
ALICE IN COLOURLAND 
By BARBARA WILKS 

"S t i l l , you ' re the r igh t co lour , and that goes a long w a y / 5 

(The Rose* in "Alice through the Looking*Gta$$")* 

*ifTUIE KOSE is quite right, for a change," said 
the White Queen. "Here we do everything 

we can to preserve the purity of our colour." 
"But why?" asked Alice. "And anyway the 

Tiger Lily said he didn't care about colour." 
"Uproot him immediately!" screamed the Red 

Queen. "He 's a Destructive Force ! ! He's a 
Liberalist and a H u m a n i s t ! ! ! " 

"Ditto, dit to," chorused Tweedledee and Twee
dledum who, Alice suddenly noticed, were dressed 
as Cabinet Ministers in baggy suits and big black 
hats. 

u B u t he must be nice then,** said Alice. "My 
governess told me t ha t a Liberalist is free from 
narrow prejudice and open-minded, and t ha t a 
Humanist is one devoted to humani ty / ' 

"Then she's told you all wrong," sniffed the 
Red Queen, "and i t 's high time we took over your 
education and made you think R i g h t " 

"But 1 want to be able to think what I want 
to think." 

"Not in Colour-land you don't," said the White 
Queen, "otherwise you'll think all wrong, and do 
you want us to end up looking like Brazi l?" 

" I like Brazil*" Alice suddenly felt very stub
born. "There 's lots of coffee there." 

"Coffee!!!" shrieked flumpty Dumpty, while 
Tweedledee and Tweedledum rapidly fanned 
themselves with their big black hats . ' T h a t ' s 
the awful point, the deadly danger. Suppress 
her, someone!" 

The Red Queen suddenly seized Alice by the 
hand, and started running very fast , and shout
ing "Forster* fo r s t e r ! " 

"What ' s she saying?" gasped Alice to the 
White Queen, who was running along beside her. 

"She really means Fas te r , " explained the 
White Queen, "but her accent has slipped." 

"Fors te r ! forster!" yelled the Red Queen. "We 
just want to be left alone to settle our prob
lems which only we can understand, and if, to 
preserve our freedom and our way of life, we 
have to im-preserve our freedom and our way of 
life tha t ' s our enemies' fault and not our own. 
At least wer're in step even if no one else is.9' 

"That ' s logic," approved Tweedledee. 
"Stop, stop," begged Alice. " I 'm quite out of 

breath." And she let go of the Red Queen's 

hand and looked around her. "But we're no fur
ther on than we were when we started running 
so fast," she said in groat surprise. "In fact, / 
think we're a good deal further back." 

"Fur the r back?" said Tweedledum. "You are 
a stupid girl, but we'll show you how much fur
ther on we've really got." He began ins tant ly : 

"The beach was wide as wide could be. 
The sun was very bright, 
The people with their bathing suits 
Were turned back left and right. 
They couldn't swim just there you see 
Because they were not White. 

Isn ' t tha t g rand?" 
"Grand? I think it 's horridly inhuman and 

quite ridiculous." (Alice remembered her mother 
always told her not to be too Downright but 
really, she thought, I must show them how beast
ly they're being.) 

"Don' t be so stupid," said Tweedledee. "Here 
we've divided everyone up in their Colour 
Groups, and every beach is allocated to another 
Colour Group, and so every Colour Group, no 
mutter how small, has its own beach where it 
can go to and not offend anyone else, or be of
fended by any other Colour Group." 

' 'But / don't mind who's on the beach with m e / ' 
objected Alice, "and T know very well tha t 
everywhere else anyone can go on to any beach, 
as long as it's not private property." 

"Here is not everywhere else," sniffed Tweedle
dum. "Here things are MUCH better arranged. 
Here there i s a place for everyone — " 

"And everyone in his place," finished off Twee
dledee. 

"Fors t e r ! fors ter !" yelled the Red Queen, 
rushing past. 

"J wish she'd stop tear ing about screaming 
like that ," complained Alice. 

"Going forster is very important ," reproved 
the White Queen. " I t ' s the only way to sur
vive." 

"Why doesn't she take a taxi 
in such a hu r ry?" asked Alice, 
over there, driven by an owl." 

"People like us can't t ake taxis driven by an 
Owl," said the Rose, looking very White. 

then, if she's 
"There 's one 
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"Well, if she doesn't w a n t to, I do." And Alice 
leapt without fur ther ado into the Owl's taxi-
Really, she thought, I must get away from these 
horrid people. But even a s she did this , she was 
dragged roughly out of the taxi by Tweedledum 
and flung to the ground. 

