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1\fn{The numbers in brackets are page citations to the reference from which the quote was taken }
I cannot be courted by a person from a common village. (21)
*
We consider that we are the Queen of England’s children. You have protected us ever since the Zulu war and it
is now with sorrow that we learn our Mother the Queen wants to send us from under her wing and hand us over to
the hawks that will devour us. Whenever you, our Mother, have asked us to assist your troops, we have obeyed,
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even to the shedding of our blood in your cause. But this was nothing but what we, as your children, were in duty
bound to do, and we did it willingly, knowing that our Mother would always, as long as we did no wrong, take
care of us.
We have always been afraid of the Boers. We have lived beside them ever since they came into the Transvaal.
The country they occupy adjacent to our territory was once ours, but our people have been driven from the land
by reason of the unjust and cruel acts of their Boer masters, and now there are scarcely any living on the farms.
(27)
*
It is good. We will see what happens next. (37)
*
{The aim … of the Order-in-Council was } to destroy our national life and put an end to our separate existence,
merging us indiscriminately among the scattered tribes of the Transvaal. (38)
*
The Proclamation turned me out of the country … [it] would place us in the position of kaffirs to the Whites.
… We paid homage to the late Queen. I am not satisfied with the Proclamation … and I ask to be allowed to
represent the case in England. (38)
*
This child will fight for the nation and bring us back our land. (42)
*
As Swaziland would no doubt enter the Union at some future date she was in sympathy with any efforts
tending towards the betterment of the conditions under which Union natives live, and for this reason her son
Malunge had become a member of the Native Congress. (W, under her name)
*
{Eight lads should accompany Sobhuza} wherever he may be sent for his education so that on his return to Swaziland
he may have around him during his term of office men of ability to assist him in furthering the development of his
country as well as the welfare of his people { and three girls to receive education in their own right, and also to do things, } like
sewing buttons, washing and ironing shirts, which men were not expected to know. (49-50)
*
We decided that he and his companions must go next month under any cost to school. I told them that if any
trouble should arise about the war the Resident Commissioner would see that he is looked after and protected.
(50)
*
{Labotsibeni thanked the Resident Commissioner for his sympathy in the} sad and irreparable loss of my beloved and only
daughter. This has affected my health to a very great extent. (54)
*
{Labotsibeni and the chiefs desired that Sobhuza be} formally installed this year. (55)
*
{Labotsibeni favored one Grandson as a private tutor to Sobhuza } on the grounds that he advances more quickly under his
tuition. (55)
*
The young chief—Sobhuza—has this morning\fn{September 27, 1919} become of age and he has to be attended
by doctors which will take a few days to complete the ceremony. The doctors are not here and we have to send for
them which means time also. (58)
*
You have to go gradually into degrees of promotion. (60)
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Office of the Swazi Nation,
Zombode Royal Kraal,
22nd December 1921.
His Honour
The Resident Commissioner, for Swaziland.
Honourable Sir:
This is the day I have always longed for. It has now come at last like a dream which has come true.
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King Mbandzeni died in October 1889, (thirty two years ago). As from that day my life has been one burdened
with an awful responsibility and anxiety. It has been a life full of the deepest emotions that a woman has ever had.
The Swazi Nation placed me in charge of the whole affairs of their country as Queen, in the place of their dead
King and I have acted as Regent during the minority of two of their minor kings. Bhunu died after only a very
short life leaving me with the responsibility of bringing up his infant son and heir. I rejoice that I now present him
to Your Honor, in your capacity as head of the Administration of Swaziland.
He is yet young as Your Honor can see. He shall constantly require my advice. I and the Nation have every
confidence in him. I have brought him up as a Swazi prince should be brought up. His spirit is in entire accord
with the traditions and the feelings and the aspirations of his countrymen and what is more I have given him the
opportunity to obtain the very best training which any native youth can obtain here in South Africa.
I beg to thank Your Honor for all the help which you gave me in opening such facilities for the prince’s
education. His going away from me always gave me pain, which only stopped when I saw him return having
grown greater in stature and in knowledge. In him I feel that I have done all that as his grandmother and Queen I
could possibly do.
I have asked Your Honour to come here and bear me witness before him and the Council of the Nation, to the
effect that I have never sold even a single right of the Nation. I have never given away any of their land or people
to others. I stand before them with clean hands. All my books are open for his inspection.
Perhaps Your Honor is asking himself as to what my position is now to be and what relationship shall exist
between the new Paramount Chief and myself. All this is governed by our ancient customs. I shall reply shortly.
He will lead the Nation and deal with the Administration as King of his people and I shall remain greater by the
influence which my position holds over him and over the Councils of the Nation. My duties towards him and the
Nation will never cease until death. There is no truth in the fiction that the old Swazi Queens are always killed or
done away with. Look at our history. They all lived their natural life out except one who was killed through her
own open rebellion. .
In conclusion I desire to introduce to Your Honor, in your capacity as head of the Swaziland Administration
and local chief representative of His Royal Highness the High Commissioner, this my grandson, Sobhuza II, the
Paramount Chief of Swaziland and King of the Swazi Nation. In doing this I commend him to your friendly
assistance and help. I cannot give him my experience. During my time I have had the friendly help of five noble
High Commissioners and that of three honorable Resident Commissioners of this country. I thank Your Honor and
them all for all the assistance which you have always been ready and willing to give me. The Administration will
henceforth address all its communications direct to him. Sobhuza II gets his name title and position by the right of
inheritance from his ancient House whose Princes have ruled over the Swazi Nation from time immemor-ial. I bid
your Honor farewell.
Most faithfully Yours,
Queen Regent of the Swazi Nation,
Labotsibeni
266.96 Quotations, Speeches and Letters Of The Ngwenyama\fn{King Sobhuza II (July 22, 1899-August 21, 1982)}
Zombodze, Shiselweni District, Swaziland (M) 24
Of course it was happy, like that of all children. Naturally I was sad when I was punished … it is the duty of
the elders to be strict and we had to bear our punishment with strength and beg forgiveness. (36)\fn{ In what follows,
those quoted portions of the King’s letters are presented for easy references as indented paragraphs reduced in typeface; free citations are
left in normal text style; and both are cited by page numbers of the original text. Bracketed material is used to indicate portions of
documents which are probably in the original, but have not been communicated by the biographer. Finally, the term “UQ” is used to
identify alleged quotations from the King for which I can find no cited authority in the text:H }

*
The old man\fn{Edgar Mzoli, one of the King’s early childhood teachers} would wave his stick about and make us say
“AA BB CC”; but only after a long time did I see their connection. I never took notice of what was there on the
board. I took it just as a song and as we were singing ABC, I used to watch a wasp build its nest in the classroom.
Then one day the teacher came and took out one boy and said, “Point out H,” and then he pointed it out.
“Will you point out M?” He pointed it out.
Then I began to realize that I was required to know all those cold marks. Then I began studying, as boys and
girls were being asked before he came to me. (43)
*
I will always bear a grudge against anyone who refuses to allow me to go to school. (49)
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11 May 1916 (51)
His Honour, the Acting Resident Commissioner
Dear Sir.
I thank you heartily for your letter I received yesterday from Rev. Mr. Henderson. It interested
me very much to learn that you are remembering us, as we do you. As you perhaps know, I am in
the sixth standard and I am enjoying my work and I think doing well. I hope I will pass the
standard at the end of the year and that my people will be pleased with my work here in Lovedale.
I have joined the “Flying Stars” football club and I like the game very much.
The holidays will be soon here and I had been wondering what I can do during that time. It is
too far to go to Swaziland for so short a time and I do not want to stay here. Will you, Sir, advise
me please what to do. I think I’ll also speak to Mr. Henderson.
I hope all things are doing well in Swaziland and again thanking you for your kindness, I have
the honour to be sir,
Your Obd’ Servant,
Sobhuza Nkosi
*
The English are a rich and wonderful people. I do not think there is enough money in all Swaziland to buy
this place. (52)
*
I reflected on this, and never again called myself Benjamin or let anyone else do so, and I also always
addressed those who had come with me by their home names. (53)
*
Ncwala is necessary for Kingship. When there is no King, there is no Ncwala. (72)
*
It does not help a cause if you are dead. Try other ways first. (75-76)
*
I shall now hear the message with which you have been entrusted (76)
*
Your Royal Highness is already fully acquainted with the volume of the grievances of the Nation and that the
Nation has decided to ask me to form a deputation to proceed to England on appeal to the British Government. To
this I have already given my consent and I therefore pray that it may please Your Royal Highness to grant the
necessary facilities for passports for myself and the Chiefs who shall accompany me to England on the Mission.
… There is nothing very much to speak to Your Royal Highness about. I thank you very much and am glad to hear
that you will come down again to see us and that you will bring the Princess and the Earl of MacDuff. I also thank
you very much indeed that our deputation is being allowed to proceed to England, and we are very pleased to hear
that His Majesty the King may be able to receive us. We appreciate that very much.
I regret Your Royal Highness that the present I intended giving you has been left behind, but I will hand it to
the Resident Commissioner to forward to you. The gift is one that is used by our Royal Regiment. It is carried by
the Regiment when they are going out. I thank your Royal Highness very much for coming to see us. (80)
*
The King of England follows English customs well. We and the English have much in common. Like us, they
respect their tradition. (83)
*
The Duke of Devonshire did not give us what we asked for. He said he could not see sufficient reason for
disturbing what had been done by his predecessor, but I have had a first-class time all the same. Your country is
just—oh, wonderful. It is so big and there are so many people in it—where do they all come from? What is the
most wonderful thing I saw? Perhaps it was the theatre; I went to the Hippodrome—oh the fairies flying in the air
were beautiful—I have never seen that before. (83)
*
Of course, we must help him. He is one of us. (84)
*
No man is without fear and I was still young. (84)
*
[9 September 1924] (87)
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The Council as well as the ex-Queen Regent desire that Your Honour shall exercise no Official
Authority over the Fund as they desire that this Fund should ever remain under the control of this
Council. I associate myself with this view.
Yours faithfully,
Sobhuza II
*
According to custom, in any proceedings affection the nation, one of our own people should be present, who
would personally report on his return so that there could be no misunderstanding. (87-88)
*
[15 June 1925] (91-92)
May it please Your Royal Highness:
We, the Paramount Chief, Chiefs and people of the Swazi Nation beg to extend to Your Royal
Highness\fn{Edward, Prince of Wales} a most respectful and hearty welcome to our country.
We know that your programme necessitates constant travelling and we appreciate very much
the fact that notwithstanding our long distance from a railway, Your Royal Highness has not
forgotten us. Our ex-Ndlovukazi has been unable to attend here to participate personally in the
welcome to Your Royal Highness.
We pray that Your Royal Highness may take from Swaziland from South Africa the most
pleasant memories of your visit, which we on our part shall always remember with feelings of
devotion to Your Royal Highness’ person. May Your Royal Highness be pleased to accept our
presents which we hope will serve as a remembrance of Your Royal Highness’ visit to Swaziland.
In conclusion we beg that Your Royal Highness may carry to His Majesty the King our
protector, our most humble and respectful message of loyalty and devotion.
Signed on behalf of the Chiefs and people of the Swazi nation.
[Sobhuza II]
Paramount Chief of Swaziland
*
I am standing up here just to speak to what the other Chiefs have said and to explain the origin of this case;
how it started and until it came to its present stage.
It started in this way … our children and great-grandchildren will always say the British Government said,
when the Swazis went to fight in the Sekukuniland War, they were going to be looked after by the Government;
the British people guaranteed that we should have the right forever over this land.
Sir Evelyn Wood came and gave us all these guarantees; he conferred with the King and he left leaving the
King with a guarantee that this land was to be his sole property. The King of course was King over his own
country, and some people came and said,
“We come with your permission; let us graze there.” One said,
“I would like to graze in that particular portion of land there.” They explained themselves and there was
plainly trouble about the grazing of their stock and this and that, and the King said,
“I might just as well allow them to graze their stock.”
When you give a white man anything at all he likes to have something in writing; a sort of document showing
that a farmer has been given permission by the King to graze on such and such a portion, so that when any other
man comes and interferes and wants to graze in the same area he can say,
“Well, I have got this document from the owner of the land.”
That document is made for Europeans only. It is not necessary for a Swazi to have any document at all in
connection with the grazing of his stock because the Swazi has a natural right over the land. That document to
which I have referred serves as a letter to show another white man that on a particular place permission has been
given to graze. Such documents started before the time of Mr. Shepstone.
It was said that Mbandine had sold, well, that is a wrong interpretation
Your Honour, the Resident Commissioner said Mbandine made a mistake by giving those people documents,
and some of the speakers asked,
“Why did not the Government interfere and stop Mbandine from doing wrong?” Your Honour replied that if
the Government had not interfered everything would have gone wrong.
What I want to be considered is this: did Mbandine do wrong in giving those people those documents? …
After Mr. Shepstone arrived in Swaziland he spoke to the King and with the King. All the Concessionaires
were called up—all the people who had been given concessions were called up. The Concessionaires appointed a
Committee to act on their behalf. Then Mr. Shepstone spoke to the Committee and said it was best that everything
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should come before him and be written down. After that the King called up the Committee representing all those
people who had been given documents. He then explained to these people that it must be understood that the land
was not sold to them. He said,
“I only allow you people to graze and go away; I only hire the grazing rights to you and you must go away.”
That is all. I would like to read what the King himself said. I am quoting from the record:
“I wish it also to be known that nobody shall force kafirs to work on concessions, nor beat them if they refuse
to do so. I have not sold you the ground, you have simply got a lease of it.”
Those are really Mbandine’s words when he addressed that Committee … 17th May, 1887. It is said that after
the King had finished talking to the people there was applause from the Concessionaires. Why did not they then
object and say to the King,
“You sold us land and we have only small grazing rights.” When applause is given it shows you are thankful
and pleased at what has been done
What I say, Sir, it is not Mbandine who made the mistake but the Government did wrong too; it came here and
did wrong. What I have explained, Sir, I think is quite clear to Your Honour, because the Attorney General says
even if the Concessions were not granted the Government would have done what it wanted.
Well, we are still in danger because the Government is liable to do anything it likes … The guarantees have
been altered many a time. We went to the Sekukuni War, fought there and were given a guarantee that we should
remain on the land undisturbed; King Mbandine gave out Concessions and the Government turned round and
altered the Concessions to whatever it liked. It is quite easy for a Government to do anything it likes; if it turns
round and says, “These Native Areas shall be turned into farms”, it could be done quite easily.
Without our knowledge the British Government gave us to the South African Republic Government to look
after us, to govern us; that is when the word Protectorate was introduced into this Country.
With regard to the guarantees, the South African Republic Government respected them all. When the British
Government took over, there was not one that was kept right.\fn{ A note reads: He then made his point in an allegory, a style
which later became characteristic of his oratory}
I was just reading it in the Fairy Tales. It appears that a Princess was going to marry a Prince of a certain Nation. There
was a hitch on the part of the Bridegroom … On the day of the wedding when the Bride’s party went to meet the
Bridegroom’s party there came a flying horse ridden by an Indian. It was said by the messenger on that flying horse,
“I am sent here by the Bridegroom’s party to take the Bride on my flying horse.”
The Princess rode on that horse very nicely. The horse started and the Indian let the horse go and it ascended; the horse
flew a distance; the Princess became suspicious of where they were going, and after a time she came to know she was
being taken away (kidnapped). It appeared there was no way of getting away from the horse so she thought she might just
as well stick on the horse. After that the Indian descended and landed on the earth. When the Princess alighted she found
there a hunting party—people were hunting.
After she dismounted, seeing the hunters knocking about, she started crying; where they alighted the Princess cried and
the Prince of that particular territory hearing the noise came to the scene. The Indian said,
“Well, this is my wife.”
The Princess denied all knowledge of this, contradicted him and explained how she had been taken from where she
was originally, and how she came to be in that particular place. After the Prince heard what had happened and finding out
that the Indian who had abducted the girl was of bad character, he ordered that the Indian should be killed straight away,
and he was accordingly killed by the troops of the Prince.
The Princess thanked her lucky stars that she was safe. The horse was taken by the troops to the Prince’s place. When
they arrived at the kraal, the Prince, looking at this Princess, loved her and said,
“She is now my wife.”
The Princess again became sad because she did not love that Prince. The Princess had hoped that the Prince would be
good enough to send her along with an escort back to her original place. The Prince said,
“You are here now; you cannot get away. The fact is you will be my wife.” To the Prince’s surprise, she said,
“I have just got in the same corner again.”
Well what the Princess did was to pretend to be mad. I cannot go any further with this story of mine, but she pretended
to be mad. Your Honour, my explanation of this story of the Princess and Prince is just by way of illustration of what I
have been explaining.
First of all when the South African Republic was governing Swaziland we thought we were in torment. When the
British Government came in it was worse.
*
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We hear what is said through whispers. We are not spoken to as men, but it is our life that is discussed. If
England is going to throw us away, let them tell us so that we can be prepared. It should be done while we still
have some bargaining power. Now both England the Union\fn{of South Africa} can oppress us. (100) UQ
*
To whom are they responsible? They have grabbed power. It has not been given to them. They are not chiefs.
(100) UQ
*
There are too many tingwadla, too many tsotsis, too much fighting, too little inhlonoipho. It is good to visit,
not to live there. … There are better schools in the Union, and people are able to learn trades and earn more
money. We lose our educated because they are not given positions in our own country. (101) UQ
*
Men should always get together when confronted with problems. Even if we can’t solve them it is good to
discuss and share opinions. Msimang is right to speak of our troubles and then to point out that we must find
solutions. A brave man is ready to die in war. But he should not start a fight simply to show his bravery. (102)
*
Why was it necessary to form separate associations? Might they not create a gulf between educated and uneducated? Wasn’t it rather the duty of the educated, or of those who considered themselves educated, to influence
others by mixing with them and by discussing matters with them, rather than by talking only amongst themselves?
(103)
*
The thing we need is knowledge. Our children should go to England, France, America, everywhere, and then
when they return they will be able to raise up the nation. (105)
*
Children no longer obey the law of the land, and when they throw away our customs they say they are
following the laws of whites but really they don’t understand these laws because they only get a little of the ways
of the whites, who then say “these people know nothing” and criticize us. … Choose the good from the customs
of others and join it with the good which is in our own traditions. Only in that way can we go forward as a selfrespecting nation. In order to do this you must know your own customs and start out from them. True education is
more than book learning, wisdom is greater than knowledge. (105)
*
When a girl agrees to accept a boy as a lover, she goes publicly with a group of girls in bright dance costume to
the lilawu\fn{Barracks} of the boys and they call out the name of the boy she has chosen, and sing and dance. But
mission children are afraid, and play with each other secretly, even when they are still young; sometimes you can
see its effects—they do not glow, they are weak. The missionaries force this secrecy, and if they see two of their
converts love each other, even if they are just children, try to force them to marry. If the boy doesn’t want to, he
runs away. The girls that are pregnant are disgraced. (105-106)
*
Does he say a priest can give salvation? Isn’t he a man like us? Can he save us from suffering? Or close off
death? It troubles me to listen to someone who speaks with the voice of God. Is there a person on earth who has
the truth to say he can forgive me my sins? Only God can do that. Has he seen God with his eyes, heard him with
his ears? We too have God. We know he created us and we have seen his work. (110)
*
If there is one God whom we all believe in how do you know that my way of speaking to him is not as good as
yours? (110)
*
Is religion a business that you must fight for God’s customers? (110)
*
The rule underlying all land disputes is that chiefs and their followers should be as friendly to one another as
possible, as has been the case in the past. The chief awarded judgment should not spitefully interfere with the
followers of the other chief, but should give them equal justice unless they prove to be still imbued with the spirit
of dispute, when it becomes necessary that they should be removed to their original chief.\fn{ From an undated letter
by Sobhuza II explaining the interpretation of a rule to the Administration (112) }
*
If a chief does good it is because his people are good, if he does evil it is because the people let him. A chief
must feel with his people and take his stand from their wishes, not from his own self interests. It is also to his
advantage to draw people towards him, not drive them to seek the protection of another, not to ignore them but to
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recognize their budvodza.\fn{Manly worth} He must not waste people or treat them brutally. They in turn must be
loyal and trustworthy. If they criticize you let them speak in the open, then only can you respect them. (112-113)
*
The white man’s court speaks the white man’s law. A Swazi who wants to take his case there rather than before
a chief generally has something to hide or is acting out of spite. (113)
*
If a person feels shame, it is not necessary to destroy him. He is a person you can teach. But since people are
different some only learn the hard way. Even the children of one mother are different and need to be treated
differently. (127)
*
Indirect rule is an instrument which was devised by persons of unusual gifts among Europeans, and has indeed
done a very great amount of good in the hands of understanding Administrators, but it unfortunately happens that
when European Officers wish to discover the best means of administering natives they almost invariably consult
other Europeans who are self-styled “Native Experts”, instead of consulting the natives themselves who are better
qualified to understand the subject …
There are places where it can operate successfully and there are places where it cannot work with success. It is
for this reason that indirect rule is applied where people welcome it. To make the principle of indirect rule apply
in order to preserve the Native Institutions where you find them still intact and in full operation, you do not
necessarily have first to destroy them, and vest yourself with its authority, and give them back again to the same
people. If that is the case it would be the most dangerous instrument and it would be incompatible with the
statement that the white man is there as trustee who, in the course of time when the Africans shall have attained
the knowledge of ruling themselves efficiently, would disappear.\fn{ The author’s text reads: He then elaborated Swazi
objections to three main points in the “Native Authority Proclamation”. He dealt first with the provisions in regard to the recognition and
powers of the “Paramount Chief”:}

Is the Paramount Chief after being fully installed under native law and custom, a policy strictly and
constitutionally recognized under the Convention of 1894, not recognized? Does the Government or the natives
themselves doubt his position? Undoubtedly not. We also note that his powers and functions are to be defined. Are
his powers and functions new, or does he derive his powers from the High Commissioner, or from the native
institutions? If his powers have to be defined by the High Commissioner or prescribed … it means it is no
recognition but creation of a new appointment, so that the Paramount Chief now can no longer be connected with
his past long lineage, neither can he claim those rights his predecessors enjoyed as protected under the
Convention of 1894 … Instead of preserving and maintaining the rights of our people it goes to destroy
them.\fn{The text then says: Then he criticized the regulations for the appointment of chiefs.}
Now to be a Chief will depend on his personal efficiency, which is not our custom; efficiency is not expected
from the Chief alone but from himself and his council … in the long run we shall have no original chiefs, but only
persons with required qualifications\fn{I.e., required by the British Administration} … How can we be expected to accept
to be made the basis of transition when we know that in course of time such appointment based on hereditary
rights will soon disappear?\fn{ The text reads: Finally, he argued against the requirement that Natives assist in carrying out the
duties imposed upon the Paramount Chief:}
In this are we following the European form and policy of Government or the native form of Government?
Certainly not the former and still not the latter … there is no provision in our constitution which imposes
duties on the Paramount Chief etc. which may come from the High Commissioner, and the people know what
duties they are expected to carry out as are required under their native law and custom.
Where the High Commissioner expects any duties to be performed by the inhabitants of a protectorate it
should not be discriminate but should affect both natives and whites. What is good for the whites is good for the
natives and what is bad for the whites is bad for the natives
It must also be remembered that the assumption by the High Commissioner of the powers of the Councils
entitles him to full sovereignty over native law and custom, and as such to all rights of land which is administered
in accordance with the native law and custom, thus now having the effect of turning the native areas into Crown
Lands.
Secondly it would make our defence against transfer impracticable as no other rights under native institutions
shall have been left to be considered, respected and protected.\fn{ Memorandum dated 7 September 1939: (134-135)}
*
Why should God’s chosen people be persecuted? … To me, there are good Jews and bad Jews; good Germans
and bad Germans; good Italians and bad Italians. People’s hearts are not alike. … The leaders of the country must
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decide; they must see if war is necessary; they must consider their people. But once the war is declared a real man
does not know how to refuse to fight for his country. (137)
*
I give you God and Mswati. When you are in difficulties just remember these two. Go well and good luck.
(141)
*
… From the time of my grandfather, King Umbandeni, Swaziland has never failed to respond to the call from
Great Britain when her help was needed. Once again in the course of the present conflict, that call has come and
has been responded to by the offer of men and material.
It might therefore appear inconsistent with this response that just when the British peoples are fully occupied
with the defence of the realm and the need to bring the existing conflict to a successful conclusion, a Petition
should be presented to the King-in-Parliament, setting forth the grievances of the Swazi nation and seeking
redress therefore. Indeed it was not our desire to do this at the present stage but we were impelled thereto by the
wishes of the Swaziland Administration, which in spite of our entreaties will not allow us to wait until the end of
the war.
The reason for this is that it is desired to have proclaimed the proposed laws regarding the appointment and
powers of the Chiefs, against which the Swazi nation has objected. The Nation sees in the proposed legislation not
only the complete destruction of native customary law, particularly as regards the hereditary rights of
chieftainship and the laws of succession pertaining thereto, but also the destruction of our present status and our
constitutional relationship with the British Government.
The Swazi Nation desires to develop the economic and social organization of its people in conformity with its
needs, and those needs must inevitably be related to sufficiency of land and the protection of the rights of the
Nation in the land. Closely interwoven with these fundamental interests of the Swazis are the rights of
Chieftainship.
The Swazi Nation seriously fears that legislation which tends to undermine the basis of the Chieftainship of the
Nation, rights cherished from time immemorial, must ultimately also adversely affect their rights and interest in
the land. …\fn{The author of this book then provided the following excerpt from the Petition proper (sections 52-60) as Appendix II on
pages 350-351 just before the bibliography at the back of her book:}
Your Petitioner submits that there is no moral justification for the interference with two main aspects of the life
of the people:
(1) the methods by which the Paramount Chief and the other Chiefs succeed to their respective offices;
(2) the powers exercised by the Paramount Chief and other Chiefs.
Your Petitioner submits that these two aspects are fundamentally rooted in the native customs of the people
and should in no way be interfered with unless clearly injurious to the welfare of the people. For any other reason
to tamper with the ancient heritage of the Swazi Nation would be to break faith with all that has gone before, with
the guarantees given by the British Government and the reiterated promises of good faith.
If the proposed legislation were to be passed in the form suggested it would mean not only that complete
despotic power of deposition of Chiefs, Sub-Chiefs and Headmen would be placed in the hands of the High
Commissioner, but also that he would be able to refuse to recognize as Paramount Chief that person who by all
the rights of native law and custom is the rightful Paramount Chief.
It would mean that the voice of one man without any responsibility in law to the Nation could make and
unmake at his will and pleasure, a system so tyrannical and of such far-reaching consequences that Your Petitioner
submits, the British Government fighting as it is for the liberty of all freedom loving nations, would not allow
such to be forced upon an unwilling people.
Furthermore the powers of the Paramount Chief, should the proposed legislation come to pass, will be but the
reflection of what the High Commissioner desires. The Paramount Chief will but become the mouthpiece of the
High Commissioner and his ancient rights will no longer exist. He will no longer be the sole trustee and
representative of his people.
Your Petitioner says that the Swazi Nation is indeed aggrieved that this proposed state of affairs should even be
suggested. The Nation looks upon the Paramount Chief as being placed in his high office by the people
themselves, and as being the trustee of their ancient rights.
Your Petitioner and the National Council would accordingly be failing in their duty to their people if they did
not protest against this further inroad on the rights and customs of the Swazi Nation.
Your Petitioner desires for himself and the Swazi Nation to assure the members of the British Parliament of the
Nation’s sincere desire to continue the good relations which have existed in the past with the British Government.
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Your Petitioner accordingly humbly prays that Parliament will give effect to the aforegoing Petition by either
passing legislation to remove the grievances of the Swazi Nation or by appointing a commission with judicial
powers to consider the aforegoing Petition and in particular with regard to the following:
(a) To give effect to the promises and pledges which from time to time have been given by representatives of
Great Britain as to the internal independence of the Swazi Nation and the due recognition of the Paramount Chief
and other Chiefs and their succession and powers, according to native law and customs.
(b) To reject the proposed new proclamations taking away such internal independence and depriving the
Paramount Chief and the other Chiefs of their rights according to the said native law and custom.
(c) To restore to the Paramount Chief his heirs and successors in law, the title and interests in the Harrington
concession and to enter into an agreement binding in law with the Paramount Chief regarding the revenues
payable thereunder as well as to secure the liquidation of the Trust Fund created by Proclamation no. 9 of 1906.
(d) To secure that steps be taken to remedy the urgent needs of the Swazi Nation with reference to land so as to
save the people from retrogression and the much overstocked land from denudation and soil erosion.
(e) To secure that so far as possible the terms of all concessions be made to conform to the terms of the originnal grants with a view to protecting the rights of the natives in accordance with the intention of the grantor.
(f) To restore to the Paramount Chief and the Swazi Nation, title and interest in reversion over all concessions
and that the radical title in all land be revested in the Swazi Nation.
(g) To restore to the Paramount Chief and the Swazi Nation its rights to land and minerals which have been
taken away and vested in the High Commissioner as Crown Lands and Minerals.
(h) To authorize the definition of the Status of Swaziland under the provisions of the Convention of 1894 and
the Protocol of 1898, such to be a declaration of the position of Swaziland under the Constitutional Law of the
British Empire.\fn{In the Preface to a petition to “The Sovereign Legislative Body of Great Britain … to the People of England
through their chosen representatives”, drawn up in 1942: (143, 350-351)}
*
Let us make the most of the offer and not look a gift horse in the mouth. Also, to the British possession is ninetenths of the law. They say this land will be given to our soldiers. Can the British ever claim it back? (150)
*
Education and cooperation: they are the bolsters required for the support of the whole structure. (152)
*
They must learn to work together and respect each other. (153)
*
Warriors!
I notice that the texture of your complaints here today is the same matter for which I went to England to
complain about. It is true, and it is quite natural that you should complain about these things, not so much that you
complain as the fact that you are just continuing our requests for the fulfillment of those promises that were made
to your fathers and grandfathers when they came back after the Mshadza wars. As I told you when I sent you out
that you were not being sent out by me, but you are just another detachment of that regiment which went out to
Mshadza, and I told you that the young men of any nation are its atonement, its burnt offering sacrificed for the
well-being of that nation; it was with that understanding that I sent you out and I told you that you were not being
sent by me to the Army but it was my grandfather, Mbandzeni, who chose the British Government.
I am thankful that you have shown some of those people who do not like us that you are a nation amongst
others and several reports have been written about you—I have them at my Office. These are very good reports,
but it is not the time yet to praise and thank you for the work you have done there. I shall have my time for that
after the war when you come back and narrate stories of how you did all these performances, at Lobamba in the
kraal. At present even if I hear something good about you I dare not laugh out, I just smile to the side and hide my
smile because the time is not yet …
So I ask you once again to go back and finish the work that has been entrusted to you. (154)
*
Western schools are a new thing, but learning is old. Now the world is turning round, and the knowledge that is
brought together must be sifted. Why should our children be taught to despise our customs and disobey their
elders? (155)
*
When I think one of the councillors [of the Swazi National Council] is wrong, I must say so, just as when I
think Government is wrong. (158)
*
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The [Swazi National] Council would be surprised to find that the Resident Commissioner and the Superintendent of Education were discussing important matters with the [colonial] governing body first. The Council was
like a householder who employed a builder to work for him. It was the householder who decided what had to be
built and not the builder. Matters of principle should be discussed in the Council. The Council should say what
should go to the Board but it could not say what matters should not come before it. (158)
*
Your name, Sir Evelyn, reminds us of Sir Evelyn Wood who was sent into Swaziland by the British
Government after the distinguished services of the Swazi Regiments during some of the South African Wars in
1881. Through him the British pledges and guarantees … were given us … May I add that recently there has been
another such calling on our young men as was the case in 1881. These brave young men, whom we gave to serve
with His Majesty’s Armed Forces in the great World War, are the flower of our regiments in Swaziland and they
are the hope of our Nation, and through them we desire to show His Majesty and the British Government that we
are worthy of their continued trust and protection. …
Matsapha our National School, and the Native Authorities Proclamation are two great issues that need not only
great statesmanship, but a friend to wield them, and we trust you will fill this role so that we may look upon your
term of office with satisfaction and pride …
Matsapha, the Swazi National School, is one of our greatest prides—a “Morning Star” as it were—not only as
a national institution, but also because it is the big cauldron in which to mould and shape the minds and morals of
our young men and young women in the preparation for life and good citizenship. Here lies our treasure and it is
in this respect that I say we cherish Matsapha with great pride. …
Possibly you have heard that we are backward, unprogressive and difficult to deal with because we did not
readily accept the Proclamation. We may even have been misrepresented as having repudiated the Crown’s
powers to make certain laws in Swaziland.
This of course is not true. Our contention has been that the Crown pledged to us certain rights which it
undertook to respect. We feel sure that you will agree with us that we should not be doing justice to the British
Government, our country or ourselves if we accepted blindly any proposals put before us merely with intent to
please, or out of fear of being thought unprogressive only to find ourselves full of dissatisfaction and suspicion
and the disastrous consequences they might entail. (158-159)
*
You\fn{Thousands of assembled Swazi troops} see the hills and valleys watching you. Today they are smiling. When
you went away they were dark. (161)
*
Your short term of office as Resident Commissioner for this Territory\fn{ Eric Kellett Featherstone had been Resident
Commissioner since 1942} has been characterised by several events of great importance. Your task has been heavier
than that of your predecessors as one can see from the notable events which will always be associated with your
name and actions, namely: the Matsapha Constitution; the Native Land Settlement Work and laws therefore; the
Native Administration Proclamation; and the putting into effect of the grants from the Colonial Development and
Welfare Act.
All these are said to be for our ultimate benefit, but in actual fact so far Matsapha is the most outstanding
because of its Constitution, which was so prepared that it does not absorb our rights as a Nation, but places the
Government in a position of Guardianship. We are fully alive to the fact that if we as a Nation sit still, like a hen
which broods on her eggs and never shuffles them about with the result that they rot, we cannot hope to survive.
In everything we do, including the Proclamation already referred to, we hope for success on the lines you have so
often promised, i.e. (a) that these Proclamations are not intended as a means best calculated to bring about our
ultimate absorption, but that they turn to safeguard our traditional laws and customs in a modernised form; (b) in
our participation in the preparation of these Proclamations we have always maintained that they should be such
laws as will not bring about any disintegration of our institutions and customs which might cause friction between
the people and their hereditary leaders; (c) that we should not in future find ourselves so oppressed through these
Proclamations that we are not able to rise as a Nation.
We have always been made to understand that the policy of the British Government is to help young nations all
over the Empire to grow up to a stage where they can be able to stand on their own feet. However this year we
have read from newspapers with great concern that the established policy of the government of the Union of
South Africa is not to develop the Natives for their ultimate growth. These are conflicting policies which keep us
greatly concerned so that nothing should be done which might prejudice our position in the event of whatever
changes may take place.
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Another great event has been the return of our Swazi troops from the Army. These young we sacrificed as a
Nation for the freedom of the world in general and Swaziland in particular, in the same manner as those who
served in the Sekukuni War during the reign of my grandfather. Our hope is that through the victory achieved by
the great powers with our participation the promises given to the King Mbandzeni may be strengthened so that we
may enjoy the same freedom as other races of the world for which we have fought and conquered. Your term of
office has been the most difficult one for you have been burdened with the task of laying the foundation for the
big events which will be remembered for generations to come whether for good or evil. (162-163)
*
A man with nothing is open to crime; a man with too much grows greedy. (167)
*
Swaziland is not poor. The government servants are not poor. The settlers are not poor. We Swazi are poor.
(167)
*
Of course I respect the English, they follow their own traditions. But that does not mean that I must follow
them too. When we agree on one end we can still reach it by our different roads. (174)
*
Africans in their Union\fn{The Union of South Africa} are not singing! (176)
*
A King’s duty is to all the people. A King should not put his love for a woman above his love for the country.
(178)
*
Is working with your hands less important than with your eyes and mouth only? It depends on the needs of the
country. (182)
*
According to western custom you would be congratulated but in siSwati we sympathize with a person and feel
sorry for him when he is given such a great task which is between the grinder and the grinding stone. He will be
criticized and insulted by Africans on this side and by Europeans on the other. (186)
*
There is nothing so hard to get rid of as a redundant public servant who always sticks closer than a brother.
Also it is the usual experience that a department originally too big has an exceptional temptation, if not closely
employed with really useful business, pompously and industriously to engage in the task of spinning cocoons of
regulations and ritual around itself. (186)
*
There was much to do at home. The time was not right. (186)
*
14 May 1953
[to the Resident Commissioner of Swaziland]
We have had a beautiful sailing since we started out from Cape Town on the 1 st May. We crossed the equator a
little after midnight on Wednesday the 6th and then the sea, which up to that point had been somewhat rough, was
beautifully calm. The following morning we had the pleasure of seeing my daughter Gcinaphi and Sukati going
through Neptune’s initiation ceremony before they were presented with the certificates of the King of the Deep.
After so many days of voyage we were all very happy on the morning of the 9 th to see Africa again as we passed
Dakar and then landed for a short time at a Spanish island, Las Palmas, early in the morning on the 11 th. Then we
saw Spain as we passed and the French coast at noon today. The voyage has been so enjoyable that we think we
shall now object to return to Swaziland. (187)
*
Having got here in the winter months during my last visit to the U.K. it never occurred to me that the grass
could be so soft and green as I see it now. (188)
*
The head of our people must never drink pure water. The customs of different countries are not the same and
we must respect our men as well as those of others. We can’t throw off customs simply because they are hard to
follow but only if they are harmful. (189)
*
To do nothing but rest would make me very tired. (190)
*
Peacocks adorn nature, and they are as good as watchdogs—they give warning with their shrill cries. (193)
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*
We always knew that the country was rich in precious stones and different ores. (195)
*
By means of an Order-in-Council in a Protectorate the British Crown can break agreements, promises,
guarantees, pledges and assurances, can confiscate and extinguish rights in property and possess itself with its
protected people’s properties or do anything it pleases irrespective of whether it be moral or immoral without fear
of any court of law. …
Thank God to the Foolish King\fn{ Mbandzeni} who left a clear record in which he clarified the true position
about the concessions and in which the British Government, South African Republic and the concessionaires are
his principal witnesses. (197)
*
Death is the end of the flesh alone. Those down below stay well. …
People die, their work goes on (203)
*
Individual African buyers should of necessity receive the consent of the Swazi authority to guard against land
hunters who with pockets full of money may flood the country with a lot of undesirable characters—men who
often have prohibited immigrants as sleeping partners. (204)
*
This was the time to be careful. Which of you has ever heard of a person being killed while learning to ride a
bicycle? Danger is not present at that stage, but comes at the time when the rider starts swanking and putting his
feet on the handle bars as he rides. The expert swimmer dies in the water as the Swazi proverb says. I would not
wish that the appreciation of your work which I have expressed should so stimulate you traders as to make you
forget proper business caution. (207)
*
Experts often spend a long time first finding out and then telling us what we already know, but then they put
forward their own solutions without consulting us. (209)
*
We are met here to consider and talk about what is happening in the world today. We have seen from reading
newspapers and hearing radio reports that there is quite an unrest and a number of things happening around us. I
am sorry that the day has proved unsuitable in that we find that the weather is inclement and that therefore the
roads are not very nice to drive on; but I hope that that is an omen of something good that may come from what
we are trying to do here today. [ Rain is an auspicious omen. The speech was given on April 23, 1960. The author says that it was a
landmark in Swaziland political history, comparable to that of the meeting between Mbandzeni and the concessionaires . … The speech at
this meeting is so important and so typical of his approach that I quote the taped translation almost in full.]

