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O! How was Mother’s
SDay?

Did you wake up to the
smell of breakfast emanating
seductively from the kitchen?
Were you the receiver of a
bouquet of the fairest flowers
in God’s Great Creation? Did
you awake to a sea of prezzies,
wrapped neatly in crinkle paper
and bows? And did you, best
Cleopatra impersonation in tow,
continue to laze about the house
all day long, lavishing in the
praise, worship and affection of
your kids and loved ones?

You didn’t? Really? That’s
not how the most ‘special’ day
of your year went?

Don’t worry, neither did mine.

Mother’s Day to me, the
Urban Single Mom, was literally
just another day.

Another stuck-somewhere-in-
the-twilight zone kind of day.

Why? Because like most
Single Moms, every year I still
somehow manage to wind up
in that dark, hopeless abyss
of expectation. Where my
hair stays perfect all day long.
And birds twirp happily on

Any Given Sunday

my windowsill.
Expecting that I
will wake up and
my life would
suddenly transform
into a peachy rom
com. Expecting
that I will somehow
wake up and the
house would be
magically clean, the
laundry magically
washed and folded and my
responsibilities magically
vanished.

Expecting that [ will awake,
and life would magically be
about All About Me... and what
makes me, little ol” me, happy.

It never is, of course.

Not for gitls like us.

For most Single Moms,
Mother’s Day is just ...Sunday.

And Sundays are for waking
up 2,5 minutes later than on any
other day.

Sundays are for slaving
in front of the stove because
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Sunday lunches
don’t make
themselves.

Sundays are for
getting through
three heaps of dirty
laundry and finding
that mysterious
lost sock stuck
somewhere behind
the pot plant in the
living room.

Sundays are for making peace
with the fact that your two-day
weekend reprieve is over and
that tomorrow the sh*t will
undoubtedly hit the fan. Again.

Sundays are for cleaning
corners in the house you know
you’ll never be able to get to
during the madness that is
Monday to Friday.

And Sundays are for
slumping tiredly on the couch at
the end of the day and catching
the Sunday Night Movie.

And just because the
commercials on television

tell you that on one particular
Sunday in May, you’re supposed
to abandon all and spend the day
acting like you're The Queen of
Sheba doesn’t necessarily mean
that that is how things are gonna
go down.

Ironically, that might sound
sad as hell, but is not really such
a terrible thing.

It simply means that life as a
single mother is life as a single
mother.

It doesn’t let up.

The same things you dealt
with yesterday are the same
things you’ll be dealing with
tomorrow. And the same people
who loved you 10 minutes ago
are going to love you by the time
the next 10 minutes roll around
too.

That is the single greatest
thing in my world. Hands down.

I'was The Trolls’ mom all the
days before Mother’s Day and |
will be The Trolls” mom all the
days after Mother’s Day as well.

And that makes any Sunday
special.

— urbansinglemom@gmail.com
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NWAR is middle-aged
and distinctly coloured
ith spiky hair that
says he isn’t ready to let go
of his youth just yet and a
million-and-one questions.

He drives an Uber and
picks me up on a pretty
little street in Woodstock
with a great Table Mountain
view after I say goodbye
to Bognahn and her friend
whose name escapes me now.

The car is cold. Mortuary-
like cold.

I ask him about it, and with
a strange chuckle, he says he
wants me to freeze my *ss
off.

It’s a joke, but not really.

I’'m not sure whether he’s
trying to flirt or whether he’s
just the kind of awkward
older men always seem to be
but the look on my face must
tell him that I'm not here for
any of that because he turns
the temperature up a bit and
turns his attention back to the
road.

You’d think that navigating
‘17h15 on a Friday afternoon’
Cape Town traffic would be
enough to keep him occupied

Thing About Cape Town

but instead I’m not sure
he asks me s “ g a M whether to
questions. - —- decline or just
About what K bolt like I didn’t
I was doing in ¢ \ hear him but for
Woodstock, A e some reason, I
about where sit, I wait, I take
I’m from, about his number and
who I'm in By Cindy van Wyk I cringe when he
Cape Town says “for next

with, about what

I’ve been doing with my time
there and about the wine tour
‘Whitney, Gordon and I were
on the day before.

He asks question after
question about Windhoek,
about my job, about
newspapers, about Walvis
Bay, about me possibly
coming back to Cape Town.

Maybe I watch too much
‘Luther’ but I can’t help but
imagine him as a serial killer,
asking questions, ticking
things off a mental list until I
fit his preference just right.

My imagination is probably
just running away with me
but I wish the ride would end.

