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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            NOW WHERE WAS I?

          

        

      

    

    
      PROLOGUE

      Living away from your home for a year takes its toll on you in unexpected ways, some that you do not recognize or are unable to acknowledge. Eighteen months of living as a nomad in Africa, the Middle East, the Indian subcontinent and the Far East is quite another matter.

      When I finally returned home to Canada in 1983, some of my friends did not even recognize me.

      That being said, I did not recognize Canada either—it must be culture shock.

      During my year long journey, I had fallen in love with a South African woman, whom I will call Annakie. We had met on the Ma’ayan Baruch Kibbutz in northern Galilee during my summer of love—1982.

      It was now one and half years since we had said goodbye at Ben Gurion Airport in Israel, but I was still madly in love with her.

      Naturally, we had kept in touch with weekly long-distance aerogrammes, but words did not suffice, and we longed for each other’s warm embrace.

      I needed to get to South Africa pronto.

      Getting to some place is one thing; the reason for going there is another.

      ‘Why would you want to go to South Africa?’ A question I was often asked by my friends and family.

      Why would anyone from the ‘Western’ world want to go to visit a country that was called the ‘the skunk of the Free World”?

      What could I say?

      I had been struck down by the oldest of ailments—I was in love.

      However, there were two hurdles to overcome before embarking for the African continent, and this was just the beginning of many such obstacles that would dog me throughout my upcoming trip.

      For starters, I would need a visitor visa for South Africa—not an easy visa to obtain during the apartheid era since most countries had cut off diplomatic ties with them.

      First, I needed a new Canadian passport to replace my temporary one.

      ‘Sir,’ said the passport officer at Calgary’s Immigration Canada counter, ‘Why is your present passport only good for three months?’

      ‘Because my last one was stolen in New Delhi.’ I countered.

      However, a passing female colleague momentarily distracted him.

      ‘Excuse me,’ he said. ‘How did you lose your passport again?’

      ‘I didn’t lose it. It was stolen.’ I was losing my patience.

      ‘Look here’, I said pointing to page four, under OBSERVATIONS.

      
        
        ‘THIS PASSPORT REPLACES STOLEN PASSPORT NO. CK806055 ISSUED ON 31 DEC 1979 AT OTTAWA. IT IS VALID ONLY UNTIL 21 MAY 1983 AND MAY NOT BE EXTENDED WITHOUT REFERENCE TO OTTAWA. ISSUED AT THE CANADIAN HIGH COMMISION, NEW DELHI, INDIA.’

      

      

      I reminded him. ‘Just enough time to get back to Canada.’

      To be fair, this was 1983, before the cyber age, before watermarks and scan codes cluttered up our passports, and way before 9/11, so obviously, this chap had not seen this scribbling in a passport before, and you could not blame him for being a tad suspicious.

      It was as if I had written the comment myself.

      I paid the fee and left the office but quickly had to turn around and cut back into the line-up.

      ‘What is it now?’ the officer snapped.

      ‘I need my old passport back when you are finished.’

      ‘Why?’

      I gave him a weird look, ‘Because of the visas and stamps in it.’

      I wondered if this person had ever set foot outside Canada.

      I had just travelled around the world and even know this was a newish passport, it still had a story to tell like the one I am about to tell you.⁠*
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        * * *

      

      Next on my list, a ‘visitor visa’ for the Republic of South Africa (RSA).

      Since the 1960s, South Africa had been enduring financial, political, and sports boycotts because of its Apartheid policies.

      Despite the boycotts, I still wanted to go and sought out the South African Trade Commission which was located on University Avenue in Toronto.

      It was not hard to find as there always was some noisy anti-Apartheid rally being held outside its gates. I made my way past the protesters, no doubt cursing me for entering.

      Naturally, the staff inside was ‘all-white’.

      ‘I’ll be with you just now,’ said the older official.

      I was wondering when ‘now’ would be. Was it now or later?

      Finally, he asked what my business was.

      ‘I am going to South Africa.’

      ‘Business or pleasure?’

      ‘I’m going to see my girlfriend.’

      ‘Then its pleasure,’ he said, winking at me.

      ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but there’s a slight problem.’

      ‘Is it?’

      ‘Yes, I’m thinking of flying one way from London.’

      ‘Ja, that is a problem man,’ he said. ‘You cannot enter South Africa with a one-way ticket.’

      ‘What would happen if I did?’

      ‘Ach man. They will put you back on the plane.’

      He thought it over for a few seconds, ‘Why a one-way ticket, hey?’

      ‘Well, I would like the option of travelling overland,’ I said. ‘Besides, I can always buy an onward ticket in South Africa, can’t I?’

      ‘Then in that case, you will be obliged to leave a deposit upon entering South Africa, hey.’

      ‘Oh.’ I answered, not expecting this twist of fate.

      ‘Ja, that is the condition for you entering on a one-way ticket, I’m afraid.’

      ‘And pray, how much would that be?’

      ‘Roughly 500 rand,’ he said. ‘You would need to leave that or buy an onward ticket with it.’

      I had no clue what the rand to dollar conversion was. ‘How much is that in US dollars?’

      He hummed and hawed, finally, ‘A little over $500 US.’

      ‘Crikey!’ I gasped. ‘Why so much?’

      ‘They are afraid you might want to stay in South Africa.’

      I guffawed at his ridiculous suggestion.

      As if there were great hordes of people eager to immigrate into RSA at this time.⁠*

      Truth be told, quite the opposite was true.

      When in fact, the reverse was true.

      Considering that I had only $1600 US in traveller’s cheques, I could live with leaving $500 US at the airport customs.

      I never gave it another thought. Silly me!
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        * * *

      

      I had read an article in a scholarly quarterly, which lumped South Africa in with such luminaries as Paraguay, North Korea, Iran, and Israel.

      They were all considered ‘pariah states’ because they answered to no one, they endured sanctions (political, economic and sports), and they were universally perceived as ‘evil’ regimes.

      As South African exile Peter Hain, an ardent anti-Apartheid activist, said, ‘We were the lepers of the world, the pariahs of the world.’

      South Africa was lumped in with these other ‘pariahs’ because of the ‘white’ minority’s apartheid policies against the majority ‘black’ population.

      Be that as it may, I was in love with the enemy; Annakie was an Afrikaner after all.

      She, like many of her compatriots, viewed her country as “the land of plenty”.

      Yes, apartheid was an issue, but I sure as hell was not going to be able to change that single handedly, yet I was eager to find out about it firsthand.
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        * * *

      

      Let it be said that I was not planning on retracing some famous imperial explorer’s route through uncharted territory or following in anyone’s footsteps in Africa—I was making my own footsteps.

      When I first travelled overland there in 1982, Africa had largely been terra incognita.

      Very few guidebooks were available and only those books written by earlier Victorian explorers like Livingstone, Stanley, and Burton & Speke.

      There was a new edition of Africa on a Shoestring but sometimes, as I found out, it was out of date and unreliable or worse, could get you either thrown out of a country or into jail.⁠*

      Only a few modern-day travellers had gone overland from Cape Town to Cairo, but that was a long shot, and if you weren’t part of the British Commonwealth—expensive for visas as well.⁠*

      I was hoping on this trip that if the chance presented itself that I might do Cape Town to Cairo, but that was a long shot. I might also just marry Annakie and live in South Africa. Time would tell.

      Usually, one had to fly in and out or bypass certain African countries to complete the overland route—I would attempt do it entirely on land by whatever means possible.

      This was to be the second leg of my grand African tour.

      Unfortunately, there were always tensions between countries that one had to account for.⁠*

      My first trip to Africa in 1982 began in Nairobi, in the heart of East Africa, and travelled overland to Juba in southern Sudan then followed the Nile River north through the Sudan to Cairo.⁠*

      Starting from the Republic of South Africa on this second trip would be another adventure.

      Besides Annakie, the only other South Africans I had ever encountered, even briefly, were those I had met on the kibbutz. Along with some South African Jews, I also met two English South Africans, Peter Jander, who initially introduced me to Annakie, and another chap named David Aymes-Westheim.

      In Canada, I had no actual South African friends whom I could garner information from, so in that respect, I was at a disadvantage.

      I had no idea of what I was getting myself into, nor the contradictions in a society based on segregation.

      
A FEW COMMENTS ON APARTHEID


      In the 1980s, merely mentioning the word ‘apartheid’ was enough to get you into a heated argument or fist fight in North America let alone anywhere else in the ‘free world’.

      Apartheid in Afrikaans simply means ‘apartness’.

      It was one of the planks of the platform that the National Party ran on in the “whites only” general elections of 1948 under its leader—Daniel Malan.

      It was a system of legalized discrimination, which guaranteed the minority ‘white’ population’s rule over the much larger ‘non-white’ population.

      Its sole purpose was to thwart the perceived ‘swart gevaar’ (the ‘black danger’) that the affluent white society was in fear of.

