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The ANC deployed its most most ur-
bane diplomats of liberation to a mis-
erable job in 1997. The colossal
Moutse, out on the single carriageway
to Groblersdal, was finally impatient.
Its residents, estimated at more than

a million, wanted someone to listen – at last. For
more than half a century, they had been shunted
around without actually packing their bags.

The community had grown out of white discom-
fort during Jan Smuts’s time. At first, it was a place
to hide all the “black spots” of the farmland in the
area. It was far enough removed from white sight,
its people shoved onto harsh, unforgiving land
covered in poisonous plants and loose grey sand.

By the end of the 1940s, the racist nightmare was
in full flourish. Apartheid saw Moutse slowly
squeezed, then trapped between the pernicious con-
structions of kwaNdebele or Lebowa – depending on
the year.

Water and windmills were rare. The land was
hopeless. The people were being more and more
forgotten, mere shadows on the side of the road to
Pretoria, an hour south.

But, like the poor everywhere, the Moutse com-
munity was prepared to wait for the final push: 1994.
Yet, when it came, the flavours of entanglement with
“the ANC of Mandela” were disappointing. Nothing
happened. Nothing changed. No sign of water. No
sanitation. No services. The strangest nomads –
those who move without moving – felt abandoned.

So, in 1997, the top suits – ANC national executive
committee members Valli Moosa, Tokyo Sexwale
and Mathews Phosa – were dispatched to a meeting
in Joburg to do the right thing. Listen, verify, con-
sult. Make a decision that would, it was hoped, bring
a little happiness to Moutse. Bureaucrats wielding
stamps had been instructed to verify the decades’
old cross-border wrangling. The community – which
had been given to Mpumalanga under democracy –

was destined for Limpopo, and it didn’t want to go. 
There were some clear and simple reasons in

mitigation of sentence, say the people, such as the
fact that their nearest major hospital was once in
Pretoria, an hour or less away. But that would only
be the case if they remained where they were,
geopolitically speaking. Now their nearest major
hospital is, effectively, in Polokwane.

It’s those kind of issues, says Peter Masango*,
who works in an eating house and tavern just off the
main drag, which have made the people believe that
freedom has brought only more poverty – or, at the
very least, failed to alleviate that which there was. 

“We see, 10 years since that meeting, that politics
is always politics.” The NEC triumvirate did not
manage to effect the dream of change, or being
heard. “There is still no input from the govern-
ment,” says Masango. “They put us where it suits
them, even if it doesn’t suit us. There was no help
with anything then. There is no help now. 

“The people are exhausted about this demarca-
tion thing. In fact, they are tired of everything. But
we know, come 2009, when the ANC is looking for
votes for the general election, they’ll come back here
and try things with us. But I would say that by this
time we are 90% neutral; we’re not willing to trust
them anymore.”

To outsiders, the state of shifting municipal
boundaries is like something out of Alice in Wonder-
land – never to be fully understood. There are so
many stories. Some bits of Mbombela will go into
Bushbuckridge. Some bits of greater Groblersdal
will melt into JS Moroka and Thembisile, others
into Ehlanzeni. And Sekhukhune could find parts of
itself suddenly littered in Nkangala.

Who in Gauteng’s rich suburbs really knows or
cares about the names or the location of the places?
Only the potential for satire in the municipal and
provincial demarcation debacles makes any intellec-
tual sense. Beyond that, there is no comprehension.

Few in Moutse or its neighbours Denilton,
Roossenekal, Steelpoort, Bengwenyama, Eerste-
geluk, Saaiplaas, Sehlakwane, Groblersdal and
Marble Hall want to live in Limpopo. But now they
do and, as the people in the wintry RDP houses and
tiny shacks say, wistfully: “We’ve finally lost hope.
Why must we try, it’s over.” 

Yet once there was fire in their hearts. So they
understand the considerable pain of Khutsong,
which was back in the news this week as its resi-
dents battled the disappointment – and the consid-
erable political fallout – after the Constitutional
Court judgment that went against them last Friday. 

Khutsong desperately wants to stay in Gauteng,
where it says it belongs, but it is being forced to ac-
cept a move to North West, where it has already been
put, almost entirely against the will of the people.

