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It is with much excitement that I present to you, the

public, Every Nation Church Grahamstown's first

edition of Meraki Mag Online. In these next ten pages

you'll find work that was either written during our

weekly writer's workshops, or that was inspired by said

workshops' prompts.  

The second best thing about this magazine is feeling

such pride at personally knowing such a amazing,

diverse writers, who can all see the same prompt and

create such different delightfully-surprising works. But

my favourite thing is seeing how each writer's voice

speaks about their God in different ways - overtly,

subtly, quietly, loudly, boldly, gently... There are so

many facets of the Creator to be found in the creativity

of His children, and I sincerely hope these pieces make

you stop and think about life and the One who gives it

in ways you haven't thought of it before.  

I hope some of these pieces will inspire others to join

our group and/or participate in Edition Two at the end

of 2018.  

Happy reading! Please feel free to redistribute this

where you feel it should go.  
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Know Who You Are 

Tangled in the midst of familiar strangers 
Who am I? 
Fondling in each bump of solitary shoulders 
Who are You? 
Budded in the womb of the silent streams  
Who are We? 

Ever looked in the mirror and wonder who lies
at the other end? 
Which destiny lays in its eyes? 
Which charities flies in its path of skies? 

Well if it skipped your mind; 

You are greatness 
You are truth 
You are a thousand trillion cells contemplating
it's soul so pure 

You're a dream 
You're a king 

Worth all in all this world can breed 

Worth each chance, each glance, each cent 

Each second's burst in mounts distance  
Each atom brewed in a heart's instance 

You! Are a miracle  
You! Are the the future 

The future looks clearer; 
when you... 

Know Who You Are 

By LeeAnah  

The Private Dinner 

Lady Wisdom invited Simpleton Sally to a private 
dinner. 
She noticed that the silly girl was always searching 
yet never finding, forever learning but never knowing. 

Simpleton Sally was given a cup of spiced wine. 
She gulped down the flavours of common sense and 
the aromas of discretion. 
Finally, her eyes could see and her ears could hear. 

Lady Wisdom served a generous portion of meat on a 
platter made of silver and ivory. 
Like a knife through butter, it was soft to chew and 
smooth to swallow. 

Sally's belly was filled with the glory of ignoring 
insults and the prudence of parting with mockers.   

With a dollop of pure honey in Sally's mouth, her 
words became few and seasoned. 

She did not return to her Folly like a dog returns to its 
vomit. 
She learnt the secret of the wise; 
The Truth is a coy and demure labyrinth. Its compass 
is honesty. 
Its map is sincerity. 

Lady Wisdom gave Sally a recipe disguised as a riddle 
that only the kind can decipher... 

What do you want more than anything in this world? 
Here. It is yours. 
How does it feel to have it? 
Does  it fill up the empty cracks in your soul? 
Has the longing stopped its throbbing? 
Has the pining stopped its aching? 

An injured dog will bite the hand that tries to heal it. 
Bats have their caves and birds have their nests. 
Where will you go to rest your head? 
Will you lick your wounds or are you coming home? 
Tell me, what do you want more than anything in this 
world?

By Donna Mokae 
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Tomorrow 

I will see you tomorrow my friend. 
Tomorrow, 
When I'm free to entertain you and your jokes, 
To marvel at your smile, 
Your beauty, 
Oh but you are beautiful! 
To me, 
You are so special. 
You crossed time and space 
To be with me in my time of need. 
You touched me with you words, 
Soothing me with your gentle voice. 
You sang for me, 
You prayed for me, 
Your words lovingly embraced me. 

Do I love you? 
Perhaps, 
What is love anyway? 
You asked me and you told me at the same time. 
It is meaningless... 
Perhaps, 
It is not for you. 
Now you say, 
I know you will change your mind. 
When you do... 
I won't say I told you so. 
I won't say it is about time, 
I will say: 
Love like sadness, like pain, like suffering, 
Cannot be explained 
We feel it, 
We contemplate it, 
We demand it, 
We reject it, 
We give it a face, 
We give it a name, 
We try to understand it,

By Jamela Hoveni   

But often become disillusioned. 

