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Prop list

1.Old water bottle with sacking wrap 
2. Brown file/Letters
3. Rock

4. Bicycle with carrier &  balance track  
5. Old Typewriter 
6. Clothing rack

7. Smoking Pipe &  tobacco & lighter
8. Table (1 x m2)
9. 3 Chairs


10. 2 Old Suitcases 
11. A4 Paper

SCENE 1

(A tune of the British  anthem ”God save the Queen”  plays for a few seconds. It is interrupted by shelling, gun fire and bombardment.  The Lights come up slowly on PLAATJE: who stands next to a window looking outside. There is a sound of church bells at a distant. An eerie glow gives him a ghostlike feel, which informs us that the story which is about to unfold, is told by PLAATJE’s spirit. He speaks to himself.) 

Sunday 29 October 1899

Divine Services. 

 No thunder. 

Haikon
na terror; and I have therefore got ample opportunity to sit down and think before I jot down anything about my experiences.  I have discovered nearly everything about war and find that artillery in war is of no use.

The Bo
ers seem to have started the hostilities, the whole of their reliance leaning on the strength and number of their cannons – and they are now surely discovering their mistake.  I do not think that they will have more courage to do anything better than what they did on Wednesday and we can therefore expect that they will either go away or settle round us until they get further re-inforcement.
No music is as thrilling and as immensely captivating as to listen to the firing of the guns on our own side.  It is like enjoying supernatural melodies in paradise to hear one or two shots fired off the armoured train; but no words can suitably depict the fascination of the music produced by the action of a Maxim, which to Boer ears, an exasperation which not only disturbs the ear but also disorganizes the free circulation of the listener’s blood.  (Sound of the Maxim. He gets excited.)

That’s it, the Maxim. The creation of Sir Hiram Stevens Maxim. Fires at the rate of 450 – 600 shots per minute. Unparalleled in its league and breaking the frontiers of gunsmiths!

Yesterday we were disgusted by the incessant sounds and clappering of Mausers from the boers’ side in the north of the town when all of a sudden four or five ‘booms’ from the armoured train quenched their metal.  It was like a member of the Payne family silencing a boisterous crowd with the prelude of a selection she is going to give on the violin.  When their beastly fire shut up, the Maxim began to play. It was like listening to the Kimberley Roman Catholic Church choir with their organ, rendering one of their mellifluous carols on Christmas Eve; and its charm could justly be compared with that of the Jubilee Singers performing one of their many quaint and classical oratories.  But like everything desirable it ceased almost immediately.

The Maxim is everybody’s favourite here.  Whenever there is an almost sickening rattle of Mausers you can hear the Bar
olong enquiring amongst themselves when ‘makasono’ is going to ‘kgalema’.  Meaning when is the maxim going to put a stop to this irritating noise of the Mauser from the boer side. The Boers are fond of shooting.  They do not wait until they see anything but let go at the rate of 100 rounds per minute at the least provocation.  I am afraid if they could somehow or other lay their hands on a Maxim, they would simply shake it until there is not a single round left to mourn the loss of the others.  One can almost fancy that prior to their leaving their Base, the boer weapons were cursed.  When I passed the gaol yesterday afternoon Philemon Moshoeshoe, warder at the Mafikeng jail, told me that while some prisoners were working in front of the goal one of them was hit by a Mauser bullet (from the Boer lines) on the ribs.  They expected the man to drop down dead, but the bullet dropped down  instead. 

Immediately thereafter, another bullet hit a European’s thigh.  It penetrated the clothes but failed to pierce his skin; and just as if to verify this statement, another round came and struck the shoulder of a white man, who was so shocked but stood as firm as though nothing had happened. The bullet dropped down in front of him.

On Wednesday the day of the all-round attack, I was surprised to find that on getting to town not one person on the British side was killed – while the Dutch ambulances were busy all the afternoon.

END OF SCENE

SCENE 2

(Plaatje stands in front of his desk when relating this short narrative.)
We spent this Sunday, 12 November 1899 in church.  The pulpit was occupied by Mr Lefenya, who warned his congregation to be very careful in their prayers, and remember that their God was the enemy’s God; we, however, have the scale in our favour as we have never raised our little finger in molestation of the Transvaal Government, or committed an act that could justify their looting our cattle and shooting our children in the manner they are doing.  The weather was fair and as the shelling and Mausering were conspicuous with their silence, we wished that Sundays would come a little more often. (He walks towards the rock as he speaks) Anyway, according to Freddy, our black Sherlock Holmes from Kanye
, the boers have gone out in numbers to loot our cattle. 





