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Sceptreless, free, uncircumschribed but man;
Egyal, unclassed, tribeless and nationless,!
Erempt from? awe, worship, degree, the king
Over himself; just, gentle, wise: but Man.

— SHELLEY:

The form of sport to which I am most addicted
is consequential comversation.t I was deprived of it
-during four years' sojourn’ among the “Pigmentocracy”s
of South Africa by repeated attempis to communicate
through the meddium of diglogue’ conducted like this:

Any South African Groduate: If you had lived in
this country as long as I have you would know that
& native can’t be taught to read or write.

Muyself: Have you ever visited Fort Hare Mission-
ary College? '

South African Graduate: Don't talk to me about
missionaries,

Myself: Well, T have. I have seen a class of pure
blood Bantu? students from the Cis-Keid working out
differential equations.io

South African Greduate: What would you do if a
black man raped your sister?

— PROFESSOR LANCELOT HOGBEN, F. R. S,
in his preface to Cedric Dover's
Haif-Caste
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BOOK ONE

HOME

I

He stepped out of the station and pushed the receipts
into his walletl That was setiled. His cases were looked
gfter? There was mno going back now’d Not that he
wanted to go back. But it was something. definite. Clear-
cut. He was on his way home.

. It had been difficylt. Celia had wanted him to stay.
And the others too. The argument with Celia wasn’t over
yet.! She was right about the job in the Colored Boys' High
School® it was a rare offer.§ But he couldn’t take it. He
had to go home. That was something he could not make
Celia understand,

Lanny turned into Adderley Street. He s on the
curb? till a car shot by? then crossed the street. -

It was a pity® Celia couldn’t understand because he did
want her to. They'd been together for a long time and he
loved her. They'd practically gone through school together
and he would miss her a lot.1? Still, he had to go, and with
his cases booked throughl! it was settled. Not that he hadn’t
made up his mind, but g2
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It was a pity about the gang?®® coming tonight. He wanted
to be alone, to think, to try and remember what home was
likelt After all, seven years was a long time and he'd only
received a dozen letters or s0!® in all that time.

He felt thirsty and looked at his watch. There was time
for @ cup of tea!® He crossed the Parade and went into
Fatiy's'? at the foot of District Six,18

This was his last cup of teaat Fatty’s. He smiled thought-
fully. He would miss ail this. Two o’clock of ¢ morning'? after
some dance or party he and Celia and the gang would come
to Fatty’s for his famous sausage and mash.® It hax hap-
pended often. Sometimes it was only Celia and himseH. And
sometitnes he was alone. Fatty's had become an institution
in his life in the lgst seven years.™ And this was the end
of if.

Yes, this was also the end of Cape Town and its busiling
and exeiting stream of life.2? The end of the coon shows® and
the parties and the dances and the excitement one felt in

District Six on a Saturday night; it was also the end of his

Bfe at the university and his circle of friends there; the end
of swotting?® and living in an aimosphere of learning and
wisdom; the end of those heated political meetings with their
violeni party factions; the end of those giant demonstrations
on one or another of the many issues that affected the colored
people. It was the end of all these things and he would misg
them all. ' -

But most of all he would miss Celia, for they had done
many things fogether; shared so much fun and excitement,?
Celia was pretty and a good companion. When he felt like®
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a walk or a climb up Table Mounlain® or a swim she was
always there and ready,” always game with her siraight
wiry form® and laughing mouth and eyes. She had been
good to him. And so had her people.3® They had been very
kind to him. He would miss them,

Faity came over to his table. A fat, cheerful Greek with
laughing wrinkles at the sides of his eyes. .

“You're alone today,” Fatty said.

Lanny nodded and lit a cigarette,

“I'm leaving tonight.”

“Leaving?”

“Yes, Fatty. I'm going home to the Karroo. 8

"“Not coming back?”

Lanny shrugged.

“And the pretty one?”

“She’s staying.”

“She will not like it.”

“T don't like it.”

Fatty clicked his tongue in sympathy,

Lanny got up and paid for his tea. At the dogr. he shoak
Fatty’s hand.

