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			FOREWORD

			At the time of writing this autobiography, I had intended to have and had spoken to Kenneth ‘Gorbachev’ Shai to write the foreword, to which he agreed. Unfortunately, before he could do it, he sadly passed on after a long illness.
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			Gorbachev inspired the title of this autobiography when he and I, together with Bridgeman, featured on the documentary ‘The Young Lions’, directed by Carlos Mathabatha, which highlighted our involvement in the struggle for the liberation of our country. During one of the many interviews, Gorbachev said, “Many are called, and few are chosen.” This fascinated me, and I even commented thereon during one of my many interviews for the documentary when asked what he could have meant by that. I stated that I did not know what he meant, as it would be difficult to determine who is called and who is chosen as we all voluntarily joined the struggle cognisant of all consequences related thereto and associated therewith. I now dedicate this foreword to the memory of Kenneth ‘Gorbachev’ Shai, a gallant, though unpretentious, dedicated, and fearless fighter who fought to the end.

			During the making of the documentary, Gorbachev was asked about how he knew me and how we related and interacted with each other. I will use the extract from the clips to attribute those to what he would have said and written about me.

			When asked how he met me, this is what he said:

			“I met Benito at a place we used to call ‘The basement’ at 8th Avenue at Alexandra. We used to have meetings there, and I would listen to this elderly comrade of mine talking, and I would grab easily. Benito motivated me in many ways, and he was like my elder brother. We were very close, and we were like brothers from the same parents.”
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			The above clearly demonstrates the closeness of our rapport over many years of struggle and living together at our safe house, which we called the ‘People’s House’ (PH). Indeed, all of us, the occupants of the PH, were a very close-knit family, and we would die for one another.

			When further asked about the last he spoke with or saw me, this is what he said:

			“I am in constant communication with Benito. Yesterday, I phoned Benito.” 

			When he was asked about the rumours that he might have sold us out at some point, this is what he had to say in response to those unfounded, malicious allegations:

			“No, I never informed on my comrades. We would not confess to anything even under detention. They will ask, ‘How do you know Benito?’ And I will say, ‘He was in love with my sister, and that’s all I knew about him.’” 

			He went further to say:

			“I did not inform on my comrades; we were like family.”

			

			This is the Gorbachev I knew—a very principled and committed comrade of the struggle who would not betray nor sell us to the enemy. He hated the enemy with passion and had a deeper love for his comrades—he was fully dedicated to the cause and the revolution. 

			When I was asked to comment on the rumours about him selling out, I categorically and without fear of any contradictions said: 

			“Rumours about Gorbachev selling us out are devoid of any truth.”

			Carlos summed him up as a person and a character in these words:

			“Of the three, Gorbachev bears the most scars. Gorbachev’s past felt like the present.”

			Gorbachev summed his experiences up by saying:

			“What the past has done to me, I will never forget. I still have the scars, and they are there. They are here in my heart.”

			

			Long live the undying spirit of Comrade Kenneth ‘Gorbachev’ Shai. May he rest in eternal peace and convey our heartfelt gratitude to our forebears.
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			ALUTA CONTINUA
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			INTRODUCTION

			Alexandra is a sprawling and overpopulated urban slum on the edges of the affluent Sandon, the most expensive per square kilometre area in the continent. A densely populated north-eastern Johannesburg township founded in 1905 as a Whites-only area, it is one of Johannesburg’s oldest and most storied townships. The government officially granted Alexandra freehold status in 1912, which allowed Blacks and Coloureds to own property in this ‘city of gold’.

			It is also known as the ‘Dark City’, as it was initially not electrified for many years. It was and still is a transit area for many people who migrated to the urban areas seeking a better life—a life of opportunities—because of its strategic location. It is located between two major roadways: the N1 and the N3.
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			Squatter and inhumane dwelling
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			Strategic location of Alexandra.
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			The face of Alexandra.

			This is the place where I was conceived and later born in the ’60s. Little did I perceive that the appalling conditions under which our people lived would lead to my political consciousness ​and ignite the quest in me to fight for the emancipation of our country from the yokes of the evil and inhumane oppressive system of apartheid.

			Alexandra became one of the epicentres of the liberation struggle and a home to many activists, such as Joe Nhlanhla, Kgalema Motlanthe, and the young Nelson Mandela, who resided in Alexandra after migrating from the rural Transkei. It further produced many other activists of note and celebrities. It indeed has a rich history of struggle, which has been immensely documented.
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			Nelson Mandela’s house in Alexandra.
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			There were attempts in the ’70s to move the residents to different places and condemn it to a labour camp made up of single-sex hostels. Typical of Alexandrians, the endeavour was vehemently opposed, and Alexandra was reprieved and saved.

			The penning of my life story is an endeavour to documen​t the trials and tribulations any discerning youth of our time would have gone through in their quest to emancipate and usher in democracy in our beloved country. 

			I can only hope that my documented life journey will inspire the youth of today to aspire to achieve success and consolidate the democratic gains of the efforts of those who came before them, some of whom had to pay the ultimate price for the betterment of their existence and being. 

			Like Bob Marley said, “In this great future, do not forget the past.” 

			The past should indeed inform the present, and the present should chart the future. We all should learn therefrom to better our lives and ourselves.

			The struggle is not over—far from it. It’s still ongoing, except this time, its complexion has been altered. Today, it is a struggle against poverty, inequality, ignorance, illiteracy, landlessness, economic emancipation and other social ills engulfing our motherland. We need a second revolution and a new type of cadres to pursue this revolution. We need radical revolutionaries to commit to the total emancipation of our motherland.

			IT IS NOT YET UHURU.

			“Aluta continua!”
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			PART ONE

			THE BEGINNING
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			GROWING UP IN ALEXANDRA TOWNSHIP

			In this autobiography, Unshakable Resilience: The Journey of Benito Lekalakala, I invite you to join me on a remarkable journey of triumph over adversity, personal growth, and unwavering determination. The journey starts from humble beginnings, hopefully leading to me becoming a beacon of hope and inspiration. This is the story of my life, a journey with twists and turns. A life journey of peaks and valleys, and yet it had to be traversed and was fulfilling in an odd sense.

			Alexandra, my beginning and the place where I was conceived and moulded as an individual who turned a human rights lawyer, an executive, a political activist, as well as a politician and a social activist. I was born in the early ’60s, an era in Alexan​dra characterised by resistance and anti-government protests and revolt. This period between the early ’60s and ’70s, aptly d​escribed as an era of ‘High Apartheid’, was characterised by police heavy-handedness and brutality and heightened repression by the evil apartheid regime. 

