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Foreword

[ have always believed that poetry is key to understanding
the inner depths of a person and his or her society. I see it as a tool
of communicating strong personal or collective views either
through rhyme or free style. My poetry represents my thoughts
and reflections about life and attempts to tell a story about society
and the reality of our collective human experience. It partly answers
the question which many have posed to me as to why I choose
poetry as a vehicle of conveying my ideas. My poetry is informed
by my belief that it is the best way to reach the inner person and
bring a lifelong satisfaction to both the writer and the reader.

It is my opinion that the elegant construction of verse, if
properly and patiently digested would deeply satisfy the reader
and add to knowledge and understanding. In addition, I aim at
leading readers into the greater knowledge about man and society.
It is the reason the themes are wide apart with varied areas of
interest.

Some important themes I dealt with in this work reflect
our search for freedom and liberty, the philosophy behind some
human actions and conduct, our politics as seen from the outside,
our love and despair and our tradition. All of these influence our
actions and set contours in our lives as they are key human interest
areas that inescapably impact our day to day lives.

What makes these poems unique is the fact that they are
as a result of real life experience. They are also fairly easy to read
and comprehend. As I walk through the stages of growth and life
transformative occurrences, I am influenced differently and the
resultant existential impact is couched in poetry. In effect behind
the apparent simple narrative, as some of the poems seem to be, is
a discoverable self-introspective commentary about my social
milieu. This is how I transcend the boundaries of my private
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thoughts in the realm of the possible - to matters of our common
human experience in our understanding of life and death. Being
politically active myself, I try to capture aspects of our challenges
in governance in the search for prosperity and satisfaction in life.
Our politics is often perceived to be failing to adequately address
the challenges of society and that it gives us a measure of
uncertainty in how our national wealth can positively influence
our development sustainably. This makes the political theme an
inevitable part of this work.

The book is divided into thematic areas according to the
subject each poem deals with and commentary on each theme.
The commentary, unusual as they may be, will set the tone about
the kind of poems the reader is likely to encounter. It helps to set
the tone of the narrative that follows in verse. My understanding
is that a poet and his or her writings will make much meaning if
he unravels the broad dimensions of his or her thought.

The Poems date back to when I was a young boy in 1984
still in my formative years in secondary school, to my adult life
when life becomes an open cinema to me. In all this, I have come
to appreciate that the spirit that fires a younger person’s imagination
is the same that fires it in adult life. The quality of mettle the
young person is made of is not different from that when she or he
grows into adulthood. Knowing and adding to knowledge makes
the difference. I hope the reader will appreciate the varied thought
processes in this regard.

S
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Reflective Quotes

“The metaphysical dimension of intrinsic significance that
we attribute to the glories and crimes of nations means
nothing to the world. It has to do with our enslaved
imagination; it has to do with our unequal awareness of
the indivisible reality of all human experience:”

- Stephen Vizinczey - ‘Rules of Chaos’

“Men must learn now with pity to dispense, for policy
sits above conscience.”

- William Shakespeare

“If we wish to live up to our people’s expectations, we must
seek the response elsewhere....comrades, we must turn over
a new leaf, we must work out new concepts, and we must
try to set afoot a new man”

- Frantz Fanon - “Whretched of the Earth.”

“The smart professionals in piece
Sweating away their humanity in dribblets
And wiping blood from their brow

We have found a new land

This side of eternity

Where our blackness does not matter
And our songs are dying on our lips”

- Kofi Awoonor - “We Have Found a New Land”
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1.0 FREEDOM, LIBERATION
AND PROTEST

These poems share a common theme of liberation and
protest in Africa. The African liberation and freedom from
colonialism came as a result of a collective struggle, a struggle
defined by the desire of the people to own their destiny. It was a
struggle to liberate the people from raw imposition of an external
will, much to do with the politics and control of resources. Though
independence is won, liberated people will have to master the art
to perpetually guard against the emergence and institution of
dictatorships.

Often than not, dictatorships happen in situations where
leaders impose themselves, sometimes through sham legal
processes, and prey upon the innocence of the people with
impunity. These kinds of leaders come as saviours and messiahs
and eventually turn bedbugs and insatiable vampires. It makes
the fight for freedom an unending endeavour to keep alive a
vigilant and an enlightened society that will ensure that the gains
of freedom will not be lost to avarice as it requires extreme self-
indulgence. So, protest about what we abhor as “unfreedoms” must
be sustained and heightened, as much as possible, to secure a life
of true freedom; free from want and from the poverty of ideas to
build our nations.

In saying so, I do not mean that even those who intend
well and come to power through due process with determination
to champion the will of the people cannot fail in that enterprise.
They may fail and may even become villains. For many, getting
into power is only a step to entrench themselves. The welfare of
the state no longer becomes the essence but how to hold on to
power by all means. The often quoted old dictum from Lord Acton
is in reference here: “power corrupts and absolute power tending
to corrupt absolutely.”

