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When History sleeps, it speaks in dreams: on the brow of 
the sleeping people, the poem is a constellation of blood. 

When Hi,story wakes, image becomes deed, the poem is 
achieved: poetry goes into action. 

Deserve your dream. 

He could not know my thoughts, 
but between us, 

the shuttle sped, 
passed back, 

the invisible web 
bound us 

Octavio Paz 
"Toward the poem" 

B.D. 
"RAF" 

The woman is too heavy for the poem, she is a swollenness, a foot, 
an arm, gone asleep, grown absurd and out of bounds. 
Rooted to memory like a wedge in a block of wood; she takes the 
pressure of her thought but cannot resist it. 
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"Shooting Script'? 



Prologue I Epilogue 

a mucus behind, I leave this 
spilled dreams. is not beautiful. It is the "''''_I.u.u"",,, 

Stained pages, 
of scars, the 

the of the the V'~"VH.'''' to 

Somewhere in this 
chinks of 

,",VJ.,,,I.UUJ,UU,\,JU desire, they remain tiny, 

not 

towards your end. In infinite 
unending pain 
the for 

gaping in your 
the covers of this 

IT1!'1!on'''T1~ pull on your body 
this story that 

The 

Weave your own song and go with the 
Let the find own from your stream. 
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Spreading out 

I am numb. He says I am numb with desire. He believes what he says. I am hungry but I 
cannot eat. He says that it is not food that I seek. This too he believes. I am numb from the 
aftermarks of too much pain, the aftermath of too many submissions, too few gains. 
Maybe I am like the moon. Numb and cold. But unfortunately inherently seductive. Always 
beautiful, wounded yet beautiful. Always screwed senseless by the sun. Weare too dumb 
to understand that our suffering makes us seductive, alluringly beautiful. No-one sees 
beauty in strength. It is our capacity for suffering that damns us. Our faces that remain 
mute, white-:powdered masks, hiding our wrinkled wombs that have been pulled this way 
and that, torn apart, misshapened, anaesthetised. 
No-one sees beauty in the brownness of my skin, the wanton wildness of my curly black 
hair. They see what they want to see. And their vision damns me. I am desperately chipping 
away the mask which they made for me. This is what the story is about. Freedom that 
comes from complete nakedness, when one has been clothed in shrouds for so long. 
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Prayer 

undress 
my dreams 

strip 
my skin 

bless 
my blood 

sWIm 
within 

suck 
my bones 

sap 
my soul 

blow 
my brains 

to grow 
like an echoing rainbow 

10 



Birth of a poem 

When 

its wee be~~lllllmg, 
wet from the womb, 

and membranous 
like the caul 
of a -"P'"[_.,,,1''' child; 
Promethean, 
tadpole in a pond; 

and 

room 
written 

"'AUr-,""'Ur-, African earth. 

And despite my attempts at 
not all the in the world 
could purify this 

dampening, 

11 



journey 

My love 
have your 

put your deep within me 
return to the source 
and your route 

do not 
not 

I your on my body 
moistening the present 

out future 

the darkness 

trace the sweet scent of 
feel that freedom begins a 

the 

route 

12 



Concerning the subject matter of this poetry 

It so happens of being simply a person 
the political melting 

weary of words 
into another tattered tapestry of the 
we live The tedium political patches, 
the piecemeal records of 

our political 
talk of sex. 

It so 
who 

Write about the 
a man 

ofa woman 

lips a woman 
and not through a man. 

13 



To the reader 

Why should a woman not 
It is 

But these cold ,nv",,",,,,, 

these wounds, 
until they come to 
and feel the tre(;dom 

No one is in love 
We fight 
to have land and 
to liberate those we love. 

In this struggle, let us 
for people in love, 

And allow woman 
to write lines and lines 

poems? 

V, ... ,.,U,U'5 face. 
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My love for 

and the 

My love for 
clads the world 

with 

I dress the world up in our love, 
although is nothing between us 

Ha'''''' .... _H'''.~'' of two bodies 
on one on one bed, 
souls stripped, 

15 



Night 

the darkness 
draws silently near 

stare an eye 
tip of a spear 

arnouth 
a breast 

rna 
desire undressed. 

16 



rose 

Poor rose 
much '>kll<'Arl 

lips 
rouged 

your 
bloodshot 

your brooding petals 
deny your 

flee from the ",,<une'!". wmgs 
the 

we:enmg warmth 

the plunge 
kp1"nrp the peace 

recovery 

light 
the 

we shall comfort you 
sing a cradle 

make new myths about 
restore flower 

the 

sleep. 

rose 

17 



The sun and the moon 

The sun and the moon were in love. Their relationship was doomed from the start. The sun 
could only make love by day. The moon could only make love by night. Things became 
worse. The moon brooded luminously and became frail and thin. The sun became sad and 
wept away his shine. Until finally they agreed to defy the day and the night. They agreed 
to meet at dawn for the making of love. 

But their moment of madness lengthened. Hours passed and the sun and the moon 
remained coupled. The planets spiralled suicidally in the heavens. Worlds were lost in the 
great immensity and galaxies collided with each other in the chaos. 

This brings to mind a love that once leapt from the skies, lingered awhile, and was then 
irretrievably lost. 

18 



The problem words 

is that they us, 
for they 
like 

problem with words 
is that are meanIngless 

Words should be to ","V"'VU. 

When I whisper 
only the 

to you: 
finger your 

your spirit only 
only are they true. 

Words 

I want my words 
to simple 
like 
like water 

love 

but bread 
be(;OnleS green with mould 
the water 
dark and stagnant 

love 
its lustre. 

19 



that 

lines that 
dead of night 

never live to see 
of day. 

me 

me 

words that once could woo and sing 
are now abandoned a derelict studio, 

inconsequential 
mummified desire. 

20 



But the 

oftbe blood 

we have loved too 
not loved. 

are blocked 
can the u.v",,,,u~,,", 
of birth is 

become ,vu",u.:>. 

iJPt"(!~>(! are diseased. 
We around as 

Love like an grows. 

as nuclear Ul'~rn'''''r1 

slow-growing JjV.,i:lVH settles in. 

Death is 
a SD(~ml-ti 

21 
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Love letters 

1 

I shall miss 

You slip away as 
while I grow thin 

"au"-,,,,,,,, OleCClmt~S solidarity 

. May your 
and your 

My soul will 
until your return. 

But time 

of happiness on your 

on this earth 

22 
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The sky is a blinding humid blue. 
The are sharp like ",,,,,'UH',,,, of glass. 

shadows, 
a reluctant 

un.'LA .. »" shuffle in 

When 
When 

we lay down our armour of pens? 
mail boxes mere monuments 

Why 
and our dreams 

will this dialogue 
into a mass of mute 

official 
on folded 

23 



Long-distance love 

Long distance love 
is an electric current 
perpetually pregnant 
with explosive desire. 

We spend our days 
flicking the sparks off our skin 
awe-struck at the burn marks on our bodies. 

Sparks fly like ash 
splutter like sperm. 

Love's blades sprout 
like grass in sand. 

Walk with me across this land. 
Our soles are hardened by love. 

24 



Out of touch, out time 

'This line has been disconnected. .. 
No more information is available' 

Recorded message 

....".,. .... ,.'v..., blinds and our minds 
slowly ,""V''',",'' that binds us 

fine silken 
frayed on 

<>l'tt> . .,.",11 like a trampled web. 

I want to save this web 
to plait the present and by piece. 

My Tl,.,n",,'C' touch the tattered sheet 
wade the sticky of shreds of web. 

I have no for fixing "AU'M'" 

I cannot AVA,","" .. 

I am no historian. 
I am not in 

I am no torturer. 
My lines are not to shock. 

I am no housewife. 
I don't want to make a clean 

I am no no engineer, 
a woman with fingers 

Shapeless, mindless, 
my madness 
can breathe 

no head for 

I cannot repair rusted seed friendship, 
I cannot mend the membrane of my womb. 

stained lines. 

Yet I still I hear your voice 
..., ... ,nuF> my name afar, 

25 



a beam of summer light. 
the sun rises 

with dew 

our tenuous will shine 
tinsel the lifeline that me to 

Will you hear me calling you 
disconnected lines 

........ ''' ...... ,a these broken wires 
doused fires 

lonely song of my lyre. 

26 



Inscape 

The coast is 
You and I 

You call my 
but I do not answer. 

the quiet 

pick 0 .... ,",' .... », white and pink, 
and blue stones. 

place 
then you one one <U\J'uuu them. 

I fear our 
I fear the 

The shells 
from my hands. 

Flashes 
light up 

Blue smoke 

my hands will 

across 

We lie down our blood. 

I feel the flames singeing my skin. 
My body without end. 

You cover with yours 
me from 

will rush and "" ..... "..,. .... us. I fear the 
They will ms,eo:aralJle embrace. 

breaking 

27 



Recess 

I hold out my cupped hands. In them you place 
a sprinkling of sea sand, a gesture of love. 

The fine sand like ancient parchment disintegrates 
and is blow away by the wind. 

Always - I say to you - my love for you refuses 
to be interred with the earth. 

Instead it spreads upwards to the sky. 
You nod your head and smile 

and embrace me momentarily, 
leaving traces of sand on my body. 

I eagerly read the fine print, 
the indentations of sand and salt, 

before they permeate the intricate trail 
to the secret inlet of my heart. 

