Ronnie Govender born 1934. He was born in Cato Manor, Durban, the setting for most of his 13 plays and collection of short stories. He was a teacher, and he formed the Shah Theatre Academy to foster indigenous theatre.

1949
Dumisane did not see the chocolate wrappings. That was unusual for a scrupulously (correctly, noticing even the smallest detail) careful man. At three every morning, when he got up, he shut out everything else but his work which was probably why he was the last one to hear about the trouble in Tekweni. From the moment he got up from bed he was oblivious to (unaware of) everything but work. He was so caught up in his job as a browser (petrol pump) boy at the Model Garage that he didn’t notice that there was an unusually big run on paraffin sales that day. It was his job to sell petrol – Simon sold the paraffin.
Everything had its place. He got up at three and made his tea. While the family slept, he blew alive the embers in the half-burnt logs in the stove. The ashes rose with the smoke and stung his nostrils, which received some relief from the pleasant aroma (smell) of boiling tea leaves. He would pour the steaming hot tea into his tin mug, always scorching his fingers in the process, and would step outside his two-roomed outhouse which he rented from Mr Maniram.
He always paid his rent on time and Mr Maniram liked him but kept his distance. Dumi felt slighted (hurt),  but you couldn’t easily find such good accommodation. The alternative was to live in Umkumbaan, the sprawling shanty town, where there was no water and not toilets. Yet you paid six pounds a month to Mr Mohamed whose family also owned a shop in Booth Road. However, Mrs Maniram, a kindly lady, had taken to (liked) his wife and every now and then would give the family some curry and bread. 
While the family was still fast asleep. He walked from the bottom of Ashwell Road, past the smart brick house belonging to the garrulous (talkative) bookkeeper, Mr G. V Naidoo, and which was grandly named ‘The Lion’s Den’. Mr Naidoo was also an early riser. It was his practice to have his first smoke as he waited for his lift in front of his gate. Hau, this man could talk – even in Zulu!
‘Woonjani, we Dumi?’
‘Kona!’
‘I see your shoes is shining special!’
But my shoes are always shining, thought Dumi. This man just felt he had to say something.
‘Your teeth too!’
But my teeth are always shining too! Hau, this man should be an imbongi, a praise-singer (a person singing how good someone is), he is never short of words, but he is good for a laugh, and he would continue past Grammar Road, the short, steep road that led to the Cato Manor government-aided Indian School, built by the Indian community with the help of the Methodist Indian Mission. How nice if he could have sent his children there, but the government didn’t allow that.
He walked past the Jew’s shop which was where the white area started at the top of Cato Manor Road, the long road on the border which dissected the Indian are of Cato Manor from the area of the Berea. Onwards to Concord Road which was a short, neat road flanked by (having on either side) staid ( dull, uninteresting but respectable) brick-and-tile houses which could have been transplanted from some lower middle-class English suburb. Their inhabitants in shorts, floppy hats and sweaty red faces battled constantly to severely prune lush sub-tropical (cut back and control fast growing tropical plants – gesnoei) in a bid to transform it into lifeless gardens of well-ordered rows of hydrangea and meticulously manicured (nicely cut and trimmed) bougainvillea hedges. Dumi would contrast his soulless uniformity with the way nature celebrated the gift of life with such  marvellous abandon (freedom from control) on the banks of the Umgeni River, as it wound its way through the Valley of a Thousand Hills where the grew up as a child.
He would often long for the lush spontaneity (naturalness) of the Umgeni Valley, especially when he was chided (scolded) by the mechanics for speaking loudly with his colleagues, ‘Can’t you people keep your voices down? You’re speaking to someone right next to you, not the other side of Booth Road, for chrissake!’
In the valley there was lots of space and their voices rang out lustily (strongly, healthily), ‘Hau, unjani ukubeka, iphi bwena hamba ( How are you, ukubeka, where are you going?)’, and after their conversations they would sing at the top of their voices.
There were times when he would forget where he was now and when he remembered, he would hasten to lower his voice in mid sentence, ‘Hau, Mazibukok, what did you bring…’ and he would drop his voice ‘… for lunch today?’
He had finished wiping a customer’s car windscreen and was rushing to the next customer when he saw Mr Osborne staring at the chocolate wrappings. Osborne didn’t raise his voice… in fact, he didn’t say anything. He just stood there, staring. Dumi was about to say that the noisy children in the Mercedes Benz had thrown the papers there, but decided not to. Mr Osborne’s fixed glare told him, ‘It’s your job. I’m paying you for it. I want my garage to be spotless, no matter how busy you are.’