			

			Apartheid laws affected every aspect of the lives of all the citizens and were aimed at increasing the power and living standards of Whites at the expense of the Black citizens. This era was particularly brutal to women, who became the regime’s main target. The year 1964 saw the promulgation of two key repressive pieces of legislation: The Bantu Law Amendment Act of 1964 and the Better Administration of Designated Areas Act. The objective of the amendment to the Bantu Law Act was to further tighten influx control, especially over women, as it forbade African women in the Reserves and on White farms from entering urban areas except if they were in possession of a visitor permit. 
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			THE BETTER ADMINISTRATION OF DESIGNATED AREAS ACT

			Its purpose was to ensure proper control and administration of areas such as Alexandra. Though I was still a toddler at this point, these had a profound impact on my parents’ livelihood and, ultimately and indirectly, on my upbringing in the mid-’60s. Under Section 10 o​f the Bantu Administration Act, an African woman, whether widowed or qualifying, was prohibited from being placed on the waiting lists for family accommodation. This was a privilege reserved for African males who qualified.

			

			Furthermore, when women who were married under customary law were deserted by their husbands, which was often the case, they were denied the entitlement to become tenants of their houses and were pressurised to return to their so-called homelands. 

			My parents were not spared the wrath of these repressive laws. As a result, after their divorce in the ’60s, my siblings and I were forced to move to the countryside, Brits and Bapong in particular, were I spent the bulk, if not my entire, formative years. This aspect will be elaborated on later.
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			THE BLACK EDUCATION ACT, 1953 

			The main objective of this law was to legalise numerous aspects of the apartheid system. It provided in the main for the enforcing of racially segregated educational facilities. Universities were also tribalised and racialised. The aim of the Bantu education was to channel Black youth to the unskilled labour market and deny them the opportunity to acquire necessary skills required by that labour market. The government then wanted to establish different economic and political units along racial lines with Blacks situated at the bottom of the ladder. This ensured that there was no place for Blacks in positions above certain forms of labour within White communities and privileges. Teacher’s training for Blacks was not of high standards, with Black teachers earning low incomes. The schools reserved for the country’s White children followed Western standards, while those for Blacks were of a lesser standard. Additionally, mathematics was not taught in Black schools, and most of these schools did not have electricity, running water and toilets.
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			Black School.	White school.

			GROUP AREAS ACT, 1950

			

			The apartheid regime used race classifications to maintain the superiority of the White minority in the country. The primary objective of the Group Areas Act was to promote Whites and to establish the minority White rule as well as to grant the Whites exclusive privileges. All this was aimed to separate the races, suppress, and oppress Blacks. This Act forced physical separation and segregation between races by creating different residential areas for each race as well as also restricting ownership and the occupation of land to groups, which meant that Blacks could not own or occupy land in White areas. As a result, land that was under Black ownership was seized by the government for use by Whites only. These laws, promulgated specifically to regulate the lives of Blacks, were really draconian.
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			There were serious penalties for people who disobeyed the Group Areas Act. People found guilty either paid a fine of up to £200 or were imprisoned for up to two years—or both. If they did not abide by the forced eviction orders, they faced a fine of £60 or face six months in prison.

			My dad was born and bred in Mpumalanga at a village called Ntoane in Denilton, now falling under Limpopo after the recent demarcations. To qualify to work in Johannesburg, my dad had to join the South African Police Force, and only then was he granted the Section 10(1) b qualification. Consequently, he was able to make my mother, who was from Bapong, Brits, also get the same section qualification. This allowed to secure employment as a factory worker for a steel company and later worked as a domestic worker for various White households in suburban Johannesburg.

			

			Sections10(1) (a) and (b) were prized possessions that most African men would want to have, as these gave them that rare opportunity to access those limited and deserved privileges. These, at least, gave them some respectability, self-esteem and dignity, as they had access to the labour market and were able to fend for their families as breadwinners.
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			Dad’s employment as a cashier for the Liquor and Bantu Beer Undertaking.

			Having achieved this rare privilege reserved for the lucky few, my dad resigned from the police force to work as an administrative clerk and a cashier at a bottle store (Liquor and Bantu Beer Undertaking) in Alexandra, situated on Second Avenue opposite the King’s Cinema. The bottle store was managed and operated by the peri-urban (West Rand Administration — WRA) board. 

			These sorts of jobs were common jobs and somewhat reserved for literate or semi-literate African men; otherwise, they were subjected to odd jobs like working in restaurants as gardeners, security guards, etc.
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			The beer hall where my dad worked.

			We had a relatively and comparatively ‘good life’ under those circumstances, as we never went to bed hungry, unlike many of our people in the neighbourhood. The salary my dad earned enabled us to have a relatively better life than most families in our yard. 
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			We lived a communal life with an average of five families in one yard, sharing facilities like ablution facilities and one water tap as well as washing lines. At some point while residing at 8th Avenue, there were 22 families in one yard sharing those facilities. Surprisingly, we lived together harmoniously and with neighbourly goodwill. There was a deep sense of communalism and brotherhood amongst neighbours. I suppose this was brought about by our acceptance that we were privileged to have that small space and that we must learn to share and co-exist. As Africans, I guess, we are generally communal in our makeup and DNA. 

			As kids, we shared the ​little we had, including toys, if we had any—whether self-made or those we got from our mothers’ employers, which they did not have use for anymore. Arrangements were made for everyone to share these limited facilities. We would also engage in cultural games and sports like ‘kgati’, ‘Mgusha’ and ‘dibeke’, etc. For us as kids, life seemed as normal as it could be. What we knew was the life we were born into and had grown accustomed to, and we would merrily go through our day, oblivious of what was happening politically around us. I guess we were satisfied with life as it was.

			

			[image: ]

			School kids merrily going about their day.
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			Heartaches, sufferings, deprivation, and depressive conditions that prevailed were disguised by our childish innocence and the false sense of belonging and self-esteem. Out of our ignorance as children, we all thought we are meant to be what we were, and the conditions we were born into all seemed natural and acceptable. This was as a consequence of subdued and subjugated consciousness. We were all victims of circumstances and conquered by the systemic colonisation of our childish minds. Totally and completely oblivious of the ravaging and devastating impact of the system of apartheid and its psychological, social and economic impact on our lives and those of our parents. 

			We did not have ablution facilities and sewer systems—only the infamous bucket system. There was little to no maintenance of the sparse infrastructure we had. Water would constantly run from taps, unattended, overflowing into the untarred streets, making them muddy. We would often get muddied as we played soccer and all the other games. The township was not electrified, hence the name ‘Dark City’.

