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A LETTER TO A FRIEND IN JAIL
Dear Lazzie
I do not have enough words to tell you how much I miss you. When I first
heard that you were detained by the security police, I did not believe that it
was true. I only began to believe it after a week had passed.

I woke up every day and hoped that you wou Id be free. Days passed. Weeks
and months passed. But nothing happened. Who knows? Perhaps years will
pass.

I have tried to think of the reason why you are in jail. I have thought long
and hard. And I came to a conclusion. There is no reason. The police have no
business to keep you in detention. I hope they are not hurting you. We all
know how they sometimes treat innocent people like you.

I know you as a peaceful person - and I believe that most if not all detainees
are peace loving people. This confuses me more. What could a peaceful
person like you have done to end up in jail? What could all the peace loving
people have done? I think there is only one answer. You people are on the
side of good and justice. That is the only reason.

If you are in jail because of the fight against high rents in the Vaal, then you
are not in jail for nothing. The people are still refusing to pay the high rents.
The threats have not worked. The people have not weakened. We will not
pay rent until the rent is fair. We stand behind you and the others who sit in
jail.

Is the bullet still in your body? I hope not. I pray to the Gods of Africa that
the police have taken you to a doctor. After all, the bullet inside you is a
police bullet. They should take care of their bullets.

Yours parents are doing well. They are worried about your health and they
miss you very much. But they are being very brave. Your youngest sister
misses you terribly. She is always talking about you.

I met your sweetheart a few weeks back. She told me that she had a dream
about you and in her dream you were free. She said that you held her tight
and kissed her. She is really looking forward to being with you forever.

I must go now. I just want to say that I miss you very much but I cannot feel
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sorry for you. In Africa we never pity a true soldier. We carry a soldier high
on our shoulders and we praise the Gods. May peace be with you, my friend.

With much love
M.N.
Sebokeng

Lazarus "Lazzie" More of Sebokeng
was detained by the security police on
the 9th October 1984. Seven months
have passed and he is still In
detention.

Lazzie is our friend and fellow worker
at Learn and Teach. He is a co-
ordinator of a learning group in
Sebokeng.

We, together with his family and other
friends, are very worried about Lazzie.
We worry like the family and friends
of all other detainees.

But we also worry for another reason.
Lassie was shot by the police in
Sebokeng on the 4th September last
year. And when he was detained,
he still had the bullet in his body. The
bullet is stuck in his bladder.

Doctors at the Coronationvi lie
Hospital were treating Lazzie before
he was detained. They could not take
the bullet out immediately - because
the bullet was too close to his spine.
They wanted to wait a while before
giving him an operation.

Lazzie's lawyer has phoned the police
and sent them letters asking about
Lazzie's health. The lawyer has asked
the police to take him back to the

doctors who were treating him.

The police say that Lazzies health
is "satisfactory" and that there is
no need to worry. In their first letter
they said. he was getting treatment
from a district surgeon. In the second
letter they said that a specialist was
treating him - and that he still had
not had an operation.

The police say we should not worry.
But we do worry.

Firstly, we do not feel better when we
hear that Lazzie is "satisfactory".
What does "satisfactory" mean?
Surely Lazzie's family and friends
have the right to know exactly what is
happening.

Secondly, we have good reason not
to trust police doctors. We believe
that the police should take Lazzie
back to the doctors who first treated
him.

Thirdly, the police should allow
Lazzie's family to visit him They have
only seen him once - and that was in
November last year after Mrs Helen
Suzman made a few phone calls.

Lazarus More, like so many other
detainees, has been in detention for
a long time already. It's not decent!
It's not fair! •
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The street of death - where the people died in Lan a on 21 st March.
ea ~~~~;

DEATHINTHE
EASTERN CAPE
On the 21 st March, a group of people
made their way down Maduna Avenue
In the township of Langa In
Uitenhage. They were on their way to
a funeral in the nearby township of
KwaNobuhle. They never got to the
funeral.

At the corner of Maduna Avenue and
15th Street, the police were waiting
for them. A few seconds later, people
lay dead and injured in the street. The
police say they killed 20. But the
people say at least 43 were killed that
day.

The whole world was shocked and
sickened by what happened that day.

They remembered what happened in
Sharpevi lie on the very same day
25 years before. On that day the
police shot and killed 67 people. The
21 st March is a day that wi II never
be forgotten.
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Soon after the shooting in Langa, the
minister of law and order told
pari iament that the people were
carrying stones, sticks, bricks and
petrol bombs. He said that when the
people started throwing these things
at the police, the police were forced
to open fire.
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The government then asked a judge to
find out what happened. And so
Justice Kannemeyer listened to the
different stories. He listened to the
police's story. And he listened to the
peoples' story. The stories were qu ite
different.

The pol ice said the crowd were on
thei r way to wh ite homes in
Uitenhage to kill white people. The
police said that the people threw
stones at them. But now they said
that there were no petrol bombs.

The pol ice showed photographs of
stones lying near the dead. When a
pol iceman was asked why there were
no stones near the hippos, he said the
stones bounced back. He said the
stones bounced back 40 metres!

The people told the judge that they
were marching peacefully along the
road. They were not carryi ng petrol
bombs, stones or anything else.

The people said they walked to the
funeral because the pol ice did not let
them go in taxis. They said that they
were not walking to the white
peoples' homes. They went the same
way that children use everyday to go
to school in KwaNobuhle.

The people said that the police gave
no warning before they started
shooting. They said the first bullet

The funeral in Kwa-Nobuhle. It was the biggest
funeral ever in the Eastern Cape.

hit a young boy on a bicycle. And
after the shooting, the police put
stones in the hands of the dead and
injured. The police also kicked and
swore at the dead and injured.

The judge heard how most of the
people were shot in the back - just
like most of the people killed in
Sharpevi lie 25 years before. And he
heard how the police called the fire
engines to clean the blood off the
streets before they left.
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Police drive through the township. They are still there - and in many other townships allover the country.

Young and old wept for the dead.One man told the judge that he heard
the police talk about shooting all the
injured people - so they could not
talk. An ambulance driver said he saw
a policeman pointinq to a man lying in
the street in terrible pain - and then
jokingly say that the man was
"breakdancing" .

The ambu lance men also said that
they cou Id not go to the dead and
injured straight away. They were
kept waiting outside the township by
the police. The three ambulance men
were fired after telling their stories to
the judge.

The judge heard that the police did
not have teargas or rubber bu Ilets with
them. They only had rifles and shot-
guns. And the judge heard that not
even one pol iceman was hurt - not
even by a little stone.
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Wiping the tears from old eyes that have seen so much pain, so much death,
so much waste.
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The shooting and the dying has not
stopped. Many more people have
died in the Eastern Cape since that
terrible day in March. But people are
not only dying in the Eastern Cape.
They are dying in townships in every
corner of th is country.

