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SALON FOR WHAT?

Gamedze and Gamedze
The Department of Black Imagination, UCT

I mean who actually reads this JWTC thing anyway? 
You know what I’m saying? Decolonisation for who? 
Decolonisation for what? Writing for what? Thinking 
for what? But here we are anyway…

We, the RMF writing and education sub-
committees, were super privileged to have a session/
workshop/seminar with powerhouse Amina Mama 
who is, amongst many things, part of the ranks of 
Black intellectuals who were nearly suffocated at UCT 
for pursuing Black liberatory intellectual practices that 
challenged the conservatism, elitism and whiteness 
of the institution. It was a great conversation and 
we learnt a great deal. The session formed part of an 
ongoing discussion that we had been having amongst 
ourselves around: writing, writing as a collective 
or individual practice, what language to use, which 
forms of writings to use, deep questions concerning 
audience, and a lot of other important questions that 
seek to interrogate, and shape, the potential role of 
writing in a political project that attempts to challenge 
colonial forms of power that we, as Black people, are, 
to varying extents and in different ways, subjected to 
both in the university as well as in broader society. 

One question in particular, we think, speaks 
directly to the core of our circumstance and some of 
the central issues with which we are grappling: How 
do we, as radical intellectuals, write and publish our 
writing if dominant practices of intellectual writing, 
and most channels for publishing/disseminating 
that writing, are colonised/colonial constructs? 
Forms of academic writing, speaking and thinking 

are fundamental building blocks of the ivory tower’s 
hierarchy of knowledge that is exclusive and elitist. At 
an institution like UCT, these values – exclusivity and 
elitism – are deeply inscribed in academic practice and 
raises the question of ALIENATION. The alienation 
of African intellectuals (and intellectuals from other 
colonial/post-colonial/neo-colonial settings) from 
their people is central to this conversation and indeed 
our own present and future decisions as people 
who are on the path of academic specialisation. As 
we understand it, the general tendency or trend of 
colonial education is: the higher one climbs up the 
ladder, the greater the distance between the climber 
and those holding up the ladder. The more receipts 
(often referred to as degrees) one receives from 
universities - the more ‘qualified’ one becomes, the 
greater the degree of alienation from one’s people. 
This alienation takes many forms: where we live, 
how we live, how we speak, what we say when we do 
speak, how we think, and, perhaps most importantly 
for us, what we think, speak and write about. Prof 
Mama stressed that as African intellectuals, as Black 
people, this process of alienation is one we need to 
tackle, resist and subvert. To be a radical African 
intellectual is to challenge, on fundamentally personal, 
institutional and societal levels, this form of alienation 
that colonial education encourages. 

It is rather ironic therefore that we are currently 
writing in a publication called ‘The Salon’, referring, 
in one instance, to the traditional French painters 

of the 16th and 17th centuries who submitted their 
work annually, hoping to displayed amongst the 
art elite. This painting practice, through symbolism 
and subject matter, upheld the systemic French 
monarchial class divisions and inequality of the 
time, and only artists working in a specific (read sell-
out) mode were therefore accepted. Our attempts 
to challenge this established idea of the ‘Salon’ 
might frame us more accurately as an ‘avante-garde’ 
(echoing the disruptions of the likes of the Realist and 

How do we, as radical intellectuals, write and 
publish our writing if dominant practices of 
intellectual writing, and most channels for 
publishing/disseminating that writing, are 
colonised/colonial constructs?
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Impressionist painters who’s aesthetic values sought 
to symbolically undermine established status quos) 
because we are working outside the established norms 
of what we should be saying and how we should be 
saying it. But that said, I think our project, while 
fluid, has its grounds in something far less flashy or 
fashionable than a purely ‘avant-garde’ project. We 
are writing because we are here, and because, as Black 
people, we will continue to exist in this world.

We write to assert our humanity as Black 
people, and to assert that, while the imagination 
that stems from this unrecognised, in-between 
condition is indeed flashy, exciting, ‘avant-garde’ 
(in its un-investigated-ness) our humanity is at it’s 
root. We write in ‘The Salon’ because the status-
quo prescribing Blacks as humans is the status-quo 
that we are interested in. Our ‘avant-garde’ nature 
in this sense is the nuanced, detailed and complex 
manner in which we imagine Blackness, a manner 
that seeks to re-define and widen the scope of this 
prescribed, exclusive and aloof ‘human’. While we 
recognise the injustice of not being accorded this 
particular prescription of humanity, we have already 
observed the limitations of it, and we know that our 
humanity requires more than this. This is one reason 
we continue to write, and while we must navigate the 
inevitable ‘Salon’ of western knowledge structures, 
we are aware that we are writing in ways that these 
knowledge structures have not prescribed.

So while we don’t have the answers to the tough 
questions that we posed at the beginning of this piece, 
perhaps we don’t need them. We just have a feeling 
that there is something about writing that allows us 
to subvert the structures that have oppressed us and 
continue to do so, and while this space of writing 
is contested- we are armed to enter this contest in 

ways that cannot and do not occur to our oppressors. 
We write different, and so we feel that writing is 
important. It is important to write ourselves, to write 
our own story. We know that many, who are not us, 
have BEEN writing about us and have painted us 
in many different ways, of which none are creative 
nor imaginative enough. We are here to represent 
ourselves and share our thoughts on our situation and 
on what we are up against. We are thinking about how 
we might create something new: how we might pursue 
writing in a way that represents and humanises us as 
energetic and hurt bodies.

We are writing collectively for instance, really 
investigating the collaborative nature of knowledge, 
using our process to deconstruct liberal ideals like 
individualism, which serve to uphold white patriarchy. 
In writing therefore, we contribute to a global 
project, long since underway- the radical project of 
decolonising our minds, our souls, our institutions 
and our societies. 

Forward to something new…
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INTRODUCTORY POEM – THE BLACK IMAGINATION

Liberating yourself from the oppressor 
 
liberating yourself from the liberator

Taglines of the black imagination:
“Blackness is everything”
“Black pain”
“We cannot breathe”
Like twinsavers you’ll forget us not,
Better than McDonald you’ll love it. 
Us, like Nike are just doing it. 

Our imagination is the hard work of making your personal 
oppression your professional life,
Working on weekends
No sick days no leave
Constant oppression, overwriting the files of your oppression
Overwriting and overwriting 
Rewriting and coding
Yourself like a machine, 
Committing knowledge suicide for a regeneration

The black imagination is omni [present],
It is the convergence of all existence based on the experience of blackness
: In a system that does not recognize its existence.
The black imagination is the mind, body and the spirit in conversation with nature – 
Mother Nature
The black imagination is saying I am and I exist, when the existence of blackness has 
been made foreign on the Mother land.
Cyclical – Imagine the existence that is in perfect synchrony with cycle of life and 
the seasons.
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Like the cycle of life, the imagination is processing existence.
It is processing existence using the mind, body and soul.
The black imagination is understanding the histories of this earth by listening to the 
calls of Mother Nature and by existing in her spirit.
At the intersection of mind and intuition, the black imagination transcends spatial-
temporal understanding.
It is not past, present nor future.
The black imagination is saying I am and I exist outside of spatial-temporal 
understanding.

The Black Imagined[Nation] is omni[potent]
¡All-Present!  
Alive -> But constricted,  
by colonised cages; columns + pages.
We are here to tear & Tear. With no fear.
To rip apart these frames and pages,  
With the fury of black rages.
Unleashed.
The Black Imagined[Nation]

I’ve heard stories about you.
 About how you were slaughtered and poked until you forgot yourself.
 I know they butchered you, chewed all your narratives and spit you to the ground 
that you once professed as your own. 
 But, Black imagination you are omnipotent. 
You are a cluster of narratives that travel without restrictions, surpassing the 
countless borders of the mind, dancing as they swiftly roll down; as though one 
wants to outshine the other.  

The black imagination is everything
my imagination takes me speeding down dark roads
it’s windows are open and it gets cold
it gets very cold
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my imagination finds beaches and galaxies
it climbs to the tips of my brain, and rests there just for the view
from here I sometimes fall
and even in my imagination, it hurts
my imagination gets me into trouble
the visions it plants in my mind are tricky to ignore
because they seem to contrast so starkly with their visions,
their imaginations of boredom, of grey, of dull

the black imagination will get us into trouble

-Rhodes Must Fall

CLICK TO LISTEN TO THE POEM

https://soundcloud.com/jwtc-1/introductory-poem-rhodes-must-fall
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UCT RHODES MUST FALL MISSION STATEMENT

We are an independent collective of students, 
workers and staff who have come together to end 
institutionalised racism and patriarchy at UCT. This 
movement was sparked by Chumani Maxwele’s radical 
protest against the statue of Cecil John Rhodes on 
Monday 9 March 2015. This has brought to the surface 
the existing and justified rage of black students in the 
oppressive space cultivated and maintained by UCT, 
despite its rhetoric of ‘transformation’. We want to 
be clear that this movement is not just concerned 
with the removal of a statue. The statue has great 
symbolic power; it glorifies a mass-murderer who 
exploited black labour and stole land from indigenous 
people. Its presence erases black history and is an 
act of violence against black students, workers and 
staff – by “black” we refer to all people of colour. The 
statue was therefore the natural starting point of this 
movement. Its removal will not mark the end but the 
beginning of the long overdue process of decolonising 
this university. In our belief, the experiences seeking 
to be addressed by this movement are not unique to 
an elite institution such as UCT, but rather reflect 
broader dynamics of a racist and patriarchal society 
that has remained unchanged since the end of formal 
apartheid.

This movement is not just about the removal of a 
statue. The statue has great symbolic power - it is a 
glorifying monument to a man who was undeniably 
a racist, imperialist, colonialist, and misogynist. 
It stands at the centre of what supposedly is the 
‘greatest university in Africa’. This presence, which 
represents South Africa’s history of dispossession 
and exploitation of black people, is an act of violence 
against black students, workers and staff. The 

statue is therefore the perfect embodiment of black 
alienation and disempowerment at the hands of UCT’s 
institutional culture, and was the natural starting point 
of this movement. The removal of the statue will not 
be the end of this movement, but rather the beginning 
of the decolonisation of the university.

CENTERING BLACK PAIN
At the root of this struggle is the dehumanisation 
of black people at UCT. This dehumanisation is a 
violence exacted only against black people by a system 
that privileges whiteness. Our definition of black 
includes all racially oppressed people of colour. We 
adopt this political identity not to disregard the huge 
differences that exist between us, but precisely to 
interrogate them, identify their roots in the divide-
and-conquer tactics of white supremacy, and act 
in unity to bring about our collective liberation. It 
is therefore crucial that this movement flows from 
the black voices and black pain that have been 
continuously ignored and silenced.
With regard to white involvement, we refer to Biko:

“What I have tried to show is that in South Africa, 
political power has always rested with white 
society. Not only have the whites been guilty 
of being on the offensive but, by some skilful 
manoeuvres, they have managed to control the 
responses of the blacks to the provocation. Not 
only have they kicked the black but they have 
also told him how to react to the kick. For a long 
time the black has been listening with patience to 
the advice he has been receiving on how best to 
respond to the kick. With painful slowness he is 
now beginning to show signs that it is his right and 
duty to respond to the kick in the way he sees fit.”

“The (white) liberal must understand that the days 
of the Noble Savage are gone; that the blacks do 
not need a go-between in this struggle for their 
own emancipation. No true liberal should feel any 
resentment at the growth of black consciousness. 
Rather, all true liberals should realise that the 
place for their fight for justice is within their 
white society. The liberals must realise that they 
themselves are oppressed if they are true liberals 
and therefore they must fight for their own 
freedom and not that of the nebulous “they” with 
whom they can hardly claim identification.”

We support the White Privilege Project and 
encourage white students to engage with that. They 
can contribute through conscientising their own 
community on campus. We also welcome their 
participation in radical action as a sign of solidarity, so 
long as that participation takes place on our terms.

AN INTERSECTIONAL APPROACH
We want to state that while this movement emerged 
as a response to racism at UCT, we recognise that 
experiences of oppression on this campus are 
intersectional and we aim to adopt an approach that 
is cognisant of this going forward. An intersectional 
approach to our blackness takes into account that we 
are not only defined by our blackness, but that some 
of us are also defined by our gender, our sexuality, our 
able-bodiedness, our mental health, and our class, 
among other things. We all have certain oppressions 
and certain privileges and this must inform our 
organising so that we do not silence groups among 
us, and so that no one should have to choose between 
their struggles. Our movement endeavours to make 
this a reality in our struggle for decolonisation.
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ON ‘REVERSE RACISM’
In line with our positions, we reject the policing 
of the responses of black students to their violent 
experiences. We want to add that we feel that the 
Constitution’s conception of racism is fundamentally 
racist because it presupposes that racism is a universal 
experience, thus normalising the suffering of those 
who actually experience racism.

“A derivation from the word ‘race’ is ‘racism’. The 
mere definition of the word race does not amount to 
racism. Racism is a set of attitudes and social mores 
which devalue one race in order to empower another, 
as well as the material power to deploy those values 
in the devaluation or destruction of the lives of the 
devalued race. Therefore those at the receiving end of 
racism cannot be racists. They may develop counter 
values which despise racists, but precisely because of 
racism, they lack the material power to implement 
those values” - Yvette Abrahams, UWC Women and 
Gender Studies Department.

The Constitution’s conception of racism has 
systematically been used to deter irrepressible urges 
by black South Africans to challenge racism and 
violence. An example of this was the Human Rights 
Commission ruling against the Forum for Black 
Journalists, when white journalists were banned 
from the organisation in February 2008 and this was 
declared unconstitutional and racist. An examination 
of South Africa’s political history reveals the necessity 
for black people to organise to the exclusion of white 
people in the fight against racism.

It is laughable that UCT has a building named after 
Biko, when Biko himself said “Those who know, define 
racism as discrimination by a group against another 
for the purposes of subjugation or maintaining 
subjugation. In other words one cannot be racist 

unless he has the power to subjugate. What blacks are 
doing is merely to respond to a situation in which they 
find themselves the objects of white racism. We are in 
the position in which we are because of our skin. We 
are collectively segregated against - what can be more 
logical than for us to respond as a group?”

STUDENT LEADERSHIP
We have noted that the UCT SRC has supported 
this movement, and we welcome their solidarity 
and appreciate the strong stance they have taken. 
However, we are wary of the contradictions inherent 
in the SRC taking up such a cause. Given that they 
are a structure specifically designed to work with 
management, having them lead puts this movement 
in a compromised position in which we would have 
to negotiate with management on their terms. To be 
clear, we see SRC involvement and support as crucial 
in this movement, but believe leadership and direction 
must come from students themselves. Any attempt by 
the SRC to co-opt the movement will thus be rejected.

ENGAGEMENT WITH MANAGEMENT
We find the way in which UCT management has 
‘engaged’ with this movement to be disingenuous. 
At no point have we been engaged directly by 
management. Management has responded to 
various media houses and has made attempts to 
isolate individuals from within the movement to 
divide us. Black outsourced workers are used to deal 
with protests, despite their own exploitation at the 
hands of the same institution, whilst management 
keeps itself unseen. Their releasing of statements 
reflects the way in which the university prioritises 
pacifying public opinion and defending its public 
image over the interests of its own black students. 

Our expectation is that management makes a genuine 
attempt at meeting with us, on our terms, which 
involves the removal of investigations that frame us 
as criminals. Meaningful engagement cannot happen 
if one party is under duress.

We also find it infuriating that management is 
attempting to open up a process of debate through 
their ‘Have Your Say’ campaign. Alumni have been 
emailed and asked for input, and notice boards have 
been put up near the statue to allow for comment 
from the broader student body. This is not meaningful 
engagement of black students by management, and 
in fact shows a complete disregard for the black 
experience. Management is making clear that they 
are not interested in alleviating black pain unless the 
move to do so is validated by white voices. It is absurd 
that white people should have any say in whether 
the statue should stay or not, because they can never 
truly empathise with the profound violence exerted 
on the psyche of black students. Our pain and anger 
is at the centre of why the statue is being questioned, 
so this pain and anger must be responded to in a way 
that only we can define. It must be highlighted that 
the push for dialogue around the statue reflects the 
disturbing normalisation of colonisation and white 
supremacy at UCT. That the presence of Rhodes is 
seen as debatable shows that management does not 
take seriously the terrible violence against black people 
historically and presently. Finally, it is revealing that 
while black protestors are threatened with and are 
facing investigations, the racist backlash from white 
students has not been dealt with by the university.

OUR DEMANDS
Our immediate demands are that we receive a date 
for the removal of the statue from campus grounds, 
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and that the university investigation of student 
protesters be withdrawn. We find it unacceptable that 
management has presented a date on which council 
will discuss the statue; we reject the notion that the 
university has any decision to make here. Our position 
is clear and will not be hampered by bureaucratic 
processes which management hides behind. Our pain 
should be the only factor taken into consideration, and 
therefore the statue’s removal from UCT must be a 
non-negotiable, inevitable outcome.

OUR LONG-TERM GOALS INCLUDE:

• Remove all statues and plaques on campus 
celebrating white supremacists.

• Rename buildings and roads from names 
commemorating only white people, to names of 
either black historical figures, or to names that 
contribute to this university taking seriously its 
African positionality.

• Replace artworks that exoticise the black 
experience (by white, predominantly male 
artists) which are presented without context, with 
artworks produced by young, black artists.

• Recognise that the history of those who built our 
university - enslaved and working class black 
people - has been erased through institutional 
culture. Pay more attention to historical sites of 
violence, such as the slave graves beneath the 
buildings in which we learn.

• Implement a curriculum which critically centres 
Africa and the subaltern. By this we mean 
treating African discourses as the point of 
departure - through addressing not only content, 
but languages and methodologies of education 
and learning - and only examining western 

traditions in so far as they are relevant to our own 
experience.

• Provide financial and research support to black 
academics and staff.

• Radically change the representation of black 
lecturers across faculties.

• Revise the limitations on access to senior positions 
for black academics. This includes interrogating 
the notion of “academic excellence” which is used 
to limit black academics and students’ progression 
within the university.

• Increase the representation of black academics on 
the currently predominantly white, male decision 
making bodies which perpetuate institutional 
racism.

• Re-evaluate the standards by which research areas 
are decided - from areas that are lucrative and 
centre whiteness, to areas that are relevant to the 
lives of black people locally and on the continent.

• Introduce a curriculum and research scholarship 
linked to social justice and the experiences of 
black people.

• Adopt an admissions policy that explicitly uses 
race as a proxy for disadvantage, prioritising black 
applicants.

• Remove the NBT as a requirement for admission 
because it systematically disadvantages all 
students except those who attend Model C schools 
and private schools. 

• Improve academic support programmes.
• Meaningfully interrogate why black students are 

most often at the brunt of academic exclusion.
• Develop an improved financial aid system.
• Radically reduce the currently extortionate fees.
• Improve facilities which deal with sexual assault, 

as well as facilities which help black students 

deal with the psychological trauma as a result of 
racism.

• Implement R10 000 pm minimum basic for UCT 
workers as a step towards a living wage, in the 
spirit of Marikana.

• Get rid of the Supplemented Living Level, which 
prescribes a poverty wage.

• Stop using the Consumer Price Index which 
ensures that wages never really increase, leaving 
workers in poverty.

• End outsourcing. The companies must go, the 
workers must stay.

• There should be no capitalist companies making 
profits at this public sector institution. Workers 
must know that their job is safe, has decent 
working conditions and ensures comfortable lives.

• Education for workers and their families must be 
free.

• Stop the victimisation and intimidation of 
workers. No worker must be penalised in any 
way for supporting and joining protest action, 
including strike action, at UCT.

• Workers must be able, without penalty of any 
kind, to refuse work that is a danger or hazard to 
their health and safety.

• Provide workers with access to services dealing 
with labour, family, housing issues.

• Provide workers with avenues through which 
to report and address experiences of racism, 
sexism and other forms of abuse. These avenues 
must assist in enforcing legal action against the 
perpetrator.

In solidarity,
The Rhodes Must Fall Movement
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BREMNER OCCUPATION STATEMENT

We, the Rhodes Must Fall movement, are occupying 
the Bremner building with the intention to 1) disrupt 
the normal processes of management and 2) force 
management to accept our demands. We have chosen 
to occupy the Bremner building, and the Archie 
Mafeje room specifically, because of its strategic 
and historical significance - it is the place where 
management carries out its activities, and these are 
precisely the activities we seek to subvert. In addition, 
the building is a historical site of protest - in 1968 UCT 
students opposed the university’s decision to rescind 
the professorship of one of the continent’s leading 
anthropologists, Archie Mafeje. We have chosen the 
Archie Mafeje boardroom to recognise his struggle 
against the very institutional racism we are fighting 
against.

