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The Live Art Arcade: A Eulogy at a Baptism.   
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(photography by Zivanai Matangi, courtesy of the Live Art Arcade) 
20 May 2025 
 
The Resurrection of Performance Art (Or the Illusion of Its Death) 
Performance art dies often. It is pronounced dead with the same solemnity reserved for a great 
artist’s passing, yet it refuses burial. Arcade2025, presented by the Live Art Arcade—a project 
initiated by Gavin Krastin and collectively curated with Alan Parker (performaturg), Evaan 
Jason Ferreira, and invited co-curators—arrives now in Johannesburg, not as a ghost, but as a 
body unwilling to be cremated. If we were expecting a funeral, we are instead met with a 
séance, a conjuring of something restless, something alive. 
 
Two nights before the show, we gathered around the dinner table, the conversation veering, as 
it always does, into the labyrinth of survival—how to create in an economy that only sees artists 
once they’ve been embalmed by time. The meal, like the talk, was rich, complex—layered with 
texture, yet punctuated by those safe, almost reflexive words: "bold," "unexpected." Words 
that tread lightly, cautious in their praise, as if to offer something that cannot be deemed too 
much. The man beside me muttered that it was too spicy. Performance art, too, is always too 
much or too little—too visceral for the bureaucrats, too sleek for the radicals, too disruptive for 
the censors, too self-indulgent for those seeking the drama of spectacle. I, however, prefer my 
performance art seasoned well. But as of late, it seems the art world’s spice cabinet has gone 
dry, offering only the faintest remnants of once-vibrant flavours. 
 
And then there is Gavin Krastin—artist, curator, and founding director—whose presence within 
the Live Art Arcade is undeniable, yet always in dialogue. He is part of a team that works 
through consultation and collectivity, guided not only by his vision but shaped equally by Alan 
Parker’s performaturgy, Ferreira’s co-direction, and the contributions of rotating co-curators. 
The Arcade is no one person’s to claim. It is both a spectacle and a sanctuary, a living entity 
that resists the stiffening grip of institutionalization. 
 
As we sat at dinner that evening, Krastin delivered his customary speech—grateful, of course, 
toward the Ministry of Sports, Arts, and Culture, which, naturally, was conspicuously absent. The 
state is never present at the table, but its fingerprints are all over the cutlery. You do not bite 
the hand that feeds you, especially when the hand has learned to remain unseen. 
 
The Geography of Performance: Maboneng and the Suburbs 
 

      
 
To perform in Johannesburg is to contend with its geography, with its history of division and 
spatial engineering. The migration of POPArt from Maboneng’s post-industrial chic to the 
suburban calm is more than a relocation—it is a shift in the coordinates of cultural power. 
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Maboneng, for all its claims to cosmopolitanism, was always a comfort—a curated version of 
the city, where white anxiety over Johannesburg’s CBD was soothed with rooftop bars and 
artisanal coffee. Performance art there was contained, edgy within reason. Now, in the suburbs, 
another layer of displacement takes hold. The suburban theatre space, historically the bastion 
of soft drama and polite provocation, is now asked to host the unruly, the unsanctioned, the 
volatile. 
 
The audience, as always, is revealing. A certain type of theatre crowd, self-consciously 
engaged, eager to be unsettled but within limits. White women in scarves. Funding bodies in 
sensible shoes. Young artists taking notes, eager to document transgression without transgressing 
themselves. And the question remains: who is watching? Who is being watched? Who, in this 
setup, is performing for whom? 
 
The Live Art Arcade thrives in these contradictions. Krastin, with his talent for manoeuvring, works 
alongside his collaborators not only as an artist but as a tactician—a team player in a practice 
where risk must be collectively held, and sometimes, collectively mitigated. He knows how to 
stretch a budget, how to keep a project afloat, how to package disruption in a language legible 
to institutions. If there is a hustle at play, it is a shared one—the art of ensuring that the work 
exists at all. 
 
The Eulogy That Refuses to Be Read 
Let us, if we must, mourn performance art. Let us grieve its absorption into institutions, its dilution 
into grant-friendly “projects,” its transformation into something legible enough to be funded but 
tame enough not to cause trouble. Let us lament the loss of spaces—the warehouses, the squats, 
the ungovernable zones—replaced by carefully managed cultural precincts with PR-approved 
"edginess." 
 
But. 
 
If performance art is dead, why does it still cut? Why does it still, in moments, twist like a blade 
in the gut? Because its greatest trick is its refusal to stay buried. It dies and returns, sharper, 
angrier, newly unpredictable. 
 
The Live Art Arcade, if it is a tomb, is one from which something is hatching. 
 
The Next Act (Or The Exit Route) 
What performance art needs now is not more funding proposals, not more carefully staged 
"radicality." It needs artists who take risks without rehearsing them first. It needs audiences who 
are not there for the wine, but for the wound. It needs spaces that are not just venues but 
provocations—cracks in the façade, places that disrupt the ways we are meant to move, gather, 
see. 
 
