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the Newtown Film and Television School. After a screening of Sunkof?é
the funds would be directed to the Newtown School to help Ecnerak_
income for future training projects sponsprcd by the SABC. Tdc ;vor ;
shop at the Newtown Film and Tclcvim.On School, an extende tr(;gu:
dealt primarily with the state of African cinema, and I felt my c;):-n gl
tion there was satisfactory. The workshop at the SABC j.va; a ;)du he
nuts and bolts of film directing. Limited to just one Flay, it shou hafi v
ally have been allocated at least two weeks; a l_ot of mfptl{':lnl“lmn?r; o:shi
be compressed. Nevertheless, 1 tried to establish a fruitful rela p
i ees. _ ‘
v t;lgt?:;eﬁg‘ica has a very rich tradition of stage Eechmques for a'ixlcung
and directing. The transition from this to film is going to be a ch :x‘lgﬁ
for any serious filmmaker; those who want to make the ttrhansmomjn
need to recognize the points of mutation. In other words, ca;;slfﬁ cag
and directing constitute a primordial trust ﬁ‘md for any South. o
who wants to leap toward the cinematic rpcdmm. Butata ccrtamdpimo
in the transition, all those techniques will need to bF conv:;tc e
a new state of existence; filmmakers will h.avc to §u.b3ugate ose he
atrical skills to the cinematic medium. Whllf? television, l?y m:\mr'c, -
accommodate this rich drama tradition bﬁf simply recording it, cmtc "
requires the breakdown of a given narrative, moment by momtcnc,onyj
implementing parts that make itla narrative :vl;o!; ;vil;lne ;21:. Ir?:: gioccss
isual entity are clearly constructed. .
f: 1:f itc:;l} :l;rotractg:l engagement. 1 think most filmmakers continuc
© sm;\gtg';elirtgfr::; ?;t?it;n ;f:ircr::? \{ricl;‘nmakcr friends took me out for te;
one afternoon. One of them, Mandla Lar_)g;a, I had‘ rnc; Saz fa]-;ebiis
as at the first Southern African gathering m_Ha.rare in 1 84 by
one of the ANC representatives at that meeting. Now he is c;‘u: os Ehe
most widely published poets in thF country.‘Pres:ent w}e;rc df:;ed e
of the young filmmakers, theoreticians, and hls‘t(?nans w ol.aM e
the principles of the Newtown Film and Television Schoo Au a; gl -
Sekhukhuni, Morbane Modise and Mi(:.kc}' M?doda Dube. o oU o
had attended film schools in the United Kingdom and the mscif
States and were full of dreams, and like many otl‘_xer filmmakers, $§ujd
included, they fantasized that some day t.he:.r version of the stog wou e
appear on the motion picture screen. Outside of our fantasyl i e e
nothing tangible except that we all h_ad plans for an Fxp?l::nda hat
would transcend the devastating realities of our countncs.c e 3};1 s
met for tea South Africa was being rcprescnt&‘:d at the Cannes =
Festival. We learned from the CNN news that, ironically, a majonty
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those at Cannes, if not all, were white South Africans. There they were,
benefiting from a nonracial South Africa. For me, the news confirmed
what I had witnessed in Zimbabwe years earlier.

South Africa, Round Three: Robben Island and the
South African Film Market (1997)

I returned to South Africa for a third time. Caroline Carwe Maseko,
a white South African I had first met at the Newtown Film and Tele-
vision School and later saw again at the workshop I gave on film at
the SABC, had extended an invitation to me to attend a workshop on
Robben Island. She was a radical individual who deep down recognized
the explosive nature of race in the new South Africa. She had heard me
talk mercilessly, straight up, on the issue of white supremacy, on the
subliminal power of the culture of whiteness, which was the most un-
popular topic of discussion not only in South Africa but also in Europe
and, most importantly, in the United States. Unfortunately, it seemed
that in South Africa they had chosen to deal with the issue of race in the
superficial manner of the United States, Europe, and Australia—that is,
a tradition in accordance with the white settler psyche. After hearing my
views, my access to people was curtailed. Some even went so far as to
block from me meaningful endowment that would help my work. But
Caroline Maseko—out of what I call an honest relationship—wanted
my views presented at the workshop she had organized for the SABC at
Robben Island. The idea of a film workshop on Robben Island blew my
mind and T accepted immediately. I cancelled everything, even lucrative
honoraria in the United States. Mickey Madoda Dube, an independent
filmmaker who had graduated from the University of Southern Califor-
nia, was also going to be present. .

