
AT A BLACK SASH 
PROTEST 

(in Johannesburg opposite the University) 

By ELAINE KATZ 

No concrete corpse. Another freedom shuttered 
And obscured in negative. The obituary 
Banner swelled, taunt ing those doped 

By gold's narcotic into apathy. 

No students joined the mourners, even paused 

Their saunter ing s teps ; blinds were opening 
In lecture halls. You motorists en locked 
In funeral queue, where were your wreaths of 

smiling? 

"You scum!" The lorry driver 's hooter pealed 

Such splendid anthem. Momentarily 
The miasma of indifference lifted, focussed 

The security camera lens with clarity 
On th i r ty women sentinels black-sashed 
Each shutter click to blot out liberty. 


