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Troll-1sms For 2017

F I’ve said it once, I've
Isaid it a thousand times: I
didn’t become a mom by

becoming a mom. Labour is
incredible but is by no means
the primary job requirement.

I became a mom by
allowing The Trolls to teach
me how to be a mom.

There is no real rule book
for this parenting thing,
and no two children require
the same amount of love,
discipline or routine. When it
comes to raising kids, what
goes for the goose does not
always go for the gander, and
no two kids could possibly be
more different than my two
Trolls.

Troll 1 is a lofty,
pensive, superbly eccentric
11-year-old Aquarian. He
requires intense, truthful
conversations, and space.
Lots of space.

Space to think, space to be
on his own and space to grow.

Troll 1 sleeps alone,
because he can’t stand other
people’s body parts touching
him. I let him be, of course,
because it’s easier (and

more peaceful!)
to give up my
queen size bed

to an pubescent
11-year-old than
to deal with
mood swings and
him punching

his brother in

the stomach

just because his
knee rubbed his
accidentally. And
also because every now and
then when he does eventually
hug me out of his own, it
feels like I've just won The
Mommy Jackpot.

Troll 2 on the other hand
is a Taurus. He loves food,
family, togetherness and
touching. Dear Lord, that
child is touchy! He touches
everything: Strange dogs,
walls and other people. And
me. Troll 2 hugs me when he
is happy, sad, scared and ‘just
because’. Touching is his love
language.

Other than that, he talks.
He talks all the damn time
and without any damn filter.
Conversations with Troll 2

Confessions of an
urban single mom

are easily the
most entertaining
in my world,
simply because he
has such a strange
thought process
and because he
always manages
to teach me
something.

Something
about myself as a
mother and a lot
about me as a woman.

The Trolls are my world
and I live for the jewels of
wisdom that come from my
boys. Here are snippets of
some of our most recent
conversations and what I’ve
learnt from them.

Re: Outer Beauty

Me: (trying on a swishy,
frilly skirt)

Troll 2: Ooh, I like that
one!

Me: (trying on a bat
sleeved dress)

Troll 2: No, no! I like that
one!

Me: Guys, I'm not
Rockefeller! I can only buy

one, so which one?

Troll 1: In other words...
Do you want to look like a
pretty princess that is going to
marry a prince and go live in
a castle, or ... Batwoman?

I chose the skirt.

Re: Money

Me: I need to make more
money this year. I have to
work harder and smarter and
just buckle down and sweat
it out and make more money,
period.

Troll 2: Why?

Me: So that we can be
happy, guys!

Troll 2: (hugging me from
the back and then running off)
We’re already happy, Mom!

Re: Weight

Me: OK, so from now on
out no more pastas or bread
or sugar. [’ve got to lose at
least 5kgs before my birthday.
And also no more sugar. Just
veggies and sugarless stuff.

Troll 1: But you’ll be so
skinny... and bitter!

— urbansinglemom@gmail.com

last word -

VE lived in the same house
I;ince I was born. While it

asn’t looked exactly as it
looks now, our house has been
our house my whole life.

From the pen scratchings
on my bedroom door where I
measured my height to the odd
‘man shaped’ ding against the
bathtub to the weld marks on
the burglar bars on my bedroom
window, everything has a
memory.

Every ‘flaw’, every crack,
every spot of wear and tear tells
a story.

Of that time I thought I was
Einstein and did sums on the wall
at the back of the house. In lip
balm. Incorrectly.

Of that time I thought I was
Picasso, spilled nail polish on my
bedroom floor and turned it into a
little smiley face instead.

Of that time my cousin
thought he was on a cooking
show, swung a bottle with the
words “the Mary Ellis way!” and
got chutney everywhere.

Eve-ry-where.

This

(To this
day, I have
no idea
who Mary
Ellis is or
was, but
it makes
me laugh

every By Cindy van Wyk

father passed away
in.

It’s the house I
was raised in, the
house I learnt how to
walk and speak and
read in, the house I
ran to to cry my heart
out the first time I

single
time all the
same.)

Our house is full of memories.

Of my childhood, of my
father, of our family.

Of the people who came and
went, the ones who stuck around
and the ones who make the
occasional come-back.

With every photo, every crack,
every scratch, our house tells the
story of my past and my present.

This is the house my parents
moved into when they got
married, and it’s the house my

got my heart broken.
It’s the house I got
ready at for my confirmation, my
matric farewell and my eldest
brother’s wedding.