			It is at 128 – 8th Avenue, Alexandra, where I spent most of my early formative years. We then moved to 121 – 8th Avenue, which was a much bigger and better house and home. Not only were the rooms bigger, but it was also a two-bedroom house as opposed to the one on 128, which was a one-bedroom house. My dad could use his proximity to the authorities to get things done for us and thus the ability to acquire a bigger dwelling.

			Upon relocating to the countryside, I lost contact with my childhood friends, the Katisi boys. The two boys were in my age group and were my close friends with whom I shared everything. I remember I had a tricycle which we often rode around, with one riding while the other pushed and pulled with a string. 

			I also had a puppy that we adored. One day while playing with it, it bit my right thumb, and I still have the scar from that bite. It was sore, but we continued to play with the puppy. It would run after us as we rode the tricycle, barking at us, and we derived fun and joy out of this. All this reflected our innocence as kids, oblivious of the hardships and misery that our parents and all of us were subjected to on a daily basis.
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			Alexandra kids.

			Given the number of families sharing ablution facilities, these will be filled up quickly and these were emptied once a week. Invariably, these will be removed on a Sunday at lunchtime. The tractor with its trailer will come in the morning to remove the soil from the toilets and leave them at the entrance of every yard until collection time. These will leave a stench hanging in the air for those hours, and at around 13:00 or so, the collecting tractor will come while we are sitting for lunch and the tractor will leave a terrible stench that we will inhale and this will be worse than that caused by the buckets left at the entrance. 
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			Using bin lids as shields.	    Forced to surrender—guess what happened next?

			In the process of removing and emptying into the tractor, some stuff would be spilled and left there unattended to and never cleared up or removed. No one would take up responsibility for cleaning up after them. Dogs and chickens, as well as pigs, would be seen digging through that and feeding on it. The dire situation and poverty extended to animals too; they had to fend for themselves by scavenging through dustbins and the soil left uncollected.

			The same happened with garbage collection. Again, because of the numbers and the infrequent collection intervals, these will be standing there filled and over-flowing releasing some bad smell. The truck will come again once a week and collect and just dump them there on the street and it then became our responsibility to go get those into our yards, and should they not be taken in timeously, somebody will help themselves to those and your yard will be without one. 

			These were metal bins and not the black plastic once used these days. Metal lids were used during protests to ward off rubber bullets and teargas by the police, and I suppose this was the reason these were ultimately discontinued and replaced by the plastic bins. 

			They took away the only tangible protective thing we could use to shield ourselves from the physical force exerted on us by the brutal and mighty apartheid police force. The same way they took the psychological and mental defence and resistance capabilities away by instilling in us a sense of inferiority and self-hate through the promulgation of divisive and oppressive legislations and policies. These blinded us and obscured our reality and our lived experiences. 

			The overfilling and failure to collect the bins often led to illegal dumping, a common occurrence in all neighbourhoods across the reef. As a result, trash would pile up everywhere in the township, contributing to environmental degradation and making the area unsightly—a problem that still persists to date.
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			Rubble removal.The filth in our hood (squalor).

			Our greatest source of entertainment was going to the stadium to watch local teams playing each other, and if we had spare cash, we would go to the King’s Cinema to watch movies—karate and horror movies were our favourites. We would go in groups from the same avenue, as it was risky to traverse other avenues on your own. Kids from those avenues would try to intimidate those coming from other avenues and dispossess them of any cash they had. Territorial gangsterism and turf wars were rife. As a result, there was security in numbers, and sometimes when one had extra cash, they would invite others and offer to pay the cover charge for them to gain numbers and be offered protection.
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			Kings Theatre, our main source of entertainment.

			The elementary gangsterism, I suppose, had its roots in the all-out gangster culture of the ’50s, when we had Msomis and the Spoilers gangs fighting for control and authority over the township. There were raging turf wars, and the regime took advantage of these and fuelled the rift by supplying one gang with arms. 

			

			This was the regime’s approach of fostering hatred and violence amongst rival groups so as to further perpetuate its ‘divide and rule’ philosophy. A united community was perceived as a threat to their authority, stability and law and order. They had to foster discordance amongst groups to disintegrate the cohesion that existed amongst organised formations. This philosophy was carried through to the ’60s, ’70s, ’80s and the ’90s, as will be demonstrated later. 

			Often, we would go watch stage plays. The theatre had old and unsophisticated projectors that used rolled films, and the length of the play could be manipulated by the operator, who could skip certain scenes and shorten the movie time. Often, we would notice this and whistle, demonstrating our disgust, and the operator would rewind and play the scene he had intentionally skipped.

			One day, the ushers were changed, and a nasty usher was assigned to the theatre. During the movie, the operator attempted to skip a scene—the most entertaining and critical scene of the karate movie. A friend of mine who was sitting next to me whistled, and the usher walked up straight to me, slapped me hard across my face and then ejected me from the theatre. As I was dragged out screaming, I tried to declare my innocence, but the usher didn’t want to hear anything of it and forcibly ejected me. I was afraid to go home on my own and had to wait outside for the movie to finish so that I could join my friends and walk home together. 

			Patrons of the theatre had no rights at all and no avenues to assert these and air their grievances. Prior to this, there was another theatre that was later demolished as part of efforts to disesta​blish Alexandra and convert it into single sex-hostel area. The theatre scenario was the microcosm of the macrocosm. Many families were uprooted and relocated to other townships like Soweto and later Tembisa.
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			TRANSITION TO THE COUNTRYSIDE – LIFE AT BRITS

			I started my primary schooling in Alexandra, though my elder sister was already attending school then. Unfortunately, my schooling was interrupted when my parents divorced in the middle of my first year in school. In terms of the divorce settlement, my mum was granted custody of the children, and she could not afford to have us stay in Alexandra even if she so desired. Consequently, she had to move us to her ‘homeland’. So to Bapong we all went, and she remained behind in Johannesburg to continue to fend for us as our sole breadwinner. 

			Bapong, we indeed landed and had to acclimatise to life in the rural village of Bapong. There we were under the guardianship of our maternal grandparents in an extended family setup, along with my cousin sister and brothers, as well as their mother, who is my aunt. 

			My grandparents did not have much to go by and depended on subsistence farming by ploughing mealies, beans, pumpkins and potatoes. We had to work on this piece of land after school and during weekends. 
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			The place I called home during my formative years at Brits.

			Life was really tough, as only my mother was gainfully employed, and we all depended on her meagre salary of a factory general worker, later working as a domestic worker. My aunt was unemployed, so it was not easy as we barely survived. Some days we would not have anything to eat but just pap. My grandparents had a few sheep, goats and cattle, and we would rely on their milk when it was the milking season. I had to learn to milk both cattle and goats and would enjoy the fresh milk before it was taken into the house to be used by all of us.