END OF SCENE

SCENE 3

 (Relaxed and sitting on a rock)
One Friday January 5th 1900, it came to the young officer’s notice that some Barolong were selling kaffir beer the other day.  The British look upon it as wasting, or if the scale of this luxury was to continue, they were going to make a case against those brewing it and would have, had the Civil Commissioner not been what he is – a white Native.

The British do not know that kaffir beer to a common Morolong
 is ‘meat, vegetables and tea’ all rolled into one, and they can subsist entirely on it for a long time.  If ever you wish to see the sense of the word economy, observe the kaffir beer by the amount of water poured on to the corn to what is yielded.   If prohibited, I wonder what is to become of the native bachelor, who is a fighting man and soldier and can therefore not brew it for himself, as it is not sold in any of the three.

(Transition. Walks away from the rock)

Since the middle of last month we have been “tasting” to see if the Civil Commissioner’s grapes are ripe; so far we have only been able to discover that they are sweet, but we cannot yet tell if they are ripe or green. There is however no likelihood of this being found until there are no grapes left to taste. 

This morning I went round for another taste.  I tried to pick only as much as necessary for tasting, when a whole bunch came down on my hand – rather a heavy weight.  It weighed about three pounds, but I was not the fool to replace it, although it was far too much more than I required.  In the afternoon I saw the ‘baas’
, the Civil Commissioner, filling his little basket and I went round for an ‘official discovery’, that is, what they taste like ‘officially’.  Just when I came in, I heard ‘Do you know who steals my grapes, Patrick?’ I carried on bravely. 

 No, Sir, I don’t.

‘Do you know, Plaatjie?

‘I am Plaatjie’.

‘Plaatje, do you know who always steals my grapes?’

‘No.’

‘To steal is no answer … By Jove! It is you who always steals my grapes!

Can’t you fellows do without stealing?’

I thought that the next question might be too unpleasant and I tried to modify the flowing tide before it grew worse, so I began:

‘I have only been eating (‘eating’ mind you and not; stealing’) those in front of the stable, Sir.’ 

I don’t see why you should steal them even if they were at the back of the stable, for your father didn’t steal any grapes.’

I successfully stemmed the tide when I interpolated:

‘Well, my father didn’t work for the Magistrate, sir.’

He turned around and went on with his business.  He was still smiling when he eventually gave me the sweetest bunch in the garden! An official discovery! (Happy and dancing as he sing: “It’s a long way to Tipperrery, it’s a long way to home…” Transition)
END OF SCENE

SCENE 4

FROM P48 – 49

(Plaatje  has been sitting at his desk writing a letter. The light is normal. He has just finished typing the last lines as the lights come up. He holds the letter up towards the window light to read it out loud) 

Office of the Civil Commissioner and Resident Magistrate, Mafikeng, 6 June 1900.

APPLICATION FOR INCREASE OF SALARY

1. I most respectfully beg to apply that my salary should be augmented by the addition of a local allowance, in order to enable me to cope successfully with the high process of life’s necessities ruling here.

2. I had been studying to try the Service Examinations in such special subjects as are essential for this office, viz. Dutch, Se
chuana, Sesotho and typewriting. In order to qualify myself for promotion I registered as a candidate in those subjects, for last December’s examinations.

3. Unfortunately war broke out in October and my intentions were completely defeated. I hope you will bear me out as to how far studies deteriorate with the class of shelling we were subjected to, for a period of six months of the siege.

(at this point, the reading  turns into Plaatje pleading with the Civil commissioner and Resident Magistrate – to whom the letter is addressed.)

4. I think it impossible from the very nature of things that a man, dressed in a chord suit of clothes, dwelling in a Native hut and living on mealies and kafircorn could make a suitable person for the medium of speech between a magistrate and a community as we find locally.
5.   My present salary is £96 per annum.  I have been in receipt of this since the beginning of 1897, when I was still a bachelor, and engaged at more inferior duties, in a post office.  I have now got to perform higher duties, on a better situation, to keep a wife and child as well as an old mother of 60 years at same salary.   This is almost an impossibility in Mafikeng, unless one adopts a mode of living which may render him objectionable to the sight and presence of his senior officers. (Changes back to reading from the typed paged)
6. In one office in the Colony we have an interpreter, very well known to me, who does not even know how to read (or much less translate) a Dutch letter, and who does nothing beyond barely interpreting in the Kaffir and Sesotho languages, receiving £200 per annum: this ought to be an example that you would be well within your rights to ask for a substantial increase for your interpreter who, besides being a faithful oral and documentary translator in the Dutch and Native languages, does the office typewriting and as much of shorthand writing as is within the requirements of your office.