The unrest and many disturbances that I have mentioned just now alarm us and cause us to wonder where the
world is leading to, and in particular Africa. The Prime Minister of the United Kingdom in his speech at Cape
Town mentioned something to the effect that Africa is on the crossroads—they did not know which side they
might have to choose of the two worlds, East or West; he was convinced that the only way to solve the problem
would be by treating the African people in a humane way, and in a way that would so satisfy them that they would
not join in the struggle that is at present taking place between the East and the West. But as we see the day to day
events taking place we feel unhappy about what is happening in Africa, so much so that we cannot pride ourselves
in Swaziland that we are not included in the struggles that are taking place elsewhere; nor can we say that we are
better off in any way.
I personally think that we are utterly in the midst of the trouble. There is no room for complacency.
The most disturbing factor which I think is the source of all trouble in Africa is fear. If only we could get rid of
that fear complex we would have solved all our problems. Let us consider what the source of fear is.
Now let me explain it in this way—a human being is an animal like other animals; then in this analogy
consider what animals do when they are in fear, and I come to certain conclusions. I have observed that an animal
such as a lion will kill a male cub when it is still young, kill it, because once it grows to maturity it may be a
danger to it. So is the case with a human being; it has also got that instinct, with this exception only—that a
human being has got the power of thinking ahead on any proposition before him. One finds two types of human
beings. There is one type that will bring up his children in such a way that they will become very cruel and
inhuman because they have been brought up in a rough way at home, and another type of person will bring up his
children in the spirit that they are his children, his responsibility and the future prop of his declining years. Even if
he beats the child he only does so in order to teach him or give him a training of some kind, and when he is grown
the child will say, “Oh how my father did beat me”; but the father will be in the position to say that “I wanted you
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to be a man and by my discipline I have brought you to what you are now”. And in his own private talks the child
will be able to tell his comrades and friends:
“You know, I was brought up by my father, under hard discipline, but that was good for me and has made me
what I am today.”
The other child who has been brought up in a brutal manner in a cruel way, when grown will try to do what
was done to him by his father.
We have come to the conclusion therefore that the difference between human beings and animals is that in the
case of human beings where the child has been brought up in a reasonable, humane way the child will develop to
be a good citizen but when the child has been brought up in a brutal and unreasonable way he may develop to be
something unruly, difficult and a bad man generally.
Next we come to consider what happens in the case of the treatment of races be they white or black. Let us
take for instance the case of Europeans and place them in the position of parents who have to bring up their child
and we watch how they bring up the child.
We find that what actually happens today is that the Europeans will so handle the African that they would not
like to see him grow and try to be something to contend with. The treatment the African receives is such that it
aims at keeping him just at that level so that he does not achieve complete independence. In a way you could say
that the European is defending himself, is protecting his interests. Can anyone tell me if it is a good state of affairs
that the European must seek to protect his interest in this way? What will be the position if the white man acts
thus? The African too will seek to do that at some stage. There are many ways of stifling the development of a
person so that he does not grow or does not thrive.
One way would be the elder man will not give full rights to the younger one. Another way is so to apply
economic pressure that the African has no incentive to develop. In certain cases you will find that there are many
obstructions that are in the way of the development of the younger man. Yet another way is to deny him a full, and
fundamental education that will enable him to stand on his own, as a man. All those are ways and means of trying
to debar the progress of the junior man to develop to the stage where he compares with his senior.
I read the other day something that was said by the leader of the Opposition in the Union, Sir de Villiers
Graaff, where he said that he did “not think that the people overseas who thought that there should be equality
even in the economic world were genuine in what they said”. He thought that that would never obtain. He thought
they merely meant that there should be equality in a shallow way because no African can hope to be on the same
level with the European at the present moment.
When I read the article I wondered what Sir de Villiers really meant, what sort of equality was he referring to,
that of stature, or what? I could hardly appreciate his idea, because as an African together with many others we
are looking for fair play and justice only. All that the African people seek to achieve is to be able to face their own
problems themselves rather than have things done for them by some other person. The type of equality and fair
play that we are referring to is not such as to demand that even though someone has his own property here we will
try to oust him from that property of his or show off in any way. All we need is fair play in every sphere of life,
that’s all that we are asking for.
Having read that article I felt I wasn’t at all convinced that Sir de Villiers had grasped what type of equality we
are striving for. I thought of what’s happening up in North Africa.
In casting my thoughts over this and wondering what actually it was that was worrying the whole of Africa,
and looking around in my predicament, I read one article from a man in East Africa, in Kenya, who says:
“No, we are not actually trying to deprive some other person of his own right, we want rights of our own.” And
another one came out from Nyasaland who says:
“We are not out to fight, against Europeans—we realize that we must live together with the Europeans.” I said:
“This is exactly what we have been thinking ourselves, because, when someone says ‘We don’t want
Europeans here, we don’t want Europeans with us’ I just wonder really if those people are saying so genuinely
from the bottom of their hearts. Truly speaking one wonders if there is anything at all in that type of talk.”
Personally I feel that no man with all his senses and a good citizen could ever think of depriving one of his
own property and still remain complacent with somebody else’s property. People who try to do such things are
those who have had ill-treatment like a child that has been ill-treated from its earlier stages, which usually thinks:
“If one day I grow I will pay back to this person.” That type of person I am referring to now, is such as we
have read about in papers who say:
“Let the Europeans go back overseas and speak in an unreasonable way like that.”
But I would like to give an assurance to this house here and now that personally I feel that no true African
would think in terms of trying to oust a person from his house or think that he can just chase his neighbors out.
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I have often wondered what it is really that these people are struggling for or are striving for when they say
that they are trying to establish white protectorates and things of that nature which don’t seem to make any sense
to me. And I think that’s where the danger of the whole thing is. It is a danger that I think is threatening us even in
this country Swaziland. I have read that we are trying to get more and more immigrants into Swaziland and I have
read also that even though the Union did not want to have immigrants from elsewhere they are now trying to open
their doors to get as many people from outside as possible. I think that they will go wrong. That’s where the
conflagration is going to start which will lay waste the whole countryside.
Let me take for example what is happening in the Union. I’m sure that they haven’t got a proper solution of the
problem how to settle the Africans in that country. Now they are seeking to bring in more and more Europeans.
What will the Indians do? The Indians will wonder why they should be debarred from entering the Union, they
are human beings like anybody else, and so will the Chinese and other Asians, they also have a right to live.
Everybody else will demand:
“Why am I precluded from entering the Union if these other countries have a right to send their people as
immigrants into South Africa?”
And then there is also the position in which one finds there are Africans who are not allowed to go out into
other countries—they are in South Africa all the time and are refused permits or passports for going out. They will
join the other people that are struggling against what is happening in South Africa and they will join hands with
those to whom Mr. Macmillan was referring when he pointed out,
“Let us beware of trying to work the situation in such a way that will estrange ourselves from the Africans and
make them join the East instead of going with us”.
To drive my point home let me make an illustration of what happens among the Swazi. When a man has to
reprimand his wife, often there will be found an ill-intentioned man who will come to the wife and say:
“How sorry I feel for you because your husband always scolds you and treats you badly and I would do
something better for you.”
Such a man is a bad man. And we feel that such a man in the political world is Russia and others like her. Now
if you try to stop the Africans from doing what they would like to achieve by way of entering Territories outside
the Union or the Asians and others from entering into South Africa, you are really setting against each other the
East and West.
Personally I think that among the Africans there’s no need whatsoever, nothing required by way of
immigration laws and things of that nature to regulate the migration of the people. All that type of legislation
emanates from the fear complex that is there all the time and each man wants to protect himself. Each side fears
that if there are more and more people of the other section coming in they must protect their rights so that these
people that come in will not eventually swallow them up.
Actually what I mean is that by bringing in more and more Europeans, the country’s Government is trying to
equalize the position so that some day when it is needed to vote the Europeans should not be found to be in the
minority or have lesser numbers. There I feel personally that there is nothing to fear:
“They fear leopards in the dark where they do not exist.”
In the protection that they are seeking in this manner they are getting themselves into worse positions than they
would otherwise have been in.
Let us take for instance the example in the Union or Rhodesia; if, say, people were to be told that they are now
placed on equal footing or equal rights in all respects, how many educated persons would be found with adequate
education to supply all commodities that are necessary in modern life, how many years would it take them to get
to that stage? Or let us take a hypothetical case where by some miracle we would suddenly find that Europeans
had all disappeared and left the country and we are left in Africa without any Europeans at all.
What could we do? Where would we get trains? Where would we have the electricity, power, or the commodeties that we have learnt to use with comfort nowadays?
Now seeing that each of us is seeking to find a proper protection as to his rights in future, in what way shall we
have this assurance that the European is not going to be ousted from any country and the African is assured of a
proper place for his posterity.
It is for that reason then, gentlemen, that I have asked for this meeting to take place here today so that we can
consider, confer together and find out a way which will make us have a common understanding and how we can
remain in peace knowing that we are here settled and going to live together.
Now even if one may deceive oneself by saying that it is only the Europeans that are seeking security for their
future, the truth is that also the Africans would like to get assurance of what is going to happen with them in
future. I say so because it is common practice among the Europeans that when he lends out money he must have
security, a surety for what will happen in the event of the client failing to pay the money. In Africa we have also
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got to look into the practices of the Africans as to whether the practice used to obtain whereby when one
borrowed money it was necessary to have some sort of surety. This one thing I know among the Africans, that if
you marry a woman and you pay cattle as lobolo,\fn{Bride-price} those cattle are there as security—you are buying
the right to have the children and your wife is also bound at her husband’s kraal because she feels that she cannot
leave the children there. She knows that if she were to leave her husband’s people, she would have forsaken her
children, have abandoned any right to her children because the children were actually bought by her husband’s
people by the lobolo that they paid. And if she were to decide to desert her husband’s kraal she would have to
leave the children behind.
So far I have been trying to deal with the situation of the whole world but now I’d like to come nearer home
and refer to Swaziland in particular.
*
We find that what is the source of trouble elsewhere obtains even in Swaziland. Indeed I have read from the
newspapers, that this country too seeks to bring in a lot of people from outside, and somebody else mentioned on
a certain occasion that we need to have people from outside, for the development of the country. And that has
caused me much concern—I feel this is the source of all problems that are going to come.
Our practice and indeed what we uphold in Swaziland, is a position where people will come into the Territory
of their own free will, when they feel that there is something for which they want to come into the Territory, not
because they have been invited or told to come in numbers into the country. I wonder how this house feels about
that, whether they think that is the way in which we are going to solve our problems.
I draw attention to the policy of the Government overseas, a glimpse into their policy will show what their aim
is about the whole of Africa. You will find that the policy now is to let go. They feel that to be sitting on a people,
in that old Imperialist and Colonialist fashion when they are unhappy and all that, is not a healthy state of affairs.
Give them independence and let them carry on their own—just in the way that Mr. Harold Macmillan mentioned
in Parliament in Cape Town. And you will realize that the West as a whole—England, America and others that are
grouped together as the West—their ideas, their policy now is that people should look after their own affairs.
The white people should have nothing to complain about. The black people should not find cause to complain
either. If that would come to pass, that state of affairs where there will be peace, between the white and the black
—these Western countries would be very happy—they will sing “Hallelujah”.
And it is for that reason that even in Swaziland one has heard a number of people here and there coming out
with views and ideas that we should come together and work together for the well-being of our country. We have
this one great fortune in Swaziland that we live together as one—there is no underdog—we just live as a
community. And this lack of equality elsewhere does not exist in Swaziland—we are all equal.
We should now look for a way which will make us feel at home, feel that we are quite secure in this country,
but how shall we go about getting this security that we seek?
Even if there are difficulties I don’t think that they are insurmountable. Many a difficulty has had to be
surmounted. We can have difficulties of whatsoever a nature, but we should find ways and means of trying to
fight against those difficulties and live together in peace. I have already mentioned that the metropolitan
Government has already expressed a desire that we should manage our own affairs. A number of men have been
to consult me about whether it wouldn’t be a good idea to meet together and join in the Advisory Council as one
Council.
I have decided to place my dreams before you here present. At first I thought I would hold back my views and
leave the matter in the hands of my Council and those men who were desirous to discuss it, and await their views.
I thought that my Council would confer together and discuss these matters with the European Council or
Government and with ordinary members of the public to find out ways and means of how to come together and
develop something that would be of help to the country.
But because of the turn of events that have been taking place in North Africa, in East Africa, in Central Africa
and elsewhere, I began to realize that probably I was making a mistake by sitting quiet—now I am convinced I
must say my mind, however wrong it may be—a number of people may not agree with me but I think I’d better
express my mind now. And even though perhaps what I am going to say now may probably prejudice the position
in that some people may try to follow what I have already said without reasoning it out, I am now going to say out
what my feelings are on the subject.
I think it would not be a good idea to join with the Advisory Council, for these two reasons:
Firstly, we are a Protectorate and the set-up of a Protectorate is such that the people are an entity on their own,
a people that have their own institutions, have got to carry on in the way that they have been wont to do, but they
go to someone to protect them who has got to bring them up, teach them certain things in which they feel they are
deficient until such time as they feel they are fully developed. And then he hands over.
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And you find that the protecting power, as we have heard is the practice among the Germans, when they are
protecting a certain state, instead of developing that state to a stage of being able to stand on its own feet, they
begin to absorb that particular state. And that causes ill feeling from that state which was expecting to be brought
up and which was being nursed until it was able to stand on its own feet. They feel that they have now been
deprived of their rights.
Now I will ask His Honour the Resident Commissioner and the Secretary for Swazi Affairs now to listen
intently. What I am going to say will probably be somewhat sore to them but I would ask them to bear with me
and just listen to what I am saying. It may help them because sometimes to speak the truth even though it may be
painful, does help. The members of the Council may probably think that I am spoiling their chances by saying
much too much and more than I should have said but, well, let them bear with me. A man who always has bad
ideas sometimes has also got to be listened to, so please listen to this.
I believe at the present moment there is quite a lot of talk in Council sessions with Government on matters
concerning immigration laws and deportation laws, so much so that decision on one law has been withheld for an
inordinately long time and the Government feels that the Council is so delaying matters that now the High
Commissioner’s office is becoming very impatient on these things, and the Council feels “What is Government
trying to do with us? They’re probably leading us into something that we’ve never heard of or are going to ruin
our country” and things of that nature.
I did not like to participate in these discussions because even though I am a man, a member of the Council,
they have the chance to discuss matters among themselves and convince one another on these matters before I
come in. But now I begin to feel that I should really come out with the truth and ask the Council “Why don’t you
say so and so?”, which will make the position quite clear to the Government, and why doesn’t Government do so
and so and so and so, so that this matter may be cleared up.
I am of opinion that the mind of the Council is working on these lines:
“That instead of Government protecting us they are now taking away some of our powers—they are now
suppressing us.”
Take for instance the deportation draft Proclamation. The Swazis wonder why it should be the Government
that has got to deport people rather than that people should be deported by the Swazis if they have to be. It is felt
that Government should be in a position to deport Europeans but the African people who have come into the
Territory should only be deported by the National Administration—the Swazi Authority.
A number of these members of the Council here present, have got relations of some kind in the Union
somewhere. Chief Comfi here with us, has his senior brother in the Lydenburg district. Councilor Nhlabatsi has
always told us that when the boundaries were first set up his home was on the Swaziland side of the line but the
boundary has shifted time and again and now they don’t know how they got to be in the Union. Mnt. Madevu’s
physical father used to live in the Carolina district. The Secretary to the Nation has got some of his people living
in the Transvaal and others living in Swaziland. A number of Royal kraals, some of them in the Barberton district,
others in the Carolina district, are under my direct control in the same way as other Royal kraals of past reigns are
under my care today.
Now if these people were to come back to Swaziland and we accept them to come back to Swaziland and
should there be something wrong because they were born outside the country, they become deported by
Government. What does that bring up in the minds of the Swazis?
That is what is really causing a lot of difficulty among the members of the Council on this draft Proclamation,
that we are doing something that is not known among the Swazi. They fear that when the whole Libandla is called
upon, they will censure them rather severely, they will tell them that they have exceeded their powers in accepting
this thing because it has got great repercussions, great difficulties behind it, if it is going to bring about dismissal
or deportation of Africans in Swaziland without the authority of the Swazi—it is something unheard of.
I don’t know if this has been explained to Government by the Council but this that I am explaining is the
reason why they have been so very adamant about it, and that they also feel that our rights are being whittled off.
Instead of being brought up properly we are now being swallowed up.
In all this I have been trying to explain how a protecting Government can help to protect and develop and bring
up a Nation that is not yet developed, to a stage where it can stand on its own feet. I will not now deal with the
Convention of 1894 but I will refer to the Order in Council which enjoins Government that when they make laws
in the country they will respect Swazi law and custom.
Thirdly, as I mentioned. I don’t think that the Advisory Council can join together with us. The set up, the way
of life of the European is such that it is individualistic and he has his own practices which are peculiarly his own.
That is their tradition, but we have our own traditions too. No man can say that that one is not as good as the other
one but I will say that mine is the better tradition.
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By way of illustrating what I am saying I’d like to point out that in the European culture you find that if I
married a wife, my wife is my own and she is not it woman of the household of my family. A wife does not
belong to the family but she is my own. I’m her husband and nobody else has got anything to do or to say to her.
According to Swazi custom she is your wife, she is your family’s wife, belonging to the family as a whole.
Among the Europeans if there is a misunderstanding in the house, the husband will run to the magistrate and
report,
“Oh my wife does not want to share a bed with me.”
If the wife has got some difficulty in the house she goes to report to the Court—and then the newspaper
reporters are there and they are ready to report. And then the Court Order is given—you should make it up and if
you are not able to make it up within so many days, come back to me.
Among us Africans we feel that that is not good behavior. With us, if the man had such a situation in the house
he, if it is the woman that is becoming difficult, reports the matter to his parents. If his parents no longer live, he
reports to friends or relatives and they come and discuss the matter and get it over—it is not broadcast to the
whole world so that everybody should know what’s happening—that these are no longer sharing their bed, etc. A
family matter of that nature is referred to the King, to the Court only as a last resort, and we feel that that is a
better procedure than to report everything to the Court rather than have it settled amicably at home.
In so saying I am trying to point out that the Europeans and Africans are not yet at the stage where they would
be able to meet and discuss things profitably in such gatherings as the Advisory Council. But I don’t mean that
they should not meet, I think that we should by all means find a way of making these two meet.
But we regard the Advisory Council as having a lower status than our Council. We cannot meet the Advisory
Council in its present stage as an Advisory Council and in order that we should join it, let its status be raised to
that of a Legislative Council. Only then can we come together. At that stage we’ll come together on equal basis,
discussing matters of the Territory of Swaziland as a whole. It would not lower our prestige, our dignity as a
protected people who have their own institutions and rights, but it will raise us both to a stage where we could
together confer on matters of state and legislate for the country. We would not be taking a retrogressive step there.
Now there again, as I have mentioned, these people have been brought up on different ideas. How will they
come together, join up only at the top levels? I think a solution to that would be that the Advisory Council, the
European public, should elect their own men under their system of election, and we would get our men, chosen by
us to meet and legislate for the country. They would all then join together. It would be better to call the method
that of Federation, where we would not count how many represent so and so and how many represent that unit,
but they will merely meet as a Federation together.
If we met on these lines and the Africans came with their own system I think it would solve the situation. I
don’t see how we can try to adopt European ways of doing things which we don’t know. Yes, it is quite true that
we should copy those good practices that the Europeans have, but when we come to consider what is this
democracy of which they speak you ultimately get lost in the idea. I don’t even understand what is meant by democracy
—because each man will display his wealth and say that he wants to do so and so and bring out certain monies with the
idea to do so and so but one without capital will not be able to do any of these things or display.
When people speak of democracy one wonders what democracy it is they want to maintain because we, the
Africans as a matter of fact, have bigger numbers than the other people but one cannot understand what is meant
by democracy when one thinks on those lines.
Let us regard this as a practice, as a European practice, because to speak of democracy, I don’t think would be
the correct word, because democracy is not there. A man promises his constituency that “I will do so and so for
you, I will certainly achieve so and so for you” and then he is not able to do it.
I think it would be better democracy if people went into it in the same way as de Gaulle took up his position in
France. He was called by the people to come to their rescue as they were in difficulty in this way. He came with
that mandate. There’s nothing that he has promised the people that he would achieve for them. Actually I
appreciate it was the people that suggested that he should be appointed. I thought that was a good form.
If only we could be able to extricate Africa from this idea of one man, one vote, I’m sure we would have
achieved our objective. Even this federation that I referred to, that we have heard of in Central Africa, if it aims at
one man, one vote I’m sure it will not be a success. Whether it is a federation for the white or the black, it would
not be successful.
Because if the parties fear that the one party, the black or white, supersedes the other, then there will be fear
that they will swallow all the others’ rights, absorb them, nationalize all their institutions; and that’s the fear.
That is my own opinion, whether it is right or wrong, it is my opinion. I would like to hear from you, what you
suggest could be done to save this country. (210-217)
*
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Let everyone speak. (218)
*
Old oxen are needed to teach the young to pull the plow. (228)
*
Teachers are those to whom one is entitled to look for guidance. (228)
*
If you have two bulldogs in a kraal, and you chain them up facing each other, when you release them they will
fly at each other’s throat. But if you let them roam around the kraal they will get to know each other and there
will be no fight. (230)
*
This happens to children. They rejoice us when small, as they grow up they may listen to bad ideas and cause
us much sorrow. But we cannot throw them away. They are ours, ourselves. We can only hope that in time they
may return to us. Sometimes they do things that they themselves do not really like because they are forced by
their position. I think that this is the case with your child. He is a brave man, loyal to the Government that
appointed him. (247)
*
It is not true that in world affairs women do not play any part. In the family, whether they are monogamous or
polygamous, a man may not enter into an agreement without consulting the other members. Invariably the wives
give sound advice. (250)
*
Political parties were an anomaly in a country without independence because before independence people have
one goal—freedom—and not ideological differences. (254)
*
When you and I were young there were in this country hyenas which pulled kids out of the huts. Sometimes
the hyena would howl from a distance and the unwary would think it was too far to bother about only to find that
all of a sudden it had broken into the hut and snatched its prey.
Today we have hyenas that walk on two legs. They are to be heard howling and yelling around homesteads,
frightening our children out of their wits so that some of them desert their homes in an effort to escape only to
find themselves landing right into the snarling teeth of the hyena that is ready to draw them to its masters. And the
child will not be able to turn one way or the other as he is now in the clutches of this formidable animal.
If you set snares for game, closing all possible openings except one, you then set a bait attractive to the victim
—so, for a bird the rich white ant, or similar tempting decoys. It is only guinea fowl which shows true caution;
when it sees something enticing it stops to consider the motive behind this unknown friend’s generous act, and
leaves without eating of the gift.
Prosperity that suddenly springs from nowhere and shoots up overnight like mushrooms must be looked at
with the same suspicion. …
I do not remember the Swazi nation meeting in the royal kraal to give me the mandate for the annexation or
incorporation of Swaziland into the Republic.\fn{ Of South Africa; the former Boer republic is meant:H } I cannot endorse
or act on issues for which I have received no mandate from the Swazi Nation. I am like a rubber stamp. What is
surprising is that while all the nations are clamoring for freedom, we, the Swazi Nation, should wish to go from
one domination to another. …
Woe unto those who are lazy to think independently, to those who become easily convinced and to those who
follow others for the sake of following, for they will learn by bitter experience … But in the case of real Swazi,
not those who are light-hearted or prostitute-minded, you can never really mislead, seduce or buy them by
whatever means, and no one can sell them away. Thus you should not be worried or troubled by untruths and false
statements where it is quite clear that they are intended for a certain mischievous purpose. You should be able to
weigh all the facts independently and individually and realize what action would befit a person in the position of a
King. (256-257)
*
It was after many years of government by proclamation which was far from being satisfactory that we initiated
the constitutional talks on 23 April 1960 ... There followed many disappointments and tribulations ... the refusal to
grant the petition, the imposition of the Constitution ... so that it would be hypocrisy to deny that our confidence
in Her Majesty's Government has not been shaken. It is, however, our wish that the relationship will change for
the better. Let us not dwell on the past, let us cast our eyes to the future and let us seek there that which is good
for our Nation.
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The events of the past contain the one irresistible truism—if we desire our country’s future to be placed on a
firm footing, we must be the masters of our own destiny—realizing all the time, that Swaziland is strongly surging
forward towards its independence. Our people will calmly but fearlessly strive to achieve this objective,
undaunted by problems and difficulties. It is the will of our people to be independent within the Commonwealth
of Nations; and the present Constitution shall be made a vehicle to reach this goal as soon as possible. This must
be done without estranging our people from their Swazi heritage and national tradition. …
Yours is indeed a grave responsibility for the eyes of the people of Swaziland, the eyes of the people of Africa,
and indeed the eyes of the people of the world are upon you. Do your duty with impartiality before God for the
fate of our Nation is very much in your hands. May we wish you and Swaziland good rains, good crops and good
government. (258)
*
Will you please take note that we in this Council do not use nor have ever approved of aggressive methods in
matters of state. We always prefer evolution to revolution. I wonder who are these people who have come up with
aggressive and violent methods. I ask you this question:
Who is your friend? Is it he who incites you to fight a formidable enemy when you are unarmed, or is it he
who advises you to use peaceful means of negotiation? I should say it is the latter who is the friend. (262)
*
They are my children and if they are Communists they are my Communists. (262)
*
Human feeling has no color boundary and I might find a white Swazi selling the country down the drain just as
I might find a black Swazi selling the country down the drain. (265)
*
In every family there are arguments, but later when the time comes for meals, the meal is taken together and
the family does not break up into separate houses. (266)
*
There are people who might say they are black Swazis who ask if the white Swazis should be here, and white
Swazis who ask if the black Swazis are chasing them out. This is out of date, and we don’t want that sort of talk in
Swaziland … We are living in the modern age where geographical and parochial boundaries are falling away. All
people belong to the human race … There is no time for people who take a short view of things and look at the
color of a man’s skin … We respect and welcome everybody who has the welfare of Swaziland and the people at
heart and identify themselves with Swaziland. (266)
*
I have called you, Children of the Sun, you and not the whole Council to discuss our troubles. … If Kingship
overwhelms me, it will overwhelm you. For I am you and you are me. We are one, and Kingship is the strength of
the Nation. If the burden of Kingship is too heavy, and I have to flee, you will have to go with me.
Do not think you could stay behind and rule in my place. Sishayi and Malabhane are in the same position—
they are of me, and I of them. Others, outsiders, may be the opposition. Whites try to govern with an organized
opposition, foreign and unknown to us. …
If you are poor, you can be told “get up,” “sit down”—you cannot fight on an empty stomach. You must be
armed before you can overcome someone who is armed. Long ago a High Commissioner showed me on a map
how Swaziland was part of the Union of South Africa; the geography has not changed. If we drive the whites out
of here, they will still rule us from outside the border. We cannot afford to be so foolish; we do not have the
trained people. Those who are educated must join with us, not against us. …
The country is not mine, it is for the ancestors. The ancestors see us. To them evil is not acceptable, and those
who are evil are not welcomed by them. Dumisa is a child of the home, he allowed himself to be led astray. Now
he is begging forgiveness. Can we throw him away? I have finished. (275-276)
*
We have accepted Dumisa back. Now it is over. (276)
*
When a child has done wrong and you have corrected him, and then you ask him to speak and he knows he has
done wrong, he either remains silent or speaks nonsense. Dumisa could not say more. It was very sad and very
moving especially when his mother kissed him. (276)
*
The cry of many leaders in troubled countries in Africa was:
“Get rid of the Europeans; drive them to their own homes; let only Africans remain in Africa.”
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I see no sense in such talk. There are whites who have been here for generations, and cases where whites
formed firm friendships with Africans. What good is there in chasing away our friends? If the Africans tried to
chase all the Europeans from Africa, it would have to be expected that the Europeans would chase out the
Africans who lived in their country, and then access to the outside world would be denied to the Africans together
with the opportunities such access offered for education and broadening views. (277)
*
Each year it is like hearing something new at the same time it is something we all know. (278)
*
During the Ncwala tears must not be shed; you have to perform and not show sadness. You hide your heart and
sing. You must not pollute Kingship. (278)
*
They are not Swazi and we do not know them. When a hungry man asks you for food, you should not refuse,
and if you serve him food he does not like he can refuse to eat it, but he has not the right to say “bring me other
food”. (281)
*
We are known as Swazi and this is our land. Both Mswati\fn{ Mswati I (1480-1520)} and Ngwane\fn{Ngwane I
(1400-1435)} were Swazi kings, and there is no sense in getting rid of the name of one king and replacing it by that
of another. Swaziland is already widely known and accepted. (282)
*
I greatly appreciate the valuable contributions to the development of Swaziland made by expatriate civil
servants over a long period, and I hope that many of you will continue to serve the country for many years to
come. (282)
*
People can fly in planes to the moon, but they can’t do this without food. (284)
*
One striking fact about planning is that there is no end to it—you plan since you are small and you plan until
you die because human progress is always there. Once a good foundation has been laid those that build on it and
build well will build until they come to their lifetime. The next generation will continue where they left off and so
will the next until the whole house is completed.
We wish that we will build so well that we will not be blamed by the next generation, because if you build
badly and the house crumbles, then the next generation will be questioning and say, how did they build? The best
thing is to dismantle the whole thing and start afresh.
We would not like to see that in our planning today. (284-285)
*
I think the fears were caused by enemies of the country’s unity who sowed seeds of distrust and sometimes
hatred. I would like everyone to ask himself, am I an asset or am I a liability to Swaziland? If your answer is an
asset, there lies your security. Everyone who is good for the country is welcome. Those who are not good and
those who are dangerous are not welcome. Who would say that I would like the sugar industry to pack up and go?
Who would say get rid of the forest industry, Usutu Pulp and Peak Timbers? Only an enemy of Swaziland would
make such a suggestion.
When I refer to big industry, I am not belittling the contribution made by the small man, Swazi, White or EurAfrican. In his small business he is an asset to the country. If there are people who sit back and feed on the blood
of the country while others are working hard to make it prosper, the sooner Swaziland gets rid of them, the better.
… Since they were played upon by irresponsible politicians, it had not been possible to put whites into the
election at this stage. … Will it be the policy that Europeans will never be represented in this country? I say No. I
repeat, No. I repeat once more, No. (288)
*
This is a day of rejoicing. It is the tradition of all African kingdoms that their kings are leaders as well as kings.
It is also true for Swaziland.
Now rightly or wrongly some people have mistaken this dual capacity as a dictatorship. I would like to assure
you here and now that the king both leads and is led by his people. I am my people’s mouthpiece
There can be no peaceful progress without cooperation and unity of the people; if the people are divided into
camps and go to the extent of undermining one another, such a state is doomed to catastrophe no matter how good
and wise the leader may be. Demagogues of the world too often under the cloak of liberty and democracy have
successfully undermined the spirit of unity and cooperation in the nation and have set one group against another
21

