




This doesn't mean I still love you nor that I think 
of you,

this is but an acknowledgment that you once occupied 

space on my contact list.

Sincerely Yours,
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Jane,
I don't have much to say to you 
I should have done better than fall in love while being a side dish  
and you should have known that life is about more than money and 
riding dick 
But we were young and in love and said fvck it to the norms 
We were young and in love and thought we were right 
I knew you would go back to him eventually and you knew how to toy 
with me 
He had money and all I had were good intentions 
He was older and closer to your age and all I had to offer you was 
my first time 
You called me your fairy tale and so like a villain you ensured I 
had an unhappy ending 
You put a spell on me and so unhappy endings became my bread and 
butter for a while 
but you're still better than the girl who used to throw fists and 
frying pans and knew I'd do nothing because I believed in being a 
gentleman 
Or the girl who faked a miscarriage to keep me or the one who used 
drugs to have her way with me 
As I said I don't have much to say to you 
After all, I've been loved less by people I gave more than I gave 
you. 

Sincerely Yours,

Jade  

May 10, 2010
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Madz,
For way too long, I obsessed over the idea of you and I 
I thought we would be perfect 
So I was fixated on making us work 
But we were not meant to be 
I loved you way too much, way too soon. 
You and I were a constant battle 
Between trying to make you love me  
And trying to be enough for you 
I found myself competing with your past 
And constantly trying to be what you want. 

I was too broken and so were you 
You reminded me often that you could not love me 
I was never worth it, and you know it 
You ween’t willing to love me. 
But even after all this time and everything we’ve been through 
I cannot bring myself to hate you 
I still want you to be happy 
Even if I am not part of that happiness. 

I am sorry I failed you. 

Still Confused,

Buhle  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Brian M,

Crimes Of Passion. 

She walked in offering her body half consciously  
What was supposed to be a soulful collaboration was blurred into a 
carnal urge.  
From coming together for kisses with treats it slowly turned into 
meetings under the sheets.  
She was foolishly blinded by the subtleties,  
after the pictures & whispers of his encounters with the other her,   
she soon realizes this is adultery, her rage then came abundantly.  

It's as clear as the sky above, she began her journey,  
she was going to commit a felony.   
Between the gap of intention & action filled the thoughts of malice 
'Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned'  
her rage escalated from the first sniff of the scent of his cologne. 
When she got to him,  
with hands shaking uncontrollably, she raised the pistol, pulls the 
trigger one,  
'click' pulls the trigger twice, 'click' they both still alive, he 
cried out her her,"I meant to tell you,  
I was waiting for the right moment" But was there ever a right 
moment,  
to tell her she was the other woman or many of the other women? She 
lost all sense of sentiments, she then pulled the trigger for the 
last time, BOOM, a bullet straight to his skull,  his brain 
scattered all over the floor, she smiles in contentment because 
she's destroyed the brain that failed to think of her feelings. The 
odour of the blood soon overpowered the smell of her rage that 
filled that room. She walks on the pool of blood leaving her shoe 
prints for the other woman to see.  

She's headed for the letter.  
Then she walked to the notebook, took the pen, and wrote, "this is 
my letter to you my love, you betrayed me & I couldn't stand it, I 
knew what your next move was so I acted before you did.  
I'm sorry, I wasn't enough for you but sure as hell not sorry I 
sacrificed you before you sacrificed me." 

With bitterness

the other woman,

Phumlile
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Tumi,

I invited you as a guest of honour to help relieve you of the 
academic stress that was crippling your thoughts. 
I knew you were interested me, but any sexual desires of me I told 
you to abort
What I didn't know was that you had already made dinner plans, and I 
was your main course 
Made yourself my lover, by force 
Our three man party soon became four 
Two for two, who was gonna score? 
When you looked at us, did you see a bunch of whores? 
Because you didn't even have the decency to leave a used condom on 
the floor. 
Who were you even making love to baby? Because the only thing that 
was in those sheets, was a cold and unconscious corps. 

I let you into my sanctuary because I was willing and able. 
That body that you betrayed, is a Holy Temple 
Next time you see me sober, a Godly like figure is what I will 
resemble 
Only the purest and the holiest may enter 
Only the ones with love and honest intentions may enter 
Only I get to pick and choose who I let reside in my temple 
Only I get to pick and choose who I let drink from my gushing 
waterfalls 
Only I get to pick and choose who I sing praises for in my high 
pitched soprano 
Only I get to pick and choose who gets the ride to tour the 
landscapes of my sanctuary 

Only I get to choose 

But you see, you can't get inside a house with permission to open 
the door 
You can not force water out of sand with no soil 
You can not get beautiful melodies from crying falsetto 
You can not start an engine without oil 
Yet you still forced yourself inside my very core. 

