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Note

Mr. Errol L. Uys, a distinguished South African editor and journalist
now living in the United States, was exceedingly helpful in the prepara-
tion of this manuscript. With a rare understanding of his birthplace and
its people, he was able to clarify historical and social factors which an
outsider might misinterpret, to correct verbal usage, and to verify data
difficult to check. Working together for two years, we read the finished
manuscript together seven times, twice aloud, a most demanding task.
I thank him for his assistance.

JAMES A. MICHENER
St. Michaels, Md.
Christmas 1979
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On my latest visit to South Africa, I was treated with invariable cour-
tesy, and when it became known that I intended writing about the
country, my phone rang daily with offers of assistance, erudite informa-
tion and untrammeled discussion. When I returned to my hotel at night
people waited to discuss points with me, and others offered me trips to
places I would not otherwise have seen. This was true of all sectors of
the society: black, Coloured, Indian, Afrikaner and English. The num-
ber of those to whom I am indebted reaches the hundreds; the following
were especially helpful:

General: Philip C. Bateman, a free-lance writer with commendable
books to his credit, spent seven weeks guiding me through his country
on my hard-research trip. We traveled about five thousand miles, dur-
ing which he introduced me to most of the experts cited below. I could
not have done my work without his informed and congenial guidance.

Diamonds: John Wooldridge, Barry Hawthorne, Alex Hall, George
Louw, Dr. Louis Murray of De Beers. Peter van Blommestein took me
deep into the mines. I was unusually privileged to spend a morning with
Lou Botes, a lonely old-time digger still operating in the Kimberley
area, and to share an afternoon with J. S. Mills at his modern operation.
Historian Derek Schaeffer was of great assistance, and Jack Young
spent a day explaining how diamonds are moved through the market.
Dr. John Gurney, head of Kimberlite Research Unit, University of
Cape Town, checked details most helpfully. Dr. John A. Van Couver-
ing, American Museum of Natural History, brought recent theories to
my attention.

Early Man: Professor Philip Tobias allowed me to spend a day with
him at one of his archaeological sites, and Alun Hughes showed me
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fossils of the great finds. Dr. C. K. Brain, director of the Transvaal
Museum, was most helpful. Professor Nikolaas van der Merwe, head
of Archaeology at the University of Cape Town, organized an extensive
field trip in conjunction with his associate Janette Deacon and others.
At the Africana Museum, Johannesburg, Mrs. L. J. De Wet and Hilary
Bruce assisted me regarding San (Bushman) materials. Johannes Ober-
holzer, director of the National Museum, Bloemfontein, spent long
hours sharing his conclusions.

Zimbabwe: Curator Peter Wright spent two days instructing me in the
intricacies of the monument. Professor Tom Huffman, head of Archae-
ology of Witwatersrand University, was invaluable in explaining con-
cepts.

Cape Settlement: Dr. Anna Boeseken, the nation’s foremost woman
scholar, was most helpful both in verbal instruction and in her remark-
able printed materials. Numerous Dutch and Indonesian officials in-
structed me as to operations in Java. Officials of the government of
Malaya helped me regarding Malacca. Peter Klein, Rotterdam, offered
expert help on the V.O.C. James Klosser and Arthur Doble took me
on an extensive field trip of Table Mountain. Dr. I. Norwich showed
me his collection of early maps. Christine Van Zyl took me on a tour
of Groot Constantia and the Koopmans de Wet Museum. Victor de
Kock, former chief archivist, helped. Professor Eric Axelson, distin-
guished expert on early history, provided numerous insights.

Huguenots: Mrs. Elizabeth le Roux of Fransch Hoek and Dr. Jan P.
van Doorn of Den Haag helped with summarizing data. Jan Walta
spent three days showing me the Huguenot memorials in Amsterdam.
The proprietors of two historical vineyards, Mr. and Mrs. Nico My-
burgh of Meerlust, and Mr. and Mrs. Nicolas Krone of Twee Jonge
Gezellen, Tulbagh, were unusually hospitable and informative. Profes-
sor M. Boucher, Department of History, University of South Africa,
provided comment which helped.

