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On Innovating Past Our Visible Selves 
 

Good evening, Dumelang, Saninbonani, Molweni, Avuxeni, Ndaa. 

 

…But since my vocabulary and time are both limited, please accept that I see and recognise 

you all. 

 

 Lord Williams, Master of Magdalene College 

 Corinne Lloyd, the Development Director of Magdalene College 

 Chris von Christierson, Mandela Magdalene Memorial Foundation 

 Allen Zimbler, Archbishop Tutu Leadership Programme 

 Scholars and alumni of the Magdalene College  

 Other Esteemed Guests and Friends; 

 

It is a real honour for me to be here, speaking to you this evening:  

 

I was asked to speak here as a young leader. I am not sure that I’m all that young any more 

(even though we seem to have rather flexible limits to our definition of “youth” in SA!), but I 

am at least still young enough to have been excited about this invitation. 

 

When you are approached with an amazing opportunity to speak on a platform such as this – 

with the brilliance of the present company, a world-leading university with a history of over 

800 years, and a platform carrying the lofty name of our very own hero and global icon 

Madiba – one experiences at first a great excitement, quickly followed by a looming horror. 

For me, the excitement manifested in a cocky and prompt acceptance to speak, and a great 

clarity about all the very, very clever things I would want to say. But then reality sinks soon 

after… For me, the horror that followed unfolded in a process not dissimilar to the 5 stages of 

grieving: denial, anger, bargaining, depression, and, ultimately, acceptance.  

 

It is in that final stage of acceptance, when the horror had lifted, that I thought – actually this 

is good. This is what I love doing. Reflecting, sharing, and learning with the others with 

whom i share space and time on this fragile raft called life. I had been asked to share my 

thoughts on African innovation and leadership, and these are certainly subjects that occupy 

much of my time and thought. The occasion of recognising the great achievements and future 

of the Mandela Magdalene Memorial Foundation is also one that is close to my heart as an 

ardent champion of education and learning. 

 

So the question now was: how. How to say something useful here; something that is my truth, 

but also that makes sure that I don’t put them off from inviting young Africans to speak here 

again in future (what a burden!)? I think I found a way, and it goes something like this. 

 

  



 2 G Karuri-Sebina, 29/10/2016 

The Story of one Invisible African Girl 
 

I start with the story of an invisible African girl: 

 

“She was born invisible. Her mother was invisible too, and that was why she could 

see her. Her people lived contented lives, working on the farms, under the familiar sunlight.  

Their lives stretched back into the invisible centuries and all that had come down from those 

differently coloured ages were legends and rich traditions, unwritten and therefore 

remembered. They were remembered because they were lived. 

 She grew up without contradiction in the sunlight of the unwritten ages, and as a girl 

she dreamt of becoming a shepherd. She was sent to school, where she learnt strange notions, 

odd alphabets, and where she discovered that time can be written down in words. 

 It was in books that she first learned of her invisibility. She searched for herself and 

her people in all the history books she read an discovered to her youthful astonishment that 

she didn’t exist. This troubled her so much that she resolved, as soon as she was old enough, 

to leave her land find the people who did exist, to see what they looked like. 

 She kept her discovery of her recent invisibility to herself and soon forgot her dream 

of becoming a shepherd. But in the end, she didn’t have to wait till she was old enough…” 

 She fled from home and travelled for several years, doing all the jobs that came her 

way, learnt many languages, learnt many kinds of silences; listened to all the things than men 

and nature had to say… saw many cities and witnessed many  kinds of evil that can sprout 

from the hearts of men… 

 “…when anyone asked her why she journeyed and what her destination was, she 

always gave two answers. One answer was for the ear of her questioner. The second answer 

was for her own heart.  

 The first answer went like this: 

‘I don’t know why I am traveling. I don’t know where I am going.’ 

 And the second answer went like this: 

‘I am traveling to know why I am invisible. My quest is for the secret of visibility.’ 

 Those who worked with her in those years saw her as a simple woman. Actually, they 

didn’t see her at all.”
1
 

 

Okay, I have borrowed here and taken a measure of artistic license to adapt a favourite 

passage to my own story - Some of you may have recognised this as the opening pages of 

Ben Okri’s “Astonishing the Gods,” spun to weave in my own truths. 

 

I read this lovely modern fable by Okri recently for the first time. And I am not just using his 

beautiful words to cover up for my own inadequacies in prose (although for sure my skills 

cannot compare to this Cambridge giant’s!); I honestly read his words and saw myself in 

them.  