Not your lover,

Thee Answer
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Knight,
 
If I knew our first hangout would have been our only hangout in 
years, 
I’d have held on tighter to the montage of our together from 
kilometers away 
If I knew I’d have to go years without physical interaction, 
I’d have never agreed to walk the city with you 

You became my Knight draped in poetry, 
Every conversation was a cipher of metaphors only we could decrypt 
Distance became our kryptonite 
Moving on happened 
And one morning I woke up to memories of you 

We wrote Binary to poeticize our union 
That we need not be together to know we will always care for one 
another 
That within our lonely nights, collaborations fed us 
Underneath the night sky, lampposts were spotlights for our shadows 
Dark stars our element 
And the harmony of our voices through phone calls would be the songs 
we’d sing constantly 
While Lana Del Rey sung us to sleep 

Nirvana was us adjacent the art museum 
Exchanging sonnets for conversations 
In the silence of our misery, 
We became a solace and equally a psych ward 
There is beauty in our back-story, 
Our ability to create beyond our missed attempt 
To fluidly share thoughts with no empty promises 
To love with no expectation 
And dream without selling them 

Although the script flipped, 
the story remains with a Knight and Dame draped in poetry 

Nocturnal rainbows still leave the day a corpse. 

From Between Cold and Dark Stars

Still a Dame,

Maira
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Cupid,

Inconsequentially love wasn't enough, insecurities were the 
consequence of situationships forced into relationships. 
Upgraded from friendships with strangers who down played their 
secrets 
With an aura, 
an unintentionally piece promised, 
she affirmatively clayed, 
splitting images of her illusions and blew concluded abstraction. 
 

She is now a creator. 

Putting words to create stories but words that can never 
rewrite history and do nothing but cement that she can't 
create love. 
Love to her is something ever only experienced by her 
characters, 
Her made up character. 
She gazed at her character and reluctantly forgot all 
the important features, she thought she was a teacher 
yet she was a mere seer in an imaginative fixture. 
A new era begun and all things were redefined. The 
forbidden rule was in line but all her character did 
was decline. 
It bore fangs of malice and claws of disgrace but after 
a reprimand it would go silently and wish it would fade. 
It's concluded abstraction would now clash with the 
inevitable growing beast, 

it's body now flickering, 
in contemplation of what it should be. 
She oughts to destroy the opposing formation but she's reminiscent 
of the character that it used to be so she stands still and lets it 
be. 

Afraid of the monsters curse, 
leaving nothing but heartache to victims deemed unworthy by its 
archer. 
So she hides in her forest of inhibitions and walking past trees 
marked by broken shards of her heart, waiting for someone to tame 
the beast she wishes to be friend. 
Waiting for her Prince Charming, 
to tame love 
Hoping that he's also not made up

Signed,

Phumlile & Jade
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K.,

Hurt people hurt people 
So it's no surprise that I used to hurt myself whenever I thought of 
you 
We met while you were finding yourself and I was coming into myself 
Age was our greatest enemy because while I knew where I wanted to be 
You found comfort in childish games 
I suppose it's why we never went public 
Because I knew you wanted the attention that came with being with 
someone 
While I wanted someone that was only for me 
You were so caught up in the optics of who I would become and now 
that I am ticking off goals off the accomplishment checklist 
You're a bystander with mere couple goals floating around on the 
timeline 
Our love was in competition, 
you were always jealous of your ex best friend 
All She and I did was have more in common and come to think of it 
she has more common sense 
Opposite sexes being friends shouldn't be a criminal offense 
But like your love, your rage was a pretense 
You were busy playing the victim to your next target 
Picking fights to have excuses to ignore me while you entertained 
another 
and ‘cause of you my love now comes with a warning 
You promised the world and happy days 
Love songs and dancing dreams 
You only delivered on the physical aspects 
Light skin beauty with a great touch 
And we took perfect pictures that never revealed your dark heart 
With everything in me I wished you nothing but the best when I saw 
you smiling with my replacement 
Unlike you, seeing you happy actually meant something to me. 

Sincerely Yours,

Jade
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Andrew,

Dru, 
  
You became a walking cautionary tale from the only piece we ever 
wrote together
The billboard was lit up in neon red, a sign I ignored, my impulses 
drew me close to you
You became a chance I thought I could make
A mirage of a sanctuary in a desert I found myself trapped in after 
20 May 2016
Do I even qualify to call you a lover?
When our union never made it past the admission of there being love
until we lost whatever foundation we built from poetry and paint 
splatters?
 