I have known it in some shape or form. 
Therefore, I can say that I recognize it. 
I know its warmth 
I know its security, 
It’s affirming nature. 
Sometimes it can travels through distance 
and time to comfort in times of sorrow. 
To give strength in times of weakness, 
To be daring, 
To be bold even when it is denied. 
When one says, 
I cannot love you, 
I don't know how to love you, 
I will not love you. 
Most of the time, 
They tell it, they tell me. 
You are not allowed to love, 
How dare you! 
At such times I smile secretly, 
And I say, 
I love you. 
It is a statement of fact, 
You do what you want with it, 
But loving you, 
It gives me hope. 
It gives me strength. 
It gives me something to look toward to, 
Much like our chats, 
Who knew, 
Those conversations in secret, 
Those words we exchanged, 
Who knew their significance? 
Not me, not even you. 

I'll see you tomorrow my friend. 
When I can tell you all about this. 
My love, my life, my struggles. 
My pain and my suffering. 
Tomorrow.



Dictionary Entries Pt 1 

Writing, n. I never knew something could
simultaneously be the source of so much
joy and so much envy until, in the midst
of putting pen to paper, I made the
mistake of glancing at what others have
made their words do. They must pay their
muses better than I do mine for their
words to come out with breath-taking,
magical punches.   ...Cheaters. 

Switch, v. "Just flick me from bad to good
already. I'm tired of failing." "I love souls,
not robots."  

By Various Anons  
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Fly  

The scars in your eyes had more than a tale
to tell 
The depth of your cry heard from the valley
shadows scratched the deaf ears hearts 
The scent of your mediocre sweat consumed
the minds of the lost 

With the science of pain, you hid your soul
in aches of laughter 
Drawn in the fed up mind was a  grace
outcast in the flock of flowers  
Drained in stream partters', a coiled stone
heart lays in the melodic  shallows of the
deeps 
Sands sung in clay paths with a voice of
null serpentine breezes  
Clouds proud within their drought; darkened

In the silent skies pierce thee; thy pleasant
heart 
How I pray 
Art ties in bonds of thunders 
Break of the waste of wonders 
Dream... 
Fonfeathers; 
Flea... 
Heart breakers; 
Bleed... 
Passionate Lovers; 
Kiss... 

Oh! Young Soul; 
Heal..

By LeeAnah 

Indian Ocean 

On a Wednesday morning 
I saw the sun rise from your East side. 
I walked on the empty Hamburg beach 
and remembered the warning. 
I've seen how the poor live; 
those who deny Christ and don't have  
enough to eat. 
But others still grow rich; 
never burnt by the sun's heat. 
I came because I forgot what it means to 
be pure and untainted. 
To stand in the light naked and unscented. 
I've come to your great waters to remember
what we have in common. 
Like you I was also created by God. 
My limits were also established by Him. 
You can go no further than the shore. 
I can go no further than my faith

By Donna Mokae  
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Son 

What a joy to have a son. 
What a joy is Ikeno. 

Ikeno, 
Before you were born God had set you apart for
me. 
I knew you before you were born, he said; 
Before you took your first breath. 
Before your tiny heart started beating in your
mothers womb, 
Before you were even a thought or an idea. 
I knew you. 
He knew you and he set you apart to be the
unique person you are. 
Strong willed and determined; 
Joyful and bubbly. 
Today my cup runeth over. 

I think about you constantly.  
Every time I think about you, I write.  
Every moment of everyday. 
By the time you are old enough to read I would
have written a thousand miles of words. 
I write to you daily about my love. 
The invisible cord that binds us together. 
The umbilical cord that can never be severed. 
The thread weaving its way, from one
generation to the next; 
Ikeno, Mama Ikeno, Kokwana, Kokwana
xinguwe. 

Being separated from you cuts me up into pieces. 
As mothers we hope to never leave our children
and so my heart is in pieces. 
I live with the pain and grief daily. 
It is my daily punishment. 
Every morning, it is my bitter medicine. 

By Jamela Hoveni   

During the day it is the thorn on my side. 
At night it is the ghost that haunts me. 
The thief in the night that steals my joy. 
Yet it can’t have my joy. 
I offer you, my heart and my soul to 
heaven. 
I offer you in prayer. 
In thanks giving, in gratitude, I offer you, 
my beloved. 
For I know the desires of your heart says 
the lord. 
What the lord has started, will come to 
pass. 

