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amnit I just 
blinked and 
s u d d e n l y 
we have 12 
issues out 
and we are 
celebrating 
our first 
anniversary. 
I cannot tell 
you how 
difficult it 
has been, but 

rather then dwell on that and go 
into a rant about the difficulties of 
the online magazine industry, I will 
instead give a few Tswaar Daars 
to the main culprits and that silent 
partners that directly or indirectly 
are responsible for making 
MindMap-SA what it is today. 

First and foremost to the 
founding partners of this little 
entity Mazwi, Mitch, Loyiso and 
Sihle Mlambo, we started this 
thing under a tree at varsity after 
a lengthy conversation about 
the stupidity of contemporary 
culture. I appreciate the love 
given and in the words of 
Andrea Gibson, “I wish you 
were here, I wish you never left 
but most of all I wish you well. 
I wish you my very very best.”

To the Coolab team Russel 
Hlongwane and Olwethu Bandezi 
I cannot quantify how legendary 
you guys are too me and I have 
learnt so much 
from both of 
you over the 
past year. You 
are my drawing 
board where I 
bounce off ideas 
and knock them 
back into shape. 
You guys are 
an island of sanity and without 
those inside jokes I surely would 
have lost my mind and not been 
a ‘blogger’. To my team of 
contributors there are too many of 
you to name, I raise a glass to your 
belief in this and your willingness 
to give your very best and expect 
nothing in return. In the words 
of Slikour, “I am not your boss I 
am your colleague, it’s just that 
sometimes I am forced to lead.” 

After a year of having served as editor of MindMap-SA, Sihle 
Mthembu thanks some of the people that have made this 

entity possible. 

MAXIMUM 
RESPECT

D
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“To my team of contributors there are too many of you to name, I raise a 
glass to your belief in this and your willingness to give your very best and 

expect nothing in return.”
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To Mina Maboja I thank you for the 
advice you gave to me after you read 
my first editor’s note and one day I 
hope I can give you a sexy corner 
office written ‘senior-reporter’ 
and the big fat paycheck that you 
deserve. To Sabelo, Pearl and 
Yolisa you have written so much for 
me and yet I have never even meet 
you nor have we ever even spoken 
on the phone, maximum respect to 
you. To every photographer across 
the country who has trusted us to 
do the right thing with their work, 
thank you. To Busiswa Gqulu I will 
not even bother going into details 
about how much you inspire me 

because it might sound creepy. 
To Nosipho Mngoma for the 
criticism and the encouragement 
you always have an unusual 
ability to spank and praise at the 
same time. Peace be upon you all.

To the KZNSA, The collective, 
Live the venue, Unit 11, KZNIA, 
Colombo, Tumelo and Thando at 
Cup o Thought and every other 
institution that has welcomed us 
with open arms we hope one day 
we can repay your faith in us. To 
the vintage hags particularly Thola 
and Amava I love you guys despite 
the headaches you have given me. 
To my friends Menga and Khulani 
Maseko you guys have done so much 
not only for MindMap-SA but for 
Coolab as a whole-THANK YOU.

The people we have interviewed 

over the past year Phillippa Yaa 
De Villiers I have always believed 
that the moment I interviewed you 
was the day this publication took 
off, to Lebo Mashile for one of the 
funniest interviews I have ever had 
and a 30min convo on iziphandla, 
thank you. To Tumi Molekane 
who allowed us to do a photoshoot 
with him at 2:30 in the morning 
you are the don and to Mxo Mathe 
who agreed to take pics at that 
time I extend a hand of friendship.
To Okuhle for the advice and 
the long late night convos I am 
honored to have worked with you.

Sherlene Versveld the best PR 
person in Mzansi and the CCA,
so much of our content is based 
on what you guys do and may you 

not tire in your efforts to create a 
vibrant cultural scene for Durban. 
To Bongani Madondo and Roger 
Young your writing and cultural 
insight is something that I can 
only aspire to have. Last and most 
importantly to the MindMap-
SA readers, the ones who

subscribe to the publication, who 
connect with us via twitter and 
facebook and post comments on 
the website. For better or for worse 
you are the reason why we keep 
going and we appreciate every 
bit of support that you have given 
us over the past year and we hope 

to continue to be with you for 
many more to come. From me 
until next time-Keep mapping out.
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Boutique Hotel on Florida RoadThe Benjamin is a charming Victorian boutique hotel & conference centre centrally 

situated in Florida Road, making it an ideal location for
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Our warm welcome will make The Benjamin a home away from home!

141 Florida Road, Durban Tel: 031 303 4233

www.benjamin.co.za
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As part of the French seasons in South 
Africa and a nation tour, local music 
aficionados 340ml put on a stellar 
performance recently at Live the venue. 
This despite growing uncertainty around 
the venue’s future. The groups as usual mad e uses of 
their typically fresh experimental and genre bending 
know-how to please the packed Durban crowd. 



The Mercury Wine week is an annual fixture for wine lovers 
in Durban and features a large scale wine installations, 
tasting and trade shows mixing and showcasing 
the oldest and newest wine blends in the country
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MindMap-SA
Annivesary     Retrospective  
As MindMap-SA celebrates its 12th issue, we 

take a look at some of the highlights and mile-
stones. 
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01: Guests listening to an talk at the first TedTals screenings hosted by 
Coolab and LLLKZN for which MindMap-SA is a media partner
02: MindMap-SA is edited by Arts and features writer Sihle Mthembu
03: An invite for the dinner gathering where MindMap-SA, celebrated  
The Forerunners
04: A candind moment with Lebo Mashile who graced issue 8-our 
second literature issue.
05: Durban based band Luminati
06: Jesse Boykins III became the first internationa star to grace the 
cover of a MindMap-SA issue
07: Guests mingle at the dinner gathering where MindMap-SA, cel-
ebrated  The Forerunners
08: PHfat during a photoshoot at the Bon Ami Hotel 
09: Akin Omotoso graced a condensed film issue
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10: Guests mingle at a dinign session held in collabo-
ration with Fork, Knife and Glass

11: MindMap-SA has collaborated on two fashion 
spreads with Vintage Hags

12: The Classics is a short video series where young 
creatives talks about things that they think are classic

13: In our first major sport/lifestyle feature we inter-
viewed the Zoo York Skate team which is based in 
Durban.

14: MindMap-SA is an entity that covers lifestlye 
trends, people, events and the arts in-depth. 
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15: Thanda ‘The Curator’ Kunene takes pictures of Durban based band-Luminati on location at The Factory Cafe
16: The Soil graced the cover feature of issue 7   17 Olwethu Bandezi & Russel Hlongwane at the first Cosi Cosi Pop-Up 
Cinema  18 Photographer Melanie Ngema and Art Director Olwethu Bandezi on location at The Benjamin Hotel
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19: Amava Kama poses for a photo at Piatto on 
Florida RD
20: Contributing Editor Russel Hlongwane takes 
time out
21: The Forerunners cover picture for issue 6
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Words by Sihle Mthembu
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I 
f you search the age old stone tablets and memo-
ry banks of Middle Eastern and Arabic religious 
philosophy, on more than one occasion you are 
likely to encounter the name Abdal-Salam or its 
more common manifestation of Abdus-Salam. 
Loosely translated into English it means servant 
of peace. A befitting noun for any custodian of 
knowledge. The name Abdus in the Arabic set-
ting has over the years waned in its popularity 
but is no less burly in both its conception and the 
social weight it once carried in the region. It is a 
boy’s name, and with the aid of imagination and 
old texts one can only speculate that such a name 
was used in the context of highly ritualistic hap-
penings and was not something that would be be-
stowed upon laymen. Today however on the edge 

of Durban’s habour there are no encounters of a celestial kind.

Although indecently a custodian of peace is also en route. He 
however does not inscribe scripture on rocks or wear min-
isterial robes, although he does chant melodies in inner city 
squares and his dreams of flight manifest themselves through 
the power of a microphone.  I am at the BAT Centre. Hav-
ing waited for a good four minutes I have taken in the view 
from the edge of the docks and decided it a good idea to drink 
half my Appletiser before Durban based rapper and musi-
cian Abdus makes his way to the table where I am seated for 
our interview. His well maintained jeans cling to him assur-
ingly. On one hand he has his blackberry and is accompanied 
by Marlyn Knol his manager. She makes her self scarce and 
greets from afar before sitting at a table behind ours and open-
ing her laptop to attend to what is clearly urgent business.