I must confess, you felt like answered prayers and blessings
on a Sunday morning after a night of bad decisions,
and the one time I witnessed you kneel in the cathedral
was a moment I felt God in human form
Watching you work was a dream
Being amidst a power of creation other than my own
 
Our canvas remains a without paint
and our notebooks without words.
Between that and our short lived May we forever be . . .
Communications fell weak
Insecurities heightened
My dramatic lash outs were genuinely layers of walls built to keep 
you from coming in
And competing with Twitter handles felt like salt to a wound I slit 
open
The honesty remains that although I took that jump,
although I went in head first, I was not ready

From the avenue of portraits and poetry,

Maira

March 2, 2017
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Boitumelo,

Your playful nature set the scene for what our relationship would be 
Seven years of ups and downs 
Seven years of me learning the same lesson  
Seven years of realising that you would never change. 

When I first met you, it was your eyes that drew me in 
I admired how you could make me so happy 
A kind of happy I thought I could never be. 

It did not take me too long to start loving you 
And it did not take too long to realise you would hurt me. 
 
From the women I found out about  
To the lies you constantly told me 
I found myself hurt by you over and over again 
But still I stayed 

I stayed because I believed I needed you 
I believed that you loved me 
How sick is that! 

I thought your jealousy and possessiveness were love 
I thought you cared about me  
That was why you tried to control me 
I was wrong. 

You cheated on me more times than I can count 
You hurt me too many times 
And even when I left you 
My heart stayed. 

You would come in and out of my life as you please 
I would let you because I loved you 
But I am glad I freed myself from you 
I never thought I could.

Bitter Regards,

Buhle

June 17, 2011
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Baks,

Every girl I meet brings up the same songs you dedicated 
Stuck in a loop of love and hate 
I cared for you so now because we're done I must hate them 
In order to keep up with me,  
you found your way to some bad habits 
Even though short lived,  
the lying is the one I couldn't understand 
I understand keeping secrets because that was the premise of our 
agreement 
And I broke the rules when I put you up on Facebook and sent the 
relationship request 

But you should have never called it love if you knew weren't 
ready 

and I shouldn't have entertained someone who had no idea what 
love was 

But then again the only reason I'm writing to you is 
‘cause we lasted so long 
despite the fact that we should have ended sooner 
But the purpose of this is not to reminisce on what 

could have been or what was 
To not cry over spilt emotions over year old stories 
Truth is, I wanna thank you for walking away 
Even though I was the one unhappy,  
you had the strength to do what I couldn't 

Said our destinies weren't interlinked 
Said I was gonna be a star and that life wasn't for you 

Thought you were crazy but apparently now I'm touching lives with my 
words 
People wanna pay to hear my voice 
And on the daily, someone says I inspire them  
My dreams are coming to fruition and you aren't here to see them 
materialize 
All because we chose to be more than friends when what we were was 
enough 
You moved on a couple times since me  
And I'm happy to see you happy 
She's just as beautiful you are and has your smile 
You have the family you always wanted and I'm on my way to the goals 
we envisioned 
What you gave me 
I will never forget. 

Gratefully,

Jade  

...
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Melody,

We were written in sweats 
Whispered words between deep breaths  
Ours was based on sex 
Cursed words describing actions to be performed on body parts 
appearing on each other's screens 
We got so focused on the physical that we forgot we loved each other 
Started off with a years worth of Mxit foreplay 
Followed by on and off heart breaks from loves living within reach 
And others saw 18 as freedom to drink but we knew it meant we could 
finally meet 
We could pour gas into our old vehicles and ignite the engine of 
what we'd built over years 
I guess me comparing you to other girls and you cheating on me with 
someone you said looked like me 
in our excitement we forgot that we were supposed to be in love 
Now excitement became our drug 
Confused lust for love 
And on our first date,  
in the corner booth of a restaurant  
I put my hands where they don't belong and tasted something that 
wasn't on the menu 
Weeks later we were on the floor of a hotel room 
Hands on parts only seen on a screen 
God, I still remember your moans and screams 
We ended in an abrupt manner 
Dying in silence 
Using pretense friendship as a bridge to more sex 
Fights and a miscarriage  
But damn I meant it when I said with you I saw marriage 
Would have never said hello to your mom if I didn't 
Let alone tell my siblings about you 
So no matter what our past, never doubt if I meant it when I said "I 
love you".

