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Ubuntu is very difficult to render into a Western language. When we want to give high praise to someone we say, “Yu unobuntu”; “Hey, so-and-so has ubuntu.” Then you are generous, you are hospitable, you are friendly and caring and compassionate. You share what you have. 
-- Archbishop Desmond Mpilo Tutu
My daughter after accepting to become your head of school told me recently, trying to twist my arm to come and address you:

I find the ubuntu foundation of the school profound and even sacred and both my spirit and intellect are deeply compelled to attend to that with great care.

My children always pretend to consult me whenever, in fact, they instruct me to do something. I came to address you, first, because she was not asking me anyhow – she would not have taken “No” for an answer – she was telling me and, second, because I agree with her sentiments about ubuntu as a sacred and profound construct.
The concept is, of course, enshrined in the expression:
Umuntu ngumuntu ngabantu (Nguni)

Motho ke motho ka batho (Sotho)

Munhu i munhu hi van’wana vanhu (Tsonga)

The point to bear in mind throughout this discussion is that the concept is not simply Nguni, although to avoid tedious repetition I shall use the Nguni expression. As educators, however, you should package the concept in terms with which every child can identify – minimally in the two African languages you offer at the school. That way it will be appropriated by most children at the school and assimilated by the rest, on their own terms. Ubuntu is a useful tool for building a teaching and learning community – indeed, for teaching and learning across the curriculum, as I intend to demonstrate.  

But where do I begin to talk about a subject – being a human being, for that is what in the final analysis ubuntu means – in which each person present is an expert? How do I differentiate ubuntu from the common heritage of human beings the world over? Indeed, ubuntu finds parallels in other worldviews globally. The Maori have manaakitanga, the Wurrundjeri have tandurrum, and the Maldivian have aoggartherikan to express one of the central tenets in ubuntu, which is generosity towards others, including and particularly complete strangers. Ubuntu also finds parallels in Latin – and I will come to that at the end! 
People who use ubuntu, therefore, to express cultural chauvinism propagate reverse cultural imperialism. They are as mistaken as those who dismiss ubuntu as an expression of the simplistic mind of the “Bantu” or as an exclusionary construct. Fear of a new form of cultural hegemony taking hold through the practice of ubuntu is not borne out by an examination of the concept in its unadulterated form. You can invoke ubuntu to break down the black/white/yellow/brown divide in our vastly polarised world. No one needs to feel left out among your staff and students. Ubuntu is colour blind – in fact, it reaches out more to those of other colours who may feel outsiders. It is a doctrine of universal acceptance based on common human traits; it breaks down barriers derived from the construction of self and otherness. But also if they manifest themselves, teach the differences – such as, for example, the fact that abantu would be taken aback to hear your charges sing: “Learning to love yourself is greatest love of all!” Among abantu love of self begins with love of others; it is conferred on you by others. 
It is common to speak of ubuntu and traditional culture from which ubuntu springs as static and fixed, incapable of evolving and incorporating new forms of consciousness. That, too, is a mistaken notion. The dynamism of ubuntu is testified to by the fact that it is already laying the foundation for the new South Africa, just as the values of ubuntu underpinned South Africa’s unfolding culture of liberation. 
Ubuntu also eschews competition in favour of collaboration among all parties, learners and facilitators alike.

