Unpacking from my Journey
The Idea for the Learning Journey
It started with a call, buzzards circling, linexckling.

Standing in the middle of the drougeiked, barren fielth
Zimbabwe(onceAf ri cads breadbask

Just outside of Harare, a shaf life;

Kufunca means learningogether we have
everything we need.

People just getting on with life as the world aroun
implodes (all structures inadequate in the face of
decolonization).

But this is another storyé
Final ly ¢ onneeamemgry lurking soimewkeselinamy dbverlbaded brain.
ElectionDay, 2006 back in the states (Democrats prevailed).
fiHoney, is that you? How are you? What is goingbon?
fiMommy, will you take me to Africa?
Of course! And the idea for the Parenhild leaning journey was born.

The Journey Begins
Two years pass, many preparations, Zimbabwe is collapsing, watiskllto South Africa.
Back to familiar sights and friendly faces in Johannesburg.

Stefanie and | arrive and | am her guide (suppressing an\.
fears | haveby my outward bravado). L8 |

What has changed in two years? Am | in a time warp?
The Mews welcomes udinks and Colin familiar faces.
We settle in,

uncoiling and collapsing after thidsix hours of
travel.

Meeting the rest of the hosting team,rmold friends,
Bob, Annie, Dorah, Nicol&silas.

How will we open the learning space for the rest of the travetesembling from around the
globe?

Delayed flights, missed layovers, everyone is Imeng, dl the little family units
Will we be a familyogether over the next few weeks?
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Building our Community
Ouir first circle, making friends with the talking piece.
Who are wethis transient family

Al |l i son, Stefanieds best friend, and her m
ride, all of usfrom New Jersey,

NancyandJohn andlaughter Catherinédrom New Jersey,
Li-lu and Dave with their son Alex, from Stat
Bob and daughter Annidrom Spokane,
Dorahfrom Limpopo and Johannesburg,

Nicole and her baby, Jazom Johannesburgnd
Silasand Lorraindrom KufundaVillage, Zimbabwe

Sharing our stories in small groups. i
How did we each find our way to this moment in time in South Africa? |
| am seeking hope in a world gone mad.
Scul pting ourselves as | earner 6s.
| am a vessel, fil metooved owi ngé
It feels naughty talking so freely about race
awakening my colored conscience.

Time runs out, the question remains, what does it mean to be safe in South Africa? (this come
back to haunt us soon)

Meeting the Community in Johannesburg
Our first venture outside our zones (of comfort, of course).
We boardour bus, first stop Soweto anklageng Itireleng

What started as a neighborly gesture (how do you support a child
has just lost both of her parents to AIDS and is left respons
for all of her siblings?)

Mama Carole speaks, fAthese af® of my
are not children of my | oi_® o
. | < eas 24 o &t
You cané6t do it by yourself; . gs“

children, learning leadership from Armabrand

Mama Carole and her 1500 chidr, cocreating a newdefinition of
family within the community

| hold thechild of my loin and listen to the children of my heart as they share their
stories.
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We begin to connect.
And thenmove on tKliptown.
Kliptown, where 45,000 people call home.
No running water, no sewers, no electricity, no schools.
Houses are pieces of tin holding each other up.
What is holding the people up?

Children playing in an overflowing dumpsteryoung boy
blowing up a used condom

Do you give up?
Thulani is our gideas we parad® Kliptown Youth Programaphoenix risingn the midst of
the mud and garbage.
Started a year ago
IChlldren line the entrance to their community center and proudly show off their new
aptops :

So this is what t hld
program really looks like. Thank ydor having
the visionNicholas Negroponte.

The goal is to graduate high school, the carrot is dancing.

The gumboot dancers stomp their stiwiich has its
beginningyears ago in the mines outside of =3 St
Johannesbgy the onlywayto communicate when speakirggorbidden by the reglrr)e

the young girls gyrate and bun(gcting out theape
of everydaplife in Kliptown).

Thulani quietly stands off to the side, gazing at the children that
has dedicated his lifi®, himself not much more than a child

(This day is a special day for Thulani, it is one year since " g
mot her 6s death and eow of
twenty-sevenheis responsibléor taking care of and
providing for the restfahis five siblings)

ng per

| lookedinto his eyes andeea depth of fatigue |
have nevewitnessedn a human beingl seethe =
scars crisscrossing his face and nose and the deep flesh wound on the palm of his
left hand. Where does hdraw his energy How does he gefp everymorning in

the face of insurmountable issues and face th@ day

A baby girl takes ,meithértetsgo of Stefanieds hand
How do you retake possession of your heart after Kliptown? /
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These are not the children we see on TV. Yes they are hungryhgear e want i ngé
But they are not waiting for us to come and save them.
Pay attention, it could save us.
We have to leave. After all, we are just visitinthe children dance us out of their lives.
How do you Ajust visito Kliptown?

