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And we revolutionaries have those problems, especially
when as revolutionaries, and under special conditions, we
are forced to invest a huge part of our efforts in order to
survive, to defend ourselves and to advance.

Nevertheless, there is the unquestionable intention of
finding the adequate answer, the best solutions to the
numerous problems that arise in the development of
soc iety . Solutions to be found, problems find the
solutions. And we truly believe that this Congress is a
contribution to us and to the revolutionary movements.

But, nevertheless, it has been an enlightening lesson
to see how the intellectual workers of this Congress grasped
the fundamental problems, grasped the essential matters,
the things that worry men the most at present, and they
\vorked around these matters, they united themselves
around these matters and around these matters carried out
the Congress.

And for us, it is unnecessary to say that your presence
among us has been a very high honor. We hope that our
people have expressed to you in a thousand ways, their
warmth, their gratitude and their sympathy. It has been
a great honor for us that you have shared these days with
us - you, men and women of value, of prestige, whose
masterpieces, whose works which are much better known
then you yourselves can possibly imagine. And we shall
always remember this great honor! And that is why
this feeling expresses the feeling of the Revolutionary
Government, the feeling of our Party and our people.
\Vith these feelings of friendship, of brotherhood and
affection, we declare this Congress closed.

Many thanks to all of you. And you can be certain
that this effort towards progress in all fields, in that
of economy, in that of culture, in that of the revolutionary
struggle, in the building of a better society, in the
development of a better man, will not cease, and that
our Revolution will not betray the confidence and the hopes
that you may entrust to it!
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The hit tune that year was "Memories Are Made of This: "
Even at the airport lounge the Muzak \vas piaying it. Only
when the news of the airline crash came through did they
interrupt it. Ruth and Eddie Sha\v were waiting for the plane
that was to take them back to Johannesburg when a voice came
through the loudspeaker announc ing the crash of an airliner
which was due to land at the Durban airport in an hour I s time.

The news had a strange effect upon all the passengers.
Suddenly, without saying very much to one another beyond an
occasio~al murmur 'Where did it happen? I passengers began
to avoid one another's eyes. The afternoon air which had
remained for the greater part of the day portentously warm
~d still seemed now to hang heavily upon everybody; it seemed
to carry in it the very stench of death. \Vhatever inconsequential
gossip had animated the talk in the airport lounge was now
touched by a sombre fatalism deriving from the day I s nevvs.
Women began to haul out their powder compacts and to retouch
faces that were to all appearances faultless; they became
irritable; their voices rose at the slightest provocation. But
there were other more garrulous passengers who remembered
other accidents. A small irrepressible man with a pinkish
girlish face recalled two planes that had collided over ew
York City only a year before.

'11 heard the news just as I was due to fly from London, "
he addressed the passengers generally. "It was ghastly, you
know. At least, we were assured by the newspapers. Debris
falling like soot over Manhattan. I refused to flyover there
until they'd sorted out whatever had caused the accident~ !l

The planes came and took off as though nothing had
happened; the roar of jet engines filled the air and the cry of
death was in everybody's ears like the voice of panic erupting
from the depths of the subconscious mind.

After the first announc ement of the disaster which had
first sounded uncertain, there was an interval of about ten
minutes before the radio reporters were heard from again.
They now filled in the details of the disaster. The jet had
skidded off the runway and telescoped into a hangar, bursting
into lurid flames; by the time the fire engines got to the spot
all eIghty six passengers had been reduced to charred ashes.
There had been no survivors though a cap presumed to belong
to one of the stewardesses had been found unharmed.

Ruth Shaw took the news quietly enough. She \vas filled
not so much with grief as with a feeling of intense loneliness, a
feeling of desolation. Leaving her husband to solemnise about
the incident with a fashionable blonde she rose to take a brief
walk around the .airport.

The day Ruth and Eddie arrived in Durban, fleeing the
bitter Johannesburg winter for the subtropical July warmth of
Durban, it began to rain. They sat in the balcony of the beach
front hotel watching the rain coming down from a heavy soggy
sky.



