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Entrepreneurs are a
destructive lot. They see
things that need fixing or
a better way of doing
things or a newway of do-
ing things.

Acquiescing to the
drive to do something bet-
ter or make things easier,
entrepreneurs quickly
find that there is an estab-
lished order that is in
place to protect existing
interests and the status
quo from being fixed or
being compelled to do it in
a better way.

In many of the larger
cities across the country,
despite rampant and gen-
erational unemployment,
it is very difficult for a
city resident to, say, earn
a living as a taxi driver.

In addition to passing
driving examinations,
demonstrating proficien-
cy in the English lan-

guage, demonstrating
knowledge of local geog-
raphy, and passing crimi-
nal and drug background
checks, the would be taxi
driver must usually ante
up approximately $7,000
to $10,000 for insurance
coverage — just the kind
of pocket change every
unemployed person has
laying around.

And, in spite of those
challenges, some people
go through the trouble
only to find that their mu-

nicipality retains the
right to limit licenses is-
sued to taxi drivers.

So even if the applicant
successfully batters the
way through the protec-
tionist obstacle course,
the citymay not issue a li-
cense.

Or the city may cap
taxi fares tomake it more
difficult to pay back the
money you borrowed to
become a taxi driver.

The main victims of
the old boys’ protection
club are the unemployed,
minorities, and recently
arrived immigrants.

Such practices are not
limited to taxi services.
Many other protections
are in place to safeguard
the established order and
their entitlements.

It is thesebureaucratic
thickets that theentrepre-
neur must infiltrate and

eventually survive. In
many cities with protec-
tions for the taxi driving
community, the infiltra-
tion is taking place in the
form of a collaborative
consumption economy.

In the collaborative
consumption economy,
people can go online to
borrow books, tools, to
lease out an extra room in
a house as a hotel accom-
modation, or even lease
bandwidth fromyour per-
sonal network.

All of these transac-
tions go around or beyond
the offerings of the estab-
lished order.

On a more practical
level, city/transportation
cartels are now being
challenged by ride shar-
ingprogramsenabledand
activated by downloada-
ble apps which put people
with passenger space in

their cars in touch with
people needing a ride
from Point A to Point B.

Onegetson theappasa
driver or a passenger and
arranges transportation
with the other party.

Companieswith names
like Lyft, Uber, and Side-
cararespringingup incit-
ies where the transporta-
tioncartelrestrictsoppor-
tunities.

At the end of the ride
sharing experience, the
passenger’s cellphone
will suggest a “donation”
for the driver.

How do municipalities
regulate ride sharing ser-
vices?

At this point, they do
not, but pressure is ex-
treme from the estab-
lished order to do some-
thing about these inter-
lopers.

If you liken the situa-

tion to the past, the estab-
lished order was once
vested in whale oil light-
ing.

Those involved in the
whale oil industry ranged
from the whalers to lamp
makers and all of them
had a stake in preserving
their position in the status
quo.

The entrepreneurs
who generated electric
and other lighting options
were steadfastly opposed
by the established order.

It took a lot of effort,
but eventually the entre-
preneurs made the world
safe for whales. By the
way, the lighting was bet-
ter.

Jim Hettinger is the chief
provocateur of Urban(e)
Development Services and
retired chief executive of
Battle Creek Unlimited.

Entrepreneurs destroy the status quo
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HANOVER VILLAGE,
South Africa — It’s a death in
the family, a family ofmillions
who call him “Tata,” Our Fa-
ther.

There is no person here in
South Africa not affected by
Mandela’s passing, even those
who opposed him. He is the
reasonwearewhereweare to-
day. We may never be able to
find just the right word to de-
finewhat it was thatmade him
the one to lead the way.

I say, “we.” I am a perma-
nent resident, an American-
African, living here for 16
years, knowing South Africa
for seven years before that,
drawn to this country for rea-
sons including the spirit ofMa-
diba, his clan name, found on
all levels.

His roots that nurtured him
are a two-hour drive away and
I live immersed in the sameru-
ralXhosaexperiencewithpeo-
ple of equally elegant spirit.

