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For the unseen, unheard, and unforgettable.

To the youth in the Cape Flats and across the townships,

Who wake up each day with empty stomachs but heavy hearts.

To the ones battling depression in silence,

Writing poems in notebooks no one ever reads.

To those who've lost loved ones to bullets, drugs, or despair

Your grief is valid. Your pain is real. Your story matters.

To the children of apartheid’s aftermath,

Still trying to find peace in a nation that promised freedom,

But delivered chains of poverty, violence, and fear.

This is for the misunderstood, the misdiagnosed,

The ones who speak in metaphors because reality is too cruel.

The dreamers who fear sleep,

Because their nightmares come in daylight too.

And still this is for the hopeful.

The ones who write, speak, dance, and cry their truth.

For the healers, the lovers, the rebels, the survivors.

For every soul who ever whispered, “I just want to be seen.”

This book is your mirror,

Your firestarter,

Your survival note.

You are not alone.

We are here.

We’ve always been here.
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​

​Before you turn the page, I want to tell you something straight.

​

​This book isn't here to make you feel safe. It's not soft-spoken, and it's not here to make anything pretty. I didn’t write it to impress people or to decorate bookshelves. I wrote it because I had no choice. These poems my truths, our stories have been living in me for years, scratching to get out.

​

​Where I come from, survival is an everyday thing. Not just from violence, or poverty, or the past but from silence. Silence that sits heavy in classrooms, in kitchens, in hospitals, in prayer rooms. Silence that eats up everything if you don’t fight it with your own voice.

​

​So I wrote. For the kids who walk through broken glass to school. For the mothers who bury sons and still wake up to make lunch the next day. For the soft boys who never got to be gentle. For the girls who grew up too fast. For the streets that hold too many ghosts and not enough dreams.

​

​This book holds all of that. And more.

​

​Some poems might sting. Some might sound like your own thoughts  ones you were too scared to say out loud. Some might confuse you, especially if you didn’t grow up where we did. That’s okay. Read slowly. Read twice. Let it sit.

​

​Because every line in here carries breath from someone who almost stopped breathing.

​

​If you feel something while reading grief, anger, hope, guilt, love then I’ve done my part.

​

​This isn’t just poetry. It’s memory. It’s resistance. It’s what we whisper when no one’s listening, and what we shout when we can’t take it anymore.

​

​Come in with an open heart. Leave with your ears ringing.

​

​Jaydin Donough

​Cape Flats-born. Truth-teller. Still breathing. 

Chapter 1: Poems of Love

1. Mama Had That Too

2. Love in Section 8

3. Passed Around

4. I Love Him Anyway

5. Not My Prince

6. Here, We Love Our Drugs More Than Our Girls

7. A Boy Cries in Lavender

8. God Doesn’t Visit Our Street Anymore
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Chapter 2: Poems of Life

1. Love on the Cape Flats

2. They Don’t Love Us Like They Say

3. Stolen Kisses Behind Election Posters

4. Love Me Like I’m Not a Statistic

5. Sunday Morning Bruises

6. To the Boy Who Was Shot Before We Could Try

7. A Disastrous Play

8. Beyond Life’s Echoes

9. The Outlook: Life Through My Eyes

10. Is Wrestling Real?

11. Queens in the Ring

12. We Prisoners in Our Schools

13. Prison Dinner in Pollsmoor

14. Time Does Not Stand Still in Cape Town

15. What Are Holidays or Holy Days? 

16. Cape Town Reverie

17. Cape Town Reflections
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Chapter 3: Poems of Loss

1. Wrapped in Silver, the World Stopped Breathing

2. To the Memories of the Boy Who Died

3.  Farewell

4. My Dearest Friend

5. Some Know and Some Don’t

6. Still Breathing (Barely)

7. Those Who Never Came Back

8.  Soul’s Soliloquy

9. Gratitude

10.  Rising from Shadows: Apartheid Children’s Journey

11.  Whispers of the Cape Flats

Chapter 4: Poems of Struggles

1. Fictions of My Life...

2. Fighting Suicidal Thoughts

3. Goodbye Forever

4. Emotions of Sadness

5. Perseverance

6. Trapped

7. Unknown 

8. Amageddon

9. On the Precipice of War

10. I Mail This Letter

Chapter 5: Poems of Innocence

Arc I: What We Believed

1. We Played in the Blokke

2. Before the Sirens Sang

3. Since Birth, We Were Taught the Drill

4. The Playground We Lost
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Arc II: What Was Taken

5. Sold for Silence

6. When God Looked Away

7. She Folded Into Herself

8. My Silence, Their Feast

9. Auctioned in Silence

10. Sharpened Razor Blade

11. Beyond the Pond

12. What They Couldn’t Break

13. My Sister’s Laughter

Arc III: What Still Remains

14. We Still Dance in the Kitchen

15. I Dreamt of Safety

16. Fragments of Me

17. A Child, Again

18. Not All of Me Survived

19. But I’m Still Here

Standalone Final Poems

Before We Were Words

We Remember Anyway

Closing  Epilogue: The Echo That Remains

Glossary of Terms 
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Love isn’t always soft. Sometimes it’s a quiet goodbye, a letter never sent, or a memory that refuses to fade.

In these poems, love takes many forms romantic, spiritual, broken, rekindled, or buried deep in family silence.

Here, love is not filtered. It bleeds. It confesses. It reaches across generations and hardships.

It’s the hug your mother gave you when you were ready to give up.

It’s the silence between friends who no longer speak but still pray for each other.

It’s the way we carry our people, even when they’re long gone.

Mama Had That Too

Mama told me love looks like bruises in the right light

not blood, just a bruise blooming slow beneath her skin,

a secret map of hurt only silence can read.

Mama had that too,

a ghost in her eyes,

dancing behind smiles that cracked like dry earth

a drought where laughter once grew.

She wore pain like a necklace,

heavy and hidden beneath her collarbones,

each bead a memory she never spoke aloud.

Mama had that too,

love twisted into scars that no one kissed better,

only whispered about when the night swallowed the shame whole.

Her quiet was a prayer

folded, silent, desperate,

a lullaby sung by a woman

who learned that love was sometimes the cruelest song.

Now I carry her silence like a stone in my pocket

cold and unyielding,

waiting to be thrown or held forever.

Love in Section 8

He kissed me like payday

the sharp sweetness of promise in a world starved for hope,

a flash of warmth melting frost on cracked windows.
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