“I lose a good customer,” Fatty said. o

Lanny grinned. “I will miss my sansage apd mash at gH
khours™ of the night, Faity”

He jumped into a passing bus®® and went to the top“
The bus picked its way¥ through District Six and drapped
him at the top end, in the select and exclusive quarfer of the
upper crust of Cape Town’s colored commumity.®

Thoughtfully he went up the side street® to the’ l\puse
where he lodged Only two more hours before he had to
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gatch his train and then Cape Town would be behind him.
It made him feel strange.® He had forgotten what the other
life was like, the life before Cape Town. It was so long ago.
The only thing that stood out clearly was his mother’s face.
His sister Mabel he remembered more vogueliyfil. The rest
was a distant blur'? except for the big house on the hill
overlooking their little township. How could he forget that?
All the legends he heard as a child were connected with the
big house and its owners. When he and other children were
naughty they were threatened with dire penalfies?® that
would be visited on'd them from the big house on the hill.
They were told that the big baas® with the red hair and -
red beard would lock them up* for days with nothing to eat.
Yes. And that was something more [rightening than any
beating. But all of it was long ago. What was home like
now?... Well, he would find out soon enough. Still, it would
be better to have some idea what he was going back to!7
Seven years is such a long time to be away from a place.

Entering the house he went up the short flight of stairs!®
to his room. He sat on the divan and looked around. This
had been his home for four years. He stretched out® on the
divan and shut his eyes, The last couple of days had tired
him very much5! He hed lived under « sirein and now he
was beginning to feel it.” He did want to think through, to
try and recapture something from the past,® so that it would
not all be so stange to him when he got there.  But it was
hard to get hold of anything except his mother® and ghe
was out of setting® He tried to sketch in g background
round her'® but failed.
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He dozed off 5

When he woke Celia was shaking his shoulders and
calling his name softly. He ran his fingers through his crisp®
wavy hair and sat up.

“I didn’t mean to go fo sleep,” he said.

“You were lired. It's a good thing.”®® Come, - Wash the
sleep out of your face, the others will be here any minute
now."

She took his arm and leéd him to the door.

“I wish they were not coming,” he said.

“I'm glad they are coming,” Celia said. “It makes things
easier. I have to behave with them around.8 You see, I really
don’t want you to go, Lanny.”

“I'm sorry, Celia, but T must go. That community®® sent
me here. My mother couldn’t do it on her own$2”

“I know, Lanny, I agree you've got to go, but I don’t want
you to go.” She patted his arm and looked at her shoes.
“And you didn’t even ask me to come with you.”

“But, Celia. . .”"

“It’s all right, really, Lanny. I'm géing to behave myself®
and I am not going to try to dissuade you any more. Now go
on, I'm going to help Mother Smith with the cookies® she's
prepared for your party.”

She pushed him toward the bathroom and hurried down-
stairs. While he washed he heard the doorbell, then voices.
Yes, that was Larry and his pretty Jewish girl, Rosa. Then
more voices. “The Duke and Marie. And then Thomas
and his girl,% Fanny. That was the 105 The intimate little
¢ircle. They had done things together. Had fun together!
The Colored Standard elways referred to them gs “The
Eight > Well, this was the last meeting of The Eight. After
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this there’d be only seven. He wondered what was going
to happen to them. Well, it had been good while it lasted.

He left the bathroom and went to his room. Larry and
Rosa were helping Celia bring up the cookies, The Duke was
in charge of the beer.

“Here’s the breaker of the circle,”® Fanny called and
slipped her arm through Lanny's. They trooped into the
roeom™ and made themselves comfortable. A strained cheer-
fulness hung over them as they talked about nothing that
really mattered” and emptied glass after glass of beer and
ate cookie after cookie,

A sudden hush fell over the room. 2 Larry looked at
Lanny and Celia. Celia slipped her arm through Lanny's
and forced a smile to her lips,”

“This is the end of The Eight,” Larry said, “so let us
look back on past happiness and count our blessingg....Do
you remermber. . .”

