
WWww

T
H
E

A

E
G

N
D
A

JULY
2013



THE AGENDA || 2

CONTENTSEditorial
The author Phillip 
Pullman was onto 
something when 
he said, “After 
nourishment, shelter 
and companionship, 
stories are the thing we 
need most in the world.” 
We (that is, humans) 
have always created 
chronicles – our brains 
are wired for storytelling. 
The Agenda is just 
another entry into this 
proud human history. 
We are six young people 
that want –and in some 
cases need – to tell you a 
story. 
This month our articles 
shift from broad horizons 
of America to the utterly 
personal affairs of the 
heart. 
Please, enjoy our stories. A SOUTH 
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that they will bring back Apartheid. 
The DA and Cope may also lose some 
black voters to the newly formed 
Agang. Analysts predict Mamphela 
Ramphele’s party will receive around 
5% of the vote in the 2014. The 
question is whether they will turn 
out to be another Cope or UDM that 
amounts to nothing or could grow to 
be the leading opposition.

Empires rise and fall – a pattern that 
permeates throughout history – and 
the ANC is a lot like an empire. The 
Persians, the Greeks, the Romans, 
the Mongols, the Ottomans are but 
a few empires that once possessed 
powerful armies, vast stretches of 
land and marvellous riches, but they 
perished all the same.

Power and greed leads to corruption 
and infighting, which causes the 
empire to abruptly collapse. Jacob 
Zuma has stated that the ANC will rule 
until Jesus returns. Such a grandiose 
prediction seems eerily reminiscent 
of Hitler’s promise of a thousand year 
‘’Reich”. 

History is against the ANC. The ANC 
will be beaten. The question is when 
and how. Will the opposition parties 
get their act together and beat the 
ANC at the voting booths or will the 
poor under the possible leadership 
of the EFF seize control through a 
violent revolution?  
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A South African Spring?
“Revolution is in the air” and it might be heading South Africa’s way.

By Gerrit van Rooyen

Revolution is in the air. In the past 
few years we witnessed several 
governments being toppled 

following mass public protests. It 
started in Tunisia and soon spread 
to Libya, Egypt, Bahrain and Syria – it 
was the dawning of the so-called Arab 
Spring. 

Recently Egypt had its second 
Spring (or coup d’état depending 
on your viewpoint) when its first 
democratically elected president, 
Mohamed Morsi, was unseated by the 
military after mass demonstrations 
in Tahrir Square, barely a year after 
Morsi assumed office. 

There have been mutterings in 
the public sphere about South Africa 
being poised to have its own Spring. 
South Africa certainly has all the 
right ingredients for a revolution: the 
most unequal society in the world, a 
government failing to provide “basic 
services”, a largely undereducated 
and unemployed youth and a 
stagnating economy. 

The final step in the revolution 
recipe is a minor stir that makes the 
mixture go boom. In Turkey mass 
demonstrations were ignited by a 
small protest against plans for a new 
mall and similarly in Brazil it was 
a proposed hike in bus fares that 
provided the necessary spark. 

The wave of protests around the 
globe has been attributed to the 
pressures resulting from a weaker 
global economy and the increased 
accessibility of social media, which 
aids public awareness and the 
organisation of mass protests.  

A South African Spring would have 
a different flavour. South Africa is a 
much divided society economically, 
culturally and politically. It may, 
therefore, not be a united stand 
against the ruling party as in other 
countries. Mxit, South Africa’s largest 
social media platform, with nearly 
10 million users will be the most 
likely media tool of the South African 
Spring, not Facebook.

In South Africa the poor are fed up 
with empty promises of better housing 
and infrastructure and in a number of 
isolated cases they have voiced their 
frustrations by burning tires, burning 
down municipal buildings and farms 
and throwing stones at moving cars. 
Their loyalty to the former freedom 
party is either waning or has vanished. 

The service delivery protests are as 
of yet sporadic and spontaneous, but 
it is not difficult to imagine that some 
organisation, like the newly formed 
Economic Freedom Fighters (EFF), 
could sweep up the angry poor across 
the nation in to mass demonstrations. 

At the current rate of degression 
this seems like an inevitability, 
which would have disastrous 
implications for South Africa. Recent 
labour unrests have contributed to 
foreign investors withdrawing their 

investments in South Africa, causing 
the Rand to crash and contributing to 
inflationary pressures. 