 

For I grew up thinking that everything was clear and finite. For me, not necessarily in a life of 

shepherding goats and cows, but quite similarly in how a middle-class girl from the city 

should grow to be of service to her people. How she could serve a great truth that was 

                                                           
1
 Adapted from Ben Okri’s “Astonishing the Gods” (1999) 
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knowable and known, and that would make meaning of her life for her society. And the path 

was clear: go to school, and do your best scoring the best marks to make your family proud; 

get a job, making your community proud through meaningful work and the wealth that 

should come with that; get married, ostensibly so that you could make new little people who 

would do all of the same; and eventually die to become a respected ancestor on whose 

shoulders the future generations could stand. And our society would develop through all of 

this.  

 

At some early stage of this recipe for meaningful life, I vividly recall my dear belated father 

saying to me that I’d have to work twice as hard to achieve success in the recipe. A father of 

four daughters, he said to me when I was around 10 years of age that as a “Black, African, 

Female,” the world would not hand anything to me; I was going to have to work hard - and 

doubly hard – for anything that I got out of this life. And I took and accepted that too without 

question. 

 

But as I buckled down to walk my charted path to truth and purpose, things turned out quite a 

bit differently. It started in the middle grades where, like Okri’s character, I begun to 

recognise my invisibility. Yes, I could in my context see professionals and workers who 

looked like me, and yes, being the thirsty “sponge” that I was – eager for knowledge and 

merit – the rote learning of information that was being handed to me was satisfying… But I 

could was also beginning to see that my path appeared to also be rote. That I would fit not 

only into a path, but also into a role in that path – and one not of my making. Success was 

defined, and it was defined through compliance. And I complied, and so life went on. 

 

Fast forward to where I left Kenya when I was 17 years old, at a time not too different from 

our current climate of “Fees Must Fall” here in South Africa. My hard work meant that 

between the merit scholarships that I would successfully attain, the financial sacrifices of my 

working class parents, and working 4 jobs at any point in time - I could flee the years of a 

stalled university system to go and study in the USA. And what a journey that was. 

 

In my undergraduate years, studying at a tiny liberal arts college, I learned about critical 

thinking. I learned that I was expected to have an opinion about the world of knowledge and 

ideas that were being presented to me, not merely to absorb them. But I also learned that this 

universe of knowledge didn’t necessarily have the space to absorb my contributions. Perhaps 

they were not good enough, I thought. I didn’t know enough – “the truth” – yet, I thought. 

And so the journey of education continued. 

 

At university, I was lucky – again through merit – to get into one of the other top universities 

in the world. I studied and worked, studied and worked… And – besides falling in love with 

the love of my life (who is present here tonight) – what I learned was that actually, I was 

invisible to this world of knowledge. I could master it, and take great pride in doing so, but I 

was invisible to it. And not only was I invisible, so too were my issues and concerns 

invisible. The unanswered questions that I raised were mundane, the challenges that I posed 

were irrelevant, the knowledge of other ways that I had seen growing up were not 

sophisticated enough. But I stuck to the plan – the path to a life of purpose, and I gained 

much in those years: exposure to western civilisation and philosophy, a knowledge of modern 

science and engineering, and networks and friends that I hold dear to this day. But I was 

beginning to get the idea that i may be missing something… 
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After a decade away, I came back to Africa in the year 2000, a “romantic refugee” as I often 

refer to myself, following my dear beloved here. It was in working here in and with different 

local and international institutions here that I finally realised that the problem was not going 

away. Because back here, in Africa, I realised that while I was an active agent in something 

called “development”, the vast masses of people who looked like me were not developing. 

And the work and meetings that I was in, the knowledge that I was using and sometimes 

contributing to, the path that I had followed – had not rendered them visible, and therefore I 

was still invisible.  

 

So I returned to the principles of the charted path. My father had never gotten to complete his 

PhD, having scarified it for a real income (that’s a joke!), so I decided that the doctoral 

degree would make me relevant. Make me visible. And so it was that people would ask me, 

“Why are you doing your PhD?” My answer, like Okri’s character, varied depending on who 

it was for. One answer was that I really didn’t know why (and that answer was true, as 

painful as the doctoral process was!). But the second, just as true – though often said in 

seeming jest, was: “I want to get a qualification that speaks for me before I speak; I want 

those two little letters that mean that the fact that I am young, or black, or female will not 

discount what I am contributing.”  I was sick and tired of someone else saying what I had just 

said and getting nods and applause. I didn’t just want to be right, though. I wanted to be 

visible. 

