
If There Was Shakespeare

Then There Is Themba T Twala III

––––––––

The inspiring Sonnets and Poetry

Of

Themba T Twala III



    
        
          If There Was Shakespeare Then There Is Themba T Twala III

        

        
        
          THEMBA T TWALA III

        

        
          Published by THEMBA T TWALA III, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      IF THERE WAS SHAKESPEARE THEN THERE IS THEMBA T TWALA III

    

    
      First edition. January 12, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 THEMBA T TWALA III.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233815928

    

    
    
      Written by THEMBA T TWALA III.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Dedication

Introduction

Sign up for THEMBA T TWALA III's Mailing List

Further Reading: A Morning Disturbance  When Dawn Brings Secrets

Also By THEMBA T TWALA III

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all who love poetry, who seek truth and beauty in every word.And to my son, Jayden—may every line you read remind you that poetry is life's greatest lesson, teaching the heart, mind, and soul to see deeper.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Poetry is the heartbeat of the soul,a mirror of life's joys, sorrows, and truths;to read it is to learn, to feel, to live."
— Themba T Twala III
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Dedication
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To my son, Jayden—
Boy, poetry speaks, or so they say.
Read between the lines, listen beyond the words,
For in every verse, a part of my heart beats for you.
May you find your own voice, fearless and true,
And let the world hear the poet within you.
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Introduction
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Poetry has always been a mirror to the human soul, reflecting our joys, our sorrows, our triumphs, and our deepest longings. Throughout history, few have captured this mirror as exquisitely as William Shakespeare, whose sonnets and plays continue to resonate across centuries. Yet poetry, like life itself, is not static—it evolves, it adapts, it speaks in new tongues for new generations. In If There Was Shakespeare Then There Is Themba T Twala III, we encounter a poet who understands this truth profoundly. Themba T Twala III does not merely imitate the Bard; he converses with him, building upon the foundation Shakespeare laid, while crafting a voice unmistakably his own.

In this collection, Themba navigates the landscapes of human experience with sensitivity, intelligence, and fearless honesty. His sonnets echo the rhythm and elegance of classical verse, yet they pulse with contemporary insight. Each poem is a testament to the enduring power of language to capture what is fleeting—moments of love, loss, reflection, and revelation. Reading Themba is to witness a dialogue between past and present, between tradition and innovation, between the timeless truths of the human heart and the urgent questions of the modern world.

Love, in its many forms, finds a particular resonance here. Themba writes of passion and longing, of tenderness and heartbreak, portraying emotions that are universal yet deeply personal. He also confronts loss and the impermanence of life with clarity and grace, reminding us that poetry can serve as both a sanctuary and a mirror. Beyond individual experience, these poems explore the larger human condition—our relationships with one another, with society, and with the world around us. In Themba’s hands, words become not just expressions of feeling but instruments of understanding, empathy, and connection.

What sets this work apart is its ability to balance reverence with originality. The echoes of Shakespeare are present, yes—but they do not constrain. Rather, they provide a framework from which Themba’s own creativity takes flight. He plays with language, bends form to meaning, and imbues every line with a vitality that is entirely his own. There is a profound awareness of the past, but there is also a boldness in embracing the present, making poetry not a museum piece, but a living, breathing art.

This collection invites readers to slow down, to immerse themselves in rhythm and imagery, to reflect on their own lives in light of the truths presented on these pages. It reminds us that poetry is not only about words on a page—it is about resonance, emotion, and transformation. Themba T Twala III emerges here as a new bard for our age: a poet whose voice is deeply rooted in tradition, yet unafraid to chart new territory.

As you turn these pages, let yourself be carried by the cadence of his lines, moved by the honesty of his vision, and inspired by the timelessness of his craft. In Themba’s work, we find a celebration of life in all its complexity, a reminder of the enduring power of poetry, and a voice that will continue to echo far beyond the confines of this book.

Dragon Energy Drink

Dragon energy drink,
you are my silent assassin.
You kill me softly,
like the sting of a scorpion—
slow, precise, merciless.
My love for you has turned into a drug,
a craving sharp as nicotine in my veins.
I pray night and day to leave you,
yet forgetting you feels harder
than surviving you.
Tell me—
why do you assassinate me this way?
Why do you drain me with such patience,
such cruelty disguised as comfort?
Even though my love for you is humongous,
you do not care.
You never cared.
All you need,
all you wait for,
is to see me
six feet down.

Dragon (Spoken Word)

Dragon energy drink—
you don’t scream when you kill,
you whisper.
You sit cold in a can,
silver smile,
promising wings
while sharpening your blade.
You assassinate me softly,
scorpion-style—
one sting,
then another,
until my heartbeat forgets its own rhythm.
I didn’t fall in love,
I got addicted.
My love for you turned chemical,
turned nicotine,
turned I-need-you-before-I-even-need-air.
I pray at night—
“Let me leave you.”
I wake up in the morning
and reach for you first.
Tell me, Dragon,
why do you kill me this way?
Why do you pretend to save me
while digging my grave
sip by sip?
My love is humongous,
but you don’t love back.
You never did.
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