My discussion, however, will simply assume most of this preliminary but important stuff I mention.
But where do I begin? No one can define ubuntu; one can only demonstrate its presence or absence in human affairs. What I propose to do, therefore, is to demonstrate expressions of ubuntu – or, indeed, its absence from the conduct of national affairs – by highlighting some significant events in the final fifty years of our long walk to freedom. 
I am by no means suggesting, however, that ubuntu is an invention of the past fifty years. The concept is as old as the hills. Our people and their institutions are products of a resilient culture that withstood between three and five centuries of some of the most gruesome oppression ever conceived by one group of people against another. Ubuntu is at the heart of their culture that colonialism, segregation and apartheid could suppress and distort but never eradicate. Ubuntu stands at the polar end of apartheid culture. Where apartheid culture was exclusive, unaccommodating, and life-denying; ubuntu is inclusive, accommodating, and life-giving. Whereas apartheid culture was incestuous and, therefore, moribund; ubuntu is capable of being transplanted from one era to the next to feed fruit to future generations. Nor can anyone understand the life-and-death preoccupation in this land with notions and structures of “accountability” and “transparency” and “fair play” – even if the beneficiaries are likely to be a bunch of political thugs – without deeply appreciating people’s understanding of the obligations that attach to leadership as passed down to them through the ages. 
Ubuntu should be intrinsic, too, to the construction and expression of ubufazi or isimame (womanhood/motherhood) that is often misunderstood if not demeaned, so I will begin my illustrations with demonstrations of ubufazi (“spouse” to ubuntu) in the context of this nation’s unfolding culture of liberation. Let me cherry-pick my illustrations from the past fifty years. 

On August 9 2006 we celebrated the 50th anniversary of the Women’s March to Pretoria, the seat of government, to protest the extension to African women of horrible laws that were called the pass laws. That was not the first attempt to extend passes to African women. In 1913, a similar effort in the Orange Free State was met with fierce resistance from the women and dropped instantly by the government.
Until the 1950s passes were carried by African men only over the age of 16. A man could be stopped by a policeman and asked to show his pass. If he couldn’t show it on the spot, even if he had forgotten it on the table as he walked out of his house, he could be arrested and sentenced to thirty days in prison or required to pay a fine of 30 British pounds (today that would be about R400). The pass showed where and for whom a man was allowed to work and controlled men’s movements in and out of the city. If a man was stopped by the police in Henley-on-Klip, even if he was only in Henley-on-Klip for a day to reclaim his late cousin’s corpse from the baas’s small holding – but his pass said he lived in Thohoyandou, Mthatha, or Phuthaditjaba – he could be arrested and sentenced to thirty days in prison or required to pay a fine of 30 British pounds. 

When a new law was passed requiring African women also to carry passes, the women said “No!” It was gross intrusion on and violation of ubufazi or isimame as universally understood and honoured. From every corner of the country, between 20 000 and 30 000 black women – joined by white women, brown women and yellow women – marched to Pretoria to make their views known to Prime Minister Hans Strijdom. Those other women of colour acted in solidarity with black women, in the true spirit of ubuntu that teaches that “I am because you are”. As you know, “I am because you are” is one of several translations of ubuntu. An extension of the philosophy is, in Sesotho, khosi ke khosi ka batho.  With these various sayings I come back to the obligations of leadership that I mentioned earlier among abantu and the precept that there can be no leadership without a people (democracy, consensus, collaborative decision-making, etc.). Like teachers, leaders must be centred among the people and be intimate with those they lead. No leader was ever greater than the people s/he serves. Strijdom and his kind did not understand these assumptions about the nature of leadership embedded in ubuntu. The women also understood, in ways Strijdom did not, that oppression is indivisible and like a double-edged sword cuts both ways. I will come back to that.

As the women marched to Pretoria, they sang the Song of the Women:

Wathint’ umfazi, wathint’ imbhokodo 

You touch a woman, you touch a pounding stone 

Strijdom, uzokufa!

Strijdom, you’ll die!

In case you think from their song that the women wanted to kill Strijdom, they didn’t – although two years later Strijdom died suddenly. But it wasn’t the fault of the women. Those who say the women were probably witches lie. Maybe Strijdom’s cruel, uncaring heart turned into a ball of worms. Who knows? He certainly had a bad heart – intliziyo embhi, pelo empe – and the human parts in him were missing. People used to say of him “Sies, akanabuntu!” or “hana botho!”
The women’s message, however, went beyond threatening to stone Strijdom. Imbhokodo is a stone women use traditionally to pound grain – such as corn (mmidi, umbhona) or sorghum (mabele, amazimbha). Without women, therefore, communities starve, shrivel (like Strijdom’s heart) and die. That is because women are the mainstay of society and heroines of continuance, who sustain life, making sure life continues from one generation to the next. Black women, white women, brown women, yellow women, women of all colours were also reminding us that a nation that destroys its women and children is a nation without a future. A nation of strong women is a strong nation. A chain is as strong as the weakest link; undermine women’s contribution to the well-being of society, you will surely shrivel (like Strijdom’s heart) and die as a people. Ubuntu teaches us to care for the most vulnerable in society – surely the central business of this remarkable institution and the raison d’etre for its existence – for as a nation we are as strong as the weakest of our people. Those people society mistakenly considers the weakest, like women, are really the strongest in society with the potential to propel society ahead and eliminate the blight of under-development. 