only in the interest of gaining a brief day of power for themselves. When they succeed they trample upon the very
fundamental rights which it is our duty to protect. (290)
*
The British will change, but will take their time and will not move as quickly as we desire. We understand how
unpleasant it must be to sacrifice one’s own livelihood for the sake of the next man and give up something nice
which you already possess. The British attitude is a natural one, but it is the human material on which the wealth
of the country must be based. Foreign training is necessary but good teachers as well as good pupils are needed.
And we must find people with the right attitude as well as skills to keep up the standards of efficiency. (293)
*
My government is already looking forward to further constitutional advancement and is therefore proposing
that Swaziland be granted Independence in September 1968. … Fully aware that constitutional advancement
alone will not satisfy the legitimate aspirations of the people [it] is planning for solid progress in the economic
and social spheres. (294)
*
Some Europeans advised us to vote on the basis of factions, but we asked them,
“How can we rule on disputes and factions?”
There have been disputes on the question of minerals even among the Cabinet ministers. But some warned
against the dangers of division. When Prince Makhosini appreciated this, a certain sector complained and blamed
him for having accepted advice and suggested that he be expelled because he had opposed their own authority.
But African procedure is that a person in authority must be advised by the Council and the people who put him in
a position of authority. He is not a dictator. European rule is that of dictatorship.
In African procedure, if someone opposes you he is your brother, he is helping you, pointing out the dangers to
you. This is our custom. Advisors should not be expelled because their opinions are different from those in a
position of authority and those in authority should not resign if they change their opinions on the advice of the
councilors. (296)
*
We can’t blame the farmer who was following the law of this country and really believed he had bought the
land and had paid for it with his own money. (297)
*
To be healthy, one needs the whole body, not just the head or arms or legs. A project such as this was
necessary. It does not mean that education is ignored or despised. (299)
*
While my people celebrate this great moment in the history of our nation, I know they are thinking of the
future, a future in which we must work hard if Swaziland is to become a prosperous country dependent on no one.
(300)
*
This formal act is a climax of our celebrations and returns to the Swazi people the sovereign independence
they enjoyed 65 years ago. The act also terminates a long and friendly association with the British people in one
form but I hope the association continues in another form between our people in the future. (304)
*
A true Swazi cannot just sit and watch inqabakanqofula. It is a wonderful song and I like to dance to it. (304)
*
There is but one God and He is the God for everyone. (305)
*
You are the soldiers who have helped win Independence and the Nation is grateful to you. Whites call people
who are no longer in the army “ex-soldiers”. This is not our custom. A Swazi is never out of a regiment; he is
always a soldier ready to defend his country. You who have been trained in the guns of the Europeans will be able
to teach my own young people. (306)
*
It is not so much doing things that tires me, but reminding others of what should be done. The school-educated
are not very reliable—perhaps they were not properly taught. Education is no good if it does not teach selfdiscipline and respect, respect to others, to yourself, to your country. Those are qualities that used to be acquired
through the emabutfo.\fn{Men who formerly stayed in barracks at royal villages and rendered national service (310) } … Older
people can teach some things to the young, but to be a man is also to be advised by others, even by your own
children. (306)
*
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Parliament is [like] a train which is directed by the railway line. A train only goes where the railroad leads it. It
is not turned to different directions by needs; where the railroad bends, it also bends.
This is the nature of the Constitution we have been given by the British. There are binding and unchangeable
rules, which we have to abide by under all circumstances. The Swazi may not agree with what we do but we
realize that we are bound by the Constitution.
Sitawufela umnyama wentsambama—we will die in the evening darkness—which means that we will suffer
for things that occur late in life and for which we are not responsible and in which we have no choice … Unless
the non-Swazi clauses are changed, we specifying what we want according to our custom and not just take the
white man’s ways, we shall have hardship. It is the Swazi themselves who will say,
“We want Swazi custom and procedure.”
With independence we want to change the Constitution to comply with what we want. The government in
Mbabane does not have such powers to change the Constitution on their own. It is only the Nation which has such
powers. (308)
*
Independence was regained only once. Our anniversaries remind us of how hard we fought for it and how far
we are pushing ahead with it. (309)
*
[Any person] irrespective of his color or creed who has genuinely become a citizen of this country and
identifies with us is a Swazi. You may think it means the color of a man’s skin. If you think that way, you are
mistaken. (309)
*
It is in the interest of all who work and earn in Swaziland to give full participation to the indigenous people so
that they may not see industry or any other business as a foreign exploitation but as part of their own work. (310)
*
Two hands wash each other. (310)
*
God the Creator gave you this land and it will be rightly restored to you. You can’t take a shortcut to it. A
shortcut in taking jumps leads to death. … A Resident Commissioner came to divide the land, and some said, “If
we kill this man we would end the dispute over land,” not realizing that this would perpetuate the dispute and
Europeans would instead plant their roots more deeply into the country. Always bear in mind that other people’s
property should be respected. The question of land is no single individual’s concern that should let him adamantly
build his home or refuse to move off. Such a person is like a careless cancer who dances on a snare which catches
him. Squatters who refuse to leave when ejected are knocking their heads against stones. …
As I am talking to you know there will be someone who says, “the King is just talking, there’s nothing he
knows.” But you know when I started this task, most of you are younger than I am. …
[There are some who] claim that I am a sell-out. They are wiser than I am and see things which I don’t see.
Where were they then? Where were they then? There are those who advise you to encroach on European farms
and remain their obstinately. They are selling the land; they are selling you.
I am the one to decide on that issue. It is I who will face the labandla; if I am failing we will discuss the matter
further and you will advise me. Now we have to put our case to England …
Mbandzeni was promised the return of the land as payment for the part the Swazi played in helping the British
at the battle of Mshadza. I ordered the delegation to ask about that promise. We shall never stop asking that
question from Britain, saying,
“Britain, since you admit that Mbandzeni gave away no land and sold no land, no land was ever taken away
from him.”
All we were told was, “You have lost your land.” We must handle this issue kindly and patiently and ask
Britain,
“Is this human or not?”
To act otherwise is to challenge a champion who will kill you. Then you will be blamed because you have been
aggressive. I will not agree to this. You must follow the rule as it has always operated. We shall patiently continue
to ask for our land. We hope that we shall finally succeed. It is not evident how we lost the land. (312)
*
You appoint bafana\fn{Boys} thinking they will help each other remove the thorns from each other’s feet.
Instead you find each trying to get more for himself. (313)
*
A stone stays where it is put, but the heart of a person changes, it moves. (313)
23

*
How are investments tied with speculation in land? Genuine investors are not speculators. It seems that those
who are objecting are those who are benefiting from the speculation. There are foreigners who do not wish the
country to develop nor have any interest in helping it develop, only in selling land at a high price. It is from those
we must protect ourselves; others will not feel their land threatened. (313)
*
There are two ways of electing a person. In Western procedure you go to vote to elect a person. If you abstain
from voting, thinking that by staying away you are not electing, you are in fact electing another by increasing his
total against the one you really wanted in power. (315)
*
I once abdicated. Just open your ears.
What was the cause for my abdication?
There was once a law during the days of my friend Bruton.\fn{ Charles Lamb Bruton (1890-1969) British Resident in
Swaziland (1937-1942)} They introduced a law that for a King to be King, the Resident Commissioner must first give
his consent; even chiefs, their installation must obtain government’s consent before they became chiefs. Then they
would be salaried by government, thereby the whole machinery would function and perform well with
government permeating every aspect.
I strongly objected to this. He disagreed with me. It was a prolonged battle and none of you at your homes
knew about this. I am revealing a secret that you never heard of.
We fought this battle until one day I went to a show at Hlatikulu, where we met again and he again brought up
the issue, to which I replied that,
“I told you that I don’t want this law.”
“Why do you reject it?” I asked him,
“Why should we discuss this matter at a show? Why don’t we go and meet at your place?” Where?
“In Mbabane.” When?
“Today, this evening, when I get home, and will drive up to your place.”
When I got home, I didn’t waste time, I hurried to unload the burden in my heart. We got there and the two of
us met. He asked me my opinion and I told him that there was nothing more I would say than I had already told
him. Again he asked me to reconsider the issue and I told him plainly that I had nothing to do with such a law. …
Have you ever heard of a King being installed twice? I will never be installed twice. I don’t even see why the
government should interfere with the installation of chiefs. Whereupon he told me that all other African nations
including the Basutos had agreed to this and I was the only one against this law.
I still refused.
He then busied himself looking at pages of a book, but I even refused that he open the book where this law was
written. We argued at length and I finally told him, if you are in a hurry to initiate your law, let me abdicate. Then
you will look for your own King to suit your purposes. As long as I am here, nothing of this nature will happen.
Since you claim that you are going to help the country, let me abdicate. Let me abdicate, then you will help this
country.
He then beat about the bush and tried to persuade me to accept the law. I still told him, I don’t care for
Kingship, and you find your own King who will co-operate with you, I will never do that.
Thereupon he said, I think it best for you to abdicate.
Then I replied, I like to appreciate that word. That is the end—I have abdicated. You can now find your own
King. He tried to speak and I told him I am now through.
Then he offered me tea and we drank, discussing other matters. Again he returned to this issue. Then I took
leave of him and he said as we shook hands,
“Are we still friends?” I replied,
“What is there between us two? You are representing your people and I am representing my people.”
Then I left, it being obvious to him now that there was nothing more he could do about this matter because I
had told them to find their own King.\fn{From the King’s speech at Lombamba, March 25, 1972} (145-146)
*
Who is the greatest of the three? I wonder whether it is Neil Armstrong.\fn{ 1930-2012} That is the man who
first set his foot on the surface of the Moon. Whether it was his left foot or his right foot which set there first?
From the time the scheme was initiated I wondered who should be regarded as the greatest of all. And I said to
myself, no one is greater than the other. This is teamwork and cooperation and what we must do is praise the
whole of America, the wise and the foolish, American citizens were taxed for the project for educating the
astronauts and the other members of the team. (315)
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*
He\fn{An aged king who was about to die and wondered which of his three sons could be entrusted with the Kingship } called his
first-born son and said,
“My son, tell me how much do you love me?” The son replied,
“O, my King, my love is immeasurable. There is no scale on earth that I can use to measure my love for you.”
The king called the second son and asked him:
“My child, how much do you love me?” The son replied,
“O, my King, my love for you is as wide and as deep as the sea that you see. There is no other deep and wide
thing to which I can liken my love.” The king called the last, third son and asked him,
“My child, how much do you love me?” The son answered,
“O, my King! I love you. That is all. I have nothing to compare with.”
The king then went away on a pilgrimage. Before he left, he charged his sons to care for the well-being of
state. During the absence of the king the eldest son busied himself with horse races and hunting. He did not bother
about state affairs. The second son spent all his time dancing and playing the guitar. He too did not pay the
slightest attention to the affairs of state. The only son that took his duties seriously and conscientiously was the
youngest.
It was rumored that the king was dead. The horse races, hunting, guitars and dances continued. The youngest
son persevered with the worries of the affairs of state. Then a poor old man was seen daily for a few days at the
gates of the palace walking about. He saw all the activities of each.
One day people heard sounds of trumpets and drums at the palace. The king had returned from his pilgrimage.
The king then called his sons to recount how they had looked after affairs of the country during his absence. The
eldest and the second had nothing to report. The king found that the only son who sincerely looked after the
business of the country was the youngest.
The poor old man who had been seen at the palace gates had been the king himself.
This parable clearly shows that what you say with your mouth cannot reveal what is truly yourself.
Every one of you\fn{Parliamentarians} knows that there has been a type of opposition which emanates from
within hearts of members. Such opposition was spontaneous, genuine and constructive, born out of facts rather
than out of fear and jealousy. You did not oppose for the sake of opposing but because you had alternative ideas
you strongly believed could better solve the problems put before you. …
The employer and the employee\fn{ He then said, addressing himself to the Public Service Commission, who at first had
favored expatriates, but was now under his own nominees } are the same when it comes to the well-being of the job done.
There are bad employees and there are bad employers.
I want to try and show you what are the criteria for bad employers. The criteria for a good servant are when
you find that one servant has worked for the same employer for a long time. This is a trustworthy servant. Again,
if you find that an employer has had the same servants for a long time you should know that he is a good
employer.
A person who moves about from pillar to post changing his job, is a bad employee. Likewise a master who
always changes his staff must be a poor master.
Therefore, you who employ should examine yourself in the same way as he who seeks employment should
look at himself. Sometimes an employer keeps the same employee not because the employee is a good one but for
certain reasons other than for good reasons. This may be a bad servant. The law of a country is meant to be
applied for the good of the people. The law too is flexible and takes into consideration degrees of offences.
Therefore, I want to warn the Public Service Commission, so that it should know that it should deal with
employees considerately when they behave themselves well. But if the public servant misbehaves himself, the
[Public Service] Commission should use all the power at its disposal to discipline such a servant because to
punish a person is not to kill him but to make him repent, and to deter others who may be tempted to commit a
similar mistake. If you condone such behavior because you want it to be said you are a good employer, the state is
corrupt and it will be in disrepute.
In some countries governments are toppled because they condone corruption in the public service. Through
your actions the country can go from strength to strength, but through your failure to act the country can go to the
dogs
I have often wondered whether our national policy was being observed … because when I ask how many white
Swazis are in the Civil Service, I hear that there is only a handful of them. I don’t know whether it is the white
Swazis themselves who don’t come forward or you make it difficult for them …
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The most important thing which you should always keep in mind when employing a person, is his character.
Next comes his experience. Then his initiative and devotion to duty. This is what I know to be the criteria for
advancement to promotion. Not the color of one’s skin …
All people are equal. Sometimes I hear that a job has been given to a foreigner, thus bypassing a local who has
all the prerequisite certificates and knows the job. That is why I am advising the Public Service Commission that
they be wary and not spoil things for us. And I hope it will always have this piece of advice in mind whenever it
considers new applications and applications for promotions. (316-317)
*
[Parliamentarians are] tied by a Constitution which in fact limited the power of Parliament … a Constitution
which had tried to marry two systems but there was a lot of discord in the union because it was difficult to know
what was the best to select from both cultures. When the sun is bright and warm it is easy to decide to get into a
pool, but on arriving there one becomes frightened in case there may be a crocodile in it or a python or
imfingo,\fn{A legendary serpent} then you change your mind on your initial approach.
It is necessary for us now to rectify what we considered wrong … There are things done here which were and
are not done even in Britain itself, and some things which were not done even during British rule. When they
handed over independence to us they then decided that we should do those things in our country. They tell us to
do certain things which they did not do and hound us by working these things into our Constitution. …
I am not begging for kingship or anything else. I only beg for the truth which I see, so that even if I’m misled it
is God who is misleading me … I am not bothered about begging to be a king nor do I fear being deposed. …
[Political parties:] each fighting a battle to be in power; each wanting to rule the other. This is what a political
party is—wanting to rule. As to elections, you will find all the inhabitants of the country intoxicated, drunk for
power, each one spending his last money so they may get into power. Whereas finally only one person will get
into power, the other five will constitute the Cabinet—that is all. To hell with the rest. You have only elected a few
into power. Once they are there they don’t care for you. (318-319)
*
When I listened to the news last night there was fighting between Ireland and England over religion. Even
where religion came from the issue of religion is still hot. Therefore it is each one’s duty to search for the truth—
the basis of truth is in your own heart. (319)
*
[The Constitution] begins by saying that Swaziland is a sovereign kingdom, but when it comes to making
changes there are entrenched provisions and 140 specially entrenched provisions for almost every one of its
clauses; the lawyers can’t agree amongst themselves. (328)
*
It is not wise to make a noise if it has no effect. (328)
*
Our goal is to build on the foundations of the past a nation independent in spirit, secure in economy, and rich in
culture, and a country in which every individual will strive to be worthy of citizenship. Our task is not easy …
Part of our strength lies in our persistence and faith and our approach is to work so softly and quietly that even our
critics have been puzzled … let those who criticize our actions do so not from self-interest nor with evil intent but
with genuine love for the country and respect for its people and an honest desire to help reconstruct the institution
of the future. (330)
*
They are indeed men. They cannot give up. There is too much to do. We must all continue to strive for peace.
(330)
*
Ask yourselves (a) Are we really independent like the British, the French or the Germans? Or are we
nominally independent? (b) Do we have a Parliament that is supreme like that of the British, the French and other
independent nations? Or do we have a token independence? (334)
*
To all my subjects, citizens of Swaziland. Whereas the House of Assembly and the Senate have passed the
resolutions which have just been read to us, and whereas I have given great consideration to the extremely serious
situation which has now arisen in our country, I have come to the following conclusions:
That the Constitution has indeed failed to provide the machinery for good government and for the maintenance
of peace and order;
That the Constitution is indeed a cause of growing unrest, insecurity, and dissatisfaction with the state of
affairs in our country and an impediment to free and progressive development in all spheres of life;
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That the Constitution has permitted the importation into our country of highly undesirable political practices
alien to and incompatible with the way of life in our society, and designed to disrupt and destroy our own peaceful
and constructive and essentially democratic methods of political activity; increasingly this element engenders
hostility, bitterness and unrest in our peaceful society;
That there is no constitutional way of effecting the necessary amendments to the Constitution; the method
prescribed by the Constitution itself is wholly impracticable, and will bring about that disorder which any
constitution is meant to inhibit;
That I and all my people heartily desire at long last, after a long constitutional struggle, to achieve full freedom
and independence under a constitution created by ourselves for ourselves in complete liberty, without outside
pressures. As a nation we desire to march forward progressively under our own constitution guaranteeing peace,
order and good government, and the happiness and welfare of all our people.
Now therefore, I, Sobhuza II, King of Swaziland, hereby declare that in collaboration with my Cabinet
Ministers, and supported by the whole nation, I have assumed supreme power in the Kingdom of Swaziland.
All legislative, executive, and judicial power is vested in myself, and shall for the meantime be exercised in
collaboration with a Council constituted by my Cabinet Ministers.
I further declare that to ensure the continued maintenance of peace, order and good Government my armed
forces, in conjunction with the Royal Swaziland Police Force, have been posted to all strategic places, and have
taken charge of all government places and all public services.
I further declare that I, in collaboration with my Cabinet Ministers, hereby decree that: the Constitution of the
Kingdom of Swaziland which commenced on September 6, 1968, is hereby repealed. All laws, with the exception
of the constitution hereby repealed, shall continue to operate with full force and effect, and shall be construed with
such modifications, adaptations, qualifications and exceptions as may be necessary to bring them into conformity
with this and ensuing decrees.\fn{ A note reads: He then called upon the Attorney General to read out the decrees designed to
provide for the continuation of administration, essential services, and normal life in our country . (The Times of Swaziland (Special
Edition), 13/4/73).} (335-336)

*
You must know yourself and respect yourself before you can join with another and claim your share in the
benefits of development. (344)
*
What right have you to destroy a creature that is going its own way? How do you know it was not coming to
seek protection? Ask yourself what harm was it doing. Snakes help kill mice and rats.
Nature balances itself.
*
I feel like a man sitting in my home facing a poisoned snake. I am trying to be very calm and avoid sudden
movement. Meanwhile my friends outside the door are throwing stones at the snake. I am the one endangered, not
they.
*
Talk for the sake of talking cannot help developing nations. (347)
1920
214.27 Excerpt from The King’s Eye\fn{by James Shadrack Mkhulunyelwa Matsebula (1918-1993)} “in the remotest part
of Swaziland … overlooking the Komati River,” in Maphalaleni inkhundla, Hhohho District, Swaziland (M) 25
1\fn{I have divided this linguistic sample into two parts: this one, having to do with the author’s appointment as Liaison Officer; and the
second, being the first chapter of the book in which he records his experiences as the King’s private secretary:H }
In 1958 I both heard and read in the press that Sikhotsa Sibandze, who was the Liaison Officer ( lisolenkhosi)
to the Ngwenyama,\fn{“Lion,” one of many titles of the male ruler of Swaziland; King Sobuzah II is meant:H } was ill. Sibandze
had been one of my masters at Matsapha School, in 1938. Later a photograph of Sibandze and his wife was
published in the newspaper with the caption:
“Mr. Sibandze, recovered from a serious illness, is back in his office.”
Indeed, from the photograph, he did look well. When I was in Mbabane during the vacation I called at the
office of the Liaison Officer to find out how Sibandze was. I found him sitting outside his office. He did not look
well at all. However, he tried to maintain his jovial spirit.
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“Matsebula,” he said jocularly, “I envy you. I am a trained teacher. I was happy and well as a teacher. But I
was thrown into this office that has destroyed me. Now I am a dying man.”
I tried to comfort him and he accepted my kindness, but I left him not much changed in attitude. A few weeks
later Sibandze died.
One morning when our school postal bag was opened and the mail sorted as usual by an assistant lady teacher,
who brought my personal letters to me unopened, there was one envelope with the abbreviation O.H.M.S.\fn{ On
His Majesty’s Service} on it, unlike the usual official letters which were marked AMPTELIK (official) I opened this
letter first and read it quietly several times. I folded it and thoughtfully put it back into its envelope and into my
pocket. There was a knock at the door.
“Come in,” I called.
It was the School Board Chairman, the Rev. M. Luvuno, a Berlin Lutheran Church Minister, a capable and
kindly man with whom I got on very well. Luvuno came from Natal and worked in Swaziland for some years
before he was posted to Barberton. He visited me every other week to see how things were going and to acquaint
himself with the school’s administration. I could read in Luvuno’s face that he was disturbed that day. After
mutual greetings I offered him a seat and said:
“You look worried, Mfundisi (Minister), why?”
“I had an unusual dream that is worrying me,” he replied.
“What sort of dream is worrying you? Do you mind telling me?”
“There was a big meeting of chiefs and their councilors in the national corral at Lobamba,” he told me. “The
Ngwenyama said to me:
“‘Mfundisi pray for us, especially the chiefs.’ So I said:
“‘Let us kneel and pray.’ As I said so, I woke up.”
There was a long silence. We stared at each other. I put my hand into the inside pocket of my jacket and took
out the letter, unfolded it and read it to myself, with my lips moving. Then I read a portion aloud:
I now have it on command from His Majesty, the Ngwenyama, to write and advise you that he has been pleased to
appoint you to fill this important national office of Lisolenkhosi (“King’s Eye”, or Liaison Officer). The Council would
be grateful if you could make yourself available to assume duties as soon as possible.

The letter was signed by S. T. Msindazwe Sukati, for the Government Secretary.
“Bayethe!” said Luvuno.
“Bayethe!” said I.
“This is the meaning of my dream,” he said. He sighed deeply and continued in Swazi:
“What a relief! Your friends never say congratulations on such an appointment. Instead they feel sorry for you.
God be with you until we meet again, here or across the river.”
Luvuno was a Zulu. He knew how some of the Zulu kings’ confidants such as Mbopha, Ndlela and others, had
ended. Many frightening stories I had heard repeated by old people about what happened to some of the Kings’
confidants in Swaziland and elsewhere in Africa, came to my mind. In particular I remembered the story of
Mgudlula, the father of Mandanda Mtsetfwa,\fn{ The most senior and important governor in Swaziland } who having heard
a rumour that he was to be appointed in the place of Mbhabha Nsibandze who had been slain, fled to escape this
fate but was brought back.
I was married and had raised a family. Had I been single I might have tried to disappear. But, alas! that would
have been cowardice in the extreme and would bring shame to my father in particular and my clan in general.
Luvuno called a special meeting of the School Board and informed the members. Some members, particularly
the non-Swazis, tried to stick to the constitution dogmatically. They spoke of three months’ notice, and insisted on
sending a resolution to the King to ask him to delay the date of my assumption of duties until the end of the term.
That was red tape, the demands of departmental regulations. However, the Swazi members of the Board, who
were in the majority, reminded the non-Swazi members that a word from the head of the Swazis or from any head
of state was tantamount to an order.
Ultimately it was unanimously agreed to release me. When I informed the Location Superintendent, he said:
“There’s no place like home. You are called to go and uplift your own people. You are morally bound. I am
proud that you have worked exceptionally well under my leadership. Should you wish to come back to us, we
shall always be very happy to welcome you back.”
The School Board organized a farewell function before I left Barberton.
Among those present was the Mayor of Barberton, Councillor W. Nettmann, who in his speech expressed
similar sentiments to those of the superintendent.
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*
The Government of Swaziland sent a truck to collect my belongings from Mjindini and take them to Mbabane.
I drove there, and put up at my parents’ home on the way.
My mother did not conceal her unhappiness at my appointment to fill an office whose occupant had just died.
But my father took the opposite view, saying this was similar to going to war for one’s country. His grandfather
and father both went to war. Hence there was no cause to panic.
I slept in the main hut where the old couple slept, but actually the mat on which I slept was spread higher up
than that of my father, nearer to umsamo (upper place, which is sacred), while my wife and children slept in my
own hut. While discussing my appointment my father reported an incident which precipitated an unusual event.
He said:
“I suspected that something unusual might happen either to our house or to the royal house. According to
Swazi traditional law and custom the royal messengers going to fetch sea water for the Ncwala ceremony never
enter any Matsebula homestead. It is taboo. But this last season the messengers entered my homestead. When I
reminded them of the custom and protested, they did not heed me, but took the new coat you bought for me and
left. They left the coat at the next homestead, asking someone to hand it back to me. Apparently they either
realized the seriousness of the incident or their seniors reprimanded them. I reported the matter immediately to
the Lisolenkhosi who, while still handling the matter, died. Hence your appointment.”\fn{ The Matsebula clan is regarded as ritual in-laws of Swazi royalty because the first and senior queen is always la Matsebula. That is why the Matsebula clan is accorded
a special respect. To enter the household, and to steal the coat were serious offences because the messengers had broken the established
custom}

I suggested to my father that it seemed to me that my appointment had ended the speculation about what could
happen as a result of this incident: was it a bad omen for the area, for the nation? Could the people of the area be
punished? and so on.
One story that my father told me that night was of someone called Shabane Ginindza who came from Nyonyane, the same area where my father and I were born. My father and Shabane grew up together and they both
joined King Bhunu’s\fn{Officially Ngwane V (1876-1899, king from 1895) } regiments at Zombodze. Shabane became
Bhunu’s personal attendant (inceke). As the King’s inceke, Shabane became so conceited and full of himself that
he started mistreating people. Swazis say of such behaviour “lakaSomhlolo liyawukuhlolela.” (“He must be careful; his end may be disastrous.”)
One day Shabane ill-treated a young man who was seeking an audience with the King. The young man
returned to his barracks, took his battle axe, sharpened it, hid it under a blanket he was wearing and returned to
where Shabane was. Again Shabane tried to manhandle him. The man drew his battle axe and struck Shabane hard
on the left side of the chest, cutting deeply into the heart. Shabane dropped down, dead.
The young man started running away. The alarm was given; some people shouted in jubilation, as if they could
not believe their ears. The King gave the order that the young man must be caught and brought back to him. But
the man disappeared at Lancabane (near the present palace). My father believed that the man was hidden by the
Boers who lived there.
My father repeated this story to me several times during my close association with Sobhuza II, regardless of
whether I listened or not, to warn me not to behave like Shabane.
“This country belongs to Somhlolo\fn{Sobhuza I (c.1780-1839, King from 1815-1836)} and if you misbehave yourself
here, your end may be disastrous.”\fn{ Somhlolo or Sobhuza I is the spirit of Swaziland, and therefore in this sense the country
belongs to him. Anyone who misbehaves is said to be offending Somhlolo the spirit }
Two days later, leaving my family behind, I traveled to Mbabane where I reported to Msindazwe Sukati who
was then the Assistant Secretary for Swazi Affairs, with whom I had been in communication about this post. We
discussed accommodation. Sukati told me that I would be given the house where my predecessor had lived and
died. I reminded him that such an arrangement was not Swazi custom, particularly in view of my office, because I
had to be close to the Ngwenyama, and he would disapprove if I stayed in that house.
Sukati soon changed his mind and agreed with me that the house was not appropriate. He decided I was to be
temporarily accommodated in the house which my predecessor had occupied when he was first appointed. Sukati
took me to see the house, then he introduced me to all the senior Government officials in the secretariat complex,
except the Resident Commissioner, who was out of the country.
At the first meeting of the Liqoqo (Executive Council of the Swazi National Council) at Lozith’ehlezi,
Msindazwe Sukati introduced me. In the chair was Prince Magongo of Nhlanhleni. The Liqoqo is representative.
It is made up of princes, chiefs, ndvunas\fn{Councillors} and the rank and file Swazis.
The Swazi way of welcoming a new man, especially at the Liqoqo, is unique. Speeches made are solemn and
sometimes appear almost aggressive. The speakers make use of the opportunity to attack one another. Sometimes
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the tone verges on the insulting. Foreigners are often puzzled and dismayed by the tone the meeting takes. The
Swazi, however, understand the Swazi. My great surprise came from a speech made by Prince Somhlolo-Madevu,
who had a reputation as a forthright, blunt and tough speaker. He spoke last. He spoke briefly, softly, but
positively. He spoke directly to me. He cautioned and advised me:
“Don’t lose your head and pretend to be affected by imfukwane (special cattle fat that only the King and his
queens may use). You will receive advice from left, right and centre. Remember the decisions must always be
yours alone. God bless you.”
Late that day the Liqoqo was summoned to Masundvwini, Sobhuza’s private country home (the name means
place of palms). When we got there the Councillors were ushered into the lounge, leaving me outside. About one
hour later Msindazwe came out and called:
“Ye Mkhulunyelwa!”
“Nangu, (here he is) I responded.
“Ngemandla eSilweni,” he said.
I followed him up a staircase into a big anteroom where we turned to the left and opened a door, without
knocking as was usual, and entered the King’s lounge. The Silo\fn{The Swazi King has many names: Ngwenyama (lion),
Silo (awesome creature), Silosikhulu (big awesome creature)} sat quietly on his sofa, wearing a blanket. The Councillors sat
on the carpet against the wall. They were also quiet. There was not a whisper, a cough or a sneeze. Some buried
their heads in their folded arms. No one snored, but in truth a few snuffled.
Usually before being ushered into the presence of the King, you have to wait: for a few minutes, for an hour,
for a day, for a month, for months, for a year, or even indefinitely. This is not by the monarch’s choice, but
depends on how busy he is. However, once you have been ushered in to see him, Sobhuza will come straight to
the point without wasting time, and in a few minutes the answer is given or the solution reached.
The Ngwenyama majestically gave me his famous smile and his eyes twinkled with kindness as he sat on his
sofa, almost as if he sensed I was trembling inwardly. Msindazwe now introduced me formally, giving my history
briefly. He gave details of my father, my chief, my regiment; where I was born and educated, what my education
attainments were and what job I had been doing. The Lion spoke:
“My boys rang your office this morning. Mkhulunyelwa answered—that is your name. You are a Swazi. You
will go to heaven with that name—your Swazi name. We are made to understand that, although we are Swazis, in
order to enter heaven we have to arrange to borrow an English name. That is nonsense!
“Bayethel” and a great laugh from the Councillors.
The King continued. He said he had appreciated the fact that those who had presented me used my Swazi
name. Many Swazis, he said, have been misled into using foreign names. Those who used foreign names should
remember that all nations were created by God and that in Heaven God will call individual Swazis by their Swazi
names which are like identification cards or passports to His Kingdom.
The Ngwenyama began tracing the history of the position of liaison officer.\fn{ The duties of the Liso/enkhosi were to
liaise between the Colonial Government and the Swazi National Council (Ngwenyama-in-council) and to interpret Swazi customs to the
Government. Eventually the duties came to include everything that concerned the Ngwenyama as Head of the Swazi nation, be it
traditional, social, political or whatever } He told his listeners that this idea was conceived by himself and enthusiastically
translated into practice by that great man, A.G. Marwick,\fn{ Allan Graham Marwick (1877-1966)} one of the immediate
past Resident Commissioners,\fn{1935-1937} a humanitarian whose interest in the country was exceptional.