People say that the problems started
in Eastern Cape because of the town
councils in the townships. Like the
people in the Vaal last year, the
people in the Eastern Cape have had
enough of the counci 1I0rs. They say
that the councillors are "greedy
crooks" . They say that the
councils are doing the governments
dirty work.

But, as most people will tell you,
there are other reasons as well. Like
the thousands of hungry people
without jobs. Like the passlaws. Like
the high cost of living and GST. Like
the shortage of houses and crowded
classrooms. Like detentions and the
jailing of the peoples' real leaders.
And of course, because most people
have no real say in the government
of this country.

We pray and wait for the day when
there won't be all these reasons. We
pray for the day when the shooting
will stop and when blood will no
longer be so cheap. We pray for that
day·e

Teargas was used at the funeral.
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Austin Hleza at work in the farm shed in Swazil

The work and dreams of
Austin Hleza
In a big farm shed in the quiet
countryside of Swaziland, we found a
big truck parked on a small, wooden
table. A truck on a table? Sounds
crazy, but it's true.

On another day you may find a bus
on the table. Or a racing car or a
tractor or a concrete mixer or a tow-
truck. Austin Hleza makesthem all.

We watched Austin put the perfectly
round clay wheels on the clay truck.
He was nearly finshed the truck and
he looked very proud with himself.
Wecould seethat he loves his work.

Is it not strange that a man who

",.

makes cars and trucks is called Austin?
lilt just happened that way," says
Austin, without looking up from his
work. II At first I thought I was the
only Austin, but these days I find
many people with samename."

And so we spent the next few hours
watching and talking to Austin Hleza.
He told us about his life, his work,
and his dreams.

2

III grew up in my grandmother's
house in a place called Mpuluzi in the
western part of Swaziland," says
Austin. "Mpuluzi is the name of a
very small river - a river of a river.
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From a ball of clay into a tipper truck!

Maybe there was once a man called
Mpuluzi, but I don't know for sure.

"I Iived with my grandmother because
my parents split soon after I was born.
My mother married another man and
went to live in the eastern Transvaal.
I saw her only once or twice a year.
My father worked for the mines in
South Africa. I saw him for the first
time when I was in standard five."

Like many other chi Idren who grow
up in the countryside, Austin made
his own toys. He made all these toys
from the clay that he found on the
banks of the river.

"There is a lot of good clay in
Swaziland," says Austin. "You can
find clay on the banks of every river
and every stream. We made little

clay people, little clay animals, and
little clay motor cars.

"But most of all, we liked to make
bulls out of clay. Then we used to
fight the bulls. But the bulls did not
last for very long. They always broke
because we never fired the clay
properly. "

When Austin got a bit older, most of
his friends stopped playing with clay.
But Austin didn't. His love for clay
was too strong.

"The kids at school teased me," says
Austin. "But after a while they
stopped laughing. They sawthat I was
good with clay. They started coming
to my house - and they took
everything that I made."
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IIWhen I got to standard one, my
grandmother told me to leave school.
She said that there was no money for
my schooling. She said that I was
educated enough."

But Austin did not agree. He did not
think that he was ready to leave
school. He got a job with a white
family and stayed in the servants
quarters. He went to school in the
mornings. In the afternoons and on
weekends he worked in the garden. He
got R10 a month.

"Soon after I finished my junior
certificate, the white family left
Swaziland and went back to South
Africa. I was forced to leaveschool.

"Some of my friends went to work as
mechanics or plumbers. But I decided
that I wanted to do pottery. My
friends and fami Iy thought I was
playing. They thought that only old
women and kids worked with clay.

Austin went to a pottery school
near Mbabane. And for three years
Austin learnt how to make all kinds of
things. "1 made plates, cups and
saucers," says Austin. "And I made
pots, pots and more pots. I learnt
much about clay at that school.

Austin did not only learn about clay.

After pottery classes,he went to art

classesin the evenings. He learnt how
to draw and paint. He enjoyed the art.
But pottery was his first love.

"1 had a girlfriend at this time," says
Austin. "She was a twin and she was
very nice. But she was not very
pleased with my pottery. 'Austin
man,' shealways used to say, 'You are
educated. Get a proper job, rnan'."

"1 loved her very much and so I
'listened to her. I got a job as a clerk
at the post office. But it was no good.
I cou ld never balance the books. I left
the post office two years later."

Austin was now without a job - and
without a girlfriend. He packed his
things and made his way to the mines
in South Africa. There was nothing
elsehe could do.

4

"1 got a job at a gold mine in Kinross
in the eastern Transvaal," saysAustin.
"1 thought I could get a nice job
because I was educated. I did not
want to work underground, that's for
sure. I asked for an office job.

"The man in the office looked at me
and asked if this was my first time at
the mines. I said 'ves' with a big smile.
The man smiled back at me and said:
'Underqround, thank you!'

"Before they send you underground,
they give you a special course to get
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you ready. On the last day of the
course, I met an old Xhosa man. The
old man saw that I had some
education and told me to ask again for
an office job. I did what he said and I
had some luck. I got an office job.

III was put in charge of level one and
level six. I was very happy with
myself. But then I got a little surprise.
The man in charge of levels has to go
down underground to check what's
happening. I couldn't win.

II And so I rushed into the lifts with
the other workers. We had to rush
becausethe doors close so quickly. I
lost my watch and I couldn't even
bend down to pick it up. The lift was
too crowded.

II And then I got another surprise.
After I finished checking level one, I
couId not catch the lift to level six. I
had to walk there.

"The people on the mines are okay.
There is food 24 hours a day. And
there is plenty of cheap drink. But
after only three times underground, I
decided that mine work was not for
me. I got my money and went straight
to the station. I jumped onto the train
and went home. I was glad to leave
the mine behind me."

5

When Austin got back to Swaziland,
he got lucky again. His friends were
waiting for him. They were starting a
crafts workshop with a man from
America. And they wanted Austin to
work with them. They called the place
Mantenga Crafts.

Austin helped to build the place and
soon he was doing what he loved
best- working with clay. He made all
kinds of beautiful things. He worked
there for a long time and he loved
every minute of it.
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At the end of 1982, Austin decided
to make a motor car - just like he did
when he was still a kid. Maybe he was
a little tired of making pots and more
pots.

"The first car I made was a funny
little car," says Austin. liThe car had
no steering, no driver and the wheels
had no threads. But I knew that I
could do better and I kept on trying."

Austin's cars got better and better -
and bigger and bigger. People liked
them and soon Austin had a few
customers. He left Mantenga Crafts.

Austin began to think about his life.
For a long time he has had a dream
about the future. If his cars sold well ,
he could maybe make his dreams
come true.