Building a new society using ubuntu requires the kind of solidarity the women cultivated. Solidarity becomes the corner stone from which common purpose grows. Principle is another useful building block: without occupying the high moral ground the women occupied one’s integrity and, therefore, one’s efficacy are compromised. We also learn from the women that how we conduct national affairs must translate into how we conduct community and personal and, indeed, professional affairs. A teaching sorority like yours needs to communicate by example the theory and practice of solidarity, high mindedness, integrity and efficacy. The sensitive radar all children possess never fails to pick up contradictions and dichotomy between ideal and reality. That is the reason most children are able to play one parent against the other. 
You cannot build a cohesive community of learners without building first a community of teachers on the foundations of ubuntu. You cannot build a community of effective educators either if your stock-in-trade is competition among yourselves rather than collaboration with one another. The on-going struggles of women and children in our land make all that manifestly clear. Their history is the gateway to making informed choices for themselves and their communities. Their history is also the measure of the spaces their people have traversed to get them where they are and the measure of how far society still needs to go on its unfinished quest for full emancipation. As celebrated poet and University of Cape Town Vice Chancellor Njabulo Ndebele puts it, “it is a blind progeny that acts without indebtedness to the past.” Teach the children their history that they may cultivate a historical consciousness early for its absence debilitates for life. Reintegrate them to their history and culture founded on the timeless, universal, and humanising values of ubuntu. What else does that history tell us?
Upon Strijdom’s death in 1958 another man who also failed to heed the message of the women and the lessons of ubuntu became prime minister. His name was Dr Hendrik Verwoerd. He had as little regard for ubuntu of other people as Hans Strijdom. But you cannot fight to destroy ubuntu of other people – that of your colleagues or your students – without destroying yourself in the process. I said oppression is indivisible. It is rather like the jailer who ends up being the jailed too! We will come back to that.
Verwoerd tightened the chains of oppression even more than Strijdom. People again rose up in protest – this time men and women. They wanted to do away for good with passes that had become badges of slavery. On March 21 1960 in many parts of the country they did what the women had done in 1956 and marched to police stations in their neighbourhoods to say “No to passes!” A few kilometres from Henley-on-Klip, in a township called Sharpeville, the people surrounded the police station to protest passes. Police opened fire. This is how the Anglican Bishop of Johannesburg Ambrose Reeves describes the gruesome episode:

Sixty-nine people were killed, including eight women and ten children, and of the 180 people who were wounded, thirty-one were women and nineteen were children. According to the evidence of medical practitioners it is clear that the police continued firing after the people began to flee: for, while thirty shots had entered the wounded or killed from the front of their bodies no less than 155 bullets had entered the bodies of the injured and killed from their backs. All this happened in forty seconds, during which time 705 rounds were fired from revolvers and stern guns. But whatever weapons were used the massacre was horrible. Visiting the wounded the next day in Baragwanath Hospital near Johannesburg, I discovered youngsters, women and elderly men among the injured. These could not be described as agitators by any stretch of the imagination. For the most part they were ordinary citizens who had merely gone to the Sharpeville police station to see what was going on. Talking with the wounded I found that everyone was stunned and mystified by what had taken place. They had certainly not expected that anything like this would happen. All agreed that there was no provocation for such savage action by the police. Indeed, they insisted that the political organisers who had called for the demonstration had constantly insisted that there should be no violence or fighting.