But the officials were, of course, foreigners with their own way of life. Though some had admirable humanitarian feelings, they did not find it easy to come to agreement with the Swazi people who had their own code of
living. So Marwick tried to create a sort of go-between to liaise between the administration and the Swazi people.
His job was to help promote understanding between Government and Swazi people in matters involving Swazi
law and custom. Thus the post of Lisolenkhosi was created.
“Before Sibandze (the previous Lisolenkhosi) died,” the Ngwenyama said, “I heard careless talk that Sukati
and Sibandze were quarrelling over the office of Lisolenkhosi. Such rumour even tried to question my selection of
Sukati to accompany me to London.” Referring to his Councillors, Silo sternly said:
“All of you are my men. I can select whoever I wish.”
He then spoke of devotion to national duty. There was a difference between personal fame and national fame,
he said. The riches of a rich man are known only to himself and his family. The works of a national figure are
known to his whole nation. He quoted Mahatma Gandhi as a materially poor man, but a rich man in terms of what
he did for his nation.
He was aware, the Lion said, that the office of liaison officer was unpopular with the central Government, and
that the occupant was paid less than civil servants and relegated to a position of insignificance. He warned me to
be aware of this, but not to be concerned. He quoted as an example one of his men, Mashiphisa Fakudze, who had
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been closely attached to him since their boyhood days. Mashiphisa worked as a civil servant under a white man.
He continued to pay frequent visits to the King. But his white boss didn’t like this, and at last wanted to know
what Mashiphisa discussed with the King.
“I told the white officer,” said the Ngwenyama, “that Mashiphisa did not discuss official matters. He visited me
because he and I were old friends. The white man was not convinced and eventually Mashiphisa was dismissed.”
Turning to me he said:
“This is the sort of thing you may have to live with.” He remained quiet for a moment, and then said:
“Mkhulunyelwa, the ancestors have selected you.”
“Bayethe!” thundered the Councilors.
Three senior Councilors spoke to endorse the King’s remarks. One of them was Mfundza Sukati, my associate
ever since we had met at the Swazi National School more than 20 years before.
“Mngami (comrade) don’t let us down,” said Mfundza.
*
The office of Lisolenkhosi was unique. The holder enjoyed all the benefits of Government servants, even
though he represented the King-in-Council (Swazi National Council). He was a civil servant for the records, but
the appointment was made by the Ngwenyama. On paper, the office seemed fine, but in practice it was very
difficult.
The occupant fell between two stools: he was employed by the Colonial Administration, but he was a Swazi
national spokesman on matters concerning Central Administration. And he was expected to speak for either party.
He wore, so to speak, two hats simultaneously. The British had their own established code, and a junior, for
example, could not approach a senior man directly but had to go through the so-called “normal channels”. The
Swazis also had their own established practice, but these allowed the most insignificant man access to the King.
The office of Lisolenkhosi, in the eyes of the Central Administration, was a junior post. The white junior civil
servants never understood why he could approach the Resident Commissioner, or even the High Commissioner
directly. In fact, the post was so unpopular with the white officials that they tried to ostracize the occupant, whom
they regarded as a fly in the milk, while his own Swazi people regarded him as the one who eats the white man’s
saliva.
One of the first discussions of the Liqoqo at Lozith’ehlezi that I listened to was the draft Government
proclamation known as the “September 3rd, 1959 Proclamation”. The proclamation set out to control the numbers
of immigrants into Swaziland. Hitherto there had been no control of immigrants, and the Councillors were
opposed to the principles of control. One of the most outspoken members was Kuseni Hlophe, then Private
Secretary to the Ngwenyama, who later became a member of the Legislative Council and Minister of Agriculture
at independence. He vehemently declared:
“We are the kingship.\fn{What the speaker meant was: “We, as a National Council, are custodians of Swazi law and custom.
According to these, we cannot bar an immigrant unless we have been forewarned that he is undesirable.” } We cannot bar
immigrants. To bar immigrants is not the custom here. Everybody who pays allegiance to the King is the King’s
man irrespective of color, race or creed.”
The main features of the proclamation were set out in three categories. The first category was those whose
navels were buried in the country (who had been born in Swaziland) but lived and paid taxes outside for an
indefinite number of years. The second category was the first generation (children) of the first, and the third was
either the second generation (grandchildren) of the first category or foreigners. The proclamation allowed the first
and second categories to go straight to the Revenue Office and pay their taxes, provided they had convinced the
vetting boards of their right to live in Swaziland. The third would be treated on merit. Those immigrants who
were already in the country were not affected, except where it could be established and proved that their
behaviour made them undesirable residents.
The practice of the Colonial Government was to consult the Swazi authority only occasionally, hence their
views had no force and the Government went ahead with their plans regardless of Swazi views. Thus the
proclamation became law.
The law created a central board as well as local committees, which were composed of the District
Commissioner, the King’s local liaison officer (Ndabazabantu) and the Police Station Commander. The central
board consisted of the lisolenkhosi and the Secretary for Swazi Affairs. These two officials went from district to
district where they were joined by the local District Commissioner, head of the local police and the Ngwenyama’s
local representative (i.e. the local committee). The main purpose of the central board’s visiting the districts was to
explain the working of the proclamation to the local chiefs and their followers. This exercise was my main
experience of the greater number of Swazi people.
*
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My first important experiences in the post of lisolenkhosi I saw from two angles: the first as mere trickery to
test me, the second as calculated to discredit me.
First the Ngwenyama was invited by the Usuthu Forestry Company to tour their forests. Msindazwe Sukati and
I met the King at Mahlanya and escorted him to Mhlambanyatsi where the forestry headquarters were. The
manager of the company, C. S. Hubbard, received him. The Resident Commissioner, B. A. Marwick, arrived a
little later. Msindazwe tried to introduce me to the Resident Commissioner who asked me:
“Why didn’t you come to see me in my office?” The Ngwenyama, sensing the gravity of the question,
remarked:
“It is this one” (pointing to Msindazwe) “who should have seen to it.”
The Resident Commissioner did not pursue the question. After soft drinks had been served, the King was
invited to the table for a meal. Msindazwe and I followed. At the door Msindazwe turned back and walked out,
leaving me, without any warning. Although I felt embarrassed, I was not upset and took it coolly because I
realized it was a test to see how I would cope with a new situation. I quickly mastered it. Fortunately, although I
was new to the office, I was not a stranger to Swazi royal protocol, which I was to be responsible for from that
moment onwards, for the next 15 years.
From this time I began teaching non-Swazi women that the way the Swazi King was served was unique and
differed much from the usual.
After the third course, tea was served as usual. After accepting the tea, the Ngwenyama jokingly remarked:
“The Swazi finishes his meals with something cool.” (This meant Swazi beer.) The response from those at the
table was hearty laughter.
When the lunch was over, the Ngwenyama was invited by the manager to get into his car. I also got in, but no
one else did. The tour started, and the car wound around the network of forest roads. We skirted the Swazi area of
Ulundi, which fell under Chief Jaha. We passed the area where, as a boy, I had got lost one day. The King was
thrilled with the story and as usual he asked me many relevant questions. The convoy returned to the base where
the Ngwenyama took leave of his host.
*
A few weeks later the Resident Commissioner received a despatch from the Secretary of State in London via
the High Commissioner in Pretoria. The document was a reply to the Swazi nation’s petition for the return of the
mineral rights to the nation.\fn{King Mbandzeni [Dlamini IV (1855-1889, king from 1875] granted minerals concessions for
stipulated periods, at the end of which the rights should return to the Swazi nation. But the British colonized Swaziland and the rights
returned to them instead of to the Swazis}

A meeting of all Chiefs and Councillors was called at Lobamba on 9 November, 1959. The Resident Commissioner arrived. When he stood up to address the meeting, Msindazwe called upon me to interpret the Resident
Commissioner’s speech. I tried to protest that I could not do so, but Msindazwe insisted. Sympathetic Councillors
murmured their disapproval. The Ngwenyama did not intervene, but it was apparent that he also felt it was unfair.
Interpreting is a skill and cannot be done by just anyone, no matter how well that person understands the
language.
I had done a good deal of interpreting before. I once interpreted for a bishop who, realizing he would be using
unusual and difficult words, called me beforehand and showed me the text on which he would base his sermon. I
interpreted it extremely well:
The subject the Resident Commissioner was to handle was complicated. It demanded thorough previous
knowledge and contained difficult words. No novice could translate these terms easily, but an experienced Swazi
interpreter would have no problem.
The Resident Commissioner understood siSwati fairly well and knew the siSwati words for such expressions.
At times he interpreted these expressions himself, and at others he got annoyed and reacted saying:
“It’s all wrong.”
But he continued with the address. This is the incident I think was calculated to discredit me. Ngangenyoni
Tfwala, a senior Councillor, remarked after the meeting:
“The Ngwane (original name of the Swazis) people know how to destroy one’s name.”
Soon after that the Ngwenyama was invited to Mhlume. Msindazwe and I accompanied him. As he rose to
speak, the Ngwenyama called Msindazwe to interpret for him, and thereafter he never allowed someone else to
select an interpreter for him.
*
The post of Lisolenkhosi could not be defined. Suffice it to say he was the “eye of the King”, the one
responsible for, or seeing to, all matters pertaining to the King. He had to be a member of all committees in a full,
an ex-officio, or even in an honorary capacity .
32

One man who came to see me in my office was an industrialist, D. H. Leibbrandt, the man who is the father of
the forestry industry in Swaziland. He told me:
“Your predecessor (Sikhotsa Sibandze) was a man of considerable energy and integrity, and to succeed such a
man is a great challenge to you.”
This remark, from a man of Leibbrandt’s calibre, was in itself a great challenge, because it made me realize
that members of the public expect the best from those they put in office, that there were others who felt the same
as Leibbrandt did, although they didn’t say it. It issued the challenge to me to do my very best.
*
There were many projects Sibandze had chaired or been a member of. The first meeting I chaired was held at
the Lobamba national offices and was attended by heads of established churches in Swaziland whose leadership
was all white. The purpose was to discuss the implication of the three systems of marriage obtaining in Swaziland.
One system was civil, another was Christian and the third was Swazi. The first allowed divorce while the other
two did not. The ministers of religion were unanimous in favouring the last two because they met the Christian
precepts of “Till death us do part”, and their recommendation was duly sent to the authorities.
Ever since the middle of the 1940s I had been trying to return to Swaziland to work. I applied for posts in the
Education Department, but the posts were always given to expatriates.\fn{ People who worked in Swaziland for a short
while before returning to their country of origin. Often these were teachers, ministers, and civil servants, and their main task was to train
the local citizens}That was no wonder, as the top administration officials were all expatriates. Locals were unaccep-

table, so I was unacceptable.
Curiously enough, no sooner was I inducted as Lisolenkhosi than rumours began to circulate that the Education
Department was interested in me and was making representations to the Ngwenyama to sanction my transfer. A
new post of a Vice-Principal at the Swazi National School at Matsapha had been created and there was
speculation that I was to fill the post. The Director of Education was even rumoured to have said that I was the
man he was looking for.
My feeling was that, if the rumour was well-founded, it was suspicious. How could the Director now say I was
the right man when his office had turned down so many applications from me? Why did he wait until I was sent
for by the King? I could not believe that the Education Department’s chief had changed his mind.
But there is no smoke without fire. One morning, the Secretary for Swazi Affairs told me, in the presence of
Sukati, that the Ngwenyama had been asked to have me transferred to the Swazi National School as VicePrincipal, and that the Ngwenyama wanted me to say whether I accepted the transfer or not.
“Financially, of course, you will gain,” he said.
This remark annoyed me. I was not out to make money, nor was I a job hunter. I sat on my impatience and
remained quiet. The Secretary for Swazi Affairs, a white man, read into my silence the Western meaning: “I do!”
while Sukati read it in the Swazi understanding: “I don’t!” When they pressed me for my answer, I told them the
decision was not mine. It was the Ngwenyama’s.
That same afternoon, Sukati and I sat before the Ngwenyama who knew only too well the attitude of the
colonials to money. But he played his part quietly. The King understood and appreciated my sentiments. He said I
had given the answer myself: money should never come before duty to the nation. If the Colonial Government
wanted me to become a Vice-Principal because they wanted me to get more pay it was suspicious. If they were
interested in my getting more pay they should just have increased my salary.
The Ngwenyama, as usual, drew from his valuable experience and told a story of a highly placed Zulu civil
servant in Mbabane who was tricked by being offered fantastic pay outside the civil service. He left to join a
private organisation and eventually ended in the streets of Johannesburg, penniless. Furthermore, he said, if the
Government wanted to acknowledge my ability they should appoint me Principal, not Vice-Principal.
“Mkhulunyelwa is correct. He can hardly decide for himself on national issues. He must stay in his present
job,” ended the Ngwenyama.
“Bayethe!” thundered those present, I included.
*
To control cameramen during the Ncwala ceremony was one of my duties as Lisolenkhosi. These included not
only the press but also private people.
Press photographers were often over-enthusiastic. I had to advise them what could be photographed and what
could not. Quite often the ordinary Swazis would take exception to somebody unknown pointing a camera at
them, their families or their homesteads without permission. Some of the men I worked with did not understand
English and not all the photographers spoke siSwati. The Swazi guards, on seeing a white man take, or even try to
take, a picture of the Ncwala, would sometimes walk up to him and shout, or wave at him to show he could not do
so. The white man, not understanding the language, became alarmed, because to him it seemed the guard was
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threatening him.
Also, some of them had an attitude of superiority, common to many whites at that time. They could not understand why they should be so treated by this “native”. Some would approach a white policeman to complain. The
policeman sometimes took details, and at other times took the camera, opened it and confiscated the spool, telling
the photographer he had overstepped the bounds of privilege and was liable for prosecution. Hence I had not only
to help and guide the white strangers and to allay their fears but also to see to it that they did not overstep the
bounds.
In Colonial days, the head of the Administration and his senior staff members turned out in full white uniform
for official occasions. At one Ncwala, the mud in the sibaya (kraal) where the ceremony took place was almost
knee-deep. The Resident Commissioner sent me to ask the Ngwenyama if he and his senior staff might wear
morning dress instead of the usual white uniform, because of the mud. The reply was:
“Tell him the uniform is meant to be worn for the appropriate occasion. It is not meant only for fine weather.
His staff may come in morning dress. It is immaterial. But he, as the Queen’s representative, must either come in
uniform proper to the occasion or not come at all.:
The Resident Commissioner and his staff arrived in full white uniform—but wearing gum boots.
*
I brought a manuscript with me from Mjindini and later on asked the Government for permission to have it
published. Permission was given and the book, titled Inkanankana (literally, Problem) was published in the Zulu
language. I took one of the complimentary copies to the Ngwenyama who asked me, as the author, to give him a
summary of the contents.
The book was meant to serve as a warning to the Swazis, whose customs were being eroded by the intrusion of
foreign practices. According to Swazi custom there is no child whose father is unknown and it is an insult to the
woman’s father to call her child by her family surname (sibongo).\fn{There are many instances in Swaziland today where
the fathers of children are not known, so they take their mother’s surnames. The father may have children by another woman, and these
children would have a different surname to that of his previous children. Later in life these children of the same father but with different
surnames may meet and marry, only to discover too late that they are brother and sister } The book is about a young man who

unknowingly married his sister, because they bore different surnames. They had the same father, but different
mothers. The truth came to light when the two had already been legally married.
On hearing the story the King instructed me to tell this frightening story to the National Council, for them to
discuss and seek a solution for such a situation based on moral grounds. This I did. The book ultimately went
through more than ten impressions in Zulu. It was translated into Braille, the writing of the blind. I declined the
offer of payment for the translation, as I felt it was my contribution to those unfortunate people. One American
university asked for permission to translate it into English for research purposes. Eventually, Inkanankana was
translated into siSwati.
*
One day in 1960 the Ngwenyama sent me to invite Robert Armstrong, the Acting Resident Commissioner, to
Masundvwini. The meeting was to start at 10 a.m. At 9 a.m. on the morning of the meeting, I received a message
from the King telling me to find Isaac Dlamini, the man in charge of working the King’s tape-recorder, and bring
him with me. I found Isaac at a quarter to ten and telephoned Masundvwini to tell them that we would be arriving
late. We arrived at five past ten, only to meet Armstrong and the others at the gate. They were leaving. The
meeting, I was informed, had been put off to the following week as there was no tape. recorder.
On 23 April, 1960, I ushered in Armstrong and two officials for the meeting with the King. Also present were a
businessman, William Lewis, and a missionary, Dr. David Hynd as well as a few senior National Councillors.
Msindazwe Sukati interpreted.
The Ngwenyama briefly traced those political events in Africa which, in his opinion, could lead to disaster. The
tense situation was caused by the fact that the whites and blacks feared one another. All these fears, he said, were
like fearing leopards that did not exist. The blacks merely wanted justice and their rights. They did not intend
driving the whites out of Africa.
“What are you doing in Swaziland?”\fn{Armstrong was the Government Secretary and Deputy Resident Commissioner, and
was standing in for the Commissioner [Sir Brian Allan Marwick (Resident Commissioner 1956-1964)] at this meeting. The Ngwenyama
wanted to know what the Colonial Government was doing about changing the old order and inviting Swazis to take part in the legislating
for the country. Swaziland could not be exempt from the winds of change that were blowing across Africa. The Resident Commissioner
informed the High Commissioner in Pretoria, who transmitted the message to London. He was instructed to form a constitutional
committee and begin constitutional talks. These were held in Mbabane and London. In 1964 Swaziland reached the Legislative Assembly
stage, in 1967 the Protected State stage and finally became independent in 1968 } he asked the Acting Resident Commissioner,

then suggested the formation of a legislative body, on which both blacks and whites could serve, to discuss
matters of importance to the country. Armstrong thanked Sobhuza for making this important proposal and said he
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would forward the recommendation to the High Commissioner.
On 4 November in the same year, Sir Brian Marwick, the Resident Commissioner, convened a meeting of
whites and Swazis to form a constitutional committee. Speeches were made either against or in support of the idea
of a multiracial legislative body. The idea was unanimously supported, in principle. My speech consisted of a
quotation from an English poem:
The old order changeth
Yielding place to the new
Lest good custom continued
Corrupt the world.

“We have a professor here,” commented Polycarp Dlamini, who was then the Secretary to the Swazi Nation
and who became a cabinet minister at independence.
*
One afternoon I was attending a local chiefs’ meeting in the Piggs Peak area, about 150 kilometres from
Mbabane. Suddenly a police vehicle drove up and the policeman told me that the District Commissioner at Piggs
Peak wanted to see me immediately. I realised there must be urgent business, and that the message must have
come from either Ngwenyama or from the Resident Commissioner—I was answerable to both.
When I got to the District Commissioner, he told me the Resident Commissioner wanted to see me urgently. In
about another hour’s time I arrived at Mbabane, where I was told that there was a strike at the Matsapha Swazi
National School.
When I was at the “SNS” we never thought of striking, but we did complain to the authorities if we had a
grievance. If they did not resolve the problem to our satisfaction, we could easily appeal to the Ngwenyama. If our
complaints were dismissed as being childish, we were prepared to accept this because we knew he had our
welfare at heart, and that he always gave sincere, reasoned replies. After all, our aim was primarily to get an
education, not so much to have a life of comfort, which in any case is hard to come by in this world.
Since our time, however, the school had experienced a number of strikes and appeared to be influenced by
foreign ideologies which undermine authority. I asked what the cause of the trouble was. I was told that one boy
challenged the authority of one of the teachers, and that the boy had been expelled from the school. The other
pupils went on strike in sympathy.
My 18 years’ experience as a teacher had given me confidence in matters of school administration, so I was
sure I knew the reason for the trouble. A boy might feel justified in challenging a male teacher if the teacher was
involved in a love affair with one of his girl pupils because if this happened, the boys could lose confidence in
him and his ability to maintain authority over them. The same could happen if a female teacher was involved with
one of her boy pupils. Unfortunately, a teacher who did this was often, shamefully, protected by those in authority.
I arrived at the school late that afternoon. I spoke to the headmaster first and then to the asistant headmaster,
separately. Then I spoke to the disciplinary committee of which both the headmaster and the assistant headmaster
were members. Later I spoke to the boys’ representatives, by their request. And finally I spoke to the disciplinary
committee again.
Quite obviously, the teacher had blundered, and the school authorities had also erred in their judgement. It was
a blatant case of misuse of authority, of short-sighted judgement. I addressed the students and advised them to go
back to their classes, telling them that the Government would probably appoint a commission to investigate their
complaints.
The students returned to their classes and the Government did appoint a commission, on which I served. I did
not agree with their findings. The teacher got away with it, but in the long run it did not help him. He continued
along the wrong lines and ended in disgrace. The Swazis say “lakaSomhlolo liyawuhlolela.” (“Do not misuse
power.”)
This sort of situation was far too prevalent at the time. If the blame was with the senior person (in this case the
teacher) that was the end of the story, it was not taken further. The pupils knew this. Injustice may well give rise
to an unjustified reaction. In many instances if the authorities make a mess of things and the students react, those
in authority will run as fast as they can to report to a higher official (inspector, director of education) expecting
them just to agree and not to reason.
*
One day a boy from the same school came to my office and told me he had been expelled. He was quite frank,
telling me he had been drunk, and asked me to plead for pardon on his behalf. It seemed a trivial offence, and
summary dismissal seemed harsh and prejudiced. I believed, and still believe, that to err is human and to forgive,
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divine.
The headmaster told me that the decision had come from the disciplinary committee. He called the committee
together and gave me leave to appeal to them. What was done was done, they told me, they could not change their
decision without losing face. They refused to budge—dignity came before justice and honesty.
The young man was not allowed to return. Later he was employed by the Government, where he quickly
worked himself up to the position of director of one of the biggest government departments. Some of the members
of the disciplinary committee, on the other hand, gradually went to the dogs, ending their lives disastrously and
shamefully.
*
A Shangaan from Mozambique came to Swaziland illegally and stole the King’s cattle. He sold them to a local
farmer who lived in South Africa but came to Swaziland every week to attend his cattle. The man in charge of the
royal cattle, when he noticed they were missing, searched for them and found them on a neighbouring farm. The
farmer said he had bought them from a Shangaan.
Eventually the thief was arrested and the date for the hearing of the case in Siteki was set. The herdsman lived
a good distance from Siteki. When he arrived at the court, he was told the case had been decided in his absence
because he had failed to appear.
The thief was set free and he crossed the border and disappeared with the farmer’s money. The farmer was
allowed to keep the cattle. The Police Station Commander had been the prosecutor and the District Commissioner
had passed judgement.
The herdsman reported all this to the Ngwenyama. I was called urgently to the King’s presence, and he
instructed me to see to it that his cattle were recovered. It was no easy task, as the case had been heard in a court
of law. Imagine my predicament—the King gave the order and I had to carry it out. If I asked him how, he would
simply say:
“You are a man. Take the shortest cut.”
That was all.
The shortest cut I could think of was to go to both the District Commissioner and the officer in charge of the
police in Siteki. I told them the King wanted his cattle back.
The three of us sat down and discussed the situation and all its implications. The District Commissioner and
the police officer tried to persuade me nothing could be done because the matter had been decided by a court of
law. The judiciary was independent and inviolable. The only possibility was to appeal to the High Court. I
maintained this would be futile: the District Commissioner should deal with the issue. They accused the King’s
herdsman of failing to look after the royal herds properly and blamed him for failing to get to court on time. I told
them they were being inconsiderate as they knew the herdsman lived quite some distance away. However, it
would help no one now to fling accusations—the damage had been done.
Eventually it was decided to approach the farmer, who might be able to help solve the problem. We told the
farmer what the problem was and asked for his help. The farmer asked what proof we had that the cattle belonged
to the Ngwenyama. The District Commissioner told him to speak to me. After long but very cordial discussion, the
farmer said:
“I’ll tell you this. Sobhuza is my King. My property is his. I can put up with disappointment, as long as I don’t
offend my King. The stranger has disappeared with my money so the result is a loss for me. All I can say is, I
have been bitten by a snake that has disappeared into the grass. Take back the King’s cattle.”
I could hardly believe my ears. The law had come short, the Administration had had no solution. This simple
farmer had set them an example.
*
One of the most interesting of the Lisolenkhosi’s activities was to look after the interests of condemned people.
Even though the courts had condemned a man, the King still regarded him as his son until the man died on the
gallows. As the King’s representative, the Lisolenkhosi had to associate himself with condemned prisoners and
visit them in their cells after society had rejected them for their deeds and the judge had pronounced the solemn
words:
“You will hang by the neck until you are dead.”
My duties also included dealing with the relatives of the condemned men. One of those I visited in the death
cell was a relative of the royal family. I was a go-between: between him and his wife, between him and his family.
On this, and similar occasions I had to tread carefully—there could be very delicate, difficult moments. One
would expect that such people, about to die and with nothing to lose, would use violent or obscene language, not
fit for the King’s ears. But one thing, I learnt, was common to the condemned; they became humble and
courteous.
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Sometimes a condemned man gave me a message in words not fit for the King’s ears, and if I did not rephrase
the words suitably, the Lion might snarl and say:
“You bring me foolishness.”
So I had always to be careful and sift information I received from the condemned.
*
My father once told me of an occasion when King Mbandzeni\fn{ 1855-1889, King from 1875} was angry with his
secretary, Offy Shepstone, and sent two of his courtiers to Shepstone, with a message, the severity of which might
have caused Shepstone to flee the country. On the way, one of the messengers asked the other:
“What shall we say to Shepstone?”
“Why do you ask?”
“Because I realize this could be a dangerous situation.”
“I see no trouble. We’ll just deliver the royal message. No less, no more.”
“I am very nervous,” continued the first, “should trouble develop between the King and his secretary, we too
shall not be blameless.”
“Are you insinuating that we should disregard the royal order?”
“Look here, whatever results come from this mission, we shall be involved. Ours is a grave mission.”
They considered their problem as they walked along, and agreed on how to approach Shepstone. He received
them warmly and wanted to know the King’s message.
“Your brother is well,” they said. “He sends you his royal greetings and wonders why you don’t visit him.”
“Return my humble, respectful greeting. Do say I’ll be there tomorrow.”
The messengers returned and told the King. Next day Shepstone arrived and the King welcomed him warmly.
They chatted jovially for quite a long time and the King was in a good humour when his secretary left. At this
juncture, the two messengers who acted as go-betweens whispered:
“You see,” said the first.
“I do,” said the second.
“Where would we be now if we had given the royal message as blindly as we were given it?”
“In big trouble.”
This story was an important lesson to me. It made me wise as a King’s man and messenger. King Sobhuza II
had no time for details. His favourite expression was:
“Do it as a man.” He only gave an outline of what he wanted and you were expected to fill in the details.
*
One day the Resident Commissioner sent me to make an appointment for him with the Ngwenyama because he
had a grave matter to discuss. The appointment was duly made. Accompanied by myself and one of his officials,
the Resident Commissioner met the Ngwenyama at Masundvwini. The Resident Commissioner spoke:
“I hear rumours, which are growing stronger, that Prince Magongo has been expelled from the country.
Therefore as the head of the Government, I am fully entitled to know the truth, not just rumours.”
“I thank you for arranging to make sure you hear the truth,” replied the King. “I too heard that the Council had
suspended the Prince. The Council did not consult me or ask my advice. What I do know for certain is that
Magongo sent two senior princes to say he now has grown-up sons and that the place where he has his homestead
is now too small and does not have room for expansion.
“I asked these princes to go and look for a suitable place and bring back their recommendations. To this day
they have not come back. No one can expel Magongo: you are right in saying Magongo is an important Prince.
The only thing that can be done is to find Magongo a suitable place where he can settle down comfortably.
“Magongo, I think, is foolish. He knows our custom. lf the Council wanted to expel him, he should have come
to me according to the custom of Kwembula ingubo.\fn{Literally: “to lift the blanket”, meaning to appeal to the King } In this
way he would have heard the truth as you have it. That’s all I can say to you.”
The Resident Commissioner expressed his gratitude for the information and took his leave.
*
One of the Ngwenyama’s half-sisters was Lomusa, a tall, gaunt and imposing woman, whose position is, after
Princess Mnengwase, the senior half-sister of the Ngwenyama. Lomusa was unmarried. One day the Resident
Commissioner sent me to the Ngwenyama to tell him that Princess Lomusa had been to see him. She had appealed
to him to intervene on her behalf. She told him that the Ngwenyama refused to let her have her cattle, which
belonged to her as lifa (inheritance) from her mother.
I found the Ngwenyama at Lozith’ehlezi. He was at iNdlunkhulu (great house), sitting inside the enclosure
between the windbreak and the entrance to the hut. He was discussing serious family matters and was in a bad
mood, irritated by some members of his household.
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I went in, as I usually did, unaware of who was with him. No sooner had I appeared than the King snarled:
“Get back, you!”
I retreated and waited until a valet arrived to summon me to the King’s presence.
“Shaya sive (Let’s hear),” Sobhuza II said. His mood was much improved. (The Swazis have a saying that the
weather has cleared, or “The Lion’s mane is down”.)
I delivered the message. The King gave his normal gracious smile and spoke:
“Tell the Commissioner I am grateful for his message, which I appreciate. Say to him that the Swazis never
consider such matters if they concern a girl, who, in Swazi society is always the child of her parents. Only when
she gets married does she acquire status. Tell the Resident Commisioner if he is keen to foster this girl’s claim, he
had better find her a husband first.” I returned to Mbabane to deliver the royal answer.
“I see,” said the Resident Commissioner.
“I see” is an interesting expression. You see, but you don’t understand. You see, but you don’t appreciate. You
see, you don’t agree with. You see, you don’t accept. You see, you don’t like. You see with your eyes and not with
your mind and your heart.
Nothing happened. Lomusa’s claim merely evaporated.
*
One day the Resident Commissioner invited me and my wife to dinner with the then High Commissioner,\fn
{Officially, the High Commissioner for Southern Africa (1959-1963 } Sir John Maud, at the Residency. After dinner I was
asked to teach Lady Maud the African national anthem, Nkosi Sikelel’ iAfrika, so that she could write it down in
musical notation and play it on the piano at a function later the same evening.
One of my favourite subjects to teach was music. So I enjoyed teaching the anthem to her (in tonic sol-fa) and
she reproduced it extremely well at the function. The Resident Commissioner felt I had been too enthusiastic as
far as the speed was concerned, but I was quite satisfied that it was the correct tempo.
In a casual discussion with my wife, Lady Maud told her that at a gathering of the local Girl Guides she had
noticed that certain children looked hungry and undernourished and asked my wife why. The explanation she got
was that it was mainly because these children did not get the right food, or that they had no breakfast at all, or that
they only had a slice of bread and a cup of tea and nothing else the whole day, until the evening. The contributary
causes were varied—financial, or lack of understanding of what a balanced diet was.
Lady Maud contacted the “Save the Children Fund” which gives food to children.\fn{ The “Save the Children Fund”
is an international organisation. Its headquarters are in London, and it gets financial help from Canada, the United States of America and
Britain. The Fund provides light midday meals for destitute schoolchildren, either free or for a nominal charge of 5¢ a meal. In addition, it
provides funds to assist communities to build kitchens at schools for this purpose, and handles money received for sponsoring needy
children. My wife is at present the liaison officer for all this } The result of this discussion between the two ladies was the

introduction of the “Save the Children Fund” in Swaziland.
*
On one occasion I motored to Piet Retief accompanied by Prince Matsafeni Cofi and my uncle, Sifunti
Matsebula. Piet Retief is in the Republic of South Africa and has a common boundary with Swaziland. In this
district there lived Swazis under their Swazi chiefs. One of these chiefs was Mhlaba Hlatjwako.
After Hlatjwako’s death, his sons disputed who would be his heir. One of the sons was grown up, between 25
and 30 years of age. His mother was a descendant of the famous Sihayo Sibiya, one of King\fn{ Of the Zulu Kingdom,
1872-1879:H} Cetshwayo’s generals. The other claimant was a minor, about ten years old, and his mother was a
descendant of King Mswati.\fn{ Apparently Mswati II, by far the more important of the two—Mswati III would not have been king
when this book was published—King of the Swazi Nation, 1840-1868, under whose rule Swaziland reached its greatest territorial limits:H }
According to Swazi custom, a wife of royal descent takes precedence, and her son becomes a natural heir. The
Hlatjwako family council understood the custom and chose the minor as the heir. The grown-up son with strong
backing from the ordinary people, contested the choice. The dispute went before the Native Commissioner in Piet
Retief.
The Native Commissioner called upon the acting chief—brother of the late chief—to tell him whom the tribe
had chosen. He was told that the family council had unanimously in accordance with Swazi custom, chosen the
young boy. The acting chief explained how the family had arrived at their decision.
The Native Commissioner asked if we, as the King’s representatives, would state our view on how the Swazi
custom involved operated. My uncle, Councillor Sifunti, got up. Sifunti, although not literate, was a genius. He
explained clearly the working of the custom. Selection of the heir, he said, was the prerogative of the family
council. Ordinary followers of the chief had no status within the family council; they played no role in selecting
an heir and therefore did not count.
The Native Commissioner asked if any member of our delegation wanted to associate himself with the views
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of Councillor Sifunti. I stood up and said that I fully endorsed all that Sifunti had said, and added that the status of
the mother was the criterion for the choice. In this case, the boy’s mother was of royal blood and choosing her son
as heir was a foregone conclusion. I had a limited knowledge of Afrikaans, the language being used in the court
(the Commmissioner was Afrikaans-speaking) and I realised that the interpreter himself, not being a Nguru, did
not understand the difference between the family council (composed of the family only) and the tribal council (all
the ordinary followers). He thought they were synonymous terms. Consequently, I tried to make the difference
clear.\fn{The family council consists of all the members of the chief’s family. When he dies, these are the people who choose his
successor. Their choice depends on the mother, and on her status. When they have decided, they tell the tribe whom they have chosen. The
tribal council consists of all the male members of the tribe and the chairman is the chief, his ndvuna (Councilor), or anyone following him
in seniority. The tribal council does not, according to Swazi custom, take part in the election of the new chief }

No sooner had I sat down than the contestant jumped to his feet, without being asked by the Commissioner,
and made a bitter political speech against us, the Swaziland party. He accused us of being baphangi (plunderers)
and liars; said that they did not come from the Swazi National Council and were not supposed to be there. People
from Swaziland had no status in the Transvaal. His people did not pay allegiance to royalty in Swaziland but in
KwaZulu. He said that his mother had been overlooked in favour of a Swazi royal woman. It was time a change
was made.
“Moreover, all the followers of our chieftainship want me as chief,” he concluded.
The Native Commissioner still did not understand the difference between a family council and a tribal council,
despite the explanation I had made. He thought all the followers were members of the family council.
He asked all those who supported the young boy to stand up. He counted only 12. He asked the supporters of
the older contestant to stand up. He counted more than 50.
“Those with the majority have it,” he ended and, rising from his chair, he walked into his office.
2
It all began in April 1967. I was sitting in my house “Lindandanda” which was named after my grandfather.
Prince Makhosini, who had on 25 April been sworn in as the first Prime Minister of Swaziland, then called the
“Protected State,”\fn{Swaziland was a British colony from June 1903. On 25 April, 1967 it became a Protected State and Sobhuza II
was sworn in as King of Swaziland. Prince Makhosini became Prime Minister on the same date. This meant Sobhuza II and his government
would run the internal affairs of the country, while Britain still controlled external affairs. Then on 6 September, 1968 Swaziland became
fully independent. Sobhuza II was not officially head of the nation or the King of Swaziland until 2 p.m. on 25 April, 1967. Only then was
he formally accepted by the British Government and installed as King on the historical and sacred grounds of Lobamba. Formerly the head
and King had been the British sovereign, at least in the eyes of the British. But to the Swazis, Sobhuza was the child of the Nation and their
own King, from the time of the death of his father, when he, Sobhuza, was only about three months old. They protested when the whites
called him Paramount Chief or P.C. Thanks to some of the white administrators who understood the Swazi objection to the use of the P.C.
label, it was agreed to accept the Swazi designation of the Ngwenyama (lion) which was used in official documentation instead of the hated
P.C. After 25 April, 1967 he was officially Sobhuza II, King of Swaziland and Ngwenyama of the Swazi nation} knocked at the door.

