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Foreword (Fictional, in Malema's voice)




I, Julius Sello Malema, Commander-in-Chief of the Economic Freedom Fighters, was born into poverty but destined for the struggle. This is not just my story—it is the story of every Black child who grew up without shoes, every worker exploited in the mines, and every young person tired of empty promises. No one has written this autobiography before because the truth is too radical for the establishment. Here, I speak freely: my beginnings, my battles, my friendships forged in fire, my betrayals, and the road ahead. We are not done. The land must be returned. The mines and banks must be nationalized. Forward!
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[image: ]Roots in the Red Dust of Seshego

I was born on 3 March 1981 in Seshego township, near Polokwane in what was then the Transvaal, now Limpopo. My mother, Flora Malema, was a domestic worker, a single parent who scrubbed floors for white families while raising me. My grandmother helped raise me after my mother passed. We had little, but the spirit of resistance burned early.




At age nine, I joined the Masupatsela (Trailblazers), the ANC youth brigade. We tore down National Party posters at night. That was my first taste of defiance. By 14, I was chairing ANC Youth League branches. School at Mohlakaneng High was secondary; politics was my real classroom. I failed matric once but never failed the people.
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[image: ]Fictional Expansion: I remember hiding in the bushes with comrades, whispering about freedom while police dogs barked. One night, we sang liberation songs under the stars. That is where "Juju" was born—not as a nickname, but as a fighter's spirit.






Author's Note (Original Creation): This is a fresh, never-before-written work blending biographical facts with speculative fiction and political philosophy. It imagines Malema's inner world, unfiltered ambitions, and a hypothetical future trajectory for South Africa under radical economic transformation. No existing book matches this blend of firebrand biography, revolutionary manifesto, and dramatic narrative.
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[image: ]Chapter 1: The Rise of Juju – ANC Youth League Firebrand (2008–2012)

[image: ]




––––––––
[image: ]



The year was 2008, and South Africa stood at a precipice. Thabo Mbeki’s presidency was crumbling under the weight of internal ANC rebellions, Polokwane conference scars, and the looming shadow of Jacob Zuma’s corruption charges. Into this maelstrom stepped a brash, twenty-seven-year-old from Limpopo with a tongue like a whip and the confidence of a man who had already survived poverty’s forge. Julius Sello Malema, barely out of his youth league diapers by the standards of the old guard, was elected president of the African National Congress Youth League at a chaotic national conference in Bloemfontein.




The hall was a circus of red, green, and gold. Delegates chanted, stomped, and hurled insults across factional lines. When the results were announced, Malema—known affectionately and mockingly as “Juju”—raised his fist high. The roar that followed was not just approval; it was the birth cry of a new political force. He wasted no time declaring his allegiance. Jacob Zuma, facing rape and corruption allegations, had become the darling of the disaffected.

Malema positioned himself as Zuma’s shield and sword.
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[image: ]We are prepared to kill for Zuma!” he thundered in the weeks that followed, a statement that sent shockwaves through the media and polite society. To his critics, it was reckless incitement. To the legions of unemployed youth in townships and rural villages, it was raw truth: the ANC had abandoned the poor, and only a fighter like Zuma, backed by firebrands like Malema, could restore its soul.

Malema defended the remark with characteristic defiance. “I was speaking metaphorically,” he would say later, though few believed him. The phrase stuck, a permanent tattoo on his public image.




His leadership of the Youth League was electric and chaotic. Under Malema, the organization transformed from a mere feeder structure into a disruptive power center. He revived the militant language of the liberation struggle, updating it for the post-apartheid era of disappointment. While older ANC leaders spoke in measured tones about “transformation” and “black economic empowerment,” Malema cut through the jargon with blunt demands: nationalization of mines, expropriation of land without compensation, and free education for all.



––––––––
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[image: ]Political freedom means nothing without economic freedom!” became his rallying cry. He toured the country in flamboyant style—red beret tilted at a revolutionary angle, designer clothes, and a growing entourage. His critics pounced on the contradictions. Here was a man railing against white monopoly capital while driving luxury cars, throwing lavish parties, and allegedly benefiting from government tenders in Limpopo.

Malema shrugged it off. “I like nice things. Why should only white people and ANC fat cats enjoy them? The masses must also eat.”




The controversies multiplied. In 2010, Malema led a delegation to Zimbabwe, praising Robert Mugabe’s land seizures and calling for similar action in South Africa.

Back home, he revived old struggle songs with new venom. At rallies, he would belt out “Shoot the Boer, Shoot the Farmer,” his voice hoarse with passion. White farmers and opposition parties recoiled in horror. The South African Human Rights Commission and courts eventually found him guilty of hate speech. Malema wore the conviction like a medal. “They can ban the song,” he told packed stadiums, “but they cannot ban the anger of the people.”
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[image: ]Inside the ANC, tensions escalated. Malema’s Youth League became a thorn in the side of the national leadership. He openly criticized ministers, mocked President Zuma’s personal life when it suited him, and pushed policies that made the old exiles in Luthuli House nervous. Disciplinary hearings followed. In 2011, the ANC charged him with bringing the party into disrepute. Malema arrived at the hearings in full combat mode—red beret, military fatigues, surrounded by chanting supporters.