Rejoice in me, says the lord. 
To fight for joy is to fight for you and so I 
write furiously. 
I write on my hand, on paper, on a 
serviette, I write furiously on the wall, 
covering every corner. 
My soul like the ancient scriptures are 
marked by an indelible ink. 
I write: 
Love, joy, goodness and mercy shall 
follow me all the days of my life. 
I will dwell in the house of the lord 
forever and ever. 

I write because one day you will read me 
and understand. 
Understand that sometimes it is necessary 
to live apart from those you love. 
Indeed love calls us in different directions. 
Yet, 
Yet in the midst of all this we must strive 
to hold on to each other. 
Comforted by his goodness and mercy. 
We must strive for joy and rejoice in our 
lord, 
In his infinite goodness.



Origami in a Cage 
By Ryan Blandin de Chalain 
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Life is not always what it is perceived to be. 
There are seasons, cycles and changes; new 
starts and old endings. What happens today 
cannot be a prediction for the life of 
tomorrow. Yet our reactions to these changes 
can dictate our future and guide our 
perceptions; whether for the positive or the 
negative. 

It is and always has been our choice to 
decide! 

For me, my life has had many changes, 
seasons and cycles, with them always 
seeming to gravitate between either freedom 
or imprisonment. 

But true understanding always starts with 
the beginning. 

My beginning starts with a seed. No, I am 
not the seed, but without the seed I could 
never have begun. You see, the seed was the 
source of life for the Pine tree; yet for that 
life to begin, the seed first had to die. 

The Pine tree was not an individual on its 
own, but rather a community working in 
collaboration for life and nourishment of 
them all. I was a part of that community; the 
central figure, the supporting beam, the 
trunk of the tree. My role was to become 
large, strong and firm in my structure. This 
was a necessity for the whole community 
and their dependence limited my freedom. 
They all had the choice of where to grow, 
how to do it, their direction and ultimate 

form. All were dependent upon that form 
dictated to me. It was a kind of imprisonment, 
yet one I chose to embrace for them. 

A season changed! 

Where I had been standing tall and majestic, I 
was now felled and fallen. I was amputated 
from the roots, severed from the branches; 
isolated and tortured with my consciousness 
scattered into each piece that was ripped 
apart. All choices were taken and I 
mournfully longed for the freedom I had once 
called imprisonment. Chaos and confusion 
ruled supreme, constantly awash in bitter 
pain. Life was forever altered and I had to 
submit to whatever each day chose for me. 

My final conclusion through this whole 
ordeal was to become a sheet of paper. From a 
mighty trunk to a lowly paper; blank, open 
and empty. My life became me merely 
awaiting for some person to give it purpose 
and meaning. 

Despite the extreme suffering that had 
brought me to this place, I took heart that my 
life could still have meaning to someone. I 
could be used for something majestic, 
inspirational or visionary; to bring joy or 
fulfillment to someone’s life. For life had 
taken all choices from me, but the endless 
possibility was a much needed lifeline to a 
concept of freedom. 

The next season came. Not with pen, pencil or 
paint to alter my expectant face but with pain 
and confusion once again. For I was picked 
up, folded over and my new side ruthlessly 
crushed. I could not begin to understand what 
was occurring with each new fold, bend, 



Continued from page six... 
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position and adjustment. I stilled my 
frustration and resentment, choosing but to 
wait and see, for what choice did I have. 

Realisation arose as my altered structure 
became more complete, for there was a plan 
behind each fold. 

The final form appeared, my transformation 
complete. I was a crane; an Origami Crane! 
I was given purpose again in shape, freedom 
in form with outstretched wings. This 
unexpected turn gladdened me. For beauty 
and artistry had been created, a freedom and 
purpose was offered and gratefully taken. 

My creator then lifted me and portrayed me to 
what would become my final pedestal for 
display. A Bird’s Cage! He placed me within 
and clanged the doors behind me. 

The irony was remarkable and yet so 
descriptive of my life. For I was granted 
freedom in form but imprisonment in 
placement. 

Ultimately though, I could not think of a 
more suitable finale and a more perfect 
display descriptive of this life. I was 
gladdened by my Creator’s imagination!