28 



• I 

When at last we love 

like blank 
we shall meet 

create a new world 
invent the first day 

like children we shall 
give birth to wondrous words 

scratch and our 
pattern our new 

29 



Sometimes I want to open so wide 

Sometimes I want to 
that can 

away spIes 
night. 

sleep, my baby, 
your soul is inside me 

although 
taken 

30 



What wiU you want when you dip into my womb 

What will you want 
when you dip into my womb 

peer through the shattered window of my soul 
gaze at the lonely spirit imprisoned there 

will you join this wanderer in self-imposed exile 
transform her shrine into a life cell 

dare you hold her wan hands 
stare into her wistful eyes 

embrace her 
in one brief dance of desire? 

31 



Bodies contort 
Voices gruff and 
Our hearts beat like 

And the city De(~OnleS l""'JlU"" 

small like a an ~U"'L"'~,"'U 
in which we unbutton 
a loophole in 
stitching our 

ouran:anlS 

September nights 

September 
Spring simply 
stripped of past illusions. 
When did we tJeC:OITLe u.Jl!U\,u ..... 

I want to unwind my taut 
I want my limbs to ease tA"",,.-,; 

Where is the 

Break the 

Let's live together 
only the changing uu""",,",,, 

can create vast 
instant snapshots of 

thick air. 

cold. 

in dreams? 

for nights: 

32 



In the moonlight 

As I came in the moonlight 
- not once but 

And I thought I 
ran my fingers down your 
and plucked 
we could make 

Instead I 
my curling lips \.>" .. ,.""UIF, 

and sucking 
slowly honing into 
that bluesong 
that bursts its whiteness 

33 



The of your tongue 

are known to be nicer, 
are more responsive to T"'1',nll:'" 

sole of my foot 
tongue tap dances across 

cracked skin 
dirt of the day. 

them deftly one one 
an apperitif of ~_YU~. 

in each hand 
amazement from 

HUA.; .. _ .... by this single truth: 
stirs in small, simple places. 

struck 
.",uu"".u"";:",, of your .vu,~ .... ", 

to the workings 

engraved on my foot 
dark of night 

is a on a rock 
and the night 

this love 
,"'UJlV'''' of desire. 

foot 
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My hands 

its 

your body 

LHUH'}'; river down your chest 
the loops and dips of 

--'O"'~ of pleasure 
skulls and fallen 

acts of baptism (drowning outside 
across each contour of my 

meets 

a.}';<uu.':>L your 

"'.tiL',,"L'" sensuality 
the carnal abuse of your body? 

35 



Hands 

one late afternoon 
as always must have 
and I can still feel the sting 
but dreamt so much about love. 

where one morning I 
VL,""~"'U school gate . 

.L.'-'''''L~U that loved and lost. 

run my fingers down your face 
as ifI have all the time in the world. 
you. 
whisper my love. 

scream and ululate my desires. 

36 



Hair poem 

"Oh lovely, oh lethal entan~lerrlenjts. In such a world to be true." 

(Your voice some months back on your cell phone 
was to me from the centre - do you remember -
There are certain words I now recall. You were tired you said 

''''''.''H)'''''' entanglements. You wanted to come home 
and someone to be there. Your voice was small, sad, tense, 
Then you approached a hill and the line broke up. 
As much as I tried to us reconnected, I was too late, 
for you had retreated. My words had Hl{V{}(,tl/ 

me as do,,) 

1. 

one 
hairs that never return. 

AUUA'-',UF. we 
!lIf your saw your 
I decline a reply. You 
"Tell it is something 

3. 

is tough 
protects him 

are not enough to 
us 

and I 
We'll 

37 

Raymond Carver 

as she cuts. 
us all away. 

down below: 

but his to 



4. 

This hair grows thick and strong. 
Time thickens and unfolds. 

For this we are responsible. 

This obstinate hair with a life of its own, 
like a dream that grows towards eternity, 

. a love that slips willingly 

out of its curls 
out of our hands. 

38 



We 

into mClmtmtllry 

desperation: 
me." My reply 

truth 

retreat 

39 



Win you who were once aU 

a memory 

was once a 

fJH .... " • ...., ... on my heart 

crosses on a page 
was once a poem? 

Will you who were once all to me 
now to to 

40 



Love undone 

1 

The love that sprang between us 
made so many things: 

It made lines that were long and lingered in the soul, 
letters that were unfolding forever. 

It wooed our words 
and wanned my womb for your seed. 

It gave us the courage to survive and breathe 
fearlessly, conscious of our collective strength. 

2 

Now we smother each other 
with sheets from our shared bed. 

Now the bed of love unmakes itself, 
oblivious of its occupants. 

And this love that made so many things 
sickens and shivers and writhes 

from an unknown illness, 
that defies all attempts at diagnosis. 

41 



Betrayal 

corrodes the soul, 
burns in the 

stone, 
insidious ",~r,,,d·h 

slabs 
that and hack the heart. 

The iron(ic) taste of blood 
is the only memory oflove the U.H"'''UU. 

Faithfulness is a ruptured 
.~,...""~ ......... with through 

slowly accustomed to daily drudgery 
corruption and decay, the lethal routine 

that dampens all 

helping to 
punctured spasms 

nomemon 
It folds the past effortlessly. 
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The woman is too heavy for the poem 

mere presence 
is the lolly at the end 

the ice maiden dressed in 
more like a drag a woman, 
more like a pen than a 
arousing rather than poem. 

more like a wizard into a wand, 
the bones, 

more like a warrior 
poet is painfully aware 

city street, 
the inexplicable need to 
to linger in the maze a 
to be hopelessly lost 
so that the poem can 

at this moment 
lips are pallid 
within an instant 

they redden 
and unfold 
producing the first flow 
alive with soft, liquid "'V'.URL.:> 

that greet and lilt 
and seem about to 

but in her haste to these words 
her strange quest newness 

the penetration lJe(~onnes too painfully deep 
and has to start .... ".,,,'/+,, 

short 
the poem is 

before the rhythm returns 
even now the is not over 
this is when she wants to steer the words 

43 



to lure them and destroy them 
to give birth 
to new wor(l)ds void of power 
but is when her guilt returns 

so 
so 

beat these words 
make them bleed for 

find new meaning. 

the poem sickens and shrinks considerably 
now poet becomes unbalanced almost 
now the woman is too heavy for the poem 

is swollen with her own thoughts 
stretched to the limits of her own desires 

has forgotten the poem 
which smothers under her 
unable to move or shout 
drooping and waning 
1".<>'>,1'1>1 (T death. 

It is now that the woman weakens 
unselfishly she surrenders 

to the poem 
her 

its blue lungs 
caresses it 

nurses it back to health 
until it has a life its own 

threatiens to harm 

now sapped of energy 
now no longer a poet 
curls up legs 

at the door 

casts aside like a stranger 
into a deep, dreamless sleep. 

44 



Such talk 

the frenzied energies 
that both 

consume us 
in collapsing conversations 

disparate syllables folding 
falling spiralling 
into our stripped selves 

cyclic discoveries 
of inner freedom 

- not or ~~_.,..., ... 
conceived twin 

brimful with words, 

defying with fury 
the unfulfilled world. 

moon 

45 



Menstruating at full moon 

moon rises above the water mark, 
her solitary, solid sky_ 

smiles, showing a perfect set of teeth, 
a precious string 

is triumphant once 
hunger-lust for blood duly satisfied. 

is resplendent in 
bel1y is always flat. 

a striking figure. 

46 



Masturbation 

Masturbation is not 
who sleep with 

Masturbation is 

Orgasm is 
one hand can 

Masturbation is a 
an inkling of 
that warms a ~"un~'.~~~ 
a glimpse of 
matted and LU"'''''\-.... 

or a climber 

by a deep sleep. 

earth move 
own burning tongues of desire. 

...... U.UUL alone. 

like exercise or taking a 

is a monologue, 

ora croorumg swoon 

47 



penis 

is not a plaything. 
It may resemble a toy or a pet 

you can stroke it, rub it or even it a 

can slip it into your mouth like a 
it with every flick of your tongue 

or it like succulent 

can slide it between your 
or use the cheeks of your 

comforting cushions to caress 

locks of hair can 
and wipe it when it LHC'''''','', 

wretches or spits. 

Then too you can grip it with 
to tame its uncontrollable 
you can tighten your lips 
as whips to steer it and 
until it comes round to 

it 

There is a great deal you can do with a 

sweet 

it a baby 

L ....... 'n~ ... and hips 

48 



A Woman's Words 

oeC:OlIle too easy for 
no longer me. 

become too 
men who no longer bother 
with and roses and 

they know the 
JJlJeUULVLU,",' .. , they believe 

they have set 
felt the flames, 
tasted the burning 

,n1"E""'T'U' strands of .~U.,..,~~,~ 
way into the wild, 

.rl1"C"''''>.rl and 
never to be seen again. 

we were left for 

we opened our 
eX1Dec:nnQ U'UlHLU!", in return. 

pounding of our 
is more powerful than their ,",,, ... ,e",,, 

1"1"".n,,.. fits, stops and starts. 

that works perfectly, 
efficiently, if only 

alone. 

path to our wombs. 
can make maps our bodies. 

deeper 

49 



of sex 

act of sex 
is not an act of love. 

sex to be good 
not about love. 

on body. 

