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THIRTY YEARS AFTER THE REVOLUTION

RUM MAGAZINE is perhaps unique among South African
publications in that it alone chronicled the apartheid
years from a black perspective.
This booklet is published to coincide with a Drum
Exhibition at the National Festival of the Arts in
Grahamstown, 30 years after the June 16, 1976 student uprising
that changed the face of South Africa forever.

More South Africans are alive today who had no direct
experience of these turbulent times than those who did. It is
appropriate therefore to record those times through the pages of
Drum magazine. The pages featured in this booklet (all produced
before computers reached the newsroom) are taken from the
Drum 1976-1980 Exhibition and provide a glimpse of those
challenging times.

The text is written by Tony Sutton who was executive editor
at Drum during the latter part of the seventies. It is written as a
memoir of his association with the magazine and its late owner/
publisher, Jim Bailey.

Drum remains a controversial topic. Much of the controversy
revolves around Jim Bailey, multimillionaire publisher and son
of mining magnate, Sir Abe Bailey. Bailey financed and actively

participated in the publication from the time he bought the
magazine from Bob Crisp in 1952 to the time he sold his South
African publishing interests to the corporate publishing house,
Nasionale Pers in 1984. Drum is as much his legacy as those of us
who worked on the magazine.

There are two schools of thought on Jim Bailey. Some, myself
included, believe he provided a vital outlet for emerging black
writers, journalists and photographers and in so doing created
the beginnings of a mass black reading audience across English-
speaking Africa. Others believe he was less interested in his
audience than in his bank balance and posterity.

As with all such controversies, the truth probably lies
somewhere in the middle and the jury will remain out on Bailey’s
contribution to African journalism until other Drum writers and
photographers around the continent write their memoirs and
until the media academics and biographers pick over the bones of
Drum and its late publisher.

There can be no disagreement, however, that Drum looms large
in the story of black journalism in South Africa and elsewhere in
Anglophone Africa. Whatever the motives of its publisher, the
magazine left its mark on those who worked there and more



pertinently on its millions of loyal readers.

That Drum holds a special place in South African journalism is
incontrovertible. The number of books, academic papers, articles
and movies that turn on Drum suggests that it fills an important
space in African journalism.

Twenty five years after Tony Sutton and I left Drum, we
realise that our time on the publication coincided with one of the
most important periods in South Africa’s history, but also with
an important chapter in the annals of South African journalism
for it was a time when the apartheid government was intent on
perverting the independent Press. Our battles with John Vorster’s
Department of Information and its sinister machinations need to
be recorded.

Of course, one can never recapture the spirit or the threat of
the times in which we lived and worked. South Africa is a totally
different place in 2006 from what it was when we worked at Drum
in the seventies. It has shed the snakeskin of totalitarianism for
democracy and in so doing has created a free citizenry and
constitutionally entrenched a free Press.

Perhaps Drum played some part in all of this. I like to think
it did.

Kerry Swift
Johannesburg
June 16, 2006
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HE CHARADE took place twice a week. Jim Bailey, Drum

magazine’s owner and publisher, would slouch into my office

and, in his distinctive, clipped English public school accent,

demand, “Tony (always pronounced Tinny), if you have a

moment; let’s take a look at the content of our next issue.”
I'd shift the rubbish off the guest chair, give him time to sit down,
call in co-editor Stan Motjuwadi, and we’d focus on the acetate chart
occupying the top half of an adjacent wall, discussing and adjusting
the scribbles that represented the 120 or more pages of the next issue
of Drum.

An hour or so later, the scrawl on the wall adjusted to include
his story ideas and a pile of tearsheets from our East and West
African editions lying expectantly on my desk, Bailey would leave to
interrogate the general manager about the causes of the company’s
ever-parlous finances or to hand his long-suffering advertising manager
a list of clients his staff would be chasing “if they weren't such idle
boneheads”. As soon as the door closed, I'd reach across the desk, grab
the tearsheets and drop them into a filing cabinet. Then I'd slide open
the top drawer of my desk, pull out the roughly-stapled proofs of the
real pages of Drum and leaf through them, confident that by the time
the magazine came back from the printer a few weeks later, Bailey
would have forgotten the stories he’d left with us or — even better
— he’d have jetted north to cause chaos, consternation and confusion
in the offices of sister publications in London or Nairobi.

Most of the time Stan and I would get away with the deception
but occasionally Bailey would notice something was missing. Then,
a day or so after publication, he’d suggest I join him “for a spot of
lunch. And bring a couple of copies of the magazine with you ...” The

two-hour session — always over prawns in a cheap Portuguese diner in
downtown Johannesburg — would invariably begin with a tirade about
my general failings (“Tinny, how many times do I have to tell you...”),
followed by a litany of recent infractions of Drum’s long-standing — and
mainly irrelevant — golden rules regarding white space, column rules,
rules around photographs, no green covers, the need to remember the
ratio of stories about people of other races, headline size, picture size,
blah, blah, blah ...). A bollocking for omitting his favourite East or
West African yarn of the month would follow and, for dessert, I'd be
treated to a repetition of one or — if I was lucky — more of Jim’s greatest
African exploits (How I Got Rid of Idi Amin was his favourite, if you
really want to know). Plus, always, more stories from other parts of
Africa that “should be placed in our next issue”.

To be fair, some of the stories Bailey offered were first rate; indeed,
a glance through the files of Drum in the '70s reveals a truckload of
insights into Idi Amin’s evil regime in Uganda, together with photo
essays of the executions of unfortunate plotters against various African
despots. But many of the other yarns were of dubious quality, such as
one from Kenya that languished in my filing cabinet for many months.
This article dealt with a peasant farmer who had been hauled into
court after being caught in a sexual tryst with a chicken, a coupling that
resulted in the bird’s death. The story, accompanied by photographs
of the guilty gent and the dead chicken’s ‘bereaved husband’ (trust
me, you don’t need any more information), escaped from our editorial
graveyard to become the last spread produced by news editor Kerry
Swift and I after we’d resigned to run our own business in mid-1981.
The headline was, of course, ‘Murder Most Fow!'.

The eccentric — that word is an understatement: one of the richest



men in South Africa he was also the worst-dressed and often mistaken
for a hobo — Bailey’s often-strange views of what constituted Drum
journalism were matched by the bizarre names he bestowed on his
various magazines, titles that embarrassed their cringing (always male)
editors and, I'm sure, confused the hell out of readers: Trust (subtitled
the mid-month Drum), Love and True Love (all of which I edited during
my first year in South Africa) and their Nigerian counterparts, Sadness
and Joy, come immediately to mind. Fortunately, Bailey didn’t launch
Drum — he bought it from its founder, former Springbok cricketer Bob
Crisp in 1952 — or it would probably have been called Faith (or Hope
or perhaps even Charity). On reflection, however, even the title Drum
is confusing: when I first saw the name while scanning a jobs board
days after been made redundant when the British national Daily
Express closed its Scottish operation in Glasgow in 1974, I thought the
magazine was probably devoted to, well, playing drums ...

MY SIX YEARS with Bailey began when, having been put right about
the nature of the magazine, I joined Drum as assistant London
editor for its Kenyan and Nigerian editions, the pages of which were
produced in Fleet Street before being air freighted as film to Nairobi
and Lagos for publication. One morning, after 10 months in the job,
I received a phone call from Johannesburg asking, “Tinny, would you
like to come to Johannesburg for a year to fix two of my women’s
magazines?”

“When?” I replied.

“Next week,” was the reply.

Disbelieving, and with a hand over the phone’s mouthpiece, I called

the rest of the staff into my office to make sure it was the real Jim on
the line and not one of them doing a Bailey impersonation. Then I
asked the caller to repeat the message. Six weeks later I was in Jo'’burg,
with wife Julia, two infant kids, a one-year contract and return tickets
to Heathrow (know your enemy, my London colleagues had warned
me), but minus a work permit (“Don’t worry about that, Tinny; we’ll
get you one when you get here”).

