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FOREWORD 

 
This collection is courtesy of Eldoret Poets Association, a group pioneered by Daniel Many Owiti alias 
Ordinary Mind. Group members include Myq Wudz (Michael Ochoki), Simon Oyatsi and Steve Otieno 
(Sriptwise). 
 
The group has a Facebook page where seasoned poets and amateurs alike post their poems and also 
engage in poetic discussions and other genres of the written word. 
 
Eldoret Poets Association in conjunction with Uzinduzi Theatre Company led by Simon Odhiambo Oyatsi, 
has organized several poetry events in Eldoret town, one being the popular One Night Stand. One Night 
Stand takes place monthly in different hotels within the town. Other poetry events the group is involved 
in include C.O F.F.E.E. (University students based event at University of Eldoret), The Genesis (Christian 
based), The Gathering (a forum for poetry discussion and insight) and the soon to be launched pINK 
Poetry Project for Schools (aimed at empowering the appreciation of poetry in high schools). 
 
This anthology therefore encompasses poetry of diverse thought process, theme, style and structure. 
While the publication of this group's first anthology with Utafiti Foundation in hard copy is still weighed 
upon, I deemed it appropriate to work on a digital format to enable this collection reach lovers of the 
written word by indispensable and existing means. The writers of this collection are a cradle of diverse 
personalities like university students, high school students, musicians, actors, teachers and lecturers. 
 
The question as to whether poetry has evolved within the spectrum of its authenticity or has been 
chocked under the weeds of mediocrity under the guise of contemporariness, is left to your discretion 
as a lover of the written word and critic. Perhaps Real Wordz's "Poetry Died" is a reality check to this 
issue. 
 
I would like to thank all contributing poets for their exquisite submissions and it is my belief that this 
collection paves way for more collaborative projects towards giving poetry a voice it deserves. 
 
All in all, enjoy the collection! 
 
 
Michael Ochoki (Wudz) 
(Poet, Author, Musician) 
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Prelude 

 

 

'Poetry is a paint-spattered canvas, the paint be words and the canvas silence.' 
Ben Mboya 

 
 

‘In poetry time is at my whim, the universe is my domain, I am the master and the mistress of emotions 
and it is the eternity that all can aspire for. Poetry is what I give you to be.’ 

Muna Moons Ahmed 
 
 

‘Poetry is an intuition crafted constantly and reawakened by vibrant ideas.’ 
Ace Kiprop II 

 
 

‘Poetry is the threshold of being. The flower that breaks through a concrete wall.’ 
Chebet Kiptoo 
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BEAUTIFUL ABYSS by Erastus Hinga 

 

Dusty paths in my soul yearn for that one day,  

That day I met you; dark clouds dropped into light showers; 

Merged with the sun, a beautiful rainbow; multi-coloured flowers.  

The oasis in my life’s dry days. 

When I held wedding bells in one hand and a bunch of roses in another, 

The beauty on your face reflected all the smiles I would have made.  

Now I’m running round and round, still recalling the figure of your waist. 

If I should wake up and rise, I would rise to hold your hand. 

Dressed in black, you spell doom. 

How do I run away while you are not chasing me?  

How do I catch you while you are running away? 

How do I turn away while you are still facing me? 

A white washed genuine smile teasing me.  

I step on the many broken mirrors inside my heart, 

I try to recollect the images but they are stained with blood.  

The holder of my pen, your skill amazes me.  
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UN-PRIORITIZED NATION by Francis “Zevyah” Xavier 
 
Tattered shorts and a shredded shirt, 
Dry chapped buttocks visible through un-patched holes, 
Bare feet and bare belly, he trod to the dilapidated hut, 
Because mama after her frantic search for a shilling, 
Her thin legs spread for a billing, 
Had concluded education is the only way out. 
 
The farmer declines the toils of loins, 
His harvest was ripe but no market and low price, 
No money, he married his right hand but for a moment, 
Pressures for female warmth saw him mount his beast of burden, 
Poor soul has no bail, in jail he will decay. 
 
Robbers of old only searched for gold, 
Not anymore, torn gumboots at the farmer's they stole, 
Beat up his wife and threatened to strangle all, 
Should they come next time and miss valuables? 
 
The corporal stands alone on a long road, 
A gun burdening his back, not a sign of washrooms, 
That was his next yawn, that matatu didn't talk to the hand, 
He alighted all the passengers, reported the driver for over-speeding. 
 
The conductor slept hungry, no money, 
Matatus never fill, he needs more money, 
The yawning police today found money to eat, 
Too sad the conductor was the only survivor therewards, 
The drunk driver dared drown his sorrows, they swam with him to hell. 
 
The carpets in the minister's room tells mum tales, 
Of crimson lips, secretaries and panty less mini dresses, 
The boss in anticipation leaves home 
hurrying to build the nation  
Having won an election, he does it through quenching erections. 
 
The president turned fifty years, jubilation! 
Five hundred million from the pockets of the nation 
Will award minions as mum, sun, turn boy and hungry police scorch in watch  
Yes, it’s a public holiday, the minister is in an air conditioned arena taking a nap. 
 
Fifty years are celebrated, 
The president has enjoyed each of the gone ages, 
His unprioritised government is stroking a wild cat. 
Will it be treason in the event of a 
revolution? 
Will it be treason in the event of a revolution? 
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THE GUAVA TREE by Daniel Many 
 
You remember that place, 
under the guava tree, 
where we would meet every 
evening at 6pm, 
sometimes I would come 
early, only to find you there, 
already waiting for me, 
how your eyes brightened 
with delight, 
truly, lovers meet before 
before their time! 
It is under this guava tree, 
where we would meet 
everyday, 
sometimes while still wearing 
our school uniforms, 
to spend time together, 
talking in low tones, lest the 
passers-by hear us, 
and report us to our parents, 
we would hide behind the 
guava tree, 
till when they were gone, 
then we would sit down, and 
watch darkness engulf the 
village, 
then we would hold hands, 
bid each other bye and run to 
our homes, 
Under the guava tree, I would 
find you there, 
with a bucket full of water, 
you had rushed to the river, 
you wanted to meet me first, 
because if you had gone 
home, your mother won't 
have let you out, 
I would give you a piece of 
sugarcane, 
It is under this guava 
tree, where we stole our first 
kiss, 
you promised you'll never 
leave me, 
I said I will marry you, as 
soon as we finish school, 
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under the guava tree, I found 
you patiently waiting for me, 
a necklace in your hand, I felt 
bad because I had bad news, 
and when you gave me the 
necklace as a confession of 
your love, 
I felt worse, and spilling the 
news became hard, 
when I finally said it, that 
next week I'll be travelling to 
the big city, Nairobi 'Buore', 
you broke down in tears, 
I consoled you, Promising I'll 
come back and marry you, 
I promised I'll write to you 
everyday, 
Now I'm married, to this 
Kikuyu girl, 
with three beautiful children, 
It has been ten years, and I 
still remember with nostalgia, 
the guava tree, the necklace, 
and my very first kiss, 
I remember watching your 
breasts grow, 
and that day we did it, yes, 
we did it right there, under 
the tree, 
you bled, I too, we were 
scared!, 
now I hear you got pregnant, 
and your parents married you 
off, 
to a drunkard, 
your first born resembles me, 
that's what my brother told 
me, 
when he came to visit me in 
Nairobi, 
he told me they had cut down 
theguava tree, to put up a clinic 
there,and wondered whether 
I could remember the guava 
Tree 
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THE LAST CHRONICLES OF BELLE! By Eddy Ongili 
 
 
I find myself reeling at the mouth of 
depression and looping for life. 
Aloft spaces in the cunning wind, 
steaming towards cyclones of blurriness, 
Outpouring, dementing, blinding, 
tumbling. 
Chocking in madness. 
Skinned, marooned. 
Darkness dresses me in majestic 
garments, 
It echoes to the horizon laps and 
covers the slithering valleys. 
My life has known bitterness and love 
runs at the sight of me. 
See, I was young and inexperienced at 
sharing. 
I never knew how to love her enough. 
Smiles retreat into filtering shadows, 
Silver glares smear the ground with 
haunting images. 
Dawn scares misery but only scatters 
it around me, 
Thoughts rinse my mind with loud 
brimstones, 
My soul stills and madness overlaps at 
each shore! 
 
