In a rural South African school,
the post-apartheid nation begins.

Black and White Together

By Mark Gevisser

Bono," or
it finally

Beukes, a gruff, th Afrikaner
tha ator who wants studer
favor =w blac s f ssed for
SINCE ANno unapologet 1

m now. Change 15 inev-  up for Spores Day
st manage it, We

is nothing

duate from high
Y -c;.;rcg.)tcd
than it did
+d 1o keep
‘Libera-
tance,
v three years
t that this
ed by the

5 in the Waterberg region, wh

fe are part of a new
Iming their constitutional ||-__’|",h to ethmc " |

tmes m

rllic

15t adapt

r families |

imes violently; the in

jave resisted, sor egration

1ers
seen pockmarked with instances of violence and
- of Mississippi and Alabama in the 1960's.

see their schools as private places where their civ
v maintaned. Bringing m b
e English language thus becomes a threat
a code word for privilege) but also vo Atnkaner id
| t War
muakes

ave founded prvate
But despite all the
y these

anguage, is he roat of Af-

alis

people; or ot rikaner ¢

| v do know how to adas
1 Warmbaths,

Ler i the fears, mi

ity itself ceptions
ths are  throughout S
thedorm evidence

ranon

k student

most of the b

this anxiety,

board at

black but also

1e school. This not on

ids

A
e contronta

stream is ada
uon that h
The regic

apartheid than
il integration in

towns.

= PHOTOCRAPH BY HENNER FRANEENFELDIPICTURENET AFNICA, FOR THE NEW YORE TIMEY THENEW YORK TiMes MaGazing | JuLy 20, t




“You'll never get them educated, a white woman seethes.

sees the school as “an inspiration,” and perhaps, in this aggressively polar-
ized society, it is. In the bushveld of hardened artitudes that is the North-
em Province, there is something truly inspirational about Tom Beukes’s
dedication to his project, and something quite moving about the way most
of the community, teachers, children and parents are going along with it
But it is by no means clear that newly integrated schools like Warmbaths
are the places where this country’s brave new multiracial society is going
1o be forged. Most of the whites in town have accepted the headmaster's
arguments about managing change, but very few of them actually wam
their children to learn with blacks, Even Beukes's wife, Rehette, who ran
the school's dormitory until recently, has taken therr own daughter out of
a boarding school in Pretoria because it has become predominantly black-
“You see,"” she says, "I'm not like my husband. I want to be with my own
people. I do have 2 problem with them. It's a problem with their culture.
can't go with their culture. It's their upbringing. They're not like us.”
One of the P.T.A. moms at the Sports Day is Annemarie Geyser “I'm
gradually getting used to the changes," she says. "But it hasn't been easy
We are scared of a takeover. Not because we don't want them here, but the
moment they are the same number as us, they'll force their ways on us.”
There is a fear of being overrun, a Mau-Mau-invasion anxiety; that cuts
to the heart of white paranoia in 2 democratic South Africa. Tt is a fear that
is given physical expression at this Sports Dy, where blacks cutnumber
whites by at least6to 1
In the grandstand, watching the events, is Jan de Klerk, a catde farmer
from outside town. His father is F. W de Klerk, the former President, and
his own son, EW,, is a Warmbaths Primary first grader who just placed
fifth in his race. Thres of the four children who beat him were black. Rath-
er than being furious that his son lost vo “kaffirtpes™ (“licde niggers”), as 1
overheard another parent exclaim, de Klerk seems to welcome it "This,”
hie says, stretching his arm out over the acuvity on the field, "is what the
world out there looks like. Blacks are the majority. They have the power
So white children better get used to it

OWN ON THE FIELD, THE WHITE TEACHERS FROM WARMBATHS ARE

rushing around with 2n industry almost as neurotic as their pupils’ war
cnies, bellowing at one another on two-way radios, frantically trymng to
keep the program on schedule — an agenda their colleagues from the
township schools seem intent on subverting by languidly and inefficiently
preparing their kads for the events.

"Afnican time!” snorts Louis Schutte, one of the school's deputy princi-
pals and the chief official for the day's events. Dressed m his encket re-
feree’s outfit — white pants, Hlouncy maroon shirt and maroon broad-
brimmed hat — he looks like sonie anachronistic colonial official. He is
one of three staff members who voted aganst bilingual instruction: The
majority, he says, voted for it out of pure self-interest, believing thar if the
school did nat take in a significant number of black children, the staff an
the risk of being transferred to black schools. Schutte’s politics are ex-
treme. “‘Perhaps what the Boer people need is for someone like a Hitler 1o
come up," he says, “anice dictator who can motivate us the way Hitler did
the Germans.”

