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Koeking and
Jamming at State House

The fact that the president’s 
youth adviser Daisry Mathias, 
environment minister 

Pohamba Shifeta and environmental 
commissioner Teofilus Nghitila do 
not see the problem in them hogging 
the headlines shows we left the meat 
outside in the sun for too long.

Daisry saw nothing wrong with 
her leaning, quite heavily, on an 
institution for the benefit of the 
politically connected.

Like all Namibians, I too 
wondered what their jobs would be 
when the President announced his 
bevy of A-Team advisers.

You used your position and the 
power of the country’s highest 
office to benefit someone. Is this 
not problematic for her and her 
boss? At the time of going to print 
Daisry, Shifeta and his bumbling 
environmental commissioner still had 
their plush jobs.

Politicians might think we have no 
corruption but we definitely have a 
crisis of ethics.

I had such high hopes for Daisry. 
I guess she has to figure out if she’s 
the President’s adviser or just a bum 
on a seat.

We used to get ‘Koek en Jam’ 
from your hubby, now he’s only 
giving us watery Top Score. Kondja 
needs to talk to you. Samuele se 
moer! We want Kondja back! Make 
it happen! 

Was it also your idea to allow 
Ernst Adjovi to dodge with our 
N$20-something million?

Madam, not understanding or not 
wanting to understand what your job 
is is why Lira dissed you.

So while I’m trying to insult as 
widely as I can, I’m also here to 
tell her what she should really be 
lobbying for instead of performing 
favours for friends:

Youth ministry’s budget: The 
Namibian Sport reported that 
Government has cut over N$30 
million of the already insufficient 
N$80 million designated for sport. 
Is that a sign of your involvement or 
your disinterest in youth affairs?

Save our soccer: Over 600 families 
have been directly affected by the 
failure of the NFA and NPL to run 
the premier league. Most of them 
young people. That’s not counting the 
other businesses like transport and 
micro enterprises who sell vetkoek 
and Fanta at the stadia. If you want, 
I can help you write a letter to Barry 
Rukoro and that “band of ruthless 
bastards”, as Blackadder would call 
them, to ask what their plans are. 

Your utter numbness to youth 
related matters makes me doubt that 
you are even aware of the NFA’s 
shambles. Your boss’ temerity to 
jump on every crisis, except this one, 
shows that you don’t care that the 
game of the people (mostly youth) is 
being run into the ground by a bunch 
of palookas.

NYS is a scandal wrapped in a 
fart hidden in a week-old service 
station pie. The NYS and the NYC 
are to youth empowerment what limp 
d*cks are to the porn industry. Has 
your advice helped the president to 
fix this?

Speak to all youth and not just 
those connected to Mandela Kapere’s 

*rse. As a servant of the country’s 
main servant, you need to convince 
young people that this administration 
has their best interests at heart. Go 
on platforms that might not be so 
friendly to you.

Also, you need to tell your boss 
his endorsement of any tenderpreneur 
doesn’t sit well with the youth. That 
he should make a bigger effort to 
improve young people’s lives. His 
party’s insistence on muzzling any 
young person who doesn’t dance to 
their tune is going to cost them. The 
likes of Armas and Veikko aren’t 
exactly respected by anyone with 
more than three working brain cells.

FLON is more connected to youth: 
Her efforts, as publicity-hungry as 
they may seem, to connect with 
youth and to offer solutions to their 
issues portrays her as the real youth 
champion at State House. Maybe 
she should run as our country’s 
next president. You should probably 
advise your boss, the acting Swapo 
president (with a small p), to give 
up the ghost. The recruitment of his 
A-Team proves he’s lost it. He did 
marry well, though.

Dololo sport in Harambee: How 
did that happen, ousie? Your boss’ 
flagship plan and one of your key 
performance areas is not there. How? 
OK, I lie. Sport appears plenty in the 
Harambee so-called Prosperity Plan... 
as part of the word transport.

Convince Ngurare he hasn’t been 
a youth in a while: Since you’re so 
great at what you do, can you please 
tell the good doctor, as much as 
Veikko is a joke, that his time is up. 
While you’re at it, sommer tell Jerry 
Ekandjo it’s time to go. We need new 
blood in that ministry. Jerry is tired, 
old and has no ideas. Ask him to go 
enjoy his retirement and write that 
damn book.

Also, where’s your letter to 
Katrina Hanse Himarwa to speed up 
building of hostels, deliver books on 
time and provide enough funds so 
parents who can’t afford it don’t have 
to contribute for cleaning materials 
and office stationery? When will you 
make sanitary pads available to all 
school girls like they want to do with 
condoms?

