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Prelude 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 

“In the beginning 

There was the Word… 

The Word was God.” 
 

The Book of John 
 

 

“Preach the word; 
Be instant in season, 

Out of season; 

Reprove, 

Rebuke, 

Exhort with all longsuffering and doctrine.” 

 

The Book of Timothy 
 
 

“Words are the palm oil 

With which foo-foo is eaten.” 
 

Things Fall Apart 
 
 

Curiosity cures a callous crave 

Fear fires the flames of the brave 

Love languishes the loneliness of the soul 

And poetry portrays the polarity of it all. 
 

Anon 
 
 

        In poetry we are gods 
We create and destroy 
Yet remain mortal 
Enjoy the collection! 

 

       Myq Wudz 
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                       Dedication  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

To my mother Mary. You are life’s rarest gifts. 

 

To my brother David. My life’s unsung hero. 

 

To Mossiah. A soul brother whose selfless 

involvement and soul-searching without which 

these “chronicles” would be deficient. 
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When I Was Born 
 
 
When I was born 
I didn’t care what or who was right or wrong 
To me life was a sweet melodious song 
And my young heart just beat along 
Life was a soothing slumber 
No days, no nights, no numbers or seasons 
In my mother’s lap I found tranquility 
Feeding within my arms reach 
 
When I was born 
I knew no fear 
Until I saw mum drop a tear 
While dad was shouting something 
No color, just plain pain in his face 
He hit mum again 
While she scooped me away to preserve my innocence 
Still that night she tucked me in 
And sang me a lullaby 
 
When I was born 
I wanted to laugh all the time 
My friends and I kicked the ball in the dirt 
Fought, cried and became friends again 
When they said, “Bye Bye, Tommy.” 
She stood for a while 
Smiled into my eyes 
Just to whisper, “Good night, Tommie.” 
 
When I was born 
I took her to my home-my pops’ home 
But pops were not home so we sat alone 
When she said she was about to be a mom 
I said, “No, I can’t be a dad, not now.” 
With water from her eyes 
She said, “Then I’ll have to kill your child, Tommy.” 
 
When I was born 
I wanted to be inside the TV 
The flashlights, the gang fights 
The Virgin flights, the disco lights 
With American girls kissing each other 
The skinny-minnie models in swim suits 
The LCD and SUV, the Condors and condos 
I wanted in, I wanted it all 
 
When I was born 
I wanted to be a man, 
I wanted power 
So I aimed, squeezed and shot a brother dead 
Not necessarily from the same mother, you know 
But I needed the votes by all means necessary 
It was my time to eat, my time for greed 
Life should be like this everyday 
This life is forever, I told myself 
 
When I was born 
I saw toddlers grow gray hair on their heads 
Live, dream and die in the same street 
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I saw man kill to stay alive 
Smile and cry, and of course die 
I saw man look to the sky 
Looking for answers 
When the sky didn’t reply, 
They said life is just a big lie 
 
When I was born 
I gave one look at the world below 
And I wanted to die. 
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Prisoners of Our Own Device 
 

 
The Eye is the window to the soul 
Not the two blind eyes that should control us, See 
Love is so priceless that we mortal marionettes, 
Fix price tags 
To keep ourselves busy pursuing freedom 
Freedom? We may ask 
The question is who made us slaves? 
 
The sky is for the stars 
Heaven is in our immortality 
Hell is our creation 
A manifestation of fear of our mistakes 
Yet mistakes are reminders of our limits 
Limits? We may ask? 
The truth is we are invincible 
Because the creature and the creator is one 
 
That is why, 
Life starts when we die 
Into worlds without philosophies 
And rules and limits 
 
You see 
The sighs and the strives 
The complexity we intertwine in our lives 
Is our own making 
Mere lessons for our own evolution 
 
We are the magnets of our own attractions 
Consequences of our own choices 
Change is not what we live for 
Change is what we truly are 
 
Time is a trap 
A snare of our own device 
Heaven, happiness and wealth 
Hell flames, misery and death 
Silly jokes of the mind 
 
Gods, kings and demons 
But puppets of our theatrical imagination 
Because it is been told by the sage 
The world is simply a stage 
Then let us share the wink and the frown 
Until the curtains come down 
To expose the mirror in front of us 
A reflection of who we really are: 
Prisoners of our own device 
 
Right and wrong 
Judgement of our own fears 
Reality is our mortal foe 
So we create the mirage to hide our tears 
Yet we know, 
Our power is immeasurable 
And that is our deepest fear 
Lest we be judged by the obstinacy of human justice 
And the mystery of the incorrigible 
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So we laugh at our shadows 
And believe that that is all there is 
Because we are clowns of our own pride 
Slaves of our own device. 
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I’m Lost 
 
 
When I die, 
I don’t care where I’ll go 
Whether god will welcome me with his angels 
Or Behemoth will welcome me with fire flames 
In fact I never think of death 
 
Neither do I worry about the end of the world 
Whether it snaps before I finish writing this line 
Or when I’m swigging Hennesy next to a smoldering ashtray 
Dancing with nose-ringed freaks with gothic tattoos 
Chanting, “It’s My Life; Eighteen Till I Die” 
Or confessing to a drunk bishop 
While he secretly fantasizes I was an altar boy 
 
I never put my faith in religious books 
Reason I never pray 
That also means misconstrued misguided ideological hogwash 
That intellectual handicaps call the law  
Is snobbish gibberish bullshit to my renegade mind 
 
Nor do I put my faith in money 
It can make or break you anytime 
Though it makes physical life exciting 
In my wallet, no such thing as legal or illegal money 
Money is money 
 
And sex has nothing to do with pro-creation or your religion 
Why pop out human beings we eventually torture, 
Burden with empty ideologies, 
Loneliness, fake love, hatred, anger, hunger 
And then murder them when they become a threat to our very existence? 
Manufacture disease to sell them the cure? 
Sex is free will 
That means I don’t give a head whether you are a pervert or a virgin virtuoso 
Sex is relief 
Re-energizing our spiritual being 
Our gateway to “godliness” 
Spreading energy to the universe 
Simply feeling good. 
 
I don’t see the need to mourn over a corpse 
That means I don’t attend funerals, weddings and political rallies 
Churches too are for pessimistic optimists 
And hope is the politest gesture of suicide 
Enslavement of the future 
While lustful folks like me inherit the earth 
Since we live for the moment 
Turning your dreams into nightmares 
Your miserable meek 
When will be your turn to eat? 
If you keep on postponing your greed? 
 
And if you ever feel like falling and collapsing in love, 
Love yourself 
So don’t ever expect me to love you back (You are just asking me to be your slave) 
Just because you love me (Whatever love is) 
I love myself too much 
To cry over your cold shoulder 
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Pain, love, roses and whatnot 
Are just experiences 
Learn from them, you maggot of self-pity 
 
I don’t believe in Santa Claus 
World freedom, Freedom of Speech 
New World Order, Ku Klux Klan 
Martians, Hollywood, martyrs 
Bleeding images on wooden crosses 
Neither do I believe in sin 
That we are all born to win 
That money is the root of evil 
No, you broke philosopher, 
Lack of money is pure evil 
 
Now I do believe in The Unseeing Eye, though 
I see feelings and not thoughts 
Angels without wings 
Demons without phony tails and horny horns 
 
I’m nature’s freak streak 
Died before I was born 
To choose my universe 
Create my own sky with stars that shine during the day 
 
I don’t read books to become your genius 
I read my own thoughts 
To follow my life’s path 
Fearlessly 
Hopelessly 
Freely 
That’s me. 
So don’t follow me 
I’m lost. 
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The Other Side of Love 
 

 
Your breath in my ears, whew 
Breaks every bone in my limbs 
Filling my lungs until I feel alive again 
My forbidden apple 
Take all risks to make you my unpardonable sin 
That body, 
A symmetry of flawless poetry 
Tease me, slander me, until I surrender me 
Like a slave in your arms 
Too good, I cry, the pleasure is unbearable 
Careless laughter to mask the awkward silence in the room 
Your lips, a tattoo needle 
Every syllable embeds a mark on my heart 
Every touch leaves a scar 
Those eyes, the source of pain 
Quick to judge 
Every mistake leaves heartache 
Garbage 
An eye sore, a stiff bore 
I become. 
Those eyes then look past me 
In search for quicker ways of forgetting me 
Not better ways of loving me 
 
Now everyone I meet over a cup of coffee 
They all smell mistrust and betrayal 
None of them deserves to touch me 
I’m too afraid to bruise my skin again 
Too afraid to love 
Pain, fights 
Cold nights, lies 
Blame games 
Are temporarily forgotten for now 
Because you’re not here 
 
Yet, when you hurt me 
I knew you loved me 
When you left me 
I knew you needed me 
See, people like me don’t believe 
In first impressions and second chances 
That some things are meant to be 
Just like you and me 
When my eyes moisten because I hate you 
Is my stupid heart saying I love you too much 
To stand your torturous presence 
Though I swear to myself 
If I ever see your face again 
Plait your hair 
Fingertips tiptoe on your skin 
Breathe you in, 
And exhale this wild passion burning me…. 
 
Pause! 
 
Look, heartbreaker, 
I took an overdose 
Of this emotional concoction 
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Love, they call it, 
Now it thaws me like cream in the palm of your hands 
For all it is worth, 
Should one soul from the past control my life this way? 
Some fools try to run away from the past 
Only to find out it controls the present 
Presently, I’m captive of my memories 
Reminiscences of a paradise trapped in the time warp 
Gazing brazenly at a smile and a touch fading away 
That way, I survive the day 
Keeping the scary future at bay 
You know, the mirage, the urge 
Of us 
We, 
Holding hands in the couch, 
Baby once 
Again? 
 
And this is the other side of love 
I hate 
Loving what you can’t have 
Being loved for what you are made to be 
Not for who you are. 
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Love, Luck and Laughter 
 
 
I’m like the wind 
I sweep my troubles to the ocean 
Make them clouds of wisdom 
That fall down on me like showers 
Of love, luck and laughter 
 
I hurt but never flinch 
My smile is ever intact 
Through winter and spring 
My handshake is still warm 
I hug and kiss my enemies 
And keep them closer 
Because I need them like a mirror 
To see and correct my faults 
 
When I trip and fall downstairs 
And twist an ankle 
I limp away and say 
Damn, thank God it wasn’t my neck! 
 
Life pumps through my veins 
I die a thousand deaths 
Still, how did I make it this far? 
Feeling alive than ever 
There is no time like the present 
Every second is a gift 
The future is a comic strip with a happy ending 
I’m already reeling with laughter 
Even before the clown starts the circus 
 
I hum a love song when I’m mad 
Hurting you back will hurt me even more 
So I will love you more 
Until you love me back 
That is how I make angels 
From the abyss of hell 
 
I’m a magnet of virtues 
I pull life’s best treasures 
Surely goodness shall follow me 
All the days of my life 
 
I kiss the sky 
Thank the universe 
For happiness, wealth and wisdom 
For kindness, health and freedom 
The harder I try 
The luckier I become 
 
As humble and as hopeful as a child 
I ask 
And believe 
That I’ve already received 
As Mother Nature lifts my spirit 
And let my soul soar to highest heights 
Royal flights 
 
Surely goodness and love 
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And abundance 
Shall hold my hand 
And walk with me 
Through shadows and valleys 
All the days of my life 
In this life 
And the life beyond 

 
I’m a child of the Heaven 
A darling of the Earth 
Surrounded by the glory of life 
Learning from my limits 
Simply proud to be human 
I mean, should I curse the world when I hurt? 
Yet without loss value has no meaning? 
I mean, if life is short, 
Should I hurry to grow up? 
Forget what it feels like to be young, 
Innocent and careless? 
Should I be worried about oil prices? 
And power battles 
And judgment of other human beings 
And lack 
Or the fear of it? 
Isn’t life designed that way? 
That for me to win 
Someone has to lose? 
Should colour blind us 
From seeing nature’s kaleidoscope, 
That we are children of the angels? 
Isn’t it true that a heart full of fear 
Knows no love? 
Isn’t it good to be alive? 
Even better yet, 
When the sun goes down, 
Shouldn’t we scribble something beautiful on our tombstone? 
As we smell the roses in the grave yard, 
Drinking in the serenity of victory 
Of a life well lived? 
Of joys and toys 
Of guns and nuns 
Of pains and gains 
Of brains and paints 
Of Heaven and Earth 
Of Love, Luck and Laughter? 
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I Miss Me 
 
 

I miss the days when I had lust 
Lust for love 
Now I’m lustful for wallets 
And pockets that are full 
I miss the hugs and wise words 
From the old man 
And his ever-smiling girlfriend 
It’s funny they don’t call me son anymore 
I miss the fur and purr of the family cat 
Rubbing his back against the couch 
As we laugh at sitcoms 
Popping pop corns and pop 
Now I replaced my pops 
With folks who only poke me 
Because of my funny money 
 
