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(IDENTITY

COLLAPSE.)

A black man

cry.

By: J.S Thafeni

Author’s Note (Introduction)  

This book was never meant to be a

book.

It started as a conversation with myself

— an attempt to process confusion,

pressure, and spiritual fatigue.

It became a mirror.

Then a voice.

Then a truth I could no longer ignore.

I offer this as a reflection to anyone

asking silently: Who am I, really?

You are not alone.

— J.S. Thafeni
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To mankind — may we all find the

courage to ask who we truly are, and the

strength to become.

Epigraph. ( intro quote)

To question who you are is not

weakness — it is the beginning of

awakening.”
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Chapter 1: The Rising Sun and the

Unanswered Man

In the morning, as the earth gives birth to a bright ball that lights up the world, I find myself questioning. Why must the light shine in darkness for it to be called bright? Why can’t light shine within its own light and still be seen as light? Does it need the shadow to be known? Does brightness exist only in contrast to pain? So I ask again: Is the sun shining for itself, or for us? And in that giving, what is returned? The wind cools the heat — but has the heat ever asked to be cooled? Or does it just burn on, silent, untouchable? The plants offer oxygen to every living thing, yet what is offered back to them, except the silence of being taken for granted?

The water gives life, endlessly. But where does water rest? What feeds the thing that feeds all? These are not questions of science. These are the cries of a man. A man who has spent his life giving — his energy, his love, his presence when he had none, his strength even while breaking.

And now I sit, not bitter, but burdened, asking the world — What am I?

Am I light that only shines because it is surrounded by darkness? Am I the wind that cools others but is never cooled? Am I water, flowing to nourish others, but never being asked how I keep flowing?

Still, I whisper: I am that I am. But even that truth trembles now. 

Section one : presence and Reflections

Chapter 2: The Absence That Became

Legacy

I didn’t know what it meant to be a father because mine wasn’t there. Not in the way I needed. Not in the way boys learn how to become men.

He was a shadow that passed through stories. A name I carried but never saw a shaped home.

Like many men in South Africa, he left to work far from home — long train rides, late arrivals, month-end visits with a brown envelope and tired eyes. He gave what he could. But what he couldn’t give was presence. Was teaching. Was the silent language of leading a family with heart and hands. And so I grew up in a house of echoes — a mother’s strength holding the weight of two souls, teaching me how to stand, but not how to lead.

Now I see the cost.

We — the sons of those long-distance fathers — are building homes with no blueprints. We love without example. We discipline with the memory of how we were silenced. We leave when it gets too hard, because we don’t know how to stay and build.

We repeat what we saw — not because we want to, but because we were never shown how not to.

Our children become what we were: Searching. Yearning. Blaming themselves for absences they don’t understand.

Our daughters grow up not seeing a man love a woman through storms. Our sons grow up without knowing that real strength is presence, not just provision.

And so I sit, in this war between legacy and healing, between what I’ve inherited and what I must break.

I ask myself: Can I still be a father, if I was never fully fathered? Can I raise a son into wholeness, while still stitching my own wounds?

I don't have all the answers. But I do know this:

The absence that raised me will not be the legacy I leave. 

Chapter 3: When Giving Is All You’ve

Known

They say men don’t talk. But maybe it’s because we were taught to give — not to feel.

To offer our backs before our voices. To break in silence while the world praises our strength.

I was taught that giving made me worthy. So I gave.

I gave energy to places that never poured back. I gave loyalty to people who only needed access. I gave love without asking if it was safe to do so.

And when it hurt, I stayed. Because leaving felt selfish. Because I had confused endurance with love. Because men are taught to fix, not feel.

They told me: “You’re the provider. You’re the protector. You are the anchor.”

But what happens when the anchor is sinking?

What happens when you’re empty but expected to be full? What happens when your only language is sacrifice and nobody asks if you’re okay?

We normalize our pain. We smoke it. We drink it. We laugh it off. We survive it — until survival becomes all we know.

But what if I told you that giving without receiving is not strength — it’s erosion?

That pouring endlessly from a cracked cup is not noble — it’s numbing.

We carry invisible coffins filled with our unspoken grief. We smile at the world, while burying versions of ourselves no one ever knew existed.

And still, they ask us to give more.

So I ask myself now: What would it mean to give from a place that’s full? What would it mean to receive, without guilt?

Maybe manhood isn’t in how much we can give but in how deeply we can feel. How gently we can say no. How bravely we can say: “I matter too.”

Chapter 4: Inherited Silences

There were things my father never told me. Not because he didn’t care — but because no one had ever told him either.

He worked far from home. Month after month, he traded presence for provision. His hands built roads, mines, houses — but he never had time to
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