There was light and beauty. 
She was the flesh that covers the 
gods, 
The gentleness of words, calm - still 
whispering from a distance. 
She was the silence in the blowing 
wind, 
The roar in still waters and the 
queen- muse of my soul, 
How intertwined? 
I constructed glowing radiant veils of 
springs, 
Wrought her dreams upon the pine 
trees in the domain of love 
unblemished. 
In meadows of her vernal repose, I 
marveled at the movement of her feet. 
I worshipped her, understanding her 
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themes. 
She was considerate but possibly the 
thread she had on me diminished, 
And on my soliloquies I wept on the 
shoulders of unrequited love. 
I partake in my journeys, keeping her 
close but watching her go. 
Its the only way I know how, oh earth 
- she was so admirable, 
But I'll always know, I was young and 
unable to love her enough! 
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MURDERED LOVE by Victor Ochomo  
 
 
You've Got The Ocean-The 
Power In 
Each Tide, 
The Conflict As Both Wave 
And Reef 
Collide, 
The Bile-Like Salinity 
Then the Pitiful Result? 
Mere Flakes Of Reef-The 
Battle's Sole 
Insult! 
Look As The Clouds Muffle 
With 
Ingenuity- 
The Innocent Sun, 
Her Unavenged Tears End The 
Merciless Plan. 
The Angry Lightening 
Thunders 
As The Lazy Moon Slowly 
Plunders- 
Theft. But Who Can Blame The 
Moon? 
Funny How They Called Me A 
Loon, 
When I Fell For You. 
What? I Only Followed Cupid's 
Cue..., 
The Flowers, The 
Chocolates, Those 
Poems Each Day- 
Did 'Em All For You Though It 
Was 
Russian Roulette, 
(with three bullets in the 
gun.) 
CLICK!!! 
My Clock Just Won't Tick, 
If You Aren't In My Life. 
So By Each Romantic Flick 
Would You Please Be My Wife? 
BOOM!!! 
See These Roses That Bloom? 
They Don't Match Your 
Essence 
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I'd Even Sneak Into Your 
Room, 
Just To Gain Your Lovers 
License. 
BANG!!! 
You Paid No Heed 
To Each Love Song I sang 
Don't Tell Me You Couldn't 
Read 
'Cause Warning Bell Rang!! 
I Wish You Were Here 
By My Side 'Cause Together 
We'd 
Revere 
This Lovely Sandy Beach. 
But Your Love Was Too Far For 
Me To 
Reach! 
The Scent Of Your Perfume 
Still 
Lingers, 
To Think You'd Have Had My 
Ring On 
One Of Your Fingers!! 
For Crying Out Loud I Even 
Made You 
Dinner- 
Right At Your Home! I Thought 
I'd Be 
The Winner 
(Of Your Undying Love.) 
Why Am I So Invisible In Your 
Eyes? 
Why Were You So Quick To 
Criticize? 
I Was Never Perfect For 
You, Wasn’t I? 
'Cause I Always See You With 
Your Guy 
And Truth Be Told Be Told, He 
Don't Like 
You! 
He's Mean To You And Always 
Spites 
You... 
I Just Wanted You To Hear Me 
Out, 
But All You Did Was Freaking 
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Shout: 
"How Did You Get Into My 
House?!" 
Never Mind That. I Did What 
Cupid 
Allows... 
See My Love Couldn't Be 
Blocked By 
Grills And Doors 
So I Broke In To Celebrate 
Your Flaws. 
See This Candle-Lit Dinner That 
I Set, 
Is Just A Fraction Of Your Love 
That I 
Pet! 
"Love, Love, Love...I Can Never 
Hear 
Enough, 
You Freak Me Out, And You 
Come As 
Kind Of Rough! 
See I'm Taken And I Already 
Got A Guy- 
So I Got To Be Honest, I’m Not 
Even 
Gonnalie... 
You're Out Of My League- 
Don't Know 
Even Why You Try 
You're Way Too Weird, Don’t 
Like The 
Way You Pry..." 
Please Hear Me Out... 
"I Know You Heard Me I Don't 
Doubt-" 
I See You Pointing At The 
Window, 
Blowing Off The Candles So 
Gracefully 
Billow... 
Trashing The Dinner That I 
Prepared, 
Making It Obvious That You 
Never 
Cared- 
BLOOD!!!So Red, So Pure- 
Your Lifeless Eyes Still Got 
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Their 
Allure.... 
Three Stabs To Your Heart? 
Maybe I Was Insane!!! 
But I Told From The Start 
That For You I'd Lose My 
Brain. 
So I'm Holding To Your Hair 
Tuft, 
I Hear Guns Cocking..., With My 
Hands 
All Trapped. 
If You Go To Heaven And I To 
Hell, 
Worry Not, We’ll Form Our Own 
Fairy 
Tale. 
I'll Sing My Love Over The Fiery 
Flames 
With Your Pretty Face Like The 
Cooling 
River Thames- 
With Comfort Me. 
You've Got To Love The 
Ocean... 
"Fire!!" 
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AN ODE TO THE NEGRO by Myq Wudz 

 

Brother, from the far lands where history was born 

Where dark reigns  

And ancient wisdom reigns 

From the Savannahs where it barely rains 

And still warriors and traders survive 

Villages where wounds are healed by roots and herbs 

And yet disease, hunger and ignorance reign 

From the manyattas where rich culture thrives 

And Egypt mummies and pyramids that speak of god 

And yet you have become a whorehouse for bibles and rifles  

A land where the strongest men of sport are born 

Fed on real food grown in fertile fields 

A land where mystery reigns 

A land that baffles the brightest men of science 

And history 

 

Dear Africa 

I am not your adversary 

The sins you accuse me of 

Were committed by my forefathers 

Why should I be tormented? 

Why should I be a racist? 

When your offspring are in a race 

To cross the Pacific to come and toil in my land 

When they have enough oil in their own deserts? 

If indeed, I, America, 

Is your enemy, 

How come many are coming and few are leaving? 

Why are you dying to be like me? 

Why do your children dream of me in their TVs? 

And ignore books? 

Or better yet, 

Their own culture? 

