





































































































































































































collaboration with M. de Jongh (who is affiliated with the University of South Africa),
provides evidence that the DNA of the Karretjie People can be traced directly to the
KhoeKhoen and San (De Jongh & Soodyall, forthcoming, cited in Steyn, 2009: 2).
Evidence that siblings Nuwegeld, Mouers and Lof are descendents, aside from their birth
and circumstances, can also be seen in their slanted eyes and high cheek bones. It is of
course dangerous to make statements that can be seen as racial stereotyping; but
Nuwegeld, withstanding its contestation as an appellation (see Jolly 1996: 197),
categorically called herself a boesman (bushman) — in her song and in an interview when |

visited her in 2007. She simply said: ‘Ek is ‘n boesman’ [l am a bushman].

But did Nuwegeld’s claim to what Peter Jolly calls ‘bushmanness’ (1996: 197) come from
a place of pride, irony, or shame? The introduction of the Population Registration Act of
1950 damned all South Africans to a racist classificatory system based on skin colour, and
to a powerlessness reinforced, as coloured identity theorist Mohamed Adhikari has
pointed out, ‘with the removal of Coloured people from the common voters’ role in 1956’
(Adhikari 2005: 18). People like the Khoisan, neither black nor white (in the eyes of the
State), were mostly classified ‘Coloured’ and this is the identity to which the descendents
of the indigenous people of South Africa were condemned, a condemnation they
internalised; ‘Ons is vermak se maksels, Ons is trek eiland se boesmans [We are the

victims of foolish pleasure, We are the wandering bushmen of this land’.]

In dealing with the isolating and disempowering effects of the 1956 legislation Adhikari
has shown how coloured people themselves used the ‘colloquial expression “We are the
jam” which likens coloured people to the thin layer of jam squeezed between two slices of
bread’ (Ibid: 19), a metaphor for entrapment between racial groups - African and White -
from both of which coloureds were excluded. Further, the intermediary status of being
‘not’ white, ‘not’ black but the ‘jam in the middle’ came with associations of weakness,
inferiority and a Khoisan past which was linked in the popular mind to ‘images of
inveterate laziness, irresponsibility, dirtiness, and a penchant for thievery’ (Ibid: 28). As a
result the terms hotnot (Khoi) and boesman (San) are generally regarded as derogatory

and insulting.
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Musical apprenticeship

Nuwegeld, Mouers, Lof and Coetzee acquired their musical expertise in what Barbara

Rogoff calls an ‘apprenticeship model’ within a community of practice:

Through children’s everyday involvement in social life, ‘lessons’ regarding skilled
and valued ... cultural activities are available to them ... It is part of the nature of
children to seek the meaning - the purpose and connotation - of what goes on
around them, and to involve themselves in ongoing activity (Rogoff 1990: 18).

In the interview with Kramer that appears as an extra on the Karoo Kitaar Blues
documentary DVD, he describes a typical scenario of the informal acquisition of musical

skills among the coloured working class of the Northern Cape.

It appears to me that lot of the guitar players were shepherds and the violinists as
well and that the nature of their work - sitting out watching the sheep - allows them
the opportunity to sit with an instrument and to play it and develop that instrument.
The stories that I heard was that little boys start looking after sheep. They wouldn’t
go to school or they didn’t go to school in those years so they would fashion
themselves an instrument out of an old oil can and a piece of wood and two or three
strings and then they would watch somebody in their homes or in their community
and then try and learn to play. They were never taught. They weren’t taught by
music teachers and again from what you hear is that the older generation did not
seem to have much time to teach children or indulge children so if a kid had a
musical sense he would make his own instrument and sit out in the veld and
watching the goats or the sheep and learning to pay this instrument (Kramer 2003b).

Coetzee provides an illustration of what Kramer describes and Rogoff alludes to. As a
young boy in Herbertsdale, Coetzee worked as a shepherd, never going to school or
learning to read or write. He spent his days looking after sheep and practicing his blik
guitar. When I asked him in an interview how he felt about not going to school, he told
me that he was very grateful because if he had gone he would never have been the great

guitarist that he is today (Coetzee 2003). He delightfully describes how he learnt to play:

As my pa hulle speel dan moet julle ookie ’n mistake maak om (indistinct)
..teenwoordigheid ma jy’s nog ‘n kind. Nou gooi (indistinct )...regkry om te sien hoe
hulle dan druk nie dan klim ek onder die tafel en nou sit ek lekker — pens en pooitjie
daar —want hulle weet mos nie van jou nie.

[When my father and his friends played music you didn’t dare make the mistake of
trying to join the party because you were still a child. If I couldn’t manage to see the
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chords - how they were being played - then I hid under the table - boots and all -
and watched them in secret (Coetzee 2003).]**

Nuwegeld and Mouers were more fortunate than their female counterparts who had to
work in the kitchens and gardens of the farms. They had access to the ‘male realm’ where
music played an important role. Hanging out with the men on the land they learnt to play
the blikviool. Old man Lof made them each a guitar from an oil can and a piece of wood.
He taught them chords and each one had to create a song and practice until they got it
right. However, there was never any formal process around learning music in the sense of
a structured timetabled, an institutionalized space, or a conventional student/teacher

relationship.

Ons het met blikviole leer speel. Al maak my pa vir ons blik viole, ramkiekie.
Dan sé die ou hoe ons moet druk en wat moet ons maak, en ons moet n liedjie
maak on te sing, wat ons gespeel het, ons kan hoor of ons reg kom, nou toe
maak ons die liedjie so en dis wat ons nou het. Ja dat ons dit nou het, elkeen n
liedjie, laat jy druk op die kitaar, jy weet net jy stem hom eerste.

[We learnt how to play on tin can violins. My father used to make us all those
tin-violins, ramkiekie. Then he told us how to press [the chords], OK? And
[told us] what we should do. And we had to make a song to sing which we
[then] played [until] we could hear that it sounded correct to us. And that’s how
we sing it and that’s how the song is now. That is how it happens that we all
now have a song. You play the guitar like this. But first you have to tune it.
(Nuwegeld 2003).]

Their brother Koos Lof explains that when he began to play the ramkie in 1963 on Larry

Synman’s farm in Besjiespoort, he did not know how to tune:

Hoe en hoe, en op daai manier, toe kom ek, toe’t ek n stel gestel, maar ek weet
ok nie watse stel is dit nie, maar toe ek druk, toe druk hy reg, so het ek hom
geaanvaar. Nou toe het ek van die blik ramkiekie af oorgeslaan na die kitaar
toe, en so’t ek met die kitaar gespeel.

[And that’s how I found a tuning, but I did not know which tuning it was, but
when I play, it sounds right, so that is how I kept it. Now I have changed from
the tin ramkiekie to the guitar, and that is how I [learnt to] play the guitar (Lof
2003).]

Lof then learnt to play the accordion, by ‘playing and playing and playing’ (foe ’t ek
die ding geleer en geleer en geleer), using an instrument belonging to a man he grew

up with in Victoria West:

5 Interview with Hannes Coetzee in Herbertsdale on 30 March 2003. English translation taken from sub-
titles of Karoo Kitaar Blues documentary. Original Afrikaans indistinct under music.
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Toe trek hy spoorweg toe. Nou toe koop hy vir hom die musiek, nou hier oor die
naweek kom hy mos uit na my toe, nou kuier, en ek het die musiek, dan speel ek dan
speel ek, dan vind ek weer uit. Dan vind ek weer uit die musiek maak my moeg. Toe
vra ek hom, maar jong verkoop die ou musiek aan my? Jy bly dan mos nou daar,
dan kan jy mos weer n ander een koop vir jou. Jy werk mos nou vir baie geld op
spoorweg. Toe sé hy vir my, maar hy sal eers dink oor die saak. En toe hy weer die
naweek daar kom, toe sé hy nee, ek die musiek by hom oorkoop. Toe koop ek die
musiek by hom oor toe sé hy vir my alright ek kan hom R250 gee. Toe vat ek die
musiek by hom. En daarvan af het ek hom nou so geleer en geleer en geleer, tot ek
nog gespeel het soos ek nou hier speel. So’t ek gebegind.

[Then he moved to the railways. He bought himself a ‘music’ [an accordion] and
over the weekend he came out to visit me and I played the accordion. I played and
played it, and then I found again and again that playing the music [accordion] made
me tired. Then I ask him, ‘Hey kid, why not sell the accordion to me? Now that you
live over there, you can buy yourself another one. You earn a lot of money on the
railways’. So he said he would first think about the matter. And when he came again
at the weekend he said yes, I could buy the accordion from him. So I bought the
accordion from him and he said all right I can give him R250. So I took the
accordion from him and from then on I practiced and practiced and practiced, till
could play like I play now. That’s how I started (Lof 2003).}

Gendered selves, impoverished communities

Gender appears to have been a highly influential factor in Nuwegeld and Mouers social
and cultural lives. For example forms of disguise had to be assumed to enter into the
world of men. From an early age they grew up in a man’s world and this is where they
learnt to play the guitar - in the fields during their lunch breaks or after work. Or possibly
in the outspans if they were not resident on a farm.>* Kramer describes the restricted
opportunities for working class women who wished to learn to play an instrument on
Karoo farms. He explains how Nuwegeld and Mouers’ experiences were were exceptions

to the norm:

Now the young girls of the family wouldn’t have that opportunity. That wouldn’t be
a role that they would have. They would have to - | suppose - work in the kitchen of
the farm. If you work in the kitchen of the farm then you are under the eye of your
white master and mistress. And so you wouldn’t be able to rush off and play your
instrument. Now in the case of Siena its different because her father dressed her up
as a boy. And Helena as well. And so they were passed off as young men when they
were teenagers and they worked on the farms as young men... They suddenly found

34 Outspans are: ‘A vacant, ‘neutral’ piece of land belonging to a local or provincial authority which may be
legally occupied for no more than 48 hours at a time (Steyn 2009: viii)
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themselves in the male realm, which seems to have made it easier for them to
become guitarists (Kramer 2003b).

Nuwegeld confirms Kramer’s story and goes further by describing with pride the skills
acquired from her father, the craftsman, that gave her and Mouers equal status with male

labourers and with whites:

Ons het groot geword in mannetjies klere, ons het nie groot geword soos vroue
mense nie. Ons het ons man se klere als gedra, en ons werk saam onse pa. Dit
is soos dit is. Ons kan vandag enige wit mens, ons kan gaan, dan kan ons dit
[doen?], dans ons vrou mense, ons doen dit, maak ons die draad, ons strek ons
eie pale en ons maak hom reg. Ons het so groot geword. Dit is die talent wat
die Here vir hom gegee om vir ons te gee.

[We grew up in boy’s clothes, we didn’t grow up as women. We wore men’s
clothes and worked alongside our father. That is how it is. Today we can do it
as well as any white person. Us women we do it, make the fences, straighten
our own poles and make them right. That is how we grew up. That is the talent
that God gave him to give to us (Nuwegeld 2003).]

Mouers claimed her space as an independent woman in a male-dominated world by
protecting her right to play the guitar, a role normally reserved for men. In her interview

she told me how central the guitar was in her life and how to protect her freedom to play

her instrument influenced her decision to marry Jan Mouers:

Ek willie ‘n man he wat nie kan kitaar speel nie, want ek speel kitaar. Nou gaan ek
en my man, nou speel ek met daai man kitaar, as ons by die huis kom dan slat my
man my. Toe se ek, ek gat n man soek wat kan kitaar speel saam met my, en toe kry
ek hom- en toe’t ons twee mekaar geneem, en so’t ons maar so saam gespeel, saam
gespeel en ons kom reg.

[1 did not want a man who could not play the guitar because I play the guitar. Now
if I played the guitar with another man, when I came home my man would beat me
up. So 1 said to myself I must find a man who can play the guitar with me. And I
found him and we got married and came right (Mouers 2003).]
Mouers ‘came right’ in her thirties with her second husband, Jan Mouers - a railway
worker from Besjiespoort, a small town and railway siding between Victoria West and
Three Sisters. His wife had died and he had been left with three small children to look
after. So although Mouers’ freedom to play the guitar was assured, in the other half of the
contract ironically situated her firmly in the role of mother and carer of three children

(http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cyl2a01cXBO0).

Hy’s ‘n spoorweg man. Hy's ‘n man wat van sewe uur die oggend tot vyf uur die
aand gewerk het. Hy 't besluit dat ons moet trou sodat ek die kinners kan oppas.
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[He’s a railway’s man. He’s a man who worked from seven in the morning until
five in the evening so he decided that we should get married so that I could look
after the children (Mouers 2003).]

Afternoon, 28 March 2008
Jan Mouers, tall and rigid in his chair. One eye protrudes in a baleful stare - glazed
from a recent hit of marijuana. In a monotone he describes his work to me:

Die werk wat ek gedoen het, madam, was met yster en klip. En daai werk het ek
elke dag gedoen. Tot in die middernag, donker nag, moet ek met daai yster en
klip werk. Niks ander sort werk het ek gedoen nie, net yster en klip. Die werk
wat ek gedoen is daai sleepers onder die spoor. Dan lig hulle die spoor op en
dan kom die spoor soveel op, die sleeper. Dan moet ons daai klippe onder daai
sleepers inslaan...slaan, slaan, slaan tot op die end... net yster en klip... Yster
en klip, yster en klip madam, net yster en klip.

[The work 1 did madam was with iron and stone. And that work 1 did everyday.
Until midnight, in the dark of the night, I had to work with iron and stone. 1
didn’t do any other work except iron and stone. The work that I did was with
those sleepers under the railway line. They lift the railway lines and then the
tracks are lowered onto the sleepers. Then we had to hammer those stones
under the sleepers ... slam, slam, slam until the end ... just iron and stone. Iron
and stone, iron and stone madam, just iron and stone (Jan Mouers 2003.]

The monotony of the work is echoed in the 6/8 meter delivery of his words, yster en klip,
yster en klip taking on the rhythm of the clacking of the train’s wheels on the rails. Yster
en klip, yster en klip, clackety-clack, clackety-clack.

In 1981 Jan Mouers was retrenched: a victim of privatisation when South African
Railways and Harbours (S.A.R. & H.) became South African Transport Services (SATS)

(http://mysite.mweb.co.za/residents/grela/transnet.html). His sister-in-law Helena

Nuwegeld wrote this song for him:

Op ‘n Maandag more On a Monday

Ou Jannie Mouers op die staalpad Old Jannie Mouers steps onto the railway track
Hy knoop sy baadjie toe He buttons up his jacket

En toe hy op die stasie kom But when he comes to the station

Trek die trein net weg The train has gone

To staan hy met ‘n hand vol trane He stands there with a handful of tears

En hy maak twaalf kinders groot He’s made twelve children big

Met ses duntjies brood. On six slices of bread.

(Helena Nuwegeld, Jannie Mouers, 2003 © Blik Music )

I asked Nuwegeld: ‘n Hand vol trane? Nou wat is dit?’ [A handful of tears? Now

what does that mean?] She replied:
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Dit bedoel nou die trein het hom uit gery en hy moet daar wees waar die trein
na toe gaan. Toe moet sy hart nou seer word bedoel dit nou. Want hy kannie by
die werk wees nie.

[It means that the train left without him and actually he had to be there where the
train was going. Therefore his heart was sore because he can no longer go to
work (Mouers 2003).]

