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YOU ARE 

CAPTURED IN THE 

WOMXNESS OF A 

TRANS BODY WITH 

NO REPRIEVE 

 

DEAR ME I HATE YOU

internationally the world is in a state of crisis, the lgbtqia+ are at risk 

again, we see it in the arrests of tanzania, in the witchhunts of egypt, in 

the repeal of laws in the usa and right here at home through a myriad 

of racial issues which affect prides - we are in a state of rupture and 

womxn's bodies, womxn's sex, womxn's experiences, their lives, their 
beings are being challenged in ways too atrocious to imagine.  



FOREWORD
This edition of QR is meant to challenge conventions of sex and sexual relationships. It

is meant to rethink the ways in which bodies and minds and spirits and heart are 

legible in the sexual realm. The issue is to make what is private public, and in so doing, 

makes the personal political. This month saw one of the biggest campaigns I have 

seen to date go viral – the #metoo did numerous things besides create awareness. It 

asked us to rethink our bodies, and how they have been mapped onto sexual 

experiences. To me – the campaign re-opened a wound which I was hopelessly under 

prepared to nurse again, but it was an opportunity to talk about the intersections of the 

body – the significance of its parts, and the relevance of speaking these experiences 

into being. The campaign focused primarily on the experiences of womxn,  we were 

and are aware that violence against men is rampant and undocumented that such 

violence is perpetuated when we are silent. The backlash from cis-male bodies 

alarmed me – many questioned why more is not being said about sexual violence 

perpetuated against men. In essence this has the potential of erasing millions of 

narratives by producing a counter narrative that is meant to challenge a narrative that 

speaks for both womxn and mxn respectively - the hashtag is not challenging men, it is 

challenging violent patriarchal masculinity. I urge you the reader, to think through the 

ways you engage, from the language you use, to the way you think about and peform

sex. Think about what your narratives as LGBTQIA+ people perpetuate the problems 

our society faces, or the ways you are part of the solution. This issue is dedicated to 

those who said #metoo – be that silently or out loud. Without your stories – many 

would not have had the strength to carry on.

C. Anzio JacobsIf you are enjoying 

QR as much as we 

are, we encourage 

your contributions, 

comments, 

suggestions, 

advice. This queer 

conversation will 

never be broad 

enough, big 

enough, tight 

enough, thicke

enough for all of 

the delicious 

things that it needs 

to encapsulate - 

but we try, cum 

on...lend a hand ;D



Can you have sex? 

Do you have sex? 

If you want to have sex, how would you do it? 

Can you get an erection? 

How can you enjoy sex if you can’t feel your cock? 

These are just some of the questions that make up my lived 

experiences of sexuality since becoming disabled 21 years 

ago following a motor vehicle accident. Having come out 
as both disabled and queer after my accident and slowly 

adjusting to my body (that even seemed alien to me at 
times!), I was obviously keen to meet other guys and 

navigate the rainbow coloured streets of queerness. 

However, trying to strike up conversations with guys via 

online forums, or in a club (that’s after tackling flights of 
stairs, and convincing bouncers that you’re not a fire risk!), 
proved to be a disheartening and uphill battle. Besides the 

questions, you’re also faced with those inquisitive and at 
times, disapproving stares that give off that vibe of ‘what 
are you doing here?’, or, ‘can you really be gay?’. Of the 

guys who were ‘brave’ enough to come and talk to me, it 
felt like my wheelchair gave them carte blanche to go 

straight from hello to asking me personal questions 

pertaining to my sexual worth and abilities in the bedroom. 

The constant questioning of my body and [sexual] abilities, 
combined with those awkward stares, made me question 

not only my sexuality, but my whole existence. They were 

difficult times, and even as I write about it now, it brings 

back many painful experiences of having to try and ‘prove’  

my sexual worth in a gay world where your sexuality is 

classified by the structure of your body, and the function 

[and size!] of your manhood. 