7. I have no doubt that up to the present, especially during the trying times we both had to endure for upwards of six months of the siege that you will feel pleased to give my application a favourable recommendation; and I am sure it will be the best incentive to better zeal, in improving myself for duty, in future.

(pleading, turns back to reading and he reads slowly. The lights fade slowly)

I have the honour to be, Sir,

Your obedient Servant, (smiling to himself)
Sol T Plaatje
(Cross fade)

End of Scene

SCENE 5

(First he seems to be in deep thought, he goes top take his jacket and put it on as he narrates)
Between 1903 and 1905 there was a large-scale enquiry which took evidence from hundreds of black and white witnesses throughout the 4 colonies. The South African Native Affairs Commission was to enquire into the various aspects of the native affairs. The recommendations provided a blueprint for a legislation, inacted in the Union of South Africa in 1910 – in particular the Native Land Act of 1913.

I was cross-examined on a variety of issues by 

Mr Sloley 

Captain Dickson

Mr Campbell

Mr Samuelson

And Mr Thompson

(NOTE: The voices of the above people will be heard on speakers as they go through their cross examining of PLAATJE. PLAATJE stands upfront, moves and sometimes sits on chairs to answer each one them.)
(He walks into Ms Sloley’s office)
PLAATJE: Mr Sloley? (He sits down)
Q:
 Do you belong to the Native Press Association? 

PLAATJE: Yes

Q: 
What are the objects of the Native Press Association? 

PLAATJE:  It is simply to improve the press of the Native generally.

Q:
Who writes the articles in your paper? 

PLAATJE: I do.

Q:
The English? 

PLAATJE: Yes.

Q:
And the Sechuana also? 

PLAATJE: Yes.

Q:
You have no white writers? 

PLAATJE:  No.

Q:
What are your views on the franchise? 

PLAATJE:  Just as the franchise is.

Q:
What are your views as to the representation of Natives, about which the chief was asked, that is as to Natives electing their own members? 

PLAATJE: Separate representation?

Q:
Yes? 

PLAATJE: They say, ‘The proof of the pudding is in the eating.’  I have never seen it done, and do not know how it would work amongst our people.

Q:
Do you not think that the time of election stirs up hostile feelings between black and white people? 

PLAATJE: No, not in these parts – from Kimberley upwards...

Q:
Did you vote yourself? 

PLAATJE: Yes.

Q:
You did not find, when you went to record your vote, that there was any difficulty in getting to the proper office and recording your vote? 

PLAATJE: No; at that time everyone was only too anxious that every voter should record his vote.

Q:
You have separate political meetings for Natives addressed by the white candidates? 

PLAATJE: The candidates usually go out to our meetings and those of us who understand English attend all meetings that are held by the white people in their halls. At our meetings we use interpreters…

Q:
What attitude do your people take towards the African Methodist Episcopal Church? 

PLAATJE: I have not seen it do any good. 

Q:
What are your views on land tenure? 

PLAATJE:  What land tenure, individual?
Q:
There are two systems, the individual Land tenure and tribal land tenure? PLAATJE: The tribal one works all right up here, though I do not know how it works in others parts.  For instance anyone in the district of Mafikeng can go out and buy a farm.  Some Natives do hold farms, which they have paid for, and there are four or five farms which were bought together, belonging to the tribe, and registered in the name of the chief. Besides that, there is the Native Reserve in Bechuanaland Protectorate, where our people also have land and farms given to different headmen by the late Chief Mantsioa before he died. (end of interview. He walks out of the office and goes to another office)
PLAATJE: Good morning Mr Campbell… (he sits down on a chair) 
Q:
: Mr Plaatje, do you think that a polygamist, say with dozen wives, should be allowed the franchise?

PLAATJE:  If the man is otherwise qualified I do not see why he should be deprived of the franchise because he has more than one wife.

Q:
You do not think the law ought to be altered to stop a man who has such a lot of wives voting? 

PLAATJE:  I do not think it ought to be altered if the man is otherwise qualified.

