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Our Freedom Exclusive interview with
Nelson Mandela!

ENKI

by REBECCA WALLACE
In Johannesburg there is a building, in that building, is a room, and in
that room, there are two men.
And they are talking.
The first, a Mister James Gaffy is 5’11”, he has pale skin, freckles, and
the kind of face that you can’t remember a second after he leaves the
room. He is wearing a black suit, a striking red tie, and a fake smile.
The second, is more famous, and thusly maybe more important, the name
you call him by is Nelson Mandela. He...well suffice it to say, he really is
smiling.
“Good morning Africa! This is The Daily Son and I am here with Mister
Mandela. Sir, I am honored to finally make your acquaintance.”
“Thank you, but truly the pleasure is all mine.”
James nodded, then shifted his papers, “If you don’t mind my bluntness,
I was wondering if you could speak a little about your childhood and
name, should I say: names. I believe our readers would like to know
where a man like yourself is from.”

Nelson Mandela

in Umtata district. But, I was raised mostly in Qunu. At birth I was given
the name Rolihlahla, in Xhosa it can be translated to ‘pulling the branch
of a tree.’ But in a more general usage, we come to ‘troublemaker.’ My
life was quite simple back then, I played, herded cattle, and swam. Then
of course everything changed when my mother took me to an English
school. The teacher did not approve of my hard-to-pronounce ancestral
name. She christened me Nelson.”

“Of course, I was born on the 18th of July 1918, at Mvezo, a small city

Continued on page 2.

Human - A short story
by GEORGIA HORTON

The streets of Johannesburg shine
gold in the early morning sunlight.
The usual

street. I notice that he shrugs. The
beggar stares at me. I sense an
inner

wash of pedestrians and drivers
mill about on their way to work,
running errands, going

hopelessness from him. Those
eyes. I see them swimming in a
hopeless horror. There

to school, begging. Yes, there
are the beggars too. One of them
approaches me, an

is no anger there, only a complete
confounded dejection. My taunting
trick has worked.

African. He is elderly and thin.
Who does he think I am? If he
thinks that the look of

Without uttering a word, I turn and
walk on. Even from behind, I can
still feel those

pleading desperation in his weary
eyes will move me, he is wrong. I
almost want to

painful eyes staring at me.

laugh. I am reminded of a child,
making pathetic puppy faces to
gain a toy or piece of
candy. These Africans and their
uneducated ways. Why there are
some breeds of
human made intelligent, and others
made stupid, I’ll never know. But
what I do know is
that I need to thank my stars that I
was born into the intelligent strand.
A well dressed European boy
passes by me. He looks to be about
nine or ten. I
take five Rands out of my pocket
and hand them to him. He looks
puzzled but seems to
accept it for its worth. He mutters a
quick thanks and sets off at a quick
pace down the

The gold of early morning turns
Continued on page 3.
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A.N.C SELLS OUT TO
THE
AFRIKAANERS
by JOSHUA MACRI
Today you are all going to have that burning question that everyone
has been asking answered. Has the A.N.C SOLD OUT? Well that is a
difficult question to answer. First let us look at Nelson Mandela. The
President of the A.N.C, and their political candidate, has had a very....
colored background to say the least. He originally backed the non-violence strategy to win equality with a mule’s stubbornness. Then he turns
around and is all for violence. Could he be mentally unstable and have
a hard time sticking with it? That is a question for another time friends.
Even if he wasn’t mentally unstable, he easily could be now. 27 years in
prison can do that to a man, it’s very possible that he sold out, himself,
and the A.N.C to De Klerk, to gain his freedom.
Now, my friends, let us look at De Klerk himself. He is a very shrewd
man to say the least. He knew that unless he released Mandela the
country would fall. As we all know De Klerk agreed to have the elections. However, it was very possible that Mandela would win. And my
friends, De Klerk knew this. So, what if he told Nelson that he would
let him out of prison and hold the elections only if Mandela would become his puppet if he won them. That is exactly the clever idea that De
Klerk would come up with. And a man who has spent the last 27 years of
his life, in not just any prison, but on Robben Island itself would agree
to for his freedom.