He was ushered in and asked to take a seat.
Instead he began singing praise songs of King Sobhuza ll. Immediately Makhosini began the King’s praises, I
guessed what was in the offing. It was a royal message. My family did not understand it all, and were naturally
bewildered. When he had finished he said emphatically:
“Ngemandla,”\fn{Literally, “with power.” It’s an expression reserved for Swazi royalty and the person to whom it was said had to
go to the King at once } Matsebula! Remember the King had only lent you to the Department of Education. Now he
wants you back in his office as his Private Secretary.”
I had known Makhosini since we were schoolmates at the Swazi National School at Matsapha. He was a
humble man, despite his high birth. The office of Prime Minister did not change him. Coming to me instead of
summoning me to his office was a typical gesture. People of high birth never had this problem. But people of
humbler birth, such as I am, sometimes have serious problems when they have been elevated to positions of
authority; it goes to their heads.
The appointment of Makhosini as Premier was, however, a godsend. He was a born leader. He was quiet and
soft-spoken, deep-thinking, not excitable, and not afraid to tackle contentious issues. He was a man of understanding and integrity.
Makhosini drove me in his official car, a Dodge Monaco, to Masundvwini for the induction. We found the
King so deeply engrossed in discussion with the Council that he did not even notice our arrival. I sat among his
Councillors and newly appointed and sworn-in Cabinet Ministers. When His Majesty had finished, Makhosini
spoke:
“Your Majesty, I report the presence of Mkhulunyelwa Matsebula.”
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“Where is he?” the Lion inquired. I moved forward from the ranks of Councilors and Cabinet Ministers and sat
where I could be seen by the King.
The King began the ceremony by relating his saddest experience, when his car was involved in an accident in
the mid-1930s. He had gone to Johannesburg.
“At Lozith’hlezi,”he began, “as I was about to enter my car to start the journey, I felt I must take my identity
document\fn{The racist South African white regime was still in power at this time, and it required all of its citizens—and apparently the
King of the Swazis as well—to carry such documents on their person, where it would be convenient to the examination of the South
African police, in order to determine infractions of laws dealing with the movement of black people, Indians, “coloreds” (defined as people
of mixed racial ancestry) and whites within the country } with me. I hardly ever used it and it was hard to find. But I insisted

that it be found. My departure was delayed by hours. I did not mind as long as the document was found. At last it
was, and I ordered the car to leave.”
In Johannesburg he stayed at his house in Sophiatown. One day he visited the zoo. As soon as he got there the
lions began roaring. These roars made him uneasy. He left the zoo before he had intended to, and returned to his
house in Sophiatown. That night a gang of hooligans calling themselves the Russians carried out raids in the
neighborhood of the royal house, coming very close, killing people and destroying property at will. The royal
premises were not attacked, possibly because they were guarded by men in the royal party.
Early next morning the Johannesburg municipal police arrived. The man in charge apologized to the
Ngwenyama and advised him to return home for his own safety and to free them from anxiety. The Lion accepted
the advice, packed and left later that morning.
Just after leaving Springs, the last town to the east of Johannesburg on the way to Swaziland, they encountered
a flock of sheep crossing the road. The car came to a complete halt to allow the last sheep and the shepherd to
cross. The royal chauffeur was a skilled and experienced driver. When the road was completely clear he drove
slowly forward. Just at that moment the shepherd ran back across the road, right into the royal car, and was killed
instantly!
In the car with the Ngwenyama was Princess Betfusile, his firstborn, a very intelligent woman of considerable
character. She realized how difficult the situation could be, so when the South African police arrived, she quickly
told them who the owner of the car was. She had armed herself with the King’s identification document: the name
Sobhuza, she reasoned, would be known, as indeed it was. The document she showed the police was sufficient
official proof. The routine inquiries were soon completed and the police left.
Sobhuza decided to walk back to Springs to seek help from the Swaziland Agency, which was run by a man
called Silburn. No sooner had the Ngwenyama and Betfusile started walking than an old car stopped beside them.
The driver, an elderly Afrikaner, asked where they were going. They told him, and he gave them a lift to Springs.
What was strange about their benefactor was that he neither looked at them nor said a word to them all the way,
even though they tried to start a conversation, except when he stopped:
“These are the Native Commissioner’s offices,” he said.
They said their thank you’s and got out, and he drove off. At the offices they learnt that the agency was still
some distance away. They began the second leg of their walk. No sooner had they started than the same car
appeared from behind. The driver asked where they were off to now. They told him and again he gave them a lift.
Princess Betfusile, grateful for this unexpected and unusual help, made a mistake. She suggested making a gift
of appreciation to their benefactor. The man was offended, and Sobhuza quickly apologized, but the elderly man
drove off without a word.
At the Swaziland Agency, they saw a man talking to a woman and they went to him. He waved them away
rudely.
“I’ll see you in a moment. Wait there,” he said. A moment turned out to be many minutes. Someone passed by
and remarked:
“That man should have seen to these people who have been waiting for so long, but he won’t because he is
flirting with someone else’s wife.”
It was now nearing closing time. At last the man came to them and asked:
“What is your trouble?”
Sobhuza had grown impatient with waiting. Instead of telling the man his problem, he took a shortcut. He took
out his identity document and showed it to the man who nearly fell on his back when he read it and then
apologized for keeping him waiting. The Ngwenyama was ushered into the office just as Silbum was closing up
for the day, and got prompt assistance after all the frustrations of trying to get aid.
“It was during this episode,” the King said, “that I realized that by the time people actually reach the presence
of a king, they must have encountered many serious stumbling blocks and obstacles, just as I did.” Turning to me
he said:
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“Many will want to be ushered into my presence. It will be your duty to decide who will be brought into the
presence of the King and who will not. Know that you will not be popular with those you don’t allow to see me.
On the other hand, you will not be popular with the nation if you are not careful about who you bring to see me. It
will be your responsibility to decide fairly.” He wound up the induction by saying:
“Matsebula, ukhetfwe ngemadloti.” (“Matsebula, ancestors have chosen you.”)
“Bayethe!!” echoed the Councilors.
Usually Councilors endorse the King’s remarks on such occasions. Two men now spoke.
Councilor Mdlavuza Nkosi underlined the unpopularity of those who work close to the King.
“This man,” he said, “will not only be unpopular with those he will not usher into the presence of the King, but
also with those Councilors who will not need his services if they want to have access to the Lion. They will envy
him for holding the job they know they cannot do. They will do all sorts of things to undermine him because of
petty jealousy.”
The other speaker was Masotja Mndzebele, who said he hoped that the time had come for His Majesty's
Government to see that those who worked close to the King were paid adequately.
A few days later a United Nations diplomat came to congratulate me.
“You should …” he said, closing his lips tightly and putting his fourth finger across his lips. He stared at me
seriously for a while. Continuing his warning, he said:
“But you should have big …”, and put his right hand under his left armpit, then with both hands touched his
shoulders. Then he said: “God bless you,” and walked out.\fn{ The diplomat congratulated me on my new appointment but
warned me at the same time. I must not talk too much to people about my unique post; I must keep royal and state matters secret; I must
have good heart to receive people and deal with problems; I must have wide shoulders to bear with all the problems that would come my
way. The significance was that the success of administration of the King’s affairs depended on me as his Private Secretary, hence I should
not talk too much about the work of the office, but I should be open hearted, ready to listen to anyone I deemed sincere }

This was the most memorable congratulation I have ever received, and remained in my mind throughout the
time I was Private Secretary to the King.
Subhuza did not have a state car when I became his Private Secretary, and getting one for him was my first
task.\fn{I made it my duty to get a state car for the King. Sobhuza II was approached for approval and selection: I knew his taste was for
heavy slow cars} I sounded out the King about the car and he gave me the go-ahead. Thereupon I spoke to the Prime
Minister who, after consulting with his Cabinet, also gave the go-ahead.
From the beginning Sobhuza preferred heavy cars, and his first cars included Buicks, Chryslers, Chevrolets,
Oldsmobiles and Pontiacs (all General Motors products). Driving for him is always arduous. He does not like to
travel faster than 65 kmh, and he is a backseat driver: “slow, slow, go, go, wait, wait, no, no, no!” If you are
traveling behind another car, he will not allow you to get nearer to it than the length of three cars, and he will not
permit you to overtake a moving vehicle. He hates overtaking, which he regards as madness.
I wrote to four leading car manufacturers in three countries and asked for quotations and brochures of their
products. The response was phenomenal. Some agents were not satisfied just to give information but offered to
bring a demonstration car to His Majesty .
The deciding factor now was not cost but prestige, and there were many conditions the car had to satisfy, the
most important being that it had to look dignified and attractive. His Majesty selected a car which was imported.
It was fetched from Port Elizabeth by the head of the Public Works Department, John O’Shea who, with George
Brown, drove it to Mbabane. After attending to various mechanical details the car was delivered to Masundvwini.
I went with them as a courtesy, and when it reached the royal premises, I reported its arrival in the Swazi way:
“Your Majesty, your horse is here.”
The King came straight out to the car. The officials, feeling greatly honored, formally presented the eightseater Cadillac to him and explained in detail how the splendid machine worked. The King got in and invited the
officials and myself to get in. He personally drove it for a distance of five kilometers.
At first the Swaziland Government provided one escort car, and later one more. The first traveled in front of
the state car and the second followed it. I was always concerned because Swaziland’s drivers have a bad record,
particularly on the Mbabane-Manzini road which His Majesty used almost every day. The drivers drove fast and
dangerously, and often overtook the King’s car. Some of our Councilors driving behind the royal car tried to
prevent motorists from overtaking the state car. Complaints were then made to the police that some Councilors
had attempted to prevent these drivers from overtaking.
I went to the Swaziland Commissioner of Police and asked him to do something about this, but he did not
think he could. I suggested putting signs on the two royal escort cars, and he said, although there was no law
providing for this, he had the authority to allow the display of warning signs, which would have the force of law.
So we agreed and eventually two boards displaying warnings were produced. The escort car in front had these
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words, facing forwards: ROYAL ESCORT, GIVE WAY and the royal escort car behind, facing backwards: ROYAL
ESCORT, DON’T OVERTAKE. I was satisfied with the solution, which helped to a certain extent, although some
drivers disregarded the boards and when challenged, would plead ignorance.
Although Sobhuza II now had his official car, the Queen Mother did not have one. This time I approached
Swaziland Government officials first, without the King’s knowledge, and we put our heads together to see what
we could do. The Prime Minister was consulted and he accepted the idea. I informed the King who readily gave
his consent and approved the model chosen, a Buick. When I reported that the car had arrived and was in
Mbabane, His Majesty instructed me to call the Prime Minister and some senior Princes and Councilors. When
they were all there, Sobhuza II expressed his appreciation and explained to them at length the official status of the
Ndlovukazi\fn{The Ndlovukazi is the Queen Mother to the Ngwenyama. Her official residence is Lobamba, which is the spiritual capital
of the Swazi nation where national traditional ceremonies take place. Her status is equal to that of the Ngwenyama; he cannot overrule her
decision and she cannot overrule his, therefore theirs is a dual monarchy. Traditionally the Ngwenyama’s residence is at Lozith’ehlen, the
traditional administrative headquarters} in the Kingdom. Finally he told them to hand the Buick formally to her.

My next task was to submit designs for the Ndlovukazi’s standard and pennant. The Ngwenyama chose one of
the designs, and I drove to Johannesburg to place the orders. The King’s royal standard had a lion above the shield
in the national flag and that of the Queen Mother displayed an elephant instead of a lion.
*
My office of Private Secretary was new and unique, provided for in the constitution of Swaziland. How it
would function was anyone’s guess. It was left to me to decide this, in the King’s favorite phrase:
“Do it in your own manhood.”
The Swaziland Government was eager to send me on an observation course, but there were no courses for an
office such as mine. I prepared myself to learn it the hard way.
Sir Francis [Alfred] Lloyd, the last British crown representative in Swaziland,\fn{ 1964-1968) Her Majesty’s
Commissioner, showed a keen interest in the progress of the King’s private office. He several times invited me
into his own office where he tried to give me advice on how to run the King’s office and my post. He realized
only too well that I had been thrown in at the deep end without sufficient preparation. Sir Francis’s advice was
very much appreciated. The King, also using his long experience, did help to establish a procedure which would
help those who came after.
*
Sobhuza had an important traditional royal residence at Ntfonjeni in the Hhohho area in the north of Swaziland. He was due to visit Ntfonjeni during the spring of 1967, but there was no office for him there. It was now
my duty to see to it that an office was built in as short a time as possible.
To achieve my purpose I contacted the local communities, both black and white, to enlist their active support.
The response was overwhelming, and in a short time the office was built.
The structure was unique. It had double walls, and both were made of wood from trees grown and processed in
the area. The ceiling was also made of wood, the structure had a flat roof and was divided into two offices. David
T. Nkosi, the local district officer, cooperated with me actively and I obtained furniture for the offices from the
government stores.
When the King arrived he ordered me to organize a small office-warming party late one afternoon. He received
the leaders of the local communities, both black and white, in this office. He took the opportunity of thanking
them for their efforts in building the office in so short a time. The area could be, he predicted, the nucleus of a
new town. He likened the area to that where Johannesburg grew, which had once been as bare.
The King returned to Masundvwini, his private country house. So did his staff. A few days later, early in the
morning, I received a message:
“Ngemandla.”
I drove frantically towards the palace, and met the King coming my way. I did a V-turn and followed him to
Lozith’ehlezi. There I received the reaction that every latecomer should expect. The King was in a very bad mood.
The Swazis say that when the lion in him has been roused, he sometimes reacts like this. Eventually he calmed
down and instructed me to return to Masundvwini to convene a special royal household committee consisting of
Queen laMasuku who chaired the meeting, Princess Gcinaphi and myself as its secretary/adviser.
The agenda was simple: where should the King receive diplomats on the big day—the day of Independence?
Should it be Masundvwini or another house? If it was to be Masundvwini, the whole place would need
renovation.
The committee inspected the house thoroughly and decided to recommend that the reception be held
somewhere else, that a new house be built. I communicated the recommendation, which Sobhuza accepted, and he
sent me to tell the Prime Minister about the decision. The Prime Minister then informed the Cabinet. A Cabinet
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sub-committee chaired by the Deputy Premier, Mfundza Sukati, met and I was co-opted. The same afternoon I
reported back.
The King wasted no time. He got into the state car and we drove towards Lobamba. That evening we stood on
a commanding piece of ground outside the Lobamba Royal Residence.
“This is the site,” he announced.
“Bayethe!” replied all of those present.
Early next morning I asked Mfundza Sukati to call together the Cabinet sub-committee, and I reported the
King’s announcement to them. A young architect, Francis Green, outlined his ideas on how the official residence,
Embo State House,\fn{Embo is a place in Central Africa from which the Swazis are supposed to have come } would look. He had
already visited the site. The experts often speak theoretically which makes concepts difficult to picture, so we had
to wait for the result, the finished residence.
In a few days the draft building plan was ready and I took it to the King, who approved it with a few minor
alterations. In a fortnight the first sod was turned—May 1968—and four months later Embo State House was
completed.
Because of his considerable experience and special interest, Sobhuza had become a knowledgeable and serious
critic of buildings. He is conservative and has a rooted dislike of flat and gabled roofs, preferring hipped roofs.
The roof of the new state house was flat, but you cannot notice it unless you have a bird’s eye view. I took His
Majesty to inspect the house. He examined the newly completed building thoroughly, and was fully satisfied. I
was surprised, because he was usually so critical. For the whole seven-year period I was his Private Secretary, and
thereafter, he was a constant admirer of Francis Green’s achievement at Embo.
“The man has built a monument to his name,” the King remarked, and long after he had moved in, he
continued to say:
“I cannot describe this house.” On many later occasions he sent architects to look at Embo when plans for a
new royal house were being drawn up.
*
I became Private Secretary to His Majesty on 30 April, 1967 In July, he opened the first Parliament of the
Protected State. This was before the present Houses of Parliament were erected and the Senate and Assembly met
on separate days in the old High Court in Mbabane. As usual, I joined the King at Lobamba Residence, at which
by custom he must stop whenever he goes to any great national or official occasion.\fn{ Lobamba is about 18 kilometres
from Mbabane and halfway between Mbabane and Masundvwini. The King stopped at Lobamba to greet the Ndlovukazi and then
proceeded to Mbabane. As his Eye or (later) Private Secretary, I always joined him at Lobamba, sat in his car on his left. On the return I
accompanied him as far as Lobamba. This happened on all such official occasions } Many people lined the main street, literally

shoulder to shoulder. A few days later one man remarked to me:
“I was in the crowd that lined the street. I saw you in the King’s car. I noticed you were perspiring profusely
and you were busy wiping sweat away, yet it was in July. Why did you sweat?” Another man replied on my
behalf, although I did not ask him to. He asked the first speaker:
“What would you have done if you had been in a similar situation, closed in with a lion?” There was no need
for me to say anything.
Near the High Court the car stopped and policemen opened both rear doors. The King, wearing morning dress,
stepped out, took the salute and inspected the Guard of Honor mounted by the Swaziland Police, while I stood
with the crowd. He was ushered in and read his first speech from the throne. The speech had been prepared in the
usual way, reporting what had happened in the past and spelling out the future programme.
Since 1902 the Swazis, demonstrating their loyalty to the British crown, had always held special functions to
valelisa\fn{To bid farewell, but a stronger word than in the English sense. It denotes a solemn ceremony to which senior Councilors are
summoned and sentimental speeches are usually made } each head of the Administration when he left the territory at the end
of his tenure of office. Sir Francis Loyd was due to leave shortly after Somhlolo Day, Independence Day.\fn{ Sobhuza I, Somhlolo, was the [modern:H] founder of the country and the Swazi nation, and therefore honor was accorded his memory by
naming Independence Day after him}

I was instructed to draft a farewell letter to Sir Francis. In my ignorance, I began the letter thus: “It gives me
pleasure …” When he saw this, Sobhuza threw the letter impatiently at me saying:
“Good Lord, how can you say I am pleased to lose a friend? Go and write it correctly.”
I rephrased the introduction thus: “It behooves me …”
This was acceptable. This farewell was different from previous ones, because it was a farewell to Sir Francis
and to the British Administration that had guided our nation up to this stage.
*
In 1968, at the time when His Majesty was due to open Parliament in Mbabane, he became indisposed and
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Prince Mazini had to deputize for him. The Prince was, by status, the most senior of all the King’s sons, even
though he was the youngest.\fn{Mazini, because of the status of his mother, was the traditional only son of Sobhuza II. By custom,
Sobhuza cannot be represented by anyone officially except the Ndlovukazi. In this case, it would not be correct for her to deputize as it was
the Western way, so it was considered fitting that Mazini should stand in for the Ngwenyama} As the King’s Private Secretary, I

was to accompany the Prince.
We started from Masundvwini, where the Prince was briefed. We both wore morning suits. The Prince arrived
at 11 a.m. and was accorded all the usual ceremonial pomp, including the salute. After inspecting the Guard of
Honor, he entered the chamber and, flanked by the President of the Senate and the Speaker of the Assembly, he
was ushered to the throne, where he sat. I stood beside him. The Prince was handed the address by the President
of the Senate.
Instead of reading it, the Prince passed it on to me. I stepped up to his left side and began to read. I read the
whole paragraph in English and waited for the interpreter to read it in siSwati.
I had complete confidence in Mazini. He read and spoke English reasonably well, but he was young and shy. I
did my best to encourage him to read the speech from the throne, but he could not be persuaded. When it was all
over, the Prince was led to the King’s official car and driven back to Masundvwini.
*
A similar situation arose on another occasion. His Majesty was due to make an address at a police review at
Matsapha Police College. But he had caught flu and lost his voice. We tried to persuade him either to order a
postponement or to send a representative, but he was determined to go. He was perspiring freely and had a high
temperature, but went all the same and remained until the end. He commanded me to read his address. When I
read for Prince Mazini, I was at ease despite the length of the address. This time the address was about one-tenth
the length of the one I read on behalf of Prince Mazini, but because the King was standing on my right, it seemed
ten times longer.
*
As the date when Swaziland would be regaining her independence drew nearer, the Prime Minister and two
ministers prepared to go to London for the final round of talks on the constitution of Swaziland. According to
Swazi custom, before the Prime Minister and his party left he met the King and the Queen Mother with senior
members of the National Council in front of the main hut within the windbreak. This was the sacred hut, the hut
of Sobhuza’s parents, at Lobamba.
The purpose was to receive the blessing of the ancestors before they began their journey.
After a few words of advice and encouragement from the monarch, the party made for the byre in single file,
led by Prince Makhosini who was moving slowly. His Majesty followed last in line. They entered the corral
through the upper gateway and went out through the main one, proceeding to the cars waiting on the road about
half a kilometer away. The bards sang the praises of the past kings while the Councilors sang the war song that
was sung on the day the Swazi Pioneer Corps left Lobamba in 1941 to fight in the war. The song was Shis'izwe.
(“Burn the country.”)
Princess Simangele and myself escorted two very young princesses, Maxine and Lindiwe, both aged five, into
the Premier’s car.\fn{This is Swazi custom. The Prime Minister was leaving to represent the King at a serious and important meeting,
and as the King usually had two young Princesses in his official car when he went to national occasions, the Prime Minister (who would be
representing him) also did so on this occasion}

They were the only other occupants of the car besides Prince Makhosini and his chauffeur. A stream of cars
accompanied the party. Stretching for about five kilometers, it wound up Malagwane Hill through Mbabane and
on to the Oshoek border post. There the two young girls left the Prime Minister’s car, got into my car and we
returned to Lobamba.
*
The day the constitutional party returned from London, I again collected the two very young Princesses from
the sacred hut, put them in my car and drove to the Oshoek border post. No other person was allowed in my car.
At Oshoek they remained in the car until the Premier’s car arrived. The Prime Minister’s inkhosikati (Makhosini’s
wife) laMkhonta, who had accompanied her husband to London, was also in his car. I asked her to get into my car
while her place was taken by the two Princesses.
Such a convoy of cars had never been seen on that road before—it was between eight and ten kilometers long.
The first stop was outside Lobamba. I collected the Princesses from the Prime Minister’s car and took them to
the Big House and reported to the King that Makhosini had returned and was waiting for royal instructions. When
I got them, I gave the instructions to Makhosini, who left his car and led a long procession on foot to the byre, all
singing the war song Shis’izwe while Makhosini sang the praises of as many of the past Kings and Queen Mothers
as he could remember. He entered the byre by the main gateway and walked up slowly, in front of his party. He
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stopped halfway up the byre, still singing praises. When he had finished, he called out:
“Bayethe!”
There was complete silence.
In the meantime the King and his retinue had entered by the upper gate and now sat below the sacred
enclosure. Makhosini began his report of their mission:
“The British have agreed that we become fully independent on 6 September, 1968. But they say the question of
land is still subject to negotiation.”
The King spoke. He congratulated his men on their successful mission. It was not an easy task they had had, he
said. It was really an achievement first to have persuaded the British Government to agree that Swaziland should
become a Protected State, and now to get them to agree to independence on the desired date.\fn{ This was decided at
constitutional talks in London in 1966. As a colonial dependency those who are governed have no say, or if they have, their power is purely
advisory. The head of such a dependency would be the Paramount Chief. At the stage of Protected State, Sobhuza became head of state and
controlled internal affairs. The country had a legislature (pre-Parliament) of elected members. There is an executive committee (preCabinet) whose members are not ministers but Members (for education, home affairs, etc). The head of state is now recognised as the King.
The chief colonial power is the Queen’s Commissioner, who is the link between the protected state and the colonial power. At
independence, the King takes over the administration completely. By election it chooses a Parliament, Cabinet. There is no longer a
colonial representative}

“Niyibambile balana.” (“You have successfully held your own, young men.”)
“Now,” he continued, “we shall take our place among the nations of the world. When we speak, people will
listen. They will say: ‘Let us hear what Swaziland has to say.’ No one will tap our heads and say shut up when we
try to speak.” Then the Ngwenyama repeated his usual advice:
“Let us accept the bride just as she is, with her crooked sicholo (high headdress) and tattered attire. We shall
set her to rights when she has formally and legally become ours.”
The Kingdom needed a national anthem of its own. A protocol committee, on which I served, was formed and
siSwati anthems were invited from the public. One written by a primary school teacher in the Shiselweni district
was accepted and a prize of E100\fn{Lilangeni (E), the currency of Swaziland. One lilangeni (E) is equal to Rl.15. [Now (May 15,
2011) abbreviated to SZL and equal to R1.01 (I.e., 1.01 South African Rand), or 1$ US = SZL7.01:H]} was paid. Then the
committee announced a competition for the composition of music for the words. The competition was advertised
in Swaziland and abroad. The composition that won the prize of E200 was sent in by Professor David Rycroft of
the School of Oriental Languages, University of London. It was recorded by the band of the British Gordon
Highlanders which was in Swaziland at the time.
*
Independence fever grew. Everybody, from His Majesty to the man in the field, looked forward anxiously to
the great day. The highlight was to be the sibhimbi dance, a special traditional dance in which women figure
conspicuously, with support from the men.\fn{ The sibhimbi is a special dance in which married women take the major part. They
are in front while the men are supporting them unobtrusively behind. In the case of umcwasho (as it was in 1971, for instance) the mother
of the Princess who is the leader of the girls takes a main part. The songs sung during the sibhimbi are the lullabies of past kings, which
have been handed down through the years. On 20 December, 1981 Swazi girls were once again ordered to have an umcwasho, in honor of
Sobhuza II’s Diamond Jubilee. The date of the umcwasho is two years from that date } Sibhimbi songs are lullabies, known in

Swazi as tindvundvutelo temakhosi, such as kusho lomkhulu (“the big one says;” meaning the King orders), for
King Mbandzeni; yingwe idl’emadvodza (“the leopard eats men;” meaning the King kills men) for King Bhunu;
and siyamsokisela unabojaha (“on behalf of his mother we initiate the baby;” meaning we are nursing him for his
mother) for King Sobhuza ll.
Many Swazis expressed the wish that the Swaziland Broadcasting Service should help teach them some of the
traditional songs to be sung on the great occasion. I told the Ngwenyama about this, and he sent me to Siphofaneni
to fetch Mashiphisa Fakudze and bring him to Lobamba to help instruct the sibhimbi songs and the techniques. I
fetched Fakudze, but unfortunately he did not have the opportunity to teach the songs over the air.
The King himself instructed those who gathered around him. Swazi songs and canticles are very difficult to
teach. Many people who have been singing and dancing these for many years cannot easily help to teach someone
else because they do not themselves remember all the basic words well.
Sobhuza surprised me with this teaching ability. He realized this difficulty, and emphasised the basic words,
like: “ingwe” (leopard); “ingwe idl’emadvodza (leopard eats men); “ingwe ind’labantfu laph’ekhaya” (leopard
eats men here at home).
There was the greatest jubilation and excitement at the announcement from London that Her Majesty Queen
Elizabeth II was to be officially represented by her cousin the Duke of Kent at the independence celebrations and
that he would hand the instruments of government to King Sobhuza II at noon on 6 September, 1968. I reminded
His Majesty that the Duke was the son of Prince George, the youngest son of King George V. Prince George had
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visited South Africa in the mid-1930s and Sobhuza II had met him in Pretoria. The press had published some
remarks by the Prince that Sobhuza II spoke the best English of all the African leaders he had met, and was by far
the most knowledgeable on world affairs.
His Majesty stood up and walked from the lounge. He returned with a stick and said:
“This is the stick the Duke’s father gave me in Pretoria.”
He recounted his memories of their meeting which made him more eager and happy to meet the Duke.
Preparations were begun to welcome and entertain the Duke.
Then disappointing news arrived: the Duke’s mother had died. Even if the Duke’s bereavement had not
prevented his coming, Swazi custom did. Our Government was regretfully informed by the British that neither the
Duke nor any other member of the British Royal Family could be allowed to attend.
Swaziland regretfully accepted the situation, but hoped that the Duke would be able to come the following year
to grace the first anniversary. Fifty-four countries were invited to the celebrations, and their representatives began
to arrive. My most taxing and serious task was the preparation of speeches for each occasion on which His
Majesty would be speaking. Eventually the Day of Independence, Somhlolo Day,\fn{ Before he died Somhlolo had a
vision. Next morning he called his Councilors and told them about it. He said: “I saw white people whose hair was like tails of oxen. They
had two things—one a scroll and the other a piece of round metal. Of the two, prefer to take the scroll and live by it. Try to avoid the
metal.” The translation of this is that the scroll is the Bible and the metal, money. Somhlolo then warned his Councilors never to shed the
blood of these white people. “If you do,” he warned, “you will lose your country.” } arrived. It was a Friday.

It was announced that the dress for Somhlolo Day would be the regalia used on the main day of the full
Ncwala, because the day was regarded as a ceremonial war day. This was, in fact, the last day on which the
regalia was worn, except on the main day of Ncwala.\fn{A special piece of the regalia known as the umqhele and worn on the
forehead is worn only once a year, on the main day of the Ncwala. This was worn on Independence Day because it was the battledress, and
the Day of Independence was regarded as being as important as a day of battle }

*
I rose at 5 a.m. on the great day and only got back to my bed at 4 a.m. the next morning. It was the most hectic
day of my life. I went to the stadium to check the final seating arrangements for the royal household, the Ndlovukazi and the emakhosikati (Queens). Seating for the Queen Mother was no problem. But that for the Queens
presents unique and intricate problems. One has to know the complex Swazi protocol involved to appreciate this.
Even those who have grown up on the royal premises find this difficult. It requires special knowledge and
involvement: you must be concerned with organizing, escorting and giving orders to the regiments; be exposed to
the Queens’ joy and happiness.
I drove to Lobamba residence to check if the Queen Mother and the Queens were getting ready and if the
vehicles they were to use were ready. I checked on the drivers, then drove to Embo State House, where the King
was, to see how things were going there. Then I went back to Lobamba to transmit the King’s orders. The
emakhosikati were to get into their vehicle, and to leave at the same time as the Queen Mother. The emakhosikati
began to get into their vehicle. His Majesty arrived from Embo and found some of them still getting in and others
still inside the sigodlo.\fn{Harem} The Lion roared, impatiently ordering the driver to leave. The driver started the
engine and that was enough, the late starters rushed frantically but happily to join the others.
The emakhosikati must follow the Queen Mother. That is Swazi protocol. His Majesty noticed two guards
climbing into the Queen Mother’s car. Annoyed, he called out, “Angifuni mfuhle lapho!” (“I don’t want
unnecessary people in that car”), and one junior guard jumped out nervously.
All was now ready. I gave the signal to the escort to radio the stadium that the Queen Mother’s car was about
to leave.
After seeing the Ndlovukazi and the emakhosikati off, His Majesty returned to Embo to dress. At Embo, I gave
the order to the drivers to line up the cars in the following order: the first royal escort, the state car, the Prime
Minister’s car, the second royal escort, the car that carried the senior Princes and the car that carried the King’s
shield (my car). Seeing that the time for his starting for the stadium was getting close, I began to shout in the
siSwati way, urging him to come out.
He heard and noted that one of my phrases was not quite correct. Eventually he came out, looking really
fearsome in the Swazi military regalia. He beckoned to me and said:
“The correct way to say that is liyakushiya lilanga Mlisa.” (Literally: “The sun is leaving you, man.”)
Royal bards began singing Somhlolo’s praises. I signaled to the first escort car to leave. As he did so, the driver
radioed the stadium that the King was on his way. In the state car were Silo, two Princesses—Lomangisi and
Sabisile—the royal aide-de-camp Mfanawenkhosi Maseko, and myself. Somhlolo Stadium was only three
kilometers from Embo State House, but because of the heavy traffic and the number of pedestrians on the road the
first royal escort car had to use its siren all the way to the main entrance of the stadium.
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*
This was the great moment, the moment everybody had been waiting for. This was a moment to be remembered by all the Swazis and the non-Swazis who were there. It was the climax of the celebrations, and for
Sobhuza, the culmination of nearly 50 years of struggle.\fn{ The preparations for the ceremonies and attendant events had
been many and detailed. The days before the main day were spent in competitions, traditional dancing, there was the Manzini trade fair as
well. On the great day, entry into the stadium was by invitation, and 90 per cent of the Swazis there were in traditional dress. After the
ceremony at the stadium, the King moved on to Embo State House for the official reception of the diplomats, while games and displays
continued to be shown at the stadium. Early in the evening the King made a broadcast, ending with the order to light fires on the hills and
mountains where wood had been piled for this purpose days before. Then there was a banquet at the Royal Swazi Hotel, to round off the
celebrations}

At the entrance, the King and his aide-de-camp transferred from the state car to a white Land-Rover which had
been waiting there, while the two Princesses and myself remained in the state car. We were dropped next to the
grandstand, where the Princesses were led to the royal box while I awaited the arrival of His Majesty who was
being driven around the perimeter of the arena, where he received and acknowledged a most enthusiastic welcome
from the biggest crowd ever seen in Swaziland. The crowd burst into ecstatic clappings, whistlings and manifestations of spontaneous joy.
By Swazi custom when the King appears all remain in their seats—those standing must sit down. But this
moment was unique. It was the moment of independence, and who cared or noticed who did what! I saw them all
standing and clapping, schoolchildren joyously waving little national flags.
What I saw as I approached the stadium is indescribable. More than 90 per cent of Swazis wore traditional
attire, some for the first and perhaps the last time. Those who did not appear in national dress looked awkward
and out of character, and must have felt ashamed.
The Prime Minister, himself dressed in the full Swazi military regalia, as was every man in the regiment, was
reciting the praises of past Kings and Queen Mothers. After completing its round of the arena, the white Land
Rover stopped in front of the royal box.
Sobhuza, smiling graciously, dismounted and majestically acknowledged a moving and tumultuous ovation
with his usual broad, happy smile. He mounted the royal dais and received the royal salute from the Malawi
National Police Band who played the Swaziland national anthem. He then inspected the Guard of Honor mounted
by the Swaziland Police, accompanied by the Commissioner of Police and the Prime Minister, and went to his
seat in the royal box between His Majesty King Moshoeshoe II of Lesotho and the Queen Mother Zihlathi. Then
the British Secretary of State for the Commonwealth, George Thomson, read Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II’s
congratulatory message to Sobhuza II and the people of Swaziland:
On this day of your country’s Independence, my thoughts are with you all. You are now taking your place among the
nations of the world, and it is with special pleasure that I welcome you to our Commonwealth of Nations.
I send you our good wishes and I pray that God may bless you and guide you through the coming years.