No histrionics (highly emotional behaviour). You either did exactly what he wanted or you collected your final pay packet on Friday, but if you worked hard you were adequately rewarded. He didn’t fire his staff and he never called you kaffir ( extremely offensive word) either. He passed on his family’s old clothes to his staff. In fact, the clothes weren’t all that old – they looked posh on his wife when she wore them to church on Sunday.
Percival Osborne himself worked hard. His father, the son of a British settler, worked long hours and eventually became a wealthy wholesale merchant with a thriving (doing well) import-export business and shares in two of the biggest multinationals in the country. He had taken care not to pamper (give to much attention) his children and Percival inherited the old man’s ability for hard work, and his sense of independence. He wasn’t as spectacularly successful as his father. But he wasn’t exactly poor. Dumi recalled the splendour (grand beauty) of the Osborne family mansion (large house) on their sprawling Kloof estate when he drove the Baas and his family there to a New Year’s Eve party. On certain occasions, when the Baas was going to have drinks, Dumi acted as chauffeur. He had seldom seen such splendid suits and dresses, such dazzling jewellery. There was even a live band. The neighbours were invited, so they didn’t mind the noise. In any event, the nearest house was about a quarter of a mile down the road, separated by huge trees and parkland.
What a party it was!
Well into the evening, when everyone had had a few drinks, some put their arms around Dumi and his colleagues, offering them drinks and snacks, even the women!
‘Come on, have a drink, Dumi!’
‘Thanks, Baas.’
‘What will you have?’
‘I’ll have beer Baas, just one.’
‘Beer? On a night like this? Don’t be silly, have some brandy.’
‘I’m driving, Baas, just one.’
‘Don’t worry, I won’t tell your Baas.’
And the glass was thrust (pushed) into his hands. Osborne didn’t notice because by then he himself had had enough drinks. They even asked Dumi to sing. He sang regularly in the church choir. He shyly declined ( refused) at first, but after a couple of drinks he was in the mood. He secretly hoped that the offers would persist.
‘No, Baas, I’m not a very good singer.’
‘Come on Dumi, all blacks can sing.’
‘Yes, can’t they, they have such marvellous voices.’
‘Now please, not one of those churchy numbers, for chrissake!’
‘But negro spirituals are such jazzy stuff, darling,
‘Oh when the saints
Go marching in 
Oh when the saints
Go marching in …
Burp! Oh I beg your pardon.’
‘You’d be better off singing,
‘Whiskey rye whiskey
Whiskey I cry
If whiskey don’t kill me
I’ll live till I die … burp!
Dumi thought, Hau, why doesn’t he shut up and let me sing?
‘Hey, come on, it’s Dumi’s turn – ladies and gentlemen, I give you Satchmo Dumi Armstrong (referring to American Blues singer Louis Armstrong), hau!’
‘No, not Satchmo, you idiot, Dumi single like Mario Lanza (Italian-American tenor),’
After a few bars of Maria Lanza’s ‘Because’, there was a hush in the revelry (celebrations). They listened in growing admiration and awe. At the end there was a burst of enthusiastic applause and they thrust ten pound notes into his hands. 
‘Amazing! Where did you learn to sing like that? Can you imagine a browser boy singing like that? Can you?’
‘Pity, if he were white he would have been singing at a beach front hotel or on the radio.’
‘For chrissake, don’t get carried away; you know what will happen to the toilets, my deah!’
‘Where did you learn to sing like that?’
‘I listen to the radio while I’m working and I listen and I learn.’
‘Simply marvellous.’
‘I told you it comes to them naturally, my deah.’
The music, the laughter, the dancing and the fun! Someone pushed him into the pool. He almost drowned.
‘Hau, I can’t swim, I can’t swim!’
Henty, the boss’s jovial (jolly, friendly) friend who had a rosy complexion for most of the day, jumped in fully-clothed to save him. Others jumped in too and the party was in full swing. As the clock struck twelve everybody  started singing, ‘Auld Lang Syne’ and ‘Happy New Year’, including those in the water. Dumi, shivering, singing and hanging on to the side of the pool, marvelled at such happiness and togetherness. Everybody’s so happy. Why only on New Year’s Eve? Why not every day?
