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This edition of Queer Realness foregrounds the politics of race and class, ahead of looming protests 

related to the higher education crisis and the tumultuous political terrain in South Africa at present. 

We have located these issues of QR in response to budding conversations related to the global crisis 

affecting the LGBTQIA+ community currently at risk not only in historically vulnerable areas, but 

also in the global north. It would be remiss of us not to think through the South African response to 

this crisis despite not having an immediate impact on South Africa, but has historically hampered the 

work being done in civil society at large, and posed a threat to the advancements in the LGBTQIA+ 

civic sector. 

Not discussing the implication of racial and class politics at this time threatens the foundations upon 

which the LGBTQIA+ community has been built. It is too big a risk to be silent on issues of class

disparities in pride, or of racial experiences of violence. Since 2012, when Johannesburg pride was 

initially dissolved, it had the implication of many smaller prides taking its place, while this has been a 

great stride towards reflections of pride spaces open for various constituencies of the LGBTQIA+

community, it has also resulted in an unstable climate for pride planning committees and shown up 

tensions with local government through the inaccessibility of spaces due to the bureaucratic red tape. 

In order for the LGBTQIA+ community to weather this storm, it is essential that we work towards spaces of collaboration, that we think through 

ways we can unite in difference, and that we do not simply skirt the difficult issues, but rather that we engage with them head on. On the 2nd of 

September, GALA will host the first ever Spring Ball. This flagship event has deliberately been entrusted to the historical institution Club Simply 

Blue – the space is vast and holds a huge part of queer history in the city, but beyond that it is accessible because of its location, it has been 

around for many years and has celebrated the lives and existences of drag kings and queens who have few spaces to claim as their own. 

This edition hopes to challenge you the reader in this month to consider contestations of space through access, the pieces captured in this 

edition offer experiences of access in different ways. We trust that you will find these useful in the build up to pride season.

@imjoesir



WE  KNOW  YOU ’RE  GAY ,  BUT  IT ’S  NOT  THE  
SAME !

Is it me, or do white gay men always want to win the oppression Olympics? I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve been met with “but 

I’m gay” when calling out the privilege of white gay men. The failure to see the violence of denying race, within the already complicated 

web of power that exists within the LGBTQIA+ community, erases me a little bit more with every encounter. The irony of white gay 

men is that their whiteness blinds them to the entitlement they feel. They even feel entitled to the lion’s share of oppression, because 

within the politics of wokeness it would seem that those who say they are the most oppressed get more time to speak. The hack is, you 

actually have to be the most oppressed to (re)claim that time! 

Since time immemorial, white people have been taking from black and brown people. Once everything was either destroyed, hidden or 

expropriated, they started appropriating. They take the things we are now ridiculed for and repurpose it like vegan hippies preaching 

peace and love wrapped up in a saucy side serving* of capitalist delight. I must say, I’ve become really good at spotting this from quite a 

distance. The ones who are right next to your cheek, operating in your space are the ones you don’t see coming. I learnt. 

Earlier this year I was connected with a small company doing transformation in the corporate sector. I am a critical diversity scholar 

and they needed me to get involved in a few of their projects. I started out dealing with the director, who is a black woman. As of two 

weeks ago, she had some personal issues to attend to and I was handed over to the white gay partner. We had some nice conversation 

previously and he seemed pretty woke as one would expect of someone doing this kind of work. One of the last conversations I had 

with him was about my partner and how I conduct my relationship. Anybody who has heard me talk about him knows that I’m very 

proud of my relationship and I always gush about him. I left that conversation slightly uncomfortable for a reason I couldn’t quite 

identify at the time. As we do, I put the feeling in my back pocket and went ahead and scheduled a follow up meeting with him to 

discuss the scope of the work. 

