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"W/K land at Jan Smuts after a year'- absence. 
" Tread cautiously, for we tread back into un

reality. 
But perhaps it is this harsh bright country 

which is reality, and the unreality was the free
dom of speech, the freedom to disregard barriers 
of colour even t o the point of being able to avoid 
the liberal t rap of making too many allowances 
for those of a different colour. 

At first sight things really do seem to have 
changed. In Johannesburg offensive signs in parks 
have been removed. The Public Library has been 
thrown open to all races. 

"Radio Today" uses BBC material without de-
fensiveness. In short, the country no longer seems 
as parochial or blinkered as it did, and one en
joys the warmth and friendliness and concern of 
people within, and even across, their own racial 
barriers. 

Slowly one realises tha t things have not 
changed fundamentally. Not all post offices are 
unsegregated. "White" and "Non-White" buses 
still roll by. 

We are still obstinately living on split-levels, 
both physically and psychologically. Tea and en
joyable conversations in lovely suburban garden 
are concomitant with the cosy, impenetrable com
placency of those same suburbs: a refusal by 
Whites to acknowledge the legitimacy of Black 
aspirations to similar living standards; a wilful 
disregard of what inflation must mean to them 
as, complainingly, we pile our shopping trolleys 
high; the deliberate exclusion from the conscious
ness of most of us of all other levels of living 
beside our own. 

A morning in the Adive Office shows that the 
cosy, deceptively static security of our White 
lives is founded on the violence, insecurity, squalor 
and fear inseparable from most Black lives. 

The repetition of these facts is so obvious, so 
cliched, that one forgets how newly horrifying 
they are each time one sees the effect they have 
on individual men, women and children. 

A period spent in a Free State town was salu
tary. As Whites we had total freedom to move 
there: the term "prescribed area" is meaningless 
to a White. As Blacks we would not. For the first 
time 1 actually — and not merely intellectually 
— realised that the platteland does not simply 
represent an isolated pocket of die-hard bigotry 
but is the place where the raw spirit and prac
tice of apartheid are forged. 

It was also my first real acquaintance with the 
best in the Afrikaner — his spontaneity, warmth 

and old-fashioned hospitality and courtesy. I 
came to feel that the English-speakers' acceptance 
of Nationalism from expediency is at least as 
reprehensible as Afrikaner propagation of it with 
his centuries' old tradition. I t is yet another de
pressing fact about the South African way of life 
tha t English and Afrikaners should live on sepa-
rate levels. Even sadder is the official view that 
the solution to this is retreat into the same laager. 

Split-livel living is the South African way of 
life. 

The separation of White from White, African 
from Indian from Coloured, and White from all 
three, is symptomatic of our national self-inflicted 
split-level psychology. 

What is more dangerous than our tendency to 
live physically on split-levels is our tendency to 
do so emotionally, to wilfully ignore the hard
ships inherent in levels other than the White. 

The responsibility for this must fall on our
selves. We are being violently and aggressively 
afraid of working for peaceful and rapid change 
within our borders. 

"Woe unto him that buildeth his house by un
righteousness and his chambers by wrong; that 
useth his neighbour's service without wages and 
giveth him not for his work. 

" . . . shalt thou reign because thou closetest thy
self in cedar? Did not thy father do judgment 
and justice, and then it was well with him?" 
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