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“ 

Crushes are more beautiful than affairs because there is no 

responsibility, no worry and no commitment. Just look at your crush 

and smile like an idiot. 

 

- Atanasio Dai 
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1. Lolwethu – #YouLeaveMeBreathless 

You leave me breathless. 

From the first time I met you.  Poised. A composed personality; 

poured in a statuesque woman; wrapped in an elegant white dress. 

You leave me breathless. 

 

SANUDC 2015 finals was a stressful time. I was pacing and panting, 

unsure of myself, my content and my audience. Anxious to make an 

impact, I waited my turn in the Public Speaking Final. 

“You will be alright.” I vaguely remember the words you said, but I 

distinctly remember how you said them; an oasis of calm in a desert 

of chaos. 

 

The words had impact. Not only did I assuredly deliver the best 

speech of my life, but they turned me into debate’s bittersweet tragic 

romantic. My #FirstCrush was the deepest. 

 

You are gorgeous. Stunningly gorgeous. Drop dead gorgeous. I know 

that you know. I also know that you know that I know. Now its time 

for everyone else to know that you know that I know, 

 

You leave me breathless. 
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2. Tinaye - #Brotherzoned 

Recently you expressed how you wished your crush was eloquent. Big 

mistake! I shall be #brotherzoned no more! 

I love your hair in all its glorious nappy afro 

I like your style 

I like that you get nervous sometimes 

I love your giggle,  

Your small infectious giggle 

 

Maybe one day you will be a wealthy philanthropist. Or a global 

environmentalist. Or a famous musician. You work hard, pour your 

soul into all you do and would deserve it. 

 

But, right now, before that day you are amazing 

These words aren’t art 

They are a review 

A review of Tinaye 

An appreciation of the masterpiece 

God is the Artist 
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Tinaye 
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3. Esihle - #Friendzone 

I don’t like the #friendzone. When I was a young man, I was taught to 

dread the friendzone. Women are there to be asked out, dated, 

married, flaunted but can never be your friend. So, for the longest 

time, I hated it. Until I realized, rejection is real. One may desire and 

the feeling is not mutual. 

So, with a sore ego and a humbled mindset, I began to accept being 

friendzoned. Sometimes, I would friendzone myself! Why go through 

the risk of rejection when one can find comfort in harmless 

companionship? 

 1am on a Wednesday morning was a Eureka moment. As I shared a 

bottle of sherry with you, laughing at corny jokes, you turned into the 

most desirable femme. 

You were funny, you were sweet. You were witty and engaging. You 

had an enchanting personality of vibrant energy. Comfortably 

dressed, exuding effortless cool. Sounds like a friend. But I did not 

feel like I was with a friend. I felt longing, desire and excitement.  

I don’t know whether I will be rejected and alone; collapse and 

accept crumbs of friendship; or we will soar to delightful heights of 

passion. What I do know is I am crushing on you badly. Badly. And I 

will not fight it anymore. 
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4. Mpho – #ShapeOfYou 

You are funny. Or, you are rude and I think your insults are funny. 

You speak so slowly, so deliberately, it almost doesn’t sound as zany 

as your mind works. You are so sure of what you want, I heard it 

scares men. It excites me, even if it’s something as benign as an 

Eskimo kiss. 

All that makes you amazing and I let you go. 

Because I was weak. Strong enough to quip "34," but too weak to 

embrace the body positivity you had. 

 

I remember us going up the stairs from Men's Res to the gym, and I 

looked over to your panting self and I said "34." It was a hilariously 

funny moment yet, simultaneously, profound. See, you told me your 

body mass index was 35 Kg over the recommended one. 

 

We were friends though, I think. Or something. And I was there to 

support you. To laugh with you; to chill with you in a classroom for 

the whole night taking face baths in the morning. I was there to know 

about what it means to be a woman; your fears and dreams; your 

trash interactions with men and your desire for body positivity. I was 

there to learn how to please you. 

A couple years later, you are quieter, more confident and your 

mouth's still foul! But, one thing's changed. I've found a soundtrack 

to our walks. I sing, as my heart believes, “I'm in love with the 

#shapeofyou”. 
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Mpho 
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5. Ndana - #Statuesque 

A couple months ago, I saw a picture you posted on social media. My 

comment was “décolletage.”  I said it because it was true. Yet, its 

only part of your appeal. 

 

Statuesque /statjʊ′ɛsk/,/-tʃʊ-/ • adj.  

1) (of a woman) attractively tall, graceful, and dignified.  

2) reminiscent of a statue in size, posture, or stillness.  

 

When I first heard the word, it sounded so white; of a pale model on 

a New York Runway. Yet you are #Statuesque 

• Tall 

• Captivating smile 

• An abundance of style 

 

They should put up monuments to celebrate you. I can’t do it on my 

own. I can, in my small little way, show you that I see. See you as my 

Woman Crush Wednesday 
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Ndana 
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6.  Sherryl – #Awe 

She sat on the floor, cross-legged, in #awe of your being. 

You probably wore a stunning dress on the final night of PAUDC 

Madzimbabwe. I say probably, because between my cross city travels 

and turbulent speech tumbles, it started off as a blur. 

What I do remember, is a distinct sense of calm comfort in your 

presence. Dressed down in comfortable pants and casually sipping 

wine, you would nonchalantly divulge delicious desires in a game of 

truth or dare. 

I do remember the crackle of your laugh, magnifying the humour I 

barely mustered while amplifying  the joy that courses through your 

personality. I do remember the excitement of your dancing, moving 

your curvaceous Kenyan body to a Zimbabwean dancehall drum. I 

do remember the beauty of your dimples; the mischief of your wink 

and the exhilaration of your roaming hands. 

