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God bless Africa

Guard our children

Guide our leaders

And give us peace

—adapted from a prayer

by Trevor Huddleston,

Community of the Resurrection
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                Prologue

            

            
                Desmond Tutu tensed in the backseat of his car as
                        he left Bishopscourt, his official residence as Anglican archbishop of Cape
                        Town, late in the afternoon of Wednesday, March 16, 1988. A tight knot
                        formed in the pit of his stomach. Usually this happened when he was summoned
                        to defuse confrontations in the city’s black townships, regular occurrences
                        in which he often stood between two groups spoiling for a fight: on the one
                        side, defiant students carrying bricks and stones; on the other, heavily
                        armed policemen with fingers on their triggers. Today was different. As
                        Tutu’s chaplain and driver, Chris Ahrends, drove out through the imposing
                        white gate posts, he turned north toward the city center (downtown Cape
                        Town), where the archbishop had an appointment at Tuynhuys, the Cape Town
                        office of P. W. Botha, also known as Piet Wapen (“Piet Weapon”) or die Groot
                        Krokodil (“the Great Crocodile”). Botha was the state president of South
                        Africa.

                The thirteen-kilometer (eight-mile) drive from Bishopscourt to
                        Tuynhuys offered an array of snapshots symbolizing past and current
                        oppression. Bishopscourt was part of an estate owned by South Africa’s first
                        white settler in the seventeenth century. The archbishop’s home—a large
                        whitewashed two-story mansion with acres of gardens—was the oldest privately
                        owned house in the country. The agapanthus and cannas that grew there were
                        said to come from stock planted by Dutch colonists. Beyond the estate, to
                        the south, were the remains of a wild almond hedge, grown by the colonists
                        to keep out of their settlement the likes of Tutu—the indigenous people of
                        South Africa. In 1988, Tutu’s second year as archbishop, he was living in
                        Bishopscourt illegally, having refused to ask for permission to live in what
                        apartheid designated a “white area.”

                The route into the city ran along the eastern flank of Table
                        Mountain, originally covered by fynbos (fine, or delicate, bush), the
                        beautiful vegetation—unique to the southwestern tip of Africa—that makes up
                        the smallest and richest of the world’s floral biomes. Now the slopes were
                        built up and occupied by the wealthiest Capetonians, whites who had
                        displaced the fynbos with big houses and gardens in which they grew foreign,
                        if also beautiful, plants from their countries of origin. As Tutu’s car
                        rounded Devil’s Peak on the northeastern corner of the mountain, he could
                        look out over Table Bay, the harbor that had attracted Dutch sailors as a
                        refreshment station on their way to the east. Beyond the harbor was Robben
                        Island, used since the earliest days of colonialism to jail any who dared
                        resist the incursions of the settlers. Farther down the hill, just before
                        the car dipped into the city center, an enormous scar of overgrown,
                        rubble-strewn land came into view. This was District Six, which had been a
                        shabby and poverty-stricken, but nevertheless a vibrant and thriving
                        multiracial community until the 1960s, when Botha initiated a process that
                        led to its destruction and the deportation of its people to windswept sandy
                        wastes far out of town.

                Ahrends pulled up at Botha’s office a few minutes before 6 PM.
                        This building too dated back to Dutch rule: the original structure, de
                        Tuynhuys (the “Garden House”), had been built by the Dutch East India
                        Company as a guesthouse alongside the gardens which supplied passing ships.
                        Tutu had been there before, but never at a time of such high tension between
                        church and state. Three years earlier, in September 1984, the third major
                        uprising against apartheid—the one that was to start its final collapse—had
                        begun in the industrial area around the Vaal River, south of Johannesburg.
                        Just a few weeks previously, on February 24, 1988, Botha’s police minister,
                        Adriaan Vlok, had outlawed the activities of seventeen organizations
                        involved in the uprising, including coalitions representing two of the
                        country’s largest political forces. In response, the South African Council
                        of Churches had convened an emergency meeting of church leaders, who
                        resolved to pick up where the banned organizations had left off. The church
                        leaders also decided to fly to Cape Town, seat of South Africa’s parliament,
                        to convey their decision to the government.

                On Monday, February 29, 25 church leaders and about 100 other
                        clergy and lay workers gathered at St. George’s Cathedral, Cape Town, which
                        backed onto the government complex incorporating Parliament and Tuynhuys. At
                        a short service, the general secretary of the Council of Churches, Frank
                        Chikane, read out a petition addressed to Botha and members of Parliament.
                        The Anglican activist Sid Luckett instructed members of the congregation in
                        the precepts of nonviolent direct action. He warned them that although the
                        police, already swarming outside, were unlikely to use tear gas in the city
                        center, they had used dogs, sjamboks (rawhide whips), and water cannons
                        before.

                Then, row by row, arms linked, the congregation went out of
                        the cathedral, the church leaders wearing their robes of office, intent on
                        delivering the petition to Parliament. In the front row were Tutu; Chikane;
                        the Catholic archbishop of Cape Town, Stephen Naidoo; the president of the
                        Methodist Church, Khoza Mgojo; and the president of the World Alliance of
                        Reformed Churches, Allan Boesak. A line of blue-uniformed policemen, arms
                        also linked, swung out across the street to block their way. An officer with
                        a bullhorn told the protesters that their action was illegal. He warned them
                        to disperse. They refused and knelt on the sidewalk. The police arrested the
                        leaders, marched them away, and then opened up on the rest of the procession
                        with a water cannon. A few of the clergy clung to parking meters, but others
                        were sent tumbling down the street. That night, BBC Television’s South
                        African correspondent told his viewers: “The church has unmistakably taken
                        over the front line of antiapartheid protest.”

                However, the church leaders’ protest was not the subject of
                        Tutu’s appointment at Tuynhuys on March 16. He was there on a pastoral
                        mission, to plead for the lives of the Sharpeville Six, five men and a woman
                        facing execution. They were from an area best known for a massacre that took
                        place there in 1960, and they had been convicted of killing the deputy mayor
                        of Sharpeville on the first day of the Vaal uprising in 1984. Their case had
                        generated an international campaign for clemency—not only had the police
                        investigators assaulted witnesses and suspects, but most of those convicted
                        were accused not of contributing directly to the deputy mayor’s death but
                        simply of being part of a crowd acting in common purpose with the killers.
                        On Monday, March 14, the sheriff of the Supreme Court in Pretoria had
                        informed the six that they were to be hanged on Friday, March 18. Wardens
                        had measured the circumference of their necks, and their heights and
                        weights, so that the hangman could calculate the size of the nooses and the
                        length of the ropes. Then the prisoners had been led to a place in
                        Pretoria’s Central Prison that was called the “pot” because its occupants’
                        emotions were said to boil over as they contemplated their death.

                As Tutu waited to see Botha, the Sharpeville Six were
                        thirty-seven hours away from execution. The next evening, Thursday, the six
                        could expect a treat—a whole deboned chicken—for supper. Fellow prisoners
                        would help them through the night by singing African choruses. On Friday
                        morning, chaplains would pray with them. Wardens would pull white hoods over
                        their heads, then lift up flaps over their faces so they could see the steps
                        of the gallows. The gallows chamber was designed to hang seven people at a
                        time. Each of the six could expect a warden to lead him or her to a place on
                        a trapdoor marked by two painted feet. The hangman would then drop the flaps
                        over their faces, put nooses over their heads, and pull a lever, and the
                        trapdoor would fall away.

                When news came of the impending executions, Tutu called the
                        ambassadors of Botha’s closest allies—Britain, the United States, and
                        Germany—and asked to speak urgently to their heads of government. Margaret
                        Thatcher telephoned him the same day, as did Ronald Reagan’s secretary of
                        state, George Shultz. Both assured him that they were urging clemency. The
                        British ambassador, Robin Renwick, carried a message from Thatcher to the
                        South African government that afternoon. Reagan made a personal appeal to
                        Botha, and Shultz called the foreign minister, R. F. (Pik) Botha, to
                        underline its seriousness. Helmut Kohl made a similar appeal on behalf of
                        the twelve governments of the European Community, and Kohl’s foreign policy
                        adviser telephoned Tutu on Wednesday to brief him.

                Tutu and his personal assistant, Matt Esau, went into Botha’s
                        office. It was the first time Esau had met Botha, and he was struck by the
                        president’s size; alongside Tutu, who stood only about 1.6 meters (five feet
                        four inches) tall, Botha was, in Esau’s words, a groot, fris Boer (a “big,
                        beefy Afrikaner”). Esau was also struck by the lighting—and Robin Renwick
                        wrote later that being received in Botha’s dimly lit study conjured up
                        images of what it must have been like to call on Hitler in his bunker. Botha
                        was accompanied by the director general of his office and by one or two
                        cabinet ministers.

                Tutu told Botha he was not appealing for the Sharpeville Six
                        on legal grounds. As a minister of the gospel he had come to plead for
                        mercy, which was not to be confused with justice. He was opposed to the
                        death penalty in principle—in 1982 he had successfully pleaded for the lives
                        of white South African mercenaries sentenced to death for trying to
                        overthrow the government of the Seychelles islands. Hanging the Sharpeville
                        Six, he now warned, could spark new violence, particularly because the
                        following Monday, March 21, was the anniversary of the 1960 Sharpeville
                        massacre. It would be a statesmanlike act, Tutu said, to grant a reprieve.
                        Botha replied that South Africa’s courts were independent and he did not
                        want to encroach on them. He operated within certain limits when he
                        exercised his prerogative to grant clemency; this case did not fall within
                        those limits. Botha provided only a glimmer of hope: the trial judge was
                        hearing an application for a stay of execution in Pretoria, he said. If the
                        court decided there were other circumstances that he needed to look at, he
                        would do so.

                At that point the atmosphere deteriorated. Botha said there
                        was something else he wanted to discuss: the church leaders’ petition. The
                        original of the document had been mailed to the president the day after the
                        abortive march, somewhat wrinkled after being drenched by the water cannon.
                        Botha handed Tutu a four-page reply, then started to berate him. Wagging his
                        finger in the belligerent style that was his trademark, he excoriated the
                        archbishop for instigating an illegal march; for allegedly drawing up the
                        petition only after the march; for supposedly marching in front of a
                        communist flag; for advocating sanctions; for supporting the outlawed
                        liberation movement, the African National Congress (ANC); and for having the
                        temerity to invite Thatcher, Reagan, and Kohl to interfere in South Africa’s
                        domestic affairs.

                At first Tutu restrained himself. Botha’s behavior was not out
                        of character—he was said to drive his own cabinet ministers to tears. But as
                        Tutu tried and failed to get a word in edgewise, and Botha jumped from point
                        to point, an anger born of decades of observing the consequences of
                        apartheid stirred within him. Tutu thought to himself: “Our people have
                        suffered for so long. I might never get this chance again.” Shaking a finger
                        back at Botha, he said: “Look here, I’m not a small boy. Don’t think you’re
                        talking to a small boy. I’m not here as if you’re my principal…. I thought I
                        was talking to a civilized person and there are courtesies
                    involved.”