I miss the dates 
When I dated real ladies 
With love and laughter 
In their eyes 
Loving them for their true hearts 
Not for their blue thighs 
Now these mascara-eyed 
Spies that preach lies to buy my pride 
Broke niggaz they despise 
Thieves of passion 
They stole my heart and my mind 
My Porsche and my Prado, no my pride 
 
I miss me believing 
That life is for living 
Not for killing for a living 
Picture me living not wondering 
Whether my pockets have nothing 
Now capture me living 
My life for a shilling 
Mansion buildings 
I don’t even sleep in 
All day, all night paper chasing 
 
I miss me smiling at the mirror 
Loving what I see in there 
Now fashion magazines 
Pierce my chins 
And my lips and my ear lobes 
To dance to the rhythm of  
The modern globe 
My pops think I’m an alien 
Because my skin is spotty than a leopard’s is 
With tattoos of boos, boobs and crooks 
Oops 
 
I miss me swiveling and counting legal bills 
Before greed stole my ambitions 
And lost the mills 
Then PLO’s C.O.P.s 
Nabbed me, cuffed me, cursed me and tossed me 
Behind the bars of rusty steels 
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Now I cool my heels with life’s freaks 
 
I miss me singing hymns 
Living my life for Him 
Then Lucifer sang me a love song 
Told me life is too short, son 
Give me your soul and I’ll give you gold 
Life’s fun, bloke 
Sex, liquor and smoke? 
Agreed 
Let’s proceed to succeed and bleed 
Until the streets dry you up like weed 
And smoke you up until you cease to exist 
 
I miss me being just me 
Loving you for who you are 
And loving me for being just me 
Before you judged me, no mis-judged me 
And tried to adjust me, change me? 
If you could let me be just me 
You I won’t blame 
For what I became 
 
So I sit back 
Trying to hug myself 
Too proud to cry out for help 
In the darkest corners of my private world 
I search to find wisdom, love and freedom in my own words 
I reflect 
I flex 
Hoping when I pop my eyes out to peep 
I’ll be just a dream 
Truthfully, 
I miss the days I used to dream 
I miss me 
 
I miss me so when the mist goes 
Clearer me you will see 
That one seed 
Out of a million dead 
With the precious egg-fate 
Lucky, accidental me 
A shame, for the blame game 
Is on Him 
Them, the cause of what, why, who I be 
Me the illusion 
With my sister delusion 
Partly fake, partly vague 
My chance to dance to death’s tune… 
The orgy 
The spree 
Bold is gold 
A someone equals a no one 
ONE. The ultimate conspiracy 
A make-believe me? 
Yes and no 
You miss you 
I miss me. 
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Tossing and Turning 
 
 

Tik tok, tik tok 
Ticks the clock 
Flip flop, flip flop 
Breaks my heart 
 
Baby you know I can’t sleep 
The night is too cold for comfort 
Too scary to be alive 
Too lonely where your body- 
that master of torture- 
Used to lie 
 
I toss and turn 
To face your face 
Come to face it 
At this ungodly hour 
Orgasmic moans and romantic whispers 
And breathy pillow talks rent the air 
Who is keeping you warm? 
And pulling your hair? 
While I’m here 
Wishing the night would be over? 
I can’t close my eyes 
The dreams we had 
Have become nightmares 
Accusing me of letting go 
A gift 
I never had 

 
I tip toe to the bottle 
Pour me another glass 
Light another cigar 
And gaze at the stars 
They never stop to twinkle 
No matter whose heart is breaking 
Do they hear whose name I’m calling? 
 
The night has become a prison for me 
I’m scared of these silent walls 
You could be dancing the night away 
While I’m stuck here wasting my life away 
Try to write my life away 
Only these words keep coming out 
I’m crying out 
If you could hear me out 
You can come running 
In your night dress 
My doors will be open 
My arms will be waiting 
For you to bring back the sunshine 
Into a life you abandoned 
Left at the mercy of pillows 
And wet dreams 
And late night flirting 
Lonely songs 
And suicidal thoughts 
 
I’m tossing and turning 
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For life for me is not a bed of roses 
But a mat of thorns 
For your love is gone 
While I’m tossing and turning 
Looking back at a future we had 
As we held our hands 
Tossing and turning 
As the nights seemed too short 
Too short for our comfort 
Endless whispers 
Yes, careless whispers 
Yes, caressing as we whispered 
Clamped together like a pair of spoons on a tray 
Now I sing along to Trey 
Your pillow is lonely 
While I toss and turn 
To warm your cold side of the bed 
I’ll keep on tossing and turning 
My body burning 
Until I see you returning 
Coming to the tomb where your soul is buried 
As it keeps on tossing and turning 
For there’s no place in the world 
It could find peace and loving 
Than these arms that keep on tossing and turning 
Yearning for your loving 
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Through a Crystal Ball 
 
 
Errors, erased 
Treasures, unearthed 
Hopes, ignited 
Awed by the awesomeness of the awes 
That for so long, forlorn 
Foregone, now not unknown 
Now born, won 
 
For mercies and redemption 
Repletion of fatal temptations 
Not long ago 
Couldn’t see each other eyeball to eyeball 
Now we tango 
Mingle in the ballroom 
Unforced grins 
Untamed embraces 
Unwasted sacrifices 
Edifices 
Virtual vices 
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The Voter 
 

 
He wakes up at cock crow 
 
He wakes up at the crack of dawn 
 
He wakes up his wife 
Let’s go. The line would be too long. 
 
He wakes up his wife 
Tell the maid to warm my bath. 
 
Together and his wife they fumble 
Through the path, 
Thorns and dogs 
Only to find the line long enough 
To trudge to the market, sell his goat 
And return with a kilo of maize 
Fees for building the school roof 
And a pair of shorts for the son 
But they have to queue anyway. 
 
He shaves, rinses, sips, munches 
Clicks the remote and props more pillows 
And watches, the anxiety mounting by the bulletin. 
 
The sun scorches his bald patch 
Finally, he picks, he ticks, he folds and he shoves 
Of course he promised to do something 
“I’ll see what I can do,” is what he said. 
 
It’s a landslide victory, the TV says 
His phone rings off the hook 
Congratulations, Bwana you did it again! 
 
Our son has done it again! 
He calls his wife, children and his brother’s orphans 
And joins the rest towards the celebration 
It’s two bulls dead, can you believe it! 
With banana branches they dance the night away 
 
He calls his top guns and some of his opponents 
Come on, mheshimiwa, it’s just a game 
Dirty they call it! 
So, gentlemen, where to?  
The Coast for a toast, maybe? 
Pardon the pun! 
 
The following day 
He takes the oath. Again! 
Back to his swinging chair 
Caressing his kitambi and yawns at the traffic below his 15th floor 
Another term for half-truths, foreign trips and corporate lunches 
 
The following day 
He takes his wife, children and his brother’s orphans 
Back to the barren rocks to till 
And hope it will 
Rain 

And his children will 
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Belch. 
 
In the meantime, 

Wait. 
These people don’t like being rushed you know 
He said, four years ago 
He would see what he could do. 
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Untouched 
 
 
Like the moon in a starless sky 
I wander in the quiet night 
Smiling to the silence 
Death’s essence 
 
I am so untouched 
Unthought-of  
Loving myself 
Killing myself 
 
I am so touched 
By the absence of touch 
Till I’m dying to touch 
Touch until you feel 
How untouched I am 
 
So I’ll touch you 
Torch you even 
Touch with blades 
Nozzles and arrows 
 
An arrow across the heart 
Until your hidden passion bleeds 
And feels 
How it feels to be unfelt 
 
So if you feel like you want to touch me 
Touch me 
Not too soft until I can’t smile 
Nor too hard until I can’t cry 
Nor too deep to leave a scar 
But enough to feel the love 
That I don’t feel 
The many nights when you are not here 
 
Just like tonight 
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Love Doesn’t Make Sense 
 
 
Dear darling, 
When my six pack is gone 
Replaced by my beer pot belly 
When my snoring becomes intolerable 
When my late night drunk knocking 
Makes you click and kick 
Before you kick the door ajar for me 
So that I can stagger and slump onto our cold bed 
To snore and ignore you 
As your hot bloodied body 
Longs for my lazy, useless limbs 
When you feel like tossing that wedding ring 
Into the trash can 
Or replace me with the house boy 
Or just pack your belongings 
 
Honey, 
When you feel like smashing our picture frame 
Dotted with dotting, young, glowing, hopeful faces 
In wedding gowns and wedding crowns 
When love doesn’t make sense anymore 
Please baby don’t bring him home 
Or become his home 
Or lie to him on phone 
That our marriage is dead and gone 
 
No. 
 
He’ll also one day 
Grow old, lazy and grey 
He’ll one day grow tired of loving 
Cuddling and raving 
He’ll one day get tired of Justin Bieber’s CDs 
And listen to Mbilia Bel and Franco instead 
He’ll one day stop holding hands and kissing in public 
And stop bringing roses and candy bars home 
He’ll one day get sick of your nagging in-laws 
He’ll one day raise his hand to strike you 
Because he’ll one day get tired of your nagging 
And cursing and screaming and the spanking 
Of the children to whom you vent out your stupid suppressed musings 
He’ll one day get sick of your gross gossiping 
Over what Jane’s husband bought for her 
As a birthday-Valentine’s day-anniversary gift 
And instead he would want to talk about football 
Politics, real estate and Gaddafi’s downfall 
He’d one day rather stay out and drink with his pot-bellied buddies 
And drool at semi-nude skinny sexy things 
He’ll one day feel like a prisoner in his own home 
Because you have turned his own children 
His own blood against him 
He’d one day come home with smelly armpits 
And pants drenched with sweat 
As he runs the streets to get you your dream things: 
Car, hairstyle, high heeled shoes, vacation, and what not 
 
So, sweetie 
Instead of mumbling about how useless and selfish and uncaring 
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Some people in this house have become, 
When love doesn’t make sense anymore 
When my presence becomes eye sore 
When the wedding vows don’t sound sweet anymore 
When this marriage doesn’t make sense anymore 
 
Leave a note on your pillow 
That way, 
I’ll know. 
 
And your can be sure, 
There’s nothing I will do about it. 
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Rhythm of Life 
 
 
Fresh as the morning dew 
Dues done paid 
Deuces done chunked 
Bread and toast 
Still lost in the time warp 
As timeless as classics 
Life with no basics 
What’s the basis? 
If we live to leave 
Receive to give 
Doubt to believe 
So we are thieves 
As we steal glances at the future 
Only to see the Rapture 
Only trying to capture  
The essence 
The sense of it all 
 
Alright 
I am basking in the darkness 
Talking to the silence 
Burning to smell the incense 
Trying to make life make sense 
No matter where you go 
You just will never walk out of this life alive 
So, is life a death sentence? 
Or a chance 
A party with no dance? 
So I glance 
 
I glance over the suspense- 
Tomorrow-the present is a tense 
Nonsense! 
Dense is the physical stance 
So I hide my face in the sky for once 
To dance 
 
To dance 
To the rhythm of life 
 
For life is divine. 
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I am me. I am free. 
 
 
My life is a movie 
I ain’t livin’ by rules 
If your girl ain’t showin’ no love 
Give her a kick, bro 
Ha ha! 
 
The scientists are gonna get us a cure for AIDS 
When all the poor people have passed away? 
Ha ha, no way! 
 
Foreign aid is Band Aid 
As World Bank said 
No aid if you are gay 
So the minister said 
Dig trenches and get paid 
Like it’s the only way 
Anyway, 
With my PhD I don’t wanna compromise 
But in my world beggars can’t be choosers! 
Though I know they just wanna use us 
Tease us in the name of Jesus 
Obama in power  
Now Third World ambitious niggers 
Are expecting free visas! 
 
When life gets short 
The truth is easy to distort 
Ain’t no point wishin’ for no sympathy, brother 
It’s the choices we make on daily basis 
That define our destiny 
At least that is what my Grandpa said before he passed away 
Leavin’ my Papa in the poverty I inherited from him 
Generational curse? 
Bullshit! 
Anyway, one day when I get older like Grandpa 
Imma smoke his pipe all day 
Watchin’ as hustlers kill each other for Porches 
Gold diggers diggin’ love portions in their poaches 
Expectin’ me too feed their greed for fast cash 
Cause I’m bangin’ that ass? 
Ha ha, no way. 
 