The pessimists speak of a “second 
Zimbabwe” and that is now a distinct 
possibility if Julius Malema has his 
way. The other possibility, deemed 
prosperous by most, is to beat the 
ANC at the polls. The pessimists say 
the ANC will never be beaten. White 
South Africans often speak of the 
“uneducated masses” that will blindly 
follow the ANC no matter how corrupt 
or inept the party may be. But in light 
of recent developments and survey 
results white South Africans should 
revaluate this pessimistic view. 

The general sentiment towards the 
ANC is in as bad a shape as it ever 
was. Scandals such as the Limpopo 
textbook crisis, Nkandla, the Gupta-
wedding and especially the Marikana-
massacre have disillusioned many 
ANC supporters. 

The latest approval rating for 
president Zuma stands at 42%. The 
black youth, mostly unemployed and 
products of the new South Africa 
are less zealous about supporting 
the ANC. According to a survey by 
Pondering Panda as much as 30% of 
the black youth support the former 
ANC poster boy-cum-economic 
freedom fighter Julius Malema. They 
believe his promises of land reform 

and nationalising mines, banks and 
monopoly industries will help the 
poor (and them). 

If the survey results are realised 
in votes the ANC’s outright majority 
might be in jeopardy and may open 
up the possibility of an opposition 
coalition government. However, 
the major ideological differences 
between opposition parties present a 
formidable stumbling block to such a 
coalition. 

The main opposition the DA has 
expressed its willingness to form a 
coalition with parties such Cope, the 
IFP, UDM and ACDP but so far talks 
have stalled around policy issues. The 
EFF has also already denounced any 
possibility of working with the DA and 
Agang. 

A challenge but also an opportunity 
for the opposition is the relatively low 
voter turnout in South Africa. There 
is a large untapped pool of voters, 
since just more than half of all eligible 
voters make their crosses. A recent 
survey shows that up to 26% of the 
youth are not planning to vote in the 
coming election. Many cited that they 
simply feel there is no party worth 
voting for. 

Despite the progress the DA has 
made with garnering votes from all 
races, a significant portion of black 
youths still distrust the DA and fear 

Coco Curranski



and Mail, professor of journalism 
and international affairs at Carleton 
University, Andrew Cohen, wrote that 
for Kennedy the moon program was 
a “field of peace, collaboration and 
national achievement”. 

At the beginning of the 60s Kennedy 
was “thinking less now about winning 
the Cold War than ending it, he hoped 
the Russians would agree to a joint 
space program.”

Mr. Kennedy understood the need 
to enter ‘the final frontier’. 

While wars raged on the surface 
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It is ironic that the most 
recognisable collection of words in 
human history were uttered some 

384 000 kilometers from Earth.  
On the 21st of July 1969, Neil 

Armstrong took the most important 
stride in all of human history. He 
marked this otherwise ubiquitous 
action with perhaps the most famous 
aphorism of all time.

“That’s one small step for man and 
one giant leap for mankind.”

These few words reached over 600 
million people, 16% of the population 

The Final Frontier 
Private space programs are popping up everywhere, but are humankinds aims still misplaced?

By Christopher Udemans

of Earth, a record that was only broken 
12 years later, with the marriage of 
the late Diana Spencer and Prince 
Charles.

At the height of the Cold War, the 
world was on tenterhooks. It was a 
time of technophobia, brought about 
by insecurities surrounding nuclear 
armaments.  

Humankind was suffering great 
emotional attrition. The Cuban 
missile crisis and Vietnam War served 
to weaken the wits of humankind. On 
the ground, the animosity between 

East and West was ever growing.
The moon landing provided solace 

from the great state of fear. As Carl 
Sagan put it: “If we could fly to the 
moon, as many have asked, what else 
are we capable of?” Humans had 
entered the realm of myth and legend.

Eight years earlier President 
John F. Kennedy announced the 
monumental undertaking. He wanted 
“a space program which promised 
dramatic results in which we could 
win.”

In an article written for The Globe 

NASA

NASA



While it could be argued that 
budget readjustments are necessary, 
particularly in a post-9/11 world, the 
same could be said at the height of the 
Cold War when man first set foot on 
the moon. As far as American foreign 
policy is concerned the situation is 
the same; only the “terrorists” have 
replaced the “communists”.

It seems our aims and as humans 
are misplaced. As Stephen Hawking, 
Director of Research at the Centre 
for Theoretical Cosmology within the 
University of Cambridge puts it: “we 
won’t survive another 1,000 years 
without escaping our fragile planet.” 