      These fears were echoed in a statement that Prime Minister Hans Strijdom uttered in the 1966 parliament, ‘Either the white man dominates, or the black man takes over.’

      This paranoia still remains in South Africa in 1984.

      Segregation, in one form or another, has existed in South Africa since colonial times, but in 1948, apartheid became an official policy.

      Racial groups were broken into ‘Black’ (African), ‘White’ (Afrikaner/English or European), ‘Indian’ (from India or Malay), and ‘Coloured’ (those of mixed origin who are called ‘Cape Coloured’).

      Oddly enough, Japanese citizens either living in or visiting the country were designated as ‘honorary whites’.⁠*

      The foundation of the apartheid policy was the Group Areas Act of 1950.

      This legitimized residential apartheid.

      It also split up families who might have had mixed blood in their past depending on if members had lighter or darker complexions.

      Up to that time, most urban areas were racially diversified.

      With the Group Areas Act, each race was told where they could and could not live.

      This act was later followed by the policy of ‘forced removals’, which uprooted three million people from their traditional homes and imprisoned many for flaunting any of these draconian rules.

      The Reservation of Separate Amenities Act (1953) ensured the separateness of society, i.e. separate beaches, hospitals, buses, drinking fountains, washrooms, schools, coffee bars, or cashiers at supermarkets.

      Just in case someone forgot, the government posted signs with ‘Net Blankes’ (‘Whites Only’) or ‘Slegs Vir Blankes’ (‘Europeans Only’) everywhere to remind you of your racial standing.

      In South Africa, the ‘blacks’ vastly outnumbered the ‘whites’, yet they had no voting rights at all. There was a constant fear amongst the ‘whites’ that should the ‘blacks’ get the vote, they would take over and ruin the country.

      Many ‘white’ South Africans would tell you to look north to Zimbabwe, Malawi, and Zambia to see what a one-party state under black rule would look like.

      Another cornerstone of Apartheid was the policy of ‘separate development’ of the homeland structure which had been introduced by President Hendrik Verwoerd in 1958.

      Considering that the ‘black’ population was growing faster than the ‘whites’ and knowing that many of the blacks would be required to work in ‘white areas’, Verwoerd came up with the clever, if not deceitful, policy of a ‘homelands system’.

      With these new ‘homelands’ outside of designated ‘white areas’, ‘blacks’ would now become citizens of their artificial ‘black homelands’ and would therefore give up their claims as citizens of the then Union of South Africa.⁠*

      The ‘blacks’ would be considered foreign migrant workers who would travel daily from their ‘homelands’ with a temporary dompass (work permits) to the ‘white’ areas.

      Over time, ten homelands were allocated according to the black ethnic groups, i.e. KwaZulu for the Zulus and KwaNDebele for the Ndebele tribes.

      Of these original ten homelands, only four became “independent”: Transkei (1976), Bophuthatswana (1977), Venda (1979) and Ciskei (1981).

      “Independent” to whom, they were recognized only by the South African government, not by the outside world.

      As a result, these ‘homelands’ became a bone of contention because the South African government would often point to the ‘successes of these “independent” homelands that had no diplomatic relations outside of RSA.⁠*

      Apartheid certainly was a nasty piece of work as I was quickly discovering.

      These despicable laws were ultimately detrimental and foolhardy to South Africa and would indeed be to any country.

      Even though the country had profited from the fruits of the ‘blacks’ mining gold, rare metals and diamonds, it was only a matter of time before the ‘white masters’ would feel the full impact of international sanctions and have to reassess their policies.

      But in 1984, that time seemed a long way off.

      Apartheid was here to stay and nothing a bleeding heart ‘westerner’ could say would change that.

      Although I had been in Africa in 1982, travelling to South Africa was akin to visiting another planet.

      The Republic of South Africa (RSA) was isolated from the rest of Africa through a barrage of political, economic, and especially sports sanctions against the apartheid regime.

      It was also at the tip of the continent which may have added to its self-imposed isolation and xenophobia.

      For many tourists and travellers, South Africa was the last place on your travel itinerary as most other countries in Africa would let you in once you had a South African stamp in your passport.⁠*

      After visiting South Africa, you would just fly home.

      Initially, I figured that I would be staying in RSA for a long time, if not forever, with my girlfriend later fiancée.

      I never thought that far ahead.

      I was blissfully unaware of what lay ahead of me.

      THE BLONDE IN THE BUCKETSHOP.

      After the long flight from Canada, I arrived in London in January. I immediately went to buy a one-way ticket to South Africa.

      I had many choices, but the ‘bucketshops’—those travel agents specializing in tickets for cheap backpackers like myself—was my first port of call.

      The weather in London was decidedly miserable, so I was just as happy to nip into the first warm shop I saw where an attractive young blonde agent greeted me.

      ‘I’ll be with you just now.’ She said with what I perceived as a non-British, English accent.

      I was not used to this phrase but would soon become rather acquainted with it on this trip.

      I was not sure exactly when she would attend to me by the phrase “just now”.

      Did it mean now or later? I found out it was the latter.

      Finally, I heard her say in a cheerful voice, ‘How may I help you?’

      I noticed she had a clipped accent—but not from England.

      I tried my luck. ‘Are you from South Africa?’

      ‘Close.’ She smiled, ‘I’m originally from Rhodesia.’

      I realized in an instant that she was a self-exile from her homeland.

      Not missing a beat, I asked, ‘Why didn’t you move to South Africa after Rhodesia?’

      ‘No,’ she sighed. ‘My family had already moved once from a beautiful country.’

      ‘So why didn’t you move to South Africa then.’

      She smiled sweetly at my naiveté.

      ‘We didn’t want to go through that ordeal again in South Africa,’ she said, ‘so we just moved straight to the UK.’

      She was an English Rhodesian, a Rhodie after all, not an Afrikaner like my girlfriend.

      Many ‘white’ Rhodesians had refused to accept Robert Mugabe and the majority ‘black rule’ in an independent Zimbabwe, so they just left.

      Many others felt the same; they just did not have the stomach for it or had had enough of Africa—they could see no future for themselves in a country they had adopted as ‘home.’

      Many of them immigrated to the UK, Australia, New Zealand or Canada.

      Many went south to the perceived safety of apartheid South Africa, but others, those who had retained their British citizenship, just returned to the UK like this young woman’s family had done.

      The Rhodesians leaving their country were referred to as “taking the gap”.

      After Zimbabwe’s independence in 1980, some other Rhodesians, who were skillful farmers, were enticed by the prospect of farming in the neighbouring countries of Mozambique, Zambia, and Malawi.⁠*

      Nevertheless, I felt sad for her and the others who have been uprooted from their homeland—the ‘white diaspora’.

      Born in Africa, these ‘whites’ know no other homeland except Africa.

      Maybe their ancestors were Huguenot, Walloon, Dutch, British or European, but after a few hundred years of living in Africa—can they not now be considered as ‘African’?

      This question bewilders me, and I am sure these are ‘white Africans’.

      It’s as if the North American First Nations were to come up and tell me and my family to go back to Ireland or England.

      What the hell would I know about such places when I had lived my whole life in Canada? I was Canadian after all.

      I suppose my blonde Rhodesian travel agent had resigned herself to the fact that RSA would eventually go the way of ‘black rule’ as had her former country, Rhodesia.

      We chatted a bit about her family, her growing up in Rhodesia, my South African girlfriend and my going back to Africa—again!

      I looked out the window at a bleak mid-winter sky and felt the dampness that was London in my bones. I felt a shiver.

      ‘My god, but how can you stand living here.’ I asked her.

      She looked up from her airline printout giving me an odd look, ‘Whatever do you mean?’

      ‘It’s dreadfully cold here,’ I added. ‘Don’t you miss the African sun?’

      She took off her glasses and gazed longingly out the window.

      She sighed, ‘I miss it every day.’

      Even if I could not understand it, I could only admire the determination of this woman’s family to willingly give up sunny southern Africa for dreary, damp London—she was welcome to it.

      Getting back to business, she asked, ‘Shall I book a return ticket to South Africa then?’

      ‘No,’ I said. ‘I just want a one-way ticket from London to South Africa.’

      She seemed puzzled by my flying plans.

      ‘Why one way?’ She queried, and then continued, ‘You know you are not allowed to enter South Africa on a single ticket.’

      ‘I know,’ I said. ‘I’ve already talked to the South African Trade Commission in Toronto about this.’

      ‘Is it?’ This seemed to catch her off guard. ‘They said it was okay?’

      ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘As long as I left a 500-rand deposit when I land at Jan Smuts Airport.’

      I was counting on what the Afrikaner guy at the Trade Commission in Toronto had told me was true.

      Consequently, I was not anticipating any complications once I landed in South Africa.

      ‘Bedsides,’ I added. ‘I have this with me—don’t leave home without it.’

      I showed her my American Express (AMEX) credit card, which guaranteed me a flight out of any country, as long as they accepted my AMEX card.