We have claimed and transformed this space to 
begin the decolonisation of the university. We are 
implementing a programme of rigorous political 
education under the guidance of a group of black 
lecturers from UCT and other South African 
universities that interrogates and problematizes the 
neo-colonial narratives pertaining to Africa. This 
education forces us to reject these narratives and 
their normative nature because they re-inforce our 
displacement both geographically and existentially. 
We have begun to question the entire neo-colonial 
situation, whether South Africa belongs to all those 
who live in it and whether it is us the people that are 
occupying this building or whether we are realising 
the fact that this building and its land always belonged 
to the people. This education has extended far 
beyond the falling of the statue and has reached the 
language of struggle. How do we organise, how do we 

mobilise and most importantly how do we get what we 
want. How do we resolve the tensions between Pan-
Africanism and intersectionality, moreover how does 
that implicate our own movement. Management has 
told us that they are allowing us to stay in Bremner. 
This building that sits on the land of black people, this 
building that was constructed on the sweat and blood 
of black people. If UCT is not afraid at this point all 
we have to say is NANG’UMFAZI OMNYAMA MAX 
PRICE!

We are here because we are calling into question 
the legitimacy of the supposedly democratic process 
Dr Max Price has put in place to address the removal 
of the Rhodes statue.

It is infuriating that management is attempting 
to open up a process of debate through their plan of 
action. Alumni have been emailed and asked for input, 
and notice boards have been put up near the statue 
to allow for comment from the broader student body. 
This is unacceptable to the black (by this we mean all 
oppressed people of colour) students, workers and 
staff belonging to this movement. It is absurd that 
anyone besides those who experience the statue as a 
violent presence should have any say in whether the 
statue should stay or not. White students in particular 
cannot be consulted in such a process because they 
can never truly empathise with the profound violence 
exerted on the psyche of black students. Management 
is making clear through this process that they are not 
interested in alleviating black pain unless the move 
to do so is validated by white voices. Opening up the 
discussion to an alumni that is overwhelmingly white 
and male will only prejudice black people, and black 
women particularly, in the decision-making process. 
To refuse to explicitly acknowledge these skewed 
demographics is unacceptable. Our pain and anger is 

at the centre of why the statue is being questioned, so 
this pain and anger must be responded to in a way that 
only we can define.

Further, the ‘Have Your Say’ notice boards have 
only made UCT’s black community more vulnerable 
- UCT has crafted a space that allows students to be 
blatantly racist with impunity, at the expense of a safe 
space for black people. This shows that UCT either 
does not know the violence black people face here, or 
they truly have no interest in our protection. Finally, it 
is revealing that while black protestors are threatened 
with and are facing investigations, the racist backlash 
from white students has been met with silence by 
the university.

That the presence of Rhodes is seen as debatable 
shows that management does not understand the 
extent of the terrible violence inflicted against black 
people historically and presently. The push for 
dialogue around the statue reflects the disturbing 
normalisation of colonisation and white supremacy 
at UCT.

In his letter “From the VC’s Desk: Rhodes statue 
protests and transformation”, Dr Price states that 
there has never been such university-wide discussion 
on this issue. He does so without interrogating why 
this is the case. It is the fault of UCT management 
that discussion has been suppressed for so long. Black 
students have clearly not had any channels through 
which to express their pain within the university, 
and no genuine steps have been taken by UCT to 
provide such. It is telling that a student had to go to 
the lengths that Chumani did in order to garner the 
university’s attention on issues of black pain. The 
fact that management has clearly disregarded the 
experiences of black students, staff and workers for 
the last 21 years on this campus calls into question 
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their legitimacy in dealing with the issue of removing 
the statue.

The illegitimate nature of this process is also 
illustrated by our walk-out last Monday in protest of 
the disingenuous Heritage, Signage and Symbolism 
seminar. After the walk-out, the remaining members 
of the seminar stopped the discussion to respect 
student protestors and our decision that any 
conversation on the statue can only happen on our 
terms. The fact that the Vice-Chancellor mentioned 
this seminar in his letter without contextualising it 
reveals that he is committed to upholding a process 
that is clearly to the detriment of black students.

We take issue with Dr Price’s reasoning that “it 
is a council decision”. Again, the only view relevant 
to the decision is that of black students, workers and 
staff, and we refuse to accept the trivialisation of this 
fact in the form of management prioritising white 
stakeholders. We are also fully aware that UCT senior 
management has taken unilateral decisions before 
with no delay – we refer here to the decisions taken on 
the admissions policy which was pushed through by 
senior management. 

We stress that this movement is not simply about 
the removal of a statue, and removing the statue is 
only the first step towards the radical decolonisation 
of this university. The removal of the statue is the first 
condition of our campaign – from which point we will 
allow management to engage with us. We demand 
that Management accepts that there is no decision to 
make: this movement has decided that the statue must 
fall. We demand that Dr Price organises an emergency 
meeting of council this week Friday the 27th of March 
to discuss the processes involved in removing the 
statue from this campus. We will remain in Bremner 
building until we receive confirmation of this.
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UCT: RHODES MUST FALL STATEMENT OF 
SOLIDARITY WITH GARISSA UNIVERSITY 
COLLEGE AND THE PEOPLE OF KENYA:

On Thursday the 2nd of April 2015, the Al-Shabaab, 
a fundamentalist terrorist organisation based in 
Somalia, massacred at least 147 people at Garissa 
University College in Kenya.

We as the Rhodes Must Fall Movement wish to 
convey our solidarity with the pain of all those who 
have suffered as a result of this horrific assault on 
an educational institution and on the lives of young 
black people.

We as a radical black student movement struggling 
against the anti-black discrimination and oppression 
that haunts our country and our university more than 
20 years into democracy, condemn in the strongest 
terms these acts of terrorism. In the same breath we 
condemn all acts of state terrorism perpetrated by 
the neo-colonial powers against black bodies, as seen 
in Israel’s assaults on Gaza and the United States’ 
attacks on the Middle East. Indeed we recognise that 
such state terrorism cultivates the ground on which 
terrorist and fundamentalist forces such as Al-Shabaab 
take root.

The attacks on Garissa University College must be 
seen as more than an attack on people’s right to life 
– they are acts against the right to organise, the right 
to freedom of association, freedom of expression and 
the right to live in a secular and open society. Such 
acts undermine the genuine struggles for liberation 
and self-determination of oppressed people all over 
the world.

Instead of weakening the oppressor such acts result 
in an intensification of the racial, national or sectarian 
divisions that exist within the state, and are further 

used to strengthen and legitimize the repressive 
apparatus of the very state they are attempting to 
undermine. The regime on the receiving end of these 
terrorist attacks responds with assaults on civil 
liberties, arbitrary round-ups of ‘suspects’, etc.

As conscious black students involved in a critical 
struggle for the decolonization of our university and 
society at large, we stand in solidarity with the Kenyan 
people and Garissa University College, particularly the 
families of those students who lost their lives - as we 
continue to fight for the emancipation of black bodies 
in an anti-black world.
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THE RHODES MUST FALL STATEMENT READ 
OUT AT TODAY’S MASS MEETING AND 
BEFORE THE REMOVAL OF THE STATUE:

Exactly a month ago, the pain of one black student led 
to an action that implicated the university community 
and South African society as a whole; an action that 
called into question the neo-colonial situation and 
the rainbow nation mythology that is suffocating 
our country. The pain of a single black student, and 
the pain of millions of black South Africans has now 
culminated into the movement known as Rhodes 
Must Fall.

In the time we’ve spent at Azania House we have 
begun to understand the need for a new language 
that challenges the pacifying logic of liberalism. 
This logic presents itself to us in these ideas of 
‘reform’ and ‘transformation’, which are legitimised 
by the Constitution- a document which violently 
preserves the status quo. Transformation is the 
maintenance and perpetuation of oppression, hidden 
within meaningless surface-level change. We have 
recognised that what is needed instead is the radical 
decolonisation of this institution, which is necessarily 
linked to the black condition both nationally and 
internationally. Our existence as black people is 
defined by a violent system of power. The university’s 
processes and language naturalises that colonial 
system. Therefore, if we wish to get rid of that system 
of power, we have to destroy the processes altogether. 
Decolonisation is this very destruction.

We have realised that the systems of exploitation 
which confront oppressed people at this institution 
cannot be tackled internally, precisely because they 
are rooted in the world at large. Black bodies, female 
bodies, gender non-conforming bodies, disabled 

bodies cannot become liberated inside of UCT whilst 
the world outside still treats them as sub-human. The 
decolonization of this institution is thus fundamentally 
linked to the decolonization of our entire society. 
Therefore when we say Rhodes Must Fall we mean 
that patriarchy must fall, that white supremacy must 
fall, that all systematic oppression based on any power 
relations of difference must be destroyed at all costs. 
These are battles that we cannot fight alone.

The removal of the statue by management is not 
something we should be grateful for. Management 
has undermined and antagonised us throughout this 
process. They described Chumani’s protest action 
as reprehensible, they insist on defending Rhodes’ 
legacy, and they have made it clear that they think 
that black pain is debatable. Last night, we stormed 
a meeting of Council and refused to leave, declaring 
that no decisions could be taken about us, without 
us. After insisting for an hour that the laws forbid 
a decision to be taken in the presence of uninvited 
visitors, management eventually realised that we 
were not going anywhere and promptly chose to make 
the decision in our presence. The fact that Council 
was able to contradict the same rules that they had 
just tried to use to exclude us, illustrates both their 
hypocrisy and the effectiveness of our radical tactics 
of engagement only on our own terms without 
compromise.

We must at no point forget that management 
are our colonial administrators, and their removal 
of the statue is merely an attempt to placate us and 
be perceived as sympathetic. Our freedom cannot 
be given to us- we must take it. We want to be clear 
that our only regret is that we did not take the statue 
down ourselves. Going forward, we will no longer 
compromise. Management is our enemy.

The next step to be taken by our movement is a 
three pronged approach, based on workers, academics 
and students. Firstly, we will be launching a campaign 
against the unjust exploitative system of outsourcing, 
used by UCT to cut costs and shirk responsibility 
at the expense of workers’ lives. Secondly, we will 
be launching a campaign around the financial and 
academic exclusion of black students. Thirdly, we 
will be focusing on the underrepresentation of 
black academics, which goes hand-in-hand with 
our continuing research into the development of a 
decolonised curriculum.

Finally, let it be known that Azania House is ours, 
and we will not leave.
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Richard Wright once wrote that “to be black in 
the world is a crime against the state”. This is the 
inescapable fact of blackness, captured most recently 
by the brutal massacre of 144 Kenyan students in the 
university of Garissa and the brutal police murder of 
American Walter Scott, an unarmed black male whose 
life, personality and dignity were also reduced to this 
same positionality of being black in the world. Every 
year at UCT, there is an unmistakably high number 
of black students who commit suicide. We would be 
mistaken to view these events as anomalies. They are 
a consequence of an inarticulate pain that is not only 
suppressed but condemned by society – the pain of 
being black in the world. UCT, that claims to be an 
African university, condemns the actions of its own 
African students when they insist that the institution 
contributes to that pain.

Fanon writes that “for the black man there is only 
one destiny, and it is white”. In other words, we need 
to understand that whiteness exists in such a way that 
the only way to survive in it as a black body is to exist 
in as close proximity to it as possible; to be afforded its 
protection through capital and knowledge - no matter 
how tenuous that protection is. To assimilate and 
reject that which the system created: blackness.

Xenophobia as it is characterized in South Africa, 
where we violently inflict harm on other African 
nationals, is a misdiagnosis of a colonial mental 
disorder that is rooted in the very situation Fanon 
describes. It is not the fear or rejection of the foreign 
or the alien but the exact opposite. It is the rejection 
and fear of the self, of blackness. The fact that this 
term persists in public discourse despite its inaccuracy 
is another manifestation of the insidious nature of 

white supremacy and liberalism. Irrationality and 
savagery are again invoked to describe the black 
body in a situation that exists precisely because of a 
legacy of colonial oppression. We must understand 
these events within their historical context, as the 
pursuit of assimilation. We need only look at the 
comfort, safety and wealth that Europeans and white 
tourists enjoy in South Africa to understand that 
black South Africans are far from being xenophobic. 
In fact black South Africans being xenophobic in 
such cases would illustrate an identity constituted 
around black-consciousness. It would mean that black 
South Africans realize that they are not foreigners 
in their own land and that the overwhelming wealth 
that Europeans enjoy at the expense of Africans is 
illegitimate and surely something to be weary of, if not 
afraid. We thus characterize attacks on African foreign 
nationals as instances not of xenophobia, but of 
afrophobia. This afrophobic condition is again nothing 
but the rejection of the black self and the pursuit of 
assimilation.

At Azania House, African students and staff 
from all across the continent have slept side by 
side every night for three weeks. We have existed, 
organized, conscientized and elevated the question 
of decolonization to the forefront of international 
consciousness, together. We send our condolences 
to the victims in Kenya, America, and in the recent 
Afrophobic attacks in Kwamashu and Umlazi 
townships in KwaZulu Natal as well as those in our 
institution - victims of an unrelentless white world 
that has criminalized, dehumanized and all but 
invisibilised them. We must stand together as Africans 
against the very system that exists to divide us.

Central to the RMF mandate is its commitment to 
creating a humane space for black students. This space 

stipulates the urgency of accepting black people as 
entire entities, as having experienced pain, as having 
rage, and, perhaps most importantly, as having vastly 
varying experiences of oppression within blackness, 
in accordance with the multi-layered machine of 
patriarchal white supremacy.

There are multiple strategies within the university 
that consistently work against this safety. These 
divisive strategies have been used historically in 
order to disrupt the power of a space that recognizes 
black humanity and pain precisely because this is a 
threat to management, and the white supremacy that 
management represents. Attacks on members of the 
movement by UCT staff, the email sent by Max Price 
to the UCT community, the eviction notice from the 
UCT Registrar Hugh Amore and the court interdict 
that were all delivered to us on Friday the 10th of April 
serve as examples of this. 

The Vice Chancellor and the UCT management 
have purposefully distorted the events that took place 
in Azania House and the interactions between students 
and staff members who were present in the building as 
a ploy to discredit the movement, to protect the image 
of the university and to protect staff members who 
violated students in Azania House.

On several occasions RMF members were 
subjected to grave violations and assaults at the hands 
of senior university staff and in the presence of senior 
members of the university. One of the first attacks to 
take place happened in the presence of the Registrar 
of the university, Hugh Amore, where three members 
of the movement were physically assaulted by two G4S 
managers. When the registrar was asked to defend 
students, he boldly rejected the plea and opted to come 
to the defence of the managers who brutally assaulted 
the students. The matter was brought forward to 
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the university through an official complaint. It was 
also brought forward to institutional forum of the 
university in the presence of the Vice Chancellor, the 
deputy Vice Chancellor Crain Soudien and many other 
stakeholders of the university. The matter was also 
brought up during the University assembly. Video 
evidence can be found online.

The second attack was perpetrated by a member 
of the Communications and Media department of 
the university. The particular staff member entered 
into the Archie Mafeje room where the occupation 
was taking place and without consent of the students 
started taking photographs of the occupants who 
were present. When requested to delete the pictures 
he refused to do so and stated that he was there 
under the command of the university management. 
After numerous pleas from students to delete the 
photographs he refused to do so and proceeded to 
physically attack a student. This attack happened in 
the presence of members of SABC media group. It was 
only after the intervention of the Executive Director 
of Student Affairs Moonira Khan that he deleted the 
photographs. This matter was brought forward to the 
university formally. The Executive Director of the 
DSA and the Head of the Communications and Media 
department Gerda Kruger were alerted of this attack 
at the scene of the event and the matter was also 
brought up at the institutional forum.

It is also very troublesome that the university 
would suggest that students entered into the 
occupation as an attempt at “harassing staff and 
evicting some from their offices.” The event being 
referred to here is that of Enrico Uliana, the Executive 
Director of the finance department of the university 
in particular, being evacuated from his office at the 
request of the university management after physically 

assaulting two students. This incident does not signify 
harassment of staff by us, but exactly the opposite.  
There has been a clear intent of the university to 
protect certain staff members who will not hesitate 
at any given time to harm students. It is clear that 
the Vice Chancellor and the university management 
do not have the interests of the students at heart 
and encourage the perpetration of violence against 
students they have an obligation to protect.

With that being said it is also necessary that we 
recognise the great relationships that we have forged 
with many of the administrative staff in Bremner. We 
are very grateful for the support and encouragement 
that they gave the occupants.

In his notice of eviction to the members of Azania 
House, the registrar Hugh Amor stated that “the 
council has made clear that its decision to remove 
the statue must be seen as an expression of Council’s 
renewed commitment to the project of transformation 
at UCT”. It is our view that this decision must be 
seen as nothing more than an expression of Council’s 
continued commitment to the maintenance of UCT’s 
public image. The threat to UCT’s public image which 
culminated in this removal was undeniably generated 
by the sustained actions of the Rhodes Must Fall 
Movement, beginning with the protest action of 
Chumani Maxwele. It was only in RMF’s contesting 
the usual practices of “transformation” at UCT that a 
process of true decolonization has begun.

On Friday 4 April Dr Max Price sent an email to 
the university community. Its purpose was twofold: 
to threaten and demonize the members of the RMF, 
and to construe the removal of the Rhodes statue as a 
result of the effective processes of UCT management.

In the email he provides quotes from our previous 
statement completely out of context to the extent 

that they become nonsensical, without engaging at 
all with the arguments provided – I refer here to 
our critique of transformation as a concept relative 
to decolonization and our rejection of engagement 
with management on any but our own terms. He 
uses the letter as a chance to introduce at least four 
threats of both internal and external disciplinary 
action to members of the movement. The fact that 
he chose to first bring this up in a public email to 
the entire UCT community shows a complete lack 
of respect for the members of the movement and 
is clearly an act of intimidation. He states that “the 
student-staff groupings that occupied Bremner have 
now splintered and there remain a group under the 
banner of ‘Rhodes Must Fall’ that have declared that 
they will not vacate Bremner” and that management 
“understood that the removal of the statue would have 
seen the student occupiers of the Bremner Building 
end their occupation.” The occupation had taken 
place with the support of the SRC, who had agreed 
with management that they would pull out of the 
occupation upon removal of the statue – an agreement 
which management failed to note was not taken by the 
broader RMF movement. This failure speaks to the 
way in which management has failed to engage with 
our movement and its demands with any degree of 
seriousness or respect. The SRC sticking to its word 
was not a “splintering” but rather an internally agreed 
upon course of action of the movement.

He states that the sufficient consensus on the 
removal of the statue that was eventually achieved is 
a vindication of management’s “deliberative process” 
to engage UCT stakeholders on the issue, and more 
broadly a vindication of the university as a space 
for rational discussion. We contest this reading of 
events. In the 20 years prior to the Rhodes Must 
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Fall Movement the above mentioned “deliberative 
processes” have been embarked on by management 
countless times. The presence of this statue and the 
continued colonised state of the university, its staff 
demographics, treatment of workers, institutional 
culture and curriculum content are clear evidence 
of the failure of these processes in effectively 
decolonizing the institution. We had no reason to 
believe that they would start working now.

The conception of the university as a space 
for rational discussion has been dealt with in our 
previous statements. Briefly put, we as black people 
will not have our pain silenced or attacked, nor will 
we concede to demands that it be rationalized – all 
of which inevitably occur in any process of “rational 
discussion” which includes the very university 
stakeholders at whose hands we are oppressed. The 
strict demarcation of legitimate discourse at UCT to 
only such rational discussion is violent and silencing 
to black voices – which is precisely why they have 
been silent until now. We will not compromise our 
pain.

We question where this insistence on “rational 
debate” was when a legal case was launched against 
the people occupying the Archie Mafeje room in 
Azania House. You Max Price could have tried to 
engage with the people of Azania House, you could 
have offered alternative relocation options – you 
could have treated us like human beings - instead you 
decided to send the sheriff bearing a court summons, 
labelling the black student as a problem that can only 
be dealt with using the harshest measures. We are no 
strangers to this experience.

Dr Price concludes his email by stating “I want 
to emphasize that our firm action against this group 
will not in any way diminish our renewed focus on 

the transformation issues that clearly challenge us” 
and proceeds to propose a plan for transformation 
conceptualized by management. Dr. Price, the task 
of decolonization cannot be left to the colonizer. We 
refuse to let white men take the lead in deciding the 
fate of black lives. Your blatant efforts to destroy 
our movement over the past few days and claim our 
victories as your own and co-opt the process we have 
begun will be fought tooth and nail.