That is if global military armaments 
don’t finish us off sooner.

Once the Apollo 11 astronauts had 
returned safely to earth, once the 
radio chatter gave way to silence and 
once the news cameras had been 
turned off Carl Sagan highlighted the 
perennial gift Apollo bestowed upon 
humankind:

“The inescapable recognition of the 
unity and fragility of the earth is its 
clear and illuminous dividend.”
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of earth, the vast expanse beyond 
Earth’s atmosphere was untainted 
by violence and the fickle whims of 
human emotion.

If one is to look at the history of 
humanity’s short stint in space you 
find that is still the case. 

The launch of Vostok 1, the craft 
that propelled Yuri Gagarin into 
orbit, marked the beginning of man’s 
romance with the possibility of space 
travel.  

While gazing down from a height of 
325 km above our blue planet, Gagarin 
implored humankind to preserve 
rather than destroy. The short mission 
lasted 108 minutes and the power of 
this watershed moment is still being 
felt today.

The 27-year-old Russian 
cosmonaut became the face of the 
space exploration program and the 
motivation for the greatest race in our 
history. 

Despite conflict on the surface of 
our planet, the relations between the 
United States and Russia remained 
amenable beyond the confines of our 
atmosphere. 

Treaties were signed between the 
two superpowers to prohibit the 

use of weapons in space, to work 
together and create rescue structures 
should the American astronauts or 
Russian cosmonauts need them. The 
representatives from East and West 
also debated initiatives to prevent 
territorial ownership of the worlds 
beyond our own.

All within the context of the Cold 
War. 

The International Space Station (ISS) 
is testament to the unifying nature 
of space research and exploration. 
The low orbit space station is a 
participatory effort between NASA, 
the Russian Federal Space Agency, 
the Japanese Aerospace Exploration 
Agency, the European Space Agency 
and the Canadian Space Agency.

Residents of the space station 
perform experiments in a zero gravity 
environment. Among others, these 
experiments investigate possible 
medical treatments, how the lack of 
gravity affects human physiology, 
and most importantly, to demonstrate 
international co-operation in an alien 
environment.  

Despite this, it appears we have 
regressed since the ‘space age’ of the 
mid-1900s. 

NASA’s space shuttle program 
came to an end in 2011 and 
humankind has not stepped foot on 
the moon since the Apollo 17 mission 
in 1972. Even more disturbing is the 
lack of governmental funding. 

Since 1969, NASA’s funding has 
dropped significantly. A report 
compiled by The Guardian in the 
United Kingdom shows that the US 
government reserved 2.3% of the 
federal budget for space programs 
under NASA’s control.  A healthy 
sum for a country with extra-
planetary ambitions.

However the opposite was true in 
2012. NASA’s funding had dropped to 
a dismal 0.5% of the federal budget. 

So where have the extra funds been 
diverted to? 

According to government records, 
in 2012 the United States’ total 
defense expenditure reached $1.415 
trillion. An inconceivable amount no 
matter which way you look at it. For 
the sake of comparison, this amounts 
to roughly 58% of America’s federal 
budget. 

What’s more is that 20-50% of 
NASA’s budget is spent on satellites 
used for military purposes. 

United States Defense Expenditure for 2012

Defense-related expenditure 2012 Budget request & Mandatory 
spending

Calculation

DOD Spending
FBI Counter-terrorism
International Affairs
Energy Department, defence-related
Vetrans Affairs
Homeland Security
NASA, satellites
Vetrans pensions
Other defense-related mandatory spending
Interest on debt from past wars

TOTAL

$707.5 billion
$2.9 billion
$5.6–$63.0 billion
$21.8 billion
$70.0 billion
$46.9 billion
$3.5–$8.7 billion
$54.6 billion
$8.2 billion
$109.1–$431.5 billion

$1.030–$1.415 trillion

Base budget + “Overseas Contingency Ops”
At least one-third FBI budget
At minimum, foreign arms sales.

Between 20% and 50% of NASA’s total budge

Between 23% and 91% of total interest

NASA
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The American Dream Revisited
By Francois Badenhorst

The United States of America is in decline and her government is no longer of the people, by the people and for the people. America’s 
only hope lies in the toughness and kindness of the American people.

Standing in a Texan prairie, staring 
at a vast and unconquered sky, 
you realise some things about 

America. You realise in a femtosecond 
why generations upon generations 
of immigrants streamed into this 
country. And why Native Americans 
fought so bravely to try and defend it 
from encroachment. The land holds 
a promise – even in an age where 
Uncle Sam has lost some of his pulling 
power. 