Sipho Sepamla’s evocation of the same events in a poem titled “I Remember Sharpeville” reads in part as follows:

On the 21st March 1960

on a wrath-wrecked

ruined-raked morning

a black sea surged forward

its might ahead

mind behind

it had downed centuries-old containment…

it sucked into its core

the aged and the young…

into a solid compound

of black oozing energy

in a flash 

of the eye

of gun-fire…

they fled they fell…

our heads bowed

our shame aflame

our faith shaken

we buried them for what they were

our fallen heroes and our history 

My demonstrations taken from one text that is polemic and another that is poetic exemplify teaching across the curriculum that reinforces points an instructor wishes to emphasise. Teaching from this perspective demystifies and brings any subject within the realm of life that can be made to measure the presence or absence of ubuntu in the conduct of personal, community and national affairs. There are thus pedagogical lessons, too, in the history I am telling of how some tried to subvert ubuntu of others.
Thereafter Verwoerd decided that he didn’t want to hear what Africans wanted to tell him and blocked his ears. On April 8 1960 he outlawed the organisations that spoke for Africans, the African National Congress and the Pan Africanist Congress. When the people refused to be silenced, he arrested their leaders and threw them into jail for life.
As educators we want to realise that injustice breeds resistance; and increasing injustice breeds mounting resistance. The worst malady that can afflict an educator is the incapacity to hear what colleagues and what students say. That is Verwoerdian and only heightens crisis. Teachers consciously craft and fine tune their listening skills the better to be responsive to their charges and to become effective team players. Ubuntu as an instructional and learning device is a team thing and, like conflict resolution, teaching from the perspective of ubuntu is more facilitation than instruction. Furthermore, conflict resolution using principles of ubuntu is never dismissive; you can never resolve a problem a child has through detention. Ubuntu requires we engage our charges correctively and not punitively. Conflict resolution and problem solving using strategies of ubuntu are always about conciliation. Verwoerd had little understanding of any of that and, therefore, sent his charges like some unimaginative teacher to detention. 

Those leaders sentenced to life imprisonment included Nelson Mandela, Walter Sisulu and Govan Mbeki. Mandela spoke for the rest of his comrades on April 20 1964 before they were all sent to Robben Island. He told the court, the nation and the world:

During my lifetime I have dedicated myself to the struggle of the African people. I have fought against white domination and I have fought against black domination. I have cherished the ideal of a democratic and free society in which all persons live together in harmony and with equal opportunities. It is an ideal which I hope to live for and to achieve. But if needs be, it is an ideal for which I am prepared to die. 

Why do I find Mandela’s words pertinent to the teaching profession and the learning process? His words define our new national ethos that becomes your responsibility to explicate to the nation’s children. As teachers embedded in the values of ubuntu I also see you cultivating in your practice, and transmitting same to your charges, a pedagogy for liberation that is the polar opposite of domination and leads us to realise the ideals of a democratic and open society, finding exhilaration in free enquiry. These ideals transcend or rather inform every discipline and are therefore trans-disciplinary.
I have already stated that if you imprison others, you too have to make your bed in the prison premises, if only to make sure prisoners don’t escape. You have to police them all the time to make sure they don’t slit your throat. That also means you sleep with your gun on your lap all the time, frightened even by your own snoring. You are really at the mercy of the prisoners, whatever you do or don’t do. Ask Mandela’s jailers, one of whom wrote a book about his experiences of how he became the convert of a convict. I don’t want to spoil the story of Mandela for you, however, because I think if you haven’t done so already you should read Long Walk to Freedom. The book has become for many people the “Bible” of ubuntu. Mandela was everything that Strijdom and Verwoerd were not, even if his jailers first considered themselves to be superior human beings. 
Shortly after Mandela and his comrades began their long prison term, on 6 September 1966 a mad parliamentary messenger called Dimitri Tsafendas sneaked into Parliament in Cape Town, not far from Robben Island, and plunged a knife deep into Verwoerd’s bad heart, killing him instantly. Verwoerd’s death was unnecessary and came about because he turned his back on ubuntu – his and that of others. He was the jailer who dropped his guard momentarily, with disastrous consequences.