18
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When Muamar Ghadafi of Lybia and Hosni Mubarak of
Egypt gained political power they were hailed by their people as
liberators just as the great Nkrumah was. But when that power
became absolute in their hands they ran into trouble with the
people. Instances exist where liberation fighters turned around to
find that they did not fully achieve what they fought for. This
tells a good story of our human existence. The one thing that we
can be certain about in life is change, the recognition of which
must guide our daily lives. When the colonialist refused to
recognise the authenticity of change, the incendiaries of liberation
wars were fiercer. Today, it is the same with African public opinion.
When the dying and failed leaders insist on being autocrats and
on usurping the will of the people, the anger of the people is
stronger. The more they fail to see the exit doors, the graver the
agitations for change. In this grim struggle, the leaders turn the
spears of war on the people in a bid to fight their way into perpetual
leadership.

President Kamusu Banda is a typical example of the
generation of African leaders who cannot see any exit door of
their stewardship even when they have to leave. After 33 years in
power as leader of the British Protectorate Nyansaland and later
Prime Minister and President of independent Malawi from 1961
t01994 and at about 95 years old, President Banda was still
contesting elections to remain president of his poverty stricken
Malawi. This was despite the disapproval by many of his ill-fated
regime, characterised by wide spread torture and murder of his
own people by a military that was loyal to him.

In another breathe, Mobutu Sese Seko of the former Zaire,
(now the Democratic Republic of Congo), after having already
ruled for 32 years, (1965 - 1991), sought and fought to die in
power. Surprisingly, he won. Mobutu’s name from birth was
Mabutu Joseph Deésiré but later, and characteristic of his mode of
dictatorship, adopted a difficult and long name, Mobutu Sese seko
Kuku Ngbendu Wa Za Banga. He was a Colonel in the army, and

20
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influenced by the Belgian and the Americans, committed one of
the most despicable murders in African history by the inhumane
treatment and subsequent murder of his former Prime Minister,
Patrice Lumumba. He then imposed himself as leader and
established a dictatorship for more than thirty years! After looting
so much of his country’s wealth he was unashamed to say on an
American television station that he could pay off his country’s
multibillion dollar debt. At the height of Laurent Kabila’s armed
opposition against him, he went into exile, living in one of his
buildings, ultra modern villa Del Mar at Cap Martin on the French
Rivera. Many of his Zairean compatriots and Africans around the
world could only fathom the amount of wealth from his poor
fellow citizens that he looted and wasted.

These bizarre stories of extreme greed and leadership
failures abound on the African soil where poverty and the raw
abuse of human rights are profuse. Not even the widespread
experience of the new wave of democratic dispensation spreading
through Africa with the accompanying enlightenment of the 21st
century can kill this foul spirit of leaders seeking to impose
themselves on the people. In Contemporary Africa, President
Robert Mugabe of Zimbabwe and former Presidents Abdoulaye
Wade of Senegal are at the forefront of this unpalatable
demonstration of corrupted leadership. At ninety or there about,
both President Mugabe and President Wade went into a life
struggle to remain in power. Wade failed to stampede his Senegalese
folk into keeping him in office. In less than a decade, his neighbor,
Yahaya Jameh of Gambia, sought to circumvent the electoral
process to continue to be in power after a democratic electoral
defeat. Mugabe was the lucky one. He succeeded in entrenching
himself for five more years in power far beyond his ninetieth
birthday. Thanks to the civil military intervention led by General
Constantino which showed Mugabe the exit.

At least, the younger generation of leaders in Zimbabwe
may now realise their dreams. My argument is not with the desire
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expressed by these leaders to seek power within the tenets of the
law of the land and in accordance with democratic principles. It is
with the obscenity and the absurdity of their insistence to cling
on to power beyond their tenures and the nauseating display of
machismo employed to bulldoze their way into power despite
widespread objections by the people. Unfortunately, as they fight
along, they have behind them their praise singers who spur them
on to continue to perpetuate the same development failures and
the unbounded abuse of power, rights and freedoms of their own
kin and kindred. The failure of these tiresome regimes to bring
about real development have had to be tolerated by their societies,
making it a systemic canker.

It is for this reason that the fight for freedom in Africa is
endless. As the struggle against the oppressor is noble, the poetry
about liberation is a dimension of this great struggle. This is because
the foundation of all liberation and freedom is the liberation of
the mind from the imprisonment of the belief that we are
incapable, and can only be saved by begging and being beggar
nations. Part of my poetry pricks the conscience and challenges
such illusions. Indeed, Africa deserves better and her liberation
from colonial rule is not and was never an end in itself. The teaser
of the much sought after freedom the depth some African countries
sink after political independence. That makes it all the more
interesting and worthwhile to fight for real freedom on the soils
of Africa to counterpoise the misery and pain our people go
through on daily basis.