My subject is well poised and aware of the space around him, 
with no freckles on his face and a sort of boy-next door demea-
nor it is always hard to convince yourself that Abdus is a rap-
per. His persona does not fit any of the quintessential moulds 
of being an MC in the ‘Mothaland’. He is soft spoken, does not 
frivolously quote Steve Biko and themes of Black power nor 
does he wear big fake cold chains that will mark his neck. His 
only item of accessory is an understated watch, which for the 
duration of our interview he does not even bother to look at.

So how did a well meaning boy with a township background 
and a sensible Christian upbringing find himself in that de-
structive world of hip-hop? Born as Ndelanhle Biyase the 28 
year old MC recounts his early influences and surprisingly his 
list it is not littered with the common names that would pop-
up when you asked a lot of rappers when it was that they first 
mated with the genre. There is no Nas, No Kweli, No Tumi. 
His ingress into hip-hop is much older than the influence of 
these MC’s. Abdus first encountered this musical litany vicari-
ously through his older brother in 94. His older sibling was 
an addict to the genre despite the new wave of Kwaito crunk 
beats that were taking the country by storm at the time. “I think 
the first time I really got to hip-hop was between 93 and 94,” 
says Abdus. “My older brother used to play Naughty by nature, 
and Kriss Kross. He would buy original music a lot. And that 
is when I started messing around with it and taping on radio.”

From the onset it is clear that Abdus’ mindfulness is not 
something that is common amongst other musicians of his 
ilk. This reality not only showcases itself in his sound but 
also in his general dismay and disillusion with hip-hop as 

an art form. “I no longer listen to hip-hop as much,” he con-
fesses with a slight disappointment in tone. “These days 
I mostly listen to Indie rock, and jazz fusion. I am a fan of 
music with substance,” he says. And it is that substance that 
has made his sparkle different within the local rap game.
Abdus is a musician who has mastered the art of giving 
short in-depth answers a trait that is very familiar amongst 
South African artists who don’t have South African man-
gers. He knows when to tell a story, intercept with a joke or 
get serious, this is a skill that is not only part of his conver-
sational style but crosses over into his music. In his pres-
ence a certain respectful confidence cascades into the scene.

So supposedly how does he survive, claiming his space and 
make himself relevant as a born again Christian operating in 
a medium that is often synonymous with dumb-down ideas, 
an over-emphasis on the othering of women, sex, drugs, al-
cohol and a number of other psychedelics? He comments 
on a few musical red flags in hip-hop both here at home and 
abroad; stating how little he thinks of the swag/braggado-
cio statements that invasively impose themselves in the lyr-
ics of many forgettable local and international rap singles. 
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1.Abdus in studio 
recording songs 

for his debut 
album; The 

library. The record 
was launched 

earlier this year.  
2. In 2009 Abdus 

released The 
fixtape which 

sold thousands of  
copies and won 

him an Hype 
Award for Best 

Lyricist. 3 Abdus 
in know for having 

co-founded the 
Friday Cyphers in 

Durban
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As an MC Abdus 
notes that he is 

very aware of  the 
monotony that 

has now become 
part and parcel 

of  the music and 
culture of  hip-hop. 

He says for him 
he emphasizes 

putting together 
music that 

represents his 
personal beliefs 

and can resonate 
with his audience.
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 “Sometimes I listen to this and think all these songs are for strippers,” 
he says with a light chuckle. “If you watch all those gangster movies 
that is the music they play. These 2chainz, it’s all strip club music.” 
Here Abdus is at his most serious. He points out that resonance is 
his primary mission. Resonance with people within and beyond his 
audience and that his audiences does not find resonance with all 
this nonsense that invades the airwaves and music video channels. 
Although he is a born again Christian and subscribes to a strict 
doctrine of beliefs, Abdus is at times lenient on criticizing his 
peers. Rather opting to work with some of them on songs. Here he 
often puts his lyrical stamp on things and seldom goes over the top.

As a largely self made musician Abdus’ sound regularly makes use 
of fables, stories and intricate wordplay that bounces back and forth 
playing a sort of boxing game with the beat. Educated referencing 
is perhaps the strongest characteristic of his lyrical output. For him 
no story is allowed to stand alone instead all of his work and songs 
somehow reference their past and each other. All this has seen him 
slowly develop a steady body of work over the last eight years 
that could surely see him described as prolific. Having released his 
first major mixtape in 2009 (amply titled The Fixtape) which sold 
over 4000 copies on the street and earned him a Best lyricist Hype 
Award, Abdus is probably one of the hottest unsigned artists in 
South African music. And he has been for at least four years now 
and plans to keep it that way. “It goes back you knowing yourself 
and what you need in life. If you need a lot of money, money that 
you think you have but don’t have then you can sign to a record 
label,” he says. “They will tell you all these fancy stories just to 
make you sign. And I didn’t need all those things I just wanted to 
be happy with what I do and that is why I am still independent.”

Here on the banks of the bat centre where there is a bluesy folk song 
playing in the background, two white gentleman drinking a coke and 
ginger beer and a steady wind from the sea hitting our table at just 
the right pace, Abdus finds himself not so far from where he began 
to take his rapping seriously. In 2004 he recalls how he co-founded 
the Friday Cyphers that took place at the Durban bus terminals just 
above The Workshop in the heart of the city. “It was very random 
cause me and my friends were hanging at the terminals on a Friday 
and there was a guy who was beatboxing there. I introduced myself 
to him and we just had a good vibe.” Soon it was agreed that every 
Friday they would meet at the terminals and just rap, a small but 

significant move in the timeline of Durban hip-hop as a whole. 
Even though he remains undefeated in street battles Abdus is keenly 
aware of the dark miles of this musical road, having been assaulted 
and confronted on more than one occasion for having outdone 
other MCs. Later that year Abdus would follow up by working 
as a featured artist, and on several compilation albums that gave 
his fans something to cling onto as he cooked his own mixtape.

It was also around this period that he says he found his voice and 
made a decision to rap in IsiZulu, a trait that is now something that 
is exclusively part of his arsenal . “When I started I was rapping a 
lot in English,” he says. “But when we did the cyphers everyone 

was rapping in English. And there was 
something missing because we all 
sounded the same. In the terminals you 
would find a lot of poor people they 
would come and hang with us but they 
couldn’t hear what we were saying and 
so they would move on and for me that 
was powerful. I realized it was important 
for me to communicate with people 
in a way they love and understand.”

Over the last three years Abdus has 
matured significantly to what can at best 
be described as an exponent of common 
sense. His quirky wordplay moves 
beyond just intelligent lyricism but enters 
a realm where it’s also a play on language 
and the limits of linguistic ability.
You need only look as far as a 
recent track where he was featured 
and decided to make use of Fana 
ka lo (a chopped up and jaded 
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version of IsiZulu often used by Indian people in Durban) he 
transitions effortlessly line after line, coming out triumphantly 
humorous without ever seeming tackles or disrespectful towards 
anyone of Indian descent. “It’s really hard for me to listen to the 
monotony in hip-hop right now,” he says. “Everybody has the same 
flow, the same beat everything is the same. People get a beat and don’t 
even add anything to it. The emotion is no longer there in hip-hop.”

His discreet off-stage presence has however not saved him from 
getting noticed. Over the past year he has performed as the opening 
act for international heavyweights such as Lil Wayne and Usher 
and has even toured Barcelona for the Primavera Music festival. 
Earlier this year he independently released his debut offering. The 
library is an emotional culmination of things 
that have been happening to Abdus over the 
last 8years. It is a testimonial of a rapper who 
differentiates himself by living a controlled 
life. It is musically dadaic as it is pensive. It is a 
story driven album and is uncharacteristically 
continuous for a local hip-hop offering.

Speaking about putting the project together he notes that 
fundamentally as a musician he wanted to put out a project where 
his lyrical ability would be on display but not be characterized by 
subpar content. “The timing was perfect it was initially supposed 
to be released last year. The theme was me being a born again 
Christian but just letting go of all these dark emotions. That is why 
I refer to it as a library of emotions.” In the library it is evident that 
Abdus is a rapper that is finetuning that balance between music 
that is both personal but can still work well on both record and 
stage. His experience having released mixtapes and worked with 
other artists on compilation albums is in full display on this record.

He is ardently aware of his influence and how it is quickly 
picking up pace not only amongst his peers in the music 
industry but with a much wider audience. He tells me about how 
startled he was that in a high-school isiZulu paper over the last 
two years one of the set works has been a story about him and 
his music. Here students have to interpret what is said about 
Abdus in the story as well as what Abdus says in his music. “I 
was really happy about that,” he notes proudly. “They had to 
read and understand about me and my lyrics and that is when I 
really took his seriously that so many people are taking notice.”

