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[b~trox's tx~raovucrtoty: Perhaps the greatest indignit}~
suffered by Africans under colonial rule w

a
s
 racial discrimi

nation. "Natives" were forced co cake second place co rhea
white masters everywhere—in jobsfin schools, in shops, and
even o

n
 sidewallcs. W

h
e
n
e
v
e
r
 a white m

a
n
 appeared, Afri-

cans were expected ro "step aside and m
a
k
e
 w
a
y
 "

T
o
 be creazed like asecond-class cirizen because of your

skin color is degrading, n
o
 matter where it happens. B

u
t
 is

seems doubly degrading in your o
w
n
 country, o

n
 your own.

continent, and at the hands of foreigners. It w
a
s
 quite nacu-

ral, then, for African narionaliscs co m
a
k
e
 racism a prime

target in their attack o
n
 colonialism.

"
T
h
e
 B
e
n
c
h
"
 is 

a short story aboue a 
young 

African,
Kudie, w

h
o
 becomes aware of the injustice of racial dis-

crimination and decides to d
o
 something about it. T

h
e
 story

takes place in South Africa, a country infamous for its policy
of apartheid, or separation of the races. M

o
s
t
 colonial re-

gimes were not so oppressive as the South African govern-
men~, but the awakening experienced by Karlie in the story
is 

not unlike 
the awakening that cook 

place 
thtoughouc

Africa during the drive for independence.

'
 

Excerpteei from "The Beach;' by Richard Rive. Reprinted from .9n
African Treatury, by Langston Hughes. ~

 1960 by Langston Hughes.
Used by permission of Crown Publishers, Inc
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'The author, Richard Rig

k
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w
n
 black wricecs. Born
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r
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 time the Souxh Afric
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 kugh school.
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p
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 C
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"
W
e
 f
o
r
m
 a
n
 integral p

a

in w
h
i
c
h
 a
 vast p

r
o
p
o
c
p
o
n

very basic right of existenc<

to a
n
 inferior position beta

b
o
r
n
 black, a

 society thaf ca

a
n
d
 e
c
o
n
o
m
i
c
 position at i

pressed mass!''

.
 

Kazlie stated at th

m
a
k
i
n
g
 shorthand notes o

f

back at the speaker.

"Ii is u
p
 to us to chalk

willfully a
n
d
 deliberately a

position. W
e
 m
u
s
t
 challen~

fit to segregate h
u
m
a
n
 bein

tion. Y
o
u
r
 children are deg

birth. T
h
e
y
 are segregate

i
c
a
l
l
y
.
.
.
:
'

A
h
,
 thought, Karlie, the

a
b
o
u
t
 H
e
 says I a

m
 as g

a

o
f
 a
 c
o
m
p
l
e
x
 society, a

 society

~f the population is denied the

a
 sceiety chat c

o
n
d
e
m
n
s
 a
 m
a
n

se h
e
 has the misfocrune to b

e

only retain its precarious social

e
 expense o

f
 a
n
 e
n
o
r
m
o
u
s
 o
p-

t
w
o
 detectives w

h
o
 w
e
r
e
 busily

~e speeches, then turned to stare

g
e
 the right o

f
 a
n
y
 g
r
o
u
p
 w
h
o

d
e
m
n
 a
 fellow g

r
o
u
p
 to a

 servile

the right o
f
 a
n
y
 people w

h
o
 see

> solely o
n
 g
r
o
u
n
d
s
 o
f
 pigmenca-

~d the righu w
h
i
c
h
 are theirs b

y

educationally, socially, e
c
o
n
o
m
-

m
a
n
 k
n
o
w
s
 w
h
a
t
 h
e
 is speaking

as a
n
y
 other m

a
n
,
 e
v
e
n
 a
 white
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T
h
e
 Kire o/ Nationalism

m
a
n
.
 T
h
a
c
 needs m

u
c
h
 thinking. I w

o
n
d
e
r
 if h

e
 m
e
a
n
s
 I have

the right ro g
o
 to any bioscope [movie], or eat in any res-

cauranc, or chat m
y
 children can g

o
 to a white school. These

are dangerous ideas and need m
u
c
h
 thinking... .

Katlie's brow w
a
s
 knitted as h

e
 thought. O

n
 the platform

were m
a
n
y
 speakers, both white and black, and the}~ were

behaving as iF there were n
o
 differences of color a

m
o
n
g
 them.

There w
a
s
 a white w

o
m
a
n
 in a

 blue dress offering I~fxeli a
cigarette. 

.

