
CHRONICLES OF AN UNBOUND TRAVELER

THE FINAL FRONTIER

Address: PO BOX 47066, Phakalane

Country: Botswana

Mobile No.: (+267) 74 883 647

Email: ljmangwa@gmail.com

Copyright © 2024 Laone J. Mangwa

All rights reserved

***
[image: ]


No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, or by any information storage and retrieval system without the prior written permission/consent of the author or publisher, except in the case of very brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Cover design: https://www.canva.com

Table of Contents

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

FOREWORD

PREFACE

Ignited

The Alchemist Part 2

Lovers Avenue

Us

You

I, Self

United States of Awareness (U.S.A)

The Intrigue

The Four-Letter Word

Transformation

Immaculate Redemption

Location Unknown

Umgido! (The Dancing!)

A New Epoch

Sunshine

Simpleton

Relatable

Trendy

Two Peas in a Pod

The Final Frontier

Signs and Symbols

Voudou Magik

Which Craft?

When the Dead Speak

EPILOGUE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


[image: ]


To my dear mother, Ikgopoleng and little brother, MK, thank you for holding space for me to figure out the rhythm my heart dances to. To my mentor, Nomvuyo ‘Vuyi’ Qubeka, thank you for helping me conjure up the courage to delve deeper into my darkness so I could bring out more of my light. To fellow author, Mr. Thato Ntirang, thank you for believing in me. Lastly, to the readers, I honor you for choosing to embark on this magical journey with me.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

FOREWORD


[image: ]


As I sit at my desk to weave together the words that want to foretell the following story, a word floats in on the grace of the wind as it dances through the open door.

Willingness. 

The Merriam Webster dictionary describes the word willingness as “inclined or favorably disposed in mind: ready; prompt to act or respond; done, borne, or accepted by choice; or relating to the power of choosing.”

I’m contemplating the meaning of being this spiritual being having a human experience and on the stances that one must assume on this life’s journey, not only to make it worthwhile, but bearable also. Willingness is the energy that says: though I may not know, or that I’m afraid, or confused, I’m willing to trust the unseen to usher me to the places meant for me. Willingness. This word came to me to anchor in my experience of Laone. A soul I respect and admire for his continuous willingness to verge into the unknown, into the uncomfortable and sometimes painful. Laone found me at a time in his life where he needed someone who was further along on the path that he was currently on - a guide to accompany him back to his inner lands and divinity. Willingness and surrender are the temperaments in which he arrived and continues to move and flow from.

How do you begin to tell your story? Does the story begin before you arrive in your mothers’ womb, whilst inside of it, or only once you have made your way through the veils, into the earth realm? If earth is a school, is the telling of our stories, the singing of our songs, the major? 

I believe that story is the balms to resuscitate us back into our purpose and into the assignment we agreed on with the counsel of elders before coming into this experience. I have survived a drought within my spirit that led me to attempting to end my own life. I was enough of this place, burdened with unacknowledged grief, and wanted to go back home to All That Is where love is the promise. It was through the keyhole of death that I returned to understand that not only do we have to die to our old selves, beliefs, conditioning and the mistruths of who we really are, while we’re alive, but that death (figurative and sometimes literal) comes to sit us when we don’t allow the frequency of creation to flow through as our art, like breath to the lungs, however that expresses itself. To hide oneself is to cull the veils of creation that are like an umbilical cord binding us to the heavens.

To tell our story is to memorialize our lost and forgotten parts and pasts. It is to rebirth our purpose as the now experience of existence. It is to mourn and release the emotions and colors that get stuck inside of us and to look towards a horizon of knowing ourselves beyond culture, tradition, gender or cultural norms. To unearth the story from our body is to release us by getting beyond the traps of our smallness, shyness, timidity and the bullying of childhood that can become the prison our souls remain captured within. Like the initiation of hip-hop that Laone found his bravado inside of, daring to create lifts these internal mistruths and gives us wings so we can reclaim the truer parts of our fundamental nature. Our essence. These are glimpses from our pasts that reveal to us our innate gifts and powers. Those that sharpen how the eye (all three) perceives this world and the faces in it... the ones that tell of who we are.

The urge to create is latent within our DNA; leaning into this creation energy alters us on the cellular memory level. It rebirths us and like babies, we have to learn to walk again. When our talents are left untouched, it causes us to wither internally, causing dis-ease in the body. And then we feel like foreigners on this planet, yearning for our original homes. 

We can find and make homes in our art—the divine thread given us that keeps us tethered to the Creator—those parts that know us, as the true us. Those parts ever there, ever consistent, ever holding, and ever true. The bridge. 

Are we not on this human experience to bare it all, to ourselves, at least? To hold dearly to what lets the air in on our suffocation. Expression is a gift that communicates something profound and timeless through us... through these sacred vessels. We find ourselves through reclaiming ourselves, even if only to our own selves. This is the journey of life, beloved traveller. 

You have a story to tell. May your willingness take you there. 

An ardent traveller, 

Vuyi Qubeka
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Lorato le ke tswang mo go lone le, lo nthaya lo re ke ikgopole. Ke iphitlhetse ke ineetse mo go lone ka go nne lorato le, ke se ke leng sone go ya go ileng. Le wena.
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I appear, so as to lead you to the furnace; the bonfire,

At least now I’m part of your conscious awareness.

Here to consume you,

And that’ll be because you let me.

Flirt with me and be ready to burn,

Hell’s fire, your ashes in an urn,

Signifying the courageous life that you lived,

Life becomes magical when you dare to live.

Through me, you can achieve anything,

With me, you have achieved everything.

Your desires are routed in the strength of your light,

With my power, you are propelled to greater heights.

First you are cleansed, then reborn,

As you rise in power, the earth experiences a new dawn.

My coalition with divine inspiration is for your ultimate greatness,

After all, you engaged us long ago, to aid you through the ages.

​
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Ke itebagantse le moriti wa me

Botshelo jwa me, matsogong a me.

Pelo, go ja serati, dali wa me

Ke letse ke lorile bagolo ba me

Motlheng wa go tsoga,

Lesedi la bo e le lwa me.

E ne ya re tsatsi go tlhaba

Moriti wa me wa mperekela

E ne ya re tsatsi go tlhaba

La ntlhabela

Leeto ya nna le le segofaditsweng

Ka tlhabisa dira ditlhong

Yabo e le jaaka ke tlhabela pele

Nna MorwaaMangwa

Morwaamotho o kile a nkgopotsa gore ke ikgopole.

Ikgopole modiragatsi

Motshidi wa lefatshe la go bopiwa ka botsipa jwa bodiragatsi

Go dira jalo, ke go ikokeletsa malatsi

Ya bo e le jaaka o huralela Bophirima-tsatsi

Ka go rialo, nna le wena, re kopantswe ke nama le madi!
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