She sa t there crying and rubbing herself. 

" W h y on earth are you crying?1 ' he asked. 
"You mu&t know that here you can only take a 
taxi t ha t ' s driven by a person of the same Colour 
Group as you, and you can ' t say the Owl is ." 

" B u t / wept Alice, " I was in a hurry, and why 
does i t mat te r if an Owl drives me? One did 
only the other day, and it didn't ha rm either of 
us — a t least tha t ' s what / t h ink / ' 

"No one cares what yoa think/* snapped the 
Red Queen, who suddenly reappeared. " I t only 
mat ters what / think. Fo r s t e r ! " And she sud
denly began to s i n g : 

"How doth the little Minister 
Improve the oafish land. 
By banning all tha t ' s Sinister 
Ho makes our life just grand. 

"How manfully he str ives for us 
To keep us from all sorts. 
He does his work without a fuss 
And saves us from the Courts. '1 

As she was singing th is refrain she wandered 
off into a thick and bosky wood, and Alice and 
the others trooped af ter her. Suddenly they 
found themselves in a wide clearing. I t was 
very large and very dusty, and the only person 
Alice could see was a middle-aged Mole doing 
some exercises. 

"Why, he 's doing P.T.," exclaimed Alice, "But 
he ought to use Indian clubs. My father always 
does." 

"Indian*" gasped the White Queen, falling to 
the ground fn a swoon. 

"He's not doing P.T.," said Tweedledee. "He ' s 
Developing Separately." The middle-aged Mole 
stopped for a moment and made a pleading ges
tu re in Alice's direction, 

" H e wants me to help him," she said, s t a r t ing 
forward. 

"S tay where you are ," roared Humpty Dumpty. 
" I t ' s a privilege for him to develop separately, 
and if you help him he'll never achieve his in
dependence." 

"For tuna te ly ," murmured the White Queen, 
who was still looking a bit shaky after her swoon, 
**he won't ever be really independent. You see, 
we'll still keep him under our control / ' 

" B u t independent means not depending on au
thori ty ," argued Alice. "At least tha t ' s what 
the O.E.D. says, and it should know." 
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'"When we use a word," said Humpty Dumpty 
in a ra ther scornful tone, " i t means jus t what we 
choose it to mean — neither more nor less." 

"The question i s , " said Alice, "whether you 
can make words mean different th ings ." 

"The question is ," said Humpty Dumpty, 
"which is to be master , tha t ' s all ." 

The middle-aged Mole started u p his exercises 
again. 

"Good boy," called the K«d Queen encouraging
ly, "good boy," 

"He's not a boy," Alice objected. "He 's middle-
aged." 

"All moleg a re boys," enunciated Tweedledee 
very firmly, 

"Indubitably," said Tweedledum. 
A messenger materialised from somewhere, 

trotted up to the Mole and handed him a l a rge 
piece of paper. The middle-aged Mole fell in 
behind him and they marched out of sight, 

"Now he has his Contract and he can go off to 
work for us ," said the Ked Queen approvingly. 
"Good boy, good boy." 

Alice found this very difficult to understand, 
"But can' t he ju s t go and find work?" she asked. 
" I 'm sure he always used to . " 

"You a re &o stupid, ' sighed Tweedledum. "What 
he used to do is neither here nor there. Now 
he can only work for Us if he has his Contract. 
It 's much better for him tha t way," he added 
with a compassionate sigh. "He 's protected from 
horrible people who might exploit him brutal ly, 
and he can come back at the end of a year and 
see his wife and children." 

"But can' t he ever take his wife and children 
with him wherever he goes to work, and settle 
down there and live with them a l l ?" gasped 
Alice. 'Why, my father went abroad once for 
two years , and we all went with him." 

"Nohow," said Tweedledee. "Contrar iwise." 

"Can' t you see, you ridiculous child," bellowed 
the Red Queen, "Now he's allowed to Develop 
Separately he can' t possibly be allowed to qua
lify to Develop in someone else's area. Tha t ' s as 
clear as the nose at the end of your face." 

