come racing past us - it looks as if everyone 
inside has a walkie-talkie against his mouth. ‘God,’ I say, ‘the police can 
sometimes look hysterical when they want to.’

Reggie placates the men in the back. ‘It’s a free country,’ he says, speak
ing Afrikaans now. ‘We can say what we like; we can drive where we like.’

I stop at Tau’s shop. Everyone gets out, and 1 see my passengers for 
the first time. Later, however, I will remember only the tall black man 
with the paper bag and the short one with the long hair and yellow
green eyes.

1 drive back. At home J. is busy making toast. I go outside to cut some 
roses: Porcelain, Duet and the big ochre Just Joey. J. finds me in the 
passage, holds up my hand with the bunch of roses, and dances with me 
to his new Harvest Moon tape:

When we were strangers
I watched you from afar 
When we were lovers 
I loved you with all my heart

He kisses my neck and our hands are clasped together around the roses 
and the scent of jasmine. From somewhere a phrase drifts up in me:
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"n haag van bloed’ - a hedge of blood. 1 go and write it down, the begin
ning of a poem. Our youngest is sitting at the table doing his homework. 
The phone rings. ‘Where’s Reggie?’ a voice asks. ‘The Wheetie is dead 
and the police are looking for Reggie.’ I say I don’t know and hang up.

‘There’s something bloody funny going on,’ I say to J. and fetch the 
T-shirt from the garage. ‘Let’s burn this.’

‘You don’t do anything,’ says J.,‘until you know what’s going on.’
1 do not argue. J. is irritated enough. We have a couple of especially 

difficult months behind us. At the office people started asking what 
architectural work he thought the firm would be getting if a partner’s 
wife collaborated with those endangering the lives of the people who 
used architects in the first place. Some weeks before, there were photo
graphs in the local newspaper of me and Reggie attending ANC rallies, 
with reports of how we incited innocent children to take part in life
threatening marches.

Last week Thursday, after I put my bags in the boot, something on the 
car’s roof caught my eye. Leaves, was my first thought. Then, in a panic: 
The car is peeling to bare blikl J. will be furious. He often complains that 
I don’t look after his old car properly. Then, simultaneously, the acrid 
smell of acid hit my nose as I saw black paint spelling AWB on the door.

At the police station they ignored me. After some minutes I tried 
to address a policeman who was just sitting there staring at me. 'Haai 
meneerV

Without taking his eyes off me, he shouted to the back, ‘She’s here.’ To 
which somebody replied, ‘Hope she’s not looking for police protection!’ 
Sniggering all around. And later, again to the back: T was told it was a 
fucked-up Mazda, now I hear it’s an Alfa,’ and they laughed.

‘Sorry, mevroutjie] he said cheerfully, ‘we can’t do anything - there 
was an AWB meeting in Kroonstad last night.’

We used to accept this kind of harassment, because it fitted within 
a particular security police logic before 1990, but what we can’t under
stand is why it has actually intensified after the release of Mandela and 
the unbanning of the ANC. What on earth is going on in this miserable 
little town?
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The ANC is not illegal, I often argue with ).; the current government 
is negotiating with the ANC and recognizes the things that it stands for. 
EW. de Klerk is talking peace and elections. But I have no explanation for 
why there seems to be a structural break between what the government 
is saying and what its agents in rural areas are doing.

On the other hand, for the township comrades it is as clear as day
light: this is how the Boere are. ‘They will never change.’

‘You are wrong,’ I reply to Reggie. ‘The Boere must have been talking to 
the ANC for a long time before you and I heard of it. They are not stupid; 
they know that this political repression is no longer defensible. What we 
experience in Kroonstad is simply isolated, unchecked, local racism!’

And now here 1 stand, holding the red T-shirt lightly between my 
fingers. ‘If we burn it, we don’t have it, and nobody can accuse us of 
anything.’

‘And what will you do when four people, after being roughed up by 
the police, say that the T-shirt was given to you?’

‘If only I knew what happened to the Wheetiel’
The Wheetie is the leader of the Three Million Gang, which rules with 

a reign of open terror in Kroonstad. Anything happening anywhere in 
the township will always end with somebody mumbling: Three Million. 
A year ago they moved from hearsay into fact for me when an ANC 
organizer in the Free State turned up late one night at our house: Terror 
Lekota had asked that I please type up a handwritten list of names and 
charges - people who’d suffered at the hands of this gang. I typed more 
than two hundred names, with a charge next to each one. The organizer 
gave us the fax number of the Minister of Justice and asked J. to send the 
list the following day, together with a letter signed by Lekota, Within a 
couple of weeks the Wheetie was charged on various counts, of which a 
large number were postponed, others dismissed because documents had 
disappeared, and others fell away, because most people were too scared 
to testify against him.

Around the same time, I was shown a pamphlet in which it was 
announced that an Inkatha branch would be established in the black 
township the following Sunday.
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‘But surely there aren’t any Zulu-speakers around here!’
‘That’s just the point,’ said Denzil Hendricks, my deputy head at 

Brentpark High. ‘We hear that the Three Million’s people have joined, and 
the Wheetie is now the leader - everything nicely organized by the police.’

‘Now why would they do that?’ I asked.
‘All clashes between the Three Million and the ANC suddenly become 

political clashes, and have nothing to do with revenge and gangsterism 
any more.’

I put the T-shirt back in the box, and go to the kitchen to make a salad, 
while J. helps Willem with his homework. Both of us are unusually 
silent, as if our thoughts don’t even want to begin to probe the possible 
scenarios. My husband is a level-headed man, but as he rolls restlessly 
around during the night, I know that I am, we are, in a bigger mess than 
I probably imagine.

The next morning I drop the youngest one off at nursery school and 
drive towards Brentpark High. At the main crossroads I read a headline 
poster: ‘White woman in jail for gang murder.’ My foot freezes on the 
accelerator. I drive to school in a daze. Everyone is standing in little 
groups, and classes have been suspended. I look for the deputy head.

‘Where is Denzil?’
‘Don’t you know,’ someone says, ‘he was caught last night because he 

helped Reggie with the Wheetie’s murder,’
Bit by bit I am told different and clashing versions of the event. One 

says that Reggie arranged for his cousin, an eighteen-year-old MK guy, 
to shoot the Wheetie. Denzil drove them to Selborne Square, next to the 
taxi rank. Once they’d stopped, Reggie opened the back door and three 
men rushed out. One charged after the smartly dressed Wheetie, who was 
on his way to the taxi rank after his umpteenth court appearance. The 
first shot missed. The second hit him in the back. When he fell, the MK 
man stood over him and shot him in the head twice at close range. The 
gunman was masked and wore a red T-shirt, which he pulled off after 
the shooting and threw into the crowd. The Wheetie’s brother held his 
head while blood foamed from his mouth. Then the gunman disappeared 
among the people.

9
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Others say, no, Denzil and the rest had been following the Wheetie 
for three days, but just couldn’t get close enough to shoot. The MK guy 
started getting impatient. Others say the three men, some say two, others 
only the one with the red shirt, went back to the car where Reggie and 
Denzil were waiting, as if nothing had happened. They climbed in, and 
Denzil drove them away in full view of hundreds of taxi passengers. The 
police came to get Denzil and are still looking for the others.

And now nobody’s going to school, because the police are messing 
around with the ANC again.

The word blazing through all the detail is ‘red’.
'And the white woman?’ 1 can barely get the words through my lips.
Her name is Cecily Shahim, somebody informs me, and she’s been 

arrested for supplying Reggie and the others with guns and for fetching 
tile MK guy from Johannesburg.

My head is swirling. I listen to something here, then overhear some
thing there, but it’s as if I’ve shrivelled up completely inside my body. My 
brain tries to fathom exactly what I am involved in. 1 go to the bathroom 
and throw up. I walk to the café and buy cigarettes and a vetkoek - but I 
can’t eat a thing. I smoke. I sit alone in my classroom for a while, trying 
to think what is happening at this very moment. When the school choir 
uses the interruption to practise, I accompany them on the piano. 1 look 
at my fingers as if I’m seeing them for the first time.

The bell rings. I drive home. I go and sit on the globe chair in the 
passage. I sit like that for hours until J. comes home from work. I don’t 
think I’ve been thinking about anything. I’m not afraid. I just sit, like 
someone waiting.

I met Reggie Baartman in 1985. It was a bad year for activists - for archi
tects too. J. was struggling to keep his head above water. Because the 
three older children were already at school, we put little Willem in day 
care and 1 started teaching at a training college for black teachers in 
Kroonstad. My first project was to take the students to a production of 
Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar at a secondary school in the township. Before 

II)
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the performance, a student nudged me gently: ‘That’s comrade Reggie 
Baartman sitting there in front.’

While 1 looked at the profile of his face, the student filled in the details: 
Reggie was a member of a well-known coloured family in the northern 
Free State. His father, Oom Simon Baartman, owned a café in Brentpark. 
The police had been harassing them, the student said, ever since the 
day Oom Simon painted on the glass door of his café: Thou shalt love thy 
neighbour as thyself. Reggie ran a few taxis in Brentpark. I couldn’t, how
ever, deduce anything from the cap pulled down over his eyes, the torn 
T-shirt with ‘We Believe in Unity’ on the back. He seemed a man like 
any other.

I wondered what he made of this performance in the baking hot 
gravel quad of the black school in Maokeng with a cast costumed in 
various cast-offs from the white suburbs. The boy in the candlewick 
dressing gown delivered the famous words:

I was born free as Caesar, so were you;
We both have fed as well, and we can both
Endure the winter’s cold as well as he.

And this man
Is now become a god, and Cassius is
A wretched creature, and must bend his body
If Caesar carelessly but nod on him.

Behind the speaker the crowd huddled, identified in our prescribed texts 
as Citizens, Guards and Attendants, dressed up in sheets, evening gowns, 
confirmation and bridesmaids’ dresses from various periods of white 
affluence. The Conspirators wore sun-filter curtains from the sixties, tied 
with ropes, with plastic Wimpy takeaway knives strapped to their sides.

To one side, on a school bench, Calpurnia was waiting her turn in 
a navy crimplene suit. The only scenery was a small Formica table, on 
which stood a jug of Oros, polystyrene cups and a plate fill] of bananas. 
Every monologue saw the deliverer diving for a reward from this table.
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During her prophecy, Portia stood with her fist raised in the air.

Blood and destruction shall be so in use,
And dreadful objects so familiar,
That mothers shall but smile when they behold
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war.

Finally J. comes home. He makes coffee while I tell him what I heard 
about the murder of the Wheetie at school.

‘You must go to the police and hand over the T-shirt,’ he says. ‘Silence 
gives consent.’

‘I can’t do that. I’d be working together with the very people who 
have always been the enemy to activists here, the people who’ve harassed 
us the most.’

‘Don’t be stupid. Of course they already know that you took Reggie 
and company to Maokeng and that you’ve got the shirt. Who do you 
want to be a heroine for?’

‘It’s got nothing to do with heroism; it’s about what’s right. Is it justi
fied to turn against your comrades in the struggle and work with the 
police?’

‘My dear wife, you’ve got no choice. They’ve left you absolutely no 
choice. If you don’t go to the police yourself, you’ll go to jail. And, in the 
name of God, just don’t come to me with some glamorous notion of jail 
or do a goddamned Breyten on me.’

‘It’s yon who are not understanding. It’s got nothing to do with 
whether I think jail is glamorous or whether I’m frightened of going to 
jail. It’s whether I’m prepared to go to jail for this. And I haven't a clue 
what this “this” is. What are we talking about here?’

‘Were talking about murder. If you don’t go to the police you’re an 
accessory to a murder. It’s that simple.’

The word suddenly lies between us. Not as metaphor or idiomatic 
expression, but as killing, violently, and as fact.

‘You forget 1 supported the ANC’s armed struggle,’ I say.
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‘Man, it looks to me as if you and your comrades are as backward 
as this town itself,’ J. replies. ‘It’s after 1990 now! Even the ANC has 
abandoned violence.’

‘Maybe, but I think the issue is whether the Wheetie’s murder was 
political. He is now an Inkatha member, remember?’

‘You know as well as I do where this all started.’
‘That doesn’t matter!’
‘Of course it does. You told me yourself that the Wheetie caught 

Mishack with his wife that time. It’s sex, not politics! Or do you want me 
to believe that 1 commit a political act every time I make love to my 
ANC-supporting wife?’ He grabs me by the arm. ‘Jirre, sweetheart, you 
haven’t got time to talk rubbish ... You need to deal with this!’

‘What do you think I am trying to do! If it was a revenge murder, 
1 can’t support it; but who says the police themselves aren’t behind it? 
This single action could conveniently immobilize all the troublesome 
ANC members as suspects in a murder.’

‘Whatever you decide, all of us, and that includes me, and each of 
your children, will have to be able to live with it.’

‘Thank you. That’s precisely the point I’m trying to make. It’s a moral 
decision, but the thing is, to what extent can you make a moral decision 
within an immoral context?’

J. rolls his eyes heavenwards. ‘Stop talking kak. There’s no moral 
decision here; you’ve broken tire law of the land and you can be hanged 
as an accessory.’

‘And what if you say the laws of the land have no legitimacy for you? 
Do you then make your own, no doubt unimportant, but individual 
decision in terms of a bigger moral framework?’

‘Djeezus! What are you talking about! Listen to yourself; a bigger 
moral framework.’ He covers his face with his hands, muttering, ‘Here 
God, help ons?

I’m suddenly filled with anger. T know nothing, nothing about this 
murder; all 1 know is that I was misused, misled and exploited in terms 
of every single basic struggle principle. A, the murder of the Wheetie 
has no anti-apartheid effect; in fact, it only confirms that blacks think 
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nothing of killing other blacks. B, I wasn’t consulted; C, I was simply 
ordered; D, not the slightest gesture has been made to explain the 
so-called politics of all of this to me; E, I’m in the deepest shit for an 
amateur plan in which a bunch of men wanted to prove in front of 
hundreds of commuters which one of them was the most powerful. And 
this is just half of it. My freedom has been undermined, my worth as 
a human being has been disregarded, my intelligence and family have 
been trampled on for “the cause" - but, hey, what other use is there for 
a pampered, sentimental white family.’

J. lights a cigarette. ‘Good, you’re beginning to think straight.’
‘Oh, shut up! I don’t want anything to do with this whole thing. It’s 

got nothing, absolutely nothing, to do with me. I’m the moer in, and no 
one will tell me what I should or shouldn’t do - including you!’

J. shakes his head. ‘I’m not forcing you to take any specific decision. 
All I’m saying is that I’m the one who’ll stand by you in the end; I’m 
the one who sat up with you last night after the call looking for Reggie 
came; it’s me who’s going to take every twist and turn with you during 
the coming months - and don’t kid yourself, the newspapers are going 
to love it! All I’m doing is telling you what I think your options are. And 
a wife in jail for a pathetic, look-who’s-the-strongest-black-among-the- 
blacks - hey, man, that’s going to be very difficult for me. Don’t shift 
the target of your anger — it’s not me, it’s your own so-called comrades 
who’ve left you no choice.’

Memories crowd my brain. Once some national ANC bigwig came to 
address a rally in Kroonstad. The comrades asked me to help the women 
prepare a lunch that would be held afterwards. They needed tablecloths, 
glasses, flowers, etc. This meant I had to miss the rally, in order to take 
care of things at the home where the man would eat. I protested, but it 
was pointed out that only the best was good enough for the leaders - and 
I had proper glasses and roses in my garden. When the men arrived by 
car in clouds of dust, we dished up, poured cooldrinks, cleared away, 
refilled plates, washed up - in our places, we little women.

1 also remember how I came to know how the enmity between the 
Wheetie and the ANC started, three years ago. I met Mishack when
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the Maokeng Youth Congress was founded in April 1989, in the Roman 
Catholic church hall in Seeisoville. I was asked to come to the hall, ‘so 
that the police don’t just take action’. The venue was full of youth, dirt 
poor and unemployed, among them quite a few who would under any 
other circumstances qualify as seasoned tsotsis. Anyone who wanted to 
climbed onto the stage and delivered a speech. There was translation 
back and forth between Sesotho and English, which initially I thought 
was for me as the only non-Sesotho-speaking person present, but then I 
became aware how the comrades were actually practising the rhetoric of 
their own English. The first furious pronunciations of ‘cuppatalissssma’ 
eventually became more or less ‘capitalism’ and one after the other, in 
deep voices that reminded me of oral poet and activist Mzwakhe Mbuli, 
roared: ‘Why therefore buy time ..and everyone cried in unison, ‘when 
the crocodiles are against you?’

Soon people were on their feet and someone shouted, ‘Down with 
P.W. Botha!’ Everyone jumped up and stamped their feet on the wooden 
floor. ‘Down! Down! Down!’ they thundered. Outside, the police circled 
the hall.

Another young man shouted,‘We are tired of pap and meat; we want 
good food. We want Calvin Klein jeans. We want what is there!’ - and 
everyone pointed to the white town. ‘We want what is there! There! 
There!’

Everyone sang, ‘Six feet under the ground’, and then the melody went 
soft like a dirge while the names of those killed in the political violence 
in Kroonstad were called out. Later they sang, ‘America, we hate you and 
despise you, for what you have done to us.’

‘It’s time you understand your local politics,’ Mishack enlightened 
me. We were smoking outside while others ‘redistributed’ the rest of our 
cigarettes. ‘The ANC here is divided into the Young Lions - that’s us: the 
youth, with Reggie Baartman as our leader - and the other side is the old 
AFs, from the defunct African Foundation. We, the Young Lions, initiate 
revolution, call for boycotts, organize the marches.’ He snorted derisively. 
‘But these white bastards here don’t want us to march - they tell Reggie: 
“Here we still know how to keep a kaffir a kaffir.” We instigated the
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Berlin: 8/9 October 2007
It was past midnight. My suitcases and overflowing hand luggage 
were parked in the passage of the flat. I took off J.’s coat and scarf and 
switched off the lights, sitting down on the nearest sofa to cool my 
arms and my buzzing head for a while, releasing my swollen feet more 
than twenty hours after boarding an aeroplane in Cape Town. I sat like 
that, motionless, for a long time, feeling the frenzy of marking exams, 
last-minute emails, frantic cellphone conversations, must-do lists, 
precarious money matters, burglar alarm arrangements, insurance 
payments, all slowly drain away from me.

I must have fallen asleep.
When 1 woke up, it was into a delirious autumn light. I got up and 

stepped into the present tense: 1 am in Berlin.
The windows of my flat are thrust, like a glass tree-house, deep 

among leaves of ochre, vermillion, mauve and dark copper. 
Somewhere, behind it all, 1 have a sense of water shimmering, 
bringing a dazzling feeling into the flat that is to be my home for the 
next nine months, while I am here on a research fellowship.

My head is empty. Light. Memoryless. I stare into the autumn - as 
one should stare into an autumn like this. On a patio below, red and 
golden shawls of fallen leaves have been thrown on the garden furniture.
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I open a door. The cold bites, yet inside it is warm. I’m sheltered. 
Unreachable. Safe. Inconspicuous. Looked after. Words I have not used 
for a long time. The windows are double-glazed, the front door can be 
locked twice, two soldiers sculpted from sandstone guard my study 
window with spears, heaters radiate throughout the flat, there’s food in 
the fridge, a carpet under my feet.

The autumn glowing through the glass kitchen door is so 
beautifully fierce that, when I switch on the kettle, I feel as if I’m 
standing in a heart of fire. When the first smell of coffee rises from the 
filter, I think that my throat wants to burst with light and happiness, 
but what comes pouring out, unexpectedly, are harsh choking sounds 
of relief.

Liewe Ma
Disbelief! Total disbelief about where I am. Up until now, every 
visit to Europe has simply confirmed alienation, an irrefutable 
Africanness and, above all else, my Third World-ness. Until now. 
Poring for long hours over small scaffoldings of words seldom 
results in being wanted for nine months at a place like this, where 
one is supported by thirty other fellows, maintained, fed and set 
free to do what one does best.

Spinning through my head is the word ‘trust’: 1 have never 
been so trusted and am battling to get rid of my South African 
habit of thinking like a criminal to pre-empt. E.g., the library is 
open twenty-four hours a day. One takes out a book by signing a 
card. Don’t they realize how much one could steal? How family 
and friends could secretly live here in the library for many months 
on fruit and drink from the small coffee area, even reading news
papers and the London Review of Books. In fact, one could bring 
all the squatters from Cape Town and say, Go for it here!, and lots 
of everything would still be left in Berlin.

«9
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13 October 2007
1 saw a piece (it’s not a play as it has no characters; it’s not a musical 
performance as it has no musicians) with the string mechanisms of 
three upright pianos, playing by themselves, three flat water basins 
(shifting and pouring water or paint), screens and speakers from which 
various languages and human sounds flowed. No linear progression. 
‘Every part of the piece evokes its own context,’ the programme notes 
explained. I sat with a clearly avant-garde audience (next to me a man 
in bright yellow tails and yellow bowler hat ringed with mink), riveted 
for an hour. The next day I read that it takes three days for the piece to 
be set up, therefore it could be performed only once in Germany and 
not for three consecutive nights as in Switzerland, because the German 
unions do not allow theatre workers to work two or three nights in a 
row. The piece couldn’t be developed in Germany, as the shift of 
theatre workers ends at three o’clock in the afternoon and a new shift 
would simply destroy a morning’s carefully calibrated coherence.

18 October 2007
To get to Grunewald Station 1 have to cross the Hertha Lake via 
Hasensprung. This afternoon, suddenly, as if by a movie cue, two 
extraordinary large swans swam towards me as I stood on the little 
stone footbridge, their feathers touched into an ice-blue white by the 
wintry light, their necks arching as if they understood that it was 
exactly there, at the curve, where their eternal majestical beauty was 
embedded. For a few seconds they blessed me with this view, then 
gracefully turned around and swam away. 1 felt as if 1 was standing on 
holy ground.

The biggest privilege here is that one doesn’t have to constantly 
reorganize one’s priorities. At home 1 would think: I need to read this 
book, and finish marking that assignment, attend to my emails and 
then go to the university. Then a child arrives or a beggar comes to the 
door and you think, okay, I will first go and buy groceries, then do the 
emails, then go to the university... Here all of that is taken care of.

I get up early. No newspaper, no radio, no television, no spouse to

*>0
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discuss anything with (in fact, this weekend I talked to absolutely 
nobody, from Friday to Monday lunch!). I start working, no 
cellphone - no one knows my number or new email address. Inside, 
the flat is warm, I see the individual autumnal seeds twirling down 
from the trees, I can follow up on references, I can check information 
as I am writing, I have time to rewrite, I can explore other options, 
other viewpoints. At half past twelve I am given food that I did not 
think about for a second; during my walks or at night I come up with 
ideas on how to explore further something I am working on. In the 
evenings 1 read African philosophy for two hours, German for an hour 
and then an hour of Thomas Mann before I go to bed. This whole 
weekend I read poetry and Die Zeit.

The best thing of all is that, for the first time since I was a student, 
I have time to daydream. I remember reading a book on creativity 
which said that daydreaming is crucial in order to discover the new. 
The creative brain has to have enough free time and space to test the 
connections between unlikely entities and concepts of the impossible.

Apart from clothes and an Afrikaans dictionary, I have brought 
nothing. My life here must be as completely different as possible 
from the one I left at home. (This, of course, can happen only because 
J. is looking after this left-behind life!) I sit for hours looking at the 
trees, listening to the stillness around me.

1 can’t remember when last I felt so safe, cared for and wanted 
despite being white. 1 know we live a highly privileged life in South 
Africa, but I hadn’t realized how harsh my life in reality had become. It 
is not because one can walk alone through Hasensprung at one o’clock 
in the morning without the slightest notion of fear, but because one is 
shielded from people who are poor, hungry and cold. I am protected in 
my flat from the poor. I see them only on a poster at the station. In 
Cape Town they are on my doorstep three or four times a day, at traffic 
lights, on the streets, on television, in the post, next to highways, near 
the office. The poor mark the most breathtaking vistas and the most 
desolate horizons in South Africa. Here, where 1 live in Berlin, the poor 
is a theory.
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Liewe Ma
1 bought groceries this morning and saw on the shelf: rhubarb 
yoghurt! Yes, Dr Oetkers Onken Joghurt mit Rhabarber-Vanille- 
Geschmack - Gutes ans Milch!

My new Gothic diet!
Your daughter Blodwyn Galswintha

CONVERSATION ONE
LINES OF FLIGHT

I am sitting opposite my discussant in one of the smaller sitting rooms 
at the Institute for Advanced Studies in Berlin. He is a philosopher and 
has kindly agreed to engage in a series of conversations with me about 
what I am trying to understand. He has many things in my eyes that 
should disqualify him as a possible discourse partner (white, male, teach
ing Western philosophy in Australia), but I have read a provocative paper 
he wrote on the concept of becoming-animal in J.M. Coetzee’s novel 
Disgrace, and it is this concept of‘becoming’ that I am interested in. 
Not becoming-animal or becoming-woman as in Coetzee’s book, but 
becoming-bl ack.

I explain to him that in order to understand something I have to 
write it; while writing - writingly, as it were - I find myself dissolving 
into, becoming towards what I am trying to understand.

‘Tracing the lines of flight is what Deleuze calls it.’ The professor is a 
translator of some of Deleuze’s work.

T am not fleeing! This is why 1 am having this discussion. I’m staying, 
but 1 want to understand with what I am staying.’

‘Not flight as in fleeing, but flight as in going in a particular direction. 
One moves from an established known identity by transforming oneself. 
But transformation always moves in a particular direction and writing is 
often the best way to trace these directions. Expressed in different words: 
the aim of good writing is to carry life to the state of non-personal power.’

')2
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I quickly write this down on the cover of the thick manuscript file 
bearing words in bold letters inspired by The Satanic Verses: 'begging 
to be black’. The professor notices my blunt working title and responds 
somewhat curtly.

‘Tracing lines of transformation is fine, but blackness/whiteness 
he says. ‘You’re not going the essentialist route, are you? A core that 
makes somebody white or black, or Jewish, or female?’

‘No. And 1 am not busy with difference either, 1 think. ! want to ask 
two questions. Firstly, I live in a country that for nearly four centuries 
was interpreted and organized via Western or European frameworks. 
Since 1994 I have lived with a black majority that asserts itself more and 
more confidently, as well as the many black people from the rest of Africa 
who stream into the country. So I find most of my references and many 
of my frameworks of understanding to be useless and redundant.’

‘As in how?’
‘As in how to understand the “reading” of Robert Mugabe both by 

the South African government and by the Zimbabweans themselves, for 
example. I do not want to have a Western perspective on Mugabe; I want 
an African perspective. I am trying to work out what that is. Is Thabo 
Mbeki's muteness the perspective, or is Archbishop Tutu’s criticism the 
perspective, or the crowds who always cheer Mugabe? Or are these reac
tions all based on something else which makes them not contradictory, 
but moral and sensible but diverse interpretations of the same world 
view or philosophy?’

'Isn’t that derogatory, at least to Tutu? You must remember that 
colonizers are always trying to “understand” the colonized in order to col
onize and dehumanize them even more effectively. Are you not trying to 
understand so-called blackness as amoral, or a farce, or simply theatre, 
in order to keep an ingrained racism more sensitively and subtly alive?’

T want to be part of the country 1 was born in. 1 need to know 
whether it is possible for somebody like me to become like the majority, 
to become “blacker?” and live as a full and at-ease component of the 
South African psyche.’

'Now what is an at-ease component?’
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‘if Angela Merkel or the Australian prime minister says something, 
you do not sit dumbfounded, thinking: God, where did that come from? 
There is a traceable logic from within your framework to understand, 
even if you passionately disagree with them, the most inane and gross 
comments even of George W. Bush. At times when my president, Thabo 
Mbeki, speaks, and he is an intelligent man, I sit like somebody in com
plete darkness. It’s not necessarily that I don’t understand what he is 
saying; I do not know where it is coming from, from within what logic it 
wants to assert itself as “right”. I want to understand him and all the many 
utterances that daily try to turn me into a racist. It feels to me wrong to 
simply say, yes, we are now mos all liberated and equal, while in actual 
fact I have known only the white part of this new constellation. It is like 
saying: black people should now stop their nonsense and become like 
“the rest of the civilized world” - meaning they should become white. 
But, actually, black people are in the majority and it is I who should be 
moving towards a “state of non-personal power” within blackness.

‘How do 1 “flee” towards black, to use your term, if I have never cared 
to know what black means? So my first question is this: is it possible for 
a white person like myself, born in Africa, raised in a culture with strong 
Western roots, drenched in a political dispensation that said black people 
were different and therefore inferior, whether it is possible for such a 
person as myself to move towards a “blackness” as black South Africans 
themselves understand it?’

‘With all its hurts and Fanon-identified harms?’
‘Yes. And then, secondly, I want to look at the way in which black 

people challenge Western paradigms that insist liberal values are the only 
possible framework for a modern state. If we ignore or gloss over this, is 
that not simply apartheid and colonization in a new guise?’

‘Let’s summarize: you accept that all life is changing, is becoming, 
that black people have been and still are profoundly affected by power
ful influences from both inside and outside Africa. But you are saying: 
because you lived in this apartheid bubble which tried to keep itself 
whites-only and Western, that this has stunted your own changing and 
becoming?’
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‘Yes. So, I am not necessarily interested in African philosophy versus 
Western philosophy, but rather in what kind of self I should grow into 
in order to live a caring, useful and informed life - a “good life” - within 
my country in southern Africa.’

‘Are you talking about a kind of entanglement?’
‘No. It’s not about mingling, or the entanglement of roots, but how 

one root can become or link to another.’
‘A synapse.’
I smile. ‘Perhaps that is the word.’

26 October 2007
‘I want to understand German Wurst and German pork,’ my brother

I, says as he enters my flat in Berlin. He is still glowing robustly from the 
i South African rugby triumph in Paris. I take him and his wife to the 

impressive foodstore KaDeWe, where he systematically works through
J the Wursts and hams. When the women behind the counter, concerned 

at this over-focused carnivorous attention, try to get him interested 
in Kartoffeln oder Rotkohl, he shakes his head emphatically and says:

; 'Nein. Fleisch!'

28 October 2007
This morning I see that my electronic alarm clock has lost an hour: so 
much for buying cheap German electronics, I think. We dress quickly

1 and rush to get to the Sunday-morning chamber music concert
I featuring Daniel Barenboim, but are blocked by a closed Unter den 

Linden Strasse. The street is covered in sand, and old coaches and 
i people dressed in nineteenth-century costumes are parading past. My 

j brother taps an official firmly on the shoulder; the man turns around 
’ and says somewhat reverentially: ‘Effi Briest'

My brother turns to me. ‘What the fuck is Effi Briest?’ he asks, but
; not softly enough, because the official and the Germans around us 
; look at him with borderless pity.

‘A famous German novel,’ I whisper, ‘about a very young woman, a
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girl actually, forced into marriage. Her miserable affair and the 
pedantic morals of the time destroyed her.’

My brother roils his eyes at the word pedantic, but I point at my 
watch: if they don’t let us through we will be late, and we have already 
paid for the tickets! With a desensitized determination that would have 
made our apartheid forebears proud, my big, broad-shouldered 
brother breaks through the barriers of police, film people and crowd 
control and forces his way into the Staatsopcr.

To our surprise there are hardly any people in the foyer, although 
we have been assured that the concert is sold out, I can’t believe what 
I am seeing: the rubbish of the previous night’s concert is still lying 
around. Good God, I think to myself, the Germans are falling apart 
right in front of my very eyes, but we storm through. At the final entry 
point a man stops us. ‘You are too early,’ he says calmly, ‘it only starts at 
eleven o’clock.’

‘Yes,’ I retort sarcastically but with rising voice, ‘it is now ten minutes 
to eleven; when do you think would be the appropriate time to enter?’

He grins as if to say, I got you! ‘We are now in winter time. It’s only 
ten to ten.’

We are stunned. Of course: they change the time here! We go to 
have tea at the Opern palais, contemplating the influence it must have 
on a psyche to change time. What notions of relativity or other 
possibilities does it create when one realizes as a child that time can be 
changed? My brother snaps his fingers: like that!

i
Liewe Ma
Did you know that the Berlin municipality actually has an 
‘Autumn strategy’! As Berlin is the city with the most trees 
in Europe - 400000 deciduous trees, spread over an area of 
890 square kilometres - the city has 1000 ‘leaf workers’, each with 
a bioom, working double shifts until December to gather the 
leaves‘as quickly as possible’(’). First the main arteries are cleaned, 
then the rest. People in orange overalls collect 100000 square 
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metres of leaves and fill the municipality’s 350 vehicles with 2600 
loads of potential compost. Special attention is given to moth- 
infested trees: they are cleaned thoroughly (one sees people 
shaking trees, using ladders and special sucking pipes), taking 
care that the contaminated leaves do not stay behind to spread 
the infection. This, yes, is where I am living.

Liewe Ma
I am quite a phenomenon in the German class for speaking long 
fluid comprehensible sentences (based on Afrikaans vocabulary 
and word order) but with every single word wrong in terms 
of gender, tense and case-ending. Cannot help wondering what 
effect such a complex structured language has on a child’s IQ. 
Read yesterday a sentence in a newspaper consisting of seven 
sub-clauses. Quite normal, says the German teacher. One can do 
it because the gender, tense and case throw up little red flags in 
every clause to indicate time, gender and subject. Many of these 
sentences would not be possible in English, and my Afrikaans 
translation ground to a halt when I reached about the third sub
clause. But it is such a beautiful language. I made a literal trans
lation of what you described to me as probably the best-known 
poem in German:‘Autumn Day’ by Rainer Maria Rilke:

God: it is time. The summer was enormous.
Lay down your shadows on the sunhours (sundial), 
And on the plains, let the winds run loose.

Whoever has no house will not build one any more. 
Whoever is alone now will stay alone for long, 
Will wait, read, write endless letters
And will wander through the streets
Restlessly, as the dry leaves are driven.
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1 saw part of this poem in a newspaper advertisement for home 
loans. Do we have any poem in South Africa that would speak to all 
of us about houses? Would any advertisement use good poetry?

4 November 2007
Every Tuesday we have a colloquium presented by one of the fellows. 
Today somebody spoke about ageing and evolution. Some interesting 
remarks:
• Humans are the only primate that ages so visibly.
• Human females are the only primates that do not die when they are 

no longer fertile.
• In America black people die 5 per cent earlier than whites. Such 

a constant difference cannot be blamed entirely on financial 
circumstances. Man’s body has the capacity to look after itself. It 
regulates its resources so that your heart pumps, the virus you have 
just breathed in is blocked, you remember to change gears, look 
in the rear-view mirror, stop at the traffic lights, etc. But when a 
person is under constant psychological stress, the body becomes so 
busy dealing with that that it doesn’t have extra resources to scan 
itself for harmful cells. Could this mean that black Americans 
experience more stress than whites do?

Questions and remarks are thrown at the fellow. Research has shown 
that stress is good, one of the scientists says. Rats that are shocked at 
regular intervals live much longer than rats that are never shocked. Rats 
that are irregularly shocked have the shortest lifespan. Apparently the 
people who live longest are professionals with executive stress. 

.
Liewe Ma
If only you could have been here last night. Or rather: if you 
could have been my German teacher again and read to us in that 
dusty classroom with enormous clouds gathering far out over the
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plains: ‘Kennst du das Land, wo die Zitronen bliihn! 1 remember 
how strange your mouth became when forming the words ‘Itn 
dunkeln Laub die Gold-Orangen glidin' I can still hear the strong 
aspiration of the h-sound in your throat: ‘Die Myrthe still und 
hoch der Lorbeer steht?’

But it was when you read'Ês schwindelt mir, es brennt / Mein 
Eingeweide. Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt, I weifi, was ich leide!' that 
something else, something unbestimmt entered your voice, some
thing that made my body, as young as I was, turn cold, a sound 
that I never heard from you ever again, but maybe am spending a 
lifetime now finding its source for you. Your daughter.

CONVERSATION TWO
PETRUS’S STORY

Transcribing a conversation makes one acutely aware of how often and 
how easily people talk past each other, of how a discussion can drift 
along and then suddenly hit upon a crisp and powerful interactive patch, 
only to loosen up again, to meander on, as if preparing for the next 
moment of entanglement 1 transcribe the words of the professor:

‘Before you continue I want to make a few comments, if I may. If 
Deleuze forms the context of our discussion, then we have dealt with 
essentialism and difference in this sense: plants and animals, inside and 
outside, and even organic and inorganic, cannot really be told apart. All 
these things are themselves, yet on another level they are transforming 
towards one another. Things continue to become the other, while con
tinuing to be what they are, if you understand what I mean.’

‘Are transformation and becoming then the same for him?’
‘Deleuze uses several words: multiplicity, for example, which is 

already a process of becoming-other, but I think becoming-minor is the 
most accurate. Minor in terms of becoming-child, becoming-animal, 
becoming-woman, becoming-black.’

‘But I think I am trying to do the opposite. I am not trying to become-
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minor, because black is not minor in my country. And although there 
is a global, largely Western world view that everybody has to function 
in, within the country itself I feel a presence that is overwhelmingly 
black, and I don’t want to flee or retreat into whiteness; I want to change 
towards what I am becoming aware of. I don’t want to formulate my life 
as J.M. Coetzee’s Lurie does in Disgrace-. “Too close, he thinks: we live too 
close to Petrus. It is like sharing a house with strangers, sharing noises, 
sharing smells.’”

‘All becoming is minoritarian, because you diverge from the stan
dard or norm which defines the majority. In other words, becoming- 
majoritarian is not becoming in the real sense of the word.’

‘Are you suggesting that my interest in becoming-black is precisely 
because black is, despite majority rule and a majority black continent, 
still a minority?’

‘Minority in this sense has nothing to do with quantity. It is argued 
that the majority is represented by the “standard”, and that is always 
the adult-white-heterosexual-European-male-speaking-a-standard- 
European-language. Although there are, for example, more females in 
the world, men appear twice: once in the standard and once in the group 
from which the standard is extracted.’

‘So why should one then want to become black and part of a non
standard minority?’

‘Many women, children and black men want to become the standard 
and therefore never present in themselves real change. But others are 
constantly refiguring the standard through inventing in a piecemeal way 
new forms of life and different modes of existence. They believe that 
these different forms of minority-becoming provide the impulse for 
change to a fairer dispensation. Deleuze says that it is precisely these 
desires for new pivots that eventually carry the potential for “new earths 
and peoples unlike those found in existing democracies”.’

‘I’m suddenly reminded that Njabulo Ndebele said that white people 
in South Africa have a unique opportunity to remove themselves from 
under the umbrella of the international sanctity of the white body 
and share the vulnerability of the black body. But still, in order to do
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that, I need to understand ultimately the vulnerability of the black 
body.’

‘I think you have established some solid lines. You have formed a 
pact, a certain kind of relationship between yourself and what you want 
to become towards. So you could begin to move beyond your given state 
of being and form an inter-individual assembly or assemblage. One is 
defined by one’s capacity to affect and be affected by what amounts to 
the other side of the pact.’

‘In order to move, one needs to know in what direction. How does 
one know the other side of the pact?’

'By listening. To stories, to others.’
‘Are stories good enough?’
‘Stories have different characters and threads and plots; they leave 

space for variety. Stories are boundary crossings, making it possible to 
move, justifying different kinds of behaviour and also behaviour that is 
not necessarily justified - no single line holds things together, because 
the spaces contain contradictions in which one variety is as valid as 
the other.’

‘Going back to Disgrace. I am reminded of those haunting sentences 
by Lurie about Petrus’s side of the story. “Doubtless Petrus has been 
through a lot, doubtless he has a story to tell. He would not mind hear
ing Petrus’s story one day. But preferably not reduced to English. More 
and more he is convinced that English is an unfit medium for the truth 
of South Africa.’”

‘As an Afrikaans-speaker, what do you say about that?’
T think it is an important moment in our discussion. 1 think 1 can 

now formulate what I am trying to say: Petrus is indeed telling his story 
all around me, but his choice was long ago removed to tell it in a language 
Other than English. English has become the language that confirms and 
judges our existence and the quality and weight thereof. But Lurie is 
right; this is absolutely the problem: English cannot tell the truth of 
South Africa, because the language itself imposes a particular framework 
in which what Petrus is saying about himself cannot be heard. Although 
Petrus may assert the right to exist in English as told by himself, his story,
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his relationship w
ith his fam

ily and the m
oral content of their raping, 

plundering and caring, is relentlessly fram
ed and interpreted by that 

w
hich form

s the fibre of English. So Petrus’s story, Sunday after Sunday 
in the new

spapers, is fram
ed as one of deep-seated, m

indless, generic 
corruption, rung through w

ith indigenous how
ls like: W

hy w
ould w

e 
throw

 a loyal cadre to the dogs ..., W
e w

ill kill for Z
um

a 
W

e didn’t 
join the struggle to stay poor ... - but these are not read w

ithin the 
assum

ption that Petrus has a story that he is telling w
ithin his fram

e
w

ork, but as indicators of the devastating depth of his depravity.’
‘So w

hat is Petrus’s story?’
‘I hear Petrus saying: I function w

ithin an ethic that is com
m

unal to 
the core. The benefit to the com

m
unity, w

hether they are the living, the 
living-dead or the still-to-com

e, is w
hat determ

ines w
hether som

ething 
is good or bad. The deed is not per se good or bad - it depends on w

ho 
the com

m
unity is and w

hat and for w
hom

 the benefits are. A
 deed is not 

intrinsically w
rong; its rightness or w

rongness depends on w
ho does it 

to w
hom

 and from
 w

hich level of status. B
ut I, Petrus, am

 being held 
captive w

ithin an ethic that is individual and C
hristian-based to the core. 

C
onfined by these bars, scorched by this relentless interpretative gaze, I 

drive along the road w
ith this resentful Professor Lurie next to m

e, sm
ug 

w
ithin the belief that w

hat he believes in is the only right belief. 1 speak 
to him

, 1 lift one sentence after the other up tow
ards him

, alive w
ith 

form
ulations on the com

plexities of caring w
ithin a globalized com

m
u

nity, but behind his ears he w
rings their necks and throw

s them
 on the 

enorm
ous trash heap in his head of A

frican failures.’
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chapter twenty-three

Five years after the trial, Reggie and Jantjie appear before the Truth and 
Reconciliation Commission to apply for amnesty. At this stage I am 
heading the radio team that reports daily on the commission’s activities, 
and I’m faced with a dilemma: of course I would die to attend the hear
ing, but it would be unethical for me to report on it. Besides, I have put 
it all behind me. 1 wrote a booklet about it three years after the events. It 
is over. It is a story like other ordinary stories. Having sent two of the 
best journalists to cover the hearings for radio, I soon find myself in my 
office poring over all the reports coming in from Kroonstad.

The first one says: ‘The amnesty hearings of the Truth Commission 
started three hours late this morning, because too many people turned 
up at the hall of the Mphohadi Teachers’ Training College in Kroonstad. 
While the TRC staff were trying to find a bigger venue, a carnivalesque 
atmosphere reigned outside.’ Hundreds of schoolchildren had apparently 
been given the day off to attend the hearings, and drum majorettes accom
panied the amnesty applicants to the hall. Thousands of people gathered, 
and ANC representatives told the media that the amnesty applicants 
were regarded by the community as heroes, because they liberated the 
township from murders, rapes and attacks. This was confirmed with 
loud cheers as amnesty was demanded for these heroes.

In my mind’s eye 1 can see the TRC staff scurrying through my home
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town to find a bigger venue, and I can see how fiercely those in charge of 
these buildings are stonewalling any attempt to accommodate a gather
ing, chanting township crowd. The next report says that the hearings 
are to be continued at the teachers’ college, where the doors will be kept 
open so that people outside can also hear and see on monitors what is 
happening.

The most important difference between appearing in court and 
applying for amnesty is this: in court you try to prove that you are not 
guilty, while before the Amnesty Committee you have to prove that you 
are guilty, but that you acted with a political motive and within a political 
framework. So this time around there is no attempt to shift the blame, 
but a lot of energy goes into presenting the politics.

The hearings open with a thorough academic political contextualiza- 
tion of the Three Million and other gangs like them. Late in the evenings 
when everybody has left, I pull all the reports coming in, also from SAPA 
and Reuters, and an astonishing story unfolds. It seems that while on the 
one hand F.W. de Klerk had unbanned the ANC and released Nelson 
Mandela, on the other hand a strategic decision had been made: the 
security forces should intensify the fighting on the ground in order 
to reduce the liberation movements to mere political parties before a 
democratic election took place, in other words, release, unban, and get 
the moral high ground, while drawing out negotiations to allow the 
security forces to wreak the kind of havoc that would turn the liberation 
movements into disgraced, corrupt and powerless political parties.

This explains a great deal, 1 think as 1 make a cup of coffee. That 
is why the police in Kroonstad could keep harassing all of us while 
F.W. de Klerk was negotiating with Mandela. It was not merely old 
ingrained racism, it was a secret official order. At the same time, while 
Mandela was talking peace with De Klerk, the self-defence units, the 
militant SDUs, were secretly busy at grassroots level. No wonder we 
ordinary people were all confused!

The evidence before the TRC says that one of the major security 
force strategies was to pitch black people against black people, because 
this kind of violence proved that apartheid had a point while at the
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same time seriously undermining support for black-majority rule from 
sympathetic countries. Political parties like Inkatha were used to rope 
in existing criminal gangs, which were then supported logistically and 
legally.

According to Mr Nelson Ngo, called as an expert, the Three Million 
Gang was created and supported by the Security Branch on instruction 
from the highest regional level, as part of its counter-insurgency strategy 
to neutralize and undermine UDF- and ANC-aligned activism in the 
mid-1980s. The Three Million Gang operated on a part-time basis in 
Brandfort, reinforcing the operations of other vigilante groups. Leaders 
of these groups would meet with members of the Security Branch at 
the Brandfort police station to discuss their strategies and to receive 
equipment, weapons and money from the police, as well as tobacco and 
alcohol.

The group’s task was to confront political activists from the UDF or 
civic organizations where they congregated in shebeens and recreational 
facilities, start fights with them, and plant knives and firearms - mostly 
of Russian origin, to indicate ANC-trained guerrillas — on the bodies of 
people who were killed. This was meant to help in the cover-up of the 
Security Branch’s own activities.

The strategy was supported right to the top. Justice officials, including 
magistrates and prosecutors, worked to undermine criminal prosecutions 
against these gang members.

An SABC report reads: ‘Testifying before the Amnesty Committee, 
Mr P.M. Thulo, former commander of the ANC SDU in Kroonstad, 
alleged that a prosecutor in Kroonstad supported the Three Million Gang 
and helped them evade prosecution by guiding magistrates in particular 
directions. One particular magistrate would be called in, together with 
the prosecutor, to deal with cases involving gang members, with the result 
that charges were invariably dropped. According to Mr Thulo, a munici
pal office-bearer assisted the Three Million Gang by giving his minibuses 
to transport gang members to attacks as well as ferrying gang members 
to and from town for court appearances.’

So this was the taxi the wounded Wheetie was trying to reach!
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‘This evidence was corroborated before the Amnesty Committee 
by police detective J.J. de Ru who said that, on the recommendation of 
the prosecutor, gang leader Diwithi Ramasimong was often discharged 
from custody whilst being held on serious charges. According to De Ru, 
the Three Million Gang would collect rent and service monies for the 
council, while municipal office-bearers supplied gang members with 
ammunition and paid for their funerals.’

The TRC also heard that more South Africans were killed between 
1990 and 1994 than in the twenty years of Total Onslaught before. Is this 
possible? I phone one of the TRC lawyers. ‘It’s true,’ she says. ‘Remember 
that the majority of amnesty applicants are black and many many of them 
formed part of these roped-in groups, especially through Inkatha.’

So while the release of Nelson Mandela and the unbanning of the 
ANC seemed to many people across the world to be vindication that the 
morally right will eventually triumph, for millions in South Africa, and 
for my comrades in Kroonstad, the level of amorality simply deepened 
into all levels of existence.

In his amnesty application Reggie is very clear about what he regards 
as right and wrong, and denies ever asking for the killing. T can't agree 
that anybody needed to be killed. I don’t think anybody can condone 
murder.’ He also refutes the claim that a decision was taken at a meeting 
of the ANC Youth League that Jantjie Petrus, a member of the local 
self-defence unit, should be asked to kill the Wheetie. ‘The purpose of 
the SDUs was to protect the community from these attacks and not to 
become the attackers.’

On the other hand, Jantjie sticks to his defence that he was simply 
carrying out the will of the community. According to him, the commu
nity took a decision at a meeting that the Wheetie should be killed, and 
he, Jantjie, was then approached.

Reading the reports coming in over the week is like looking at the 
same object through different lenses. The various frameworks brought 
together by the amnesty hearing expose a profound moral confusion. 
Read within the framework of the law during the court case, Jantjie was 
guilty, because he broke the law. Read within the framework of amnesty,
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Jantjie was guilty, but deserves amnesty because he killed with a political 
motive within a political context. Read within a traditional framework, 
Jantjie was not guilty, because he exercised the will of the community by 
getting rid of somebody who lived in disregard of the community. Read 
within the framework of a naive white activist, Jantjie was guilty, because 
he killed somebody, and even more guilty because it was a black person.

Even the Amnesty Committee finds the evidence confusing.

amnesty commi ttee: Now where did you get the firearm from, the 
one which you used in killing Diwiti?

jantjie: I got the firearm from Sergeant Jacobs. Sergeant Jacobs, I 
think he was stationed at Langlaagte Police Station. I obtained 
the firearm from him to complete my shooting lessons which 
(Side A of tape 1 ends)... training.

question: You had dealings with the police yourself?
jantjie: No. This person loaned me the firearm. At that stage I was 

struggling to get my firearm licence so the firearm is given to me 
so that I could complete my training in order to obtain the 
licence.

question: Is there any relationship between yourself and this 
policeman who gave you the firearm?

IAntjie: No, no there was no relationship between the two of us. We 
just attended the same church at some stage and I know that he was 
a good person. At the stage when he gave me the firearm he did not 
know anything about the act which I was planning to commit with 
the firearm.

question: But you’ve testified Mr Petros that you had no confidence 
in the police because the police were assisting the Three Million 
Gang, how do you explain your getting a firearm from the very 
police you don’t have confidence in?

jantjie: This person lives in Johannesburg and he was not aware of 
circumstances in Kroonstad at that stage.
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At one point one of the judges asks: 'Now who is the criminal gang? I am 
confused, what is political, where is the politics - all seems criminal?’

J. is already in bed when 1 enter the bedroom. ‘You realize,' I say,‘that 
this is what Reggie and the ANC Youth League were up against?’ I am 
surprised at the accusing tone in my voice. I read to him the detail from 
the TRC amnesty transcript.

‘Are you now going to tell me you made a mistake?’
‘Yes, in fact 1 made a triple mistake: what 1 did was politically naive, 

legally uninformed and morally wrong. Although I myself typed all those 
names of people accusing the Three Million of terrorizing them, 1 refused 
to believe that the white government was behind it and would go to the 
trouble of actively putting structures up in a tiny town like Kroonstad in 
order for black people to kill each other.’

‘You’re again missing the point here: what exactly was offered to kill 
another black person? What would make you kill a person wbo’s fight
ing for your own political freedom? What kind of person does that? This 
collaboration between the police and the gangs was so deeply cynical 
and degenerate that 1 would say thank God that we didn’t have the 
capacity to imagine such a pact.’

T want to make another point. I instinctively chose the safety of the 
Afrikaner government’s police. In the most morally loaded moment of 
my fife 1 chose Afrikaners and - and maybe that is the worst - we, you 
and 1, masked it in moral and legal language.’

Outside the southeaster is howling. J. gets up to push yet another 
piece of folded paper between the window and its frame to stop the 
rattling. ‘Listen here,’ he says. ‘1 know this is important to you, so let me 
make another suggestion. You used the word instinctively. If you believe, 
as you always tell me, that Africanness is defined by the idea of being 
interconnected to one’s community, then perhaps you’ve proved your 
instinctive Africanness by choosing your own people, however bad and 
corrupt they were. This is who you are interconnected with. You have 
proved your Africanness!’
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‘Nonsense!’
‘Oh, come on! Don’t think for one minute that the others operated 

differently. They used their extended clans in Kroonstad - they were all 
related, remember - to help them wage a war against each other that 
they deftly clad in the language of politics and liberation.’

‘I am not comparing things. I am trying to live a grounded life on 
this continent and the Africanness I understand encompasses ...’ and 1 
try to find words, real words to sprout from the root of my tongue, ‘ailes, 
seen and unseen, known and unknown, that is breathing upon me.’

J. gets up. ‘Listen here, this is the twenty-first century. What is just 
and civilized has been globalized and is being patrolled by human rights 
watchers with money. I’m going to watch the golf on TV.’

It is busy in the harshly illuminated Nando’s in Potchefstroom. I sit 
where I can watch the entrance for the person I’m waiting for. Suddenly 
the doors open and a stream of about fifteen overweight police in blue 
uniforms saunter in, with a fizz of squad cars and blue lights outside. 
Instinctively I grab my handbag and cellphone and look for an exit. But 
they are all just picking up their lunch orders, sprinkling peri-peri and 
tomato sauce, buying soft drinks.

An SMS flashes on my cell: ‘2 bzy @ Ndos pise wlk rnd blok.’ The 
message is from the person 1 paid to track down Jantjie Petrus and 
arrange a meeting. 1 walk around the block. When I return to Nando’s 
the rush is over. I find a table and wait again. When he walks in, I recog
nize him immediately: the man who pulled the trigger; whose hand 
stretched across mine in a café long ago. We shake hands the comrade 
way. It appears that he was also unsure whether he would recognize me. 
So he came an hour earlier, lurked around outside, then recognized me 
and watched me wait.

It is only when he sits down that I notice that his left arm, just below 
the elbow, is missing. The very same hand that stretched over the counter 
to take a cooldrink straw, the same part that was visible to the Wheetie’s 
sister below the seamless red sleeve. His front teeth are missing. I sit 
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opposite him, finally, the man of my nightmares, but within seconds all 
my questions and moral anxieties are gone. He is a master storyteller. To 
my opening question about why one would choose to live in Potch, he 
transforms the shack areas and the outskirts of this Dopper town into a 
gripping theatre of immense survival possibilities if one understands 
how to enter what he calls ‘the networks’. If you walk down the street, 
you are being surveilled by several networks. One assesses what there is 
to steal, and lets the boss know that they can get hold of a good jacket, 
or a car, shoes, and so forth. At the same time a second network assesses 
the potential victim’s route and how muggable he is. Somebody from 
an altogether new network assesses the begging opportunities; a fourth 
tries to determine any drug-selling opportunities. These networks then 
link up within minutes and prices and risks are exchanged and negoti
ated. The biggest risk is those who need money for drugs; they disregard 
any network and often mess up one’s plans. But all this networking is 
now too dangerous for him at his age, says Jantjie. He works purely on 
the selling side. People tell him what they need, he puts the order in and 
he can usually provide. I cut up the chicken he has ordered so he can eat 
it with a fork.

‘Ja, the hand, I pushed it through a window and that is now what 
glass can do, iets niks soosglas. So I have stopped drinking -1 mean, it’s 
only me; who else will look after this other hand?’

He comes from a family of six children. Fifteen of his family members 
were stabbed to death in the seventies and eighties, but ‘today it is mos net 
krrrr-krrrr' - spontaneously he holds his arms and hand in the position 
of gun shooting, the exact way several witnesses showed in court - only 
his left hand is no longer there. We realize that at the same time. He looks 
embarrassed and for one unguarded moment his shoulders grow slack 
and he appears a lost, threatened figure, but maybe I just imagined that, 
because he has already flickered back.

Yes, he has four daughters who he now forces into a better life. 
‘Force?’
‘Even with geweld. I am not ashamed to say that. But they will have 

a better life than me. I do not care. The boyfriends who come to them,
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ek werk huile sake. I work them over and I can call on many to assist me. 
1 am not afraid to be killed. 1 am also not afraid to kill others. I killed to 
get rid of the bad; why would I not now kill to get hold of the good? My 
eldest daughter wants to become an air hostess, so I fit myself out to 
make that possible. It is important, you know, that she wants to. That 
she wants something better out of herself. I told her, 1 said, “Baby, the 
two of us will get there.’”

Of his fourteen-year jail sentence he served five and a half years. 
When he came out on amnesty, his wife had already left him. ‘Yes, the 
women come and go, but my children, my children are mine.’

While he is talking I phrase and rephrase the question that I want to 
put to him, but from whichever angle it suddenly seems outrageous to 
ask him whether he thinks what he did was right and how he judges 
what I did. And, whichever way 1 look, I find no space to say that I am 
sorry about my own role in the event, ht fact, 1 become aware of how 
superfluous my sentiments are in Jantjie’s life of poverty, dislocation 
and brutalization - that the murder of the Wheetie was but one in a 
range of events he lived through with killing as the modus operandi for 
survival. Nothing that 1 say or do or am makes any sense in the world 
where he has to live his daily life.

‘But I have a lekke huis; if you come up the hill, you see the house, a 
nice house, my house; the children like to be with me: all the comforts 
and allerhande oujokies!

But he can’t stay long; these vretende polieste wasted our time and 
he must be off to another appointment. We say goodbye. I pay, and 
when 1 drive down Voortrekker Street later, I see him turning into a side 
street - haughty gait, cap cheekily backwards on the head, challenging 
body language - clearly still a very dangerous man. But the vulnerability 
of the left hand is somehow readable from his back. The way he turns his 
body to protect the absent part and the weariness on his face are signs 
of a man who has nothing but his wits to survive in a land where the 
foodrold to survival is not lodged in care, but in self-interest.
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In the meantime it has grown dark and I follow my contact person in 
his bakkie towards Johannesburg. We take several turns and the area 
becomes completely unfamiliar to me. Ona flyover the bakkie loses speed 
and I see somebody running out of the dark towards him and getting 
into the passenger seat. We drive towards a shopping centre and 1 am 
suddenly aware of a million networks watching us make our way towards 
a Wimpy bar.

