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Source A is taken from the beginning of a short story written by Alex la Guma. The story is 
set during apartheid in South Africa and shows the cruelty of racism. It is about a black man 
being captured and hidden in a lemon records by some white men. 

The men came down between two long, regular rows of trees. The winter had not 
passed completely and there was a chill in the air; and the moon was hidden behind 
long, high parallels of cloud which hung like suspended streamers of dirty cotton wool 
in the sky. All of the men but one wore thick clothes against the coolness of the night. 
The night and earth was cold and damp, and the shoes of the men sank into the soil 
and left exact, ridged foot prints, but they could not be seen in the dark.  

One of the men walked ahead holding a small cycle lantern that worked from a 
battery, leading the way down the avenue of trees while the others came behind in the 
dark. The night close around was quiet now that the crickets had stopped their small 
noises, but far out others that did not feel the presence of the men continued the 
monotonous creek-creek-creek. Somewhere, even further, a dog started barking in 
short high yaps, and then stopped abruptly. The men were walking through an orchard 
of lemons and the sharp, bitter-sweet citrus smell hung gently on the night air.  

'Do not go so fast,' the man who brought up the rear of the party called to the man 
with the lantern. 'It's as dark as a kaffir's soul here at the back.'  

He called softly, as if the darkness demanded silence. He was a big man and wore 
khaki trousers and laced-up riding boots, and an old shooting jacket with leather 
patches on the right breast and the elbows.  

The shotgun was loaded. In the dark this man's face was invisible except for a blur of 
shadowed hollows and lighter crags. Although he walked in the rear he was the leader 
of the party. The lantern-bearer slowed down for the rest to catch up with him. 'It's 
cold, too, Oom,' another man said.  

'Cold?' the man with the shotgun asked, speaking with sarcasm. 'Are you colder than 
this verdomte hotnot, here?' And he gestured in the dark with the muzzle of the gun at 
the man who stumbled along in their midst and who was the only one not warmly 
dressed.  

This man wore trousers and a raincoat which they had allowed him to pull on over his 
pyjamas when they had taken him from his lodgings, and he shivered now with chill, 
clenching his teeth to prevent them from chattering. He had not been given time to tie 
his shoes and the metal-covered ends of the laces clicked as he moved.  

'Are you cold, hotnot?' the man with the light jeered.  

The coloured man did not reply. He was afraid, but his fear was mixed with a 
stubbornness which forbade him to answer them.  
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'He is not cold,' the fifth man in the party said. 'He is shivering with fear. Is it not so, 
hotnot?'  

The coloured man said nothing, but stared ahead of himself into the half-light made by 
the small lantern. He could see the silhouette of the man who carried the light, but he 
did not want to look at the two who flanked him, the one who had complained of the 
cold, and the one who had spoken of his fear. They each carried a sjambok and every 
now and then one of them slapped a corduroyed leg with his.  

 

Glossary 
Kaffir – derogatory term for black South Africans 
Hotnot – derogatory term for black South Africans 
Verdomte - damned 
Sjambok – cattle prod 
Corduroyed – type of material used to make trousers 


