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Approaching Johannesburg


Bhoties lining up my way


Sissis everywhere I stay


Family members of such an incredible number


Are nice to have but even encumber


My way along Golden Highway to Johannesburg


Township beauties on Eldorado’s streets,


They are in need to eat – right now – not in a week


For even flavoured condoms do not feed


There’s so much they have to give


But – will they manage to stay negative?


I turn and I see bombastic Eastgate mall


Shop next to shop, they sell it all


People are lured into this new life’s geometry


They celebrate cash’s cemetery


Up north I see fear penetrating from the dark outside


Fear that is not telling black from white


Fear that is gluing people together


Making them stay behind huge walls forever


In the metro bus people endlessly preach


They explain the world as they start to speak


Here omniscience is still existent


no matter that no one ever listened


I finally enter the centre, as I cross Gandhi Square


I’m the only white person as I am perfectly aware


Rejecting looks at Jeppe Street taxi rank


Then he starts burbling, the Johannesburg crank


“When you’re open-minded, you will find a lot


Welcoming smiles in this ayoba hot spot.


Helping hands, high-rises, politics and the thunder


In Johannesburg you just can’t stop to wonder.”
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Nobody in Soweto


Fast wäre ich ihm über die Füsse gelaufen, beim Soweto Marathon. Er fragt mich, ob denn alles ok sei, es seien immerhin noch 5 Berge vor uns. „Timothy, ich heiße Timothy.“ „Norbert“ schnaufe ich ihm entgegen. „Hä“ sagt er, „hä?“ „Mein Name ist Norbert. Nor-Bert, wie No-Bird, wie wenn im Himmel kein Vogel ist, No Bird.“ Eine halbe Stunde später habe ich ihn wieder eingeholt, noch vier Berge vor uns. „Hallo Timothey“, diesmal lächele ich. Timothy schaut konfus. „Ich kenne Deinen Namen, ich kenne Deinen Namen“ und er fasst sich an die Stirn. „Hallo Nobody!“
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From Germany


“How did you come here, where is your guide?” he asks smiling, as we wait for the lift to bring us back down. “Oh, we don’t have no guide, we came here  unescorted”   is our  answer. “Ah, I like that very much. It underlines the fact that here in the city it is not that bad as stated in the news.”  “It was  an  adventure    for us, coming    here with   our  car.  But  it is  all  right.”    “So,” he  looks  at  us, “you  must  be  from  Germany?”   We look  blank,   while  two  tourists   from  Japan  approach.  They  are accompanied  by this man,   he  is their   guide.   He points   at us.  “Look,   these  guys  come  from  Germany.  They  arrive  at the   airport,  rent  a car   and  go  wherever  they  want, even to Capetown or Port Elisabeth. Or to Downtown Johannesburg to take a look   down  the 50th
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