			Unfortunately, one night while we were all sleeping, dogs from the village came and attacked and killed all the sheep and goats. When we woke up, all the few we had had been devoured. My grandfather did not pursue this matter to claim damages, as these dogs belonged to one of his relatives. We feasted on what was left over by the dogs. 

			

			The kraal was a bit far from the house and situated at the corner of the yard towards the main gate, so we couldn’t hear a thing as the sheep and goats were being attacked and killed by those dogs. This was a tragic loss to us as we depended on those. Ironically, though, it was a relief as we did not have to worry about herding the animals after school and getting them into the kraal. The matter was discussed as a family matter, and there it rested. Now we had lost the little we had, which meant we had no source of fresh milk for pap or tea every morning and evening after supper. The extra milk was processed into sour milk, which could be preserved and used much later, unlike fresh milk. We also had a few chickens that were rarely slaughtered for meat unless they looked sickly. 

			On rare occasions when a chicken was slaughtered, like on Christmas Day or when we had visitors, we would be served the insides and the feet with gravy, as the real meat was reserved for the adults. This was a rare treat, though, and we thoroughly enjoyed occasionally eating some meaty stuff. We also would have fried eggs with pap. Sometimes, we would boil eggs that did not hatch properly that had half-developed hatchlings inside. This was a delicacy for us.

			My grandpa was also a self-taught builder and would do some odd jobs renovating houses of other villagers, and even Whites at the plots on the edge of our village would enlist his services. During short school holidays, when we did not visit our mum at Alexandra, we would help on these plots planting tobacco plants or onions.

			I vividly remember one incident during high school winter holidays when we secured temporary employment with this White farmer from Wolwuterskop. He would pick us up near the school at 04:00, where we had to walk to meet him for, and then he would drive us to his huge farm in Springs, on the East Rand.

			It was a very cold winter day in June. We travelled in the back of a truck that had no canopy or protection from the winter cold. We were not warmly dressed as we did not have winter clothes, and we were so cold and freezing. We arrived at Springs at about 06:30, and the field was watered overnight and was covered with the white icy stuff (frost). We made fire to warm ourselves up, and at 07:30 we took to the field and started inserting the onion plants onto the wet ploughed ground using our thumbs to dig them in and cover them. 

			

			Our aching thumbs would sometimes freeze and go numb, yet we would push through the pain, as we all had targets to meet. Our Black supervisor was uncompromisingly ruthless, as most were, to the pleasure of our White master, who was giggling and enjoying the scene. The experience was torturous for us, but we hang in there to the end of the day, only to go through the same gruelling situation the next day.

			He had black cold tea in 20-litre containers and dry pap that was reserved for lunch. All these were prepared overnight and would be eaten dry and cold. We had no choice, though, as that was the only meal we would have the whole day. At 17:00, back onto the back of the truck we would go and off to Brits. We then had to walk some kilometres back home only to be expected to do the daily chores like fetching wood and water.

			This we did for the whole week only to earn R5.00 for all those efforts. However, R5.00 then, given the time value of money, was a lot of money, and our boss was amongst the best paying employers as others paid their scholar employees only R2.50 a week. 

			So our wages were twice higher than the average wage earnable and payable then. We would save this pittance for when the schools reopen so that we could contribute towards our daily lunch meals. We pooled the meagre resources together to be able to buy a substantial amount of food to sustain us throughout the day. We normally had two loaves of bread, butter, liver spread and avocado when in season and two litres of cold drink to wash the food down with. This social networking sustained us throughout our schooling years.

			Our grandparents were devout Christians, and in fact, my granddad was a church elder in the N. G. Kerk (Nederduitse Gereformeerde Kerk in Suid Afrika). Interestingly, this branch did not have a church building nor a dedicated priest, so it was run and managed by my granddad, and they used our stoep/patio for church services. Sunday schools and church choir practices were also conducted there. At the end of every year, graduations from the Sunday school would be held, followed by confirmations as full members of the church.

			

			Sunday chores began with early waking up and cleaning the yard, sweeping and mopping the stoep to get it ready for the church service, which was preceded by the elders’ meeting to prepare for the sermon to be delivered on the day. For us, Sunday school meant memorising verses and regurgitating them the following week to show that we had learnt something. At the end of the year, assessments were conducted to determine if we knew the contents of the Bible well enough to graduate from Sunday school and become members of the Youth Christian Movement of the church (MBB). 

			We attended Sunday school with diligence, as it had its own benefit packages. Upon graduating, we were perceived as youths and no longer as kids. During the graduation, parties were organised for everyone at their respective homes, and people would hop from one household to the other, feasting on special meals and menus typically reserved for Christmas. We would also receive new clothes as part of the celebration. In hindsight, it is apparent that this was part of the greater scheme of mental enslavement and colonisation, as this was what Christian upbringing was meant to do to us. It was to subjugate us and castigate our cultures and deem those as satanic and barbaric. Religion was meant to de-educate, re-educate and deculturalise us into submission. Priests were agents of the system whose mission was to shepherd us into subjugation.
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			This is the patio used for church service and gatherings every Sunday.

			We were accordingly socialised into that Christian upbringing, and we attended our Sunday school and the confirmation classes. Interestingly, as I grew older and became a bit enlightened, I became critical of the Christian religious teachings and upbringing I had received. As a result, I have since become an atheist and adopted a socialist outlook.

			My cousins and I were very naughty growing up. Often, there would be holy communion, and my grandma and other church members would prepare the bread and wine for the occasion and leave them overnight to be served the following Sunday. My cousins and I would steal some of the bread and help ourselves to it. Noticing that part of the bread was gone, Grandma would quietly reprimand us and not alert our grandad as there would be trouble should she tell him. We would promise her that was the last time, only to do it again when we next have the holy communion.

			Grandma was the opposite of my grandpa. She was soft-spoken, caring and nurturing. We actually referred to her as Ma rather than Grandma. One day, my grandma, out of the goodness of her heart, lent an old tyre we played with to a person who had hired our tractor to do business of ploughing other people’s field. On this day, he had a flat tyre that was irreparable and needed to get back to where he lived, which was about 30 kilometres away from our house. He fitted the tyre and left. The situation remained tense for weeks with my grandma stressed and weak. This was how she lived throughout her marriage until the demise of my granddad, who predeceased her.
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			My maternal grandparents.

