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    To My Father, Hamilton Masingita Lekgetha—

Born March 7, 1973. Chaotic genius. Teacher of my hands. Giver of skills I didn't know I needed. Through you, I learned that work is not just labor—it is therapy, it is vision, it is becoming. Every rock I've removed, every garden I've cleaned, every tool I've held—you were there. In the memory of your teaching. In the example of your hands. In the chaotic genius that flows through my veins.

To the Soil—

You spoke when no one else would. You listened when no one else could. You held my questions and returned them as answers.

To the Visions—

The ones I fought, the ones I forgot, the ones that came true. You prepared me. You were right. I'm sorry I didn't trust you sooner.

To Everyone Who Works—

May you find yourself in your labor. May the ground speak to you. May your hands become healers.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The wisdom you have must not go against you. Use it to your benefit."

—Lucky Louisa Mokone

      

    


The Therapy of Work: Finding Myself in My Father's Hands

A Memoir by Thapelo Valentine Mokone
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Chapter 1: 2023 – The Year of Unwanted Visions
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I did not want to see what I saw.

Let me start there, because it matters. It matters that I fought the dreams. It matters that I resented the visions. It matters that I woke up angry, morning after morning, because my sleep had been invaded by images I did not ask for and did not want.

In 2023, I dreamed of working with my father.

Not the father I knew in daylight—the complicated presence, the inconsistent visits, the man whose mind I carried but whose hands I had rarely watched work. No, in these dreams, I was with him. Side by side. Learning. Doing. Becoming.

And I hated it.

—-
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The Dreams Came Like Thieves

They came without warning. I would fall asleep, exhausted from my own life, my own plans, my own ambitions—and then the dreams would steal into my mind uninvited.

In one dream, I was holding a tool I'd never held before. My father was beside me, showing me something. His hands moved with confidence. Mine fumbled. He didn't scold. He just waited. Then showed me again.

In another dream, we were clearing land together. Rocks. Stones. Earth that needed to be tamed. Sweat on both our faces. Silence between us that wasn't uncomfortable—just full of something I couldn't name.

In another, I saw myself years later, working alone, but with his movements. His way of holding things. His rhythm. As if he had become part of my hands without my permission.

I woke from these dreams troubled. Disturbed. Angry.

Why this? I asked the darkness. Why him? Why now? Why work I don't even want to do?

The darkness answered nothing.

—-
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The Work I Didn't Want to Love

Here is the truth I must confess before I go any further: I did not want to love my father's work.

I had my own plans. My own ambitions. My own ideas of what my life should look like. I was going to do great things—important things—things that didn't involve my hands in dirt, my back bent over soil, my body tired from labor.

I wanted to write. I wanted to speak. I wanted to move minds, not move rocks.

The work in my dreams was beneath me. Or so I told myself.

So I fought the visions. I pushed them away. I woke each morning and tried to forget what I had seen. I went about my day—my important day—and pretended the dreams had never come.

But they kept coming.

Night after night. Week after week. The same images. The same scenes. My father and me. Working. Learning. Becoming.

—-
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What I Didn't Know Then

I didn't know that the dreams were preparing me.

I didn't know that the work I resisted would become the therapy I needed.

I didn't know that my father's hands would teach me things about myself that no book, no sermon, no lecture ever could.

I didn't know that every rock I would one day remove from the ground was a rock being removed from my own soul.

I didn't know that the soil would speak.

I didn't know that the zone—that place where time disappears and only the work remains—would become my sanctuary.

I didn't know that people would one day watch me work and say I moved like someone possessed, like I was working with a ghost.

I didn't know that ghost would be my father's spirit moving through my hands.

I didn't know any of this.

In 2023, I only knew that I was angry. That I was fighting. That I wanted the dreams to stop.

They didn't stop.

—-
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Hamilton Masingita Lekgetha, Born March 7, 1973

Let me tell you about the man whose hands haunted my sleep.

