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Post-apartheid South Africa remains segregated

LisA Zook

Guest Columnist

“Umlungu! Umlungu!” That word has been yelled at me
frequently this fall, usually accompanied by little children
running and pointing at me. To translate for you, “umlungu”
is Zulu for “white person. The term is not degrading or
insulting but is instead a surprised announcement of an
uncommon sight. The greetings and smiles I receive as I
walk down the street remind me of Davidson’s friendly
atmosphere.

White people are a rare sight in the small township outside
of Durban, South Africa. For a few months this fall, howev-
er, I am one of 22 American students living with a Zulu-
speaking South African family while I study Public Health in
a country plagued by disease and poverty.

Thirteen years after the end of apartheid, its legacy unfor-
tunately prevails in every aspect of life. I have witnessed the
results of apartheid (Afrikaans for separateness) in each of
the three places I have called home during my stay here.] am
amazed by the differences when among these three homes.

In my current home, I live with my host mother, her 26-
year-old sister, 17-year-old brother and 12-year-old son. Qur
home is comparable in size to the fourth Belk lounge. The
women in the family walk an hour each way to work at a
restaurant in town, attempting to support the entire family on
two meager paychecks.

Their paychecks put rice and stew on the stove every night
and provide the family with access to clean drmkmg water
and a flush toilet, two things that seem as rare in South Africa
as an umlungu. .

Paradoxically, the paychecks also pay for my host family’s
cellular telephones and television, although they consider hot
water too luxurious and a soccer ball a waste of money.
Instead, the boys taught me how to make a ball out of trash.

My family in this township is considered middle class in
South Africa. The family struggles and money is always an
issue, but is nevertheless miles ahead oﬁfamllles n nei hbog
ing shantytowns.

- The longer I stay here, the more I realize that my township
family is truly lucky for what it has. Recently, I had the
opportunity to visit a shantytown with a community health
worker who works through a hospice organization. We
walked into a dark, one-room mud hut. In the corner sat a
young woman holding a baby and on the couch a 32-year-old
woman was barely visible under a large blanket. The com-

munity health worker explained to me that the woman was
suffering from HIV/AIDS and had recently become bedrid-
den. The woman qualified for antiretroviral drugs (ARVs)
and the community health worker insisted that an IV would
help her weakness. The woman did not receive ARVs or an
LV for one reason: transportation. Although it was possible to
see the clinic from her front door, she could not afford bread,
let alone the cost to transport from her home to the clinic.
Unfortunately, many South Africans find themselves in sim-
ilar situations.

I also had the opportunity to spend two nights in a rural vil-
lage. The people of the village spoke Xhosa, one of the 11
national languages of South Africa. Unfortunately, my
English and limited Zulu did not help much. At night we sat
in a round hut where my host family cooked homegrown
food over a-fire. Twenty or so children sang Xhosa songs tor
us as they gobbled up their miniscule dinner portions.

‘When it was time for bed, a fellow student and I laid our
sleeping bags on the dung floor of the hut and blew out our
candle. In the silence our host mother whispered across the
room in broken English, “Girls, do you understand mice?”
Slightly taken aback by the fact that she spoke some English,
we answered in the affirmative. Shortly thereafter, we heard
mice scrambling across the floor inches from our heads.
Evidently, the mice nested inside the bed mattress. The morn-
ing sunlight revealed trails.of mouse droppings and previous-
ly unnoticed mouse holes lining the walls.

The final place I call home here is my classroom. Classes
are held in a large four-bedroom house located in an affluent
neighborhood.

During apartheid, the neighborhood was designated a
white area and practically remains that way today. In the
schoolhouse, we have access to hot showers and wireless
Internet. Although our township homes are just a 15-minute
drive from the schqolhouse, they seem a world away. At
school, we can jog around the neighborhood for exercise,
unlike in the township where it is too dangerous. We are able
fo use elecmclty at.our; conveme;;ce becanse. money, is not a
coﬁstzint‘ " eonisidetation " Fof luhcly, W atrfritits an%wegeta—
bles bccause unlike our host families, we can afford them.

It is extremely difficult to describe a typical lifestyle in
South Africa. For many, life is a struggle. No matter what,
everyone makes the best of what he or she has.

Lisa Zook °09 is a math major from Columbus, OH.
Contact her at lizook@davidson.edu.

Pavarotti’s death unnoticed on campus

JOHN EVANS
Guest Columnist

Unbeknownst to many Davidson students, Sept. 6, 2007
was a tragic day. While America dealt with the painful mem-
ories of Sept. 11, four days earlier the world community
raised the dirge in honor of a different heartbreak.

* On that day, Luciano Pavarotti died of pancreatic cancer
after a yearlong struggle that could not prevent him from
continuing his “farewell tour.” There were murmurs of his
death on campus, certainly; but little more than casual-con-
versation and kind regrets have been uttered as a petty trib-
ute to the singer’s lifespan. He attained much more than
becoming merely the most celebrated of tenors; he was, as
many have claimed, the greatest voice the world has ever
heard.

The opera community now searches for his successor.
Eventually someone will step forward and be recognized as
the next great voice. But there will never be another
Pavarotti. His stage presence was tremendous, and his emo-
tion extended beyond the joys and sorrows of his characters.
Indeed, his passionate voice was a deep experience for any
audience.

If you have not heard him sing, please search for him on
YouTube. Everyone should feel his voice’s power.

During the latter part of his career, Pavarotti bravely
crossed genres, often singing with such stars as U2 and
James Brown.

Aside from stunning individual achievments, the tenor
worked tirelessly for humanitarian efforts, performing dur-
ing charity events and speaking on behalf of the United
Nations as the UN’s Messenger of Peace. He was beloved by
many and most zealously by his Italian countrymen.
Pavarotti was truly a man of the people and for the people;
while he was thankful for his personal accomplishments, he
was also reknowned for remaining cognizant of his univer-
sal influence.

Why then was there no public mention of this man around

campus, no discussion of his achievements? -Is it not
Davidsonian to celebrate tremendous individual achieve-
ment, to set the triumphs of others upon a pedestal so as to
inspire and humble us?

Music has, throughout human existence, been the most
common medium through which we express our deepest
fears and fondest wishes, our joys and frustrations. The
weeks following Sept. 6 witnessed two tragedies: the death
of Luciano Pavarotti and Davidson’s ignorance or outright
indifference to his impact on the world stage.
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Our generation, for whatever reason, seems to have stig-
matized opera. To American youth especially, opera as an art
form has even become a focus of ridicule. This does not,
however, indicate that our generation considers music as
something unimportant; visit Patferson Court any weekend
and you’ll witness music bring together much of the
Davidson community. Yet to appreciate music fully and hon-
estly you must engender a love and respect for all types of

- music and acknowledge that musical expression, like human

identity, is not insular: it is dynamic, transformative and soul-
splitting, beautiful in itself and in the way it affects its partic-
ipants. It is the most human expression that we have to share.

Don’t forget Luciano Pavarotti. And please, don’t forget
that you are a part of the human experience and have,a duty
to delight in every facet of that experience.

John Evans '11 is from Atlanta, GA. Contact him at Joe-
vans@davidson .edu.
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