Then the Secretary of State handed Sobhuza II the instruments of government, a bound volume of the Constitution of Swaziland. A high-pitched voice was heard from the arena:
“Wajubeka umbango!”(“There ends the contention.”) If the voice had chosen to say more, it should have
added: “… that started in 1890.”\fn{ In 1881 and 1884 respectively, Britain and the Transvaal recognized Swaziland as independent. In 1890 these two powers decided to meddle in Swazi affairs, and in 1894 Britain handed over to the Transvaal the administration of
Swaziland; but in 1903 Britain took over the administration of the territory again, this time until independence in 1968 }

The King passed the Constitution to me. I then handed him his address and he spoke to the nation.
He thanked Queen Elizabeth II of Britain for her message of good wishes. He congratulated his people on the
restoration of their sovereignty. He thanked them for the patience and forbearance they had shown over the years.
He warned them, however, that very little had been done and that there was still a good deal to do. He told them to
roll up their sleeves and tackle the great task that lay ahead; there would be less time for sleeping and more for
working. He ended his address by giving the order to light bonfires on every hill in the Kingdom.
Concluding his address, Sobhuza II was handed his shield and escorted by senior National Councilors to join
his regiments. He took his position among his age-group (Balondolozi) and the Prime Minister and I, among
others, joined ours—Emasotja age-group which distinguished itself up north during the Second World War and
whose shield color appears on the national flag.
The regiments started the solemn war song and the great dance that always wind up the important national
occasions. The song was Inqaba Kanqofula (literally, the fort of Nqofula, or a mystery), which dates back to 1879
and is itself historic as it graphically describes the incident in battle of that year that earned the Swazis international recognition.\fn{The Swazi soldiers outclassed both the British and Boer soldiers in climbing the Bapedi’s stronghold very
quickly, storming the fortifications and dislodging the enemy for the white men’s guns to feed on. Commenting on this incident, Lord
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Wolseley, the supreme commander of the campaign, said the white soldiers were impeded by having to wear trousers }

Describing the

dance one observer said:
“The regiments danced gracefully, to the left, right, forwards and ended by squatting on the ground and hopping at random like a big swarm of grasshoppers.” The dance was over in 25 minutes and the King accompanied
by his entourage of Councilors returned to the royal box.
Some visitors from other parts of Africa were very anxious and uneasy when the King joined his regiments.
One representative told me that this action by the King was unique in Africa. He said that he was anxious about
His Majesty’s safety throughout until he returned to the royal box, fearing that he might be harmed while with the
regiments. I told the man:
“The King is safer with the regiments than in the royal box.”
The King bade goodbye to King Moshoeshoe II and took his leave of the Ndlovukazi. He was handed his
shield and mounted the dais to take the salute as the Swaziland Police, ex-servicemen (veterans of World War II),
contingents of schoolchildren, Boy Scouts, Girl Guides, members of the Red Cross, the national regiments, the
national women’s organization (Lutsango) and finally one man, Peter Shovela Munro, a descendant of a Scot,
attired in a kilt, marched past.
*
Descending from the dais, Sobhuza II entered the state car. I followed suit and sat on his left. Then the Cadillac
slowly moved off amid ecstasies similar to those which had greeted his arrival. The King waved with dignity to
the crowds lining the road from the stadium’s main gate. The King was 70 years old, but he showed no sign of
fatigue.
As soon as we arrived at Embo State House the King took off his headgear and the oxtail kit and drank a cup
of black tea with no sugar. After putting away all my accoutrements, save the ingwe (leopard skin worn over the
loins) I began directing the hotel staff hired for the state reception for the diplomats.
Meanwhile the diplomats had begun gathering in the courtyard. The first British High Commissioner
accredited to the Kingdom of Swaziland, Peter Gautrey, read his accreditation speech.
Now the King welcomed each diplomat with appropriate remarks. These were not just the conventional
greetings; Sobhuza spent quite a few minutes with each guest. His knowledge of world affairs surprised many of
them. The diplomats conveyed congratulatory messages and presented independence gifts from their countries.
His Majesty received the gifts and handed them to me. Some had labels to show who the donors were, but others
were unmarked. I had to write the name of the country and any other relevant information on these quickly.
More than 100 diplomats shook the King’s hand that day.
“Your Majesty,” asked a United States representative, “how have you succeeded in combining the old and new
ways of living, which we have seen today?”
“I wonder too,” replied the King, “how the United States has succeeded in combining all those different
nationalities with different backgrounds into one great nation.”
The last but one in the queue was a representative of the Government of South Africa. When his turn came he
hailed the King loudly in Swazi manner:
“Bayethe! Ngwenyama!!” This made a great impression on the monarch, the courtiers and everyone who
looked on. This greeting touched the Lion especially because it was so fitting. The others merely said “Your
Majesty”.
The ceremony was brief but very impressive. After it was over, the King and his entourage moved to Lobamba
residence to join the sibhimbi dance, which took place in the sibaya (karral). The women, led by the emakhosikati
(Queens), who were experts in this dance, were joyfully and jubilantly performing at their best. A sibhimbi dance
on this scale had not been seen in Swaziland since Sobhuza, as a young King, reached puberty. The sibaya
appeared to be vibrating with the atmosphere of jubilation. The nation had reached maturity after 66 years of
tutelage. Sobhuza saw this and read the hearts of the nation’s women in this mood and seemed silently to say:
“Is it my eyes that see, and my ears that hear, and my body that feels this!” He took up his position among the
dancers and joined in the dance.
*
All good things come to an end. The sun touched the western horizon. The Queens filed out of the karral by
the senior Queen, laMatsebula. They moved rhythmically with the steps of the sibhimbi dance towards
ndlunkhulu (the great house) through the upper gateway, waving the oxtails in their right hands forwards and
backwards. The regiments moved out of the sibaya through the main gateway, in the usual regimental formation,
towards their barracks where they would be dismissed.
*
But there was no end to the King’s work, so it was not the end of the day’s work for me. He went to the
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sigodlo for a very short period and returned to the state house. Here he changed from Swazi dress into a formal
dinner suit and the Swazi independence necktie instead of the usual bowtie or black tie.
At 8.30 p.m. I gave the order for the royal cars to line up. His Majesty came out at 8.45 p.m. and entered the
state car.
At 9 p.m. we arrived at the Royal Swazi Hotel for the state banquet. The national anthem heralded the King’s
arrival. The Archbishop of Cape Town and metropolitan head of the Church of the Province of South Africa, Dr.
Robert Selby Taylor, said grace. Then the banqueting began.
One particular dish was not popular with the Swazis as they were not familiar with it. Many of them, including
my wife, sat back and folded their arms. But I, having had neither breakfast nor lunch, did not mind what was
brought to me. The Swazis would say I ate like a cow that had strayed. When the waiter came to clear the dishes
he noticed that many Swazis had not touched theirs. He then remarked to my wife:
“Mother, the dish must be too European for you.”
In a brief, concise speech His Majesty welcomed the heads of state. The Prime Minister welcomed the
diplomats and representatives of their countries. Thus ended Somhlolo Day, a unique and historic occasion in the
annals of Swaziland. The royal party left and returned to Embo. Long after midnight I returned to my house in
Mbabane.
At the traffic lights in Mbabane I stopped. I was feeling drowsy, and perhaps I should have pulled to one side
of the road and closed my eyes. No sooner had I crossed the lights than my car crashed into an embankment. I
woke up with a start! The car was damaged, but I managed to drive the short distance to my house. It was now
2.10 a.m.
My family had not yet gone to sleep. It had been an exciting day and nobody wanted to sleep. All of them were
recounting and analyzing the events of the previous day. My son was a student at the Lesotho campus of the
University of Botswana, Lesotho and Swaziland. He and all the Swazi students had come to the celebrations in a
special coach provided by the Government of Swaziland. The coach went back to Lesotho the same night.
In my bedroom, preparing at last to go to sleep and feeling absolutely dead tired, I heard excited voices in the
house. My son, who should have left on the coach for Lesotho, had missed it. By now the bus would have crossed
the border gate 24 kilometres from Mbabane. What should I do? Follow the bus to Lesotho next morning? That
was impossible because of my official duties.
I telephoned the border post. Luckily, the bus had not yet left there. It was just about to go, and all the
passports had already been processed. I asked the man on duty to tell the bus to wait for me. I got into my friend’s
car and drove my son to the border, singing one of the sibhimbi songs: Ukuzal’indodana ngukuzal’ umbalo. (“To
beget a son is to beget troubles.”)
The bus was waiting on the other side of the border. I dropped the boy and returned to sleep. The time was now
4 a.m. That was how Somhlolo Day ended for me.
*
The efficiency, resourcefulness and initiative of our Swaziland Police was clearly demonstrated on Somhlolo
Day. Together with representatives of certain ministries I attended several rehearsals with police representatives. I
represented the King’s personal office as a spokesman for the King and the royal household, including the
Ndlovukazi.
Unfortunately, Swaziland had a very high rate of traffic accidents, many of them caused by cars from across
our borders. Bearing this in mind, on Somhlolo Day the medical officer put his staff on full alert for emergency
cases, particularly from traffic accidents, and ambulances were kept in readiness. But they only had one case; a
woman who was experiencing a complicated labour was taken to hospital.
Every kilometer or so, and at every road junction, there were two or three members of the Swaziland Police.
The sight of a policeman always makes people more careful. Not a single car accident was reported. Some of our
policemen, I saw, were covered in dust, from top to toe, because of our dusty roads. But they never deviated from
their duty.
At one stage I was running between the Embo State House and the stadium, carrying royal messages. The
Swaziland Police had developed a complicated traffic control system. They stopped me from driving from the
stadium directly to the state house, and wanted me to take a roundabout way. The young policeman knew me and
my car well, and what my job was. At first I tried to argue, but the young man politely said:
“Babe,” (father) “I have instructions which you would not like me to disobey.”
I honestly felt ashamed of myself. I apologized and said:
“How right you are.”
I then returned to the stadium where I collected the Deputy Commissioner of Police in my car and drove back
towards the junction. The young policeman recognized the trick, saluted, smiled and gave the right of way signal.
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This was not the only trip, one or two more were to follow. I told His Majesty of this difficulty and he, too,
understood and allowed me to use one of the royal escort cars. This enabled me to pass through without being
hindered myself or hindering the Swaziland Police in the execution of their difficult task.
The traffic along the roads converging at Lobamba was so heavy that a man watching from a helicopter would
have remarked that the traffic movement was bumper to bumper for many kilometers.
Three children were reported lost over the Swaziland Broadcasting Service, and after three days they were
found. My own child strayed from her school group, but the same afternoon she took one of the many buses to her
school, which was a great relief to the school authorities.
Two elders died after the ceremony, one on the same day and the other three days later. Independence was
granted at noon.
*
That evening, the only surviving son of Mswati by levirate custom, Sobhuza’s grandfather, died. His name was
Maveletiveni. A week before, it had been reported to Sobhuza that Maveletiveni was dying at the hospital. The
King sent me at once to tell Maveletiveni to try to hold on until after Independence. I got to the hospital in the
evening, and he was already unconscious, and getting oxygen. I told the sister in charge what my mission was.
She took me to see Maveletiveni.
“Prince Maveletiveni,” I said in an uneasy and self-conscious voice, “Sobhuza says do not die until after
Independence.”
I left.
The next morning, I phoned the sister, whose report was promising. The story seems incredible, yet it is true.
In the afternoon the sister rang me to inform me that the Prince was talking normally. Next day he sat up, and
improved progressively until he asked to be pushed about in a wheelchair. He was taken to the stadium and
watched the proceedings from the ambulance. Shortly after the main ceremony he was driven back to the hospital,
where he died peacefully at about 8 p.m.
The other man who died was Esau Zulu, a Catechist of the Anglican Church, who started the mission work at
Ngwempisana in the Mankayane area, at the turn of the century.
Both of these men had contributed in their own humble way to the development of Swaziland. During the
Anglo-Boer War, Maveletiveni was a scout for the British, and Esau Zulu drove wagons for the Boers.
*
The day following Somhlolo Day there was a sibhimbi dance at the stadium. This was, so to speak, the ladies’
day. The ladies led the display. The King arrived, with me, and joined in the dance. The regiments were drawn up
behind the ladies of the nation. This was the day when the ladies gave of their best.
A group of Lutsango lwakaNgwane (Swazi National Women’s Organisation) women taking part in the dance
moved forward and appeared to be too enthusiastic. The King quickly left the sicheme (formation of the regiment
composed of his age-group) and went to show this group of women how it was done, that they should not quicken
their steps but perform gracefully and deliberately. Later in the day the women left the stadium in a long processsion and moved to Lobamba residence to dance and later retire. The King entered the state car, I followed and we
moved on to Embo State House.
On the third day, a luncheon was arranged at Embo. This was the first and last official luncheon during my
term of office, and was in the honor of King Moshoeshoe II. A local hotel did the catering. Their Majesties were
accompanied by specially invited Councilors on both sides. The table accommodated 21, as designed, including
Their Majesties.
*
The celebrations wound up with a combined religious service at the stadium on Sunday. There were two
associations of churches in the country, the Swaziland Conference of Churches and the League of Churches. The
Conference comprised mainly the well-established Protestant churches: Methodist, Anglican, Lutheran,
Scandinavian, Nazerene, and so on. Most of them had white leaders. To the League belonged the numerous
religious sects whose leadership was entirely black.
How to get these two associations to come together to plan for the national service at Somhlolo Stadium had
been a serious problem. Co-operation between them was noticeably lacking. The Conference of Churches tried to
invite the League, which appeared evasive. Eventually, the Conference of Churches produced its own programme
for the service. So did the League. Because they had direct and easy access to the King, the League showed their
programme to him and obtained his approval. The Conference heard about this, and felt they had been snubbed.
One evening I got a telephone call from Bishop Anthony Hunter, a member of the Conference executive. He
told me how disappointed they were that up to then no agreement between his executive and the League had been
achieved. He asked me to use my influence to end what appeared to be a deadlock.
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I was surprised, but not shocked, because I had long been aware of the lack of understanding between the two
bodies. I promised to do what I could. That evening I telephoned the leader of the League executive and had a
long conversation with him. I asked him and his colleagues to come and meet their counterparts in the conference
room in the Ministry of Local Administration the following morning. I promised him that I would be present and
chair the meeting. He promised to come, with his colleagues. Then I rang Bishop Hunter and told him to bring his
team.
The meeting went as planned. Two members of the League executive came, but to my utter disgust the friend I
had spoken to the previous night could not come and gave a vague excuse. It was no surprise to me, however, as
these were his usual evasive tactics.
The meeting proceeded with an air of amicable firmness. The Conference of Churches executive accused the
League executive of being elusive and not co-operative. The League, in return, accused them of haughtiness and a
lack of consideration.
Despite the recriminations, though, the atmosphere was brotherly. When they had both had their say, I asked
them to settle their differences for the sake of the national religious service. The nation was not interested who
was right and who was wrong, who was wise or foolish, black or white, but the people of Swaziland wanted to
render their thanks to Mvelinchanti (God). If they did not come to agreement, I would directly communicate their
differences to His Majesty.
An amicable and unanimous agreement was reached. The programme prepared by the League already approved by the King would be used. The leader of the League would be the master of ceremonies, the conducting
of the service would be shared between the two groups. Most of the speeches at this thanksgiving service centered
on Somhlolo’s venerated philosophy of acceptance of the Bible, a cautious approach to materialism and complete
acceptance of the newcomer as your brother.
*
The independence ceremonies were now complete. Swaziland was reborn, but the Swazis felt something was
missing. They were strong royalists, and everything centers on the royal leaders. They had expected their King to
receive the instruments of government from a royal hand, that of the Duke of Kent who at the last moment could
not come.
This was the link they regarded as missing.
There was talk that independence had been given with the left hand. And when Sobhuza II opened Parliament
on 8 September, he expressed the hope that, in the near future, a member of the British royal house would be a
state guest.
The Swazis still expected the Duke of Kent to come. The British Government immediately arranged for a
member of their Royal Family to come out and complete the ceremony to the satisfaction of the Swazis. The
Swazis now heard that the Duke would not be able to come as he would be going to Australia to represent the
Queen there. His sister, Princess Alexandra, would be coming to Swaziland instead. This was really good news for
us.
On the first anniversary of independence the Princess, a charming person with a wonderful, cheerful disposition, came to Swaziland. The news of her coming caused much sentimental and joyous anticipation. Her arrival at
Matsapha airport was the most exciting and thrilling one of the entire era of Sobhuza ll. The King was there for
the first time since the official inauguration of the airport, and the last time during my term of office.
The Princess and her husband, the Honourable Angus Ogilvy, arrived in a British Royal Air Force Andover.
There was a great turnout of enthusiastic people from Swaziland and from beyond our borders to welcome the
Princess. Naturally, many came from sheer curiosity. More than 90 per cent of the crowd, I can say with certainty,
had never seen a King welcome a Princess from another state. This was what they had come to see.
Sobhuza II was the first to greet Princess Alexandra, whose gracious friendliness captivated the crowd. She
introduced the King to her husband and then inspected the Guard of Honor mounted by the Swaziland Police. His
Majesty introduced the Princess to his senior Councilors, then stood aside for her to enter his car. They left for
Embo State House. Such a vast convoy of cars had never before been seen between the airport and Embo.
At Embo the Princess was introduced to the emakhosikati by the King. She had tea with them, then she was
driven to the house specially acquired for her.
The order of the cars leaving Embo for Somhlolo Stadium was changed slightly. His Majesty and Princess
Alexandra were in the state car, followed by a car carrying the Princess’s husband and me.
The Princess spoke to the Swazi Nation on the first anniversary, and the next day she attended the official
opening of the new Houses of Parliament by King Sobhuza II. The King, speaking on this occasion, and referring
to the Houses of Parliament, said:
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This site is an area hallowed by historical association. It has always been on this very ground that our friendship
with Britain has been practically demonstrated. Our regiments—Indlavela and Emasotja—were, respectively, in 1879
and 1941, officially dispatched from these grounds to assist Britain in her military operations, and it was again on these
grounds that the soldiers were officially welcomed back after their successful campaigns. It is, therefore, fitting that this
building should have been built on this site. It will now be a living monument to our past historical association with
Great Britain.

