
18 NEWS
SUNDAY TRIBUNE JANUARY 24  2016

DEAR Eskom,
I hear you want to

increase the price of
electricity by

17 percent. Is that all? Why the
restraint? I’m sure you are
familiar with the expression, “Go
big or go home.” Don’t hold back,
my friend. You should be asking
for 80 percent. In this country,
greed is rewarded.

The counter-revolutionary
press says that even a 17 percent
increase would be a “major blow”
to the country. If there is one
thing this country needs right
now, it is a major blow. When
President (Jacob) Zuma recently
played musical chairs with the
finance ministry, causing world
markets to bludgeon the rand
into submission, we thought that
was a major blow. It wasn’t. It
was nothing more than a bitch
slap. It didn’t come close to
bringing us to our senses.

The Illuminati-controlled
media are, of course, once again
exaggerating wildly. All you’re
trying to do is make a bit of
money, for God’s sake. We’re all
capitalists, here. Everyone’s
battling to squeeze a buck out 
of something or someone. In 
your case, you’re trying to
squeeze R23 billion out of us.
More power to you, I say, even 
if it does mean less to us. There’s
a joke in there somewhere. 

I might already have made it.
Hard to tell any more.

Let me see if I understand this
correctly. You have suffered a
massive shortfall in revenue
largely as a result of us using
less electricity, which we only did
because you asked us to. So we
are to be punished for being
conscientious, patriotic citizens.
We are idiots for listening to you
in the first place. We deserve to
be punished.

There’s a term being used by
the anti-Eskomites. They say you
are trying to “claw back” money

you have already spent. I like 
it. Claw back. It evokes images 
of vampires and werewolves
ripping and tearing at something
too scared and helpless to run 
for cover.

Seventeen percent. That’s what
you’re asking for. It’s also what I
got for maths in matric.
Coincidence? I hope so. I’m good
with numbers – just don’t ask me
to do calculations. At least we
have that in common. I suppose
what I’m saying is that I’m good
with counting. Oh, yes. I will whip
the president’s butt in a counting
competition. But that’s not
enough to get me elected.
Not that I wish to. I just
want electricity. I don’t
even mind if you give me
the cheap stuff. Most
people I know find their
lights way too bright and
would be quite happy to pay
half the price for a diluted
version of the good shit.

So you have applied to the
National Energy Regulator of
SA (Nersa) to give you the
increase. Isn’t that a bit like
asking your crack dealer cousin
to slip you a rock while the wife
isn’t looking? You’re related. It’s
no good pretending otherwise.
You don’t always get on, sure,
especially when the neo-liberal
wing of the fascist media start
snooping around, but you’re
basically blood. You’re sucking
on the same vein, right?

Thanks to democracy, Nersa 

has to play a charade called
“public hearings” before deciding
on whether or not you should be
allowed to jack up your prices. 

In the days before
prevarication and dissembling
became skills to be listed on one’s
CV, public hearings would
involve the actual public. Then
again, they did sometimes end in
public executions. Perhaps that’s
why Nersa is holding its hearings
in convention centres, far from
the great unwashed. Nobody
needs public opinion when it’s
standing on a chair brandishing
a blunt machete and shouting in

a deep Transkei dialect.
A man who attended the

Cape Town hearings, who
looks like he knows a thing
or two about agriculture, 

said farmers wouldn’t be
able to absorb the
increase. I find that
hard to believe. Have
you seen the size of
farmers? They got that

way by absorbing all
sorts of things. 

He also said food security
would be in jeopardy. What?
Since when did food get its 
own security? 

This is outrageous. Bandits
can wander in off the street
willy-nilly and help themselves 
to our wives and children, 
but there are armed guards on
the butternuts?

Equally outrageous is the DA’s
storming of your offices at

Megawatt Park this week,
demanding that your executives
repay the R63 million they’ve
received in bonuses since load
shedding began. 

It’s obvious the bonuses are
not a reward for competence and
hard work, but are meant as
compensation for the shame of
working at Eskom. It’s like
danger pay, except it’s their
reputations at risk.

So-called economists against
the increase claim that
consumers are already reeling
from high food and fuel prices,
the drought, and a currency that
should be in calipers by now. This
is nonsense. They are reeling
from too much beer and weed and
need to be disciplined.

Apparently, you have
overspent by several billion rand
because you completely

overestimated the demand for
electricity. Look, I know that
Benoni used car salesman Amps
van der Volt invented electricity
only in 1994, but how do you
overestimate demand? 

Are you saying you generated
a whole bunch of electricity only
to find nobody needed it? And
they didn’t need it because you
had spent years telling them not
to use it? This is the kind of

conversation Alice had with the
Mad Hatter and the March Hare.

I’m also going to be applying
for an increase this year. I haven’t
had one in three years. In my line
of work, there are no public
hearings. There is just me
whining and begging and an
editor who says no. At least you
can flip the switch in protest. All
I can do is stop writing and go to
the beach every day. Hmm.
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We’re all capitalists, here. Everyone’s battling to squeeze a buck out of something or someone. In your case, you’re trying to squeeze R23 billion out of
us. More power to you, I say, even if it does mean less to us.

