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Persecuting Islam

Let them starve.” These three 
words, in any context, should 
appeal to one’s sense of 

humanity. This short statement is 
loaded with significance. It makes 
one wonder who “they” are and under 
what circumstance would we wish 
this upon another human being. 

On another level it manages to 
encapsulate the state of society. Have 
we, as the human race, stooped to a 
level that allows us to decide who is 
worthy to live and who should be cast 
aside and left to die? 

The statement in question was 
directed at the Guantanamo Bay 
detainees who have resorted to 
starving themselves while others 
attempt suicide. 

To understand this verbal attack 
in context, one needs to attempt 
to answer a few simple questions. 
Firstly, have the detainees been tried 
before a judge and jury? Secondly, did 
the detainment of these men occur 
under legal circumstances?  And 
thirdly, should every person not have 
the right to be seen as innocent until 
proven guilty?

You may be thinking, “Why should 
I care? It is an isolated incident”. Let 
me put it in context.

In the past few years there have 
been a gross number of “let them 
starve” moments in both the United 
States and Europe. 

Since late 2010, a number of 
states in America have either been 

successful in banning the Islamic 
Sharia law or have attempted to do so. 
To date, thirteen states in the country 
have shown an interest in preventing 
Sharia law from being practiced.

On the 11th April 2011, the French 
government passed a law that 
made wearing a burka in public 
illegal.  According to an Amnesty 
International report, anti-Islamic 
sentiments are rising in the area. 
Political parties that promote this 
form of discourse are gaining 
popularity. The French National 
Front’s following has risen from 0.2% 
to 17% in the past twenty years. 

Later in 2011, Anders Breivik, a 
Norwegian Christian fundamentalist, 
killed seventy-seven and injured 
three hundred and nineteen people 
in reaction to the “islamification” of 
Europe. He euphemistically describes 
his ideology as being “an indigenous 
rights movement”. 

In July 2012, The Innocence of 
Muslims was uploaded to YouTube. 
The pernicious video was created 
by Nakoula Basseley Nakoula, an 
Egyptian born American Christian. 
The video depicts hordes of blood 
thirsty Muslims slaughtering 
Christians in a manic rage.

Earlier this year the Tsarnaev 
brothers, who are of Chechen descent, 
were captured by officials for killing 
three and injuring over a hundred 
others at the Boston Marathon. 

Word got out that the brothers were 

Muslim. Predictably, the American 
mass media had a field day. They 
claimed that it was definitely an 
incident of radical Islam. However, 
there were a number of crucial details 
that were left out.

Firstly, the number of times 
Dzhokhar Tsarnaev had attended 
mosque in his lifetime could be 
counted on the fingers of his left hand. 
Secondly, Tamerlan Tsarnaev had 
been kicked out of the mosque and 
practiced what only can be described 
as YouTube Islam.

The media managed to reduce the 
alleged perpetrators motives down to 
radical Islam despite evidence of dire 
living conditions, social alienation, 
loneliness and a resulting sense of 
detachment.

Essentialism at its best.
Even more disturbing is that fact 

that this distorted view managed 
to penetrate the pages of The Wall 
Street Journal thanks to the aged 
journalist, Judith Miller.

In her article, How to Stop Terrorists 
Before they Kill, Miller filled a 
number of pages with conservative 
propaganda, all the while framing 
the Tsarnaev bothers as Muslim 
fundamentalists. 

Orientalism at its best.
Ironically, a recent study done by 

the Gallup Centre has shown that 
American Muslims are the most 
adverse to violence in relation to 
other religious denominations. 

The results also showed that 92% of 
American Muslims believe that those 
sharing their religion are completely 
unsympathetic to Al Qaeda. 

As human beings we have the right 
to freedom of expression, to live free 
from fear and free from racial and 
cultural discrimination. No human 
being should have to abandon his 
or her cultural roots for fear of legal 
repercussions. No human should be 
restricted from practicing the ethical 
code of their chosen religion.

 Read the UN’s Declaration of 
Human Rights, it says a lot more on 
the topic. 

However evidence suggests that 
many are willing to sacrifice universal 
human rights for discriminatory 
legislation and acrimonious social 
practices. 