Soed
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WHAT PETROS KUTAA TOLD ME:

Where freedom matters,

Life matters

Petros Kutaa told me so

He said he saw the happy face of freedom
Spring from the ashes of despair 5

In those tumultuous moments

When the life of people

Gestated in the minds of others,

Where rebels shot and were shot

Where babies died in hasty retreat 10
Scared of a troubled world

Consumed in lethal childbirth

But in days flown by

Petros said

He saw a pillar of liberation 15
Tearing down the architecture

Of servitude

And lighting incendiaries

To touch the flames of freedom

To brighten the rest of Africa 20

Petros told me,

That at the demise of freedom
He and others had their minds
Locked in dungeons,

No voices of their own; 25
Mute souls,

Brute force regimes,

Wars waged by military juntas,
Sadistic idle civilian leaders,
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Kept alive by the labour of others, 30
Hiding state purse in bloated tummies
Hailed by demented rag—apparel souls

Petros said

It hurt so badly

That his willy refused to nod 35

To those pleasures it knew so well at dawn

As the forces of darkness knocked at doors

And took away a freedom fighter into the shadows

Petros said they won against
Wanton men who 40
Like devious hounds

Gunned their way to power

To scavenge liberation proceeds
Hunt down the diadem

In price offers for pittance, 45
Corrupt the regimes

Poured state wealth

In fathomless pits

And retrogress the people

What Petros Kutaa told me is true 50

He said in the happy years of freedom

Rose came back and he found greater pleasure
Knowing her in the dying embers of the inner fires
And the kids came chanting hymns of hope that
There would be a better world tomorrow. 55

11th May, 2011
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FIGHT FOR FREEDOM

To Maara, my daughter

Maara by your gentle and kind disposition

You’ll assume a great and an honourable position
You’d be a queen in your own right

You’ll enjoy a future, brave and bright

You’ll be exposed to gaping abuses 5

But keep the faith even in hurts and bruises

When you pour yourself into the world
Brave a conduct of life as you are called
Vent your hunger on the books of law

And be the door 10

Into the fountain of wisdom

Build a den for your freedom

And grow your seeds on the soils of peace
As you bask in our hard-won independence

Do not transgress another’s vessel 15
But crush a vessel in any tussle

That seeks to torpedo your life-line duct

In your deserved free-conduct

In any struggle between right and wrong
Choose the right and be strong 20

The right does not rush to proclaim victory
But it’s the ultimate sanctuary in manifest glory

Don’t be cowed by any bullying men

Or by any nagging women

Oppose them by law and by your pen 25
Oppose them in clear day in the open

Oppose them if they were Amin or Ivan the terrible
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Opposing them is never in error
Oppose them even if you're yourself not violated
Freedom is lost when others are abused and humiliated 30

But do be urged in honest candour

To pay due homage to the tenets of the law

It’s your calling and our pride and care

That you cure any abusing hellish nightmare 35
And develop and emit a kinetic strength

To give freedom happy breath

Trample hard on your fear

Stand against killer laws anywhere they appear

Like Luther King, fight them with equanimity 40
And expose all violators of our human dignity

And uphold the rights of all people as prime

As it’s the logic of the time

Maara do be aware

The coat of trust citizens wear 45

Must not be torn off by single fellows

Who at will, will take us to the gallows

And determine how or whether we live

It must be by the laws in honoured drive

To which we succumb in conscious will 50

Through popular free choice in goodwill

So steel up yourself and take notice

That beyond this province

You're on a sacred mission

In earnest submission 55

That we never shall beg for alms

In the true spirit of our Coat of Arms;

Two Eagles, sprawled wings in eager defense
The sword, our strength and our incandescence
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Seeking to build our land of promise 60
So our people join the happy joy of bliss
And gleefully eject the pain of poverty

To create happiness in perpetuity

Guard against the mercenary prone

Who loot and milk the state to the bone 65

Fight corruption relentlessly

Be bold, probe the regimes tirelessly

Our wealth must not seep through fingers

Of those who in fiduciary hold it from dangers

Our people must have their needs addressed 70
Trends in beggar-souls regime must be reversed
And the nation must lay eggs of hope in free choice
For which an incubating generation will rejoice

This I charge you in profuse confidence

To unrelentingly fight in our nation’s defense 75

28th April, 2012

34



€8)er0e3 50%’3053055 15500

& (DR T3 IYIHE

HSE HYS o890 s SINI

T PNBEDS 3326&5)3)3)3630@5

Sodo &6&263&0&3355633

0% Bger DSHer ééﬁéﬁ:ﬁg@@s

8o HodEHEe, Bé&@o 2P

spcéo, 0% 88, S e
LoJE FFrEto BcH&S o230 g%0
0% (PHeoBd e50mrdREeds
PB(TRgRY) oo Eonoltedd
BHRBED 008 e oS8,

S Soth &8 Fores®

(2200585 Ho& doso 3(}3&3@2{55,
©O0SFPo& S8 Eéé@ééom QoS8 K Kendd)
wens) BHowe, FEgorr Toesd) (H8)owb.
H0588 H0DE oo Sggéotﬁa@ oz,
StGen B SFH0Lr.

B (Pae ossorey Eawed.

KBNS OFEPOD PO SroND.

w3 ©OTrd) B¥0 E PUTY.

oo E B0 LopT0Ho8® 0Ed.

3 58 éaéa&éoés D B e BT
L0338 8Beas VBoBTrcdHorr D HensdEes.