202.167 Excerpt from A Beautiful Place To Die: A Novel\fn{by Malla Nunn (c.1970- )} Swaziland (F) 22
1
Detective Sergeant Emmanuel Cooper switched off the engine and looked out through the dirty windscreen. He
was in deep country. To get deeper he’d have to travel back in time to the Zulu wars. Two Ford pickup trucks, a
white Mercedes, and a police van parked to his right placed him in the twentieth century. Ahead of him a group of
black farm-workers stood along a rise with their backs toward him. The hard line of their shoulders obscured what
lay ahead.
In the crease of a hot green hill, a jumpy herd boy with fifteen skinny cows stared at the unusual scattering of
people in the middle of nowhere. The farm was a genuine crime scene after all—not a hoax as district headquarters had thought. Emmanuel got out of the car and lifted his hat to a group of women and children sitting in
the shade of a wild fig tree. A few of them politely nodded back, silent and fearful. Emmanuel checked for his
notebook, his pen, his handgun, mentally preparing for the job.
An old black man in tattered overalls stepped out from the band of shade cast by the police van. He
approached with his cloth cap in his hand.
“You the baas\fn{Boss; the book is set in 1952 South Africa, and the Afrikaners are in control of the country } from Jo’burg?”
\fn{Jo’burg, a common spoken abbreviation in South Africa for Johannesburg} he asked.
“That’s me,” Emmanuel said. He locked the car and dropped the keys into his jacket pocket.
“Policeman says to go to the river.” The old man pointed a bony finger in the direction of the farm-workers
standing along the ridge. “You must come with me, please, ma’ baas.”
The old man led the way. Emmanuel followed and the farm-workers turned at his approach. He drew closer to
them and scanned the row of faces to try to gauge the mood. Beneath their silence he sensed fear.
“You must go there, ma’ baas.” The old man indicated a narrow path that snaked through tall grass to the
banks of a wide, shining river.
Emmanuel nodded his thanks and walked down the dirt trail. A breeze rustled the underbrush and a pair of
bullfinches flew up. He smelled damp earth and crushed grass. He wondered what waited for him.
At the bottom of the path he came to the edge of the river and looked across to the far side. A stretch of low
veldt shimmered under clear skies. In the distance a mountain range broke the horizon into jagged blue peaks.
Pure Africa. Just like the photos in English magazines that talked up the benefits of migration.
Emmanuel began a slow walk of the riverbank. Ten paces along he saw the body.
Within reach of the river’s edge, a man floated facedown with his arms spread out like a parachute diver in free
fall. Emmanuel clocked the police uniform instantly.
A captain. Wide shouldered and big boned with blond hair cut close to the skull. Small silver fish danced
around what looked like a bullet wound in the head and another gash torn into the middle of the man’s broad
back. A thicket of reeds held the body fast against the current.
A blood-stiffened blanket and an overturned lantern with a burned-out wick marked a fishing spot. Bait worms
had spilled from a jam can and dried on the coarse sand.
Emmanuel’s heart hammered in his rib cage. He’d been sent out solo on the murder of a white police captain.
*
“You the detective?”
The question, in Afrikaans, had the tone of a surly boy addressing the new schoolmaster. Emmanuel turned to
face a lanky teenager in a police uniform. A thick leather belt anchored the blue cotton pants and jacket to the
boy’s narrow hips. Wisps of downy hair grew along his jaw-line. The National Party policy of hiring Afrikaners
into public service had reached the countryside.
“I’m Detective Sergeant Emmanuel Cooper.” He held out his hand. “Are you the policeman in charge of this
case?” The boy flushed.
“Ja, I’m Constable Hansie Hepple. Lieutenant Uys is on holiday in Mozambique for two more days and
Captain Pretorius … well … he’s … he’s gone.”
They looked over at the captain, swimming in the waters of eternity. A dead white hand waved at them from
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the shallows.
“Did you find the body, Constable Hepple?” Emmanuel asked.
“No.” The Afrikaner youth teared up. “Some kaffir\fn{A racist term for any of the native people } boys from the
location found the captain this morning … he’s been out here all night.” Emmanuel waited until Hansie got
control of himself.
“Did you call the Detective Branch in?”
“I couldn’t get a phone line to district headquarters,” the boy policeman explained. “I told my sister to try till
she got through. I didn’t want to leave the captain by himself.”
A knot of three white men stood farther up the riverbank and took turns drinking from a battered silver flask.
They were big and meaty, the kind of men who would pull their own wagons across the veldt long after the oxen
were dead. Emmanuel motioned toward the group.
“Who are they?”
“Three of the captain’s sons.”
“How many sons does the captain have?” Emmanuel imagined the mother, a wide-hipped woman who gave
birth between baking bread and hanging up the laundry.
“Five sons. They’re a good family. True volk.”
The young policeman dug his hands into his pockets and kicked a stone across the bank with his steel-capped
boot. Eight years after the beaches of Normandy and the ruins of Berlin, there was still talk of folk-spirit and race
purity out on the African plains.
Emmanuel studied the murdered captain’s sons. They were true Afrikaners, all right. Muscled blonds plucked
straight from the victory at the Battle of Blood River and glorified on the walls of the Voortrekker Monument. The
captain’s boys broke from their huddle and walked toward him.
Images from Emmanuel’s childhood flickered to life. Boys with skin white as mother’s milk from the neck
down and the elbow up. Noses skewed from fights with friends, the Indians, the English, or the colored boys
cheeky enough to challenge their place at the top.
The brothers came within shoving distance of Emmanuel and stopped. Boss Man, the largest of the brothers,
stood in front. The Enforcer stood to his right with his jaw clenched. Half a step behind, the third brother stood
ready to take orders from up the chain of command.
“Where’s the rest of the squad?” Boss Man demanded in rough-edged English. “Where are your men?”
“I’m it,” Emmanuel said. “There is no one else.”
“You joking me?” The Enforcer added finger pointing to the exchange. “A police captain is murdered and
Detective Branch send out one lousy detective?”
“I shouldn’t be out here alone,” Emmanuel conceded. A dead white man demanded a team of detectives. A
dead white policeman: a whole division. "
“The information headquarters received was unclear. There was no mention of the victim’s race, sex, or
occupation—” The Enforcer cut across the explanation.
“You have to do better than that.” Emmanuel chose to focus on the Boss Man.
“I was working the Preston murder case. The white couple shot in their general store,” he said. “We tracked the
killer to his parents’ farm, an hour west of here, and made an arrest. Major van Niekerk called and asked me to
check a possible homicide—”
“‘Possible homicide’?” The Enforcer wasn’t about to be sidelined. “What the hell does that mean?”
“It means the operator who logged the call got one useful piece of information from the caller—the name of
the town, Jacob’s Rest. That was all we had to work with.” He didn’t mention the word “hoax.”
“If that’s true,” the Enforcer said, “how did you get here? This isn’t Jacob’s Rest, it’s Old Voster’s Farm.”
“An African man waved me off the main road, then another one showed me to the river,” Emmanuel
explained, and the brothers shared a puzzled look. They had no idea what he was talking about.
“Can’t be.” The Boss Man spoke directly to the boy constable.
“You told them a police captain had been murdered, hey, Hansie?”
The teenager scuttled behind Emmanuel. His breathing was ragged in the sudden quiet.
“Hansie …” The Enforcer smelled blood. “What did you tell them?”
“I …” The boy’s voice was muffled. “I told Gertie she must say everything. She must explain how it was.”
“Gertie … Your twelve-year-old sister made the call?”
“I couldn’t get a line,” Hansie complained. “I tried …”
“Domkop.” The Boss Man stepped to the side, in order to get a clear swing at Hansie. “You really that stupid?”
The brothers moved forward in a hard line, cabbage-sized fists at the ready. The constable grabbed a handful of
Emmanuel’s jacket and burrowed close to his shoulder. Emmanuel stood his ground and kept eye contact with the
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head brother.
“Giving Constable Hepple a smack or two will make you feel better, but you can’t do it here. This is a crime
scene and I need to start work.”
The Pretorius boys stopped. Their focus shifted to the body of their father floating in the clear water of the
river. Emmanuel stepped into the silence and held out his hand.
“Detective Sergeant Emmanuel Cooper. I’m sorry for the loss of your father.”
“Henrick,” the Boss Man said, and Emmanuel felt his hand disappear into a fleshy paw. “This here is Johannes
and Erich, my brothers.”
The younger brothers nodded a greeting, wary of the city detective in the pressed suit and green-striped tie. In
Jo’burg he looked smart and professional. On the veldt with men who smelled of dirt and diesel fuel, he was out
of place.
“Constable Hepple says there are five of you.” He returned the brothers’ stares and noticed the areas of redness
around their eyes and noses.
“Louis is at home with our ma. He’s too young to see this.” Henrick took a swig from the flask and turned
away to hide his tears. Erich, the Enforcer, stepped forward.
“The army is letting Paul out on compassionate leave. He’ll be home tomorrow or the day after.”
“What unit is he in?” Emmanuel asked, curious in spite of himself. Six years out of service and his own
trousers and shirtsleeves were still ironed sharp enough to please a sergeant major. The army had discharged him,
but it hadn’t let him go.
“Paul’s in intelligence,” Henrick said, now flushed pink from the brandy.
Emmanuel calculated the odds that brother Paul belonged to the old guard of the intelligence corps—the one
that broke fingers and smashed heads to extract information. Exactly the kind you didn’t want hanging around an
orderly murder investigation. He checked the brothers’ posture, the slack shoulders and unclenched hands, and
decided to take control of the situation while he had a moment to do so. He was on his own with no backup and
there was a murder to solve. He started with the classic opener guaranteed to raise a response from idiots and
geniuses alike:
“Can you think of anyone who would do this to your father?”
“No. No one,” Henrick answered with absolute certainty. “My father was a good man.”
“Even good men have enemies. Especially a police captain.”
“Pa might have got on the wrong side of some people, but nothing serious,” Erich insisted. “People respected
him. No one who knew him could do this.”
“An outsider, is your guess?”
“Smugglers use this stretch of river to go in and out of Mozambique,” Henrick said. “Weapons, liquor, even
Commie pamphlets, they all come into the country when no one is looking.” Johannes spoke for the first time.
“We think Pa maybe surprised some criminal crossing over into SA.”
“A lowlife bringing in cigarettes or whiskey stolen off the docks in Lorenzo Marques.” Erich took the flask
from Henrick. “Some kaffir with nothing to lose.”
“That casts the net pretty wide,” Emmanuel said, and studied the full length of the riverbank. Farther upstream,
an older black man in a heavy wool coat and khaki uniform sat in the patchy shade of an indoni tree. Two
frightened black boys nestled close to him.
“Who’s that?” he asked.
“Shabalala,” Henrick answered. “He’s a policeman, too. He’s half Zulu, half Shangaan. Pa said the Shangaan
part could track any animal, and the Zulu part was sure to kill it.”
The Pretorius brothers smiled at the captain’s old explanation. Hansie stepped up eagerly.
“Those are the boys who found the body, Detective Sergeant. They told Shabalala and he rode into town and
told us.”
“I’d like to hear what they have to say.” Hansie pulled a whistle from his breast pocket and blew a shrill note.
“Constable Shabalala. Bring the boys. Make it fast!”
Shabalala rose slowly to his full height, over six feet, and made his way toward them. The boys followed in the
shadow he cast. Emmanuel watched Shabalala approach and instantly realized that he must have been the
policeman who’d set up the series of native men to guide him to the crime scene.
“Quick, man!” Hansie called out. “You see that, Detective Sergeant? You tell them to hurry and this is what
you get.”
Emmanuel pressed his fingers into the ridge of bone above his left eye socket where a headache stirred. The
country light, free from industrial haze, was bright as a blowtorch on his retina.
“Detective Sergeant Cooper, this is Constable Samuel Shabalala.” Hansie performed the introductions in his
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best grown-up voice. “Shabalala, this detective has come all the way from Jo’burg to help us find out who killed
the captain. You must tell him everything you know like a good man, okay?”
Shabalala, a few heads taller and a decade or two older than any of the white men in front of him, nodded and
shook Emmanuel’s outstretched hand. His face, calm as a lake, gave nothing away. Emmanuel made eye contact,
and saw nothing but his own reflection in the dark brown eyes.
“The detective is an Englishman.” Henrick spoke directly to Shabalala. “You must use English, okay?”
Emmanuel turned to the brothers, who stood in a semicircle behind him.
“You need to move back twenty paces while I question the boys,” he said. “I’ll call you when we’re ready to
move your pa.”
Henrick grunted and the brothers moved away. Emmanuel waited until they re-formed their huddle before
continuing. He crouched down to the boys’ level.
*
“Uno bani wena?” he asked Shabalala.
Shabalala’s eyes widened in surprise, then he joined Emmanuel at child height and gently touched each boy on
the shoulder in turn. Continuing in Zulu, he answered Emmanuel’s question.
“This one is Vusi and this one is Butana, the little brother.”
The boys looked about eleven and nine years old, with close-shaven heads and enormous brown eyes. Their
rounded stomachs pushed out their frayed shirts.
“I’m Emmanuel. I’m a policeman from Jo’burg. You are brave boys. Can you tell me what happened?” Butana
held his hand up and waited to be called on.
“Yebo?” Emmanuel prompted.
“Please, baas.” Butana’s finger twisted through a hole at the front of his shirt. “We came here fishing.”
“Where did you come from?”
“Our mother’s house at the location,” the older boy said. “We came when it was just light because baas Voster
doesn’t like us to fish at this place.”
“Voster says the natives steal the fish,” Hansie said, and crouched down to join the action. Emmanuel ignored
him.
“How did you get to the river?” he asked.
“We came down from that path there.” Vusi pointed past the blanket and lantern that lay on the sand to a
narrow pathway that disappeared into the lush veldt.
“We came to here and I saw there was a white man in the water,” Butana said. “It was Captain Pretorius.
Dead.”
“What did you do?” Emmanuel asked.
“We ran.” Vusi rubbed one palm against the other to make a swishing sound. “Fast, fast. No stopping.”
“You went home?”
“No, baas.” Vusi shook his head. “We came to the policeman’s house and told what we saw.”
“What time?” Emmanuel asked Shabalala.
“It was past six o’clock in the morning,” the black policeman said.
“They just know what time it is,” Hansie supplied helpfully. “They don’t need clocks the way we do.”
Blacks in South Africa needed so little. A little less every day was the general rule. The job of detective was
one of the few not subject to policies forbidding contact between different races. Detectives uncovered the facts,
presented the brief, and gave evidence in court to support the case. White, black, colored, or Indian, murder was a
capital offense no matter what race the offender belonged to. Emmanuel spoke to the older boy.
“Did you see or hear anything strange when you came down to the river this morning?”
“The unusual thing was the body of the captain in the water,” said Vusi.
“What about you?” Emmanuel asked the smaller boy. “You notice anything different? Besides the captain in
the water?”
“Nothing,” the little brother said.
“When you saw the body, did you think of anyone you know who could have hurt Captain Pretorius?”
The boys considered the question for a moment, their brown eyes wide with concentration. Vusi shook his
head.
“No. I thought only that today was not a good day to go fishing.” Emmanuel smiled.
“You both did a very good thing by telling Constable Shabalala what you saw. You will make fine policemen
one day.”
Vusi’s chest puffed out with pride, but his little brother’s eyes filled with tears.
“What’s the matter?” Emmanuel asked.
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“I do not want to be a policeman, nkosana,” the small boy said. “I want to be a schoolteacher.”
The terror that came with discovering the body had finally surfaced in the little witness. Shabalala laid a hand
on the crying boy’s shoulder and waited for the signal to dismiss the boys. Emmanuel nodded.
“To be a schoolteacher, first you must go to school,” the black policeman said, and waved to one of the farmworkers standing on the ridge. “Musa will take you home.”
Shabalala walked the boys past the Pretorius brothers to a man standing at the top of the path. The man waved
the boys up toward him.
*
Emmanuel studied the riverbank. The green spring veldt and wide sky filled his vision, He pulled out his
notebook and wrote the word “pleasing” because it was the first thing to come to his mind when he examined the
wider elements of the scene. There would have been a moment just after the blanket was spread and the lantern
turned to full light when the captain would have looked out over the river and felt a sense of joy at this place. He
might have even been smiling when the bullet struck.
“Well?” It was Erich, still put out by being moved away from the questioning. “Did you get anything?”
“No,” Emmanuel said. “Nothing.”
“The only reason we haven’t taken Pa home,” Henrick said, “is because he would have wanted us to follow the
rules—”
“But if you’re not getting anything,” Erich said, his short fuse lit, “there’s no reason for us to stand here like
anthills when we could be helping Pa.”
The wait for the big-city detective to work the scene had taken a toll on the brothers. Emmanuel knew that they
were battling the urge to turn the captain face up so he could get some air.
“I’ll take a look at the blanket, then we’ll take your father back to town straight after,” Emmanuel said when
Shabalala rejoined the group. “Hepple and Shabalala, you’re with me.”
They leaned in close to the bloodstained blanket. The material was coarse gray, scratchy, and comfortable as a
sheet of corrugated iron to sit on. Every outdoor event, farm truck, and braai came with blankets just like this one.
Blood had dried rust-brown on the fabric and spilled over the blanket’s edge into the sand. Deep lines, broken
at irregular intervals, led from the blanket to the river’s edge. The captain had been shot, then dragged to the water
and dumped. No mean feat.
“What do you make of this?” Emmanuel pointed to the blood-stiffened material.
“Let’s see.” Hansie came forward. “The captain came fishing, the way he did every week, and someone shot
him.”
“Yes, Hepple, those are the facts.”
Emmanuel glanced at Shabalala. If the captain was right, the Shangaan part of the silent black man would see
more than the obvious.
“Well?” The black policeman hesitated.
“Tell me what you think happened,” Emmanuel said, aware of Shabalala’s reluctance to show up Hansie’s poor
grasp of the situation.
“The captain was shot here on the blanket, then pulled over the sand to the water. But the killer, he’s not
strong.”
“How’s that?”
“He had to rest many times.” Shabalala pointed to the shallow indentations that broke the line as it ran from
the blanket to the water.
“This is the mark of the captain’s boots. Here is where his body was put down. Here was his head.”
In the hollow lay a dried pool of blood and a matted tuft of blond hair. The indentations appeared closer and
closer together, the pools of blood larger, as the killer stopped to catch his breath more often.
“Somebody wanted to make sure the captain wasn’t coming back,” Emmanuel muttered. “Are you sure he
didn’t have any enemies?”
“None,” Hansie answered without hesitation. “Captain got on good with everyone, even the natives, hey,
Shabalala?
“Yebo,” the black constable said. He stared at the evidence, which said otherwise.
“Some places have trouble between the groups. Not here,” Hansie insisted. “A stranger must have done this.
Someone from outside.”
There wasn’t much to go on yet. If it had been a crime of passion, the murderer might have made mistakes: no
alibi, murder weapon hidden in an obvious place, blood left to dry on shoelaces … if the murder was premeditated, then only careful police work would catch the killer. Outsider or insider, it took guts to kill a white police
captain.
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“Comb the riverbank,” he instructed Hansie. “Walk as far as the path where the boys climbed up. Go slowly. If
you find anything out of the ordinary, don’t touch it. Call me.”
“Yes, sir.” Hansie set off like a Labrador.
*
Emmanuel scoped the scene. The captain’s killer had dragged the body to the water without dropping a thing.
“Did he have enemies?” he asked Shabalala.
“The bad people did not like him, but the good people did.” The black man’s face betrayed nothing.
“What do you really think happened here?”
“It rained this morning. Many of the marks have been washed away.” Emmanuel wasn’t buying.
“Tell me anyway.”
“Captain was kneeling and facing this way.” Shabalala pointed in the direction Hansie had gone. “A man’s
boot prints come here from behind. One bullet in the head, captain fell. Then a second bullet in the back.” A boot
print with deep, straight grooves was pressed into the sand.
“How the hell did the killer manage a clean shot in the dark?” Emmanuel asked.
“It was a full moon last night and bright. The lantern was also burning.”
“How many people can take a shot like that even in broad daylight?”
“Many,” the black policeman said. “The white men learn to shoot guns at their club. Captain Pretorius and his
sons have won many trophies.” Shabalala thought for a moment. “Mrs. Pretorius has also won many.”
Emmanuel again pressed his left eye socket where the headache was beginning. He’d landed in a town of
sharp-shooting inbred Afrikaner farmers.
“Where did the killer go after dumping the body?”
“The river.” Shabalala walked to the edge of the water and pointed to where the captain’s heel marks and the
killer’s footprints disappeared into the flow. A clump of bulrushes with the sterns snapped back lay on the
opposite bank. A narrow path trailed off into the bushlands.
“The killer came out there?” He pointed to the trampled rushes.
“I think so.”
“Whose farm is that?” Emmanuel asked, and felt a familiar surge of adrenaline—the excitement of the first
lead in a new case. They could track the killer to his door and finish this today. With luck he’d be back in Jo’burg
for the weekend.
“No farm,” came the reply. “Mozambique.”
“You sure, man?"
“Yebo. Mo. Zam. Bique.” Shabalala repeated the name, long and slow, so there was no mistake. The syllables
emphasized that across the bank was another country with its own laws and its own police force.
Emmanuel and Shabalala stood side by side and looked across the water for a long while. Five minutes on the
opposite shore might give up a clue that could break open the case.
Emmanuel did a quick calculation. If he was caught across the border, he’d spend the next two years checking
ID passes at whites-only public toilets. Even Major van Niekerk, a canny political animal with connections to
burn, couldn’t fix up a bungled visit across the border.
He turned to face South Africa and concentrated on the evidence in front of him. The neatness of the scene and
the sniper-like targeting of the victim’s head and spine indicated a cool and methodical hand. The location of the
body was also a deliberate choice. Why take the time to drag it to the water when it could have been left on the
sand?
The brother’s smuggler theory didn’t hold water, either. Why wouldn’t the smuggler cross farther upstream and
avoid all that attention and trouble? Not only that, why would he compromise his path between borders by
murdering a white man?
“Did the killer come out of the river?” Emmanuel asked. The Zulu policeman shook his head.
“When I came here the herd boys and their oxen had been to the river to drink. If the tracks were here, they are
gone now.”
*
“Detective Sergeant,” Hansie said, walking toward them, pink skin flushed with exertion.”
“Anything?”
“Nothing but sand, Detective Sergeant.”
The dead man floated in the river. A spring rain, gentle as mist, began to fall.
“Let’s get the captain,” Emmanuel said.
“Yebo.”
Sadness flickered across the black man’s face for a moment and then it was gone.
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The coffee was hot and black and spiked with enough brandy to dull the ache in Emmanuel’s muscles. A full
hour after going in to retrieve the captain, the men from the riverbank were back at the cars, shoulders and legs
twitching with fatigue. Extracting the body from the crime scene proved to be only slightly easier than pulling a
Sherman tank out of the mud.
“Koeksister?” asked old Voster’s wife, a toad-faced woman with thinning gray hair.
“Thank you.” Emmanuel took a sticky pastry and leaned back against the Packard. He looked around at the
gathering of people and vehicles. Two black maids poured fresh coffee and handed out dry towels while a group
of farm-workers tended the fire for the hot water and milk. The wheelchair-bound Voster and his family, a son and
two daughters, were deep in conversation with the Pretorius brothers while a pack of sinewy Rhodesian
ridgebacks sniffed the ground at their feet. Black and white children ran zigzag together between the cars in a
noisy game of hide-and-seek. The captain lay in the back of the police van wrapped in clean white sheets.
Emmanuel drained his coffee and approached the Pretorius brothers. The investigation needed to move
forward fast. All they had so far was a dead body and a killer walking free in Mozambique.
“Time to go,” Emmanuel said. “We’ll take the captain to hospital, get the doctor to look him over.”
“We’re taking him home,” Henrick stated flatly. “My ma’s waited long enough to see him.”
Emmanuel felt the force of the brothers as they turned their gaze on him. He held their stare and absorbed the
tension and rage, now doubly fueled by alcohol and fatigue.
“We need a medical opinion on the time and the cause of death. And a signed death certificate. It’s standard
police procedure.”
“Are you blind as well as fucking deaf?” Erich said. “You need a doctor to tell you he was shot? What kind of
detective are you, Detective?”
“I’m the kind of detective that solves cases, Erich. That’s why Major van Niekerk sent me. Would you rather
we left it to him?”
He motioned to the fire where Hansie sat cross-legged, a plate of Koeksisters on his knees. The thin sound of
his humming carried through the air as he selected another sweet pastry.
“We won’t agree to a doctor cutting him up like a beast,” Henrick said. “He’s God’s creature, even if his spirit
has departed his body. Pa would never have agreed to it and we won’t either.”
True Afrikaners and religious with it. Wars started with less fuel. The Pretorius boys were ready to take up
arms for their beliefs. Time to tread carefully. He was out on his own with no backup and no partner. Some access
to the body was better than none at all.
“No autopsy,” Emmanuel said. “Just an examination to determine time and cause of death. The captain would
have agreed to that much, I’m sure.”
“Ja, okay,” Erich said, and the aggression drained from him. “Tell your ma we’ll get him home as soon as
possible. Constable Shabalala and I will take care of him.” Henrick handed over the keys to the police van, which
he’d found in the captain’s pocket when they hauled him out of the river.
“Hansie and Shabalala will show you the way to the hospital and then to our parents’ place. Take too long and
my brothers and I will come looking for you, Detective.”
*
Emmanuel checked the rearview mirror of the police van and saw Hansie following in the Packard with
Shabalala’s bike lashed to the roof. The boy was good behind the wheel, tight and confident. If the killer was a
race car driver, Emmanuel noted, Hansie might get a chance to earn his pay packet on the police force, possibly
for the first time.
The vehicles entered the town of Jacob’s Rest on Piet Retief Street, the town’s only tarred road. A little way
down, they turned onto a dirt road and drove past a series of low-slung buildings grouped together under a haze of
purple jacaranda trees. Shabalala directed Emmanuel into a circular drive lined with whitewashed stones. He
paused at the front entrance to the Grace of God Hospital.
Crude icon images of Christ on the Cross were carved into the two front doors. Emmanuel and Shabalala
slipped out of the police van and stood on either side of the filthy bonnet.\fn{ Hood; of the van} Mud-splattered and
sweat-stained, they carried the smell of bad news about them.
“What now?” Emmanuel asked Shabalala. It was almost noon and the captain was doing a slow roast in the
back of the police van.
The doors to the hospital swung open and a large steam engine of a black woman in a nun’s habit appeared on
the top stair. Another nun, pale skinned and tiny as a bantam hen, stepped up beside her. The sisters stared out
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from the shade cast by their headdresses.
“Sisters.” Emmanuel lifted his hat, like a hobo practicing good manners. “I’m Detective Sergeant Emmanuel
Cooper. You know the other policemen, I’m sure.”
“Of course, of course.” The tiny white nun fluttered down the stairs, followed by her solid black shadow.
“I’m Sister Bernadette and this is Sister Angelina. Please forgive our surprise. How may we be of service,
Detective Cooper?”
“We have Captain Pretorius in the van—”
The sisters’ gasp broke the flow of his words. He started again, aiming for a gentler tone.
“The captain is—”
“Dead,” Hansie blubbered. “He’s been murdered. Someone shot him in the head and the back … there’s a hole
—”
“Constable.”
Emmanuel put the full weight of his hand on the boy’s shoulder. No need for specific information about the
case to be sprayed around so early. It was a small town. Everyone would know the bloody details soon enough.
“Lord rest his soul,” said Sister Bernadette.
“May God have mercy on his soul,” Sister Angelina intoned. Emmanuel waited until the sisters crossed
themselves before pushing ahead.
“We need the doctor to examine Captain Pretorius to determine cause and time of death, and to issue the death
certificate.”
“Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear …” Sister Bernadette muttered quietly, her Irish brogue now thick. “I’m afraid we
can’t help you, Detective Cooper. Doctor left on his rounds this morning.”
“When will he be back?” Emmanuel figured he had four hours at most before the Pretorius brothers showed up
to claim the body.
“Two, maybe three days,” Sister Bernadette said. “There’s been an outbreak of bilharzia at a boarding school
near Bremer. Depending on the number of cases, he might be longer. I’m so sorry.”
Days, not hours. Country time was too slow for his liking.
“What would you do if Captain Pretorius was badly injured but still alive?” he asked.
“Send you on to Mooihoek. There’s a doctor at the hospital full-time.”
He didn’t get his hopes up. The situation was fubar, as the Yank soldiers were fond of saying. Fucked up
beyond all recognition. He tried anyway.
“How long?”
“If the road is in good shape, just under two hours.” Sister Bernadette delivered the good news with a weak
smile, then cast about for a friendlier face, one that understood geography. “Isn’t that so, Constable Shabalala?
Shabalala nodded.
“That is the time, if the road is good.”
“And is the road good?” Emmanuel asked.
The headache suddenly pulsed red and white behind his left eye socket. He waited for someone to answer the
question.
“Good until ver Maak’s farm.” Shabalala spoke up when it became obvious no one else was going to. “Ver
Maak told captain there was a donga in the road, but he drove around it to come to town.”
The collapse in the road was passable, but it would add time to the journey to Mooihoek. He didn’t want to risk
breaking the case open like this. A police van with a dead police captain was sure to get noticed, especially in
Mooihoek, where a phone call would bring the press swarming down on them in no time.
“Detective Cooper …” Sister Bernadette touched the silver cross around her neck and felt the comforting
sharpness of Jesus’ ribs against her fingers.
“There is Mr. Zweigman.”
“Who is Mr. Zweigman?”
“The old Jew,” Hansie said quickly. “He runs a dry goods store down by the bus stop. Kaffirs and coloreds go
there.”
Emmanuel kept his gaze steady on Sister Bernadette, God’s black-robed pigeon ready to take flight at the
smallest sound.
“What about Mr. Zweigman?” Sister Bernadette released a pent-up breath.
“A native boy was run over a few months ago and Mr. Zweigman treated him at the scene. The boy came here
later and you could see … he was fixed up by someone qualified.”
Emmanuel checked Shabalala. Shabalala nodded. The story was true.
“Is he a doctor?”
59

