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			​Dedication 

			Lifeless leaves find life in them.

			My sisters are beautiful -

			Beautiful without adornment; 

			Content in their content.

			My sisters are bunch of roses.

			Out of dust, dustless beings were formed. 

			Created with contentment,

			My sisters are beautiful without adornment. 

			Content in their content. 

			Who dares reconstruct what is perfect? 

			​The Greatest Void

			Our lives are pillared by quest. 

			We search for the undefinable. 

			We are artists trying to paint the unimaginable.

			We’ve got holes dug in creation. 

			Created to be filled, 

			We feel empty as we pour sand in jars of treasure; 

			Temporary solutions to everlasting problems. 

			In Quest, we remain restless. 

			“Seek His face, you shall find the Hand.”

			We seek the Hand; we are a faceless cohort. 

			Artistic holes dug in conception. 

			Born perfect with a void, but with a void we remain imperfect. 

			Generations cry; no wonder seas are salty. 

			Born naked, even with clothes we remain naked.

			Our lives are pillared by quest.

			Who am I to invalidate those who run faster in cerebral pursuits? Even when I try to refute their claims so that I may merely prove my shaky stance to be firm, my inner being crumbles. It crumbles, for we were created with holes. Mumbling, we are found trying to form words to fill our dark-deepened scars. 

			Sages hand us binoculars and roar, “These are not for the exterior, but for the interior”.

			So far, we look.

			Dark deep scars, invisible wounds gush!

			So far, we look.

			United in tears, we cry.

			We try to stay afloat in the red swirling stream,

			Awake and hurting in the world of dreams. 

			In unison, we cry.

			So far, we look,

			Dry eyes in a bleeding heart.

			Down the hill – so far, we look.

			In unison, we cry,

			Staring and pointing.

			So far, we look. 

			From hills and valleys, our Help comes;

			Hills and valleys, in heels they trust! 

			T​he Mona Lisa Smile

			I had a man in a cage for centuries. Bizarrely, the minute I freed him, I envisaged him to act as though he had never been caged. God, do forgive me for I have the mind of a slave master. 

			It was Bloke Modikane who penned the classic, Blame me on History. Up to this day, I still find his book to be in my top ten of the best books I’ve ever read. 

			Blame me on history. Of course, such a statement sounds like a gigantic excuse shot out by the indolent. Again, we would both be right to understand that every statement has a context. Every statement, including “Blame me on history”. 

			One side of the coin for this statement illustrates that historical atrocities tend to leave devastating trails. Yes, I am well aware that those who enjoy playing with words tend to entangle themselves with ease. It is for this reason that I should take my time and be considerate of my disputatious readers who might want to argue about what I mean when I say that history leaves devastating atrocities. The reason for their argument would not be feigned, considering that in Africa we still have the greatest debatable topic: was colonisation all bad? This is a lump in the throat! Yet, for kids, it becomes easy to choose one side and fly with it. 

			On the same issue, an African American comedian once balanced the scale by highlighting that America, to them, is like that uncle who raped you and then paid your tuition fees. 

			The picture I have just painted is painful, isn’t it? But let me tell you what I believe is more painful. It is the rapist who sets up time for your healing. It’s like you were raped by a “psychologist”. They have all the historical data of the phases you should go through until you are declared completely healed and, looking at the “benefit” the rape has come with, you are expected to be at least thankful! 

			The Coding 

			Blame me on history because I was programmed by an unjust system. 

			Oops, I did it again! I am an author who enjoys treading on thin ice. Sometimes, to be eloquent and deep is to mention things and leave them confusing. In so doing, some of the audience might brand you a logician. But today I choose to tread on a rocky surface. It’s safe ground! I want to be simple and be heard by a simple man – a certified layman.

			It all started with something I wondered about. All I needed to know was why men and women have a different reaction when it comes to weddings and marriage? Well, I can assure you that I am still wondering. My observation shows me that some dogs are good at causing panic on the hunt, while some are good at catching the prey during pursuit. I believe I am that author who raises topics while I wait on my fellow great thinkers to bring understanding on the raised issues. Please stomach my bark. 