Until then, we have the curry. And the speeches. And the uneasy sense that performance art is 
being tamed. But if the Live Art Arcade is anything, it is a refusal—a refusal to go quietly, to 
conform, to be boxed in by institutional expectations. What follows is not an elegy, but a 
defence—a case for the Arcade as a space where performance art, against the odds, is not 
only surviving but finding new ways to live. 
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ROU: Marlon Pokpas and the Brutal Elegance of Endurance 
 

      
 
The Pig and the Performance: A Grotesque Baptism 
There is something deeply unsettling about a pig’s head. It is at once comic and tragic, absurd 
and sacramental. It grins, but it does not smile. Marlon Pokpas understands this. His ROU—
emblazoned across pamphlets with the flair of a nightclub promoter—features a pig’s head 
bedazzled in “flamboyant jewellery,” a queer Damien Hirst if Hirst had less formaldehyde and 
more guts. The pig is not the centre-piece, though; it lurks on the reverse of a canvas, a sly 
subversion of expectation. This is not art as commodity, but art as confrontation. 
 
Pokpas performs in a red room—a space of intimacy, of vulnerability—standing barefoot on 
shattered champagne glass from Paarl. The symbolism is almost too precise: the dop system, 
where Cape winelands labourers were paid in alcohol, their bodies broken to fuel colonial 
celebration. The glass is both land and legacy, the fractured ground on which coloured identity 
is built. And there Pokpas stands, inflating balloons—half-full, taut, bursting—while a projector 
flickers with images of dead pigs. The effect is visceral. This is not endurance as spectacle; it is 
endurance as archaeology, digging into the rot beneath South Africa’s glittering surface. 
 
Audiences familiar with Gavin Krastin’s Pig Headed (2016) might recall him reading the South 
African Bill of Rights to a pig’s head before cutting his feet with a blade. While Pokpas never 
references Krastin directly, the balloon, the pig, the bare feet—these echo like trauma through 
a lineage of queer performance. Where Krastin's act is sharp, deliberate violence, Pokpas gives 
us slow rupture. His blood remains off-stage, but the wound is no less real. 
 
Blood and Balloons: The Lineage of Pain 
Performance art, at its core, is a test of limits. Tracey Rose urinates on the West Bank Barrier 
wall that separates Palestine and Israel. Steven Cohen danced in a sjambok-lined tutu. William 
Pope.L crawled through Manhattan in a Superman suit, grinding his knees to pulp. Marina 
Abramović let an audience hold a gun to her head. These artists did not perform pain; they 
negotiated with it. Pokpas belongs to this lineage. 
 
The balloons are the perfect metaphor. They are fragile, temporary, threatening to pop at any 
moment—much like the bodies of those who endure. The champagne glass is not just a prop; it 
is a historical residue. Every step Pokpas takes is a re-enactment of the dop system’s violence, 
a refusal to let that history lie quietly in the past. This is performance art that does not ask for 
empathy but demands complicity. You cannot watch without feeling the glass. 
 
Celebration as Exploitation: The Double-Edged Sword 
Champagne is the ultimate contradiction. It is the drink of weddings and wars, of toasts and 
treaties. Pokpas forces us to sit with this duality. The glass beneath his feet is from Paarl—a 
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region built on exploited labour, now repackaged as luxury. The pig, too, is a loaded symbol: 
livestock, food, but also a creature of grotesque intelligence, often sacrificed without ceremony. 
 
The balloons, in their varying states of inflation, mirror the cycles of grief and celebration. Life 
is not linear; it is a series of inflations and deflations, of moments stretched to breaking point. 
Pokpas does not offer resolution. He offers tension. 
 
The Essence of Performance: If You Aren’t Willing to Bleed, Go Paint 
There is a reason performance art terrifies institutions. It cannot be hung on a wall, catalogued, 
or easily sold. It exists in the body, in the moment, in the risk. Pokpas’ ROU is a reminder of this 
radical potential. It is not enough to represent suffering; one must embody it. 
 
The great performance artists have always understood this. Abramović’s Rhythm 0 was not about 
the knife or the gun; it was about the audience’s capacity for cruelty. Pope.L’s crawls were not 
about endurance; they were about the absurdity of the American Dream. Pokpas’ ROU operates 
in the same register. It is not about the pig, the balloons, or even the glass. It is about what 
happens when you force an audience to stand in the shards with you. 
 
The Corpse That Grins 
Performance art is not dead. It cannot die, because it is the art of the body, and bodies—no 
matter how broken—keep moving. Pokpas’ ROU is proof. It is grotesque, beautiful, unsettling, 
and utterly necessary. 
 
The pig’s head grins from the pamphlet, mocking us. It knows something we don’t: that the best 
performance art doesn’t just make you look. It makes you feel. And if you’re not willing to bleed 
for that, then yes—go fucking paint. 
 