Trekboers: Gwen Fagan organized a memorable trek to Church Street,
Tulbagh (Land van Waveren). Colin Cochrane spent a day re-creating
the old glories of Swellendam. Dr. Jan Knappert, London School of
Oriental Studies, gave me valuable perspectives. Dr. D. J. van Zyl, head
of History, University of Stellenbosch, offered valued criticism.

Mfecane: Dr. Peter Becker was generous with his time and insights. In
1971 I met with various Zulu leaders during an extensive tour of Zulu-
land.

Great Trek: Professor C. F. J. Muller, leading expert, shared his ideas
generously. Dr. Willem Punt, Sheila Henderson, Professor Jack Gled-
hill, Grahamstown, who is writing a biography of Piet Retief, discussed
details.

Salisbury and Old Sarum: Mrs. J. Llewellyn-Lloyd, Surrey.
Oriel College: Donald Grubin, a student of that college.
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Afrikaners: P.J. Wassenaar; Professor Geoffrey Opland; Brand Fourie.
Martin Spring was especially kind in discussing his book on South
African-United States confrontation; Colin Legum; Harry Oppen-
heimer; The Honorable John Vorster, who spent an hour with me in
forthright discussion; Jan Marais, member of Parliament, who enter-
tained me socially and intellectually. Dr. Albert Hertzog spent a long
evening sharing his views.

The English: Dr. Eily Gledhill, Grahamstown, took me on an extended
field trip to sites of the Xhosa wars. Professor Guy Butler, Rhodes
University, was unusually keen. Dr. Mooneen Buys of the De Beers
staff discussed her doctoral thesis with me while curators of the Rhodes
material provided insights, records and photographs. Professor P. H.
Kapp, head of History, Rand Afrikaans University, checked the mis-
sionary section.

Black Life: T made continuous effort to meet with and understand
black spokesmen. Some, like Bloke Modisane the writer, were in exile
in London. Others, like the gifted social analyst Ben Magubane, of the
University of Connecticut, were pursuing their careers outside South
Africa; I spent three days with Magubane and he commented sharply
on the Shaka chapter. Sheena Duncan was most helpful. Credo Mutwa
showed me his witch doctor’s establishment. Justice A. R. ‘Jaap’ Jacobs
of Northern Cape District advised me. I spent five different days in
Soweto, three under government supervision, two at night on my own.
During these visits I met with many black leaders, those supporting
government policies and those who were determined to end them.

Indian Community: 1 was able to visit various sites at which Indian
merchants were being removed from areas reserved for whites. In
Durban, I met with leaders of the Indian community to discuss these
measures. Also A. R. Koor, Fordsburg.

Coloured Communities: My contacts were frequent, especially in Cape
Town, where Brian Rees and Paul Andrews showed me squatter areas,
in which I visited shacks and held discussions.

Boer War: Fiona Barbour, ethnologist at the Alexander McGregor
Memorial Museum, Kimberley, analyzed the battlefields; Benjamin
and Eileen Christopher conducted a two-day inspection of Spion Kop,
Blaauwkrantz and the historical riches of Ladysmith; Major Philip
Erskine, Stellenbosch, showed me his extraordinary collection of relics,
including much material on General Buller.

Concentration Camps: Mrs. Johanna Christina Mulder, who survived
the Standerton Camp, was wonderfully helpful; Johan Loock of the
University of the Orange Free State provided much useful information.

Banning: In London, I spent an afternoon with Father Cosmos Des-
mond, who had just finished a protracted spell of banning. In 1971 I met
with four banned persons, two white and two black. In 1978 I spent a
morning with Reverend Beyers Naudé.
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Sports: Morné du Plessis, major rugby star was most helpful; Louis
Wessels, editor of a major sports magazine; Dawie de Villiers, famous
Springbok captain (1971); Gary Player, with whom I had an extensive
discussion in America.

Mining: 1 am especially indebted to Norman Kern, who spent a day
showing me the deepest levels of the gold mines at Welkom.

Animals: Graeme Innes gave me three days of personal touring in
Kruger National Park; Nick Steele showed me Hluhluwe and arranged
for me to visit Umfolozi. Ken Tindley, a South African naturalist in
charge of Gorongoza in Mocambique, allowed me to work with him
for a week. John Owen and Miles Turner gave me unequaled aerial
tours of Serengeti.

