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EING human is
tough. And raising
smaller humans is

even tougher.

The duties of a parent
are varied and amongst
the sea of responsibilities
included in the job
description is the requirement
that you, regardless of your own
miseducation, assume the role of
educator.

As single mom and primary
parent to my two eccentric sons,
Troll 1 and Troll 2, my journey as
an educator has been never-ending
and rife with challenges. These
challenges stem from the obvious:
The Trolls are a couple of highly-
intelligent wise asses and question
every lesson I try to teach and
every law I aim to enforce, and
secondly... being a tad (read:
grossly) eccentric myself, 1
frequently struggle to come up
with reasonable explanations on
why certain deeds and actions
are considered normal and others
are not.

Examples of these include:

Me (clearly exhausted from a
hard day and trying to get the
kids into bed): “We have to sleep
because it’s dark. Human beings
sleep when it’s dark.”

Troll 2: “But... What about
people who drive trucks at night?
Aren’t they human beings too?

Me: “No!”

Raising a child,
as all parents
know, is a work in
progress.

Being a parent
means saying
“please don’t put
your hand on the
hot plate, you’ll
burn” ten thousand
times, over and
over, and then still
being there with cold
water and antiseptic ointment to
treat the burn blister the moment
it does happen.

Nevertheless, throughout the
years of our little chaotic tripod
existence, [ have managed,
through sheer steely will,
perseverance and countless bottles
of wine, to teach them how to tie
their shoelaces (the bunny goes
over the burrow through the hole),
say grace before every meal, lift
the toilet seat and flush after every
number one (which admittedly
took a lot of convincing), wear
clean underwear every day (more
convincing), use body lotion on
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their knees and
elbows and not
hide yesterday’s
fish paste lunch box
bread in their school
socks and then lie
and tell me how
awesome it was.

I have also,
greatly aided by the
divine Universal
Life Source,
managed to instil a

reasonable amount
of socially acceptable table
manners, general motor skills and,
even though Troll 2 still wants to
become a Transformer when he
grows up, just enough practical
logic to enable them to make
reasonably sound life choices.

That’s the stuff I can take credit
for.

What I can’t do, though, is
accept the dues that belong solely
to these two little boys.

They have, with very little
external influence, taken
themselves from boy children to
almost tweens, and have in the
process devised their own set of

what-to-do’s and how-to-

do-thems.

A set, coincidentally,
that doesn’t include me and
carries a sort of Brothers’
Band of Arms connotation.
Because as cool as I am,

I am not a guy, and thus
cannot possibly understand ‘Bro
Things’.

Bro Things include Troll 1, by
virtue of being the eldest, always
assuming control of the remote
control, deciding what games
they both play and sitting in the
front seat of the car and Troll 2,
by virtue of being the youngest,
always expecting Troll 1 to share
his sweets even though he eats
his candy alone, breaking his toys
and asking Troll 1 to fix them and
never, ever spilling his brother’s
secrets.

Bro Things are the bane of my
existence because they divide me
from my Trolls.

A week ago, Troll 2 got bullied
by a child who is at least six years
older than him. The following day,
Troll 1 walked up to the bully and
confronted him... and Troll 2 has
not been bullied since.

Without me, and without my
help.

I am yet to figure out how I feel
about this.

- urbansinglemom@gmal.com

last word

By Cindly vam Wik

Y mom and her sisters call each other
and talk about the weather. Often.
They have long conversations

about drought, about how the animals on the
farm are coping, about how their laundry hasn’t
been drying properly because of the humidity.
They compare rain fall figures, they tell stories
about thunderstorms, they laugh at how they
thought a cloudburst was the end of the world...

It’s their thing.

My mom and her sisters talk about the

weather every time they speak.

My brother and I shake our heads, chuckle,

make fun of her for it.
We don’t get it.
But the thing is: We don’t have to.

Because in between conversations about
sunshine and rain, cold and wet, drought and

flood, much else is said.

“We’ve had such good rain this week, my

knees are acting up.”

“It’s hot and dry here, but the baby’s growing

so big.”