 
The Treadmill and the Tank: On Toby iMpendulo kaNgomana's RUN 359 
 

      
 
The Privilege of Running in Place 
Toby iMpendulo kaNgomane calls himself a "mover." One might even—generously—call him a 
"shaker," though what exactly he’s shaking loose remains intriguingly unresolved. His RUN 359, 
a four-hour durational performance in which he jogs on a treadmill while narrating his 
experience, is less a spectacle than a provocation—a gesture that invites as much contemplation 
as it does frustration. 
 
kaNgomane, a trained performer with a background in Drama from Rhodes University, brings 
an embodied sensitivity to the piece. His voice—steady, deliberate—guides the viewer through 
biomechanical rhythms and the internal monologue of a body in motion. Yet one wonders: is this 
an act of artistic revelation, or simply a feat of bodily persistence? 
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At first glance, RUN 359 appears deceptively simple. A Black man jogs in place atop a 
treadmill, framed beneath a gazebo in Johannesburg’s affluent northern suburbs. It is a visually 
charged setup, brimming with implied symbolism: the treadmill, often dismissed as a bourgeois 
contraption of static progress, becomes a stage for reflection on movement, labour, and stasis. 
The metaphor is immediate, perhaps even too immediate—so neatly self-contained it risks 
foreclosing deeper inquiry. 
 
And yet, the work’s refusal to explicate itself becomes part of its critical terrain. 
 
Stillness as Strain: The Politics of Movement 
In South Africa, where histories of dispossession, forced migration, and spatial injustice remain 
unresolved, the act of running in place on expensive equipment in a wealthy neighbourhood 
does not go unnoticed. The image is ripe: a Black body exerting itself within a system that 
promises progress but offers none. The treadmill becomes a cruel mirror—of capitalism’s 
illusions, of endurance as necessity rather than choice, of mobility without real movement. 
 
But RUN 359 does not spoon-feed these interpretations. Instead, it allows metaphor to emerge 
ambiently. kaNgomane’s narration drifts between personal meditation and technical detail—
rarely, if ever, tipping into overt critique. Some may find this elliptical approach frustrating, 
longing for more political bite. Others may appreciate the work’s quiet insistence on ambiguity, 
its unwillingness to perform rage for a presumed audience. 
 
The Ghost of Allora & Calzadilla 
It’s impossible not to recall Allora & Calzadilla’s Track and Field (2011), where a sprinter ran 
atop an overturned military tank—a performance thick with urgency and critique. By 
comparison, kaNgomane’s treadmill appears domesticated, stripped of overt antagonism. The 
contrast invites questions: What happens when a potentially radical gesture is rendered 
meditative? Can introspection carry as much weight as confrontation? 
 
RUN 359 is not interested in spectacle. Unlike endurance performances that lean into 
extremity—where artists collapse, bleed, or scream—the work insists on restraint. kaNgomane 
does not invite voyeurism. He does not collapse. He simply runs. This is not the endurance of 
masochistic sacrifice but of quiet discipline. 
 
Still, restraint is a double-edged choice. In a medium so reliant on the stakes of bodily risk and 
audience discomfort, can discipline alone hold attention? Is stillness powerful, or simply safe? 
 
The Suburban Gaze 
To perform in Johannesburg’s northern suburbs is not neutral. These are spaces built on 
exclusion—symbols of privilege, and the soft violence of access. To run here, on a machine 
inaccessible to many, inevitably frames the work within the politics of class and spatial 
inequality. The performance does not directly address this context, but its staging makes such 
questions unavoidable. 
 
And then, there’s the viewer. The one watching. Waiting. Wondering. 
 
Perhaps the discomfort lies not in what kaNgomane does, but in what he refuses to do. He 
doesn’t collapse. He doesn’t rage. He doesn’t offer epiphany. And in this refusal, we are left to 
confront ourselves: our own inertia, our own desire for catharsis. Our expectations unmet. 
 
The Endurance of the Everyday 
RUN 359 may not “rupture” in the way endurance art traditionally does. It doesn’t reenact pain, 
or force transformation. But it may succeed in subtler terms: as a meditation on discipline, 
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repetition, and the quiet toll of living within systems that demand ceaseless motion and reward 
little progress. If it frustrates, perhaps that’s the point. If it feels like nothing “happens,” maybe 
it mirrors our lives too well. 
 
This is not a work of grand gestures, but of accumulation. Of sweat, breath, and pacing. Of a 
man moving—not forward, but consistently. In a world obsessed with productivity and spectacle, 
there’s something quietly radical in doing one thing, for four hours, without fanfare. 
RUN 359 doesn’t offer easy metaphors or dramatic payoff. But it does leave an echo: the sound 
of a body in motion, going nowhere—and refusing to stop. 
 
 
The Absurdist’s Redemption: On Huge Sillytoe and the Joy of Meaningless Mayhem in A 
Stormcloud Balanced on the Chin, Glistening like a Raspberry Mid-licking 
 

      
 
The Expatriate Jester 
Huge Sillytoe—a name so preposterous it could only be real—bursts onto the scene like a 
drunken uncle crashing a conceptual art symposium. That slight British accent, that glint of 
someone who knew London’s art scene would never take him seriously, so he fled to where 
absurdity might still find purchase—it’s all so perfectly, painfully self-aware. Our argument 
about performance art being "a crock of shit for theatre dropouts" was the most alive I’d felt 
all evening. He knew the Fluxus references were tired. He didn’t care. And that, against all 
odds, was the piece’s saving grace. 
 