My baby mama is the best chick I ever had 
And the best things in life are free 
So show me love when you can 
Cause you never know what tomorrow might bring 
Cause you the one I chose 
Over these hoes 
That played my man and spent all his cash 
Then dumped his ass leavin’ him dead broke 
With the virus in his body 
 
Dear Jesus 
The Son of a Virgin 
The cross and the nails are here 
Will you die twice for these hopeless sinners? 
I wonder 
Like Escobar 
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Will life take me under? 
Understand, I am just a man tryin’ to live my life  
While I can 
 
Yet the wise men told me: 
 
“Man’s greatest sin 
Is believing that he’s only human.” 
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Fickle Finger of Fate 
 
 
It’s another day in my dreamland 
Streets dreams 
Trying to get in the game of fame 
Every label I approach can’t sign me 
Twenty something years still day-dreaming 
About cars and posters 
I’m an imposter 
To the life I live 
Hard to believe 
It’s hard to achieve 
No matter how much you give 
Until it sounds like self-deceive 
 
Indeed, 
 
Where’s the future I dreamed of? 
Where’s the love I fought for? 
I gave my heart out 
I feel burnt out 
Can’t nobody cure me 
I’m sick of dreaming 
Sit all day writing poems that mean shit 
Smoking this weed 
Deceiving myself 
Telling myself 
This is the life I’m made for 
Are you sure nigger? 
Then why these empty spaces 
Lyrics full of empty phrases 
Curse words wrapped up in hopelessness 
Guilt and resentment and torment 
Desiring to see places 
So I can see faces 
That would replace the emptiness  
Deep in my soul 
Deep in my soul 
 
They say in my life I’m in control 
Then fuck this “I’m a victim” mentality 
Why’s everything I ever worked for 
Walking out the door? 
From love to the dough? 
Turning brothers and friends to foes? 
So is destiny really Free Will? 
When you lose everything 
Is this how it feels? 
That I don’t even see sense 
In taking away my life anymore 
Just let the fickle finger of fate 
Do what it pleases 
Do what it pleases 
Do what it damn pleases 
 
Just let the Fickle Finger of Fate 
Do what it fucking pleases 
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Mind the Re-wind by Mossiah 
 
 
It’s the sacred part of humanity 
To have the illicit mentality 
The sadistic part of us 
That can’t be replaced by Mohammed or Jesus. 
 
In the making of a man 
Teach the good, encourage the bad 
Then the man will be human. 
 
Rebellion is a lesson 
Learnt the hard way. 
 
Are we the making of a human doing? 
Or the keeping of a human being? 
 
Which is worse? 
Life inside a prison cell 
Or “free” but roaming inside the fire-flames of hell? 
 
Which one is real freedom? 
Free to do everything 
Or free not to do anything? 
 
What’s justice? 
Conflict or instinct? 
 
I have heard that 
One should follow his heart 
But what if it is all wrong? 
What if it takes too long? 
To discover who we really are? 
 
On my mother’s breast I learnt hunger 
On her lap I learned danger. 
 
Man’s life is a series of experiences 
Finding insight makes the difference. 
 
Knowledge may point the way 
But it takes wisdom to stay. 
 
That’s why I probe my mind 
To mind the re-wind 
With foresight and hindsight as a remind 
Many tracks, many cracks 
Like a dope of a raindrop 
Leading to streams and rivers 
Ending in seas and oceans 
Doped by the single drop 
That’s my individual hope 

I’ll cope 
Hearts to melt 
My presence felt 
In the universe so wide 
In a life so wild 

That’s when 
The power of the pen 

Will reign. 
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Words of the Wise 
 
 
The wise read backwards 
The foolish write forwards 

The foolish talk 
The wise walk the talk 
 
The wise manipulate the past 
The foolish live for the future 
 
The wise kill to survive 
The foolish forgive to live 
 
The wise see with one eye 
The foolish look with both eyes 
And still see nothing 
 
The wise create 
The foolish are created 
And then destroyed 
Or they are created to destroy 
 
The wise use the truth to teach lies 
The foolish know no truth 
They rather believe in the lies 
For the truth makes life a lie 
The wise don’t fear to lie 
Because that’s their truth 
 
The wise don’t fear to die 
Because they know they own life 
The foolish are afraid of life 
In fact, they are scared to death! 
 
The wise sing 
The foolish dance 
And one day, 
The foolish and the wise 
Will dance to their own extinction! 
 
Because the wise of the wise 
Know that the wise are not wise 
If they keep on dismissing the words of the wise of the wisest! 
The wise are not wise 
If they can’t believe in their own wise lies! 
 
Who’s wise now? 
None the wiser! 
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Hue You? 
 
 
Whoever said that a smile costs nothing 
Never saw the face of a hopeless man 
Don’t be fooled by the grin 
My heart is rusty like a frying pan 
Why should I be praying 
When even the losers want to be the first ones? 
 
Who are you kidding? 
 
For years they have whitewashed me 
Trying to change hue 
Fooling me by schooling me 
Wear this, hear that 
Eat this, kill that 
We made you 
We can break you 
 
You taught me how to curse. 
So I will tell you this: 
Fuck you! 
I’m sick of colorful tears 
Of forty four years 
Now I am a Free can; A merry can 
Yes I can! 
Demo crate 
Rape pub lick can 
 
Still it’s the hue 
That defines 
And divides 
Me and you 
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Rifles, Rivals and Rebels 
 
 
A rifle from a rival rebel 
Shot my people dead 
Behind the face of the rifle 
Sneered the face of death 
Black monkeys! 
Is what the face hissed and spat on my face 
Nobody gives a fuck about you 
Just because we recite the Quran together 
Doesn’t mean you are my brother 
We can’t sit back and watch 
As you crouch your poor Black ass 
On our oil 
So we’ll come with machetes and rifles 
First we’ll torch your manyattas 
Slash the throats of your fathers 
Rape your mothers 
And burn your malnourished children  
Inside your grass thatched manyattas 
 
Satisfied, 
We’ll bring the foreign companies 
To come and trample over your carcasses 
Grind your skulls and dry bones 
Drill away this littered ground you once called home 
Until we hit the oil underneath 
 
Satisfied, 
We’ll exchange the oil for more rifles 
Tankers and grenades 
To blow each other’s brains out 
In the name of Jihad 
 
Satisfied, 
We’ll come back to your refugee camps 
You children of slaves 
Infidels! 
We’ll save you from your miserable lives 
 
From the hills of Eritrea 
To the fields of Somalia 
To the deserts of Sudan 
Where monkeys feed on leaves and sticks 
To the Haille Sellasie tombs of Ethiopia 
Smoke pot with dreadlocked warriors 
Take oaths with SPLA, RLA rebels of Uganda 
Down to the shores of Lamu, Zanzibar and Mombasa 
Drink palm wine with the pirates 
Chew miraa with the slum dwellers of Nairobi 
Chant the Quran with jobless youths 
Then recruit them to the suicide mission 
Rise! Rise!  
We live for rifles 
And rivals; those against us 
And rebels; those who want to die for a cause 
We don’t forgive their trespasses 
We trespass their lands and seas 
With niqaabs and Arafats 
In the name of religion 
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And send you to hell 
 
By doing that 
We have a ticket to paradise 
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Butterfly 
 
 
Life is like a butterfly 
It’s beautiful 
To those who take time to see 
Life has wings 
Sometimes it flies away beyond our reach 
So we panic and start chasing 
And the more we chase it 
The more it flies away 
If we could just lay down in the shade 
And wait, patiently 
Chances are 
It will land on our shoulder 
Or in the palm of our hands 
Or on the crown of our heads 
Like acolourful cloud of blessings 
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Trapped 
 
 
I’m a convict 
Of my own convictions 
My dreams 
Have become my nightmares 
Hard to let go 
What I hold on to 
Like the lifestyle 
That defies age and time 
Like good friends 
Whose love shouldn’t have ended 
The expectations 
Of living up to my own expectations 
So I’m caught up 
In my own booby trap 
 
So many things I want to be 
Except being me 
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They Say 
 
 
They say God is an allusion 
A creation 
A manifestation 
Of our fears 
They say time too is an illusion 
The past, the present and the future 
All are happening at once 
They say death too is an illusion 
The shedding off of the physical shell 
Life is forever 
 
The say disease, war and poverty 
Are mere states of mind 
So is everything else 
 
They say human beings are clones 
A cross breed of extraterrestrials and apes 
 
The say God is us 
God is everything 
There is no us or they 
We are birds 
And snakes 
And the earthquakes 
 
And talking of earthquakes 
And cyclones and tornadoes and hurricanes 
And drought and floods 
They say some are created by man 
Mad scientists and greedy leaders 
While some are Mother Earth’s temper 
Her fury against man’s exploitation 
Of her core and filling her ozone with chemicals 
And nuclear waste 
 
They say when we love 
Hurt and kill 
We are loving, hating and killing 
Ourselves 
 
They say there is no coincidence or accidents 
We attract everything in our lives into our lives 
 
They say religion and politics 
Is man’s worst enemy 
Religion breeds fear 
And with fear we breed conflict 
Then politics elevates the conflicts 
In the name of solving them 
Coated as democracy, freedom, economy, military 
Medicine, intellectualism, capitalism, confuse-sim, and all “isms” 
And of course, terrorism 
 
They say Osama never existed 
And therefore he never was “killed” 
And tossed into the ocean 
They say Obama is not the world’s messiah 
On our way to world peace 
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He may have an African, African-American, 
 a Caucasian, an Arab, 
A Muslim, a Christian,  
a youth, a ghetto dreamer, 
 an economist, 
A basketballer, a drug sniffer, 
 a peace-maker, an anti-war crusader, 
A Democrat…..piece in him 
But behind the cameras, microphones and speeches 
He’s another pawn like Bush, Mugabe or Lincoln 
 
The say Bin Laden didn’t knock down the Towers 
The power hungry did it 
The symbolism 
As 9/11 is in sync with 911 
Panic and fear projecting negative energy 
Food for the devils 
 
They say the Elite plan to put holographic images across the sky 
Images of Jesus, Mohammed, Buddha, aliens 
To dupe the mass that indeed 
The world is over 
Just like they duped the world  
With man walking on the moon from Hollywood 
 
They say AIDS, Ebola, swine flu, cancer 
And all dis-eases 
Are manufactured in the laboratories of the Elite 
Population control in Third world countries 
And market for vaccines, medicine, doctors and condoms 
They say the vaccines are worse 
Than the disease they have created 
 
They say the recession, depression and inflation 
Are caused by IMF, World Bank, Central Bank 
When they are looking for something 
They say tax is an unnecessary evil 
We break our backs to pay interest 
To a piece of paper that doesn’t exist 
 
They say world peace 
Can only be attained through love 
Oneness 
The fusion of female and male 
Positive and negative energy 
Ying Yang 
Meditation 
Shift of consciousness 
 
They say diseases 
Can only be cured 
Not by scalpels, pills and chemicals 
But by pranic healing 
A wave of positive energy from the cosmos 
And from within 
 
They say we are on a journey of evolution 
That death doesn’t cure ignorance and pride 
It never erases the evils 
The conscience carries them to the next world 
To get back to Oneness 
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We die a million deaths 
From worms to harlots and pigs 
And angels  
Rebirth after rebirth 
Until we become gods 
And create our own heavens 
In fact, we create our own universes 
As we move along 
 
They say secret societies hide the knowledge 
That could set mankind free 
They say God punished us 
Because we ate the fruit of knowledge 
The opening of our third eye 
So He kicked us out of Eden 
Lest we eat the fruit of life 
So in order to eat that fruit of life 
We need to learn the hard way 
Become part of nature 
Through pain and sacrifices 
And evils and deaths 
So that when we become gods 
We’ll understand 
 
They say Caucasians are Martians 
Invaders of Mother Earth with technology 
Africans are the true inhabitants of Mother Earth 
Africa, the cradle of mankind 
Where Annunaki cloned man 
(A slave) 
In a test tube at Zimbabwe gold mines 
 
They say mother Earth is grain of sand in the cosmos 
The harbours millions of other earths 
And suns 
So there are other Mother Earths in the universe 
There are other millions of you in the universe 
You are experiencing all at once 
When the other you is poor and sad 
The other you in another earth is rich and happy 
When the other you is here breathing  
The other you is a zombie 
 
They say the physical life is a projection of your conscience 
The third dimension out of the nine 
Six steps from attaining oneness 
 
The say the world will end in a frozen blob 
The say the Apocalypse comes on December 12th, 2012 
They say the world is infinite 
They say the world never was and never is 
It’s a figment of your imagination 
They say without you nothing exists 
It all exists because that is what your senses are aware of 
 
They say Dr. Murray is a fall guy 
For the elite killed MJ 
 
They say we are angles 
Our crown chakra 
Our higher self 
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We are pure love 
 
They say there’s no such thing as absolute truth 
No right or wrong 
Just experiences 
 
There’s no such thing as judgment day 
God is love 
Pure love 
Pure love doesn’t judge 
It jus loves 
It doesn’t discriminate 
 
They say 
Nothing happens by chance 
Even if it did 
They always have their say 
 
Finally, 
They say you don’t have to agree with all they say 
It’s their reality 
Not yours 
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Mosque Toes 
 
 
Buggers, bugging bugs! 
Blood hounds! 
Scheming war loads 
Cold-blooded assassins 
They sing their blood-curdling tunes too damn close 
To the ear 
I hurl an angry slap around my neck 
And miss! 
 
