Ode to the Africa Media Matrix - AMM: 
Student launch event, 16 March 2006.
If you chose this School, you ain’t a fool. 
You’re cool. You’re hot, cos this is the spot. 
The Spot in the G, I’m sure you’ll agree.

This is the place, a customised space. 
It stimulates, tickles, gives leisure and pleasure. It’s a house of treasure, 
A home for media, tech and ideas; an abode for you to shape your careers.
A place to think – about ink; about the web, and TV. 
To riddle over radio, take in theory. 
Design, and writing, and photojourn too; about communication, about illumination, and what you can do. 

So if you’ve got an idea, to my mailbox you steer.

This building won’t give you the skills on a plate. Instead we’d like you to be inspired to create. 
So take a stroll through this palace, and soak it all in. Wander around – it’s fine if you grin. 
Start off in the foyer, the reception is blue. Squizz at the picture, I hope it’s not new. 
It’s media freedom in our great constitution; a guiding light for this institution.

To your left and above is a Senagalese cloth. The images there are a challenge to sloth. 

Its West African devils guard essay boxes, if you feed ‘em on time, 
If you stick to the deadlines, your DP will be fine. 
The drum comes from Venda, strike up its beat; 
Enjoy the script on the bling pillars – it’s an artistic feat.
The mosaic has Braille and sign-language, even better; they’re supposed to spell “news”; I hope it’s not a different four-letter. 
Those tabletop tiles that look Japanese – you decode them as proofreading, do it with ease. 
Wire bowls on the wall, and cable that’s blue. It shows our connectivity, and what I now tell you is true:
Nowhere in Africa is there cable like this; it can carry more content than you ever could wish. 
We can serve up video, stream webcams and more, 200 times faster than a local phone call. 
We back-up Rhodes’ data, we’ve got Grocott’s online.  We’ve IP telephony - it’s all pretty fine. 
Coming up soon will be a news ticker tape, giving you the latest on the Zuma claimed rape.

Buzzing within will be flatpanel screens & pictures prolific; we’ll try avoid images that count as horrific.

Instead, this new medium will boast your productions, satellite feeds and even SMS instructions. 
Now exiting the foyer, range red for radio - with wide open ears. See the clock time in Dakar and Jakarta, and then change your gears. 
At the foot of the stairs, is an artwork that’s king:
A TV camera that’s been on a fling.

Ndebele artist Martha Rankoe painted it bold, up the stairs her motifs are still on a roll.
Learn a new city’s location as you ascend to the map, see Martha’s pillar as you pass by all that.
Peer down the passage and what do you see? What do you know – it’s more Ndebele. That’s your cue for TV.

And including some kit; in a facility that’s fit. It’s fit for professionals, for that’s what you’ll be. A studio, edit suites, and newsroom pourri. 
Now, it’s time for a pitstop, take a break from it all. Enter the toilets, but look at the wall.  
Wisdom and wit you’ll find in the john, so you won’t be bored for the minute that you’re gone. 
Resume touring that floor and you’ll find a project that’s proud. It’s a conference, and newsagency and a pan-African crowd. 
Come September 11, our Highway Africa turns ten; there’ll be 500 journos visiting us then.    
Four seminar rooms, and a technical store, not to mention theory teachers galore - that’s what makes up the rest of this floor. 
No time to stop, climb the stairs to the top. That riksha ain’t frivolous; the caption explains it’s quite ambiguous. 
The apex facility is the one with the view. It comes courtesy of Johncom, a commendable crew.
This building took millions, R27 in sum. Johncom gave R4 – its boss is a chum.

He’s Connie Molusi, a graduate of here. His company hires you guys year after year. 
Multichoice and Media24 have also put in, so we’re grateful to them for their contribution. 
Pearson, who send us the Financial Times, have also been generous, in giving some dimes. 
There on this top floor is a unique super-lab, divisible into four at the push of a door. 
We can throw it all open to play with convergence, or carve it in quarters for skill divergence.

There’s a postgrad lab, part of our 200 workstations; they’re a lot to maintain – please sometimes have patience.
The offices up here house new media and print, teachers with whom you’ll be doing a stint. On the walls are countless displays - there for you guys to showcase your ways.
Finish up in the conference room, you might want to ask “why kudu horn rather than mask?” Don’t be a dummy – you’ve got brain with that brawn: 
You know vuvuzela’s, at least I hope that you do. Well, the horns are the original instrument that Africa blew.
Your world-class journ school is not somewhere else, it’s firmly rooted in this here place:  
Your Africa Media Matrix is on a continent of grace, we’re talking communications that synch with our space.  
Step out on the balcony and look over the town.  Remember the privilege of a degree with a gown. 
You can help those less fortunate while you’re studying here, tell the stories of the people out there.   
And, when later you remember your Rhodes student life, don’t forget the people still living in strife. 

Your staff have worked hard for your AMM. Joe Alfers especially has midwifed this gem. 
So let’s give thanks for our fortune, and jorl for tonight. 
For tomorrow we make media and do what is right. 
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