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Foreword 

 

Harun Wamola Ogutu was born in 1992 at Nairobi. 

He attended his primary school in Nairobi, then proceeded to St. Mary's School, Yala, for his secondary 

education. 

He is currently a third year student at Moi University pursuing Bachelor of Arts in Education majoring in 

English and Literature.  

He is a motivational speaker and a passionate writer of prose and poetry.  

Currently he also serves as an administrator of Moi University Literature Students Association and a 

member of Eldoret Poets Association. 

He has taught English and Literature at Saint Mary’s CBSI Teachers Training College, Kisumu. Also taught 

English language in several high schools like Bondo Township Secondary School, New Mwangaza Mixed 

High School, M.C.O Mixed High School and Valley of Wisdom Academy. 

His poems are inspired by his desire for social justice. He therefore sees himself as a tool to inspire 

society. 

This collection is his debut anthology that invocates a cognizant thought in the literary field by giving 

social justice a voice through his poems. 

  

Enjoy. 

 

Michael ‘Wudz’ Ochoki  

(Poet, Musician, Teacher) 
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Thanks to my family and friends through whom I am inspired daily. My dear mum who has always been 

with me. 

 

I also want to thank my friends Mercy Kilwake and Chir Chir Evans who encouraged me all through the 

journey when I was writing. 
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“In poetry our words destroy, create, captivate and entertain the soul...” 

 

Harun Wamola Ogutu 

 

 

 

 

“When you hear about the Self, meditate upon the Self, 

And finally realize the Self... 

You come to understand everything in life." 

 

Brihadaranyaka Upanishad 4.5 
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The After Math 

 

After months, 

I calculate the maths. 

Left with mark 

I try to move ahead 

I lack the speed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



WHISPERS  Harun Ogutu 

 

9 
 

At The Beach 

 

I sat on the sand, 

Unable to stand, 

She pinned me on the ground. 

I just watched as she moved. 

 

Her frame, 

The reason for her fame. 

Beauty an understatement, 

Her presence is felt. 

 

They all turn, 

Eyes on her body, 

A perfect mould of the creator’s clay. 

 

Her clothes, 

Drawn from different colours. 

She is a female, 

Same lineage of an angel. 

 

As she approached, 

I died. 

 



Well spent holidays 
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At The Shade 

 

Yesterday I toiled, 

In the field, 

Today the same, 

This is the everyday rhythm 

Soon I should be moved, 

To the shade. 

 

Scorching heat on my back, 

From dawn to dark, 

With no lack. 

I believe a cool shade is soon to come, 

Where I will forget all, remain mum, 

Rest my head and body. 

 

After bringing the word, 

Around the city we made him wound. 

On his shoulders a great load. 

Jovial was the mutual mood. 

When they pinned him on the wood 

 

His body shaded in a cage, 

Escaped from the cave, 

Where we gave him a shade. 

 



He promised to prepare a bigger shade, 

When he departed  

When will the shade be ready? 

There I will rest for eternity. 

 

At the shade, 

All my worries and tears I will shade 
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Blame Me 

 

Death crept, 

One bullet, 

He took what was meant for me. 

I was shielded, 

From death. 

 

Knocking on death’s door, 

We traded places. 

Die not for the fool 

Who stole but remained cool. 

 

Take me instead, 

To this world, 

A liability to them, 

Who into contact they came. 

 

For the first time,  

I take the blame. 

I’ll turn myself,  

So I can face my fate. 

 

 



Church Bell 

 

It was part of our life, 

A time checker, 

And a reminder, 

An alarm which is never late. 

A net. 

One thing shared by the village, 

It was a common page. 

 

It rang four times, 

Directing us to the morning mass, 

Second bell to the fields, 

And back to our houses. 

In the evening the last one, 

Directing us to Him again. 

 

As it rings today I remember, 

That fateful day when I was a member, 

I went to the morning mass as was the norm, 

All changed when they came. 

 

It was like a distant blast, 

Chaos had erupt.  
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The mass it disrupt. 

On moving outside we saw, 

What had never been seen. 

