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FOREWORD 
What does it mean to be a man? Jade Novelist takes on the challenge to answer 

that burning question. A worthy read after a long hiatus.

What makes this book so exciting, other than the fact that I got to write the 

foreword, is that this is his first book with a major focus on men; both good and bad 

aspects. We live in a world where men believe that they can't express themselves, 

that they aren't allowed to feel and other than providing for their family; they serve 

no other purpose.

 

I remember the first time Jade shared his concept for African Gentleman with me. 

It was in September 2017, his aim was to release the book on his birthday in 2018, 

however, he decided to put the book on hold because he felt it was not good enough 

for release. His exact words were “I am cancelling AG, it is not what I want it to be, I 

do not believe in releasing work that is mediocre ”. 

He is his own biggest critic but I think it shows in the passion and thought he 

puts into his work. I have worked with him for over 3 years and, to be honest, I 

believe this is his personal second favourite project. I say that because I can tell the 

project is filled with a lot of pieces that make reference to his personal life, his 

thoughts, his fears and his desires.

Jade Novelist



African Gentleman

African Gentleman is the world from a man’s perspective and even though the 

focus is on men, he has not left out women. An entire chapter is dedicated to women 

and what they mean to him. It also explores parenting, family and growth.

Most importantly it highlights how somewhere along the years' men lost their 

voices. Reading the book I found myself learning from it, despite the book being  

playful, as is the nature of the wordsmith. In a world that continues to paint them 

with the same brush, in a world that believes in belittling men just to uplift my 

gender, I feel books like African Gentleman, are necessary.

— B. Rose, 2019 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For so long the definition of a man was that he needs to be the opposite of a woman. A 

man cannot show hurt. A man is defined by the way he dresses, the way he talks and how 

much money he earns.

Can a man be so simple? What about his goals, principals and ambitions?

A man is more than superficial. In order to define a man you need to consider what he 

loves and what he holds beautiful in his heart. His faith, his fears and the elements that 

shape his character. From the pain he hides to the ones he allows close to him.
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I call to you,

in little words,

hoping you look to my heart 

for the words my mind cannot think

and lips cannot speak

so you may grant me faith.

Enough faith to move the mountains that form 

obstacles in my desires,

faith to destroy the weapons that prevent the rise to my 

aspirations

and faith to remind me to hold on to more than my pain 

when life gets too much.
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Untitled 

Jade Novelist

Only broken homes are worth noticing,

so fathers who are trying, go unnoticed.

I agree that a man should not be praised for 

being there for his child but isn't it strange that 

parents who are never there get all the attention 

even though they don't care,

so we waste breath on breaking one another 

instead of building up our societies.

Rape is seen as ‘culture’ now,

some men speak up but most still struggle 

with the concept of consent

and even though we try to educate,

sometimes we get lost in our own questions,

like “what is the purpose of a safe word” and 

when is rough okay”,

in the end, we agree to disagree and say that 

it’s relationship-based but why can’t we all 

agree that the fundamentals should stay the 

same,

we should all be against it 

and acknowledge that it isn't always rough, 

it isn't always with a stranger

and it’s not always a man.

The list is endless,

and the flaws have no end;

It makes sense that the brunt of upset is 

directed at the orientation with a third leg.

From communicating with fists,

to expression through abusive words.

Men are trash is the tagline, 

and most times I’m forced to agree because 

we make the same mistakes and believe 

forgiveness is deserved

but how can we see hurt and look away,

how can we hurt and think sorry will take 

away the pain?
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They said I could be everything,

I could be anything but that.

Because I was black and that would go unnoticed.

After all,

the stars only come when most heads have gone to bed, 

so no matter how I did it, 

no one would see my shine.
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Jade Novelist

Pressure. 

I know what pressure feels like.

Pressure to succeed,

to be an example to those who follow after me. 

Pressure,

I understand pressure.

Pressure to be enough,

relationships are no longer about love and cute faces.

Pressure,

I am surrounded by it.

Pressure to be more,

more focused on priorities but still balancing the things 

that make me, me.

Pressure,

keep pressing down on me

because I know pressure makes diamonds.
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I still remember how to love you,

meaning my heart isn't ready to let go.

So maybe we can try again,

make the same mistakes 

and hope for a better outcome. 
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… the way you carry yourself

gentle but strong 

and firm when required to be.

Your ambition drives you,

you're able to stand up for what you believe in even 

when it goes against societal norms. 

You never need to stand in front

for people to want to follow you,

it’s automatic, 

and you don’t demand submissiveness, 

it is given to you. 

You are open-minded, 

toxic masculinity isn’t part of your genetics.

You were raised by a strong woman and it shows in 

how you treat me 

and the women in your life.

Your character, 

the way you respect your faith, 

the way you respect God. 

I know there are days when it’s shaky but you never 

forget who is God 

and that makes you a good man to me.
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In a world of options,

in you, I find peace and spiritual restoration.

I’m captivated by the simple things you do,

the soft voice you use to speak

and flawed by how others spend hours in front of a 

mirror seeking beauty

but with you, only a smile, and you’ve attained.

I’ve seen many of your kind

try hard to fit in

forgetting true beauty lays within,

below the false lashes and painted skin

but you do it so effortlessly,

captivating me

daily.

I feel ashamed to say

that I run out of words each day

and all I have is “You are beautiful”.

My heart longs for more ways that are more permanent 

than a picture,

but for now, simple sentiment will have to do

as I continue trying to capture

the beauty that is you.
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The Miseducation Of Jade 
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Words dance the same on tongues

whether sharp or blunt, 

to the music of accents and skin tones

heard by ears of those who see with the eyes of their 

backgrounds.

All working together to cloud minds and senses,

thus begin the claims of what belongs to them and them

then we fight over who is wrong and right

and somewhere between the squabbles 

we forfeit common sense and say poetry belongs to the 

educated.

Words walk the same on tongues,

whether loud or soft,

walking from places of love or hate.

When heard by strangers 

only their experiences determine their interpretation

and difficulty in communication does not indicate a 

limit in understanding

but we forfeit understanding and say poetry belongs to 

the educated.

Words crawl the same on tongues,

slow and direct when the destination is one’s heart,

piercing and penetrating, 

so why say poetry belongs to the educated?
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Fill me till I pour-over,

leave room for imperfections

but please start with integrity.

To those who wish to break me,

let them meet with the power of your grace.

You are the light,

and I am the room in need of illumination.

You are the song,

and I am the voice that sings your praise.

You are the miracle giver,

and I recipient of all that brings me closer to you.
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2. A GENTLEMAN’S 
LOVE 

Love, I 

If Could Love (Part I) 

If Could Love (Part II) 

If Could Love (Part III) 

If Could Love (Part IV) 

If Could Love (Part V) 

If Could Love (Part VI) 

If Could Love (Part VII) 

If Could Love (Part VIII) 

For You (Part III) / (Starlight)
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Love is beautiful. 

Love is also personal. 

Do you know what love means to you when you are not 

in a relationship?
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So I will wait until you can say I love you,

not just the words like you do now

but say it like I do,

with more emotion.

Maybe not as much as mine,

but just enough for me to know

I'm not wasting my time.
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I've been told that if a man doesn't say it,

 he doesn't feel it 

but if he doesn't show it, 

he doesn't mean it.

If I had a choice I would show it all the time but only 

say it three times.

i.