I remember the consuming intensity of your expressive persona. I 

watched, in rapt silence, as you narrated an indulgent anecdote to an 

impressionable young lady. She sat on the floor, cross-legged, in awe 

of your being. 

And now I remember why. 
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Sherryl 
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Poetic Justice 
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“ 

You are a beautiful woman, 

Inside and out 

It is a joy to watch you be 

 

- Valentine Makoni 
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7. Boiphelo - #Fire 

Being attracted to you is playing with #fire 

Your energy can be volcanic 

I have no power to contain you 

Neither do I want to 

I want to ignite the heat between us though 

This magnetism is electric 

From the first time I saw you, you stood out  

In a hostel lobby full of acquaintances and adversaries 

You had a youthful vibrancy about you. 

You were warm, friendly, radiant 

As I was then, I am now 

Drawn to your current 
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Boiphelo 



 

25 

8. Beth – #EyeCandy 

You are delightful to the eye 

I am entranced in all your flavours 

 

Delectable in a green dress, 

Enhancing your curves at dinner 

Daring red lipstick, 

On your exciting pout 

Charming in pink, 

For slumber parties at night 

Dignified in pants, 

Speaking black excellence on a podium 

Delicious caramel skin 

Glowing on your Instagram 

 

In every way, you are delightful #eyecandy 
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Beth 
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9. Tatenda - #Moments 

Alone 

There was only us 

Gossiping voices faded 

Snide comments muted 

Only your whispers mattered 

 

In that moment, you could cry 

You could laugh 

You could laugh while crying 

Only your emotions mattered 

 

Your curiosity was peaked 

My honesty was guaranteed 

Guilt and shame had no place 

Only your understanding mattered 

 

I recall those memories with fondness 

Long for them with hope 

Five minutes 

Or three days and two nights 

Time is obsolete 

Only golden #moments matter 
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Tatenda 
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#Frisky (Interlude) By Ntumbuluko Nyathela 
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No, Macom, 

The day your girlfriend becomes Valentine Makoni’s WCW,  

Just be humble,  

Like the post and scroll further down.  

You will find inner peace… 
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10. KinkyHairBae - #Sweetness 

You are an overload of sweetness, 

Hiding an exciting streak of naughtiness 

You are effortlessly beautiful, 

Enhanced by your confident selfies 

Your banter makes a prude blush, 

And a Valentine burst out laughing 

I like kinky 

I love kinky hair 

I am crushing on #KinkyHairBae 
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KinkyHairBae 
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11. Gugulethu - #Black 

I miss you 

And think about you often 

I worry if you are ok 

And what Johannesburg is doing to you 

I am happy to see you working, alive and flourishing 

 

From your interests, that are varied 

To your heritage, which is eclectic 

To your heroes, who can be eccentric 

Every part of you interests me 

 

You are #Black  

You are magic 

You are Beautiful 
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Gugulethu 
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12. Gelia - #Intrigue 

You #intrigue me, 

Yet, I barely know you. 

The glimpse I’ve seen on one cold night on a frosty corridor floor 

was an amazing trailer. 

 

The colour of your filters reflects your animated personality 

The verve of your youth revs my energy 

The draw of your vibe has me hooked 

 

I crave to see the movie that is you 

Because, 

You #intrigue me 
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Gelia 



 

37 

13. Anesu - #Caramel 

It was an absolute pleasure meeting you, 

It is a travesty that I had to choose between 

Knowing you better, or muffins and tea 

As much as I thirst for Roobois refreshment 

I hunger more to explore your soul  

I chose #caramel flavoured sweetness 

I hear it’s called Anesu 

 

Double servings please ☺ 
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Anesu 
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Hooked At First Sight 
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“ 

Shooting stars are gone too soon 

Yet are what wishes are made of 

-  Valentine Makoni 
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14. Dineo - #Pretty 

I wish I could say that I was initially attracted to you because of your 

buoyant enthusiasm about life. I wish I could say I was attracted 

because you, like me, are a slouch; - happy to do an all day movie 

marathon. I wish I could say a speech you gave drew me to you. Alas, 

I never did see you debate. 

I wish I could say all those things so I can do justice to the fullness of 

who you are. 

But, I can’t. 

For the initial spark of the heat that is Dineo was because you are the 

prettiest girl I know. You are beautiful. You have a dimple that can 

light up any day, any week. A cute bounce to your step as your lithe 

body gracefully fills every space you walk. 

I want to write books about how I feel. But for now, I will do just 

one line. 

I like you, because you are #pretty beautiful 
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Dineo 



 

43 

15. Uzah - #Emotions 

I would sit in silence, as they spoke to me in a language I did not 

understand. 

Being a Shona patron of Poetry on Thursday was a humbling 

experience. At the nerve centre of the Bulawayo arts scene, 

expression found its home and I gravitated to it. But, having grown 

up in Harare my privilege set me at a distinct disadvantage. 

But I loved it; I loved going there. You being the main reason why. I 

was amused at your rib cracking humour, to your crackling laugh, 

unapologetically loud. Your poetry, bleed forth the full breath of 

human emotion. Love, loss, hurt, hope. 

But above all, your voice was angelic, booming from your core with a 

force of conviction no one could be immune to. You would belt out 

a melodic chorus which, when harmonizing with your acapella group 

Nobuntu, would leave me in a state of aphrodisiacal delight. 

You were especially enthralling as you halted mid song, annoyed at an 

incorrect pitch. I would watch you trial multiple approaches, rapt 

with amazement. The audience, the words, the stage forgotten, and 

you immersed in the purity of your #emotions. 