Sitting in a squalid office on the third-floor of a dilapidated
warehouse — grandly named Drum House — in Eloff Street Extension,
I pondered my sanity, wondering how I'd allowed Bailey to persuade
me to travel 6 000 miles to edit a couple of newsprint women’s
magazines titled Love and True Love. (I was the third editor of True
Love, now one of SA’s biggest women’s magazines. The first scooted
off to China, while his successor decided he had made a bad career
move and quit on his first day in the office). My staff consisted of two
reporters, both male, one of whom left Drum House in the company of
a large policeman three hours into my first day and didn’t return for six
months, while the second only bothered to show up on pay day before
disappearing back into the township shebeens for another month.
Alerted to the lack of staff, Bailey suggested using the telephone
operator as a part-time reporter ... I did.

After nine months with True Love (Love had been released from
its publishing misery several months earlier), I said farewell to the
magazine and moved two offices down the corridor where, with
veteran writer Obed Musi, I took on the editing of Trust, for what
turned out to be the final two months of its short and unmemorable
13-month existence. The day after the closure of that magazine,
launched to fill the gap should Drum get a permanent banning, I was



pondering my imminent journey back to Fleet Street when Bailey told
Obed and I that we should make no plans for the immediate future
as we’d be running Drum, which was then produced from offices in
Pritchard Street, as soon as he’'d “fixed up a few things.”

Those “few things” included relocating Drum to Eloff Street
Extension and axing every member of the magazine’s editorial staff
with the exception of editor Stan Motjuwadi. My immediate task, as
executive editor, Bailey informed me, would be to tell Motjuwadi of
that decision. Not on your life, I thought, as I declined the dirty work,
leaving him to deliver the bad news. Stan responded as I'd expected,
by threatening to walk out and take the story to the daily newspapers.
So Bailey — ever a coward when it came to inter-personal decisions
— backed down, the editorial team moved with the magazine and
Obed Musi came to work the next morning to discover he was now
the assistant editor.

We hit the jackpot with the first issue of Drum produced in its
new home, largely the result of a superb photo-essay by freelance
photographer and former Drum staffer Alf Kumalo, of a fracas in
central Johannesburg where three soldiers and a number of plain-
clothes policemen had attacked peaceful protesters at the inner-
city’s Park Station. Bailey insisted that the story accompanying the
photographs should be handled with kid gloves so we wouldn’t
fall foul of the ban-happy censors of the apartheid government’s
Publications Control Board. The pictures, he reasoned, would
generate enough outrage from readers — and the government
— without embellishing them with provocative text. So the four-page
display was accompanied by a low-key story beneath the headline,
‘The Affair At Park Station’. Prophetically, however, the caption on

the final photograph warned, “Surely this display of violence was
unnecessary and shouldn’t happen again.”

That no one was listening became apparent a couple of months
later when the state’s violent overreaction to a march by Soweto
school kids heralded the beginning of a revolution.

Glancing through my bound copies of Drum almost 30 years after
the events of June 16, 1976, I was surprised at how little space we had
devoted to the riots in the issues (July and August '76) that followed,
even checking that pages hadn’t been torn out. Then I remembered
that the uprising had occurred soon after the magazine had switched
from fortnightly to monthly publication and we were still trapped by
brutal print deadlines (six weeks from delivery of pages to the printer
in Durban to printed magazines) geared for timeless features, not
breaking news. So the coverage of one of the most momentous events
in South Africa’s history is limited to just four pages, with a cover
teaser — ‘THE RIOTS: Why They happened’ — hastily pasted across the
corner of a front-page photograph of an anonymous local beauty.

Inside that July 76 issue are reports by Stan Motjuwadi, headlined
‘The Telegraphed Punch’ and Joe Thloloe, who wrote about ‘The
Day Our Kids Lost Faith’, each story accompanied by photographs
by Mike Mzileni, who was soon detained without charge as part of
a state crackdown on publications and journalists. An un-bylined
piece, also penned by Motjuwadi, made the point that “For 25 years
Drum has been saying that if South Africa were to have a revolution
of social conscience and recognize the brotherhood of Man under the
fatherhood of God, there could be no violence and no threat from
foreign powers. For our variety of races and colours is perhaps our
greatest asset.”



The state reaction to the following issue amazed us all: It was
judged so inflamatory that the government didn’t just follow its
normal practice and ban the issue from sale, but made possession of it
a criminal offence, an action that was usually reserved for the loudest
of the hard-core political journals. Yes, the rhetoric was angrier, but
it hardly called for bloody insurrection. Motjuwadi demanded, “Every
adult South African, black and white should hang their heads in shame.
The whole blood curdling affair of Hector Peterson, only 13, riddled with
bullets, stinks to high heaven. Every white South African finger drips with
the blood of Hector for ramming Afrikaans down his throat” etc, etc),
while captions to Mike Mzileni’s chilling photographs were emotion-
charged (“One of the victims of the riots, his fist still clenched in the black
power sign, lies dead ...”). However, both of those italicized quotes
were given in the ensuing banning order, among a wide-ranging and
nit-picking list of other infractions, as reasons why mere possession
of the August issue of the magazine had become an offence. No
mention was made in the banning order, however of another equally-
inflammable quote in the same issue, from a speech by Afrikaner Chief
Justice Rumpff at a graduation of white students 56 days before the
first shot had been fired in Soweto on June 16, “... social equality will
have to be accepted and mechanisms for self-expression will have to
be created. If there are whites who don't like this, they had better go
and find what they want elsewhere. In the long run South Africa has a
great future for all of us provided whites are willing to educate, qualify
and recognize the non-whites ... so that they may walk side by side
into the dawn that has broken over Africa, a dawn which in South
Africa will not turn again to darkness.”

That harsh banning order had an immediate impact on the next

issue, for Kumalo had supplied another provocative photograph that
no other publication would print in the fragile days after June 16
when the townships were ablaze. We had already placed the picture
— showing the bodies of two dead Africans lying in front of a ‘hippo’,
an armoured combat vehicle of the security forces — as a double-page
spread in the completed early pages, but we killed the spread and held
on to the picture for another four months, blowing it up to fill the
opening two pages in Drum’s January 1977 photographic round-up of
the previous year’s events, under the heading, ‘Year of The Hippo'.

Mike Mzileni’s continuing detention —he was released without
charge the following year after 14 months in prison — was to become a
major source of friction between journalists and management. When
it became apparent that he wouldn’t be returning to the office quickly,
Chester Maharaj — who had recently worked for us as Trust’s staff
photographer — was brought in from Durban to fill the gap. But Bailey
continually threatened to axe the jailed Mzileni from the company
payroll, claiming that by being involved in politics, the photographer
was in breach of Drum’s contract of employment (a contract none of
us had seen or signed). Each time Bailey decided to fire Mzelini, Stan
Motjuwadi dissuaded him by pointing out that there was no evidence
that Mzileni had been involved in political action, and that the sacking
of a journalist who had been detained while carrying out his job would
hardly give comfort to the rest of our staff when they went to work
in the townships. We thought common sense had prevailed until
Motjuwadi came into my office one morning and furiously hutrled a
copy of the daily tabloid Post newspaper onto my desk. The paper’s
lead story told how Bailey had, without telling us, chopped Mike from
the payroll ...