It’s our house. And even if we
move one day, it’ll always be our
house.

You can’t make a move
without bumping into memories
of a life full of laughs, of tears,
of birthday braais, of silence,
of solitude, of good times, of
bad times, of just about every
moment of my life.

But our house doesn’t look

like our house any more.

It’s been revamped. Painted
and tiled and spruced up.

My epic mathematical fail
has long been painted over, the
bathtub has been replaced with
a shower and the window with
the reattached burglar bars is
long gone. The bubblegum pink
bedroom walls I hated aren’t pink
any more. My bedroom looks
nothing like it did when I was a
teen. Everything has changed.

And oddly enough, a small
part of me is sad.

I never thought I’d miss all the
things we thought were wrong
with it in the first place.

But I do.

I miss the quirks that made
this house our house. But no
matter how much we change
or how much it changes, this
house.... This house will always
be home.

— cindy@namibian.com.na;
@SugaryOblivion on Twitter
and Instagram;
sugaryoblivion.com

HERE is a lovely,

awkward moment when

someone — almost always
a white person — says something
delightfully ignorant and racist
and has to do some serious mental
acrobatics in order to backtrack
on their statement when they are
called out for it.

If you have never witnessed the
discomforting squirming, you are
missing out. Truly.

You have to try it out the next
time you are at a dinner party
or some other situation when
flippant statements are laughed
at or traded without a second
thought about their veracity or
implications. Braais and dinner
parties are wonderful occasions —
people are generally more relaxed
and more inclined to let their true
natures come to the fore. In vino
veritas, as the Latin saying goes.

The workplace is another
good place — especially when the
tensions are high and the blame
needs to be passed around. Or
when someone thinks they will
score extra points by trying to fit
in with the minority group.

Galling Them Out

Sure, you
might not get
another invitation
to hang out with
the boytjies after
you pull this
stunt, and you
might become
that person at

M%%%M

expresses some
social paranoia
which has no
basis in reality.

My favourite
one is when there
is an ignorant
conflation of
poor people

the workplace

with those views

which make the office crackle
with dissent and contrarian views,
but, heck, for a moment, you
will at least get to witness one of
the universe’s most entertaining
scenes: When people realise

that they cannot get away with
nonsense, when they realise that
sometimes they can actually be
called out for it.

It usually starts like this:
Everything in the world is gravy,
everyone is laughing, getting
along, and then someone says
something about ‘those’ people or

with criminals.
I'have heard this
everywhere I have worked and
everywhere I have lived. I always
get a good kick out of calling
it out.

All Thave to do is ask,
calmly, what they mean by their
statement. That is it. The mood
changes instantly.

The laughter evaporates. The
results are the same. Desperate
scrambling for deficient
reasoning, apologetic herd
mentalities and the usual “come
on, I didn’t mean it like that”.

The problem, though, is that

everyone knows exactly how it
was meant and it was meant like
that. Precisely like that. There are
things in this world which only
have one interpretation — racism
is one of them.

But somehow, when you call it
out, you become the villain.

You’re the one spoiling the
mood, not the perpetrator. It is the
kind of thing that has sprung up
new labels like alternative or far
right, or whatever other names
racists are calling themselves
now.

They are so coercive in their
desire not to explain what they
say or what they mean that
nobody calls them out for it.

Screw that. Call them out.

If not to make them
accountable for the weight of
their words, then, at the very least,
to see one of the best shows the
universe has to offer: Squirming
racists.

— @remythequill on Twitter;
remythequill.com

MMELL

m NOT Sorry

We Were Captured |
With Chinese Bursaries

HE white liberal in me has been
telling me “no”, “stop”, “don’t!”

Don’t write something that
could be misconstrued as xenophobic or
that could portray you as the bigots you
so hate.

But the Namibian in me tells me that
enough is f*cking enough. Opuwo!

We’ve been inundated with news
articles of officials apprehending Chinese
‘businessmen’ who sell knock-off
goods, expired foodstuffs, poachers and
smugglers, supposed business owners
working as drivers and rogue North
Korean construction companies.

‘We’re being mistreated by everyone
who decides to come into our retail
industry whether they are South Africans
paying one person a N$50 million bonus
per year on top of his N$49 million salary
and their cashiers a slave wage, or the
Chinese who pay our people peanuts and
make them carry their faeces in plastic
bags.