The Mushroom Penis and Other Noble Failures 
Yes, the mushroom penis was obvious. Yes, the polystyrene cotton candy was a cheap cop-out. 
Yes, the whole thing reeked of a student who’d read too much about Kaprow and not enough 
about restraint. But then—then!—my wife leaned over and said, "He’s a cloud," and suddenly 
the entire ridiculous tableau snapped into focus. 
 
Not just any cloud. A storm cloud. A thunderhead on a skateboard, clashing cymbals like rolling 
thunder, shedding polystyrene flakes like rain that never falls. It was stupid. It was glorious. It 
was, against my better judgment, working. 
 
Fluxus Redux (But Fun This Time) 
The original Fluxus artists were, let’s be honest, a pretentious bunch. Their happenings were so 
concerned with Being Important that they often forgot to be interesting. Sillytoe’s genius—if we 
can call it that—was in recognizing that absurdity doesn’t need to justify itself. Where Yoko 
Ono demanded we contemplate her naked vulnerability, Sillytoe just wanted us to laugh at a 
grown man dressed as weather. 
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And laugh I did. Uproariously. Uncontrollably. The kind of laughter that comes when you realize 
the emperor isn’t just naked—he’s wearing kneepads made of carnival food. This wasn’t the 
tired nihilism of postmodernism; this was pure, unadulterated play. 
 
The Case for Meaningless Joy 
In an art world obsessed with trauma narratives and institutional critique, Sillytoe’s nonsense felt 
like a rebellion. The skateboard wasn’t a metaphor. The cymbals weren’t deconstructing 
anything. The cloud suit wasn’t commenting on climate change. It was just... silly. And in its silliness, 
it achieved something rare: it reminded us that art can be fun without being frivolous. 
 
Was it great art? Almost certainly not. But it was alive in a way that most performance art hasn’t 
been since the early days of the Judson Dance Theater. It didn’t make me think. It made 
me feel—specifically, it made me feel like a kid watching a particularly deranged episode 
of Pee-wee’s Playhouse. 
 
The Critic’s Mea Culpa  
I came to bury Huge Sillytoe, not to praise him. Yet here I am, disarmed by the sheer audacity 
of his idiocy. In a landscape choked with artists trying to, ‘Say Something Important’, his 
commitment to joyful stupidity was... radical. 
 
Perhaps the real critique wasn’t of the work, but of my own jaded expectations. After all, what’s 
more subversive in 2025 than an artist who doesn’t want to change the world—just ruin your 
serious art critic facade with a well-timed cymbal crash? 
 
Bravo, you ridiculous cloud man. May your polystyrene never melt. 
 
 
Brian Montshiwa’s Life Under the Matrix: Performance as Exorcism 
 

      
 
The Mad Hatter’s Decolonial Tea Party 
Brian Montshiwa enters wearing a jester’s cap emblazoned with the Union Jack—not as costume 
but as coronation. They arrive not merely as performer, but as the crowned court fool: the only 
one who dares speak truth to empire. “Welcome to the Berlin Conference, 1884,” they declare 
(the date correct, this critic’s memory embarrassingly not). With this opening gambit, Montshiwa 
channels the raw, unfiltered energy of South African performance at its most potent—that 
electric moment when artists like Tracey Rose stood on occupied ground, shredding Hatikvah on 
an electric guitar while Israeli soldiers looked on from a distance, and Steven Cohen turned 
queer bodies into chandeliers of pain. Like those radical predecessors, Montshiwa understands 
that in this country, all true performance must become exorcism. 
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There’s a particular ferocity to South African performance when it’s at its best—a willingness to 
use the body as both weapon and wound. The piece I own—a photographic relic from one of 
Montshiwa’s earlier performances where they staggered through Johannesburg’s business 
district in a tutu with a CRT television for a head—captured this same dangerous alchemy. That 
work, like this one, weaponized absurdity to confront the absurd violence of our social order. 
The television head broadcast static; the tutu mocked respectability politics. It was performance 
as cultural shamanism, a tradition Montshiwa now advances with their hopscotch cartography of 
colonial theft. 
 
The Body as Contested Territory 
What makes Montshiwa’s practice so vital is its refusal of easy categorisation. When they pull 
a white audience member into the performance, forcing them to wear a pink helmet and assist 
in marking the hopscotch grid, they revive the spirit of early protest art while completely 
reinventing its grammar. The hats lining the wall—Sesotho traditional wear alongside colonial 
pith helmets, construction hardhats paired with domestic worker’s doeks—become more than 
props; they are a physical archive of imposed identities. 
 
This is where Montshiwa’s work transcends mere spectacle and enters the realm of cultural 
exorcism. Each hat change—from British police helmet to poop emoji—performs the violent 
identity shifts forced upon Black bodies under successive regimes. The genius lies in how they 
make us complicit: we, the audience, become the arbiters of their movement, the judges of 
whether they’re “in” or “out,” just as colonial powers once drew arbitrary borders across the 
continent. 
 