And he recalled ¢ happy episode™ in the past of the
Eight. Rosa recalled another incident. Somebody else thought
of another. And as they talked and laughed the strain went
aut of the gir™™ and a touch of nostelgia flowed into their
voices and showed in their eyes™. ...

Time‘hurried away, and soon it was time for Lanny to
go. He slipped the few odds and enrds™ that he had not packed
into his bags into his aettaché case.”® Celia watched him
strangely as he pushed her paortrait, that had stood near his
bed, into the case. . ..

Two taxis took them 1o the station. The train was waiting.
One by one they bade him good-by in their own individual
ways.™ Last of all Celia said good-by. It was hard to leave
her, They held hands and locked at each other in silence. The
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whistle blew. The train moved. Reluctantly ke let go of her
hand.8® She clung fo him for a minute. The train gathered
speed .’

Lanng was on his way home.

It was early morning when the train pulled into the little
siding.! Lanny stepped into the fresh morning air and took a
deep breath, He was nearly home now. A little while longer
& and he would be there. Just a little while, He smiled. He
smiled because the air was clean and fresh and becguse he
had hugged the vague memory of home and felt ltke the
returning son.? He had done what they had hoped he would
do, and more. They had sent him to Cape Town to get a
teacher’'s certificate.y Well, he had done even better. He had
won a scholarship and got ¢ diplomat and then he had won
another grant® and got an arts degree®

The son was returriing with even more success than the
community had hoped for. .

He smiled because the smell of the earth was in the &ir;’
because the loose, fine brown dust jumped to his nose and
choked him o little? But he didn’t mind the dust. It was ¢

e part of home® A part of the childhood he could not re-
member clearly. He was back on the highveld,!® that was the
important thing. The haunting!! poetry of Totius slipped

-y

through his mind. Poetry that had captured the soul of the
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vast undulating'? expansiveness of the South African highveld.
Pringle'* too, had captured a bit of that.

Afar in the desert I love fo ride,

With the silent bush-boy alone by my side.
Awaey, eway from the dwellings of men

By the wild deer’s haunt, by the buffalo’s glen:14

And then those beagutiful lines:S

Far hid from the pitiless plunderer’s view
fn the pathless dephis of the parched Karroo19

Yes, but it was essentially the Afrikander’? poets who had
succeeded in catching the spirit of the land. They felt the
land more than the English-speaking section didd

The train hooted shrilly!® and slowly jogged out of the
siding.2 On its way to Bloemfontein, and then Johannes-
burg,? and then farther north.

Lanny walked to the far end of the platform where his
cases had been dumped.® There was no booking office®® at
the little siding. There was no cloekroom®* where he could
leave his cases, and no porters stepped up to help with
them, ‘I-Ie smiled ruefully. No, this wasn’t Cape Town where
there was a taxi or a porter to help you whenever you
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snapped your fingers®® This was the highveld and he was
back on it; soon he would be among the old people again.
Soon he would be hearing their simple Afrikaans®® again, It
would be good after his spell of English?™ in Cape Town.

Cape Town? It was far away now. No one would imagine
that it was just a night’s journey from here. It seemed as
though it were in another world, But it was a familiar world.
Where he was geing was home, and yet he would have to
learn the wags of home,3®

He picked up his cases and walked to the little barrier'*“'
where the ticket collector impatiently waited for him. When
he got to the man he put dowh his cases and searched his
pockets for the ticket. Coldly the man stared at him, Iooked

-}yifn up and down.>

“Nice day,” Larmy said. “I'm returning home after seven
years.” The ticket collector stared at him, a cold Hostile'stare.