The night before we were supposed to meet I got a drunk phone call from him addressing me with ‘hey gorgeous.” He was calling to 

check if I’m okay with meeting at his house (where previous meetings took place) and if I didn’t mind his boyfriend being there while we 

discuss the work and then later we can explore. I asked him to clarify but he wouldn’t give me a clear answer. I started think about all 

the times he had asked me if I’m okay to work closely with him and constantly seeking my consent. The anxiety that filled me for what I 

might have been consenting to without understanding, paralysed me.  I really wanted the opportunity, but I couldn’t possibly walk into 

that with this feeling of danger. How do I tell the director about what I’m feeling without causing trouble? Yes, this is the dilemma of 

every exploited person of colour: How do you seek safety and protection from power while inconveniencing powerful people the least? 

We have been conditioned to take up the least space and make the least noise.  I have since brought the matter to attention and it is 

being dealt with in full support of me. He is apparently extremely remorseful and sees,  in retrospect, how inappropriate and reckless 

he was. 

I don’t quite know what to do with that remorse, because a white man with that much power working in transformation can’t claim the 

luxury of retrospect when holding the very diversity issues he immerses himself in daily. For him, with all the power and privilege 

whiteness affords him he should have asked the questions before, not afterwards. These dynamics play out in even the most intimate 

relationships and it is the duty of the powerful to be constantly doing the checks and balances to make sure that they are not enforcing  

JAMIL KHAN



the dominance they have been conditioned to normalise. 

I just can’t let him off the hook, but at the same time I 

want to acknowledge that he is a flawed human being, as 

am I. In saying that, I don’t owe him the space to be 

considering his flaws. I am still dealing with the anxiety 

and trauma of the experience, mostly induced by images 

my mind conjured up portraying what could have 

happened if was caught a huge house with two strange 

men, intent on exploring. 

This is my most intimate encounter with the violence of 

whiteness in the LGBTQIA+ space and I realise again how 

dangerous it is for white people to foreground 

oppression along the axis of sexuality, without 

considering context. It is especially dangerous when the 

concomitant privilege of whiteness enables such violence 

on black and brown bodies. Black and brown bodies deal 

with the aggravated form of that oppression as it 

intersects with race and class, something white gay men 

are often oblivious to. 

White gay men are as violent and oppressive to black and 

brown bodies as their heterosexual counterparts and we 

can no longer ignore this. They tend to separate 

themselves from issues of whiteness attached to 

heterosexuality, but they forget that they have signed 

the same ignorance contract** agreeing to ignore the 

oppression of black and brown people. 

The rainbow never included us and we are not the same. 

The conversation needs to change. 

* Alliteration unintended 

**See Steyn, M. (2012). The ignorance contract: 

Recollections of apartheid childhoods and the 

construction of epistemologies of ignorance. Identities: 

Global Studies in Culture and Power, 19(1), 8-25.  
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Being queer lately has started to feel like we signed a contract that was missing a very long list of Ts&Cs. As a black queer womxn, sometimes 

it feels as if there's a panel of well-dressed, glowed up people chilling somewhere on expensive furniture, drinking wine and going ‘oh you're 

not fierce enough’ or ‘tone it down honey, you're starting to look a little tacky’ every time someone queer walks past. There seems to be this 

long ‘how to’ manual that none of us were told was available for purchase and now it's too late and we’re stuck on the ‘doing queer the wrong 

way’ train. 

This is a very big problem in our community that we need to address. It's probably something we've all been guilty of doing at some point or 

another (consciously or subconsciously) and it's time that we just talk about it and deal with it. Firstly, before I go any further I just want to 

point out -in case there was ever any confusion- that THERE IS NO RIGHT OR WRONG WAY TO BE QUEER! There is no handbook on how 

to be the proper version of a queer person and even if there was who gave anyone the keys to the universe and said they can dictate how 

anyone else lives their lives and expresses themselves? 

Queerness at its core is about deviating from societal norms - so why on earth has it become something that's just another standard that we 

must live by to satisfy others? Why do we find, within the community, that there is a hierarchy of who is a step above the other because of 

how they choose to express themselves? Why are some queers looked down upon by other queers for ‘not being queer enough’ or ‘overdoing 

it’? Why do we have custodians of queerness? Instead of banding together and being a safe space for each other, the LGBTQIA+ community 

seems help bent on finding reasons to criticize and judge one another because we all express ourselves differently. 

