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TH
E W

A
KE

DEARLY BEREAVED,

WE ARE GATHERED HERE TODAY TO 
OBSERVE THE WOUNDS OF THE 
COLONIAL GAZE, A DEATH BY A 
THOUSAND CUTS.

EACH IMAGE CHANGING HOW THE WORLD 
LOOKS AT US AND TREATS US, HOW WE LOOK
 AT OURSELVES AND TREAT OURSELVES.

PAIN WANTS SPACE TO SPEAK, TO TELL ITS STORY. 

WATCH THE FIRE AND LISTEN TO HISTORY. 

EACH CUT AN IMAGE THAT DISTORTED 
OUR HISTORY AND OUR PRESENT. 



REM
EM

BRA
N

CE
RAW MATERIAL

COTTON MAKES THE BODY OF A 
KANGA, TRANSMITS HISTORIES IN IM-

AGE AND WISDOM IN WORDS. 

SISAL CAME SMUGGLED IN THE BODY 
OF A STUFFED CROCODILE,

GERMANY’S CASH CROP, 
THEY CALLED IT GREEN GOLD.



WHERE THE GERMANS 
SEE COMMODITIES 
AND CAPITAL GAIN

THE TANZANIANS SEE WHAT MAKES 
THEIR TRIBES THE SAME.

KINJIKITILE MAKES A HOLY WATER 
WITH CASTOR OIL AND MILLET

TO PROTECT THE RESISTANCE  FROM 
BULLETS 

THEY UNITE UNDER THE CLOVE TO 
RECLAIMTHEIR FREEDOM, LAND 

AND GRAINS. 



BOULDERS ARE FIGHTING ONE ANOTHER’

BOULDERS FIGHTING ONE ANOTHER ON
THE PLAIN
THE GERMANS AND THE ENGLISH
THEY RUN ABOUT TAKEN TO FLIGHT
BECAUSE OF CATTLE (2×)
IT IS KNOWN ONLY [BY]
KUBE, GOD, BABA KATAVI (2×)

THAT WHICH IS KNOCKING THE PEOPLE
DIG DEEP, NG’WANA MAKOMA
TABORA BELONGS TO OTHERS
THE BELGIANS, EATERS-OF-MEN! (2×)
BOULDERS FIGHTING ONE ANOTHER ON
THE PLAIN
THE GERMANS AND THE ENGLISH
THEY RUN ABOUT TAKEN TO FLIGHT
BECAUSE OF CATTLE
PP
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IN
TERM

EN
T

COLONIAL IMAGES FEED US A WARPED 
IDEA OF THE AFRICAN PEOPLE AND 
LANDSCAPES AND LEAVE OUT CONTEXT 
AND UNDERSTANDING. 

THIS IS THE IMAGISTIC TRAP AND IT 
REPLICATES ITSELF OVER TIME. 

IF OUR IMAGINATION OF AFRICA IS 
BUILT ON A FALSE FOUNDATION, 
THEN CHANGING OUR MINDS REQUIRES
 REMOVING OR DESTROYING THAT 
FOUNDATION AND STARTING AFRESH.

YOU BURY WHAT YOU THOUGHT YOU 
KNEW. YOU DISREGARD A HISTORY 
WRITTEN BY THE COLONIZERS AND 
OPEN UP TO AFRICANS’ TELLING OF 
THEIR OWN HISTORY.
 

THAT IS HOW YOU ESCAPE THE 
IMAGISTIC TRAP. 



LA
N

D
THIS IS NOT AN ADVENTURER’S
 PLAYGROUND, IT IS SOMEONE’S 
COMPOUND.

THE CAMERA IS A SELF-FULFILLING 
PROPHECY THAT SELLS YOU ON WHAT 
YOU SEE. 

LAND IS PRESENTED AS BLANK SPACES 
AS IF WAITING TO BE FILLED.. 

 IT IS A FALSE CALL TO ADVENTURE: “COME 
CLAIM THESE NAKED LANDS” OR TO THE HUNT-
ER: “COME SNARE THESE EXOTIC 
ANIMALS”. 



