




‘Daughters’ is the most recent body of work from Heike Allerton-
Davies and explores the merging fault lines in our shared 
history that brings her and her daughter and the daughters of 
the surrounding Dwarsrivier Valley, between Stellenbosch and 
Franschhoek, to this point and place in time. Colonial patriarchy 
coupled with female vulnerability forms the underlying and 
binding narrative with the Rhodes aftermath being ever-present 
in this famous Boschendal valley - traces of colonial rule remain 
embedded in every corner of the land and in the collective 
memories of the people here. Kunnenburgh farm, where Heike 
lives with her family, is one of the original 4 farms in the area, 
set up to produce supplies for the refreshment station at the 
Cape for ships on route between Europe and the East.  The slave 
bell still stands firmly on the back lawn, untouched – a constant 
reminder of the events that took place here – symbolic of the 
authority, regulations and dominance ruling the movements 
and every aspect of the lives of the slaves.
 
Every year the farm tractors churn up the aisles of the vineyards, 
unearthing and exposing fragments of blue and white Delft  
fragments of blue and white porcelain, remnants of the lives 
once lived here before us.

“My daughter sifts through the soil in the vineyards obsessively 
collecting these iconic colonial ‘treasures.’ She brings them to 
me, cobalt reflected in her eyes. Porcelain that would have been 
carefully packed in crates with soft cushioning protecting them 
against any damage, brought across the sea, slaves below the 
decks where they were classified as ‘cargo’ and were subjected 
to inhumane conditions.  And so colonialism spread like spilt ink 
across the African continent. 

Heike has a specific interest in the blue and light green eyes dotted 
through this community which bares testimony to a complex 
history between the colonial missionaries and farmers and the 
slave workers in this area and the intricacies that this striking 
fragment of color embodies.  Relationships between slaves and 
masters were commonplace. Children born out of these affairs 
were denied by their masters were denied by the masters who 
never acknowledged them as their own flesh and blood. But 
they were prized for their lighter skins and they were deemed 
more valuable on the auction market, fetching higher prices. The 
current generations of people here still live with these memories 
of stolen identity, traces of this disempowerment visible in every 
corner. She also explores how people relate their identities to 
this manifestation of their history. The provenance of these eyes 
reminding us of the age old duality of women being blessed 
and cursed through the mere default of being female. The male 
gaze, ownership of beauty vulnerability and the devastating 
disempowerment.“I feel the familiarity of my own blue eyes 
and those of my children, my parents and my grandparents, my 
uncles and my cousins - when I look into the blue eyes that I 
have encountered in this community - something of myself and 
of my own daughter resides there - and something brutal reflects 
back at me through the same blue eyes of the missionaries and 
Rhodes himself - a clear, cool hard blue. Fragments of blue eyes 
are subtle visual reminders of to the patriarchal led injustice that 
thrived all over this valley, and in many ways still does.”
 
“I am the daughter of colonialism and white privilege, my daughter 
has inherited this, every women, and her daughters, that we see 
in this valley is directly and intricately linked to and affected by 
this fragile legacy.” says Heike 





Madonna and Child
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 
canvas
100 x 100 cm

R 22 000.00 



Madonna and Child

A Black Woman speaks of Wamonhood
By Beah Richards

You were afraid to nurse your young

lest fallen breast offend your master’s sight

and he should flee to firmer loveliness.

And so you passed them, your children, on to me.

Flesh that was your flesh and blood that was your blood

drank the sustenance of life from me.

And as I gave suckle I knew I nursed my own child’s enemy.

I could have lied,

told you your child was fed till it was dead of hunger.

But I could not find the heart to kill orphaned innocence.

For as it fed, it smiled and burped and gurgled with content

and as for color knew no difference.

Yes, in that first while

I kept your sons and daughters alive.

But when they grew strong in blood and bone

that was of my milkyou

taught them to hate me.

Put your decay in their hearts and upon their lips

so that strength that was of myself

turned and spat upon me,

despoiled my daughters, and killed my sons.

You know I speak true.

Though this is not true for all of you.



Loss of Memory
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 
canvas
100 x 100 cm

R 22 000.00 



Purging
2015, Ink and acrylic on canvas

120 x 120 cm

R 25 000.00  

In God we Trust
2015, Ink and acrylic on canvas

120 x 120 cm

R 25 000.00  



Living Legacy
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 
canvas
106 x 80 cm

R 20 000.00 



The Reverand’s Eyes
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 

canvas
100 x 100 cm

R 22 000.00 

Rhodes’ Daughter I
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 

canvas
100 x 100 cm

R 22 000.00  



Rhodes’s Daughter I  
The portraits of my daughter and our 2 dogs grapples with my fears for her  - her 

innocence and beauty untouched this far by the judgement and hostility that 

she might experience because of her whiteness, uneffected by the burdens that 

come with beauty and womanhood. 

