
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


My Hidden Desires


My Hidden Desires

Copyright © January 2024 by Prince Motsepe

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced without prior written permission from the author, with exceptions for brief quotations in reviews and certain non-commercial uses.

For permission requests, please contact the author at princemotsepe671@gmail.com

Published by Prince Motsepe

Gauteng, South Africa

Visit the author's website at https://linktr.ee/decayingwords

Cover design by Prince Motsepe



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Trigger Warning
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The content of the book may be distressing or triggering for some individuals as most of the poems are dark and touch upon the themes of angst, suicidal thoughts, depression, and anxiety. 
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Prince Motsepe

My desires always had a voice, I locked them up but they pleaded to be heard... 

So I set them free
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Cruel, relentless thoughts, agonizing whispers that echo through every night and day. They wouldn't silent up so into written words I turned them. I tried to mimic them, to understand them, to form a bond with the shadows inside me. I imagined that, once woven into poetry, they might reveal some hidden beauty. But poetry, too, can be cruel.

I once believed love would be my salvation, but when I knocked at its door, it stayed silent. And so, I drifted deeper, drowning in a river of restless, unwelcome thoughts.

This book is born from that place, a portrait of the complex emotions and tangled thoughts that come with feelings trapped in darkness, when escape seems impossible. Yet within these pages, especially the final chapter, a faint light emerges, a glimmer of hope. It reminds us that no matter how deep the shadows, there is always light at the end of the tunnel, waiting for your arrival.
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It all started slow 

Bit by bit

This unearthly feeling 

Until it broadened, ushered in controlling my life

I tried fighting it, but I was fighting a losing battle So I immersed myself in it, it wasn't pleasant 

But I learned to live with it, till now

This year is already proving to be full of disappointments, like all the other years. So I'm not that much surprised, my hope died a long time ago. There's no use in hoping if things never go right. If all I ever get is disappointments. But here I am writing this poem, still breathing, so does that mean there's still a little bit of hope left inside of me? Maybe so. But still, I can't seem to find my will to live. I appear to not care about a lot of things right now. I don't know if that's a good thing or bad thing, either way, it doesn't matter, whatever happens from now on, happens.

How do I silence the thoughts in my head 

What is it going to take to silence them all

I tried drinking them away but it seems they come back stronger

I tried smoking them away but they become more louder when high

There's only one resolution to this

Depending on how you look at it

It's either beautiful or a tragedy

Goner are those beautiful days

When I lived happily with great hopes for the future 

Goner are those peaceful days

When I just lived without worrying about tomorrow 

Without the voices now residing in my head 

Goner are those dreams

Those beautiful childhood dreams

They say what you want you must fetch it yourself 

But what if what I want is death

Should I fetch it also?

I don't like what I see when I look in the mirror

Not because of my appearance

But what I see deep inside

Nothing

Thinking about the future a lot lately 

Wondering if I'm even going to live to see it 

Wondering if it's even worth carrying on living 

Voices in my head telling me to end all the suffering and misery

Telling me to end it all and attain eternal peace 

Internally enclosed by demons I feel like a stranger in this body

Life is a really nice gift but also really obscure and agonising 

Sometimes I even wonder if the voices in my head may actually be right

I mean besides, the world isn't really a pleasant place to be in




You see my drawings and you proceed to judge me

You say I'm possessed and son of the devil

That I'm an omen of bad luck

But those drawings merely reflect my feelings

How I really feel inside

But of course, you wouldn't understand

I don't expect you to understand

Yet to judge




~omen of bad luck



Sometimes I blame the universe 

For how things are always not going well for me

And sometimes I blame myself

No matter how much I try avoid this question

Deep down I know the hard truth

It's all on me

It's all my fault

If only I had done some things differently 

The outcome wouldn't have been the same

If only I had a different mindset 

I wouldn't be where I am today

So why should I blame the universe for my flaws 

Why am I saying the universe is always cruel to me 

Because in all honesty the only thing cruel to me,

Is myself

Can't you see,

How tired I am

Can't you see,

How troubled I am

Look into my eyes,

Can't you see, 

The emptiness inside 

How tortured my soul is,

Can't you see that? 

I don't blame you,

I've always been good, 

With hiding my pain






















It is so excruciating

Seeing you lie there hopelessly 

This is your deathbed isn't it

This is where it ends

I can see it in your eyes

But nobody realises it yet 

Your eyes resonate calm

You've already accepted it

And so should I



Do I believe in destiny? 

Maybe I do, maybe I don't 

Maybe I do

but convince myself I don't

Because if I were to believe in destiny

Then I'd believe I'll die alone

I'd believe I'll die with nothing to my name 

If I were to believe in destiny 

I'd believe I'm destined to failure

They say most poets are sad and disheartened in the core

That's where their beautiful words derive from

And it's true

For this morning I realised something peculiar 

In all my poems, not even one speaks of happiness 

And that made me realise just how sad of a life

I've been living

All these years...

I did know what happiness was before

I was once happy, it lingered all around me

But not anymore 

Where did it all change?

I've forgotten what true happiness feels like

How pathetic 

But maybe, just maybe

One day I'll be able to experience it once more

Maybe one day I'll be able to write about it

And when that comes to pass

I'll be sure to savour every moment of it





















It's dark inside my mind, my heart 

Dark where light does not beam

No matter how strong it is

Dark like the deep oceans

Where the strongest of light

Is futile

It seems my desire to die grows greater and greater by the day

The suicidal thoughts are always there 

They're all I can think of as long as I'm awake 

They haunt my mind

If I had the courage to I would've acted on them years back 

But I'm weak, I'm scared

Although I see nothing I'm living for but torture,

I can't bring myself to do it

I don't want to do it myself

Even if I knew I were to die today or tomorrow 

I wouldn't mind as long as 

I'm not doing it myself

I often think about death

More often than the average person does, how dark

and scary it is, all the mysteries that lie before it.

What happens after death? Do I go to heaven or hell?
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