And yet here is Louis Schutte, the racist, working double-time 1o msure
that this multracial event goes off as smoothly as possible. He teaches
black children math and coaches them on the athletic field. Even he clims
to be a pragmatist. “Let us look and listen and warch,” he says, “and then
ane day we'll get our apartheid again" He uses the school as an allegory
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for Afrikaner resistance: “The Afrikaner kids are not fighting the black
kids yer because they're still scared of them. But mark my words, the day
will come when their fear will goaway.” 2

Schurte is in a perpetual rage. His frustration, as he storms about the
school, is palpable. (It's a moodiness T detect, actually, in very few of the
staff.} Another like Schurte 15 Ramona DC[F““- an older woman who
works in the school’s dormitory. “Tt was different in the past,” she says
with nostalgia. "“The children would come up and hug you and kiss you.
There was 2 lot of affection berween us and them.”

Oh, T ask, are the black children niot affectionate then?

“They are! But would you let them touch you?'*

Racists like Delport think black children are irvedeemable. *You'll never
get them educated,” she seethes. T mean, they can't eat with a knife and
fork, they don't like pasta, they want their own cultural meats! They don't
even know how to drink out of 4 mug! Wha's got the time and the efforc
to teach them these things?"

Even those who embrace the prospect of educating black children do so
from a missionary perspective. Manana Potgieter, one of the most open-
minded teachers at the school, tells me that "our mission is to bring them
up to the same developmental level as us, to help them learn the European
way. If we could just teach them to wash every day and to make sure that
they’re elean, then we've done something good — even if they don’t know
that one and one equals two.™

In a group discussion, some white seventh graders tell me that they are
different from their parents, that they are more “tolerant™ and “under-
standing” and don't use the word “katfir” as freely, "Yes, [ am changing,"
says Nelene Hoffman, the school's Head Girl. “T have got more panence.
When I'm trying to discipline them, I'm learning that I can't scream at
them. I must talk nice and quiet in a way they'll understand.” Bur ask Ne-
lene, one of the school's most gifted students, whether she has learned
anything from the black children and she'll respond with a horrified
"No!" There is no genuine multicultural transaction at Warmbaths Prima-
ty; no sense, from the reachers or white students ar the school, that the
black children have anything other than bad habits to offer,

_In the days I spend at the school, the only time [ hear a black child ar-
ticulating any kind of response to racism is the night before Sports Day,
when a boy named Clement Baloyi is nipped by a dog. He demands 1o be
taken to the hospital for a rabies inoculation, and when the nurse says this
is not necessary, he retorts, *1 see we are back to spartheid days.” Another
bhgk kad shushes him. “We don't talk politics here, Clement!"

Ceruinly, white and black children are slowly learning to relate to each

other in 3 way fundamentally different from their parents’. Occasionally,
almost shockingly, you'll see two girls, one white, one black, with thetr
bodies entwined on & swing. While lining up to go into the cafeteria, the
white g|£ls vn]l_lmm their black ek in spirited, shi ing rendi-
tions of "black™ R & B songs like the Fugees' "Killing Me Softly,” one of
ll!tl""f moments when mwmhip culture seems to have come 1o town.
] You will see, as you walk around the school, younger black and white
bays playing together, albeir usually through play-fighting of one kind or
anather. The older boys seldom play recreational _
there will often be two cricket games at recess —
an event like Sports Day, though, given
sports culture, there is much backslappi
more important than skin eolors.,

But ook closely and you'll note the difficulties Turking |

sports with each other
one black, one white. At
the highly competitive Afrikaner
ng camaraderie: school colors are

beneath veam spir-

it, In a relay race, just before
3 black Warmbaths boy is to
run, he asks his white team-
mate to hold his baseball cap,
The white boy puts the ap
on the bead of a white girl
standing next to him, who
screams and then, as if she
has been exposed to a partic-
wlarly virulent strain of the
cooties, throws the cap w0
the ground. “Just leave it
there,” the white boy says to
the cap's owner. "You can

ck it up after the mee." The
black boy's lightning sprint
wins the race bor Warmbaths
while his cap lies in the dust.

Black South Africans will
tell you that one of the most
traumatic consequences of
apartheid was the fact thar whices were so physically repulsed by them that
they couldn't even be in the same town, let alone under the same roof
There is not, in black South African societies, the same shame about the
body as there is in Calvinist Afrikanerdom. At one point during Sports
Day, pupils from one of the black schools sing, “1 want to see your figure!
Turn around, my baby!" while sminging their hips seductvely. “You see!™
says one white parent to another as they walk past. “No morals!” Later, a
group of white Warmbaths kids giggle about the face that “the blacks don't
wear panties and undies!" The reason why they see this in the first place is
that the township schools don't have enough running outfits to go round,
so the kids are stripping and changing berween races.