The legal eviction notice that was served on Friday 
10 April from the high court indicated that four people 
within the movement were being singled out – that 
these isolated individuals would have to personally 
bear the legal and potentially financial brunt of the 
movement’s defiance of the registrar’s unjust eviction 
notice delivered to us earlier that day. While the 
statement that we released in response to the eviction 
notice stipulated certain demands from management 
for us to vacate the space, we were forced to abandon 
these demands in order to protect the members of 
our movement for whom we are primarily committed 
to creating a safe space. Continuing to occupy would 
have forced our movement into an environment where 
some members were protected, while others remained 
vulnerable to external disciplinary measures. 
Management purposefully put us in this position - a 
colonialist tactic of ‘divide and conquer.’

It is not by chance that these four comrades were 
the exact same four who had filed complaints with the 
university’s campus protection services in response 
to the physical harassment at the hands of university 
employees as detailed above.

The four have not yet received any kind of justice 
for the violence they were subjected to. Instead, UCT’s 
court summons chose to re-traumatise and re-violate 
these individuals in a strategy of crude and dirty 

victimization which perpetuates the black experience 
of intimidation and violence at the hands of the justice 
systems the world over. Of course, this demonstration 
of inhumane intimidation tactics - the notion that 
the university not only fails to recognize a student’s 
need for help and safety but in fact, chooses to put 
these very students’ safety even more at risk - fuels in 
many of us the desire to hold onto our Azania, our safe 
home, and fight for the space at all costs. However, 
following the university’s indictment, we are forced, 
more than ever, to acknowledge that Azania House 
is not a geographical location, but a commitment to 
black humanity.

It is with that firmly in mind that we have chosen 
to end our occupation of Azania House.

Although our initial next step was to take our 
movement into our planned three-pronged campaign, 
based on workers, academics and students, in light 
of the recent events, we have been forced to address 
urgent threats to the movements momentum and 
members.

The University claims that it wants to establish 
supposed meaningful forums for discussions though 
this yet to be established. This has been demonstrated 
by management’s violent efforts to not only forcibly 
remove us from Azania House but criminalize 
members under the law and university procedures, as 
well as the fact that a number of our initial demands 
are yet to be met.

The end of our occupation does not signal the end 
of our protest actions. We are aware of the upcoming 
council meeting on Wednesday, April 15 and as such, 
make the following demands of its members:

• The University must not instigate any internal 
and/or external disciplinary actions nor coercion 
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or duress against any participant in our struggle 
for decolonization and such a commitment must 
be in writing.

• The University must provide a conducive and 
suitable space for the movement to continue with 
its work. The space should be to the satisfaction 
of the movement. This is imperative as the 
movement has become the only shelter for many 
disenfranchised and homeless UCT students.

• The University must continue with the project of 
the removal of all glorifications of the imperialist 
colonial project in our post-colonial university, as 
detailed in our initial demands.

Finally, we would like to thank all the black students, 
workers and staff at UCT and other institutions as 
well as members of the general public nationally 
and internationally for the support they have 
shown the RMF movement thus far – in the form 
of food donations, messages of solidarity, monetary 
donations, attendance at events and more. Many of 
you did this at great personal risk and you played a 
vital role in the victories achieved thus far. To those 
members of the UCT community who were willing but 
unable to be a part of the occupation or the movement 
thus far for reasons beyond their control, we see you. 
Finally we would like to say thank you to the Azania 
House staff, particularly the cleaning staff, security 
guards and certain administrative staff members, for 
treating us with such respect and care for the duration 
of our stay – with the recognition that our struggle is 
yours too.

We as the Rhodes Must Fall Movement are fighting 
not for abstract concepts or easy victories. We are 
fighting for our right to exist. To any black student, 

worker of staff member who wants to join us - know 
that there is a place for you here.

AMANDLA! IZWE LETHU!
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RMF RESPONSE TO THE REGISTRAR 
ON EVICTION NOTICE
10 APRIL 2015

At the very outset, the Rhodes Must Fall (RMF) 
Movement wishes to dispel the notion that our 
occupation of Azania House (formerly Bremner 
Building) was purely based on the condition of the 
removal of the Cecil John Rhodes’ statue. The removal 
of the statue is but one of the demands that this 
movement tabled to the Special Council Meeting that 
the Registrar opportunistically quotes.

The University claims that it wants to establish 
meaningful forums for discussions in light of 
“Council’s renewed commitment to the project of 
transformation at UCT” yet within hours of the 
removal of the statue, management has sought to 
forcibly remove us from Azania House.

Furthermore, with the exception of the notice of 
eviction, Management has made no tangible efforts 
to establish lines of direct communication with the 
movement in Mafeje. This is yet another exhibit of 
Management’s insincerity and engagement in bad 
faith. In his notice, the Registrar makes a number 
of unfounded and bizarre allegations against 
our movement. Accordingly, we wish to make it 
known that:

• From the first day of the occupation, ours has 
never been an aggressive and violent approach.

• Our non-violent approach was instead met 
with violence from Campus Protection Service 
personnel who assaulted students within the 
Building, in the presence of the same Registrar 
who now claims moral high ground.

• While the Registrar asserts that “the 
Administration has up to now not acted on the 
student/staff occupation of the Bremner Building”, 
we have evidence that Management has deployed 
Campus Protection Services personnel and more 
recently, the SAPS to curtail our efforts.

• Our disruption of the daily running of the Building 
was justified as it confronted Management’s 
continued disregard of our frustration. Let it also 
be known that our occupation of Azania House is 
justified and legitimate:

• The occupation has strengthened our ability to 
collectively deliberate on our plight as students, 
academic, non-academic staff and other 
stakeholders.

• Azania House has evolved to be the only safe and 
therapeutic space for the marginalised on campus, 
and specifically a safe home for all students 
displaced by the university who have been denied 
re-admission.

• It has become an educational institution for 
alternative pedagogy and critical engagement.

• Before the occupation, our views and frustrations 
mattered less to the University Management.

• The Management’s long standing stance, that 
the “broader issues of transformation remain 
to be addressed”, is precisely the reason for our 
continued occupation. We refuse to allow the 
institution to continue to stall and marginalise 
transformational issues.

• As the Movement, we refuse to see the the 
removal of the statue as the “Council’s renewed 
commitment to the project of transformation at 
UCT”. This is not the first ‘commitment’ from 
Management and we are not convinced that it is 
the first ‘renewed commitment’ either. It is clear 

that the only way to get positive, measurable and 
tangible results is continued exertion of pressure 
through this peaceful occupation.

That said, we are not prepared to cease the occupation 
until the following demands are met:

• The University must not instigate any internal 
and/or external disciplinary actions against any 
participant in our struggle for decolonisation and 
such a commitment must be in writing.

• The University must provide a conducive and 
suitable space for the movement to continue with 
its work. The space should be to the satisfaction of 
the movement.

• The University must not impede, constrain 
students, and/or put students who will be 
continuing with the occupation under duress.

Once these demands have been met, we will be willing 
to engage with management to discuss the end of the 
occupation in its current form.

Regards,
The Rhodes Must Fall Movement
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STATEMENT ISSUED BY THE RHODES 
MUST FALL MOVEMENT ON THE 
RECLAIMING OF AVENUE HOUSE

Yesterday afternoon the Rhodes Must Fall Movement 
reclaimed Avenue House, an off-campus UCT 
administrative building in Mowbray.

WHY HAVE WE RECLAIMED AVENUE HOUSE
Since our eviction from Azania House, the last few 
weeks have seen the black students who found solace 
in the Rhodes Must Fall movement displaced and 
under duress. Things have returned to normal at UCT 
as the status quo reestablishes itself in accordance 
with its white supremacist system.

Within the movement our ability to organise 
has been severely curtailed without a physical and 
symbolic base from which to operate – a place where 
all black students, workers and staff know to go to be a 
part of the movement, to develop solidarity, to educate 
and be educated, and to be safe to express themselves, 
their experiences and their pain. We have been forced 
to re-enter whiteness with no safe coping space to 
escape into, and have done so at great emotional, 
psychological and spiritual cost. We are well aware 
that these inevitable consequences of our eviction were 
directly intended by Management in their attempt to 
regain control of the situation.

Upon leaving Azania House, we made the demand 
that a new space be provided to us by management. 
Despite our negotiated agreement, no attempt has 
been made on their part to follow through on this. 
This is consistent with Management’s inability 
to take any of the demands we have made as a 
movement seriously, unless accompanied by bad 
publicity – evidently the only language this institution 

understands. Our move into Avenue House is 
therefore partly a result of Management’s failure to 
make good on its own promise.

We need a new space in which to meet, to organise 
and to conscientise – a space in which to continue the 
process we began at Azania House of exploring what 
a decolonised educational space might look like. Until 
such time as the university becomes such a space, we 
need a New Azania House.

Beyond the need for a headquarters for the 
movement to carry on its activities, claiming Avenue 
House is critical to allow for the cultivation of a safe 
intellectual space for black students. The university 
currently offers no space in which black students can 
come together to discuss the pain and violence we 
experience on campus and in the world on a daily 
basis. Azania House proved to be a much-needed 
therapeutic space for black students to both escape 
and freely discuss the oppressive white supremacist 
and patriarchal environment of UCT. Our forced 
removal from that space by Management has therefore 
been traumatic for many Rhodes Must Fall members. 
Following on from this, the occupied space will also be 
a place at the university for black students to focus on 
academics, free from the violence and deep discomfort 
of the rest of campus. The movement will organise 
black tutors and lecturers to assist in this process. We 
require a space that can provide to black students what 
the institution has deprived us of, and to combat the 
dehumanisation it inflicts on us constantly. Indeed, 
a space in which we as black people can empower 
ourselves is crucial for the decolonising process 
at UCT.

Most importantly, we are claiming Avenue 
House as the new Azania House to protest UCT’s 
failure to provide housing to students. A number 

of students were living at Azania House because 
they were displaced by the university and had 
nowhere else to go, despite these students having 
consistently approached student housing for help. 
They experienced this displacement once again, at the 
hands of the university, when Management evicted 
us from Azania House. This occupation will therefore 
entail continuous ‘sleep-ins’ to highlight this urgent 
situation and to show that once again, “black (wo)man 
you are on your own!”.

WHY AVENUE HOUSE?
Avenue house forms part of the student housing 
system at UCT. One ought to ask why it is that the 
overwhelming majority of students who are left 
displaced and without accommodation happen to 
be black. The reason is that the housing system 
as it exists, functions to preserve the institutional 
culture that violently alienates and displaces black 
students. Avenue House is a part of this system that 
denies many black students their right to belong at 
this university. Our presence here serves to highlight 
that reality. We would like to make it clear that we 
do not intend to disrupt the administrative work 
happening at Avenue House; that is not the goal of this 
occupation. Staff here have agreed to make designated 
parts of the building available to us to use without 
disrupting their work. It is unfortunate that staff have 
not returned to work today despite this agreement, 
as despite its failings the services they provide here 
nonetheless impact on the lives of many black students 
at this university.

If the University does not prioritise the needs of 
those students who are most vulnerable, whose lives 
have become a proxy for death as a result of 400 
years of oppression, then the institution commits 
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itself to protecting those who benefit from that very 
oppressive system. Therefore, Avenue House can no 
longer belong to UCT alone because the university 
has failed black students in this regard. Instead of 
real decolonisation, the university is committed to 
a process of ‘transformation’ – a process of liberal 
paternalism which has left us, 21 years after formal 
apartheid, asking the same questions about our 
country: Why is our land in the hands of white people? 
Why do white people dictate where and how we can 
live? Why do white people dictate how and what we 
learn? This University too, belongs to black people 
and therefore no black student should ever be turned 
away from a university when it sits on his or her land.

This is why we are taking over Avenue House.

WE INVITE ALL MEMBERS OF THE MOVEMENT AND ALL 
BLACK STUDENTS, WORKERS AND STAFF TO JOIN US 
AT AVENUE HOUSE (HENCEFORTH NEW AZANIA HOUSE) 
TODAY. EXACT TIMES WILL BE POSTED SHORTLY.

ADDRESS: 5-9 AVENUE ROAD, MOWBRAY
(DOWN THE ROAD FROM FOREST HILL JAMMIE STOP)

MAYIBUYE I-AZANIA!
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WHERE TO NOW?

Brian Kamanzi
Engineer and Cape Town-based Poet

I can’t say I’ve really felt at piece with my direction, 
Whether at the University or with flow of my Profession. 
What I do know is that for some time now the lies that have been spun to me over time, have begun to unravel.

What is a “safe” life? 
A good life? 
 
There are all the temptations and suggestions of what it would mean to contribute to a world which at the same 
time seems to prefer that my “true voice” remains invisible, leaves me asking time and again..
 
Where  to now? 
 
It’s one thing to sing, protest. Debate, rant and chant about the changes one would like to see exist. 
 
Indeed, 
 
“Rhodes  Must Fall” 
 
- Yet, 
 
The reality is that long before I was born and long after I have left.. The Old Man Rhodes will still stand tall. 
 
It is so intensely grating to be held in check by an environment that cannot keep to speed with the consciousness 
of my brothers and sisters. The inertia of our Markets and Institutions alienate us from the opportunities we 
need to grab a hold of. 
 
What should I do? Quit my job? Change my research? 
 
How am I to continue focussing on abstract issues of technology?  
We live in a time of heightened anxiety, and once again the framing and mission of a generation has begun to 
shine clearly through the fog of uncertainty. 
What was good enough yesterday, can no longer stand today.
We want change now. 
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We can no longer breathe. 

We can no longer focus on empty dreams sold as weak tales inbound with White epistemologies.

But, 
Where to now? 
 
In amongst this disorder and anarchic passion that has continued to quicken the blood to my veins there has 
been the restrictive weight of reality crushing my body closer to the floor as I push forward. 
 
How will I survive?  
 
If I make radical decisions, my family cannot support me. I am in debt, for my studies, owned by the shadow of 
the White economy.

There will be no songs to protect me when I make my decision.

No protests to be had when my parents face the reality of a child who desires to chase instability. 
 
There will be no protection, beyond your free mind when you are standing alone.

Where to now? 
Where to now? 
Where to now? 

Time will tell. 
Who knows what lies beneath the shattered rainbow?
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little boy’s got black on his skin
doesn’t know whether he’s nighttime or eyes-shut
but he’s got hands made for poking in the dark
for finding the unnamed thing
he touches himself like something ancient and broken
talks in a whisper lest he loses his words
knows that the world is made for takers
and he’s already given up
you can find him with his dark eyes cast skyward
or carving sunlight out of his wrists
mining the darkness for diamonds

little boy’s got small hands but big ideas
loves science but hates numbers
likes to think he’s made of coal
because he knows what pressure can do to things of little value

little boy’s got black on his skin
and it won’t let him out
he speaks pretty, prettier than those white boys
has got a mouth full of alabaster teeth and chewed paper
lips covered in graphite
likes to learn new words so he has more to swallow
likes to look those pretty white boys in the mouth
likes the taste of their names
likes to swallow them and not come up for air
likes to look at their smiling faces

little boy’s not-so-little anymore
likes to play not-so-little games with not-so-little boys
they like to play for keeps
so he let’s them keep what they take
likes to see how much he can lose without disappearing

little boy’s got black on his skin
and those white boys tell him it’s eating him alive

LITTLE BOY’S GOT BLACK ON HIS SKIN

Khumo Sebambo
Cape-Town based writer
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they call him by everything but his name
so little boy’s got a chip on his shoulder
doesn’t look up anymore
too many boulders to roll up the hill
reads greek tragedies and recites love poems
tells himself love is a house with white walls and a sun roof
tells himself love doesn’t recognize him so he’s got to make himself familiar

little boy’s got black on his skin
and it burns to touch
folks say he should know better than to play with matches
but he’s been alight since the day he was born
still loves science, still casts his dark eyes up 
started renting out his sternum to white boys with sad eyes
so now his chest is a dam wall and its threatening breaking
wonders how long until the deluge
passes time trading his limbs for spare change
dusts off the fingerprints and keeps them in a scrapbook
takes long showers

little boy’s got black on his skin 
and the boys in blue always want to touch him
sometimes with their hands, sometimes without
always with their eyes
he tells them he’s been burning since the day he was born
they never know what to say
he asks them how they keep finding him
they tell him they follow the ashes

little boy’s got black skin
and he sees heaven behind his eyelids
he speaks pretty but can’t stop screaming
fire’s burning him up and his chest has sprung a leak
little boy’s got time but no space
too many boulders to roll up the hill
too many diamonds to mine from his skin
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UNTITLED

Ernie Koela
University of Cape Town,  Honours in History 

It is a nickname your hatred gave to me 
Don’t call me black stripping me of my autonomy to create my own identity 
Your ply is to architect my history and linages destiny 
Ravage my sanctity and sanity penetrating me psychologically 
Like those woman forced to embrace colonial tyranny 
In their wombs they breed the manifestation and condemnation 
You place on race and white supremacy call me, me! 
So if art was a spoken word my jaws would hurt 
My canvas would be burnt by candles 
I’d be an African child in dark days weeping to the skies praying for rain
For all he knows are vacant spaces between his blood veins that remind him his history cannot stay 
The system aims to create wild rabid dogs, rabies babies 
Silent heart throb’s Pinocchio’s fake boys looking to their creator for theirs spoils 
My blood boils 
Cut yourself from these strings they don’t support you they abort you in fake joys
It is a nickname your hatred gave to me 
Don’t call me black stripping me of my autonomy to create my own identity 
Call me, me! 
If art was a spoken word my jaws would hurt, my canvas would be burnt by candles I’d be an African child in 
dark days looking to the skies praying for rain  
For all he knows are vacant spaces between his blood veins that remind him his history cannot stay.
Now we live in a world creating wild rapid silent heart throbs, rabies baby’s heart throbs, 
Now cut the strings to that system coz they abort you in fake joys I see – men like Pinocchio’s fake boys
Looking to their creator for their spoils my blood boils.

If art was a spoken word my jaws would hurt, my canvas would be burnt by candles.
I say It is a nick name your hatred gave to me. 

LISTEN TO THIS POEM AND VIEW IMAGES

https://vimeo.com/133753695
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LETTING GO OF THE BLUES

Mbali Matandela
University of Cape Town, Honours in Gender 
and Transformation 

1. BLUE-BLOODED MINDS 

Blue-blooded minds:  your thoughts are not your own.
They are the thoughts of the white supremacist imagination
These thoughts were infused into your mind by shedding the blood of your ancestors.

Blue-blooded minds: you are not royalty in their minds.
You are assimilating their power and justifying your own subjugation.
Your mind never mattered.
You were a body without blood, a body without vitality.
You were a life-less body to be enslaved.

Blue-blooded minds: liberate your minds to give vitality to your people.
You were once a commodity, a slave in ways that were visible.
The struggle is now in the mind, it is the blue-blood that soils your imagination and thought.
Your imagination is not theirs;
Your imagination is constructing the future of the black body.

Blue-blooded minds: sift out the knowledge that does not recognise your blackness.
You have been avoided, a void in their history so this is a time to reclaim your physical and mental space.
Decolonize your mind in order to sift out the blues of black history;
We need to discover the knowledge that has been avoided, beyond the superimposed.
We need to imagine the future of the emancipated mind.

Blue-blooded minds: let go the Victorian mind-set to be victorious for your people
Shift your mind-set to represent your own; the one that does not conquer others for its pursuit.
The African imagination and mind is not a niche or a counter-imagination.
It transcends the dichotomy of ideas and reality.
The African imagination is an imagination for changing reality to emancipate the living –the breathing
The African imagination is living- it breathes from bodies and lives that have been lost.
It is the rebirth of the ancestral minds and the creation of the mind without the blues of history.
Blue-blooded minds: emancipate yourselves.
Breathe… Imagine.
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2. (BRUISED BLACK AND) BLUE COLLARED WORKER

(Bruised Black and) Blue Collared Workers: your position is not your circumstance.
You have received the triple punches of society that the structure hides in order to give you the blame.
You are not to blame.
Racism, Patriarchy and Capitalism has given you these blues

(Bruised Black and) Blue Collared Workers: you are not the slave that slavery did not liberate.
Your position is.
Your body never mattered, but your labour did.
You were an object for the colonial order: A man made project for a (wo) man-exchanging industry.
You are not an industry,
 You are not an object but you are strength.