"Well anyway / continued Alice, who was in a 
very stubborn frame of mind, " I still don't see 
what 's t o stop a brutal employer from exploit
ing him brutal ly, whether o r not he's got tha t 
precious Contract, so t h e r e ! " 

"All join in ," cried Humpty Dumpty, beating 
time as he spoke. And they all s a n g : 

4 'Tis the voice of the Master ; we heard him 
declare 

Each group in this country is free as the air . 
Within their own areas, there they can dwell, 
Within the confines of colour they can work 

very well. 
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We teach and control them; it 's only too clear 
Without such control we'd have something to 

fear. 
But now we're all put in our separate places. 
And we're all very happy as separate races," 

The word "races'* put a merry idea into Alice's 
head, and she ran off to where some Moles were 
running about, and s tar ted racing against them* 

' 'Come back a t once, you idiot / ' shouted Hump-
ty Dumpty. "Surely you've learnt by now that 
no other group can join in another group's 
spor t?" 

"Can ' t I even play with them?" panted Alice, 
who had at last begun to enjoy herself. 

"Never !" The White Queen looked shocked. 
"We all keep in our own compartments wherever 
we go and whatever we do, in work and in play, 
and i t 's all much better like t ha t too." 

This made Alice feel very mutinous, and she 
walked along behind the others muttering to her* 
self. So absorbed was she in her own crossness 
t ha t she didn't look where she was going, and 
suddenly she stubbed her foot against a block 
of concrete. 

She looked round her in surprise, and found 
she was on the bank of a river where a bridge 
was being built. Well, i t wasn ' t exactly being 
built a t t ha t moment; some concrete blocks had 
been put up and there was a crowd of Moles on 
the fur ther side, bu t n o one waff working. The 
Red Queen and the White Queen and all the 
others were si t t ing on the bank, j u s t waiting, so 
she went along and joined them. 

"What ' s happening?" she asked Tweedledee. 
' I t ' s not happening," he replied- "They can't 

finish this bridge because there's no one to finish 
i t ." 

"What about all those Mole s over the re?" 
'They ' r e not the r ight colour," he answered 

shortly. 
**What h a s colour go t t o do with building a 

bridge?" ("Either they or I a re mad," thought 
Alice, "and i t 's certainly not me*") 

"Everything," snapped Humpty Dumpty. 
"Moles can only do unskilled work. They're 
wai t ing for the skilled Ar t i sans , who h a v e n t 
been recruited yet, to come and do their b i t / ' 

" B u t can' t they be taught skilled work?" asked 
Alice. ' 'Some of them may even be ar t isans, for 
all you Know." 

"More than likely/' said the Red Queen jclum-
ly. "Bru te s ! T r y i n g t o take bread out of starv
ing peoples' mouths/* 

"But if you want to build a bridge," Alice 
pointed out, she thought very reasonably, "it 's 
only common sense to build i t as fast as possible, 
using the people who apply for the job. Par t i 
cularly," she added tr iumphantly, "if they know 
what to do, and how to do it. Q.E.D," 

- T H E Y ARE NOT T H E RIGHT COLOUR," 
said Tweedledum* in capital letters. 

"Dit to , dit to," agreed Tweedledee. 

"We ca>tft be penetrated," explained the White 
Queen. "If we were, where would it all end?" 

"Well, a t least this bridge would be built," said 
Alice. 

" I t ' s f a r more important to be protected than 
penetrated," said Humpty Dumpty. 

" I t ' s far more important to finish a job," said 
Alice. 

" I t would be the thin end of the wedge which is 
a serious threa t to the continued existence of 
work which is the just due of people of the 
r ight colour/ ' said Tweedtedee in a pompous 
voice. 

Their argument was interrupted by a pitiful 
procession which ambled past them. F i rs t came 
t h e White Knight, followed by the King 's Mes
senger with a plastic bag over his head, and in 
the r e a r the Red Knight. 

"What ' s all this about?" asked Alice. 
"That ' s the King's Messenger," explained the 

White Queen. ' 'He's going to prison to be pun
ished, and the trial doesn't even begin till next 
Wednesday, and of course the crime comes last 
of all ." 

"Suppose he never committed the cr ime?" said 
Alice. 

" T h a t would be a l l the bet ter , wouldn't i s ? " 
said Humpty Dumpty, 

" I t wouldn't be all the better his being pun
ished." 

"You're wrong the re f a t any r a t e , " said the 
Red Queen, "Were you ever punished?" 

"Only for faul ts ," said Alice. 
"And you were all the better for it, I know!" 

the White Queen said tr iumphantly. 
"Yes, but then I had done the tilings I was 

punished fo r / said Alice. "Tha t makes all the 
difference." 