One needs to understand that it is 
not religion that breeds radicalisation. 
It is society. It is a reaction, a response 
to violence, social hostility and 
discrimination. Stripping individuals 
of their cultural identity only 
exacerbates the problem.  

In his book, The Varieties of 
Religious Experience, William James 
makes that the statement that “piety 
is the mask”. This may have been so 
in the past but more recently, it can be 
said that piety is the scapegoat. 

Welcome to the age of fear. Say 
hello to the new McCarthyism. 

When in doubt, blame Islam.

Islam has been blamed for violence, intolerance and persecution. But are those making these accusations committing the same sin?

By Christopher Udemans

Hendrik Terbeck
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We have lost the war on 
drugs. 
Calm down, just breathe. It 

is OK.  It has been lost for a long time. 
In fact, it was never a contest.

A drug free society is a cute ideal. 
But it is not realistic – in fact, it 
has never existed. Drug use is as 
old as human civilization itself. It 
could possibly even predate human 
civilization: Scientific estimates go up 
to 7,000 years ago. 

It seems even sillier then, this idea 
that drug use can be eliminated by 
harshness and force. Take America, 
for example. The United States 
spends $40 billion a year fighting its 
“war on drugs”. And for what? The 
drug trade is still booming, prisons 
are brim full, and the Mexican drug 
cartels still make a killing (literally 
and figuratively). 

When formulating drug laws we 
should consider one fundamental 
reality: Drugs and drug users exist. 
Always have, always will. So, what 
now? 

One thing is certain: The 
criminalisation, arrest and 
marginalisation of addicts is not the 
answer. 

Rather, drugs should be 
decriminalised and harm reduction 
should be practised. This may sound 
like a pipe dream, but there has been 
a country that has quietly practiced 
this for over a decade with great 
success. 

In 2001, Portugal decriminalized 
– which means that it is now a civil 
and not a judicial concern – the 
possession, purchase and use of all 
drugs. A person caught carrying, for 
example, 25 grams of cannabis or a 
gram of cocaine – defined as a quantity 
sufficient to last no more than ten 
days – is guilty of an administrative 
violation removed from the criminal 
realm.

Now, I can already hear the cat 
calls and howls of derision. It is 
understandable. It is a lot to take in. 
But according to every definable 
metric, the policy of Portugal has been 
a success. Stunningly, a Portuguese 
government report released on the 
10 year anniversary of the policy in 
2011 showed that the number of drug 
users had been halved. 

Another notable statistic from 
the South African perspective is the 
strong decline in HIV/AIDS. Pre 2001, 
Portugal had one of the highest HIV/
AIDS rates in Europe. Needle sharing 
and reckless sexual practices among 
addicts were heavy contributors to 
the problem. Portugal tackled the 
problem in the cleverest way possible: 
“The just say NO to dirty needles” 
program. 

Under the program, an addict can 
walk into a pharmacy and swap a used 
syringe. In return, the user receives 
“a kit containing a syringe and a 

 Fighting a Lost War

needle, a sterilised towel, a condom 
and a leaflet entreating the addict to 
give up drugs.” 

Many would decry this as enabling 
but the results are there. The 
European Monitoring Centre for 
Drugs and Drug Addiction reported 
a 17% decline in AIDS rates among 
addicts. The numbers are impossible 
to deny.

A drug policy’s biggest concern 
should be to help the user.  Instead 
of a draconian prison sentence, a 
Portuguese addict faces a committee. 
First, a social worker speaks to the 
person, followed by a psychologist 
and a lawyer. All three of these people 
emphasise the harm of drugs. More 
importantly, all three are in the 
position to offer their help and advice 
to the drug user. 

Doesn’t this sound more humane 

and all together more modern? 
Instead of driving drug users into 
a nightmarish underworld of flop 
houses and dirty needles, they are 
spoken to and treated humanely. As Dr 
Joao Goulão – one of the masterminds 
behind the law in Portugal – says: 
“Drug users aren’t criminals, they’re 
sick.”