			As I bark around with a pen, aiming at provoking our great thinkers, I believe I can take a shot and explain some of the things I have seen in my sphere. Not so long ago, I heard a brother shooting a statement that stuck with me. He merely said that women take their wedding day so seriously because, at a young age, perhaps around seven or so years, they start fantasising about this day. Seven! It sounds like a weird number that might need some backing, but I won’t need to do that because I do feel that it is close to the truth. 

			Now, one might wonder what makes women carry this burden at such a tender age (well, a saddle, in most men’s view). Out of many reasons that could be given to such an occurrence is the narrative that different cultures have embraced with fear of questions. Culture judges a young girl for waking up when the sun is up and wonders what kind of a wife she will be if she sleeps till that late! It is seldom the fear of how her life will turn out for her, but how it will turn out in relation to a man she would be married to. 

			Blame them on history. 

			“Learn to cook,” instructions are yelled, “or else you will be a disgrace to your future in-laws!” 

			These are subtle yokes that are added on our young queens while we praise boys for being boys. Who is instilling men’s responsibilities into these young boys in conjunction to the system that is already in operation? This is an important topic to tackle because, if we don’t, we will keep wondering why we always view marriage from different angles. Not only that, one of the major issues with culture is that it somehow instils a belief that women are only there to serve men and young girls as groomed future slaves, and they merely need to keep thinking about how they will please their master. 

			Another diabolical outcome of this is that it makes women feel incomplete until they are engaged. That is why I shudder to hear women say about their husbands, ngiyabonga ngokungenza umuntu (I thank him for making me a somebody). Just imagine the power in the previous sentence if it were directed to God! I am who I am because God loves me. To freely live and love is to first have an encounter with your Maker.

			The coding system has for quite some time been treating women like those fashion dolls standing in the shop window, projecting their beauty so that men who are passing by can marvel and put a ring on their finger. And, so long as you have not been taken, you remain valueless, while those who have been taken walk past flashing their shiny fingers. You become “somebody” once you have been removed from the display – the shopping window – and are now somebody’s fiancée or wife. 

			The Chase

			Well, blame me on my lenses. I write what I see, and I believe soon I will be writing what I like, just like the great Bantu Stephen Biko.

			In most cases, the one who chases is of lesser value. To remain in pursuit is to declare yourself a mendicant. “I am nothing without you,” the chaser cries. It is only God, Who is of unquestionable value, Who chases us like we are a lost sheep while He remains God without us. I hope I am clear about what I mean in this context of a chaser losing value. While at it, it would be critical for me to highlight that weeping after God is to find life. We were designed to be filled as we seek Him: not because He has given us bread and some fish, but because He is the source and the essence of life. I feel that the quote by J.S. Park below adds perfectly to the thought. 

			“Pursuing God is about realising more and more that He has been pursuing you all along.”

			To pursue God is to worship. In true worship we yield ourselves as we look up to the One who gives us life. 

			These are the basic thoughts I am sharing here, yet they can turn the tables and restore someone back to life. It all starts by realising what chasing does to you. While at it, I feel that I need to go the extra mile and emphasise that, when we chase to restore, we maintain our dignity as the chaser who is already content in who they are. That is the significant difference: it is the chasing of God. 

			Now, let me throw in another thought. Of course, with the thought I am throwing in here, I am ready to cause a stir and have knives sharpened for my life. It’s fine! I saw it coming that I am slowly reaching a point in my life where I am writing more to address than to entertain – that is true freedom. 

			The biggest problem that ever happened on the African continent after countries had gained their independence is that they never got their freedom from the claws of the colonisers. Maybe they did in retrospect, or maybe freedom itself was just a lie. Whatever the case, I feel one of the reasons that the African continent is yet to be free is because it is still breathing heavily behind its oppressors. It is still seeking love and affirmation. 

			We are nothing for as long as we chase desperately and seek affirmation. We flood their schools, churches and neighbourhoods as they slowly leave. We chase, for we believe that our value is in them. Desperately, we chase. It is in mingling with them that we find value in ourselves. We are like a foul-smelling cesspit reaching for a hug! And yet we wonder when they find pleasure and contentment without us. In our case, anything without them is of a lesser value. Look at us, we have crowned them with the measuring standard of right and wrong. Simply because we keep chasing them for validation, they set the trends. 

			That is what I mean about women chasing men for their validation. They remain “nothing without a man”. Men can even use “I love you” as a code to make them open their legs and then spit on them after zipping up their pants. 

