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All I Want For Christmas

ROLL 2: A LeapPad. That’s all
TI really want for Christmas. And

a phone. A real phone, with a real
phone number so that I can call you and
make you remember things, Mom. You
always forget things!

Me: You having a real phone would
be a disaster!

Troll 2: So. It’s a LeapPad and a
phone. That’s all I want. And a new
bicycle. And maybe a PlayStation game.
The Batman Lego one. That’s all.

Me: No! The point of this is for you
to choose only one gift, Troll 2! Money
doesn’t grow on trees, you know! One
gift. That’s what you get. So choose and
choose wisely.

Troll 2: Urgh! Why can’t you just
make me happy for once?!

Me: Because life is crappy and there’s
only one of me.

Troll 1: You already know what I
want, Mom.

Me: You can’t get a laptop and a
smart watch! You’re 11! You can’t get
something that even I don’t have! That’s
not how the Circle of Life works. Hasn’t
the Lion King taught you anything?!

Troll 1: If I could just get the laptop
and smart watch, I won’t bother you for
anything ever again. Not even for food.
1 promise!

We’ve gone through variations of
this particular conversation before,

The Trolls and I. On birthdays when
they start reminding me of their
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awesomeness weeks in advance to
ensure that I don’t forget to smother
them with gifts, love and foodstuffs
filled with deliciousness; at the end of
school terms when they cash in on my
promises to spoil them should their
grades improve and particularly during
the days leading up to Christmas, when
the entire free thinking world drops
their marbles for a week and goes into a
crazy, hysterical spending frenzy.

That’s the darndest thing about kids.

Kids don’t understand that the world
sucks, that money is never enough and
that parents sometimes can’t provide.
Kids believe in the beauty of life.

Kids believe that every day is a
wondrous shiny new adventure to be
bright-eyed and bushy-tailed.

Kids believe in miracles, in happily
ever afters, in magic... and that even
if all seems doomed and glory seems
completely impossible, in the end,
everything will be OK.

I love that about kids, and I adore that
about The Trolls.

I love that after close to nine years
of single parenthood with all its stress,
exhaustion, bills and roughing it out
alone, The Trolls think that our life is
one great party.

I love that when my two little boys
look at our life, they see the possibilities
and not the shortcomings. And more
than that, I love that even if their mom
is super quirky and is putting them
through a pretty eccentric childhood,
they still love me unconditionally and
still believe that, no matter what, 1’11
pull through for them.

Because I will.

This world is a silly, silly place and
it is so easy to get your heart and soul
wrapped up in longing for material
wealth and societal status, but this
Christmas, I have the one thing money
can’t buy: Love.

And absolutely nothing else in this
universe, or the next, matters.

Wishing you and your loved ones a
Christmas filled with all the love your
heart can handle!

— urbansinglemom@gmail.com
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The Tribe Will Be
the Death of Me

know ‘One Namibia, One *ss kissing on the other hand... Now
Nation’ is long dead but can
we take one step back, please?

there’s a Swapo tradition for the ages.
This tribal divide in Swapo started

All of us. long before Geingob’s followers started
If you are easily offended. Stop shouting “tribalist!” at all his detractors.
reading. It’s been a slow build up to some serious

Iragi-born writer Faisal Saeed Al
Mutar says “respecting human rights is
more important than respecting cultures.
Humans have rights, cultures and beliefs
don’t”.

Aawambo privilege.

But Swapo’s Wambo majority
should have been more cautious. More
magnanimous. While it preaches that
it’s a broad church that welcomes all,

RTY-SIX. The
number of columns
I've written this year,

including this one.

Forty-six times I've sat
down and shared a little bit
of my world with you, dear
reader.

Despite the “first time on an
airplane’ highs and the tear-
filled “T’'m so f*cking tired”
lows 2016 has thrown at me,
the one constant this year was
my column deadline.

Peeking at me every week
from its Wednesday morning
spot, the one thing I could
count on this year was that,
whether I had a clue what to
write about or not, my column
would have to be written.

From sharing with you my
simple goal of making my
bed every morning to telling
you about the ‘Him’ I've been
waiting to meet in between
tales of Cape Town, Durban
and my mother, in my own
way, I've cracked open my life
and invited you in this year.