Q:
You do not think so? 

PLAATJE: No. (He walks out and proceeds to the next interview.)
He conducts this interview standing)

PLAATJE: Good afternoon Mr Samuelson

Q:
 Mr Plaatje, have you a Native Vigilance Association here? 

PLAATJE: Not here; anything that crops up, or anything affecting the Natives here, we first advise the chief about it and ask him to take steps in the matter.

Q:
Have you any Native Political Association? 

PLAATJE: No, excepting the Press Association.

Q:
What is the name of your paper?

PLAATJE: Koranta ea Bacoana (Bechuana Gazette).
Q
Are you married? 

PLAATJE: Yes.

Q:
Were you married by Christian rites? 

PLAATJE: Yes.

Q:
Under what law is the estate of Natives married by Christian rites administered? 

PLAATJE: Under the laws of the colony.  The minister solemnizes the marriage and it is registered in the Colonial Office.

Q:
When a man who is married by Christian rites dies, under what law is his property administered? 

PLAATJE: If he has made no will his eldest son is the heir.

Q
It is administered under Native law? 

PLAATJE: Yes.

Q:
He can make a will depriving his children of his property and willing it to somebody else?  

PLAATJE: He can do that if he likes.

Q:
 You think whilst Native cling to their customs, their usages, their polygamy and their ‘lobola’
 they should be entitled to ask for and to have the highest privilege of civilized nations – the franchise?  

PLAATJE:  While he has his obligations to the state as well as any other civilized men he is entitled to it.

Q
What do you mean by industrial training; what do you include in that term?

PLAATJE: I mean that the Natives should be taught any kind of work. In the same way as was explained by the chief here a little while ago, it includes ploughing the land and also advice as to the best way of putting their produce on the market and s

Q:
Is there much superstition amongst your people? 

PLAATJE: Yes, but it is dying out now, like polygamy.  There are very few people going in for polygamy.

Q: Are many of your people being trained in the use or practice of European medicines? 

PLAATJE:  No.  There is one young man in the training institution at Lovedale, where they teach them how to dispense medicine.

Q
Do you think it is a good thing and that it would get rid of a good deal of superstition with regard to medicine men? 

PLAATJE: Yes, I think it is a very good thing. (He walks away and goes to stand in a full-front position for the next interview)
VOICE: Mister Solomon Plaaties, am I right?
PLAATJE: (Correcting him) Solomon Tshekiso Plaatje.

VOICE: Right mister Solomon Sekiso Plaajies. (Plaatje tries to correct him but the interview continues)

Q:  Mister Solomons, are you a Morolong? 

PLAATJE: Yes

Q:
Were your father and mother? 

PLAATJE: Yes. 

Q: I want you to answer me equally honestly on the question of the franchise.  Do you think that all the Natives who have the franchise among the Barolongs are fit for it and can use it intelligently and honestly? 

PLAATJE: There are not many Natives who have the franchise; there are only one hundred who have it, which is the number of those who are able to use it honestly.

Q:
Those that have it can use it honestly? 

PLAATJE: I said yes! (disgusted)
Q:
And have as intelligent a view of the franchise as the chief? 

PLAATJE: (disgusted) A better view of it than the chief, some of them!
(he leaves)

END OF SCENE

SCENE 6

 (PLAATJE produces mouth-organ from his pocket and starts to play a tune. He plays passionately until he seems to be pre-occupied by something and stops. He thinks and begins to speak)
Half a loaf is better than no bread, I thought about this on 

19 October 1904,

The Native Affairs Commission, which has been in existence now for a full year, is about to accomplish its mission.  They sit very tight over their proposals, but it has leaked out somehow that they are going to recommend the New Zealand form of separate parliamentary representation for South Africa.  So far so good!

(He moves towards downstage as he clarifies this phenomenon)
Now let us briefly examine the motives underlying this separation.  New Zealand has a population of 800 000 Europeans and only 40 000 Maoris.  The upper house is composed of 43 Europeans and 2 Maori members, and the lower house has 72 European and 4 Maori members.

The Transvaal, on the other hand, has a white population of 300 000, while its black population number has no fewer than a million persons – about 25 times as many as the Maoris.  Are they prepared therefore to elect a numerically proportionate number of representatives to their counterparts in New Zealand, and give the blacks a proportionate number, which will be about 150?  We are afraid that they will be in a hurry to ‘separate’ like New Zealand. But Mncwe s’true
 !Ka Barolong ba ntswetse
! they will shrink from its attended obligations.