Blood suckers! 
Skinny as needles 
Tiny, demonic vampires 
Where does all that blood you suck go? 
No wonder you suck! 
 
Your choruses in the dead of the night 
Is sickening 
I cover my head with the pillow 
Still I hear you wail like a million sirens 
I spray poison on your needle-like suckers 
Your obstinacy to my vengeance is threatening 
You have the guts to squeeze through the net holes 
To land on my forehead 
Leaving bite marks that look like boils 
Before long, I’ll start shivering and sweating 
And vomiting 
From the malaria poison you inject into my bloodstream 
Murderers! 
 
I’ve tried every brand spray cans from chemists I know 
I’ve wrapped my body in all “treated” nets I know 
Still your death’s tune in the corners of my wall 
Is nothing but malice! 
 
One of these quiet nights 
I’m going to torch this building 
And roast your skeletal abdomens to extinction 
 
Bloody blood suckers! 
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A Mason’s Eulogy 
 
 
For years I have been the god of this concrete jungle 
Creating what I can destroy 
The jingle of mortar, glass and metal 
Gives me ominous joy 
I think one of these hot afternoons 
I’m going to perish under these roofs 
And bricks and walls 
I’m going to either slip and fall 
From the 13th floor hurling down 
Or a careless bricklayer is gonna smash a brick on my skull 
And bury me to the ground 
Or these walls are gonna crumble 
And bury my bones and flesh in the rubble 
 
For years I have been erecting mansions 
For other men 
But for a mere mason 
My house is sticks and mud- 
No brick and cement 
My scarred hands have raised sky scrapers that breathe the city’s air 
My mind has only built castles in the air! 
 
For years I have held the plumb, the square and the spade 
Somehow marking my own grave 
Building walls I could never rent 
Just another pair of hands in a helmet 
 
If this concrete monster collapses someday 
And takes my sweat away 
This is what I want my mourners to say: 
 
“There lies a man who built castles for you to live in 
Washing other people’s feet is what he believed in 
If it were not so 
I would have told you 
In my father’s house there are many mansions 
And I’m glad I’m a mason.” 
 
Then don’t pour liquor on my grave 
Cover my remains with gravel 
There lay the spade and the shovel 
I’ll need them to build the mansions in heaven 
 
Amen. 
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Sweetest Secret 
 
 
The creator of all creatures 
The crevice to this life 
The spring, the fountain 
Of love and life 
The queen of all pleasures 
 
The swelling of your walls 
The pinkest flesh of my flesh 
In God’s greener Earth 
And beyond man’s discoveries 
You are the sweetest secret 
I have ever known 
 
In you presence 
Heroes are cowards 
The wise are fools 
The ugly ones are angels 
For you 
A man can raise a sword 
And slay a brother 
Your sweetness provokes love 
Hate 
Jealous 
And pride 
 
Your bitter-sweet aroma 
Unearths man’s wildest passions 
As your sweet nectar 
Oozes forth life 
And happy death 
As earthquakes of pleasure 
Enslave and rock 
Both body and soul 
 
You are a woman’s sense of pride 
And womanhood 
A sense of worth, dignity and respect 
You are man’s sense of belonging 
A sense of equity 
Love and conquest 
 
Some call you pussy 
Some call you cunt 
Some call you punani 
Some call you vagina 
 
Some call you the forbidden fruit 
 
But in God’s greener Earth 
And beyond man’s wildest discoveries 
And limits 
And fantasies 
You are the sweetest secret 
He has ever known 
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The Firmament 
 
 
What’s up there? 
Some say we become stars when we die 
Then those I loved must be the brightest stars 
 
What’s up there? 
Some say that’s where God is 
The ultimate Judge of Right and Wrong 
And the stars are his angels 
 
What’s up there? 
Some say it’s just stars 
The sun, planets, meteorites and galaxies 
Made of rock, dust and ice 
 
What’s up there? 
Some say that’s where the rain and ice 
The sun and aliens come from 
 
What’s up there? 
Some say it’s not “up” 
But a vast, endless space 
Where our Earth is part of 
 
What’s up there? 
Some say it’s just a sky 
And one day 
The sky will fall down on us 
 
And that will be the end. 
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The Copper 
 
 
You criminals, lawyers and everyone else 
Who go around judging me 
You don’t understand how hard it is 
To walk around all day with a gun 
Shouting and running and shooting at people 
You don’t really know 
 
It’s even harder to exchange live bullets 
With hardcore criminals who want to kill you 
Because I’m stopping ‘em from making some bread 
If I let him kill me 
Who’s going to feed my children? 
 
So I’ll shoot and kill 
Any suspicious-looking fellow (felon?) 
And put the bonoko on him 
Cause neither of us want to go to jail 
I mean, it’s my duty to maintain law and order, right? 
 
Then imagine me with the gun again 
Somewhere in a road waving down motor vehicles 
There’s the makanga and his miraa intoxicated driver 
Who want to make an extra shilling 
So they pile wananchi like cabbages in a matatu  
That coughs blue smoke 
If the passengers are not complaining why should I ? 
Shouldn’t I just take the crumbled hundred shillings note 
The tout discreetly squeezes in my palms 
As he cheerfully says, “Habari mkubwa!”? 
Aren’t we all trying to survive? 
The times are hard 
Even a policeman feels the pinch too,man 
 
Lucky me I have paycheck 
Now what with these jobless drug addicts and twilight girls 
Roaming the streets  
At night? 
Instead of sending these hopeless souls 
To overcrowded prison cells 
When they are trying to feed their families 
The only way they know how 
Shouldn’t I just slap them and ask for chai instead? 
 
In a year I attend to at least one funeral of a comrade 
He was shot by a bank robber right there in the streets 
So when I go berserk and rain bullets on these street dwellers 
It’s the pain I saw in the widow and children  
As we gave a gun salute burying our own 
I mean, why walk around with a loaded gun if not to use it? 
 
Personally 
I have been in the service for a decade 
I haven’t witnessed any cop who died rich 
So before you start pointing fingers 
Before you accuse me of putting greed before the badge 
And call me names like “dirty cop” 
Remember I’m just a humble citizen 
Trying to beat the odds like anyone else 
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A bullet can end my career in the blink of an eye 
I’m just trying to eat while I can 
 
 
Yours truly, 
Afande 
 
P.S.  
For complaints please feel free to visit the nearest police post  
and drop your note in our suggestion box  
with your name na nambari yako ya kitambulisho. 
We have several stubs of bhang we can use against you as exhibit. 
It’s a Service for All. 
 
Thank you 
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Just a Thought 
 
 
I’m just thinking; 
Facts without proof 
Become theories 
Facts with proof 
Become beliefs 
Facts with doubt 
Become controversies 
Facts with proof and doubt 
Become philosophies 
Facts with facts 
Become reality 
Facts without basis 
Become opinions 
 
So, Sir, when do we get a:  
 

Controversially,  
Philosophical,  

Unrealistic,  
Opinionated, 

Doubtful, 
Unfactual 

 Belief? 
 
Was that a professional question? 
 
Personally, in my professional opinion, 
I profess that taking a professional question personal 
Or a personal question professional, 
Is purely a question of being impersonally unprofessional; 
Which is personally and professionally questionable. 
 

From the Professor of Personal, Impersonal, 
Professional and Unprofessional 
Questionable Questions. 
 

Any further questions? 
 

What’s love? 
I was asked 
So 
I’m waxed 
Relaxed 
Vexed 
By love’s vendetta of vile sacrifices 
And erstwhile novices 
Like fire and ice 
Two-faced phase 
Love is. 
 
And I’m thinking; 
Curiosity cures a callous crave 
Fear fires the flames of the brave 
Love languishes the loneliness of the soul 
And poetry portrays the polarity of it all. 
 
I’m also wondering; 
If you change before change changes you 
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Do you change from being changed by change? 
Or is changing without being changed by change not change?! 
If there are only three things in life that never change: 
Change, change and change 
Does change really change? 
 
Is this why the more we change  
The more we don’t?! 
 
I’m still thinking; 
I should quit living on dreams 
And start living one day at a time 
Because each day brings forth its own dream 
And each day and its dream 
Brings the ultimate dream closer. 
 
I’m now deeply thinking: 
 
Here and now 
Now and here 
Is where it all starts and ends 
Is where it all ends and starts 
Like it never was 
Was too wise to be in a fool’s paradise 
Fooled twice 
Twined 
By the new wine 
In the old skin wine 
Fine, here’s the time 
And now is the life 
As the past is passed 
Burst like a drop that drops on dust 
Just rush to catch the rash 
Only to come back here 
In emotional rags 
While my whole gift was wrapped here 
Near, here and now 
Somehow 
I dust off my knees 
And smile to the judging crowd: 
 

As if if I walk I should never trip 
And if I trip I should never fall 

And if I fall I should never crawl 
And if I crawl I should never walk tall 

So I growl and shrill 
The thrill of cowardly cowed cooed cold corny horny whispers 
Whiskers of blisters as pain gains momentum 
The ultimatum is maximum 
Mum 
We keep to trap 
And keep still 
The unspoken voices 
In side our heads  
I’ve ceased to ponder 
Ceased to wonder 
For those yonder 
The life’s wheel 
That’s why I kill my skill 
Not to remain nil 
I will 
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His will 
The omniscient foreknow ledged my will 
Predetermined my every move 
Tracked my steps 
So my will ain’t free 
My abstract mind 
Can only flash forward, play and re-wind 
The natural way 
I trod and stay 
The only way 
Only the fittest survive 
I’m not late 
Can’t hate Fate 
That is the plate of my mortal fate 
Nothing is definite 
So I meditate 
Liberty 
Outside the lie 
Called life 
I’m immortal 
In total 
I’m fatal 
Ready for the tragic end 
Two sided 
Equal reaction 
The junction 
Where good and evil meet 
Honesty and greed 
Freed 
I greet 
Myself 
No cry for help 
Life’s a debt 
And I’m the price 
Life’s formula 
Of give and take 
My sanity is at stake 
No fake emotions 
Lotions  
The corrupt air I inhale 
Sun’s rays 
Carrying the grace 
I embrace the raze 
Erase the trace 
And cover my face 
Ashamed of fate 
Like the late 
Doors closing 
Doors opening 
But I gaze at the closed door 
I forget the opened one 
No one knows anyone 
 
I’m a stranger born 
I trod along 
To follow the ways of men 
 
Men who never stop thinking 
 
Men who never stop to think 
And think why they never stop to think.   
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African Teachings 
 
 
Here are life’s teachings 
To vile beings 
In their quest for vice things 
As taught by an ailing earthling 
By the shade of the Omosocho tree 
 
An open book 
Life is 
Every experience is a thesis 
A nemesis to the curse of Genesis 
We live and we and we learn 
We give and we earn 
No re-runs or u-turns 
 
Pens, prayers and guns 
Sons, sinners and suns 
Lessons so strife 
From the university of life 
 
So the ailing earthling 
Tipped his sniffing bottle and continued 
Listen my child 
The world is wild- 
A jungle 
Eat or be eaten is the golden rule 
 
Labour hard 
Any day could be yours 
What is mine or yours 
Is not ours 
 
Binto mbia ng’ora 
Nsagasaga biangete 
Don’t rush 
Life is a ride 
 
Kebambore 
Gekobambokere 
You crate a monster 
It’ll devour you 
 
Don’t hurry to grow up 
When you get there 
There’s no there 
Kina obirore tokaga mbinde! 
 
Venerate the aged 
There lies the wisdom of ages 
 
If you cant do 
Teach 
 
If a man takes away what you love 
Unsheathe your machete and fight for it 
What can a man die for 
Other than that he loves? 
 
Revere a woman 



Chronicles of a Lost Poet          Myq Wudz 

- 46 - 
 

For there lies the womb of all men 
 
Eat a little 
Keep a little 
Akiba haiozi! 
 
If a man invites you in for a meal 
Bless him 
If a man dines and wines while you starve 
Don’t swear 
Tomorrow it’ll be your turn 
 
A child plays with the beards of his grandfather 
And not the wrinkles of his grandmother! 
 