I write in my journal: ‘The setting sun casts long shadows across the landscape. Jannie
Mouers with his guitar on his back walks slowly down the railway line away from the
camera. His figure gets smaller and smaller until he is just a dot in a landscape that no

longer feeds him’.

Victoria West, 27 March 2003

We have breakfast and then drive through town to look for a venue where David
can work with the Mouers family on their songs. We drive past the Victoria West
Hotel. The owner, a portly, white man called Mr Hickson, is standing in front of
the hotel off-licence drinking a cup of coffee. Behind him on the wall is written:
‘Pick a Bottle Bottle Store’. A number of unemployed coloured people, in various
stages of inebriation, mill about in front of the sign. A woman looks into the
camera and says: Jy kan my video as jy wil. Sé nou vir die mense ek lyk so van die
honger. Ek kry swaar.[*Yes, you can film me if you want and tell the people that I
drink because I am poor’.] Mr Hickson is oblivious to this desperation as he
directs the offloading of hundreds of ‘papsakke’ from the back of a trailer that has
pulled up in front of the hotel. He owns all the bottle stores in Victoria West.
David tells me that sixty-five % of the people in the town are alcoholics.

Mouers reveals more about this in her interview:

Ek ken die tyd ek nog jonk gewees het. Jy kry brandewyn, jy kry wyn, vae wyn - enige
ding. Maar nou is daar mos nie meer sulke goeters. Daar’s papsaakke. Papsakke is
gevaarlik - hy’s gevaarlik. Dit is die ding wat die dokters so die mense stop - die
papsakke. Daai dokter het gese daai papsak wyn gee jou hare in jou maag. Dan groei
daai hare, groei in jou maag, en hy groei so dat hy naderhand steek in jou derme. Dis
daai tyd wat jy so bloei uit jou mond en uit jou neus. Na daai bloei dans jy ook verby.
[I remember when I was still young, you could get brandy, you could get wine,

vats of wine - anything. But these days, you don’t get those things anymore.

There are only papsakke® and papsakke are dangerous - they are dangerous.

That’s the thing that the doctors tried to stop the people [from drinking] - those
papsakke. A doctor that we went to said that papsakke gives you hair in your
stomach. Then those hairs will grow, grow in your stomach until eventually the

hair will grow amongst your intestines and it’s then that you will start bleeding

from your mouth and your nose. After that bleeding, you are also finished.

(Siena Mouers 2003).]

%5 Papsakke are 5-litre bags of (low quality) sweet white wine sold very cheaply. It comes in a silver cooler
bag with a plastic tap attached. Literally means ‘soft bag’.
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We collected Nuwegeld, Lof and Siena, Magdalena and Jan Mouers from home. Siena
was ill. Her throat hurt and the phlegm in her chest is made it difficult for her to breathe.
Kramer had taken her to the doctor earlier that morning and she had been given anti-
biotics with strict instructions to go to bed. She had refused, settled down on her chair in
the town hall, picked up her guitar and began to tune it. She was accompanied by

polyphony of coughing from Nuwegeld, Jan Mouers and Lof.

Stadsaal 26 March 2003

What is wrong with them all? Is it tuberculosis, chest infection or is it the
homemade cigarettes they all roll from newspaper and cheap tobacco? Lof has
nodded off, his piano accordion sighing mournfully on his lap.

Brand, the director of photography was muttering in a corner. He had complained that the
light in the room was bad. Siena took the paper clip from under the brim of her hat and
started to pick out a melody on her guitar. Jan started to accompany her. Lof woke up and

fumbled his way across the keyboard of his accordion and suddenly Nuwegeld’s voice

filled the space:
Ai nee, ai nee my bruin broer Oh no, Oh no my brown brother
Hoekom doen jy dit aan my Why do you do this to me?
Jy't net drie sisters You only have three sisters
En jy’t ons verlaat And you deserted us
Nou kom jy deur die leegdes Now you come through the emptiness
Om ons harte to kom troos. To mend our broken hearts.

(Helena Nuwegeld, Oom Vredendal, 2003 © Blik Music)

I was profoundly moved. Even though I did not understand all the words of the song yet,
the tears and anguish that marked the performance were clearly expressions of a deeper
underlying meaning. Brand and his camera were sliding up and down the dolly and tracks,
moving across the faces of the musicians. We were trying to capture the essence of the
music embodied in their faces and the movement of their bodies. They seemed oblivious

to the camera and the crew’s presence. They sang again:

Ai nee Oom Vredendal Oh no uncle Vredendal

Hoekom doen jy dit nou? Why do you do this?

Ai nee Oom Vredendal Oh no Uncle Vredendal

Hoekom doen jy dit nou Why do you do this?

Jy’t gekom om ons harte te breek You came and broke our hearts

En jy sal weer kom And you’ll return

Om ons harte te troos To mend them again.

Nou kom jy deur die leegdes Now you come across the emptiness
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Die leegdes The emptiness,

Om ons harte te kom troos To mend our broken hearts
Ai nee, ai nee, ai nee Oh no, oh no, oh no

My bruin broer My brown brother

Jy moet nou huistoe kom Y ou must come home now

(Helena Mouers, Qom Vredendal, 2003 © Blik Music)

Figure 12: Film crew getting ready to film Helena Nuwegeld and Siena Mouers in the
Karoo landscape outside Victoria West, 28 March 2003
(photograph courtesy John Kramer)

Afternoon. The Old Bokomo Bakery, Victoria West, 28 March 2003.

I interview Helena in the kitchen of Siena and Jan’s house. They live in the old
Bokomo Bakery. I am hoping that she will expand on the subject of weeskinders
(orphans) referred to in her lyrics and talk to me about her music and her life. Cake
tins and cheap clocks have pride of place on well-worn green shelves. A large
ghetto blaster sitting on top of an unplugged fridge and a shiny new bicycle against
the wall are the only signs of improved circumstances brought about from the
proceeds of their last Karoo Kitaar Blues concert. A skinny kitten plays with a
chicken bone on the concrete floor and behind a curtain, strung across the room to
hide a bed, lies their son Pieter, brain-damaged from a fight in a shebeen some
months back. Two women lay the table for a supper of chicken feet and white
bread. Hanging from their mouths are cigarettes made from cheap tobacco rolled up
in newspaper.

Nuwegeld was not keen to be interviewed. She had a cold and a hangover from the family

reunion the night before. She folded her arms and stared out of the window. Nuwegeld
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and I had known each other for less than 24 hours and I was about to ask her intimate
details of her life in front of a camera and crew. Our entry into the Mouer’s world had
been through David Kramer and it was quite clear that Nuwegeld was tolerating us for his
sake. She looked bored and irritated. I had planned a semi-structured interview hoping
that Nuwegeld would loosen up as we went along and regale us with stories of her life and
making music. It didn’t look at all promising. I began by asking her general questions
about where she came from. She tersely gave me one-word answers. I wanted to stop but
pressed on. I had employed a film crew who were costing me thousands a day and we
only had five days in Victoria West. I asked her about her reference to orphans in the song
Vermaak se Maksels and whether she considered coloured people as ‘orphans’ in the

world:

Ja, man, as mens nie ma het nie, dans weeskinders. As die ouers dood is, as ma
dood is en pa dood is, da’ns hy mos wees. Hy’t mos niks, hy’'t niemand nie, hy’s
niemand se vriend nie, as jy nie ouers het nie, is jy niemand se vriend nie, jy staan
alleen...en dit is hoe dit is?

[Yes man, if a person does not have a mother then they are orphans. If the parents
are dead, if the mother is dead and the father is dead, then he is orphaned. He has
nothing, he has nobody, he is nobody’s friend. If you do not have parents then you
are nobody’s friend. You stand alone. And that is how it is (Nuwegeld 2003).]

Nuwegeld folded her arms and stared out of the window. Was she being deliberately
obtuse or was 1? Should I have asked her about her use of metaphor in a different way?
The words of her songs - for me - clearly spoke of marginalization and rejection, an issue
central to coloured identity. I ask her again, this time about weeskinders. She looked at me
in exasperation and as if speaking to a child spelt it out
(http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TpKq4Dv9S7I):

Dis mos ons. Ons het nie ma nie en ons het nie pa nie. Nie ouma nie, ons het ook
nie oompie nie, ons het ook nie antie nie. Dan moet ons vir ons ‘n liedjie maak.
Ons is wees. Ons is wees, ons het mos nou niemand.

[Its just us. We do not have a mother, we do not have a father. No grandmother, no
uncle. We have no auntie. Then we have to make a song for ourselves. We are
orphaned, we are orphaned, we have no-one (Ibid).]

I asked Siena the same question:’Do you think that coloured people in this country are
‘orphans’?

Hier is baie wat weeskinders is en dan’s daar baie wat nie wees is. Maar ja, maar
nou, die lied het ek nou maar gedag - dit sal ‘n lied vir ons wees die dag wat ons
nie meer ouers het nie. Dan mag ons daai lied gebruik. En toe het ons dit so
gedoen.
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[There are many people who are orphans and then there are many who are not
orphans. But yes, but now, the song that I made up - it will be a song for us the
day we do not have parents. Then we will use that song. And so we did it like that
(Mouers 2003).]

Perhaps engaging with the deeper meaning of the lyrics was not available in the hastily
arranged, uncomfortable and unfamiliar interview situation, which acutely exposed what
Paul Berliner has called ‘the nature of knowledge as privileged information’ (Berliner
1978: 7). As informants, Nuwegeld and Mouers were giving me ‘only the amount of
information they believe to be appropriate to the situation and to the persons involved’
(Ibid). Unlike Berliner, however, who in the situation he described in Bandimbira’s
village in Zimbabwe had more time, patience, and experience than I, the information I
sought remained hidden. David Coplan compares the awkwardness that can occur in
interviews by means of a parallel with classical music, where there is an ‘antagonism

[and] mutual dependency (such as this one) inherent in the relationship of artist and critic.

The ethnographer seeks to categorize and comprehend; the performer to evade
categorization and comprehension. As consultant, designated purveyor of local
knowledge, the performer’s discourse reveals, conceals and manipulates cultural
principles of aesthetic production. As creator of representations on some level
distinctly his own, he is at once trickster, wizard, and hero - adding his personality
to his collectivity, extending their vision uniquely (Coplan 1994: xv).

A tragic event in Nuwegeld and Mouers’ lives was the death of their brother Frikkie
(Oom Vredendal), a sheep-shearer in the farming area of Vredendal in the Karoo. He
seems to have been a favourite with his siblings and a talented musician. It is not clear

how he died but according to Siena his wife had poisoned him:

Die vrou wat hy gehet het, het vir hom vuilgoed ingegee, wat sy by ‘n Bantu man
gekry het. En daai vuilgoed het hom ge-eet tot onder die grond. Hy was maar
mevrou, ek het net hierdie bene gesien, sulke dun beentjies, voor hy dood is. Wie is
die man wat my kan wys wat my broer maker, en wie het dit vir hom so gedoen. Toe
sé die oom vir my - sy’t vir hom daai goed in gegee, die kaffirbier.

[That woman that he had, gave him rubbish [to drink], that she got from a Bantu
man. It was that rubbish that ate at him until he was under the soil. He was thin
Missus, I just saw these- such skinny thin legs - before he died. Who is the man that
can show me where my brother is, and who can show me who did this to him? A
man told me it was her - that she gave that stuff to him, the kaffirbeer (Siena
Mouers, Ibid).]

This extract once again highlights the sisters’ obsession with being left alone (orphaned)

but Siena’s use of ‘Bantu’ - an apartheid-era word used to classify ‘black’ people- could
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in addition reveal another way in which Siena identified herself: as ‘not Black’. As
Adbhikari has noted, ‘that the most insistent element in the expression of Coloured identity
was an association with whiteness and a concomitant distancing from Africanness ...
could give rise to a sense of shame with regard to any personal associations with
blackness or an aggressive bigotry toward Africans’ (Adhikari 2005: 11). It was the black
man’s poison (vuilgoed) that killed Oom Vredendal. The loss of their favorite brother left
a huge hole in their lives. As their song puts it: ‘4i nee Oom Vredendal, Hoekom doen jy
dit nou? Nou kom jy deur die leegdes. Om ons harte to kom troos. [Oh no Uncle
Vredendal, Why did you do this? Now you come through the emptiness, To mend our
broken hearts.]

Dis min. Di ‘n armmoedige plek. Hier kry die mense swaar. Die man drink net
soos die vrou en die vrou soos die man Daars nie een wat die ander een keer
nie, preek nie. Hulle drink op soos wat hulle kan. En die drank is duur hier in
Victoria Wes. Maar hulle gee nie darvoor om nie. Die geld gaan heen
daarmee.

[People get paid little. This is a very poor place. Here people have it hard. The
wives of the men who work, get the money. But the man drinks just as much as
his wife and the wife just like the husband. There’s not one who stops the other
one, who gives a sermon. They drink up what they can. The alcohol here in
Victoria West is expensive. But they don’t care about that. The money goes to
nothing (Siena Mouers 2003).]

And then, according to Mouers, the next day they send their children around the
community to ask for mielie meal, sugar or coffee (Siena Mouers 2003). The money to
feed the family for the week is gone and Mr Hickson - his stock of papsakke depleted -
has lined his pockets with the meagre wages of the sheep shearers and draadtrekkers and

the pensions of the elderly. I asked Nuwegeld whether she had an opinion on why so

many people drank alcohol :

Dis ‘n mens eie keuse. Dit wat jy doen, jy doen aan jouself. Ek

kan nie se nie hoekom hy dit doen'y. Waar of daar pyn is en of hy dit aspris

doen. Dis ‘n mens eie keuse wat jy doen aan jouself. Dit is hoe dit is.

[It is a person’s own choice. What you do, you do to yourself. I can’t say why they
do it. Where there is pain or do you cause the pain yourself? It is a person’s own
choice what you do to yourself. That is how it is. (Helena 2003).]

Siena Mouers and Jan Mouers did not drink, but for a number of the extended Mouers
family and friends, alcohol and music were their opiates. On a Friday night one might

have come across Nuwegeld standing unsteadily on her feet and clapping in time to Jan
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and Siena Mouers’ guitars. As the night’s reveling would draw to a close, empty papsakke
litter the ground, they would fall into an inebriated sleep where possibly despair is put on

hold for a few hours.

In the next chapter I explore the abuse of alcohol further, along with other tropes arising
from the extreme deprivation of the society in which Nuwegeld and Mouers live. One of

these, the rieldans, is noted in my journal as follows:

Old Bokomo Bakery. 30 March 2003

The Mouers throw a party. We are all leaving f or Cape Town the next day. They
provide the venue and we provide the food and drink. The Mouers’ extended family
and friends sit on chairs against the wall. Siena is playing her guitar and Helena is
singing. Toddlers in party frocks crawl about in the dirt. They have lit a fire that
throws extraordinary shadows against the wall behind their heads. We add four
Coleman lamps to give Brand and Paul the light they need to get an image on their
lenses. A women in a bright yellow polka dotted skirt and a slim older man with the
distinctive cheekbones of the San start dancing the hotnot’s riel. The woman stamps
her feet, the man contorts his body into an animal shape and against the wall a
happier Helena claps. Standing in the shadows at this Friday night get together, 1
feel extraordinarily privileged to witness what I had hoped to see before we set out
on our journey - the riel, with its traces and fragments of the Khoekhoe trance dance
that go back hundreds of years.>®

Beaufort West, 2007

After listening to the two sisters, I had made up my mind to return to the Karoo and find
our more from Nuwegeld about their music and their lives. It was only in December 2007
that I managed to do so. Both Siena Mouers and her daughter Magdalena had died earlier
that year, Mouers from congestion of the lungs and Magdalena from tuberculosis.”” I
interviewed Nuwegeld in her tiny RDP house in Beaufort West,’® where she was sharing a
single bed with her granddaughter and great-grandchild. I found her not only mourning

her sister and niece but also her brother, Koos, who had also died from lung congestion.