Our proprietor also showed his ambivalence towards his employees
in his dealings with Casey “Kid” Motsisi, the sole link with Drum
from its earlier golden years. Casey, by now a booze-sodden alcoholic,
wrote a freelance monthly column that was usually ghosted by
Motjuwadi and paid for by me. For months, whenever I claimed the
freelance payment on my expense account, Bailey would question why
we allowed Casey into the office and why we paid him for a column
the magazine didn’t need. Yet, when his least-tolerated columnist died
in mid 1977, Bailey did a quick u-turn, proclaiming the Kid’s genius at
his Soweto graveside. As Motjuwadi pointed out afterwards, if Bailey
had cared half as much for Casey alive as he did when he was dead,
the graveside valediction might have been deferred a few more years.

I don’t believe that Bailey was responsible for Casey’s early death,
but he certainly propagated and encouraged a culture of drunkenness
that had affected the magazine’s editorial staff for many years. Most
days when he was in town — he arrived at lunchtime and stayed late
— he would call the editorial team into his office late in the afternoon,
often herding in our driver and office cleaner as well — “Let’s ask our
readers what THEY think” — to gauge reactions to his latest favourite
story. After he’'d described the tale, the cleaner would figure out the
answer he wanted, mumble a few words of agreement and flee from
the room. Then he’d send the bemused driver down the road for a
couple of bottles of Government House port, his preferred hooch,
and whatever the rest of us felt like drinking. Hours later, the bottles
drained, he’d drag whoever was still sober down to the nearest
shebeen ... the result was an office full of hangovers and an editorial
staff, me included, with varying booze-induced problems.

That November 1977 issue of Drum, in which Motjuwadi wrote

his final tribute to Casey Motsisi, was also one of the few issues of
the magazine that hit the streets without a pin-up on the cover. The
pretty girl had been replaced by a striking photo-illustration of black
consciousness leader Steve Biko, mortally injured by policemen in a
cell at Port Elizabeth before being driven through the night to Pretoria
where he’d been pronounced dead. We had no photographs of the
banned Biko in our shambolic filing system and couldn’t get any
from the Jo’burg papers, so I persuaded Donald Woods, editor of the
Daily Dispatch in East London to send us a couple of black and white
pictures. The best went to freelance artist Alex Groen, who created a
striking coloured photo-illustration for what has become one of the
most reproduced covers in Drum’s history — just check the T-shirts on
Soweto streets next time you're there. Our Cape Town writer Jackie
Heyns persuaded poet Adam Small to write a 1 000-word tribute
— “Steve Biko is dead. I will not share in the heroics of praise that
suddenly resounded all around him as his corpse lay there. I have no
wish to be part of the excesses of white liberal people in response to his
death: the accolades that suddenly discovered the ‘towering’ stature of
Steve Biko.” — while a freelance photo-journalist (I think it was Willie
Nkosi but, as Drum rarely carried photo bylines, I can’t be certain)
brought in a memorable set of pictures of the funeral, including the
striking image that we chose for our opening spread, showing Biko
lying in an open coffin with mourners gathered around.

(Operating on the sound, but possibly lazy, journalistic principle
that a good idea was worth repeating, Drum’s cover early the
following year for the issue commemorating the death of banned
PAC leader Robert Sobukwe — described in a tribute by Stan
Motjuwadi as “the REAL father of black consciousness in this



country” — featured similar artwork by Groen.)

The Biko issue of Drum enjoyed record sales, but a couple of
months later in January 1988, we fouled up the production of an
interview by Stan Motjuwadi with Ntsiki, Steve Biko’s widow. A
full-page photograph of a tearful woman clutching a handkerchief to
her mouth accompanied the single page of text. Unfortunately, and
embarrassingly, the photograph was not of Ntsiki Biko — her picture
had been transposed with that of the mother of an innocent man
hanged for murder that should have accompanied a story on an earlier
spread. This mistake resulted in a grovelling apology to both women,
followed by another two-hour interrogative lunch with Jim Bailey,
who had decided I was entirely to blame for the error, even though
the pictures had been correctly placed when I had sent them to the
printer — and I was thousands of miles away on a four-week vacation
in Britain when the botched press check was made by our Durban
office manager. Ah, well ...

Fortunately, though, that incident cost us nothing but an apology
and a few angry words. But a story we published soon afterwards had
Bailey digging into his pockets — and it was all due to Alf Kumalo,
who had supplied a set of pictures for Stan Motjuwadi’s story about
a cop-turned-bank-robber-turned-killer called Edian Ntulu, who
had just been sentenced to death. Among the photographs, which
included a marvelous shot of an off-duty Ntuli boozing with his
pals in a shebeen that became our opening spread, was one of a
white guy sitting astride a large motorcycle. According to Kumalo,
this was a certain Mr Poulakis, whom we described in our caption
as “The group’s explosive expert ... he turned state evidence ...”
Unfortunately Kumalo’s explosive expert turned out to be an innocent

motorcyclist from Benoni ... so we were forced to apologise in print
again and this time our groveling was accompanied by a large chunk
of Bailey’s petty cash.

That made us cautious about some of our other investigations,
including the final in a series of exposes by reporter Ernest — now
Morakile — Shuenyane, our entertainment specialist. We’d already
run stories in which he’d highlighted the shenanigans of a number of
black record producers and showbiz promoters (the assistant of one
of Shuenyane’s victims caused momentary panic when he ran into
our office screaming that he had a gun and was going to shoot our
reporter. We calmed him down and sent him back to his boss after
telling him Shuenyane was out of town).

Then Morakile wrote a story about a white record producer who
had been handing out wads of cash to persuade DJs to promote songs
recorded by his black artists. Because we could get no conclusive
evidence or photographs of money changing hands, we took the
advice of lawyer Keith Lister and killed the article, much to the disgust
of Shuenyane, who soon left — to become a radio station DJ. His anger
was validated several years later after I'd left Drum when I met the
producer at a record industry party, where he admitted the payola.
It was, he claimed, the only way to get airplay for local black artists;
everyone was doing it.

PHOTOJOURNALISM was, as it always had been, one of the great
strengths of the magazine, despite high advertising ratios that greatly
limited the space available for photo display. Along with Chester
Maharaj and Austrian freelancer Gottfried Chmelar, both of whom



specialized in sport and entertainment, Cliff Ranaka was one of
Drum’s most featured young photo stars in the latter part of the *70s,
many of his best works being photographs of spontaneous violence
in the dangerous Johannesburg streets. Knife attacks, shootings
and vicious assaults were his forte, earning accolades from readers
including a letter from a fan in Alexandra, who made this comment
after a string of such stories, “So, Cliff Ranaka does it again. First, he
gives us pictures of a knife attack in the middle of Jo’burg . Then that
magnificent set of pictures of the tsotsi gang being arrested which,
I felt, could not be bettered. What happens? Last month he comes
up with an even better set, Battle of the Sexes.” In the office, we
wondered when Ranaka would take more peaceful pictures . . .

The authors of other photo essays are harder to determine as Drum
had not yet got round to crediting freelance photographers. There
was a reason: Bailey insisted that once a photograph appeared in the
magazine it belonged to him, no matter how much the photographer,
and the law, might disagree. That partly explains why there was such
an acrimonious dispute years later over who owned the copyright to
Drum’s massive archive of photographs.

Most of our writers — staffers such as Motjuwadi, Manu Padayachee
and Pat Cohen excepted — were equally anonymous, either to shield
the identity of contributors who worked for daily newspapers or
because the writers just happened to be white. BBC staffer Justin
Nyoka was Drum’s man in Rhodesia in the days before independence,
but many of the contributions from that country in the final years
of Ian Smith’s rule came from Gordon Farquharson, whose day job
was reporting for an international news agency, while a number
of exclusives were written by freelancers Chris van der Merwe and

Belgian Hugo Merkxx, both of whom were jailed by the heavy-handed
Mozambican authorities.