They had spent half the day resting in the hotel room but
after lunch they had come down to share the hotel lobby with
other disgruntled holida) -makers who sat in reed chairs
watching the seashore with jealous eyes and bemoaning their

bad luck.
The hotel manager, a Greek with fat baggy eyes and pudgy

hands, mingled ceaselessly with his guests. Insincerely he
shared their remorse about their not being able to get out to
the beach though it was clear that to him bad weather was good
business; there would be a decided increase in the sale of
alcohol to the entrapped holiday-makers. Nonetheless he
apologised as though he were personally responsible for the
bad weather. At one stage he tried to make amends by providing
a chessboard for a group of young men who were amusing
themselves by throwing a ball between them. This chessboard
the young men rudely and noisily rejected and instead they
insolently demanded a pack of cards. A young man in a
Springbok Rugby Club blazer, with pimples all over his face,

.personally assisted the hotel manager onto his errand by
propelling him joyfully from behind, an action vvhich elicited a
"burst of coarse laughter from the others so that their game of
ball-throwing was temporarily suspended while they contemplated
the departure of the manager with exaggerated interest.
However, soon enough they resumed their game; in fact, they
seemed to gain more sati sfaction from the tendency of the ball
to veer dangerously to\vard a group of elderly ladies whose
protests provided them with an enormous pleasure.

There was only one boy who had throughout sat apart and
had refused, despite the urges from the others, to participate
in the game. He seemed to Ruth a rather sickly young man.
He was pale and thin and there was about him an air of
unrelieved melancholy, even the shape of his mouth was touched
by an untoward grief, rather like a schoolboy determined to
remain unamused, so that a permanent sorrow threatened to
linger with every expression of his face. His eyes looked out
on the world with a dull gleam of a well-mannered disapproval.
Sitting in the reed chair and due to his unusual thinness, he
looked like a convalesc ing patient; his body had a disturbing
way of bending in the middle in a hollow slumping posture
which followed the shape of the chair.

Ruth watched him because there was nothing else to do.
For the last hour or so she had divided her attention between
watching the boats cruising along the grey seashore and watching
this boy. She had watched his thin hands which were long and
folded rather girlishly over his lap; she had watched his
sorrowing mouth which was thin, and bloodless. Once or twice
their eyes had met and the boy had looked as though he were
surprised that he could attract, even hold, a woman's interest.
He had a way of fixing his gaze in a manner which held both
surprise and question; there was a certain alert pain about
his eyes, though beneath this alertness there seemed to wait an
appalling loneliness.

He stood up now and began pacing the floor. He walked
toward the balcony and stared out to a sea which \vas growing. more
turbulent under the torrential rains. After a minute he came
back and sat down in the reed chair again as he had been sitting
for the last forty minutes, only this time his eyes began to
wander impatiently around the lobby, scanning the faces of
thos~ who sat..tbere as though he were expecting someone.
Ruth wished," though there was no particular reason why 'She
'should have wished this, that he were not expecting anyone.
It seemed somehow sad that this young man whom she was
beginning to watch so intensely should be expecting to meet
someone, it seemed inappropriate that his sorrowing mouth
should soon be talking to someone, or that his melancholy face
should be compelled to wear a soc ia1 smile. She wanted to

see him in total repose. The light above the young man continued
to Shine dimly without much strength or direct illumination
while the young man waited. Then something caught his eye
and he gave it the attention of his surprised and questioning look.
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\Vhen he turned away from whatever he had been looking
at he fixed Ruth with a steady gaze and a sn1ile flitted across
his sad mouth. Ruth was surprised at her own response to him;
unaccountably she felt a dull pain throb through her body and
suddenly she wanted to get awav from his sight or at least to
be alone or very close to him, but not here where the light
was searching. She would have stood up and left had not her
attention been arrested by the appearance on the scene of a
girl who seemed, resentfully - even reluctantly - to be headed
for the chair where the young man sat. She was a short fleshy
type, with peasant legs and peasant arms; her face was rather
plumpish, an open rather than a pretty face; and she walked
like someone who needed no acceptance from other people
because she made it quite obvious that she accepted herself
entirely.

She paused next to the boy's table, without looking
directly at him and continued to search the faces of the people
nearby, then resolutely seemed to make up her mind to sit
down next to the boy. Even at this stage she had not looked or
talked. to him; instead she directed her gaze at the young men
who were busy throwing ball. Ruth could not be sure as to
the nature of the expression on the girl's face. It appeared
to be compounded of an intense disgust and horror as though
she had just witnessed something profoundly and
irremediably sordid. She had naked brown eyes and a soft
loose mouth and she had a way of hanging her lower lip as
though she were pining for something which, though within
arms' length, remained inaccessible to her.