%6 Hansen says that, ‘the trance dance remains the most important social and ritual event in Bushmen
communities. It involves gender-based musical roles, women singing and clapping, while the men dance
and wear strung rattles. The music is vocal and polyphonic, being accompanied by polyrhythmic
handclapping’ (Hansen 1996: 304).

71n 2002, 59,951 people died from tuberculosis in South Africa (South African Statistics 2004/5).

%8 The R[econstruction] and D[evelopment] P[rogramme] was a ‘policy framework’ devised by the first
ANC Government in 1994, aimed at redressing poverty and social inequality

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Reconstruction_and_Development Programme), accessed 21.1.11). Houses

built via this programme were called ‘RDP houses’.
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(Seven months after my visit, her brother-in-law Jan Mouers had a stroke and died.)
Nuwegeld had visibly deteriorated since I had last seen her in 2006 at the Spier Karoo

Kitaar Blues concert.

14™ December, 2007, Helena’s home, Beaufort West

Her eyes are opaque from cataracts, stained yellow with nicotine. Her old red jersey
falls off her once voluptuous shoulders. I find her sitting outside her tiny home on a
melamine kitchen chair, a beer in her hand. Shading her eyes from the sun she fills
me in on some of some of the gaps in her life story but mostly, in rhythmical
monotone, she sways in her chair and repeats almost verbatim what she had told me
three years before: Dit is swear, dit is swaar, Baie swaar, bitter swear, Swaar om ‘n
weeskind te wees ... Helena has no more to say to me.

Helena Nuwegeld was was murdered on Saturday 5™ December 2009. I quote the report
on her murder in The Cape Times in full below, because it is the description of a tragedy
that goes beyond her own brutal death to symbolise the hopelessness of her community,
because it finds words that I cannot, to represent her death, and because the report speaks
to the uncomfortable, complex but necessary role played by David Kramer, even here. For
had Helena Nuwegeld not been one of the stars of Karoo Kitaar Blues, it is certain that
her death would have gone unnoticed by anyone but her family. But it did not. This the
report.

Karoo Blues star shot dead December 7, 2009 By Caryn Dolley

‘Part of South Africa's music heritage’ has been lost with the murder of a Karoo
farm worker whose singing ability was so extraordinary, songwriter and guitarist
David Kramer had enlisted her in one of his productions. Kramer says 85-year-old
Helena Nuwegeld's killing has also spelt the death of the memory of traditional
Karoo music. Nuwegeld, who had starred in Kramer's production Karoo Kitaar
Blues eight years ago, was killed at Nooitgedacht farm near Beaufort West on
Saturday, along with farm workers 64-year-old Hendrik September and 38-year-
old Mannetjie John. A 37-year-old man, the farm's caretaker, is expected to appear
in the Beaufort West Magistrate's Court today on suspicion of shooting the three
with a hunting rifle after an argument with them. Kramer said he had heard early
yesterday about the killings, which ‘came as a terrible shock. (Nuwegeld) had a
very vibrant personality and was an incredibly strong old lady. She contributed
many wonderful songs. She was part of South Africa's music heritage and kept the
tradition of Karoo music alive. With her goes the memory of all those songs. It's a
sad thing. I'm glad to have known her,” he said. Kramer had last heard from
Nuwegeld when she had called three days before her murder. His family had sent
Nuwegeld some money and, as far as he was aware, she had gone to buy food with
it. Nuwegeld had not mentioned any problems.

Kramer met her in the Karoo nearly a decade ago while making a documentary on
the musical culture there and had decided to give her and other local artists a
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platform to showcase their talents, which resulted in Karoo Kitaar Blues. He had
kept in contact with her since. Kramer said that, through the show, he had helped
Nuwegeld and her sister, Siena Mouers, who ‘played the guitar in a unique way’,
reunite with their musician brother, Koos Lof, who played the accordion back to
front. ‘They hadn't spoken for about 12 years and hadn't made music together for
about 30 years,” he said.

The trio had travelled with the show, making music together again, to places
including Bloemfontein and Johannesburg. Kramer said Nuwegeld had been the
surviving member of her musical family. His official website said Nuwegeld's
performance in Karoo Kitaar Blues ‘stole the show’.’Slumped back in her chair,
her doek tied low above her eyebrows it was Helena's voice that stole the show.’
Sitting before a microphone for the first time in her life she appeared unfazed by
the limelight, instead descending deeper and deep into her hypnotic, head-nodding
incantations in a voice dipped in brandy and tobacco toasted to a glorious
huskiness,’ it said. The website said Nuwegeld had lived in a ‘shoe-box size’
home and had been the singer of her family. Yesterday, Nuwegeld's niece, Anna,
who lived in Delft, broke down when she heard her aunt had died. Relatives of
September and John could not be reached yesterday. Vuyisa Jantjies, a Beaufort
West resident and co-ordinator of Rural Network, a national NGO, said farm
workers and residents in the area were in shock. ‘An 85-year-old cannot be a
threat to a young man. The big question is, what happened to cause all this?” He
said funeral arrangements were yet to be made for the three. Police spokeswoman
Bernadine Steyn said the killings on the farm about 25km outside Beaufort West
apparently followed an argument between the three farm workers and the
caretaker in the workers' home. Steyn said after the argument the caretaker
allegedly shot the workers with a hunting rifle. Nuwegeld and September were
both shot in the head inside their home. John was shot in the head, chest and leg
outside the house. All three died at the scene. Steyn said police were called and
when they arrived they arrested the caretaker who was still at the house. The Cape
Times could not get hold of anyone from the farm yesterday
(http://www.iol.co.za/tonight?fArticleld=52766535, accessed 21 January 2011).
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CHAPTER 4: BITTER SWAAR:
HIDDEN TROPES OF RACE, CLASS, AND GENDER

In this chapter I investigate expressions of rural coloured identity and gender in the dance
and music of Helena Nuwegeld and Siena Mouers. The fact that that their identity is rural
is important, as there are marked differences in the expressions of identity between rural
working class coloured people and those living in the cities, as I have already suggested in
chapter 1. The fact that that their identity is female is also important because playing the

guitar and singing are usually roles reserved for men in this community.

[ use James C. Scott’s notion of the ‘hidden transcript’ (1990) to argue that relations of
power between the powerful (the apartheid state and its emissaries) and the powerless (the
rura] coloured working class of Victoria West and its surrounds) is a relationship of
deception, where ‘the powerless feign deference and the powerful subtly assert their
mastery’ (1990: back cover). But behind the scenes there is a hidden transcript that takes

place in private sites:

in which the unspoken riposte, stifled anger, and bitten tongues created by relations
of domination find a vehement, full-throated expression. It follows that the hidden
transcript will be least inhibited when two conditions are fulfilled: first when it is
voiced in a sequestered social site where the control, surveillance, and repression of
the dominant are least able to reach, and second, when this sequestered social milieu
is composed entirely of close confidants who share similar experiences of
domination (Scott 1990: 120).
The private worlds of the itinerant or semi-sedentary rural underclass of the Karoo exist in
outspans on the verges of farm roads, or in temporary accommodation on white-owned
farms that stretch across the scrubland of the Great Karoo. It is in these sequestered sites
where families and close friends ‘socio-economically “invisible” to the local population’
(de Jongh 2002: 2), feel unthreatened by their bosses and the conditioned mindset of the
white world - locally and regionally - which ‘maintain[s] the status quo of inequity and

flies in the face of recent statutory and constitutional changes’ (Ibid: 2).

Apart from the Karoo Kitaar Blues concerts in Oudtshoorn, Cape Town, Johannesburg,
Port Elizabeth and Stellenbosch, music making in the Mouers and Nuwegeld families is
highly local and non-public. It is an activity that takes place in the private site of their

own homes, away from the prying eyes and ears of bosses - chiefly white farmers - and
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other powerful elements (white proprietors, public servants, the police). Their music has
been shaped and formed by their own and their particular community’s search for
identity. They sing and dance in this private site, as Henry Trotter has put it,
‘construct[ing] and circulate[ing] oral transcripts that reject the degrading terms of their
subjugation and attempt to salvage a sense of pride, dignity and self-worth despite their
condition’ (Trotter 2006: 53).

In order to bring out - and make more ‘public’ not in the way the songs were made public
through stage performance but in the way interpretation exposes something to a more
public gaze - three tropes that dominate the discourse of their hidden transcripts, race,
class, and gender, I have selected two songs and a dance that feature regularly in their
music making: Victims of Foolish Pleasure, Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie and the Hotnot’s riel. |
use fropes in the sense that Henry Trotter does, as ‘figures of speech carrying symbolic

significance far beyond their literal meanings’ (Ibid: 69).

People look to their own histories and localities to provide material for symbolic
meaning. Certain mores, socio-economic conditions, vocational trends, landscape
features, spatial configurations and historical events cue the recall, representation,
rehearsal and development of tropes for a community. Linkages between landscape
and memory are common in the making of tropes (Trotter 2006: 69).

In these two songs and a dance, the tropes of race, class, and gender are embedded, but
this is not to say that each song revolves only around one trope, because, as Scott suggests
(and as the texts show), the ‘unspoken thoughts’ that these songs represent, as hidden
transcripts, are expressed in a very rich, layered, metaphorical, ‘vehement, full-throated’
way. In the songs the figures of speech — such as ‘orphans’ help to embed their meanings,

keep them ‘hidden’ as transcripts to voice them as transcripts of resistance.

Victims of Foolish Pleasure, for example expresses the effects of colonialism and
apartheid on the coloured working class of the Great Karoo with its themes of loss,
itinerancy, marginalization and racism. Traditional customs and values, fragments of
memory, gender identity and pleasure are reflected in the rie/ dance, while Moenie Lu-jet
Drinkie explicitly expresses the concerns of the working class coloured community
around issues of poverty, violence and alcoholism, not only in Victoria West but across

the sheep farming region of the Karoo.
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As mentioned in chapter 3, Nuwegeld and Mouers were unable to read or write, therefore
their expressions of the tropes of racial identity, gender and class are ‘non-textual in the

literary sense of the ‘text’ and are all the more significant. Catherine Cole has pointed out:

Very little attention is given to non-textual expressions in so-called

indigenous languages of the formerly colonized world. In the light of the low

literacy rates in many post-colonial nations, one must question whether

works of literature are generally representative of the cultures out of which

they arise .... Non-written media such as theatre, dance, music, street gossip,

and radio would assume an importance they have never received in

postcolonial theory (Cole 2001: 7)
The written literary record on rural coloured identity (as mentioned in chapter 1), and
even less, on rural coloured music, is scant. It is an area that is largely under-researched,
and only Marie Jorritsma’s work on coloured women’s identity in the Karoo being shaped
through a religious music practice (especially a hymn repertoire) largely dominated by
men, really speaks to mine. Although the private site for Jorritsma’s Graaff- Reinet
women is situated within the confines of the church and the private site for the Victoria
West women is scattered across the farms of the Karoo, they both use these spaces to
‘provide opportunities - through song and dance - for the recontextualising and
reinterpretation of expected gender roles within th[eir] communit[ies]’ (2008:76).
Jorritsma also investigates the use of non-textual and non-verbal ‘poetic license’ in
Kroonvale women’s performances as evidence of a ‘subtle defiance’ of patriarchy
endemic in many South African communities. Nuwegeld and Mouers assert their
independence as women in their private site by playing the guitar and singing (a role

usually reserved for men), although in their immediate environment — as far as I could tell

— their ‘subtle defiance’ was not aimed at the men in their immediate family.

By unpicking these very different tropes - racial identity, class, gender - in a dance, a
song, and a poisonous drink, I hope to reveal how Nuwegeld and Mouers’ music making
activities function as hidden transcripts of resistance to their designated social status. The
physical environment provides the conditions of privacy Scott identifies for them to be
voiced in the ‘least inhibited’ way. Behind the scenes in their home in the Old Bokomo
Bakery, away from the kitchens of the white madams and the fields of the white bosses,
Nuwegeld and Mouers can see themselves as members of a particular community and as

individuals who have a degree of personal autonomy. Within that, the tropes of dance,
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song, and liquor offer a further kind of opportunity for the loosening of inhibition. Not so
much the literal loss of inhibition that comes from drinking, but the one that comes from

expressing oneself in music and dance.

Each trope addresses different aspects of Mouers” and Nuwegeld’s musical practice and
shows that the two women musicians not only have a voice, but that the content of their
lyrics and musical style as well as fragments from their life stories offer a rich repository

for understanding gender and coloured identity.

“Victims of Foolish Pleasure’ and the complexities of coloured identity

We recorded at least four versions of ‘ Victims of Foolish Pleasure’ - in the town hall in
Victoria West, in the Karoo landscape, at the party and in the recording studio in Cape
Town. There are probably several more but it is no longer possible to record them. Like
Nuwegeld’s other songs, Vermaak se Maksels is performative, not a literary text and was

varied each time it was presented, as shown below.

Vermaak se Maksels (version 1)

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Dit is baie swaar
As jy kannie ma se,
Jou kannie pa se
Ons het op die eiland gaan staan
Toe staan ons bloot alleen
Nou ons is niemand se vriend nie
Trane is vir my
Hartseer is vir jou
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly
My trane rol
Groot riviere vol

Vermaak se Maksels (version 2)

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Dit is baie swaar

As jy kannie ma se nie

As jy kannie pa se nie

Ons bly verstoot se kinners

We come from foolish pleasure
We are the wandering bushmen of the island
It is really tough going

If you can’t say mama,

You can’t say papa.

We went to stand on the island
We stood there all alone

Now we are nobody’s friend
Tears are for me

Heartache is for you

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay
My tears roll

The big rivers fill

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, 2003 © Blik Music)

We are victims of foolish pleasure

We are the wandering bushmen of the island
It is really tough going

If you can’t say mama

If you can’t say papa

We remain cast off children
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Ons kry dan hier ‘n stoot

Ons kry dan daar ‘n stamp

Ons sit daar bo op die bont eiland
Ons is niemand se vriend nie

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly

We get pushed

We get shoved

We sit alone on a patchy island
We are no-one’s friend

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, 2003 © Blik Music)

Vermaak se Maksels (version 3)

Waarom verwyd julle my?

Ek is ‘n weeskind

Ek kannie ma sé nie

Ek kannie pa sé nie

Ons bly verstoot se kinners
Ons kry dan hier ‘n stoot

Ons kry dan daar ‘n stamp
Ons sit daar bo op die bont eiland alleen
Ons is niemand se vriend nie
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly
Wie sal vir jou lap en stop

As jy my elke dag klap en skop
Want ek hettie ma nie

Ek hettie pa nie

Bly maar vermaak se maksels

Groot rivier is vol

En my trane rol

Ek het my ma kasty

Nou moet ek die swaarheid kry
Hartseer is vir jou

Die trane is vir my

Why do you reject me?

