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Kalahari Marrakesh 
𝙒𝙚 𝙏𝙝𝙚 𝘾𝙧𝙚𝙖𝙩𝙤𝙧𝙨 
𝘚𝘵𝘦𝘷𝘦𝘯𝘴𝘰𝘯 𝘈𝘳𝘵 𝘎𝘢𝘭𝘭𝘦𝘳𝘺 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2017 
ⒸTshepo Mogopodi 
 
 
𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝗸𝗲𝘀𝗵 𝗸𝗮𝗻𝘆𝗲 𝗻𝗼𝗺𝗹𝗮𝗻𝗱𝗼 
𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂, 𝖭𝖽𝗈𝗍𝖺 𝖤𝗆𝗇𝗒𝖺𝗆𝖺, 𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺 𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺, 𝖬𝖺𝖯𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗌𝗁, 
𝖯𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗌𝗎𝗅𝖺 𝖬𝗎𝗁𝖺𝗆𝗆𝖺𝖽, 𝖥𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝗁𝖺𝗇 𝖬𝖺𝖡𝖺𝗇𝖺𝗇𝖺,  
𝖡𝖺𝗌𝖾𝗅 𝖩𝖾𝗐𝗂𝗌𝗁, 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝖼𝗁, 𝖤𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗒𝖾 𝖨𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗃𝖺 𝖾𝖫𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗇𝗂,  
𝗇𝗂𝗇𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗌𝖾 𝖩𝗈𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗂, 𝖾𝖶𝖾𝗌𝗍 𝖪𝗐𝖺 𝖭𝗍𝗃𝗈𝗇𝖺 𝗄𝖺 𝖭𝗃𝗈𝗆𝖺𝗇𝖾, 
𝗇𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗆𝗉𝖾𝗅𝖺. 
 
 
Fo𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋 𝗈𝖿 𝗚𝘂𝗹𝘂𝘃𝗮 𝗈𝗇𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾/print 𝗓𝗂𝗇𝖾 publication, 
𝖢𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾 𝗐𝗋𝗂𝗍𝖾𝗋, 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗅𝖾𝗋, & 𝗏𝗂𝗌𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖺𝗇. 
 
𝖡𝗈𝗋𝗇 𝗂𝗇 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀, 𝖲𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺,  
𝗞𝗮𝗹𝗮𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗶 𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝗸𝗲𝘀𝗵 𝗂𝗌 𝖺 𝗏𝗂𝗌𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖺𝗇 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖼𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾 𝗐𝗋𝗂𝗍𝖾𝗋  
𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗄 𝗍𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗅𝖾𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗉𝗅𝖾𝗑 𝗂𝗌𝗌𝗎𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗁𝗎𝗆𝖺𝗇 𝖾𝗑𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆  
𝖼𝗋𝗂𝗆𝖾, 𝗎𝗇𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗅𝗈𝗒𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍, 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀, 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍, 𝗂𝖽𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗍𝗒, 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗒, 𝗏𝗂𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝖽  
𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗒 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝖾.  
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𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 𝖽𝖾𝗌𝖼𝗋𝗂𝖻𝖾𝗌 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗒 𝖺𝗌 '𝘕𝘢𝘳𝘳𝘢𝘵𝘪𝘷𝘦 𝘗𝘰𝘦𝘵𝘳𝘺' –  
𝖺 𝗌𝗍𝗒𝗅𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗒 𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝖲𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺'𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗈𝗋𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗀𝖾,  
𝖻𝗂𝗋𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖾𝗑𝗉𝗅𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗇𝖾𝗐 𝗋𝖾𝗏𝗈𝗅𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝖽𝗂𝗋𝖾𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀,  
𝗐𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗌𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝖿 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗌.  
𝖴𝗌𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗒 𝖺𝗌 𝖺 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗆 𝗈𝖿 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾,  
𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 𝗂𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗅𝗒 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀,  
𝗋𝖾𝗂𝗆𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀, 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗋𝖾𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗎𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗆𝗈𝗌𝗍-𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗌𝖾𝖽  
𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖲𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗇 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 –  
𝖺 𝗏𝗈𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝖺𝗋𝗀𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽. 
 
Kalahari Marrakesh’s poetry evokes displacement, memory, identity, blackness, the 
complexities and anxieties of living in the townships surrounding Johannesburg. 
Kalahari,  writing from his overlooked perspective, a once neglected voice, now 
springing forth avant-garde ways of telling authentic South  
African stories. 
 
𝗚𝘂𝗹𝘂𝘃𝗮 
In lingua franca of South Africa’s sprawling townships,  
The name ‘guluva’  inspires having sharp powers of  
Astuteness, Diligence and Originality.  
𝖨𝗇 𝖺 𝗍𝗂𝗆𝖾 𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾 𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗍 𝗂𝗌 𝖾𝗇𝖽𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗋𝖾𝖽, 𝘎𝘶𝘭𝘶𝘷𝘢 𝗆𝖾𝗋𝗀𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝖺𝗌 𝖺𝗇 𝗈𝗇𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾, 𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿–𝗉𝗎𝖻𝗅𝗂𝗌𝗁𝖾𝖽, 
𝖻𝗂𝖺𝗇𝗇𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗍 𝗓𝗂𝗇𝖾 𝗉𝗎𝖻𝗅𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝖽𝗈𝖼𝗎𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝖺𝗋𝗍 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗌𝗎𝖻𝖼𝗎𝗅𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾𝗌 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝖿𝗈𝖼𝗎𝗌 𝗈𝗇 
𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗒 𝖺𝖼𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗉𝖺𝗇𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝗉𝗁𝗈𝗍𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁𝗒. 
ⓒ2015 
𝖹271 𝖢𝗈𝗋𝖻𝖾𝗍𝗍 𝖱𝗈𝖺𝖽 
𝖪𝗋𝗎𝗀𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖽𝗈𝗋𝗉 1739, 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖺𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀, 
2001 
+27 81 741 9120 
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“𝖬𝗒 𝗐𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗌 𝗂𝗇𝖿𝗅𝗎𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝗆𝗒 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝖾𝗑𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗀𝗋𝗈𝗐𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗎𝗉 𝗂𝗇 
𝖪𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗌𝗈, 𝖺 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗐𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝗐𝖾𝗌𝗍 𝗈𝖿 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀. 𝖨 𝖺𝗆 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗉𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗐𝖾 
𝗇𝖺𝗏𝗂𝗀𝖺𝗍𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗈𝖼𝖼𝗎𝗉𝗒. 𝖨 𝖺𝗆 𝖿𝖺𝗌𝖼𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗉𝗅𝖾𝗑𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌, 𝖶𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗌 𝖺 𝗍𝗈𝗈𝗅 𝗂 
𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖻𝖾𝗍𝗍𝖾𝗋 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗅𝖽. 𝖨 𝖺𝗆 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗋𝗂𝗀𝗎𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒, 𝖺𝗋𝗍, 𝗉𝖾𝗈𝗉𝗅𝖾, 𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗀𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝖽 
𝗉𝗁𝗈𝗍𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁𝗒.” 
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𝐖𝐀𝐑𝐍𝐈𝐍𝐆 
 
𝐓𝐇𝐈𝐒  
𝐀𝐍𝐓𝐇𝐎𝐋𝐎𝐆𝐘 𝐈𝐒 
𝐃𝐀𝐍𝐆𝐄𝐑𝐎𝐔𝐒! 
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𝐆𝐮𝐥𝐮𝐯𝐚 𝗂𝗌 𝗉𝗅𝖾𝖺𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝖾𝗇𝗍 
Kalahari 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁’𝗌 𝗓𝗂𝗇𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗀𝗒. 
𝖳𝗂𝗍𝗅𝖾𝖽 “228 𝗣𝗮𝗴𝗲𝘀 𝗢𝗳 𝗡𝗲𝗴𝗹𝗲𝗰𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝗣𝗼𝗲𝘁𝗿𝘆” –  
𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗅𝗅𝖾𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇, 
accompanied by 𝖺 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖼𝗂𝖺𝗅 
curation of imagery, 
𝗍𝗈𝗎𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗈𝗋𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗌𝗁 𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗁𝖺𝗉𝗉𝖾𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 
𝖺𝗅𝗆𝗈𝗌𝗍 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗒𝖽𝖺𝗒 𝖨𝗇 𝖲𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺’𝗌 𝗆𝗈𝗌𝗍 𝗎𝗇𝖾𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗇𝖾𝗀𝗅𝖾𝖼𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝗉𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗌 – 
𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌. Ap𝗉𝗋𝗈𝖺𝖼𝗁ing 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇 𝖺 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗉𝗅𝖾𝗑, 𝖽𝗂𝖺𝗅𝖾𝖼𝗍 manner 𝗈𝖿  
𝖾𝗑𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗏𝗈𝖼𝖺𝖻𝗎𝗅𝖺𝗋𝗒. 

 
𝐏𝐨𝐞𝐦𝐬	𝐅𝐞𝐚𝐭𝐮𝐫𝐞𝐝	
	
𝐅𝐨𝐫𝐜𝐞𝐝	𝐈𝐬𝐨𝐥𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧												 
	
𝐖𝐞	𝐁𝐞𝐥𝐨𝐧𝐠	𝐄𝐯𝐞𝐫𝐲𝐰𝐡𝐞𝐫𝐞																																		
	
𝐀	𝐉𝐨𝐮𝐫𝐧𝐞𝐲	𝐓𝐨	𝐌𝐚𝐧𝐞𝐧𝐛𝐮𝐫𝐠	𝐖𝐢𝐭𝐡	𝐀	𝐙𝐨𝐥𝐚	𝐁𝐮𝐝𝐝 
	
𝐀𝐧	𝐎𝐧𝐠𝐨𝐢𝐧𝐠	𝐒𝐮𝐟𝐟𝐞𝐫𝐢𝐧𝐠 
	
𝐓𝐡𝐞	𝐃𝐞𝐚𝐭𝐡	𝐎𝐟	𝐒𝐞𝐜𝐡	𝐆𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐠𝐚𝐥𝐚 
	
𝐅𝐫𝐨𝐦	𝐁𝐫𝐞𝐞	𝐖𝐢𝐭𝐡	𝐋𝐨𝐯𝐞 
	
𝐖𝐨𝐮𝐧𝐝𝐟𝐮𝐥	𝐄𝐯𝐢𝐜𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧𝐬 
	
2006	
	
𝐓𝐨𝐰𝐧𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐩	𝐂𝐢𝐯𝐢𝐥𝐢𝐳𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧 
	
𝐇𝐞𝐚𝐥𝐢𝐧𝐠 
	
𝐈𝐧𝐧𝐞𝐫	𝐜𝐢𝐭𝐲	𝐃𝐮𝐧𝐠𝐞𝐨𝐧	𝐒𝐭𝐨𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬 
	
𝐑𝐞𝐦𝐞𝐦𝐛𝐞𝐫𝐢𝐧𝐠 
	
𝐁𝐚𝐛𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐳	𝐒𝐭𝐨𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬 
	
𝐔𝐧𝐬𝐮𝐧𝐠	𝐇𝐞𝐫𝐨𝐞𝐬	𝐨𝐟	𝐀𝐳𝐚𝐧𝐢𝐚 
	
𝐒𝐨𝐩𝐡𝐢𝐚	𝐓𝐨𝐰𝐧𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐩𝐬 
	
𝐓𝐢𝐤	𝐊𝐢𝐥𝐥𝐬	
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𝐌𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐤𝐞𝐬𝐡	𝐄𝐮𝐥𝐨𝐠𝐲 
	
𝐌𝐞𝐝𝐮𝐥𝐥𝐚 
	
𝐀𝐧	𝐎𝐝𝐞	𝐓𝐨	𝐀𝐧𝐚𝐧𝐢𝐚𝐬	𝐌𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐞 
	
𝐌𝐚𝐎𝐫𝐚𝐧𝐠𝐞	–	𝐀	𝐑𝐨𝐭𝐭𝐞𝐫𝐝𝐚𝐦	𝐆𝐮𝐬𝐡𝐞𝐬𝐡𝐞 
	
𝐍𝐚𝐦𝐞𝐥𝐞𝐬𝐬 
	
𝐀𝐧 𝐎𝐝𝐞 𝐓𝐨 𝐉𝐚𝐢𝐫𝐮𝐬 𝐍𝐤𝐰𝐞 
	
𝐃𝐢𝐠𝐠𝐢𝐧𝐠 
	
𝐔𝐥𝐮𝐥𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠	𝐢𝐧	𝐭𝐡𝐞	𝐀𝐦𝐩𝐡𝐢𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐚𝐭𝐫𝐞 
	
𝐃𝐢𝐬𝐩𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐝	&	𝐃𝐢𝐬𝐩𝐨𝐬𝐬𝐞𝐬𝐬𝐞𝐝 
	
𝐁𝐥𝐨𝐨𝐝	𝐨𝐧	𝐜𝐚𝐧𝐯𝐚𝐬 
	
𝐍𝐞𝐠𝐨𝐭𝐢𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠	𝐬𝐩𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐬		
	
𝐂𝐮𝐫𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠	𝐀	𝐅𝐮𝐧𝐞𝐫𝐚𝐥 
	
𝐈	𝐏𝐥𝐞𝐝𝐠𝐞	𝐀𝐥𝐥𝐢𝐚𝐧𝐜𝐞 
	
𝐒𝐭𝐨𝐩	&	𝐒𝐞𝐚𝐫𝐜𝐡 
	
𝐀	𝐓𝐡𝐮𝐠’𝐬	𝐂𝐫𝐲 
	
𝐆𝐮𝐚𝐯𝐚	𝐉𝐮𝐢𝐜𝐞	𝐏𝐨𝐞𝐦𝐬 
	
𝐖𝐚𝐫 
	
𝐍𝐞𝐱𝐭	𝐆𝐞𝐧𝐞𝐫𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧 
	
𝐖𝐨𝐮𝐧𝐝𝐞𝐝	&	𝐄𝐱𝐢𝐥𝐞𝐝 
	
𝐑𝐮𝐧,	𝐅𝐥𝐞𝐞,	𝐁𝐚𝐥𝐞𝐤𝐚 
	
𝐈	𝐒𝐞𝐞𝐤	𝐀𝐬𝐥𝐲𝐮𝐦 
	
𝐈	𝐒𝐩𝐞𝐚𝐤	𝐅𝐨𝐫	𝐓𝐡𝐨𝐬𝐞	𝐂𝐡𝐢𝐥𝐝𝐫𝐞𝐧 
	
𝐆𝐨𝐨𝐝	𝐌𝐨𝐮𝐫𝐧𝐢𝐧𝐠 
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𝐈𝐧𝐭𝐞𝐫𝐧𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐲	𝐃𝐢𝐬𝐩𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐝		
	
𝐌𝐲 𝐌𝐮𝐭𝐞𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐬 𝐈𝐬 𝐍𝐨𝐭 𝐒𝐢𝐥𝐞𝐧𝐜𝐞 
	
𝐋𝐨𝐬𝐭 
 
𝐁𝐮𝐭𝐜𝐡𝐞𝐫 𝐖𝐢𝐯𝐞𝐬 𝐖𝐢𝐭𝐡 𝐊𝐧𝐢𝐯𝐞𝐬 
 
𝐅𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫𝐬 𝐅𝐥𝐞𝐞𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐅𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐅𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫𝐡𝐨𝐨𝐝 
 
𝐑𝐮𝐧 𝐀𝐰𝐚𝐲 𝐅𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐅𝐞𝐚𝐫 
 
𝐀𝐧 𝐎𝐝𝐞 𝐓𝐨 𝐎𝐫𝐥𝐚𝐧𝐝𝐨 𝐏𝐢𝐫𝐚𝐭𝐞𝐬 
 
𝐈 𝐂𝐚𝐧𝐧𝐨𝐭 𝐒𝐚𝐲 𝐀 𝐓𝐡𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 
𝐈 𝐌𝐮𝐠 𝐏𝐞𝐨𝐩𝐥𝐞 𝐅𝐨𝐫 𝐀 𝐋𝐢𝐯𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 
𝐌𝐲 𝐌𝐨𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫’𝐬 𝐁𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐟𝐜𝐚𝐬𝐞 
	
𝐀𝐧 𝐎𝐝𝐞 𝐓𝐨 𝐁𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐤 𝐁𝐨𝐲𝐬 
 
𝐈 𝐀𝐦 𝐄𝐱𝐡𝐚𝐮𝐬𝐭𝐞𝐝 
 
𝐀 𝐉𝐚𝐰𝐥𝐞𝐬𝐬 𝐆𝐢𝐫𝐥  
 
𝐑𝐞𝐩𝐫𝐞𝐬𝐞𝐧𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐀𝐥𝐥 𝐅𝐨𝐫𝐦𝐬 𝐎𝐟 𝐁𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐤𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐬 
 
𝐍𝐞𝐟𝐞𝐫𝐭𝐢𝐭𝐢’𝐬 𝐡𝐞𝐚𝐝 
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Ingubo	Yami	Yo	Boya	Be	Shlahla	
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2019 
ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂  

 



	 16	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 17	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For Sibongile Mkhabela, Motlalepula Kgware, Dikeledi Motswene, 
Priscilla Msesenyane & Martha Matthews after their narrative 
poems were hijacked. 
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	 19	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 20	

𝐅𝐨𝐫𝐜𝐞𝐝 𝐈𝐬𝐨𝐥𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧  
 
 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗒𝖺𝗋𝖽𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌. 
𝖭𝗈 𝗁𝗂𝗀𝗁 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗌,  
𝖭𝗈 𝗀𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗌,  
𝖩𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝖺 𝖽𝗂𝗅𝖺𝗉𝗂𝖽𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖱𝖣𝖯 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝗁𝗈𝗎𝗌𝖾 
𝖲𝗎𝗋𝗋𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝗉𝗈𝗈𝗋 𝗌𝗉𝖺𝗍𝗂𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗎𝖼𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾𝗌. 
𝖴𝗇𝖻𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗇𝗈 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗋𝗌,  
𝖠 𝗉𝖺𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗆𝗂𝖼 𝖾𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗆𝗂𝖼 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌 
𝖸𝖾𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝗅𝗈𝖼𝗄 𝗎𝗌 𝗎𝗉 𝗂𝗇 𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗌𝗈𝗇𝗌 
𝖨𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝖿𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍 
𝖫𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝖽 & 𝗅𝗈𝖺𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺𝗇 𝖠𝖪47 𝗋𝖾𝖺𝖽𝗒 𝗍𝗈 
𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗅𝖾 𝖺𝗉𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝖽'𝗌 𝗌𝗉𝖺𝗍𝗂𝖺𝗅 𝗉𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌. 
𝖦𝗁𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌 𝖽𝗐𝖾𝗅𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌 
𝖲𝗎𝗋𝗏𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝖻𝗒 𝖺𝗇𝗒 𝗆𝖾𝖺𝗇𝗌 𝗇𝖾𝖼𝖼𝖾𝗌𝗌𝖺𝗋𝗒. 
𝖲𝖺𝖼𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝖾𝗑𝗂𝗅𝖾, 
𝖲𝖼𝖺𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖿𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖺𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇 𝖾𝗑𝗂𝗅𝖾. 
𝖬𝖺𝗇𝗂𝖿𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾, 
𝖠 𝗃𝗎𝗑𝗍𝖺𝗉𝗈𝗌𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝖻𝖾𝗍𝗐𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗋𝗂𝖼𝗁 & 𝗉𝗈𝗈𝗋 
𝖨𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗂𝗌 𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝖺 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇,   
𝖡𝖾𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝖺 𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗀𝖾 
𝖡𝖾𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝗂𝗌 𝖺𝗇 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗀𝖾 
𝖡𝗎𝗍 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗐𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖽 𝗐𝗈𝗎𝗅𝖽𝗇'𝗍 𝗄𝗇𝗈𝗐 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍 8 𝗈𝖿 𝗎𝗌 
𝖲𝗅𝖾𝖾𝗉 𝗂𝗇 𝖺 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗃𝗎𝗀𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝗇𝖾-𝗋𝗈𝗈𝗆𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝗁𝖺𝖼𝗄 
𝖲𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝖿𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗀𝗎𝗂𝗌𝖾𝗌 𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝗂𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇. 
𝖤𝗇𝖿𝗈𝗋𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗒 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾   
𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗀𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽 &  
𝖤𝗇𝖿𝗈𝗋𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗆𝖺𝗋𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗌. 
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𝗔𝗻 𝗢𝗻𝗴𝗼𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗦𝘂𝗳𝗳𝗲𝗿𝗶𝗻𝗴  
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝖽𝖾𝗉𝗅𝗈𝗒 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗂𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝖪𝖺𝖺𝗉𝗌𝗍𝖺𝖽 𝗍𝗈  
𝖲𝗄𝗈𝗉 𝗇 𝖽𝗈𝗈𝗇𝗈𝗋 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗉𝖾𝗈𝗉𝗅𝖾. 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗅𝖾 𝖪𝖺𝖺𝗉 𝗆𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗉𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗇 𝖺𝗋𝖾𝖺 𝗂𝗌 
𝖳𝗂𝗄-𝗂𝗇𝖿𝖾𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖽! 
 
𝖪𝖺𝗄𝖺𝗉𝗉𝖺 𝗋𝗎𝗇𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖢𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝖡𝗎𝗌𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖼𝗍,  
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖬𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗋𝖾𝗅𝗅𝗌 𝗉𝗋𝗈𝖻𝖺𝖻𝗅𝗒 𝗋𝗎𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖪𝖺𝖺𝗉 𝖿𝗅𝖺𝗍𝗌 
𝖱𝗎𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗍 𝗋𝗎𝗇𝗌 𝖲𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗅𝖾𝖻𝗈𝗌𝖼𝗁'𝗌 𝖻𝗂𝗀𝗀𝖾𝗌𝗍 𝗐𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗒𝖺𝗋𝖽𝗌, 
 
𝖪𝖺𝖺𝗉𝗌𝗍𝖺𝖽'𝗌 𝗂𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗁𝖺𝗌 𝗇𝗈 𝗋𝗈𝗈𝗆 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝗈𝗋. 
𝖧𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝗉𝖾𝗈𝗉𝗅𝖾 𝗀𝖾𝗍 𝗍𝗈 𝖻𝖾 𝗌𝗄𝗈𝗉𝗉𝖾𝖽 𝗇 𝖽𝗈𝗈𝗇𝗈𝗋𝖾𝖽, 
𝖵𝗂𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗀𝖾𝗍𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖾𝖺𝖽 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝗏𝗂𝗋𝗎𝗌. 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝖽𝖾𝗉𝗅𝗈𝗒 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗂𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 𝗍𝗈𝗈 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗈𝖿 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌, 
𝖶𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝖽𝗎𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗈𝗇𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾 & 
𝖲𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖺𝗀𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖽𝗋𝗈𝗈𝗆𝗌 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗉𝖺𝗏𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝖾𝖽 
𝖰𝗎𝖾𝖾𝗇-𝗌𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝖾𝖽𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗉𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗄𝖾𝗍𝗌.  
 
𝖩𝗈𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 𝗁𝖺𝗌 𝗋𝗈𝗈𝗆 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝗈𝗋 𝖻𝗎𝗍 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗂𝗆𝗉𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗌𝗁𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗂𝗆𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗌𝗈𝗇𝖾𝖽. 
𝖦𝗈𝗆𝗈𝗋𝖺 𝗂𝗌 𝖺𝗐𝖺𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖺𝗅 𝗂𝗇 𝖲𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗍𝗈𝗇, 
𝖳𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗂𝗌𝖺 𝗂𝗌 𝗅𝗎𝖼𝗋𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗅𝗒 𝖺𝗁𝖾𝖺𝖽 
𝖪𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗌𝗈 𝗁𝖺𝗌 𝗇𝗈 𝗉𝖾𝖺𝖼𝖾, 
𝖲𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗍𝗈 𝗂𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝖽𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗋𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖨𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗒𝗈𝗄𝖺 
 
𝖲𝗈 𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗇𝗈𝗐? 
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𝐌𝐚𝐎𝐫𝐚𝐧𝐠𝐞 – 𝐀 𝐑𝐨𝐭𝐭𝐞𝐫𝐝𝐚𝐦 𝐆𝐮𝐬𝐡𝐞𝐬𝐡𝐞 
 
𝘍𝘰𝘳 𝖦𝖯 𝖬𝖺𝖮𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾, 𝘢𝘬𝘢 𝖪𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖬𝖺𝗇𝖺𝗆𝗎𝗇𝖾 𝘢𝘧𝘵𝘦𝘳 𝘩𝘪𝘴  
𝘉𝘔𝘞 325𝘪𝘀 𝘸𝘢𝘴 𝘪𝘭𝘭𝘦𝘨𝘢𝘭𝘭𝘺 𝘳𝘦𝘱𝘰𝘴𝘴𝘦𝘴𝘴𝘦𝘥. 
 
𝖲𝗉𝗂𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝗐𝖾𝗇𝖺 𝗀𝗎𝗅𝗎𝗏𝖺 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝗀𝗎𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗌𝗁𝖾,  
𝖲𝗉𝗂𝗇𝖺𝖼𝗁 & 𝖯𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗒𝖾  
𝖲𝗉𝗂𝗋𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝗈𝖿 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗅, 
𝖲𝗉𝗂𝗇𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝖶𝗈𝗈𝗅𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗁𝗌 𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗅𝗅𝗒. 
𝖲𝗉𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝖽 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝗌𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗉𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝖻𝗎𝗍 
𝖲𝗉𝗂𝖽𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗐𝖾𝖻𝖻𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗒,  
 
𝖱𝖾𝗏𝗈𝗅𝗏𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗋𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗎𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗒 - 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗌𝖾𝗅𝗏𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖽𝖺𝗒𝗌. 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗂𝗍 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝖼𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗅𝗒 
𝖱𝖾𝗂𝗆𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗍 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾  
 
𝖭𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗀𝗂𝖺. 
𝖭𝗈𝗏𝖺𝖼𝖺𝗇𝖾 𝗉𝗅𝖺𝗒𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗇 𝖿𝗎𝗅𝗅 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍, 
𝖩𝖺𝗂𝗅-𝗉𝗈𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺𝗇 𝖺𝗑𝖾,  
𝖮𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾 𝖽𝗂𝖼𝗄𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗌 & 𝖦𝗎𝖼𝖼𝗂-𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝖢𝗁𝗎𝖼𝗄 70𝗌, 
𝖬𝖺𝖮𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾, 𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍 𝗆𝖺𝗇 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀  
𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗇𝗈 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀. 
 
𝖦𝗁𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗈 𝖯𝗋𝗈𝖿𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗈𝗋, 𝖯𝗈𝗌𝗄𝗈𝗋𝗂,  
𝖦𝖾𝗇𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝖯𝗈𝗍𝖺𝗌𝗄𝗂 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗇𝗌 𝗂𝗀𝗎𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗌𝗁𝖾 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 
𝖩𝖺𝗉𝖺𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖾 𝗍𝗌𝗎𝗇𝖺𝗆𝗂 𝗐𝗋𝖾𝖼𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖼𝖺𝗍𝖺𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗉𝗁𝗂𝖼 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝗈𝖼, 
𝖡𝗁𝗎𝖻𝗁𝖾𝗌𝗂 
𝖬𝗂𝖼𝗁𝖺𝖾𝗅 𝖲𝖼𝗁𝗎𝗆𝖺𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗋-𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗋𝖾𝖽, 
 
𝖣𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 & 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗇𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗁𝗂𝗆𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝗍𝗈 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗏𝖾𝗇. 
𝖣𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝗀𝗎𝗇 𝗉𝗈𝗂𝗇𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝖽. 
𝖣𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗂𝗍 𝗂𝗌 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍 𝖽𝖺𝗒 𝗈𝗇 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗁. 
 
𝖬𝖺𝖮𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾, 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗈𝗇𝖾 & 𝗈𝗇𝗅𝗒 
𝖨𝗌𝗋𝖺𝖾𝗅 𝖬𝖺𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗄𝖾-𝖹𝗎𝗅𝗎.                  
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𝐈𝐧𝐧𝐞𝐫𝐜𝐢𝐭𝐲 𝐝𝐮𝐧𝐠𝐞𝐨𝐧 𝐬𝐭𝐨𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬 
 
𝘍𝘰𝘳 𝘔𝘢𝘬𝘩𝘦𝘩𝘭𝘦𝘯𝘪 𝘔𝘢𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘣𝘶𝘭𝘢, 𝘛𝘩𝘢𝘣𝘰 𝘔𝘢𝘺𝘦𝘬𝘪𝘴𝘰, 
𝘝𝘶𝘺𝘰 𝘔𝘱𝘶𝘯𝘨𝘦𝘴𝘩 & 𝘍𝘢𝘳𝘳𝘢𝘬𝘩𝘢𝘯 𝘋𝘢𝘷𝘪𝘦𝘴  
𝘢𝘧𝘵𝘦𝘳 𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘪𝘳 𝘯𝘢𝘳𝘳𝘢𝘵𝘪𝘷𝘦𝘴 𝘸𝘦𝘳𝘦 𝘮𝘢𝘴𝘴𝘢𝘤𝘳𝘦𝘥  
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝖿𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗆 𝖺𝗐𝖺𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗂𝗅 𝗂𝗇 𝖡𝗋𝖾𝖾 𝖧𝗂𝗀𝗁 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗍. 
 
𝖡𝗋𝖾𝖾 𝗍𝖺𝗑𝗂 𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗄 𝖻𝗎𝗓𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗀,  
 
𝖰𝗎𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗎𝗆 𝗉𝗁𝗒𝗌𝗂𝖼𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇, 
 
𝖹𝗈𝗅𝖺 𝖡𝗎𝖽𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗌𝗂𝗍. 
 
𝖶𝗂𝗍𝖾𝗇𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺 𝖻𝗋𝗈𝖺𝖽 𝖽𝖺𝗒𝗅𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝗏𝗂𝗆𝖻𝖺 𝗌𝗂𝗍𝗎𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇. 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗅𝖽𝗇'𝗍 𝖾𝗌𝖼𝖺𝗉𝖾 𝘶𝘮𝘱𝘩𝘢𝘬𝘢𝘵𝘩𝘪 𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗍 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗅𝖽𝗇'𝗍 𝖾𝗌𝖼𝖺𝗉𝖾 𝖺 𝖽𝗎𝗇𝗅𝗈𝗉 𝗍𝗒𝗋𝖾 𝗇𝖾𝗑𝗍 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗋𝗈𝖺𝖽, 
 
𝗋𝖾𝖺𝖽𝗒 𝗍𝗈 𝗇𝖾𝖼𝗄𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗆. 
 
