Source 3
This is an extract from the childhood recollections of Rian Malan, the grandson of D.F. Malan (the first apartheid Prime Minister). It is from his book, My Traitor’s Heart, 1990.

In my childhood there were always Africans in our backyard. We called them natives…Natives cooked my meals, polished my shoes, made my bed, mowed the lawn, trimmed the hedge, and dug holes at my father’s direction. They ate on enamel plates and drank out of chipped cups with no handles, which were known as the boy’s cup or the girl’s cup and kept separate from the rest of our china. They spoke broken English or Afrikaans, wore old clothes, and no money and no last names. That was all it was really necessary to know about them…

One Sunday afternoon, I was hanging around in…[the ice-cream shop owned by a Greek man] when an albino came in. The Greek started taunting him, saying, ‘you’re a white kaffir [a derogatory word used to refer to black South Africans during apartheid], aren’t you, a white kaffir, hey?’ The albino was hurt and humiliated, but he put on a brave face, slapped his coin on the counter, and demanded service. The Greek just laughed and called him more names. I was hurting for the freak, so I huffed and I puffed and looked the Greek in the eye. ‘You’re the white kaffir,’ I said. Then I turned and ran, because I thought he might hit me.

No, I’m lying. I mustn’t lie anymore. I stood there watching, with that retort going through my mind. I thought, say it, say it, but I didn’t, because I was scared. I just stood there seething. 