                The meeting then became a confused melee. Tutu accused Botha
                        of lying when he told a newspaper the marchers had no petition. Well, said
                        Botha, why didn’t you bring it to my door? Did the president think, asked
                        Tutu, that the archbishop had so much influence that he could lead
                        responsible church leaders into a march without the petition? Botha replied,
                        Did you tell them it was unlawful to march? Tutu said he had never marched
                        in front of a red flag—he had not been present at the event to which Botha
                        referred. He did not want sanctions, but he certainly wanted a new South
                        Africa. And time and again he had said he did not support the ANC’s armed
                        struggle, but he did support their objective of a nonracial, democratic
                        South Africa. Botha said, no, the ANC wanted a socialist dictatorship;
                        moreover, blacks had a higher standard of living in South Africa than
                        anywhere else on the continent. And had Tutu seen what the white Dutch
                        Reformed Church—of which Botha was a member—had said? “Dat jy, Aarts-biskop
                        Tutu, is op ’n heillose pad! Dit is wat hulle sê!” (“That you, Archbishop
                        Tutu, are on a wicked path! That’s what they say!”) Botha asked Tutu to cite
                        any instance when Jesus broke a law. Tutu cited a number of instances. Those
                        were religious laws, said Botha. But that was the law that controlled
                        society, came the rejoinder. Tutu’s declaration of patriotism had one of
                        Botha’s ministers leaping to his president’s defense. “I love this country,”
                        Tutu said, “I love it more than you do. Our people”—he meant black South
                        Africans—“fought against the Nazis. You didn’t!” Tutu accused Botha of
                        supporting the Ossewa Brandwag (Ox Wagon Sentinels), an Afrikaner
                        nationalist group that had opposed South Africa’s entry into World War II.
                        “It’s not true,” the minister protested. “This president, he destroyed the
                        Ossewa Brandwag.”

                As accusation mounted on accusation, Tutu repeatedly told
                        Botha, “I take exception to what you’re saying.” When he decided there was
                        no point in continuing, he said, “Thank you,” and prepared to leave. Botha
                        barked back: “You’re arrogant inside and outside my office. You can take
                        your exceptions! Good-bye!” Driving back to Bishopscourt, Tutu told his
                        chaplain: “We didn’t even shake hands.” Recounting the story later, he said
                        ruefully that both he and Botha had behaved like little boys: “I don’t know
                        whether that is how Jesus would have handled it. But at that moment I didn’t
                        actually quite mind how Jesus would have handled it. I was going to handle
                        it my way.” The following morning, Thursday, March 17, lawyers at the
                        resumed court hearing for the Sharpeville Six in Pretoria found a judge
                        transformed. He was accommodating and for the first time appeared
                        sympathetic. That afternoon he granted a stay of execution. After months in
                        the courts, the case went back to Botha later in the year, and he replaced
                        the death sentences with long terms of imprisonment.

                In the weeks following March 16, Botha conducted an
                        acrimonious exchange of correspondence with Chikane and Tutu. Chikane laid
                        the groundwork for a national program of civil disobedience, launched in May
                        under the banner “Standing for the Truth.” Early in June, Botha asked the
                        police minister, Vlok, to stay behind after a meeting of his State Security
                        Council at Tuynhuys. What, Botha asked, were the police going to do to stop
                        the Council of Churches? Vlok went away to consider the options. At a
                        follow-up meeting, Botha told Vlok that the council’s headquarters, Khotso
                        House (“House of Peace”), in Johannesburg, had become a “house of danger.”
                        The police must “render it unusable.” How that was to be done was left up to
                        Vlok.

                Two months afterward, a police team, headed by a death squad
                        officer who was subsequently dubbed “Prime Evil,” drove late one night to
                        the Johannesburg city center (downtown Johannesburg). They broke into Khotso
                        House and stuffed eight backpacks, each carrying seven to ten kilograms
                        (about fifteen to twenty-two pounds) of Soviet bloc military explosives,
                        between the elevator shafts. They activated electronic time switches and
                        left. By some miracle, the building’s caretaker survived the ensuing blast
                        virtually unscathed. But the occupants of a nearby apartment house were not
                        as lucky: twenty-eight were injured, some seriously. Peter Storey, a
                        Methodist leader who had taken part in the march on Parliament, was called
                        out to help retirees living in apartments operated by his church across the
                        street from Khotso House. “We were met by a scene out of hell,” he said
                        later. “Dazed old people were wandering about in their nightdresses and
                        pajamas, some whimpering, others in shock, many bleeding from lacerations.
                        Miraculously, none had been seriously injured.” As Tutu surveyed the wrecked
                        building a few days later, he had cause to remember a warning from Botha on
                        March 16: “You are leading people to confrontation,” Botha had said. “If you
                        want confrontation, you’re going to get confrontation. You must tell the
                        people: they’re going to get confrontation.”

            

        

    
        
            
                Chapter 1

                Child of Modern
 South Africa

            

            
                “My father was a Xhosa and my mother a
                        Motswana. What does that make me?”

                —Desmond Tutu, in the 1980s, ridiculing
                        apartheid’s obsession with ethnicity.

                
                    “A Zulu!”

                    —Harry Belafonte, political
                            activist,
 responding from the audience.

                

            

            
                Desmond Tutu’s birthplace at Makoeteng in South
                        Africa’s North West Province is easy to visit. A short walk from the busy
                        shops and offices of Klerksdorp, a town founded by white settlers in the
                        nineteenth century, it is a peaceful spot, flat but near a rocky koppie, or
                        small hill, covered with bushes and trees where the children of the black
                        township played. At the foot of the hill are the remains of a plantation of
                        eucalyptus trees. Here, until Desmond was four, his older sister, Sylvia,
                        collected fallen branches to make a fire at which they would warm themselves
                        on cold winter mornings in the highveld. With the help of a resident, the
                        visitor can trace the foundations of the house in which Desmond was born—the
                        place where, according to African tradition, his umbilical cord was
                        buried.

                Seventy-five years after Tutu’s birth, however, there was
                        nothing else to show that a black community had once lived at Makoeteng.
                        Klerksdorp’s “location,” as whites called it, was too close to town for
                        their comfort. In the decade after the formal policy of apartheid was
                        adopted in 1948, after the Tutus had left, its people were uprooted at
                        gunpoint and moved six kilometers (four miles) away. In its place, the town
                        council established a white suburb and named it Neserhof after a local
                        family. In 2006, the area around the Tutu home was an open stretch of flat
                        land, unused except for a strip of green grass where an entrepreneur had
                        built a golf driving range. Large bungalows with well-cultivated gardens, on
                        big plots of land, surrounded the empty space. Amid the trees below the hill
                        was a golf course—golf having been long associated in South Africa with
                        white privilege. The very name of Makoeteng, given to the area after the
                        advent of democracy, reflected its destruction: in the language of the area,
                        “makoeteng” describes the broken remnants of the mud-brick houses remaining
                        after the location was razed.

                Although the dispossession of black South Africans began with
                        the arrival of the Dutch in the seventeenth century, for the Tutu family,
                        its effects can be traced back to the British, and culminated between 1955
                        and 1980, when many places dear to the family—homes, schools, churches, and
                        entire communities—were either wiped off the map or taken over by
                        apartheid.

                Desmond Mpilo Tutu was born on October 7, 1931. He was very
                        much a child of modern South Africa, directly descended on both sides from
                        the country’s two largest language and cultural groupings. His mother,
                        Aletta Dorothea Mavoertsek Mathlare, the strongest formative influence on
                        his life, was a Motswana, from the Sotho-Tswana linguistic group. The
                        chiefdoms of this group have lived in the central and northwestern interior
                        of South Africa for at least 800 years, by one estimate since AD 350, and
                        are renowned for having built settlements accommodating thousands of people
                        by the seventeenth century. Grandfather Mathlare once owned cattle near
                        Fochville, between Klerksdorp and Johannesburg. His daughter was born and
                        grew up in Boksburg, one of the mining towns strung out across the Reef, the
                        industrial conglomeration built over the gold-bearing reefs stretching east
                        and west of Johannesburg. Her African name, Mavoertsek, might reflect the
                        high infant mortality rate at the time she was born. It means “Get
                        away!”—something one might say to a bothersome child or dog. She was
                        letlomela, one born after the sibling before her had died. In African
                        tradition, such a child would be named so as to diminish her importance, so
                        the gods would not take her away also. No one ever called her by her full
                        name; it was shortened to Matse, and her family called her Ausi (“big
                        sister”) Matse.

                In Boksburg, Matse Mathlare met and married Zachariah Zelilo
                        Tutu, who was about four years her senior. Desmond speculated that his
                        father’s second name, meaning weeping, may have been given to him because he
                        too was letlomela. Zachariah was born in 1901 in the town of Gcuwa in the
                        eastern Cape, and was brought up in Qumbu, about 140 kilometers (90 miles)
                        away. He was proud to be a Xhosa-speaker, part of the Nguni group of
                        peoples; and he was, in Desmond’s words, “quite arrogant…. He thought that
                        Xhosas were God’s gift to the world…. He didn’t think the Batswana* were very smart…. I don’t know why he
                        married my mother, because he thought that anyone who was not Xhosa was a
                        lesser breed in many ways.” Once Matse was married, she spoke her husband’s
                        mother tongue in their home. According to Desmond’s sister, Sylvia Morrison,
                        “She didn’t say a word in her language, even if she was very angry….
                        According to our custom, she was married to a Xhosa, and so she had to do
                        everything in the Xhosa way. This was a Xhosa home.”

                Zachariah was descended from a unique section of the
                        Xhosa-speaking people known as amaMfengu. Some historians ascribe its
                        existence as a group to the invasion of the British. The major groups that
                        trace their ancestry to a person named Xhosa—amaGcaleka and amaRharhabe, and
                        other Xhosa-speakers such as amaMpondo or abeThembu (the group to which
                        Nelson Mandela belongs)—are cohesive sets of clans with common histories.† In contrast, amaMfengu originated as
                        clusters of refugees of varied heritage who came together and became defined
                        as a group only from the 1820s on. How the group was formed is part of a
                        heated debate among South African historians over the tumultuous events of
                        the southeastern seaboard and interior of South Africa during the early
                        nineteenth century.