The Game That Plays You 
The hopscotch grid transforms under Montshiwa’s feet into something far more sinister—a map 
of dispossession where the rules change with each toss of the stone. When they don the British 
police helmet and only move to former colonies, the piece achieves its most devastating clarity: 
colonialism as children’s game played with human lives. The moment they switch to the American 
flag fedora and simply walk through the grid (rules suddenly irrelevant to the new superpower), 
the work transcends performance and becomes prophecy. 
 
What separates Montshiwa from many of their contemporaries is their understanding of 
performance as lived epistemology. Unlike the sterile conceptualism plaguing much of 
contemporary art, their work remembers what the 1990s taught us: in South Africa, the body 
remains the most potent site of political resistance. When they whisper “hard work” to audience 
members while wearing a construction hat, they’re not just performing—they’re conjuring the 
ghosts of exploited labour that built this country. 
 
The Uncomfortable Truth of Exit 
That audience members (this critic included) eventually fled speaks to the work’s power. In 
forcing our complicity—as boundary markers, as rule enforcers, as witnesses—Montshiwa holds 
up a mirror to our continued participation in these systems. The brilliance of Life Under the Matrix 
lies in its refusal to offer catharsis or resolution. Like the colonial project itself, the game simply 
continues, the hats keep changing, and the only way out is to admit defeat and walk away. 
 
In an art world increasingly dominated by sanitised “social practice,” Montshiwa’s work reminds 
us what performance can be at its most essential—not representation, but reenactment; not 
commentary, but conjuring. They don’t perform for us—they perform us, our histories, our 
complicities. And like all great inheritors of South Africa’s performance tradition, they leave us 
no exit except the one we shamefully take. 
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Choruscore: Between Signal and Noise in Digital Performance 
 

      
 
The Emperor’s New Bandwidth – Reconsidered 
In the increasingly complex landscape of digital performance, Choruscore, a transcontinental 
collaboration between Andi Colombo and Naledi Majola, offers an ambitious engagement with 
the poetics and politics of connectivity. Presented as part of Arcade2025, the work explores 
choral collaboration across continents, using the internet not merely as a delivery mechanism but 
as a performative medium in its own right. While initial impressions may invoke scepticism—
particularly for those wary of art that leans heavily on digital form—the piece rewards viewers 
who are willing to engage with its textures of fragility, interruption, and mediated presence. 
 
Digital Communion or Glitch Aesthetic? 
The premise—two artists performing a “choral text” via internet—could easily be misconstrued 
as another example of Zoom-fatigue-era performance art. Yet Choruscore consciously leans into 
the imperfect architecture of digital communication. Rather than aiming for seamless connection, 
the work embraces fragmentation, delay, and stuttering as intrinsic aesthetic elements. Where 
a critical eye might once have seen technical failure, the curatorial reading reveals deliberate 
engagement with loss and echo as poetic strategies—an ephemeral unfolding of voice, time 
and space across unstable networks. 
 
A History of Digital Experimentation – Contextualized 
It’s tempting to compare Choruscore to the utopian gestures of early net.art or the radical 
experiments of Fluxus. Certainly, the echoes of Galloway and Rabinowitz’s Hole in Space [1980] 
or Roy Ascott’s La Plissure du Texte [1983] are present. Yet unlike these historic works, which 
often operated within the privileges of early adopters and institutional support, Choruscore 
foregrounds the inequities of contemporary digital access—especially within the Global South. 
In this sense, its glitches are not failures but signals: of infrastructural disparity, of uneven 
bandwidth, of the politics of connection in a digitally divided world. 
 
Reframing the ‘Northern Suburbs Problem’ 
Some critics have raised concerns about the piece’s contextual dissonance—particularly when 
situated in privileged urban spaces far removed from the digital precarity it thematizes. This 
tension is real. But Choruscore does not pretend to erase these contradictions; rather, it 
foregrounds them. The act of performing across digital divides is not presented as utopia but 
as struggle—technological, emotional, and political. When connectivity falters, it is not glossed 
over but amplified. The “chorus” becomes a metaphor not for unity but for asymmetry, and the 
work’s power lies precisely in this friction. 
 
Fibre and it’s Importance in a 21st Century Artist’s Diet 
It would be unfair to dismiss Choruscore as all fibre and no flavour. While it certainly does not 
provide the immediate gratification of more conventional stagecraft, its value emerges in slow 
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time. Its resonance lies not in spectacle but in suggestion. It is less like a gourmet meal and more 
like a whispered conversation across continents—one occasionally interrupted, often hard to 
hear, but always meaningful in its attempt. The aesthetic may be minimalist, even frustrating—
but it is also tender, brave, and insistently human. 
 