Another by-lined writer was Emelda Sekgalakane, recruited from
the Northern Transvaal by Stan Motjuwadi. She specialised in rooting
out bizarre tales of sorcery and murder that still plague an area where
‘witches’ are burned to death whenever lightning strikes, and where
children are slaughtered so that their bodies may be used for magic
spells. News editor Kerry Swift spent hours coaxing the mind-boggling
stories from her.

Swift, after Stan Motjuwadi, was my main associate during my
years at Drum, joining as editor of True Love in mid-1977 — the fourth
editor in the year since I'd left the post, the others unable or unwilling
to deal with either the eccentricities of Jim Bailey or the squalor of
the office — before leaving on a journalism scholarship to study for a
master’s degree at York University in England a year later. He returned
from the ivory towers of academe to become Drum’s news editor in
the summer of 1979, when we were in the middle of a vicious battle
for survival with Pace, a rival magazine that had been funded by the
government’s Info department and launched six months earlier.

In a nutshell the Pace story was this: Bailey had been approached
several years earlier by London businessman Christopher Dolley, who
wanted to buy Drum and Bailey’s other African publishing interests.
When Bailey nixed the deal, he was told a new magazine would be
started in South Africa to put him out of business. Simple enough, but
the whole affair became dirtier and dirtier as enterprising journalists
at the Rand Daily Mail and Sunday Express exposed the political
intentions of Dolley and his South African cohorts ...

Rumours about the funding of Pace, the soon-to-be-launched



magazine, had been brewing for the whole of 1978 and Drum’s newly
appointed general manager Ted Sceales (his capacity for quaffing
gallons of lunchtime champagne was legendary) had even launched
our own spoiler, Black Ace, a sports monthly — although quite how
that was going to confuse prospective readers of the new magazine
evades me as much now as it did at the time. Then the Sunday Times
confirmed in a front page splash at the end of 1978 what Jim Bailey
had been saying for months — that the project, fronted by Hortors, a
major SA printer-publisher — was a secret project of Eschel Rhoodie’s
disgraced Department of Information. I recall my excitement when I
bought that issue of the Sunday Times (it’s still lurking somewhere
in my haphazard filing system), late one Saturday night from a street
seller near my home in Jo’burg ’s Highlands North suburb, and rushed
back to tell my wife that the magazine that was about to be launched
against us was doomed before it began.

I was wrong. Pace, edited by writer Lucas Molete, with Jack
Shepherd-Smith, the country’s best-known magazine editor as
managing editor, hit the streets with an interview with June 16 student
leader Tsietsi Mashinini and we found ourselves in the thick of much
public mud-slinging. Pace had already tried, unsuccessfully, to recruit
most of our top journalists before its launch. In fact, I was probably the
only staff member — with the possible exception of my driver and the
cleaning staff — not to be approached, because (well, I hoped this was
the reason) Jack Shepherd-Smith and I had not been good buddies since
the evening, a year or so earlier when a large Reutet’s correspondent
had been forced to restore the peace in a Swazi bar where we’d almost
come to blows after I'd made a few unappreciated comments about
Scope, the tit-and-bum magazine he was editing at the time.

Drum had carried a full-page piece about the owners of Pace in
the final issue of 1978, but it was in January 1979 — the month Pace
was launched — that we got into our stride with an article that
linked the magazine to General Hendrik van den Bergh, the former
boss of the state’s security police, while also pointing out that the
Pace editorial staff had resigned en masse when the scandal broke,
but had quickly been persuaded by their bosses to change their
minds.

A month later, Shepherd-Smith was singled out for special
treatment, after three of his senior black journalists had again quit
(or, in the words of editor Lucas Molete, ‘dis-involved’ themselves),
Drum’s Phil Selwyn-Smith commenting, in an unsigned piece,
“When quiet-spoken Joe Thloloe, a Post reporter, asked him to
comment on the latest staff upheavals, Joe was told to f... off. Not
the language Mr Shepherd-Smith usually uses. He is normally well
mannered, and rude only to the censors. So if his nerves are frayed
to the extent that he can’t control himself when asked a legitimate
question by a reputable reporter from a reputable newspaper, there
is only one tonic we can suggest. Salusa 45 may help, but the cure
will only be complete if he makes a clean break.”

(At least one black Drum journalist saw the irony in two middle-
aged double-barreled whitey colonials being the champions in a war
of words about the future of competing black magazines.)

Then it was the turn of Alf Kumalo, one of the Pace staffers who
had actually quit, to speak out. This time it wasn’t his photographs
that we were interested in, but the reasons why he had left his
job as chief photographer at the new magazine. In a double page
spread, Kumalo — the only man to have worked full time for both



magazines — explained his departure from Pace, “I could not sleep
well at night. I thought of all the crusading stories I had covered,
stories spotlighting the sad plight of the banned, banished, harassed
tax defaulters. What business did I now have to have any kind of
dealings with a magazine financed by Info?”

Taking a break from the mud-slinging and character assassination,
the March, 1978, issue of Drum took a lighter look at the affair,
printing letters from readers, who'd been offered the chance to
win R13 each for telling what they’d do if they could spend the
R13 million (later revised to R30 million) that the government had
squandered in trying to subvert the Press. Free education was the
hands-down winner, followed by the electrification of the townships
and more jobs. Surprisingly, perhaps, no one opted for a one-way
ticket out of the country ...

Then it was time for Bailey to break his long silence. He did it
reluctantly because he hadn’t wanted to be drawn into the fight,
preferring to orchestrate events from the sidelines. However, when
he asked Stan Motjuwadi to write a full background to the story,
Stan refused, pointing out that readers would rather the story came
straight from the owner’s mouth. Bailey’s two-page essay, T Accuse’,
in the May 1979 issue, told how the Info Department had tried,
three years earlier, to buy the liberal Rand Daily Mail newspaper,
of which his family trust was the main shareholder, through front
man and former South African rugby boss Louis Luyt. Luyt’s offer
had been rejected so, using government money, he had launched
The Citizen newspaper in an unsuccessful attempt to force the Mail
out of business.

Bailey recounted how, after he had turned down the first offer

to buy Drum, he was told that a new magazine would be started to
put Drum out of business. He ended his essay, which also detailed
other areas in which the Info department men had been trying to buy
control of the media, with these words, “So, readers must be totally
aware that the magazine Pace is operated by its Editor, Lucas Molete
and its Managing Editor, Jack Shepherd-Smith on behalf of the South
African Information Service as part of a world-wide scheme planned
by General van den Bergh. There is no way these men can possibly
say they were in ignorance of this. Their eyes are open.”

Pace collapsed a couple of months later and Shepherd-Smith
was again under fire after the magazine was given free of charge
to another publisher. Stan Motjuwadi wrote, “As far as we are
concerned, Shepherd-Smith has dug his own journalistic grave. He
went into Pace with his eyes open to the sinister implications of
what he was doing and then as the truth of Pace’s propaganda role
slowly emerged, he fought a rearguard action. We are not surprised
his propaganda sheet Pace has collapsed under the burdens of his
own deceit. Nor will we be surprised if Pace re-emerges in a blaze of
publicity, attempting to launder its sinister connections.”

Prophetic words. Pace was relaunched by Caxtons, its new
owners, and continued publishing until, losing circulation and cash,
it was closed in 1993, a year before Nelson Mandela became the
first black South African president. Drum had also had a change of
ownership in 1984, when Bailey surprised everyone, not least the
editorial staffers who’d fought the battle against Pace on his behalf,
by selling to the Cape Afrikaans publishing giant, Nasionale Pers.

