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Editor’s Forethought 

 

After the successful issue of EPA’s debut collaborative anthology (THE 
SENTENCE: Behind Bars of Wit), the demand for a second one ultimately 

culminated in this: another captivating collection of indie and established poets 
from the Rift Valley region, Nairobi and Western Kenya. It has since become 

an annual centenary. 

 

Having approached several publishers to see these anthologies in hard copies, I 

must say the prospects are favorable and we would in the long run, accomplish 

one of EPA’s visions of availing contemporary poetry to all imaginable outlets 
in the country. In the meantime, we present you with e-books yearly. 

 

EPA still holds several poetry platforms from the weekly poetry workshop 
“The Gathering” and the mega monthly event “One Night Stand” exclusively 

for poetry, spoken word and open mic performances in Eldoret. Plans are 
underway to reach out to other towns as well. 

 

“The President’s Eulogy & Other Poems” boasts of genius, versatility, and 
enlightenment. Themes from politics, love, human error and hope, mama’s love 

and incest are brought to life. Juxtaposition, minimalism, allegory, parallelism, 
rhetoric are the tools employed to sculpt this collection into yet another riveting 

read. 

 

Thanks to every contribution. 

 

Enjoy the read. 

 

 

Michael ‘Wudz’ Ochoki 

(Teacher, Poet, MC) 
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To whom much is given… 

 

To Black Pearl. To our beautiful past, tears and waterfalls. 

 

To Saul Williams. My mentor. 

 

And Omondi Ochuka. The Alchemist, the ethereal thought. Pain 
means nothing to the keeper of portal keys. We tread on bare 

feet to the path of Godhood. 

 

To Deinah Khakasa. The spiritual goddess. For her continued 
service to humanity. Namaste. 

 

To Knowledge, Truth, Love and Wisdom; Saturn, Mars, Venus 
and (Mother) Earth. The elements: Earth, Air, Wind and Fire. The 

four winds. The 4th dimension. 

 

To love.
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       PRELUDE 

 

“My responsibility as a poet is truth and beauty.” 

Amiri Baraka (Poet, Playwright, Activist)  

 

“Poetry creates new worlds from those old materials, words. 

Done well, it nudges us to see things differently and change, 
usually for better. Done by new poets, it offers various exciting 

futures, inviting us to participate in them.” 

Stephen Derwent Partington (Poet ‘How to Euthanise a Cactus’, 

Teacher) 

 

“Poetry is language, or other, the very best that language can 

offer. We know the primary function of language is 
communication, but we also know that communicative aspect is 

often exaggerated, that language doesn’t have to communicate, 

that language is at best a vocal actualization of the tendency of 
species to interpret reality symbolically. Poetry, then, are these 

symbols of language and a refined  product of language, but 
since poetry doesn’t have to communicate, we can say poems are 

primordial, pre-human symbols – definite word-like sounds we 
use to symbolize feelings and, possibly, yes just possibly, ideas.  

As a poet, my primary function is to access these symbols, to 
drink primordial soup, to pierce the vessels of these radiations, 

these energies, and in the process learn new ways of being 
human.” 

Richard Oduor Oduku (Poet, Writer) 
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“Mumbling a few inaudible words,  
She set down the eulogy written 

by His personal advisor.  
Swaying her hips, she walked.” 
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 Faith & Irony  

  Antonio Sanchez 

 
 
Faith, 
That borderline to the insane 
That pane to the window that happens to be opaque 
That imaginary crown placed on one’s head 
Men carried away 
With convictions stretching beyond addictions 
 
God’s only son lived as a servant 
Today’s prophets drive Range Rovers 
With police escorts 
I’m just saying 
No, I’m just playing 
With words 
Plain and simple, I pray the flame of true religion 
Is rekindled, the religion of service... 
Hold it. 
 
Irony, 
Bold it, underline 
I beg not to define 
Because God said not to judge 
But Jehovah nisi 
Please forgive me 
Hii ujinga imezidi 
 
I need healing  
But pastors went commercial, radio and TVs 
Religion meets agriculture, kupanda mbegu 
Kuvuna ni kwa pastor, kupalilia ndio yetu 
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Faith, 
Yes I believe 
The Quran surely is an intrigue 
The Bible indeed written with unmatched skill 
But haven’t men killed  
And used these to justify their crude deeds? 
 
Blood spilled 
Men wield machetes 
In the faces  
of the innocent 
In a sense I agree with the idea 
That we have taken religion a bit too seriously 
and faith a bit too lightly 
  
Now 22 years 
Lord knows I have learnt to fear 
Anything that nears an Amen 
I have seen men bend prayers 
To suit their own selfish ends 
 
I have seen so called God’s servants 
Dedicate whole sermons 
To the innocence of a single ICC suspect 
Instead of truth 
How uncouth 
Na sisi haatuoni 
We cant see, si hii ni utapeli 
Kuita a court of law  
A work of demons 
Twisting the words of the most high 
Into sweet smelling lies 
Depending on where ones interest lies 
 
Irony, 
Pulpits kutumiwa kama retail counters  
Where God is auctioned 
Auditions between Yahweh and Allah 
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Who is the stronger? 
Kubonga nyingi, war of words 
Between Sheikhs and deacons 
Yet both religions speak of peace 
At least listen to reason 
Mission impossible kupata satisfaction 
In the men tasked to give it to us 
Through the word. 
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Elections 2017   
 
Calton Ingoi 
 
 
You seem so agitated 
Mwananchi 
Frothing and scathing,  
After my evasive half a decade  
I am back to solicit your vote 
Why is anger 
Provoking your throat? 
Because I never honored 
My campaign pledges?  
 
 
Have you not heard?  
Mwananchi 
That great expectation 
Make frustrated men?  
Your eyes burn  
With malice and animosity  
At me, your Mheshimiwa 
Mwananchi 
My shoulders ache  
With your village grievances  
Oh! Good roads 
Oh! Piped water 
Oh! Rural electricity 
Oh! CDF  
Oh! Better health facilities 
Oh! Modern schools 
Ah! Mwananchi 
Stop it!  
Enough of this adolescence talks! 
I am under ulcers medication! 
 
Mwananchi, 
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My son 
Your next Mheshimiwa 
Is at the verge  
Of graduating from Harvard 
My daughter's crave  
For holidays on cape coast 
Is so vast  
My wife's shopping sprees  
In Dubai need to be constant 
And my belly  
Should keep gathering fat  
All courtesy of your vote 
 
Word passes my ears 
Like the travel of sand dunes  
That you will not   
Vote me in again  
Dare scatter your vote  
Like grain  
To an alien fowl!  
Don't you know?   
It's suicidal  
To play with the tiger's tail? 
 
Don't charge at me  
Mwananchi 
For riding on your ignorance  
Only a fool  
Shares with the ground  
The sweet morsel  
That good fortune 
Has placed in his mouth  
So goes the saying  
 
 
Watch your words! 
Mwananchi 
They choke my ears 
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And deny me sleep 
 
Vote me in again 
Mwananchi 
I am a true son  
Of your soil  
Won't you? 
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Necklace   
 
Harun Ogutu 
 
 
I watch the hammer 
Like the biblical manna 
Given to the Israelites in 
their time of need 
In my time of need 
 
Today I will be empowered 
My six upper teeth I will use to make you a 
necklace 
I will use it to tie our union it will be the lace 
The blood that will be shed on the ground it’s 
like a libation 
So that we can be allowed to aid in building the 
Nation 
 
Though my legs attempt to tremble 
I smile to invite the hammer knocks into the 
temple 
Because today my teeth and blood are not just 
items but offerings 
To Nyasae who will bless the rings 
The pain is worthwhile 
But as it pains I smile 
I have now moved a great mile 
To get her the slippery as a snail 
Allow me to feel the tattoos on your arms, back 
and face 
Because according to the tribe’s way I have been 
made nice 
And worthy for the daughter who sits between 
men and gods, at the fence 
Accept me by putting on my greatest gift made 
from my six upper teeth, the neck lace 
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I Will Drink   
 
 
Harun Ogutu 
 
 
 
I will drink 
Until I burst 
Not because of the thirst 
But of the one I loved last 
 
I will drink 
To remember the brink 
Of happiness and how in your arms I sunk. 
Each time you sulk 
Just to get my attention. 
 