"nth,,>" scar, a wound, 
of infected, striated 

I see shadows round my 
... u" ..... "' .... patches on my 

is always 

seen too many 
too many men: 

weather-beaten 
scrapes, grazes 

I want to find a short cut across this life 
butt-ends 
tact 

some day '-lv'Jlall'" .... ~~,,~u 

line out time 

false 

is an act of affirmation, an attempt at living to 
these lacerations cut and scythe 

scrap heap that is 

50 



Five ~''' .. _ .... ' ... ''' ... 

1 

are 
Weare 

Molly 
redemption. 

the mouth 
as it the throat. 

some ways, 

SIalr-sIUQ{lea whip, 

on 
sour and deeply sweet. 

why we speak so much and eat so 
sex act is recalled as a small 

The sea is so dark at night and the rocks seem so sharp, 
we to water with brave hearts and bare feet. 

51 



2 

cross borders and rest. 
Our to resist drives us to these .lv!Jl.",U.l" 

U""~"''L/H'' without knowing 
sex despite the .... -M' ... T of its intentions. 

u"""u,-,u words or 
that love persists 

the 

or paint to 
a pulsar eCl:JlOlflg across the Milky 

the 

\.>l1\;i\,>;:,v\.>C:ll\.vOn IS HUHH .. U,,''''.1 and with red. 
an old woman want to be 

belly is simply a sack of dry 
of gravelly stones raked 

In tonight with slow 
Paper umbrellas red cherries 

sips I rows of """''''''0 j::.J'''''''''''''''. 
invitingly at me. 

a clock. 
bubble out. 

folding 
AU",''''U'-''''', intumescent, we bum up 

trace. 
toulCnmg my skin, my uplifted 

52 



3 

A man knocks at my door after midnight, 
his clothes reeking of confrontations and wine and smoke. 

Later when he is undressed and his bare chest is pressed against me, 
I smell only the clean aroma of soap, pure like pre-pubescence. 

When you touch my hair in a moment of love-making, 
is this simply foreplay or do you love my hair the way all my lovers do? 

The condoms in your jacket pocket remain sealed in foil packets. 
Is this evidence of failed consummation or a wilful act of procreation? 

You have nothing to fear my love, except that 
the unborn child in my womb may not be yours at all. 

With meticulous precision, we do not plan our destinations, 
but we plot our downfalls. 

Years of cautious cowardice are the bars of a cell. 
Freedom is always a risk, an opening gaping wide and unknown like eternity. 

When you read these lines from long-distance, you will be fascinated, my love. 
But you are neither voyeur nor observer. 

You stand with your foot in the doorway, 
peering in at your other life, your other wife. 

53 



4 

On a winter 
The soup 

with croutons. 
are dirty and brown. 

brown mud, 
but it sure smells 

On the 

How can I 

the laughter is edgy 
together trying so hard to warm. 

councillors in white coats and presenters 
to sex. 

their discussions 
and the women infinitely small? 

modern imagination, 
tenements, V'vUH.L .... automated gates and high 

Meanwhile VULL .... "O,U masturbating in the 
hiding behind 

But they 
Like God, 

of the bogeyman who never comes. 

n ..... 'lun'PTP to hide and nothing to fear. 
is everywhere. 
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An inner compulsion 
to be taken by the 

When my thighs loosen 
my lips tighten their 

Knee-deep in sinking sand, we 
The seagulls wink knowingly swallowing the scene. 

Neither History nor 
Only Time betrays 

We clutch to let go. 
to, all we dare to 

55 
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Manifesto 

1 

2 

3 

remaining spread on 
In your unease 

too to hold so 
and floods my legs? 

is not about love-making. It is the 
separated by gunpoint mumbling 

wild-eyed with visions of rre1euc)m, 
by so much suffering, 

I want the reassuring warmth 
clarity of your eyes. 

are 
sex surprises you, 

all over again. 

OJ""'"'V'''' scarred 
stoning their mS;COllIf:llI. 

old blinded by time, 
of yellow tears 

I want this journey to be a O"AJ,jJL'-' one into each other and even 
places undreamt of imagined but unmade. 

4 

Not fumbling 
but the outer embrace 

the gesture of your body 
stepping out of silence out 

56 



5 

confidence the certainty 
birth of this "lU)llJ'''' human fulfilment. 

This is the peace we 
The manifestos that 

These are the 
us who we are. 
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On Mindblast 

"There is this notion in me that the essence of femaleness 
is an inbuilt Iluliner,ahi,{itv that is to everything 
under the sun. " 

I am female. 
I am - as you 
inherently 

I write with 
waiting for the sun 
to pounce 
and fuckme 

YetI 
I am '-H!",'-""";] 

lam 

Only 
tumsmeon. 

My 

MyuH'''''''''"~ 
My words 

to 

of steel and stone 

trap you 
engulf you 

D. Marechera 
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Love song for Dambudzo Marechera 

IfJ live like 

1. 

blow up in our 
I search for one 
that will not destroy us 

are U~~"~U'~U 
but easily 
into 

cannot J. "";HUlL" 

the UF>"U,""LUU'F> n:an!l:m,m's 
or the electric "'"','''',H 
that bums 
kills in split seClondlS. 

Do we have to 

deserted dream. " 

to strangle us? 

"",llUU' blood 

So much is to 

D. Marechera 
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your 
trace 

give 

blood 

through your hair 
wounds on your face 

drowned ourselves 
blister-packs of pills, 

on butt-ends, 
on book-ends. 

we survive. 
V,,"UlUU',",U.1 ill, we sleepwalk 

world. 

rooms the bureaucrats 
UU\,UUJ'S with their fax machines. 

the people are 
vue,u's dumps and dirt 

of metal with 
nutrients 

to build shelters. 

us 
shall build big houses 

and plant tall trees for 
gardens of 

which children can play 
design secluded spots 

couples can love 
dignity out of sight. 
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us pursue our "''''''''. '"' .. 
elusive, eternal 

eternity last 
love, 

shall fashion with our own u~ .... "'''. 

let us tread ,",U~LL'VU'H 

Neither Hamlet nor Ophelia, 
Luxemburg nor Guevara 

were never meant to 
them, nor we try. 

dream is 
and the dream we 

We grow old. 
We grow old. 

newpapers we must unfold 
set 

on this 

grow cold. 
Beyond love, death, 
we lie stretched out underground. 
Above our 
the earth's wounds 

our and 
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Sculpted love 
(for 

Extinguish 
Draw 
Bolt 

a momentary 
stretching towards sun 

n .. "":,,u.rl in our craft 
engulfed by 

62 



Beating the drum 

Do words die? 
letters dead, 

conversations unconsummated, 
talks disrupted and Ul':>llU;);)I;;;'U, 

dialogues severed, 

love left dismembered 
its throat 

Are scrolls rolled 
poems unsaid, 

centuries of papyrus 
left to decay and 

In this silence 
void of words 
sapped of love, 

still I beat 
beat my drum. 
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Skinderbek city 

This is a city of one-way streets and cul-de-sacs. 
Only the very brave dare ever venture out. 

This city skinders its own secretions, 
its salty masala of sea and se(a)men. 

Its foul, fishy discharge reeks of all ships 
that docked in this city on one-night stands, 

all sailors who ever spread-eagled their dreams 
with strangers and settled here. 

### 

The mountain is a stripper 
eager to discard her white lace dress 

to show her hairy brown legs 
and display her shapely behind. 

The wind is the greatest whore of them all 
howling down alleys and backstreets 

in search of skirts to lift 
and backs to whip 

Burg Street, Buitenkant, Long, Loop ... 
streets whose very names take you on forbidden journeys 

into the diseased past 
the inflamed future. 

### 

This is not a place where you live for long. 
It is a port through which you pass 

an orifice 
from which you emerge 

knived and scarred 
with the bite marks of birth 

before you leave 
in search of other cities, other gold. 
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Missing you 

The invisible 
The mountain 

A fine nr",Ul,"r 

secrets 

white wine. 

curried calamari 
sweat & smoke. 

In this I hrp·.,rl"op being 
& print your name 

hold of this dream 
wind & sea &sand. 
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.O .... O1l"(;! from Cape Town 

1 

I littoral 

I paint you a picture in watercolour 
with green 

"",'·,..",1,,,,,,, of bracken and trees 
aroma of mountain 

restless spirits from the 
~.~,..._.~ to keep us back. 

shattered by 
vU'''~U''F> in blood, 

endless 
barenness of stones. 
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2 

Winter 
and is in this rain. 

On one the sun shot fire from 
but the next downpour town. 

to the pillow 

half-listening to the distinct drumming, 
about the future summer. 

1UHI5""" with dreams. 
the cerebraL 

intertwine 
of the drizzle. 
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The naming 

My journey has 

and 

I tread 

I stand on 

city, 
countryside. 

conversations. 

floor of the shed. 
a calabash. 

and look down to where you point 
at 

I want so much to understand 
to imagine 

our up in these parts. 

swimming here 
dry earth. 

u ... ,v .... ,-CJLuu""" .... little knees, 
the H"' u.H'-',,<> 

earth 
and old as stones 

I 
the previous night 

womb 
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No, I am not even a visitor here, 
not yet makoti, 
only a fumbling, stumbling stranger 
to these parts. 