In our own backyard!

I wonder if our authorities are aware
that the much-vaunted China shop could
be considered our nation’s biggest retail
chain. For every Pep Stores, there are at
least three China shops anywhere.

They’re even in the smallest village.

These wholesale peddlers of illegal
knock-off wares can afford to sell their
tawdry trinkets at next to nothing because
they corrupt greedy Namibians to help
them skirt taxes and import duties.

Deplorable!

They’ve abused our generosity.

But even they feel entitled because
they already paid us with bursaries.

Remember the uproar when 18 rhino
horns were smuggled through Hosea
Kutako International Airport by a Chinese
national?

Everyone was p*ssed off.

Through how many roadblocks did it
come? How safe is HKIA? How many
rhinos are left? Who was paid? Why did
it have to be a bloody South African who
spotted the horns in the luggage at OR
Tambo?

The smugglers and poachers leave
destruction and economic calamity in
their wake. With the money to be lost by
national parks and the tourism sector if
tourists stop coming our way, we stare
ruin in the face.

The experts say that rhinos are an
umbrella species. If they are gone, there
will be a devastating impact on the
ecosystems in their habitats.

Rhinos have been around for 40
million years but in the early 1970s, only
around 70 000 rhino walked the earth.
However, there are now less than 30 000
rhinos left.

This because Asian men mistakenly
believe they’ll get a rather fancy hard-on
if they swallow some rhino horn pills.

This has never been proven
scientifically.

Rhino horns stupidly could cost up to
N$1 million per kilogramme.

Their quest for this hard-on and the
willingness to pay huge amounts of
money have disrupted our order.

The criminal element within the Asian-
Namibian community is corrupting police
officers and p*ssing in the village well.

See what I did just there? Of course
we have to start referring to them as such
now. The Chinese community in Namibia
is now bigger than some of the smaller
tribes.

The Home Affairs Ministry told the

Windhoek Observer in an interview in
November that there are 100 000 Chinese
nationals in Namibia.

But they’re not just after our rhinos.

They also want our dolphins,
whales, seals and penguins for Chinese
aquariums. What did they do with theirs?

But we are also not serious.

The politicians and their appointees
can’t even agree on what the f*ck is up.

Police chief Sebastian Ndeitunga
apparently warned the Chinese
community in Namibia against poaching
at a meeting organised by President Hage
Geingob’s bosom buddy, Jack Huang.

Maara he didn’t send the memo to
rogue unit, also known as minister of
environment, Pohamba Shifeta, who had
the audacity to say there was no poaching
crisis in the country as only 1,2% of
elephants and rhinos are poached per
year.

My brother, you can’t use the word
‘just” when it comes to poaching. Even
just one is unacceptable.

Since you were made to look like an
elephant’s *rse at the CITES meeting
where you advocated the trade in ivory,
you’ve blundered often and hard.

You befuddled the entire phosphate
gedoente and now you play down
poaching.

Tsek!

1 digress.

The Chinese sold us rotten maize,
blikkies kos and chips.

Ti elotse!

Amta officials confiscated 50 000kg
(worth N$1 million) of “illegal maize
meal” during a ‘routine operation’.

I just want to know who buys these
things from the Chinese.

What did Woermann ever do to your
lokasie *ss?

If you detect prejudice in my tone, it
is because it is there. It is in Namibians
because we’ve only been shown the *rse
end of the Asian community for too long.

N$30 000 worth of blankets, a half-
*rsed march at Katima Mulilo and
bursaries to our politicians’ children are
not enough to placate us.

If the Namibian people turn against
those they now clearly see as the criminal
element within the Asian-Namibian
community, it won’t be pretty.

The indigenous people who might
feel like imposters in their own country
because they have been displaced because
the chief needed to make way for the rice
or tobacco plantation or a China shop will
not sit idly by and be apathetic forever.

Let’s not light that ugly fire.

But it wouldn’t be the fault of the
people whose indigenousness has been
appropriated by those who have captured
the mind of the chief because they bring
gifts.

The leaders in the Asian-Namibian
community should make a concerted
effort to not just polish their image but
also rid themselves of their baddest
apples.

The greedy Namibian bastards who
make the decisions to sell the country for
as little as N$30 000 at a time and who
give stuffed brown envelopes to their
political bosses should know that a strong
stench cannot be concealed.

It travels through doors and walls.

You’ll be sniffed out.

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