I will drink 
To celebrate independence 
From your spell, I send my penance 
To the almighty who helps me make sense 
Of the reason between us we placed the fence 
 
I will drink 
Only for you 
The reason why I will sue 
The fool 
Who broke my cool. 
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Promises of Tomorrow  
 
 
Yma Kemunto 
 
 
Night I chase, 
Her wind slaps my face, 
Her cold slows my pace, 
I look at the moon in space, 
Night held in her embrace, 
They hurry East,  
I follow in distance, 
I want to greet the sun, 
I want to see promises of tomorrow. 
 
Children of Africa, 
I saw their ribs staring, 
Flesh could no longer keep them hiding, 
Their stomachs were talking, 
Talking about a day coming, 
They called her tomorrow, 
They said she’d made promises 
To carry their sorrow, 
I asked if I could follow, 
So I see promises of tomorrow. 
 
I want to sing my wishes to the sun, 
To ask where yesterday buried her son, 
So I visit his tomb stone, 
To offer him my mockery, 
His name was Suffering, 
In my dream, sun said he had died, 
In my dream, tomorrow was playing, 
With Africa’s children, 
I wish I wake in the sun, 
So I see promises of tomorrow. 
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Their blood was shed, 
To quench Africa’s thirst for tomorrow, 
Our soil drank their cries, 
So their children could see the sun, 
Finally the wind screamed victory, 
To silence the white man’s glory, 
Their souls hover, 
To see the tomorrow they bled over, 
As every tomorrow ages to yesterday, 
To mockery their blood falls prey, 
Weary of sins of yesterday, 
Yearning the hope of a new day, 
I reach for the sun, 
To ask if tomorrow keeps her promises. 
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The Song of a Divorced Poet   
 
 
Love Poems 
 
 
Of the singleness of a divorcee’s song, 
I sing as an entity of my serenity, 
I sing of a sinner wallowing from the swallowing mud, 
For if a mad man knows not he's mad, 
So do I know not of my song's agony, 
 
Darling, 
In cloud nine we dined and wined with bright 
moonlight and skies so divine, 
Of the days I derailed from the lane I wail in pain, 
Of the bliss I miss a kiss and a hiss I dismiss, 
I sing in agony for the loss of my love, 
 
What shall come of our love?  
Honey I've no money but I journey back, 
Home of souls I broke and all alone I drove to 
unknown, 
Forgive me and give me bliss I plead, 
 
Rest on my chest and let of your breasts warm my bed, 
The warmth of your thighs, 
I sing this song tonight, 
Divorced of my treasures, 
For my poetess's seizure, 
Speaks of her prowess, 
Speaks of my poetess, 
Baby I'm coming home, 
I am coming alone, 
For you and my kids, 
Sweet moments I miss, 
Make a bed for me, 
For I'm a pilgrim, 
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Searching..... 
Coming.... 
Should.. 
I babe 
???? 
??? 
?? 
? 
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Burning Sage 
 
 
Wudz 
 
(To Pearl’s post-Valentine’s tantrums) 
 
life pushed me to the edge 
so i fell for you 
see a part of me dies every time i fall in love 
but i resurrected in you 
i found my rhythm in your blues 
so i grooved to the needle of your every touch 
my heart was a crescent 
then you bloomed me into a full moon 
 
soon i found my lost rib in your first name 
so it is fair to say i created you in my own image 
 
 images of orange horizons and electric cables 
 as i introduced you to hood savages 
 tales of broken sewages and  
 your pops broken marriage as we 
 gnawed boiled corn and 
 lazy noons when we were not sexing or texting 
 we recycled sitcoms and 
 french fries and toothpicks in the dusk dust and 
 insomnia and pillow talks and we 
 we talked poetry and our first kid 
 
 we talked silence 
 we talked kisses 
 
i kissed you with metaphors 
this is my 3rd poem i’m writing you 
i should be writing about the garissa massacre 
or xenophobes in the south of africa  
but nothing equates the war within 
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remember how i caught your attention like an 
introductory sentence? 
we were the beginning of a long love story 
you schemed the plot  
i scripted the conflict and  
lay the anti-climax 
(i didn't dig your style, though) 
you see, suspense became your over-used device 
humour died 
hearts dried  
of ink 
 
ink blotches became dark blobs 
and angry blogs 
sobs 
when i sought your face 
you thought i was invading space 
like them you tube adverts 
and so i went with the wind  
and came back with the storm 
hoping to sweep you off your feet again 
and you would fall back in my arms again 
 
again, i was wrong 
by the dawn i was gone 
i left a break-up note on your make-up table 
so you know my mind was made up 
like a beautiful brain 
 
to maintain my sanity 
i began burning sage 
casting dice on ouija board 
finding my dharma in the drama 
 
my heart chakra turning black around the edges 
i glow at the core 
i grow dim 
when your memory knocks 
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look, at least i wrote a poem for you 
so i think now you owe me goodbye sex 
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Mama Africa   
 
 
 
Elenah Kim 
 
 
Mama Africa, 
I want to drink from your springs and well, 
I want to suckle from your full breasts, 
That are nourished with milk and honey, 
I want to grow under your watch; 
as you tell me tales of my great great grandfathers 
dating back to generations. 
I want you to tell me stories; 
Of how the maumau fought for freedom in Kenya, 
Why they would imprison nelson Mandela for twenty 
seven years if not for selfish gain. 
How you endured this ill timed colonialism, 
And why in the name of our forefathers we would 
cease calling the rains under the mugumo trees; 
And down our snow capped mountains and started 
listening to the weather man. 
 
Mama Africa, 
Teach me your ways, 
Please help this generation understand, 
That our forefathers lived of age because they ate of 
the wild, 
Boiling and roasting their kill. 
Let them know that their so called modern ways are 
killing them with cancers and incomprehensible 
diseases. 
 
Mama Africa, 
Teach me to embrace me for who I am 
Teach me to love my lovely skin color, 
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Let me know that beauty is not just without but 
within, 
I know you wonder why I would trade my beautiful 
dark color for colors such as white, 
Isn’t the mzungu dying of skin cancers for lack of 
melanin? 
Remind us that even before the mzungu came, 
We only wore little patches of skin here and there, 
Our breasts out to bask in the glory of the morning 
sun, 
As butterflies graced our days and coulored our brown 
world then. 
 
Mama Africa, 
Teach me to embrace my own challenges to stand firm 
and fight, 
Teach is that we are the solutions, 
That we can depend on ourselves and not on foreign 
aid, 
Teach us independence like way before colonialism, 
Independence to form government in kayas and 
manyattas, 
Independence of thoughts and own my own vision. 
Teach me that I must not necessarily subscribe to 
anything, 
That I have the will and power, 
And that the mzungu way is not necessarily right. 
 
Mama Africa, 
Hear the cry of a free willed spirit. 
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When You Weren't Looking   
 
 
Monica Kiptoo 
 
 
Dad, when you weren't looking; 
mumma went to see if the new neighbour had trouble 
operating the oven 
And Suzie picked a stray kitten, 
She said it was better than plastic dolls 
 
Dad, when you weren't looking; 
somehow the roof started to leak 
And Andrew failed his math test 
So mumma moved your chair and Andrew prayed you 
wouldn't look 
 
Dad,when you were not looking; 
We watched a soap during news hour 
And enjoyed the guilty pleasure 
Aunty sat on your matrimonial bed 
Although Andrew told her you didn’t like anyone 
except mom to sit there 
 
Dad, when you were not looking; 
Suzie used your notebook as temporary potty for the 
cat 
And Andrew used your pen to cultivate the garden 
We all played in the rain ‘cause mom couldn't catch us 
all 
 
Dad, when you were not looking; 
I wore that skintight you forbade 
And mom got sick 
She lost pounds… 
And I got pregnant. 
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Obscure Groping  
 
 
Steve Otieno 
 
 

From the edge of the hill, 
I linger to the path of a herdsman, 

As he takes his beasts towards greener pasture, 
And I query myself, 

If I too, 
I am as him; 

A nomad, 
 

Why our minds have always roamed, 
Disturbed, 

And we have found ourselves left behind 
By the inability to have our feet firm, 

Drowning in vaguely being liberal, 
But who, ever placed their palm to pat us, 

For having no definition of the ground 
We claim comprehension? 