 

They disappeared as quickly as they came, 

A mark was left, 

Never to be forgot. 

Many were left alone,  

Mother, Fathers and children. 

 

The little boy shot on the head. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Church Door 

 

At the entrance, 

I felt energized, 

And a feeling of inner peace, 

Looking at how it was organized. 

 

The compound,  

Brightly lit,  

My heart slightly pound, 

At this nature and sprout, 

Was I the expected guest? 

You the host. 

 

A lost soul, 

How will I behave? 

A duplicate Saul, 

Prosecutor of one’s you save. 

 

Will you accept? 

This humbled dude, 

Completely lost, 

And crude. 
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I am slowly entering your house, 

I will not be deterred even by a lightning strike. 

Even then I shall not pause, 

My speed at its moderate peak,  

Unless I reach your presence, 

Will I open my heart and speak. 

 

I’ll only start living, 

When you accept me as one of your flock 

I will run to touch your cloak 

Only then will my soul start healing 

 

At the altar  

I spot a crucifix  

This summer  

The lord speaks  

And I have been a keen listener 

These are not just words 

But my humble prayer 

 

 

 

 

 



Cycle 

 

She left her on the garbage pit 

After she bore it in the pit 

The street urchin uneducated, unhoused and rarely fed 

What life could she provide for another mouth to feed? 

She thought it better killing it off 

To spare it of the suffering 

 

The father unknown  

Since she slept with anyone who had a coin to spare 

Anyone can be the father 

 

Now ten years since it was salvaged  

Surviving on the pit, her chosen grave yard 

Fulfilling her destiny like hers 

The cycle like a curse 
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Dance Not 

 

We dance the tune 

On the light of the moon 

Though we dance  

It’s because of the coerce 

 

On the road side 

Lay the bodies all dead 

The quite strong scent  

Hate and spite  

 

As we visit the shop 

Our hope 

Quickly fades, 

Food lacks. 

 

There they now go, 

The leaders who wanted more 

Blood spilled 

Objective achieved  

 

Our drivers gone on their private plane 

Now everything is plain 



We were used  

To kill our own  

Left alone 

Now we mourn 

 

As we sang the war songs 

We slit each other’s throats 

As we pause and it reflects 

Now together we join the dots  

 

As I remember 

I choose to dance not 

Not even for a plate  

Of soup 
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Destiny Tree 

 

The destiny tree 

One seed from the womb grows 

The different paths and develop 

As the destiny tree crops from the ground 

 

At first two broad paths 

Then from the two more destiny paths 

We choose which of them to follow 

Paths are like the tree branches 

Which are spread out into indefinite possibilities 

 

Each branch develops numerous sub branches  

That defines the inner character of the individual  

As the trees get watered and provided with sunlight in order to grow  

So does the human destiny  

 

Re-evaluation of plans and spiritual nourishment ensures growth  

Of the destiny branches  

Towards the great sky of success and possibilities 

 

The hurdles to destiny are like the pests that attack the tree 

Application of proper pesticides is the cure 



To secure our destiny paths 

Due care and everyday diagnosis of infections is vital  

Secure our destiny paths 
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Dine 

 

He watched at a distance, 

Where they all sat and dined. 

Were these the thought dead? 

I believe. 

 

For the sweet scent of the food, 

He quickly stood. 

A whisper, the way is creed. 

I believe.  

 

Today if I die before noon, 

I will dine. 

At the table.  

I believe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Evening Again 

 

Thinking 

Talking 

Working, 

Browsing, 

Praying, 

All energy spent. 

And I lacked even a cent. 

 

Just need a bath, 

On cold water, 

Or it’s you I’ll batter 

A candid message 

I just need a massage. 

 

A nice rest, 

On my bed, 

Will be the best, 

There I’ll rest my head. 

I reside in my space, 

I believe you’ve heard my case. 

I’ll now part, my dear audience. 
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Hands in Stains 

 

Again he stares at his hands 

Again he tries to clean of the stains 

Unseen to many only him 

Again he applies cream. 

 

This is the fifth time. 

