
It will not go unless anti-Nationalists as a whole work
at least" as hard and pay at least as much attention to
building effective organisation as the Nationalists did.
This they have not yet done. They had better start.
They have relied too long on miracles and the off
chance of success. If anything they are going to have to
work harder than the Nationalists did because the
immediate obstacles they face are so much greater.

Finally, they must have the same courage the

Thinking of BRITAIN

1. BLOKE MODISANE

An African in Britain

The Amateur
Racialists

I AM AN AFRICAN from South Africa, where colour pre
judice is a national expression, or in the words of
Nadine Gordimer: 'Colour prejudice is far more than a
question or a matter of discrimination or conflicts or
loyalties-we have built a morality on it.' Every
thought, every idea, every pronouncement, was con
ceived in and about, above, below the strangling
presence of colour.

English friends in South Africa verbalised with ideal
ism the colourlessness of Britain. We have no colour
legislation, they said. You can go into any cinema,
theatre, pub, anywhere. Being in South Africa, this
seemed the absolute ideal. I could lose my colour in
Britain, crawl out of the facelessness, the anonymity,
of going under the name, Bloke.

I would outlive the necessity for the anonymity; re
define the features of my face, rediscover my persona
lity and reassert my individuality. I would stop acting
and release the essential 'me'. I would re-adopt my
real name, and be myself, to myself, to my friends, to
all the world. I would find my space, maintain it against
all intrusion.

I arrived in Britain, vividly conscious that I had left
prejudice behind me; full of love for life, for the world.

W ILL I A M ( "B L 0 K E" ) MOD I SAN E, for
lnerly of Druln, left Johannesburg in 1959 for
London, where he is working as a journalist,
broadcaster and actor. He has contributed to n1any
periodicals, including The Twentieth Century ..
whose Spring 1962 issue contained the above
article.
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Nationalist had in adversity. It may sound priggish to
say so but this is not the time for punch-drunk opposi
tion but for an opposition which realises that it must
be as 'determined as its persecutors, confident in the
knowledge that race supremacy is a dead faith and
knowing that, if it gets down to brass tacks at home,
with the world on its side, it will have nothing like the
two generations of the Afrikaner Nationalists to wait
before it comes into its own. •

Not realising that I was the more vulnerable, because I
was wearing the scars of discrimination from living in
a pigmentocracy. Transition was to be difficult and
adjusting hazardous.

I was unaware that my attitude to people, their reac
tion towards and against me, was not altogether free
of colour overtones. When people moved away from
me-in buses and tubes-I interpreted this as prejudice.
I would be overcome by a sense of rejection. I rejected
all self-analysis; it was 'they' who were responsible.
And since race prejudice-or the reaction to it- always
employs a scapegoat psychology, I accommodated the
fear of self-analysis by rationalising my reactions to
prejudice-often real-by being intellectual about it;
advancing that I had been discriminated against by
professionals, that English racialists were amateurs.

But in the streets, when the semi-professionals
shouted: Nigger, go home, I would curl up inside and
become frozen; afraid to explode, for fear of what I
might do. The anger and the hate would be frozen
inside. I would be the actor again, submerge myself in
the anonymity of being black in a white man's world.
One evening a crowd of middle-class thrill maniacs
threw a bottle at me in Soho. I rationalised: there's
no need to explode, the bottle didn't strike you. I knew
then-and now-that the physical reality of my colour
was being challenged. My right to be black, to be in
Soho, was being called to question. Had it been in South
Africa~ there would have been a race riot.

The act of violence was not a protest against Bloke
Modisane, but a reaction against my colour. I was a
black face, a mask without definition. This would have
happened to any black face. In a society which de
mands definite identifiable characteristics, the Negro is
especially appropriate. There is no danger of him low
ering his high visibility. He can be immediately identi
fied under all conditions. With the. Negro it is never
a questipn of class. A Negro millionaire is black; a
Negro Oxford graduate is black.

From the acceptance of this attitude come all the
cliches about Negroes. The Negroes must conform to all
the stereotypes. The Negro, like the Irish, is capable of
all the lower forms of behaviour. He does not have to
do anything; he is just guilty, by identification. The
moment the Negro fails to conform to the stereotypes,
he must be humiliated into submission.
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BRITAIN IS, PERHAPS, the world's lllost perfect democra
cy. It has a rich and mature democratic tradition; is
shrouded in glorious history, the cultural capital of the
world. The .British are the freest of all peoples of the
world. They have a respect for discipline and have
arranged themselves under the will of the law. Britain
is~ and has always been, a refuge or asylum of all poli..
tical persuasions-even under ironic conditions where
the refugee may be fleeing from British colonialism
Britain is the home of democratic freedom; in spite of
historical blenlishes like colonial America, India and
Africa. Minority groups enjoy in equal measure and
proportion all the formal frcedoms.