𝖲𝗍𝗋𝗂𝗉𝗉𝖾𝖽 𝗇𝖺𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗇 𝗉𝗈𝗎𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗉𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗅 –  
 
𝖬𝗈𝖻 𝘪𝘯𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖿𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 
 
𝖨 𝖽𝗂𝖽𝗇'𝗍 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗐𝗁𝗒 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝗁𝖺𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝖽𝗂𝖾 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍.  
 
𝖴𝗇𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍. 
 
𝖳𝗐𝗈-𝖿𝗂𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝖿𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝗇𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗌  
 
𝖯𝗂𝖼𝗄𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝖿𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗂𝗋𝗌 
 
𝖱𝗈𝖻𝖻𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝖿𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁𝗂𝖾𝗌 
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𝗪𝗲 𝗕𝗲𝗹𝗼𝗻𝗴 𝗘𝘃𝗲𝗿𝘆𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲  
 
𝖥𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖲𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝖺, 
 
𝖬𝖾𝖽𝗂𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗇 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗉𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖪𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗈 
 
𝖶𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝗅𝗈𝗇𝗀 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗒𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾  
 
𝖥𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝖢𝖺𝗉𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖢𝖺𝗂𝗋𝗈, 
 
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖻𝗎𝗅 𝗍𝗈 𝖢𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗇𝗁𝖺𝗀𝖾 
 
𝖬𝖾𝖽𝗂𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗇 𝗏𝖾𝗀𝖾𝗍𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗀𝗎𝗂𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾  
 
𝖳𝗋𝗈𝗉𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝖥𝗈𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗌. 
 
𝖳𝖾𝗆𝗉𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗍𝖾 𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗌𝗌𝗅𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗌 𝗁𝗂𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗌. 
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𝖵𝗂𝖻𝗋𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝗌 
 
𝖶𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗋 𝗌𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝗌𝖼𝖺𝗉𝖾𝗌 𝖿𝗅𝗈𝗐𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗉𝖾𝗎𝗍𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇  
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𝖲𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖾𝗉 𝗌𝗅𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗀𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗅𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝗎𝗌,  
 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗀𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗉𝗋𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖼𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗎𝗉 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾. 
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𝐈𝐧𝐬𝐢𝐝𝐞 𝐀 𝐓𝐡𝐮𝐠’𝐬 𝐏𝐨𝐜𝐤𝐞𝐭 
 
Inside a thugs pocket is  
𝖡𝗂𝗈𝗌𝖼𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖿𝗂𝗅𝗆 𝗋𝗈𝗅𝗅𝗌  
𝗌𝗁𝗈𝗉𝗅𝗂𝖿𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝖡𝖺𝖻' 𝖬𝗄𝗁𝗂𝗓𝖾'𝗌 𝗍𝗎𝖼𝗄 𝗌𝗁𝗈𝗉. 
𝗈𝗄𝖺𝗉𝗂 𝗐𝖺𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗈 𝖼𝗅𝗂𝖼𝗄 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗎𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗀𝖾 
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗎𝗀'𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍 𝗂𝗌 𝖺  
𝟧𝗆𝗆 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝖾𝗍𝗍𝖺 𝗌𝖾𝗆𝗂 𝖺𝗎𝗍𝗈𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗂𝖼 
𝗉𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗅 & 𝖺 𝗉𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗒𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗋 
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗎𝗀'𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍 𝗂𝗌  
𝗁𝗎𝗋𝗍 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗋, 
𝗆𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖺𝖻𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗎𝗆𝖺, 
𝗉𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝖻𝖾𝗇𝗄𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗆𝖺𝗍𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼𝗄𝗌 
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗎𝗀'𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍 𝗂𝗌   
𝗎𝗇𝗅𝗂𝗆𝗂𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗉𝗈𝗌𝗌𝗂𝖻𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗏𝗂𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾. 
𝗎𝗇𝖿𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗎𝗇𝗀𝗎𝗂𝖽𝖾𝖽  
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗎𝗀'𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍 𝗂𝗌  
𝗏𝗂𝗏𝗂𝖽 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗌 𝖺 𝖿𝖾𝗍𝗎𝗌, 
𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗆𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅𝗌 𝗂𝗆𝗉𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗀 
𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌. 
𝖤𝗇𝗏𝗂𝗋𝗈𝗇𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗌 & 𝖾𝗑𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗅𝗅𝗂𝖽𝖾,  
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗎𝗀'𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍  
𝗂𝗌 𝗆𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝗍𝖺𝖼𝗍𝗂𝖼𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖻𝗂𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝗐𝖺𝗋𝖿𝖺𝗋𝖾, 
𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗎𝗇𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗅𝗈𝗒𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝗋𝖺𝗍𝖾, 
𝖺 𝗆𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖽 𝖾𝗋𝗈𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒  
𝗂𝗇𝗃𝖾𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗇.  
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗎𝗀'𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍 𝗂𝗌 
𝗈𝗇𝗅𝗒 𝗉𝖺𝗂𝗇 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗌𝗎𝖿𝖿𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀,  
𝗏𝗂𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝖼𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗄𝗈𝗉 
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𝐔𝐥𝐮𝐥𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐈𝐧 𝐓𝐡𝐞 𝐀𝐦𝐩𝐡𝐢𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐚𝐭𝐫𝐞 
 
𝖴𝗅𝗎𝗅𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀, 
𝖨𝗇 𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖠𝗆𝗉𝗁𝗂𝗍𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗋𝖾, 
𝖬𝗒 𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋'𝗌 𝗏𝗈𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗌𝗈 𝗉𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗋𝖿𝗎𝗅 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗄𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗒 𝗂𝗌 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗇𝗂𝖺𝖻𝗅𝖾, 
𝖶𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗅𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍𝗒𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗌 𝖺𝗁𝖾𝖺𝖽 
𝖲𝗉𝗒𝗄𝗈𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝖼𝗒𝖻𝖾𝗋𝗌𝗉𝖺𝖼𝖾,  
𝖥𝖺𝖼𝖾𝖳𝗂𝗆𝖾 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗌 &  
𝖳𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗉𝗈𝗋𝗍 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗅𝖽. 
𝖲𝖺𝗇 𝗋𝗈𝖼𝗄 𝗉𝖺𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗌 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗁𝗈𝗎𝗌𝖾𝗁𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗌, 
𝖧𝖾𝖺𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗍𝖾 𝗈𝖼𝗁𝗋𝖾 𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗅.  
𝖶𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗉𝗋𝗈𝗎𝖽𝗅𝗒 𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗆𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾, 
𝖲𝗎𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗂𝗇𝖺𝖻𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗂𝗌 𝗇𝖺𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝖽𝗈𝖼𝗍𝗋𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗎𝗌. 
𝖴𝗇𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖺𝗅 𝖿𝗋𝖾𝖾𝖽𝗈𝗆 𝗈𝖿 𝗆𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍 
𝖤𝗆𝖻𝗋𝖺𝖼𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗇𝖺𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝖾𝗇𝗏𝗂𝗋𝗈𝗇𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗌. 
𝖥𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖭𝗂𝗅𝖾 𝖣𝖾𝗅𝗍𝖺 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 
𝖪𝖺𝖺𝗅𝖿𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽. 
𝖡𝖾𝖺𝗋𝖿𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽, 𝗈𝗇 𝗋𝗈𝗎𝗍𝖾  
𝖨 𝖼𝖺𝗇 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗋 𝖨𝗓𝗂𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗄𝖺𝗓𝖾𝗅𝗈 (𝖼𝗅𝖺𝗇 𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗂𝗌𝖾𝗌) 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗌𝗉𝖺𝖼𝖾 
𝖬𝗂𝗅𝗄𝗒 𝖶𝖺𝗒'𝗌 𝗊𝗎𝖾𝖾𝗇𝖽𝗈𝗆 𝖼𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍 𝗇𝖺𝗆𝖾𝗌, 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝖽𝗒𝗇𝖺𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗀𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗏𝗈𝗄𝖾𝗌  
𝖤𝗑𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖺𝗅 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 
𝖥𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗄𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗅𝗂𝖿𝖾. 
𝖯𝖺𝗇𝖺𝗌𝗈𝗇𝗂𝖼 𝖽𝗈𝖼𝗎𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗌 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗉𝗈𝗌𝗍 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁𝗒, 
𝖭𝖺𝗏𝗂𝗀𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗈 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖿𝗎𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝖼𝗋𝗒𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗅𝖾𝖺𝗋. 
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𝐃𝐮𝐛𝐮𝐥𝐚  
𝐍𝐠𝐞 
𝐍𝐜𝐰𝐚𝐝𝐢!  

- 𝐓𝐰𝐨 𝐄𝐝𝐮𝐜𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧𝐬: 𝐎𝐧𝐞 𝐟𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐬𝐜𝐡𝐨𝐨𝐥 & 𝐨𝐧𝐞 𝐟𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐭𝐡𝐞 𝐬𝐭𝐫𝐞𝐞𝐭𝐬.  

 
 

 
 



	 32	

 
𝐌𝐲 𝐌𝐮𝐭𝐞𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐬 𝐈𝐬 𝐍𝐨𝐭 𝐒𝐢𝐥𝐞𝐧𝐜𝐞 
 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝘂𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗶𝘀 𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝘀𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 
𝗜 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗱 𝗮 𝘄𝗼𝗿𝗱. 
𝗠𝘆 𝘁𝗼𝗻𝗴𝘂𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝘄𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗱 
𝗪𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝘄𝗼𝗿𝗱𝘀 𝗶 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝗻𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿 𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗱. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗻𝗼𝘀𝗲 𝗮𝗰𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗺𝗼𝗱𝗮𝘁𝗲𝘀 𝗺𝗶𝗰𝗿𝗼 𝗶𝗻𝘀𝗲𝗰𝘁𝘀 
𝗜 𝘀𝗽𝗲𝗻𝗱 𝗺𝘆 𝘁𝗶𝗺𝗲 𝗽𝗶𝗰𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗺𝘆 𝗻𝗼𝘀𝗲, 
𝗗𝗶𝗴𝗴𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗳𝗼𝗿 𝗴𝗼𝗹𝗱 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗽𝗿𝗲𝗰𝗶𝗼𝘂𝘀 
𝗠𝗶𝗻𝗲𝗿𝗮𝗹𝘀. 
𝗜 𝗮𝗺 𝗮 𝘇𝗮𝗺𝗮-𝘇𝗮𝗺𝗮 𝗶𝗻 𝗺𝘆 𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗲, 
𝗜 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗲 𝗺𝘆𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗳, 
𝗠𝘆 𝗯𝗼𝗱𝘆 𝗶𝘀 𝗮 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗲 𝘀𝗵𝗮𝗳𝘁. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗱 𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝗻𝗳𝗶𝗹𝘁𝗿𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝘃𝘆 
𝗠𝗮𝘀𝘀 𝗱𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗿𝘂𝗰𝘁𝗶𝘃𝗲 𝘄𝗲𝗮𝗽𝗼𝗻𝘀 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗱 𝘄𝗲𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘀 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝘃𝗶𝗹𝘆 
𝗠𝘆 𝘀𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝘁𝗼𝗼 𝗹𝗼𝘂𝗱 
𝗔𝗹𝘁𝗵𝗼𝘂𝗴𝗵 𝗶 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗱 𝗮 𝘄𝗼𝗿𝗱. 
𝗜 𝗰𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗺 𝗺𝘆 𝗺𝘂𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀 
𝗕𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗶𝘀 𝗰𝘂𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀 
𝗜 𝘀𝗰𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗺 𝗶𝗻 𝘀𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲. 
𝗜𝗻𝘀𝗶𝗱𝗲 𝗼𝗳 𝗺𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗺𝗮𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗻𝗼𝗶𝘀𝗲, 
𝗠𝘆 𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗺𝗮𝗰𝗵 𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝗰𝗵𝗮𝗼𝘀. 
𝗜 𝘁𝗵𝗿𝗲𝘄 𝘂𝗽 𝗺𝘆 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗲𝘀, 
𝗠𝘆 𝘁𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗹𝗲𝘀 𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗮𝗶𝗻𝗲𝗱. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗯𝗼𝗱𝘆 𝗯𝘂𝗿𝗻𝘀 𝗶𝘁𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗳, 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗲 𝗴𝗼𝗲𝘀 𝗼𝗻𝘁𝗼 𝗹𝗶𝗾𝘂𝗱𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻 
𝗠𝘆 𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗮𝗶𝗻𝘀 𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗶𝗲𝗻𝘁 
𝗠𝘆 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘀 𝗯𝗲𝗮𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗱𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗺𝘀 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝗿𝗼𝗰𝗸𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗿𝘀 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝘂𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗿𝗲𝗰𝗶𝘁𝗲𝘀 𝗽𝗼𝗲𝘁𝗿𝘆, 
𝗣𝗼𝗲𝘁𝗿𝘆 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝘀𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 
𝗦𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗰𝗮𝗻 𝗯𝗲 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝗱 
𝗠𝘆 
𝗠𝘂𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀 
𝗜𝘀  
𝗡𝗼𝘁  
𝗦𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲. 
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𝐂𝐨𝐧𝐟𝐫𝐨𝐧𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐈𝐧𝐭𝐞𝐫𝐧𝐚𝐥 𝐃𝐢𝐬𝐩𝐮𝐭𝐞 
 
𝖫𝖺𝗌𝗍 𝗇𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝗂 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝖼𝗁𝖺𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖺 𝖽𝗋𝗈𝗇𝖾 
 
𝖠𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝗏𝖾𝖺𝗅𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝗈 𝗆𝗎𝖼𝗁 𝗍𝗋𝗎𝗍𝗁𝗌.  
 
𝖧𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒-𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖺𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝖾𝗑𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖼𝗍 
 
𝖥𝖺𝗄𝖾 𝗀𝖾𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗅𝗈𝗀𝗂𝖾𝗌, 
 
𝖬𝗂𝗅𝗅𝗂𝗈𝗇𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖺𝗅𝗍𝖾𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗄𝗌 & 
 
𝖥𝗈𝗋𝗀𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗍𝗎𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗏𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗉𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗌. 
 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗐𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝖼𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝗍𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗌 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 
 
𝖲𝗐𝖺𝗓𝗂𝗅𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝖲𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗓𝖾𝗋𝗅𝖺𝗇𝖽,  
 
𝖸𝖾𝗍 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖺𝗂𝗇𝗌 𝖽𝖾𝖾𝗉𝗅𝗒 𝖽𝗂𝗏𝗂𝖽𝖾𝖽. 
 
𝖠𝗋𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗀𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝖾𝗑𝖼𝖺𝗏𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝗉𝗋𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗌, 
𝖠𝗋𝗍𝗂𝖿𝖺𝖼𝗍-𝗅𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖺𝗍 𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗄.  
𝖠𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗊𝗎𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗌𝗆𝗎𝗀𝗀𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌 & 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖿𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋  
𝖠𝗎𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝖾𝗑𝖼𝖺𝗏𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗂𝖿𝖺𝖼𝗍𝗌. 
 
𝖢𝗎𝗋𝖺𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗌 𝗍𝗈𝗒𝗂-𝗍𝗈𝗒𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗇𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝗆𝗎𝗌𝖾𝗎𝗆. 
 
𝖨𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝖿𝗅𝗂𝖼𝗍 𝗂𝗇 𝗅𝗈𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 
 
𝖬𝖺𝗌𝗌 𝖾𝗑𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗈𝖿 𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗀𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗂𝖿𝖺𝖼𝗍𝗌 
 
𝖤𝗑𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖻𝗂𝗈𝖿𝗎𝖾𝗅𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖻𝗂𝗈𝗐𝖾𝖺𝗉𝗈𝗇𝗌, 
 
𝖭𝖺𝗆𝗂𝖻 𝖽𝖾𝗌𝖾𝗋𝗍 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗈 𝖺 𝗆𝗎𝗌𝖾𝗎𝗆 𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗅𝗒. 
 
𝖠𝗋𝗍-𝖾𝗋𝗈𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗋𝗈l 
 
𝖱𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗇𝖾𝗐 𝖺𝖽𝖽𝖾𝗇𝖽𝗎𝗆 
 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗆𝖾𝖽𝗎𝗅𝗅𝖺 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗌 𝖽𝖾𝖿𝗈𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖾 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗍.  
𝖶𝖾 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗂𝗏𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗍 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍 𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗀𝖾, 
𝖵𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖼𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝖾𝗌𝖼𝖺𝗉𝖾 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆  
𝖬𝖺𝗑𝗂𝗆𝗎𝗆 𝗌𝖾𝖼𝗎𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝖿𝖺𝖼𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗍𝗈𝗈. 
 
 



	 34	

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

𝐂𝐞𝐧𝐭𝐮𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬  
𝐎𝐟 
𝐒𝐜𝐫𝐞𝐚𝐦𝐢𝐧𝐠 

- 𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝐯𝐨𝐢𝐜𝐞𝐬 𝐚𝐫𝐞 𝐰𝐨𝐮𝐧𝐝𝐞𝐝. 
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𝐀𝐧 𝐎𝐝𝐞 𝐓𝐨 𝐀𝐧𝐚𝐧𝐢𝐚𝐬 𝐌𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐞 
 
𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝖼𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝖺𝗂𝗇𝗌, 
𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗌𝗈𝗎𝗅 𝖼𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗎𝗆𝖺𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖾𝗑𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌, 
𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖽𝖾𝖾𝗉 𝗌𝖼𝖺𝗋𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗎𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝖽𝖾𝖾𝗉𝖾𝗇 
𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗒𝖾𝗍 𝗒𝗈𝗎 𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝖿𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍.  
𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝗅𝖺𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗒 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝗍,  
𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗋𝖾𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝖾𝗋𝗏𝗂𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗌𝗅𝗈𝗐 𝗍𝗈 𝖼𝖺𝗍𝖼𝗁 𝗎𝗉. 
𝗉𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗎𝗆 𝗃𝖾𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝗅𝗈𝗏𝖾𝖽 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗌𝗄𝗂𝗇, 
𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗒 𝗀𝖺𝗉𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖼𝖾𝗅𝗅 𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗈𝗐𝖾𝖽 𝗒𝗈𝗎 𝗍𝗈  
𝖾𝗌𝖼𝖺𝗉𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝖼𝖺𝗋𝖼𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 
𝖢-𝗆𝖺𝗑  
𝖧𝗈𝗎𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗂 
𝖭𝖼𝖺𝗇𝖺𝗇𝖺,  
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗇𝗃𝗐𝖺𝗒𝗈, 𝖬𝖿𝖾𝗒𝖺𝗇𝖾 
𝖣𝗅𝖺𝗄𝗎𝖽𝖾, 𝖬𝗀𝖺𝖻𝖺𝖽𝖾𝗅𝗂 
𝖬𝗓𝗂𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗄𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖺  
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖺𝗎𝗍𝗈𝗉𝗌𝗒 𝗅𝗂𝖾𝖽,  
𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗇𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗋 𝖽𝗂𝖾𝖽  
𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗎𝗅𝗍𝗂𝗉𝗅𝗂𝖾𝖽 &  
𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗒𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗆𝗂𝗇𝗀. 
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𝐗𝐞𝐫𝐨𝐱𝐢𝐧𝐠 
𝐎𝐮𝐫 
𝐖𝐚𝐲 
𝐈𝐧 
𝐒𝐢𝐲𝐚𝐧𝐠𝐞𝐧𝐚, 𝐩𝐡𝐚𝐤𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐢 𝐢𝐧𝐬𝐢𝐝𝐞! 
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“Asiye sbali, jumpa” ⓒTshepo Mogopodi (circa.2020) 
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𝐍𝐨𝐧𝐠𝐨𝐥𝐨𝐳𝐚’𝐬 𝐂𝐡𝐢𝐥𝐝𝐫𝐞𝐧 
 
 
They locked them inside.  
They never get to see the sun. 
It’s the government,  
The imperialists want them locked up.  
Capitalism has always been  
preying on Azanians. 
University of Crime,  
that’s where Nongoloza’s children  
are kept.  
Azania has hundreds of them,  
to keep our brothers & sisters imprisoned. 
Solitary confinement at its best because our 
mental problems are literally killing us.  
Customized orange overalls in pedestals. 
Subjugation was their way of life. 
Leeuwkop, Pollsmoor, Sun city, Westville 
Maximum facilities are apartheid-created.  
Created in the guises of rehabilitation.  
Poor correctional services,  
they just want to lock up  
Nongoloza’s children for a lifetime in  
Solitary confinement. 
It’s fine.  
Nongoloza’s children enjoy that anyway. 
They love being in the inside.  
Hosh if I’m not telling the truth. 
They love law & order but Nongoloza’s children are lawless on the outside.  
with Nongoloza’s tattoos on their foreheads,  
they are ungovernable.  
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𝐖𝐞 
𝐍𝐞𝐞𝐝 
𝐓𝐨  
𝐓𝐫𝐮𝐥𝐲 
𝐎𝐰𝐧  
𝐎𝐮𝐫 
𝐍𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐯𝐞. 



	 40	

𝐃𝐚𝐫𝐤 𝐓𝐫𝐢𝐛𝐞 𝐈𝐧𝐤𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐢, Krugersdorp, Johannesburg, Circa.2018 Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋akesh 
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𝐌𝐞𝐝𝐮𝐥𝐥𝐚 
 
Indigenous communities in distress 
Cold cave contour linesman’s zone 
Designated smoking areas are public zones. 
Our medulla brews a revenge on humankind. 
Our migration is our freedom of movement  
Our long walk from all walks of life 
From the center of the world,  
We walk to the equator and archive sunlight.  
Art activities in Azania are manifesting  
Our historical narratives. 
At the tip of the continent  
Liberating humankind with an Ak47 
Avtomat Kalashnikovv 
Library and architecture our medulla  
For future generations to thrive  
& strive 
I stand here stranded by strange species. 
I scream “amandla” like modern human. 
Black powder is practical for our rituals,  
Black power when our liberation struggle  
remains unacknowledged like our Khoisan  
Ancestry whom vibrates black magic & 
aluta continua. 
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𝐍𝐚𝐦𝐞𝐥𝐞𝐬𝐬 
 
I grew up unarmed. 
Unshaped and unphased. 
Unnamed. 
Every time people try so say my name,  
My name rearranges it’s alphabets  
I cannot be named. 
My nameless corpse runs  
a service of 
ceramic rituals and cremations.  
I abbreviate my sense of smell,  
I cut my tongue where it grew, from my mouth, 
I speak a similar language to my ancestors.  
Misogynistic heroine and tik cripples my neighborhood.  
Assault rifles frame a language of vulgarity. 
Vulnerable citizens & ambiguous black men with ambitions. 
Ambiguous barriers, my name is bounded by boundaries,  
Electrical fences and braces secure my mouthful perimeter. 
My organs are mournful,  
i chew my swollen gums in intimate zones.  
I smuggle my father’s tongue in a jar of mayonnaise,  
Crystal clear and transparent.  
Armed in the mind like my grandfather who 
was shot with a body of work.  
My grandfather was killed by an anthologist.  
Today my nameless corpse spends time  
Twisting & turning looking for my grandfather’s  
Remains in abandoned mine anthologies. 
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𝐇𝐨𝐦𝐞 𝐢𝐬 𝐰𝐡𝐞𝐫𝐞 𝐭𝐡𝐞 𝐚𝐫𝐭 𝐢𝐬. ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂 (𝖼𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2019) 
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 𝐍𝐞𝐱𝐭 𝐆𝐞𝐧𝐞𝐫𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧  
 
Next generation already on maximum sentences 
Next generation already on solitary confinement  
Next generation already on capital punishment  
Next generation already genocided in disguise.  
 
In disguise,  
next generation enslaved  
In disguise,  
next generation bruised 
Gender war at heart, 
Identity politics politicking.  
Police officers  
pitpocket  
black men in  
white communities.  
Black, 
Criminally approved.  
Black women mourn differently.  
Every morning black women storytell their mourning practices.  
Liberation for the next generation is impeccable 
Armed struggle like the generation before next. 
Armed liberation like  
Umkhonto WeSizwe 
Next generation’s mantra lies on  
“Amandla” is no longer  
“Awethu”. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 45	

 
 
“We Are Coming For Everything” 
Collage artwork by Kalahari Marrakesh 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2019 
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𝐉𝐨𝐛𝐮𝐫𝐠 𝐒𝐭𝐫𝐞𝐞𝐭𝐬 
 
Joburg streets, sneakerhead street kids 
Pit-pocketing citizens in disguise. 
Joburg streets, Yeoville, Hillbrow,  
Downtown, CBD 
I spy with my little fisheye,  
I am a cctv footage in waiting. 
Joburg streets smash and grab your items. 
I sleep with one fisheye open.  
Our belongings is yours 
And your belongings is ours. 
Joburg streets pitpocket people’s lives  
And throws them in a pit.  
Joburg streets hijacks your hijab  
And jabs them with fist for fun.  
Joburg streets hijacks people’s hearts  
And turns them into heartless vultures. 
Vulnerability is creeping in, 
Fearlessness is creeping out.  
Welcome to these Joburg psychic streets where 
Thousands of languages flow like sewerage  
And rifles are a mouthpiece. 
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𝐊𝐫𝐮𝐠𝐞𝐫𝐬𝐝𝐨𝐫𝐩 𝐂𝐨𝐫𝐫𝐞𝐜𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧𝐚𝐥 𝐒𝐞𝐫𝐯𝐢𝐜𝐞𝐬,  
𝖮𝗇𝖾 of the harshest prisons in South Africa  
Tronk Street 
Johannesburg, 
2001 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐌𝐲 𝐌𝐨𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫’𝐬 𝐓𝐨𝐧𝐠𝐮𝐞  
 
My 
Mother’s  
Tongue  
 
My mother’s tongue was lingualized long before 
the acid mine drainage drained my community. 
Long before the dewatering Witswatersrand 
came to it’s knees when the 
neglected townships held him at gunpoint. 
Long before the forced removal act  
forced it’s way inside our mother’s wombs.  
Long before the Taiwanese tribe 
Migrated to the kingdom of Basutoland. 
Retrieve my people &  
keep them remote. 
Reboot operations of our mental strength  
with textiles from exile.  
My mother’s tongue speaks rigorously of  
creativity and traditional philosophy. 
My mother’s tongue spits all accents  
and ascends them in descending order.  
Because of a court order, 
My mother’s tongue got stuck in the diaspora  
Birthed in a dimensional mosque, 
Baptized in ice in the Arctic. 
Turbulently spinning in circles and ovals 
Like a fragile masculine specie  
i am a descendant to my ancestral self. 
My mother’s tongue  
alhamdulillah & 
Black magic erupts. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 49	

 

𝐈𝐧𝐭𝐞𝐫𝐧𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐲 𝐝𝐢𝐬𝐩𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐝 
  
The rebels came straight our way,  
my way,  
my mother’s way.  
The rebels counterattacked my neighborhood  
Raping and enslaving. 
Exile seemed a better hell 
I’ve never seen such a civil war 
Internal war,  
my intestines were fighting amongst each other.  
My stomach was fighting it’s own war. 
war on drugs 
war on crime  
A 7-year-old armed with an AK-47 
I’ll never forget the year 2007 
Mitigation plans and militia groups  
Gigantic armed black men like Seleka rebels 
Rule the streets 
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𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖱𝗈𝖺𝖽 𝖨𝗌 𝖦etting Blurry 
𝐌𝐨𝐧𝐮𝐦𝐞𝐧𝘁, 𝗞𝗿𝘂𝗴𝗲𝗿𝘀𝗱𝗼𝗿𝗽 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
Circa.2017 
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝖥𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗌 & 𝖯𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗌  
𝐅𝐞𝐥𝐢𝐩𝐞 𝐌𝐚𝐳𝐢𝐛𝐮𝐤𝐨,  
𝖡𝗋𝖺𝖺𝗆𝖿𝗈𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗂𝗇,  
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2018 
ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂  
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𝐔𝐧𝐬𝐮𝐧𝐠 𝐇𝐞𝐫𝐨𝐞𝐬 
 
Unsung 𝖧𝖾𝗋𝗈𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾  
Pantsula 𝗌𝗎𝖻𝖼𝗎𝗅𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾  
of the  
Struggle 
 
“Dance yourself to heaven” 
Said Mingus, Prince of Pantsula Subculture. 
Dancing like a gun pointed to his head, 
Dancing like it is his last day on Earth, 
Dancing wholeheartedly with his slenderness. 
 
Rough and careless, 
I hope he doesn’t lose a step. 
Rough and careful 
when he’s in his workwear staples. 
 
On rear view rearranging his body parts,   
He shows that ispantsula is about stombing your feet. 
We don’t hate our father’s tongue.  
Cultural appropriation appropriated in the  
Diaspora, Diarrhea and diamonds in Kimberly. 
 
Can’t stop dancing, can’t stop walking, talking 
Barking at the warehouse that has imprisoned  
my father’s large scale artworks of informal settlements of  
Gauteng’s gold mines.  
Underground living, vultures are vulnerable. 
State capture yourself and declare yourself consistently fragile.  
 