 

The slavery you accuse me of 

Was perpetrated by your own people 

Chiefs who sold their own blood for cowrie shells and bicycles 

Many slaves still invade my land 

Not in slave ships anymore 

But in visas and the elusive American Dream 
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Should I be held accountable for your perpetual brain-drain? 

 

Why me, Africa, why me? 

I’m accused of stripping you naked to expose you to the rest of the globe 

But where were you when your generation sold their own people to Europe 

In exchange of ‘independence’? 

I’m accused of nuclear weapons and fuelling unrest in your land 

Aren’t your own people sharpening spears and arrows to kill each other? 

And stealing cattle from one another  

And smuggling rusty guns across Somali borders 

And in ghettos the youth rape one another? 

I’m accused of being racist 

What of your tribalism and nepotism? 

What of your slums clustered by one tribe 

While the other tribe dines in the suburbs 

And hold key positions of power? 

I’m just a white man, 

I know not of Kikuyus or Luos 

Look in my eye, Africa 

I’m cosmopolitan 

I welcome every race and creed 

To plant their seed in my soil 

 

I gave you Obama to show you I’m your brother 

Still you doubt my gesture of generosity and brotherhood 

You are a land of the free too 

The land of freedom of choice 

Freedom of not to vote 

Freedom of not to ape my culture 

So don’t accuse me of making your men gay 

And your politicians greedy and impersonal 

Africa, your problems are not unique 

I have beggars lining my streets too 

I have refugees leaving in tents too 

I have jobless youth smoking crack too 

I have politicians who kill for power too 

I fought for my independence too from Great Britain 

 

So raise your children well, Africa 

Teach them to bear children they can feed 

Tell your people to read 

Tell your people to be free from mental slavery 
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Tell your people to find their own god 

Tell your people they need to define success in their own way 

Tell your people to love themselves 

Tell your people to love each other. 

  

Maybe we don’t need to discover oils in your land 

Or lend loans attached to population control, 

Unless your offspring chooses to mature 

And stop blaming America for its troubles. 
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THIS IS MY STORY by Erastus Hinga 

 

I was lying eagerly waiting, 

Patiently waiting for my turn. 

You took my friends one by one, 

And I kept counting 

How many more were left 

Before I could feel the caress of your soft hand. 

 

I knew it would be painful but pleasurable, 

The tip of the pen was sharp,  

But the words were beautiful notes from David’s harp. 

 

My day finally came, 

On the left hand corner you signed your name, 

Then began your favourite game, 

Of creating a master piece. 

Words started flowing with ease 

I hoped and prayed that they would never cease. 

 

I was enjoying every moment, 

Till you stopped suddenly; 

Looked at me with a frown, 

Held me tightly with your claws, 

The mistake was neither mine nor yours, 

But your hands gave me the death sentence.  

 

Now I lie here at the corner of your room, 

Crumpled into a tiny roll. 

Thanks heavens you are not a good shot, 

Otherwise I should have ended up in the dustbin.  

 

I can only hope and pray, 

That one day you will look my way, 

Change your mind 

Pick me up and straighten me up 

Read through me again 

And find ways of correcting the mistake. 

 

For I had a dream, 

Of carrying your most beautiful masterpiece. 

Working together as a team 
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Maybe even win a prestigious prize.  

 

Friends weren’t meant to part this easily.  
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AM I STILL A KENYAN? By Lawrence Maisiba 
 
Am I still a Kenyan, an African? 
Not sure. 
 
To tame the voice of change 
A script was written to give all 
powers to one 
In the hope that this same, one 
person, would be the top 
 
But the then top saw this coming 
So the bright mind was shot before 
his headache could go, 
With pain killers from a chemist still 
in his pocket. 
 
To tame voice of change 
A doctor, a Kenyan bright mind 
Took a gun 
Went to the mountain top 
Shot his head 
Took some litters of petrol 
Poured it on his dead body 
And lit a match 
That was the script. 
 
A small political trend,  
This is Kenya! 
 
Now to society change 
And desire to be rich 
They went to a room with cameras 
Armed with anti-rabbis drugs 
They went romantic, with the dogs 
They did it, spiced with dog bite 
here and there 
It’s the trend. 
 
Now comes the digital version, 
He went the soft option 
Took a chicken, maybe not sure of 
what dinner would be 
Did it with the chicken 
But alas, 
The chicken couldn’t bear the 
pressure and gave it in 
So says chicken postmortem,  
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This was new! 
 
And now the Law 
Where wooing is done in court 
With agreements in black and white 
Talk of the lawyers’ peak season, 
they will make a kill 
And then I ask myself 
Is Kenya still in Africa? 
Did we move to another continent 
where there are winters and 
summer? 
 
Do we still see the sun every day? 
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MY SOLACE by Carole Nyabeta 
 
I can't do this anymore, 
Watching our liberties 
develop in paradox, 
Our lives lived in oxymoron, 
No! 
I just can't. 
 
I can no longer complain, 
About our expressly 
emphasized democracy, 
That gags the media in broad 
daylight. 
 
I can no longer stand, 
Our fundamental 
constitutional rights, 
Being disregarded and 
overlooked by its enforcers. 
I can no longer listen... 
 
Listen to the vastly spoken of 
environmental conservation, 
Yet its conservists drive in 
road unworthy fleets. 
 
I can no longer hold on, 
To the promised provision of 
basic healthcare, 
That sends its staff on strike 
and patients to their demise. 
No! 
 
I can no longer stand, 
How we uphold the concept 
of justice and fairness, 
Yet to achieve it, the justice 
has to earn petty dimes. 
 
I can no longer be subject, 
To leaders of glorified 
integrity, 
Who let their juniors make 
ends in deplorable 
conditions. 
 
I just cannot be optimistic, 
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When my academically 
sufficient CV, 
Fails to earn me a living due 
to a surname. 
 
I can no longer persevere, 
My deprived living standards, 
Inflated by debts owed to the 
West. 
 
Wait! 
I can write, oh yes I can, 
For- poetry is my activist, 
...its lines are my voice 
Its performance - my solace. 
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ONE WISH by Velle Seth 

 

Grant me one wish 

Let it be that my life reverses 

Back to when I was a foetus 

Then I would decide not to come out 

Instead I would fight, 

Hard enough to retain my space. 

 

No, the darkness wouldn’t scare me 

Been there ever since I subsisted 

The safest place I know  

Where I call home 

And if I could have one wish 

It would be that I remain. 

 

I would be keen 

Seeing and learning from an angle 

No fingers pointing at me 

No judgment, no criticism whatsoever 

In an environment so serene 

Full of unending happiness 

 

Had I a choice 

I would not have shown up 

Not to this cruel world 

With an unjust society 

Always want to be gladdened 

Never to accept defeat, overpowerment. 

 

I would ascertain 

Be enlightened on what is true 

Kindness be the air I breathe 

Let love flourish in me 

Till it overflows 

Unconditionally, I would love 

 

Nobody’s perfect, reality! 

Once or twice in a life-time, 

We wish we were 

Not able to annoy or disappoint. 

Ever making the right decisions 
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To choose the right people. 

 

Nevertheless, here I am 

Surrounded by souls easily enticed 

They know what is right, but still not fight 

And all that’s left is preaching 

Act and tell of the seven virtues 

Until then, living is not defined. 
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RENDEZVOUS by Victor Ochomo  
 
When we are young, we’re 
advised 
not to fall in love, 
Cause then, it’s just an 
emotion the 
heart manages to carve! 
 