My father, Hamilton Masingita Lekgetha, was born March 7, 1973. If you asked me to describe him in one phrase, I would say this: a chaotic genius.

He is not an easy man to understand. Perhaps that is why his presence in my life has never been simple. He comes and goes like weather. He gives and withdraws like tides. He is brilliant in ways that confuse people, and chaotic in ways that exhaust them.

But his mind—ah, his mind. I have written elsewhere about inheriting his analytical nature, his critical eye, his need to question everything. That is true. That is real. That is him in me.

What I didn't know, what the dreams of 2023 began to show me, was that I had also inherited something else from him. Something I had never seen. Something I had never touched.

His hands.

Or rather, the possibility of his hands in me. The potential for skill. The capacity for work. The ability to look at a task, a problem, a piece of ground—and know what to do.

I had never worked alongside my father. Not really. Not in the way the dreams showed me. Our relationship had been built on other things—conversations, debates, the exchange of ideas. But never work. Never the simple, sacred labor of doing something together with our hands.

The dreams were showing me what I had missed. What I could still have. What was waiting for me if I would stop fighting and start showing up.

—-
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The Resistance

But I didn't see it that way then. Then, I only saw inconvenience. I only saw distraction. I only saw work that didn't fit my image of myself.

I was going to be a writer. A speaker. A mover of minds.

I was not going to be a man with dirt under his fingernails.

The irony, of course, is that I am writing these words years later, and my hands have known dirt. They have known soil. They have known rocks and tools and the honest labor of making things grow.

And I am grateful for every moment of it.

But in 2023, I was not grateful. I was resistant. I was fighting the very thing that would later save me.

—-
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The Question That Would Not Leave

There was a question that haunted me during those months of unwanted dreams. It came not in sleep, but in waking. Not from outside, but from somewhere deep inside.

What if the work is not beneath you? What if it is preparing you?

I pushed the question away. Again and again. But it kept returning, patient as tide, persistent as sunrise.

What if the work is not beneath you? What if it is preparing you?

I had no answer. I only had my resistance. My pride. My stubborn refusal to consider that the dreams might be telling me something true.

—-
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The Gift I Couldn't See

Looking back now, I see what I couldn't see then.

The dreams were not punishment. They were preparation.

The visions were not invasion. They were invitation.

The work was not beneath me. It was calling me—to something deeper, something older, something that connected me to my father in ways I had never been connected before.

In 2023, I fought the dreams.

In 2024, I started living them.

And in this moment, writing these words, I am still living them. Still working. Still learning. Still becoming.

The dreams were right. They were always right.

I just wasn't ready to see it.

—-
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For You Who Also Fight Your Dreams

If you are reading this and fighting your own visions—the ones that show you something you don't want, don't expect, don't feel ready for—I want to tell you something:

The dreams know more than you do.

The visions see what you cannot.

The work you resist may be the very thing that saves you.

I don't say this lightly. I say it as someone who fought for months, who resented every image, who woke angry and went to sleep dreading what might come.

But the dreams kept coming. They were patient. They were persistent. They were preparing me.

And one day, I stopped fighting.

One day, I started working.

One day, I found myself in my father's world, doing things I never thought I would do, learning things I never knew I needed to learn.

And everything changed.

—-

[image: ]


The Year of Unwanted Visions

That is what I call 2023 now. The Year of Unwanted Visions.

It sounds negative, I know. But I don't mean it that way anymore. I mean it as a title of honor. A recognition that some of the most important things that ever happened to me came wrapped in packages I didn't want to open.

The dreams I fought became the life I love.

The work I resisted became the therapy I needed.

The father I barely knew became the teacher of my hands.

All because 2023 was the Year of Unwanted Visions.

And I finally stopped fighting.

—-
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Chapter 2: Hamilton Masingita Lekgetha – Born March 7, 1973
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A Portrait of My Father, the Chaotic Genius

—-
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There is no understanding this story without understanding him.