On the day I first feel it,

ii.

thereafter on the day she takes my last name 

iii.

and lastly to draw my last breath, so that she knows till 

the end, it was always her on my mind and in my heart.
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If I could, 

I would let you have it all

but just recently someone used truths I shared against 

me.

So I need time to learn to trust that all the pieces of me 

have found a safe place to call home.
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I love you.

I love you in cryptic code, transcribed messages 

imprinted on solitary moments we carry in our hearts.

I love you in languages yet to be formed, I struggle to 

describe how you have all of me lost in a sea of stuttering 

expressions failing to explain your relevance to me.

I love you in dead languages, only dying beside you can 

communicate how much you meant to me in life.
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If I could love,

it would be at a time before I met you.
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If I could, 

I would love you 

armour and all.

I see you as you hide behind your cold exterior

and the walls you've built.

You're complicated to love,

comfortable in the battle scars 

and even though you're fighting yourself to move on,

you still hold to the belief that hurt is inevitable.

If I could,

I would love you

armour and all

but I want the you behind the defences,

behind the regrets,

behind the unforgiven decisions of the past.
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If I could love,

it would be with you.

With you as my somebody,

it would be easier to give my all to you,

to fall and trust you with body and soul

and hold to you as a tree holds to soil.

It would not be with someone almost there 

and not someone close enough,

if I could love, 

it would be with you.

I would love you, only you.
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If I could love but not let you know how I feel,

then have I not failed to love you?

If I could love and no difference is seen in me,

then can that love be called real? 

If I could love but never fear it’s magnitude, 

then who am I deceiving? 
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If I could, 

I would love you 

armour and all

but even soldiers lay down their arms at the war’s end,

so stop, accept that we are on the same side and that the 

battle is done.

No need for fear to lead your heart,

nor need for insecurities to sharpen your words,

let go of the tragedies of your soul and the pain you've 

experienced.

Let me heal your scars

and for the wounds that won't mend,

hide them in my heart.
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For you, I would pull a star from the sky,

and keep it alight 

so you can always find your way to me.

For you, I would let it shine 

even when loving you burns,

and still hold enough love in my hands for the both of 

us.

For you, I would glare into an eclipse,

and take on your demons on the darkest night

only if you'll be there to brighten up my next day.

For you, I would forsake the universe,

and settle for the corner of a galaxy

for you are the only dream worth chasing.
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3. A GENTLEMAN 
NEVER TELLS 

Contemplation 

A Gentleman Never Tells 

Latch 

Tears of A Gentleman II 

Fear 

Peace 

Painted Floors 

Happy 

Broken 

Blessings
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Men hurt and not every scar heals. They know loss and how to hide pain. I wonder 

what kind of world we would live in if a man could cry and still be considered strong.

Instead, we live in a world where tears are used as a measure of one’s strength. 

“I have never seen my father cry until that day”.

A man knows pain but never tells.
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I'm expected to be strong,

and have remorseful need for 

vulnerability.

So where do I put the half you don't want, 

so I can be human enough for you to 

accept?



African Gentleman

A Gentleman Never Tells 

 

Jade Novelist

The first time I was 9

I was a young boy 

in the corner of a dark room 

waiting for an old man to help me find my way home

I had wandered to where I wasn't invited by the host 

but for some reason his uncle came to seek the gift from me 

and so because I had nothing in my hands he chose to take a part of my soul.

Mother always said I was smart for my age, 

so his threat came off loud and clear.

He said, say anything to anyone 

and your birthday celebration won't make a come around.

I walked home with less words and more thoughts in my mind

I convinced myself no one would believe me, 

they would probably give my imagination all the credit.

After 9 came 12

That's the time we still don't talk about.
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Fast forward to 15.

For some reason, I befriended curiosity 

We went on our first date on the day of love

The school was throwing a dance, 

I was new and had no other friends

I wanted so badly to fit in

So I drank too much 

but not enough to forget what came next

He was older and I wasn't very sober 

He was family and his hands must have been related to curiosity

Because like her they landed on me

I remember vividly how I didn't move

Time turned back and I was 9 again

But this time no one was there to show me the way home,

So I lay there till morning light dried my tears

and a new demon held my tongue, dressed sharply in my fears.

And even though my birthday serves as a compass, 

guiding me to thoughts of how long I am still holding on to the past

I just want to get to a point where I can talk about this without fear of losing my 

masculinity.
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you deserve something good 

and I don’t see that in me.

so I will hold your heart 

until someone deserving comes along.

if that day never comes,

then I hope I was enough to give you some semblance 

of happiness. 
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I spent so much time hoping someone would love the broken parts of me

So I could find the strength to face them.

I wanted to lean on you so the road would be a little less lonely

So while we built us up, we could also drag my shattered soul along.

Instead of love lessons, you put me on a crash course on recovery;

how to recover from false promises,

how to fixate on blemishes and act like it's all my fault.

I smell of bad decisions, 

so I bathe in salty tears

only resulting in cleansing the good memories.

Washing away the day we first kissed, 

our first time and the last time my name had sweet undertones as it parted from your lips.

A man must not cry, 

so let's call mine watering the earth.
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Scared to marry

Scared she’ll leave

Scared to want

I feel I’ll never receive

Scared of fame

I’m scared I'm not worth being seen 

Scared of faith

Scared to deal with unanswered 

prayers

Scared of love

because I'm scared to need someone 

out of fear of being alone.



African Gentleman

Peace 

Jade Novelist

There are days I wish we could trade places,

so I could enjoy the peace you've embraced.

There’s pain down here and each day, 

life finds new ways to hurt me.

I'm still not over losing you and still struggling to accept I have to move on.

I’m still stuck with questions, 

wondering if you are close enough to Him to hear my prayers, 

so in some way, my voice still reaches your ears.

Sometimes I seek an escape, 

hoping you'd visit me in a dream, 

so we can talk like we used to

then I remember losing you made me forsake who I used to be,

so even if my words made it to you, 

would recognise me?

Sometimes I envy your peace, 

wondering if it's quieter where you are

and that when you’re bored do you treat the stars as lightbulbs 

and make them shine a little brighter where I am

and I must confess that such thoughts give me peace,

that while I'm missing you, 

you're looking down and smiling at me.
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I hope you see it how I do

and if you don't I don't blame you.

I see the scene and apologise for the mess

but my heart says this is best.

I never knew this is how it ends

but please see the art in my actions.

I see the red as it paints the floor,

I see it as the life fades and the pain goes away.

I see the red ink as it expresses me,

telling you that my strength could no longer carry on with painted smiles. 

I see it all 

and I hope you see it how I do

but if you don't I don't blame you.
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I'm happy in spite of you,

I’m happy after you,

I’m happy 

or at least that’s what I tell myself to miss less of you.
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Sometimes we live trapped in glass houses.

We have the perfect view of others living their lives,

we pay little attention to their vices and the things they hide.

So when our shells begin to crack we assume our faults are laid 

bare

and we move from observers to victims

and bury ourselves in being broken shame.

When built on shaky foundation and structures begin to fold, 

we lose control and our pasts overwhelm us.

We live in the recalling of pain because nothing reminds us we are 

human or more alive than the feeling of pain.

The abuse, assault, 

someone telling us we are not enough or even the bad memories 

become the beacon of existence.

When he raped you, when she disowned you or when they 

reminded you you'd never make it plays loudest and never fails to 

remind you of who you are.