Vrymeer: 1 am particularly indebted to A. A. ‘Tony’ Rajchrt, who
allowed me to inspect in great detail his farm at Chrissiesmeer, its
operation, its chain of lakes and herd of blesbok.

Various scholars honored me by consenting to read chapters which
impinged on their fields of specialization. I sought their harshest criti-
cism and welcomed their suggestions. Where error was identified, I
made corrections, but where interpretation was concerned, I sometimes
ignored advice. No error which remains can be charged to anyone but
me.

For each chapter, I consulted most of the available historical studies
and found a wealth of material. Some of it substantiated what I wrote;
some contested it. Since many biographers of Cecil Rhodes gloss over
or suppress his embarrassment with the Princess Radziwill, I was left
with only three accounts: two brief statements by two of his young men,
and one excellent full-scale treatment by Brian Roberts: Cecil Rhodes
and the Princess.

I wrote the brief segment in Chapter XIV concerning Cambridge Uni-
versity two years before the unmasking of Sir Anthony Blunt as the
notorious ‘fourth man.” My own inquiries had led me to his trail, or
to that of someone exactly like him.
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l. Prologue
)

of the most beautiful lakes in southern Africa. For almost a decade now
little rain had fallen; the earth had baked; the water had lowered and
become increasingly brackish.

The hippopotamus, lying with only her nostrils exposed, knew intui-
tively that she must soon quit this place and move her baby to some other
body of water, but where and in what direction, she could not decipher.

The herd of zebra that came regularly to the lake edged their way down
the bare, shelving sides and drank with reluctance the fetid water. One male,
stubbornly moving away from the others, pawed at the hard earth, seeking
to find a sweeter spring, but there was none.

Two female lions, who had been hunting fruitlessly all night, spotted the
individualistic zebra and by arcane signals indicated that this was the one
they would tackle when the herd left the lake. For the present they did
nothing but wait in the dry and yellow grass.

Finally there was a noise. The sun was still some moments from the
horizon when a rhinoceros, looking in its grotesque armor much the same
as it had for the past three million years, rumbled down to the water and
began rooting in the soft mud, searching for roots and drinking noisily
through its little mouth.

When the sun was about to creep over the two conical hills that marked
the eastern end of the lake, a herd of eland came to drink—big, majestic
antelopes that moved with rare grace, and when they appeared, a little
brown man who had been watching through the night, hidden in deep grass,
whispered a prayer of thanks: ‘If the eland come, there is still hope. If that
rhinoceros stays, we can still eat.’

Gumsto was typical of his clan, four feet ten inches high, yellowish
brown in color, thin and extremely wrinkled. Indeed, there were few areas
of his body that did not contain deep indentations, and sometimes within

l T was the silent time before dawn, along the shores of what had been one
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a square inch twelve lines would run up and down, with eight or nine
crisscrossing them. His face looked like the map of a very old watershed,
marked by the trails of a thousand animals, and when he smiled, showing
small white teeth, these wrinkles cut deeper into his countenance, making
him look as if he were well past ninety. He was forty-three and his wrinkles
had been with him since the age of twenty-two; they were the mark of his
people.

The clan for which he was responsible numbered twenty-five; more
would prove too difficult to feed; fewer, too vulnerable to attacks from
animals. His consisted of himself as leader, his tough old wife Kharu, their
sixteen-year-old son Gao, plus assorted males and females of all ages and
all possible relationships. The safety of this clan was his obsession, but at
times he could be diverted. When he looked up to greet the sun, as he did
each morning, for it was the life-giver, he saw the two rounded hills, exactly
like a woman’s breasts, and he thought not of the safety of his clan but of
Naoka.

She was seventeen, widowed when the rhinoceros now drinking at the
lake killed her hunter husband. Soon she would be eligible to take a new
mate, and Gumsto looked on her with longing. He realized that his wife was
aware of his passion, but he had a variety of plans for circumventing her
opposition. Naoka had to be his. It was only reasonable, for he was the
leader.

