Source 2
This is an extract from Ezekiel Mphahlele’s autobiography, Down Second Avenue. He shares some of his experiences as a child in Pretoria and his interactions with white children. We can see how black and white children saw each other differently and reacted differently to each other. 

Note: In the source the writer refers to Pretoria as a “Jim Crow” town. Between 1876 and 1965 in some states in the USA, laws referred to as the Jim Crow Laws were passed that segregated black and white people. As in South Africa, trains, busses, schools and public places in some states were segregated according to race.  
Pretoria has always been a tough Jim Crow town. No better than the outside dorps in any of the provinces. Some of the English families my mother worked for from time to time were patronising towards me. Others resisted me. She worked for a Dr. Broderick once. His children often came to me or called, ‘John, you want Eva?’ Eva was my mother, John was not my name. Or ‘Eva, here’s your son.’ Then they looked me up and down, faces screwed up, eyes squinted. Sometimes they tossed me an orange. I never got used to being examined like that. I resented it but at the same time feared that any moment the children might decide to tell their parents that I was undesirable. Apparently they didn’t. But after a time I just went straight to lean against the side wall of my mother’s little room and waited until she should come out of the big house. She continued to work for English families. She always refused to learn Afrikaans and she spoke English with ease although with a number of errors; most of it self-taught through working continuously for English-speaking families. We spoke northern Sotho at home and a mixture of Afrikaans and Sotho outside.

The Afrikaans people for whom Aunt Dora washed made no bones about the fact that they didn’t want me to get into their kitchen. Their children merely peeped through a window. Otherwise, I didn’t seem to exist. I felt easier that way. If a child wanted to let the mother know I was about, it said, ‘Ma, die wasgoed kaffir is hier – Mummy, the washing Kaffir has come.’ And the child took no more notice of me.

I came to learn the hard way that one had to keep out of the white man’s way. There was enough hardship in my home without deliberately waiting to absorb the cruder impacts from our surroundings. So if a group of whites walked, as they invariably did, abreast of one another on pavements, we gave way. In a sense we were happy enough that we could visit public places like the Museum, the Zoo, the Union Buildings and so on, on certain days only, when the whites would not be there as well. We Blacks were not even tolerated near the fence of a park. Such places were foreign to us, and so we loved to stand with our faces pressed against the wire fence, to admire and envy white children playing on swings and ‘horses’. To us they were performing a feat, and we often shouted to congratulate them on their antics. When we were barked away by the white caretaker, I hated him, and hated the children and envied them...
December 16th was Dingaan’s Day. A public holiday meant to commemorate the death of Piet Retief and his men at the hands of ‘treacherous Dingaan’, the Zulu king and Shaka’s brother.

It was common for Afrikaners on Dingaan’s Day to parade along Church Street in the centre of Pretoria on horseback. They wore Voortrekker clothing and large-brimmed hats and big broad bandoliers. It was quite a spectacle as these men, some of them Anglo-Boer War veterans, grimly filed down the street, obviously admired by the large crowds of whites on the sidewalks and rooftops.

I came from the suburbs that Dingaan’s Day of 1934, when I saw these droves of horsemen go down the main street. Just then I spotted Rebone tentatively craning her neck on the fringe of the crowd of whites. When I joined her, she told me she had been to the station to see her aunt off to Johannesburg.

‘Let’s go deeper in,’ she said in her usual animated fashion.

‘I’m scared.’

‘C’mon, Eseki, they won’t bite us.’

‘We never do it here.’

‘But we’re already here.’ And she pulled me by the arm. It was no use now, we were already inside the crowd. We hadn’t been standing long inside there when a huge bony Afrikaner prodded me in the ribs and said, ‘Step out, Kaffir! This is no monkey show.’

‘We’re only looking,’ Rebone said.

In a split second I felt a large hand take me by the scruff of the neck and push me out. Another hand from nowhere reached out for me. Another slapped me a few times on the cheek. My face ran into yet another object, so that I felt a sting on the bridge of my nose. I don’t know how I was eventually thrust out of the crowd, but I stumbled down the curb. Only then did I feel that someone had kicked me in the back as well. Rebone joined me lower down the street.

We didn’t speak for a while. Then, ‘The stinking Boers!’ she blurted.

‘Boer or no Boer, it’s your fault.’

‘They’d have done it anyhow, wherever we might have been standing.’

‘We could run.’

‘They like to chase, these people. We’d be lekker sport for them.’

It hurt more because she was right. ‘What did they do to you?’ I asked.

‘Just a few hard ones on my cheek.’

‘Was Prospect Township like this?’

‘They do it differently there. The Police do it for the rest of them.’

‘We had no right to go in among that crowd, we shouldn’t have gone in.’ Tears were gathering in my eyes, and a lump of bitterness stopped in my throat, and I couldn’t speak any more. But deep down in the cool depths of this well of bitterness, I felt a strong current of admiration for Rebone. And the cool freshness of it made itself felt deep down in the pit of my stomach.

Down Second Avenue – Ezekiel Mphahlele, Faber & Faber, London, p 102 – 105 

ISSUES TO THINK ABOUT
What does the reaction of the Dr Broderick’s children and Dora’s employer’s children to Ezekiel reveal about the effects of apartheid on children?

How did apartheid attempt to inculcate a feeling of inferiority within black children?

According to this source, who were the perpetrators of apartheid?

Maya Angelou is quoted as saying, “Bitterness is like cancer. It eats upon the host. But anger is like fire. It burns it all clean.” 

Explain Ezekiel’s bitterness. What caused these feelings within him?

Using your knowledge of apartheid, explain how bitterness turned into anger and what the effects of this were.  