Just as he is musing about his influence a group of about six 
students walk into the area where we are seated, 
chit chatting and they pick sets just a few rows 
away from us. “It’s not only young people that 
are taking notice but also older people and 
academics,” he says before his train of thought 
is interrupted when one of the students who 
just walked in makes his way to our table. 
The young lad has curly hair, a half tucked-

in shirt and tie hanging loosely around his neck. He introduces 
himself and says how much he is just a fan. Abdus smiles and 
gives a firm handshake without blushing. The lyrical maestro 
is surely used to this by now. The young man points out that he 
had picked up on your conversation. “The paper you are talking 
about, we wrote again yesterday. It was smooth,” he says before 
walking away. At this point it would have been typical of any 
rapper to take a swipe at the boy or make a joke about him, but 
Abdus doesn’t. Instead he gets back to the ilk of our conversation 
without missing a beat. “That is what it’s all about he says.”

Over the last three years Abdus has matured significantly to what can at best be described as an exponent of common sense. His quirky 
wordplay moves beyond just intelligent lyricism but enters a realm where it’s also a play on language and the limits of linguistic ability.
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“The timing was perfect it was 
initially supposed to be released last 

year. The theme was me being a 
born again Christian but just letting 

go of all these dark emotions. ”
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Tosh  Gitonga’s
Words by Sihle Mthembu

Images courtesy of One fine day filmsNairobi Half Life



“ What I feel the relevance 
of film in my country now 

is that it helps them connect 
more and accept themselves as 

Africans”

W hen watching Kenyan director 
Tosh Gitonga’s debut feature 
film, Nairobi half life; you are 
made aware of a lot of things. 
Not the least of which is the 
buzzing urban sprawl ridden re-
ality that is the Kenyan capital. 
Equally the random swindling 

and hustle and bustle that is common in the African urban nar-
rative is perfectly in place. But perhaps above all else as a film 
viewer looking in and consuming the veracity of this landscape 
you are made acutely aware of your own prejudices and pre-
conceptions about the levels of ambition within African film (I 
use the term African film loosely here as a wide brushstroke for 
a multitude of film dialects, sensibilities and styles) The first 
layer of the prejudice presents itself rather 
literally. You are merely surprised by the 
fact that there is a film whose production 
quality if much higher than the shaky cam- 
bad sound type of film that is often found in 
Nollywood and other parts of the continent, 
at times masquerading as a sort of marquee 
of African perspectives and the directorial 
grace on offer in Africa. The second level of prejudices is a 
more practical one. You are surprised at how thoroughly en-
tertaining an ‘African’ non-South African film can be without 
resorting to slapstick or archetypes about witchcraft and sexism 
(themes ever so present in this present in this part of the world)

The narrative onto which Gitonga carves this film is not a new 
one per say. Mwas is a young and humorous wanna be actor from 
the villages who spends his time selling pirated DVDs and re-
citing lines from Hollywood films. His dream is as simple as it 

is ironic. He wants to be an actor and after being lured by ur-
ban promises he moves to Nairobi in a bid to make his dream 
come true. Here Gitonga presents us with a landscape that is as 
beautiful as it is savage. A place where people are robbed in day 
light in the middle of the street, grimy, busy and full of texture 
and color. Speaking about what it was like to film in the open 
spaces of Nairobi surrounded by all those people Gitonga high-
lights that people were very accommodating but there were a 
few hairy moments during production. “We didn’t have all the 
resources we would have liked, so we had to film where there 
were real people walking in the streets,” say Gitonga. “And at 
times people were looking into camera and we had to edit around 
that and sometimes you are shooting and you have to get brutal 
with people ‘get out’ or you talk nicely it depends on the occasion.

Nairobi half life is a resulting film from a series of workshops 
conducted by One fine day films. The com-
pany has on ongoing program where it trains 
African filmmakers on all spheres of the cin-
ematic value chain, ranging from screenwrit-
ing to art direction. Already they have pro-
duced other lauded films such as Soul boy. 
This pioneering program is one of the many 
new creative strategies that Kenyan crea-

tives of a cinematic ilk are using to finally find themselves able 
to bring their stories to the big screen. Commenting about be-
ing part of the One fine day film’s workshops, Gitonga notes that 
it is an incubation process that added extreme value to the way 
he understands and executes the cinematic medium. There is a 
master module of workshops where you have two weeks train-
ing in a masterclass. I was accepted into that class and there 
were eight of us from all over Africa,” he says. “And from 
there they monitored who is most suited to do the film, I didn’t 
even know about Nairobi half life or even the script back then.”
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Perhaps the most important thing about Nairobi half life is that 
not only is it an assured debut for a young director nor is it merely 
that it is a film that is vibrant and thoroughly well executed; per-
haps most significantly Gitonga is joining a list of a few young di-
rectors such as Alain Gomis and  Oliver Hermanus that have thor-
oughly mastered the art of character development. From the very 
first scene in which Mwas embarrasses himself as he tries selling 
DVD’s and asks a group of street theatre actors for a job, we not 
only see and recognize his plight but we care about him. So much 
so that we want to follow him on his dizzying journey in the Ken-
yan capital right to the end. It is admirable how Gitonga has taken 
a young non-actor and helped him embody such a fully realized 
character. “We had very little time for pre-production. I only locked 
down my cast about four days before production and we only did 
three days of rehearsal,” says Gitonga. “It was important for me 
to get them to relax early and work together and interact. Most 
of the time we didn’t even talk about the job, I just got to know 
them and from there it was easier. They would tell me sometimes 
that something doesn’t fell right, and I would let them try things.”

To say that Gitonga is a rock-an-rolla is an understatement he is 
something of a unique product in cinema from the eastern part 
of the continent. Allow me to add value to that statement. When 
I say rock-n-rolla I don’t mean that in the typical sense. No in 
fact he is quite a sensible man who dresses in shirts and pullo-
vers and is soft spoken and hardly makes eye contact when he 
speaks. But where he shows his Jagger like sway is on screen 
with the aid of a 35mm camera. Here in Nairobi half life Gi-

tonga has created an enticing and intricate piece of nar-
rative driven cinema that will surely have more than 
a few Kenyans and Africans glued to their screens 
whilst questioning, engaging and being entertained.

Gitonga is a clearly a scholar of the thriller genre. 
This is showcased in his discreet directorial style-he 

is one who lets the story happen at times slowly and methodi-
cally and other times he increases the tempo to a heart stopping 
rate, something that is in tune with the zeitgeist of the landscape 
where it is set.  “Film for me is a mode of commutation. And 
it’s the best way to send messages in a simpler way especially 
now that we are living in such a visual world,” says Gitonga. 
“What I feel the relevance of film in my country now is that it 
helps them connect more and accept themselves as Africans and 
I feel that that is something we are yet to do back at home. We 
believe that anything western is better, I am trying to make films 
and make them at a good quality because I know that people in 
Kenya may not want to go and see a film made by a local person.”

Nairobi half life much like its director is a film that is as hot as 
it s frank, taking place mostly during the day it makes for a sur-
prising and welcome change to stories surrounding the dim and 
darkness of the African criminal landscape. This is a film that is 
both upfront about the criminal nature of these spaces, where foul 
acts go unchallenged and unaccounted for and theft is daily rou-
tine. It is a film that comes flirtatiously close at times to showing 
the mindset of the underworld as merely a means to an end, and 
that is part of this story’s appeal. “I like thrillers and the world 
of Nairobi half life fascinates me,” says Gitonga. “As a director 
you prepare and you have to know what you are looking for and 
that is what I applied. What comes out at the end of the film is a 
lot of hard work and a lot of preparation and a lot of discipline.”

  Nairobi half  life is a film set in 
modern day Kenya and follows 
the journey of  Mwas (left) a 
young wanna be actor whose life 
spirals into trouble as he gets into 
a life of  crime and theft.
 Director Tosh Gitonga looking 
at some footage in the set during 
the filming of  Nairobi half  life
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T he most colourful place to have been in 
in Durban on Saturday the 11th of Au-
gust, was undoubtedly the BAT cen-
tre. Whenever artists and lovers of art 
gather in that place, the walls probably 
smile. After a week of rain, the sun had 
come out and Soweto’s Loveglori was 
in town. The beautiful ladies of Teacup, 

Tumelo Khoza and Thando Mlambo, as well as Lara Gem-
ini Poet of Buddha beats and GTnZee, put together a show 
with so much vibrancy it gave “artgasms”. Poetry, music 
and storytelling all mixed together to create an arty cocktail. 