Actually in New Zealand the Natives are the landowners.  They may only lease, but cannot legally sell ground to the whites.  The whites have adopted many tricks to browbeat the prohibition, one of these being marriage with Maori girls (not so much for love as for the purpose of dispossession.) The process is fraught, showing at once the level to which a white man is capable of being dragged, by greed.  Thus a number of Maori women died, leaving white husbands to inherit their estates, until the practice was stopped by legislation prohibiting inter-marriages.

In the Transvaal, the whites are the landowners.  Legally they may sell land to the Natives; but the Transvaal Native Affairs Department has stoutly opposed every such transaction, for fear that investment in fixed property will make the Native independent.  

Meantime in New Zealand, the ‘Separate Representation Bill’ was introduced in order that black men should sit in Parliament.  It was found that if mixed voting was allowed, the Maoris would always be a black representative.  In the Transvaal, a quaint sarcasm, which is attributed to the commissioners; they are going to recommend, so says the Pretoria correspondent of the Diamond Fields Advertiser, that the Natives elect their members separately, but they must be white.  Goodness gracious alive!

END OF SCENE

SCENE 7

(Continues to relate some of his experiences)

It may be very easy to steal a pin, but the Union government should realize that to steal a whole subcontinent is not quite so easy.  A bill with a very long name sneaked into the Union Parliament through some back window this week. It proposes to hold up the real estate market for an indefinite period until a commission of five has reported on it, and General Hertzog’s segregation idea is crystallized into law.  Till then, which may probably be in 1950, no Native can buy land.

Now, since the Union, every bill has been sent to us through the government gazette; but nothing of the terms of this legislative monstrosity has ever leaked out.  It sneaked into Parliament as quietly as an evil deed of which its perpetrators are ashamed.  Thanks to the kindness of some three members of Parliament who shall remain anonymous. We are now able to tell the natives what we are likely to be in for. (the actor changes character to portray General Hertzog)

 (General Hertzog stands in front of a delegation of Natives to address them)
Is this the full Native delegation? We must now start. I do not have the whole world on my side. This is a Free State map and this is Moroka. My Commission will definitely be instructed that these neighbouring districts will form part of the Free State Native area. When the right time comes after the Commission, the Natives will freely buy land here; you will live and develop along your own lines. You will have Native clerks in government offices, where the Native will be raised under government control without any interference from us white people.

You see, as government, we recognize that the Native locations are full. We will have to find more land outside the locations where the Natives will also buy. In short, as Section 5 of the Bill indicates, no one except the Native will be permitted to purchase land in the scheduled Native area. That is my wonderful plan which I know you will all like.

Under my scheme, no European trader, Missionary or school master will live in native areas until the Natives are satisfied and the government too is satisfied that the Natives need him.

We have noted with sadness what some prophets of doom mean when say: Natives have been flowing over to find a resting place for the hollow of their feet – we too! There is pure jealousy among some Natives that we are not squeezing everyone. No! No! No one must be forced but there is the law which must be obeyed, and must be respected. You can have your own interpretation but that,…is your own problem.

This unique segregation bill will guide the activities of both the Natives and whites. They will live in their own separate area and develop on their own. it’s separate area through its own people, for the benefit of each. (boastful)  In fact, the emancipation of the Natives by creating for them a place where they can enjoy the fruits of their possessions free from European interference. (at this point the actor changes character and assumes his position as – Plaatje)  

 (He takes off Hertzog’s clothes and speaks to audience as Plaatje. He is peeved).  This segregation bill seeks to deprive us the Native of what little we posses today and make us roving wanderers and sojourners in the land of our birth and what’s more, potential criminals!

(Cross fade)
END OF SCENE

SCENE 8

One night with the fugitives

(He goes to take his jacket and a suitcase. Walks to the rock and sits on it. Plaatje continues to tell of his experiences)
‘Pray that your flight be not in winter,’ said Jesus Christ, but it was only in the winter of 1913 that the full significance of this New Testament passage was revealed to us. 
We left Kimberly by the early morning train during the first week in July, on a tour of observation regarding the operation of the Natives’ Land Act. We arrived at Bloemhof, in the Transvaal, at about noon.  On the river diggings there were no actual cases representing the effects of the Act, but traces of these effects were everywhere manifest.  Some fugitives of the Natives’ Land Act had crossed the river in full flight.  

