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The story of Calving Kazibe, written by him in 2008, when Calving was a student at Polytech Windhoek, subject Agriculture.
My life in general

Back in early years of 7 July 1986, I was born Calving Kazibe, a Kxoe in a village called Wayawaya in the Caprivi region. As a last born child I had to go through a lot of obstacles in order to achieve what I want to achieve in life one day. 
Every time my brothers and sisters went to school I followed them, and my parents always stopped me and I would cry because I really wanted to go with them even though I never knew what was happening at school. In 1992 all my brothers and sisters who were schooling at the time got transferred to Tsumkwe where our first born brother was working as a police officer, leaving me alone with my parents as I was too young.

As a result of continuous pressure that I gave to the parents, in 1993 they finally sent me to a school called Liselo Combined School in the Caprivi region. I was so glad to be registered in Grade 1 despite poverty. I only went to this school for three days and dropped out because of discrimination because I was the only San speaking learner at the school. My fellow learners never called me by my name, they called me "Mukinengo" meaning Bushman or Beggar. I was beaten up everyday even if I did nothing wrong. I was accused of anything that go lost in class. Another reason I dropped out was because of the distance from where I stayed to the school, which was 2-3 km. My parents had to wake me at 4 am to prepare me and I would start walking at 5 am. That was not easy.

In 1994 my sister registered me at a school called Ndoro Memorial Primary School where she was a teacher in Western Caprivi. I restarted Grade 1, after I passed Grade 1 in 1994, I register for Grade 2 in Tsumkwe at the Tsumkwe Junior Secondary School in 1995. As my grandfather was blind he unfortunately used my school report to smoke tobacco, so I had to restart Grade 1 at Tsumkwe Junior Secondary School again.

Education and the challenges I faced

Two years later, in 1997, my brother who was a police officer passed away and my sister who was teaching left her job because the village at which she was teaching became a fighting ground between the Namibian Defense Force and the UNITA rebels. All the villagers fled to Botswana as refugees.

At this time I was in Grade 4 and had no support at all. In order for us to survive the parents had to do farming. The only person we depended on was my mother and the only amount she used to get on a monthly basis was her pension, N$160,00. With this amount of money she had to support five school learners in terms of toiletries, candles for studying at night and food for the entire family. We had no school uniforms like other learners This resulted in learners and other people calling us poor people. As a result of this poverty one out of the five boys who were at school dropped out, and he was the one ahead of us. Life was never easy at those moments.
Even though poverty became part of our daily life, the academic performance was good and I knew what I aimed for. Due to this hard work, commitment to school work and outstanding school performance, the principal started suggesting that I should to stay at the hostel. But I did not want to stay in the hostel, simply because I believed that it was too noisy and the situation was not good enough and because my parents were in Tsumkwe itself I did not see any valid reasons for which I had to stay in the hostel away from my parents.

As I went up into the secondary grades, the news started spreading through Tsumkwe that I was very good at school, and people started coming to my parents to get permission to support me, but my parents refused saying they will never enslave their son simply because of poverty. So one of the man who was working for the Ministry of Agriculture started buying some candles for me, for studying purposes. That was Grade 9 in 2002. One year later I was in Grade 10 and it was time to face the challenges in life.

What were the problems I faced at school itself in Tsumkwe

● Lack of textbooks, we had to share textbooks simply because there were not enough.

● Lack of necessary material books in the library, apart from the same textbooks we used in class, there were no additional books that one could use for additional information. This also affected the performance at school.

● Lack of laboratory equipment, was one of the major problems we faced. I remember a day that we came to the chapter of separating liquids in physical science. We were taught about how to separate two liquids using a process called, Fractional Distillation. Due to no equipment in the laboratory, we had to go to a She-been, where they illegally produce alcohol, use their equipment which are almost similar to what the text book explains. So we had to get one lesson at this She-been.

Even though I faced these difficulties, I still knew what I was up to and that was completing and being at tertiary education. In Grade 10, 10 out of 37 learners were San speaking. Out of a class of 37 only 9 learners passed Grade 10, I was the only San learner to pass to Grade 11. Although I passed, making my parents very proud in the community, the question was, where will I get the money to go to school for Grade 11.