After a night in Cape Town, I boarded the boat to Robben Island.
Sailing toward Robben Island, I was suddenly stricken by a deeply
embattled sense of terror. For me, as for many others the world over,
this island represented, literally, the brutalization and confinement of
all our sentiments of freedom. From the time we first heard the names
of Winnie and Nelson Mandela, the island hovered on the outskirts of
our consciousness. I mention Winnie Mandela because it was she who
first showed me the island where the father of her children had been
confined. It seemed that the idea of peaceful resolution was held hostage
on the infamous Robben Island.

We stayed there for two weeks. We were dispersed around the
island, sleeping and living in and around the ghosts of the place. You



cannot avoid the stench of history there. Once you are on the island,
away from your physical everyday reality, the place makes you dream
an already conjured image of untold historical d_rama. Mo_rfung and
evening, like everyone else, I walked around. The island’s spmtual_cus-
todians, whose stories have never been told, would constantly \'wtusper
those stories, especially when they found you alone. Even the ?.nlmalg—
the deer, the penguins, and the pigeons—seemed endov'.vcd w1th the in-
dividual striking personalities of a human spirit. One minute you would
see them and the next moment they would disappear, so clus:ws were
they. And they all told stories. Every squeak of a rusted clo_or is almost
a human call there. The wind was impermanent, but when it wantcd.to
make its presence felt, its sound waves could be dccodcd‘into a narrative
of waiting souls exiled to the island, uttering the mourning of many na-
tionalities. Every turn, every corner there, is a place waiting for a camera
angle to take in any story ripe enough to be visually: translat'cd.

In the workshop made up of ten aspiring individuals, cight, on the
basis of my own consciousness, I will call black. Without wanting to deal
with the daily exchange rate of the constructs of race, two participants
were white and, to be politically correct, one was of English and the
other of Dutch ancestry. They all came to the island with assets agd
deficits. And there, suddenly, the history of South Africa was sitting in
front of me, magnified in the faces of those ten people. ‘

Eighty percent of the workshop members were underrfducated, if
we are to judge by the script they wrote in English. Our main goall was
to cultivate storytellers, and so the first step was to demysnf?’ writing
one’s story in English. I went on to address the issue qf caution when
one translates local stories that are born in our minds into a langu.agc
that does not have corresponding expressions to accommodate particu-
lar metaphors and symbolisms. Such translation, I stres§cd, would lead
them to inflect their story with the judgment of conventional standards,
which were basically Eurocentric. So a great deal of time was used to tell
the story without validating the standards that came mm‘package.d for-
mulas. In this process we isolated individuals on th‘c merit of thm.r par”
ticular stories, after hearing their well-written scnpts——“well—wnttc_n
not in terms of the screenplay per se, but because the imperfect Enghs:h

sounded empowered, and that encouraged those class rr}arnbc:"s who did
not have a full command of the language. That is why it was important
to concentrate on these people and on the narrative of their history,
to accentuate the aesthetics of these nuances. In fact, more and more,
we found that the ones who had complete command of l:.he language
were already intoxicated with the formulas of Hollywood cinema. Their

214

stories, without their knowing, had fallen into the experience of narra-
tive rape. They too needed a different process of narrative development
from the formula. 3

Once we succeeded in redirecting them from the formalities of
the standard, they became challenged. When the standard was reigning
over the workshop it arrested the participants’ development, so concepts
to counter it were thrown around. Only then could they see how one
becomes incarcerated by the formula in standardized political commit-
ments in storytelling. Political commitments, when superimposed at the
expense of the story, become equally disfigured. Some individuals at the
workshop needed to be dislodged from these superficial, wrongly placed
political situations. I lectured on the importance of a world outlook as
a governing umbrella, daily evolving in and around our consciousness.
In the creative process, we should keep this world outlook in its geo-
graphical location with the confidence that when we tell our story. in
an effective way, we can tell a nondidactic story capable of transcending
our so-called political position.