 

And fast forward to where I had the PhD; was I visible now? Oddly, maybe yes – just 

because people do tend to respect title. But what I found, what I realised, was that I could not 

respect those who had refused to see me before. Because they were not who I wanted or 

needed to be visible to. And my own visibility wasn’t even the issue any more. I was 

realising - like Okri’s invisible man or Coelho’s young, Andalusian shepherd body, Santiago 
2
- that there was no grand truth; no pre-charted path to purpose. There was no superior 

knowledge that rendered my own knowledge, or our ancient wisdoms and values, irrelevant. I 

didn’t need to trump by youth, blackness, femininity or African-ness. I needed to see them; to 

live them, and to be true and relevant to them. That would be my contribution and purpose in 

this world.  

 

My learning journey, it turned out, was not one of searching for truths or visibility; it was 

searching to learn how to learn. How to ask the right questions. How to exercise my freedom. 

How to understand, imagine, and create with insight. How to be visible to myself, and in my 

context.  

 

So though Okri’s fable begins with the closing line: “It is better to be invisible. His life was 

better when he was invisible, but he didn’t know it at the time.” 

 

…I suspect the point is not that this boy’s life – my life – would have been better without the 

discovery of his invisibility, and his journey to embracing it in a profound way. Certainly 

there is much about that invisibility in formal knowledge that needs to change as it is neither 

a right nor necessary struggle to have our knowledge ignored in the systems and annexes of 

knowledge (and I’ll come back to this point). But the point here is that he had to learn, 

through the journey, that he had misunderstood the challenge of his invisibility. And it took 

the journey with a world of new knowledge to come back full-circle to understanding himself 

and his worth. And that has indeed been my story.  

                                                           
2
 Paulo Coelho’s The Alchemist (1988) 
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So for you, the scholars of Magdalene College, what I am sharing with you is my story, my 

journey – with the hope that it might resonate somewhere with you. Having been in this 

journey of privileged learning – how are we making sure that it is helping us build the insight 

and foresight that gives us real meaning and purpose; that makes us the great leaders and 

innovators that we need here? 

How we become invisible 
 

I promised to comment on why we should not easily allow for our structural invisibility. (And 

when I say “we,” in the context of this meeting I would be speaking of Africans, but it could 

as easily speak to the so-called “developing world” and to other excluded or under-valued 

populations around the world). It is certainly not my argument that we should willingly be 

subject to some external design that renders us into the shadows; I hope it is clear that my 

story was a call for personal insight, and not for acquiescing to discrimination and 

oppression.  

 

I was recently reading an interview that American actress Paula Patton gave where she was 

speaking about racism in Hollywood. And she said: 

 

“Will Ferrell did this stand-up where he’s president Bush and he says: ‘People say I 

hate black people… That’s not true. I never ever think of them. They never cross my mind, so 

how could I hate them?’ That’s the issue [Patton said]. Let it cross your mind.”
3
 

 

And I agree – that’s the issue. I sometimes despair that it is not some active aggression that 

renders us invisible and subjugated, but rather a neutral and dangerous disregard. Such as one 

might have for livestock. For our part, I think it is important that Africans and excluded 

people all around to reject this kind of structural invisibility, and refuse to be irrelevant. For if 

we don’t reject it, then we would cede our God-given right and space to be. 

 

My good friend, local futurist Koffi Kouakou, likes warning Africa of the 3 tyrannies – the 

tyranny of the past, of the present and of the future. Regarding the question of ensuring that 

we are not rendered invisible, the warning would mean that we must beware, firstly, of the 

erasing of our past. “Mwacha mila ni mtumwa” is a Kenyan proverb that translates to ‘he that 

abandons or leaves his culture is a slave.’ Now, I am not at all a traditionalist, but I do believe 

that there are some useful values and affirmations embedded in having roots, and that these 

can be both self-affirming and mutually-appreciating within a broader context of diversity 

and multi-culturalism. I don’t love or recognise you less because I know who I am; quite the 

opposite. Our history, culture and languages matter and should not simply be eradicated. 

 

Erasing our present for me means – as I read somewhere else – that “constantly being made 

to think that I should be something else means I'm not good enough now." And this removes 

my sense of agency and responsibility. And that means that I can hate myself and hate others. 

And that means that I can brutalise, infantilise, and misogynise. 