Terminal Connections: Echoes of the Digital Past 
Far from being a belated entry into a conversation that peaked in the 1990s, Choruscore 
situates itself in a lineage of digital experimentation while consciously updating its terms. It 
acknowledges the ghosts of net.art—Jodi.org [est. 1995], Shu Lea Cheang’s Brandon [1998–
99], Heath Bunting’s King’s Cross Phone-In [1994]—not to mimic them, but to reframe their 
concerns through the lens of contemporary inequity. In doing so, the piece resists both nostalgia 
and technophilia. It interrogates the digital not as a neutral tool, but as a terrain shaped by 
politics, power, and precarious human effort. 
 
Conclusion: A Poetic Reaching Across 
In a moment where digital art often teeters between empty formalism and uncritical techno-
optimism, Choruscore insists on a third path: one of poetic fragility, situated experimentation, 
and uneasy beauty. Its success is not measured by flawless transmission, but by its commitment 
to exploring what it means to reach for connection across distance, delay, and difference. It 
may not be the internet’s grand return to radicalism—but it is a quiet, persistent act of 
communion, and in our fractured present, that matters. 
 
 
Nqoba Boyi's Inherited Fatherhood: The Suit That No Longer Fits 
 

      
 
The Weight of Empty Fabrics 
Nqoba Boyi enters a room illuminated by the cold, flickering light of electric candles—those 
sad simulacra of flame that promise warmth but deliver only the clinical glow of performance. 
This is the first masterstroke of Inherited Fatherhood: the fake candle as metaphor for inherited 
masculinity itself. We are given the iconography of warmth, protection, guidance—all the 
mythologies of fatherhood—but the light is battery-operated, the ritual hollowed out. 
 
The suits come next. Not worn, but dissected. Boyi methodically dismantles them—sleeves 
severed at the elbow, trousers bifurcated, lapels peeled back like skin—before arranging the 
fragments on a trembling central structure. The reference to Can Themba's The Suit (1963) is 
unavoidable. In that devastating story, a husband punishes his wife's infidelity by forcing her to 
host her lover's abandoned suit as a permanent guest—an empty vessel of shame that slowly 
poisons their marriage. Boyi inverts this: his suits are not weapons, but wounds. 
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The Architecture of Collapse 
What makes Boyi's work so potent is its structural anxiety. The centerpiece—that rickety tower 
of dismembered formalwear—teeters like Johannesburg's mine dumps: monuments to extracted 
labour that could collapse at any moment. When he places another suit fragment atop the 
structure, one half-expects the whole edifice to crumble, just as South African masculinity has 
crumbled under the weight of its own contradictions. 
 
The parallel to Themba's story deepens here. Where The Suit exposed the rot beneath 
apartheid-era respectability politics, Boyi exposes the void at the heart of post-apartheid 
fatherhood. These are not just suits—they are the ghosts of men who worked mines they didn't 
own, raised children they rarely saw, wore respectability like armour against a system designed 
to strip them of it. That the performance occurs in near-darkness (save for those mocking electric 
candles) only heightens the sense of groping blindly through inherited trauma. 
 
The Cut That Keeps Cutting 
Boyi's act of cutting is where the work transcends metaphor. These aren't the clean incisions of a 
tailor, but the jagged tears of someone performing surgery without anaesthesia. The suits—still 
recognizable despite their mutilation—hang like skins shed by some unseen violence. One thinks 
of William Kentridge's Shadow Procession (1999), where silhouettes carry the detritus of history 
on their backs. Boyi's suspended fragments achieves something far more urgent: they are the 
unfinished business of generations.  

Boyi's destruction of suits is where the work leaves Kentridge's shadow puppetry in the dust. 
Where Kentridge gives us the polite metaphor—his silhouettes marching in orderly melancholy, 
their suffering rendered palatable for museum audiences—Boyi delivers the visceral reality. 
These are not clean, artistic incisions, but violent, unpretty tears—the kind made by teeth when 
hands aren't enough. Kentridge's Shadow Procession (1999) allows viewers to admire historical 
trauma from a safe distance, its aestheticized grief as carefully composed as a gallery lighting 
scheme. Boyi, by contrast, forces us to witness masculinity unravelling in real time, the threads of 
inheritance snapping under tension. 

The brilliance lies in what Boyi doesn't do. He never wears the suits properly. Instead, he drapes 
fragments over his head like grotesque crowns, or lets them cling to his shoulders like half-
remembered responsibilities. This is fatherhood as inherited costume—ill-fitting, already fraying 
at the seams before one even tries it on. 
 
The Suit We Can't Return 
The fake candlelight flickers. The structure sways. A sleeve falls. This is the devastating truth 
of Inherited Fatherhood: like Themba's suit, these garments cannot be discarded, only endured. 
Boyi's performance understands what South African literature has long known—that the 
tragedies of our fathers are not heirlooms we can refuse, but suits we must alter while still 
wearing. 
 
What elevates the work above mere lament is its quiet suggestion of reconstruction. By cutting 
the suits apart only to rearrange them, Boyi hints at the painful possibility of refashioning 
masculinity itself—not through grandiose gestures, but through the daily, durational work of 
stitching something new from what history has left us. 
 