The story has to be trusted and left to wander in our consciousness
until it acquires a ritual dimension. I went on to elucidate that through
the screenplay writing process a given storyteller may, by the time he or
she finishes the script, no longer believe in the political position held in
the first draft. My initial work was to first empower the storytellers and
then have them write their story. Once they had tested the pleasure of
that experience, I would, in fact, no longer be needed. I have always
hoped to teach students so that in the process I become obsolete.
Once the storyteller is empowered, there is no need for teachers. After
empowering their story, we then went into the physical aspect of the
creative process of directing. All I know now is that within ten to fifteen
days we were able to see the unique accent or voice of the different
storytellers. They imperfectly succeeded in telling their story through
their own aesthetics.

One aspect of the workshop involved professionals coming from
the mainland as supporting teachers. This approach worked effectively
and I give credit to Caroline Maseko for it. When the workshop was
over, each participant in his or her own individual way, empowered and
trusting, looked as if he or she mattered, as if each story mattered. If
South Africa is going to be healed, it is the right of all to tell their stories.
When storytellers are terrorized and not allowed to tell their stories,
what remains in their mind is a wish for social and political calamity.

When storytellers are free and audacious, noncompromising, they have
the ability to heal their communities and societies. It is at this early
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introduction to the art of filmmaking that we need to pc very
itaaugt?o(l)l?ﬁgto to preempt the filmmakers’ ability as storytellers in their
context.
o clmnt:;::lljuncrion with my obligation on Robben Island, Ithwas tg
appear at the South African Film Maficct that toc?k place atI e cr;o
of the workshop. I could not say until the Jast minute how w:;em
participate, though I knew that as part (')f the x_narkct compcg?cntakm
would be an organized funding possibility for independent kmfr:: i s
so before reaching Robben Island I had sent proposals tlo s:;: Eshog
for future projects. Most of the people at the Bobbcn Islan wgrat on[;
also attended the Film Market. The day I a_mvcd I was treate Lo
of the best restaurants in Cape Town. Food in the Cape alwaiis re o
me of what a good life the whites have. created for the.msc ves. -
I was taken to the main office of the Film Markt;t, which was s]ti:, =
by whites—with a few token blacks. I say “tch:} . because in a ;:: "
postcolonial arrangement one will seldomlsej 1‘;1d1v1c:ilcals who repre
istori ience of otherwise excluded people. .
= hlfffg: c:;lssrlpfélgo of the South African Film Market merits sotnl;Z
comment. The first year the Film Market 'took place, ic image ®
organizers came up with as the new nonracial South .Afrfcan %T_en;: X
logo were the faces of Greta Garbo and Marlcnc_ chtncll-x. usofin
was protested and they have finally come up with the 1r;11:1gl:n f an
African woman—perhaps an improvement, but hardly ac fthegPilm
the established aesthetics. As I walked through ic corridors o i
Market heading toward the office that was going to c!lepiloy m_lc,t (i
one filmmaker’s interpretation of nonracial South Aﬁ1§a unprlfn b0 o
a film poster. On the advertisement, thc1:c was a large picture am oe
man in bed with a black woman on his lefF and a whxtf: wotnt'll o
his right. Holding these two Barbie do:-lls, his chest bulging, the
i us his ultimate trophy. .
mum{:{:;:ﬂ}lf ;};12;1”; got to the office, a woman as.ked me to _bc a p‘aru:hstci
so I automatically assumed I would be in\folved in a film discussion .atn'n
asked her what the topic would be. She said that she wa_nted me t;)1 ilh ;ir
a room where South African filmmakers wou.ld be coming to ‘pat;j m
stories to me. I informed her that I was looking fqrward to S}i:c nr:gsclg'
story as well. Then I asked her what I, a struggling ﬁlmm hj: a{) iliq;
could give these filmmakers. “You can comment on their pitching ok
and suggest how to improve it.” I knew somet.hm.g was w.irr:ml%1 s
I am good at detecting that. Sol dcc-lilncd the invitation. ']?E ot
would prefer her to give this responsibility to real .pro.ducers. bait ng
the Film Market’s opening took place in an auditorium that belong

to some unseen capitalists. I cannot even begin to describe the banquet;
all T can say is that the cost of the food alone could have produced seven
African films. Speeches were made and James Dean reigned all over the
TV monitors.