The above piece is inspired by this creative commons picture sourced from http://writingexercises.co.uk/
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Dictionary Entries Pt 2 

Word, n. I sit down to give You sentiment, and all
my adjectives suddenly pin-scatter away. None of
them want to come forward to try and tack
themselves onto a concept much bigger than words
themselves. So, in messy and and with sheepish-
loving heart, I'll create words for you. You're
jugglingulous. You're soruimniflix. Your love is
whumfing-warm and umphing-strong and I am

By Various Anons natporiously glad and thankful that one of the 
words You created and keep speaking meaning 
into is the name You gave me. 

Coup, n. I imagined the overthrow of the throne to 
be violent, bloody, painful. But it was the silent 
approach of a wise king, who scooped the sleeping 
princess from the too-big chair where she should 
not have been and tucked her in with a kiss into 
the bed that was specially made for her.



Word Prompts 
By Lauren Stanley 
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Resurface 

Ready? Set? … …no. 
Some days are just no. They require all the 
usual things; getting up, being human, going 
through the motions, ‘accomplishing’ stuff, 
drinking water. But we say “no”. Our body 
says no. Our soul screams it with every ounce 
of life left there – “NO!” “NO!” “NO!” And then 
we’re basically dead. 
Let us go. There we go. Down down down. 
We’re lost. Gone. Under the weight of that 
heavy. It’s on our chest, in our ears, over our 
head. Can’t see. Can’t breathe. Breathing is for 
others. Not for us. It’s heavy on our chest, in 
our chest. Take me away from here. …but don’t 
touch me. Leave me here. I can handle it. 
Maybe tomorrow I’ll resurface. Tomorrow… 
tomorrow… tomorrow. That’s where life is. 
What a great place. We don’t have much hope 
in it anymore though. I don’t think it even 
asks us if we’re ready anymore. It knows the 
answer. And it never seems to really come. 
Well, it never brings much more than today. 
And we’ve been through this already. How do 
we resurface anyway? It’s so heavy and dark 
down here. It’s numb and …there are no stairs. 
There is no light; no path or passage or trail. 
No horizon or sky or ground. Nothing. 
Nothing. Nothing. 
What is up? What is down? 
Hope is that yellow glow in the distance. 
Sometimes it’s there. Sometimes we can’t see it. 
Sometimes it’s just nothing. 
Sometimes… Maybe it is coming nearer. Maybe 
it will reach us. That is how we’ll get out. 
We hang onto a glow. We will resurface.

Graveyard shift 

This is a place full of Ghosts and full of 
potential. This is the time when ideas are 
sprung. The brain is different after the sun 
has been asleep for a good few hours. We 
could have moved somewhere else, could 
have said those things that burned in our 
chests. We could have. Here lie the hearts that 
could have loved more, music and books that 
should have been written, dances that weren’t 
danced. We Guard what is left behind. It’s all 
Grey; Gushing through the night air. The 
night sits on you like a cloak. It makes you 
feel heavy and safe in chorus. Sometimes it’s 
a time riddled with Ghouls and Guinee Fowl, 
maybe some Grouse – whiskey – a good time 
for whiskey. Tomorrow has snuck up on you. 
You never saw it coming. How can it arrive 
without the sun? Garish, that’s all the 
morning is after the heavy cloak of dark 
mornings and too much coffee, too many 
biscuits; justified by the lack of time and lack 
of sleep and lack of real light and the Glaring 
fake light of the bulb that wheezes 
incessantly. It’s louder when the rest of the 
world sleeps, like it’s protesting that you’re 
making it work as hard as you and your 
procrastination. At least we have this night. 
We were Given a Gift; work that takes us 
through the tunnel of time; changing. The 
seamless roll of one day to the next; magical 
to ‘have to’ witness such a thing. Now it’s 
Gone. The day or the night? What came? 
What went? Giving-up. Growing up. Going. 
Where are we going?      Forward. To the Gold 
we march. To the drum of the money we 
swing our arms and legs. We seek what 
Glitters when we should rather run after what 
is Green. Green is Gift, like life, like the night. 
Glitch. How can nights be so long?
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The Funeral 
By Karabo Baloyi 
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It’s Friday afternoon. I’ve just returned from school, 
and I am almost buzzing with relief and excitement 
for the weekend ahead. By excitement, I mean I 
cannot wait to dig into the book I just pulled out from 
the library five minutes before the bus speeds away 
without me. Running at the speed of light, or an old 
lazy dog that thinks it is still a hunk, I manage to 
make it to the bus, angry bus driver and learners 
looking at me as if I may have some form of leprosy. 
It was worth it, okay. I digress. I’m at home and I 
throw myself into cleaning and laundry, whizzing 
about my tiny house making it look spotless before 
momma bear gets home. I also want to take a bath 
before she gets here so I don’t end up on the receiving 
end of a tongue lashing about water wastage. 

