
What place is there for you...? 
DON MATTERA 

This address was delivered at a Sash meeting in Johannesburg on August I. 

a m glad to be able to speak and share 
thoughts with you about our lives and 

the life of our troubled coun t ry ; its beauty 
and best ial i ty; its poverty and affluence; its 
suffering and degradation and its deep, deep 
tu rmoi l . 

I am aware though of your profound con
cern and interest, as women and mothers and 
some as would-be mothers . Your concern for 
human i ty and personally perhaps, your con
cern for your survival in Africa South . 

Doubtless, the Sash as an insti tution, has 
carved a name for itself in the annals of South 
African history. Its record of protest rever
berates th roughout the years. I ts stand for 
t ruth and justice has been firm and undaunt
ed. Many Black people know the Sash as a 
friend and champion against their dehumani-
sation through pass and influx control laws. 

Yet, there is a deep irony behind your sac
rifice and the dedication of your beliefs. What 
of you as individuals? Where do you stand 
in the scheme and balance of things as White 
people? What place is there for you in the 
African sun, especially at a t ime when the 
forces of tyranny and suppression have given 
bi r th to an ingrained Black hatred and anger 
that increases daily and even hourly. 

I am not a messenger of doom. Merely say
ing the things I feel and see about me in all 
the walks of Black people's lives. 

What will come of it and when will that 
coming be manifest, is t h e quest ion. Per
haps th i s is the reason why you have invited 
me to speak to you. Because you hope 1 
might have the answer to your fear of being 
cut down in a bloody revolution. T h e t ru th 
is, I don't know. And I wish to Cod that I 
did. The thought stirs me with uneasiness 
and fear. 

Smearing blood on your doors in the hope 
tha t the Black mist would pass, or even wear
ing your sashes and singing Inkosi Sekelele 
would be fruitless- Not all the Teach Funds. 
Operation Snowballs, l iberal handouts would 

matter then, because the answer does not l ie 
in them. 

Whatever you do, if there is yet t ime, which 
I doubt sometimes, it must be done in full 
measure. I t cannot be achieved half-confi
dent, half-despairing, half-free, half-slave. Half 
chained to the false belief tha t when you wake 
in the morning the Black mist will have pass
ed, and all will be well in Israel. (Pa rdon the 
compar ison. ) 

The thread of your survival and that of your 
loved ones, the survival of my own children 
and that of all South Africa, including my 
own, is shortened by this authori tar ian and 
insane Goverment and those many , m a n y 
Jews. English. Germans. Americans and other 
White tribes who live on the fat of the land 
and arc indifferent to the tribulation and suf
fering of the Black people. 

T h e thread is shortened by the continual 
devaluation of Black humani ty . T h e wilful 
genocide of innocent Black children who must 
die for want of bread in a land of vast wealth 
and resources, enjoyed only by the chosen 
few. Remember that . 

And remember too. when some of you were 
children : when Black women, faithful and 
loving, cared and tended to y o u ; washed and 
fed you and supplied the love some of your 
own parents could not give. Then , remem
ber the Black women who watch over your 
chi ldren. Look at your suburbs , the cities, 
the provinces, l ook a t the beloved country . 
South Africa. Look at the ships, mines , fac
tories and the railways. Ask yourself why is 
it that a people, a nation, who have given up 
so much and lost so much, why such a people 
who died in the wars of White men to save 
the world, should not share, let alone, repos
sess the land of their fathers. Why such a 
loving people must continually have its hu 
man dignity and its manhood trampled upon . 

I wait for your reply. If i t is not forth
coming, stop worrying about survival. Stop 
it and look to your d inner tables, beautiful 
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homes, your long cars, the schools your child
ren attend. Listen to them tell you, they 
don't eat this and they don't l ike that. Look 
at your passports. I don't mean travel docu
ments, but the colour of your skins. Look 
hard at them, then talk about survival. For 
they are the scales that determine that survival. 

I am tired of attacking liberal institutions 
though they make up the sum total of my 
oppression. The greater evil lies in Afrikan-
erdom, its bedevilled ideology and its satanic 
government. Perhaps I have come to see 
them as the immediate enemy of my freedom 
though I must admit that I may be sick and 
afraid. 

I, too, long to touch my children with deep
er love, without the fear that I may be jailed, 
banned or killed. I long for peace to sort 
myself o u t ; to write and he read with under
standing and even love. Not to fear and be 
feared. In the deep silences of my being, I 
weep for a true mankind, where Black and 
White will walk together in common brother
hood. 

There can be no doubt about my weakness. 
From it is born this fear. And out of that 
fear I have built anger that sustains and streng

thens me to face the darkness of my bondage. 
If therefore you should consider me to be 
strong, know that it is a strength born out of 
weakness and fear. I don't expect you to 
understand that. Perhaps of all things lack
ing in Whites, the greatest is understanding. 

I have never bared myself to a White audi
ence before, perhaps you should feel grati
fied. I am of the opinion that you are sincere 
people but I cannot say that you understand. 

Of your survival I cannot speak. And what 
will come with the sunrise or nightfall, that 
too, I cannot speak about. If only White 
people had listened to the voices of a host of 
political prophets who sounded the first trum
pets. 

If only the pharoahs of Whitedom had lis
tened to the ancient cries and had set my 
people free, there might have been some light 
on the dark, dark road. If only they had lis
tened. If only you are listening. 

Yes, it is l ike telling the wind not to blow 
too harshly againset the spring blossoms when 
the wind cannot read. Even as I speak to you 
now. the pendulum swings in question against 
us all. Crime and Punishment, Wrong and 
Retribution, Life and Death. 

Quo vadis South Africa, 

whither the Black and White people 

whither thi" innocent children? 

I weep for you South Africa 

that you should someday bear testimony 

to the Final Folly, 

when those who kill for seeming love 

must die for lack of it. 

I weep for you my country 

though the weeping is in vain 

it is only the dread and shudder of anguish 

a Black man's fear of pain, 

but I weep for you my love. 
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