Refrigerate your organs & 
flee away from fearlessness.  
Blackness in the diaspora is 
Blackness in disguise. 
Blackness in exile.  
Subcultural practices are  
traditional subway surfers 
Boys of the subway, hazardous goods wildlife  
Pantsula activists worldwide  
Deeper history for generations to come, 
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𝐁𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐤 𝐖𝐨𝐦𝐞𝐧 𝐑 𝐏𝐨𝐰𝐞𝐫𝐟𝐮𝐥, 𝖬𝖺𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗅𝖺 𝖡𝗋𝗂𝖽𝗀𝖾, 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀. 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2019 ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂 
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“𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝐋𝐢𝐯𝐞𝐬, 𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝐏𝐚𝐩𝐞𝐫”  
𝖦𝗈𝗆𝗈𝗋𝖺 𝖳𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉,  
𝖠𝗅𝖾𝗑𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗋𝖾.  
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2019  
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐈𝐧𝐭𝐫𝐚𝐧𝐬𝐢𝐭 
𝖶𝖾𝗌𝗍𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗒 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2017 
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐆𝐨𝐦𝐨𝐫𝐚 𝐒𝐚𝐧𝐝𝐭𝐨𝐧 
𝖠𝗅𝖾𝗑𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗋𝖺, 𝖺 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗐𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 
𝖭𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗁 𝗈𝖿 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2018 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐓𝐰𝐨 𝐅𝐢𝐧𝐠𝐞𝐫 𝐀𝐭𝐭𝐞𝐦𝐩𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧 
 
I attempted two finger in transit 
Cctv surveillance eyeing the attempt. 
Bumper to bumper ongoing traffic  
in motion.  
Two street kids in the guises of  
parking lots.  
Watching me, 
Glueing their eyes,  
Watching my world class attempt of  
Pickpocketing to go waste.  
I Smash & Grab vehicles. 
I neatly pickpocket this  
muslim lady of her 
identity.  
That’s what we do for a living.  
Pickpocketing people’s identities. 
Pickpocketing the middle class.  
The lower classes, the masses.  
We prey on populations.  
I pickpocket scholars 
Dungeon workers, constables,  
I pickpocket uniform dwellers  
My name resonates hidden historiography  
and stolen memoirs.  
I swear there’s a war burning  
inside of my lungs.  
Ongoing war, 
Heavy breathing for breakfast.  
My cardiac muscle is racing.  
I attempt a two finger surgery. 
My cardiologist said that  
my heart is geometric.  
I lack aesthetic appreciation. 
Inside of me is billions of  
energized atoms. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 58	

 
 
 
 

𝗦𝗵𝗲 𝗖𝗮𝗻’𝘁 𝗖𝗿𝘆 𝗙𝗼𝗿 𝗛𝗲𝗹𝗽 
 
 𝘐 𝘸𝘳𝘰𝘵𝘦 𝘵𝘩𝘪𝘴 𝘱𝘰𝘦𝘮 𝘪𝘯 𝘐𝘴𝘪𝘡𝘶𝘭𝘶 𝘷𝘦𝘳𝘯𝘢𝘤𝘶𝘭𝘢𝘳 𝘵𝘰 𝘦𝘮𝘱𝘩𝘢𝘴𝘪𝘻𝘦  
𝘭𝘪𝘵𝘦𝘳𝘢𝘳𝘺-𝘭𝘰𝘷𝘦𝘳𝘴 𝘵𝘰 𝘪𝘯𝘵𝘦𝘳𝘢𝘤𝘵 𝘸𝘪𝘵𝘩 𝘵𝘩𝘦 𝘵𝘦𝘹𝘵𝘶𝘢𝘭 𝘴𝘵𝘳𝘶𝘤𝘵𝘶𝘳𝘦𝘴 𝘰𝘧  
𝘚𝘰𝘶𝘵𝘩 𝘈𝘧𝘳𝘪𝘤𝘢'𝘴 𝘭𝘪𝘵𝘦𝘳𝘢𝘳𝘺 𝘵𝘦𝘹𝘵𝘴.  
𝘐𝘯𝘷𝘦𝘴𝘵𝘪𝘨𝘢𝘵𝘪𝘯𝘨 𝘮𝘦𝘢𝘯𝘪𝘯𝘨 𝘰𝘧 𝘷𝘰𝘤𝘶𝘣𝘶𝘭𝘢𝘳𝘺 𝘳𝘰𝘰𝘵𝘦𝘥 𝘪𝘯  
𝘡𝘶𝘭𝘶 𝘥𝘪𝘢𝘭𝘦𝘤𝘵 𝘵𝘩𝘢𝘵 𝘨𝘪𝘷𝘦𝘴 𝘵𝘩𝘦 𝘱𝘰𝘦𝘮 𝘪𝘵𝘴 𝘭𝘪𝘯𝘨𝘶𝘪𝘴𝘵𝘪𝘤 𝘵𝘦𝘹𝘵𝘶𝘢𝘭𝘪𝘵𝘺  
𝘸𝘩𝘪𝘤𝘩 𝘶𝘭𝘵𝘪𝘮𝘢𝘵𝘦𝘭𝘺 𝘳𝘦𝘷𝘦𝘢𝘭𝘴 𝘪𝘵𝘴 𝘣𝘳𝘶𝘵𝘢𝘭 𝘢𝘶𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘯𝘵𝘪𝘤𝘪𝘵𝘺. 
 
𝖠𝗄𝖺𝗄𝗐𝖺𝗓𝗂 𝗎𝗄'𝖼𝖾𝗅𝖺 𝗎𝗌𝗂𝗓𝗈, 
𝗎𝖬𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗅𝖺𝗄𝖺𝗒𝗂𝗌𝖾 𝗎𝗒𝖺𝗆' 𝖽𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗀𝗎𝗅𝖺. 
𝖤𝖻𝗌𝗎𝗄𝗎 𝗎𝗒𝖺𝗆' 𝗇𝗒𝗈𝗇𝗒𝗈𝖻𝖾𝗅𝖺, 
𝖴𝗆𝗏𝖺𝗅𝗂 𝗎𝗆𝗅𝗈𝗆𝗈 𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗓𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗅𝖺. 
𝗎𝖬𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗅𝖺𝗄𝖺𝗒𝗂𝗌𝖾 𝗎𝗒𝖺𝗆' 𝖽𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗀𝗎𝗅𝖺, 
𝖠 𝗆𝗂𝗌𝗈𝗀𝗒𝗇𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝗉𝖾𝖽𝗈𝗉𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖾, 
𝖤𝖻𝗌𝗎𝗄𝗎 𝖺𝗄𝖺 𝗅𝖺𝗅𝗂 
𝖤𝗆𝗂𝗇𝗂 𝗎𝗓𝗂 𝗉𝗈𝗆𝗉𝖺 𝗇𝗀𝖾 𝗆𝗂𝗅𝗄 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗎𝗍 
𝖠𝖻𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗐𝖺𝗇𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗄𝗁𝖾 𝖻𝖺𝗒𝖺𝗆' 𝗌𝖺𝖻𝖺 
𝖠𝖻𝖺𝗄𝗐𝖺𝗓𝗂 𝗎𝗄'𝖼𝖾𝗅 𝗎𝗌𝗂𝗓𝗈, 
𝖭𝗀𝗂𝗌𝗁𝗈 𝗎𝖽𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗀𝗎𝗅𝖺 𝖺𝖻𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗐𝖺𝗇𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗄𝗁𝖾 𝖻𝖾 𝗀𝖺𝗓𝗂, 
𝖴𝖽𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗀𝗎𝗅𝖺 𝗎𝗆𝗉𝗁𝖺𝗄𝖺𝗍𝗁𝗂 
𝖴𝗆𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗄𝖺𝗍𝗁𝗂 
𝖴𝗓'𝗏𝖺𝗅𝖾𝗅𝖾 𝖾𝗆𝗄𝗁𝗎𝗄𝗁𝗎𝗐𝗂𝗇𝗂 𝗐𝖺𝗄𝗁𝖾, 
𝖠𝖻𝖺𝗁𝗅𝖺𝗅𝗂 𝖻𝖺𝗌𝖾 𝖬𝗃𝗈𝗇𝖽𝗈𝗅𝗈 𝗇𝖺𝖻𝗈 𝖻𝖺𝗒𝖺 𝗄𝗁𝖺𝗅𝖺, 
𝖤𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖺𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗂 𝖻𝖺𝗒𝖺𝗆 𝗌𝖺𝖻𝖺, 
𝖴𝗌𝖾𝖻𝖾𝗇𝗓𝖺 𝖾𝗇𝖽𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗂 
𝖴𝗏𝖺𝗅𝖾𝗅𝖾 𝖺𝖻𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗐𝖺𝗇𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗄𝖺 𝗒𝗂𝗌𝖾 
𝖠𝖻𝖺𝗄𝗐𝖺𝗂 𝗎𝗄'𝖼𝖾𝗅𝖺 𝗎𝗌𝗂𝗓𝗈 
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“𝗦𝗻𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗔𝘁𝘁𝗮𝗰𝗸” 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2017 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐑𝐞𝐝 𝐀𝐧𝐭𝐬 – 𝐂𝐢𝐯𝐢𝐥𝐢𝐳𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧 𝐃𝐞𝐦𝐨𝐥𝐢𝐬𝐡𝐞𝐫𝐬 
 
 
𝘍𝘰𝘳 𝘛𝘶𝘵𝘢𝘯𝘮𝘢𝘯𝘬𝘪𝘯𝘥 𝘢𝘧𝘵𝘦𝘳 𝘩𝘪𝘴  
𝖯𝘺𝘳𝘢𝘮𝘪𝘥 𝘩𝘰𝘶𝘴𝘦 𝘸𝘢𝘴 𝘣𝘶𝘭𝘭𝘥𝘰𝘻𝘦𝘥 𝘣𝘺 𝘵𝘩𝘦 𝘙𝘦𝘥 𝘈𝘯𝘵𝘴.  
 
𝖠 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗏𝖺𝗅 𝗈𝖿 𝖺𝗇𝖼𝗂𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝖼𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇. 
 
𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖾𝖽, 
𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾 &  
𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗈𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌𝗌𝖾𝖽.  
 
𝖳𝗎𝗍𝖺𝗇𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗄𝗂𝗇𝖽 𝗋𝗈𝖻𝖻𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝖿𝖿 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗅𝖺𝗇𝖽. 
 
𝖧𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝗄𝗇𝗈𝖼𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀, 
𝖪𝗇𝗈𝖼𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗌𝗈 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗒 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍  
𝖠𝖼𝗁𝗋𝗈𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝖻𝗎𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝖽𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗌𝗁𝖾𝖽. 
𝖣𝗂𝗅𝖺𝗉𝗂𝖽𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈𝗆𝖻𝗌 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗈 𝖻𝗋𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗅𝗌. 
 
𝖲𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝗅𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗅 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖻𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗈𝖿 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗈𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝗋𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗌, 
 
𝖴𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗀𝗋𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽 𝗅𝗂𝖿𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗋𝗂𝖿𝖾,  
 
𝖬𝗂𝗌𝗈𝗀𝗒𝗇𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝗌𝗇𝗒𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗌 𝖾𝗏𝗂𝖼𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖿𝗌,  
𝖠𝗇 𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗈𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖿 𝗐𝖺𝗋 𝖾𝗋𝗎𝗉𝗍𝗌 
𝖠𝗇 𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗈𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗌𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝗐𝖺𝗋.  
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𝐙𝐮𝐥𝐮 𝐉𝐮𝐦𝐩, 𝐊𝐚𝐠𝐢𝐬𝐨 
𝖥𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗌 & 𝖯𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗌 
𝖪𝗋𝗎𝗀𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖽𝗈𝗋𝖽, 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2017 ⓒ𝖮𝖻𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗇𝗀 𝖲𝖾𝗅𝖺𝗉𝗂𝗌𝗂 
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𝐍𝐚𝐯𝐢𝐠𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝐖𝐚𝐲 𝐈𝐧 
 
Toyi-toying our way into the future. 
Go slow, “peaceful protest”  
petrol bombing our way in. 
Violently protesting, mob injustifying comrades. 
Navigating our way in  (the future) 
From past to present like artificial intelligence.  
From culture to culture, 
the universe is paralyzed. 
Civilizations nuclearing each other.  
Many mothers are in an  
ongoing battle with patriarchy. 
Navigating our way in.  
The portal to our future is hidden  
underneath a township civilization. 
Buried for millenniums.  
Resistance is planting its seeds  
inside of us.  
Brewing prehistoric references from a 
local archived brewery.  
Our history has been deconstructed. 
Dismantled & disarmed of our arsenal to the  
universe and beyond. 
Navigating our way in.  
The Nile crocodiles only eats 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗇s  
from the diaspora. 
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“Green Mamba Jozi Maboneng” 
Fisheye Diaries 
Johannesburg  
Circa 2019 
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐘𝐞𝐬, 𝐓𝐡𝐮𝐠’𝐬 𝐂𝐫𝐲 
 
 
𝖸𝖾𝗌,  
 
𝗍𝗁𝗎𝗀𝗌  
𝖼𝗋𝗒  
𝗍𝗈𝗈. 
 
𝖮𝗇𝗅𝗒 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖾𝗒𝖾𝗌 𝖼𝖺𝗇 𝗋𝖾𝗏𝖾𝖺𝗅  
𝖶𝗁𝖺𝗍'𝗌 𝗅𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝗁𝗂𝗌 
𝖢𝖺𝗋𝖽𝗂𝖺𝖼 𝗆𝗎𝗌𝖼𝗅𝖾 
 
𝖮𝗇𝗅𝗒 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗐𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝗌 𝖼𝖺𝗇 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗉 𝗁𝗂𝗌 
𝗅𝗈𝗎𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗌   
 
𝖮𝗇𝗅𝗒 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗈𝗄𝖺𝗉𝗂 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝖻𝖻𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗌 𝖼𝖺𝗇 𝗋𝖾𝗏𝖾𝖺𝗅 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗍. 
𝖬𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗒 𝖽𝖾𝗀𝖾𝗇𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽, 
 
𝖮𝗇𝗅𝗒 𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗎𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖺𝖻𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖺𝗂𝗇, 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗌𝖼𝖾𝗇𝖼𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗁𝗈𝗋𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗂𝖼 𝖿𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗁𝖻𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗌  
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝖼𝖺𝗇 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗋 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗌𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝖼𝗋𝗒. 
 
𝖢𝗋𝗒𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖼𝗋𝗒𝗂𝗇𝗀 
 
𝖳𝗁𝗎𝗀𝗌 𝖼𝗋𝗒 𝗍𝗈𝗈 
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“𝗦𝘁𝗶𝗺𝗲𝗹𝗮 𝗦𝗮𝘀𝗲 𝗟𝗼𝗸𝗶𝘀𝗵𝗶” 
𝗗𝗶𝗴𝗶𝘁𝗮𝗹 𝗖𝗼𝗹𝗹𝗮𝗴𝗲 
𝖠𝗋𝗍𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗄 𝖻𝗒 𝗞𝗮𝗹𝗮𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗶 𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝗸𝗲𝘀𝗵 
Ⓒ2019 
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𝐔𝐭𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐝𝐨 𝐋𝐚𝐛𝐨 𝐆𝐮𝐥𝐮𝐯𝐚 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀,  
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2018 
Ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂 



	 67	

𝐅𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐁𝐫𝐞𝐞 𝐖𝐢𝐭𝐡 𝐋𝐨𝐯𝐞 
 
 
 
𝗙𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝗕𝗿𝗲𝗲 𝗧𝗮𝘅𝗶 𝗥𝗮𝗻𝗸  
𝗜 𝗳𝗼𝗹𝗹𝗼𝘄𝗲𝗱 𝗵𝗲𝗿,  
𝗞𝗶𝘀𝘀 𝗺𝗮𝗱𝗼𝗹𝗼 
𝗭𝗶𝘇 𝘇𝗮𝗴 𝘄𝗮𝗹𝗸𝘀 𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗲𝗱 
𝗠𝗮𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗹𝗮 𝗕𝗿𝗶𝗱𝗴𝗲. 
𝗭𝗼𝗹𝗮 𝗕𝘂𝗱𝗱  
𝗦𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗻  
𝗦𝗶𝘅𝘁𝗲𝗲𝗻 𝘃𝗮𝗹𝘃𝗲 
𝗩𝘂𝗹𝗮 𝘃𝗮𝗹𝗮 
𝗛𝗶 𝗔𝗰𝗲 
𝗕𝗮𝗯𝘆 𝗖𝗿𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗸𝗮 𝗽𝗮𝗻𝗶𝗸𝗶𝘀𝗶 
𝗠𝗮𝗯𝗲𝗯𝗲𝘇𝗮 𝘂𝗻𝗴𝗶 𝘀𝗵𝗮𝘆𝗮 
𝗗𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗱𝗼𝗻𝗴. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗻𝗮𝗺𝗲 𝗶𝘀  
𝗗𝘂𝗺𝗶𝘀𝗮𝗻𝗲 
𝗡𝗴𝗶 𝗱𝘂𝗺𝗮  
𝗗𝗼𝗺 𝗱𝗶𝗿𝗲𝗰𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻 
𝗙𝗿𝗼𝗻𝘁 𝘀𝗲𝗮𝘁 𝗻𝗼 𝗺𝗻𝘁𝘄𝗮𝗻𝗮 
𝗧𝗮𝘅𝗶 𝗺𝗮𝘁𝗵𝘀 𝗺𝘂𝗿𝗱𝗲𝗿𝗲𝗱 
𝗗𝗶𝗴𝗶𝘁𝗮𝗹 𝗠𝗮𝘀𝗸𝗮𝗻𝗱𝗶 
𝗠𝗮𝘀𝗵𝗮𝘆𝗮𝗯𝗵𝘂𝗾𝗲 𝗞𝗮 𝗠𝗮𝗺𝗯𝗮 
𝗩𝗼𝗹𝘂𝗺𝗲 16 
𝗦𝗵𝗼’𝘁 𝗹𝗲𝗳𝘁 𝗠𝘀𝗵𝗮𝘆𝗲𝗹𝗶 
𝗠𝗮𝘆𝗶𝗯𝘂𝘆𝗲 𝗶’𝗦𝗼𝗽𝗵𝗶𝗮𝘁𝗼𝘄𝗻 
𝗧𝗮𝗹𝗸 𝗶𝘀 𝗰𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗽 
𝗕𝘂𝗮 𝗳𝗲𝗹𝗮 
𝗡𝗴𝘄𝗮𝗻𝗮.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
. 
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VWWX 
 
𝗚𝗿𝗼𝘄𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘂𝗽 𝗶𝗻 𝗦𝗼𝘂𝘁𝗵 𝗔𝗳𝗿𝗶𝗰𝗮’s 𝘀𝗽𝗿𝗮𝘄𝗹𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗼𝘄𝗻𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗽𝘀, 
𝗖𝗵𝗶𝗹𝗱𝗵𝗼𝗼𝗱 𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗺𝗯𝗿𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝘀𝗼𝗰𝗶𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘆 & 𝗦𝗽𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘆.  
𝗖𝗵𝗶𝗹𝗱𝗵𝗼𝗼𝗱 𝘁𝗿𝗮𝘂𝗺𝗮𝘀 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗴𝗹𝘂𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗼 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗰𝗿𝗮𝗻𝗶𝘂𝗺,  
𝗔𝗱𝘂𝗹𝘁𝗵𝗼𝗼𝗱 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝗴𝗻𝗼𝘀𝗲𝘀 𝘆𝗼𝘂 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗱𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗶𝗮.  
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗼𝗻𝗹𝘆 𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗶 𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗺𝗯𝗲𝗿 𝗮𝗯𝗼𝘂𝘁 2006 𝗶𝘀 𝘁𝗵𝗲  
𝗙𝗜𝗙𝗔 𝗪𝗼𝗿𝗹𝗱 𝗖𝘂𝗽 𝗙𝗶𝗻𝗮𝗹 𝗵𝗼𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝗶𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗼𝗻𝗰𝗲–𝗱𝗶𝘃𝗶𝗱𝗲𝗱 𝗰𝗶𝘁𝘆:  
𝗕𝗲𝗿𝗹𝗶𝗻. 𝗟𝗲𝘀 𝗕𝗹𝘂𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗴𝗮𝗶𝗻𝘀𝘁 𝗔𝘇𝘇𝘂𝗿𝗶 – 𝗙𝗿𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝘃𝘀 𝗜𝘁𝗮𝗹𝘆,  
𝗕𝘂𝘁 𝘄𝗲 𝗼𝘄𝗲 𝗶𝘁 𝘁𝗼 𝗼𝗻𝗲 𝗺𝗮𝗻,  
𝗭𝗶𝗱𝗮𝗻𝗲 –  
𝗔𝗻 𝗼𝗱𝗲,  
𝗭 𝗶𝘀 𝗳𝗼𝗿 𝗭𝗶𝗱𝗮𝗻𝗲.  
𝗭𝗶𝘇𝗼𝘂, 𝗠𝗮𝘇𝗮𝗸𝗮𝘇𝗮𝗸𝗮, 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗠𝗮𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗿𝗼.  
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗢𝗿𝗰𝗵𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗿𝗮 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝗠𝗮𝗿𝘀𝗲𝗶𝗹𝗹𝗲‘𝘀 𝗶𝗺𝗽𝗿𝗼𝘃𝗲𝗿𝗶𝘀𝗵𝗲𝗱 𝘀𝘂𝗯𝘂𝗿𝗯𝘀,  
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗺𝗮𝘀𝗰𝘂𝗹𝗶𝗻𝗲, 𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗱𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗱𝗲𝗱 𝗔𝗿𝗮𝗯,  
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗮𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗵𝗲𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘆 𝗽𝗹𝗲𝗮𝘀𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗕𝗲𝗿𝗯𝗲𝗿 𝘄𝗵𝗼𝘀𝗲 𝗿𝗼𝗯𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗼𝘂𝘀  
𝗦𝘁𝘆𝗹𝗲 𝗼𝗳 𝗽𝗹𝗮𝘆 𝗶𝗻𝗳𝘂𝘀𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗮𝗰𝗸𝗹𝗲𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗽𝗿𝗲𝗱𝗮𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘆 𝗶𝗻𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗰𝘁.  
2006 
𝐈 𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗺𝗯𝗲𝗿 𝘁𝗵𝗼𝘀𝗲 𝗱𝘆𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝘂𝘁𝗲𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗲𝘅𝘁𝗿𝗮 𝘁𝗶𝗺𝗲,  
𝗭𝗶𝘇𝗼𝘂 𝗽𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗼𝗹𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗰𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗿 𝗼𝗳 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗳𝗶𝗲𝗹𝗱 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗮𝘂𝘁𝗵𝗼𝗿𝗶𝘁𝘆,  
𝗭𝗶𝘇𝗼𝘂 𝗿𝗼𝗮𝗿𝗲𝗱 𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝘄𝗮𝘆 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝘄𝗮𝗿𝗱 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗮 𝗺𝘀𝗵𝗶𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗽𝗮𝗻𝘁𝘀𝗶 𝘁𝗿𝘂𝗲  
𝗣𝗮𝘀𝘀 𝘁𝗼 𝗠𝗮𝗸𝗲𝗹𝗲𝗹𝗲 𝗯𝘂𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘁𝗼𝘄𝗲𝗿𝗶𝗻𝗴 6’4 𝗶𝗻𝗰𝗵 𝗖𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗿𝗲–𝗯𝗮𝗰𝗸  
𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗼 𝗠𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘇𝘇𝗶 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗰𝗲𝗽𝘁𝗲𝗱 & 𝗭𝗶𝘇𝗼𝘂 𝗴𝗼𝘁 𝗨𝗽𝘀𝗲𝘁.  
𝗨𝗽𝘀𝗲𝘁 𝗵𝗲 𝗴𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝗠𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘇𝘇𝗶 𝗮𝗻 𝗶𝗻𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗻𝘁 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁𝗯𝘂𝗿𝗻 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗮𝗻 𝘂𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗳𝗶𝗻𝗮𝗯𝗹𝗲 
𝗛𝗲𝗮𝗱𝗯𝘂𝘁𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗿𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗮𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗲𝗰𝗿𝗲𝘁.  
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗲𝗰𝗿𝗲𝘁 𝗽𝗼𝗹𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗰𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗳𝗼𝗼𝘁𝗯𝗮𝗹𝗹 𝗶𝗻 𝗘𝘂𝗿𝗼𝗽𝗲,  
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗲𝗰𝗿𝗲𝘁 𝗼𝗳 𝗿𝗮𝗰𝗶𝘀𝗺.  
𝗕𝗲𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗲 𝗖𝗮𝗻𝗮𝘃𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗼 𝗹𝗶𝗳𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 100𝗸𝗴 𝗴𝗼𝗹𝗱, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗲𝗰𝗿𝗲𝘁 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗮𝗹𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗱𝘆 𝗿𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗮𝗹𝗲𝗱.  
𝗥𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗮𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝗶𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗖𝗶𝘁𝘆 𝗼𝗳 𝗦𝗲𝗰𝗿𝗲𝘁𝘀.  
𝗥𝗲𝗾𝘂𝗶𝗲𝗺 𝗵𝘆𝗺𝗻𝗮𝗹𝘀 𝗶𝗻𝘀𝗶𝗱𝗲 𝗭𝗶𝘇𝗼𝘂‘s 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗱.  
𝗥𝗲𝘁𝗶𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗻𝘁 𝗸𝗻𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗶𝗼𝗻𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗹𝘆 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲.  
𝗔 𝗿𝗲𝗱 𝗰𝗮𝗿𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗲𝘅𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗖𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗹𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗲 𝘄𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗶𝗼𝗿 𝘁𝗼 𝗠𝗮𝗴𝗿𝗵𝗲𝗯. 
𝗔 𝘃𝘂𝘆𝗼𝘂, 
𝗔 𝗹𝗶𝘃𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗹𝗲𝗴𝗲𝗻𝗱. 
 
𝗜𝘇𝗶𝗻𝗷𝗮! 
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𝐇𝐞𝐚𝐥𝐢𝐧𝐠  
 
What is to heal?  
How do you heal from something you don’t know?  
Healing my wounds but they’re unhealable. 
My wounds are out in the open, 
my wounds eat every bandage that i wrap around them.  
My wounds are breathing,  
they chew all the stitched scars & renew  
my old wounds. 
My wounds know nothing of healing, 
healing is not for every wound, 
healing is not for everyone.  
I need to stay wounded in order  
to heal other wounded black boys.  
Every time i depart to sleep,  
my black skin wounds itself.  
I wake up with wounds of stabbings & beatings, 
blue eyed like gender violence has erupted.  
We will never heal,  
My wounds suffer from amnesia  
They forget to heal.  
Deeply wounded.  
Mutilation gone horribly wrong,  
My wounds heals other wounds but  
births new wounds.  
I’ve been wounded all my life.  
I know nothing of healing. 
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𝐒𝐭𝐢𝐠𝐦𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐳𝐞𝐝 
 
Hypnotized & 
Hallucinating, 
floating on a 100mm artful carpet.  
I self-contemplate myself,   
I have Aladdinnism, cross bred mullato.  
My broomstick is fitted with a v6 engine.  
Diaspora migrating back to Africa  
I time travel this parallel universe like a criminal 
spina guluva 325is bmw in a neglected township.  
Diagonalized.  
Hypnotized by a yearn of freedom. 
Stigmatized by a fear 𝗈𝖿 biological weapons.  
My biological parents were biologists.  
I followed in their barefooted steps  
& went on to study biology.  
MD-PhD in street life.   
Honorary degree in pickpocketing, 
Ontendekkers road, Otlega Avenue 
Rissik str & Main reef,  
I was born & raised in the streets,  
raised by street lights & pavements,  
Poets-in-disguise, everyday people,  
raised by drug dealers trying to put something on the table. 
raised by petty thieves & OGs. 
Stigmatized,  
I bottle my emotions in empty  
whiskey bottles and sell them to the poor.  
Counterfeit whiskey,  
Stigmatized. 
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𝐆𝐮𝐚𝐯𝐚 𝐉𝐮𝐢𝐜𝐞 𝐏𝐨𝐞𝐦 
𝖪𝗋𝗎𝗀𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖽𝗈𝗋𝗉 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2016 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐆𝐮𝐚𝐯𝐚 𝐉𝐮𝐢𝐜𝐞 𝐏𝐨𝐞𝐦𝐬 
 
𝖳𝗁𝗋𝗈𝗐 𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗆𝗌 𝖺𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗆.  
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖿𝗋𝖾𝖾𝖽𝗈𝗆.  
𝖳𝗁𝗋𝗈𝗐 𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗆𝗌 𝗍𝗈𝗀𝖾𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗉𝖾𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗅 𝖻𝗈𝗆𝖻𝗌, 
𝖽𝗒𝗇𝖺𝗆𝗂𝗍𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗍𝗒 𝖼𝗈𝗀𝗇𝖺𝖼 𝖻𝗈𝗍𝗍𝗅𝖾𝗌 𝖿𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗉𝖺𝗋𝖺𝖿𝖿𝗂𝗇.  
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗎𝗌𝖺𝗅 𝗂𝗌 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖿𝗋𝖾𝖾𝖽𝗈𝗆,  
𝖻𝖾𝗅𝗈𝗐 𝗓𝖾𝗋𝗈 𝗀𝖺𝗎𝗏𝖺 𝗇𝖾𝖼𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾 𝟤𝟢% 𝖿𝗋𝗎𝗂𝗍 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾,  
𝗌𝖼𝗂𝗆𝖺 𝗆𝗅𝗂𝗅𝗈,  
𝖻𝖾𝖺𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗍 𝗈𝗇 𝖺 𝗁𝗎𝗆𝗂𝖽 𝗍𝗈𝗒𝗂-𝗍𝗈𝗒𝗂 𝗉𝗋𝗈𝗍𝖾𝗌𝗍𝖿𝗎𝗅 𝖽𝖺𝗒. 
 𝖩𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗉 𝗌𝗂𝗀𝗇, 𝖺𝖿𝗍𝖾𝗋 𝗋𝗈𝖻𝗈𝗍, 𝖻𝗎𝗌 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗉,  
𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝗏𝖾𝗇𝖽𝗈𝗋𝗌 𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾 𝗎𝗉 𝗍𝗈 𝗌𝖾𝗅𝗅 𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗆𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾  
𝐂𝐢𝗍𝗂𝗓𝖾𝗇𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖦𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖾.  
𝖠 𝗐𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗇 𝗂𝗇 𝖦𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖾 𝗉𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗌𝖾𝖾𝖽𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝗐𝗈𝗆𝖻,  
𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗄𝗒 𝗁𝖺𝗂𝗋 𝗀𝗋𝖾𝗐 𝗂𝗆𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗌𝗅𝗒,  
𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗇 𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝗁𝗒𝗉𝗇𝗈𝗍𝗂𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖾𝗒𝖾𝗌 𝗀𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗇𝗂𝗌𝗁𝖾𝖽. 
𝖯𝗌𝗂𝖽𝗂𝗎𝗆 𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗃𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗂𝗇 𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝗈𝗆𝖻𝗂𝗅𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝖽 𝗒𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗇𝗌 𝖿𝗈𝗋  
𝖠𝗀𝗎𝖺 𝖿𝗋𝖾𝗌𝖼𝖺 𝗍𝗈 𝗀𝗋𝗈𝗐 𝗂𝗇 𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝗐𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗇’𝗌 𝗐𝗈𝗆𝖻𝗌.  
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍𝗌 𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖺𝗎𝗅𝗍𝗌 𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺𝗌 𝗋𝖺𝗐𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗎𝗇𝗐𝖺𝗌𝗁𝖾𝖽.  
𝖦𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺𝗌 𝗁𝖾𝗅𝗉 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗓𝖾𝗇𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗉𝗋𝗈𝗍𝖾𝗌𝗍,  
𝗍𝗈 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍,  
𝗍𝗈 𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝗌𝗎𝗉𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗂𝗇 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗀𝗎𝗂𝗌𝖾.  
𝖦𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗆𝗌 𝗁𝖾𝗅𝗉 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝖼𝗈𝗀𝗇𝗂𝗓𝖾 𝗈𝗇𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋,  
𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗆𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌,  
𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗆𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝗒𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾,  
𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒,  
𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖺𝗀𝖾,  
𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗏𝖺 𝗃𝗎𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝖾𝗆𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖽 𝖺𝗍 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗒  
𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗇𝖾𝗀𝗅𝖾𝖼𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌. 
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𝐓𝐡𝐞 𝐃𝐞𝐞𝐩𝐞𝐬𝐭 𝐃𝐞𝐩𝐭𝐡 
 
In the lowest part 
Underneath my grandfathers tombstone,  
Jazz’s golden era  
Nineteen fifty something  
Sophiatown Kofifi Soph’town 
Chuck tailored like Ntate Don Mattera 
My memory isn’t erased 
Never forgetting the forced removals  
Never forgetting those looted artifacts 
Never forgetting where i come from. 
Our sculptures are all over the globe.  
Looted by the western democracy 
Sold to the highest bidders 
Mutilators, collectors, and curators 
My ancestors have been silenced. 
I can hear their silence. 
Voiceless like abandoned communities.  
Digging for the fossils we foresee. 
Buried.  
Mining for the truth. 
The surface cannot be excavated. 
Our ancestors refuse to be unearthed. 