You see many such trucks carrying wood in Swazi lane

6

II At the moment I live on a doctor's
farm," says Austin. lilt's nice there
but I've Iived there for too long. I
want a place of my own.

III know of just the place where I
want to live. The place is called
Bhunya. There is lots of clay there
and lots of water. There is a small
stream on the one side. And on the
other side is the great Usutu River.

"There is also a paper mill right there
with a mountain of fresh sawdust. I
will have as much sawdust as I need
for smoking the clay. And it will cost
me nothing.

III will build a small house and work
with the community. Wewill make all
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"Imamba" by Austin Hleza. He can draw and paint as well.

kinds of things from the clay. And
maybe we couId do other th ings too
- like making big, beautiful floor
mats. You see, I don't think people
should leave their vi lIageswhen there
IS so much to be done in the
community.

"I want to take my children with me.
Already they are getting used to living
near towns. This really worries me. I
believe town life is not healthy."

You can now find Austin hard at
work in the farm shed. He works
seven days a week. He does not want
to waste any time.

7

A month later, Learn and Teach went
to FUBA gallery in Johannesburg.
Austin Hleza's work was on show
there.

It was the last day of the show - and
nearly all the cars and trucks were
already sold. We were very pleasedfor
Austin. He is getting closer to his
dream. We look forward to visiting
him in his little house next to the
Great Usutu River.e

MAGAZINE ORDER FORM

Please send me the next 8 copies of
Learn and Teach magazine. I Enclose
a postal order for R5.00. (People
who live in Namibia, Lesotho,
Swaziland, Zimbabwe, Botswana and
Mozambique must please send R6.00l

NAME: .

ADDRESS: .

Send this order form to:
LEARN AND TEACH MAGAZINE
P.O. Box 11074
JOHANNESBURG
2000
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May Day meeting In Jonannesourq In H:l~b.

FORWARD 1'0 A WOrt"'.M" Vn. ,. e:l~S$

A PROUD DAY FOR WORKERS
II An injury to one is an injury to all",
is the cry of the workers from all over
the world. And this cry is heard loud
and clear on the first day of May
every year. This day is called May Day
- a day that belongs to workers
everywhere.

On .May Day workers celebrate their
victories in the struggle for better
living and working conditions. And on
this day workers come together to
carryon the struggle for a better
world - a world without rich and
poor, a world without hunger and
pain, and a world with peace and
unity.

May Day will always be an important
day for workers. But in South Africa
this year, May Day was really special.

Workers came together to show the
world their unity and their strength.
This country has not seen such unity
for a long, long time.

In the Transvaal, workers from 31
trade unions celebrated May Day
together. They had meetings in
Johannesburg, Soweto, Lenasia,
Sebokeng and Tumahole. At these
meetings workers gave a list of 18
demands. The first demand was for
May Day to be a paid public holiday.

In Cape Town the unions who are
coming together in the new big
federation celebrated May Day
together - and they invited 10 other
unions to join them. In Natal workers
had meetings in Durban,
Pietermaritzburg, Estcourt and
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Ladysmith. And workers also had
May Day meetings in Port Elizabeth
and East London.

The workers in South Africa and all
over the world have paid a high price
for their unity. The history of May
Day is written in blood and struggle.

THE HISTORY OF MAY DAY

Workers first celebrated May Day in
Australia over 100 years ago, on the
1st May 1856. On that day workers in
Australia went on strike to demand an
eight hour working day. The workers
in Australia, like in all other countries,
worked very long hours - anything up
to 16 hours a day. They worked in
terrible cond itions and for low, low
wages.

"We are living to work instead of
working to live," said the workers of
Australia. "We cannot go on like this
much longer. The bosses are getting
fatter and we are getting thinner.
Soon there wi II be no workers left."

So the workers went on strike. They
had meetings to talk about their
problems. And they had parties so
workers could relax and enjoy them-
selves. They decided that from that
day on, the fi rst of May wi II be a
workers' day - a day of celebration
and struggle.

But the workers in Australia were not
the only ones who worked long, hard

r

hours. Workers in other countries had
the same problems. And when
they heard what the workers in
Australia had done, they too
demanded an eight hour working day.
They too decided that the first of May
will be a workers' holiday.

In America workers demanded an
eight hour working day from the 1st
May 1886. They decided to force the
bosses to give them an eight hour
working day. One of their leaders
said: "We must organise if we want an
eight hour working day. If we want an
eight hour day, we must make it
ourselves. "

So the workers had meetings to
demand an eight hour working day.
Some of the workers had already won
an eight hour day. They called the
goods they made eight hour goods.
At the meetings the workers smoked
'eiqht hour tobacco' and they wore
'eiqht hour shoes'. And they sang an
eight hour song:

We mean to change things,
we're tired of working for nothing.
Not enough to live on,
never an hour for thought.
We want to feel the sunshine,
we want to smell the flowers.
We're sure that God wanted it,
and we mean to have eight hours.
We are caII ing ou r forces from
shipyard, shop and mill.
Eight hours for work, eight hours for
rest, and eight hours to do what we
want.
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But the bosses were not interested.
They did not give the workers an eight
hour day. So on 1st May 1886 the
workers in America went on strike.
The factories came to a standsti II and
the mills were quiet. But the streets
were full of noise - the noise of the
workers singing the eight hour song:
"Eight hours for work, eight hours for
rest, and eight hours to do what we
want."

The strike was a big successand the
bosses gave in. The workers got an
eight hour working day. The workers
won, but the price was heavy. The
police shot and killed six of the
striking workers. The police arrested
the workers' leaders - and hanged
four of them.

The story of the American workers
was carried across the sea to England
and the other countries in Europe.
These workers were also fighting for
better living and 'working conditions.

In 1889 workers in Europe started the
International Workers Congress to
unite workers everywhere. The
Congressdecided to havedemonstra-
tions in all countries on 1st May
1890 to demand an eight hour day.

And so in 1890 May Day was
celebrated by workers in America,
Australia, Britain, France, Italy,
Germany, Spain, Belgium, Portugal,
Hungary, Poland, Denmark, Norway
and Sweden. May Day became a day

of unity for workers allover the
world.

Since then workers all over the world
have celebrated May Day. In socialist
countries like Mozambique, Angola
and Zimbabwe, May Day is a public
hoi iday. In most other countries,
workers havewon a paid holiday.

In countries like South Africa where
workers don't have many rights, May
Day is a day of protest against the
apartheid laws. It is a day when
workers come together to demand
better living and working conditions.
It is a day of unity and celebration.
And in South Africa, it all started
over 80 years ago.

MAY DAY IN SOUTH AFRICA

On Sunday May 1 1904, about 2 000
white workers had a meeting in
Market Square Johannesburg. This
was the first May Day meeting in
South Africa. Their cry was: "Workers
of the world unite for a white South
Africa." They were blind to the
sufferings of their fellow black
workers.