And cost is not an argument. The 
high road costs money, building a 
great society costs money. If the 
United Kingdom could establish the 
National Health Service – a truly great 
public institution – directly after the 
awful toll of World War 2, then we 
can have no justification. Cost is not 
an argument. It is an excuse.

A sensible drug policy creates 
avenues of escape for addicts. By 
confronting addicts, by asking them 
if they want help, Portugal gives 

users a chance to escape from the 
destruction that drugs causes. Drug 
use is a problem that can only be 
lessened by pragmatism and tapping 
into our uniquely human capabilities 
of reason and empathy. 

The logic of the current drug policy 
can be undone with one question: 
What good has the criminalisation 
and arrest of addicts brought us? 
Other than full prisons and pushing 
addicts away from people that are 
qualified to help them, the answer is 
clear: Nothing. 

So the choice is between 
meandering along with a system that 
does not work. Or one like Portugal’s: 
A progressive, compassionate, and 
properly conceived system that has 
statistically verified results. Is it really 
a choice? 

Criminalising drug addicts is expensive, unecessary and counter-productive. But there is a smarter, more humane way.

By Francois Badenhorst

Drew Stephens



I follow her every motion as the 
Imam reads ayat (verses). Touching 
my forehead to the ground in sujood 
(prostration), my St. Christopher hits 
the floor with a clink. I smile at the 
irony, then hope I don’t burst into 
flame.

After three prayers the Imam falls 
silent, the men below file out noisily, 
chatting and back-slapping like post-
match rugby-fans. Outside, Shamim 
hands me two books: The first is The 

Qu’ran, the second, Veils of 
Dignity.

Written by a Christian 
missionary convert to Islam, 
the latter is an explanation 
(and defence?) of Islam in 
general and hijab-clad women 
in particular. Khadija Watson 
(formerly Sue Malvar) writes: 
“The non-Muslim feels that 
it is degrading to the women 
and that it reinforces in 
subjugating the woman into 
a subservient role in order to 
enhance the male ego.” 

“Nothing,” she writes, “is 
farther from the truth.”

Watson’s words sound 
apologetic. I confront 
Ghodeejah.

“ You wear it because you 
feel safe?” I ask.

She nods.
“Because you felt objectified 

by men before?”
She nods again.
“So isn’t it men’s jobs not to 

objectify women, rather than 
yours to cover up?”

She smiles kindly, humouring 
my misconceptions; “Not all 
men respect women,” she says. 

“Not all men are Muslims. If you show 
your body, a man will look at you.” She 
shrugs, “So this is the only way.”

A week later, I leave the Mosque for 
the last time, tripping on my gown 
every second step. It’s been a hot day. 
I feel drained. Inside my flat I drop my 
keys on the tiles, and strip naked.

My neighbour knocks on the door. 
Grabbing a towel I let her in. “So, 
how’s it been?” she asks.

I tell her: Hot. Scratchy. Interesting.
We have a cup of tea and chat. As she 
leaves rain starts to fall.

“Ag fokkit man,” she glares at the 
sky.
“I have a sexy outfit for tonight. Red 
dress, heels. Now its bloody cold. 
Jissus.”
So wear something different.
“No man, a little bit of leg is sexy, and 
sexy doesn’t get cold.”
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(Un)Veiled Feminism
“And tell the believing women to lower their gaze and protect their private parts and not to show off their adornment except only 

that which is apparent, and to draw their veils over their faces, necks and bosoms and not to reveal their adornment except to their 
husbands, sons or brothers.” 

The Qu’ran 24:3

I have learned to talk with my eyes. 
Icy blue with pin-point pupils: 
Steer clear. Slightly widened: Are 

you sure? Mellow grey with softened 
brow: Thank-you. 

It’s subtle, but it works.
For a week, eye language has been 

my only choice: I’ve been wearing a 
hijab – the ayah (gown), headscarf and 
nikab (mask) combination – which 
most Westerners erroneously call 
a burqa. I’ve gone to Mosque. I’ve 
abstained. I even gave up rum.

A curious project for an 
ex-Catholic atheist, but not 
unmotivated: 

Western feminism views 
empowerment as an embrace 
of sexuality; an ‘invigorating 
discarding of patriarchic 
constraints’, according 
to the likes of Sontag and 
Millet. But claiming to 
“dress sexy for yourself” is a 
hollow argument. Yourself 
cares nothing for sexy. Sexy 
engages sex. The opposite 
sex. Sexy is for men.