                In the traditional version of the story, a ruthless and
                        sadistic military innovator named Shaka led a revolution in northern Nguni
                        society, using his hitherto minor Zulu chiefdom as the base from which to
                        develop a powerful centralized kingdom stretching over large parts of what
                        is now the province of kwaZulu-Natal.‡ By
                        this account, Shaka unleashed a whirlwind, scattering defeated leaders in
                        all directions. They in turn plundered other groups in a chain reaction,
                        called the Mfecane, that spread mayhem across southern Africa. Among the
                        refugees who fled south from kwaZulu into areas occupied by the
                        Xhosa-speaking southern Nguni peoples were amaMfengu, Desmond Tutu’s
                        paternal ancestors. Their name was apparently derived from the IsiXhosa verb
                        ukumfenguza, meaning “to wander about seeking service,” and was thus a
                        description of the group’s status rather than its ethnic origin. Although
                        amaMfengu were incorporated into Xhosa society, they were underdogs,
                        discriminated against and exploited. In this telling of history, the British
                        rescued the group, whom they called Fingoes, from the Xhosa
                        overlords.

                Since the 1960s, a far more nuanced picture has emerged. A
                        number of historians now argue that black societies did not generate the
                        Mfecane on their own but were transformed by factors ranging from drought
                        and the overcrowding of land to the depredations of colonial forces and the
                        colonists’ need for labor. Moreover, they suggest that although some
                        amaMfengu were from dispersed chiefdoms in the north, the group actually
                        incorporated Xhosa-speaking refugees from chiefdoms attacked by British
                        colonial forces as they invaded the eastern Cape from the west.

                In this new narrative, amaMfengu included thousands of Gcaleka
                        and Rharhabe women and children coerced into working on farms, others who
                        saw no option but to seek work from the settlers to survive, groups who
                        attached themselves to newly established Christian missions, and mercenaries
                        employed by the British to counter Xhosa guerrilla tactics. Some historians
                        now contend that the very concept of a “Fingo tribe” was an invention by
                        settlers to hide from the Colonial Office in London the true identify of the
                        Xhosa women and children they had abducted and illegally pressed into forced
                        labor. Whatever their origins, a strong strand of opinion in Xhosa society
                        regarded amaMfengu as collaborationists with the British, traitors to the
                        Xhosa paramount chief to whom they owed allegiance. Phyllis Ntantala, the
                        mother of South African cabinet minister Pallo Jordan, related that when her
                        husband, A. C. Jordan, was being introduced to her relatives in the 1930s,
                        they were impressed that he could claim Mpondomise citizenship, “thus
                        showing he was no collaborating Mfengu. Such things are still important in
                        the world we come from.”

                Certainly, at and beyond the frontier with white settlers,
                        Desmond Tutu’s paternal forebears lived farther from their roots than other
                        groups, settling at mission stations, in “locations” alongside white towns,
                        or on rural land from which the British had expelled defeated communities.
                        They adapted themselves to the new order, converting to Christianity earlier
                        and in greater numbers than other groups, setting up as traders and
                        commercial farmers, and breaking with African tradition by adopting
                        individual land ownership. They seized the opportunities for formal western
                        education offered by missionaries, and as a result they were placed in a
                        leading position when blacks in the Cape Colony began to organize
                        politically and to register to vote for the legislature in the late
                        nineteenth century. John Tengo Jabavu, an Mfengu teacher who worked closely
                        with Cape liberals, founded South Africa’s first black-owned newspaper,
                            Imvo ZabaNtsundu (“Black
                        Opinion”), in 1884. He declared that it would work for black unity and
                        identified his audience as stretching across the subcontinent, from Table
                        Bay (Cape Town) to Port Natal (Durban), from Pretoria (Tshwane) to Port
                        Elizabeth.

                In the twentieth century, amaMfengu gained a reputation as the
                        educated elite of black society. When the modern South Africa was created in
                        1910—joining in a union two former British colonies, Natal and the Cape; and
                        two former Afrikaner republics, Transvaal and the Orange Free State—Jabavu
                        was in the delegation that traveled to London to try to persuade the British
                        government not to ratify the constitution, because it denied the vote to
                        most blacks. Fifteen years later, it was two Mfengu brothers who persuaded
                        Nelson Mandela’s father to send him to school. In his autobiography Mandela
                        described amaMfengu as “our clergymen, policeman, teachers, clerks and
                        interpreters.”

                It is this view, rather than that of amaMfengu as
                        collaborationists, that leaders of the democratic South Africa now promote.
                        In the early 1990s, Desmond Tutu visited Mangosuthu Buthelezi, the
                        modern-day political leader of the Zulu nationalism to which Shaka gave
                        birth, in the kwaZulu capital of Ulundi. As Buthelezi proudly showed Tutu a
                        statue of Shaka, he also expressed admiration for amaMfengu as the educators
                        of black South Africans. Mandela, in an interview with the present author,
                        played down the characterization of amaMfengu as traitors, citing Thembu
                        history: “When we were being attacked by the Gcalekas, the Thembus ran away.
                        It was amaMfengu who defended Thembuland…. They were given an area after
                        that, and the king said, ‘Nobody should ever say that person’s a Fingo. Any
                        person who says so here will be punished.’ Now even today, in Thembuland,
                        you can’t say so-and-so is an Mfengu.” Mandela also emphasized that among
                        those jailed with him for life in 1964 were leaders with Mfengu antecedents
                        such as Raymond Mhlaba and Govan Mbeki, father of his successor as
                        president, Thabo Mbeki.

                Tutu rarely discusses his ethnic roots. In general, South
                        Africans do not refer simultaneously to their heritage and their nationality
                        as, for instance, Irish- or Italian-Americans do. In particular, many black
                        South Africans spent the latter half of the twentieth century shying away
                        from talking about, or even disclosing, their origins to outsiders. This was
                        because apologists for apartheid used ethnicity to justify white minority
                        rule in South Africa. There was, they said, no such person as a black South
                        African, and thus no black majority. The country had ten black “nations,”
                        none of them much bigger than the white “nation.” Each of these ten was to
                        be allowed to rule itself in its own “homeland.” In the years of Tutu’s
                        campaigning against apartheid, he described his origins only to attack the
                        policy of forcing citizenship in these homelands on black South
                        Africans.

                Nevertheless, Tutu was brought up to regard IsiXhosa as his
                        mother tongue. After using its “click” sounds in blessings at the end of
                        church services, he teases western audiences by saying that it is the
                        “language of heaven.” In the Xhosa tradition, the Tutus traced their descent
                        through the male line—not through their surname, which means “ash,” but
                        rather through isiduko, praise names given to the founders of the clans of
                        which they are part. There is no direct analogy between the concept of a
                        clan and an extended family in European culture; one historian has described
                        a Xhosa clan as “a group of lineages who did not quite understand how they
                        were related to each other, but who believed through their common clan name
                        and clan praises that they shared a common ancestor.” Nelson Mandela became
                        widely, and affectionately, known in South Africa by his clan name, Madiba.
                        The Tutu family’s principal clan name is Tshezi, but Desmond also traced his
                        lineage in Xhosa society through other isiduko: Tshibase, Dlaba, and
                        Umkhontombovu (“Red Spear”).

                Zachariah Tutu trained as a primary school teacher at
                        Lovedale, the preeminent educational institution established by Scottish
                        missionaries in the eastern Cape in the nineteenth century. Lovedale’s
                        graduates spread out through South Africa, staffing the church schools that
                        educated the overwhelming majority of black pupils. Zachariah apparently
                        took a post in Boksburg. He was better educated than Matse; she received
                        only a primary school education, training in domestic science at Tiger
                        Kloof, the center for Batswana education established by the London
                        Missionary Society in the northern Cape.

                In the late 1920s, Zachariah was offered a teaching post in
                        Klerksdorp. Before whites arrived, the site of the town was on the eastern
                        edge of the area of influence of Tau (“Lion”), a chief of the
                        Tswana-speaking Barolong people. By some accounts, Tau’s descendants had
                        been dislodged from the region by Nguni groups during the Mfecane, but the
                        stability and wealth of the Barolong town at nearby Thabeng impressed
                        pioneer missionaries in the 1820s. The first whites to appropriate the land
                        in the area were the descendants of Dutch, Huguenot, and German settlers who
                        left the Cape Colony in the 1830s and trekked across what they named the
                        Vaal (“ash-colored”) River. The Voortrekkers—pioneers also known as boere,
                        or farmers, and later as Afrikaners—founded Klerksdorp on a tributary of the
                        Vaal named Schoonspruit (“Clear Stream”). The town took its name from a
                        magistrate named le Clercq—descended from the same Huguenot settler as South
                        Africa’s last white president, F. W. de Klerk—and it was the first white
                        settlement in what later became the Zuid-Afrikaansche Republiek, also known
                        as the Transvaal.

                Desmond Tutu’s birthplace was thus intimately associated with
                        white rule north of the Vaal. Moreover, Tutu was born very near another site
                        of significance for Afrikaner nationalism: a memorial to 149 adults and 968
                        children who died in a British concentration camp in Klerksdorp. The camp
                        was established during the second of the Afrikaners’ nineteenth-century wars
                        of independence. In the first of these wars, the Transvaal defeated a
                        British attempt to annex its territory in 1878. In the second, between 1899
                        and 1902, the Transvaal and the Orange Free State republics resisted British
                        designs on the Transvaal’s newly discovered gold fields. They lost, after a
                        long-drawn-out war of attrition in which Boer guerrillas raided British
                        regular troops, who in turn herded the guerrillas’ families into camps to
                        stop them from resupplying the fighters. The result was the death by disease
                        of 6,000 Afrikaner women and 22,000 children. Black people were relegated to
                        a marginal role in the war, serving mostly as noncombatants on both sides;
                        but they too were swept up into camps, where 14,000 died. The deaths of
                        black people went almost unnoticed by white public opinion—there was no
                        memorial to black victims in Klerksdorp until 2000—but the deaths of
                        Afrikaner civilians left a legacy of bitterness that scarred
                        twentieth-century South Africa. In 1996, nearly a century after the second
                        war, Tutu was to apply its lessons in the service of his postapartheid
                        mission when he chaired the Truth and Reconciliation Commission.

                Most of Klerkdorp’s town histories from the apartheid era make
                        only elliptical references to the indigenous people who lived there when the
                        trekkers arrived, referring to “problems with the black population,”
                        “robberies” and “a threatened attack by blacks,” the last of which was met
                        by the raising of a commando to chase them off. The black residential area
                        which later became known as Makoeteng was established in 1907, a short way
                        downstream from the original white settlement, to house workers who served
                        the settler community. When Tutu was born, it was known simply as the
                        “native location.” Until well into the twentieth century, whites confined
                        their definition of a native to a black South African; many whites, even if
                        their families had been in Africa for generations, styled themselves
                        Europeans.