And... there is nothing more universal than that. 
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Uzah 
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16. Pamela – #BodyLanguage 

I get tongue-tied in your presence. 

I try come up with witty lines to make you laugh, while afraid I will 

say something corny to make your eyes roll. 

Luckily, Zimbabwe has no cash. Fortunately, there are offline point 

of sale machines; technologically inept clients and slow Ecocash. I 

enjoy buying bread and milk. 

I enjoy it because I can look at you. Admire your soft features and 

fair skin. Watch your level personality calm agitated shoppers. See the 

sparkle of your nose bling. Search your beautiful hands for a non-

existent ring. 

“Hey.” 

“Hey. How are you?” 

“I’m good.” 

We have such mundane conversation. But I believe that smile is 

especially beaming for me. Friendly and inviting. Those eyes, 

piercing, search to know me too. That delay with the receipt, 

deliberate, because you enjoy this moment as much as I do. 

 

I get tongue –tied around you. 

But I am glowing with this #bodylanguage 
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Pamela 
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17. Felicia - #Flirted 

Felicia:   What was your first impression of me? 

Valentine: Intelligent and articulate 

                      Poised 

          Beautiful, in that pretty sort of way 

          Basically, a Woman Crush Wednesday 

Felicia  Hahaha, I’m #flirted  
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Felicia 
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18. Mpho Posess - #Hint 

If I see a young woman in a taxi wearing oversized headphones and 

blasting “Watch the Throne” on loud volume, she is probably saying 

that she doesn’t want to talk to anyone. 

It’s a #hint.  

I don’t want to take the hint. 

You are Mpho Possess. And you are cute. Really cute. You have a 

really warm smile. A lovely smile. And that hair? Loud and proud. 

So I wave, you take the hint. 

You take off the headphones and we talk. We laugh; we share stories 

of random listening parties. We connect. I ask for your number, you 

give me. It’s a good sign. 

Five years later, the signs don’t look so good. Two failed dates. 

Months of not talking. A crocodile infested border. Silence in the 

DM. Status updates got me feeling green. 

It’s a hint. 

But, just like that first day I met you, it doesn’t mean anything. 

Because you are still awesome. I'm still madly attracted to your warm 

smile, loud hair, fantastic music and overwhelming cuteness. Instead 

of waving, I’ll speak this time. I will say 

“I like you.” 
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Mpho Posess 
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19. Veronica – #Divine 

I remember how we met. How you squeezed in next to me on a trip 

to Copa Cabana. Your face had a serious, warning expression. I also 

remember I was too scared to actually say words, so I took out my 

brick phone and typed out my pick-up line, 

"You #smell divine." 

You take care of yourself, and I like that. I like your hair in all its 

shades of synthetic and natural. I like your make up, usually minimal. 

I like your formal attire that exudes professional.  

But, I love the way you smelled then, and I still love it now. Maybe 

this piece will finally allow me to nuzzle on your neck and whisper in 

your ear,  

"You smell divine." 
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Veronica 
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20. #Pearl – A Beautiful Name 

I was five minutes late to a six person group date. Well, less date and 

more bargain hunting with strangers. My contact was unreachable; 

the commotion of patrons chaotic; and the failing light a fitting 

metaphor for a forgettable Tuesday. 

Until I saw you. Sitting, calmly and smiling. On time.  

After cancellations, delays and contestations about cash we were 

finally ready to order. 45 minutes late. The banal matter of toppings 

choices almost passed me by as I consistently got distracted by the 

cute fiddling on your phone. Not from frustration, agitation or 

nervousness. But from a deliberate and measured fascination with its 

sparkly detail. 

“My Name is Valentine.” 

“I am #Pearl.” 

“A beautiful name.” 

You paid for your share of pizza. Then you picked up the tab for a 

second round of drinks when our order took an hour to prepare. 

Conversation around the table turned to swindling prophets and 

dwindling profits. Career paths that never were and city lights we 

aspired to. 

 

“I’d like to see you again.” I said prematurely. 

“If I want you to. Maybe.” 
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Pearl 
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Be Mine 
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“ 

The man who hangs around a woman and does not say a word, will 

end up fetching water for guests at her wedding. 

- African Proverb 
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21. Naledi - #Princess 

A #Princess is what you are. Striking at all times. Fit to be adorned in 

elegant dresses and accessories that make one’s eyes water. A sight 

for sore eyes.  

That scares me. I am a maverick, musketeer and a court jester. I am 

all but a prince. 

You are polished in your taste; in pink colours and celestial music. 

The grace in your speech is effortless. All this makes you attractive. 

But, I have always been afraid of being attracted to the princess. 

 

I oscillate between genius and self indulgence. Partly impulsively, 

partly deliberately. With an affinity for colouring outside the edges, 

your pink would be smudged. 

 

But, the princess will never be less than a princess no matter the 

hustling and jostling of the commoner. So, why should I worry? Why 

should I hesitate? 

Well, I won’t. Not from the brave valour of a knight. But, from the 

recklessness of a man following his passions. I am attracted to you. 

And I am no longer afraid to say it. 

 

I am attracted to the Princess. 
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Naledi 
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22. Sandra - #Forever 

The very first day I saw you, I wanted to spend time with you. So, I 

made up an elaborate excuse to go into town and buy you birthday 

jewels. We ended up with an oversized, African necklace; lunching on 

russian and chips served on wooden plates. 

Great memories. 

I remember those times with fondness, because the time I spend with 

you now is so awesome to me. It’s fun, and sometimes funny. It’s 

serious when it needs to be, and silly when it doesn’t. It’s 

comfortable. It’s free.  