(Bruised Black and) Blue Collared Workers: you embody black strength.
You embody the strength to create with bare hands what the colonialists saw as an idea.
You made their imagination a reality, now it’s time to use yours.
You had the strength to bruise black and blue in the chains of production, only because you saw the future.
You saw the future of when your bruises would be evidence of you breaking the shackles of your oppression.
You are not labour, but you hold the wisdom of African construction in your hands.

(Bruised Black and) Blue Collared Workers: the time has come to unbutton the collars of oppression.
The time has come to breathe- to release ourselves from the system.
It is the time of catharsis, of healing those bruises on your hands to construct the Africa- the African 
imagination in reality.
Your mind and your body is your own.

(Bruised Black and) Blue Collared Workers: emancipate yourselves.
You are not your position. You can be anything, you can:
Breathe… Imagine 
And construct what you have imagined into reality. 
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3. LETTING GO OF THE BLUES:

The blues of the past and present are not who we are.
We are people and we are human 
We have thoughts and we are bodies.
We are not blue-blooded minds nor (Bruised black and) Blue Collared Workers; we are not divided.
Divide and conquer is not our imagination.
We are African – Izwe lethu.
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SOUL SEARCHING IN A BURNING 
ROOM OF REVOLUTIONARIES

Mbali Matandela
University of Cape Town, Honours in Gender 
and Transformation 

Soul searching in a burning room of revolutionaries,
A place of turmoil for the old soul, the windows to the soul have seen enough to start emptying the soul.
Society has stripped away the humanity of the revolutionary,
Placed her in chains with her cause.
The cause is in sight, but the connection between her soul and this cause is stifling.
The cause is within her reach, but the window-period has passed to hold on it.
The cause is no longer hers, but it is a moving, breathing person of its’ own – in a hopeless place.

Soul searching in a burring room of revolutionaries,
The place of the hopeful in a hopeless place – the glimmers of light in a dark room.
Society has told us that the enlightenment of this era has been achieved-
A faux-enlightenment period that told the revolutionaries that freedom has been achieved.
A period of stripping away the humanity of the black body.
The cause is still in sight, but each blink, each pause in time, disconnects the revolutionary from the cause.
The cause is within her reach, but the immobility of society restricts the cause to an idea – not her 
imagined reality.
The cause is no longer hers, but it is moving, the power in the movement has been usurped by the powers 
in society.

Soul searching in a burning room of revolutionaries,
The place of the sacrificial in a narcissistic era – divorcing the self for change
Society has told us that the individual is imperative for survival –
An individual that has a single story and experience.
This divide and conquer ideology has told the future-seekers that I is greater than we,
The cause is still in sight, but the western lens tells the revolutionary that her cause is different to the collective.
The cause is within her reach, but the invisible hand is pulling it towards itself.
The cause was never hers, but her cause was interconnected with the collective.

Soul searching in a burning room of revolutionaries,
We cry phoenix tears of healing as we burn to ashes in the system.
We will heal the ones that have been broken and reincarnate human existence out of black love and wisdom.
We are soul-searching in a burning room –ashes to dust – dust to life.



The Salon: Volume Nine
RHODES MUST FALL30

‘ON EXHAUSTION OVER A LACK 
OF UNDERSTANDING’

Ameera Conrad
4th Year B.A. Theatre and Performance
2015

I am tired
God Almighty, I am tired
of being told that we need to move on,
that we need to forget,
that we need to put the past behind us,
that Apartheid is over.

They don’t understand.
We never will.
Our bodies are monuments of centuries of torture,
trauma
terror
these exist in us
we live it every day.
We built this country
slaves
whips at our backs –
The Man holding the whip did not build –
we built.

Apartheid is not over.
No magic TRC wand can bippity-boppity-boo! it away.
Our glass carriage is still a pumpkin,
rotting,
pulled by rats.
A polite revolution over tea and crumpets, good Sir,
‘twas the order of the day.

When could we mourn?
When could we cry?
When could we scream
for our loved ones lost
our chances trampled on?
Please Mastah Baas Meneer,
Asseblief,
Gee my ‘n kans om te huil

vir my ma 
en my pa
en my susters
en broers
gee my ‘n kans om te huil.

Let me stand up for myself
and for those who stood before me.
Let me march for myself
and for those who marched before me.
Let me call out AMANDLA
and raise my fist
and let me cry
after hundreds of years
let me cry.
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‘THE FALL’  

Ameera Conrad
4th Year B.A. Theatre and Performance
2015

.

From half a world away 
I wait for wifi to watch 
tyrants toppled by the hands of those tired 
of shouting into the abyss. 
People 
poured libations on the monuments of men 
(yes, men) 
who drowned our ancestors with dictionary definitions 
of who they were. 
Who they could be. 
Who we are. 
Who we can be. 
But now those bearers have found 
their pots 
are empty. 
We 
have taken these vessels 
and thrown them up 
to shatter ceilings 
of crystal 
created 

to keep us from noticing 
that it was being 
lowered 
onto 
us. 
We have seen the vast blackness of night above us. 
And it is beautiful. 
Though we have still more to endure 
we have started to climb out from the holes 
we were buried in hundreds of years ago. 
We have cut our feet out of their ball-and-chains 
and are finally pulling ourselves up. 
Up 
towards the beauty of blackness. 
Up 
towards the broken fragments of the past. 
Up 
towards a vast and expansive future
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ON AFROPHOBIA

Themba Msimang
University of Cape Town, Public Policy and 
Administration and Politics student

On trial and being cross-examined Biko said that “...
township life alone makes it a miracle for anyone 
to live up to adulthood. There will be a situation of 
absolute want in which black will kill black to survive. 
This is the basis of vandalism, rape and plunder that 
goes on while the real sources of evil – white society 
– are suntanning on exclusive beaches or relaxing in 
their bourgeois homes”.

In the “Pitfalls of National consciousness” Frantz 
Fanon echoes similar sentiments and castigates 
the national bourgeoisie (in our case the ANC) for 
precipitating black on black violence. He argues 
that “the native bourgeoisie [ANC] which comes 
to power uses its class aggressiveness to corner 
the positions formerly kept for foreigners. The 
National bourgeoisie’s mission has nothing to do 
with transforming the nation; it consists...of being 
the transmission line between the nation and 
capitalism. It [the ANC] waves aloft the notion of the 
nationalization and Africanization of the ruling classes 
[BEE]...The working class of the towns, the masses of 
unemployed, the small artisans and craftsmen for their 
part line up behind this nationalist attitude; but in all 
justice let it be said, they only follow in the steps of 
their bourgeoisie”...”foreigners are called on to leave; 
their shops are burned, their street stalls are wrecked, 
and in fact the government...commands them to go, 
thus giving their nationals satisfaction”.

To say, the Xenophobic attacks which began in 
KZN last week are, in fact, a form of afro-phobia 

is nothing new. After all the police minister, Nathi 
Nhleko, himself has asserted as much. What is 
however becoming clear is that it makes little sense 
to ignore the obvious contradiction in terming the 
attacks on our brothers and sisters from the continent 
‘xenophobic’, whilst European foreigners go unscathed 
and “are suntanning on exclusive beaches”. This 
together with the above two quotes, perhaps, brings 
us closer to the way in which we, the Rhodes Must Fall 
movement (RMF), understand the current crisis.

Without hesitation we lay the blame for these 
attacks at the door of white society and its history 
of black oppression, subjugation and dispossession. 
However, a portion of the blame must be allotted 
to government, and in this case, particularly, the 
traditional body – King Goodwill Zwelithini and his 
statements.

How do we arrive at a conclusion that both 
implicates a black government and white supremacy?

Some compelling research suggests that afro-
phobic attacks flare up around elections: especially 
in the build up towards local government elections. 

Members of a given community complain to their 
ward councillors about the lack of employment 
opportunities and local government representatives, 
usually encouraged by provincial and national, 
respond with a crude cursory “you know where your 
jobs are, the foreigners have them”. This is a sinister 
ploy by government to shirk their responsibility for 
failing black people and not meeting needs for new 
economies of space, production, and housing. King 
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Goodwill Zwelithini – who falls within the gambit 
of the department for co-operative government and 
traditional affairs – made some untenable remarks 
whose consequences we have perhaps yet to fully 
appreciate. He at once betrays his lack of political 
education and understanding of who is a foreigner, 
who is a settler and which group has caused us blacks 
any problems. We maintain that is impossible for an 
Afrikan to be a foreigner on Afrikan soil.

Nonetheless, it would be naïve of us to read the 
king’s statements and the concomitant, lackadaisical, 
government posture as mere ignorance. The 
phenomena whereby “xenophobic” attacks rear its 
ugly head whenever strides are made to resolve the 
national question or address historical questions of 
white privilege and black suffering – inequality – is 
suspicious. In the least it warrants analyses.     

Black on black violence and the contorted reality 
of black life has its genesis in white society and white 
supremacy. So as not to misdiagnose black people’s 
problems it is important to pay attention to Biko’s 
indictment of white society. He argues that their 
white wealth is created on the back of black poverty. 
He charges that “the real sources of evil” - in this 

case, afrophobia – are white society. A society that 
through the strategies of apartheid colonialism has 
impoverished blacks materially and has gone on to 
do so psychologically. It has managed to convince 
black south afrikans that their souls are not their own 
and that they are in fact, not Afrikan. That is, black 
South Africans fear/attack fellow Afrikans but serve 
white society with an ingratiating docility without 
compunction.  

TO BE CLEAR, we unequivocally condemn the 
acts of violence and anti-immigrant sentiment, but 
do so with the wisdom to recognise that, indeed, 
victims have become killers.

We do not condemn the people who have committed 
these heinous acts of violence against our own 
brothers and sisters but rather condemn white society 
and its implicit bodyguard – an ANC/DA government. 
TO BE CLEAR, we unequivocally condemn the acts of 
violence and anti-immigrant sentiment, but do so with 
the wisdom to recognise that, indeed, victims have 
become killers.

WAY FORWARD
Ours will be to campaign student to student, 
organisation to organisation and door to door and 
proclaim that the architects of black dispossession and 
misery are white society and white minority capital. 
That black misery and white privilege are being 
maintained by a compradorial black government 
which continues to sell out black people and their 
desires for 30 pieces of silver.

Down with Afrophobia down!
Decolonise Now!
Azania will rise!

In struggle,
Rhodes Must Fall
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NOTES ON IMAGINATION

Thuli Gamedze
Cape Town-based artist and writer
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FREEDOM: THE STILLBORN GROWN CHILD

Mmamalema Molepo
University of Cape Town, Philosophy and Public 
Policy and Administration Student

A revolution occurs between her thighs, blood spilling 
and head first emerges the apple of her eye, he whom 
has liberated her and made her whole. Her smile, her 
laughter, her pain and her tears, her joy. All converged 
and captured into one great moment. She has given 
birth to a son of the soil, his name is Freedom. He 
has brought joy, not only to his mother but to those 
around him. He is the prodigal son they have all 
been waiting for with bated breath, he who has been 
spoken about by those who have passed, said to be 
troublesome, yet the best thing that could ever happen 
to anyone. Sought by many, he happened to be birthed 
by her, he came bearing gifts but he came bearing 
strife as well. Like Jesus, many scolded and chastised 
him and others despised him.

Dear Freedom, you come with responsibilities that 
many will fail to commit to. Look at your father, he 
has already packed his bags, ready to leave on the first 
available bus out of town. Already he has predicted 
your failure and he wants nothing to do with you, he 
has forgotten that you came bearing gifts. Today, 20 
years later, he writes to you and your mother, telling 
you how much he loves you and would love to come 
back home.Freedom, those who have embraced you 
are still crying, waiting for you to save them from the 
rut they find themselves in, free them oh Freedom 
but most importantly free their minds and free their 
hearts, teach them to love as your mother did but most 
of all, teach them to reach out and help each other, for 
only then can they ever say they are free.

Freedom, avail yourself to the masses and not 
only to a few, the people are crying and the people are 
dying. Freedom make yourself seen, many have heard 
of you but have never experienced nor seen you, they 
have heard the stories and seen the few who benefit 
from your existence and ask what they have done 
wrong. Without you, they have no hope, with you, still 
they are hopeless. End their hunger and quench their 
thirst dear freedom, for it is only in your name that 
smiles can be genuine and laughter can be true.
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THE PATRIARCHS EMPTY DRAWER

Ernie Koela
University of Cape Town,  Honours in History 

DAY:10

What is it to be a man, do we drop water from our eyes 
in the eyes of those who see us as pillars of their lives 
or soak as sponges in dirty water to drown in our own 
demise? 
 
Thus he cried at night silent in depression manic pain 
seeped in his heart-veins struggling to hold himself 
together his fears at the doorway.  
 
A tear drop from a full heart potency only he knows 
like ink stains on folded sheets. Mouths to feed 
growing ego’s knees deep his anguish turns his faith to 
empty speech.  
 
See I’ve looked into the eyes of a growing man ready 
to die his pride diluted with life storms. Seems all he 
knows are the calms before in a small fishing boat in 
the trough of Poseidon’s wars 
 
Treated like a cheap whore who finds solace in silence 
alone in quite nights when she isn’t required to tap 
dance for men’s delights.  
 
But hope always behind his pupils, greyed and murky 
in the midst of his gaze, aged by wisdom. 
 
The stars it seems are his soliloquy. Pearls that sparkle 
in the black abyss as if unlocked by God’s lisp. Every 

breadth is taken as a dying gift. Spoken under his 
breadth, soft are his words a wish.  
 
“One day god will see me”

DAY: ∞

The day exhales my mind prevails to veil - my 
presence sustains to suffocate sisters crudely known 
as fe-males. 

i reach to the drawer  where  my problems stay it’s 
function to protect but all that come into its path are 
in harm’s way - 
 
i’m sickened somewhat nauseous i’ve been inept or 
out of sync with my feelings  
 
Other people cease to be Beings in my eyes i value 
them as means to my ends , in the end i leave again 
stricken by an ailment with no physical symptoms  
 
Sunday i aim to pray God is silent or i’m unprepared 
to hear again, in distress i reach to that draw pulling 
out names to fulfil my selfishness  
 
A stench of my lies reaches my nose and the tip of my 
tongue , i contort at decaying innocent civil-aliens  
 
As i play the emotional racist maybe supremacist 
taking along with their preciousness and in an 
unequal exchange searching for my repentance  
 
i slam the drawer tempted by its allure i introspect to 
no effect  for the exchange you  know to be inept feeds 

my value gauge overflowing with her sufferings  
 
Blind to this i claim to not see but the eyes aren’t the 
only tool for recognising the value of her being  
 
Sweet nothings i speak to both of us ,  no you’re not 
emotionless just honest , her - i can’t be yours but we 
can still do this  
 
The trick is distance without disappearance under 
false appearance passions obscure reason and caught 
in this infringement are causalities lost or emotional 
treason
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MONSTERS

Mmamalema Molepo
University of Cape Town, Philosophy and Public 
Policy and Administration Student

We’ve created monsters out of the boys who we once 
hoped would father our grandchildren. 

We have denied them their youth and have driven 
them to war with each other, teaching them that the 
only way to ensure that you own something, it is to 
show your strength and authority over it, whatever 
way possible, whatever the outcome it may be.

We’ve coated love with the face of hatred and put 
infidelity above all else. We’ve rushed them into a 
battle that was never supposed to be theirs and today 
they sit on building blocks and wish they could have 
been given the chance to lay atleast one brick wrong 
and make that life changing mistake.

They have thoughts that change the world but they 
have been robbed of experiencing their youth, their 
unjust laughs are but distant memories of a childhood 
that could have been.

Today they sit on top of the world, reminicsing, 
trying to figure out this life thing with its ups and 
downs, whats next? We’ve hurt their souls and 
moulded them into spiritless, clones willing to do as 
told and when told to.

We’ve created monsters out of boys who could have 
been presidents and leaders, we armed them with 
guns instead of books, stuffed them with hate and spat 
out their love, drowned them in religion and deprived 
them of spirituality.

We have castrated their humanity and given them 
balls of steel to present themselves. Only then do we 

say they have earned our respect because we have 
buried them deep in the system, we have let them rot 
so that all we are left with are skeletons in the closet.

Dragging deep breaths, we have fed them the 
opium of the masses and have turned it into law, today 
they die for us like men of honour, dressed in their 
Sunday best, their shirts beautifully ironed, a smile 
on their face and their eyes closed as they hum what 
could be their last hymn watching over a flag that has 
defined them and will continue to define them for 
years to come.

We beat them drums that sung songs of freedom 
only to have them marching in lines, crosses on their 
chests, their feet together as they move forth, ready 
to destroy all that may stand in their way only to 
bring them back in dark brown coffins, hearts having 
stopped, we robbed them of their humanity, we robbed 
them of their life.

We have created monsters out of the young men we 
once hoped would father our grandchildren. We have 
fed them images of a promised land and have created 
a rat race which they have to undertake in in order to 
reach the promised land.

We have taught them the art of lying and the skill 
of looting, we’ve created monsters out of the young 
men for we have fed them images of ourselves and 
have promised them a land that does not exist without 
hardwork.

We have created a monster that forces itself upon 
others even when being told not to, its forgotten how 
to listen and its escaping the hands of its creator, now 
my question is, will we be killed by this monster we 
have created?



47

THE BLACK IMAGIN(ED)NATION

One sTab
Musician, Writer and Education Enthusiast

<< isms and schisms and chasms and cleavages and fractures in the Black imagined nation

populisms, recalled struggle-isms, empty marxisms and non-racialism: ideologyless African national 
congress-ism.

Malema-ism and Mngxitamisms; nationalisations and state-led capitalisms; monopolising the pseudo-
democratic space for Black radicalism: EFF-until-something-better-comes-along-ism
rhodes is falling: isms and schisms

exceptionalism and Afro-phobism: Black self-hate finding violent outlets in who is proximate - yet somehow so 
distanced

distances and differences, a nation constructed upon

*everyday gendered violences somehow unexceptionalist* 

isms and schisms and siblings and killings

!how can an African be a foreigner in Africa? 

querying the premises of discourses of ‘xenophobism’: language missing the mark

!how can an African be a foreigner in Africa? 

our relation to the carved-up continent is characterised by neo-imperialism and here we are killing over 
crumbs when the suburbs contain the true benefactors and spoils of colonialism. [locating Afrophobia in white 
supremacism]

//Liberalism//

Au Lorde, save us from white liberalism and its thinly-veiled anti-Black racism!

anti-Black sentiment liberally dished out by the repressive and ideological state apparatuses refracted through 
the sold out floor-crossing ex-pan-Africanist evil[step][mothercity]mayor…

Double Allegiance-ism.
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isms and schisms and the Black imagination:
imagine the Black nation.

Bikoism in conversation with Black feminism. beyond Mbekism and neoliberal imperialism toward a new pan-
Africanism. LGBTQIA+ism: forward to intersectionalism.  rescuscitate Lembede-ism. revisit No Sizwe-ism and 
at all times nurture a lively imagination because from the imagination of the Black nation the new Black nation 
will emerge as a nation in realisation >>

onward…
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DECOLONISED NOTES

oneSTAB
Musician, Writer and Education Enthusiast
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THERE’S A CIVIL WAR IN MY HOUSE

Ntebaleng Morake
University of Cape Town,  Public Policy and 
Administration, International Relations and 
Gender Studies Student

Anxiety rests on the chipped wooden chair 
comfortably, looking slightly effortless even though 
it is wrapped in blood. Wounded, limping like a stray 
dog as it lays down all its brutal truths. Its confronting 
sight is so so draining; haunting. There’s a civil war in 
my house!

A gathering of masses curbed like sardines, 
each with a neglected story to tell. A riot for space, 
purposefully manifesting the flawed, stretch marked 
side of the truth; that no one really wants to see. I 
hear guns! I hear guns and a severely bruised Black 
woman crying and the echo of her vacant Black spirit 
screaming for recognition; her Black folded face 
wondering if it will ever end. Wondering if the man she 
calls her lover is indeed a lover of her bones, because 
every weekend he comes back home reeking of alcohol 
and feasts on her bones until she can’t walk anymore. 
And when she’s lying helplessly on the floor begging 
for him to stop after he had kicked her, and kicked her; 
that is only time she ever sees my father smile at her. 