Be merry during the harvest 
Be wise during the drought 
 
Everyman carries his own evils, good and coffin 
Wherever he goes 
 
He who casts an evil eye on his neighbor 
Invites wrath in his own house 
 
A lying tongue 
Sees no truth in anyone 
 
Lust has driven man to their grave 
So has jealousy and hate 
 
As you never forget a mistake 
So should you never forget a favour 
 
No one is born happy 
We all make our own happiness 
And life could be unfair 
It’s up to us to make it even 
 
Nobody walks into your life’s path without reason 
Anybody in your life is a season 
Some will stay 
Some will walk away 
Some will give 
Some will take away 
 
In the end we are all alone 
A child suckles its thumb when its mother’s breast is beyond reach 
A pauper survives by the crumbles of the rich 
 
Mominchori imi tang’ani mosera ibu! 
The harder you try, the luckier you get 
The more you give, the more you receive 
 
When you are busy chasing life 
It is happening 
 
Life is the distance between your womb and your tomb 
Your blessing is your doom 
 
Every man is a slave 
To all the things he loves 



Chronicles of a Lost Poet          Myq Wudz 

- 47 - 
 

Every man is a captive 
To all the things he craves to have 
 
Live today 
Tomorrow is only a wish away 
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Night of Sin 
 
 
I met a stranger I hardly knew 
Under the palm trees 
The magic dance of the moon’s glow- 
The caress of the breeze 
On a white cloud 
The stranger’s eyes shone like ripe berries 
As we swayed to the rhythm of the crowd  
Our breath burning with carnal flames 
 
Like a river in the sky 
The only truth in life’s lies 
We danced the night away 
The only price we paid 
As we smoked and stroked 
Choked by the lust in our throats 
The only language in our lips 
Drunk from the wine of your hips 
 
Strangers bonded by a familiar feeling 
Clothes from our ripe bodies peeling 
The sand of the ocean became our bedding 
As the azure sky above became our ceiling 
Birds chirped as waves splashed 
We rocked and rolled as rocks cracked 
Every bone melted, clicked and clanked 
Everybody in the room clapped 
Every second in space elapsed 
As our bodies breathlessly collapsed 
 
The guilt when our eyes locked 
Having found what we both lacked 
So in the morning we hugged and parted 
None broken-hearted 
It was like witnessing a murder scene 
After our night of sin 
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Caged  
 
 
Caged 
The world is a stage 
Staged by the sage 
I can’t re-write my page 
Where the judge decided my fate 
 
Caged 
I’m stripped naked and laughed at 
There’s no justice in their laughter 
I’m barked at 
Stared at 
And spat at 
By these wardens in funny hats 
Flipping batons for our buttocks in their hands 
 
Caged 
Like a stray, rabid animal 
So I’m fed human waste like a public urinal 
And if I die in this carnival 
Not even stray dogs will attend my funeral 
To the world my fate will be final 
To poetic justice my case will be final 
To the prison pope my hope will be hell as told in the Bible 
To the intellectuals and the hustlers  
I’ll be just another casualty of the battle 
Of survival 
 
Caged 
Solitude is my saving grace 
I miss my wife’s cooking and hooking embrace 
My kid’s innocent and smiling face 
Their innocent Dad lost the case 
Not that he smuggled maize 
Or embezzled some public cheques 
But he’s just another victim of fate 
In the legal and illegal phase 
 
 
Caged 
I know I’m next 
In the line to the casket 
Of men behind prison gates 
Outcasts, miscreants rejected men 
So I tie a noose around my neck 
I’ll be free if I’m dead 
But if I’m dead 
Will I see heaven or hell? 
It’s not hard to tell 
 
Caged 
I’m tortured with batons and silly slaps 
Garments governed by human dung and bugs 
Cellmates with venomous fangs 
Fatal than the tuberculosis in their lungs 
Their eyes are mad with lust 
No conjugal visits can cure their emotional thirst 
Thirst for love, freedom and justice 
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Caged 
I’m an innocent man 
I was out in the night having fun 
When the boys in blue ambushed the pub 
With their guns 
Scared, I started to run 
A bullet caught my leg 
I cried and tried to beg 
More boots on my groin and my chest 
Next thing I saw was a bonoko on my chest 
Robbery with violence was the case 
Twelve years of hard labour the law said 
To serve as an example to my kind the judge said 
 
 
Caged 
I limb around in clutches 
Hoping these bandages 
And the pain and sorrow I stage 
Will attract mercy and justice 
But these wardens 
Only protect their badges 
And these coppers and judges 
Only protect their wages 
So it’s true as said by the sage 
The world is simply a stage 
And I play my role 
A victim of the law 
 
Caged 
We are all in a cage 
Cages of self-destruction and humiliation 
Cages of imitations and limitations 
Cages of drugs and guns 
Cages of lust and rust 
Cages of justice and injustice 
Cages of religion and politics 
Cages of tarmacs and academics  
Cages of pride and plight 
Cages of rights and rite 
Cages of adversity and vanity 
Cages of wealth and poverty 
Cages of fears and tears 
Cages of shares and gears 
Cages of hunger and anger 
Cages of words and numbers 
 
Caged 
I’m getting aged 
Years in these bars nothing’s changed 
I’m gonna die in chains 
For my search for justice lives in vain 
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Dear Friend 
 
 
It’s one thing borrowing a lighter from me 
Or sharing a stub of cigarette or a cup of tea 
And it’s totally another thing 
Knocking on my door every morning 
Trying to beg for a shilling 
That you never pay back to me 
 
And the way your lustful pupils dilate 
When my wife is bending to clean the plates 
Tell me you can’t simply be trusted 
With any body’s property unguarded 
 
What should a married man 
Be whispering to my maid 
When I’m out sight 
Over the fence at night? 
 
It’s one thing for me to buy you a drink 
Share a frown and a wink 
But to always knock when I’m having my little supper with my family 
Is exploitation of our friendship, an invasion of privacy! 
 
When I’m the one buying beer you drink like a shark 
When it’s your turn to show your generous side 
After one beer you say you fear going home when it’s dark 
Tell me; are you a friend or a friendly parasite? 
 
You were with me when I was licking people’s arses 
Trying to get a life for myself 
Now that fortune smiled kindly on my curses 
Why are you so darn upset? 
 
As a democratic individual I have my opinions 
If I decide to vote for party x that’s my business 
I simply don’t like your tribesmen in politics 
My dear friend, should that make me a nuisance? 
 
As a man I can’t help it to be promiscuous 
I also I know your mistresses 
Why go behind my back to tell my wife? 
Don’t you see that you’re ruining my life? 
 
As a man I have to make a living by not-so-lawful means 
I also know of a bribe you took last week! 
Word is you’ve bee talking to the police: snitch! 
When did you become such a cowardly, selfish, jealous bitch? 
 
We made this life together 
I can’t believe you’re squeezing a gun on my head 
Just ‘cause we misunderstand each other 
It’s funny you want me dead! 
You see, it’s people like you who make it hard 
For anyone to trust anyone from the heart 
Dear friend, I know your type, don’t pretend 
You’re a fake, a fiend! 
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Letter to Dad 
 
Dear dad 
Lately it’s been hard for mom 
To feed and clothe me 
Even to love me 
 
Dad 
Was it another night of love-making 
That when I was conceived I held no meaning? 
Why did you desert 
A creature you helped bring to earth 
Against its will? 
 
I wonder how many of us are out there 
Whose mothers you impregnated then fled 
 
Are you ashamed of me? 
How could you be so afraid of me? 
Yet when I look in the mirror 
I see you, mom and me? 
You both look like me 
And you both look beautiful 
If you were here 
I, you and mom could take a picture 
Put it in a frame 
And hang it on the living room for whole world to see 
That I, too, have a family 
 
Dad 
Sometimes when I come home from school 
I imagine you in your favourite stool 
Me and you watching cartoons 
 
Dad 
I’m afraid to grow up 
‘Cause I never had you around 
To teach me how to grow up 
How to be a man 
 
Now I’m a child of the world 
Stranded at crossroads 
Hoping somehow you’ll help cross the street 
 
It hurts you know 
To see other kids get the hugs 
The kisses and the gifts 
From their dads 
While I’m grounded here 
With toys and Teddy Bears that can’t hold me 
And tell me someday I’m gonna be king 
 
Whore cares anyway? 
Maybe you’re dead 
Locked away 
Or taking care of other children you fathered 
They must be better than me! 
Or you just don’t care 
Or you don’t even know that I exist. 
 
So long, dad. 
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Soul Brother 
 
 
Soul brother 
We need a new beginning 
Bounded by paucity and fatality 
We can’t keep on living this way 
 
Soul brother 
All we do is drink and smoke weed all day 
Then all I see is blood shot eyes that hold pain 
Self-pity and no promise 
We gotta do something 
Or live and die this way 
 
Soul brother 
We grew up without a mother or father 
These slums is the only world we’ve known 
But beyond this stench 
Of slaughter, despair and adversity 
There’s a world out there waiting for us 
 
Soul brother 
Let’s go out there and try to make a life 
I’m tired of making a mere living 
Tired of surviving 
Through toy guns and jack knives 
One day we’ll die in these streets 
Like poisoned dogs 
And feed our dreams to vultures and maggots 
 
Soul brother 
Let’s go to class and get some education 
Go to some college get a doctorate 
Work hard and maybe get a promotion 
Buy big cars we see on television 
And live in lavish houses we see in Lavington 
It’ll be okay to live and die that way 
 
Soul brother 
Keep on writing your poems 
They are words of hope 
Keep on singing your songs 
Then go out and sell records 
I’ll be there to clap and sing along in your concerts 
We gotta do something 
Or live and sing this way 
 
Soul brother 
The way you kick ball in the dirt 
I know one day you’ll be a soccer star 
So go out and get your scholarship 
And fly to foreign nations 
And come back in a jet plane 
With suitcases full of dollars 
You gotta do something 
Or live and kick your life away 
 
Soul brother 
You can make it if you try 
You can’t touch the sky 
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If you’re too sacred to fly 
You gotta make a decision 
Or smoke, drink and dream yourself into extinction 
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Soul Sister 
 
 
Soul sister 
We need a new facelift 
Haunted by lack, laxity and vanity 
We gotta do something 
Or live and die this way 
 
Soul sister 
All we do is powder and sponge our faces 
Flaunt thighs in panty less short skirts 
Hang in the streets and car parks 
Stealing from lonely men 
We gotta do something 
Or live and steal our lives away 
 
Soul sister 
All we do is trade our love for their lies 
Dine and wine and let them pay the bills 
Girl, the price we pay between the sheets! 
Then be abused and be dumped like shit 
We gotta do something 
Or live and die with this tamed beauty 
 
Soul sister 
We grew up without a mother or father 
These slums is the only world we’ve known 
But beyond this stench 
Of slaughter, despair and adversity 
And men’s constant cruelty 
There’s a world out there waiting for us 
 
Soul sister 
How many unborn babies do you have to kill 
How many fatherless kids do you have to feed 
Or dump in the streets 
Before your breasts sag with the guilt? 
Maybe you should take that pill 
Or live and die this way 
 
Soul sister 
How many beatings and cold beds 
How many lies and cries 
How many quarrels and late night fights 
Before you realize he doesn’t deserve you? 
Maybe you should pack your bags and your kids 
Or live and die this way 
 
Soul sister 
Your obsession with the mirror 
Tells me you know you look like an angel 
Your lack of deliberate appetite 
Tells me you want to be a model 
Your screaming yourself hoarse 
As you try to mimic Mariah Carey 
Tells me you want to entertain 
Then pack your bags and live your dream 
Instead of wishing your life away 
 
Soul sister 
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Keep on writing your poems 
They are words of hope 
Keep on singing your songs 
Then go out and sell records 
I’ll be there to clap and sing along in your concerts 
We gotta do something 
Or live and sing this way 
 
Soul sister 
Let’s go to class and get some education 
Go to some college get a doctorate 
Work hard and maybe get a promotion 
Buy big cars we see on television 
And live in lavish houses owned by these men 
It’ll be okay to live and die that way 
 
Soul sister 
Your obsession with rap stars and ball players 
Tells me you deserve better 
Than these hustlers that hazard your body away 
Upgrade yourself and get Mr. Right 
Or live and die a hood rat 
 
Soul sister 
Their raping, murder and malicious ego 
Can’t impede us 
We are more than what is between our legs 
We are the cradle of mankind 
We gotta look them in the face 
And claim our space and place 
Or live and die in disgrace 
 
Soul sister 
There’s no limit to what you can be 
If not president then why not MP? 
Why stop living at only nineteen? 
What does Maathai, Maya Angelou or Oprah say on TV? 
Something gotta give 
Or live and die this way 
 
Soul sister 
You can make it if you try 
You can’t touch the sky 
If you’re too sacred to fly 
You gotta make a decision 
Or dress, dance and sex yourself into extinction 
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Strange Love 
 
 
It’s your chocolate skin 
The swelling of your boobs 
The curving of your hips 
And the angelic curly hair 
Carelessly caressing your soft shoulders 
That make my fingers itch 
Itch with an ache of fondling 
And rubbing and caressing 
Your voluptuous flesh 
From the tip of your nose 
To the tips of your manicured toes 
 
It’s the pouting of cherry red lips 
That make mine quiver 
Like the strings of a guitar 
With the agony, the longing 
Of putting mine lips on yours 
And seal the bond between us 
As your saliva 
Becomes my honey 
And your breath 
Becomes my breath of life 
 
But wait. 
 
There’s a problem 
How can a delicate creature like you 
Bestowed, endowed with a beauty 
Beyond a poet’s  
And a painter’s 
Wildest imagination 
Love someone like me 
A caricature of creation 
The Creator’s second thought? 
See,  
I’m not handsome 
I’m not rich 
How could I be loved by you? 
 