Regards,

Jade

April 17, 2007
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Kgothatso,

To heal or to make better. To save.  

I met what I thought was a saviour one day.  
I met a man who had the powers to make the broken radio of my heart 
play.  
 
This Black Jesus served me red wine, Erykah Badu, and conversations 
that go on till the end of time.  
This Black Jesus was mine 
And damn this Black Jesus was so fine  

Smells of nicotine and tastes of 4th street 
Dim lights and the mess I had made in your sheets 
All little tokens stored in my memory from our first meet 
Your heart beat, my heart beat. 
Your mouth as my seat and my morals that he made me cheat.  

You took me on a trip. 
Made me experience my first hit 
You had me begging for the taste of your lips  
You made me forget about my insecurities belly up and not forgetting 
my hips  
It's all those heart melting things about you, that I the most miss  

But then you started to become inconsistent and I had to start to 
becoming more persistent  
Every time I thought you were becoming more and more resistant  
I had to start working more and more to show you I still had 
importance   
Every time you came back home to me or chose to be with me, I'd see 
this as an accomplishment.  
Little did I realise I had actually sold myself as a slave to your 
dominance.  
Not realising the consequence of devaluing my significance  

As time went by perception of value had changed  
The price tag for my loyalty had suddenly been misplaced  
I was being paid with fast foods and I'm sorrys every time your 
priorities were replaced  
I was told when it comes to alcohol, I come second place  
But when he needed a place to sleep at night, I was the one who 
always had to make space  

Insanity: when you do the same thing over and over again and 
expecting the same result.  
A toxic relationship, is what I was told every time I would try to 
consult  

February 28, 2017
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In my soul I knew, but I would dismiss it, because me and you had 
already chosen to live like adults  
So I endured the subliminal insults.  
How dumb am I for not leaving while everyone knows my heart is 
facing assult.  
But I took my thoughts, my doubts, my red flags and shut them in a 
vault  
After all the hurt I went through throughout this relationship KG,  
I never imagined that watching you walk away with an Indian girl 
would be this difficult. 

Your Sunday Candy,

Thee Answer 



Lethu,

For the longest time, all I did was beg you. 
Begged you to see me as something worth loving 
Begged you to care for me how I cared for you. 
I begged for your attention 
Wished you would call a little more 
Wished you would text me a little more 
Love me a little more. 

You were my everything and I was obsessed 
Breathed you, spoke you, lived you. 

And just when I was running out of ways to make you love me,  
make you stay 
I found out about Her 
Then I realised that you are capable of loving 
But you are incapable of loving me. 

So I went back to the drawing board 
Tried to find ways to be like Her because you loved her the way I 
wanted you to love me 
Tried to shout less and let you be 
Acted like I didn’t feel betrayed or not enough 
Not worthy of love. 

I hid my pain as best as I could 
Until that night came and my life would never be the same 
On December 1st, a night I hate to remember 
The night a man pulled me into a dark bathroom 
And took what was not his. 

After that day, you shamed me 
You said he spoiled me, you said I was ruined 
Your words were one thing but your actions hurt even more 
I thought I was dying that December 
I thought I wouldn’t make it 
I thought nothing in the world could hurt more than that December’s 
pain and your rejection 
Then you left me... 

With no warning, with no explanation 
You were done with me with such ease 
I did not mean much to you  
So it was not a big deal. 

For me it was like a knife to my heart 
It was like the end of my world. 

April 2016
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But I knew I had to pick myself up 
Pick up all the pieces 
Because dying was not an option 
Suicide could not be my option 

So I healed, just enough to survive one day, and then another 
It has been 6 months since you left 
I am still coping somehow, but I am done trying with love 
You left with all of my love. 

With No Love,

Buhle



 

Me,

'Mirror mirror on the wall ...' there is a  broken image,  
her reflection scatters on the floor,  
her soul slit,   
pain spilt,  
a part of her now lays in pieces of a broken mirror.  

She glances at the manifestation of the mysteries of the night,  
her sacred image she once glorified is now tainted,   
painful to look at,  
faded with the distaste  
who is this the mirror on the wall has made? She keeps a broken 
piece of the mirror in her bag,  
carries a reminder of her brokenness.  

With her, 
lay silent screams & disdainful cries,  
an internal plight & broken vows.  
She uses the broken sharp piece to see if her lipstick is in check,  
evident deep cracks in her eyes become faint when it is time for her 
to inflict the same way she is inflicted,  
mirror mirror on the wall,  
who have you introduced her to?  