 
For when things go well, 

Praises be due to the Almighty, 
Our lips into a stupidity of sermons laid for profit, 

We, who are still suckling, 
To not withstand the winds that blow from the south, 

Why! The breasts that we used to suckle, 
Haven’t they worn out, 

That they bear milk no more? 
 

Yes, we certainly are nomads, 
Impotent to have fields that of our own brow, we have 

tended, 
Inept to have a garden that blossoms 

With seeds from the many lands we have taken flight 
to, 
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One such nomad, 
On coming home, 

Had become one, with common sense splattered, 
And he with his absurd comprehension of change, 

Confused it profanely, with being liberal, 
 

So while the herdsman took his beasts towards lush, 
I queried why an adult would throw a tantrum, 

When his lips have been denied the embrace of his 
follies, 

Would he seek the bosom of another woman, 
To satiate his yearning? 

 
Are we, imbeciles? 

Is this then, our liberty? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The President’s Eulogy & Other Poems 

ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION    

 

My Baby  
 
 
Antonio Sanchez 
 
 
My baby takes a nap 
Wrapped in flaps of emotions 
And visions of what-if tomorrows 
 
The backdrop of her dreams  
are set upon scores of witty phrases  
Strong messages yet cause for smiling faces 
 
She is Kenyan  
Therefore her dreams are valid  
On condition her efforts 
Are set on foreign state 
Preferably the USA 
Now that will be reason for Kenyans to celebrate  
Coz it seems we can’t relate to our own locally 
 
My baby is a leader 
With words coined to make her a lyrical killer 
But amekanyagiliwa 
na  culture, mila duni 
Utamaduni 
Meant to bully 
Her. 
 
My baby is a product of 8-4-4 
Kulala daro, usingizi ya fo-fo-fo 
After kuhustle karo, by kufanyia watu chores 
My baby, though born of the arts 
Forced to cram scientific facts 
Ma-digestive tracts na ducts 
Utadhani anasomea udakitari 
Ma-text books na madaftari 
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In the name of future monetary 
gains 
 
My baby ni visionary 
Yaani anaona mbali 
Mweke Sahara anacheki Kalahari 
But can’t be elected kwa house, parliamentary 
Coz my poetry is marginalized 
Its genre a minority 
Na tuko Kenya huku 
Kuwa few ni kuwa mikono tupu 
Ata mkiongea by default mko bubu 
 
My baby is a pleaser to all 
Young na old, timid na bold 
The real mavijana na mavijana of sorts 
Wale forty year old politicians 
Who hide behind the name 
To ride on the fame  
of the majority, the youth 
 
My baby is a commoner 
Kasoda na  
loaf ndio zake 
Leisure ni makemikale 
Kagitheri kakarangwe 
Kusota ni hand in hand na kupumua 
Usiposota unawezakuwa  
umeaga 
Hope ni hallucinations za rapture 
Effect za ako kamoja amekawasha 
 
Conceived in my brain 
Natured in my mind 
Nourished by time 
And always growing in rhyme 
My sweet baby… my poetry 
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Rain Drops  

 

Ordinary Mind 

  

I watch the rain drops, 

sliding on roof tops, 

drenching the leaves, 

germinating the seeds, 

making the ground wet... 

  

I watch the rain drops, 

destroying the crops, 

displacing people from where they live, 

drowning the kids, 

making rivers burst and flow like jets, 

  

I watch the rain drops, 

flowing down the slopes, 

feeding the coral reefs, 

eroding the mountains and hills, 
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providing breeding grounds for frogs to mate, 

  

I watch the rain drops, 

invited by succulent boobs, 

making the veins stiff, 

providing the ovary with feeds, 

making the stomach swell, 

  

I watch the rain drops, 

collecting into pools, 

giving life to the roots, 

filling the streams, 

rain drops,rain drops, 

I watch the rain drops from my window... 
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My Precious Time   
 
 
Sanz Lex 
 
 
you may think i am careful, 
but let’s say my time is peaceful, 
all of them have destroyed my simple second, 
i am my own time legend, 
i made my time theirs, 
but all they did was to make themselves my time city 
mayors, 
i showed them i cared, 
all they thought is i was never dared in my dreams i 
hold my watch, 
trying to track time in the dark with my old dim torch, 
i miss my mother’s comfortable divan, 
the days we could be in the gondola, 
that was always precious time, 
i was so happy beyond words so i just had to mime, 
all i care for was the time in mind, 
all my time was to accolade for what went my way, 
never thinking of what got lost in the way, 
i lost myself trying to care for my time, 
my mind so annihilated to even my mistakes, 
all i cared for was my time, 
always thought my watch will never live me, 
but in death i will not need it, 
because i will just decaying with time not knowing the 
time day or year, 
but let’s say know i still value my time, 
so if you don’t then just let me take my precious time 
and buy it with a penny if i can so live with it or just 
let me be. 
 
 
 



 
The President’s Eulogy & Other Poems 

ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION    

 

Immaculate   
 
 
Sharon Kiptoo 
 
 
Behind every strong woman there's a story. 
Behind her there are stories, 
Tales nd tales hidden in the smile that hides her 
untold,  
And secrets that only I behold. 
 
I'm a woman writing another woman's story. 
I'm straight and very gay, 
Yet I'm dearly in love 
Not with the diamond where her thighs meet, 
But With her phenomenal touch. 
 
When we met I knew I had a mystery for a friend. 
Bit by bit your mask you unravelled, 
And the layer that lay beneath 
Is like an apple tree among trees of wood. 
 
Once upon a time you were a trapped lotus flower, 
Choked by vipers and intertwined with venous vines. 
You lost your beloved 
You lost him and her to worlds yonder. 
 
Life almost turned you into wild nuts, 
But as clear as the sun; fair as the moon, 
You rose at every dawn hoped at every dusk 
And worked like Queen B.... 
 
She's love that is dearly tender, 
Her mouth sweeter than honey 
Professes hope and kindness to retrieve lost souls. 
She's Immaculate. 
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That bleak girl, born 22 seasons ago 
Is this phenomenal woman, I know.  
 
(A dedication to Immaculate Akello) 
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Beware   
 
 
Ras Stone 
 
 
Beware of over-romanticizing awkwardness of a rich 
nation which cries over lost puppies but takes no 
interest of starving children in poorer countries,  
the foreign doesn’t stir the heart into action. 
 
Yes, the slushiness nation sees them, 
the dead,  
bloodied children,  
yet sees them not. 
 
Few life pictures are shown on TV death tallies 
mentioned in a hasty manner. 
Is there a conspiracy of silence? A new medicine that 
keep old people active longer catches the interest, 
 
Not to forget the lovely story of a disappeared cat that 
found its way back home after two years, and its 
tearful old owner. 
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The President's Eulogy  
 
 
Calore ‘Caetry’ Nyabeta 
 
 
 

The elegance and flamboyance of the First Lady, 
She walks with a sad demeanor, 

Eyes sunken and pregnant with unflowing tears.  
But for once, her conscience is at peace.  

Her ego bears a silent smiling curve.  
 

"He was my husband, best friend and confidant, 
Not the greatest man, but bore the greatest heart."  

Her mind smirks when she describes her husband as 
great at all. 
After all, 

We all know how the chief of staff got her ball. 
 

"He was a powerful president, 
But accompanied by a humble sense of residence, 

Allow me to present,  
The late president."  

 
Her mind goes back to that scene, 

He was ramming His manhood in her already swollen 
nether,  

Immediately after, her body was neither here nor 
there,  

It wasn't her intention to overhear the conversation, 
Yeah, the one that they planned on a 3rd world 

invasion, 
But lied to the public that it was another invitation.  