Travelling through the United 
States you also notice that Americans 
– that is, ordinary, everyday Americans 
– are well meaning, friendly, and very 
hospitable. A sortie into a petrol 
station is met with a smile and a warm 
greeting. Most Americans aren’t the 
hawkish, bombastic bunch they are 
oft made out to be. 

In America’s heartland, the frontier 
spirit is still pervasive. These people 
are the descendants of immigrants 
who moved into a harsh interior 
because of the freedom it offered 
– it was a break from government 
and society. Even more, it was a rare 
chance in a crowded world to forge 
a whole new milieu in a wide and 
beautiful country. 

I’m not romanticising the 
colonisation of this country: It was 
a bloody, messy and, quite frankly, 
a genocidal affair. Nor am I trying 
to perpetuate the cowboy/dashing 
frontiersman trope. Instead I’m 
looking to illustrate where America’s 
troubles stem from. 

Given the opening statement of this 
piece you would be right to ask the 
question: If these people are as kind as 
you say, why has the government that 
represents them orchestrated one 
mess after the other? What of PRISM? 
What of the lobbies and elite interests 

that have infected Washington? And 
let’s rather not talk about the drones 
or Iran-Contra. 

But that’s a gross over simplification. 
The trouble starts with the fact 
that Americans still harbour those 
frontier tendencies. They desire to be 
left alone, to their own devices. They 
want to own their guns, live and die 
in their small towns, work hard. The 
machinery of federal government 
seems distant and unnecessary, 
irrelevant.

Because of this many Americans 
are on a quixotic quest to limit 
government – what they often term 
here as “big government”. And this is 
not a worldview based in Ivy League 
neo-liberal erudition; it is a simple in-
born desire.

Even something as basic as the 
prices of products: Stores here refuse 
to factor federal sales tax into the 
prices they show. Instead, it is added 
on after the transaction; a distasteful 
post-script in an otherwise legitimate 
business transaction. 

Outside observers tend to see 
America in terms of its famous cities. 
And that’s through no fault of their 
own – we have movies, songs, games, 
famous images and the media to 
thank for that. When we look at these 
cities we see the purest social and 
political liberalism. But America is a 
nation of largely conservative people.

Americans for the large part want 
to be left alone. But the idea that this 
is even possible is a fallacy. It also 
detracts from the real problem at hand. 
While they might not be interested in 
government, government is certainly 
interested in them. The gigantic 
American middle class is the engine 
of the preponderant American 
machine. 

This phobia of government has 
emboldened a small, wealthy elite. 
The Fed is now a government of the 
rich, by the rich and for the rich. This 
has happened because Americans are 
disinterested in the national political 
conversation.

Yes, there is a popular vote – and 
Americans do vote in their droves – 
but a democracy is more than a ballot. 
It’s a prevailing mood. American 
politics are dominated by parochial 
interests. John and Joan America 
are infected with a deep set myopia, 
an intense focus on the micro and 
ambivalence toward the macro. And 
to be fair, from the arid plains of New 
Mexico – so beautifully pockmarked 
by mesas and cacti – the White House 
seems like another universe. 

This vacuum left by the American 
people has been filled by big business, 
foreign powers, and virtually every 
vested interest you could care to 
mention. And the ruling oligarchy 
is legitimised by a vote that doesn’t 
mean much.

There has been a symptomatic 
decline of America’s two great 
political staples. Come election 
time, Americans must choose, faute 
de mieux, between Democrat and 
Republican – but it’s really all the 
same. Both sides are ideologically 
– and often times intellectually – 
impoverished. 

After a prolonged American 
exposure, you begin to realise that 
the freedom that Americans enjoy 
is often the appearance of freedom, 
a verisimilitude of democracy. The 
inherent promise of the New York 
skyline seems less dazzling when 
you look at America’s draconian 
prison system. And the grandeur of 
American enterprise seems a little 

emptier when you notice that the 
American dream has become a rigged 
game that suits those at the top. 

But while it is so easy to become 
negative and declare the grand 
experiment a failure, it’s not that 
simple. There is something here. 
Away from the bloated monstrosities 
of Wall Street and the latest celebrity 
grotesquery, you can still see the 
American heart beating. It’s a fierce 
and very proud organ. 