                In the 1930s, Klerksdorp’s black residents lived on plots that
                        were big by the standards of townships established later. They built their
                        own houses and kept cattle, sheep, and poultry. There was no sewerage
                        system—sanitation workers collected buckets of night soil from outside homes
                        and took them away in carts pulled by mules or donkeys. Only whites were
                        enrolled as voters in elections for the seven-man town council. Issues
                        affecting black residents were brought to the council by the Native Location
                        Advisory Board. Black people were rarely named individually in council
                        minutes; exceptionally, one minute of the time records that “Native L.
                        Maloi” applied for the refund of the proceeds of the sale of his heifer by
                        the town pound. Municipal wages for white laborers were four or five
                        shillings a week, as against two shillings sixpence for black laborers. In
                        1933, when Tutu was two, a delegation from the Joint Council of Whites and
                        Natives told the town’s public health committee that the black community was
                        suffering greatly as a result of unemployment; the delegation successfully
                        asked the committee to approve a plan to allocate a piece of land for 100
                        vegetable plots for black residents—on the condition that they would not
                        compete with white growers by selling their produce in the town
                        market.

                The community was diverse, mostly Tswana-speaking but
                        including Sotho- and Xhosa-speakers and a few Indian traders. Children swam
                        in the river and played and picked berries on the slopes of the nearby
                        koppie. There was an African Methodist Episcopal church as well as a Dutch
                        Reformed church, but the biggest churches were the Anglican and Methodist.
                        Zachariah Tutu was principal of the Methodist primary school. As in other
                        black communities across the country, the term “church school” meant exactly
                        that: classes were held in the main church sanctuary, a different class in
                        each corner. The Tutu family lived in the schoolmaster’s house, which was
                        about 5.5 meters (eighteen feet) long and two meters (6.5 feet) wide and was
                        built of mud bricks on a stone foundation in the yard of the Methodist
                        mission. Later during his stay in Klerksdorp, Zachariah Tutu formed an
                        amalgamated community school known as Itereleng, meaning “do for
                        yourselves.” In this and other communities in which he worked, he was known
                        as ZZ Tutu, and his wife as Matichere (“wife of the teacher”).

                Biographical sketches of Desmond Tutu often note that he grew
                        up in a gold-mining area. In fact, though, the large mines for which the
                        area has become known were sunk after the Tutus had left Klerksdorp. After a
                        short gold boom in the 1880s, mining diminished; and it did not become
                        important again until after the development of more efficient means of
                        extracting gold from ore and the capacity to sink some of the deepest mines
                        in the world. In the weeks before and after Tutu’s birth, the local weekly,
                        the Klerksdorp Record and Western Transvaal
                                News, reflected an agricultural community based on the
                        farms established by the Voortrekkers, with notices announcing stock sales
                        and “delicious purified milk” from a dairy close to town. Whites could feel
                        in contact with the wider world: advertisements for “Rinko Talkies” feature
                        the “First Talkie Western: Call of the West”; Charlie Chaplin “in the
                        supreme laugh-sensation of the century, City Lights”; and the Marx brothers
                        in “the Talking, Singing Musical Comedy Hit: The Cocoanuts.” Klerksdorp had
                        good rail connections to Johannesburg in one direction and to the
                        diamond-mining city of Kimberley, and beyond it to Cape Town, in the other.
                        The dirt road to Johannesburg was being improved: “A tractor-grader is at
                        work on the Johannesburg-Potchefstroom road with good effects on the
                        corrugated surfaces which are the bane of motorists.”

                However, two decades after union in 1910, contrasts between
                        the positions of Briton and Boer were still evident in the newspaper.
                        Christmas and New Year excursions to England on Royal Mail ships such as the
                            Windsor Castle, Balmoral
                            Castle, and Edinburgh
                                Castle were advertised for those wanting to return to
                        what many still saw as “home.” The news columns reported discussion of the
                        “Poor White” problem in the Afrikaner community by members of the Carnegie
                        Commission (whose study was financed by the Carnegie Corporation of New
                        York). Typically for a Transvaal town, there was a small Jewish community:
                        “Master Maurice Boner wishes to thank all relatives and friends for good
                        wishes and presents received on the occasion of his Barmitzvah.”

                Klerksdorp’s black residents were referred to in the news
                        columns only as a source of trouble, usually in court reports and often only
                        by their first names. The union between the British and Afrikaners had been
                        disastrous for them. The constitution denied blacks—68 percent of the
                        population—the vote in three of its four constituent provinces: the
                        Transvaal, the Orange Free State, and Natal. In the Cape, black and
                        “Coloured” (mixed race) voters retained the franchise, but property and
                        income qualifications restricted their numbers to 15 percent of the
                        electorate. The delegation, including Jabavu, that went to London to lobby
                        against the constitution was denied a hearing at the House of Commons. By
                        the time the delegates met the secretary of state for the Colonies, the
                        British government had already committed itself to ratifying the law as
                        agreed on by the whites.

                Three years after union, in the words of Sol Plaatje, South
                        Africa’s preeminent early black writer, “Awaking on Friday morning, 20 June
                        1913, the South African Native found himself, not actually a slave, but a
                        pariah in the land of his birth.” This was a consequence of the
                        implementation of the Natives Land Act, which set aside less than 8 percent
                        of the country as segregated “reserves” for blacks. The law became the first
                        part of an interlocking system of law and practice that robbed black South
                        Africans of their ability to remain self-sufficient and turned them into
                        units of cheap labor: when their work was needed, the requirement that they
                        pay poll taxes forced them into the cash economy, in the towns and down the
                        mines; when it was not needed, a system of pass laws banished them to the
                        reserves. The effects could be seen in a court report from the Klerksdorp
                        Record in October 1931:

                
                    Next came a batch of natives, whose
                            delinquency was either failure to produce tax receipts or being without
                            passes—5 shillings or five days’ for the former charge; 10 shillings or
                            five days’ for the pass offence was the punishment…. A young native, for
                            deserting the service of Mr. C. J. Swart, Elandsheuvel, was ordered to
                            receive six cuts.

                

                Petty theft from whites drew prison sentences:

                
                    Ben Shabala—who was last week found guilty
                            of the theft of five fowls belonging to Mr. C. A. van Wyk, of
                            Doornplaat—was sentenced to six weeks’ hard labour.

                    Two twenty-year-old natives named William
                            N’Sale and George Moleti, have appeared before Mr. F. W. Ahrens,
                            Magistrate, on a charge of theft, it being alleged that one or both
                            broke open a penny-in-the-slot sweet machine at Mr. Dale’s store and
                            extracted sweets to the value of 7 shillings…. William, against whom
                            there were previous convictions,…was sentenced to three months’ hard
                            labour; while George, who had one conviction for theft last year, was
                            given six weeks’ hard labour.

                

                Altercations between blacks and whites had a predictable
                        outcome. In one case, a “young lad named Hendrik Weyers” was assaulted by “a
                        fifteen-year-old native named Hezekiah,” who said he struck the white boy
                        because stones were thrown at him. Hezekiah was charged, not
                    Hendrik.

                Desmond was the second boy to be born to the Tutu family. The
                        first, Sipho (“gift”), died in infancy. Desmond was described by his family
                        as having been sickly from birth—hence his hopeful second name, Mpilo, or
                        “life,” given to him by his paternal grandmother. He was never told why his
                        father named him Desmond but assumed that this name must have been related
                        to a book, or perhaps a piece of music. His older sister, Sylvia, called him
                        Mpilo, as did Nelson Mandela much later. The rest of the family called him
                        Boy. Although that name was not on his baptismal certificate, he used it as
                        a third name on formal documents from his school years until the mid-1970s.
                        Then he dropped it. However, unknown to the Tutus, at least one person
                        outside the family continued to use it—a security policeman who was assigned
                        to monitor his activities referred to him as Boy as a form of
                        disparagement.

                In the first years of his life, Desmond became very ill. The
                        family did not know this, but it later became apparent that he had
                        contracted polio. There was no vaccine against polio at the time, and in
                        black townships it was associated with fly-borne infections from sewage
                        buckets. Its incidence rose in summer when the buckets sat in the hot sun
                        awaiting collection. In South Africa, the disease had a mortality rate of 10
                        to 25 percent. If a patient was going to die, it usually happened in the
                        first eight days. For a family like the Tutus, there was little to be done
                        other than to keep the patient comfortable and wait. Sylvia remembered her
                        brother’s life hanging by a thread: “We had really lost all hope. My dad had
                        prepared…[for] a funeral.” Although he recovered relatively well, the
                        effects of the polio remained noticeable for the rest of his life—his right
                        hand had atrophied, giving him a weak grip when shaking hands. He frequently
                        rubbed it to improve the circulation and warm it; in the early 1980s the
                        state-controlled television news service zoomed in on his hands during
                        hearings of a government inquisition, to portray him as a miscreant wringing
                        his hands in guilt. The polio was followed by a serious accident. As he and
                        Sylvia warmed themselves at the fire outside their home one morning, his
                        flannel pajamas caught fire. “He was a stubborn somebody,” recalled Sylvia.
                        “It was so cold he wanted to get close to the brazier and heat himself….
                        When I tried to stop him, he wouldn’t.” He was hospitalized with serious
                        burns that scarred his thigh for life.

                Tutu’s earliest memories were of isolated scenes during his
                        early childhood in Klerksdorp: he carried into adulthood images of being
                        taken fishing on the handlebars of his father’s bicycle; of waking up to
                        find the room in which he was sleeping filled with musical
                        instruments—drums, kettledrums, and trumpets; and, vaguely, of tinkling the
                        keys of a piano in their house. The instruments were for a troop of
                        Pathfinders—a group similar to Boy Scouts—which his father led.

                The Tutus left Klerksdorp when Desmond was four, and went to a
                        smaller town 70 kilometers (45 miles) farther up the Schoonspruit River.
                        Unlike Makoeteng, the location to which they moved in 1936—named
                        Tshing—still exists. In a region of extensive forced removals under
                        apartheid, there is irony in this, for Tshing adjoins Ventersdorp, the
                        farming dorp, or small town, that became synonymous in the last days of
                        white rule with the most violently racist resistance to its abolition.
                        Ventersdorp was the home of Eugene Terre’blanche and his Afrikaner
                        Weerstandsbeweging (“Afrikaner Resistance Movement”), which exploited
                        neo-Nazi imagery to put on South Africa’s most telegenic—if not its most
                        dangerous—displays of intransigence in the face of change.

                Tshing is on the edge of town, where the bare red earth of the
                        backyards and dirt streets around the old Tutu home contrast with the thorn
                        trees and yellow grass of the undulating highveld savanna beyond. The Tutus
                        lived in a simple rectangular building, flat-roofed at that time, in the
                        yard of the Methodist church, which accommodated the junior classes of the
                        school of which ZZ was principal. The house had three rooms: the parents’
                        bedroom; a kitchen; and a living room, which doubled as a bedroom for the
                        children at night. There was no electricity, and study at home in the
                        evenings was by candlelight. Asked seventy years later to recollect images
                        of himself in Tshing, Tutu described a child in shorts and a shirt, nearly
                        always barefoot, enveloped in winter by one of his father’s old overcoats,
                        with the sleeves rolled up. Shoes were worn only for formal occasions,
                        perhaps to church on Sundays. He recalled the time with nostalgia: “Life was
                        actually quite full. It was fun…. Although we weren’t affluent, we were not
                        destitute either.”