			At night when my grandpa arrived from his errands, my younger sister unwittingly and inadvertently told grandpa about the tyre episode, and my grandpa got furious. He angrily ordered my grandma to go fetch the tyre and to bring it back home. Mind you, this was at night, and she would have had to go through a long stretch of uninhabited bushy area. The legend and folklore in the village was that man-eaters and cannibals inhabited the area, a stretch of about 30 kilometres. Only the daring would go through that area looking for their cattle. This was an area that was inhabited before but was demolished; only ruins were left, and these were said to be inhabited by these cannibals.

			My grandma, who was already in bed, then woke up, dressed warmly, and started the trip through the wilderness. I bravely sneaked out after dressing warmly and ran after her to accompany her to her destination—a village about 40 kilometres away. I said bravely because she was ordered to go there alone, and I knew what the consequences of accompanying her would be should grandpa get to know that I accompanied grandma. Nonetheless, I did it, knowing I couldn’t stand and fathom the thought of my grandma traversing that wilderness and ‘cannibal-infested’ terrain on her own, especially at night.

			I dared my grandpa, followed her and caught up with her to accompany her on that torturous and dangerous trip. My grandma was trembling, shivering and in tears. When I caught up with her, instead of being relieved, she admonished me for daring my grandpa and insisted that she would be okay travelling on her own. She ordered me to go back, but I insisted and walked with her. She had resolved and resigned herself to undertaking that risky trip on her own.

			The arduous and gruelling trip took us almost eight hours, and we arrived there cold and exhausted, hungry and thirsty. We narrated the story to the person who had borrowed the old tyre and why we were there. The person took that tyre out from the trailer, fitted his other tyre and gave us a ride back. On arrival, I sneaked back in unnoticed by my grandpa, but he was still furious and scolding at Grandma. She quietly took the tyre off from the tractor, threw it on the ground, walked straight to her bed, climbed in and slept.

			

			The person tried to explain to my granddad what had happened and why he had asked to be lent the tyre, but my grandpa had none of it; he scolded him as well and threatened to take the tractor away. The person profusely apologised and left.

			The next morning, I did my usual morning chores and prepared for school. I was damn exhausted but glad that Grandpa did not notice that I accompanied Grandma, and so I was spared his wrath and the rod. I was so relieved.

			My grandpa had some citrus trees and guava trees planted in the yard, and Grandma would use these to make jam and canned fruit. We were, however, not allowed to reap the fruit and eat unless so permitted by Grandpa. So we would often tiptoe over the garden and help ourselves to some, but Grandpa would realise that we helped ourselves to some of the fruit and punish all of us after taking measurements of the footprint on the garden surface. 

			We devised a plan to avoid detection: we would walk towards the tree, and after reaping some fruit, we would walk back on the same print but facing the other direction, thus making the print double its size. When grandpa would go to measure the size of the print, it would be so monstrous that he would not allocate it to any of us, and we would also deny having walked to the trees to avoid punishment. If this persisted, though, our grandpa would attribute all this to us and collective punishment would ensue, but we wouldn’t stop helping ourselves to these nonetheless. I suppose we needed these for our health, and we had gotten so used to punishment that it bothered us no more. Our grandpa would always find a reason to just punish us.

			When one of us had the flu, this would be attributed to our bodies needing detoxing, and we would all be made to drink castor oil on a Saturday morning. Each one of us would be given a lemon, and we would all stand in a queue. Starting with the girls, we would have a spoonful of castor oil and then wash it down with the lemon. We would all run to the pit toilet in turns the whole day, and if you wanted to use the toilet and it was already occupied, you would have to quickly dig a shallow hole behind the toilet and help yourself there.
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			Such was life in the countryside. I must, however, admit that I am grateful to my grandparents for bringing us up, and I attribute our character and persons we turned out to be to their parental guidance, love and counsel. They brought us up well to become the persons we are today. Despite all the hardships and the odds stacked against us, we all graduated well into teenagerhood and ultimately adulthood. We are because they were. I am eternally grateful to them and will forever remain indebted to both of my grandparents.
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			BEGINNING OF THE ACADEMIC LIFE – PRIMARY AND HIGH SCHOOL EDUCATION

			We continued with our primary education, but because I started school in Alexandra and the medium of instruction there was Sepedi, I had to learn Setswana, and I was made to repeat my first grade. Schooling was not easy either, as we had to walk for several kilometres to and from school every day, more often than not, with no lunchbox and only having had black tea with no bread or occasionally with bread leftovers brought by my mum for her suburban employers when she came to visit for a weekend. These we treated as a delicacy as they were rarely available, and if available, we would at least have tea with something other than plain porridge or porridge crumbs.

			The situation became worse when it rained, as we had to take a detour; ordinarily, we had to cross a river to reach school but, it would be overflowing, and because there was no bridge over the river, we wouldn’t be able to cross as it was very dangerous. Some kids were actually swept away at some point. We had to take our shoes off and walk with bare feet to save the only pair we had, which was meant to last us at least the whole year, as we would only get a new pair in December as part of the Christmas clothing package. Invariably, the shoes would not last until the next purchase in December, so we had to stich them up using anything available just to make them wearable. We had to stitch and restitch until there was no place to insert the needle for further stitching.
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			Stitching and re-stitching up.

			I had to quickly adapt to life in the countryside, and adapted I did. I attended Bapo Primary School, which was quite a distance away from my home. The school was situated at Skoolplaas Section, and we lived at Legalaopeng Section. We had to walk across Newtown Section to reach the school. I often arrived late at school, not only because of the distance, but also because I had to make fire outside to prepare tea for everybody before boiling water to wash in a tub as part of my daily morning chores.

			The evening before, I would go collect wood or dry cow dung to ensure that I had the things necessary to make fire; if not, I had to wake up very early even in winter to gather some firewood, or else I was in trouble. My grandfather was very strict and a disciplinarian of note who did not hesitate to whip the hell out of us if we did not do what was expected of us. He did not spare the whip at all, and it seemed to us he derived joy out of dishing the whip punishment at us. I often fell prey to his whipping as I liked playing soccer; after school, instead of doing the chores, I would join the other boys at the sport field and play until it was late. I would even miss the set time to even draw water from the water pit, as there were hours during which we could draw water; this meant that I had to wake up much earlier to be able to fill the water containers before dashing off to school.

			

			The first few months after I arrived, I had no friends and always had to walk all by myself to and from school. I was often bullied, not by the boys at school but by a group of girls who claimed to be welcoming me to the village by ill-treating me and calling me all sorts of names as I walked past Newtown Section. I was a bit chubby, so they body-shamed me. These girls knew that I was new to the village, and they would always gang up on me and take my books, throwing them out of the plastic bag I carried them in. They would make me sing before allowing me to pick my books up and go home.