And Americans aren’t totally 
ignorant of what is happening. It’s 
impossible for them not to notice the 
decline of their fortunes. And they are 
trying to fight back – but in the wrong 
way. The kneejerk reaction has been 
to try and decrease government. This 
idea is based in a childish, bucolic 
yearning for the 18th century frontier.  

It’s come too far now and that world 
is now the province of the imagination. 
Americans need to take control 
of their government – certainly a 
touch of Tahrir Square would not go 
amiss. It was Lincoln that said, “This 
country, with its institutions belongs 
to the people who inhabit it.” Before 
adding pragmatically, “Whenever 
they shall grow weary of the existing 
government, they can exercise their 
constitutional right of amending 
it, or their revolutionary right to 
dismember or overthrow it.”

The answer has never been less 
government. In fact, the answer is 
not more government either, that is a 
false dichotomy. The answer is a more 
humane and human government. A 
government inflected by the goodwill 
and kindness that average Americans 
exhibit so openly; one that mirrors 
Americans’ honourable, decent and 
duty bound way of life.

Francois Badenhorst
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June 30, 2013
Tahrir Square

“The Supreme Council of the Armed Forces presents its regrets and deep apologies for the 
deaths of martyrs from among Egypt’s loyal sons during the recent events in Tahrir Square.”

- Egyptian Generals addressing protesters

All photography by Zeyad Gohary. To view more of his work navigate to www.zeyadgohary.com or like ZG 
Captures on Facebook. 

More photos from this album can also be viewed on our photoblog: www.theagendapress.tumblr.com
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The Spokespeople That Won’t Speak
Instead of facilitating the flow of information to citizens, government’s spokespeople abort and disrupt it. Inconvenience aside, this 

has dire consequences for reporting, and makes a song and dance of investigative journalism.

By Xanthe Hunt

ari adi amus late ari adi amus da
ari a na tus late adoo a

are vare tue vate
are vare tue vate

are vare tue vate la tea

I sang this in the shower last night. 
It played in my head as I went 
to sleep. The whole office know 

the words. We hum it as we absent-
mindedly scribble on pink post-its.

The beautiful but earwormish 
Adiemus is but one of the theme 
tunes to a Johannesburg journalist’s 
life.

It is Provincial government’s ‘hold’ 
tone.

Let me provide some context:
Given the clandestine tendencies 

of the Apartheid government’s (non)
communication department, the 
post-1994 state apparatus was in 
dire need of a make-over: clear the 
fog of the past, and set a crystal clear 
Democratic precedent.

To this end, 1995 saw the 
commissioning of Comtask by then-
Deputy President Thabo Mbeki; a 

body established to review government 
communications at every level of 
government. In short, a committee to 
improve communication between the 
people and the State.

After a year’s investigation 
Comtask’s report was released along 
with 86 recommendations which set 
the wheels in motion for the 1998 
launch of the GCIS – the Government 
Communications and Information 
System.

This “strategic unit of The 
Presidency” describes its own mandate 
as being to “co-ordinate, guide and 
advise on government communication 
(including media liaison, development 
communication and marketing)”. 
Emphasis added.

Then-Deputy Minister Dr. Essop 
Pahad, had a clear vision for the 
auspicious System:

“Our task, hand in hand with partners 
in the communication industry, 
including the media, is to ensure that 
this right [to freedom of information] 
is indeed realised in practical life.

It is to see to it that all South Africans 

receive comment and information 
that enable them to make rational 
choices about their lives.

They have got the right to know, and 
to be heard.”

I wonder what the good Doctor 
thinks of his successors.

Today’s GCIS fell far from the tree.
Today’s GCIS is a convoluted, 

secretive root-system upon which a 
forest of corruption grows tall.

Walk into any newsroom in the 
country and you are bound to find 
at least one journalist bashing a cell 
phone in frustration with an evasive 
spokesperson, or a vital source, 
silenced by the former’s existence. 

Instead of facilitating this long-
awaited freedom of information, 
government spokespeople – as a rule 
– equivocate, quibble, and as a last 
resort ignore.

For every politician who should be 
held to account, there is a recalcitrant 
representative to prevent it.

Over the years – or perhaps from 
the start – the institutionalization of 
spokespeople in the State apparatus 

has had two repercussions of 
particular significance: the first is that 
those who should be answerable to 
citizens are not ‘allowed’ to be – after 
all, that is someone else’s job now. 
The second is that, instead of having 
numerous ports of call to answer 
queries – mitigating the effect of 
dishonest answers – those in search of 
the truth must rely on a single reply.