But minority groups, anywhere, will develop minority
complexes, anywhere; and, depending on the degree of
visibility, social stresses, group identity and emotional
strains will insinuate them into in-groups usually
located in social igloos. Thus we have an essentially
Jewish Golders Green and a predominantly Coloured
Ladbroke Grove. A stratified social structure like
Britain's-where a class minority dominates the econo
my, and therefore the whole social and political life
demands the establishment of definite identifiable
groups; the Establishment must be different from the
commonalty, and from the other Caucasian subgroups.
Identification must be definite and inlmediatc. The
English identify each other by the accent, dress habits
and other symbols of opulence. Accents can, however,
be affected,- and uniformity of dress commercialised.
Lo\v visibility has increased the risk of immediate
identity-except where the black man is concerned.

A COUPLE OF WEEKS ago I was doing a recording for a
film company, and it was necessary for me to go in
and out of the building in Oxford Street. On one. occa
sion I was confronted by a man who questioned my
right to be there. There was that stupid dogmatism
about hi-m which I knew so well.

"You people are not to aimlessly wander in and out
of this building," he said.

'~What do you mean, "you people'?" I insisted.
It later transpired that certain men-Negroes possi

bly-,vere using women's lavatories. I need not have
done it: but the fact that I am a Negro was sufficient
supposition. It has not yet become. necessary for the
man to apologise.

A West African describes, with relish, the assault
upon him by t\VO police cons'tables" for allegedly being
cheeky. This is the conversation-as near verbatim as
possible-in the police. station:

P.c.: Have you been to Oxford?
WEST AFRICAN: No.
P.C.: Cambridge?
WEST AFRICAN: No.
P.c.: You must be from Oxford or Cambridge.
'VEST AFRICAN: No.
P.c.: Where did you learn to talk like that? You

must be from Oxford.
WEST AFRICAN: I've always talked like this.
The high visibility of the black man has made hiITI

the target for a variety of attitudes. It is difficult-at
the best of times-for a black man to exist in social
freedom in the white man's world. Success, to the
black man, seems to be the price for acceptance in the
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white world. And of the most successful, Sammy
Davis, Jr., has conceded that no matter how far you
make it, you never make it all the way_

This lack of social mobility has disenchanted the
black man. He no longer wants to be integrated; he is
beginning to negrify himself. The black man is insist
ing on the right to be different, to the black, by refusing
what is 'white.' The castle of his skin is no longer a
sweathouse; it has become the fortress of positive con
sciou~ness_ The· black man no longer feels himself as
a nonwhite, he asserts his blackness.

When I first came to this country, I used to be enl
barrassed by such questions as: ··Tell me., are there
still exclusively cannibal tribes in Africa?" Today there
is a chilly conviction to answers for such questions.
"Yes", I would say. "Take me, for example: I come
from a long line of distinguished cannibals. There is a
statuette-about fourteen inches high-in my grand
mother's house. It is one of those commemoration
things, with the inscrIption: 'To the London Mission
Society-for having nourished Africa for so many
years'."

I AM NO LONGER ashamed of my traditions. And the
release from the inferiority complex of being black
and struggling with white values has been adequately
articulated by Jean Genet in his play Les Negres.

The black man, in Britain and America, has battled
for many years to be integrated; to lose himself in the
national flora. He had always wanted to assert: "I am
British", Of, "I am American". But instead he is com
mitted to .being the eternal alien. His alienation is con..
tained in the seemingly innocent questions like, "Where
do you come from?" In America the Negro is integrally
an American citizen, second-class as may be; but he is
as American as the physical reality of the South. In
Britain the situation is the complete opposite; and it is
amusing that black men have become conditioned to
an acceptance of this attitude. Recently I was intro
duced to a "West Indian" woman; three questions
later~ I said to her: "Which part of the West Indies
do you come from?" She replied: "Wales." I killed
myself laughing. For in that question I implied her
alienship.

The alienation of the black man is always implicit,
psychologically; and explicit, physically. In the public
organs of communication, an advertisement for accom
modation will conclude 'English Only'; and even the
woman from Wales will be affected. The effect of this
fundamental encroachment upon my 'right' to take
accommodation in the house, in the area, of my choicel'
is the most vicious aspect of discrimination in Britain.
Apologists for it say that it is social and not statutory.
This is true. But the academics of this fail to be
compensatory when the discrimination strikes at the
bare essentials-requirements for a basic existence. A
man-any man-needs a roof over his head~ and the
bread to nourish his body so it can enjoy the formal
freedoms. These anachronisms argue that a man has
the right-the freedom-to refuse accommodation to
anybody, even on the grounds of colour. This is a free
country.