I am going to jump from the 1960s to the 1990s. More than twenty seven years later, one of Verwoerd’s successors, a man called Frederick de Klerk, finally saw the folly of the ways of his people, who had turned their backs on God – for ubuntu is the voice of God in us. On 2 February 1990 de Klerk announced what women and men and even children of school-going age all over the world who cherished the ideals of ubuntu had been saying all along: “Release Mandela!” Then de Klerk also heard the voice of God, I think, speaking through Mandela. God said to de Klerk, as he once said to some fellow called Pharaoh: “Let my people go!” Setting Mandela free and all other prisoners of conscience, however, also freed de Klerk and his people from eternal vigilance lest the prisoners escape and slit their throats in the dead of night – for, in Shakespearian terms, Ubuntu is “twice blessed; it blesseth him that gives and him that takes”. Building a teaching and learning community on ubuntu is about discarding chains of every description, including handcuffs of the mind!
I want to tell you a story about something truly remarkable that actually happened. Shortly after Mandela became president in 1994, he announced that he was going to visit Mrs Betsy Verwoerd, Hendrik Verwoerd’s widow. We all thought Mandela a little senile for wanting to visit the widow of the man who had sent him to jail for twenty-seven years. It didn’t sound at all reasonable. On the appointed day Mandela flew to a place called Orania, where Mrs Verwoerd and her followers lived, in a community where they wanted to have nothing to do with Africans. But Mandela insisted he wanted to come. He had tea with the old woman at the time fast approaching her nineties. Mandela’s visit left the whole world wondering what kind of human being he was. The world could not understand he was driven by the spirit of ubuntu that always seeks redemption – redeeming others as the only way by which you can free yourself from the stranglehold of anger, brutality, hostility and bitterness. These are all qualities that are corrosive to the human spirit or ubuntu or ubufazi for that matter. 

Some of you will also recall that as a prisoner on Robben Island, Mandela was refused permission to attend his mother’s funeral, just as he was refused permission to attend his eldest son’s funeral. These efforts to break his spirit represented the ultimate in sadism, rejoicing at another’s misfortunes. It is no different from dancing over another’s grave the way umthakathi or moloi does (who are notorious for their suppression of ubuntu). It bespeaks a complete breakdown of ubuntu. ‘For mercy, pity, peace and love”, to quote the English poet William Blake, go together and are some of the highest attributes we associate with ubuntu. There I have done it again: placed ubuntu within the tradition of Romanticism in Europe a few centuries ago!

Mandela’s visit to Mrs Verwoerd, the widow of his persecutor, was a remarkable expression of ubuntu. The trip would have been healing to Mandela, too, as his personal pilgrimage to reclaim his spirit of ubuntu that his persecutors had tried to kill in him so that they could turn him into utikoloshi or a zombie. But he would not surrender ubuntu bakhe, botho ba hae and be rendered utikoloshi by his persecutors. He resolved, therefore, to walk the moral high ground. He understood something else his persecutors did not that ubuntu teaches: “Love those who will you evil.”  
That one visit by Mandela to Mrs Verwoerd was like a cleansing ceremony; it also redeemed large sectors of the white population by purging them of their pent-up rage, resentment, etc. That visit also convinced Mandela and Tutu about the wisdom of setting up a Truth and Reconciliation Commission (TRC) as a kind of cleansing ritual for the evils of the past. The TRC, surely the highest expression of ubuntu we have shown as a nation, is a powerful institution and instrument South Africa gave to the modern world. As a form of restorative and not retributive justice – retribution is punishment that creates a legacy of unending bitterness; restoration is giving people back their humanity – the TRC allowed for one outcome only: some win-win solution. For ubuntu driven solutions give up on no one. That is because ubuntu makes allowance for an eternal return to provide fresh beginnings for a beleaguered nation. Ubuntu is a doctrine of eternal hope. 