Honestly 
I think 
Your love is fake! 
Your love is only here for my wallet 
My hard-earned cash! 
My only delicate bridge between poverty and wealth 
How dare you steal from a helpless 
Worthless creature like me? 
First you steal my heart 
Then you want to steal my money 
You might as well steal my life 
 
It’s your type 
That says 
No romance without finance 
And you don’t look like the type  
That can feed on sukuma wiki and githeri 
Everyday 
And a quarter of matumbo only on pay day 
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Truly 
There’s no love 
 
There’s no love 
And justice 
In the world 
 
For both love  
And justice 
 
Are blind 
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Son of the City 
 
 
If you see Mogaka 
Tell him we miss him 
He left home for town 
To go study 
Get a job 
And save us from this desolation 
The wretchedness of poverty 
 
But now I hear 
He’s seen in pubs 
In cinemas 
And parties 
 
He’s seen in the streets 
With women 
With tattoos 
Nose-rings and skimpy dresses 
And sometimes he’s seen with men 
With tattoos 
Nose rings and skimpy trousers 
This also means he has no wife 
 
I also hear 
He owns a fast car 
Where he takes his men and women 
To places that need a fat wallet 
I hear he rent a house 
Whose rent in a month 
Can clear my school fees for a whole year 
 
When you see my brother 
Tell him his father and mother 
Are ailing 
Dying 
And everyday father cries for him 
Silently cursing his testicles 
For siring such a vagrant 
 
Tell my brother 
That his farm is a small forest 
For there’s no woman to till 
Grow maize, millet, potatoes and bananas 
To feed us 
For we are dying of starvation 
No money for fertilizers too 
 
No house in his farm too 
And when another brother died of Aids 
They buried him like a dog 
For he had not built even a hut 
Spent his town money 
On his town friends and fiends 
Only to come home dead and poor 
 
Tell my brother 
Uncle Moreka died a month ago 
Everybody knows he never attends funerals 
Nor sends money to buy coffins to bury our dead 
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Doesn’t augur well for the family  
 
Tell my brother 
I overheard father saying 
To avoid the shame 
He’ll bring a woman 
A widow from a nearby clan 
With at least three children 
To till my brother’s farm 
And fill the gap 
For his son- 
My brother- 
 Is dead 
 
Father says 
With a sigh 
He wishes the money he spent 
On my brother’s books 
Should be here to feed and clothe him 
Buy his old friends a tin of busaa 
And take him to hospital 
Instead of lying in the shade 
With a whizzing chest 
Dying in shame 
For his eldest son 
Is married to the city 
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The Dregs of Mankind 
 
 
We are the forgotten men 
Buried in the sands of time 
Whipped by desert wind 
And stinging sands 
 
Ancient cannibals 
Cattle flesh, blood and milk 
Keep us alive 
 
We are the remnants of mankind 
Torn from civilization 
Where sophisticated men 
With scolded skins 
Come with cameras 
Prying into our sacred lives 
With nasal lingo 
 
I hear they sell our faces 
Telling the world 
How miserable our lives are 
 
We are the remnants of mankind 
The dregs in the cup of eroded culture 
Abandoned at lands that grow no crop 
At the verge of our demise 
From the pangs of starvation 
And death 
Our own men— 
Mimicry of civilization 
With semi-scolded skins 
Then come with Lorries laden with foreign food 
And foreign cameras and microphones 
And with crocodile tear drops 
Turn and walk away 
Back to their foreign imitations 
Half-happy 
They have saved another human being 
With tin-fuls of beans 
Yellow flour 
To last us 
Till the next pang of hunger strikes 
 
So we huddle around our grave yards 
Naked children playing in the dust 
The elderly whisking away flies 
From the corners of their mouths and eyes 
Silently praying for the death 
Of another emaciated cattle 
To drop dead 
As cursed vultures 
We skin off the bones 
To hush the monsters in our stomach 
 
As for tomorrow 
We’ll still be here 
In the jungle of fire 
Bathed in the whirlwinds 
Sand storms 
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Cattle raiders 
And cameras 
That pity 
The dregs of mankind 
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The Dregs of Mankind 2 
 
 
Quarantined 
Like remnants of a leprosy plague 
Trapped in tents 
Disease 
Starvation 
Hasten our adversity 
 
The last scene I recall 
Was blood 
And ashes 
Remnants of what I called 
Mama and Papa 
Sister and brother 
And home 
 
A victim of war 
Created by these men 
Whose maxim 
The fittest only 
Survive 
 
The misfit like me 
Will be only 
Inspiring words for a poet 
A documentary for CNN 
A voice of concern 
For human activists 
And a call of duty 
For UN agencies 
And dregs 
To the rest of mankind 
 
My lament 
Is not for war-mongers 
Or for hands and feet 
That thirst for blood 
Nor for oil explorers 
Or man-eaters 
Leaders 
But for the unseen God 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chronicles of a Lost Poet          Myq Wudz 

- 64 - 
 

Morning Glory 
 
 
I peek from the sheets 
Damn! 
Such great piece of ass! 
Man, 
How can a man be so goddamn blessed! 
To wake up to such a beauty 
And sweet-smelling breakfast 
As she croons, no, coos like a dove 
Her favourite love tune 
In the kitchen 
 
Then she sneaks back 
Under the sheets beside me 
To torture my body 
The sweetest way she knows how! 
 
Such mornings 
Make my day full of blessings 
Just like 
The night before 
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Fallen Heroine 
 
 

here she goes 
 

a child of the earth 
 

a daughter of the universe 
 

whose greenness 
 

indeed made the world a better place 
 

                                                      each                tree 
swaying  

                                                      each                bird 
tweeting  

 
lumber 

 
carpenter 

 
and  
 

herbalist 
 

bow for you 
 

a silent solemn gratitude 
 

a silent solemn grief 
 

for the fallen heroine 
 

Wangari 
 

Like the hush of the forest 
 

During a calm weather 
 

Rest In Peace 
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Ugali  
 

 
I am completely corn-fused 
By the cornfields’ fidelity 
Yet I am awfully a-maized 
By the maize cons 
For their flour 
When burning over the fire 
Its aroma supersedes 
The fragrance 
Of the rose flower 
 
A pedestal in the altar 
Where starved bowels rumble 
At the mere sight of you 
Steaming on the plate 
Saliva chokes your scavengers 
As they mumble their last prayers 
For you- 
Your eulogy 
 
Ugali! 
The pride of a Kenyan labourer 
Fingers and forks dig into you 
Like caterpillars! 
 
Sembe, mbese, sima, gima 
Obokima, obusuma…. 
 
Rolled in the palm of the hand 
Then dipped into chicken soup 

Or 
Sour milk 

Or 
Well-cooked herbs 
Your satisfaction 
Is sweeter than romance!!!! 
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Sunday Morning 
 
 
Such a morning 
Thousands of years ago 
A Son of Man rose from the dead 
Such a morning 
Pimps, prostitutes and robbers 
Drunks, gamblers and all other sinners 
Also rise from the dead 
The death of last night’s sinning 
Apparent in their lethargic eyes and yawns 
They sit on church benches singing 
How Great Thou Art 
As their Father who art in heaven 
Forgives and forgets their trespasses 
For they are human 
 
So they bury their souls in transgression 
For six days a week 
And on Sunday morning 
Resurrect 
With hangovers 
To God’s unwavering mercy 
And eternal redemption 
 
For all have sinned 
And fallen short 
Of His glory 
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    These Hands 
 
 

These hands are my blessing 
These palms 
And these fingers 
Are gonna open swinging doors 
To a million dollar mansions 
These hands are gonna sign cheques 
Of a million dollar deals  
These hands are gonna spin wheels 
Of foreign cars 
And caress foreign girls 
These hands are gonna right songs 
And poems 
And grab mikes on stages 
And sign autographs 
And wave at the cameras 
These hands carry the power 
To turn my adversity  
Into blessing 
God bless the work of my hands 
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Young Lover 
 
 
Young dimples, 
What you call love for me, 
Is juvenile covetousness. 
 
Plus I’m a married man 
With a daughter your age. 
But you stubbornly squabble 
That Men like me have the “experience”. 
 
Your young face 
And ripe curves 
Is duping. 
Maybe if you wait four more years 
I could take you in 
As a second wife. 
 
Until then, 
I don’t want to spend my life 
In a cold cell, 
Wardens pricking my testicles 
With pins and batons. 
And locked up with men 
Coveting my buttocks. 
 
I can’t stand the shame 
Of news men 
Making a story of me; 
My face in newspapers 
A culpable idiot 
A child molester 
A social miscreant! 
 
No. 
Give your love to these lads 
That spend sleepless nights 
Masturbating o’er your thighs. 
Give your love to these college boys 
That spend i-phones 
And their mother’s money 
And teary text messages on you. 
Learn from their heartbreaks 
And their empty promises, 
That life,  
And love, 
Are mere experiences. 
Soon or later 
We get over them; 
These blinding feelings. 
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Dying to Live 
 
 
I could have prayed 
And stayed 
 
But I wept 
And left 
 
I could have lost 
And moved on 
 
But I won 
And greedy I became 
 
I could have died poor 
And relieved to die 
 
But I got wealthy 
And refused to die 
 
I refused to be used 
Abused and bruised 
 
So I cling on  
Despite the emptiness 
 
For the alternative 
Is suicide 
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I Refuse to Sing 
 
 
I know you can’t wait to see me dead 
So you can come and spit 
And dance on my grave 
So that you can eat all I toiled for 
 
You can’t wait to see me 
Defeated, crumbled 
My pride deflated 
Kicked and left to bleed 
Rolled into a tiny ball 
Whimpering in the corner 
Of my house 
Saying I wish I never been born 
Like the Bohemian Rhapsody 
 
You can’t wait to see me laughed at 
Ignored 
Bored and frowning at life 
Hoping I will be on my knees 
Crawling toward you 
Seeking refuge 
So then you can torment me 
And feed your contemptuous ego 
Ominous as an eagle 
Fake sympathy 
Flowers on my death bed  
With bated breath 
Wait for my last breath 
 
But guess what 
I refuse to die! 
 
Every effort I make to win 
You make it look like sin 
So I refuse to sing 
To please 
The freckles on your skin 
I refuse to sing 
A loser’s song 
 
I had dreams 
Of becoming king 
Though it seems 
I’m far from the throne 
Tho’ the lust for life seems gone 
And I’m at the end of my rope 
And the best you can do 
Is hand me the rope 
To tie a noose 
And loop it in my neck 
What the heck, brother 
You encourage me 
What’s there to lose anyway? 
 
And then the song 
Starts playing 
Saying 
Victory starts when the battle is bloodiest 
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The rays peek thro’ the clouds 
When the storm is dirtiest 
So I refuse to sing 
To those who are glad 
I didn’t win 
Or will never win 
 
I refuse to sing 
‘Cause when my time to sing comes 
I will turn my sweat, blood and tears 
Into wine and honey 
And celebrate by the fireplace 
With friends 
Friends who gave me the ‘kerchief 
To dab my tears 
Singing songs of victory 
As love, wealth and laughter 
Become the keys on my piano 
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Vanity 
 
 
Dressed to kill 
Still I feel naked 
Eat to the fill 
Still I feel underfed 
Adored like a dollar bill 
Still I feel neglected 
 
Elected to lead the blind 
But I’m blindfolded 
Moulded to be the boldest  
Luckiest? 
Funniest joke ever told 
Is we are born to grow old 
That gold is gold 
Cold, colder,coldest we grow 
The more we replace 
Human grace  
With material embrace 
No space for love 
The race for modern globe 
Of joblessness 
Laziness 
Shamelessness 
Meaninglessness 
Uselessness! 
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Living on the Edge 
 
 
The Age of Aquarius 
The edge of overachievers 
We live to create 
No ties that bind 
Or lies that blind 
Or spies that find 
The secret lives 
Of the enlightened 
The mass frightened 
To be enlightened  
On life’s enchantment 
The judgment 
Of individual earnest 
Of global government 
The torment of the ignorant 
Is knowledge 
Living on the edge  
Of desolation 
Days of indecision 
And spiritual fashion 
Of passing judgment 
On what we fear 
On what we don’t know 
We let go 
The road of popular opinions 
Only then we tread the path 
To oneness 
Be still 
And know that you’re God 
You’re the epitome of Good 
Part of the Whole 
The whole and the Devine 
The Androgyny 
The free gene 
No chains of ignorance 
And fear 
Shall hold you back 
You’re living on the edge 
Betwixt evil and good 
Gnosis  
Godhood  
Is the freedom from karma 
The ultimate I  
We  
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Sweetest Revenge 
 
 
Destiny 
Is a mystery 
Strife 
Is a sharp knife 
Hold the handle 
Win the battle 
Hold the blade 
Disgrace 
The race 
Of the human race 
Is a two-face 
 