      ‘Is it,’ she said, ‘but why one way?’

      ‘Because I may want to be able to travel over land from South Africa if need be.’

      ‘Why is that?’ She said, ‘I thought you wanted to be with your girlfriend?’

      Geezuz. She had caught me out on this point.

      ‘Yes, I do, but maybe, you know, ah just in case….’ My voice trailed off.

      The truth be known, I did not know what lay ahead for me, if we could get along or if I could find a job there.

      Furthermore, we had only spent a few months together on the kibbutz in Israel and over a year had passed since I last held her.

      This was a huge life gamble on my part.

      The agent continued to urge me to get a ‘return ticket’ back to London.

      However, I told her that I had already travelled overland from Nairobi to Cairo on my previous trip and would like to try Cape Town to Cairo if the circumstance permitted.

      She looked at me as if I was crazy—why would someone, especially a white person, want to go overland through Africa?

      With a resigned and wistful tone in her voice, she said, ‘You’ve probably seen more of Africa than I’ll ever see.’

      On face value, such an odd statement, but it was true for both the Rhodies and ‘white South Africans’ who suffered the same fate.

      Truth is, I would see more of their continent than they ever had or would.

      What a pity having to leave such a beautiful continent only to live in dreary Old Blighty, but such is the life of ex-colonials.

      I was reminded of a record store owner in my hometown Banff. Where I used to buy African cassettes from him.

      “How do you know about these Africans, especially Fela Kuti?’

      ‘I have travelled to Africa a number of times and will probably go there next winter,’ I answered.

      We got to talking, and I found out he was Belgian and had spent time training young African police in the Congo and Nigeria.

      ‘Africa gets into your blood and bones, you know. I miss it.’ He said.

      The blonde travel agent tapping her pencil on her desk brought me back to the present.

      We were reaching the end of our business.

      ‘Good luck with your girlfriend.’

      ‘Yes, and thanks for your help.’

      She gave me what was a standard southern African reply: ‘Pleasure.’

      I left the shop believing that I might not see her again but felt fortunate having met someone who was familiar with Africa.

      One never knows which way the winds blow—travel makes strange bedfellows.
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        * * *

      

      The blonde in the bucketshop had sold me the cheapest flight with the Spanish carrier Iberia who flew from London via Madrid to Johannesburg or, Joburg as the South Africans called it.

      While waiting in line at the airport, my one-way ticket raised an eyebrow with the Iberian Air counter staff, a vivacious Spanish woman.

      I momentarily lost my concentration gazing at her.

      It had been nearly two years since I last held Annakie in my arms.

      ‘Sir,’ she said, breaking my reverie. ‘You only have a one-way ticket?’

      ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Is there a problem?’

      ‘Yes. You need a return ticket to get into South Africa.’

      ‘I know that,’ I said. ‘But I was told I could use a one-way.’

      ‘Who told you that?’

      ‘The South African Trade Commission in Toronto.’

      She looked dumbfounded.

      She consulted briefly with another airline official.

      I was beginning to wonder if anybody had ever heard of this RSA commission in Toronto.

      My trust in what they told me was dissolving.

      ‘But sir,’ she said, ‘I cannot board you without a return ticket.’

      I swallowed hard.

      Sweat formed on my backbone.

      I was between a rock and a hard place.

      Perhaps that Rhodesian gal back in the bucketshop was spot on.

      Maybe I should have bought a goddamn return ticket after all.

      Was this a premonition of things to come?

      I played my next card.

      Actually, my last card.

      I showed her my South African visitor visa with my picture on it and the South African Trade Commission’s stamp.

      I argued that they would not have issued me a visa in the first place if I couldn’t get into the country on a one-way air ticket.

      ‘I was also told that I can leave a 500-rand deposit at Jan Smuts Airport.’

      ‘Who said this to you?’ She barked.

      I felt like I was in the Spanish Inquisition.

      ‘That blasted South African Trade Commission in Toronto.’

      ‘I see,’ she said, but not convincingly.

      She hesitated for a long moment then finally handed me back my passport, visa and my boarding pass.

      ‘Good luck then.’

      
        
        From diary, Jan. 19: “I hope [Annakie] realizes that I have gone to a lot of trouble to see her and her country…and that I hope it won’t be a disappointment…everyone wishes me well and hopes things turn out…”

      

      

      ENTERING THE PARIAH STATE

      
        
        ‘In South Africa the worst never happens.’ (A popular saying).

      

      

      Because much of the world considered South Africa a pariah state, and the rest of Africa considered it a ‘racist state’, African airspace was denied to any airline flying into South Africa and especially where I was going—Johannesburg or Joburg/Joeys as the South Africans call it.

      As a result, we had to fly around the western part of the continent that hugged the Atlantic coast. This circuitous route made for a hellishly long 14-hour flight.

      Despite flying from the UK, by the time I arrived at Jan Smuts International Airport in Joburg, it felt like I had flown non-stop from Canada.

      My thoughts on the flight, however, were not about the in-flight entertainment package, but of the post-flight entertainment I could envision with my Annakie.

      I stumbled off the plane and all that separated me from my beloved was the South African customs and its opaque glass wall.

      I approached the customs officer with some trepidation.

      I noticed he was a no- nonsense older Afrikaner guy who bore a striking resemblance to the famous South African actor—Athol Fugard.

      I handed over my passport with my one-way Iberia ticket tucked cleverly inside.

      He scrutinized my passport for a visa which was a separate piece of paper with the South African Trade Commission’s stamp on it.

      ‘Vat is the purpose of your trip—business or pleasure.’

      ‘Pleasure.’ I answered.

      ‘Where vill you be staying?’

      ‘With my girlfriend in Johannesburg.’

      ‘Very good.’

      When he looked at my ticket, his expression changed.

      ‘Ach man, where’s your return ticket?’

      ‘I don’t have one.’

      Sweat was beginning to form on my back, again.

      ‘Why not?’

      ‘I was told by your trade commission in Toronto, that I could leave a deposit here at the airport instead.’ I continued.

      ‘Is it?’ He said which caught me off guard.

      ‘Is what?’ I replied somewhat scurrilously.

      Then I remembered that this was one of those quaint Afrikaans expressions I first heard from the blonde at the bucketshop.

      ‘Aha. Yes, you can do that.’

      ‘Whew!’ That was a load off my mind.

      ‘But,’ he continued cheerfully, ‘you vill have to leave a deposit of 1,200 South African rand then.’

      Now the jet lag kicked in and suddenly I felt quite out of it.

      Crikey, I thought. My mind was spinning with numbers as I tried to calculate this amount because at the time the South African rand was stronger than the US dollar.

      ‘Christ! That’s over $1,200 US dollars!’

      ‘Jah maneer!’ He said gleefully, ‘That is right, hey.’

      ‘But your trade commission in Toronto specifically told me that I would only need to deposit 500 rand, not 1,200 rand.’ I was indignant.

      ‘Vat the hell do they know?’ was his reply.

      ‘Geezuz.’ I stammered, ‘It’s your trade commission for god’s sakes!’

      ‘Look here my china,’ he said. ‘Either you pay that amount or you vill be put back on this Iberia flight at your own expense, hey.’

      I hummed and hawed.

      This was not the option I was expecting; getting through customs was already taking too long.

      I was the last passenger off the plane and the last one in the customs hall.

      My MEC backpack was the only unclaimed piece of luggage on the baggage carousel.

      I knew Annakie was mere meters from me, on the other side of the frosted glass partition.

      I could not imagine what was going through her mind.

      Finally, I made a decision.

      ‘Do you accept travellers’ cheques?’ I said.

      What else could I do? I had no more cards to play. It was time to pay up.

      ‘Ja, why not?’

      He directed me to the FOREX where I signed over travellers’ cheques to the tune of 1,200 South African rand as a deposit which I would retrieve once I had proved I was actually leaving RSA.

      
        
        From diary, Jan. 19: “all the time I didn’t think Annakie would be waiting for me and that didn’t help…so I had my money changed leaving me with squat really…. then I found out it will be more difficult to get money sent to the border, so I should leave via the airport…”

      

      

      With the deposit receipt in hand, I went back to show him.

      He was just about to stamp my passport for entry.

      ‘Don’t do that, I said.

      ‘Vy not?’

      ‘I have a separate piece of paper for the visa,’ I said showing it to him again.

      ‘Vat’s the difference?’ he asked.

      I didn’t bother telling him that if there was a big fat South African stamp in my otherwise virgin Canadian passport, the problems I would face later would have led to disastrous results.

      Finally, he reluctantly stamped the separate piece of paper with the visa on it.

      I carefully stuck it inside my passport for the time being.

      As I headed for the exit door to my Annakie, what struck me as odd was the fact that the custom’s officer had not check how much money I still had left to support myself in South Africa.

      The truth be told, I only had a few hundred dollars left—probably not enough to survive on.