Dudu Mofokeng is clearly nervous. He wears a balaclava rolled down 
to just above his eyes and has the tattoo marks of the 26s on his hand 
and wrist. Although he is black, he speaks, as did Jantjie, a fluent and 
very idiomatic Afrikaans. His father was a Mosotho and his mother 
a coloured woman from Kroonstad. Coming from two different race 
groups, they were not allowed to live in the coloured area. His parents 
divorced and Dudu grew up with his grandmother, where he started 
with pickpocketing, shoplifting and later petty theft from cars. When 
caught, he was caned.

Eventually he found work with a building team that built schools 
for the Free State administration. He met his wife, they settled and he 
started to lead a life without crime, despite having to move from place 
to place to build the schools. The building team decided to strike for 
better working conditions and everybody got fired. He fell back on crime 
and was arrested.

When he was finally released from jail he found that as part of forced 
removals, his area, neighbours, friends and family had been broken up 
and dispersed. Dudu uses an old-fashioned word when he describes his 
feelings: ‘Ek was diep verskew. Alles wat vas om mygestaan het, was weg.' 
(I was deeply torn. Everything that was steadfast around me was gone.) 
He immediately started doing big crime and fled to his grandmother’s 
to escape the police.

Then he found a job at Premier Milling, good money, good working 
conditions, and his wife came to visit him. To be with her he didn’t turn 
up for work for days, so he got fired. He found work at the Panorama 
sweets factory in Kroonstad. The pay was bad, so he and his wife opened 
a shebeen. This went so well that he sponsored a soccer team and on 
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Saturdays his place was overflowing with players and supporters. A 
crime-free life seemed possible at last.

Then the Wheetie sent the Three Million into his place. They turned 
up whenever they wanted, intimidated the clients, knives were pulled; 
they refused to pay, harassed the workers and caused such a bad atmos
phere that Dudu lost all his clients. In the meantime, one family member 
after the other was being killed by the Three Million. Jantjie Petrus’s father 
came to recruit him and Jantjie to kill the Wheetie. They would each 
receive R50 000. Both of them had guns and both of them were good 
shots. They tossed a coin and Jantjie ‘won’.

As they were following the Wheetie, Reggie got more and more 
nervous and Denzil wanted to back out, so they decided they had to 
do it immediately if any of them wanted to lead a 'gewone lewe’ in the 
future.

We order a steak for Dudu and he spills his heart out about his 
terrible living conditions. He lives in a ‘zôzô’ and has four children, the 
eldest currently serving a jail sentence. Although he has a little job, 
he cannot live from it and needs to get ‘aanvullings’ from elsewhere. 
Nothing came of the promises of money in return for the ‘opruiming’ of 
the Wheetie. He only sees that the lives of ‘certain people’ are coasting 
downhill all the time, while his whole life is just uphill. He asks if he may 
order more bread rolls, and then wraps them carefully in serviettes and 
puts them in his bag. As we walk out, he scoops a handful of tomato 
sauce and mustard sachets and disappears into the dark.

It has started to rain. The bakkie drives in front until I am on the 
highway. My tracer hoots; 1 hoot back. At my hotel I transfer the last 
payment into his bank account. I go to bed with the full knowledge that 
I am a coward. 1 couldn’t say sorry within these unequal power relations. 
What are you saying, 1 reprimand myself, tossing around in the strange 
hotel bed. To say sorry is to take the first step towards change, towards 
repair. But how do I ever repair those coming from these stories with 
their undercurrent of apartheid devastation? I need all whites, all of us 
so obliviously unbent between country and chasm. If we don’t repair, 
we will be forced to live with the mashed-in distortions and wrath of 
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an uprooted, wounded and devastated community. Don’t we know' that 
it is not possible to live a sealed-off life in Africa?

The next day a neatly uniformed guard stops me at the private entrance 
of a big shopping centre. T was told by Mr Saunders to tell you that I 
have an appointment with him at eleven o’clock,’ I say. The black man 
smiles broadly and literally throws the boom open for me: a friend of 
Saunders is clearly also a friend of his.

In a modern reception with big paintings and chrome furniture, 1 
ask for Saunders. After a minute or so he walks in. I hardly recognize him 
with his sophisticated appearance. Gone is the hairstyle and moustache 
that said, I am from the security police and I don’t take kak from anybody; 
gone are the boring clothes and the face filled with deep suspicion. 
Saunders opens his hands genially to welcome me and takes me to his 
office. His job here at the centre is to oversee the security of the personnel 
and the building. He wears a lovely shirt, his hair is fashionably gelled, he 
is at home and confident and, judging from the response of the person
nel, also well liked. He takes me to a coffee shop where they know him, 
and we are served immediately.

“What is it that you want to know?’ he asks in a friendly tone.
‘What do you think I need to know?’
He suddenly turns serious. ‘I read your booklet on the murder some 

years ago and, yes, you were well informed.’ A paternalistic tone has crept 
into his voice.

‘Was it a political or a criminal case for you?’
‘Like everything in Kroonstad it was a bit of everything,’ he says 

neutrally.
‘Did you support the Wheetie?’
'long, you know how things were. Some of us supported him, others 

didn’t know about it, and so people worked, sometimes with and some
times against one another.’

‘Who killed Hankan Petrus?’

265

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 859 of 1031



Begging io Be Black

He gives me a fatherly smile. ‘Let us put it this way; if you find out 
please come and tell me.’

Of course he will tell me nothing, I realize. He is an Afrikaner; he is 
as close to me as a population group in South Africa could be. But out 
of his distasteful past there is nothing that makes him feel that he could 
have a conversation with me about what happened in the town where 
we grew up. He has moved from an ethnic position to a class one: where 
he protected Afrikaner power and interest in the past, he now protects 
class and money.

CONVERSATION 7
FORMATION OF THE SELF

‘Let me challenge you today: isn’t this interconnectedness the very bed
rock of the failure of Africa?’

‘1 would not necessarily disagree. Black people allowed whites to 
move in with them assuming that they would interconnect. But instead 
they found themselves living with a white impenetrable bunker, with 
people coming out at times, shooting, destroying, rubbishing, yet shar
ing nothing. So the whole expansive root system was blocked by this 
impervious construct in their midst.’

‘But it is an interesting question: how docs one form a moral self 
within such an interconnected community? Even more relevant: how can 
people’s imaginings of what kind of society they want function when 
the rites, rituals and stories that sustained their belief systems no longer 
have a place?’

‘When the interconnectedness moves towards wholeness, it would 
elicit actions like building, caring and helping. But if the interconnect
edness is simply about solidarity, no matter the values, then it becomes 
a problem.’

‘If Socrates says, Though I am one, I am two-in-one and ... if 1 do 
wrong, I am condemned to live together with a wrongdoer in unbearable 
intimacy, then he is saying that the moral self is formed when the I steps 
into conversation with the self.’

266

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 860 of 1031



The Long Conversation; Whose Context?

‘Maybe il is precisely at this point that an African awareness might 
say: I form the moral self in another way. Of course there is an I. 
Of course there should be mind-changing internal conversation. But 
in African thought, the conversation that eventually creates the moral 
entity is not with the self but with the people around one, the ‘stranger- 
accommodating-community’. More bluntly: the Western moral self is 
created in the self through conversations with the self, the African moral 
self is also created in the self, but through conversations with the com
munity. The scary thought is that if the community is distraught or 
brutalized, or if the self is cut off or disconnected from its community, 
it degenerates.’

T don’t know. Forming the self is a psychological question, a genetic 
question, a moral question, all on different levels. Kant did say that the 
conversation with the self is the beginning of the moral self, but as always 
with Kant it is the higher self, the rational self, that is truly moral through 
its relation to the Divine. For Kant it is the power of reason linked to the 
Divine that sets human beings apart from other species. It is literally 
a voice within ourself; this voice is formed by reason representing the 
Divine, and everybody has the capacity and grows into this voice.’

‘Ja, but what if the inner voice talking to you is the voice of the com
munity, or perceived by you as being the voice of the community? You 
will have no moral compass without the community.’

‘How are you going to present this, our discussion? Are you writing 
a novel?’

This unexpected question is put by the professor five minutes before 
our discussion time ends, I answer without thinking.

‘No, I can’t, I don’t want to write novels.’
‘Why not? With novels you can explore the inner psyche of characters; 

you can imagine, for example, being black. So what is it about non-fiction 
that you don’t want to give up?’

‘The strangeness. Whatever novelistic elements 1 may use in my 
non-fiction work, the strangeness is not invented. The strangeness is 
real, and the fact that I cannot ever really enter the psyche of somebody 
else, somebody black. The terror and loneliness of that inability is what 
I don’t want to give up on.’
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‘But how will you live together in your country (or in mine) if you 
don’t begin to imagine one another?’

‘I want to suggest that at this stage imagination for me is overrated.’ 
‘That’s a terrible statement!’
T know, so let me not generalize and stick to the pronoun “I”: 1 simply 

don’t know enough about blackness, or birdness, or mountainness, or 
even Englishness for that matter, to imagine it in terms other than my 
exact self or the exotic opposite of myself. A famous Afrikaans poet 
Eugene Marais visited some Bushmen researchers during the nineteenth 
century and said afterwards: The Bushmen could speak lion, they could 
speak blue crane, they could speak wind. I want to be this embedded 
in my world. I want to speak black.’

‘Am I hearing a suggestion that literature has failed you?’
Oh boy, I am so deep into this that I simply have to swim. T think I am 

saying that in a country where we have come from different civilizations, 
then lived apart in unequal and distorted relationships that formed gen
erations of us, our imagination is simply not capable of imagining a 
reality as - or with - the other.’

‘So you have changed your position? During our first conversations 
you were concerned that not being able to imagine might mean a hidden 
racism?’

‘Yes, I now think that to imagine black at this stage is to insult black. 
That is why I stay with non-fiction, listening, engaging, observing, trans
lating, until one can hopefully begin to sense a thinning of skin, negotiate 
possible small openings at places where imaginings can begin to begin.’

T know becoming is for ever, but do you have a sense of where 
to ...?’

‘No.... No.’ But the professor’s clear face makes space for an attempt. 
‘Except perhaps that the integrity of the world should be inviolable.’ It is 
quiet in the room. ‘And being woven into such wondrous immensity 
compels me to care ... in a way, you know, every bird that falls affects 
me, every star that breaks reaches me, every death damages me.’

‘And blackness taught that?’ His voice is calm.
‘Blackness released me from my white capsule. It has liberated me 

from the rule of all laws; it has taught me how to become other than
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myself. And through the life of a remarkable king I have learnt that ther* 
where one feels one has failed morally and has hurt indiscriminately, 
also there grace and forgiveness from black people will be. The mere fact 
that we care, care actively, makes us an infinitesimal part of the blue 
breath of the world ... a state of non-personal power...’

Both of us are quiet. This will be our last discussion. I will miss 
him, the unobtrusive, secure way he allowed me to take risks, to dare; 
the curious way in which European philosophy, Australian history and 
German culture could wash in his presence over the African narrative 
1 was trying to construct.

Unexpectedly the professor smiles and holds out his hand. ‘Over
rated ... I’ll remember that.’

I kiss his hand. ‘Good luck with your country,’ I say, ‘which at least 
has said sorry.’

He hugs me. And good luck with yours, which doesn’t know how.’

Everybody is summoned to the building, and those who know the 
procedure fall into a queue. We fill in forms indicating whom we want 
to see: name, number, section. I have only a name, and gather that as he 
is not awaiting trial and not doing life, he would be in Section C at long 
term. Some of the guards ghai with the visitors and some visitors greet 
one another like old friends. We come from all classes and races. We 
move into security, where we and our parcels are scanned. I put a copy 
of the novel Agaat on the conveyor belt. Early this morning, when I left 
the old-age flat where my mother stays, 1 remembered that I did not 
even have a present to bring. We looked through my mother’s extra 
soaps and towels, but then she came out of her bedroom with Marlene 
van Niekerk’s Agaat in her hands. T have two copies, and know no one 
to whom I can give it, so take it.’

The conveyor belt stops. The security guard picks up the book and 
shakes it as if expecting banknotes to fall from the pages. ‘Whose is 
this?’ I put up my hand. ‘Is it a present?’ I nod. He calls somebody from 
the back. They carry the book like an incubator into a room. We wait.
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After a while a new security person comes out. ‘You want prisoner 851 
to read this?’

‘Yes,’ I say, wondering whether he expected me to say, No, I want him 
to eat it, or kill somebody with it, or smoke it... They try to read the 
jacket cover, but the people behind me are becoming impatient, as the 
first bus has just arrived. I am waved through.

Bus C takes us to one of the gigantic buildings on the prison grounds. 
One by one we move through different phases of security until about 
forty of us wait in a fenced yard. I sit next to a dignified elderly couple.

‘Who are you seeing?’ I ask.
‘Our son,’ says the black woman, and after quite a while she adds, 

‘Burglaries. We warned, but...’ she pulls up her shoulders. Her husband 
looks away, as if he hasn’t heard her.

I see a granny with two boys approaching puberty, one absent
mindedly crushing pimples behind his ears, the other yawning until his 
eyes water. A very thin woman with a tight-fitting blouse, very high heels 
and a Cindy Crawford beauty spot applied with a heavy hand shows us 
the Springbok cap and scarf she brought.

We move through another wire gate into a large room with rows 
of backless benches. ‘You’ve come to see a reader!’ says a young man, 
suggestively raising his eyebrows several times towards the book on my 
lap. ‘A teacher, actually,’ 1 say, wondering whether it sounds like a con
tradiction.

The number and name of every prisoner is called as he appears 
through the double doors. 1 recognize him immediately. Denzil - my 
former deputy head and head of our school’s Afrikaans department, my 
high-school colleague and also my fellow state witness in a murder case. 
Initially his eyes pass me over in the way the eyes of black and coloured 
people skip one when they’ve registered white, because white means 
will-anyway-not-be-for-me. I remember how, when I started teaching 
at a black training college, I began to stop students in the streets, forcing 
them to recognize me, as I became aware how they simply did not look 
at whites, knowing that they wouldn’t know them - just as 1 previously 
walked the streets not looking at individual black faces.
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Perhaps Denzil is searching for his wife or kids. I get up from the 
bench and see him freeze. He stares at me. Then he starts to laugh in the 
way I have seen him laugh so many times in my life, with pleasure and 
abundance, but suddenly all of this falls away from him and he bursts 
into tears. Thick in the throat, I hold his wiry body clothed in a prison 
overall. What has happened here, to him?

I remember another visit. One morning he was not at school and the 
staff were told that he had been hospitalized with TB in the isolation 
wing for contagious diseases of Boitumelo Hospital. His wife and children 
were suddenly avoided by the rest of the community. My visit to him 
then was less dramatic than now, but I found a melancholy man paging 
listlessly through a trashy magazine. ‘A week ago I analysed a Hennie 
Aucamp short story in my class, but look what they bring me to read?

I give him the book. He looks astounded. ‘Can you believe it?’ he 
says, his voice breaking like a teenager’s. Tve heard about this book! 
Can you believe this ...’ He weighs it in one hand, instinctively looking 
around for somebody to show what he has just found, but, like my 
mother earlier that morning, knowing the futility of looking for kindred 
reading spirits.

‘One can buy food at a stall in the yard ... ’ I say.
‘Rather buy me a telephone card; it has more currency inside.’
Piece by piece he tells me the story. After our murder court case, 

nothing wanted to work out in his life. He felt threatened, rejected at 
school and ‘perhaps I started to drink a little bit too much, you under
stand?’ He resigned as a teacher, and with the payout of pension and 
other money he bought the bottle store opposite his house. The seller of 
the store was very clever, however. He handed the shop immediately to 
Denzil, who had to run it without any experience and without knowing 
how much debt was hidden in all the documentation. The seller was slow 
to sign the transfer deed. In the end, paying the outstanding accounts 
while he was not actually the owner of the shop, Denzil’s money ran 
out. The owner simply moved back into the shop and sold it to some
body else.

Out of work and out of money, he still had his car and started a
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transport business taking people to nearby tow
ns - his w

ife fortunately 
had her perm

anent job at the shoe shop. O
ne day he w

as asked to take 
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en to V
tljoenskroon. They asked him

 to w
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 and then 
take them
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roonstad. W

hat he didn’t know
, he says, w

as that they 
w

ere robbing a shop. Just outside V
iljoenskroon, the police caught up 

w
ith them

 and they w
ere arrested. B

ecause of certain court procedures, 
says D

enzil, the m
en w

ere released but he has to serve a tw
enty-year 

sentence.
'H

eavens, D
enzil, but it sounds very m

uch like your previous story 
w

ith the W
heetiel’

'N
ou sien jy,' he says passionately. ‘H

ere I sit now
, nobody and w

ith 
nothing.’

I see the Springbok cap falling to the ground as the w
om

an w
ith the 

beauty spot is passionately kissed by the m
an. The elderly couple sit and 

talk to their son as if they are sitting som
ew

here under a tree, checking 
out the landscape around them

. T
hey talk non-stop, not looking at 

one another, but laughing in intim
ate w

ays as if sharing w
onderful 

m
em

ories. The granny is preaching to her son, but he is w
olfing dow

n 
the ham

burger she bought; the children roll outside on the w
inter grass, 

bullying each other w
ith a m

ixture of cow
ardice and spite. O

ne sees how
 

fam
ily m

em
bers try to look unobtrusively at their w

atches. D
enzil, w

ho 
w

rote literary review
s for the book page I ran in C

ape Tow
n, presses 

A
gaatlike a treasure or a shield to his chest w

hen w
e say goodbye.

1 drive into the Johannesburg sm
og to catch the Sunday-afternoon 

flight back to C
ape Tow

n.
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Module 9: Generic Blurring in Contemporary South African Literary 

Journalism | Le floutage générique dans le journalisme littéraire 

d’Afrique du Sud 

Directors: Mfuneko Toyana and Indiana Lods (Languages: English, 

Français, isiZulu) 

1. Fred Khumalo, “Historical Fiction Is Back—with a Fire in Its Belly: Fred 

Khumalo Reflects on How Writing Can Be a Powerful Tool for an Activist.” 

The Johannesburg Review of Books (blog), 7 May 2018. 

https://johannesburgreviewofbooks.com/2018/05/07/historical-fiction-is-

back-with-a-fire-in-its-belly-fred-khumalo-reflects-on-how-writing-can-be-a-

powerful-tool-for-an-activist/. 

2. Amy J. Elias, “Metahistorical Romance, the Historical Sublime, and Dialogic 

History.” Rethinking History 9, no 2‑3 (1 June 2005): 159‑72. 

3. Charles Van Onselen, New Babylon, new Nineveh: Everyday Life on the 

Witwatersrand, 1886-1914 (Jonathon Ball, 2001), 368-99. 

4. Simbarashe Mumera, “Milking a Dying Cow,” Chimurenga, 9 April 2018. 

5. Percy Zvomuya, “None but Ourselves,” Chimurenga, 9 April 2018. 

6. Panashe Chigumadzi, “Murimi Munhu,” Chimurenga, 9 April 2018. 

7. Bernard Matambo, “Army Arrangement,” Chimurenga, 9 April 2018. 

8. Bongani Kona, “The Way I See It – National Heroes Acre I,” Chimurenga, 

9 April 2018. 

9. Achille Mbembe, “African Modes of Self-Writing,” translated by Steven 

Rendall, Public Culture 14(1): 239–73. 
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journalism.co.za Newsletter, Oct 7, 2019. 
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Metahistorical Romance, the
Historical Sublime, and Dialogic
History
Amy J. Elias

‘Metahistorical romance’ is postmodernist historical fiction which is obsessed
with historiographical questions in a self-reflexive mode. This fiction both

continues and reverses the dominant of the historical romance genre associated
with the work of Scott. It also rehearses many of the perspectives on history

found in postmodern historiography. The central characteristic of metahisto-
rical romance is pursuit of the historical sublime, which it confronts as

repetition and deferral. After generally illustrating correspondences between
this postmodern genre and postmodern historiographical perspectives, the
article investigates correspondences between sublime history and dialogical

history and explores ways in which the metahistorical romance may be said to
construct history as dialogical. Dialogical history, while impossible in a literal

sense, may still offer useful alternatives to dialectical models of history and
radical postmodernist scepticism.

Keywords: Historical novel; Postmodernism; Historiography; The sublime;

Historical romance; Dialogism

For all the recent discussion about history coming to an end, surely people
with sense can see that human beings are not going to give up on history.
At the most basic level, we simply cannot. People are inquisitive animals

and they will always ask wh-questions, and the key one that they ask is
‘Why?’ Anyone who does not think that this question is hardwired into

human psychology need only tell a 4-year-old that she must brush her teeth
before going to bed. ‘Why?’ is a question that depends upon a historical

sense. In order to answer the question, one must assume a reality that
predates and offers keys to the wh-provoking present. One may quibble

that this is cultural memory at work and not history per se, but the
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important point is that the question is not whether history exists or
whether we can choose to have a historical sense. The question is how we

answer the ‘Why?’ question, how we seek the history we are hardwired to
desire. How we seek an answer to ‘Why?’ shows what kind of society we are,

what values we hold, how we think about the world.
The primer account of Western intellectual history presents essentially

three major ways of answering the ‘Why?’ question, though these are
broken down into nearly infinite subgroupings and subcategories. The one-

paragraph version goes something like this. One way of addressing the
historiographical ‘Why?’ is linked to ‘premodern’ religious views, which

assumed that there was an order to the universe controlled by a rational
intelligence, or God. The old religions assumed that lived human history
was chaotic and violent, but they had an idealist faith that behind this

history was ontological order. This is what gave hope and the possibility of
ethical action in historical time: in the face of the chaos of human history

one need not despair, for behind the chaos was an order that defined ethical
action in the present and made it meaningful. In Phase II, secular

humanism and ‘modernity’ attacked this view, and relocated the centre of
ethics from God to human beings. Modernity replaced God with the

possibility of god-like knowledge in men: history might appear chaotic, but
the Newtonian universe was ordered and rational in its all of its operations,
and humanity was capable of perceiving that order. History was given

similar attributes: assuming that there was rational order to material
historical processes beneath the apparent chaos of history, hope lay in

humankind’s ability to apprehend the masked patterns of historical
progression and construct ethical and emancipatory political systems based

on those patterns. Phase II was a long phase—giving us such things as
liberal democracy, Kantian ethics and Marxism—and we may still be in it.

But it may also have been followed by a third phase of Western culture in
which faith in secular rationalism has been destroyed. Postmodernity, if it

exists, attacks the belief that humankind can perceive or understand
anything beyond the language that defines it or the culture it constructs
(and that constructs it in turn). Post-modernity retains one idea common

to the other two phases of intellectual history—namely that history is
chaotic—but it loses faith that a supra-historical vision of that history,

either by God or by man, is possible.
What seems to result in postmodern historical fiction is construction of,

or desire for, the historical sublime, which is a kind of warmed-up or
negative idealism: it is a weak hope and desire that history, the space of

ontological order, exists somewhere, but also the belief that human history
will never reach it. When religion became myth, we needed history. When
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history becomes myth, all but the most diehard post-Marxist materialists
seem to turn to negative theology. A religious return is a problematical

paradox for secular modernity, which long ago explained religion on the
basis of reason alone. For more than 300 years, secular modernity has been

adept at constructing new religions and new gods that pretended they were
not new religions or new gods but were the output of reasonable

deliberation by brilliant people inspired by the noblest of desires for human
emancipation. You can’t swing a dead cat in the West after 1650 without

hitting a new, reasonable god of one sort or another.
But postmodernity shows us the return of the repressed—an odd return

in a material age—to idealist metaphysics in the form of the ‘secular sacred’
sublime. The historical sublime is like the Lyotardian space beyond
representation, a witness to an unrepresentable idealist History that cannot

be spoken or reached or even imagined in representation. It is the site of the
recognition that there is something that cannot be said which none the less

undermines and contradicts the hubris of modern rationalism and must be
acknowledged as foundational to human struggle and hope. This is not a

supra-historical view, but it is a metaphysical one.
Dislocated and shaken by the events of the twentieth century, forced to

see the blood on its hands in the mirror of postcolonial reconstruction,
called out by civil liberties politics, and attacked by poststructuralist
language studies, the intellectual culture of the ‘West’ stands frozen like a

deer in the headlights of an oncoming Greyhound bus. Panicked, guilt-
ridden, insecure and defensive, but also giddy, reckless, irreverant, and

defiant, the art of Western (post)modernity is caught in the dizzying
hyperspace of late capitalism and seems desperately to scan the horizon of

the past for some kind of orientation, some kind of value, some kind of
self-validation. (The socio-economic culture of Western postmodernity is

another thing, and this is important to note. The culture of late capitalism
is not self-reflexive in this way.) Positing itself as a post-traumatic cultural

imaginary (traumatized by its own reflection in the mirror of history), the
intellectual and art culture of Western postmodernity searches the past
ungrounded, without hope that a comforting coherence is to be had.

Theorists of postmodernity break into two camps at this point. The first
aligns itself with the values of modernity and contests the existence and

ethical legitimacy of the overall concept of postmodernism (often aligning
postmodernism with the market culture of late capitalism) while

recognizing its existence. This camp mourns this condition as an end-
game of a bankrupt modernity that can no longer believe in anything, even

itself, and so has succumbed to the chaos of history. The other side of the
postmodernist debate celebrates this state of ungrounding as humankind’s
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release from imprisoning metanarratives and into a realm of free play (of
reason, of desire, of language). This side makes no attempt to reconcile

truth with language, but instead gleefully dives headfirst into the presentist
pool. For the deconstruction camp of radical postmodernists, there is no

recuperation of history outside of language, and so language is always the
barrier to knowledge as well as the barrier of repression. For this group of

theorists, postmodernism signals an almost Hegelian leap of consciousness
into its recognition of its own (un)grounding; self-consciousness is

language and vice versa, and this is the final revelation for Man.
It is often this group of ‘poetic’ postmodernists that ironically returns to

metaphysics in a recuperation of the secular-sacred sublime. Radical
postmodernism does not return to the sublime of the British Romantics,
but to the sublime of language, the sublime of Jean-François Lyotard and

Jacques Derrida (whose late work explicitly worried the problem of
religious belief), and to the lesser-remarked negative sublime of Michel

Foucault. Radical postmodernism celebrates the loss of realist history much
the way that snake handlers and evangelicals delight in the ‘unprovability’

of evolutionary theory: the loss of certainty enables the possibility of radical
individualism, singularity, epiphanic event and democratic participation in

an enlightened community. While the enthusiasm and radical experiential
singularity of the evangelical Christian, however, is tempered by a non-
negotiable ethics explicitly spelled out in The Book, the ethics of radical

postmodernism must fall back upon Nietzsche, if only because of its
foundational rejection of all foundational metanarrative and the belief that

events as well as actions are unique, unrepeatable as such, singular. Thus
the celebration of radical individualism, disobedience to orthodoxies and

rejection of closure of any kind.
For thirty years or more now, this has been the ‘debate’ about

postmodernism, but recently there has emerged a third way that hearkens
back to pragmatist and Emersonian understandings of communicative

action and truth. This ‘realist’ voice in the debate aligns itself with a
modified, provisional empiricism and attempts to recuperate history as the
product of reasonable investigation and scientific method, but as

historiography it is also careful to distinguish itself from naive or vulgar
empiricism predicated on outdated beliefs about the truth of science. It

cannot accept the notion of surety or empirical fact uncomplicated by the
insights of poststructuralist language theory or social constructivism. Thus

we see it doing backflips to try to wed two seemingly incompatible ideas:
that history is not true, but that it is reasonable. Its distinctively pragmatist

flavour derives from attempts to prove that absolute historical truth is
different from the truth of consensus, and that history can be coherent and
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reasonable without being ‘factually’ true or tied to purely empiricist
methodologies.

While I recognize the very different outcomes of these postmodern
approaches to history and knowledge, they are to some extent two sides of

the same postmodern coin. Realist historiography desires a historical truth
that is not Truth but that is still binding, a pragmatist, robust history of

reasonable belief. Radical postmodernist historiography desires a Dionysian
playground of language and a historical ground from which to declare the

end of historical grounds. Both are a long way from Hegelian dialectic or
Kantian categorical imperative. What the two sides have in common is an

obsession with the historical ‘Why?’ and a resistance to essentialism and
ontology that would grant any supra-historical or meta-ethical perspective
on their subject. What they have in common is a desire to retain ‘history’

without giving it essentialist content or subjecting it to covering law models
of reasoning or logical-empiricist accounts of explanation.

My earlier work focused on the movement in historical fiction from the
first camp of postmodernist play to the second camp of postmodernist

realism. In historical fiction of the 1960s through the 1980s, I saw the play
and yearning that characterizes poststructuralism creating a definition of

the historical sublime that shared poststructuralism’s heretical and
deconstructive psychology. In later novels of the century, I saw a distinctive
move towards an ethical negotiation with others in the pluralist atmosphere

of contingency that resembled more what is now a realist historiographical
perspective. Both kinds of postmodernist historical fiction return to history

with a vengeance, and they do so because their writers hail from countries
that have experienced the postmodern crisis of faith in the historical

narratives and values that had traditionally defined them. The postmodern
turn on history, at base an assertion of the sublimity of History, is from this

view a desire for meaning that paradoxically insists on an incomplete
answer to ‘Why?’ It is an ongoing negotiation with the chaos of history that

continually strives towards completion and fulfilment, towards final
knowledge, and is continually thrown back from the barrier of language
and culture.

Thus what I call ‘metahistorical romance’ to some extent repeats the
contemporary debate about history in historiography. I claim that

metahistorical romance is historical fiction which morphs the historical
romance genre into a literary form that is able to encompass the

historiographical debates of its own time. Just as Scott’s historical romance
reflected the historiography of his own time, the metahistorical romance

reflects the postmodern turn on history. Scott’s novels illustrated a
stadialist view of history perfectly in keeping with the Enlightenment
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historiography of the Scottish philosophes, and today’s metahistorical
romance illustrates our own historiography’s lack of faith in, but

continuing desire for, ‘historical’ knowledge. Rather than historical
romance, it is ‘metahistorical,’ obsessed with historiographical questions

in a self-reflexive mode. While my work is deeply indebted to the brilliant
and groundbreaking work of Linda Hutcheon concerning history and

contemporary fiction, I prefer ‘metahistorical romance’ to ‘historiographic
metafiction’ because the former emphasizes the dominant historiographic

obsessions of the genre through the twenty-first century and directly links
this contemporary fiction to the earlier historical romance genre.

One of the reasons why the historical romance seems so congenial to a
postmodernist moment is in fact that the former always incorporated the
tension I am identifying as central to postmodern historiography. The very

term ‘historical romance’ gives the game away: to Walter Scott, one of the
progenitors of the genre, the historical romance wed two incompatible

literary genres (the romance, based in myth and magic, and history, based
upon empirical truth) as well as two incompatible ways of looking at

history (as romance or myth, evincing timeless truths about humanity and
the world, and as empirically derived sociological hypothesis, which

revealed specific truths about specific cultures in historical time). The
metahistorical romance (one can see the influence of Hayden White on my
own work here) continues this oxymoronic tradition that sees history as

romance and romance as history—that is, that sees the truth in both ways
of looking at history without feeling the need completely to subordinate

either to the other. Metahistorical romance just reverses the dominant of
Scott’s generic form: Scott privileged the historical side over the romance

side of the equation, finally showing that the mythicized Highland cultures
were doomed in the face of an epistemic shift to rationalist modernity; the

postmoderns privilege the romance side of the equation, showing
repeatedly how rationalist modernity fails in the face of the chaotic

violence of history.
Thus in Sublime Desire, I claimed four facts about metahistorical

romance:

1. The postmodern historical imagination, as a post-traumatic imagin-

ary, confronts rather than represses the historical sublime;
2. The metahistorical romance confronts the historical sublime as

repetition and deferral;
3. The metahistorical romance’s motivation for this movement and

unceasing deferral of a historical ground is a simultaneous distrust and
assertion of poesis as a humanist value;
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4. The metahistorical romance learns from the texts of the literary
modernists to combine metahistoricity with narrative form, but for

the postmodernists this metahistoricity is situated differently as a
tropological reversal of the historical romance genre’s traditional

dominant. (Elias 2001, pp. 48 – 49)

The whole argument hinged on the idea that the postmodern,
metahistorical imagination faces the chaos of history and yearns for

something more, thus struggling continually to make sense of history but
in its heart of hearts convinced that such surety is an impossible,

rationalist dream. In novels by Toni Morrison, Thomas Pynchon, J.M.
Coetzee, Steve Erikson, Zadie Smith, Salman Rushdie and many others
writing after 1970 one can see an obsession with history, a struggle to

figure out how it works and what went wrong and how to fix it, but also a
frustration with this search that leads again and again either to a stalemate

of explanatory alternatives or a recuperation of values that the text itself
seems to want to forgo. While mid-century metahistorical romances by

Thomas Pynchon, Robert Coover, Günter Grass and others evinced some
of the motivated play advocated by poststructuralist, Derridean historio-

graphy, by the end of the century, with a new seriousness spawned by
postcolonial critique and the end of the Cold War, the metahistorical
romance was grappling with the meaning of history much more in a

manner of pragmatist or realist historiography that was congenial to a
postcolonial perspective. The metahistorical view is, I suppose, in this

sense ironic rather than tragic. It yearns for the unattainable, it seeks the
unrepresentable, it goes on.

At the heart of my argument was the idea that the metahistorical
romance confronts the historical sublime as repetition and deferral. What I

meant by that was something different, I think, from what Keith Jenkins
means by deferral in a Derridean sense, though clearly there are affinities

between these ideas. For Jenkins, postmodernism rids itself of metaphysics
and ontology. I disagree, based on my analysis of presentations of history in
a large number of post-1960s historical novels. By ‘deferral’, I was referring

to the movement towards the historical sublime by this metahistorical
romance: if colonial history and empirical thought construct ‘linear’ history

dependent upon a figure-fulfilment paradigm (White 1999), metahistorical
romance constructs history as ‘a weirdly healthy repetition compulsion, a

loss of the self and a journey from the center to the margins that is repeated
endlessly because the borders of knowable history it seeks are themselves

constantly receding. The crisis of postmodern history is the endlessly
repeated movement toward the historical sublime/History’ (Elias 2001, p.
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202). This is not a rejection of the possibility of certainty; it is a frustrated
attempt to find it.

Which brings me to the point of this article. I am struck now by how my
theory of the historical sublime in metahistorical romance mimics ethical

dialogism defined, differently, by Martin Heidegger and Mikhail Bakhtin.
The questions arise: what would be the relation between sublime desire and

dialogic history? Does one gain anything by moving from the first to the
second concept? And is a dialogue with history even possible?

I must admit that the last person I would have expected to align with my
views would have been Martin Heidegger, whose writing I find extremely

frustrating most of the time. Yet Heidegger was fascinated by the idea of
dialogue in ways that do map on to some of the claims I am making for
sublime history, and givenHeidegger’s ineffable hermeneutics, I suppose that

this should not be surprising. The dialogue that Heidegger imagined was
possible between human subjects was one that literally never arrived, and it

could not be coerced to produce a ‘meaning’.His dialoguewith ‘a Japanese’ in
‘A Dialogue on Language’ (1971) makes clear that the meaning of the

successful dialogue goes beyond the intended meaning of the speakers of the
dialogue; it also goes beyond the control of the speakers, precisely because it

comprises language and is embodied in language. In this view, dialogue
incorporates the play of language: ‘The veiled relation of message and
messenger’s course plays everywhere’ (Heidegger 1971, p. 53).

But for Heidegger this is not infinite play or ontological undecidability,
as it would be later for Jacques Derrida. Language serves as both a medium

and a guide for any good-faith dialogue and provides a ‘hint’ to the
speakers of what the dialogue is actually about. The ‘hint’ is akin to

Lyotard’s sublime: it is an unspoken, unrepresentable figure that is and is
not ‘meaning’ because it is and is not language. The hint is given by

language to the speakers of a dialogue, but they do not register this hint as a
paraphrasable meaning, a topic summary.

The hint is akin to intuition, laying at the borders of conscious
perception, yet it does not stem from consciousness but from language
itself. The hint guides the dialogue and forms its conversational trajectory.

In ‘A Dialogue on Language’, an Inquirer (Heidegger’s persona) and ‘a
Japanese’ speak about it thus:

I: That is in keeping with the hints. They are enigmatic. They beckon to

us. They beckon away. They beckon us toward that from which they
unexpectedly bear themselves toward us.

J: You are thinking of hints as belonging together with what you have
explained by the word ‘gesture’ or ‘bearing.’
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I: That is so.
J: Hints and gestures, according to what you indicated, are different

from signs and chiffres, all of which have their habitat in
metaphysics.

I: Hints and gestures belong to an entirely different realm of reality, if
you will allow this term which seems treacherous even to myself.

(Heidegger 1971, p. 26)

Hints form a vital part of Heidegger’s ‘ineffable dialogue where that
which cannot be said is brought close’ (Rockwell 2003, p. 25). Dialogue is

the interaction of human consciousness with language to form a meaning, a
discourse, that is more than the sum of its parts and to some extent beyond
the control of its interlocutors but emerging from their speech and

interaction. What the hint allows Heidegger to explore is a middle ground
between determinism and open-ended play in dialogue itself. The

dialogue’s interlocutors both construct the dialogue and are guided by it.
While stemming from a Kantian rather than a Hegelian philosophical

tradition, the dialogism of Mikhail Bakhtin stresses the nonunitary
character of the self as dialogue. As Michael Holquist (1990, p. 18) notes,

for Bakhtin,

the very capacity to have consciousness is based on otherness. This
otherness is not merely a dialectical alienation on its way to a sublation
that will endow it with unifying identity in higher consciousness. On the
contrary . . . it is the differential relation between a center and all that is
not that center. . . . ‘Center’ in Bakhtin’s thought [must] be understood
for what it is: a relative rather than an absolute term, and as such, one
with no claim to absolute privilege, least of all one with transcendent
ambitions.

In this view, the self becomes a dialogic process rather than a singularity,

and it is always defined by interaction with the other. Bakhtin asserts that
‘Life can be consciously comprehended only in concrete answerability. . . .
Life can be consciously comprehended only as an ongoing event, and not as

Being qua a given. All life that has fallen away from answerability cannot
have a philosophy: it is, in its very principle, fortuitous and incapable of

being rooted’ (1993, p. 56).
As his commentators note, Bakhtin’s unique contribution to poetics is

that he correlates self/other dialogics to a kind of authorship. The dialogic
engagement between self and other demands narration; as Eskin notes, ‘It is

through the other’s aesthetic productivity that I receive a body localizable
and discernible in . . . a social, communal world’ (2000, p. 82). Moreover,
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the other’s narrativization of me demands that my consciousness answer,
and this sets in motion an unceasing ‘oscillation between the other’s

‘‘aesthetic completion’’ of me and my own assertion of incompleteness and
infinite potential’ (Eskin). For Bakhtin, this process of self-development

through interaction with the other is parallel to other dialogical relations in
the world dependent upon narration. Most importantly, it is parallel to

novelness, an unceasingly dialogic and never-ending interpretation of the
world by literary narrative itself. Novelness is a form of knowledge, and it

puts ideas that claim primacy in dialogue with one another (Holquist 1990,
p. 87). In the novel, the other is presented through social perspectives,

characterization, voices, and points of view that Bakhtin calls heteroglossia:
‘The living utterance, having taken meaning and shape at a particular
historical moment in a socially specific environment, cannot fail to brush

up against thousands of living dialogic threads, woven by socio-ideological
consciousness around the given object of an utterance; it cannot fail to

become an active participant in social dialogue’ (Bakhtin 1981, pp. 276 – 7).
Committed to the idea that the self is ‘unfinalizable’ and that reality is

creative and open (Morson and Emerson 1990), Bakhtin formulated a
theory of dialogism that encompassed the creative formation of the self, the

text and the world. The perspective of the other, as Thomas Pynchon might
say, ‘keeps it bouncing’.

The question is, then: Can theories of dialogism such as Bakhtin’s be

applied to history or historical understanding? Can we have a dialogue with
history? We might fudge this answer by talking about our interactions with

individual historical texts—manuscripts, records, etc.—and how we enter
into a kind of ‘dialogue’ with them. Yet the problem is that these texts do

not, cannot, answer us, and they were not written with dialogic interaction
in mind. Even in the esoteric terms of Heideggerian ineffability, the answer

to whether we can set up a dialogue with history is ‘no’. History is not a
person; it is not a place; it is not even a text except in its traces. There is

nothing with which to have a dialogue if one wishes to have a dialogue with
history.

Yet we strive to have a dialogue with history, perhaps because we

perceive it to be not a thing or a sterile collection of written texts but rather
a cacophony of voices of living beings who preceded us in time. If we hear

and perceive history as human voice, then there is an odd logic to why we
pursue a dialogue with the past, though clearly, since those voices cannot

engage with us on their own terms in the present, there can be no real
dialogue with them for us. What I perceive to be a yearning for the sublime

space of History in metahistorical romance is, however, this movement
towards the voices of the past, this desire to engage in a living dialogue with
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these once-living voices and thus to form ourselves and our reality anew.
Stanley Aronowitz has written that Bakhtin’s categories (dialogue,

chronotope, polyphony) ‘may be seen as a critique of historicism from
the perspective of a new conception of historicity’ (1995, p.121), and I

agree. While dialogism makes no promises, it does offer a hint, a hope, a
glimmer of possibility for self-knowledge through the interaction with

another, even if that other is a voice from the past.
How does this relate to the movement towards History, the sublime

desire at the heart of metahistorical romance?
We return again and again to the past not, perhaps, because we expect to

find the buried logocentric treasure there, the key to the kingdom of ‘Why?’
We return to the past again and again, seeking perhaps not closure but
creative openness, dialogue with the voices we hear there; we return seeking

the creative living utterance that we need for self-formation. At least,
understanding a return to the past this way helps to explain the desire at the

heart of metahistorical romance, and why perhaps the genre is so prevalent
at the end of the twentieth century. Dialectic does not offer us this

possibility of interaction with the living voice. It presents a view of history
not as lived voice but as mechanical process, and it therefore does not invite

us into the space of the past as does dialogue. This is why Bakhtin
determined that dialectic was essentially monological, and turned instead to
a model (of self-formation, of poetics) that reinscribed the human voice,

and thus the possibility for growth and ethical revelation, into our art and
history. In Hayden White’s terms, it is only by understanding history as

meaningless, inexplicable and sublime—and liberating oneself from the
disciplined linear model of history of which dialectic is one example—that

there is a possibility of human ‘dignity and freedom’ (White 1987, p. 81).
In his discussion of the chronotope in The Dialogic Imagination, Bakhtin

specifically cites the historical novel as the receptacle of chronotopic motifs;
more importantly, however, towards the end of the essay he begins to

explore the relationship between the chronotopes of a novel and the
chronotopes of the lived reality of the reader. ‘Out of the actual
chronotopes of our world,’ he writes, ‘emerge the reflected and created

chronotopes of the world represented in the work’ (1981, p. 253). If in fact
the metahistorical romance is a postmodern form of the historical romance,

and if the central characteristic of this postmodern genre is a desire for
interaction with the voices of the past that it perceives as necessary to a self-

formation and understanding of the world, then the constant, recursive
movement towards history and back again in this postmodern narrative

form understandably mimes the give-and-take of dialogism as both ethical
and generic process. I think that this is what Ernst van Alphen means when
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he writes that to be comfortable and at home in his new house, which was
once owned by Jews killed in the Holocaust, he must see the house not as

his but as ours: he must somehow dialogue with the dead voices of the past
in order to construct (not reconstruct, not understand) a new relation to

the world around him and to his own self-understanding (Van Alphen
1997, pp. 204 – 5). I think this is what the metahistorical romance does by

returning again and again to the historical past without resolution, without
closure: it too seeks to dialogue with the past, to reconstruct its own (First

World) relation to the world.
I am more and more intrigued by the idea that sublime history is dialogic

history, or at least an attempt to create such a thing by contemporary
consciousnesses cut off from older periods’ methods for creating order, self-
definition and meaning in the world. If this is so, then sublime desire derives

from a fundamentally different impulse than does radical postmodernism
aligned with deconstruction and poststructuralism. Deconstructive, post-

structuralist, anti-epistemological postmodernism glories in its refusals, its
bad-boy promiscuity, its militant anarchism, its radical chic, its heroic

Nietzschean insight about the blinders of convention that blinker the eyes of
the oblivious cows masticating in the pastureland. This postmodern refrain

is a familiar one because it stems precisely from the modernism it condemns
(in the form of the modernist avant-garde), and we heard it echo in the
1960s street work of the Situationist International, in Lyotard’s 1979 clarion

call to wage war on totality, in Deleuze and Guattari’s schizopoetics, in Ihab
Hassan’s paratactic postmodernism, in Judith Butler’s performative gender,

in Donna Haraway’s cyborg interfaces, in Richard Rorty’s neo-pragmatist
irony, in Derrida’s attack on logocentrism, in cyberculture rhapsodies about

connectivity. It is an enticing position that is also a necessary corrective to
fundamentalisms of all types. But it almost always fails to take into account

the current, nuanced account of the relation between ‘belief’ and
foundational logic which posits that the most entrenched orthodoxies are

often based on reasons that are illogical, unprovable by empiricist methods,
and anti-modern. And from a certain perspective, it is simply the obverse
(underbelly?) of a modernist rationalism that demands to know all of the

answers all of the time. A reversal is not necessarily a refusal; as Derrida in
fact has shown us, negation and affirmation are usually just two sides of the

same sheet of logocentric paper.
At the current world-historical moment, it is imperative that we learn

from but (historically?) contexualize the radical skepticism about history
and the hermeneutics of suspicion that guided literary theory in the mid-

and late twentieth century (and that is now apparently entering historio-
graphy with a vengeance) and conduct a more nuanced investigation of
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what an effective history can be. Perhaps provisional foundationalism is not
the same thing as anti-foundationalism after all, and one simply does not

have to choose between strait-jacket grounding and absolute openness.
Perhaps it is possible even to see dialogue as a game as dangerous as radical

refusal, not a domesticated form or a middle way as much as an alternative
to the affirmation/refusal coupling integral to assertion (of science, of

theory, of logic, of value). The Bakhtinian impulse towards dialogue is in
fact perfectly in keeping with a postmodernist valuation of open-endedness,

newness, freedom, indeterminacy. When self and radical other establish
relationship and dialogue, history will be on the table and up for grabs.

However, in order to talk, we will have to recognize some foundational
starting point that will allow us to refuse foundations from that point on.

We need perhaps to do a new kind of history that is a dialogue between

possibly incommensurate alternatives and paradoxical chronotopes. As
Michael Holquist has noted, biology shows us that all living systems are

indeterminate, unconsummated, unfinished, and to that extent, singular,
yet humans’ living uniqueness is also, paradoxically, what we all have in

common. Moreover, through our human mortality, our singular bodies are
pervaded by history, and we have this in common as well (Holquist 1997,

p. 233). A pluralist world culture may now be due for a post-
postmodernism which has the courage to acknowledge that we have for
too long constructed an either/or fallacy that forces us to choose

unnaturally between the singular and the universal, the heterodox and
the orthodox, the spoken and the unspoken, universalism and utter

difference, History and history, meaning and play. The fact that these
binary oppositions are false was in fact Derrida’s greatest insight. To say

that history is tropological is not to say that it has no value or that it is
nothing at all. It may be time to (re)acknowledge history as something we

universally share, something that as Jeanette Winterson has noted is
‘written on the body’, even as we enter into experimental, ethical dialogue

with it, in the full knowledge that that dialogue will remain unfinalized,
deferred, filled with hints that guide a conversation which never ends.
Which is, perhaps, what metahistorical romance is all about.
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4

THE REGIMENT OF THE HILLS 
- UMKOSI WEZINTABA

The Witwatersrand's 
lumpenproletarian army, 

1890-1920’

Since the mid-1960s, and particularly since the publication of Fanon's 
Wretched of the Earth, sociologists and political scientists with an interest in 
the Third World have been debating the reyplutionaryLpotenfial ofthose 
heterogeneous groups that are marginal to society, and which are collec
tively termed the lïiînpenproletariat'? In an adjacent discipline but with a 
predominantly different geographical focus, scholars like Gareth Stedman 
Jones, George Rude and Eric Hobsbawm have skilfully explored aspects of 
marginality in European history.3 Despite the fact that several of these 
scholars share a common intellectual tradition and interest, there has been 
little cross-fertilisation between these distinct fields of research. This is 
hardly surprising since Third World social structures and European his
torical case studies cannot be expected to articulate particularly well. What 
was required were Third World case studies.4

Within the context of this broadly defined problem, the social historian 
of South Africa seems to have a special responsibility and the opportuni
ty for particularly stimulating research. South Afncg was the firgt.country 
in Africa - and the only one with nineteenth-century roots -to undergo a 
fully-fledged industrial revolution. Within 75 years of gold being discov
ered on the Wifwatersrand in 1886, capital transformed the face of the 
subcontinent and generated successive social formations which left an 
increasingly well-entrenched white ruling class. Those same.transform
ing processes prised black South Africans off their land, separated them 
from their families,' reduced them to the status of workers, and then ruth
lessly reallocated them to the towns. There, on the bureaucratic leash of 
the pass laws, they were soon exposed to two sociologically similar insti
tutions which served the rapidly industrialising economic system par tic- 
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ularly well - the prisons and the mine compounds.5 In a matter of de
cades, and sometimes perhaps within the space of even a single genera
tion, Africans could successively be pastoralists, peasants, proletarians or 
prisoners. No blacks could have found this downward socio-economic 
spiral comfortable, and in those cases where the time-span was tele
scoped the experience must have been singularly traumatic. If ever there 
was scope for the studyoPmarginali^' then surely it is here.

This study, then, will be generally concerned with those marginalised 
bjack groups who at the turn of the century made„their way to the heart 
afindustfi'alised South Africa - the Wifwatersrand. More specifically, it 
will focus on ah association of men who, at different times between 1890 
and 1920, called themselves 'The Regiment of the Hills' (Umkosi Wezin- 
taba), Tire Regiment of Gaolbirds' (Umkosi we Seneneem), 'The People of 
the Stone' (Abas’etsheni), 'Nongoloza', or 'Ninevites'. Through this study it 
is hoped to gain greater insight into the emergence of the black lumpen
proletariat, understand one of its more identifiable formations, access its 
potentialities and limitations, and to speculate on a form of African 
resistance hitherto neglected in South African historiography.

'THE REGIMENT OF THE HILLS', 1890-1899

In 1867, a Zulu woman named Nompopo presented her husband with a 
new son. The boy, one of six children born to the couple, evidently 
caused something of a stir on his arrival since his parents christened him 
Mzoozepi - meaning: 'Where did you find him?' Shortly after this event, 
the father, Numisimani Mathebula, must have considered that his graz
ing lands in Zululand had become inadequate since he moved his wife 
and children onto land owned by a Mr Tom Porter, 'near to where the 
River Tugela takes its course from the Drakensberg'. Numisimani, how
ever, continued to spend most of his time at a kraal near Mzimkulu 
where he was an induna or headman whilst his dispersed family worked 
on the Porter farm in return for the use of land.

In 1883 the 16-year-old Mzoozepi Mathebula undertook his first six
month spell as a migrant labourer when he entered employment as a 
'garden boy' with Mr Tom J of Harrismith. During the following three 
years he again undertook a spell of labour in Harrismith, this time 
acquiring new skills as a groom in the employ of a certain 'Mr M'. It was 
thus in about 1886, when he was 19 years old, that Mzoozepi once more 
entered service with Mr Tom J as a groom. It was also at this juncture that 
events occurred which helped to shape the future course of Mzoozepi's 
life, and the story is best told in his own words:

Before I had finished the first month of this employment one of the 
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horses got lost. On informing my master of this he accused me of 
being negligent and blamed me for it and told me to go and look for 
it. I told him that as I was working in the garden on that day he 
could not hold me responsible for the loss, as all the horses were out 
grazing alone. He then threatened to place me in gaol if I did not go 
out and look for the horse that was missing, so I searched but did 
not find it. He then told me to go back to my kraal and work for 
Mr Tom P again, and added that Tom Porter would then bring to 
him the value of the horse that was lost. This amount would repre
sent my wages for about two years ... On return I asked my broth
er whether it was the law, and whether he thought it fair that I 
should work and have my wages kept back to pay for the horse 
which I did not lose. He told me that I must work or they would put 
me in gaol and added that he did not want to see me there. I told 
him that I could not work for what I did not lose .. /

Unimpressed with his brother's suggestion and aggrieved by what he 
felt to be an obvious injustice7 the young Mathebula decided to escape 
from his 'employer'. When Tom Porter sent him and another black ser
vant to the new Witwatersrand goldfields later in the same year, he took 
the opportunity to desert and to give himself a new name - Jan Note.

The transformation of Mzoozepi Mathebula to Jan Note was neither 
instant nor painless. For 12 months the young man was employed as a 
'houseboy' in the Johannesburg suburb of Jeppe, and throughout this 
period he continued to fulfil his familial obligations by sending cash 
remittances to his mother via the many migrant friends who were mak
ing the journey back to Natal. The problem of Tom J's missing horse, 
however, pursued him relentlessly and more especially so when his 
elder brother came to work in the same town in about 1887. In yet anoth
er attempt to rid himself of his persecutors, Mzoozepi handed his broth
er £3 which was to be paid to Tom J in final settlement of the latter's loss. 
The brother willingly accepted this money, but he also insisted that 
Mzoozepi accompany him home so that he could be present when the 
cash was handed over to the white man. This the younger brother 
refused to do. Increasingly cynical about the European's sense of justice, 
Mzoozepi decided instead to once more make use of the cover provided 
by the sprawling mining town and search for new employment in a dif
ferent suburb.’

The independent-minded young Note was, of course, not the only one 
to perceive Johannesburg as a centre of comparative freedom and oppor
tunity in the late 1880s. Black and white migrants drawn from through
out southern Africa and Europe had come to the Witwatersrand in their 
thousands in the belief that if they could not make their fortunes then 
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they would at least gain steady employment in the mushrooming town. 
For many the latter - and more modest - objective was easily achieved. 
For others, however, the problem was that the early mining economy not 
only boomed - periodically it slumped. As one of the Johannesburg 
newspapers editorialised in 1895: 'In South Africa it is invariably a case 
of feast or famine, of boom or bankruptcy. The happy medium is seldom 
hit.'’ The effect of this constant influx of immigrant labour, when com
pounded by marked economic slumps, was to constantly 'marginalise' 
the most vulnerable lower echelons of the working class.10 Yesterday's 
immigrant and today's worker were tomorrow's unemployed. It was at 
least partly for these reasons that redundant miners, unemployed clerks, 
failed businessmen, ex-colonial troopers, and a large number of desert
ers from the British armed services" transformed themselves into pimps, 
card-sharps, canteen pianists, bottle collectors, billiard markers, fences, 
skittle-alley attendants, petty thieves, burglars, safe robbers, illicit liquor 
sellers or highway robbers.12 When Jan Note moved from Jeppe to 
Turffontein and 'got a job as a kitchen boy and groom to four single men 
who were living in a house at the foot of a hill near a small railway sta
tion'” he unconsciously stumbled across one of the many entrances to 
the 'white' underworld.14

Two of his new employers at Turffontein, Tyson and McDonald, gave 
the black servant some rather curious instructions and in return offered 
to remunerate him comparatively generously. He was not to allow any of 
his black friends near the house, he was to attend to the horses most care
fully and just in case the groom failed to understand the message they 
showed him a revolver and threatened to shoot him should he disobey. 
Jan Note did not disobey, but he did observe that his new employers 
kept rather strange hours:

After breakfast the four men would go out at about 8 or 9 a.m. on 
their horses and would return at midday for dinner and remain at 
home until it was dusk. They would then go out again and not 
return until about midnight. They always seemed to bring back 
some money with them and 1 used to see them counting it at 
night.15

It presumably took the young man very little time to realise that he was 
in fact being employed by a gang of European criminals but, at a wage 
of £6 per month, he would have been equally quick to appreciate the 
virtue of silence.16

It was probably during 1888, after a few months of 'loyal' service, that 
Tyson first invited Note on an expedition. In the succeeding months, still 
cast in the role of black servant, Note joined the gang on several expedi
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tions, serving a criminal apprenticeship by observation. He saw how 
Tyson and his men held up passenger coaches and robbed white trav
ellers, ambushed the company carts that conveyed the workers' wages to 
the more isolated gold mines17 and how the abathelisi or 'tax collector' 
trick could extract small but constant sums of cash from black workers. 
Here the gang would approach a party of African travellers pretending 
to be policemen, demand to see a document such as a pass or vaccina
tion certificate, handcuff the victims while 'inspecting' them, and then 
remove their money before releasing them. In this case the gang simply 
did what countless official state robbers - border guards, police, customs 
officials and railway conductors - did to migrants throughout southern 
Africa.1®

Whilst learning these basics of the criminal craft Note was presumably 
willing to tolerate his role as 'servant'. Crime and the colour bar, howev
er, were not readily compatible. Given the size of the gang's takings and 
his modest wage, as well as his pride and well-developed sense of jus
tice, it did not take Note long to become discontented with his lot as 
white man's 'boy'. In the belief that there were probably greater earnings 
to be made if he worked with criminals of his own colour, Note decided 
to break with Tyson's gang and to seek out the members of the 
Witwatersrand's black underworld.

Working his way along the particular ethnic cleavages of black socie
ty with which he was most familiar, Note soon discovered that most of 
the Reef's Zulu-speaking petty thieves and minor criminals - the 
izigebengu - did not live within the more densely populated urban areas. 
Hounded and harassed in the towns by the police and pass laws, most 
of the izigebengu had taken refuge in the nearby Klipriversberg hills 
immediately to the south of Johannesburg.15 There, living in the kloofs 
and caves of a place they called 'Shabalawawa' some 200 men, women 
and children had placed themselves under the leadership of a man 
named Nohlopa who hailed from Kwabe in Zululand.20 At the heart of 
this loosely knit community, however, there was also a more hardened 
core of brigands and it did not take long for a man with Note's talent and 
spirit to bring himself to the notice of these izigelekeqe. Within a short 
period of time Note attained the position of induna within the communi
ty, acting as Nohlopa's closest adviser and assistant.

