
OUR COLOURED PEOPLE 
by UYS KRIGE 

(Address given in Cape Town at a Public Protest Meeting called by the Black Sash 
against Proclamation 26 — apartheid in entertainment and sport) 

W^HEN a few years back several Nationalist members of Parliament attended for the first time 
a performance of a famous Italian opera in Italian by the Eoan Group in Cape Town, they 

expressed, publicly, thei r amazement. Never in all thei r days they had thought such a t h ing 
possible, they declared; it had been for them a revelation. They gave not the slightest intima
tion that the immortal arias of Verdi had in any way been corrupted for them by the presence 
around them of many Coloured men and women. On the contrary • . * it had been for them a 
revelation of Coloured skill. Coloured intelligence. Coloured talent; a revelation of the divine 
power of music to transcend the barriers of class and race, and not only delight and uplift men 
of different colour, creed, class or occupation, but also make them feel as one by virtue of musicV 
exaltation and its ennoblement of man 's soul and spirit* 

What revelation has the long sad story of our 
Government's continued interference in Cape en
tertainment during the past few months given us, 
and the eagerly watching and waiting world, 
except yet another revelation of the paltriness of 
our spirit and niggardliness of our soul? Yes, 
yet another revelation of our endemic self-right
eousness, our chronic incapacity to see ourselves 
not as we wish to see ourselves but as we really 
are, what we are really doing day by day more 
and more and a t an ever increasing tempo to 
thousands upo nthousands <?t our fellow human 
beings created as we were created, in the image 
of our Maker? 

Recently we had the pathetic but perfectly ai>-
palling little spectacle of thir ty Coloured children 
being either turned away or ejected from a City 
Theatre — I don't remember the details . . . 

JesuS, the Son of Man, said: "Suffer the little 
children to come unto me . . ." We, however, 
kick them out or turn them back. Who in all 
that packed theatre would have taken offence at 
those thirty children sitting there, glued to their 
seats, gazing enraptured at the stage? (And if 
anyone had taken offence, surely he, and only he, 
the offended one, should have been ejected on the 
spot,) 

Mountain of humiliating laws 

I'm making a mountain out of a molehill, I 
hear a fellow-White mutter. But we have our 
mountain, and it's && massive, as redoubtable and 
as inescapable a mountain as craggy old Table 
Mountain itself here right above our heads. A 
mountain of laws affecting our Coloured people, 
passed without their consent, yes, without their 
consent, as if they weren't human beings a t all, 
with a right to be considered, a right to be con
sulted, with human personalities, human indivi
dualities of their own; yes, as if they were a fig-
ment of our imagination inhabiting some vague 
far-off superlunary sphere somewhere in the dim 

depths of the vast inane. And many of those laws 
shame and insult and humiliate the Coloured 
people* 

It's no good we Whites saying we are not insult
ing and humiliating the Coloured people. Oh no, 
we're only trying to help them, we know what is 
good for them, we want to give them a nuwe 
bedding* new dispensation, we want to build 
bridges to them, we are all for a sound healthy 
apartegroeps onttvikketing. All that's no good, 
no good a t all . . , What matters, and what alone 
matters, is what the Coloured man thinks of all 
these laws passed by us Whites affecting his 
daily life, in its warp and woof, in almost its 
every particular, from dawn to dusk, his entire 
life from birth to death, his total human destiny 
even prior to the cradle and beyond the grave, 
and affecting, above all, his own innate worth 
and dignity as a huma nbeing, as a man wanting 
to walk unselfconsciously and happily with his 
head erect in the sun, as other men. 

Wounds to pride and dignity 

A man will forgive you in time almost any
thing. But one thing he will not forgive you. 
And that is that you wound him in his pride, 
that you offend him in his dignity, that you dam
age him in his sense of worth as a man. Just 
keep on doing it, just keep on doing it for long 
enough and he, perhaps the meekest and mildest 
of men, will in the end kill you for it. 

I t is no good we Whites saying that is not how 
the Coloured man feels, that is how wef the moon 
struck Liberals or sickly sentimentalists that we 
are, feel tha t they should feel. I t 's no good, no 
good at all saying they don't know what's good 
for them, that we, the Whites know what's good 
for them and we must if necessary force them 
to kno\v and do what we know is good for them. 

We Afrikaners, in our heart of hearts, don't 
we know all this only too well? It was no good 
Lord Milner telling General Botha or General 
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Smuts or General Hertzog what was good for us 
Afrikaners. Our Generals knew only too well 
what was good for us Afrikaners, not he, t ha t 
poor pale self-deceived, self-righteous fish! And 
they told him so and sent him about his business. 