I smile shyly at your grandmother. 
I tell her about my life on the coast 
how the weather changes three times a day 
from sun to wind to rain. 

I mean to say that I miss 
the protective presence of mountains 
and the sweet perfume ofthe sea air. 

I miss hearing the gulls overhead 
and breathing the heavy, wet air 
that weighs me down but also wakes me. 

I want to say that I come from a land of wind 
and forests and fynbos and mountain daisies 

where you can hide all your life 
in the caves of the heart 
where the sea swallows your soul 
and you become at one with the rain. 

This is what I should have said to your grandmother 
when she instructed me to speak: 

I am nothing 
I am no-one 
not even makoti 
I am only a silent visitor 
with an unpalatable tongue 
ignorant of the speech of these parts. 
I stutter and stammer 
with smiling faltering syllables 
in the only language I know. 

Nkhono 
I am only a stranger to these parts. 
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For my firstborn 

IS 

the 
and 

un4'LL"';> and the moon 

the foul-mouthed south-easter 
and quite grace of rainflies. 

earth, 
expanses ofthe 

its endless stretches 
dry air, sedimentary and stony rivers. 

to embrace: 

wet winters, 

ancestors were rPTlnrnJP£l to the and Hammanskraal, 

are 

in District 
too belong to 

C:>TA'""I""C:> of how 

neither your 
who is so entrenched 

~'I::JI::J""b the 

nor I your mother H/n,,,,,,,,,, 

the waters 

got its name, 
and how IS 

is always 
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as I absentmindedly step over the building 
to catch a gJimpse of the intangible moon 

can ever take any of these away you. 

This is your birthright, my son. 

This poem is not a bandage. 
It does not wounds. 

It is not a 
It does not 

Your birthright is 

So clasp it with both u<.U., .... ". 

and grip it with both 

On the back 
you ride, my son, 
you ride. 
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Residue 

L 

The girl 
wounds of the woman 

an anaesthetic 
delusion of love 

In of the dead 
a woman sweeps her blood 

and a 

she this nebulous 
wood word by word. 

2. 

the core 

C'n..,,"t"PC' of love 

cave 

inflammable woman 
one blushes at 

with fire 
blood 
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3. 

more 

ruins of pyre 
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Epilogue/Prologue 

112 

Suicide is beyond 
way of dying, my way 
reminder of mortality. 

.. nu.'-'",,'UA or drunkenness or 
I to 

to drugs. Writing is my 
or as a death wish. 

When the words beC;OITle ITIOIllOnmcms, the thoughts .. ", ... ",h1'1> I will know that 
I am dead. Until that digging my 
chiselling and for that elusive on11""".h 

may remember or 

211 

loneliness. 
freedom to 
bulging like a 
intellectual origins 
act in itself, not about 
creation through en~~enaerm 
has a heart and a 
worldly emptiness 
surrounding us, 
shall not fall nor 
these winged 
metamorphosis 
machinations 
are sad and 

It is about letting love 
our separate uv ... u .... " 

our minds the right to 
forehead 

LlH,""",;) into 
pod which is the world 

deadly web. But we 
limbs longer, 

but is created. This is 
to the imagined heavens 

the games of gods who 
them go. We liberate 

and proud we are now 
sun on the body, sun 

yet from the same tree. 
we are all the same 
this gift of P""H,,,,,,n,,.u 

transformative 
above. But this acrnn,g, 

.... U.HH.U""' ... "" our necessary transcends our 

transparent u,,,'vn.lJ 

Our 
dangling 
eternally ~_.n-.''''''h 
and knife us 

but with infinite clarity we see through the dark. We 
see and we read and this we are and always will 

our hearts our skin sleeves, our 
of a suspender belt. is here and is night .and 
fibres of rain, of hopes and expectations, 

bleeding to our deaths 
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POSTSCRIPT 

A Meditation on Poetry, Nation and Time 
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POSTSCRIPT: 
A MEDITATION ON POETRY, NATION AND 

Every work of art is the child of time, it is 

If human beings 
Octavio 

1 

The writer finds In a the 

confines of a time. does it mean to time or time? When does 

time unfold? Writing tnips a history or itself to the 

possibilities anew moment. A journey from 

stasis to metamorphosis and 

The word "bounds" means .... """ ..... rin borders, barriers or chains. Long ago in China, 

women were to tight cloths are also bounds. The 

apartheid imposed structures, walls, group areas that kept one 

person discriminated on the basis of skin colour, MvLJlUvL 

IS but in the minds of people 

by 'bounds', these barriers 

between rich and poor. There are are 

are wealthy. The gap between the two 

too is a 
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But what does it really mean to be 'beyond' these bounds? How can a nation free itself 

from all the bonds that enslave it to a world economy, the dictates of a seemingly 

unstoppable globalisation? How can one person free herself from all the psychic ties, 

mental chains, that keep every individual restricted, constricted, constrained? Can a 

woman be free in a world she has to share with men? Can an individual be free within 

a nation; can a nation be free within a world? So many questions. The poet does not try 

to answer them, but they crop up unexpectedly in her poem. When she least suspects 

it, she has already circled these questions, and the answers write themselves. As in any 

creative act, the answers give birth to themselves. 

Ben Okri, says that: "Politics is the art of the possible; creativity is the art of the 

impossible".3 The title ofthe poetry collection, Beyond Bounds, suggests an outward 

movement from the possible to the impossible, means a way of making the impossible 

possible. One poem in the collection begins like this: "We cross borders and cannot 

rest. lOur desire to resist drives us to these lengths.,,4 To be 'beyond' all 'bounds' 

means that both writer and reader: "Break open the bars,,5 and that artists must: "Break 

open the baked mould. I Cut loose our sculpted selves I cast from the same clay, I 

grafted into one" and that women too should free themselves even when and also 

because they still choose to remain "engrossed in our craft I engulfed by love.,,6 The 

word 'beyond' suggests a change of position, the revealing or constructing of a new 

location: "We are beyond Molly Bloom. I We are beyond redemption.,,7 To be 'beyond 

bounds' is to seek the "freedom that comes from complete nakedness, when one has 

been clothed in shrouds for so long."s 
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2 

The in Africa tales by saying that story should 

a long thread" and says: woman, like each 

own way of unrolling that bind .... in the 

chain and other words, ,,9 

,,o'-'T',,,,"1"> such as is like this story. It is one woman's way 

11'n'nf11nrl1nCT a thread. pOI::ms IS an VU'~H-"'J."J.""U consisting a 

are alike but not i ........ 'HUval. - so that the 

J.vULUH.LO unconstituted as a (although every is a whole, so that 

accumulate, but become a bigger whole), 

aDt)ears to extend itself and renroa through simple addition or replication into a 

me:anmg;tul infinitude, a IS with pot:entlall or future possibilities. 

are inter-related dialogue. 

ambivalent But these these utterances, 

chain 

It does not 

themselves of 

I am but one 

U,",J.VJ.J:;;;' to me, and while I 

the irresponsibility of the pleasure 

untie and then to tie 

1 and to tell a lover: 

utterances are interwoven 

"''''~''H..,also untie .U\JIUO>'"" 

that smothers and 

IS me, 

through the 

means to "plait the 

us braid our beings 

I 

piece by 

will be one piece I I other. rest we shape ,,12 
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3 

Time 

particular 

interwoven 

Every 

ideological 

like poems and ,,1"1"\1,.,"''' also unwind or remain a 

moment. 

do these 

mean that 

and space 

does time accentuate the 

of meaning. 

art has is) a worldview or 

unconscious, 

space are m 

the making and shaping 

a of art to 

a set of assumptions, 

but 

affecting not only the capacity speaking 

at the time 

poem to act as 

also 

product 

of art. 

available to subject. This worldview is written-in to the final 

How 

Bounds? I 

we 

and space 

this 

the 

as a and a reading 

border between the 

time in the text is to 

poem or name as a literary a work 

the making of collection of f..'V,.,UiO, Beyond 

knowing full wen to answer it, means I shall be 

position own writing 

work as a critic or objective reader. way I straddle 

in which the text was composed and present 

and 

This is a necessary negotiation between two two times. It is an attempt on the 

creator as 

to cut umbilical 

text to put a ....... , ........ iV" between 

to wean and to weaned off 

81 

text. 

the work, 

it is this 



weaning that provides which I can 

how text takes its place (which makes it creates 

now alienated 

and can become 

who process so as to 

nor originally) intended. 

to 

of ,",VJlUU~"U.uv<UHII". with the more adept 

mean ttpl"pnt things, with more developed means 

HVJe!'>".v .. ev ... will to endure. 13 critical distance 

dispossessed (stripped 

observer and a 

were never (fully 

new poems, more ,",a!.-'au.'" 

capacity 

eXloreSSlon and, 

not one away 

to 

a 

art, 

but 

art 

one closer. a more profound understanding ofthe function of 

are 

In 

meaning oflife. 

us with our 

importance 

J am aware that 

we are U.....,'UUUJ 

and art, 

in this life. 

workings can 

we 

it insinuates our 

space III .;JU<l'IJU,'F. the 

are 

seen to be IU"',",I"'·',",'" from without a social context 

as an 

4 

that the unJ,n'-"'>'1«""" social situation 

aet:enmrle - and within, so to 

82 
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the structure of an 
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Each 
oriented 
product 

arena for the clash and 
in the mouth of a particular 

walectically lnt':>rn,pn,,·tr~tp 
forces. Thus, the 

the unitary and objective process 

Sergei Karcevskij a and its signification do not that 

"these potential must apply to a concrete reality 

Signifier and / ""1". .......... .... the boundaries assigned to it by and this 

asymmetric structure of the signs means that of 

the sign is lJu .. '''' ....... as a result of its adaptation to "1".''''',",''''"'' of the 

concrete ,,17 

Since the writer only or not 

thereafter, the text textual space - the the 

materiality """Lv'" territory between requires 

a mutual (even between my 'writing' and "reaolng So border 

I identified two times and two roles (the composition and 

the nr .. " ... TI is unclear; at it seen as a broken line, 

which one crosses over the time, re-thinking the re-inventing the future 

5 

Despite the fixed spot or location - ""·",,.,,,0..- it finitude of a nation, 

gerlaerea identity or the implied h .... 'hul lJVJ .... ",.UU.l'-' (which despite 

the vL"' .. .; .. .;U .... over remains set limit, a soe:ClIlC vantage point) - despite 
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the fact we are bound by a VVAl""'A the possibilities within these are 

boundless. The we see time and limit our powers understanding 

1"1'\<,n01no the way we think text as a social the idea 

of time and as unwinding, nt"'r<"'t't, or entwined idea that 

can together harmoniously may create new spaces for and interaction. 