Not the father I wanted him to be. Not the father I wished he was. Not the father I sometimes needed him to be. But the father he actually is—Hamilton Masingita Lekgetha, born March 7, 1973, a man so complicated that trying to capture him in words feels like trying to hold river water in your hands.

I have tried before, in other books, to describe what he gave me. His mind. His analytical nature. His critical eye. The way he questions everything, accepts nothing at face value, insists on seeing beneath the surface. I wrote about this inheritance in The Making of a Rebel, tracing how his intellectual gifts shaped the way I think, the way I question, the way I move through the world.

But that was only part of the story.

What I didn't write then—what I couldn't write then, because I hadn't yet lived it—was what his hands would teach me. What his work would show me. What the simple act of laboring beside him would reveal about who he is, who I am, and who we become when we stop trying to understand each other and start simply working together.

This chapter is an attempt to capture him. Not the full picture—that would take volumes. But enough. Enough to help you see why the dreams of 2023 were not random, not accidental, not invasion. They were invitation. They were preparation. They were the only way I could be made ready for the gift of finally knowing my father.

—-
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March 7, 1973

He was born into a world that would never quite know what to do with him.

I say this not as judgment on the world, but as observation about him. Hamilton Masingita Lekgetha has always been too much for some people, too little for others, too complicated for most. He does not fit neatly into categories. He does not conform to expectations. He moves through life on his own terms, and that has cost him things—relationships, stability, the kind of predictable existence that most people crave.

But it has also given him things. A mind that sees what others miss. A perspective that cuts through pretense. A way of being that cannot be manufactured, cannot be imitated, cannot be reduced to formula.

He is, as I said, a chaotic genius.

The chaos is real. Anyone who knows him will tell you that. His life has not followed straight lines. His path has been full of turns, surprises, unexpected detours. He is not easy to predict, not easy to plan with, not easy to rely on in the ways that conventional life demands.

But the genius is equally real. The way his mind works—quick, penetrating, unconventional—is something I have rarely encountered in anyone else. He sees patterns where others see randomness. He finds solutions where others find obstacles. He thinks in directions that others don't even know exist.

This combination—chaos and genius—has made him who he is. It has also made him hard to be close to. Hard to understand. Hard to love in the simple, uncomplicated way that children want to love their fathers.

I say this not as accusation. I say it as fact. As observation. As someone who has spent his life trying to figure out how to relate to this man who gave me life but not consistency, mind but not presence, questions but not answers.

—-
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The Father I Knew in Words

For most of my life, I knew my father through words.

Not his words to me—those were rare, precious, inconsistent. But words about him. Words from my mother, from family, from the stories that circulated like currency in the economy of our family history.

I heard about his intelligence long before I experienced it. I heard about his struggles long before I understood them. I heard about his absences long before I felt them.

And I heard about his work.

This is what strikes me now, looking back. Even before I ever worked beside him, I heard about his work. The things he could do. The skills he possessed. The way he approached problems. The way he used his hands.

My mother spoke of this sometimes, in her quiet way. Not to praise him, not to criticize him, just to observe. "Your father can fix anything," she would say. "He looks at something broken and just knows what to do."

I didn't understand what she meant then. I didn't know that this knowing—this ability to look at a problem and see the solution—was not just a skill but a way of being. A gift. A kind of genius.

I would learn it later. From him. From working beside him. From watching his hands move and realizing that I was watching something ancient, something inherited, something that flowed through his blood and into mine.

But in those early years, I only knew it as a story. Another piece of the puzzle that was my father. Another fragment of a picture I couldn't quite see whole.

—-
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The Father I Met in Debate

As I grew older, our relationship found its shape in debate.

This was natural, given who we both are. Two minds that love to question, that refuse easy answers, that find joy in the clash of ideas. When we were together—which was never often enough—we would talk for hours. About politics, about religion, about philosophy, about everything and nothing.

These conversations were gifts. I know that now. They sharpened me, challenged me, pushed me to think more deeply than I might have otherwise. They were my father's way of giving me what he had—his mind, his perspective, his way of seeing.