Our freedom - Exclusive interview
with Nelson Mandela!
continued from page 2.

Justice always kept me going.
Eventually we parted ways, but
his advice, and the stubbornness
“It felt wrong, foreign even. Like that I had inherited from my father,
made me realize things could
part of me was stolen. But then I
realized I was given a gift, not only change. Things could get better. It
was 1942 when I first walked into
in the form of a name, but also
an ANC meeting. I walked out a
in the experience and education
changed man.”
I received. And now, I can find
peace, not only in my different
“But how did this changed man
names and different people, but
find his way to prison?”
also in my different worlds.”
“And what were your feelings on
that?”

“Truly masterful advice. But I
was wondering as you speak of
these different aspects of culture
and name. How did you find your
strength and determination in your
early life here is Johannesburg?”
“Well, I think one of the main
things that kind of thrust me into
this varied way of life, was a man
named Justice. After my father
died, I was taking to the Regent
Jongintaba, who had offered to be
my guardian. I attended English
school for a while and had started
University, when he said his son
Justice and I were to be married
to young woman we had never
met. We rebelled and ran away to
Johannesburg. When we arrived,
I was very lost in the culture. I
simply could not understand the
discrimination and racism. But

“Well, it was a long path in and a
longer path out. I co-founded the
ANC Youth League in 1944, and
also found my first love; it was a
busy time. Then 4 years later, I was
elected national secretary of the
Youth League. A little while after
that the defiance campaign began,
and I was arrested (for the first
time) and charged with violating
the Suppression of Communism
Act. It was 1956, when I was
arrested again, this time for
treason. The other 155 accused and
I where released in 1961. While on
trial, I married Nomzamo Winnie. I
was also detained periodically, and
the ANC was banned. Soon after I
was freed, I went into hiding, and
was given the nickname Black
Pimpernel. I was arrested again
August 5th, 1962, and thus began
my 27 years in prison.”
“Many would say prison is a waste
of time, do you believe you gained
anything from the experience?”
“I learned patience. I learned to
change the small things, to start
the ripples that could become
tsunamis. I learned that mankind
can lock away a body, they can
beat flesh and crush bone, but we
control our spirits and I let mine
soar like a falcon. But even more
then that, when I was a young man
full of dreams, sitting at a table
with my friends, sitting at a table
with a white, an Indian, a black,
with Jews, Christians, Hindus, I
learned I would do anything for
the freedom of all. And I am still
prepared to die for that.”
“Thank you, Mister Mandela.
Folks this is James Gaffy with The
Daily Sun, signing off.”
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Life as a
Sangoma Interview
by HAZEL AVERY
My eyes wander around the
small Xhosa village, rondavels
are clustered together and people
are going about their daily work.
There is a peace about it I can’t
put into words. Then I see her,
the sangoma who I am going to
interview. When her eyes meet
mine her face crinkles into a
warm smile and she waves me
over to the hut. Inside, the walls
are painted turquoise and there
are several mats lined up on the
floor along with piles of herbs
and other muti against the walls.
“You’re Nomawethu, correct?
I’m Lindani Mavuso with
the Daily Sun! Thank you so
much for meeting me today,
shall we jump right in with the
questions?” I ask, taking a seat
on one of the mats and pulling
out my notebook and pen.
Nomawethu slowly sits down
on the mat across from me and
stretches her legs out with a
satisfied sigh, “Of course, what
would you like to know?”
“I know a little about traditional
healers, but I don’t have a
clear picture. What exactly is a
Sangoma?”
“I hold a deep belief in the
ancestors and the use of
traditional African medicine.
As a sangoma, I believe I can
connect with the ancestors, to let
them possess me and give me
advice and guidance. Sangomas
diagnose and heal not only
physical ailments but mental,
emotional, and spiritual.”
“I recently heard there are also
traditional herbalists, Inyangas.
What is the difference between a
Sangoma and an Inyanga?”
“Sangomas are called by the
ancestors to heal. Inyangas do
not receive a calling, and their
work deals with the earthly realm
rather than the spiritual. They
heal by herbs and treatments,
and while they do use dream
interpretation, Inyangas do not
connect or call on the Ancestors
like Sangomas do. I do not need
my patients to be present to be
able to access and manage their
illness; Inyangas do.”
“You said that you use less
materialistic ways to heal than
continued on page 6.
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Human - A short Story
continued from page 1.