    

    
      
        
        

        
          
* I eventually got my old passport back and just got it renewed for another five years.

          

          
* Unless of course you were Elon Musk’s father.

          

          
* Out of date was in Khartoum, Sudan with a recommended hotel having burnt down and secondly, on account of the author slagging President Kamuzu Banda in the book could get you thrown in jail.

          

          
* Noted travel writer, Paul Theroux, did eventually travel the length of Africa: from Cairo to Cape town, but that was in 2001.

          

          
* In 1982, there was a border dispute between Kenya and Tanzania and because of dictator Mengistu and his murderous Derg group, Ethiopia was “off limits” to most overland travellers.

          

          
* You can follow this trip in my first book—Overland to Cairo by Any Means.

          

          
* On a later trip in 1986, I travelled on a ‘whites only’ bus with a black guy from Tucson who was considered as an “honorary white”.

          

          
* The Union officially became the Republic of South Africa in 1961, and they were subsequently kicked out of the British Commonwealth.

          

          
* The casino and Las Vegas style resort of Sun City in Bophuthatswana, became a cause célèbres as many international artists and entertainers boycotted the resort while others flouted the boycott and performed there despite the acrimony of fellow artists. Many American and British artists wrote the “Sun City”: video/LP.

          

          
* Malawi and Zaire were the exceptions.

          

          
* As in the case of noted Rhodesian/Zimbabwean author Alexandra Fuller’s parents who moved around Zimbabwe then to Malawi and finally settled in Zambia.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            THE APARTHEID STATE

          

        

      

    

    
      IN THE WARM EMBRACE OF SOUTH AFRICA

      ‘Pops,’ Annakie murmured, wrapping her arms around me. She called me ‘Pops’.

      She gave me a rough German peck that soothed my parched lips.

      It did seem like an eternity since I had last held her.

      I missed her firm grip, her curvaceous body, and her hot Afrikaner kiss.

      Writing about how much you love someone in an aerogramme just does not cut it— the opposite in fact.

      I held onto her as if I would never let her go again.

      Gazing into her blue steel eyes ignited emotions that had been dormant during my eighteen-month hiatus since I last saw her.

      It’s amazing how easily one can get aroused.

      Wow—this was the intimacy I had been craving.

      Eventually I caught my breath.

      ‘What took you so long?’ she asked.

      ‘I didn’t have a return ticket to the UK,’ I said, ‘so I had to leave a deposit.’

      ‘How much?’

      ‘Twelve hundred rand!’

      ‘TWELVE HUNDRED!’ she gasped, luckily no one was left in the baggage check.

      ‘Yah,’ I said. ‘Can you believe it?’

      ‘For PETE’S sake!’ She screamed and not the last time I would hear that either.

      So, there I was, in the world’s most hated republic, in the arms of my most loved Annakie after a long, lonely hiatus.

      I did not bother telling her I only had a measly $300 US in traveller’s cheques left to my name.

      I came here with the intent to marry her, but I was not sure if she could handle me.

      Now it looked like I would be at her mercy, which at the time did not seem to be such a big deal.

      Nevertheless, maybe for the first time, I wondered if indeed I could actually live in an apartheid society.

      More to the point, I was not sure how I would handle it. Time would tell.

      ‘Luckily, I am staying with you,’ I said as we broke our embrace. ‘I don’t have much money left now.’

      ‘So much for Afrikaner hospitality,’ she muttered. This was not the only time I would hear this expression either.

      We walked hand in hand to the parking lot.

      I had expected that she would be driving an old clunker but was pleasantly surprised when we walked to her funky-looking vintage, 1970 Citroen sedan with a V8 Maserati engine under the hood no less.

      Still groggy from the long flight, and needing a shower, all I wanted was to be alone with Annakie.

      Get back to where we had left off from our romantic time in Israel in 1982.

      ‘Pops,’ she said, breaking my thoughts. ‘We are late for a party.’

      ‘What party?’ I said. ‘I thought we’d go home and, you know.’ I winked and pulled her towards me for another kiss.

      ‘You just settle down until after the party.’ She winked at me. ‘All you want to do is vry.’

      ‘Fry what?’ I said.

      ‘Vry. It’s Afrikaans. You know what it means?’

      I shrugged, I hadn’t a clue.

      She smiled at my naiveté. ‘It means to fool around.’

      ‘Like nookie?’

      ‘Nooken in the kooken.’ She said with a laugh.

      Truth be told, I was not in the mood to share her with anyone.

      We kissed again. This time deeply.

      Finally, she started her car and sped off before things got out of hand.
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        * * *

      

      Her Citroen roared out of the airport. January’s fresh air rushing through the open windows invigorated me as we sped down the jacaranda-lined boulevards.

      The radio was playing Township Jive, a type of laid-back South African jazz.

      The music seemed to complement our mood.

      The breeze ruffled Annakie’s long flaxen hair as we drove in the balmy afternoon sun.

      My emotions had cooled from two lonely Canadian winters but now, holding hands with Annakie as she drove, they came flooding back—it was, as the South Africans would say, ‘magic’.

      At last, a beautiful smiling blonde beside me, a welcoming party ahead of me, and a bottle of fine South African wine she had brought—life was good!

      As was the custom on weekends in Joburg, we had been invited to an afternoon party at a friend’s gated mansion in the suburbs.

      Unlike pool parties in North America where everyone dresses in pool attire, this one was full of well-heeled Afrikaner men in crisply ironed white linen suits, accompanied by their equally well-dressed female companions.

      As I was to find out, they were the elite; the Afrikaner elite; the white elite no less.

      In their presence, after 16 hours of travel, I looked like someone who had stumbled in from a shebeen (a drinking place for the blacks in the townships).

      Couples were standing, talking in hushed tones whilst others had carefully posed themselves on their faux ivory chaises lounges at poolside.

      I was knackered from the long flight.

      I flopped myself down on one of the poolside divans. It was certainly a posh joint to say the least with an equally posh crowd.

      One thing that soon caught my attention were the African manservants who were dressed immaculately in white tuxedos and white gloves.

      They were at our beckon call, hovering unobtrusively around the Afrikaners.

      I had never been waited upon like this.

      At the open bar, I tried to pour myself some wine but was gently reminded by the African Matre’d to cease and desist.

      He instructed one of his white-clad African subalterns to pour me a glass of South African red.

      For the first time, I felt a tad uncomfortable in my skin.

      I suspected that I had overstepped some boundary invisible to me, but not to others.

      I think the African servants saw me as no different from the Afrikaners with their sensibilities.

      How would the Africans servants know I was different, a Canadian no less?

      I looked just like any of the other entitled ‘whites’ at the party except for my shabby attire.

      This was one of the realities of apartheid that I would have to embrace, that being perceived as a ‘white’ South African.

      Such was life for a ‘white person’ in apartheid South Africa.

      In Canada, I was slightly above the poverty line in the pecking order; whereas here I was somewhere near the top—not because of my financial standing or family status, but merely because my skin was white.

      Like a sharp slap in the face, I suddenly realized that I was in a completely foreign society, one with different rules which would take some—maybe a lot of—adjustment.

      No matter how much I had read beforehand on apartheid in South Africa—nothing had prepared me for this stark reality in my first two hours.

      Naturally, I was introduced as Annakie’s boyfriend from Canada, but the Afrikaners’ names confused me. The men’s names seem limited to Koos, Kobus, or Hansie; the women’s names were Anna, Annakie, Ina, or Innakie.

      I was amazed at how her friends switched so easily and fluently from English to Afrikaans, sometimes in mid-sentence, without missing a beat.

      They changed into English when they realized I had not caught what they had said in Afrikaans.

      I thought this was considerate of them.

      Annakie stayed close by, squeezing my hand as a form of reassurance that I was at her side back in Africa.

      I had arrived but to what?
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        * * *

      

      On reflection, staying in Joburg obviously was going to take some getting used to.

      It occurred to me that it might be easier acclimatizing to the altitude (5,750 feet) than adjusting to the attitude and complexities of apartheid.

      It was much more perverse, twisted, subtle, and subversive than I had expected.

      Not having grown up in such a ‘culture of entitlement’ meant that I had to confront my own personal core beliefs which South Africa, from time to time, was challenging.

      I grew up in the East End of Toronto proper in an area called “The Beaches”.

      In the 1950s and 1960s, anything west of Lee Avenue on over to Woodbine Avenue, north and south of the tracks, was considered as ‘working class’ Canada.

      The area transitioned into an affluent area during the 1970s and then the housing market took off. Now homes in “The Beaches” are much sought after, if not outrageously over-priced.

      Back then, no one owned fancy cars, and there was usually only one car per family.

      I grew up in a semi-detached brick house with house chores to complete, and the only money I ever got was from cutting my neighbour’s lawns, shoveling snow for elderly people, and delivering newspapers through sleet and snow.