So much for hearing all sides of the 
story.

So long, the horse’s mouth.
If you want an answer from 

government today, then you must 
settle for the end of the broken-down-
telephone line. And that is if you get 
an answer at all.

And this chain of eternal deference 
which ends with the spokesperson 
is government’s primary means of 
concealment.

An Adiemus-wearied journalist of 
over 40 years’ experience summed it 
up: 

“There is one main lesson of 
[news] journalism in this country: 
Spokespeople are especially 
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positioned – not to facilitate the flow 
of communication – but to abort and 
disrupt it.

“They are there so that no one else 
can speak to you.”

It is a grim reality.
Our government has surpassed the 

best of the secretive rest; they sneer at 
Russia and the USA.

We don’t need complex, million-
dollar information protection 
systems.

We have GCIS: ineffective 
bureaucracy trumps KGB-style 
complexity.

And although often inefficient 
for reasons more practical than 
conspiratorial, the existence of 
designated spokespeople is the 
perfect excuse for silence. 

It is unaccountability mandated.
During a recent stint as an 

investigative journalist in 
Johannesburg, the situation was 
brought into stark relief. Government 
spokespeople hate journalists. They 
despise investigative journalists.

And this animosity is damaging 
journalists’ work.

I’ll explain by means of an example:
An anonymous tip-off was recently 

received by the investigative unit 
where I was working. Mr Bureaucrat 
called in, offering information on a 
lucrative government tender, ‘won’ in 
a one-man race. 

Distressed by the untoward goings-
on, Mr Bureaucrat had lodged formal 
complaints with the Department 
concerned, but his complaints – like 
the competitive bidding process – 
were brushed aside.

So Mr Bureaucrat phoned the media 
to spill the beans, and, he said, friends 
in his department were equally eager 
to speak.

Now in investigative work, it is 
not unusual to cite at least one 
‘confidential source’: the Deepthroat, 
of the ‘Watergate’ as it were.

Two anonymous sources is not 
unheard of. Three is suspicious and 
four is rumour.

So when Mr Bureaucrat offers 
colleagues to confirm his facts, the 
story needs at least one of them to 
have a name.

Keen to uncover foul-play we call 
source one: of course he can help, no 
we can’t put his name.

We call source two: yes, she knows 
about it, but she will speak only 
unofficially.

Source three won’t talk at all.
By source four we’re desperate: 

the story needs legs, and no one is 
prepared to go on record.

The reason for silence is not the fear 
of reprisals which gag our northern 
neighbours: it is the fact that they are 
not allowed to.

It is the fact that there is an official 

spokesperson.
Ever-tenacious investigators keep 

digging. Sourcing more sources and 
caller-IDing more calls.

The story took shape: a tender-scam 
of epic proportions. Lists of questions 
were drawn up to put to the higher-
ups. And then the real calling began.

“Please direct all queries to our 
media liaison officer,” says a Deputy’s 
secretary.

“Ask the spokesman,” echoes a 
Minister. 

Even the private contractor involved 
issues a two-line email making 
recourse to the hardy GCIS shield:

“Refer to the Ministerial 
spokesperson for particulars.”

“P.S. [Insert name of dodgy tenderer] 
objects to your questioning.”

At every turn we are re-routed back 
to point one.

And point one is not answering.
We ambush him on his cell: 

nothing.
We try the office: Adiemus again. 

By the twentieth call I start swiping 
the phone past my ear at different 
rates to see if the Doppler Effect works 
at close range.

It doesn’t.
The next morning I got to his office. 

His secretary smiles sweetly: he’s not 
in, and no, she cannot speak on his 
behalf. Try again tomorrow, please.

Dejected, I skulk in the halls for 

a while. I haunt the entrance to the 
men’s just in case, and do a recce in 
the boardroom, just in case. In the 
passages I run into Mr Bureaucrat. 
He smiles, and beckons me closer. I 
explain my predicament: only one 
person can speak officially, and he’s 
mute.

His eyes glint and he smiles coyly, 
he can cheer me up: he finally has the 
information I need to seal the story.

Brilliant. I’m ecstatic. So now it’s 
sure as sure – will he put name to 
paper?

He shakes his head sadly, his smile 
disappears; “When I retire I will put 
my name to the truth. Until then, I’m 
just a little bird.”