Osborne expected everyone to work as hard as he did. He seldom shouted or said an angry word, but he wasn’t friendly either. Indeed, he believed that people should be kept in their places. The races were different and that’s the way they should stay. He was quite happy as long as that rule was not broken. In fact, he could be quite nice but heaven help those who broke the rule. Thon only time Dumi saw him completely lose his temper, his face blazing red, nostrils flaring and tiny beads of sweat on his forehead and pock-marked nose, was when the Mahomedy family had moved into the double-storey house opposite the garage on the corner of Gillits and Jan Smuts Roads. It was quite an event.
Everyone at the garage stood watching as the newcomers, with the women in their hijaars (Misspelling of Arabic word ‘hijab’ meaning ‘cover, modesty, privacy’), moved into the house. It was the year 1949 and by then the Durban Municipality had passed the notorious (famous for bad reasons) Pegging Act, the forerunner of the Group Areas Act. The legislation was intended to ‘peg (fix, stop  from moving beyond certain point) the encroaching hordes (closer moving masses) of Indians and Blacks to their boundaries.’ However, a blind eye was turned to the encroachment of a few wealthy Indians. The Mahomedys were unlike the other Indians who were Dumi’s neighbours in Cato Manor. These people were as fair-skinned as the whites and were rich and well-dressed. Their furniture was expensive and they had two brand-new cars. Dumi’s neighbours in Cato Manor, with the exception of a few like Moodley who owned buses, and Persadh who owned a small furniture factory, were not wealthy people. If they were not market gardeners, they were either labourers like himself, or they worked in factories. 
Looking at the Mahomedys move in, right next to the garage, Osborne was livid (extremely angry), ‘Why, in God’s name, don’t these people go and live with the rest in their own areas? Why do they insist on living with us?’
And it was the only time Dumi heard him swearing, ‘Bloody bastards! Give them an inch and they take a yard (figure of speech: offer them little and they take the lot). They should send them all back to India. They breed like damn flies!’ Dumi had picked up the chocolate wrappings and was taking them back to the bin that stood next to the workshop when he saw the Baas in animated (lively) conversation with the mechanic, Sullivan, and his two African grease-monkeys (slang term for motor-mechanic). This was unusual because although Sullivan was white, the Baas actually kept his distance from him. Sullivan, who smoked and swore a lot, called him Sir. He caught snatches of the conversation, ‘… they should terrorise the pigs until they go back to India,’ ‘… paraffin will do the job’, and ‘… they deserve it.’
He was much too busy to stand and listen although his curiosity was roused by such unusual talk. It made sense later when he saw his friend Poobal, who also worked as a petrol attendant in Bellair Road for the Seebrans. Poobal was in a car packed with solemn people. He looked very agitated (upset, worried), ‘Sawubon, Poobal; unjani? (Hello Poobal, how are you?)
Poobal nodded in greeting. Funny, he was always talkative. He spoke Zulu fluently and the were always poking fun at each other, ‘In’indaba, Poobal?’ (What have you got to tell?)
Poobal told him that there was a lot of fighting in the Indian Market in Victoria Street. An Indian stallholder had caught an African boy stealing and had punished him. Africans attacked the stallholder and were soon attacking all Indians in their way.
‘They were fighting in town, we got nothing to do with that.’
‘So why are you frightened?’
‘Some white people are stirring up the trouble. Trucks from the big firms are taking some tsotsis (slang for street thugs) to Cato Manor, Riverside and all the other places where Indians live and are giving them petrol and paraffin. Some firms are closing early so that their workers can attack us. We can’t fight them. We are too few.’
‘But why never call the police?’
‘The police know. They are just standing and watching. We are taking the families to Maritzburg to my cousin’s house. We’ll be safe there.’
That explained why so many Africans were coming to the garage. The garage also sold paraffin in bottles, but the sales had never been so good. Osborne was chatting to some of the staff in Zulu.  Dumi could hardly believe his ears. He was joking with them about burning down the houses of the Indians. Perhaps he didn’t realise these people were serious. Reports were coming in of houses and shops being looted and burnt and of people being assaulted, raped and killed. Dumi was aghast. Perhaps the stories were being exaggerated.
At about half past three, Osborne called his staff together. Dumi listened in stunned silence, ‘The Indians deserve what they are getting. They make a lot of money from you people and they have no respect for you.’
Some of the workers agreed volubly (loudly).
‘This is your country. We white people have come to improve it for you. We have built roads, hospitals, schools and shops. These people have only come to make money. They have houses. You haven’t. You can tell your friends they can have all the paraffin they want, free of charge!’