to the glare of afternoon. My hair
and face grow
damp from sweat. I feel it begin to
run down the back of my neck. I
stop at a small
store for shoe polish. Outside of it
is a bench. The heat has tired me
and I desperately
want to sit down. I look through
the shop window, and notice the
line. It isn’t exactly
short. As if a blessing, a young
African boy walks in front of me
down the street. I reach
out and grab the collar of his shirt.
His head whips around, his eyes
are round with fear.
“Where are you headed?” I ask
him. My voice is laced with
calculated charisma. His
breath quickens and I can sense
fear and confusion from him. His
voice is quiet as he
says, “Home”.
I force a smile as I ask my favor.
“You can spare some time and buy
me some
black shoe polish”. I hand him the
money, “It’s just right in there. It’s
easy to find, they

money in his face. “Don’t run off
with this, kaffir” I warn. He mouths
the words “yes sir”

intentions earlier, and if he hadn’t
run away, I would’ve told him
what I thought. I walk

only sell one kind”. He looks
away from me and into the
window. “I was supposed to be

and disappears into the shop. I
sit down on the bench, and try to
ignore the looks that

on. The blistering heat of the
afternoon cools into evening.
Again I pass the beggar.

home by now. Unless you pay me,
I’m gonna get in trouble. Now
could you let go of

are being aimed towards me. I
don’t care what they think of my
shouting, I have done

That pathetic beggar. He looks up
and sees me. He stares for awhile
and then looks

my shirt please?”

my duty. I turn my head and look
through the window into the shop.
The boy holds the

away. I feel no remorse for my
actions towards him earlier. Well, I
can’t feel remorse

polish in one hand and the money
in the other. His dark eyes dart
around.

for my actions towards him. That
just isn’t right. I’m not supposed to
be that way. The

At last he exits the shop and
approaches me again. He hands me
the polish and

boy’s words run through my head.
I try to block them out, but all that
does is implant

turns to walk off. But then he stops.
A thought seems to hit him. Does
he expect me to

them deeper into my brain. I
realize that I am dwelling on them.
No one has ever said

thank him? If he does, well I’m not
going to. But I’ll never know. He
just looks at me for

anything like this to me before.
Is he claiming that we are all the
same? Well, clearly

a moment and then says in a soft
voice, “I’m a human just like you”.
Then, before I can

we aren’t. But are we? Surely I
can’t be wrong. Am I?

I am stunned. The fact that he,
an African, has the nerve to
challenge me, an
Afrikaner, is appalling. The smile
melts from my face. “Pay you?” I
growl, my voice
rising in a slow crescendo. “Me,
pay you? You insolent kaffir! I am
superior to you and I
was born that way. If I tell you
to buy me shoe polish, you go in
there and buy it! Don’t
tell me what to do. You’re like a
stupid chicken asking for money
because you laid an
egg. Because you’re doing your
duty, you think I should pay
you?!” I take a deep
breath, lower my voice, and
disclose my malice. “Now get in
there and buy the damn

respond, he turns and takes off
down the street.

shoe polish”.