                Desmond saw himself as an average, sociable township child,
                        who joined others in making pieces of wire into toy cars with shoe polish
                        cans for wheels, or playing soccer with a tennis ball in the strip of land,
                        across the street from the church, that separated Tshing from the white
                        section of Ventersdorp. Sometimes he resisted chores: “My sisters liked to
                        say there were times when I was lazy…. I would cry or stamp my foot and get
                        very upset because I was asked to go and fetch water.” The effects of his
                        early illness were apparent throughout his childhood. His younger sister,
                        Gloria Radebe, recalled, “We would be playing with him and then you would
                        see him going into the house and sleeping…. He was very
                    delicate.”

                In Tshing Desmond began the eight years of kindergarten and
                        primary schooling that were customary for those black children who could go
                        to school. There were no desks in his first “classroom”—listening to their
                        teachers, the children sat on the low, backless benches used by worshippers
                        on Sundays; when they needed to write, they sat on the floor and used the
                        benches as desks. (Sixty years afterward, during a visit to a rural school,
                        Tutu broke down in tears at seeing children studying in the same
                        conditions.) He was naturally right-handed but, as a result of the polio,
                        learned to write with his left. He learned Afrikaans, which was, with
                        Setswana, the lingua franca in Ventersdorp. Encouraged by his father, he
                        developed a love of reading. There was little if any indigenous South
                        African children’s literature. When Tutu was bishop of Johannesburg, he
                        wrote to a young correspondent:

                
                    I enjoyed [as a child] reading Lamb’s Tales
                            from Shakespeare and Aesop’s Fables, as well as books containing
                            well-known stories such as Red Riding Hood, Snow White and the Seven
                            Dwarfs, Jack and the Beanstalk. You must not tell your teacher but my
                            father, who was a school teacher, allowed me to read comics…. I believe
                            I developed a great love for English in this way. Most people believe
                            that comics encourage sloppy language.

                

                While living in Tshing, the Tutus had a third son, Tamsanqa
                        (“blessing”). Like Sipho, he died in infancy. Losing two of five children
                        was not exceptional for a black South African family—infant mortality was
                        high in black communities at the time. Desmond remembered Tamsanqa’s death;
                        his father, who he assumed must have quarreled with the local minister,
                        conducted the funeral himself. Perhaps as a result of losing her two other
                        sons, Desmond’s mother poured out her love and affection onto him. Both
                        Sylvia and Gloria regarded Desmond as being their mother’s favorite child.
                        “Even if he was wrong, my mother used to take his side,” Gloria said.
                        Desmond returned his mother’s love and regarded her as the single greatest
                        influence on his life:

                
                    I resemble her in many ways. She was
                            stumpy, and she had a big nose like mine. And I hope that I resemble her
                            in another respect: [she]…was very, very gentle and compassionate and
                            caring, always taking the side of whoever was having the worst of an
                            argument…. She was also quite incredible about wanting to share…. She
                            never cooked just enough for the family. She always imagined that there
                            was going to be somebody [else] who came and for whom she must dish up….
                            Even when we didn’t have a great deal she would want to share even that
                            little bit that we had.

                

                If Matse Tutu’s compassion for the underdog goes partway
                        toward explaining the stands her son later took as a spiritual leader and
                        campaigner for human rights, one element of his father’s behavior may
                        explain the depth of his anger when he saw unprovoked and unmerited
                        suffering.

                Desmond Tutu was fond of his father, enjoyed Zachariah’s sense
                        of humor, and was impressed by his commitment to education and his skill as
                        a conductor of school choirs. During South Africa’s transition to democracy,
                        he frequently quoted one of his father’s aphorisms: “Don’t raise your voice.
                        Improve your argument.” And the young Desmond “fumed inside,” as he put it,
                        to hear a white shop assistant, “a slip of a child,” call his father “Boy.”
                        But in one respect he neither admired nor had sympathy for
                    Zachariah:

                
                    He drank often. I would say that it was
                            excessive…. It wasn’t something that happened every day, but when it
                            happened it was awful…. [He] was a brilliant teacher but maybe he could
                            have been even better had he not drunk as much as he used to…. Sometimes
                            he beat up my mother. I really got very, very angry and wanted to take
                            him on. I couldn’t, I was small…. I don’t know whether I wasn’t close to
                            hating him for how he sometimes treated my mother.

                

                Still, ZZ’s drinking did not prevent him from providing for
                        his family: “We were poor, but we never starved,” said Gloria. ZZ fished in
                        a nearby stream to supplement the family’s food and earned extra money by
                        taking photographs at local weddings, often being paid with eggs, chickens,
                        or piglets.

                Sixty years after being taught by ZZ Tutu, Elizabeth Machocho
                        Kgosiemang, still living in Tshing, remembered him as an outstanding teacher
                        whose strictness was legendary: “We had to speak English during school
                        hours, or we would be reported and receive a hiding.” Sylvia Morrison
                        recalled her father administering corporal punishment to the whole school;
                        her own humiliation at being singled out during a school assembly for
                        failing to do her homework, and receiving strokes across her hand, was
                        seared into her memory.

                As the principal’s son, Desmond was the first child in the
                        township to have a bicycle. Sometimes he ran errands for his parents, riding
                        into Ventersdorp to buy meat or the Rand Daily
                                Mail, the Johannesburg morning newspaper. It was there
                        that he had his first encounters with white children:

                
                    I once rode past a group of white boys.
                            They shouted at me: “Pik.” I thought they meant a pickax with which you
                            dig holes, so once I reached a safe distance I shouted back: “Graaf!”
                            (“spade”). Only later did I realize they were shouting “Pikswart”
                            (“pitch-black”).

                

                His experiences with whites were mixed; looking back as an
                        adult, he found it remarkable that he could lay out a newspaper on the
                        sidewalk of a street in Ventersdorp and read, undisturbed, while white
                        pedestrians stepped around him. He also had his first experience of how
                        South African society was ordered:

                
                    Once I saw black children scavenging in the
                            dustbins of the white school for sandwiches which the children had
                            thrown away after their break. [The government provided school lunches
                            for whites.] I didn’t know the political reasons for that. It just
                            seemed strange that they could throw away perfectly good fruit and
                            sandwiches.

                    I just thought life was organized in such a way
                            that white people lived in the nice part, you lived in the township, and
                            that was how God organized it. You knew you had to enter the post office
                            through a separate entrance¸ and generally get treated like dirt. You
                            didn’t question it.

                

                One of the uses to which ZZ put his copy of the Mail was keeping his pupils
                        up-to-date on the progress of World War II. Many black South Africans
                        supported the war despite having lost the last of their minimal political
                        rights three years before its outbreak. In 1936, the white parliament had
                        voted, by a margin of 169 to eleven, to strip black voters in the Cape of
                        their franchise. Parliament was much less certain that it wanted to fight
                        Hitler—in 1939 the vote to declare war on Germany was carried by only
                        eighty-one votes to fifty-nine; and Afrikaner Nationalists—among them John
                        Vorster and P. W. Botha, future prime ministers with whom Tutu was to
                        clash—joined the Ossewa Brandwag, whose leader admired the Nazis and
                        collaborated with the Germans.

                The black schoolchildren of Tshing supported South Africans
                        who volunteered to fight the Italians and Germans in East Africa and North
                        Africa. Desmond and his friends would stand at the side of the road to wave
                        good-bye to convoys going to war. Among those who fought Rommel’s
                        Panzergruppe Afrika and Afrika Korps in North Africa were 15,000 black
                        support troops, in roles such as drivers, cooks, clerks, laborers,
                        stretcher-bearers, and orderlies, often armed only with ceremonial assegais.
                        Desmond and his family were very proud that his father’s younger brother, J.
                        P. Tutu, volunteered for service: “It was actually a great honor to have
                        someone in the army,” he once told an Afrikaner journalist.

                In about 1941, Matse Tutu returned to the Reef in search of
                        work to supplement the family income, marking the beginning of a period
                        during which the family moved from place to place as ZZ sought a position
                        closer to her. She found a job as a cook at Ezenzeleni (“the place where you
                        work for yourself”), an institution for the blind established by a British
                        couple, Arthur and Florence Blaxall, in the hills west of Johannesburg. Soon
                        she was earning enough to send clothes home, including a new winter overcoat
                        of the proper size for Desmond. In time he went to the Reef to be closer to
                        her. She lived at Ezenzeleni, so when he first moved he lived with his
                        father’s aunt in the nearby township of Roodepoort West. Later he and his
                        mother came together in a house for Ezenzeleni’s staff in the township.
                        There he shared a room with one of her coworkers. The front of the house was
                        occupied by the Blaxalls’ clerk and driver, Es’kia Mphahlele, who later
                        became a writer and academic. Mphahlele befriended the younger Tutu, taking
                        him jogging and teaching him to box. In Roodepoort West, Tutu attended a
                        Methodist primary school. Later he transferred to the Swedish Boarding
                        School, known locally as SBS, a school at St. Ansgar’s Mission started by
                        Swedish missionaries.

                After a few months at SBS, Desmond moved with his father to
                        Ermelo in the eastern Transvaal, where ZZ had a temporary appointment. Six
                        months later they returned to the Reef, and the family was reunited in a
                        rented house in Roodepoort West. Desmond returned to SBS to complete his
                        primary schooling. Despite these moves, he progressed quickly: after a few
                        months in Standard Five, where classes were held in a chapel, he was among a
                        handful promoted to Standard Six. A shock awaited him at the end of the
                        year, however: he failed arithmetic, and thus the exam for leaving primary
                        school. He retained a clear memory of the day decades afterward:

                
                    Everybody believed I was going to pass, but
                            I didn’t. At least the results said I had failed. I don’t believe that,
                            I still don’t believe it. But I hadn’t passed. It was one of the worst
                            nights of my life.

                

                As an adult, Tutu remembered himself and his classmates as
                        having been “rather docile and thoroughly unsophisticated and naive” in the
                        face of racism. They were not so docile, though, as to respond uncritically
                        to a primary school history written by a Methodist missionary named
                        Whitehead:

                
                    We found it distinctly odd that in
                            virtually every encounter between the black Xhosas and the white
                            settlers, Mr. Whitehead invariably described the Xhosas as those who
                            stole the settlers’ cattle, and of the white settlers he would write
                            that the settlers captured the cattle from the Xhosas. We did not press
                            this point at all, or hardly at all, in class discussion: but when we
                            were outside we would mutter that it was very funny.