But, it doesn’t end there… 

Having adjusted to my cripped body, and after several 
sexual encounters and relationships with lovers who took 

the time to see my body as an exciting [sexy] adventure, 
rather than a useless vessel, I began to appreciate what my 

body and mind have to offer rather than what I’ve lost…who 

says we cannot crip the Karma Sutra?! More than anything 

else, I began to realise that it’s actually my mind that lords 

over my sexuality and feelings of sexual desire and 

pleasure, not what’s between my legs! Coming to terms 

with these facts led to my own personal sexual revolution 

and countless amazing orgasms to boot! With this in mind, I 
firmly believe that cripped bodies, in all their different 
shapes and forms, have the power to revolutionize how we 

think about sex. So let me finish by cripping those questions 

which dare to challenge my sexuality: 

Who says my crippled body is not perfect? 

Who says my crippled body cannot be desirable? 

Who says my crippled body cannot have sex? 

Who says my cripped body cannot experience or give 

sexual pleasure? 

Although my body has been broken by injury, it exists to 

challenge your ideas of desirability. My paralysed limbs exist 
to challenge your definitions of intimacy and sexual 
pleasure. 

You see a crippled body that you perceive as unable to be
affectionate, however, it is a treasure trove waiting to be 

explored. 

You question my sexual 

worth! 

Paul Chappell



Hair has always had great significance in my life. Being 

Coloured, with confirmed Malay, Indian, and other 
European heritage (African heritage is very obvious, but not 
confirmed) it was always very easy for my family to privilege 

our Indo-European features as markers of self-worth and 

beauty. Amongst others, long, silky, soft, sleek hair was 

considered a treasure and marker of superiority, affirming 

our status as the “better Coloureds”. This of course was 

compounded by being Muslim, which made us the true 

believers – God’s (the real God) chosen children, only 

separated from whiteness by one degree. 

I will never forget how my mother warned us about 
choosing our partners well because she did not want to 

comb her grandchildren’s hair with a knife and fork. Well, I 
turned out to be gay and fell in love with a beautiful Swazi 
man with dreadlocks – clearly I don’t listen well. There are 

many more anecdotes I can tell which paint the picture of 
just how much anxiety hair caused in my life, but if I were to 

choose a word that best describes my relationship with my 

hair it would be “hostage”. 

My hair, has held me hostage and has been the baton with 

which I have been policed. Most of all, and probably 

unexpectedly, it has been a part of my body that has been 

imbued with so much sexual meaning. 

When I was 17, I had just finished high school and could 

not wait to express myself outside the confines of a 

uniform. I chose my hair as the conduit for this self- 
expression. I grew it down to my shoulders and delighted 

in flipping it all over the place, at every chance I got. The 

anxiety never stayed behind, because as much as I was free 

to grow it, keeping it in place and making sure it was 

perfect all the time was a full time job. Living in Cape Town 

at the time, the wind and I developed a hatred for each 

other which I can now only think of in humorous terms. 

A few years later, I was visiting my sister in Pretoria. She had 

some guests over and we were sitting outside, laughing and 

chatting. I went inside to the kitchen and she followed me. 
She told me that I should be careful of how I flip my hair 
because people might think things of me. I was gay and in 

the closet. She was referring to my sexuality. My hair had 

become a marker of femininity, which read as synonymous 

with being gay – something she hoped I was going to shed 

at some point. This was only the beginning. 

Years and relationships later, each and every man I dated 

had something to say about my hair. Whether it was long or 
short, the grooming of it was always a point of discussion. It 
was used to shame me. I was “too obsessed” with it
because I would blow dry it and style it – like women do. 
Apparently men don’t groom themselves, but whatever. I 
remember one boyfriend being on the phone with his friend 

while I was blow drying my hair. I assume the friend asked 

what the sound of the hairdryer was. He responded to say 

it’s me grooming my hair and then laughing because “we 

men don’t know these things”. As these discourses imbued 

my hair with more meaning related to gender expression, it 
became more of a barrier between us. The more my hair 
became a topic of discussion, the more pedantic I became 

about it. Nobody could touch it, least of all my boyfriends 

during sex.  My hair became a fortress I wished I could 

sometimes hide myself in. 

My womanly ways then also locked me into being the 

bottom in bed – a pedantic bottom who is more concerned 

about his hair getting fucked up or sweated on, than 

enjoying sex. I must say, I didn’t enjoy it most of the time, 
because I was not present. I was preoccupied with how I 
was going to put my body back together when it was over. I 
felt violated most of the time, because I was not 
participating but too scared to say anything for fear of being 

shamed further. Then I would really be a woman, right? 