It was probably at some time during 1889 that the community at 
Shabalawawa first started to experience a series of organisational and 
ideological tremors in their mountain stronghold. First, the inhabitants 
were startled to learn that their leader, Nohlopa, had been arrested and 
convicted for breaking into a tailor's shop in Kerk Street, Johannesburg. 
A second surprise also lay in store for them. While serving his sentence 
Nohlopa learned to read and write and spent a considerable amount of 
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his time studying the Bible. On his release he returned to the 
Klipriversberg and, after discussions with Note, announced to the 
assembled ranks that he no longer wished to be associated with the 
underworld and that in future he would spend his time preaching to his 
black brothers on the Rand. This decision left the izigelekeqe under the 
undisputed leadership of Jan Note for the first time.

Shortly after these events the new leader started to do a little reading 
of his own. Using that same splendidly ambiguous text that had so influ
enced Nohlopa - the Bible - he derived inspiration which drove him in 
a radically different direction.21 It was the Old Testament book of Naham 
which particularly impressed Note and in it he read 'about the great state 
Nineveh which rebelled against the Lord and I selected that name for my 
gang as rebels against the Government's law'.22 To this generalised ideo
logical vision Note added vital paramilitary conceptions, sending the 
really powerful shock waves through Shabalawawa which transformed 
it from a loosely organised underworld community into tire more tight
ly knit Umkosi Wezintaba - the Regiment of the Hills. As Note himself put 
it later:

The system I introduced was as follows: I myself was the Inkoos 
Nkulu or king. Then I had an Induna Inkulu styled lord and corre
sponding to the Governor-General. Then I had another lord who 
was looked upon as father of us all and styled Nonsala. Then I had 
my government who were known by numbers, number one to four. 
I also had my fighting general on the model of the Boer vecht gen
eral. The administration of justice was confided to a judge for seri
ous cases and a landdrost for petty cases. The medical side was 
entrusted to a chief doctor or Inyanga. Further I had colonels, cap
tains, sergeant-majors and sergeants in charge of the rank and file, 
the Amasoja or Shosi - soldiers.23

'This reorganisation', the 'king' pertinently pointed out, 'took place in the 
hills of Johannesburg several years before the 1899 war was dreamed of.'

Just how extensive, active or successful Note's reorganised izigelekeqe 
were, however, is extremely difficult to assess. What is generally known 
is that the decade leading up to the Anglo-Boer War was a particularly 
successful one for highway robbers in the South African Republic.24 This 
is more especially true of the early 1890s, prior to the arrival of the rail
ways on the Witwatersrand, when there were large African labour flows 
which brigands could capitalise on. In 1890, for example, it was estimat
ed that about 3 000 black workers made their way on foot to the gold
fields each month,25 and in 1892 the mining magnate Hermann Eckstein 
estimated that there were about 1 000 Africans on the move between 
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Johannesburg and Kimberley at any one time.26 Migrant labour on this 
scale, much of it funnelling through the Klipriversberg, must have made 
the environs of Shabalawawa a particularly happy hunting ground for 
highway robbers.27 It is unlikely that the Regiment of the Hills failed to 
claim its share of the workers' wages that passed through the country
side.

Within Johannesburg itself there are also some tell-tale signs which 
point roughly in the direction of Shabalawawa. Early in 1890, for exam
ple, the Standard and Diggers' News complained about the activities of a 
well-organised gang of 'Zulu' burglars in the town.28 Court cases arising 
from the abathelisi trick - especially those involving 'policemen' with 
their own 'ranks' - are even more suggestive.2’ More concrete still is Jan 
Note's own testimony that the gang penetrated the prisons of the South 
African Republic where it gained recruits and taught prisoners - includ
ing black miners and 'houseboys' - the organisational structure of 
Umkosi Wezintaba.

Although much of this early activity of the organisation was essen
tially of an anti-social nature, it was not exclusively so - a fact which tes
tified to Note's influence and the more broadly based notions of justice 
which concerned the Regiment of the Hills during its formative years. In 
June 1896, for example, a country correspondent of the Natal Witness 
recounted how certain Zulu speakers who had worked in Johannesburg 
had reported to him how Africans there had formed themselves into a 
'secret society' in order to protect themselves against injustices. His in
formants told him:

When a man has a wrong to redress as, for instance, when his mas
ter has 'done him' out of his wages, he makes his grievance known 
to the Izigebengu, some of the members of which are thereupon told 
off to knock the offending master on the head. These watch their 
opportunity, and in due course carry out their orders. Reports say 
that the favourite method is to knock at the door of the former mas
ter at night, and if he opens it himself, he is there and then 'settled'. 
Should someone else open the door, an excuse is made ... and 
another occasion is awaited ... 'Ba gwenza', a man of some standing 
said, 'ngoba ngu muzi onge na 'meteto' - They do it because it is a 
town without law.®

Unfortunately, this illustration which resonates so strongly with the 
experience of the young Mzoozepi Mathebula, is the only example we 
have of this aspect of Note's organisation in the period before the South 
African War.

Much of the evidence relating to this early period, however, is scat
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tered, fragmentary and circumstantial; and on balance it is probably best 
to see the years 1890-9 as simply constituting a broadly formative period 
for the Ninevite organisation. Up to the outbreak of the war, the 
Regiment developed in one of those 'types of human society which lie 
between the evolutionary phase of tribal and kinship organisation, and 
modern capitalist and industrial society'31 and probably consisted large
ly of migrants and landless labourers.32 Like the Mafia its origins lay in 
the countryside33 and the early community of men, women and children 
at Shabalawawa operated in a rural milieu on the margins of the Wit- 
watersrand where a state, with as yet limited coercive capacity, could not 
readily control its members. But under the new leadership of Note, the 
Umkosi Wezintaba had already begun its transformation into an essential
ly urban and exclusively male organisation based within the prisons and 
urban areas.34

Both the pace and trajectory of that transformation, however, were 
greatly enhanced by subsequent events and processes and of these three 
were of particular importance. First, the war itself and the social 
upheaval which it occasioned left its imprint on the Ninevite member
ship. Second, the development of the post-war organisation was largely 
fashioned within the context of an economic system that was industrial
ising more rapidly than ever before. Third, and most importantly, this 
accelerated economic development was accompanied - and in part made 
possible - by a marked increase in the coercive capacity of the state and 
the mining industry. It was because of this heightened coercive capacity 
that the Ninevites in the post-war period, to an ever-increasing extent, 
found themselves thrust into those exclusively male institutions which 
served the industrialising system to well - the prisons and the mine com
pounds. The influence of all of these factors could be detected as, after 
1902, the Regiment of the Hills gave way to 'The People of the Stone' and 
'Nongoloza'.

'PEOPLE OF THE STONE' AND NONGOLOZA, 1902-1906

One of the initial effects of the war of 1899-1902 was to disperse a large 
part of the labouring population of the Witwatersrand throughout south
ern Africa. In the earliest months of the conflict thousands of migrant 
workers poured into the towns seeking travelling passes and some 
means of organised transport to their rural homes. It seems reasonable to 
assume, therefore, that the general air of tension and anxiety also per
meated into the ranks of the izigelekeqe in the Klipriversberg. Most of 
Note's men led a parasitic existence which relied on the regular robbery 
of small bands of migrant workers making their way through the coun
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tryside. The long-term viability of this mode of operation, however, was 
threatened by rapid large-scale movements and by a war which would 
probably terminate the flow of migrant labour altogether. For these and 
other reasons the inhabitants of Shabalawawa joined the black throng 
making its way into Johannesburg.

This sudden influx of impoverished black workers, infused with a 
strand of professional criminals at a time when the resources of the state 
were even more strained than usual, helped in the proliferation of crime 
in the town. The Kruger government thus had at least a partial interest 
in ensuring that most of the 'surplus' black population was evacuated to 
its rural hinterland as soon as possible. On a single day in October 1899 
over 3 000 workers boarded the train for Mozambique whilst hundreds 
of others walked to the borders of the Republic. Tire workers from Natal 
and Zululand, however, found themselves in a slightly different situa
tion, and as one author has noted:

The office of J S Marwick, the Natal Native Agent in Johannesburg, 
was surrounded by thousands of African workers, aware that no 
arrangements had been made for their return home, and anxious 
lest their earnings be confiscated before they left the Republic.35

The predominantly Zulu-speaking crowd that congregated outside 
Marwick's office constituted the most natural meeting place for Note's 
troops and it seems that when the Agent got permission to march these 
migrants to the Transvaal-Natal border several of the izigelekeqe inserted 
themselves in the refugee column. Immediately after the war, the Natal 
African newspaper, Ipepa lo Hlanga, claimed that Marwick's party con
tained 'many persons of disrepute', including a 'self-organised gang of 
native desperadoes'.36 It appears, therefore, that some of the most impor
tant of the criminal elements on the Witwatersrand complex were spread 
to other parts of southern Africa during the early months of the war.37

But if the beginning of the war saw the dispersal of Africans, there was 
ample opportunity for them to regroup as the conflict unfolded. Much of 
this regrouping was involuntary as the war threw together existing crim
inal elements and more law-abiding peasants experiencing the trauma of 
large-scale social upheaval. Several thousand rural people thus found 
themselves herded into the concentration camps set up by the invading 
British authorities. Many of those in need of a livelihood, including petty 
criminals, were employed in a variety of occupations by the British army 
- significantly, of those who subsequently joined the ranks of the Nine- 
vites many gained their first experiences of both crime and urban condi
tions while serving with the British troops.30 Those who found their way 
to prison stood the risk of being conscripted for service with military 
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units in Natal, while on the Witwatersrand itself the most important 
meeting place was at the Ferreira Deep Mine compound where the army 
established a reception centre for 'vagrants' who were compelled to earn 
the five shillings necessary for a pass by stone-breaking.

By their very nature the concentration camps, prisons and compounds 
exercised a high degree of control over their black inmates. This was not 
solely a wartime exigency, for in several important respects these insti
tutions served as models for those labour-repressive instruments that 
continued to function under the post-war administration. As has been 
noted in one study of the war and its subsequent effects on blacks:

The Milner regime extended the pass department, created a system 
of courts to deal with breaches of masters and servants legislation, 
introduced a scheme to register the fingerprints of all mining em
ployees to help identify workers who deserted, and established 
regulations to prohibit mining companies recruiting workers in 
labour districts. The possibility of African workers exchanging 
employers to find the most congenial working conditions was 
therefore considerably reduced.”

In 1903 the mining companies contributed to this coercion when they tight
ened up the functioning of their compounds, and in 1905 the new British 
administration opened the Cinderella Prison on the East Rand which - 
amongst other things - supplied local mines with convict labour. 40

The web of coercive legislation and its supporting institutions of com
pounds, courts and prisons, besides reducing the mobility of black work
ers, also had some unintended consequences. Constant infractions of the 
pass laws in an industrial system with an increased law-enforcement 
capacity produced a labouring population characterised by its high 
degree of nominal 'criminal' experience, ensuring that the working class 
had great familiarity with the two similar institutions of prison and com
pound. Labourers and lumpenproletarians were forced to rub shoulders 
to a greater extent than they might otherwise have done. The pass laws 
and the newly efficient police system drew all Africans, law-abiding and 
law-evading alike, into the Witwatersrand complex and kept them there. 
It was perhaps predictable, therefore, that when Note's organisation re- 
emerged after the war it was more urban-based than before and that its 
natural home would be the prison-compound complex.

It is possible that the post-war Ninevite organisation first re-emerged 
amongst the 'stone-breakers' at the Ferreira Deep Mine compound. What 
is known with greater certainty, however, is tire fact that the organisation 
existed in unmistakable form in other prisons immediately after the war. 
In 1904, J S Marwick - by then Assistant Secretary for Native Affairs in 
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the Transvaal - had noted its presence in the prisons where its members 
referred to themselves as the 'People of the Stone'." But from at least the 
same date, and more especially during the depression years of 1906-8, 
'loafers', 'vagrants', the unemployed, petty criminals and those without 
passes also joined the society under yet another name for Jan Note 
- Nongoloza, the man with the piercing eyes. Whereas the People of the 
Stone met in prison, it would appear that those who joined Nongoloza did 
so in abandoned prospect holes, disused mine shafts, derelict buildings 
or old quarries.42 By 1906 the Ninevite organisation was thus already 
operating on two fronts - one based inside and the other outside of the 
Witwatersrand prisons.

Despite the different conditions under which they operated, the 
People of the Stone and the Nongoloza shared important features which 
betrayed their common origin. Both associations were clearly based on 
the model devised by Note, and the Abas' ethsheni and the members of 
Nongoloza alike pledged their allegiance to him as 'king'. Moreover, both 
arms of tire Ninevite organisation manifested a high incidence of homo
sexuality, particularly so after the post-war Chinese indentured labour
ers began to leave the compounds and be replaced in larger numbers by 
black migrant workers.43 The mines as well as the prisons successfully 
excluded women from urban life and by 1906 when, under pressure 
from the missionaries the Chamber of Mines conducted an enquiry into 
'unnatural native vice', it was:

... common legend throughout the mines that a Shangaan named 
'Sokisi' [possibly George Schoko, a noted Ninevite leader] had, 
while in prison [Cinderella?] practised unnatural vice, and that he 
had introduced the custom of keeping izinkotshane [boy wives] at 
the Brakpan Mines, from whence it spread until at the present day 
there is no doubt it is commonly practised throughout all the mines 
on the Witwatersrand.44

But for all the similarities between these two arms of the movement, the 
Ninevites did not achieve the same degree of organisation, unity and dis
cipline before 1904 as they were to in the succeeding years. While this 
early stage of relative fluidity in the structure of the organisation can to 
some extent be explained by the dislocations caused by the war, it can 
perhaps also be partly accounted for by the absence of the man who the 
authorities claimed was 'held in superstitious veneration by the rank 
and file45 and who was greeted in a hushed voice with the salute usual
ly reserved for Zulu royalty - 'Bayete'.* That 'short thick-set Zulu', about 
30 years of age and apparently 'with no appearance to command 
respect'47 was, of course, Jan Note.
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THE NINEVITES IN THE ASCENDANT, 1906-1912

Regrettably, very little is known with any certainty about Jan Note's 
movements during the war or in the years immediately thereafter. It is 
just possible that the leader of the underworld for some time became a 
member of a gang of bandits - the 'Brigands of De Jager's Drift' - who 
terrorised a large part of northern Natal with a series of spectacular 
armed robberies during mid-1903.48 Certainly the half-dozen bandits 
included amongst their number one Nkulu Zulu who, along with other 
members of the gang, was sentenced to a long term of imprisonment at 
Dundee in the same year.45 If Nkulu was Note, however, he must have 
escaped from his Natal prison shortly thereafter since there is no doubt 
whatsoever that the chief Ninevite was back on the Witwatersrand 
12 months later. In November 1904, a short-term prisoner appearing 
before the Johannesburg Prison Enquiry Commission gave a vivid 
account of how Note personally exercised control and discipline over fel
low black inmates.50

On his release from prison in Johannesburg, Note and eight of his 
recruits formed a new gang which for several months during 1906 oper
ated with considerable success as store and house-breakers in the 
Standerton district. But by early 1907 the police were getting sufficiently 
close to these izigelekeqe for the members of the gang to decide to disperse 
into northern Natal and Zululand. A few months after this Note was 
arrested and sentenced to another term of imprisonment in the Volksrust 
prison on the Natal-Transvaal border.

This small prison, however, held few terrors for Nongoloza and in 
mid-1908 he and two of his fellow inmates - William Masaku and 'Ben 
Cronje' - broke out of the Volksrust prison and into the local magistrate's 
court where they stole two revolvers and 75 rounds of ammunition 
before making their escape from the town. Further north-east, at the vil
lage of Wakkerstroom, the three men entered a home and fired at its eld
erly white occupant who resisted their demands for cash. The noise of 
the shooting soon attracted the attention of neighbours and when the 
local police sergeant and a European volunteer attempted to corner and 
arrest the invaders, the Ninevites again opened fire before staging a suc
cessful retreat. From there the three made their way north along the 
Swaziland border before turning towards the eastern Transvaal mining 
town of Barberton.

The unheralded arrival of the Ninevites in Barberton coincided with 
the more boldly proclaimed preparations for a civil reception to be held 
in a local hotel. At nightfall Note and his two black accomplices let them
selves into the hotel dining-room where, after their long journey, they 
proceeded to make merry on the food and drink set aside for the white 
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dignitaries of the following day. On leaving the premises, however, they 
were spotted by an African policeman who in a heady moment chose to 
pursue the Vblksrust fugitives - a foolish decision since Nongoloza 
promptly rewarded him with a bullet through the leg. But, as in Wakker- 
stroom, the noise of the shooting attracted further attention and this time 
a slightly inebriated Note and Ben Cronje were captured - William 
Masaku successfully eluding the police for a further six months. Soon 
thereafter Note appeared in court charged with escape from lawful cus
tody and several counts of attempted murder, and was sentenced to life 
imprisonment. From Barberton the authorities transported Note to Pre
toria where they not only consciously placed him in the local prison, but 
also unconsciously dumped him within convenient distance of the very 
heartland of Ninevite country - the Witwatersrand's urban prison-com- 
pound complex.51

Within Pretoria Central Prison and more particularly within that sec
tion set aside for long-term black offenders - the so-called 'Reserve 
Camp' - Note at once set about the task of forging for himself a new and 
highly disciplined Ninevite corps. With the loyal and ruthless support of 
fellow black notables such as Meshine ('Government'), Jinoyi ('Fighting 
General'), Charlie ('Doctor') and Jim Dunde ('Judge'), Nongoloza and 
his followers ensured that the period 1908-10 was one of the most trou
bled and turbulent in the history of the prison.52 Once he had reasserted 
his right to the title of Nkosi Nkulu or Great King within the prison, how
ever, Note proceeded to extend his criminal empire to embrace the larg
er part of the Transvaal - from Pretoria in the north to Klipriver in the 
south, from Heidelberg in the east to Potchefstroom in the west. This he 
achieved over the next 48 months by uniting under his leadership vari
ous criminal gangs entrenched in regional strongholds and more espe
cially those of the adjacent Witwaters rand.

To the immediate west of Johannesburg, Note succeeded in gaining 
the allegiance of 'Chief' George Schoko (alias 'Kleintje') and his gang 
which, centred on the abandoned prospect holes in the vicinity of 
Canada Junction, specialised in abathelisi robberies of workers making 
their way to and from the West Rand. Not far from this Nongoloza was 
supported by another important 'Chief' - Sam Nyambezi (alias 'Joseph') 
who, along with his followers, used the Crown Deep Mine compound as 
a base from which to raid and plunder the black townships to the south
west of the city. East of Johannesburg Note's most trusted follower was 
one Jan Mtembu who by 1912 was located at the Premier Mine near 
Pretoria, while within the Cinderella Prison at Boksburg - a nerve centre 
for the entire organisation - the Ninevites were under the control of Jim 
Mandende, a Xhosa who had been personally appointed by the Nkosi 
Nkulu when he had won his spurs back in the days of the South African 
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Republic. In the far south-east Nongoloza was represented by yet anoth
er 'Chief', Jacob Xaba, whose gang inhabited the open countryside 
between the mine compounds of Brakpan and Nigel and lived by rob
bery and stock theft. The amazing Note not only succeeded in uniting 
these five important brigand chiefs under his command, but by 1912 he 
could also rely on the support of at least ten other 'fighting generals' 
based in the mine compounds all along the line of reef.53 At the height of 
his criminal career Nongoloza could count on the support of between 
750 and 1 000 strongly committed Ninevites, the large majority of them 
being Zulus, but also including amongst their number Shangaans, 
Basutos, Xhosas and Swazis.54

That Note possessed extraordinary charisma seems beyond doubt. But 
even criminal empires are not built on personality alone and they also 
have more mundane requirements such as the need for communication. 
Nongoloza made sure that his wishes reached the Ninevite troops 
through an elaborate system of signals which could reach most corners 
of the Witwatersrand and which was ultimately based on the constant 
ebb and flow of pass offenders. New prison arrivals would pass on infor
mation of the organisation's outside activities while discharged prison
ers - usually making their way to one of the half-dozen rickshaw yards 
in Johannesburg - would convey Note's wishes from prison. These 'rick
shaw boys', whose occupation ideally suited them to the task, would 
then pass the messages on to the communications officers of the various 
gangs. Thus, Nkuku (alias 'Forage'), 'office boy' in the Number Two 
gang at Randfontein, apparently used to collect messages from the Nkosi 
Nkulu via a certain Mpilempile in a Jeppestown rickshaw yard.55 Not all 
messages, however, passed via these intermediaries described by the 
police as 'recognised agents who disseminate orders and instructions to 
the members of the gangs outside'.56 'Top secret' or 'operations' informa
tion occasionally passed directly between gang leaders. Promotions 
within the organisation, for example, were sometimes discussed in let
ters between 'generals' from different regions57 and mere 'office boys' or 
'messengers' were not allowed access to such privileged information. 
Nongoloza's criminal army appears to have made use of a sophisticated 
two-tier communication system.

But while it was one thing for the Nkosi Nkulu and his 'generals' to 
issue orders, it was quite another to ensure that they were obeyed and 
the Ninevite army, as much as any other, had need of a disciplinary code 
to control its tough and sometimes individualistic troops. In this case, as 
in that of the communications system, it was the ceaseless flow of urban 
blacks into the prisons that enabled the army of the underworld to func
tion. Although the organisation operated both inside and outside of the 
prisons, disciplining of the ranks for the most part took place within the 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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confined space of the communal cells that characterised the Transvaal 
penal system - here there was no place to hide from Ninevite justice. 
Nongoloza and his officers could rest assured in the knowledge that 
sooner or later an infringement of the pass laws would inevitably deliv
er any defiant troops to their prison 'court'.

Lesser offences under theNinevite disciplinary code centred on mat
ters of status, privilege and prison etiquette. Any member who devel
oped a fully fledged homosexual relationship with an umfana (boy), 
before having officially attained the rank of ikhela (Zulu male in tradi
tional society with the chief's permission to marry), for example, stood 
to be tried before a 'magistrate'.58 and to be punished by the withdrawal 
of prison privileges such as tobacco, food or sex. Those with rank who 
contravened the code stood to be demoted and also to sacrifice certain 
benefits while in prison,® More serious offences were immediately 
referred to superior courts where there were 'judges', 'prosecutors', 'doc
tors' and 'jurymen'. Charges brought in these higher courts invariably 
centred on breaches of Ninevite security, and the sentences were harsh 
and bloody. Those found guilty of passing on trivial information to the 
police or prison authorities could consider themselves lucky since they 
would simply have their front teeth knocked out. But more serious trans
gressors stood the risk of being stabbed through the shoulder blades 
with sharpened nails or of being sentenced to the equally unpleasant 
alternative of 'ballooning'. This consisted of tossing the victim with the 
aid of a blanket to greater and greater heights and then, at a prearranged 
signal, removing the blanket and allowing him to plummet to the con
crete floor of the cell."

Another form of severe punishment was the dreaded shaya isigubhu 
- the systematic beating of the ribs with clenched fists. 'Tomboek' 
Umfanawenduku, who was in the Pretoria prison at the time of 
Nongoloza, offered a first-hand account of this particular Ninevite ritual:

The penalty inflicted as a rule is anything from three to ten blows. 
But before this penalty is inflicted they call their Doctor who is also 
a member of the gang, and he feels our pulse and orders the pun
ishment reduced if he thinks the person is not very strong. He will 
reduce it from ten to five. I have on two occasions been assaulted 
in this manner, the first time it was at Pretoria. I had already joined 
their society when I was ordered to be tried as I was a native con
stable in the Transvaal Police prior to my arrest. I was taken before 
the Magistrate, a prisoner named 'Toby', and he punished me for 
being a native constable and sentenced me to be punished by 
means of the 'sigubu'. I was to receive twenty blows on each side 
of the ribs with clenched fists. A Doctor named Charlie, also a hard 
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labour prisoner, was called to examine and he ordered the punish
ment reduced to ten blows only. I was then taken into the middle 
of the room and told to stand straight up with my hands folded, 
and four members who rank as private soldiers detailed by the 
Captain. The four soldiers get around you, one at the near and front 
of you, and the Captain then orders them to attention. They then 
clench their fists and when he orders 'present arms' they extend 
their arms in a fighting attitude and continue this until he gives the 
order of 'sigubu' when each of the soldiers starts punching you 
from side to side until the Captain gives the order 'halt'. This is a 
very severe punishment and often when you cough a person brings 
up blood through the effects

But even the coughing of blood that came with shaya isigubhu was con
sidered insufficient punishment for the worst offenders of all - for them 
only death was enough.

Unfortunately, we have few cases at present .available which show 
precisely what the exact nature of the 'crimes' were that warranted the 
death sentence under the Ninevite code. One hapless victim, Matshayli 
Zungu, a Zulu miner from the Cason compound, had the misfortune to 
accidentally cross the path of a Boksburg branch of the Ninevites - a par
ticularly tough gang composed of 14 members who included amongst 
their number several veterans from Pretoria Central and 'Blue Sky Gaol', 
Cinderella Prison. On being 'invited' to join the gang and choose himself 
an inkhehla Zungu made the fatal mistake of refusing. The 'Government' 
and the 'General' conferred briefly for a moment and then the 'General', 
Elijah Mazinyo, pronounced, T sentence you to the rope.' Zungu was 
promptly strangled with a handkerchief® after which the gang half-con
cealed the body in a hole in the wall of a nearby slimes dam. The affair 
ended with the arrest and execution of the 14 Ninevites.63

But the apparently random choice of a victim and tire crudeness of the 
execution mark the Zungu murder as exceptional. More frequently, as 
one of the Witwatersrand detectives most familiar with the organisation 
noted, 'The orders for murder are ... against natives who have formerly 
belonged to the gang and afterwards turned police informers.'41 The 
police believed that some of these had been killed through having large 
doses of powdered glass administered to them, a refined procedure 
when compared with 'the rope',65 while the same detective described 
what was perhaps the most cunning Ninevite method of all:

In prison, the death sentence is carried out in the following manner. 
The prisoner is strangled with a wet towel. The Executioners then 
chew mealies (maize) and stuff it down his throat. I am told that 
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natives so found have been certified cause of death [sic] due to 
choking whilst eating mealies.66

Thus in 1912 Nongoloza controlled an army which knew what his direc
tives were and one which possessed a ruthlessly implemented if not uni
versally understood disciplinary code. Those who are in control of 
armies, however, have not only to possess power, they also have to be 
seen to possess and exercise it. How were men who considered them
selves to be 'judges', 'generals', 'doctors' and 'captains' to be distinguish
ed from the ordinary mass of prisoners and proletarians herded into the 
conformity of 'total institutions'? Where did a compound or prison num
ber end and a Ninevite begin?

In several respects this problem must have been as its most acute with
in the depersonalised culture of the prisons; nevertheless a new immate 
of the communal cells soon learnt who were the Ninevites and who, for 
example, the 'Scotlanders' were - a rival gang noted for their rejection of 
homosexuality.6’ The followers of Nongoloza were distinguished from 
the latter groups by the sacrifices of food and tobacco which the 'troops' 
made for their 'officers' and by their show trials and rituals. By 1912, 
however, an even more visible sign was invariably associated with the 
leaders of Note's army - the large 'IS' sign on the prison jacket which dis
tinguished those prisoners serving an indeterminate sentence.68 This 
insignia of the underworld elicited its own twisted form of respect in a 
twisted institution.

It was in the comparatively relaxed compounds and their immediate 
peri-urban surroundings, however, that the Ninevites could most fully 
and freely develop many of the more obvious features associated with an 
army. In the sub-culture of Nongoloza tire 'troops' used their own distinc
tive slang: a 'bird' was an ignorant person, a 'buck' was a victim, the gang 
was the 'stone' and a person who 'came with the horses' was not to be 
trusted since he was either a spy or a policeman.6’ Like many soldiers 
Note's men had a reputation for their indulgences - in this case drinking 
the powerful working-class concoction called ukhali or smoking dagga 
(marijuana). In this connection it was perhaps also significant that the 
troopers referred to each other as mgusas, the flashily dressed members of 
a drinking society.™ Outside of the immediate confines of the compound 
the soldiers of the underworld invariably carried sticks or coshes and 
drilled in time to the instructions of an 'officer' who brandished a knife.71 
Up to about 1910 the most distinctive part of the Ninevite uniform was 
apparently the hat, which was later discarded and by 1912 mgusas could 
most easily be recognised by the way in which they kept their trousers 
closely pinned to their ankles by the means of bicycle clips or string.72

Unlike some of its modern counterparts Jan Note's 'army' was not all 

384
3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 900 of 1031



The Regiment of the Hills - Umkosi Wezintaba

dressed up with nowhere to go and very little to do. Its central concern 
was crime and its members knew exactly how to set about that business. 
The main thrust of that activity, however, seems to have shifted slightly 
between 1908 and 1912 as a subtle change in the rank-and-file composi
tion of the Ninevite army took place.

Between 1906 and 1910 - but more especially between 1906 and 1908 
during which period much of rural Natal was beset by the Bambatha 
rebellion and the Rand plagued by a serious economic depression - the 
police described the majority of Ninevite 'soldiers' or amakhehla as being 
recruited from the 'vagrant class'.” Many of these 'vagrants', pushed out 
of the rural economy and unable to be absorbed into the urban labour 
force, sought refuge in the more inaccessible kopjes of the central 
Witwatersrand area or even further afield in the eastern or western 
Transvaal, in mountain caves.” Working from these strongholds the 
Ninevites set to work concentrating on the abathelisi trick and various 
forms of armed robbery. Although the monotony of this pattern was 
sometimes broken with expeditions of house burglary most of this crime 
was directed against people - usually fellow Africans. The more urban 
of these bandits, however, were particularly vulnerable to arrest under 
the pass laws and as one detective noted:

These vagrants have often told me that they have no fear of gaol, as 
it is much better than being outside where they are continually 
harassed by the police and asked for their passes.75

While this was perhaps something of an overstatement it was neverthe
less true that this particular rural intake of Nongoloza's army soon learnt 
the need for a more sophisticated defence against the Transvaal pass sys
tem.

By 1910-11 many of these Ninevites had discovered that they could 
keep the police at bay by taking refuge in those large industrial forts 
which the state itself had assisted in developing - the mine compounds. 
Designed to keep people in, the compounds also effectively kept the 
police out.76 In 1912 a frustrated Deputy Commissioner of Police noted 
that the continual police harassment of urban 'vagrants' for passes had 
'driven [the Ninevites] into the mine compounds where they enlist as 
labourers and where they can enjoy all protection that is extended to reg
istered mine boys Within this quasi-prison environment 
Nongoloza's recruiting officers - the so-called MaSilvers who took their 
name from one of Johannesburg's most notorious pimps of the 1890s, 
Joseph Silver - had a field day. As the economy improved through 
1910-11 they steadily recruited new migrant workers into their 'army' and 
when the drought of 1912 pushed yet more peasants in the direction of
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the mines the Ninevites consolidated their new industrial base.
As migrant workers in the compounds rather than 'vagrants' in the 

surrounding hills started to join Note's organisation in greater numbers, 
so its criminal focus started to shift. By 1912 much of Nongoloza's army 
concentrated on store and housebreaking as its principal activity. Partly 
as a result of the shift in base noted above, the organisation's primary 
objective had become property rather than people. These Ninevite expe
ditions to acquire property became highly professional and sophisticat
ed. At Randfontein, no burglary would take place until the 'number two 
gang', composed of juniors under the supervision of a landdrost ('magis
trate') and a 'lieutenant7, had filed its reconnaissance report. Only then 
would the older men and the senior officers who constituted 'number 
one gang7 go out, usually to burgle an isolated store or home and invari
ably carrying with them the tools of their trade - screwdrivers, files, 
crowbars, jumpers, keys and occasionally guns. Thus tools that were 
employed underground for the benefit of the mine owners by day 
became instruments for the use of the worker-criminals by night. In ad
dition such Ninevite squads would seek to avoid recognition and spread 
their operations by working different 'patches' and by swapping passes 
with units based in neighbouring territories. Nongoloza's followers in 
Heidelberg, for example, did much of their best work on 'borrowed' 
passes in the Boksburg North district.

As a result of these criminal sorties substantial quantities of loot, usu
ally in the form of money or clothing, flowed into the mine compounds, 
How were these goods distributed? At first sight the fragmentary evi
dence seems promising for the reader in search of 'social bandits'. It is 
known that members of Nongoloza's army frequently shared clothing, 
including stolen property;78 and also that after one Ninevite gang broke 
into Schwab's Eating House and Mine Store in 1912, the members 
returned to the compound and 'all the boys in the room were awakened 
and asked to have some meat as they had a bag full of it'.7’ However, the 
sharing of clothing is a common practice amongst the poor and the 
working classes, and in any case this appears to have been confined to 
gang members. Moreover, as far as the second report is concerned, meat 
deteriorates rapidly, and the apparent generosity of the Ninevites might 
have been born of a calculated need to minimise the risk of betrayal. 
None of this can therefore simply be construed as evidence of a type of 
'Robin Hood' generosity.

It is certainly true that the Ninevite leaders did distribute patronage 
and occasional gifts to their followers, while the fact that they were 
called 'chiefs' by some also hints at a traditional redistributive function. 
However, once again there is no real evidence of any major redistribu
tion of goods and it would appear that the leaders kept back a substan- 
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Hal part of the loot for themselves. Jan Note, in what was undoubtedly 
an exaggeration, claimed to have accumulated 'bags of money' but the 
same could hardly be said for most of his followers,” Such minor redis
tribution as did occur within the organisation appears to have been an 
incidental function of certain social relationships within the structure of 
the movement.

The lot of the poorest Ninevites of all - the abafana or boys - for exam
ple, was only marginally improved by their Ninevite membership. 
These, the hundreds of young lads between the ages of 13 and 16 who 
entered the Witwatersrand compounds during this period, constituted 
the poorest-paid workers in the industry and immediately attracted the 
attention of the MaSilvers. As an observer of the compounds noted in 
1909:

When new squads of boys came in the picaninnies are watched 
with anxious eyes, and proposals are made at the earliest opportu
nity, and 'matches' are made, and 'trueness' and 'fidelity' are de
manded, and failure brings about a disturbance, and likely a row.81

These boys became the 'wives' of the amakhehla or soldiers in Nongo
loza's army and were expected to play a similar role to that of more 
orthodox Zulu wives. Thus besides being sexual partners, the boys 
would clean, sew and cook, but no 'wives' would be allowed to partici
pate in the economically more important criminal activities.82 In return 
for their domestic services the abafana would receive gifts and money 
from their Ninevite husbands, and would usually be given their khehla's 
portion of the loot for safe-keeping.83 It was to the limited extent that the 
poorly paid abafana benefited from such gifts that there was a marginal 
redistribution of goods amongst the Ninevites. But, in general, we can 
conclude that there is little evidence of a conscious egalitarianism in the 
Ninevite philosophy and that if anything the criminal spoils were dis
tributed unequally within a hierarchical organisation.

This structured inequality, however, in no way dampened Ninevite 
enthusiasm for the movement or undermined the members' loyalty to 
Nongoloza. By mid-1912, when the Ninevite organisation was probably 
at its most developed, it was said to be gaining 'further adherents 
daily'.” Over two decades, Jan Note and his followers had developed an 
army with almost 1 000 members, a sophisticated system of communica
tion, rigid discipline, subtle defences and a set of well-defined criminal 
objectives. From a motley group of peasant marginals who sought refuge 
from the police in the Klipriversberg had emerged a well-organised 
lumpen-worker alliance that held criminal control in the very heart of in
dustrialised South Africa. Months before politically conscious blacks met 
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to form the African National Congress, a black army on the Witwaters
rand with branches as far afield as Bloemfontein, Kimberley and 
Pietermaritzburg was delivering a serious challenge to a repressive and 
privileged white state.

Almost predictably, the severity of that challenge was first felt on the 
East Rand where Cinderella Prison, a major stronghold of Nongoloza's 
followers, was located. This prison disgorged a steady stream of offend
ers who had completed medium to long-term sentences - including 
many Ninevites - into the surrounding areas. An ironic twist in the oper
ation of the pass law system, however, ensured that many of these men 
in Jan Note's 'army' found it difficult to get any distance beyond 'Blue 
Sky' on their release, and this in turn meant that the Boksburg and 
Benoni districts acted as reluctant hosts to some of the country's most- 
hardened professional criminals. Furthermore, as we have noted above, 
after 1909 many Ninevites made conscious use of the pass laws in order 
to gain employment in the nearby mine compounds. As a frustrated 
Minister of Native Affairs was forced to note in 1913, 'it will be recog
nised that our powers are limited by the provision of Section 40 of the 
Pass Regulations [which] requires that the released criminal be given the 
opportunity of re-engaging himself'.85 The net result of all of this was 
that the East Rand experienced what the local Public Prosecutor termed 
'frequent waves of crime' - especially housebreaking, robbery and 
assault86

On 20 June 1912 the officer commanding the Benoni police informed 
his superior officer that the build-up of Ninevite strength in the district 
had reached 'most serious' proportions.87 Two days later the District 
Commandant for the East Rand, Inspector M A Hartigan, brought the 
matter to the attention of the Secretary of the Transvaal Police, pointing 
out that Nongoloza's army had 'now attained a numerical strength and 
organisation sufficient to warrant its receiving prompt and energetic 
attention',88 and from there the matter was referred to both the 
Commissioner of Police and the Attorney General. By the end of the year 
Nongoloza's army was under ministerial scrutiny and government was 
examining 'government'. What had galvanised the state into action was 
not simply the mounting Ninevite attack on property, serious as that 
was; it was the fear that its law-enforcement capacity in the compounds 
and cities was being seriously undermined. It had made the unpleasant 
discovery that it could no longer rely on two of its most important sets 
of collaborators - the onongqayi or black police and the industrial or com
pound 'police' - in running a labour-repressive economy.

The day-to-day functioning of the Witwatersrand's mining system 
was secured by specially selected and uniformed black compound 
'policemen'. These management lackeys with state support were respon
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sible for the discipline of the African labour force and for supplying the 
authorities with a constant stream of politico-economic intelligence.8’ 
Outside the compound gates the pass laws were enforced by their equal
ly unpleasant fellow collaborators - the onongqayi, of whom, in his con
temporary account, Life Amongst the Coloured Miners of Johannesburg, the 
black journalist, F Z S Peregrino had this to say:

For a picture of the average Zulu policeman at Johannesburg I 
would depict this: A creature, giant-like and large as to propor
tions, ferocious and forbidding of aspect, most callously brutal of 
action and irredeemably ignorant.’0

There was little love lost between these black collaborators and most 
African miners - and Nongoloza's men singled them out for particular, 
sometimes unmerciful attention, thereby, albeit in a largely apolitical 
fashion, helping to paralyse some of the black working class's most 
immediate oppressors.

The state was both concerned and dismayed by this paralysis. The 
police were shocked to learn that at the York Mine, Krugersdorp - a West 
Rand storm centre where, as early as January 1908 a party of 50 armed 
Ninevites had launched an open attack on three white constables who 
had attempted to interrupt their manoeuvres — 'everybody in the com
pound belonged to the society' by 1912, 'including the police boys'.” By 
August 1912 the Deputy Commissioner of Police was seriously consid
ering the possibility of the onongqayi being infiltrated or otherwise 
demoralised by Nongoloza's army; and in January 1913 he informed his 
superiors in Pretoria that, 'I do not consider that the native police is at 
present capable of dealing effectively with native criminals.'” At the 
apex of its power the Ninevite challenge to the black collaborating arms 
of the state achieved, at very least, a stalemate situation. An increasingly 
powerful South African state had no taste for stalemate situations.

THE DECLINE OF THE NINEVITES, 1912-1920

On 16 December 1910 two prominent Ninevites - 'Chief' George Schoko, 
alias 'Kleintje', and Jim Ntlokonkulu, known in the underworld as 'The 
Giant with the Crooked Eyes' - set out for 'work' on the Main Reef Road 
in time-honoured fashion, assisted by two trusted lieutenants. At about 
noon they intercepted three black miners making their way to 
Maraisburg and immediately went into the abathelisi routine. Posing as 
detectives they first asked to see the workers' passes and then demand
ed their purses. When the workers refused Co hand over their money,
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Zimbabwe’s economic crises have played out in the press, in political and parliamentary exchanges, and on the streets, among the people most immediately
affected. At a glance, it appears like a no-win situation. But, foreign companies, especially South African retailers, are making a handsome profit from
Zimbabwe’s demise. Simbarashe Mumera boards the night vendor bus from Harare to Musina and gets an introduction to who owns whom in the dollarised
economy.

It starts before the journey starts, with a simple ritual performed weekly before the cross-border bus commences its 1, 200 km round trip to or from the
border town of Musina, South Africa. A man dressed in formal attire enters the bus and delivers a prayer for the journey before he invites the travellers to
sample his wares: Bibles and other Christian reading materials.

As he performs, the passengers, most of whom are traders, slowly trickle in, lugging folded saga bags and luggage carriers. Outside, more travellers are
scattered around the Road Port Bus Terminus in Harare, awaiting departure. Near the entry gates and along the adjacent road, are the money changers,
trading various currencies, but mostly South African Rands and US Dollars for Zimbabwean bond notes. It’s an ordinary day in the capital.

Over the past few days, I have immersed myself directly in this narrative through the business of night vending. Fascinated by the spirit of the open evening
market, I have decided to join the traders on a trip to the border. I am seated next to Amai Mona, a night vendor who sources goods from Musina for resale in
Harare. She has agreed to allow me to travel with her so I can gain first-hand experience into the intricacies of the trade. We sit in an awkward silence. She is
a Christian, eager to share religious teachings. I am not. I have indicated this to her, hence the silence. She has already briefed me on what to expect on our
journey. We’ve engaged in the usual chit-chat about the situation in the country, the new president and so forth. Only a few hours into the journey, we have
run out of things to say.

Malaichas and night vendors

Late in 2016, the Zimbabwean government introduced Statutory Instrument (SI) 64, a protectionist legislative tool that prohibits imports of certain goods
that are being produced locally. This measure was meant to revive a struggling local industry which, after decades of economic turmoil had almost collapsed.
The Government hoped that foreign producers who shipped goods to Zimbabwe would be encouraged to open shop locally or, at least, finance local
production through loans and other forms of support, as had happened in the tobacco farming uptake. Should the need to import restricted products arise, a
permit could be obtained from the Ministry of Industry and Commerce.

What government did not anticipate was Zimbabwe’s appetite for foreign goods, especially from South Africa. The expected boost in local production didn’t
happen. Locally produced goods turned out to be slightly more expensive than their imported counterparts and, in some cases, their quality was inferior. In
addition, most Zimbabwean families living in South Africa continued to bring goods back on their journeys home, making the legislation difficult to
implement. Larger, more established stores had restricted access to imported products, birthing the early morning and night vendor trade that I was now a
witness to. Malaichas – individuals or networks that provide unregistered courier services transporting goods from South Africa to Zimbabwe – have
flourished and illegal cross-border traders are numerous.

The night vendors trade mostly in household products, blankets, and phone accessories. According to Amai Mona, it is as simple as sourcing products for
resale from Musina. Prior to our trip, we contacted a malaicha by the name of Mthunzi. “You always have to talk and make prearrangements with a malaicha
before you leave. He is the one that will help you out,” cautioned Amai Mona, “Do not ever try to organise a malaicha after you have reached Musina or
Beitbridge. There are a lot of thieves in that trade that will rob you of money or stock.”

Much of our journey is uneventful. The bus costs a meagre US$10. When we get to the Beitbridge bus terminus, the malaicha, Mthunzi, comes to fetch us
and a few others. He drives us into South Africa and on to Musina. For the rest of the morning, he assists us and a few other traders as we buy our stock,
regularly advising which items will be expensive to get across the Zimbabwe side of the border. Mthunzi loads up his truck, charges us for the crossover and
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leaves. On average, he charges 10 per cent of the total cost of a trader’s products for his services. Duty on grocery items and clothing is usually 40 per cent
of their value, but you pay the malaicha a fraction of that. 

Together with Amai Mona, I get on a taxi back to the border where I disembark. Amai Mona proceeds to the Beitbridge bus terminus where she will wait for
the malaicha to come through and drop the stock. They will then load the stuff on a bus destined for Harare, pay US$10 for the luggage and soon be on their
way. It’s a pretty smooth process.

Like many other traders, back in Harare, Amai Mona will, over the course of the week, sell her purchases at pop-up markets. Their preferred spots include
taxi ranks, pavements and, in some cases, closed road lanes, all space where they catch their customers as they return home in the evening. Depending on
sales, she will soon schedule another trip back to the border. She is one of many. Sales are good. Vendors are cheaper than retailers, by as much as 50 per
cent. Indeed, even conventional retailers have also become customers to some traders, and South African manufacturers have unwittingly found eager
distributors.

As in much of Africa, Zimbabwe’s markets and informal vendors are not part of a marginal sub-economy. They are the means through which much of the
population sustain their livelihoods. Not only do they provide a vital source of income, they also create a distribution channel that gives people access to
some of their most basic supplies.

The real beneficiaries

In a recent twitter diss, Fadzayi Mahere, a prominent Harare lawyer and politician, took a swipe at the new administration’s handling of the cash crisis. She
compared it to that of the main opposition party, the Movement for Democratic Change (MDC) back in 2009, when they were in charge of the Ministry of
Finance in the Government of National Unity. When you go the distance on that twitter thread – ignoring the arguments about who dollarised the economy –
you pick up a sense of despair about Zimbabwe, again finding its economy gripped by a critical lack of liquidity and badly depleted foreign currency
reserves. This only a hundred days after the swearing-in of a new Zimbabwean president, who has promised quick fixes to the problems crippling the
economy.

It is almost a decade since Zimbabwe officially abandoned its own currency and adopted a multi-currency basket under the Short-Term Economic Recovery
Program (STERP) – slightly longer than with the informal market and most of the general public who started using foreign currency to conduct their
transactions in the early 2000s.

For a country long shunned by the international community, the widespread availability of the US dollar generated renewed global interest in Zimbabwe’s
economic affairs. Those in the Zimbabwean diaspora, who had left the country in biblical numbers in the 2000s, became a source for foreign currency for
most families in the country. This trend created a chain of foreign currency “reserves” in the hands of the general public, even though the government and
formal financial institutions did not manage to bank these funds. The hyperinflation of the 2000s also encouraged locals to keep their savings in US dollars.
If anyone received payment in the local currency, the first thing to do was to change it into the more secure dollar.

At the turn of the decade, when the country officially adopted a multi-currency regime, it took off largely on the back of the foreign currency stocks already
circulating and the savings (virtual reserves) held by the general public in hard cash. Zimbabwe suddenly had an influx of foreign companies, almost all from
South Africa, that quickly opened up shop and began a process of mopping up the US dollar, a currency performing better, at the time, than the South African
Rand. They quickly grabbed the low hanging fruit and were rewarded handsomely, when most local players were still scrambling around trying to find their
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knickers and recover from a decade of devastating economic downturn. Many South African entries established operations in cities close to the Zimbabwe
border and others created synergies with local companies in pursuit of the US dollar. They did so without ever inducing any form of industrial
recapitalisation or long-term investment.

Certainly, South African companies were not the only ones that benefitted, but because of their proximity and association to and with Zimbabwe, they
benefitted most. You cannot miss the irony, given the slights that Zimbabwe and its government endured the last two decades, which these same companies
drove and animated through negative press, as well as by their flagrant lack of long-term commitments to Zimbabwe’s economic growth. During that period,
Zimbabwean products were overvalued by an estimated 15 per cent compared to similar US Dollar-priced products using the purchasing price parity (PPP)
model. A product that would cost the equivalent of one dollar in an economy such as South Africa on a PPP model, was trading at approximately US$1.15 in
Zimbabwe, presenting the perfect arbitrage opportunity on the part of South African players.

The relief provided by the multi-currency system was fleeting, but it raised vital dividends for South African companies. Zimbabwe’s economic and financial
struggles were ameliorated by dollarisation, which in turn accrued largely to foreign companies. Dollarisation, due to the performance of the currency at the
time, meant reduced competitiveness for local products internationally and most importantly, locally. While exports became more expensive, imports were
cheaper for Zimbabweans. Products coming from South Africa found a bigger market in Zimbabwe. Moreover, the higher prices charged in Zimbabwe on
the back of the strong dollar and overvalued products profited companies importing goods from South Africa. The economy did not favour local companies,
given a lack of lines of credit at the time. In addition, reduced interest rates meant reduced incentives from local financial institutions to loan out money. At
the same time, the higher than average regional lending rates meant financing for local companies from foreign sources was more expensive. They therefore 
struggled to obtain new equipment or service the old, which increased the cost of their products.

Dollarisation, interestingly, also eliminated exchange rate risk and/or losses to the benefit of foreign South African economic players who were using a
weaker rand but were earning in the reserve currency just across the border. Price stability increased economic predictability and hence investor confidence
but, again, this worked in favour of foreign companies that had the ability to move swiftly to fill the gap left by non-productive companies. These profits
were of course not retained to increase deposits for generating loans, nor were they reinvested to improve products or to grow the economy. Profits were
repatriated almost immediately to South Africa.

The new savings, accumulated by the public, reinforced a culture of spending in an economy dominated by South African corporations. The general public
still lacked confidence in the financial system and kept most of their foreign currency transactions circulating outside the formal financial sector.

The government’s decision to issue 99-year leases of land and to reserve the right to cancel leases on non-performing farms, led to a reluctance, on the part
of financial institutions, to accept the new leases as collateral. Large tracts of farmland remain unfarmed as a result of inefficiencies and a dearth of credit for
new farmers, which created food shortages, stimulated demand for foreign food products, and caused speculation in prices. This has largely worked to the
benefit of South African financial institutions that, through the network of previously dispossessed farmers and their local banking units, found neat and
crafty ways to provide credit an d support to local tobacco farmers through a process of contract farming.

Financial assistance to tobacco farmers through contract farming from Nedbank, a South African bank, in the form of secured loans via its local subsidiary,
MBCA Bank, boosted tobacco production in Zimbabwe to the pre-2000 levels. On the surface, Zimbabwe owes its salvation to South Africa, but an
understanding of the contract farming model suggests significant benefit to the funder. The contractor provides not only the funding for farmers, but also the
general tobacco market. They are the primary buyer of the tobacco at their set prices. The contractor, after purchasing the product from the farmer, goes on to
sell the product on the world markets which perform much better than a local market could in Zimbabwe. To add insult to injury, South African services such
as broadcast channel DStv have grown to become the biggest earners of the foreign currency in Zimbabwe. In his monetary policy statement in 2017, the
Governor of the Reserve Bank of Zimbabwe noted with concern that DStv subscriptions, which amounted to US$206.66 million between July and December
2016, were second only to fuel procurement with regards to the foreign currency spent. This was more than the country spent on the procurement of vital raw
materials, machinery for the manufacturing industry, and telecoms equipment.

It doesn’t stop there. People have grown accustomed to exchanging their dollars and crossing over to South Africa for shopping. Thus, in late 2016, when the
government instituted Statutory Instrument 64 to limit imports that were entering Zimbabwe, cross-border travellers retaliated by torching the customs and
revenue services warehouse at the Beitbridge border post.

Zimbabwean consumers might benefit through the unsolicited distribution, but the South African producers have most to gain from the invention and agency
of the traders. These small-scale night vendors are merely the atomised expressions of a larger set of economic, political and social circumstances that work
together to foster a boom in South African commercial expansion into Zimbabwe, usually to the detriment of local trade and industry.

This and other stories available in the new issue of the Chronic, “The Invention of Zimbabwe”, which writes Zimbabwe beyond white fears and the Africa-
South conundrum.
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The history of reggae in Zimbabwe echoes far beyond Bob Marley’s historic concert in the earliest days of the country’s independence. Percy Zvomuya
crawls the web of influences that makes up not only the sonic cartography of a revolution fuelled by chimurenga music and reggae, but which are the very
groundations of today’s Zimdancehall.

Sometime in april

1980, a chartered Boeing 707 plane landed at Salisbury’s airport from Gatwick, London. This, in itself, wasn’t unusual, for in the months preceding this
charter, with the official end of the war, the airport experienced more air traffic. Even some people who had escaped the country as “border jumpers” – most
prominent being Robert Mugabe, who arrived on 27 January 1980 in a plane load from Maputo, Mozambique, after five years in exile – were returning to
Southern Rhodesia.

Lord Christopher Soames, Winston Churchill’s son-in-law and Southern Rhodesia’s last British governor, had also arrived in the weeks that followed the
Lancaster House Agreement of 1979, which had restored the country to the Commonwealth, shredding Ian Smith’s 1965 Unilateral Declaration of
Independence, before the elections which would bring majority rule.

On this particular Boeing 707 were lighting and sound equipment, technical crew and Mick Carter, a name which outside of reggae annals doesn’t mean a
lot. Mick Carter was a tour promoter for Bob Marley and the Wailers and had arrived in Salisbury in the role of the herald, the prophet who would smooth
the path of the coming king, reminiscent of the function John the Baptist played for Jesus Christ. “Prepare ye the way of the Lord,” Isaiah wailed, “make
straight in the desert a highway for our God.”
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The journey into Salisbury, the capital of the formerly renegade state of Southern Rhodesia, which for years had been at war, was a flight into the unknown
and Carter thought to arrive in religious garb, an Exodus tour jacket: “The people in customs hadn’t a clue what to do, how to deal with us. What got us and
everyone through was a huge bag of Bob Marley T-shirts that I had sensibly persuaded Island to give me before I left. These were liberally dispensed all
around. And it also helped enormously that I was wearing an Exodus tour jacket, which was my passport to everything.”

BOB MARLEY would be the first show by an international act since 1972, the year American soul man Percy Sledge performed in Southern Rhodesia, the
year in which the guerrilla war against white minority rule began in earnest. (My mother, a fan of Percy Sledge’s music, was at the show and when I was
born a few years later, she named me after him.)

Bob Marley and the Wailers arrived on 16 April and, on the morning of 17 April, the day Marley performed at the independence gig, a dry and functional
story appeared in The Herald, the country’s biggest daily newspaper: “Top Jamaican reggae artists Bob Marley and the Wailers and an entourage of more
than 20 arrived in Salisbury from London yesterday.” The report continued: “the band was warmly greeted by a small but enthusiastic crowd of supporters
and representatives from the local recording industry.”

IT WAS 1980, the long brutal bush war had ended and rushing in was the future. In this future, even terrorists like Robert Mugabe and their sympathisers
like Bob Marley were now welcome. So blinding was the light cast by this tomorrow that no one paid attention to the warning in the song “Zimbabwe”:

Every man gotta right to decide his own destiny,
And in this judgement there is no partiality.
So arm in arms, with arms, we’ll fight this little struggle,
‘Cause that’s the only way we can overcome our little trouble.

A couple of stanzas later, Bob Marley sings:

No more internal power struggle;
We come together to overcome the little trouble.
Soon we’ll find out who is the real revolutionary,
‘Cause I don’t want my people to be contrary.

Even though about 50,000 mostly, black people had died, the new nation under the leadership of guerrilla fighter Robert Mugabe was keen to move away
from that past. Instead of vengeance and justice, as the thousands of whites who emigrated in the months leading to independence on 18 April 1980
expected, Robert Mugabe signalled national reconciliation: “[T]he wrongs of the past must now stand forgiven and forgotten… It could never be a correct
justification that because whites oppressed us yesterday when they had power blacks must oppress them today because they have power.”

BOB MARLEY GOT TO ZIMBABWE – the country he had helped sing into being – against the odds. The new government had no money to bring him to
perform. But that was a small matter. Bob Marley would pay from his own pocket for the gig, as his gift to the people of Zimbabwe. But even if the new
government did have the means to bring the Rastaman to Salisbury, Marley’s namesake was no fan of his music. Robert Mugabe preferred Beethoven, Bing
Crosby, Jim Reeves and others, and was no fan of the hairstyle. “The men want to sing and don’t go to colleges. Some are dreadlocked,” he spat, later. In the
1990s, in outrage at the popularity of dreadlocks, Robert Mugabe had urged Zimbabweans to imitate his hairstyle, not Marley’s. So, Mugabe had to be
persuaded to invite the Rastaman, whose songs had been listened to with reverence on battery operated wirelesses in the guerrilla camps in Mozambique.

Mugabe’s attitudes towards the music filtered among the elites of Zimbabwe and its judicial and administrative institutions. Dambudzo Marechera, who
many mistook for a Rasta man because of his dreadlocks, wrote in Mindblast, his 1984 sketches of the writer as bohème in Harare: “I cannot account for the
national paranoia about Rastafarians. They invite a lot of Rasta musicians to the main centres of the country yet at the same time, in the whorehouse bars and
hotels… in the government corridors and in the squatter settlements – everywhere it seems – the Rasta man and anyone who remotely looks like him is
abused verbally, physically, historically, socially, psychologically.”

Zimbabwe’s love for Bob Marley was quite by happenstance. Fred Zindi, a scholar of educational psychology, music critic, and writer, was at the 1980
independence show. “We started off, in the 1970s, with Jimmy Cliff (whom Robert Mugabe preferred to Bob Marley), Desmond Dekker and Johnny Nash;
those are the artists we knew here until Bob Marley came in 1980,” he told me at his office at the University of Zimbabwe, where he works as a Professor in
the Faculty of Education.

Desmond Dekker? Why Desmond Dekker?

“He had a hit,” said Zindi, and then hummed the tune of “The Israelites”.
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Since my return to Zimbabwe in 2014 after a decade in South Africa, I have been digging in crates, looking for

records, trying to trace Zimbabwe’s sonic cartography through what has been discarded in flea markets, dusty SPCA, shops and what people are selling.
Desmond Dekker is a rarity. Forty years after the Rhodesians’ affair with his music, there is almost no trace of his records. What you find a lot is Bob
Marley. Bob Marley in pristine condition; Bob Marley without sleeves and pockmarked with scratches; Bob Marley with sleeves and in reasonable
condition.