Was the battle worth the effort and the ruined reputations?
With 25 years’ hindsight, there are two answers. Politically, yes,



it was absolutely the right thing to do; it’s our duty as journalists
— and citizens — to do all in our power to prevent government from
subverting the independent media, unless we enjoy the idea of living
under an authoritarian dictatorship. But, it’s probably fair to say that
once Pace had been launched, all our shouting had little significant
effect on the magazine’s circulation — we certainly damaged its
credibility and destroyed the reputations of the magazine’s senior
staff, but that didn’t stop many thousands of readers from buying
the magazine month after month. Conversely, despite all its cash,
Pace didn’t kill Drum as its founders had threatened — in fact, Drum
thrived, our issues during the early '80s regularly hitting 160 pages
with the circulation peaking at around 140 000 copies a month,
almost triple those of its fortnightly issues five years eatrlier. And, of
course, Drum is still alive today ...

AFTER THE HECTIC and exciting year of helping to expose the Info
Scandal, I found the magic of Drum was beginning to fade. My
dissatisfaction was fueled by an increasing involvement with the
radical alternative media — I had helped produce the much-banned
Voice newspaper each week, was advising trade union editors, and
had begun a 10-year association with Frontline, Denis Beckett’s
political monthly magazine which, despite its slender circulation,
was running some of the most incisive and relevant journalism in
South Africa at the time. And my relationship with Jim Bailey was
also becoming strained. I resented having to listen to his increasingly-
inane story ideas, and the post-publication lunches were becoming
repetitive and angry. At the same time, I was unhappy with the

incessant feuding with management over our tightly-rationed
newshole, especially as we were still fighting an opponent with
plenty of pages for editorial content, and the increasing number of
worthless advertising sections that were being added. The inter-
departmental battle came close to bloodshed when advertising
manager Ronnie Jordan pushed me through an inter-office window
after a particularly nasty disagreement when I discovered he was
giving away our precious and limited editorial space in exchange for
Wool Board advertising.

The final straw for me — and I think for Bailey — came in the middle
of 1981 when the proprietor came into my office, now expanded and
shared with news editor Kerry Swift, demanding, “Tinny, let’s take
a look at the next issue.” Instead of playing the usual charade of
tolerance and subterfuge, I responded, “Fuck off, Jim, I'm too busy.”
His response was immediate and impressive. Turning on his heel, he
stormed out of the room, slamming the door so violently we thought
the walls would fall down. The parting of our ways came a few
months later when Swift and I were presented with new contracts
that restricted our ability to take on outside work. As we were
already running a freelance operation and had been approached by
a number of other companies to publish magazines and newsletters,
we resigned immediately. Our last day as employees of Drum came
two weeks later when, after a monumentally boozed-up party,
Stan Motjuwadi gave us a shattering send-off by breaking as many
office windows in Drum House as he could reach, applauded by his
cheering, inebriated colleagues.

That, however, was not the end of our relationship with Bailey.
A couple of months after Swift and I left, we received a letter from



Drum’s lawyer Keith Lister threatening to sue us over a handful of
photographs we’d used in a new magazine we were producing for
a Soweto publisher. Although the pictures did not belong to Bailey
and the photographers had given us permission to use them, he
claimed copyright because they had been used in Drum. The case
didn’t get to court; we trekked down to Eloft Street Extension and
resolved the conflict over — what else — a bottle of Government
House port.

Thereafter, after a year or so out of touch, Bailey began to invite
me for occasional lunches, usually when he wanted me to work
for him again (“Tinny, I need you back; you're much more mature
than when you used to worked for me.”). The meetings were
always amiable, no matter how often I turned down his attempts to
persuade me to run Drum’s operations in Nairobi (“Come for a year;
you can leave your wife and kids in Jo'burg”), become managing
editor of City Press newspaper, revive his London office (closed since
a fall-out with his Nigerian operation, which had set up its own
office in London), or help him launch a new publishing venture in
Zimbabwe (also sans wife and kids). Only once was I tempted — too
many sweet words, too much wine just before Christmas — but I
sobered enough before lunch ended to turn acceptance of a job
running his Nairobi operation (“Tinny, you'll love the editor; he’s
just been released from a death sentence”) into a qualified, “Send
me a couple of copies of the magazine and give me a week to think
about it,” before fleeing from the restaurant. When he rang for my
acceptance, I turned him down the honourable way — blaming my
wife, saying she’d threatened to divorce me if I took the job.

The most delicious irony came, however, in 1988, a few years after

Bailey sold his magazines and City Press newspaper to Nasionale
Pers. Now running my own firm, I became, for 20 hours a week,
consulting managing editor for Nasionale’s black publications. And
one of my duties was — echoes of all those hated lunchtime sessions
years earlier — to meet with the editors and designers to critique
each edition of Drum and True Love on the day after publication.

Bailey howled with laughter when, over lunch, I told him I had
become Junior Jim!

IT'S NOW 25 years since I worked for Jim Bailey. He and Motjuwadi,
and Molete of Pace, are dead. Shepherd-Smith has long retired.
Drum is now an entertainment-oriented weekly without political
content, Pace an empty memory. Those exciting days when we were
fighting a government are a distant slideshow in my mind — but
there are still times when I swear I can hear that distinctive voice,
usually when I'm about to allow something to slip into my work
that’s not quite the way I know it ought to be, “Tinny, how many
times do I have to tell you ...?”

© Tony Sutton, 2006

Tony Sutton was executive editor of Drum from 1976 until 1981. He is
now president of News Design Associates, an international publishing
consultancy based in Toronto, Canada, and editor and publisher of the
internet magazine, ColdType.net



The pages that follow are all from Drum magazine and were part of an
exhibition at the National Festival of the Arts in Grahamstown in 2006.
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THE AFFAIR AT
PARK STATION

PICTURES BY ALF KUMALO

ACTION at the smirance e Park Station. Armed with a

On Thursday. March
11. there was an affair
ot Park Station,
Johannesburg. OK,
the law must be
maintained. OK, there
is a case for strict
government. But
surely if South
Africans do not stand
together we will hang
together. Was it
necessary for the trio
of sarvicemen to
appear on the scene?
And was the violence
perhaps not a biton
the excessive side?

8 wniting kwais Wwets. Later people wrers finod Sor pulbic dterbarie.

THE we of & kimsg dny 107 8 Sowet mam &3 sha & hustied by  cop inin

Black Pows' salite from the
cxcrevd ot the haight o1 1 Eroubie

W 5

1

d lywe and evder is & man frem fha
Babvind hien 3 clathes

baton_is snother cop.



|
Two men lie dead in the dusty
Soweto road., Towering above
them is a police hippo. Thssu :
ugly machines of death w
intended for fighting in the b
bush against guerillas -
threatening our borders ey
became part of the tow
scene after the events of fine
16 last year. But, ilhoug \fhe d
year was marred by the dgaY ‘
destruction and de “ [
of the riots, some of the
avents pointed maﬂ:lr
brighter future, as oug
look at the pasi \raar

I'..'




Much has besn written sbout the desth of Banw Steve
Biko, We add our tribute to this son of South Alrica by
putting his tragic doath into the perpective of our times.
W fesl thee mast lucid voica on the whject of Biko's death
is that of poet Adam Small, who writes this special report
nxelusivnly for us

N weeps, Mourners gather to pay their s repects

o Stewe Biko's body lies in sate in

his home befors the

Puneval, stiended by 20,000 mowmmens st King Willism’s Town.