28 J&S, 2012

35



WE HAVE COME THIS FAR

We have come this far
Beating back our fears
Against our failings

In triumphant postulate

It was a struggle to take back our souls 5
Lost in the tongues of our adversaries

And those who never were our heroes

But sought to steal our gains

From our innocence

The stakes went high 10

The ambience of state power

Coiled around our slippery bodies
Attempting to break our spines

Away from the world of our longings

And push us into ignominious drudgery 15

I1
It is good reason to resist
The many who seek comfort in helplessness
To rise against discomforting arenas
That sing the common chorus
That we will never live in unresolved misery 20

We recount in those journeys to liberty

In the sacred woods of vast opinions

We planted the seeds of unity

And vied to win vacillating ideas

And we won the glory of the crown 25
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We repossessed our minds and hopes
From the passioned greed

Of men who sold their essence

And walked in empty shells

In naked self-destruction 30

IT1

Knowing where we come from

We have travelled far

We have cured the times

We have beaten off all the dews

We have made the paths passable 35

We have engineered a reinvented self

We have reclaimed our minds

We have found a new genotype of hope,

And we have ground our fears away in furnaces

To build a new nation and a prosperous people

In the logic of space conjoined time
We are touching the flame of change
As yesterday’s brave men now watch
In compelling acquiescence

Intransigent tides s]oughing a new world

Let’s cure ourselves

Of haughty minds

Who see no wrong

In hailing devious haggards

To wrought foul our glorious gains 50

Let’s redefine success in the cauldrons
Of boiling ideas in superior attitudes

Let’s create a conscious world

38
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And save our hopes from daily swoons
So we know when the sun rises and falls 55

Let the truth be told that

This urge to win is no vain venture

It smothers avarice mercilessly

It severs every gaping hunger and squalor

It blossoms in enduring law and order 60

15th April, 2011, Cape coast,
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LAMENTS OF A PATRIOT

We fought through long journeys
Of hopes from the pains

Of adversities to keep our dreams;
We the patriots of the land
Sacrificing to liberate our people s

We came to the crossroads

Lost in the labyrinthine treads

Of commerce and trade

Groping in determined steps

In deadly throes of bad economies
We the patriots of the land

Against the bags of cruel hurts

We fought to shield the people
From rain drops of abuses

But the roof came down 15

In rebellious disorder

To smother kill our dreams

And we lost the trophy

Nothing to come home with

We the patriots of the land 20

We stand listless, in pangs

Troubled that we sent

Our people this far

Only to look back

And see failure flourish, 25
Our people singing dirges

In tears of disappointment

42



4. BI5%8 SsbIo

B0 Poebrsn ede 6 (Eoirros®
gape PEoE e E08) SarHBTED
®IE Tegren BRI BEGPEoo i,
I (Hezed ?30575‘) 203QOC63§3.

BHPED TehHen EDD DB Erisd
B0, ©0Y THPTR ST AS)
RISTevtileton &é)&éé)om 38D, $&O
SOBHRS 008 DEBE® StboisnSo
& BED 3%&‘}%_}9@0 Sooo!

a8aeder HBJS (Ers Srodenod
(De28) Bosel8 oo D& owro.
0 PEDP KD osDH&ob.

BB eren 8t worsEos?

Soo Boen RO Kt adron.
RentHBd) o P eRBINO
30838 der IO [IPE

88 BEH BIgFHeo !

seddorr Qoo Sosm

o BosEEE0 é‘@é}éi’){)é (Sdezen
©erEREHT SEDSHPOS®

J58) BBA R WOz Lérd HOFBKE.
Qdomoyses) ENES® S (Hesen

FEHBHTN Gty AEren.

43



In our innocence

Mastered by deceit

We hurt all these sorry souls 30
For a lost course!

But we yet keep the dream;
Bargaining to reconstruct

Ourselves from the settled dust

Of forgotten glories 35

To ride high

In change and order

To braze our hopes

In this land of our birth

In this place, this motherland 40
We the patriots of the land

March, 1999
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BAD FAITH

If I must now lick and suck your anus clean
If [ must stoop to your ill will

And your disdainful taunts

And your big booting

Then let me go my own way. 5

Let me patch up my scattered dreams

Bind myself in whole and let me be myself.
If [ must shut up

To your broken promises and mad logic
Of equal partnership in unequal gains, 10
And your bad breathe and your bad faith
And face disgrace before the whole world,
In tatters through the thorny paths of life
While you flourish in your savage desire,
Then let me take back my trust 15
While I still have my limbs

To do my own journeys in my own world
Let me regroup my expectations
In the same arenas

When first you met me patching my dreams
And gathering myself and mending my soul.

1992
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TORN FREEDOM

Scores of years ago

Fishing from the same stream
We hooked on to

Hopes of liberation
Reversing the tides 5
Of our burdens

Coming from the shadows
We broke the bondage
Pinned to our souls

In rightul protest 10
Limbs in agitation

Being dismembered

And left behind.

