
/ ivonder how many people realise that 
there is not a single beach — or jew square 
yards of sand available to Coloured children 
between Long Beach beyond the station (often 
non-existent at high tide) and Cape Point. 

SLEGS VIR BLANKES 

Bright eager eyes 
Sparkling with animation, 
Small hot brown hand 
Held gently, but firmly. 
In her own. Lest eager feet 
Precipitate him downward 
To that forbidden heaven 
Of sea and rock and sand 
God made especially at Boulders Beach 
For the delight of children. 
Sounds of their happy laughter 
Floated up to us, mingling with 
Squeals of excitement. 
The clash grew firmer 
As with determined effort 
The small boy, hardly four. 
Pulled her, dragged her to a stop 
Urgently point ing: 
Kom. Ouma, look. 
Here's a way down. 
The sad old eyes met mine 
In mute and baffled resignation. 
With a small shrug: 
Should things be? 
She led him slowly on. 
At every little track 
Or path that might have led 
To the entrancing beaches 
He stopped her, with growing urgency 
Repeating: Kom, Ouma, look, 
Here's a way down. 
A robin in the hush nearby, 
A chorister, pours out 
A few exultant notes. 
Then falls into silence. 
The small persistent voice 
Aching with longing 
Fades in the distance. 
Was that a groan I heard 
From God? 
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