I am an orphan

1 can’t say mother

I can’t say father

We remain cast off children

We get pushed

We get shoved

We sit alone on the gaudy island
We are no-one’s friend

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay
Who will patch your clothes

If you keep hitting and kicking me?
‘cause I have no mother

I have no father

Remain an object of ridicule

The big river is full

My tears keep rolling

I castigated my mother

So now [ suffer this burden
Heartache for you

Tears for me

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, 2003 © Blik Music)

Vermaak se Maksels (version 4)

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Ons het op die eiland gaan staan
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Ai oorleé Oom Freek se boesmans
Dit is baie swaar
As jy kannie ma se,
Jjou kannie pa se
Ons het op die eiland gaan staan
Toe staan ons bloot alleen
Nou ons is niemand se vriend nie
Trane is vir my
Hartseer is vir jou
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly
My trane rol
Groot riviere vol

We come from foolish pleasure

We are the wandering bushmen of the island
We went and stood on the island

We are the bushmen of the island trek
Oh, the bushmen of the late Uncle Freek
It is really tough going

If you can’t say mama,

You can’t say papa.

We went to stand on the island

We stood there all alone

Now we are nobody’s friend

Tears are for me

Heartache is for you

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay

My tears roll

The rivers full

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, 2003 © Blik Music)
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A similar case is Oom Vredendal. On Kramer’s first day in the Victoria West town hall,
Nuwegeld started off the morning session with Oom Vredendal. While she sang, Kramer
transcribed as much as he could of the song, and when the chords on Siena’s guitar finally
died away, Nuwegeld slapped him on the back and said: Do you know that one? Yes of
course, says Kramer. ‘No you don’t’ said Nuwegeld cuffing him across the head. Kramer
agreed that he didn’t know that particular version and asked Nuwegeld to sing it again so
that he could transcribe the missing bits. Mouers struck the strings of her guitar and
Nuwegeld sang the song again. It was yet another version, and different from the previous
one. Kramer explained that he had to have the same version otherwise he couldn’t get it
all down. Again Nuwegeld agreed and sang yet a third version. Kramer gave up and went
through the words with her - unsung — line-by-line. Another version (see

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5q6ca64G-8w).

These are not ‘songs’ in the usual ‘ritual’ sense, like the hymn repertoire of Marie
Jorritsma’s research subjects or indeed any other standard repertoire sung by a community
that relies on oral communication. To quote Ngugi wa Thiongo, ‘each performance [is] a
new imaginative creation’ (1998: 110). They are very personal self-expressions. The
constant changing of lyrics and music gently subverts Kramer’s dominant role as
mediator and song collector. In their hidden transcript Nuwegeld and Mouers here resist
his obvious desire - which he never hides, and indeed it was the purposes of his visit - to
catch songs, refine them - and even in one case ‘recompose’ them - getting them ready for

Karoo Kitaar Blues.

I selected the version of Victims of Foolish Pleasure quoted above, as | was interested in
Kramer’s translation of the word maksels for ‘victims’ and vermaak for ‘foolish pleasure’.
My immediate response to this translation when 1 first read it was to assume that it meant
that Nuwegeld saw herself and her people as products of miscegenation - ‘foolish
pleasure’. Initially it made sense in terms of the preoccupation with hybridity among the
urban coloured population (see Adhikari 2005, 2009; Erasmus 2001). But taking a closer
look at the expressions of rural identity, I came to understand the words to mean

something different, more like ‘objects of ridicule’ (Kramer transl.,).
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Complications arising from the use of the word ‘coloured’ occur throughout the chapter,
indeed thesis, for the complexity of the concept is at the base of the complexity of
Nuwegeld and Mouers’ identity. As already mentioned, all South Africans who were not
classified white or black under the Population Registration Act of 1950 were classified
coloured. Whether such people were originally Khoisan, Malay, Javanese, Mozambican,
Madagascan, Indian or from West Africa, if they appeared of ‘mixed race’ they were
‘coloured’ or in Afrikaans ‘kleurling (see Adikhari 2006, 2009, Skotnes 1996 et al.,).>* De
Jongh says that although the Karretjie People who come from the areas of Colesberg and
Victoria West can trace Khoisan descent, they were ‘arbitrarily categorised ‘coloured’
within the apartheid system’ (1). °® The Namaqualand musicians would probably have
been originally classified Native and after 1961 Bantu as they were considered to be
‘persons who in fact are, or who are generally accepted as members of any aboriginal race
or tribe of Africa’ (cited in Beaten 2009: 138).

In 1949 the Nationalist party government had already introduced the Prohibition of Mixed
Marriages Act followed by the Immorality Amendment Act of 1950 making it officially
illegal for people of different races to marry or have sex across the color line. This

included people of ‘mixed’ race - coloured people:

Subsections (1) and (2) of the Immorality Act 1950:

In the present Act the prohibition covers not only the sexual act but all or almost
all behavior of a sexual nature between white and coloured persons (as defined in
the Act), from the point where either party solicits the other to intimacy, to the
stage where intercourse takes place. The policy underlying these prohibitions is
common knowledge, namely, to punish all overt tendency towards sexual intimacy
between white and coloured, because it is calculated to frustrate the State policy of
maintaining the two races distinct’ - per Marais J. in R. v. H & another, 1959 (1)
S.A. 803 (T) at 805 (Hardier and Hartford 1960, 46).

Adikhari argues that ‘the construction of coloured identity remained essentialist during
the apartheid years as: this was due to the desire to assimilate into the dominant society ...

to be accepted as equals or partners by whites’ (Adikhari 2005: 8). This was despite

%9 A test of true whiteness was whether a pencil, when placed in a person’s hair, would stay put or drop on
the floor (Young 2002: 141).

8 Most Khoe-San descendents were officially classified as coloured and Native during the 19" and 20"
centuries. As long as the coloured category subsumed the Native category,’...Bushmen and Hottentots
could unproblematically be designated both coloured and Native’ (Besten 2009: 136).
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United Democratic Front (UDF) and black consciousness resistance to the racist
legislation in the 1980°s. But in Victoria West and the Great Karoo, among the Karretjie
People resistance politics passed them by. They were too poor and disempowered,
perhaps, to get involved. So while Cape Town-based Black Consciousness poet James

Matthews raged against his people’s desire for whiteness:

Coloured folks garish in coon garb
Sing and dance in the hot son
Their faces smeared a fool’s mask
Happy New Year, my baas, a drunken shout
To whites who applaud and approve
Their annual act of debasement
(Matthews cited in Adhikhari 2006: 142),

in Victoria West Nuwegeld and Mouers sang songs about themselves as ‘bushmen’ -

‘objects of ridicule’, and ‘victims of foolish pleasure’ (other people’s jokes).

For the Karretjie People, I suggest, the above-mentioned apartheid legislations would not
have affected their lives in any major way. The damage had already been done. As
described by de Jongh in chapter 3 the Karretjie People are ‘strangers in their own land’,
‘invisible people’. The brutal and total destruction of Khoisan society has left those who
remain of their descendents landless, homeless - ‘the poorest of the poor’, banished to a

place outside of society.

1 do not have the statistics substantiate this but for these ‘invisible outsiders’ who cross
the Karoo in their donkey carts, but 1 should imagine that infringements of the Immorality
or Mixed Marriages Acts, were an unlikely occurrence in the public transcript. As to
being classified coloured, the concerns of urban coloureds around hybridity and ‘living an
identity that is clouded in sexualized shame’ (Erasmus 2001: 14) were not, I think,
necessarily part of rural Khoisan experience. Whether a direct descendent of the San or
not, Nuwegeld called herself a boesman and identified with ‘the wandering bushmen of
the land’ with all its associations of marginalization and living on the edge, that this

implies.

But who are the ‘bushmen’ in contemporary South Africa? According to Edwin Wilmsen:

The term ‘Bushman’ ... lump]s] together more than a dozen living southern African
peoples - plus several others that have disappeared under colonial pressures and
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introduced disease - who have distinct languages and traditions and whose
economies cover the entire spectrum of indigenous forms from extensive foraging
to intensive agropastoralism. [It is an] imposed category term that mark(s] persons
as belonging to social entities that nowhere exist. Thus the term, and category,
‘Bushman’ ...[is] a colonial construct created to control subjugated peoples in
manageable, depoliticized, arbitrarily bounded enclaves of homogeneity in a
previously flourishing landscape of political-social diversity’ (1996: 188).
In post-apartheid South Africa people have been free to choose their own identities
unencumbered by the racist classificatory system of the past, but the Khoisan descendents
of the Northern Cape still continue to live in an anachronistic world reminiscent of not
only the apartheid past but the earlier colonial past, a world where racism and degradation
from those pasts still permeate their lives. Even the Khoisan revivalist movements that
have arisen since the mid 1990s, described by Adhikari as, ‘in essence, both exclusionist
and Coloured rejectionist’ (2005: 186), have excluded the rural working class from their
‘variety of agendas’ (Ibid). The current state of ‘fragmentation, uncertainty and
confusion’ about coloured identity, driven as Adhikari sees it by ‘small groups of
intellectuals and community activists with limited influence’ (Ibid) has not helped remote

communities far from the metropole.

Nuwegeld and Mouers have created their own tropes of identity as ‘strangers in their own
land’ (de Jongh). In the public transcript they ‘accept the symbolic gestures of domination
that serve[s] to manifest and reinforce the hierarchical order’ (Scott 1990: 45). But in their
private site of music making they become the voices of their community. The community
speaks through them, expressing the realities of their Khoisan identity. Vermaak se
Matksels is a narrative of marginalization, loneliness and rejection in which Nuwegeld

presents herself, her people and the broader Khoisan community of the Great Karoo as

forgotten people:
Ons bly verstoot se kinners We remain cast off children
Ons kry dan hier ‘n stoot We get pushed
Ons kry dan daar ‘n stamp We get shoved
Ons sit daar bo op die bont eiland We sit alone on a patchy island
Ons is niemand se vriend nie We are no-one’s friend
Ons is vermaak se maksels We are objects of ridicule
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly The dogs of rejection we will stay

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, 2003 © Blik Music)
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This identity is more social than racial or political: ‘the product of its bearers [which] can
no more be imposed upon people by the state or ruling groups than it can spring
automatically from miscegenation or their racial constitution. Social identity is cultural in
nature in that it is part of learned behaviour and is molded by social experience and social
interaction’ (Adhikari 2005: 36). It is in this context that I see the expression of identity in
Vermaak se Maksels not as a product of miscegenation but as what Zimitri Erasmus calls
a ‘creolized formatio[n] shaped by South Africa’s history of colonialism, slavery,
segregation and apartheid’ (Erasmus 2001: 14). Creolization here, as Erasmus explains, is
not a racial formation but a cultural formation, a process, ‘born of appropriation,
dispossession and translation in the colonial encounter’, and I use the word in the same
sense she does, as one indebted to Carribean studies and used to ‘refer to cultural

creativity under conditions of marginality’ (Ibid).

Nuwegeld describes herself and her people as boesmanne and weggooi mense (throwaway
people). Nuwegeld 2007) and in her song expresses this feeling of rejection: Ons kry dan
hier ‘n stoot, Ons kry dan daar ‘n stamp [We get pushed, We get shoved]. This sense of
being forsaken has reverberations in Mathias Guenther’s essay From ‘Lords of the
Desert’ to ‘Rubbish People’ in which he mentions the contemporary self-designation for
Ghanzi bushman as kam ka kwe which means ‘mouthless people ... weak and ineffectual,
useless and dispensable people ... rubbish people’ (1994: 236). As - defiantly?
resignedly? - Nuwegeld ends the song: ‘ Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly [The dogs of

rejection we will stay.]

On first hearing Vermaak se Maksels 1 immediately assumed that Nuwegeld and Mouers
were singing about coloured identity as a condition of homelessness, miscegenation and
racism: ‘wandering bushmen’, ‘victims of foolish pleasure’, ‘objects of ridicule’, ‘dogs of
rejection’ all fit in perfectly with an essentialist reading of identity. However, in Chapter
2, [ quote from individual interviews with both Nuwegeld and Mouers in which 1 ask
them about this. Nuwegeld adamantly claims that she is not singing about the larger
Khoisan community but rather about losing her parents and siblings and being left alone
in the world: as jy nie ouers het nie, is jy niemand se vriend nie, jy staan aleen [if you do

not have parents then you are nobody’s friend, you stand alone.]
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Mouers verifies that they are singing about family circumstances and nothing else. That
they are vermaak se maksels (objects of ridicule) because they have no family. Both their
parents have died. This does not mean they see their isolation only in familial terms. As
Kramer says, ‘They are definitely singing about the loss of their loved ones but could be

unwittingly talking about their broader community’.

The family is very important in Karretjie People society and close family ties jealously
guarded, even though - because of the itinerant lifestyle - siblings and their parents are
often separated for long periods of time. And their younger brother Freek Lof - their
droepram borer (the last born who had to make do with their mother’s dried-up breast
milk) was hardly ever at home. He travelled the Karoo - in his donkey cart - as a seasonal
sheep-shearer and fence maker, his work finally taking him as far as Vredendal - 350
kilometers from Victoria West. Oom Vredendal uses the same metaphors of loneliness

that runs through all their songs:

Jy't net drie sisters You only have three sisters

En jy't ons overleapt And you deserted us

Nou kom jy deur die leegdes Now you come through the emptiness
Om ons harte to kom troos. To mend our broken hearts.

His death reminds them that they are orphaned again:

Ai nee Moeder ai nee Ma Oh no Mother, oh no mama
Kom huistoe Ma Come home mother
Die huis is leeg sonder jou. The house is empty without you

(Helena Nuwegeld, Oom Vredendal, 2003 © Blik Music)

This loss of a sibling entrenches their feeling of ‘sitting alone on a patchy island’. There is
no one to speak for them. They had effectively lost the ‘head of the family’ when Frikkie

died, and were out of touch with Koos Lof, the only ‘parent’ of their generation.

The use of the word ‘eiland’ (island) as a metaphor for being cut off from the world,
alone, often appears in Nuwegeld’s songs. In the semi-arid landscape of the Great Karoo
— incidentally, once an inland sea - the use of this word is redolent with irony. But the

metaphor of the sea and the island is not about the Karoo:

Meroe, kyk nou, soos die liedjie nou gaan van weeskind. As jy nou alleen is dan
het jy maar min familie. Nou dit bedoel as jy bo-op daai eiland staan, dan kyk
niemand jou nie, jy’s in moet verwaarlose viaktes.
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[Misses, look here, the orphan-song actually goes like this: when you are alone,
then you have but almost no family. That means you are standing on that
island. And when you are on that island, nobody looks at you. You are lost on
the plains of neglect (Mouers 2003).]

In Vermaak se Maksels (a version sung in the Glen Beach recording studio), Nuwegeld
uses the word ‘berth’ that also carries associations of the sea: ‘We have to take the long
road / But we have no berth’. ‘Berth’ here could mean home or it could mean land. They
have been dispossessed of their land and have no alternative but to carry on travelling the

long roads of the Karoo, which end in the Old Bokomo Bakery, or an RDP house.