TEVE Biko b desd. We
who dream of freedom
talt his

this regime, Haunted becauss
his peie was_indevtructible,
k n & black man he
walkmt tall,  And white
e in this country da nat [ie
# black man walking tall. {This
s not a racist atement, but
& statement of fact. One sho
of peronal expersence |

TEVE Biko b dead. |
il nat shaes in the he
roicy of prae that sddenty
resoiandied il wratsnd hm an his
copin lay there. | have o
wish to be part of the exceses
af white (ibersl poople in te
wpons b hiv desth: 1ha ac
colades that wadenly dicover
add the “towsring” stature of
Steve Bike.
1t 1 not my fancy 1o take
et I this postmocten e

eive. | recall that Steve Biko
nad & s of humouwr,  He
might well have laighed 1o
twar that he wes all thew
magniticent things they are
now saying It % my tesling
that he would certainty hues
wntled at much of it

wrt
wied 1o shoot Siee Biko's
thinking down with shouts of
“human comciounen” whei
ever, in lite, he said “hlack
conasigusnens”

Thew se jomé of the
people 1o whomn “Black com.

objection s heie
riding along on the

PLEASE TUWN OVER
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ANOTHER DRUM EXCLUSIVE ‘ THISIS
A storm broke over tha ' THE

recent death of detaines, Mr
Joseph Mdluli. His wile
wanted 1o know how and
why he died. She engaged a
private doctor — who was
Iater silenced from revealing
what he saw. She engaged
two altorneys. One was an
advocate who has acted as
an assessor for the Natal
Supreme Court, but he was
unable to give a report. The
other attorney was detained
under the Terrorism Act. An
inguest ks now pending: Pic-
tures published overseas of
Mdiuli in his cotfin upset the
South African government.
DRUM publishes the first
pictures of Mdiuli before he
died and his wife, Lydia

- 5 ONLY
- |PICTURE
OF THE

THE STRANGE
TALE OF
JOSEPH MDLULI

rmmapired, did not. Later State

Mdlull was & clothes. All he wore was Puthologista Dr. B. 4. van

spoken man, whom  raincoat and shoes,” she sald Stranben and Prolesser | “Ouide.
- in Mhlongo Road vy Gosdon kaid ey Rad atesded,
wﬂ- Then began ihe saga of ihe Bt waen a4l bound io slence.
ﬂh—l':_m VBT man known io have died in Seostor idan Bacndord nged
wndd fing LN Goods and mwing ‘questions in Pariement but

Minister of Justice, Mr. Jimemy
- Arncid O Hamaen,
ma-.m e b -

HHT
I
ity
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b1z
i
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LIFE in Alexandra, as all ghettos, was tough. If you had a squesmish belly Alox swallowed you up its sleazy gut
tors. That is why it produced some of the tooghest politicians, sportsmen, gangsters and cops. Now Tha Dark City
or Litde Chicago, s it was known, is i its death throes. This is our requiem for the unforgettatile township.
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» tmcil sats sxnt, that Hitle
walls 0 South Alvics snd St

weetial b Ennt it thoe Oppouition
MPy gen Mhaie fair sham whenese
heir actiont o Matementy ke

receives espeched ity i
o

hom
Although she 1 80, hes logiesl
hinking W fwwe  guestioned
Mt

the omver rmeen miwate Par

Gladys Emnw Lee i South Africa’s most active, most arrested
damonstrator. She's shio the oldest. A1 B0, Auntie Gladys has

protests, And she has proved such a pain-in-the-neck to the
Carvnrmment that & till was presented in Parfiament just o
prevent her solitary protesss in the middle of Cape Town. The
hill wint withdrim, 3o Auntie Gladys continues her good work.
dackio Hiyns reports

M Lse's sl doy of ey 4 From hersessh feer garments, whiee

warch in
Town o viser at the pome and  folded plastic shests e unhuried
covemony . tn s e Preudent of sk their darmsveny mesige.

AN AR
! ¥ ?g‘ !i;ig
%gfi cie 1




CHEEKY SHOWS US THE
SOUTH AFRICA OF
THE FUTURE (WE HOPE)

D~ Chasby

fiska bwating Secru

Sedeu detandars 10 soors the best

fwiwon
ot the match during the Trimly gama. e white pliyes trying Yo o him 1 Al Wasaiey o
Rhodes Urveesity 10 000 peosbs African tovenahie.

l

v rugiry bt e vees & bt
n-umd widks for the game.
B e wese determined 50 he
approach to

s, wis the orer

Th preskdert of Cnaet's e
wamed hum et planyeeg and 40
i gy Bom O Crevan Dr e
Kogrnhol, Mirster of

sttty Croscent,  wored someshing morm than or
oached the ocal Afrcan sde  deary gosis in the maich

Kwmrs. Tha meem won fhe lesgus Afior the match Wl plevers veses
s oo, et with magmrsicn by thisr
Whan the e phayed & friendly  urion

meich  with  Bnother  iam 10 can heen e rughy.
Culsbrsts  Wn  vicsory Chwehy,  We'll do W agen W play
Vallance aed sx ofher whis  for the love of the game.* Actingas
players voluntesrnd 10 Dy i e mokesman  of e Swsssosd
gome. e he
The sight players thought thess  suthoritios his bt of chesk.
WOUM b o hawsies Snce thers  ARw e Trying 10 prove i thet
had siemady been wond from  ughy can be engyed Dy Boah ress
Fretora gung the groen Rght 10 plaving -

s they put thaw foot down, Mat- b proved tes, and 10000

i
|
!
i




G B







(C___OUREDUCATION DILEMMA T DRUM COVERS THE RIOTS )
The Cape licks its wounds
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ol & govern
mout and
o of Asdio Tram
honi iy in biding.  The deputy
hesd of the Security-intells

Protocol skipped the country.

This is the diarray in Tram
kel wtter it was discowered
that & fortune ke been werted
in frultless sttempts to gain
the country resognition.

A few months ago, DRUM
published » story that the
Matanzima hrothers wers lesd-
ing Tramskei to bankruptcy.
This was hotly denied by
Prima Minivter, Chisl George
Matanrima, in Pardfismant.

DRUM, howsrer, can re-
weal that Transkel b desp in
the el Yer, the Auditor
Ganeral's report for 197778
reveals that there wes & de-
ficit of A1 429 370 in thae
yoar, the fint deficit the
'hlmhlhﬂ hed.

ABOVE: Liston Nuhongwans, the formar chisf of nay has been uned on §
Protocol who skipped the coumtry. LEFT: Kaizer u‘.mdmw that matchey
Mutanzims in shirt slesves signs the Port St JOMM pelatively speaking South Afr
harbowr contract with Edmond Penigel on » car boat. o'y info scandal.

The longoverdus  Auditor
Garwral's report sho revesls
that AATE 507 wan spent om
sacwrity intsiligancs, but cnly

aanasburg,
monay has been watted.
SIt it an cpem secret that

DIGBY Koyana, a formes Transks! smbassador whoop DIGEY Koysns with members of Tranvksi's ‘goat milkarn’ anion’ — beft- mnm Goorges Kassouf, :‘""m"'",,.,w ,"..,m
ing it up with Senor Maldonda, ona of the many who Salim E1-Hail ond the president of the Lebaness press syndicate. All the meetings, parties snd — CJ . el ralking
promised 1o chineh recognition for Tranwkel snd failed. @ttogethen led o nothing. Transkl remaine uneecognived and i vtill footing the Bill s )

startad with the independence
of Transkei,”  Nushongwans
i

“fichard Blom, w0 Ausure-
Nan, who had been Im South
Africa vince 1973, wan roped
in to help glve Transkel an

weeapiabile image.
TURN TO PAGE §
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shortly before their arrest

31ISH OPS WENT TO JAIL

Vorster Square on May 28. They were arrested while marching
gainst the detertion of the Rev. John Thorne, former secretary of the South African Councli of Churches, shortly
after the gh-talking at the SACC annual conference In Hammanskraal, The mood of the Church can best be summed
up by the hymn the crowde sang when the clergymen’ appearad In court — Onward Christian Soldlers. TURNTOPAGES