Moutse originally went to court with Khutsong
in early 2006, the two communities believing there
would be strength in numbers. In Khutsong, money
was collected door-to-door for legal bills. Many
households forked out up to R50. In Moutse, taxi
owners, businessmen and ordinary people put their
cash into a kitty. This would be a serious assault,
inspired by other, similar struggles, such as that of
the people of Matatiele in KwaZulu Natal, who -
didn’t want to suddenly wake up in the Eastern
Cape. Later, they did.

Today, both Moutse and Khutsong have lost their
war. Moutse, which made international headlines
when it begged, valiantly, to remain in Mpumalanga
two years ago, is now vanquished in Limpopo.

Khutsong – despite the bravest of battles – will not
be allowed to go back to rich Gauteng. 

The people of Moutse empathised deeply with
the people of Khutsong this week after Judge Them-
bile Skweyiya stated: “It is not ours to decide where
[they] should be located. That is a political decision
which must be made elsewhere.”

Apparently, there is no turning back. The
decision has long been made.

Thabo Mohlamonyane leans against a shiny
beige Ford Cortina, lying about his age. His friends
laugh out loud when he says he is 20. But he’s still a
teenager, just 17, trying to boost his morale – a bored
child of Moutse.

Thabo was just 15 when he marched proudly with
the men and the women of his village two years ago.
They crammed together all the way down the only
road into Groblersdal to take on the beloved fathers
of liberation. It was a moment of high drama. He
was among the placards, chanting freedom songs
from a time before he was born. All around him
were stamping feet. The people had no water, no
decent services, no proper sanitation. This is still
the case.

“We’ve lost hope,” Thabo now says. “We have to
accept it. We can’t march forever. We thought we
could, but we realise we have nothing to gain. The
people of Khutsong are just wasting their time.”

The youth still try to rally. The Young Communist
League insisted, after the judgment on Khutsong,
that its incorporation into North West is against the
law, but Judge Skweyiya’s ruling is one of six sepa-

rate judgments, with the majority of the Constitu-
tional Court justices saying the Gauteng Legislature
was correct when it decided to approve Khutsong’s
movement into North West.

Castro Ngobese of the Young Communist League
insists it is their contention “that matters related
to forceful and illegitimate demarcations cannot
be mitigated or resolved through the organs of
class rule, the courts”. But in Moutse, which was
finally electrified three years ago, there is a sense
of futility. Although Judge Skweyiya stated in
his Khutsong judgment that “courts deal with bad
law; voters must deal with bad politics”, the way the
people understand it is that they are pawns in what
they see as the provinces’ fight for more money from
central government and for a greater catch of
national land. 

Yet, perhaps strangely to those who watch from
the outside, some of the young people of Moutse still
believe in the party they agree has neglected, if not
abandoned, them.

Moutse has a powerful history of political resist-
ance. When the apartheid government tried to strip
them of their South African citizenship by driving
them into kwaNdebele, they fought for their fight to
remain South African citizens. The homeland then
unleashed vicious vigilantes – who were part of the
feared municipal police, or kitskonstabels, system –
and violence reigned.

Hundreds were detained. Hundreds were tor-
tured. Many were killed. The people of Moutse are
far from fragile.

A group of boys and young men crossing the
river from one side of Moutse sit down on the rocks,
keen to discuss politics. Centred on Innocent
Mankge (20), who shows off a gold tooth as he smiles
broadly, they speak as one: “We don’t have anywhere
else to go. So we will vote ANC because they liber-
ated the country. What else must we do? For now,
there are no other heroes.”

Heidi Kingstone

Sorious Samura made his name in journalism
exposing some of Africa’s most desperate
situations. Like most journalists, he finds it

difficult to tell positive stories when such heart-
breaking ones need to be told.

Considering the mess the continent is in, it’s not
difficult to understand his reasons, especially when
it comes to aid in Africa. In most cases it seems to
have been an unmitigated disaster, despite the
estimated $564-billion (R4,5-trillion) in Western aid
invested over the past half century. 

The way it has been donated, Samura concludes,
has done more damage than good by not having
made Africans part of the solution, instead seeing
them as the problem.