 

Because I’m introspecting now and talking about our own personal role, I will also point back 

to us to say that we need to be supremely conscious to avoid anything that we may ourselves 

do that allows so easily for our invisibility in the present. As I was thinking about this, I 

recalled reading some time back in a Science magazine about existing ways in which science 

                                                           
3
 Jen Yamato, Absence Of Opportunity: How Hollywood Failed Paula Patton (The Daily Beast, 06/04/2016) 
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was figuring out how to make things effectively invisible4. It seemed to offer a useful 

metaphor for how we render ourselves invisible. Briefly, the 5 advances to invisibility were: 

Temperature (cold); Magnetism (attraction and repulsion); Sound (silence); Optical illusion 

(mirage); and Time (“temporal holes”).  

 

Isn’t this interesting? So, here is how I was thinking about it in the present: 

1) We can make ourselves, as the elite of our continent, cold or even just luke-warm. 

Madiba spoke about this – the hiding of our light. We can be so mediocre as not to be 

detectable as being “hot” or talented enough to matter. That is sure to make you - and 

us - invisible. 

2) Then we can cancel ourselves out. We can counter-act our own magnetism, and thus 

pull each other into the shadows of invisibility.  

3) We could also just be silent. We could allow the loud to shout, and make sure that our 

own voices – our considered messages and our real truths – are unspoken, and 

therefore unheard. 

4) We could also allow ourselves – our identities, our ideas, our selves – to be dissolved 

into a sea of mirage; invisible to those who pass by our shimmery illusions which are 

interesting, but not real or important. 

5) And, finally, we can literally allow for ourselves to be cancelled out of time; as Okri’s 

young shepherd found when he trawled through the books of history and the corridors 

of science only to find that he, and his people, simply did not exist.  

And finally, coming back to the final of Koffi’s tyrannies – we can erase our future. This is 

the easiest, for it doesn’t require us to do anything really. Because our future has not yet been 

told, we can simply wait for someone else to tell it! We can allow our visibility to be defined 

and determined by others. We can become consumers of a pre-packaged, shrink-wrapped 

future, with a limited warranty but no returns allowed. 

 

But as Buju Banton says of our untold story - of our uncharted future - “the full has never 

been told.” 5 We have to own our future of possibilities. Our success in this country, on this 

continent, has not yet been defined or designed. What we should know better than anyone by 

now, though, is that there is no silver bullet, no one development path. We have to find the 

right questions, and we have to think, learn, work and innovate towards our answers as if our 

future depended on it. Because it frankly does. Because as soon as we think that someone else 

knows where we need to go, and how we ought to get there, then we are either – to quote that 

old apothegm - a child, asleep or foolish. What we will certainly not be, is visible or free.  

 

  

                                                           
4
 Joseph Stromberg, Five Ways Science Can Make Something Invisible (2012, Smithsonian.com) 

5
 Buju Banton, “Untold Story” (1995, 'Til Shiloh' album) 
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“Innovating past ourselves?” 
 

So what does all of this have to do with the innovation that I was asked to speak about? Well, 

in a word: everything. Earlier this year, I worked with two eminent colleagues to publish a 

book about innovation for Africa’s development. Our starting point for this book, and in a 

way the purpose of our project, was to acknowledge that Africa has no shortage of innovators 

and innovations. In fact, after being a site for prospecting for minerals and other natural 

resources, we have become fertile ground for knowledge- and idea-prospecting. But our 

question was about how we could effectively and consciously leverage our discrete 

innovations towards transformative development at scale. And indeed the project yielded 

some interesting insights as to how African nations and industries could learn from 

experiences of success and failure towards enabling systems of innovation. 

 

However, what also kept on striking me through this book project was that this could only 

work if we would actively seek to innovate, learn and systematise beyond our selves. And by 

this, I mean beyond our formal selves. The boxed-in, paint by numbers versions of ourselves. 

The wire frame versions that are waiting to be rendered by the pity, compassion or guilt of 

those who seem visible to us. Because only then, by breaking out, could we see our 

innovation challenge as the young innovator in the township sees it. As the jua kali innovator 

sees it. As the refugee scientist sees it. As the informal trader in the inner city sees it. As the 

true inventor, faced by raw necessity, sees it.  

 

For now, I fear that our newly-found, “visible” selves are neutered and we have carried this 

blunted-ness into our systems of development. Our visible selves see knowledge to mean a 

sea of detail, and disregard reality for textbook facts and theories. Our visible selves can 

ignore poverty and inequality, other than to comment on them occasionally as a matter of 

etiquette. 