So if we Whites really want to know what the 
Coloured people feel and think and suffer, yes, 
if we really want to know whether or not we a re 
continually insulting and humiliating them, let 's 
have a little Referendum, For we do love a 
Referendum . . . when it suits us . . . don't we? 
En dun sal ons *n moot dingetjie sten . , • 

A terr ible shame is born . . . 

For thirty years now I've been going regularly 
to t ha t admirable institution, our Little Theatre , 
of which all Cape Town could justly be proud. 
And what a pleasant and rewarding experience 
it has been most of the t ime! Never, not on one 
single occasion, has my awed appreciation of a 
t ragedy by Euripides or by Shakespeai*e been con
taminated in the slightest degree by the presence 
of a Coloured man sitting spell-bound in the seat 
beside or just behind me. Or my spontaneous 
laughter a t a gay comedy by Moliere or Sheridan 
or Shaw stuck in my throat a t the sight of a 
Coloured man and his wife seated rap t side by 
side three rows in front of me. As a matter of 
fact, I wasn' t even aware of them* Now ITm very 
much aware of them. Now I've been made aware 
of them not by them, the Coloured people them
selves, but by other people, by people who have 
nothing to do with the theatre , people who hardly 
ever come to the theatre , don't care for i t really, 
people who couldn't care less, so it seems to me, 
if the thea t re ceased to exist to-morrow. Now, 
all, all changed utterly, and no terrible beauty 
is born. 

Fo r forty years now I have been going to the 
City Hall to listen to performances by our excel
lent City Orchestra. And what a joy and a de* 
light tha t has been most of the t ime! What sym
phonies! What concerts! Shades of I-eslie How
ard, Theo Wendt, William Pickerill . . . It was 
all par t of my childhood, youth, my formation, 
education, growth as a man and as a writer . Can 
I ever be thankful enough for all those benefits 
showered on me? And never once were the soar
ing sublimities of a Beethoven or the angelic 
melodies of a Mozart suddenly sullied in my soul 
by my shocked awareness of a Coloured music 
lover close behind me. Transported as I was by 

Beethoven's grea t generous democratic soul if 
there was a democrat, if ever there was a lover 
of humanity with alt its faults, all its failures, 
surely t ha t democrat and t ha t lover was Beet
hoven — yes, swept away by the surge of Beet
hoven's gold-like song, Mozart 's divine innocence, 
how could I ever think for one moment of colour 
or class or creed? All, all changed utterly . « . 
And only a terrible regret, a terrible shame is 
born. 
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Treading on human feelings 

No-one trod on anyone's toes in all those years , 
all those decades. Or if anyone did tread, l i teral
ly, on a fellow pIay-goer fs or music-lover's toes, 
he quietly apologized, White to non-White, non-
White to White . P . 

The treading on toes has come later , much 
later. 

And now this slow, deliberate, systematic, ele
phantine t reading on toes grows apace. No — 
not t reading on toes, but t reading on human feel ' 
ings, human sympathies. And a rc we expected 
to let this whole Juggernaut- l ike process pass 
us by, only to come again and again and again 
ad nauseam in the future, without as much as a 
murmur from us? To continue with our wretch
ed silence? We Capetonians, ou Kapies, proud 
of our heri tage of tolerance, benevolence, forbear
ance, our free and easy friendly way of living 
with our fellow beings, happy in the knowledge 
t ha t for nine generations we have lived in peace 
and amity and understanding with our Coloured 
fellow-citizens, must we conform to th is Northern 
rigor morti$4ike rigidity? Must we have all this 
harsh foreign intolerance continually thrust upon 
us? 

Our hates are growing . . . 

I t is t rue , we have lost, alas, ou r Rugby crown. 
But we have become the world's best busybodies, 
the world's most fanatical bureaucrats , the 
world's arch meddlers, most active and expert 
trouble-makers. Where there was clarity, we 
bring confusion. Where order, chaos. Where 
there was quiet, harmony, the marriage of t rue 
minds, the communion of kindred spir i ts , we 
bring discord, j a r r i n g disunion, clash and con
flict, frustration, suspicion, distrust, animosity, 
resentment, and, what is worse than all these, . . , 
hate . For our hates a re growing. Make no mis
take about it, our hates a re growing. And where 
hate grows, hate, the most destructive force on 
earth, everything parches away, everything 
withers. 