But screw that, I hit off with 
this chick 
so spry, so beautiful, 
I met her in cold 
weather, There she 
was-so cold, so pitiful.... 
So I handed her my jacket, 
Muttered a timid "Hi"-Hoping 
it was 
worth it. 
 
I shivered by her side as she 
complained about her hair, 
I bore it all-wanting her to 
know I 
care. 
 
I walked her home that day- 
She gave me her number and 
demanded a bouquet, 
Each night I'd knock on her 
window 
pane, 
She'd sneak out-and we'd go 
dancing 
in the rain. 
We'd camp under the 
cloudless sky, 
Chanting love songs-Others 
thinking 
we were high... 
Even Cupid couldn't describe 
how I 
loved her, 
I remember how we'd test 
drive in 
my dad's car. 
She didn't mind the plastics I 
got her 
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for valentines 
Only death'd do us part even 
if it 
meant guillotines.... 
One Evening, on bended knee 
I 
proposed, 
We toasted to our ' ever 
after-or so 
we supposed. 
Neither borrowed suit or tie 
could 
impress, 
her parents shocked by our 
rate of 
progress. 
To them, our love was nothing 
short of 
lust, 
and to a ruffian they weren't 
ready to 
entrust- 
their innocent daughter. 
They even scoffed at the 
plastic ring I 
bought her! 
They slammed the door at my 
face 
with a promise of a murder 
case 
if they saw me with her again. 
There she stood-crushed as if 
by a 
hurricane! 
I snuck her out that night 
and we swore by each comet 
in flight- 
That nothing would tear us 
apart. 
We vowed to elope and get 
that new 
start. 
I gassed my dad's car, all 
ready to 
move out, 
Knocked at her window 
pane, complimented with a 
shout 
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But I got no reply. 
Only this notice saying the 
house was 
good to buy. 
I knocked in disbelief thinking 
it a 
prank 
Shouting myself hoarse 
hoping it'd 
crank- 
But it didn't! 
Cry? No, didn’t do that, 
Sank into depression three 
months 
flat! 
Passed by her window each 
day, 
Hoping that I'd hear her say 
How much she loves me 
and why she left so coldly! 
Maybe teenage love ain't 
meant to be 
Cause there's still more for 
me to 
see... 
But as I stared at 
to wudz97 
her window last 
night, 
I heard her familiar voice tell 
me: 
"It’s Alright...." 
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EASY IRE by Steve Otieno 
 
Breathe fire, 
Fire that consumes, 
Fire that swallows the soul, 
Burning abodes 
And gaping hearts that once stood whole, 
Breathe fire 
Like the angry dragon 
Driven by a holocaust god 
Or the demon within a possession 
That rages and burns; 
Breathe fire, 
 
Let the flames rage 
Let them rise to the heavens 
Higher than where the smokes billow 
Let the breath of fire be loud 
Like the judgment passed upon the witch 
Tied to the stake, 
The tongues of fire rage 
With spite, with disgust, with hatred 
With disapproval of a lesser being, 
Become a starving, hungry incinerator 
Let your breath be fire, 
 
But Alas! 
This fire never purifies, 
This fire, this breath of fire 
Is a flame like death 
That destroys whence it has been 
And where it has been breathed, 
The flickers from the roar thieve you 
Into the unlit, 
The fiery breath chars you from within. 
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GRIEF AND SORROW by Sarah Ntiro  
 
It came to me in the dark of 
night. 
A single thought that put 
things 
into perspective, in a way. 
It made sense to me. 
The feeling I was feeling was 
un warranted and selfish. 
I was thinking of only me! 
I had never thought from your 
point of view. 
 
What if you liked it where you 
are now? 
Devoid of all these problems 
and all the hurt? 
Away from loved ones, yes, 
but possibly happier. 
While I cried for you to come 
back, I never once thought 
about you. 
All that run through my 
mind were things like 
 " who will walk me down the aisle?", 
"who'll tease me about my hair?", 
"who will force us into the family shirt?". 
 
All selfish, self-centered 
thoughts. 
 
So I ask this, where ever you 
are, please forgive me for not 
considering your feelings. 
Trying to draw you back into 
a life that you probably 
despised! 
 
I’m Sorry. 
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THE SUN WILL LAUGH by Steve Otieno 
 
Save me from the sun, 
I whose soul knows no rest, 
They buried me in a shallow grave, 
Close to the surface 
From where my mortal had escaped, 
I had been diseased, 
And the fire god could not cleanse me; 
I refused to burn, 
 
Keep me away from the sun, 
So the elders say, 
Daylight will laugh at me; 
Daylight will laugh at my people, 
Either bury me headless, 
Or bury me face to the west, 
I am to be without mention, 
Lest the curse roams, bearing my name, 
 
The god of her womb failed her, 
She laments, 
Ma' says the spirits of her age 
Abandoned her, 
She stares through the cracks of the barn 
And dares not fumble with the locks, 
"Daylight will laugh at you; 
Daylight will laugh at us both, 
I have to save you from the sun, 
And her burning shame". 
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NIGHT SKY by Frank “Zevyah” Xavier 
 
The sight wells waters in my eye, 
Beauty too good it shears my heart, 
Bleeding I am for the ethereal awe afloat above, 
Stellar rays cast down the calm dark night, 
The lights sucked by the hidden creatures below, 
Blaming inoperational power technologies, 
Yet the wonder of the sky is seen on such utter dark 
night. 
 
The stars knock doors on my soul, 
The cloudless sky is deep and solid, 
Stars glittering like glassy decorations on Christmas 
marbles, 
The background solid like painter's base colour, 
Or vacuum itself, 
Which makes my spirit want to fly over the bright 
twinkles, 
Transfixing like Christmas trees on a cold winter night, 
And tall rugged mountains in December. 
 
This beauty gnaws at my conscience, 
Bringing back memories old, worn out and forgotten, 
Like ones I met perusing dirty torn books in primary 
class, 
Like imaginations I get on hearing tales from a distant 
place, 
I think about life and existence, 
About nights born as day dies, 
Freewill and destiny, 
And am in awe for whatever created my existence. 
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THE RAPTURE by Samuel Wagura Njuguna 

 

When God was busy creating 

He said let there be, and there it was, 

He gave it a look and he saw it was good. 

 

When God created man, 

He did not say, “let there be” and there he was, 

He mould him out of dirt from the ground, 

Breathed life into him, in his image and likeness, 

He named this man Adam, 

And from his rib he moulded Eve, 

A woman to help him. 

  

Why then did man create Steve? 

Was Eve not enough of a help to him? 

Did man look at Eve and think, 

It’s not good? 

What did Eve lack? I wonder- 

How is Steve supposed to bring forth a generation? 

Via Blue tooth? 

Just a random thought. 

 

Where then did this disorder come from? 

Why then do we struggle for an identity? 

Gender Identity Disorder, 

What then is not in its rightful place? 

Are you the type of person a child should look up to? 

Are you the rightful role model or are you just a model 

Who plays no role in this child’s life? 

Is the world coming to an end? 

Should we accept it? 

Should we banish it? 

Should we even spend time discussing this? 

 

Why should we appreciate the rapture in this society? 