And we recount these
Horrid times; 15
Willing bondsmen
Same places
Of dissatisfaction;
Our innocence
Raped and desecrated 20
The veil of freedom
Now torn off,
Displaced souls; worn out bodies;
Ghost faces of yesterday’s freed men
Roaming the land In tatters 25
Telling tales of horror
Of walking bones ol people
Eaten up by wars and hate
1991: In the 1980s and 90s, Africa was plagued by civil
wars and extreme poverty. Thousands left the continent to

do menial jobs in Europe and America.
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2.0 POLITICS

In Ghana, around the late 1980s, under the rule of Jerry
John Rawlings, there was great optimism in the air about the ability
of the Ghanaian to manage his or her own affairs. The enigmatic
image of Jerry Rawlings captivated the ordinary Ghanaian to the
core. His message of self-reliance, justice, probity and accountability
struck the core with the many Ghanaians who were fed up with the
routine underperformance and mediocre achievements of the past
political administrations. The rest of Africa was choked with civil
strife and stinking development failures. At the time, I befriended
the BBC World Service radio and listened to ‘Focus on Africa
regiously. I heard the painful stories about failure and bloodshed
with reveling leaders bragging about how many of their own people
they had destroyed and their wealth worth among others.

The fight for Mandela to be freed was at a fever high in
Ghana and many African nations. The population in Africa was
becoming tired of old-fashioned nationalist campaigns that kept
blaming colonialism and external forces for Africa’s failures. This, of
course, did not bring food to the table. There was too much talk
about what to do and yet nothing was done. The military had thrust
itself into the political fray and had taken charge in most of Africa.
Throngs of people in warring nations — Angola, Somalia, Liberia,
Sierra Leone, the Sudan, Ethiopia, Uganda, Nigeria, The Republic
of Congo, and so on — were displaced, broken and torn apart by
men in uniform locked in jungle warfare. I listened to an interview
with President Kenneth Kaunda of Zambia, granted by the BBC
World Service radio. Zambia at the time was one of the only islands
of peace in Africa and Kaunda symbolised the growing spirit of
resilience in the march to develop Africa. President Kaunda sounded
optimistic about the future of Africa and sang a song in his Nyanza
language which I cannot forget:

Tiyende pamoozi dimuti maumo
Tiyende pamoozi dimuti maumo
Kaunda pamoozi Tiyende dimuti maumo
Africa pamoozi Tiyende dimuti maumo
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In later years, I asked a Zambian pgp
friend, a fellow Member of the Pan African |
Parliament, Hon. Clever Silavwe
Makamache whom I met in the African
Parliament in Midrand, South Africa in
2010, what the meaning of the song was.

He interpreted it to mean:

President Kenneth
; . . :
Let’s move together in one spirit — Kaunda of Zambia

Kaunda let’s move together in one spirit,’
Africa let’s move together in one spirit.’

It is this “one spirit” approach that we need to work Africa’s
development. We need to fire our imagination of the African spirit
to respond to the underdevelopment and misery we see every day
gaping at us mournfully. We need to realise that nobody owes Africans
a decent living but Africans themselves. The endermic lack of sense
of urgency, the impunity of people in powerful positions, the naked
abuse of the public purse by “stronger” citizens among others, are
daily occurrences in the continent and must be addressed, to start
with. In fact, the arrogance of poverty stamping its authority
everywhere on the continent and the very familiar and unfortunately
friendly face of corruption must be destroyed without any mercy by
the people of Africa themselves.

I had the rare opportunity of visiting
President Kaunda and Jerry Rawlings in their
offices. As a Member of the African
Parliament, I was sent to Zambia by the
African Union to observe the 2011 Zambian
general elections. I took advantage to visit
former President Kaunda Kennett, the
Former Prosient | former President of Zambia in his office.
Rawlings of Ghana Already close to 90years at the time,
President Kaunda could still do his hallmark

short trot, which for me explains his strength and resilience even in
old age. He told me how he cherished Kwame Nkrumah whose
picture he had fixed on the wall in his guest room where we sat. To
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his right hand side on the wall was a very youthful picture of himself
with the American Civil Rights leader, Martin Luther King, who
was shot and killed by a sniper in 1961. To the left was a picture of
the Indian independence movement leader, Mahatma Gandhi, known
for his austere lifestyle and non-violent approach. Indeed, Gandhi
was known to be an inspiration to both Martin Luther King and
Kwame Nkrumah. In my conversation with him, President Kaunda
told me never to turn my back to our African people “in whatever
position you find yourself in government, my son, “serve the people;
they are the only reason you are what you are.” This was deep
straightforward advice and it reinforced my own conviction about
the role of the African leader faced with the endemic development
challenge plaguing the continent and its people. I appreciated this
existential exhortation in my strongest self conviction.