 
"My husband, your president, 

Trustworthy and honest,  
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The perfect Mr No-Fear-No-Favor, 
He held justice close like he cuddled our first son." 

"First son huh," Her mind scorns, 
She had been a part of His land conspiracies, 

Done farming that led to baking of weed cookies! 
The most powerful man on the land had taken the 

lives of rookies, 
When His cover was about to be blown. 

Justice indeed!  
 

"His death comes as a shock to the whole nation, 
We're certain this was done by a man on a mission, 

And any of you with information, 
I ask that you come forth to facilitate his much needed 

prosecution."  
"Please don't kill me," 

He had begged her like a helpless bastard.  
But she had to get rid of His corrupt ways, 

By killing him, she had gotten rid of his whole maze. 
All it took, was their feathery satin pillow.  

Her eyes droop low, 
"Am I like him?" She consults her mind.  

 
"A man of moral standards, 
Well, not necessarily high, 

Because he was human, lacking in perfect stands, 
But he strived to do things the right way." 
That night He had brought her a surprise, 

Another woman, to spice their bedroom life, 
But outside terribly condemned homosexuality on the 

rise. 
When she had refused, He threatened to unwife her.  

That was after her cries from His blows.  
 

"Today I mourn my husband, 
Our president, 

My son's father, 
My best friend and confidant."  
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In her head, she broke out into a guttural laughter,  
Confidant alright,  

But He had known not of her activities with His 
personal advisor, 

Nor her interest in kinky fuckery, 
Or her HIV status,  

Oh well,  
Now He rested in peace.  

 
Mumbling a few inaudible words,  

She set down the eulogy written by His personal 
advisor.  

Swaying her hips, she walked.  
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A Song of Joyful Sensation  
 
 
 
Yvan Nadian 
 
 
 
Music is the food for soul 
Just as love has become the food for heart 
And today someone must be inspired from the heart 
 
Because I have had the urge to give out with joy 
When the sun has shone its rays of brilliance 
And struck me upon the face with  
Soothing sensation 
That my day is becoming so peaceful 
From the feeling of its refreshing effect 
I get so excited and I've gotten so thrilled 
When the bells of heaven have rung 
And unleashed a voice of feeling of hope 
To anyone bleeding desperation. 
 
The angels have gathered at the realm of royalty 
Glowing with divine brilliance 
That can cast blindness with its thrust of sharpness 
Squint your eyes and look through into its vision of 
clarity 
And see what it has beheld in the honor of strength of 
resilience 
Get up and shout out this song of joy 
 
The song that the angels themselves have echoed 
And instruments of harps and saxophones 
Have been gathered to the place of greatest event 
It is a beautiful song that God himself has written 
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It is the music that brings feeling of obsession 
And anyone listening to it must keep sticking to it. 
 
Stretch out your arm and grab its melody of joy 
Can you feel it flow into you 
That your trouble has eluded your soul 
Now be happy and feel replenished 
You are a human transformed into new creation 
Then behold your sky 
And gather all the hope around you 
You are moving to the best direction 
Of your destiny of desire 
 
Let no one take this away from you 
It is the joy you have kept fighting for 
So take it and keep it to yourself 
Stay with it all the days of your life 
You will never regret this decision of courage you have 
made. 
 
My voice is clear and everyone can hear it 
From a far distance 
They have walked miles and miles away 
Just to listen to this song that has given 
A new sense of joyful sensation 
I can't hide my joy when I see multitude advance to its 
tune 
 
Everyone has paid attention to its lyric 
Because they have realized the power of its sound 
Young and old have gathered with the same objective 
Just as the women and sons 
They have all seen the effect of the power of this song 
And felt its reviving sensation within their hearts 
It has operated inside the souls of them 
And have come out transformed and feeling refreshed 
A feeling whose power no one can revert 
Once it has gotten into themselves. 
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Wisdom and love combine in the lyric of this music 
Hope and joy bring a sensational feeling of 
completeness 
I love this music when I tilt my head high up 
Its effect is so apparent into inside of me 
That I start to feel transformed into a creature of 
absolute newness 
That has regained a perfect thinking of ultimate 
sensibility 
I can now start moving on to the place of greatness 
I have eventually kept perceiving 
That my heart is then filled 
With the hope I have kept yearning for. 
 
Now the author of this song 
Must come down and play its music of words of 
inspiration 
Because we look so intently upon the skies 
And behold our ultimate hope 
That we keep living by the inspiration of the powerful 
ability 
Of this beautiful music of divinity 
Get hold of your strength of restoration 
And don't let go off your strong desire of absolution 
For the power of this music is taking effect 
 
To our strong desire of transformation 
Into a new creation of great significance 
That everyone has started living to admire 
When the music has become into us 
The song that brings in us a resonation 
Of sensational beauty of joy. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The President’s Eulogy & Other Poems 

ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION    

 

The Value of Grief  
 
 
 
Steve Otieno 
 
 

 
Hollow caves wrap me in my obscurity, 

Echoed lamenting harmonize my sobbing, 
And the bliss of yesterday 

Wriggles to get away 
From the clutches of my sordidness; 

I am wrung, in abysmal feasting, 
 

I wallow in the recess of my loss, 
My soul banging at the doors 

Of query and inequity, 
I resemble a hermit, 

Detached from all blossoming; 
Lifelessness cuddles me, away from serenity, 

 
Dark hazes pale me in my void, 

The ether, hidden from the glint of continuity, 
I have been tunneled, 

Denied of the glare at my end, 
And my sorrowed walls; 

My sorrowed walls, deafen me, 
 

My heart solemnly supplicates, 
Begging with the depths of the nether, 

It would willfully trade places, 
It would gladly peel itself for one more lifetime; 

Its own demise would please it, 
For half of what has been robbed from it, 

 
Yet to want to take the place of grief, 

For one more life, 
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To want to give the whole world, 
Every word, 
Every breath; 

To return to yesterday when all was bliss, 
 

But grief is worthless, 
For nothing can be bought with its shadow, 

Nothing can be put to measure, 
Against the haunting of its phantoms, 

 
What would the soul that has lost all, 

The soul that has become tormented by its mourning, 
If granted its wish, 

Bargain with the worthlessness of grief? 
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I Crave Invisibility  
 
 
Victor Ochomo 
 
 
 
Hey Doc, as I lay on this couch, 
I got more problems than my lisp 
or my slouch. 
You see, I wanna be invisible. 
Don't tell me that it ain't 
admissible 
'cause my situation's kind of 
critical 
and I just don't know who else to 
call! 
 
I crave invisibility, 
'cause am expected to be perfect 
anything below is just more or less 
farfetched. 
But perfection ain't about standing 
out from the crowds 
and uniqueness ain't exactly what 
it enshrouds.... 
I crave invisibilty, 
'cause I live with my mother 
while all my friends'd really rather 
live in their own hostels- 
turning up the volume trashing 
each gospel 
while I’m on kitchen duty. 
I don't know what I feel truly- 
but it feels like 'left out' with a 
hint of 'outcast' 
 
"Campus ruins People" 
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I Got the broadcast- 
but I still crave invisibilty 
'cause my classes lie in ambiguity 
and this lecturer won't cut me 
slack! 
 
 
Maybe that's why I sit the back... 
to find some consolation 
while comparing some chick to 
some constellation. 
I crave invisibility, 
'cause the world and I made a pact 
that if I ever tried to act 
like myself again, 
They'll all hold me in disdain. 
...pointing and laughing... 
..teasing and 'capping'- 
this freak of nature 
who dares to defy human stature. 
 
I crave invisibility, 
'cause that's how I feel. 
Ever felt like life's just on big reel? 
and we in it for the ratings- 
playing ball never abating 
sticking to the same script. 
Well someone put me in a crypt- 
'cause I didn't audition to be a 
clone! 
so I need permission to condone 
your crapping acting and fake 
emotions! 
 