What he thought a gold mine 

Soon turned a night mare 

That dispersed his mare 

 

 

He thinks of the part of his soul  

That was lost when he took his soul. 

His life no longer his 

As he no longer enjoys a moment of peace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



His Recent Trend  

 

When it started you were hurt, 

Or is that not I was told 

When I made my first move. 

After a while in you gave. 

 

I gave you my all  

After seven months 

Everything thought real you break 

That you need a break. 

 

Was I just a toy? 

A part of your revenge ploy 

I’ll try to move on 

Though my heart not on. 

 

I just have one question 

Is all that you said a planned motion? 

To continue with the act 

A kind of pact. 

 

To seek revenge 

And exhaust the rage. 
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Was the motive behind  

That made him blind 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Let Me Know 

 

When you choose who I love, 

Other than the one above, 

Before the feelings make me bow, 

Let me know. 

 

When I will bring him in, 

During our stay at the inn, 

Overcome by the cold and snow, 

Let me know. 

 

The fruit of the fruit, 

That we ate, 

To nature down I bow, 

Let me know. 

 

The ignited fire is on, 

Her tears, kiss and affection, 

Me they affect, I can’t explain, 

When I sow, 

Let me know. 

 

The heart beats faster, 
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Your set pace alter, 

When I know, 

Let me know. 

 

When my heart stops to beat,  

The body remains still and become cold, 

When I am young or old, 

I just ask not scold, 

Let me know. 

 

I know the mystery, 

Carry the beauty, 

But for the bounty, 

Let me know, 

That the adversities, away I can tow. 

Let me know. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Mother 

 

She looked at her with love, 

After disciplining session. 

Though she was annoyed, 

She smiled.  

 

I could not understand, 

Their expressions.  

Soon after quarreling they started hugging, 

 And I smiling.  

 

The feeling I could not explain, 

Not even because I didn’t earn 

I remembered my mum, 

Her scorn whenever I wronged on anything. 

I hoped she could be here to sing. 

 

Whenever I cried,  

She was there by my side. 

Together we ran through life, 

Each time as I fell she helped, 

Back on my toes to stand 
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With her I was sure, 

For her love is secure. 

And for me she could give,  

Her entire time and love.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My All 

 

As she comes,  

She stares with a bliss, 

I would definitely need a kiss, 

Or two, 

At the window, 

We are attracted emotionally, 

Also physically. 

 

When will that time come? 

When you’ll say I do. 

When I’ll start living for you, 

In you. 

When will this coup 

Ever occur? 

 

When will the bond 

Between us be open? 

Open as a pond, 

On paper, drawn by pen. 

For the world to witness, 

And believe in its beauty and peace. 
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When will I always wake up? 

Beside me you asleep, 

Caress you each day, 

Let this be a pay,  

Like a service gratuity, 

To say thank you. 

For all the love and sacrifice. 

Shared between me and you, 

Evident in our face. 

 

Just tell me when?  

And how often, 

We will be together, 

Sharing in our joint love and prayer. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Daughter 

 

There she stood, 

Definitely a changer of my mood. 

Once a plight, 

The light to my life. 

 

We met in a club. 

Introduced to him by my babe. 

What I thought a fling. 

Left me with a mark at seventeen. 

 

Since that time I never saw him, 

My life in a beam. 

I was left in confusion. 

A fruit of prostitution, 

They said. 

 

Teenage pregnancy was the motion. 

A topic of discussion, 

At school and home, 

A soon to explode bomb. 

 

At the hospital,  
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The pain took a toll. 

When she cried, 

I smiled. 

 

On seeing her face, 

She got her space. 

In my heart and mind. 

For her I am blind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Rose 

 

So beautiful  

Yet fearful 

I am tempted to touch 

Let it not be ouch! 

 

I’ll hold you so close  

That I’ll feel your scent, 

Your brightly coloured petals 

Me, you always stimulate. 

 

With care I proceed, 

By thorns you are surrounded 

Carefully I take a hold 

With caution I won’t be pricked. 

With a touch, me you motivate 

With creativity of an art. 

 

As an art you are an imagination 

So great to cut across a generation 

I speak  

From experience  

And knowledge alike 
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Love requires sacrifice. 