                

                While living in Roodepoort West, Tutu picked up a copy of
                            Ebony magazine, imported from
                        the United States: “I didn’t know that there could be literature of that
                        kind, with such subversive qualities, because up to that point I had come to
                        begin to believe what white people said about us.” When Jackie Robinson
                        broke into major league baseball in 1947, Tutu read about it in Ebony: “I didn’t know baseball from
                        Ping Pong, but here was a guy who had made it…. I grew inches.”

                And it was while visiting his mother at Ezenzeleni that
                        Desmond had a glimpse of how South African society might be differently
                        ordered:

                
                    This white man in a big black hat and a
                            white flowing cassock swept past on the way to the residence of the
                            Blaxalls. You could have knocked me down with a feather…. He doffed his
                            hat to my mother. Now that seemed a perfectly normal thing I suppose for
                            him, but for me, it was almost mind-boggling, that a white man could
                            doff his hat to my mother, a black woman, really a nonentity in South
                            Africa’s terms.

                

                Tutu later identified the white man as a priest named Trevor
                        Huddleston. However, his dating of the incident attributed it to a period
                        before Huddleston came to South Africa. If he recalled the date correctly,
                        the priest could have been Huddleston’s predecessor, Raymond Raynes,
                        who—like Huddleston—was spare, tall, and somewhat gaunt. Whoever he was, he
                        gave the young boy his first memory of a monk of the Community of the
                        Resurrection, an order whose influence was to become crucial in his
                        life.

                *Batswana is the plural of Motswana. The
                        language is Setswana.

                †The lowercase prefixes ama- and abe-
                        designate the plural form of nouns in IsiXhosa; the prefix isi- modifies the
                        noun to describe the language.

                ‡The prefix kwa- designates a place: thus,
                        the place of the Zulus.

            

        

    
        
            
                Chapter 2

                Praise Poem to God

            

            
                Four times a day a group of men, usually
                        numbering between ten and twenty, gather in an austere, high-arched chapel
                        of bare stone pillars and white-plastered walls in the north of England. For
                        some minutes, they sit in absolute silence, with a stillness the newcomer
                        struggles to match. Then the Angelus is rung on the chapel bell high in a
                        tower, the clangs being transmuted into nothing more than gentle gongs as
                        they drift into the choir stalls. A few more seconds of silence, and then
                        the sound of plainsong chant arises. The beauty of the group’s combined
                        voices is eclipsed only by the reverberations of its echo at the deliberate
                        pauses halfway through and at the end of each verse.

                In a routine unbroken for more than a century, the monks of
                        the Community of the Resurrection are at prayer. In the course of a day,
                        they chant upwards of seven psalms. Before breakfast, at six-forty-five,
                        they say Mattins, or morning prayer. After a morning of activity, they say
                        the midday office. They are back at six-thirty for evensong, and again
                        before bedtime for compline. In the psalms, Bible readings, and prayers, the
                        monks proclaim, “We enter…into a conversation with God’s word. In this
                        rhythm of worship we are opened to His gift of prayer together and alone.”
                        At specified times of the day, including during many meals, they observe a
                        rule of silence. Central to their day is the Mass: “The summit of our
                        worship is the Eucharist offered with the Church on earth and in heaven, for
                        the sake of all creation.”

                The chapel is part of the community’s mother house, the House
                        of Resurrection, set in a small estate of trees and lawns on a hillside in
                        Mirfield, a town in the West Riding of Yorkshire. To the south, across a
                        valley, is what appears at first glance to be an unspoiled hillside, the
                        greenery occasionally interspersed with modern housing. But that appearance
                        is deceptive. Down the street is the Mirfield Working Men’s Club. A few
                        miles to the south is the South Yorkshire Mining Museum. When the Community
                        of the Resurrection moved to Mirfield in 1898, the town was at the center of
                        a textile milling and coal mining area. Forty barges a day passed along a
                        canal in the valley. The local railway station was one of the busiest in the
                        country. Smoke from the mills led the local bishop to observe that he could
                        not pick a flower in his diocese without blackening his fingers. By the
                        beginning of the twenty-first century the industrial activity had subsided
                        and the air was cleaner; but across the canal, outlines of the past were
                        still discernible in the uneven man-made contours of grassy
                    mounds.

                The community was developed in England’s industrial north
                        because its nineteenth-century founder, Charles Gore, and his brethren were
                        concerned by the alienation of the Church of England from the country’s
                        working class. An aristocrat, Gore was part of a movement to revive the
                        monastic life in England, which had been destroyed by Henry VIII during the
                        Reformation three centuries earlier. Influenced by the Christian Socialist
                        movement, he rejected dog-eat-dog capitalism, defended trades unions, and
                        backed radical causes domestically and internationally. In 1902 he was
                        denounced as “pro-Boer” when he wrote to the Times of London that if Britain did not act to
                        cut the death rate in South African concentration camps, “the honour of our
                        country will contract a stain which we shall not be able to
                        obliterate.”

                The community’s attempt to identify with the English working
                        class received a mixed response at best. There were limits to how well a
                        group of privileged Englishmen, living in the former home of a mill owner
                        and described by local newspapers as rich, cultured, “titled,” and
                        “intellectual,” could expect to get to know their neighbors. One local
                        Anglican layman wrote, “Those gentlemen…knew nothing about the crudities and
                        squalor in which workers were living, almost within a stone’s throw.”
                        However, when the bishop of Pretoria invited the community to minister to
                        workers in the Transvaal gold mines at the end of the Anglo-Boer War, he
                        initiated one of Africa’s more welcome Christian missions. Among the
                        beneficiaries of its blend of disciplined spiritual practice and social
                        concern was Desmond Tutu.

                If we consider the history of the Christian faith in the
                        continent as a whole, European missionaries brought nothing new to Africa.
                        Christianity was established in North Africa earlier than in much of Europe.
                        The late Bengt Sundkler, the Swedish missionary who, with his research
                        assistant, Christopher Steed, wrote perhaps the most comprehensive history
                        of this religion in the continent, has pointed out that it came to Africa as
                        an eastern religion. The Coptic Church of North Africa traces its history to
                        the flight of Jesus and his parents to Egypt to escape Herod, and was well
                        established in Egypt before the arrival of Islam. When officials of the
                        Ethiopian Orthodox Church welcomed visitors such as Desmond Tutu in the
                        1980s, they traced their history to the baptism of their queen’s chancellor
                        by the apostle Philip, recorded in the Acts of the Apostles. This long
                        heritage is today increasingly commemorated by Christians in the rest of the
                        continent: the Anglican Church in southern Africa lauds Augustine of Hippo
                        as one of the greatest of all Christian thinkers, and its highest award for
                        lay service is named for Simon of Cyrene, the African who helped Jesus carry
                        his cross to Calvary.

                In most of sub-Saharan Africa, though, Europeans introduced
                        Christianity in a 400-year process that Africans today view with deep
                        ambivalence. The missionaries had an uneven political record, acting
                        sometimes as agents of colonialism, sometimes as critics, and often showed
                        no respect for the religious and cultural traditions of those they came to
                        evangelize.

                The missionaries came to a continent in which the spiritual
                        was as deeply embedded as in any human community, and probably more so than
                        in Europe during the Enlightenment. “In Africa religion was more than just
                        religion,” according to Sundkler and Steed:

                
                    It was an all-pervasive reality which
                            served to interpret society and give wholeness to the individual’s life
                            and the community. The village world and the Spirit world were not two
                            distinct separate realms: there was a continuous communication between
                            the two. Religion was a totality, a comprehensive whole.

                

                Yet many of the missionaries who penetrated southern
                        Africa treated its people as blank slates waiting to be written on. These
                        missionaries recognized neither that there was an African religious
                        tradition nor how their own western Christian practice reflected European
                        cultural accretions rather than the fundamentals of their faith. The tragedy
                        of a woman named Krotoa, of the Khoikhoi people of the area now called the
                        Western Cape, was an early example of what could happen when indigenous
                        people were forced to adopt western culture.

                In 1652, thirty years after the Dutch West India Company
                        settled New Amsterdam on the east coast of North America, Jan van Riebeeck
                        of the Dutch East India Company established a fueling station on the
                        southwestern tip of Africa for ships on their way to and from the east. He
                        set up house on a piece of land that later became the site of the official
                        residence of Anglican archbishops of Cape Town—and thus, in time, the home
                        of Leah and Desmond Tutu. Van Riebeeck was joined by his wife, Maria, and
                        they are recognized as South Africa’s first white settler couple. Krotoa
                        worked for Maria, and under the name Eva became the first Khoikhoi convert
                        to her employer’s religion. So enthusiastic was she that she shared her
                        faith with other Khoikhoi people, embraced Dutch customs, and married a
                        settler. Soon, however, there were rumors that she had run away from home
                        and abandoned her western attire. After her husband died, her life was said
                        to have fallen apart, and she died a drunken convict. The official diary of
                        the Cape cruelly recorded that she had almost become Dutch, only to return
                        “like a dog…to her vomit.”

                The first missionaries in South Africa were Moravians who
                        arrived from eastern Germany in 1737. They established a mission among the
                        Khoikhoi east of Cape Town which they named Genadendal, or “Vale of Grace.”
                        (In 1994, after Nelson Mandela became president, he renamed his official
                        residence in Cape Town Genadendal.) Their work began haltingly—it was
                        suppressed by the Dutch for fifty years—but when the British took the Cape
                        from the Dutch at the beginning of the eighteenth century, South Africa
                        became one of the world’s busiest fields of Christian mission. Of the early
                        groups, the best-known is the London Missionary Society (LMS). This is
                        partly because the explorer David Livingstone was one of its missionaries,
                        but in South Africa also because some of his predecessors defended the
                        rights of Khoikhoi and southern Nguni peoples. The LMS missionary Johannes
                        van der Kemp took identification with local people a step farther than his
                        contemporaries; far more accommodating of their culture, he appropriated the
                        Xhosa and Khoikhoi term “uThixo” for God, became accepted as a rainmaker,
                        married a young Malagasy slave, ate Xhosa food, lived in Xhosa huts, and was
                        willing to accept indigenous people wearing their traditional clothing. One
                        of his contemporaries criticized his failure to “civilize” converts: “He
                        seems to have judged it necessary, rather to imitate the savage in
                        appearance than to induce the savage to imitate him.”