      Our neighbourhood swelled with immigrant families: Canada is, after all, a nation of immigrants after all. Our neighbours could be German, Dutch, Italian, Greek, Yugoslavian, Jewish, Macedonian, Egyptian, Scottish or Irish.

      Toronto was the ‘land of opportunity’ and during the construction boom years of the 1960s, Metro Toronto expanded with the help of those from our East Coast: the Bluenosers from Nova Scotia, and the Newfies from Newfoundland.

      There were a few black families on neighbouring streets, and on our street, a mixed family who had adopted a black child.

      As long as you cheered for the Toronto teams, especially the Argos and the Maple Leafs, no one cared where you came from.

      Canada was not a perfect place, but at least we gave the impression that we could get along with anyone regardless of race, religion, creed or colour.

      It was all part of growing up in the great Canadian mosaic.

      South Africa, on the other hand, was on another planet as far as I was concerned, and maybe, as far as anyone living outside the racist republic was concerned.

      I know I caught a lot of flak for wanting to visit here in the first place, what with all the economic and sports sanctions, but I thought I needed to see South Africa on my own terms, and not those imposed by someone else who may or may not have ever stepped foot inside this country.

      WE'RE NO ANGELS

      One subject that often arose during conversations with Afrikaners was that Canada and America were no angels—we also had skeletons in our own closets.

      Both English and Afrikaner South Africans constantly reminded me of Canada’s own shortcomings in the form of our relationship with Quebec, and even more so with our own indigenous Native Canadians.

      The Afrikaners would ask—how could any North American pronounce moral judgment on South Africa?

      Had we Canadians not committed our own form of racism against our aboriginal brothers?

      This contradiction was highlighted in a 1977 phone interview between Canadian Broadcasting Company’s (CBC) Barbara Frum, host of the As It Happens radio programme, and the then South African Foreign Minister “Pik” Relouf Botha who told Ms. Frum:

      ‘All we are asking is a little place on god’s earth, where we can all survive and live. If we cannot do that or survive, if that is denied to us, then why should we [South Africa] try to please the whole world?’

      Frum argued: ‘But Mr. Botha, your notions of equality are not shared by the rest of the world. In creating homelands, on small pieces of land, the worst pieces of land.’

      ‘That’s not true,’ said Botha, ‘It’s not the worst pieces of land.’

      Frum countered: Are the numbers wrong Mr. Botha? Thirteen percent of the land set aside for seventy percent of the people? Are those numbers wrong?’

      ‘A lot of black territories already have become independent,’ Botha replied. ‘Of course, naturally what would be left is actually for the whites which then in proportion [would] be larger. What kind of reasoning is this? We have not stolen land from anyone. We have not taken land from anyone—far less than the Canadians have taken lands from their indigenous people. What kind of morality is this?’

      Frum conceded his painful point. ‘Mr. Botha, on this point, you are absolutely right! I don’t think that any honest Canadian can argue with you on that point. You try to rationalize it whereas we just feel guilty. You try to make it right whereas we know it’s wrong and try to cover up.’⁠*

      Regardless of your religious, moral or political position on apartheid, clearly the ruling minority of white South Africans did not want to be told how to run their country, especially by any uppity liberal, hippie Canadian with a full beard.

      FACE TO FACE WITH APARTHEID

      Annakie had rented a room in Westdene, one of Joburg’s posh ‘whites only’ suburbs.

      Her landlady, I will call her Dina, also worked at South African Broadcasting Corporation (SABC) where Annakie was an Afrikaans news presenter.

      A well-connected Afrikaner of Huguenot descent, Dina was in her 30s, statuesque, beautiful, and a chain-smoker who enjoyed her sundowners.

      Her enormous two-bedroom bungalow was set in an oversized lot.

      You could easily have fitted a good-sized swimming pool in here and have lots of lawn left.

      It was to here that Annakie took me after the party.

      It could be said that Westdene was an example of the bitter fruit sown by Prime Minister Hendrik F. Verwoerd (1958-1966), the ‘Father of Apartheid’.

      Although long gone, his ghost still haunted these tidy white suburban streets.

      This gated and guarded community was one of the aims of his apartheid policies, ‘the policy of good neighbourliness’, as he called it.

      

      ‘Our policy [Verwoerd said in a speech] is one which is called by an Afrikaans word, ‘apartheid’, and I’m afraid that has been misunderstood so often it could just as easily and perhaps much better be described as a policy of good neighbourliness. Accepting that there are differences between people and while these differences exist, and you have to acknowledge them, at the same time, you can live together, aid one another but that can best be done when you act as good neighbours always do (sic).’

      I saw little evidence of Verwoerd’s ‘good neighbourliness’ in Westdene.

      Most homes resembled mini fortresses: security cameras were mounted on the top of high cement walls that were embedded with broken glass and razor wire.

      Behind wrought iron gates stood silent uniformed African guards, armed with a menacing knobkerrie and restraining gnashing Doberman guard dogs on leashes.

      The dogs would bark and froth at the mouth at any African or ‘dark’ person who walked by.

      Of course, the dogs always growled and barked at me because I had a full beard and looked somewhat swarthy—that is until the white owner or the guard apologized for their canine brute’s behaviour.

      However, there was one house where a Doberman did not bark at me.

      The owner saw me walking by and I watched in horror as he let the beast out.

      I do not particularly like dogs, especially guard dogs.

      What was this Afrikaner thinking—that I was an interloper to be chased off?

      How could he?

      I just about soiled myself.

      Unlike an attacking dog, this Doberman just wanted to be friendly. He only wanted to be patted.

      I suppose the owners had not trained him to be a guard dog. He just happily followed me about and over time, we became—improbably—friends.

      Perhaps this was an example of Verwoerd’s ‘good neighbourliness’.

      The dog often accompanied me to the local Afrikaner-run convenience store.

      The sight of me with my unkempt hair and scruffy beard accompanied by a guard dog was enough to frighten anyone, especially the African maids who were shopping there.

      After their initial shock they realized neither the dog nor I posed any threat to them. This sort of bemused me and this was one of my lighter moments whilst in Joburg, and a break from the daily oppression.

      THE BOMBSHELL

      After just a few days, Annakie dropped a bombshell.

      ‘Pops,’ she said. ‘I’m leaving for the UK.’

      ‘What?’ I said, ‘but I just got here for god’s sakes.’

      Softening the blow, she added, ‘But I’m not leaving till March.’

      ‘Why are you going?’

      ‘I need to help some ‘baby Christians’ there.’

      ‘What ‘baby Christians’?’

      She used the term ‘baby Christians’ like herself, to describe those who were recent ‘born-again’ Christians.

      ‘What about me here?’ I said, ‘What about my needs?’

      ‘My friends said they would find you a job.’

      ‘I didn’t come here to find a job,’ I said. ‘What about your job at SABC?’

      ‘I’ve given my three-month notice.’

      ‘But I came all the way here to see you.’

      ‘I’m sorry Pops,’ she said reluctantly, ‘I should have told you about this change in plans.’

      ‘Yah, you sure as hell should have.’

      
        
        From diary, Jan. 24: “I’m starting to wonder what the hell I am doing here…what really do I want….I don’t want to sit around for 5 weeks as I would surely go crazy—and then Annakie is talking about going to England—maybe I should go overland…”
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        * * *

      

      I was devastated. My world was crumbling around me.

      My dreams of living with her, proposing marriage to her, establishing myself in South Africa were suddenly coming apart at the seams.

      I was still trying to get my head around apartheid and now this.

      What the hell had I got myself into and, more importantly, how the hell was I going to get out of it?

      Her immediate plans were to help her ‘friends’ in the UK, then after that head back to our old kibbutz in Israel where we had first met in 1982.

      During our own ‘separateness’, she had become a ‘born-again’ Christian.

      I did not know and still do not understand why she did not tell me of her plans before I came to RSA.

      Most Afrikaners belonged to the ultra-conservative Dutch Reformed Church which supported apartheid through its religious messages such as the Afrikaners were God’s chosen people, and the Africans were lesser or subservient.

      However, Annakie had chosen a different path now.

      Nothing wrong with that, but it would have given me a better head’s up as to her life plan as I was not sure I was a part of that plan anymore.

      It was all too much for me—dealing with the hypocrisy of apartheid, then to discover the women whom I wanted to marry had become ‘holier than thou’.

      I use that expression as that was what some of her own family members were now calling her.

      I suppose some of them were wondering what had happened to their sister, but I felt it was not my place to ask them.

      I was trying to figure out on my own what had happened to my girlfriend.

      I still had to come to grips with where Annakie was coming from and more importantly—where was she going?

      It is not easy being madly in love and then finding out that the person you knew and loved had changed during our separation.

      
        
        From diary, Jan. 24: “I had big plans, but I guess they won’t turn out after all…. what can I say…. Annakie knows what she wants; I know what I want but the rift is too wide in between…”

      

      

      At any rate, I realized my original plan of emigrating to RSA was now in jeopardy, especially as Annakie was leaving in two months.