His attention was deflected by a thunder of hooves. Zebra lookouts had
spotted the two lions and had sounded retreat. Like a swarm of beautifully
colored birds, the black-and-white animals scrambled up the dusty bank of
the lake and headed for safety.

But the male who had seen fit to wander off, dissociating himself from
the herd, now lost its protection, and the lionesses, obedient to plan, cut him
off from the others. There was a wild chase, a leap onto the rear quarters
of the zebra, a piteous scream, a raking claw across the windpipe. The
handsome animal rolled in the dust, the lions holding fast.

Gumsto, watching every movement in the attack, muttered, ‘That’s
what happens when you leave the clan.’

He remained immobile as seven other lions moved in to share the kill,
attended by a score of hyenas who would wait for the bones, which they
would crush with their enormous jaws to salvage the marrow. Aloft, a flight
of vultures gathered for their share when the others were gone, and as these
predators and scavengers went about their business, Gumsto proceeded
with his.

His immediate responsibility was to feed his clan, and this day he would
mount an attack on that rhinoceros, kill it or be killed by it, then gorge his
people with one gigantic meal and move them off to some better site. As
he reached these basic decisions, his small brown face was wreathed in a
contented smile, for he was an optimist: There will be a better location.

Leaving the dying lake, he went to the living area of his clan, which
consisted of absolutely nothing except a halting place beneath low trees. The
terrain of each family was outlined by sticks and a few piled rocks, but there
were no huts, no walls, no lean-tos, no paths, no shelter except grass rudely
thrown across a framework of interlocked saplings. And each family’s area
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contained only enough space for members to lie in hollows scooped out for
their hips. The few possessions had been meticulously selected during centu-
ries of wandering and were essential and tenderly prized: loincloths and skin
cloaks for all, bows and arrows for the men, body powders and small
adornments for the women.

Gumsto’s family kept its shelter at the base of a tree, and when he had
taken his position with his back against the trunk, he announced firmly,
‘Antelope are leaving. Water too foul to drink. We must leave.’

Instantly old Kharu leaped to her feet and started striding about the
small area, and since each of the other stick-lined habitations was close,
everyone could hear her grumbling protests: ‘We need more ostrich eggs.
We dare not leave before Gao has killed his antelope.” On and on she ranted,
a harridan of thirty-two with a horribly wrinkled face and a complaining
voice. She was only four feet seven, but she exerted great influence, and
when her tirade ended she threw herself upon the ground not eight inches
from her husband and cried, ‘It would be madness to leave.’

Gumsto, gratified that her complaint had been so moderate, turned his
attention to the men in the other areas, and they, too, were so close that
he could address them from his tree: ‘Let us kill that rhinoceros, feed
ourselves, and start for the new waters.’

‘Where will we find them?’

Gumsto shrugged and pointed to the horizon.

‘How many nights?’

‘Who knows?’

‘We know the desert continues for many nights,” a fearful man said.
‘We've seen that.’

‘Others have crossed it,” Gumsto said quickly. ‘We know that, too.’

‘But beyond? What then?

‘Who knows?’

The imprecision of his answers alarmed him as well as the others, and
he might have drawn back from this great venture had he not chanced to
see Naoka lolling in the dust behind the thin line of sticks that marked her
quarters. She was a marvelous girl, smooth of skin and decked with beads
cut from the thick shell of the ostrich egg. Her face radiated the joy of a
fine young animal, and obviously she wanted a husband to replace the one
the rhinoceros had killed. Aware that Gumsto was staring at her in his
hungry way, she smiled and nodded slightly as if to say, ‘Let’s go.” And he
nodded back as if to reply, “‘What delight to share the dangers with you.’

It was remarkable that a girl as nubile as Naoka was available for a new
marriage; a clan might operate together for thirty years without such an
accident, because it was the custom of this tribe for a girl to marry when
she was seven and her husband nineteen or twenty, for then trouble was
avoided. It was a fine system, for the husband could rear his wife in ways
he preferred; when she entered puberty to become a real wife, she would
be properly disciplined, knowing what things angered or pleased her man.
And he, having been forced to practice restraint while his wife was still a
child—ostracism if he molested her sexually prior to her second period—
acquired that self-control without which no man could ever become a good
huntsman.



