


She will take me in from the cold
And wrap a skin kaross around me.”

I have come, my sister,
And am knocking on your door.

Yes, I saw the storm clouds gathering
Flashes of lightning blinding my eyes
I heard the thunder shaking the earth

Come in, my dark-brown brother
And rest a while
Till the sky has spent its anger.

I am like millet grains scattered on the ground
With no one to pick me up.

The birds are hovering over me

Ready to descend and gobble me up

With their beaks sharp as arrows.

Come, my sister,
Won'’t you gather me up and save me
From the anger of these hungry birds?

You shall not be food for the hungry hawks

You who were destined to sink deep into the earth

To make the earth pregnant with nourishment

So life may return again and again

And the circle not be broken

Like the sun’s rising and setting and rising and setting
Darkness and light linking hands forever and ever

I shall save you from the birds

Place you in the granaries of time

Till you can safely return to Mother Earth
Where you belong

[ am the patient
You are the doctor

My heart is ill
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My heart was wrenched from its place
And it went away like a cow to mafisa
When [ saw you moving with the grace of a panther.

You, my sister, who induced my illness,

You have the healing herbs

To restore my heart to its place

For my heart slipped away

When [ saw your brown body

Tall and straight like the stem of the mohlwaare tree
And I said to myself

The one who made my heart go away

Is the one who will restore it.

You are my mmusapelo, my dark-brown sister
You are my heart-restorer.

Come, coax my heart with love
And make it come back to its place.

Since I am the one who induced your illness
Since I am the one who wrenched your heart from its place
Since I am the one who made your heart to go to mafisa

I shall, therefore, be your doctor

I shall, therefore, be your heart-restorer
And with healing herbs

I shall coax your heart with love

And make it come back to you

Pick me up

Open your door and let me in

Wrap a skin kaross around me

Bring my heart back from mafisa,

And my father’s cattle will bellow louder,
Point their horns towards your village,
And pierce the membrane of innocence
That separates you from me.



MUSIC OF THE VIOLIN

The gods favored me

In my moment of loneliness

Placed gently in my hands

A Stradivarius

Breathed into the Stradivarius and me
The knowledge to sing

I play first a pizzicato

With my nimble fingers

I pluck I pinch I twitch I tickle the strings
For naughty pleasures

Then up and down the scale
A gentle brush with the bow
And [ tap and pat the sounding chamber

And, sensitive to a fault, the Stradivarius murmurs
Sweet strains like human voices falling from heaven
An anthem never before heard

Now the soothing strokes from my hands

Calm it to a gentle tempo

In the final strains,

The Stradivarius speaks to me

Entrances me with a diminished chord
That hovers tantalizingly over the precipice
Slides into a dominant chord

To deliver us into a tonic statement

And the music of the violin floats away
Floats away
Away... ... ...

To live forever
In the ensuing silence
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BENZENI?
Translated by the author from the Sesotho original.

I, Benzini, sat upon a man with one buttock
And there was a smell of benzine

I sat upon him with the other and he fainted
If I had sat on him with both

We would all have been mired in muck
Dung oozing through our fingers

Its smell pervasive

Being born Benzini I grew more in my behind
In my head my little brain a rock

In my chest my heart a grindstone

My ears plugged with flintstones

When this child of a woman said

Benzini get off me I'm dying

I said you're not dying you're just pretending

Archbishop Tutu even closed his eyes

Directed his prayers

to the ancestral gods

to God

to the heavens

His tears flowed down to water the earth

He prayed for the perpetrator he prayed for the victim
Said Benzini too must have access to heaven’s gates
For the sinner must be forgiven his sins

His accusers’ hands dipped in the waters of forgiveness

I, insignificant hidden eye

I saw, I observed

That Benzini’s eyes—poor fellow—were wells of tears

I prayed they should not overflow these retaining walls

For they would resemble a raging flood from a witch’s wand
A veritable cloudburst

And the lakes would rise

And the rivers break their banks

Well, Benzini has been forgiven

It was said that a killer is not to be killed in revenge
Rather he is given a moment to reflect

And to straighten his crooked feet.
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