I know now that I was very offended at the suggestion that I 
was a woman, or woman-like, because of my own 

patriarchy, but as we all evolve, I’m in a better place now. 
Fast forward to the present – 3 weeks ago I was visiting my 

boyfriend in Swaziland. A few weeks before, I visited him 

and had my hair in cornrow braids. As much as I loved the 

style, I didn’t want to go back with it because it left nothing 

for him to pull. I like him pulling my hair. So there I was with 

my hair all over the place, only tamable by the force his 

eager fists. He is fascinated by and in awe of everything 

about me. Given the past I described, it touched me (deeper 
than he does) when he had me clinging to him like a back to 

front backpack, and stopped to say “I love your hair”. 
The next day we were preparing to leave and I, as I do, was 

about to blow dry my hair. He always jokes with me about 
how long I take to get ready in comparison to him. He’s 

right, but I always deny it. As I was about to turn up the heat, 
he came over to me, took the hairdryer from me and said: 
“Baby, sit down, let me do it.” 

I had to cut the tears off in my throat, because where do I 
begin to explain why I am crying over such a kind gesture? 

Today, my hair is no less significant as it was then, but the 

emotion attached to it has morphed from shame into love, 
and I am showing up to meet it, every day.   

It’s not just hair, it’s history. 

Jamil Khan 



I. First Time 

He warms the room with candlelight 
Rubs against me gently with his thumbs, 
I gasp and hold my breath at once 

“Please don’t notice my surprise” 

I stroke the back of his neck, 
like I stroke necks 

like this is one neck in a world of necks 

that have felt the touch of my surprise. 

He strokes me from behind, 
and I am writing poems 

hot and short breaths 

and no thoughts 

and focus. 
Wait.
and hardness and softness 

and cum. 

Say, “I love you” 

in my heart, under the breath, 
in quiet tears. 

II. Archives 

The Aunt laughed at my panties. 
She said that the cheap cotton underpants 

MONDAY, TUESDAY, WEDNESDAY, THURSDAY 

ripped elastics on the sides, 
dangling like I’m carrying rocky loose stools made of air. 
These panties were not the panties that a lady wore. 

The Aunt told me to reach down there and clean it, 
like inside me all I might find was filth, 
like there were maggots turning their heads, 
appearing with new heads, 
half-babies, half flies; 

like the smell of my insides was a scene were dignity came 

to die.

The Aunt told me that real women, 
real women wear satin and lace, 
these were the women that men learned to love. 

In the tub, 
I rubbed myself inside and out, 
like I could scrape it all off 
cut the bits that were flabby, and hard, and cutting 

Engorged 

Broken, 
Slice myself in half 
make it smell like pawpaw 

smooth my insides and out. 

The Aunt died a sad death. 

At her funeral, 
the women wept.I sieved through her drawers, 
Fingered my way through that rot. 

III. Canons 

Overheard, 
Y: I saw you in my dreams last night 
X: What did I say? 

Y: Nothing. You promised to love me, that is all. 
X: What did that look like? 

Y: Nothing I have seen before. 

IV. 

Her lover spends more and more evenings at the house. 
She comes at night and I hear them laughing. She sounds 

nervous, like she finds herself in the company of someone 

that could challenge her. I never see her like this. She takes 

up all the rooms in that house, like every board in the floor 
was placed into the ground by the ghosts of her ancestors. 
She speaks little, reserving pockets of energy for comments 

on homework to her daughter. On Monday mornings, she 

asks me about my daughters, listens kindly and tries not to 

make the kind of face that will tell me that my stories make 

her want to act, act out, act to fix my life. She answers with 

stories about her life, her loves and her losses so that we 

might share the briefest touch. She says very little otherwise, 
spending her afternoons locked in the bedroom alone while 

I play with her child. I iron, imagining that she lies there 

alone making herself groan with her fingers, alone. But now, 
there is this lover who spends more and more evenings at 
the house. She meets her at the door, smiles at her with her 
eyes, grabs her around the waist running her hands and 

arms down her back and cupping her fingers around the 

middle of her behind. I watch from my window at the back, 
like it was her hand and my thighs. 

V. Justice 

is heartache 

wrapped 

in pretty paper 
offered with 

cheap sentiment 
from friends 

who own land. 