The white workers did not care about
the other workers because they got
higher wages and they had better
working conditions. The bosses used
the old trick of "divide and rule".
They did not want the workers to
stand together.

But the whiter than white May Day
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May Day meeting in Cape Town in 1950. After 1950 there were no May Day meetings for a long time.

meetings did not last forever. In 1915
a small group of white workers started
an organisation called the Interna-
tional Socialist League.

This organisation later became the
Communist Party. The people in
this organisation said: "The workers
produce all the wealth in the country.
But most of this wealth goes to the
bosses.And the government is always
on the side of the bosses. We want
the workers to share in the wealth of
the country. And we want a govern-
ment that will be run by workers."

They said that if workers want to
fight for thei r rights, they must
be united Black and White,
African and European, Indian and
"Coloured". And so in 1917, they
invited Horatio Mbelle, a member of
the African National Congress, to
come and speak at their meeting.

But the meeting did not last long. It
was broken up by soldiers and white
workers. They did not like a black
man talking to white workers.

Black workers also began to celebrate
May Day every year. But most white
workers still did not want to join
together with black workers. These
white workers had their own
meetings.

The Communist Party tried hard to
bring black and white workers
together. They had a big May Day
meeting in Johannesburg in 1931.
About 3 000 black workers and
1 500 white workers marched from
Market Square to the stepsof the City
Hall. The speakerspraised the unity of
the white and black workers.

After the meeting the workers
marched to the Rand Club - where
the bosses went to relax and enjoy
themselves. In the club the bosses
were smoking fat cigars, drinking
whisky and stuffing their stomachs
with food.

And then they heard the workers
singing outside. "We want work, we
want bread," sang the workers. The
bosses were shocked when they saw

17 LEARN AND TEACH



black and white workers standing side
by side. The cigars dropped out of
their mouths, the whisky choked in
their throats and suddenly they
didn't feel so hungry anymore.

Black and white workers only really
and truly came together for May Day
meetings in 1936 - and they carried
on meeting together until the 1940's.
Together workers demanded that May
Day should be a paid public holiday.
They demanded higher wages and the
right to start trade unions. And they
demanded the right for black and
white workers to do the same jobs
for the same pay. At last the workers
in South Africa were standing
together.

But the unity of black and white
workers did not last very long. In
1948 the Nationalist Party took over
the government and started passing
the apartheid laws. These laws made
Iife easier for wh ite workers - and
harder for black workers. And so the
white workers started celebrating May
Day on their own again. Some
white workers stopped celebrating
May Day altogether.

In 1950 the government passed a new
law that banned the Communist
Party. Members of the Communist
Party, ANC, Transvaal Indian
Congress and the African Peoples'
Organisation decided to show their
anger with the new law. They called
for a stayaway from work on the 1st
May 1950.

The government banned all meetings

and they sent the army and police
into the townships. Vans with loud-
speakers went around the townships
tell ing people to go to work. The
police promised to protect people
from the "trouble-makers". The
bosses also tried to make the stayaway
fail. They told workers that they
could sleep in the factories if they
came to work.

But the government and the bosses
could not stop the stayaway. On 1
May 1950, the factories were quiet.
The workers were united in their
anger.

In Cape Town workers marched down
Adderley Street - the biggest street in
the city. "Down with Apartheid!"
they shouted. "Down with passes".
We want freedom!"

In Johannesburg the police broke up
meetings in the townships. They killed
19 workers and injured 30 more. The
stayaway was a big success because the
workers were united in their hatred
of apartheid. But like the American
workers before them, the workers
paid for their victory in blood.

A day of mourning and protest was
called on 26 June 1950 to remember
those who died on May Day. June 26
was called Freedom Day. And since
then, every year on June 26 people
come together to remember those
who have died in the struggle for
freedom.

After 1950 there were no big May
Day meetings for a long time -
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because political organisations and
trade unions were under heavy attack
from the government. There were no
meetings. But workers did not forget
about May Day.

Workers celebrated May Day in their
homes. Trade Unions wrote stories
about May Day in their newspapers
and printed messagesfrom workers in
other countries. The government
stopped May Day meetings - but
they could not take May Day out of
the hearts and souls of workers.

In the 1970's workers started to join

and build up trade unions again. The
unions grew bigger and stronger. And
once again, workers came together
to remember May Day.

"I n the past when workers were
strong, they celebrated May Day, II an
organiser for FQSATU told Learn and
Teach. "Then after 1950 the workers
became weak and they stopped
celebrating May Day. But now we
celebrate May Day again because we
are strong again. And we will get
stronger and stronger. Nothing can
hold us back now.".

Police break up a May Day meeting on the East Rand in 1950. Nineteen workers
were killed and 30 more were injured.
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A PLAY BY THE WOMEN
OF DRIEFONTEIN
Since the middle of the 1970's, the government has tried to move the people of
Driefontein and KwaNgema in the eastern Transvaal. The people do not want
to move. They are happy right where they are.

The women of Driefontein have made a play to tell the world about their
problems - and their struggle to keep their land. The play is called "Usizi
Nezinhlupheko - The way we are suffering."

The women brought their play to the Market Theatre in Johannesburg in April.
Learn and Teach missed the play. But we heard all about it. And so we drove to
Driefontein to meet the women - and to seethe play.

The play starts with the women singing a church song:
"Nkosi Jesu uzungi Khumbule embusweni wakho,
Jesus remember me in the kingdom of God, remember me, remember me in the
Kingdom of God."
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They go to the magistrate at Wakkerstroom. The magistrate calls Piet who is the black
clerk. He tells Piet to bring him somebody from Driefontein to help him move the
people. Piet brings him somebody. The impimpi's name is Msibi.

Some old women go to the magistrate's office to ask for their pension. The magistrate
sends them to Msibi. The magistrate says: "Gaan haal die briewe by Msibi en nie van
Mkhize se mense. Ek hou nie van hulle nie." And then the magistrate says to the old
women: "Hoekom trou julie nie? Jy is nog jong. Jy kan maar madala kry." 21



The old women go to Msibi and ask for the letters. "Where are you from?"
asks Msibi. IIAre you from Mkhize's group? So why do you come to me? I
don't need Mkhize's group." The women then sing: "Silusizi siyahlupheka
kodwa akusenani usomandla ukhona."

