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WE WERE IN RUNDU, in Kavango, we were impressed
i f with the strict segregation in housing and the disparity in its
quality. On the one hand were black huts for people who had been
relocated several times, and called their township "Nkenyemu"(I don't
care) and on the other, white houses with manicured lawns and obtrusive
,
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military bunkers in the garden".
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British Members of Parliament
Robert Rhodes James, Donald Anderson
and Lord Kennet

The problem of housing for the black community is an acute one. People
are forced to move into the urban areas to look for work and find
themselves sending money home and having very little left to live on. In
Katutura alone, 70% of the families are headed by women. Many are
unemployed.
50% of those living in urban areas are unable to afford the rent for a one
room unit in state-provided accommodation. Private landlords often
charge prohibitive sums. People are forced to live in overcrowded
conditions with a lack of privacy and insecurity which cause constant
stress.
Marthalina explained her story:
"I live in this room with my four children, my mother and another adult.
The room is too small for us all, so my mother and the other person sleep in
the corridor at night. I pay R70 (about £18) for the use of the room and
another RIO for the corrider each month.
"I get paid R120 a month which is better than most domestics. I've got a
gas stove but we don't have electricity. Only half the houses in Katutura
have it.
"It's hard living here. It makes you depressed and it's not safe having
the children so near the stove. The children can't play out in the yard
because the landlord doesn't like the noise. The tenant in the other room
often gets drunk with the landlord and there are always fights and noise.
He won't let me lock my door and he touches me when I pass. I'm scared
to complain though, in case my children get thrown out on to the street."
Marthalina would not appear in any statistics as being 'homeless'. Living
in these conditions is, she says, " not having a home where you can relax
and know that your children are safe."
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This man is digging the foundations fora
house which he is going to build for himself
and his family on a site and with materials
provided by the Catholic church. It was at a
meeting to discuss the allocation of the 20
homes to be built on this site that the
"Committee of the Homeless" was formed.
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"A COMMITTEE OF
THE HOMELESS"
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HEN THE CATHOLIC CHURCH advertised a meeting in Windhoek
to talk about homelessness, 400 people turned up. They heard that
no new houses for rent had been built in Katutura after 1976 and that to
qualify for a building society mortgage they would have to earn more than
R450 (£110) per month. Job security is so rare for black Namibians and
earnings so low that most could not even think about this as an alternative.
From this meeting, which was conducted in at least three languages, the
Committee drew up a strategy. They believed that under an Administrator
General's Law (AG21) the municipality had the responsibility to set land
free for the homeless - so they decided to challenge the municipality.
They also decided that they had to raise their own funds and launched
the "Buy a Brick and Win a Cow Raffle". They have realised that they need
to learn about credit schemes, and about brickmaking.
At every meeting, a few others join. The Committee now numbers over
500. They are convinced that they could provide better housing for their
children if the municipality would allow them a site and basic services.
They say of themselves that they are "not a Committee for the Homeless^
but a Committee of the Homeless".
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"WE HAVE NO
DWELLING PLACE"
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CALLED THE TOWNSHIP 'KATUTURA', meaning 'we have no
dwelling place', after we had been moved there. It was the fifth
time we had been removed. The idea was that under the Odendaal Plan,
the black residential area was meant to be five miles away from the so
called white area. The fact was that our old location was on a very good
high hill - the ideal layout for a white suburb. We resisted and on
Thursday 10th December, 1959 they shot and killed 13 people and
wounded more than a hundred."
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THE VOICE FROM THE
GHETTO

Sondagh Kangueehi
in "Katutura Revisted, 1986"