 

I think and I pause 

Like a rose 

You make me bleed, 

On my knees I plead. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Neville!!! 

 

Worry not of the exclamation, 

But they are worth your attention. 

To many just imagination.  

You are a star or is it a moon? 

Worth me to mention. 

 

My dear brother,  

Son of the same father. 

Today you’ve hit the spot,  

And tied your future on a strong knot. 

At success, you always find a chilling spot. 

 

Continue watching the clock, 

The time will continue to tick. 

All this and more you deserved, 

Because you’ve worked hard, 

And strived. 

 

You’ve made me proud. 

I sincerely pray you may continue to succeed. 

Let this just be a stepping stone.  

The objects of destruction,  
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Have been slain. 

 

Continue with the pace,  

You’ve crossed the fence, 

You are marking the beginning of a race. 

You are meant for greatness, 

May your heart continue to blossom with goodness.  

  

The sky is not the limit,  

But a start of something great. 

Congrats as you graduate. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Of The Same Tree 

 

We both reside in the tree, 

Together we are bonded. 

In the tree we emerged, 

Brothers of the same character, 

As that of their creator. 

 

Dear dad you left without a warning. 

So in disgrace that they were not mourning, 

Rather happy that the streets are safer. 

No one is now left who will strip us of our papers, 

And make our blood clot! 

So they thought. 

Good riddance Marvel, 

As they smile. 

 

Soon my brother and I followed the path, 

Which led to his death. 

The church priest, 

Thought we would be different, 

 All the three, 

Of the same tree. 
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The streets would not be safe, 

Neither the café, 

The fruits are a poison, 

To the virgin nation, 

Are a contamination, 

Of the same tree. 

 

As he was devoured by the angry mob,  

 I knew my days are numbered, 

The fire from hell, 

A cure for the spell. 

Of the same tree. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



One Full Day 

 

The siren is the killer, 

And also like a mirror, 

Reminding of the wrong turn, 

Where did I start to burn? 

 

The clan of misfits, 

So they say. 

I was only looking for a pay, 

And for now I pray. 

 

As my daughter slept, 

She looked at me and wept. 

That’s when I decided, 

Tomorrow she must feed! 

 

I took only what’s enough for the night, 

I left him enough for a light, 

I bet he understand, 

Ill repay when I will stand. 

 

He came with them who were fully armed, 

Though I didn’t harm him. 

The judge also was not sane, 

His attitude the same. 
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Who will see through my motives? 

And make them understand, 

Sacked by the employer. 

And I can’t let her die of hunger. 

 

One full day.  

At the cell is my pay. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



One More Day 

 

Yesterday she left without a trace, 

At the peak she left my heart at pace, 

In my heart a mark, 

Never again I’ll fall short of lack. 

 

The pact I was unwilling,  

Signed in absence of my knowledge, 

My heart you cage, 

Ooh a sage, 

An unforgotten page. 

 

I starve of love, 

Only your curve,  

Can conquer it, 

And not the food I eat. 

 

A day for the sick, 

Is all I ask, 

A bed rest, 

In your chest. 

 

 



WHISPERS  Harun Ogutu 

 

45 
 

Penance 

 

The days are near, 

As we are moving to the rear. 

Reflection my favourite hobby, 

Not what they do, copy. 

 

The days of the past,  

Worry me the least. 

I have planned it out with Christ  

The method of penance. 

 

A penance project,  

I discovered recent. 

Giving back to the society,  

Will make me piety. 

 

A community project, 

Will fill the suite. 

Delete all my sins, 

As my aging body dies. 

 

 

 



Reflection 

 

I quickly followed 

Through the streets 

As we raced 

Looked at an angle different 

I was like a shadow 

Changing position each moment 

Back, right and left 

Upon illumination 

As it shift 

Depending on sun’s position. 

 

This was the rhythm 

Each day as we went 

 And came from the office 

Lately his speed was faster 

Resembling a warrior 

I hardly kept up with the pace. 

 

I was all alone 

Moving in the lane 

Bewildered at the high number of people 

Had there been an influx? 
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It is the same 

Only that I didn’t concentrate 

On them before. 

