
BOPHUTHATSWANA 

Instructions from above 
THE veins of Semane Molotlegi contain some of the bluest blood in Africa. Her cousin was Sir 
Seretse Khama. Her husband is Chief Edward Lebone Molotlegi, chief of the 300 000-strong 

Bafokeng, on whose territory lies most of South Africa's platinum. Chief Molotlegi' s palace at 
Phokeng is distinguished by a magnified statue of a crocodile rising from a garden pool. A 

shaky relationship has existed for some time between the Bafokeng authorities and the 
Bophuthatswana government, as a result of which Chief Molotlegi is indefinitely abroad. In his 

absence, Mrs Molotlegi is responsible for aspects of the tribe's affairs. Here she sets out her 
side of a vexing story. 

HE Bafokeng Women's Club 
was formed for the betterment of 
our community. In basis, the 
membership is drawn from the 
women of Phokeng but, since 
one learns from other people, it 

was decided to provide associate member
ship to women who could help us and sup
port our ideals, without being a Mofokeng. 

Whilst the Club was started in 1970, it 
was only registered in 1983. There were 
very good reasons for this. We wished to 
avoid trying to run before we could walk; 
as this has been the downfall of so many 
organisations of similar nature. 

By 1980, with membership of 95 stal
warts, we had battled to show that our 
ideals could succeed; that we had purpose 
and we had joy in our work. The first 
creche helped to prove this. Within all this 
DEDICATION, we also had time for 
laughter - even if sometimes it was 
laughing at our mistakes- and the shar
ing of sisterhood. 

We were now geared for success and, 
following official registration, the mem
bership took a tremendous leap. Our hus
bands and menfolk were also very suppor
tive, because we seemed to be doing some
thing good, and well. Today, we boast a 
membership of 3000. 

Despite our efforts to show by deeds 
that we are solely a Welfare Organisation, 
we have had constant unfounded allega
tions directed at us by the State President 
of Boputhatswana. We have been accused 
of being members of the opposition 
Peoples Progressive Party (ie. our or
ganisation as whole) but no proof was ever 
brought forward. 

Even in the meetings to which we were 
summoned by His Excellency the Presi
dent we were not given a chance to state 
our side of the story. In any case when 
given a chance as it once happened to me, 

20-FRONTLINE, November 1988 

Mrs Molotlegi 

all what was expected from me was to 
answer questions only, and nothing else. 

These meetings left us feeling very 
much intimidated especially the closure of 
same. At one meeting the State President 
ended by saying "go and continue with 
your club but I will be in the mean time 
studying your constitution". Surely that 
must have been done before the registra
tion. Or is this some kind of message that 
he is giving us? But what? 

At another meeting after he accused us 
of misbehaviour and having heckled like 
politicians at a rally of his Party, he ended 
by saying "go but I tell you that your club 
will be investigated". 

How can one work nonnally, when you 
know that somewhere in the dark there are 
two big feet dangling above your head, 
waiting to crush you to the ground? This is 
how we felt. 

All these groundless accusations came 

to a head after the attempted coup d'etat of 
lOth February 1988. The abortive coup 
gave the State President a golden oppor
tunity to get us where he wanted. 

I personally am not a politician neither 
have I any interests in politics. My concern 
and love is for the development of our 
community especially the womenfolk. 
This seems to be a crime in 
Bophuthatswana for I was arrested and 
detained in February 1988. For the ten 
days that I spent at Rooigrond Prison I was 
never charged, neither did the police of
ficers who came to detain us (ie. my hus
band and I) read to us our rights, nor indi
cate what we were being arrested for. All 
they could say was "we have had instruc
tions from above to take you to Mmabatho 
immediately". 

Previous! y our passports had also been 
removed on instructions from above. 
These instructions from above landed us in 
prison. It is noteworthy that these police 
officers were Colonels. The question is 
how protected are the citizens of 
Boputhatswana if such high ranking of
ficers can act on instructions from above, 
irrespective of their intense training and 
grounding in law? 

While we were in prison, myself and 
the fifty one ladies with whom I shared a 
cell, we were full of anger, trying to figure 
out how such an injustice could just be left. 
We were all of one opinion to sue the 
police for the humiliation and the incon
veniences they had put us through. But 
after I was discharged and I got home, I felt 
that all I needed was peace, to get on with 
my life and work, and put that whole 
episode of my life behind me. 

After all, I argued and convinced 
myself, a coup is abnormal and abnormal 
things take place in the wake thereof. So I 
accepted my detention as part of that ab
normality. 
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