Western feminism, then, 
has little relevance to Muslim 
women. In fact, the latter 
are seen as oppressed and 
cloistered. Behind the veil, 
however, another kind of 
feminism is claimed which 
denies the male gaze entirely. 
Pro-Hijab, a Muslim women’s 
advocacy group, assert that 
the veil is most sacred to 
women.

Skeptical, I down a rum ‘n 
coke for old-times’-sake, shed 
my boots and bomber jacket, 
and don a borrowed hijab.

My mentor is Shamim Nassar. Born 
into a secular household in Mombasa, 
she grew up aware of Islam, but was 
never devout. 

“Then I hit puberty,” she says. 
“Boys in my neigbourhood started 
looking at me – at my curves. I got so 
uncomfortable.” 

Troubled by the unwanted attention, 
Shamim asked her parents to send 
her to a Muslim school. “I wore the 
hijab and I could walk around without 
men looking at me; talk to men and 
they’d listen, not objectify me. Under 
this, I feel safe.”

She touches her hijab, saying “this” 
affectionately. Like “this” is a kitten 
or dove. 

Her friend, Ghodeejah, nods in 
agreement. “Yes,” she says, “safe.”

Shamim twists the scratchy 
headscarf around my mohawk, 
flattening half-an-hours’ painstaking 
gel-work. She tells me to meet her at 
one o’clock for Mosque, then leaves. 
I am all alone and people are staring. 
Monstrously self-conscious, I hurry 

back to class. 
My first lecture back is  with a 

Professor who is an avowed Atheist, 
“Xanthe, take that thing off.”
His face is unreadable as ever: 

intense eyes, smooth brow. 
I ask if he is serious. 
“Yes, I’m serious.”
My intestines coil. He turns to 

me, his eyes revealing something – 
derision or amusement I cannot tell. 

“I don’t communicate with people 

who wear things like that.” 
He spits “that” out like sour milk. 

“That” offends his senses.
I think of Shamim’s “this”. 
“As a child I asked to wear the hijab. 

It might be oppressing if girls don’t 
know why they wear it. But if you 
choose it because you love Allah, it 
empowers you. It’s obedience. For me, 
it’s strength.” 

Trying to emulate her heartfelt 
sentiment, I explain to my professor. 
Reddening eyes betray my stony tone. 
I stare at the wall above his balding 
head. 

“Fine,” he says, without looking up, 
“Wear it.”

Under “it”, tears mingle with my 
sweat. He picks up The Portable 
Atheist and starts to teach.

I’m so upset I miss Mosque and go 
home.

Recovered from my brief taste of 
hostility, I venture to the Mosque 
the next day. As I walk, I feel stares 
piercing the hijab. 

Men stare the most. I suspect it’s 

By Xanthe Hunt

because I’m white. I fear it’s because 
I look like a twit.

I ask Ghodeejah if her experiences 
are similar. “No,” she says firmly. 
“Men respect me more. They know 
not to make eyes at me.”

Maybe it is because I’m white.
I ask her if the hijab gets much 

attention from non-Muslims.
She smiles; “Mostly, people are just 

curious.” 
It’s true: My friends flood me with 

questions. 
“Can you drive?” I check with 

Shamim. She giggles, “This isn’t 
Saudi! Of course you can drive.”

“Can you talk to men?” Again, I quiz 
Shamim. “If you wear your mental-
hijab, then yes,” she says. “Men must 
be like your brothers. You should 
avoid attraction. So it’s like thinking 
with obedience; wearing a mental 
hijab.” 

“Can you wear make-up?” asks my 
mother, alarmed. “What will you do if 
you can’t wear make-up, poppet?” 

“If your husband allows it,” answers 
Shamim. “My husband is very 
generous. I can wear make-up.”

Betraying my Western upbringing I 
ask if that is generosity, or normality.

She laughs, “The way he was raised, 
it’s generosity,” she says.

The cross-examination ends, and 
we hurry to the Mosque. 