Romi Bhabha "For it is on the borderline history and ._"""_._;-,_ on 

of race that we are a position to .L ... 'LLV' ...... 

into a kind is not only about .:>UHCU"" 

about a struggle which competing 

but also 

to co­

freedom 

new 

6 

eliding with one 

or retreat 

so as to nr{~1111",pnew 

reified uncertainty of a status quo. 

Row can one the of one historical mClm(mt, 

that shape the UU .... 'HL" and give birth to as they too birth to "LV.LH':>''''' 

Julia three COllce:ptS oftime: (repetition), 

(eternity) - both 

reJ:'rO~JU(mcm - and linear and politics). 19 

of motherhood 

says that point of 

all 

(a 

.I."'.I.'11HJ""Lperspective) what is needed is the of 

times in the same or historical moment. She a new generation 

that ,",H..LLI"""'''''' all temporalities so that new 

self-expression are 
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Homi Bhabha re-reads 

people,,20 leads Bhabha to 

pedagogical time".21 

temporality of the ,.""",,01",1"·,,,1"\ 

people or become 

Walter Benjamin 

by the presence 

empty time 

Only the 

open the continuum of 

Like Benj amin, 

times which control and 

the nation state). 

intervene. 

7 

Present time, 

Fanon's 

a 

ambivalence that 

one in the other", can "inscribe a 

of political solidarity.,,22 

"profound perplexity of the 

through this recognition, 

of the past) of historicism 

control 

and Bhabha, all of us, who 

man 

a 

"homogenous, 

history.24 

to blast 

.L.lv .... U'JHL from 

people (creating and imposing an nOlllot!eI10U space for 

how to knowing it, we are UUJ'u .... '.ulS 

cyclical and monumental combine to 

speak about woman's - intersect in a particular moment and are linked 

to the concept in South Africa, in this which times work 

together in solidarity which are at war against humanity? does the artist of a 

nation national context and to these other 

times nation-ness? How does the position the creation of 
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a work of art complex temporality? 

8 

1J .. ~,,,.,,nt time of us living time is or frozen. 

says: not it moves but 

makes no The past vanish present mtlensalH~S into a 

instant: the times are '-'''-.1.1''4.1\,,'-' in one breath. 

dissipates." 26 

Benjamin tells us: "Every morning us news of the and yet we are 

poor in noteworthy stories. because no longer comes to us without 

already being through with "'A~JlUi"""VH. in other 

Llvi.LvU'" story-telling; everything befits infonnation." 27 

all feel We are all 
illusory highways 
VU'JVU,V our roads? our roads choose 

to suspect somewhere, sornellO 

road. We now have 

by now almost nothing 

acknow ledges: 

by proxy? .... 
turning, went 
an undesired 

did we wrong turning? road were we on 

Here no We are ... 0. .... ""1 .. in a knot not be of our own 

making. Or we deliberately barriers in our own paths or of others? 

It as are trapped or ensnared 

by now. In the bicycles 

are not going We on Ire,aarmllS which at one point. 

86 



children nurture cyberchildren called vVU'~"'F,'VUI We inhabit virtual villages on colour 

monitors and are meant to those live in ones. Time 'moves' 

so it appears to hurtling us to our very ends. "pt'e-e:mlnel1ce of 

now,,29 and "profound of the even the writer, 

eWoO()iUles. standing 

ourselves to placed 

uncounselled 

frozen 

at the 

Walter 

frantic in 

a history 

sees 

VV"H"""'~ others," 30 

ourselves or 

a gun to our u ... ~, .... ". 

of history as a figure with «1"" .. ,."n eyes, mouth, 

wmgs, the past sees as a catastrophe; 

meanwhile the storm 

direction, future which 

Heart of Darkness, it 

Dambudzo 

Dft::seltlt I do not under 

him into opposite 

has a then, like 

the words: horror," 

do not like or century or 

of an atom bomb or under 

a medieval which amounts to the same ,,32 As for 

sentence weare 

of history 

departure, UTP"",,"1£1Tl and 

a sentence. 33 

what Kristeva 

quite literally, IS a 

m 

'time as 

time is that oflanguage VVJ,.".' ....... ,. "'~H~H",.",.'vHof sentences (noun+verb; 

topic-comment, 

which is 

fumy 

'-'5J.'llLU'E,-'-'JJUJ,U5) and this time rests on own ' ..... UH.nJ'U;;;, block, 

stumbling of that '-'H'-'ll'-"l<l.L.LVll 

the V"'<.I'V'''' of the present 
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a towards cycles of erection and 

ejaculation. pleasure 

without pauses. Without 

sours. 

""'.UUll;; spaces." 35 nr",~pl"1T we Do~;se:ss 

past nor the future, only moments providing U<i".u..tH fulfilment and vU\,oUV.>o 

love alone can 

the moments 

eternal love.!.. . We 

us out of the ",W.''''Uf''o''''''''Vj,,,", us ban VH",,- u, .... "n 

us ""'"''',,,'' our search last longer. I 

fashion the future with our own hands."36 

I 

I 

are asked to our to have no me:m()fV excent this moment as it is 

true picture by. can 

is never seen again"; 

it can be re(:oJ;!:m~;eu 

is not recognised by 

as one of its own concerns threatens to als:aD1De~tr irretrievably." 37 

........ "nu."" up at the msl:ant 

every image of 

unmade. 

""1,""U. only as an image 

9 

New technologies, techniques revolutionised way we 

about time way we view the Throughout this 

notions of time but often the of 

why 

into equations a universe for to describe .. 

universe go to all of existing?,,38 
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Our concept nr~>"pl'T time cannot answer this The Angel looking 

at away by future) would answer a historicist "U.:>UH .. '" 

the Sagan to Hawking's history time: this is 

universe with no in space, no beginning or time, and u""uu""" for a Creator 

to do," 39 This is an answer a world set; and actors are 

simply ...... ~._~r< stiff with butt-ends," 40 Julia Kristeva ':>IJ"'<U\." 

about "a LULJaLleV.Ll which, stock eXlch~m~~e and wars, is to death," 

41 

question it serve we VIew nr"'CP1;T (or are 

forced to the in such a way? the new ,,,,",UUVl'-'15'i who 

invent it not tum us into mere tools other way 

VHA,UV.U, which 

according to source but un<:onltro 
bypassing its subject leaving only two preoccupations to those 

is to have nr".,PTover the (the and over 

For the main modem ''''''-''lllV is "that 

through 

Iec:nn01()Q]ICaL progress is a display oftechnocratic encountered 43 

'people' as a group this is the working is corrupted 

that it is "moving with current" to regard "technological 

,",U1I"'''''' as the stream which it it was n;Ol'tlln ,,44 The 

people have to rernernoler the the moment action" 45 order to ,.u ... ..,,,,.n..,'"' 

Present re-conceived as a performative space/time in 
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which the make history 

happens 

up new horizons. 

a performance space; 

wa Thiong'o, 

more open 

more it seems to those of 1"p1"I1"p<!<:",p 

power. ,,46 

Frantz that the role artist or poet is to "j oin [the people] in that 

.... ..." .......... ,,1"> moment which are shape to" 

the same rn"TnlrYl as the people to construct the future 

vigorous shoots are already 

p1"Op1"I('p of the people 

some nature 

~~'J~L'~"'~ as a mother 

U'bLUb up." 47 The way 

but not the 

to work and fight 

nrp'n'l1CP the ~"_""'U"" 

(representing 

Africa often 

cyclic 

subjectivity), "the cycles, the eternal recurrence of a biological rhythm 

...,V.l.UV'''''' to that of nature .... " 48 

In "The ofa or linear located 

time/space SUbjectivity so woman 

who voice to her body, while appearing to to a journey in time, 

is radically the journey through re-conceptualising time of 

so that one can 

freedom / flowing ,,49 In the 

Fanon, it time so that the is no longer upon 

but spread out for to see." 50 
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10 

by 

11 

as an empty time within linear time serves to 

for individual or liberation. It induces even 

and conjures a time/space not unlike the fictional described 

1984. as performative time and 

new spaces for the possibilities for of 

Angel of History no helplessly at but 

it in secular style, we have made an experience or a 

transformed it, made sense of it, transmuted 

" 5] 

has its place within Iflinear time is an 

._.~ .•.. ,..., ofthe nation - its future, its fate - is tied to 

V"~'''''au.a political dynamics. nation has its place in the world. 