We’re almost at my
destination in Green Point
when Anwar says I should
take his number.

time you’re in
Cape Town. Call me, I'll take
care of you”.

I’'m sure he didn’t mean it
the way I take it but I'm all
too happy to be ‘home’, to be
off the street and to be safe.
Well, relatively.

My interaction with Anwar
is a lot like my experience in
Cape Town.

Everyone’s friendly, but
there always seems to be an
edge to it.

You feel safe in the
beautiful and cushy
neighbourhoods but you
know there’s a dangerous
undercurrent to the city you
know nothing about.

Like earlier the same day
when I sit pretty at Knead on
Kloof Street, sip cocktails
with Bognahn and she tells

me there’s a gang war going
on, that a six-year-old girl
was recently shot point blank,
that things aren’t quite as rosy
in the not-so-postcard-pretty
areas of the Mother City.

I 'look around at the hippies,
the quirky eateries and the
expensive boutiques and
can hardly imagine how this
could be the same city from
movies like ‘Four Corners’
and ‘“Zulu’.

The thing about Cape Town
is that the polarity between
excess and empty bellies;
posh and poor; luxury and
lack is unmissable.

The thing about Cape Town
is that while it’s the most
beautiful place I’ve ever seen,
it terrifies me.

The thing about Cape
Town is that despite all this...
Despite the boemies and the
crime and the gangs at the
edge of the city, I still love it.

And perhaps that’s what
terrifies me most of all.

— cindy @namibian.com.
na; @SugaryOblivion on
Twitter and Instagram;
sugary-oblivion.tumblr.com

rjl:ﬂHE first time I heard
Kanye West was on Rick
Dees’ Weekly Top 40
Countdown on Radio Wave in
2002, when he released ‘Through
The Wire’.

He recorded that song with his
jaw shut, a feat which was lost on
me as an eighth-grader.

I remember, at the time, how
“OK” it sounded. Kanye was
alright; I did not feel his sound or
his words.

The next time I heard him
fully was when his debut album,
‘The College Dropout’, aired in
2004.

By then Kanye had reworked
his sound quite a bit. I was
hooked. He climbed into my list
of favourite MCs. I was in Grade
11 then — I appreciated Kanye’s
cocky metaphors.

After that, ‘Late Registration’,
released in 2005, played its way
through my 11th year and into
my 12th and final year of high
school.

‘Graduation’, released in
2007, found me in my first year
of university.

By then, Kanye’s discography

The Artist As Change

was a staple on
any music device I
owned.

I bumped his
tracks at the gym,
on the way to
lectures, and a
club outing would
not be incomplete
without hearing
‘Stronger” or
‘Good Life’.

Kanye was everything.

He became my go-to artist for
creative inspiration and lyrical
entertainment.

As I had grown up, so had he.
His music and I understood each
other.

But ‘808s And Heartbreaks’,
dropped in 2008, changed all
of that.

Kanye’s mother passed
away, prompting a creative
introspection which produced
a dark, moody and electro-
saturated cross-over album that
did not resonate with me. I liked
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a couple of songs
on certain days,
but the rest of the
compilation was
disappointing for
me.

I was on a life
high, everything
was going my way;
Kanye and I were
in different spaces.

I found listening
pleasure in his back catalogue. I
became one of those “I liked his
older stuff” people who spent all
of their time reminiscing about
an artist’s past work.

When ‘My Beautiful Dark
Twisted Fantasy’ came around
in 2010, Kanye and I were once
again in the same zone. That
album delivered lines, verses and
songs that made me pray at the
Yeezy altar.

‘Watch The Throne’, produced
with Jay-Z, made me a one-man
Kanye West preach gang.

And then ‘Yeezus’ happened

and I felt as though I was being
broken up with by a bae after a
good run and a holiday away. Its
left-field approach to production
and its lyrical arrangements
disappointed me greatly.

Once again, I found comfort in
“the old Kanye”.

When ‘The Life Of Pablo’
was released earlier this year, I
was hoping Kanye and I would
find some common ground. We
could not. Because Yeezy’s gone
through his changes, as I have
gone through mine.

And when you are not part
of an artist’s change, all you
can do is appreciate the various
points of past connections while
acknowledging your exclusion
from their current and future
development.

Artists do not remain the
same, their audiences cannot
expect them to either.

Rémy Ngamije is a writer,
photographer and designer
living and working in Windhoek.
You can view and read his work
on remythequill.com and follow
him on Twitter @remythequill.

MMELL

m NOT Sorry
[ets Slay the

Monster T oday!

M close to giving up!
I Since we cannot beat the
insatiable thirst that the elite have
for enriching themselves, let’s force-
feed this monster until it dies or let’s
slay the motherf*cker — today!