You are broken

and no one likes broken things

they use them

they toy with them,

broken treasures are buried in places no one wishes to seek.
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I am broken

but I am broken in Christ

and He reminds me broken glass still cuts

broken crayons still colour

and broken records still play, 

sometimes all we need is to adjust the tune

I am not ready to be made whole

but I know need help.
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Faith. Hope. Love 

Defining Sexy To My Daughter 

Brave 
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Koala 

A Woman’s Voice 

Extraordinary 

If You Ever 

A Letter To Hope 

155 BPM 

Dear J 

Mirror, Mirror II
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Someone who abandons their child cannot be called a 

man. Your child is a part of you, how can you neglect 

yourself and still feel whole?
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Little one, 

who mirrors me,

do you see how you make me feel?

Little one, 

who mirrors me,

do you see how your smile lights up my world?

Little one, 

who mirrors her,

did you know she prayed for 20 simple things?

Just 10 little fingers and 10 little toes.

Little one, 

who mirrors her,

did you know when she speaks of miracles,

it's you she speaks of?
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To faith,

I give you my heart,

praying that the broken pieces still fit together somehow

and that all the experiences prepared me to be what you need.

To hope,

I give you my past,

so that we can always find solace in each other

and leave the painful moments in yesterday.

To love,

I give you my word,

that no matter what,

I shall always be there.



African Gentleman

Defining Sexy To My Daughter 

Jade Novelist

Defining sexy to my daughter 

will be the greatest lesson I’ve ever taught her 

Young lady, 

beauty can’t be captured in words 

so ignore the ranting and raving of magazines in the world 

Most people think it's on the outside 

but you have something special on your side 

and everyone wishes they’d be you if they could

Defining sexy to my daughter,

maybe now she’ll see she is prettier than the doll that I bought 

her 

No conforming to the norms of society; 

they are filled with endless envy,

singing never-ending odes to anorexia 

when they are just lost people like you and me 

They are filled with jealousy’s insomnia 

Refusing to sleep when others are happy

Defining sexy to my daughter,

a young girl still struggling to grasp that a man should love 

her with her clothes on

 and that “sexy is an attitude and not a state of undress”.
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You make me want to be brave,

I know that because I'd go to war with you.

I’d curse angels and battle demons, 

if it meant a smile would settle on your face.

You make me want to be brave,

I know because I've changed who I am for you.

Gone are the days I'd run from fears,

here are the days where I soldier even when my strength is 

gone.

You make me want to be brave,

I know because I still have fears but I have better priorities 

now and my biggest fear is the risk of losing you.
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To you I present my hands,

hands to hold you when you tear,

hands to fight for you when their armies come

and hands to carry you when you fall.

To you I extend my hands

hands for comfort 

hands for shelter when the storms arrive,

and hands to cover your ears when they talk.

To you I recommend my hands,

hands to applaud your achievements,

hands to show you the way

and hands to pray for your successes.

To you I proffer my hands,

hands to rock you while I sing your lullaby,

to keep you safe while you sleep

and to show you that of all the beautiful angels heaven has 

made,

you were created to be their example. 
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In life there are lessons,

in tragedy there are blessings.

In his leaving, 

gave room for my arrival.

We struggle through the questions;

how much truth do you deserve?

how much from me should you learn

and with you being so young could you ever 

understand that, 

even though I missed out on your birth

and wasn’t part of your conception

I love you as if I was always there?

We started off on a rough note, 

a home full of love and pockets filled with 

dreams.

Empty wallets and financial difficulties were 

our first contributions.

Continuous mood swings,

mom and dad could not agree on how to do 

things, 

all we knew was you came first.

So we made sacrifices,

she gave up her attitude

and I learnt to ask for help.

We learnt to communicate. 

So please believe me when I say I’m not here 

because of her

All we really are is common math, 

no matter who she decides to love, 

you’ll always be my one.
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Impatient, 

I lay on my bed alone wishing you were laying with me.  I 

want to hold your tiny hands just to feel your soft touch as its 

sensations send warm signals to my heart.

I wanna say things to you, that only I and your dad could 

understand, like how long we’ve waited and how many prayers 

were made before you came.

I lay here alone and all I can think about is you and him.

I feel alone and all I need is for him to be here and for you to 

be between us. Sounds selfish right?

That definitely comes with being territorial and a mother to 

be.

I need to see you smile and hear you.

I long to hear your heartbeat, and eager to hear it in sync 

with your father's because my angel his heartbeat has helped me 

get up on my weakest days.

It’s 2 am, 

I am laying on my bed with tears in my eyes, with my hand 

on your habitat and all that comes to mind is that you are here 

and I shall soon be able to hold you and my happiness will spark 

within you and my love for you will hold no bounds.
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Dear gentle one,

my extraordinary phenomena.

I want you to know that we will make it through 

thunderstorms and rainy clouds,

I will hold your hand on dark days and embrace you on days 

when the world makes you feel less deserving. 

Never let anyone make you feel less worthy because of the 

choices you make,

love who you love,

chase the dreams that excite you and surround yourself with 

souls that enrich you

because your extraordinary

and that's who you were born to be.
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If you ever forget 

the beauty in your meaning,

the meaning in your existence 

or the purpose behind your living, 

look to me and I will take you to He who gave meaning to me 

and life to you 

and love to us.
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A Letter To Hope 

Jade Novelist

I write to you to confess my truths, 

did you know that you are the bearer of two 

titles?

One being a Mirror of Sin and the other a 

Blessing That Was Prayed For.

Sin because you were made, as your mother 

and I were yet to wed. 

Blessing because you are everything we 

ever wanted.

You were named after the one who came 

before you,

the one who left before you

and hopefully on his return kept you 

company with the other angels.

I'm sorry for the expectations,

you have so many roles to play before you 

taste your first breath.

Your grandmother has already picked out 

dresses,

your aunts have planned out play dates

and your parents have started arguments 

on who they want you to be.

I'm sorry for the choices;

we made bad decisions growing up 

and we have pasts you need to learn of 

but not confirm to,

so maybe try not to be like us and make 

your own mistakes

but always remember hurt heals, 

and that love is real.

I’m sorry we won't always be there,

sometimes because life forces us apart,

sometimes because we want you to grow on 

your own,

and sometimes because you won't want us 

there

but because you are mine, I will never be 

too far away.

I’m sorry I'm a broken man,

selfish enough to bring you into this broken 

world

but like your name implies, 

you represent something money can't buy

and I want you to know that I have my 

fears when it comes to you,

that I'm going mess up a time or two

but one thing I’ll never regret is having 

you.
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Jade Novelist

She said I now owe someone an 

inheritance

Those words sounded like death’s 

knock had come to my door

I could no longer live the life I had 

become accustomed to

and I had to bury the decisions of the 

past below a tombstone marked “youthful 

exuberance”   

I was going to be a father

I needed to disassociate myself from 

my childlike ways

Spend less time on chasing dreams and 

more on building a legacy

You were months away from birth yet 

you had given me new life

and the closest you got to a “hello”

was the sound made by a blob in a 

water sack on a black and white screen

at a rate of 155 beats per minute

I didn't know where to start but I 

knew I needed to protect you

I had hoped for a girl but you had other 

plans

and I suppose that was the first time 

father and son didn't agree

Your mother and I had nothing but 

love to give

Little did we know you had plans to 

leave

and that was the second time we didn't 

see eye to eye

because you broke the heart of the one I 

called the love of my life,

because of you, she forgot how to smile

and I moved away from God for a 

while

You tasted air while I was not around

and the first time our eyes met, 

yours were closed 

and then I lay you in the ground

because you no longer belonged to the 

land of the living

That was the only day we were ever in 

the same room

You, your mother and a man who used 

to know how to be happy.
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Dear J 

 

Jade Novelist

We I will never stop missing you.
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Mirror, Mirror II 

 

Jade Novelist

Mirror mirror, 

part reflection of my soul,

who is the one you mirror most?