By day two of the Film Market, the students from Newtown Film
and Television School had arrived. When I looked at them their eyes
disarmed my warrior mentality and made me finally relax. Otherwise, I
perceived the whole environment of the market as hostile and racist.
Every symbol, every corridor, every poster attacked the integrity of
being an African. Images of old capitalists insisting on culture remaining
the way it was still abounded. Africa’s presence was literally nonexistent.
So the Newtown Film students, in a makeshift restaurant haltway, would
surround me for hours talking about the politics of Aftican cinema,
the aesthetics of African cinema, from film language to the struggle
of expedition. I felt totally useful only then, despite the conscious or
unconscious attacks the film culture around us represented.

One of the added features of the Film Market was a series of au-
thoritarian lectures delivered by a group of British filmmakers, spon-
sored by the British Film Institute (BFI), an institute that has already
closed down its London African section. The auditorium was full of
white people except for maybe seven blacks, two of them from Zim-
babwe. Though personally I did not know who'these British filmmakers
were, having had experience of the British and American film markets
over the last twenty years, I was interested in hearing what they had

to say. I asked myself, “Why have they been allowed here? Isn’t British
cinema dead? Do a few grunts here and there, if you will, testify to a
culture that Hollywood has destroyed:” With an air of arrogance, the
British offered fabricated, unrealistic, untested film formulas. Was this
the new “nonracial South Aftican cinema” reaching out to the mother
country, England? In fact, I heard they had already had a session on
white Australian settler cinema. “Something funny going on here,” 1
thought to myself. Isn’t South Africa in Africa? Aren’t they supposed
to make reference to and know the struggle of South African cinema
for the last thirty years? Although I knew that it would not amount
to anything substantial, a film market in an African country with the
filmmakers of old mother colonialism, what were we to surmise from
this challenging contradiction?

I finally couldn’t take it any more, especially the arrogance of a
British facilitator and their mystification of the status of “British Cin-
ema.” White British filmmakers at present, by and large, make films that
I classify as application forms—unabashedly directed toward catching
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ion of Hollywood recruiting agents for possible integration
ﬁl]:oa:ht:?;?m industrygzvmonopoly. In the hallway a few pcopl; stoppici
and asked me what I thought of the panel. T only told them what Jam :
Baldwin once said on television to a very arrogant Anglo-Saxc:E wgmt;:;}h
“My dear lady, it used to be said that the sun nt,:ver set c::r':l thc Bgﬂsh
Empire! And, my dear lady, now the sun couldn’t even find the
. |
Empli each day went by, black South African filmmakers wErc gett:iriasg-
more enraged. For therapy, we would sit around the Foﬂ'cc :1 op to &
cuss what was taking place. Some of them were very msultcd s csgcrti tcg
those filmmakers who had believed in the Film Ma}'ket_ and submi o
their developing projects to thcs;:a staged, br:x;zluf:;zhmlft ::s‘?:r;sc,ud
¢ who were impersonating European p s. Later :
Ehe;tpihesc producers \[-:rerc vacationing. After all, who in t'i:t;:r tn;gli ;?;32
would reject free food and housing in Qapc Town, ;m ct e
most exquisite restaurants? Edach cla)'r E}:c ll(?;ralt\:ﬁgeou stormm fox
i ers continued to ravish ana bru 2 .
A&C%ELIT;T;J;C went to check out one of the lﬁlms that 1;‘\1!61‘6 !:;ot?:t
nently presented at the Film Market. The premise of thf: l1311 \:r v
there were white South Africans who knew Souti} Africa bette e
native Africans. This contrived story was _crca_tcd with a very super Schc
end. There is a young black woman living in the Umtcd:tatcs_..th =