All too soon my dreams are shattered when I hear the 
familiar loud voice of the boss of the house walking 
in already barking orders. My mind starts wandering 
from determined domestic work to extreme 
melancholy; I’m talking worse than the lovesick Duke 
Orsino’s realisation of unrequited love and stuff. 

Anyway, I pull myself together, smile at the woman I 
call my mother and ask why she’s home so early. 
“Helang! Have you forgotten we have a funeral to get 
to?” Funeral, what funeral? I don’t have to say this; 
my face says it all. “Helang, Karabo,” she continues, 
“I told you that Malume [insert random Sesotho name] 
the one we saw [insert random event] passed away 
and we need to go show our support.” By support, this 
lady means peeling some evil vegetable like the onion 
or butternut; you know the one no one wants to touch 
but everyone wants to eat. By peeling I mean 
removing all skin of the vegetable in sight, slicing and 
chopping into as tiny pieces as possible, putting said 
vegetables into an enormous pot, rinsing three to five 
times and being commanded away to start the process 
on another unsuspecting vegetable. 

Okay, my weekend has died a death more painful 
than most of the characters in Hamlet, but my face 
cannot dare show it. Freedom of expression is not 
allowed in this house. I carry on cleaning as quickly 

possible, take a quick bath (I hate quick baths; I’m 
more of a soaker) and dress in a modest ankle-length 
skirt, a black long-sleeved top and an old head wrap. 
We grab a knife each and we’re out. 

Fast-forward to the place where my weekend dreams 
went to die, AKA the home of the deceased. It is 
organised chaos at its best. The women are huddled 
together among the vegetables, already picking the 
easiest ones to dissect. This all depends on seniority 
and a quick game of “who has the meanest looking 
face”. That is how we, the young victims of this 
moment, end up with the onions and butternut. The 
men are all either sitting back lazily waiting for the 
cow to arrive or already doing a bit of chasing the 
beast and running from it while trying to tie it down 
and slaughter the poor thing. I have a theory that cows,
especially those chosen for funerals, are racist. Have 
you seen how berserk they go when hauled off those 
trailers? I’ve seen a cow chase six grown men down a 
narrow township street, knock down a brick wall, 
totally write off an unsuspecting stranger’s car and 
fight off a group of full grown men. These were all 
different cows, in different funerals. Again, I digress. 

So there we are on a Friday evening chopping 
vegetables when all of us would much rather be 
somewhere else. Why are we here, you ask? Why didn’t 
we protest the order to come to this house and why 
don’t we just leave the vegetables halfway chopped and 
rinsed for others to come and deal with them later? 
This is the social phenomenon of funerals in the 
townships. Almost every week, many people, young 
and old, are subjected to spending their Friday evenings 
preparing for the funeral the next day. Different tasks 
are given to different people all to ensure that, come 
Saturday afternoon when the masses return from the 
graveyard, all of them get a plate full of food, juice and, 
depending on your social status and relation to those in 
charge of the food, several scones to sweeten your 
Saturday afternoon. 

Never mind how much your sweet Saturday makes our 
Friday so bitter. And that’s just the day before. There’s 
still the funeral day to go. 

Even though we arrived home quite late last night from 
the deceased’s home after an evening of peeling and 
chopping, my mom wakes me up ridiculously early. It 



Continued from page nine... 
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is Saturday morning and I would love to curl my toes 
and sleep for as long as I can. “Hurry up, we’re going 
to be late!” And so the rush begins. From trying to 
pick out an outfit she won’t make me take off 
immediately to gobbling down bread and peanut butter 
before we leave (who has time to make breakfast on a 
Saturday morning?), there is slight madness going 
around in the house as everyone tries to get ready at 
the same time. 

“Remember to dress decently; you can’t be 
embarrassing the family.” By decently, my mother 
means I need to wear a skirt that reaches my ankles 
and a top reaching my wrists. She won’t say this 
directly, but she prefers it if I cover my head and not 
wear any jewellery. What should my younger brother 
wear? Oh, anything, if he even wants to attend the 
funeral. 