ARMBATHS PRIMARY COSTS $20 A MONTH, AS OPPOSED TO $5 A

year for a township school. And so the black kids have parents who
are teachers, nurses, office clerks, entrepreneurs. Many of them get more
pocker money than their white classmates. The school, like most in the
area, gives its children the option of going barefoot. Most of the white
children are without shoes; very few of the blacks are. Many of the white
children have a typically workmanlike relationship to their school uni-
forms; mast of the black children fastidiously maintain every crease.

At 2 very rural school I visited last year just after it had integrated, the
whites complained about how the black students, children of peasants, did
not know how to use toilets: mess in the bathrooms and defecation on the
playground became the expression of the anxiety of integration. At Warm-
baths, where the children are familiar with sanitation, white anxiery is ex-
pressed through table manners. Almost every white person I speak to at
the school talks abour how the black kids eat with their hands, as if this
were a threat to Western civilization. What is perplexing is that many of
the black children and their parents seem to have accepted this themselves.
Cindy Masenya, the acting manager of a furniture store, was one of the
first black parents ro enroll a child, her daughter Bridget, at Warmbaths
Primary in 1995, Has Bridget changed at all since she went to Warmbaths?

"Oh yes," Masenya says. “She studies rather than watching TV. She has
learned discipline and manners. She is different from me. We black people
stick to our culture and traditions. Not too many of us like to sit in a din-
ing room and eat with a knife and fork. We don’t have tble manners!
«+« She tells me not to talk when 1 eat, and says that I am not civilized!"

Masenya, like most of the black parents, has nothing but praise for the
school's paramilitary approach, a counterpoint to the anarchy in most
black schools. She must, though, have an inkling about the value system
nto which she is sending her child. And herein lies the dilemma for black
parents, For a pupil to earn a diploma from a black township school is
nothing short of a miracle. The unemployment rate in South Africa cur-
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Sports Diy winners included E W, de Klerk, the ex-President's grandson, far nght.

rently runs higher than 40
percent. Who wouldn't put
up with a bit of mcism 0
gee her kid through 1::11(:«)1
and into the economy?

Unlike most white South
Africans, whose pathologies
about - contamination and
loss of control cause them
to fight integration, most
black South Africans crave
it. At Warmbaths, white
children are emphatic that
their friendships with black
classmates are confined only
to the school, while black
children hold up white
friends as status symbols. In
one such friendship, the
white girl is clear that she
will not progress beyond a
certain level of intimacy with her black friend, saying, “There are some
things I'would never tell her." Meanwhile, the black girl tells me: “1 tell her
everything. She is my soul sister.”

AT WARMBATHS PRIMARY, BLACKS KIDS MIGHT BE LEARNING TABLE
manners and white kids might be learning patience, but is the curriculum
itself working to break down racial stereotypes?

This year, classes in the local African language, Northern Sotho, are
compulsory. On the walls of the Northern Sotho class are displays by
white children abour the black rribes. And so now, black children learn
their mother tongue from a white teacher, in the confines of what would
have passed as a bad ethnographic display in an apartheid-era museum:
“Zulu Man,” *The Bushman — the Northern Sotho." In none of the dis-
plays is there any indication thar the subjects have modern identities: they
wear skins, live in huts and, yes, ear with their hands.

Where there has been the most curricular revision is, of course, history.
Leon Nigrini is one of the school’s liberals, “Who can tell me what the
Truth and Reconciliation Commission is?"" he asks his Afrikaans-language
(and thus white) sixth-grade class. The children stare back blankly. “All
right,” he says, “ler’s look at reconciliation in our very own school. There
are now so many blacks here. Did you always agree with thar?"

“No!" the class shouts back in unison.

“Why not?™

A hand goes up. "Sir, because it would cause a drop in our standards, sie!"

“Thank you,” says Nigrinv. “So what can you do abour it? You can teach
the black child o raise his standards. You can help him in class. You can
help him to adapt to our ways. That is reconciliation.”

Despite the fact that Nigrini's model for reconciliation — we help them
become like us — fits in perfectly with the school's new missionary ethos,
the children do not respond any further. And so, exasperated, he retreats
into prehistory and teaches a lesson abour ancient Egypr.

In his next class, with English-language (and thus black) seventh grad-
ers, Nigrini attempts Reconciliation Studies once more. Here he is only
slightly mare successful. “What apartheid laws affected your nation, the
black nation?" he asks. Silence. He tries another tack: “Ts everything in
this country all right now? Are things going berter?” A few hands are
raised, tentatively, “In the olden days,™ says Clement, the most confident
black swd_em. “blacks and whites didn't communicate together. Now that
apartheid is over, we can communicate.”
ch:[l.:'t; ﬁl{i:zfd;ys.t_ll_l's an :x[_:r.ct_ion :h:!l_rr:v:.:h even this swirched-on

ck of identification with his ow " i f
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