I crave invisibility, 
'cause I wanna be alive. 
I wanna treasure each breath 
not just trying to survive 
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'cause right upon my death- 
I want my epitaph to say: 
 
"This man treasured each day 
changed the world in each hour 
made sweet of a world thought 
sour." 
 
 
 
So Doc, if think am crazy 
or find my mentals hazy, 
put me in a straitjacket 
and knock me out while you at it! 
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What Made Me Tick  
 
 
Carole ‘Caetry’ Nyabeta 
 
 

 
Finally I have found what makes me tick! 

No, 
Do not call me a beast yet. 

It is the way she cried, 
How helpless I made her feel, 

When I am an object of authority for once, 
Nowhere near a subject anymore. 

I was once there but all that matters is now,  
Right?  

 
It is the way her adrenaline sets mine on a Usain Bolt 

speed, 
Her unstoppable sweating that inspired me to stop her 

biological clocks. 
Tick tok! Tick tok!  

Oh it is so exciting as she pleaded, 
Over and over again 

 
"Please let me go, I will give you anything you want, just 

name it but spare me"  
The fear in her blue eyes that awakens this sleeping rage in 

mine, 
The way she shivered when my nozzle caressed her left 

cheek.  
It is the terror on her face when I cork my weapon of 

destruction. 
 

It is disturbing, clearly...that I know, 
It is disturbing because I am in a dilemma, 

Does she prefer it  
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A. fast and painless,  
B. slow and torturous, 

Or... 
Argh! Tell me lady is it A or B that thrills you most? 

She claimed neither.  
 

Her blood was boiling and I had to cool lest she boil herself to 
death, 

See! I cared at least when none of you did. 
You can call me, The therapist. 

I still could not decide,  
That cold metal-bearing machine, or pure metal with cutting 

edges. 
I took a plunge into her throbbing redness. 

She gasped, shook fiercely, no voice,  
Then... 
Silence. 

 
In my arms, her red wetness flowed along my veins. 

I had succeeded in cooling down her blood. 
It was so cold on my soaked skin. 

Do not blame me though,  
I was trying to find what makes me tick.  

 
9...8...7.....3...2... 

I'll be making someone else tick in the next moment. 
Here I am squirming for my life, 

Awaiting my needle... 
Silence. 
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WOW, WE TURNED FIFTY   
 
 
Elenah Kim 
 
 
They took away pen and paper, 
They took away my hands, 
A total mutation it was, 
But heaven knows why, 
I still got this power, 
That which propels me, 
The power to speak. 
 
And so I will talk about it, 
The evil and rust in society, 
How our politicians, are not ashamed; 
Of passing dehumanizing bills, 
How they would not make it to parliament to vote for 
a bill that would help Wanjiku, 
How they in large numbers turn up to pass their salary 
increment bill, 
‘May those of the same opinion say I, 
And it echoes through the hills, valleys, mountains and 
the plains 
‘I’ 
Of how are they accumulating wealth through 
Wanjiku taxi money, 
And of how SHE now lives on edge 
Below a dollar a day, 
That’s her way 
Her sing song. 
USAID, UKAID, appeals are made. 
 
Yes, 
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Of how a seventy year long aquifer could possibly help 
a nation survive, 
Yet the people in Turkana; 
Where this life giving resource is located are dying of 
hunger, 
Their lives still at the mercy of well wishers and 
donors, 
Of how our people are dying as we watch; 
As our economy builders our dear teachers and doctors 
strike for salary increment, 
Children having to be sent home, 
Our dear patients; 
Should I talk of a home or six feet under? 
Mass graves without a proper sendoff. 
A grotesque sight! 
 
I will talk of the insecurity which aren’t like mid life 
crisis 
Grenades hauled at our dear ones daily, 
You never know the day or the hour, 
For even churches and mosques are not spared. 
 
I will speak for the disabled, 
Why a modern day contractor would not put up 
escalators; 
In that skyscraper and justice is denied. 
Of how we lost all in civil war and with the promise of 
a better tomorrow, 
I voted you in, 
I thought I would get out of the murk 
Why I will keep suffering from these bills you pass 
each day, 
Why my five children are now school dropouts and 
now pick tea in your plantation; 
For five shillings a day, 
Why at the end of the day I will go home with a 
grumbling stomach, 
An empty bag, 



 
The President’s Eulogy & Other Poems 

ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION    

 

And my hungry emaciated babies’ eager with 
anticipation, 
Will have to sleep on an empty stomach, 
And why in the morning I will find one took for the 
street, 
And later hear he was marooned by the city council, 
City mortuary just for a few days, 
If I do not claim the body, 
Six feet under in an unknown grave he would go, 
Yes, without a ceremony. 
 
Wow, I can’t believe we turned fifty! 
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You Are My Smile  
 
 
 
 
No one makes me smile like you do, 
This is something that is true, 
My greatest reason for smiling is you, 
Because in all honesty I love you 
 
I remember that day I first met you, 
Looking in your eyes, they were brighter than the 
sunshine, 
I remember telling you how much I liked you, 
And you dearly accepted me, you accepted to be mine 
 
Thinking of you makes my heart wear a smile 
A smile that is beautiful and to my heart, worthwhile 
Love is evident from the sparkle in your eyes 
Your voice, your tenderness, they are my precious 
prize 
 
As I watch the stars shining bright, admiring their 
beauty in the moonlight 
I think of the beauty you add to my life 
Your love is greater than the stars that shine at night  
You are the flower that adds colour and beauty to my 
life 
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Dad While You Were Away   
 
 
Zibok Washei 
 
 
Dad, I blame you for leaving 
Leaving me with your new girlfriend 
Whom I was forced to call mum 
A fake mum (stepmother) 
Only original in faking personality 
 
The Bible cover was the cover of her sinful life book 
Making it hard to judge her by the cover 
Don't worry for she is so caring 
She took good care of me and a continent of uncles 
From all races; white and black Africans, 
Latinos,Indians 
Unlike you they were so violent 
They would slap mum in your bedroom whenever they 
visited 
But mum never got bruises on her face 
Making me wonder where she was being slapped 
 
The uncles stopped visiting 
Mum's belly started bulging 
Then gave birth to a baby girl 
Sorry, am I supposed to call her Lil sis? 
I don't know 
She had no traits of our lineage 
Her face was like that of uncle  
A Fingers that of uncle B Ears that of uncle C  
I mean she had traits of uncle A to ZI like the new 
look of our old house 
 
The living room became the dance-floor 
The guestrooms were the lodgings 
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A lodging for mum and my many uncles 
Mum led me into the dark forest 
On the bed-cover she made uncover the hidden 
treasure 
I had all the pleasure 
Watering the black vegetation around 
I know am irresponsible 
But I am responsible for all the neighborhood infants 
At-least I fulfilled the commandment of filling the 
world 
And also extended our generation 
You failed as a father and I missed the fatherly love 
Hope you won’t fail as a grandfather 
Because majuto ni mjukuu 
And I have given you grandchildren 
I am now HIV/AIDS positive 
The negative part, I don't know the transmitter 
Since the wage of sin is death, 
Then my payday is around the corner Ohhh!  
 
