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Will The Real Heroes 
Please Stand Up

Mr President, are you taking the p*ss?
Heroes Day blah, blah, blah!
During the Heroes Day commemoration last Friday, 

President Hage Geingob apparently told Namibians that “our 
enemy is invisible, unlike the visible soldiers and armies from the 
past.”

According to him, today’s enemies are poverty, unemployment, 
corruption, tribalism, drought and an energy crisis, among others.

Mr President, are you taking the p*ss?
Namibians never need to be reminded about the indignity of 

their poverty and their inability to find gainful employment.
Our poverty is omnipresent and inescapable like a taxi driver’s 

gw*ap smell at six in the morning.
It’s not a stealth assault.
Our enemies are not invisible!
We don’t have the luxury of flying past the myriad shiny 

corrugated iron shacks on the outskirts of our towns in a high 
speed convoy of expensive German-made cars.

We live here in these monuments that apartheid’s beneficiaries 
made us erect to celebrate their dehumanisation of us.

Your party’s successive governments have only managed to 
augment our misery.

We marinade in the omnipresent stench of p*ss and open fires.
We live here.
Thanks to you, our heroes.
We don’t have the luxury of calling the media to parade the 

poor like zoo animals while handing out parcels of maize meal, 
tinned fish and cooking oil to appear like the big saviour.

We don’t have the luxury of leaving after the pictures are taken 
and the world enjoys their poverty porn.

We stay behind.
We live here.
Thanks to you, our heroes.
The last thing we want to hear from our chesta-in-chief is 

another sermon.
Our misery and its causes are not invisible as Geingob would 

like us to believe.
Corruption, tribalism, drought and an energy crisis were also 

listed as enemies...
Since the President is in the mood for making lists can he 

also list outdated, out of touch and pampered politicians as our 
enemies?

F*kken enemies of progress.
The president also said, “we must preserve the principles 

that our heroes fought for. We should also be grateful that we 
no longer live in a war situation, but have independence, peace, 
freedom, unity, stability and the rule of law – because our heroes 
were willing to die for it.”

It looks more and more as if Geingob’s heroes had, at 
the centre of their principles, gluttony, materialism and self 
preservation.

Geingob’s contemporaries and their hangers-on are in a race 
to the bottom and are dragging this country down with them. 
Can the president ask his friend, Ernst Adjovi to bring back our 
money? Better still, open cases against those who authorised the 
looting of NTB’s funds.

Every year during these Swapo-flavoured celebrations 
the ruling elite go all out to pat each other on the back for 
achievements they’ve repeated enough times that they’ve started 
to believe them.

Next year let’s celebrate the real heroes of this country...
While Geingob regularly tells us we shouldn’t become tired 

of their peace and stability mantra they continue to force it down 
our throats without interrogating why we are p*ssed-off at this 
bullsh*t.

“Let us therefore not be bored by peace and stability for which 
we are the envy of many nations. Many chose to fight for peace 
because they grew weary of war, hatred, division and mistrust. 
Let us be grateful for the fact that we do not need to live in such 
difficult times anymore,” he said.

President Geingob quoted a Greek philosopher, Epictetus, who 
said, “He is a wise man who does not grieve for the things which 
he has not, but rejoices for those which he has.”

This might just be the worst insult the President has thrown at 
us.

So, we shouldn’t complain?
While we have such an abundance of reasons to do just that.
I’ve said this before.
You can take your peace and stability and shove it.
Will the real heroes please stand up?

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

I Am Spring
There is something quite 

magical about Spring. 
Isn’t there?

You can’t touch the magic, of 
course, as all great magic acts tend 
to go. It’s a subtle yet powerful 
shift. And it doesn’t help you try 
and pinpoint what exactly it is 
about the season that brings the 
flowers back, because when it 
comes down to the truly magical 
stuff in life… The more you look, 
the less you see. All you know 
is that suddenly ‘everything’ has 
changed.