“He says he was a medic in the refugee camps in Germany but …” Sister Bernadette gripped the silver cross
tightly and asked the Lord’s forgiveness for the confidence she was about to betray.
“We have had Mr. Zweigman look at one or two cases while Dr. Kruger has been away. Not officially, you see.
No, no. A quick look, that’s all. We’d rather Doctor didn’t find out.”
“The old Jew isn’t a doctor.” Hansie bristled at the idea. “Dr. Kruger is the only doctor in the district.
Everybody knows that. What kind of rubbish are you talking?”
Sister Angelina stepped forward with an angelic smile. She could have crushed Hansie in her enormous black
fist, yet she chose to appear small in front of the puffed-up boy policeman.
“Yes, of course,” she said in a warm voice. “Dr. Kruger is the only proper doctor, that’s correct, Constable. Mr.
Zweigman is only for us natives who don’t need such good medicine. For the natives only.”
Emmanuel found himself no closer to knowing if the old Jew was a doctor or a shopkeeper with a first aid
certificate.
“Shabalala.” He motioned the policeman to the back of the police van, and out of earshot. “What do you know
about this?”
“The captain told me, if you are sick you must go to the old Jew. He will fix you better than Dr. Kruger.”
Better, not worse. That was the captain’s opinion and this was his town. Emmanuel fished the Packard keys
from his pocket.
*
“Here.” Shabalala pointed to a row of shops pressed close together under sheets of rusting corrugated iron. A
pitted footpath added to the derelict appearance of the businesses, each with its doors thrown open to the street.
Khan’s Emporium was pungent with spices. Next stood a “fine liquor merchant” manned by two bored mixedrace boys playing cards out the front. After that sat Poppies General Store, which looked in danger of sliding off
its wooden foundations and into the vacant lot next door.
Across the road, there was a burned-out garage with a charred petrol pump and piles of blistered tires. A lanky
walnut-colored man patiently worked his way through the rubble, picking up bricks and pieces of twisted metal
and throwing them into a wheelbarrow.
A black native woman ambled by with a baby tied to her back, and a mixed-race “colored” boy pushed a toy
car made of wire along the footpath. No English or Afrikaners. They had slipped out of white Africa.
“The last one is the old Jew’s place.”
Shabalala pointed to Poppies General Store. Emmanuel switched off the engine and put his optimism on ice. A
broken-down shop on the wrong side of the color line was no place for a qualified doctor unless he was crazy or
had been struck off the medical register.
Poppies was crammed with Hessian\fn{ Burlap} sacks of corn, cans of jam, and corned meat. The air smelled of
raw cotton, and bolts of plain and patterned material leaned against the far edge of a long wooden counter. Behind
the counter stood a slight man with wire-rimmed glasses and a shock of brilliant white hair that flew up from his
skull like an exclamation point.
A crackpot, Emmanuel judged quickly, and “the old Jew” wasn’t as old as he’d imagined. Zweigman was still
the right side of fifty, despite his hair and stooped shoulders. His brown eyes were bright as a crow’s as he took in
the sight of the mud-spattered pair without reaction.
“How can I help you, Officer?” Zweigman asked in an accent Emmanuel knew well. Educated German transplanted into a rough and charmless English.
“Get your medical kit and your license. We need you at the hospital.” He made sure Zweigman saw the police
ID he slapped onto the counter.
“A moment, please,” Zweigman answered politely, and disappeared into a back room separated from the main
shop by a yellow-and-white-striped curtain. The mechanical whir of sewing machines filtered out, then stopped
abruptly. There was the sound of voices, low and urgent, before the shopkeeper reappeared with his medical bag.
A dark-haired woman in an elegant blue satin dress tailored to fit the generous curves of her body followed close
behind Zweigman.
The old Jew and the woman were as different as a gumboot and a ball gown. Zweigman could have been any
old man serving behind any dusty counter in South Africa, but the woman belonged to a cool climate place with
Persian carpets and a grand piano tucked into the corner.
The word liebchen\fn{Dearest} tripped from the woman’s mouth in a repetitive loop that stopped only when
Zweigman gently placed his fingers to her lips. They stood close together, surrounded by a sadness that forced
Emmanuel onto his back foot.
The headache had returned, glowing hot behind the socket. He pressed his palm over his eye to clear the blur.
An image of Angela, his own wife, imprinted over his retina. Pale-skinned and ephemeral, she called to him from
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a corner of the past. Had they ever stood together as intimately as the old Jew and his anxious wife did just now?
“Let’s go,” Emmanuel said, and headed for the door.
Outside, the light was soft and white and shot through with fine dust particles. The colored boys in front of the
liquor store looked up, then quickly returned to their game. Better to have a policeman walk by than stop and ask
questions.
Emmanuel got into the driver’s seat, cranked the engine, and waited. Zweigman slid in next to him with his
medical bag balanced on his knees. No one spoke as the car eased away from the curb and started back toward the
hospital.
“Where did you get your medical degree?” he asked. All the boxes had to be ticked before Zweigman was
allowed to work on the captain’s body.
“Charite Universitasmedizin in Berlin.”
“Are you qualified to practice in South Africa?” He couldn’t imagine German qualifications being denied by
the National Party, even if the person holding them was Jewish. Zweigman tapped a finger against the hard leather
of his medical bag and appeared to give the question some thought. They swung off Piet Retief Street with its
white-owned businesses, and headed up General Kruger Road. Every street in Jacob’s Rest was the answer to an
exam question on Afrikaner history.
“Are you qualified?” Emmanuel asked again. The shopkeeper waved the question away with a flick of his
hand.
“I no longer feel qualified to practice medicine in any country.” Emmanuel eased off the accelerator and
prepared to swing a U-turn back in the direction of Poppies General Store.
“Ever been struck off the register in Germany or South Africa for any reason, Dr. Zweigman?” he asked.
“Never,” the shopkeeper said. “And I don’t answer to ‘doctor’ anymore. Please call me ‘the old Jew’ like
everyone else.”
“I would,” Emmanuel pulled the car up in front of the Grace of God Hospital and switched off the engine. “But
you’re not that old.”
“Ahhhh …” The sound was dry as parchment. “Don’t be fooled by my youthful appearance, Detective. Under
this skin, I am actually the ancient Jew.”
Strange turns of phrase were one possible reason the oddball Kraut was sitting next to him, and not in some
swank medical suite in Cape Town or Jo’burg.
“I think I’ll call you the peculiar Jew. It suits you better. Now let’s see your papers.”
Friendship with a man crazy enough to choose shopkeeper above physician was not on his list of things to do.
He just wanted to verify the qualifications, then get relief for the pounding in his head.
Sunlight caught the rim of Zweigman’s glasses when he leaned forward, so Emmanuel wasn’t sure if he’d seen
a spark of laughter in the doctor’s brown eyes. Zweigman handed him the papers, the first of which were in
German.
“You read Deutsch, Detective?”
“Only beer hall menus.”
He flipped to the South African qualifications written in English and read the information slowly, then read it
again. A surgeon, with membership in the Royal College of Surgeons. It was like finding a gold coin in a dirty
sock. Emmanuel looked hard at Zweigman, who returned his stare without blinking. There had to be a simple
explanation for the white-haired German being in Jacob’s Rest. Deep country was the ideal place to bury a
surgeon with shaky hands. Did the good doctor have a fondness for alcohol?
“No, Detective Sergeant.” Zweigman read his thoughts. “I do not hit the bottle at any time.”
Emmanuel handed the papers back with a shrug. Zweigman was more than qualified to do what was asked of
him. That was all the case needed.
*
Far enough from the main buildings to create a buffer zone between the living and the dead, a round mud-brick
hut worked double time as the hospital’s morgue and hardware storeroom.
Emmanuel paused under the shade of a jacaranda tree and allowed Shabalala and Zweigman to get ahead of
him. The stooped doctor and the towering black man moved toward the morgue on a carpet of the jacaranda’s
spent flowers. At the path’s end, Sister Angelina and Sister Bernadette administered spoonfuls of cod-liver oil to a
row of ragged children while Hansie slept the dense sleep of the village idiot, with his head propped against the
morgue door.
My team, Emmanuel thought.
He stepped out of the shade and the headache hit him again. The thatched roof of the hut bled into the sky and
the grass merged with the white walls of the buildings so that everything resembled a child’s watercolor. He
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pressed his palm hard over his eye socket, but the blur and the pain remained. By nightfall the headache would be
a sharp splinter of hot light that shut down the eye completely. After the examination of the captain’s body was set
up, he’d get a triple dose of aspirin from the sisters. A double dose for now and a single one he could chase with a
shot of whiskey before bed. At least he knew where the liquor store was.
“Asleep on duty.” Emmanuel gave Hansie a sharp tap on the shoulder. “I could write you up for that, Hepple.”
Hansie jumped to attention to prove his alertness.
“I wasn’t sleeping. I was resting my eyes,” he said, then caught sight of Zweigman. “What’s he doing here? 1
thought you went to fetch the Pretorius brothers.”
“We got lost.”
Emmanuel sidestepped Hansie and pushed the door to the morgue open. It was cool and dark inside. He looked
over his shoulder and saw Zweigman walk over to the sisters, who were flushed and uncomfortable in front of the
man whose confidence they’d betrayed.
“Sister Angelina and Sister Bernadette.” The white-haired German gave no indication he’d been co-opted by
the police. “Will you please assist me?”
“Yes, Doctor,” Sister Bernadette said. “Excuse us while we prepare the necessary things.”
The sisters marched the children toward the main building, where black and brown faces pressed up against the
glass windows. The whites-only wing was empty. This afternoon the nonwhites would have something to tell their
visitors. “The captain, ma big boss man Pretorius, he’s dead!”
“Doctor?” Hansie was fully awake and glaring at Zweigman. “That’s the old Jew. He’s not a doctor. He sells
beans to kaffirs and coloreds.”
“He’s qualified to look at natives, coloreds and dead people,” Emmanuel said, and took refuge inside the
darkened morgue.
The pulsing behind his eye eased off a fraction but not enough. He switched on the examination light. Hansie
and Shabalala stepped in and took up position against the wall. When the sisters got back, he’d ask for the
painkillers right away. There was no way he’d make it through the examination with the harsh white light in the
stifling mortuary. He pulled the sheet back to reveal the captain’s uniformed body. Zweigman looked ready to
deposit the contents of his stomach onto the concrete floor. His knuckles strained white against the leather handle
of his medical bag.
“Were you friends with the captain?” Emmanuel asked.
“We were known to each other.” Zweigman’s voice was half its normal strength, the guttural accent more
pronounced than before. “An acquaintance that, it appears, has come to a most abrupt end.”
Zweigman regained his color and started to clear a side counter with robotic precision. Was there the smallest
hint of satisfaction in Zweigman’s comment about an abrupt end?
“Not friends, then,” Emmanuel said.
“There are few whites in this town that would claim me as a friend,” Zweigman said without turning around.
He calmly rolled up his sleeves to his elbows and snapped open his medical kit.
“Why’s that?”
“I did not come here on the first Trekboer wagons and I do not understand how or even why one would play
the game of rugby.”
Emmanuel shaded his eyes against the naked light to get a clearer look at Zweigman. His headache pounded
behind his eyeball. Zweigman had gone from shock to calm in the blink of an eye.
“Where to, Doctor?” Sister Angelina entered the morgue with a huge bowl of hot water in her muscular arms.
A starched white apron covered her nun’s habit, reaching to her knees. Zweigman pointed to the cleared counter.
Sister Bernadette shuffled in under a load of towels and washcloths. They set up in silence, moving like dancers in
a well-rehearsed ballet. Zwiegman scrubbed his hands and forearms, then dried himself with a small towel.
“Doctor?” Sister Bernadette held out a white surgical robe with the name “Kruger” embroidered on the pocket
in dark blue. Zweigman slid into the robe and allowed Sister Bernadette to knot the ties along the back. It was
obvious they’d worked together before.
“What do you want from me?” Zweigman asked.
“Time of death. Cause of death and a signed death certificate. No autopsy.”
Emmanuel pulled out his notepad, but his headache blurred his writing into dark smudge marks.
“Detective?”
Emmanuel refocused and saw Sister Angelina in front of him with a glass of water in one hand and four white
pills in the upturned palm of the other.
“Doctor says to take these right away.”
He swallowed the tablets and chased them down with the water. Double the dose, the way he always took it
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when the blurring wouldn’t go away. Perhaps “the clever Jew” was a better name for Zweigman.
“Thanks.”
“No need.” Zweigman turned to the body. The ghostly face shone white under the glow of the naked light bulb.
“Let us begin with the clothes.”
Sister Angelina picked up a pair of pruning shears, sliced along the stiff line of buttons that ran from neck to
waist, then flicked the material out like the skin of a fruit to reveal the pale flesh of the captain’s bloated torso.
Emmanuel stepped closer. Until the blurring lifted, he needed to take it slowly and write all the information down
in large slabs. Obvious details needed to marry to a one- or two-word description in the notebook—at least until
he could see straight.
“Big” was the first word. He Pretorius brothers had inherited their height and strength from their father. The
captain was six feet plus with a body built by physical labor.
“Captain still play sport?” Emmanuel asked no one in particular. The captain’s nose, broken and then crudely
reset in the face, was probably the result of time spent on the muddy playing fields dotted throughout Afrikanerdom.
“He coached the rugby team,” Hansie said.
“And he ran,” Sister Bernadette continued. “He ran all over town and into the countryside sometimes.”
“Same time every day?”
“Every day except Sunday, because that was the Lord’s day.” Sister Bernadette sounded full of admiration.
“Sometimes he ran in the morning and sometimes we’d see him run by well after dark.”
That would explain why the captain hadn’t piled on the fat like so many senior officers on the force. It was
practically against police procedure to remain at normal weight after more than ten years in service.
“Yes.” Zweigman pulled a bootlace free from its knot. “Early morning or late at night. There was no way to
tell when the captain would run by. Or when he’d stop for a friendly talk.”
Emmanuel wrote “Zweigman vs. Captain?” in his notebook. He sensed a sting behind the doctor’s words. He’d
sniff out the details later.
“Oh, yes.” Sister Bernadette sighed. “The captain always stopped when he had the time. He knew all our little
orphans by name.
“Trousers.”
Zweigman moved aside and Sister Angelina sliced each trouser leg open with her pruning shears. The top two
buttons of the trouser fly were undone and the buckle of the leather belt had twisted open in the rough river
current.
“Sister Bernadette,” Zweigman said. “Please remove the trousers while we lift.” He moved to position himself
at the captain’s shoulders.
“Doctor, please.”
Sister Angelina waved him aside and single-handedly pushed the captain’s deadweight into a sitting position
while her miniature Irish partner pulled the dirty uniform free and threw it onto the floor. They repeated the action
with the trousers, leaving the captain naked and pale on the gurney. Sister Angelina discreetly draped a towel over
the exposed genitals.
“Poor Captain Pretorius.” Sister Bernadette placed the dangling arms back onto the gurney. “No matter what
condition the body was in, I’d still know it was him.”
There were no identifying marks. Was there something about the naked captain only the little nun could
identify? Sister Bernadette lifted a dead hand.
“There wasn’t a time I didn’t see this watch on him. Captain wore it always.”
“He never took it off.” Hansie’s eyes were reddening. “Mrs. Pretorius gave it to him for his fortieth birthday.
The strap is real crocodile skin.”
Even under layers of dirt it was easy to see the quality of the watch. It was dull gold with a textured wristband.
Elegant. Not a word that kept easy company with the meaty captain or his sons. Emmanuel lifted the hand. Fresh
bruises stained the flesh along the knuckle ridge. Captain Pretorius had recently hit something with force. He
made a quick note in his pad, then turned the hand over. A small collection of calluses was scattered across the
tray-sized palm.
“What kind of physical work did the captain do?”
“He liked to work on engines with Louis. They were fixing up an old motorbike together.” Hansie sniffled.
“No,” Emmanuel said.
Some of the calluses had the soft, broken edges of newly minted blisters. This was the hand of a laborer who
hauled and lifted right until the day he died.
“I mean heavy work. Work that makes you sweat.”
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“Sometimes he helped Henrick out on the farm,” Hansie said softly. “If it was cattle dipping or branding time,
he liked to be there to watch because he grew up on a farm and he missed the life …”
Shabalala said nothing, just kept his gaze directed at the concrete floor where the captain’s uniform lay, torn
and disregarded. If the black policeman knew the answer, he wasn’t inclined to share it.
Emmanuel turned the cold hand palm down and stepped back. Perhaps the sons had an answer. He wrote
“heavy work/blistered hands” on the pad. The black lines held steady on the page. The medication had kicked in.
Zweigman began a sweep of the body.
“Severe trauma to the head. Appears to be the entry wound from a gunshot. Bruising to the shoulders, upper
arm and underarm area …”
From dragging the body, Emmanuel thought. The killer had to hold on tight and pull hard as a mule to get to
the water. Why bother? Why not shoot and run off into the night? Zweigman continued down the body, paying
meticulous attention to every detail.
“Severe trauma to the spine. Appears to be the entry wound from another gunshot. Bruising along the
knuckles. Blistering on the palms …”
The German surgeon was completely focused on the task, his face lit by something close to contentment. Why,
with all his obvious expertise, was he serving behind the counter of a decrepit general store?
“Let’s wash him down,” Zweigman said.
Sister Angelina wrung warm water out of a hand towel and began wiping the pale skin down with the nononsense touch of nannies throughout English and Afrikaner homes across South Africa. Forty-something years
on, the captain was leaving life as he’d entered it, in the hands of a black woman.
“No, no, no.” Hansie rushed forward, breathing hard. “Captain wouldn’t like it.”
“Like what, Hepple?” Emmanuel said.
“A kaffir woman touching him down there. He was against that sort of thing.”
There was a tense silence, colored by the ugly tide of recent history. The Immorality Act banning sexual
contact between whites and nonwhites was now law, with offenders subjected to public humiliation and jail time.
“Go out and get some air,” Emmanuel said. “I’ll call you when I need you.”
“Please. I want to help, Detective Sergeant.”
“You have helped. Now it’s time for you to take a break. Go out and get some fresh air.”
“Ja.”
Hansie headed for the exit with hunched shoulders. It would take a while for the image of the captain, naked
and molested by a black woman, to clear from his mind.
*
Emmanuel waited for the door to close before he spoke to Sister Angelina and Zweigman, both of whom had
stepped back from the body during the young policeman’s outburst. A white teenager with a uniform and badge
clearly outranked a foreign Jew and a black nun.
“Carry on,” he said, trying to move past an acute feeling of embarrassment. The Afrikaners had voted the
National Party in. Racial segregation belonged to people like Captain Pretorius and his sons. A detective didn’t
have to adhere to the new laws. Murder didn’t have a color.
“It is just as well,” Zweigman said after he’d murmured a low instruction to the sisters, who unfolded a white
sheet and held it across the front of the captain’s body to shield it from view. Zweigman reached for the internal
thermometer, hesitated, then cast Shabalala a concerned glance.
“You can leave now, if you’d like,” Emmanuel said to the Zulu constable.
“No.” Shabalala didn’t move a muscle. “I will stay here with him.”
Zweigman nodded, then continued with the grim task of extracting information from the dead. He checked the
results of the internal thermometer, rechecked the milky film masking the captain’s eyes, and then examined the
cleaned body for a second time.
“Cause of death was trauma to the head and spine caused by a bullet. The trauma to these areas is so specific
and severe I believe the victim was most likely dead before reaching the water. I have not gone into the lungs to
confirm, but that is my opinion.”
“How do you know he was found in water?” Emmanuel wasn’t sure he hadn’t mentioned the fact to Zweigman.
“Sediment on his wet clothes and in his hair. Captain Pretorius smells of the river.”
Emmanuel’s shoes were covered in mud and decaying leaves. Both he and Shabalala looked as if they’d been
dredged in the river and then hung out to dry.
“Time of death?” he asked.
“Hard to tell. The captain’s lack of body fat and the cool water in which his body was found make calculations
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difficult. Somewhere between eight PM and midnight last night is my best guess.”
The white-haired grocer handed the internal thermometer to Sister Bernadette and peeled off his gloves. The
sliced police uniform was heaped on the floor. The buttons still shone.
“Shabalala, did the captain always go fishing in his uniform?”
“Sometimes, when it was late, he went straight from the station to fish. He didn’t like to disturb madam after
dinner.”
“Or maybe”—Zweigman pulled off the untied surgical gown and dumped it onto the side counter—“he just
liked to wear the uniform.”
Emmanuel flicked back in his notebook and placed a tick next to “Zweigman vs. Captain?” The uniform
statement was harmless enough, but there was an edge to it. Had Pretorius used his position to come down on the
shopkeeper for some minor infraction? Every year the National Party introduced a dozen new ways to break the
law. Zweigman wouldn’t be the first to get caught.
“If you’ll excuse me, I will fill in the death certificate and be on my way. Here is a supply of painkillers for
your head.” Zweigman handed over a full bottle.
“No offense, Detective, but I hope not to see you again.”
“Can you think of anyone who could have done this?” Emmanuel pocketed the pills and opened the morgue
door for the physician.
“I’m the old Jew who sells dry goods to natives and coloreds. Nobody comes to me with their secrets, Detective.”
“An educated guess, then?”
“He didn’t have any enemies that I know of. If the killer is from this town, then he has kept his feelings well
hidden.”
“So you think the murder was planned and personal?” Zweigman lifted an eyebrow.
“That I cannot say, as I was not privy to any discussions leading up to the captain’s unfortunate demise. Will
that be all, Detective?”
“For now.”
There were few certainties this early in a case, but one was already clear: he’d be seeing the old Jew again and
not to buy lentils.
“Constable Hepple!” Emmanuel called. The boy policeman scuttled over.
“Get the Pretorius brothers. Tell them their father is ready to go home.” …
3
The Front Office of the Jacob’s Rest police station consisted of one large room with two wooden desks, five
chairs, and a metal filing cabinet pushed against the back wall. Gray lines worn into the polished concrete floor
made a map of each policeman’s daily journey from door to desk to cabinet. A doorway at one side led to the cells
and another in the back wall to a separate office. Shabalala was nowhere to be seen.
Emmanuel entered the back office. Captain Pretorius’s desk was larger and neater than the others and had a
black telephone in one corner. He picked up the receiver and dialed district headquarters.
“Congratulations.” Major van Niekerk’s cultured voice crackled down the line after the operator’s third attempt
to connect them.
“What for, sir?”
“Uniting the country. Once the story gets out, the native, English and Afrikaans press will finally have something to agree on—that the Detective Branch is understaffed, ill informed and losing the battle against crime. One
detective to cover the murder of a white police officer—the newspapers will have to run extra editions.”
Emmanuel felt a jolt.
“You know about the case, sir?”
“Just got a call from the National Party boys.” The statement was overlaid with a casual indifference that
didn’t ring true. “The Security Branch, no less. They think Pretorius’s murder may be political.”
“The Security Branch?” Emmanuel tensed. “How did they get to hear about it so fast?”
“They didn’t get the information from me, Cooper. Someone at your end must have tipped them off.”
There was no way Hansie Hepple or Shabalala were hooked up to such heavyweights. The Security Branch
wasn’t a regional body monitoring rainfall and crop production. They were entrusted with matters of national
security and had the power to pull the rug from under anyone—including Major van Niekerk and the whole
Detective Branch. Did the Pretorius brothers have those kinds of connections?
“What do they mean by ‘political’?” Emmanuel asked.
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“The defiance campaign’s got them spooked. They think the murder may be the beginning of Communist-style
revolt by the natives.”
“How did they come up with that?” The revolution idea would be funny if anyone but the Security Branch had
flagged it.
“The defiance campaign protesters prefer burning their ID passes and marching to the town hall after curfew.
They want the National Party segregation laws repealed. Killing policemen isn’t their style.”
“Maybe the Security Branch knows something we don’t. Either way, they made sure I knew they were taking
an interest in the case and they expect to be informed of any developments as they occur.
“Is taking an interest as far as it goes?” Even members of the foot section of the police knew “taking an
interest” was code for taking control. There was a long pause.
“My guess is, if the defiance campaign dies down, they’ll step back. If it doesn’t, there’s no telling what they’ll
do. We’re in different times now, Cooper.”
Emmanuel didn’t think the defiance campaign showed any sign of dying down. Prime Minister Malan and the
National Party had begun to enact their plan as soon as they’d taken office. The new segregation laws divided
people into race groups, told them where they could live and told them where they could work. The Immorality
Act went so far as to tell people whom they could sleep with and love. The growth of the defiance campaign
meant that the Security Branch, or Special Branch as it was tagged on the street, would walk right into
Emmanuel’s investigation and call the shots.
“When can you get more men onto the case, sir?”
“Twenty-four hours,” van Niekerk said. “Everyone here is focused on a body found by the railway line. She’s
white, thank God. That means the press will keep running with the story. I’ll get a day to pull some men from
headquarters and load them onto your case on the quiet.”
Major van Niekerk, the product of a highbred English mother and a rich Dutch father, liked to keep a clear line
of sight between himself and his ultimate prize: commissioner of police. His present rank of major wasn’t high
enough for him.
His motto was simple: What’s good for me is good for South Africa. Sending out a single detective on a crank
call that turned out to be an actual homicide wasn’t something he was keen to make public.
“And the Security Branch?” Emmanuel asked.
“I’ll handle them.” Van Niekerk made it sound easy, but it was going to be more like taking a knife from a
Gypsy. “Meanwhile, you’ve got a chance to treat this like an ordinary murder, not a test case for the soundness of
the new racial segregation laws. Consider yourself—” Static swallowed up the rest of the sentence and left an
industrial hiss breathing down the line.
“Major?”
The singsong beep, beep, beep signaled a disconnected line. Emmanuel hung up. Lucky? Was that the major’s
last word? Consider yourself lucky?
*
Emmanuel tipped the contents of the captain’s drawer onto the desktop and began sorting through it. Booking
forms, paper clips, pencils, and rubber bands got placed to one side. That left a small box of ammunition and a
week-old newspaper. The box revealed rows of gold bullets. The newspaper stories he’d read last Wednesday. No
luck there.
“Detective Sergeant?"
Shabalala stood in the doorway, a steaming mug of tea in hand. For such a large man, he moved with alarming
quiet. He’d stripped down to his undershirt, and his trousers were damp from where he’d washed the material in
an attempt to clean it. The black location, five miles to the north of town, was too far to ride his bicycle for the
sake of a change of clothes.
“Thank you, Constable.”
Emmanuel took the tea, aware of the crisp lines of the shirt he’d changed into half an hour earlier. The Protea
Guesthouse, the boardinghouse where he’d thrown down his bag, then washed and changed, was in the heart of
town, surrounded by other white-owned homes. Shabalala would have to wait for nighttime to wash the smell of
the dead captain from his skin.
“Where’s your desk?” The front office, like the one at district headquarters, was reserved for European policemen.
“In here.”
Shabalala stepped back and allowed him entry through the side door to a room that included two jail cells and
a narrow space with a desk and chair. A row of hooks above the desk held the keys to the cells and a whip made of
rhino hide called a shambok, the deadly South African version of an English bobby’s truncheon. A window looked
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out to the backyard, and underneath it sat a small table with a box of rooibos tea, a teapot, and some mismatched
porcelain mugs. Tin plates, mugs and spoons for the native policeman rested on a separate shelf.
“What’s out there?”
Shabalala swung the back door open and politely motioned him out first. Emmanuel picked the black man’s tea
up off the table and handed the tin mug to him. The police station yard was a dusty patch of land. A huge avocado
tree dominated the far end and cast a skirt of shade around its trunk. Closer in, a small fire glowed in a circle of
stones. Shabalala’s coat and jacket, wiped down from filthy to dirty by a wet cloth, hung over some chairs
crowded around the outdoor hearth. A small sniff of the air and it was possible to imagine the smell of the police
station’s Friday-night braai and fresh jugs of beer.
“Did you know the captain a long time?”
Emmanuel’s tea was milky and sweet, the way he guessed Pretorius must have liked it. The black man shifted
uncomfortably.
“Since before.” Emmanuel switched to Zulu.
“You grew up together?”
“Yebo.”
Silence breathed between them as they stood drinking tea. Emmanuel noted the tension in Shabalala’s neck
and shoulders. There was something on the black man’s mind. He let Shabalala make the first move.
“The captain …” Shabalala stared across the yard. “He was not like the other Dutchmen.”
Emmanuel made a sound of understanding but didn’t say anything. He was afraid of breaking the fragile bond
he felt between .himself and the native constable.
“He was …”
Emmanuel waited. Nothing came. Shabalala’s face wore the curious blank look he’d noticed at the crime
scene. It was as if the Zulu-Shangaan man had flicked a switch somewhere deep inside himself and unplugged the
power. The connection was broken. Whatever Shabalala had on his mind, he’d decided to keep it there under lock
and key.
Emmanuel, however, needed to know why the Security Branch was sniffing around this homicide.
“What clubs did the captain belong to?” he asked Shabalala.
“He went always to the Dutch people’s church on Sunday, and also the Sports Club where he and his sons
played games.”
If the captain had been a member of a secret Boer organization like the Broederbond, Shabalala would be the
last to know. He had to find a simpler way to track down the Security Branch connection.
“Is there another phone in town besides the one here at the station?”
“The hospital, the old Jew, the garage and the hotel have phones,” Shabalala said. “The post office has a
machine for telegrams.”
Emmanuel swallowed the remainder of his tea. Two phone calls that he knew of had gone out regarding the
murder. One to van Niekerk, who’d sooner eat horse shit than call in the Security Branch, the other to Paul Pretorius of army intelligence. It was time to go direct to the source, the family home, and find out what information it
yielded.
“I’ll go and pay my respects to the widow,” Emmanuel said. “Is the captain’s house far from here?”
“No.” Shabalala opened the back door and allowed him to enter first.
“You must walk to the petrol station and then go right onto van Riebeeck Street. It is the white house with
many flowers.”
Emmanuel pictured a fence made from wagon wheels and a wrought-iron gate decorated with migrating
springbok. The house itself probably had a name like Die Groot Trek, the Great Trek, spelled out above the
doorway. True Boers didn’t need good taste; they had God on their side.
*
The late-afternoon sun began to wane and blue shadows fell across the flat strip of the main street. The handful
of shops sustained themselves with a trickle of holidaymakers on their way to the beaches of Mozambique and the
wilds of the Kruger National Park. There was OK Bazaar for floral dresses, plain shirts and school uniforms, all in
sensible cotton. Donny’s All Goods, for everything from single cigarettes to Lady Fair sewing patterns. Kloppers
for Bata shoes and farm boots. Moira’s Hairstyles, closed for the day. Then, on the corner, stood Pretorius Farm
Supply behind a wire fence. A handwritten sign was tied to the mesh:
“Closed due to unforeseen circumstances.”
Unforeseen. That was probably the simplest way to get a handle on the murder of your father. Inside the
compound a black watchman paced the front of the large supply warehouse while an Alsatian dog, chained to a
spike in the ground, ran restless circles of its territory.
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Across a small side street was the garage Shabalala had told him about. The sign above the three petrol pumps
read
“Pretorius Petrol and Garage.”
It was open, manned by an old colored man in grease-covered overalls probably called in at short notice to
supervise the black teenagers operating the pumps. Why wasn’t the town called Pretoriusburg? The family owned
a big enough slice of it.
Emmanuel turned right onto van Riebeeck Street. The neat country houses with manicured beds of aloe and
flowering protea had a deserted air. Garden boys, now usually finishing up for the day, were nowhere in sight.
Dried laundry flapped on backyard lines. No maids. No “missus” or “baas,” either.
The news was out, he guessed. A quick glance down van Riebeeck confirmed it. A group of the captain’s
neighbors was gathered in front of a house at the end of the street. Housemaids and garden boys, many of them
gray haired despite the title, stood in a group two dwellings down: close enough to look on yet far enough to show
respect.
A woman’s sob floated out into the afternoon. Emmanuel approached a wide gravel driveway choked with
cars. An elegant Cape Dutch-style house nestled in an established garden. A dark thatched roof perched over
graceful gables and gleaming white-washed walls. Wooden shutters, the exact shade of the thatch, were shut
against the world. A long verandah, decorated with flowerpots, ran the length of the house. There wasn’t a wagon
wheel in sight.
Like the captain’s hand-tooled watch, the house was a surprise. Where was the bleached antelope skull he
expected to find nailed over the doorway? He stepped past the front bumper of a dusty Mercedes and into the
garden.
“Hey! Who you?”
A hand settled on his shoulder and stayed there. A skinny white man with watery blue eyes stared him down.
The crowd turned to examine the interloper.
“I’m Detective Sergeant Emmanuel Cooper.” He flicked his ID open and held it uncomfortably close to the
man’s face. “I’m the investigating officer in this case. Are you a family member?” The hand dropped.
“No. Just making sure we all act decent toward Captain Pretorius and his family.” Emmanuel returned his ID
to his pocket and smiled to show there were no hard feelings.
“He’s okay, Athol. Let him by.”
Hansie stood on the verandah in his filthy uniform, cheeks glowing an eggshell pink. Exercising his authority
in public agreed with him.
“This way, Detective Sergeant.”
Hansie waved him across the garden flushed with early spring color, and up the stairs that led to the imposing
front door. Emmanuel took off his hat.
“I’ve come to pay my respects to Mrs. Pretorius. The family all here?”
“Everyone except Paul.” Hansie opened the front door and ushered him in. “Mrs. Pretorius and her daughtersin-law are seeing to the captain. The rest are out on the back verandah.”
They entered a small receiving area that led farther along to a series of closed doors, most likely the bedrooms.
Hansie walked left into a large room dominated by heavy wooden furniture, the kind built to withstand generations of pounding by unruly boys and leather-skinned men. The polished tile floor was smooth as snakeskin under
the yellow light of the glass-faced lanterns. An enormous sideboard covered in trophies and framed photos ran
along one side of the room.
The photographs covered several generations of the Pretorius clan. There was a girl in ponytails playing in the
snow, then a dour-faced clergyman surrounded by an army of equally humorless children. The next photo showed
a young Captain Pretorius and a pretty woman in her twenties seated on a park bench. Then an image stopped
Emmanuel in his tracks. The Pretorius boys, ranging in age from five to fifteen, stood shoulder to shoulder in their
Voortrekker Scout uniforms. It was night and their faces and uniforms gleamed in the light of the flaming torches
held high in their hands. Their eyes stared out at him, hard with Afrikaner pride. Emmanuel thought of Nuremberg: all those rosy-cheeked German boys marching toward defeat.
“The Great Trek celebration,” Hansie said. “Captain and Mrs. Pretorius took us Voortrekker Scouts on a trip to
Pretoria for the ceremony. We got to throw the torches into a huge fire.”
Emmanuel remembered his own trip to the same celebration well. He remembered the heat of the flames
breathing onto his face and the uncomfortable feeling that he was outside the circle of those selected by God to be
pure.
“I read about it in the papers,” he said, and moved on to the next photo.
Paul, as big and thick necked as his brothers, in army uniform, then a Pretorius family portrait no more than a
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year or two old. He focused on the youngest son, who was finer boned than his brothers, with a sensitive mouth
and messy blond hair that fell over his forehead. The captain and his wife had run out of brawn by the time it
came to making Louis.
“An Englishman came through town with his camera and charged one pound to take a photo. We have one in
our house showing me with my ma and sisters.”
They moved through to the kitchen, where two black maids laid cold meat and slabs of bread onto a giant
platter. A third maid, white haired and ancient, sat at the small table and sobbed in quiet bursts.
“That’s Aggie,” Hansie whispered. “She’s been with the family since Henrick was a baby. She’s not so good
anymore, but the captain wouldn’t let her go.”
They passed a dining room dominated by a wooden table and chairs that carried a whiff of the Bavarian forest.
Large windows looked out onto the vine-covered back verandah where a group of older men, rough farmers in
khaki, stood together in a tight bunch.
“The fathers-in-law,” Hansie explained.
They stepped out of the house and onto the verandah. Six children, from knee to shoulder height, played with a
wooden spinning top that wobbled and bounced between them. A young black girl rocked a fat white baby on her
knee. The Pretorius brothers held their own council out on the garden lawn. All except Louis.
Emmanuel approached them. Erich started straight in.
“Hansie here says it was the old Jew who looked Pa over. How’s that?”
“Checked his papers myself. Everything was in order. He was qualified to conduct the examination.”
He waited for angry denials, but none came. The brothers stared back at him, expressions unchanged.
“Pa was right.” Henrick’s speech was a beat too slow, thanks to an afternoon of steady drinking. “He always
said the old Jew had something to hide.”
“Shifty,” Erich threw in. “Who else but the old Jew would lie about something like that, hey? Probably doesn’t
know how to tell the truth. No practice.” The Pretorius brothers were halfway to being wrecked, and in no hurry
to slow the ride.
“Did your father and the old Jew have a disagreement lately?”
“Not for a while,” Henrick said. “Pa went to see him a couple of times this past year just to talk to him about
how things work here in Jacob’s Rest. Give him guidelines, like. To keep him clear of trouble.”
“Good of him,” Emmanuel said mildly, recalling Zweigman’s comment about the captain dropping in for a
“friendly chat.”
“You think the old Jew resented your father’s help?” Henrick shrugged.
“Maybe.”
“Enough to kill him over?”
Emmanuel plowed ahead, exploiting the brothers’ relaxed state of mind. Sober, it was hard to find a wedge into
them. Erich snorted.
“Him, kill my pa?”
“The old Jew’s scared of guns,” Henrick explained. “Won’t touch them. Won’t even sell bullets from his shop.”
“He couldn’t strangle a chicken without help,” Johannes said. “Couldn’t piss on a fire without his wife aiming
it for him,” Erich added with a mean-spirited giggle that set the brothers laughing. Emmanuel let the laughter
subside. In a few hours, when the whiskey bravado had worn off, they’d feel the full weight of their father’s
murder, and remember that the killer still walked free among them.
“Pa, look. Look, see,” a boy of about ten called out from the verandah as the spinning top wobbled down the
stairs and rolled onto the grass. The children followed in a rush of high-pitched squeals. Henrick grabbed a tiny
girl and threw her into the air. The other children crowded around, begging for a turn. Emmanuel wondered where
the youngest brother was hiding himself.
“Where’s Louis?”
“In the shed,” Henrick said. “He’s been in there all day working on that bloody bike.”
“Ja.” Erich ruffled the hair of a child in front of him. “Go see if you can get him out, Hansie. Ma will need his
help soon.”
Hansie turned to the far end of the garden where a small shed stood flush against the back fence. Behind the
corrugated iron structure, flat-topped trees threw their shaggy branches up against wide-open sky.
*
“I’ll come with you.”
Emmanuel broke from the family group and fell into step with Hansie. A man’s shed was a good place to start
feeling out the man himself. Something about the captain had marked him out for a violent death, and something
about his death had caught the attention of the Security Branch. No time like the present to try to find out why.
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Hansie knocked on the shed door.
“Louis. It’s me.”
“Come.”
The door swung open and Louis, a boy of about nineteen, stepped back to allow them entry. With a featherweight’s build. the captain’s youngest son was more finely drawn than the photo in the house suggested. If the
other brothers were rock, Louis was paper.
“Louis, this here is the policeman from Jo’burg.” Hansie performed the introductions in a rush, embarrassed
about taking an adult role in front of his teenage friend.
“Detective Sergeant Emmanuel Cooper,” Emmanuel said, and shook Louis’s hand. There was strength in the
boy’s grip that belied the softness of his appearance.
“Detective Sergeant Emmanuel Cooper.” Louis repeated the title as if memorizing it, then saw the grease stains
on Emmanuel’s hand. “I’m sorry, Detective. I’ve made a mess of you.”
“It’s nothing.”
Emmanuel wiped his hands clean with his handkerchief and Louis moved back toward a pile of engine parts
laid out on an old rug. The restored body of a black Indian motorcycle rested up on blocks close to the rear door.
Louis kneeled down and continued cleaning pieces of metal with a rag. His whole body shook with the effort he
expended.
“I’ve been cleaning parts all day and I forgot—”
“What’s this?” Hansie squatted down next to his friend. “I thought you finished the engine already.” Louis
shook his head.
“Have to wait on a part to come from Jo’burg. Do you know much about engines, Detective?”
“Not much,” Emmanuel answered truthfully.
The right-hand side of the shed was the hunting area. A pair of giant kudu horns hung above a gun rack holding
three sighted rifles. Below the guns was a beautiful Zulu assagai, a warrior’s spear, complete with lion hide
bindings. Under the spear was a wooden desk with two drawers. To the left side of the shed engine parts and tools
surrounded the Indian motorcycle. Diagrams and calculations were stuck to the wall under a manufacturer’s
illustration of the dismantled motorbike in its prime. The organization of the shed indicated a clear and methodical
mind. The back door was propped open with a brick to let in the afternoon breeze and it wasn’t hard to imagine
the captain happily at work here.
“You know a lot about engines.” Emmanuel stepped over the spare parts and headed for the hunting desk.
“Oh, no,” Louis said, “Pa is the one who knows all about fixing things.” There was an awkward silence, then
the loud clank of metal on metal made by Louis sorting through a pile of spanners\fn{ Wrenches; another British term}
with shaking hands.
“You can finish the bike, hey, Louis.” Hansie pumped enthusiasm into his voice. “Get that colored mechanic to
help and you’ll have it going in no time.”
“Maybe,” Louis said quietly, then began sorting the cleaned screws and bolts into neat piles on the floor.
Emmanuel watched the compulsive behavior for a moment, then moved deeper into the shed. Grief made
people act in strange ways; it could rip them open or close them right down. A check of the guns found them clean
and unused. Inside the desk, Emmanuel found newspaper articles on rural pursuits like the art of biltong
making\fn{Salting lean meat cut into strips} and the proper care of hunting knives. He kneeled down and peered into
the empty drawer cavity.
“Looking for dirty magazines, Detective?” Louis asked. Emmanuel caught the hard edge of the boy’s stare.
“You want to show me where he hid the magazines, Louis?” he asked casually, aware it was a clumsy attempt
to catch the boy out, but worth a try. Louis flushed pink and began sorting through the spanner box again.
“No, because there aren’t any. My pa was very clean that way. If you knew him you’d understand.”
“That’s right.” Hansie took up the fight on Louis’s behalf and threw Emmanuel a look of disgust.
“I wasn’t the one who mentioned dirty magazines,” he pointed out.
Did the captain have a secret stash somewhere? Or was Louis worried about a dog-eared magazine hidden
somewhere in his own bedroom? Two maids and a garden boy hurried past the back entrance to the shed without
slowing pace or looking in. The three figures disappeared into the darkening veldt.
“What’s this?” Emmanuel pointed to the grass pathway the servants had taken.
“A kaffir path. The kaffirs use them to get around,” Hansie said. “They run all through the town and join up
near the location. It’s quicker than using the main roads.”
“People don’t mind?”
“No. Nobody uses the paths in town after eight-thirty. There’s big trouble if a kaffir is caught walking along
here between then and sunrise.”
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“You ever use them?”
“They’re kaffir paths. For kaffirs.” Hansie had the dumbstruck look of an idiot asked to explain the facts of life
to an imbecile. “Coloreds use them sometimes, but we never do.”
“Then how do you know they’re not used at night?” Emmanuel stepped out of the shed and onto the path.
“The captain,” Hansie replied. “He ran along these paths three or four times a week. Sometimes in the morning
and sometimes at night. Shabalala took care of the paths near the location.”
Emmanuel moved deeper into the veldt as a second group of house servants, determined to clear the white part
of town before curfew, jogged by singing. Emmanuel knew the song:
“Shosholoza, shosholoza … Kulezontaba…” The song translated roughly to “Move faster, you are meandering
on those mountains. The train is from South Africa.” The sound of the word shosholoza was like the hiss of a
steam train itself.
The servants’ rhythmic chant drifted back and he felt the African night warm on his skin and hair. The voices
of the servants grew softer and he turned toward the captain’s house.
“How often did you and Lieutenant Uys patrol?”
“We patrolled when the captain asked,” Hansie said. “Once we went out every night for a week, then not again
for a long time. It wasn’t a regular-type thing.”
“Random,” Emmanuel said, aware of the simple genius underpinning the captain’s system. Zweigman was
aware of the close scrutiny of the patrols and didn’t like it. How much did the captain see and hear as he crisscrossed the town at constant but irregular intervals? Had he uncovered a secret someone was willing to kill to
protect?
Emmanuel reentered the shed where Louis packed the last of his tools into a red metal box. The boy appeared
engrossed in his task, but there was a tightness in his shoulders that suggested an alert and mindful presence.
“Hey, Louis.” The shed door swung open and Henrick stepped in.
“Get yourself cleaned up, it’s time for supper and Ma needs you.”
“Ja.”
Louis ducked out past his elder brother and made his way quickly toward the house. He scuttled up the stairs
and across the verandah like a crab racing for safety on a rock ledge.
“Ma will see you now, Detective,” Henrick said. “She’s not doing so well, so make it quick.”
“Of course,” Emmanuel said. Henrick’s boss-man act was starting to get on his nerves.
*
Lamplight flickered over a group of young women in mourning clothes who were gathered around a small
blond woman in an oversize armchair. Her pale face, lined with grief, was all cheekbones and wide mouth. It was
still possible to see vestiges of the young beauty who had married a hulking policeman and produced five sons to
swell the ranks of the Voortrekker Scouts and the Dutch Reformed Church.
“Who is this?” she asked. Emmanuel felt her blue eyes focus on him for the first time. “Who is this person?”
“The detective,” Henrick explained from the doorway. The room was now a female space that he did not want
to enter.
“Detective Cooper has come from Jo’burg to lead the investigation. He’s going to help find out who did this to
Pa.” Mrs. Pretorius sat forward like a sleepwalker awakened.
“What are you doing here? You should be out there, arresting whoever did this evil thing.”
“I need your help. I know it’s hard, but there are some things only you can tell me about your husband.”
“Willem.” It was the first time the captain’s name had been spoken. “My Willem is gone …”
The tiny woman howled in anguish, her body swaying back and forth like a marionette on broken strings.
Emmanuel sat down, breathed deeply, and allowed himself to observe but not connect. Disconnection. That was
the trickiest part of the job, the one in which he excelled.
“Shhh. Ma. Shhh …”
Louis slipped into the room and kneeled beside his mother. He kissed her on the cheek, and mother and son
held on to each other for a long moment. There was a startling resemblance between the youngest Pretorius boy
and the fragile woman who held him in her arms. Out of his grease-covered overalls, Louis was comfortable in
the room full of women. He was blonder and finer boned than the sisters-in-law, buxom farm girls built to outlast
famine on the veldt. Emmanuel glanced over at Henrick and caught a flicker of discomfort. How had the captain
felt about the soft boy who bore no resemblance to the hard-edged Pretorius men?
“It’s okay,” Louis whispered. “I’ll take care of you, Ma. I promise.”
Emmanuel waited until mother and son loosened their grip on each other. The daughters-in-law murmured
comforting words.
“Mrs. Pretorius …” Emmanuel knew he was about to make himself unpopular. “May I talk to you alone? I
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have a few questions I need answered and it would be better if we had some privacy.”
“Not Louis,” Mrs. Pretorius said. “Louis stays.”
The daughters-in-law glared at him and walked out of the room to join the family groups congregated on the
back stoep. He waited until the sound of their whispers faded, then said,
“Mrs. Pretorius, when was the last time you saw your husband alive?” She held on to Louis’s hand.
“Yesterday morning. We had breakfast together before he went to work.”
“Did he say he was going anywhere unusual or meeting anyone in particular?”
“No. He said he was going fishing after work and that he’d see me in the morning.”
“You were normally asleep when he came home from fishing?”
“Yes. Willem used the spare room so he wouldn’t disturb me.” She squeezed Louis’s hand tighter. “I had no
idea he wasn’t home until Hansie came …”
She began to cry and Henrick stepped into the room. Emmanuel held his hand up like a traffic policeman and
Henrick stopped in his tracks.
“Can you think of anyone who would do this to your husband, Mrs. Pretorius? Anything he told you would
help.” Emmanuel kept his voice soft and urgent.
“Come, Ma,” Louis said. “Tell the detective what you know.”
The blond woman took a deep breath. When she looked up, her eyes were hard as uncut diamonds.
“The old Jew,” she stated flatly. “Willem said he caught him hanging around the colored area at night. He was
up to some funny business.”
“Did your husband catch him doing something?” That would explain Zweigman’s resentment.
“No. You know how clever Jews are. Willem saw him going in and out of different colored girls’ houses after
sunset. It was obvious what he was up to, so Willem gave him a warning.”
“Did he tell you how Zweigman reacted?”
“He didn’t like it, I know that. Willem had to see him a few times before he was sure Zweigman had stopped.”
“Did Captain Pretorius have problems with anyone else?” She was ahead of him, ready with the answer.
“That pervert Donny Rooke. Willem sent him to jail for taking dirty pictures of the du Toit girls. He’s been
back in Jacob’s Rest four or five months.”
“He lives out past the coloreds,” Henrick said from the doorway. “He doesn’t come into town unless he has to.
His brother runs the shop now.” Emmanuel remembered Donny’s All Goods on the main street.
“He was angry with the captain for sending him to jail?”
“Of course. The worst sinners don’t believe they should be punished for their sins.” There was no mistaking
the contempt in her for the morally weak. “Willem helped guide this town and now he has been struck down. I
pray to God for swift retribution upon the killer.”
“Amen,” said Louis. Emmanuel shifted in his seat, unnerved by the intensity of the woman in front of him.
There was no room in her for forgiveness.
“Anyone else?” Mrs. Pretorius sighed.
“There was always trouble with the coloreds, drinking and fighting, that sort of thing. They find it hard to
control their emotions no matter how much white blood they have in them. Willem understood that, and tried not
to be too hard on them.”
Emmanuel flicked his notebook to a clean page. He’d heard every race theory in South Africa. None of them
surprised him anymore.
“Can you remember any specific names?”
“No. Lieutenant Uys will know all the colored cases. Shabalala will know the native cases. They were a good
team, Willem and Shabalala. Everyone respected them. Everyone …”
The tears came again and Emmanuel stood up before Henrick had a chance to kick him out. He flicked his
notebook closed and put it in his pocket.
“Thank you for your time, Mrs. Pretorius. Please accept my condolences on the loss of your husband.”
Louis sprang up and made it to the front entrance ahead of him. He swung the door open and leaned a shoulder
against the wood frame.
“You’ll catch the killer, won’t you, Detective?”
“I’ll try.” Emmanuel stepped out onto the verandah. “I can’t promise you any more than that, Louis.”
“My grandfather was Frikkie van Brandenburg and Pa was a police captain. Your boss sent the best detective
out, didn’t he?”
Stuck in the shed all day, Louis had no idea about little sister Gertie’s botched call to headquarters. As far as
the teenaged boy was concerned, the police department had handpicked Emmanuel to break the case open.
Emmanuel let him down easy.
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“I’ve solved quite a few cases and I’ll do everything I can to solve this one. Good night, Louis.”
“Good night, Detective.”
Louis’s voice followed him as he crossed the verandah and walked down the stairs to the garden. He made his
way back to the police station.
*
Emmanuel paused at the corner of van Riebeeck and Piet Retief streets, and felt himself pulled in the direction
of the liquor store. Instead, he turned toward the station and Constable Shabalala.
Now he understood: Frikkie van Brandenberg was the reason the Security Branch was involved. Captain
Pretorius was son-in-law to one of the mighty lions of Afrikaner nationhood, a man who preached the sacred
history of white civilization like an Old Testament prophet.
No wonder the Pretorius brothers hated Zweigman. Jacob’s Rest was too small to contain two tribes claiming
to be God’s chosen people.
The main street was empty. Lights from the garage made a yellow circle in the darkness.
A fragment of memory flickered to life. He was running barefoot down a small dirt lane with the smell of
wood fires all around him. He ran fast toward a light. The memory grew stronger and Emmanuel pushed it aside.
Then he disconnected it. …

New Hope Center, Mahamba Gorge, Shiselweni Region, Swaziland, the first Christian church built in
Swaziland—restored and still obviously an active center of worship.
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The first Catholic Church, Manzini, Manzini Region, Swaziland

St. George’s Orthodox Church, Manzini, Manzini Region, Swaziland
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A Methodist church, Mahlatsini, Shiselweni Region,, Swaziland

A church in Nhlangano, Shiselweni Region, Swaziland

A church in Mbabane, Hhohho Region, Swaziland
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The Nazarine Theological School, Siteki, Lubombo Region, Swaziland

The Church of St. Philip Benizi, Manzini Region, Swaziland
▲
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