Good times 

I can’t freeze time and stay in this bubble of bliss. But I can try make 

timeless moments every time you let me. So, let me show you how 

excited you make me. Breakfast in bed and dinner beneath the stars. 

Oversized shirts and bare feet. 

Let’s live as stirring as that first day was. 

Now and #Forever 
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Sandra 
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23. Eppy - #No 

I want you 

And I want you to want me back 

The sexiest thing in the world is mutual attraction 

When we are both overwhelmed with yearning, 

We embrace, not because we have to 

But because we burn to 

 

Yet, here you are saying #no 

I kind of like the way you say it though 

Sweet and sassy, never salty 

Witty and playful, yet thoughtful 

Compassionate and passionate 

With heart 

Your personality oozing from your lips 

You so attractive, I still want you 

Mutual attraction? 

You my Woman Crush Wednesday, 

And me your Man Crush Monday? 

Now that, would be glorious! 
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Eppy 
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24. Olda - #Desire 

6 years ago, on the second day I met you, I told you that you were 

beautiful. And I wanted to spend time with you. Curfew conspired 

against me. 

A year later, I stalked you on Facebook, to share my affection. 

Distance was my obstacle then. 

4 years ago, I invited you over for wine. We laughed, we tried to 

dance and we failed. Then we laughed about it some more. This time, 

I did say, “I want you.”  You said I was 10 minutes late. 

2 years ago, I spent a month walking kilometres a day to a 

dilapidated, downtown factory to see you. I mean, I didn’t think I’d 

need to say how into you I was; I could show you and you would 

know. All I got was second choice dinner reservations. 

6 months ago, I bared my soul as bluntly as I could, and asked you to 

be mine. This desire was so strong as to be consuming. You laughed. 

Damn. You laughed. 

Hope and expectation lead to the sinking feeling of unrequited 

affection. But, when a woman looks as beautiful as you do, how can I 

resist? As you were, 6 years ago, you are today and you will be 

tomorrow, 

 

The object of my #Desire 
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 Olda 
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Passion 
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“ 

You are as fine as grapes 

It’s never too late to have a sip of your juices 

- Valentine Makoni 
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25. #Centrefold 
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25. #Centrefold 
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26. Patience - #Respect 

You are a budding lawyer with ambition, tenacity and dedication. In 

fact, with a little more vanity, you could write your life story, as a 

motivational book! It would tell of a woman who is smart, discerning 

and full of integrity. A role model 

This is why I #respect you. 

You got nice plump lips. You got the type of lips that red lipstick was 

made for. Being a midget makes you portable. I want to lift you and 

carry you in every room of the house. Starting with the kitchen, the 

pantry in particular. You have grown curves that make me drool, with 

cute glasses that make me smile and a giggle that makes me blush. 

This is why I like you. 
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Patience 
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27. Alice - #Obsession 

When I think of you, it is with a fixated #obsession 

An obsession with your satirical wit 

A daunting temperament  

A volcanic sensuality 

 

An obsession with your rare but undeniable moments of 

vulnerability; sparsely handed out 

Your wildly disparate stylistic expressions; oscillating between 

corporate elegance and punk recklessness 

An obsession with your relentless ambition 

 

I think of the teenage girl I met all those years ago 

Who doesn’t break the rules 

So much as live without none 

Consumed by life 

And combusting all that might inhibit its utter and glorious 

indulgence 

 

I am obsessed, 

By a fantasy of an exciting human being 
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Alice 
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28. BlackLilly - #Captivating 

Through the art of female persuasion, I became a patron of Poetry 

on Thursday run by the Indaba Book Cafe. I remember talking to 

you during an interlude. You were languidly stirring your coffee, 

offhandedly speaking about being single and the burden of people. 

An understated demeanor with engaging ideas. 

The bait was set. 

At the end of the interlude, Blacklilly was called to the stage. You 

pushed away your half drunken cup, rolled your eyes and sauntered 

over to the stage. Hello BlackLilly! 

I was hooked. 

From the first second of your performance, I was drawn in. Your 

mere presence had me enwrapped. Your control of breath, speech 

and silence was mesmerizing. I barely remember the words you said. 

Or the title of the poem. Or the specifics of the content. It vaguely 

had something to do with sex. Did it even matter? 

It was #captivating. 

 

You are the embodiment of the magic of being black. Of the power 

of creativity. Of the hold that untamed energy has on those that enter 

its orbit and space. I am a fan of you. I am in awe of you. I am an 

unapologetic groupie of you! You have me spellbound, 

Hook, line and sinker. 
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BlackLily 
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29. Wildfire – #Paint 

#Paint you 

I want to paint you. 

 

Don’t stand still, 

Move. 

The abstract portrait reflects you 

It does not contain you. 

Immediate and incomplete 

 

Bright eyes 

Deep Purple hair 

Vibrant skin 

A laugh that sparkles your face 

I want to paint you 

To capture the life you exhale with your every breath 

 

Some silver subtlety for your sensuality  

Pink coloured petals to be peeled open 

Brown shadows of voluptuous flesh 

Some red hues for the fiery vixen simmering 
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WildFire 
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30. Beth- #Kiss 

A #kiss is such an intimate expression of affection 

A passionate kiss is the first confirmation of mutual attraction 

The lips of a woman can be a promise of bliss 

No wonder, the allure of good lipstick 

I met you in your Goth phase 

5 piercings on each ear 

3 metal accessories on each hand 

A smile that rarely appeared 

On full lips, with black lipstick 

Then, I talked to you 

I noticed the bubbly sweetness that is your personality 

Stripped of judgement and ego, you were delightful company 

Laughter from dawn till dusk 

On ridiculous puns on buns 

 

I heard whispers, that metal magnifies sensation 

I heard rumours, that the bud accelerates ecstasy 

I swooned everytime you spoke 

From your alluring lips, partly 

From your tongue ring, moreso! 

