A RED DEBATES WITH CHRISTIANS
Where are your daughters? What do you say?
They crossed the land in search of marriage,
shamelessly shacked up with live-in lovers,
cavorted in dances with young men in New Clare.

With eyes of porridge their mothers bemoan
their absent children, who left them standing,
advising blank air and pleading in vain
with sons and daughters who’ve all been to school.

Jails crammed to capacity, courts jam-packed
with the learned products of school education;
the judges in charge just hoot in derision
at college certificates brandished by bums.

All our crooks are in school,
all our thieves are in school,
all our witches in school:
by Nontsizi, I swear you should all be expelled!

You wear red blankets in God’s very house,
you’re Christians by day, hyenas by night;
the pastor, the shepherd of God’s own flock,
scurries past you without a nod.

What do we make of this curious conduct?
Which voice do we choose from among this babble?
Pride is one of your Christian companions,
God wears a cloak of crocodile hide.

You Christians are suckers for every fad,
you cast off skin garments and dressed up like whites,
your ears are tinkling for white man’s booze,
but whites won’t touch a drop of yours.

Every Sunday you romp on the veld,
kicking a football, whacking a racquet,
clothing your shame in the name of God:
Satan’s struck dumb in amazement.

You’re bereft of love, bereft of all,
yet you proclaim a God of love:
that faith of yours stands just as tall
as I do down on my knees.

If you ever try to come near us again,
we Reds will roast you like meat.
But I’m not saying the word of God
is entirely barren of truth.

Peace!

share 
 Translation: 2007, Jeff Opland
From: The Nation’s Bounty: the Xhosa Poetry of Nontsizi Mgqwetho
Publisher: Wits University Press, Johannesburg, 2007, 1868144518

Translator's Note: In Johannesburg, as her poetry makes abundantly clear, Nontsizi was a member of a women’s prayer union, a manyano, committed to campaigning against the lax morals of the city, especially as they affected young women. Although she is fond of rural imagery and often speaks as a red-blanketed traditionalist, Nontsizi’s poetry is distinctively urban, occasionally spiced with Zulu, English and Afrikaans words, recording earthquakes in Johannesburg, condemning blacks who ape white fashion and above all, expressing the manyano’s concerns, bemoaning the lax morals in the cities of the school-educated youth. 
















THE SLAVE DEALER – THOMAS PRINGLE
From ocean's wave a Wanderer came,
With visage tanned and dun:
His Mother, when he told his name,
Scarce knew her long-lost son;
So altered was his face and frame
By the ill course he had run.

There was hot fever in his blood,
And dark thoughts in his brain;
And oh! to turn his heart to good
That Mother strove in vain,
For fierce and fearful was his mood,
Racked by remorse and pain.

And if, at times, a gleam more mild
Would o'er his features stray,
When knelt the Widow near her Child,
And he tried with her to pray,
It lasted not for visions wild
Still scared good thoughts away.

"There's blood upon my hands!" he said,
"Which water cannot wash;
It was not shed where warriors bled 
It dropped from the gory lash,
As I whirled it o'er and o'er my head,
And with each stroke left a gash.

"With every stroke I left a gash,
While Negro blood sprang high;
And now all ocean cannot wash
My soul from murder's dye;
Nor e'en thy prayer, dear Mother, quash
That Woman's wild death-cry!

"Her cry is ever in my ear,
And it will not let me pray;
Her look I see her voice I hear 
As when in death she lay,
And said, 'With me thou must appear
On God's great Judgment-day!'"

"Now, Christ from frenzy keep my son!"
The woeful Widow cried;
"Such murder foul thou ne'er hast done 
Some fiend thy soul belied!" 
" Nay, Mother! the Avenging One
Was witness when she died!

"The writhing wretch with furious heel
I crushed no mortal nigh;
But that same hour her dread appeal
Was registered on high;
And now with God I have to deal,
And dare not meet His eye!"


















YOUR CATTLE ARE PLUNDERED – ISAAC WAUCHOPE
Your cattle are plundered, compatriot!
After them! After them!
Lay down the musket,
Take up the pen.
Seize paper and ink:
That’s your shield.
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Your rights are plundered!
Grab a pen,
Load, load it with ink;
Sit in your chair,
Don’t head for Hoho:
Fire with your pen.
Press on the page,
Engage your mind;
Focus on facts,
And speak loud and clear;
Don’t rush into battle:
Anger stutters.
(Isigidimi samaXosa 1 June 1882: 5)














Poem: The Contraction and Enclosure of the Land by St J. Page Yako
 (Translated from isiXhosa by Robert Kavanagh and Z.S. Qangule)
Thus spake the heirs of the land
Although it is no longer ours.
This land will be folded like a blanket
till it is like the palm of a hand.
The racing ox will become entangled in the wire,
Too weak to dance free, it will be worn
Out by the dance of the yoke and the plough.
They will crowd us together like tadpoles
In a calabash ladle. Our girls
Will have their lobola paid with paper.
Coins that come and go, come and go.
Blood should not be spilled, so they say
Nowadays, to unite the different peoples;
Until we no longer care for each other,
As a cow licks her calf, when love
And nature urges her to do so.
Can money bring people together?
Yes, a man may have words with his son’s wife,
His son need no longer respect her mother.
Yes, we fold up our knees
It’s impossible to stretch out,
because the land has been hedged in.