In President Jerry Rawlings’ office, I saw a picture of
Mohammed Ali, the legendary three times Heavy Weight boxing
champion, in one of his glorious moments when he stood over a
victim after knocking him down. That picture excited me because I
admired Mohammed Ali a lot. He was the one who inspired me into
boxing early in life. I also saw pictures of his (Rawlings) youthful self
speaking at a rally in his military apparel with a clenched hand
thrusting his hand into the sky. All over were reading material and at
the middle of the office where he sat was a miniature aircraft
symbolizing his dire love for flying, being a retired flight lieutenant
in the Ghana Air Force. He was in his usual pensive mood when I
entered his office. He offered me a seat. “Chief, give me a few minutes,
I'll be with you soon,” he said, while attending to something on his
desk. As I looked at him, I recollected most of his exploits. He took
over political power at the tender age of 33 or thereabout through a
military revolt, to hammer home his ideas of probity and
accountability in governance. His aim was to restore the dignity and
respect of the armed forces and government. He handed over power
to a civilian government within a few months of his famous “house
cleaning exercise” during which some key military elements were
executed for their role in corrupting the system much against the
ideas of probity and accountability which was the golden mantra.
He was largely urged on by his country men to reverse the trend.
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A little over two years into the civilian regime led by Dr.
Hilla Limann, Jerry Rawlings came back through an armed force
revolution to topple the government and eventually restored Ghana
to an enduring democratic tradition much admired by the world. I
recalled how much I yearned to get close to this man. “How are you
Rashid?” he asked in his usual deep voice. “Am fine sir” I answered,
feeling privileged that I was alone with a man who was both loved
and feared by many Ghanaians. I was one of the many young men
who was not only impressed with his struggle for a fair and democratic
Ghanaian society, but also joined his struggle. He was still very
concerned about the sleaze and corruption engulfing public officials.
He lamented the lack of accountability in governance and observed
that we fought for a course which was slowly slipping away. This was
a position I quickly agreed with.

On retirement and out of government, he still felt he needed
to get involved in reorganizing the party he founded to ensure a
sustained fight against corruption and development retrogression. I
stepped out of Jerry Rawlings’ office after he shared some of such
deep thoughts which serve as guiding principles; which in my
understanding of society and the spirit that made the man. Indeed
his vision of society defines the very foundation of our political and
social construct captured in the Directive Principles of State Policy
in the 1992 constitution. Reflecting on his ideals, I believe his deep
seated anger and frustration of our failed systems would need a
reconfiguration in the changing world of reality. His deep feeling of
patriotism is still in green petals.

Despite her turbulent history, Ghana has stood out, (arguably
sometimes in self-delusion) as a shining example of democracy and
tolerance in Africa. As a country, we have had our differences that
sometimes threatened our unity but we have always maintained a
unitary state and tolerated those differences well enough to gain the
respect of our peers around Africa. The commitment to provide the
needed adequate physical infrastructure and to develop the needed
enterprise and self-confidence in our young people to believe in our
country is of critical importance at this point in time. It is the spirit
of enterprise and the resolve to build a great nation that we need in
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this generation to turn Africa around from the vicious cycle of poverty
to a virtuous cycle of progress and development. No other people
nor multinational agency will do this for us. They can only be
catalysts..

In Ghana, Dr. Kwame Nkrumah, responding to the huge
development gap and the commitment to self-reliance, moved what
he called ‘a motion of destiny’ to demand independence from British
Colonial regime. To the surprise of many outside the continent, he
won. He declared his unequalled love for freedom and political
independence and pronounced unambiguously that he preferred
freedom in danger to servitude in tranquility. His determination was
a clarion call for the rest of Africa still under colonial rule then, to
rise against colonial imperialism and the colonialist who had no
option but to crumble under the dizzy pressure of the not-so-informed
nationalist movements that spread throughout the African Continent.
The ensuing failures of the independent African governments and
economies marked by broken down infrastructure and corpses of
failed development projects should inspire a new thinking in the
continent.

Inspired by our collective desire to develop our individual
countries, it will be logical to move a similar Motion of Destiny for
us to keep the spirit of a united Ghana with a commitment to improve
our lives and, most crucially, to keep alive and strong our love of
freedom and justice in our growing democratic experience.
Democracy has a lot of thumb downs but it also has an unwavering
strength in we being able to have the weak and the vulnerable raise
their voices against the ills of society and be satisfied that they can
take their destinies into their hands by voting to replace ill-performing
leaders.

MOTION OF DESTINY
I

We move that this nation continues to stay together as one
nation seeking a common objective to make our lives better; that we

continue to respect our laws and the institutions that define the state
of Ghana;
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that we protect our constitution and its guaranteed rights
and freedoms and our desire for harmony and progress;

that, recognising how much gains we have made in the little
decisions we take each day to befriend each other and to shed off
ethnic tensions;

noting how gracious it is for our leaders to stifle off their
human tendencies of greed and grandiose desires to hold on to power
and loosen their grip on political power after the people have made
clear choices through democratic elections; knowing how our
democratic tradition and practices have given leverage to our soaring
image and tall standing in Africa, and in lands over this quiet horizon,
we hereby commit ourselves to a vision to make Ghana greater and
better with each passing generation and with the determination to
work towards ensuring that Ghana would continue to enjoy peace
and prosperity.

That we, as a people, must define a development course
undifferentiated by its political colouration, but whose objective can
be met by political ends, believing that the centre must hold against
the extreme political interests of either the leftist social democrat or
the rightist liberal democrat, and even by any mixes in the political
terrain, that we recognise the centre as the desire of Ghanaians to
achieve the foundational need to make our people live worthy quality
lives and for Ghana to continue to shine as a leading example in

Africa and the world.