In the women’s gallery above the 
men’s main hall, we join the rows 
of cloaked ladies facing Al-Ka’bah 
(Mecca). PHOTO: Marinette Potgieter
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I’m Begging You.
By Kim Harrisberg

Growing up in Johannesburg, South Africa meant that Kim witnessed plenty of begging as well as drivers’ drastic desensitisation to 
it. A mere change of outfit allows Kim to cross over to the other side.

Things I now know about 
begging:

1. The white paint on 
the tar used to mark lanes and stop 
streets is an unexpected solace for 
the bare foot on a hot day

2. It is remarkably easy to lip-
read exactly what drivers think about 
you, and wish to share with their 
passengers

3. Eye-contact becomes an 
instant litmus test for those who care 
to acknowledge your humiliation, and 
those who don’t. 

One Saturday afternoon, I slip on 
the most oversized jersey I can find 
and a pair of shorts that are fraying 
at the ends. I take off my shoes. I 
wrap a bandage around my leg and 
use mercurochrome to make it look 
as if a wound is seeping through the 
bandage. I scoop up a handful of dirt 
and rub it against my legs, even on my 
face. I take permanent marker and 
smear it under my eye and over my 
bottom lip. From a distance, this looks 
like light bruising. 

I then tear off the bottom of a 
cardboard box which housed my new 
takkies the week before, and write: 
‘Pleas [sic] help. God Bless’. 

I walk outside my friend’s complex, 
nodding at the staring security guards 
who seem to be wondering how 
this skollie got past them in the first 
place. I choose a robot on Main road, 
Claremont, which is cursed by drivers 
for its unnecessarily long wait.

Holding up my sign, I make sure 
I am standing directly in between 
the two lanes. I attempt to strike the 
balance between being noticed and 
not being an obstacle in the road. 

The first car approaches. When the 
driver is about 50 metres away, she 
spots me, and I can almost hear the 
subliminal alarm bells ringing in her 
head. She stops much further than is 
necessary from the robot and looks 
straight ahead. 

My first reaction is to burst out 
laughing. Can’s she see I just changed 
my outfit and smeared some dirt 
across my face? I have to grind my 
teeth to stop the smile that threatens 
to leap across the negative space 
between her and me. She drives off, 
without having made eye contact 
once.

She is the first of many to react this 
way.

After thirty minutes, my palm is 
not the only one outstretched and 
pleading. Nasif Ely has arrived. He 
is patrolling the lane directly next to 
me and territorial uncertainty rushes 
over me.

“Must I leave?” I ask, attempting 
to muffle my accent in case I give 
something away. 

“No, no. This is a free country. And 
you are my sister,” replies Nasif. I feel 

a pang of camaraderie. Perhaps it is 
the juxtaposition of his blind kindness 
with the dehumanising disdain of the 
passing drivers.  

Of course, trained eyes can see that 
this beggar is ill-experienced. The 
questions rush forward like a torrent. 

“Where is your home?”
“Are you on drugs?”
“Are you hungry?”
He points to my mock bruises. 
“Who did that to you?” 
I mumble a story about being 

kicked out by my mother, hiding why I 
am truly here: to experience a fleeting 
glimpse into what is Nasif’s daily life.

Within moments, Nasif is 
unbuttoning his dirtied shirt and 
pointing to raw wounds, shining scars 
and swollen lumps. Relics of the street 
life colour his 15-year-old body. 

“Go home,” says Nasif insistently. 
“Mothers are always right. I never 
had a mother. I wish I had a mother 
to go home to.” Within seconds he is 
weeping, his child-like cry a reminder 
of his age. 

He walks to the pavement, sits down, 
and puts his head between his hands. 
His bony body convulses with sobs as 
drivers look on through their tinted 
windows.

Nasif was born on the streets, all 
so he says. At the age of 11, he was 
arrested for being “wrongly accused 
of house-breaking”. He spent 4 years 
in Pollsmoor juvenile prison where 
he was taught to read and write for 
the first time. One month ago, he 

was put back on the streets. But 
Stefano Mairorano, a resident in the 
area, confirms he has seen him here 
intermittently for the past year. 

I shuffle over to another robot, 
allowing Nasif his space. 