There’s a civil war in my house, and when my 
father gets consumed by this system and his anger, we 
all feel it; see it. He takes out his penis at the dinner 
table and pees inside the pots carrying the meals, 
that we so worked hard to cook. He throws around 
bottles of alcohol to our faces and then accuses us of 
wasting his money because he was not done drinking 
the alcohol that he so voluntarily decided to throw 
in our faces.  He swears! He swears the devil and 

his homies* out of hell; and this little house we call 
our home becomes the hell. It becomes a cold hell 
clustered by my father’s complaints, his bitterness, his 
dead dreams; and that song he so passionately sings 
with his fist in the air, every time he’s done beating my 
mother up:

“freedom is coming tomorrow. 
Freedom is coming tomorrow. 
Freedom is coming tomorrow.’’

I do not know this man! This man who I demonize. 
This man who quotes Holy Scriptures as a basis of 
criminalizing my mother’s body. This man who has 
turned our home into entertainment for the whole 
township to gaze at, and have something to talk about 
at the taxi rank. This man who sings about freedom 
after committing such an atrocity. I do not know this 
man; because my father never used to be like this. He 
never used to throw his weight around as a means of 
making a statement about how powerful he is. Nor did 
my father associate abuse and violence with power. 

I hate him for what he does to my mother; for what 
he does to us. And more often than not; I am tempted 
to look him in the eye and say ‘Father; father you are 
not a man, father you are a boy’. And every Sunday 
morning when he is lying on the bed, consumed by 
all the liquor he had the previous night; I find a spot 
somewhere in the house to kneel and bargain with 
God. I bargain with God and ask God to save my 
mother from this beast I call my father. I ask God that 
my mother’s story makes the prime time news so that 
they can take my father away and save us from all this 
sorrow; but I immediately cancel that request because 
I do not want my mother’s pain to be exploited for 
white capitalist gain. And before I stand up and seal 

this deal with God, I ask God to mend my father, to 
create in him a clean heart, to speak to him so that he 
can get up and find help.

I want my father to account for what he’s being 
doing to my mother, because it is wrong and cruel 
and violent; not to mention abusive.  And I would also 
like to know where my father leant this wrong, cruel, 
violent and abusive behaviour. Who taught my father 
these problematic power dynamics? There’s a civil war 
in my house and all of us need saving!

Decolonize masculinity. We cannot be anonymous 
anymore!
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WHY DECOLONIZING UCT IS IMPERATIVE

Ntebaleng Morake
University of Cape Town,  Public Policy and 
Administration, International Relations and 
Gender Studies Student

There’s a cluster of raging emotions, slowly 
penetrating the layers of my shunned upon Brown 
skin. These raging emotions derive from yearning to be 
heard, to be seen and to exist freely in the land of my 
ancestors. And after numerously shouting, throwing 
feces, occupying administration buildings; hoping to 
be heard, my Black voices still fails to penetrate and 
pierce through the walls of white supremacy and white 
arrogance on this campus; built on blood, and dead 
bodies and the tears of a people whose pigmentation 
resembles mine. These raging emotions, with origins 
from not being seen and being a descant of a people 
who were stripped from their humanity to being 
slaves, savages, barbarians and unseen ‘othered’ and 
hyper eroticized beings; who are only relevant when 
the white master shits on his underwear and requires 
someone to clean after his mess. 

 I can feel these raging emotions thrusting 
uncontrollably with utmost resilience; leaving 
behind stains of relentless grief that reek of nothing 
but frustration and boiling anger that attempts to 
voice itself out, but never got given the chance to 
say salutations; because white supremacy silences 
it. It silences this rage by reminding us of the 
Black condition. By reminding us that we call two 
roomed shacks, who know no romance of electricity 
and running water in the dusty streets of Tembisa 
our homes. By reminding us that our high school 
education occurred in containers that accommodated 

an army of Black pupils who had no luxury of placing 
their childlike finger tips on computer keyboards. 
By reminding us that the men we call our fathers are 
boys of the system, who spend long hours of the day 
gardening and sweeping the white man’s yard for R20, 
and when they get home with a scalp direly kissed by 
the sun; these men-boys desire to break things out of 
frustration. But since they cannot afford to break and 
replace chairs, they break our mother’s bones and 
break us in the process. 

UCT and its white arrogance reminds us that we 
came to this institution with very little knowledge 
of this language that came with ships, and fists, and 
violence and moreover forced upon our people. It 
reminds us that our people live on their knees begging 
whiteness for their existence, and their survival in a 
white supremacist capitalist misogynist system; thus, 
according to UCT we ought to be grateful for being 
here because, you know; UCT was never built for us. 
Nonsense!

We are tired. We are angered and we cannot 
continue to live and learn in a space that denies us 
of our existence. We cannot continue to be treated 
as merely anonymous Black faces without a history, 
because we have a history. And that history did not 
begin when white colonialist men robbed us off 
our dignity. It did not begin when they cornered us 
with their guns and stole our land. It did not begin 
with slavery and colonialism, nor did it begin with 
apartheid. We had a history and our own narratives 
long before that, and by UCT conveniently omitting 
that in the academic curriculum and symbolic 
representation of this institution; UCT is omitting 
us and working into gradually erasing us. Us, people 
of colour. Us, Black women who carry a multitude 
of mountains and storms on our exhausted backs. 

Us, Black students who desire to be taught by Black 
female professors. Us, Black students who yearn for 
UCT to stop acting like Black women are flowers 
in revolutions and start teaching us  about Mama 
Lillian Ngoyi, Mama Nomzamo Winnie Madikizela-
Mandela, Mama Charlotte Maxeke, just to name a 
few. Us, nappy headed Black women with graceful 
knots in our rich hair, who are suffocated by the 
shackles of this university that celebrate white 
supremacy and male entitlement, though celebrating 
the likes of imperialists and misogynists’ such as 
Cecil John Rhodes, Jan Smuts,  Leander Jameson, 
Barnard Beattie. Us, women who stand in solidarity 
with sexually assaulted survivors on this campus 
who have to silently maneuver around UCT with an 
unbearable shame because they have no alternatives 
but to share their spaces with their rapists; sit in and 
be expected to adequately learn when they are in their 
tutorials; and when they’re in a good mood; those 
rapists will patronizingly smile at them and tell them 
how they look good today knowing very well how the 
Discrimination and Harassment office at UCT has 
failed women at UCT.  Us, the brown skinned melanin 
ones who are scarred by how unAfrican ‘Africa’s 
number one university’ is; and thus have labored 
intensely to try find bits of ourselves on the symbolism 
on this campus, but were accompanied by everything 
that counted that we are here, even after trying to bury 
us, we are here. We are enraged!

We are enraged because this single story of history 
that positions whiteness as triumphs that UCT so 
chooses to articulate is gigantically undermining to 
Black pain. It bluntly states that here, on this campus 
built with the sweat of our people; our pain and 
lives do not matter; for UCT treats us and the pain 
carelessly printed on our folded Black foreheads as a 
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negation of whiteness. We are enraged that on this 
campus we have no space to breathe because if it is 
not white colonialists celebrated, it is misogyny or 
exclusivity.  We are enraged and we demand that our 
campus be decolonized, because this too is our space.

We refuse to be silenced. We cannot be anonymous 
anymore.
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ON UCT, ITS ORIENTATION PROGRAMMES AND 
THE REPRODUCTION OF WHITE PATRIARCHY

oNe StAB
Musician, Writer and Education Enthusiast

This paper contains some of my thoughts on 
orientation at the University of Cape Town (UCT). 
Many of these thoughts were constructed after 
witnessing one particular orientation activity at 
Kopano, an all-male UCT residence. I expand my 
thinking to suggest what orientation might reveal 
about the institution, the hegemonic culture of the 
institution and that culture’s dominant values. I 
am arguing from a departure point that the value 
system of the university is derived from distinctly 
South African expressions of white patriarchy that 
are largely rooted in an aggressive heterosexual 
masculinity in which South African white male 
sporting culture is steeped. Further, I consider what 
the orientation process might be like for people who 
are typically excluded by white patriarchy and what 
that means in the context of the university. While a lot 
of criticism (particularly recently in the context of the 
#Rhodesmustfall movement) has rightly been aimed 
at the University and its racist institutional culture, a 
lot of that criticism has been silent on issues of sexism 
that are as widely prevalent and are, indeed, linked to 
issues of racism.1 This paper is attempt to draw those 
two struggles together by thinking outwards from the 
space of orientation. 

UCT at the beginning of the year is swamped with 
packs of first years looking something like tourist 
groups; orientation is the name of the game. It is a 
time to introduce new students to the university, to 
help them navigate the institution. It is also a lens 

into the gendered, racial and class dynamics on 
which the institution is constructed. Through the 
orientation process students are confronted with the 
dominant value system of the institution, and they 
then have to decide how they will define themselves in 
relation to those values. Depending on an individual’s 
background, identity, and ultimately their social 
capital and ability to navigate that culture, they will 
have more or less scope (than others from different 
backgrounds) to do that. In that regard, in terms 
of how one might define themselves in relation to a 
particular culture, I think people have three main2 
choices. Firstly, they can assimilate into that culture. 
This is obviously easier and more possible for certain 
groups – white people and, although assimilation will 
never be complete or unproblematic for them, Black 
people who have been socialised in white spaces. An 
individual’s lived experience up until that point will 
determine whether or not they have the social and 
cultural capital that would make assimilation into 
the dominant culture of the university any kind of 
possibility for them. If they are unable to assimilate, or 
do not want to be a part of the dominant culture they 
then have two remaining decisions – the first of which 
is really a non-decision on the part of the individual. 
The ‘decision’ is essentially forced upon them by the 
sheer distance between the hegemonic culture and 
the social and cultural capital to which someone has 
access. If the barriers to assimilation are too high for 
a particular individual, they will likely shrink into 
their shell, convinced that they are not good enough 
to be a full participant in society: they will be silenced 
by the dominance of that culture. The last remaining 
decision, of which this essay is an exponent, is active 
resistance to the hegemonic culture and the alienating 

and dehumanising effects it has on those who are 
excluded by it. 

Back to UCT orientation: Earlier this year I 
witnessed a particular event that was part of UCT’s 
orientation programme that starkly highlights how 
the space of orientation proactively reproduces white 
patriarchy. On Monday 2 February 2015 I was playing 
soccer in the vicinity of some Kopano (an all-male 
residence) orientation activities on UCT’s Lower/
Middle Campus and witnessed some deeply detestable 
and highly offensive sexist practices. The first years 
initially had to run around the soccer field in groups 
of 8-10 linking hands - an activity that wouldn’t seem 
out of place at a white all-boys’ school rugby camp. 
Indeed the hegemonic culture at most male UCT 
residences is one that is very strongly linked to, and 
to a large extent derived from, the sporting culture 
at white private and model C schools; a culture that 
celebrates particular expressions of masculinity largely 
based on violent aggression and objectification of the 
female body. Anyhow, that running activity wasn’t 
the particularly offensive part of the programme - 
after running around the field in groups and getting 
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pelted with water balloons thrown by other Kopano 
residents, all the first years assembled around the 
back side of Kopano and were led in a call-and-
response war-cry/song by, I assume, one of the senior 
boys (perhaps an elected house committee member) 
at the residence - one of the ideological leaders of the 
Kopano sexist movement. This is where the rampant 
sexism was revealed: I did not catch all the lyrics to 
the song but what I did catch was enough to turn my 
stomach. They went something like this: “See that girl 
over there in red… something something something… 
and fuck her rotten!” What!!!!!!!!!!!!???????????????? 
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! My initial response 
to this was shock and outrage, I couldn’t believe that 
this outlandish, blatant, violent sexism was allowed to 
exist at UCT. In a residence orientation activity nogal!

Following my initial reaction of shock and outrage, 
I stopped for a second and, still enraged, thought, 
it actually makes perfect sense that this type of 
thought exists at UCT and is actively reproduced 
through its orientation programmes. Witnessing this 
event took my mind back to last year, 2014, when 
there was a lot of media attention on a few horrific 
public attacks in Cape Town. Some of the attacks 
implicated white male UCT students as perpetrators 
and all were committed against Black women and 
men. In a response to a statement released by UCT’s 
Student Representative Council that condemned the 
attacks, Vice-Chancellor Max Price penned a response 
that was published online in a public forum. In his 
response, amongst other things, he claimed that the 
majority of the UCT community was involved in anti-
racist practice and that the actions of the few white 
male perpetrators of the attacks should not be taken 
as any kind of reflection on the University, its student 
and staff population at large nor its institutional 

culture: obviously an absurd, deeply offensive, 
wholly unintellectual, wholly uncritical, blatantly 
untrue, highly ignorant response. UCT is very directly 
involved in reproducing racist attitudes and it was 
incredibly arrogant and offensive for this white 
male to effectively silence the voices of many Black 
members of the UCT population whose experiences 
(which have been very clearly articulated in a number 
of forums) are evidence of the University’s racist 
institutional culture.3 

In exactly the same way that it was absurd for Price 
to make unfounded, highly ignorant claims about 
the majority of the UCT population being involved 
in anti-racist practice, it was absurd for me to, for a 
few seconds, assume that the value set reflected in 
the university’s orientation programmes should be 
anything other than sexist.4 Regarding both racism 
and sexism, UCT is embedded in a patriarchal 
white supremacist capitalist society, the values of 
which are based on relations of domination and 
oppression of particular groups- women, poor people 
and Black people.5 In claiming anti-racism within 
this oppressive structure, Max Price did a number 
of things. By suggesting that the violent white male 
perpetrators of racist and sexist attacks were outliers 
to UCT’s dominant culture, rather than extremists 
of that culture, he attempted to absolve UCT of all 
responsibility, to preserve UCT’s brand. But in doing 
so, in attempting to deflect blame away from the 
institution, he revealed the University’s complicity 
with the attacks. By failing to critically engage with 
these incidents and question what they might, in 
actuality, suggest about the University, he glossed over 
these people’s horrific, violent experiences by saying 
that the University is by and large an anti-racist space 
and as such, is not implicated in these events. 

Returning to the orientation event at hand: 
considering the positionality of certain groups of 
people within the context of this orientation event 
further highlights UCT’s complicity in racist and sexist 
oppression. As an introduction to UCT, for someone 
who is not a white heterosexual male (perhaps a man 
who is homosexual, a Black person or a woman) 
who encountered the abovementioned orientation 
programme and felt excluded by the sentiment of the 
war-cry and/or the culture in which it is rooted, this 
event speaks volumes about who is welcome at the 
University, how welcome they are at the institution, 
how the university conceives of and perceives 
‘difference,’ and how well the university makes space 
for that ‘difference.’ What does this event suggest 
about women at the University? That they are there to 
be ‘fucked rotten’ by men? What does it say to people 
whose sexual orientation is anything other than 
heterosexual, who have no voice in this? And to Black 
people? It alienates and silences the majority through 
the dominance of the distinct white culture. Clearly, 
whiteness and patriarchy are not the most inclusive of 
cultures and it is here, at orientation, that in the most 
violent, the most crude fashion, the values of these 
cultures are preached as truth from the balconies of 
UCT’s residences. 

If this is how students are introduced to the 
university, in my mind it raises the question of how 
a UCT student’s experience at the university might 
speak back to this mode of cultural introduction. To 
speak to this, I will briefly take us back to why I think 
Max Price’s claim about the UCT population at large 
being anti-racist was absurd: There is very little in 
most students’ experiences at UCT that would ever 
challenge the values exhibited during an orientation 
event like the one in question. Unless a student is part 
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of the tiny proportion of students who are fortunate 
enough to take classes with some of the, still tinier, 
number of progressive academics working actively to 
subvert the hegemonic culture, there is nothing about 
the experience of studying at UCT that challenges 
its dominant values or (which are the same as) the 
dominant values of our society. When it comes to 
relations of oppression and domination, the values 
on which UCT and our society are based, there is 
no such thing as a neutral position; and it is evident 
that - except in a few teaching spaces that (due to the 
individual work of a handful of committed academics) 
hold the potential for radical challenge, UCT as an 
institution is not actively working to challenge sexism 
or racism. In fact the converse is true – UCT embodies 
and reproduces those values of racist and sexist 
oppression. The event I described earlier is evidence 
of this. 

If the University is serious about the types of 
claims it makes about wanting to be a space free of 
discrimination then it has to realise that to become 
that type of space is a revolutionary undertaking. The 
executive of the University needs to understand that 
anti-sexism and anti-racism are not default values in 
our society, they are subversive, radical ways of being, 
of constantly struggling against a hegemonic system 
so deeply embedded in the thoughts and actions of 
almost all people. Anti-racism and anti-sexism require 
critical, deeply reflective personal journeys to unlearn 
the crooked ways in which gender, sexuality and race 
differentially constitute our everyday experiences. 

The executive of the University needs to understand 
that anti-sexism and anti-racism are not default 
values in our society, they are subversive, radical 
ways of being, of constantly struggling against 

a hegemonic system so deeply embedded in the 
thoughts and actions of almost all people.

If the University is not willing to take up the sword 
against the hegemonic culture of society and itself, 
it must stop speaking as if it is committed to values 
it doesn’t truly understand. If it wants to be a space 
that is primarily affirming for rich white boys from 
the suburbs who attended schools like St Johns, 
Michaelhouse, Bishops or any of the other patriarchal 
profit centres that instil the type of sexist ideology 
in which the detestable war-cry/song I mentioned 
earlier is rooted, then they would do well to ignore 
or, better, encourage this type of orientation practice. 
But if UCT is truly committed to anti-sexism and 
anti-racism, and if it aspires to provide a positive, 
safe space for those who do not immediately identify 
positively with the hegemonic white patriarchal value 
set of the institution, it will have to walk a hard road 
to get there. 

The only way to truly travel that road is, firstly, 
to LISTEN. LISTEN to the voices of RMF: we, the 
Black students who have created safe spaces for 
critical debate on intersectional identity. We, who 
have dared to imagine a university free from racism, 
free from sexism. We, who have the radical impulse 
and revolutionary commitment to realise what we 
imagine. The University has to make space for the 
voices of marginalised people of the institution - 
black people, women, workers, and people from the 
LGBTIAQ community – not only to be heard but to 
dictate the transformation agenda. The knowledge 
of how the oppression of the institution operates 
is situated in these groups and it is critical that the 
experiences of these groups – those oppressed by the 
hegemony of white capitalist patriarchy – are listened 

to and not argued away by white liberal standpoints 
that seek to preserve the status quo. It is only through 
listening to and understanding the daily experiences 
of these people, and then, taking as a departure 
point the transformation of the dominant culture 
and the institutional structures that reproduce those 
experiences of oppression, that any sort of relevant 
transformation agenda can be forged. Indeed a 
transformation agenda that we are driving is the only 
one we will accept. 

Regarding a transformation agenda then, a 
good place to start might be the value set that is 
disseminated through orientation. Obviously the 
orientation process does not define the institution’s 
culture. It is merely an introduction to it, it is a 
space of the reproduction and dissemination of 
white patriarchy. So changing the value set the 
orientation programme in itself will not change the 
institutional culture (that has to be done in parallel 
with challenging it on multiple fronts), but I believe 
that transforming the orientation space is critical 
to the creation of a culture where everyone feels 
welcome, where their identity does not feel as though 
it is under attack, where people are not violently 
forced into either assimilating to, being silenced by, 
or taking up arms against a radically oppressive, 
exclusionary dominant culture. How might we do 
this? As I mentioned earlier, the experiences of 
people who are marginalised and oppressed by 
UCT’s dominant culture are central to any true 
transformation programme. A committee should be 
set up comprised of representatives of these groups of 
people that both thoroughly interrogates orientation 
programmes, especially those of all-male institutions, 
and runs compulsory workshops that explore identity, 
institutional oppression and how they intersect at 
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UCT. But, a reminder that transformation cannot 
stop there, with orientation. To become a space 
free of oppression and domination entails a radical 
commitment to a programme of ongoing revolution. 

Onward.