The one moment you’re 
layering pairs of socks and 
walking around looking like your 
best Alaskan bear impersonation, 
gulping down ridiculous volumes 
of warm liquid and complaining 
about how ‘it’s winter again and 
your obvious lack of an actual 
human being to keep you warm, 
again’ to your best friend over 
text messages typed with icy cold, 
shivering fingers… and the next 

moment, you wake 
up, and feel like 
running over the 
hills singing pop 
tunes like Julie 
Andrews from 
‘The Sound of 
Music’.

Spring is 
the season of 
transformation. 
The wake-up from 
the dead season. 
The ‘it’s time 
to live, laugh and love again’ 
season… and for me, The Urban 
Single Mom, it’s the ultimate 
‘remember who you are’ season.

I am spring.
I am picking random flowers 

and sticking them in my hair. I am 
sparkly/fluffy/plastic tiaras that 
have no business being worn by 
an adult. I am soft serve ice cream 
cones that drip over your chin 
and makes your fingers sticky. 
I am swirly skirts that swoosh 

when you walk. 
I am laughing so 
hard your eyes 
tear up. I am 
walking barefoot 
in the sand because 
toes should have 
the right to be 
happy and free. 
I am pretty pink 
sangrias with 
pieces of fruit in 
them and I am 
friends and family 

getting together over balmy nights 
to celebrate ferociously the simple 
act of ‘just being alive’.

It took me the bulk of my 30-
odd years on this planet to figure 
that out, and when it comes to 
self-awareness, for a girl that is 
constantly faced with seemingly 
insurmountable mountains of 
doubt, insecurity and a general 
sense of not quite belonging 
anywhere… knowing this about 
myself is huge.

I am… Spring.
I sweat through summer, cry 

through autumn, shiver through 
winter… and become myself 
again through spring. That doesn’t 
make life any easier for me of 
course. In fact on the contrary, I 
have often felt that the knocks, 
bruises and hurts life deals me are 
so much more painful than what 
most other people are faced with. 

When I fail, I fail epically 
and when I cry, it’s a tsunami 
of tears… but it’s my rebound 
rate from pain that is my biggest 
strength. I’m not made to cry 
like a baby ya’ll. I’m made to get 
happy and keep it moving.

Because life is tough, but God/
The Universe knew better and 
made people like me and like you, 
tougher.

So here’s to the season that 
makes what was old, new again. 
And here’s to you.

– urbansinglemom@gmail.com

The Artist’s Time
On the importance of 

giving artists the space 
and time to thrive.

Frank Ocean works on Frank 
Ocean time. While producing his 
latest aural offerings, he probably 
logged onto Twitter and Facebook 
and looked at all the calls for him 
to drop another album just as soon 
as ‘Channel Orange’ came out 
and thought, “Nah fam. Not now. 
When I am good and ready.”

He ignored us, our pleas, our 
funny Vine videos and our lesser 
sacrifices at the altars of The 
Weeknd, Childish Gambino, and 
Kid Cudi.

I mean, it was borderline cruel, 
really, how Frank made everyone 
wait. Everyone – and I mean 
everyone – seemed to be dropping 
an album every three months. 
Not only studio albums but this 
wonderful new thing called the 
visual album too. The internet was 
abuzz with this release and that 
upcoming artist and still Frank 

Ocean kept us in limbo. Each 
month was supposed to be the 
month. It was not. Each year was 
supposed to be the year. It was not. 

Man, Future dropped six 
compilations (studio albums and 
mixtapes combined) in about 
a year and half. 
But Frank kept us 
waiting. And oh, 
how we waited.

The same goes 
for George R R 
Martin. He has had 
‘Game Of Thrones’ 
print fans in all 
sorts of hysterics 
about when the 
next book is going 
to come out. The man is not the 
most spry of characters. He is 
pretty darn old. He could go at any 
moment. And yet he refuses to 
drop the next book in the series.

Instead, many fans of the print 
series like me are left with the 
often poorly acted and executed 

television series (although 
Emilia Clarke’s gratuitous nipple 
offerings every other episode are 
more than welcome). We have to 
wait for ‘GoT’ like ordinary, non-
book-buying plebs. Honestly, this 
world is a cruel place and I do not 

know why I even 
continue to pay tax 
here. No, Martin 
does not care about 
us. He is working 
on George R. R. 
Martin time.