Having started more than an hour later than scheduled, the 
show slowly started stealing our forgiveness with their opening 
acts. All was forgotten by the end of the first half where good 
vibes filled the room. The first half of the show saw perfor-
mances from Durban poets such as the ever so humble Maskrull 
Sithole, the funny and charming Siyabonga Sikhakhane and 
the fierce, self-proclaimed feminist, Puseletso Peterson. Three 

other young and beautiful ladies from a Swaziland high school 
performed passionate poetry. All poets delivered poems which 
showed their quirky play on words and yet still managed to 
be socially relevant. In a time where every second person 
you meet “is a poet”, it was a refreshing relief to find peo-
ple who can actually back it up with the efficacy of wordplay.

Ida Gartrell also took to the stage with her animated story telling 
which had me translating what “kwasuka sukela- cosi” meant 
to my non-isiZulu speaking friends.  Loveglori off course then 
took to the stage. The beautiful duo, complete with an incred-
ibly funky band, lit up the stage with their entrance. They had 
a subtly commanding stage presence. If anyone didn’t enjoy 
their music, they would have still found joy in simply watching 
them have fun on stage. Their music is refreshingly positive and 
it gives anyone listening a “happy” feeling. The kind of feeling 
one gets after having an ice-cream on a summers day. It was 
the bands first time in Durban and from what they delivered, 
we sure hope it wasn’t their last. After the interval, a fire strong-
er than the one from the first half blazed. Lara Gemini Poet

words by 
Wilhelmina Maboja

Words by Enhle Malinga
Images courtesy of Tea Cupblues
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showed that not only was she a dedicated 
show organizer but that her poetry also kicked 
ass.  Following her, came other various art-
ists, including, Monde and Sane, with Monde 
on the mini piano/ organ and Sane on the vo-
cals. All I have to say about those two is, 
somebody give them a record deal, thank you.

Durban’s most respected and multi- talented 
female mc/ vocalist, Skye Wanda delivered 
another strong performance. She gave any-
one who ever doubted her a slap in the face. 
One moment we’d be swaying our hands to 
her melodies and the next , we’d be bopping 
our heads to her rap flow. Proving, once again, 
that the talent in Durban is immense and on 
point when it comes to the of blending genres.

Emmah Mabye, from Johannesburg, a respected 
poet and performer, who’s been on Metro fm, 
Mzansi Magic, UNISA radio and several other 
media outlets then came on stage. She was dy-
namite in a package. Again, delivering poetry 
that was fun, quirky, inspirational and packed 
with relevance.  The show, having started late, 
was bound to then finish late. A few other per-
formances followed, after leaving just before 
six pm. From what I hear, I missed out. From 
the quarter of a loaf that I was able to take with 

me, I should be full of inspiration enough to
 last me until Teacup and Buddha Beats/ Gtnzee, 
host another one of their shows, Cup’O Thought 
and Give me Ten Mics, respectively.  The Dur-
ban poetry and music scene would not be the 
same without these ladies and so we hope that 
they don’t falter but keep on keeping on. Word!

Loveglori off course then 
took to the stage. The 

beautiful duo, complete 
with an incredibly funky 

band, lit up the stage with 
their entrance. They had a 
subtly commanding stage 

presence. If anyone 
didn’t enjoy their music, 

they would have still found 
joy in simply w

atching them have fun on 
stage





Hosted by Tea Cup in conjunction with Poetry Africa 
the Durban leg of LoveGlori’s nationwide music tour 
featured a blend of blues and afro music as well as the 
words of several young poets from Durban’s inner city.







I the 50s, sitting in the room 
of some young boys’ room 
would be a stack of comic books. 
Every page was a fascination 
that would be devoured with 
care and swapped with fellow 
lovers of comics. Some might 
have forgotten that we have this 
industry to thank for Spiderman, 
Sin city, Madam and Eve box 
and even office hits like Batman.  
Decades down the line and 
this industry is almost ready to 
close its doors. However with 
fewer comic bookshops and 
conventions taking place the local 

comic culture can often be dry to say the very least. One 
of the people fighting revive this fringe art form is Durban 
born cartoonist Alastair Laird who has been drawing 
cartons since his three year old self picked up a koki pen.

Although he agrees that the cartoon industry is on a rapid 
decline, mainly due to digital pressures. Comics have a 
small yet important role in society. “You can do things 
with comics you can’t do on TV or just in a regular 
novel. They’re very ‘what you see is what you get’—
the artists hand is recognisable,” he said. According 
to Laird, with digital media, it’s easy to produce and 
reproduce the same concept and mimic the same styles. 
Comics allow for individual and artistic creativity. “The 
type of stuff where you notice that there is a conscious 
individual illustration style of one’s own is, to me the 
best. It’s like handwriting, or a finger print: unique.”

Beginning in the early part of the 20th century (and the 
very last few years of the 19th century) comic strips 
appeared in newspapers’ Sunday supplements. Their 
popularity grew that is, till the early 90s. Wonder woman, 
X-men, Spiderman, Mickey Mouse Green Lantern, and 
The Daredevil all emerged during this period. With the 
popularity of the silver screen the comic industry begun 
to dwindle. And come mid-nineties, this gradual decline 
became a full force dwindle.

There are, however 
many who still sit in their 
basements, late at night 
enjoying their comics. 
And according to Laird, 
the age group of people 
who enjoy comics has 
changed with the times. 
“People in their mid- twenties that haven’t moved 
out of their parents homes enjoy their comics,” he 
said.  These people use this little world as an escape 
— they’ve forgotten their responsibility to the real 
one that sucks so much. “Comics have the power to 
take you far away. Anyone with an understanding 
of satire, humour and its much needed role in the big 
bad world of today can appreciate them,” says Laird.

Durban based cartoonist and comic book artist is a 
young creative who is known for his controversial cartoons 

for the likes of Mahala and Durban is yours.

words: Zamathiyane
        Ndaba
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“I used ‘sick’ because my subject matter 
can get revolting in parts, but not always. I see my comics as a 

miniature theatre—this isn’t life, nothing is real. Life is absurd, and 
what I do is a reflection of that,”

And it is to these people that he says he caters for. People who still 
understand cartoons as a rare art form. “I spend every waking hour 
of the week doing comics so that I’m constantly flooding timelines 
with new good stuff,” he said.  Like many things, Alastair said that 
this is one of the jobs that require a healthy dose of passion and 
it is this passion that has kept many cartoonists going in what are 
becoming tough times.  And it is this desire that led him to start, 
with fellow cartoonist Warren Raysdorf a self-published comic 
under the signature Sick Comix Mini Theatre the comic was aptly 

titled Free Beer. “I used ‘sick’ because my subject matter can get 
revolting in parts, but not always. I see my comics as a miniature 
theatre—this isn’t life, nothing is real. Life is absurd, and what 
I do is a reflection of that,” he said. The resulting product is a 
body of work that includes 7 and half editions as well as having 

published his own individual comic strip called ‘Agenda.’ More 
recently however he has become known for his work doing The 
last nub series of cartoon strips for Mahala Magazine, a weekly 
strip that is a theatrical mixture of the revolting, funny and topical.

According to Laird he is still not sure of the whole conception 
behind Sick Comix Mini Theatre, what he is sure of however is 
that it is solely guided by his interest in the artistry of comics. 
“Something guides my mind and hand that I can’t quite explain. 

Like I can see the end product of anything I’m doing before I even 
begin.” He said he was happy with the support he gets for comics 
such as Free Beer, which he attributes some of its support to the 
name, and Agenda as well as his many other illustrations. “It warms 
my heart to be supported doing the thing I love most,” he says.
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FORK, KNIFE AND GLASS presents

DURBAN FOOD CULTURE
a preview
REPORT



YOU ARE WHAT YOU EAT!

PLEASE

HERE
DINE



Inside Durban eateries
The Fork, Knife and Glass brief ’s the 
world on Durban’s Food culture and 
the direction it has taken over the past 
years. The report will take a discerning 
look at the variables that contribute to 
the city’s food culture and lifestyle.

AND WHERE YOU EAT IT.



The are many ways in which the 
Durban Coffe market is chang-
ing and developing. Here is a 
sneak preview of the coolest 
coffe related ideas that can help 
expand the coffe culture fanbase 
in the city

1: Barista showdowns.
The competitions and tourna-
ments help create a public aware-
ness aroudn the artistry that goes 
into coffe making. It also help 
raise the quality standards within 
the barista community.

2: Coffe tasting
Coffe tastings help coffe shops 
develop a market for new blends 
and trends. Here people can 
come and try the latest offerings 
and give feedback on that they 
think of them.

