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When it was time to pick my name, she chose Trevor, a name with
no meaning whatsoever in South Africa, no precedent in my family. It’s
not even a Biblical name. It’s just a name. My mother wanted her child
beholden to no fate. She wanted me to be free to go anywhere, do any-
thing, be anyone.
~ She gave me the tools to do it as well. She taught me English as my
first language. She read to me constantly. The first book I learned to
read was the book. The Bible. Church was where we got most of our
other books, too. My mom would bring home boxes that white people
had donated—picture books, chapter books, any book she could get
her hands on. Then she signed up for a subscription program where
we got books in the mail. It was a series of how-to books. How t0 Be a

Good Friend. How to Be Honest. She bought a set of encyclopedias, too;
it was fifteen years old and way out of date, but I would sit and pore
through those. :

My books were my prized possessions. I had a bookshelf where I
put them, and I was so proud of it. I loved my books and kept them in
pristine condition. I read them over and over, but I did not bend the
pages or. the spines. I treasured every single one. As I grew older I
started buying my own books. Iloved fantasy, loved to get lost in worlds
that didn’t exist. I remember there was some book about white boys
who solved mysteries or some shit. I had no time for that. Give me
Roald Dahl. James and the Giant Peach, The BFG, Charlie and the Choc-
olate Factory, The Wonderful Story of Henry Sugar. That was my fix.

I had to fight to convince my mom to get the Narnia books for me.
She didn’t like them.

“This lion,” she said, “he is a. faise God—a false idol! You remem-
ber what happened when Moses came down from the mountain after he
got the tablets .

. “Yes, Mom,” I explamed “but the lion is a Christ ﬁgure Techni-
cally, he is Jesus. It’s a story to explain Jesus.”

She wasn’t comfortable with that. “No, no. No false idols, my
friend.” : :

Eventually I wore her down. That was a big win.

If my mother had one goal, it was to free my mind. My mother
spoke to me like an adult, which was unusual. In South Africa, kids play -
with kids and adults talk to adults. The adults supervise you, but they :
don’t get down on your level and talk to you. My mom did. All the time.
I was like her best friend. She was always telling me stories, giving me .
lessons, Bible lessons especially. She was big into Psalms. I had to read
Psalms every day. She would quiz me on it. “What does the passage . J
mean? What does it mean to you? How do you apply it to your life?” |

That was every day of my life. My mom did what school didn’t. Shé
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taught me how to think.
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