At this time I applied for a place at Concordia College in Windhoek and got admitted as applicant 57 with an amount of N$ 1050,00 to be paid per year, but I could not afford it. I therefore decide to stay at home after passing Grade 10. Fortunately just two days before the opening of school in 2004, the education advisor from Wimsa arrived in Tsumkwe to have a meeting with the community. So my brother went to explain my condition and this lady asked me if she could take me to a school in Tsumeb. I agreed because I did not want to be at home doing nothing. So she sent a fax to the school in Tsumeb and when I arrived everything was easy because they were already aware I was coming, through the fax they received.
What was life like at a senior school away from parents and friends
Even though I was away from my parents, that could still not discourage me at a school called Otjikoto Senior Secondary School where I went for Grade 11 in 2004. I met several San speaking learners from several regions of the country. There were seven other San learners at this school, two ladies in Grade 10, three boys in Grade 8, one lady in Grade 9 and one in Grade 11. Together we went through several obstacles, such as discrimination, we were called Bussies. They said our school fees were covered from their parents tax money. They said Bushmen are never absent from the dining hall because they do not know this type of food and only used to wild bush food. 
They even went to such an extent that they wanted to let one of the boys carry their plates to and from the dining hall, which I did not allow, because I was the one ahead of them at school. So I had to make sure all the San that were present at that moment were not enslaved by fellow learners. Most of this bullies did not happen to me because I was open with everyone, I socialized with any other tribes, irrespective of colour. So they said, I was not San speaking but instead I wanted sponsorship. They also said all San behave the same way as the other San learners and isolate themselves from the rest of the learners and stayed in groups separately. I did not like this isolation. Because I believed it made people feel superior than us, because we were very low. As a result of this isolation, I believed it was making it easier for other learners to specify that we were Bushman. Even though these words were not said directly to me, they effected me more than it effected the ones who were being called by this name, because these other San learners did not have a general understanding of how this was going to affect them, so I had to act on their behalf.

Though this was the life at this time, the principal always made sure we enjoyed equal freedom just like other learners. That only became clear when I was selected to be (L.R.C.) Learners Representative Council. Not everybody supported the idea, most of the learners were against it, saying they were not going to be controlled by a Bushman. When I instructed them to tuck their shirts in for example, they did, just to get an entrance into the school premises. As soon as they were in the school premises they un-tuck their shirts. This issue of being discriminated became a virus and went to such an extent that one of the Supervisor teachers ended up using the term. At this level I could not keep it up, so I took the issue to the principal. We had a meeting with the principal, that was on the 28th October 2004. The meeting consisted of the principal, the hostel superintendent and the Supervisor teacher who refereed to us as Bushman instead of our names. During this meeting, the principal strongly pointed out that he was not in favour of tribes. He was there as a principal and wanted to treat every learner equally and fairly. And he additionally warned the teacher not to repeat it again, otherwise he was going to take the issue to court. As we stayed longer and longer things started declining and the level of respect was increasing even-though they still called us Bushman on several occasions. Only one learner dropped out from the school due to these challenges and another left the school and went back to Tsumkwe where he proceeded with his Grade 8.

Additional factors that effected us was poverty. I did not have the opportunity to go home during out-weekends, simply because I was not the one responsible for the payment of my school fees and everything. So they organised a place were I always stayed. Due to the fact that they did not provide me with money for toiletries after every out-weekend, I ended up thinking of leaving school after long-weekends, because it was after all useless to ask for washing powder from friends while I'm on out-weekends. In addition to this problem we also felt very uncomfortable during times of events such as music show, beauty contests and other entertainment issues. The reason for which we were uncomfortable were simply we had no comfortable clothing to be among others. In several occasions we needed payment to be inside events which we did not have. So during these events we preferred to be in the block tan attending, because there was big competition in terms of clothing, but due to reasons of high theft and breaking of lockers in the blocks, they could not allow us to remain in the hostel blocks, so we normally used to hang around outside during events.

What the problems were associated with transport

The transport issue was a challenge on its own. There was no reliable transport to and from school because we all depended on government vehicles which still happens now. In my case the principal knew that transport was a problem, so even when I came late the principal accepted my excuse. I recall one day that I spent 3 days on the road on my way back to Tsumkwe from Tsumeb. This is simply because all vehicle drivers gave lots of excuses and most vehicles were full and those that were empty wanted to be paid and I had no money. So on the third day came a vehicle driven by a man who was under the influence of alcohol. His driving was not good but I had no choice because I had spent some days on the way already without reaching my destination. So when this man picked me up from the gate, he only drove about 20 km and stopped, saying he wanted to sleep and rest since he was too drunk. I spent three to four hours at this place, when a tourist vehicle came past and picked me up. 