Katutura, a black township outside Windhoek, is the home of 60,000 to
100,000 people, 45% of whom are children under the age of 18. The fact
that nearly every second adult between the age of 18 and 65 is looking for a
job guarantees that Katutura acts as a cheap labour reserve for the largely
white commercial city of Windhoek, and keeps wages low.
In 1986 it was estimated that to live in Katutura a family of six needed
R604 (£178 at 1986 rate of exchange) per month, but that the average salary
was between R100 and R300. Some families depend on an elderly relative's
pension of R65 while others live on maintenance payments irregularly paid
by absent fathers.
Katutura is an ever growing township. Originally, people were split into
'ethnic groups' and 'O' for Ovambo or 'D' for Damara can still be seen on
doors. Although it is not illegal to live in another area, poor people cannot
afford to move house for the sake of the principle of national unity and
children grow up accepting this division into ethnic groups as normal.
Children are visible everywhere in Katutura. With an average of eight
people to each tiny brick-built, tin-roofed house, they have to play outside
in the stony yards or in the dusty streets. The younger children, usually
left in the care of an elderly relative, have hardly any toys. There are no
green areas near their homes, and no play equipment is supplied by the
municipality.
The older children can be seen running errands or looking after the
younger ones. Schooling for black children is not compulsory, and many
parents can simply not afford to send their children to school. A number of
the children have turned to street violence.
A social worker for the Catholic Church said:
"They join gangs at nine or ten years old, and begin sniffing glue and
taking Mandrax. Some have guns, almost all are armed with knives.
People have been killed by these boy gangsters and residents get robbed or
assaulted by them every weekend. Sometimes the parents send them out
to steal because older people know that they will go to jail if they are
caught, but the children are only given a hiding or a warning."
One of the more distressing products of this harsh social climate is the
increasing number of child prostitutes taking to the streets. The social
worker explained:
"The average age of these children is 14, but some are turning to
prostitution as young as ten. I tried to put one of the boy prostitutes to
school, but he is earning money and the last thing he wants is to go hungry
again.
"A lot of the child prostitutes' business is conducted at lunchtime for a
fee of R10 (£2.50). Most of their customers are rich white men or soldiers
from the army.
"These children are earning more than their mothers do as domestic
workers. One 14 year old girl told me she had to turn to prostitution to
survive. She said she had no alternative.
"Compulsory education would take the children off the streets, but first
the social needs must be taken care of. A hungry child cannot study and a
homeless child cannot do homework."
The pressures of overcrowding and poverty lead to a high level of
alcohol abuse. Backyard distilleries produce a lethal drink called Tombo,
which is brewed using ingredients like tobacco and battery acid. At a price
of Rl for 10 litres, Tombo is a favourite among the unemployed and those
who earn low wages. Inevitably, this is having an impact on the children of
Katutura.
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"Some mothers put Tombo in their babies' bottles to stop them crying
from hunger and some children are getting hooked on it. Other children
suffer violent abuse as a result of a parent's drunkeness."
Some children, unable to cope with overcrowding, lack of parental care,
and abuse, take to the streets. At night they live in culverts, under bridges,
in bus shelters, in the open. The warm summer evenings are conducive to
this life, but in the bitter cold of winter, children face death by exposure.

STANLEY'S STORY
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TANLEY IS ABOUT 11. He is a bright boy, speaking five languages,
but says he will not stay at school because "it's too boring". The school
principal says he was one of the cleverest children in the school.
Stanley's parents are either dead or have abandoned him. He survives
by being 'street wise' and by his wits. During the day he roams the streets
or Katutura and the white suburbs, on the look out for any sort of opening
or opportunity - washing cars, stealing when he can, begging favours.
Stanley will wash your car for a couple of rands and then steal the hubcaps.
Last year Stanley was involved in a serious car accident of which he was
the sole survivor. His legs were badly broken and he was discharged from
hospital in casts. Within days he had removed them because they stopped
him hustling. He now has a pronounced limp.
A white journalist, who knows Stanley well, said "Old Stan, he really is
something else. He used to come round here and beg a sandwich from my
wife - next thing you knew he was selling it to someone else. You see him
one day at a SWAPO rally shouting "Viva Comrades" - the next day he's
in the back of a Government Mercedes. Old Stan, now, he's a survivor."
At night, Stanley pimps for prostitutes.
"During the day Stan is full of confidence and bluff or acting like he's got
it all worked out. At night though it's really sad. You see him hanging
around the streets completely alone."
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LIFE IN THE RURAL
AREAS
T