Is it I, whose eyes colour hazel or she whose hands are so 

gentle?

Is it she, whose hair is coarse and skin feels as smooth as the 

night is inevitable or I whose heart intuitively knows how to 

calm you? 

Is it I, who sees art in every aspect and titles you as God’s 

greatest masterpiece or she who uses logic as a guide and calls 

you the best part of her?

Mirror mirror, 

part reflection of my soul,

who is the one you mirror most?
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5. A GENTLEMAN IN 
COURTSHIP 

Lean On Me 

A Proverb 

Whispers 

I Knew 

How Do I? 

Teach Me How To Love 

Silly Me 

Grateful 

Nostalgia (It’s You) 

Missing You & Other Things I Do (Original)

Jade Novelist



African Gentleman

 

Jade Novelist

When in pursuit of a woman, a man is his best version 

of himself.



African Gentleman

Lean On Me 

 

Jade Novelist

Everyone has baggage and I know you came with some 

from your past,

but what kind of gentleman would I be if I didn't help 

you carry some of it?

So give me your pain, 

give me your unhappy memories

and even the parts you struggle to love.

Let me help you carry the load.



African Gentleman

A Proverb 

 

Jade Novelist

My dear, 

I love you like a dark secret;

selfishly 

and alone.

And other than God, 

only I am allowed access to you.
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Whispers 

 

Jade Novelist

You smell like last night and bad decisions

I taste like goodbyes and non-commitment

The only thing we have in common

is that despite better judgment, 

we hope that this time,

it's love.
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I Knew 

 

Jade Novelist

I knew it was too late 

on the second stare,

of our first encounter.

The more I stared,

the more beautiful you became.

Only a fool, 

could walk away from a soul so pure.
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How Do I? 

 

Jade Novelist

How do I make them understand that it’s your hand I 

want to hold

and your name I want tattooed on my soul?

How do I show them that with you I want a dozen 

forevers

and that it's your lips I want pressed against mine 

every time?

How do I tell them it's you I've prayed for

and you I was made for?

Please tell me what to say 

to your insecurities, 

in a way that will make them believe me.
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Teach Me How To Love 

 

Jade Novelist

Teach me how to love,

more specifically how to love you.

I’ve been tainted by lessons taught by failed 

relationships.

So I know pain, I know joy

but I want to experience the brand of love you 

manufacture. 

Teach me how to love,

more specifically your flaws.

I've been made to feel imperfect and had to unlearn 

how to hate myself.

Now that I'm filled with more self-love,

I’m ready to appreciate more of someone else.

Teach me how to love,

more specifically how to love you,

not a quick way to your heart but a way to get a 

foothold in your forever.
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Silly Me 

 

Jade Novelist

I forgot you can't read my mind,

so you don't know how beautiful you are in my eyes,

nor do you know you are extraordinary in every way,

and between God and I, 

I sometimes wonder who loves you more.
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Grateful 

 

Jade Novelist

I pray that our days together are as many as there are 

grains of sand on the beach.

With you, 

it’s been weeks of feeling enough and ear to ear heart 

smiles, 

even after tear dragging fights you reassure me I'm 

where your heart wishes to be.

This is my “I love you for forever and a day”,

and I believe in your forever.

You make being human, 

hurt a little less

and I can never thank you enough for that.
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Nostalgia (It’s You) 

Jade Novelist

It’s you,

it was always you.

When we touch, 

my soul remembers you.

When we speak, 

I feel the joy in my voice as it sings your praise.

In my alone moments,

I sit back to recall our interactions

and I'm reminded, 

that it's you.

You,

not something make-belief like a soul mate,

but more like an answered prayer,

a fulfilled promise.

and it becomes clear that all the pain I've endured,

was to prepare me to be the person your heart can recognise from another life.

I often wish I was never broken but if that were the case, 

I wouldn't really fit in your hands.

I would be a little too big on romance and annoy you with love songs,

and if I was too trusting, 

I wouldn't understand your insecurities.

It’s you,

You, I think of when asked what love means to me.

You, I think of when I seek a lifetime companion

and it’s you I see myself building a legacy with.
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Missing You & Other Things I Do (Original) 

Jade Novelist

I look for you on the walls, 

seeking evidence of last night’s nighttime escapades. 

Hoping to find a handprint to place my hand on, 

so I can feel a part of you still near me. 

When you are away I question your existence;

after so many lost loves, 

it’s only natural that two things are involuntary,

the first being that I question if you exist

and the other being that I love you unconditionally.

I can’t remember much between the last and next moment we are together,

other than a longing feeling.

I’m knee-deep in your love, 

hands and feet bathing in your love

but is it love, is it an obsession?

Whatever it is, it overwhelms.

It’s in the silent spaces between fights,

it’s in the minutes after I wake and watch you sleep,

in the seconds after you let go and I anticipate the next time you will hold me.

I miss you

and nothing satisfies the yearning.

I miss you,

really, I do.
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6. AN ODE TO BLACK 
Black MAG¡K 

Crown 

Journey To Your Beautiful (The Letter) 

Cocoa Butter 

Her Soliloquy 

Martyr Me 

Empress 

Shades of You 

Black Rose 

Mosali Wa Sebele 

I Am An African Queen

Jade Novelist



African Gentleman

 

Jade Novelist

A love letter to women who drip melanin.



African Gentleman

Black MAG¡K 

 

Jade Novelist

magic is found in the inexplicable,

and what is more inexplicable than the heart of a 

woman?

what is more inexplicable than she?

she who is woman and non-white.
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Crown 

 

Jade Novelist

Heavy is the head that wears the crown,

a crown made of struggle and perfect imperfections,

a crown that celebrates straight roads or curled 

pathways.

Heavy is the head that wears the crown, 

a crown made to be brittle, sensitive and easily broken,

a crown that screams look at me even when cut down to 

the roots.

Heavy is the head that wears the crown,

a crown made of strands that hold my integrity,

a crown made of my pride and untold battles.

Heavy is the head that wears the crown

and bold is the heart that bears it's weight.
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Journey To Your Beautiful (The Letter) 

Jade Novelist

Dear You,

I can tell you are self-conscious and only love yourself in the dark. You struggle to accept that 

someone will love you beyond the self-perceived imperfections. You make plans to change your 

appearance, you believe your nose doesn't sit right and because of your curves, your clothes are too 

tight and somehow through your clothes, everyone sees all the stretched out marks you try to hide.

Somewhere between your first word and your last smile you left to self-diagnose. Labelling dark 

chocolate skin a disease caused by too much melanin, a pigment you wish was a figment of your 

imagination. With conclusions made from magazines, you judge yourself. You seem that no matter 

how hard you try, it always seems you will never be the girl of someone's dreams.

Little by little you make plans for your own, ready to live through her. Plans on how she'll be 

prettier than mommy and won't take forever to love her skin. She'll accept that chocolate and a thick 

waist can be delicious too.