When Osborne had gone back to his office, Dumi pleaded with his friends in hushed tones, ‘We are Christians. These people are our friends. Only a few are rich. The rest are poor, like us. This is wrong.’
He told them about Poobal who did the same job as he was doing. Together with his brothers who worked in factories, they built a brick house and were sending all their children to school. Poobal’s son was studying to become a teacher. He told them about R D Naidu and Billy Peters who were fighting against the colour bar and who were being thrown into jail all the time for their beliefs. Simon and Johannes, who were about his age, agreed with him but the others told him bluntly (speaking plainly without being polite) that the Baas was right. That evening the arson (setting places on fire), looting (openly stealing goods) and raping increased. The smell of petrol and paraffin was in the air and the night sky was lit up by soaring flames.
It was a matter of time before the rampaging (running wild, disordered) mob got to Ashwell Road. Indian families with cars were fleeing. The Manigrams didn’t have a car and Dumi found them huddled together in their bedroom. It was the first time he had ever entered the house. The youngest child screamed when he saw Dumi. Mrs Maniram was sobbing quietly, ‘My children, my children!’
‘Numzaan, it is not wise to stay here. They will come any time now.’
Mr Maniram was a brave man, but all he had was a huge kitchen knife.
‘We have nowhere to go. They will have to kill me before they can touch my family.’
‘You are alone, you cannot fight so many. You must hide in my house. That’s the only way.’
Mr Maniram hesitated. Mrs Maniram sprang into action. She bundled (hurried) the children into the outhouse and the family were hidden under the beds and in the wardrobes. The mob had worked its way up Ashwell Road and they could hear the sounds of the war chants above the screams of terrified people. Dumi and his wife stood outside as the mob appeared.
‘What are you doing here? This is amaKulas’ (Indians) house.’
‘I stay here. I am renting this house.’
‘Where are the people from the main house?’
‘They’ve run away.’
‘You’re lying.’
Some ran into the main house and after ransacking (going through it by damaging and stealing things) it, set fire to it. The flames lit the entire area.
‘They’re not in the house. They must be in your house!’
‘Listen, my brother. I don’t like the amaKulas myself. Please don’t go in and frighten my children.’
The crowd stood around hesitantly. Suddenly a young man broke from the crowd and dashed into the house. Within seconds he was out shouting, ‘He’s lying. They’re hiding under the bed!’
All mercy deserted (left) them.
It deserted the souls of fathers, mothers, sons, and daughters, giving way to the savagery (barbarity or violent cruelty) that lurks (hides) eternally in the human heart. Out of the time warp (zone) of primeval (earliest of times) hate flew the spear. It shot through Dumi’s chest. There was no pity, no reason in the hearts of these malleable (changeable) souls, held captive by minds more save in their cunning (cleverness with evil intention) – the cunning on which empires have been built.

Questions
1. At the start of the story, Dumi’s relationship wit the Indian and white people he encounters is … (choose ONE of the following, and write down just the letter A B or C):
A:	friendly and cordial
B:	suspicious and cautious
C:	bitter and hostile
2. Take just the section of the white boss’s party which is about Dumi’s singing. What do the things that the white people say reveal about them?
3. Quote ONE instance of what you have identified in nr. 2.
4. What is Dumi’s attitude to the white people about his singing?
5. After being pushed into the pool, when the clock strikes twelve, what are Dumi’s thoughts about life in South Africa?
6. Dumi’s boss, Percival Osborne, has perfectly good relations with his black African staff. Why has he such exaggeratedly anti-Indian feelings after the Mhomedys move in next door to the garage?
7. When you started reading this story, did you have any idea it would end the way it does? What is the writer saying about how South Africans related to one another in 1949 by the turn that the story takes? Explain your answer in a sentence or two.
Answer:
1. A
2. While they are complimentary about his singing, they don’t respect him.
3. ‘Come on, Dumi, all blacks can sing’ OR ‘Can you imagine a browser boy singing like that?’ OR ‘I told you it comes to them naturally, my deah.’
4. He enjoyed being asked to sing, and he was eager to entertain them.
5. He is amazed at the happiness and the good fellow-feeling that is shown by everyone, and wishes it could be like that always.
6. His black African staff are no threat to him, but he sees the wealthy Indians, like the Mahomedys, as threatening his business and his social standing. He must be insecure in his position, and that causes him to hate them so fiercely.
