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ou might think it
would be exciting to
live in one of the most
corrupt, dangerous
countries on earth.
But it’s not. Most of the time
it’s soul-crushingly dull. That’s
the problem with white-collar
crime. It’s all done behind closed
doors. Things are signed, or not,

and money changes hands. Sure,
there are victims, but I don’t
think I ecan look at another bewil-
dered, tear-stained face on the
news.

A frisson of excitement rip-
pled through the country when
the Gupta Leaks came out, but we
have finally been worn down by
the eye-bubbling tedium of it all.

[ can’t even imagine what
kind of story would get me read-
ing beyond the headline these
days. Perhaps if Floyd Shivambu
had not only used VBS money to
buy a Range Rover, but that he
was caught in the backseat in
flagrante delicto with Steve Hof-
meyr. With limpet mines in the
boot. And a Thai ladyboy in the
driver’s seat doing lines of coke
off the dashboard. Simply buying
a car with stolen money doesn’t
do it for me anymore.

Mmusi Maimane once drove
a car loaned to him by Steinhoff

scumbag Markus Jooste. The
most exciting thing about this
story is that you might fall asleep,
slide off your chair and con-
cuss yourself. Wake me up when
Maimane is caught driving nine
times over the legal limit with
fifty copies of The Cloven Hoof in
the boot and an application to join
the Church of Satan in his jacket
pocket.

Flipping between CNN and
Sky and then switching over to
eNCA is like going from fifth to
first while travelling at 16okm/h.
Trump impeachment! Brexit dra-
ma! Ramaphosareleases newslet-
ter! There goes the gearbox.

The EFF gets caught donating
the same tractor to different com-
munities. Might raise a smile. Or
a sigh. But it’s more likely you’ll
stare at the words and feel noth-
ing at all. We have become dead-
ened inside, our interest and mo-
rale white-anted by the endless
litany of unimaginative thievery.

News that the government
owns almost Ri130 billion worth
of buildings and plots of land ig-
nites a tiny spark of hope, quickly
extinguished upon discovering
that nobody can find the register.
A clerk who worked for the Ver-
woerd administration seemed to
think it was in a blue folder.

Public Works Minister Patri-
cia de Lille said she was shocked.
That brings to two the number of
top government officials who are
shocked.

The government is not short of
immovable assets — some of them
have been in the same position
for decades. They can, however,
be seen moving at lunchtime and
again at the end of the day. Since

nobody can be fired from the civil
service, [ suppose a more correct
term would be immovable liabil-
1ties.

De Lille is the ninth minister
of public works since 1994. This
suggests that her eight predeces-
sors were somehow unaware that
criminal syndicates were having
the time of their lives renting
and selling state-owned proper-
ty. Somebody ought to name and
shame the hateful eight. I would
if I didn’t think it might induce a
catatonic coma.

There have been some excit-
ing moments since Ramaphosa
sauntered into power. His
appointment of Sham-
ila Batohi as national
director of prosecu-
tions caused a mo-
mentary quickening
of the pulse. The pal-
pitations dwindled as
months passed without a
single prosecution. I've seen
rabbits freeze in headlights be-
fore, but never for eight months.

To be fair, the news isn’t all
toe-curlingly dreary. I read with
arare flicker of interest this week
that pupils will scon be allowed to
leave school after Grade 9. They
will be given a general education
certificate that, once laminated,
will make a cheap, yet effective,
weapon in the war against want.

Job interviews will be spectac-
ular.

“Hire me or I will eut vour
throat with my certificate.”

“But youre only fourteen.
What can you do?”

“I'm good with my hands.”

“Yes, I can see that by the way
yvou slipped my cellphone down

Our country
will be poorer
without Ma-
lawian man-
servants

your trousers.”

[ would have done anything to
leave school after standard seven.
Anything but homework, obvi-
ously. I wasn’t that desperate.

Unlike today’s kids, I was a
slow developer and hadn’t even
had my first child by that age.
Quite frankly, I was still having
trouble tying my own laces. I
wasn’t good with my hands or my
brain. Then again, as a white boy,
I would have been able to walk
into any job I wanted. I could have
been doing open-heart surgery
by the time my idiot mates were

writing matric.

The education minis-
ter’s idea 1s that these
Grade 9 graduates,
upon being freed

learning, will pro-
ceed to one of the
country’s technical
training colleges and
not, as the cynics as-
sume, to a street corner near you.

Not being a cynic, I am looking
forward to the day when South
Africa is flooded with a genera-
tion of plumbers, electricians and
keen young men and women who
know how to fit and turn thingsto
their advantage.

But, being who we are, every
bit of good news must come
weighted with a bunch of bad. It’s
a constitutional requirement. Ap-
parently the government is devel-
oping legislation that will bar for-
eigners from operating in certain
sectors of the economy.

This is a terrible idea. Our
country will be poorer without
Malawian manservants, Congo-
lese car guards, Pakistani cell-

from the shackles of
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phone fixers and Nigerian drug
dealers. Yes, we have our own
dealers, but Nigerians are so
much more charismatic. Or so
I've heard.

Oh, lock. Here’s a story that
has my heart racing. A ship
docked in East London has been
given a permit to take 60 000 of
our sheep to Kuwait. Not on hol-
iday, in case you’re wondering.
There will be neither deck quoits
nor invitations to dine with the
captain. There might be a cross-
ing-the-equator ceremony, but I
expect it would end badly. If you
are a sheep, it always ends badly.
It’s a good thing they don’t know
this because there are a billion
of them out there. Sure, it’s still
seven of us to one of them, but the
brighter ones will eventually join
forces with our slower ones and
then it’s anyone’s game.

Our sheep are in for a rough
journey. They will be eramped,
terrified and sea sick and so very
happy to get to Kuwait. They will
be happy for around seven hours
and then they will have their
throats slit.

[ couldn’t find out why our
sheep are even going to Kuwait.
Have they eaten all their own? Is
Emir Sabah Al-Ahmad Al-Jaber
Al-Sabah planning to invite his
extended family over for a braai?
The country produces eight mil-
lion tons of sheep and goat meat
a year and there are four million
Kuwaitis. That’s two tons per per-
son. Every person would have to
eat five kilograms a day for a year
before having to start gnawing on
our skapies. I suppose it’s possi-
ble. When it comes to a country
like Kuwait, ewe never know.
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