Samura, an Emmy and Bafta award-winning
filmmaker, whose documentaries include Cry Free-
town and Exodus from Africa, was intrigued, when
he met Georgie Fienberg, by her unorthodox ap-
proach to charity – run by, for and from the people.

Samura liked her bottom-up approach as opposed
to the conventional top-down one. Fienberg began
Afrikids, a child rights organisation,  in 1997, when
she was only 17, having spent a gap year travelling
in West Africa and working at an orphanage in 
Accra. Afrikids now has over 100 local staff, 21

projects and 100 000 beneficiaries in northern Ghana.
Often accused of ignoring positive stories him-

self, Sierra Leonean Samura saw how empowered
people became when they came up with the solu-
tions and were in control of the projects. The upshot
is his film How to Make a Difference in Africa,
requested and paid for by three Afrikids donors.

Samura’s main quest during this journey is to
find out why aid to Africa has been so manifestly in-
effective, where good intentions, as he says, simply
aren’t good enough. Where over 40% of sub-Saharan
Africans still survive on less than a dollar a day.

The way aid to Africa has been given, he argues,
has resulted in Africans becoming aid-dependent,
paradoxically, when it is a continent rich in 
diamonds, minerals and oil. This situation “eats
him up”.

Afrikids empowers local people who already have
a passion to help themselves and their country, with
the understanding that aid is provided by the
charity for a limited amount of time. The three
key words are: empowerment, sustainability and
accountability.

Afrikids works on the basis that they will do
themselves out of a job by making their beneficiar-
ies self-sufficient.

Mama Laadi is just one such women. When
Samura speaks you can actually hear the inspira-
tion and admiration in his voice. Laadi runs an
orphanage, and was both a streetchild and a rape
victim. She vowed to give her initial 14 orphans
something she never had – love and respect. Now
housing 50 kids, the orphanage runs independently.

Samura respects activists like U2 singer Bono,
Sir Bob Geldof, Tony Blair and Bill Clinton who
have cared enough about Africa not to have turned
their back on the continent. 

“They should be praised for the fact that they
have tried, but if they ran a major corporation the
way that they have run Africa, they would have been
sacked.”

He partially blames emergency aid not turning
into development aid, not to mention a series of
natural disasters that have plagued many countries
since the Ethiopian famine in 1984.

Then there is stereotyping, not least in the media,

who like their cliched, packaged images of strong
healthy Europeans and starving black babies.

During the making of the film, people asked
whether this “baby” was working. Samura’s re-
sponse was to say that it’s crawling, moving ahead,
slowly, but the fear remains that things might slid
back into the same old corrupt pattern.

The phasing has to be gradual, As it is, he thinks
that Afrikids will take another 10 years to be self-
sufficient. Much is about respect and trust, and
going out into local communities and finding people
who genuinely care.

He wants his film to influence the powerful West-
ern policymakers, to show them there is a different
way to the standard top-down approach, and here is
the proof that it can work.

He wants African broadcasters to show the film
to address the problems of ignorance, lack of
education and lack of political will. “We have to take
the responsibility, that’s when people will help us,”
he says, “and that’s why I want people to see the film,
to stimulate debate.”
� Find out more at www.afrikids.com

Why top-down aid to Africa isn’t working, never has and never will

Moutse is a nomad town
that doesn't move: it has
been shunted from province
to province for the past 70
years. Two years ago the
1-million-strong town lost
the demarcation fight
against being incorporated
into Limpopo from
Mpumalanga (above). 

Fani Masango (19) (far left)
has lived here with his family
for 10 years.

Thabo Mohlamonyane (17)
(left top, centre) says:
“We have lost hope.”

Eugene Mohlamonyane and
Hendrik Mawela (left centre)
are unhappy with the fact
that they are without
services like water and
sanitation and must travel
200km to get to a hospital.

James Khoza (left below),
from Mozambique, has lived
in Moutse for 18 years and
feels no threat from his
South African neighbours.
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From place to place but never moving, they’re still

NOMADS

Before the Khutsong,
strife, the media

decamped to Moutse’s
sprawl. Two years later,

Moutse has lost all
hope and pities

Khutsong, which is still
in the thick of things.

Janet Smith reports

They put us where it suits them, even if it
doesn’t suit us. There was no help with

anything then. There is no help now”
Sorious Samura
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