Here’s that little inflamed hair or
itchy unwiped piece of excrement
in one’s *rse that you can’t scratch
because you're in a public place and
you’re wearing your tight white pants:

The Namibian recently published
three articles that, if you connect the
dots, would leave you close to giving
up too: ‘Salaries must increase for
houses to be affordable’, ‘Businessmen
get ultimatum’ and ‘Namibia ranked
seventh in growth of millionaires’.

First, Daniel Kavishe, market
research manager at the FNB Namibia,
said on Friday that not only has the
purchase price of houses in Namibia
risen, but also the cost to maintain a
house.

He continues to warn that “unless
wages are adjusted accordingly over
the next few years or major changes
take place from the supply side to ease
growth in house and utility prices,
labour unrest will mount. This could
potentially lead to strikes, which would
lower productivity and cripple overall
production in the economy””.

Now that statement brings music to
my ears but it makes me worried at the
same time.

Of course we need better wages and
our largely white bosses need to get
with the programme but wouldn’t that
just further raise the cost of everything?

It’s utterly f*cking ridiculous
that people who work in property
departments in banks cannot afford to
buy houses any more. Thanks, Swapo
government.

Also, thank you uber useful Swapo-
affiliated trade unions for taking
dividends as shareholders while
big South African banks and other
businesses roll back the benefits they
once offered their employees.

Bank workers used to be able to
apply for generous home loans at fixed
interest rates. Not any more.

It’s even more mind-boggling that
skilled Namibians with university
degrees and years of employment
cannot afford houses or even flats
today.

But there’s a special place in hell
for profitable Namibian businesses and
their leaders who are able but refuse
to pay their employees a housing
allowance or a decent enough wage to
afford a home.

The tireless work of trade unions
have led to very little government-
subsidised housing for the working
poor and zero for the unemployed. In
fact, the unions have only helped the
special businessmen, special children
of the elite and other special people to
benefit from special plots through their
inertia.

Special Harambee! F*kkol ubuntu!

The businesses ‘owned’ by the
workers make huge, generous
contributions to the congresses of the
unions every four years by providing
bottled water, branded T-shirts and
tracksuits to the delegates.

How did we get to this stage in our

development where a worker has been
elevated to a walking, talking billboard
for businesses who treat them like
numbers and their political party that
treats them like voting cattle?

No wonder employees are now
worse off than at independence and that
today’s workforce is less skilled than
their parents.

Viva Swapo!

It’s therefore no surprise that some
‘businessmen’ with their faces firmly
stuck onto the governing party’s behind
are looking to divert their promise
to build a golf course in the city to
highbrow housing units, with housing
being the goose that continues to lay
the golden eggs in Namibia.

Because conniving government!

Thanks to Swapo-controlled
town councils who, through sheer
incompetence and profiteering on
the backs of the working poor, have
artificially inflated the price of land and
failed to build houses which has made
proper dignified housing, even for the
middle class, a distant dream.

The article ‘Businessmen get
ultimatum’ gives me all kinds of weird
unexplainable emotions.

Shouldn’t these *ssholes have also
lost their plot just like the people
who bought but couldn’t afford the
auctioned plots in Academia in 2014?

How is it that the Sh*tty of
Windhoek would only focus on
housing for the elite, including their
bourgeois staff? Why in the name of
Jesus, Mary and Joseph would we need
another f*cking golf course near or in
Windhoek?

Maybe because ‘Namibia ranked
seventh in growth of millionaires’?

South African-based firm New
World Wealth has ranked Namibia
seventh in the Africa 2016 Wealth
Report in terms of growth of
millionaires between 2007 to 2015.

Read this in the context that Namibia
is enjoying between 28% and 52%
unemployment, depending on who you
believe; that we are one of the most
unequal societies in the world; that in
2014 the Namibia Statistics Agency
said 60% of Namibian households
(over 283 000 out of 471 300) live on
an income of N$1 000 a month or less.

Also, that we pay our millionaire
president over N$1,6 million in one
year, tax free. And that’s without S&T,
of which he could have earned N$2,4
million last year.

I wonder how many of those
millionaires are made through being
the black face for government tenders,
including the misters’ 10% out there.

How do we slay this monster?

We educate ourselves about what’s
going on around us, read more about
how these greedy capitalist bastards
and their political servants impoverish
us and how we should get rid of them.
All of them.

We add our voices to the few out
there already. We ask difficult questions
and we demand answers. Today!

I think the monster is quite obese
already. Let’s slay.

— rambler@namibian.com.na;
@NamRambler on Twitter;
The Rambler on Facebook