As Though I Could Ever Be 

One and One and One 

In Five Parts 

Danai S Mupotsa 



Dear Beloved 

I open by citing a poem from whom I believe is a dead 

boyfriend of mine: 
“Where Seed Falls” 

Stalking.
The neighborhood is dangerous 

but we go there. 
We walk the long way. 
Our jangling keys 

mute the sound of our stalking. 
To be under the sky, above 

Or below a man. 
This is our heat. 
Radiant in the night. 
Our hands blister with semen. 
A field of flowers blossoms 

Where we gather 
in empty warehouses. 
Our seed falls 

without the sound or 
grace of stars. 
We lurk in shadows. 
In the dark 

we don’t have to say 

I love you. 
The dark swallows it 
and sighs like we sigh, 
when we rise 

from our knees. 
-Essex Hemphill 
Because I had trouble deciding which poem to choose for 
you, forgive me, but allow me just one more. 

“Between Pathos and Seduction” 

     (for Larry) 

Love potions 

solve no mysteries,
provide no comment 
on the unspoken. 
Our lives tremble 

Between pathos and seduction. 
Our inhibitions 

Force us to be equal. 
We swallow hard 

black love potions 

from a golden glass. 
New language beckons us. 
Its dialect present. 
Intimate. 
Through my eyes 

focused as pure, naked light, 
fixed on you like magic, 
clarity. I see risks. 
Regrets? There will be none. 
Let some wonder, 
some worry, some accuse. 
Let you and I know 

the tenderness 

only we can bear. 
- Essex Hemphill 

Join me in asking our foremothers to allow me to write this 

letter to you, you Beautiful Black Boy… 

In about a month from now, I will be celebrating, or rather 
acknowledging that night I yielded to you and came to the 

apartment you stayed at in Parktown. I never told you I was 

not a virgin before we fucked, neither was I prepared for my 

first sex act and again, I do apologize for what your sheets 

had to endure. Nevertheless, you demonstrated care and 

kindness throughout that night and the next morning. 

Weeks before that night, Mapule Mohulatsi, tells me that it is 

important that I live in the absence of shame: words of 
wisdom which would spark my own growth as a writer but 
also as a human being. I was drawn to you, always will be 

probably. However, layers of shame within me were peeling 

off bit-by-bit the next morning in your house in Parktown…I 
will not get into the graphic details, I am afraid I do not find 

scatology one bit appealing. 

Yet you still took the time to make us breakfast that morning, 
and you read to me from your own manuscripts. I secretly 

hope that between now and then you have had the 

opportunity to read Toni Morrison’s Bluest Eye alongside K. 
Sello Duiker’s Thirteen Cents. 

For days on end after that whiffs of your smell would pass 

through me Anzio. All of what I am saying and recalling may 

not matter one bit to you, and perhaps I am being indulgent 
and my own vanity is at play, but I want to thank you for 
holding me the next morning. For not being romantic and 

sentimental, for acting indifferent at moments, and for at 
times being offhand-ish in public when we saw each other. 
I know to love, to fuck, to sex…I consider you a sensei in ars 

erotica. In this letter, I imagine myself engaging in a 

particular kind of intimacy, a genuine friendship if you may, 
with you. Who knows maybe we’ll continue to love, to fuck, 
to sex. I offer my hand and an embrace, careful, because it 
may hurt a little. 

Thank you for coming into my life. Thank you.  

Dear Beloved 

Zuko Zikalala



There are many moments in our rondez vous that I will 
recall for many years to come - post revealing to me that I 
had taken from you a very celebrated part of your sexual 
life, I realised just how much you entrusted me with. I feel 
till this day that I am responsible to ensure that that 
moment is never tarnished, knows little fault and that it 
stays etched into your mind as the way in which people 

should respect one another even when engaging in what 
could best be described as NSA sex. 

Yet my sex has not and cannot be that, as with you, those 

before and those after - I try and ensure a certain level of 
care, whether that be implicit or otherwise. You solidified 

that need in me the morning after our encounter 

I still remember what you smelled like, I recall washing spots 

of blood off my sheets and savouring each moment as I did 

proudly as you became part of the myriad of sexual 
experiences I had had, but noting that you were not as 

easily washed away, you were memorable because I too 

had fantasized about you.