Can you see your joy is a pretence ending every night when you wash your face away?

The thoughts linger and you wonder; how many thought you weren't beautiful? How many lied to 

get you to take off your clothes for a momentary escape or just said it because they felt you needed 

something to distract you from your most obvious flaw, that you don't feel you deserve to be loved at 

all.

You forget there is more to it. That beauty is not defined by one standard or written by one author.

There is more to you than meets the surface. 

You don't need a man to complete you and society has no right to rate you.

The only person you need to be beautiful for, is you.
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Cocoa Butter 

 

Jade Novelist

‘Angels hide their souls 

under cocoa butter disguises they call brown skin.’

That’s what she said,

the first time I asked her why there was no difference 

between myself and the mud on my hands.



African Gentleman

Her Soliloquy 

 

Jade Novelist

A short love letter to myself

myself who knows pain and happiness,

happy me,

angry me,

selfish me.

‘You are beautiful.’
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Martyr Me 

 

Jade Novelist

Who would I be if I knew not how to make you more 

beautiful?

If I knew not how to make the pain you cause worth 

telling stories of, would you break my heart for fairy tales 

where another of you needs to rescue me?

Who would I be if I was not there to be a martyr for 

your cause?

If I wasn't there to be stabbed with your insults and 

distasteful slurs, would you show me the respect I deserve?

Who would be if I didn't have to wait for your ideals to 

match my world view?

If I didn't have to change who I am for the world to 

make space for me?

Who would I be if you treated me differently?

I’d still be me.
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Empress 

Jade Novelist

Look at me,

call me Nubia,

made of clay from the woman who moulded me.

Look at me,

call me Queen, 

I who carries kingdoms and challenges with grace.

Look at me,

call me Empress,

she who trades in tears of gold

when the world demands a price for success.

She who can’t conform to stereotypes,

stereotypes like a woman should respond when whistled 

at because attention is the measure of beauty

and getting in the door should be an achievement  of 

it’s own

when in fact “she deserves a seat at the table” and “let 

her be heard” are the mantra.

Look at me,

I am woman 

and I am black,

and I owe you no explanation for my God complex.
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Shades of You 

 

Jade Novelist

You fear your allure 

and all it’s greatness,

the brown skin and mahogany tones.

You fear your beautiful 

and all it’s shades

because in the mirror,

you see the un-cried tears and i-love-you’s never 

received.

You fear your attractive

and all it’s secrets,

you remember the shame before self-love was part of 

your vocabulary.

You fear your appeal

and all it’s charm,

because you wrestle to accept that 

your “black is beautiful” 

is more than a consequence of a trend.
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Black Rose 

Jade Novelist

If you ever need to run away, 

crash into me,

thorns and all.

When it hurts,

and your thorns dig into me,

when you say things you don't mean,

I will hold you closer even if my hands bleed.

If you ever need room to grow

or space to breathe,

say the words and I will find a safe place to wait for 

you,

somewhere close enough for you to reach.

When it hurts,

and the fears creep in 

and you feel hard to love,

I will fight for you until you believe I'm the garden 

meant to be your home.

So many have given me reason to write letters of love,

but only you have proven to be worthy of my love.

If you ever need to hide,

because you feel less beautiful

then remember of all the seeds in God’s Eden,

it is I, you blossomed for 

and you, I will always pick.
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Mosali Wa Sebele 

Jade Novelist

A pillar of strength who holds you up when your walls of courage break 

down.

Your protector when your shield of pride crumbles, 

she will be the one to catch you after a fall

and like a rock holds you down until you are ready to get back up.

A container for all your bitterness,

and even though sometimes containers leak,

still, she stands.

Ready to face another day,

heal another wound

and cast out another demon that plagues the ones she cares for.

A vessel for blessings,

housing her own insecurities, 

learning her own meaning of beauty.

She can be too much when all she wants is to be just enough

and she can break hearts, 

and she can mend hearts

because she is who she needs to be.

An underrated individual,

more than a caregiver, 

going beyond birthing and nurturing

She is in charge of her own mindset,

her body and choices

And she is you…



African Gentleman

I Am An African Queen 

Jade Novelist

I am a product of the motherland

Birthed by the sands that form the brown clay 

around my face and hands

Surrounding a soul made by the Potter, handed 

down to the world of man

Where I work and toil to birth nations

With my not so straight hair

And my sometimes round and voluptuous 

physique

That sometimes fails to keep up with the latest 

trends

I nurture the youth

Because despite your idea of my deformities

Still, I am an African queen

Whether in eloquence or broken slang

I'm still royalty in every sense

I'm royal not because I lay claim to it

But because of the way the world seeks to 

diminish my essence

Vultures seek to prey on my flesh without my 

consent

Three-legged tyrants wish to oppress me with 

glass ceilings

Even my own sisters underestimate and 

undermine me

Wishing to fight me for mine, when they should 

be managing their kingdoms

But I bear no ill will because like forgiveness, I 

am divine

A child of post-war times who still has to fight 

battles fueled by race or poverty motives

An education seeking canvas often ridiculed by 

those who feel I'm limited in terms of what I can 

achieve 

I've witnessed wars wagged around me

Derogatory terms are thrown my way like 

"you're a woman, so life must be easy"

Damnit, I'm more than just "lovely"

I'm allowed to have sex and love it

But my brothers take me lightly

They take my heart and toy with it

But if they understood my status

They would understand that that jewel is 

priceless



African Gentleman

 

Jade Novelist

Have you forgotten how these mountains you lust for, 

were there when you marched and craved racial liberation?

Have you forgotten how my skin reflected the colour of 

the land we fought for?

Did you forget the dark nights that mimic my black 

hair where I stood by you through all trials and 

tribulations?

How can the stars witnessed in the nightlife be more 

beautiful than my brown eyes that actually see you?

A Nubian Queen who wishes to say "our struggles are 

the same

We are one people. 

I don't want more than to be your equal"

I am African and a woman but black does not define me

I am not darkness, I am the light bringing change to 

this world

I am a mirror of my mother's struggle and a sign of my 

father's strengths

I am bright, bold and outspoken

Nobody can hold me down

I epitomise natural beauty

So without being rude, I demand you hand me my 

crown

And the respect it commands

I own my throne because I am an African Queen.
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7. A GENTLEMAN’S 
SECRET 

Mine 

Sun Kissed 

A Woman Desired 

Say My Name 

Lights On, Lights Off 

Sinful Saints 

Born-Again 

Baby Making Love 

Red Wine 

Body Poetry III 

Yours

Jade Novelist



African Gentleman

 

Jade Novelist

Intimacy is a language of it’s own, would you mind if 

we had a conversation?



African Gentleman

Mine 

 

Jade Novelist

I need your touch, 

in places where only you claim ownership.

I need your hands,

on surfaces mixed of skin and dripping sweat.

I need your fingers,

to tangle around me in ways both hard and soft.

I need you,

to take what's yours.



African Gentleman

Sun Kissed 

 

Jade Novelist

You love too hard, 

even when all I need is your touch.

Sometimes I don't need love

but I still need you.

We can find other uses for your passion,

a way to convert it into another form of affection,

start a flame so hot, 

it equates to standing on the sun.
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A Woman Desired 

Jade Novelist

From the moment you walked into my view,

my mind’s eye began undressing you.

Stripping you of self-perceived doubts,

beholding your beauty as I picture you closer,

close enough to do more than just imagine, 

close enough to see the hairs on the back of your neck as 

they stand;

close enough to feel your temperature rise as you pull 

me closer.