                Van der Kemp was unusual in his attitude toward African
                        culture. The prevailing view was closer to that of Livingstone’s
                        father-in-law, Robert Moffat, who deplored political agitation against
                        colonial authorities and found traditional dress “disgusting”—he once wrote
                        that “by the slow but certain progress of Gospel principles, whole families
                        became clothed and in their right mind.” Preaching in Moffat’s church in
                        Kuruman, in the Northern Cape, on the 150th anniversary of its
                        establishment, Desmond Tutu devoted the main thrust of his sermon to
                        thanking missionaries. But he also enumerated their weaknesses:

                
                    They were seen often as one arm of the
                            imperial might of European expansionism…. They thought being European
                            was synonymous with being Christian…. They often made our people ashamed
                            of being African, [saying] that God would not usually hear your prayers
                            if you were African unless you were dressed in European clothes…. Often
                            they destroyed our rich cultural traditions.

                

                Two Xhosa prophets arose in the early nineteenth century to
                        give spiritual sustenance to a society under siege by the British, and their
                        example inspired later generations struggling to overcome white domination.
                        One was Nxele, also known as Makhanda. Nxele took Christian concepts and
                        grafted them onto Xhosa tradition, providing a religious framework for
                        resistance to colonial aggression. During the fifth of the frontier wars
                        against the British, he led a rebellion, was captured, and became one of the
                        earliest leaders to be jailed on Robben Island off Cape Town. If Nxele in
                        his role as a freedom fighter can be seen as a nineteenth-century Nelson
                        Mandela, his contemporary Ntsikana might be regarded as the forerunner of
                        Desmond Tutu’s generation of black Christian leadership. Ntsikana became
                        more explicitly Christian than Nxele, emphasizing prayer, penance,
                        conversion from sin, submission to God’s will, and the central place of the
                        resurrection of Christ. In contrast to the converts who went to live
                        alongside missionaries, he remained in his own community, dressed in a
                        leopard skin, and worshipped in Xhosa song and dance. He developed a
                        thoroughly African faith, rooted in Xhosa symbols.

                Ntsikana’s most lasting achievement is his “Great Hymn,”
                        widely seen as the pinnacle of traditional Xhosa songwriting and also as the
                        preeminent symbol of indigenous South African Christianity. Unlike African
                        hymn writers, who used western tunes, Ntsikana set his composition to a
                        Xhosa wedding song. It takes the form of a traditional praise poem, composed
                        in a call-and-response style, directed not to a living person or an ancestor
                        but to Ulo-Thixo Omkhulu ngosezulwini (“He, the Great God, who is in
                        Heaven”). Leah and Desmond Tutu chose the hymn to open their fiftieth
                        wedding anniversary service at Holy Cross Church in Orlando West, Soweto, in
                        July 2005; and the choir’s glorious opening cry of “Ntsikana’s Bell,”
                        summoning people to worship, brought goose bumps to many in the
                        congregation.

                The importance of Ntsikana’s story is highlighted by recent
                        research showing that most Christians in Africa were converted not by
                        European missionaries but by fellow Africans. According to this research,
                        the role of the missionaries was political and cultural; their African
                        converts did most of the evangelizing. By the time the Union of South Africa
                        was formed in 1910, the missionaries and the first few generations of
                        converts had laid the foundations for exponential growth in the twentieth
                        century. The first union census in 1911 reported 1.5 million black
                        Christians; in 2001 there were 32 million. The proportion of black South
                        Africans who were Christian rose in the same period from one-third to 80
                        percent. In 1911, the numbers of black and white Christians were about the
                        same; by the end of the century, black Christians outnumbered white
                        Christians by more than eight to one.

                The Anglican Church of which Desmond Tutu became a leader
                        began as a chaplaincy to British colonial civil and military officials. It
                        started to grow only after 1848, when the Church of England appointed the
                        first bishop, Robert Gray, who created five dioceses and established the
                        Church of the Province of South Africa, an autonomous institution that in
                        time became a constituent church of the worldwide Anglican Communion. Its
                        first bishops were British, usually graduates of Oxford or Cambridge. In
                        their missionary work, the Anglicans generally followed the Moravian pattern
                        of establishing mission stations that provided schools and hospitals and
                        grew food as well as preaching the gospel. Black evangelists took charge of
                        their congregations if white priests were not available to direct missions.
                        In the Transvaal, Anglican fortunes were tied to those of the
                    empire.

                The Community of the Resurrection arrived in the gold fields
                        in 1903, after the Anglo-Boer War. “From the outset,” said Alban Winter in a
                        memoir of its first sixty years there, “we realised that the chief agents in
                        evangelisation must be the Africans themselves and their training was one of
                        our major tasks.” The monks reflected the prejudices of their time. One
                        wrote: “The cathechists’ names are Matthew, Titus, Stephen, Michael and
                        Apolos. Their surnames I must leave to an expert…. I can only say they
                        generally seem to begin with ‘M.’ ”Another lamented that black and white
                        Christians did not gather around the same altar, but conceded that “of
                        course it is quite obvious that the natives just emerging from savagery
                        cannot be treated in the same way as whites, there must be restrictions,
                        there must be in many ways separations.” Thus whites worshipped in parishes,
                        and blacks worshipped in “mission districts” under an “archdeacon of native
                        missions.” When the diocese of Johannesburg was formed in 1922, there were
                        nine black priests and fifteen deacons. In 1950, when the Archdeaconry of
                        Native Missions was abolished and black churches were merged into nonracial
                        archdeaconries, there were thirty-four black priests, two deacons, and
                        twenty-six catechists, most of them trained by the monks they called the “CR
                        fathers.”

                Desmond Tutu was not an Anglican during his early childhood;
                        nor did he feel an early vocation to the priesthood. He nevertheless grew up
                        immersed in church life. His paternal grandfather, Solomon Tutu, was a
                        minister of one of the thousands of independent African churches, which were
                        established free of white control and which now comprise the majority of
                        South African Christians. At the age of nine months, on June 27, 1932,
                        Desmond was baptized in the Methodist Church for which his father worked in
                        Klerksdorp. The Methodists were a powerful missionary force in the region.
                        As in the Anglican church, local administration was segregated. Black
                        Methodists were organized in the Klerksdorp African circuit, which in 1932
                        had eleven churches, supplemented by 120 “preaching places” in outlying
                        areas. The circuit was served by three ordained ministers and 126 lay
                        preachers. Centrally, church government embraced all races. Nevertheless,
                        when the minister who baptized Tutu, Molema J. Moshoela, represented his
                        church at its regular synod, some of its deliberations were broken up into
                        “African representative sessions” and “European representative sessions.”
                        The Klerksdorp circuit had sixteen teachers—one of them ZZ Tutu—working in
                        four primary schools and educating 929 pupils, an average of nearly sixty a
                        class.

                When Desmond’s sister Sylvia changed churches, the family
                        followed her, first to an African Methodist Episcopal Church, a denomination
                        that had originated in contacts with African-Americans in the nineteenth
                        century. Then, after she was admitted to St. Peter’s School, a secondary
                        school started by the CR fathers in Rosettenville, south of Johannesburg,
                        the family became Anglicans. Matse became a devout member of the Mothers’
                        Union, one of the powerful prayer and support groups for women, which make
                        up the backbone of South African society. Most of Sunday mornings were spent
                        in church; a service could easily last three hours. At about age seven,
                        Desmond became a server at St. Francis Anglican Church in Tshing. The
                        priest, Zachariah Sekgapane, would become one of Tutu’s models for ministry.
                        On some Sundays, servers went to help Sekgapane in remote rural churches.
                        The trips were memorable for two reasons: first because they traveled by
                        car—the Tutus had no car—and second because of how the priest treated his
                        helpers:

                
                    Whenever we small boys had gone with him to
                            outstations, he would never sit down to lunch at the church without
                            first ensuring that we had been fed. I never forgot that example of
                            caring for veritable nonentities…. There are a number of people you try
                            to emulate, and he was one of them.

                

                After the family became Anglican, Tutu and his younger sister
                        Gloria “played church,” amusing their father by trying to chant the liturgy
                        in the Anglican style, Desmond pretending to be the priest and Gloria the
                        congregation. This led Desmond to fleeting thoughts of becoming a priest,
                        though these were displaced when he was a teenager. In Roodepoort West, one
                        of Zachariah Tutu’s relatives gave Desmond an introduction to an independent
                        church. Desmond recalled in adulthood:

                
                    He was a shoe repairer…. When he went
                            around evangelizing I carried his banner. I would walk in front of him,
                            carrying the banner, and…he would sing: “Simon Petrus,
                            Ndincedise”—“Simon Peter, help me.” So the children in the location
                            would call me Simon Petrus’s child.

                

                At age twelve Desmond took the second step of Christian
                        initiation by renewing his baptismal vows and being confirmed in his faith.
                        He joined dozens of other children in St. Mary’s Church in Roodepoort on
                        November 28, 1943, to be confirmed by Geoffrey Clayton, bishop of
                        Johannesburg.

                While living in Roodepoort, Tutu started high school. Firmly
                        believing that he had not failed Standard Six, he refused to go back to
                        primary school, so his father went to see the legendary headmaster of the
                        Johannesburg Bantu High School, Harry Percy Madibane. Like most black
                        teachers of his era, Madibane began his career with a primary school
                        education and a teachers’ diploma. He taught at a number of church primary
                        schools on the Reef, becoming principal of St. Cyprian’s School in
                        Sophiatown, on the western edge of Johannesburg, two years before the
                        community took over Anglican work in the area. Madibane decided that he
                        wanted to begin a secondary school. He studied privately for matriculation;
                        became one of the first black graduates of the University of the
                        Witwatersrand; and, supported by the priests of the Community of the
                        Resurrection, opened his first class at St. Cyprian’s in 1940. The following
                        year, he moved the school to the neighboring Western Native Township, where
                        he developed it into a powerhouse of black education in the Transvaal. There
                        it also became known as Western High, later Madibane High.

                Madibane had a reputation as a tough, fiercely determined
                        visionary. The journalist Casey Motsisi, writing in Drum magazine when the school was renamed after
                        Madibane, reported that he was nicknamed “Horse Power” by his pupils, and
                        “the Shark” by his teachers. “If he says a mikado is a hippo,” Motsisi
                        wrote, “trying to prove him wrong would be as effective as taking a shower
                        without turning the water on.” Nonetheless, Madibane was willing to hear ZZ
                        Tutu’s entreaties and to give his son a chance to prove himself. “And prove
                        himself he did,” wrote Tutu’s classmate Stanley Motjuwadi later. “In the
                        half-yearly exams, Des came top of all 250 Form I pupils.”

                Tutu began his first year at high school in 1945 with a daily
                        train journey from Roodepoort West to Westbury station, where he joined
                        other pupils from the East and West Rand in a walk to school. One of them
                        was Motjuwadi. When Tutu was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize, Motjuwadi, by
                        then the editor of Drum, reminisced
                        about their schooldays:

                
                    Perhaps because we shared many
                            disadvantages, we took to each other immediately. We were scrawny,
                            spindly-legged kids, both wore shorts and did not have shoes for our
                            first day at high school. For the first six months, we were housed at
                            the Full Gospel Church and had to write on our laps or kneel on the
                            floor to use the bench as a desk…. After June we were moved to Form 1A
                            which was in a room at the communal library. Here we used desks although
                            Des, Masing Tshabadira and I had to sit in a desk meant for
                        two.