3: A wider menu
The bigger the variety in the 
menu the more people will be 
willign to expiriment. Try out 
new things like a Cold Press or a 
bean blend for a new palatte.

4: In-house roastary
Its always good to have a coffe 
shop that grounds and develops 
its own coffee, it builds trust and 
shows the customer that you of-
fer an experience that is beyond 
retail. 

Cup o’ Thought



COFFE CULTURE
As cafe’s extend their services to create a cosey environment, some keep their focus 
on improving their product without frivolity, we find out Durban’s stance on this 
change of cafe culture.



LIFESTYLE

  With an oversupply of italian 
restaurants and aggressive 
growth of fast food stores, 
what are the smaller private 
owned eateries doing to stay 
relevant and touch their din-
ers?

Lifestyle restaurants do not 
always attract a mass market 
but are about finding a niche 
market and servign that.

They place emphasis on qual-
ity product and attention to 
detail in both service as well 
as creating an experience 

EATERIES



Lifestyle eateries are usually  tailor make their menus, design, 
service and spaces in order to create a specific ambience 
that will appeal to their patrons. These are all elements 
that help enhance the experience of visitng these eateries.





FOOD MARKETS
Farmers & Food Markets - Dbn is notorious for 
its clement weather and this off course impacts 
the movement. Farmers market erect and create a 
public space which adds a social dynamic. Food 
markets pop up at street avenues at late hours.

Wine Week, Kai Thai, Whiskey tasting, Pop Up 
Restaurants, Barista competitions and dinner 
clubs are changing the presentation and percep-
tion of dining. Durban has only just bit the apple 
of “cool” and we’re now abreast these international 
trends. 

There is also the growing trend of food clubs 
where people meet up to try new recipes or are 
trained in food deisgn and presentation. These are 
all elements that create a vibrant and active food 
city.

The video will explore different perspectives from 
waiters, restauranteers, barista’s and patrons in 
pursuit of a well founded conclusion of our city’s 
foodie movement. 



50 shades of grey has shined a spotlight on erotic literature, Sabelosami Dlungwane considers 
where this trend could be going.

“Modern day erotica 
is readily available on 

the internet and is free. 
There are sites that 

allow aspiring authors 
to post their stories and 
for readers to rate the 

stories in their respective 
categories.”

The first time I was exposed the 
art of erotic literature was when 
a boy in high school came with 
those short stories written in isi-
Zulu. I could not believe what I 
was reading 
but I finished 
all of the sto-
ries and so 
did all my 
c l a s sma tes 
that dared to 

read them. Erotic literature is an old genre but 
I am more interested in how society’s percep-
tions have affected the genre in the present.

My recent interest in contemporary erot-
ic fiction was sparked by a story that was 
referred to me. It was a fictional story 
about a gay teen werewolf that falls in 
love with an introvert. After finishing 
the story I could not stop raving about it to friends.  My fas-
cination and writing of this piece isn’t really on the recrea-
tional aspect but more on the greater purpose of erotic fiction.

I have always been a fan of transgressive ideas that are for the bet-
terment of society. Take for instance my pitching the idea to my 
editor who told me to make sure that this piece was written well 
and not pornographic. This was just code for me to try and not of-
fend anyone. I am guessing, however, that there were some people 
who were slightly put off by my brief elaboration of the gay erotic 

fiction I read. All of the topics that erotica au-
thors write about are taboo in ‘mainstream’ 
society. Prostitution, homosexuality, child sex, 
orgies, sadomasochism (S&M, now you know 
what Rihanna was singing about), cross dress-
ing and incest are subjects within these stories.

Modern day erotica is readily available on 
the internet and is free. There are sites that 
allow aspiring authors to post their stories 
and for readers to rate the stories in their re-
spective categories. The interesting part of 
it all is that in this virtual library one could 
be reading about a Republican closet case 
hooking up with a twink (gay slang for 

young boy) and in the next room someone else could be read-
ing about the white nerdy girl finding love in the arms of 
the black popular jock. The readers have to leave judgement 
at the virtual door and just enjoy a good piece of literature.

READ SEx All
blAck And blUe
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The websites and some publishers also have to deal with pro-censorship or-
ganisations such as the American Family Association which is one of the big-
gest moral watchdogs in America (and to a degree, the world). They have many 
arguments like their concern on why society has to lower moral standards in 
order to accommodate everyone and put children in danger of being corrupted 
by such material. Another is that although society is accepting of certain life-
styles (homosexuality, prostitution, swinging etc.) there are certain aspects of 
those lifestyles that should not be in the public eye. The organisations are try-
ing to create a community that promotes good values and high moral standards.

Corporations have also more recently joined the censorship band wagon. PayPal 
was warning clients that the use of their service in purchasing certain types of eroti-
ca would lead to suspension of their services but they have subsequently lifted the 
ban. Amazon and some other online booksellers have also zoomed in on ‘what is 
acceptable erotic fiction’. They decided to remove any title that contains child sex, 
biological incest, non-consent (rape) and bestiality. Publishing companies and au-
thors are trying to petition against this kind of censorship in the literature sphere.

It goes without saying that literature 
is art. Erotica is radical art by the 
virtue of its explicitness. A lot of fa-
mous female erotica authors opened 
the door to women getting in touch 
with and expressing their sexuality. 
It was a form of feminism and em-
powerment to women. It also did 
and is still doing the same for homo-
sexuality. Even though the intent of 
this type of literature is to arouse the 
reader I believe that there is more to 
it than that. The fact that the internet 
spins on the axis of adult entertain-
ment and social networking says a 
lot. We say one thing on morality 
but our actions and desires speak an-
other. Another interesting fact is that 
there are a larger number of incest 
(both biological and pseudo) sto-
ries, compared to other categories, 
on most of these sites. I guess I’m 
missing something and Mr Woody 
Allen is not alone (marrying your 
step-daughter is considered incest).

I read a book by Vladmir Nabokov 
called Lolita when I was in mat-
ric. It’s about a paedophile (Hum-
bert) who seduces his 12 year old 
step-daughter named Lolita. Oth-
ers argue that she seduced him 
too but that is another topic al-

together. The book, in present day, is not seen as explicit but considering it 
was first released in the 1950’s, it was. It would certainly be erotic to a pae-
dophile. The book has since received critical acclaim and is known as a clas-
sic but paedophiles are still criminals in society. The point I’m trying to 
make is that, while the many erotica authors are not trying to win Nobel 
Prizes, erotic literature has a role to play in society as an expressive medium.

Human sexuality is a complex and perverted phenomena and I just don’t think 
you can hold it to any moral standard. What we can hold to moral standards 
is behaviour which is why I really don’t believe people (excluding an excep-
tional few) will start shagging their family members or goats just because 
someone wrote about it. I have also realised that one never really knows 
what’s going on in people’s heads so watch out, they are coming for you.

A lot of  famous 
female erotica au-
thors opened the 
door to women 
getting in touch 

with and express-
ing their sexual-
ity. It was a form 
of feminism and 
empowerment to 
women. It also 

did and is still do-
ing the same for 
homosexuality. 
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You & me – a Series of First Times’, (formerly known as the ‘Cherry Poppin’ Project’) is a very sexy 
exhibition by Skullboy who has been collecting the stories of anonymous participants’ sexual debuts for 
over a year. This was done via small forms left with drop boxes in clubs and bathroom stalls, focussing 

on the +- 18 to 35 alternative crowd who would most likely frequent the clubs surveyed.

SkuLLboy’S 
FIRST TIMe

I remember it specifically. It was the 
10th of December 20122, those days 
when Unit11 was on its last leg. The 
now defunct music venue on Umngeni 
was hosting a round of final shows 
as it worked its way out of Durban’s 
music scene. It was Tumi and the 
Volume supported by Durban based 

music aficionados Luminati and the over lauded 
D’urban Knights. I remember it so well because 
it was a transcendent musical experience, one of 
those nights that feel like a culmination of all the 
good things at the end of an era. A genre bending 
musical journey delivered by Luminati was the 
exclamation point on what been an unusually 
good run for a venue of Unit11’s nature. I went 
to the bathroom and there it was. This box, 
pen and post it notes asking me to tell the story 
of how I lost my virginity. More on that later.