For a moment, I am puzzled. At
first his words are meaningless to
me like a

The beggar. That is what his eyes
remind me of though this time,
with added fear.

complicated recipe in a cooking
book. As I walk, however, his
words hit another place in

They still replicate, however,
that same hopeless horror, that
unbelieving dismay and

my head and a small understanding
begins to form. A human, just like
me. No. We are

loss of faith in humanity. Several
people on the street hear my
shouting. They stare at

both human, but we are not
the same. I am civilized. He is
barbaric. We will never be

me. The boy stares at me. Then he
gives a slight nod. I release him
and thrust the

the same. I can’t help that, we
were just made that way. If I had
understood his

Food and Fun

The Daily Sun

page 4.

JOHANNESBURG, SUNDAY, APRIL 24, 1994

ENKI

Lamb Bredie
by ANNEKEN JOGL
Serves 8
•

4 cans of whole, peeled tomatoes (240g each)

•

6 white onions

•

8 cloves of garlic, whole

• 3 star anis
• 1 cinnamon stick (split in two)
• 6 pieces of dry chili
• 5 stalks of fresh marjoram (alt: oregano), or 1 tablespoon of
dried marjoram
• 2 tablespoons of fluid honey
• 1 1/2 tablespoons of balsamic vinegar
• 1/2 a cup of oil
• 20 pieces of lamb (about 2 lb.)
• salt and pepper to taste

Chakalaka

Directions:

by ANNEKEN JOGL

First, you should flavour the oil. Warm it in a large pan and gently
fry the garlic, star anis, chili and cinnamon for 5-10 minutes.
Remove these
and set aside.

Serves 4

Turn the heat up a little and brown the pieces of lamb. When they are
browned, put the pieces in a pot. Reduce the heat again and gently
fry the onions until opaque. Add the marjoram to the onions and
stir.

•

(Pre-heat the oven at 360º F)

• 1-2 teaspoon curry powder

Add the onions to the lamb. Stir in the garlic, star anis, chili and
cinnamon, then add the tomatoes, balsamic vinegar and honey. Make
sure that the lamb is completely submerged in the sauce- it will dry
out otherwise.

• 2 cloves of garlic, minced

Cover the pot and put it in the oven. Cook for 4 hours. When the
meat is very tender, your bredie is ready to serve.

• cayenne pepper to taste

Notes:
 I ommited all the chilis – this amount of chili will probably
make it very spicy.

1/4 cup cooking oil

• 1 medium onion, sliced or diced

• ½ teaspoon thyme
• ½ teaspoon smoked paprika
• ½ teaspoon ginger, minced
• 1-2 tomatoes, diced
• 3-4 cups sliced cabbage (about 8 oz.)
• 1 large carrot grated on the large side or thinly sliced

 I used one 28 oz. can of tomatoes, which worked fine.

• 1 medium green pepper, diced

 You do not have to chop the tomatoes. They will get very soft
and be easy to eat.