These were n
e
w
 things and he, Karlie, had to be careful

before he accepted them. B
u
t
 w
h
y
 shouldq't h

e
 accept t

h
e
m
?

H
e
 w
a
s
 not a colored m

a
n
 any more, h

e
 w
a
s
 a h

u
m
a
n
 being.

T
h
e
 last speaker said so. H

e
 r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
e
d
 seeing pictures in

the newspapers of people w
h
o
 defied laws which relegated

d
i
e
m
 to a particular Bass, and those people were smiling as

they w
e
n
t
 to prison. This w

a
s
 a queer world.

T
h
e
 speaker continued and 

Karlie listened incencl;y. H
e

spoke slowly, and 
his speech 

w
a
s
 obviously carefull}~ pre-

pared. This is a
 great m

a
n
,
 thought Karlie... .

T
h
e
 meeting w

a
s
 almost over w

h
e
n
 Karlie thteade~ his

w
a
y
 through 

the crowd. T
h
e
 words of the speakers were

still 
milling through 

his 
head. It could 

never happen in
Bietjiesvlei. O

r
 could i

d
 T
h
e
 sudden screech of a

 caz pulling
to a

 stop whirled h
i
m
 back to his senses. A

 whixe head w
a
s

thrust angrily through the w
i
n
d
o
w
.

"
L
o
o
k
 where you ie

 going, you black bastard!"
Karlie stared dazedly at h

i
m
.
 Surely this white m

a
n
 never

heard w
h
a
t
 the speakers had said. H

e
 could never have seen

the white w
o
m
a
n
 offering Nxeli a

 cigarette. H
e
 could never

imagine the white lady shouting those words at h
i
m
.
 It would

be best to catch a
 train and think these things over.

H
e
 s
a
w
 the station in a

 n
e
w
 light. H

e
r
e
 w
a
s
 a
 mays of

28

h
u
m
a
n
 beings, black, white

H
e
r
e
 they mixed with o

n
e

other with a
n
 unnatural h

suspicion, m
o
v
e
d
 in a

 nart

O
n
e
 m
u
s
t
 challenge these t

in one's o
w
n
 w
a
y
.
 Y
e
t
 h
o
w

to challenge? Suddenly it

challenge! T
h
e
 bench. Thy

O
n
l
y
"
 neatly painted o

n
 it

bolized all the misery of th

H
e
r
e
 w
a
s
 his challenge

Thif bench fa+ Eu~opeo»r f7mb
+cation Hill ¢raUiced in South .
prauices in t5e Jormer colanier.

T"fie Bench

a
n
d
 s
o
m
e
 b
r
o
w
n
 like himself.

nother, yet each mistrusted the

r, each 
treated 

the other with

w, haunted pattern of its o
w
n
.

ings, the speaker had said .
.
 .

a one's o
w
n
 w
a
y
?
 H
o
w
 w
a
s
 o
n
e

ironed u
p
o
n
 him. H

e
r
e
 w
a
s
 his

railway bench with "Europeans

~ white. For o
n
e
 m
o
m
e
n
t
 it s

y
m
-

plural South African society.

o
 the rights of a

 m
a
n
.
 H
e
r
e
 it

the apazcheid tgttem o) racial dirtrimi-
Inde¢endence brought an end to Jut$
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The k._, of Natianali.rm

stood. 
A
 
perEecely 

ordinary 
w
o
o
d
e
n
 
railway 

bench, like

thousands of others in 
South 

Africa. His diallenge. T
h
a
t

bench n
o
w
 had concentrated in it ali the evils of a

 system h
e

could 
not understand a

n
d
 
he felt a

 victim 
of. It w

a
s
 the

obstacle between himself and humanity. If h
e
 sat o

n
 it, h

e
 w
a
s

a m
a
n
.
 If he w

a
s
 afraid he denied himself m

e
m
b
e
r
s
h
i
p
 as a

h
u
m
a
n
 being in a

 D
u
m
a
n
 society. H

e
 almost had visions of

righting this pernicious system, if h
e
 only sat d

o
w
n
 o
n
 that

bench. H
e
r
e
 w
a
s
 his chance. H

e
,
 Karlie, w

o
u
l
d
 challenge.

H
e
 s
e
e
m
e
d
 perfectly c

a
l
m
 w
h
e
n
 h
e
 sat d

o
w
n
 o
n
-the bench,

bur inside his heart w
a
s
 t
h
u
m
p
i
n
g
 wildly. T

w
o
 coni3icting

ideas n
o
w
 throbbed through h

i
m
.
 T
h
e
 o
n
e
 said, "I have n

o

right to sit o
n
 this bench." T

h
e
 other w

a
s
 the voice of a

 n
e
w

religion a
n
d
 said, "

W
h
y
 have I n

o
 right to sit o

n
 this bench?"

