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Unapologetic
By Cindy van WykSugar and Spice

last word

Namibia’s people are 
apparently the most 
tolerant on the continent 

according to Afrobarometer, a 
research network that conducts 
public attitude surveys on 
democracy, governance, economic 
conditions and related issues across 
Africa.

The survey found that across 
33 countries, Africans exhibit high 
tolerance for people from different 
ethnic groups (91%), of different 
religions (87%), immigrants (81%) 
and people living with HIV-Aids 
(68%).

Christians, urban residents 
and younger citizens tend to be 
more tolerant than, respectively, 
Muslims, rural residents and older 
people. I could have told you that.

Tolerance levels are apparently 
particularly high in countries that 
are ethnically and religiously 
diverse, suggesting that experience 
is an important factor in inculcating 
an attitude of tolerance among 
African citizens.  I told you guys to 
come out of the bos.

Tolerance for people living with 
HIV-Aids is highest in countries 
with high HIV-Aids prevalence, 
showing that intolerance and 
stigmatisation can be unlearned 
through personal encounters.

I guess you can’t continue to 
be intolerant to something that’s 
so close to home with many 
Namibians having lost a family 
member to the disease. 

We’ve grown so fond of it that 
we’ve even given it nicknames, 
including Government Cancer/Flu, 
Die Groot Siek, Daai Ding, The 
Long Illness, Kei Hakas (the big 
four), Oka Kia (a thorn).

But a large majority of Africans, 
however, are intolerant of 
homosexual citizens.

An average of 78% of 
respondents in 33 countries say 
they would “somewhat dislike” 
or “strongly dislike” having a 
homosexual neighbour. But not all 
of Africa is homophobic. 

In Cape Verde, South Africa, 
Mozambique and Namibia, and 
more than four in 10 citizens in 
three other countries, would like 
or not mind having homosexual 
neighbours.

In Namibia, we are quite 
straightforward in our acceptance 
but dislike of gays. Eshenge and 
moffie are considered serious 
insults and may have led to 
fisticuffs on many occasions but 
unless you want to apply for 
asylum in Canada, gay people are 
not necessarily hassled or harassed 
any more.

I’m reminded of one of my 
heroes who once said “we 
condemn! There is no space for 
homosexualism and les(ie)bianism 
in Namibia”. 

Lists were regularly drawn 
up back then and people were 
decampaigned on the basis of 
their perceived sexual orientation/
preference. Today, various openly 
gay Namibians occupy high profile 
jobs.

Komesho!
I wonder if the survey dealt with 

the fears of respondents like: Do 
you fear that you might grow an 

attraction to the gay dude next door 
hence your objection?

On average, African citizens 
who are regularly exposed to 
news through traditional and 
social media are more likely to 
demonstrate tolerant attitudes than 
those who have low or no media 
exposure.

Not surprisingly, people who 
have at least a secondary school 
education tend to exhibit higher 
tolerance than the less educated.

I’ve told you this before. Show 
me a bigot and I’ll show you a 
backward idiot who relies on the 
Bible for his news updates and 
world view. I now understand what 
the spelling, grammar and level of 
argument of the dimwits on Politics 
Watch Namibia on Facebook tell 
us about the prolonged absence 
from any classroom and their 
unwillingness or inability to grasp 
anything while they were there.

The survey found that the 
younger generation exhibits higher 
tolerance than its elders. Similarly, 
men and urban residents express 
higher tolerance levels than women 
and rural residents.

My love for religious nuts of all 
hue is well documented. But I’ll 
tolerate the *ssholes for as long as 
it’s illegal to be intolerant of their 
bullsh*t.

But I wonder if Namibians’ 
supposed tolerance isn’t mistaken 
for our famous don’t-give-a-f*ck 
attitude, coupled with a deep-seated 
lethargy and an extraordinary 
unquestioning attitude.   

I wonder if the questions really 
probed the respondents’ true 
prejudice.

To differentiate between the two, 
I would ask the average Namibian 
man: What would you do if your 
gay, Muslim and Zimbabwean 
neigbours are all involved in a 
bloody brawl in your backyard over 
a gender-ambiguous HIV positive 
Congolese sex worker while you 
are watching Arsenal getting beaten 
again by another small club like 
Manchester United? Namibians’ 
stock reaction: Close the door, 
increase the volume on the TV.

A real question would be: If 
Swapo ever had a gay, unmarried, 
atheist, white female presidential 
candidate, would you still vote 
for the party and their candidate? 
Possible Namibian answer: You 
said Swapo candidate, right? 
Mannetjie!

Or perhaps: The central bank 
governor introduced a weird 
currency deal with a neighbouring 
country. The deal sees Namibia 
losing billions of dollars in a few 
months. How would you punish 
him? Possible Namibian answer: 
What is a central bank?