ENDNOTES
1  UCT is also blatantly classist and, while this essay 
does not speak explicitly to class as a unit of analysis, 
class and class oppression at the University are as 
important issues and are very much bound up with 
oppression based more overtly on race, sex and sexual 
orientation. 
2  This does not purport to be an extensive list, there 
are other possible choices. The three choices I outline 
appear to me to be good points of departure for analysis 
of the topic at hand.
3  See: 1.Max Price’s letter, http://www.politicsweb.
co.za/documents/ucts-response-to-allegations-of-
racist-violence--m, 2. A potent piece of commentary 
by Dela Gwala on how response to the attacks largely 
missed out on their sexist nature, http://feministssa.
com/2015/02/05/the-other-half-of-the-conversation-
osrin-and-daily-violence/ , and 3. A critique of Price’s 
letter and his superficial understanding of racism 
(newspaper clipping at bottom of page).
4  Sexism and sexuality are issues which, while race is 
highly politicised on campus, the University in general 
and Price are noticeably silent. I think that this trend 
largely mirrors the political dynamics of South African 
society wherein issues of race receive more attention and 
are perceived to be of more importance than forms of 
oppression based on sex or sexuality. 
5  I hereby acknowledge that one can simultaneously 
be oppressed as a member of all of these categories. 
My intention here in identifying groups is not to make 
an exhaustive list of all people that are oppressed 
by patriarchal white supremacist capitalism, or the 
differential and intersecting ways in which these groups 
are oppressed, merely to illustrate a general point. 

http://www.politicsweb.co.za/documents/ucts-response-to-allegations-of-racist-violence--m
http://www.politicsweb.co.za/documents/ucts-response-to-allegations-of-racist-violence--m
http://www.politicsweb.co.za/documents/ucts-response-to-allegations-of-racist-violence--m
http://feministssa.com/2015/02/05/the-other-half-of-the-conversation-osrin-and-daily-violence/
http://feministssa.com/2015/02/05/the-other-half-of-the-conversation-osrin-and-daily-violence/
http://feministssa.com/2015/02/05/the-other-half-of-the-conversation-osrin-and-daily-violence/
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USE YOUR IMAGINATION

Mbali Matandela
University of Cape Town, Honours in Gender and Transformation 
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THE HISTORY OF THE BLACK BODY HAS 
BEEN EXOTICIZED AND FETISHIZED 
IN A PORNOGRAPHIC FASHION

Ernie Koela
University of Cape Town,  Honours in History 

The Black body historically and to this day has and 
continues to be eroticized in a violent pornographic 
fashion. Displayed in a crude and vulgar form, in 
galleries and museums - as if saying, ‘it is art’ warrants 
this attack on ‘the black body’. These obscured 
obnoxious representation of our somatic features 
violate our dignity. In this degrading fashion what 
underlies these notions is a long colonial, racist 
oppressive, psychologically violent and violating 
narrative on the ‘BLACK BODY’. It seems black 
bodies are only art when they feed into the notions of 
‘primitive’, ‘sexual’, ‘natives’. Thus woman are naked 
and bare and men and their gentiles are enlarged 
and exposed as opposed to their white counter parts 
who are dressed and seemingly dignified. These 
presentation falsely and crudely misrepresent the 
black narrative and further assimilates it into a 
colonial and racially fetishized narrative. 

Saartjie Baartman, was put on display in Europe’s 
freak show attraction as the Hottentot venus,   Post 
mortem, her Genetalia, buttocks  and brains were 
preserved by and in George Cuvier’s laboratory at 
the Museum of Natural History- as he described 
‘Hottentots’ as closer to ‘great apes than human’. 
These notions were later used as scientific justification 
of the understanding of the ‘savage ‘and white so 
called paternalism.  Thus feeding into the colonial 
agenda to tame and civilise; physically, sexually, 

morally, politically and spiritually the savage, being 
the black body and by extension Africa.

Thus we aimed to illustrate that the violent 
objectification and sexualisation of the black body 
is a system which feeds into the stereotype of racial 
superiority so subtly and insidiously it is hard to 
detect even by those bodies it represent in real life

We reject her presentation in the library, we reject 
that her standing naked commemorates her and 
retains her dignity. Further we see no difference in the 
racist, sexist methods used by the French and British 
in the freak show attraction than her presentation 
in the UCT Oppenheimer library. Thus we aimed 
to illustrate that the violent objectification and 
sexualisation of the black body is a system which feeds 
into the stereotype of racial superiority so subtly and 
insidiously it is hard to detect even by those bodies 
it represent in real life. So our aim is to challenge a 
history that represents us as a fetish, as a base sexual 
beings. There are Particular ways in which Saartjie 
Baartmans spirit and legacy can be contextualised 
and respected. Thus in our climatic end we Draped 
her and covered her hoping to show these violence’s 
inflicted on the black body and psychology still 
continue and we will not stop until we decolonise 
the black body and mind!
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Hyperreality.
The inability to differentiate. To distinguish.

Reality.. From a simulation – An imitation.

Hyperreality.

What is real? And what is fiction?
Hyperreality is the space where both collide.

Making it impossible to know where one ends. And the other begins.

That is Hyperreality.

Now.
In the Colonised world.

We live in a time many have decided to called Post-Colonial.

We celebrate, now timeless, tales of struggle for freedom.
Remember Madiba. Nelson Mandela.

The right to vote. The right to participate. The right to shape. 
New found emancipation. Brought to us by legend worthy parties that seized power through National Liberation.

The Post-Colonial world. 
Is a Hyperreal fantasy.

At the level of the individual.

My self hatred. Hypermasculinity.  Internalised racism. 
Is real. Or as real as anything else I can comprehend. 
Whether or not it leaves the safety of my head. And goes unsaid.
I’m aware of it.

HYPERREALITY IN THE COLONISED WORLD

Brian Kamanzi
Engineer and Cape Town-based Poet
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So when I walk the streets near my home. 
Or when I am trapped in an office Cafeteria. 
Forced to listen to White men lecture me. About Africans.

I have to pretend. 
You see, I don’t always have the energy to defend. 
Just smile and maybe slightly bow your head. 
It’s not always so tough. After all His superiority is beaten into my psyche. 
My skin is dark enough to hide the frustration on my face. Red.

And yet, 
How can I  deny? 
Even if I try. 
To say that things have not improved.

There is a semblance of the illusion of freedom in ways that exist today. 
That certainly didn’t yesterday.

Yet I struggle to bite back against the feeling that the gears of separation continue to push us apart.

“Africa Rising”

Looks and feels. 
Hyperreal.

Our cities are growing. Into concrete jungles. 
Simulating. Emulating.

Once again.

Is this not an unbroken line of colonisation?

McDonalds. 
Music. 
Language. 

http://wp.me/p3S2Q9-ar
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Hell sometimes even African-American slang. 
You name it. You choose it.

This is the Post-Colonial world. They say.

Hyperreal.
...

Isn’t it tempting though? 
If you can? 
To buy your sweets and meats from pretty stores with clean floors. 
Choosing to ignore. 
The unbroken lines in the sand. 
Drawn into the Earth. Into our living land. 
If you could choose. Wouldn’t you rather enjoy tea in the old British manner’s garden? 
Why ponder. And wonder. That it was built by slaves. And tyrants. Who plundered.

If you can get lost in the world of the Post-Colonial. 
Why wouldn’t you seek a better world. More surreal. 
Who cares if it’s real? 
Why wouldn’t you choose the Hyperreal?
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APPLES OF MY EYE CRY DRY BUT FILL 
MASTERS CUPS AND FOREIGN WATERS 
WHILST MY NATIVE RIVERS RUN DRY

Ernie Koela
University of Cape Town,  Honours in History 

Apples of my eye cry dry but fill masters cups and foreign waters whilst my native rivers run dry  
 
Imagery Adam and Eve pigmented separate both meek - in their eyes they saw love not somatic secretion spued 
by satanic completion through tongues turn apples of eye’s to blasphemous seeds  
 
Meadow of my heart find root in a misty storm obscure their vision, secure me of scorn born innately? in infant 
cradles homes . 
 
Young friends aged 7 named master by my grandmother of whom I revere as gogo .modesty in-humanity 
prevailed to veil pain from wrinkled skinned males grievously but viciously stripped of their hue- man qualities  
 
Sins of the soul take root in physical iniquities mouths preach pigmentation as if it’s  polygamy to rebuke free 
speech for bleached aesthetics is what they seek 
 
effecting ,on the rights one feels to plant legacies  
 
Apples of my eye cry dry but fill masters cups and foreign waters whilst my native rivers run dry.

LISTEN TO THIS POEM AND VIEW IMAGES

https://vimeo.com/133753694
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STAIN

Lufuno Ramadwa
Univeristy of Cape Town, Political Science, 
Media and English literature Student

Black stain, why do you mess up this perfect fabric of white?
My white can only attract darkness, but you not supposed to be here 
You create a problem,
You need to be fixed, 
You cannot be perfect, but you can be fixed
I will scrub on you until your darkness has faded

“No unusual, attention- attracting, exotic or dreadlock hairstyles”
I only jumped on your puddle because I wanted to see
I knew I could be dirtied, but did not expect to be
Your blackness broke my perfect white
You on me now, so
I will make it hard for you to survive.
You will learn my tongue 

Not your Molweni or Ndi macheroni, but my Goieie more Meneer 
You will learn my ways

Not your Uphokoqo or Mopani worms, but my Melktert
Living on me, that is the only way you will get by.
I am afraid of you, because I have all this to lose 

White stain,
My blackness is suppose to be susceptible to you
But why are you very hard to find here?
You were intentionally placed here 
By whom, I don’t know.
I cannot afford to get other fabric, but 
But it is fine, you can stay.
Your presence will try to 
control my conscious every time I exhale,
But it is fine.
I will try to cover you up with what I can, 
I will try to survive, 
That is the only way.
I am not afraid of you, there is nothing I have to lose.



107

[HUMAN – DEHUMANISED]
This is the most destructive dichotomy;
The beginning of subjugation and slavery.
The moment the colonisers ‘discovered’ the land and did not see people of the land.
We were invisible to western eyes – not human.
It was the death of the corporeal, the death of black consciousness to imperial thought.

[POWER- DISEMPOWERED]
This is how the imperialists conquered the invisible human;
Power was the invisible means to disenfranchise the invisible people.
They used the unseen to disempower the masses,
Our power was invisible to western eyes – not human power.
It was the death of the spirit, the death of black imagination to imperial thought.

[FEAR- FEARED]
This is how the imperialists justified the subjugation of the African.
The fear of the unknown and the power of the unknown.
They knew the limitations of the western gaze because they could not see.
They could not see the humanity that is us.
Our existence was invisible to western eyes because they feared.
The invisible and the unknown is always feared when there is insecurity.
It was the death of their spirit, the death of white supremacist imagination to understand black existence.

[BLACK EXISTENCE – N/A]
This is how black existence has imagined itself.
It is a place where dichotomy does not existence.
There is no us and them, no othering, because there is no insecurity.
There is no fear because the invisible is the spirit; the invisible is the imagination.
We are not the other, othering nor the othered.
We are destabilising the gaze of the destabilized – the fearful.
We are not fearful of confronting the short-comings of the western gaze.

THE SHORT-COMINGS OF THE WESTERN GAZE

Mbali Matandela
University of Cape Town, Honours in Gender 
and Transformation 
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AZANIA HOUSE AS A SYMBOL OF 
THE BLACK IMAGINATION

Khumo Sebambo
Cape-Town based writer
 
One night in mid-March, a friend called me and said: 
“You have to come down here and see.” It was already 
around 11pm, but I got up got dressed and went to 
the University of Cape Town because I had heard the 
murmurs: “Something is stirring at UCT.” 

I arrived on middle campus and found the front 
doors of the famously aloof Bremner building open 
wide and a large group of people were conversing in 
small groups in the parking lot and in the reception 
area. The  conversation was about the student 
occupation of the administration building. The 
occupation would continue until the University 
committed itself to decolonising the institution. 
Starting of course by unseating Rhodes.

The now-gone statue was a symbol of racial 
oppression and a colonial hangover that UCT was 
suffering from. The statue, is important in this paper 
because it provides an entry point into a larger 
conversation about space and identities which are 
inextricably connected.

In mapping space, identities too are mapped 
and black identities are among other things heavily 
constructed around spaces, so where we live, where 
we work, we travel to and where we go to school.  And 
when you combine these spaces with race, it becomes 
inseparable to questions related to subjectivity, 
authority, and power that, black people themselves 
often don’t inform.  

In the period of occupation, while students waited 
for management to meet their demands, the removal 

of the Rhodes statue just one of them, Azania house 
became an important space for black people to 
construct their own identities. It was a fantasy world 
in some ways because it was in a way removed from 
the white gaze and also from the violent constructions 
of blackness which other University spaces inform. 
Azania House served as a space, which refused 
external forces of these exclusively, mapped spaces – 
it promised a spatial safety to black identities, which 
are otherwise formed on precarious grounds. That 
spatial safety allowed for the imagination of blackness 
to flourish.

Space is oppressive in multiple orientations 
(race, sex and gender) - and the University space is 
intrinsically organised for oppression. It was never 
built to teach black students or have black people 
be lecturers and professors. Today the institution, 
under white management, is taking no real measures 
to eradicate this spatial oppression, which isn’t only 
physical but is fostered in the psychological. 

In this discussion, it must be remembered that 
in all contexts, geographical space is reflected 
as historical – that is that the particularities of 

space are formed through and informed by long 
histories of ideologies. UCT is no different despite 
the liberal white façade it enjoys parading – it is 
informed by colonial and apartheid ideologies and 
as such, geographical space at UCT is important in 
oppressing black identities such as what apartheid 
and colonisation demand of a space. If space was 
an organising tool for oppression in South Africa’s 
past, then it is more than fair to say that in the “new” 
South Africa, space should be reorganised to ensure 
equality. The University remains, in my eyes, a 
social impediment blocking the self-esteem and self-
identity of black students as it does for their white 
counterparts.

It is generally acknowledged that the University 
space is crucial to notions of self-definition and 
identity, but among black students, the only 
definitions we get are that the University is a 
representation of the sluggish racial progress and the 
enduring stench of colonialism and apartheid. We 
are gravely underrepresented in all spheres of the 
University.

The movement explored the extent of oppression 
on the black psyche in the University space and the 
phrase “Black Pain” (which is a real affliction mind 
you) was invoked over and over as an important 
aspect of identity formation. It is both cathartic and 
sad to say that you suffer from black pain and have 
people look at you with the kind of understanding that 
comes with experience. It’s cathartic because if you 
say it to another audience, a white audience, you’ll get 
a look that pathologises you and treats your pain like 
a symptom of some kind of black hypochondria – it’s 
not pathology, it our lived experience.

The real pathology is the psychology of racist 
whites in South Africa, which,  relies on certain racial 
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frameworks created by the polarity of skin colour. 
What arises out of this polarity is a need to alleviate 
internal fears present in white racist psychology and 
justify the spatial oppression of black people - it arises 
from a fabricated brew of darkness, otherness and 
desire.

Blackness was not only imagined in this space, it 
was also performed - Azania House allowed us to 
free alternative versions of blackness otherwise 
denied by UCT. 

The University of Cape Town space, where black 
people as the national majority are underrepresented, 
breeds anxious black imaginations and the erection 
of Azania house was an important tool in calming 
certain anxieties, a rescue remedy of sorts if you will. 
Blackness was not only imagined in this space, it was 

also performed - Azania House allowed us to free 
alternative versions of blackness otherwise denied 
by UCT. Azania House had massive spatial (political 
and ontological) implications and we now know with 
even more certainty that representation is no longer 
negotiable.

On a more personal note, to me the black 
imagination isn’t a lens into an afro-futuristic future 
where the black have inherited the earth nor is it a 
throwback to pre-colonial Africa where we were all 
Kings and Queens – the black imagination is rooted 
in this contemporary moment where we as black 
people actively seek our identities and formulate 
them as best as we can outside of whiteness and 
the questions related to subjectivity, authority, and 
power that, black people are not involved in forming. 
Actively fighting whiteness and its supremacy and 
engaging with one another will feed our imagination. 
Azania House provided this space to us, she protected 
young black students from the violent physical and 
psychological space of UCT and it also forced them to 
interrogate blackness and what it is. It’s time to step 
away from the table – negotiating our oppression is 
not an option.

This movement should be read as a stinging 
indictment about the racial, gendered and class 
contracts, which govern South African society and 
the lived experience of South Africans. If for no other 
reason than because it was started and remains moved 
by a generation of people who were meant to see south 
Africa differently – we were meant to live in a racially 
equal society and see beyond the colour bar. We don’t, 
the benefits of the free and racially blind South Africa 
that we’ve been promised haven’t arrived in the mail 
just as yet.

What keeping spaces like the University white 
does, is that it elevates white opinion of their 
superiority and increases their fear of black people 
making them more ignorant and more dangerous, 
might I add. As black people we outnumber white 
people but still find ourselves having to find ways to 
deal with our oppressors. WEB du Bois spoke about 
how power is asymmetrical in favour of whites but 
knowledge of the other is asymmetrical in blacks. 
It is easy to test – ask black people anything about 
white people’s lives even mundane details like how 
often they wash their hair and we know. But ask 
white people an equally mundane question and they 
are usually clueless – they’re so poorly versed in any 
grammar of blackness and it is because among other 
things space in both its physical and psychological 
manifestations privileges their position.

Black people have the ability to understand both 
black and white culture while white people have an 
understanding of their own white culture and an 
impaired understanding of black culture.

Azania House wasn’t transcending white spaces – 
it did something quite different. It was self-aware of 
the kind of time limits it was forced to function under 
and so it eked out everything from the space that it 
could. I wasn’t there all of the time, but I feel that 
while I was there it was hard work. It was hard work 
to conscientise ourselves and one another to the point 
that we felt it was safe enough to let each other go. A 
fellow member of the movement said, and I remember 
this clearly: “We’re all fucked up now.” And she meant 
it not that we’re bad, but that we can see clearly now 
and that no returning to any previous state of racial 
blindness was possible. If anything our sight would 
develop more clearly and consciousness would open 
more widely as we forged the path to a nation, which 
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is truly ours: Azania. I’m not saying that it was a house 
of magic but we equipped each other.

The occupation of the University’s Administration 
and management building, Bremner Building, was a 
move made in order to get the ear of management. But 
eventually an eviction notice (which has all sorts of 
implication in South Africa) was served to individual 
members of the movement and it further proves the 
point. Firstly that space is vital in identity formation 
and secondly, that you cannot negotiate your 
oppression with your oppressor.
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STAGNANT DEBATES, STAGNANT MINDS

Mbali Matandela
University of Cape Town, Honours in Gender 
and Transformation 

What do you think about the statue? Can you tell us 
how the statue will solve anything? These are some 
of the questions that I’ve had to answer in the past 
three weeks of protest that have taken place at the 
University of Cape Town. In my opinion, the initial 
group that started the Rhodes Must Fall Movement 
did not realise that the interpretation of the Rhodes 
Must Fall symbolism would reveal the state of South 
African consciousness as it has to this present day. 
The movement used the statue as a symbol of the 
institutional racism and other exclusionary politics 
that are linked to the racism, such as patriarchy and 
white cultural supremacy.

Although three weeks have past and numerous 
protests and interviews have been done, the debate 
is still predominately centred on the statue and 
the historical implications of its removal. It is 
disheartening to say that the counter-debates that have 
surfaced do not directly address our call to a more 
inclusive institutional culture, but merely address 
the physical evidence of the lack of transformation. 
This is telling of the current paradigm that our society 
exists in - the same European paradigm that Post-
Imperialist writers were writing about. From the first 
black consciousness movement, called Negritude, to 
the more recent black consciousness scholars, the 
European paradigm has been problematized in its 
African context. The European paradigm as the post-
colonialist scholar Oyewumi (2005) in Visualizing 
the Body: Western Theories and African Subjects 

states that western thought is fixated on reason 
that is constructed based on the physical. In saying 
the physical, I’m referring to physical evidence 
that either supports or critiques an argument. This 
same Eurocentric reason or logic is present in most 
European languages that use dualisms such as black-
white, male-female and physical-imaginative. In turn, 
these dualisms simplify the experience to be one or the 
other. This western ideology constrains citizens from 
understanding that the physical statue has meaning, 
feeling and a narrative on transformation embedded in 
its central positioning on the campus.

I envisaged that the debate would have progressed 
and transcended the physical at this point in the 
movement, but the debate has stagnated due to the 
unwillingness of public to shift their consciousness to 
a new paradigm of thought. Once the debate starts to 
use imagination to understand the oppressive nature 
of institutional racism and other exclusionary politics 
in institutions, the transformation agenda would begin 
to be understood holistically.

Therefore, I urge the public to not fall into the 
trap of the statue debate because it only reinforces 
the western paradigm of thought that this movement 

is opposing. This debate is complex because black 
bodies have complex historical grievances that 
translate into present society. So, in order for Rhodes 
to fall, I encourage the public to prepare for a shift 
in consciousness in order to delegitimise white 
supremacist knowledge. This shift in consciousness 
entails stripping layers of intergenerational 
conditioning that have been passed onto society 
from colonial times. Therefore, in order to start the 
decolonising process, allow your imagination to 
move past the physical and think about your counter 
argument after understanding the narrative. Our 
narratives have for centuries been simplified for 
western conquest, so I urge you to conquer your 
ideological framework by observing, listening and 
understanding the context of South Africa through 
the voices of the marginalized. We see it and feel it 
because society does not provide us with a narrative; 
this is our narrative, this is the identity of blackness. 