T
h
e
 o
n
e
 voice spoke of the past, of the servile position h

e
 had

occupied o
n
 the farm, of his father a

n
d
 his fathei s father w

h
o

were born black, lived like blacks, a
n
d
 died like mules. T

h
e

ocher voice spoke of n
e
w
 horizons a

n
d
 said, "Karlie, you ate

a m
a
n
.
 Y
o
u
 have dazed w

h
a
t
 your father a

n
d
 your father's

father would nor have dared. Y
o
u
 will die like a

 m
a
n
.
"

Karlie cook out a
 cigarette and s

m
o
k
e
d
.
 N
o
b
o
d
y
 seemed to

notice his sitting chime. This w
a
s
 a
n
 anticlima~c. T

h
e
 world

still 
pursued 

its m
o
n
o
t
o
n
o
u
s
 
way. N

o
 voice h

a
d
 shouted,

"Karlie 
has conquered!" H

e
 
w
a
s
 a 

n
o
r
m
a
l
 h
u
m
a
n
 
being

sitting o
n
 a
 bench in a

 busy station, s
m
o
k
i
n
g
 a
 cigare~Ye. O

r

w
a
s
 this his victory: the fact that h

e
 w
a
s
 a n

o
r
m
a
l
 H
u
m
a
n

being? Awell-dressed white w
o
m
a
n
 walked d

o
w
n
 the plea

form. W
o
u
l
d
 she sic o

n
 the bench? Karlie wondered. A

n
d

xhen that g
n
a
w
i
n
g
 voice, "

Y
o
u
 should stand.and let the white

w
o
m
a
n
 sid" Karlie narrowed his eyes and gripped tiglhter at

his cigarette. S
h
e
 swept past h

i
m
 without the slightest twitch

of a
n
 eyelid a

n
d
 continued walking d

o
w
n
 the platform. W

a
s

she afraid to challenges --t

being? Karlie n
o
w
 felt tir

creeping in, a
 compensate

bench because you are tir

H
e
 would not m

o
v
e
 beta

he wanted to sit w
h
e
r
e
 hE

"
G
e
t
 off this seat!"

Karlie did not hear th

"I said 
get off the 

Vi

whipped back to reality. 1

up, then h
e
 r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
e
d

there. H
e
 suddenly felt v<

very red face chat scared

"
G
e
t
 up?" it said: "

T
h
c

Karlie looked u
p
 a
n
d
 s

sharp, gray cold eyes.

"Cali t you hear m
e
 s~

Slowly and deliberacel

w
a
s
 his test. T

h
e
y
 both s

the eyes, like tavo boxers,

m
a
n
y
 trade blows yet ea

"
M
u
s
t
 I dirty m

y
 h
e
n

Karlie said nothing. T

the supremacy h
e
 felt w

A
n
 uneasy silence, th

than soil m
y
 hands o

n
 a

Y
o
u
 can't even o

p
e
n
 u
p

speaks to you."

Karlie s
a
w
 the weakn~

action himself. H
e
,
 K
a
e

bench dispute.

A
 c
r
o
w
d
 had n

o
w
 roll

T
.
 

ch

challenge his right to be a
 h
u
m
a
n

1. A
 third conflicting idea w

a
s
 n
o
w

y idea which slid, "
Y
o
u
 sic o

n
 this

3; you are tired, therefore you sic."

se h
e
 w
a
s
 tired, or w

a
s
 is because

liked? .
.
 .

gruff v
o
i
c
e
.
.
.
 .

ch, you swine!" Karlie suddenly

~r a
 m
o
m
e
n
t
 h
e
 w
.
0
 going to j

u
m
p

'ho h
e
 w
a
s
 and w

h
y
 h
e
 w
a
s
 sitting

y tired. H
e
 looked u

p
 slowly into a

o
w
n
 at him.

e are benches d
o
w
n
 there for you."

id nothing. H
e
 stared into a

 pair of

:eking to you? Y
o
u
 black swine!"

Karlie pufFed at the cigarette. This

ared at each other, challenged with

each k
n
o
w
i
n
g
 that they m

u
s
t
 even-

h
 afraid to strike first.

Is o
n
 s
c
u
m
 like you?"