Sometimes there were
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times in a row. sobbing at my desk, hoping no
Looking back at the 46 one would need anything from

now, they read something like ~ me for the next five minutes;

a diary. the instances I felt insecure,

A very public reminder
of the good, the bad and the
ugly of this life that I thought
was worth writing about, and
hoped was worth reading
about too.

Beyond the bad and the
ugly, the best thing about the
46 is that they remind me of
the good.

Something simply thinking
back at this rollercoaster of a
year doesn’t seem to be able
to do.

Because when I think back
at 2016, for the most part, I see

unsure, out of place, unhappy
and unloved.

Sadly, those are the
moments that stand out to me
when I think of 2016.

But they shouldn’t be.

Because despite being The
Year of Realising Things,
2016 was also the year of
goals achieved. The year I
made Patricia Smith’s “say a
prayer and start slinging” my
mantra, took a deep breath
and did the things to make the
life I've been dreaming of to
be done.

The year I took my first
flight and took some time
off in Cape Town, the year I
bought my first car, the year
1 said yes a few times and
landed in Durban and on
Huffington Post.

The year I took on more
responsibility and didn’t crack
under the pressure.

The year I learnt that the
person I need to be kindest to
is myself.

The year I learnt to clap for
myself. The year I learnt to
stop apologising for taking up
space. The year I learnt that
there’s nothing I can do or say
to convince people to like me
—and that’s OK.

So here’s to me. For making
it through another trip around
the sun.

And to you, too.

Here’s to us.

We’re doing OK, kid.

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

HERE is a magic time

coming soon when all

of the deeds of the past
year will be erased to leave
everyone with a fresh and
clean slate upon which to start
the new adventures of 2017.

All of the mishaps,
the missed chances, the
disappointments and the
private and public Ls will be
taken away on midnight, 31
December.

When the new day dawns
everyone will have a fresh
allotment of goodwill and
karma to spend for the next
365 days. The air will be
heavy with resolutions, big
and small things that will be
achieved as soon as 1 January
is peeled onto the calendar.

That ignored gym contract
will workout overtime, maybe
two times a day even. Once in
the morning and once in the
evening.

That 10 or 21 kilometre
race will finally be completed.

Those tricky and pesky
finances will finally
balance. No more immature

shenanigans

with the

credit card or

overdrafts.
Books will

be read — all of

down and then
waiting for an
arbitrary date
to start working
on them which
has people so

the classics will convinced they
be devoured. 5&%% M will work? Is it
Arthouse the collective
films will action of the
be watched, whole world

no more binge watching
Channing Tatum’s nonsense.

Relationships which do not
yield some sort of return will
be kicked to the curb, leaving
behind only the people who
matter.

Diets, sobriety, a new
wardrobe, more time for
oneself, the list of resolutions
will be as diverse as there are
ambitions and struggles in the
world. And all of them will
be activated and commenced
when January comes around.

I have always found new
year’s resolutions amusing.
What is it about writing them

doing it which makes the
process more tangible and
encouraging? Like a summer
boot camp session?

It seems logical to me to get
a headstart such things.

Next year and tomorrow are
equally far away from today —
you know, with nothing being
promised. So I would get
started on all of the nice things
people squirrel away for the
new things now.

After all, it is how some
of the messes of 2016
happened. People waited
until the last minute to see
the obvious writing on the

wall. Remember when we
fooled ourselves that the
most powerful nation in
the free world would never
elect a racist and bigoted
demagogue? Yeah, that was
awkward.

And remember that time we
told ourselves that we would
finally be represented equally
in media, in the creative
arts which burrow deep into
our beings and shape our
identities? Man, that was a
major LOL.

2016 is still as whitewashed
as all of the years which came
before. It is not just these two
things we slept on the entire
year. There were many others.
We chilled on them, waiting
for a magical day when they
would sort themselves out.
And they did not.

What we should have
done was get started on them
immediately. Because each
new year begins whenever we
want it to.

— @remythequill on
Twitter; remythequill.com

You are a human, not a Herero, so I
can’t get myself to give a f*ck about your
Hereroness, try as I may.

I know this might come as a shock to
you and that you have strong opinions on
who and what you are. Frankly, it bothers
me as much as the price of Castello.