                

                Desmond, forced to write left-handed because of his paralyzed
                        right hand, crouched

                
                    like a crab while doing his dyslexic
                            scribbling—with us relegated to the extreme end of the desk. Because of
                            this I had many fights with this selfish southpaw. We had our lunch
                            together, played together, travelled together. But in class we fought
                            and fought.

                

                There was no campus—pupils were scattered in classrooms and
                        church buildings around Western Township. Tutu visited a laboratory only
                        once during his school career. The library was inadequate, and there were
                        very few games or recreational facilities. As an adult he enjoyed telling
                        what his honest answer to an exam question would have been if asked what he
                        observed when a science experiment was performed: “Nothing—we had to imagine
                        from what our teachers told us you observed.”

                What the school lacked in material resources, it made up for
                        in the quality of its teachers. Sixty years after starting there, Tutu
                        remembered many of them clearly. Nimrod Ndebele, father of the writer and
                        University of Cape Town vice chancellor Njabulo Ndebele, taught him
                        arithmetic: “He made learning so much fun. He always had objects which he
                        used to illustrate what up to that point had been cloaked in mystery and
                        unrelieved gloom…. Nobody failed his subject…. He hardly had to scold any of
                        his pupils. Everybody was eating out of his hand.” Geoff Mamabolo instilled
                        in his pupils a love of English literature and set them challenging papers:
                        “When we went to write the [public] exams we were very upset because the
                        examiners didn’t give us a chance to show off…. The questions they asked
                        were nothing like the kind of questions that Geoff Mamabolo had prepared for
                        us.” The school was in a rough neighborhood, but Madibane’s reputation was
                        such that gangsters from surrounding townships would appear before him in
                        response to a summons relayed by boys from the school. He caned gang
                        members, even if they did not attend the school, and challenged the girls in
                        the school for going out with them instead of with “his” boys.

                Tutu joined the most junior of the school’s rugby teams, his
                        slightness dictating that he play scrum half. This was the beginning of a
                        lifelong love of the sport: on Saturdays, carrying sandwiches made by his
                        mother, he caught a train on his own to the original Ellis Park rugby ground
                        in Johannesburg and, from the small pen set aside for black spectators,
                        watched Transvaal rugby heroes such as Jan Lotz.

                Soon the family found the cost of daily train fares too high,
                        and Desmond was sent to stay with relatives who lived closer to Western
                        Township. For a while he went to J. P. Tutu, the uncle who had served in
                        World War II and who now sublet a backyard shack in Annandale Street,
                        Sophiatown. Desmond shared a room with between two and five others at any
                        one time, and the shack was only one of many occupied by subtenants in the
                        same yard. In the mornings, winter and summer, he washed at an open-air
                        communal cold-water tap. Later he moved closer to school, to the home of
                        relatives in Matsimela Street, Western Township. As in primary school, Tutu
                        felt no burning sense of injustice about the place of black South Africans
                        in society, although there were signs that he had inherited his mother’s
                        compassion—once, while waiting for a train on a cold railway station
                        platform, he took off one of the two sweaters he was wearing, gave it away
                        to a boy with none, and swore his sister Gloria to silence about the
                        incident.

                As Stanley Motjuwadi told it, much of the students’ life
                        outside the classroom revolved around finding food and supplementing their
                        allowances:

                
                    For lunch we used to get sixpence each…. We
                            had to use some ingenuity to make it stretch, so we soon discovered a
                            place, a soda fountain run by a Chinese in Main Street, Sophiatown. Here
                            we would buy a chunk of bread with fish crumbs for bonsella [free], a
                            glass of flavoured water and roasted peanuts for a tickey.* The other tickey we would put aside
                            for the afternoon break.

                

                Tutu bought bags of oranges to split up and sell at a profit.
                        Motjuwadi smoused—that is, hawked—candy on the train to and from school. He
                        claimed that he and Tutu were the best cardsharps on the train:

                
                    We would take on workers commuting with us
                            and never lost. A deft scratching of the heart was a hint to Des to call
                            hearts. A scooping with the open hand was spades, and three outstretched
                            fingers meant clubs…. The workers we were fleecing did not seem to mind
                            it. In fact they admired Des’ prowess and nicknamed him
                            Professor.

                

                Tutu and Motjuwadi caddied for white golfers at the Killarney
                        golf course in Johannesburg’s northern suburbs. “My first foray,” said
                        Desmond, “was an unmitigated disaster. I infuriated my boss because I was a
                        real liability, losing the ball a few times.” Forty years later, after being
                        entertained at a champagne breakfast at the same golf club, Stanley wrote in
                        his Drum column, “De-Kaffirnated
                            Stan,”† about what he called the informal
                        education they received there:

                
                    We got our first chance to learn and know
                            mlungu [white man] at close range. Mlungu, we discovered, was good and
                            bad, generous and mean, strong and weak. In short he was human, just
                            like us even if our fate was to carry his golf bag.

                    Take for instance the guy we used to call Pisspot.
                            His vile temper could only be matched by his awful golf….

                    I can’t recall how many shiners I collected
                            fighting over Standard Bank’s bag. SB, as we called him, was the biggest
                            tipper at Killarney. He never shouted at caddies and bought us
                            refreshments at the 9th hole. But there was one snag…. SB insisted that
                            his caddie should not wear shoes. The reason was that he wanted the
                            caddie to work on the ball with his toes, teeing it up and taking it out
                            of a bad lie. SB was a cheat but we caddies all loved him.

                    Raasbekkie [“noisy little mouth”] could talk better
                            than he could play golf….

                    Mahleleshushu [“the ever-hot one”] was a darling.
                            Always drunk and lisping, he never took golf or himself
                            seriously.

                

                As Desmond entered his second year of high school, the Tutus
                        moved again, this time to a township that became their permanent home. The
                        move was occasioned by ZZ’s appointment as principal of St. Paul’s Anglican
                        School in Munsieville, which is part of present-day Mogale City, 25
                        kilometers (15 miles) west of Johannesburg.

                At the time the Tutus settled in the area, not all of its
                        history was recorded or widely disseminated. But the twenty-first-century
                        visitor can experience millions of years of human history down the road from
                        the Tutus’ home. Adjacent to Mogale City is a valley recently named the
                        “cradle of humankind,” a UNESCO World Heritage Site where some of the
                        world’s most important discoveries in research on human evolution have been
                        made. In 1947 a 2.5-million-year-old skull of the species Australopithecus africanus, which
                        walked upright, was found there; and in 1998 paleontologists announced the
                        identification of an almost complete skeleton of an australopithecine who
                        stood four feet tall and lived between 3.2 million and 3.6 million years
                        ago.

                In its more recent history, 200 years ago, the region was home
                        to the people of the Bapo chiefdom, who were traders and miners of gold. In
                        the late 1820s, during the Mfecane, Mzilikazi ka Mashobane, a northern Nguni
                        leader fleeing from Shaka, invaded, killing the Po chief and taking captive
                        his heir, Mogale wa Mogale. Mzilikazi was in turn driven out by the
                        Voortrekkers, who carved up the land into farms for themselves. Under Boer
                        rule, the name of one of the farms, Paardekraal, a few miles from the Tutus’
                        home, became associated with the Afrikaner nationalist struggle—it was where
                        8,000 armed settlers gathered to launch the first war of liberation against
                        the British.

                Munsieville is on the northern outskirts of the town that grew
                        up at Paardekraal after 1887, when whites began to exploit the surrounding
                        gold-bearing reefs. The town was named Krugersdorp, after Paul Kruger,
                        president of the Transvaal republic, and its raison d’être is still visible
                        in the form of a white-yellow mountain of compacted sand—the by-product of
                        the extraction of gold from ore—which rises behind the town center.
                        Munsieville, named after the chief health inspector, James Munsie, was
                        established to accommodate Krugersdorp’s black workers. When the Tutus
                        arrived at house number 1132—there were no street names or street
                        numbers—the street was, in Tutu’s words, “an apology for one, with rocky
                        outcroppings.” The breeze-block house, rented from the municipality, had
                        three small rooms. The front door led directly into a central room with a
                        coal stove, used as the kitchen but also doubling as Gloria’s bedroom. Off
                        to one side was the sitting room-cum-dining room, which also served as
                        Desmond’s bedroom; and on the other was their parents’ bedroom. (Sylvia had
                        left home.) In one corner was a small bathroom with a concrete bathtub and a
                        toilet.

                From Munsieville, Desmond first commuted to school in Western
                        Township. He took a taxi to Krugersdorp station, took a train to
                        Johannesburg, and then walked to school. Soon the family was again
                        struggling to find his fares. One morning there was no money to send him to
                        school:

                
                    My mother went where she was doing washing
                            and cleaning for a white madam. She would be paid two shillings a day….
                            On this occasion I went with her and she received her two shillings to
                            give to me. I walked to the station and then caught a train. I’ve never
                            forgotten it…. My mother was going to work that whole day and at the end
                            she was not going to get anything because she had already got it in the
                            morning.

                

                So the family turned to the church for help. They went to the
                        Community of the Resurrection, which had opened a hostel for boys at its
                        Sophiatown mission.

                *Three pennies.

                †The title of the column was a play on
                        “Kaffir,” South Africa’s most derogatory epithet for black
                    people.

            

        

    


Chapter 3

A Sense of Worth



The name Sophiatown is burned into South African cultural and political history. As a community of different races in which law-abiding residents lived peacefully together, it became an exemplar of what might have been had apartheid not been inflicted on the country. As one of a few urban settlements in which blacks were permitted to own property, it held out a hope of belonging and permanence that was usually denied them in cities and towns. As an area where planning was not tightly controlled by the authorities, it gave residents freedom to build as they wanted. As the township that “spawned onto the Reef more gangs than any other location,” according to Drum magazine’s columnist “Mr. Drum,” it gave birth to the Vultures, the Berliners, the Gestapo, and the Americans. And as the wellspring of a vibrant culture of jazz, dancing, singing stars, “nice time girls,” traditional beer brewed in backyards, illicit “white” liquor in shebeens, and interracial mixing, it was the home of hip klevahs, ignorant rural moegoes, uptight situations, lowlife thuggish tsotsis, and more.*




OEBPS/Images/map2.jpg
ATLANTIC





OEBPS/Images/map1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/map3.jpg
LEGEND

@ Pl g

TSIWANE
PRETORIA






OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
RABBLE-ROUSER
FOR PEACE

=

The Authorized Biography of
DESMOND TUTU

JOHN ALLEN