Why I met the
Prime Minister

- P
B
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HE WAS ONE OF THE MOS
RESPECTED CRIME FIGHTERS
IN THE LAND—UNTIL HE
BECAME TOO GREEDY

s .-' o b 5 pic

mind behind a gang of rut :
Maotjuwadi tel rarre story of the Jeckyll and Hyde
life of a greed

NOW HE'S WAITING FOR
THE HANGMAN'S NOOSE




SCHEAMING In sgony, the stabbed man struggles 10 his fert  BUT his efforts are 10 no avail as the knife it theust imo his chert
clutching his amailant’s jscket, desperately trying t0 ecsge.  sgein and again. And 1ill na one has had the nerve 1o help him.,

CAUGHT BY THE CAMERA OF FANYANI SHIBURI-
A SOCCER FAN'S MOMENT OF PAIN AND TERROR

FACE-TO-FACE WITH
THE KNIFEMAN

'OB violenca reared
118 ugly head once
again at the George

Goch Stadium In Jo'burg
before the socoer match
between Kaizer Chiefs and
Moroks Swallows.,

Ages bafore the start of
the gamae, the gates were
cloted and thousands of
supporters locked  out.
But this didn’t deter the
soccer-mad  fans who
broks down the gates
o gain antry.

And m the frenzied
supporters stormed the
gates there was the
inovitablo violonca. This
time it almost resulted in
death for one young man,
His attacker whipped out a
knife and stabbed him 16

Than camaraman Shiburi
had to run for dear life as
the soccer “fans™ turned
on him for their amuse-
ment.

This it the ugly face SEVERAL brave man rush farward 10 snd the massacrs, 196 1ath 10 pravant another thrist of the
of soccer in 1878, knife. I the ane-ssded fight the victim has bean rtabbed 18 times in the 1pste of lem than § mints. -
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THE TICKE'I‘ INSPECTOR WHO LOST HIS COOL

TICKETS




His mistaket He i bustied over the frons of &

ORUM Jawsry WIT B

IT WAS JUST A QUIET SATURDAY AFTERNOON. THEN...A KNIFE
FLASHED AND A YOUNG MAN WAS FIGHTING FOR HIS LIFE

KNIFE ATTACI{

Tigher —
it oSt coat him his fife. it was 2 30 ona
aftemoon. Broe Street,

. Lincls waed o shop ta
hm-:.pn-uh-mummm
the change into his pocket. Then he falta
buarre and & light firger dipped inbo his
pocket.

Gt tha hell out of here . . Linda.

proteste as he rushed out of the shop. The

pickpochat Qi ignoned his arger.

They followsd him into the street and
comered him, & kréfa Nashed, Linda

stagpered. Now he was fghting for mors

haen ooy, His lfe was 42 stakn.

‘What dicd the passers-by dao 10 heip?
mmnmmmhm
10 mind yOur cwn business.

Luckiy for Linda, ore man tid cae. Tha
e wins DAUM photogrspher CUff Ranaks 3
‘whao 100K these pictisres. He rushed the MOW Linds besle the pain. He his swother

‘operation saved his fife. '&t—ummmmuw.




grave-robbers of

Qecunda

Where

there's no
peace for
the dead

FEW ghonts mant have

tarned in thes giaves

down Secunds way fe
santly. The whybors? Well,
smabody who cares more for
progress than potrity, decad
w1 up 500 bedu 1o
maks wisy 107 sxienasm 1o the
v

Tha graveysd, whach s erts
blished in 1965, was no match
for the bulldozers which churm.
#d up the graves, sxhuming the
renaing.  Thee were then
wransferred into ymall coffie,
whach had grave lot number

| wamped on them. befor baing

carted alf fo thist mew testing
place — Basol's ‘model tower-

wha belwve the ghots will
walk i you diviurts ther
graves 0 dide'y veem €0 wor-

ry the undertaken who ware samathang like that

“Removsl Iy Progrm” or




MURDERED AND THEIR BODIES MUTILATED

[X LITTLE GIRLS WERE BRUTALLY




SHE WAS SO TERRIFIED THAT SHE
JUMPED 12 FLOORS TO HER DEAT

'OUR AFFAIR WAS NORMAL. .. BUT

WE WERE MADE TO FEEL GUILTY'




It's time to stop this
senseless massacre

Slaughter
in the
migrant
hostels




The Beast of
Lovers’Lane
awaits his
appointment
with the
hangman



WORLD SCOOP
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I-umwunwmnm-mhumum
and Uigandd, They

Lulled by his buttoonery, redling in
-qmu w1 i dliplomatic. gatte, frankly disbeisesing ety of

e horrife: teles of tortuse and brutality seeping out of
Uganda, tha waorld doas mot sesm fo realise that his clowning
concasly & ruthles extinction of homen rights in what weed 1o
b e of the moet besstiful snd progressive natians i Afrcs
FLEASE TURN OVER

f INDEFENDENCE  Day  micture o
Amin'y Hunsien-made tanks, the main
armour in fiis Mualire Flagiment, wheows
wecnad-in-command, Magr Patrick Ki
i, estaped Crsin axscution sfter
fleotng from the death osfl a1 the

Stste Musesrch Cantre (n Kampals

MAJOR Patrick Ki-
mumwe, far night,
secined-ia-charge  of

fightee je1 trainen,
who led the daring
wscape from Amin's

call.

OUR ESCA
FROM AMIN'

nﬁml-n 1878

W



DIMKA'S NIGERIAN DREAM

ANOTHER
ENDS IN A DATE e
EXCLUSIVE

WITH THE FIRING SQUAD

FORE ... rikin has & ey smbe for b o
cakanel ws widely aceuved ot smbagrieg pebs furds AFTER [rightl  Dimka's
I it a1 e wtain Encof @ drmam. At BopaRuly, the besgining e« e caim for Nigaris.



'MORE BULLETS' CRIED GENERAL AFRIFA AS
GHANA RIDS ITSELF OF CORRUPTION

THE END OF
s THE GENERALS

This is the first picture
wver published of the exe
cutien of Ghana's top
genarals. Following mas-
sive corruption they wers
santenced to death by
firing squad. The picture
waa smuggled to DRUM
by ona of the few Gha-
naian soldiers 1o witness
the execution of the
eountry’s former bosses

e =

OR alx years the two
man b our world x
elusive picturs, Gene

ral lgnativs Achsempong
and Genersl Afrifs, ruled
Ghana with an iron fist
For six years they stola
public funds and abused
public office 1o such an

axtent e whola
country wis wrishad.
When alloon

burst, in Ghana's own ver
sion of a Watergate scand-
al, the crooked generals
ware tentanced to d

by firing squad.

The press wai  kept
awwy from the execution
But DRUM obtained this
exchusive ure of the
generals lisd 1o the sake
awniting axecution from a
Ghanalan soldies.

Whan the order to shoot
w given, General Afrifa
(right) was only wounded
by the first volley and
from the stake shout-
ed: “More bullets. .
more bullets.” The
coup de gras was
@ven by 8 second
volley thus con-
cluding & dark

parwar,
RIGHT: Ganersl Afrits,
“Mors bullets” he
shouted from the death
e,



' ZIMBABWE

THE BALLOT,

NOT o
THE BULLET!