			They ridiculed me and made me do funny things, which I obliged. They did this to me as I was a newcomer in the village, and they knew I had no friends to back me up and offer some protection. I was truly traumatised by this repeated bullying that carried on for months. This was traumatic and belittling for me while they seem to enjoy it. I couldn’t tell anybody, as I would be laughed at for allowing girls to bully me. I bottled this up and was so bitter all the time; I did not enjoy coming out of school and face the prospects of this humiliation again, but then again I had to be home to do my daily chores, so I had to brave it out and undertake that depressing trip back home. 

			

			Being bullied was not pleasant, and maybe my diagnosis with depression later in life could be attributed to this traumatic experience. Maybe my depression later in life took its roots therefrom. My state of depression will be fully dealt with later.

			This went on for a while, resulting in sleepless nights with me having nightmares. One day, I meditated about this, and I said to myself that I had to put a stop to all this. This had to end. As I walked back home, the usual happened: the girls blocked my way, and uncharacteristically, I stood my ground. The first of the group of girls to accost me was smacked hard, and the others ran towards me. In that moment, I even thought I would succumb, but I fought them off and actually beat them up—I beat the hell out of them. I was also surprised at myself and at the courage I had to take them head-on. 

			They scattered, and I walked past them—and that was it. No ridiculing or humiliating that day as I walked past them with my shoulders high. I was proud of myself, not because I could walk past them but because I mustered the courage to confront them and to put a stop to all this. I felt I had regained my self-esteem and was reborn. My boyhood was completely regained.

			The bullying ended, and they did not gather at that spot anymore. I had my freedom henceforth; I felt liberated and regained my boyhood. I was, however, scarred and traumatised for a long time, but with time I healed, though, not completely. I think I still bear and carry the scars of that humiliation to date. Surprisingly, some of these girls became my friends later as we grew older and went to higher classes. Few, however, harboured some past grudges and displayed some hatred until I left Bapong and moved back to Alexandra. I forgave the girls, though I did not forget, and I moved on with my life. I remain scarred though, which probably accounts for my attitude towards relationships to date.

			The first graders and second graders were many, and very few classes were available to accommodate all of us, as the school was not that big but big enough for a rural school. Consequently, the two grades were split into two streams, with one stream starting at 08:00 until 11:30 and the second stream starting thereafter. The two streams would alternate the starting times, with one stream starting in the morning one week and then at noon the following week. Learning was not easy, as I had to rely solely on myself because both my maternal grandparents were not literate and accordingly could not assist me with school work in general and homework in particular. I was forced to make friend with my classmate so as to rely on one another for support. Social networking was crucial for peer support and encouragement during this period. 

			

			My very first friend, who became my best friend throughout lower primary, higher primary and high school, was Michael ‘Wagga’ Mosifane. He unfortunately passed on recently, and the ‘class of 1980’ formed a support group known as the ‘Commodores’ and recently an alumni association known as ‘Masupatsela – The Pathfinders’, which I will cover in greater detail and at length in the later parts of this book. The other surviving friend, whom I had known since my primary school days, is Velaphi ‘The Great’ Mathe. We were introduced by Wagga, who knew him as they played soccer together, which I later joined, and he remains my best buddy to date.

			Despite all challenges and difficulties, I did relatively well in my lower primary school at Bapo Primary. I proceeded to higher primary at Nkukime Higher Primary School, which was situated adjacent to the lower primary. So no change in terms of the distance; I travelled to and from school, except that by now I had gotten used to the distance. At higher primary school, things were a little different, in that the teachers perceived and treated us differently as we were seen as having matured and were expected to behave differently. 

			Discipline and corporal punishment were the order of the day. The culture that prevailed then was that of instilling discipline through physical chastisement and not as the culture of constitutionalism and fundamental rights and children’s rights permits these days. Back then, the saying was, “Spare the rod and spoil the child.” There were teachers who were notorious for being disciplinarians and who would not hesitate to whip the hell out of us. Lateness was abhorred with passion, notwithstanding the fact that some of us had to travel long distances to reach the schools. Some kids relied on public transport like busses, which was so unreliable and inadequate as they stayed in far-flung villages where there were no adequate schools to accommodate all the kids there.
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			“Spare the rod and spoil the child,” as the saying used to go then.

			This corporal punishment factor led to many pupils dropping out of school as it was beyond their control. They could not withstand the daily humiliation they faced, as this punishment would be meted out in front of all the other learners, and the usual suspects would be the talk of the day and would be humiliated by both learners and teachers. 

			At some point, these tormenting experiences and pain became unbearable for some pupils, so they would bunk school when they were late. Over time, the anger and frustration led many to drop out, adding to the number of those who started the schooling process and do not come out of it at Grade 12. This was tragic indeed and added to the scourge of illiteracy and innumeracy. This is evident in the high rates of school dropout. Not everyone who started schooling would graduate from high school or even divert to TVET institutions. Accordingly, the struggle for quality compulsory education must continue.

			I had now become used to life in the countryside and had adapted well. Academically, I was beginning to show signs of improving and excelling, according to my teachers. I do not regard myself as a genius but as an average pupil when I was in lower primary. In higher primary, however, I was famous for taking first position in class; despite this, I still did not consider myself intelligent or a genius.
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			Form four final report.

			

			This meant that I was a better crammer of content and would just regurgitate what was consumed without getting more enlightened, which, for me, is not what education should be all about; rather, it should be about enlightening and the expansion of horizons.

			The education we were fed was not meant to make us better thinkers; instead, we were expected to cram and just regurgitate raw content without internalising same. 

			This is what Bantu education was meant to do to us. It was meant to subjugate our thought processes and brains to be submissive and obedient individuals who should succumb to our oppressive conditions and the apartheid masters. It was meant to suppress our consciousness and conscience. Like Steve Biko said, “To successfully cow a Black person into submission, deal with their minds.”
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			It was designed to numb us into submission and self-hate. The esteem associated with Blackness was meant to be completely eroded. Signs of resistance and consciousness had to be wholly eradicated and eliminated. These had to be dealt with harshly and decisively. It fostered the spirit of competition among students instead of nurturing cooperation. If you were doing well, you were meant to look down on those whom you performed better than.
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			Hendrik Verwoerd’s philosophy on Bantu education.

			Classes were constituted according to degrees of ‘competence’. Class ‘A’ would comprise of clever students, and others will be classed as ‘not-so-intelligent’ while not taking into account that some may have learning disabilities, or their home situation may not be conducive for them to ‘excel’. Some may have had visual or audio disabilities that could not be detected because of lack of financial resources. These factors contributed greatly to high dropout rates in schools. The ‘lost generation’ population grew exponentially over the years. The quote above is apt though.