“I met Bob Marley after the show and he said: ‘you must teach them people to love my music, man. The people were standing like stoogies,’” Fred Zindi
recalled. And then Bob Marley asked a company man to give Fred Zindi some records, about 50 of them,  which he then gave to Mike Mhundwa, a DJ at
Radio 3, Zimbabwe Broadcasting Corporation.

In The Herald report a spokesperson for the Wailers said: “[W]e will be here until next Wednesday but may have to stay longer. It depends on how the
people feel.” When someone speaks a truth without realising its full spectrum, the Shona say one is speaking as if they have medicine in their mouth.

Bob Marley left Zimbabwe a few days later and would be dead within a year, but his sound remains and can be said to be part of the Zimbabwean psyche
and landscape.

THOMAS MAPFUMO, the co-founder of chimurenga music (with guitarist Jonah Sithole), is also the godfather of Zimdancehall. In the person of Thomas
Mapfumo is to be found both reggae and chimurenga music, the sonic with the closest connection to the mbira and the drum, Shona metaphysics and ritual, a
way of being criminalised by both church and state since colonial conquest in 1890.

In a Moto interview in August 1990, Thomas Mapfumo was asked: “You are known widely as chimurenga king. How do you yourself define chimurenga – is
it the rhythm or the message?”

“I don’t want to hair-split issues. We cannot separate the two (message and beat). Chimurenga music is that traditional beat of mbira, rattles and drums
played at important gatherings for our ancestors. So I would not outrightly agree that I am the founder of the beat but rather just [someone] who inherited,
improved and perfected it and managed to present it using modern electrical instruments and made it to be liked by more people in these high tech times,”
was Mapfumo’s response. This was 1990, by which time Thomas Mapfumo had released albums including Mabasa (1983), Chimurenga for Justice (1985),
Zimbabwe–Mozambique (1988); Varombo kuVarombo (1989), Chamunorwa (1989) and Chimurenga Masterpiece (1990).

Of interest to the story of reggae’s evolution in Zimbabwe is Chimurenga for Justice, a five-track album on

which a mainstream Zimbabwean artist first attempted the sound.  In that same year, Misty in Roots, a British reggae band that had repatriated to Zimbabwe
in 1982, also released an album, Musi–o–tunya, the name the Tonga people, who had lived for hundreds of years by the Zambezi, called the Victoria Falls
before it was discovered by David Livingstone. The personnel on that album include Walford Tyson Poko on vocals, Delbert McKay Ngoni also on vocals,
Joseph Munya Brown on drums, D. Briscoe Tawanda on keyboard, Dennis Augustine Tendai on rhythm guitar, Antony Henry Tsungirai on bass,  Crossfield
Kaziwai on guitar, and Delvin Tyson Tafadzwa again on vocals. The last names, all Shona, are those the musicians added to their given names after
relocation to Zimbabwe.

“Mugarandega,” Shona for “the person who lives alone”, is Thomas Mapfumo’s sonic riposte of a celebrated motif in literature in Shona and English. Much
romanticised in Shona oral traditions is the brooding and solitary figure. This stock character – laconic, “without family and friends”, and who prefers the
company of his dogs – appears as a spectral presence, first as Samambwa in Waiting for the Rain, Charles Mungoshi’s 1975 classic, and as Mhokoshe in
Strife, a 2012 novel by Shimmer Chinodya.

While it is in Zimbabwe’s English literature   that this character gained a rugged charm and currency, outlines of this figure were, in fact, first set down on
the page in Tambaoga, a 1968 novel about courtly intrigue and ambition by Giles Kuimba. The Shona classic, which partly borrows from Hamlet, features a
central character, Tambaoga, the son of a king who has been murdered and who beseeches his son to avenge his death and the usurpation of the throne by his
brother. Tambaoga literally means “play on your own” but should be understood to mean “keep your own company.” This name forms a loose association
with other Shona phrases, words and names like zai regondo, (the eagle’s lone egg), karikoga (only child) and mbimbindoga (the head strong person).

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 912 of 1031



4/5/23, 5:41 PM NONE BUT OURSELVES | Chimurenga

https://chimurengachronic.co.za/none-but-ourselves/ 4/10

On “Mugarandega”, Munya Brown – who would later be the mainstay of the legendary Zimbabwean reggae band, Transit – after playing for a while with the
popular group Ilanga, was on drums, and Dennis Augustine played keys.

WORD REACH FRED ZINDI that Thomas Mapfumo and the Blacks Unlimited, who were on a tour of

Europe, were in London for a series of shows and the recording of a new album. So, Fred Zindi took a bus to Addis Ababa Studios on Harrow Road and on
arrival met the chimurenga man, who said to him, “I hope you have come to help us. We are trying to record an album which we will call Chimurenga For
Justice.”

Zindi has written elsewhere that the band was not used to multi-track recording, preferring to record all instruments at once: “Together with the Misty In
Roots, we advised Mapfumo to lay down the tracks one-by-one, starting with the drums and bass, until all instruments were recorded. This would bring
perfection to the sound as you monitor it track-by-track.”

Tobias Areketa, normally the band’s backing vocalist but who on the day would share the main podium with Thomas Mapfumo, as he had been tasked with
doing the Jamaican style chanting, would go into the studio last. “Does that mean I have to wait until tomorrow to do my vocals? In Zimbabwe, we all record
together at once.” Zindi explained to him that in the motherland, things were done that way because the record companies wanted to shorten the time bands
spent in the studio. 

Thomas Mapfumo could have asked Munya Brown or Dennis Augustine – or any of the Misty in Roots crew with a West Indian heritage on the mixing desk
– to do the auto-mythologising chants. Instead the chimurenga man asked Tobias Areketa.

This is when the template for Zimdancehall was set down. Tobias Areketa is the harbinger of Potato and the herald of Major E; Tobias Areketa is the ancestor
of Winky D.

WITH LOVE you know from Thomas Mapfumo and the Blacks Unlimited,

The only man to sing all freedom songs during the struggle for Zimbabwe
Our motherland you know;
So me say, talk about the man and his beautiful ways

So me say, so me say, so me say,

He is a true man African

He is a true man African

He is a true man African

He is a true man African
I say the man is the Thomas

I say the man is the Thomas
I say the man is the Thomas
I say the man is the Thomas.

Dem a put him in jail

What?

Dem a put him in jail

Why?

Dem a put him in jail

Why?
He was singing culture

He was singing culture

He was singing culture

He was singing culture

You know one day them police men, you know, during  Smith regime,
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They took Thomas Mapfumo, you know,
Because he was singing culture

Culture for the motherland

Zimbabwe

What you say?

I said I love Mr Thomas

I said I love Mr Thomas

I said I love Mr Thomas

I said I love Mr Thomas

He is a true man African

He is a true man African

He is a true man African

He is a true man African.

So let’s love one another

Let’s love one another

Let’s love one another

Let’s love one another

To love the man Mr Thomas

To love the man Mr Thomas

To love the man Mr Thomas

To love the man Mr Thomas

He is a true man African

He is a true man African

He is a true man African

One love you know.

This song, “Mugarandega”, from Chimurenga for Justice, was also issued as a maxi single with side two as a

dub version. When, in 1988, Thomas Mapfumo released the hit reggae maxi single, “Corruption”, in which he decried the pervasiveness of graft in
Zimbabwe, it also came with a dub version. Later, on Chimurenga 98, he collaborated with DJ Yuppie Banton on the song, “Set the People Free.” (Yuppie
Banton is part of a clutch of DJs that includes Potato and Major E, who mostly chanted in English in faux Jamaican accents, and featured on popular songs
from the 1990s.)

On these three songs – “Mugarandega”, Corruption”, and “Set the People Free” – Thomas Mapfumo was laying the foundation for the sonic revolution
which took shape after 2000, by which time the chimurenga man himself was in Oregon, in a forlorn exile.

A few years ago, from across the Atlantic, Thomas Mapfumo picked a fight with Winky D, by most accounts the star of the Zimdancehall cosmos, which
also includes DJs like Toki Vibes, Killer T, Soul Jah Love, Dadza D King Shaddy, Ninja Lipsy and many others. “I listen a lot to what the likes of Winky D
are singing and my heart bleeds. People like Winky D are destroying Zimbabwean music,” he stated.

It’s easy to imagine some ardent traditionalists with their faces in a knot when Thomas Mapfumo first ran electricity through traditional war songs like
“Buka tiende” and “Nyama musango”; or when he penned “Hanzvadzi”, a beautiful re-imagination of “Nhemamusasa”, the mbira song said to have been
laid down after the Shona first settled in (or from)  Guruuswa, the mythical place of origin for the Shona.
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In the tune “Gombwe”, the title track of the album of the same name, Winky D is heeding the cry Thomas

Mapfumo himself made in “Vanhu Vekwedu” on Hondo, an album from 1991. “Vanhu vekwedu baba havasati vaziva,” he sang: our people still live in
ignorance. The chimurenga man was bemoaning the hegemony of English and American music on national radio and the secondary place local languages
occupied in the hierarchy of languages, no doubt because of Robert Mugabe’s own conservative tastes and British pretensions. In that tune, Thomas
Mapfumo deftly condensed the polemics of Ngugi’s Decolonising the Mind: The Politics of Language in African Literature into just over seven minutes.

On the track “Gombwe”, from Winky D’s eighth album which came out in early 2018, the Zimdancehall champion is beginning to explore Shona spirituality
in ways I haven’t encountered in the genre before, reminiscent, in fact, of Thomas Mapfumo’s own trajectory. Mapfumo recalls the 1960s and 1970s
Rhodesian music scene: “There was no consciousness among our artists; they were into copyright music, very few of them wrote their own music at the time
because that was a British colony. Everything the radio played was foreign and people had to go for foreign music. Politics was very low at the time. People
never thought of that. They never believed in themselves. They thought the white man was superior, he was untouchable, he was like God.”

In “Gombwe”, Winky D chants:

Mangoma aya ndabva nawo kunyika dzimu

Anga achitambwa navadzimu

Ndabva ndati ndiwaunze pasi rino

Abva avachemedza samariro

Ndini gombwe remangoma gaffa rinobata matare engoma

(I have brought these tunes from the spirit world/ these tunes were being enjoyed by our dead ancestor / I thought to bring them here/ they made people cry
as if at a funeral/ I am a spirit medium and I hold conferences with the dead ancestor about this sound).

In some ways, Thomas Mapfumo and Chiwoniso Maraire, the late chimurenga chanteuse who updated the mbira sound for the R&B generation, belong on
the same sonic, spiritual and modernist continuum, geniuses with gourds in hand, which they use to draw deep from the recesses of Shona metaphysics. If
Winky D continues on his current trajectory, the master of the Jamaican-Zimbabwean DJ style might one day join this pantheon.

IN THE 1980s AND 1990s, in the ghettos and townships to which Ian Smith and his predecessors had relegated Africans, most working class households
owned a hi-fi, some of them with so much wood they looked like coffins. In the aesthetics at play in the manufacture of these appliances, the carpenter
seemed to be as important as the electronics engineer.

The radio, it’s no exaggeration to say, occupied a central place in the living room of most homes. It was reminiscent of the huva, the raised mound directly
opposite the entrance in the round hut used by many as the kitchen, where we kneel to commune with the ancestors and pour libations and perform other
sacraments. Dzangaradzimu, the Shona word for radio, references dzimu, the root for the word for spirit world; dzimudzangara, the inversion of that word is
a mythical and ghostly creature, said to be so tall that you can barely see its head.

In the 1980s, before the liberalisation of the command economy, salaries were low and foreign currency was scarce, and it’s no surprise that very few
households in the ghettos had televisions. But the radio was everywhere. In the Supersonic and WRS hi-fis, Zimbabwe’s small electronics industry managed
to successfully clone the technology to compete with the big boys: Philips, Sony, Aiwa and Telefunken.

Most of these coffin radios played only records, not compact cassette tapes, the technology which towards the late 1980s and early 1990s bridged, in the
parlance, materiality and the digital. Whatever the compact cassette lacked in durability, it more than compensated for in portability and, most importantly,
by placing into the hands of whoever held it, the power of the recording engineer.

In the early1990s, as Apartheid fell and men lost their jobs due to the introduction of neoliberal reforms to economy, enterprising Zimbabwean women
stepped into the breach. They would venture to South Africa to sell doilies, curios and other wares. On their way back, these women would buy small radios,
televisions and groceries for resale in Zimbabwe.

On Thursday and Saturday nights, multitudes of teenagers like myself would sit by these small radios, a blank tape or an “original” inserted, hand hovering
over the “record” button, waiting to press “record” on the tune I liked and would love to replay whenever I wanted.

FOR OUR GENERATION, Dennis Wilson was one person whose shows were recorded weekly, and endlessly replayed. Dennis Wilson was a Jamaican
Briton who had found a job as technician at Posts and Telecommunication Corporation of Zimbabwe, the local telecommunications parastatal. He had started
off playing at friends’ parties and had then been invited to play on Radio 3. Back in the United Kingdom, Wilson had been involved in the Downbeat Sound
system in Fulham and taken part in the sound system clashes involving Duke Reid Sound, Coxsone, and others.

“People ask me, why Zimbabwe, and I ask them why not? I don’t know where my ancestors come from. Sometimes the way I feel about [Zimbabwe] it
could be here,” Dennis Wilson told me in 2016.
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Once, the DJ went on a visit to the rural home of one of his friends, a descent into the old country resembling the land from which his ancestors had been
kidnapped. There, an old man, referencing the old identities which ceased the moment Dennis Wilson’s ancestors got off that boat, asked him about his
totem.  It had been a few centuries since Dennis Wilson left and he was at a loss. “What’s that?” Dennis Wilson asked back. They would have explained to
him how the Shona tribes have an animal, or part of an animal – the heart, say – or a feature from nature (the river, as was the case with Morgan Tsvangirai)
that they hold sacred and that they can’t eat, or with which they can’t be familiar.

When Wilson said he didn’t have a totem, the old man offered to adopt him, to embrace him in his own totemic expanse. “Don’t worry,” the elder had said,
“you can have mine.” “That made me feel so accepted. It meant so much to me,” Dennis recalls.

IN MBARE AND MABVUKU, Highfields and Kambuzuma (where Winky D is from), and other ghettos in Harare, in Pfupajena, Umvovo and other
ghettos in Chegutu, in Senga and Mkoba in Gweru, and in many other towns and cities, young listeners considered Dennis Wilson’s name as totemic and,
twice every week, had a date with him.

When Linton Kwesi Johnson chanted that “Inglan is a bitch”, the youths, probably looking at the dusty roads, clogged sewers and cramped conditions they
lived in, found the incantations true for them as well. When U-Roy enjoined the massive and crew to dance to “King Tubby skank”, it was in the ghetto
community halls Ian Smith had built that the youth danced with the most frenzy. And the “late night blues” , Don Carlos voiced so funereally, were at their
most real in the ghettos. 

Harare’s spatial politics of ghetto and suburb, rich and poor, crowded and spacious, rugged and polished go back to the foundations of the city itself. Today,
the division is marked by Samora Machel Avenue (previously, Jameson Avenue, named for Cecil John Rhodes’s right-hand man and lover, Dr Leander Starr
Jameson). The city’s division was once signalled by two features: the Kopje, the small mountain in the south which the white settlers had originally chosen
to settle in, in September 1890, and Causeway, in the north east, a nondescript piece of land near a stream which had been drained of water.

An observer quoted in Tsuneo Yoshikumi’s African Urban Experiences in Colonial Zimbabwe: A Social History of Harare before 1925, wrote: “[T]he two
ends have ever since been playing the monotonous game of ‘pull devil, pull baker’ to the infinite loss of Salisbury itself… Causeway and Kopje have
become political terms in their little way, and the thing is so notorious that a Bulawayian orator is said to have recently adjured his fellow citizens not to be
as Salisbury, a house perpetually divided against itself.”

So today, via a sinuous route, Zimdancehall looms over all; this sound, which grew and found sustenance in the ghettoes, was first voiced in English using
borrowed Jamaican accents, which morphed into Shona chants, and now has become the primary tool of Zimbabwe’s reinvention. Urban grooves and hip
hop – the sound transmitted in the posh accents shaped in the private schools of the lush northern suburbs of Borrowdale, Greendale, and Mount Pleasant –
wilt in the shadow cast by Zimdancehall.

But I am getting ahead of myself. Let me go back to the beginning.

IN THE PIONEER COLUMN, the imperial force gathered by Cecil John Rhodes to colonise the region we now call Zimbabwe, there was a motley crew
of African pedagogue-evangelists who volunteered to join the colonising party from the Transvaal and the Cape Colony. Among these proselytisers were
Josiah Ramushu, Modumedi Moleli, Samuel Tutani, and Wellington H Belisa. These men established Methodist missionary stations which grew to become
important schools. Nenguwo, which later became Waddilove Institute, was set up in 1897 (AppleSeed, later JahSeed, of Bongo Muffin fame, was a student
at Waddilove). Other institutions they set up include Sandringham in Mhondoro, Moleli in Zvimba (Robert Mugabe’s rural home), Pakame in Shurugwi, and
Thekwane, near Plumtree, close to Botswana.

Divine Chekenyu enrolled for his secondary education in the late 1980s at Moleli High School, a boarding school about 80km south-west of Harare, named
for Modumedi Moleli. Divine Chekenyu grew up in Chegutu, a three-street farming and mining town 100 km south of Harare. Every alternate Saturday
night, he told me, there would be a dancehall session at Moleli at which students would play records from their collections. Black Uhuru and Culture, King
Tubby and his protégés, King Jammy and Scientist, Yellowman, U-Roy, Lieutenant Stitchie, and many others, would blare from these speakers.

He had been introduced to reggae by Courage Chekenyu, his older brother, who would take him along to listening sessions run by Ras Trio, a troupe of
reggae loving brothers who would take out their speakers, sit on their porch in N-section, Chegutu –  an especially rough and cramped part of the town – and
play records. Young people, in the neighbourhood and beyond, would bring beer and herbs which they would pass around while taking in and talking about
the music. “I got to know reggae not knowing that I am actually digesting the sound. At the time, I don’t think I owned even one record,” said Chekenyu.

With this background, he had a head start on his peers when he went to Moleli High School. After he left school, he started working for David Whitehead
Textiles, then a behemoth which employed most of the town’s men. By this time, he was financially independent and, together with Wilson “Madd Wirris”
Mano, had started attending dancehall sessions at Tube on Mbuya Nehanda Street, Turtles (the Agony Centre) on Jason Moyo, and Jobs Nite Spot on Julius
Nyerere in Harare. At these and other venues, sound systems such as Silverstone run by Jackie Bango, Stereo One International run by Jah B (the biggest
sound system of them all), Small Axe run by Farai Shambare, New Generation (King Alfred), African Exodus, and Alkebulani (Lecturer Munya) would
perform every weekend to adoring fans.

By some accounts, Jah B (government name William Sinclair), now late, Farai Shambare, and Pawa Chitemere are the pioneering sound system men in
Zimbabwe. In the early 1980s, they had become part of Africa A1, reputed to be the first sound system. When they left Africa A1, Farai Shambare, Jah B and
Mike Dhliwayo formed Level Vibes, which used to play out of Mbare, the oldest ghetto in Harare. After a dispute, Jah B branched out on his own to form
Stereo One, and Farai Shambare founded Small Axe.

Divine Chekenyu and Madd Wirris, like many of their generation, used to buy Jamaican dancehall cassettes from Harare’s informal markets.  One fateful
weekend, while having a drink at Chegutu Hotel – a creaking edifice built in neo-Victorian style on the Harare–Bulawayo highway – they asked the resident
DJ, DJ Classic, if he would sample a cassette they had. The DJ liked what he heard and when they told him they had more in their collection, he asked them
to come and play a set the following week at Baghdad, a night club named in honour of Saddam Hussein. The duo’s set met with popular acclaim, and soon,
they started playing with DJ Classic. In this way, without much deliberation, Divine Chekenyu, Madd Wirris and their friend, Terence Jena, had founded a
sound system which they named “Black Nature.”
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(Later, they were joined by Raphael Mavhunga and Mika Joka. After a while, because of family commitments, Divine Chekenyu withdrew from Black
Nature. In its next incarnation, Black Nature became known as Lion Heart, named for a song by Garnett Silk.)

“We then sat down and realised we had become a crew without any premeditation. We said, we can do this, and for while we played cassettes,” says Divine
Chekenyu. Ambition gnawing at them – after all, the sound system business is ultracompetitive – they did some research and found they could utilise the
connection with the metropolis for their sound system. In Britain, there were reggae retailers like Green Sleeves and Dub Vendor from where they could
source the latest tunes. So they would regularly get catalogues, tick off what they wanted, pay through Standard Chartered Bank and get a monthly
consignment of between 20-30 records.

And so it was that young men from a small, nondescript town were accepted at the highest table of the sound system business – at which they arm-wrestled
with the sound’s biggest boys.

This is, you might say, rather reminiscent of the night of 17 April 1980, when the Union Jack was lowered and the red, green, black, and yellow of the new
nation was raised. When the clock struck 12, the public address system rang out: “Ladies and gentlemen, Bob Marley and the Wailers,” reportedly the first
words said in the new Zimbabwe.

As the liturgy of the transfer of power was going on, the povo stood in the night, shut outside the gates of Rufaro Stadium where guerrilla leader Robert
Mugabe sat with Prince Charles and other dignitaries who had become his new friends. When the restive people heard the first of six songs that Bob Marley
played that night, they said, fuck this shit, we will be part of this party, and broke down the gates. For St Matthew wrote: “From the days of John the Baptist
until now the kingdom of heaven suffereth violence, and the violent take it by force.” And then there was teargas.

“All of a sudden,” said Judy Mowatt, “you smell this thing taking over your whole body, going in your throat until you want to choke, burning your eyes. I
looked at Rita [Marley] and Marcia [Griffiths] and they were feeling the same thing.”

“I feel my eyes and nose,” recalled Aston Family Man Barret, “and think, from when I was born, I have to come all the way to Africa to experience teargas.”

The following day, it was suddenly decided, there would be another show for the povo, where some 100,000 recently liberated people would chant “Africans
shall liberate Zimbabwe”, in unison with Bob Marley.

THE LAST WORD should go to Dennis Wilson: “It’s not strange that Zimdancehall is popular now. It’s our own children who are doing it. They have
taken the music and made it their own, to suit the market here, so that they can understand it.”

Acknowledgments: we give thanks to Ree Ngwenya, whom I have not acknowledged in the piece, but whose article “When Bob Marley caused Riot inna
Africa” was important reading.

GETO BOYS

These images are part of an ongoing documentation of the Zimdancehall culture in Chitungwiza and Mbare townships in Harare by Dwayne Innocent
Kapula.
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show_all_in_lightbox=”0″ use_imagebrowser_effect=”0″ show_slideshow_link=”1″ slideshow_link_text=”[Show slideshow]” order_by=”sortorder”
order_direction=”ASC” returns=”included” maximum_entity_count=”500″]

01. Zimdancehall artists outside recording studio, Mbare
02. Jexious Corner Crew, Mbare
03. ChillSpot Studios, Mbare
04. Avalanche, Chitungwiza
05. Godobori aka Ghetto Sangoma, Chitungwiza
06. Bhalu, Chitungwiza
07. Picasso, Chitungwiza
08. Kina, Mbare
09. Diva Musoja, Mbare
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This and other stories available in the new issue of the Chronic, “The Invention of Zimbabwe”, which writes Zimbabwe beyond white fears and the Africa-
South conundrum.

The accompanying books magazine, XIBAARU TEERE YI (Chronic Books in Wolof) asks the urgent question: What can African Writers Learn from Cheikh
Anta Diop?

To purchase in print or as a PDF head to our online shop, or get copies from your nearest dealer (http://www.chimurenga.co.za/stockists).

Buy the Chronic (http://www.chimurenga.co.za/chimurengashop) Subscribe (http://www.chimurenga.co.za/subscribe)
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Panashe Chigumadzi travels to the rural Zimbabwe of her ancestors, onto land stolen and cash-cropped by a privileged minority under racist white rule.
Now, almost 40 years since independence, millions of hectares have been returned to those whose birthright the soil is. Chigumadzi discovers that the land
reform programme that drives agricultural transformation and justice for dispossessed Africans carries with it the promise of a future, and the pain and
patriarchy of the past.

Oliver mtukudzi’s “murimi munhu” (A farmer is a person), is playing for the second time in 12 hours on a local radio station. We are returning to Harare
after spending Christmas with family in the ruzevha, what the Rhodesian colonial administration called “native reserves”. This second time I hear it, we are
passing a billboard in the agricultural town of Marondera. To motorists and pedestrians, a seed or fertiliser company declares “Kohwa pakuru!” (Reap a big
harvest!). After years of difficulty, agricultural productivity levels are rising, in many cases approaching pre-land-reform levels, as small farmers, like the
one on the billboard and the family members we have visited this Christmas are gaining in expertise and experience. The song feels fitting for this time.

At the time of the song’s release back in 2001, the Fast Track Land Redistribution Program (FTLRP) was taking place. Understandably, there were many
questions around Tuku’s message. Who was, or is, the murimi Tuku was referring to? It was possible to interpret the song in light of the stories of violence,
thuggery, lawlessness, cronyism, destitution, incompetence and agricultural sector collapse that dominated press reports and, indeed, much academic analysis
of the radical program.
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To really understand the complexity behind Tuku’s assertion that a farmer is a person, you would need to know what is meant when a person of Bantu origin
asks the question: “Mhunhu here?” (Is this a person?) It is a question you can only engage through an understanding of how southern Africa’s Bantu-
language speakers conceptualise personhood and humanity. It’s not according to Enlightenment philosophy contained in Descartes’ famous dictum, “I think
therefore I am”, but rather through the aphorism, “a person is a person through others.” This is central to the philosophy of ethical personhood known as
Hunhu in Shona, and more popularly known by its Zulu equivalent, ubuntu. To paraphrase philosopher Ndumiso Dladla, to ask if someone is a person is a
question of ethical character, having nothing to do with their biology or race, but with the history of their interactions with other people, and whether it can
be said that they have conducted themselves humanely, that is, with Hunhu. The judgement of character can be also extended to a group of people with a
history of interactions with a given Bantu-speaking community. The history of white settlers’ unjust conquest of Zimbabwe’s land and indigenous people,
has seen it that when wanting to know the race of a person it is possible to ask, “Mhunhu here?” and, should the person be white, it’s appropriate to answer,
“Aiwa, murungu.” (No, they are a white person.) In other words, varungu (white settlers) haven’t historically been considered vanhu (human), because they
failed to treat the indigenous people with Hunhu.

Understanding this, you would have to ask, whose humanity was Tuku affirming? The white farmers who dehumanised Africans as they dispossessed them
of their land? The new black farmers whose ancestral land was returned to them?

In the months that follow I think about this audio-visual moment. A song that subtly explores the historical questions of humanity and dignity implied by the
land question; an image that depicts a triumphant smallholding farmer reaping his large harvest. Together, they bring to mind the “bread and, above all,
dignity” Fanon spoke of as the concrete value of the return of the colonised’s land.

In the time since Tuku’s song was released, the picture of what land reform means for the majority of its beneficiaries, the small farmers, is not entirely
coherent. There are many lenses through which to view the picture – the history of African land dispossession, post-land reform livelihoods, the cost to the
economy – but what is clear is that it is not a picture of unmitigated disaster, nor of unblemished success. To understand the bigger picture, you need many
smaller, variegated pictures of the successes and failures in agricultural production. You need to desegregate the results according to crop, livestock,
institutions, climatic conditions, inherited infrastructure and access to farming resources, to gain a nuanced perspective.

“All of this used to be bob’s land,” my father points to vast tracts of land to our left and right. It is “Bob’s land” for a good number of kilometres. It is mid-
morning on 24 December. We are passing through “Bob’s land” en route to my mother’s rural home in Makoni district in eastern Zimbabwe.

Along the 80 km drive north-east of Harare to Murehwa in Mashonaland East Province, the landscape varies – some fields are growing weeds, some fields
are being cultivated, some are doing both. Take a left at the Murehwa Centre turn-off and you will find grain silos, which until last year were disused but
came back into commission as part of government’s Command Agriculture program, towering in the boulder-strewn landscape. Nearby, there is a landing
strip, which used to serve the the Rhodesian army and white commercial farmers in the area. Take a right, and you are on your way to our family home
kumaruzheva, or part of the communal lands that used to be Murehwa’s “Tribal Trust Lands” (TTLs), created to clear Africans off the best soils reserved for
large commercial farms like the one belonging to Bob.

Under the 1930 Land Apportionment Act, 51 per cent of the best land in Zimbabwe was reserved for about 50,000 white settlers, while 30 per cent of land,
with poorer soils, was reserved for one million Africans. This dual agricultural regime created a highly developed agricultural sector in which white farmers
enjoyed private titles and massive state intervention, and an underdeveloped black agricultural sector where blacks continued to be governed by customary
law, lack of land and substandard support services. At independence, the new government inherited an economy firmly anchored on a domestic white
landowning class, allied with international capital, and domestically controlling (directly and indirectly) Zimbabwe’s financial, agro-input, processing and
marketing subsectors.

Bob, unlike many other farmers, did not have a distinctive nickname like Manyepo, so named for his paranoia about the supposed lies told to him by the
long-suffering workers of Chenjerai Hove’s 1989 novel, Bones. At least not one known to my father. My father doesn’t remember his surname. He was
simply known to him as Bob. Bob, who owned the big farm bordering their ruzevha. Bob, who drove a Benz, which you would hear from afar, zipping up
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and down the graded dust road. Bob, whom he, as a school child in the early war years, had seen marching up and down in patrol with the Rhodesian
soldiers. Bob, whose wife was a nurse, administering medical care to the natives in the surrounding reserves. Bob, who it was said eventually relocated to
town because his wife wanted to practice medicine.

Bob’s land has many new owners now. Farm life is no longer divided between makomboni (workers’

compounds) and the well-appointed farm house. Dotted across the landscape are the neo- traditional homestead set ups, typically with a grass-thatched hut
kitchen and one or more dhanduru, the brick four corner dining room where the families can either sit and listen to the radio, or sleep. The more successful
have asbestos or corrugated zinc roofing, but for the poorest of farmers, these structures may all be mud, pole and grass. Moving in the distance you might
see some of the new owners struggling behind ox-drawn ploughs or moving across their fields with hoes slung over their shoulders. Sometimes, a tractor
might be seen taking its owner to the local growth point to get supplies. Globally and locally, the back-breaking efforts of these small farmers are often
contrasted against mechanised efforts of the likes of Bob, who earned Zimbabwe that overused cliché as the “breadbasket of the continent”.

The landscape that used to be dominated by 4,500 mostly white, large-scale commercial farmers has been broken up by the FTLRP’s two-tier program: the
A1 small farms with six hectares or less, which are geared towards poverty alleviation and are allocated at the local level, and the A2 large commercial
farms, which aim to “indigenise wealth” and are allocated at the national level. The landscape is now populated by around 145,000 smallholders occupying
4.1 million hectares, and around 23,000 medium-scale farmers on 3.5 million hectares. Dogged issues around incapacity, corruption, knowing who exactly
owns what land have been difficult to resolve. To address this, the government has recently appointed a new land commission to audit ownership and
productivity.

Initially, the dramatic reduction and change in forms of agricultural production saw the worst affected areas

producing as low as 30 per cent of potential. Over time, as farmers and government alike gained in experience, expertise and capital, the picture changed
somewhat. In 2016, government rolled out Command Agriculture, an import substitution programme that saw resettled farmers, such as those on Bob’s land,
contracted for a certain number of hectares and agreed to sell at least five tonnes of maize per hectare to the Grain Marketing Board (GMB). In return,
government provided seed, fertiliser, and, where possible, tractors and fuel for ploughing. The cost was deducted from the maize sale price. Together with
good rains, the programme was instrumental in ensuring that in 2017 farmers managed the highest productivity in two decades, with 2.2 million tonnes of
maize.

Although it is only 18 km long, the dust road following an unmarked turn-off on the Chivhu-Nyazura highway that leads to my mother’s rural home in
Gandiya village takes a long time to negotiate, winding through the former mapurazi (farms) once referred to as kwaDekoko, kwaJosiasi, kwaBhirijhoni, and
finally kwaJhani. Now that commercial farmers de Kock, Josias, Viljoen and Jan are no longer there, the roads are not graded as frequently.

Gandiya village is located in Manicaland Province, in a region with very low temperatures, high rainfall and high elevation – best for tobacco, coffee, tea and
horticulture. The ancestors of the people of Gandiya originally settled 40 km away in the Mwenje area. They were pushed out to the present reserve, a valley
sandwiched between prosperous white-owned commercial tobacco farms.

These farms were underused, an affront to the villagers on crowded reserves. My mother often speaks of how her grandfather, Sekuru Killion Chiganze, was
in the habit of taking his large cattle herds to graze on the white fields in the middle of the night.
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Despite being forced into an arid, rocky, unfertile valley, the people of Gandiya village managed to farm

mostly maize, beans and finger millet, which they supplemented with citrus fruits, groundnuts, sweet potatoes, vegetables and tomatoes. They sold to small
grain dealers such as Harry Margolis, who grew his small corner dealership in Nyazura township, buying peanuts from the area, to become the present-day
Olivine Industries, part of the Cottco Holdings Limited group, listed on the Zimbabwe Stock Exchange (ZSE). Later, these farmers would sell their maize,
beans and finger millet to the Grain Marketing Board (GMB) in the town of Rusape, around 40 km away.

When the liberation war spread to this area, many of the villagers supported the fight for the return of their ancestral lands. The liberation movement’s
political leaders and comrades alike, often referred to as vakoma (older brothers), defined themselves as vana wevhu (children of the soil). Writing in Roots
of a Revolution (1977), Zimbabwe African Nationalist Union (ZANU) founding president Ndabaningi Sithole declared: “The black man belonged to the Soil
by right of birth. He belonged to it by right of death as well. To deprive him of it was to rob him of his birthright and his death right! The Soil possessed him
by right of his many ancestors who had lived on it and who had been buried in it. The Soil gave him life, and when that life left him, it claimed him back. He
came from it and therefore he belonged to it. No one comes from where he does not belong. At death he returned to it. No one returns where he does not
belong. He is the Soil in life and death – ‘Mwana we Vhu’, ‘Child of the Soil’.”

Naturally, identifying with this struggle for the return of their soil, the Gandiya villagers collaborated with the comrades in acts of sabotage on Dekoko,
Josias, Jan, Bhirijhoni’s lands. As the war “got hot”, the farmers, including one General Wickus de Kock, a former Rhodesian Minister of Security who had
fallen out with the government, abandoned these farms. My uncle, Sekuru Ben Chiganze, a young boy at the time of independence, recalls, that at several
night vigils they would sing “VaMugabe tipei mapurazi tirime nyika yaayedu” (Comrade Mugabe, give us farms so that we can plough, the land is now
ours). Self-determining as they now were in their newly freed country, many Gandiya villagers did not wait for Comrade Mugabe and took to “self-
provisioning” Dekoko, Bhirijohni, Jan and Josias’s abandoned lands.

Soon after independence, as my grandmother, Mbuya Beneta Chiganze, recalls, her oldest brother-in-law, Sekuru Dickson Chiganze, a successful
businessman in his day, who had worked in Zambia, came to tell her: “Mainini, huyai tiende ku mhinda mirefu” (Sister-in law, come and let’s go to the wider
lands). My grandfather, a primary school teacher, was away at the mission, so she accompanied her brother-in-law and his wife. Weighing the distance from
her current homestead, and the effort required in the new war of conquest for the best land, my grandmother decided to stay put in the reserve. For his part,
Sekuru Dickson, having secured a portion of Bhirijhoni’s abandoned lands, would eventually acquire the nickname Mudhara Bhirijhoni (Old Man Viljoen).

The emergence of self-provisioning villagers such as Mudhara Bhirijhoni coincided with the post-independence government’s early redistribution
programme, which operated within the Lancaster House agreement’s willing-buyer willing-seller framework. In the early land reform programme, planning
usually preceded settlement, but in Gandiya village’s case, government rationalised their self-initiated land reform after occupation. Unsurprisingly, about 81
per cent of land redistributed during the 1980s was acquired during the three years following independence. The large tracts of land abandoned during the
liberation war constituted the bulk of resettlement land. Where some previous owners, who had long abandoned their farms, later returned to lay
compensation claims, this was done without delaying the redistribution programme’s planning and placement.

The early land reform programme initially aimed to resettle 18, 000 families on 1.1 million hectares over three years. In 1982, this was revised to 162,000
families on 10.5 million hectares in 12 years. By 1989, 52,000 families, representing a total of 420,000 beneficiaries, had been resettled on 2.8 million
hectares on a voluntary basis. With 68 per cent of families yet to be resettled, the pressure for land remained.

Throughout the 1990s, pressure on the post-independence government mounted as it implemented the World Bank-driven Economic Structural Adjustment
Programme (ESAP), which saw unemployment and inflation rise as per capita income decreased from US$645 in 1995 to US$437 in 1999. National and
rural income inequalities deepened, as the rural economy suffered de-industrialisation. An increasingly agitated constituency of war veterans, restive rural
communities, local politicians and black businesspeople continued to pressure government to use its two-thirds majority to radically transform the
agricultural sector. During this period, government frequently clashed with communities that “self-provisioned” and occupied land.

The year 1997 was a defining year. As government attempted to speed up redistribution through the expropriation of 1,471 farms, Britain’s new Labour
government announced that the former imperial power had no historical obligation to support Zimbabwe’s land redistribution. In response, Robert Mugabe
warned at a land donors’ conference: “If we delay in resolving the land needs of our people, they will resettle themselves. It has happened before and it may
happen again.”

By the 2000s, the war veterans were fed up with the ZANU–PF’s refusal to take over land. As a protest against their landlessness, the war veterans
orchestrated a campaign over one Easter weekend, at which time 170,000 Zimbabwean families occupied 3,000 large white-owned farms. Initially opposing
the move, the increasingly unpopular government backed the war veterans, sanctioning what Zimbabweans refer to as jambanja (chaos), that would
characterize the fast track programme’s initial stages. In Gandiya village, the only beneficiaries of the fast-track program were three former freedom fighters
who do not live in the village permanently anymore. Nonetheless, the new programme’s renewed focus on small-holder farms and the push toward forex-
earning cash crops like tobacco would have important consequences for agricultural production in the area.
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It’s almost dark when we stop at Mudhara Bhirijhoni’s homestead. The power is out, so he and his wife are already sleeping. But hearing that his late
brother’s daughter and her family have arrived, he doesn’t mind the disturbance and receives us in their main dhanduru. In conversation, he is sure to remind
us of his award as the best farmer for the 2015-2016 agricultural season in the annual five-ward field day organised by the Kumboyedza group, a local
farmer’s cooperative initiated by my uncle, Sekuru Ben Chiganze. Bhirijhoni has won in this and many other agricultural field days over the years, the most
recent one at the age of 90. He is remarkably sharp and fit.

A few weeks later, my aunt Mainini Foro Chiganze and I return to visit. Earlier in the morning we had called him to say that we would stop by, but when we
arrive after mid-morning, he is not there. His wife, Mbuya Miriam, informs us that he has long gone to his fields. When we find him, he is weeding his fields
with his hoe. Despite the late coming rains, his green maize stalks tower over his figure. We climb over his neat counter ridges; he shows us where wild pigs
are starting to dig into his ripening fields.

Mudhara Bhirijhoni is part of the older generation of Gandiya villagers who have kept or are resigned to growing maize for their own consumption, either
because the labour for crops such as tobacco is too onerous or because the GMB has become an unreliable buyer since the dollarisation of the economy. In
the past, the GMB, which was opened up to black farmers at independence, provided a guaranteed market for farmers, but was not transformed to
accommodate small grains and continued to use the Rhodesian institutional framework skewed in favour of cash crops, such as tobacco, cotton, maize, wheat
and soya beans, all of which are more susceptible to droughts and can only be stored for a limited number of years. With the exception of sorghum, the GMB
rarely buys the small grains that yield better harvests in drought-prone areas such as Gandiya. The large white-owned seed companies were also reluctant to
invest in research and development of small grains. As a result, the first 10 years of independence saw the steady decline of small grains, such as finger
millet, which are more drought resistant and can be stored for up to 25 years.

Nonetheless, Mudhara Bhirijhoni remains a successful farmer, true to his surname, Chiganze, which is a relatively recent adoption. It was the nickname
given Sekuru Killion Chiganze, Mudhara Bhirijhoni’s father and my great-grandfather. It comes from the word kuganza (to show off). My great-grandfather
loved to boast about his unprecedented success in farming. It made him wealthy enough to support three wives and many children, several of whom went to
mission schools. When his sons were away working in towns and missions, he would supervise his daughters-in-law on the land. He was tough and known to
have a temper, easily set off by perceived mediocrity from his immediate and extended family. So hard was he, that my uncle recalls a deep boyhood hatred-
turned–admiration, because of his grandfather’s inclination to throw hardened soil crumbs at him for failing to lead the cattle properly during ploughing
time. As people from the community and surrounding villages came to him for grain during difficult seasons, it was common to hear people say havaganzi
mahara (they don’t boast for nothing).

We soon set off for my grandmother’s house. The familiar sign ndapota vharai ghedi! (I am pleading with you, close the gate!) appears. The tall matriarch,
Mbuya Beneta Chiganze, stands waiting to welcome us with my mother’s only sister, Mainini Foro. We have an early supper, of meat, vegetables and sadza
rezviyo (stiff porridge made from finger millet which Mbuya grows and grinds herself). I sleep with Mbuya and Mainini Foro. On Christmas morning, I am
surprised – and quite relieved – that we only wake after 5 am. My 80-something grandmother is notorious for waking up at 4 am with the first cock crow.
You will be woken up to the sound of her loud talk with Mainini and her beginning to go about her business, getting ready to go into her field by the time the
sun rises. Sure enough, we are soon outside sweeping Mbuya’s yard.

My grandmother has been a winner in the annual five-ward field day’s category for widows several times. It is a category that she and some other widows
campaigned for, complaining that their efforts cannot be compared to those of younger married couples. For help, she sometimes hosts a nhimbe (a work
party) where food and, in the past, beer is served to the community invited to help with weeding, harvesting, and sometimes pounding, in return for goods
such as soap, oil and other staple groceries.

After breakfast, we spend the morning visiting relatives in the village. It is Christmas day, but a few farmers, like Sekuru Aaron Chiganze, Mudhara
Bhirijhoni’s son, are in their fields. He is part of the generation of young adults in Gandiya village who from 2000 onwards switched from maize to tobacco
farming, as tobacco became an increasingly fashionable crop. Given that it is highly labour–intensive, tobacco appeals more to young adults. As a result,
many young people, often jobless in urban areas, have returned to the rural areas to try their luck with tobacco. Many of the new tobacco farmers often boast
that fodya igoridhe (tobacco is gold). Tobacco is an aspirational crop. Many of the Gandiya farmers have memories of the commercial success enjoyed by
tobacco farmers Jan, Josias, Bhirijhoni, and Dekoko. Some now declare that they too have “arrived” as tobacco farmers, “tisu tave mabhunu acho” (We are
now the new boers).

In his homestead, Sekuru Aaron has a scaled-down version of the large dhirihori (drying halls) that towered in Jhani, Josiasi, Bhirijhoni, and Dekoko’s
fields. Sekuru Aaron shows us his structure as he explains the intensive curing process, which requires a continuous inferno for long periods of time. He
explains how he must wake up every three hours to keep his fire going or risk compromising nine months of hard labour. Feeding the fires of these dhirihori
has seen the deforestation of the surrounding woodlands, despite the eucalyptus seeds offered to small farmers by merchants and the Zimbabwe Tobacco
Association (ZTA).

Over the years, several Gandiya farmers have complained about being ripped off at the auction floors. According to my uncle, at least three Gandiya tobacco
farmers literary collapsed after their crop was auctioned for a song. Nationally, this experience was not uncommon at the beginning of FTLRP. The industry
saw an influx of new, inexperienced farmers who suffered low quality and low yields. In 2008, the annual crop reached a record low of 48 million kg. Over
the years, yields have since increased steadily as the ZTA and the Tobacco Research Board (TRB) channelled money into education and provided seed and
equipment packages to small farmers.

By 2013, the industry had turned a corner. Zimbabwe is now producing 200 million kg per year, a level matching the pre-fast-track days. In 2016,
Zimbabwe’s tobacco brought in US$887 million. At 31 per cent of Zimbabwe’s total foreign revenue, it is the country’s single most valuable export. This
wealth is no longer the preserve of 1,500 mostly white large-scale tobacco growers. It is now generated by 100,000 growers, of which 70,000 are small
farmers. For the average small farmer in Gandiya village, the auction floor income can range between US$2,000 and US$5,000. This is in a country where
most people do not make more than US$100 per month, and in a village where few people have more than US$2 a day to their name. In good years, the most
successful farmers are able to buy cars, new farming implements, and send their children to school.

While visiting my grandmother’s zviyo (finger millet) fields a few weeks later, I meet Olivia Muza, the local mudhumheni. Literally translating as “door
man”, a dhumheni is an Agriculture Technical and Extension Services officer who goes from door to door, demonstrating best agricultural practice on
individual farms. Mudhumenhi Muza is one of two Agritex officers in the area. With the responsibility of supervising over 771 families, more than the 400
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families recommended by the United Nations’ Food and Agricultural organisation (FAO), her efforts are spread thin. The dhumheni who supervise nearby
resettlement schemes supervise about 500 families, because they have bigger plots of land.

Mudhumheni Muza is not a big fan of tobacco: “When the farmers tell me they want a field day for their tobacco, I tell them that if they want it, they are free
to speak to the other dhumheni.” As we give her a lift back to her home in nearby Rukweza village, Mhudhumeni Muza laughs, shaking her head as she talks
of the “miracles” seen at places like Boka Tobacco Auction Floors, one of Harare’s three main auction sites. “Ha, you’ve never seen anything like it. Ladies
of the night. Fake car dealers. Hoarders of trinkets which have absolutely no use. Everyone is lined up to make money off of these farmers who have never
seen so much money before. Ha, especially in those first years, all of their money was finished at the auction floors.”

As she further explains, it’s not so much this that concerns her, because many farmers have learnt their lesson. It’s more that, between planting and auction-
floor sale, many farmers go hungry as they haven’t planted any food crop and the previous year’s tobacco income is often inadequate to cover their food
needs for the whole year. The situation is exasperated as the income from the leaf can vary greatly depending on supply of the crop at the auction floor and
the quality of the farmer’s leaf. In the case of the latter, the quality is often affected by rainfall, the farmer’s inputs, and their curing and handling techniques.
Mudhumheni Muza complains that their dhirihori are too small and that they squash their tobacco in rooms that are also too small. Compounding this,
without the storage capacity to withhold their crop when auction floors offer unfavourable prices, farmers are often forced to be price takers. To assist
farmers, the ZTA, along with merchants, are trying to get rocket barns on to all farms. These require less firewood and produce better quality crop. To help
improve yields, they’re also rolling out a “pay as you plough” tractor hire scheme.

On the same day that I meet Mudhumheni Muza, I find Sekuru Aaron in his tobacco fields. I’m taking pictures of his fields, beautiful as they are, nestled in
the Nyahwa and Nyakuni mountain ranges. I’m focusing my camera on the brilliant green of a particular leaf, when I hear Sekuru Aaron’s voice chastising
me for taking pictures without letting him know. With his lean frame dressed in a green soccer supporter’s shirt, I had missed him as he bent over to inspect
his leaf. He makes his way from the field to the dust road where I stand in the unrepentant heat with Mbuya, Mainini, and Mudhumeni Muza. Even with a
hat, I don’t know if I can stand it for any longer. A sweat breaks over Sekuru Aaron’s brow. It’s hard work, and he is clearly tired as he greets us. He
nonetheless manages a smile, clearly proud of his work. It doesn’t seem that he’ll stop growing tobacco in the foreseeable future. Putting aside her disdain
for tobacco, Mudhumheni Muza offers him some advice on how best to cure what looks like a good crop.

In mid-February, 2018, my uncle, aunt and I drive around 180 km north-west of Harare, to visit a relative who has taken on a resettled farm about 20 km
outside the farming town of Karoi. When we stop for refreshments at the OK supermarket in the farming town of Chinhoyi, my uncle meets an old
acquaintance. He has moved permanently to a nearby A2 farm and, judging by the enthusiasm with which he discusses his farming, appears to be doing well.

The Sekuru we are visiting in Karoi is a former war veteran who settled full time on his medium-sized farm in the 1990s. He is even more enthusiastic about
his new life as a commercial farmer. I have lost count of the number of times I have been told, both by Sekuru himself and other relatives, that it’s really
worth paying his farm a visit. And with good reason. As you near his farm, a full-to-capacity dam appears in the distance. It services his and several other
resettlement farms in the area. The farm has tall green maize fields. There are too many other crops to count. The compound he has built, following the neo-
traditional style, is stunning. The several dhandhuru are tiled, the master bedroom with a built-in bed. There are two large, round kitchens, one for cooking,
and one for dining. As we sit in their well-appointed dining kitchen, we are almost embarrassed as his wife presents us the elaborate meal she has prepared –
sadza rezviyo, chicken stew, sugar beans, rape, okra – all from their land. When we leave, their family struggles to carry and load the double cab with the
produce they have brought for us to take home.

As we return to Harare, I try to press my uncle, a retired businessman and A2 farmer, on his view of land reform success. Eventually he offers: “It really is a
mixed bag. It depends on the area. It depends on the farmer. Some are doing incredibly well. Some are doing badly. The yields are not as great as in the past.
But overall productivity is improving.”

I bring up Mudhumheni Muza’s view on the social cost of tobacco farming. My uncle is not too interested: “Look, Muza is now doing more than agricultural
work and extending herself as a social worker. Here, I am only concerned with the economic aspect of things.”

In many ways, I believe, the very failure to think more holistically about land reform and what it means for social relations has created a situation where
many women have been left behind. In 2000, at the commencement of the fast track program, 81 per cent of women and 58 per cent of men were engaged in
Zimbabwe’s agricultural economy. And yet, while national figures are inconclusive, it would appear that the vast majority of resettled farmers are men. The
few women who have benefitted in their own right are largely ex-combatants turned civil servants who were able to use their relative privilege to access
land. Government later tried to address some of the issues facing women’s access to land with the introduction of joint naming of spouses in offer letters for
A2 farms. This still did not address the problem, particularly in communal areas where women are subject to the old colonial and patriarchal customary law.

In thinking about my grandmother Chiganze, I am inclined to think that there are parallels between  her decision not to claim new lands, even after her
brother-in-law had called on her and the fact that her situation as a widowed woman had not been considered in the field days assessments. Both of these I
believe, are reflective of the broader ways in which African women are often erased in our imagining of land and liberation. The patriarchal politics of land
is consistent with what Horace Campbell calls the “patriarchal model of liberation”. The stunted vision of land is not limited to political leaders. It is after all
the small farmers of Gandiya village who boast “tisu tave mabhunhu acho” (We are now the new boers). For all our aspirations towards African liberation,
our imaginations often remain beholden to symbols of colonial patriarchal success.

In many ways, the soil’s return has been a painful experience. In just as many ways, it has been a heartening one. Without a doubt, land reform has driven an
unprecedented transformation of an agricultural system built on the unjust conquest of Zimbabwe’s land and people. It has radically changed who can be a
farmer and how farming can be practised. As an African woman, who stubbornly holds on to her birthright to the soil, I can only hope that time can help us
rise above those limitations in our visions of humanity and liberation.
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ARMY ARRANGEMENT
By Chimurenga (https://chimurengachronic.co.za/author/chimurenga/) on April 9, 2018 (2018-04-09T09:39:22+0200) in Media & Propaganda
(https://chimurengachronic.co.za/category/archive/media-propaganda/), Systems of Governance (https://chimurengachronic.co.za/category/archive/systems-of-governance/)

News of President Robert Gabriel Mugabe’s imminent ouster from office continues to swirl. After nearly four decades at the helm The Commander-in-Chief
is set to be removed by his own army, any day now. As the country waits, Bernard Matambo traces the intrigues of factional politics within Zimbabwe’s
ruling party, ZANU-PF, the mistrust and ambition which have led to the break in the chain of command.

The General’s Speech

General Constantino Chiwenga, the Commander of the Zimbabwe Defence Forces, sits in a meeting room at King George VI (KGVI) army barracks.
Flanked by the Zimbabwean military’s top brass, he glances twice to his left, adjusts his spectacles and, in a grave voice, salutes his general officers and
welcomes the press. The date is 13 November 2017.

Like his late predecessor, General Vitalis Zvinavashe, Chiwenga hardly ever held press conferences. The generals, it seems, reserve their pronouncements for
a few public holidays associated with the military – Independence Day, Heroes’ Day, Defence Forces Day – and also, of course, election season. It is not
election season; it is November, a month in Zimbabwe carrying with it none of the usual military-affiliated holidays that would entice KGVI to emerge from
the barracks and show their clean-shaven heads in the press and on television.

November can be a hot, gruelling month in Zimbabwe. The skies are clear and low, and the sunshine is everywhere. The land, scabbed, awaits the first rains.
Harare records temperatures in the high 30s Celsius, still suffering the hangover of the previous month’s heatwave. But if the Harare rumour mill is to be
believed, at ZANU–PF headquarters, the temperatures are in the upper 60s and climbing, for there is upheaval in the party. Things are not well. The vice
president, Emmerson Dambudzo Mnangagwa, has just a week earlier been unceremoniously fired from both the ruling party and national government. For
well over a year, Mnangagwa and his loyalists within the party have been duelling with a rival group of ruling party politicians that have closed ranks around
First Lady Grace Mugabe. Tensions that were once oblique and simmering in the undercurrent of the party, have surfaced and turned vocal.

For Zimbabweans, the ructions provide for a disquieting

spectacle. Led by an increasingly powerful first lady, the charge against Mnangagwa progressively turns acerbic, with the VP openly humiliated in the press
and at national party rallies where, on stage a few seats from President Mugabe and his wife, Mnangagwa is seen taking it all in. If the first lady’s words pain
him, he gives nothing away. He remains calm and stoic on the podium, looking into the horizon as though the storm is happening in a distant place he has
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never heard of. It is uncomfortable to watch and not long after – indeed a few days following a rally at Bulawayo’s White City Stadium – Robert Mugabe
relieves his trusted comrade of his duties. For his own safety, Mnangagwa, a former spy chief and key ally of General Chiwenga in the factional world of
ZANU–PF succession politics, flees the country.

But here now is Chiwenga, calmly facing the cameras and microphones. He looks resolute. And if his voice was sombre when he greeted his general officers,
as he begins reading his prepared speech, Chiwenga’s voice gradually builds up and becomes stronger, as though something is marshalling the confidence
within him, powering his message through and disseminating it into the quiet room.

His message is this: there is indisputable instability within ZANU–PF and, as a result, great anxiety within the country. The party of liberation, Chiwenga
says, has been infiltrated by counter-revolutionaries who are seeking to destroy it from within and hand the country back to foreign domination; as such, the
gains of the liberation struggle are now under threat, and the army as major stakeholder is obliged to take corrective measures. Reckless utterances
denigrating the military, and purging of party officials with a liberation background must stop, Chiwenga states, and the known counter-revolutionaries must
be exposed and fished out.

This is uncharted territory. General Chiwenga, it seems, is freely wading into the ZANU–PF succession battle. A ferocious animal is entering the waters, but
the tide of the river is uncertain. The temperature in Harare rises a few notches. Things, as Zimbabweans say, have ascended to another level. While the
impartiality of the Zimbabwean military has been routinely questioned over the years, never before has the military come out in such a nakedly partisan
manner. More crucially, never before has it effectively called the ruling party to order. While the General had referred to the constitution of Zimbabwe,
namely Section 212, which states that the function of the Defence Forces is to protect Zimbabwe, its people, its national security and interests, and its
territorial integrity. This reference had made for an unconvincing element in his argument; as according to section 213 only the President as Commander in
Chief has the power to determine the operational use of the Zimbabwe Defence Forces. Is this the beginning of an attempted coup? Has Zimbabwe’s longest
serving full general finally overstepped the mark? What is happening in Harare? Which way will things go?

It all comes with the sense of smell

It isn’t in the churn of the Harare rumour mill yet, but it will soon be. A few days prior to General Chiwenga’s speech, President Mugabe reportedly
summons Commissioner General of the Zimbabwe Republic Police, Augustine Chihuri and his deputy, Innocent Matibiri. As part of a plan to purge the
security services of Mnangagwa loyalists, Mugabe tasks Chihuri and Matibiri to detain General Chiwenga upon his return from official business in China.
Mugabe reportedly knows of Chiwenga’s loyalty to Mnangagwa.

Mugabe, in one version of events, can smell a military coup approaching. While the military leadership and the president have for years enjoyed a symbiotic
relationship, the bond of late has begun to loosen. Never having uttered a word against the military in decades, the president chastises the generals in public
at the 2015 ZANU–PF congress at Victoria Falls, reminding them to stay out of politics. More damaging, however, is the president’s failure to reign in his
wife and some of the cabinet ministers allied to her. For the generals, it appears, the writing was on the wall.

But here now are Chihuri and Matibiri with a job to do. The two men reportedly assemble several police agents, mainly from the Zimbabwe Republic Police
Support Unit, the police service’s abhorred paramilitary wing. On the day of Chiwenga’s return, they show up at the newly renamed Robert Gabriel Mugabe
International Airport, ready to arrest him. But this is Zimbabwe and, unbeknownst to them their plan has leaked. Military intelligence not only catches whiff
of the intended operation, but also its specific details. They alert Chiwenga well before he leaves China. A plan is put in place to secure the general’s landing.