My hands wish to occupy the space between your 

clothes and your skin,

put your lips to mine,

forsake the need to breathe from the air 

and seek your oxygen inside my lungs,

use me to stay alive.

Use me to fulfil desires,

use me in repetition until you reach satisfaction.

Snatch my soul, take it twice.

I hunger for you in the worst way.

I desire you to have your way.

I crave you on replay.

Damnit, I want you.
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Say My Name 

 

Jade Novelist

Say it slow, 

so I can hear every syllable,

as if you were practicing your alphabets.

Say it loud, 

let the heavens know I'm on my way, 

be an angel and announce my arrival.

Say it low, 

then change keys 

while you moan into my microphone.

Say it,
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Lights On, Lights Off 

 

Jade Novelist

Lights on, 

lights off,

you decide. 

Leave the lights on,

because I want you to see me

while I please you.

Turn the lights off,

and I won't mind

because I want you to feel me.

Leave the lights on,

because I want you to see me

while I baptise my tongue with 

your waters.

Lights off, 

lights on,

you decide. 

Turn the lights off,

and I won't hold back

while my fingers explore your 

inner parts.

Leave the lights on,

because I want you to see me

as my lips whisper sweet nothings 

on your neck. 

Turn the lights off,

so we can skip the blindfolds

and get right to folding you.

Lights on, 

lights off,

you decide. 
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Sinful Saints 

 

Jade Novelist

When not caressing mine,

I miss your lips.

I miss your fingers,

and how we rip off all hurdles and collide.

Together, 

we indulge in the divine,

comparable to delicate sunrises and violent snow 

storms.



African Gentleman

Born-Again 

 

Jade Novelist

I cannot wait for the four corners of our lips to meet,

to taste you and explore your boundaries.

for the feel of your finger tips,

as they dance across my skin.

I seek you in day dreams,

since that day you said you want me,

and every other day since you said I could have you.

I'm nervous,

I'm anxious,

I’m everything but afraid.

I'm ready to be your lover,

born-again in your waters,

just state the time and place.
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Baby Making Love 

 

Jade Novelist

Let's make love tonight,

let our bodies intertwine,

my body on you, you on mine.

Let's make a baby tonight,

call me anything you like 

as long as you don't tell me to pull out.

Let's make the bed wet 

while we twist and sweat

and you explode on the sheets.

Let's make a memory of tonight,

a jubilation of our love.
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Red Wine 

Jade Novelist

You say it’s you,

but I know how you act when you’ve had too much and 

your blood turns to alcohol.

Texts,

and calls

as your tap opens and flows.

When I'm far away you demand me close

and when close, you ask I get you out of those wet 

clothes

but somehow insist on keeping your blouse and  heels 

on.

Feelings off,

and desire takes control

as you tell me to take control,

as you tell me it's mine and you want more,

more of me 

putting more effort to get deeper in you.

I know how you act when you’ve had too much and 

your blood turns to alcohol.

You forget inhibitions,

demanding different positions

as we sweat it out of your system.
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Body Poetry III 

 

Jade Novelist

Let's have a long conversation,

where our souls meet and our bodies speak.

Talk to me in the language of tongues 

and speak love down my throat, 

with your lips pressed against mine

hands against spine,

trace your breath across my outline.

Write me a physical love letter, 

use your fingers to spell your love across my skin.

Be sure to dot the i’s and cross the t’s

but if all you seek this time is flesh, 

then sink your teeth in me,

savoir me, devour me,

slowly.

I want to lay my body next to yours,

while we work on our new system of communication.

Keep responses to simple whispers and moans to avoid 

losing anything in translation.

All that I ask is for tonight,

we forfeit words and expand our body vocabulary.
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Yours 

 

Jade Novelist

I love it when you claim me.



African Gentleman

8. DEAR MOTHER  
(2019) 

A Prayer For Mother 

Mama 

Me, To You 

Black Star

Jade Novelist



African Gentleman

 

Jade Novelist

As I was born of a woman, how can I not show 

appreciation to she who boar me.
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A Prayer For Mother 

 

Jade Novelist

I pray for long life and prosperity

so you can know the joy of holding your grandchildren.

I pray for your strength,

so you can find the courage to let go and let someone 

take care of you.

I pray for your peace of mind,

so the choices were worth it and that your tears 

nurtured me into someone worthy of your love.

and I pray for your forgiveness,

for the things I said but never meant.

and I pray for your forgiveness,

for the things I said and meant but was too young to 

understand that you knew better.
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Mama 

 

Jade Novelist

I was not born of your womb,

we never shared a last name 

and the closest to blood ties we have, are the bonds in 

the child I bore with the better half you birthed for me.

As much as I thank the stars for her,

and thank you for carrying her,

I thank you for welcoming me.

With open arms you love me,

with an open heart you care for me

and with a open mind you pray for me. 

You are more than I could have asked for

and I wouldn't change a thing at all

because the best miracles are those never expected.
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Me, To You 

 

Jade Novelist

I wonder if you are proud of me

and do you love who I am?

Were the hours of labour worth it,

was your youth well sacrificed?

I wonder if you are proud of me

and what I represent?

Were the sleepless nights put to good use and days of 

worry deserving of your troubled thoughts?

I wonder if you are proud of me and would you do it 

again?
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Black Star 

 

Jade Novelist

Of all the things I hate to admit,

I'm where I am because of you.

Of all the things I hate to admit,

you've shaped more of me than I care to confess to.

Of all the things I hate to admit,

I remember the tears, 

on nights you felt helpless while holding me.

Of all the things I hate to admit,

I remember your words,

I remember you calling me a star,

telling me never to give up,

no matter what.
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Jade Novelist

“Not everyone will like you. 

Nor will everyone admire you, most won't understand you but I have faith one day 

everyone will have to look up if they want to see you 

because you will be up there where you belong, with the stars and other greats.”

I will never forget the day she said those words to me.
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9. SOMEWHERE IN 
2013 

Dateless Tombstones 

If I 

All I Need 

We Used To Be Stars 

Almost There 

Poetry (Pt II) 

Let’s Fall In Love... Again 

Another Love Poem 

Penzi Letu

Jade Novelist



African Gentleman

 

Jade Novelist

I started writing as hobby. I was bored one day and decided to explore 

my imagination, to see if I could put the worlds in my head on paper and 

see if it would make sense. I don’t know if it was loneliness or boredom but 

writing quickly became an escape and a source of healing.

However somewhere along the way, I lost that healing and writing 

started to feel forced. I started writing at a young and I began sharing my 

work with friends and family in 2010 but in 2013 I started my first blog. It 

was something I did with my friends, Tsebo and Gomolemo. 2013 was the 

first time I actually decided to take writing seriously.

The following are new versions of pieces I posted in the past, between 

2010 and 2013. Some I have already posted on social media, such as “How 

To Touch A Girl”, “Make It To Me” and they have been well received. 

Some are totally new, such as “Another Love Poem” & “Penzi Letu”.
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Dateless Tombstones 

Jade Novelist

Last night I walked past the graveyard

of the countless dreams I let die.

Each one dateless because I never let it see the light of day beyond my 

imagination.

 

Here lays the man who would never bear the title “Dr.” before his name. 

Now just an ordinary “Mr”

 who’d never get a chance to cure aids but only his own common cold.