The women then go to Mr Maseko. He is a good man. He is the one who always
takes them to the magistrate in Wakkerstroom. Maseko now takes them to a
woman by the name of Aninka who is visiting Driefontein. Aninka is from the
Black Sash in Johannesburg. She has helped the people of Driefontein for a
long time. She gives the women a letter to take back to the magistrate In
Wakkerstroom.
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The women go back to the magistrate. "Ag nee," he says. "Ek is moeg van hierdie.
rnense van Driefontein. Se hulle moet inkom." The women go in and the magistrate
pays them their pension. The women are happy and they sing a song in praise of the
Black Sash. "Siyayidumisa siyayidumisa siyayidumisa yon' iBlack Sash, Akekho
Ofana nayo!"
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The clerk at the magistrate's office goes to the impimpi Msibi and tells him to
arrange a meeting with the people of Driefontein. He wants to talk to the
people about moving from Driefontein. When the people come together, Msibi
tells the people that the magistrate says that they must move from Driefontein.
Before he can finish, most of the women shout. "Asihambi - we are not
moving!" And a small group shout: "Siyahamba - we are going!" The women
start fighting with each other.

Two of the women start a dance called "Ukharnba" and the women drink beer
and sing: "Khulurnela phansi kukhona izintatheli zizokuthathela - don't talk
loud. The impimpis can hear and take what you say." The women are showing
how they used to live before their problems. They had a good life - dancing,
drinking and living in peace. 2



English lesson
Learn and Teach
PO. Box 11074
Johannesburq
2000
30 April ~q85.

Dear Readers

My nome is Hossie. I answer all your letters. But
sometimes it is very difficult for me. Sometimes people
forget to write the'lr addresses. Then I cannot
write bock. r don't know where to send the letter.

My other problem is with people's names. Some people
forget to write their names -or they write their first
nome only. Then [ do not know who to write to.
If you worry about us putting your nome in the
mogo3ine, you must tell us.Then we won'G use "It. But
if you want on answer, you must give me your name.
Thanks
H05sie.
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Read this letter. Look at
what it says. Look at how
the letter is wrrtten.We
use this kind of letter to
write to our friends.

150Qa Zoneb
Guguletu
7750
2 3 April jq 85.

Dear 3ipho

10m writing this letter to you from hospital. r hod an
accident at work. Ibroke my \eg. They soy that I
must stay in hospital for 3 weeks. After thot ,l must
use crutches for another 6 weeks.

My leg was very painful. But I om lucky. 1 neorly died.
They were ffxing the roof and a pole fell down, where
Iwos working. I jumped away. 50 it missed my head
but cought my leg.

I am very bored in hospital. r just lie in bed all the
time. But Iwould like to (Jet a letter from you, to
hear your news.
Your friend
Thobo.
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Now practise writing a letter to a friend.
Use the space below.And then write in the
same way next time you write to a friend.

write your house number and street _
write the place where you live
write the code number
write the date
DO NOT WRITE ON THIS LINE

Dear (friend's name)
DO NOT WRITE ON THIS LINE

l:-
<l) --------------------+--'>

a5

~s-------------------

DO NOT WRITE

Your friend
DO NOT WRITE

write your first nome.
if you write to us,you must write your last name too.
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Here is another kind of letter. We use it for business.
Look at how it is written. Thabo is now writing for
a new job cl. Freeman and Marks, 35 Long 5t,
Cape Town, 2001

150Qo Zone 6
Guguletu
7750
30 April lQ85.

The Manager
Freemon and Marks
35 Long St.
Cope Town
2001
Dear Sir

I am looking for work. [ wont to know "If you hove
any place foY shop osslstcnl.s. I hove Standard
Eight and worked at the 0 K Bazaar 5 on
Saturday mornings, while I wos at school.

I wos working at the Auto Machine foctory. But then
there wos on ocodent, [ broke my leg. 1 cannot do
such heavy work anymore.

I look forward to hearing from you
Yours faithfully
Thobo Monoheng.
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Now practise writing a business letter. Use the form we
give you. You have seen the following advertisment in
the newspaper. Answer it.
DRIVER WANTED WITH LICENCE AND EXPERIENCE.
WRITE TO: THE MANAGER, ADROK (PTY) LTD.
~O.BOX16q50,JHB.2000.AND GIVE ALL YOUR
PARTICULARS.

Your own
~address

open (do not wr ite.)

~
address of the people
you are writins to.

open

Dear Sir/Madame
open

open

Yours faithfully
open

-E- Your full name
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Letters from our readers
Dear Learn and Teach
I am sending a short poem about Wilson "King
Force" Silgee who died earlier this year. I hope
you find a space in your magazine. Wilson Silgee
was of myoid days. He was my schoolmate. He
was also of the Marabi Period. He teamed up with
Zulu Boy Cele, Kippie Moeketsi and several others
in the days of the Bantu Men's Social Centre.

In Memory of Silgee
A name, you leave
A KING FORCE

Your comrades, trumpeting into
heavenly skies

A last parting post.

Modikwe Dikobe
Settlers

Dear Learn and Teach
I need help from you badly. My problem is my
U.I.F. card. I was working for OK Bazaars, Florida.
But they fired me with no reason. 18 months
ago when I went to collect my money, they said
I must wait for my U.I.F. card. They said they
wou Id write to Pretoria for it. They told me it
would take three months. I waited for 12 months.

When I went to the OK, they said I must be
patient. Then my U.1.F. card arrived in March. I
went to ask for my U.I.F. money. They said I was
asking for my U.1. F. money very late. The people
at the U.I.F. offices said I must go back to the OK
Bazaars. They said the 0 K must write a letter,
saying why my U.1.F. card had taken such a long
time to come. They said I must take this letter
back to them.

So I went straight to the OK in Florida to ask for
the letter. But there was a new personnel officer.
He said that he knew nothing of my case and that
he did not want to know anything about it. He said
the OK was happy to go to court if I wanted to
make a case against them.

So now I don't know what to do. My U.I.F. money
was my last hope. My family is dying of starvation.
There is no money, no work and no food.

Your worried one
Ernest Mzwenkosi Siyothula
ROODEPOORT

Dear Ernest
Thanks for your letter. We gave it to our lawyers.

They ask that you go and see them at the Law
Clinic at Wits University. The Clinic is open on
Mondays, Tuesdays and Thursdays from 8.30
in the morning to 1 o'clock. They want you to
take all your documents with you. We hope
they can help you. -editor

Dear Learn and Teach
Greetings to all the readers. I have a problem in my
township, Temba. The mayor of Temba is Mr
Tlhobane. He owns the mortuary. He is also the
minister of water and public works in the
Bophuthatswana govern ment.

We spend three weeks in the month without
water, but we pay our money for it. People are
working at Babelegi Industries for R9.00 a week.
And our rents were R 11.00 but now they are
R22.00

When we want to complain, we cannot find our
mayor. He lives in Mafeking but he is the mayor
of Ternba! Does that make sense?

I want to tell the other residents of Temba that we
must pull up our socks. We must strike or boycott
Babelegi Industries and the rent increases. Or we
must say that we do not want Temba to be part of
Bophuthatswana, where we are tools of Borha's
boss boy, Mangope. What shall we do?