comes to South Africa and her Afric.an culture welcomes c:;l mwams
outdated proposition of cfiorr:f:d m?rna%e. ':sk;ed);c;ssr;% %ﬂtﬂmuptr a(:n s
er is presented as a cultural cross-dresser. : g
Z?n?t?gzlt: and Enjntclligcnt, his clan is still primitive. Agamstb .thﬁca(t:lc-)
vice of her grandmother, the blatc}ic \;_rgmag }:le:g_su g;cMozam iq
i e liberatio 3
== fz s\‘:?sztfa tﬁlei:i;tedsl::r?iio and political message Comilflg out of
this kind of white cinema was too much to take. From the mlﬁuutc tt:‘:
film started, some of us wanted to leave; we had seen these Ho onf:ed
concocted movies too many tirm::i-l B\;} one t;lf our colleagues sugges
ile and give the film a chance.
that w(;:;tzylf:;: ‘Ptgvcr is agll*ilcw Age wh?tc man, a sing_lc father wt};lo
wakes up dancing African. He is so African, he even jazzes ;p ﬂ-ﬁz
local dance of the natives by giving _it a touch of Budd'iusm. 0 uat
manipulative orphan of a narrative brings the young biac. wir.r;anman
this white man together. We are asked to believe that this \:}r.1 i iﬁ-i ca;;
unlike the African man, is tender and I‘CSPCCtﬁll. He asks the s
woman the meaning of her name, “Thandi,” and the fact that she do
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not know gives the contrived scenario an opportunity to show a white
man being the conduit to our own names.
When he told her the meaning of her name, I knew that it was
that old Eurocentric game of the missionaries, who made as if they
knew us better than we knew ourselves. So I got up and walked out
with the people I had come with. As we were walking, a professor from
West Africa stopped in his tracks and said to me: “Haile, we can’t leave
like this. We have to go back and scream at the screen, at this whole
bullshit going on in there.” I was totally dumbfounded. This was the
most sensitive, the most intellectual person in our group. It was very
important for me to feel that I was not the only one enraged. This
society’s ability to deform our daily existence was not reconcilable and
showed the brutal nature of racism. I was so amused that I said to him,
“Hell, why scream? Let’s go back and throw a bomb.” We refrained
from acting on our instincts and, in a form of group therapy, escaped
into the night streets of Cape Town, laughing.
Two or three days before the end of the Film Market, some fel-
low Africans asked me to speak to a group of alienated South African
filmmakers on the state of African cinema. This group comprised all the
colors that apartheid had kept divided. They organized a meeting place
away from the Film Market. On the day of my talk, I looked out and
saw what spiritual people call the children of God, the true inheritors of
the earth. Before I even opened my mouth, I surveyed the eyes staring
piercingly at me, eyes that belonged to two hundred individuals. To me
they were all African people: the descendants of enslaved Indonesians,
Indians, coloreds, and Africans. For some reason their spiritual strength
transmitted a kind of force that energized me. From the moment I
opened my mouth to the time I finished, I was in a trance. The conflict
I was experiencing, the conflict of the insensitiveness of the culture of
whiteness, of white supremacy, necessitated this underground meeting,.
I began my speech by telling them I felt I was meeting enslaved
and alienated individuals in a barn somewhere in the southern part of
the United States. I told them that they wanted to meet me because they
felt excluded and were angry, and they had a story that they wanted to
tell. It was a story that belonged to their ancestors, and it was not being
told at the Film Market. When the official power brokers of the “new”
South African cinema gathered in Cape Town to organize the event,
they did not have Africans in mind. I also told them that our meeting
was underground, and that they thus had to synthesize a revolutionary
narrative and certainly, at this time, one that had the capacity to heal



