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IMAGES OF THE INAUGURATION

Michael Kirby

it seemed as if the whole world was rushing to Pretoria. The car carrying me

“7an Smuts Airport at Johannesburg sped past the symbols of the new South

g of Holland. Holland's flag of the doughty Boers - first raised by Admiral van
'R]cbg‘ék"at the Cape in 1652 is still there - but in the background now. A hording by
road carried the salutary warning to the new voters of South Africa - who in their
Y ‘ ns and in patient queues had voted for the first time: "Make sure all your
rdsse;s do not add up to naught”.

) At a sports stadium near central Pretoria we alighted to receive our seating,
g attendants greeted this huge influx of visitors with cool efficiency. Then into a
lis_}whiéh was sealed to ensure total security at the site of the inauguration. About me
Jyf fa’nﬁliar faces: Ex-Mayor Daley from Los Angeles, David Lange from New
af}ahd, Julius Nyerere of Tanzania, Jim Callaghan of Britain - who had stuck fast by
cﬁ ns when Margaret Thatcher urged their end.

. On the way up the hill to Sir Herbert Baker's Union Buildings the manicured
- of Pretoria passed by. A jogger ignored the traffic jams. A group of white
'Outlj Africans were playing tennis, Did they deliberately disdain the momentous
vents of this day? Or was this the ultimate symbol of an assurance of safety: that
mary life goes on even in the midst of historical events?

Down "Government Avenue". On each side soldiers. But then the eye is
al.lgﬁt by the appearance of some of them. Multi-racial - but the SA Security Forces

elong been that. Between the neat soldiers of the regular army, bearing arms,

e the soldiers of Umkhonto we Sizwe (Spear of the Nation) - the military wing of



- They would line the way of Mandela and De Klerk as they came to the

Building for this day.

And- there it was: just as Baker had planned it. Dominating Pretoria. The
pol-of solid Executive Power of the Union of South Africa. The twin towers of

> Bﬁﬂding designed to show the unity of the two races, which the Union had

'rd_uéilt together after war. South Africa’s history has always concerned race. The

: ge;for the inauguration was full of the symbolism of the white rulers of the old

Suth Africa. It was from these buildings that the State Presidents had sent their
orders which translated their dream of apartheid into its awful reality.

:‘_We sit in the sunshine. The sky of Africa seems somehow bigger and brighter
day. Not a cloud interrupts the sun, smiling on the gathering thousands. The
Great and the Good arrive. Bhoutros Boutros Ghali takes his place. Arafat sweeps
by Prince Philip raises a cheer from the crowd. The choir sings "Land of Hope and
", as if to remind the large Francophone contingent of the other race of whites
who left their mark at the foot of the continent. "By freedom gained; by truth
maintained”, the tenor booms out. Then Fidel Castro - long-time supporter of the
ANC cause, takes his place of honour. At the back, tile crowd chants his name, He
'ta;iids. Waves. And then his wave turns into the clenched fist for the revolution. Al
ore and Hiliary Clinton enter surrounded by their guards. Still the sun beats down.
_An hour late, the Executive Heads of the new South Africa come. De Klerk,
Mbeki and then, to rapturous cheers, the man of the hour - Nelson Mandela. From
pﬁSqner to President in four years.

. A hush falls upon us all. We realise the symbolism of what is about to occur.
Only those who have known the history of South Africa can fully appreciate all the
Syﬁibols. The choir strikes up Die Stem - the anthem of the Afrikaners so hated in the
by the ANC. Self-consciously at first, but then with pride, South Africans of all
races join in - a gesture to their white co-citizens. And soon the gesture was returned.

Mog?i Sikelel'iAfrika - National Anthem to four other African states - booms down




"We enter into a covenant that we shall build a society in which
all South Africans, both black and white, will be able to walk
tall, without any fear in their hearts, assured of their inalienable

right to human dignity - a rainbow nation at peace with itself
and the world", :

At the mention of the Covenant, my eyes leapt away from Mandela's face to the
s_it_ie of the Pretoria Valley. There on the top of the ridge is the Voortrekker's
Mo'ﬁument. At Blood River a hundred and thirty years ago the Boers swore a
enant of their own. If| in their perilous lager, they could only overcome the
berless Zulus, they would dedicate their land to God. The monument remains.
Biit now there is a new Covenant - a rainbow Covenant in which all South Africans
share.

The speeches were over, The old and new anthems were sung again: but

‘I“.I.Eﬂ_y and more solemaly this time. The princes and the captains begin to depart.
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ea éf 'S-tate is surrounded by his generals. Gleaming in the sun are the

ght about this transition. And then, suitably enough for South Africa, he left for a

ball match which, happily, the home side won.

ifees l._étst in the hard times ahead. Times of high expectation and demands for equal
ice. The African poet who spoke at the ceremony called Mandela a leader "made
diéi;;onds and of gold". His spirit of reconciliation and determination is certainly
geded as he takes up the reigns of real power. The words of Archbishop Tutu are
‘cﬁlarly apt: "Bless our President with wisdom and good health". Amen to that.

Justice Michael Kirby is President of the Court of Appeal of New South Wales.
He was invited to the Inauguration in his capacity of Chairman of the
Executive Committee of the International Commission of Jurists.
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