The hotnot’s riel: The gendered (colonial) body

Whilst a dozen of the men formed a ring around her [the musician], dancing and
violently beating the ground with feet and sticks, they continued also incessantly to
place themselves in the most grotesque attitudes, yet with still some reference to the
player (Percival (1804) in Kirby 1968: 25).

The Baboon Dance:

This dance is carried out in the usual circular style, the dancers following one
another around forming a [sic] ellipse rather than a circle in the sand. One of the
number bends down and the others leap-frog over his back in imitation of the
baboon. As the dance warms up one of the women [will] from time to time leave the
group of clappers, cross the ring and approach the principal baboon dancer with
obvious sexual movements, to which the man [responds] with contortions in
imitation of the baboon (Doke 1936: 469).

The women clapping and singing formed the orchestra at the dance. They {the male
dancers] danced happily under the new moon for they welcomed the light after
darkness. They mimicked the whole animal world, from the lion to the gemsbok,
grimacing like baboons, squatting like frogs, or becoming a realistic swarm of bees’

(Green 1967: 166).
In chapter 1, I refer to a dance described by colonial travellers in the 17™ and 18th
centuries. This was originally a ‘bushmen’ dance which has been performed by the San
for hundreds of years (see Skotnes 1996, Guenther 1996, Hansen 1996, Stow 1964, Kirby
1968). A distinctive quality of the dance was the mimicking of animals, which is still
practiced today in what is commonly, known as the riel dance. I had hoped to witness this
dance on my journey and the opportunity to do so presented itself on our last night in
Victoria West - on 30 March 2003. The Mouers had thrown a party at their home and
Kramer asked Nuwegeld if she would play a riel:
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28 March 2003

A women in a bright yellow polka dotted skirt and a slim older man
with the distinctive cheekbones of the San start dancing the riel. The
woman stamps her feet, the man contorts his body into the shape of a
butterfly and against the wall a happier Helena claps.

Seemingly oblivious to the outside world, the couple danced. Siena thumped out a vastrap
in a cyclical three-chord pattern (C-F-G) on her guitar,” and Nuwegeld stamped her feet
and clapped in rhythm.*? Crouching, the male dancer shuffled his feet and started flapping
his arms and knees like a butterfly. His head to the side he repeated these movements
while the woman in the polka-dot skirt stamped her feet and in tiny steps danced around

him. Writer, Elias P Nel, describes a contemporary skoenlapper [butterfly] dance:

Die ‘Skoenlapper’ is ‘n uitnodiging om saam te dans wat ‘n man aan ‘n vrou

rig. ‘n Kenmerk van die dans is die hewige gefladder van knieé wat die

skoenlapper se vierke voorstel en ‘n ligvoetse rondspringery.

[The butterfly is an invitation to dance together that a man offers a woman. A

characteristic of the dance is in the flutter of the knees that portrays the wings

of the butterfly and a light-footed jumping around (www.litnet.co.za/. Accessed

2009 (exact date unknown).
The small man in the blue shirt continued to flutter his knees and the woman danced.
Standing under a tree behind the old house - a privileged outsider - it was not difficult to
imagine another evening around a fire, two hundred years ago. There was no doubt in my
mind that the couple dancing and the others making music that Friday night were

descendents of the Khoisan who have mimicked the animal world for hundreds of years.

The Mouers’ back yard on that last evening was an example of a contained private site
‘where the control, surveillance, and repression of the dominant are least able to reach’,
and where the ‘social milieu is composed entirely of close confidants who share similar
experiences of domination’ (Scott 1990: 12). Yet there were white observers present,

expectant - ‘they want us to play the hotnot’s riel’.

%! In the Volksie bus, travelling to Cape Town, the day after the party, Kramer described the‘vastrap as ‘an
up-tempo dance rhythm [that] comes out of the more coloured side of this roots music. You don’t find
waltzes and mazurkas in the old /iedjies but the rhythms that one finds in the ou liedjies is usually this
vastrap rhythmn’ (Kramer 2003a).

2 The same vastrap thythmn,a ccording to Kramer, occurs in music used for riel dancing. He was interested
in what influenced the riel, to him ‘a dance that is done around the fire [with] strange little hand
movements’,which ‘look like bushmen dances’ and small, frenetically shuffling foot movements (Kramer
2003a).
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The family sat on chairs against the back wall of the house. Siena and Jan Mouers played
their guitars and Koos Lof, his hat perched on the back of his head played, his accordion.
Brand had positioned paraffin lamps around them to light their face. A big fire burnt
under the tree casting shadows against the wall. Nuwegeld started singing Oom
Vredendal. Lodewyk rolled himself a joint. Magdalena Mouers danced, swaying slowly
across the space. Children wandered around. Magdalena’s toddler, Ronelle, in a pale
green party dress watched her grandparents play their guitars. Her small boy-cousin sat
next her. Food lay unopened in Spar packets lying on a kitchen table brought outside for
the occasion. Wine, beer and brandy flowed freely (we had provided the food and drink
and the Mouers the venue). Nuwegeld’s coarse chuckle carried across the air. Koos

grinned. Everyone was in the mood for a party.

They sang and danced in the private site of their home and family, ‘construct[ing] and
circulate[ing] oral transcripts that reject the degrading terms of their subjugation’ (Trotter
2006: 53), and expressing their Khoisan identity. At the same time they mocked the
public transcript of domination where derogative appellations like hotnot are used to
diminish them. Nuwegeld calls the dance a hotnot’s riel using the racist term for coloured

people in this area. Is this an ironic appropriation? Kramer believes it is:

They mock the status quo. They mock the farmers. They mock the masters
in these songs. And it is done in a subtle way because a lot of the time the
musicians on the farms would have to entertain the farmer and his guests ...
You can imagine that the joke amongst the musicians themselves would be
to make snide remarks, perhaps about what was going on the farm ...The
one that describes it best and has become very much part of Afrikaans
culture - white and brown - is a song called Bobbejaan klim die berg.

Bobbejaan klim die berg, Baboon climbs the mountain
So hastig en so lastig So fast and swift

Bobbejaan klim die berg Baboon climbs the mountain
So hastig en so lasting So fast and swift

Bobbejaan klim die berg Baboon climbs the mountain
Om die boere te vererg To annoy the farmers

Hoera vir die jollie bobbejaan Hooray for the jolly baboon

(Anon., transl. David Kramer)

If seen from the perspective of the farm worker who feels exploited by the
farmer, when the baboon comes down the mountain and steals the farmer’s
fruit, then the baboon becomes the hero in the farm labourer’s eyes. Not in
the farmer’s eyes. So this is definitely not a white farmer’s song. This is a
coloured labourers’ song (Kramer 2003).
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In the hidden transcript of their bounded cultural expression Nuwegeld and Mouers are
not victims. They use pejorative words to build social lives ‘within those boundaries,
creating positive associations through narrative sharing’ (Trotter 2006: 73). ‘In oppressive
situations, humour [and irony] can be used to show the absurdity of the oppression and
thereby transcend national explanation, since humor builds on ambivalence,
contradictions and incongruity’ (Sorenson 2006: 1). The riel is the same dance witnessed
by Colonel Percival 200 years ago and Lawrence Green 50 years ago, and now annually
re-enacted at the Paarl Monument as Die Skoenlapper dance. As Coplan puts it:
‘Performance, after all, is not the product of a tradition but a social process through which
traditions are elaborated and made perceptible. Their historicity allows evanescent
(fleeting) performances to leave their imprint on successive (re) enactments and

discourses about them’ (Coplan 1994: 30).

In the public transcript we cannot observe past (or present) performances and have to rely
on historical texts, that is the accounts of missionaries, explorers and soldiers to find out
more about the musical practices of the Khoisan hundreds of years ago. However,
‘provided we have studied the mediator as well as the product of his mediation and
understood the ideological transaction as well as the practical strategies involved in its
production, we need not throw out the baby of primary evidence with the bath water of

colonialism’s willful or unwitting misconstruals’ (Ibid 31).

Imagine Captain Percival of the 18" or Royal Regiment of Foot newly arrived in South
Africa, strutting about in his standard issue close-fitting red coat and white breeches, his
black buckled shoes gathering dust while he observes the singing and dancing of people
that do not look like him and utter - in his opinion - the strangest of sounds. Captain
Percival comes from a place where the English language is an indicator of the civilised

world. As early as the 16™ century poet Samuel Daniel wrote of linguistic colonization:

And who in time knows whither we may vent

The treasure of our tongue, to what strange shores

This gaine of our best glories shal be sent,

T inrich unknowing Nations with our stores?

What worlds in th’yet unformed Occident

May come refin’d with the accents that are ours?
(Greenblatt 2007: 22).
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Much later that night Captain Percival sits down at his officer’s chest and over a brandy
dips his quill into a bottle of ink and begins to describe what he had seen earlier that
evening: ‘Whilst a dozen of the men formed a ring around her ... dancing and violently
hitting the ground with sticks ... they continued also incessantly to place themselves in
the most grotesque attitudes’. It is highly unlikely that the musicians and dancers
observed by Percival in 1804 would have described their practice as ‘grotesque’, and
what non-participatory observer could ever know that ‘they danced happily under the
new moon’ as Lawrence Green romantically described an evening of ‘musicking’ in the
Northern Cape 40 years ago. But these descriptions do confirm that this dance existed,
that the mimicry of animals was central to its practice and that the dance was gender
specific: women played the instruments and the men danced. However, it was also these
kinds of descriptions that confirmed and promoted the negative and racist view of the
hotnot’s riel in the public transcript of the Khoisan. Elias P Nel describes how the word

hottentot came about;

Die Khoekhoes het 'n lied gesing waarin die klanke ‘ho, to, to’

voorgekom het. Die koloniste, wat nie moeite gedoen het om die

volk se naam uit te vind nie, het hulle as gevolg van die lied

‘Hottentotte’ genoem. Dis 'n naam wat vandag nog steeds bly

vasklou en vernederend vir die afstammeling van die Khoesaan is.

[The Khoikhoi sang a song in which the sounds: ho, fo, fo were

present. The colonizers who didn’t take the trouble to find out the

name of these people called them Hottentots. It is a name that still

sticks today and is insulting to the descendents of the Khoisan.]*
The problem with historical, racially dominant accounts is that they leave so much out.
We will never know how the woman on the gabowie learnt to play her instrument or why
she became a musician. For postcolonial theorist Robert Young, the problem is that ‘No
records of the subject-consciousness of [these] women exist ... she is assigned no position
of enunciation and therefore everyone speaks for her, so that she is written continuously

as the object of patriarchy or of imperialism’ (1990: 164).

So although Ellen KoskofT says that ‘women, men, gender, identity, music, culture, and
so on are not, and never have been, fixed categories [and that] each must be placed within

its own unique and changeable context’ (2000: xi), Mouers’ and Nuwegeld’s roles in

% <Dans Uit Vervangese Dae’ (hitp://www.Afrikaans.com, accessed 2009; exact date unknown).
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music making appear to be as gender-based as they were hundreds of years ago. However,
although Mouers might play the guitar as the captain observed the woman playing the
‘gabowie’ over 200 years ago, and Nuwegeld may clap and sing as described in the
quotation by Lawrence Green, their reasons for doing so can be clearly ‘placed within a
unique and changeable context’ (Ibid), that of the contemporary South African northern
Cape. On the night of the party Nuwegeld and Mouers are clearly in full control of the
hidden transcript.

Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie

Helena Nuwegeld sang two versions of this song:

Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie (Version 1)

Moenie Lu-jet drinkie Don’t drink Lujet

Moenie Lu-jet drinkie Don’t drink Lujet

Lu-jet is vererig Lujet makes you worse [is poisonous}]
Maak liewer die 5 liter vol Rather fill a 5 liter [papsak]

Want onthou Because remember

Lu-jet is vererig. Lujet makes you worse.

Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie (version 2)

Moenie Lujet drinkie Don’t drink Lujet

Moenie Lujet

drinkie Don’t drink Lujet

Want Lujet us vererig Because Lujet is dangerous
Mete met ‘n tien liter Measure ten litres (Lujet)
10 liter is vererig® 10 litres is poisonous

Daar kom Boetie Blom There comes Boetie Blom
Boetie Blom is vererig Boetie Blom is dangerous
Toe ry ek met die drie nil drie I ride in the three-nil-three (a lorry)®’
Toe gaan ek Carnarvon toe To Carnarvon

To koop ek die sjokolaat To buy a chocolate

(Helena Nuwegeld, Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie, 2003 © Blik Music)

The ‘poorest of the poor’, the unemployed, hung about on the pavement outside the Pick-
A-Bottle bottle store hoping for a handout or a stray papsak fallen off the back of the
wagon. Seasonal sheep shearers waited for the objects of their income to grow woolly and
fat before they could eat again. A woman - probably in her forties - sits down in front of

the bottle store. Addressing the camera she says ‘Jy kan my video as jy wil. Sé nou vir die

% ‘There is no such word as "vererig" - but she seems to have created this word from "vererger" = to make
worse’ (Kramer 2009).
 Nuwegeld’s translation of “drie-nil-drie’ is ‘a lorry’.
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mense ek lyk so van die honger. Ek kry swaar. [You can film me if you want. Tell the
people that I look hungry because I am suffering.] A donkey cart rattles by, a family of
sheep shearers in the back. A tractor pulls up in front the bottle store. Mr Hickson
oversees the offloading of a big consignment of papsakke from the trailer at the back.®

Piles of five-litre foil containers glint in the sun: the weekend’s path to oblivion.

Mouers describes Victoria West as a ‘very poor’, indigent (armoedige) place where

people are driven to drink from despair:

Hier cry die mense swear. Maar nou weet ek nie hoekom kan hulle nie maar dink
terwyl hulle sien hulle kry swaar nie. Los die wyn, sit hom terug. Maar niks. Ons
loop nie rond in hierdie dorp nie, ons loop nie rond nie ek en my man.

[Here, the people suffer. But I also don’t understand why they can’t think whilst
they’re suffering. Leave the wine, put it back. But no. We do not walk around in
this town. My husband and I don’t walk around (Mouers 2003.]

Mouers is vocal on the effects of alcohol abuse in Victoria West:

Daars baie mense wat siek word dan gaan hulle dokter toe. Dan sé die dokter jy
moet die drank los. Jy werk met jou eie lewe- dan sé hulle net daar vir die dokter ja.
Maar as hulle uit is dan drink hulle die drank. Hier's baie mense wat gesterwe is op
dit. Want soos nou se drank is nie gesonde drank. Maar nou is daar mos nie meer
sulke goeters. Daars papsakke. Papsakke is gevaarlik - hy’s gevaarlik.

[A lot of people get sick and then they go to the doctor. The doctor then tells them
to leave the drink. You are in charge of your own life. So you tell the doctor, right
there, yes [1 will]. But when they leave there, they drink alcohol again. A lot of
people here, have died because of that. These days it’s only those things. They are
papsakke. Papsakke are dangerous - they are dangerous (Mouers 2003).]

And for those with no money in their pockets but desperate for a way out of their dire
circumstances there was always Lujet. The trope that has come up in relation to
alcoholism so far in this thesis is that of forgetfulness: drowning your sorrows. That was
my initial understanding of Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie. The song warns people to drink cheap
white wine (die 5-liter) rather than Lujet. My interviews with Nuwegeld and Mouers,

however, hint at something worse than temporary oblivion.