even the nature of the transgressor. But they had ;o b:l .[zirecsp;a);cslh ctic;
i i id censored reali
be transmitters of stories, the many unto fies of ther
i ican film event, they wo av
stories. To truly empower an African . : - 20
i f African cinema. They wo!
ink back to the thirty-year struggle o ' ‘
;lt;lirr; to participate in workshops and study \\.rorld.cmcma, espt?,cmtitlly ieg(l;f
Cuban cinema, Latin American cinema, Asian cinema. And in the end,
t assert their own identity. .
ther nIn;:)ld them not to allow the gathering of the settler white pe;pl'c
to make them feel immaterial and nonexistent. Wc talkcisgcitglast?;
i i identd South African cinema.
task in forging the identity of 2 new uth. Py
i al cinema. In fact, the new
the propagandist advocates of nonrac me p o
is goi e cinema of every .
African cinema is going to be racial cinema, o
imitati i ture. There has always bee
without a false imitation of narrative structure )
i i theid form and content an
a South African cinema, all the way to apar . e e
i Iways based on whiteness. Cinema’s :
B el e are ic i ive idea. Now, are there going
is in thrall to a Eurocentric interpretativ . 2 T ga e
thers, fathers, grandfathers,
be filmmakers who empower the mo , : :
fcce)rs c:md brothers transplanted into the wagons of [_)artla'ﬂar aesthetic
idcr,ltitics? They would have to be the owners (?f t‘_‘hc1r ston;s: T
The way the South African settlers had mwtcc} the ritish, -
tralian. and American filmmakers, they should o;gamze and m:tiz’s o
’ i i d learn from one ano -
can and African American filmmakers an : e
i i i ful weapon when wisely used,
periences. Cinema is a power B v £lm gram-
them. But we have to always be students C ’ gram
i ’t be diverted by false ivory-t
. Do not stop studying film. Don’t :
Eacroreticians. You are to set the standards, thai prec;l:den; f"())ert?;:?gi g::c
i i jcan filmmakers, have
makers in Africa. You, South African o
' i the mouth of the croco
tion—organize and snatch fro;p .
fnogxﬁr(g:;’toiait ti fulfill the prerequisites and rcglt(urcm;ntsh:s;;ctl;gr
' i is and how to make and exnt )
hite supremacists on what a film is an to make and ¢ e
grg:nizg in groups and lobby, invent cinematic m;tllltunon:r ;n dt::; ::r:n
i he. You have a resourceful coun
gt it i inema structure. But don’t
ample for a productive African cine I
Sbit a?r?age:nt t[;ward other African nations bcca.usc you belong X;ﬂa ru;ll
country called South Africa. Factor into your 111:;5&; (()if South thcc; !
i i behalf. I don’t see
the children of Africa who fought in your S
i ica. I have heard some superficial,
the dinner table of the new South Aftica. o e
i i ican filmmakers, who are filmmakers merely
lightweight South African R i ey
i i alk, speak badly (without any
walking the walk and talking the talk, ; i
i i akers. You have much to learn
dation) about other African filmm: ) : .
Burkin)a Faso, which is the poorest country on the African continent
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Their cinematic achievements stand for all of us. Learn the thirty-year
struggle of African cinema. Force your government to examine the idea
of a national policy on cinema. From Mozambique to Angola all the
way to Senegal and South Africa, the footprints of the unfulfilled vision
of South Aftican filmmakers need to be resurrected and brought to you,
future filmmakers of Africa. .
Film is'a collaborative process, so hold hands and rise up together.
Don’t repeat past mistakes; you are entitled to make only new mistakes,
and this is something that applies to film language and production
institutions and distribution superstructures. Learn from our mistakes
and empower your cinematic accent if you want to dynamize the South
African psyche. Do not imitate, be innovative; to imitate says, “I was
never born.” Our cinema has to be reborn, so let’s not waste our
time. Spare us the “We Africans don’t know how to do it.” Fight to
experiment with your language. We are entitled to make an imperfect
cinema, as the Cuban filmmaker Garcia Espinosa wrote a few decades
back. All through the hundred years of cinema its practice, everywhere,
has always been imperfect. Eurocentric historical cinema fabricates the
notion that cinema is perfect by creating a category of film classics. I
do not know any film that is not flawed. The best and historically most
significant films are all imperfect—because they pushed the boundary
of static and arrested cultural establishment. And when filmmakers try
to transform it, the medium of expression will automatically manifest
imperfection. Don’t be hoodwinked out of your opportunity to be an
imperfect filmmaker. And in the end, in spite of the brutal circumstances
of being excluded always, have your stories based unconditionally on a
human face. The day you fail to do that, you will begin to serve fascism,
and you will become a mercenary, an exploiter of people; you will be part
of the cultural brigades of capitalism. In the years of your retirement,
before they close the casket on your face, you do not want to be ravaged
by the brutal wrinkles of regrettable acts you committed against other
people, even in the form of emotional exploitation.