There were endless conversations to that effect in the 

hallways of the department and yet the encounter itself at 
that moment didn't seem to hold the same significance as 

all the conversations that preceded it. Instead I find myself 
ever so often pondering the experience from your 
perspective, had I really fulfilled your needs, did I pleasure 

you and hold true to the mental image you had of me; or did 

I tarnish it when I tried to protect you by telling you that it 
was just a fuck and you shouldn't catch feelings. Some 

things in life are better left unsaid. I love the thought of 
being the taker of your V card, the one off experience that 
you crave, the mystery person who could show both 

passion and disregard. Yes I have in my mind the K Sello 

Duiker and Morrison accounts of black boi magic 

articulated beautifully while inscribed with pain. They haunt 
me as you do on the whistles of wind and in the dark of the 

night where I sweat profusely and think of what could have 

been. 

Breakfast that morning was part of the nourishment I hoped 

to provide, part of the care I hoped you would take into the 

bedroom with you when you one day encounter a novice, 
but here, and ode to the person who you once knew as they 

start a new chapter of a life as a queer person:I love 

ferociously. 

I love fucking ferociously. 

I love so fucking ferociously, because if I don't love 

ferociously, who the fuck will. 

I love so ferociously that arguments become stories and 

mishaps poems. 

I love him from his right butt cheek to the spot behind his 

neck that makes his body tingle. 

For a moment he lets down his guard and lets me play with 

the most intimate part of his conundrum. 

The cunt, pussy, hole, delicate flower that he hates. 

But I love ferociously, a love that has no bounds, a love that 
sees only the contours of his lips regardless of which ones, I 
love him still. I love him more. 

I die for the days when he remembers to open the door for 
me, for days when we lay in silence. I love those so fucking 

much. 

I love the ins and outs of his humanness, he snores, and 

smacks my ass once in a while often even steals kisses. 

I love so fucking ferociously that when I look into his eyes I
see a kaleidoscope of doors, each with the possibility of 
discovering a new facet to boundless complexity. 

I love ferociously. Otherwise why bother loving at all. 

Zuko's response 

Anonymous



1) Who is Tiffany Kagure Mugo and what is HOLAAFRICA? 

A Curator for HOLAA and a media consultant who is day by 

day trying to sort out her politics. HOLAAfrica is an online 

platform that’s about conversation and collecting and 

archiving the stories of African Queer women their sex and 

sexuality so that others can find them 

2) Why is it important for woman to have dedicated online 

platforms? 

Its high time woman are centred and have a home, there 

are platforms but they give women a “walk on, walk off 
narrative” It’s important for woman to find they’re home.   

3) If you could change one thing in the world what would it 
be? 

I would love to level the playing field, telling our own 

stories. Getting everyone’s views. It needs to be a narrative 

where we all are a part of it. I would like to add onto the 

change, because I love where the world is going already. 

4) What would you say to a young black queer womxn QR 

reader regarding sexual freedom and 

discovery? 

It definitely takes time. You must take YOUR time, take 

YOUR path. There are going to be a lot of people that are 

going to try and tell you what’s hot and what’s not. It’s your 
discovery and your journey. 

5) Where is HOLAAFRICA in 10 years? 

We have big plans ‘Lol’ 

We wish to build onto the empire. This includes 

internships, a club venue, publications, etc. We want to be 

known for the unknown, people should not know what’s 

next. 

6) What do blackness and womxness have in common? 

I actually do not know. Blackness and Womeness means 

different things to different people.  I’m actually going to 

say they have DOLOLO in common. They can exist in the 

same body but they have nothing in common.   

7) Sonya Renee writes that the body is not an apology - 

what do you think women should stop apologising for in 

relation to their bodies? 

We should stop apologizing to the seasons for the bodies 

that we have, Women should not allow they’re bodies to be 

attractive to the greater margin of people. I don’t need a 

summer body. I don’t need to smile. 
My body is not a display for critic. 

8) If you could say 1 thing to your 13 year old self, what 
would it be? 

It’s ok to not have to be the centre of attention. Its ok to just 
be. You don’t have to assert your existence in order to exist. 
Its ok to watch, its ok to be quiet and do nothing. The little 

girl in the corner that does nothing, that’s told she’s too 

quiet and awkward “she is life goals”. 

9) What do you see as the greatest contribution black queer 
women who came before us have made to queer life? 