We therefore move unequivocally, that we push the happy
frontiers of our progress to greater levels; and that we commit ourselves

to working for a greater generation of Ghanaians in the coming days
of Ghana and of Africa.

II

We do so knowing that we must keep our fingers together to
prevent leakages of fiscal funds into private coffers; that we do not
have itching palms in our public roles to put sand and brick together
in building this nation;

that we care for the weak and the vulnerable in our journey
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to greater Freedom and Justice in the atmosphere of freedom of choice;
that we never become too complacent about what we are capable of
achieving, as there will always be greater needs ahead as long as society
continues to grow; that we wean our younger generation into
developing private enterprises to boost wealth in the nation and for
the individual.

These are our firm commitments and our resolve in this
land in this journey of life and hope, in days yet unnumbered and as
we drink of the glory of the honour of being born in this part of the
planet.

With the citizens of Ghana, I so move this motion.

21st July, 2011

s
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THE FOURTH REPUBLIC POLITICS

In the early hours of our Fourth Republic,
Our popular choice politics emerged
From carpets and ceilings

Proclaiming its rebirth

Men called it names 5
Dragged it out from books

From dusty shelves
Where it laid incubating

Professors run amok;
Swore it was the same 10
In metamorphosed

Shapes and shades

It was gleaned from tongues

It was in the blood of the people

Sprouting from the depth of the earth 15
It was food and it was life

Set in the dreams and hopes of people

It came with truths and lies
It says we are poor

But that we are rich 20
It says we kill the country
When we corrupt it

But that we can be happier
When we punch little holes
In the state vault 25

So the stronger can milk it
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Popular choice politics

Is a pin-point-dagger

Turned on our fortunes

As men run wild 30
Yelling protests

About election verdict

Where they drew Inspirations

This Politics

Is strange politics 35

Born out of its former self

It turns working men idle

Groping in corners to pick the diadem

From the minds of others

Yesterday it was like that; 40
The new day has not changed it!

It flourishes

In news print and on air waves

In sanguine mood

Swallowing people 15

In vitriolic passion

It is the serpent

Calling on men to turn

The daggers against themselves

In distraught emotions 50

Our Fourth Republic Politics is queasy
It throws up at the least stomach upset
As though it can contain no truths

As the fourth born child in the realm,
We would be expecting a dream land
In the advancing tunnel;

When two men
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In differing mould and convictions,
Would share the fruits

Of their tongues and labour 60
Without drawing daggers

In desire to see blood

1995

Former President Former President

Jerry John Rawlings John Agyekum Kuffour

Former President Former President
John Evans Atta Mills John Dramani Mahama

President
Nana Akuffo Addo
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THE WITCHES OF AGANOM

They live in blood

In kind solidarity

Eat the entrails of walking men
In honest lies

They arrest innocence 5

They scale the walls of life

Sneaking into dead forms

To ruin living souls,

They strive to own the people

They seize them 10

Speak into them

The sacred words of salvation
Beating a chest

That life will be everlasting

And water will laugh a life 15
Into the dryness of hopes

And men will eat in the bliss of heavens

These are the witches of Aganom
Who dwell in the lands

Awaken to power by the people 20
In earnest free choice

Who then break

The jinx of joys

And cast a spell in the living

The witches of Aganom 25
Are power vultures
Roaming the land

In chaotic order

70



8. B ToghBen

) QXS 850t

BHE Er8S VodogrHos®
B3 DO DHY) Botrdd
Qerond&® Er8S @aat?g@és

©XPaHHY) ©TRY By
DEzod EDSH [EEd)

Sy Eeareore weh God
dargod TEko DR
(Des)) erddenrr ENFSVoH)
©HZB0 BerondR, TPELH
Bengedd S8 HYE Dored
Elep EeptHotur

EDFo THRBEH

55 3o D errEHH
QoY e NP Yol
asdoen é‘stéo“g) 89:50808° Botar &oerPLD.

D w5 HolBrBen

& I &0d, fosagﬁré;&és

(0e3DINS ©HTE08° FoentHd

P (HesoPp SraDed erd) TES0 BPD

71



To arrest the trust of the people
In leadership variation struggle

In the fight against

The Aganom witches

Maggots are purged

From the rot of carrion

Where men will sprout 35
Through the gates

Into knowing from not knowing
In restoration of order and value

May 2017
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“NKRUMAHIST” LAMENT

Pitched to a stake:

The lingering soul of Nkrumah

A single sprouting seed,

Sapping sweetness from the depths
In happy longings for the sky. 5

Nothing was known

Of these serpentine coils

Against our will.

Ours was a knitted whole

With interest fused in one stake 10
Our future assured in a glorious measure
For all black souls seeking salvation.

