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THE DEATH AND REBIRTH OF HOPE

The Black Sash ladies, M,P.Cs and M.Ps who collected
the affidavits and pursued the cases described in this
edition of Reality would prefer them not to be true.
Like other farmers, estate agents and mothers with growing
children, they would far rather believe that a handful of
ambitious revolutionaries, inspired and financed from
Moscow, are fomenting unrest, and that the security
forces are engaged in rooting them out according to the
rule of law and civilised policing practices. Like the rest
of us, they would like to believe that the proper separation
of functions between the police and the courts is being
maintained and that the police do not judge and execute
those whom they think may be offenders. Like the rest
of us they would far rather believe that the mass of resi-
dents in the Eastern Cape townships appreciate the pro-
tection of the police, welcome the shifts in government
policy and recognise that the alternative to the present
regime would bring greater poverty and political anarchy.
But the evidence contradicts the beliefs of the hopeful and
the wilfully blind.

Trapped

The mass of the people are trapped, and feel trapped, in a
situation which offers them nothing but terror and in-
creasing poverty. Wherever they turn they see only their
own helplessness.

RoDo they seek work — let them tread the streets for days
and in their thousands, accepting that ten years of educa-
tion has qualified them to operate a pick and shovel if
they are lucky, and still they will return home without a
job.

8 Do they try to make a living for themselves by produ-
cing and selling, recycling scrap, utilising skills acquired
from trained relatives or from the jobs they held in better
times — let them try to find a way through the jungle of
licencing laws, health ordinances {(pollution is unhealthy,
starvation is not) and the violent harassment they face if
they dare to do business outside ““their own'' Group Area.

 Is there an election or referendum called by the local
or homeland government — let them know, or believe —
which is much the same in practice — that their actions
are noted and that if they did not vote or voted against
the winners, then their access to licences, housing and
other items of government patronage essential for their
comfort if not their survival, will be put at risk, And if they
do go to vote — let them know that their actions will be
noted by other shadowy forces which have called for boy-
cotts and solidarity and which, at war with the prevailing
structures of society, do not feel bound by any of its laws.




® s there a school boycott and protest march called — let
them know that their children will not be allowed to study
that day {or month, or year) and that they must march
when the organisers call or risk assault and burned homes.
And let them know that as a result a year's school expenses
may be lost and that their children may return home
injured by birdshot, or dead — or they may not return at
all,

Q Is there a stay away from work called — then let them
know that if they go to work (even cross the backyard of
their employer’s home from their living-in quarters to
answer the telephone) they may be noted as ‘‘scabs’* and
their lives or homes be at risk. And let them know that if
they stay at home they may lose their jobs (or at least
their pay for the day) and run the risk of a visit from a
police unit which will break in, terrorise everyone and con-
tinue on its way “in search of troublemakers.”

® Is there a funeral for somebody killed in a futile ex-
change of bottles and stones for gas and bullets with the
police (or simply killed by a random rubber bullet in his
eye or buckshot in his back) — then let them know that

if they fail to "show respect” for the dead, they could
lose their homes, and if they march with the crowd they
could be shot, detained or beaten up.



What then are the ordinary people to c!o?

Millenarian Vision

A classical solution to the problem of “damned if you do,
damned if you don't” is to seek recourse in ritual or in
millenarian fantasies, of which the Cattle Killing is the most
famous South African example. There has been some evi-
dence of this in the widespread destruction of schools over
the past decade in protest against inferior education for
blacks — apparently in the belief that new and better
schools would be built out of the ashes of the old and
wretched. In many cases new structures have appeared, and
the older generation has become sensitive to the taunts of
the younger, “You cried and got nothing, we burned and
got progress.” Grieving parents are assured that every drop
of blood shed in the struggle is watering the Freedom
Tree, and the idea has taken root that out of the present
suffering political salvation will come.

How it will come, and how much suffering must be endured
before freedom dawns with its rewards of justice, employ-
ment, education and a redistribution of wealth, is not
questioned; that it will come on the yonder side of pain

is an article of faith reinforced by each new violent out-
burst, each new personal tragedy. Those who would doubt
the force of this seemingly irrational faith need look no

further back in history than to the Iranian revolution and col-
lapse of the Shah, despite his mighty army, ruthless police
and influential American friends. Those with a longer view
may look to the foundations of Christianity, the mille-
narian cult of colonial slaves which appropriated the throne
of the divine emperor,

The Pragmatic View

For those who are less emotional, more pragmatic and, in
many cases perhaps, have more to lose in a revolution, the
best chance for survival is to be found in blowing with the
wind — obeying the immediate order backed by the threat
or reality of force. It is a short term expedient, as short as
the time that it takes for a policeman to take aim and fire,
or for a flame to consume the wooden frame of a house.
But, as one can say with chilling and literal truth, in the
long term we are all dead. From well behind the barricades
of white privilege, sustained by the arms and the men whose
excesses so appal us, it is easy to shout good advice and to
offer idealistic solutions,

What Hope?

What hope there is lies in that handful of people whose
words can still be heard across the tumult of the warring
factions, whose courage and presence compels calm and an
element of trust, however much those hell bent on con-
flict seek to undermine and destroy them. Desmond Tutu,
Molly Blackburn, a score of Black Sash ladies, a few thou-
sand unsung relationships between people who can say,
without posturing or patronising, “This is my friend,"” and
so transcend the human frailties which continually threaten
division — these are the basis of a small indomitable hope.
Old Testament scholars would call them ““the Remnant’ —
as if in some dream time they were the whole. Their hope is
that their sane words will be heard sooner rather than
later:

— that peace is not achieved by the violent suppres-
sion of the majority by the minority, nor by the
violent suppression of the minority by the ma-
jority.

— that peace is not achieved without justice, and
that as long as there is no equality before the
law; no equality of opportunity, access to edu-
cation, living space or means of making a living,
there can be no justice [

FOOTNOTES:

1. Abstract from affidavits attached to the Report on Visit to
Uitenhage compiled by Errol Moorcroft M P, and submitted as
evidence to the Kannemeyer Commission of Enquiry.

2. Idem. {Some contrary evidence was led by the counse! for the

S.A. Police, and at the time of writing the judge’s findings had
not been made known.)