I feel that I must point out that sex and explorations 
of the sexual and how it manifests itself as part of 
human nature are criminally staple within the arts 
scene. Sexuality driven themes are part and parcel 
of the feeding machine of the often ridiculously 
self-conscious and self-reflective nature of people 
of a creative ilk. So much so that there is a great 
deal lost in the power of sexual acts because art 
can often desensitize us to it, at times it come feel 
awkwardly archetypal. How many times have 
you seen a nude scene in a painting and dismissed 
it as typical or witnessed violence of a sexual 
nature on TV and be worryingly unmoved. Often 
I am concerned that when it comes to sex, art is 
creating a generation of careless creatives when it 
comes to a matter of such clear social, political and 
personal urgency. It seems like as long as you can 
draw a cock and make some bourgeoisie argument 
about it then you are an artist. Sex has become the 
first frontier in the pursuit of creative legitimacy.
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Now back to topic at hand. Held at the KZNSA recently this is the 
first time that well know Durban-based street artist/graffiti specialist 
Skullboy has held a major solo show. That is perhaps the most 
encouraging thing about this exhibition, from the conceptualising of 
the work to the set-up, it is clear that Skullboy is a creative soul that 
has over the years been cutting his teeth in the margins of Durban’s 
art scene. Here is the culmination of a designer who knows how to 
integrate the exciting and lively delivery elements of street art in 
a very high-brow space. Occupational is the best way to describe 
this series of small scale graphic laminating the sexual experiences 
of anyone who dared to write down how they lost their virginity.

What Skullboy has done here is intelligently scouted the venues 
where people are most likely to be open about their sexual experiences 
and afforded them a quick easy medium in which to express that 
openness. This is clearly shown in the faith that all the participants 
had in writing down such intimate details about themselves (some 
even putting their names) without even knowing the artist in question 
or even what he will do with all these truths. It’s difficult to trust 
young minds with such sensitive material and surveys of hidden 
corners of our society, but Skullboy in this exhibition has treated 
his audiences and subjects with equal compassion and sensitivity.

For an exhibition fueled by public participation, A series of 
first times is surprisingly cohesive. This is largely owed to the 
singular aesthetic that Skullboy has decided to employ on all his 
drawing. For instance the scaling, of all the drawings is the same 
size and framed in more or less the same way giving a sense of 
singularity to the entire series.  By choosing to do this Skullbuy 
is adamantly telling us that all stories are equality important and 
that none should be emphasized more than the other. That each 
story has its place on that wall. It would have been so easy for 
him to pick the most shocking or funny or weird story and make 

it the high point using an exaggerated scale or design; this would 
have dented the power of this show significantly. When looking 
at the work one cannot help but feel warm and fuzzy about the 
commonality of being human, this exhibition makes you realizes 
that so many of us when it comes to sex and sexuality go through 
many of the same emotions. Moving between funny, boring 
and serious this is a showcase of sex in its most real nature.

The colouring is a standard black, white and red-colours that are 
participatory but feel quote incidental and somewhat natural in this 
context. They do not call too much attention onto themselves. And 
this is a quality that is present throughout this exhibition. Although 
a talented designer and graffiti artists Skullboy has not used these 
stories of cherry popping as a vehicle to show off are boast about 
his own skills, rather his presence is discreet and he has approached 
his engagement with the material he has been entrusted with, with 
a great deal of humility. Often making use of simple metaphors and 
even doodles to interpret the subject matter. This is a text driven 
series and Skullboy has done well in integrating the text with the 
visual to create a show that has a surprisingly dignified spine.
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A controversial comedian 
once said that satire is 
tragedy plus time. The 
more time something is 
given to be understood, 
the more likely it is to 
be satirised eventually, 
no matter how tragic 

it is. While everyone has a sense of 
humour, what could get raving laughter 
from one audience could spark serious 
outrage with another. Welcome to the 
world of satire and editorial cartooning.

Months ago SA was torn on the issues of 
whether a painting depicting the President 
of the country clad only in an unbuttoned 
trench coat was an example of South 
Africans’ absolute right to freedom of 
expression, while others viewed it as a 
shameless attack on President Zuma’s 
human right to dignity. Jeremy Nell believes 
that it is common and perfectly natural for 
human beings to find the humour in all 
things, no matter how dark or negative

“It’s human nature to laugh at bad stuff. 
For example, there isn’t anything funny 
about a bunny that happily frolics through 

a meadow. But it is something funny 
if that bunny trips over a wire and falls 
under a collapsing tree that was struck 
by lightning, sparking the wire and 
causing everything to blow up.” One of 
SA’s leading editorial cartoonists Jeremy 
Nell, also known as Jerm to his fans and 
followers, knows the character and gusto 
that it takes to balance the two all while 
maintaining his integrity and backbone. 
The award-winning Capetonian 
cartoonist attributes his success to a 
lot of coffee and his supportive wife.

“I suppose it helps that I work from home. 
If I worked in an office, around people, 
then I’d probably be less productive. I find 
that I can think clearer when I am alone 
with my music blaring and annoying the 
neighbours,” he says. As accomplished 
as Jerm is for a 33-year old cartoonist 
who has been on the scene for just under 
a decade, he said he is rarely mindful 
of accolades and prestigious titles and 
hardly ever Googles his own name.

Jerm found out that he was selected as 
one of Mail & Guardian’s Top 200 Young 
South Africans of 2012 by happenstance 

when an admire told him on the 
social network Twitter. “I have a 
tendency to avoid competitions and 
such, but, every so often, I partake, 
meaning that I am aware of the 
“official” awards or accolades. I 
knew that the Mail &Guardian had 
nominated me, but I didn’t think I 
would actually be selected in the 
final 200. I found out via Twitter, 
which - in itself - is kind of funny.

In 2011 Jerm entered the Vodacom 
Journalist of The Year Award in the 
Cartoon category and beat veterans 
including Wilson Mgobozi, Anthony 
Stidolph (Stidy) and Jonathan 
Shapiro (Zapiro) for the win.
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Voted by the Mail and Guardian int heir list of  the Top 
200 Young South Africans, Jeremy Nell is becoming 

one fo the most acclaimed young cartoonists in 
Mzansi. Khulekani Magubane reports 

     Satirist
Post-Mbeki



“When they called to inform me that I had won, I thought it 
was a prank call. Beyond the more “official” accolades, I don’t 
really know what’s happening in that regard,” he said. While 
even Jerm’s “rejected cartoons” shown on his blog www.jerm.
co.za get a lot of reactions he has seen varying results in terms of 
views and vocal responses. “Social media networks play a role in 
generating reactions, far and wide, too. How does one gauge “the 
most reaction”? Some cartoons, on my website, have received tens 
of thousands of views, but with very little feedback, while some 
cartoons with a few hundred views have received loads of reaction. 
Naturally, my rejected cartoons get lots of attention,” he said.

Perhaps a vice that is the cause of his creativity and versatility 
is the fact that Jerm does not focus on any one project for too 
long. “I suffer from ADD, so my enjoyment moves around. 
Some days I enjoy political cartooning, and some days I enjoy 
The Biggish Five, and some days I enjoy caption-cartooning 
the most. There are also days when I am exhausted and don’t 
feel like doing anything other than lying on the couch,” he said.

When is comes to techniques, Jerm is quite different from other 
cartoonists, using a completely digital platform to create his 
cartoons, using Photoshop and successfully migrating them to 
other operating systems such as Microsoft Windows, all while 
managing to avoid the pocket burn of spending money on software.
He said this has shown him that becoming an innovative cartoonist 
using technology is more possible and more accessible than ever before.

“Today, I can safely say that I have proved that it is possible, and 
that becoming a cartoonist is realistically within reach of a lot more 

people. Mark 
Shut t leworth , 
the owner of 
the company 
that develops 
U b u n t u , 
p e r s o n a l l y 
e n d o r s e d 
my efforts in early 2012. I suppose my style has been 
partly a result of experimenting with technology.” 

“I believe that for ‘more to be done’ more cartoonists need to 
embrace technology and to find new and creative ways to produce 
results in a cost-effective way. I’ve proved to myself that it’s 
possible; I’ve spent the last few years working digitally, which 
has saved me tens of thousands of Rands.” he said. “My favourite 
local cartoonist is Rico. His work has been inspirational to me, 
and he is a hell of a talented artist with a great style. He has also 
become a friend of mine, which makes me biased,” he says.

While Jerm is secretive about his possible plans in cartooning for 
the future, he has not counted out the possibility of publishing 
a book of his works, something he has yet to do. He would 
also note that a cartoon of him would have to be “the greatest 
cartoon ever made in the history of the world”. “There are 
a bunch of new guys popping up here and there, but being a 
cartoonist means growing a substantially thick skin (to withstand 
immense amounts of rejection and criticism). Most freshmen 
take it personally and give up. No names immediately come 
to mind at this moment. Hey, I don’t need the competition!”
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pechA kUchA 
DuRbAN

PechaKucha Night 
was devised in Tokyo 

in February 2003 as an 
event for young designers 

to meet, network, and 
show their work in 

public.
It has turned into a 

massive celebration, 
with events happening 

in hundreds of  cities 
around the world Russel 

Hlongwane looks at 
Durban’s Pecha Kucha

. 