I took an advance 
Now I’m chilling in paradise with my heavenly dad 
Wondering how? 
I repented while committing suicide 
 
That's all that happened, 
Dad while you were away. 
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Public 'Office'  
 
 
Zibok Washei 
 
 
I am a bank where people mainly deposits 
But rarely withdraws 
I am where anyone is a boss 
An office within other offices 
An office within and outside houses 
No luxurious furniture 
 
Sit a holed, crippled funny chair 
No today's newspaper 
Old rugged dusty ones 
Which become so handy to the behinds 
I damn need no air conditioner 
Neither do I need an air freshener 
My ventilation is enough 
Not bothered by the smoke from your nuclear bomb 
And ladies if you cook for your man 
Then stop complaining about the stench of his fart 
 
Instead of a desktop monitor 
A mirror on the wall does me better 
To show how otherwise 
Your so wished beautiful face transforms 
As your flexible anal mule contracts 
Smoothly squeezing out my sweet aromatic food 
No hanging calendars; what’s even today's date? 
Only hanging roles of toilet papers 
I like referring to them as my files 
For they keep last records after wiping 
 
Biology is the devil, a liar 
I don't get it when you wipe if the waste comes from 
the body tissues 
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I have no telephones 
However, I'm where you answer your calls f nature 
No need to cross legs like a boss 
And during short calls 
Ladies spread them like angel Gabriel’s wings 
I respect them, no sexual assault 
Thus, the mothers of Jesus remain intact 
Woe unto you who teargas 
For my tap runs dry water 
If the gas thirsts and chokes you 
Quench and relieve with your teardrop 
In me couples pick up cheating calls 
 
In me babies get conceived 
During morning sickness, 
I drink vomits 
Thereafter I give room to flashed babies 
I'm looked up to by heroes and heroines 
Giving a warm shoulder to addicts of heroin 
I hold a crime exhibit; a knife used outside the kitchen 
Models find comfort in me to read fashion magazine 
Guns get loaded with magazines 
I know of many unfaithful nuns 
To the faithful 'goodies' hawkers 
The ladies with public and not private parts 
 
I serve in the slums 
My roof the atmosphere 
Half walls of old rusty sheets 
Air-holes owning the elephants share 
Very bumpy floors 
With too many little man-made hills 
Some hard and crusty 
Some still fresh and smoky 
 
A feast for the houseflies 
Flies keep the lizards alive 
Their rhythmic buzz 
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Gives a soothing soundtrack as jazz 
At the corners are cobwebs 
Hungry spiders ready on their targets 
Artwork directly on the walls 
Fingers the paint brush 
The twin Everest behind; the paint gallon 
Paints come in various color and texture 
Depending on what the artiste devoured 
Sorghum very rough and brown 
Eggs very fine and banana-ripe yellow 
I think pudding automatically gives the rainbow 
Hinges are worn-out bata slippers 
When you are inside, your hand improvises as the lock 
Uneasy, hands holding tight between the legs 
The neighborhood is pressed 
The diarrheans are stressed up 
A pressed man is a creative man 
The flying toilet is born 
In a polythene bag, a 'cargo' becomes airborne 
Be careful, your head might be the runway 
Is someone in labor pain? Ooh no!! 
Its constipation 
He was deep breathing and pushing like a woman 
having her firstborn 
Be very careful again 
When using leaves as tissues 
Lest the rift valley between the twin Everest 
Uplifts and form a plateau 
I serve in schools and prisons 
The illiterate and elite 
The healthy and the sick 
 
I'm the public office. 
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My City Wife  
 
 
Calton Ingoi 
 
 
Mama, 
She divorced her ancestral name 
NafulaHenericaNekesa 
Given to her  
To appease the ancestors 
 Of her dead grand mother 
She is now ‘Princes Shantel Angel’ 
On ‘Twirrer’, Instagram and Facebook 
A name that dares not betray her 
And chokes less her throat 
 
Mama, 
She dances not to village balls 
Of men with sweating penises and armpits 
They are barbaric she says 
She now bends over and wiggles 
To music so vulgar to awaken my forefathers 
She can’t miss karaoke on Tuesdays 
Ladies night on Wednesdays 
And Campus night on Thursdays 
In readiness for the main occasion on Fridays 
 
Mama, 
Her once ebony succulent face 
Colored in Black 
Like the dung of drunk donkey  
Has peeled off 
Courtesy of plastic surgery 
She now bears a resemblance  
To the swine of my father’s sty 
With a mouth like a cat 
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Excavated from a pool of blood 
 
Mama,  
Her dress has denounced her knees 
She says, her dress her choice 
Hence swings like a flag hoist half mast 
On the death of decency 
I resent the wind that caresses her thighs 
She feeds perverted men her breasts 
As her cleavage mocks their manhood 
And awakens them from deep slumber 
What will she feed my children? 
When the entire flavor is gone? 
 
Mama, 
Her ribs and cheeks stick out 
Like a starved Siberian Ibex  
She has shrunk her buttocks 
In the crevices of her loins 
And misplaced her once mountains of hips 
She is watching her diet, she says 
Am I sharing a bed with a fellow man? 
Where will I take the scorn of my age mates? 
That I can’t feed a wife 
Mama you once told me 
A woman is space and volume 
 
Mama, 
She can’t voice the language of my people 
She says it makes her retch 
She speaks with a twang through the ‘nose’ 
How will you groom your daughter in law? 
In a borrowed accent? 
She says she is not pursued like a bird 
By empty sentimentalities 
Neither by village men stinking tobacco 
Through rotten sooty teeth 
No! Money soothes her heart 
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In haste of an infantile lullaby 
 
Mama, 
Her womb rejects children 
I fire balls into the vacant space 
Of the joining of her legs 
All in vain 
Am told she swallows pills 
To counter the army of my seed 
At no cost will she lose her shape 
Through child bearing 
Her fine body, says her, pays her bills  
How, am yet to decipher 
 
Mama, 
Show me where good wives originate 
Show me mothers that bear wives 
School me how to mold a wife 
From these city women 
Lest my people pierce a thorn 
Inside my buttocks  
On my death bed 
To evict the abominated spell  
Of bachelorhood 
From my clan. 
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Stone Her! Stone Her!  
 
 
Ymah Kemunto 
 
 
A crowd of righteous, 
Dropping tongues in hunger, 
Ready to feed on any roaming sin, 
Desperate in its search for sin, 
So it feast on fears of sin it has seen. 
 
I see dignity hiding behind a thicket, 
Train to freedom delayed, she has lost her ticket, 
Fear eating her, cold feeding her, 
Constitution chokes me, 
I cough, she looks, 
I hide my face in shame. 
 
The league of righteous rampage,  
Stone her! She’s a seducer of decency, 
This daughter she delivered, 
That night of 1963 when she laboured, 
Won’t you defend her? 
I see rage melt down its face, 
Constitution, you don’t understand, 
I only can do as much as the next man. 
 
Shame her! That tainted spirit, 
The righteous want to cleanse her, 
She looks terrified, nowhere to run, 
As they strip her naked, 
I take a step to run, Bill of Rights 
Blocks my way, 
She, holding dignity’s hand, all under Constitution’s 
embrace, 
Implore me to defend this woman. 
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I remember 27th August 2010, 
When news of a new-born travelled this soil, 
When we suddenly felt safe, all 
Eager to hold this black messiah, 
The child now stands before me, 
It begs me to defend the life of her dignity. 
 
My laughter swims in despair, 
Aha! Demands of a foolish child, 
My voice can only watch, child, 
I only can do as much as the next man, 
The three step aside, 
The woman’s woes for help are dying, 
As I lift my foot to walk way, 
I know, I will never forgive myself. 
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For The Gospel of God 
 
 
 
 
Once again, 
The tears of my pen, 
Have held me a guest of honor tonight, 
About nothing in particular but naughtiness, 
As the fragrance of a flower bloom, 
When dawn draws close, 
And as the tree leaves shake to the tune, 
Of the wind's melody, 
It was an idea so was it planted, 
Human mind is an industry, 
Where wisdom and folly, 
Are separable but of just a thin line, 
Look at the firmament, 
Look at the inexplicable movements, 
Rotations, revolutions, 
Look at the burning of comets, 
The hooting of shooting stars, 
The moon that has groomed, 
The earth for epochs, 
Come out and look at the stars, 
If any man can count them, 
Then he should tell of its origin, 
 
Schools of thoughts have evolved, 
Reincarnations of "philosophers", 
Who discover what already exist, 
Proving principalities and acclaims, 
They can’t even explain, 
What folly is it discovering mount Kirinyaga, 
When already at the foot it's inhabited? 
Discovering and pondering, 
Over wonders that amazes you? 
Wonders that when, 
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Telescoped you can’t even imagine, 
If you think of the power that gives you might, 
You are the greatest scientist, 
Why didn’t you create your own universe then study? 
Talk of the gases that accumulate, 
Talk of the stages that man evolved, 
Man did devolved, 
From a spiritual man the worshiper, 
To the current man the philosopher, 
Poking of the nose that he has no idea, 
How it came to be, 
 