I like the sweet side of you, a lot 

But, I’m intrigued by the sexy side of you too, 

A mystery 
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Beth 
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31. Cynthia - #Grey 

You are a model 

I like that 

 

But I could never be your escort on the runway 

I have two left feet and bad posture 

I am allergic to glam and cosmetics 

I am clueless to trending fashion collections 

 

I want to take you away 

 

To secluded corners and quiet environs 

To spacious beds and soft pillows 

To chill music 

Indulged with too many sips of red wine 

 

I want to know you 

In slow conversations 

And revealing confessions 

 

I am attracted to your innocence 

My dark desires to your white purity 

Let’s make our own glorious shade of #grey 
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Cynthia 
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Cheeky 
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“ 

I want to kiss you with my eyes open. 

- Valentine Makoni 
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32. Vengesayi - #Soulmate 

“Let’s get married!”  
It was the silliest gag ever. Early in the social media era, on a spur of 

irreverent abandon, we changed our relationship status to married. 

We would have dates on Facebook 

Romantic getaways via text 

Bedroom talk on Gmail 

It was ecstasy  

Until you met someone, got hitched and I had to go back to being 

your abrasive, inappropriate, straight male friend. 

 

You are the person I can talk to when I don’t feel like talking, and 

then you will be abandoned for months as I indulge in my latest 

obsession. I have watched you mature with equal parts adoration and 

fascination.  

 

Because, married, single or something in-between, our relationship 

holds true. You are a #soulmate. 
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Vengesayi 
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33. Tanya - #Sweet 

On the 11th of October, it was my birthday. I didn’t put the 

notification on Facebook so people wouldn’t know. Some people 

knew, but a lot more didn’t, until you spilled. 

Snitch! 

But, I forgive you. I mean, you got that larger than life smile. You got 

those dramatic story telling skills that are so fun. And now the gym 

got you mad fit. 

Succulent. 

But, what I really like the most are the simple gestures you do in your 

unique Tanya way to show that you care. Like a slice of Italian cake 

that we have to share. You are my crush, because you are 

#Sweet 



 

86 

  

Tanya 
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34. Anele - #Attraction 

 

The law of #attraction is true 

What you set your mind to and will, 

With belief and faith, will happen 

Best done with good intentions of course 

Sometimes it is small 

Like you being a producer on SABC 2’s Big Debate 

Displaying extraordinary analytical skills to the nation 

Sometimes it’s something big 

Like you waiting for 7 years in to be my crush 

Either way, the law of attraction works 

Congrats, you deserve it. ☺ 
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Anele 
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Crushing 101 (Interlude) 
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• A gentleman never crushes and tells. 

 

• Question: Can you #WomanCrushWednesday a married 

woman? What is the crushing etiquette in these situations?  

 

• Crushes are more beautiful than affairs because there is no 

responsibility, no worry and no commitment. Just look at 

your crush and smile like an idiot. 
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35. Michelle - #Mami 

I’m crushing on you Mami! 

Man lives from birth to marriage 

Dread the ring 

If one can’t, one has to endure death 

 

You are a professional, one with a philanthropic heart 

You are worldly, knowing all about Dhlamini-Zuma 

You are an ambitious student, soon to be a Doctor 

But, I am really drawn to your passion 

 

Your passion in being a mother and a wife 

Smiling, laughing and living 

Sentimental about birthdays and anniversaries 

Some of them grave, some of them silly 

Going about wearing a Barney costume 

Not as a burden, but a blessing 

 

It’s Joy 

It’s beautiful 

I’m crushing on you #Mami! 
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Michelle 
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Six Lines  
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“ 

Six Lines provides a path to clarity. 

The poet is asked to force a whole flood of ideas into a little space. By 

its very structure, a lot of energy and spirit is fixed into the very fabric 

of the words. The result is surprisingly powerful. 

 

It has been our answer to the new world where attention is rare and 

has many competitors. It will be cruel to bombard a reader with long 

poems. Many will lose their concentration and drift into the place 

where all poets are labelled as cheap talkers. Six is not a magical 

number; it is an idea to change the world, a few words at a time. 

 

Join the chocolate and cheese planet of poets at PoetryGH to inspire 

the world. 

 

Emmanuel Kweitsu 

Creative Director 

PoetryGH (Ghana) 

 

 

 



 

95 

36. Stella - #Sunshine 

You bring colour, so much colour 

A brown melanin, telling of rich wholesomeness 

Your black hair, braided, screaming defiance 

Bits of blazing red, warning of your passion 

Some grey detail, whispering peculiar personality 

A hint of yellow, glowing West African #Sunshine 
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Stella 
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37. Faith – #Faith 

I want to indulge you 

In tears of laughter and absent mascara 

In minimal clothing and smudged lipstick 

In intellectual banter and bottomless silliness 

Becoming an inseparable pair, 

By choice not fate 

I want to take…a leap of #faith 
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Faith 
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38. Nella - #Unconventional 

I don’t want to sweep you off your feet 

But sway with you to the dancehall beat 

I like it when you call me names 

For I reveal my truth even in it’s ugly shades 

If I wait just a little, you might slip away 

A roving beauty of #unconventional appeal 
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Nella 
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39. Noma - #Like 

I #like your slender hands, and their chic wristbands 

I like your ripped jeans, and the style you embody 

I like your raspy voice, and the sweet words it speaks 

I like your short hair, and your natural look 

I fondly remember watching you cook chicken, 

And look forward to indulge in more of your flavour 
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Norma 
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40. Sboe - #Crushing 