I sometimes ask myself whether we really de
serve Shakespeare and Cervantes, Moliere and 
Tolstoy, Beethoven and Mozart and Brahms, and 
Rembrandt and all those grea t Immortals. And 
then I decide we don't really. Fo r the very es
sence of these giants of the human spirit and soul 
is their generosity. And what has generosity 
got to do with all this pettiness and meanness? 
I hate to say it, but we as a people seem to be 
put t ing a premium on pettiness. We seem to 
wfant to elevate meanness to the s ta tus of some 
sort of grea t national virtue. But meanness can 
be put on no pedestal. If it could, there would 
be only the pedestal and no monument. Only 
generosity . . . generosity between man and man 
is no mean monument to man. 
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Lipservers to rel igion 

Are we serious with our religion? Are we really 
serious? We've got to make up our minds about 
this. For religion isn't just something; hanging 
all by itself perfectly self-contained high up there 
in the sky somewhere . • . while we, believers, 
stand with our feet firmly planted on the ear th 
he ie below. Religion, t rue religion, is both hea
ven and ear th . Thy Will be done on ear th as in 
Heaven. V Wil gesfcied op aarde soos in die 
Hf-mftle. Our religion, in fact, is more ear th than 
heaven. I t has to be lived out here in the dust 
and grime and mud of the earth, the sweat and 
t ea r s and blood and pain and sorrow of human 
Jiving. 

If the t ru ths and values of our religion a re not 
reflected in our politics, ou r social life, then we 
shouldn' t have religion, then i t would be much 
better to do without a religion. For then at least 
we would be honest, not hypocrites or, a t best, lip* 
servers — lipservers to a religion we don't really 
believe in or whose precepts we don't practise. 

The Sermon on the Mount 

What has th is eternal pushing around of people 
without their consent, this t ranspor t ing of whole 
communities from the homes they have loved and 
lived in since they could remember anything . . „ 
without so much as a by your leave, a t the mere 
drop of yet another law . . . got to do with the 
t ru ths and values of Christ ianity? Or of Juda
ism? Of any of our grea t religions for tha t mat
t e r ? Nothing, absolutely nothing, i t would seem 
to me. For what are the two grea t coping stones 
of ou t religion, of any religion worthy of the 
name? The Gospels say it again and again. And 
Jesus says it again and aga in : You must love 
God and you must love your neighbour as yon 
fore yourself. Note very carefully: Jesus docs 
not give the first law preference over the second. 
He puts the two laws side by side . . - of equal 
weight, of equal s ta ture, equal importance. Here 
your neighbour is for Jesus as important a s God 
the Almighty Father . In fact. He seems to con
sider the two laws as one and the same thing. 

Has th is most revolutionary thought from the 
Sermon on the Mount not a par t icular applica
tion to what is happening to-day all around us 
at the foot of Table Mountain? 

I sp^ak in no scorn or derision of anyone to
night. Nor to any single political party- Hut 
to all of us. And particularly to myself, i know 
only too well tha t there are political opponents cf 
mine who a re better men and women than I am, 
of more human worth. But I also know that what 
I have tried to express with such difficulty to
night, has come not from darkness, but such light 
as has been given to me; that it has come from 
what is best in me, not what there is weak in nits 
mistaken, self-opinionated, aggressive, prevaricate 
ing, shabbily compromising , , . 
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Group areas air 

WHIN WD YOU DISCOVER 

Rand Daily Mail, 

Cynicism and inhumanity 

Finally, I as an Afrikaner not unproud of our 
Afrikaner past and not unproud of our Huguenot 
and Protestant heri tage, must repudiate our 
Prime Minister where some days ago he declared 
with grea t emphasis t ha t our Coloured people her 
ing, a s they are, a minority, must be sacrificed 
t o t h e good of the majority. How s t range t o 
speak of our Coloured people as a minority when 
they comprise a group almost as big as we Afri
kaners, when i t will not be long before they a re 
as many as we are • . . and when here in Cape 
Town itself and in all the Peninsula they form 
the majority of our citizens! And i t was not so 
long ago, too, tha t our Prime Minister laid down 
very firmly, very categorically, tha t ou r 1,500,000 
Coloureds would never form par t of the real, the 
t rue South African people. And this despite Dr. 
Donges* recent assertion that five million hear ts 
were now beating a s one! 

But I repudiate much more than tha t . As an 
Afrikaner, as a South African, as a member of 
the human race, I repudiate the cynicism, the 
inhumanity and the lack of any ethical basis 
inherent in our Prime Minister's pronouncement 
t ha t the Coloured people as a minority should be 
sacrificed to the interests of us, the Whites, a 
majority of a mere 3 % million people. Surely 
no statement more politically immoral than this 
has ever fallen from the lips of a South African 
politician in all our long history! 

