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COMMENT 

Dear-, 
Perhaps, as you have always said, I 

am "too clever for my own good," I 
am always causing friction by my pig 
headed, stubborn refusal to acquiesce 
in your mutual discreet agreement to 
avoid certain subjects. I am too stupid 
to accept certain tacit assumptions 
and ignore certain things. I am too 
foolish to keep my nose out of certain 
matters that "do not concern me." I 
have always found it difficult to bite 
back my tongue, but to suppress my 
conscience is something I cannot, 
thank God. do. 

When ( see your intimate fears I 
understand why you try so desperately 
to wear an ill-fitting mask of harsh
ness, and want to believe that "every
thing will turn out all right" so 
urgently that you will even make up 
justifications. I almost sympathise with 
your efforts to turn a blind eye to any 
injustice whose removal would threaten 
your position, each time I see the 
shudder of fear you feel for your status 
as a white. 

I tell myself not to judge you for 
doing to others what you would not 
like others to do to you. I tell myself 
that I am unfit to judge you; that a 
person cannot be blamed for desiring 
the snug inconspicuous security of the 
herd; that it is only natural to desire 
the best pastures for oneself. I tell my
self, but I cannot convince myself. I 
am incapable of bartering iny con
science for privilege. I am not very 
brave, but I think I could marshal 
sufficient courage to face · any penalty 
in order to resist any command that 

Too clever 
for my 
own good 

contravened my conscience. "Obeying 
instructions" is the escapist's way out. 
It is hard to suffer, fighting for one's 
ideals, but harder to suffer fighting 
against them. 

My conscience can never accept the 
Nuremburg-cliched excuse of "follow
ing orders". One has a yet greater duty 
to obey a higher set of orders. Perhaps 
.it may even (be best to leave this 
country-our country. Perhaps this is 
a coward's escape, avoiding putting 
my morals to the test. But it is less of 
an escape than saying "ours not to 
reason why", or "my country right or 
wrong" -a breach of the higher set of 
orders, the justification and rallying-cry 
of all those who can, but do not wish, 
to think. 

• 
When you can address, or refer to, 

a middle-aged person as a "boy" or 
"girl", without even understanding it 
is wrong, then truly has your mind 
become irreparably warped by pater
nalism. You have been absolutely 
corrupted by absolute power. 

I have decided that discomfort will 
not drive me from a decision to learn, 
because every time, everyday, when in 
a thousand and one small ways your 
sub-conscious snubs of non-white 
people sharpen the sword of your own 
destruction, it feels as if boiling water 
has been thrown in one's face. One 
feels sick from repulsion. Physical dis
comfort is nothing to this. 

• These days, one hears the following 
argument very frequently: Our coun-
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try has great economic prosperity, look 
at all the fine hospitals and schools, 
the best in the world, especially for 
the Black people. Much better than 
what is found in other loud-mouthed 
independent African states. 

Yes, buildings are fine, impressive, 
concrete things, able to convince any 
casual visitor. able to convince all who 
want to be convinced. 

But there are other things, things 
that are not so impressive or concrete, 
things that cannot even be seen, yet 
even more important than all the fine 
hospitals and schools. 

Is civilisation measured in cubic 
yards of concrete, millions of gallons 
of petrol, or kilometres of railroad 
line? No, it cannot be. This is the way 
to measure technology, but civilisation 
is morality as well as technology. 
Civilisation cannot be measured by 
what man does to things, but by what 
man does to man. Can a millionaire 
with a D.Sc. (to create an extreme 
example) throwing acid at someone be 
more civilised than an illiterate peasant 
sharing a stale crust of bread with a 
stranger? 

It is said that one can judge a per
son's character by the way he treats 
his subordinates. I feel that one can 
also judge a civilisation by the way it 
treats its underprivileged. One which, 
however poor, spares no effort to alle
viate poverty, ignorance and disease is 
surely better than one which however 
wealthy the ruling classes are, largely 
ignores the bottom of its pyramid. 

It is tragic and ironic that you are 
the helpless and unconscious catalysts 
that, start, guide and propel down its 
irreversible path the very thing you 
fear. 

White South Africa, so fearful of 
genocide, is a textbook case of auto
genocide; a "nation", who, having 
sacrificed Democracy and Civilisation 
on the altar of power and privilege, 
now finds that it has no alternative but 
to follow in a vain effort to appease 
its unquenched, and unquenchable, 
thirst. 

That is another reason for leaving. 
There is nothing, utterly nothing one 
can do, but helplessly watch the abba
toir of arrogance and self-deceit hyp
notically beckon the whole white 
"nation" towards it. 

Yours sincerely, 
KEITH 
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