7. It certainly is unexpected. But is shows that, even if South Africans in the apartheid times  superficially appear able to get on well with one another, if they are stirred and manipulated by other people, they can turn one one another with real ferocity. Because of their positions of influence and power, in this situation it is unscrupulous white people who instigate the black people against their Indian neighbours.

The Pegging Act of 1943 
The government passed this Act in subsequence of the complaint launched by the white traders and other white racists. The complaints from white traders stemmed from the stiff business competition they encountered from their Indian counterparts or business opponents. The whites wanted Indians to be precluded from residing in white areas. This Act laid down that Indians should not be granted the right to acquire or own property in the area reserved for the whites for a period of three years. 
The Group Areas Act, Act No 41 of 1950 
After its election victory the National Party regime institutionalized and consolidated existing discriminatory and segregatory policies and bills. In 1948 the National Party government extended and strengthened the Group Areas Acts. The primary aim of this Act was to make the residential separation compulsory. The Acts laid down legal provisions on the specific areas where different population groups could own property, reside and work. There was quite a range of reasons why this Act was introduced and strengthened. The primary reason was to curb the movements of the non-whites, in particular blacks from rural areas into the big cities and whites-only areas. The influx into the big cities was stimulated by the booming economy. To counter the influx and consolidate the growing numbers, the government set up semi-urban townships for Black, Indian and Coloured population groups. With the establishment of these urban areas the government was attempting to keep riots and any other form of threat by non-whites on the white population group, under control. The Act also cut across all traditional property rights and led to the evictions of thousands of blacks, coloureds and Indians. It became a source of resentment to the non-Whites. The Indian community were the most affected as they were forced out of the central city areas where they had previously operated their businesses. Commenced: 7 July 1950 It was repealed by section 44 of the Group Areas Act, Act No 77 of 1957.
Cato Manor 
Cato Manor became recognized when the Black Africans came to settle in during the 1920s, and rented land from Indian landlords who were there since the early 1900s. To earn a living, people started brewing beer and selling it in the streets of Durban to the thirsty workers. The authorities were glad to have people in town for labour but were scared to be overwhelmed by their population. They then started the so called Durban system which required permits from people who were in town to restrict the influx of population. The authorities then instituted the Native Beer Act of 1908, which allowed the municipality to brew and sell beer for self-finance. That became a success and the municipality reaped huge profits which meant that anyone brewing illegally was arrested. That started a dispute between the authorities and the people which led to people rioting due to their loss of making a living. Towards the end of World War II about 30,000 squatters had built their shacks in the place, which started even bigger riots between 1949 and 1950 when the Group Areas Act was passed on by the government.

The Durban riots, 1949 
 In January 1949 a bitter racial conflict occurred in Durban. The consequent loss of life and property was officially given as follows: deaths; 142 (87 Africans, 50 Indians, 1 white and 4 others whose identity could not be determined); injured; 1 087 (541 Africans, 503 Indians, 11 Coloureds and 32 whites; of the injured 58 died); buildings destroyed: 1 factory, 58 stores and 247 dwellings; buildings damaged: 2 factories, 652 stores and 1 285 dwellings. In two articles included here, R. S. Nowbath, ex-editor of Leader, discusses the causes of the convulsion, and the failure of the Riots Inquiry Commission to come to grips with the fundamental reasons for the tragic occurrence. Source: (a) The Forum, 29 January 1949; (b) Common Sense, May 1949, R. S. Nowbath Collection.
(a) The Indians of Durban are still bewildered and stunned by the convulsion of two weeks ago — one fierce burst of terror which lasted from Friday afternoon, January 14, to Saturday morning, January 15. But let this be clearly understood: this was no race riot; it was no clash between two races; there were no pitched battles, no organised assaults and reprisals by two race groups. The Indians did not fight back. When violence descended on their person they took cover and remained under cover, from where they were later hounded out and killed or burnt inside their homes.
 Subsequently, however, cases were reported where some Indians attempted reprisals, but they were quickly dealt with. At no stage, therefore, can the convulsion really be called a race riot.
[bookmark: TOC5_1]Briefly, this is what happened. On Thursday evening (January 13) Indians in the heart of the Indian business area were set upon by Africans. They did not know what was happening. On the first day there was hardly any destruction of property, and after some hours the wave of violence died down.