She begins to walk without trembling,  
she quivers no more,  
she's willingly sold to the unknown,  
she now holds too many stories untold,  
mirror mirror on the wall who have you shown her?  
In her urges to break from her brokenness she's in a realm where she 
no longer can disguise the good,  
bad & evil,  
her conscious has abandoned her,  
now remains a vicious image,  
mirror mirror on the wall look at what you've done.

Reflectively Yours,

Phumlile

Today
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Fikile,

I forgive you.

Honestly,

Jade
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Muujiza,
You said you understood commitment 
That comment to you was more than just resistance 
Resistance from the pressures of people who don't understand 
And the inner demons you've settled to accept as friends 
First a text, then a call, then a kiss and then a date 
We talked constantly, all the time, till time got late 
I knew you had a past, your son was evidence of that 
But wanting all of you, we made plans involving all of me 
So I lost myself in the hype of "when I love, I love with all of me" 
Little did I know, that was low key the best lie I've ever been told 
I paid for the dreams you sold with tears 
I got stuck in cycles and procedures 
Routine criticisms of my past,  
amidst once in a while praises of my attempts at loving you 
Continuous lessons on how you should be loved because I guess I 
didn't need love 
Or in your mind saying those words were enough 
Enough to justify your double sided love songs 
Singing encores of my mistakes and expecting a second chance to 
adjust your off key notes 
Remembering how I worshipped your body when you struggled to love 
yourself  
Old conversations became my bible and I had to find none religious 
ways to cope with the pain 
You had me looking for solutions at the bottom of bottles 
even making plans to relocate just because you marked your territory 
too well 
Wait, do you know you're the only girl I ever prayed for? 
Now I'm like a broken clock with rusted heart strings, 
stuck in moments of unpleasant bliss and questioning God's time 

Now I wonder if you ever loved me 
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And if God is love and you never loved me 
Can you picture the irony, after-all you taught me to pray 

 
There's someone new promising to love me with the words you used 
But since you said it first, she is plagiarizing your work 
With every interaction, she makes me questions myself worth 
What fool falls for the same trick more than once 
The head says it's time to love 
The heart wants time to heal 
So I guess my emotions are two faced 
But she seems like she's determined and on a mission 
So she definitely deserves a chance but I don't know if it's just a 
chance to hurt me 

I had more faith in you, in this, than I did in myself 
and watching you leave hurt but taking our son from me robbed me of 
my sense of family 
You gave birth to him years before my arrival but I learnt to love 
him equally 

Maybe I should stop right here because as I put pen to paper 
I feel another payment of tears building up 
But then again, for you words were never enough 
It was evident in how you ignored the meanings in all the poems I 
wrote you 
Back and forth we would argue till you diminished my self-worth 
Till I myself compared myself with dirt 
and the future became reminiscent to a curse 
After all, who could love someone Love couldn't.

Motho wa hao,

Jade



 

Mohammed,
Our ending would have been easier if one of us cheated 
Instead we were trapped between our own pride and faults that 
heightened with every star that twinkled.  
As the moon faded so did our stories into the cold night air and our 
promises into words that weighed little because we were no longer 
together 
  
You were the sun that lit up my days and I was the moon that made 
your nights less scary 
Ours was a love that had a history before it happened,  
our story began long before we were aware of the life we would have,  
a life that ended because,  
well, because when it rained,  
when our roof leaked, one was left in the cold,  
and the other had an umbrella and a coat 
From reading dates to hospital visits,  
we lived to see life come and pass us by,  
when my body cringed at your desire to hold me. 
  
I thought broken hearts healed faster,  
thought my heart was broken when I lost you,  
only to wake up a month later  
and realise that the pain was not of a broken heart but of a broken 
soul. 
  
You compared me to the moon because in your religion,  
a moon is much like a woman,  
who when she is out joy fills the hearts and souls of her loved 
ones,  
and from that I went from being Michelle and became Maira, your 
moon; a name that reminds me that although we may not have seen an 
eternity,  
the little we had, the stories we wrote meant more to us and they 
live past our premature ending,  
but honestly some stories end better midsentence,  
much like ours ended before its final edits. Maira;  
a name that authenticates every piece I pen, a name that defines my 
creative identity. 
  
From written poetry to love letters  
that filled envelopes beyond count,  
I am glad you were the one who helped me find my voice when I 
quivered on stage during my first ever recital.