Safety in SouthAfrica
Safely back in our gated Inn (where it takes three keys to get near us).
Cindy and Allison head out for a quick walk before dinner.
Stefanie and | lay quietly journaling in our rooms.
iDri venbyékoint €Al i son on Whatarewheaingpdé mugged

Al isonds wound, while superficial on human sk
powerlessness and something deeper.

Resisting the temptation to hate everyone in this foreign land, resisting the temptation to flee,
back to safertsores.

What does fAbeing safedo mean anyway?
The next day we gather on the shore of Zoo Lpksjing with 20,000 drums,
each with our owmljembe
A primal release.

| look aroundthe park and see are all one family; men and
women, young and old, lidk and white, Muslim, Christian and §£* ¥
Atheist.

Why here? What is it about the ancient beat that bring _ f.:
together all lost souls? ‘D

Cindy lets it go and settles back into the journey.
Dumpster Diving with the Recycling Ladies

In the middle of Johannesburg in@ce gracious but now run dowoubert Parkwe arrive at
the Greenhouse Project.

It remains as | last saw the roots still there, leaves struggling to unfurl
The mudbrick community center half finished
The bones of the conservatory silhouetting skyline.

No electricity for two years (a bill misplaced somewhere in ti
system) 7 RN

i R

Another project holding on for dear life.
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There is still life in the midst of the decaying dream, Doreen with her gardendaana Grace
andthe recycling ladies going sirg.

We split into group, those that want to bury
bury their hands in Africabs garbage.

| am one of the latter
It is Monday and theilesof discarded Amstel anBlack Labelbottlesreach the sky

First we sortgreen glass here, brown glass ther@e splashing
out as we toss the hdifled glass corpses.

Alex and Johrcrushingthem to scree with glee.
Thenthe collection run.

What was | expecting, neat little giffrapped piles of
sorted glass?

We walk through the streets of Johannesburg, our whiteness glaring (and somehow bestowing
respectability on the business at hand).

Staring up at theverflowing dumpster, making the best of it.
The first bag Stefanie tears into, medical waste and needles.
Try another bag.
The competition is on.
| hit the jackpot.
The Colonel never haditsogopdSander 6 s t
Behind theKFC (Kentucky Fried Colonization;?)
Coke can bonanza!

Our collection bins full, we trudge back to the recycling center, oddiygbr

| dl e conversation, AYou have changed how I
arendt all bado.

| want so much to believe thathave actually made a differenddubris?

Back at the Greenhouse Project, we hold hands in the circle and giveth#gmésr new
family, singng a song of Africa.

Not an eye is dry.
What it might feel like when things start falling apart
Al | ab o$hosdHooramMeyd ul | s out of Park Station, whoo:
900 miles and 26 hours, a new adventure.

First class compéments, of course
beds and bedding.

We go exploring and find Afrikanés, having taken
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over the dining car,
still fighting the Boer war and drowning their fears in another bottle of Reisling,
blocking the black wait stafh the already narrow passages
It is eleven in the morning.
They are nice to us and offer to share their winelaltohg
The passengers are all white, except Dorah and Silas
and Afrikaner, except us.

What does AAfri kaner o mean (with aparth

Dorahis agitatecand cannostay in the car with them.
We gather round lmdike some protectiveoating, with our arrogant, ignorance
How do you erase the memories when Apartheid is still the reality?
The Shosholozatutters to atop.
When will we get going again?
The hours tik by, slower and slower.

| learn the African concept of timé n o w,|
nowo means Al donot

We cycle through all of our coping mechaniserds,
reading, talking, drinking and laughing untibiécomegoo
long a wait

Retreating into our individual wiats, breaking apart the fragile bond we have begun to
develop.

| fall asleep in the still stopped train.
Awakeningwith a start, panic and anxiety overtake.

Is thisa premonitiorof our future world,imploding on its decaying
infrastructure?

A poem wites itself as lay in my sleeping lerth in the middle of the Karoo.
Laying in my Birth
| awoke with a start

(after sleeping | dondt know how

The stillness drowned out by the beating
of my heart
Finding my courage to give it up,
All the kest laid plans
settle with the dust
when the train stops running.

So, do I, stop running?
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is to live
in the moment?
Still is a journey
when the train stops running
Written on the train during the power outage August 7, 2008
We pull into Cape Town, 11 at night, 11 hours late,

(later to discover it was all about the value of copper wire on the black market, you do
what you have to do to feed your family).

