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			My Writing 

			What hurts the most write hard and clear.

			See the power right as it appear 

			mind to paper 

			heart to hand, 

			words a product superior in quality. 

			Healing, peace, satisfaction 

			a power to numb the pain, 

			can still the voices of fear and vacillation 

			contrast to the state of agitation leading to violence. 

			Take no pity on miss red bottoms dwelling in the beautiful mess that is art, 

			playground for those lost in the dirt, 

			the alchemy of hidden messages in metaphors and personifications 

			

			no human interference can distract the waged mind. 

			Uncomfortable yet delightful personal imbalanced deliberations are a golden gift. 

			Its presentation is on a freedom no one can ever steal 

			it touches wounds no doctor could ever heal. 

			A sign of a swallow in the blue sky 

			at the end of the cold winter, 

			real scenarios that create imaginary outcomes 

			yet victory so attainable and present, 

			it speaks to you before the dawn of a new day before your somnolence kicks in 

			keeping you from dreaming 

			it doesn’t distract you, yet it messes with your mind. 

			keeps your head from your pillow while a passion-filled fire burns your timid spirit 

			this fire spreads throughout your body telling your confidence to pick up the extinguishing

			pen when lighting up your dark room after lights out. 

			I don’t call her insomnia 

			I call her inspiration [by her maiden name]

			She doesn’t keep me up 

			to beat me up 

			but every time I pay heed to her needs 

			I feel less of my scars as I read through my deeds. 

			The words she puts in my orifice through which food and air enter my body 

			flow; like a river, a life-giving river 

			and as it enters and exits detox waste removal, nutrition absorption,

			joint lubrication,

			temperature regulation,

			colonic treatment rejuvenates growth that inspires courage and to this courage is added 

			confidence to this confidence added contentment. 

			It airs out the old memories to fall like dead leaves during autumn time 

			blown about by the wind, 

			seeing is healing 

			

			I see my past dead and gone. 

			Reading is being 

			never will I trade my rhymes for an edged sword used only in battle. 

			I will bleed on paper, resistance 

			Never will I drown my words in a pool of my DNA 

			never could I not write to you

			about 

			My writing. 

		

	
		
			

			Destiny 

			Oh! there you are I’ve been looking everywhere for you I’ve tracked you down from across the galaxies

			I’ve seen your past It has been rough, 

			tough

			But through all the adversity Here you are, in the present 

			I know you haven’t heard from me in a while I was years from here Future and fate sent me with a message to you The future is black but it isn’t dark Fate is bright and doesn’t need to fight 

			The people are the music The people are the poetry The people have become the art

			Who am I? You can call me Destiny 

		

	
		
			

			Beauty She’s a Beast

			Society: “Be you …” 

			Accepting your true self requires subtle, fierce conscious magic. 

			Because of truth, our best friends avoid us like needle-seeking-sky-high-junkies avoid rehab, like the working man rolling up his windows at the robot for the begging merchant selling ‘Guccy’ ray bans. 

			 A product of a society taught to judge. 

			But no matter how ugly, irritable or unacceptable my truth I am compelling in my own right, I embrace my poisonous reactions, I look at it the same way in which a woman looks at diamond earrings from her dying grandmother. 

			 A product of a society taught self-defence. 

			I plough ahead despite the infliction of wounds to the mind from the side my neighbour is screaming bully while her neighbour is agreeing cruelly. 

			

			Living in harsh streets I felt the cold lonesomeness on nights I just wanted to be me when a lover would try and steal from me my mouth would run him off words protected me then now these words pierce through you like thorns from a Karoo tree. 

			 A product of frequent crime 

			Forgive me for my sharp mouth I haven’t always been like this 

			Society: “No, be you, in a less offensive way.”

		

	
		
			

			A Love Letter to my Beautiful Body 

			Eyes thank you for reminding me of my dadda, it keeps me grateful

			Dear fingers I’m sorry but I do hold you accountable for following through on all those drunk dials, if only my hands could stay together, hold each other down

			To my mind you are everything

			you prevent my legs from shaking as I’m triggered by my neighbour’s loud fighting

			you hold my tongue when you feel it wanting to run wild after being mistreated 

			Dear brain

			

			even though you fight with my heart a lot you never gloat when you win, on days you lose you take it like a champ remembering practice makes perfect you know you still have so much to learn, that attitude keeps alive my inner child,
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