Feature

T he internet has been praised for creating parallel markets and converging 
the global community. And a particular global creative community 
that has taken advantage of this phenomenon is PechKucha. A virtual 
meets *physical* idea that traces its provenance back to the city of 
Tokyo, the pulse of Japan. PuchaKucha was founded by architects 
Astrid Klein and Mark Dytam in February of 2003, as an event for 
designers to ‘’chit chat’’ about their quaint. The first installation took 

place in the partners ‘’creative kitchen’’ which crosses paths of a gallery come lounge-
esque club called the SuperDeluxe.  In fact, PechaKucha takes its name from the 
Japanese term for ‘’sound for conversation’’. The invited speakers follow the 20 x 
20 principal, further explained to be 20 power-point slides which the speaker has 20 
seconds to expound upon. And it is the 20 x 20 that gives the event its stamp of unique.

Taking flight from Japan, Pecha Kucha landed in Lima, Durban, Melbourne, Sao Paulo 
and sprouted throughout many progressive cities making it a formidable juggernaut in 
creative culture. It is estimated to have spread to 500 cities across the globe where thinkers 
come and illuminate their craft. And many of these cities share a similar challenge, that 
of lacking the public space for creatives to share their ideas and work in a relaxed 
environment. The places utilized are as weird as a disused prison, a quarry, to a beach 
as well as homes amongst others. The founders instate that they wanted the event to be 
accessible to anyone and everyone. So school leavers are able to ‘’exhibit’’ the work in the 
real world. They’ve hosted speakers as young as 5 years who’s mother Astrid is one of the 
founders. The oldest being 69 who happens to be the mother of the other founder, Mark.
The global event continues to grow by numbers as well as quality of content. 
The array of topics vary from architecture to visual creations all the way to social 
entrepreneurship. Lighter subject matters such as snaps of travels, wedding 
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cake creations or mere thoughts that stretch imagination 
are also welcome. All this to an audience of fans, 
practitioners and laymen subscribing to creative mediums.

In Durban the events are swimmingly organized by advertising 
agency, Agile Brand Solutions. Durban nights feel surreal 
and are an immense overdose of inspiration to every bum on 
seat in the venue. Having recently hosted its 8th installation, 
the Durban version has improved and has taken a definitive 
route towards impeccable. All notions of the gloomy 
Durban outlook seem to disappear and replaced by hope and 
mentality of inclusive workmanship amongst Durbanites. 
PechKucha first set foot in Durban on the 9th July 2009. 
The events and has explored different venues such as coffee 
roastery, the green priority zone and just recently at Live, 
The Venue which is a live music venue. The PechaKucha 
plays a poignant role in the city’s recall of creative veins. So 
as much light issues are discussed in cities with developed art 
scene, Durban uses these nights to put its best foot forward.
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“This night presented 
an audience footprint 
that is fast becoming 

extinct within the Durban 
cultural fraternity-a 

refined layman’s crowd..”

M y inner loathing 
senses are 
convoluted. I can’t 
decide whether to be 
happy or indifferent. 
I tend to be very 
cautious against 
artistic endeavors 
of an opportunist 

nature. You know the ones that I am talking about that 
tend to showcase themselves as being part of a bigger 
more grandiose cause. Its public knowledge that I 
think very little of The Playhouse in Durban, and that 
is on good days. Mostly I see it as a 
disgraceful institution that adds very 
little of cultural value to the Durban 
creative community. But let me pause 
that. This article is not a rant on my 
resentment for the cultural fortress 
that is The Playhouse-in fact quite the 
contrary. As part of women’s month 
the institution decided to put together 
a gala concert-this is an annual fixture 
and is one of the few things genuinely worth looking 
forward too from that part of the world. Previous editions 
of this event have seen an eclectic infusion of rhythms 
and artists hoping across genres as they occupy the stage.

This year however the bar seemed to be slightly higher, 
the line-up was a yearbook of the most out-there female 

musicians in recent South African musical memory. 
Zahara that axe-wielding Xhosa goddess who over the 
last few months has become as persistent a household 
name as anyone else who has been in the business for 
years. Dj Zinhle and Busiswa Gqulu the Kalalwa tag-
team, whose number hit My name is, is not only doing 
crazy airplay but is leaving burnt down dance floors in 
its wake. And of course the Skei-chanteuse Thandiswa 
Mazwai. There is no sales pitch to be made about 
this woman’s creative credentials. She if a life force 
that occupies the stage, tugging back and forth with 
the audience with which she is tasked to educate and 
entertain. Her discography is a step by step guide in 

the war against a thrown away culture.

The mood for the evening was perfectly 
set, after having a rather demoralizing 
day I had opted not to attend-silly of 
me I know. But after three minutes of 
being nagged by a friend an hour before 
the concert I suddenly found myself 
out of the shower and en route to the 
musical showpiece. When we arrived, I 

gleefully enjoyed the fact that the usual suspects were 
not in play. Which is to say that those art-farty kids 
that we hang out with at galleries were nowhere to be 
found. Nor were their professional attention seeking 
glam adversaries. This night presented an audience 
footprint that is fast becoming extinct within the 
Durban cultural fraternity-a refined layman’s crowd.

PLAyhouSE 
woMen’S ARTS FeST

Feature

words by 
Sihle Mthembu

Images by The Playhouse Company
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mastered the art of invisibility 
without being intrusively boring. 
There is something to be said for that.

The introduction of Durban comedian 
Celeste is something that I am yet to fully 
come to terms with. She is funny no doubt 
about it but the trouble is you mostly have 
to be black in order for her homour to 
resonate without you. Her mannerisms 
and phases are mostly based on urban and 
township dialect and unless you occupy 
these spaces it’s hard to fully come to 
terms with her presentation. Thankfully 
on the night the crowd was urban and 
mainly black. And in her African print 
long coat that was a mixture of greens, 
blues and reds, Celeste Ntuli did what a 
comedian is supped to do-get the crowd to 
relax. Although she did at times over exert 
herself during a slightly lengthy set-but 
thankfully she kept it above the belt, much 
to my relief and that of a few of the nervous 
white people seated in the VIP row with us.

At this juncture I feel that I must point 
out that the swaray was choreographed 
by none other than our own high-heel 
wearing Lady Gaga wanna be and dance 
luminary Somizi Mhlongo. Although his 

I popped over to the ticket counter and grab my passes. 
VIP entry-win. It’s as almost as if The Playhouse has 
been reading my scathing reviews of their efforts over 
the past two years and has decided to give me special 
attention tonight. I can’t complain; these things matter 
you know. Me and my friend grab a light drink before 
the curtain call and we make our way to our seats. I show 
the usher out tickets marked in red with those infamous 
three letters. He looks a bit puzzled perhaps worried 
that a pair of nobodies like ourselves will be mingling 
with the heads of various cultural institutions and other, 
‘important people.’ If only this dude knew how much we 
don’t care about these people he would be much happier 
in the comfort of knowing we won’t even interact with 
them. We are here for the music, to be soothed by the 
soundscapes of a shape-shifting songbook that pushes 
the ear into an almost comatose state of pleasure.  
Indecently we would get a similar look from another 
usher as we made our way back from the interval. 
That is a story for another time-I must stop digressing.

The evening starts off (as gathering of this nature 
often tend to do) rather timidly. The ever present Alex 
Mthiyane is once again in his element, co-hosting the 
event with Minehle Dlamini. Mthiyane is a regular 
fixture in this part of the world and he has mastered 
the art of crowd control. He tells a joke about women 
and welcomes people without using broad brushstrokes 
like, “All protocol observed.” In short as a host he has 

To be soothed by the soundscapes of a shape-shifting songbook that 
pushes the ear into an almost comatose state of pleasure.  

words by 
Sihle Mthembu

Images by The Playhouse Company
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public antics can be a bit boring at times or actually most 
times, you can hardly fault his visual vision. As a curator 
of the stage he stands heads and shoulders above many 
mainstream choreographers for two primary reasons. 
He is a bold conceptualiser and a clinical executioner. 
And on this evening his drill was clearly in full swing.

