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WELCOME to you all and to our international visitors, welcome to Cape Town and to South Africa, the country of which the British historian Arnold Toynbee once said “… is a crucible in which the world’s problems will be solved … or not solved.” It is a fascinating, if not, challenging thought. 
The theme of this congress PSYCHIATRY: INTERGRATIVE CARE FOR THE COMMUNITY was born out of the realization that the foundations of what Archbishop Desmond Tutu in 1994, called our Rainbow Nation – reconciliation, transformation and integration - have not been completed and in some instances, not even undertaken as yet. For many, in this country, the words have lost their sense of meaning. Transformation has become confused with entitlement. Reconciliation and integration has been equated to the simplistic notion of “forgive and forget” … forgetting about the past, getting on with the new. This of course, is impossible. No new society is ever built on the basis of forgetting, of putting the past behind us. Think about it: memories are a neurological phenomenon. Hard wired, the past does not let us go. Time is remembered not according to clocks and calendars, but according to our EXPERIENCE of time. Our experiences shape our sense of reality … our sense of identity. “Forgiveness” said Kennedy Odede, the unofficial mayor of Kibera – Nairobi’s largest slum, “... does not erase the past, it creates a space for the future …” 

It is in this light that the task of reconciliation, transformation and integration is not confined to South Africa. If recent political elections and events world wide are anything to go by, then these three words are a distant dream. Our world is presently, deeply divided. Prejudice, paranoia, self-serving motivation is a sad indictment on societies that regard themselves as civilized. 
What does this have to do with psychiatry? Think about it. Is reconciliation, transformation and integration not central to our work as psychiatrists? Is it not in our training or calling to recognise and to assist those who are deeply divided in themselves toward a more meaningful and personal sense of integration, relationship and belonging in their lives? Is it not true that what we wish most for our patients, if not cure, is at the very least, a prognosis of RECOVERY … a homecoming and a warm welcome home? Herein lies the twist. It is relevant to the theme of this congress.  
Why has the three-worded process of reconciliation, transformation and integration been so slow? As psychiatrists, are we asking too much and too soon? Are we asking the impossible? Perhaps we are and there may be a good reason for this. Could it be, many of our patients are returning not to a homecoming but to divided, disjointed families and communities? And if so, are we missing something in the three-worded formula for a creative, more meaningful future for our country? I believe there is. It hinges on the double meaning of the word, remembering... remembering as in NOT forgetting and remembering as in RE-MEMBERING … putting memories together again in a more meaningful way. In other words, whoever and wherever you are, remembering comes first … then the re-membering process:  reconciliation, transformation, integration. Without it, what follows is hollow and worse … it becomes jargon. Allow me to put this into a psychiatric perspective.    

As psychiatrists we are no longer obliged to take the pulse of our patients. I think we have lost something here. However, I believe we are obliged to keep our fingers on the pulse of the societies in which we live and work. As it is with every patient, the pulse of every community, every society and every nation is felt and interpreted through its stories, its narrative. Every patient has his or her “once upon a time”. The same goes for every society, every nation. Whether it be through spoken language, song, poetry or dance, our stories must be remembered, they must be heard and finally, they must be re-membered, put together again in a way that they can be integrated, lived and relived within a renewed, mature sense of history. This is what transformation is about.  This is what healing is about. 

It is now time to move on … not to put the past behind us, but to share with you the potency of poetry, music and dance in the reshaping of the South African narrative. It begins with a remarkable story. It is about a woman, a South African ‘Khoisan’ woman. Her name was Sarah Baartman. Born in 1789, she worked as a slave in Cape Town. She was “discovered” by a Dr William Dunlop, a British ship’s surgeon who invited her to accompany him to London. His motives were opportunistic. Dubbed as the ‘Hottentot Venus’, a small woman with unusually large buttocks and genitalia, she was paraded in London and later, in Paris as a scientific curiosity … a human freak ... an example of black anatomical inferiority to that of nineteenth century Europeans. She died in France at the age of 25 ... miles and miles away from home. Her brain and genitalia were removed and bottled, where, for 160 years they were displayed alongside a plaster cast of her body at the Paris Museum of Mankind. The display was removed in 1974.
The story does not end there. In 1994, President Nelson Mandela requested that her remains be returned to South Africa. It was easier said than done. And then, In 1998 Diana Ferrrus, a poet of Khoisan descent, wrote a poem for Sarah Baartman. It began: “I have come to take you home…” It had a powerful impact. It was a catalyst for helping to bring Baartman home. Dr Willa Boezak, a Khoisan activist had this to say: “It took the power of a woman, through a simple, loving poem, to move hard politicians into action.” Her remains, after 187 years, were finally laid to rest not far from her place of birth in the Eastern Cape on South Africa’s National Women’s Day - 9th August 2002. I believe the story of Sarah Baartman, for who she is, for who she was and for what she represents, has something to with you and me ... 
Please welcome Diana Ferrus to share with you her moving poem and tribute to Sarah Baartman. 

“A Poem For Sarah Baartman”
“I’ve come to take you home –home, remember the veld?

the lush green grass beneath the big oak trees

the air is cool there and the sun does not burn.

I have made your bed at the foot of the hill,
your blankets are covered in buchu and mint,
the proteas stand in yellow and white
and the water in the stream chuckle sing-songs
as it hobbles along over little stones.

I have come to wretch you away –
away from the poking eyes
of the man-made monster
who lives in the dark
with his clutches of imperialism
who dissects your body bit by bit
who likens your soul to that of Satan
and declares himself the ultimate god!

I have come to soothe your heavy heart
I offer my bosom to your weary soul
I will cover your face with the palms of my hands
I will run my lips over lines in your neck
I will feast my eyes on the beauty of you
and I will sing for you
for I have come to bring you peace.

(After the poem, the audience were treated to a beautiful rendition of the African song “Thula Mama”. This was followed by a high-powered display of dancing by the Indoni Dance Group and for which they received a standing ovation.   
CONCLUSION: 

Arnold Toynbee may be right. South Africa, with its present restless, yet broad social spectrum of colours, languages, stories and talent, could well be the crucible in which the world’s problems will be solved or not solved. If we can’t get it together, then who can? Let this be a personal challenge. 

I am proud to be a psychiatrist in this country. It has given me so much. As you have seen from this incredible team of dancers, we can turn anything into music. I have learned a lot about myself from my work with my patients. In particular, I have learned that the identity we seek for ourselves as individuals, is impossible to define outside of our relationships, not only human to human, but to the landscapes, the animals, the rivers and forests in our lives. Bound by a common DNA language and narrative of life on Earth, who and what would we be without them? Who, and what would we be without our stories? 

In closing, I would like to share with you a poem I have written. It is for my patients. It is called: HOMECOMING.

You have come this far … 
keep moving … don’t turn back. 
No one can hold the meaning of your story, 
no one the measure of your pain. 
Hold instead what lives 
behind the masks of your own making … 
the undiscovered music of your wild name. 
Remember … every tumble, every turn 
on your twisting path 
is a dance within a living church of memories …
a narrative of dreams, colours, 
blood and bone, 
in which the masks of our history 
are undone.                                                 