The expulsion, when it finally came in 2012, was dramatic but not unexpected. The ANC’s National Disciplinary Committee found him guilty on multiple counts. Malema stood outside the hearing venue, tears mixing with fury in his eyes, and addressed the waiting cameras.




“They think by expelling me they have killed the revolution. They are wrong. This is the beginning. The ANC has lost its way. We will form something new—something that truly belongs to the poor.”
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[image: ]In private, those close to him described a man in turmoil. The boy who had grown up without a father, whose mother Flora had worked as a domestic servant, now faced the prospect of political exile. Friends spoke of late-night conversations filled with rage, ambition, and a genuine belief that South Africa’s black majority remained economically colonized.

The expulsion stripped him of ANC protection and resources, but it also liberated him. No longer bound by party discipline, Julius Malema could speak even more freely.




Those four years as Youth League president forged the man who would later shake the foundations of South African politics. He learned how to dominate headlines, how to turn victimhood into strength, and how to channel the fury of a generation that felt liberation had passed them by. The lavish lifestyle continued—expensive watches, bodyguards, and rumors of business deals—but so did the radical rhetoric.

Nationalization. Land return. Economic freedom in our lifetime.
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[image: ]By the time the red doors of Luthuli House closed behind him, Malema was no longer just a loud young activist. He had become a symbol. To millions, he was the unapologetic voice of the forgotten. To others, he was a dangerous demagogue whose words could ignite racial tensions in an already fragile democracy.




The lion had been unleashed. The question was no longer whether he would roar, but how far the sound would carry.
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[image: ]Chapter 2: Birth of the Red Berets – Founding the EFF (2013)
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The dust of expulsion had barely settled on Julius Malema’s shoulders when the plotting began in earnest. In a modest safe house in Johannesburg during early 2013, Malema sat with Floyd Shivambu and a handful of trusted allies around a wooden table littered with notebooks and half-empty bottles of water.




“They think they’ve buried me,” Malema said, his voice low but burning. “Expelled like a dog. But dogs bite back, comrades. What do we call this new thing?”




Shivambu leaned forward, eyes sharp. “Economic Freedom Fighters. Not a party. A movement. We don’t beg for scraps from Luthuli House anymore. We take what belongs to the people.”
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[image: ]Malema slammed his fist on the table. “Exactly! Land first. Mines to the people. No more managing poverty—we end it. Economic freedom in our lifetime. Say it with me.”




The small group echoed the phrase like a war chant.




On 26 July 2013, at a packed press briefing in Soweto, Malema stepped to the microphone wearing a crisp white shirt and the soon-to-be-famous red beret.

Cameras flashed. Journalists leaned in.




“Today, we announce the birth of the Economic Freedom Fighters,” he declared, voice rising. “We are not here to negotiate with white monopoly capital. We are here to defeat it. The ANC has become what it once fought against—black faces, white interests. We will fight for expropriation of land without compensation. Nationalization of mines and banks.

Free education and healthcare. This is not reform. This is revolution!”
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[image: ]A journalist shouted from the back, “Mr. Malema, critics say this is just revenge against the ANC. Are you splitting the liberation movement?”




Malema laughed, a sharp, defiant sound. “Revenge? No. This is correction. The liberation movement abandoned the poor. We are picking up the spear where they dropped it. Tell your editors: the Red Berets are coming.”




Two days later, on 27 July, over 1,200 delegates crammed into Uncle Tom’s Hall in Orlando West. The air was thick with sweat, hope, and revolutionary fervor. Mineworkers from Marikana, still mourning their fallen brothers, stood beside university students and former ANC branch leaders.
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[image: ]Malema mounted the stage, red beret tilted, fist raised. The crowd erupted.




“Comrades!” he roared. “Twenty years after apartheid, our people still live in shacks while a few eat caviar. Is this what our heroes died for?”




“No!” the hall thundered back.




“Tell me,” Malema continued, pacing like a caged lion, “when a white man owns the land and the minerals, and a Black child goes to bed hungry—what kind of freedom is that?”



15

[image: ]

16


[image: ]“None!” they shouted.




“We adopt the Seven Cardinal Pillars today. Land expropriation without compensation. Nationalization of strategic sectors. Free quality education. An end to corruption. Build the armed forces of the people. We are anti-capitalist, anti-imperialist, and unapologetically pro-poor. Who is with us?”




The response was deafening. “EFF! EFF! EFF!”




A young delegate from Limpopo stood up during the open floor. “Commander, what if they call us radicals?”




Malema pointed directly at him. “Let them call us radicals
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