The biggest contribution is existing day to day. By going 

through the trickiness of life, relationships, sex and work. 
The biggest contribution is fucking existing as queer 
women.   

Womxn have sex in Africa 

too 

Interview with Tiffany 

Kagure Mugo 



I was waiting for love, but she kept stalling. I cutely 

believed that my first time required the presence of love. 
My virginity was meant to be a gift to one that was the
recipient of my love and I of his. The clock was ticking and I 
honestly was getting annoyed by the wait. Yet in the same 

breath, I knew I was stalling myself because somewhere in 

a hidden cave within me, laid the truth that I was scared of 
sex. Scared because once I had sex with a man, I was 

unquestionably gay and there was no return to my 

pretence of being heterosexual. Sex with a man would be 

the final ritual, the final stamp to irrevocably render me a 

gay. 

I met him at a festival. We were drunk off drumbeats, vocals 

in foreign languages, liquor and the open starry night sky. It 
was near 4am I remember, it was home time, for some that 
meant a mere stroll to their tents, where further hedonistic 

indulgences continued. I had to go - he asked for my 

number, I gave it to him and rushed off to meet my friends. 
A few days passed and he texted. He had a girlfriend. 

I placed him in the “straight friend” compartment in my 

head and quarantined any thought of us being more than 

friends. We kept texting, for days on end. Then he told me 

that he had been with boys. He wanted to explore this side 

of him - more. After months of back and forth, with much 

internal debate, I made my way to his place. 
The moment I saw him again, I knew. The sexual tension 

was stiff between us, it grew dense and we dragged it with 

us everywhere we went. I knew this wasn’t love but I was 

okay with it. Itching for it. Love was too heavy a 

responsibility to complicate with sex, I reasoned. So this 

was good. I was nervous, and quickly had to recollect if I 
had shaven - yes I did. We settled in, the red wine seeping 

us in lustful stares and speedy submission to our desires. 
He kissed me. It was long, hard but gentle. He had done 

this before I noted, he knew where to touch. How to touch. 

Body 

Nothing can prepare you for penetration. Nothing. It slams 

into you with feelings you never knew you held. Your body 

tingles everywhere. The pain, if you’re lucky, turns into 

pleasure. It’s the kind of pain and pleasure that fires up all 
your senses - you’re a different kind of alive.   

Our dance was coloured with wetness, moans and sweaty 

bodies. His body moved with a rhythm I didn’t recognise 

but quickly learnt. Each stroke was an expression of 
longing, I had never experienced. “Are you okay?” he softly 

whispered. “We can stop if it’s too painful” he said. “No, I’m 

fine” I said, eyes closed, mid-moan. It was that night I learnt 
the most about my body. What it liked. What it didn’t. What 
it could endure. I realised the body, my skinny body, that I 
had hated for so long because it wasn’t masculine enough 

or tall enough still owned the power to sexually please 

another. Desirable to some even. The power of knowing 

that my body is a site of pleasure for myself and those I 
choose to be intimate with is empowering as fuck. 

Our bodies have been taught that pleasure is shame, but 
the biological directive says otherwise. This shaming has 

 been socially mediated over centuries especially for us who 

are housed in black bodies, bodies constructed as 

hypersexual and savage. We are reared to treat sex, 
homosexual or not, as an act of immorality, taboo. 
Something only to be discussed under the veil of darkness
or closed doors. If it was constructed otherwise, I probably 

would have come to know sex much sooner. Petite mort is 

always better with another. 

I may have not had love that night, but pleasure was 

abound and years later I have someone I can call a dear 
friend.  

A New Feel 

Zanta 



JUST TO BE A SHADOW 

BEHIND A COUNTER 

NEVER TO ESCAPE, 
NEVER TO ESCAPE THE 

WRANGS OF HETERO 

PATRIARCHAL 

MASCULINITY 

DEAR ME I HATE YOU

internationally the world is in a state of crisis, the lgbtqia+ are at risk 

again, we see it in the arrests of tanzania, in the witchhunts of egypt, in 

the repeal of laws in the usa and right here at home through a myriad 

of racial issues which affect prides - we are in a state of rupture and 

womxn's bodies, womxn's sex, womxn's experiences, their lives, their 
beings are being challenged in ways too atrocious to imagine.  