The boy placed his hand slightly, almost tentatively, upon
hers before she appeared to take any notice of him. Then
suddenly her manner changed and she began to give him all her
attention. She talked earnestly; she laughed and fondled his
arm. Ruth was amazed by the sudden change in her attitude.
Ruth supposed that they were lovers - young people from
up-country spending an illicit month together in Durban. At
the same time there was something strangely foreign about
them, especially the boy, a kind of severance from other
people around him, that was quite astqnishing. The girl was
different; in her expression there was something open which by
contrast made the other faces in the lounge appear positively
depraved: the other faces seemed to conceal natures of vicious
and unwholesome tendencies. Perhaps it was the impression
of freedom which the gir( displayed, which was not entirely
due to innocence but seemed to stem from acceptance - but
acceptance of what? Ruth could not work it out.

Later that evening Ruth a11d Eddie were sitting in the bar
of the hotel ballroom, listening rather incompletely to the
saccharine music of the five-piece band giving their umpteenth
rendition of the popular tune of the day: "Memories Are Made
of This!" when the tall, thin, sad yOlIDg man and his fleshy,
open-faced, girl friend walked into the room. They seemed not
to have seen them until they sat down at the table nearby; then
in a large honest voice the girl said: "Excuse me. Do you
mind if we join your table? Ours is rather filthy. "
She looked down depreciatingly at the table. From heor
outstretched arm dripped droplets of beer which had been
sloshed down upon the table and had not been wiped. In the
light the beer cllIDg to her blonde hairs and shone like a jewel.

"Why, of course, " Ruth said. She realised she had
welcomed them rather too enthusiastically.

"The whole place is filthy." The girl said magnanimously,
almost affectionately, including in her gaze the well-dressed
people sitting at the other tables or dancing on the floor.
"Thts is Mike Denzig, " she said, pointing at the pale sad-faced
young man. "I'm Marie De Vries. I'm sorry we have to
impose ours ... ! "

I Not at all, " Ruth assured her. "Please do feel
welcome! My husband, Eddie Shaw. I'm Ruth." While they
shook hands Eddie remained impenetrably quiet He watched
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the two young people who \vere now engaged in dra\ving chairs
nearer with a dull expression \vhich seemed vaguely to
challenge them to justify their presence by making themselves
either entertaining or inconspicuous. He was a short, square
built man with a balding head and an irred~emablyugly face.
Everything about him seemed challenging - inc luding his
ugliness. However, he was used to letting his wife do the
talking while he proved his endurance by consuming large
quantities of Scotch which was what he now called for,
attracting the waiter by an imperious snap of the fingers.

"Are you from up-countr .?!! the girl asked.
"Johannesburg, " Ruth explained. "We're down for the

winter vacation. My husband rarely has the time to get away
from the business so that we cherish these winter months
when we can get away from it all. 11

"Mike and I come from Ladysmith, " the girl confided.
"This is our first big-city holiday. Mike says he likes the
sea, but do you know he really hates water. Since we've
been here he has swum only once and I've practically had to
push him into it. "

The boy appeared to be annoyed by the divulgence of this
information. "I like the sea for different reasons," he said
with a voice full of irritation. "Does it ever occur to you I
may just like to watch the sea and not actually swim in it?"

The girl watched the boyfriend with an exaggerated look
of devotion and an air of profound grace. "Mike," she
announced, "is a mystic and I am a sensualist. That's why
we are attracted to each other. He's been like that since
college. He likes to contemplate and I like swimming. "

Ruth smiled: "1 suppose you're not really very much
different. There's always a sensualist lurking somewhere
inside a mystic. "

The waiter came with a tray and an expectant look.
"What would you like to drink?" Eddie asked them all with a
look of extreme distaste.

"Gin and Tom Collins for me, please, " the girl said.
"Mike, what'll you have?"

"A beer. Castle Beer. "
"Scotch for me, please, Eddie." Eddie gave the orders.
"What does your husband do?" the girl asked as though

Eddie were absent.
"He assembles cars," Ruth said pleasantly.
"I'm a car-dealer, young lady; and I hope you don't mind!"

Eddie added with naked hostility in his voice.
"Why, of course not," the girl said with surprise. "I

think if you're going to assemble anything you might as well
assemble cars."

About this time the drinks arrived and Eddie deployed
them around the table before raising his own glass and barking
unconvincingly: "Cheers!" His lack of spirit was so marked
that Ruth blanched. She watched slyly out of the corner of
one eye, then directing her gaze to the two young people she
said: "The music in this place is appalling. I don't see how
anyone can dance to it. "

The girl readily agreed. "Anyway, who wants to dance?
I feel that people make their own music really. "

Eddie groaned: "Young lady," he said brutally, "you're
either a bad philosopher or a bad poet and neither are very
congenial company." The girl smiled and said nothing, but
not the boy; his anger was swift and monumental.