	 75	

 

“𝐒𝐭𝐨𝐩 𝐊𝐢𝐥𝐥𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐔𝐬” 
𝘋𝘪𝘨𝘪𝘵𝘢𝘭 𝘊𝘰𝘭𝘭𝘢𝘨𝘦  
𝖠𝗋𝗍𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗄 ⓒ𝗞𝗮𝗹𝗮𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗶 𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝗸𝗲𝘀𝗵 
𝗖𝗶𝗿𝗰𝗮 2019 
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𝐁𝐥𝐨𝐨𝐝 𝐎𝐧 𝐂𝐚𝐧𝐯𝐚𝐬 
 
 
My capacity can fill a whole void 
5 liters of empty sgubu, 
Fanta brown like traditional beer Umqombothi. 
Calabash cleansing like an ancestral ceremony 
Blood on canvas 
I wound my body of work,  
blood floors like sewage 
Large piece of canvas covered in vital fluid. 
Stabbed with an Okapi 
Penetrated with a Phanga 
My art is slaughtering me 
Blood on canvas  
Bleeding excessively, i swear 
Adolescents are suffering in silence  
This piece of artwork is spatial   
Demographically special  
Dear to my heart,  
If it’s not from the heart  
then it’s not art.  
Blood on canvas  
My noir skin is healing  
from these okapi stabbings  
Curators crowd in our neighborhood  
demanding our artwork.  
Blood on canvas 
Art is expensive  
This artwork is not for resale. 
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”𝐒𝐩𝐢𝐝𝐞𝐫𝐰𝐞𝐛𝐛𝐞𝐝  
      𝐈𝐧 𝐫𝐞𝐚𝐥𝐢𝐭𝐲." 
-𝐊𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐡𝐚𝐫𝐢 𝐌𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐤𝐞𝐬𝐡 
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𝐓𝐡𝐞 𝐃𝐞𝐚𝐭𝐡 𝐎𝐟 𝐒𝐞𝐜𝐡 𝐆𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐠𝐚𝐥𝐚 
 
It was in 2008,  
I saw a black man burning.  
They placed a tyre around his neck,  
gasoline poured all over his black body.  
Begging for mercy,  
but mob justice doesn’t know of mercy.  
Sech Galagala was set alight broad daylight.  
He was set alight because his melanin  
skin was too black,  
He was set alight because he was undocumented, 
because they called him a kwerekwere,  
Because he “took other people’s jobs” 
He was set alight because he could not sing  
Enoch Sontonga’s national anthem.  
Burning! 
In red hot flames.  
A whole human-being on fire.  
Humanitarians in deep silence, 
watching as Sech Galagala was  
rolling on tar road,  
screaming,  
Spinning and rotating in  
direction to the surrounding mob justice. 
Injustices are established in these  
neglected spaces & places. 
Burnt to death,  
ashes disappearing in thin air,  
Witnessing a cremation of 
Sech Galagala  
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“𝐋𝐨𝐜𝐤𝐝𝐨𝐰𝐧 𝐎𝐧 𝐃𝐞𝐟𝐚𝐮𝐥𝐭 𝐏𝐫𝐨𝐣𝐞𝐜𝐭𝐨𝐫”  
𝖪𝗋𝗎𝗀𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖽𝗈𝗋𝗉 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀,  
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2019 
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐌𝐲 𝐁𝐨𝐝𝐲 𝐈𝐬 𝐌𝐨𝐮𝐫𝐧𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐈𝐭𝐬𝐞𝐥𝐟 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗉𝗁𝗈𝗇𝖾 𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀. 
𝖨, 
𝖬𝗒𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿, 𝖺 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗉𝗌𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍 𝖽𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗒 𝖽𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗁𝗌, 
𝖲𝗍𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾,  
𝖲𝗁𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝖽, 𝗌𝗁𝗈𝗈𝗄𝖾𝖽 & 𝗌𝗁𝖺𝗍𝗍𝖾𝗋𝖾𝖽 
𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝗌𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗌𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗎𝗌 𝗉𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗂𝗍 𝖿𝖺𝖼𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗆𝗒𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿. 
𝖨 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗅𝖽 𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗅𝗅, 
𝖨 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗅𝖽 𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖽  
𝖶𝗁𝗒 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗉𝗁𝗈𝗇𝖾 𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗀  
𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗇𝗎𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍 𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗅𝖽𝗇’𝗍 
𝖤𝗏𝖾𝗇 𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺 𝖻𝖾𝗅𝗅. 
𝖨𝗍 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝗁𝖾𝗋, 
𝖭𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗀𝗂𝖺 - 
𝖬𝗒 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗀𝗂𝗋𝗅𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗇𝖽 𝗐𝗁𝗈 𝖺𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗒𝗓𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝖺𝗌 𝗂𝗍  
𝖮𝖼𝖼𝖺𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗈 𝖺 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗉𝗌𝖾. 
𝖬𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿, 
𝖨 𝗊𝗎𝗂𝖼𝗄𝗅𝗒 𝗋𝖺𝗇 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖻𝖺𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗎𝖻𝖾, 
𝖭𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗀𝗂𝖺 𝗌𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗌𝗄𝗂𝗇 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗁𝗈𝗐 
𝖯𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗒𝖾 & 𝖲𝗉𝗂𝗇𝖺𝖼𝗁 𝗌𝖼𝗈𝗎𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗍 𝖬𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗂’𝗌 𝖥𝗎𝗇𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝖯𝖺𝗅𝗈𝗋. 
𝖨𝗍 𝗆𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝖺 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝖾𝗋𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗇𝗒  
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗐𝖺𝗒 𝗆𝗒 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗉𝗌𝖾 𝗋𝖾𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿, 
𝖢𝗎𝖿𝖿𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒. 
𝖨𝗍 𝗆𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝖺 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝖾𝗋𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗇𝗒 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗐𝖺𝗒 𝖽𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗁 𝗌𝗆𝗂𝗅𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗍 𝗆𝖾 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝗀𝗈𝗋𝗀𝖾𝗈𝗎𝗌 𝗌𝗆𝗂𝗅𝖾. 
𝖨𝗍𝗌 𝗍𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗎𝖾 𝗋𝖺𝗇 𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝗈𝖿 𝗌𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗏𝖺, 
𝖨𝗍𝗌 𝗍𝖾𝖾𝗍𝗁 𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗐𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝗒 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖾, 
𝖠 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖾 𝖿𝗎𝗅𝗅 𝗈𝖿 𝗇𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗀𝗂𝖺 
𝖠 𝗇𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗀𝗂𝖺 𝖿𝗎𝗅𝗅 𝗈𝖿 𝗀𝗋𝗂𝖾𝖿 
𝖬𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝖺𝗀𝖺𝗂𝗇. 
𝖨𝗍 𝗈𝖿𝖿𝗅𝗈𝖺𝖽𝗌 𝗎𝗆𝗍𝗁𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗈, 𝖻𝗎𝗋𝖽𝖾𝗇. 
𝖬𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗌 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝖺𝗀𝖺𝗂𝗇.  
𝖡𝗎𝗍 𝗅𝖾𝗍 𝗆𝖾 𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗅 𝗒𝗈𝗎,  
𝖨 𝗐𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗇 𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗂 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾  
𝖬𝖾𝗌𝗆𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗎𝗀𝗀𝗅𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝖺  
𝖬𝖻𝗁𝗈𝗄𝗈𝖽𝗈’𝗌 𝗐𝗈𝗆𝖻. 
𝖨 𝖽𝗂𝖽 𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝖼𝗋𝗒 𝖺𝗍 𝖻𝗂𝗋𝗍𝗁, 𝗂 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺 𝗇𝖾𝗐 𝗅𝗂𝖿𝖾,  
𝖬𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗒 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿.  
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𝐌𝐳𝐢𝐦𝐛𝐚 𝐒𝐡𝐚𝐤𝐞𝐫 “𝖬𝖺𝗒𝗂𝖻𝗎𝗒𝖾 𝗂𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝗄𝖺” 
𝗞𝗮𝗴𝗶𝘀𝗼 𝗧𝗼𝘄𝗻𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗽 
𝗖𝗶𝗿𝗰𝗮 2020 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐃𝐢𝐬𝐩𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐝 & 𝐃𝐢𝐬𝐩𝐨𝐬𝐬𝐞𝐬𝐬𝐞𝐝 
 
Displaced and dispossessed. 
Red Ants & CPF displace  
our people permanently. 
Settlements fades color 
& the community  
tears itself into disbelief. 
My mother birthed a resistor. 
My job is to resist resistance.  
I resist everything & anything  
from the deepest diggings to the  
depthless & voiceless 
parallel universe. 
Our voice will be heard, 
Whatever means necessary. 
We coexist in the underground like  
our ancestors soil,  
in the basement, deep inside 
underneath the Earth’ surface. 
Abandoned,  
deserted & 
desolated.  
Find us at the subway  
establishing a new neighborhood,  
train surfing and  
pickpocketing.  
Our name tells a story 
Our faces documents our scars.  
Trials & tribulations,  
life expectancy here is unpredictable.  
Hologram inside parallelograms  
The universe has always been parallel. 
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“𝗠𝗷𝗼𝗻𝗱𝗼𝗹𝗼 𝗠𝗮𝗯𝗼𝗻𝗲𝗻𝗴” 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2019 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐁𝐚𝐛𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐳 𝐒𝐭𝐨𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬 
 
Babalaz and counterfeit beers  
Bab’ Dlamini behind the counter 
Bathula change, two finger ke two six. 
Bayisa ndzomela ye Albany ekasi, 
Ntwana wa geleza thina siya geresa. 
Sebsuku, hambo gidla ntwana 
Sebsuku, thina siyo phanda ntwana, 
Helen Zille ubsuku bonke 
Izinyoka concentrated on high voltage  
Johnnie Walker walks nase jumpas  
Jutas scariyota nge toyota 
Kaizer chiefs on his teeth  
Maak Sheshe  
Pinkies day-by-day, bathini?  
Bathi one day bazo popa  
Sbuda maloya uphethe isgodo  
Ba shayi motor, no license disk 
Gijima ebsuku, blood flowing in the passage 
Six nine behind bab’ Dlamini’s house 
Urine graffiti behind the backrooms.  
A sign says “pee at your own risk”  
Bab’Dlamini uya dubula 
We run into our informal settlement  
Sbuda slept on the floor,  
Madlakadlaka slept on the couch 
Bab’ Dlamini never slept on himself. 
He knocked the door like Bheki Cele 
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𝐍𝐞𝐠𝐨𝐭𝐢𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐒𝐩𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐬 
 
𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗈𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌𝗌𝖾𝖽,  
𝖡𝗒 𝖺 𝗌𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗅𝖾𝗋 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗒. 
 
𝖧𝖺𝖽𝗓𝖺𝖻𝖾 
𝖪𝗁𝗈𝖾-𝖲𝖺𝗇 
𝖬𝖻𝗎𝗍𝗂 𝖯𝗒𝗀𝗆𝗂𝖾𝗌 
𝖡𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗎  
𝖬𝖺𝗃𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗌 
 
𝖹𝖺𝗂𝗋𝖾, 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗍 𝗈𝖿 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺 
 
𝖧𝗂𝗃𝖺𝖼𝗄𝖾𝖽 & 
𝖲𝗎𝖻𝗃𝗎𝗀𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽. 
 
𝖭𝖽𝗈𝗍𝖺 𝖪𝖺𝖬𝖿𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗍𝗁𝗎 𝗂𝗆𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗌𝗈𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝖺 𝖼𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗋𝗎𝗒 
 
𝖶𝖾 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖺 𝗅𝗈𝗌𝗍 𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗀𝗎𝖺𝗀𝖾, 
 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖼𝗍 𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗀𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝗂𝗇𝖿𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 
𝖥𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇.  
 
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁𝗌, 𝗌𝖼𝗎𝗅𝗉𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾𝗌 & 𝗉𝖺i𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗌 𝗅𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽 
𝖥𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇 .  
 
𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖼𝖺𝗋𝖽𝗂𝖺𝖼 𝗆𝗎𝗌𝖼𝗅𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗌 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 &  
𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗈𝗋𝖺𝗋𝗒 𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗂𝖿𝖺𝖼𝗍𝗌 
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“𝐎𝐤𝐚𝐩𝐢 𝐤𝐚𝐩𝐞𝐫𝐞 𝐲𝐚𝐝𝐢 𝐤𝐚𝐤𝐚𝐩𝐚” 
Johannesburg  
Circa 2017 
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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“An Ode To Film Cameras” 
𝖣𝗂𝗀𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗅 𝖢𝗈𝗅𝗅𝖺𝗀𝖾 by Kalahari Marrakes 
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𝐒𝐭𝐨𝐩 & 𝐒𝐞𝐚𝐫𝐜𝐡  
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗒 chant their accents every time every day that they walk the paths of Moscow. 
AK47 is my biological father 
My organ is a rifle  
From all walks of life  
Of pain, of of blackness  
We chant the same purpose. Every time Metrorail chants my slogan  
The commuters collapse I pull up with an okapi, 
Group Areas Act Oppikoppi flog wang carnival 
I chant my slogan.  
I attempt iSpharaphara all day every day. 
Hard living, guluva mpilo 
Segregation results 
the revolution will not be televised  
From generation to generation 
Black men in flousheims  
Black men train surfers 
caged in maximum facitilies.  
Black men flee unarmed like a  
liberation struggle led by  
unknown activists.  
Black men don’t loose their steps,  
They get tripped by the segregation slaagens.  
Black men, robbed off their history.  
Black men, robbed off their cultures.  
Black men, robbed off their traditions. 
Black men black pain Black is death, death is black 
Men is black, black is suspect,  
Blackmail and solitary confine. 
No public access, blackness is not a burden.  
Your ancestors remains are halaal.  
Liberate the marginalized, the masses, the lower-classes & the ghettos.  
Colonize your own mind,  
do as you please, 
say what you want  & flee away from fear. 
Your organ is a head gasket gear 
Your casket is a 12,5kg packaging   
Your death is a denied bail  
You have died many times and came back as a powerhouse horsepower cardiac muscle 
Mental slavery resistant. Penetrating nubian kemetic waves  
Hairstylism and cheesekop barbershops  
Wolverhampton Alex Gomora township 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 campus is misleading 
True North, young black youth  
Chuck 70 tailor my workwear. 
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“𝐀𝐛𝐚𝐳𝐢𝐲𝐨  
𝐁𝐚𝐲𝐚𝐳𝐢”  

- 
A Zulu Proverb meaning  
“those who know, know” 
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𝐌𝐞𝐝𝐢𝐜𝐚𝐥 𝐏𝐨𝐞𝐭𝐫𝐲  
 
Decades of screaming 
Centuries of oppression  
Operation fiela  
Ten times guluva 
Telegraph  
Tell them to tell the gram  
We weigh the gram and  
measure harrowing black experiences. 
Experiment hypothesis and hypnosis  
 
Medical poetry is healing immensely 
Medical marijuana is a healer too. 
The telegraph did not say a thing 
The telegram was hologrammed 
The yoghurt performed sweetening activities. 
Sweating and sweating 
The marginalized shall bounce back 
The margins will approach the city geographically 
The marginalized are the status quo 
Talent rooted communities are  
crystal meth infested.  
High power, high beings,  
Feel every moment &  
vibrate to vibrating vibes that vigorously  
Push notifications and gentrifications  
To high levels of power.  
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“𝗔𝘃𝘁𝗼𝗺𝗮𝘁 𝗞𝗮𝗹𝗮𝘀𝗵𝗻𝗶𝗸𝗼𝘃𝘃𝗮 𝗪𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗙𝗿𝗲𝗲 𝗔𝗳𝗿𝗶𝗰𝗮” 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀, 𝖼𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺 2019 
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝗕𝗿𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗕𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗢𝘂𝗿 𝗔𝗿𝘁𝗶𝗳𝗮𝗰𝘁𝘀  
 
There’s toyi-toyi outside.  
 
Black folks are demanding the return of their  
artifacts with artificial intelligence. 
 
“They have looted our homelands  
& stole our artifacts”  
said gogo sgebengu. 
 
“We want them back! 
We want our artifacts back! 
Bring them back!” 
The protestors chanted.  
 
“They come here propagandizing citizens. 
Our medulla is deepened with digitalized textures”. 
 
Textiles from exile,  
Fabric material that fabricated hostile tribes 
In the apartheid-created townships 
In the far west, far eastbank  
Southwestern townships,  
representations matters 
 
Our hidden communities suffer from  
radioactive mining dump.  
Toyi-toyi could never stop. 
Our people will forever toyi-toy 
The government has a policy on toyi-toyi. 
Toyi-toyi until the government resigns 
Toyi-toyi until until 
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𝐊𝐚𝐦𝐞𝐫𝐚 𝐌𝐚𝐜𝐡𝐞𝐥  
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𝗠𝗺𝗲𝘀𝗶 𝗣𝗮𝗿𝗸, 
𝗦𝗼𝘄𝗲𝘁𝗼, 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺. 2019 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐖𝐨𝐮𝐧𝐝𝐟𝐮𝐥 𝐄𝐯𝐢𝐜𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧𝐬 
  
Informal settlement demolishers, 
Kings of evictions! 
Displacers! 
Relocaters of the masses,  
Lords of dispossessing residents. 
The Red Ants, a private security service 
evicting the citizens 
without a court order. 
Bulldozzing their way in our residencies. 
Paralyzing the whole settlement.  
Tear gasing and rubber bulleting our people.  
Dispossessed of our furnitures and  
land.  
Displaced!  
Homelessness already in the guises of  
community halls.  
Left, abandoned &  
neglected in the streets.  
Hundreds of homes collapsed,  
dilapidated & erased 
from the public’s consciousness. 
In disrepair, gentrification at its best.  
Identity documents & certificates  
all in the ashes.  
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𝐖𝐡𝐞𝐧 𝐌𝐲 𝐅𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫 𝐖𝐚𝐬 𝐑𝐢𝐜𝐡 
Krugersdorp, Johannesburg  circa 2017 ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂 
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𝐅𝐨𝐫 𝐁𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐤 𝐁𝐨𝐲𝐬  
 
They said black boys are inherently violent. 
They misled us.  
They misled us [again] when they said 
Black boys don’t burst into tears 
They burst in cry crocodile tears. 
Violence is established in pieces. 
Violence is everlasting. 
Deathless, dateless, violence is endless 
Black on black violence is forever.  
Redirect that violence elsewhere.  
Stubborn like my father Patrick Patriarch, 
Immortal like my black ancestry linage 
Hold patriarchy hostage &  
seize all the matriarchs. 
Free my insecurities  
& criminalize whiteness.   
Decriminalize unliberated voices.  
Still marginalized 
Steal from the higher classes.  
Still systematically oppressed  
Police vans and sirens causes panic to 
Black boys because Black boys love 
running and running. 
Police officers Usain Bolt black boys in  
white communities.  
White supremacy suspects  
Every Black boy. 
Our internal cries will be heard.  
Herd that cattle, 
Keep it moving. 
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𝐈 𝐒𝐞𝐞𝐤 𝐀𝐬𝐥𝐲𝐮𝐦 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
𝖨  
𝗌𝖾𝖾𝗄  
𝖺𝗌𝗒𝗅𝗎𝗆  
𝖺𝗇𝖽  
𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗇 
Two minutes  
Two minutes  
As𝗌𝖺𝗅𝖺𝖺𝗆𝗎-𝗎-𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗂𝗄𝗎𝗆. 
 
I’m  
Never  
Seeking  
Asylum  
Again.  
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“𝐁lack 𝐄𝐱𝐜𝐞𝐥𝐥𝐞𝐧𝐜𝐞” 
𝐃𝐢𝐠𝐢𝐭𝐚𝐥 𝐃𝐢𝐚𝐬𝐩𝐨𝐫𝐚 
Digital Collage  
Circa.2019 
ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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“𝗦𝗼𝗽𝗵𝗶𝗮𝘁𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝗧𝗿𝗶𝗼𝗺𝗽𝗵” 
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2018 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐖𝐞𝐬𝐭𝐞𝐫𝐧 𝐃𝐞𝐦𝐨𝐜𝐫𝐚𝐜𝐲 
 
𝖨 know what western democracy is.  
 
Western democracy is the  
looting of African artifacts. 
 
Western democracy is the wars in  
Iran, Iraq, Afghanistan, Syria. 
 
Western democracy is displaced populations. 
 
Child soldiers.  
Arms dealing. 
 
Western democracy is modern slavery.  
 
Collector of illicit antiquities.  
 
Western democracy is unending violence  
Western democracy is violence towards the black body. 
Western democracy is the milking of Africa’s resources. 
Western democracy is destroyed homes,  
 
Dilapidated infrastructure, 
informal settlements, 
impoverished neighborhoods. 
 
Western democracy is extreme  
wealth inequalities. 
Western democracy is the head of  
vicious terrorism.  
Western democracy is to rejoice over  
Maummar Gaddafi’s death. 
Western democracy is the bombing of  
mosques and churches. 
 
𝙒𝙚𝙨𝙩𝙚𝙧𝙣 𝙙𝙚𝙢𝙤𝙘𝙧𝙖𝙘𝙮 𝙞𝙨 𝙣𝙤𝙩 𝙙𝙚𝙢𝙤𝙘𝙧𝙖𝙘𝙮 𝙖𝙩 𝙖𝙡𝙡.  
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“Diepkloof Expensive Bennekant” 
Soweto, 
Johannesburg  
Circa. 2019 
ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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“𝐔𝐧𝐝𝐞𝐫𝐧𝐞𝐚𝐭𝐡 𝐌𝐚𝐧𝐝𝐞𝐥𝐚’𝐬 𝐁𝐫𝐢𝐝𝐠𝐞 𝐈𝐬 𝐀 𝐑𝐚𝐢𝐥𝐰𝐚𝐲 𝐒𝐲𝐬𝐭𝐞𝐦” 
Johannesburg , Circa 2018 
ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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“𝐆𝐞𝐞𝐧 𝐆𝐫𝐞𝐞𝐧 𝐂𝐚𝐜𝐭𝐮𝐬” 
𝐊𝐫𝐮𝐠𝐞𝐫𝐬𝐝𝐨𝐫𝐩 
𝐉𝐨𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐛𝐮𝐫𝐠 
Circa. 2016 
ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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 “𝐃𝐈𝐒𝐌𝐀𝐍𝐓𝐋𝐄  
 

𝐀𝐏𝐀𝐑𝐓𝐇𝐄𝐈𝐃’𝐒  
 

𝐒𝐏𝐀𝐓𝐈𝐀𝐋 
 

𝐏𝐋𝐀𝐍𝐍𝐈𝐍𝐆.” 
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𝐈 𝐖𝐚𝐥𝐤 𝐄𝐚𝐫𝐥𝐲 𝐈𝐧 𝐓𝐡𝐞 
𝐌𝐨𝐫𝐧𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 
𝖨 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗄 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀  
𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗇 𝗋𝗈𝖼𝗄𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗉𝗂𝗍𝖻𝗎𝗅𝗅𝗌 
𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗍𝗂𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝖿 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗌𝗍𝖾𝗉𝗌.  
𝖨 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗄 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗈  
𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗆𝖾𝗇 𝗉𝗂𝗍𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍,  
𝗆𝗎𝗀, 𝗋𝗈𝖻 𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗆𝖾𝗇.  
𝖨 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗄 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗇  
𝖽𝗎𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗈𝗇𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗇 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗌𝖾𝗑 𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗄𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗐𝗈𝗋𝗄 𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗍𝗂𝗆𝖾.  
𝗂 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗄 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗇  
𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝗄𝗂𝖽𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗍𝗐𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝖼𝗋𝖾𝗍𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖽𝗌.  
𝖨 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗄 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗇  
𝗄𝖺𝖺𝗅𝖿𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗄𝗎𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗎 𝖻𝖾𝗂𝗇𝗀𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗉𝖺𝗍𝗋𝗈𝗅𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒, 
I 𝗐𝖺𝗅𝗄 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾  
𝗀𝖾𝗇𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝗉𝗎𝖻𝗅𝗂𝖼 𝗂𝗌 𝖺𝗌𝗅𝖾𝖾𝗉 𝖺𝗇𝖽  
𝖾𝗅𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗅𝗒 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗐𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗇  
𝗌𝖼𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍𝗌 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗀𝖺𝗅𝖾𝗉𝗁𝗂𝗋𝗂𝗆𝗂. 
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“𝗦𝗼𝘂𝘁𝗵 𝗔𝗳𝗿𝗶𝗰𝗮’𝘀 𝗽𝗶𝗹𝗹𝗮𝗿 𝗼𝗳 𝘁𝗿𝗮𝗻𝘀𝗽𝗼𝗿𝘁” 
Johannesburg  
Circa 2017 
ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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𝐍𝐲𝐚𝐨𝐩𝐞 
 
Crystal meth has hooked our communities. 
Heroes turned to heroine for help 
Nyaope is a high level of drug infestation 
Communities dark at heart. 
Narcolepsy nyaope has infestated  
neglected spaces 
Nyaope ingredients indigested in the inner cities  
Rehabilitation centers are now designated  
Pharmacies bringing more drugs 
Capitalism is a drug dealer.  
Pharmaceutical companies operate in  
the streets,  
the streets  
are misguided avenues that lead us 
to the traphouses, the drughouses, 
the streets leads us to the dungeons. 
Antibiotics & antivirals are viral in  
our communities.  
My community is high on nyanyaza.  
Nyaope enters through the gates of  
Rehabilitation centers. 
Nyaope enters through the gates of  
Heaven. 
God must be high on Nyaope 
The bible must be high too 
Drug liberation.  
It’s a struggle 
We need to liberate ourselves from. 
Liberate our communities by all means 
Drug resistance.  
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𝐂𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐠𝐞𝐫 𝐆𝐮𝐥𝐮𝐯𝐚 
 
 
Bus driver changer stimela mageu ka atchaar 
Kfc fingers burger king whoopers 
Roads nasty tv roadwork legends at work 
Carhartt work in progress workwear guluva  
skate communit𝐢𝐞𝐬 𝐚𝐧𝐝 pantsula  
Subcultures grow every time  
cultural appropriation 𝐢𝐬 𝐢𝐧 𝐦𝐨𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧 
Revolutionary hair gimmicks stop and search  
Free state orange river nile crocodile running  
Up and down left right and center 
Stop and search black people in white communities  
Black is suspect  
𝐍𝐨 potent contentment is contaminated  
Glue your hair inside of me I’m spinning  
My head injuries and minor headaches are my  
Favorite couples, salt and vinegar 
Gin and juice boys and girls love 
Each other but boys kiss boys and god smiles 
Stop and search white people caucuses and suburbs  
Middle-class my ass & 
localize maruganja  
Propaganda is a state of mind 
Empire State of joburg  
journalism in jeopardy 
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“𝐌𝐚𝐭𝐫𝐢𝐚𝐫𝐜𝐡𝐬, 𝐈𝐦𝐛𝐨𝐤𝐨𝐝𝐨 𝐙𝐞 𝐌𝐩𝐢𝐥𝐨” 
Digital Collage  
34.5 x 27.1cm 
Circa. 2019 
ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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𝐑3 𝐂𝐨𝐮𝐫𝐭𝐥𝐞𝐢𝐠𝐡  
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“𝗙𝗥𝗔𝗚𝗠𝗘𝗡𝗧𝗘𝗗” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“𝗚𝗛𝗘𝗧𝗧𝗢” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“𝗘𝗫𝗣𝗘𝗥𝗜𝗘𝗡𝗖𝗘𝗦” 
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Piet Van Tonder – Faces & Places, Krugersdorp – Johannesburg, Circa 2018 ⓒKalahari  
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𝗚𝗼𝗼𝗱 𝗠𝗼𝘂𝗿𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴 
 
Every day we mourn because  
Black boys die every day  
Everyday life is a harsh reality in the peripheral townships. 
 
We learn every day  
 
Everyday stories fuels our thrive 
Our thrive is hidden within  
 
Bruise their espionage  
 
Death is our thing 
A permanent thing we mourn temporarily  
 
But oksalayo every day we mourn  
 
We mourn our fatherless selves  
Because we can not unmourn. 
 
Unpack my empty emotions  
Unearth my father’s remains  
Unzip my workwear dungaree  
Unclip my camping backpack 
 
Ethnic cleansing  
 
Unamused  
 
Black boys are buried everyday  
Black boys bury other black boys 
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𝐑𝐮𝐧, 𝐅𝐥𝐞𝐞, 𝐁𝐚𝐥𝐞𝐤𝐚 
 
Run for your life  
 
We run this town 
 
Go for a run, a walk, a jog  
 
Run yourself into the pit holocaust  
 
Holograms holding rifles 
 
My brain is a diaspora 
 
Nostalgia runs through the veins 
 
My veins stare at me as i take a piss  
 
And piss off the officials. 
 