Once your moon,

Maira
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Tshegofatso,
 
Sweet memories with a bitter end 
We were masters of pretend 
You pretended to know how to hate when your heart was filled with 
love 
I pretended I couldn't see the mistakes I made 
We did nothing but make errors and our corrections were faulty 
Waited 3 years to be together and on first time I tried to make an 
honest woman out of you but you weren't ready 
You couldn't handle the way ladies looked at me and I got jealous of 
your male friends 
We should have seen these as signs, 
acknowledging we were more into one another than we cared to admit 
Second time you wanted to show me I deserved good things but I had 
my mind focused on wealth 
And even though you tried, your best efforts of being supportive 
just couldn't cut it 

I was more focused on working , than working on there being an us 
You were used to attention 
Used to the love I used to give and even though my emotions were 
still there the actions were contradictory 
I spent less nights by your side and more with our friends 
and you found reasons to hide behind the walls I had just broke you 
out of 
I made you feel less important and I was wrong for that but you 
kicked me out the only time I ever needed someone and you were a 
fool for that 
I think that's what really broke us or maybe when we should have 
realized we needed to fix us 
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Maybe then I'd write under a different name 

Even though it had been a while since we'd been together 
I could hear the pain in your heart when I told you about my son 
He was no longer on this earth, but he still represented what you 
felt you deserved 
You reinforced that you still loved me 
with tears on your face when you said he should have been "ours" 
And so the number of attempts for you and me continued till we got 
comfortable in a regime 
We made plans and you never pitched up, 
You'd call, I never picked up and texted excuses 

I feel we have more than just distance between us 
You and I learnt the art of hurting one another 
So we throw shade in sub tweets and emojis 
Blocking and unblocking on a whim 
Clearly it was a lie when we said we were better off as friends 
Rather should have said we are pretend strangers with intimate 
memories 
Cold nights with warm smiles 
Wordless fights due to hurt pride 
Maybe we'll wait till we're both single and try this love repetition 
for the 8th time 
Maybe this is the true definition of a soul mate 
Destiny doesn't want love stories with success on the first try 
I was your first at everything, 
first crush and first love 
first man who placed a ring on your finger 
and even though we did a lot on the first night, 
I hope I'm still your best one 
But first isn't always the best place because when it comes to heart 
breaks 
I don't celebrate coming in first place.

Your Soul Complimentor,

Jade



To Whom It May Concern,

Stranger in my house.  

There's a stranger in her house and she doesn't know who she is.  
The journey back home is far but she has to return,  
she's a powerless soul limping to her only place of safety.   
She knocks and a stranger opens the door,   
without exchanging any words the stranger embraces her, 
welcomes her home.  

She walks in her own house and isn't familiar with any of the 
changes.  
On the top shelf she left a letter for herself  
in case she went into the world & forgot who she is,  
she reaches for the letter,  
she opens it & it reads,  
"My love, 
I'm glad you have returned home because this is where you reside.  

You've come back,   
it's time to earn back a piece of your soul.  
You've been going around leaving pieces of you in people and things,  
it's time you stopped depending on living beings for love & search 
within.  

Oh baby how long will you live off intimacy?  
You have to find all the parasites that keep infesting on your soul 
and remove them.  
You have to find the root of your reckless behavior & pluck it.  
You have you to do it,  
give yourself a chance."

Warm Regards,

Phumlile 

LETTERS TO PAST LOVES
Today

Corner of Heart Break & Love Avenue
South Africa

Auspicious Elites Publications 
143



Blessing M,
I was illusive it wasn't a scavenger but a messenger of darkness,  
I tried to make sense of why me  
but there's never logic to the devil's choice of target  
When I met him i had no idea who I was dealing with  
but what I knew was I had seen the devil in the flash,  
he didn't come wearing a red robe carrying a folk  
with horns as the folklore taught me  
he had pretty eyes and spoke lies.  

The first lie you uttered was,  
"I love you" I believed you,  
from the devil's mouth to the angel's ears,  
an angel willing to soar with you to a higher ground  
but you were the darkness both in complexion & in soul.  

Second lie you told was,  
"My plan is to build with you."  
I jumped to lay the first brick, to fill the concrete  
but you became the architect 
and I the builder 
and I was building alone under your instructions,  
I didn't agree to it but I loved you and continued to lay 10 bricks.  

Third lie you told was, "I'm not gonna leave."  
I created a comfortable setting in my life for you  
but you were a traveller and left ...  

With my soul at the bottom of your shoes,  
I took the trip with you to hell.  
My body had to find you to find my soul  
I followed the trails you left.  
I finally arrived at the fiery furnace,  
blood in my veins began to boil,  
I was choked by the smell of the heaps of burnt bodies,  
you sure had a high body count. 
You spotted me, you felt you missed me 

LETTERS TO PAST LOVES
July 22, 2016

Corner of Heart Break & Love Avenue
South Africa

Auspicious Elites Publications 
143



dragged me out of that hell,  
you told your forth lie and said,  
"I'm sorry I hurt you, take me back."  