“Now,” he says, eyes glistening with 
mischief, “let the little bird whisper.”

And he gives the information, and 
he proves the story true. But when 
time came to write the story up, it read 
like a salon-rumour. He said. She said. 
Someone else said.

It did not sound credible despite its 
truth.

And that is the problem of the 
Spokesperson strategy: those who 
do not want to speak do not have to. 
Those who do, cannot.

And our truths sound like fiction 
because the Spokesman won’t speak.

 

Ruth Flickr

Alan C



Themba looks after the animals 
while the owner lives in another 
village. In a mixture of Xhosa and 
English, he tells us about his sadness 
at having to watch the house go to 
ruins when he knows what potential it 
has to be a home.

“The owner does not like white 
people very much,” says Themba. 
“It is because of apartheid”. He hints 
towards us not telling people in the 
next few villages that we were met 
with kindness at this abandoned farm. 
Yet when we agree not to mention it, 
he quickly adds, “I am not afraid of 
him. You can tell anyone.” 

We are beginning to see that the 
source of these racial corollaries run 
deeply into the country’s past, like an 
underground waterbed of which we 
are tasting only the spring.

These are two encounters of many. 
When we finally do peel off our 
backpacks, it is like peeling off our 
adopted personas. For one month, 
we were visitors, observers, guests. 
We were social chameleons in the 
need of human benevolence. The 
understanding that we had merely 
blown through the dry Eastern Cape 
surroundings like wind, became both 
a comfort and a regret. We had seen 
so much, yet were left knowing that a 
true understanding of the province’s 
complex racial dynamics were like 
hiking an unmapped route alongside 
a river: nearly impossible unless, at 
some stages, you are forced to jump 
right in. 

*Names have been changed.
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Where the Swart and the Wit (Kei) 
meet

By Kim Harrisberg
The Eastern Cape’s Great Kei River is made up of the convergence of the Swart and Wit Kei branches. Trekking alongside the river for 

over one month allowed the author and her fellow hikers to unearth more than just muddy river beds.

“When I hear the dogs 
barking then I know 
the poachers from the 

rural villages are hunting on my land 
for their food. We go after them and 
sometimes shoot the dogs. When I 
catch the poachers I cable tie them 
to a tree and call the police. It is not 
my fault the police take three days 
to come and arrest them. Until then, 
I want the poachers as close to me as 
possible. I tie them to the tree right 
outside my house, no food, no water. 
When the police finally come to 
arrest them, they are out the next day 
on R500 bail.”

“But if they have R500 to begin 
with, then why do they come hunting 
on your land for food?” one of us asks.

“Because they are black,” he says, 
stretching out the last word as if it 
were vermin. He taps the side of his 
head with his forefinger to indicate 
insanity.

This is the conversation we have 
with our host for the evening, Johan 
van Beek*. For the past few weeks, we 
have been attempting to understand 
the myriad of dialogues in the rural 
Eastern Cape. Together with four 
other friends, I have been hiking 
along the banks of the Great Kei 
River, sometimes in utter isolation 
and sometimes in the company of the 
unexpected. 

We have been taking water 
samples for research and have begun 
to view these conversations as a 
type of sampling too, small sachets 
of opinion, collected and stored to 

better understand the psychological 
stratification that exists in such a 
beautiful place.

Johan’s house had been an oasis to 
us for the past two to three hours. After 
nine hours of hiking, with backpacks 
weighing at least twenty kilograms, 
our water supply has run dry. We 
were able to spot his cultivated land 
and alluring kitchen lights from atop 
the hill we had been traversing. We 
imagined warm beds, running water 
and maybe even a wholesome meal. 

And now, sitting in Johan’s lounge, 
surrounded by the shiny eyes of the 
stuffed animal heads which cover 
almost every wall, we sit in silence, 
uncertain of how to respond to his 
fiery and assertive statement. We all 
seem to squirm within our own flesh, 
having been met with the precise 
hospitality we had anticipated, 
alongside the vile racism we had 
not. This is the type of racism us city 
dwellers have only learnt about in 
history class. We are children of the 
democratic South Africa.

How can we consolidate Johan’s 
stinging statements with the manner 
in which he opened his home to us 
all? We begin to understand the 
complexity of his words when he tells 
the tales of a past trauma. Leaving his 
farm one day to drop off his workers, 
he returned less than ten minutes 
later to find his home ransacked 
and his domestic worker is a state of 
hysteria, having just been attacked 
and raped by intruders.