Where’s your letter to the Prime 
Minister to ask her what steps her 
office has taken to make sure entry 
level jobs in the construction industry, 
that could be taken by Namibian 
youth, aren’t swallowed by Chinese 
convicts? She made a rule that no 
company getting a government 
tender will hire foreigners for entry 
level jobs. Just go to any construction 
site right now.

Where’s your letter to Calle to 
instruct him to cancel tax on prepaid 
airtime?

What is your plan to decolonise 
our education and help make our 
tertiary institutions student-centered?

Here’s one last thing you should 
write: Your resignation letter. Tell 
your boss you’re woefully out of 
your depth and that your lack of 
ethics make him look a poephol for 
hiring you.

– rambler@namibian.com.na; 
The Rambler on Facebook; 

@NamRambler on Twitter

The Gentlemen’s Club

One of the most 
challenging things about 
raising The Trolls as a 

single mother must undoubtedly 
be that fact that as much as they 
are the undisputed loves of my 
life and undeniable best  buddies, 
I… am not like them. 

Sure, they’ve been blessed 
(cursed?) with a generous helping 
of my rather quirky personality, 
we laugh at the same things and 
get sad at what is similar as well, 
but all in all, when it gets down to 
the real nitty-gritty, I, the Urban 
Single Mom, am not like them.

I am not a boy.
I don’t have their boy muscles 

(the other day Troll 1 moved 
the fridge as if was literally the 
easiest thing in the world and 
I just stood there, horrified), I 
don’t have a propensity to climb 
trees, throw birds with rocks, 
tinker about in car engines with 
spanners or settle fights by 
punching the other person in the 

stomach and then 
walking away. 
And I certainly 
don’t have body 
parts that move 
and grow when 
my hormones run 
amok, unless of 
course you factor 
in my derriere 
which, for the 
longest time, has 
done nothing but 
move and grow.  

When about eight years ago 
I realised that their father, The 
Evil Ex, couldn’t be bothered to 
play ‘Dad’, ‘Uncle’ or ‘Grown 
Up Male Person’ in their lives, 
I knew that scary, strange or 
challenging as it was, I was going 
to step up and put my big boy 
boots on. 

I, a girl who likes sticking 
flowers in my hair, pretty little 
dresses and sparkly nails… was 
going to have to be the ‘guy’ my 

little boys look 
up to. And so I 
‘manned up’ with 
the most hysterical 
consequences. 

Teaching them 
that girls sit but 
boys stand when 
they go to wee-
wee came with a 
lot of explaining 
and negotiating 
and begging, and 

eventually ended 
with me telling Troll 2 that if he 
doesn’t stand his tinker will fall 
off, and then he’ll be tinker-less 
for the rest of his life. 

Teaching them that boys ‘don’t 
cry when they get hurt’ ended up 
with me crying on their behalf. 

And asking them to ‘hug it 
out’ when they argue eventually 
became this long drawn out battle 
I lost magnificently, and for the 
last two years  when it comes 
to their brotherly fights, all I tell 

them is not to bother me ‘unless 
there’s blood’. 

All I’ve ever wanted was 
for The Trolls to grow up to be 
strong, healthy, balanced men, 
and I’ve always felt that I’ve 
failed in that regard. 

Single moms worry about 
everything, obsessively so, but 
this is one thing I really shouldn’t 
have broken my head about. 

The Master arrives when the 
student is ready and the Universe 
always provides that which you 
need the most with impeccable 
timing. The Trolls may not have 
a dad, and they may have a mom 
who does a rather wonky dad 
impersonation… but they have 
all the male energy in the world, 
and they have all the uncles in the 
universe to show them the way.

I’ll tell you more about 
these incredible Man Person 
benefactors next week.

– urbansinglemom@gmail.com

Twitter’s management 
team looked around its 
digital portfolio and 

decided that the best thing to do 
would be to shut down Vine, the 
popular video sharing service 
which specialises in elevating 
American teenagers from 
anonymity to six-second loop 
fame. 

Vines are online cocaine. 
They are more addictive than 
Buzzfeed’s listicles, easier 
and quicker to consume than 
YouTube’s videos, and have 
better plot lines, direction, 
soundtracks and acting than all of 
Tyler Perry’s cumulative acting 
and directing portfolio. 

There are vines worthy of 
cinema spots, and others with 
such impeccable insights into 
the shenanigans of human life 
worthy of critical research by 
university professors.

Personally, Vine’s impending 
death will not be easy to take 
– the videos are shared on 
Facebook, pasted in tweets 
(with varying numbers of 
laughing emojis highlighting the 
humorous potency of a loop), and 

secretly watched in meetings, 
classrooms, airport terminals and 
other places where boredom is 
the norm. 

Vine is probably responsible 
for much of the cellular data 
usage statistics 
from Namibia 
– MTC’s Aweh 
Gig has never 
been more 
appropriately 
used. The SMS 
packages are cool 
and all, and so are 
the minutes, but, 
really, I came for 
Vine.