THESE PHOTOGRAPHS CREATE A TWISTED 
NOSTALGIA. THEY MAKE A ROMANCE OUT 
OF PLUNDERING A PEOPLE’S HOME.

THE PHOTOGRAPHER HIDES THE BLOOD OF 
CONQUEST OUTSIDE THE CONFINES OF THE 
FRAME.

THE SNAP OF A PHOTO SETS OFF A CYCLE. 
YOU IMAGINE AN EMPTY LAND AND COME TO 
FILL IT. 

WHEN YOU FIND PEOPLE, YOU EMPTY 
THE LAND, IN ORDER TO FILL IT. TO 
FORCEFULLY ALIGN REALITY WITH 
YOUR IMAGINATION. 



BO
DY
BETWEEN MOMENTS OF EXPOSURE, 

SUBJECTS ARE TOLD TO DROP THEIR 
GARMENTS.

SOME LOOK AWAY TO HOLD IN THE 
HUMILIATION, OTHERS CHANNEL IT 

THROUGH A DEFIANT GAZE.

SOME LOOK AWAY TO HOLD IN THE 
HUMILIATION, OTHERS CHANNEL IT THROUGH 

A DEFIANT GAZE.

PHOTOS ARE TAKEN HEAD-ON AND SIDE-ON, 
LIKE MUGSHOTS, LIKE HOW SCIENTISTS 

CATEGORIZE SPECIES.



A SUBJECT’S LIKENESS IS CAPTURED AND SENT, 
WITHOUT A NAME, WITHOUT A STORY.

WHAT YOU DON’T SEE ARE THE BLOWS FROM THE 
HIPPO-HIDE WHIP.

BUT YOU CAN FEEL IT, THE MOMENT OF IMPACT,

IN THE RESISTANCE, IN THE STANCE OF THE 
DEFIANT GAZE.



WE DID NOT 
CONSENT TO 
YOUR GAZE

TO RECORD OUR 
BODIES IN 

PERMANENCE.

WE RECLAIM 
OUR RESPECT AND 

DIGNITY.

NOW, HOW WILL 
YOU TELL THIS STORY? 
WITHOUT RE-OPENING 

WOUNDS?



HOW TO 
PERPETRATE 

THE 
COLONIAL 

GAZE

1. 
lie to 

yourself



Tell yourself that 
you belong that you are 
welcome here. Carve a 

seat into our spines rest 
your boots upon our 

necks. 



Lie about what 
brings you here, 
the plantations, 
plots, and mines, 

like this isn’t about 
personal gain

or to beat your 
brother, britain.



Call us threats, 
surround us, ridicule what we 

hold divine. Crown yourself our 
ruler and conquer us with 

your divide. 



Dismantle our circles 
of gathering and hammer 

them into strict lines.



Frame and freeze 
us in place 

using your whiteness 
as bookends.



2. 
lie to 

others



Lie about what brings 
you here, about the lands as 
they appear. Call them virgin 
and untamed as if there are 

no people here.



Say you’ve come to 
civilize with bible, 

coin and gun,

when you really 
mean to brutalize

with bible, coin and 
gun.



the 
holy 

trinity



Choose what you 
advertise in your 

letters home, tell lies.
Cut colonies from
kingdoms take our 

homes 



Make lines 
where there were 

fractals,
draw borders of 

disarray.

Take photos 
but leave out meaning,

carry us out of our 
context.



3. 
OTHER 

THOSE YOU 
LIE ABOUT



Bring the violence 
of a voyeur

intrude on our private 
moments.

Make us strip for 
your camera criminalize 

us with mugshots.



Cross each one 
of our boundaries
and never let us 
tell our story.



Seize us, our land, 
our crops and turn us 

into props.



Kill, extract 
and sell, repeat until 

you  can’t tell

that we are not
 commodities then write

 us out of reality. 



Praise one tribe 
and lower another

 turn us against each other. 
Be the one to write  the 

narrative and center 
your perspective. 

We are the elephant 
and an elephant never 

forgets, but those who 
ignore its memory will be 
trampled twice, at best. 



 FULL PHOTO CREDITS

WORKS CITED AND 
FURTHER READING