We all win 
In our own design 
 
The fading of religious fashion 
Fanning the fuming of fascist freedom 
Free from free norms 
I’m a free born 
No free bone  
For ferocious canines 
Famines of love 
Scorch the globe 
So we probe 
Past forlorn spirit 
To uplift the emotional lift 
The gift  
Of life is 
Living it to the brim 
Through the brink 
Of despair 
Through the blink 
Of tears 
Through the bridge of change 
Good life 
Is the sweetest revenge 
 
Besides 
 
Eye for an eye 
We both lose our sight 
Tooth for a tooth 
We both can’t bite 
Heart to heart 
We both speak our mind 
 
Betrayal 
Of lovers and friends 
Denial  
Of family and relatives 
Generosity 
Of strangers 
Porosity 
Of human values 
Pomposity 
Of individual valuables 
Negligence 
Of the spirit 



Chronicles of a Lost Poet          Myq Wudz 

- 76 - 
 

Negligence 
Of life’s gift 
Love 
Compassion 
Both construed continuously 
With corrupt conscience 
Of religion and science 
The basis of human ethics 
Relics of fabrics 
Fabricated by the thesis 
And nemesis   
Of genetics  
Intellects 
And politics 
Of clips 
Pics 
And blips 
Mere mental tricks 
Amidst the mix 
The twists and turns 
We learn to exist 
For good life 
Is the safest refuge 
The gauge 
Of morality 
Immortality 
And duality: 
To give 
And to be given 
To forgive 
And to be forgiven 
That’s Heaven 
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You Are Everything 
 
 
You are who you see 

Beyond the mirror’s humble reflection 
 

You’re who you want to be 
That object of beauty and adoration 
 

You are a drop in the sea 
Of infinite love, doubt and compassion 
 

You’re you and me 
 Replicas of our own creation 

 
You are you’re the ultimate judge 

To your actions, virtues and grudge 
 
You are the master in control 

The constant Gardner of your soul 
 

You’re not nature’s mistake 
You’re your life’s give and take 

 
You’re the best keeper 

Of the deepest secret and fear 
 
You’re the love 

That you seek in the globe 
 
You’re the miracle 

You kneel for in tabernacles 
 
You’re the master architect of life’s cryptic  

Forwards and rewards 
 
You’re the best critic 

To your own thoughts and words 
 
You’re the magnet 

To your life’s attractions 
 

Indeed you’re the light 
To your life’s distractions 
 

It’s unfair 
To blame others for your actions 

 
You’re are the result 

Of your doings 
And undoings 

 
You’re the devil  

You’re the angel 
 
You’re who think 

You’re everything 
 
Without YOU 

There’s nothing:  Without YOU 
You are nothing. 
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The Earthquake 
 
 
Far beneath the rubble 
A silent prayer’s mumbled 
Just one more chance at life 
God, this is not my time 
 
Far beneath the sky 
A teardrop asks why 
Who really deserves to die? 
Who really deserves to cry? 
 
Hova said thro’ heartache and the earthquake 
Maybe if we stick together we won’t break 
Yea, how can we forget New Orleans and 9/11? 
Do we blame the earthlings or the heavens? 
Yesterday was a joy ride 
Tomorrow was a highlife 
Today pain is our de-light 
Another tent another daylight 
 
If life is forever then death is never 
Just a tear drop to remember 
When why-God-why is my cancer 
Love will give the answer 
 
So Haiti through the plight 
I dream to soar higher heights 
My heart might be bruised 
But my spirit will beat the blues 
 
So far beneath the rubble 
A silent prayer’s mumbled 
Just one more chance at life 
‘Cause this is not my time. 
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Chronicles of a Lost Soul 
 
 
The earth was empty and cold 

‘Fore the Lord made it 
Humanity was so innocent 
Until Eve became naked 
The fruit became the blame 
When God was just playing a game 

War after war and rumors of war 
Lord I just can’t take it 

Lord I confess I’m a sinner 
Because I just can’t fake it 

So I take the pen and try to justify my lifestyle 
I’m so diplomatic that, 

I vote for the same people that used my people 
And left ‘em people stranded 

In refugee tents 
They gave my brother a rifle 
And branded him a bandit 

And handed him a life sentence 
My wife just packed her bags 

And I feel abandoned 
Like Jesus dying on the cross 

Lord why have you abandoned me 
Since nobody says anything in this room 
I pour another glass 
Cheers to the pain 
Life is empty without it 
The preacher man says 
It is all wages for my sins 
Selfish me, no Thanksgiving 
Then I ask the Virgin Mary statue  

If God died for my sins 
Why are they still dying in sin? 
Crying in sin trying to be free 

Lying to be free, see 
If we were meant be 

For life 
God, why did you take away the tree 

Of life 
From the Garden of Eden? 
Afraid of our power? 

God is like you just then made us 
And then you abandoned us 
Cursed us 
Saying you regretted making us 
So you shrugged shoulders and walked away to your mansion 
Of silver, gold, sapphire and myrrh 

Because you just left the devil to us, 
That’s why we murdered Jesus 
 
And then you keep on saying every Sunday 
That you are going to burn us 
Unless we discriminate our instincts 
Fear being natural 
Divide ourselves 
Fighting for your attention 
Tell me, 
Between a naked child dying of hunger in the gutter 
And a soldier praying to shoot and kill for victory 
Who do you listen to? 
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Coffins 
 
 
Caskets 
They scare me 
It is over 
No reverse 
No remorse 
No chance 
No change 
 
No love 
No hate 
No God 
No Devil 
 
No Black 
No White 
No money 
No honey 
No friend 
No foe 
 
No sunset 
No sunrise 
No time 
No crime 
 
No peace 
No war 
 
No car 
No bar 
 
No me 
No you 
No lie 
No truth 
No dreams 
No screams 

 
No nothing 
Nothing 
 
I am alive 
I live now. 
 
So love me now 
Share with me the laughter 
And the tears today 
None of it will make sense 
When I’m past tense. 
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Eden Savage 
 
 
down here below 
where justice is our persecutor 
not our defender 
where truth is the first nail 
on our moral coffin 
innocence no longer cares 
ignorance is our worst fear 
we murder heroes 
to glorify crooks 
 
down here below 
where toddlers turn into gray-haired men, die 
in the same corner 
the race is for the swift 
wisdom to the naive 
the earth is not inherited by the meek 
but the ruthless ones 
with the lust to conquer the planet 
 
down here below 
yesterday refuses to go away 
too busy to wind up today 
tomorrow with its joys and sorrows 
can wait 
i didn't invent sin 
i am just part of it 
so god before you go to sleep 
here's your bedtime story 
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My Pen Is Weepin’ 
 
 
The devil is sweepin’ 
My soul is weepin’ 
I just want to be free 
Free without being told the meaning of freedom 
Feed the kids the brains of King Solomon 
Wear the armour of Goliath 
But have the heart of David 
And be like me: 
 
My name is Africa 
Raped and left to bleed 
In times of need 
They sweep 
The crumbs of bread over my wounds 
Wounds of sodomy 
Of whips 
Of the unknown cause 
Have a picnic on my fresh grave 
Because you think I am dead 
Well you can devour my fruits 
But you don’t feed my roots 
You can feed me 
But you can’t digest my food 
My foot hurts my toes bleed 
From the voyage through the wilderness 
 
My pen is weepin’ 
My book is scarred 
Words are my sanctuary 
The lyric is my witness 
Unlike my neighbour 
These words tell 
These words are my heaven 
These words are my hell 
They are the only friends who handed me bread 
When I saw the world loom through the Guantanamo bars 
The words knew I was innocent 
The tongue thought life is fair 
Only humans are not 
The words kissed my unborn Hussein 
They still hugged me when Eve walked out of Eden 
Leaving cobra trading my soul for the rotten apple 
And when Cain beheaded Abel 
Mr Honourable thought it was love 
He forgot the love is the vote 
My pen is weeping 
 
The mike is crazy and drunk 
So I call it Crunk 
My Afro is rusty like my pastor 
So I call it Rasta 
Faster, life spins like Cadillac rims 
and so does afande’s bullet 
and so does the bulletin 
my faith is my bullet proof vest 
my fate is my nest 
Nesta, 
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Why they wanna baptize me with marley? 
As if I ain’t drunk yet 
From drinking these tears from my pen 
This ink is like honey 
This meaningless words is like money 
So if you find me pipe dreaming in the gutter 
Like a street dreamer in Africa 
Just read my eulogy 
Just like Morgan would read Robert’s 
A brother in deed 
The only difference is the deeds 
My pen is weeping 
My rhyme book is weepin’ 
No. 
My book of laws is weeping 
They write what they don’t believe in 
So they can rape the truth while I am reading 
Trying to find the meaning 
No. I mean it 
Seeing is better than believing 

 
Believing is better than praying 
Praying is better than playing 
Playing is better than begging 
Begging is better than dying 
Dying is better than lying 
Lying is better than crying 
Crying is better than hiding 
Hiding is better than seeing 
 
Seeing is better than believing. 
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Nairobi Streets 
 
 
Mother Teresa 
There is a child in the altar 
Cursing Providence 
City Council is the evidence 
 
PhDs 
Dreams 
Nothing 
Tarmacking 
 
Marijuana 
Keroche 
Get Rich or Die Tryin’ 
Hustlin’ for 50 cents 
 
Read 
Believe 
A lie 
Why? 
 
Love 
Glove 
AIDS 
Foreign aids 
 
Guns sing 
Coffins dance 
Bars lock batons rock 
Sentences rape innocence 
 
Praise the Lord 
God will make a way 
When you choose the way 
‘Cause you are the WAY 
 
 
Wassup ya’ll 
Mike check 
Piracy! 
Msanii msoto 
 
G-strings 
Bendover! Bendover! 
Hoes 
Drawls 
 
 
Sexism 
Ego 
Rape 
Death 
 
Suits 
Cars 
White collars 
Top dollars 
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Motorcade 
Mheshimiwa!  
Vote for Change 
Better or worse 
That is democracy 
 
Skyscrapers 
Slum tents 
A wedding 
A funeral 
 
The Continental 
Mama Jane githeri special 
A bullet and a bonoko 
Campus riots-Haki yetu! 
 
Dawn 
Dusk 
The streets 
Still breathe. 
 
Live to die another day. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Chronicles of a Lost Poet          Myq Wudz 

86 
 

 
 
 

Niaje! 

 

 
Niaje msela 
Siendi jela 

Nipe kipyenga 
Sitaki panga 

 
Niaje binti uko poa 

Sijaoa 
Sipendi ndoa 
Boli ondoa 
 
Niaje pasta 

Christ sijampata 
Roundi hii we ndo unatoa sadaka 

Ngeta ndio chapta 
Niaje buda 
Niaje matha 

Sijasmoke fo 3 days 
Nisave pliz 
 
Niaje aje 

Kesho kutaenda aje 
Kama ufusadi ndo maji 

PhD bila ganji 
 
Damu kinywani 
Hubiri amani 

I am missing my dreams ndo hali 
Ni Kenya utapenya usijali 

 
Ama 
 Niaje! 
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‘Feel Me?’ 
 

 
Mp3s 
Turntables 
Record labels 
Bling 
Gansgtaz 
Pimps and hoes 
 
Ice  
Crack 
Cadillac 
Holla back 
 
Paper chasin’ 
Spittin’ 
Rhymin’ 
Signin’ 
 
Beef 
Weed 
E pillz 
Sag ‘em jeans 
Spin ‘em rims 
 
The Source 
Billboard  
BET 
MTV 
 
Slang 
Twang 
Nigga bang! Bang! 
Shit! 
 
Hustle 
Cop trouble 
Flow 
 
What it do boo? 
Tattoo 
A man gotta do what a man gotta do 

 
Honest 
Intellectual 
Powerful 
 
Hot 
Obnoxious (sumtymes) 
Pop! 
 
Feel me? 
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Poem of the Dead (The Devil’s Pie) 
 
 
You came sow and left me 
Barely a fetus in my mother’s womb 
And when I saw the world- 
A giant tomb 
 
The world treated me like garbage 
I opened my mouth 
No one fed me 
I extended my hand 
Nobody gave me 
I called out 
The wise didn’t listen 
I gave my heart 
No one returned the love 
 
I preached no one believed 
To them 
I was one of the lost souls  
That wander on the face of the earth 
Making deals with the old serpent 
 
They kissed me when I came 
They kicked me out when I left… 
 
Now from the six feet of the underworld 
My spirit is fire 
It consumes whatever that moves 
In the night 
I drag their souls away in their sleep 
Take them to the wilderness where nothing breaths 
Darkness is my companion 
I spit thunder 
I breathe death 
 
I am the Reaper who never sows 
I am the music that never plays 
Yet souls of desperate men dance on my grave 
I sip the blood of the innocent like red wine 
I feed on human flesh like the body of Christ 
People kill in my name 

 
Some die in my name 
Some die for my name 
The fame 
The vanity 
My disciples are the money hungry 
I suck their brains 
I leave them with no conscience 
That is why they dress for me 
My name in their foreheads 
My wrath is their glory 
I am the immortal 
I am the mystic 
I am the DEAD 
The unliving 
The unloving 
The rejected 
The Chosen Many 
The Mob. 
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The Breathes Life 
 
 
Nine seasons 
A million reasons 
To raise and keep 
And weep; 
 
Wash 
Mash 
Pluck weeds 
To feed; 
 
Go to school son 
Wake up and follow the sun 
Be number one 
You could be the chosen one; 
 
Daddy is not around 
There is evil in the town 
Be good-love what you have 
Be brave; 
 
You talk to the Heavens for me dear 
I see my destiny in your tears 
I see hope in your fears 
My people call you malikia; 
She breathes life, oh 
She breathes life to my soul 
An African idol 
Mama, I wish I could give you- 
My all. 
 