A team of soldiers reportedly disguised as National Handling Services (NHS) freight company workers, enters the airport and, as the police take up their
positions to arrest Chiwenga, the soldiers react. Outnumbered and outgunned, the police are disarmed and the plan is foiled. General Chiwenga remains a
free man. But things certainly cannot continue as usual. Something has to give.

Three Men

The intrigues of factional politics within Zimbabwe’s ruling party symbolically begin more innocuously. In a simple black and white photograph.

The year is 1980, on the 27 January. Here is Robert Mugabe smiling brightly and making his way through a 200,000–strong crowd. It is his first rally back
on Zimbabwean soil. A ceasefire has been signed and the war is over. The pulse of the unborn country beats out wildly, anticipating political independence.
For many in the crowd, he has been, up to this point, an eloquent voice on the radio, the learned force behind the struggle. Here he is now in the flesh,
donning a safari suit, smiling without inhibition, fist pumping the air. He is here, Robert Mugabe has returned. To his left, he is flanked by his personal aide
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and the head of internal security in ZANU, Emmerson Mnangagwa. On his right is the military hero, leader of the guerrilla army, Solomon Tapfumaneyi
Mujuru. These three men are walking towards a country that has not yet been born, a country in which over the years, they shall fall out with each other.
Each shall create his own perimeter of party allies. Things will be triggered by the death, in September 2003, of Simon Muzenda, Robert Mugabe’s deputy of
28 years. With his position open, mistrust and ambition shall fuel the two men to jostle towards the centre. Mnangagwa, as party secretary for administration,
shall seek to replace Muzenda. He will seek the help of his own allies, one of them, a certain Jonathan Moyo. On his perceived path to power, Mnangagwa
will author what becomes known as the “Tsholotsho declaration”.

Mnangagwa’s plan, however, will be undone by Mujuru and his own allies, the latter’s faction putting sustained pressure on Mugabe and managing to weave
Mujuru’s wife – Joyce Teurai Ropa Mujuru – into the vice presidency in 2004, replacing Muzenda. Joyce Mujuru, a former guerrilla leader and a generation
removed from Mugabe, will for nearly a decade be considered the ageing leader’s understudy.

But that will all change.

Solomon Mujuru dies in 2011, his body burnt beyond recognition in an inferno at his farmhouse, the fire supposedly started by a candle that the General, in
an inebriated state, forgets to put out. The evidence, however, suggests the fire was fuelled by an accelerant. Spear-headed by an until-then shy and reserved
Grace Mugabe, a charge to unseat Joyce Mujuru ensues, the attacks on her overwhelming and relentless. They play into the hands of the other man who has
been biding his time, Emmerson Mnangagwa. The assault on Mujuru culminates in Mnangagwa ascending to the vice presidency.

But these things the photo cannot tell us: it cannot tell us the future. It cannot tell us, too, that Mnangagwa’s turn in the fire shall come. It cannot tell us what
he will do then.

The Guide

Monday 13 November 2017, 8pm. Zimbabweans sit glued to their television screens, awaiting the evening news broadcast. ZBC, the national broadcaster is
meant to be impartial, yet it has relieved itself of all pretence and comfortably serves as the ruling party’s mouth piece. Zimbabweans, it appears, have
learned to listen to the subtext of the official news. Now they expect an official response to General Chiwenga’s speech. Video clips of it are shared across
social media and, while Robert Mugabe is in the twilight of his life, at 93 he remains the resolute and largely inflexible no-nonsense leader; either him or the
party will have to issue an equally strong response.

Zimbabweans are disappointed. The news hour passes with no reference to the day’s key event. It appears that, according to ZBC, no general has issued a
speech and, as such, no response is required. The non-response, however, is telling: the temperature has risen another few degrees. A blackout on ZBC about
the speech seems to have been ordered. This reeks of an uncertain ruling party, one that has yet to figure a path out of the quagmire that Chiwenga has
created. Perhaps the government is trying to buy some time. Only time will tell.

On the internet, however, the responses to the General’s speech launch almost immediately, setting Zimbabwean social media ablaze. Most notably,
Professor Jonathan Moyo, Minister of Higher and Tertiary Education and Chiwenga’s sworn enemy, responds through his Twitter account. “Kungovukura
vukura ini zete kuvata zvangu!” Moyo announces, dismissing Chiwenga’s words as the mere barking of a dog.

It is an excoriating remark. Chiwenga and Moyo have been trading mutual un-pleasantries in the Zimbabwean newspapers for months, with Chiwenga often
asserting that Moyo is an enemy of the state bent on destroying the ruling party from within. Moyo, in kind, offers broad but unambiguous allegations of
Chiwenga and his allies’ involvement in the Gukurahundi genocide of 1981-1987, a genocide in which Moyo lost members of his immediate family,
including his father. More pointedly, Moyo often questions the veracity of Chiwenga’s PhD coursework with the University of Kwazulu–Natal.

As one of the ruling party politicians allied to the first lady, Professor Jonathan Moyo has no reason to worry; his camp, a week earlier, had successfully
ejected Mnangagwa from the party. Furthermore, the provinces have begun nominating Grace Mugabe to replace the former VP. The bigger battles are won.
The matter of the general is no big news. Jonathan Moyo can sleep peacefully, and ZANU–PF will follow his lead; they will sleep on an official response
until the morning. Another camp suggests that the Robert Mugabe Zimbabweans have known for 37 years will not tolerate such a naked and direct challenge
to his authority. When morning comes, he will tear into Chiwenga. By reading the statement, Chiwenga has effectively signed his own dismissal papers. But
Chiwenga is no fool, another school argues. He will not stick his neck so far out unless he has an ace up his sleeve. What is his ace?

While his speech is not an ultimatum, one wonders what will happen if the ruling party does not comply with the speech’s three recommendations. No dates
or specific retaliatory actions are mentioned, and neither does the speech allude to any interest in such; only that the ruling party is obliged to take corrective
measures. This, theoretically, can mean anything.

Something about Chiwenga’s speech carries the whiff of General Abdel Fattah el-Sisi’s pronouncements in 2013, when, as Minister of Defence and Egypt’s
highest ranked soldier, he issued a 48-hour ultimatum during that year’s political crisis, threatening that the Egyptian army would intervene if a solution to
the country’s crisis was not found. Forty-eight hours later, El-Sisi effectively removed Egypt’s first democratically elected leader, President Mohamed Morsi,
from office. But Egypt’s was an active national crisis, one that soundly engulfed the whole nation and all levels of society. In contrast, the Zimbabwean
situation is one of only a single party’s failure to manage its internal affairs, to attend to its widening cracks and crevices. Yet, one still wonders whether the
Zimbabwean situation will play out the Egyptian way and end up with a sitting president out of office – and not just any president, but one of the world’s
longest-serving presidents and, at 93, its eldest by a country mile. It is a stretch of the imagination, but not an implausible one. Only time will tell.

If the road to be taken is a military coup, however, then the Zimbabwean military has a big problem on their hands. A very big problem. Military coups have
become worse than unfashionable on the continent since the advent of the African Union and the African Renaissance – out are the coup mongers and in are
the African problem solvers, who look among themselves and not to the West for help. Whereas for decades coups were simply things to be frowned upon by
other African leaders, with the usurpers at worst receiving a wag of the finger, getting into power through a military coup is no longer acceptable. There will
be no more slaps on the wrist of the hand that tries to enter the cookie jar. Getting into power through a military coup is akin to showing up for a birthday
party with the bubonic plague; no longer can you be part of the club.

The Zimbabwean military will have to face a continental body whose credibility had been built on fostering democracy and maintaining peace and security
among member states.  A coup d’état is not something the AU will stand for. If this is the option the military is looking at, no joy it seems, awaits them on the
other side; particularly not with a coup against Robert Mugabe. He has the arsenal of the Zimbabwean constitution on his side. Section 208, part 2 states

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 928 of 1031



4/5/23, 5:36 PM ARMY ARRANGEMENT | Chimurenga

https://chimurengachronic.co.za/army-arrangement/ 4/9

clearly: “Neither the security services nor any of their members may, in the exercise of their functions: a) act in a partisan manner b) further the interest of
any political party or cause c) prejudice the interest of any political party or cause d) violate the fundamental rights or any freedoms or any person.”

The date is 2017,Monday, 13 November. Zimbabweans go to sleep in their familiar beds. Yet, something in the air is different. The following day is Tuesday,
14 November.

The t-word

Kudzi Chipanga stands at the head of the table in a wood-panelled room at ZANU–PF headquarters. Flanked by other youth league members, Chipanga
hands are in the air and he is clapping rhythmically, singing along to the song the youths are immersed in. The slightly opened blinds reveal the lazy yellow
light of mid-morning Harare. The song is implicitly denouncing General Chiwenga’s speech, with one beefy youth in particular heavily punching the air
before him, his whole body shaking with the exertion of it, as though he is a heavyweight boxer who has stepped into the ring and is psyching himself up
before a championship bout. It seems he is spoiling for a physical fight with the General, but that will have to wait. 

As ZANU–PF youth secretary, Chipanga occupies a powerful position within the party. He leads one of its three key wings, the other two occupied by
Mugabe (first secretary) and his wife Grace, who leads the women’s league. Having aligned himself to the group closest to Grace Mugabe, Chipanga and the
youth league, are, in a way, the group’s first line of defence. Chipanga is playing his part.

The music comes to a stop and Kudzi Chipanga sits before the camera and microphones. He announces first that his statement is being issued without fear,
regret or compunction in defending the revolution and the leader, Robert Gabriel Mugabe. This is the party’s first response, and Chipanga is using big words,
words like regret and fear. But this is only the beginning. Soon he is on the go, marshalling the bits within him that he most likely believes resemble his
inner-younger-Mandela. This, he says, referring to defending the revolution, is an ideal we [the youth] live for, and if need be, we are prepared to die for.
Chipanga has taken the nation to the sweet spot, heightening the stakes. The vanguard is willing to lay down lives for the revolution and its leader.

The last youth league leader to express such sentiments was Julius Malema, in his defence of Jacob Zuma. Malema, then firebrand youth leader of South
Africa’s African National Congress (ANC), later falls out with Zuma, forms his own revolutionary party and campaigns for the eventual removal of Zuma
from office. If this is an omen of things to come, Chipanga and his leader are heading for a fallout. But then again, what do omens know of anything?
Chipanga and his leader are their own men.

Chipanga goes on to assert that Chiwenga’s statement is an expression of his own opinions, those not shared by the rest of the command structure. He quotes
the same section of the constitution that Chiwenga has referenced, then offers an equal and opposite interpretation of it, a reading that leaves the general in
violation of the country’s constitution. “We the youth are watching in our millions,” Chipanga says, “and those who wish to ride on the back of the tiger will
end up on the inside of the tiger.”

It is a clear provocation to the military leadership, most of whom at an age younger than Chipanga’s youthful 30-something had risked their lives in the
liberation war. But Chipanga, a born free, is pulling no punches and taking no prisoners. He does not need them where he is going. He closes his statement
by quoting Robert Mugabe, albeit clumsily: “The guns will follow the politics not the politics following the guns.” The quote itself is an attempt to backtrack
from an earlier statement Robert Mugabe had given during the height of the liberation war. “Our votes must go together with our guns, Mugabe had said,
“After all, any vote we shall have, shall have been the product of the gun. The gun, which produces the vote, should remain its security officer – its
guarantor. The people’s votes and the people’s guns are always inseparable twins.” It was a statement meant to assert a symbiotic relationship between the
guerrilla armies and the black African population. It had worked for its time. But in post-independence Zimbabwe, the statement now carries with it an aura
that keeps the military and former liberation war combatants very closely interested in the ballot box and its potential outcomes. Now that the President and
the military are in a thaw, politics is trying to get ahead of the gun once again.

Chipanga’s comrades in the room applaud him with drugged enthusiasm. It has been a tough speech, a tough pointed speech directed at a military leadership
that in turn prides its own strength and resilience. The ball is now in the military’s court.

But if politics is to lead the gun, as Chipanga says, the senior politicians for now are missing in action. For all of Chipanga’s bravado, General Chiwenga’s
speech was not directed at the youth league, but the entire party. While sending the youth league to respond to the general may be meant as a slap to his face,
it is evidently an insufficient response from the party. And while Chiwenga mentions nothing of the government, it is clear the executive’s authority is under
threat. The executive, however, will not respond. Robert Mugabe carries on with the business of the day. While Harare throbs with intrigue and gossip, he
chairs a cabinet meeting which, as usual, goes on for most of the day. He emerges after 6 pm to head back to his private estate, the Blue Roof mansion in
Borrowdale Brook.

By late afternoon, some news begins to trickle into the Harare rumour mill. Four tanks are spotted on the Chinhoyi highway; they are making their way
towards Harare. Four tanks. No, six. One of them has broken down on the highway. Soon, photos of the broken-down tank begin to circulate on social
media. If this is a coup, it is off to an ominous start. It seems amateurish and not well thought-out. Has no care been taken to at least check the equipment
before moving it? Is there an actual operation underway anyway? Things seem unclear.

Soon a video surfaces, shot from a stationery car parked on the shoulder of the road. The camera at first seems to be simply shooting footage of a dark strip
of road engulfed by a dull Harare grey, the sort of grey that envelopes the city before a storm. A woman’s voice soon emerges in the background however,
warning the videographer not to try and be a champion, supposedly by taking the footage. Tired of the Western media’s portrayal of Africa in general and
Zimbabwe in particular, Zimbabweans are generally camera-averse. It isn’t unheard of to have phones and video cameras seized and people manhandled for
trying to shoot unauthorised footage. Soon, however, through the dull grey a multitude of tanks and armoured trucks are seen coming into view, zooming
past the car, heading towards the city. We have seen more than ten of these, the videographer says, and these guys are not smiling at anyone.

The temperature is rising. No longer simply a rumour of four or six, the cavalcade of tanks could be seen roaring down the highway. They are coming from
Inkomo Barracks on the outskirts of the city. Inkomo, one of the military’s main barracks, is home to its mechanised brigade. Soon, more video footage of
even more tanks emerges, tearing down the highway. Some, it seems, are heading towards the Presidential Guard barracks in Dzivarasekwa, on the edge of
the city. Zimbabwean social media goes into overdrive. Some tanks are blocking Kirman Road, the road that leads to the Presidential Guard barracks. This
seems to confuse things. Are they off to defend the president against whatever physical threats are emanating from General Chiwenga’s statement? Are
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Chipanga and ZANU–PF correct, after all, that the General’s views are not those of the whole command chain of the defence forces? And is this another
section of the command taking action? Things are unclear and the situation is fluid. Excitement, intrigue, confusion seems to hang in each clip. “This is
real,” an incredulous voice says in one, “it’s happening.” “I think they mean to scare the old man,” another voice in another clip says. “They are for the old
man; they mean to scare him,” another voice adds calmly.

Robert Mugabe, 42 years at the helm of the ruling party, a position taken up following 11 years in Rhodesian prisons, does not have a track record of being
scared. And if the movement of these tanks and armoured trucks is an attempt at removing him from power, the evidence on record does not point to one
who will let go easily. Over the years since independence, he has skilfully ejected potential rivals from the ruling party, abolishing some key positions or
leaving them vacant along the way. He has absorbed some of them into his own, warding off any future pretenders and cementing his own overwhelming
power within the party. Even in recent years, when his power appeared to be waning, in the wake of electoral challenges, Mugabe manages to hold on to
power, even outmanoeuvring opposition leader Morgan Tsvangirai in a power sharing government (2009-2013) when it seemed obvious Tsvangirai had the
upper hand, at least theoretically. Granted, Tsvangirai is not tough to outflank, and Mugabe stubbornly refuses to initiate any security sector reforms. The
military is his. He won its support and loyalty back in the bush, back during the armed struggle. But now, it seems, that loyalty is being tested.

As ZANU–PF ’s spokesperson, Khaya Moyo, Minister of Publicity and Information has the unenviable task of fighting ZANU–PF ’s fires and flash floods in
the press. Today is no different. It is after 6 pm and the party is finally issuing an official response to Chiwenga’s statement. Khaya Moyo emerges from the
cabinet meeting to face the press.

If the timing of the response is an attempt to understate the gravity of the situation, or to contain the potential fallout from the general’s speech, the content of
Khaya Moyo’s statement points to anything but. Chiwenga’s utterances do not represent the views of the rest of the command and are meant to disturb
national peace and stability, the statement says, before going on to use the t-word: Chiwenga’s statement suggests treasonable conduct on the general’s part,
as this is meant to incite insurrection and violent challenge to constitutional order. Khaya Moyo is responding on behalf of both the ruling party and
government.

Finally, the government is responding; the gloves are coming off. But the gloves, it seems, are coming off too late. The statement is ignorant of the day’s
events, implying a government out of touch with its own environment. By late Tuesday evening, nearly 40 army trucks, including tanks and armoured
personnel carriers are stationed at Two Presidential Guard Barracks in Dzivarasekwa, awaiting orders. By 9:30 pm, further orders are received and as the
tanks move forward onto Harare’s well-worn, potholed streets, Zimbabwe is making its way down a path unknown.

The tanks and armoured vehicles head towards central Harare, sealing off the supreme court, ZANU–PF  headquarters, the parliament building and
Munhumutapa building, the executive seat of government. As some tanks fan out to other strategic locations within the city, others head into the northern
suburbs of Harare, where several of the Zimbabwean elite live. They are heading to the residencies of government officials perceived to be allies of First
Lady Grace Mugabe.

Sometime before midnight, the military seizes ZBC Pockets Hill studios, from where the national broadcaster transmits televised news. It is a page from a
coup manual. This time, there will be no blackout on whatever news is to come. “The government is intact”, Zimbabwe’s ambassador to South Africa is
quoted by the BBC as telling Reuters. He dismisses any talk of a coup despite claims otherwise on social media.

Explosions are heard in Harare, the BBC reports a few hours later. They are coming in the direction of the northern suburbs. This, however, could mean
anything, as the northern suburbs is a broad descriptor covering a vast geography including State House, the official residency of the president, all the way to
Borrowdale Brooke, where Robert Mugabe actually resides. Such heavy explosions, however, are rare in Harare. The last significant explosions of this scale
occurred late in 1978, during the liberation war. Was this to be taken as a sign?

Khaya Moyo is on the telephone with one of Robert Mugabe’s most trusted lieutenants, Dr Sidney Sekeramayi, Minister of Defence. Does he know what is
happening, Moyo wants to know. Sekeramayi says no, then says he will call General Chiwenga to find out. General Chiwenga tells the Minister of Defence
he will get back to him. General Chiwenga does not. General Chiwenga, it seems, has read The African Coup Manual well: the fewer people in the know, the
better your chances. The general seems to be on track.

The Instrument of Time

A favoured instrument of torture during the 1980s by apartheid South Africa police interrogators was the instrument of time. Between sessions of physical
torture, interrogators would shift the time on a visible clock, thus heightening the prisoner’s sense of disorientation in the torture chamber. It was designed to
both confuse and break their spirit, heightening their sense of isolation and triggering feelings of perpetual suffering.

But the arms of time themselves do not have to be moved to heighten feelings of disorientation for an individual already in the face of debilitating and
overwhelming odds, particularly when their life is under threat. It is unclear, however, if these considerations account for the seeming inconsistencies in not
only time but, also, the exact events that take place in the late hours of 14 November  2017, the hours that bleed into the smaller ones of 15 November.

Shortly after 7 pm, Grace Mugabe puts in a phone call to a cabinet minister. She is asking to get WhatsApp and Twitter shut down in Zimbabwe. This phone
call is most likely to the recently appointed Cyber Security and Threat minister, Patrick Chinamasa.

No one will stand for a coup, she adds. It cannot happen. The minister reportedly tells Grace Mugabe that this is the role of another minister, not his. Is there
anything that can be done, Robert Mugabe follows up on the same line. The minister offers the same response, then the phone goes dead.

This is simply one version of how these hours bleed. In another version, around 9 pm at Robert Mugabe’s mansion in Borrowdale Brooke, Grace Mugabe
summons Albert Ngulube, the Central Intelligence Organization (CIO) head of the president’s security detail. Robert Mugabe is asleep and no one wants to
wake him up. But Grace has just arrived home from a meeting in Mazowe where she owns land and a school, and has built an orphanage. She has noticed
tanks on the road and wants to know what is going on. Ngulube, a central intelligence veteran, does not know. At 10 pm or so, however, he decides to head
over to the CIO headquarters where he thinks he will be better placed to find out. On his way to headquarters, Ngulube comes across the military.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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What happens immediately after this, remains unclear; three various threads of the tale appear. In one version, Ngulube stops to confront the soldiers and
threatens to shoot them, before he is assaulted himself. In another version however, the soldiers are said to appear out of nowhere, and throw him into an
armoured truck. In this version, Ngulube is able to put in a phone call to his wife before his cellphone, along with his gold chain and watch, are seized by the
military. A third version has Ngulube noticing he is being followed. He pulls over and in turn is seized by the soldiers.

The threads, however, bind and hold at the end; in every version, the troops accuse him of spying for the President. This is essentially true; as head of
civilian intelligence in Zimbabwe, it is widely acknowledged as essentially part of his job description. How he is seized, however, will become immaterial to
how he is treated.

Not having heard back, at 10:30 pm or so, Grace Mugabe puts in a call to Ngulube. Ngulube, a spymaster, has cleverly saved the first lady’s sensitive phone
number as first lady. Upon noticing the identity of the caller, the troops explode and begin assaulting him. Unconfirmed reports will later state that he is
taken to the Presidential Guard Headquarters, stripped naked and assaulted for hours. The beatings will only stop following intervention from the military
police. At that point, Ngulube is near death.

Earlier that evening, in another part of Borrowdale, Kudzi Chipanga receives a phone call at around 6 pm. It is the Police Protection Unit (PPU). They need
his residential address, they say; they have intelligence that he is going to be attacked that evening by unknown assailants. Would he come down to ZRP
Morris Depot? Chipanga, who already has four private security guards on his property, complies. He makes his way to ZRP Morris Depot and returns home
with a police constable assigned to protect him.

Later that same night, around 2 am, Chipanga receives another call, this time from Savior Kasukuwere, the powerful Minister of Local Government and
National Housing. Kasukuwere, an energetic, tough and relatively youthful party bureaucrat also serves as national commissar of the party. It is in this latter
role that he has fallen out with the war veterans, key Mnangagwa allies. Kasukuwere wants to know if Chipanga is safe.

Only hours before, Kasukuwere receives a phone call of his own. It is from his friend and political ally, Professor Jonathan Moyo. This is no night to be
sleeping, Professor Moyo knows, particularly not at his own home. He has been tipped off about an impending attack on his home and warned not to spend
the night there. Taking heed of the advice, Professor Moyo calls Kasukuwere, seeking refuge for himself and his family. Kasukuwere takes his friend in.

Now he wants to know if Chipanga is okay. Kasukuwere tells Chipanga his own house has come under attack by unknown people who had fired guns. He is
certain the home of Ignatius Chombo, the finance minister, is also under attack. Chombo, Kasukuwere is certain, has been picked up. Kasukuwere then tells
Chipanga he is headed to Mugabe’s Blue Roof mansion to seek refuge himself. Kudzi Chipanga has to act and is back on the phone. He contacts the PPU for
advice. What should he do? he asks. The PPU advises him to run. “Run or seek refuge at Borrowdale Police Station”, they say.

Chipanga chooses the latter. He takes his wife with him. There, according to Chipanga, they are kept for two hours before assailants pounce and assault
them. Later, Chipanga and his wife are handcuffed, blindfolded and bundled into a vehicle. He is taken to an unknown location. Kasukuwere, Moyo, and
their families, by all indications, make it to the Blue Roof. As wanted people, how had they accessed the Blue Roof mansion, if Ngulube was picked up by
troops keeping watch over it? Moyo would later share that, on the night, 15 to 25 heavily armed Special Air Service (SAS) came to his residence, destroyed
the gate and entrance of his home and shot their way into every room looking for him. They would not find him, as Moyo, wisely, was not there. But it is
unclear how Moyo was privy to this information.

Even more strangely, however, the assailants with guns, as Kasukuwere had put it in his call to Chipanga, would only fire at his residence from the outside.
They would not destroy the entrance to his home and shoot their way from room to room as had happened at Moyo’s home and, as it turns out, Chombo’s
residence as well. Are the assailants given a range of orders – pick up Chombo and Moyo, scare Kasukuwere to his boots? At Kasukuwere’s home, according
to Moyo, sustained gunfire carries on for 15 minutes, a painfully long time to be under siege by any account. But as suddenly as it begins, the gunfire stops.
Kasukuwere and Moyo emerge 10 minutes or so later to find the assailants gone.

As far as Grace Mugabe allies go, Chombo has it the worst. Earlier in the week, Chombo, still the party’s top bureaucrat as secretary of administration, calls
on provincial party structures to exercise restraint and observe procedure in the purging of Mnangagwa’s allies from the party. Mnangagwa’s allies are
dismissive of Chombo’s remarks. Now the shoe is on the other foot, and restraint and procedure, it seems, are not of much interest. The assailants shoot their
way into Chombo’s residence, who has private armed guards protecting his home. Following an exchange of gunfire outside, during which one of Chombo’s
guards is reportedly shot and killed, the assailants make their way into Chombo’s home. They rush in, wearing masks. All of them have guns. Chombo is to
be taken into military custody. He will mention nothing of the injuries he sustains from the military’s assault on him.

But in those same small hours, however, The Zim Media Review twitter account reiterates for the record that there is no coup in Zimbabwe. The review, it
seems, has done its part in reading The African Coup Manual closely. They have made some considerations. The ZBC, The Zim Media Review notes, has not
been cordoned off by soldiers and is on air as normal. Furthermore, Robert Mugabe has been in a cabinet meeting until around 6 pm that day, which again is
business as usual. There has been no house arrest, as has been purported in some outlets. Finally, The Zim Media Review notes, the presence of the tanks
earlier in the day is part of a junior cadet training exercise. Like the majority of Zimbabwean citizens within the country, The Zim Media Review is clearly
not aware of the events that have been taking place on what will turn out to be the most significant night in Zimbabwe’s post-independence history.

Asante Sana

Images of Colonel Mamadou Bamba begin to make the rounds in African social media groups. He sits in a television studio, looking both stunned and
sinister. It is early morning and the forcefulness of his stare reveals both terror and tiredness. In his hand, he holds a document from which he is now reading,
announcing a coup. This is  Ougadougou, Burkina Faso, 17 September 2015. Colonel Bamba is right to look terrified by his actions; the junta’s coup lasted
all of six days. It’s not a military coup until this guy shows up, the taglines accompanying the meme read. This too is true. A military officer has to show up
on screen, deny the coup, for an African coup to be a coup. Without knowing it, Zimbabweans are now awaiting this messenger. When will he arrive?

At 4 am Zimbabwean time, the drumbeat that precedes every news broadcast on ZBC television is heard. It is an unusual hour for a televised news
broadcast, but these are unusual times. On the screen sit two male news presenters. They are new to both the ZBC and the business of television. Dressed in
smart, crisp military uniform, they looked poised, calm and unhurried. Beneath their military headgear, they wear faces the majority of Zimbabweans have
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never cared to notice. While one of them is dressed in military fatigues, they are men cut from a separate cloth to Colonel Bamba. They appear in control, as
though sitting before the ZBC camera is their secret calling. Soon, the camera focuses on the officer in fatigues. In his hands he holds a document from
which he is about to read. He issues his morning greeting to the nation before proceeding to his statement, getting right to the point.

“Following the address we made on 13 November 2017, which we believe our main broadcaster, Zimbabwe Broadcasting Corporation and The Herald were
directed not to publicise,” he says, “the situation in our country has moved to another level.”

At this point, the camera zooms in on him. He looks healthy, likeable and serious, someone who could offer you a free dinner and actually mean it. The
nametag on his fatigue says “SB Moyo.” The military insignia on his shoulders spell out “Major General.” This is Major General SB Moyo. The we in his
speech insinuates the whole military is united, or at least its highest ranking officers are united. He assures the nation first, that Robert Mugabe and his
family are safe and sound, and that their security is guaranteed. “We are only targeting criminals around him who are committing crimes that are causing
social and economic suffering in the country in order to bring them to justice,” Major General Moyo says. “As soon as we have accomplished our mission,
we expect the situation to return to normalcy.”

After addressing various sections of Zimbabwean society, including the civil service, the judiciary, parliament, political parties, general citizens, the
churches, the youth, among others, Major General Moyo makes his point abundantly clear to the nation and the world: this is not a military takeover of
government. What the defence forces are doing, he says, is pacifying a degenerating political, social and economic situation in the country, which, if not
addressed, will result in violent conflict. He asks the war veterans, a bloc that over the past 12 months has famously fallen out with their patron, Robert
Mugabe, to play a positive role in ensuring peace, stability and unity in the country. All leave for defence forces members, he continues, is cancelled and all
members are to report to their barracks with immediate effect. He urges the other security services to cooperate, and makes it clear that the military intends to
address all human security threats in the country, and any provocation will be dealt with appropriately. Zimbabwe is now heading into unknown waters.

Robert Mugabe awakens in the same bed he went to sleep in, but in a different country. Earlier he receives a telephone call from President Jacob Zuma of
South Africa. Zuma himself is fighting his own battles, the latest being fending off, yet again calls for him to resign from office. But this is not about Zuma
and South Africa: this is about Mugabe and Zimbabwe. President Mugabe tells Zuma he is fine, but confined to his home.

This is Robert Mugabe, the African strongman. Not only is he saving face, giving the impression that he is in control, he is quietly issuing a signal to the
African Union and the regional body, the Southern African Development Community, that this is an internal Zimbabwean matter and, as such, will be
resolutely handled by Zimbabweans among themselves.

“It looks like a coup”, Alpha Condé, President of Guinea and current AU chairperson says later that day. Condé calls on the military to halt their actions and
restore constitutional order. But he has only said it looks like a coup, not that it is a coup. The AU, outside the SADC, for now does not have too much
muscle in the matter. There are no soldiers rampaging the streets and beating up people as in previous coups elsewhere on the continent; there are no guns
being fired randomly, and no one is being dragged by their belly fat from the hidden compartments of their homes. Indeed, there has been no sporadic and
wild expressions of joy. The sitting president has not fled and the military leaders under whose arrest he is are still saluting him as their commander-in-chief.
It looks like a coup that went to private school, African social media report, in awe of the absence of visible violence and anarchy.

Photos emerge later in the day of the military leadership and Robert Mugabe, shaking hands and smiling for the cameras. Reportedly now under house arrest,
Mugabe will be allowed out to preside over a graduation ceremony in his official role as chancellor of all national universities. The tanks, however, will stay
on the streets, keeping key institutions under watch while businesses carry on as usual in Harare. Citizens walk past them casually, largely unbothered by the
troops on the street. The new normal of the day carries on in Zimbabwe. But the new normal flaps like a duck, walks like a duck and quacks like a duck. It is
indeed a duck.

Things are happening in the background. As negotiations between the president and the military leadership stall, the levels, as Zimbabweans say, rise another
notch. Over the following days, Robert Mugabe sits tight as he is pressed to resign. He sits tight as Mnangagwa’s allies vociferously call on him to go,
vociferously call on Zimbabweans to come out on the streets in their millions over the following days and demonstrate against his rule, the same streets the
same men had once defended in Mugabe’s name against the same people they are now calling on. And wouldn’t you know it, the Zimbabwean people heed
the call. Democracy rights activists who had been thrown in jail by the police and had their families threatened by unknown assailants team up with expelled
ZANU–PF youth leaders, the military, and war veterans, in rallying calls for a national day of protest against Mugabe’s lengthy rule. Once, these sections of
society were at war with each other. The military which had reportedly assaulted Zimbabwean citizens in the run-off of the 2008 elections now stands
shoulder to shoulder with the very same citizens, with the citizens cheering them on. It is a Saturday when they all take to the streets, and march to State
House to express their displeasure.

It is not the first-time that Zimbabweans have wanted to do this. In June 2003, the Movement for Democratic Change had tried to rally Zimbabweans to
march towards State House and finally push Robert Mugabe away, but the military and the police were heavy-handed, and the protest never quite took off. It
seems now, however, everybody is on the same page, finally. Let’s get rid of him first; we will deal with the rest later, Zimbabweans say. But true to form,
Robert Gabriel Mugabe stays put. Then, on Sunday, he calls a press conference. All day he keeps the nation on tenterhooks. What is he going to say?

He is finally going to resign, the rumour mill rages on. It makes sense, the Saturday crowds were enormous. The nation waits. Finally, he appears on national
television. In come the generals, each saluting him and shaking his hand. It looks like the end of something, something that perhaps could have been ended
years earlier and with better dignity. But that has not been the path taken. Finally, he sits down and faces the cameras. At 93, he looks and sounds every bit
like a 93-year-old would at such a late hour, after a gruesome day, and such a cruel, cruel week. He struggles through his speech, and for more than 20
minutes the nation listens carefully as he says nothing. It is exasperating, but the longer he carries on, the less it all matters. His power is long gone, and so is
his authority. At the end of his speech, the generals barely clap. “Asante sana,” Robert Mugabe finally says. And Asante sana, Zimbabweans want to say
back.

Two days later, their chance will come. Dismissed from a party he helped found, sustain and partially destroy, facing impeachment from a parliament full of
ruling party legislators now crossing the floor to appease his former deputy’s faction, Robert Mugabe signs his resignation letter and has it hurried to
parliament. First the legislators, and then the whole nation, erupts with unhinged joy. Finally, the nation exhales.

“Asante sana,” it says back.
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But is it all over? Has Robert Gabriel Mugabe finally called it a day, having been forced out by as obvious and nearly archaic an operation as a coup?

Only time will tell.

The pages of Zimbabwe’s history continue forward. The country ploughs on, a ship into the sea. The waters remain unknown.

This and other stories available in the new issue of the Chronic, “The Invention of Zimbabwe”, which writes Zimbabwe beyond white fears and the Africa-
South conundrum.

The accompanying books magazine, XIBAARU TEERE YI (Chronic Books in Wolof) asks the urgent question: What can African Writers Learn from Cheikh
Anta Diop?

To purchase in print or as a PDF head to our online shop, or get copies from your nearest dealer (http://www.chimurenga.co.za/stockists).
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Bongani Kona

Who or what haunts you? Do recurrences draw you back in time? Are you nostalgic for lost futures? Does the present seem ghostly? These questions appear
in a recent issue of the PEN America journal on the subject of hauntings, a subject I’d like to turn to in this brief reflection, because, lately ghosts have been
on my mind. Since the coup d’état last November, I have been thinking about the dead. Although, to say I have been thinking about the dead suggests some
choice in the matter. But we do not think about the dead – they haunt us.

A month ago, in December, I sat with my 97-year-old grandmother, Agnes in the dark of our living room (there had been a power failure), in the house I
grew up in. I can’t recall now what we had been talking about before we stumbled on the Liberation War, the Second Chimurenga (1965–1979), a subject she
hardly ever speaks about. My grandfather, Simon Kona, whose portrait hangs in our living room, was shot dead in 1979 – but that is a story for another time.

Those days, she said, it was not uncommon for a traveller walking along a dirt trail in the rural areas to be greeted by a skeleton. “Go and tell my family that
this is what has happened to me,” the bones would rise to say. “Kwezo ntsuku kunabantu abanintsi abasuka emakhayeni abo bengavalelisanga,” she said.
Scores of young men and women left their homes to join the war without saying goodbye properly, in the ritual sense. And now their restless souls, buried in
unmarked graves, begged to be returned.

I want to take seriously this proposition, that our present is haunted by the dead, and that their presence might stir up disorder in these amnesiac times, when
we are saturated with talk of progress, investor confidence, 100-day plans.

My own story of haunting begins on 14 November, at 10.35 am. H, a friend and colleague from Harare, and a former civil society activist asked what I
thought would happen. We were in his office hunched over a computer screen. Like millions of other Zimbabweans resident outside the country, we were
following live updates of events back home on social media. Tanks and armoured vehicles had sealed off roads leading to parliament and statehouse, and
rumours swirling online said the president and the first lady had been placed under house arrest. Is this the end game, you think? I started to say something…
um… but my voice sounded distant, unfamiliar, as if it belonged to a stranger standing nearby. I looked out the window, at the row of plane trees. Next, I had
a sensation of whirling, of being knocked off balance. Vertigo.

In the days that followed, I had this sensation each time I tried to speak. I didn’t have a grammar for what I was experiencing. I had been dislocated from the
present and possessed with thoughts of the dead. Adonis Musati (24), zigzagging across the street in Cape Town, and asking a construction worker for money
to buy a loaf of bread. He died on the pavement, his legs and arms outstretched, after eating half a loaf and taking a few sips of water. The only meal he’d
had in a fortnight. Washington King (21), “a Zimbabwean asylum seeker” according to the press, who died in a police cell in Woodstock (a neighbourhood I
lived in at the time). He hung himself with his tracksuit pants on the cell gate, an hour after his arrest for an attempted house break-in.

Who will remember all of these deaths? All of this suffering?

My own reaction to this moment caught me by surprise. I had long turned my back on Zimbabwe. I think to survive, to live, one had to. “Women forget the
pain of childbirth,” Joy Harjo writes, “All of us forget the moment of impact of painful accidents or incidents in our lives so we can go on, and not be
haunted by the memory of shock and pain.” When I immigrated to South Africa in 2004 to study for a Bachelor of Arts degree in Cape Town, aged 18 and
full of rage, I had felt then the need to forget – or be consumed by rage. Outside of my family, and a small circle of friends, strangers now, who appear
periodically on my Facebook feed, I disavowed any claim the country had over me. Sometimes, you have to sever a limb to save the body.

Like a chameleon, attuned to the presence of predators, I adapted my colours – mannerisms, speech and dress code – to fit the environment. I didn’t pass for
South African – though a few people I knew from those days did – but I went out of my way to remove any outward markers of Zimbabweanness. “Oh, but
you don’t sound Zimbabwean?” very often, nowadays, a friend or colleague will say. And true, I don’t. But this is an old story. The subaltern know how to
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read the signs that make them intelligible to the world, in order to subvert them.

But something else lurked behind my desertion. I had never felt like I truly belonged there. How to say this? Zimbabwe the nation-state is a paternal
inheritance. Passed down from father to son as in the days of the Old Testament. When you line up to collect your ID, after you turn sixteen, you are asked to
identify which village you come from (and it can only be the village where your father comes from), and who the headman is. These are questions which
situate you within an ethnic cartography of the nation-state. But like many, whose blood carry complicated histories, of movement, of both conquest and
betrayal, I cannot locate myself on that map. I have never met my biological father, and the maternal side of my family is made up of Xhosa speakers, who
settled in the country in the late 1800s.

Paternal inheritance aside, the politically saturated question of who is Zimbabwean, and who is not, already at the root of the first crisis of the postcolonial
state – the pogroms in Matabeleland in the early 1980s – narrowed considerably during the so-called Third Chimurenga. How else could the ZANU–PF state
justify its excesses? Unless, as Judith Butler says, within that political schema “certain lives [did] not qualify as lives,” and therefore “cannot be apprehended
as injured or lost [since] they are not first apprehended as living.”

In the 13 years I’ve lived in South Africa, then, I have been reluctant to give to Zimbabwe any more than it has already taken. And I have tried hard to forget
the trauma, the suffering, and the rage (which is always a mask for grief). But the distance I had placed between myself and my country of birth shortened
quite dramatically in October 2017. I had finished reading Hisham Matar’s astonishing memoir, The Return, part elegy for a lost father and part measure of
Libyan political life under Muammar Qaddhafi.

The book’s centre of gravity is the disappearance of Matar’s father, Jaballa, a businessman and a leading member of the executive committee of the National
Front for the Salvation of Libya, an opposition movement. In March 1990, having fled Libya in 1979, he was abducted by Egyptian secret service agents
from the family’s flat in Cairo, and handed over to Libyan authorities. Handcuffed and blindfolded, he ended up in Abu Salim, the infamous maximum
security prison, known as “Last Stop” – “the place where the regime sent all those it wanted to forget.” Jaballa Matar wrote three letters from inside Abu
Salim soon after, but was never heard from again.

“My father is both dead and alive,” Matar writes. “I do not have a grammar for him. He is in the past, present and future. Even if I had held his hand and felt
it slacken as he exhaled his last breath, I would still, I believe, every time I refer to him, pause to search for the right tense. I suspect many men who have
buried their fathers feel the same. I am no different. I live, as we all live, in the aftermath.”

Something cracked after I’d read The Return. Hisham Matar’s words chimed in the distance of my consciousness, like a church bell: I live, as we all live, in
the aftermath. And by chance that October, I met my first ghost. A young man, a taxi driver, in his late-20s, haunted by the violence he’d experienced post
the 29 March elections in 2008. A time which now seems so far away, but for him was as close, as present, as the breath in his nostrils.

ZANU–PF had lost the presidential race and its parliamentary majority and in response unleashed a wave of state violence, dubbed “Operation
Makavhoterapapi?”(Operation Where Did You Put Your Vote?). An operation presided over by the same army which would remove the president from office
hardly a month later. “They are killers, those people,” he said, as he dropped me off, at the intersection of Long and Orange Streets, “Where is Itai
Dzamara?” The journalist and political activist abducted from a barber shop in March 2015 is still missing. The question hung in the air as he drove away.

In that moment I felt ashamed. In my desire to forget, I had mirrored the regime’s cruelty: the denial of others’ suffering. What societies, what futures will we
build on the back of forgetting? What kind of nations from historical distortions and silences? “What is a just society,” Thabo Mbeki is said to have once
asked. His response: “a society that remembers.” Remembering. Remembrance. The refusal to forget. That is what the dead are calling us to do.

And so again I ask:

Who will count the dead?

Where will the names be written?

This and other stories available in the new issue of the Chronic, “The Invention of Zimbabwe”, which writes Zimbabwe beyond white fears and the Africa-
South conundrum.

The accompanying books magazine, XIBAARU TEERE YI (Chronic Books in Wolof) asks the urgent question: What can African Writers Learn from Cheikh
Anta Diop?

To purchase in print or as a PDF head to our online shop, or get copies from your nearest dealer (http://www.chimurenga.co.za/stockists).
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African Modes of Self-Writing

Achille Mbembe

translated by Steven Rendall

The only subjectivity is time. . . .
Gilles Deleuze, Cinéma 2: L’image-temps

O ver the past two centuries, intellectual currents have emerged whose goal
has been to confer authority on certain symbolic elements integrated into

the African collective imaginaire. Some of these trends have gained a following,
while others have remained mere outlines. Very few are outstanding in richness
and creativity, and fewer still are of exceptional power. 

At the intersection of religious practices and the interrogation of human
tragedy, a distinctively African philosophy has emerged. But governed though it
has been, for the most part, by narratives of loss, such meditation on divine sov-
ereignty and African people’s histories has not yielded any integrated philosoph-
ico-theological inquiry systematic enough to situate human misfortune and
wrongdoing in a singular theoretical framework.1 Africa offers nothing compara-

Public Culture 14(1): 239–273
Copyright © 2002 by Duke University Press

Ato Quayson and Ruth Marshall-Fratani critiqued an earlier version of this essay. Sarah Nuttall,
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ble, for example, to a German philosophy that from Luther to Heidegger has been
based not only on religious mysticism but also, more fundamentally, on the will
to transgress the boundary between the human and the divine. Nor is there any-
thing comparable to Jewish Messianism, which, combining desire and dream,
confronted almost without mediation the problem of the absolute and its promises,
pursuing the latter to its most extreme consequences in tragedy and despair,
while at the same time treating the uniqueness of Jewish suffering as sacred at
the risk of making it taboo.2 It is true that, following the examples of these two
metanarratives, contemporary African modes of writing the self are inseparably
connected with the problematics of self-constitution and the modern philosophy
of the subject. However, there the similarities end.

Various factors have prevented the full development of conceptions that might
have explained the meaning of the African past and present by reference to the
future, but chief among them may be named historicism. The effort to determine
the conditions under which the African subject could attain full selfhood, become
self-conscious, and be answerable to no one else soon encountered historicist
thinking in two forms that led it into a dead end. The first of these is what might
be termed Afro-radicalism, with its baggage of instrumentalism and political
opportunism. The second is the burden of the metaphysics of difference (nativism).3

The first current of thought—which liked to present itself as “democratic,” “rad-
ical,” and “progressive”—used Marxist and nationalist categories to develop an
imaginaire of culture and politics in which a manipulation of the rhetoric of
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2. See Gershom Scholem, Aux origines religieuses du judaïsme laïque: De la mystique aux
Lumières, ed. Maurice Kriegel (Paris: Calmann-Lévy, 2000); Yitzhak F. Baer, Galout: L’imaginaire
de l’exil dans le judaïsme, trans. Marc de Launay (Paris: Calmann-Lévy, 2000); Hannah Arendt, The
Jew as Pariah: Jewish Identity and Politics in the Modern Age (New York: Grove, 1978); and Sylvie
Anne Goldberg, La Clepsydre: Essai sur la pluralité des temps dans le judaïsme (Paris: Albin Michel,
2000).

3. To be sure, the two currents of thought adhere to no single theory of identity, politics, or cul-
ture. For different critiques, see Amady A. Dieng, Hegel, Marx, Engels et les problèmes de l’Afrique
noire (Dakar: Sankoré, 1978); Bogumil Jewsiewicki, Marx, Afrique et Occident: Les pratiques
africanistes de l’histoire marxiste (Montreal: McGill University, Centre for Developing-Area Studies,
1985); and Valentin Y. Mudimbe, The Idea of Africa (Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1994),
41–46. See also Mudimbe, Parables and Fables: Exegesis, Textuality, and Politics in Central Africa
(Madison: University of Wisconsin Press, 1991), 166–91. It can further be argued that in its attempt to
reconceptualize the problem of the subject, African feminism does not fundamentally alter the domi-
nant African Marxist, nationalist, or nativist understandings of subjectivity or concepts of human
intentionality. See, e.g., Amina Mama, Ayesha Imam, and Fatou Sow, eds., Engendering African
Social Sciences (Dakar: CODESRIA, 1997); and Ifi Amadiume, Re-inventing Africa: Matriarchy,
Religion, and Culture (London: Zed, 1997).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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4. This approach contrasts with the politics of black radical activity in the United States during the
twentieth century. In the latter case, attempts were made to organically conjoin Marxism and Black
Nationalism, to develop a praxis that would attend to both class and race in promoting social trans-
formation. See, for example, Cedric J. Robinson, Black Marxism: The Making of the Black Radical
Tradition (Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 2000); and the essay by Brent Hayes
Edwards, “The ‘Autonomy’ of Black Radicalism,” Social Text, no. 67 (2001): 1–12. 

5. Whether discussing it under the term alienation or deracination, it is francophone criticism that
has most fully conceptualized this process. See, in particular, Frantz Fanon, Black Skin, White Masks
[Peau noire, masques blancs], trans. Charles Lam Markmann (New York: Grove, 1967); Hamidou
Kane, L’aventure ambiguë (Paris: Julliard, 1961); and Fabien Eboussi Boulaga, La crise du Muntu:
Authenticité africaine et philosophie (Paris: Présence africaine, 1977), and Christianisme sans fétiche.

6. This is particularly applicable to English-language studies of Marxist political economy,
anthropology, or history. Sometimes these also rely on nationalist and dependentist theses. See, e.g.,
Claude Aké, A Political Economy of Africa (Harlow, England: Longman, 1981); Walter Rodney, How
Europe Underdeveloped Africa (Washington, D.C.: Howard University Press, 1981); and, on a more
general level, Samir Amin, Le développement inégal: Essai sur les formations sociales du capitalisme
périphérique (Paris: Editions de Minuit, 1973).

autonomy, resistance, and emancipation serves as the sole criterion for determin-
ing the legitimacy of an authentic African discourse.4 The second current of
thought developed out of an emphasis on the “native condition.” It promoted the
idea of a unique African identity founded on membership of the black race. 

Fundamental to both currents of thought are three historical events, broadly
construed: slavery, colonization, and apartheid. A particular set of canonical
meanings has been attributed to these three events. First, on the level of individ-
ual subjectivities, there is the idea that through the processes of slavery, colo-
nization, and apartheid, the African self has become alienated from itself (self-
division). This separation is supposed to result in a loss of familiarity with the
self, to the point that the subject, having become estranged from him- or herself,
has been relegated to a lifeless form of identity (objecthood). Not only is the self
no longer recognized by the Other; the self no longer recognizes itself.5

The second canonical meaning has to do with property. According to the dom-
inant narrative, the three events have led to dispossession, a process in which
juridical and economic procedures have led to material expropriation. This was
followed by a unique experience of subjection characterized by the falsification
of Africa’s history by the Other, which resulted in a state of maximal exteriority
(estrangement) and deracination. These two phases—the violence of falsification
and material expropriation—are said to be the main components of African his-
tory’s uniqueness and of the tragedy that is at its foundation.6

Finally, there is the idea of historical degradation: slavery, colonization, and
apartheid are supposed to have plunged the African subject not only into humili-
ation, debasement, and nameless suffering but also into a zone of nonbeing and
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social death characterized by the denial of dignity, heavy psychic damage, and
the torment of exile.7 These three fundamental elements of slavery, colonization,
and apartheid are said to serve as a unifying center of Africans’ desire to know
themselves, to recapture their destiny (sovereignty), and to belong to themselves
in the world (autonomy). 

By following the model of Jewish reflection on the phenomena of suffering,
contingency, and finitude, these three meanings might have been used as a starting
point for a philosophical and critical interpretation of the apparent long rise
toward nothingness that Africa has experienced all through its history. Theology,
literature, film, music, political philosophy, and psychoanalysis would have had to
be involved as well. But such a synthesis did not occur.8 In reality, the production
of the dominant meanings of these events was itself colonized by the two ideolog-
ical currents introduced above—the one instrumentalist, the other nativist—that
claim to speak in the name of Africa as a whole.9

In the remarks that follow, I examine these two currents of thought and draw
out their weaknesses. Throughout this discussion, I propose ways out of the dead
end into which they have led reflection on the African experience of self and the
world. Against the arguments of critics who have equated identity with race and
geography, I show how current African imaginations of the self are born out of
disparate but often intersecting practices, the goal of which is not only to settle
factual and moral disputes about the world but also to open the way for self-
styling. By emphasizing historical contingency and the process of subject forma-
tion, my aim is to reinterpret subjectivity as time. 
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7. On the problematics of slavery and reparation, see J. F. Ade Ajayi, “The Atlantic Slave Trade
and Africa,” and “Pan-Africanism and the Struggle for Reparation,” in Tradition and Change in
Africa: The Essays of J. F. Ade Ajayi, ed. Toyin Falola (Trenton, N.J.: Africa World Press, 2000). Cf.,
for a more subtle and sophisticated interpretation of slavery and its impact, Orlando Patterson, Slav-
ery and Social Death: A Comparative Study (Cambridge: Harvard University Press, 1982); and, on
“dispersion” as seen from the other side of the Atlantic, Paul Gilroy, The Black Atlantic: Modernity
and Double Consciousness (Cambridge: Harvard University Press, 1993).

8. To be sure, attempts have occasionally been made at such a project. Apartheid has been the 
subject of constant biblical interpretation. See, among others, Allan Boesak, Black and Reformed:
Apartheid, Liberation, and the Calvinist Tradition: Sermons and Speeches, comp. Mothobi Mutloatse,
ed. John Webster (New York: Orbis, 1984); and Desmond Tutu, Hope and Suffering (Grand Rapids,
Mich.: Eerdmans, 1984). Colonization has also been the subject of such interpretations. See, e.g.,
Oscar Bimwenyi-Kweshi, Discours théologique négro-africain: Problème des fondements (Paris:
Présence africaine, 1981); and Ela, Le cri de l’homme africain and Ma foi d’Africain.

9. See, e.g., Thandika Mkandawire and Charles C. Soludo, Our Continent, Our Future: African
Perspectives on Structural Adjustment (Trenton, N.J.: Africa World Press, 1999).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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10. See, e.g., Jacques Depelchin, “African Anthropology and History in the Light of the History
of FRELIMO,” Contemporary Marxism, no. 7 (1983): 69–88.

11. This tendency took shape during the last quarter of the twentieth century in ideological pro-
duction issuing not only from national institutions, such as the University of Dar-es-Salaam (Tanza-
nia), but also from regional ones, such as the Southern African Political Economy Series (SAPES)
Trust, based in Harare (Zimbabwe), and continental ones, such as the Council for the Development
of Social Science Research in Africa (CODESRIA), based in Dakar (Senegal). For a theorization, see
Claude Aké, Social Science as Imperialism: The Theory of Political Development (Ibadan: Ibadan
University Press, 1982), and Revolutionary Pressures in Africa (London: Zed, 1978).

12. See the ideological criticisms of structural adjustment programs and the continuous concep-
tual dependence on a developmentalist paradigm in Thandika Mkandawire and Adebayo Olukoshi,
eds., Between Liberalization and Oppression: The Politics of Structural Adjustment in Africa (Dakar:
CODESRIA, 1995).

The Instrumentalist Paradigm: Primal Fantasies

The current of thought marked above as Marxist and nationalist is permeated by
the tension between voluntarism and victimization. It has four main characteris-
tics. First of all, it exhibits a lack of self-reflexivity and an instrumental con-
ception of knowledge and science, in the sense that neither is recognized as
autonomous. They are useful only insofar as they are mobilized for service in
partisan struggle.10 To this partisan struggle is attributed an intrinsic moral sig-
nificance, since it is alleged to oppose revolutionary liberation to the forces of
conservatism.11

The second characteristic is a mechanistic and reified vision of history.
Causality is attributed to entities that are fictive and wholly invisible, but are nev-
ertheless said to determine, ultimately, the subject’s life and work. According to
this point of view, the history of Africa can be reduced to a series of subjugations,
narrativized in a seamless continuity. African experience of the world is supposed
to be determined, a priori, by a set of forces—always the same ones, though
appearing in differing guises—whose function is to prevent the blooming of
African uniqueness, of that part of the African historical self that is irreducible to
any other. 

As a result, Africa is said not to be responsible for the catastrophes that are
befalling it. The present destiny of the continent is supposed to proceed not from
free and autonomous choices but from the legacy of a history imposed upon
Africans—burned into their flesh by rape, brutality, and all sorts of economic
conditionalities.12 The African subject’s difficulty in representing him- or herself
as the subject of a free will is supposed to proceed from this long history of 
subjugation. This construction of history leads to a naive and uncritical attitude
with regard to so-called struggles for national liberation and to social move-
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ments; an emphasis on violence as the privileged avenue for self-determination;
the fetishization of state power; the disqualification of the model of liberal
democracy; and the populist and authoritarian dream of a mass society.13

The third characteristic is a desire to destroy tradition and the belief that
authentic identity is conferred by the division of labor that gives rise to social
classes, the proletariat—urban or rural—playing the role of the universal class
par excellence.14 The dictum that the working class is the only practical agency
that can engage in universal emancipatory activity results in the denial of any
possible multiplicity of foundations for the exercise of social power.15

Finally, this Marxist-nationalist school of thought relies on an essentially
polemical relationship to the world, a relationship based on a troika of rhetorical
rituals. The first ritual contradicts and refutes Western definitions of Africa and
Africans by pointing out the falsehoods and bad faith they presuppose. The sec-
ond denounces what the West has done (and continues to do) to Africa in the
name of these definitions. And the third provides ostensible proofs that—by dis-
qualifying the West’s fictional representations of Africa and refuting its claim to
have a monopoly on the expression of the human in general—are supposed to
open up a space in which Africans can finally narrate their own fables. This is 
to be accomplished through the acquisition of a language and a voice that cannot
be imitated because they are, in some sense, authentically Africa’s own.16

Yet what might appear to be the apotheosis of voluntarism is here accompa-
nied by a lack of philosophical depth and, paradoxically, a cult of victimization.
Philosophically, the Hegelian thematics of identity and difference, as classically
exemplified in the master-bondsman relationship, is surreptitiously reappropri-
ated by the ex-colonized. In a move that replicates an unreflexive ethnographic
practice, the ex-colonized assigns a set of pseudohistorical features to a geo-
graphical entity which is itself subsumed under a racial name. The features and
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13. On social movements, see Mahmood Mamdani and Ernest Wamba-dia-Wamba, eds., African
Studies in Social Movements and Democracy (Dakar: CODESRIA, 1995). On the populist critique of
liberal democracy, see Claude Aké, The Feasibility of Democracy in Africa (Dakar: CODESRIA,
2000); and Issa G. Shivji, The Concept of Human Rights in Africa (London: CODESRIA, 1989), and
Fight My Beloved Continent: New Democracy in Africa (Harare: SAPES Trust, 1988).

14. See, e.g., Mahmood Mamdani, ed., Uganda: Studies in Labour (Dakar: CODESRIA, 1996);
Issa G. Shivji, Class Struggles in Tanzania (London: Heinemann, 1976).

15. One recent example is Mahmood Mamdani, Citizen and Subject: Contemporary Africa and the
Legacy of Late Colonialism (Princeton, N.J.: Princeton University Press, 1996). See also Mamdani,
Politics and Class Formation in Uganda (New York: Monthly Review Press, 1976).

16. See, e.g., Paul Tiyambe Zeleza, A Modern Economic History of Africa, vol. 1, The Nineteenth
Century (Dakar: CODESRIA, 1993), and Manufacturing African Studies and Crises (Dakar: CODESRIA,
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17. See Georg Wilhelm Friedrich Hegel, The Philosophy of History, trans. John Sibree (Buffalo,
N.Y.: Prometheus, 1991), 91–99.

18. To be sure, Enlightenment discourse on race was not univocal. Nevertheless, it can be said
that, for the most part, its thinkers joined in debate on common discursive terrain. As Paul Gilroy
shows, the extensive debate as to whether “Negroes” should be accorded membership in the human
family was central to the formation of the modern episteme. See Gilroy, “Race Ends Here,” Ethnic
and Racial Studies 21 (1998): 838–47. See also Susan Buck-Morss, “Hegel and Haiti,” Critical
Inquiry 26 (2000): 821–65; and, more generally, Emmanuel Chukwudi Eze, ed., Race and Enlighten-
ment: A Reader (Cambridge, Mass.: Blackwell, 1997).

the name are then used to identify or make possible the recognition of those who,
by virtue of possessing those features or bearing that name, can be said to belong
to the racial collectivity and the geographical entity thus defined. Under the guise
of “speaking in one’s own voice,” then, the figure of the “native” is reiterated.
Boundaries are demarcated between the native and the nonnative Other; and on
the basis of these boundaries, distinctions can then be made between the authen-
tic and the inauthentic. 

