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And in two other poems:

Our eyes see not beyond the city walls
Our brains suffocate in the airless smog
The essence of life is blurred

In an existence of hope and the void
Laughter and screeching cars

The echoes of rotting souls

We are manufactured faces with eyes of [...]

I behold her
A white phantom against a black background

A swing of a fugitive monkey on an empty tree
Her eyes hold the key to the universal liberation
Who sooths the [...] of the dying

Who knows the colour of the road of our [...]
We are confined

In the circle

Of spiritual slaughter

What have we done to our [...] hostess

These random thoughts lead us to nowhere different -

Dust is our heir

What might be seen as two distinct genres came together in this exhibition. Before the

audience was allowed to enter, Mthiyane placed lit candles around the perimeter of the floor. He

then ‘prepared’ Hunt for her dance by carefully painting her partially naked body as she sat in

™.
7 AT
3/ e CRUDG Ho-mmeness '«zFMIA‘nglg.gsﬂrT,
BOTANI v
L tode Fuiibon | B
- s vv
- \ /% 2\ by TN ‘
= ~4 N . m
2 I “.1 J H\.jA X \
L 2 ented b, -
P ‘ ) T=, Q -
i ' ance
= ol - |
b 1N L < A o
i) BN ST ol ¢
§ ‘ ‘ w3 s %
5 1/ 9 P X ‘x P s
~c PN, TS X
-g.‘ b (V] & 459 o Yo%
| 1
[ W ‘ =
A 3 >
\ At Tie Flct Gallery

chair at the center of the room. Hunt then
moved to a space where the candles
separated her from the audience and lay still
on her back. The viewers were then ushered
in by Mthiyane and stood within this

inscribed space of light, as Hunt performed

her dance.
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Sambkelo Matot at the FLAT, 1994