REFERENCES
Oyewùmí, Oyèrónké. 2005. “Visualizing the body: 
Western theories and African subjects in Oyewumi (ed) 
African Gender Studies: A Reader. Basingstoke: Palgrave 
Macmillan: 3-21.

Our narratives have for centuries been simplified 
for western conquest, so I urge you to conquer your 
ideological framework by observing, listening and 
understanding the context of South Africa through 
the voices of the marginalized.
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HOW I ENVISION A DECOLONISED UCT TO BE LIKE 

Noluvuyo Mjoli
University of Cape Town, Honours in Film 
and Media

UCT has dismissed all the other demands the 
movement has made. Azania House has gotten back to 
being called Bremner House. They have repainted the 
walls and got rid of all the posters. It is as if there was 
never an occupation there. Everything is so clean and 
back it its place. 

I am told that the struggle for a black space in UCT 
did not only start a few weeks ago by Maxwele. That 
is also did not start with Vernac News questioning 
UCT in 2014. That it also did not start with Imbizo 
5 on the same year. People tell me as well that the 
movement Concerned Centre for African Studies in 
2010 were not the first people to want curriculum 
transformation in UCT. People tell me also that the 
Mamdani Affair of 1998 whereby Mahmood Mamdani 
was refused implementing an Afrocentric curriculum 
was also not the first time a black scholar to stress 
about Afrocentric studies pre-colonialism at UCT. 
People have also told me that the Archie Mafeje Affair 
where an African Scholar was refused promotion 
to professorship because of the colour of his skin in 
1967/8. I am also told that UCT was built in 1829, but 
that it was only in 1980 where they started admitting 
black students in relatively large numbers. The 
Black Alumini of the 1990s also related it to me that 
there were the ones carrying non-violent protests 
fighting against racism. As far as the movement is 
concerned, the struggle continues. This will not be the 
last movement that seeks to challenge the legacy of 
colonialism in this space.

My sister will be in university four years from now. 
I wouldn’t want her to try so hard to fit in. I envision 
a system of higher education that would let her 
embrace herself and background as she is. I envision 
a decolonised University of Cape Town where black 
students don’t have alter themselves and cultures in 
trying to fit in to the system of white culture. I envision 
a UCT where no one will laugh at her accent because 
she would be coming from Thutho Lesedi High School: 
a township school. 

I envision a decolonised UCT that will not laugh at 
me when I present my research paper in isiZulu, 
citing Scholars from the UKZN.

I envision a decolonised UCT as a brave new world 
has places for people like me that come from the 
village and townships of South Africa. I envision a 
decolonised UCT that does not demonise my culture 
simply as barbaric and evil. Where my culture won’t 
have to remain at the gate of UCT, waiting for me to 
fetch it when it is vacation. 

With decolonisation, I see a UCT where I do not 
have to constantly hide my arms with long sleeve 
jackets because of being constantly asked why am 
I wearing these funny beads, this scary animal skin 
around my wrist as well as having this scary cow’s 
skull on my neck. I envision a decolonised UCT that 
will not prosecute me for burning impepho in my 
room. I envision a decolonised UCT that won’t let the 
fire alarm go off whenever I attempt to light it because 
I do need to connect with my elders emsamu. 

The UCT I envision is the one that won’t propel 
me to speak English all week long just to be accepted 
as intellectually equal to everybody. I envision a 
decolonised UCT that will not laugh at me when I 

present my research paper in isiZulu, citing Scholars 
from the UKZN. 

I envision a decolonised UCT where my intelligence 
is not measured by how far I can quote Karl Marx, 
but about how far along I can critique the teaching 
system without being sent to Valkenberg Mental 
Hospital. I wish for a UCT that will not tell me to tone 
down my anger when I talk about apartheid and white 
Supremacy. 

I envision a decolonised UCT where Haile Sellaise, 
Walter Rodney and Julius Nyere are used as a point of 
reference for Africa’s unique economic development 
systems instead of the tyrants which the western 
academia work has painted them to be. 

I envision a UCT where I do not have to hold only 
to Dr. Shose Kessi and Dr. Litheko Modisane as my 
supervisor because these are the only successful blacks 
that I see teaching me since there aren’t that many of 
them to choose from anyway. 

I envision a decolonised UCT where my fellow 
colleagues won’t frown upon me when I eat with my 
own hands in formal occasions, because till today I do 
not know how to eat with a fork and knife. I also do 
not know how to walk in heels, so events like Invest 
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Soc and Forest Hill Formal often kick me out saying, 
I am not formal enough, that I have worn tackies and 
therefore I am “inappropriate” for the occasion. 

I envision a decolonised UCT where no one will 
keep asking me, “Is it heritage day today or are you 
going somewhere special today? Your traditional 
clothing really suits you”, but a UCT that joins me in 
making traditional attires a norm instead of a once off 
heritage day on the 24th of September. 

I envision a new UCT where workers whose jobs 
won’t strip them off their dignity because currently 
they are reduced to cleaning, driving and garden 
objects that no one ever takes notices of. I envision a 
decolonised UCT that does not reduce grown men into 
children who feel the need to regain their manhood 
only when they go back home to their wives who 
they beat, taking out the frustration they get from 
the places they work in. I envision a new UCT where 

old mothers of someone out there do not have to 
face humiliation they get from students who reduce 
them to kitchen girls. Kitchen girls that are supposed 
to clean after them and even their soiled pads that 
get dumped carelessly in the toilets. I dream of a 
decolonised UCT where students greet them and 
appreciate and recognise their existence. 

I wish a decolonised UCT will recognise that we 
come from families that teach us inhlonipho, the same 
inhlonipho that hates children who turn a blind eye to 
elders when they are in need. 

Inhlonipho hates those who don’t respect elders 
even though the system in the residences teaches 
us to turn a blind eye by criminalising those it calls 
trespassers. Trespassers are those who should not be 
helped when they need to be swiped in to residences 
because CPS will take care of that. I envision a UCT 
residence that will not take me to disciplinary Court 
just because an elderly woman who cleans this place 
forgot her access card and then asked me to open 
for her. 

I envision a decolonised UCT where the system of 
white supremacy won’t elevate black people to higher 
positions just so that they can serve as watchdogs 
and police officers who oppress other blacks at the 
bottom. Instead, I wish for a UCT that does not hire 
blacks just because of being black by the skin. I wish 
for a system that will take into regard that you black 
and still concerned about the development of another 
black person. 

I envision a new UCT that will allow me to bring 
even 10 people if I want to my graduation instead of 
the two tickets it gives me. I envision a decolonised 
UCT that will build rondavel and Ndebele type of 
architecture instead of the Michael-Angelo style I see 
all around campus. 

I imagine a new wall of fame in UCT that has 
people like Winnie Ma-Dikizela Mandela, Nkosi 
Johnson, Hamilton Naki, Brenda Fassie, Queen 
Ndzinga, Mambush Noki, a portrait of that person 
that lives on the street, that black and poor farmer as 
people who will dominate UCT’s wall instead of the 
Oppenheimer’s and Queen Victoria that are listed 
there. 

In short, my friend, I sit alone in my room, dope 
myself a bit so that I can be able to see all these 
because reality is just refusing me to see them, to 
touch them, thus I go in a trance to imagine them 
happening. That, for me would be a decolonised 
University of Cape Town, regardless if a Van donder 
or a Akokpari is the Vice Chancellor.



The Salon: Volume Nine
RHODES MUST FALL114

LIBERALS AND CONSCIOUSNESS

Ernie Koela
University of Cape Town,  Honours in History 

The ‘specific exclusion’ of white persons in black 
institutions sounds counter intuitive to a theory or 
philosophy that aims to dismantle racist ideology. 
For the former notion at first glance seems too imply 
an opposing racist or racial ideology of anti- white 
or reverse apartheid. What the essay will aim to do 
is flesh out what Steve Biko meant about the specific 
exclusion of white people and outlines the context 
of South Africa in 1970 which support this claim. 
Furthermore the project will discuss the justification 
of this claim and the possible objections to black 
consciousness. 

Apartheid South Africa in 1971 is a highly 
racialized and racist society; South Africa at the time 
is a society rife with racially motivated metaphysical, 
epistemic and moral injustices.1 Miscarriages of 
justice in the forms of death squads and undefined 
detentions without court order, socio-economic 
injustice where the factors of production and means 
for economic appropriation are unequally divided 
or concentrated in the hands of the white minority.2 
There is systematic discrimination of black people 
institutionalised in the migrant labour systems and 
Bantustans policies, aimed to firstly segregate blacks 
and whites socially but also use black people as means 
to white economic ends. The immorality act and 
separate amenities act aimed to separate amenities 
to distinguish white superiority and enforce black 
inferiority. Along the same vein these acts perpetuate 
a white purity through anti-miscegenation laws, and 
further assert the black man’s subservient and sub 

citizen place in apartheid South Africa. The Bantu 
education act systematically aimed at the creation of 
the quintessential “non-white person” in South Africa, 
trained to obey and not ‘know’ his place and role in 
society, according to Biko to serve white goals in body 
and in soul.3

This describes a society which formulates all its 
structures whether on economic, political or social 
structures based on an ideological foundation of racial 
segregation and in that a hierarchical relationship of 
subordination. Drawing from Miranda Fricker’s ideas 
on hermeneutical injustice a theory that suggests that 
in an imbalanced society where power is dominated by 
a specific interest group. All knowledge and structures 
such as courts, parliament and legislature that form 
the resource pool that society use to understand 
themselves in relation to their society and their own 
personal identity.4 Render, usually but not exclusively, 
marginalized peoples intelligible in understanding or 
communicating their grievances.5 

 For example if in a patriarchal society male 
dominance is espoused as a norm and in that woman 
play a subordinate role in society. Woman in this 
society are thus deprived of generating knowledge and 
by virtue of their exclusion in hermetical resources 
generation are potentially rendered incapable of 
forming concepts for their experiences in society. 
For example in a patriarchal society, a woman who is 
sexually abused or raped ‘within marriage’ , insofar as 
the society  sees woman’s as a subordinate to men’s 
will or desires. Would not recognize this abuse as 
a real violation of a person’s rights, that has moral 
implications and in that requires to be noticed. This 
is because according to Miranda Fricker, it is not in 
the interest of the group in power to recognize these 
problems thus they ignore or warp the ability for 

woman to conceptualize their violation.6 In that, limit 
woman’s ability to use/ form what is now known today 
as ‘marital rape’ as a permissible concept and tool to 
rectify and communicate their problems to others and 
themselves.7

If Biko holds that, yes identity is self-determined 
but external factors such as social position, in this 
case pigmentation, act strongly to what contents are 
included in self-determination.8 Then Bikos argument 
follows that the process of interpretation of self, 
metaphysically and morally are different for white 
and black people due to the nature of the systems 
they live.9 The contrasting narratives of black and 
white in the apartheid system ran parallel to one 
another in that the former and latter only had their 
own perspectives to understand themselves. Biko 
suggested that South African society created a black 
man who was spiritually disempowered.10 This was 
due to Biko’s notion of ‘spiritual poverty’ – derived 
from an inability to act freely and think individually.11 
For insofar as he is treated as an  ‘object’ in that  
given sources of understanding of his being that are 
“flawed” , not generated by his own process of social 
hermeneutical resources generation. The content of 
his identity is morphed or stripped from him thus, his 
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human potential of freedom or autonomy of creation 
of self is undermined. 

By that very logic Biko suggests that the black man 
in a warped social ,economic and political structure 
sees himself as inferior for all ‘injustices are imposed 
on him” as a result of his “blackness’.12 The white man 
on the other hand was within a structure where all 
legislature and forces were at his disposal. He was, 
or at the least had the potential and capacity to be 
involved in the process of hermeneutical resource 
structuring. In that he could plea violence or civil 
rights violation at any of the injustices that the black 
man suffered. 

The value of ‘identity’ or more correctly 
understanding of self informs both our understanding 
of personal identity.13 Further it informs our 
perception of others identity that then informs our 
interaction with other people. Biko thus highlighted 
the structure of apartheid South Africa, which through 
a process of socialization, created a system where 
black and white were habitually separated and in that 
understood each other in a vertical relationship of 
inferior and superior. 14

Biko suggested that due to this ‘vertical 
relationship’ the resources of understanding that 
inform interaction placed white and black in different 
positions in society.15 Thus the liberal white could not 
make or understand the black problem of oppression 
because the system gave him potentials and rights 
that did not subject him to the injustices suffered by 
those perceived as black.16 It is important to note the 
injustice is placed on those who are black because 
they are black and the privilege to those who are white 
because they are white. The white man thus could 
sympathise, but never fully be because he was white in 
a system which structurally and ideologically informed 

the white man of his dominance and privilege and the 
opposite thereof for the black man.17 Thus the black 
experience can only be had by black people therefore 
a white person can never by virtue of the apartheid 
system know what the experience is. 

Supplemented to this Biko purported, that due 
to the inability to be black and thus understand the 
gravity of the ‘black’ grievance.18 The White man 
implicitly or explicitly uses his white perspective 
and frames a black narrative and direction for 
emancipation based on his ideology or ‘false or 
insufficient ‘understanding of the black struggle.19 
Thus for Biko and Miranda in order to raise 
consciousness about the black emancipation the 
grievance must be put forward by black peoples.20For 
in a society that oppresses black people because they 
are black people the institutions that aim to raise 
consciousness about these grievances must be black.21  
For to form hermeneutical tools and resources to 
assist in understanding the cause and the means by 
which to achieve black emancipation - those who are 
oppressed must consolidate and understand what 
their grievance is and in that how and who they must 
fight against to overcame this grievance.22  

Then white liberals cannot in the system of 
apartheid necessarily ‘identify’ with black people 
and thus articulate and communicate to themselves 
and others the black grievance. This speaks to the 
dissonance that Miranda speaks of where for example 
in the patriarchal system, if woman band together to 
raise consciousness about the abuse against woman.23 
It would follow that woman as the victims of abuse 
are then the ones who are able to fully articulate or 
describe the grievance.24 If men were the parties 
articulating what they perceived as the grievance for 
woman within an institution for woman abuse - there 

is a tension between how far a man can articulate a 
grievance that only a woman can experience within 
the context of the marital rape example. Therefore 
in the same way white people who are not black and 
thus cannot know oppression cannot lead institutions 
that are meant to generate knowledge about the 
oppression.

Biko suggested the white liberals went as far 
as to describe or proscribe the means, methods 
and goal for black people’s emancipation.25 This 
passive engagement directed by the white liberal 
firstly narrates the black struggle in a false path of 
independence, based according to Biko on the false 
premise that a colour blind society will change South 
Africa.26 This assertion reduces the black struggle to a 
plea which presents its case to the white powers – who 
then will decide what to do with the black problem.27 

Liberals aim for integration without destroying 
an imbalanced system, attacks the straw man of 
apartheid for the problem is the systems and how 
do you integrate people whilst the system designed 
to separate still exists?28 Thus white involvement is 
counterproductive to conscious raising and the black 
liberation struggle.in that white people cannot grasp 
the black struggle because they are not black and thus 
cannot by the hermeneutical structures that be fully, 
fight for the black struggle in the same way as black 
people ‘must’. This statement suggests white people 
can fight for the struggle thus they are not excluded 
but must do so in their own way.29 Biko suggested that 
if the white liberal aimed to assist the black person 

For in a society that oppresses black people 
because they are black people the institutions that 
aim to raise consciousness about these grievances 
must be black.



The Salon: Volume Nine
RHODES MUST FALL116

he should begin to challenge and change the white 
misconception of superiority and not to control the 
black institutions.30

The question that is usually posed to black 
consciousness is whether it fosters black exclusivity. 
This question I argue is unfairly placed, for in an 
imbalanced society balance is gained though a 
counterweight not by adding feathers to the other 
side claiming there is something on the other end but 
in actuality those things make no difference. That is 
the agenda of creating a colourless society without 
tackling the real systemic issues. Thus to counter 
balance the misconceptions of black culture history 
and identity real concepts should be created by a black 
institution to add to the black identity. The question is 
how far does black empowerment go and when do all 
colours become equal? 

Another question then is – are other ‘races’ unable 
to understand or conceptualise the oppression of 
other races and in that assist on the basis of morality? 
The essay suggests that one must first distinguish your 
goal and then decipher whether this stance is logically 
true or is it justified by other means. To deal with the 
former the essay holds that although it may be difficult 
for the oppressor to identify with the oppressed for 
their experiences are not the same. The oppressed can 
in particular cases identify a moral injustice and act 
in kind for example Mr Schindler in the Schindler’s 
list a German man who assists Jews in a Nazi regime 
with his financial resources. Thus even though he 
was not Jewish he could still identify an injustice and 
in that acted on a moral judgment. Although moral 
identification may be possible why can white people 
not on moral obligation join the institutions? 

If Biko’s goal is the strengthening of the black 
man to regain his independence and in that of black 

institutions This is a mission to identify with being 
‘black’ (defined as all those who are oppressed) not to 
discard pigmentation as if this will bring real change.31 
This aimed to recognize ‘black oppression’ as not 
only a conceptual injustice but a process or subject 
that includes different economic social and political 
injustices.32 The flaw of the liberal apart from falsely 
purporting to know the black struggle is the goal for 
integration.as if pigmentation and all concepts and 
socio-economic factors that are connected to it will 
disappear with a shift in ideology or attitude in how 
peoples perceive one another.33

 Thus by Biko’s definition of black peoples as 
those who are oppressed economically, socially and 
politically through the apartheid system.34 Then the 
essay would suggest he is justified. In excluding liberal 
whites on two levels, A, the tension of dissonance, 
whereby in order to be in a black institution one 

needs to be black in order to articulate the experience. 
Secondly in the feather analogy in order to build 
conscious real understanding of self must follow to 
counterbalance the misconstrued understanding 
of self that the apartheid system has induced. The 
essay holds this justification insofar as your have a 
divided system like apartheid South Africa where the 
disempowerment of black people and the root of their 
‘spiritual poverty’ is living lives of dependence on 
white persons and system. Thus white participation in 
black institution is reproducing this dependence and 
subtly a case of spiritual poverty.

REFERENCES 
Biko Steve, Chapter 6, ‘We Blacks’, of I Write What I 
Like,ed. Aelred Stubbs (Heinemann, 1978), pp. 27-32 59
 
Biko Steve, ‘White Racism and Black Consciousness’, in 
Student Perspectives on South Africa, ed. Hendrik W. 
van derMerwe & David Welsh (David Philip, 1972), pp. 
190-202 

Biko Steve, Chapter 8, ‘The Definition of Black 
Consciousness’, of I Write What I Like, ed. Aelred Stubbs 
(Heinemann, 1978), pp. 48-53 

Fricker Miranda, Chapter 7, ‘Hermeneutical Injustice’, 
of Epistemic Injustice: Power & the Ethics of 
Knowing(Oxford University Press, 2007), pp. 147-175 

ENDNOTES
1  Steve Biko, Chapter 6, ‘We Blacks’, of I Write What I 
Like,ed. Aelred Stubbs (Heinemann, 1978), pp. 27-29
2  Ibid
3 Ibid 
4  Miranda Fricker, Chapter 7, ‘Hermeneutical 
Injustice’, of Epistemic Injustice: Power & the Ethics of 
Knowing(Oxford University Press, 2007), p.150-151
5  Ibid.p.167-168



117LIBERALS AND CONSCIOUSNESS

6  Ibid.p.150-151
7  Ibidp.p.152-155
8  Steve Biko, Chapter 8, ‘The Definition of Black 
Consciousness’, of I Write What I Like, ed. Aelred Stubbs 
(Heinemann, 1978), pp.48-52
9  Ibid.p.49 
10    Ibid.pp.48 -49
11  Steve Biko, Chapter 6, ‘We Blacks’, of I Write What I 
Like, ed. Aelred Stubbs (Heinemann, 1978), p. 28 
12  Steve Biko, Chapter 8, ‘The Definition of Black 
Consciousness’, of I Write What I Like, ed. Aelred Stubbs 
(Heinemann, 1978), pp.48-49
13  Steve Biko, ‘White Racism and Black 
Consciousness’, in Student Perspectives on South Africa, 
ed. Hendrik W. van derMerwe & David Welsh (David 
Philip, 1972),p.199-200 
14  Ibid.p.199 
15  Ibid.p.194 
16  Ibid.pp.194-195
17  Steve Biko, ‘White Racism and Black 
Consciousness’, in Student Perspectives on South Africa, 
ed. Hendrik W. van derMerwe & David Welsh (David 
Philip, 1972),p.194-195
18  Ibid.pp.192-193
19  Ibid 
20  Miranda Fricker, Chapter 7, ‘Hermeneutical 
Injustice’, of Epistemic Injustice: Power & the Ethics of 
Knowing(Oxford University Press, 2007), pp. 174-175
21  Ibid 
22  Steve Biko, Chapter 8, ‘The Definition of Black 
Consciousness’, of I Write What I Like, ed. Aelred Stubbs 
(Heinemann, 1978), pp.52-53 
23  Mirandan Fricker, ‘Hermeneautical Injustice’,p.167
24  Ibid.p.168 
25  Steve Biko, ‘White Racism and Black 
Consciousness’, in Student Perspectives on South Africa, 
ed. Hendrik W. van derMerwe & David Welsh (David 
Philip, 1972),p. 193 
26  Ibid 
27  Ibid 
28  Ibid.pp.194- 5
29 Ibid.p.195 

30  Ibid 
31 Steve Biko, ‘White Racism and Black Consciousness’, 
in Student Perspectives on South Africa, ed. Hendrik W. 
van derMerwe & David Welsh (David Philip, 1972),p.194
32  Ibid 
33  Steve Biko, Chapter 8, ‘The Definition of Black 
Consciousness’, of I Write What I Like, ed. Aelred Stubbs 
(Heinemann, 1978), p. 52 
34  Ibid 



The Salon: Volume Nine
RHODES MUST FALL118

#AZANIAHOUSEDIARIES 13 APRIL 2015

Shabashni Moodley
University of KwaZulu Natal, Sociologist at the 
Inkubator for Social Innovation 

How Max Price attempted to (Re) Hegemonise the 
UCT; #Rhodeshasfallen historical moment - on Friday 
morning- less than 24 hours after the world watched 
the First Victory of #rhodesmustfall Movement.