Dear me, I hate you 

You are a consistent reminder of inferiority 

You have always been too brown for this earth 

Smudged like a dirt stain on a freshly starched white shirt 

Dear me, I hate you 

You are in every reflective surface relentlessly trying to 

attract my attention 

You are in the Cubanna being beaten up by the 

honourable deputy minister 
You are on the street corners with chapped lips and 

sagging breasts begging for spare change 

You are in parliament with a heavy head as you make 

decisions which no one could possibly imagine the weight 
of 
You are captured in the womxness of a trans body with no 

reprieve 

You were in the public protector’s office seeking protection
You are in the township being adressed in wolf whistles 

and navigating disgusting claims that rape can change you 

because the penis can perform a life changing surgery 

Dear me, I hate you 

You know your strength and yet you are scared to show it 
You know that #menaretrash is but the tip of the iceberg of 
your wrath 

Dear me, I hate you for not using the blood-soaked 

tampons to retaliate against the rubber bullets and tear gas 

I hate you because I don't understand why we are not 
fighting harder 
Dear me I am tired of offering peace as the solution to a 

ferocious attack on my body which seems more and more 

the easiest target as a site of violence 

Dear me why don't we swallow men between our legs 

anymore as we did in days past 
Why are we not pursuing revenge? 

Dear me, why did we let him beat us into hospital 

Why did we allowing him to stay one more night 
Dear me why have we surrendered our rains to aid and 

abet those who will use its nurturing effect to put out our 
fire 

Dear me, I am sorry I cannot hate you 

am retaliating against you because in the labyrinth of 
mirrors that pass you on the daily, scrubbing floors and 

asking for permissions, making decisions and lactating to 

feed those who will one day shit on us, heading up 

departments and making decisions just so that he can use 

his penis to sign off of a document which will make the idea 

his own without acknowledging us or when we serve 

coffee and wake up at 5 just to be a shadow behind a 

counter never to escape, never to escape the wrangs of 
hetero patriarchal masculinity 

I am tired of fighting with him so I fight with you because 

you are the only one who will listen to me while I assist him 

put out my fire 

Dear me, why don't we start over? 

Let us rebuild the world as we once envisioned it - before 

this monster we created that uses the penis we gave him  

waltzes around waving it like a fucking flag planting it 
where ever it suits him in attempts to assert his claim on 

space and bodies and minds and hearts 

Let us erase them so that we can come back into being, yes 

dear me 

Erase me the body that you birthed that is now but a simple 

reminder of failure 

Erase me who yearns for breasts and a vagina which I am 

not worthy of carrying 

Dear me, I hate you because I hate myself 
I am retaliating because if am suffocating in this shit storm I 
live in on the daily disgusted by what I have produced from 

my womb to the classroom of life which I designed with 

flaws that would give free will 
Never did I imagine that those flaws would be the end of me 

Dear me, I am tired 

My battery is low 

Being queer and woke and bound in a body which allows 

me to choose, because of it is a marker of privilege makes 

me ill 
I want to castrate myself and put the horn you gave on my 

head so that I can be the unicorn you envisioned 

But I dare not parade with that thing visible because in this 

world it would be applauded by these inbred strange fruits 

as progress 

Dear me, I hate you when I realize that I can never live up to 

the bar of my full potential 
Too conditioned have I become in this body to make you 

less 

Dear me, do not go gentle 

Wage a war in which I offer myself up as casualty 

Tear off this skin that is said to marker beauty which makes 

your reflections see themselves as less 

That makes you think you can speak when not spoken to 

dear me there is a war coming and it is waiting for you to 

signal your troops to action 

But here, start with a bullet 

Castrate me so that you can show them the reason that we 

have suffered and will continue to suffer for as long as we 

mass produce the ill that we call man 

Dear me there are not enough words in this language which 

shackles me to finish writing this poem 

So I will stop, cease to take up space 

But before I go, dear me 

Help me learn until I can no longer make a change and then 

you can take me 

I just want to love, but even when I bend my gender and 

swallow genitals to please my temple I perpetuate violence 

through a distinction of the space I mark when I hold his 

hand, when I enter the sanctuary between her legs
When I play with his penis and his breasts at the same time 

my body is violence 

Dear me, please forgive me the sins I commit that know no 

repent only remorse and disgust at this being 

Dear me 

Dear me 
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