“The wind has been at it again, but my

times? It’s an excuse.

with a heartbeat.

OK”.

Sometimes talking about the weather is “I
need to talk to you, but I don’t want to burden
you with my problems”.

Sometimes talking about the weather is more
“I could do with a hug” than temperature and

wind speed.

My mom and her sisters have a language.

A way they come together to say what’s
been heavy on hearts, sapping at the soul and
mulling through the mind without it being “me,

me, me”.

daughter came to visit.”
Sometimes the weather is a topic, but most

A reason to pick up the phone and dial home
A way of saying “I miss you, let’s catch up”.

Sometimes talking about the weather is their
way of saying “I love you and I hope you’re

right now”, because they know that things aren’t

always great with the others either.

But rather to say “how’s the weather there?”

And to say, without saying a word:

“I wish we lived closer.”

“Paint me a picture of your day.”
“Take my mind off things.”
My mom and her sisters call each other and

talk about the weather often, but they hardly

ever talk about just the weather.
The weather, to them, is a constant.

Something that’ll always be around to

discuss, to wonder about, to focus on.
Their problems — not so much.

Backs will ache and knees will creak and

work will stress you out. Your children will
drive you up the wall; money will come and go;
people will break your heart.

But family? It’s constant. Like the weather.

Whether you like it or not. Like the weather.

My mom and her sisters?

always had each other.

They haven’t always had it easy, but they’ve

- cindy @namibian.com.na;

@SugaryOblivion on Twitter and Instagram

Not always to say “things are so bad with me

Narrow Choices, Narrow Horizons

n my first day as an

English educator at

Windhoek High School,
after the necessary introductions
and curriculum walkthroughs
were carried out between me
and my class of Grade 8 pupils,
a young black girl walked up to
me and asked me whether I was
everything I professed to be.

A bit curious about her
question, I asked her what she
meant.

“Did you really do all of those
things?” she asked.

“Yes, I did them. I still do
them,” I replied.

The things in question were
my varied hobbies, athletic
pursuits, multi-disciplinary
academic career and
professional credentials, and the
general eclectic nature of my
life.

I am a writer, editor,
photographer, designer, English
and law graduate, cyclist,
swimmer, basketball player,
salsa club owner, pop culture
aficionado, literature glutton
and budding gamer. All of
these things are not necessarily

special when taken individually.
But when they all occur
simultaneously in one person —
and a black person at that — there
is, quite often, a curious furrow
which slinks onto someone’s
forehead as they try to reconcile
what they are hearing with what
they are seeing.

The young girl’s reaction is
not new.

The idea of

while, a renaissance black man
or woman comes along but,
generally, societal consensus
seems to be that blackness has
certain choices to make: You
have to belong to a defined
bracket or not belong at all.
Distressingly, the choice
about where to belong is made
at a tender age, when ideas
of identity and
their associated

black eclecticism
remains novel

to many

people. There

is — according to
history, as well
as current and
popular culture

— only one all-
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consequences
are not even
properly
understood.
Slowly, when
you are a young
black child, you
are funnelled
towards ideas

encompassing
conception of
blackness and it is that black
people, despite their diversity,
generally tend to be one type of
black: You are an athlete or an
artist, a politician or a doctor, an
engineer or a farmer, a writer or
a musician.

You cannot, however, be all
of them. Sure, every once in a

and things not
of your choosing
— music and culture being the
most proliferate.

You have to like certain things
because you are black, and hate
others because you are black,
too. The idea that you can be
black and still live many lives
without losing your blackness
remains mysterious to many

people. Narrow choices yield
narrow horizons.

The perpetuation of a singular,
isolated blackness is not only
mistaken but also dangerous.

It takes more than one
viewpoint and points of
experience to survive in
the modern, diverse and
interconnected worlds where
identity politics are constantly
in flux. Blackness and whiteness
are being constantly challenged,
and being one thing is no longer
possible. As a recent educator,
nowhere is the need for eclectic
blackness and whiteness more
needed than in schools where
pupils are in desperate need of
diversity to expose them to the
possibilities which exist beyond
their skin colours and cultural
backgrounds.

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.