Humbly crashing on dormitory floors 

Elegantly living in luxurious hotels 

Confidently strutting on the runway 

Boldly protesting on the street 

Excitedly clubbing with the squad 

It matters not who, where, what or how, 

I’m always #crushing on Sibo 
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Sboe 
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Montello  (Interlude) 

✓ You are cheap 

✓ You taste good 

✓ You relax me 

✓ You do not give me a headache the morning after 

✓ You are loyal 

Surely, my darling you are my #Montello 
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Asaph Edgar Photography 
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Less is More  
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“ 

We live in a world full of noise. Everyone and everything is trying to get 

our attention. Gadgets, advertisers, admirers, friends, family and even 

dead presidents. Often the flashiest catches the eye. The yellowbone 

beauty with a megawatt smile; the convenor with a title; or the model 

on the magazine cover. She is beautiful. Gorgeous even. And, being in 

awe of her is rightfully so. 

But, there is also the girl next door. The friend to the model. Quietly, yet 

passionately supportive of grand ambitions. With a pure heart, stripped 

of envy, a place of lovely companionship. 

Someone said five words is too little. Inadequate. I was livid! Poetry is 

the art of reducing books of prose into distilled lines, pregnant with 

meaning. Five words say so much. But, even more so, they say what 

needs to be said without getting in the way. This isn’t about me. This is 

about you. And the fact that you are mad attractive. 

This is about rejecting the notion you need bright lights, megapixel 

cameras and red bottoms to be the object of affection. This is about 

revealing that the discerning eye will give you your attention. For, in a 

world full of noise, the bustle of life blurring our sight, 

You too deserve the spotlight. 
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41. Sharon – #Spotlight  

 

 

 

 

You too, deserve the #spotlight 
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Sharon 
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42. Tadiwa – #Glow 

When the sun wraps around you, 

You do not burn, 

You #glow  

I am blinded by your halo 
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Tadiwa 
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43. Hannah – #Dread 

I’m into you 

From #dread to toe  
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Hannah 
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44. Panashe - #Silence 

 

 

You know you enjoy someone’s company when you take pleasure in 

shared #silence 
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Panashe
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Crushes and Choices 
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“ 

There’s a devil under my bed 

There’s a monster in my head 

There’s a virus in my heart 

At night they join forces 

And poison me with an imagination  

Of life with you 

But in the morning, they are gone 

And I am sane 

- Sherryl Mercy 
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Peace (Interlude) 
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When I speak, I fear my crush won’t like my voice 

Or my girl won’t like my vice 

Or my dad will shun his son 

I seek solace in my expression 

Each word, piercing silence, 

Is a brick on the wall of fear that falls 

 

But, lately, my inspiration has deserted 

The baritone of my voice vanished 

The glimmer in my eye dimmed 

The bashfulness of my tone gone 

Writer’s block mutes my words 

I know why and it pains my heart 

Full of contempt of my audience 

Expectant or disengaged 

Suffocating my creativity with expectation or apathy 

Humans with compassion and empathy  

Or mortals, clouded by politics and ego 

Each word I speak, is a battle of will 

Between hope and despair 

I hope to find peace, inner peace 

From the girl whose smile drips with charm 

I hope to find peace, as each word I speak 

Finds a place of rest in your heart 
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45. Nomthie Moyo - #Slimthick 

Today’s got me crushing on your Ndebele waist 

Appreciating the curves that make you #Slimthick 

Poetry on Thursday got so many classic throwbacks 

Immersed in the city culture of women, wine and words 

Ratchetry on Friday is a blast 

Black Motion’s fortune teller moving you body and soul 

You have me in a spell, 

Saturday shopping for shoes 

Sunday confessionals are dear 

Breakfast conversations are real 

You cure my Monday Blues, 

Walking on random railway tracks is a reliable remedy 

Thank you for yesterday, 

Bonding over bargain pizza made for a terrific Tuesday 

So, I celebrate you today 

Coz you my Woman Crush Wednesday 
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Nomthie 
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46. Mneka Aelita - #Unique (By Mthokozisi Mabhena) 

Most women deserve to be Women Crush Wednesday. But some are 

unique and one has to celebrate them differently as a Woman Crush 

Thursday. 

I confess that I don’t do much of these posts. But once in a while 

one meets people who are out of this world. #Unique. People who 

make one pause & admire the beauty of existence. 

 I am crushing on you this Thursday for a plethora (yes, English is 

our mother) of reasons. Firstly, I don’t know much about goddesses 

neither am I a believer in Roman mythology, but you have a touch of 

Venus. A black and bold Venus; the goddess of beauty. A beauty that 

transcends humanity and reveals divinity. 

Secondly, I am a huge believer in straight, no holds barred, 

conversations. Your blunt talk is legendary. A daughter of Chronos! 

At times your truth is soothing, but at times it’s brutal. 

You have achieved more in the last few months than I have achieved 

in 7 lifetimes combined. You are published now; with your story 

being the first to be featured in the award winning anthology, 

“Students Eye: Perspectives on Campus Culture.” You’ve electrified 

the crowd with your masterpiece spoken word presentations at the 

Academy of Music, Garden Bristo and TechVillage. 

Maybe at times we go far looking for people to celebrate. I, for one, 

would always look to Uncle Sam and celebrate Lady Gaga or look in 
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Britain and celebrate Tracy Ifeachor… 

But there is this friend and debate colleague of mine I choose to 

celebrate. Mneka Shaura Aelita Mbanje!!! 