I wonder what General Hertzog would have 
said to Milner or Chamberlain or Roseberry if 
after the Anglo-Boer War one of them had sug-
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gested t ha t the people of the two Boer Republics 
should be sacrificed "for the good of the whole"? 
Spiritual bankruptcy 

We hear much from the Nationalist press of 
the political bankruptcy of the Opposition. What 
about the spiri tual bankruptcy of the s tatements 
by our Prme Minister, which I am still busy re* 
pudiating? 

And our Prime Minister 's comparison of our 
Coloured people to the Chinese and Indians in 
Malaya, the Tamils in Ceylon, and the Jamaicans 
in Britain is pure sophistry . . . we have a beau* 
tiful word for it in Afrikaans. Drogredenasie , . . 
yes, these analogies are drogredenasies of the 
most b la tant kind. 

Our Prime Minister knows only too well tha t 
all those Coloured people over there have r ights 
there in a country not their own which our 
Coloured people do not possess here in a country 
which hag been theirs since our history began; 
and t ha t those minorities there would have even 

HUMAN 
(From the "Cape Tit 

ATUS. N. ROBB of the Athlone Advice Office 
has appealed to all employers of Africans in 

the Cape to stretch their sympathy and powers 
tif understanding when their employees come to 
them in trouble- She does so out of the long and 
heartrending experience she and her fellow work
ers have had of the law-made miseries and frus
t ra t ions imposed on these fellow human beings 
under the Government's present methods of in
flux control. Cases of the disruption and even 
destruction of family life among Africans work
ing in the cities can no longer be said t o be 
isolated o r exceptional. They now number thou
sands and increase with each passing month. 
Sons and daughters cut off from the parents, 
wives parted from husbands, fa thers living re
mote from their families, widows losing their 
homes — all these are, of course, sufferings of the 
human condition well known to us. In our own 
age war, revolution, na tura l disasters have 
brought them about on a vast scale often enough. 
But South Africa's unique distinction, if distinc
tion i t can be called, has been to br ing them about 
by law in a time of grea t prosperity and in the 
so-called interests of civilization. Employers must 
realize t ha t below their own well-being, and even 
to a large extent support ing it, lives a mass of 
people continuously bewildered and harassed by 
strange laws, and frequently experiencing heart
break simply through their operation. 

It is too easy to blame officials for the harsh 
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more r ights once they were permanently settled 
and finally assimilated. 

W h a t of our souls? 

We never stop hearing of South Africa's firm 
financial basis. I t is as hard and s t rong and 
durable, as Table Mountain's rock face. Rock 
upon rock of golden, golden Rands, cleft j u s t for 
us, i t seems . . . We are on top of a grea t finan
cial boom. And we will remain on top of t ha t 
boom for a long, long time to come. Boom * * « 
boom . , . boom . . . we hear it booming in our 
ears all day like grea t symphonic guns booming 
away in the distance. We a re the richest country 
in all Africa. We a rc one of the richest eoun-
tr ies in all the wide world. True, the South 
African soil is rich, rich beyond dreams to tell. 
But what of the South African soul? What of 
our souls? 

What does it profit a man if he gains the whole 
world and loses his soul? 

Yes, what of our souls? 

BEINGS 
esn, September SO, 1965) 

mechanical application of these life- and love-
destroying regulations. But officials a re the ser-

-••** of the State and must carry out the let ter 
and intention of the laws they administer, The 
laws and complicated regulations t ha t br ing about 
so much inhumane absurdity and amount to what 
Mr. Rupert Hurley calls ( , a terrible indictment 
of our society" are in fact panic legislation. Their 
basis is the long cultivated but artificial panic 
of "Whi te survival" politics and the carefully 
fostered belief t ha t "self-preservation" overrides 
all other considerations of humanity. Thus we 
have Africans helplessly living in a world which 
seems to be run by those remote and faceless 
civil servants t ha t made the novels of the grea t 
Franz Kafka So horrifying. It is a world in 
which home is no longer where your parents a re , 
o r where your husband is, o r where you have 
lived with your late husband through the best 
years of your life, bu t some s t range point on the 
map where you a re "qualified" to reside by the 
working of some inscrutable law. The ult imate 
results of such a system, which ignores so many 
of the foundations of normal human living, can
not be the advance of civilization or understand
ing between the groups. But until we come to 
realize this , perhaps through grea ter tragedies 
than we have yet known, employers can a t tempt 
to mit igate the full effects by doing their utmost 
to understand the often inart iculate suffering of 
employees caught in this man-made web of frus
tration. 
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