The Blinding White of Cape Town
We awaken to the paradox of Cape Town.
Hillsides of Protea, an ecosystem unmatched.

Table Mountain and all of its majesty presiding over the pristine elegs .
of Eur op e o6ferthp fichangroyalu n d

The convergence of the Indian and Atlantic Oceans swirl beneath our feet.
Everywhere | tin is white; the sand, the buildings, the people.
The new V&AMall riseson the watefront.

Am | in Baltimore? Boston? | could think so except, SR
of f in the distance r, sef W
forcedhome of Nelson Mandela for 28 years '
White is, no olor, in Cape Town.
Is this the future for Africa, hitehologram of capitalisrp
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Ma n d e Pedapm®y

16 and 6 years.
His only crime, to speak the wrong name.
Mandi bads words inched their way thro

While | am angry that you are notschool, be assured youill get your
education here.

Modi se returns to the scene of the cr
Where prisoner and guard are both victims, forgiveness is the only way out.

The Story of the Fisherwomen
Sahra Luyt, fisher olvomen, welcomes us into her parlor.
Flicking herhijab from the corner of her cheek, she begins her story.

Raised by her grandfather to love the sea, lesson learned at eight when he is swallowed
like so many fish.

Colored andnarried to avhite man, his &mily strips her grandmother of all
property and rights (but not her soul).

Al ways know vy o ur, shépassésamtahersgrasmigister.n e s s
A plundered fishing industry,
(yet another casualty of apartheid and its cousin, capitalism)
leaves fishig families floundering (no pun intended).
Mandel ads government tries to right the wrong
ACome with me and we will fish togethero, she
collecting broken and forgotten women scattered around the western cape.
500 strong now, the women stand together
The South African Fisherwomen Association, the only fishing cooperative of its kind
Reclaiming their children, their communities, and their self respect.

Growing up in Ocean View

Poem written in two parts by Cyredand Stefanie during a poetry workshop in Durban with
mTombisi the poet.

(Stefanie)
When we laid in the bed in Ocean View,
after havingwalked through unfamiliar streets,
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eaten with unfamiliar people
and seen unfamiliar sights
We talked about our feaed
apprehensions while we held each other
and said that everything would be all right.
And it was.
(Cyndie)
Your courage in Ocean View
As you led me through my fear
From parent, child to two humans,
girl talk inspired.
The bright light of your spirit
as you danced and played with all of the hungry children.
My baby, my child, my |ightée
Yourself.

mTombisi The Poet

My name is mTombisi.

My name is mTombisi.

My name is mTombisi.

| give white people 3 chances to remember my name.
| met a poet in Durbarhis name is mTombisi.

i Dropping some food for your ment al
] wedr e s pr agnTombggi, Audust P0O8)

The Last Colonist
In Kwamashu Township, lite condoms distributed.
Sheathés for the black mandés protection (s
(or to render white andontainhis manhood?)
No colony allowed here!
(and no protection, thecourgecontinues.)
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The Second Coming
He iscoming;he is going to save us,

| heard them whisper wherever we went.
Look there he is,

his arms unfurling oveour great cities

his bones knitting together across our skyling

The Messiah isoming;he is going to save us all.
L e t rink a tahst to World Cup 2010.

While mother Africa stands at the edge of the stadium, weepirtgdmsrothope.

Awakeninga Mother 6 s Consci ousness
| have a beautiful daughter.
The sparkle in her eyes and wide open
smile fill the sky,
her deep cackling laugh fills my heart,
her spirit cascades from her body
and envelopes all of those around her.
| have a beautiful daughter.
She has dream
to give her children a taste of sweet,
to be the best facilitator of change
in the world,
to take care of her family,
to lead.
| have a beautiful daughter.
She is HIV positive, she is grateful
her babies are not.
Her husband beat her for it.
She las four children to feed.
| have a beautiful daughter.
| chose to bring her into this world,
She deserves a world worth living in.
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| have a beautiful daughtetaughter of my heart
My mother spirit weeps.
Her laugh echos in my soul.
My daughter is Africa.

Landbébs Relocation Act 2008
Our last day,

| am almost embarrassed to say
On Safari.

Beautiful lodging, thgockeyo wner 0 s
playground.

Jostling in our Jeep, Ranger Tyrone at the wheel.
We spot Giraffe, Zebra, Elephant, and Springbok springing.
2 Lionesses parade by our cars.
What is that off in the distance?
A Zulu village, the owner paid them to move.
| am here to report, Economic Apartheid is alive and well in South Africa.

The Beginning
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