How is life at tertiary education

I know when a person arrives in a new place, there are always some challenges, although these challenges don’t have to be major. After my arrival in Windhoek, life was interesting compared to the life in the past. I was provided with accommodation, and allowances for food, toiletries, taxi to and from the Institution. Even though I was provided with what I have just mentioned above, there were still obstacles that I faced. Since I could not afford to pay for my studies, the sponsors were the decision makers. When it came to making decisions on the field of study which I was suppose to study, I personally preferred to study Journalism and communication technology as a first choice, and political science as a second choice. I qualified at the University of Namibia (UNAM) to do politics or journalism, but due to the reasons that I both qualified at UNAM and the Polytechnic of Namibia, the courses at Polytechnic were journalism as a first choice (Diploma) and agriculture as a second choice (Degree). So the sponsors were only ready to pay for somebody who is studying for a course that will benefit his/her community afterwards, so they said they were only going to pay for me if I did agriculture. This is simply how I ended up studying agriculture. For this reason, I feel like going back to my community after completing my studies so that I can explain to the upcoming ones to be positive minded when making decisions. They should sacrifice for something beneficial. I studied agriculture rather than being at home doing nothing.

How did my parents know that education is important

It is really incredible to see that in a family of both illiterate parents, all their children have attended school. I personally asked my parents, why they decided to send us to school and how did they know it is important if they are uneducated, and this is what they said. "Back in the early 60's, I Jim Saha Kazibe, your father was a school lover and was under the care of my brother who never went to school. Unfortunately the year I started Grade 1, my brother past away, so nobody was available to support, since we were orphans already at this moment. I do not really remember my age at this moment but I was too young. The next thing I did was to enslave myself to the neighbors in order to make a living. I asked to look after their cattle, but since I was too young, they could only alloy me to take care of the calves. While I was taking care and looking after animals, the boys with whom I stayed and the children of the owner of this animals, went to school. I had no choice because I was unable to support myself. In current situation, if I compare the life I am living with the life of the ones who attended school, it is not similar. The ones who went to school or had the opportunity to go to school, lives a better life compared to me. For this reason I decided to send all my children to school to have the opportunity to live just like the others. I personally missed that opportunity and did not want to allow my children to be the same as me."

How did my parents know whether I was passing or failing

My parents knew the difference between a tick and a cross, even though they never went to school they really showed great interest in our or my school work. Whenever I returned from school, they wanted me to tell them what we were taught about, and whether we were given homework. Even though I was given time to play, before sunset, it was my fathers responsibility to find out whether my home work is done. If not, I was forced to leave whatever activity I was up to and complete my homework. They could not speak English, but they could at least express themselves in the local language, so they always asked the teachers to update them on how I performed.

Why I think being at home in Tsumkwe, or my parents being in Tsumkwe, helped me go through my education, even with the conditions at the school. I know it was helpful that my parents were in Tsumkwe, simply because I did not travel long distances to school and my parents would not allow me to stay at home, knowing that I was right in the place that the school was situated. In addition to the place, the communities around the area itself was a contributing factor to the completion of my education, because whenever I did not go to school or was absent, they asked my parents, why I did not go to school, and my father did not like this. Furthermore it had a great advantage because I personally knew that even though I had to go to school with great hunger, my parents were near enough to provide me with whatever they had at a very close range. And whenever I faced difficulties , although I knew my parents were unemployed, I was confident enough to share the difficulty with them knowing that they will try by all means to provide me with what I needed e.g. toiletries. Most of all it was helpful simply because, when I slept with hunger, I knew that my parents had nothing and they also had the same hunger as I did.

General recommendations on the conditions at Tsumkwe School and hostels

Since 1995 when I started Grade 1 at this school, up until 2003, that I passed Grade 10, there have been no improvements at all with sanitation. Today still nothing has changed. The only change I saw was the addition of two classroom buildings and two hostel buildings. So during the ten years I had been at this school in the year 2003, it is the same way it looks even now. The only changes which are taking place is within the management at the school e.g. (teachers and principal) Not even one toilet is functioning at the school. Same applies to the hostel, not even one is functioning, even ten years back when I was a learner at this school. The dining hall buildings has toilets as well as bathrooms attached. As the toilets are not in function, I would rather suggest or prefer to have these two things in a separate building.

There are not enough beds at school and some learners, particularly the lower grades, share up to three on one bed. Some sleep on the floor on blankets. This is simply because the ones in the higher grades enjoy the priority, instead of the younger ones that are unable to complain.
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