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The Work of Witness
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This trilogy exists because silence was already doing too much damage.

The poems gathered across these three volumes emerge from the Cape Flats of Cape Town—a geography shaped by history, policy, neglect, and survival. They arrive out of proximity to violence rather than imagination of it: from court corridors, news reports, community memory, and stories repeated until they harden into facts. Many of these poems are anchored in real events. Some details shift, but the harm does not.

What follows is not a chronology of crimes, nor an attempt to explain violence away. It is an act of record. Where official language collapses lives into numbers, files, or headings, poetry becomes a way to insist on presence. It says: someone stood here, someone was hurt here, someone did not disappear just because attention moved on. These three books should be read as movements rather than collections. The first observes and names. The second confronts escalation and frequency. The third turns toward memory and accounting—what remains after repetition, after fatigue, after outrage has exhausted itself. Individually, each volume stands alone. Together, they form an accumulating refusal of erasure. A Trilogy.

The violence addressed here—gender-based violence, sexual violence, murder, and crimes against women and children—is not approached as spectacle. 

The poems practice restraint. They avoid re-enactment. They hold space for absence, for what cannot be recovered, for what language stumbles over. 

This is not a literature of solutions. It is a literature of insistence.

The Cape Flats is often spoken about from the outside, reduced to shorthand or strategy. In these poems, place functions not as backdrop but as force. The geography shapes cadence, silence, and moral urgency. It presses itself into the line breaks. It determines what can be said and what must be left unsaid.

These poems do not ask to be read quickly. They ask for attention, for responsibility, and for the recognition that bearing witness is not passive. To read is to be implicated—not as voyeur, but as holder of record.

If any discomfort arises from these pages, it is worth pausing to consider where that discomfort belongs. Long before it reaches the reader, it belongs to those who lived what is named here, and to those whose stories did not survive to be told at all.

This trilogy does not claim to speak for anyone. It stands beside. It listens. It records. And it refuses to let silence do the final work.
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Gender based violence, why all the silence?

We walk the walk; we talk the talk.

With all the violence 

there is only silence.
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Women crying in the nights, 

feeling they have no rights.

A rape every hour

Leaves them sour
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Beatings, rape, and murder

There is no way to take it further.

Men treat women like scum,

While they themselves are, numb.
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Girls are raped at a young age

They are like animals in a cage

That is life on the Cape flats

Where some people live like rats
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Paying a medical bill,

Is a battle that’s uphill

Living off the government

They do not earn a cent
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Every day they must find a way

Without income, it is a difficult day

They steal and plunder

They will steal your thunder

Gender based violence

These gangs you will not silence

They live in violence 

Moreover, they die in silence
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All day long, she used to sing tunes

Now they found her body in the dunes

She was not skilled

now they find her body, she was killed

––––––––
[image: ]


Raped stabbed and a slit throat

Maybe she followed the wrong road.

There will be no more singing tunes

They found her body in the dunes.
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Teenage boys

who want to make girls their toys.

You do not sing to their tunes

Your body will be found in the dunes.
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The gangsters are taught to kill and maim.

Even though they don’t know the victim’s name.

At 14 a daddy’s girl with her toys

She was killed by animal-like boys.
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The sound of a girl singing her tunes in the dunes

Her mother weeps as she clutches to her daughter’s toys

She was violently killed by the gangster boys.

There are no more tunes in the dunes.
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​Another daughter, another day.
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Another daughter another day

At 6, her life was taken away.

Another day another daughter,

from her there will be no more laughter.
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Her mother’s addiction is no fiction.

She chose a life of drugs and living with thugs.

She sold her daughter.

From Joshlin there will be no more laughter
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Her big beautiful green eyes will never blink again.

Her mother sold her, so she can buy drugs again.

She was so young and adorable.

Yet so young and vulnerable
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She has been robbed of a life,

Her mother has sold her like honey in a hive.

Never will she grow up and have kids

Her mother has sealed her lips.
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In memory of Joshlin Smith
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Burnt
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Two young girls lying in bed

Contemplating the adult life that lay ahead

Talking about their future

It is something they want to nurture.
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Chatting about all the good times that lay ahead

Not knowing that in an hour one will be dead.

One will die a horrific death tonight

The other will perish after a week of fight.
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They were sleeping while the boyfriend was peeping

The boyfriend, such a fool, doused them with fuel

Screaming for help, the boyfriend lit the fuel

He watched them die, that is so cruel.
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No more will they marry and have kids

He has sealed their lips.

No more will they enjoy life, and laughter.

They are now in the hereafter.
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