			Unfortunately, our home situation had not improved, and the challenges encountered persisted, if not worsened. Rural poverty deepened and got worse, placing more strain on my mother, who had been retrenched after the factory she worked for went under and now worked as a domestic worker. This meant that we had to rely on her even meagre salary for survival. She changed jobs frequently because of the treatment she got from some of her White employers. This is just so unimaginable and a common occurrence. Super-exploitation and ill-treatment of our mothers, who were referred to as ‘girls’.

			At some point, she worked as a shop assistant at a shop run and managed by a Mr Nkuna situated at number 58-4th Avenue, Alexandra, while staying at number 54-4th Avenue. During school holidays, we would also help at the shop and save some money for school. The room I slept in was situated in the yard where the shop was located, and I was sharing the space with those working there. 

			

			Again, in the midst of all the hardships, I managed to pull through higher primary and proceeded to high school. I enrolled with Mogale High School, which is in the vicinity of both the lower and higher primary schools. Schooling was becoming tougher with every standard passed, as a lot was expected of us academically. The curriculum changed, and more content was added for every higher standard for cramming. 

			Lack of home support became evidently apparent, and consequently, social networking and connectedness became crucial. We formed a study group to lend support to one another both academically and socially. We had become teenagers and responded to the demands thereof. The study group formed the core of my social network as we played together when it was time to and studied together when we had to do so.

			The group became known as the ‘Commodores’. We engaged in a number of activities ranging from forming a soccer team and challenging other teams and local soccer teams to various social activities. We pooled resources and bought food together to eat during lunch breaks. Those who did not have any money to contribute that particular week would not be excluded but would be accommodated.

			This organised formation carried many of us through tough and trying times. When we played, we really played, and when we did school work, we did so diligently. We were all performing relatively well in class. We sustained this group throughout our high school stay. We relied heavily on this group for social support and otherwise. Had it not been for this group, some of us may have probably dropped out of school and would not have matriculated due to hardships. The group was reduced in number after we completed our Junior Certificate (otherwise known as JC or Form Three), as some members went to different schools to purse mathematics and science and other related programmes.

			

			I would have joined them, as my ambition was to become a medic, which meant I had to do science, but I could not, as the nearest school offering the subjects was in Winterveldt, another village in Brits. It was some 60 or so kilometres away and was a boarding school. Daily commuting was also not possible, as it was some distance away from our village. I requested my mum to apply to the school, but sadly she could not accede to my request as she would not have afforded the fees or travelling costs should I have gained admission as a day scholar rather than a boarder. Consequently, I continued at Mogale High and did general subjects like agricultural studies, biblical studies, geography, biology, and languages. My dreams of becoming a medic were completely shattered. I had to rethink my future career path. I was, however, always desirous of and determined to eventually achieve a tertiary qualification. Sheer determination and desire kept the hope alive.

			We did not have the equipment and facilities, such as the laboratory and library, to do experiments and other things. We relied solely on our textbooks and on one another’s wisdom. I remember we were made to cram an experiment from the ingredients to be used, the methodology and its conclusion and had to recite this back in class. Failure to do this was accompanied by corporal punishment. Effectively, we had to commit the whole thing to memory and regurgitate same in class in front of everybody. This was how our teachers were trained—no thinking out of the box was allowed. To this day, I can recite the then notorious Afrikaans recitation entitled ‘Muskiete Jaag’. How the ability to assuredly and articulately recite this piece was meant to intellectually assist and empower me later in life still baffles me to date.

			To make matters worse, we did not have enough teachers to teach some other subjects we did in Form 3. When we were doing Standard 10, we did not have a geography teacher, and after some time into the year, a private teacher was hired to teach this subject. This was a former student who matriculated the previous year and was brought in fresh from matric to teach us the subject. He had done relatively well in this subject in his final year, the year before, but did not possess the required techniques and methodology for teaching. Good presentation methodology counts in making pupils grasp the content of the subject they are being taught. He was, however, the only option for the principal, who had no option but to enlist his services.
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			The Commodores—class of 1980.

			We taught ourselves as we would often argue with him about his content presentation and interpretation, and he would ultimately agree with us on the point in issue. Ironically, the same teacher later went to the teacher’s training college, where he obtained his teaching qualification and went up the ranks. At the time of writing this book, he is a school inspector. This is what self-development does to a determined individual, but it should be coupled with continuous professional development for the betterment of society. 

			A commitment to achieving one’s goal carried out with zeal and determination. This is actually what my life journey was anchored on. A journey inspired by the aspiration to achieve, against all odds, the goals I had set for myself.

			Over and above the activities of the Commodores, I was also playing softball and was involved in other activities such as boxing and table tennis at school and even tried karate. During the choir competition session, I would join the boys’ choir and skip rehearsals and instead attend practices until the last week when we were to go to competitions because I wanted to go on a school trip with the choir. I think I was a well-rounded, well-balanced individual fitting well into my age group and not a straight-jacketed learner focusing on being ‘educated’.

			

			After school hours and on weekends, I played for the local team known as the Green Bells Football Club, based in the section of our village. I played fullback or left back, as I strangely had my left foot stronger than my right, though I am right-handed and was relatively good at that. This was amateur football.

			On the home front, things were still the same. My grumpy and strict grandpa who though had come to accept that I was now in high school and a teenager allowed a bit of freedom to attend the Commodores’ evening study sessions. These were invaluable and priceless, as we used these to revise what we did in class, and any one of us who understood better in class would help the others. 

			By 1980, our final year in high school, only a few of us were left, as many had dropped out along the way. We studied together, revised together and helped one another to prepare for exams, and we did relatively well. All of us, including the Commodores, passed, and we obtained several matric exemptions and school leaving passes. Most of us pursued our studies and went to tertiary institutions and graduated. We produced three D matric exemption passes, five E matric exemption passes and the rest were S passes, which meant ​school leaving passes, enabling them to do teacher’s training courses or other vocational training. None from our class, the Class of 1980, failed. We had a 100 percent pass rate.

			Our last examination paper was history, and immediately after writing, we parted ways and took different directions and pursued different interests. A few went to the University of Bophuthatswana to obtain either a diploma or degree in agricultural science and teaching, while others went to the University of the North to acquire a degree in teaching. Some could not pursue their academic dreams and sought employment at the factories in and around the town of Brits, while others joined the long queue of the unemployed youth.

			

			I am greatly indebted to the Commodores, who became my family and my only source of inspiration and support. Had it not been for this group, some of us would not have made it through and would not have turned out to be the persons we are today. The group acted as the reliable social network that anchored our ambitions and desires. 