Next to him lay the man whose feet would never land on the moon, and 

the furthest his ambition would go, would be the cubical in the middle of the 

5th floor that faced the corner office he felt entitled to.

 

Their neighbour was less timid and sought fame, he wanted to matter to 

someone because all his life he was never allowed to be anything less than 

perfect, so he was used to being seen.

Subjects four to a hundred, 

share the same plot and storyline.

Full of could be, 

could have been, 

should be 

and maybe in my next lifetime

 

I walked through the graveyard in my mind,

filled with dateless tombstones.

Each one a dream I had dreamt.
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If I 

Jade Novelist

If I gave you my heart,

Would you hold it close to yours?

Would it become dear to you?

 

If I gave you my heart

Would you hold it in the palm of your hand

And marvel at how much it cares for you?

 

If I gave you my heart

Would you panic

Not knowing what to do?

 

How would you react if I gave up everything

To stay true.

If I gave you my all

Revealed my innermost thoughts

Would you cower away,

Fearing to understand how I truly work.

 

Or would you embrace the challenge

Would you step up to walk with me in the vast realm of

Subconsciousness.

 

If I gave you my all

Would you stay true

Would you be as faithful as I am to you.

If I gave you my heart what would you do?
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Some times I look back at all the years we’ve spent 

together. The broken promises and lies we’ve lived through. 

It's amazing how we’ve grown, how we’ve changed.

 

We used to believe in fairy tales. That we’d get married 

have kids and live happily ever after. Somewhere in 

between that, we would become rich. Oh, how foolish we 

used to be. We actually thought this would be easy, that it 

would be smooth sailing all the way.

 

We grew up, 

grew older and sometimes grew apart. We found other 

people, built other lives.

 I don’t know about you but with me, it never felt right. 

Something was missing. There was a deep hole, a you sized 

hole in my life.

 

It took a lot to come back and admit I was mostly at 

fault but it was worth it. Here we are again, and no it isn’t 

perfect but it's me and you. 

In the midst of all the insanity of my life, I think that’s 

all I need.
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We used to be stars,

above the clouds and living in heaven.

Away from their reach,

shining bright, fuelling their envy.

Now we sit with our backs to each other,

fire crackling in the background

yet still the room is so cold.

There’s no spark left,

no sense of happiness

and the monotony of fighting has gotten old.

You miss the heat in our passion

and I miss not having to look for reasons to avoid one 

another.

We’ve changed and I still love you,

I'm just not sure in what context.
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I recall incidents that never happened

while longing for a love I never had.

I miss and reminisce every day-dreamt kiss,

moans and thoughts of touches I try to dismiss.

I live in a world of “what if’s” and “could have beens”, 

like what if we could have been the greatest love story 

ever told?

What if these were more than thoughts,

we were more than friends

and I no longer had to pretend I was okay with settling 

for not having all of you?
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In terms of co-dependency, I’m solely dependent on you. Living off of the sweet essence of your 

perfume, caught in fumes that intoxicate and dull the senses. With eloquence, I say you create an 

eternal, internal flow of emotions that overflow and intertwine into surreal rivers of joy.

I want to dedicate my life to loving you. 

Since you epitomise beauty, then the words “you are beautiful” aren’t enough to describe what you 

are. A creature of divine proportions, to say you are more radiant then the most beautiful girl I’ve ever 

seen is still a distortion of what you represent.

I wish to share with the world the sensation of your physical touch, real pleasure that reaches down 

into the deepest parts of me, bringing out and taking the best that I could be but leaving just enough of 

me to want more of you. I adore you and wish to spend the rest of my life with you. I treasure you and 

want nothing more than to love you.

To the one idolise, I am glad I came to realise, I enjoy the depth found in our conversations of a 

visual nature. You peek into my soul, and I do the same to yours, what I feel for you, is stronger than 

words. We aren’t like the birds and the bees, we are more like stars and galaxies, no matter how many 

people venture into our world, they will never understand the complex dynamic of you and me. We are 

the indescribable, inexplicable, undefinable and miraculous 9th wonder on this earth.

Since your arrival, you are the reason for my survival. Exceeding beyond expectations, if we were 

the only two left alive, I’d gladly assist you in repopulating the nation. We are in need of more people 

like you but I’m the most blessed because I have you.

You and I are like poetry. We only make sense to ourselves. Only we see the rhythm in the slow flow 

of the words in each stanza. We understand the decorated metaphors and similes that make us who we 

are and only we can decide how our story will end.
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I’ve been waking up to cold sunrises,

even though you lay next to me.

I miss you and who we used to be,

I wonder if you miss me and what we 

were.

Can we go back

to where I didn’t know you

and you didn’t know me? 

Find a place

and there we will re-meet.

Let’s re-start and pretend the past 

doesn’t exist,

re-introduce yourself,

I’ll tell you that I saw you from across 

the room

and your smile captured my heart.

Let’s go back to those love struck,

planning our weddings, 

naming kids

and fantasising what it together would 

be like.

Let’s trip, 

fall and land in love.

We can run if we want to,

get married if we like

but let’s stop being just halves

because I know you make me whole

and no matter how far away I may 

wonder,

I know in your arms is where I find 

home.
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You are just another love poem,

a collection of untainted metaphors

and sweet nothings.

You taste good on my lips

and your name is a title I say with passion.

A part of me wants to memorise every part of you,

but a part of me says you weren't written for me.
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I want to die while you love me

and your love surrounds me.

You’re the gravity that keeps me grounded when 

sorrows carry away my senses,

it’s in the way you make me feel like I've never been 

loved before.

I would die for you,

if it meant knowing you were safe.

You are the one designed for me, 

I know because real love is found in all the things we 

don’t say with words,

like how you know I'm not okay by the look in my eyes

and you know I'm not looking for an escape when 

you’re at the end of my rage.

If I die, may it be while holding you,

for no other deserves to be my home.

You’re the one that makes “I love you” mean more than 

just three words.
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 Birthing A King 

1ST LETTER TO THE KING 

To: Morena

Life is never fair to the just, but can I still call myself that after 

the things I have done? 

I see you standing there, staring at me through the doorway. I 

can feel your anger from across the hall. Your hatred, your 

distain.

Am I wrong to say I am proud of myself? That I am pleased to 

say that I prepared you for the world? If circumstances were 

different, you would have been born in a better world and I 

would have been the kind of mother you wanted and not the 

kind you needed. 

You are 10 years old now as I write this letter and maybe you 

won’t understand but in a world of chaos and despair, I had no 

choice but to raise a lion. 
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I remember the third time you called me mother. I remember 

the way you cried as your face met my hand. 

I wanted to say “it hurts me more than it hurts you” but that 

would be too cliché. 

You were born in the middle of the night. It was raining that 

day. I remember the pain, I remember the nurses and their 

comments, “Shut up. Were you making this much noise when 

you were making your baby?”

That night is etched in my memory and it is the first time we 

met but once you could form words I was forced to formally 

introduce myself. You asked who I was to you and I had spent 

so long preparing for that day but I couldn’t understand why I 

struggled just say the truth.

“Are you my mother?”

“Do I look like someone’s mother?”, I responded. 

I could see your heart breaking but would you believe me if I 

said I was in pain too?
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I told you that I wasn’t your mother; that I found you on the 

street and the only reason I kept you around was because you 

were great at stealing. You were young, so you took my word for 

it. 