  

Mneka 
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47. Nomvuzo - #Delicate 

The Victorian stairs by the Student Centre at the University of 

Witwatersrand are forever entwined with indelible memories.  

Of running up and down during orientation week under the loud 

bark of a senior’s “FRESHMAN!” 

Of standing in a council of men, making a pact to reunite in the 

future and rebuild our country. 

Of slipping and falling while a cosmopolitan group of sophisticated 

peers giggled and pointed. Humiliating. 

Of playing a game, “My father is richer than yours because….” Well, 

maybe not playing, but uncomfortably listening along as friends 

indulged in juvenile jostling. 

But of all the moments that my mind recalls, it is one that my heart 

remembers most fondly. On a chilly winter night, with the stars dim 

and the crowds dispersed the concrete jungle of this ancient 

institution conspires to remind me of my miniaturization. Yet a voice 

was behind me. Small. Almost a gentle whisper, but unmistakably 

directed at me. 

“Hey.” 

“Hey.” I replied, channelling all my years of practice in the dating 

technique of smooth fake confidence. 

“You were great at debate today,” she said. 

“Oh?” For a man being complimented on speaking well, I wasn’t 
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doing a good job of backing that up. 

“Yes. You were,” she insisted. “I especially liked the structure of your 

speech.” 

“You must be new there; I have never seen you before?” Including 

today. But I was not going to confess that to my newest fan! 

 

“Yes I am. Nomvuzo.” 

A delicate hand. Everything about her was delicate. Not weak or 

small or fragile. #Delicate. Channelling the historic purity of 

femininity.  

 “Valentine.” 

She paused, and then made to walk away. I could not let her do that. 

So I found my voice. “What made you join the society?” And so it 

began. 

She spoke to me with an ease that was infectious. Her confidence 

had this way of making everything she said sound urgent. Like, you 

needed to hear this now. Yet, it wasn’t always with the convectional 

wisdom of “real issues.” Not politics or feminism or black 

consciousness. The mundane. The ordinary ambitions, dreams and 

anxieties of a teenager blooming to become an adult in a world that 

continues to ask you what you have to give. 

We climbed the ancient stairs of the Science stadium as she told me 

of her will to speak better. Gain more confidence. Of how she hoped 

the Society would prepare her for class presentations. We strolled 
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through the pavement of the Math block as she regaled me with tales 

of her high school and all the unique and wonderful things she did 

there. 

As we sauntered the green lawns, she asked about me. About my 

name, and my favourite colour. We entered the colossus Great Hall, 

side by side, deep in conversation. Frames of famous people, great 

discoveries and punishing tutorial rooms listened in to an enamoured 

second year student bond with delightful fresher. 

I found myself on the second floor. I did not know how we got here 

or where we were going. I checked to see if she did. She did not. 

Cute. So, I led her through the passageway looking for a warm 

enclave. I settled on a small tutorial room with the lights out. Held 

her hand, guided her in and closed the door. 

“Nooo… I’m scared,” she protested. I could hear a hint of fear in 

that. But I could also hear that she knew that she was fine. I told 

myself it was because she was with me. Yes. 

“C’mon… just a little bit. We will leave soon.” 

Silence. I could hear the rhythm of hear breathing. Steady. 

“So, tell me what else you are scared of?” I was curious. 

“The dark,” she chuckled. “But you already know that.” 

 

“What are you afraid of?” She countered. 

*Asking to kiss you* I thought. No way was I going to say it! I 

wanted to, but I was shook to death. 
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“Exams.” Honest, but a little dry.  

“Me too.” Her face fell. We were Wits students after all. The mood 

was killed and I did not know how to save it. 

 

“Let’s get out of here,” I offered my hand. She took it, which felt 

good. It felt good to be close to her. It felt good to give her a 

smidgen of comfort. 

 

 “I’m from Kwazulu Natal.” 

“I’m from Zimbabwe.” 

 “My name is a mix of Zulu and Xhosa.” 

“I have no idea how to pronounce that!” 

“C’mon try!!” 

“I can’t!” 

A couple hours later, we rested sore feet sitting by the stairs of the 

science block. Her face was distracted as she looked down on me. I 

think she liked me. 

The bright light of the hallway brought her beauty into stark contrast. 

She had rad ginger hair, cut short and framing her beautiful face. 

Delicate, like her hands. Soft, proportional features. I really liked her 

eyes. I liked her lips too. Her nose was cute, I liked that. I liked her. I 

liked Nomvuzo. 

 “Guys here are so rude.” 

“C’mon, that includes me too!” 

“Yeah, you too!” 
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“What did I do?” 

“You know… Ok, ok. Maybe not you. Yet! But guys here are sooo 

rude.” 

 

It was way past midnight now, and we were on the porch by Men’s 

Res. She was sitting and I was standing. She looked up at me. 

“I am attracted to your intelligence.” 

 

Yes, she definitely likes me. With a tentative hand, I pulled her to me. 

I kissed her. Her lips tasted so sweet it perked my senses. Dead in the 

middle of the night, with others sleeping, I felt alive. Deep in that 

embrace, with my eyes closed, I felt awake. 

 

She gently pulled me in with a hand on my shoulder. I loved kissing 

her.  

“You are awesome,” I confessed. 

She replied in Zulu. My heart melted. Stimulating words of 

affirmation from an exotic beauty. Intoxicating. 

It was late. So, I escorted Nomvuzo to her place. She went up onto 

her toes, gave me a perk on the lips and demanded that I call her. She 

did not have to. I had to see her again. 

I thought this as I watched her bounce her petite frame through the 

turnstiles with a lopsided grin on my face.  
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Nomvuzo 
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48. Dionne Ruramai - #Everything  

You are #everything 

You are the stars that shine in people’s darkest times; think about 

how many people you have saved just by your presence in their life. 