In the critique that follows, I will be arguing (1) that such nationalist and Marx-
ist narratives of the African self and the world have been superficial; (2) that as a
consequence of this superficiality, the formulations of self-government and auton-
omy they engender are founded, at best, on a thin philosophical base; and (3) that
their privileging of victimhood over subjecthood is derived, ultimately, from a dis-
tinctively nativist understanding of history—one of history as sorcery. 

Self-affirmation, autonomy, and African emancipation—in the name of which
the right to selfhood is claimed—are not new issues. As the Atlantic slave trade
came to an end in the middle of the nineteenth century, doubts among Europeans
regarding Africans’ ability to govern themselves—that is, according to Hegel, to
control their predatory greed and their cruelty17—gained impetus. These doubts
were connected with another, more fundamental doubt that was implicit in the
way modern times had resolved the complex general problem of alterity and the
status of the African sign within this economy of alterity. Both Western philan-
thropic movements and the African intelligentsia of the times responded to this
doubt from within the paradigm of the Enlightenment.18

The Legacy of the Enlightenment To draw out the political implications of these
debates, I should perhaps first remark the project, central to Enlightenment
thought, of defining human nature in terms of its possession of a generic identity.
The rights and values to be shared by all are derived from this identity, universal in
essence. It is identical in each human subject because it has reason at its center.
The exercise of reason endows individuals with not only liberty and autonomy, but
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also the ability to conduct life in accordance with moral principles and an idea of
the good. The thing to note here is that outside this circle, there is no place for a
politics of the universal. And for European thinkers of the period of abolition, the
question was indeed whether Africans were to be situated inside or outside the cir-
cle—that is, whether they were human beings like all others. In other words:
Could we find among Africans the same human person, merely disguised by dif-
ferent designations and forms? Could we consider Africans’ bodies, languages,
works, and lives as products of human activity, as manifesting a subjectivity—
that is, a consciousness like our own—that would allow us to consider each of
them, taken individually, as another self (alter ego)? The Enlightenment’s response
to these questions can be traced through three distinct intellectual moments with
distinct political implications. 

An initial set of answers suggested that Africans be kept within the limits of
their presupposed ontological difference. This school of Enlightenment thought—
as exemplified by positions taken by Hegel and Kant—identified in the African
sign something unique, and even indelible, that separated it from all other human
signs. The best testimony to this specificity was the black body, which was sup-
posed not to contain any sort of consciousness and to have none of the character-
istics of reason or beauty.19 Consequently, it could not be considered a body com-
posed of flesh like one’s own because it belonged solely to the order of material
extension and of the object doomed to death and destruction. It is this centrality
of the body in the calculus of political subjection that explains the importance
assumed, in the course of the nineteenth century, by theories of the physical,
moral, and political regeneration of blacks and, later on, of Jews. 

According to this darker side of the Enlightenment, Africans developed unique
conceptions of society, of the world, and of the good that they did not share with
other peoples. It so happened that these conceptions in no way manifested the
power of invention and universality peculiar to reason. Nor did Africans’ repre-
sentations, lives, works, languages, or actions—including death—obey any rule
or law whose meaning they could, on their own authority, conceive or justify.
Because of this radical difference, it was deemed legitimate to exclude them, both
de facto and de jure, from the sphere of full and complete human citizenship:
they had nothing to contribute to the work of the universal.20
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19. On the centrality of the body in Western philosophy and its status as the ideal unit of the sub-
ject, the site of the recognition of his or her identity, see Maurice Merleau-Ponty, Phénoménologie de
la perception (Paris: Gallimard, 1945), 81–234. On the “weight” of the body of the colonized, see
Fanon, Black Skin, White Masks, 110–13.

20. On this point and the preceding discussion, cf. Olivier Le Cour Grandmaison, Les citoyennetés
en Révolution, 1789–1794 (Paris: Presses universitaires de France, 1992); Pierre Pluchon, Nègres et3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Juifs au XVIIIe siècle: Le racisme au siècle des lumières (Paris: Tallandier, 1984); Charles de Secon-
dat, Baron de Montesquieu, De l’esprit des lois (Paris: Garnier-Flammarion, 1979); Voltaire, Oeuvres
complètes (Paris: Imprimerie de la Société littéraire et typographique, 1785); and Immanuel Kant,
Observations on the Feeling of the Beautiful and Sublime, trans. John T. Goldthwait (Berkeley: Uni-
versity of California Press, 1965).

21. The most fully realized institutional form of this economy of alterity was the system of
apartheid, in which the hierarchies were biological in nature. A less extreme version was “indirect
rule,” a not very onerous form of domination which, in the British colonies, made it possible to exer-
cise authority over natives with few soldiers by making use of the natives’ passions and vices. Cf.
Lucy Philip Mair, Native Policies in Africa (London: Routledge, 1936); Frederick John Dealtry, Baron
Lugard, The Dual Mandate in British Tropical Africa (London: Blackwood and Sons, 1980).

22. See “Number in the Colonial Imagination,” chap. 6 in Arjun Appadurai, Modernity at Large:
Cultural Dimensions of Globalization (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 1996). For a
study of the appropriation of these techniques by postcolonial elites, see Thongchai Winichakul, Siam
Mapped: A History of the Geo-Body of a Nation (Honolulu: University of Hawai‘i Press, 1994).

23. This was done notwithstanding the fact that “custom” varied radically from place to place. As
was the case elsewhere, “custom” became the trope for social order in African societies thought to be
outside of history, devoid of individuals. It could, from the colonial moment on, be reproduced
through the force of law. On similar experiences in a different part of the colonized world, see
Nicholas B. Dirks, “The Policing of Tradition: Colonialism and Anthropology in Southern India,”
Comparative Studies in Society and History 39 (1997): 182–212.

A significant shift occurred with the advent of the formal, state-directed colo-
nization of Africa in the late nineteenth century. While the principle of ontologi-
cal difference persisted, the concern for self-determination became connected
with the imperative to “become civilized.” A slight slippage thus was introduced
within the old economy of alterity. The thesis of nonsimilarity was not repudi-
ated, but it was no longer based solely on the emptiness of the sign as such. The
sign was given a name: custom. If Africans were different kinds of beings, that
was because they had an identity of their own. This identity was not to be abol-
ished. On the contrary, difference was to be inscribed within a distinct institu-
tional order, a native order forced to operate within the fundamentally inegalitar-
ian and hierarchized colonial framework. In other words, difference was recognized,
but only insofar as it implied inequalities that were, moreover, considered natural
to the extent that it justified discrimination and, in the most extreme cases, seg-
regation.21

Later, the colonial state went on to use this concept of custom—that is, the
thesis of nonsimilarity, in a revised edition—as a mode of government in itself.
Specific forms of knowledge were produced for this purpose; such was the case
of statistics and other methods of quantification, as deployed in censuses and var-
ious other instruments like maps, agrarian surveys, and racial and tribal studies.22

Their objective was to canonize difference and to eliminate the plurality and
ambivalence of custom.23 There was a paradox to this process of reification. On
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the one hand, it looked like recognition. But on the other, it constituted a moral
judgment, because ultimately, custom was only made specific the better to indi-
cate the extent to which the world of the native, in its naturalness, failed to corre-
spond with our own—that it was, in short, not part of our world, and thus could
not serve as the basis for a praxis of living together in a civil society. 

The third approach offered by the Enlightenment had to do with the politics
of assimilation. Here, a comparison with the Jewish experience is worth mak-
ing. Just as with the figure of the “blacks,” the invocation of the figure of the
Jews as an archetypal Other to the West was central to the Enlightenment
notion of Bildung (the formative process by which the individual moves toward
autonomy). Jews were perceived as the negation of the Enlightenment’s promise
of an emancipation through the use of reason. In principle, the concept of assim-
ilation was based on the possibility of an experience of the world common to
all human beings—or, rather, on the possibility of such an experience as
premised on an essential similarity among human beings. But this world com-
mon to all human beings, this similarity, was not supposed to have been given
a priori to all. 

The black, especially, had to be converted to it. This conversion was the con-
dition for his being perceived and recognized as a fellow human being and for his
otherwise indefinable humanity to enter representation. Once this condition was
met, the project of assimilation could proceed, with the recognition of an African
individuality distinct from generic tribal identities. African subjects could have
rights and enjoy them, not by virtue of their subordination to the rule of custom,
but by reason of their status as autonomous individuals capable of thinking for
themselves and exercising reason, the peculiarly human faculty.24

To recognize this individuality—that is, this ability to imagine goals different
from those imposed by custom—was to do away with difference. The latter had
to be erased or annulled if Africans were to become like us, if they were hence-
forth to be considered as alter ego. Thus, the essence of the politics of assimila-
tion consisted in desubstantializing and aestheticizing difference, at least for a
category of natives (les évolués) whose conversion and “cultivation” made them
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24. In practice, the new subjects created by the politics of assimilation were cast as homogeneous
reproductions of the metropolitan subject. Christopher Miller rightly states that the “theory and prac-
tice of assimilation stressed continuity with the metropolitan country and the reproduction of ‘her’
values, while ignoring or denying the truly profound break that colonial subjects were experiencing in
relation to their own cultures” (Miller, Nationalists and Nomads: Essays on Francophone African Lit-
erature and Culture [Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1998], 122). As Fanon makes clear, race
would remain the barrier between the assimilé and Frenchness; the amount of Frenchness available to
the colonized would be restricted by biology. See Black Skin, White Masks, chap. 5. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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25. Even when the postulate of equality among human beings was admitted, colonization was
sometimes justified in the name of “civilization.” See, among others, Alexis de Tocqueville, De la
colonie en Algérie (Brussels: Editions Complexe, 1988). On the ambiguities of French assimilation
policies, see Alice L. Conklin, A Mission to Civilize: The Republican Idea of Empire in France and
West Africa, 1895–1930 (Stanford, Calif.: Stanford University Press, 1997).

26. Cf. the essays in Henry S. Wilson, ed., Origins of West African Nationalism (London: Macmillan–
St. Martin’s Press, 1969).

27. Cf., e.g., Marie Jean Antoine Nicolas de Caritat, Marquis de Condorcet, “Réflexions sur
l’esclavage des nègres,” in Oeuvres (Paris: Firmin-Didot, 1849).

28. See Edward W. Blyden, Christianity, Islam and the Negro Race (Edinburgh: Edinburgh Uni-
versity Press, 1967).

29. See Shula Marks, The Ambiguities of Dependence in South Africa: Class, Nationalism, and the
State in Twentieth-Century Natal (Johannesburg: Ravan, 1986).

suitable for citizenship and the enjoyment of civil rights. Assimilation thus inau-
gurated a passage from custom into civil society, but by way of the civilizing mill
of Christianity and the colonial state.25

During the nineteenth-century conjuncture of abolition and the advent of for-
mal colonialism, when African criticism first took up the question of selfcraft in
terms of self-government and self-imaging, it inherited these three moments, but
did not subject them to a coherent critique. On the contrary, subscribing to the
program of emancipation and autonomy, it accepted, for the most part, the basic
categories then used in Western discourse to account for universal history.26 The
notion of “civilization” was one of these categories. It authorized the distinction
between the human and the nonhuman—or the not-yet-sufficiently human that
might become human if given appropriate training.27 The three vectors of this
process of domestication were thought to be conversion to Christianity, the intro-
duction of a market economy, and the adoption of rational, enlightened forms of
government.28 In reality, it was less a matter of understanding what led to servi-
tude and what servitude meant than of postulating, in the abstract, the necessity
of liberating oneself from foreign rule. 

To be sure, African thinkers took seriously the challenge of colonial disrup-
tion. Seeking to be their own masters, they at times interrogated the moralities of
colonial modernity in vernacular accents. At other times, they sought to capture
the material benefits of colonial rule for their own advantage. Leaders of resis-
tance at one moment in history, many shuttled between principled options and
dubious alliances. Following a “zigzag line of a hundred tacks,” most inhabited
the ambiguous and largely uncharted zones of dependence.29 In their polemical
use of the West’s ideas, they imported new concepts and discursive models “in
order to defend new frontiers of locality” and to tame what they perceived as
modernity’s threats. In the process, they invented a narrative of liberation built
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around the dual temporality of a glorious—albeit fallen—past (tradition) and a
redeemed future (nationalism).30

But for the first modern African thinkers, liberation from servitude was equiv-
alent above all to acquiring formal power. The basic moral and philosophical
question—that is, how to renegotiate a social bond corrupted by commercial
relationships (the sale of human cargoes), the violence of endless wars, and the
catastrophic consequences of the way in which power was exercised—was con-
sidered secondary. African criticism did not assume as its primary task a political
and moral philosophical reflection on the nature of the internal discord that led to
the slave trade and colonial domination. Still less did it concern itself with the
modalities of reinventing a being-together in a situation in which, with regard to
the philosophy of reason that it claimed to espouse, all the outward appearances
of a possible human life seemed to be lacking, and what passed for politics had
more to do with the power to destroy and to profit than with any kind of philoso-
phy of life or reason. 

To be sure, in the post–World War II period, African nationalisms came to
replace the concept of “civilization” with that of “progress.” But they did so the
better to endorse the characteristic teleologies of the times.31 Such was the case of
Marxism. 

In Marx’s narrative, both the subject and the telos of history are known. In this
tradition, the ultimate frontier of history is a commodity-free society. To decom-
modify economic and social relationships entails the abolition of the power of 
the market and the collapse of the distinction between state and society. Such
processes, and the ensuing formation of new relations of production, may involve
a coercive logic or even terror. The latter may be mobilized as a means to facili-
tate the passage of history. As for Marx’s subject, he or she exists wholly as a
mere reflection and effect of material production. Revolutionary violence is con-
ceived as a force of cohesion, the purpose of which is to produce a moral refash-
ioning of the subject, a transformation of his or her consciousness as well as mate-
rial conditions.32 
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30. See Jomo Kenyatta, Facing Mount Kenya: The Tribal Life of the Gikuyu (London: Secker and
Warburg, 1938); and John Lonsdale, “Jomo, God, and the Modern World,” in African Modernities?
Duration and Disjuncture, ed. Jan-Georg Deutsch, Peter Probst, and Heike Schmidt (London: James
Currey, in press).

31. In later modernity, Western philosophical criticism has begun moving away from some of the
most radical Enlightenment propositions. See Jürgen Habermas, The Philosophical Discourse of
Modernity: Twelve Lectures, trans. Frederick Lawrence (Cambridge: MIT Press, 1987).

32. Karl Marx, Capital, A Critique of Political Economy, vols. 1 and 3, trans. Ben Fowkes (Har-
mondsworth, England: Penguin, 1976, 1981). On violence see Leon Trotsky, Terrorism and Commu-3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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nism: A Reply to Karl Kautsky, 2d English ed. (Ann Arbor: University of Michigan Press, 1961). For
critiques, see Maurice Merleau-Ponty, Humanism and Terror: An Essay on the Communist Problem,
trans. John O’Neill (Boston: Beacon Press, 1969); and Hannah Arendt, La crise de la culture; Huit
exercices de pensée politique [Between Past and Future: Eight Exercises in Political Thought], trans.
Patrick Lévy (Paris: Gallimard, 1972), 28–57.

33. See, for instance, the texts collected in Aquino de Bragança and Immanuel Wallerstein, eds.,
The African Liberation Reader (London: Zed, 1982).

34. See Nnamdi Azikiwe, Renascent Africa (London: Cass, 1969); Kwame Nkrumah, I Speak of
Freedom: A Statement of African Ideology (London: Heinemann, 1961); Amilcar Cabral, Revolution
in Guinea: Selected Texts (New York: Monthly Review Press, 1970).

35. This is especially the case with respect to notions of witchcraft. See Peter Geschiere, The
Modernity of Witchcraft: Politics and the Occult in Postcolonial Africa, trans. Geschiere and Janet
Roitman (Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1997).

If, in the Western experience, Marx’s theory equated modernization with
modernity and was conceived as a science, the same narrative in the African con-
text soon became associated with politics as a sacramental practice. As such, poli-
tics required the total surrender of the individual to a utopian future and to the
hope of a collective resurrection that, in turn, required the destruction of every-
thing that stood opposed to it. Embedded within this conception of politics as pain
and sacrifice was an entrenched belief in the redemptive function of violence. As
an offering of one’s life on the public altar of the revolution, violence could be
expiatory or substitutive. It could also imply self-sacrifice—in which case the
logic of sacrifice was linked with that of the gift. Expiatory, substitutive, or self-
sacrificial, violence was deployed—and death unleashed—in the name of a Marx-
ist telos. Murder itself was commuted and concealed through ascription to a final
moral truth, while the proof of virtue and morality lay in pain and suffering.33

The possibility of a properly philosophical reflection on the African condition
having been set aside, only the question of raw power remained: Who could cap-
ture it? How was its enjoyment legitimated? In justifying the right to sovereignty
and self-determination and in struggling to wrest power from the colonial regime,
two central categories were mobilized: on one hand, the figure of the African as
a victimized and wounded subject, and on the other, the assertion of the African’s
cultural uniqueness.34 Both required a profound investment in the idea of race
and a radicalization of difference itself. 

At the heart of the postcolonial paradigm of victimization, we find a reading
of the self and the world as a series of conspiracies. Such conspiracy theories
have their origins in both Marxist and indigenous notions of agency.35 In African
history, it is thought, there is neither irony nor accident. We are told that African
history is essentially governed by forces beyond Africans’ control. The diversity

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 949 of 1031



and the disorder of the world, as well as the open character of historical possibil-
ities, are reduced to a spasmodic, unchanging cycle, infinitely repeated in accord
with a conspiracy always fomented by forces beyond Africa’s reach. Existence
itself is expressed, almost always, as a stuttering. Ultimately, the African is sup-
posed to be merely a castrated subject, the passive instrument of the Other’s
enjoyment. Under such conditions, there can be no more radical utopian vision
than the one suggesting that Africa disconnect itself from the world—the mad
dream of a world without Others. 

This hatred of the world at large (which also marks a profound desire for
recognition) and this paranoid reading of history are presented as a “democratic,”
“radical,” and “progressive” discourse of emancipation and autonomy—the
foundation for a so-called politics of Africanity.36 Rhetoric to the contrary, 
however, the neurosis of victimization fosters a mode of thought that is at once
xenophobic, racist, negative, and circular. In order to function, this logic needs
superstitions. It has to create fictions that later pass for real things. It has to fab-
ricate masks that are retained by remodeling them to suit the needs of each
period. 

The course of African history is said to be determined by the combined action
of a diabolical couple formed by an enemy—or tormentor—and a victim. In this
closed universe, in which “making history” consists of annihilating one’s ene-
mies, politics is conceived of as a sacrificial process, and history, in the end, is
seen as participating in a great economy of sorcery.37

The Prose of Nativism 

Parallel to this current of thought that seeks to found a politics of Africanity on
the categories of Marxist political economy (while viewing politics as sacrifice
and history as sorcery), a rhetorical configuration has developed whose central
thematics has to do with cultural identity. This current of thought is characterized
by a tension between a universalizing move that claims shared membership
within the human condition (sameness) and an opposing, particularistic move.
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36. See Archie Mafeje, “Africanity: A Combative Ontology,” CODESRIA Bulletin 1 (2000):
66–71. For different views, see, in the same issue, Wambui Mwangi and André Zaiman, “Race and
Identity in Africa: A Concept Paper,” 61–63; Fabien Eboussi Boulaga, “Race, Identity, and African-
ity,” 63–66; and Mahmoud Ben Romdhane, “A Word from a Non-Black African,” 74–75. 

37. This is something that the vernacular language fully recognizes, but that the Marxist lexicon
nevertheless prevents African intellectuals from naming as such. See, e.g., Ernest Wamba-dia-
Wamba, “Mobutisme après Mobutu: Réflexions sur la situation actuelle en République Démocratique
du Congo,” Bulletin du CODESRIA, nos. 3, 4 (1998): 27–34.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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38. Cf. Immanuel Kant, Anthropology from a Pragmatic Point of View, trans. Victor Lyle Dowdell
(Carbondale, Ill.: Southern Illinois University Press, 1978).

39. See Pierre Guiral and Emile Témime, eds., L’idée de race dans la pensée politique française
contemporaine: Recueil d’articles (Paris: Editions du CNRS, 1977). 

40. With regard to the other side of the Atlantic, see Brent Hayes Edwards, “The Uses of Dias-
pora,” Social Text, no. 66 (2001): 45–75.

41. Cf. the importance of this theme in Fanon, Black Skin, White Masks. See also Aimé Césaire,
Discours sur le colonialisme (Paris: Présence africaine, 1955); and, more generally, Léopold Sédar
Senghor’s poetry.

42. See, e.g., Cheikh Anta Diop, Antériorité des civilisations nègres: Mythe ou vérité historique?
(Paris: Présence africaine, 1967).

43. On this, see Fanon’s last pages, Black Skin, White Masks.
44. This is Léopold Sédar Senghor’s thesis. See Senghor, Liberté I: Négritude et humanisme

(Paris: Seuil, 1964), and Liberté III: Négritude et civilisation de l’universel (Paris: Seuil, 1977).

This latter move emphasizes difference and specificity by accenting, not original-
ity as such, but the principle of repetition (tradition) and the values of autoch-
thony. The point where these two political and cultural moves converge is race.
Let me briefly survey the history of its problematization in African thought. 

To begin with, there is the notion of race and its long-privileged status in his-
torically contingent practices of recognizing human attributes. Historically, most
nineteenth-century theories established a close relationship between the human
subject and the racial subject. Race was understood as a set of visible physiolog-
ical properties and discernible moral characteristics. These properties and char-
acteristics were supposed to mark distinct human species.38 Moreover, such
marks made it possible to classify these species within a hierarchy whose violent
effects were at once political, economic, and cultural in nature.39 As I have
already indicated, the classifications dominant during the period of the Atlantic
slave trade and its aftermath actually excluded Africans from the circle of
humanity or, at best, assigned to them an inferior status in the hierarchy of races. 

This denial of humanity (or attribution of inferiority) has forced African
responses into contradictory positions that are, however, often concurrently
espoused.40 There is a universalistic position: “We are human beings like any
others.”41 And there is a particularistic position: “We have a glorious past that
testifies to our humanity.”42 Discourse on African identity has been caught in a
dilemma from which it is struggling to free itself: Does African identity partake
in the generic human identity?43 Or should one insist, in the name of difference
and uniqueness, on the possibility of diverse cultural forms within a single
humanity—but cultural forms whose purpose is not to be self-sufficient, whose
ultimate signification is universal?44

The apologetic density of the assertion “we are human beings like any others”
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can be gauged only with respect to the violence of the denial that precedes it and
makes it not only possible but necessary.45 The reaffirmation of a human identity
that has been denied by the Other belongs, in this case, to the discourse of reha-
bilitation and functions as a mode of self-validation.46 But although the aim of
the discourse of rehabilitation is to confirm that Africans too belong to humanity
in general, it does not challenge the fiction of race.47 The defense of the humanity
of Africans is almost always accompanied by the claim that their race, traditions,
and customs have a specific character. 

In dominant African narratives of the self, the deployment of race is foundational
not only to difference in general, but also to the idea of the nation, since racial deter-
minants are supposed to serve as the moral basis for political solidarity. In the his-
tory of being African, race is the moral subject and at the same time an immanent
fact of consciousness. The basic underpinnings of nineteenth-century anthropology,
namely, the evolutionist prejudice and the belief in the idea of progress, remain
intact; racialization of the (black) nation and the nationalization of the (black) race
go hand in hand. Whether we look at negritude or the differing versions of Pan-
Africanism, in these discourses the revolt is not against Africans’ belonging to a dis-
tinct race, but against the prejudice that assigns this race an inferior status. 

The next item to consider is tradition and the privileged place it occupies in
this nativist current of thought. The starting point here is the claim that Africans
have an authentic culture that confers on them a peculiar self irreducible to that
of any other group. The negation of this self and this authenticity would thus con-
stitute a mutilation. On the basis of this uniqueness, Africa is supposed to rein-
vent its relationship to itself and to the world, to own itself, and to escape from
the obscure regions and the opaque world (the “Dark Continent”) to which his-
tory has consigned it. Because of the vicissitudes of history, Africans are sup-
posed to have left tradition behind them. Whence the importance, in order to
recover it, of moving backward, which is the necessary condition for overcoming
the phase of humiliation and existential anguish caused by the historical debase-
ment of the continent. 
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45. Cf. the problematics of race in the United States as discussed in Charles W. Mills, Blackness
Visible: Essays on Philosophy and Race (Ithaca, N.Y.: Cornell University Press, 1998), and Lewis R.
Gordon, ed., Existence in Black: An Anthology of Black Existential Philosophy (New York: Routledge,
1997).

46. See Abiola Irele, “African Letters: The Making of a Tradition,” Yale Journal of Criticism 5
(1991): 69–100.

47. Cf. Kwame Anthony Appiah’s criticism of texts by Alexander Crummel and W. E. B. Du Bois
in In My Father’s House: Africa in the Philosophy of Culture (London: Methuen, 1992) chaps. 1–2.
See also Appiah’s “Racism and Moral Pollution,” Philosophical Forum 18 (1986/87): 185–202.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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48. On these debates, see Julius Nyerere, Ujamaa: Essays on Socialism (London: Oxford Uni-
versity Press, 1968); Kwasi Wiredu, Cultural Universals and Particulars: An African Perspective
(Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1996), and “How Not to Compare African Thought with
Western Thought,” in African Philosophy as Cultural Inquiry, ed. Ivan Karp and D. A. Masolo
(Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 2000), 187–214; Paulin Hountondji, ed., Endogenous
Knowledge: Research Trails (Dakar: CODESRIA, 1997); Kwame Gyekye, African Cultural Values:
An Introduction (Philadelphia: Sankofa, 1996), and Tradition and Modernity: Philosophical Reflec-
tions on the African Experience (New York: Oxford University Press, 1997); Ngugi wa Thiong’o,
Decolonising the Mind: The Politics of Language in African Literature (London: James Currey, 1986).

49. See Hegel’s geography of Africa in Philosophy of History.

The emphasis on establishing an “African interpretation” of things, on creat-
ing one’s own schemata of self-mastery, of understanding oneself and the uni-
verse, of producing endogenous knowledge have all led to demands for an “Afri-
can science,” an “African democracy,” an “African language.”48 This urge to
make Africa unique is presented as a moral and political problem, the reconquest
of the power to narrate one’s own story—and therefore identity—seeming to be
necessarily constitutive of any subjectivity. Ultimately, it is no longer a matter of
claiming the status of alter ego for Africans in the world, but rather of asserting
loudly and forcefully their alterity. 

It is this alterity that must be preserved at all costs. In the most extreme ver-
sions of nativism, difference is thus praised, not as the symptom of a greater uni-
versality, but rather as the inspiration for determining principles and norms gov-
erning Africans’ lives in full autonomy and, if necessary, in opposition to the
world. Softer versions leave open the possibility of “working toward the univer-
sal” and enriching Western rationality by adding to it the “values of black civi-
lization,” the “genius peculiar to the black race.” This is what Léopold Sédar
Senghor calls le rendez-vous du donner et du recevoir (the meeting point of giv-
ing and receiving), one of the results of which is supposed to be the métissage of
cultures. 

Since the nineteenth century, those who maintain that Africans have their own
cultural identity, that there is a specific African autochthony, have sought to find a
general denomination and a place to which they could anchor their prose. The
geographical place turns out to be a tropical Africa, bounded as a thoroughly fic-
tional realm in opposition to the phantasmatic anatomy invented by Europeans
and echoed by Hegel and others.49 Somehow, the disjointed members of this
imaginary polis must be glued back together. The dismembered body of the con-
tinent’s history is therefore reconstituted in the light of myth. An attempt is made
to locate Africanity in a set of specific cultural characteristics that ethnological
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research is expected to provide. Nationalist historiography sets out in quest of the
missing remainder in ancient African empires and in pharaonic Egypt.50

In the prose of nativism (as well as in some versions of the Marxist and
nationalist narratives), a quasi-equivalence is established between race and geog-
raphy. Cultural identity is derived from the relationship between the two terms,
geography becoming the privileged site at which the (black) race’s institutions
and power are supposed to be embodied.51 Pan-Africanism in particular defines
the native and the citizen by identifying them with black people. In this mythol-
ogy, blacks do not become citizens because they are human beings endowed with
political rights, but because of two particularistic factors: their color and a privi-
leged autochthony. Racial and territorial authenticity are conflated, and Africa
becomes the land of black people. Since the racial interpretation is at the founda-
tion of a restricted civic relatedness, everything that is not black is out of place,
and thus cannot claim any sort of Africanity. The spatial body, the racial body,
and the civic body are thenceforth one, each testifying to an autochthonous com-
munal origin by virtue of which everyone born of the soil or sharing the same
color or ancestors is a brother or a sister. 

The idea of an Africanity that is not black is simply unthinkable. Whence the
impossibility of conceiving, for example, the existence of Africans of European,
Arab, or Asian origin—or that Africans might have multiple ancestries. One
result of the Atlantic slave trade is that blacks live in faraway places. How should
we account for their inscription within a nation defined racially and geographi-
cally, when geography and history have cut them off from the place from which
their ancestors came? Since the African geographical space constitutes the nat-
ural homeland of black people, those whom slavery has taken away from it must
“return to the land of [their] fathers . . . and be at peace.”52

The Shattered Mirror

We have just seen that dominant African discourses on the self developed within
a racist paradigm. As discourses of inversion, they draw their fundamental cate-
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50. See Joseph Ki-Zerbo, Histoire de l’Afrique noire d’hier à demain (Paris: Hatier, 1972); Cheikh
Anta Diop, L’unité culturelle de l’Afrique noire: Domaines du patriarcat et du matriarcat dans l’an-
tiquité Classique (Paris: Présence africaine, 1959); Théophile Obenga, L’Afrique dans l’antiquité:
Egypte pharaonique, Afrique noire (Paris: Présence africaine, 1973).

51. Ironically, we find the same impulse and the same desire to conflate race with geography in the
racist writings of white settlers in South Africa. For details, see J. M. Coetzee, White Writing: On the
Culture of Letters in South Africa (New Haven, Conn.: Yale University Press, 1988).

52. Blyden, Christianity, Islam and the Negro Race, 124.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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53. See Joseph Miller, Way of Death: Merchant Capitalism and the Angolan Slave Trade
(1730–1830) (Madison: University of Wisconsin Press, 1988).

54. In his study of the foundations of discourse about Africa, Mudimbe notices that “Western
interpreters as well as African analysts have been using categories and conceptual systems which
depend on a Western epistemological order. Even in the most explicitly ‘Afrocentric’ descriptions,
models of analysis explicitly or implicitly, knowingly or unknowingly, refer to the same order”
(Valentin Y. Mudimbe, The Invention of Africa: Gnosis, Philosophy, and the Order of Knowledge
[Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1988], x).

55. For a case study, see Carolyn Hamilton, Terrific Majesty: The Powers of Shaka Zulu and the
Limits of Historical Invention (Cambridge: Harvard University Press, 1998).

56. See Appiah, In My Father’s House. In a later study, Appiah denounces the narrowness of

gories from the myths they claim to oppose and reproduce their dichotomies: the
racial difference between black and white; the cultural confrontation between
civilized peoples and savages; the religious opposition between Christians and
pagans; the very conviction that race exists and is at the foundation of morality
and nationality. They are inscribed within an intellectual genealogy based on a
territorialized identity and a racialized geography, the myth of a racial polis
obscuring the fact that while the rapacity of global capitalism may be at the ori-
gin of the tragedy, Africans’ failure to control their own predatory greed and
their own cruelty also led to slavery and subjugation.53 More fundamentally,
behind the dream of political emancipation and the rhetoric of autonomy, a per-
verse operation has been taking place, the result of which has only strengthened
Africans’ ressentiment and their neurosis of victimization. 

Of all the attempts that have been made in the course of the twentieth century
to break with this empty dream, this exhausted mode of thought, two are of par-
ticular interest for our discussion. First of all, there are the efforts to deconstruct
tradition (and thereby Africa itself) by showing the latter to have been invented.54

From this point of view, Africa as such exists only on the basis of the text that
constructs it as the Other’s fiction. This text is then accorded a structuring power,
to the point that a self that claims to speak with its own, authentic voice always
runs the risk of being condemned to express itself in a preestablished discourse
that masks its own, censures it, or forces it to imitate. 

This is as much to say that Africa exists only on the basis of a preexisting
library, one that intervenes and insinuates itself everywhere, even in the dis-
course that claims to refute it—to the point that with regard to African identity
and tradition, it is now impossible to distinguish the “original” from a copy.55 The
same can be said of any project aimed at disentangling Africa from the West. In
a related vein, a second avenue has problematized African identity as an identity
in formation.56 From this point of view, the world is no longer perceived as a
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threat. On the contrary, it is imagined as a vast network of affinities. In contrast
to unanimist mythologies, the essential message here is that everyone can imag-
ine and choose what makes him or her an African. 

In large measure, both of these criticisms are driven by methodological 
considerations. They do not go to the heart of the matter: How to deal with the
specters invoked by the nativists and so-called radicals in their respective
attempts to hypostatize African identity—at the very time when the imaginative
and social practices of African agents show that other orders of reality are being
established. In other words, how should we conceive, creatively and in their het-
eronomy, the all-purpose signifiers constituted by slavery, colonization, and
apartheid? 

On the philosophical level, priority must be given to interrogating the impris-
oning model of a history that is already shaped and that one can only undergo or
repeat—and to addressing that which, in actual African experiences of the world,
has escaped such determination. On a more anthropological level, the obsession
with uniqueness and difference must be opposed by a thematics of sameness. In
order to move away from ressentiment and lamentation over the loss of a nom pro-
pre, we must clear an intellectual space for rethinking those temporalities that are
always simultaneously branching out toward several different futures and, in so
doing, open the way for the possibility of multiple ancestries. Finally, on a socio-
logical level, attention must be given to the contemporary everyday practices
through which Africans manage to recognize and maintain with the world an
unprecedented familiarity—practices through which they invent something that is
their own and that beckons to the world in its generality.57

Let me briefly examine some of the genuinely philosophical inquiries neglected
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nationalist positions, emphasizes the possibility of double ancestry, and affiliates himself with a “lib-
eral cosmopolitanism.” See Kwame Anthony Appiah, “Cosmopolitan Patriots,” Critical Inquiry 23
(1997): 617–39.

57. In recent years, various studies have shown how, beyond claims to Africanness, Africans have
constantly negotiated new positions in the spaces between cultures and have disrupted the signs of
both identity and difference. See, among others, Karin Barber, ed., Readings in African Popular Cul-
ture (Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1997); Sarah Nuttall and Cheryl-Ann Michael, eds.,
Senses of Culture: South African Culture Studies (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2000); Jonathan
Haynes, ed., Nigerian Video Films (Athens, Ohio: Ohio University Center for International Studies,
2000). For two case studies on the complex entanglements of so-called traditional and global intel-
lectual traditions, see Peterson Bhekizizwe, Monarchs, Missionaries, and African Intellectuals: Afri-
can Theatre and the Unmaking of Colonial Marginality (Johannesburg: Witwatersrand University
Press, 2000); and Stephanie Newell, Ghanaian Popular Fiction: “Thrilling Discoveries in Conjugal
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58. See Laurence Thomas, Vessels of Evil: American Slavery and the Holocaust (Philadelphia:
Temple University Press, 1993).

59. On Jewish memory, see, among other studies, Dominick LaCapra, History and Memory after
Auschwitz (Ithaca, N.Y.: Cornell University Press, 1998); Yosef H. Yerushalmi, Zakhor: Jewish His-
tory and Jewish Memory (Seattle: University of Washington Press, 1982). For a philosophical critique,
cf. Paul Ricoeur, La mémoire, l’histoire, l’oubli (Paris: Seuil, 2000).

60. See Madeleine Borgomano, “La littérature romanesque d’Afrique noire et l’esclavage: ‘Une
mémoire de l’oubli’?” in Esclavage et abolitions: Mémoires et systèmes de représentation, ed. Marie-
Christine Rochmann (Paris: Karthala, 2000), 99–112. 

by African criticism in its reflection on slavery, colonization and apartheid. The
first question that should be identified concerns the status of suffering in his-
tory—the various ways in which historical forces inflict psychic harm on collec-
tive bodies and the ways in which violence shapes subjectivity. It is here that a
comparison with other historical experiences has been deemed appropriate. The
Jewish Holocaust furnishes one such comparative experience.58 Indeed, the Holo-
caust, slavery, and apartheid all represent forms of originary suffering. They are
all characterized by an expropriation of the self by unnameable forces. In each
case, the forces assume various forms. But in all, the central sequence is the
same: to the orgiastic intoxication summoned by the administration of mass mur-
der corresponds, like an echo, the placing of life between two chasms, so that the
subject no longer knows if he or she is dead or alive. This combination of
destructive animus and the dislocation of the self constitutes the Dionysian ter-
rain shared by these three events. Indeed, at their ultimate foundation, the three
events bear witness against life itself. On the pretext that origin and race are the
criteria of any kind of valuation, they indict life. Whence the question: How can
life be redeemed, that is, rescued from this incessant operation of the negative? 

The second question has to do with the work of memory, with the function of
forgetting, and with the modalities of reparation. Is it possible to lump together
slavery, colonization, and apartheid as a memory? That is to say, not in a sort of
distinction between before and after or past and future, but in what might be
termed the genetic power of these events—their revelation of the impossibility
of a world without Others and of the weight of the peculiar responsibility incum-
bent upon Africans themselves in the face of tragedy (which is not the only ele-
ment!) in their history. It is here that the comparison between African and Jewish
experiences reveals profound differences. In contrast to the Jewish memory of
the Holocaust, there is, properly speaking, no African memory of slavery;59 or, if
there is such a memory, it is one characterized by diffraction.60 At best, slavery 
is experienced as a wound whose meaning belongs to the domain of the uncon-
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scious—in a word, witchcraft.61 When efforts at conscious recollection have
been made, they have scarcely escaped the ambivalence that characterizes simi-
lar gestures in other historical contexts.62

There are two reasons for this difficulty with the project of recuperating the
memory of slavery. First, between African Americans’ memory of slavery and
that of continental Africans, there is a shadowy zone that conceals a deep
silence—the silence of guilt and the refusal of Africans to face up to the trou-
bling aspect of the crime that directly engages their own responsibility. For the
fate of black slaves in modernity is not solely the result of the tyrannical will and
cruelty of the Other, however well established the latter’s culpability may be. The
other primitive signifier is the murder of brother by brother, “the elision of the
first syllable of the family name,” in Jacques Lacan’s phrase—in short, the divided
polis. Along the trajectory of the events that led to slavery, this is the trail that
dominant African discourses of the self try to erase. 

The ablation here is significant, because it enables the functioning of the illu-
sion that the temporalities of servitude and misery were the same on both sides of
the Atlantic. This is not true. And it is this distance that prevents the trauma, the
absence, and the loss from ever being the same on the two sides of the Atlantic.63

As long as continental Africans neglect to rethink slavery—not merely as a cat-
astrophe of which they were but the victims, but as the product of a history that
they have played an active part in shaping—the appeal to race as the moral and
political basis of solidarity will depend, to some extent, on a mirage of conscious-
ness.64
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61. See, e.g., Rosalind Shaw, “The Production of Witchcraft/Witchcraft as Production: Memory,
Modernity, and the Slave Trade in Sierra Leone,” American Ethnologist 24 (1997): 856–76. Cf. Route
et traces des esclaves, special issue, Diogène, no. 179 (1997). 

62. See T. A. Singleton, “The Slave Trade Remembered on the Former Gold and Slave Coasts,”
Slavery and Abolition 20 (1999): 150–69; and Edward M. Bruner, “Tourism in Ghana: The Repre-
sentation of Slavery and the Return of the Black Diaspora,” American Anthropologist 98 (1996):
290–304. In the postapartheid context, see the description of “township tours” by Steven Robins,
“City Sites,” in Nuttall and Michael, Senses of Culture, 408–25. 

63. On the status of these categories in general and their role in Jewish consciousness in particu-
lar, cf. Dominick LaCapra, “Trauma, Absence, Loss,” Critical Inquiry 25 (1999): 696–730.

64. In their “Trust, Pawnship, and Atlantic History: The Institutional Foundations of the Old Cal-
abar Slave Trade,” American Historical Review 104 (1999): 333–55, Paul E. Lovejoy and David
Richardson show how African dealers in slaves and British merchants adapted the local institution of
debt bondage, or “pawnship,” as a way of securing credit (or goods advanced against the delivery of
slaves). For a general discussion on human pawnship in Africa, see Toyin Falola and Paul E. Lovejoy,
eds., Pawnship in Africa: Debt Bondage in Historical Perspective (Boulder, Colo.: Westview Press,
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65. Compare Lucien Taylor, “Créolité Bites. A Conversation with Patrick Chamoiseau, Raphael-
Confiant, and Jean Bernabé,” Transition 74 (1998): 124–60, with Peter Hallward, “Edouard Glissant
between the Singular and the Specific,” Yale Journal of Criticism 11 (1998): 441–64.

66. On these questions, see Daniel Maragnes, “L’identité et le désastre: Origine et fondation,” in
Mémoire juive, mémoire nègre: Deux figures du destin, ed. Roger Toumson (Châteauneuf-le-Rouge,
France: Vents des Iles, 1998).

67. Paul Gilroy, “Between Camps: Race and Culture in Postmodernity. An Inaugural Lecture,”
Economy and Society 28 (1999): 183–97.

The second challenge to the recovery of memory is of another order. In certain
parts of the New World, the memory of slavery is repressed by the descendents
of African slaves. The family drama at the origin of the tragedy as well as the
misery of their existence in the present are constantly denied. To be sure, this
denial is not equivalent to forgetting as such. It is simultaneously a refusal to
acknowledge one’s ancestry and a refusal to remember an act that arouses feel-
ings of shame. Under such conditions, the priority is not really to reestablish con-
tact with oneself and with one’s origins.65 Nor is it a question of restoring a full
and positive relationship to oneself, since this self has been damaged and humil-
iated beyond any limit. Because the narrative of slavery has been condemned to
being elliptical, a ghost persecutes and haunts the subject and inscribes on his or
her unconscious the dead body of a language that must constantly be repressed.
For in order to exist in the present, it is considered necessary to forget the name
of the father in the very act in which one claims to ask the question of origin and
filiation. This is notably the case in the Antilles.66

A third lacuna in African philosophical reflection on the three events is pre-
sented by the question of the symbolism of exile. The metaphor of the concentra-
tion camp is used to compare the condition of slavery with the predicament of
European Jewry as well as, on a more general level, relations between race and
culture in modern consciousness. But there is something hasty and superficial
about this comparison.67 In fact, the Jewish imagination constantly oscillates
between a plurality of contrasted myths and unresolved, but productive, ten-
sions—the myth of autochthony versus the reality of forced displacement, the
empirical fact of dislocation versus the promise of return—in short, a temporal-
ity in suspense, in which resides the twofold visage of the diaspora and Israel, the
absence of territory in no way signifying the interruption of Jewish continuity.
And finally, beyond contingency, fragmentation, and terror, there is a Book, the
Torah, a text continuously reinscribed through a process of exegesis and com-
mentary. 

Beyond the appearance of fractures and diffraction, the experience of African
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slaves in the New World reflects a more or less comparable plenitude of identity,
even if the forms of its expression differ, and even though there is no Book as
such. Like Jews in the European world, they have to narrate the self and narrate
the world, approaching this world from a position in which their lives, their work,
and their way of speaking (langage) are scarcely legible, enveloped as they are in
ghostly contours. They have to invent an art of existing in the midst of despolia-
tion—even though, by this date, it is almost impossible to reenchant the past and
cast a spell upon the present (except, perhaps, in the syncopated terms of a body
that is constantly made to pass from being to appearance, from song to music).68

But that said, the similarity ends. In contrast with the case of the Holocaust,
black peoples’ experiences of slavery in the New World and elsewhere have not
been interpreted in any way—philosophically, politically, or culturally—that
brings out the possibility of founding a universal telos.69

Marxist and nationalist criticism has underestimated the wide variety of
African experiences of colonial conquest. Recent historiography has shown that
Africans gave very different answers to the choices forced on them by European
invasion. The social divisions constituted over the period of the Atlantic slave
trade had sharpened under the test of colonialism. New sources of wealth acquired
during the heyday of the slave trade and its aftermath overturned preexisting
social orders. The two major monotheistic religions, Islam and Christianity, ques-
tioned the cosmological bases of local societies. As political violence and extor-
tion intensified during the second half of the nineteenth century, the exercise of
power was released from mediation by any discourse of political responsibility.
The shifts in relations of power, exacerbated by local wars of succession, resulted
in a comprehensive crisis of authority. In most places, the colonial advance
across the interior of the continent could be said to have taken the character of a
creeping slave revolt.70

In many ways, colonization was a co-invention. It was the result of Western
violence as well as the work of a swarm of African auxiliaries seeking profit.
Where it was impractical to import a white settler population to occupy the land,
colonial powers generally got blacks to colonize their own congeners (con-
génères) in the name of the metropolitan nation. More decisively, “unhealthy”
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68. Gilroy, Black Atlantic; and Stuart Hall, “Nihilism in Black America” in Black Popular Culture,
ed. Michele Wallace and Gina Dent (Seattle: Bay Press, 1992).

69. See Howard H. Harriott, “The Evils of Chattel Slavery and the Holocaust: An Examination of
Laurence Thomas’s Vessels of Evil,” International Philosophical Quarterly 37 (1997): 329–47.

70. John Lonsdale, “The European Scramble and Conquest in African History,” in The Cambridge
History of Africa, vol. 6 (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1981).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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71. Cf. Françoise Vergès’s reading of Fanon in “Creole Skin, Black Mask: Fanon and Disavowal,”
Critical Inquiry 23 (1997): 578–95.

72. See, e.g., Mkandawire and Soludo, Our Continent, Our Future.

though it may appear to a critic, it must be recognized that colonialism exercised
a strong seductive power over Africans on a mental and moral no less than mate-
rial level. Manifold possibilities of upward mobility were promised by the colo-
nial system. Whether such promises were actually fulfilled is beside the point. As
a refracted and endlessly reconstituted fabric of fictions, colonialism generated
mutual utopias—hallucinations shared by the colonizers and the colonized.71

The above examples suffice to show that by resorting to expedients and failing
to address these central questions about life—its forms, its possibilities, and what
denies it—African criticism, dominated by political economy and by the nativist
impulse, has from the outset inscribed the quest for political identity within a
purely instrumental and short-term temporality. When the question was asked,
during the heyday of colonialism, whether self-government was possible, it was
never to engage the general question of being and time—in other words, of life
—but rather to facilitate native people’s struggle to take over the apparatus of the
state. The power to risk one’s life—that is, in Hegel’s terms, the ability to put an
end to the servile condition and be reborn as the subject of the world—peters out
in the prose of autochthony. And in the end, it can be said that everything here
comes down to that one, perverse structure: autochthony. 

Self, Polis, and Cosmopolis 

So where are we today? What ways of imagining identity are at work and what
social practices do they produce? What has happened to the tropes of victimiza-
tion, race, and tradition? 

First, I must note that the thematics of anti-imperialism is exhausted. This
does not mean, however, that the pathos of victimization has been transcended.
The anti-imperialist debate was in fact revived during the 1980s and 1990s in the
form of a critique of structural adjustment programs and neoliberal conceptions
of the state’s relation to the market.72 In the interim, however, the ideology of
Pan-Africanism was confronted by the reality of national states that, contrary to
received wisdom, turned out to be less artificial than had been thought. A more
significant development has been an emerging junction between the old anti-
imperialist thematics—“revolution,” “anticolonialism”—and the nativist theses.
Fragments of these imaginaires are now combining to oppose globalization, to
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relaunch the metaphysics of difference, to reenchant tradition, and to revive the
utopian vision of an Africanity that is coterminous with blackness. 

The thematic of race has also undergone major shifts. The extreme case of
South Africa (and other settler colonies) has long led people, both in the West
and Africa, to think that the polar opposition between blacks and whites summed
up by itself the whole racial question in Africa. However, the repertoires on the
basis of which the imaginaires of race and the symbolism of blood are consti-
tuted have always been characterized by their extreme variety. At a level beyond
that of the simple black/white opposition, other racial cleavages have always set
Africans against each other. And here may be enumerated not only the most vis-
ible—black Africans versus Africans of Arab, South Asian, Jewish, or Chinese
ancestry—but also a range of others that can attest to the panoply of colors and
their annexation to projects of domination: black Africans versus Creoles,
Lebanese-Syrians, métis, Berbers, Tuaregs, Afro-Brazilians, and Fulanis; Amharas
versus Oromos; and Tutsis versus Hutus, to give some representative examples. 

In fact—no matter what definition one gives of the notion—the racial unity
of Africa has always been a myth. But this myth is currently imploding under the
impact of internal (as well as external) factors connected with African societies’
linkages to global cultural flows. For even if inequalities of power and access to
property remain (not to mention racist stereotypes and violence), the category of
whiteness no longer has the same meanings as it did under colonialism or
apartheid. Although the “white condition” has not reached a point of absolute flu-
idity that would detach it once and for all from any citation of power, privilege,
and oppression, it is clear that the experience of Africans of European origin has
taken on ever more diverse aspects throughout the continent. The forms in which
this experience is imagined—not only by whites themselves, but also by oth-
ers—are no longer the same. This diversity now makes the identity of Africans
of European origin a contingent and situated identity.73

The same might be said of Luso-Africans and Africans of South Asian 
or Lebanese-Syrian origin, even if the historical conditions of their becoming 
citizens and their positions on the social map differ from those of whites and
blacks.74 The case of North Africans of Arab origin suggests transformations of
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73. Cf., e.g., Ian Smith, The Great Betrayal: The Memoirs of Ian Douglas Smith (London: Blake,
1997); Eugene De Kock and Jeremy Gordin, A Long Night’s Damage: Working for the Apartheid
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(Boulder, Colo.: Westview Press, 1993); also Melanie Yap and Dianne Leong Man, Colour, Confu-
sion, and Concessions: The History of the Chinese in South Africa (Hong Kong: Hong Kong Univer-
sity Press, 1996); and Peter Mark, “The Evolution of ‘Portuguese’ Identity: Luso-Africans on the
Upper Guinea Coast from the Sixteenth to the Early Nineteenth Century,” Journal of African History
40 (1999): 173–91.

75. Cf. Africanité du Maghreb, special issue of Africultures 13 (1998); and Afrique noire et monde
arabe: Continuités et ruptures, special issue of Cahiers des sciences humaines 16 (2000).

76. Cf., in another context, Livio Sansone, “The New Blacks from Bahia: Local and Global in
Afro-Bahia,” Identities 3 (1997): 457–93.

another kind. On the one hand, the historical relations and influences between
the Mediterranean Maghreb and sub-Saharan Africa are continually both
repressed and narrativized in folklore. Officially, as a matter of state policy,
Maghrebi identity is Arabo-Islamic. Given a historical scope, however, it can be
seen to proceed from a syncretic mixture of Saharan, Berber, Peninsular Arabian,
and even Jewish and Turkish contributions.75 On the other hand, Islam has served
as the idiom of a sociocultural matrix within which adherence to the same faith
and belonging to a single religious community do not do away with a master-
slave relation, as we see in Mauretania or, farther to the east, in the Arabo-Nilotic
region (Sudan in particular). 

What can be seen here is that the symbolism of blood and colors proceeds by
degrees. And as in other parts of the world, race, class, ethnicity, and gender in
Africa intersect and produce, despite the ambivalence inherent in such opera-
tions, effects of violence. In general, it can be said that the forms of racial con-
sciousness are changing all over the continent. The production of racial identities
beyond the binary black/white opposition increasingly operates in accord with
distinct, contingent logics as old demarcations lose their mechanical aspect and
opportunities for transgression multiply. In many ways, the instability of racial
categories is demonstrating that there are several kinds of whiteness as well as of
blackness.76

Let me focus here on the trope of tradition. The project of reenchanting tradi-
tion is based on a set of fragmentary ideas and social practices—on an imagi-
naire that draws its referents from both local and global sources. The most pow-
erful vectors of this imaginaire are the communitarian movements. By contrast
with a universalist, cosmopolitan view, which would tend to emphasize the ability
to detach itself from any kind of essence, these movements draw their power
from the rehabilitation of origins and membership. The idea is that there is no
identity that does not in some way lead to questions about origins and attachment
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to them—no matter what definition of them is given or how much fiction may be
inherent in that definition. 

The différend concerning origins is supposed to be the starting point for
becoming conscious of identity. At the same time, however, every such identity is
expected to be translated into territorial terms. Indeed, to this way of thinking,
there is no identity without territoriality—the vivid consciousness of place and
mastery of it, whether by birth, by conquest, or by settlement. Territoriality in its
clearest manifestation is to be found in the cult of locality—or, in other words,
home, the small space and inherited estate where direct, proximate relationships
are reinforced by membership in a common genealogy. This is the same matrix,
real or supposed, that serves as the foundation for the civic space; in fact, funer-
als and burials are one of the chief ways of ritualizing membership in the civic
space, as enacted within the boundaries of home.77 It can thus be seen that from a
combination of ideological categories (membership and origins) and spatial cat-
egories (territory and locality) emerges citizenship, which might be defined as the
ability to enjoy a home, the ability to exclude foreigners from this enjoyment, the
right to protection and to access to a range of collective goods and resources sit-
uated in the space thus delimited. 

It can further be stated that, under contemporary processes of globalization,
the idioms of kinship deployed in this process of claiming citizenship—relations
such as filiation, genealogy, and heritage—can be converted into recyclable
resources. One of the vehicles of this conversion is the international lexicon of
rights. Whether the right being invoked in a given argument cites the protection
of the environment or the claims of minorities or indigenous peoples, in each case
the strategy is to assert a wounded identity. The wound is configured in the depri-
vation of specific rights that a discrete community then attempts to recover
through this recourse to the international lexicon. Another vehicle for reenchant-
ing tradition and recycling local identities that is coming to the fore is the mar-
ket. The market’s role in the process is particularly apparent in the contexts of
tourism and the politics of heritage. 

States of War and Regimes of Divine Sovereignty But if global processes of
symbolic exchange enter African subjectivities at (among other levels) the com-
modification of identities under the sign of tradition, one of the chief sites of
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77. See Kwame Arhin, “The Economic Implications of Transformations in Akan Funeral Rites,”
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78. On these discussions, see Jenny Edkins, “Sovereign Power, Zones of Indistinction, and the
Camp,” Alternatives 25 (2000): 3–25.

79. Cf. Inge Brinkman, “Ways of Death: Accounts of Terror from Angolan Refugees in Namibia,”
Africa 70 (2000): 1–24.

80. See Boubacar Boris Diop, Murambi: Le livre des ossements (Paris: Stock, 2000); Thierno
Monenembo, L’aîné des orphelins (Paris: Seuil, 2000).

81. Here, I draw my inspiration from Daniel Pécaut, “Configurations of Space, Time, and Subjec-
tivity in a Context of Terror: The Colombian Example,” International Journal of Politics, Culture, and
Society 14 (2000): 129–50.

82. A dimension that we also encounter in autochthonous practices and that monotheistic reli-
gions have only accentuated. See Robin Law, “Human Sacrifice in Pre-Colonial West Africa,” African
Affairs 34 (1985): 53–87; and, more generally, J. Milbank, “Stories of Sacrifice: From Wellhausen to
Girard,” Theory, Culture, and Society 12 (1995): 15–46.

mediation between global flows and local practices of reenchanting tradition
turns out to be war—or, more precisely, the state of war. Getting beyond a con-
sideration of its empirical aspects (e.g., the formation of militias, the privatiza-
tion of violence, arms trading, and smuggling), the state of war in contemporary
Africa should in fact be conceived of as a general cultural experience that shapes
identities, just as the family, the school, and other social institutions do. And in a
still more determinative manner, the state of war invokes regimes of subjectivity
that must be explored briefly. 

First among the state of war’s effects can be identified as an entry into a zone
of indistinction. This is a space set outside human jurisdiction, where the frontiers
between the rule of law and chaos disappear, decisions about life and death
become entirely arbitrary, and everything becomes possible.78 In most contempo-
rary war zones in Africa, the descent into indistinction is marked by an unprece-
dented degree of torture, mutilation, and mass killing.79 Progressively, the spread
of terror fragments inhabited spaces, blows apart temporal frames of reference,
and diminishes the possibilities available to individuals to fulfill themselves as
continuous subjects.80 The ensuing spectacularization of suffering only serves to
reinforce this process through the bequest of traumatic memories. The horror of
bodily injury is everywhere to be seen. Trauma has become something quasi-
permanent. Memory is physically embedded in bodies marked with the signs of
their own destruction, moving through a general landscape of fragmentation and
economic decay. In many places, life has taken the form of a continuous journey.
One leaves one space and establishes oneself in another only to be dislodged by
terror, confronted by unpredictable circumstances, and forced to settle once again
where one can.81

The second effect that should be remarked upon is the sacrificial dimension of
war.82 As shown elsewhere, in several regions of the continent, the material
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deconstruction of existing territorial frameworks goes hand in hand with the
emergence of war economies (and of war as a general economy) in which violent
conflicts no longer necessarily imply that those who have weapons oppose each
other. Many conflicts are likely to oppose those who have weapons and those
who have none. In those contexts, a marked disconnection between people and
things ensues, the value of things surpassing that of people. The resulting forms of
violence have as their chief goals the physical destruction of people (massacres
of civilians, genocides, various kinds of maiming) and the primary exploitation
of mineral resources.83 Most of these events stem from the idea of history as a
sacrificial process.