Setting a believe on something, 
Is pledging loyalty with penalty, 
Assuming that there's a head on top of your neck, 
That's gonna be graduated, 
After four years of tears, 
When you'll rise to write in white and black, 
In between the lines you write, 
Is it the alarm that awoken you? 
If you think so then, 
Set the same alarm, 
Then place it next to a dead body, 
If it wakes up then, 
You can continue debating, 
Over the baseless naughtiness, 
The gospel to them that don’t belief is foolishness, 
To them that pride of self-abilities, 
Of writing, singing, wrapping, 
It's even overtaken the inert mortal, 
You may write down the rationales, 
The standards, calendars and rules,  
That the world should follow, 
But you will never change, 
The path that the earth orbits, 
You'll never alter seasons, 
Your telescopes and anxious eyes, 
Thoughtful naughtiness, 



 
The President’s Eulogy & Other Poems 

ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION    

 

Shall never shake a star to fall from the sky, 
Yet falling of meteors off the Milky Way, 
Shall shock you always, 
Even the devil trembles in fear, 
 
So it’s not whether or not He exist, 
It’s about what you have, done towards being you, 
From the day you didn’t, 
Even know who you are, 
You sucked basked and masked, 
Your attention to self-detention, 
Struggling and mumbling like a toddling, 
If I openly denounce my faith tonight, 
Is there a planet you will create for me... 
With your nebula and big bangs? 
You claim to stand on, 
Rocks that have no trance of reason, 
The folly of a mirth orbiting, 
A source of light all night, 
Pouring its strength for no points, 
As my pen rests at the sunset, 
Of my acclaims which aren’t gospel truth, 
What heaven are you promising me, 
When you own nothing on earth? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The President’s Eulogy & Other Poems 

ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION    

 

Married To a Scientist 
 
 
 
 
Young, handsome n focused was the picture that swept 
me off my feet to the aisle  
As we dated I enjoyed your gickish jokes under the tree 
over lunch time u remember 
U the one who made me enjoy reading Harry Porter 
and could recite it word for word 
You  introduced me to Dexter cartoon n yea they were 
all fun 
But then that was back then,  
Now I want a husband not a scientist in the house 
 
You arrive at the house 10 p.m. at night a dull “Hi 
dear!” n off u gone 
Next minute you seated on your desk finishing you 
research work 
Like seriously is this what I signed for??? 
It’s at night we supposed to sleep for crying out loud 
Like Einstein 3am “Eurekah!Eurekah!”An idea has 
struck u an u have to wake me up to listen to it all 
Is this what all women behind successful men do??? 
Back then it was fun, 
Now I want a husband not a scientist in the house 
 
Brian our baby boy is only six and you have already 
introduced him to your way of life 
You should see how the young lad looks like the 20th 
century scientist 
The way he is keen with the toys like he is yet to make 
a new discovery 
All that gibberish the young boy struggles with just to 
be his daddy’s son 
The mature look the young boy pulls not to disappoint 
you 
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For heaven’s sake let him be  
Let him enjoy his childhood for even you your choice 
of science only came at the appropriate age 
Back then it might have been fun, now all we want is a 
husband and for the young man a dad not a scientist 
Loving Sarah I remain 
The vows I took to be with you and by you I still live 
for 
Only what am asking of you is make us you family a 
priority 
And in your pursuit of scientific knowledge we will be 
with you  
All happy and smiles 
B the twenty first century scientist, daddy and 
husband 
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Will We Be Judged? 
 
Monica Kiptoo 
 
 
For the pretty men we love 
And the handsome ladies we kiss? 
Because God is love 
But not other kinds of love 
But don't we have free will? 
To choose as we please 
 
Will we be judged 
For the glances we steal? 
For the beats we move to at midnight 
And the sheets we change every fort night 
The sex we have before we marry 
And the lies we tell to keep the peace? 
 
Will we be judged? 
For the dreams we never chased 
And the beer pekeles we popped 
For the second and third wife we wedded? 
For the battering husbands we divorced? 
Shouldn't we have been made more like Christ... 
With no sinful inclination? 
To do as He desires 
To live without choices that attract punishment-in the 
end 
Aren't we  
His to accept 
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Tears for My Mother 

   

Ordinary Mind 

  

In that smile i see frown, 

in that laugh i see cries, 

in that bright eyes i see tears, 

tears of sadness, 

in that shiny face i see a sad face, 

in those strong hands i see feeble hands, 

in those strong feet i see weary feet, 

in that healthy body i see a sick person, 

  

and in an ironical twist of events... 

  

in that ordinary mother i see a hero, 

an uncelebrated hero, 

a hero who's hiding the hardships she's going through, 

she wears a bright face to the outside world, 

she puts on a brave face against all odds, 
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she wakes up early to attend to the farm, 

she toils till the midday scorching sun chases her away, 

she goes home to prepare breakfast for everybody, 

she cleans the house and slashes the compound, 

she picks wild fruits and indigenous vegetables for 
lunch, 

she takes out the livestock to graze, 

she prepares herself to attend her daughter's parents' 
day in school, 

she pays her fees and buys her books, 

she later goes to the market to sell fruits, 

  

from the meager profits, 

she buys food for supper, 

she buys shoes and clothes for her daughter, 

she buys salt and soap, 

she sends some to her son in the university, 

she sets aside some for her monthly 'chama' 
contribution, 

she also contributes to the church, 

she rushes home to prepare dinner for her daughter, 
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she remembers to drive the livestock back to their 
shed, 

after dinner she reads a bible verse to her daughter, 

she also teaches her how to pray, 

she retires to bed thinking of how the next day will be, 

she is tired barely gasping enough air to breath, 

dawn breaks and she's up a hoe in her hands.... 

  

i have been watching her, 

i have been sympathizing with her, 

i have been praying for her, 

i have been working hard in school for her, 

i have been sacrificing worldly pleasures for her, 

i have been frantically looking for a job just because of 
her, 

i have been working diligently and obediently for her, 

now i received my salary last week, 

  

only to receive the sad tormenting news that she 
passed away last night... 

  

how will she know i had a surprise for her, 
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how will she know i have opened an account for her, 

and in it i have deposited one million, 

how will she know i have already bought the building 
materials, 

how will she know i was coming home this weekend, 

how will she know i had secured a place for my sister 
in that good school, 

how will she know i was bringing for them new 
dresses and shoes, 

how will she know i had bought them new mobile 
phones, 

how will she know it was now the opposite of rise and 
fall, 

how will she know huge costs i have incurred, 

to surprise her with a brand new car, 

how will she know i valued her more than anybody 
else, 

how will she know i loved her more than my own life, 

how will she know i was bringing home my wife, 

how will she know i had all these plans for her, 

how will she know i was coming to clear all her 
'chama' debts, 

how will she know i was coming to open for her a 
shop, 
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how will she know i appreciated all that she did for me, 

how will she know i knew she was going through 
hardships, 

but wore a brave face for the outside world to see, 

how will she know i lived for her, 

  

they roll down my cheeks, 

they roll down uncontrollably, 

they roll down with ease, 

tears for my mother.... 
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Queen of Freedom   
 
 
Sanzy Lex 
 
 
She is soft and beautiful, 
her skin is flawless, 
her smile is bright like the evening star, 
her thighs so clean and sexy appetizing and fresh, 
they are wide open the dress is to short to hide them, 
she said she had freedom, 
her lips were juicy with the lipstick, 
her eyes covered with eyeshadow she is complete like 
that model on the runway, 
in the middle of the street she has seated to show off 
her goodies, 
she has the freedom to desire your wallet, 
so her freedom will be shared with her wallace. 
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Half of Twenty   
 
 
Sharon Kiptoo 
 
 
(To Mama) 
 
A decade ago, 
Ten yester-years,  
Two lustrums, 
Half of twenty, 
I was a virgin; 
 
Pure and untouched 
Like the Tao, 
I was an anchor, 
I was Julie Gichuru. 
I was Bulls Eye, 
I was Willis Raburu. 
 