• 1 ½ cups dried white beans, soaked and boiled

• 1 medium red pepper, diced
• 2 tablespoons maple syrup
Directions:
1. In a large saucepan, heat oil over medium heat.
2. Add onion, give it a minute or two.
3. Stir in all the spices: garlic, ginger, smoked paprika, curry,
thyme. Continue stirring for about a minute to let the flavors
bloom. Then add tomatoes, bell peppers, carrots and cabbage.
4. Simmer for about 5 minutes, stirring occasionally to prevent
burning.
5. Add beans and maple syrup, stir. Continue cooking for about
15 minutes.
6. Add the cayenne. Serve warm.
Notes:
 Soaking the beans reduces gas. Soak overnight or bring to a
boil and soak for an hour.
 I suggest adding the cayenne pepper at the very end – that
way you can taste your dish to assess the level of spice.
 I use maple syrup because it adds sweetness and rounds out
the flavor nicely.
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Steamed Bread
by ANNEKEN JOGL
• 1 kg of flour (2.2 lbs)
• 1 teaspoon of salt
• 2 tablespoons of sugar
• 1 teaspoon of dry yeast
• 1/2 a liter of warm water (1 pint)
Directions:
Mix the dry ingredients first and make a little hole for the water. Pour
in the water, mixing carefully until your dough is a smooth, wet batter.
It should be sticky and not too wet though!
Cover and let it rise for ±1 hour in a warm environment.
When it has risen, knead it down again and cover for another ±30
minutes.
In the meantime, butter an enamel or metal bowl. You will need a
large pot that can fit the bowl with room enough for you to handle it.
Once the dough has risen again, put it into the buttered bowl.
Bring half a liter of water to a boil in the large pot and put the
uncooked bread into it. (The water should not reach more than halfway up the bowl). Put the lid on and let it steam at medium heat for ±
2 1/2 hours. If during that time you need to refill the water, remember
to do so.
Before you take the bowl out, make sure that the bread is cooked by
using a knife to test the level of stickiness. It should not be wet-sticky
to the touch.
When the bread is done, take it out and let it cool a little before
serving. Serve warm!
Notes:
 If you are using whole wheat flour, you will need more water,
about 1 litre.
 Steaming: cover the bread with foil and the pot with a lid.

Steaming Bread
by ANNEKEN JOGL

The dough rose beautifully, soft
and spongy. Perfect. We had to
haul the 2-foot-high pot out of the
basement to be able to fit a large
enough bowl. I had my violin
lesson, so my dad steamed it for
me, without the lid. When I came
home, my bread was out and on the
table, nicely browned and slightly
cracked on top.
Appearances can be deceiving. The
browned layer was less than 1/8’’
thick, and underneath it the bread
was just as raw as it had been
before we put it in to steam. My
mom decided that further steaming
was pointless and stuck it in the
oven. By the time it was done, the
top half had formed one solid layer
of dough. The bottom half was
delicious.
I had to try again. I mixed the
dough again and put it in the
fridge to slow-rise overnight. It
rose beautifully, soft and spongy.
Perfect. My mom insisted that I
cover the bread to keep it from
getting soggy. So I did. 2 ½ hours
later, under much cursing at the
hot steam and the general lack of
space in the pot, I pulled the bread
out again and attempted to take the
lid off. It would not budge. I turned
the bowl upside down and shook
it. Nothing. What was my mom
thinking? When I finally found
her, and after first commenting on
why I hadn’t used foil to cover the
bread, my mom heated the bowl
on the stove until the lid came off
easily. Still the bread refused to

budge. It took a very sharp
knife and several attempts to
coax the bread into parting
company with the bowl. The
bottom half was burned and
smelled funny. The top half
was delicious.
I will try again, and maybe the
next time the whole loaf will
be good.
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Life as a Sangoma Interview
continued from page 3.
Inyangas. What are those
ways?”
“I often use divination,
the reading of bones. They
can be animal vertebrae,
shells, and rocks. Different
items symbolize different
significances in people’s lives.
For example, a hyena bone
means thief and will provide
information about stolen items.
The patient or I throw the
bones, but only the ancestors
control how they fall.
Sacrificing animals, burning
incense, special rituals and
dances for certain illnesses
are also used in healing.
Sometimes, we will refer
our patient to an Inyanga for
healing if we cannot do it
ourselves.”
“I know that you have to be
called by the ancestors to
become a Sangoma. What was
your calling?”
“The traditional calling can
sometimes make people sick.
I blacked out several times
and had many visions. When
I told my mother about them,
she immediately took me to
a sangoma where they told
me I was being called by the
ancestors.”
“After your calling, there was
an initiation. What was that
like?”
“Initiation was a long but
important process. First, the
sangomas prepared to slaughter
the goat. Then they entered
the house to sing; my family
came in first to explain the
reason for their presence. I was
placed in the middle of the hut.
I remember my uncle, who
was assigned intlabi, mixing
the medicine “isilawu” to a
froth. They placed the bucketlike container on my head to
reconcile my mind. When you
are called by the ancestors, you
become unstable.
“They took the bucket from
my head and fed the the foam
from the medicine to me. From
there, I followed my uncle
outside into the kraal where
the goat was waiting. They
fed it beer and the traditional
medicine called ‘isilawu’.
This is to prepare the goat for
the ritual. In Xhosa tradition,
the goat must be snow white
for the calling-acceptance
rituals. The goat must also be a

castrated male.