 To Whom it May Concern by Sipho Sepamla
South Africa / 1973
Born in Soweto in 1932, Sipho Sepamla was of one South Africa's most prolific poets. This poem, in particular, is a satirical take on the pass books that Black South Africans were forced to carry during apartheid.
Bearer
Bare of everything but particulars
Is a Bantu
The language of a people in Southern Africa
He seeks to proceed from here to there
Please pass him on
Subject to these particulars
He lives
Subject to the provisions of the Urban Natives Act of 1925
Amended often
To update it to his sophistication
Subject to the provisions of the said Act
He may roam freely within a prescribed area
Free only from the anxiety of conscription
In terms of the Abolition of Passes Act
A latter day amendment
In keeping with the moon-age naming
Bearer’s designation is Reference number 417181
And (he) acquires a niche in the said area
As a temporary sojourner
To which he must betake himself
At all times
When his services are dispensed with for the day
As a permanent measure of law and order
Please note
The remains of R/N 417181
Will be laid to rest in peace
On a plot
Set aside for Methodist Xhosas
A measure also adopted
At the express request of the Bantu
In anticipation of any faction fight
Before the Day of Judgement.


Could you not Write Otherwise? *
Could you not write otherwise, this woman said to me,
Could you not write of things really poetical?
Of many-coloured birds dipping their beaks
Into many-coloured flowers?
Of mine machinery standing up, you know,
Gaunt, full of meaning, against the sky? 
Must you write always of black men and Indians,
Of half-castes and Jews, Englishmen and Afrikaners,
Of problems insoluble and secret fears
That are best forgotten?
You read the paper, you post your letters,
You buy at the store like any normal being,
Why then must you write such things? 
Madam, really, since you ask the question,
Really, Madam, I do not like to mention it
But there is a voice that I cannot silence.
It seems I have lived for this, to obey it
To pour out the life-long accumulation
Of a thousand sorrowful songs.
I did not ask for this destination
I did not ask to write these same particular songs. 
Simple I was, I wished to write but words,
And melodies that had no meanings but their music
And songs that had no meaning but their song.
But the deep notes and the undertones
Kept sounding themselves, kept insistently
Intruding themselves, like a prisoned tide
That under the shining and the sunlit sea
In caverns and corridors goes underground thundering. 
Madam, I have no wish to be cut off from you
I have no wish to hurt you with the meanings
Of the land where you were born.
It was with unbelieving ears I heard
My artless songs become the groans and cries of men.
And you, why you may pity me also,
For what I do when such a voice is speaking,
What can I speak but what it wishes spoken?

Alan Paton







ME, COLOURED
by Peter Abrahams

Aunt Liza.
Yes?
What am I?
What are you talking about?
I met a boy at the river.
He said he was Zulu.
She laughed.
You are Coloured.
There are three kinds of people:
White people, Coloured people,
And Black people.
The White people come first,
Then the Coloured people,
Then the Black people.
Why?Because it is so











	
	SOMETIMES WHEN IT RAINS 
By Gcina Mhlophe

Sometimes when it rains
I smile to myslef
And think of times when as a child
I'd sit by myself
And wonder why people need clothes

Sometimes when it rains
I think of times
when I'd run into the rain
shouting 'Nkce - nkce mlanjana
when will I grow?
I'll grow up tomorrow!'

Sometimes when it rains
I think of times
when I watched goats
running so fast from the rain
while sheep seemed to enjoy it

Sometimes when it rains
I think of times
when we had to undress
carry the small bundles of uniforms and books
on our heads
and cross the river after school.

Sometimes when it rains
I remember times
when it would rain hard for hours
and fill our drum
so we didn't have to fetch water
from the river for a day or two

Sometimes when it rains
rains for many hours without break
I think of people
who have nowhere to go
no home of their own
and no food to eat
only rain water to drink

Sometimes when it rains
rains for days without break
I think of mothers
who give birth in squatter camps
under plastic shelters
at the mercy of cold angry winds

Sometimes when it rains
I think of 'illegal' job seekers
in big cities
dodging police vans in the rain
hoping for darkness to come
so they can find some wet corner to hide in

Sometimes when it rains 
rains so hard hail joins in
I think of life prisoners
in all the jails of the world
and wonder if they still love
to see the rainbow at the end of the rain

Sometimes when it rains
with hail stones biting the grass
I can't help thinking they look like teeth
many teeth of smiling friends
then I wish that everyone else
had something to smile about.

Questions:
	1.
	Refer to stanza 1.  What is the significance of wondering "why people need clothes"?  What attitude does this question convey?

	2.
	Pick three adjectives to describe the child in stanza 2.

	3.
	What does stanza 3 reveal about where the poet grew up?

	4.
	Describe the change between the first three stanzas and stanzas 4-5.

	5.
	What do these stanzas reveal about how life was for the poet?

	6.
	In stanzas 6-7, the poet adds a line to the refrain.  Quote the addition, and suggest reasons why the poet now includes it.

	7.
	How is the focus of stanzas 6-7 different from previous stanzas?  What does this reveal about the poet's journey towards maturity?

	8.
	Supply five words to describe the tone (emotion) of stanza 8.  Contrast the tone to that of stanzas 1-3, stanzas 4- 5, and stanzas 6-7.

	9.
	What quality is the rain given in stanzas 9-10 that differs from in previous stanzas?

	10.
	Explain the bitter-sweetness of the poem.
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