			These are the outcomes of making women fully dependent on men, men who have never been schooled on how to use their strength for the good of the society and the ones they love and, most of all, to glorify God. 

			To attain value, some women chase men up until those men unlock their hearts with the mere words, “I love you”. Mere, yet powerful enough to make a heart dance. Unfortunately, when those men profess love, in that state it is not true love: it’s merely a state where women turn themselves slaves in the hands of their “lovers”. It’s a master and a slave relationship. Slave, for to be free is to be whole before union. Sadly, in these instances, they seek relationships in order to be made whole. But who is to blame when our history follows the track of the previous history? It surely repeats itself. 

			Now, this leaves me with the most spoken about smile: “the Mona Lisa smile”. Centuries later, analysts are still trying to figure out if she is smiling or not. I am of the belief that the day we groom our boys to love and take care of their sisters and mothers, is the day our women will learn to smile. And then we won’t find ourselves trying to figure out if they are smiling or not. That will be the day women will cease to be merely commodities for men. 

			​Now That We’ve Found Love

			Do we really care about ourselves or do we only care about the image we portray?

			With the sentence I have just opened with, I could close the chapter and move to the next one. I have just given the reader enough to nibble on.

			“What monsters we have become,” Jason Feifer writes. “We bring a new generation into this world, only to convince them of their shortcomings so that they can wield the same charges against their peers. We send children off into the future, telling them the greatest moments have already passed.”

			There is an ever-charged battle between generations that I would be wise to avoid. The generation that hands on the baton mourns that their hard-earned success is about to vanish in the hands of the laziest generation. On the other hand, those who are about to be charged for their journey ahead find themselves complaining about the handover that is performed with some resentment. 

			It’s a battle of generations. 

			Generation after generation have, over decades, found themselves fighting the same demon dressed up in different clothes. It’s one and the same demon with one intent: to destroy. Yet, when I listen carefully, I hear generations trying to justify the toughness of the enemy they are faced with, while overlooking the same enemy against the other generations. I guess it takes scrutiny to unpack and analyse some of these things. 

			Over the years, human nature has mastered the art of glorifying its enemies so that its own failures can be understood, which in return draws empathy. A day-to-day example that I can use in this case is from the work environment. I have heard people praise the toughness of their jobs and how they lose sleep because of them. This cry remains at the rooftops until the people they have been crying to get promoted to the same jobs. All of a sudden, it all changes. While every job comes with its new challenges, more often than not one gets to learn that some of the cries were exaggerated. It’s all for the personal glory and the image created that my job is the real deal – it’s harder than any other job. This, as a result, glorifies the one who grapples the bull by its horns, or who seems to. It’s all about the image. There I said it – generations have been grappling with image consciousness. 

			Image Conscious Generation

			I have heard many sages whisper in my ear that money doesn’t change people. It merely reveals who they really are. 

			According to Collins English Dictionary, being image conscious means to be concerned about the way one comes across to other people and the impression one creates. 

			I deliberately started with this definition so that it could serve as a guide. The reason for this is because, when I was researching image consciousness, I was bombarded by attacks on the current generation that is so self-absorbed, or so the documents claimed. Some articles and papers from reputable platforms echoed the same to prove that social media is a proof of this generation being image conscious. Again, we need to refer to the definition every time I mention image consciousness so that we can be aligned. 

			Prior to this section, I made mention of my belief that different generations are fighting the same enemy manifesting in different forms. The enemy is image consciousness. Again, while at it, I need to warn and remind my mature readers of the reasons why I opened this section with the sentence indicating that money never changes people, but reveals who they really are. The reason I did that is that I wanted to channel us to a point where we see that things like social media do not make this generation more image conscious than previous generations, but that they now have the tools that reveal who we really are. Of course, levels will differ, but we all suffer from the same sickness or, as already alluded, we are wrestling the same demon. 

			I draw from my unpleasant experiences and the experiences of people I have been observing. One example that made me realise that the issue of image consciousness is as old as the hills, was when I started pondering what makes some of us keep torn socks and even underwear. Do you want to take a guess? I find it simple. It is merely because we know other people have less than one percent chances of seeing those torn items on us. So, we are image conscious. We care more about what is seen on the outside than what it really is – and that can be traced throughout the passage of time. 
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