And soon it will be gone.
Since its inception, Vine was 

always going to be one of our 
generation’s strangest popular 
culture artefacts: It specialises 
in the curating of short, highly 
stylised video loops which, at 
their best, coated some aspect 
of daily life with humour and 
wit, and, at their worst, played 

on marginalising and alienating 
social, cultural and racial 
stereotypes. The profuseness 
of Vine loops was directly 
dependent on the creativity of 
the loop maker, and, if anything, 

Vine showed us 
that American 
teenagers have a 
lot of time on their 
hands. 

They also 
have friends who 
are willing to 
spend up to two 
hours shooting 
and re-shooting 
a comedic skit, 

writing dialogue and editing 
footage to squeeze into Vine’s 
time limit restrictions. 

Most of all, though, it showed 
how a new generation of children 
with universally proclaimed 
attention deficit disorder saw 
their world, what they thought of 
it, and it allowed them to mock 
it, to tease it, and to make us 

laugh. It was brilliant
Six-second loops, watched 

by millions of subscribed and 
unsubscribed users. Six-second 
loops which could turn a random 
high school student into an 
overnight comedic sensation, 
pursued by television networks 
and lucrative endorsement deals. 

Six-second loops which 
generated fame and fortune. 

The golden age of the short 
act, to the point, concise, viral – 
which required the user to know 
anything and everything about 
pop culture to get in on the joke. 

It is sort of surreal that in six 
seconds, an average person could 
be their own television station, 
funnier than Jimmy Fallon or 
Trevor Noah.

But it is also emblematic 
of our time – or lack of it. We 
consume the world small, narrow 
bits at a time. Anything longer 
than six seconds takes too long. 
The creativity of a generation 
was displayed in Vine loops but, 
also, troublingly, its impatience.

– @remythequill on Twitter; 
remythequill.com

Belonging. To Myself.

My first best friend was 
my cousin Samantha. 
We spent countless 

holidays doing sleepovers, getting 
up to the kind of mischief we 
wouldn’t want our mothers to 
know about and hanging out on 
the ‘krag box’ in front of my house 
thinking we’re the coolest, cutest 
things for at least a 50-kilometre 
radius.

While much of my childhood 
was spent at her side and she 
taught me a lot about life, when I 
think about the friends I’ve had, 
sometimes I forget to count her. 

Because we’re family, we’re 
both girls and we were born a 
little more than a year apart so our 
friendship was sort of... inevitable.

Beyond family ties, the first 
proper best friend I had was 
probably Jemima. 

I say probably because I can’t 
remember a friend before her 
although I’m sure there were some, 
and looking at the trajectory our 

lives took after 
my fleeting days 
at Elim Primary 
School, it’s hard to 
see how we ever 
clicked the way we 
did, but I distinctly 
remember looking 
at the green-eyed 
raven-haired fair-
skinned beauty and feeling like I 
belonged.

I guess I’ve been searching 
for that feeling for longer than I 
realised.

On my first day at DHPS, I was 
terrified.

Of starting a new school at all 
of 10-and-a-half years old, but also 
that I wouldn’t make friends.

The first person I spoke to was 
Cheslynn. We were in the same 
class for many years after and 
while we remained quite chummy, 
we were never best friends.

Eventually, after being the 
pathetic kid eating lunch with 

our after-school 
supervisor, I found 
my tribe.

With Chris and 
Theo. 

Dubbed the 
‘Fat Best Friends’ 
because we were 
all on the heavier 
side and while 

I was the only really fat one 
amongst us, we spent our days 
talking and giggling like 11-year-
olds do.

And I felt like I belonged. For 
a while. 

I’ve had a few best friends since. 
Gerald. Kay-Leigh. Norencia 

and Olive. Suriya. Mulewa and 
Veno. And now, Whitney.

With all of them, the feeling was 
the same: Belonging.

Feeling like I fit in somewhere. 
Like I had found my little spot in 
the sun. My tribe. My pride.

I’ve had a few best friends in 
my lifetime and while I don’t 

speak to some of them any more 
and haven’t seen others in years, 
they’ve all shaped me into who I 
am today.

A woman who knows the value 
of friendships, especially with 
other women. But also a woman 
who is learning the value of being 
her own best friend.

As 2016 slowly draws to a 
close, I’m learning to be all the 
things to myself that I’d like to be 
to someone else, and that I’d like 
someone else to be to me.

To have my own back.
To be utterly complete, all on 

my own.
To know that, no matter what, 

I’ve got me.
I’ve been thinking about 

belonging a lot lately.
Belonging to myself. With 

myself. By myself.

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

The Age Of Short Act


