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Deur die jare raak dinge nou en dan net te veel. ’n Mens raak emosioneel oor die verlede en soms ook oor die toekoms.
Hier bring ek gedigte bymekaar, in Engels en Afrikaans.
Dit maak dalk nie altyd sin nie. Miskien nie vir die taalgelletterdes of volgens al die reëls nie. Maar dalk, net dalk, maak dit sin vir iemand wat sal verstaan wat die woorde probeer sê.

Sometimes we don’t always know how to express ourselves. Even the toughest guy, I can guarantee, will vent in a poem or two.
A rhyme here and there does not always make sense to life, but to the body and the soul, it sometimes does.
Ek hoop julle verstaan.

I hope you understand.

Johan Botha
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​CATCHING THE SHADOWS
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They never shouted.

They never had to.

Warnings were not spoken.

They were felt.

Passed through blood,

through breath,

through the space between stars.

The old ones knew.

What moved unseen.

What waited.

What watched.

Some still feel it.

A tightening at the back of the neck.

A cold line along the spine.

A warning that arrives without words.

Ignore it, and the world stays quiet.

For a while.

Listen, and you may never know what stepped aside instead.

You have been warned.

What follows is not mine to carry.

JB
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​​Dedication Poem
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For dreamers and thinkers,

for friends and secret smiles,

for those who laugh out loud,

and for every quiet moment spent thinking,

may these poems challenge your mind and make your heart happy.

JB
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​We Were Supposed to Know Better

[image: ]


We were given hands
to build shelters,
not cages.
Given voices
to warn each other of the dark,
not sell it.
We learned early
how to name ourselves innocent
while pointing elsewhere.
How to wash blood off words
until they sounded like policy,
profit,
progress.
We don’t wear claws.
We don’t need them.
We learned sharper tools.
We learned how to look away
without turning our heads.
How to call suffering
an unfortunate side effect.
How to sleep while someone else
is traded, moved, erased,
one signature at a time.
The truth is uncomfortable
because it is simple:
nothing here happened by accident.
Every chain was designed.
Every silence agreed to.
Every system fed
by people who told themselves
they were just doing their job.
We love to talk about monsters
as if they arrive from elsewhere.
As if they don’t clock in,
go home,
kiss their children goodnight.
The parasite was never hunger.
It was comfort.
Comfort that whispered,
“If it’s not happening to you,
it’s not your problem.”
And so the world learned
what we were capable of
when consequences felt distant
and profits felt close.
This is not a book about evil.
It’s about permission.
The quiet kind.
The polite kind.
The kind that lets good people
stand still
while the floor gives way beneath others.
If this makes you uneasy,
good.
Unease is the last honest signal
before numbness sets in.
And numbness
is where the real damage begins.
JB 2026
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​Mother.
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From your womb I came,

The cord was cut, but we were same, together we stood

In tears and mood.

For him the fear 

That kept us near.

For him the hate, that sealed our fate!

To us, your life you gave, to us,

your love you gave,

Mother Dear Mother

Ever you be near!

JB 1998 
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​​Brother
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How I wish we could have been closer!

Like brothers should be!

I want to show you, my love,

Why can’t we see?

Our friendship is meant to be!

Like Brothers 

Not like the others!

Who are not brothers!

Close to my heart you are

Fast like a racing car

Know my brotherly love for you

Our friendship, what can we do?

JB - 1998 
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​​My Dogters
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et julle laas gesien,

Toe ek dink dat julle my nie verdien.

Vier was jy en twee was sy

, Gemaak deur my!

Sewentien jaar wat ek soek,

Ek kan vir jou skryf ‘n boek!

Soos die geruis van n wilde rivier, 

Soos die grom van ‘n wilde dier.

Gesoek het ek

Maar wou naderhand vrek V

ir julle die verlange

Vir julle die trane

Nou gaan ek net jou sien

En ek wonder.sal ek jou verdien

Ontstuimig is my hart!

Ek is moeg vir al die smart!

Geluk wil ek ook ken 

Jou hart wil ek sien

Hard gaan ek probeer

Want ons verdien nie die seer!

JB 2006 
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​​Hoekom Here?
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God van liefde, sê hulle!

Jesus wat gesterf het vir ons sondes, sê hulle!

Hoekom dan, Here, as ek na U kom kry ek seer?

Hoekom dan, Jesus, as ek na U kom gebeur daar net kwaad?

Wat het gebeur in my vorige lewe?

Waarvoor al die pyn en lyding?

Hoekom my boetie, Heer?

Hoekom sy familie so seer?

As ek dan so verkeerd gedoen het,

Vat my Heer en los die om my!

Neem my sodat die seer kan weg!

Heer, dit is nie reg!

Is u sadisties ,Heer?

U gee en neem en gee en neem!

Kan mens dan nie iets behou tot u eer?

Hoekom! Heer , hoekom wil U my vervreem?

Totsiens kan ek nie sê!

Net my boetie gevind!

U het behaag om hom neer te lê!

U gooi ons liefde in die wind!

Hoekom, Heer, Hoekom?

Is dit my voorgeslag, Heer?

Wat was verkeerd, was iemand dom?

Hoekom altyd net seer?

Seer, seer, seer! Heer ek kan nie meer!

Wat was die sonde,

Hoekom al hierdie wonde?

Hoekom die verwerping?

Hoekom ek nie na u toe deurdring?

Wat moet ek doen,

Met wie moet ek versoen?

Wie moet my nog vergewe,

Voor u kan verander in my lewe?

Wie moet ek nog vergewe My God?

Kan ek nie na U kom met my lot?

Bestaan u, Heer, waar is U?

Dalk beter ek gaan my eie pad!

Dalk beter, sonder u!

Geen pyn, geen seer, geen lyd!

JB 2009 
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