Why should we condone what we rightfully know is misleading, 

Why should we see the spec and let it trouble our vision 

And get rid of the log to only blind us in the long run. 

 

Am not against, 

Am not for, 
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Am just laying facts out, 

Airing my opinions, 

In hope that those with eyes might see, 

Those with ears might hear, 

And those with guts might spill  

That which they cannot stomach. 
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HOLD YOU by Vitamin K 
 
I just want to hold u 
from behind 
taller and smaller 
deeper the heat 
feeling closer 
your body and mine so loving 
entwined 
 
Romantic paradise 
realm of illusion 
closing my eyes 
lost in the scent and that hair 
so long and too fair divine 
 
Cruel nature rising 
playing it coool 
going inside u the other way 
sweet quintessential 
the laws of dark chivalry 
rule in this moment eternal 
 
Firm resolution 
transfixed within borders 
confined yet content to 
receive 
delicious reward 
as portal reveals immortality 
 
Soft precious lover 
so desperate to eat u 
swallow u up 
as the sun burns a whole 
in this glacier soul imploding 
 
Mutual feelings of sacrifice 
strengthen the core 
that which seemed 
impossible 
never before 
such a beautiful thing in this 
world or the next 
 
Mystic and magical union 
I am the believer 
the one who shall see 
whom shall say 
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and must do I am with u 
always 
to be there 
 
I just want to hold u 
from behind 
taller and smaller 
deeper the heat 
feeling closer 
your body and mine 
so loving 
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WHEN THE SUN SHINES by Velle Seth 

 

When the sun shines, I pray that it will be brighter 

I hope it will shine longer 

Its rays upon the mountains 

The dawning of a new day, no stress 

 

When the sun shines, I pray that you’ll be by my side 

You held my hand in the storm, gave me a place to hide 

Now this joy I want to face with you, like in pain 

‘Cause with you, happiness is all I gain. 

 

When the sun shines- another opportunity to show you’re worth 

That your touch just calms my wrath 

And with ever sunset, I get ready to dream new 

 The mornings are when my dreams come true. 

 

When the sun shines, please be here 

Can’t be a lone, I fear 

This laughter, with you I want to share 

And no second will be spared! 
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POETRY DIED by Real Wordz 
 
I heard through the tangles of the grapevine. 
With whispers high in low tones. 
Words yet whored in contempt and pride. 
About ink that spilled to pen from thought. 
Scribbled in haste, hate devoid of skills. 
And eulogies as comment that egoes bloat. 
Applauds and cheer to encore surreal. 
They peer through the open cascade to view the corpse. 
Noses held high to avoid imaginary stink. 
Yet a pen is mightier than a sword. 
So profusely bled blood in drip. 
The future bleaked in ways untold 
They got on stage in pretext of chosen few. 
Words thrown, spat and spewed yet loud. 
Like the last nail on a box of pine. 
Massacred the art that was birthed to soothe the crowd. 
Utterances akin to a deathly kiss. 
Mouth to mouth-no air but mono oxide carbon. 
With rhymes, alliteration as wreath. 
Proclaimed deceased by this neo poet. 
Poetry died eon of centuries. 
But long lives its mediocre kin folk. 
Poetry Rest In Peace. 
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BLACK THOUGHTS by Myq Wudz 

 

I. Give up. 
Yes, give up now, 

If it is not working. 

It isn’t worth it. 

If you ain’t got it by now, 

You probably never will. 

 

See, it’s blind people like you 

Who ignore the reality 

That some dreams will never come true 

They will remain dreams. 

So you want to grow old 

Still searching for gold 

And then pass the same vanity to your children 

And then your children’s children 

That one day  

You shall overcome. 

Bullshit. 

All we are creating is a generation 

Of utopic fallacies 

And idlers that blame the government. 

 

You see, 

There’s nothing worse 

On this world 

Than living on hope. 

So lose hope now, 

And you’ll find out 

How free your souls will become 

Get rid of all your beliefs. 

Live for the moment 

Life is a moment 

Goddamnit! 

 

Live life as it comes 

Don’t try to change the world 

It was here before you. 

No such thing as talent 

All there is skill 

You are on earth to be 
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So just be 

Be. 

 

II. If you have noticed 
There’s something sinister about women 

Their tender loving 

Is a compensation for nature’s predisposition. 

Their delicate impersonation 

And obvious suppression of ego 

Is queer if you ask me. 

 

Like I had a friend who went abroad to hustle 

And left her woman behind 

Out of insecurity and loneliness  

She attempted suicide 

Thinking her man will never come back. 

He did come back. 

She loved him with all her being 

So they left together 

After one year 

She robbed him 

And came back to Kenya 

Then she keeps on saying on Facebook 

How great Jesus is. 

 

Why do you think religious books refer to Lucifer as ‘she’? 

Why is “harlot” used to refer to Lucifer? 

The same books claim a woman was made 

After god’s second thought 

Everything else was good 

But it wasn’t good for man to be alone 

 

When I was working in western Kenya as a high school teacher, 

A woman from my tribe- 

It was only the two of us- 

Turned against me and she had me arrested 

So that she could take over the business partnership 

While the widow I used to fuck 

Never even attempted to bail me out 

As the police and the landlord made a mockery of me 

For a minute I felt like Jesus of Nazareth 

Dying for the sinister sin of trusting women 
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I have heard tales of man crying in prison cells 

Some who have committed suicide 

And killed their own brother 

And some have destroyed their countries 

Because of pussy 

Sometimes I feel 

The only women worth loving is my mother 

And my only sister 

And maybe an aunt or two 

The rest are snakes 

 

I rather watch dog porn 

Than listen to tales of broken-hearted men 

 

So a friend of mine who had divorced 

When he found out his wife fucking his young brother 

In his own bed 

Cried over several bottles of beer 

And gave me a piece of advice: 

“My friend,” he slurred. 

“Women are best used 

And not loved or 

Understood.” 

 

I offered to pay for the beers 

And left as a waitress caressed his pockets. 

 

 

 

III. I don’t vote 
Never will. 

 

You see 

It is ignorant people like you 

Out of tribalism 

In the name of patriotism, 

Whatever the fuck that means, 

Create terrorists, con artists, dictators 

And war-mongers 

By the sheer mis-use of your mental slavery 

Called democracy. 

So be smart. 
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Don’t vote. 

Don’t go to the streets waving placards either. 

Idle people do that. 

Don’t believe in opinion polls either 

Everything on earth is for sale. 

Newspaper headlines and news-rooms 

Are all a bunch of bank-rolled hooey. 

 

These pot-bellied goons that belch empty rhetoric on your slum ear-drums 

Are actually a reflection of your own life. 

There’s no way a hood thief and rapist 

Will ever vote in a good leader. 

 

Here’s some advice: 

The world owes you nothing. 

Be a man. 

Claim your space. 

 

Change yourself. 

 

Avoid the ballot boxes 

And TV ‘news’ 

And campaign rallies. 

Those are mental prisons. 

 

And speaking of voting, 

I don’t think young people are ready for leadership. 

Not yet. 

Leadership, politically as we know it, 

Needs lots of money, 

Popularity 

And experience. 

So if you are poor, uneducated 

And not even your village clan elders know you 

And you are under 35, 

Do something else, son. 

Masterminding riots in campus doesn’t make you a politician. 

 

What are you going to do differently anyway? 