MMELL

m NOT Sorry

Everyone Wrong in
Forgotten Struggle
Brats Brakwater Saga

THE nauseating wild-west style violence we witnessed last

week between white landowners and the forgotten offspring
of liberation struggle veterans is typical of situations where all
involved are out of line.

White people: Having your cake and eating it is not an option any
more. Realise you share space with people less fortunate than you.
Realise that your flight out of suburbia when black people move in
does not exempt you from dealing with society’s ugly realities. You can
flee no more. We are coming.

Die swart gevaar kom, ou maat.

This isn’t apartheid South West Africa any more where most of
government’s resources, like the police service, were applied for your
benefit only and the majority of people had to make do. Your gun-
toting vigilante neighbourhood watches who parade around as if this is
Orania will fall this year.

PW Botha lied to you. There is no evidence that you are any better
than any other people. Stop thinking you are. White supremacism is an
ugly colour on anyone.

Your version of last week’s events is not the only one. Trying to
out journalists and newspapers as incompetent for not bowing to your
bullsh*t just shows your misplaced superiority complex. Check your
privilege. You are not special.

Caring more for animals and the environment than human beings
is not acceptable any more. You don’t drive over people and if they
trespass on your land, you call the police. And stop calling us animals,
kaffirs and things and wishing we were all dead. Dis Afrika hierso!

Forgotten struggle brats: You are failing. Your modus operandi
will continue to alienate even the most die-hard of supporters. Stop
your foolish violent behaviour. No one owes you anything.

Use the space around you to do something positive. Organise
yourself. Propose to Swapo ways to make that space you live in now
productive.

Think longer term. Think small scale farming of chickens,
mushrooms, green pepper or produce crafts from recycled material. I
know it doesn’t take away the hunger pangs right now but you should
build goodwill.

You too are not special. Learn a skill. All Namibians are competing
for very few jobs. While you feel entitled and shout at people for not
donating to you at robots, other young Namibians are sitting in classes,
packing groceries, driving taxis and cleaning toilets for a meagre wage.

I get that we can’t just say ‘go home’ any more. Even on your worst
day with nothing to eat, when you didn’t have a shower, when your
child is hungry and sick, believe me, there are Namibians battling even
worse conditions than yourself. They don’t go on the rampage and
make a bloody nuisance of themselves. Behave!

Media: Calling someone a panga-wielding berserk in what seems
like a news story should get you banned from ever publishing another
word. Get the facts, be fair, be balanced. Don’t take anyone’s word
at face value, even if they are white. Keep your ratchet ass and your
poorly informed opinion out of news stories. In sensitive situations like
that, be careful what you publish, even on social media. Do not inflame
the situation further. Never pick a side.

Swapo: The only constant throughout this ordeal is, you, the
governing party. Having grown tired with the drive up to your office
being soiled by tents, the stench of piss and makeshift structures of the
forgotten struggle brats, you dumped them out of sight on your farm
in Brakwater with little or nothing to sustain themselves. So obviously
they’ll try to make a plan.

You did not provide leadership during the chaos last week. You did
not communicate effectively. Actually, you did not communicate at
all. You did not move to calm the situation. And you have not dealt
decisively with the forgotten struggle brats issue for years.

It was actually your leadership who forgot these brats who claim
their fallen parents were responsible for Swapo’s big wigs living in the
lap of luxury today. You are clearly completely incapable of dealing
with Namibia’s biggest socio-economic issues.

The centuries-old inequality coupled with the worsening
unemployment situation and the unrelenting tireless self-enrichment
activities of the entitled ruling elite see us flying towards that dark
abyss at breakneck speed.

Stop patting yourself on the back for the good job you are doing.
Roll up the sleeves of your ugly ass shiny shirts and get to work to
alleviate poverty. Talking about it and feeling sorry for yourself when
you are criticised will not get us out of this stinking heep of sh*t. Shut
up and earn your damn big pay cheque.

The only good thing this social experiment did was to shake the
racists out of their comfort zone.

- rambler @namibian.com.na; @ NamRambler on Twitter
and ‘The Rambler’ on Facebook