I find it most strange., if not perverse, that I am ex
pected on the telephone, to say I am sorry that a land-
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James J. Ravell
The schoolboy - a story

Edward Roux
The use of land in Africa

IF A COUNTRY will create minorities, then it -has a moral
obligation to protect them. The Coloureds must have
the right to appeal to the law, to petition the machinery
of state, to protest to the press, for protection. It is an
anachronism to submit that there is no colour legisla
tion in Britain. Coloureds are present in English
society, and the prejudice against them is real. By
refusing to recognise the-m the state is invading their
privacy by exposing them-unprotected-to the humi
liations they suffer. •
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perverse. And it becomes particularly ugly when mis
interpreting a genuine attemp~ at friendliness. I feel that
people deliberately impress this fact upon me; I have
developed a complex about being different. People
seem to be descending upon me, talking down to me.
"You must feel this cold very badly," people would
invariably say-most times with genuine concern. Then
I would feel the difference that separates us; .the differ
ence which is implied should make me feel the cold
more than others. '-Why this privilege?" my mind
would scream. Under a circumstance like this I always
want to add that I sleep with the windows open. Or
conversely, when the sun is oppressively hot, people
look at me with resignation: "I suppose you like it like
this?" In sympathy 1 will make appropriately suffering
noises, acknowledging my complicity in the conspiracy.
They seldom seem to accept that 1 can be suffering as
much discomfort as they.

I must accommodate the fear of permeability of skin
colour which is ever-present in the consciousness of
the race purists. The vendors of this lllalignancy are
out to draw blood, appealing to the lower instincts in
man. They are to be found in various levels of society
-in the citadels of reaction, like universities, where
public school gentlemen are identified by eloquent
rationalisations for social prejudice; in the attitudes of
the man in the stre-et who sees the black man as a
sexual invader. The fear of bastardisation, the alleged
virility of the black man, becomes a compensatory
diversion for his own sexual repression. Such brutal
terms as 'white. trash' are used to describe white girls
who go out with black men. The hostility in the streets
is unbearable.

lady is sorry that she does not take Coloureds. The
reasons or excuses or rationalisations or whatever are
irrelevant. I don't care whether Coloureds are noisy
or dirty or whatever. That is irrelevant-since this is
said about the Irish, the Italians and others.

The degradation of being forced to live in rat-traps is
embittering. When the landlady says, "I don't mind
Coloureds", then the amenities provided will invaria
bly be inferior, and the 'privilege' is going to be costly.
Censorship of personal freedom will be emphatic: no
gramophones after eleven; no parties; not more than
two visiting friends, and so on, ad nauseam. At my last
rooming-house in Hampstead, the elderly woman in the
sitter below mine complained untiringly about the
thumping of footsteps which kept her awake. It got
so that I could not walk from one point in the room
to another, during those nights when writing was diffi
cult.

The black man must be conditioned to realise that
a favour is being conferred on him when he is offered
lodgings which would have the R.S.P.C.A. up in indig-
nant rage if animals were caged in them. .

It is interesting to note the psychological effect that
discrimination has had on the black man. He ,viII, as
Genet puts it, "persist to madness in what he has been
condemned to be". The black man in Britain, particu
larly the West Indian, has become recalcitrant. He is
often outrageous and arrogant, because he is expected
to be that, condemned to be that. He finds very little
reason to be house-proud, because the house is a rat's
playground. He has developed a disregard for the law,
and a contempt for British justice. Playing at beating
the devil-the law-becomes an expression of protest.
Only the most discriminated-against minority groups
Irish, Italians and Black men-are expected of being
cap~ble of being pimps. If a black man drives in a big
car, flaunting his wealth and success for all to see, the
sneer is that he lives off prostitution.

Psychologically, the black man may adopt a short
term morality, and abandon himself to, or seek com
pensation in, the lower freedoms. He will give. himself
up to sex, vice, drunkenness and crime. This black man
says, "All right, I shall submit to your construction.
You boast that your culture is unique in space and time,
that I have contributed nothing to it, and therefore
deny me admission to the status of equality of oppor
tunity." An unfettered orgiastic sexual life and the
stupor of drunkenness become all that life offers as a
purpose. He is aware that he will never be able to
leave the caste group into which he has been born.
Because-according to Malinowski-"people are
swayed by the errors of what they feel and not the truth
which they ignore." I know that I will never feel com
pletely at home in Britain. I want a place which I can
call my own, a space in the whole, which will be a
piece of the whole. Britain cannot offer me this, emo
tionally, and I cannot indulge in the compensatory
day-dreaming that things are changing in the Welfare
State; that my colour may-one of these days-be
nationalised. The trend in the change seems to be
mirrored in the new Immigration Act and the racial
orgiastics of Sir Oswald Mosley.

I feel intensely the fact that I am different, confronted
by the physical reality of my colour. It has made me
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