We need to stop and think - what has become of our community if gay men can openly make fun of Trans womxn? Do we feel no shame at all? 

What kind of pride do we claim to have in ourselves as a supposed community when we put each other down for the very differences that 

make us such unique and beautiful? 

It bothers me that my body is continuously a site of violence. As a queer woman not only do I have to deal with nonsense from ‘real men’ who 

think they can ‘fix’ me with their penises, or women who tell me I am broken and need a man’s touch to cure me - a society that neither 

understands me nor does it care to try. I am perpetually labelled as a frigid bitch because of societal ignorance and as if that's not enough - I 

then have to deal with even more nonsense from the very people whom I should be able to turn to, those whom I hope to confide in and trust, 

those who like me continuously face violence because of their difference. Yet even these people, my people violate me with their careless 

tongues and bitchy comments about my appearance. 

MY  TAKE  
ON  
THINGS
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We hope to find community in our difference – we expect to be accepted despite those, but we ourselves are often intolerant of difference. We 

seem think that because we are a certain way that everyone who identifies with us should be the same way too. For a people who claim to be 

colourful in every way, we seem to have a very black and white view of the world; it's either you're gay or you're not and if you register halfway 

on the Kinsey scale then pick a side otherwise you're labelled as being a slut who just wants to fool around. In 2017 – we still frown upon on 

bisexuals. And don't get me started on the closet’s we climb into after we come out, we love boxes - ‘she's not butch enough to be a lesbian’ and 

‘he's really just too fem’. To those that insist on being gatekeepers for queerness, get over yourselves please and take a damn seat! 

No one told you how to be YOU so where do you get off trying to tell other people how to express themselves? It really boils down to respect 

for one another. Respect my pronouns, my choice in partners, respect ME and who I am because at the end of the day, if we don't have each 

other's backs – we’re only as good as our clothing choices – the parties we attend – the company we keep – the access we have – then we are no 

longer a ‘community’ simply societal misfits desperately fighting to get ahead at all costs regardless of whose backs we need to climb on to get 

there. With things the way they are - socially and politically, division is certainly no the answer. 

I  AM  A  PERFORMANCE  ARTIST

In the late hours of last week I found myself removing what 

remained of the purple nail polish on my nails while on the bus back 

 home from the university. As I was ferociously scrapping and 

chewing away at my now chapped purple nails - I became aware of 

the many performances I was putting on. 

I am a performance artist. I perform always, and my many

performances do not exist in a vacuum. They are as a result of the 

myriads of social settings I find myself in. The audience (YOU) decide 

what I must perform, and I must always indulge my audience. I find 

myself performing in an old township in Soweto, in liberal 

Braamfontein and in "Post-Apartheid " Apartheid South Africa. 

On my stage in Soweto, I am straight. I get to laugh at my family’s gay 

slurs and bigotry. I don't cross my legs and lift my chin as I strut – no, 

here I stand up right and speak Tsotsi-taal like my homies. I dare not 

open Grindr here- instead I entertain the prospect of heterosexual 

marriage and family life. I gracefully laugh off questions about 

girlfriends from unsuspecting relatives - avoiding them like darts en- 

route to the bulls eye. The audience loves it, and I cannot disappoint 

my audience. 

I am performing on stage in Braamfontein - a difficult crowd. Most

don't care about my performance, but those who do wouldn’t dare

remark on it.  

I am gay.  

My wrist is as flexible as cooked noodles.  

I open Grindr and say hi to hot strangers.  

I cross my legs and lift my chin as I strut.  

I put on nail polish and I kiss boys.  

The audience doesn't know what to make of it, I love the thrill of their

uncertainty. 

I love it. 

My last performance is in modern day "Post-Apartheid " Apartheid

South Africa. I am black.  I am poor.  I'm over one hundred and fifty

thousand rand worth of "educational " debt. I have a model C accent

notwithstanding the fact that I come from  a public school.  