Slave of Mangope and Tlhobane
TEMBA

What can we say? You know what your problems
are. There are many townsh ips with the same
problems - as we have seen in these troubled
times. But it is not enough to write to us. You
must talk to the people who live and work around
you. Maybe you and your friends could start an
organisation to fight for a better life. -editor

Dear Learn and Teach
Greetings to everyone. I am fine. I want the
magazine to have more pages now. I also think that
the Learn and Teach readers must start a club. We
must come together to learn and teach each other.

A. Kheteng
ARANDIS, NAMIBIA

What a good idea I The best place to start is where
you live. Mr Kheteng, if you send us your address,
we will put it in the magazine. Then people in
Arandis can come and talk to you - and our other
readers can write to you. -editor
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Dear Learn and Teach
I am a form V student at Bopedi Bapedi High
School in Lebowa. I get your magazine from my
mother. She lives and works in Soweto but she
comes home every month end. She said the
magazine will help me in English.

This year in February, the students at our school
had a peaceful strike. We wanted to talk to the
principal, Mr Matlejoane. But the police came and
sjambokked us instead. So we all boycotted classes
for a week. Mr Sparkle Kekana came and said we
must go back to classes. He told the principal not
to call the police when we have meetings.

We called the strike the "Black Week". Now we are
back in our classeswith the words of Mr Kekana in
our heart.

D. Lentsoane
SOETVELDE
Thank you for your letter. It is very interesting to
read about your strike. We hope everything is still
going well at the school. We are pleased to hear
that you made an agreement with the principal.

-editor

Dear Learn and Teach
I want to talk about some of your stories in the
first magazine of 1985.

First the Long walk: I think that Joao Balewa
Batista showed great bravery. Their bravery is a
lesson to us. But they also made mistakes. They
should have kept together in Johannesburg and
they should have kept in touch with the people in
their home country.

The story "Working without a boss", also teaches
us a lesson. It teaches us that waiting in lines for
work is no good. People must work together and
try to help themselves. The people in the knitting
and sewing groups are now without cruel bosses.
They are also making their own decisions. We must
help them by buying their goods - rather than
buying things from factories. Learn and Teach
should help them to advertise.

And lastly, we mourn for Maude Nzunga - the
baby from Sharpeville who died a week after
police threw teargas into her parents house. I think
teargas caused her death and it wi II ru in the health
of many more people.

F.Ondy
TEMBA

Thank you very much for writing to us. We always
Iike to hear what our readers th ink about the
stories in the magazine. -editor

Dear Learn and Teach
I have a problem. I am a salesman in a shop. I pack
and I clean the shop. I have worked there for six
years. I start at 8.00 in the morning and I finish at
6.00 in the evening, 5Y2 days a week. For this I
get R165 a month. My wages have been the same
since 1982. I never get a bonus, sick leave or a paid
holiday. And my boss does not give me a payslip. I
do not trust my boss. What can I do?
A.L.
LOUIS TRICHARDT
Thank you for writing to us. Next time please
write your address so that we can write back to
you. Your working conditions sound very bad.
There is a law called The Basic Conditions of
Employment Act. This law gives workers some
basic rights. They can't get less than what this law
says.

This law says that if you work 5~ days a week,
you must not work for more than 81 hours a day.
This law says you must get 12 days sick leave a
year and two weeks paid holiday. Your boss is also
breaking the law if he does not give you a payslip.

Don't go and tell all this to your boss by yourself.
He may fire you. First talk to the other workers in
the shop - and then go and talk to the boss
together or the workers can choose somebody to
go and talk to the boss for them. Or you could
write to a trade union. Maybe they can help you.
The shop workers trade union is called the
Commercial and Catering Workers Union of South
Africa (CCAWUSA). Their address is: 2nd Floor
Khotso House, 42 De Villiers Street, Johannesburg,
2001, Tel: (011) 23-6127. -editor
Dear Learn and Teach
I want to sell your magazine. But I also want to
say something to you. We want to read about our
area. I have never read about our area in your
magazine.
E.P. Zibane
EMPANGENI

Thanks for your letter. We agree with you. It
would be nice to have stories from Empangeni, but
we don't have anyone in Empangeni to write for
us. Why don't you send us ideas for stories - and
then try to write some stories yourself. We will also
need photographs so try to find a photographer to
help you. We hope to hear from you soon. -editor
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Write to us at-
Learn and Teach Publications
PO. box 11074
Johannesbu~2000
Please write your name
and address clearly.
Thanks.



UNDER THE DIRTY OVERALLS

Butiso Mayekiso.
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Are you one of those people who
laugh at the men who carry coal in
the townships? Or do you just turn
your back and call them 'vuilpop'?
Or do you first wait until they bring
the coal - and then say 'sies' as they
walk out the door.

Learn and Teach spoke to one of the
workers. H is name is Butiso Mayekiso
and he is only 15 years old. We
listened to his story and we learned
something very interesting. Under his
dirty overalls, the young man has a
heart. He has a story to tell.

GRANDMA SLAGS A CHICKEN

Butiso Mayekiso was born in a small
town in the Cape called Molteno. His
mother left home when he was very
young. And she never came back.
Butiso and his brothers and sisters,
like so many other children in the
countryside, were brought up by their
grandparents.

Butiso did not go to school. There was
no money for that. And so last year,
Butiso left for Johannesburg to find
work. If he got some money, maybe
his brothers and sisters could get a
little education.

"I wanted to go to Johannesbu rg like
the other men at my home," says
Butiso. "The day I left my grand-
mother killed a chicken. She wanted
our ancestors to look after me on my
way.

"My whole family came with me to

I

the train station. I felt very funny,
leaving my home. All the women were
crying. I was excited and scared at the
same time. I had never been on a train
before."

THE OLD MAN

When Butiso got on the train, no-one
spoke to him. All the people were too
busy drinking and dancing to loud
music. After some time Butiso took
out the 'umphako' his grandmother
gave him to eat. Everyone started to
laugh at him. Butiso felt very much
alone.

But one old man did not laugh. He
put his hand on Butisos shoulder and
spoke to him. He helped Butiso when
the ticket inspector came. Butiso
did not feel so lonely anymore.

"I knew no-one in Johannesburg
when I first came," says Butiso. I
had a few rands in my pocket and
nothing else. I did not want to wait
around in town because I do not have
a pass. I decided to go to the
township.

"The train came into the station and
I waited for all the people to get on
the train. But then the doors closed
before I could get on. The next train
came and the same thing happened.
When the third train came, I pushed
Iike everybody else.

THE COALYARDS

Butiso started to look for work. He
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walked up and down until his feet
were very sore. He felt home-sick
and very hungry.