One and twenty months ago, 
I topped my classes, 
A girl with a king's crown, 
Armoured in a queen's gown, 
With pure love 
That knew only daddy 
As the man of her life. 
 
A decade ago, 
Mama was alive 
and I 
A rose of Sharon, 
The lily of the valleys. 
But I lost you 
To the greatest conqueror of Nature, 
The tailor that weaves 
All ruffled sleeves of care. 
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That decade ago, 
When Mama met her fate, 
I looked into daddy's faded face; 
"Who will stay with us?" 
Held me on his laps 
"I will stay with you." 
That moment will never pass. 
 
That decade ago, 
In the ninth moon, 
A false cloud nine September, 
Marked the onset of heartbreaks, 
As I spread the dust 
On your casket, 
Remember? 
As I placed a black rose, 
On the heap that concealed you 
From our world, 
From daddy, 
Two girls, two boys. 
 
Mama, 
A decade later, 
I am a lotus flower. 
At nineteen; 
No longer a virgin . 
My first article published. 
At twenty 
I earned a salary 
Three months henceforth, 
I will tread on the journey, 
The voyage of a graduant, 
I will hold my first degree 
For thee. 
 
A decade later, 
Mama 
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I still curse the world 
In which you had to live, 
And leave 
A heart that bleeds, 
Broken by your absence, 
By boys 
Who tossed it like a toy. 
I with a broken smile on cracked lips. 
 
Mama, 
I rose above my guilt, 
Newly built. 
I am not a virgin, 
But still pure within. 
I make the rules, 
I hold diamonds 
Where my thighs meet, 
Diamonds that will make or break me, 
Mama. 
 
A decade later, 
I am not Willis Raburu, 
I am not Julie Gichuru, 
The youngest famous author? 
No! 
I am the poetess 
Who wrote an epistle poem, 
Letter to the dead, 
And placed it 
On your grave, 
Half of twenty 
Two lustrums 
Ten yester-years 
A decade ago. 
 
(Mama’s Memoirs) 
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# bicepsbowtiesbogus ?  
 
 
Victor Ochomo 
 
 
I'm staring at this mirror-bow tie and 
all, 
wondering why I bought her that 
doll. 
'cause that bouquet in the trash 
wasn't enough to make her blush! 
(She wants a real man!) 
Not The Kind That Opens Her doors 
or worships and ignores her flaws... 
No! 
She don't want poems or hours of 
your time, 
cause even Justin Bieber can make 
up dumb rhymes! 
Apparently, Nice Guys Are Cliche' 
and real men got the right words to 
say. 
The 'Suit And Tie' Look Don't Cut It 
No More, 
the six packs is what girls have come 
to adore... 
So, should I dye my hair, 
or sag my pants to show my flair? 
Maybe I should raise my voice like I 
own the place, 
Cause the loud ones rule the human 
race- 
(Well, Don't They?) 
Maybe I shoulda grown a beard, 
and get those biceps that'll get me 
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revered.... 
Maybe then she'll notice me and fall, 
Then like king and queen-we'll be 
prancing to some ball... 
But that would be acting wouldn't it? 
Just another scene in some soppy 
script. 
 
But I want to be myself- 
Even if shoves me to that friendzone 
shelf... 
So I'm gonna pick that bouquet 
and head out today... 
If she thinks I'm no Fun, 
Then It's On To The Next One!!! 
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Victoria  
 
 
Yvan Nadian 
 
 
 
Oh Victoria 
My sweet lady from Pretoria 
This final hour of despondency 
Has apparently shown its way through 
On the wavy storms of detachment 
But sooner than anticipated 
It has now occurred 
From the in parts of my heart 
This may be the final word 
Claiming and proclaiming 
Reality has to be faced 
I can't keep on with you. 
 
It's true 
And I may be compelled so to say 
Your strongly seductive words 
Always struck me deep within 
Lovely smile you ever directed to me 
Your wide eyes 
With dark lashes surrounding them 
I look at you when I can't even help to 
And this seems so perfect. 
 
Your blazing sensual lips 
I wonder if I'll ever get 
Your heart reaching kiss 
That which I have since hallucinated over 
When that tender brown skin on you 
My lovely Victoria 
Has made me feel like always stroking it. 
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Now Victoria 
All the golden feelings 
Deep within me were yours 
How could this deceit occur 
And just at such a short time? 
When the naïve expectation 
Of my mind was not alerted 
Not to have brought such a breakup 
To create distress, misery and sorrow 
When so close in the lounge we once sat 
To come and realize the insinuated 
Love passion in your eyes 
Was just infatuation 
Whose existence was illusioned 
To mere fantasy and nothing more. 
 
But now Victoria 
Like the price of a branded item 
I say about true love 
It is nonnegotiable 
For so automatic it comes. 
 
I now sit with these impervious thoughts 
To wonder on the strong feelings 
I have for you 
To regain my wishful consideration 
For the lovely moments 
Hours of the fondling, the touching 
The caressing, the kissing 
And even the stroking 
These feelings are just indisputable! 
Oh Victoria 
My wish still stands 
If only the end times 
Would reverse themselves 
I could see nowhere 
But the fresh memories 
Deep within me 
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Would still push me to you 
Because so blessed you'd be 
To have won my heart into yours. 
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Why I Write    
 

Wudz 

 

I write to right - to consecrate; to ‘ohm’ the flame of being unto this  

mortal vessel’s seven spirits. I write to be, to un-become, to teach. 
 

I write channeled epistles to the Seven Churches (Seven Chakras), 
and through music, knowledge, poetry and rhyme, and chaos, 

 

I vibrate my blue lotus: by breathing, I create. I unwind syllables  

on turntables. Like a serpent on the cross, knowledge is intertwined. 
  

So I look up to the word to heal. Through meditations of Yoga  
and photography, pornography and bleeding pens, I exhale freedom. 

 
Using the page as a feather, I write to masturbate pent-up sensations  

because wanking is making love telepathically. I imagine, I touch, I 
 

bang the president's wife. I fuck the girl of my dreams. I shoot cops  
and free souls. I sit on the right hand of god - I judge I condemn I burn 

 
through writing. I write to die, to transcend, and to escape from myself. 

To find myself in ink blotches and become one with the immortal word. 
 

I find my name in the book of life: semantics, phonetics and graphics.  
Humour, grammar, thesis, stress, language, sound and monologue. 

 
I write to lie because art is a social polygraph. I scribe to transcribe  

tribal chants of my ancestors. Tears of a nation at war. I mourn. 
 

I taste blood of innocence through the tip of my pen. I birth new names  
to wrap around my tongue, the more I speak the truth. I write to 

blaspheme. 
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Nothing makes god angrier than the truth of a mere mortal. Therefore,  
I mock the selfish god who is cozy in the fur coat of clouds with a big 

book  
 

and a smoking pipe to tick our names for his judgment day barbecue and  
gnashing of teeth. I again, write to embarrass science and rebuke religion. 

 
I write for Hiphop. For dead emcees. For heartbroken poets. For my 

aborted children. For mom. I just robbed you of another grandchild 
 

because I loved selfishly. Consequently, I write to hate; to hurt. To mock 
pain. To mock poetry and her aloofness to the mediocrity of transcribers 

who  
 

treat writing as a joke. No wonder life laughs at their feeble acts. They 
forgot the power of a written word. Words can kill. Words can heal.  

 
    Words are spells. 
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Le Fin 
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To feature in our next issue, kindly follow our 
updates on social media. Download our previous 
publications from the blog linked below. 
 
Facebook:  ELDORET POETS ASSOCIATION 
Facebook: ONE NIGHT STAND Poetry 
Facebook:  Mike Wudz 
Twitter:  @Mike Wudz 
E-mail:  wudz97@gmail.com 
Blog:  www.wudzpoetry.wordpress.com 
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RECOURSE 

Dear reader, this collection is availed to you as a result of concerted 

efforts by aspiring poets and authors. In our previous publications, we 

have always issued them free. In order to embolden the writers and 

their creative energy, kindly send your contribution of Kshs. 250/- to 

our M-PESA number 0702021656. 

THANK YOU 