I'm reconciling a European education with an African upbringing.   

I'm trapped between the two worlds.  

I cannot see my audience but I perform still. 

I am one person, but I represent the realities of so many. 

I am a performance artist. 



There often exists this misconception within the LGBT community that we all should get along, and that we transcend all binaries. This is 

false and quite foolish. If you live in South Africa, it is quite difficult to transcend the racial binary in particular. Years ago, I found myself in an 

interracial relationship. I had been speaking to this guy for a few months - we were both liberal - post the election of our current President. 

After months of speaking on social media and over text, we met and clicked. 

I liked him, he was tall and handsome, and he liked me too – he made this very clear. Amidst the fun fare of a potential relationship, we had 

not had a discussion around the politics which had brought us close to each other. We got lost in the fever of attraction and the passion of 

being young in South Africa, where two men could be together publicly and not face the fear of arrest. We were just like any other gay couple 

living in and occupying space in the city. The denial of the obvious difference between us came to an abrupt end when we discussed the 

opinions of a popular gay, black political analyst. From that moment we simply couldn’t ignore the issue of our politics as influenced by our 

vastly different backgrounds. It only took one argument for us to break up. Years later, as I write this piece, I find myself reflecting on why we 

broke up. It is far more nuanced than just the racial underpinnings. 

At the age of nine in a Gauteng township, I recall quite vividly when Nelson Mandela came on a political tour to our area. He captivated all 

who had walked about 5 kilometers to hear him speak. I can’t recall what he said, I was young and filled with excitement – but I do recall 

being overwhelmingly moved by him. At that moment, I built my own relationship with the ANC of post-94’. It was a movement dedicated to 

making things better for many South Africans and one that would embrace everyone for who they are, because we were all South Africans. It 

was on this backdrop that I grew up being wholly concerned with the betterment of the lives of the poor, most of whom were black, and I was 

one of them. Recalling this, I remember that the reason I took offence to my former lover was because he alluded to black people remaining 

poor because of the ANC, and that this would remain the case if they remained in power. This in my mind challenged the agency of black 

South Africans general. 

I remember thinking for the first time that I could not explain to my lover that I stood in unity with other black and poor people; that I stood 

in unity with the oppressed. I could not explain how offended I was by his thinking – because while I was in the city and was a so called Black 

Diamond, my political beliefs were largely influenced by the township I grew up in, my poor neighbours in that township, my relatives, friends 

and family. Technically, I too was still poor. Knowing that the majority of poor people in this country are black and live without much privilege 

and that he was by virtue of his skin colour and upbringing almost the polar opposite of me in most ways meant that we would always be at 

loggerheads. I could not pursue a relationship knowing that. I liked him, but I loved myself and my people more. 

It was this realisation that taught me that we can never transcend race as a binary, when race informs so much in this country. As a black 

person I am more likely to be poor, to struggle with access to economic opportunities, to live in a shack, to lack credit worthiness, to struggle 

with access to higher education – a rag to no riches story – which only I have the power to change. I also believed that for our relationship to 

have succeeded at the time, and perhaps even at present, he would need to understand this, but he didn’t. 

It became clear that while our attraction was mutual, only if we ignored the politics which inform our daily existence in a country which is far 

from post-racial could we sustain a happy relationship. But that would require a rejection of the most intimate parts of my being – my black, 

gay being. We would’ve been the perfect Oreo, dunked in milk.  

Why I broke up with my white boyfriend
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But survival, my desire for a strong relationship required that I speak, that I bring back the discussions that brought us close to each other in the 

first place. It also emerged that as we tried to speak about these issues, as a couple, we could no longer take pleasure in the banter of difference, 

but instead we were fighting and neither of us wanted to lose. Our arguments lacked honesty, we needed to make clear our stances on certain 

issues – particularly those which were intrinsic to our being – we needed a stance. 

I was frustrated that I was engaging someone who did not recognise their privilege – he was frustrated by the fact that I never understood such 

privilege – our relationship became a marker of difference which could not be ignored. For the first time, our sexuality was not at issue; instead we 

got stuck on race paired with privilege or lack thereof. 