You believed me when I said the reason I sent you to school 

was because I didn’t want you sitting in my house doing 

nothing. You believed it when I said the reason I bought you 

those books was because I didn’t want you talking to me and 

that the sound of your voice was a cause of great irritation to 

me. A voice I know I will surely miss. 

At first the silence felt like death, you have no idea how much 

joy I felt when you started reading out aloud. Even then you 

tried to keep it at a whisper, so sometimes I would stand outside 
your room, listening through the door.

Everything I did, I did for you. I feared the day you would 

find out what I did for a living and that I was sick. 

I gave Gladys specific instructions, she was not to give you 

these letters until I was gone and you were at least 16 years old. 

If you’re reading this, then it means that I am dead but also she 

told you I had the AIDS virus. 
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It would be foolish of me to presume you don’t know how I 

fell sick. After all, you walked in on me one day as I was 

pleasing one of my customers. I guess lying became second 

nature because I wanted to say the reason I was on my knees 
was because I was praying but being the curious child you are, 

you’d ask how can I pray while my mouth was full?

I don’t know what was going through your mind. Maybe you 

thought he was my boyfriend and that was your first perception 

of love but after that I saw the way you would look at the 

different men who would bring me home. 

Since you wondered if I was your mother, did you wonder if 

any of them was your father?

You can judge me for my choices, but that’s how I could 

afford the uniforms and music lessons. 

From that day on, I asked Gladys to spend more time with 

you. She wanted to leave the life we lived behind. 
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She was sick too and didn’t want to risk getting sicker. She 

jumped at the opportunity. I would take on more customers and 

pay her to be your nanny. 

I hate men. I hate the man who made me sick. I hate the man 
who gave me you. I hate men  but I don’t hate you.

All I wanted to do was teach you that the world doesn’t owe 

you kindness and even if you don’t believe it, I loved you in my 

own way.

I write this letter to you, hoping somewhere in your heart 

you’ve forgiven me and want to know who I am and maybe 

allow me to reintroduce myself?

My name is Josephine Goitsemodimo and I am your 

MOTHER. I was born in Johannesburg like you were. I had 

wonderful parents. They did their best to take care of me, sent 

me to great schools and I was always fed. The only fault they 

ever made was passing away before they prepared me for the 

world. They left me everything, all their assets; but they also 

made my guardian a man with a hidden gambling addiction.
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He sold the house, then the car and eventually me. First to his 

friends, then to his colleagues. I was forced to drop out of school 

and find ways to survive.

I should have done more, I shouldn’t have given up. I was 
smart, I could have made a plan and found a way out but who 

would hire a 17 year old who barely finished high school? 

I quickly became good at two things, pretending to be okay 

and laying on my back.

Eventually, three things, I also got really good at hiding how 

much I love you. Morena, I love you and I hope that I said it at 

least once while I was still alive.

Regards,

Josephine
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2ND LETTER TO THE KING 

To: Morena

You caught me off guard. I never saw myself pregnant but I 

found myself pregnant with you.

I met someone who said he understood me. He wanted all of 

me, the pieces that still fit together. He said I gave him hope or 

faith or something. After being with so many men who wanted 

nothing but to undress and fulfil their fantasies on me, he was a 

breath of fresh air. He said the right things, did the right things. 

That’s how we fell in love, I saw him as Mr Right. 

I knew men my age could not afford to help me maintain a 

lifestyle and I was not looking for love, so finding a gentleman 

was the last thing on my mind. I moved from ordinary married 
men to politicians with weird fetishes. I offered myself to 

anyone who could help me pay the bills and help me send you 

to school. I kept feelings out of my choices and it worked for me, 

until I met him.
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I should have known better because of the way we met. He 

was one of my customers. Rich, handsome and very charming. 

The first time I saw you, I let out a sigh of relief because you 

looked nothing like him.

He didn’t care that I slept with men for money and I was too 

proud to let a man take care of me, so his understanding was 

something I appreciated. Little did I know, he just wanted to 

exploit me.

‘I just wanted free sex’, those were his words. His love was 

something that only existed when my legs were open. He made 

that clear when I told him I was pregnant and he said he was too 

good to love someone like me.

We’re told promiscuity leads to disease but he was the only 

one I never used protection with. I saw him as my forever but I 

was just a number on his list. I'm sure he didn't know he was 

sick and I didn't have the heart to tell him, he would have 

blamed me anyway.

The same way I blamed you. I blamed you because if it 

weren't for you, I would have never known. I went to the clinic 

with nausea and came back 6 weeks pregnant and HIV positive.
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Can you believe I went to him for help, not because I wanted 

to make him a father but because I wanted money to abort you? 

Yes. It pains me to say I wanted to give you up but what was I 
to do with a child in my line of business?

At the time, I only did enough to get by because he convinced 

me he would take care of me forever. 

I thought eventually he would save me from my life and 

make me somebody again.

Does it make you feel better? Do you find solace in the fact 

that I know for certain who fathered you?

His shortcomings aside, he was charming and intelligent. He 

had a warmth to him. He was kind or at least he knew how to 

pretend to be. He was the only customer who was ever nice to 

you.

You wouldn’t know this but you met him. I wasn’t around, so 

I guess he didn't recognise you. You were about five years old, 

Gladys took you to the park to play. He was there with his 

friends, you wanted ice-cream and Gladys forgot her wallet at 
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home. He offered to pay, then you and he spent hours playing 

together. 

She recognised him from a picture. I had forgotten that I still 

had pictures of him on my phone at the time. Maybe I was 
hoping one day you'd ask what he looked like and I’d be able to 

show you.

Maybe something in your spirit recognised him because you 

came home and couldn't stop talking about the man who 

“bought you ice cream”. As much as it upset me that it was him 

you were talking about, I was just as happy that you 

experienced the side of him that I had fallen in love with. 

Gladys knows his name, and if he hasn't moved in all these 
years, she knows where he lives. You are welcome to ask her if 

you wish but I wouldn't advise it, you've felt the rejection of one 

parent, I don't want you to feel it from another.

Protect your heart. Protect your peace. Work to have a better 

life than I did.

Signed,

Josephine. 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3RD LETTER TO THE KING 

To: Morena

If you are reading this, then I believe you've matured and 

have a child of your own. I know I can't ask for much but if you 

have a son, could you name him John and if it's a girl, would 

you name her Elizabeth?

Those were your grandparents' names. John and Elizabeth 
Goitsemodimo.

I wrote this letter and gave it to Gladys with explicit 

instructions that she should only give this to you when you are 

expecting a child of your own. Hopefully by then you would 

have matured and hopefully you would have forgiven me.

Honestly speaking, I don't know what to say. I can't give you 

advise on parenting, I wasn't much of a mother myself and it’s 

too late to make up for that. I ran away and gave the 
responsibility to someone else. 
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I want you to do better than I did, so please tell her that you 

love her every chance you get. Don't miss any school events, 

don't be too harsh on her and always let her know she is 

wanted.

If you struggle I'm sure Gladys will help, if you need any 

money, she knows about the account I opened in your name. It’s 

not much but with time and interest, I hope it will be of great 

help.

I was a good person before my parents died and I wish that 

was the person you met. In another lifetime we could have been 

the kind of family you deserve.

My last request is that you tell her about me. Maybe not about 
my job but just tell her about me. They say someone only really 

died when they are forgotten, so please don't let me be forgotten 

or remembered for my mistakes.

Signed,

Mom
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