The electric candles will eventually die. The batteries always do. But the suits—those tattered, 
stubborn remnants—will remain. Like Themba's story, like fatherhood itself, they are inheritances 
we neither chose nor can escape. Boyi's genius is making us feel the weight of that truth in our 
bones. 
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Red Architecture: Blood in the Neon Light 
 

      
 
The Menstrual Industrial Complex 
Let us begin with the tampons. Four hundred of them, strung together under black light like some 
grotesque fertility garland—each one representing both necessity and luxury in a country where 
schoolgirls still miss out on their educations due to patriarchal governmental neglect. Thabile 
Rala-rala's Red Architecture forces this contradiction into the open with all the subtlety of a 
bloodstain on cream linen. Yes, it's on-the-nose. Good. The female body has never been 
afforded the luxury of metaphor. 
 
The piece initially scans as feminist art bingo: lumo paint? Check. Black light dramatics? Check. 
A literal string of tampons dangling like avant-garde Christmas lights? One can almost hear the 
groans from critics who've endured one too many white feminist performances featuring pubic 
hair and whispered monologues about "the female experience." But Rala-rala's work cuts 
deeper than the usual gallery-variety vulva worship. Where Judy Chicago's The Dinner 
Party (1979) turned menstruation into porcelain kitsch, Red Architecture makes it feel like a crime 
scene—one we're all complicit in. 
 
The Worms in the Wretched of the Earth 
The comparison to Nolan Oswald Dennis’s Garden for Fanon (2021) sprung to mind. Where 
Rala-rala’s tampons indict systemic neglect through their very presence, Dennis’s work—letting 
earthworms consume pristine copies of The Wretched of the Earth—reeks of art-school pretension 
masquerading as radical critique. It’s a cheap metaphor executed at staggering expense: books 
that could stock libraries instead devoured in some bourgeois ritual of anti-capitalist theater.  

Rala-rala’s tampons do not fall into this pitfall, as they force us to confront a material reality—
Dennis’s worms merely perform intellectual decay for an audience already convinced of their 
own enlightenment. One work exposes an actual societal wound. The other is just conceptual 
posturing with a receipt. 
 
Rala-rala’s triumph is in her refusal of such empty gestures. Her tampons aren’t destroyed for 
symbolism; they’re displayed as evidence. The difference between the two works is the 
difference between critique and cliché. One belongs in a gallery. The other should be studied 
by anyone claiming to make "political art" without the politics. 

The Blood We Don't See 
What saves Red Architecture from didacticism is its emotional core. Beneath the fluorescent 
spectacle lies something quieter and more devastating—a recognition that menstruation remains 
one of the last great taboos precisely because it reminds us of the body's stubborn, unglamorous 
vitality. The "sad music" beneath the neon isn't just background noise; it's the sound of a culture 
that still treats menstruation as either shameful secret or feminist talking point, never just... fact. 
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Rala-rala avoids the traps of so much feminist art by refusing both reverence and revulsion. The 
tampons aren't sacred relics. They're not shock tactics. They're just there—visible, unavoidable, 
strung up like laundry. In this sense, the work has more in common with Doris 
Salcedo's Shibboleth (2007) than any Vagina Monologues-adjacent performance. Both force us 
to confront the cracks in our collective facade. 
 
The Stain That Won't Wash Out 
Ultimately, Red Architecture succeeds where so many feminist works fail: it makes discomfort 
productive. The initial repulsion—at the waste, at the garishness, at the sheer audacity of 
displaying tampons as art—gives way to a more uncomfortable realization. Our squeamishness 
says more about us than the work ever could. 
 
That the piece is both "fucking beautiful" and "devastatingly painful" isn't a contradiction. It's 
the whole point. Menstruation has always been this duality—life source and social stain, creative 
force and capitalist commodity. Rala-rala doesn't resolve the tension. She strings it up in neon 
and makes us stare. 
 
The white pube critics will call it obvious. The NGO types will fret about "wasted resources." 
Good. Let them squirm. Great art doesn't comfort—it confronts. And Red Architecture does so 
with more intelligence and integrity than a decade's worth of tasteful vulva prints combined. 
Sometimes, the most radical act is simply to show the blood on the walls. 
 
 
Nokuthula Mabuza’s Grain and Fibre: An Archive of Holding – The Radical Intimacy of Unseen 
Labor 
 

      
 
The Weight of the Ephemeral 
Nokuthula Mabuza’s Grain and Fibre: An Archive of Holding sneaks up on you. At first glance, it 
appears deceptively simple—maize bag fibers, unspooled and rewoven, suspended in space 
like whispered secrets. But then, almost against your will, it pulls you into its quiet gravity. This is 
not performance as spectacle, nor installation as monument. It is something far more radical: 
memory as an act of preservation, labour as an act of love. 
 