Within moments, a Polo races 
towards the robot, music pumping 
through the open windows. The 
laughter of the four men in the car 
gets louder as the car approaches. 
The driver swerves towards me with a 
quick flick of his wrist on the steering 
wheel. Before I can even gasp, the car 
is swerved back and all that is heard is 
the fading laughter of the driver and 
his friends. 

My eyes sting with the spasm of 
humiliation, shock and genuine 
disgust. 

Despite the strong sense of 
indifference from some, I am 
surprised at how quickly and easily 
the cash rolls in. Within one hour, 
I have made R33, 20. Nasif says he 
usually makes R10 a day.

A middle-aged woman with a neat 
blonde bob and dangling earrings, 
holds out her closed palm towards 
me. “I’m sorry, this is all I have,” she 
says apologetically before pulling off. 
She has placed R9 worth of coins in 
my hand. 

The ricocheting extremes of 
disregard and generosity leave me 
feeling emotionally-manhandled.

Long after I have left the street, 
the image of Nasif hunched over on 
the pavement, the ridges of his spine 

sticking through his tattered shirt, 
will not leave my mind’s eye. 

An attempt to contact Cape Town 
Child Welfare Society a few days later 
is met with the insistent sound of an 
engaged line. The Western Cape 
Department of Social Development 
does answer, only to put me through 
to six different people, all strangely 
terrified to comment on anything. I 
was then told I would be called back 
immediately. I am still waiting.

I heaved a sigh of relief when 
Childline picked up after a few rings. 
Lydia van Vuuren, a referral officer, 
spoke with sadness about street 
children’s ranking on the priority list. 

“It is so rare that they can make 
the transition into foster families. 
Their peers on the street become 
their families and this is where most 
of them end up. We are too under-
resourced to really change their 
lives,” she says regrettably. 

This is not what I wanted to hear, 
even though I expected it.  After this 
phone call, I complete my list I began 
after walking off the street: 

4. Receiving small change 
results in a dim, transient euphoria.

5. This euphoria is linked to both 
the cash and the acknowledgment 
that comes with it

6. Were I Nasif, this would be 
enough to make me return the next 
day, to start it all again.

PHOTO: Juan Carlos Osorio
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Advancing the Game
At a time when Europe’s football leagues are becoming stale, a new system could trigger a new football renaissance. 

By Justice Khumela

In 2004 rumours emerged about 
a possibility of a breakaway 
European Super League consisting 

of Europe’s top 14 clubs. The idea was 
to create a power league that would 
include all of the European A-list 
clubs, a list which includes soccer 
giants such as Manchester United, 
Juventus, Bayern Munich, Barcelona, 
Real Madrid.

While UEFA’s (European football’s 
governing body) 32 team Champions 
League remains the best club football 
competition in the world, there has 
always been calls to have a regular 
league structure format for Europe’s 
top clubs.

The rumours were eventually 
squashed by UEFA, as they felt this 
would destroy European football. 
Any possibility of a Super League was 
put to bed, until recently. A recent 
development within UEFA has given 
rise to Super League advocates. The 
soccer governing body is considering 
expanding their Champions League 
format to 64 teams. 

There are suspicions and rumours 
that that top clubs might reject this 
new format, and possibly counter the 
idea by creating a European super 
league.

In 2009 UEFA spokesperson, 
William Gaillard, said any possible 

super league was a “non-starter”. 
“Such an idea is against our 
president’s philosophy,” Gaillard 
added.

Fast forward to 2013, UEFA president, 
Michel Platini, says the governing 
body is considering all options. 
Platini’s fear is that a super league 
would promote interests of a selective 
few while the rest of the continent 
suffers. The super league is the brain 
child of a number of top European 
club and football administrators, of 
which Barcelona President Sandro 
Rosell is rumoured to be one of its 
main backers.

Football on the European continent 
is doing well, however there has 
always been a drive for a new system; 
a bigger and better system. It would 
be next level if not the ultimate level. 
I’m one of those who supports the 
need for a new, improved system but 
not the proposed super league idea. I 
would support a system that enriches 
the whole of European football and, in 
time, expand to other continents.