WHENEVER one trav-
els, particularly in
southern Africa, one
is often tempted to

compare cities with one’s own: 
Durban.

This week I’ve had the good for-
tune of moving around various
parts of Madagascar, while attend-
ing a regional workshop there –
from the capital city, Antananarivo,
to rural Namakwe; to the Isalo
National Park and to Antsirabe,
known for its avenue of baobabs.

Travel guides sometimes
describe Madagascar as a country of
“lemurs, baobabs, beaches, hikes
and dives – a dream destination for
outdoor and nature lovers”.

Antananarivo is colourful and
crowded, and mesmerising. Rich in
cultural and political features, it is
certainly not an easy city. It is
chaotic and hot and don’t expect to
really find tranquillity in the city.
And in these times one is often
reminded of one’s own city.

At the balmy end of a summer’s
day in Durban there’s no more
pleasant place to be than Durban’s

beachfront. As the last rays of the
sun catch the Indian ocean and turn
it into a sparkling vista; life is as
good as it gets.

You can walk, or cycle, or roller
blade from Blue Lagoon to uShaka.
A fragmented and often degraded
space has been done up and opened
up. It’s safe, clean and attractive and
filled with all the richness of Dur-
ban’s wonderful diversity. There are
people in bikinis, punjabis, jeans,
suits, chadors, burkas, saris and
lycra cycling suits.

Everyone, from Shembe patri-
archs to teenage skaters, feels that
this space is theirs. A carload of
white kids might arrive singing
along to Mafikizolo’s Ndihamba

Nawe. Black diamonds may be sip-
ping cocktails at the casino. The
people mover system is clean and
efficient. The beaches are spotlessly
clean, except on some days during
the festive season. The municipal
pool next to the stadium still only
costs under R20 for a swim. The life-
savers are friendly and helpful.

The eThekwini Municipality has
taken a lot of flak over the years.
Much of it deserved. But credit
must be given where credit is due.
The beachfront is now a world-class
public space. The new stadium is
magnificent too. In and around all of
these spaces there is a real sense of
optimism and excitement. For so
long we’ve trudged along on the
periphery of the global economy in
a second-rate sideshow with a sense
that the real action was happening
elsewhere. But in these spaces life is

as good as it is anywhere. And the
beachfront is an open public space.
It costs nothing to visit and people
from all walks of life are there. It
really does belong to all of us.

And if the development at the
casino and uShaka ends of our long
beachfront can inspire further
investment along our golden strip,

we may well create a tourist indus-
try that bring jobs and wealth to the
city.

The diversity of our city, and its
unique treasures, from art deco
architecture to the bunny chow, the
casbah and African jazz, will be the
key to creating a unique and excit-
ing destination.

The recreation of the beachfront
and the new stadium are a triumph
for the municipality. It has proved
that it can be creative, efficient and
effective and that it can act with real
vision.

The fact that the City can achieve
what it has achieved with the beach-
front and the stadium when it sets

its mind to it, shows that as has been
said before, the issue of its effective-
ness is one of political will and not
capacity.

Of course there are those who
have raised the issue of the social
opportunity costs that are incurred
when money is spent on these sorts
of developments while the poor

burn to death in their shacks. But
the fact is that all of our citizens are
proud of our city’s makeover and
we can simultaneously build a beau-
tiful and open city and deal with
poverty. Decent houses and schools
are fundamental. But we can have
these together with an exciting city.

Growth
A proper urban life is also impor-

tant and it’s not for nothing that
world famous academics like David
Harvey insist on the fullness of the
right to the city. All we need is firm
commitment to the political will to
ensure that our developmental
model is genuinely inclusive and
not exclusionary.

If the same care and energy
could be brought to stopping shack
fires, making all our streets safe and
stopping pollution, we would be well
on our way to a genuinely world-
class city. 

We must not forget that a para-
dise that has to be fenced off from
the masses is, as the American
scholar Mike Davis once said, an
evil paradise.

A real paradise is a paradise
that, like our beachfront, is open to
all. If we could take what has been
achieved there and extend it to
poorer areas, this city would, truly,
be a wonderful place.
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Central Antananarivo, Madagascar’s capital city, including Lake Anosy.Antananarivo is colourful, crowded and mesmerising.

Madagascar is known for its beautiful
beaches and wildlife.The popular
animated film Madagascar did much 
to put these lovable creatures in the
public mind.

Durban’s beachfront is now a world-
class public space.The stadium adds
an aura to nature’s masterpiece

A spectacular aerial shot showing
Durban’s spectacular feat of
engineering and design, the Moses
Mabhida Stadium, which was built for
the 2010 World Cup and which now
serves as a must-see part of the
Durban experience.The beachfront
promenade extends all the way to
uShaka Marine World near the
harbour.
Below: Suncoast Casino boasts
fantastic art deco architecture.