 

In front of me you I pictured 

I then started to follow 

As I previously did 

Back, right and left 

The pace hastened. 

 

I kept up with the pace 

The brief feeling of relief and happiness. 

 

Farewell my dear one 

In my mind  

You’ll remain a paste 

Never again will I deter on the haste 

Just to maintain the caste. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Religion or Reason 

  

I want to think,  

On my own, 

Not being informed of the path, 

I must follow. 

 

He gave us the reason, 

But not religion. 

I read the holy book, 

To get the guide lines. 

 

The mind we were given, 

To think and write with pen. 

Personality cult is the norm, 

But I won’t be a part. 

 

Them of old thought religion was the way, 

But he showed us when he tore the curtain. 

I believe is the key guided by reason, 

But religion is a prison. 

That may stop us from seeing the son. 

 

The son used parables in communication. 



WHISPERS  Harun Ogutu 

 

49 
 

To the old information through inspiration. 

Let not our curtain be torn. 

As the word and reason, 

Will save us from the eternal prison. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Security Measures!! 

 

As I enter they all stare 

Soon they all start to a light  

Forced to alight  

Threat to the security 

 

Only with fifty  

How will I go to work? 

 Now late for an appointment  

Have I not the same skin pigment? 

And the same id? 

As you who avoid me.  

 

Escaping a plague 

 Religion a criteria to gauge  

I look down as I walk  

My bag I must open each time for a random search  

 

Just glad 

Wamola Mohammed  

But not a terrorist 

I have paid a high cost. 
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Smog 

 

I woke up and found  

 His chest then face I looked 

I was disgusted 

Everything cold 

What attracted me to him? 

 

The flair is gone 

It was as if in a cone 

It’s a smog 

He is a log 

This is my last day 

Never again will I lay 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Spare 

 

We knew it was him 

By the way the gate was knocked 

Fear, grief and anxiety 

All felt at once. 

 

She went to open the gate 

With her he start. 

The neighbours didn’t come to help 

Though she cried with pain. 

 

This was the trend  

I bet today also at the bar he spend 

Time, money but not energy 

To her all the day’s anger  

He dropped. 

 

The neighbours were used to the noise 

Never were they concerned 

Lest they are corned 

By the boxer. 

 

Today you will not be spared 
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To the prison you will be speared 

A life is lost  

But not a worthwhile cost. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



State 

 

The taxes are too high and low salary 

That we struggle to pay  

Living from hand to mouth 

Nothing to save 

The state burdens us too much  

Making us unable to escape 

Paying the heavy taxes I sell my property 

The state bringing poverty 

 

They say taxes are too high  

Just rest rather than struggling for the state 

 I will not work to raise for the state taxes 

Find just enough to survive as its useless 

We cannot support our self 

After all the African third world will get the grants from the west 

I pray that a Good Samaritan may assist me to pay the children fees 

For tomorrow is unknown 

  

The state plus state of the mind 

Breeding poverty on the land 
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Stripped 

 

All was well yesterday 

And today 

You decided to rob 

This maiden with a bright future 

Without any warning whatsoever 

Ooh no! It can’t be  

You were stripped 

 

Excellent IQ and education 

Good course at the university 

A great brain and asset to the nation 

You didn’t achieve it all easily 

Only through hard work and humility 

My mate  

You were stripped 

 

All these sobs and crying  

When would they end  

We are praying 

 That they came to an end 

Will we always be stripped? 

 



Stripping, we will soon end your era 

Leaving us without our loved ones 

Resulting to error 

In our lives we won’t be stripped 

 

Why did you choose to strip me? 

The last time it was Nyawalo 

Now it’s Ruto 

My friend  

You were stripped 

 

The game is stripping  

Moving from one person to another, skipping 

Loved ones and friends left weeping 

Astonished, bewildered and hoping 

That tomorrow is well 

Not as today’s hell 

Because you were stripped. 