Then a stranger came up to him. He
said his name was Fana Zwane. "Are
you looking for work?", he asked.
"If you need work, try the coalyards.
They need people to del iver coal."

The next day Butiso went to the coal
yards very early. He was there at 6
o'clock in the morning. They gave him
a cart and a horse called Zindaba.
Butiso loaded six bags of coal onto

Butiso outside his room at the back of the coalyard.

the cart. And then Butiso and Zindaba
left together. They had a lot of coal to
sell.

"I did not know how to drive the cart
and how to carry the coal properly,"
says But iso. II But I st i II soId aII the
bags that day. I finished at 2 o'clock
in the afternoon. I was very tired."

"Then I tried to get back to the coal
yard. But I did not know my way
around the township. I walked up and
down but I couldn't find it. I wanted
to cry.

"1 found the yard after a long time. It
was six o'clock already. The boss was
not happy. He shouted at me and the
other workers laughed. I felt angry
and ashamed."

Butiso did not take long to learn his
job. He works hard and he still feels
tired after every day. He starts work
at 6 o'clock in the morning and he
knocks off at 4 o'clock in the
afternoon. And on Saturdays he
works even harder.

"On Saturdays all the workers from
the coalyard go to the Nancefield
Station to fetch coal. The boss takes
them there in his truck. At the station
they load coal for the week onto the
truck.

When they finish loading coal at the
station, they must still go and deliver.
They fi nish work at 6 o'clock on
Saturday evenings. And for all this
work, Butiso only gets R34.00 a
week.
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THE THIRSTY ONES

Butiso's job is not only hard work. It
is also quite dangerous -- like the time
he met some th irsty gangsters.

"One day on my rounds, I was
stopped by a gang of youths," says
Butiso. "They made me go with them
to a nearby shebeen. When we got
there, they told me to buy them
beers. I bought them beers. What
could I do?

"Then I told them I had to go to the
toilet. As soon as I was outside, I
started to run. I jumped onto my cart
and told Zindaba to move his old
bones. I told him that we were in a
hurry.

"Two of them chased us. But they
cou Id not catch us. They soon
stopped.

"I was not far when I heard screams
com ing from the shebeen. I saw the
youths running like mad. The owner
was chasing them because they had
no money to pay. I have not gone
back to that part of the township
again.

SUNDAYS AND GIRLS

Butiso lives in a room at the back of
the coalyard. He shares the room with
four other men. They put their money
together to buy food and they take
turns to cook and clean. They cook
all their food on an 'imbhawula'
outside.

Butiso does not like to spend time

with the other men in his room.
"They are much older than I am",
says Butiso. "They like to spend their
time talking about their families at
home. I don't like to talk about my
family. When I think about them I
become very sad and I want to see
them.

"My special friend in Johannesburg
is Fana Zwane- the one who found
me th is job. He is my age and we can
talk about things that we like, girls
and soccer. I see him on Sundays.

"We go to the stadium and watch
soccer. Or we just listen to music on
my cassette. But mostly we walk
around the township looking for girls.
That's what we really like doing.

G iris are a big problem for me. A lot
of girls don't like me. They say that
they don't want a IVU i Ipop' for a
boyfriend. It hurts me now. But I
know that one day I will find a girl
who loves me.

HOPING
BETTER

FOR SOMETHING

Not on Iy the gi rls call Butiso
IVU i Ipop'. Butiso hates the school
holidays. He says that the children
are very rude. All he hears is
'vu i Ipop' wherever he goes.

Sometimes he gets very angry and
throws coal at them. Once he used a
whole bag of coal in this way. And-he
still had to pay for the coal.

Butiso says he knows that he looks
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dirty. The coal dust bites deep into
his skin. And he knows that his
clothes are very dirty. But what
should he wear to work? His Sunday
best!

"But anyway now I am looking for
another job," says Butiso. "The boss
at the coalyard has already fired some
people. He says he does not sell
enough coal anymore because people
are using electricity these days. I can
be fired anytime.

"I am also tired of carrymg coal.

want to do something better. I would
Iike to be a del ivery man somewhere
else. I cou Id get clean clothes and
maybe aIso get some more money.
And if I get another job, maybe
people will stop using bad names for
me. Maybe they will stop insulting us.

"But I don't think I will find another
job easily. When I ask for jobs, they
say I am too young. They say that I
must be sixteen. If I say I am sixteen,
then they want to see my pass. But I
do not have one. I th ink that I am
stuck at the coalyards .•

"One day people will stop using bad names for me."
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I ne peacetul village of Mgwali.

A GREEN VALLEY IN A
BLACKSPOT
Sebe's Bad Dream

The people of Mgwali tell a story
about Lennox Sebe- the president of
the Ciskei. They say he had a dream
last year. It was a bad dream.

In the dream, Sebe saw a young man
and an old man. The young man sent
the old man to jai I. And then the
young man had a lot of bad luck. He
had bad luck because he did not
respect his elders.

The next morning, Sebe felt bad. He
cou Id not forget the dream. And then
he remembered a little place called
Mgwali. His policemen had gone there
and arrested nine people. One of these
people was a man called Herman Gija.
He was 95 years old.

LEARN AND TEACH 37



And so Sebe called his policemen. He
told them to go to the prison and to
take the old man home.

When the policemen got to the jail,
they told Herman Gija that he was
free. But the old man did not get up.
He did not pack his things. He said
that he was not going anywhere
without one of his friends who was
with him in jail. His friend, whose
name is Mr Dyani, is blind.

The old man and the blind man
helped each other in jail. The blind
man helped the old man to stand up
and walk. And the old men helped
the blind man to see. Together they
were strong.

The police were not interested. They
did not want to let the blind man out
of jail. For two days they begged the
old man to go home. And for two
days the old man refused.

Then the police gave in. They took
the two friends back home to Mgwali.

A GREEN VALLEY

Learn and Teach went to the eastern
Cape to speak to the people of
Mgwali. We wanted to find out why
some of the people of Mgwali were
sent to jail. And we wanted to know
why Sebe has such bad dreams at
night.

We took the road from King William's

Town to Queenstown. Just after
Stutterheim we turned off the main
road. We drove along a sand road for
about 20 kilometres. And then we
found ourselves in a beautiful, green
valley.

The six villages of Mgwali lie in this
valley. Each vi lIage has plenty of land
for their cattle and mealies. The
people have lived here happily for a
long time. Some of them, like Herman
Gija, have grown old in the peaceful,
fresh air of Mgwali.

THE LI FE OF HERMAN GIJA

Herman Gija was born in Mgwali on
the 30th June 1888. He is now 96
years old, but he still works in the
fields and reads newspapers everyday.
He does not even need reading glasses.