Fight corruption? Tribalism? Unemployment? Terrorism? Crime? 

Fight them? 

You mean ‘fight’? 
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Nigger please. 

The more you ‘fight’ these ‘evils’ 

The more you create them. 

You see 

I never attend ‘anti’-something rallies or crusades 

Negativity begets negativity 

 

So, young dreamer 

Enjoy your youth 

And stop busting your sorry ass 

Trying to change the world. 

Change yourself first. 

Get your mama out of the slums. 

 

Stop being used to stage street riots 

Stop licking people’s arses to get political ‘connections’ 

That’s how sycophancy is born 

And please don’t hate me because my people have been in power  

Ever since my dad was in diapers.  

You see me dodge the landlord like you do 

 So stop blaming the government,  

You created it. 

 

Start something. 

 

As for me and my house  

We will vote the day 

The power of love  

 

Will overcome 

The love of power  

 

And all voters say, 

 

Amen. 

 

 

IV. All this yip-yapping about Illuminati is just inane 
They want you to fear them 

They want young Negros in African slums 

To believe that you can’t be wealthy and famous without them 

They want you to believe that they are in control 
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No wonder consumers of these Illuminati DVDs and YouTube videos are the poor 

And the religious fundamentalists 

Illuminati is just a society with some esoteric knowledge 

No secrets 

If they control Google 

Then all that bullshit on Wikipedia and Adam Weishput could be babble as well 

So let’s just say 

Nobody should die in your family if you are rich and famous 

But going through history, 

People gave up their life for the better of others 

Human sacrifice is awash in human history 

Christians and native Africans and Americans know this 

 

Nothing new under the sun. 

Get a life 

Get illuminated. 

 

Illuminati, like any other illusion, 

Is all in your head. 

 

Now give me a break. 

 

V. Racism is here to stay 
Tribalism is here to stay 

Corruption is here to stay 

Crime is here to stay 

But you are not. 

Get used to the idea. 

 

VI. Drugs are necessary evils 
They ignite the body system 

They ease your muscles 

They stimulate your thinking 

They give you a sense of worth 

They boost your self-image. 

 

They give you money 

Power and control. 

They give you a sense of belonging. 

A reason to live. 

An escape. 
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And if they mess your body 

And fuck up your life 

As they are guaranteed to, 

It was meant that way. 

 

So roll that joint 

Pop that pill 

Push that needle 

Let the poison save you  

From this physical prison. 

 

Live your life. 

None of these ‘normal’ people 

Understand what you are going through. 

 

Cheers to all junkies! 

 

I hear some bards must smoke weed 

Or lie in a coffin 

Or play chess 

In order to write ‘deep’ stuff. 

 

Crap. 

 

Life to me is the best drug ever. 

I was born high. 

Life is the best mind game ever. 

You will never figure it out. 

 

All I need is to be alive. 

To feel blood in my veins. 

Feel my heartbeat. 

 

Oh what a feeling! 

 

Now give me a pen, 

Or QWERTY keyboard, 

And watch me poison and bless society 

Through words and images. 

 

So dear addict, shove those needles up your cocaine invested ass 

And let me enjoy the reincarnation as it is: 
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Pure. 

Un-laced. 

Un-spiked. 

 

All you are doing is wasting your life 

And making these drug lords wealthy 

It is a license to control you 

You are selling your Devine power 

To a piece of herb. 

 

You are the reason Black and Latino races will always be poor 

And feed these racists’ egos. 

These bubble gum rappers are bragging about selling cocaine on camera  

Fuck that. 

 

They keep on yelling ‘Black president’ 

Ignoring the fact that cocaine is white 

Ignoring the fact that they are modern slaves. 

Drug, gun, Gucci store slaves. 

 

I’m sick of that shit, man. 

 

Ye ain’t dope, homey. 

Yous a puppet, homey. 

Drugs is killin’ your own peoples, homey. 

Ye ain’t no diffren’ from them goons in the system, homey. 

Yous sellin’ lies to lil’ niggas thu’ tha camera, homey. 

I don’ give a fuck how many whips n’ crips you cop, homey. 

You was raised in the projects wit’ a single mom, homey. 

Yo’ homies is still pushin’ weight to get paid, homey. 

Yo mama is still Black, 

And crack still rhymes wit’ Black, homey. 

 

Stop wasting the reincarnation 

Behind steel cages, mayne. 

 

Wake up, black! 
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BRIDGING BRIDE by Ben Mboya 
 
From the son of a peasant farmer 
To the daughter of the land owner 
 
I am but an orphan 
Alone beneath the sun 
Doing all I can 
To have this woman 
For without her there's none 
With her we're is one! 
 
My home is a wrecked family 
Drowned in plight and poverty 
My life is a tale of misery 
But to you, bred in royalty 
I pledge my loyalty! 
 
I am cursed for dime 
And blessed with rhyme 
Mine is the Midas touch 
That goldens your life 
And Oedipus crouch 
That crowns a wife! 
 
I'll not bring you flowers everyday 
For that's not my way 
Of making you stay 
 
Instead I'll lend a hand 
In your father's land 
Plough through the sand 
To meet your demand 
 
Let's elope 
To the land of wishes and hope 
Where nuns and popes 
Are freed from celibacy ropes 
 
Roses too have thorns 
So I have a share of my wrongs 
Loving you being the prime 
Of all my crime 
A cardinal sin 
That makes your father grin! 
 
I'd rather die 
Than tell you a lie: 
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Be my bridal bridge 
And link the rifting ridge 
Love knows no bounds 
And thrives on all grounds 
 
My dice 
Is cast for a slice 
Of your heart as a price 
For these words sweet and nice. 
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I SHALL SING AGAIN by Daniel Many 
 
You took my guitar, 
And broke it into pieces, 
But that could not deter, 
me from collecting the strings 
and the broken pieces. 
 
You took away my voice, 
And tortured me with whips 
and clubs, 
You said I make unnecessary 
noise, 
You roughed me up with kicks 
and slaps. 
You threatened me to 
maintain silence, 
That anything I say shall be 
used against me in the court 
of law, 
But I have grown to know 
resilience, 
I shall not let my voice lay 
low. 
You chased me from the 
streets, 
 
You burnt my poetry book, 
But I had already planted my 
seeds, 
They will grow and another 
poem I shall cook. 
You called me a name, 
And wondered of what use is 
a poet, 
But things will never be the 
same, 
Because people have started 
appreciating my sonnet. 
 
With power of words I shall 
grow a wing, 
I shall glitter, 
And again you shall watch me 
sing, 
With a new guitar. 
(Do not give up on your talent) 
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A CHAOTIC LIFE by Eddy Ongili 
 
Bruised shrills crawl around me, 
Bubbling tears demand a release, 
A chaotic life - a destruction of self, 
Scathing fears hinder my progress. 
I am in wanton misery, unrivalled! 
Defeaning screams, a mirage of sort, 
Crude scars inflicted by an insidious 
life, 
Pain summons me in hysterical 
laughters, 
Tormenting my already feeble self. 
Blood decorates my dying soul, 
Unperceivable mire scythes through my 
body. 
 