We make noise in the hotel rooms  
 
Nourish your innercircle and keep it dwarf  
 
Run away from fear and let be 
 
Flee away from fear and let be 
 
Exile yourself. 
 
Usain bolt yourself.  
 
Slyze away,  
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Sthiberesh, 
Faces & Places 
Kagiso, Johannesburg  
Circa 2018 
ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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@supremenewyork 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 118	

 
𝐂𝐮𝐫𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐀 𝐅𝐮𝐧𝐞𝐫𝐚𝐥  
 
𝘍𝘰𝘳 𝘔𝘻𝘶𝘻𝘦𝘱𝘩𝘪 𝘔𝘢𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘣𝘶𝘭𝘢 𝘢𝘧𝘵𝘦𝘳  
𝘩𝘪𝘴 𝘵𝘦𝘴𝘵𝘪𝘤𝘭𝘦𝘴 𝘸𝘦𝘳𝘦 𝘭𝘦𝘧𝘵 𝘮𝘶𝘵𝘪𝘭𝘢𝘵𝘦𝘥.  
 
𝖡𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄. 
 
𝖬𝗈𝗌𝗍 𝖿𝗎𝗇𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗅𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾𝗇'𝗍 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄. 
𝖡𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖾 
𝖡𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗇 𝖲𝖾𝗌𝗁 𝖦𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗏𝖾𝗌𝗁 
 
𝘕𝘥𝘰𝘵𝘢 𝘌𝘮𝘯𝘺𝘢𝘮𝘢 
 
𝖡𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖭𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗓𝖺 
𝖢𝗎𝗋𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺 𝖿𝗎𝗇𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗅 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗁𝗂𝗆𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿. 
 
𝖳𝗁𝗎𝗆𝖻𝗌 𝗎𝗉, 𝗂𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗑 𝖿𝗂𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗋 &  
𝖬𝗂𝖽𝖽𝗅𝖾 𝖿𝗂𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗋 𝗍𝗈𝗀𝖾𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝗉𝗈𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗐𝖺𝗋𝖽,  
𝖬𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗏𝖺 𝖻𝗈𝗒𝗌 𝖺𝗉𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗇𝗈𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾, 
 
𝖮𝗇𝖾 𝖻𝗒 𝗈𝗇𝖾 
𝖬𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗏𝖺 𝖻𝗈𝗒𝗌 𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗂𝗌𝗂𝗇𝗀  
 
𝖭𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗓𝖺 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝖦𝗈𝖽 𝗁𝖾 𝗂𝗌. 
 
𝖲𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗈𝗇𝗀𝗎𝖾𝗌 & 𝗌𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 
𝖲𝖾𝗂𝗓𝗎𝗋𝖾 & 𝖾𝗉𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗉𝗌𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇. 
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Orange Is The Colour Of Most Prisons’ Overalls. Mistaken For An Inmate” 
Soweto, Pimville  
Johannesburg, Circa2019  ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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“Amandla”  
Johannesburg  
Circa. 2018 
ⓒKalahari Marrrakesh  
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𝐈 𝐏𝐥𝐞𝐝𝐠𝐞 𝐀𝐥𝐥𝐢𝐚𝐧𝐜𝐞 
 
𝖨 𝗉𝗅𝖾𝖽𝗀𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗂𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖺 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗄𝖾𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝖺𝗇 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗀𝗅𝖺𝗏𝖺, 
𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗒 𝖺𝗋𝗆𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗉𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖺𝗌 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗈𝗄𝖺𝗉𝗂𝗌. 
 
𝖨 𝗉𝗅𝖾𝖽𝗀𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗂𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖯𝗁𝗎𝗇𝗒𝗎𝗄𝖺 𝖡𝖺𝗆𝗉𝗁𝖾𝗍𝖾 
 
𝖠 𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿-𝗉𝗋𝗈𝖼𝗅𝖺𝗂𝗆𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗇𝗍 𝗌𝗆𝖾𝗅𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗀𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖺 𝗐𝖺𝗋𝖾𝖿𝖺𝗋𝖾,  
 
𝖲𝗅𝖺𝗎𝗀𝗁𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖼𝖾-𝗆𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗂𝗓𝖾𝗇𝗌 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖺𝗀𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗂𝗌 𝗋𝗂𝖿𝖾.  
 
𝖫𝖾𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗅 𝗂𝖿 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗆𝖺𝗇𝖿𝗎𝗅𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝗂𝗌 𝗐𝖾𝖺𝗄 
𝖱𝗂𝗍𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗅𝗈𝗈𝖽𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗋𝗌𝗍𝗒 𝗈𝗇𝗅𝗒 𝗋𝖾𝖼𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗅𝗒. 
 
𝖱𝖾𝖼𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗅𝗒 𝗐𝖾 𝗌𝖾𝖾𝗆 𝗍𝗈 𝖼𝖺𝗇𝗍 𝗍𝗈𝗉𝗉𝗅𝖾 𝗉𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖺𝗋𝖼𝗁𝗒, 
𝖤𝗑𝗍𝖾𝗇𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝖽𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗌𝖼𝖾𝗌  
 
𝖨 𝗉𝗅𝖾𝖽𝗀𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗂𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖺 𝖹𝗈𝗅𝖺 𝖡𝗎𝖽𝖽 𝗇𝗄𝖺𝖻𝗂 𝗂𝗇  
𝖠𝗅𝗂𝗀𝗇𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗌𝖾𝗆𝗂 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖾𝗍𝗍𝖺 9𝗆𝗆, 
𝖱𝖾𝖺𝖽𝗒 𝗍𝗈 𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖺𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗍𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖾𝗋 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗌𝗉𝗈𝗋𝗍. 
 
𝖨 𝗉𝗅𝖾𝖽𝗀𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗂𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖥𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝗁𝖺𝗇 𝖬𝖺𝖡𝖺𝗇𝖺𝗇𝖺, 
 
𝖨𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗃𝖺 
 
𝖠 𝗅𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗅𝖾𝗀𝖾𝗇𝖽. 
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Zulu Jump, Kagiso Central, Krugersdorp, West of Johannesburg. ⓒObakeng Selapisi c.2017 
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”𝐈𝐭𝐲𝐚  
𝐎𝐤𝐚𝐧𝐲𝐞 
𝐔𝐭𝐲𝐢𝐰𝐞” 
 
𝐀 𝐗𝐡𝐨𝐬𝐚 𝐏𝐫𝐨𝐯𝐞𝐫𝐛 𝐦𝐞𝐚𝐧𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 “𝐄𝐚𝐭 𝐨𝐫 𝐠𝐞𝐭 𝐞𝐚𝐭𝐞𝐧”  

 
 
 



	 124	

𝐂𝐨𝐦𝐦𝐮𝐧𝐢𝐭𝐢𝐞𝐬 𝐢𝐧 𝐃𝐢𝐬𝐭𝐫𝐞𝐬𝐬 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗋𝖾𝗏𝗈𝗅𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗂𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗎𝗈𝗎𝗌𝗅𝗒 𝗎𝗇𝖿𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀.  
𝖬𝗒 𝗌𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗇 𝗒𝖾𝖺𝗋-𝗈𝗅𝖽 𝖻𝗋𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋 𝖼𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗌 '𝖠𝗆𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗅𝖺' (𝗓𝗎𝗅𝗎 𝗐𝗈𝗋𝖽 𝗆𝖾𝖺𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗉𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗋) 
𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗍𝖾𝖽𝗅𝗒.  
𝖶𝖾 𝖾𝖺𝗍 𝖻𝗎𝗅𝗅𝖾𝗍𝗌 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝖻𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗄𝖿𝖺𝗌𝗍,  
𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗅𝖾 𝗆𝖺𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗌 𝗅𝖺𝗒𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗇 𝖻𝖾𝖽,  
𝗍𝗐𝗈 𝖺𝗎𝗍𝗈 𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗅𝖾 𝗆𝖺𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗌 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝗉𝗉𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖿𝗅𝗈𝗈𝗋,  
𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝗋𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋'𝗌 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁-𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗅𝖾 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗇𝖾𝗀𝗅𝗂𝗀𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾,  
𝖺𝖻𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗐𝗂𝗌𝖽𝗈𝗆 𝖺𝖻𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗈𝗇𝖾𝖽.  
𝖡𝗂𝗋𝗍𝗁𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖾𝗍𝖺 𝗉𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗅,  
𝖻𝖺𝗉𝗍𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝖺 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝗏𝗒 𝗆𝖺𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗋𝗒 𝖺𝗋𝗌𝖾𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝗆𝗈𝗌𝗊𝗎𝖾.  
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝗒 𝗇𝖾𝗂𝗀𝗁𝖻𝗈𝗋𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽𝗌 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗆𝗒 𝖽𝗋𝗈𝗇𝖾 & 𝖿𝗂𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗒𝖾,  
𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝗂 𝗌𝖺𝗐 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗎𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗌,  
𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗌.  
𝖮𝗎𝗋 𝗇𝖾𝗂𝗀𝗁𝖻𝗈𝗋𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽𝗌 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝗁𝗈𝗈𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝗇 𝖼𝗋𝗒𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅 𝗆𝖾𝗍𝗁 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝖽𝖾𝖼𝖺𝖽𝖾𝗌,  
𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗈𝖾𝗌 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖾 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗁𝖾𝗅𝗉,  
𝗇𝖾𝗀𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗈𝗌 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝟦𝟩𝗌 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗁𝖾𝗅𝗉,  
𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗋𝖾𝗏𝗈𝗅𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗂𝗌 𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗎𝗇𝖿𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀.  
𝖣𝗋𝗎𝗀 𝖽𝖾𝖺𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗀𝗎𝗂𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝗍 𝖽𝖾𝖺𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌 –  
𝖡𝖺𝗀𝗁𝖽𝖺𝖽 & 𝖲𝗁𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗎𝗓𝖺 𝖬𝖺𝗑 𝗌𝖺𝗂𝖽 
"𝖨𝗍𝗒𝖺 𝗈𝗄𝖺𝗇𝗒𝖾 𝗎𝗍𝗒𝗂𝗐𝖾"  
𝖨 𝖾𝗑𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝗆𝗒𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗆𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝗂𝗇 𝖽𝗈𝗍𝗌 𝖽𝗈𝗍𝗌, 
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“Not All Men Are Trash” Yini le? 
Johannesburg  
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺. 2019 
ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐖𝐞𝐬𝐭 𝐕𝐢𝐥𝐥𝐚𝐠𝐞, 
𝐊𝐫𝐮𝐠𝐞𝐫𝐬𝐝𝐨𝐫𝐩  
1739 
𝐉𝐨𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐛𝐮𝐫𝐠 
2001 
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𝐖𝐨𝐮𝐧𝐝𝐞𝐝 & 𝐄𝐱𝐢𝐥𝐞𝐝 
 
Wounded and exiled 
Cross border triangles and transitions. 
My wounds are open, left to bleed to the core because i bleed lava. 
Lavender mist thick gel bleach drips  
From my wounds, thick gel bleach  
Bacterial spaces absorbed by my wounds. 
Esophagus misogynistic citizens  
Gleaming and shining 
Like the masses tears, 
tough on grease and stains. 
Relationships strained,  
Exile is home, 
Home is exile.  
Exiled like my ancestors  
Displaced and dispossessed  
Exile is welcoming,  
Songs from exile unfold 
my heart and lungs. 
Songs from exile are fragile.  
Armed. 
The people shall liberate  
themselves. 
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Problem Child 
Bara Taxi Rank, Soweto  
Johannesburg 
Circa. 2019 ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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𝐓𝐢𝐤 𝐊𝐢𝐥𝐥𝐬  
 
𝘍𝘰𝘳 𝘚𝘰𝘶𝘵𝘩 𝘈𝘧𝘳𝘪𝘤𝘢'𝘴 𝘤𝘰𝘮𝘮𝘶𝘯𝘪𝘵𝘪𝘦𝘴 𝘢𝘧𝘵𝘦𝘳 
𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘪𝘳 𝘵𝘰𝘸𝘯𝘴𝘩𝘪𝘱𝘴 𝘸𝘦𝘳𝘦 𝘧𝘭𝘰𝘰𝘥𝘦𝘥 𝘸𝘪𝘵𝘩 𝘛𝘪𝘬.  
 
W𝗂𝗍𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁'𝗌 𝗆𝖾𝗍𝖾𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖼 𝗋𝗂𝗌𝖾 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆  
T𝗁𝖾 𝖽𝗋𝗎𝗀-𝗂𝗇𝖿𝖾𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 
𝖨𝗆𝗉𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗌𝗁𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗇𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿  
𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗌𝖾𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖾. 
 
𝖧𝗈𝗐 𝗂𝗌 𝗂𝗍 𝖺 𝗋𝗂𝗌𝖾? 
 
𝖠 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗐𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉, 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝗍𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾 
𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖲𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝖺. 
𝖫𝖺𝖼𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗍, 𝖬𝖾𝖽𝗂𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗇 𝗏𝖾𝗀𝖾𝗍𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 
𝖨𝗇𝗍𝗈𝗑𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 
𝖷𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖺 𝗑𝗒𝗅𝗈𝗉𝗁𝗈𝗇𝖾𝗌 𝖻𝗂𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗌𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝗌𝖼𝖺𝗉𝖾𝗌 𝗐𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖾 
𝖳𝗂𝗄 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗎𝖾𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗄𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗌𝖾 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗐𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌. 
𝖲𝗈𝗆𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗋𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗃𝗈𝗀𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗀, 𝗂𝗇𝖿𝗅𝗎𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽 
𝖪𝖾𝗇𝗒𝖺𝗇 𝖺𝗍𝗁𝗅𝖾𝗍𝖾𝗌. 
𝖳𝗋𝖺𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗄𝖺𝖺𝗅𝖿𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝖪𝗅𝗈𝗈𝖿𝖾𝗇𝖽𝖺𝗅, 
𝖧𝗂𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀. 
𝖧𝗂𝗃𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗋𝖺𝖿𝖿𝗂𝖼 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖼𝗒𝖼𝗅𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗌 𝖼𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗒𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗌𝗌𝗎𝖺𝗅𝗍  
𝖱𝗂𝖿𝗅𝖾𝗌. 
𝖱𝗂𝗍𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗌 𝗋𝗂𝖿𝖾.  
𝖤𝗇𝗀𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖿𝗎𝗌𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖾𝗇𝖾𝗋𝗀𝗒 𝖽𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗄𝗌 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖼𝗈𝗀𝗇𝖺𝖼, 
𝖮𝗇 𝗋𝗈𝗎𝗍𝖾. 
𝖲𝗍𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗈𝗈𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗇 
𝖳𝗋𝖾𝗄𝗄𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖻𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖲𝖺𝗏𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖺𝗁, 
𝖱𝗎𝗇𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗐𝖺𝗒 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝖳𝗂𝗄.  
𝖳𝗂𝗄 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗂𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗎𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝗏𝗎𝗎𝗋 𝗏𝖺𝖺𝗂 &  
𝖬𝖺𝗇𝖾𝗎𝗏𝖾𝗋 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖻𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗈𝖿 𝖳𝗂𝗄. 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝖿𝗅𝗈𝗈𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖬𝖾𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗆𝗉𝗁𝖾𝗍𝖺𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖾 
𝖳𝗂𝗄 𝗂𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗄 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇. 
𝖶𝗁𝖾𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗅𝗈𝖼𝗄 𝖼𝗅𝗂𝖼𝗄𝗌 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺𝗇 𝗈𝗄𝖺𝗉𝗂, 
𝖳𝗂𝗄 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗂𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗄𝗇𝗈𝗐 𝗂𝗍'𝗌 𝗍𝗂𝗆𝖾. 
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𝐅𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐬 & 𝐏𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐞𝐬 , 𝐃𝐢𝐠𝐢𝐭𝐚𝐥 𝐃𝐢𝐚𝐬𝐩𝐨𝐫𝐚, 𝐃𝐢𝐠𝐢𝐭𝐚𝐥 𝐂𝐨𝐥𝐥𝐚𝐠𝐞, ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺. (2019) 
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𝐏𝐞𝐭𝐫𝐢𝐟𝐲  
𝐓𝐡𝐞 
𝐏𝐚𝐭𝐫𝐢𝐚𝐫𝐜𝐡𝐲 
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🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶
🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶
🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶
🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶
🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶🄶 
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𝐓𝐨𝐰𝐧𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐩 𝐂𝐢𝐯𝐢𝐥𝐢𝐳𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧   
 
𝖲𝗉𝗅𝗂𝗍 𝗌𝗄𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗍𝗈𝗇 𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖺𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗈 𝗉𝗂𝖾𝖼𝖾𝗌, 
𝖧𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒 𝗋𝖾𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗌 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿.   
𝖭𝖾𝖿𝖾𝗋𝗍𝗂𝗍𝗍𝗂'𝗌 𝗁𝖾𝖺𝖽 𝗂𝗌 𝗁𝗂𝖽𝖽𝖾𝗇 𝖻𝖾𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝖼𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇.  
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌 𝗆𝖺𝖽𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝗍,  
𝖵𝗂𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗆𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽 & 𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗀𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽. 
𝖵𝗂𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗆𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗈𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗂𝗈𝗇 & 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍. 
𝖵𝗂𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗆𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗅𝗈𝗎𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗌, 
𝖮𝗎𝗍𝗅𝗒𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖼𝗍𝗌 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺 𝖻𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖽 𝖾𝗒𝖾. 
𝖥𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝖺𝗀𝖺𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗍 𝗂𝗇𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗀𝗇𝗈𝗋𝖾𝖽, 
𝖥𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝖺𝗀𝖺𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗍 𝗉𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗍𝗒 𝗂𝗌 𝖾𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗆𝗂𝖼 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗅𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗋-𝖼𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌. 
𝖴𝗇𝖾𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝖼𝖾𝗇𝖾𝗌.   
𝖱𝗂𝖼𝗁 
𝖴𝗇𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍. 𝖴𝗇𝖾𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝗉𝖺𝖼𝖾𝗌. 
𝖧𝗂𝗀𝗁-𝖼𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗌 𝗌𝗎𝖻𝗎𝗋𝖻𝗌 𝗇𝖾𝗂𝗀𝗁𝖻𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗆𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗅𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗌 
𝖥𝗂𝗏𝖾-𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗋 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗌 𝗇𝖾𝗂𝗀𝗁𝖻𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗆𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗅𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗌 
𝖢𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗈𝗋 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝖻𝖺𝗋𝗂𝗌𝗆?  
𝖡𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝖾𝗑𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝖽𝖾𝗇𝗂𝖺𝗅,  
𝖳𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝗅𝗂𝖿𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝖾𝗑𝗁𝖺𝗎𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗅𝗒 𝖺 𝖻𝗎𝗋𝖽𝖾𝗇 
𝖧𝗂𝗀𝗁 𝗅𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗅 𝗈𝖿 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗉𝖺𝗋𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗏𝖺𝗂𝗅, 
𝖣𝗂𝗅𝖺𝗉𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗉𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝖽-𝖼𝖺𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗒𝗓𝖾𝖽 𝗀𝗁𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗈𝗌 
𝖣𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗋 𝖻𝗈𝗑 𝖻𝗋𝖾𝖽. 𝖪𝗂𝗍𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗇 𝖿𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾, 
𝖣𝖾𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗎𝖼𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖺 𝗋𝖾𝗀𝗂𝗆𝖾 
𝖠 𝗐𝖺𝗋 𝗂𝗌 𝗀𝗈𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗇 𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 
𝖡𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗈𝗇 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗐𝖺𝗋𝖿𝖺𝗋𝖾 
𝖶𝖺𝗋 𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖿𝗌 
𝖲𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝗅𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗅 𝖽𝗋𝗎𝗀 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖻𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗂𝗇 𝖻𝗂𝗉𝖾𝖽𝖺𝗅 𝗅𝗈𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇. 
𝖴𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗇𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗁 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁'𝗌 𝗀𝗈𝗅𝖽 𝗉𝗅𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗅𝗎𝗇𝗀𝗌, 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗇𝗌 𝖺𝗇 
𝖨𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖾 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗇𝖾𝗋𝖺. 
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𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2019 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐀𝐬 𝐈 𝐒𝐜𝐫𝐮𝐛 𝐌𝐲 𝐁𝐨𝐝𝐲  
 
𝗂𝗍’𝗌 𝖻𝗋𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝖲𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖺𝗒 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀, 
𝖬𝗒 𝖿𝖺𝗆𝗂𝗅𝗒 𝗀𝖾𝗍𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝖺𝖽𝗒 𝖿𝗈𝗋  
𝖠 𝖼𝗁𝗎𝗋𝖼𝗁 𝗌𝖾𝗋𝗏𝗂𝖼𝖾. 
𝖨, 𝗆𝗒𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿, 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝖺 𝖻𝗎𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍 𝗈𝖿  
𝖧𝗈𝗍 𝗐𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗋, 𝗌𝗎𝗇𝗅𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝗀𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝖻𝖺𝗋 
𝖠𝖼𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗉𝖺𝗇𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖺 𝖿𝖺𝖼𝖾𝖼𝗅𝗈𝗍𝗁. 
𝖨𝗇 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝖾𝖽𝗋𝗈𝗈𝗆, 𝖳𝗎𝗉𝖺𝖼’𝗌 𝗉𝗁𝗈𝗍𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁  
𝖶𝖺𝗍𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗌 𝗆𝖾 𝖺𝗌 𝗂 𝗌𝖼𝗋𝗎𝖻 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒,  
𝖲𝗁𝖺𝗄𝗎𝗋 𝗐𝖺𝗍𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗌 𝗆𝖾 𝗀𝗋𝗂𝖾𝖿𝗅𝗒 𝖺𝗌  
𝖨 𝗌𝖼𝗋𝗎𝖻 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗌𝗄𝗂𝗇  
𝖫𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗉𝗌𝖾 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁𝗁𝖾𝗅𝖽 𝖺𝗍 𝖺 𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗎𝖺𝗋𝗒. 
𝖨 𝖽𝗈𝗇’𝗍 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗒𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝖺𝗇𝗒𝗆𝗈𝗋𝖾 
𝖨 𝖺𝗆 𝖻𝖾𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗄𝗇𝗈𝗐 𝗆𝗒𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿, 
𝖬𝗒 𝗌𝗈𝗎𝗅 𝖽𝗎𝗆𝗉𝗌 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒. 
𝖫𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗉𝗌𝖾, 𝖽𝖾𝖺𝖽 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝖻𝗅𝗈𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀, 
𝖥𝗅𝗈𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝖾𝖺. 
𝖬𝗒 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗌, 𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗎𝗌𝖾𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗍 
𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖼𝗍𝖿𝗎𝗅 𝗐𝗈𝗋𝖽𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖾𝗅𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗅𝗒 
𝖶𝗁𝗈 𝗌𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗅𝗒 𝖺𝗋𝗀𝗎𝖾 𝖺𝖻𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝗂𝖽𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗉𝗈𝗅𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖼𝗌,  
𝖬𝗒 𝗁𝖺𝗇𝖽𝗌 𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝖾𝖾𝗅 
𝖢𝗈𝗌 𝗆𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗂𝗌 𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝖺 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒  
𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗇𝗈𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀, 
𝖨𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗆𝖾 𝗂𝗌 𝖾𝗆𝗉𝗍𝗒, 
𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗇𝗈𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀, 
𝖬𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗎𝗌𝖾𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝖻𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗁 
𝖬𝗒 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗋𝖾𝖿𝗎𝗌𝖾𝗌 𝗍𝗈 𝗆𝗈𝗏𝖾, 
𝖨 𝗌𝖼𝗋𝗎𝖻 𝗂𝗍 𝖺𝗌 𝗂𝖿 𝗂𝗍 𝗂𝗌 
𝗂𝗍𝗌 𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗍 𝖽𝖺𝗒 𝗈𝗇 𝖤𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗁, 
𝖨 𝗌𝖼𝗋𝗎𝖻 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝗇𝗈𝗂𝗋 𝗌𝗄𝗂𝗇  
𝖫𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝗂𝗍 𝗁𝖺𝗌 𝗌𝗂𝗇𝗇𝖾𝖽, 
𝖭𝗈𝗍 𝗂𝗇 𝖺 𝖻𝗂𝖻𝗅𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝖾𝗇𝗌𝖾  
𝖡𝗎𝗍 𝗂𝗇 𝖺𝗇 𝖺𝖾𝗌𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗍𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗑𝗍. 
𝖨 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝖺𝗂𝗇, 𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝖾𝗋𝗏𝖾, 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖼𝗅𝖾𝖺𝗇 
𝖳𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗉𝗌𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖾. 
𝖡𝖾𝖼𝖺𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝗂𝖿 𝗒𝗈𝗎 𝖽𝗈𝗇’𝗍 𝗌𝖼𝗋𝗎𝖻 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒, 
𝖶𝗁𝗈 𝗐𝗂𝗅𝗅?  
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𝐑𝐮𝐧  
𝐁𝐚𝐥𝐞𝐤𝐚,  
𝐅𝐥𝐞𝐞 𝐚𝐰𝐚𝐲, 
𝐄𝐱𝐢𝐥𝐞 
𝐲𝐨𝐮𝐫𝐬𝐞𝐥𝐟. 
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𝐆𝐚𝐮𝐛𝐮𝐬, 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀, 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺. 2018 ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗥𝗶𝘁𝗲 𝘁𝗼  
𝗞𝗮𝗴𝗶𝘀𝗼 𝗧𝗼𝘄𝗻𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗽 
 
𝖪𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗌𝗈, 𝖺 𝗌𝗆𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝗁𝖾𝗅𝗅  
𝗐𝖾𝗌𝗍 𝗈𝖿 𝗃𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
 
𝖦𝗈 𝗋𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍,  
𝖾𝖶𝗋𝗈𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝖱𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 𝗂𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝗆𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗋𝖺 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖺𝗀𝖾𝗌 𝗂𝗇 𝖪𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗌𝗈 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗋𝗂𝖿𝖾 
 
𝖡𝗅𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗅𝗅𝗌 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖻𝗋𝗈𝗄𝖾𝗇 𝗉𝗂𝗉𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝗐𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗋 𝖿𝗅𝗎𝗂𝖽𝗂𝗍𝗒 
 
𝖡𝗅𝗈𝗈𝖽 𝗆𝗂𝗅𝖿𝗌 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖾𝖺𝖽 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗏𝗂𝖽-𝗇𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗍𝖾𝖾𝗇 
 
𝖩𝖺𝗐𝖾𝖽 𝗎𝗉 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 𝖺 𝖭𝗂𝗅𝖾 𝖢𝗋𝗈𝖼𝗈𝖽𝗂𝗅𝖾 𝗂𝗇 𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖾. 
 
𝖡𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗈𝗇 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗏𝗂𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝖾𝗋𝗎𝗉𝗍𝗌 𝗈𝗇𝗅𝗒 𝗆𝗂𝖽𝗇𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 
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𝐍𝐝𝐨𝐭𝐚 
𝐄𝐦𝐧𝐲𝐚𝐦𝐚 
-𝐲𝐨𝐮 𝐚𝐫𝐞 𝐨𝐧 𝐲𝐨𝐮𝐫 𝐨𝐰𝐧. 
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𝐌𝐨𝐛 𝐉𝐮𝐬𝐭𝐢𝐜𝐞 𝐒𝐡𝐨𝐰 𝐍𝐨 𝐌𝐞𝐫𝐜𝐲 
 
𝗠𝗼𝗯 
𝗝𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲 
𝗦𝗵𝗼𝘄 
𝗡𝗼 
𝗠𝗲𝗿𝗰𝘆. 
𝗞𝗻𝗼𝗯𝗸𝗲𝗿𝗿𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝗳𝗹𝘆𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘂𝗽 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘂𝗳𝗳  
𝗦𝗷𝗮𝗺𝗯𝗼𝗸𝘀 𝗺𝗮𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗵𝗶𝗹𝗮𝗿𝗶𝗼𝘂𝘀 𝘀𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗱𝘀𝗰𝗮𝗽𝗲𝘀, 
𝗣𝗹𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰 𝘇𝗼𝗿𝗿𝗼𝘀 𝘄𝗵𝗶𝗽𝗽𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗯𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝘁𝗵, 
𝘂𝗠𝗽𝗵𝗮𝗸𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗶 𝘂𝗸’𝗳𝗮𝗸𝗶 𝘀𝗳𝘂𝗻𝗱𝘂. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗻𝗼 𝗲𝘀𝗰𝗮𝗽𝗲 𝗳𝗼𝗿 𝗮 𝘀𝗰𝗮𝗽𝗲𝗴𝗼𝗮𝘁. 
𝗠𝗼𝗯 𝗷𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝗰𝗿𝗲𝗲𝗽𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵  
𝗖𝗿𝗶𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗮𝗹 𝗲𝗹𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗻𝘁𝘀, 
𝗠𝗼𝗯 𝗷𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝗰𝗿𝗲𝗲𝗽𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵  
𝗦𝗲𝗻𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗯𝗲𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴𝘀 
𝗜𝗻𝗱𝗲𝘅 𝗳𝗶𝗻𝗴𝗲𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝗱  
𝗠𝗶𝗱𝗱𝗹𝗲 𝗳𝗶𝗻𝗴𝗲𝗿 𝗰𝗿𝗼𝘀𝘀𝗲𝗱 𝘀𝗼 𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗶𝗼𝗻𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗹𝘆, 
𝗦𝗼 𝘁𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁𝗹𝘆 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗺𝗼𝗯 𝗷𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝘀𝗵𝗼𝘄𝗲𝗱 𝗺𝗲 
𝗠𝗲𝗿𝗰𝘆.  
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𝐈𝐟 𝐢𝐭’𝐬 𝐧𝐨𝐭 
𝐅𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐭𝐡𝐞  
𝐇𝐞𝐚𝐫𝐭 𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐧 
𝐈𝐭𝐬 𝐧𝐨𝐭 𝐚𝐫𝐭. 
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𝐀 𝐉𝐚𝐰𝐥𝐞𝐬𝐬 𝐆𝐢𝐫𝐥 
 
𝗛𝗲𝗮𝘃𝘆𝘄𝗲𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁 𝘁𝗼𝗿𝗻 𝗮𝗽𝗮𝗿𝘁, 
𝗔 𝘄𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗲 𝗵𝘂𝗺𝗮𝗻 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁 
𝗖𝗮𝗿𝗱𝗶𝗮𝗰 𝗺𝘂𝘀𝗰𝗹𝗲, 
𝗜 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝗻𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝗱 𝗼𝗳 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁𝗯𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗸 
𝗜 𝗸𝗻𝗼𝘄 𝗻𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝗳 𝗯𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁𝘀. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗲𝘅𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗱-𝗶𝗻-𝗱𝗶𝘀𝗴𝘂𝗶𝘀𝗲 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗻𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿 𝘁𝗮𝘂𝗴𝗵𝘁 𝗺𝗲 𝗼𝗳 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁 𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝗛𝗮𝗿𝗮𝗿𝗲 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗱 𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝗔𝗰𝗰𝗿𝗮. 
 