I have since learned that a relationship across the race lines can indeed be sustained, but it would require the honesty my former lover and I 

lacked. To accept that we are different, to accept our privilege or lack thereof, to accept that our places in life and society require work and that 

we must be part of that work in order to embrace one another in our difference.

MOTLATSI MOTSEOILE   



C. ANZIO JACOBS

For those of you who haven’t heard, the Gay and Lesbian Memory in Action (Gala) will host the first ever Spring

Ball this year on the 2nd of September 2017 at club Simply Blue. 

The Ball was inspired by the massive positive response to a screening of Paris is Burning held earlier this year 

at the University of the Witwatersrand. The screening saw roughly 100 young queer people gather in a space 

which offered a glimpse of Harlem drag culture. 

In a time of socio-political turmoil, where the LGBTQIA+ community is divided along racial, economic and 

political lines the Ball offers an opportunity for LGBTQIA+ youth who are still testing the waters to get a sense 

of what community felt like ahead of the dissolution of Joburg Pride in 2012. We have been a divided 

community, many disengaging from difficult conversations which seek to address the major disparities of haves 

and have-nots, but the reality of South Africa in 2017 is one in which we are divided beyond the space of pride. 

It is in the empty court rooms when a hate crime has taken place, and in the separation of people at the gates of 

pride based on economic access. It is in the social gatherings in the suburbs and the meetings of black lesbian 

womxn in parks due to a lack of space. It is in the shadows which the trans community is subjugated and 

oppressed and in the exploitation of performers who have paved the way for marriage equality. It is in the line 

for ARVs in a public hospital, and in the queue to clean bathe houses. There are few spaces left where these 

disparities are not visible, and it is time to do something about this. 

As one of the organisers of the Ball, it has been extremely important to me to try through this work to create an 

inclusive setting in which this Ball can take place. A setting where we pause for a moment, take stock of who is 

in the room and to vogue of course. 

But this isn’t as simple as calling for a patsy in the middle of Selby at Club Simply Blue– it means that we have to 

take stock of who can get to Selby – potentially the most neglected, but equally historically important spaces in 

Joburg. Who gets to perform, and if they do, do we pay them or not. Should there be an entrance fee, or should 

the event be open to all. This caused frequent arguments amongst many stakeholders, and has resulted in our 

team knit picking at every detail of this intricate puzzle. 

So I chose to write to you, the LGBTQIA+ community. I hope this message finds ways of getting to you. Yes you 

the lesbian, gay, bisexual, trans, intersex and allied community, and all the others who share identities which 

too often get forgotten in an acronym, as if you are less. Yes you the queers and the gender non-conformists, 

the drag kings, butch queens, the lipstick lesbians, the polyamorous and sapiosexual, the able bodied, and those 

with disabilities. We would like this to be an open space to all, but to be honest, an event budget of R500.00 

and a dream can only take us so far. 

(B)ALL



Think about your own youth, how you would’ve probably moved mountains for the opportunity to engage in an event like this – now think 

about this in 2017, this type of event is unheard of…we need to find a way to make this a reality. For too long have we had queer artists 

perform for free, for too long have we sat silent, and not acknowledged that for a drag performance to take place, people need resources, and 

for too long have we complained that entrance fees to these events are too high. 

We need to consider the implications of not supporting LGBTQIA+ spaces. They are shutting down, becoming more exclusive and a 

commodity few have access to. This does not have to be the case. 

On the 2nd of September 2017, Gala will host the first ever Ball at Club Simply Blue in Selby. But to honour the kings and queens who will 

entertain us for the evening and to show to those who create such spaces that it is indeed possible for us to have spaces of community – not 

always the same space – GIVE! 

Gala is availing a SnapScan facility where we hope that you or someone you know would help make this event possible. The proceeds will be 

used to fund the performances in particular, and smaller expenses such as transporting the artists to the Ball. We cannot wait to see you 

there, and as said in previous endeavors of this nature – BLOODY GIVE! 