Here, the word sacrifice has two senses: self-sacrifice (putting one’s life at
someone else’s disposal, getting killed for a cause) and mass murder (the physical
annihilation of countless human lives). On the one hand, self-sacrifice implies
that one will put to death other human beings who are identified with the “enemy.”
One accepts that one may be killed during this process; indeed, one believes that
in such a death is found the essence of life. On the other hand, massacre consti-
tutes the most grandiose sign of both sovereignty and what Georges Bataille
called expenditure.84 More than anything else, it marks the limit of the principle
of utility—and thus of the idea of the preservation—of human lives. Massacre
inaugurates a sovereignty of loss through the spectacular destruction and bloody
waste of human beings. 

It is a characteristic of actual corpses, dead things, that they all seem frozen in
pastness. Doubts emerge as to whether those apparently animate beings who
seem to be alive are really alive, or whether they are only the figurative corpses
of what had once been alive and are now but shattered mirrors at the frontier of
madness and abjection.85 The function of this Dionysian violence is not to stun or
even to dazzle.86 Nor is it part of a consumptive process of manducation and
dejection. This process is no longer a matter of appropriating the Other or turning
him or her into chattel or merchandise, as happened during the period of the
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83. Cf. Achille Mbembe, “At the Edge of the World: Boundaries, Territoriality, and Sovereignty
in Africa,” Public Culture 12 (2000): 259–84.

84. Georges Bataille, La part maudite, précédé de La notion de dépense (Paris: Editions de
Minuit, 1967).

85. On “corpses” and “abjection,” see Julia Kristeva, Powers of Horror: An Essay on Abjection,
trans. Leon S. Roudiez (New York: Columbia University Press, 1982).

86. On the Dionysian character of the process, see Harris Memel-Fotê, “La fête de l’homme riche
dans le Golfe de Guinée au temps de l’esclavage, XVIIe-XIXe siècles,” Cahiers d’études africaines
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87. Cf. Achille Mbembe, “Political Imagination in Times of War” (forthcoming).
88. See Ahmadou Kourouma, Allah n’est pas obligé (Paris: Seuil, 2000).
89. On the ethics of sainthood and the ethos of prosperity, see Ruth Marshall-Fratani, “Prospérité 

Atlantic slave trade and its aftermath. Rather, it is a question of abolishing, once
and for all, the very idea of a debt owed to life.87

But in the act that consists of putting to death innumerable sacrificial victims,
the agent of the massacre also seeks to transcend and reinvent the self. Trembling
with drunkenness, he or she becomes a sort of work of art shaped and sculpted by
cruelty. It is in this sense that the state of war becomes part of the new African
practices of the self. Through sacrifice, the African subject transforms his or her
own subjectivity and produces something new—something that does not belong
to the domain of a lost identity that must at all costs be found again, but rather
something radically different, something open to change and whose theory and
vocabulary remain to be invented.88

The third feature of the state of war to be discussed here is its relation to two
central determinants already identified in the experiences of slavery and
apartheid: life and property. Life is a factor here to the extent that the state of war
authorizes power, even naked force, to be exercised in the extreme, in an absolute
manner. As a result, the calculus governing cultural and political practices no
longer has as its goal the subjection of individuals so much as the seizure of
power over life itself. Its function is to abolish any idea of ancestry and thus any
debt with regard to a past. There emerges an original imaginaire of sovereignty
whose field of exercise is nothing less than life in its generality. The latter may be
subject to an empirical, that is, biological death. But it can also be seen to be
mortgaged, in the same way that objects are, in a general economy whose terms
are furnished by massacres and carnage, in the manner of capital, labor, and sur-
plus value as disposed in the classical Marxist model. 

Alongside the state of war, the other form of instituting imagination through
which the junction between the cosmopolitan and the local is effected is the state
of religion (l’état de religion). On this front, the most significant development of
the last quarter of the twentieth century has been the unprecedented growth of
Pentecostal Christianity among popular and elite urban sectors in Africa. Crucial
to this expansion have been four structures of meaning, each of which provides a
means of psychic negotiation, self-styling, and engagement with the world at
large. These are: the gift of tongues (the ability to speak in both heavenly and
human languages), the gift of divine healing and prophecy, the ethics of saint-
hood, and the ethos of prosperity.89
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In contemporary Africa, it is the subject’s relation to divine sovereignty that
serves as the main provider of meanings for most people. This can be said even
though the various discursive formations whose symbolism is established in reli-
gious authority are far from being homogeneous. Almost everywhere, contempo-
rary practices in the course of which divine power is mimed or staged are linked
with the process of reinventing the self and the polis, in its twofold sense—
earthly polis and heavenly polis (the Kingdom). Such a categorization does not
reflect solely a division between this world and the beyond. It also indicates how
the self arises from the interaction between the world of the empirical and what
cannot be reduced to it. Through specific rituals and celebrations of various
kinds, religious practice is becoming the site where the networks of a new, non-
biological relationship among members of a family or even an ecumene are formed,
at the same time as notions of divine sovereignty and patronage are transformed
and new dogmas emerge. 

More fundamentally, the development of a new religious imaginaire is based
on the mobilization of three ideosymbolic formations whose hold on contempo-
rary conceptions of the self is evident: the exercise of charisma (which authorizes
the practice of oracular pronouncement and prophecy, of possession and heal-
ing); the logic of sacrifice (mourning and funerals); and, finally, the domain of the
miraculous (that is, the belief that anything is possible). Charisma is particularly
interesting in that it encompasses two apparently contradictory tendencies. On
the one hand, it represents the zenith of individuality as well as of shared experi-
ence. Although not every member of the congregation is supposed to be endowed
with prophetic gifts per se, each one nevertheless is granted unobstructed access
to the same source of power—divine grace.90 On the other hand, charisma marks
investiture with a distinct, autonomous power and authority that is benevolently
exercised in the service of a community. The exercise of this authority places the
thaumaturge in a hierarchical relationship with those who are not endowed with
the same magic, the same know-how. An attempt is made to manage the “real
world” on the basis of the conviction that all symbolization refers primarily to a
system of the invisible, of a magical universe, the present belonging above all to a
sequence that opens onto something different. 

Finally, let me gesture to the problem of the object of desire in an economy of
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miraculeuse: Pasteurs pentecôtistes et argent de Dieu au Nigéria,” Politique africaine, no. 82 (June
2001): 24–44.

90. Cf. Raphael Falco, “Charisma and Tragedy: An Introduction,” Theory, Culture, and Society 16
(1999): 71–99.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 968 of 1031



African Modes of 

Self-Writing

271

91. Cf. Serguei Alex. Oushakine, “The Quantity of Style: Imaginary Consumption in the New
Russia,” Theory, Culture, and Society 7 (2000): 97–121.

92. See Jean Comaroff and John Comaroff, “Occult Economies and the Violence of Abstraction:
Notes from the South African Postcolony,” American Ethnologist 26 (1999): 279–303. 

scarcity as one more transformative force in contemporary African practices 
of self formation.91 It may be said that the sites and the vectors of this imaginaire
of consumption are to a large extent the same as those found elsewhere in the
world. But one development in particular deserves special recognition here. This
is the phenomenon, in all its manifold aspects, of an economy of desired goods
that are known, that may sometimes be seen, that one wants to enjoy, but to which
one will never have material access. There is an element of fictiveness to these
coveted goods. For in the situation of chronic scarcity, what is decisive in the for-
mation of subjectivities is not the actual consummation of exchange relations on
the material level. Where the capture and consumption of desired but inaccessible
goods becomes problematic, other regimes of subjectivity come into the making. 

Where shortage and scarcity prevail, the appropriation of desired goods may
take place through pillage and violent seizure. If not, it can be realized only
through shadow interventions in the phantasmatic realm.92 Fantasies are thus
focused on purely imaginary objects. The powers of imagination are stimulated,
intensified by the very unavailability of the objects of desire. The practices of
plundering, the various forms of mercenary activity, and the differing registers of
falsification are based on an economy that mobilizes passions such as greed,
envy, jealousy, and the thirst for conquest. Here, the course of life is assimilated
to a game of chance, a lottery, in which the existential temporal horizon is colo-
nized by the immediate present and by prosaic short-term calculations. In the
popular practices of capturing the flows of global exchange, rituals of extraver-
sion are developed—rituals that consist of miming the major signifiers of global
consumerism. 

Conclusion

Attempts to define African identity in a neat and tidy way have so far failed. Fur-
ther attempts are likely to meet the same fate as long as criticisms of African
imaginations of the self and the world remain trapped within a conception of
identity as geography—in other words, of time as space. From that conflation has
resulted a massive indictment of the twin notions of universalism and cosmopoli-
tanism, and in their place a celebration of autochthony—that is, a construction of
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the self understood in terms of both victimhood and mutilation. One of the major
implications of such an understanding of time and subjectivity is that African
thought has come to conceive politics either along the lines of a recovery of an
essential but lost nature—the liberation of an essence—or as a sacrificial
process. 

To be sure, there is no African identity that could be designated by a single
term or that could be named by a single word or subsumed under a single cate-
gory. African identity does not exist as a substance. It is constituted, in varying
forms, through a series of practices, notably practices of the self.93 Neither the
forms of this identity nor its idioms are always self-identical. Rather, these forms
and idioms are mobile, reversible, and unstable. Given this element of play, they
cannot be reduced to a purely biological order based on blood, race, or geogra-
phy. Nor can they be reduced to custom, to the extent that the latter’s meaning is
itself constantly shifting.94

But by now, the all-too-familiar and clichéd rhetoric of nonsubstantiality, insta-
bility, and indetermination is just one more inadequate way to come to grips with
African imaginations of the self and the world.95 It is no longer enough to assert
that only an African self endowed with a capacity for narrative synthesis—that
is, a capacity to generate as many stories as possible in as many voices as possi-
ble—can sustain the discrepancy and interlacing multiplicity of norms and rules
characteristic of our epoch. 

Perhaps one step out of this quandary would be to reconceptualize the notion
of time in its relation to memory and subjectivity.96 Because the time we live in
is fundamentally fractured, the very project of an essentialist or sacrificial recov-
ery of the self is, by definition, doomed. Only the disparate, and often intersect-
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93. See T. K. Biaya, “Crushing the Pistachio: Eroticism in Senegal and the Art of Ousmane Ndi-
aye Dago,” Public Culture 12 (2000): 707–20, and “Les plaisirs de la ville: Masculinité, féminité et
sexualité à Dakar, 1997–2000,” African Studies Review 44 (2001): 71–85. See also Dominique
Malaquais, Anatomie d’une arnaque: Feymen et feymania au Cameroun, Les études du CERI, no. 77
(Paris: Centre d’Etudes et de Recherches Internationales, 2001).

94. Cf. Carolyn Hamilton, Terrific Majesty (Cambridge: Harvard University Press, 1998).
95. See AbdouMaliq Simone, “The Worldling of African Cities,” African Studies Review 44

(2001): 15–41; Mamadou Diouf, “The Senegalese Murid Trade Diaspora and the Making of a Ver-
nacular Cosmopolitanism,” Public Culture 12 (2000): 679–702; and Janet MacGaffey and Rémy
Bazenguissa-Ganga, Congo-Paris: Transnational Traders on the Margins of the Law (Oxford: James
Currey, 2000).

96. Achille Mbembe, On the Postcolony (Berkeley: University of California Press, 2001); James
Ferguson, Expectation of Modernity: Myths and Meanings of Urban Life on the Zambian Copperbelt
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ing, practices through which Africans stylize their conduct and life can account
for the thickness of which the African present is made. 

Achille Mbembe is a senior researcher at the Institute of Social and Economic
Research at the University of the Witwatersrand, Johannesburg. His latest book
is On the Postcolony (2001). 

Responses to “African Modes of Self-Writing” will appear in Public Culture, fall 2002.
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Obverse Denominations: Africa?

Ato Quayson

L et us note first of all the polemical mood in which Achille Mbembe’s
“African Modes of Self-Writing” (Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–

73) is styled. A response that any polemical piece encourages is the desire to iso-
late its more extreme propositions for refutation. A refutation could also be
undertaken on methodological grounds. One could say that the essayist has not
taken account of enough scholarship, that the polemical propositions have been
carelessly established, and that the entire set of questions could have been better
posed in a different light. 

But such a response would signally fail to register interest in the essay in its
fundamental purpose, which is to get us thinking rigorously about what we mean
when we invoke an “African” identity. The autochthonous denominations of this
identity, as Mbembe shows, have led to a fixation with narratives of victimhood
and with an interpretation of history as sorcery—that Africans have been acci-
dentalized and mutilated by historical processes over which they have had little
or no control. Slavery, colonialism, and a rabid globalization are named as the
villains in this tragic drama of dispossession. Mbembe is generally right in point-
ing out that these autochthonous determinations have served to obscure a number
of vectors of our history, such as our own contributions to some of our woes and
tribulations, and the multiple trajectories of our contemporary identities. 

But this critique of autochthonous determinations leaves out an important ques-
tion, one that may be formulated in a variety of ways: Why does this explanatory

Public Culture 14(3): 585–588
Copyright © 2002 by Duke University Press
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impulse persist in African modes of self-writing up to the present time? Are
Africans somehow so compulsive in their dreams of a pure and nativist identity
that they fail to conceptualize the issue in any other way? Why this obsession? To
try to gesture toward an answer, I want to suggest a polemical formulation of my
own: There are no blacks in Africa. 

What I mean by this is that blackness (read here: Africanness also) is first and
foremost a location within a structure of determinations. This structure writes
itself in history as a series of cross-cultural encounters in which blackness has
always had a particular quality of impoverishment and evolutionary backwardness
as its signature. No idle semiotic structure, it spawns material effects. In a quite
real sense, all changes to the knowledge-economy nexus within which “Africans”
are denominated have to go through a series of genre chains in which knowledge
is aligned with management (in the economic as well as political sense) and with
power. These genre chains are partly situated within Africa’s self-conception. But
they are also heavily dependent on debates about Africa from outside the continent. 

The persistence of the autochthonous denominations that Mbembe laments,
therefore, might fruitfully be read as the African’s sustained enactment of a semi-
otic overload of the place assigned to him or her within the denominating struc-
ture.1 This point is not, in fact, far distant from what Mbembe himself has to say
about the way nativist thinking originates in the need to respond to the negations
of blackness embedded in Western philosophical discourse. My point augments
this view in suggesting that nativism becomes a means of overloading the
denominating structure with precisely that which the latter names as negative.
This is seen as a necessary move to arrest the play of significations within the
denominating structure and to force it to confront, in its starkness, that which had
been designated negative. The issue that needs to be confronted in this scenario is
whether—given this denominative excess from the domain of the negative—the
possibility of self-reflexivity gets lost in an ensuing obsession with the structure
of obverse denomination. 

It is here that we can join Mbembe in lamenting the lack in African modes of
self-writing of the transcendental orientations that have enabled German and
Jewish thought to integrate forms of the radical negation of identity. What I
understand by this comparison is that we must be prepared in our own thought to
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capacity to intervene in and manipulate them strategically, are the subjects of a fascinating essay by
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contemplate the total negation of what Africa means—before we can put it to
any good use post-slavery, -colonialism, and -apartheid. And this negation has to
be assimilated to our own thought, not as an internalization of absolute victim-
hood, but as the productive means by which we simultaneously let go of and
assert our identities. The crucial thing to bear in mind in this regard is that at no
point in our history have Africans actually been in a position to trigger and con-
trol the direction and rate of transformation of the genre chains that shape the
structures within which we are denominated. We have always been consigned to
responding from the place where we ought not to have been standing. 

Two vectors of the strategic reformulation of the denominating structure have
to be noted, however. The first is that, as noted above, the structure is not just a
structure of knowledge but has direct material effects. When Africa is named on
Western television as a kaleidoscopic problem with AIDS, wars, and political
instability as its sigla, this is no mere device of the production of a form of
demeaning knowledge for Western consumption. There is more than enough evi-
dence on the continent to sustain the thesis that Africa is in crisis. To change the
perceptions of our backwardness that then force us to make anguished claims of
selfhood, we Africans will have to attend to the material details of our nightmare
at the same time as we seek a better denomination. In other words, changing the
way we represent ourselves has to go hand in hand with our own robust attempts
at stemming the tide of confusion that engulfs Africa on a daily basis.

In this regard, another element of Mbembe’s polemical discussion becomes
pertinent. Toward the end of his essay, he draws attention to the effects of vio-
lence in creating various new forms of subjectivities and modes of being in the
world. But the violence of war he presents, and the negation that it produces, are
much more part of the fabric of everyday life in Africa than Mbembe suggests.
Much of the continent is pervaded by what might be termed cultures of impunity.
A minor traffic infringement may cause a person instant and violent retribution
from bystanders. To fall in love with the wrong partner may invite physical
mishaps of unimaginable sorts. A minor altercation in a shop may lead to assault
and battery, and so on and so forth. The worrisome thing is that this culture of
impunity often marks all levels of civic society and polity—from the excesses of
totalitarian regimes to the banality of police procedures and all the way down to
the breakdown of civil address between neighbors. The conditions for these cul-
tures of impunity vary, but their effects are the same in one respect: vigilance
about one’s physical safety becomes a necessary condition of existence on the
continent. In this sense, war is only an exacerbation of what is essentially an
endemic form of social disorder, whose spasmodic expressions can be seen today3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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in the violent land seizures in Zimbabwe, the chaotic violence on the streets of
Lagos, and the pillage of natural resources in Sierra Leone, Angola, and other
places. 

These conceptions by no means address comprehensively the task that lies
ahead in formulating productive modes of self-writing in Africa. But attempting
to free ourselves from calcified processes of thought is surely the crucial first
step.

Ato Quayson teaches English at the University of Cambridge, where he is director
of the African Studies Centre. He is the author of Postcolonialism: Theory, Prac-
tice, or Process? (2000) and Calibrations: Reading for the Social (forthcoming). 
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Toward a Critique of 
Consumer Imperialism

Paul Gilroy

For me, reading Achille Mbembe’s absorbing piece (“African Modes of Self-
Writing,” Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–73) conjured up the well-

worn modernist image of the critical philosopher as an escapologist: Initially
imprisoned and confined by a host of ingenious shackles and devices, he disap-
pears from view before publicly shrugging them all off after some secret minutes
of unseen but energetic activity. He stands now before an appreciative audience
absolutely untrammeled, in this case, with only a few Derridean or Lacanian fig
leaves to conceal the shame that attends his postcolonial renaissance. 

It is an impressive performance of the very autonomy to which his piece is
addressed: a learned, provocative, and worthwhile essay that offers a wealth of
subtle insights. They echo in and reverberate through my own thoughts, and
there is much agreement between us, particularly on issues flowing from his
courageous diagnosis of authoritarian political cultures and their claims upon the
political and philosophical languages of Africa and its diasporas. In entering
these difficult and contested areas, Mbembe touches on matters of the greatest
importance for both Africa and those various diasporas. That necessary distinc-
tion splits authentic and differentiated “Africans” from “Negroes,” whose sup-
posedly simpler modes of being in the world were invented in slavery but are, in
reality, no less heterogeneous. This division is difficult to manage within an
analysis that ducks the implications of seeing that African-descended people in
the United States occupy economic and communicative locations very different

Public Culture 14(3): 589–591
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from those that play home to their racialized siblings in the Caribbean, Latin
America, and Africa itself. 

I want to endorse Mbembe’s timely rejections of culture as property and iden-
tity as a unitary phenomenon or “substance.” I would also like to applaud his tan-
talizing grasp of “race” as the “blind spot” of modernity and his acute observa-
tions on the culture of freedom as a practice of domination. His passing remarks
to the effect that it is “race” that makes it possible to found difference in general,
and the existence of nations in particular, deserve to be elaborated at length and
explored carefully. 

I suspect that there are also substantive disagreements between us, but the
density and momentum of this essay makes them hard to hold on to. They
emerged briefly into focus as a result of my disinclination to follow him into the
dense philosophical thickets where he imagines that the evasive, wounded quarry
of African self-knowledge can be located. It may be that he is caught because, by
posing the problems involved in the attainment of selfhood in this particular
manner, he is already open to the accusation that he is playing the very German
game he has expounded and expressly forbidden. Indeed, to name this political
problem in terms of the selfhood of the African subject may already be to have
been defeated by the well-oiled workings of an alien philosophical idiom. 

The hopeful transition heralded but never completely identified by the colo-
nial humanists of the Second World War period, particularly Léopold Sédar 
Senghor, anticipated that African culture and critique would manage an imagina-
tive ethicopolitical leap in which particularity would be reconciled with univer-
salism. Their dream shadows Mbembe’s own. However, if the relationship between
African self-possession and African self-government is eventually to be resolved,
this postcolonial project requires additional resources. To put this more bluntly, it
needs tactics that do not reduce the philosophical inquiries demanded by racial
slavery, colonialism, apartheid, and, yes, globalization to a choice between flight
and melancholic resignation. 

There is a particularly big hiccup when Mbembe switches from the uncom-
fortable but creative task of critique to the different work of obligatory recon-
struction. The fireworks with which he has led his readers through his own spec-
ulations anticipate and deserve a more substantial conclusion than the one he
offers. It might lie, perhaps, in a better account of how the counterdiscourses of
colonial “transmodernity” contain, but could also supersede, the philosophical
approaches to which he remains bound even in his engaging performance of escap-
ing them. This alternative option would demand a frontal rather than an oblique
encounter with the conceptual problems bequeathed by Europe-centeredness. It
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necessitates that we press Mbembe on some of the more cryptic formulations in
which he drifts back toward the unsatisfactory “traditional” responses he consid-
ers to have been already well mapped by sages like Senghor and Kwame Anthony
Appiah. This is a long way of saying that the oscillation he dislikes—between a
brutally racialized world and a prematurely and unconvincingly universalized
one—gets repeated in his own argument. He names a problem that he has not
been able to resolve. 

If I understand it, I do not want to concede Mbembe’s suggestion that the the-
matics of anti-imperialism has been exhausted. It seems to me that we are now on
the edge of a richer and more profound indictment of the catastrophic modernity
inaugurated by Europe’s colonial and imperial power than the makeshift, prelim-
inary diagnosis that served the very different political interests of national liber-
ation movements during the Cold War. Translocal opposition to the widening
gulf between the overdeveloped world and the rest of our planet supplies the
principal ethical imperative for this enterprise. Indictments of what we could call
consumer imperialism are being articulated from inside the fortifications of
overdevelopment as well as outside them. They challenge the politics and the
ethics of Africa’s diaspora as well as the institution of its selfhood. This utopian
project will draw additional energy from struggles against biocolonialism and
contribute it, in turn, to a renewed sense of the planetarity of our political hopes. 

Paul Gilroy is a professor of sociology and African American studies at Yale Uni-
versity. He is the author of Against Race: Imagining Political Culture beyond the
Color Line (2000). 
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The Subject in Africa: In
Foucault’s Footsteps

Bogumil Jewsiewicki

translated by Jennifer Curtiss Gage

How can the world be an object of knowledge and at the same time a testing
place for the subject? 

Michel Foucault, L’herméneutique du sujet

Following the path traced by Michel Foucault, Achille Mbembe (in “African
Modes of Self-Writing,” Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–73) takes us

into a properly iconoclastic reflection on practices of the self in relation to Africa.
It is on purpose that I write “in relation to Africa”: Mbembe refuses to deal with
the subject whose particular quality is that of being “African.” That is a quality
imposed upon the subject—sometimes self-imposed—either by virtue of his or
her continent of “origin”1 or by virtue of invention by the Other, who vis-à-vis
the subject is then affirmed as anything but African. An image taken from the
Austrian writer Robert Musil can underscore the fundamental characteristic of
this position: Mbembe deals with a subject without (particular) qualities—at the
risk of being accused of false consciousness by all who identify him according to
the color of his skin. 

Assuming a Promethean challenge, Mbembe begins with an assertion of
Cartesian derivation: All people are by nature in a position to enunciate their

Public Culture 14(3): 593–598
Copyright © 2002 by Duke University Press

1. The term origin is understood here in the contemporary African sense of a way to describe a
person in terms of the pre-“modern” place of birth of his or her male ancestor: thus, the village in
relation to the city; Africa in relation to the West. 
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own identity. They are not bound to submit beforehand to any transformation, or
conversion, or to follow any master. Identity being a political formulation of the
self’s relation to the Other, it is correct to follow Descartes in the assertion that
every human being is capable of attaining the truth as well as his or her identity,
as long as he or she applies the right method. 

But herein lies a serious pitfall. Who formulates the right method, and on what
bases? The title of Mbembe’s article suggests that within the problematic of iden-
tity formation, narrative can take the place of the Cartesian method as applied to
the search for truth. Mbembe seems to believe that self-writing is not possible
without the mastery of time; his epigraph cites Gilles Deleuze, who emphasizes
time as a condition of subjectivity. Yet having taken this other path, we find our-
selves back exactly where we started. For narrative here refers to the religion of
the Book (it makes little difference whether by this is meant the Book of Chris-
tianity, Judaism, or Islam) as a condition for acceding to the mastery of time. And
precisely in being recognized by the Other, subjectivity is placed at risk of being
wrested from the subject. 

Shouldn’t the question be framed in other terms? This relation to the Other
that constitutes identity could be formulated in terms of co-presence rather than
in terms of succession. Identity would then be organized according to the cate-
gory of space rather than that of time. Could not identity be conceived as perfor-
mative— transactional, as Foucault (2001) says—rather than normative? 

I must proceed schematically in order to point out what I consider to be the
most important features of Mbembe’s approach. First, to place his reflections in
philosophical context, the question should be raised of the path and the master.
Beginning with the title, then, it is clear that marking out the route and accompa-
nying Mbembe is the Foucault of the 1980s—“Writing the Self” was published in
1983—Foucault, that is, as the historian of the subject rather than the historian
of power. The point of departure from which Mbembe conceives of the subject
and of the enunciation of identity becomes clear in the context of Foucault’s ear-
lier publications. 

In Africa, the subject’s own place—his or her lieu propre, to use Michel de
Certeau’s term—is indiscipline. With regard to memory, it is this identity as his
or her own place that locates the subject’s relation to the past. One way of mak-
ing the past present is to follow Plato, as in Paul Ricoeur (2000): guided by a
master, the subject remembers the knowledge that he or she already possessed by
virtue of his or her inherent humanity. But preferable to this approach, perhaps, is
the path of remembering experience. Starting from that place in which the mem-
ory works, a place that is his or her own—propre to him- or herself—the subject
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makes contemporary those elements of experience that illuminate the present and
the future. This second path is the one Mbembe has chosen in order to decon-
struct the theories of the “African subject” who has followed the master’s path. 

Foucault, primarily—but also Certeau (1984) and Pierre Nora (1996–98),
more implicitly—accompany Mbembe as he traverses, at breakneck pace, three
forms of Western reflexivity: (1) memory that recognizes; (2) meditation, possi-
bly leading to asceticism, a test of the self as an ethical subject of the truth; (3)
the Cartesian method, which makes it possible to determine which certitude can
serve as a criterion for all possible truth. This is the route taken by Mbembe to
unmask those theories of the African subject that situate slavery, colonization,
and apartheid as ordeals. Passage through these ordeals is supposed, in these the-
ories, to have united African aspirations to sovereignty, dignity, and knowledge.
Mbembe argues that there is no African subject who, as a victim of injustices, has
a particular mission whose accomplishment would confer an identity and a duty
for unity. For him, there is no African subjectivity that constitutes a collective
destiny forged by history, whether the latter is written in terms of laws or of con-
tingencies. 

Foucault writes of a progressive movement of truth toward the organization of
objective knowledge. Is this the meaning of Mbembe’s closing sentence: “Only
the disparate, and often intersecting, practices through which Africans stylize
their conduct and life can account for the thickness of which the African present
is made”? The frame of the subject who lives in Africa is the présent-maintenant
of Walter Benjamin (1991), mastered by indiscipline. The latter term is the space
dominated by tactics, as Certeau would say; cut out of his or her past, the subject
is removed from his or her own place (lieu propre).

Memory, as a mode of returning to experience, illuminates the praemeditatio
malorum practiced by the subject.2 But in Africa, where societies have been
marked by the slave trade and by colonization, indiscipline offers the subject its
sole tactical recourse—a negative one, to boot. Indiscipline makes it possible to
resist, to remove oneself from the actions of the Other, to act as if one has been

2. Michel Foucault (2001) maintains that one should assume the future as a realm of the imagi-
nation in the form of the Stoics’ praemeditatio malorum. Through the test of nonreality, the prae-
meditatio malorum makes available a truth that will become useful when the event takes place. In
contemporary Africa, political thought has been applied to history as a realm of the imagination,
opposing a past of suffering to a radiant future of ideological volunteerism. Institutions have thus
always been found at a loss when it comes to the event; in contrast, individuals have never failed to
practice the praemeditatio malorum, either in the form of sorcery or in the form of Christian wit-
nessing. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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converted—sometimes, indeed, to the point of believing it oneself. But by the
same token, it does not allow one to impose one’s own priorities. Is this the reason
for the historical failure of independence movements in Africa to establish a truly
new social order? This same indiscipline, which had defeated colonial discipline,
could not positively sustain a state order. And so the (neo)colonial order in turn
succumbed to indiscipline. 

Mbembe’s reasoning goes quite effectively against the grain of a framing of
memory as a miracle that would restore the lost truth. Such a practice of memory
can dispense with neither the mediation of a master nor the subject’s passage
through conversion. And the experience of the past century shows that the mas-
ter in question is the missionary so abhorred by Mbembe. 

But is a rupture with the father the best way to demonstrate the futility of any
claim of paternity on his part? In order to normalize the “primitive” within the
exoticism granted it to make it predictable, Western science has constructed filia-
tion as an African social order. Intellectually, Westerners are therefore the fathers
(or maternal uncles) of the “primitive.” It must be shown that for the descendant,
this paternity is but a historical contingency. But is it merely a question of impos-
ture or invention on the father’s part? It should also be asked: Are the subjects up
to the task of banishing this scent of the father that taints their practice of self?
Should they declare themselves orphans, with respect to the father (Mudimbe
1982)? 

Identity and the father are historically formed, and therefore particular, cate-
gories of perception. The subject has the right to choose among several “subjec-
tivation[s] of the truth” (Foucault 2001). Subjectivity must be conceived in terms
of its relational and transverse enactment in the world among Others. This rela-
tion to the Other is indispensable for theorizing the enunciation and experience
of identity as a modality of being. 

But who is the self’s Other, the relation to whom is indispensable to the styling
of the self? What relation enables one to act as the subject of oneself? To the extent
that Mbembe is opposed to the idea of a totalizing Africanity, deconstructing the
idea of any such identity that reduces the subject to its application, it becomes
meaningless to define the Other in terms of non-Africanity. This is the provincial-
ization of the West, since it is no longer necessary as the subject’s Other.3 The
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Other who really matters is the one with whom the subject shares the space of a
village, a city, a diaspora. If identity is not an essence but a relation to the Other, as
Emmanuel Lévinas (1981) maintains; if every human being possesses the quality of
formulating and enunciating his or her identity as constructed in the relation to the
Other, the one who elicits the enunciation of identity is the one who is closest.
Time, constructed in the mode of Benjamin’s anachronism (as distinct from
Deleuze’s time), enables subjects to confront other subjects who are their contem-
poraries,4 including those who have been recalled from the past by the work of
remembering experience. 

Bogumil Jewsiewicki holds the Canada Research Chair on Comparative History of
Memory at Université Laval. His latest publications include “Pour un pluralisme
épistemologique en sciences sociales” (2001) and (with Barbara Plankensteiner)
An/Sichten: Malerei aus dem Kongo 1990–2000 (2001).
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Contemplating Uncertainty 

Jane I. Guyer

For me, it is impossible to take Achille Mbembe’s essay (“African Modes of
Self-Writing,” Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–73) head on. It has facets,

some clear and some opaque, some true in their refraction and some distorting. I
am not yet sure that they add up coherently, and therefore walk around the argu-
ment, picking out striking angles and vantage points, leaving any thought of syn-
thesis to the end.

1. Mbembe’s attack on African modernist self-writing as impoverished (thin,
superficial, reductionist) evokes a confusion of ironies and contradictions that
would take a much longer comment to dissect. In fact, I have argued that all new
anthropological and philosophical writing on self-knowledge in African “tra-
ditions” suggests precisely the opposite: a plenitude in the composite internal
architecture of personality; a will to self-realization; and an openness to a future
that is shaped by divinatory practice, as opposed to resignation to destiny (Guyer
1996). By way of illustration, Mbembe’s aspiration for self-writing can be juxta-
posed with Yoruba expositions of self-practice in the here and now. “African
identity does not exist as a substance. It is constituted, in varying forms, through
a series of practices, notably practices of the self ” (Mbembe 2002: 272). “As a
‘vital spirit,’ emi/inu (the individual) is certainly more or other than material sub-
stance. As a second vital element, it is this aje emi/inu that the person can send
out or use to go out and away from himself to accomplish those things that make
him extraordinary” (Hallen and Sodipo 1997: 110). In Mbembe’s argument and in

Public Culture 14(3): 599–602
Copyright © 2002 by Duke University Press

F

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 985 of 1031

public.press.jhu.edu




Yoruba spiritual practice alike, identity refers not to nature but to scope and effec-
tivity in life, in the world. 

There is an endless regress of questions here: Do both depictions—thin/
modern and complex/traditional—need reflexive reexamination, as simplifica-
tions that arise, to varying degrees, out of a conviction that trespasses beyond the
evidence? Or has there in fact been a modernist rejection of wellsprings of self-
realization that could emanate from within African “tradition”? And if so, how
would reconnecting to it differ from the will to authenticity that Mbembe finds so
philosophically vacuous? After all, both of the bodies of thought with which he
contrasts modern African writing—Jewish messianism and German transcen-
dentalism—are self-consciously and authoritatively traditions, generated from
diligent study imposed by one generation on the next. What accounts for their
“richness”: the fundamental propositions of the message, the relentless discipline
of its transmission, or the tensions of rebellion and rethinking that such disci-
pline inevitably provokes? Mbembe’s diagnosis of the “problem”—its locus, its
scope, its place within a broader constitution of self-being—remains unclear on
these points, all of which carry implications for what I take to be his driving inter-
est: not the self per se, but the future that it can bring into being. 

2. Mbembe’s essay seems to me better understood not as an analysis of self but
as an expression of profound disappointment with the written body of modernist
thought that purports to provide the inspiration and guiding pragmatics for mov-
ing toward an imaginable future. In his view, such work is simply not compelling
enough for the task. Religious or military insurgency supplies even more superfi-
cial and distasteful alternatives to modernist autochthony. By implication, he
places this failure at the feet of African scholars and thinkers who have not
aspired ambitiously or desperately enough, have not imagined at the limits of
possibility, unlike others in the face of profound existential challenge. 

It is worth taking a sociological detour here. If the power of the African pen in
shaping the future seems lacking, at least part of the problem lies in the times we
live in. The age of secular intellectual social vision may well be on the wane
everywhere. It was the modern state- and nation-building project that created the
public sphere in which debates about that vision could flourish. With the rise of a
market ideology, knowledge becomes more focused and more technocratic.
Thought that encompasses being and the future finds no platform for implemen-
tation and therefore no podium for exposition and serious debate. 

For Africa, this moment truncates a nationalist and pan-African debate that
had only just begun, at least by the standards of the two great traditions with
which Mbembe contrasts it. Both Jewish messianic thought and German tran-
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scendentalism have undergone successive phases of development, from charis-
matic precision to diligent appropriation and routinization, each of which takes
time, a certain fixity of circumstance, and traditions of passing the mantle of
responsibility from one thinker to the next. All three circumstances have been
elusive in modern Africa. Turbulence has been recurrent, a condition that must
surely foreshorten people’s horizons from distantly achievable utopias to the
pragmatics of tomorrow. And the fact that African modernist thought is secular
makes passing the mantle contingent on the existence of arenas provided by the
state and the economy, neither of which has allocated sufficient resources to intel-
lectual life for at least twenty years. For the development of philosophy, these are
highly unfortunate conditions, far from ideal given the depth of thought and
study required. But although it is no wonder that a thinker like Mbembe can feel
deeply disappointed with what has been achieved, the situation affords no cause
for shame. And, as I suggest below, there is far more to work with than he gives
credit for. 

3. That said, the most positive aspect of the essay is its challenge: Mbembe
throws down the gauntlet and it does have to be picked up. African existence
demands risky and ambitious thought. Polemics help to provoke the mind, but
there remains work to do beyond the polarizing moment. And the very condi-
tions that make a modern tradition of thought so difficult to realize in Africa are
the parameters that can shape it in unique ways. No other region has undergone
the length and intensity of turbulence and partial sovereignty that Africa has
experienced since Independence. It is this—and not suffering in a transhistorical
sense, or “sacrifice” cast in terms of a universal symbolism—that characterizes
the African present. And on this score there certainly are some African contribu-
tions of real brilliance, such as Sam Nolutshungu’s Limits of Anarchy (1996), Siba
Grovogui’s Sovereigns, Quasi Sovereigns, and Africans (1996), and Mbembe’s
own Afriques indociles (1988). 

These are all analytical works of great importance. Perhaps there is not yet a
contemplative scholarship—on argument and mediation, on provisional legiti-
macy, on the normalization of uncertainty—to meet them, but the seeds do exist.
Many scholars, including some of those whom Mbembe subjects to the full force
of his disappointment, seem to me to be on the verge of connecting contempla-
tion, agency, and effectivity to the real politics and economics of life on the con-
tinent in new ways. With his incomparable ability to bridge literatures in pro-
vocative ways, Mbembe needs to write a sequel to this essay on African expositions
of existential uncertainty. May we commission it? 
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Afro-Pessimism’s Many Guises 

Bennetta Jules-Rosette

A chille Mbembe’s brilliant exercise in Afro-pessimism, “African Modes of
Self-Writing,” (Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–73) is neither

about the self nor about writing. Rather, Mbembe substitutes ideologies without
agency for concepts of the self. Is time really the only subjectivity, as Mbembe
asserts at the opening of his article, or is he proposing an eschatological ideology
of doom for Africa? Ideologies do not define and inscribe the self. They are,
instead, robes—or trappings—for the presentation of self. The demand for self-
identification emerges in the creativity of empty spaces where ideological dis-
courses have left their traces (cf. Bhabha 1994: 51–52). Mbembe’s African “self ”
is a unidimensional subjectivity—condemned to choose between material scarcity
and ideological impoverishment, between Marxism and nationalism, between
racism and mock democracy, between deconstruction and structural adjustment. 

Moving nimbly from Hegelianism to postmodernism, Mbembe fixes a steely
gaze on Africa’s master narratives and cultural tropes. He asserts: “On a socio-
logical level, attention must be given to the contemporary everyday practices
through which Africans manage to recognize and to maintain with the world an
unprecedented familiarity—practices through which they invent something that
is their own and that beckons to the world in its generality” (258). Yet in balanc-
ing universalism against particularism, Mbembe covers numerous philosophies
of the invention of Africa with blanket criticisms and provides little discussion of
the creative spaces opened up by cultural resistance. 

Public Culture 14(3): 603–605
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In his classic treatise, L’autre face du royaume, V. Y. Mudimbe (1973: 102)
develops a troubling metaphor for the condition of the African intellectual: 

To adopt an image, everything takes place as if the African intellectual
were trapped in an elevator that perpetually goes up and down. In princi-
ple, a single gesture would be sufficient to stop the machine, get out, and
rent an apartment or room; in sum, live and experience the reality of the
world. But apparently, he does not understand that the initiative to escape
belongs to him.

Mudimbe’s anecdote refers not only to the legacies of colonialism, but also to a
restricted menu of cultural choices in contemporary African societies. When the
only options for the preservation of selfhood rely on oppressive political and eco-
nomic ideologies, one might as well close the elevator door and stay inside.

While in the 1960s and 1970s African intellectuals played crucial roles across
the continent in shaping independence struggles and new nation-states and in
introducing such philosophies as Pan-Africanism, négritude, and African Human-
ism—all critiqued as inadequate by Mbembe—the contemporary plight of bour-
geois intellectuals as political and economic refugees has left a void in many
African nation-states (Mazuri 1990: 32–38). In part, this void has been filled by
grassroots intellectuals, religious leaders, artists, and entrepreneurs. This devel-
opment is not a product of proletarian nostalgia, as Mbembe suggests, but merely
a fact of daily life. These organic leaders occupy an empty space of creativity
where new ideologies and cultural strategies are shaped and deployed. It is in this
milieu that the responses to the devastation of slavery, colonialism, and apartheid
analyzed by Mbembe must be traced. The grassroots base of South Africa’s anti-
apartheid movement is a case in point. 

Another creative space emerges around what Afro-Parisian novelist and
social critic Calixthe Beyala (1995: 20–22) terms feminitude, or the cultural and
domestic resistance of African women. From Nigerian market women to Con-
golese cambistes (street bankers), African women have occupied creative spaces
from which they have influenced the course of history. Mbembe avoids any sys-
tematic discussion of gender as an aspect of selfhood or subjectivity. Instead, he
privileges dominant ideologies, institutions, and public instruments of power
over private sources of resistance. The absence of any treatment of women’s ini-
tiatives and unique inscriptions of selfhood is both a theoretical and empirical
lacuna in Mbembe’s argument. 

This oversight has further consequences for the diasporic component of 
Mbembe’s essay. In his critique of traditionalist essentialism, Mbembe downplays
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the fact that traditions were, indeed, transmitted across the Middle Passage and
may be revived, and even reconstructed, for legitimate cultural purposes. Cyn-
thia Schmidt’s (1998) fascinating research on the transmission of Mende chants
from the villages of Sierra Leone to the rice paddies of South Carolina comes to
mind, not just as a Herskovitsian shipboard retention, but as a case of cultural
reinvention. The “return” of the African American women songsters to meet
their fictive kin in Sierra Leone is a moving example of self-writing and the
hermeneutic reconstruction of culture. This case also illustrates some of the pit-
falls and paradoxes surrounding myths of African authenticity, which Mbembe
both critiques and tenaciously retains. 

With the African continent pushed to the margins of the contemporary global
scene, Mbembe’s act of self-writing is a chilling reminder of the continent’s frag-
ile future. Far more than an instance of “salvage social history,” Mbembe’s essay
places Africa’s dire situation in perspective. But it offers no solutions. The only
hope for Africa—and therefore the world—in the turbulent twenty-first century
lies in a creative spirit. 

Bennetta Jules-Rosette is a professor of sociology at the University of California at
San Diego and director of the African and African-American Studies Research
Project. Her latest book is Black Paris: The African Writers’ Landscape (1998).
She is currently writing a book on the life of Joséphine Baker.
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The Power of Words

Françoise Vergès

In “African Modes of Self-Writing” (Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–73),
Achille Mbembe questions the two currents of thought that have dominated

studies on Africa. He proposes a reformulation of the project of modes of self-
writing. As usual, his essay promises to open up a fecund and productive debate.
My comments and suggestions will be brief. 

On the Critiques of Afro-Radicalism and Nativism 

Mbembe offers some answers regarding the attraction exercised by these dis-
courses: the benefits of victimization (political and psychological); the benefits of
projection onto the Other (the West) of what is wrong with Africa (we, Africans,
are not responsible for the ills that befall us); the fiction of authenticity. They are
pertinent, and it will be difficult, from now on, to ignore them. However, it seems
to me that they do not exhaust the field of explanations. It would be interesting to
go further and pursue a genealogy of these modes of writing “Africa.” When did
they start to capture the African intellectual imagination? How do they differ
from similar discourses in Asia and Latin America? Beyond their limits and
weaknesses, what do they say about African imaginaries? Why has political
economy such potency in Africa? What are the intimate connections between
political economy and nativism in Africa? 

Public Culture 14(3): 607–610
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Some Suggestions Would it help us to look at the hegemony of the discourse of
political economy (often combined with that of nativism) using the following
approach: a return to the symbolics of an economy that has constructed and
transformed Africa into raw material? The task would be to rewrite the economy
of Africa, escaping the twin pitfalls of dependency and underdevelopment. Here
we could adopt and adapt Georges Bataille’s (1988–91) notion of “general econ-
omy.” 

Death Expectancy

Progress, in the sense of a better life—clean water, good health, education, hope,
decent housing, safety—is often measured in terms of life expectancy. Although
there have been debates on how to measure life expectancy, it is commonly under-
stood that the older an individual can become in a given society says something
about the amount of protection that society can offer its members. Life is associ-
ated with hope, expectations, things to come; death is deferred to the future,
something that will happen to close a fulfilled life. In Africa, Mbembe suggests,
death is a strong, immediate presence from birth. 

We could thus speak of a life measured in terms of “death expectancy.” To
avoid falling into pessimism and passivity, we would have to look at the ways 
in which death is tricked, deceived, outmaneuvered. Contrary to the dominant
assumption, Africa is not locked into the past. Rather, many of its situations pre-
figure things to come. The effects of the cannibalism, violence, and frenzy of
unrestrained capitalism can be observed in the cannibalism, violence, and frenzy
of unrestrained death as horizon of life in Africa. A first step: it would be in the
anthropological observation of daily life in Africa that we could find the philoso-
phy that Mbembe aspires to build. 

The Paroles of the Dead (La parole des morts) Mbembe’s analysis of the role of the
past in constructing the present evokes a publicity campaign for Amy Tan’s novel
The Bonesetter’s Daughter, which can be seen in the London tube. It runs: “The
past lay in her bones for eternity.” A frightening image, but one that evokes the
current translation of the past in literature, cultural studies, politics of commem-
oration. I will not review the contours of that debate here. I want rather to sug-
gest something to Mbembe. Once we have looked at the limits, problems, and
weaknesses of the obsession with the current translation of the past, would it still
be fruitful to perceive recent invocations of the dead—South Africa’s Truth and
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Reconciliation Commission, the debates around the Rwanda genocide, the UN
Conference against Racism at Durban—as attempts to rewrite history? 

For the dead of the slave trade, colonialism, and racism exist under a single
name. Again, this is not a matter of individual lives, of subjectivity, or of a reified
death, but rather a name to invoke. And in apprehending its current irruptions
into public space, could we heed that name as: “We cannot continue to ignore
them. They have not been properly buried. They are present here, and now they
are with us; they speak, and they tell us that a proper burial means not simply a
day of commemoration, a monument, a museum—but more justice, more equal-
ity, less death.” The dead are not to be convoked as ghosts but as living witnesses. 

The Economy of War Mbembe insists on the importance of studying war in
Africa beyond the framework of “ethnic wars,” barbarism, or humanitarian emer-
gency. I offer the following questions to further Mbembe’s proposal: What would
it be like to look at war through a Braudelian approach of the longue durée?
Where, how, and why is the figure of the warrior the embodiment of manhood
and masculinity on the continent? What is the symbolic economy of the African
war? In fact, what is the African war? 

Two Final Remarks 

I am afraid I do not agree with the author when he regrets the lack (in Africa) of
a body of thought comparable with German philosophy or Jewish messianism,
because he seems to attribute to these traditions a place above any other. That
may not be his intent, but I was slightly surprised that he chose to launch his argu-
ment thus. His powerful critique of the dominant discourses that have too often
contributed to the poverty of research in Africa did not need such an introduc-
tion. 

In his conclusion, Mbembe proposes to turn to “the disparate, and often inter-
secting, practices through which Africans stylize their conduct and life” in order
to grasp something of the “African present.” Yes, and may I add that no practices
of the self can be understood outside of the webs of connections, debts, filiations,
fantasies, practices, and politics of friendship, through which the self constructs
his or her sense of existence. This is not akin to Levinas’s proposal, but rather
closer to the Freudian proposal, reworked by Lacan, and in fact found in many
philosophical traditions: the death of an illusion, that of a possible idyllic har-
mony. Dissonance, disharmony, and friction constitute our present. Mbembe’s
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text is, once again, deeply challenging. He invites us to accept the discourse of the
African subject as it is presented to us, as it is, in order to displace it. 

Françoise Vergès is a lecturer at the Centre for Cultural Studies, Goldsmiths Col-
lege, University of London. Her publications include Abolir l’esclavage: Une
utopie coloniale (2001) and Monsters and Revolutionaries: Colonial Family
Romance and Métissage (1999). 
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Historical Colonialism in
Contemporary Perspective 

Arif Dirlik 

Ioffer here a few thoughts provoked by Achille Mbembe’s eloquent reflections
on questions of African identity (“African Modes of Self-Writing,” Public Cul-

ture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–73). Mbembe writes in the philosophical mode. His
critique of the two different approaches to the question of African identity repre-
sented by Afro-radicalism and nativism focuses on their problematic assump-
tions, but largely bypasses questions of historicity—the circumstances, in other
words, that rendered those assumptions plausible, and also made it possible to
overlook their limitations and contradictions. We might well ask ourselves why it
is that an awareness of these limitations and contradictions (of which his essay
marks an exemplary moment) has moved to the foreground in the present. 

Especially important in this regard is Mbembe’s observation that “the themat-
ics of anti-imperialism is exhausted” (263). Anti-imperialism does not make
much sense when colonialism as a system has disappeared from much of the
world, and it is no longer all that easy to distinguish colonizers from the colo-
nized in configurations of global power. The vast majority of the populations of
formerly colonized societies live in conditions of despair, to be sure, but it is no
longer very plausible to offer colonialism as an explanation of their condition.
Marginalization, rather than any systematic colonial exploitation, better explains
it. Where systematic exploitation prevails, as with the vast armies of labor—
especially women’s labor—that supply commodities for those around the world
who can afford them, it is perpetrated by transnational capital in complicity with

Public Culture 14(3): 611–615
Copyright © 2002 by Duke University Press

I

3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD

Page 996 of 1031

public.press.jhu.edu




nation-states and native entrepreneurs. Such nation-states were the products of
colonialism and may be stamped with the legacies of their colonial pasts, but it
would be misleading to view them as colonial in any proper sense of the term;
this is especially so since the elites responsible for their management are no
longer excluded from contemporary configurations of global power at the politi-
cal or economic levels but are very much part of them. A preoccupation with
colonialism and colonial legacies distracts attention from the appearance of
global class structurations that cut across the former worlds of the colonizers and
the colonized, or the Three Worlds of an earlier modernization discourse. 

As with colonialism, so with nationalism. Neither the organization nor the
ideology of nationalism has disappeared from the world. Nationalism continues
to be a powerful idea in the search for identity, not just in postcolonial societies
but globally. But there are also important forces that attenuate the system of
nation-states that only a generation ago still appeared to be in the process of its
global fulfillment. National economies may not be a thing of the past, but the
dream of economic autonomy that motivated a generation of national liberation
movements and ideologies is. Nation-states may be more powerful than ever
before in their capacity to survey and discipline their populations, but—with the
proliferation of extranational organizations that intrude increasingly in the space
of the national—national sovereignty is no longer to be taken for granted. Mean-
while, populations spread around the world in search of wealth or livelihood,
making it impossible to identify nation with a discrete territory; the so-called
diasporas are at once signs of the increasingly problematic identification of the
nation with a national space, and of new projections of nations into spaces beyond
formal boundaries. Seemingly more desirable than ever in the face of these
developments, the much-sought “national self” is now also more elusive than
ever as populations become dispersed over a wide variety of cultural spaces. 

This double transformation—the scrambling of colonial spatializations of the
world and the problematization of national spaces—has done much to call into
question identities that earlier anticolonial ideologies took for granted. Postcolo-
nial criticism, as it has unfolded over the last decade, has played a crucial part in
bringing this question to the foreground of intellectual recognition—at least in
the “First World.” But even this new phase of criticism has remained preoccupied
with the legacy of colonialism. Its key move has been to introduce questions of
culture and cultural identity—either as a substitute for, or in addition to, the ear-
lier preoccupation with the material conditions and consequences of colonialism.
By far the most important contributions have been those that have brought cul-
tural questions into discussions of political economy, opening the way to a more
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holistic understanding of colonialism. Of these approaches, perhaps the most
salient has been the critique of claims to nation and national identity. 

Postcolonial criticism has revealed the impossibility of any clear-cut cultural
distinction between colonizer and colonized, showing how the cultural forma-
tions of one are incomprehensible without reference to the cultural formations of
the other. But few postcolonial critics of whom I am aware have been prepared to
go so far as to argue that the postcolonial nation-state itself was a product of
colonialism—itself, that is, colonialist in its assumptions of national economic
and political organization and its aspirations to the purity and homogeneity of
national identity. Such a proposition would have been impossible to entertain for
an earlier generation involved in the struggle for liberation, where a unified
national entity was the only conceivable agent capable of overthrowing colonial-
ism and withstanding its ravages (which were not imagined, but quite real).
While it is in many ways tacitly present in most contemporary postcolonial writ-
ing, however, it has not found explicit articulation. 

This reticence may be attributed to a preoccupation with the legacy of Euro-
centrism. Alternatively, it may be put down to the implicit nationalism of a good
deal of postcolonial criticism, which has been more concerned to bring “national”
pasts into a global dialogue than to question assumptions of national voices and
cultures in the first place. It is in this latter sense that postcolonial criticism in its
most recent articulation is revealed to be still entrapped in the legacies of colo-
nialism; the increasingly formulaic litanies of hybridity and in-betweenness—
which global transformations have already rendered into banalities of everyday
life—betray signs of exhaustion. On the other hand, in its preoccupation with
Eurocentrism, postcolonial criticism has also refused to confront an increasingly
audible revival of traditions that—while perhaps serving as antidotes to Euro-
centrism—nevertheless present serious problems of their own, as the values they
espouse are neither necessarily progressive nor to the benefit of the peoples they
purportedly represent. 

There is a new world situation at hand, in other words, and this world situa-
tion itself calls into question postcolonial arguments of various kinds spanning
the half century from post–World War II decolonization to the appearance of the
paradigms and ideologies of “globalization” at century’s end. Anticolonial ide-
ologies no longer make sense, as they appear in hindsight not only to have been
futile but also to have shared in the assumptions of the very colonialism they
sought to overthrow. More recent postcolonial arguments ignore their own entan-
glement in contemporary configurations of power as well as ways in which their
efforts to deconstruct an earlier anticolonialism may be complicitous with these3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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new configurations—whether or not so intended. Colonialism itself, far from
being “the highest stage of capitalism,” appears in hindsight as simply one more
stage in the fulfillment of capitalism’s historical destiny—which now seems to
have been realized in the ideology (if not the reality) of globalization. These
developments recast colonialism in an entirely different, if not altogether novel,
light; this is what I think Mbembe has in mind when he writes that 

In many ways, colonization was a co-invention. It was the result of West-
ern violence as well as the work of a swarm of African auxiliaries seeking
profit. Where it was impractical to import a white settler population to
occupy the land, colonial powers generally got blacks to colonize their
own congeners (congénères) in the name of the metropolitan nation. More
decisively, “unhealthy” though it may appear to a critic, it must be recog-
nized that colonialism exercised a strong seductive power over Africans
on a mental and moral no less than material level. . . . As a refracted and
endlessly reconstituted fabric of fictions, colonialism generated mutual
utopias—hallucinations shared by the colonizers and the colonized.
(262–63) 

What these lines suggest, at least to me, is that it may be about time to close
the chapter on colonialism and turn attention once again to the problematic of
capitalism. This is not to suggest that either the contemporary world or contem-
porary capitalism may be comprehensible without reference to the history of
colonialism. But a preoccupation with the legacy of the past may also obstruct
recognition of problems that have emerged in the present—problems that, how-
ever new, also recast our understanding of the past. Capitalism has seemingly
emerged from its colonial past (and its confrontation with socialism) stronger
than ever before. But as against capitalist triumphalism, it is the brutalized con-
dition of a permanent state of war—the image Mbembe presents of the contem-
porary African condition—that may well provide the most apt heuristic for
understanding the world as we inhabit it now. If global capital and colonialism
are to be held responsible for this world, it is then necessary at the least to rec-
ognize that other agents—including the colonized—have been and are complicit
in their networks. 

This is a world that needs urgent attention. Absorption in the past without
recognition of transformations in the present is not the best way to direct it. That,
at any rate, is how I read this provocative—in the best sense—essay. 
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Postcolonial Performatives 
of Victimization

Kimberly Wedeven Segall 

W hat remains unexplained by Achille Mbembe’s diagnostic of postcolonial
victimization is the paradigm’s reliance on a continuous dialectic of inter-

pellation and resistance. How has the language of victimization continued to
invade Africa? How has the meaning of the victim signifier changed with trans-
lation and adaptation? How have quotidian and artistic acts resisted this victim
paradigm? To address such unanswered questions as these, I propose that Mbe-
mbe’s project (“African Modes of Self-Writing,” Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]:
239–73) be taken a step beyond the essay’s critiques of recognition and simu-
lacrum among colonizers and colonized, and of conceptions of victim subjectivity
based on the fateful epistemology of witchcraft. The contemporary globalization
of national law, local adaptations to it, and the resistance of postwar trauma 
set the conditions for what might be termed a postcolonial performative of vic-
timization. 

Law complicates postcolonial identifications. As recent criticisms of the U.S.
court system reveal, legal language and narratives, as cultural constructs, influ-
ence national history and constructions of identity. In postcolonial states, the
globalization of legal systems closely follows the development of nation-states,
international trading demands, and government transitions after civil war. The
constitution of courts in postcolonial and postwar societies begets transitional
amnesties, reparations, or silent amnesia, and public hearings and mandates inau-
gurate forums for testimony that have powerful effects on the way stories of the
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past will be reconstructed or obliterated. Indeed, these postcolonial legal nar-
ratives and identities set precedents for national identifications and bolster the 
central democratic state. The conventions of legal discourse and procedure also
constrain subject narratives—through, for example, the imposition of time con-
straints, formalized qualifications for benefits, codified identifying language as
deployed in legal mandates, and narrative formulas that require condensed
beginnings and conclusions, not to mention the hermeneutics of audience expec-
tation and media interpretation. To ignore the cultural invasion of legal forms
and local adaptations to them—as exemplified in the operations of the postcolo-
nial performative of victimization—thus courts the charge of a cultural blind-
ness, an academic imperialism. 

