
Why a spit roast  

SLOW TURNS: The opening moments of Sello Pesa's The Time of Small Berries PICTURE: 

JOHN HOGG 

As I arrived at the Dance Factory last Sunday evening, photographer Suzie and a long line 

of people walked out a back entrance of the venue. “Oh, what have you been seeing?” I 

asked. “Oh, no, it’s only about to start now, out here,” she said, gesturing to her left. And 

then I noticed it. An animal slowly turning on a spit braai. Its fatty smell filled the 5pm 

air. Suzie was going to a party/braai here? Outside the Dance Factory? No, the “it” she was 

referring to was the show, the dance piece I was also about to see, and the dead animal was 

part of it.  

When I looked at the programme, and saw the cast list, it started to make sense. Peter van 

Heerden. The man who tried to pull an ox wagon with his penis at one Dance Umbrella show. 

The guy who at another Dance Umbrella show feigned a rape in the passage  outside one of 

the Wits theatres and caused an uproar among the unsuspecting audience milling around, 

who either tried to stop him or else ignored him, either way not realising it was part of the 

show. 

Well this time it was Sello Pesa’s piece titled The Time of Small Berries. And Peter van 

Heerden and his side-kick Andre Laubscher were in it too. 

It was a celebration, a feast, with the main focus being on culture and although I did not alwa

ys enjoy it, well I hardly did at all while I was there, it is starting to 

make more sense and I find myself thinking about: “What is culture?” Hell, even going to the 

Dance Umbrella is a culture. It’s certainly part of my culture. 

 

STREAMING: Peter van Heerden with corn while Sello Pesa pisses into a bucket, a scene 

reminiscent of Reitz hostel PICTURE: JOHN HOGG 

I missed the part of the piece where Pesa pissed into a bucket, the same bucket where later 

some slices of the cooked meat was thrown into  – and which he ate. “A reference to Reitz 

hostel at Free State University,”explained a friend, which was why Pesa  was dressed half as 

a as a domestic worker and half as a Voortrekker woman in a kappie while SA president 

Thabo Mbeki’s I am an African speech played on. 

There was also a chicken, or chickens, running around, lots of corn been thrown around and 

plates broken – a reference to Greek culture? – while in the centre of the backstage area of the 

Dance Factory, where the audience sat, was a large table, laid formally with starched 

serviettes.I volunteered to be one of the people at the table but didn’t end up participating. 

Laubscher started a conversation about what culture what is. I got annoyed. It was contrived. 

There were plants set in to say specific things about culture. What got to me – and made me 

dislike it – was right at the beginning when Laubscher asked another “volunteer” what we 

were celebrating, what the time of the small berries was, and the volunteer replied it was a 

great day in Joburg and we were celebrating that  and Laubscher rebuked him saying did he 

realise some children were going to be raped that night? Why can’t one be happy, I 



wondered. It felt forced, trying to force the conversation to be about culture. I stared at the 

roller door leading to the spitroast outside and felt trapped. 

 

REITZ LINGERS: Sello Pesa eats spit roast meat from the bucket in which he has urinated 

At one point Pesa wound a green hosepipe around Van Heerden who was sitting on a fold-up 

garden chair, who then pulled himself along the ground, writhing. An image of torture. 

Political crimes I thought. 

Although it was intriguing to be part of a small gathering, to be part of a group of people who 

spent a different form of Sunday evening, and certainly one which was different from the 

Naledi theatre awards taking place at the State Theatre in Pretoria, The Time of Small 

Berries was more intriguing in retrospective than during the performance. 

The Time of Small Berries was not my favourite experience. I spent most of it hoping I 

would not get cut by a falling plate. But it was an active experience, rather than a bland, 

boring, passive show which passes one by, and as such it adds to the rich fabric of the Dance 

Umbrella. I also cannot stop thinking about it. So I guess it worked, right? And I now won’t 

miss another show by Sello Pesa, who has been dabbling in issues of identity and culture in 

his pieces for some time, and whose collaboration with Van Heerden was a fascinating 

development in that direction. 

 

DESECRATION: Sello Pesa trawls the scene of The Times of Small Berries. : 

 

I AM AN AFRIKANER: Sello Pesa reciting a version of Thabo Mbeki's "I am an African" 

speech while Andre Laubscher is in the background  

 

LET'S TALK, NOT DANCE: Andre Laubscher, in red, holds forth among the volunteers at 

the centre table in The Time of Small Berries  

 