As war-tom Rhodesis mave towardy
majarity rube snd independence,
many guestion marks harg over the
tervitory, ‘The seeds of civil war sre
there end the ponsibility of a Congo-
ty e disanter cannot be ruled out.
How will Rbodeisa's sitimated 3-
milllion blacks vote snd will the slec-
thon losn bow out without

ay
towarch the target date
f Decembar 31 for Ao
1 independence, follaw:
ing ane-man anewnte gene
electio
e bei
upan theie follawery: the balior,
and pot the  buliet, must
settls Zimbabwe's future
Vateran  bisck wjationalist
leader, Joshua Nkomo, who
Ieaths the Patrotic Front with
Fobert Mugabe, hat vowed
“those poliing booths will be
targets for attack by our

et
countered by one af the inter
nal leadurs, the ey Ndaban
ingi Sithole, whio is one of the
four members of the Ahate-
n Ewscutive Counci “
doubt very much  whether
Jpahus Nkoma has the caps

 out his thieats 1o

m the alsction
date spprosches fivalry is Aot
only between  supporten of
Nioma and Mugsbe on
hand snd thow of
Chirau [}
other, mong upporten of
the [nternal feaders,  Not
long g0, e black towm.
ships around Salisbury, wch a1
Highfield and Glen Nosah, be.
came e scene of vialent e
thon Fighting between wppor
vrs of Bishap Murorews's
United African National Coun.

e Rev Sithole's
Zanu wing.  Supporters of
Nkomo's Zepu were caught up
in the vielence, resulting in a
Bbadty avsauled Zaou supporter
dying in Harare hopital

Wien the isiiat viience
broke out between Muzorews
and Sithole wpporters, the
palice wwiftly moved in, arrest-
i 18 Zanu youths wha: ware
fater chinged, fined or jailed
50 wers some of the Ulne
vouths.

But the real fear now, &

ton dute sporoaches i that
v factions will use

alection campaign rallies
“0 st old scones.

But the joint Mi
Juatice, Law and Order, Masirs
Mitary  Sauites and  Franch
Zundoga huve warned that they
wall ruthlessly cush any hoall
ganiem, not only in the fown-
thipi, but throughout  the
country.

The foar by the country's
politicians, both  black and
white, it that should thuggery
start, with the view 1o din-
rupting the ehctions — snd the
suthorities are pot  uaking
Nioma's thoeat idly, the army
and the pedice will move In to
maintain law and order

Mr Squires has intimated

o L might

-

Both the Uanc and Zanu
{Sithole) wer on the war
paih, said Bishop Muzorews
after his Uanc vouths tind been
sttackad: 'y Usnc. youth
i the. e froem. tha
paty wod from . mymell io
defend the party  when ity
memitsnnip {5 harssed ' The
bithop then sdded:  ‘The
Uanc will hit back and it
ack hard only i st defence.”

T what bocame s v 1
words batween the Uanc and
Zanu  (Sithole) the Sithole
publicity secretary My Joseph
Masangomad replied toughly To
Bishop Muzomewa's ey wards
“Zanw, led by the Rev Sithole,
will meet terroe with farror,”

In preparing themuives for
the fortheoming elections v
Froun political parties now wea:
Teshirts displaying their par
vcular  part While the
Teahirts heip identity, and in &
way arn uwed 1o promote the
image of & party, they can
alio be used to identify op.
posing faction

1t wns precisely these T shirts
which helped the Uanc youths
1o identify the Zanu (Shnole)

injured in m- fowerihipn
around

naldd My
in the recint -mu--m of
wialence the combatants used
missiles such a1
piping, stones and bricks. But
whould the situstion deterio
., wupecially with each pali
cal party placing & mp- pre
mium on winning the coming
abections, it it generally l-md
that gumi  could
Ay the . months tick -m-
Plesse turn over




B8 Big Josh is a
| weighty problem
for the opposition

Z




Sir Sevotse Khama, loved and respected at homa, and heid in the highest estesm internationally, mm&
His srptamanship will be sorely misted wﬂlmﬁwm and pre 4\'5«:'-.

His
for democracy. Ha loa:
PICTURE BY CHESTER,










REAL story
hind o
er

ambles

They are expendable. And the sooner they go the bet
‘ter it will ba for South African soccer. But getting them
out will be a damn sight harder than getting them in,
They wisld & power that, at timaes, seems awesome.
Thaey make up their own rules as they go along. They
will not be provoked. They will not be sdvited. They
will broach no argument. And for thess simple reasons,
football in this country is going backwards st twice the
rate it should be going forward. Who are thesa guilty
men? You know as well a5 | do. Ebony Franks reports

i the stands alw broaght the game inma disrepute.
n Fans wern ot ey as ever before, The game wtfer
ol becaune mamy fan steyed away Wearing crowd yionce.

HEY called it The Aus
mati Afsir, 10w =
apt description, = maly

shie tithe for any Hollywood
mystery, 1t all varted when
young gosfkseper Rob Aus
mat, @ wurnbet teo stringst for
Wits Univerty, wan transter
red to mighty Ksiow Chiefy

But mo one could under-
vtaesel whvy the by haed Bt 68
the Wits team shest om the
Saturday and then playsd for
Chiafy on the Sunday. How
eould e have besn regitared
with both clubs?

“He s registered on Fri
day” wen the snwwer given
ey the Soweto side.

“He was relosed weska
o, sabd Wins

But the point wai that the
following wesk, a thorough in-
vestigation revealed that TWO
regiriration receipts had been
rompleted.

The firt wan dated on the
Monday slter the Chisty' game.
But that was overweritien “can
celled” and wapled down -
with nine staphes.

The other meceipt was dat-
od the previows Fridey —
therefors appaaring Iegitimate.

The latter wan the one pre-
wmeted 1o the NPSL Disciplin

Lusgue E xacutivs to inventigate
the matter fisrthas
But, I'm sfrsid 10 sy, it
ded a desth.  And, Chish
nlnrw!lﬁhhlh‘
Hisd they beve found guilty
of an infringsmam of the s
gstrathon rules, they would se-
imatically have lost twe
poinn. And they would not
huve won the champiombip.
Incidertally, with Chisty
petting the vardict of the Com-
mittee, it says in the rules that
Wits should thes hawe lost

chairman, Gilbert Sekhabi said:
“1t in im hand.**

That s only one simple
sxample of what hm been
g 0m — or what it ol goirg
on = @t the Notions Profes-

The sctusl list of eom-

plaints lodged by clubs and

individuals thin pavt semson i

‘mtronomical. decinom

takien by the officials in charpe
wers negligbla.

Lot wn lock st soms mom



“The music industry is monopolised byinenand
sometimes, we've found, theyre unfair to us’

NAME like Joy b mot
[

compriung  Felgia Manon

Anngline Malebo snd Thoko

Mdlan, They have jort e
Jikel e

VIPy 1 going 1o be very big
At present they ate working

on 3 follow up album which

# ye remains untitled, but
e for relesie shartly

Esch of the girls has a
Festonably ehigble  baci
gound i the muwe field,
who haili from

el

A
Cape Town, began hev sing

1977, Anmeling went
to PE. backed by
Spinits Rejoice, the group of
whach the was Liter 0 be
come. & Webudiary member.
From PE. it wis beck w0
The Peisesn, until promoter
tan Bernhardt approached her
with the ides of forming an
sl gl groug to compliment
s Reiies.  Thus Joy
wa born.

Joburg born Thoko was
slve irvolved m mancal pro
wets while Wbl @t sehool,
sithough, unliks e T
unging sinten, she has dome

a lot of dramatic yisge work,
Her wory fint profemsionsl
Sopesance wan in & vasiety
thow  which called  itaell
Undle Joe's Rhythm Cabins
After & false st in thow
business Thoko decided 1o
it and went 1 work in
# jewellery factory, But
whowbiz jurt mn't fike that,
it pets i the Blood Iike

ANKELINE Masisba,  Swad
ped her matta book for &

whe and pouned a2 pop poug gy Smosen

Thaoks
et

dightly
male

cirtuits, including Low
enco Margues and Swasiland
1t wan then back o dramane

Bestman's revue
L And
wied — wnd

FELICIA Marion: Joined an
digrl gouwp called The
Young Generstion which lart
#d two yean.

BY SUE ZWANE
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