The fact that they reached the diggings a fortnight before our visit would seem to show that while the debates were proceeding in Parliament some farmers already viewed with eager eyes the impending opportunity for at once making slaves of the Natives conferred on them by an Act signed by Lord Gladstone, so lately as June 16, they had during that very week, probably a couple of days after, and in some cases, it would seem, a couple of days before the actual signing of the Bill, approached their tenants with stories about a new Act which makes it  criminal for anyone to have black tenants and lawful to have black servants.

Few of these Natives, of course, would object to be servants, but this is where the shoe pinches: one of the conditions is that the black man’s cattle shall henceforth work for the landlord free of charge!  Then the Natives would decide to leave the farm rather than make the landlord a present of all their life’s savings, and some of them passed through the diggings in search of a place in the Transvaal.  But the higher up they went the more gloom was their prospect, as the news about the new law was now penetrating every part of the country.

One farmer met a wandering Native family in the town of Bloemhof a week before our visit.  He was willing to employ the Native and many more landless families as follows: 

A monthly wage of £2 10s, for such a family, 

the husband working in the fields, 

the wife in the house, 

with an additional 10s a month for each son, 

and 5s for each daughter, 

but, on condition that the Native’s cattle were also handed over to work for him. 

It must be clearly understood, we are told that the Dutchman added, that occasionally the Native would have to leave his family at work on the farm, and go out with his wagon and his oxen to earn money whenever and wherever he was told to go, in order that the master may be able to pay the stipulated wage.  The Natives were at first inclined to laugh at the idea of working for a master with their families and goods and chattels – all kinds of belonging. But the Dutchman’s serious demeanour told them that his suggestion was ‘no joke’.  He himself had for some time been in need of a Native cattle-owner, to assist him as transport rider between Bloemhof, Mooifontein, London, and other diggings, in return for the occupation and cultivation of some of his waste lands in the district, but that was now illegal.

(to use effect of light)

He could only ‘employ’ them; but, as he had no money to pay wages, their cattle would have to go out and earn it for him.  ‘Had they not heard of the law before?’ he enquired.  Of course they had; in fact that is why they left the other place, but as they thought that it was but a ‘Free’ State law, they took the anomalous situation for one of the multifarious aspects of the freedom of the ‘Free’ State whence they came; they had scarcely thought that the Transvaal was similarly affected.

Needless to say the Natives did not see their way to agree with such a one-sided bargain.  They moved up-country, but only to find the next farmer offering the same terms, however, with good many more disturbing details – and the next farmer and the next  - so that this Native farmer had wandered from farm to farm, occasionally getting into trouble for traveling with unknown stock, ‘across my ground without my permission’, and at times escaping arrest for he knew not what, and further, being abused for the crimes of having a black skin and no master, he sold some of his stock along the way, beside losing many which died of cold and starvation; and after thus having lost much of his substance, he eventually worked his way back to Bloemhof with the remainder,  sold them to the boers for anything they could fetch, and went to work for a white digger. (angry)
End of Scene

SCENE 9

(Puts on the jacket and goes to the suitcase on the bicycle. He hums the Becoanaland Protectorate anthem as he ties the suitcase at the back of the bicycle.He is sad as he relates this story)
The gods are cruel, and one of their cruelest act of omission was that of giving us no hint that in very much less than a quarter of a century all those hundreds of heads of cattle, and sheep and horses belonging to the family would vanish like a morning mist, and that we ourselves would live to pay 30s. per month for a daily supply of milk and in very limited quantities.  They should have warned us that the Englishmen would agree with Dutchmen to make it unlawful for black men to keep milk cows of their own on the banks of the river, and should have gradually prepared us for the shock.

We are told to forgive our enemies and not to let the sun go down upon our wrath, so we breathe the prayer that peace may be to the white races, and that they, including our present persecutors of the Union Parliament, may never live to find themselves deprived of all occupation and property rights in their native country as is now the case with the Native. 

(Gradually getting angrier) History does not tell us of any other continent where the Bantu lives besides Africa, and if this systemic ill-treatment of the Natives by the colonists is to be the guiding principle of Europe’s scramble for Africa, slavery is our ultimate; for now it is only as serfs that the Natives are legally entitled to live here. 
(He eventually stands on the rock and the scene resembles a sermon on the mountain.)