All this I told them at that underground gathering—a symbolic
space illustrating conditions in the new, nonracial South Africa.

The next day the brother who had organized the meeting, Sharif
Cullis, I, and a third person were sitting in a coffee shop in the middle of
the Film Market. An individual whom I prefer to call the official window
dresser of the market (and who speaks with an accent that cross-dresses
between English and Afrikaans) approached us. He asked whether I
could go somewhere and talk to him, and I said, “About what?” and he
replied: “About what happened last night.” So I said to him I was not
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¢ one who had organized it, that the person he wanted to speak to
:vhas in front of me. Slglar'Lf Cullis anxiously told him thaF T was right. The
two went aside and came back. Upon rcturning, Cullis told us'that an
article had appeared in a film trade newspaper in New York written by
someone who had sneaked into the meeting and heard my talk. In. the
process of writing the article, the pressman had posed some questions
to the Film Market organizers and they were offended. .

At this point Bridget Thompson, a white South Afncan’ﬁlmmaker,
came and joined our discussion. She commented on how excited people
were about my speech, so I asked her why she had not come herself,
to which she replied she had not been allowed to attend. I asfkcd her
who had told her that and she said, “The petoplc who organized the
meeting,” and pointed at Cullis. I asked Cullis whether th.at was true,
and he said he hadn’t wanted white people t'herc. I told him I do not
speak, under any circumstance, where anyone is cxciuded—whatexfcr the
reason. I told him that was not the kind of world I was sFrugglmg to
bring about. As long as people can appreciate my perspective on world

i is a nonissue. .
rcahty:[':aics:lme afternoon I sat with a brotherand a si§t_cr Who had lived
in the United States. With all of their illusion and anticipation, the new
reality of South Africa had disappointed them. We met to dlsm.xss ascript
they were writing. The brother actually turnt‘:d and ‘pomtc.d his finger at
whites, Indians, and coloreds and declared, in a fnghtcrfmg tone, that
he felt there was no solution for South Africa but to kﬂl all of them.
And the sister enthusiastically echoed everything he said. I‘ looked at
them and was saddened because I had known thc' t‘arothcr in Atlanta,
when he was a bright-eyed, passionate, hungry, aspiring 'ﬁlmmaklcr who
could not wait to get back to South Africa. Aftf:r listening to .hun a}nd
seeing his friend nodding, I saw the whole futile nature of his script.
Why films, then? Why give me a script? Why not raise money for guns

s?
ond bcI){riI;;l;xt then I knew this was the grotesque manifestation of a person
without a validated story; only someone like that could entertain those
violent ideas. When he paused for a second, I askcd. : f‘Why make films,
then?” T went on to tell him that art is not for killing an.d I quot_cd
him something from Fanon. I asked him to be compassionate with
the idea of telling a story. But to me, killing is out of thc. question. I
wouldn’t want anyone to think that that is the only manifestation of
human expression. Lately I have found out that 1fhc struggle to free
myself oppresses the oppressors. And if my I_"rcedom is to come by mef:ns
of oppressing other people, I want none of it. We can fight firmly to free

ourselves without becoming fascists. And it’s with a human face that I
want this to happen.

But as I looked at the confused eyes of my friends, we were
interrupted by the Film Market’s Mafia boss, who apparently had been
bothered by my comments at the underground meeting, Under his
cowboy hat, his hair was tied in a long ponytail. He sat across from the
table and said something to the effect of “What a Kodak moment!”
Then, with his hand in the shape of an eyepiece, he framed us. He
had probably come across the young filmmakers somewhere in South
Africa, though he didn’t know me personally. I understood then that
his reaction was the by-product of a threatened institution, of his fear
about the transformations about to affect South African cinema.

During the Film Market, Caroline Maseko from the SABC orga-
nized a screening event for the workshop members from Robben Island.
All of them came, as well as a number of invited guests, including inter-
national observers. I cannot begin to describe the excitement of these
young storytellers waiting to debut their films, their firstborns. At the
end of the screening they stood in front of the audience and partici-
pated in a discussion that offered validation of their particular stories
through contact with an enthusiastic crowd whose members identified
their own untold stories in those movies. In the exchange between the
audience and the filmmakers, every comment echoed the voice of an
empowered people vicariously living through filmmakers who looked
like them. To this day, when I think of that moment, I get emotional.

A most constructive tension presided over the interaction of the two
groups; the exchange was something dramatic on the emotional as well
as the intellectual level. I remember how I fought to keep my tears back.

When I was asked to give some comments, I said only that T was
grateful to the organizers for introducing me to these young people.
I added that all of them had stories to tell, stories that were initially
hostage to the formula, and if I"d ever done anything honorable, it
was to totally confuse them, which I did purposefully, Once I confused
them, the demystification process was set in motion and their particular
and independent stories crawled out of their own imagination, imper-
fectly transported by their own cultural accent. It was a privilege I had
enjoyed.

Often, the commercial industry that manufactures our culture has
over the years succeeded in traumatizing us, provoking uniform re-
sponses to all kinds of human relationships. All of us have been con-
ditioned to love and smile and cry embodying fabricated nods and ges-
tures, and in the process we are people whose response is a captivated
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response, in the process our emotional feelings have been disempowered
and desensitized. But to see these young people creating films that cause
original responses from their communities, to see the audience collec-
tivizing and claiming the story as theirs, was a rewarding experience.
To this day the emotions I saw radiating out of those young filmmakers
remain a pleasantly framed image for me. I can say in no certain terms
that this was the most hopeful aspect of cinema culture unfolding in the
new South Africa.