      ‘Why don’t you stay here till I get back?’ She said nonchalantly.

      ‘How long will that be?’

      She avoided my question, ‘You can find a job.’

      ‘I’m not looking for a job.’

      ‘You can use my car,’ she said, ‘Why not travel around South Africa?’

      ‘And do what, pray?’

      ‘You can visit Peter in Cape Town.’

      It was a tempting offer.

      ‘But I hardly have any money remember?’ I said. ‘I’d still have to pay for food, gas…etc. Besides, where would I stay?’

      I could visit Peter but could not stay there indefinitely.

      Kobus and others would offer me their cottages on the coast, but I was already freeloading at Enid’s place.

      My concerns fell on deaf ears, and she tried to convince me to wait in South Africa until she returned at some indeterminate time in the future.

      How would I live?

      What would I do?

      My mind swirled with unanswered questions.

      Although I had 1,200 rand on deposit at the airport, whereas, in my pocket, I had only a couple of hundred dollars.

      If I’d had a return ticket to the UK, I might have gone with her, but I would still be faced with where would I live, and besides, what the hell would I do in London?

      A one-way ticket back to London was out of the question—it would be outrageously expensive.

      Maybe I should have done what the blonde travel agent had suggested in the first place and buy a return ticket.

      I was in a right pickle with no answer.

      I was still madly in love, but with my love was about to depart.

      Nevertheless, I still loved being with Annakie despite our separation which had obviously taken its toll on us.

      As can be imagined, I was mentally and physically upset by the change in our relationship, but I was willing to try and understand it.

      Annakie was still the beautiful, blonde vixen that I had fallen madly in love with at the kibbutz.

      We still had romantic interludes, dampened somewhat by the fact that we were always in a friend’s place, needing to follow their house rules.

      There was still a couple of months for me to try and convince her to stay.

      As well, I started to feel uncomfortable around her ‘born-again’ friends as I did not share their ecstasy or enlightenment.

      She seemed to prefer their company to her old Afrikaner friends.

      In fact, she was distancing herself from them, her family and now from me too.

      My overwhelming sensation was that I now felt that I had been betrayed.

      A FRAMED DOLLAR

      Annakie tried her best to familiarize me with the finer aspects of Afrikaner history.

      We took a day trip to Pretoria, the capital of RSA, the Union Buildings, and to visit some of her ‘born-again’ friends.

      Pretoria was named after the famous Voortrekker, Andries Pretorius, who rallied the small group of voortrekkers (pioneers) to defeat twenty times as many Zulu warriors in the gory Battle of Blood River on December 16th in 1838.

      His son, Marthinus Pretorius, founded the city in 1855, naming it after his father.

      We drove to an older suburb to the modest home of a ‘baby Christian’ friend.

      Upon entering the house, I was struck by a framed $1 US bill in a cheap frame on the wall in the hallway.

      They say a picture is worth a thousand words, but this picture was worth only one dollar.

      After our initial introductions I had to ask the question:

      ‘Why have you framed a one-dollar bill?’

      ‘Ja,’ he said. ‘There is a story behind that.’

      ‘The frame is probably worth more than the money.’ He said laughing. ‘That’s the price I got for my farm in Malawi.’

      ‘Only a dollar?’ I asked.

      ‘Ja,’ he said sadly. ‘That’s all the beggar could offer me.’

      I did not think this guy was a South African by birth and maybe he was one of the rarest of ‘white Africans’—a ‘white’ Malawian.

      He proceeded to tell me his story of woe about owning a huge estate where he had been growing coffee and tea.

      He complained that Malawi’s President for Life, Dr. Kamuzu Banda, had made it impossible for ‘foreigners’ to make a go of it in the post-independent Malawi, formerly the British Protectorate of Nyasaland.

      Trying to break the chains of the colonial past, one of the first things that President Banda did was to make life difficult for the many Indian traders in Malawi who essentially controlled its commerce.

      Banda wanted to turn the Indian businesses and money over to African hands.

      After successfully ousting them, Banda turned his attention to the ‘white colonials’ who controlled most of the arable land, soon making it untenable for the ‘whites’ to stay on and they too left, with many going to apartheid South Africa⁠*

      Annakie’s friend was forced to sell his estate, but only to a Malawian.

      Unless they had made some money in the coal mines of South Africa, these poor Africans in Malawi had nothing to offer even so they would not have been able to afford what this man’s estate was really worth.

      ‘Of course, it was worth more, but the poor beggar had nothing.’

      ‘That’s so sad,’ said one of the other Afrikaner friends.

      ‘Besides, I was forced to leave the country.’ He said as his voice trailed off.

      ‘Why the dollar then?’ I was intrigued.

      ‘Ja man, he had nothing’ he said resignedly. ‘So, I just asked him for one dollar, hey.’

      ‘Only one dollar, for your farm?’

      ‘It was a joke,’ he said. ‘A sad joke, hey?’

      Something the blonde Rhodesian gal in the London bucketshop had told me came to mind: ‘We’d all already left one of the most beautiful places on earth.’

      This sentiment regarding ‘black rule’ in parts of formerly ‘white’ Africa was a common thread that would resurface throughout my trip.

      ‘Black rule’ is neither evil nor bad.

      It was just the realpolitik, part of the changes that had swept across Africa.

      In 1960, British Prime Minister Harold Macmillan had cottoned onto this in his famous “wind of change” speech in South Africa, the speech that started the process of decolonization of British possessions in Africa:

      ‘The wind of change [Macmillan said] is blowing through this continent. Whether we like it or not, this growth of national consciousness is a political fact.’

      The ‘whites’ who had lived in Britain’s former colonies in British East Africa—the Protectorate of Kenya, Uganda, the Protectorate of Tanganyika & Zanzibar (Tanzania), or Southern Rhodesia (Zimbabwe), Nyasaland (Malawi), and Northern Rhodesia (Zambia)—were more to be pitied than blamed, especially those who were forced to emigrate to a foreign land.

      The reality was that many ‘whites’ had to move with only those possessions they could carry on their back.

      I had heard many stories about these traumatic experiences.

      In Mozambique, for example, many Portuguese families, who had stuffed all their possessions that they could into a Mercedes, fled to the nearest Rhodesian or South African border, only to be told by the Mozambican guards that they could only take what they could carry by hand. Their cars and everything inside were abandoned at the border.

      Fearing the worst of ‘black rule’ in Zimbabwe before independence in 1979, rich ‘white’ Rhodesians decided to cut and run to South Africa or, as they called it, ‘taking the gap’.

      Many exchanged their hard currency into gold, then melted that to form car bumpers coated with chrome paint, by this means hoping to smuggle their treasure past unsuspecting African border guards.

      It worked at first, but eventually the Zimbabwe guards caught on to this and confiscated their cars.

      Africa was definitely a complex place.

      The ‘white colonials’ had been masters in this land, but now with Africans taking control with majority rule, there was some form of payback.

      Many of these displaced colonials were referred to as “when we” as in ‘Oh, when we were in Kenya’.

      This was a common expression used amongst the former British colonials who left Africa.

      And I was beginning to wonder if I stayed in South Africa would I end up, down the road, with a story of woe like this guy in Pretoria, or like the blonde travel agent in the bucketshop in London.

      Moreover, would I become a “when we”?

      BUYING WINE

      It was a balmy morning when Annakie and I decided to go to a nearby park for a picnic breakfast.

      It was a morning braai (BBQ) so we decided to have some wine with our meaty repast of boerewors (Boer sausage) and lamb chops.

      I knew there was a wine store in the vicinity, so off I went to get some.

      This was a new thing for me as I had not been to a drankwinkel (liquour store) before and definitely not at nine am.

      I entered the shop to find an African already talking with the Afrikaner shopkeeper.

      I did not think anything of it; I just wanted some wine.

      The African man gave me a weird look and suddenly unprovoked, the shopkeeper started yelling at me in Afrikaans.

      I had no idea what he was yelling about.

      Perhaps he thought I was a drunk South African.

      ‘What the hell’s the matter?’ I yelled.

      ‘Ach suus man,’ he said, continuing in English, ‘This is the ‘Black’s Only’ entrance’.

      I looked around, there was only the one African man standing there.

      ‘I just want to buy a goddamn bottle of wine for Christ sakes.’

      ‘Doesn’t matter man,’ he said, pointing to another doorway. ‘Go in the other door.’

      ‘What difference does it make which door I enter?’

      It was just 9:00 am, on a slow morning and this guy was giving me stick and telling me where my place as a ‘white’ was in his store. ‘I’m here!’

      ‘Hoet fer dammem, man!’ He yelled, “use the other door, you puss.’

      If I didn’t go out the door and enter where I was supposed to by law, then he would not serve me.

      I walked back out and around the corner and in through the ‘Net blankies’ (‘Whites only’) door.