of hi story 

politics of 

- who has power and 

and sets 

III way, 'buys a 

not - means that more often than not economic 

the 

banks, 

world. 

vv ... "",,,, a consumer 

without ever 

be(~OnaIllg equal citizens of the who 
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but is a territory between natives/citizens and ""'VUUH 

is an VV.',","''''IV'' 

four years into the life ofthis fledgling democracy, there 

"Ue .... """"'''' of world markets on the state/fate ofthe currency and 

the conditions of its labouring people. Recent m 'rIt"",r""",t 

rates spines of economists, put 

ULI.,ca"aHF,U''''F,''':' ofthe ~~'.un"H'U 

politicians to intervene and change the '''''JPTlnnT 

way to boost the flagging Rand and restore ~~'.U.'~~H"~ 

""-''lV''''« markets appear to be dominating 

markets and the figures, the graphs, the decimal n""roT'" 

OJ,",V'OJL"" 'manning' the system, both those outside the borders 

and awkward ones who seem to straddle one 

-'l">"~"" pocket and one empty one) with one foot out out 

power wit~in the South African nation state came to 

through 1994 democratic elections. But very ones 

DeC:OITle a new national elite that v~,,."'."''''u rl'''''PT without the will 

to change the economy so as to alleviate the 

poverty was enforced by apartheid and 

92 

the poor people 

under colonial 



We can compare the way which in South 

n,""PT with the way in 

......... 'HUUU"U.., equal political rights, became sucked 

predominantly from 

which women in Europe and the 

into the very system they were VAL'''''l',vand simply inserted into that linear 

history. For Kristeva 

cultural power has 

power." and that 

economic as well as 

become the 

zealous protectors 

So in South Africa, 

are caught in 

society where brute 

forms control are 

consent". 54 It is 

women executive, industrial and 

radically changed the nature of this 

slOll-lnalKmgpositions suddenly obtain the 

VLU''' ......... them for thousands of years and 

of the status quo, the most 

" 52 

...... ",,"',. even if genuinely wanting to transform 

consolidation of conformism" 

is not the norm in controlling people more "VIJUi''''''.,a'",,-, 

53 Noam Chomsky calls this "the mlimUlIa(~tulre 

UH'VH., .... ll.'Jv'U assumptions, the subtle on)motlon 

•••• ' ..... '0 the possibilities of independent 

u,,,,,,v ... ,,,',,. that the elite manage to control public 

and fixing the 

1-''''''''''' and thought." 55 

HU'"iU,-,,", by both the has vested 

the and 

are H,,,,iH,',",'" to utter 

new constitution of South Africa has all the ll ........ , ..... i)i),al elements of nation-building 
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with its unity in diversity theme, its emphasis on common, national unity, a sense of 

national suffering and a shared programme of action. The new buzz words of this 

sloganeering have become the 'rainbow nation that must be consolidated and the 

'reconciliation' which President Nelson Mandela speaks about at every available 

occasIOn. 

The Truth and Reconciliation Commission seems to be designed only for remembering 

(allowing victims and perpetrators of violence - in the case ofthe latter the foot soldiers 

not the men in suits who gave the orders for liquidation and extermination - to express 

that which they have repressed) and then forgetting the past (through forgiveness and 

then amnesty which attempts to wipe the slates clean), enforcing a national unity, 

containing the effects like a pressure cooker. 

Likewise, the South African media (despite its exposes of corruption in government 

and business circles and its graphic stories ofthe daily horrors of the escalating crime 

in the country) plays its role in the massification of people. 56 The media - I suggest­

fulfils a propaganda function in at least three related ways. 

Firstly, it promotes the depersonalisation of the people by its emphasis on the 

anonymity of the people in the country in crime: it is not unusual to hear about the 

sheer numbers of rape statistics, victims of violence, 'the murder count', the 'death toll 

in the violence', the 'number ofhijackings' , the recurrent use of the term 'third force'. 

Very rarely, unless they are wealthy or of strategic importance, do we hear anything 

beyond the names of people and are they allowed to tell their own stories. Thus the 

people ofthe nation are not allowed to speak in each individual voice; each one has to 

94 



an unrecognised unacknowledged part 

the defeminisation 

have to of suffering 

must do so silently, each on own, without 

Woman's Words" I 

times we were dead. 

coldly we opened our wombs, 
nothing in return. 57 

a mass. When 

- the and 

burdens of a new 

for suffering. poem, 

depersonalisation goes with the peJrSOnallsllng the 

.~~~~,.u of the nation, men who are at helm the nation state. 

j.YU4HY'-'U4 and the Desmond still Chair and 

Reconciliation are presented to public as affable, figures, 

"' ...... '"'u,'''' the nation wisdom on the IS 

a president who is playing with dancing with sing to 

while the ex-archbishop is shown when victims tell 

are presented as overwhelmingly .. """ .. 44''', expressmg 

m it seems - are not seen V"'''''''U.1'-' of. 

('\1',111"'1'<:1"' people, as I indicated individualised, the 

are seen to suffering victims 'chosen' are those seen to 

speaking and Thus, under circumstances, become - to 

"'''', .......... ,''' a term - the a these 

the people are meant to seen as models 
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",,.',,","'0 and reconciliation. leaders stand (not as - more 

insinuate '"'''''>''''"''' the place of the 

processes (with are not 

to achieve the manufacture of consent South African 

state. third process by mainly (but not 

the media) the subtle co-option of ordinary people in 

that itself, IS technology 

good of the people. state apparatus is seen to impersonal, 

mere or Words and a neutral 

function' and delivery' are used to indicate the impersonality of 

the the business world 

to describe the asa with 

cases of extreme corruption are we to question the 

of the it is this 'pe:rfiJrman(;e (the one in the 

aCIJOtlS all occur ',,>r·'T"·'" or V~"UAAU. the scenes so to YIJ~~"" where 

is entrenched by a IJUlreauClrac 58 

room the bureaucrats unchanged 
their 

of metal to build shelters. 
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14 

space/time ofthe ..... ,.vu South Africa exists as a series and entwined 

OH)Ce:sse:s serving to the role of the suffering as active, creative 

capable and becomes a long, 

long walk to a ~.u, ...... n'ee(lOnn. of which can by 

patience and (seemingly fortitude, an endless, Linear history 

is the temporality 

are waiting in the 

those in power in 

where the leaders act on while the people 

any eventuality (for better of worse) at the mercy of 

U"'.LVU state the world. 

a difficult Under these .... v,,,"'."vu"", 

(psychic, linguistic, "' .... ,'-'l'"'jZ, • ...".u used to disempower 

to the structures 

to reveal the hidden 

assertions of power, to what has become the .. u.,I-'''''",,,, .... '''.''', the existence 

silent and those 

words and meaning, 

freedom of 

who have only 

to celebrate their 

in a country 

those who have 

silent, to speak, to utter, to 

are no "'HnUL regImes, 

condemned to conditions of perpetual 

confinement. ,,59 

his book, Hidden 

describes an area 

for people as one 

telephones, 

Pilger, devotes a 

used under 

these 
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"For even 

<:I,,,,r,nl can be described as 

social and psychic 

to South Africa where he 

as a dumping ground 

the situation 



Houghton, "the 

,,60 Pilger 

With their privileges "v,"'r","pn 

of the past are perpetuated 
Behind the often rneatnlCaJ """', ... u."" 

Johannesburg and one 

on surface "much has changed South 

the absolutions 
aspirations of the 
majority whose humanity 

HH'V .... LJ .... have been ignored, 

apartheid. 61 

Political analyst, 

most 
a deep UA"._U 

for its people 
satisfaction and nrumelcuare 
substitute for 

forced the pace of ~X .. 4 •• ,..,~ 

on 

" 

A truly democratic can only come into being people recognise these 

realities the courage, the conviction to mould a new 

world, with originality and even though they 

have own vantage points on which they 

has probably to pay the 

In South Africa a '''''''J''''' can be learnt from the military leadership 

the writer, Saro-Wiwa, for speaking out against state and the oil barons 

world. last words, his execution, was: "Why are 

you people to me? What sort of nation is South Africa, as I 

stressed, is a why do I Saro-Wiwa can 

transposed to men, women and South 
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who are opt 

abortions than Hl15Ul15 more hungry children into world. 

the task artist or the writer in South today is a difficult one, 

because it means revealing which are '-''''''', .. v' .... , expectations realised as 

pages, 

accumulation 

the 

While 

tiny, 

Albie Sachs 

South African? 

in libraries are silent cemeteries, 

attempts at them to '''l">''-' levels, remain :"Stained 

underwear, dreams" "Life IS not beautifuL It is the 

imposition of cuts, the 1'U1Jl"U"15 ofthe the stabbing 

learning to to live 

anl0e::lr glimpses 

lies of its own making." 