I took you back.  
You took me to heaven  
and said you wanted to be me always  
and stayed.   

I prayed for your soul,  
baptised you 
introduced you to redemption but you ,  
my love,  
are a traveller,  
I was the light,  
you said it yourself but you still chose to be a child of horror. 

The Soul Under Your Shoe,

Phumlile



Kamohelo,

This is by far the hardest love letter I've ever had to scrabble  
It's hard because we have so much history, so many years we've 
traveled  
So where do I begin this road filled with gravel?  
From the Genesis?  

Forbidden love was what our love was, never meant to exist  
It's like the God's were fighting against us in heaven, they insist 
We are bad for each other, but our mortal love would persist. 
All the shit we put ourselves through could be written as an 
infinite list  

We were never meant to be, both of us could see  
You were my cousins best friend, and his you were also meant to be.  
I didn't think 3 years ago on the 30th of April, that there would 
ever be a you and me. 
You fell for me first, then gradually pulled me into the facade of 
"he makes me happy"  
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You were quite an irritation that day in the cinema 
Making pointless conversation I don't even care to remember  
What I won't forget however is how annoyed and confused I was when 
you asked if you could hold my hand.  
Who asks to hold a hand? You just take the hand and you hold. 
And you make sure you never let go.  
That was your first mistake on the first day, you left my hand when 
I let it go.  

After weeks of double texts, 3 am phone calls, I decided to finally 
give you a chance 
I switched on the radio of my heart, and partook in this dance  
I was happy, content, part of a mystical trance  
My first fairytale romance  

Then later on I found out you actually had a girlfriend  
So what did I do?  
I went for your friend. 
I fell deeply in love with him I won't even pretend. 
I don't regret going for him, him and I had a beautiful relationship  
Until he ruined in the end.  
But you still come back. 
Why, I'll never comprehend  

After that we went on an endless race course 
You had lost my trust and I had lost yours  
But some how our love always collided as though driven by a higher 
force  
We lost control and the damage that was created could never be 
restored  

So we continued hurting one another  
Said we love each other but continued playing dangerous games with 
other partners  
I guess I may have taken it too far when I played check mate using 
your older brother.  

This cycle between us caused so much self hate. 
And it sucked because when we were together and happy, it felt so 
great 
In December I was ready to put the all bullshit aside, and make us 
officially date. 
Because despite our history, you and I were never able to separate  
So it shattered me to find out that it was too late  
Because you and another women already had a baby on the way.  

..... 

I still love you, and you love me  
We can never be a great big family 
You've got a son, that makes things hard for me and you 
But I know, you'll always love me too.

Your Everything,

Smash (Preferably known as Thee Answer)



Fube,
You were the kind of love I only read about 
A calm love that never left me questioning anything 
In our love story, I turned out to be the bad one 
I put you through the worst things. 

I had just come of an abusive relationship 
When you took me in and showed me love 
From being in a relationship where the person I loved 
Thought it was okay to twist my arm or rough me up in public 
You were the exact opposite. 

I do not want to make excuses for what I did to you 
And I know my apology will never be enough. 
But it still haunts me 
I still have sleepless nights thinking about you. 

I did not lie to you when I said I love you 
I was trying to protect you and that’s why I left you. 

He told me he’d hurt you had I stayed 
I knew how capable he was, I knew his hs too well 
You did not need to know them too. 

Do you remember those messages he’d send you? 
The threats he’d send you 
You did not deserve that 
That is where I realised that my world was too broken  
And that I had to let you go 

I remember our chemistry in the beginning 
And how I would catch you staring at me during choir rehearsals 
I remember the butterflies 
And the excitement. 

You are the one that got away 
One of the only people who truly loved me 
I will forever feel guilty for leaving you out of no where without 
explaining 
I am sorry I hurt you. 

It still hurts me to see you happy with other people 
And I will always regret not fighting for you 

May 2015
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You were willing to fight and I easily gave up 
And every guy after you was trash as if life was punishing me for 
leaving you. 

You will forever be the love of my life.  
I will continue loving you from a distance. 