      ‘What’s the bloody difference whether I’m here or there?’ I said pointing to where I had just stood not more than two feet away only moments ago.

      He swore again at me under his breath. I swore at him, but not under my breath.

      After all that, I still bought the wine, but my taste for it had gone off.

      The African guy must have thought I was a real nutcase.

      I guess this is just another part of one of the ‘new realities’ in RSA that I had to get accustomed too.

      It would take some time—maybe an eternity!

      RIDING THE BUS

      Part of my daily routine was to drive Annakie to work at SABC downtown then return to Westdene, but today she dropped me off as I wanted to do some shopping.

      Later, I would need to catch a bus back home.

      Because Annakie never took the bus to work, she didn’t have a clue of which bus I should take home. I was on my own, so I stopped an older Afrikaner guy on the street to get some direction.

      ‘Ja maneer,’ I said, trying to sound polite in Afrikaans.

      ‘Ja man,’ he said.

      ‘Which bus do I take to Westdene?’

      I guess he realized from my accent that I was not from RSA.

      ‘Ach now listen here, my China,’ he said. ‘You need to take bus 34 from this stop.’

      ‘My China’ was an expression I had first heard on Ma’ayan Baruch kibbutz back in 1982 from my South African friend Peter Jander who told me that Afrikaners commonly used the phrase in conversation.

      It was funny to actually hear someone use it in conversation, but I was in South Africa after all.

      Also, I had to make sure that I knew my place on the bus.

      Apartheid ensured that I sat at the front of the bus and not at the back where the blacks were designated.

      APARTHEID AND FREEDOM OF THE PRESS

      Even though in 1984, I considered myself as knowledgeable about Nelson Mandela, who was still behind bars, this was still a touchy topic to talk about in apartheid South Africa—you were almost guaranteed no audience amongst the ‘whites’ who viewed him simply as a ‘terrorist’.

      This is one of the reasons why venturing to South Africa in the first place was such a politically charged issue for someone of my egalitarian upbringing.

      How could someone who sympathized with the ‘Africans’ and (hopefully) the release of Mandela, go to such a hated place as the RSA in the first place?

      Was I setting myself up to be labelled as a ‘racist’ or as a ‘commie’ sympathizer?

      What would I gain from such a visit?

      Mandela’s name was never mentioned in any of the newspapers or broadcast media in RSA—he was worse than a bête noire.

      Africans never saw his words in print, never saw his picture, nor saw his caricature ever drawn, just a blank space—it was as if he was a ‘ghost’.

      We all knew he was in jail, but that subject could never be broached publicly because of security concerns.

      I do not know why the ‘whites’ were so afraid of showing his likeness. Perhaps, the state-run media were afraid of the ‘munts’ getting revolutionary ideas from seeing Mandela’s likeness.

      Maybe they thought that the so-called ‘liberal whites’ would be encouraged by his pictures.

      Perhaps the media and the apartheid government thought that showing Mandela’s picture would be a sign of weakness or caving in to ‘black’ sympathies.

      I just thought it was another aggressive form of repression.

      It completely flummoxed me!
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        * * *

      

      While I was in Joburg, a local paper printed an article about acclaimed British film director, Richard Attenborough, who was researching his upcoming film on the deceased ‘Black Consciousness Movement’ leader and anti-Apartheid activist Steven Biko.

      Biko had died under mysterious if not spurious claims while in police custody in 1977.

      The RSA government and its media did not want anyone, especially an outsider, to elevate Biko as a martyr.

      Attenborough completed his research for the movie in South Africa but would film Biko’s sad story in neighbouring Zimbabwe.

      The paper’s story and accompanying editorials bitterly condemned Attenborough’s attempts at making a movie about Biko’s brutal incarceration and controversial death.

      It was the first time a big name ‘western’ director had taken a stab at the racist regime to portray apartheid’s ugly face.⁠*

      Moreover, to bring up the topic of ‘black consciousness’ in conversation, was a guaranteed trip to prison or something equally sinister from the security police.

      When you live in a police state, eventually you become accustomed to keeping your mouth shut. Sadly, it’s normal.

      During repressive times, repressed people can get used to almost anything.

      Many of the ‘whites’ in RSA either pretended not to know what was going on with the police brutality or just turned a blind eye; some were oblivious to what was actually happening to their black brethren in desperate townships, shantytowns, or in police custody.

      In newspapers, the censors would black out huge swaths of stories, in particular the Weekly Mail.

      As a result, it made for useless reading, especially when most of the text was missing.

      Later in Harare, I bought some postcards showing examples of the deleted text.

      Usually the newspaper’s headline proclaimed: ‘We are not allowed to comment or write on the following matter’.

      The offending article could be nothing more than a meeting with P.W. Botha and his cabinet, something about Mandela or the African National Congress (ANC), but it was hard to tell why it was censored in the first place.

      What or who was Botha’s government afraid of—the truth?

      “RUGBY IS JUST A SPORT.”

      I first heard this comment from one of Annakie’s Afrikaner friends whom I briefly stayed with in Joburg while she went to see her ‘baby’ born-agains.

      Conversation naturally got around to sports as Koos, like all South African men, was keen on sports.

      South Africans considered themselves as ‘superhuman’ and arguably, at that time, were the world’s best at rugby and cricket.

      The problem was—no one could play against South African teams because of the sports sanctions.

      These sanctions were in part due to the apartheid law on Reservation of Separate Amenities Act of 1953, and because ‘blacks’ were not allowed on their teams.

      ‘Whites’ played ‘whites’ in all sports, ‘coloureds’ played ‘coloureds’ in some sports, Indians played Indians in cricket and ‘blacks’ were not allowed to play sports.

      According to the late South African anti-Apartheid activist Dennis Brutus, ‘We had to have apartheid in sports; otherwise, it would undermine our way of life.’

      South Africa had been banned from the Olympics since the 1964 Summer Olympics in Tokyo.

      Thirteen years later, the Gleneagles Agreement of 1977 banned South Africa from any international rugby matches.

      Nevertheless, this ban was broken by the following national rugby squads who played in RSA: France in 1980, followed by Ireland in 1981, England in 1984, and a South Africa tour of New Zealand in 1981 which caused a riot with crowds taking over the pitch.

      Most teams did not venture into RSA.

      As a result of these sport boycotts, South Africa was on its own.

      Economic sanctions were bad enough, but what irked them the most were the sports sanctions—‘Rugby is just a sport,’ I would often hear them say.

      It must have been doubly hard for the ‘white’ male ego in RSA as they always proclaimed that they were the best at cricket and rugby, but in a way, rugby in RSA was different—it was more like a religion.⁠*

      MUSIC AND APARTHEID

      The Soweto Uprising in 1976 was one of the turning points in the fight against apartheid, and it was not fomented by either the banned African National Congress (ANC) or the Pan African Congress (PAC).

      The African students were sent home from school with a letter stating—"No more Xhosa, Sotho, no more Zulu” to be used in school by students.

      The student body reacted with a simple protest against the imposition of the oppressor’s language, Afrikaans, as the language of instruction in the African’s schools of Soweto.

      Initially, there were a few students and schoolchildren who took to the streets to protest the decision but then it gathered strength and lasted for two days—June 16-18.

      The protest swelled in numbers to 20,000 students.

      Not only did the children protest, but they also were victims of volleys of live rounds fired at them by the South African Police (SAP).

      According to some reports there were only 176 fatalities, but others say there were as many as 700 fatalities including a famous photo of Hector Pieterson being carried only to die on the way to the hospital.

      “The Soweto Uprising” as it was called, was also famous for the students taunting the police with their toyi toyi dance imitating having AK-47s and shooting back at the SAP.⁠*

      That is the dance most people became familiar with whenever there was a violent confrontation between unarmed African protestors or in this case students and the armed SAP.

      The Black Consciousness Movement that Steven Biko supported was behind this student protest in Soweto which soon swept through this black township and spread throughout the nation.

      This uprising led to six months of continual protests with many students refusing to go back to their classes.

      There are many within the ANC, the PAC, the South African Communist Party (SACP), and other anti-apartheid activists who credit this protest as a turning point in the fight against the apartheid regime possible signaling the end of it.

      It calls to mind, the 1977 famous song, Soweto Blues, which was written to mark this historic occasion penned by the equally famous South African musician, Hugh Masekela, who was in exile in America at the time.

      It was later sung by Miriam Makeba at the Graceland concert in Harare, 1987 and on later world tours with Hugh Masekela and band.

      TOWNSHIP JIVE

      Africans commuted from their shabby shantytowns in their townships into South Africa’s urban centres to work at jobs that South Africans wouldn’t do. Many crammed into bokkies (mini vans) or crammed themselves into overcrowded buses and trains. The largest and most famous shantytown was Soweto, an acronym for South Western Township.

      One day when I was in a South African Airline (SAA) travel agency office, set amongst pretty brochures for the Seychelles, seat sales to the UK, and posters advertising safaris at Kruger National Park, I was amazed to see a brochure promoting a guided bus tour of Soweto.