A sister who is black.(but colored by apartheid classifications) was
apparently moved by my presentation and sat across the table to talk
to me. Later, from the books she gave me, I found out that she was
an outstanding poet. Her voice haunts me today, a voice reminiscent
of Billie Holiday’s later mournful songs. It didn’t sound like it was
coming out of a young woman, a single mother. “Apartheid raped
and enslaved our ancestors and built fences dividing all of us,” she
explained. “All you see is a programmed reality of transplanted hate and
self-hatred. The fences they built around us, dividing all of us, are well
cemented and large. It’s hard to cross over without inviting some kind
of violence against oneself. The colored wants to kill the Aftican, the
Indian wants to kill the colored, and the African wants to kill everyone.
And the whites are watching on the sidelines. And those who reject
this insane proposition scream across the wilderness of divide-and-rule,
often without result.” While this may sound like a passionate poetic
expression, the racial division illustrated should not be underestimated.

QOver the years I have wanted to arrive at the solution to the racism
problem through theory, books, professors, psychiatrists, religion, rev-
olution, and revolutionaries, and I have discovered that it is all part of
the game. Lately I have found out that all human struggles are based
on the ownership and distribution of one’s story and the right to tell
it. Story is the deeply rooted cause. All human beings want to tell their
story. For whatever the circumstances, social, political, or economic, the
feeling of one’s capacity to tell one’s story is the key to the mystery—the
mystery of conflict.

In traditional societies all human beings told their stories around
the fireplace. Capitalism appropriates the story of a people, packages
it, bottles it, and sells it. This violation against human sanctity has
destabilized many human beings in brutal ways. When they can’t tell
their story they create another story by destroying the object of their
oppression. A lot of the nonwhite Third World filmmakers I have met
throughout my life are asking for one simple thing: the right to tell
their own stories. In a capitalist world the immediate beneficiaries have

called themselves immediate benefactors of our stories. When we all in
our own small ways tell our stories, we overthrow white supremacy. And
in so‘domg we contribute to the consideration of white people as people
just like the rest of us, in a world where all of our stories rehabilitate and
heal our wounded history.

The day I left Cape Town I was surrounded by most of the young
people I had taught at the workshop and by some independent film-
makelrs whom I had known for quite some time. Many people came to
ﬂ'{c airport to say goodbye, some armed with video cameras and others
with mc'aningful gifts. It was an emotional parting. But at the airport
Wwe continued to discuss filmmaking and how to empower our stories
how to distribute them. We huddled and conspired against all odds. ’

Conclusion

To speak about my impressions of South African cinema I first had
to rpcander through Zimbabwe. At each meandering point, I brought
up issues that I felt had direct implications for some aspect of South
Afnca1.1 cinema, even if by way of personal examples and lessons that are
sometimes overlooked in newly independent African countries.
It is easy to disassociate the independence struggle of South Africa
fror.n. t?arhcr stages of the same struggle in other parts of Africa. For
politicians this break is expedient. In the art of deception they always
havc‘ to think and act in isolation from all of the experiences that the
continent has already gone through. I can see the pressures a country
the size of South Africa experiences when it looks at the rest of Africa
Especially _whcn considering the economic and technological reality o'f
South Afnc:a, one can easily see why that look may be arrogant and
condescending, why this economic reality would be seen as an end
anc! therefore the “giant” can dismiss the rest of the wretchedly poo;
African countries. Most of Africa, one way or another, has paid a price
for the independence of South Africa. The price is evident in dramatic
Ways among our continental and Pan-African revolutionaries. Kwame
Nkrumah made an international appeal to all children of Africa to join
the armlcd struggle that he envisioned as the only way to dislodge the
ap?rthe:d system. It would not be possible to enumerate the sacrifices
paid at the time of Samora Machel in Mozambique. This point needs
to bt? understood because the idea, when misunderstood, flares into
COl'l.ﬂJFt. To say it in much clearer terms, the social change that is taking
p]ac? in the new South Africa should be carried out with the rest of the
continent in mind. The new South Africa owes much to the belief and
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