You Will Always Have A Piece of My Heart,

Buhle



Bev,
Our first public kiss was to shut down whispers from bystanders 
while we held hands 
The gasp of your smile and my sinister look as I had my right hand 
on your ass and my left on your breast to heighten the tension of  
the unwanted eyes lurking over us 
Our secret escapades in public restrooms and being caught right 
after going down on you 
The public drinking by your art stand,  
me being unable to keep my hands off you and an unfiltered break of 
your celibacy 
I wrote you letters that never made it to your doorstep the nigh of 
our break up,  
this is a piece of those letters combined 
  
You were my second girlfriend, and the first I had allowed myself to 
love 
Only I wish I were warned that loving you at the time that I did  
and the depth of my love were to fall on leaking arms and hearts 
they had no room for 
That you held my hand, kissed me insanely 
That our first date was to take a jab back at the other Michelle, 
the one who noticed only the good in you and neglected the miracles 
you held in your dark corners 
The Michelle I gladly and without a flinch, took you from 
  
You were the forbidden poetry I composed in the shadows of our 
sunlight 
The story to a book no man will ever read,  
and every woman died to feel its cover 
I took your flaws,  
wore them as my own and with that action you faded into the unread 
pages of our chained book 
Chapters with missing words, 
we became a poster for “How to Play Yourself Thinking You Can Save a 
Soul” 
  
Our final kiss was stained with less passion and more questions that 
received no answers 
Your hold around me felt like a suffocate because I knew it was the 
last one 
Our fading talks and less held hands 
Your echo between our fights and then complete silence 

September 15, 2014
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Because I knew that as much as I thought I saved you from the other 
Michelle 
I knew I was losing you to Elizabeth, the dancer. 
  
Suffice it to say that she took the poetry we created and evolved it 
to a contemporary number you could not resist submitting to, and I 
lost you the way I found you.

Dance Eternally,

Mel



Lebo,
Calling you the one that got away would be a bit presumptuous 
After all ours was a journey full of assumptions 
Questioning who loved who more, 
Who didn't love enough 
Which of my friends thought friendship wasn't much 
Wondering if you were ever the only one 
I could never call you a saint and you did me wrong too but for all 
you've done for me, there is one debt I need to pay 
I'll confess that one time,  
I know I cheated emotionally and like humans do,  
I lied to save face 
Actions that weren't necessary because I knew your love was the 
forgiving kind 
I don't know if I was being a man by leaving you for her before 
things got physical 
but all this shows is that I wasn't ready for you  

Because when I learnt from past mistakes and became a better man 
You lost me to someone else 
So I apologize for the lies and the times I caused you insecurities 
The girls I let grace my bed as distractions between fights 
The decreased texts at night and phone calls I placed to show love 
to another 
You fell in love with me because of my ambition but who knew it 
would lead to your neglect 
Missing our son's birth remains my biggest regret  
Tears in your eyes, pain in our hearts and loss in our souls 
Yours is the only heart I ever broke with sorrow in mine 
You were a good woman, deserving of a good man 
I had good intentions but a bad past 
Not justification but self realization 
Was strong for so long, I chose the wrong time to break down 
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When he drew his last breathe, so did the little piece of peace in 
me 
So you took on more of my frustrations 
Taught me more lessons 
Found time to pray on my behalf 
While I made time to love someone else 
And so our love ended, 
I broke you 
she broke me 
We are still connected, more by loss than anything else 
and our interaction works purposely like hands on a clock 
Now offering the same gifts seasonally,  
Greeting messages on Father's Day and memes  for Mother's Day 
If heaven allowed messages, I wonder what would he say 
Would he blame you for not holding on, or me for letting go?

For Forever & Always,

Eric



Luna Syrus,

Our little moon child  
Our light with hazel eyes  
Love personified  
The epitome of forever with a heart of fire  

Houses shattered to make way for a home,  
your home  
You came from an eternity built from pain,  
From rubbles to a castle of dreams you made come true  
Dreams you caught from within me  

The sound movement of your kick  
The reality of your existence  
Birthed with it peace beyond your name  

Aurora, heiress to the throne like syrus 
Children with souls of Borealis  
You will grow to cast darkness away with your smile  
Grow to claim the sky as your own  

Your names resonate the riches of the world  
The moon and light hand in hand  
Lines revealing your beauty before you come to be  
You are the candlelight to vacant hallways 
May they be occupied by your radiance 
  
Born from stories crafted by time and space 
Formed to fractured aspirations. 
I await till your journey truly begins 
From Angel to little human being.

Impatiently Patient,

Maira Wolfe-Novelist 
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The blessing of a letter is that it leaves little a 
lot of room for hope... 

Hope that the reason you never heard anything back is 
because the apology or response owed to you was 

probably lost in the mail...

Sincerely Yours,

Jade & Maira
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