Hier’s nou soveel mense dood wat iets gedoen het. Dan gaan hy tronk toe, dan sit
die magistraat die saak terug tot so en so n tyd. Nou draai hy, daai ene, om en hy
drink dat hy dood is voor die saak weer op is. Of hy’t miskien gesteel, ‘n skaap

% A papsak is usually a 5-litre pack of sweet white wine which is sold very cheaply. It comes in a silver
cooler bag with a plastic tap attached. The word iterally means ‘soft bag” in Afrikaans.
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geslag en hy weet watter straf gaan hy kry- dan draai hy om en hy drink hierdie
een, dood. Die tyd wat hy moet voorkom is hy dood. Daar is nie te praat nie. Nou
dit is waarom ek daai liedjie uitgemaak het. Lujet is vererig, jy moenie Lujet drink
nie. Want die mense het vir my gewys hulle drink dit en al wat dit gedrink het is
dood. Maar die skaap gaan nie dood nie, hy maak net daai goeters dood wat die
skaap so eet. Want die skaap kry hom mos nie in. Nou die mense drink hom. Lujet is
so blink ding, soos olie, maar as jy hom in die water gooi dans die water wit. Jy kan
net so klein bietjie ingooi dan drink hom. Dis net so twee minute. Hy's vererig, dit
bedoel ek.

[So many people who have done something [wrong] have died here. Then he goes
to prison and the magistrate postpones the case until such and such a date. Then
some evidence comes to light and he kills himself by drinking the poison before his
case comes up again. Maybe he stole. Or maybe be slaughtered a sheep and he
knows the sentence that he will get. So he drinks it. So by the time that he has to
appear in court he is dead. There is not much talking then. That’s why I composed
that song. Lujet is for real. You must not drink Lujet. Because the people who
showed me that one can drink Lujet, are the people who are dead. But sheep don’t
die - it only kills those things [lice] eating the sheep. The sheep don’t drink it. It’s
the people who drink it. Lujet is a shiny thing - almost like oil. But if you mix it
with water, it becomes white. You only need a little bit and then drink it. It only
takes two minutes. It’s for real. I really mean it (Mouers 2003)]

Lujet is something you drink when you are absolutely desperate; when ‘he knows the
sentence he will get’. The only option is to commit suicide, by sheep dip poisoning. Lujet
was the brand name for an extremely toxic fenthion-based organophosphate used by
farmers in the Karoo as a sheep dip. The International Programme on Chemical Safety

(IPCS) describes the ‘principal toxicologic effect of fenthion and other organophosphate

insecticides’ as ‘cholinesterase inhibition. The following health effects can result:

Common early signs or mild symptoms of acute cholinergic poisoning include
miosis (pinpoint pupils), headache, nausea/vomiting, dizziness, muscle weakness,
drowsiness, lethargy, agitation, and anxiety.

Moderate or severe poisoning can result in chest tightness, difficulty breathing,
bradycardia, tachycardia, hypertension, pallor, abdominal pain, incontinence,
diarrhea, anorexia, tremor/ ataxia, fasciculation, lacrimation, heavy salivation,
profuse sweating, blurred vision, poor concentration, confusion, and memory loss.

Life-threatening or very severe signs and symptoms, such as coma, seizures,
respiratory arrest, pulmonary edema, loss of reflexes, and flaccid paralysis, can
occur at high doses, such as in attempted suicide.
(http://www.atsdr.cdc.gov/consultations/west_nile_virus/naled.htm, accessed 10
January 2010.

Toxic to the environment and to humans, Lujet is now supposedly withdrawn from use.

On 4 April 2006 journalist, Edwin Tschivhidzo reported (South Africa.info.com) that
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South Africa and the World Bank had just signed an R11-million grant agreement on the

disposal of poisonous obsolete pesticides in the country:

The agreement, signed in Pretoria on Tuesday, will see the Department of
Environmental Affairs and Tourism spearheading the cleaning and disposal of
obsolete pesticides that pose serious health risks in the country. Spokesperson
Molefe Molamu said the department would appoint a team of experts ‘as soon as
possible’ to begin the process. The programme is in line with World Bank's multi-
partner African Stockpiles Programme to dispose of vast stockpiles of poisonous,
obsolete chemical pesticides in seven African countries. The programme plans to
get rid of an estimated 50 000 tons of toxic pesticides and associated waste, as well
as tens of thousands of tons of contaminated soil. The project follows on previous
successful initiatives carried out in other countries on the continent that resulted in
over 1 000 tonnes of obsolete pesticides being destroyed. The pesticides are
believed to contribute to land and water degradation and to pose a serious threat to
people and livestock (Tschivhidzo 2006).

In early 2003 however, in the Great Karoo, Lujet was obviously still in use by farmers
and thus available to farm workers. Alcoholism in itself is not what Moenie Lujet Drinkie
warns about, but something that is far ‘vererig’ (worse): a terrible death. Alcohol is
choice, as Nuwegeld and Mouers both point out in interviews: ‘leave the wine, put it

back’; “you are in charge of your own life’. Nuwegeld chose to drink, Mouers did not.

Alcohol abuse among farm labourers and their families on rural farms is a legacy of the
Dop system — a form of payment or part-payment in alcohol introduced in the 17" century
on settler farms in the Western Cape. This system of paying farm workers in alcohol
became embedded in farm labour practices over the next three centuries. Although ‘it is
no longer legal in South Africa, alcohol abuse remains one of the major challenges facing
health services’, says Lesley London from the Department of Health at the University of

Cape Town:

Even in the absence of a DOP system, alcohol dependence among farm workers
continues to play a major role in enmeshing farm workers in a cycle of poverty and
dependence from which escape is extremely difficult. The adverse health and
development impacts of the DOP system and alcohol abuse are substantial among
rural farming communities, where alcohol-related trauma, exceptionally high rates
of TB, child and adult malnutrition, and foetal alcohol syndrome are common in the
Cape. In addition, social problems associated with alcohol such as child abuse,
violence against women and family disruption are major obstacles to access to
health and social services for farm residents
(http://www.sahealthinfo.org/admodule/dopsystem.htm, accessed 10 January 2010).
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Nevertheless, as Scott points out, it can encourage an ‘atmosphere of freedom’, becoming
a ‘privileged site for the transmission of popular culture - embodied in games, songs,
gambling, blasphemy, and disorder - that was usually at odds with official culture (Scott
1990: 121). Alcohol even slightly ‘loosen(s] the normal inhibitions against aggressive
talk, thereby allowing a portion of the hidden transcript to find its way on stage’ (Ibid:
41). Jy kan my video as jy wil’, said the lady in front of the bottle store: ‘Sé nou vir die
mense ek ly van die honger. Ek kry swaar [Tell the people I look hungry because I am

suffering.]

The tropes of these three cultural expressions — two songs and a dance - are far more
complex than they appear on the surface, and far richer in meaning than I can explore
here. Yet by progressing towards them, from the history of Karoo Kitaar Blues told in
chapter 1, through the field work ‘road trip’ the ‘interventive’ interviews in chapter 2, and
the fragmented life stories of Helena Nuwegeld and Siena Mouers in chapter 3, they
reveal more in detailed close-up than anything I was able to show in the documentary, the
background story that Karoo Kitaar Blues was unable — for many reasons, mainly length
— to show. In the following, final chapter, I return to the problem of what can and cannot

be ‘shown’ in documentary film, and ethnographic film.
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CHAPTER 5: ETHNOGRAPHY AND (DOCUMENTARY) FILM

In this final chapter I try to reposition myself in relation to the field of ethnomusicology
and visual ethnography with my documentary film Karoo Kitaar Blues, responding more
directly to the reviews by Bewley and Lee but aware that chapters 1-4 have to some
extent also been a response. To sum up their critiques: Christopher Lee was ‘frustrated by
the lack of thorough background information’ on the Karoo musicians and their music
(2005: 48) and John Bewley felt that ‘the social history and the impact of twentieth-
century politics on these scattered communities did not come through’ (2006: 156). By
focusing on the difference between ethnographic film (visual ethnography) and
documentary in the observational mode I attempt here in this final chapter to assess the
‘ethnographicness’ of my film in the light not only of these critiques but also in what this
dissertation has shown. It would seem, to me, that what I do lies somewhere between

ethnographic and observational documentary filmmaking,

My position as director of the film: Process and product

As I mentioned in chapter 1, I had no intention of making an ethnographic film or
producing a visual ethnography in the anthropological sense when I set off to make Karoo
Kitaar Blues. 1 was a making a documentary, for that is my metier. What Lee and Bewley
demanded of the film was a consequence of what I had deliberately left out. I had made a
decision prior to filming to avoid - as much as possible - intruding on the lives of the
musicians (including their past lives), either in interviews or any other form of direct
intervention. I wanted to situate them, rather, in a dialogic relationship to Kramer as their
fellow-musician, friend, famous figure, and song collector. I was using the genre of
observational documentary, arguably in its extreme form, ‘with its emphasis on
objectivity, neutrality and transparency’ (Crawford 1992: 73), but with the added
advantage and complication of having Kramer, a knowledgeable musician, as, what I have
called, a ‘“first level’ informant. I intended to be as unobtrusive as possible and observe the
musicians’ interactions with each other and with Kramer from a distance, from behind
camera, as ‘speech overheard rather than heard since the social actors engage with one

another rather than speak to the camera’ (Nichols 1991: 39).
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This approach worked well for most of our journey to Namaqualand (chapter 2) where the
search for a violinist did not require any active participation from myself in the lives of
the musicians. We were on a quest; passing through towns, dorps, people’s lives. In
ethnographic discourse, I, the observational filmmaker was involved in an etic (outsider)
relationship to the informants, observing a participant observer (Kramer) engaged in a
semi-emic (partial insider) relationship to the informants (musicians), who are true
insiders (emic)’. ‘Etic’ and ‘emic’ are contested terms in ethnomusicology, as Timothy
Rice and others have shown. Rice for example argues that no
ethnographer/ethnomusicologist, unless s/he is a member of the culture being studied can
achieve full ‘emic’ status; furthermore, that however well they can play or understand that
particular music tradition they will ‘always fall into the gap between outsider and insider,
into a theoretical “no-place’’(Rice 1997: 109-110). However, 1 find the distinction helpful

here in viewing my role, Kramer’s, and the Karoo musicians’.

But distancing myself from the action and taking a non-interventionist (decidedly etic)
approach did not work in Victoria West. Being hidden from view, not engaged in any way
with the informants was preventing me from gaining access to the musicians and their life
stories: an approach in observational documentary filmmaking that echoes the scientific
objectivity of the non-participant observer in ‘old style’ anthropology. The term
‘observational cinema’ is problematic, having been applied, as Paul Henley points out, ‘to
a range of different documentary film-making practices ... At one extreme it has been
used to denote film-making in which there is no engagement with the subjects. [A]t
another extreme, it can be used of television documentaries’ (Henley 2004: 109). So |
decided to take a more participatory approach and move along the continuum from
minimal engagement towards a mode of observational cinema more in line with the
reflexive dialogic practices of contemporary ethnography. 1 positioned myself in front of
the camera and introduced four unscheduled interviews into the film with Helena
Nuwegeld, Siena and Jan Mouers and Koos Lof. By engaging directly with the musicians
I hoped to capture details of the social conditions of Nuwegeld and Mouers’ lives as
coloured women in the Great Karoo — including facts from their personal histories (as
shown in chapter 3) that were implied in the lyrics of their songs (as shown in chapter 4),

their individual tunings, their instruments (in Siena’s case) and their conversations with
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Kramer (bear in mind that I was not actually doing any filming, which was done by my

cameraman.)

This intervention did not amount to ‘participation’ in the ethnographic sense of learning to
play the instruments or learning the songs - Kramer was fulfilling this role — but it did
position me closer to the musicians, who thus moved from being second level to ‘first

level’ informants while I myself became something of a ‘partial insider’.

On the surface, the two processes - producing an ethnography and directing a
documentary film - are similar. There are parallels between the methodologies used in
the visual (filmic) and written ethnographic modes. They both occur ‘in the field” and
involve the collection of data often as a participant observer, including interviews and
dialogic interaction. This is followed in ethnography by an analysis of findings, in film
by studying and editing the rushes, and finally a written (or filmed) interpretation
emerges. For visual anthropologist Peter Crawford ‘the two discursive forms of
representation are two different products of the same (anthropological process), the
producers of which are engaged in and governed by the communicative conditions of
human intersubjectivity’ (1992: 68; his emphasis). My final product - the documentary
Karoo Kitaar Blues - was a distillation, like all written ethnographies are, of a huge
amount of data. In my case there is not only all the raw data mentioned in chapter 1,
‘dusted’ off for the purposes of this dissertation, but there is another film, the Director’s

Cut, which is 90 minutes as opposed to 54 minutes.

My field - as a site for filming and learning about the music culture of the Northern
Cape in the ethnographic sense - stretched north along the N7 highway from the Koue
Bokkeveld to Steinkopf in Namaqualand. It included Kramer’s ‘Volksie Bus’ where he
and Hannes Coetzee (his ‘bridge’ to the new musicians) interacted and made music
throughout our journey. And the small Karoo town of Victoria West where the two
women musicians, Helena Nuwegeld and Siena Mouers lived was the most intense
period of ‘field’ research on the trip. The field could be expanded to include the
musicians’ time in Cape Town, and the Baxter Theatre stage where the musicians

performed in the Karoo Kitaar Blues concert.
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In ethnographic research, the field is also a very flexible notion and can incorporate
similarly different sites of action and focus. One thinks of the field of Steven Feld in
Papua New Guinea as in some sense ‘classic’, in that it is rural and remote (Feld 1982).
The field for ethnomusicologist Veit Erimann in his work on isicathamiya on the other
hand is equally classic, but metropolitan — in migrant workers’ hostels (Erlmann 1996).
Louise Meintjes’ field was largely a recording studio in downtown Johannesburg
(Meintjes 2003). The nature of my field feels far more mobile than theirs - a moving
field - and my focus on the two women now, in retrospect, was far too short. But like
many other discoveries ethnographers have made ‘in the field’ it turned out to be the

most valuable, irreproducible part of the fieldwork.

My fieldwork was preceded, as ethnographic research is, by some background research,
but on a far smaller scale that that engaged in by, for example, ethnomusicologists. For
me there was no year or two of coursework including copious required reading; indeed,
as I show in chapter 1, although I did read, I found very little that was directly related to
contemporary musicians in the Great Karoo. I did not, as a documentary filmmaker, do a
recce, and no return to the field followed, except the visit to Nuwegeld in her RDP house
in Beaufort West in 2007. This ‘follow up’ process is equally applicable to ethnography
and documentary filmmaking but is not statutory: some filmmakers or ethnographers do

it, some do not.