When he was 25 years old, Herman
Gija left Mgwali and went to work in
Benoni near Johannesburg. He worked
for the Benoni municipality. He
worked hard and saved money
because he wanted to go home. His
heart was still very much in Mgwali.

"I sti II remember my days In
Johannesburg," says Mr Gija. "It is
not so good there. There is much
trouble. Mgwal i is a much better
place. If the people work hard, they
can make money for themselves. So I
decided to go back to Mgwali to work
in the fields. I came back here in
1932. "
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Mr Gija is 96 years old. When police arrested him last year, people say that
Lennox Sebe had bad dreams at night.

But for Herman Gija, Johannesburg
was not all bad. He had some good
luck there. He met a beautiful young
woman in Johannesburg. Her name
was Maria. And when Herman was 36
years old, they got married. They
spent 40 wonderfu I years together.

"God gaveus 10 chi Idren, but he took
away five again," says Herman. "I
have so many grandchildren and
great grandchi Idren, I don't even
know how many."

Herman Gija has Iived in Mgwali for
over 50 years since he came back from
Benoni. He worked with the people in
the fields. They worked hard and
everybody had enough to eat.

Some of the young men sti II went to
work in the big cities. But like
Herman Gija, they too did not forget

their homes. When they came home,
the whole community came to
welcome them back. And there wou Id
be a big feast.

Then one day in 1982 the people of
Mgwali got a visitor. The visitor's
name was Lennox Sebe.The people of
Mgwali like getting visitors. But they
were not happy to see Sebe. He did
not come with gifts and kind greetings
like most other visitors.

Sebe came to tell the people that they
must leave Mgwali. He told them to
leave the green valley that they all
loved so much.

A HOT AND DUSTY PLACE

Sebe told the people that they had to
move to a place called Frankfort
in the Ciskei. Frankfort is more than
50 kilometres from Mgwali.
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Frankfort is a hot and dusty place.
The land is not green like in Mgwali.
The land is yellow and dry. And there
is not much water for the mealies to
grow big there.

The 10 thousand people of .Mgwali
said they were happy in their villages.
They said that they did not want to
move. But the governments of South
Africa and Ciskei did not hear them.
They said that Mgwali was a "black
spot" in a white corridor. They
said that the land belonged to South
Africa.

They said that the people had to
move - and that was that. But the
people of Mgwali decided that they
wou Id not go anywhere. They wou Id
stay right where they were. They

decided to fight back.

The people of Mgwali knew that they
had to stand together. They came
together in a ResidentsAssociation. A
man by the name of Wilson Fanti is
the chairperson of the Association. He
knows what it meansto fight back. He
has spent 10 years on Robben Island.

And so the people of Mgwali beganto
fight back. But before they started,
the old people in the community had
a story to tell. They told the
young people how they got their land
in the first place.

THE UMFUNDISI
SWEETHEART

AND HIS

"More than a hundred years ago, a
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young man from this area went to
Scotland," says Herman Gija. "He
wanted to become a priest, so he went
to abafund isi's school in Scotland.
The young man's name was Tiyo
Soga.

"When he became a minister, he
decided to come back to Mgwali to
look for a wife. He told his friends in
Scotland about his plans. One of his
friends was a woman by the name of
Janet Burnside. She said that he
should maybe first look for a
sweetheart in Scotland.

"Janet then had an idea. She said that
she would have a party for the young
umfund isi. Maybe he could find a nice
wife at the party.

"The minister ,found only one nice
woman at the party. And he did
marry her. The woman's name was
Janet. Yes, Janet Burnside.

"The young umfundisi stayed In
Scotland with his new wife. Then one
night he had a dream. In his dream
somebody told him to go back to
Mgwali to teach the word of God
there.

"But Janet's father was worried about
his daughter. He worried about her
leaving Scotland and going to a far
away land. He wanted to be sure that
his daughter would be safe. So he
went to the church of Scotland and
asked them to give his daughter and
her husband some land in Mgwali.

r

"A ch ief called Sand iIe gave some
land to the church. He gave the land
of Mgwali to the reverend Soga. The
umfundisi built a church on part of
the land. He then gave the rest of the
land to the people of Mgwali. This all
happened in 1863. The people have
lived in Mgwali ever since."

When the people of Mgwali heard the
story about the history of their land,
they made up their minds once and
for all. They would not move.

WORKING TOGETHER

The women came together and started
a women's association. And the young
people came together and started a
youth association. They started these
associations to help the Residents
Association in their struggle.

The women and the young people also
help each other in other ways. The
women make baskets and clothes
together. They sell what they make
and share the money.

Many young people work in the
cities - and they often have different
problems from the rest of the people.
They try to help each other in the
youth association.

But the people of Mgwali don't only
care about themselves. They work
with other organisations who are
fighting the same kind of problems.
They work with the people of Glen-
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more. The government wants to move
the people of Glenmore to a place
called Peddie.

They also work with other
organisations. The people of Mgwali
believe that their struggle is part of
the bigger struggle in South Africa.

The people of Mgwali had many
problems in their struggle to keep
their land. For example, the South
African Government said they could
not have meetings. Now the people in
Mgwali can only meet each other
when they go to chu rch to pray.

But the people of Mgwal i never gave
up. They wrote letters to people
overseas. They wanted the world to
know about a Iittle place called
Mgwali. They wanted the world to
know about their problems and their
struggle.

And then last year, the Ciskei
government knew that the people
would never move. They decided to
arrest the leaders of the Mgwal i
Residents Association.

And so they arrested the leaders -
like Herman Gija and his blind friend,
Mr Dyani.

THE FUTURE

In February this year, the South
African government said they would
no longer force people to move -
until they first speak to the true
leaders. Sebe's men came to Mgwali
soon after. They also said that they

will not force the people to move.
But the people of Mgwali still do not
know for certain what will happen to
them. Maybe they will still be forced
to move. Or maybe they won't.

The people sti II have other problems.
The South African government has
said that the Ciskei is now in charge of
Mgwali. That means that Ciskei must
give education to the chi Idren of
Mgwali. And the Ciskei will now pay
pensions to the old people. And, as
the people of Mgwali will tell you,
nobody gets a pension in the Ciskei
unless they belong to Sebe's party -
the Ciskei National Independence
Party.

And so for the people of Mgwali, the
struggle sti II carries on. They are
taking their case to the Supreme
Cou rt in Grahamstown. The cou rt
must decide if the people of Mgwali
are South Africans.

"We are now fighting for our rights as
South African citizens. We want the
Ciskei to leave us alone," says Wilson
Fanti.

Maybe the Ciskei should listen to the
people of Mgwali. Like the old man
and the blind man, the people of
Mgwali will not give up easily. They
will fight together for the right to live
peacefully in their beautiful, green
valley. And untii they have that right,
Lennox Sebe and his friends will not
have very nice dreams at night.•
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