HUMAN CYCLONE
But at midday on Friday a veritable human cyclone hit the Indian business area. Hordes of Africans, armed with a varied assortment of improvised weapons, swooped down on the Indian people and destroyed both property and persons in their wake. Looting followed and the whole grim episode took on a positive aspect — the African had something material to gain. The convulsion had taken on a sinister aspect for, despite the efforts of the police, and egged on by many Europeans (who subsequently joined in the looting), the Africans discovered that their reign of terror could have a positive enriching value. They set to it with barbarous determination. 
The forces of law and order stood by, almost helplessly it seemed, as the Africans swept forward in their savage march, and the terror immediately spread to the peri-urban areas where the outburst of the previous evening became an orgy of murder, arson, rape and looting which did not seem altogether without aim, purpose and direction.  
The storm burst with unbridled fury on people who, in the main, lived almost under the same conditions as the Africans who attacked them. 
The Ilanga Lase Natal, Natal's leading African newspaper, has blamed the Indian bitterly, for it says 'the whole grim business was logical, simply inevitable'. It then advances the following reasons for the convulsions: black-marketeering by Indians, Indian opposition to the economic expansion of the African, 'shacketeering' by Indian landlords, social and racial humiliation of Africans by Indians and the differential treatment of Indians by Europeans which gives the Indians 'not only better rights, but a sense of snobbishness and superiority over the Africans'. 
WHY?
But if these were the real causes of the convulsion, why the senseless massacre of the poor Indians living side by side with the Africans on the perimeter of the city? Why the orgy of violence and rape against defenceless women and children? Were not the destruction and the subsequent looting of Indian businesses in Grey, Victoria and Queen Streets sufficient? 
Replying to some of the allegations against the Indians, the Natal Indian Organisation explains that while there has been black-marketeering, what many Africans honestly regard as black-marketeering is really the considerable contraction of the buying-power of the £.
For instance, tea before the war sold at 1 shilling a 1b. Today it is over 4 shillings per 1b. Calico before the war sold at 6d. a yard: today it is at 2s. 6d. per yard. Have Native wages quadrupled and quintupled to meet the corresponding increase in the cost of living? 
As for the shantytowns, the Indian landlord on the perimeter of the city met the needs of the industrial worker in the town. These shanty-towns have never been a cause - they have always been the result. The Natal Indian Congress attributes the convulsion to the whole conception of white domination in this country. The entire state system, it declares, is to blame for the violence. 
SHOCKING CONDITIONS
The causes of the convulsion are much deeper and more involved and complicated than the allegations of black-marketeering and snobbishness. They permeate the whole fabric of the country. The outburst is the result of the shocking animal conditions under which the African people are compelled to live in and around Durban. They cannot own property in the city, and everywhere they fall foul of the Urban Areas Acts. 
In the city the African worker is housed in compounds. There is no life for him; there are no family obligations for him; there are no civic responsibilities for him. He is compelled (not by the Indian) to live a life devoid of all decent things.
FRUSTRATION?
There is no security for him; there is no future for his children, and there is no outlet for his energies and emotions. He is frustrated and thwarted. His whole life is one long unending queue of disabilities. He has nothing worthwhile enjoying or living for, and when somebody set off the spark the Indian, more or less a fellow-sufferer, caught the brunt of his fury, hate and pent-up frustrations. 
It is no unique social phenomenon that the Indian was the victim. It was only natural for the African to turn against a group which is persona non grata in this country and so try to earn the support of the white rulers. There is also evidence that after the first spontaneous burst of violence on Thursday, the convulsion assumed too much aim and purpose, making it extremely difficult for intelligent people to believe that there was no direction and instigation.
 THE TRAGEDY
Why was no tear-gas used on Friday mid-day when Africans started swarming into town? Firm police action in town, even if it meant the loss of a few lives, would have halted the Africans, but the failure of the authorities to deal with the raiders may have possibly been interpreted by the African that had the 'okay' of the police to beat up the Indians. 
The tragedy of it all is that in the long run the Africans will suffer. For them the clock has been put back, and the Government will inform them, whenever it finds it opportune to do so, that they have proved conclusively, that they are still in a savage state; that they are not yet equipped to exercise the responsibilities of a state and society organised on a European or 'white civilised' pattern. They must continue to live under special laws and regulations. 
Those Indians who understand the deep-seated causes of this convulsion will realise that the fault is not that of the African, but those who have seen their homes destroyed in front of their eyes, those who have seen a life-time's savings go up in smoke, those who have seen their children hacked in front of them, and those who have helplessly watched their daughters raped, will not, they cannot, forget. 
