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Daughters of the Dust: The Crowned Struggles of 20 African Queens

A Poetry Novel
By  Denise Fryson

Prologue: The Dust Remembers

The dust of the motherland holds breath,
Whispers carried on desert winds,
Echoes of queens who bled for the sun,
Whose crowns were made of iron, not gold.
From Nile to Cape, Savannah to sea,
Twenty sisters carved into time,
Each a monarch in her own fire,
Each a storm beneath a veil of grace.
They did not sit on thrones untouched—
They warred, they wept, they watched the stars,
Each bore the weight of nations' bones,
And wore the shame the world forgot.
But Africa remembers them,
The roots curled round their buried names.
And now, their voices rise again—
In verse, in flame, in broken chains.
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Chapter One: Yaa Asantewaa — The Warrior Queen of Ghana
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I am the ash in your mouth
when you curse your mother’s pain.
I am the drum you forgot
but still echoes in your chest.
They came with books and bullets,
calling us savage,
forgetting I was the library
that fed your ancient minds.
I stood when men sank into shame,
gold stripped, spirits broken.
But I rose—
a mother of iron
with gunpowder on my tongue.
The British feared my silence more
than a thousand rifles fired.
I wore my ancestors on my back,
my sons in the front lines.
I fought—not to win,
but to teach the land
that no daughter
bows without a war.
And though they caged me,
the story broke free.
I am not myth.
I am memory.
Call me Queen.
Not because I ruled,
But because I refused
to kneel.
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Chapter Two: Nzinga Mbande — The Unbending Throne of Angola
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They called me woman
as if that word could weaken me.
As if breasts could not bear
the weight of nations.
But I was not born to beg.
I was born with a blade in my breath
and a kingdom in my eyes.
My name is Nzinga—
and I bent no knee to man nor master.
They came with their ships and silver lies,
crosses in one hand, chains in the other.
But I knew how to dance with serpents—
smiling while I studied their bite.
When they denied me a chair,
I made a throne of their backs.
Because royalty doesn’t ask.
It claims.
My brother feared their wrath.
I feared our silence.
So I sharpened my words into weapons
and made my palace a battlefield.
I wore men’s armor
because power never asked for permission.
I led armies,
burned treaties,
outlasted bullets and betrayal.
Some say I was cruel.
But mercy is a luxury of the free.
And my people were bleeding.
They offered me peace wrapped in poison—
I spat it back.
Freedom does not come
by folding your hands and waiting.
So I rode into eternity
on the back of defiance.
A queen without apology.
A woman forged in war.
Call me Nzinga—
because even time bows
when I pass.
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Chapter Three: Amina of Zazzau — The Blade in the North
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I was born with iron in my lungs
and thunder in my stride.
Before I could walk,
I was watching kingdoms rise and fall.
They dressed me in silk.
I wrapped myself in strategy.
While others played in the courtyard,
I studied war like scripture.
My father ruled Zazzau,
but I dreamed bigger.
Borders were not walls to me—
they were invitations.
I didn’t just want land—
I wanted legacy.
So I took it, sword-first,
in the name of daughters yet born.
I led men who doubted me.
I left cities smoking behind me.
They called me ruthless.
But no one remembers the gentle.
Brick by brick, I built walls
around empires I conquered—
not to keep enemies out,
but to show the world
how a Black woman protects her people.
I never married.
How could I?
My heart was pledged to the wind,
to the desert that whispered
of enemies yet to fall.
They say I died in battle.
Good.
Where else should a queen fall,
but in the arms of her purpose?
So when you hear the name Amina,
remember this:
A crown is not always gold—
sometimes it’s stained in soil,
and sharper than steel.
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Chapter Four: Makeda of Sheba — The Queen Who Asked Questions

[image: ]