After devouring the peanut buttered bread and tea 
breakfast and getting ready, we’re off to the funeral 
and to my weekend’s final resting place. 

One thing I will never understand is why my mother 
insists on us leaving 07:30 if the funeral is said to 
begin at 08:00 -  the funeral NEVER begins on time. 
We always arrive and there are about five people 
waiting outside with us, wondering what is going on. 
Only after about 20 minutes of waiting does the 
service actually start, usually with no more than 10 
people other than the immediate family and the 
pastors who are to lead the service. 

Funerals are filled with emotion and no one can deny 
that they’ve felt a little sad at one. They’re able to 
make you think of how you’re living your life and 
whether you’ll be satisfied at the end of it. Funerals 
tend to make me think of whether I have people in 
life who’ll miss me when I die. Not in the Augustus in 
The Fault in Our Stars, who for a while wanted to be 
remembered, kind of way, but just one person 
sincerely longing for me after I pass on will be 
indicator of a life well lived. 

The service draws to a close and the masses head to 
the cemetery. Remember that food we were toiling 
over last night? It’s almost ready and is being fiercely 

guarded by family members, members of the family’s 
burial society or women I never remember seeing the 
previous night, but it’s okay. It’s when people rush to 
various taxis, cars and busses heading to the cemetery 
that I always take a good look at what most people are 
wearing. When did funerals become fashion galas? 
People dress to kill and it always, always makes me 
feel painfully underdressed. I once asked my mother 
why she never allowed me to wear whatever I want 
and be part of the dress to kill crowd. “This is not your 
funeral; people aren’t here to see you and it’s certainly 
not a fashion show. Children nowadays are 
disrespectful even in the way they dress, back when we 
were young…” I zoned out at that part because I knew 
what was coming. I never asked again. 

We’ve arrived at the cemetery after battling with the 
multitude of vehicles going in and out. It can be a 
nightmare on Saturdays and you better remember 
where you parked and who you came with or you 
might find yourself at the wrong funeral. One thing 
has bugged me through almost all the funerals I’ve 
been to: why don’t young people sing when it’s time to? 
The old ladies and gentlemen will be belting out tunes 
from their soul in an attempt to comfort the family in 
this extremely difficult time and the dressed to kill 
squad will not join in. If you don’t know the songs, 
please hum; it makes a difference. 

After being burnt to a crisp by the sun, and after the 
wind has battered me, I’m starving and I would love to 
go home. Who am I kidding? I knew my weekend was 
also being laid to rest today. So the masses head back 
to the home of the deceased to enjoy some lunch with a 
side of gossip. 

I really don’t mind waiting in line for lunch after the 
funeral; I think it’s an opportunity for one to reflect on 
the day and what they’ve learnt. What hurts my 
feelings quite a bit is when I see people disrespecting 
the ladies serving the food because they believe they 
deserve more; more salad; more meat; more anything 
they want. Dear beautiful black people, a funeral is not 
a restaurant. It’s not an opportunity for you to devour 
as much food as possible before heading home. The 
food is not a reward for you showing up. Whether you 
assisted the family financially or otherwise during this 
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time, you don’t automatically deserve more food. 
Please stop. 

My grandmother once told me about what they used 
to do when a person living nearby passed on. She said 
they’d gather some vegetables or samp from their 
homes and send the food there so it could feed the 
people who’d be there throughout the week to assist 
the family in preparing the funeral. “It was never 
about what salad was made and whether there was 
chicken or beef or both. It was about helping where 
we could; we didn’t have money to give the deceased’s 
family, but it our responsibility to help.” 

Fast forward to 2018 and the exact opposite happens: 
people don’t assist the family in any way and on the 
day of the funeral, they demand both the chicken and 
the beef, both the samp and rice. To top it off they will 
complain for hours if they don’t get biscuits and juice. 
It’s heartbreaking. 

The day always ends with me in the car, waiting for 
my mom to finish catching up with distant relatives 
and old neighbours. Many are exhausted and some still 
hungry. But the objective of the day has been met by 
many: to show support in a time of chaos and pain, to 
show support to people who need it the most and who 
will need it more after everyone has left.