The wind, bearing the ma-
jestic music, seemed to come
out of nowhere, and hope was
the color of the sky no matter
what the sun decided to do.
There has been a lot of rain re-
cently. Madiba’s shoes remain
empty. Is it because there nev-
erwill be anyonewhocanmea-
sure up to him, or are we are
simply still waiting?

Patiencehasbeenmygreat-
est challenge here. It’s as for-
eign to anAmerican as the lan-
guage that sounds like a type-
writer on drugs. Patience is a
sign of optimism even when it
is the result of oppression.

It assumes, it believes, it
knows, that sooner or later, the
awaited, theobjectofourpray-
ers, will happen.

The South Africa I know re-
mains a land of contrasts, like
the deep thunderous purple
sky with the glistening golden
grass challenging it on the ho-
rizon. It’s vast beaches guard-
ed by craggy mountains and
flat endless desert with sky
like a huge bowl and sunsets
that color in every direction.

It’s donkey carts sharing
the road with BMWs, women

walking modern city streets
with largebundlesbalancedon
their heads. It’s a construction
crew that communicates in
three languages.

This is a country that, by
having 11 official languages,
chooses elegance over practi-
cality, showing equal defer-
ence to each culture living
within the borders.

The sun shines while it
rains. Rainbows are the result.

Modern Africans claim to
be moving away from those
tribal customs that were the
glue to isolated traditional vil-
lages, that thepracticeofbare-
foot boys tending cattle is
something to be eradicated.

Yet, because the wealth of a
man is still determined by the
number of cowsheowns, there
will always be the need for
them to be tended.

The payment of lobola, or
bride price, is treating women
aspropertyandsomebelieve it
should also be abolished, yet it
remains custom all the way to
the top. Young Xhosa men still
flock to the bush to be ceremo-
nially circumcised in order to
be called a man.

The best educated still send
their sons back for traditional
initiation rituals.

South Africa today is not
what any of us who watched
for the freedom train expect-
ed. It’s painful watching the
pillaging by government and
corporate officials, along with
the corruption, or at least trag-
ic inadequacy of police.

Yet, I still seeMadiba’s spir-
it in the faces of my everyday
heroesbecause that’swherehe
started, such as the elderly Af-
rican great-grandmother who

recently could not tell me for
sure how many children she
has raised, including those she
raises now, like counting the
number of dishes she has
washed.

It’s the courageous young
woman who exposes her HIV
status to the world in order to
help others avoid contracting
it. It’s the man who makes the
agonizing decision to refuse to
postbail forasonwhohasbeen
chargedwithmurder, knowing
hissonhasbeenviolentbefore.

It’s in the everyday people
who still live lives of unfor-
giveable hardship who con-
tinue to maintain dignity, and
amazing generosity.

Madiba’s legacy is peace.
Before 1990, peace had be-
come an empty political slo-
gan.WhenMandelawalked out
of prison, shook handswith his
jailer, and embarked on a
course of reconciliation, peace
became a reality. The world
watched in tearful, hopeful
need to believe.

It can be done. Peace hap-
pens. Ubuntu is the African
concept of humanity to others.
It means, “I am what I am be-
cause of who we all are.”

We are, because he was. We
can be, because he is ancestor
to our family. We can be great,
not as a nation, but as a people.

Madiba opened that door.
Heshonethe light in thatdirec-
tion. He walked ahead and
turned on the sun, over there,
like the brilliant light that
shoots through the billowing
clouds at the end of the day.

It’s not Madiba’s shoes that
need to be filled. It’s his foot-
prints in the red African dust
that await the right pair of Af-
rican feet to continue their
journey. They can be any color
because we are a nation of
rainbows, even when it rains.

Susan Winters Cook grew up in Oak
Ridge, Tenn. and was a freelance and
staff photographer and writer for
The Associated Press and the
Philadelphia Daily News. A story
about South Africa won the 1994
Robert Kennedy Award.