The idea that I’m backing will pit 
European nations football leagues 
against one another. Where every 
league federation or governing body 
would draw any player, regardless 
of nationality, from their league to 
represent the league’s team setup that 

would play other leagues teams.  A 
competition that would involve some 
mammoth clashes such as England’s 
Barclays Premiership Vs Spain’s 
La Liga, Germany’s Bundersliga vs 
France’s Ligue 1, just to mention a few. 

When one considers the top class 
superstars that make up the English, 
Italian, German, and Dutch leagues, 
there would be a lot of mouth-
watering clashes. A new culture 
altogether. New alliances formed and 
new bragging rights at stake.

There would be an easy balancing 
factor regarding participation: A cup 
of 16 or 18 leagues teams. It would 
be easier to expand and manage the 
entity. This entity would bring a new 
dimension to inter-European club 
football.

A new focus would appear in 
Europe, the strength of leagues 
would be tested. At a time when 
European football power seems to be 
shifting from Spain to Germany, this 
new structure could open up new 
challenges to the current European 
football’s status quo. 

Just the idea of assembling an 
English Premiership starting XI 
against other countries starting XI 
would appeal to football fans.

It would be easy to finance this cup. 
Sponsors would trip over and bend 

backwards to get involved in such 
a project. Each league federation 
would be a guardian to their team. 
The amount of revenue that would 
be injected into soccer federations 
would ease a lot of financial woes 
some leagues are encountering.

A number of European leagues are 
becoming stale and one sided. Two 
leagues in particular are being run by 
a system of two super clubs while the 
rest of the league cannot catch up or 
compete. This is the case of La Liga 
and the Bundesliga. Both domestic 
leagues have an unbalanced system 
that splits the title race into a two-
horse-race, season after season.

Real Madrid and Barcelona are 
some of the best and most successful 
football teams on the planet. While 
in Germany it is Bayern Munich 
and Borussia Dortmund that are the 
league’s dominant powers. Other 
teams in their leagues are depleted, 
have less funds and resources to 
compete with these teams.

It speaks volume if two of the biggest 
leagues in Europe are so greatly 
unbalanced and uncompetitive.  A 
new system and structure could liven 
up football once again.  

Martin Pettitt
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The captivated crowd throw 
their hands in the air as their 
voices soar above the stirring 

sounds. Coloured lights flash, smoke 
envelopes the air and state of the art 
audio and video equipment abounds. 

It looks like a rock show, but it is not. 
Instead it is your ordinary run of the 
mill charismatic praise and worship 
service. It is a far cry from the less 
exciting traditional church services, 
which are generally accompanied 
by organ music and singing from a 
seated position. 

The younger generation of 
Christians seem to favour the more 
lively charismatic churches. This 
begs the question: If traditional 
church services had been your ticket 
to heaven for the past few centuries, 
why the sudden need to change the 
genre of church music? 

The answer seems to be that rock 
music offers more entertainment, but 
if it is entertainment you are after why 
not just attend a regular rock show? Is 
bible teaching, as opposed to worship 
music, not supposed to be the central 
piece of the service? 

There is a clear psychological 
reason why some people are drawn to 
charismatic churches. These people 
desire an emotional connection 
with God. The moving music of 
charismatic churches fulfils this need 
in way that traditional churches cant. 

When we allow our emotions to 
get the better of us our emotional 
brains switch off and we become 
susceptible to exploitation. The fact 
that charismatic churches are more 
entertaining is not wrong per se. The 
problem is that they provide their 
flock with emotional highs that cloud 
their judgement. 

Many churches are raking in the 
profits. According to the IBIS World’s 
Religious Organizations market 
research report the total revenue 
of the religion industry in the USA     
added up $98 billion in 2012. 

The churches that put on the best 
show grow from strength to strength. 
Hillsong Church, for example, grew 
from a small congregation in Sydney 
to the massive multinational church 
it is today thanks to the worldwide 
popularity that its band gained in the 
1990s. 