chinks of viewed 

"we who we 

anyone,can 

questions (or at 

bottom of cell." 64 

are. does it mean to be 

us discover " 65 

a 

answerability, an audience or additional "V,-,Uft'vl right to the 

right to 

ansceflCllfLg of 

literature or composing of art which are more than mere documentaries 

means to partially abandon linear history and to ._~,_,..., .•. ~ cannot - must 

not be made to - reduced to an historicist account, a mere "accumulation 

as if they were necessary of (bloodied) 

events human 

The must the complex, webbed (and ..,'"'" ."'''' dividing) 

of time and one can one's ifone 
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can step one foot outside so as to occupy a position without within, 

so as to simultaneously em.bnlC other spaces, which are more 

sites for freedom, 

time in which anything is 

of creation and creativity in a performative 

everything is potentiaL Perhaps solutions can 

be found in an 

a time which 

in the time of woman and ,.",,.,,,.r\rtn 

Here the no 

and eternal. 

asa (a memory 

! .. ",..,"', .... the woman the blood- thirsty, 

by outspeaking 

speak is to die) 

and asserts 

not to is to completely relinquish "r\,,,.a,. not to 

Tn",.",T,{'\"", attracts the spotlights to the periphery 

For here, the woman of identities is: "a lolly at the 

I an ice .. UA •• ,... .. ' .. l1'rpCCPI1 I more like a drag queen than a woman, I more a 

pen than a I the poem". 66 

To ..... "" .. " ..... 6.; separate more 

identities COlltamea ,,:run,," one moment 

mters:eCl[S with the others, time, one 

history) 

IS 

may yet save 

to more about how to be 

a sense of beauty, of justice, of the . 

1'1111"""'''" " •• "",""""" from self-annihilation.,,67 
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of 

all things, 



15 

tp()telltull. Woman's can humanise 

souls 

means the 

names (and bodies) to 

U'"">tJu,uU,~5, yearning for ~Vt"'ULUV''', refusing to accept a less-than-human status a 

big, scheme, to those who believe in the that: to 

U1.IJlU"" nature is the to create under conditions of freedom and lack 

" 68 

is re-written; the is re-defined. Ben says: "It should no be 

left to contemporary to for human Whatever has 

people continents can be to 

strong, confident, serene. They to everything to 

rebuild the future. They have to redream the world." 69 

woman rI""',,,1'r,nrl all the world, the a 

"'''"''»VA.X, should be in 

who have been 

to speak not 

........ >LA"' .... and silenced 

",",XUVXi, but 

would 

also wish her to speak - with the same rhythm people. 

women experienced ,",VX'VH"'" oppression, 

those oppressIon what Trinh 

- as women, as exploited, as black in a racist world the need to speak, to communicate 

is even more urgent. I the aforementioned poem, "A woman's words" (on 

the COjlleC~1l0n 
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I want to 
step 

by 
dodge 

weary of these 

cut across this life 
burning butt-ends 

tact 

and some day declare defiantly 
that out of step with its time 

must 

as into 

for you; 

In my 

which 

a 

affinnation, an attempt at living to 
lacerations that cut and scythe 

that is life. 

discussing women's "Woman must write 

women and bring women to from which they have 

as from must put herself into text 

own movement.. .. Writing is you, are 

body is yours, take " 71 

"Birth of a poem", the writing is compared with a woman 

72Whilethe to cleanse the page the 

continues and it seems as writes itself. Despite 

the celebration literary creation) linking 

and writer to other The woman the 

sees the male body not as a source of physical as one 

capacity for creativity be played and play were 

instrument. 73 In tongue" a tongue "tap across 

rough surface / watering skin." 74 

not only the male's body: the 
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is always and how ling ! ever eager release from hydrocephalic 

head", 75 pems IS and 11W,l1':>',",\.1, its 

with the (and the man UT h.""" '" mind it is), and not reduced it to mere 

impersonality, 

Helene by writing, woman "e:x:po~)e Really she makes what 

materialize "'~"U~H she "nln""""meamng <1/'11" h<><' what 

she is not deny unconscious drives unmanageable 

play even when ·1-h' ........ ,"hr·<> or political, is never simple or 

involves story in In the 

poem "'~~'''b out" the woman speaker becomes conscious of her position in 

as oppressed by men in Black Skin, White Masks 

(who and au' ...... ".:>,,",," the question: what does a black man want?), tries to 

answer the 

of"nnr~'<:: 

hiding our wrinkled 

misshapened, anaesthetised", 

comes 

a black women want. She by ,",...,V,LL .. ,," off 

to terms with ''white-powdered masks, 

pulled this way and tom 

revealing she will 

one has in shrouds so 10ng".77 

woman who has experienced colonial oppression is against ImpelnaJllSrn and the 

scorched policy who boast: have set on fire,! have 

the LA""''',",,,,! burning ! uprooted <,1-"'~nrl<, of tangled hair, 

way wild", but than being overcome by the ,-,,-,,va,,,,...,, a 

time that transcends history - cyclic "pounding" and 
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wombs Luu,",~n' ... ~ time of a breathing universe - is invoked. 78 

The South UUL.lVU in the form ofthe struggle against apartheid and 

justice is 

and 

simultaneously invoked the poems. the writer is physically weary 

bored politics history, 

another tom, 1"'11"1,,,,, .. ~'1i tapestry of times I we live 

political I the .,n,",'...,""~,v"u ",',..",rnc- of events". 79 Rather 

words a 

producing 

wishes to 

about herself, "to the poem throb I with an " ... non .. persistent .L,,","lHH.1HILY 

and to the tree<1()m of love". 

A .L'-'LUUJLv leadership is suggested even to men right direction. Here the 

journey ceases to be linear purely political) but is and 

and her 

the 

passages of power". 80 But woman a colonised 

are not the only inhabitants 

very nature both 

by such women will have 

experience OPloreSSl;on. 

and cornrnUmCatllOn, ideas PY1'U'P<:<:p·rj 

beyond the individual (without becoming blindly 

universal) and social meanIng. 82 

16 

If indeed a nation 

her place 

for 

place and this space inside time, woman 

cyclic monumental then does 

women " .... .,'''''-' of a ..... " .... on which linearity was 

imposed the form of colonisation, entrenched through colonialism and consolidated 

during the modem period through apartheid? 
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their new H<H1VH state now freed 

the legal until as a they 

their own signifying oe1:nnng space, the nation a 'bounded' 83 

a monologue communicating with itself nor but simply 

a 

world. 

a 

a parrot) the rest world. 

materialist stanaOOJtnt. time ofthis u ..... vu IS and this 

consists of narratives plunder, conquest, colonialism, failed attempts at 

world capitalism, leading to wealth some and poverty for 

who have conquered, colonised are to believe that this 

too will some day (in 

industriousness and anc:emem of technology 

materialist account a nation 

account) prosper 

OeC:OlIJle like the 

in the complexity 

is not 

,","V'V"'" to fight or not to 

to way a conquered territory 

such a not to '-'''"'''''11'''''"' 

nations like (who have 

politically of apartheid 

not as a people to ,:»U",,'Iv" 

choose to see 

exploitation and (both 

recently and bravely 

of colonialism) 

the successes 

achieved 

ge()gr'anJtlIcborders 

states in the world beyond) as worthy role .VUV'''', a "standard of <>"'r"r",~, 
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........ V"'V." events in South, 1-'-'LV'" 

nt""",,,C't rates (specifically 

to mImIcry 

dollar-rand VA'",,,,,,?,,"" 

such as the obsession 

is often headline 

Reserve Bank, news South Africa), the announcement ofthe new (Tn.,,,,...,,,,, .. 

the South African football team in the 'world cup', the President's 

at inviting 

ignoring 

the Finance 

abroad, and the way the 

seems to permeate many 

is also a land 

1-''''''''''''''' formulated by 

from the old 

in altered 

boycott, 

and time and 

mentality. One also 

implied virility 

85) and 

beyond 

emasculation of black 

communities apart 

to his home (in case of his birthday 

to 

and paying 

to woo 

of development 

policy 

to examine 

which still 

thinks, for example, 

to the South 

technological 

white papers. 

men and women and 

v..,."vn .... themselves 

bravado of the 

to endure international isolation as result of and 

never to see as belonging to 

what has been 

indoctrination of white 

who invade, penetrate and dark 

ideas of that there is no room black 

labour. the psychic 

South and 

removals labour by 
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UU.i,-u"oblack men work even women and thus lflClenlllllllDlg the patriarchal 

order which dominated in some South African societies 

women were placed at were meant to be at 

is not 

to colonialism. Black 

""r.jrt,."....., ofthis hierarchy, 

If indeed an historical 

African status quo, Freudianism can. Indeed, 

present South 

Africa, can be seen 

whose only obsessive 

wet dream is that of being a 

as - what I call - a 

desire is to be like 

«t ... ",to'; nation86
, experiencing 

and whose "'VJ."',",,, 

America in next 

presupposition approach is the 

these are what "logical necessities to 

"hypotheses, a intrinsic to the theory 

metaphor into 

speculation, 

has 88 is the fantasy 

its correlative, forever seeking to 

freedom away. 

and penis envy, and 

at the 'origins'" or 

, 87 then by implication 

between one 

on which the new 

who first 

radical 

metaphor) on 

of castration thus the foundations (or 

these foundations as attempt to gain "'''''1l0T' these .LV"'",""",,,JU''' 

those who reject want to repress) these J.VI..ULUUU\JUCI to look to a 

colonial and pre-historic past which they fool 0 ....... """"""'" into believing as still "LU".'"'''' 
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intact and undefiled. 