𝗜𝗻 𝗔𝗰𝗰𝗿𝗮, 
𝗔 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗴 𝗴𝗶𝗿𝗹 𝗵𝗼𝘂𝘀𝗲𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗱𝘀 𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗯𝗹𝗲𝗲𝗱𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗷𝗮𝘄𝘀, 
𝗦𝗵𝗲 𝗿𝗲𝗰𝗲𝗶𝘃𝗲𝗱 𝗮 𝗳𝗶𝘀𝘁 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿 
𝗣𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵𝘆. 
 
𝗦𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗿𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝘁 𝗺𝗲, 𝗜 𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗯𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗮𝘁 𝗵𝗲𝗿. 
 
𝗜 𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗻 𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗱𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗲𝗿𝗼𝘂𝘀𝗹𝘆 𝗴𝗼𝗿𝗴𝗲𝗼𝘂𝘀 𝘂𝗽-𝗰𝗹𝗼𝘀𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱  
𝗣𝗲𝗿𝘀𝗼𝗻𝗮𝗹 𝗽𝗼𝗿𝘁𝗿𝗮𝗶𝘁, 
𝗜 𝘂𝗻𝗽𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗺𝘆 𝘂𝗻𝗽𝗿𝗲𝗰𝗲𝗱𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗱, 
𝗨𝗻𝗱𝘆𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗹𝗼𝘃𝗲 𝗮𝘁 𝗳𝗶𝗿𝘀𝘁 𝘀𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁, 
 
𝗜 𝘁𝘆𝗽𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘄𝗮𝗹𝗸,  
𝗖𝗵𝗶𝗯𝘂𝗸𝘂 𝘀𝗮𝘆𝘀 “𝙙𝙤𝙣’𝙩 𝙙𝙧𝙞𝙣𝙠 𝙖𝙣𝙙 𝙬𝙖𝙡𝙠” 
𝗜 𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗽, 
𝗜 𝗿𝘂𝘀𝗵 𝗺𝘆𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗳 𝘁𝗼 𝘄𝗵𝗮𝘁𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿 𝘀𝗰𝗲𝗻𝗲. 
 
“𝗶 𝗮𝗺 𝗷𝗮𝘄𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀” 
“𝗬𝗲𝘀, 𝗜 𝗮𝗺 𝗷𝗮𝘄𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀” 
 
𝗦𝗰𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗶𝗻 𝘀𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲, 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝘁𝗼𝗻𝗴𝘂𝗲 𝗺𝗮𝗱𝗲 𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝘃𝗼𝗶𝗰𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀. 
𝗢𝗻𝗹𝘆 𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘀 𝗰𝗮𝗻 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿 𝗵𝗲𝗿. 
 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗺𝗼𝘂𝘁𝗵 𝗶𝘀 𝗳𝘂𝗹𝗹 𝗼𝗳 𝘃𝗼𝗰𝗮𝗯𝘂𝗹𝗮𝗿𝘆, 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗹𝗼𝘄𝗲𝗿 𝗹𝗶𝗽 𝘄𝗲𝗻𝘁 𝗺𝗶𝘀𝘀𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗶𝗻 𝗯𝗹𝗼𝗼𝗱𝘀𝗵𝗲𝗱, 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗯𝗹𝗼𝗼𝗱𝘀𝘁𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗺 𝗶𝘀 𝘀𝘁𝗿𝗮𝗶𝗻𝗲𝗱, 
𝗧𝗵𝗿𝗼𝗮𝘁 𝗺𝘂𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝘃𝗶𝘁𝗮𝗹 𝗳𝗹𝘂𝗶𝗱 
𝗢𝗻𝗹𝘆 𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘀 𝗰𝗮𝗻 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿 𝗵𝗲𝗿.  
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𝐎𝐮𝐫 
𝐌𝐞𝐦𝐨𝐫𝐲 
𝐖𝐢𝐥𝐥 
𝐍𝐨𝐭  
𝐁𝐞 
𝐄𝐫𝐚𝐬𝐞𝐝! 
-𝗶𝗻𝗰𝗼𝗻𝗱𝗼 𝘆𝗮𝗺𝗶 
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𝐀𝐧 𝐎𝐝𝐞 𝐓𝐨 𝐁𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐤 𝐁𝐨𝐲𝐬 
 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗱 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗯𝗼𝘆𝘀 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗶𝗻𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗹𝘆 𝘃𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗻𝘁, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝗹𝗶𝗲𝗱!  
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝗹𝗶𝗲𝗱 𝗮𝗴𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗱 𝘄𝗲 𝗱𝗼𝗻’𝘁 𝗯𝘂𝗿𝘀𝘁 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗼 𝘁𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘀 𝗯𝘂𝘁  
𝗪𝗲 𝗯𝘂𝗿𝘀𝘁 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗼 𝗰𝗿𝗼𝗰𝗼𝗱𝗶𝗹𝗲 𝘁𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘀. 
𝗩𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗯𝗹𝗶𝘀𝗵𝗲𝗱 𝗶𝗻 𝗽𝗶𝗲𝗰𝗲𝘀 
𝗩𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿𝗹𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴. 
𝗩𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗲𝗻𝗱𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 
𝗗𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀, 
𝗗𝗲𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗳𝘂𝗹𝗹. 
𝗕𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗼𝗻 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝘃𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝗽𝗲𝗿𝗺𝗮𝗻𝗲𝘁. 
𝗥𝗲𝗱𝗶𝗿𝗲𝗰𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝘃𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗲𝗹𝘀𝗲𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲. 
𝗦𝘁𝘂𝗯𝗯𝗼𝗿𝗻 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝗺𝘆 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿  
𝗣𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗰𝗸 𝗣𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵. 
𝗨𝗻𝗱𝘆𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝗺𝘆 𝘂𝗻𝗶𝘃𝗲𝗿𝘀𝗮𝗹 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘀, 
𝗛𝗼𝗹𝗱 𝗽𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵𝘆 𝗵𝗼𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗴𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘀𝗲𝗶𝘇𝗲 𝗮𝗹𝗹 𝘁𝗵𝗲  
𝗠𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵𝘀. 
𝗙𝗿𝗲𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗶𝗿 𝗶𝗻𝗷𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗰𝗿𝗶𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗮𝗹𝗶𝘇𝗲 𝘄𝗵𝗶𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀. 
𝗗𝗲𝗰𝗿𝗶𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗮𝗹𝗶𝘇𝗲 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝘀𝗽𝗮𝗰𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱  
𝗨𝗻𝗹𝗶𝗯𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘁𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘃𝗼𝗶𝗰𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀, 
𝗥𝗲𝗹𝗼𝗰𝗮𝘁𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗺𝗮𝗿𝗴𝗶𝗻𝗮𝗹𝗶𝘇𝗲𝗱 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗺𝗮𝗿𝗴𝗶𝗻𝘀. 
𝗦𝘆𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘆 𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗮𝗹𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗵𝗶𝗴𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗰𝗹𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗲𝘀. 
𝗣𝗼𝗹𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝘃𝗮𝗻𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗹𝗼𝘂𝗱 𝘀𝗶𝗿𝗲𝗻𝘀 𝗰𝗮𝘂𝘀𝗲𝘀 𝗽𝗮𝗻𝗶𝗰 𝗮𝘁𝘁𝗮𝗰𝗸𝘀 𝘁𝗼  
𝗕𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗯𝗼𝘆𝘀 𝗯𝗲𝗰𝗮𝘂𝘀𝗲 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗯𝗼𝘆𝘀 𝗹𝗼𝘃𝗲 𝗿𝘂𝗻𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗮𝗻𝗱  
𝗥𝘂𝗻𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴.  
𝗣𝗼𝗹𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝗼𝗳𝗳𝗶𝗰𝗲𝗿𝘀 𝘂𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝗯𝗼𝗹𝘁 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗯𝗼𝘆𝘀 𝗶𝗻  
𝗪𝗵𝗶𝘁𝗲 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗺𝘂𝗻𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗲𝘀. 
𝗪𝗵𝗶𝘁𝗲 𝘀𝘂𝗽𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗮𝗰𝘆 𝘀𝘂𝘀𝗽𝗲𝗰𝘁𝘀 𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿𝘆 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗯𝗼𝘆. 
𝗢𝘂𝗿 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗻𝗮𝗹 𝗰𝗿𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗯𝗲 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝗱, 
𝗞𝗲𝗲𝗽 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗱 𝘂𝗽 &  
𝗛𝗲𝗿𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗰𝗮𝘁𝘁𝗹𝗲, 
𝗞𝗲𝗲𝗽 𝗶𝘁 𝗺𝗼𝘃𝗶𝗻𝗴. 
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In transit ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁  , Circa.2018 
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𝐃𝐄𝐄𝐏𝐋𝐘 𝐃𝐈𝐕𝐈𝐃𝐄𝐃 

𝐑𝐀𝐈𝐍𝐁𝐎𝐖 
𝐟𝐮𝐜𝐤𝐢𝐃𝐈𝐕𝐈𝐃𝐄𝐃 

𝐍𝐀𝐓𝐈𝐎𝐍 𝐈𝐍𝐓𝐄 
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𝐃𝐞𝐞𝐩𝐥𝐲 𝐃𝐢𝐯𝐢𝐝𝐞𝐝 
 
 
𝖣𝖾𝖾𝗉𝗅𝗒 𝖽𝗂𝗏𝗂𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒, 
 
Our stomachs brews staminas, 
 
Respiratory reptiles stabilize the spaces we occupy. 
 
Deeply divided like neglected communities,   
 
Deeply divided like societies and stokvels  
 
That brew counterfeit beer.  
 
We smuggle homemade fanta brown 
 
Umqombothi to the high classes. 
 
Deeply divided, we’re painfully connected.  
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𝐋𝐨𝐬𝐭 
 
𝖫𝗈𝗌𝗍 𝗂𝗇 the populated streets of joburg 
Where strangers fluently flow with different  
Accents, dopa-dopa speaking my language, 
Thrifting is a skill, but don’t speak before you think, 
Listen attentively, your brain is speaking to you, 
Your tongue is mad at you  
 
You become  a tragedy, a burden in waiting.  
Feed yourself vocabulary and lick those words, 
Spit them on the floor, 
Throw up, 
Go fetch a traditional broomstick, 
Fly yourself out of the country, 
Let go of your corpse. 
Feel the water within your bones running, 
Don’t look back, only with a rear view mirror. 
 
Run and run and run until you get tired and thirsty. 
Declare yourself missing and not willing to be found. 
Lost and will not be found. 
Usain Bolt yourself to the Savannah, the Kalahari, 
Okavango Delta, Serengethi Nile River. 
Adventure yourself, 
“the journey is more beautiful than the destination” 
You are a treasure in disguise. 
A toolkit yearning for openness, 
You are an okapi in a thug’s pocket.  
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𝐊𝐧𝐨𝐰 
𝐓𝐡𝐲𝐬𝐞𝐥𝐟 
-𝐬𝐞𝐥𝐟 𝐜𝐚𝐯, 𝐬𝐞𝐥𝐟 𝐢𝐧𝐭𝐫𝐨𝐬𝐩𝐞𝐜𝐭 𝐢𝐬 𝐢𝐦𝐩𝐨𝐫𝐭𝐚𝐧𝐭 
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Jeppestown, Johannesburg, City Outfitters Pantsula Archive, Circa. 2017 ⓒKalahari Marrakesh 
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“Egyptian Prisoners From Lower Africa” 
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𝐈 𝐒𝐩𝐞𝐚𝐤 𝐅𝐨𝐫 𝐓𝐡𝐨𝐬𝐞 𝐂𝐡𝐢𝐥𝐝𝐫𝐞𝐧 
 
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗏𝗈𝗂𝖼𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈 𝖼𝖺𝗇𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗆𝗌𝖾𝗅𝗏𝖾𝗌 
I 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖿𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖿𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖾𝗑𝗂𝗅𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗆𝗌𝖾𝗅𝗏𝖾𝗌 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝖿𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽.  
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝗀𝖾𝗇𝗈𝖼𝗂𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖾𝗑𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖿𝗋𝗈m 
M𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗁𝗈𝗈𝖽.  
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗎𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗀𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖺𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗇𝖾 𝗋𝗎𝗌𝗁 𝗂𝗌 𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗂𝖽𝗅𝗒 𝗁𝗂𝗀𝗁,  
Th𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗐𝖺𝗒𝗌 𝖼𝗁𝖺𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝗉𝗈𝗅𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗏𝖺𝗇𝗌 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗅𝗈𝗎𝖽 𝗌𝗂𝗋𝖾𝗇𝗌 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗒 𝖽𝖺𝗐𝗇,  
Th𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈'𝗏𝖾 𝖾𝗇𝖽𝗎𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝗎𝗇𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗋𝖻𝗅𝖾 𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗌𝗎𝖿𝖿𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀,  
Those 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈'𝗏𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝗌𝗎𝖿𝖿𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗇 𝗌𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾,  
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗅𝗂𝗏𝖾𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗁𝗈𝗈𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝗇 𝗇𝖽𝖺𝗇𝖽𝖺, 
Cr𝗒𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗅 𝗆𝖾𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗆𝗉𝗁𝖾𝗍𝗂𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖾,  
N𝗒𝖺𝗈𝗉𝖾 & 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗇.  
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗐𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝖻𝗎𝗋𝖽𝖾𝗇,  
W𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗐𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 out 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗈𝗉𝖾𝗇.  
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗂𝗆𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖿𝗎𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖾 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗋𝖾𝖻𝗎𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝖺𝗌𝗍,  
Th𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗒 𝗂𝗌𝗇'𝗍 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗍𝖾𝖽,  
T𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖽𝖾𝗌𝖼𝖾𝗇𝖽𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗄𝗁𝗈𝗂𝗄𝗁𝗈𝗂 𝗐𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗋𝗌,  
𝗂 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒 𝗁𝖺𝗌 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗁𝗂𝖽𝖽𝖾𝗇,  
𝗂 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗁𝗈𝗎𝗌𝖾𝗌 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝗇𝗈 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝗍𝗈𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗍𝗌,  
W𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝖺𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗈𝖽𝖽𝗌 𝗐𝗂𝗍𝗁 𝗉𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗍𝗒,  
W𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖿𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝖻𝗅𝗈𝗍𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗎𝗀𝗀𝗅𝖾,  
𝗂 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗇𝖺𝗆𝖾𝗌 𝖼𝖺𝗇𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝖻𝖾 𝗉𝗋𝗈𝗇𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖼𝖾𝖽,  
Th𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈 𝖼𝖺𝗇𝗇𝗈𝗍 𝗐𝗋𝗂𝗍𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝗇𝖺𝗆𝖾𝗌,  
I𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗁𝖺𝗋𝖽𝗁𝖾𝖺𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗁𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝖻𝖾𝖾𝗇 𝗅𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗎𝗉 𝗂𝗇 𝗃𝗎𝗏𝖾𝗇𝗂𝗅𝖾𝗌,  
I 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗋𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝖻𝗂𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗀𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅 𝗉𝖺𝗋𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗌,  
𝗂 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝗆𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗀𝗅𝗎𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝖺𝗎𝗍𝗈𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝗋𝗂𝖿𝗅𝖾𝗌,  
𝗂 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗐𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖾 𝗉𝗎𝗋𝗉𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗍𝗁 𝗂𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗇𝗀𝖾.  
R𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗇𝗀𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇, 
𝖨 𝗌𝗉𝖾𝖺𝗄 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 𝖼𝗁𝗂𝗅𝖽𝗋𝖾𝗇 𝗀𝗋𝗈𝗐𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗎𝗉 𝗂𝗇 𝖲𝗈𝗎𝗍𝗁 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺’𝗌 𝗌𝗉𝗋𝖺𝗐𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌, 
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𝐈 𝐌𝐮𝐠 𝐏𝐞𝐨𝐩𝐥𝐞 𝐅𝐨𝐫 𝐀 𝐋𝐢𝐯𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 
𝗜 𝗺𝘂𝗴 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲 𝗳𝗼𝗿 𝗮 𝗹𝗶𝘃𝗶𝗻𝗴 
𝗠𝘆 𝗽𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗮 𝗮𝗰𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗽𝗮𝗻𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝗺𝗲 𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿 𝗶 𝗴𝗼. 
𝗪𝗵𝗲𝗻𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿 𝗶 𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗻𝗱, 
𝗠𝘆 𝗽𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗸𝗴𝗮 𝗱𝗶𝘃𝘂𝗹𝗴𝗲𝘀,  
𝗜𝘁 𝘄𝗮𝗻𝘁𝘀 𝘁𝗼 𝘀𝗲𝗿𝘃𝗲 𝗶𝘁𝘀 𝗽𝘂𝗿𝗽𝗼𝘀𝗲. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗖𝗕𝗗 𝗶𝘀 𝘀𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿𝗲 𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝘂𝗻 𝗶𝘀 𝘀𝗲𝘁 
𝗝𝗼𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗲𝘀𝗯𝘂𝗿𝗴 𝗶𝘀 𝗮 𝗰𝗼𝗻𝗰𝗿𝗲𝘁𝗲 𝗷𝘂𝗻𝗴𝗹𝗲 𝗶𝗻 𝗶𝘁𝘀 𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝗿𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁. 
𝗧𝗵𝗶𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿𝘆, 𝗯𝘂𝗿𝗴𝗹𝗮𝗿𝘆 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗽𝗶𝗰𝗸𝗽𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴 
𝗔𝗿𝗲 𝗼𝗳 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗮𝗺𝗲 𝗳𝗮𝗺𝗶𝗹𝘆. 
𝗟𝗮𝘀𝘁 𝗻𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁 𝗽𝗶𝗰𝗸𝗽𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗰𝗮𝗺𝗲 𝘁𝗼 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗽𝗮𝗿𝘁𝘆. 
𝗜𝗽𝗵𝗼𝗻𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘄𝗮𝗹𝗹𝗲𝘁𝘀 𝘂𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲𝗮𝗯𝗹𝘆  
𝗙𝗼𝗿𝘀𝗮𝗸𝗲𝗻 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲’𝘀 𝗽𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁𝘀. 
𝗧𝘄𝗼 𝗳𝗶𝗻𝗴𝗲𝗿 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝘀𝘂𝗰𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘀𝗳𝘂𝗹𝘆 𝗮𝘁𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗽𝘁𝗲𝗱. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗲𝘆𝗲𝘀 𝘄𝗲𝗿𝗲 𝗵𝘆𝗽𝗻𝗼𝘁𝗶𝗰, 
𝗠𝘆 𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗱𝘀 𝘄𝗲𝗿𝗲 𝗺𝗮𝗴𝗻𝗲𝘁𝗶𝗰. 
𝗜 𝗼𝗻𝗹𝘆 𝘄𝗮𝗻𝘁 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗽𝗼𝘀𝘀𝗲𝘀𝘀𝗶𝗼𝗻𝘀 
𝗡𝗼𝘁 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗯𝗼𝗱𝘆, 
𝗡𝗼𝘁 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝘃𝗶𝘁𝗮𝗹 𝗳𝗹𝘂𝗶𝗱, 
𝗢𝗻𝗹𝘆 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗽𝗼𝘀𝘀𝗲𝘀𝘀𝗶𝗼𝗻𝘀. 
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𝐈 𝐂𝐚𝐧𝐧𝐨𝐭 𝐒𝐚𝐲 𝐀 𝐓𝐡𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 
 
𝐈 𝐜𝐚𝐧𝐧𝐨𝐭 𝐬𝐚𝐲 𝐚 𝐭𝐡𝐢𝐧𝐠 
𝗜 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝘁𝗼 𝗮𝗱𝗺𝗶𝘁, 
𝗠𝘆 𝗯𝗼𝗱𝘆 𝗶𝘀 𝗺𝗮𝗿𝗴𝗶𝗻𝗮𝗹𝗶𝘇𝗲𝗱, 
𝗠𝘆 𝘁𝗼𝗻𝗴𝘂𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗱𝗿𝗼𝘄𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗶𝗻 𝘀𝗮𝗹𝗶𝘃𝗮 
 
𝗜 𝗰𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝘀𝗮𝘆  𝗮 𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗴 
 
𝗜 𝗮𝗺 𝘃𝗼𝗶𝗰𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝗻𝗲𝗴𝗹𝗲𝗰𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗼𝘄𝗻𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗽𝘀 
𝗜 𝘀𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗺𝘆 𝘀𝗼𝗻𝗴𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝘀𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 
𝗠𝘆 𝘀𝗼𝗻𝗴𝘀 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗮 𝗯𝘂𝗿𝗱𝗲𝗻 𝗼𝗳 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀, 
𝗬𝗼𝘂 𝗰𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝗹𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗻 𝘁𝗼 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗺 𝗮𝗹𝗼𝗻𝗲 
𝗠𝘆 𝗻𝗼𝗶𝘀𝗲 𝗮𝗴𝗴𝗿𝗲𝘀𝘀𝗶𝘃𝗲𝗹𝘆 𝗼𝗼𝘇𝗲𝘀 𝘀𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲. 
𝗬𝗼𝘂 𝗻𝗲𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗼 𝗹𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗻 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻 𝘁𝗼 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿 𝗺𝗲 𝘀𝗽𝗲𝗮𝗸, 
𝗧𝗼 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿 𝗺𝗲 𝘀𝗽𝗲𝗮𝗸 𝗶𝘀 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝗷𝗮𝗺𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗼 𝗸𝘄𝗮𝗶𝘁𝗼 𝗺𝘂𝘀𝗶𝗰 
𝗚𝗲𝗻𝗿𝗲 𝗶𝗻 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝘃𝗲𝗵𝗶𝗰𝗹𝗲 
𝗜𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘁𝗼𝘄𝗻𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗽 
𝗟𝗼𝗰𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻 𝘂𝗻𝗸𝗻𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝘄𝗵𝗶𝗹𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲  
𝗔𝗱𝗱𝗿𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗶𝘀 𝗼𝗻 𝗮 𝗽𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗲. 
 
𝗜 𝗰𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝘀𝗮𝘆 𝗮 𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗴 
 
𝗜 𝗮𝗺 𝘃𝗼𝗶𝗰𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 
𝗠𝘆 𝘃𝗼𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝘄𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗱 
𝗜 𝗰𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝗯𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝘀𝗲 𝗶𝗱𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗶𝘁𝘆 𝗽𝗼𝗹𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗰𝘀 
𝗨𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗿 𝗺𝘆 𝘄𝗵𝗶𝘁𝗲 𝗯𝗼𝗻𝗲𝘀. 
𝗠𝘆 𝘁𝗲𝗲𝘁𝗵 𝘄𝗲𝗶𝗴𝗵 𝗮 𝘁𝗼𝗻 
𝗠𝘆 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝘀𝗸𝗶𝗻 𝗶𝘀 𝘆𝗲𝗮𝗿𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗼 𝗱𝗲𝗽𝗮𝗿𝘁 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝗺𝘆  
𝗖𝗼𝗿𝗽𝘀𝗲 
𝗠𝘆 𝗲𝘅𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲 
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𝐌𝐲 𝐌𝐨𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫’𝐬 𝐁𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐟𝐜𝐚𝐬𝐞 
 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿’𝘀 𝗯𝗿𝗶𝗲𝗳𝗰𝗮𝘀𝗲 𝘁𝗿𝗲𝗮𝘀𝘂𝗿𝗲𝘀 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗴𝗼𝘁𝘁𝗲𝗻, 
𝗛𝗶𝗱𝗱𝗲𝗻, 𝗻𝗲𝗴𝗹𝗲𝗰𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝗵𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝗶𝗰𝗮𝗹 𝗻𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝘁𝗶𝘃𝗲𝘀. 
𝗜𝘁 𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗱𝘀 𝗱𝗲𝗮𝗿𝗹𝘆 𝘁𝗼 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘂𝗻𝗮𝗰𝗸𝗻𝗼𝘄𝗹𝗲𝗱𝗴𝗲𝗱 𝗶𝗴𝗻𝗼𝗿𝗲𝗱  
𝗦𝘁𝗼𝗿𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗵𝗼𝘂𝘀𝗲𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗱 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗺𝘂𝗻𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗲𝘀. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝗽𝗼𝗿𝗮 𝗿𝗲𝗺𝗮𝗶𝗻𝘀 𝘂𝗻𝗲𝘅𝗽𝗹𝗼𝗿𝗲𝗱,  
𝗘𝘅𝗽𝗹𝗼𝗿𝗲𝗿𝘀 𝘃𝗼𝘆𝗮𝗴𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗶𝗿 𝘄𝗮𝘆 𝗶𝗻 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗺𝘂𝗻𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 
𝗡𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗯𝘂𝘁 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗰𝗲. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗺𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿’𝘀 𝗯𝗿𝗶𝗲𝗳𝗰𝗮𝘀𝗲 𝗶𝘀 𝗵𝗶𝗱𝗱𝗲𝗻 𝘂𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗿𝗻𝗲𝗮𝘁𝗵 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗴𝗿𝗮𝘃𝗲𝗹 
𝗥𝗼𝗮𝗱 𝗻𝗲𝘅𝘁 𝘁𝗼 𝗮 𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗽𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗱. 
𝗢𝘂𝗿 𝗺𝗲𝗺𝗼𝗿𝘆 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝗯𝗲 𝗱𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘁𝗲𝗱. 
𝗗𝗶𝘀𝘁𝘂𝗿𝗯𝗲𝗱, 
𝗕𝗿𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝘁𝘂𝗺𝗼𝗿 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝗮 𝘁𝗶𝗺𝗲 𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗯𝗼𝗺𝗯. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗼 𝗱𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘁𝗲 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘀 𝗱𝗮𝘁𝗮𝗯𝗮𝘀𝗲, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗼 𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘀𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗰𝗼𝗻𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗯𝘂𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻𝘀, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗯𝗼𝗱𝘆 𝗼𝗳 𝘄𝗼𝗿𝗸𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘀, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗯𝗮𝗿𝗲𝗹𝘆 𝗸𝗻𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝗶𝗺𝗽𝗼𝗿𝘁𝗮𝗻𝘁 𝗳𝗶𝗴𝘂𝗿𝗲𝘀. 
𝗦𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗯𝗿𝘂𝘁𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘆 𝗸𝗶𝗹𝗹𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲 
𝗠𝘆 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲 
𝗬𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗸𝗲𝗲𝗽 𝗼𝗻 𝗸𝗶𝗹𝗹𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗶𝗿 𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗱. 
𝗪𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗱𝗼 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝗳𝗲𝗮𝗿? 
𝗪𝗵𝗮𝘁 
𝗳𝗼𝗹𝗹𝗼𝘄𝘀 
𝗯𝗲𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗱? 
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𝐏𝐞𝐤𝐞 
𝐍𝐞 
𝐅𝐨𝐬𝐡𝐨𝐥𝐨. 
2$6 
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𝐃𝐢𝐠𝐠𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 
My mother’s briefcase treasures the forgotten 
hidden neglected historical narratives.  
It holds dearly to the unacknowledged ignored  
stories of our household communities. 
The diaspora remains unexplored, 
Explorers voyaging their way in our communities  
with nothing but violence towards the black body. 
My mother’s briefcase is hidden underneath the hostels’  
surface, gravel road paved,  
galavanted natural resources in place.  
Our memory is distorted. 
Disturbed, brain tumor like a time ticking bomb 
They tried to delete our ancestors database,  
they tried to erase the contributions,  
the bodies of work of our ancestors,  
the barely known glorious figures.  
silencing and brutally killing our people  
my people 
your people  
The people that keep on killing their own kind 
What do they fear?  
What follows behind?  
I took  
out my  
fosholo  
and kept  
digging. 
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𝙎𝙩𝙧𝙖𝙖𝙩 𝘼𝙧𝙩 
𝘒𝘰 𝘴𝘵𝘳𝘢𝘵𝘦𝘯𝘨  
𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺. 2019 
Ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐖𝐡𝐨 𝐑𝐚𝐢𝐬𝐞𝐝 𝐌𝐞?  
 