 

How I cherish the last moment of contacts 

That I had with you  

Unknown contracts and pacts 

Unsigned between me and you 

All these and many more 
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We were stripped 

 

From the sight of many you were stripped 

In my heart always engraved 

Never again shall we be separated  

Nor stripped from the greater bond 

We created. 

 

Only through faith that we live on 

Hoping for the eventual reunion 

In the holy ceremony of reincarnation 

Unstripped 

 

Strip me not of my pen and ability 

That I may tell the almighty 

We were stripped. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Taste of Poverty 

 

His lips, white 

An evidence of his plight 

On this world everyday fights just to contain the life 

Soon he must strife 

 

Today they look and look but they now understand 

One day this will end when we stand 

Basic food is a luxury  

A dead which is to bury 

 

The scars remain 

Follows the system as understands none 

Even he who asks for the assignment 

He acts because he is a future applicant 

 

Mum is back at home from searching 

But she found nothing 

They take water and sleep 

With one eye and peep 

All through the night 

Soon to come light 

All hope is not lost 
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The Black Widow 

 

Her favourite spot, 

By the window, 

But not at the seat. 

Prying on the next victim who didn’t know. 

 

As if taking a census, 

Of all she censored. 

She now planned, 

On how to get her next lad. 

 

To her tune they danced, 

Like ones possessed. 

They all fell into her trap, 

But later turned into a blood tap. 

 

Alone vampire, or dark messiah, 

Who builds an empire 

Of dead bodies, 

Men but no ladies. 

 

Her eye shadow, 

Unremoved even on the pillow.  



Her aid in stalking. 

As they are walking, 

At night, 

In the dim street light. 
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The Creator and the Created 

 

 In the beginning the creator 

Created everything and the crater 

From the world 

Disappeared and appeared 

 

The created creator 

Who create the creator? 

In my mind  

And their mind. 

 

I give his picture 

To you who try to figure 

But the world of the Lord  

Continued to increase and spread. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Last 

 

The last thing he asks 

A piece of bread 

His is last card 

On the death bed 

  

Hope lies on the bread  

Some hope it may breed 

At this hopeless moment  

Did he not take bread before the murder? 

On the death bed 

 

Bring in the priest 

So that he can administer the dose 

Before he takes the last breath 

Darkness hoovers over the hearth 

He prays for the quick arrival of bread 

On the death bed. 

 

Reincarnation is possible with it 

The bread he must eat 

He thinks and chants the creed  

On the death bed. 
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The Mark 

 

I hang my hope to you 

Who hangs on the wood 

Let to die as they watch 

And share the your cloth and catch 

At the place of skull. 

 

In pain but to that incomparable 

To withstand I am able 

 A symbolic parable 

The hope lives on like a call 

At the place of skull. 

 

I give myself to the light night 

To sleep and think not of the plight 

A pull is enough for the cool 

Who walk across the fierily pool 

At the place of skull 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Portrait 

  

My eyes cross and cross, 

They return to the same place, 

They are still there, 

The men are three, 

Each on his own tree. 

 

I move close, 

To where the three pause, 

I touch the portrait. 

Blood drops, on the ground it blot. 

 

I wonder. 

Move to the back to increase the boarder. 

More blood spills on the ground, 

Soon reaches my feet, in the blood again I am bound. 

 

I feel revived, 

My heart cleaned. 

Looking at the portrait again, 

In the central tree a white light I gain.  
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The Robbery 

 

I peered through the dark, 

The guy was black, 

I saw him coming, 

He must have something. 

 

Evans whispered, 

Before I deciphered. 

He was on to him, 

A knock on the limb, 

He was down. 

 

Time to get our pay, 

Our victim 

Down at the parking bay, 

He was in utter dismay. 

We took what was ours, 

Left him on the clay. 

 

Now we’ve got some cash, 

Tomorrow we‘ll hold a bash. 

I’ll particularly drink from a calabash. 

With one or two I’ll clash. 



 

With this money, 

Today she’ll call me honey 

And I’ll sleep in her arm. 

I guess I’ll not befall any harm, 

Money makes life a balm. 
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The Swastika  

 

Strip not the swastika from the street, 

Only for today as we celebrate. 