The spectacular profits that these 
churches are making and the lavish 
lifestyles of the preachers at the helm 
does not arouse any suspicion from 
their captivated flock. They liberally 
keep donating money to these 
churches. Profits that go straight 
into the pockets of the preachers. 
According to the Daily Mail, Benny 
Hinn, the popular faith healer and 
televangelist, owns no less than 13 
mansions across the USA and travels 
in a $50 million Lear jet.  

It is disturbing how commercial 
religion has become, blatantly so, and 

that so many believers are oblivious 
to obvious marketing ploys. The 
charismatic churches prey on the 
poor and emotionally damaged who 
out of desperation turn to God for 
answers about their unhappiness. 
The church provides them with a 
purpose and sense of belonging and 
acceptance. 

This is Marketing Psychology 101: 
Creating a service that appeals to 
a customer’s need and emotions. 
Charismatic churches unashamedly 

market their services with huge 
billboards, newspaper advertisements 
and websites. These preachers earn 
millions from TV programmes, guest 
appearances and DVDs. The ways to 
profit from Christianity does not end 
here. There are countless types of 
Christian merchandise you can buy. 
Anything from t-shirts, bangles and 
statues.

It points to the commercial nature 
of charismatic Christianity. But these 
arguments could easily be extended 

to other Christian denominations 
and religions as well. The church 
has become a marketplace. This is 
very ironic since the only time Jesus 
ever expressed any anger in the 
Bible was when he visited the Temple 
in Jerusalem. He found that it was 
overrun by merchants, when it should 
have been a place of worship. These 
days, the merchants have become the 
temple.

Selling God
By Gerrit van Rooyen

God and religion have become the marketplace for a new breed of church where the line between worhsipper and customer is 
blurred. 

Jon Bowen



Christopher Udemans – Enigma. Intellectual. Polymath. Or at least he likes to think so. After finishing an 
undergraduate degree in music he went on to undertake honours in journalism at Stellenbosch University. He hopes 
to make a living using pen and paper, residing in places where others would fear to tread. Christopher is happy so long 
as he can write about what he thinks, think about what he reads, read about what he writes and has a bit of food to eat in 
between.

Xanthe Hunt is a part-time optimist, occasional cynic, and sporadic pessimist. She is also a full-time environmentalist 
and lover of the outdoors. She learned to write when she was five, and hasn’t stopped since then. She is a scribbler and a 
poet, a taker-of-notes and a list-maker. She is interested in everything and judgmental of nothing. She likes her country 
and loves her continenet, dislikes arrogance and hates prejudice. She is a tomboy with a soft-side and a work-a-holic in 
the making

Francois Badenhorst is a good boy; a kind boy. He reads, he breathes. Sometimes he’s too timid for his own good. He 
thinks a lot. When he grows up he wants to be that intelligent slacker that somehow makes a living via obscure and 
indeterminable methods. He is a fine modern gentleman.

Kim Harrisberg spent most of her 22 years growing up in the golden city of Egoli. Here she learnt many things, such as 
the importance of not staying in one place for too long. She dislikes the term “gap year” but this is what she took after 
12 years in the schooling system. She travelled through the complex and colourful Israel, realising that there are some 
things you can never learn from a textbook. Since then, travel has been her first and foremost lover. 
She loves how journalism can act as an information scrapbook, allowing the writer to collect eclectic, vicarious 
experiences through his/her topics of interest. She is also an evangelistic hummus-eater and a dedicated sprout-grower. 
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Fhumulani Justice Khumela is a future scholar of some sort. He is an international relations graduate pursuing a 
career in the media industry. For this soccer crazy fan, intoxication, words, art, love and courage are what he thrives on.
When all is said and done, Fhumulani says a healthy and happy mind is all a man has in this world.

The Voices of The Agenda

Gerrit van Rooyen grew up in Bellville, a northern suburb of Cape Town, affectionately referred to as Bellville Rock 
City. In an alternate universe, Gerrit would be a rock star. But in this reality he will have to settle for being a wannabe 
musician. The first step in achieving his ultimate goal of becoming the immortal master of the universe is to work as a 
journalist. He would primarily like to work as a political, finance and opinion writer but wouldn’t mind travel journal-
ism either. He is currently enrolled in the BPhil Journalism course at Stellenbosch and previously studied postgraduate 
Economics at the same university.


