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From Zululand he comes 
a lion long tamed, 
fed on the soul of 
warriors long dead: 
Time 
uncorrosive 

like water on a Hippo's back 
seals his fury 

from the light of day. 
An oak tree 
in desert parchedand bare, 
he sits, conversing 
with fire and the dark, 

‘ith yawn of mouth 
scaled - but firm, 
he speaks 

of generations 
gone 
and coming. 
Soothed by bible . 
smeared with blood 

aching hea: 
he smiles on Time 
and tells 
of children yet unborn. 
What manner of Man is this? 

"Come 
sit with me 
and learn 
of fire reduced to ashes. 
Come 
sit with me 
and taste 

of scalding water 
on a parched tongue, 

Come ; 
sit with me 
and see 
night 
shivering 
in awe 
of the on-coming dawn. 
Come — 
sit with me', 
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Sit.with. you? 
{Tis not the time to sit - but stand 
else one. dream things.vile and mean: 
Lose..not your life, to.times unsung, 
yours.is: now.-.'er your fathers said - 
children born.to: want die before their birth, 
living - is.to,know life's ends unwrit! 
Meet.,the, dawn with other. men 
before .you;sit.to guard their night. 
Loving. life, 'tis naught to guard 
when.all in,trust.is held for all. 
Jama's.band.with Tshaka's stride 
was;born to move.through Time 

_ to.meet with Man.in yonder clime - 
Alas! They murdered Tshaka. 

Mountains écho hoarse symphonic voiced 

Valleys groan with gutteral moaning: 
Dogs bark by moonlit night - 
the clutter of cutlery shrieks 
through the silent morn: 
Man, bereaved, reviles life's persuant love, 
History, drawn from poe e uae one hours - 

Counterfeit of Time - 
rents night from unsuspecting day; 
suddenly the glare reveals 
scars on all molested smm men. 
Curse of old, yoke of times' deceit, 
could with breadth of mind, I embrace 
the import*‘of this intrigue? 
Within, ‘in’torment I am caught 
a languid cloud in Space and Time 
on potent’ emptiness to sigh; 
indigent, I stand - 
passive to life's fulfilment now. 
History is not mine to share, but laud 
and repent: the joys, here to have 
and ‘mine to cherish. 

- I see’ you august men 
you soothe ‘my heart, but quicken not 
the Mind; I°gasp from thirst eternal 
for balm of this Hour. 

  
 



  

Valley of dry bones — speak to me 
Speak of death in life inexplicable 
Of life’in oemetry beautiful 
‘a rosebud worm-worn in SEfenrs 
Darkness * 
in Light born of Sexusalen's) arte 
I weep ‘not for sadness 
but Joy made sad - 
py olammy hand of ‘colossi 
invincible; a world iron-clanged. 

Tatchaaa, Zen blinds Wa: amb. 
either too young — 
or too olds 
too umeommitted 
too much wedded to words 
too concerned with meaning 
to have meaning. 
Forlorn , I stand apart 
Impotent, I disavow. 
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Chorus 

Baphi oNdaba 
Baphi oJama 
Baphi' oMalandela 
Uphd ufshake? 

A myriad faces sparkle 
pright with hope — the health 
and wealth of youthful: clans 
gay with song 
choralling Love in Zululand. 

of + has told — ‘ing 
3 
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Sekt ziti 
of Self and Circumstances 
Thus — 

with ving rots 
meeting them yesterday 
day-after-tomorrow last year, 
mid gurgling laughter 
of new born babes 
and bulbous breasts 
of beautious maids, 
we parted at even-time 
when elder men do gather 
Encounter told 
through years of life lived long. ‘ 
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I know those: men ~ 
Zarastru's voice of them has told 
Opting fountainhoad of justice o1d — 
Stand Up! See these wirriors gird 
Otor silenced stom of Self and Ciroumtance 
Thus ~ is truth born with virgin poises 
I know these men + 
Meeting them yesterday entre aa pe last year 
‘Hid gurgling laughter of new born bab: 
And bulbous breasts of deauteous sae, 
We parted at even-time + when elder mon do gather 
Enoounter told through years of life lived long. 

Set" tn Mtulits eyes we not eyes. we 
In ovagey hills and knotted trees, 
Mahlabatini's sands their imprint beam 
The Black Snake of Zibulus 
Orawling bruised ‘neath Bgypt's plasing Sunt 
I know these mon 
By night, the forest hush of pines 

\ AM aspect white does weear | 
eae resound with lovers songs 

eee youthful maidens 
the morning’ Sutiy 

We know the Mant Te 

4 fine fellow’ they aay a 
*He mows how! = ‘tis said 
We agreo, You, we agreed. 
a — dead? 

tajeet Him they did~ 
A surgeon's sealpel precise if 
Operating disease unknown, / 
‘They know how! + 'tis seid 
We agree, Yes, wo agreé. t 
Street sweepers have boen here 
The place looks olean, 
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children of ny fathers 
walk not the path I tread; 
never was battle fought 
‘twixt spear and saracen tank - ~ 

‘but Honour is defended 
when men on men do food, 
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the Nightwatohman from Zululand 
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Oblivion sprewla unseemly o'er the olty's brim 
Sterile ornament, a mock on wretched lien 
Floute Rescon, Love and Honour, 
Children of my fatheray walk not the path I truad 
Never was battle fought *twixt spear and saracen tanke 
But Honour is defendedwhen men on mon do Lead, 
Go home} Leave me here to talk and drink with mon 
Tho fought and died at Weenenspruit ‘ 
When Timo and men were indiscress, 

 Patriachs old, searching - to oxiat, 

K 
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Belg Without - yet Within residing, 
Imprisoned Dest: ~ in shifting Time revealed, 
In Others bound, We to Ours are lost, 
Host secret anes eee an Time sbounding, 
Chango, changing note mor error will. 
But potent Hour present + incisive tg the Poet 
Deride not my groping Mind 
With Yt heaviness weighed down, : 
Would that I could with Milton's violence 
Short-cirouit this current of triviality: 
With Davidte lyre touch the Solomon of today. 

Oh Distant Mme, strange in love 
Of warriora bold and valleys wide 
Sharge Ust Thies Watchman 01a and I, 

rise with men end fight 
ro Self Without in Others wrought 
4n myriad clime to mest 

living, thus te find Life's secret leva, 
aspect pure, my love then would stand 

This woman ~ all women, this ohild + all youth 
Loving, guarding and building 
Before and After Thoir Form, 
Thus ~ in Honour, wo Honour could uphold 

And forward move with Truth of This Hour! 
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