HERE ARE TWO KINDS OF AGRICULTURE in Namibia: the
commercial and ranching sector, which is largely owned by whites,
and the subsistence sector which is mainly black. Seventy per cent of
Namibia's black population lives in the countryside and depends heavily
on agriculture for their income.
Namibia suffers from drought and this frequently affects the viability of
farming. To decrease the risk of going hungry, families split up, with one
or both parents travelling to the cities to find work and the children being
left in the care of their grandmothers. It is often the pension of an elderly
relative which supports the whole family.
Under the present system, black farm labourers and their families live
the most meagre and exploited of existences. A church worker who helps
run a hostel for farm children whose parents live too far away for the
children to travel to school every day was adamant that "Most farm
labourers round here live no better than slaves. People can hardly survive
on the low pay and as a result many of the children we look after at the
hostel come to us suffering from malnutrition. The children grow up under
a system of oppression and don't know anything else but a life of poverty."
Farming has been violently disrupted by war in the North. Black peasant
families live in acute rural poverty, farming scraps of land in the
'homelands', land rejected as unusable by white settlers. Soil degradation
is growing and much of the land is barren. Children are growing up in
families which are completely destitute.
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LIFE IN A SOUTHERN
SHANTY TOWN
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O SURVIVE IN THE SOUTH OF NAMIBIA requires either a great deal
of money or an equal amount of courage, determination and fatalism.
Dry and desolate, the towns of the South are surrounded by vast tracts of
inhospitable scrublands. Water is a luxury and the rock hard river beds
contain nothing but sand, stones and thorn trees in the long dry season.
Almost everyone is poor, especially in the black townships and ghettoes
which are invariably situated outside the towns and away from the public
eye. One such ghetto is near the southern town of Rehoboth, where
thousands of people live in one of the most dilapidated squatter camps in
the country. The people who live there call it 'Blikkiesdorp' (Tin Town).
The extreme poverty of the inhabitants is clearly revealed in their
housing. Hundreds of shanties, barely capable of withstanding a strong
wind, lie sprawled across several hectares of barren, sandy ground. They
are made from rusted car doors, discarded sheets of corrugated iron and
flattened jam tins. Shreds of plastic are wedged into the holes. Entire
constructions are held together with pieces of wire, nails and string.
Half-naked children play between the shacks. The toys they have are
made with their own hands, not bought. Their parents can barely afford
food, and because education is not compulsory for black children there are
many who will never have the opportunity to attend school. Very few have
shoes; their clothing is ragged and dirty.
The lack of employment in the area is apparent by the number of men
who sit all day under the trees or sleep inside their shacks. Many of the
women and young girls are employed as domestic servants, but such work
is very badly paid.
In an area where temperatures frequently reach well over 100F degrees,
the people are fortunate to have some shade from the trees growing near
the camp. These trees have been declared a protected species by the
Rehoboth Government. This places the people in a predicament; as there is
no electricity in the camp, cooking can only be done on fires and the
children are forced to walk long distances in search of fuel.
Beneath a shady tree, watching a group of young boys making toy cars
from strands of wire, sits Levy. He left school after completing standard
one. He is only 15 years old but works as an unskilled labourer for R100
(£25) a month. Levy is the only breadwinner in his family and even though
his grandmother is over 60 she is not receiving a pension. Levy says, " I
would like to go back to school, but if I do who is to look after my
grandmother? There is no one else to buy her food or to look after her."
A spokesman for the Rehoboth Government said:
"There are about 400 families staying in the squatter camp but the figure
could be a lot higher. In almost every case a family consists of between five
and ten people so the camp runs into thousands. The only service we
provide is water. There is a tap for every five or six houses. We do not
charge for the plots but we are considering charging 300 rands in the
future. We want to set up a squatters' committee so we can address the
problems of these people more easily. You see, we receive no. funds from
the Central Government or from the various ethnic administrations so that
makes it difficult for us to service these people. Under the Rehoboth Self
Government Act anybody who lives here is our responsibility, but those
squatters who are Nama/Damara or Ovambo speakers pay taxes to their
own ethnic authorities - to the Ovambo or Damara administrations."
Widespread poverty, caused by the lack of employment and low wages,
perpetuate the existence of places like Blikkiesdorp, with its terrible living
conditions, in the South. The complicated ethnic administration system is
quite incapable of providing adequate services.