You are light. 

You being there has saved someone from a darkness that would have 

drowned them. 

You are hilarious. 

And, that’s a need. No one likes a person without a sense of humour. 

And your mind!!! 

Your mind, child. I pray the day you die it’s donated to a research 

centre and neurologists can marvel at God and his mastery. 

You are black. You are white. You are perfect. You are not. You are 

red. You are black. You are beautiful. You are not. And, that’s ok too 

Valentine. Sometimes, we are EVERYTHING and at the same time, 

we are NOTHING. That’s the irony of life, and that’s ok. 

So, take each day as it comes. Breathe the little air you can. Don’t 

suffocate your mind with an illusion of wanting to be happy. 

Happiness isn’t a destination. It’s not a place that exists where 

everything is funny and there are pink roses; and music is played with 

harps, by women with long hair dressed in long white satin. 

Happiness is black and white and perfect and not. Happiness is the 
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pretty low lows and the Tuesday mornings when you come out of 

them. 

Happiness is the people who love us and what’s good for us and who 

never tell us. Like me, loving you and wishing you all the happiness 

that I know doesn’t exist. 

Happiness is waking up at 5 am and praying to God and the peace 

that floods you after that. 

Happiness is walking 10 km into town because you can’t afford 

transport money. And sometimes, Happiness is buying 5 bottles of 

Montello because in that moment you can afford to. Drinking it with 

your cousin Mike on your way to Harare, listening to Winky D’s new 

album. 

Valentine, happiness is everything and nothing at the same time. And 

that’s ok too. 

- From the girl with the ginger hair. 
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Dionne 
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Sunday Reflections (Interlude) 

Sometimes I struggle with self love. In fact, I often do. Its hard to 

feel accomplished, worthy, validated. 

I say this because; I’m not the only one who struggles with self 

appreciation. I meet people, daily, who worry stress and fret. About 

their bodies, their finances, their careers, their autonomy, their 

relationships. Or lack thereof. 

I say this too, because what often replenishes me are the gentle words 

of encouragement from friends and family. It is the hug here, the 

smile there, the text that you get. Words of care. 

Tell someone you care. Show love. Hold a hand. Smile. For in small 

ways, we can make big differences in people’s lives. 
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Monday Blues (Interlude) 
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I cannot write about you 

And I finally figured out why 

All I can think of is us 

 

I fail to reconcile the pain, hurt and guilt 

Of how we are not together 

With the purity, beauty and light 

Of whom you are 

 

I feel so intensely when I think of you 

Talk to you 

Pour myself into you. Or the idea of you 

Or the memories of you 

 

The colours are blurred 

Without contrast 

But bright 

Very bright 

A blinding light 
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Joseleene – #LOVE. (Interlude) 

There are many ways to listen to music. TV is ok, earphones are 

better; in the car with Joseleene is the best. I know its only 1 picture, 

but this was celebrating all the times we have gone crunk to 

HUMBLE. As family, it’s clear that it’s in our DNA.  

You are sweet, you are funny and you are cute. Even on bad hair 

days! Lots of LOVE. 
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Joseleene and  Josephine

Joseleene 
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49. RJ - #feel 

I hate being alone, but I prefer it to being coupled with someone in 

an awkward way. It’s a mix of insecurity at my own shortcomings and 

outsized lust for more. I say this because asking you to be my 

girlfriend was an impulsive risk I wanted to take. To accept my own 

emotions that spoke to me being attracted to you, while choosing to 

focus on my desire for you above my fear of relationships. 

I ramble. 

I ramble often because I’m afraid of honesty until I am convinced 

nothing is more powerful than truth. Then when I try and speak, it’s 

a torrent of jumbled and awkward emotions, which barely make 

sense to me, trying to make them make sense to someone else. 

You told me you are not a fantasy. 

I have never forgotten that. I judge myself on that idea. Often, 

almost daily. I struggle with long distance and the fact that I can’t see 

you. Touch you. Kiss you with passion. Hold your hands in silence as 

I lie in your lap. 

I struggle with the sincerity of my words to you. The gravity of the 

words unsaid. 

I struggle with reconciling that you are mine and I am yours and yet 

we are so powerless about it. 

I wanted an open relationship because I have an unbridled sense of 
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lust and affection for women. A wandering eye that thrills and fills 

me with guilt in equal measure. 

But, a sensitivity and tenderness I know I have but don’t use enough. 

To know you, deeply. To listen to you, often. To care for you, always. 

Its not fate, its choice. 

I am not guided by predestination. Where I subvert to the universe to 

determine what should be. Then, now or tomorrow. But, I made a 

choice to be with you because you are beautiful, intelligent and funny. 

But mostly, deeply emotional in a detached sort of indulgence. 

I don’t know how to feel. I don’t know if you know either. But, when 

I do feel, my heart is happy because of you, even now. I want you to 

know, 

I like you. 
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RJ 
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RJ 
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Valentine Makoni is a Zimbabwean born creative and entrepreneur  

studying towards a degree in Insurance and Risk Management . 

#49Crushes, A Visual Album, started, and remains,  as a social media 

trend of posting (about) a  favourite person every Wednesday using the 

hashtag #WomanCrushWednesday. The project’s aim was to celebrate 

the friends and family on a daily basis. The author now passes the baton 

to you, celebrate your treasured person – whilst they are alive. The 

#49Crushes project continues online, Check it out on: 

www.valentinemakoni.com. 

Engage the author on social media and email, as posted in the first page.  

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

http://www.valentinemakoni.com/
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THE END 

 

 