			The brotherhood and camaraderie were amazingly unbelievable and just natural. There was no formal structure and elected leadership. We operated on the basis of brotherhood and equality. Surprisingly, we were a coherent group, and its roots were anchored by mutual respect and cooperation. I am truly and genuinely grateful to have been part of this formidable group of somewhat naïve and rurally groomed individuals who, at that tender age, saw the need to support and nurture one another. A group of teenagers who at that age had such tremendous foresight. 

			This group was head and shoulders above its peers. We were ahead of our times. It was much predicated on such maturity and unbelievable diligence and care for one another. It was an incredibly m​ind-boggling and indescribable social network. I remain very grateful that I was part of this awesome group of brethren. I am eternally indebted to the Commodores.
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			School stamp and registration as a work seeker.

			I headed back home to Alexandra to confront the post-matric challenges in the unfriendly and unwelcoming city ironically known as ‘The City of Gold’. For us Black folks, it was the ‘City of Hell and Misery’. These included, amongst others, challenges of controlled and restricted movement as a result of the prohibitive provisions of the Group Areas Act as well as the Influx Control Act; the inability to enrol at the University of Witwatersrand, where I was admitted to study but could not take up the place offered; the inability to find employment, etc., due to reasons to be canvassed later.

			

			[image: ]

			ELEMENTARY CONSCIOUSNESS

			Every long school holidays, I would head back home to Alexandra to be reunited with my mother. However, I had to have a stamp from my school indicating the length of the school break as well as a stamp from the tribal authority. These irked me so much that I ended up boycotting these processes as a way of resistance against influx control at the risk of being sent back to the countryside should our home be raided by the peri-urban police looking for illegals. It was illegal to be in an urban area if you did not have the requisite permission or an indication by way of your school’s stamp that you were a scholar or full-time student on school vacation specifying the duration of the said school holidays.



OEBPS/image/16.png





OEBPS/image/images6.png
MORNINGSIDE wenoywoon g
e s, Lethabong
LINBRO PARK
KRAMERVILLE £z MODDERFONTEIN
STRATHAVON
mm X
SANDOWN Alexandra
a o .
sandton WYNBERG v =
T Lompanoy sdSNSMEAROW
2 MBARDY WUSINESS ESTATE
i T 1CT Intelligence (Pty) @
SRANPA KEW
BRAMLEY =
= = 53

Map data ©2019 AHGIS (Pty) Lid





OEBPS/image/24.png





OEBPS/image/Chosen_-_Cover.jpg
"UNSHAKABLE RESILIENCE"

MANY ARE GALLED BUT FEW ARE

THE LIFE JOURNEY OF
ADV MOTSHELE LEKALAKALA





OEBPS/image/Image5381.png
REACH
PUBLISHERS






OEBPS/image/images12.png
Anyone disobeying

these laws will be
imprisoned., fined.
and/or wlnpped-






OEBPS/image/20.png





OEBPS/image/SAMPLE_3_VECT.png





OEBPS/image/25.png





OEBPS/image/29.png





OEBPS/image/SAMPLE_3_VECT2.png





OEBPS/image/28.png
C ot
Steve g 4

1
"THE MOST POTENT WEAPON IN

THE HANDS OF THE OPPRESSOR.
LIS THE MIND OF THE OPPRESSED.”

Mental Slavery

is the worst form of
slavery. It gives you
the illusion of freedom,
makes you frust, love

and defend your operessor
while making an enemy
of those who are frying
o free you or open
your eves!






OEBPS/image/images11.png





OEBPS/image/Image6104.png
“A genius is someone who takes a complex thing and makes it look

simple. An academic does the opposite.”
Robert Fanne






OEBPS/image/Image6153.png
Blacks should never be shown the
greener pastures of education, they
should know that their station in life

is to be hewers of wood and
drawers of water.

— Hendnik (ferweend —

AZQUOTES





OEBPS/image/images5.png





OEBPS/image/23.png
NOTHING THATS
HY | APPRECIATE
EVERYTHING

e "".-'All GREW OP'WTTHP





OEBPS/image/4.jpg





OEBPS/image/19.png





OEBPS/image/images9.png





OEBPS/image/3.png
oy |






OEBPS/image/SAMPLE_1_VECT.png





OEBPS/image/15.png





OEBPS/image/27.png
MOGALE SECONDARY SCHOOL
SCHOOL REPORT

ay

Name of puou - L £r0crnnis  Aen Lr08; Mumter in Class

Form w” Posaion in Clases |

Date o 1979 = ~ Average vercenvage L3, 8

School Reopens 23, (. /PP [

p— Maximom | Minimwm | oo | aC== )

1 rewana i e | 21 so

2 AFRIKAANS ( o | :

4. GENERAL SCIENCE =

5 PHYSICAL SCIENCE |

& siowoay P rée 5 |30
e 1 "

B AGRICULTURAL science:

o Howme Economics

10 socL stuies

11. HISTORY goo | tke 270 o

o e v | el aea N

13, RELIGIOUS EDUGATION

Class Toacher

Principal :
Oty T






OEBPS/image/images8.png





OEBPS/image/22.png





OEBPS/image/images10.png





OEBPS/image/images4.png
“The greatness

of a man is

not in how much
wealth he acquires,
bul in his integrty
and his ability

to affect those
around him
posi\ively"

Bob Marley






OEBPS/image/14.png





OEBPS/image/Image5722.png
il
i}






OEBPS/image/18.png





OEBPS/image/2.jpg





OEBPS/image/images7.png





OEBPS/image/12.png
Tho Aloxandra Boor Hall
0724 Avenwo.

In the carly days of Alex, some wome
tumod to the ilicit brewing of beer to make &
Iving. In the 1940% municipal authoriles

fabilshod a monopoly ovor tho browing
and sslling of baor, croating boor halls to
generate fundo 10 covor tho costs _of
managing the lownship, Depived of their






OEBPS/image/21.png





OEBPS/image/1.png
THE LIFE JOURNEY OF
ADV MOTSHELE LEKALAKALA

MANY ARE GALLED BUT FEW ARE

GHUGEN

“UNSHAKABLE RESILIENCE"

(Oﬁ%EA CH
PUBLISHERS





OEBPS/image/26.png
EDUCATION
i nat the learnisg of fuctc,
but the training of the
mind to think.

~Albert Binstein






OEBPS/image/13.png





OEBPS/image/30.png





OEBPS/image/17.png





OEBPS/image/images3.jpg
met Bennito at:theplace we use
. e . k i
Basement






OEBPS/image/SAMPLE_3_VECT1.png