𝗜 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗿𝗮𝗶𝘀𝗲𝗱 𝗯𝘆 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝘁𝗿𝗲𝗲𝘁𝘀.  
𝗦𝘁𝗼𝗽 𝘀𝗶𝗴𝗻𝘀, 𝗿𝗼𝗯𝗼𝘁𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗺𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝗿𝗼𝗮𝗱𝘀. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗽𝗮𝘃𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗻𝘁𝘀 𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗱 𝗶𝘁 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗴𝗼𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗼 𝗯𝗲 𝗼𝗸𝗮𝘆. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝘁𝗿𝗲𝗲𝘁 𝗹𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁𝘀 𝗴𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝗺𝗲 𝗵𝗼𝗽𝗲, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗮𝗴𝗲𝘀 𝘄𝗲𝗿𝗲 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗿𝗲𝘀𝘁 𝗿𝗼𝗼𝗺𝘀, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗮𝗴𝗲𝘀 𝗵𝗮𝗱 𝗮𝗹𝗹 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗯𝗲𝗹𝗼𝗻𝗴𝗶𝗻𝗴𝘀,  
𝗜𝘁 𝗵𝗮𝗱 𝗮 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗴 𝗯𝗼𝘆 𝘀𝗹𝗲𝗲𝗽𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝗻 𝗮  
𝗖𝗮𝗿𝗱𝗯𝗼𝘅 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗻𝗼 𝗷𝗮𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗯𝗹𝗮𝗻𝗸𝗲𝘁𝘀, 
𝗖𝗼𝗹𝗱𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗰𝗿𝗲𝗲𝗽𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗶𝗻𝘀𝗶𝗱𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗯𝗼𝘆’𝘀 𝗯𝗼𝗱𝘆 
𝗪𝗮𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗼 𝗴𝗲𝘁 𝗺𝘂𝗴𝗴𝗲𝗱 𝗯𝘆 𝗶𝗻𝗳𝗹𝘂𝗲𝗻𝘇𝗮 
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𝐔𝐧𝐬𝐮𝐧𝐠, 
𝐔𝐧𝐭𝐨𝐥𝐝 
𝐒𝐭𝐨𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬 
𝐓𝐡𝐢𝐬 𝐚𝐧𝐭𝐡𝐨𝐥𝐨𝐠𝐲 𝐢𝐬 𝐝𝐞𝐝𝐢𝐜𝐚𝐭𝐞𝐝 𝐭𝐨 𝐭𝐡𝐞 𝐦𝐚𝐫𝐠𝐢𝐧𝐚𝐥𝐢𝐳𝐞𝐝. 
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𝗞𝗮𝗴𝗶𝘀𝗼 𝗔𝗲𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗹,  
𝗦𝗵𝗼𝘁 𝗼𝗻 𝗜𝗽𝗵𝗼𝗻𝗲 𝗛𝘆𝗯𝗿𝗶𝗱 𝗠𝗮𝗽 
𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺. 2019 ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐒𝐨𝐩𝐡𝐢𝐚 𝐓𝐨𝐰𝐧𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐩𝐬 
 
We came here unarmed. 
Untamed.  
Unstrapped. 
Barely clothed & barefooted.  
Ancestors accompanying their footprint.   
Brutally running away from 
Our fatherless selves. 
The townships of Sophia are in distress.  
The people have been massacred,  
hanged, tortured & mutilated  
War on drugs in the guises.  
We chant “Amandla” like 
it’s a black girl’s name. 
Amandla is no longer Awethu, 
The power is no longer ours.  
Black power & black powder  
Are feared and sacred. 
Sophiatown is buried 
Gomora is buried  
Soweto is buried 
Tembisa is buried 
Kagiso is buried 
𝖬𝗈𝗁𝗅𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗌 𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗂𝖾𝖽 
All of these townships are buried!  
Neglected,  
drug infested.  
Concealed underneath the Earth’s core. 
All of these civilizations are buried. 
The universe has buried cities. 
Buried cities cry for their fossils. 
Confronting ourselves. 
Searching for hidden historiography. 
Who  
are  
we?  
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𝐀𝐫𝐜𝐡𝐢𝐯𝐚𝐥 
𝐅𝐨𝐫  
𝐁𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐤𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐬 
𝐆𝐮𝐥𝐮𝐯𝐚 𝐏𝐮𝐛𝐥𝐢𝐜𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧 
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𝐅𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫 𝐅𝐥𝐞𝐞𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐅𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐅𝐚𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐫𝐡𝐨𝐨𝐝 
 
𝗙𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗯𝗲𝗰𝗮𝘂𝘀𝗲 𝗺𝘆 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗲𝘅𝗶𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝗵𝗶𝗺𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗳 𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗻  
𝗙𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗵𝗼𝗼𝗱 𝗰𝗮𝗺𝗲 𝗸𝗻𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝗻 𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝗱𝗼𝗼𝗿. 
𝗙𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗯𝗲𝗰𝗮𝘂𝘀𝗲 𝗺𝘆 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗳𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝗮𝘄𝗮𝘆 𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗻  
𝗙𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗵𝗼𝗼𝗱 𝗰𝗮𝗹𝗹𝗲𝗱 𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝗻𝗮𝗺𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗵𝗲 𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗽𝗼𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗱 𝗮𝗯𝘀𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗹𝘆  
𝗔𝗻𝗱𝗶𝘇𝗶 
𝗙𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗯𝗲𝗰𝗮𝘂𝘀𝗲 𝗕𝗿𝗲𝗲 𝘁𝗮𝘅𝗶 𝗿𝗮𝗻𝗸 𝗰𝗼𝗻𝘁𝗶𝗻𝘂𝗲𝘀 𝘁𝗼 𝗯𝗿𝗲𝘄 
𝗣𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵𝘆 
𝗙𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 𝗯𝗲𝗰𝗮𝘂𝘀𝗲 𝗦𝗼𝘂𝘁𝗵 𝗔𝗳𝗿𝗶𝗰𝗮𝗻 𝗽𝗿𝗶𝘀𝗼𝗻𝘀 – 
𝗟𝗲𝗲𝘂𝗸𝗼𝗽,  
𝗦𝘂𝗻 𝗖𝗶𝘁𝘆, 
𝗪𝗲𝘀𝘁𝘃𝗶𝗹𝗹𝗲 
𝗖 𝗠𝗮𝘅 
𝗕𝗲𝗿𝗴 
𝗣𝗼𝗹𝗹𝘀𝗺𝗼𝗼𝗿 
𝗠𝗮𝘅𝗶𝗺𝘂𝗺 𝗽𝗿𝗶𝘀𝗼𝗻𝘀 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗰𝗼𝗻𝘁𝗶𝗻𝘂𝗼𝘂𝘀𝗹𝘆 𝗼𝘃𝗲𝗿𝗰𝗿𝗼𝘄𝗱𝗶𝗻𝗴  
𝗪𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝘀. 
𝗖𝗿𝗶𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗮𝘁𝗶𝘃𝗲 𝗺𝗲𝗻 𝗴𝗲𝘁 𝗽𝗹𝗮𝗴𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗶𝘇𝗲𝗱 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗿𝗲𝗳𝗲𝗿𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲𝗱. 
𝗔𝘄𝗮𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗹 𝗶𝘀 𝗱𝗼𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗶𝗺𝗲, 
𝗟𝗶𝗳𝗲 𝘀𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗶𝘀𝗴𝘄𝗲𝗯𝗼, 
𝗜𝗻𝗳𝗲𝗰𝘁𝗶𝗼𝘂𝘀 𝗱𝗶𝘀𝗲𝗮𝘀𝗲𝘀 𝗶𝗻𝘀𝗶𝗱𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗽𝗿𝗶𝘀𝗼𝗻𝗲𝗿’𝘀  
𝗢𝗿𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗲 𝗼𝘃𝗲𝗿𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘀 𝗶𝘀 𝗺𝗮𝗻-𝗺𝗮𝗱𝗲. 
𝗝𝘂𝗺𝗽𝘀𝘂𝗶𝘁 𝗱𝗲𝗲𝗽 𝗽𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁𝗲𝗱 
𝗛𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗰𝗿𝗮𝗳𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝗵𝘂𝗺𝗮𝗻 𝗿𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁𝘀 𝘃𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻𝘀  
𝗪𝗵𝗶𝗰𝗵 𝗺𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗶𝗲𝗱 𝘃𝗶𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲. 
𝗖𝗼𝗿𝗿𝗲𝗰𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻𝗮𝗹 𝘀𝗲𝗿𝘃𝗶𝗰𝗲𝘀 𝗶𝘀 𝗺𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀, 
𝗠𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗮𝗹 𝘀𝗹𝗮𝘃𝗲𝗿𝘆 𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗻𝘁. 
𝗥𝗲𝗳𝘂𝘀𝗲 𝘀𝗼𝗹𝗶𝘁𝗮𝗿𝘆 𝗰𝗼𝗻𝗳𝗶𝗻𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗻𝘁, 
𝗥𝗲𝘀𝗶𝘀𝘁 𝗮𝗻𝘆𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘄𝗮𝗿𝗱𝗲𝗿’𝘀 𝗼𝗳𝗳𝗲𝗿 𝘆𝗼𝘂, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝗶𝗿 𝗴𝗿𝗶𝗲𝘃𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝗶𝗿 𝘀𝗼𝗿𝗿𝗶𝗲𝘀, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝗶𝗿 𝗮𝗶𝗱, 
𝗥𝗲𝘀𝗶𝘀𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗺 𝘄𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗲𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁𝗲𝗱𝗹𝘆, 
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𝖺𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗍𝗂𝗉 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖾𝗇𝗍 
𝗐𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖠𝗍𝗅𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗂𝖼 & 𝖨𝗇𝖽𝗂𝖺𝗇 𝗈𝖼𝖾𝖺𝗇 𝗆𝖾𝖾𝗍,  
𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝗐𝖾𝗋𝖾 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖻𝗎𝗍𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗇.  
𝖶𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗉𝗉𝖾𝖽 𝗈𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗐𝗋𝗈𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖿,  
𝖺 𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖿 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗂𝗄,  
𝖺 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗂𝗄.  
𝖳𝗂𝗄 𝗌𝗈𝗅𝖽𝗂𝖾𝗋𝗌 𝖺𝗌𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗐𝗁𝗒 𝗐𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾,  
𝗐𝖾 𝗍𝗈𝗅𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗆 𝗐𝖾 𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝗁𝖾𝗋𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝖼𝗈𝗅𝗅𝖾𝖼𝗍 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗉𝖺𝗋𝖼𝖾𝗅.  
𝖣𝗂𝖾 𝖽𝗋𝖺𝖺𝖽 & 𝖽𝗂𝖾 𝗀𝗅𝖺𝗌 𝗀𝗅𝗎𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋𝗌 𝖾𝗒𝖾𝗌 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾  
𝗏𝗂𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝖺𝖻𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝗍𝗈 𝖾𝗋𝗎𝗉𝗍. 
𝖨 𝗈𝖻𝗌𝖾𝗋𝗏𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇 𝗈𝗅𝖽 𝗆𝖺𝗇 𝗍𝖺𝗄𝖾 𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝗁𝗂𝗌 𝖻𝖺𝗋𝖾𝗍𝗍𝖺. 
𝖠 𝟫𝗆𝗆 𝗍𝗂𝗍𝖺𝗇𝗂𝗎𝗆 𝗌𝖾𝗆𝗂 𝖺𝗎𝗍𝗈𝗆𝖺𝗍𝗂𝖼 𝗌𝗆𝗂𝗅𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗍 𝗎𝗌. 
𝗂 𝗄𝗇𝖾𝗐 𝗐𝖺𝗋 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝖺𝖻𝗈𝗎𝗍 𝖽𝗂𝗏𝗎𝗅𝗀𝖾,  
𝖡𝗎𝗍 𝗐𝖾 𝗄𝖾𝗉𝗍 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝖼𝗈𝗈𝗅,  
𝗂𝗇𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗎𝗋𝖾 𝖽𝖾𝖼𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽  
𝖶𝖾 𝗐𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝖻𝖺𝖼𝗄 𝗍𝗈 𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗐𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗋𝗌𝗋𝖺𝗇𝖽. 
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City Outfitters, Circa.2017 
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𝐌𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐤𝐞𝐬𝐡’𝐬 𝐄𝐮𝐥𝐨𝐠𝐲 
  
Malume Marrakesh was a snyman,  
A synonym for a bread winner, a protector,  
a father & lover, 
A’chuz number 1 
Marrakesh wase West 
Kagiso central, Sonup  
Zulu Jump  
Hometown,  
homeboys trapped in methazine 
Listening to radio, National Assembly in Marrakesh’s 
 2-room back zozo mkhukhu settlement.  
It hasn’t rained for a millennia. 
Dehydrated like a Kalahari camel, 
Longing for my ancestors to ask Queen Makobo 
Mudjadji for the rains. 
Moratata (Ak) hanging on the wall,  
uMkhontu WeSizwe artwork auctioned from  
Moscow.  
Shipped by a navigare, navigating it’s way in.  
Before endemic violence erupted like lava, 
Kilimanjaro was peaking, exodus in motion, migrating southwards to the tip of the  
continent. 
Townships on the outskirts, far east, far southwest. Landlocked in the city of Golide, 
Johannes & stolen luggage 
Jhb and its abundance of homelessness  
jhb and it’s abandoned minerals scattered across  
Hometowns,  
homeboys gunned down, mentally paralyzed & massacred.  
Violence towards the black body is ignored   
Black on black violence worsening.  
Marakesh necklaced with injustices.  
They should’ve just named the Kalashnikov after Mzilikazi ka Khumalo 
Kalahari Khoi desert dwellers in real time.  
Ak47s smuggled in coffins,  
Black Toyota cressidas doing donuts 
Peace Ma-Gents, Peace Bafethu 
Mchechana, medi, mfana ask for the ndzomela  
Ya smezini 
Vuka kleva, seku sele amaphupho afezeke 
𝖧𝗂𝗌 𝖽𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗆𝗌 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗏𝖺𝗅𝗂𝖽 𝗍𝗈𝗈 
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𝐁𝐞𝐫𝐠, Krugersdorp’s iconic moutain made up 𝗈𝖿 radioactive dust. Krugersdorp’s Correctional 
Services sits behind the peak. Circa.2016 ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁 
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𝐈𝐧𝐱𝐞𝐛𝐚 
𝐋𝐚𝐦𝐢  
𝐋𝐢𝐲𝐚  
𝐊𝐡𝐮𝐥𝐮𝐦𝐚. 
-𝐦𝐲 𝐰𝐨𝐮𝐧𝐝 𝐢𝐬 𝐦𝐲 𝐛𝐢𝐠𝐠𝐞𝐬𝐭 𝐦𝐨𝐮𝐭𝐡𝐩𝐢𝐞𝐜𝐞.  
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𝐃𝐨𝐰𝐧 𝐓𝐡𝐞 𝐀𝐢𝐬𝐥𝐞 
 
 
Down the aisle walks  
My clarks wallabee, 
Junya wanna be tailored suit. 
Thank you for sharing benkies all over the  
Community. You gonna need a ticket to my wedding.  
My 42-year-old staple cries crystals. 
My style is so lethal, vicious like a venomous mamba.  
Hard living is our way of life. 
Leather background lowlife like a  
Brides walking down the aisle to a UEFA soundtrack 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 183	

🄼🄰🅈🄸🄱🅄🅈🄴 
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𝐇𝐞𝐫 𝐃𝐢𝐚𝐬𝐭𝐞𝐦𝐚 𝐈𝐬 𝐀𝐦𝐚𝐳𝐢𝐧𝐠 
 
 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗮 𝗶𝘀 𝗮𝗺𝗮𝘇𝗶𝗻𝗴, 
𝗦𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗺𝗶𝗹𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗹𝗹 𝗱𝗮𝘆  
𝗔𝗳𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗻𝗼𝗼𝗻,  
𝗘𝘃𝗲𝗿𝘆𝗱𝗮𝘆 𝗺𝗼𝗼𝗻𝗹𝗶𝗴𝗵𝘁 𝗮𝗰𝘁𝗶𝘃𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗶𝗼𝗻𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗹𝘆 
𝗗𝗿𝗶𝘃𝗲𝗻 𝗯𝘆 𝗰𝗼𝗹𝗴𝗮𝘁𝗲 𝘀𝗺𝗶𝗹𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗴𝗮𝗽-𝘁𝗼𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗱  
𝗪𝗼𝗺𝗲𝗻 𝗼𝗳 𝗰𝗼𝗹𝗼𝘂𝗿  
𝗠𝘂𝗴𝗴𝗶𝗻𝗴 & 𝗽𝗶𝗰𝗸𝗽𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴  
𝗕𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗺𝗲𝗻’𝘀 𝘂𝗺𝗯𝗶𝗹𝗶𝗰𝗮𝗹 𝗰𝗼𝗿𝗱𝘀. 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗮 𝗶𝘀 𝗮𝗺𝗮𝘇𝗶𝗻𝗴 
𝗦𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗽𝗲𝗻𝗱𝘀 𝘁𝗶𝗺𝗲 𝗱𝗼𝘀𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝗻 𝘃𝗼𝗰𝗮𝗯𝘂𝗹𝗮𝗿𝘆, 
𝗥𝗲𝗮𝗱𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘁𝗵𝗼𝘂𝘀𝗮𝗻𝗱𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗺𝗼𝘂𝘁𝗵𝗳𝘂𝗹 𝗹𝗶𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘁𝗲 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺  
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗺𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿’𝘀 𝘄𝗼𝗺𝗯. 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗮 𝗶𝘀 𝗮𝗺𝗮𝘇𝗶𝗻𝗴 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗸𝗶𝗻𝗸𝘆 𝗵𝗮𝗶𝗿 𝗶𝘀 𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝗽𝗼𝗿𝗮 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝘀𝗰𝗲𝗻𝘁 𝗹𝗲𝗮𝘃𝗲𝘀 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝘀𝗽𝗮𝗰𝗲𝘀 𝘀𝗺𝗲𝗹𝗹𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝗳 𝗻𝗲𝗴𝗹𝗶𝗴𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 
𝗠𝗲𝗻 𝘁𝘂𝗿𝗻𝗲𝗱 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗼 𝗰𝗼𝗿𝗽𝗲𝘀. 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗮 𝗶𝘀 𝗮𝗺𝗮𝘇𝗶𝗻𝗴 
𝗣𝗼𝘄𝗲𝗿𝗳𝘂𝗹 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗳𝗶𝘀𝘁 𝗼𝗳 𝗔𝗺𝗮𝗻𝗱𝗹𝗮 
𝗦𝗵𝗲 𝗰𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗺𝘀 𝗺𝗲𝗻 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗹𝘂𝗿𝗲𝘀 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗺 𝘁𝗼 𝘁𝗵𝗲 
𝗖𝗲𝗺𝗲𝘁𝗿𝘆 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗽𝗲𝗿𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗺𝘀 𝗰𝗲𝗿𝗮𝗺𝗶𝗰 𝗿𝗶𝘁𝘂𝗮𝗹𝘀. 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗮 𝗶𝘀 𝗮𝗺𝗮𝘇𝗶𝗻𝗴  
𝗦𝗵𝗲 𝗴𝗼𝘁 𝗶𝘁 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗺𝗮𝗺𝗮, 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗺𝗮𝗺𝗮 𝗴𝗼𝘁 𝗶𝘁 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝗮 𝗹𝗼𝗻𝗴 𝗹𝗼𝗻𝗴 𝗹𝗶𝗻𝗲 𝗼𝗳 
𝗠𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵𝘀 𝘄𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗮𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝗺𝗼𝗻𝗱 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝗶𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗮𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗺𝗮𝘀 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗮𝗺𝗮𝘇𝗶𝗻𝗴 
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𝐌𝐲 
𝐀𝐫𝐭 
𝐖𝐢𝐥𝐥 
𝐏𝐢𝐭𝐩𝐨𝐜𝐤𝐞𝐭  
𝐘𝐨𝐮. 
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𝐃𝐨𝐤𝐨𝐭𝐞𝐥𝐚’𝐬 𝐑𝐨𝐨𝐦 
 
 
My doctor told me 
We’re in a war here.  
A war with the guluvament 
awakening in this darkness  
blackness ignored like the unending universe.  
Waking up in constant travels,  
traveling like a time machine,  
trapped in timezones ,  
historic timelines do not align 
Nothing is adding up.  
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𝐔𝐧𝐢𝐯𝐞𝐫𝐬𝐢𝐭𝐲 
𝐎𝐟 
𝐂𝐫𝐢𝐦𝐞 
𝐊𝐫𝐮𝐠𝐞𝐫𝐝𝐨𝐫𝐩 𝐂𝐨𝐫𝐫𝐞𝐜𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧𝐚𝐥 𝐒𝐞𝐫𝐯𝐢𝐜𝐞𝐬 
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𝐁𝐮𝐭𝐜𝐡𝐞𝐫 𝐰𝐢𝐯𝐞𝐬 𝐰𝐢𝐭𝐡 𝐤𝐧𝐢𝐯𝐞𝐬 
 
𝗥𝘂𝗻. 
𝗢𝘂𝗿 𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘆𝗼𝘂 𝗽𝗼𝗲𝘁𝗿𝘆 
𝗢𝘂𝗿 𝗿𝗲𝗳𝘂𝘀𝗮𝗹 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗽𝗶𝘁𝗽𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁 𝗽𝗼𝗲𝘁𝗿𝘆 
𝗜𝗻𝘁𝗼 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗯𝗮𝗰𝗸𝗽𝗼𝗰𝗸𝗲𝘁, 𝘁𝗼𝘁𝗲 𝗯𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗽𝘂𝗿𝘀𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘆𝗼𝘂  
𝗣𝗼𝗲𝘁𝗿𝘆 𝗮𝗴𝗮𝗶𝗻. 
𝗦𝘁𝗶𝗹𝗹, 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗴𝗼𝘃𝗲𝗿𝗻𝗺𝗲𝗻𝘁 𝗶𝘀 𝗮 𝗿𝘂𝗻𝗻𝗶𝗻𝗴, 𝗷𝗼𝗴𝗴𝗶𝗻𝗴, 𝘀𝗽𝗿𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗴 
𝗜𝗻𝗷𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝘀𝗹𝗼𝘄 𝗱𝗼𝘄𝗻, 
𝗦𝘁𝗶𝗹𝗹, 𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲 𝗱𝗲𝘀𝗶𝗿𝗲 𝗷𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗳𝘆𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗶𝗻𝗷𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗲𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝗽𝗲𝗼𝗽𝗹𝗲’𝘀 
𝗜𝗻𝘁𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗻𝗲𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗶𝗻𝘀𝗶𝗱𝗲𝘀, 
𝗪𝗶𝘁𝗵 𝘀𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗽 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗻𝘆 𝗼𝗯𝗷𝗲𝗰𝘁𝘀. 
𝗬𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗱𝗮𝘆 𝗺𝘆 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗮𝘂𝗰𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻𝗲𝗱 𝗮𝘁 𝗮 
𝗟𝘂𝘅𝘂𝗿𝗶𝗼𝘂𝘀 𝗯𝘂𝘁𝗰𝗵𝗲𝗿𝘆 𝗶𝗻 𝗦𝗼𝘄𝗲𝘁𝗼, 
𝗕𝘂𝘁𝗰𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝘄𝗶𝘃𝗲𝘀 𝗵𝗮𝗱 𝗸𝗻𝗶𝘃𝗲𝘀, 𝗽𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗴𝗮𝘀 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗼𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿 
𝗦𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗽 & 𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗻𝘆 𝗽𝗮𝗶𝗻𝗳𝘂𝗹 𝗼𝗯𝗷𝗲𝗰𝘁𝘀. 
𝗥𝗲𝗮𝗱𝘆 𝘁𝗼 𝘀𝗹𝗮𝘂𝗴𝗵𝘁𝗲𝗿 𝗽𝗼𝗹𝘆𝗴𝗮𝗺𝗶𝘀𝘁 𝘀𝗽𝗲𝗰𝗶𝗲𝘀,  
𝗥𝗲𝗮𝗱𝘆 𝘁𝗼 𝘀𝗹𝗮𝘂𝗴𝗵𝘁𝗲𝗿 𝗮𝗻𝘆 𝗺𝗮𝗻 𝘄𝗵𝗼 𝗱𝗮𝗿𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗼 𝗯𝘂𝘆  
𝗠𝗲𝗮𝘁 𝗳𝗿𝗼𝗺 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗯𝘂𝘁𝗰𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝘀𝗵𝗼𝗽. 
𝗠𝗮𝗻𝘆 𝗺𝗲𝗻 𝗳𝗲𝗮𝗿𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗯𝘂𝘁𝗰𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝘀𝗵𝗼𝗽. 
𝗕𝘂𝘁 𝗼𝗻𝗲 𝗺𝗮𝗻, 
𝗔𝗹𝗽𝗵𝗶𝗼𝘀 𝗠𝗮𝗱𝗹𝗮𝗸𝗮𝗱𝗹𝗮𝗸𝗮 𝘁𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗲𝗱, 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗯𝘂𝘁𝗰𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝘄𝗶𝘃𝗲𝘀 𝗰𝗵𝗼𝗽𝗽𝗲𝗱 𝗼𝗳𝗳 𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝗽𝗲𝗻𝗶𝘀, 
𝗪𝗿𝗮𝗽𝗽𝗲𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗽𝗲𝗻𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝗳𝗼𝗶𝗹. 
𝗚𝗼𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗼𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘁𝘄𝗶𝗰𝗲,  
𝗔𝗻𝗱 𝘀𝗼𝗹𝗱 𝘁𝗼 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗵𝗶𝗴𝗵𝗲𝘀𝘁 𝗯𝗶𝗱𝗱𝗲𝗿. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗯𝘂𝘁𝗰𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝘄𝗶𝘃𝗲𝘀 𝘀𝗮𝗶𝗱 𝘁𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝗼𝗻𝗹𝘆 𝘄𝗮𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝗵𝗶𝘀  
𝗙𝗼𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗸𝗶𝗻 
𝗕𝘂𝘁 𝘁𝗵𝗲 𝗮𝘂𝗰𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻𝗲𝗲𝗿𝘀 𝗱𝗲𝗺𝗮𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗱 𝗺𝗼𝗿𝗲 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝘄𝗮𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗱 𝗕𝗮𝗯 𝗠𝗮𝗱𝗹𝗮𝗸𝗮𝗱𝗹𝗮𝗸𝗮’𝘀 𝘁𝗲𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗰𝗹𝗲𝘀 
𝗕𝘂𝘁 𝗵𝗶𝘀 𝗽𝗲𝗻𝗶𝘀 𝘄𝗮𝘀 
𝗙𝗼𝗿𝘀𝗮𝗸𝗲𝗻. 
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𝐒𝐚𝐦𝐨𝐫𝐚 
𝐌𝐚𝐡𝐥𝐚𝐧𝐠𝐮. 
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𝐑𝐞𝐦𝐞𝐦𝐛𝐞𝐫𝐢𝐧𝐠… 
 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋 
𝖡𝗈𝗂𝗉𝖺𝗍𝗈𝗇𝗀 
 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋 
𝖲𝗈𝖻𝗎𝗄𝗐𝖾, 𝖳𝗌𝗈𝗅𝗈, 𝖪𝗀𝗈𝗌𝖺𝗇𝖺 
 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋 
𝖬𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗍𝖾, 𝖭𝖽𝗅𝗈𝗏𝗎 
 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋 
𝖲𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗉𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖾, 𝖫𝖺𝗇𝗀𝖺, 𝖦𝗈𝗆𝗈𝗋𝖺, 𝖤𝗏𝖺𝗍𝗈𝗇,  
𝖬𝗎𝗇𝗌𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗅𝖾, 𝖲𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗍𝗈 
 
𝖱𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋 
𝖶𝖾 𝗐𝗈𝗇'𝗍 𝗆𝗈𝗏𝖾 
𝖪𝗈𝖿𝗂𝖿𝗂 
1955 
 
𝖡𝗎𝗍 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋 𝖿𝗂𝗏𝖾 𝗒𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗌 𝗅𝖺𝗍𝖾𝗋 
 
1960  
 
𝖠𝗇 𝗂𝗇𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼𝖾, 𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖿𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗌 
𝖠𝗓𝖺𝗇𝗂𝖺'𝗌 𝖧𝗎𝗆𝖺𝗇-𝗋𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍𝗌 𝖽𝖺𝗒, 
𝖠𝗇 𝗂𝗇𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍𝗂𝖼𝖾 𝗎𝗇𝗃𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗋𝗂𝖼𝗁𝖾𝗌𝗍 𝗌𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗋𝖾𝗆𝗂𝗅𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺 
𝖭𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗁 𝗈𝖿 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖢𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝗈𝖿 𝖦𝗈𝗅𝖽 
 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝖺𝗋𝗀𝗂𝗇𝖺𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖾𝖽 𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗋𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝖾𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉𝗌 
𝖬𝖾𝗇𝗍𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝗀𝖾𝗇𝗈𝖼𝗂𝖽𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗆𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗅𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽,  
𝖬𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖺𝖼𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝖾𝖼𝖺𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗂𝗋  
𝖤𝗑𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝗐𝖺𝗌 𝗋𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾. 
 
𝖯𝗌𝗒𝖼𝗁𝗂𝖺𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖼𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒 𝗅𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗂𝖽𝖾 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝗎𝖻𝗅𝗂𝖼 𝗆𝖾𝗆𝗈𝗋𝗒 
𝖢𝗈𝗇𝗌𝗎𝗆𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖺𝗇 𝖺𝗅𝗂𝖾𝗇 𝗀𝗈𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗇𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍, 
 
𝖲𝖾𝗉𝖺𝗋𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗇𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝖼𝗂𝗈𝗎𝗌𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 
𝖲𝖾𝗀𝗋𝖾𝗀𝖺𝗍𝖾𝖽, 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗉𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒,  
 
𝖭𝗈 𝗋𝗈𝗈𝗆 𝖿𝗈𝗋 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗉𝗈𝗈𝗋 𝗂𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝖼𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗋𝖾, 
𝖧𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 𝖻𝗋𝖾𝗐𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿-𝗂𝗌𝗈𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇.  
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𝐀𝐧 𝐎𝐝𝐞 𝐉𝐚𝐢𝐫𝐮𝐬 𝐃𝐢𝐭𝐬𝐡𝐨𝐭𝐥𝐨 𝐍𝐤𝐰𝐞 
 
 
𝗪𝗵𝗲𝗻 𝗶 𝘁𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗸 𝗼𝗳 𝗠𝗮𝗹𝗼𝗺𝗲 𝗝𝗮𝗶𝗿𝘂𝘀,  
𝗜 𝗴𝗼 𝗯𝗮𝗰𝗸 𝗶𝗻 𝘁𝗶𝗺𝗲. 
 
𝗠𝗲𝗺𝗼𝗿𝗶𝗲𝘀 𝗱𝗲𝗲𝗽𝗲𝗻 𝗶𝗻𝘁𝗼 𝗻𝗼𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗹𝗴𝗶𝗮 
𝗥𝗲𝗺𝗲𝗺𝗯𝗿𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲𝘀 𝗼𝗳 𝗮 𝗹𝗶𝘃𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗹𝗲𝗴𝗲𝗻𝗱 𝗮𝗿𝗲  
𝗧𝗿𝗮𝗰𝗲𝗱.  
 
