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Starting in Tantyi on the corner by the liquor store, Dinangwe’s Place and moving deeper into the township everything becomes more rural. The air gets drier and the houses smaller. Tantyi, Hlalani, Xolani and Zolani are the four areas my Journalism group had to investigate under the broad theme of crime. 

When I look out the window of my colleague’s little blue bakkie driving us around I see two things. Firstly I see children growing up in poverty with little hope of obtaining a good education and if it is afforded to them, high school is sadly where they exit the education system. For the second thing I see are teenagers who were once as happy and innocent but were forced to deal with the realities of their lives. Then there are the adults spending up to R300 per week on alcohol consumption alone said Lunga Mdyogola, Tantyi resident. 

There is not much going on for them, they look around and what do they see? Drunkards, taverns galore and being persuaded to buy homemade beer for R2 from a man old enough to be their grandfather. Living in an environment where alcohol consumption is emphasised and being able to restrain becomes a difficult task, which way do they turn? 

Who is to blame for this? Apartheid laws? For how long can we possibly use that card before it is completely shredded? Could we hold parents responsible? What about individual choice and independent thinking? Maybe school teachers are not teaching kids that alcohol is bad and that crime is not the only way out and that they should learn from their parents’ mistakes and not have babies yet... but then who will teach them maths and physics? 

It is not about how it started, but what we are going to do about it now that it is happening. How many thousands of kids in the rural areas go unnoticed? There could be a Dr Christiaan Barnard, Joseph Mokoena and a Mark Shuttleworth somewhere playing amongst the dust heaps of Xolani waiting for his drunk mother to feed him. But until opportunities are given to all and the economic pie is shared equally, he will grow old and the best he can ever become is a tavern owner, reproducing poverty as people spend the bulk of their monies on alcohol.