“Now no one knows my schedule, 

“says Johan. “I change my movements 
and my itinerary all the time. You 
cannot trust anyone,” he says with 
assured resignation. It is in his home, 
with the rows of hunting guns, where 
he says he now feels the safest.  It 
seems this type of vigilante paranoia 
has almost become the norm for 
many white farmers in the Eastern 
Cape and elsewhere. 

As we hike, we are confronted by 
further juxtapositions. One day, we 
trek through continuous, spitting 
rain. Soaked to the bone, and fumbling 
with our map, we realise we have 
almost moved backwards, thanks 
to poor directional advice. We have 
run out of water and are in desperate 
need of shelter. Surrounding us 
from all angles is damp, knee-length, 
yellowing grass.

Spotting a gate from a distance, we 
head towards it, coaxing our flickering 
optimism. We hear the dogs first, and 
then we see Themba*. He is wearing a 
bright yellow rain coat and gum boots, 
on route to close the gate through 
which we just wedged our backpacks. 
Within moments we are welcomed to 
roll out our sleeping bags underneath 
a roof and four walls. 

As we walk, Themba begins to reveal 
his charismatic and opinionated 
nature. He chats about politics, 
throwing out compliments and 
insults both justified by his own sound 
reasoning. The house he leads us to is 
run down, despite being owned by a 
black farmer who received the plot as 
part of the land redistribution policy. 

Kim HarrisbergKim Harrisberg
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Coin it on love, love them if money is 
involved
By Justice Khumela

The secret to good living is 
making a profit from love. Love 
is a strong legal drug that brings 

abundance of joy, it is also overrated 
and never satisfying and it is most 
definitely destined to end. But the 
misery of love should not dissuade 
people from being happy, one can 
always profit, financially, spiritually 
or otherwise, from love, whether it be 
good love or bad love.

For some, love makes them want 
to be better people, and should it end 
- the so called labour of love comes 
to effect. Love inspires ambitions, 
courage and so many creative and 
progressive traits that should be 
maximized for human progress.

People should pursue and look to 
date their ideal or dream partners, and 
should you fail to succeed, settle for 
someone that you will still fall in love 
with- and get that passion running. 
Don’t get it wrong, the passion is not 
meant for love purposes, it is meant 

for you to get from point A to any 
place you want to, not just point B.

So how does one profit from love, 
you ask.

Date your dream man or women, 
preferably somebody two ratings 
hotter and better than you or your 
level. If you can’t get that dream 
person, position yourself, lifestyle and 
financial wise, to attract that person. 
Let’s face it, those without the best of 
looks look extremely hot with some 
pretty funds in their bank accounts.

What you have is common 
everyday thinking, power, wealth and 
status attracts the best mate(s). The 
difference is to deliberately use a 
desired (hot) mate to up-your-game. 
It’s like walking out of a bank and 
telling your dream partner you the 
CEO of that bank – turn your thinking 
around, try be real CEO of that bank, 
not to impress that that person, but 
because money is involved.

I know I am mentioning money a 

lot, that is because money provides 
crazy security – even for the religious, 
scholars, philosophers and your 
everyday regular Joe.   

Even love lost or rejections can be 
turned into success. Aspire for better 
because you got rejected. There is 
no revenge involved it’s just a simple 
business transaction. It would be a 
pleasing poetic state to see a young 
millionaire heartbroken. There is 
money involved and that is the love 
that matters.

Sure, go ahead and fall in real love 
for right reasons, its fulfilling and a 
natural point of reference, the idea 
is not to kill love or romance – it is 
to get those positive human traits 
, mentioned above, running and 
working for a progressive you. Love 
may come and go, the end goal is 
to make sure you’re financial and 
general well-being  always grows and 
reaches new heights with or without 
love.

Happiness and love should be 
interlinked, love should propel 
happiness. Even lost love should 
contribute to happiness. 

I know the human spirit is still 
heavily driven by feelings. Emancipate 
yourself from that, yes, mourn lost 
love, just don’t let it decrease your 
happiness and your new acquired 
traits.  

Love is good; it has the power to 
transcend to the growth of many 
creative traits and ambitions that 
enables people to progress into a 
greater version of themselves. The 
ultimate love will come from being 
better and ambitious for your own 
good, not to impress someone. We 
must be happily prepared to live 
without love; this is the only way one 
can truly love. love for oneself, at 
peace with the world and just looking 
to be better positioned for self-love. 