I did not rise from sand and silence
to be a footnote in a man’s tale.
I am Makeda,
born from spice routes and sacred scrolls,
etched into prophecy and rumor alike.
They say I was beautiful.
But beauty never built a kingdom.
Wisdom did.
I wore curiosity like a crown,
and the world bowed to it.
I crossed deserts not for war,
but for wonder—
to ask questions the stars couldn’t answer,
to see if the great Solomon’s mind
could match mine.
They wrote of gold I carried,
but not the thoughts I traded,
the truths I challenged,
the silence I broke.
He offered me riddles—
I offered him revolution.
He showed me his God—
I showed him mine in the eyes of my people.
And when I left Jerusalem,
I didn’t leave empty.
I returned with more than son or legend—
I returned with the certainty
that no throne is complete
without a woman who can think beyond it.
They call me myth.
But myths don’t leave bloodlines.
They don’t raise dynasties.
They don’t change the tide of kingdoms.
So remember,
when they speak of kings and wise men,
that I, too, held court with gods—
and did not flinch.
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Chapter Five: Nandi of the Zulu — The Mother Who Raised a Nation
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They tried to shame me into silence,
called me ruined, unworthy, defiled—
because I carried a child
without a ring or a kingdom to my name.
But I was more than womb.
I was warning.
I was wildfire beneath the skin of tradition.
And my son?
He would carry my rage like a spear.
They exiled us.
Fed us scraps.
Laughed when I walked barefoot
through the storms of judgment.
But I did not beg.
I taught him how to stand
when even the earth turned its back.
I molded a boy from brokenness
into a blade sharp enough to shape history.
They say he was cruel.
But they never saw the world that made him.
A world that spat on his mother
and expected peace from his soul.
Every scar he gave
was one the world gave me first.
I was the drumbeat behind his march,
the fire in his war cry,
the ghost in his triumph.
I died not from disease—
but from betrayal.
Even queens, it seems,
can be broken by the sons they raise.
But don’t forget my name.
It is sewn into every Zulu breath.
Not as victim.
Not as villain.
But as the mother who bore a movement.
Call me Nandi—
not just a mother,
but a monument.
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Chapter Six: Ranavalona I — The Flame of the Red Island
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They called me mad.
They always do
when a woman doesn’t flinch,
doesn’t ask,
doesn’t kneel.
But I was no madwoman—
I was Madagascar's mirror,
reflecting back the violence
foreign hands brought to my shores.
They wanted my land,
my people,
my soul.
They came with soft smiles
and sharp contracts.
I answered with silence,
steel,
and a law they couldn’t bend.
Yes, I was cruel.
But they forget—
mercy is a luxury
only the untouched afford.
I banished their churches,
burned their pages,
smashed their coins beneath my heel.
Not out of hatred—
but memory.
I remembered what happened
to queens who welcomed strangers
with open arms and empty hands.
I protected the old ways
like a mother shields her last child.
If my rule was fire,
then it was born from kindling
set by colonizers.
They feared me
because they could not control me.
They hated me
because I never needed them.
Say what you will—
but Madagascar stood tall
because I did not bow.
Call me tyrant,
witch,
devil in silk.
But never call me broken.
Call me Ranavalona—
the queen who loved her land
enough to make it bleed
before letting it be bought.
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Chapter Seven: Amanirenas of Kush — The Eye That Faced Rome
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I lost an eye
but gained a kingdom.
So tell me,
was that not a worthy trade?
I am Amanirenas—
Kandake of Kush,
shield of Nubia,
fire in the shadow of the empire.
They thought I’d fall quietly
under Caesar’s shadow,
just another queen
whose gold and people
would melt into Roman hands.
But I was not one to bow
to statues or stolen gods.
I led my warriors with one eye
and a thousand years of rage.
They saw a woman.
I showed them war.
I marched into Egypt
not to plead,
but to remind.
We burned their cities.
We broke their idols.
I sent them back pieces
of their own arrogance.
A headless statue of Augustus—
my answer to their empire.
Let marble bleed
if it dares forget Africa’s bite.
They offered treaties.
I demanded dignity.
And we stood—
not conquered,
not colonized,
but whole.
They write of Rome like it swallowed the world.
But I was the woman who made it choke.
Call me one-eyed if you must—
but know this:
I saw more with half a gaze
than most emperors see
with all their thrones.
I am Amanirenas.
And my name is carved
not into ruins—
but resistance.
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Chapter Eight: Moremi Ajasoro — The Light Beneath the Veil
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They came at night,
like spirits without names—
raiders in woven shadows,
terror in human form.
The men prayed.
The women wept.
But I could not—
I would not—
watch Ile-Ife fall from behind palace walls.
So I became the question
no one dared to ask:
What does freedom cost
when it wears your own face?
I stripped myself of royalty,
tied my fate to the wind,
and walked into the arms
of the enemy.
They took me as theirs.
But I was never theirs.
I was a blade hidden in beauty,
a spy beneath silken robes.
I learned their secrets—
not with weapons,
but with whispers.
And when I returned,
I returned with truth.
We set traps with fire,
turned gods into men,
and reclaimed our breath
from the jaws of fear.
But the orisha do not give
without taking.
The gods asked for sacrifice—
not gold,
not cattle,
but my son.
And I gave him.
With trembling hands,
I gave the blood of my blood
so my people could rise.
Do not speak of heroism
as though it is painless.
I walk with a crown, yes—
but it is lined with tears.
Call me Moremi,
mother of fire,
queen of silence turned storm.
I did not just save a city.
I saved its memory.
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