Her blue eyes and blonde hair symbolic of her colonial heritage, something 

she cannot escape. The girls I have met from the local communities in the 

Franschhoek-Stellenbosch valley , tucked away out of sight of the bus loads of 

tourists – also reflect their heritage in their faces, in their eyes, aldso unable to 

escape implications and judgements.

Blue and light green eyes are dotted through the communities , a genetic trait 

from their forefathers, the same forefathers that brought me and my children our 

blue eyes. We are inextricably bound. Yet the sadness and intimate brutalities that 

those eyes represent  bring back the reality of my white privealge. Yet at the same 

time remind me of the vulnerabilities and challenges of being a woman.



Rhodes’ Daughter, Living Legacy and the Reverand’s eyes
The legacy of Cecil John Rhodes is still vividly present in the Boschendal 

Valley – his cold, clear blue eyes ever , his presence everywhere. The 

communities of this valley’s story is indistinguishable from that of 

Rhodes’ ambitions and they are still dealing with the effects if the 

imperial patriachy that ruled here. 



Daughters of the chardonay valley
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on canvas

243 x 150 cm

R 48 000.00  



Simonsberg Falls
2015, Ink, acrylic and gold leaf on 
canvas
130 x 130 cm

R 34 000.00  



Rhodes’ Daughter II
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on canvas
150 x 130 cm

R 34 000.00



Noa and Cole
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on  
canvas
100 x 100 cm

R 20 000.00 



The darkness of white
2015, Ink and acrylic on canvas
130 x 150 cm

R 34 000.00  
 



Sold
2015, Ink and acrylic on canvas
100 x 100 cm

R 22 000.00  





Dinner is served – Installation
This work brings together symbolic elements from the esperiences I have 
had making this work. The soil in this installation comes from the vineyards of 
Kunnenburgh Farm where we live – considered to be one of the original four 
homesteads established in the 1600’s. Soil has many relevant connotations re-
lating to stability and founda- tions, fertility and birth, always with the promise 
of renewal. This is the foundation of all that took place here. Every year the trac-
tors plough through the aisles of the vineyards unearthing countless shards of 
blue and white Delft porcelain, traces of the civilized lives that were lived here. 
The blue of the Delft is reminiscent of the ocean that brought the colonists 
to Africa, reflective also of the blue eyes of the ministers and masters, mine, 
my children’s, and symbolic of the tears of shame and sadness, remorse and 
cleansing, fear and forgiveness. My daugter sifts through the sand in search of 
these fragments, and together we try to piece together the pattern and stories 
of these plates that once served.
 



Cargo III
2015, Ink and collage on paper

65 x 48 cm

R 12 000.00  

Cargo II
2015, Ink and collage on paper

65 x 48 cm

R 12 000.00  



Cargo I
2015, Ink and collage on paper

65 x 48 cm

R 12 000.00  

Half-caste
2015, Ink and collage on paper

65 x 48 cm

R 12 000.00  



Captivated
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 

canvas
50 x 50 cm

R 9 000.00  

        Fragile Cargo
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 

canvas
40 x 50 cm

R 7 000.00      



Sleeping Babes 
2015, Ink and acrylic on paper

(diptych)
40 x 58 cm

R 22 000.00 





Shards I-XXXIX
2015, Mixed media
20 x 20 cm

R 2 500.00    EACH
Please contact the gallery for 
individual pieces



In memory of Philida
2015, Ink, acrylic and collage on 
canvas
175 x 85 cm

R 30 800.00 

The meory of Philida:
This work is based on the true story of Philida, a young slave woman from the 

Dwarsriver Valley, and mother of four children by her slave master’s son, Francois 

Brink. Francois like countless other slave owners, never acknowledged these chil-

dren as his own, and often mother and children were sold on auction to reduce 

embarressment to the family name.  Lighter skinned slaves were regarded as more 

valuable and fetched higher prices at sales. Many of these children carried a strong 

resemblence to their fathers, genetic traces still visible genertaions later. It was 

reknowned South African author, Andre Pbrink’s dicovery that Francois Brink was 

a direct ancestor of his, that led him to write the remarkable story of Philida in his 

novel Philida.



The relentness of burden
2015, Ink, acrylic and gold leaf 
on canvas
175 x 85 cm

R 30 800.00  



My master’s daughter
2015, Ink and acrylic on canvas
175 x 85 cm

R 30 800.00