You are not your language. You are
not your hair. You are not your made-up
traditions.

Unlike Sally who sings her booty and
hips are natural, our tribal identity is not
natural. It’s learned.

Just like religion, and some of Sally’s
hair, it’s artificial.

So you say “I'm a proud Mbadja!”
Fokof! How can you be proud of
something you didn’t achieve and had no
influence over?

You accidentally dropped into a tribal
milieu because your daddy was horny and
possibly gesuip one evening.

What if you were born of a Ndonga
mother but adopted by a Herero woman
and never told about your northern
heritage? Ja, you fool, even you would
say owami omuHerero ngweritongamisa
(I'm a proud Herero). Monyanda, mbwae!

Let’s do a scientific test to see where
we originate from. Even Afrikaners will
be surprised at how much Hotnos bloed
they have in them.

This old joke gets Afrikaners very
hot under the collar: Only two Van Der
Merwes came with Van Riebeeck. One
was married to a local woman, the other
was gay. You can also say that about the
Van Niekerks, the Burgers, etc.

And we know how much die oubaas
loved to knyp die kat (met die meid) in die
donker. Where do you think brown people
in southern Africa came from? They’ve
only started to produce themselves in the
last 100 or so years.

Oom Jan came in 1652.

Deputy minister Swartbooi’s
unequivocal stiff middle-finger to his
boss and the backlash gives us a massive
opportunity to talk about this tribal war
that’s brewing in our backyard.

He must think President Hage Geingob
aright scrotum scab and not without good
reason.

While the Nama people could
rightfully claim that they’ve been
marginalised since independence — even
those in the ruling party — the counting
of heads by tribe around the big tables
and on party lists is an absurdist activity
beyond any of the articles I wrote this
year.

By assuring election victories through
a strong presence of the governing tribe
through all regions, the party has in the
process alienated some and walled others
out. Some, like Swartbooi, benefitted
from Swapo’s big numbers.

Have people regressed into counting
the number of Aawambo in high positions
because they know merit has never been a
thing in Swapo?

it has, paradoxically, legitimised those
traditional authorities that have pledged
allegiance to it and systematically allowed
the ruling tribe to dominate every sphere
of society.

How do you have scores of deprived
families from the south uprooted,
displaced and living on the margins of
society and resettle politicians and a
northerner, who only applied as a joke,
there?

At the centre of Swapo’s ideological
incongruity is a man more useless than
d*ck cheese.

Our leader, who couldn’t lead a sack
race against a bunch of legless blind
people, would play the big man and speak
at the opening of the annual meeting
of chiefs, headmen and nitwits, attend
Olufuko but dodge the Damara traditional
gathering and the commemoration of
Sam Khubis.

I was pleasantly surprised when
our President a few months ago said
traditional authorities should be self-
sufficient. But like all things our
announcer-in-chief says, it was followed
up with absolute fokol. Nothing. Zilch!

So, omes, if tribalism is such a big
issue, why does your administration
promote and support tribes?

You finance over 40 chiefs.

For a mere N$2 000 per month and a
bakkie, those so-called chiefs chose to
sell their people to the only bidder. What
a bunch of cheap b*tch-ass punks!

Get these leeches off your payroll!

For Swapo, tribes serve a purpose. A
narrow, shortsighted purpose. Controlled
tribes bring votes.

During this year’s Heroes Day
commemoration, our President apparently
told Namibians that one of today’s
enemies is tribalism, among others.

But what are we doing about it?

Let’s intermingle and make lots of
Baster babies. The tribe will fog fall one
day! Its cultures are such a bastardised
watered-down version of what it was
anyway.

If your sole reason for getting up in
the morning is to thump your chest and
proclaim your tribal allegiance, you need
to check yourself. Is it because you’ve
failed in all other spheres of your life that
you cling on to this one man-made thing?

Be proud of your accomplishments.

You know, those things you’ve actually
achieved by working hard. If you have no
accomplishments, you are the problem,
not the Wambo with the MBA who took
yet another parastatal MD job while
you're 30 and haven’t finished Grade 12.

While we are all fighting for ‘our’
land, have we paused to ask the original
inhabitants if we can still sit on their land,
or aafyoona nye?

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