I have always wondered how the opening act of a 
concert is chosen. Do the organizers of the event 
deliberately choose someone who is musically in 
line with the vibe of the night or is it strictly a 
decision to ensure that he opening act does not 
overshadow the main occupants of the stage? Or 
is it agents that strike up all kinds of shady deals 
to ensure their new artists gets to put a, “I have 
performed with so and so,” line in their bio? As I 
said I have always wondered, but my inner crit-
ic’s antenna will not allow me to investigate such 
things. you see I am a nervous bloke and fear that 
asking such questions will eventually lead me to 
being in possessions of the kinds of answers that 
an impressionable mind such as my own should 
never be exposed to. You know the kind of an-
swers that will leave me completely and utterly 
disillusioned with the music fraternity. An an-
swer like, “When we choose our opening acts we 
just go with the flow.” Xolisa Dlamini is tonight’s 
opening snack. Four songs none of them memo-
rable and none of them particularly bad. This was 
the, “let’s get on with it, section of the evening.

Then enter Zahara. In a carriage and spotting a soft 
one arm dress. I am really glad Somizi decided to 
go with the established Cinderella story narrative 
for Zahara. It would have been so easy to dress her 
up as  Skei-princess especially considering the Xho-
sa influence on display on the evening. I predict it 
would have failed dismally and as much as I feel like 
at times Zahara stands a good chance of being vic-
tim of a forgetful culture, none of us want to see that.
To sum up Zahara’s set there is merely one adjec

tive that comes to mind-controlled. I was both sur-
prised and delighted by the restraint the young song-
bird as she let her musical dreams take flight and 
occupy the venue. It’s easy and predictable when you 
done as well as she has done to want to over perform 
every song. To want to make every note standout. 
But here Zahara ticks all the right boxes in setting 
the tone of the evening with just the right amount 
of musical texture. I must also state that I was a bit 
taken aback by the fact that the reaction was not as 
big as I thought it would be when she performed her 

smash hit Loliwe. Yes the crowd was ex-
cited but it comes across as if people don’t 
know how to react to this song anymore. 
It has been such a regular fixture as it belts 
out on taxis, radio and department stores 
that people have become desensitised to it 
and its power. The musically efficacy that 
once resonated with some many people is 

To sum up Zahara’s set there 
is merely one adjec tive that comes

 to mind-controlled. I was both surprised and 
delighted by the restraint the young songbird as 
she let her musical dreams take flight and oc-

cupy the venue.

 I have always wondered how the opening act of a concert is chosen. Do the organizers of the event 
deliberately choose someone who is musically in line with the vibe of the night or is it strictly a deci-

sion to ensure that he opening act does not overshadow the main occupants of the stage? 
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losing its grip, and that is not a bad thing. It affords Zahara the 
luxury of performing the song in her own terms. Something 
that is crucial to her musical development and something of 
which judging by the way she performed a more haunting and 
gripping rendition of the song, Zahara is acutely aware of.

As she performed her third single from the debut album, “Mthwalo 
wan,” one thing is abundantly apparent about this young performer 
is that she knows how to transition between songs and alter the 
mood of the crowd as she does. There is a sea of hands in the 
air, some seated, mostly standing in awe of  a moment that can 
only be bottled by the corridors of memory. She serenades us 
and the layers upon layers of the song 
suddenly make way. They are stripped 
and all that is left is bare emotion, a 
sudden and distinct moment of genuine 
affection is shared between Zahara and the 
crowd that loyally sings with her word for 
word. This is what music is-a communal 
experience, a sharing of the senses and an 
occupation of realities that are not linear. 
The call for the interval hits just as we 
too reach our emotional breaking point.

This is where things get a bit messy, right 
after everyone has had a few drinks at the 
bar, taken a piss and comes back ready for a musical climax. I cannot 
begin to fully state how much my mind is always invaded by the 
sense that The Playhouse is a wasteland of unnecessary expenditure. 
I am sure it costs a lot of money to book Dj Zinhle to play a set at 
a gig. There is a lot of crowd that comes with her being associated 
with an event. As we head back in from the interval she is on the 
ones and twos cross fading a deep house track and getting the young 

crowd right at the front to vibe along to the familiar melody. She is 
barely visible from where she is standing behind the Dj deck. It is 
a bit confined but she makes the most of it. Sparingly encouraging 
the crowd to join in and putting her hands  in the air. Creating a well 
silhouetted figure with that signature hairstyle of hers. It works, 
the vibe is just right. And then it happens-no it’s not a disaster.

I must at this point point out my personal interest in this section 
of the evening. It has been a good while since I last saw my 
good friend Busiswa Gqulu perform, and even then it was more 
poetic than musical. I had been very interested in seeing how 
she handles such a large mainstream stage. And needless to say 

she did it very well. I don’t care how un-
credible this statement makes me but as 
both friend and critic I think this young 
lady is adapting herself rather well. I have 
for the longest time thought that she will 
mature into a commanding performer, but 
as most people who know me will tell 
you-compliments are used sparingly by 
yours truly. Aided by a royal throne and 
some slick choreography from Somizi 
and his dancers Busiswa and Dj Zinhle 
provided the night with the kind of discreet 
sexual energy it so desperately needed. 
Making full use of the stage and engaging 

the crowd as they belted out the lyrics to My name is.

Much to my surprise and that of the crowd those were the only two 
songs Dj Zinhle played during the evening. If feels like a robbery 
and a waste of possibilities. The Playhouse fails yet again but at this 
point my energy levels are too high and too aware of the space they 
occupy to allow the failures of arts administrators to get me down.
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“As she performed her third single 
from the debut album, “Mthwalo 

wan,” one thing is abundantly 
apparent about this young performer 
is that she knows how to transition 

between songs and alter the mood of  
the crowd as she does.”



Thandiswa Mzwai is the femme fatale of the South African 
songbook. Perhaps along with Tumi Molekane and Lebo 
Mashile she is the cornerstone of a creative gene-rational tran-
sition. Musically she is the then and now. A chanteuse whose 
voice ails and heals. She is the poet laureate pleading for re-
lent from a nation that eats its young. Form the way she car-
ries herself on and off stage it is clear that she carries an im-
mense weight with her. The weight of being part of generation 
that has lived long enough to transition form anger against 
an identifiable enemy and hope to complete 
and utter despair and helplessness. Mawai’s 
music is an expression of this hotbed of emo-
tions and realities and perhaps that is why it is 
both resonant and at times so far ahead of any-
thing we will witness in the foreseeable future.

Humility is the word-as she humbly walks on 
stage, greets and says something about how 
long it has been-she is an artist and she is 
present. As she hits the high notes of Ibokwe you are never 
really sure of what will happen, when the climax will reach 
or what musical crevasses she is reaching out to. One of the 
common criticism of Thandiswa Mazwai’s music is that it is 
too intellectual. That fact that this is a criticism sums it all up, 
but more over I find it interesting. Anyone who dares make 
this claim has clearly not seen her perform the title track from 
her second album. Each note is delivered with mastery and 
she oozes confidence about what she is doing and can do.

It must be terribly difficult for a musician with such a full body 
of work to curate a set. There is so much content, such musi-

cal density that it surely is overwhelming and we won’t even 
go into her throaty renditions of classics made noteworthy by 
the Busi Mhlongos and Miriam Makebas of this world. And 
tonight neither did she. For this particular feast she moves 
back and forth between both her albums performing the hits as 
well as lesser known songs. For factual accuracy I must point 
out that from the performance that evening you can see that 
Thandiswa is less layered now-she is less focused on large sets 
and is all about giving individual attention to each song in the 

hope that it will result in a more cohesive and 
enjoyable music experience. It works well.

After performing Nizalwa Ngobani during the 
middle of the set she is told that she only has 
two songs left. She is clearly irked and tells 
the audience its unfortunate she has too leave. 
Lindiwe Bukhosini the CEO of the Playhouse 
make her way to the back to try tell them they 
can extend the joy a little while longer. She is 

too late just when you thought the ball couldn’t be dropped any 
further. The evening winds up with a rock and roll like rendi-
tion of Lahl’ umlenze. Its loud, noisy and beautifully uplifting. 
It tastes like a song that is strikingly appropriate to bring forth 
some sort of a musical apocalypse. It’s brash and in your face 
and is a culmination of everything good about the evening. 
The stage lights switch between yellow, purple and blue and 
by now most of the audience is on its feet. I am at this point 
tempted to compare Zahara and Thandiswa, but I wouldn’t 
be fair-to either of them. Thandiswa is a musical monster all 
her own. An artist musically possessed with the presence of 
the past. The evening splits and we disappear into the night.

“She is the 
poet laureate 
pleading for 
relent from a 

nation that eats 
its young. ”
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