are either trapped 

believe will assert 

18 

or rejecting of the founding .. ,"' .... ",. .. , blunts their 

~u,~ .. t",~ that exists in 

uuaF,lU,",'U, mythical un ......... " .. " ....... they 

be a return to 

Is the nation simply an '''IE''ril'\TI narrative strategy, a symbol 

consume-or-be-consumed, or 

world, an intricate text 

patriarchal order 

of 

weight in a 

spaces? 

offer some 

within it? Does W01rKllng 

Recent events in 

appearance 

Reconciliation 

the 

and 

African liberation 

community 

role in the holding 

them. Here it 

For a brief moment 

as Mrs. 

with a CO]rlCfmn 

cn:m~~e - for the better - the 

a nation improve the lives 

provides glimpses at answers to 

- woman and leader -

is one such event. Winnie 

Nelson Mandela, 

by them for 

her own right through her 

the commission to answer 

students activists against their will 

victim was 'put on trial' 

were turned and South 

spectacles and with 

108 

has some 

++"".,.."""'+ times and 

a 

of those 

The 

the Truth and 

(world-acclaimed as 

police 

and 

about her 

death of one of 

as victimiser. 

world watched 

on her fingers 



(perhaps 

slight hint 

a man too wives), skin slightly to the 

her inflammatory statement 

uvOUVI.., Over and over again, 

with boxes of matches the land 

replied with a 

A description of 

national liberation 

ambiguity 

of linear history) 

she sus:pe4:::te.ll. 

project and 

within and 

as AU'-' ... ",""'''' a refrain: H It was a times", 

said. In the complexity for 

Africa entwined with the linearity history, in the 

as woman (and therefore denied 

of a nation, she was more accurate even 

OJ"'., .. " .. , .... to linear history as 

as entrapment - because the 

had entwined and formed a noose 

motive, as 

act 

was caught n'V"ff-'lr1"'"'' and no a woman. 

Had 

appear at 

a man; 

had 

Women 

a would have fared better npl"h~r\~ not even to 

was expected of a man was what Winnie Mandela 

composure, firmness ",,,,,,.UUUF, detachment. What was 

a woman, even perhaps "',,"''''' ..... a.H 

No-one 

of the times and the 

castra£eU and thus had to accept 

voices and as a new n",r,pr<.t, 

connected with female 

advocate a third attitude: 
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a woman acting like 

truths a nation. She 

COltlsc:::au,ences of her crime. 

"'''''_''''-'UUI=.. concepts oflinear 

cyclical time and 

existence of all three 



in same or even intelWoven Kristeva, 

aelll1aSSlrIC,UlC)ll of difference" ue-'Ufl:UIl<msaLl()n of would bring about the 

between the sexes and bel~mmnlg of a new possibility men 

women. 90 

African corlteJi:t. aLL1,'"""'"' may not be 

at Truth and Reconciliation ,-,vaLL'U",'''VU 

Mandela 

African 

in the throes of It is evidence of the ..... UU'"'.,uL ... '" Pnlprcrp when 

a body such as the Truth and Reconciliation Commission is the tacit task 

which through being nation-building yet is 

true to definition 

as an ambiguous narrative 

(the Janus-face oftruth ""''''U'-'LU~'''~'' when the 

that may come out not warrant revelations 

would depend on amnesty) can reveal how much ,'-'u'uu'o U1,loa,""" and untold, 

rpl1,rPQQPn and suppressed, and ambivalent the truths are are told. 

then can the in re-defining this ........ v,., through the nation 

the is a worldly 

assumptions 

fundamentals - but to TP_'U""rl< and 

F or Trinh, the task is 

patriarchal time and 

vV'"H''-'vIH as 

they 

the ties that bind" 

" 91 Ben Okri asserts 

themselves. 

, Ifthey tell tnems,el 

110 

can a writer 

to overthrow 

overflowing "the boundaries 

people are as 

can make their Hal,lV'''' 

peoples are 

are lies, 



future v'-'~">Jv,", ..... vu,"'v ... of those <'Tr.1C1 "'''' that own 

flowerings." 92 Fanon is more 

direct intellectual who to create an .......... LAV", .. work 

art must truths of a lUUlV1.l are in the its " 93 

19 

collection, are pOt:ms which are am~ctt:a more vAl,","''''' 

at the "Skinderbek looks at the 

its history to present, its landscape of mountain 

Cape Town 

sea terms 

colonial history (and mocking the way which it is marketed as 

destination present even street names tell us 

Street, rsunellK;a,nl. Long, I streets names 

ongms: 

you on a 

/ into the Ols:eru:;eo past I the HAL.' .... "v ... " 94 

entitled 

young 

new home and 

is partly questioned, 

silent submissive 

journey. 95 

The 

motherhood, 

my 

naming is the psychic 

makoti" as is known in language to 

cyclical time is invoked, the tradition of the past 

makoti, daughter-in-law, should be 

dutiful, chooses to and to name document 

tm;toIDrr(' IS a poem about a South 

and to em brace all 

experience 

and spaces, 

world of (South) .L>..u.n ... ", .. story-telling which offers a new vocabulary and of 
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outside 

-a 

an African time 

reality, as they make history. 

20 

96 poem 

time 

as the time of a 

to a new world, an 

are re­

as they experience 

Iffonn is 

how do 

outer expression 

themselves 

content - as ..L'>...UHU.J,ll"""Y ~,~ ... ~, .. ~,.u it to be -

their fonns break new / bounds?98 

forriIal 

are written 

identified. UV'-,U.lCl are written in couplets 

lonnat ",-,"",vv,'" for the 

a story, the prose poems 

"EpiloguelPrologue" are not COllVtmllOnal narratives (they not narratives at 

on how one a narrative), but seem closer to the prosaic 

iHUHU,'U""" of a strlearn-()H:orLsc:tOUlSl and a 

strange, but 

poetry especially 

........ 'v .. ,,. ........ ,, drives. It 

her v,",UVH.l as woman and ",,,,"'rl', .... '" a 

which commentary are 

concerns of the are present 

ways. 99 ghazal consists 

each one deeper into an 

to 

speaker of 

subjectivity. 

ghazals, because 

in more 

of sometimes 

but remaining 

The first is into a feminine unconscious, but after 

112 

to 

IS 

of 



IS a in which is held partly or 

which the is asked to digest words before to the next 

Molly Bloom Joyce's is mentioned at outset, but the 

wants to of a male to 'take back' 

Bloom, woman character and as male 

and create a new requiring new demands. 100 

the as are up to 

they remain which are wholes, instead a whole. 

searches for that can alone, be strong to evoke by 

alive of the 

ravages and cyber second poems 

in this is engaged with all The 

beyond boundaries which mentioned in the couplet and on the 

couplet many The third couplet is 

reminiscent journey" "Epilogue/Prologue" which it perhaps 

here the trappings of nationalism are transformed into an organic life. The couplet 

mocks yet re-asserts as a motivational 

as III so 

suggests texts and refer indirectly to the written word 

sheets 

reader to 

In onru",,,,, 

, "fingerprints", "without trace" and 

UU'JU'"'' textual me:anlIlg The wakeful 

as a to the "eye of 

represent a monumental or a new time in 
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in life, as can 

VU"VLJ_ the UU"f'>,,,,>J ,,,,'vu,,.,..,,, 

role: "old SlO:gan,s' , "like 

print" can be nHI",","'" by the 

which in some stands 

(in the 

women may 



repression) a time bomb. both 

llya"' ..... ,.·" of the demands ofthe nrl"';:Pl,t and an mstarltalleOlU "'T<:""''-''''' but also 

the "P~I""""I"'" a more meaningful, all-embracing future. 

is a unifying 

U1\.'V,",,-, the lSu,u..a,,, 

question of 

some ways, / but all 

it. I mind reeks 

or do you love 

doorway, I oe€mrlg 

to my love, 

at question existing 

the real world 

poses a 

subject to ethics? Unot to 

participating in 

(from war to 

it is the they poses 

a cross certain 

addressed. "Men may 

tastes the same", body beckons without 

the integrity of its , "Is this simply 

all my other stand with 

other life, " and "You 

/ unborn child may not 

or are parodies of risk-taking actions 

the old beliefs are being undermined 

of her Time": women 

defined by philosophy ... are women not 

dismantling that our is experiencing at various 

insemination) which poses the l.I."'",,(';'1I:<.I. for 

a new ethics?,,102 ~'-".'~~'''VH of poems, 

5U'.w:..U..,,, are open-ended 

of morality. 

the reader to 
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up hislher mind about 
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I ... ,. .... U ... U.UUL ... J says: "Every work of art is essay with an 

time, often it is 

poems are shaped 

" I end this 

by history, by 

1UU.VHO, write themselves as 

now as I 

began. 

its relation to the world. too are 

written. For poems like to themselves, even when they too are 

poet/creator experiences labour. Bodily feelings 

Feelings of nation-ness, of motherhood, sentiments of worldliness 

to connect with lofty, un.'u .... u1.,LU .... 

only to connect, 

un,,,,,,.,,, others. 

to 

The poetic 'All ....... "'" to 
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common, simple 

beyond existing 

chalked in, even as others are 

not 
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