But they were also substitutes. Substitutes for presence. Substitutes for ordinary father-son things. Substitutes for the kind of relationship I saw other boys have with their fathers—the kind built not on words but on actions, not on ideas but on experiences, not on debates but on simply being together.

I didn't notice this at the time. I was too grateful for what I had to mourn what I lacked. But looking back, I see the pattern. Words where there should have been presence. Ideas where there should have been experience. Debates where there should have been simply working together.

The dreams of 2023 were showing me what I had missed. What I could still have. What was waiting for me if I would stop talking and start doing.

—-

[image: ]


The Father I Found in Work

I did not know, when I finally started working with him, that I would meet a different man.

The father of debate was sharp, critical, brilliant. I loved him.

The father of work was patient, present, quiet. I needed him.

There is something about work—real work, with hands and tools and sweat—that strips away pretense. You cannot perform when you are digging. You cannot pretend when you are lifting. You cannot hide when you are doing something that requires your whole self.

In work, my father became someone I had never met.

His chaos settled. His genius found focus. His mind, which raced in conversation, slowed to the rhythm of the task. He was present in a way he rarely was anywhere else. Grounded. Peaceful. Almost tender.

I watched him one day as he worked on something—I don't even remember what. But I remember thinking: This is who he really is. This is the man behind the chaos. This is the soul beneath the genius.

And I realized something that broke something open in me:

I had never known my father. Not really. Not until I worked beside him.

—-
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What His Hands Taught Me

I learned things from his hands that his words could never teach.

I learned patience—the kind that doesn't come from trying to be patient, but from being fully present in a task that takes the time it takes.

I learned attention—the kind that notices small things, small details, small adjustments that make all the difference.

I learned rhythm—the way work has its own pulse, its own timing, its own music that you have to find and follow.

I learned that problems are not enemies to defeat but puzzles to solve. That obstacles are not barriers but invitations to think differently. That the thing that seems impossible often becomes possible if you just keep working at it.

I learned that my father, who had always seemed so complicated, so hard to understand, became simple when he worked. Not simple in the sense of shallow—simple in the sense of whole. Integrated. Himself.

And I learned that I, too, became simple when I worked beside him. Not simple in the sense of less—simple in the sense of more. More present. More real. More myself.

—-
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The Genius in His Chaos

Let me try to describe what I mean by chaotic genius.

His chaos is real. His life has been marked by instability, by unpredictability, by a restlessness that has cost him dearly. He has not been the father that conventional wisdom says a child needs. He has not been present in the ways that society expects. He has followed his own path, and that path has often led away from the people who loved him.

I could be bitter about this. I have been, at times. I could list the ways his absence has shaped me, marked me, left wounds that other relationships have had to heal. That would be true, and that story deserves to be told.

But that is not the only truth.

The other truth is that his chaos is inseparable from his genius. The same restlessness that kept him from being present also kept him thinking, questioning, exploring. The same instability that made him unreliable also made him unpredictable in the best way—full of surprises, full of insights, full of perspectives that no one else had.

I have never met anyone who thinks like my father. I have never met anyone who sees what he sees, who questions what he questions, who refuses to accept the easy answers that satisfy everyone else.

That is his gift to me. That is what I carry from him. That is the genius that flows through my blood, whether I want it or not.

And when I work beside him, I see the chaos and the genius together. I see the man who cannot be contained by ordinary life finding peace in ordinary work. I see the mind that never stops slowing down to the rhythm of his hands. I see the father I always wanted to know finally becoming knowable.

—-
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The Question He Asked Me

One day, after we had worked together for hours, my father asked me a question that stopped me cold.

"What did you think of me? Before this?"

It was such a simple question. Such an honest question. Such a vulnerable question from a man who rarely showed vulnerability.

I didn't know how to answer. How could I? How could I sum up decades of confusion, of absence, of love and frustration and longing and loss?
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