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REVIEW BY KELWYN SOLE 

Scrim 

by Haidee Kotze 

Deep South, Makhanda, 2019. 
ISBN 978-0-9947104-8-2 ebook 978-0-9947104-9-9. 52pp. 

This is the third individual collection from this poet, the first two of 
which - Lush: Poems for Four Voices and The Reckless Sleeper -
appeared under the name of Haidee Kruger. She is already well­
known in South African poetry circles; and in this book her admirers 
will not only be able to see how she continues to hone her skills, but 
also delight in the brilliance to be found in some of these latest 
poems. 

Kotze is a poet and academic specialising in linguistics and 
descriptive and theoretical translation studies. She has been based in 
South Africa and - more recently - Australia, and is about to take up 
a Professorship in Utrecht. In a 2015 interview, she notes "My poetry 
and my academic work are both· driven by my curiosity about how 
language works in pulling the inner and outer together, how it works 
inside people's heads, in the world outside, and in the funny space in 
between one's head and the world" and goes on to suggest that, 
although the two require different processes of thinking and writing, 
they are "two very different ways of exploring the same 
question" (Nicole Melanson, 'Meet Haidee Kruger', WordMothers 
January 23, 2015). 

Reflecting on the social possibilities open to a poet, she remarks 
on the "fine line between being a central figure in the community" 
and "a kind of commodity." As regards the latter, she believes the 
form of expression that may emerge too easily fits "in comfortably 
with current discourses; fits current needs". In a society which 
currently endorses and values "visibility, extroversion, the ability to 
engage and entertain", she questions the fact that extroverts and 
entertainers are currently seen as the sole "dispensers of 
wisdom" (Gary Cummiskey, 'Haidee Kruger: shaking language out of 
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degree of strain: or when the unusual juxtapositions and associations 
attempted do not convince in their relevance, nor resonate sufficiently 
in the reader's consciousness. 

Nevertheless, this is a fine collection, and shows the poet's ever­
growing strength and talent. Her personal voice seems more grounded 
and sure here, as a locus for her interrogation of the world. All in all 
the exquisite and seemingly fragile beauty of these poems sits side� 
by-side with their intellectual and conceptual strength. In reading 
them I was continually surprised by the unexpected directions the 
poems took me: in a very real sense, the best of them embodied one 
poem's injunction to "Look. Everything is always about to 
happen" ('Adventure'). One is repeatedly taken further than one 
suspects - as their narrator says, "I try not to think about 
endings" ('Hummingbird postcard'); for "Beginnings are such soft­
skinned things / to bite into, blanched / by time. And endings? 
Nobody gives gifts / for endings/ We must travel light" ('Gift'). In 
this _c�l)e_ction there is an extraordinary sense of latent power, of 
poss1b1hhes for further development. This suggests to me that an 
important poet has emerged. I cannot wait to read her next book. 

It would be remiss, in closing, not to mention the book's cover. 
Some of Deep South's recent covers have been striking, but this is to 
my estimation probably the best of the lot. Gowans and Berold have 
excelled themselves. 
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