And suddenly Lanny remembered. This was' not Cape
Town, This was the highveld, and on the highveld onedid
not speak to a white man till he spoke to you. He should
have remembered. It was stupid to forget. He had brought
his Cape Town manners with him. Remember, Lanny, he
told himself, no social intercourse with white people here,
And don’t you forget it! He smiled grimly and passed his
ticket to the man. Stfll those cold hostile eyes stared at
him,

He can’t intimidate me, Lanny thought. He picked up
his cases and passed the man, feeling those eyes on his backM
as he left the siding. Well, he had made a mistake, '

A dusty cart track curved away to the right¥ It led, he
knew, to the village which was beyond that rlsmg about twa
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miles away. To the left was a cluster of houses, the begin-
nings of a township.® Farther away to the left were isolated
farmsteads ™

There was room. Room to breathe, And clean air. And
the curving earth as far as the eye could see. There was
the blue sky and the bright morning sun end @ cool breeze,
8pace to live in, Breathing space.™

Across the way from the siding was a little coffee stall. 3
A buxem? Afrikander lass tended it. A lorry stood a little
way from the stall. Two bronze, muscular men were drink-
ing coffee. They all looked at Lanny.

Lanny dumped his cases on the ground and stood look-
ing along the sandy track. It was a long way and the cases
were heavy. He could do with a cup of coffee,® but this
wasn’t Cape. Town. In Cape Town he would have stepped
across and asked for a cup. Here he could not do that. He
knew the three people were looking at hlm but ha took %o
notice 9

“Ro you sce what 1 see"” orre of the men nlmd

The other pursed his lips and looked doubtful40 .

“I'm not sure. It looks like an ape in a better Sunddy
s#it¥! than I have. But today’s not Sunday so Pm fiot safle,”

“Perhaps he wears suits like that every day. ... Be-
sides, you are wrong, he’s too pale to be an ape.? That's
o ¢ity bushy

The second man rubbed his eyes and looked intently at
Lanny.
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The girl giggled, then broke into laughter.®

“Bushy?” asked the second man,

“Yes. In the cities they speak English and call them-~
selves Eurafricans.”

“Eurafricans? It's a big word.®® What does it mean?”

The first man grinned:

*You know. Colored, half-caste,® bastardf$’ He spat
out the last word with contempt.

The second man nodded and pointed at Lanny:

“And that’s one of them?”

“Yes.”

“He’s pretty, isn’t he? And look at the beautiful creases
in his trousers. I bet you a tailor made that suit for him. 8
And look at his shoes, Did you ever have shoes like that?”

Lanny reached down to pick up his casas. The hest
thing he could do was to get out of here. There was no
sense in looking for trouble® He'd take any one of them,
but of course they wouldn’t fight fair

“Hey! You!

Lanny stretched himself and waited He had discussed
the color question a lot in the National Liberation League®3
and the Non-European United Front;® now it had picked
bhim ocut. It had called him.

“Come here!” It was the first man. ,

South Africa, Lanny thought tiredly, this is South Afriea,
He walked across the narrow track. At least they wor’t
frighten this colored, he decided; hurt me, yes, but frighten
me, no. He stopped directly in front of the man and looked
gtraight into his face,

The man inspected him closely.
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“Where you from?” the man shot at him.5

“Cape Town.”

*What do you want here?”’

“I live here.”

“Haven’t seen you aroundb

“I've been in Cape Town for seven years.”

“*School

“Yes."”

“University ?”

“Yes,"

“What are you?

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what I say. Have you any fancy titles?"7

Lanny smiled. “Yes, I have two.”

Suddenly the man’s hand shot out and cracked across
Lanny’s mouth. With an effort Lanny controlled the in-
stinctive urge to strike back.® The man saw the move and
struck again. Lanny touched his lips with his tongue and
spat. A patch of red blood dropped on the fine dust and
seeped through it. Lanny watched it.

", “Don’t smile at me!” the man hissed.

South Africa, Lanny thought, this is South Afrlca And
this man in front of him resented him because he was
educated and showed independence.” If he had been humble
the man probably would have heen kind o him, smiled and
sent him ewoy.® This was still the old struggle for com-
quest.8! The history of his country. This man in front of
him had to dominate him, he was fearful in case he did not52
This was the history of South Africa in stark, brutal reality.
He saw it clearly suddenly. Not out of hooks. Not with
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