And, strangely 
enough, I respect 
that. A lot.

There are few 
artists (people 

who, deep down, consider what 
they do to be more than just a 
commercial enterprise) who 
are given the time and space to 
practise their art in the way that 
they want to. Endorsement deals, 
commercials, and a merry-go-
round of appearances, lectures, 

and being seen in public kissing 
babies and trying to meme their 
way into social consciousness 
often forces artists to choose 
temporary relevance instead of 
meaningful artistic production.

When is the next book coming 
out? Where is the next album 
going to drop? When is the new 
exhibition? What are you working 
on now? And now? And what 
about now?

But artists, the ones that really 
produce work that matters, rarely 
work according to society’s 
timetables. They take their time 
when they need to (if they can). 
But, most importantly, they work 
according to their own time. 

Like Frank Ocean. Like George 
R R Martin. 

The best thing the world can do 
is just sit and wait for the brilliance 
to unfold.

– @remythequill on Twitter; 
remythequill.com

Problematic Fave
Problematic fave

(Noun) A favourite person 
(usually a character or celebrity) 
who has problematic views and 

opinions. 

Facebook’s ‘Memories’ 
function intrigued me. For 
all of 2,5 seconds.

After the initial “oh my gosh, 
this is so cool!” of being reminded 
what I posted on this day however 
many years ago came the cringe. A 
lot of cringe.

There’s a reason I don’t delve too 
deeply into my Facebook archives.

Beyond the SMS-language, 
random capitalisation in the 
middle of sentences and complete 
disregard of grammar that plagued 
my status updates and comments of 
old, I was... 

Yes. I’ll admit it.
I was problematic. As f*ck.
A former Patriarchal-Princess-

Turned-Fierce-Feminist by the 
light, truth and the way of feminism 
and common sense, it physically 

hurts in the most embarrassing 
way to see how terribly loud and 
ridiculously wrong I used to be.

As much as it pains me to admit 
(and as much as I’d rather erase all 
traces of myself during that dark, 
dark time from the internet), I was 
my own problematic fave.

But with age, 
wisdom and 
the guidance 
of wonderful 
people both on 
the internet and 
in real life, I’ve 
learnt and unlearnt 
and grown and 
changed and 
become – for 
the most part – unproblematic. 
(Whether we can ever be 
completely unproblematic is a 
whole other can of worms.)

As much as ‘wokeness’ hurts 
and is exhausting and sometimes I 
wish I could just chuckle along to 
that f*cky thing without having to 
be the person who always points 

out why it’s actually not OK to say 
that thing and ‘ruin the fun’, I’m 
proud of where I am.

I know that it never ends and 
that I’ll always be learning and 
unlearning and that I’ll make 
mistakes and that even where I 
am now might make me cringe 

one day, but this 
is something I’m 
committed to.

Many of our 
celebrity faves, 
though?

They don’t even try.
In an age where we 

have more access to 
celebrities than ever 
before, they have more 

influence on us too – and more 
often than not, we fail to realise 
this.

Many of the celebrities we 
follow, admire and support have 
problematic views and say terrible 
things – and they get away with it.

It’s exhausting to keep up with 
who said what and why it’s not 

OK, but as a concious generation 
(at least one that claims to be), we 
need to keep our faves accountable 
for the things they say that aren’t 
OK.

And the same goes for the 
people we interact with every day. 
Whether your crush makes a rape 
‘joke’ or your brother calls women 
‘b*tches’, we need to call our 
problematic faves out, call them to 
order and sometimes even teach 
them.

Or disassociate with them 
completely.

I don’t know about you, but I’d 
rather be the ‘wet blanket’ than 
laugh to something I don’t actually 
find funny just because someone I 
like said it.

If our faves refuse to grow and 
learn and change along with us, 
why do they deserve the title?

– cindy@namibian.com.na; 
@SugaryOblivion on 

Twitter and Instagram; 
sugaryoblivion.com