𝗪𝗶𝘁𝗻𝗲𝘀𝘀𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗮 𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗼𝗴𝗿𝗮𝗺 𝗼𝗳 𝗮 
𝗩𝗲𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗮𝗻 𝗣𝗮𝗻𝘁𝘀𝘂𝗹𝗮, 
𝗢𝗚 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗹 𝗺𝗮𝗸𝗼𝘆𝗮 𝗝𝗮𝗸𝗮𝗿𝘂𝗺𝗯𝗮  
𝗝𝗮𝗿𝗼𝗺𝗮𝗻𝗼, 𝗝𝗮𝗶𝗿𝘂𝘀  
𝗠𝗮𝗷𝗮𝗿𝗮𝗷𝗮𝗿𝗮 
𝗧𝗵𝗲 𝗱𝗮𝗻𝗰𝗲 𝗳𝗹𝗼𝗼𝗿 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗺𝗮𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗿, 
𝗗𝗶 𝗵𝗲𝗹𝗹𝗲 𝗳𝗼𝗸𝗸𝗲𝗻 𝘀𝗽𝘆 
𝗠𝗲𝗮𝗱𝗼𝘄𝗹𝗮𝗻𝗱𝘀 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗲𝘃𝗲𝗿 𝗵𝗮𝘃𝗲 𝘆𝗼𝘂 𝗶𝗻 
𝗛𝗲𝗿 𝗵𝗲𝗮𝗿𝘁.  
𝐈𝐧𝐝𝐞𝐱 𝐟𝐢𝐧𝐠𝐞𝐫 𝐚𝐧𝐝 𝐭𝐡𝐮𝐦𝐛 𝐢𝐧 𝐭𝐡𝐞 𝐚𝐢𝐫, 
𝗬𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗮𝗿𝘁 𝗽𝗿𝗶𝗰𝗲𝗹𝗲𝘀𝘀 
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𝐋𝐨𝐨𝐤 𝐀𝐭 𝐔𝐬 
 
 
𝖡𝗎𝗄𝖺 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖺,  
𝖫𝗈𝗈𝗄. 
𝖲𝖾𝖾,  
𝖮𝖻𝗌𝖾𝗋𝗏𝖾. 
𝖶𝖺𝗍𝖼𝗁 𝗆𝖾, 𝗆𝗒𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖨 𝖺𝗌  
𝖶𝖾 𝖽𝖺𝗇𝖼𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝗇𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍 
𝖮𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗏𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗒𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍 𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖾𝖽 𝗍𝗈 𝗄𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗎𝗌.  
𝖡𝗁𝖾𝗄𝖺 𝗍𝗁𝗂𝗇𝖺 
𝖫𝗈𝗈𝗄 𝖺𝗍 𝗎𝗌,  
Me, myself and I 
𝖳𝗁𝖾𝗒 𝖿𝖾𝖺𝗋 𝗎𝗌 𝗌𝗈 𝗆𝗎𝖼𝗁 
𝖡𝖾𝖼𝖺𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝗐𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗅𝖺𝗋𝗀𝖾,  
𝖶𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗈𝖼𝖾𝖺𝗇𝗌  
𝖶𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗆𝗈𝗎𝗇𝗍𝖺𝗂𝗇𝗌 
𝖶𝖾 𝖺𝗋𝖾 𝗊𝗎𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌 
𝖢𝗎𝗅𝗍𝗎𝗋𝖺𝗅𝗅𝗒 ?  
𝖯𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗋𝖿𝗎𝗅, 
𝖫𝗂𝗀𝗁𝗍𝗒𝖾𝖺𝗋𝗌 𝖺𝗁𝖾𝖺𝖽. 
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𝗔𝗯𝗮𝘇𝗶𝘆𝗼 𝗕𝗮𝘆𝗮𝘇𝗶, 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀. 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2018 ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂 
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𝐒𝐞𝐚𝐫𝐜𝐡 
𝐘𝐨𝐮𝐫 
𝐌𝐢𝐧𝐝 

- 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖺 𝗂 𝗐𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗉𝗂𝖼𝗄𝗉𝗈𝖼𝗄𝖾𝗍 𝗒𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗍𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖽 𝖻𝖾𝖼𝖺𝗎𝗌𝖾 𝗆𝗒 𝗆𝗂𝗇𝖽’𝗌 𝖿𝗋𝖾𝖾.  
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R5 Zambane eGoli, circa.2018 ⓒ𝖳𝗌𝗁𝖾𝗉𝗈 𝖬𝗈𝗀𝗈𝗉𝗈𝖽𝗂 
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𝐈 𝐀𝐦 𝐄𝐱𝐡𝐚𝐮𝐬𝐭𝐞𝐝 
 
𝗖𝗿𝗮𝘃𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗮 𝗺𝗼𝘂𝘁𝗵𝗳𝘂𝗹 𝗼𝗳 𝗹𝗶𝘁𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘁𝘂𝗿𝗲 
𝗕𝘂𝘁 𝗺𝘆 𝗯𝗿𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝗶𝘀 𝗲𝘅𝗵𝗮𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗱. 
𝗜 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗳𝗲𝗱 𝗮𝘂𝘁𝗵𝗼𝗿𝗶𝘇𝗲𝗱 𝘀𝘆𝗹𝗹𝗮𝗯𝘂𝘀 
𝗜 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗳𝗲𝗱 𝗰𝗼𝗹𝗼𝗻𝗶𝘇𝗲𝗱 𝗲𝗱𝘂𝗰𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻 𝗺𝘆 𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗶𝗿𝗲 𝗲𝘅𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲. 
𝗠𝘆 𝘄𝗵𝗼𝗹𝗲 𝗲𝘅𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲 
𝗜 𝘄𝗮𝘀 𝗳𝗲𝗱 𝗽𝗿𝗼𝗽𝗮𝗴𝗮𝗻𝗷𝗮 𝗳𝗼𝗿 𝗯𝗿𝗲𝗮𝗸𝗳𝗮𝘀𝘁, 
𝗔𝘁 𝗹𝘂𝗻𝗰𝗵, 
𝗜 𝗮𝘁𝗲 𝗺𝘆 𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝗵𝗶𝘀𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘆 𝗽𝗮𝘀𝘀𝗲𝗱 𝗱𝗼𝘄𝗻 𝗯𝘆  
𝗔 𝗴𝗲𝗻𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻 𝘁𝗵𝗮𝘁 𝗳𝗼𝘂𝗴𝗵𝘁 𝘁𝗲𝗲𝘁𝗵 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗻𝗮𝗶𝗹, 
𝗔 𝗴𝗲𝗻𝗲𝗿𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻 𝗳𝗼𝗿𝗲𝗴𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲𝗱 𝗶𝗻 𝗮  
𝗦𝗽𝗮𝗰𝗲 𝗼𝗳 𝗴𝗲𝗻𝗱𝗲𝗿 𝗻𝗲𝘂𝘁𝗿𝗮𝗹𝗶𝘁𝘆. 
𝗙𝗼𝗿 𝗱𝗶𝗻𝗻𝗲𝗿,  
𝗜 𝗮𝘁𝗲 𝗮𝗻 𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵𝗶𝘃𝗲 𝗼𝗳 𝗺𝘆 𝗴𝗿𝗮𝗻𝗱𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿’𝘀 𝗺𝗲𝗺𝗶𝗼𝗿𝘀 𝗶𝗻  
𝗔 𝘀𝗽𝗮𝗰𝗲 𝗼𝗳 𝗻𝗼𝘀𝘁𝗮𝗹𝗴𝗶𝗮, 
𝗪𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲 𝗶𝗱𝗲𝗻𝘁𝗶𝘁𝘆 𝗽𝗼𝗹𝗶𝘁𝗶𝗰𝘀 𝗰𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝗲𝘅𝗶𝘀𝘁 
𝗔 𝘀𝗽𝗮𝗰𝗲 𝘄𝗵𝗲𝗿𝗲 𝘂𝗻𝗰𝗹𝗲 𝗣𝗮𝘁𝗿𝗶𝗮𝗿𝗰𝗵𝘆 𝗰𝗮𝗻𝗻𝗼𝘁 
𝗥𝘂𝗹𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗱𝗼𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗮𝘁𝗲. 
𝗜’𝗺 𝘀𝘁𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗲𝘅𝗵𝗮𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗱 
𝗬𝗲𝘀, 
𝗘𝗺𝗼𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻𝗮𝗹𝗹𝘆, 
𝗜 𝗮𝗺 𝗲𝘅𝗵𝗮𝘂𝘀𝘁𝗲𝗱. 
𝗠𝘆 𝗯𝗿𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝗶𝘀 𝗶𝗻 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗴𝘂𝗲 
𝗕𝘂𝘁 𝗶 𝘄𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝗻𝗼𝘁 𝗯𝗲𝗴 𝘁𝗼 𝗯𝗲 𝗳𝗲𝗱. 
𝗜 𝘄𝗮𝘁𝗲𝗿 𝗺𝘆𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗳 𝗳𝗶𝗿𝘀𝘁 
𝗜 𝗳𝗲𝗲𝗱 𝗺𝗲 𝗺𝗼𝗿𝗲 
𝗜 𝗻𝗲𝗲𝗱 𝗺𝗲 𝗺𝗼𝗿𝗲 
𝗠𝘆𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗳 𝗶𝘀 𝗻𝗼𝘂𝗿𝗶𝘀𝗵𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗳. 
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Diepkloof Zone 6, Straat Art, 𝐂𝐢𝐫𝐜𝐚.2018 ⓒ𝐊𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐡𝐚𝐫𝐢 𝐌𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐤𝐞𝐬𝐡 
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𝐖𝐞 𝐀𝐫𝐞 𝐎𝐧 𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝐀𝐰𝐚𝐲 
 
 
𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝗳𝗮𝘁𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝘄𝗵𝗼 𝗮𝗿𝘁 𝗼𝗻 
𝗘𝗮𝗿𝘁𝗵 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝘀𝗼𝗶𝗹, 
𝗪𝗲 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗴, 
𝗣𝗿𝗼𝗳 𝗦𝗼𝗯𝘂𝗸𝘄𝗲 
𝗪𝗲 𝗳𝗲𝗲𝗹 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗽𝗿𝗲𝘀𝗲𝗻𝗰𝗲,  
𝗪𝗲 𝗳𝗲𝗲𝗹 𝘆𝗼𝘂𝗿 𝗶𝗻𝗳𝗹𝘂𝗲𝗰𝗲. 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝗰𝗮𝗻 𝘄𝗼𝘂𝗻𝗱 𝘂𝘀,  
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝗰𝗮𝗻 𝗸𝗶𝗹𝗹 𝘂𝘀 
𝗧𝗵𝗲𝘆 𝗰𝗮𝗻 𝘁𝗼𝗿𝘁𝘂𝗿𝗲 𝘂𝘀, 
𝗕𝘂𝘁 𝘄𝗲 𝗮𝗿𝗲 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗴.  
𝗥𝗲𝗸𝗼 𝘁𝘀𝗲𝗹𝗲𝗻𝗴, 
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𝐔𝐧𝐜𝐨𝐯𝐞𝐫𝐢𝐧𝐠 
𝐀𝐧𝐝 
𝐑𝐞𝐜𝐨𝐯𝐞𝐫𝐢𝐧𝐠 

- 𝐮𝐧𝐥𝐞𝐚𝐫𝐧𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐚𝐥𝐥 𝐭𝐡𝐞 𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐭 𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐲 𝐭𝐡𝐨𝐮𝐠𝐡𝐭 𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐲 𝐭𝐚𝐮𝐠𝐡𝐭 𝐦𝐞.  
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𝐀 𝐏𝐚𝐫𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐞𝐥 𝐙𝐞𝐛𝐫𝐚 𝐔𝐧𝐢𝐯𝐞𝐫𝐬𝐞, 𝖶𝗂𝗍𝗉𝗈𝗈𝗋𝗍𝗃𝗂𝖾, 𝘑𝘰𝘩𝘢𝘯𝘯𝘦𝘴𝘣𝘶𝘳𝘨. 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2019 ⓒ𝗧𝘀𝗵𝗲𝗽𝗼 𝗠𝗼𝗴𝗼𝗽𝗼𝗱𝗶 
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𝐒𝐚𝐥𝐮𝐭𝐞 
𝐓𝐨 𝐓𝐡𝐞  
𝐒𝐚𝐥𝐮𝐭𝐚𝐬  
𝐖𝐨𝐫𝐥𝐝𝐰𝐢𝐝𝐞.  
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𝗘𝗴𝗼𝗹𝗶, 𝗚𝗮𝘂𝘁𝗲𝗻𝗴 𝗠𝗮𝗯𝗼𝗻𝗲𝗻𝗴 𝗘𝗺𝘂𝘃𝗮, 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀, 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2018 ⓒ𝗧𝘀𝗵𝗲𝗽𝗼 𝗠 
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𝐑𝐞𝐩𝐫𝐞𝐬𝐞𝐧𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐀𝐥𝐥 𝐅𝐨𝐫𝐦𝐬 𝐎𝐟 𝐁𝐥𝐚𝐜𝐤𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐬 
 
 
𝖱𝖾𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗆𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌, 
𝖭𝗂𝗇𝖺 𝖻𝗈𝖹𝗎𝗅𝗎,  
𝗈𝖬𝖺𝗀𝖾𝖻𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗅𝖾 𝗀𝖺𝗆𝖾,  
𝖴𝗇𝗌𝗎𝗇𝗀 𝗐𝖺𝗋𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗋𝗌,  
𝖲𝗄𝗁𝗈𝗄𝗁𝗈𝗌, 𝗂𝗓𝗂𝗇𝗃𝖺 
𝖨𝗇𝗄𝖺𝖻𝗂𝗄𝖺𝗓𝗂 
𝖨𝗓𝗂𝗆𝖻𝗁𝗈𝗄𝗈𝖽𝗈  
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖻𝖺𝖼𝗄𝖻𝗈𝗇𝖾 𝗈𝖿 𝖠𝖿𝗋𝗂𝗄𝖺 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗁𝗈𝗎𝗌𝗋𝗁𝗈𝗅𝖽 𝗌𝗎𝗋𝗇𝖺𝗆𝖾𝗌 
𝖳𝗁𝖺𝗍 𝖾𝗆𝖻𝗋𝖺𝖼𝖾  
𝖬𝖺𝗍𝗋𝗂𝖺𝗋𝖼𝗁𝗒, 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖮𝖦 
𝖳𝗋𝖺𝖽𝗂𝗍𝗈𝗇𝖺𝗅 𝗐𝗂𝗌𝖽𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍 𝗅𝖾𝖺𝗄𝗌 𝖿𝗋𝗈𝗆 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗈𝗅𝖽 
𝖱𝖾𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗆𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 
𝖨𝗇 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗋𝖾𝖾𝗍 𝖼𝗈𝗋𝗇𝖾𝗋𝗌, 
𝖨𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗋 𝖼𝗂𝗍𝗒 𝖽𝗎𝗇𝗀𝖾𝗈𝗇𝗌, 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗁𝗈𝗆𝖾𝗅𝖾𝗌𝗌,  
𝖣𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗅𝖺𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝖽𝗂𝗌𝗉𝗈𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝗆𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌, 
𝖨𝗇𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗆𝖺𝗅 𝗌𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗅𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝖽𝗐𝖾𝗅𝗅𝖾𝗋𝗌, 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝗌𝗈-𝖼𝖺𝗅𝗅𝖾𝖽 𝗅𝗈𝗐𝖾𝗋 𝖼𝗅𝖺𝗌𝗌𝖾𝗌 
𝖱𝖾𝗉𝗋𝖾𝗌𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺𝗅𝗅 𝖿𝗈𝗋𝗆𝗌 𝗈𝖿 𝖻𝗅𝖺𝖼𝗄𝗇𝖾𝗌𝗌 
𝖭𝗂𝗇𝖺 𝖺𝖻𝗈 𝖲𝖾𝖼𝗁 𝖦𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗀𝖺𝗅𝖺, 
𝖩𝗎𝗆𝗉𝖺𝗌 
𝖭𝖽𝗈𝗍𝖺 𝖤𝗆𝗇𝗒𝖺𝗆𝖺 
𝖥𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝗁𝖺𝗇 𝖬𝖺𝖻𝖺𝗇𝖺𝗇𝖺 
𝖯𝗂𝖾𝗍 𝖵𝖺𝗇 𝖳𝗈𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋 
𝖠𝗅𝗉𝗁𝗂𝗈𝗌 𝖬𝖺𝖽𝗅𝖺𝗄𝖺𝖽𝗅𝖺𝗄𝖺 
𝖸𝖾𝗆 𝗒𝖾𝗆 
𝖵𝖾𝗅𝖺 𝖻𝖺𝗆𝖻𝗁𝖾𝗇𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖾, 
Hologrammed 𝗎𝖬𝗄𝗁𝗈𝗇𝗍𝗈 𝗐𝖾𝖲𝗂𝗓𝗐𝖾 𝖠𝖪47  
Hanging on Poqo’ headquarters 
𝖡𝗈𝖬𝗀𝖼𝗂𝗇𝖺 𝗉𝗁𝖺𝗍𝗌’ 𝗉𝗁𝖾𝗓𝗎𝗅𝗎  
𝖭𝗀𝗂𝗌𝗁𝗈 𝗇𝗂𝗇𝖺 𝗂𝗇𝗀𝖺𝗇𝖾 𝗓𝖺𝗄𝖺  
𝖲𝗈𝖻𝗎𝗄𝗐𝖾 
Representing all forms of blackness  
Out of Afrika,  
In the diaspora  
In the near universe,  
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𝐂𝐡𝐨𝐤𝐢𝐧𝐠… 
𝐒𝐮𝐟𝐟𝐨𝐜𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐠, 
& 
𝐒𝐮𝐟𝐟𝐞𝐫𝐢𝐧𝐠 
• 𝐖𝐡𝐚𝐭’𝐬 𝐧𝐨𝐭 𝐨𝐤𝐚𝐲 𝐢𝐬 𝐬𝐮𝐟𝐟𝐞𝐫𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐢𝐧 𝐬𝐢𝐥𝐞𝐧𝐜𝐞.  
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𝐖𝐢𝐭𝐬 𝐀𝐫𝐭 𝐌𝐮𝐬𝐞𝐮𝐦, 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀, 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2017 ⓒ𝗞𝗮𝗹𝗮𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗶 𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝗸𝗲𝘀𝗵 
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𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝐭𝐨𝐰𝐧𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐩𝐬 
𝐜𝐨𝐧𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐮𝐞 𝐭𝐨 
𝐧𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐭𝐞 𝐨𝐮𝐫 
𝐬𝐭𝐨𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬.   
𝐎𝐮𝐫 𝐭𝐨𝐰𝐧𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐩𝐬 
𝐜𝐨𝐧𝐭𝐢𝐧𝐮𝐞 𝐭𝐨 𝐫𝐞𝐜𝐢𝐭𝐞 
𝐨𝐮𝐫 𝐩𝐨𝐞𝐭𝐫𝐢𝐞𝐬.  
𝐆𝐮𝐥𝐮𝐯𝐚’𝐬 𝐩𝐮𝐛𝐥𝐢𝐜𝐚𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧. 
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𝐈𝐧 𝐭𝐡𝐞 𝐬𝐭𝐫𝐞𝐞𝐭𝐬 𝐨𝐟 𝐉𝐨𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐛𝐮𝐫𝐠, 𝐁𝐫𝐚𝐚𝐦𝐟𝐨𝐧𝐭𝐞𝐢𝐧. 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺2017 ⓒ𝗞𝗮𝗹𝗮𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗶 𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝗸𝗲𝘀𝗵 
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“Cops About To Search These Dickies Trousers”, Krugersdorp, circa.2018 ⓒ𝐍𝐨𝐧𝐳𝐮𝐳𝐨 𝐆𝐱𝐞𝐤𝐰𝐚 
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𝐃𝐚𝐝𝐚 𝐊𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐲𝐢𝐬𝐚 - Afropolitan Teaparty, 35m Mural 𝗂𝗇 𝖢𝗈𝗇𝗌𝗍𝗂𝗍𝗎𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝖧𝗂𝗅𝗅, 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀, 
𝐜𝐢𝐫𝐜𝐚.2017 
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𝐒𝐞𝐤𝐮𝐬𝐞𝐥𝐞  
𝐀𝐦𝐚𝐩𝐡𝐮𝐩𝐡𝐨  
𝐀𝐟𝐞𝐳𝐞𝐤𝐞 
•𝐲𝐨𝐮𝐫 𝐝𝐫𝐞𝐚𝐦𝐬 𝐚𝐫𝐞 𝐯𝐚𝐥𝐢𝐝 𝐭𝐨𝐨.  
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𝗟𝘂𝘂𝗶𝗽𝗮𝗿𝗱𝘀𝘃𝗹𝗲𝗶 𝗧𝗿𝗮𝗶𝗻 𝗦𝘁𝗮𝘁𝗶𝗼𝗻, 𝖪𝗋𝗎𝗀𝖾𝗋𝗌𝖽𝗈𝗋𝗉 𝘤𝘪𝘳𝘤𝘢2017 ⓒ𝐊𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐡𝐚𝐫𝐢 𝐌𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐤𝐞𝐬𝐡 
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Self Isolation In Motion, Krugersdorp, Circa.2020 ⓒ𝗞𝗮𝗹𝗮𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗶 𝗠𝗮𝗿𝗿𝗮𝗸𝗲𝘀𝗵 
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𝗔𝗳𝗿𝗶𝗸𝗮 𝗠𝘆 𝗬𝗼𝘂𝘁𝗵, 𝗙𝗮𝗰𝗲𝘀 & 𝗣𝗹𝗮𝗰𝗲𝘀. 𝖲𝗂𝗉𝗁𝖾𝗌𝗂𝗁𝗅𝖾 𝖬𝖺𝗍𝗁𝖾𝗇𝗃𝗐𝖺, 𝖢𝗂𝗋𝖼𝖺.2020 (ⓒ𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁)  
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𝐆𝐰𝐚𝐛𝐚𝐛𝐚 
•𝐋𝐢𝐧𝐠𝐮𝐚 𝐟𝐫𝐚𝐧𝐜𝐚 𝐨𝐟 𝐒𝐨𝐮𝐭𝐡 𝐀𝐟𝐫𝐢𝐜𝐚𝐧 𝐭𝐨𝐰𝐧𝐬𝐡𝐢𝐩𝐬 
•𝐖𝐡𝐞𝐧 𝐲𝐨𝐮𝐫 𝐡𝐞𝐚𝐫𝐭 𝐢𝐬 𝐫𝐚𝐜𝐢𝐧𝐠; 
•𝐖𝐡𝐞𝐧 𝐲𝐨𝐮 𝐜𝐚𝐧 𝐥𝐢𝐭𝐞𝐫𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐲 𝐟𝐞𝐞𝐥 𝐟𝐞𝐚𝐫  
 𝐑𝐮𝐧𝐧𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐭𝐡𝐫𝐨𝐮𝐠𝐡 𝐲𝐨𝐮𝐫 𝐯𝐞𝐢𝐧𝐬, 
 𝐅𝐫𝐨𝐦 𝐡𝐞𝐚𝐝 𝐭𝐨 𝐭𝐨𝐞𝐬.  
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𝗕𝗿𝗮𝗮𝗺𝗳𝗼𝗻𝘁𝗲𝗶𝗻 , 𝖩𝗈𝗁𝖺𝗇𝗇𝖾𝗌𝖻𝗎𝗋𝗀. ⓒ𝐊𝐚𝐥𝐚𝐡𝐚𝐫𝐢 𝐌𝐚𝐫𝐫𝐚𝐤𝐞𝐬𝐡 𝘊𝘪𝘳𝘤𝘢.2020 
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𝐒𝐢𝐬𝐮𝐤𝐚 
𝐊𝐮𝐝𝐞 
𝐇𝐚𝐝𝐳𝐚, 𝐊𝐡𝐨𝐢, 𝐌𝐛𝐮𝐭𝐮, 𝐌𝐚𝐚𝐬𝐚𝐢, 𝐍𝐚𝐦𝐚, 𝐒𝐚𝐧𝐝𝐚𝐰𝐞, 𝐘𝐨𝐫𝐮𝐛𝐚   
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𝐍𝐞𝐟𝐞𝐫𝐭𝐢𝐭𝐢’𝐬 𝐡𝐞𝐚𝐝 
 
 
Nefertiti’s head is hidden  
beneath a township  
civilization, ano domino  
dominates timescales. 
Internal landscapes  
inside my stomach. 
Underneath my 
Gold plated lungs  
Spins an intestine like monera. 
Nefertiti’s head is tattooed on  
Shakur’s chest,  
On my girlfriends’ rib 𝗌𝗂𝗍𝗌 𝖺 𝖭𝗎𝖻𝗂𝖺𝗇 𝖰𝗎𝖾𝖾𝗇  
𝖱𝗈𝗅𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝖺 𝖻𝗅𝗎𝗇𝗍 
On my grandmothers thigh 𝗌𝗂𝗍𝗌 a new 
Nefertiti,  
𝖬𝖻𝗈𝗄𝗈𝖽𝗈, 
Mosadi,  
Warrior 
𝖫𝖺𝖼𝗈𝗌𝗍𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗍𝗈𝗅𝖾𝗋𝖾𝗇𝗍 𝗅𝗂𝗄𝖾 
Kemetic Nubian 𝗐𝖺𝗏𝖾𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖺𝗍  
𝖡𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀’𝗌 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝖼𝖾𝗇𝗌𝖾 𝗍𝗈 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝗆𝖺𝗋𝗄𝖾𝗍  
𝖯𝗋𝖾𝖼𝗂𝗈𝗎𝗌 𝗈𝗂𝗅𝗌 𝗌𝗎𝗋𝗋𝗈𝗎𝗇𝖽𝗌 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗀𝗁𝖾𝗍𝗍𝗈𝖾𝗌, 
𝖭𝗈𝖻𝗈𝖽𝗒 𝗆𝗎𝗌𝗍 𝗌𝗎𝗋𝗋𝖾𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋,  
𝖶𝖾 𝗐𝗂𝗅𝗅 𝗌𝗎𝗋𝗋𝖾𝗇𝖽𝖾𝗋 𝗂𝖿 𝗐𝖾 𝖽𝗈𝗇𝗍 𝗀𝖾𝗍 𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗌𝖾 
𝖳𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝖼𝗂𝗏𝗂𝗅𝗂𝗓𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇𝗌 
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𝐃𝐞𝐚𝐫 
1994 
• 𝐧𝐨𝐭𝐡𝐢𝐧𝐠 𝐡𝐚𝐬 𝐜𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐠𝐞𝐝.  
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𝐍𝐨𝐫𝐭𝐡 𝐎𝐟 𝐉𝐨𝐡𝐚𝐧𝐧𝐞𝐬𝐛𝐮𝐫𝐠, 𝘈𝘦𝘳𝘪𝘢𝘭 𝘤𝘰𝘶𝘳𝘵𝘦𝘴𝘺 𝘰𝘧 𝘢 𝘩𝘺𝘣𝘳𝘪𝘥 / 𝘴𝘢𝘵𝘦𝘭𝘭𝘪𝘵𝘦, ⓒ2020 
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🅲🅾🅽🆃🅴🅼🅿🅾🆁🅰🆁🆈 
🅿🅾🅴🆃🆁🆈 
 
“228 𝘗𝘢𝘨𝘦𝘴 𝘰𝘧 𝘕𝘦𝘨𝘭𝘦𝘤𝘵𝘦𝘥 𝘗𝘰𝘦𝘵𝘳𝘺 
𝖠𝗇 𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗁𝗈𝗅𝗈𝗀𝗒 𝖻𝗒 𝖪𝖺𝗅𝖺𝗁𝖺𝗋𝗂 𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁” 
 
Is Mothupi Kgatshe’s debut full length poetry collection,  
A 𝖼𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾 𝖽𝗈𝖼𝗎𝗆𝖾𝗇𝗍𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 on South African 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋iography. 
Utilizing 𝗍𝖾𝗑𝗍 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗂𝗆𝖺𝗀𝖾𝗋𝗒 as two important archival tools, 
Photography accompanying poetry.  
The anthology is written from a 𝗇𝖾𝗐, 𝗋evolutionary, pantsula perspective o𝖿 sharing 
and writing of 𝗈𝗎𝗋 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝖾𝗌 with spectrums that creates its own framework.  
Identity, grief, memory, displacement, pain, love, crime, poverty, trauma, just to name 
a few,  are some of the complex issues of human experience that draw up 
𝖬𝖺𝗋𝗋𝖺𝗄𝖾𝗌𝗁’𝗌 body of work. 
A revolutionary voice advocating for c𝗋𝖾𝖺𝗍𝗂𝗏𝖾 𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗒𝗍𝖾𝗅𝗅𝗂𝗇𝗀 
(creative storytelling 𝗂𝗌n’t 𝖽𝖾𝖺𝖽, so 𝗂𝗌 𝗉𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗍.) 
A liberating voice advocating for the marginalized, the masses, and the neglected. 
An alternative voice that deepens our understanding of South Africa’s  
Historiography and its contemporary landscape. 
𝖳𝗁𝖾 𝖼𝗈𝗅𝗅𝖾𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗈𝗇 𝗂𝗍𝗌𝖾𝗅𝖿 𝗂𝗌 𝗂𝗇𝖿𝗅𝗎𝖾𝗇𝖼𝖾𝖽 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗂𝗇𝗌𝗉𝗂𝗋𝖾𝖽 𝖻𝗒 𝖾𝗏𝖾𝗋𝗒𝖽𝖺𝗒 𝗅𝗂𝖿𝖾, 
Individual and collective experiences 
(Personal and shared experiences) 
Unearthing the unsung and underrepresented heroes from my  
Childhood experiences; 
Revealing the complexities and anxieties of living in 
South Africa’s most unequal spaces, townships and informal settlements,  
Post-colonialism. 
Searching for identity in a deeply divided society; 𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗌𝗍𝖺𝗇𝗍𝗅𝗒 𝗋𝖾𝗆𝖾𝗆𝖻𝖾𝗋𝗂𝗇𝗀, 
𝗋𝖾𝗂𝗆𝖺𝗀𝗂𝗇𝗂𝗇𝗀, 𝖺𝗇𝖽 𝗋𝖾𝖼𝗈𝗇𝗌𝗍𝗋𝗎𝖼𝗍𝗂𝗇𝗀 𝗍𝗁𝖾 𝖺𝗅𝗆𝗈𝗌𝗍-𝖾𝗋𝖺𝗌𝖾𝖽 𝗁𝗂𝗌𝗍𝗈𝗋𝗂𝗈𝗀𝗋𝖺𝗉𝗁𝗂𝖾𝗌 𝗈𝖿 South Africa’s 
𝗍𝗈𝗐𝗇𝗌𝗁𝗂𝗉 𝖼𝗈𝗆𝗆𝗎𝗇𝗂𝗍𝗂𝖾𝗌, the collection is accompanied by a dash of lingua franca that 
it is embedded in South African townships. The poems are however written in English 
but they still pay respects towards their linguistic root, with a style of exploring 
vocabulary and language.  
In other words 
228 𝘗𝘢𝘨𝘦𝘴 𝘖𝘧 𝘕𝘦𝘨𝘭𝘦𝘤𝘵𝘦𝘥 𝘗𝘰𝘦𝘵𝘳𝘺 is an anthology  
that doesn’t comform to western ideas of poetry. 
Ingrained in a contemporary South African heritage,  
the collection breeds new ways of creative storytelling.  
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ⓒ Publication Guluva 