"I believe, Mr. Shaw, you're very rude to people! "
,he spluttered. "May I observe as one man to another that
your remarks are entirely uncalled for! You seem to be
someone who is simply against intelligence. "

Eddie waved him rudely to shut up. "Don't give
'yourself more credit than you deserve, young man. I have
nothing against you personally. My wife is generous with
her time. On the other hand I find your type of young person
insUfferably boring." Marie De Vries found these comments
vastly amusing and chuckled With genuine enjoyment. "I've
met others like you," Eddie Continued brutally, his head

swimming with Scotch, his nose beginning to smell blood.
"You're everywhere! Young people wandering around the
country with nothing better on their minds than a quick roll
in the hay. "

"Obviously," Mfke Denzig angrily declared, "you have
no notion of the gentle art of c onver sation. Really, Mr. Shaw,
you might at least try to be pleasant in company. I

Eddie snorted. "Your art of gentle conversation has
the slight effect of moving my bowels. "

Ruth who had been trying to intervene all this time now
turned to her husband and said sharply: "Eddie, really."
Then she turned to the boy: "Mike, why don't you just ignore
Mr. Shaw? He's merely drunk and trying to be unpleasant. "

'Mike Denzig would not, however, leave the matter alone.
"I can't somehow tolerate rudeness, 11 he said peevishly.
"If you husband continues like this I should be compelled to
leave the table. "

"It's of very little interest to me what you do," Eddie
snapped back. "You have very little claim upon my sympathies
and I fail to see why such a welcome course of action should
amount to something of a disaster for me. "

"Mike!" Ruth said, rising, "would you like to dance
with me? Please?" she dragged his quivering hands until
he rose reluctantly, leaVing his girlfriend, who seemed not
a little excited by the upheaval, to cope as best she could
with the brawling drunken businessman.

The ballroom was now crowding with late night guests
who, all evening, had been trapped by the rain in their hotel
rooms and were no\v making the most of whatever was left
of the long rainy day. Perhaps deciding that coming do\vn
to the ballroom was the same as going out on the town the

women had superbly tricked themselves out for their men.
Beneath the mascara and the powder their faces burned with a
freshened liquorice passion; and they talked out of little
charming mouths or from aged bitter ones which were
temporarily made pretty by the promise of love which no\v

seemed the only bond between couples lost in a city with
which they were unfamiliar. They swung drearily to the
music, dancing sheek to cheek, love-hunger purpling their
eyes; and their sharp-pointed nails dug ferociously into the
bull-necks of their men. The men seemed to have discovered
their wives or lovers anew, no doubt cheered by the alcohol
and the stimulating air of a resort town they became more
gallant, more loving and more available.

Mike Denzig was a bad dancer. He seemed hard ly aware
of the beat. He merely stumbled along, following wherever
Ruth led. From time to time they bumped against other couple s
were rocked painfully off their feet; and Ruth had to summon
all her strength to stay both on her feet and to support the
rather slightly built young man. The next number was slower,
therefore much easier to dance to: they even found time to
talk 'while shuffling across the boarded floor.

Ruth was trying to draw out Mike Denzig from his shell
and to induc e him to talk about himself. However, shOWing
himself more cunning in this respect, Mike Denzig avoided
talking about himself. They merely stared at each other,
noticing in each other's eyes a curiosity and a sympathy which
lay like dregs at the bottom of a vast pool of emptiness. His
pale face carrying on its wintry surface and on his sorrowful
mouth a corrupting loneliness, pushed Ruth's mind back to a
time fourteen years before - a period whose memory had
seemed now faded forever. And this boy was now awakening
again the pain and the sense of loss, reminding her of
childhood years as a time of unhappy circumstance and
deprivation. So they shuffled across the floor along with the
other dancers, though Ruth was aware that they were looking a
bit incongruous in the company of other couples. She and Mike
Denz ig were like stones polished only on one side and chipped
on the other. There was to this boy, for instanc e, another
nature, scarcely visible on the surface, but there nevertheless,



felt through the pulse of his heart, which beat as though naked
against her own bosom, a loneliness seen through the gleam of
his dark eyes - that form of fear, that distance \vhich was
rendered into a kind of harmful balance of an intolerable
life. There was around him a hard shell of fear. So hard he
found it necessary to hide from public view. But she too was
hiding. And so were the other people gathered in this ballroom;
they were showing only their polished surfaces, hiding other
more intolerable natures from public view in order not to
disturb an infirmly held belief that their lives were somehow
endurable. These people were like precarious bricks placed
on top of one another, each preserving a form of spurious
integrity in order not to disturb the rest of the structure.