      I couldn’t resist. I took a copy.

      It boasted about driving past the home of one of Soweto’s most famous ‘black’ entrepreneurs. I could not believe my eyes.

      This despite apartheid’s policy that ‘blacks’ were not allowed to run businesses or professional practices without a permit, especially in designated ‘white’ areas.

      This bus tour must have been contrived.

      The idea of driving by a poor African shantytown from the luxury of air-conditioned buses I found just a tad revolting.

      Annakie and I had driven by and around the poor black township of Alexandria a couple of times, but never through the heart of it—it was not a priority on this trip.

      Besides, I did not think that Annakie would be too keen on going there.

      Driving through a South African township, any township, was not a ‘whites’ idea of a Sunday drive, or any kind of drive.

      It was something to be avoided at all costs.
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        * * *

      

      Annakie had earlier mentioned about leaving for the UK to be with her ‘baby Christians’, but now she told me about the next phase in her life plans which, based on past experiences, and amazingly enough, didn’t seem to include me.

      ‘Pops,’ she said, while we were driving near Alexandria Township, ‘I’m thinking of doing missionary work.’

      ‘Missionary work?’ She caught me off guard. ‘Surely, you’re joking.’

      ‘Yes. I think it’s god’s calling.’

      ‘My god.’ It was all I could think of. ‘What about your SABC job?’

      “I’ll quit that,’ she said. ‘Besides, it’s boring.’

      ‘Missionary work?’ I said. ‘Really?’

      ‘Yes, I’m thinking of doing it in Mozambique.’

      ‘Mozambique?’ I was getting exasperated. ‘You can’t be serious?’

      ‘Yes, I am.’ She was firm.

      Then out of the blue really caught me off guard. ‘Would you join me?’

      ‘You can’t be serious. Missionary work. In that bombed out place—Mozambique?’

      We were on the outskirts of Alexandria, no running water, no steady supply of electricity just downtrodden Africans.

      The whole thing seemed ridiculous.

      Maybe she should have been a ‘born-again human’ rather than a ‘born-again Christian’.

      I was silent, mulling over her latest bombshell.

      I was thinking of all the trouble South Africa and its former ally, Rhodesia, had brought upon their desperate neighbour Mozambique.

      Both RSA and Rhodesia had collaborated with their own chicanery in supporting the anti-communist forces of RENAMO (the Mozambican National Resistance).

      RENAMO was founded in 1975 by the ‘white minority’ Rhodesian government under Prime Minister Ian Smith as a counter to the pro-communist FRELIMO (the Liberation Front of Mozambique) forces under Samora Machel.⁠*
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        * * *

      

      South African PM John Vorster must have envisioned that this proxy war would soon come to his peaceful country. Vorster was under some illusion that if he placated ‘the black leaders of the north’ that they would accept an equally racist South Africa.

      In subsequent meetings between South Africa’s Vorster and Rhodesia’s Smith came the following conversation as reported in Ian Smith’s book, Bitter Harvest:

      Said Vorster to Smith: ‘They [the Frontline States] have promised that if I can help them solve the Rhodesian problem, they will acknowledge South Africa as we are today.’

      ‘With your apartheid intact?’ [Smith]

      ‘Certainly,’ [Vorster]

      ‘But you don’t believe them?’ [Smith]

      ‘My dear friend, you’ve been out of touch with the world around you for so long that you are unaware of the changes which have taken place,’ said Vorster.⁠*

      Truth be told—it was indeed Vorster who was out of touch with reality.

      Vorster had sought the help of an unlikely ally in President Kenneth Kaunda of neighbouring Zambia, who was seeking an end to the guerrilla war as Zambia had suffered as well from repeated Rhodesian air raids.

      This was part of Vorster’s greater plan of ‘détente’ between South Africa and the ‘Frontline States’.

      Furthermore, Vorster hoped that the Frontline States through its post-independence leaders, Kenneth Kaunda, Julius Nyerere and Samora Machel would put pressure on “terrorist leaders” Robert Mugabe and Joshua Nkomo in the hopes that they would in turn throw their support behind Smith’s lame duck presidential candidate, Bishop Muzorewa.

      The problem was that the various factions inside and outside Rhodesia, i.e. Muzorewa, Nkomo, Sithole and Mugabe were constantly bickering amongst themselves over who should be the leader for an independent Zimbabwe.

      Vorster used Kaunda as a pawn to persuade Smith and his government to allow for majority voting.

      The first democratic election took place in April 1979, but it was bogus because both Nkomo and Mugabe and their parties boycotted the election.

      The election had not produced a true representation from all concerned Rhodesian political parties.

      As a result, Bishop Muzorewa’s party claimed two-thirds of the vote with Smith and his Rhodesian Front party becoming the minority opposition party as detailed in the earlier agreement.

      The country enjoyed an odd, if not temporary new name—Zimbabwe-Rhodesia.

      Despite there being an all-African majority party in power, the ‘Rhodesian Bush War’ raged on with no end in sight.

      This was also the beginning of a deadly tactic that Mugabe would employ later during his 30+ years of repressive rule.

      He intimidated, beat and killed many of those Zimbabweans who had voted for the opposition—those who supported Muzorewa or Nkomo in Mashonaland.

      Both the insurgency and counter-insurgency forces suffered great losses throughout the ‘Rhodesian Bush War’.

      What initially had been a border war between Rhodesian forces fighting a tit-for-tat running battle with the rebel forces on two fronts had finally come home.

      By January 1980, the insurgents had a combined force of 22,500 inside the country, of which Mugabe controlled 16,000 and Nkomo just 6,500.

      In subsequent meetings between Vorster and Smith, it soon became clear that Rhodesia would have to go it on its own.

      Moreover, Smith and his cabinet had been misled, if not betrayed if not sold out by Vorster.

      Even though South Africa and Rhodesia had both suffered economic and financial sanctions, it was Rhodesia who capitulated in the end as gas and oil were cut off, and sanctions squeezed the minority government to renege on its earlier ‘unilateral declaration of independence’ (UDI) of 1965.

      Rhodesia was land locked and had no means of importing anything as it had always relied on South African ports and transport for goods and other supplies.

      South Africa had basically screwed the country over what with backing a proxy war with a bogus militia of disenchanted and disenfranchised Mozambican guerrillas.

      It was beyond me why Annakie would bother to venture into such a desperate and dangerous place as Mozambique.

      Among other things, Mozambique was one of the most densely land-mined countries in the world.

      It was clearly a dangerous place to go.

      It made absolutely no sense to me.

      Furthermore, I wanted no part of these shenanigans or the guilt that South Africans had brought upon themselves.

      I felt none of this guilt, only pity for the poor Mozambicans.

      Moreover, I’ll be damned if I wanted to do missionary work in Mozambique or any African country under the guise of missionary work for South Africa.

      It would be hypocritical of me to go there.

      The South Africans should have been ashamed of what they had done in the form of destabilizing the economies and infrastructure not only in Mozambique, but also in Zambia, and Zimbabwe.

      I was furious with Annakie.

      First for getting me to come all the way to South Africa only to tell me she was leaving for the UK, and now this.

      I was in an intolerable position and was questioning everything.

      A wave of depression suddenly came over me.

      The desperate scene outside my window did not alleviate this tension.

      I looked around at the misery.

      I finally came to a realization.

      ‘Sister,’ I said, ‘you need to do missionary work here in South Africa.’

      ‘Where Pops?’

      ‘Right here in your bloody townships,’ I said, pointing outside the car window.

      ‘What are you on about?’ she asked.

      ‘You need to work here in Alexandria,’ I reiterated, ‘never mind going to bloody Mozambique.’

      ‘For Pete’s sake,’ she yelled, ‘our Africans here in South Africa are better off than in other countries.’

      “Yah, you could have fothe vehicle she was in was oled me.’

      It was bad enough being a ‘white’ in a black South Africa, but in Mozambique you would stand out even more.⁠*

      Maybe I was in love with her, but I did not want to be a martyr to the cause.

      My contempt however fell on deaf ears as many ‘liberal’ South Africans felt that their ‘Africans’ were better cared for than those in the rest of Africa. Who could argue?

      I was a guest in this country after all, a privileged one at that, but I felt no entitlement.

      I knew she was wrong.

      I knew she was misguided, but I still loved her.

      CUTTING THE GRASS

      Back at Enid’s house in Westdene, the realities of South Africa were still in my face.

      The most menial of jobs—housekeeping, gardening, or fixing a car—were all done by the Africans who commuted daily from their respective Bantustans to work for the ‘whites’.

      Enid employed two Africans full-time—Anna who was rather rotund and a jolly, middle-aged maid and mother of three kids, and an older African guy who was a handyman cum gardener.

      They both did the daily commute from Soweto.

      Something as harmless as cutting the grass in apartheid South Africa could easily be misconstrued by the blacks.
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