An investigation into the structuring of law and legal identities in postcolonial
countries leads to a second problematic: postcolonial trauma. The Enlightenment
called for a structuring of reason, and the state responded with a legal forum
dependent on ocular proof, fact-fulfilled theses, and limited narratives in Socratic
form. Storytelling was invited on the condition that it was highly directed, and in
many ways testimony does trouble legal systems with its traumatic and cathartic
interludes. In a state forum, traumatic interruptions of weeping can limit legal
procedures of questioning, interrupt the concrete evidence, and influence national
catharsis (much in the manner of Julia Kristeva’s “pre-symbolic”). Traumatic
memory revises itself to work toward healing, refining or resisting legal prece-
dents. Haunting revisions of trauma erupt in local storytelling, performance, and
other artistic works—interventions potentially disruptive not only of the con-
structions of law, but also Mbembe’s severe dichotomy of sacrificial victims and
war-goaded subjectivities. 

In a postcolonial state, the testimony of traumatized witnesses inflects legal
claims both past and present. In South Africa, the performative language of vic-
tims inundated the Promotion of National Unity and Reconciliation Act of 1995,
the mandate for the Truth and Reconciliation Commission. Verdicts such as those
for amnesty applicants, “you were under political orders,” or for reparations,
“you are a victim of human rights violations,” constructed multiple scenarios for
victim speech acts. A performative, as Judith Butler argues, is where the “act of
recognition becomes an act of constitution . . . the terms by which recognition is
regulated, allocated, and refused are part of larger social rituals of interpella-
tion.”1 The cursory narrative structures and victim identifications of a legal ritual
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such as that inaugurated in South Africa provide an overt way to speak of the
tragedy of the past, often for the first time in public. Law thus structures a space
for the marginalized to speak and augments acceptance for these tragic tales,
breaking the silence often surrounding atrocity. However, these public spaces and
processes, frequently marked by implicit performance and language demands,
select for specific victim-acts. 

The complexity of postcolonial acts resides in temporality. While the term vic-
tim may capture the helpless psychological position of a subject during the
moment of torture and terror, the second performance of identity under the struc-
ture of law enforces a continued victimization role. Public performers, Erving
Goffman argues, must maintain a group identity for staking convincing claims, as
in the case of reparation.2 This second “staging” of victimization resubjects the
individual to feelings of helplessness, feelings that may only be altered in legal,
local, or artistic settings if the subject is given the agency to perform complex
roles—not just “victim,” in other words, but “fighter,” “survivor,” “healer,” “com-
munity member.” While law establishes a precedent of relating injury, artistic
performances can trace unfinished traumatic hauntings, the ghostly memories not
yet put to rest by the state-sponsored forum. 

Because of the paradoxical nature of trauma, which is virtually unspeakable
because of the shocking nature of its originary event and which, when spoken,
must be approached through continually changing and revised memory forms to
avoid reentering shock, traumatic narratives challenge law’s desire for stasis and
reflect both the influence of and resistance to postcolonial victim-acts. Trauma
attains permanence, Mbembe argues, through embodied memory, as made evi-
dent in Africa’s fractured countries and wounded bodies. Yet cultural contestation
over the interpretation of injury, and trauma itself, presents a site for possible
resistance and change. 

Kimberly Wedeven Segall is an assistant professor of postcolonial studies at Seat-
tle Pacific University. She directed the play Khumbulani/Remembrance, first per-
formed by and for Xhosa victims of political violence in Cape Town, South
Africa, in December 2000.

2. Erving Goffman, The Presentation of Self in Everyday Life (Edinburgh: Social Sciences
Research Centre, 1958), 64. 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 1003 of 1031



621

Keeping Africanity Open

Souleymane Bachir Diagne 

A chille Mbembe’s text (“African Modes of Self-Writing,” Public Culture 14
[winter 2002]: 239–73) can be read as carrying out a double movement of

desubstantiation: on the one hand, desubstantiation of difference, and on the
other, desubstantiation of identity. The first movement corresponds to a critique of
discourse about what it means to be “African” in some unique sense—the “meta-
physics of difference,” as it is called. The second aims at answering that question
by explicitly stating that “Africanity” must be seen as an open question. It appears
to me that what is at stake in this essay is authenticity. And one of the essay’s great
achievements is to propose a quite new understanding of that concept. 

1. Authenticity here conveys the idea that meaning does not come from the
past (the figure of tradition, or repetition); that it is not a projection of tradition
on the present and the future. On the contrary, it is the future that continuously
sheds its light on the African past and present and endows them with meaning.
Mbembe is dealing here with a philosophy of time conceived as creative dura-
tion, as a continuous unfolding of multiple possibilities that are open to true—
that is, authentic or affirmative—subjectivity. This conception is quite contrary
to a notion of time understood in terms of space rather than of duration proper—
of time as the transmission (or tradition) of a meaning from the past toward the
future, whence the notion of disruption of the continuum as a loss of meaning. In
a word, what the essay calls for is an authenticity that could be defined as an
anticipatory attitude toward the world. 
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2. Authenticity is also exploratory attitude. Self-writing, as we understand it
from Mbembe’s essay, is not to be understood as a practice of writing of or about
a preconstituted self. Neither at its beginning nor its end can the self be said to be
immanent in the process of writing. To get out of the dead end of the invented self
—invented in the sense that the author speaks of Africa as invented—Mbembe
calls for the continuous and open-ended invention of the self through writing. We
can see that in this aspect, his argument comes quite close to the way in which
créolité has spoken of itself as being the creation of its own hybrid language, a
braid of multiple narratives containing the possibility, which remains always
open, of multiple ancestries (see Bernabé, Chamoiseau, and Confiant 1989). Affir-
mative subjectivity has to do with permanent decentering and with proliferation;
Gilles Deleuze’s notion of the rhizome could be evoked here. 

3. It follows that what authenticity is not is a central question for the author in
his effort to establish what has led the discourse of Africanity to a dead end. One
of Mbembe’s critical affirmations here is to say that authenticity is not to be
understood as the reconstitution of one’s coincidence with one’s essence. Authen-
ticity is not, in other words, the outcome of a project of transcending alienation,
deracination, or dispossession—the production of what Kwame Nkrumah (1964)
had called in his Consciencism a “New Harmony.” Nor is it the result of over-
coming falsification—for example, falsification of African history/identity in the
colonial discourse. 

The African discourse that relies on this inauthentic understanding of subjec-
tivity is, according to Mbembe, that which understands Africanity in an ontolog-
ical sense. “We proclaim ‘Africanity,’” Archie Mafeje (2000), for example, says,
“as the affirmation of an identity that has been denied and demeaned.” Mbembe’s
contention—and this is an important point—is to reply that writing back is not
self-writing. This sort of practice of writing back fails in its purpose—misses its
mark of authenticity—because it is not affirmation but resentment, to use Mbe-
mbe’s Nietzschean categories. 

In his endeavor to clear the way for an authentic understanding of subjectivity,
Mbembe’s genealogical critique of African discourse nevertheless appears in places
to be too quick and allusive. He is seen here and there to be battling arguments
that nobody actually ever really upheld. As a matter of fact, to assimilate—as in
his allusive footnote 48—Kwasi Wiredu’s notion of “an African perspective” (or
what he calls elsewhere “an African orientation in philosophy”) or Paulin Houn-
tondji’s examination of “endogenous knowledge” to “demands for an ‘African
science,’ an ‘African democracy,’ [or] an ‘African language’” (255) is to dispatch
work hastily, given what these authors’ reflections actually reveal when seriously
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examined. Also, to dismiss the concept of disconnection—whatever the critiques
that could be addressed to Samir Amin on this point—as being simply “the mad
dream of a world without Others” (252) does not seem very convincing. The
same is true for Mbembe’s affirmation that the critiques that have been articu-
lated against structural adjustment programs in Africa (Thandika Mkandawire’s
work is alluded to here) and which the World Bank itself is taking into account
are merely but another expression of the “pathos of victimization” (263). Indeed,
exemplifying this style of allusion is the author’s blanket dismissal of the oppo-
sition to a certain face of globalization as a way simply “to relaunch the meta-
physics of difference, to reenchant tradition and to revive the utopian vision of an
Africanity that is coterminous with blackness” (263–64). There is no need, in
this essay, for such polemical and approximate assertions. Mbembe’s challenge to
the partisans and practitioners of Africanity speaks for itself: to reformulate
Africanity as an open question—for the sake of creativity. 

Souleymane Bachir Diagne is a professor of philosophy at Cheikh Anta Diop Uni-
versity. His most recent publication is Islam et société ouverte: La fidelité et le
mouvement dans la pensée de Muhammad Iqbal (2001). 
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Social Imaginary, Ethics, and
Methodological Individualism 

Candace Vogler 

It may be impossible to do ethics without engaging the individuating question,
What should I do? or, more generally, How should I live? It may, in turn, be

impossible to engage these questions without appreciating their impersonal dimen-
sion, a dimension that owes much to the operations of the social imaginary.
Crudely put, imaginaries are complex systems of presumption—patterns of for-
getfulness and attentiveness—that enter subjective experience as the expectation
that things will make sense generally (i.e., in terms not wholly idiosyncratic).
Accordingly, action-guiding, personal answers to ethical questions will turn on
some mode of more general sense-making—What should I do? and How should
I live? can be restated as What should one (in my circumstances) do? or How
should one (in my circumstances) live? “In my circumstances” becomes the point
of contact between the personal question and the general, socially extended
imaginary frame—that is, “my circumstances” both are and are not mine alone. 

The actual or potential commonality of circumstance, and the presumption
that there will be a take on circumstances that lets sense-making happen, draw
together questions about philosophy, ethics, politics, and the social imaginary. In
“African Modes of Self-Writing” (Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]: 239–73),
Achille Mbembe argues that the multiplicity of narratives about African history,
spirituality, and people have failed to provide a take on Africa “systematic enough
to situate human misfortune and wrongdoing in a singular theoretical frame-
work” (239). While the failure is at once philosophical, ethical, and political, the
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latter two aspects of the problem give it significance. For although philosophical
inquiry almost never yields uncontroversial systematic theoretical frameworks
for thought on any topic, continuing philosophical controversy rarely matters
much outside the bounds of disciplinary philosophy. The absence of a serviceable
imaginary may have grave consequences, however, and it is this lacuna that 
Mbembe marks and remarks in his extraordinary essay. 

What goes unquestioned in the essay is the threefold assumption: (1) that gen-
uine ethics or social and political philosophy is the philosophy of subjectivity; (2)
that philosophies of subjectivity provide frames for interpreting individuals’
experiences, circumstances, and activities; and (3) that, in consequence, philoso-
phies of subjectivity concern “modes of self-writing” understood in terms of
(idiosyncratic or widespread) psychologies of self-representation. Real socio-
ethical philosophy, the story goes (and Mbembe apparently agrees), is about 
how individuals understand themselves and their world. Real socioethical philos-
ophy seeks to reveal the ethical grounds for individuals’ actions, projects, self-
conceptions, and so on, by situating the individual in the world in a way that
makes sense of selves in their circumstances. And congeries of similarly situated
individuals may share systematic modes of self-representation. It may even be
that all individuals—insofar as they are, say, rational, or self-interested, or car-
ing, or sociable, or challenged with living authentic lives of their own devising—
can share a mode of self-representation geared to the feature that they have in
common. 

Mbembe rejects the privileging of collective over individual that marks various
Marxisms, and he sees in economistic discussions of colonial and neocolonial
social relations the rise of an unproductive trope of victimization as this dis-
course’s sole contribution to a philosophy of the subject. But vulgar Marxism is
not the only mode of social thought that rejects methodological individualism, and
it is unclear that the ethical questions Mbembe locates at the center for African
philosophy—“how to renegotiate a social bond corrupted by commercial relation-
ships (the sale of human cargoes), the violence of endless wars, and the cata-
strophic consequences of the way in which power was exercised” (250); and how
to develop “modalities of reinventing a being-together in a situation in which . . .
all the outward appearances of a possible human life seemed to be lacking, and
what passed for politics had more to do with the power to destroy and to profit
than with any kind of philosophy of life or reason” (250)—can be addressed from
a perspective that tends to treat the social as an aggregate—that thinks that col-
lectivities form when several persons experience the same shifts of interior orien-
tation and draw together through this echoing, prefabricated commonality. 
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To note the need for a new African imaginary, and to suppose that philosophy
might be of service in articulating it, do not require assuming that congeries of
disturbed lives will have to be remade individually from the inside out in order to
allow for more effective modes of collectivity. After all, the new shapes that
reimagined lives take on under the pressure of shifts in the social imaginary are
often only available to individuals retrospectively and find their first articulations
in shifting social relations and points of practice. In short, even if we accept the
modern European idea that moral, political, and social philosophy is the philoso-
phy of subjectivity—which I take to be an especially dubious Hegelian legacy—
we do not need to fall in with taking the philosophy of subjectivity to amount to
aggregative accounts of what springs from, and is then shared across, individual
centers of interiority. We could instead start from complex scenes (social, histor-
ical, political, material) in which individuals find themselves (often with very lit-
tle determinate practical orientation and no especially coherent basis for making
sense of their situations)—scenes that give rise to many significant shifts in col-
lective and individual life, some of which eventually congeal as shifts in self-rep-
resentation. 

Candace Vogler is an associate professor of philosophy at the University of Chi-
cago and codirector of the Master’s Program in the Humanities. She is the author
of John Stuart Mill’s Deliberative Landscape: An Essay in Moral Psychology
(2001) and Reasonably Vicious (forthcoming).
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On the Power of the False

Achille Mbembe

Translated by Judith Inggs

In the essay “African Modes of Self-Writing” (Public Culture 14 [winter 2002]:
239–73), I develop the idea that Marxism and nationalism, as practiced in

Africa throughout the twentieth century, gave rise to two narratives on African
identity: nativism and Afro-radicalism. I contend that the objective of these two
discourses was not only to pronounce once and for all the “truth” on the issue of
what Africa and Africans are (theory), but also to chart what might or should be
the destiny of Africa and Africans in the world (praxis).

I state that when analyzed closely, these two orthodoxies are revealed to be
faked philosophies (philosophies du travestissement). As dogmas and doctrines
repeated over and over again rather than methods of interrogation, they have led
to a dramatic contraction and impoverishment both in the modes of conceptualiz-
ing Africa and in the terms of philosophical inquiry concerning the region.
Nativism, everywhere actively lamenting the loss of purity, is a form of cultural-
ism preoccupied with questions of identity and authenticity. Faced with the
malaise resulting from the encounter between the West and the indigenous worlds,
nativism proposes a return to an ontological and mythical “Africanness” in which
the African subject might once again say “I” and express him- or herself in his or
her own name. Drawing its fundamental categories from a Marxist political econ-
omy, Afro-radicalism claims to have founded a so-called revolutionary politics,
which seeks to break away from imperialism and dependence.

Despite their differences, these two accounts share the same episteme. I show

Public Culture 14(3): 629–641
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that, on the one hand, both rely on an idea of “good” and “evil”—a moral econ-
omy—whose power of falsification derives from its opaque ties with the cult 
of suffering and victimization. On the other hand, both consist of superstitions
that function to persuade us that nothing is happening in Africa because history
(the slave trade, colonization, and apartheid) has already happened, and anything
more would be nothing but a repetition of these originary events. Further, the
African subject cannot express him- or herself in the world other than as a
wounded and traumatized subject. In the essay, I demonstrate that these two nar-
ratives falsify the event itself (whether slavery, colonization, or apartheid) in the
very act in which they claim to name it and to decode its significations. What I am
being asked to explain (Vergès, Quayson, Segall) and what seems to be denied
(Guyer, Jules-Rosette) is that such superstitions continue to beleaguer the African
discourses of the self, turning them into discourses that are both possessed and
haunted.

The above argument can be further expanded. It can be argued that the idea of
good and evil on which nativism and Afro-radicalism are based so strongly
resembles the “slave morality” described by Nietzsche that the two are virtually
indistinguishable. For Nietzsche, this was a morality produced by “weak individ-
uals” perfectly satisfied with the limits of their own existence. “Drunk with mal-
ice,” “endowed with teeth and stomachs to digest even the most indigestible
meat,” they are seduced by servitude and its hidden lures: frivolity and hollow
vanity, gluttony and envy, the excesses of the flesh and of the senses.1 No doubt
it would be inappropriate to describe our nativists and Afro-radicals in this way.
However, the question of whether or not there is a fundamental relationship
between the “slave morality” described by Nietzsche on the one hand and the
nativist and Afro-radical vision of history as sorcery on the other is a legitimate
one, and it has to be asked. If there is a relationship, then it is regrettable that
these indigenous forms of thinking continue to profit from a general sense of
complacency—a situation Guyer seems to defend with the worn-out pretext of
miserabilism (lack of resources, state and market oppression, and poverty).2

The way out of this dead-end is not to be found in ethno-philosophy, this
impoverished form of orientalism criticized many times by Africans themselves
and which Guyer surprises me by espousing—no doubt in a moment of distrac-
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1. Friedrich Nietzsche, Par-delà bien et mal: Prélude d’une philosophie de l’avenir, trans. Cor-
nelius Heim (Paris: Gallimard, 1971), 61.

2. This argument is used too often by African scholars themselves, which obviates the need for a
rigorous sociological analysis of the actors and institutions of knowledge production. See, e.g., Mah-
mood Mamdani and Mamadou Diouf, eds., Academic Freedom in Africa (Dakar: CODESRIA, 1994).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 1011 of 1031



On the Power 

of the False

631

tion.3 Nor is it to be found in so-called “African feminisms” and “womanisms” as
Jules-Rosette seems to hope. The philosophical poverty of these discourses is
notorious, and several isolated attempts to correct this shortcoming have not suc-
ceeded. The essay shows that both as a political weapon and as a system of
knowledge, Marxist and nationalist catechisms today are no more than hollow
constructs of dead elements. “The statues are now corpses from which the enliven-
ing soul has flown,” as Hegel wrote.4 The questions that permeate—explicitly or
implicitly—all the critiques of the essay suggest that this corpse continues to rise
after each burial.

Of these questions, five in particular merit attention: If there is no Africa in a
“natural state” (Quayson, Diagne, Jewsiewicki, Gilroy), what then is Africa the
sign for? How can we avoid speaking of or representing this sign as if it were a
thing that roams the world in the form of a monstrous and terrifying mask—
“Afro-pessimism” (Jules-Rosette, Vergès)? What is the status of philosophy in
such a work of representation (Vogler, Jewsiewicki, Vergès)? How can we decode
the world after slavery and colonialism, and how can we interpret contemporary
struggles taking place on a global scale (Gilroy, Dirlik, Jules-Rosette, Vergès,
Quayson)? And how, in this decoding of the world, can we rethink the status of
the African subject (Jewsiewicki), not in its generality (the nunc stans), but from
the experience of uncertainty (Guyer, Segall)—not an abstract concept of uncer-
tainty, but a radical uncertainty instantiated in my opinion by the omnipresence
of death and the predominance of politics as the work of death (necropolitics)?

The Three Systems of Knowledge

Despite what nativism and Afro-radicalism have led us to believe, the replies to
these questions are not obvious, and most require a detour into history. To a great
degree, what is called Africa is first and foremost a geographical accident.5 Mov-
ing from the sphere of geography to the sphere of representation, this accident is

3. Read the critiques by authors as diverse as Fabien Eboussi Boulaga, La crise du Muntu: Authen-
ticité africaine et philosophie: Essai (Paris: Présence africaine, 1977); and Marcien Towa, L’idée
d’une philosophie négro africaine (Yaoundé: Editions CLE, 1979). Souleymane Bachir Diagne sug-
gests going beyond ethnophilosophy by investing in linguistic philosophy and cognitive anthropol-
ogy. See “Revisiter ‘la philosophie bantoue’: L’idée d’une grammaire philosophique,” Politique africaine,
no. 77 (2000): 44–53.

4. Georg Wilhelm Friedrich Hegel, Phénoménologie de l’esprit, trans. Jean-Pierre Lefebvre
(Paris: Aubier, 1991), 489.

5. See Martin W. Lewis and Kären E. Wigen, The Myth of Continents: A Critique of Metageogra-
phy (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1997).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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subsequently invested with a multitude of significations, diverse imaginary con-
tents, or even fantasies, which, by force of repetition, end up becoming authorita-
tive narratives. Along the continent’s Atlantic coast, these imaginary contents are
formed around narratives, legends, and stories that, from the fifteenth to the nine-
teenth centuries, were transformed into genuine systems of knowledge and insti-
tutional practices whose effects have endured until today.

Taking a rather different path, but based on occasionally similar repertoires
(especially commerce and religion), the same process was to affect the Islamic
belt from the ninth century onwards. The systems of knowledge referred to above
claim to grapple with not only the physical contours of the continent but with its
very essence: the morals and customs of its inhabitants, its genealogy, and, more
generally, what might be called its cultural and symbolic attributes. In the process,
a grammar is invented that would make explicit the differences between this con-
tinent and the rest of the world.6 This grammar of difference not only sets Africa
apart, it also claims to state the conditions under which Africa could become part
of the universalizing project of modernity.

Three of these systems of knowledge in particular have endeavored to estab-
lish their authority over what Africa signifies. The first is Islam, itself a cos-
mopolitan project avant la lettre. As one of the most ancient repositories of African
identity, at least in some regions, Islam far predates the colonial moment in
Africa. It is made up of different traditions organized into brotherhoods at whose
core the religious elites reinterpret the Koran, teach it, and translate its protocols
into a juridical order that can be imposed on believers and nonbelievers alike.
Thus Islam operates as a formal technology of governance, as a figure of sover-
eignty, and as a fabric of subjects.7

Despite their diversity, these traditions have one thing in common: the central
role they give to faith in defining identity, politics, and history. In many respects,
they are bearers of an authority characterized by a desire for mastery and the
potential for conquest. The rules of governance, the rituals of belief, and the
modalities of trade are all linked to one another. Indeed, if anything distinguishes
Islam from other religions in Africa, it is the way in which the rituals of piety
echo the rules of war. In seeking to impose itself, the Islamic faith does not
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6. See Michel de Certeau, The Writing of History, trans. Tom Conley (New York: Columbia Uni-
versity Press, 1988), 209–43. For a recent study of this process, see Johannes Fabian, Out of Our
Minds: Reason and Madness in the Exploration of Central Africa (Berkeley: University of California
Press, 2000).

7. See Nehemia Levtzion and Randall L. Pouwels, eds., The History of Islam in Africa (Athens:
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eschew the use of force or even a certain aesthetics of violence. Holy wars and
forced conversions are legitimized by the need for moral righteousness. Where
forced conversion takes precedence over voluntary membership, a master-slave
relationship is superimposed on the relationship between believer and infidel.8

While the laws of religion define the modalities of belonging and exclusion,
the observance of religious precepts is the condition for admission into an imag-
inary nation whose physical and symbolic boundaries extend far into distance:
the umma. Outside this domain consisting of the “community of believers,” its
towns, caravans, merchants, and scholars, there is only impiety. Everything and
everyone located beyond the limits of the world of the Revelation (the dar al-
Islam or the empire of Islam) can therefore be plundered or is in principle des-
tined for slavery. The new lands that have to be “opened up” to Islam constitute,
strictly speaking, the dar al-harb, the land of war. Notwithstanding this belliger-
ent impetus (along with the desire for wealth and the materialist brutality that is
its corollary), Islam, in its penetration of Africa, presents itself to the converted
as an ethical project in and of itself.9

The second system of knowledge is Christianity. Right from the beginning,
the Christian narrative of Africa is dominated by the motif of darkness. Theolog-
ically speaking, “darkness” constitutes a primordial tragedy if only because, in
the state of darkness, the truth is shrouded in all kinds of superstitions. Accord-
ing to the Christian narrative, Africa is the metaphor par excellence of the human
fall into a state of sin. Inhabited by human figures bound in the shadow of night,
Africa is seen to live at a distance from the divine.10 Indeed, this is the essence of
paganism: disguise and masks, a lack of discernment, a corruption of being.

Christianity replaces the belligerent impetus characteristic of Islam with
another figure of violence: that of mercy and of pity. The Christian project of
deliverance involves throwing off the chains, that is, separating the world of
appearances and falsity (sin) from the truth (redemption). For appearances feign
a presence. And it is this presence that must be awakened. Christianity thus
rejects a material life, empty of all moral and aesthetic content, and an unchang-

8. Martin A. Klein, “Social and Economic Factors in the Muslim Revolution in Senegambia,”
Journal of African History 13 (1972): 419–41.

9. See John O. Hunwick and R. S. O’Fahey, eds., Arabic Literature of Africa, vol. 1, The Writings
of Eastern Sudanic Africa to ca. 1900, comp. O’Fahey (Leiden: E. J. Brill, 1994); vol. 2, The Writings
of Central Sudanic Africa, comp. Hunwick (Leiden: E. J. Brill, 1995).

10. Fabien Eboussi Boulaga, Christianisme sans fétiche: Révélation et domination (Paris:
Présence africaine, 1981).
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ing world, populated by masks and fetishes, a multitude of profane objects and
crude human forms.

The proposed alternative is an initiation into the truth, a key to happiness, and
a promise of a new life. In doing so, however, the world of allegory characteristic
of pagan existence is not simply eradicated. Christianity establishes a new rela-
tionship between that world and the world of the event. The event is the promise
of redemption. Redemption consists of a set of ideas that, because of their ability
to enchant, could be defined as magico-poetic. This is true of the resurrection of
the dead—a sublime dream dominated by the desire for absolute time, the infi-
nite expanse of both the time and space of immortality. For this promise of
redemption to be fulfilled, a dissolute existence (tradition and custom) must be
abandoned. Conversion to revealed truth entails, in turn, a genuine work on the
self (travail sur soi), the erasure of any distinct and separate identity, the aboli-
tion of difference, and the adherence to the project of a universal humanity.11

Colonization is founded on a similar universalizing project. On a rhetorical
level, colonization is the daughter of the Enlightenment. As such, colonial rule is
supposed to operate as a regulating mechanism that ultimately leads to the tri-
umph of “universal reason.” In this instance, “universal reason” presumes the
existence of a subject by the same name, whose universality is embodied in his or
her humanity. The recognition of this common humanity is what enables each
individual to be considered as a juridical person in civil society. The colonial
order formalizes two mechanisms that organize society and politics, both justi-
fied by reference to reason: the state and the market. The state appears first in its
primitive form, that of commandement, before turning into a device for civilizing
morals. The market first enters into the indigenous imaginary in its most abject
form: the traffic in human beings.12 It then gradually transforms into a machine
for the production of desires. Soon after the Second World War, the colonial sys-
tem presented three other kinds of goods to the colonized—citizenship, civil
society, and the nation-state—to which, however, it denied access until its final
phase. Like Islam and Christianity, colonization is a universalizing project. Its
ultimate aim is to inscribe the colonized in the space of modernity.
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The Power of the False

Since the second half of the nineteenth century, African discourses of the self
have challenged the legitimacy and the truths of the narratives proposed by these
three systems of knowledge and have sought to dislodge the canon instituted by
them. And yet, in attempting to delegitimize these orders, nativist and Afro-radical
narratives still subscribe to the postulate of difference, even if they distance
themselves from the most crude and most brutal aspects of the Western grammar
of alterity. Indeed, it is in the name of difference that they oppose the thematic of
the universal, even the thematic of modernity, regarding these as no more than a
series of subterfuges intended to disguise the violence of imperialism.

Nativist and Afro-radical discourses of the self are both projects of self-regen-
eration, self-knowledge, and self-rule. Self-knowledge and self-rule are justified
in the name of autochthony. According to the argument of autochthony, each spatio-
racial formation has its own culture, its own historicity, its own way of being, and
its own relationship with the future and with the past. Each has, as it were, its
own certificate of origin and its own telos. In all cases, the idea is that the
encounter between Africa and the West resulted in a deep wound: a wound that
cannot heal until the ex-colonized rediscover their own being and their own past.

How to explain this fixation on the past and this frenetic claim to the status of
victim? One reason is that as a dominant trope of nativist and Afro-radical dis-
courses, the past is imagined as not only the home of the truth of the self but also
the site of its falsification through the violence committed by the Other. To sum-
mon the future, one must first unlock the past, or more precisely, break the
chains that link that past to a demonic lie: the supposed existence of a hole at the
very heart of the African being.13 A horrific thought, the hole invokes the con-
tested humanity of the African on the one hand and the apparent meaningless-
ness of his or her life, labor, and language on the other.

However, for African criticism to accept the filling of the hole as the ultimate
task—that is, to designate as African thinkers’ only meaningful task the denial of
the originary negation—is to be inhabited by and “spoken” by the demon of the
Other. The task today is therefore to think for and from oneself. Despite what
nativism and Afro-radicalism and have led us to believe, thinking for and from
oneself cannot be separated from thinking about and for the world. To think for
and from oneself means abandoning a practice that restricts intellectual and
philosophical inquiry in Africa to being nothing more than the repression of a

13. Emmanuel Chukwudi Eze, ed., Race and the Enlightenment: A Reader (Oxford: Blackwell,
1997). 3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School

JorLitSAF 2023, PHD Protea n° 47491WD
Page 1016 of 1031



fantasy written on one’s own consciousness by someone else and internalized to
the point of compulsive repetition. As the essay suggested, thinking for and from
oneself in the world requires two approaches. The first is political philosophical.

Indeed, the fact is that the history of continental Africa does contain in its
midst an element of terror, a cavity, which is not that which Hegel and the others
call ontological. The cavity in question consists, over the longue durée, of a col-
lection of dead things and masks, a litany of horrors which, taken to their extreme,
almost always produce half-human, half-animal figures that have the particular
characteristic of devouring themselves. This auto-devoration is the absolute sig-
nifier. It is the power of the negative near which a truly radical thought must
dwell. While not the only language, philosophy might allow African criticism to
radically confront the material nature of this power, its brutality, and its familiar-
ity with death. It might allow us to get to the roots of things and to ask ourselves
why, in Africa, the struggle for human sovereignty and the satisfaction of biolog-
ical needs almost always seem to go together with orgiastic participation in dif-
ferent forms of human destruction.

Asking this kind of question is not, strictly speaking, “Afro-pessimistic”—a
red flag waved by those afraid of radically confronting the abyss at those wishing
to escape the dead end of developmentalism and populist romanticism. Indeed,
the urgency today is to restore a separation on an intellectual level between the
desire to know and to think and the urge to act. The two moments are both legiti-
mate, but there needs to be a line of autonomy between them. Perhaps we can
then avoid those simplifications (who is the victim? who should be blamed?) that
are always stressed at the cost of critical thought. It might eventually be under-
stood that there are several figures of the struggle, and not all can be colonized
by those whose single aim is the satisfaction of biological needs.

Multiplicity and Proliferations

The other approach to thinking for and from oneself is historical. In fact, if
nativism and Afro-radicalism fixate on the past and envisage a correlation between
geography (an accident) and destiny, the effective practices of social actors pro-
ceed according to the principle of composition. The nativist thesis—that an eter-
nally open wound resulted from the encounter between Africa and the world—
does not withstand examination. Contemporary African cultural formations have
not emerged out of people’s experiencing the past as a fate set in stone; rather,
they often derive from an ability to treat the past both as open-ended and as an
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interlude—a negotiation of those aspects or fragments of the past necessary for
life to go on in the present.

Likewise, Africans have responded to the Islamic project by means of creative
assimilation. In these cultures marked by orality, the hegemony of the Book is
made relative. The doctrinal core is reinterpreted and recited in a way that largely
leaves open to negotiation the question of what constitutes an Islamic society or
government. Leaving such a question open may in itself be regarded as a refusal
to bring closure to the encounter. Muslim Africa also produces its own reformers.
Many are healers, others are warriors or merchants. Scribes, scholars, jurists, and
even slaves build the terrestrial polis and reinterpret the texts inherited from the
Prophet, their eyes fixated on earthly commodities and, in some cases, lured by
sex, luxury, guns, and power. Paying attention to the myriad details of the location
and the situation, they rewrite Islam itself as well as African identity, often in
unexpected ways, in a daring commerce with the world.14 Several varieties of
Islam and political cultures of the religious emerge from this process.

At the core of several of these traditions of Islam, the state is only one exam-
ple of the possible forms of social organization legitimized by the Prophet. In
other traditions, it is the political authority itself that is shrouded in suspicion.
Does it not risk corrupting the religious? Elsewhere, the Islamic organization of
the polis is not based on inherited status but on spiritual submission to the sheikh.
Elsewhere again, voluntary membership of the brotherhood takes precedence
over religious conscription. In all cases, the plurality of doctrinal responses is
evident both from a theological point of view and from the point of view of pop-
ular practices. Ultimately, a pedagogy based on memorization gives birth to a
religious and profane culture in which a complete mastery of the Arabic lan-
guage is unnecessary and where esoteric signs carry as much, if not more, weight
than do objective realities.15

Two factors explain this fluidity. The first involves the ability to extend and
disperse across space—and thus negotiate long distances. In West Africa, for
example, several networks link the Arab-Berber and the Negro-African worlds.
The brotherhoods are dispersed around geographical poles from which they can
expand outwards. Migrations and long-distance trade are therefore organized
across borders and even across continents. However, whatever the degree of

14. Mamadou Diouf, “The Senegalese Murid Trade Diaspora and the Making of a Vernacular
Cosmopolitism,” Public Culture 12 (2000): 679–702.

15. Louis Brenner, “The Esoteric Sciences in West African Islam,” in African Healing Strategies,
ed. B. M. Du Toit and I. Abdalla (New York: Trado-Medic Books, 1985).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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estrangement and mobility, the bonds of remembrance are always linking the
migrant to a place of origin. Hence, identity is formed at the interface between
the rituals of putting down roots and the rhythms of estrangement, in the constant
passage from the spatial to the temporal, from geography to memory.16

The second factor is the mimetic spirit. The cultural history of Islam in Africa
is marked by an extraordinary power of imitation and an unparalleled ability to
produce resemblances between different signs and languages. African Islamic
cultures are formed by assembling signs, symbols, and artifacts that mean differ-
ent things in various languages and contexts and by organizing them around mul-
tiple central tropes that then function as both an image and a mirage, as a parable
and an allegory. As a result, because it succeeds in weaving onomatopoeic rela-
tions between the religious dogma and what denies it in the practice of everyday
life, Islam is the most perfect archive of resemblance in the history of contempo-
rary African cultural formations.

Compared to the longue durée of Islamic presence on the African continent,
the osmosis between Christianity and indigenous symbolic forms is relatively
recent. African responses to Christianity as a universalizing project are, however,
no less complex. African Christian theology has, since its beginnings, crystal-
lized around the notions of loss, division, and the obliteration of identity that sup-
posedly resulted from the encounter between Christian dogma and the indige-
nous universes of meaning. History and recent anthropology, however, reveal a
very different picture. Far from leading to the erasure of the self as feared by
African theologians, Christianity, without being divested of its principium ratio-
nis, was turned inside out, deconstructed, and then recovered in the ancestral
masks and bric-a-brac. As an event, it first emerged in the Africans’ conscious-
ness as a field of signs that, once decoded, opened the way to numerous unortho-
dox practices.17

Africans used Christianity as a mirror in which to view their own pasts, pre-
sents, and futures. This to a large extent explains the apparent ease with which
Christianity was domesticated and translated into local systems of intelligibility.
At the same time, Christianity presented itself to Africans as allegory and aes-
thetics, hence the immense work (travail) on forms and languages to which it was
subjected. One of these languages is that of the Holy Spirit. The other is embod-
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ied in the idea of the resurrection of the dead. The power of the latter metaphor
lies in its tragico-poetic depth, its dreamlike violence, and its capacity for sym-
bolization. On the one hand, it became the manifestation, in all its splendor and
misery, of the limits of the divine principle itself: the story of a god whose exis-
tence ends on a cross. On the other hand, it expressed in its absolute force the
power of enchanting human life in that which is most intangible: the triumph of
a man endowed with all the attributes of divine sovereignty, whose omnipotence
bursts forth on the night of his death, as he leaves the sepulchre (resurrection). In
most charismatic movements in contemporary Africa, these powers of enchant-
ment and of symbolization are used as an inexhaustible resource. They are pow-
ers that enable the believer to think of his or her existence not in a purely politico-
instrumental way but as an artistic gesture and an aesthetic project open as much
to action as to meditation and contemplation.18

Conclusions

Three conclusions—explicit and implicit—can be drawn from the above argu-
ment. First, the examples quoted are enough to demonstrate the limits of nativist
and Afro-radical writings of the self. They show that there can be no discourse on
identity formation in contemporary Africa that fails to take into account the
“heretical spirit” at the heart of the encounter between Africa and the world. It is
this heretical spirit that enables the subject to inhabit several worlds and to place
him- or herself on two sides of the image simultaneously. This heretical spirit
operates by encasing the subject in the event, by splitting, dividing, multiplying,
and converting things into their opposite (or their fake), and by the excessive the-
atricality accompanying all manifestations of life. It is also this heretical spirit
that, taken to its extremes, produces situations of extraordinary instability,
volatility, and uncertainty. If, as the nativists and the Afro-radicals contend,
Africa has been falsified in its contact with the world, how do we explain the fal-
sification to which Africa subjected the world, in its attempt to ingest it?

Second, these examples suggest that the experience of radical uncertainty is at
the heart of contemporary processes of identity formation in the continent. In
fact, in Africa today, life may suddenly take unbearable turns (war, extreme infla-

18. Compare with Michel Foucault’s discussion of the Christian techniques of the self (disclosure
of one’s faults and desires, exhibition of humility and modesty, renunciation of bodily pleasures, and
cure of the soul through confession and other sacraments) in Michel Foucault et al., Technologies of
the Self: A Seminar with Michel Foucault (London: Tavistock, 1988).3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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tion, pandemics, etc.). The starkness of the violence and the crudity of the brutal-
ity may, on occasion, assume a nightmarish appearance, as reality and fable
reflect each other, thereby transforming the very identity of the original and its
referents. Each time, reality is erased, recreated, and duplicated. It is this power
of proliferation (and its ability to obliterate the notions of truth and falsehood, of
the real and the unreal, of the visible and the occult) that characterizes contem-
porary African experience, which is at least original, if not unique. These charac-
teristics are threefold: an absence of sharp ruptures, a nonlinearity, and every-
where the swirling chain of fragmented events in which everything else is
engulfed.

I should make it clear that, in such contexts, the debt between the rulers and
the ruled is rapidly transformed into a debt of blood. Therefore, politics under-
stood as the manipulation of the fear of dying—or the manipulation of the desire
to live at any cost—represents the most radical vector of uncertainty. Politics
becomes the means by which this fear and desire assert themselves in each indi-
vidual. From this point of view, politics is a work of death since a relationship of
relative equality is established between the capacity to kill and its corollary, the
possibility of being killed in return.

This being the case, what relationship is there between language and what is
called truth? What coefficient of truth can be granted to the sign that is Africa,
which I said, right at the start, was above all a geographical accident? The exam-
ples quoted above indicate that there will always be a part of the sign that
escapes the prison of our discourse. How, then, do we enrich the discourse so that
this accidental sign can be represented as closely as possible? This requires
developing a technique of reading (lecture) and writing (écriture) that would also
be an aesthetic of opening and encounter.

But these are fragmentary encounters—ephemeral, disjointed, and occasion-
ally unsuccessful encounters—with fields of knowledge and discourses outside
of social sciences stricto sensu. This écriture must itself be closely linked to a
way of reading (lecture) the archives of the present. The latter include not just
philosophy, economics, or sociology but also visual, sung, painted, and narrated
texts. These texts form part of the present memory of African societies. They
come out of a particular practice of everyday life and constantly feel and nurture
that life. Reading them means understanding the power of falsification at the
heart of the memory of yesterday and of today. This memory includes in its
diversity the experience that contemporary African subjects have of power, lan-
guage, and life.

Public Culture
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Blacks From Elsewhere and the Right of
Abode

by Tshepo Tshabalala | Oct 7, 2019

Achille Mbembe delivered Blacks From Elsewhere and the Right of Abode, the Ruth First

Memorial Lecture 2019, at the Wits Theatre on 3 October 2019.

e must name our times in a way that leaves us with a small window of

hope, the hope that not all is lost. Indeed seasons, just like tides,

come and go, never exactly the same each time. In this incessant

movement, life keeps unfolding, tenuously to be sure, while

something remains which it is our task to decipher and to reanimate.

I see my task tonight as that of reanimation.

But let me be clear. As far as South Africa’s place in Africa’s imagination (or for that

matter in global imagination) is concerned, a lot has been unnecessarily

or carelessly squandered that could have been spared. It is not only the world’s goodwill

that has been squandered. South Africa may have needed Africa’s support and

international solidarity in the midnight of Apartheid. Nowadays, many profess to not

care any longer.

So much having been so carelessly lost in a relatively short time – things priceless, to

which no quanti�able value can be attached – anger and rage have become endemic.

Speech itself is at risk of being silenced, so great is the disappointment. As it happens,

where human speech is crippled, the will to hurt and to take revenge reigns supreme.

Maybe this is what many have called “populism”. As we speak, all over the world, the

desire to in�ict as much brutality as possible to the weakest amongst us seems to be

irrepressible. In such circumstances, the only thing many are left with is the power to

testify.

Ruth First was a scholar and an activist. More importantly, she was a witness of her own

times. She understood that the duty of the witness is to testify.

Strictly speaking, a testimony is not an indictment. It is nevertheless a powerful way of

settling accounts. In old African traditions of thought, a testimony is a human speech
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delivered on behalf of truth, in the hope that truth will eventually lead to justice and

justice to restitution, redress and reparation.

We have long believed that of all �gures of human speech, reason was the most

appropriate in any quest for truth, justice and reparation. We now live in an age when

reason itself is on trial. This is particularly the case when it comes to matters pertaining

to the presence of African migrants in our midst. Reason, memory or  facts no longer

matter. They should.

I wasn’t born here
I wasn’t born here, but I have spent most of my adult life in South Africa. I will probably

die here, and this is where my ashes will ultimately be scattered.

I grew up in Cameroon in the fear that I would die young, but with the deep conviction

that I would never die abroad. In those years, to die abroad meant to die in a foreign

land. It was understood that to die away from home was the biggest misfortune to befall

any human being, the kind of misfortune one only wished to one’s enemies. One thing

was to die abroad, another was to be buried away from home. To be buried away from

home meant to have been turned into a complete foreigner.

I always thought I would be buried in my own country, so deeply convinced I was that

Cameroon was my home. In truth, many of us in the world today no longer know where

home is. We spend most of our lives silently mourning the home we either never had or

never knew or the home we actually lost.

We were taught that “home” is the land one belongs to and which, in turn, belongs to

one. “Home a�airs” were a�airs of co-belonging and reciprocal ownership, which is not

exactly the same thing as “private possession”. In the narratives of autochthony I grew

up listening to, to be the owner of the land meant to take care of that land and to care

for all who inhabited it, humans and non-humans. Ownership had a double meaning. It

was about caring and caretaking, taking care in memory of those who came before and

on behalf of those who were still to come. We were neither subjects nor citizens, but

custodians.

Ownership and belonging were not about private possession. Priceless, incalculable and

unquanti�able things could not be the object of private possession. They could only be

the subject of care and caretaking was the closest to ownership. Home was the land or

more precisely the piece of ground, the vital envelope, the abode supposed to protect

the body, the earth every fully constituted human person or being hoped to return to

once his or her journey had reached its �nal destination, in a grand gesture of share (as

opposed to appropriation) and cosmic reciprocity.

The right to inhabit the Earth
In South Africa’s public mind,  the term “foreign nationals” is a euphemism, a

supposedly polite way to designate those who do not belong, those Black Africans
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whose home is elsewhere, some of whom are now requested to go back where they

came from.

Not to belong does not only mean to not have been born here, as if we were free to

choose where we come into existence and from whom we are born to. Not to belong

does not only mean to have no fundamental right to be here as a result of not having

been born here. It also means to have no right to die here and to be buried here since

being buried here, in the deepest of African traditions, entitles one to a piece of the

earth thus called upon to contain one’s remains, that is, to engender a potential

genealogy – to make a claim on a piece of the earth by virtue of it having become the

bosom of one’s remains, what once stood as one’s living body in the world.

In South Africa’s public mind, so-called “foreign nationals” are mostly Black people from

the rest of the African continent and, eventually, from the various African diasporas in

the world. From a South African perspective, what characterises so-called African

“foreign nationals” is their blackness and the fact that, Nigeria notwithstanding, they

enjoy no protection whatsoever from a powerful State. Were they to be seriously hurt

by South Africa, no constituted State will spontaneously rise on their behalf. In short,

nobody will be held responsible for the hurt and nobody will be obliged to account.

Were they to be killed during one of those cyclical Afrophobic attacks we have become

accustomed to, their death would be tantamount to pure loss.

I keep referring to the term “so-called foreign nationals” for one reason and one reason

alone. I do not believe that any African, or for that matter any person of African descent, is a

foreigner in Africa, the existence of 54 nominally sovereign territorial states notwithstanding.

In making this statement, I do not mean to disrespect our current States and

governments, the only such entities recognised in international law. As a matter of fact,

I recognise to those States the full right to decide whom they want to let inside their

existing borders and whom they want to keep outside those borders. As a matter of fact

that, following its own laws, the Republic of South Africa can decide tomorrow morning

to deport me. Were this to happen, there is not much I would be able to do about it. But

forcing me out of South Africa would not stop me from believing that I am not a

foreigner in South Africa or, for that matter, anywhere else on this continent.

I am therefore not talking about the brute fact of the law, or the dose of arbitrariness

always already built into any manifestation of the law. I am talking about something

beyond the prosaics of the law, something in regard of which any law is merely a law,

something foundational which refers to our common right to inhabit this Earth, that is, to

share it as equitably as possible, to take care of it, and to repair it as a condition of its

durability as well as ours, the human race and other living beings.

Obviously, many in South Africa today do not share these views.

Such is the case of the Mayor of Johannesburg. The Mayor of Johannesburg does not

speak in terms of the human race or other living beings. He has convinced himself that
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the politics of survival trumps any other �gure of the political. Whenever he speaks of

Africa, it is almost always as if it were a foreign body, a burden, sheer waste. In his mind,

Africa is neither an idea, nor a project but a mortal threat to South Africa. Africa is the

Trojan horse that will herald the destruction of South Africa and this is what must be

avoided no matter the cost.

In his eyes, South Africa’s biggest misfortune is its location in Africa rather than

elsewhere on the planet. That South Africa is not in a position to extricate herself from

this continent is a source of great frustration for him. So is the fact that South Africa is

not able to shed the term “Africa” which, God knows why, has been unfortunately

appended to its name, the only one it should have had all along, “The South Republic”

maybe.

The Mayor has been fuming about migrants. He is not alone.

In the United States of America, President Donald Trump too is fuming about migrants.

His country, he believes, is full. Two days ago, we learnt from The New York Times (1

October 2019) that in order to keep migrants away, he has “often talked about fortifying

a border wall with a water-�lled trench, stocked with snakes or alligators”. This is not all.

“He wanted the wall electri�ed, with spikes on top that could pierce human �esh”. He

was told that this was not allowed. Apparently the President wants US soldiers to “shoot

migrants” if they throw rocks, to shoot them “in the legs to slow them down”. The

President wants a complete shutdown of the border. So does the Mayor of

Johannesburg.

Let us imagine the Mayor’s plan is implemented. South Africa would lose 26% of its total

exports or would have to redirect them elsewhere in the world. This is the equivalent of

25 billion US dollars.

I do not know whether our Mayor or, for that matter, the leader of the Democratic

Alliance, is dreaming about a Trump-style border closure, that is, whether in his mind

South African borders should also be turned into places where human �esh would be

pierced or human bodies “braaied”, or electrocuted. What I know is that a human

person who wishes another human’s �esh to be pierced or another human body to be

electrocuted or turned into meat – such a human person has no human heart. Not

having a human heart might not count for much in the kind of raw and naked game of

power South African “isolationists” dream about, in which case they are consciously

preparing the ground for a nightmare.

Black-on-black racism
Now, what are the facts since, after all, facts exist.

Of almost all African states, South Africa has the best record in terms of immigration

enforcement and control capacity. After all, the South African state was founded on the

capacity to ruthlessly coerce Blacks into rigid patterns of mobility. To achieve a quasi-

monopoly over their movements, it invented one of the most brutal migrant labour
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systems the world has known beside slavery. It partitioned space and divided it into

various fragments, peppered it with various enclaves, zones of a�uence and zones of

abandonment, reserves and corridors, bu�er territories and bantustans, all under the

sign of race and ethnicity.

If this machinery has been partially dismantled, its habitus has remained alive. It

involves a capacity to arrest, to detain, to deport or forcibly remove unauthorised

entrants unmatched by any other State in Africa. For its operation, it requires the

production of violence on a massive scale as well as disastrous and emotionally

traumatic experiences. Today, many black “foreign nationals” are at the receiving end of

this violence originally designed to discipline and to domesticate Black South Africans.

This is a fact.

The second fact is that South African immigration policy has only been partially

deracialised. During the Apartheid era, the country actively promoted a “two-doors”

immigration system. People coming from historically white and European countries

could enter from the “front door”. Black South Africans were subjected to pass laws and

black immigration from surrounding states could enter through the “b(l)ack door”.

Nominally, ‘blacks from here’ and ‘blacks from elsewhere’ were but “temporary visitors”.

Apartheid might have been abolished. But the fact remains. In relation to ‘blacks from

elsewhere’, South Africa’s post-Apartheid  immigration machinery has readjusted its

aims. Work having almost disappeared (especially in the mines), the logic of capture (of

the labour force) is no longer the main pursuit. It has been superseded by the logic of

temporariness. ‘Blacks from elsewhere’ cannot and should not aspire to permanent

settlement in South Africa. Their presence in South Africa can only be transitory. Residing

here in permanence can only be an exception. For ‘blacks from elsewhere’ must ultimately go

back to where they came from. Constitutionally, South Africa cannot become their home

both by virtue of their not being from here and by virtue of their being black.

To the age of white racism has therefore succeeded the age of black on black racism. As

Frantz Fanon foresaw not so long ago, South African forms of black nationalism are

morphing into virulent forms of black-on-black racism. An ethno-racial project, this new

form of black nationalism seeks to secede from Africa and its diasporas. It has forged

for itself two enemies, an enemy it fears and envies (whiteness or white monopoly

capital) and another it loathes and despises (Blacks from elsewhere). In a miraculous

turn of events, it believes that xenophobia will create jobs, bring down crime and turn

South Africa into an Eden on Earth. It has internalised white racism and has weaponised

it against black non-citizens through the vicious use of State apparatuses.

If yesterday the role of State apparatuses was to capture black bodies for purposes of

labour extraction, today the targets are black non-citizen bodies, the new cogs in the vast

machinery of deportation South Africa has built since 1994. Indeed, in relation to ‘blacks

from elsewhere’, the post-1994 immigration system has been built around the concept

of waste disposal. The overriding imperative underlying each major attempt at rewriting

immigration laws has been to keep so-called unskilled  blacks from elsewhere out of
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South Africa. If, for the Apartheid state, the goal was to bring whites in, for the post-

Apartheid and democratic regime, the command is to keep blacks from elsewhere out.

This is what is called “undocumented, irregular or low-skilled migration”.

Since 1994, successive governments have revised, amended and tightened immigration

laws. Key attempts to reform the SA migration regime have thus taken place. They

include the 1998 Refugees Act, the 2002 Immigration Act, the 2011 Immigration

Amendment Act and Refugees Amendment Act, the 2016 Immigration Amendment Act,

the 2017 Refugees Amendment Act to which should be added the 2016 Border

Management Authority Bill and the 2017 White Paper on International Migration.

These attempts have resulted in South Africa deporting “more people per capita than

several OECD states”. Such high levels of deportation have been made possible thanks

to the fact that South Africa polices the immigration of black African foreigners the way

it used to police black South Africans under Apartheid, that is, through a combination of

race pro�ling and spatial pro�ling. Race pro�ling as such may no longer apply to South

African blacks. At the lower end of the long chain of vulnerability, blacks from elsewhere

are now its main targets. It is against them that the “spirit of violence” that underpinned

forced removals, Bantustan policy and the general disenfranchisement of Black South

Africans has been redirected.

As far as refugees are concerned, various amendments have reduced to the minimal

what they can expect. Their rights to basic healthcare and primary education have been

rescinded in 2008. In the current dispensation, their permits as asylum-seekers are

forcefully rescinded if they are not renewed 90 days after expiration. Their right to work

has been limited to certain categories only. Those found in possession of an expired

asylum-seeker visa are �ned or imprisoned for up to �ve years. The time after which

they can apply for permanent residence has been extended from �ve to 10 years.

O�cially, South Africa is in need of so-called “skilled migrants”. In fact, the number of

quota permits has been reduced since 2004. Work permit policy has been adjusted to

apply to people of a speci�c profession, category or class. Temporary residence permits

have been rede�ned as “visas”. The appeal window for residence permits has been

reduced from 20 to 10 days. The length of time a person must be married to a South

African to apply for citizenship has been increased. In terms of the 2011 Immigration

Amendment Act, eligibility for a business visa requires applicants to commit a R5 million

minimum investment to the South African economy. This money must originate from

outside the country. As noted by many observers, this is �ve times the amount required

in Singapore.

Until very recently, African students still needed to pay a repatriation deposit. The

clause that says the Refugee Act must be applied with due regard to the OAU

Convention and UN Convention and Protocol has been repealed. Asylum-seekers are no

longer treated as refugees until their status is determined. South Africa is not only at

pain to de�ne what her Africanity consists of. The country is in the throes of a virulent
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form of neo-nationalism. This repressive and isolationist trend is supposed to culminate

with the establishment of the Border Management Authority.

In a piece published on 2 October by the Daily Maverick (‘Xenophobic attacks:

Equivocation by South Africa is a silent nod of approval’), former Nigerian President

Olusegun Obasanjo recalls Nigeria’s contribution “to the struggle against colonialism in

southern Africa and apartheid in South Africa”. It was, he says, “our obligatory duty to

do so as Africans”. “We, as black people, believed and still believe that we would be

second-class citizens in the world if we allowed any black people anywhere in the world,

not to talk of Africa, to be treated as second-class citizens because of the colour of their

skin”, he adds.

Obasanjo is right and early South African pan-africanists understood this well. Our

citizenship in the world is inseparable from our citizenship at home, in Africa. In the

history of modern times, it has not been evident to all that we, Africans, belonged to the

world. For centuries, the struggle of people of Africa and of African origins has been to

make sure that the destiny of Africa in the world would squarely fall in our own hands.

For our sake, but also for the sake of the human race at large, because our fate is

inseparable from the fate of others, all the others, what Edouard Glissant called “le Tout

Monde”.

It is therefore with the utmost sorrow that we are forced to witness the treatment

meted out to Blacks from elsewhere – or for that matter, any other migrants – in South

Africa. I must speak about Africans at the lower end of the chain of vulnerability

because they are the most loathed, the most despised, the most exposed. Africans and

people of African descent are nowadays ridiculed whenever they remind us of their

humble contribution to the struggle against Apartheid. Many, including within the

African National Congress nowadays only speak in the language of “national security”

and “national interests”. They claim that they owe Africa nothing. They are convinced

that Africa is a liability and South Africa owes no debt to our continent. Yet, as Olusegun

Obasanjo puts it, “we were not doing it for reward or material bene�t. We did it because

we were convinced that it was our duty, our responsibility and our obligation to

humanity and to the black race”.

I will not be talking about “the black race”. But I know one thing. There is no country on

Earth that has no obligation to humanity. South Africa will squander everything if,

instead of consciously and dutifully ful�lling its obligation to humanity, it chooses to put

its faith in the sheer and always precarious politics of power. For power to mean

anything at all and for it to endure, it has to rest on �rm moral foundations.

Towards a borderless Africa
So what needs to be done?

We need to gradually phase out the borders we inherited from the colonial era. We

need to turn this continent into a vast space of circulation, into its own centre.
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In 1963, the Organization of African Unity embraced the principle of the intangibility of

colonial borders. The time has come to unfreeze the borders. This, I call

“deborderisation”.

A key, transitional step towards a borderless Africa consists in the adoption by all African

states of a pro-migration stance within our own continent.  Decolonisation will only be

achieved with the conquest, by every single African or person of African descent, of the

fundamental right to move freely in the continent of our ancestors.

To be able to move freely, unshackled and to settle without having to constantly justify

ourselves and our humanity, without being constantly harassed and asked to go back

where we came from, has been one of the most tragic challenges of our history in the

modern world.

This is why I am calling for a moratorium on deportations in our continent.

Let’s give ourselves a decade during which, as a continent, we embark on a massive

project of border management for continental integration.

We do not have to close existing borders. We need to massively invest in their

modernisation as a necessary step towards decommissioning them.

What we need to do is to set up systems and technologies and nurture competence to

better govern human mobility in our continent.

This involves the prioritising of e-permits, the generalisation of one-stop border posts

as a way of facilitating trade and the swift movement of goods, the adoption of

biometric systems, of electronic single-window customs clearance systems, the use of

scanners and e�cient vehicles.

It involves the implementation of visa waivers for as many African countries as possible,

the streamlining of processes for those wanting to do business in our respective regions

and the granting of visas at arrival.

Let us open a decade during which we will rekindle the old dream of an African

nationality by granting citizenship and other forms of naturalisation to those who

qualify for it and by extending to each other and to people of African descent worldwide

what the Ghanaian constitution calls the right of abode.

I will now end.

We need to reach a point in our history on Earth when no African or person of African

descent will again be subjected to deportation, when no African or person of African

descent will be forced to �ee, to wage his or her life trying to cross mountains, deserts,

rivers and seas, on the way to places where he or she is not welcomed or is likely to be

severely mistreated, his or her body and soul brutalised, and his or her face covered in

shame and humiliation.3rd Transnational Literary Journalism Summer School
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Once for all, let’s bring that age of shame to an end.

May South Africa, the youngest and oldest daughter of our continent, take the lead in

this �nal push for our collective liberation!

This article was �rst published by New Frame.
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