The Gala Spring Ball takes place on Saturday 2 September from 7.30pm till late at Simply Blue (36 Rogers Street, Selby, Johannesburg). Entry 

is R50.

C. ANZIO JACOBS



GEN J LOUW & HALYEY MCEWEN

Die innerlike kind is trots en sonder geslag 

en die se hart kan breek 

soos branders wat bots teen rotse. 

Die kind is rof. 

Soos die see se golwe wat skium, 

vluister en slaan teen grense. 

Die kind word genoem. 

Mevrou, Menneer, hy of sy. 

Maar die see vloei , bots en slaan al langer 

as die bestaan van mens wees sonder manlike of 

vroulike eienskappe. 

Soutwater brand al lankal 

die oe van tannies in kerkhoede 

en brei vir eeue lank eng gedagtes uit 

met ontsmettende krag. 

Maar die yskoue see vereis dapperheid 

om te swem voor aanskouers 

op land wat maklik veroordeel. 

Waar staan die liggaam dan nou? 

Met een voet in die water en die ander op sand. 

So tussen man en vrou wees. 

Warm en koud, 

droog en nat. 

Net n krulkop in die wind.  

The inner child is proud without gender 

The heart can break 

Like waves, crashing against rocks. 

 

The child is rough 

Like the sea’s waves that foam 

whispering, hitting boundaries. 

 

The child becomes named 

Madam, Sir, He, She. 

But the sea flows, bashing-hitting even longer 

than the existence of humanity without male or 

female characteristics. 

 

Saltwater has been burning 

The eyes of women wearing church hats 

woven, expanding from centuries of conservative 

thought 

that sanitizes, bleaches, whitens 

 

But the ice cold sea requires bravery 

To swim before spectators 

on land that judge easily   

 

Where does the body stand now? 

With one foot in water and one foot on sand 

In between man and woman 

Warm and cold 

Dry and wet 

 

Just curly hair in the wind  

Die Kind / The Child



KEKETSO MOTJUWADI

Does it hurt in your feet? 

That were squeezed into shoes too small and were ordered to walk here, go there, fetch this, STAND STILL in that corner while you think about 

what you've done. 

Does it hurt in your back? 

That was told to stand up straight like a man, don't be weak. Have a spine, don't be a little bitch. 

Does it hurt in your shoulders? 

That carry all the weight of the expectations, hopes and dreams forced upon you without your knowledge and consent. "Everyone anticipates great 

things from you, don't let us down. Think of your mother and how it would kill her if you don't live your life exactly how I dictate." 

Does it hurt in your throat? 

That has to choke the words, "Mama, Papa, I met a boy", or "Oh no Uncle I don't have a girlfriend, I have a boyfriend", or "FUCK YOU this is me and 

you can either accept me or fuck right off out of my life!" 

Does it hurt in your eyes?

That see all the thousands of eyes staring back at you, filled with suspicion, distrust, hate, pity, lies, superiority, preference, disgust, a yearning to 

hurt and kill you. A window to a universe so hateful it can leave you paralysed. 

Does it hurt in your heart? 

That is bursting at the seams with love. A love so strong and magical that we give it away to those who don't appreciate, value, acknowledge us, for 

fear that it might kill us should it stay confined any longer. 

Does it hurt in your soul? 

That was brought forth into this life, unequipped without armour to protect its radiant light and warmth from those wishing to reside in the 

darkness. 

Where does it hurt? 

Where doesn't it hurt? It hurts everywhere. It's been hurting since we consciously opened up our beings to the world. 

Will it ever stop? I think only death can truly free us from pain that exists within and until that time comes when the Angel of Death lifts me up into 

its arms and breaks the surly bonds that tether me to this earth, I offer you this. 

Take my hand. Take my hand and hold it as best you can. Will it make it better, I don't know. But I believe, that together, our strength is greater than 

any pain and that together, hand in hand, we can walk, run, leap and fly up, along the arced pearl thread of moonlight, towards the heavens, and 

beyond. 

Fam, where does it hurt?