 Is it to be thought that God is using the South African Parliament to hound us out of our ancestral homes in order to quicken our pace heavenward?  But, to go from where to heaven, if to heaven we must go? In the beginning, we are told; God created heaven and earth, and peopled the earth, for people do not shoot up to heaven from nowhere.  They must have had an earthly home. (Preaching) Remember the saints? Enoch, Melchizedek, Elijah, and other saints, came to heaven from earth.  God did not say to the Israelites in their bondage: ‘Cheer up, boys; bear it all in good part for I have bright mansions on high awaiting you all.’  

But he said: I have surely seen the affliction of my people which are in Egypt, and have heard their cry by reason of their taskmasters; for I know their sorrows, and I am come down to bring them out of the hands of the Egyptians, and bring them up out of that land unto a good large land, unto a land flowing with milk and honey.’  And He used Moses to carry out the promise He made to their ancestor Abraham in Canaan, that ‘unto thy seed will I give this land! Unto thy seed will I give this land!’ (Pause) It is hoped that as the boers close their church doors against the Native during divine service, they read the testament!

(change of mood)
(Goes to cycling. For a while he is silent) It is doubtful if we ever thought so much on a single bicycle ride as we did on this journey; however, the sight of a policeman ahead of us disturbed these meditations and gave place to thoughts of quite another kind; for – we had no pass.  Dutchmen, Englishmen, Jews, Germans and other foreigners may roam the ‘Free’ State without permission – but not Natives.  To us it would mean a fine and imprisonment to be without a pass. The plaque with which South Africa is cursed, of all countries on the globe, the sickening humbug called the  pass. Bless the pious heart of the man who first conceived it! 
 The ‘Pass Law’ was instituted to check the movement of livestock over sparsely populated areas.  It served to identify the livestock which one happened to be driving along the high road, to prove the bona fides of the driver and his titles to the stock.  However, it is not clear what purpose it is intended to serve by subjecting Native pedestrians to the degrading requirement of carrying passes when they are not in charge of any stock.

 (Sound of policeman on horseback)

The policeman was before us and we alighted in the presence of the representative of the law, (He climbs off the bicycle) with our feet on the accursed soil of the district in which we were born.  The policeman stopped.  By his looks and his familiar ‘Dag jong’
, we noticed that the policeman was Dutch. We were glad to notice that he had no intention of dragging an innocent man to prison.  We were many miles from the nearest police station and he was not going to carry out the written code of his office. He was becoming friendly.  Naturally we asked him about the operation of the plague law.  He was a Transvaaler, he said,  he knew that Kaffirs were inferior beings, but they had rights, and no one interfered with their property when Paul Kruger was alive.

(Actor to perform double characters in the dialogue)

POLICEMAN:
The poor devils must be sorry now, that they ever sang “God Save the Queen”  when the British troops came into the Transvaal, for I have seen, in the course of my duties, that a Kaffir’s life nowadays was not worth a …– and I believe that no man regretted the change of flags now more that the Kaffirs of   the Transvaal. Some of these poor creatures, I knew to be fairly comfortable, if not rich, and they enjoyed the possession of their stock, living in many instances just like Dutchmen.  Many of these are now being forced to leave their homes.  Cycling along this road you will meet several of them in search of new homes, and if ever there was a fool’s errand, it is that of a Kaffir trying a new home for his stock and family just now. (laugh wildly)
Plaatjie:
And what do you think, Baas Officer, must eventually be the position of the Native under such unfortunate circumstances?

Policeman: 
Serves them right.  They had no business to hanker after British rule, to cheat and plot with the enemies of their Republic for the overthrow of their Government.  Why did they not assist the forces of their Republic during the war instead of supplying the English with scouts and intelligence?  Oom Paul would not have died of a broken heart and he would still be there to protect them.  Serve them right.

(The policeman continues to laugh as he leaves suddenly on horseback.

Cross fade. Goes back to the bicycle)

END OF SCENE

SCENE 10

(Speaking as he rides)
We were still on our bicycle errands when we met Kgobadi
. Kgobadi had received a message describing the eviction of his father-in-law in the Transvaal Province, without notice, because he had refused to place his stock, his family, and his person at the disposal of his former landlord, who now refuses to let him remain on his farm except on the conditions explained earlier. Kgobadi had been making over £100 a year, besides retaining the services of his wife and of his cattle to himself. 

