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Let the Sunshine In

From the Latin radiantia, meaning ˝shining˛ or ˝beaming,˛ Radiance, to me, is the act of retaining oneˇs inner light amid a world that so often seeks to dim it. Some of us do the work of the world on ourselves�an unintentional self-sabotage, born not of malice but of habit. Iˇve long wondered why humility is the word we reach for when we downplay our own brilliance. Why is there fear in speaking proudly of ourselves, in naming our light without apology? 


When I think of radiance, I think of fire. And here, we choose�provocatively�to overlook the myth of Prometheus, with its infamous theft and divine punishment. Instead, we turn to the Kuba people of the Democratic Republic of Congo, who offer a rare myth of co-operation between gods and mortals. After the goddess Tsetse is expelled for her chaotic tendency to set things ablaze, fire disappears from the world. It is Bumba who then teaches humans how to harness it, revealing its source in the trees. This myth invites us to ask: where do we, as poets, harness our own fire? How do we keep it alive? What does it mean to be 













 

















   

























 



  





radiant? 

Sometimes, our light returns in places weˇve forgotten to look�often just at the corner of our eyes. Our continent is vast, yet the literary spotlight seems to linger on the same regions, the same countries. How do we illuminate those nations that are present in the discourse but remain peripheral, overshadowed by the dominance of others? 

It is in this spirit that we introduce RADIANCE, a chapbook featuring five poets of African origin: Esther Karin Mngodo (Tanzania), Sandra Nadege (Rwanda), Faswillah Nattabi (Uganda), Vuma Phiri (Zambia), and Yasmina Nuny Silva (Guinea-Bissau). Each poet, whether based on the continent or in the diaspora, offers intimate and moving reflections on what radiance means to them. Through their words, we hope readers might discover what the word means to them, too. 

In Dedication by Vuma Phiri, we encounter a manifesto for Blackness�bone-chilling in its awe, haunting and thrilling in equal measure. In Ballad of 
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Nantabuulirirwa, we find more   than a meditation on womanhood; it is a declaration of presence, a defiant insistence on being. And in the lines ˝Do not let them fool us, the moon, the moon is ours. Near the moon we do not burn, oh, we do not burn,˛ Yasmina Nuny Silva offers a glimpse into radiance as reclamation�an act of mindful resistance. One cannot help but feel inspired by the courage and clarity that pulses through every poem in this collection. 

Dear reader, I invite you to sit with these words and reflect: what does radiance mean to you? How do you move through a world that will, inevitably, test you? And when it does, how will you protect your light from being dimmed? 










Malikhanye! 
Sihle Ntuli
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My people wear histories  
stitched on our skin, entwined in bone.  

forming fragments of all our identities,  
carving in us a poetry older than words.  

My people descend from ancestors erased from history   
books. Speaking in languages survived through song and story.   

When written, they would leap from pages rendering my words inadequate  
to compare the beauty of our Blackness.  

When our libraries were set alight,
  we rubbed the ashes together  

and formed names for our future generations  
to store sacred stories for our survival.  

My people yearn to know where our gods are buried,  
to avenge their deaths, destroying the missionaries that killed them.

  Visiting their gravesites, we fashion amalgamations  
of spiritualities returning us back to soil, and sun.  

                                            The elements we occupied before, bone, breath, and light.  






  

 

   

  

 







 







 

 







Dedication
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My people are well versed in reading vanishing ink,  
often found tracing letters in foreign library books fusing  

the missing puzzle pieces of our lineage.  
My people attend museums and visit our dead, 

worshipping effigies trapped behind glass prisons.  
We crave the mystery embedded in each captured object �  

we yearn to bury our ancestor's bones, to return our belongings. 
My people find thrones on bamboo mats,  

to have our crowns plaited onto us
 adorned by the hands of alchemists who  

imbue new magic from old tradition. We,  
who are blessed to inherit ancient alchemy, arisen and alive!  

my people, are those who were told to forgo our ancestors,  
as if they arenˇt venerated in our hipˇs sway.  

No leather-bound spines hold their words, yet � we,  
their descendants remain with echoes of ancestral memory

                                            pouring out from our veins.  
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My people carry rhythm in the blood, that grows us  
into poets and percussionists. We learnt to sing from  

Our Mothersˇ voices  
bestowing a symphony orchestrated by God herself.  

My people revolt with rocks clutched in our fists, labelled terror
  because we give hell, we garner

  warmth from the cinders of burning imperial flags  
and gather strength from our revolutionaries,  

here and gone, their bones vibrating under the earth  
their songs, billowing with the wind.  

My people inherit names that force colonial mouths to cower,  
and expand worlds when pronounced aloud.  

Names declaring a new language on your tongue,  
and occupying a sacred place in the mind of anyone who conjures them.  

I tell you; my people are poetry older than words, living 
prayers preceding psalms pressed on pages,  

                                            my people, remarkable, in every way
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Terra cotta lifelines,  
brown pigmented nail beds 
subtle against an infinite canvas.  

Your mouth safeguards portals of   
soft soil un-swallowed on your tongue.   
The blended shades dotted on your face,   

between the folds of your arms,  
and behind your knees -   
I know all about these  

spaces that store all our   
brown sugar, stirred into Black tea    
undiluted, dense, dark and deep.   

I know, because my sister, I   
am you. I am you on your good days.   
When the freckles on your face   

beckon the sun to rise.   
I rise with you and greet the   
careless love swimming in the wind,   

in the moments we can almost   
drown in the earthˇs perfect elements.   
I know, because my sister, I am you.   

I am you on your worst days.   
When the tears on your face   
dare the sun to rise.   
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I rise with you, and succumb   
beneath the dominance   
of a world never made for us.    

I see myself in every black femme  
who has left this earth too early, knowing,   
always knowing, she could have been me.   

I, too, am the women carving their writing   
against their bones, poetry leaping   
from inside their marrow.   

I, too, am the women   
who bury truth inside their teeth, unravelling  
their last poem in their suicide note.  

I, too, am the women carrying fire inside   
their palms, hands held up, against the sizzling point
of a policemanˇs bullet.  

I, too am the women strangled inside the grip of   
the men of my skinfolk. The ones who wear a bruised
curse on their lips, where a soft kiss should be.  

I, too am the women who have sculpted themselves
into the right body, teaching their sisters how to transcend  
beyond binary, becoming magic and miracle.   
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