~ speak w
o
u
l
d
 be to break the spell,

s
 slowly gaining.

gin: "
I
 will call a

 policeman rather

Iotnot [Hottentot, savaged like you.

your black j
a
w
 w
h
e
n
 a
 white m

a
n

T
h
e
 white m

a
n
 w
a
s
 afraid to take

had w
o
n
 the first round of clue

.
.
 Kaclie merely puffed on.

2
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1'he 
R
i
t
e
 
o
f
 
N
a
t
i
o
n
a
l
i
r
m

"
L
o
o
k
 at the black ape. T

h
a
t
 s the worst of giving these

kaffirs 
e
n
o
u
g
h
 rope."

"I can't understand it. T
h
e
y
 have their o

w
n
 benches!"

"
D
o
n
'
t
 get up! Y

o
u
 have every right co sit there!"

"He'll get u
p
 w
h
e
n
 a
 policeman comes!"

"I've said 
before, I've had a

 naciye servant once, a
n
d
 a

m
o
r
e
 impertinent 

.

Karlie sat a
n
d
 heard nothing. Irresalucion had n

o
w
 turned

to determination. U
n
d
e
r
 n
o
 condition w

a
s
 h
e
 going to ; get up.

T
h
e
y
 could d

o
 w
h
a
t
 they liked.

"
S
o
 this is the fellow, eh! G

e
t
 u
p
 there! Can't you read?"

T
h
e
 policeman w

a
s
 towering over him. Karlie could see

the crest o
n
 his buttons and the wrinkles in his neck.

T
 

~ench

"
W
h
a
t
 is your n

a
m
e
 a
n
d
 address? C

o
m
e
 on!"

Karlie still maintained jhis obstinate silence. It took the

policeman rather unawares. T
h
e
 crowd 

w
a
s
 growing every

m
m
u
c
a

"
Y
o
u
 have n

o
 right to speak co this m

a
n
 in such a m

a
n
-

net!" It w
a
s
 the white lady in the blue dress.

"
M
i
n
d
 your o

w
n
 business! I'll ask your help w

h
e
n
 I need

it Ii s people like you w
h
a
 m
a
k
e
 these ka~rr 

think

they're as g
o
o
d
 as white rrlen. G

e
t
 up, you!" T

h
e
 last remark

w
a
s
 addressed 

m
 Kaclie. I

"I insist that you treat h
i
m
 with proper respect."

T
h
e
 policeman turned',red.

"This .
.
.
t
h
i
s
 .
.
.
"
'
H
e
 w
a
s
 lost for words.

"
K
i
c
k
 u
p
 the Hocnot if h

e
 won't get upi" shouted a spec-

tator. Rudely a white m
a
p
 laid hands o

n
 Karlie.

"
G
e
t
 up, you bloody bastard!" Karlie rurned to resist, to

clingy to the bench, his behch. There w
a
s
 m
o
t
e
 dean o

n
e
 m
a
n

pulling at h
i
m
.
 H
e
'
 hit aut wildly and then felt a dull pain

as s
o
m
e
b
o
d
y
 r
a
m
m
e
d
 a
 fist into his Eace. H

e
 w
a
s
 bleeding

n
o
w
 
and 

wild-eyed. H
e
 w
o
u
l
d
 fight for it T

h
e
 constable

d
a
p
p
e
d
 a pair of handcuffs o

n
 h
i
m
 and tried to clear a

 w.ry

through the crowd. Kaglie still struggled. A
 
b
l
o
w
 or t

w
o

landed o
n
 him. Suddenly h

e
 relaxed and slowly struggled to

his feet. It w
a
s
 useless ca fight any longer. N

o
w
 it w

a
s
 his

turn 
to smile. H

e
 
had 

challenged 
and 

w
o
n
.
 W
h
o
 cared

[about] the rest?

"
C
o
m
e
 o
n
,
 you swine!" said the policeman forcing Kaclie

through the crowd.

"Certainly!" said Karlie for the first time. A
n
d
 ire stared ac

the policeman with all the arrogance of o
n
e
 w
h
o
 dazed to sic

o
n
 a
 "European bench.",

2
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A
s
 "
T
h
e
 6
¢
n
c
5
"
 inditatel, s

a
m
e
 w5itel in 

Soath 
A/rica 

ttsuggle 
irde 

by

.ride with 
Af>;u+nr to eliminate racial difcriminatian. H

a
r
e
 a
 white w

o
m
a
n
,

M
a
r
y
 
Anderson, ga+landed in fa~emeU /iowe+.r, giver the unity Jrgn aJ fha

kavai her f+rendr to ferue a ¢riJon term for distributing literature advocating

the ~ightJ of btnck South Ahicanr.