Its hell, more of a destruction to 
belief, 
Its a chaotic life - loose on its pedal. 
The mirth of death embitters and 
mocks me, 
Would a bullet save me? 
Horrific stares from neighbours, 
Gather at my feet, pitiful but useless. 
A mirrored canon knocks my face, 
And chaotic miracles are maladies, 
Unearthing guillotines in me. 
Soon a gun barrel will camp at my 
head, 
And this chaotic life will cease! 
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ENCOUNTERS OF CHRISTMAS by Carole Nyabeta 
 
"Hark the herald..."in off key 
rhythmic tunes, 
In oblivion I cringe at the 
unprecedented noise, 
As I created sand dunes out 
of my shit, 
Trying to show that I have the 
angelic voice, 
Overfeeding on intoxicated 
milk, 
Was my infant Christmas gift. 
 
"Jingle bells..." a chorus of 
competing voices in unison 
sounded, 
Sunday school presentation 
for the mains, 
Enclothed in dazzling new 
attire, brighter than the star 
at Bethlehem, 
Waiting to be pampered by 
cavity causing junk, 
That leaves air wreaking 
worse than the skunk, 
But it was my childhood 
christmas. 
 
Latino fused merry Christmas 
anthem by Rasta Claus is the 
theme, 
Humming senselessly to the 
tune because mother knows 
am in Carol service, 
A road trip to "nether" -lands 
is the perfect practice, 
A tot and a boyfriend or two- 
perfect team, 
This was the ideal teenage 
christmas. 
"Mary's boy child..." Bonney 
M sounding through the 
speakers, 
In total attendance of the 
office party, 
The uncanny chemistry 
between my boss and I 
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shields me from unending 
speeches, 
In the bathroom, we have a 
body party, 
As Bonney M dedicatedly 
sings his heart out, 
We scream and pour our 
fluids out. 
 
This was after all my Miss 
Independent gift for 
Christmas. 
"Oh come all ye faithful.." I 
ironically sing in the church 
choir, 
In the same off key rhythm 
screeching my daughter's 
ears, 
We take it a notch higher... 
She rebels, 
Her encounters of Christmas 
destined worse than mine, 
My Christmas turned from 
being cooked for, to a 
cooking for event, 
From the worried about to 
the worry about. 
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SIMPLY SHE by Sara Ntiro 
 
She once knew better, 
Knew that only hurt exists. 
She once was a fighter, 
Let no one come in her way. 
 
She once was content, 
A simple life, solo, free. 
She once craved no more 
than good times and good 
friends. 
She thought they were right, 
love exists, pure, strong and 
true. 
She began to see value, 
Value of soul mates united. 
 
She thought herself strong, 
Strong enough to carry two. 
She thought herself brave, 
brave enough to tackle all. 
She let herself feel, 
Feel all those things they say. 
She let it all in, 
in her heart, soul, being. 
She felt complete, 
needed nothing more than 
this. 
She felt its appeal, 
the allure of love, lust, trust. 
She should have known 
better, 
better than to bare her soul, 
Better than to give her heart. 
She was right, first time 
around, 
right to be afraid and scared, 
right to be skeptical and 
doubtful. 
she should have been 
cautious, 
cautious of the care she gave, 
of the sacrifice she made. 
She's back to where she 
started, 
but all is not the same, 
present is a hole within her 
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soul. 
 
The truth about it is, 
No one cared more than she. 
The truth of the matter, 
she was wrong, sadly 
mistaken. 
The truth of reality, 
reality is cruel harsh and 
painful. 
 
Her reality is the truth, 
she was right all along but 
at least a lesson was learnt. 
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FRIENDSHIP by Ray Steph 
 
What's it to us? Have we lost it? 
The meaning of friendship, 
Why have we made it look more like 
a relationship? 
Why have we miscalculated and 
made unsound judgments...... 
A honest smile mistaken for a 
lustful interest, 
A tender care mistaken for evil 
emotions, 
A honest compliment mistaken for 
flattery statements, 
A sound advice mistaken for immoral 
intentions, 
Why have we lost the meaning of 
friendship? 
We have become selfish rather than 
selfless, 
Good for the sake of gain other than 
no pay, 
Willing to grant love only for the 
other to gratify and satisfy ones own 
selfish desires, 
Why the need of friendship if all is 
meant for benefit, 
Why do we lack the real deal, 
Why do we no longer follow the rule 
of uprightness, 
The rule of sisterhood and 
brotherhood, 
Where's the love that we ought to 
share, 
The care that we ought to offer 
without expecting anything in 
return, 
The honesty that we ought to have 
without having to use it for our own 
gain other than help out each 
other? 
I guess life simply aint what it 
seems, 
People are not simply black and 
white, 
Nor are the statements as plain and 
simple, 
Neither is the friendship which has 
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now been misunderstood for 
relationship, 
If only this generation would stop 
chasing the wind and learn from the 
best of them all, JESUS CHRIST, 
Only then will we see the clarity of 
life, 
For with THE HOLY SPIRITUAL EYES 
even the darkest pit is visible, 
and above all with THE ALMIGHTY 
LIVING GOD YAHWEH ELOHIM 
all is made pure, 
With WISDOM do we gain 
understanding of what life is based 
on,  
COMPANIONSHIP!!! 
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PRISONERS OF WAR (P.O.W) by Pius Khisa 
 
We should have been guerrillas forever. 
The bittersweet endevours in jungles: 
The bloody exchange of lead, 
The unfruitful bargains, 
And scores of sacrifices, 
Assured of something worthwhile. 
 
But our undying spirit, 
Scared to bow out the foe; 
And take refuge amongst us! 
Safely tucking themselves in our cloaks-- 
Like lice, 
And ululated as we did, 
Then with freedom... 
 
Whilst gnawing at our insides. 
 
And we broke no loose, 
Giants of poverty got angrier, 
Pigs had risen and devoured, 
The cake our forebears had exchanged 
souls for, 
In gunfire. 
 
We struggle to remain afloat, 
In deep waters of life-- 
Wherein ageless crocodiles of 
unemployment, 
And hippos of inflation, 
Restrain us on the periphery: 
To exist or die... 
 
Lots of sweat and blood, 
Are siphoned every moon-- 
In quest for development, 
and stability, 
And bedbugs suck all, 
And swell, 
As we grow thinner and thinner-- 
Shaking with inadequacy, 
Like a grass on a windy day! 
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THIS SWEET COUNTRY OF OURS by Samuel Wagura Njuguna 

 

Don’t you just love this sweet country of ours? 

Where the grass is always green 

And the people never weep? 

 

Don’t you just love this sweet country of ours? 

Where peace always prevails 

And everyone around is a brother’s keeper? 

 

Don’t you just love this sweet country of ours? 

Where irony rules the day, 

Forget what i just said, 

Take this hundred, cast your vote, 

The land is ours, your brother is the cause of all 

Your misery, 

Kill him and seek relief, 

Sleep under a shade, earn acres, 

Plead to the government to feed your twins, 

Sit still and pay no rent, 

This deserves a commercial break...... 

 

 Don’t you just love this sweet country of ours? 

Where we pretend, invest, relate 

And despite the hate, 

The ache, we’ll still afford a smile. 

 

I totally love this country of ours, 

Where we learn, relearn, unlearn, 

The reason why we live in the third world 

And still remain unanimous on the world map. 
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I TRY, I CRY by Vitamin K 
 
I feel as though I have 
nothing 
left to give. 
Inside a fire burns too hot to 
be 
touched, 
yet outside is cold as ice. 
 