The period I spent in the field from 10 March to 3 April 2003 (with a 9 day break in the
middle) was the scheduled shooting period of the documentary and for a documentary
not unusual. For ethnographic research on the other hand it would be considered a very
short period of time. Paul Berliner spent four years in Zimbabwe studying the mbira
played by the Shona people (1981), John Miller Chernoff studied drumming in Ghana
for two years (1979) and Steven Feld has spent over thirty years studying the Bosavi
people of Papua New Guinea’s understanding of sound and music (1990). Kramer
produced 29 concerts in 2001 and 2002 with the Victoria West musicians, but we only
spent seventeen days in the field shooting the film. In hindsight, then, how could this be
regarded as ‘field research’ at all? Part of the answer | have already given, and it lies in
both the intention behind my work and in the carrying out of the work, and also in its
later interpretation. The other part is related to the role of Kramer as informant, and

finally, there is the question of my self-reflexivity both within and after ‘the field’.
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David Kramer

When I first saw David Kramer in Karoo Kitaar Blues in 2002 I felt frustrated that only
he spoke on stage and that none of the musicians uttered a word apart from singing the
lyrics of their songs. This was, in fact, one of the main reasons that made me want to
make a film about them. I wanted to hear them speak. But during the course of making
the documentary it soon became apparent that the relationship that Kramer had with the
Karoo Kitaar Blues musicians was far more complex than it seemed on the stage. When |
set off with Kramer on our journey to Namaqualand it was instantly clear that Hannes
Coetzee and Kramer had a great musical rapport. They played together in the kombi from
the moment we picked Coetzee up in Herbertsdale until we dropped him off back home a
week later. And all along the way they entertained people: on the side of the road, at
petrol stations, for the staff in the small hotels where we stayed. Kramer never turned
down a hug from a fan or a request for a song. He was — and still is - a legend in
Namaqualand. The guitarists and violin players seemed delighted to play for him, and

with him.

He methodically wrote down the lyrics of songs next to the names and addresses of the
musicians we met and meticulously notated the different tunings. In Victoria West,
Kramer’s relationship with Nuwegeld and her siblings was, in ethnographic terms,
participatory and dialogic. They played music together, laughed at each other’s jokes;
they had already toured two seasons of Karoo Kitaar Blues together. Mouers spoke
warmly about Kramer in her interview with me and mentioned one occasion when he
had helped them by paying for a lawyer when the police arrested her grandson. (He had
been jailed for breaking into a shop.) They were bemused by his interest in their music,
enjoyed making music with him, and took on the Karoo Blues concerts with energy and
enthusiasm. For Lof, Kramer enriched his life by including him in the concerts.
Nuwegeld did not verbally articulate her relationship with Kramer but in the visual
imagery of the film you can clearly see the embodiment of her fondness for him — her

gestures, her laughter, the expressions on her face.
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Bewley, however questions Kramer’s integrity as a song collector in his review. Firstly
he says that ‘there is yet another layer of acculturation that occurs during the film as
Kramer shapes the original folk materials into something he feels will work better in
concert’. He asks whether ‘Kramer end[s] up presenting authentic folk music in concert
or his own bowdlerized version’ (Bewley 2006). Secondly, he wants to know whether in
collecting his songs ‘Kramer has done anything to preserve his documentation of these
details. This would also help’ Bewley adds, ‘in weighing the nature of Kramer’s

enterprise as either exploiter or benefactor’ (Ibid., 2006).

In the first instance, Bewley is referring to a sequence in the film (referred to in chapter
2) where Kramer asks Nuwegeld and Mouers’ permission to develop their song Bitter
Swaar into a much longer version with verses and chorus — a version that has become his
song. The question around the three-line song that for Nuwegeld was a complete
expression of what she wanted to say, but for Kramer was in need of development or the
kernel of an idea for a song of his own, remains a contested one. Nuwegeld and Mouers
gave Kramer permission to use the title and words of Bitter Swaar in his version and he
has acknowledged his source in all his concerts and recordings. As to what Kramer’s
business arrangement was with Mouers and Nuwegeld I do not feel, ethically and
ethnographically, that I am in a position to ask Kramer for this information as he was my
main informant in the making of the documentary and in writing this thesis. So in the
case of Bitter Swaar the relationship between Kramer and the musicians should probably
be regarded as collaboration rather than exploitation but with the understanding that the
socio-cultural conditions under which this song was conceived by Nuwegeld and Mouers
has been been ripped it from its private context (the hidden transcript) and thrust it into

the public space of a concert platform.

The answer to the second question is yes, Kramer has carefully and methodically
documented and preserved all the songs that he has collected from musicians across the
Northern Cape by keeping a notebook filled with the names and addresses of the
musicians, transcriptions of the lyrics of their songs, chord notations of the different
guitar tunings and individual music making practices, locations and dates. He has

produced a CD (Karoo Kitaar Blues) of some of the songs®’ and recorded more in 2003

7 Karoo Kitaar Blues (2002). Various artists. Blik Music SYS-BLIK07.
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at the Glen Beach Studios. The second question is not one that is possible for me to
answer, here, except indirectly, that is to give both Kramer and the Karoo musicians

their due, and to link Kramer’s role as song collector with mine as filmmaker.

Parallels have sometimes been drawn between Karoo Kitaar Blues and Buena Vista
Social Club, and indeed Kramer’s journey is in many ways like Ry Cooder’s ‘efforts to
recover a lost musical traditions of revolutionary Cuba’ as Lee points out (2005: 155)..
Lee feels, however that ‘such transparent similarity should not dissuade viewers. Kramer
and Key’s version is equally rich’ (Ibid., 155). Although structurally the films might be
similar the outcome for the musicians in the two films is very different. Whereas the
Cubans went onto to tour the world and re-ignite their musical careers, the Karoo
musicians’ fame was short-lived. After a couple of years on the stage they returned to

their lives of poverty.

During the entire period 1 was with Kramer, he acted as my mediator, engaging with the
musicians with partial insider status. He had known the musicians for two years, he
could speak Afrikaans in the dialect of the Northern Cape, he had learnt to tune his
guitar in the style of die ou liedjies and could play the music and the instruments. He
was fully engaged with the musicians as a participant observer. [ was recording his
interaction with the musicians on film (as opposed to writing down field notes). My etic
position behind camera did not affect the process of data collection at this stage. Kramer
was doing my job for me. When I later introduced interviews into the schedule I became
a partial participant observer engaged in conversation with Jan and Siena Mouers,
Nuwegeld and Lof, collecting data on my own behalf. As is practice in ethnographic

field research, I kept a personal journal.

Although for the two critics (and perhaps other people) 1 had clearly not gone far enough
in ethnographic terms, as a filmmaker, 1 #ad employed an ethno-methodological

approach, I suggest. This approach, according to Bill Nichols:

affords the viewer an opportunity to look in on and overhear something of the
lived experience of others, to gain some sense of the distinct rhythms of
everyday life, to see the colours shapes and spatial relationships among
people and their possessions, to hear the intonation, inflection, and accents
that have given spoken language its ‘grain’ and that distinguish one native
speaker from another (1991: 43).
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Visual anthropologist Jay Ruby goes so far as to dismiss ethnographic film altogether as
a genre ‘equally marginal to documentary film and cultural anthropology’. He calls for
the death of the term ‘ethnographic film’ and its replacement with what he calls
‘anthropologically intended films’ (2000: 29). In such films, the maker (filmmaker/
anthropologist) should have had ‘formal training in ethnography’ and should have
intended to produce an ethnography [and] employed ethnographic field practices’ (Ibid).

In this view, intention (to be ethnographic) is key, as is training, and if one agrees with it
then Karoo Kitaar Blues is clearly not an ethnographic film. I am not a visual
anthropologist by training, was not working within the framework of ethnographic
methodology and was not a true participant observer involved in a reflexive, dialogic
relationship with my informants. By the same token neither was Kramer. He was a song
collector who had his own agenda, which was to find musicians and songs and to

rehearse them for a concert.

The issue is less clear-cut when I look at it from another perspective, inspired by the
work of Clifford and Marcus (1986), and especially by James Clifford’s notion of
‘ethnographic authority’ (1997). What he argues for is a closer relationship between
research and researched, and a greater degree of self-reflexivity on the part of the
ethnographer. Particularly, what he is concerned with is not so much what happens in the
field but what happens afferwards: the writing process, and the way researcher and
researched are represented in the writing. Similarly, in my case, what was of concern in
taking time out to study ethnomusicology and write this dissertation was not “how will I
do this (field) work’ but ‘how has this work by Kramer and the musicians of the Great

Karoo been represented in my film’?

Looking at my film as a form of writing, how in fact does it compare with conventional
writing? Karl Heider describes ethnography and film as ‘profoundly’ different
enterprises, as obviously different as ‘word-on-paper’ versus ‘photo-on-celluloid’ or
‘image-on-video tape’ (2006: 8). He also makes a very important point about the
processing of data. Unlike ethnography, he says, in which field notes can be ‘re-written,

re-organised, analyzed and re-analyzed:
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Cinematography makes irreversible choices at the very beginning. [T]he finished
Jilm can contain only those images that were shot at the beginning. Especially in
ethnographic filmmaking, where the shooting is done in the field and is completed
before the editing begins, the editing stage is one of manipulating a finite amount of
set material (Ibid; my emphasis).
As well as claiming these limitations for film’s ‘set material’ he further argues that
‘ethnographic understanding emerges from the analysis’ (2006: 9), and that processes of
analysis in the editing of a film, as opposed to the re-analyse and re-writing involved in
the production of an ethnography, are compromised by the ‘finite amount of set material

[shot] in the field and completed before the editing begins’ (2006: 8).

Film ‘as’ and ‘in’ ethnography

For two decades, film theorist and filmmaker Trinh T. Minh-ha has criticised what she
calls the ‘sanctified terrain of anthropology for reducing filmmaking to a question of
methodology (193: 102). The issues I have been speaking about do however seem to boil
down to questions of methodology - not only in the collecting but more especially in the
presentation of data. I began with the premise that one of the aims of ethnography is to
reveal as much as possible of the ‘lived experience’ of ethnographic subjects, which 1
believe to be through reflexive dialogic engagement. Film ‘as’ ethnography makes very
little allowance, it seems to me, for such engagement. 1 was disconcerted to note in visual
anthropologist Fadwa el Guindi’s visual ethnography, El Sebou: Egyptian Birth Ritual
(1986), for example, that her informants never spoke, except on the odd occasion, for
example, when a women in her film thanked a shopkeeper for her purchase. Instead
Guindi uses back-to-back voice over (her own voice) describing, analysing, interpreting

the birth ritual and the actions of the people involved in it.

This slavish adherence to a body of anthropological conventions laid down for the
production of a hands-off visual ethnography is using film ‘as’ ethnography. To me, it
grossly under-uses the potential of film to create layers of meaning in the manner of
Geertz’s thick description. Not only is film as ethnography clearly not what Karoo Kitaar
Blues is about, but I would not want to make either a documentary film or an
ethnographic film in this way. To me, the use of film ‘as’ ethnography is purely

illustrative, and would be better used ‘in’ ethnography.
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Voices and practices from within anthropology have made reflexivity central to
ethnographic filmmaking (MacDougall 1998, Grimshaw 2001:121-148, Pink 2007: 4). In
my journey through the repositioning of my documentary film I have come to realise how
I moved from an initial hands-off position while filming to a more reflexive place. The
reflexivity in the film allows for a variety of discourses. As visual anthropologist Peter
Loizos says, ‘films as texts gai[n] depth from their connectedness to other texts ... in film
we have words plus intonations, plus pauses, plus facial expressions and even a
suggestion of the elusive quality of the relationship between anthropologist and
informants, matters which an anthropologist alone might have difficulty writing about’
(1992: 6). Film captures the embodiment of performance — the negotiations, the music
making, the situatedness, the listeners, the facial and bodily gestures - and thus becomes a

perfect vehicle for, and in, ethnography.

So although the social history and ‘impact of 20™ century politics’ on this Karoo
community might not be verbally articulated in the documentary as criticised by Lee
(2005: 155), it is nevertheless apparent in the visual imagery (and soundscape) of the
documentary. Above all, it is apparent in the texts and music of Nuwegeld’s songs, which
speak volumes about marginalisation, loss and fractured identity. In the visual imagery
poverty is imprinted on the condition and quality of the musicians’ clothes, the contents
of their homes and the food they eat. Desperation brought about by unemployment is
evident in unemployed workers hanging about outside the Pick-A-Bottle Bottle Store in
various states of inebriation while the owner, fat and opulent, directs the offloading of

papsakke.

As Hastrup says, ‘the visual gives a record of the form of behaviour but cannot give us an
account of its meaning (1992: 11). By the same token, no film an hour long, even 12
hours long, can say everything. Heider describes ethnographic film as a collaboration that
‘unite[s] the art and skills of the filmmaker with the trained intellect and the insights of
the ethnographer’ but the ‘privileging of material in the partnership must be its intrinsic
ethnographic worth’ (2006: ix). And I think that this is right.
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Conclusion

I could re-edit it Karoo Kitaar Blues using longer takes and incorporating the rushes not
used in the original version. I could add explanatory inter-titles and voice over defining
the historical, cultural and social contexts surrounding the production of Northern Cape
music. I could include an analytical voice examining the meaning of Nuwegeld’s lyrics.
But in the end, the film - whether going as ethnographic film or as visual ethnography -
would still suffer from the same methodological problems as the original version. I have
made a film, Karoo Kitaar Blues. It is complete. It has been screened, sold and broadcast.
It has also been used in teaching, where it seems to have been effective for at least one
social anthropologist, David Coplan, who wrote to me after I expressed my qualms about

its ‘ethnographic’ status:

I’ve been proudly calling it [ethnographic] from my first viewing. It doesn’t require
all that social history/ politics/educational condescension — such people want you to
have made a different film. Instead we have a document that is as fresh and
immediate, up-close and personal, as one could have hoped. Even the kombi
breakdowns are part of the encounter, the immediacy. It’s about these people and
their soundscape of the land. I have shown it to students both here and abroad.
Then, because 1 do know some background, 1 explain it, but mostly in musical terms
(David Coplan pers. comm. 25 January 2011).

Furthermore, from a purely practical point of view, I cannot revisit it. I cannot go back
into the field and reshoot it. All my informants are dead. It is what it is: a 54- or 90-
minute documentary that touches on the music and lives of a group of musicians. It does
not rigidly obey any one set of rules, least of all ethnographic, although its subject matter
is germane to ethnomusicology. Making it, and receiving critiques of it has enriched my
understanding beyond measure, and I hope that through this thesis I have produced a
reflexive account of the filming process that together with the documentary itself and
other clips (not included in the film) show how film can be used in (the service of)
ethnography. Most importantly, the academic process has given me the option of a
framework to work with that T did not know existed before, and a way of paying tribute to

the people to whose memory this thesis is dedicated.
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APPENDIX: SONGS

I have only included songs that appear in this thesis. As mentioned in chapter 4,

Nuwegeld’s songs are not static, literary texts but rather performative, personal self-

expressions that vary each time they are presented in performance. It is therefore

important that they are contextualized temporally and spatially. I have indicated in

brackets where and when they were performed.

QOom Vredendal (version 1):

Ai nee, ai nee my bruin broer
Hoekom doen jy dit aan my
Jy’t net drie sisters

En jy't ons verlaat

Nou kom jy deur die leegdes
Om ons harte to kom troos

Oh no, Oh no my brown brother

Why do you do this to me?

You only have three sisters

And you deserted us

Now you come through the emptiness
To mend our broken hearts

(Helena Nuwegeld, Qom Vredendal, town hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Oom Vredendal (version 2):

Ai nee Oom Vredendal

Hoekom doen jy dit nou?