The father-in-law had asked that Kgobadi should try and secure a place for him in the much dreaded ‘Free’ State as the Transvaal had suddenly become uninhabitable to Natives who cannot become servants.  Kgobadi was proceeding with his family and his belongings in a wagon, to inform his people-in-law of his own eviction, without notice, in the ‘Free’ State, for a similar reason to that which sent his father-in-law adrift.  

When he refused the extortionate terms, the Baas retaliated with a Dutch note, dated the 30th day of June 1913, which ordered him to ‘betake yourself from the farm of the undersigned, by sunset of this day, failing which, your stock will be seized and impounded, and you will be handed over to the authorities for trespassing on the farm.’

A drowning man catches at every straw, and so we were again and again appealed to for advice by these sorely afflicted people.  To those who were not yet evicted, we counselled patience and submission to the absurd terms, pending an appeal to a higher authority than the South African Parliament and finally to His Majesty the King in England who, we believed, would certainly disapprove of all that we saw on that day had it been brought to his notice.  As for those who were already evicted, as a Mochuana we could not help thanking God that Bechuanaland was still entirely British. 

 (Blizzards and raging winds. Lights fade @ 50%)

It was cold that afternoon as we cycled into the ‘Free’ State of Transvaal, and towards evening the southern winds rose.  A cutting blizzard raged during the night, and Native mothers evicted from their homes shivered with their babies by their sides.  When we saw on that night the teeth of little children clattering through the cold, we thought of our own little ones in their Kimberley home of an evening after gamboling in their winter frocks with their schoolmates, and we wondered what these little children had done that a home should suddenly become to them a thing of the past.

Kgobadi’s goats had two kids, when he trekked from his farm; but the kids, which in peaceful times represented interest on his capital, were now one by one dying as fast as they were born and left by the roadside for the jackals and vultures to feast upon.

This visitation was not confined to Kgobadi’s  stock.  Mrs. Kgobadi
 carried a sick baby when the eviction took place, and she had to transfer her darling to the jolting ox-wagon in which they left the farm. 

(It is a bitterly cold night. Blizzards and winds continue. Light 30%) 

Two days out in the cold, the little one began to sink as the result of privation and exposure on the road. The little soul was released from its earthly bonds, dead; and the child’s death added a fresh perplexity to the stricken parents.  They had no right or title to the farmlands through which they trekked. They must keep to the public roads – the only places in the country open to the outcasts if they are possessed of traveling permit. South Africa has by law ceased the home of her Native children whose skins are dyed with a pigmentation that does not conform to white regulation. The deceased child had to be buried, but where, when, and how?

This young wandering family decided to dig a grave under cover of darkness of that night, when no one was looking, and in that crude manner the dead child was interred – and interred amid fear and trembling, in a stolen grave, lest the proprietor of the spot, or any of his servants, should surprise them in the act. (He takes off his jacket & shirt.  Starts to dig. Somber mood. )  Even criminals dropping straight from the gallows have an undisputed claim to six feet of ground on which to rest their criminal remains, but under the cruel operation of the Natives’ Land Act little children, whose only crime is that God did not make them white, are sometimes denied that right in their ancestral home.

(Sound. Ancestral spirits invoked in Plaatje: as he hums and dances the ancestral dance. He is possessed and the dance is wild. Mmino wa badimo
) 

END OF SCENE

EPILOGUE

(the actor stands center stage with a spotlight giving him a silhouette-like look)

I long for the solitude of the woods,

Far away from the quarrels of men,

Their intrigue and vicissitudes;

Away, where the air was clean,

And the morning dew

Made all things new;

Where nobody was by.

Speak not to me of the comforts of your home,

Tell me of the valleys where the antelopes roam;

Give me my hunting sticks and snares

In the gloaming of the wilderness;

Give back the palmy days of our early felicity

Away from the hurly-burly of your city,

And we’ll be young again – aye!

(Cross fade. He walks back to the bicycle. Takes out his mouth organ and blows a soft slow tune of the song he played earlier while he rides for sometime during which the lights changes depict the changing of times)

(Slow Black out)

END OF PLAY
































































� No.


� Dutch. Actual meaning: farmer


� A clan of the Batswana ethnic group


� A village situated about 60 kilometres from Mafikeng.


�Singular of Barolong


� Boss


� Languages


� Dowry 


� Exclamation used in swearing  to express the truth. Means born of the Barolong.





� Afrikaans greeting “good day”


�  A person’s name.


� A person’s name


� Ancestral song
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