I was also given ‘umnamatho’,
a spear not for fighting but for
the calling and digging up of
“Tree branches were then put down herbs. After being dressed in the
kraal, I was lead back to the hut
for the goat to lay on. My uncle
and covered in ‘ibhilo’ - a white
came forward with his spear and
sheet. There I was given advice
poked the goat and it bleated. It is
on what I could and could not do,
believed when the goat bleats, the
and advised to be respectful and
aliment fades away. We said, “All
of us thank you!”. After killing the obedient to my elder healers.
goat, they cut away a strip of flesh
from under the goat’s right leg and
poured gall on it to make it bitter.
On the last day of my initiation,
Because it is medicine, it is not
they cut up the rest of the goat and
supposed to be tasty.
fed it to everybody. Finally, we all
went to the fire to keep the bones.
My hair was shaved (laugh). It
was weird being bald but I knew
it had to be done. They shave it so
that when it grows back you start
a new life. After leaving the kraal,
I was adorned in beads and pieces
of goat skin. Lastly, an inflated
gallbladder was placed on my head
along with my head-beads. It was a
sign that I had accepted my calling.
The goatskin was to show that I
had completed the ritual.

As a Sangoma, are their any rules
or taboos that you have to follow?
When I was a training to be a
traditional healer I was told I could
not eat beans, milk, liver, or the
head or feet of animals. These
interfere with dreams and visions.
Any type of sexual interaction is
also forbidden.

“There has been a lot of talk about
these charlatans that have been
popping up around towns, claiming
that can heal when they have no
training to do so. What are your
thoughts on this?”
It worries me greatly that people
trust them; the fact that so many
are hurt by these people. Real
sangomas rely on word of mouth,
we let our patients come to us.
These fake healers lie about their
connection with the ancestors,
and the ancestors are mad at them
because of this.
I despise the fact that because of
these charlatans, real sangomas
are portrayed as witch doctors. We
do not do miracles but we do help
people as best we can. A true healer
is someone who has gone through
initiation and rigorous training. If
the patient has headaches we give
them painkillers, but we try to find
the root of the problem too.

The Daily Sun

page 7.

JOHANNESBURG, SUNDAY, APRIL 24, 1994

ENKI

Chatting with Francois Pienaar!
Work
Hard
and
Never
Give
Up
by AUSTIN JOBSON
Greetings readers of the Daily Sun.
Today we have a special treat for
all of you sports fans. We were
lucky enough to score an exclusive
interview with one of the best
rugby players of our time. We
are here at the home of Francois
Pienaar.
How long have you been playing
rugby?
I’ve been playing since I was a

little boy. I have always wanted to
be a rugby player, and everyday
after school I would come home
and my dad would train me for
hours. On weekends I would be up
by dawn and train all day.
Who is your biggest mentor?
I would say that is my father. As
a child, he encouraged me to play
rugby. He was very strict and I
learned to be persistent. I thank
him for that. Without his guidance,
I would not be in the position I am
in today.
What are your thoughts on the
worldwide ban of your team, the
Springboks?
Because I have been a player and
the Captain of the team for more
than one year, I am disappointed
with the decision. I am enjoying
playing rugby with my team and
am sad that we have been banned
from playing outside of the
country. I hope that the rest of the
world will reconsider the ban, and
allow us to play.
Do you have any advice for young
children wanting to become rugby
players?
Work hard and never give up.
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