Can anyone see pain as it 
devours 
me. 
The tears they turn to steam, 
this cannot be all they see. 
Trapped wanting to be free, 
and lack the pain and 
suffering. 
 
The book so easy to confess, 
yet still just riddles of 
scribbled 
mess. 
I lack that what makes me. 
A mess of souls which one 
could 
I 
be. 
 
I miss the things that make 
me 
smile, 
though they have not all 
gone, 
still I cannot see. 
 
I hate what lies inside of me, 
if I could write and never 
stop, 
could the words express my 
heart. 
Pain and suffering is what I 
am 
today... 
Why should it be any different 
tomorrow, 
I should know what to expect. 
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If only I could share my 
thoughts. 
There is no hate just pain and 
distraught, 
there is no one left to talk 
not 
even you. 
 
My mind is in shambles, 
my heart a constant mess. 
So I return back to the shelf, 
sometimes the words I write 
they 
help. 
 
A piece of me is gone, 
as I watch my world go by. 
A piece of me is gone..... 
You are my world and still I cry. 
I try but still I cry. 
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SPIRITUAL SKIES by Frank “Zevyah” Xavier 
 
The reddening horizons like views over acacia trees on a 
cold dawn, 
Seen on a journey to the Nairobi at the plains of Yatta, 
The sky strewn with multicolored shooting stars, 
Creating such a magnificent artwork, 
Like a montage of different galaxies, 
Or a glassy mosaic, tesserae-d with pearly beads. 
 
Beautiful night sky is slowly flowing away, 
The resplendence having decorated the lonely night sky 
for a man in vigil having lost a lover 
Or the hungry cheetahs of Tsavo, 
The stars having alleviated the pain and worries, 
That magical beauty devoid in smiley daytime warmth. 
 
It is near three in the morning, 
And a poor soul under the comfort of music appeases 
his soul, 
Under the majestic gates of the mysterious universe, 
Worrying over predestination and providence. 
The sky opens wounds and tears memories open, 
Collapses the dykes for thoughts, 
Sitting the individual pensive on reflections on life and 
living, 
And fun and reading, 
And thieves and thugging, 
And love and heartbreaks. 
The night pales, welcoming the young dawn 
And with it tanks of thoughts drain away... 
Slowly with the fading music. 
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LONELINESS! By Eddy Ongili 
 
 
I meet uncertainty with every blink 
that escapes my eye, 
Seclusion rumbles and silent tears mix 
with the wheezing air. 
I gather silent trappings, wondering for 
how long this will last, 
But there are times I marvel at the 
darkening world. 
Night awakens me while sunlight chases 
me away, 
I ponder! 
Will this waters of despair carry me 
away? 
I long for the echoes of the winds, 
And the colors of lightening and 
thunderstorms. 
I breathe hunger and long for tender 
hands, 
The infant kisses of the dawn and 
warm flowers. 
Everything around me seems constant. 
Like pangs of desert creatures, like hazy 
smoke. 
Even the rushing coldness running 
through my feet wants to send me 
away. With no love and friends, 
I am sure to hear the dying footsteps 
of my soul. 
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THE HOLY SPIRITUAL EYES by Ray Steph 
 
The eyes that glitter in deep 
thought, 
Ready to dig in the atmosphere and 
see beyond the unseeble, 
Think beyond the unthinkable, 
Yes they remain unshut hoping to 
deepen the visibility ability and 
prove them wrong, 
Enlighten them beyond their limit.... 
Alas! They're shut only to internalize 
the depth reached, 
Searching for the right words to 
explain the vivid description.... 
Tell me are you there yet??? 
 
The eyes that await to unshut to 
unravel the hidden mystery, 
To stretch the nerves beyond their 
capability, 
To take a glance at the case and 
break the code, 
Even with the longest stretch they 
will to pull out of their sockets, 
From comfortability to the pricky 
zone.... 
 
Alas they shut again this time to 
regain the energy and absorb the 
information yet to be stored..... 
Tell me are you there yet??? 
 
Finally they let it all fade, 
Hoping that someday all will be 
clear to many, 
Hoping to heave a sigh of relief at 
the beautiful sight, 
The heavenly sight for they've seen 
the light at the end of the tunnel, 
 
Now eagerly awaiting for the rest to 
understand the vividity 
and flow with the drift as they 
behold and marvel at what they 
have been blinded from for so 
long.... 
Alas! FINALLY are you there yet??? 
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YES! YES! YES! They all shade tears 
as happiness engulfs the rekindled 
bright eyes... 
 
THE HOLY SPIRITUAL 
 
EYES.  
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OUR HANDS by Pius Khisa 

Skinny and exhausted-- 
So they look, 
Like a chicken's feet, 
After a turbulent day's work: 
Collecting cities' shit, 
Holding hoes, 
Mixing concrete, 
Digging gold... 
 
Too short and weak, 
To scratch our backs-- 
Whilst lice suck our blood. 
Have they held anything worthwhile? 
No thing ever kisses the cracked palms, 
But flies are regular visitors, 
They wane and cripple; we cry: 
For the future, 
They hold. 
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SHACKLES OF POVERTY by Wycliffe Mateh 

Sitting on this pavement is not my wish, 
It is not my plan to beg for something to eat, 
It is not my fault that I am not rich, 
I am trapped. 
 
Sir, I beg you, 
Please give my child medicine, 
I don't have money right now, 
I promise tomorrow I will pay, 
Just try and keep her alive. 
 
Sorry, madam, 
I know I am late again, 
My daughter was in great pain, 
Doctor said she was raped, 
Yes, madam the one who works as your maid. 
 
Madam I am only a gardener, 
I dig, weed and care for flowers, 
I didn't see her taking shower with your son, 
But madam her skirt was torn, 
Her face was bruised, 
And her blouse was found behind your mansion, 
Outside his bedroom window. 
 
Afande, 
I am her father, 
How could I have raped her? 
For Christ sake she is only 12, 
All the evidence is pointing at madam’s son, 
You found her bloody pants in his room, didn't you? 
 
Why are you locking me up? 
Am I not entitled to a fair trial? 
My daughter hush, 
Judge will not be bought, 
If he will be, 
God will be on our side, 
But for now justice is bought, 
We are slaves, 
And poverty is our master. 
 
As you are growing up my daughter, 
Remember their laughter, 
Become a lawyer, 
Free yourself from this shackles of poverty. 
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WHEN I MARRY by Lawrence Maisiba 
 
I just hope when I marry 
I will have no worry 
 
I hope to be everything 
So she will lack nothing 
She will see no other man 
I just hope I will be the only one 
 
I hope in her heart I will reign 
I hope hurting me she will refrain 
 
I hope and hope she will never leave 
But with me she will remain to live 
 
I have tried having a girlfriend 
Seeing other men was her trend 
I was never enough for her 
Yet to me she was the only lover 
I hope to marry  
So as to burry my worry 
 
I hope a wife will not be the same as 
a girlfriend 
I hope a wife will never offend. 
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END 
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Facebook: ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION 

 

www.eldoretpoetsassociation.blogspot.com 

 

www.wudz.yu.tl 
 

 

 

 

http://www.eldoretpoetsassociation.blogspot.com/
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