Love. 
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Last Supper 
 
 
How could it be? 
The Son of God controlled by Lucifer 
Is that why you murdered your own brother? 
Father, is that why you cursed your own daughter? 
You betrayed me homey 
It still feels like the Last Supper 
I decided to go on my own 
You still wasn’t happy 
You didn’t support me 
Now you want a piece of me 
You didn’t vote for me 
And if life must go on 
Then why can’t we just get along? 
Though I know I did you wrong 
Why can’t we just… 
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The Arrow 
 
 
You shot through me 
When I was dead you buried me 
My soul in eternity 
I met Juliet 
She told me it happened to Romeo 
That old god of love 
She told me welcome home son 
You will never fall alone 
In love 
Everybody is a fool 
 
Baby we are just ordinary people 
Who are trying to define this mystery? 
Love is history 
We are just learning 
Then let every mistake 
Be our strength 
When we fall 
Love will give us a hand to hold 
 
Cupid 
Sometimes you hurt 
Yet without pain 
Love is meaningless 
If you ever need a sacrifice 
I will crucify my mortal heart 
My mind will be the aisle of roses 
Where your soul will roam 
As a poet’s book 
Your heart will be the wall 
I will draw the tattoos of love 
If I die tonight 
Let me die in your arms. 
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The Death of a Poet 

 

 
One day God said to Satan: 
" I want us to be friends again. 
And Satan asked: 
"You mean back to the age of creation?" 
And God replied: 
"Yup. And you're going to be the leader of all angels, 
Just like in the beginning." 
Satan asked: 
"But what will happen to all the souls I've changed to my side 
against you?” 
And God answered: 
"Don't worry. If you change your mind, they can change theirs 
too!" 
 
So they went to the heavenly pub and tossed some champagne 
to celebrate the re-union 
Suddenly, God received a call from a pastor: 
" God, what happened? I'm trying to preach to people but they 
all seem just holy. 
It's been days and I haven't seen any drunk, thief, liar or any 
sinner around!" 
God said: 
"Don't worry, son. It's all been taken care of." 
 
The preacher, with nothing to do for several Sundays, he 
visited an empty pub 
Where a bored waiter gave him several drinks for free. 
The next day, he was found dead where he went to heaven to 
face judgment. 
Since there was no hell, God asked Satan what to do with the 
man. 
Satan looked God straight in the eye and said: 
" God, let's stop kidding. Without evil the world is such a 
quiet, boring place." 
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The Road to Paradise 
 

 
A young man was told one day 
The road to paradise is straight ahead 
In his bundle he wrapped up 
His loneliness and his helplessness 
Shut up his memory and straight went off 
To be the first one there 
 
The road to paradise is straight ahead 
He passed without a glare 
Through wondrous countries full of love 
Make way for me, make way for me 
I want to be the first one there 
 
The road to paradise is straight ahead 
He passed without a glance 
Through wicked lands where men made war 
Make way for me, make way for me 
I want to be the first one there 
 
The road to paradise is straight ahead 
He pushed away the arms reached out to him 
Everywhere he shut his eyes 
Make way for me, make way for me 
I want to be the first one there 
 
The road to paradise is straight ahead 
So all his life he walked 
At last he reached 
The place he started from 
Having forgotten that the world is round 
 
He was told one day 
The road to paradise is straight ahead 
He unwrapped his bundle and threw to the winds 
His loneliness and his helplessness 
And went among men 
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The Skull 
 
 
Connect with the departed 
Death is not for the faint-hearted 
 
Through the cemetery 
A world of serenity 
“Bye bye world, I am no longer with you...” 
Everybody will say they loved you 
 
Death where is thy sting? 
Where is thy victory? 
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“They” 
 
 
They belong to no religion 
They believe in no one 
They say don’t trust a man 
Until he is dead 
They sing but don’t dance to their own music 
They kill to stay alive 
They fall from buildings to land on the moon 
They employ but stay jobless 
They talk but don’t listen 
They run but don’t go anywhere 
They believe in what they can easily doubt 
They make rules they can easily break 
They are demons of souls of aborted dreams 
They are the rejects of the unwanted 
They believe in Moses 
But hate the Messiah 
They say the Nazarene is too mean 
He can’t understand freedom is the modern religion 
Money the modern language 
They poison their minds and call it self-expression 
 
They believe in peace 
Yet they keep on inventing weapons of war 
They make diseases to sell the cure 
They say life is short 
So they go and kill it for one night 
Yet they say 
They are saving for the future 
 
They are the Tupacs the Biggies 
And the Hipfarians 
They are the miracle workers of Facebooks and facelifts 
From the Windows to the bills of XP Gates 

 
 

 
I just don’t understand them 
I just didn’t believe them 
When they told me: 
 
 I am one of them. 
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Love Me for a Season 
 
 
Growing up from boys to men 
Singing “It’s so hard to say goodbye to yesterday” 
A hundred years, you said 
Is how long our love will last? 
And I pecked your cheek, my chick 
And said yea, a thousand years 
So what am I doing here? 
Counting raindrops outside my window? 
It’s like we exchanged vows a week ago 
And today I am a widow 
Love must be a lie 
Love is not down here below 
All I see is tear stains on my pillow…. This willow… 
 
Yea this willow tree 
Is where we sat and said nothing? 
We were just frail and gray 
Watching our grand kids chase winter butterflies 
Yea, honey we made it 
Remember our first night? 
Ha ha ha, honey you were just a naughty boy…. 
 
 
Back to reality 
I am only 23 
That was the future for you and me 
So next time you text me 
Or Tweet me 
Or LOL me on FB 
Don’t ell me you will love me forever 
Just say as long as we can stand each other 
I don’t need a reason for your love 
Just love me today like it was our last day 
Just love me for a season then walk away 
And maybe my heart won’t break 
If you look the other way 
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Unspoken Words 
 
 
If the words I ain’t saying, 
Is like believing without praying, 
If actions articulate louder than words like you say, 
Then I am a tongue-tied man with a brush and paint: 
 
I want to say I love you 
But I hate to hear you say you have a beau 
Or shaking your head in the middle of this crowd 
As I bend my knee to show you this ring 
So I stare at your beauty and swallow bitterly 
As I choke in my own lust 
 
I want to say I don’t love you anymore, Babes 
But I hate to see the tears in your face 
So I write this love note and squeeze it in your purse 
And switch off this phone in case you want to call back and 
curse 
 
How can I tell you I like you more 
Maybe I love you too 
Yet my best friend swears he will die 
Or better yet, kill for you 
That’s why he married you 
You say you love him too 
But what is that gleam in the pupil of your eye 
When it is just us two? 
 
These emotions are like poetry without a rhyme 
Music without a song, life without time 
So please forgive me if I wink at you in a busy street 
Or snatch your purse as I also try to eat 
Or sneer at you as you make your false speech 
Or slap this paycheck on your face 
As if to say, Sir 
I am underpaid and I have bills to pay 
Or open my eyes and not shout Amen 
‘Cause I didn’t believe a single word you prayed 
Or not react to the things you say when I’m away 
 
I just smile and walk away 
 
These are my unspoken words 
My secret thoughts 
My freedom of speech 
Saying aloud what I can’t speak 
So that you can still be a friend of me 
Before my tongue makes you my enemy 
I hope now you understand 
Why I don’t say hello 
Anymore. 
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Pieces of Mirror 
 
 
the reflections of yesterday's memories 
stain the realities of today 
as the future fades away 
like a beautiful ballad fades away 
time is a very mean deejay 
it never plays any replay 
empty emotions is the price we pay 
for not fulfilling every dream we had for the day 
 
anyway a man without hope has nothing to worry about 
in fact there is nothing to smile about 
if unfulfilled dreams is my heritage 
so i don’t dream at all 
i just close my eyes to enjoy the ride 
cuz that's what life is 
anyway a man without faith has no sin to worry about 
in fact there is nothing to cry about 
if life without fear and regret is my savage 
so i don’t care at all 
i am just cautious about wrong and right 
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Unforgivable 
 
 

Like a moth around the flame 
I was addicted to the light of your name 
Life could have been an endless smile 
Until your tears blinded my young eyes 

 
Last thing I remember 
Was blood on the floor 

You screaming and rushing to the door 
Damn what the heck have I done now? 

Scared, I grabbed my stuff and dashed out 
 
The pops threatening to crumble my world 

For what? 
For breaking the law or for breaking a young girl's heart? 

Nightmares and daydreams of what used to be 
Just holding hands on the balcony for the world to see 

Love was the definition of you 
And me; you and me 

 
So I'm on these busy streets 
Chasing these empty dreams 

Silly me 
Thinking that the money will replace you 

Somehow I feel blue 
Under the sky no star shines brighter 

Than the memories of you 
 
From standing in the rain 
Knocking on your gate 

Now I stand in front of a speeding train 
Nothing to lose but life's endless pleasure and pain 

How could I live the life so unforgivable? 
What makes you so unforgettable? 

So unforgivable? 
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Scars 
 
 
I just wanna shake the sky drop the stars grab the diamonds 
in the palm of my hand you should understand my heart is a 
shooting star 
My life is a foreign car 
Ignore the scars I’m at the altar exchanging vows three days 
after 
I found out she was keeping another rooster 
Behind my back felt bad that’s why I’m dead no feeling in my 
voice 
Just some bitter-sweet noise 
That turns my pain into gold dust 
Feed my lust I last through the battle as soldiers fall under 
my shadow 
Gunpowder stains on my window 
My life is an open Bible 
Blueprint to survival 
Wings of an angel 
I’m flying around the globe looking for love from lonely souls 
Telling the lord to bless the carpet under my soles 
I don’t care about opinion polls 
The world is a stage and I just found my roles 
While you’re busy chasing life I am living it 
While you curse the money I believe in it 
While you’re busy gazing at the stars I’m pulling the ground off 
your feet 
I am living life one day at a time until I stop feeling my heart 
beat 
 
I took my scars 
And made me a sky of stars 
 
Crucify my soul on the wooden cross I’ll come down and turn 
Your stones to bread 
Die for three days and take my song to the dead 
Life is short so we a all hanging on by a thread 
I’m breathing life into my lungs like today was my last breath 
From my lips to God’s ears 
Who can afford a smile in a face full of tears? 
Who can sing a war song in a house full of fears? 
I ‘ve got a pain in my brain only money can take away 
Let me live and give before I’m taken away 
Trying to see a brighter day in the midst of the darkest night 
I think I might lose my mind if I lose my psyche 
I am feeling life right now like Braille 
Me and my enemies breaking bread 
Can’t smile until they see me dead and gone 
Until then dance on my grave to my rap song 
While you’re busy chasing life I’m living it 
While you curse the money I believe in it 
While you’re busy gazing at the stars I’m pulling the ground off 
your feet 
I am living life one day at a time until I stop feeling my heart 
beat 
 
I took my scars 
And made me a sky of stars 
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I met a hustler with a 9mm, tears down his face 
Pointed it at me and snatched my Jesus chain 
In his eyes I saw murder and pain 
He said: 
 
“Yo, dawg am just tryna get my son a plate 
Sellin’ my soul is the only soul provider 
Thugz and cops in the streets is an open fire 
Ride on crack it will take you higher 
Amma justa g for hire 
Tryna change the game like a burst tire 
Been thru the blues as I try to get it together like an angry 
choir 
Singin’ to the Lord my voice is tired 
No superman for kids to admire 
When dad’s in the kitchen fryin’ powder 
Money is the power 
Dyin’ for crime ain’t no game for cowards 
Streets is wavin’ placards 
Cursin’ those they put in power 
As for me am cherishin’ every hour 
Coz amma miss it when it’s over… 
While you a busy chasin’ life am livin’ it 
While you curse the money I believe in it 
While u busy gazin’ at the stars am pullin’ the ground off yo 
feet 
I am livin’ life one day at a time until I stop feelin’ my heartbeat 
 
I took my scars 
N made me a sky of stars. 
 
You ma brother but still I gotta eat 
Word.” 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