Archbishop Desmond Tutu, who like Mandela is wise in the ways of the heart, says: “If Jesus had been born in South Africa he would have lived among abantu and taught the Gospel according to ubuntu!” You can never be sure what Archbishop Tutu means. Like Jesus he speaks in parables, except that his parables are more difficult to decipher. We can only guess at what he meant: Ubuntu offers a worldview that sometimes treasures wisdom of the heart over that of the intellect. That is not to dismiss the intellect that is a valuable commodity for you to cultivate in yourself and in your young charges. But there is also wisdom that derives from the heart. Ubuntu is not a matter of standing up, however, and proclaiming like some holy roller: “I am saved!” Ubuntu is a creed (a system of beliefs) and a way of life that permeates relations at every stratum of society. It is built on something else called inhlonipho or hlompho (mutual regard as opposed to self-regard) between administrators and teachers, administrators and supporting staff, administrators and students, teachers and their colleagues, teachers and students, the school and the community, etc. One of the sharpest reprimands among abantu is when you say of someone: “akacingelani” (s/he has no regard for ubuntu of others). That is the kind of self-love abantu reject outright; it is called narcissism.
The Mandela story I told has features of ubuntu translated into politics. We can infuse these principles in politics, business, teaching and everything else we do. In visiting Mrs Verwoerd, Mandela undoubtedly had his political motives. He wanted to knock the wind out of the sails of the disciples of Verwoerd, the chief architect of apartheid, through “acceptance” by Verwoerd’s widow. If Mrs Verwoerd could receive Mandela, why should others reject him? It was a smart political move. But it was also the correct thing to do. Ubuntu teaches that those who occupy the high moral ground are duty bound to uplift others by showing them generosity of spirit. If you feel superior to your colleagues – heaven forbid! – lift them to your level at the very least.
If you do not behave like umuntu we say you are acting like isilwane (namane) – you are low life or, as Chinua Achebe would put it, a beast of no nation. Let me tell you another story, about the scorpion and the frog: The scorpion cannot swim so he asks the frog for a ride across the river. “But uyahlabana mos wena – you have a deadly sting!” the frog complains to the scorpion. To convince the frog of the reasonableness of the request, the scorpion says: “I will certainly not sting you because we will both perish if I do.” Halfway across the river, however, the scorpion stings the frog. The dying frog asks: “Why?” The drowning scorpion replies: “Because I am like that!” 

As a way of life ubuntu has been passed down from generation to generation, like the story my mother told me about the scorpion and the frog. Ubuntu is wisdom of the mother’s milk variety. It is not codified and written on stone tablets like the Ten Commandments; it is implanted in your heart throughout life. It is a garden you tender with love and care to yield floral melodies. 

When I was growing up no one spoke of teaching as a profession. Like being a nurse or a priest, as my parents were, being a teacher was a vocation – a calling. There was more disdain in those days for journalists than for teachers; and “reporters” were in the main high school drop-outs. Today the tables have been reversed. Cynics say if you can’t, you teach! Teaching is reserved in the main for those with little talent for anything else. That is public perception. But you, my friends, are the disciples that will turn things round, using ubuntu whose custodians you have now become.

In addition, you are in this place as parents in locus. The upbringing of these cherubic children has been entrusted to you. You are conveyor belts. Henceforth your value system becomes their value system. That happens as a matter of course in most boarding school establishments anyhow. In your particular case this is being consciously designed as part of the school’s ethos and you are charged with the responsibility to transmit the core values of the system enshrined in ubuntu. But no one can give to another what they don’t possess. Your urgent task and the challenge are to cultivate in each one of you ubuntu in theory and in practice. That requires profound understanding on your part of its core tenets; but it also requires conviction from you. You can only be convincing to your students and colleagues if you are convinced yourself. Cynicism from you will rub on to them, but so will any zeal that you bring to your mission. 
I want to end on a personal note – not to brag but to demonstrate. I was brought up by the assumptions of ubuntu in a family that placed no social barriers between people. I learnt from my father to be a male feminist – something immanent in ubuntu, despite impressions to the contrary, as I argued earlier – even before I knew the meaning of the word “feminist”.  Like most Africans brought up by the assumptions of ubuntu, my parents raised me to be a politician, diplomat, conciliator, and mediator, always allowing for some win-win solution. I am also considered pretty gullible and naïve, by my friends and foes alike, because I open my heart even to dirty, rotten scoundrels. To open your heart to others is more a sign of strength than weakness. It also means your heart can never turn into a ball of worms! 