 

Just the other day, I was at a sustainable transport forum in our capital city and a few of the 

speakers kept reiterating that the only way that we in our cities could achieve transformation 

of our development path was by willing to be different, and to do different. But this would 

require innovating past ourselves, because our [visible] selves have been well-trained to do 

neither. 

 

So for me, to innovate past ourselves – we would have to individually embrace invisibility. 

To be free to think and unthink, to learn and unlearn. To take the shape and not the detail of 

global knowledge so as to define relevant questions and forge relevant solutions. To act with 

consciousness and purpose. To understand that there are no answers out there; only lessons. 

 

Otherwise, an approach to trying to build innovation-drive economies which thinks that we 

have to abstract ourselves into the comfort of one or the other ‘isms can only ultimately help 

us to erase ourselves and our future. We have to see ourselves in our reality in order to ask 

the relevant and right questions. As physicist Amory Lovins said, after all, “If you ask the 

wrong question, of course, you get the wrong answer. We find in design it's much more 

important and difficult to ask the right question. Once you do that, the right answer becomes 

obvious.” Then we would be innovating. And innovating beyond the visible caricature of the 

educated, “rising” African.  
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A word about leadership in our times 

 
I was asked to say something about the state of African leadership. As we say here – 
“eish”! Personally, I have always been less interested in leaders than I am in leadership. 
I admit that I am not an expert in the theories thereof - but in my lay- thinking, a leader 
is an individual in a role (however assumed), and can always be good or bad (in our 
case, they can be incredibly and simultaneously entertaining and infuriating!). All 
around the world and through time, we have seen the best and the worst of these. And 
with them being only human (we think!), my view is that any leader can be a bad, or 
even very bad, leader. And I don’t believe that Africa risks any greater predilection for 
having bad leaders than any other place in the world.  
 
But leadership speaks to the systems and outcomes. In this regard, as a Tutu Fellow, I 
have previously written (as others have) about followership, a key part of the 
leadership question. At that time, almost a decade ago, my question was primarily 
quantitative. There are more of us (followers) than there are them (leaders), and there 
will forever be. My question was why there was such acquiescence to the will and 
determination of leaders, and whether we (the many) we’re not perhaps unwitting 
accomplices to the crime of bad leadership by not playing our own hand and role 
better? I suppose the present up-rising of social movements and actions of various 
character and device around the world are the answer to that question, but I am still 
surprised by the troubled leadership situation in so many of our countries. 
 
There are solutions, I am sure; but I don’t know them yet. However, I think that we may 
have some hints in our invisible past. My husband often tells me about the Kgotla 
system of the Batswana which I have been reading up about. The original kgotla system 
(which somewhat changed during the colonial period) is estimated to have existed since 
the early 1800s, as an indigenous form of deliberative democracy: a platform for 
individuals to exercise their democratic rights with “leaders” who were, in the Tswana 
political culture, “Chiefs by the grace of the tribe”.  And if a Chief is “Chief by grace of his 
tribe," then the leader was not there to exercise his or her own will, wish or brilliance. 
Nor to “command and control” the masses, dictating and managing what everyone 
should do and how, through insidious and opaque self-serving bureaucracies.  
 
The leader then in old Botswana – and I would argue, the leader that we need now, in 
our modern times – is what Jean Russel (author of Thrivability) describes as the one 
who stands with, not apart, from his community and who understands that the act of 
actually leading is temporary. “It is about the seed that creates coherence for collective 
action; an idea.” They catalyse by exciting people around some compelling idea, then 
release the work and people to evolve it on their own – with their brilliance, will and 
agency. They champion, influence, encourage, enable, appreciate, cooperate, network… 
and they are always serving by the grace of their community. And like the kgotla sytem, 
they convene people – not just for tribunals, arbitration or audience to their lofty 
declarations and flamboyance – but to allow equal spaces for collective leadership and 
socialization.  
 
So can we have leadership which is invisible? Temporary? I don’t know. Unfortunately, I 
suspect that we – globally – are a far cry from attaining this. And if we are not careful, I 
fear that we are facing inevitable collapse if we cannot figure this one out. 
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Looking for meaning 
 

Having spoken about invisibility, visibility, and shared a few thoughts on leadership - I’d like 

to move towards closure by sharing, again, a short personal story. 