"Do you dream a lot, Mrs. Shaw?"
Ruth started at the voice. She had been resting her head
slightly on Mike Denzig's shoulder. Now she stumbled and
lost balance and avoided falling only by holding on to his
slight boney frame.

"No", she said breathlessly. "Why do you ask?"
"You seemed far away. "
"I was thinking. That's quite different from dreaming. "

She joshed him with her slnile. "I'm not a person of wistful
nature, you know?"

"What were you thinking?"
"Are you really interested?"
The music had reached a pause and the ballroom floor

was emptying. At the table Marie De Vries and Eddie Shaw
seemed engaged in earnest conversation or argument, most
likely argument; but though the latter never smiled Marie
De Vries laughed often and seem completely absorbed in
whatever Eddie Shaw was telling her. Impulsively Ruth said:
"Come. Let's get out of here." Nodding her head toward her
husband she said: "We'll take a walk. I don't feel like
go ing back there just now. "

They slipped out by the side door into the rain -drenched
evening air. For a while they stood below the balcony of
the hotel, their forms hugged by the yellowish pool of lig:1t;
then they were gone, dissolved into the formless shadows of
the Esplanade.

The harshness in his voice carried its own climate of
opinion, it created a world of its own values, reflected upon
the events he was telling and passed judgment on the people
mentioned; but all the time Ruth felt he was no longer there
with her. Sometimes the voice was calm as now, sometimes so
vibrant with emotion that it was often difficult to tell whether it
was the same person speaking. Ruth listened. Her attempts
to see the face in the dark had become all but futile: even the
distant street light was too feeble to illuminate Mike Denzig's
face: The voice had therefore assumed a disembodied quality
as though both she and Mike Denzig were listening to a
third person.

Shoe said: "I don't understand. Haven't you always lived
as a White person? Couldn't your family appeal?"

"We lodged an appeal and we lost it. The Population

Registration Act insists an appeal should be noted within thirty
days. Also the onus is on us to prove one great grand-parent
\-vas not of mixed blood. We can't prove it though no one in
the family had ever mentioned coloured blood. Anyway they
seemed to have laid their hands on some old registration forms
dating back to the last century. So there! "

Ruth shivered; she felt suddenly so hopeless and confused.
Only a moment ago she and this boy had been walking calmly
by the sea water. She had suggested that they should take of
their shoes and Mike Denzig had balked at the thought of
removing his shoes and socks and carrying them by hand; but
Ruth had sat down and removed her own shoes and stockings.
She felt a girlish charm in the ritual. She had gathered the
stockings into a neat ball, sticking them into her shoes and
had led the way to the edge of the sea where she stuck her toes
into the warm sea water. She had done all these things with a
girlish insouciance because she was with a young person who
was WHITE. After all one did not walk out of an hotel with
a coloured boy in the middle of the night to stick one's toes
into the Indian Ocean. But how was this enormity possible?

She said: "I don't understand. I just don't understand.
What are you going to do?"

Emotion seemed to have gone out of his voice: "I'm
leaving the country. "Marie is leavi.ng with me. We'll get
married in England. She doesn't mind being married to a
coloured man, you see." Suddenly he giggled and there was
hysteria in his voice. To Ruth the joke did not seem so funny.
"Oh, they've been kind enough really. They don't mind my
enjoying the status of being white for the next thirty days so
long as it's clear I'm getting out. "

"What about your parents?" Ruth demanded ,almost
angrily. "How can they adjust to their changed circumstance?"

"Oh, the farm is not in a white area. I suppose they'll
continue to live on the farm. They're too old to move anyway. "

"Oh, God!" Ruth cried, "Oh, my God, what humiliation!
What .. " Her voice broke and she started sobbing. For a
while they did not speak. Near a deserted bungalow used as a
changing room by bathers they sat down on a bench, enshrouded
not so much in darkness as in a sombreness of sorrow in
particular, but appeared rather to be a condition of time and
place they were living in. A blob of light appeared on the
horizon of the darkened sea-water; for a while they watched
this light trying unsuccessfully to spread over the whole
surface of the sea, but the ocean was too vast; the pale
yellowish light was lost in its wide expanse. And soon it
disappeared on the far end of the Durban Bay.

The city was moving at a slower sadder rhythm now;
it was a dreary after-midnight tempo; and the cars drove by
at longer intervals. There were hardly any people walking
about the waterfront except an occasional khaki -Wliformed
figure of a policeman keeping watch over the scrubland area
near the beach which was usually infested with black and white
lovers making an effort to evade the rigid laws of the country.

She said: "Michael, would you make love to me?
Here? Now?"
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