Ai nee Oom Vredendal

Hoekom doen jy dit nou

Jy 't gekom om ons harte te breek
En jy sal weer kom

Om ons harte te troos

Nou kom jy deur die leegdes
Die leegdes

Om ons harte te kom troos
Ai nee, ai nee, ai nee

My bruin broer

Jy moet nou huistoe kom

Oh no uncle Vredendal

Why do you do this?

Oh no Uncle Vredendal

Why do you do this?

You came and broke our hearts
And youw’li return

To mend them again.

Now you come across the emptiness
The emptiness,

To mend our broken hearts

Oh no, oh no, oh no

My brown brother

You must come home now

(Helena Nuwegeld, Qom Vredendal, town hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Oom Vredendal (version 3):

Nou kom jy deur die leegdes
Die leegdes

Om ons harte to kom troos
Ai nee, ai nee, ai nee

My bruin broer

Jy moet nou huistoe kom

Ai nee, ai nee my bruin broer
Hoekom doen jy dit aan my
Jy't net drie sisters

En jy't ons verlaat

Now you come across the emptiness
The emptiness,

Come back to mend our broken hearts
Oh no, oh no, oh no

My brown brother

You must come home now

Oh no, Oh no my brown brother
Why do you do this to me?

You only have three sisters

And you deserted us
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Nou kom jy deur die leegdes
Om ons harte to kom troos
Ai nee Moeder ai nee Ma
Kom huistoe Ma

Die huis is leeg sonder jou.

Now you come through the emptiness
To mend our broken hearts

Oh no Mother, oh no mama

Come home mother

The house is empty without you

(Helena Nuwegeld, Oom Vredendal, town hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Bitter Swaar (version 1)

Bitter swaar, bitter swaar
Bitter swaar, bitter Swaar

Bitter swaar om ‘n weeskind te wees

Life is hard, life is hard
Life is hard, life is hard
Very hard to be an orphan child

(Helena Nuwegeld, Bitter Swaar, party, 30 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Bitter Swaar (version 2)

Bitter swaar, bitter swaar
Bitter swaar, bitter swaar
Dit is swaar

On ‘'n weeskind te wees
En ek loop daai pad

Met die trane in my oe
Bitter swaar

Om ‘n weeskind te wees

It is hard, it is hard

It is hard, it is hard

It is hard

To be an orphan child
And I walk that road
With tears in my eyes
It is hard

To be an orphan child

(Helena Nuwegeld, Bitter Swaar, town hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Bitter Swaar (David Kramer’s version)

Lorries oppie teerpad
Treine oppie spoor

Ek het net my rooi kitaar
Die res het ek verloor
Ekkit ie ma nie

Ekkit ie pa nie

Ek kannie by jou bly nie
So moenie vir my vra nie

Dit is swaar dit is swaar
Baie swaar bitterswaar
Swaar om ‘n weeskind te wees

Alles wat ek het

Is in ‘n streepsak vasgebind
‘n boksie metjies en ‘n sigaret
Ek is hoepelbeen se kind

Ek kannie woorde lees ie

Die name moet ek hoor

Ek wietie waar ek issie

My pad het ek verloor

Dit is swaar dit is swaar
Baie swaar bitterswaar

Swaar om ‘n weeskind te wees

EFk staan hie oppie stasie

Lorries on the tar road

Trains on the track

I’ve nothing but my red guitar
The rest I lost somewhere

I don’t have a mother

I don’t have a father

I can’t stay with you

So don’t even ask me

It is hard, very hard
Heavy and hard
To be an orphan in this world

Everything I own

Is tied up in a sack

A box of matches and a cigarette
I’m hopalong’s child

1 can’t read a word

The names I have to hear

No idea where I am

I have lost my way

It is hard, very hard
Heavy and hard
To be an orphan in this world

I’m standing on the station
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Ek tokkel my kitaar

Hulle gooi my ‘n paar sente
Ek maakit alles bymekaar
Ek het net my drie chords
Ek het net my krag

Worry nie van more nie
More is ‘n anner dag

Dit is swaar dit is swaar
Baie swaar bitterswaar
Swaar om ‘n weeskind te wees

P’m playing my guitar

They throw me a few cents

I put them altogether

All I have is three chords

And the strength in my two arms
I don’t worry about tomorrow
Tomorrow is another day

. Itis hard, very hard

Heavy and hard
To be an orphan in this world

(David Kramer, Bitter Swaar 2003 © Blik Music)

Vermaak se maksels (version 1)

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Dit is baie swaar
As jy kannie ma se,
Jou kannie pa se
Ons het op die eiland gaan staan
Toe staan ons bloot alleen
Nou ons is niemand se vriend nie
Trane is vir my
Hartseer is vir jou
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly
My trane rol
Groot riviere vol

We come from foolish pleasure
We are the wandering bushmen of the island
1t is really tough going

If you can’t say mama,

You can’t say papa.

We went to stand on the island
We stood there all alone

Now we are nobody’s friend
Tears are for me

Heartache is for you

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay
My tears roll

The big rivers fill

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, town hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Vermaak se maksels (version 2)

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Dit is baie swaar

As jy kannie ma se nie

As jy kannie pa se nie

Ons bly verstoot se kinners
Ons kry dan hier ‘n stoot

Ons kry dan daar ‘n stamp
Ons sit daar bo op die bont eiland
Ons is niemand se vriend nie
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly

We are victims of foolish pleasure
We are the wandering bushmen of the island
It is really tough going

If you can’t say mama

If you can’t say papa

We remain cast off children

We get pushed

We get shoved

We sit alone on a patchy island
We are no-one’s friend

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, party, 30 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Vermaak se Maksels (version 3)

Waarom verwyd julle my?
Ek is 'n weeskind

Ek kannie ma sé nie

Ek kannie pa sé nie

Ons bly verstoot se kinners

Why do you reject me?

I am an orphan

I can’t say mother

1 can’t say father

We remain cast off children
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Ons kry dan hier ‘n stoot

Ons kry dan daar ‘n stamp
Ons sit daar bo op die bont eiland alleen
Ons is niemand se vriend nie
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly
Wie sal vir jou lap en stop

As jy my elke dag klap en skop
Want ek hettie ma nie

Ek hettie pa nie

Bly maar vermaak se maksels

Groot rivier is vol

En my trane rol

Ek het my ma kasty

Nou moet ek die swaarheid kry
Hartseer is vir jou

Die trane is vir my

We get pushed

We get shoved

We sit alone on the gaudy island
We are no-one’s friend

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay
Who will patch your clothes

If you keep hitting and kicking me?
‘cause I have no mother

I have no father

Remain an object of ridicule

The big river is full

My tears keep rolling

I castigated my mother

So now I suffer this burden
Heartache for you

Tears for me

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, town hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Yermaak se Maksels (version 4)

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Ons het op die eiland gaan staan
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Ai oorleé Oom Freek se boesmans
Dit is baie swaar
As jy kannie ma se,
jou kannie pa se
Ons het op die eiland gaan staan
Toe staan ons bloot alleen
Nou ons is niemand se vriend nie
Trane is vir my
Hartseer is vir jou
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly
My trane rol
Groot riviere vol

We come from foolish pleasure

We are the wandering bushmen of the island
We went and stood on the island

We are the bushmen of the island trek
Oh, the bushmen of the late Uncle Freek
It is really tough going

If you can’t say mama,

You can’t say papa.

We went to stand on the island

We stood there all alone

Now we are nobody’s friend

Tears are for me

Heartache is for you

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay

My tears rol

The rivers full

(Helena Nuwegeld, Vermaak se Maksels, Karoo Landscape, 28 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Yermaak se Maksels (version 5)

Ons is vermaak se maksels
Ons is eiland trek se boesmans
Dit is baie swaar

As jy kannie ma se nie

As jy kannie pa se nie

Ons bly verstoot se kinners
Ons kry dan hier ‘n stoot

Ons kry dan daar ‘n stamp
Ons moet die langpad vat
Maar ons het geen laaiplek nie
Ons is vermaak se maksels
Verwyd se honne gaan ons bly

We are victims of foolish pleasure
We are the wandering bushmen of the island
It is really tough going

If you can’t say mama

If you can’t say papa

We remain cast off children

We get pushed

We get shoved

We have to take the long road

But we have no berth

We are objects of ridicule

The dogs of rejection we will stay
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Die Staalpad (version 1)

Ai ai Oom Jannie Mouers

Oom Jannie Mouers

Hy loop op die staalpad af
Daarop die Maandag more
Toe knoop hy sy baadjie toe
Toe gaan hy stasie toe

Toe trek die trein mos net weg
Toe trekkie trein ma net weg
Toe staan hy met die hand vol trane
Ai nee Oom Jannie Mouers
Toe staan hy met ‘n hand vol trane
Toe hy op die eiland kom staan
Toe hy oppie eiland kom staan
Toe staan hy bloot alleen

Toe staan hy bloot allen

Hy kannie mama se nie

Hy kannie papa se nie

Hy’s niemand se vriend

Oom Jannie Mouers

Hy maak sy kinnertjies groot
Met net ses snytjies brood

Ai nee Qom Jannie Mouers

Hy loop op die staalpad af

(Helena Nuwegeld, Staalpad, Karoo Kitaar Blues concert, 10 May 2003 © Blik Music)

Staalpad (Version 2)

Op ‘n Maandag more

Ou Jannie ouers op die staalpad
Hy knoop sy baadjie toe

En toe hy op die stasie kom

Trek die trein net weg

To staan hy met ‘n hand vol trane
En hy maak twaalf kinders groot
Met ses duntjies brood.

Oh no Jannie Mouers

Uncle Jannie Mouers

He walks down the steel track
On that Monday morning

He buttoned his jacket

He went to the station

But the train was already leaving
The train was already leaving

He stood there with a handful of tears
Oh Jannie Mouers

He stood there with a handful of tears
Then when he stood on the island
Then when he stood on the island
He stood all alone

He stood all alone

He can’t say mother

He can’t say father

He’s nobody’s friend

Uncle Jannie Mouers

He’s raised his children

With just six slices of bread

Oh no Jannie Mouers

He walks down the steel track

On a Monday morning

Old Jannie Mouers steps onto the railway track

He buttons up his jacket

But when he comes to the station

The train has gone

He stands there with a handful of tears
He’s made twelve children big

On six slices of bread

(Helena Nuwegeld, Staalpad, Town Hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Moenie Lujet Drinkie (Version 1)
Moenie Lu-jet drinkie x 2

Lu-jet is vererig

Maak liewer die 5 liter vol

Want onthou

Lu-jet is vererig

Don’t drink Lujet x 2

Lujet makes you worse [is poisonous]
Rather fill a 5 liter [papsak]

Because remember

Lujet makes you worse [is poisonous])

(Helena Nuwegeld, Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie, town hall 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie (version 2)
Moenie Lujet drinkie

Moenie Lujet drinkie
Want Lujet us vererig
Mete met ‘n tien liter
10 liter is vererig

Don’t drink Lujet

Don’t drink Lujet

Because Lujet is dangerous
Measure ten litres (Lujet)
10 litres is poisonous
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Daar kom Boetie Blom There comes Boetie Blom

Boetie Blom is vererig Boetie Blom is dangerous

Toe ry ek met die drie nil drie 1 ride in the three-nil-three (a lorry)
Toe gaan ek Carnarvon toe To Carnarvon

To koop ek die sjokolaat To buy a chocolate

(Helena Nuwegeld, Moenie Lu-jet Drinkie, town Hall 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Antie Mina Jon

Antie Mina Jon, jou skraal genade
Petrus Duikers tel op jou baster
Oom Kosie Lof el op jou quinta
Wat meen die grone gordyne?

Dis my hart se pyne

Die Hofmann's druppels

Is my baby se middels

(Helena Nuwegeld, Antie Mina Jon, town hall, 27 March 2003 © Blik Music

Mama sal nie weer trou nie

Mama sal nie weer trou nie x 2 Mama will not marry again x 2
Want sy eerste trou Because her first marriage

Was ‘n bittere berou Was bitterly regretful

O my mama sal nie weer trou nie Oh my mama will not marry again

(Helena Nuwegeld, Mama sal nie weer trou nie, town hall 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

O Alle Wéreld

O alla Wéreld pikkewyn my ding Oh penguin my thing
Laaste Saterdag toe was ek Last Saturday I was

Weer in jou rib Again in your spot

Toe tjielie ekkie kat Now I tickle the cat

En toe tielie ek vir jou And now I tickle you

Dat jy lekker kry So you feel good

Toe tik ek die boom And now I tickle the tree
Toe val daar ‘n peer Now a pear falls down

En toe tik ek vir jou And now [ tickle you

‘n lekker koppie koffie A nice cup of coffee

Met ‘n koekie daarby With a cookie next to it
Toe vry ek vir jou Now I kiss you

Dat jy lekker kry So you feel nice

Van die berge gaan Behind the mountain

Daar waar die liefde Ié There where love lies

Daar by die rooi lippe ding There with the red-lipped thing
Die rooi lippe ding gaan ek To the red-lipped thing I go

(Helena Nuwegeld, O Alle wereld, town hall 27 March 2003 © Blik Music)

Kruispad

Dit is pikswart daarbo It’s pitch black up there
Dis ‘n donker Karoo Its dark in the Karoo
Ek het baie om te se I have a lot to say
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Maar niemand wil my glo
Niemand will my glo nie

Di hemel hettie vioer nie

God sittie op ‘n troon nie

Die hemel issie so nie

Maar dit mag ekkie sé nie
Niemand wil dit hé nie

Die plekke waar ek slaap

Wil niemand anders Ié nie

Hulle sé ek ken die duiwel

En die die duiwel ken my naam
Hy 't gemaak met my net wat hy wil
Toe ek onner innie kruispad staan

(David Kramer, Kruispad © Blik Music)

Johnny Raakvat

Almal praat van Johnny Raakvat

Die man wat so lekker kan kitaar slat

Eendag is hy hier

Eendag is hy daar

Op soek na Johnny Raakvat
Op soek na Johnny Raakvat
Op soek na Johnny Raakvat
En sy blik kitaar

But no-one will believe me
No-one believes me

There is no floor in heaven

No throne for god to sit on
Heaven’s not like that

But I'm not allowed to say that
No-one wants to hear it

The places that I sleep

No-one dares go near

They say I know the devil

And the devil knows my name
That I fell under his influence
When I went down to the crossroads

People talk of Johnny Raakvat
The man who plays guitar so well
One day he’s here

One day he’s there

Looking for Johnny Raakvat
We’re looking for Johnny Raakvat
We’re looking for Johnny Raakvat
And his tin can guitar

(David Kramer, Johnny Raakvat © Blik Music)

Bobbejaan Klim die Berg

Bobbejaan klim die berg,

So hastig en so lastig
Bobbejaan klim die berg

So hastig en so lasting
Bobbejaan klim die berg

Om die boere te vererg
Hoera vir die jollie bobbejaan

(Anon., transl. David Kramer 2003)

Baboon climbs the mountain
So fast and swift

Baboon climbs the mountain
So fast and swift

Baboon climbs the mountain
To annoy the farmer

Hooray for the jolly baboon
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