The holy festival of karva chauth, 

For the blessings the married we search. 

 

Us the saubhagyavat, 

We celebrate our joyous marriage state. 

We pray to the moon, exchange gifts, 

Fast and wear new clothes.  

 

We always begin before sunrise and end after worshiping the moon. 

It was just yesterday that you had a procession, 

And I heard you chanting Corpus Christi. 

Carrying a golden cross like structure with something at the centre, 

Though I didn’t understand I never protested, 

As you now protest. 

 

To all the earths direction, 

It points, 

Our symbol of religion, 

To which we join. 

 



Though we may be Buddhist,  

To you we ask accept. 

Just as you have the cross, 

Through which your faith you profess across. 

We have the swastika to profess ours. 
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The Tune  

 

I look and look, 

It’s like a poke, 

But I know not its origin, 

I dance to the tune. 

 

Only to one it belong, 

For her I long. 

Each second and microsecond alike, 

I die when her presence I lack. 

 

Only the thought of her caress, 

Keeps me from a mind mess, 

All I have a text, 

In it I feel I am at your nest. 

 

Best feeling. 

We commune, 

Our souls are one, 

I bet she feels the same. 

All this evident in her name. 

 

This tune a reality, 

To all humanity, 

And animals also. 



Tick Tock 

 

It moves on during the day and night 

I am the worker at the site 

I’ll sweat so that when it stops  

He might accept me as his 
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Treason 

 

Charged of treason, 

With no reason. 

I was not radicalizing the masses 

But in forming them during the mass. 

 

Are we not the citizens of this nation? 

Monitored as we practice our religion 

The taxes are too high, 

And the income, with difficulty I sigh. 

 

Am I a refuge? 

Or a mechanic at this garage. 

To help fix everything is my aim 

And clean our palm. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Unchained  

 

Next to me he sat, 

In a room without even a mat, 

All we had was a rat hole. 

From which our visitors came. 

 

This was the third day, 

Without a pay.  

Food and water we just dreamt, 

And in our dreams we ate. 

 

A shadow flickered, 

It was her again all dressed. 

As she was yesterday, 

Tears evident in her eyes, 

Tried to talk but was not able. 

She disappeared. 

 

Looking up I saw him. 

The warder holding an empty bucket’ 

My body all wet. 

 

They dragged it as the others. 
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Though my feet and hands in cuffs, 

I followed with my eyes. 

Now I was alone. 

He was gone. 

  

Source of my strength, 

Once again she came. 

I am drawn in 

She was now closer, 

We were breathing the same air. 

As was when she bore me. 

 

Though in a cage, 

My thoughts manage, 

To maneuver. 

She always sang the song of liberation, 

This was now my mission, 

And passion. 

 

  

 

 

 

 



When I Was Blind 

 

All was plain, 

But I didn’t know I was in pain 

It was darkness, 

Created by the specks. 

 

A bright dawn, 

Everything brow,  

A moer clearing the long grass 

And specks. 

 

Clear vision,  

What a great scene 

For the first time you showed me, 

Beauty, 

And elegance.  

In the way you dance. 

 

The melody though strange is nice, 

To the tune I dance, 

Only by a glance. 

You control my scene. 

An early morning dew, 
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Like it you salvage. 

From being dried, 

Me on a death bed. 

 

You I think of, 

Even when I cough. 

I smile, 

Your love I pile. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Yap Yap 

 

He cries and mourn 

As he can no longer take corn 

Jaws rearranged because of yapping 

Of the unyappable 

  

Commenting on public issues 

With the eye of three critics 

Article, article and article on the news paper 

He wrote but forgot supper 

 

Scooped the activist of the year award 

But someone thought a lot he yapped 

That he is dangerous 

Digging through the zones too volatile and porous 

 

The warning is sent  

The yapper yaps than before. 
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      ---END--- 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Harun Wamola Ogutu renders his voice to human 

craving, discomfort, empathy and emptiness through 

minimalism and wit. This anthology is a laidback read 

penned with a sober mind. It will indisputably drive 

you to an emotional edge. 

It is a whisper in the shadows. 
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