Yet another could be: A pay TV 
service provider increases its prices 
to unaffordable levels, do you 
cancel your subscription?

Possible Namibian answer: Will 
you send your sister over every 
Saturday afternoon?

There’s a thin line between 
tolerance and not giving a f*ck!

- rambler@namibian.com.na, 
@NamRambler on Twitter; The 

Rambler on Facebook

The Problem With Being a Woke Black

By and large, 2016 has 
seen a spike in minority 
activism, especially 

within the realms of identity 
and cultural politics. Glossy 
magazines are being lambasted 
for not having enough diverse 
content and the film and television 
industries are facing reformatory 
criticisms for sidelining minority 
actors and actresses; and white 
privilege, rightly so, is being 
challenged at every given 
opportunity. 

These minority protests are 
happening everywhere. Brother, 
what a time to be alive.

It is not all about race, though. 
It is everything which can be 
hegemonic. 

Weight and fat shaming, 
normative standards of beauty, 
misrepresentation of mental 
illnesses, patriarchy and cultural 
appropriation are being taken 
on by the tweeting, blogging, 
connected, dissatisfied and 
disenfranchised masses. 

Nobody and nothing are 
safe any more. There are no 
sacred cows when it comes to 
representation – everything must 
be challenged. Sister, what a time 

to be alive.
The levels of activism, 

especially online, are nearly 
unprecedented, especially 
amongst the black community. 
Because the 
levels of access 
and connection 
are multiplied, 
activism is 
much easier; 
the vehicles 
of protest are 
numerous and 
accessible. 
There are 
now more 
black voices 
adding their 
arguments and 
thoughts to the 
global consciousness. Thankfully, 
mercifully, necessarily so. 
Brother, what a time to be alive.

The black voices leading this 
charge are varied.They are, by 
different measures, eloquent and 
erudite, insightful and poignant, 
as well as alert and sensitive to the 
challenges minorities face. 

In Twitter parlance, they are 
known as ‘woke blacks’. Woke 
meaning they are aware of the 

injustices minorities face; they 
are the first ones to pick up a 
racial slur; and they lead a line of 
argument. 

By sheer popularity or clarity 
of insight they 
frame debates, 
they are quoted 
in hastily 
scribbled 
editorials. 

Woke 
blacks, self-
styled or not, 
seem to be the 
new black and 
anyone not 
buying this 
season’s latest 
range is being 
left behind. 

Sister, what a time to be alive.
But being identified as a woke 

black is only half a compliment. 
This new category of ‘better 
blacks’ implies there are black 
people who are sleeping on the 
job, black people who are not 
tuned in to the struggle, black 
people not doing their fair share of 
protesting – therein lies the insult. 

Being a ‘woke black’, I think, 
is quite empty. 

I struggle to think of a 
black person living in today’s 
world who is unaware of the 
implications of their pigmentation. 
What does it mean to be a ‘woke 
black’ anyway? 

To just tweet or copy and paste 
decontextualised Malcolm X 
quotes? Relentlessly looking for 
offence in every film, every song, 
every headline? 

Is ‘woke blackness’ hyper 
sensitive, irritable activism which 
vents its fury at small and great 
injustices alike? The moniker 
makes no sense.

If it is these things, the title 
needs to be rested. For its 
perceived state of ‘wokeness’, it 
is myopic to the nature of current 
racial and minority activism: 
Belonging to the category is all 
that matters; everything else is 
merely distraction. 

Man, what a time to be a lie.

Rémy Ngamije is a writer, 
photographer and designer living 

and working in Windhoek. You 
can view and read his work on 

his website remythequill.com and 
follow him on 

Twitter @remythequill.

If I Was a BoyI, the Urban Single Mom, am 
not really a Single Mother 
Extraordinaire. I am a Single 

Father Extraordinaire.
Why? Because Single Mothers, 

or Single Women who have 
children, are not really women.

Women, I am pretty sure, 
have lives that are nothing like 
mine. They have stress levels that 
couldn’t possibly rival mine. Not 
on an average 24-hour day. 

Women stress over things 
like dinner parties, stiletto heels, 
keeping things cooking in both the 
kitchen and the bedroom and have 
actual savings accounts for possible 
holidays to exotic locations.  

Women wake up gracefully. 
They yawn. They stretch. They 
breathe deeply. Women have rich 
emotional lives and lavish their 
affection and time upon their 
friends and loved ones. 

Women prioritise career 
ambitions… and foot massages. 

Women use cuticle cream, read 
glossy magazines, sit elegantly, eat 
with poise, smile for no particular 
reason and have houses that smell 
like lavender.

That is not me. That is not how 

my days fly by. That is 
not how I wake up in 
the morning. And that 
is most definitely not 
what my house smells 
like. 