The subtext of his intimidation notice, to students, 
staff and alumni, is;

1. to undermine the sheer brilliance of the #Aza-
niaHouse occupation strategy…

2. to cast doubt on the intelligent tactic of bring-
ing the entire administrative nerve center to 
its knees, for 30 days, thereby pressurizing 
management to accelerate its ‘never ending 
consultation’ approach.

3. to cast doubt on the Power that this #rhodes-
mustfall Movement has, to effectively mobi-
lize transformation/ the annihilation of UCT’s 
colonial praxis.

4. to camouflage how white violence esp in the 
form of legal process is the real Intimidator.

By applying the language of ‘ill-legal(s)’ Max 
Price attempts to criminalize the #rhodesmustfall 
Movement so that the world must now, consider the
#rhodesmustfall Movement as ‘terrorists’ who 
‘traumatized’ UCT into submission… in doing this he 
attempts to show that ‘rhodes and his incarnates’ are 
still ‘in charge’ here.

But, the #rhodesmustfall Movement will never 
allow UCT be the same again

• in 1968, UCT’s students joined the global protest 
against the rejection of Prof Archie Mafeje’s by 
UCT’s management. They did a ‘sit-in’ at the 
then Bremner Building (now Azania House wink 
emoticon for 9 days).

The, 1968, students fell for the senates “saving face 
measures” by accepting the erection of a plaque and 
the creation of an Archie Mafeje ‘Academic Freedom 
Research Award’ which would be financed via an 
imposed levy; a condition that was eventually rejected 
by Senate.

....here’s an except of the events described by 
the, brilliant, historian & sociologist Prof.Lungisile 
Ntsebeza

“… By the end of the 1960s, the Mafeje affair had 
escaped the memory of virtually all sectors of 
UCT, students and staff who sat-in at Bremner 
building included.... It is interesting to note that 
almost all the students of 1968 that I interviewed 
in 2008 not only claimed that they never met 
Mafeje, they never made attempts to find out 
what happened to him, a clear suggestion that the 
Mafeje affair was, in the eyes of the students, not 
about Mafeje, the person, but about themselves 
and at best, the principle, in this case, academic 
freedom and the autonomy of universities…”

In 2015 ( from 13 March - 13 April 2015: 30 
Days!!!) , the #rhodesmustfall Movement restored 
dignity to the Archie Mafeje Room by intellectualsing 
it, sleeping in it, living in it, occupying it with Afrikan 
Intellectual Praxis - …. until, of course, the sheriff of 
the court arrived with an eviction notice at 7 Pm on 10 
Friday 2015.

The #rhodesmustfall Movement disrupted the 
bastardization of Archie Mafeje’s intellectual legacy 
which is now merely a hollow space where finance & 
admin meetings happen.

Wanting, to reach for more than the 1968 students, 
who were merely looking out for themselves, the 
#rhodesmustfall Movement want(ed) permanent 
occupation of the Archie Mafeje Room. ….

....Because… Names matter… Legacies matter… 
Place Matters;  Afrikan Intellectuals Will Not be 
treated like hollow spaces whilst Colonialists like 
Rhodes get to live and talk from pedestals, in every 
way possible.

UCT is in Afrika… It is embedded in Afrikan Soil… 
Built by Black Afrikan Bodies … It’s a Public University 
… and the #Rhodesmustfall Movement will continue 
to make sure that ‘the incarnates of rhodes’ don’t 
forget that this is Afrika!

#AzaniaHousediaries 

11 April 2015- A response to a-revolution-deferred-
why-ukzn-students-should-not-follow-the-example-
of-uct 
 
http://www.dailymaverick.co.za/opinionista/2015-04-
09-a-revolution-deferred-why-ukzn-students-should-
not-follow-the-example-of-uct/#.VTKVWpNA5rN
 
From my view; this article is a necessary contribution 
in the public polemic…students inside the system 
need to, publically, say/ write a lot more about their 
experiences (me included) … it will dynamise the 
national imagination in many ways… but there are, 
also, some dangerously reductive, narrow conceptual 
shortcomings in this article. 

https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/rhodeshasfallen?source=feed_text&story_id=10155439051930296
https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/rhodesmustfall?source=feed_text&story_id=10155439051930296
https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/azaniahouse?source=feed_text&story_id=10155439051930296
https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/azaniahouse?source=feed_text&story_id=10155439051930296
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It doesn’t attend to the moment when 
the emerging divisive narrative about UCTs 
students as “exceptional” was shattered. 
UKZN’s #georgemustfall was an important act of 
solidarity in the annihilation of colonial violence in 
higher education . 

At Azania House over the easter weekend I found 
comrades from WITS and ‘(R)odes’… who had made 
the trip to CPT to be in solidarity and negotiate over 
collective futuristic strategies. .. 

A brother from WITS, who is a PhD candidate in 
Politics detailed the colonial violence in that dept…the 
Sisters from (R)odes spoke about the gravity of sexual 
violence amongst white students on the campus which 
is invisiblized by management to protect the image of 
white students.

In other words inspite of the, colonial attempt, to 
make this about separate struggles, students are in an 
informal collective Share - IN about the violence they 
encounter… they are naming it… deconstructing it… 
and shaming it.

Also , by UCT students shattering their own 
silence and coming out of the closet about their ‘non-
exceptionalism’ they too have shown solidarity with 
students across south afrika. This article doesn’t 
account for these powerful forms of hegemonic 
disruption over the past 3/4 weeks. 

I agree that UKZN actioned transformation in 
important ways… most pivotal was the no tuition 
fees for hons, masters and phd from as early as 
2003 – it gave many young people like myself from 
vulnerable communities a chance to build intellectual 
dreams. We even have a Traditional Medicine Wing/ 
curriculum at the Med school and an Indigenous 
Knowledge Center of Excellence at UKZN. 

Therefore, walking into a UKZN research event 
immediately dispels Max’s claim re; “there isn’t 
enough black suitable qualified academics in South 
Afrika” because black excellence is so easy to locate 
at UKZN. 

But students roast the campus every semester 
because we, too, have serious access and student 
retention issues… financial exclusion, limited 
accommodation, hunger and disgraceful displays of 
paternalism, misogyny, academic exploitation, high 
levels of rape in residences, gender based violence 
particularly violence against black queer womyn. 

and and and and… so we need georgemustfall 
urgently.. patriarchy in all its violent manifestations 
must be annihilated. This form of detail/ analysis/ 
conceptualization is missing in this article… it 
seems like its easier to use the lens of class struggle 
than to consider a new form of solidarity politics 
amongst students in different apartheid and colonial 
geographies. Solidarity Protests across locations 
may generate the kind of consistent pressure that 
our hyper-corporatised universities need + pressure 
the Ministry Of Higher Education to attend to the 
inequalities in and between universities. 

Finally, I am also, one of those people who has 
zero tolerance + shuts down any krap about students 
being vulgar or barbaric for messing up hollow pieces 
of stone like george. Because I am bored of talking… 
doing the labour of explaining and re-explaining. 

Infact the opportunity cost of the imagination, 
that comes from over talking and over debating is, too 
damn expensive.

https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/georgemustfall?hc_location=ufi
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BLACK IMAGININGS

Thuli Gamedze
Cape Town-based artist and writer

There is no possibility of beginning an oppressive 
world regime using ‘nuanced violence’.  The 
psychological violence of colonialism today only exists 
as a re-enactment, or a reframing of the original 
physical warfare between colonialist and colonized 
bodies, this being the most basic kind of physical 
violence and theft. 

We might understand that the discourse of images, 
writing and symbols is a parallel colonialism, one 
that served as culpable accompanier to the central 
violent interaction of colonisation. However, as we 
understand this notion, we must observe that the 
classic colonial process of inflicting first physical 
violence, and then psychological violence is, in the 
image-world, impossible, because symbolism’s original 
scope for violence is, and has always been in the 
psyche. Thus we must recognize the idea that in the 
contemporary world, symbolism continues to operate 
in its original form.

So although at this point in time, white supremacist 
capitalist patriarchal structures psychologically 
violate the black body, the way these structure are 
represented in the world (through symbolic gestures) 
has managed to retain this historic lack of nuance and 
complexity. What I mean here, is that contemporary 
images and representation still repeat the profound 
violence of a colonial regime because these entities 
have always occupied the space of the psychological- 
and the space of psychological violence under white 
supremacist patriarchal rule, remains wholly intact 
and fully protected.

The kind of symbolism that black people are forced 
to exist between, and on the outside of, continues 
to reflect the violence of colonial occupation. Here, 
I refer to a multitude of symbols- yes, the Rhodes 
statue, for instance, but also the symbolism inherent 
within every other space of existence- within popular 
culture, within academic curricula, literature, 
mainstream music, art, architecture, theatre, etc. 
White supremacist patriarchal representative culture 
pervades the contemporary world in ways that 
appeal to binaries, as Mbali Matandela mentions in 
‘Stagnate Debates’ (2015), in ways that continue to be 
unimaginative. 

SYMBOLIC VIOLENCE: LOCATING THE BLACK IMAGINATION
As humans- fluid individuals who create discourse 
through our daily lives- the ability to self-imagine 
is essential to our existence. We must be able to 
consistently see ourselves and understand ourselves 
in spaces different to those we occupy in the present. 
This idea of self-imagination is necessary to every 
sphere of our daily lives, as well as to our lives in a 
larger context. Imagination allows us to progress, to 
have vision and to make decisions. 

So if we can concur that in order to progress, 
and even to exist, the individual needs the capacity 
to self-imagine, then the implications of the world-
dominating white supremacist patriarchal symbolism 
for the black mind, are incredibly interesting. Within 
blackness, the lack of representation of women and 
queer bodies makes these positionalities especially 
interesting. We find ourselves in a unique position- 
permanently existing in the in-betweens, operating 
around white patriarchal symbols but, as humans, 
still having always to create, to imagine, and to 
progress. If we understand the role that symbols play 

in shaping imagination and spurring thought, then 
we must ask the question- where is it that blackness, 
that black femaleness, or black queerness, finds its 
reference point for imagination? Or is it, in fact, that 
these imaginations lack the possibility of owning and 
claiming reference points- that even the origin of our 
imaginations is uncertain? 

When we think about popular platforms of self-
imagination, for instance books and movies, we must 
acknowledge that these forms originate in white 
hetero-normative patriarchal foundations. In these 
spaces, we are used to, are mystified by, and are bored 
of white male protagonists. Confronted by white males 
in our every encounter with mainstream imagination 
spaces, we are constantly excluded from seeing 
ourselves coming of age, falling in love, having mid-life 
crises, being heroes, being the ‘chosen ones’, trying 
and failing, trying and succeeding, having families, 
getting married, defying our parents in favour of our 
true passion, making friends, taking part in epic car 

We find ourselves in a unique position- permanently 
existing in the in-betweens, operating around white 
patriarchal symbols but, as humans, still having 
always to create, to imagine, and to progress.
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chases and in epic war scenes, and so on. From an 
early age, we are forced into symbolically empathizing 
with our oppressor, for he is represented as the 
quintessential human. While we ourselves understand 
that our bodies consistently carry out these ‘activities 
of whiteness’, this action is made invisible through 
mainstream culture’s consistent strategic failure to 
represent blackness, queerness, and femaleness. 
We do not have the privilege of sharing in ‘popular’ 
imagination.

I am intrigued, therefore, by black imagination. 
It is an essential human feature that exists despite 
the un-transformed symbolism in which it is 
immersed. It does not get its cues from popular 
movies, music, literature and art. It likely does not 
get cues at all. In fact, black imagination has always 
to be an improvisation, a dance in an obstacle 
course, a performance inside a burning room. It is 
impermanent and has no binaries to hide behind. 
In knowing that the symbolism given to us does not 
include us, we are forced to occupy the many gaps 
in the canon. Our imagination consists of transitory 
fragments that piece together to form the most 
complex of narratives; narratives that cannot ever 
be represented in the stark and simplistic manners 
adopted by whiteness. And importantly, narratives 
that are fluid and difficult to define.

It is no surprise therefore that Intersectionality 
arose from a situation involving black females. It is 
in using this approach that we can allow space for 
the ‘in betweens’, or the intersections of oppressed 
individuals, and furthermore, we can acknowledge 
that in mainstream representation, oppressed 
individuals only exist in these in-betweens. So 
however violent the existing symbolism we are 
exposed to is, I think it is pertinent for us to revel in 

the infinite possibility that exists in the undefined, in-
between spaces of our own black imaginations. These 
spaces are inevitably more complex, more potent, 
more interesting, and more intelligent than the tired 
mainstream representations of white supremacist 
capitalist hetero-patriarchy that we have grown so 
used to.
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AZANIA_HOUSE INTERSECTIONALITY AS 
A CATALYST FOR BLACK IMAGINATION

Thuli Gamedze
Cape Town-based artist and writer

If we understand oppressive powers as those that not 
only police our actions and place glass ceilings on our 
holistic potential, then we must recognize them too as 
powers that suppress our imaginations. Perhaps this 
is the most significant action of oppressive power, as it 
substantially inhibits oppressed bodies from enacting 
resistances that lead to our material and psychological 
liberation. It is from here that I would like to propose 
intersectionality as a freed thinking form that not 
only humanizes oppressed bodies, but allows us to 
imagine humanity outside of stifling white, male, 
heteronormative structures.

The approach of an intersectional approach is an 
approach like any other. It describes the character, 
the personality of the approach, but it does not change 
that which we are approaching- the decolonization 
of the spaces we occupy, and in this case, of UCT 
institutional power structures. In fact, it makes this 
approach a collective journey that is receptive to, and 
inclusive of the specific pains and struggles caused by 
institutional oppressions. 

THIS WHOLE BLACK WOMAN
Intersectionality is an approach that acknowledges 
the particular positions in which it finds its people- 
it meets them there, as they are. It tells us that 
oppression happens as a result of a poisonous 
hegemonic culture- the culture of whiteness, 
patriarchy and heteronormativity- but that there is 
no hegemonic experience that can encapsulate the 

particular oppressions experienced by particular 
people. It is an approach that acknowledges that 
people experience oppression at the intersections of 
their identities, but even so, oppressed people need not 
compartmentalise and fragment their personhoods, 
deconstructing these aspects of their identities for the 
purpose of struggle. In fact, intersectionality tells us 
that this is impossible- we need to be decolonised as 
completed units; we cannot separately decolonise each 
aspect of our persons. So while intersectionality must 
acknowledge the process of saying ‘I am a woman, and 
therefore I experience oppression’, ‘I am homosexual, 
and therefore I experience oppression’, ‘I am black, 
and therefore I experience oppression’, etc, it wholly 
affirms the entire identity of the homosexual black 
woman who’s person is oppressed by the space in 
which she finds herself. 

Because of the kinds of oppressions we have 
experienced at UCT, Azania House stands ideologically 
as a space in which we refuse to perpetuate the 
oppressions of institutionalised patriarchy, racism 
and heteronormativity. These oppressions detract 
humanity in every instance that our characteristics 
depart from the straight white male ‘center’. In 
the establishment of this space, we have called for 
an intersectional approach, a de-centering of our 
understanding of oppression, in order to be inclusive 
of all oppressed peoples. In this thinking, we create the 
possibility of a space that includes oppressed people 
as a collective, directly subverting the exclusionary 
tactics of institutions like UCT, who we have seen 
systematically oppress those who depart from the 
established hegemony. If we are to mimic these 
divisive strategies, we would only echo ‘divide and 
conquer’ tactics of colonialism that sought to prevent 
the recognition of humanity amongst diverse groups 

of oppressed peoples. So whilst engaging in groups 
of people who can share similar experiences as a 
result of occupying similar positionalities is of course 
a liberatory act, true intersectionality catalyses an 
explosive decolonial power through humanising a 
mixed group of people at once, and arming them 
with multiple tools for struggle. There is power in 
collective pain, in collective rage, if only we might see 
it, recognize it, and acknowledge it within each other. 
Intersectionality collectivizes.

THE DERAILING INDIVIDUALISTS
The intersectional agenda of Azania house is in 
direct response to the history of patriarchy in black 
consciousness movements. The popular imagination 
of black consciousness resides in black heterosexual 
maleness. While Azania House cannot claim to be 
completely devoid of this particular expression of 
black consciousness, it is a space that continues to be 
self-reflexive, and aware that this kind of exclusionary 
phenomena can only be the result of an adherence 
to violent and ignorant colonial structures that we 
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are already subject to in institutional spaces. These 
colonial structures are dangerous because they offer 
a strategy of deflecting personal responsibility in 
contributing to the systemic oppression of others, and 
scarily, these structures play out within blackness(es) 
all the time. They allow the space for a collective 
struggle for some (read straight black males), while 
appealing to individualism to dismiss the weight of 
responsibility that comes with the acknowledgement 
of ones privileged positionality in the world. This is 
characterised by denying personal culpability in an 
instance of oppression- for example misogyny in a 
black conscious space- using individualistic relations 
to prove innocence. When the ‘I’ is included in an 
argument that seeks to excuse the violence of an 
individual holding more power over another within a 
given space, we must always be suspicious. 

Because of liberal tactics, we are forced to deal with 
the derailing notion of this individual, and we do so 
by recognizing that no individual is free from holding 
certain power and/or disadvantage, given their 
positionality in the world. We are only individuals in 
order to recognise that we occupy a collective space, 
characterized by positionality, that includes both 
power in some instances, and disadvantage in others. 
We need to understand that in failing to engage in this 
self-reflection that seeks an understanding of the self 
in relation to power structures at large, we reinforce 
the systems that we attempt to decolonise.

INVISIBLE, INTERSECTIONAL, IN-DIVISIBLE
The notion of being invisible is one that we, 
as oppressed people, can all relate to. It is this 
relationship of understanding the sensation of being 
unseen, the relationship that involves us finding and 
seeing each other in the dark- it is this relationship 
that matters. 

Wandering through the dark passages of the new 
Azania House during load-shedding hours is hardly a 
departure from the way I feel when the space is well 
lit. Here, we have let go of the colonial gaze and we 
have let go of the violence that tells black people to 
‘other’ one another; in a sense, we have turned off 
the lights and are hustling to re-invent electricity. 
Despite the constant threat of being victimized by the 
institution, which we seek to decolonise, this darkness 
has provided a new kind of safety for a diverse 
group of some of the best people I have ever met. 
Intersectionality gives us a key into finding each other 
in this darkness, and feeling each other out without 
having to carry with us the burden of inhumanity, 
which comes with the ‘perspective’ offered by colonial 
lighting. When we discover ourselves in this dark, 
invisible, mysterious space, I cannot begin to imagine 
the inventive languages and visualities we will use in 
our struggle towards re-defining black humanity in 
the larger South African space. 
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