Legacy of Mandela
awaits continuance
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The recent passing of Nel-
son Mandela did not come as a
surprise. The great patriarch,
father of a nation, icon, fear-
less leader, and statesman
would likely have remained
with us forever if he had a
choice. His only reason for
wanting to remain is because
of his devotion and dedication
to human service.

Despite all that he accom-
plished in his magnificent life,
ninety-fiveyearsforamanlike
Madiba was probably an insuf-
ficient amount of time because
his every fiber was committed
to improvingnotonlySouthAf-
rica, but the entire world and
there is still so very much in
the world to do.

Steven Biko, Bishop Des-
mond Tutu, the victims of the
Soweto massacre, the African
National Congress (ANC) are
names and in some instances
martyrs that are familiar to
those who know the history of
apartheid and South Africa.
However, no name resounds
like the nameNelsonMandela.

A lawyer, a man who spent
27 years imprisoned atRobben
Island for no other reason than
he represented the symbol of
being a free thinking black
man and a human being with
the knowledge and courage to
espouse equality for all South
Africans.

Imagine if youwill, growing
up in a country where you and
your kinsmen and kinswomen
who look like you are exploited
and relegated to the most me-
nial and demeaning positions
in the society.

Imagine being incarcerated
for your role in elevating the
mentalityand inspiringhope in
an embittered and embattled
people.

Imagine the confrontations
andvehemencedirectedatyou
for having the audacity to at-
tempt to alter the status quo.

Imagine spending 27 years
inprisonasyourcountry trans-

formed, motivated by your
courage and persistence.

This picture was not pretty;
there was blood, sweat and
tears. Madiba emerged from
his captivity unscathed by the
hatred of many. He did not re-
ciprocatehatredforhatred.He
was resilient in his belief of
freedom, justice and equality
and did not seek to exclude any
of his countrymen.Mr.Mande-
la left prison in1990and in1994
under watchful international
observation; this iconic and
brilliant leader was elected
president of amultiracial,mul-
tiparty South Africa.

During my college years, I
distinctly recall participating
in campus protests and signing
petitions denouncing apart-
heid and demanding sanctions
for American corporations
that supported South Africa
and its apartheid practices.

Nelson Mandela was a hero
then and his stature as a hero
continues to this day.

In an age where people love
to classify themselves as lead-
ers, but are unwilling to sacri-
fice 27minutes of their time let
alone 27 years, there is little
doubt that the activism foot-
print left by Nelson Mandela
will be difficult, if not impossi-
ble, to follow.

Words are truly inadequate
to embody thegreatness of this
wonderful leader and devoted
servant. NelsonMandela loved
the people and he served the
people. He saved a nation and
provided theworldwith ablue-
print for tolerance and self-
sacrifice. What a wonderful
legacy to be on the correct side
of history andmoral and social
justice.

Madiba is worthy of honor
and may God bless his soul.

Reba Harrington lives in Battle Creek.

Nelson Mandela
“Madiba”

belongs to all
REBA MARR
HARRINGTON
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Last Sunday’s Enquir-
er featured a story of a
young woman struggling
with anorexia, an eating
disorder not uncommon
among (mostly) teen girls
and women.

Whenthesubjectof the
article said “You’ll be sur-
prised how many people
think the same thing” (as
she does about her body
image), she wasn’t kid-
ding.

While incidents of an-
orexia have continued to
skyrocket among young
women ... the issue of neg-
ative body image is en-
demic and hurting an en-
tire generation of women.

A recently completed
six year study by Dr.
Brene Brown from the
University of Houston
found 90 percent of re-
spondents aged 18-80
struggle with negative
body image. Ninety per-
cent. This is not a niche is-
sue. This is a national epi-
demic.

Why does it matter?
Because body image is,
according to Dr. Brown,
the one issue that comes
closest to a “universal
trigger” for causing feel-
ings of body shame.
“Body shame is so power-

ful and often deeply root-
ed in our psyches it actu-
ally affects ... sexuality,
motherhood, parenting,
health, aging and a wom-
an’s ability to speak out
with confidence. Unfortu-
nately, how a woman
views her own body may
have little to do with her
actual appearance.”