"But if you luidvCt done t hem/ ' the Red Queen 
said> " tha t would have been better still; better 
and better and be t t e r ! " 

"Will you act a little harsher?" said our 
people to the Min 

"There ' re some students all around us creat
ing lots of din 

See how eagerly they make their plots to 
tumble us all down 

They a r e wai t ing for our enemies t o come 
and seize our crown" 

and everyone (except Alice) chorused: 

"Will you. \von't you, will you, won't you, 
will you act more tough? 

Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, will 
you do enough?'* 
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"And of course he will," said Tweedledee stur
dily. "Three rousing cheers." 

"Oh look," cried Alice, "there 's the old bridge 
down there. I must see what 's on the other side 
of the river." 

She danced lightly across the bridge and found 
herself in a row of little houses. Some of them 
were shabby and in need of repair , but others 
were neat and well-kept, and they all had charm 
and seemed to be loved. 

There was a lot of bustle and activity going 
on, and when Alice drew near she could see tha t 
all the people were moving out of the houses, 
weeping as they did so. 

"Oh, you poor t h ings / she cried. "Why are 
you leaving your homes when you don't want to?" 

"They're being Group Area-cd out," puffed the 
Red Queen, who materialised beside her. "They're 
not allowed to s tay here anymore." 

"But why? Are they behindhand with their 
rent? And what happens if they own their 
houses? They can't be forced to move then." 

" I t has nothing," said Humpty Dumpty coldly, 
" to do with ren t or owning a home or anything 
mundane like that . This area has been proclaim
ed for people of another colour, so off they must 
go. I t ' s all so easy and clear if only you'd t ry 
to think Right." 

"And where a re they sent t o ? " 
"Oh, they've got ever such lovely houses over 

there," the White Queen chipped in, waving her 

Review 

South Africans, individually and collectively, 
constantly complain about ignorance of our coun
t ry and our problems shown by people outside 
the Republic. 

I t was only when I came on the journal "Afri
ca Report" in the U.S. Information Library, 
tha t I realised how little real information about 
the newly independent African countries was 
reaching us through our libraries or our press. 

Political changes, abortive or successful, coup* 
and counter-coups a re faithfully reported in the 

hand around vaguely as she spoke. " I t ' s rather 
far from their work, of course, but you can't 
have everything in life, can you?" 

"But WHY should what they've got be taken 
away from them?" demanded Alice. "And some 
of them have obviously lived here for years and 
years! How would you like it if t ha t sort of 
thing happened to youl" 

" T i s the plan of the Minister," said Tweedle
dum piously, 

" H a r k ! " cried the Red Queen. "Ha rk ! ha rk!" 
"I t ' s the t r a i n ! " chorussed Tweedledee and 

Tweedledum excitedly. "They've found a driver 
for it a t last. I t ' s taken ages to get one of the 
right colour. Quick, everyone!" 

They all dashed off wildly to the station, and 
piled into the carr iage. And before Alice could 
even ask another question the train jerked into 
activity, and moved off very fas t indeed. BUT 
IT MOVED BACKWARDS! ! ! 

"Tot siens, tot siens", they all cried, waving 
gaily from the window. 

"Heavens!" cried Alice, "you're going back
wards! And the river's r ight behind you!" 

But her Warning wasn' t heard. Even as the 
last " tot siens" r ang out there was an awful 
crash and splash, and the carriage and the en
gine fell splosh into the river, and r ight down to 
the bottom-

"And that ," thought Alice, 'is definitely the 
end of Tha t . " 

daily press. Violence and destruction is news. 
Co-operation and construction, (to me the hottest 
kind of news there is) is just not a 'story' . 

Yet it is in the constructive efforts of the Afri
can people in these countries, efforts helped 
enormously by the great-hearted co-operation of 
Britain and the United States and other coun
tries, t ha t the t rue story of their battle for 
stability lies. And it is a pity this news is not 
reaching us, for what is happening "Up North* is 
going to mean quite a bit to the world — and, 
(one way — or the other) to us in the Republic, 

Books on the more important African countries 

AFRICA REPORT 
By PATTIE PRICE 

" H a t r e d and intolerance are not inate in peop les ; they a re the ch i ldren of fear, as fear is 

the chi ld of ignorance. ' 5 

(Robert Gardiner, B.B.C. Reith Lectures, 1965) 
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