The materials themselves carry the weight of history—discarded bags, the kind used by 
gardeners and construction workers to haul rubble and dead grass, remnants of labour that is 
both essential and invisible. Mabuza does not sanitize them. She transforms them, not into 
symbols, but into vessels. Each fiber, carefully unravelled and rewoven, becomes a thread in a 
larger tapestry of collective memory. The effect is staggering in its intimacy. You do not simply 
observe this work; you are held by it. 
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The Stitch as Archive 
Mabuza’s process is durational, but not in the way we’ve come to expect from performance 
art—no grand gestures, no endurance for endurance’s sake. Instead, she engages in the slow, 
deliberate act of weaving, a ritual that mirrors the unseen labour of generations of women who 
stitched together survival from scraps. The audio component—soft, murmuring, just on the edge 
of comprehension—does not narrate but accompanies, like the hum of a grandmother working 
late into the night. 
 
The lighting, as noted, is stunning, but not in the way that demands attention. It is subtle, almost 
reverent, casting shadows that shift like memories half-remembered. The installation does not 
shout its importance; it insists on it through sheer presence. 
 
The Sterility of the Catalogue (And the Failure of Art Speak) 
And then, the catalogue. 
 
Here lies the great irony: a work so deeply rooted in tactile, lived experience is described in 
language so academic it verges on self-sabotage. The artist statement, nestled beside the wine 
table, reads like a thesis abstract—sterile, detached, at odds with the warmth of the piece itself. 
When asked why she chose to frame something so visceral in such clinical terms, but the truth is, 
the work needs no justification. It speaks for itself, in a language far more potent than art theory. 
 
The Unseen Labor of Remembrance 
What makes Grain and Fibre so extraordinary is its refusal to perform its own importance. Unlike 
so much contemporary art that strains for relevance through shock or spectacle, Mabuza’s piece 
is content to exist—to endure—as a quiet testament to the labour that goes unnoticed until it is 
gone. The fibers, once utilitarian, now fragile, ask us to consider what we discard, what we 
preserve, and who gets to decide. 
 
This is not just a work about memory. It is memory itself—fragile, persistent, and alive. 
 
The Art of Holding 
In an art world obsessed with the new, the loud, the instantly consumable, Mabuza’s Grain and 
Fibre is a radical act of resistance. It does not demand your attention; it earns it. It does not 
lecture; it remembers. And in doing so, it achieves what so much art strives for but rarely attains: 
the feeling of being seen, of being held, of being part of something far greater than yourself. 
 
The fibers will fray. The memories will fade. But for now, in this space, they remain—tender, 
relentless, and utterly unforgettable. 
 
 
The Live Art Arcade – A Triumphant Middle Finger to the Art World’s Bullshit 
The Live Art Arcade is a goddamn miracle. Not because it is flawless—it isn’t—but because it 
exists at all in an art world hell-bent on sanitizing, commodifying, and declawing anything that 
threatens the market’s delicate sensibilities. It should not work. By all accounts, it should have 
been suffocated by suburban sterility, strangled by bureaucratic funding obligations, or 
drowned in the lukewarm puddle of institutional compromise. And yet, here it is: raw, unruly, 
and fucking triumphant. 
 
Let’s be clear—this is not a victory of the system, but a victory in spite of it. The Live Art Arcade 
thrives because it is held up by a fiercely committed collective—a team that refuses the 
deadened logic of cultural gatekeeping. At its heart is Gavin Krastin, founding director and a 
driving force behind the Arcade’s aesthetic courage. But the curatorial vision doesn’t end with 
him. It unfolds in conversation—with Alan Parker, the Arcade’s resident performaturg (a 
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dramaturg of performance, and yes, that neologism is entirely the point); with Evaan Jason 
Ferreira, co-director; and with an evolving network of collaborators, artists, and guest co-
curators who shape the Arcade as a shared act of world-making. 
 
This is the triumph of the Arcade: not that it is perfect, but that it is necessary. It is a space where 
Marlon Pokpas can stand barefoot on shattered glass and make us feel the weight of history 
pressing into our skin. Where Nqoba Boyi can slice through the hollow costumes of inherited 
masculinity and leave them dangling like open wounds. Where even the failures—the missteps, 
the indulgences—are at least honest failures, not focus-grouped pandering.  
 
Arcade2025, presented by the Live Art Arcade, doesn’t pander. It does not ask permission. It 
doesn’t beg the market for legitimacy. Instead, it gives us Brian Montshiwa reenacting colonial 
theft through hopscotch. It gives us Nokuthula Mabuza weaving memory from discarded maize 
bags. It gives us Thabile Rala-rala forcing us to confront the tampons society pretends don’t 
exist. 
 
Yes, suburbia is such a drag. Yes, sometimes performers don’t land on their feet. Yes, the art 
world’s fingerprints are all over it, trying to stuff it into a box labelled “radical but palatable.” 
But the miracle is that this team keeps fighting. That the collective behind the Arcade would 
rather risk collapse than curate comfort. That in a landscape overrun with art designed to be 
bought, sold, and forgotten, there are still people mad enough to make work that matters. 
 
The Live Art Arcade is not just an exhibition. It’s a battleground. And right now, against all odds, 
the good guys are winning. 
 
Let the market keep its trophies. 
 
We’ll take the blood on the floor. 
 

 
__________ 