Not since that fateful 
day 11 years ago when 
I pushed a melon 
through a key hole and 
looked down for the 
very first time into the 
eyes of my first born. And as much 
as I love my children, and as much 
as it fills me with an immense 
sense of pride that the Universe 
thought me worthy to entrust the 
lives of not one, but two souls in 
my hands, every now and then I 
remember that once upon a very 
long time ago, I, the Urban Single 
Mom…was a woman. 

I am not that woman any more. 
I am a man. And no one ever 
told me that when you become 
a Single Mother, one of the 

job requirements if 
you want to survive 
successfully is that you 
bid farewell to your 
femininity. It’s one of 
those annoying little 
fine print tricks you 
just kind of figure it out 
along the way.

You figure out that 
if you want to raise 

your offspring with them 
leading healthy lifestyles and being 
of sane mind, you best start getting 
better acquainted with concepts 
like:

Brawn over Brain
That couch needs to be moved. 

So does the fridge. That door 
handle needs to replaced. That 
yard needs raking. That light bulb 
needs to be changed. That long 
distance trip needs to be driven. 
That school bully and his scary dad 
in the double cab bakkie need to 
be confronted. Life’s heavy lifting, 

girls, needs to be done. And you, 
just you and your girl muscles, are 
the one who’s gonna have to do it.

Tears for Fears
Yeah, sure. It’s your party and 

you can cry if you want to. The 
truth, though, is that by year five 
of hauling it out on your own, 
you probably won’t be doing 
much crying. Crying is not going 
to magically make your woes 
disappear, it’s not going to manifest 
someone who is going to wipe 
those tears… and it will scare 
your kids. So at some point, you 
actually, physically, like a man, just 
stop crying.

The Free Time Myth
They go to school and you work. 

They go on school holiday and you 
work. They go to bed and you’re 
still up for hours, putting things in 
place for tomorrow, checking the 
water and engine oil … and locking 
the burglar doors.

And that, ladies, is the brutal 
truth of it all.

Who is going to help me petition 
for Single Mothers also being 
applauded on Fathers Day?

- urbansinglemom@gmail.com

I don’t apologise for taking up space any 
more.

I notice it as I’m getting into a cab on 
Monday afternoon and tell the man I’m about 
to sit next to, very pointedly, that he’s going to 
have close his legs. 

I’m not sorry about it. Not about the fact that 
I’m “disturbing” his cab ride, not about the fact 
that I can’t slip in undetected and certainly not 
about the space my thighs and bum take up.

I’m not sorry any more.
But I used to be.
I’m not sure when I stopped, but I have a 

good idea when and how it started. 
After years of internalising that the only time 

a woman is feminine and beautiful is when 
she’s petite, dainty, just small enough to fit 
under an arm or on a lap, I started believing that 
the only way I could exist tall, big and bold, 
was to be apologetic about it.

I went through life apologising.
“Sorry” as I shimmied my way down the 

aisle of the school bus. “Sorry” as I navigated 
knees and feet in a church pew. “Sorry” as I 

made my way through a packed club. 
Careful, as anyone would – or rather should 

– be, not to tread on toes or be the reason a 
drink spills, but more than that, careful not to 
take up too much space. Careful not to be an 
inconvenience.

Now? I don’t care that my long legs and big 
bum mean I need more space when sitting at 
the back of a car, I don’t care that you have to 
move a little more, make a little more space for 
me when I’m passing by, I don’t care if you’re 
annoyed.

I’m not sorry for taking up space, for being 
here. Not any more.

And this newfound unapologetic nature?
It’s been passed on to every other sphere of 

my life too. 
Friendships. Relationships. A budding 

romance, in particular.
I’m not afraid to say what I want any more.
I’m not ashamed to tell the man who likes 

me that I like romance. It doesn’t make me feel 
silly or childish to tell him that I want to be 
wooed. For the first time in my life, I don’t have 

to pretend to be less, to want less, in order to be 
wanted.

I’ve become unapologetic about the way I 
want to be courted, want to be treated, want to 
be loved.

I tell my best friend Whitney about it on 
Sunday morning and I’m hit by another 
revelation. 

I realise that I want what I want, and that if I 
don’t get it from him, it won’t feel like a failure.

It won’t mean there’s something wrong with 
me, that I want to much, that I am too much. 

It will mean that I want what I want and that 
he can’t give it to me.

It will mean that I’m great and he’s great too 
but that we’re not great together and that will 
be that.

This... unapologetic-ness? It feels like 
coming into my own. It feels like freedom. It 
feels good.

- cindy@namibian.com.na; 
@SugaryOblivion on Twitter and 

Instagram; sugary-oblivion.tumblr.com

Between Tolerance 
and Not Giving a F*ck