Our children were raised in exile. We raised them the way we were raised, by the assumptions of ubuntu, which we found a great parenting concept. They tell me that they, too, are inculcating the values of ubuntu in their children, even in a strange land called the United States of America – or Babylon, to Bob Marley. Times may change but core values endure. My daughter says:

As a parent I have worked hard to ensure my children stay connected to their identity.
Many of the students at this school, and I trust their teachers as well, were, of course, not brought up any differently from the way we raised our children; it seems to me, therefore, the school will wisely save the children alienation by inculcating in them, as the school intends to do, the values of ubuntu that define their Africanity, if not their South Africanness. If you succeed, you will have provided a solution to the single most intractable problem in South African education and answered the elusive question: “What is South African about South African education?” 
I was in the US slightly more than a year ago when as a high school student my grandson Mbizo, also born and raised in exile, was applying for admission to various universities in the US. I heard him consult with his younger sister Nokuzola about an essay Mbizo was writing. What I want to read to you are, in fact, their shared views on ubuntu. I will now conclude by reading from the college admission essay Mbizo wrote to his current college, Wake Forest University, whose motto Pro Humanitate is Latin for “humanity” – as I said at the beginning, ubuntu has its Latin and other equivalents and constitutes the value system within which most children at this school and presumably their teachers were raised. Mbizo writes:
There is a profound philosophy in South Africa that approximately relates to the idea of Pro Humanitate. Ubuntu is an idea that pertains to humanness. It asks and answers a fundamental question; what makes us human? Ubuntu responds that a human being exists in humanity through his/her relationships to other human beings. Phrased differently, “I am because we are.” This theory places a substantial amount of emphasis on community. In South Africa, both historically and presently, society is built upon the mutual gain and betterment of the community, under the profound idea that much of that society’s resources (emotional, material, etc.) are at one’s disposal. The notion declares that in appreciation, it behoves each one of us to constantly give back. This does not, however, mean the repression of the individual and ideas of individuality. It simply means that no individual can subsist independently of the society. It is expected that the individual, through their own talents and methods, recognise the society of which they are borne. I believe that ubuntu is a pre-requisite building block to a successful and habitable society as it ensures a collective effort in maintaining a mutually beneficial environment through respect, selflessness and understanding.

I have tried to demonstrate (for I cannot define) a few things about ubuntu as modus vivendi (a way of life) and a creed (a system of beliefs): generosity, solidarity, mutual regard, compassion, concern, care, mercy, pity, peace, love, redemption, healing, cleansing/purging, restoration, justice, and service. Mbizo would have reminded me to add respect, selflessness, and understanding. Ubuntu is a total doctrine, however, and these are only some of its component elements.  
I will end by citing most approvingly a passage from the school’s value statement that says:

The Academy supports the development of a new generation of women leaders who, by virtue of their education and service, will lead the charge to positively transform themselves, their communities, and the larger world around them. This goal is realised by the Academy’s adherence to the principles of ubuntu - which encompass the ideals of humanity, compassion, and service to others. The spirit of ubuntu is inculcated throughout the Academy and is central to the way in which learners think, speak, act, and interact with others. 

I want to commend the spirit of ubuntu that moved the partner-finders of this wonderful institution. The pace of history has quickened in South Africa, as someone recently observed. The country has reached a turning point, a decisive moment of destiny for itself as well as for Africa. You have come to play your part in an enterprise bound to stand out, after the victory over Hitler’s Nazism, as one of the most important endeavours of the last sixty years. You are here not solely to help further dismantle the legacy of apartheid in education; beyond that, you are here to help prepare the ground for growth in South Africa founded on the rejection of all discrimination – a society dedicated to democracy and equal opportunity for all and a society constructed on the building blocks of ubuntu.  
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