The issue is the media
“ideal” of the “perfect
body” that is young, ex-
tremely thin, toned, nu-
bile with large breasts,
perfect hair, teeth and
skin.

Fewer than 5 percent
of women will fit this
model and almost no
woman could really live
up to this. Themajority of
runway models meet the
Body Mass Index (BMI)
criteria to be considered

anorexic. The average
U.S. model weighs 117 lbs
and is 5’11 while the aver-
age U.S. woman weighs
140 lbs. and is 5’4.

And as Andrea, from
last week’s article noted,
many women look in the
mirror and, regardless of
the reality, see them-
selves as overweight.
Even anorexics.

Media and culture
have, through perpetua-
tion of this unrealizable
ideal, createda toxic envi-
ronment that dishes out
self-loathing and low self-
esteem for women with
every turn of a magazine
page or viewing of a TV
show or commercial.

Theonlyamazingthing
ismorewomenaren’t ano-
rexic, bulemic or clinical-
lydepressedbecauseof it.

But just because all
women aren’t anorexic or
on Xanax doesn’t mean
they’re OK.

Too many women are
coping but not living ...
surviving not thriving.
Far toomanywomen (and
men)don’t feelgoodabout
their bodies and as noted
above, it affects every-
thing else.

Everything.
I’m going to suggest a

solutionthatmaysurprise
you.Takeoffyourclothes.

It sounds crazy and
counterintuitive. And, its
way too simple. No pills,
therapy, electroshock,
residential treatmentcen-
ters.

Simple, yes, easy, no.
There will be discomfort.

Too many women in
our culture are so uptight
about their bodies they
can’t bear to look at them
... at least not for long. So,
going nude in your home
(and you can work up to
this) forafewminutesata
time ... working up to sev-
eral hours ... will be
stressful at first.

OneHollywoodactress
took this approach after
realizing she was becom-
inganorexic. “Ideveloped
adevastatingcaseofbody
hatred. Striving to
achieve the airbrushed
status of popular stars ... I
hired an esthetician, der-
matologist, and chiro-
practor, became a mem-
ber of a gym ... and nit-
picked ... my food.”

The recommendations
from naturist websites
seemed strange ... but she
went along. “I stood nude
before the mirror and
showered myself with

words of love and beauty,
acceptingmybodyas is in
that moment. Okay, I was
desperate. I did this for
months, first cringing at
the sight of myself, then
adapting, then finding en-
joyment.

“It had taken about a
year to hammer the idea
of my hideousness into
my brain and took consid-
erably less time for me to
rediscover my comfort.
How do you tell the world
that being naked saved
youfromyourselfwithout
receiving ridicule in re-
turn?”

The answer is ... you
don’t. Many will scoff or
ridicule what I am
suggesting. But the sim-
ple truth is when you are
alone and naked confront-
ing yourself in the mirror
there is no escape. Sure,
you can put clothes on ...
continuetoperpetuate the
self-loathing, denial and
pretense.

But if you stick with
this exercise you will
start to experience a
change. A change in your
feeling about you. You
will begin to accept you ...
and then like you ... and
then love you. And you
can’t really love anyone

else ... your husband, lov-
er, childrenoranyoneelse
until you love you.

When you can love and
accept you ... you can
move on. Naturism is all
about body acceptance.
And the first body you
have to accept is your
own.

We are dealing with a
post-Victorian prudish
hysteria society com-
bined with an impossible,
sexualized media ideal
that conspire to have us
hate, loathe and be
ashamed of our bodies.

When the message of
fear and inadequacy is so
ingrained in the culture is
thereanysurprise thatwe
cannot accept our own
body? Or others? No good
ever comes from hate.

If you can find peace
with the skin you’re in,
healthy adjustments will
follow. Freedom and the
truth love theopenair and
sunshine. Given the
chance, so do our bodies.

Bill is principal of the
WJSchroer Co. a Battle Creek
based marketing and research
firm and former board member
of the Naturist Action
Committee. His email is
naturist18a@gmail.com.

It’s a shame we are still dealing with body shame
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