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Clarion Reporter

Visiting South African journalist
Sipho Ngcobo was a guest lecturer at
Brevard College’s journalism 101 class
last week. Although Ngcobo smiled
often as he told of his imprisonment and
torturing, the class could see beyond
the brave grin of the short yet defiant
reporter from Soweto. This is his story.

Christmas was over, stories were
hard to come by, and the newsroom was
less than bustling. Sitting in his chair
pondering on ideas, Sipho Ngcobo,
Business Day's South African
political reporter decided to take a break
and visit some journalists on the other
side of the building.

Upon return, Ngcobo turned the

rent. In Soweto alone there are 40,000
homeless. At one time it was legal for
cops to follow people around to ensure
no races would mix. This "Immorality
Act” has since been scrapped, but
Ngcobo points out that the laws are
constructed in such a way as to always
be in favor of the whites.

Describing the history of South
Africa, Ngcobo told how Indians were
brought by the Duich to South Africa
and put to work on sugarcane
plantations. Ngcobo laughs at the
thought that the Dutch "discovered”
South Africa in 1652, replying, "We've
been there all along.”

He points out, "in South Africa
you're either with the oppressed, or the
oppressor, even as a journalist... Indians
and mixed races (called 'colored people’

in South Africa) live in only slightly
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