 

My father died almost exactly 5 years today. He was the person who really got me thinking 

about the kind of person I should or shouldn't seek to be. He also made me think long and 

hard about Africa’s past and future.  

 

I am currently working with some people on a biography of Dad’s life, because he, for me, is 

an example of the brilliance and the complexity of the many unwritten and unsung heroes 

that we have in Africa. Having grown up in abject poverty and through the trauma of 

independence struggle, he was truly a “self-made man” who really stood - not apart, but in 

common, deeply-rooted and invisible dignity - in a world where rapid accumulation was the 

preoccupation of a new post-colonial elite. These are stories we need to make sure that we do 

remember; that we do not erase. 

 

So as part of this project, some weeks ago I approached one Reverend Phyllis Byrd who is an 

Associate Minister at St. Andrew’s Church in Nairobi, where my father worshipped, with 

some interview questions. Her words in reflecting on what was to be learned from the life and 

character of my father were deeply insightful:  

 

“The responsibility of an Elder is his or her discerning ability: this is the capacity to 

“see” and to “hear.” As I reflect on the life of Godfrey, this ability to “see/ hear” takes a 

person who is big in mind and has great humility to see above the ordinary interpretations of 

life, yet humble enough to hear the inaudible voices of what other people are saying and not 

saying. Seeing and hearing moves beyond the voices that shout so loud they sway the opinion 

of the masses. In the midst of the loud shouts Elder Godfrey heard and became the voice of 

sobriety.  This is a gift, this is what “Spiritual discernment” means, and it is the ability to see 

beyond the clouds or the popular opinion.  It is hearing what others are saying or the direction 

they are pointing to, yet not being dissuaded, but following the inner Spirit of doing what is 

right and noble.  It is the ability to hear without being swayed by those who are whispering in 

your ear or telling you what you should hear. It is the profound mind like that of Godfrey that 

will take us beyond our narrow personal experiences, beyond our ethnic piece of the world, 

and optioning to step into a larger world view.  

Elder Godfrey’s seeing, hearing and deep thinking abilities came from him allowing 

himself to be blind and deaf, so that God could gift him with sight and hearing. It is with his 

gift of sight and hearing that he used to see issues in both church and society.”
6
    

 

These words moved me greatly. “Seeing and hearing moves beyond the voices that shout so 

loud they sway the opinion of the masses”? I think that every Sunday morning when my 

husband drags the latest newspaper headline into our house. “Being blind and deaf” to the 

clouds of despair, or the incessant waves of fleeting popular opinion so that we may be gifted 

with the truth of deeper consciousness, insight, critical realism and relevance? That is the 

meaning that I seek. And perhaps this is what our privilege through exposure and higher 

education can help us all to find within ourselves.  

 

                                                           
6
 Letter from Reverend Phyllis M. Byrd-Ochilo (22/10/2016) 
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Going forward  
 

Going forward, I would like us to take to heart Madiba’s claim that our freedom is not 

complete. For as he said on various occasions and in his unique and wise way: 

 

“The truth is that we are not yet free; we have merely achieved the freedom to be free, 

the right not to be oppressed. We have not taken the final step of our journey, but the first 

step on a longer and even more difficult road. For to be free is not merely to cast off one’s 

chains, but to live in a way that respects and enhances the freedom of others. The true test of 

our devotion to freedom is just beginning.”  

 

“While poverty persists, there is no true freedom.”  

 

 “As long as many of our people still live in utter poverty, as long as children still live 

under plastic covers, as long as many of our people are still without jobs, no South African 

should rest and wallow in the joy of freedom.” 

 

In this wake-up call, I’d like to recognise the Mandela-Magdalene Scholars and other 

Magdalene College alumni present here tonight and to challenge you to maximise the great 

opportunity that you worked so hard to access. It is through these priceless privileges that you 

learn – not that you are invisible, or to be visible to others – but to learn how and what to 

learn. And through that, you learn how to become visible to yourself, through which you 

become visible to the many, many futures that depend on our collective leadership and 

innovation.  

 

Madiba soberingly said: 

 

“I have discovered the secret that after climbing a great hill, one only finds that there 

are many more hills to climb”. 

 

This is so true. As we hopefully continue growing the exposure and contribution of many 

more South Africans to global knowledge and networks through programmes like the 

Mandela-Magdalene College Scholarship, we will also begin to take the steps to truly seeing 

our selves, so that we may get going with our duty in innovation and leadership.  

 

Thank you. 
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