
the yellow and fat chrysanths in the green bottle
are now naked and gray (the dogs are blind)
every poem begins like this about flowers about dogs
and tries to plant its symbol with my hands
symbols of my wizened heap of cells
dragged out of house and kneaded by the space around
to grin a mouth
- shrivelled into a little hunchbacked clay.
But it is not clay, nor is it dust
but bones blood veins and hair
and what had love, could laugh and copulate
into a body the pure scare of life,
that could howl and walk and then lie down
till this false light commandeered the eye
till chrysanthemums stank, till they were slimy
the water tight and green with mud . ...
fold over, sweet water, not the guts of plants
told to cover the watcher's pain
and damp this fear
this hairless angel that whites by the glass

BREYTEN BREYTENBACH

THE QUALITY OF THE PAPERS was, to put it
in a pleasantly ambiguous way, astounding!
It was comforting to hear from the chairman
on the very last day that he found the
contributions of a very high quality, that the
whole mess of pottage was going to be served
up as a book. Accordingly if this conference
seemed to me somehow irrelevant to the
urgencies of the race question, (for instance
the growing tendencies toward "Colour
Maoism" not only in the third world but
among many American Negroes), this
anthology will presumably have the salutary
effect of presenting authoritative informa
tion on the subject of race: Mr. Ezekiel
Mphahlele still serving up his favourite dish
on negritude; Mr. Louis Lomax telling us
all it needs to dethrone Dr. Verwoerd is
that American Negroes should march in the
streets of New York!

When the West Indian writer, Mr. E. R.
Braithwaite, warned in a very passionate
language that a racial storm was about to
break in Britain, I followed this by a re
mark to the chairman, Mr. Robert K. A.
Gardiner of Ghana during recess in which
I suggested Braithwaite had done very well.
Mr. Gardiner seemed very impatient: "I
don't think he is right. We are not here
to discuss tactics; we are only tryinp; to
understand the race problem." It was left
to CoHn Legum, an invited observer, and
Dr. Edward Shils, the American sociologist,
to express their misgivings about the failure
of this conference to come to grips with
urgent race problems such as Southern
Africa, most likely to go up in flames in the
near future. Legum expressed astonishment
that a conference such as this one had
presented no paper on Chinese intentions,
their attitudes to colour and their successes
or failures in the political field. Perhaps it
was for this reason that the chairman of the
day, Mr. Gardiner dismissed CoHn Le~
as " a self-appointed critic." . _
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_ ••••••••••••••_ window; stared at the river and the island

across and the massive drawbridge periodi
cally lifting to allow the barges to steam
under. "Because I'm Negro white people
look at me and assume that I'm a good
dancer. This always amuses me because I
simply can't dance. I may be a Negro but
I just can't dance very well...." One
knows the joke, if one may call it that;
where white liberals are gathered solemnly
to discuss the race problem such jokes are
the stock-in-trade of the Negro intellectuals.
Unfailingly, the joke, pale as it has become,
always draws laughs. What is even more
unendurable is that if one has attended the
same parties with Mr. Louis Lomax, who
brought the house down resoundingly with
this particular one, it is impossible not to
remember that he has told it before. Listen
ing to speakers like these, witty, glamorous,
certainly knowledgeable, one felt that an
incalculable joke had been perpetrated upon
us; for wasn't this being back at some
school debate in which jokes were carefully
planted at the right places, properly worked
out and timed with split second precision!

From the sixteenth floor window of the
Europa one stared at the river and the
island across and the massive drawbridge
which lifted periodically to allow the barges
to steam under. About twenty or more
scholars, writers and observers, ,all carrying
glamorous names some of which appear
regularly on the covers of glossies, sat in the
conference room analysing the whys and
wherefores' of racial hate. "If Mr. Philip
Mason will take it upon himself to repre
sent the whole of Britain, I'll be glad to
leave him to answer...."

No, Mr. Philip Mason, certainly does not
wish to speak for the rest of Great Britain,
though. '.. The light filtered through the

11Hairy fruit,

subsiding water"

Coming
to grips

PERHAPS THE CHOICE of the venue was the
first indication of the lack of urgency or
immediacy which was to characterise this
Conference on Race and Colour. Sponsored
by the prestigious American Academy of
Arts and Sciences and by the Congress for
Cultural Freedom, the conference took place
at Copenhagen's plushy Hotel Europa, far
from any sound of racial battle of Los
Angeles, Manchester or Johannesburg, nor
does it appear that Dr. Verwoerd's theo
reticians were ever approached to attend
and contribute their accumulated intelli
gence' on the subject, something that might
have made the conference seem a little
relevant to the troubled times we live in.