It was on these same grounds
That we sat round fires

Set by Nkrumah himself 15
When his incendiaries

Fired our liberation pride

And the seeds of self-worth grew

2 g p : f,' 1, J&

SRy | A s
. R Former President Kwame
Mendlng and salhng our own vessel

Nkrumah of Ghana
We got lost in the convolution of power 20

Confused in new winds blowing

From distant grounds,

And our people swayed

Narcissistic, uncertain,

Dressed in borrowed cloth 25
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Getting ready to be reborn
To tell another story

Of how new paths are cleared
To fulfill the coming days of

Victory in new self-redemption

1995
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LETTER FROM OVERSEAS

15th March 1998,

Away from Home,
Ruminating
Nostalgically

Braving the times 5

Dear Jamani,
I got yours on the airwaves:
It filtered through the air to me.
Dryness is pronounced,
The grass is all dry and pale, 10

And silence is loud all over.

I see the painful laughter

On the faces of people

Trying to laugh off their tongues

And Bambi is no longer impressive 15
With all his harrowing haranguing

Yes, you did mention it,

But I could not perceive it;

I could not see how easy it was

For people to fair so badly; 20
Bambi can not now look at the people,
At least not in their eyes,

At the few attempts he made

To explain away the vulgar parvenus
All over the realm of public life 25
He lost his calm

Especially when the crying children
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And their mothers clad in rags
Waved their plight at him

He walked away head down into time. 30

Anyway the other side is better

The grass is still growing green,

I see mowers each morning
Complaining about the insistent pressure

Put on them to level defiant grasses 35

Here beauty and care count

And compliance is broad and clean
About the use of public property

Which our people call

Wau Neni or Elephant meat 40
And allows some moral room for looting

Jamani, you’d come to understand
How those who can’t hold firm

To their places fall off

From the vessel of destiny 45

Yes, I do recognise the attempts
Made by Bambi and others

At rationalising it all and how
They often come back each time

Recounting more failures than success 50

But I found it odd what you told me:
That all the lands in the cities

Are now filled with ramshackle kiosks
With gaping gutters ,

Multiple potholes 55

In strong competition
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Now more defiant,

Now more comfortable,

Now more friendly,

Now more determined to stay 60

And I see how tricky it is for those
Who attempt to give voices

To the many voiceless mute souls

To raise them to see the light

And redeem their worth 65
And the they turn around, rise in rags
In attempts to lynch their benefactors

I also got your message, Jamani,

Of the million false answers given

To the poor state of things, 70

The perverse pain

The taunting reality

Of our self-made poverty;

One perfect Ghanaian-made commodity
That often will propagate our failings 75
Infringing lack befriending the people

Anyway, yours was quite interesting;

It set me on urge

To want to drink all the water in the ocean,
Especially when you said painfully 80
That no one seems to care

About the people; all the people

Trotting naked behind

The glamorous and gleeful others

Looking for fresh air to breathe. 85
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But Jamani,

Don’t forget this.

When next you write,

To tell me

About the new phenomenon 90
Which is the old,

Reborn and revived,

Of coughing guns

Held by children;

Who they say still breast-feed, 95
Pushing their way deep into

The dark recesses of life

In this African soil

Destroying the land and
Slaughtering our people! 100

Don’t also forget, Jamani,

To keep on the race of hope

Even at the peril of the times

Do have confidence that

We will brave all these ill winds and win 105
We will reverse this taunting pain

And the sun will be there

And the trees and the waters will be there
And we will be there

Your other brother,
SUNGTAA.
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LETTER FROM OVERSEAS Il

In Midrand
Rhapsodising
About our politics
2nd October, 2011

Hi Jamani,

It’s been ten long years and more

Since we last spoke

The rains over the years were wild

They poured down so much water 5
Pounding the roof in rhythmic rhapsody

Passing so much under these tired bridges

Don’t be surprised;

We still can’t fully manage

These running waters which 10
Sometimes defiantly take possession of
Our homes and play baby tsunamis.

But the town is still where it was.

New buildings and new streets

Have taken permanent possession 15
Of those play grounds

We loved to play in our youth.

No new play grounds are growing

And children now push cars aside

To create space to play on the streets; 20
And less lucky ones fall prey

To mad cars who rudely mow them down.
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Jamani, the buildings,

Our buildings, they live in failed empires of order
They spread with pure impunity 25
They grow with no order,
They violate avowed plans
They seize roads and wet lands
With zest in hasty conundrum!
Our planners, poor men, just look on 30

Jamani, [ know you’d like to hear about old Papa:
He keeps growing older and older,

Stays home, reads newspapers

Through same old reading glasses.

With same backache 35

From his service to nation and God

Papa has so much to complain about;

He complains about our leaking basket of wealth
Which inspired a swooning economy

And our failed art to reap the benefits 40

Of our kind earth resources

Hankering to serve us.

But let me tell you my brother,
Our politics is now walking
After its staggering budding years- 45
Its bruises are still healing
But it gives us hope of order
In the capture and taste of state power;

It is how we recover our voices

And people speak and speak 50
Sometimes open their mouths too wide
That their breathe suffocates
From rot and decay
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And Jamani, let me ask you:
Do you remember this man, Mba Saana? 55
The mat weaver who wove at the market gate?
He’s now rich, not from mat weaving
He now has a new apartment;
He rides his own motor bike,
And he has married another wife. 60
He vows that he, his wives and eight kids
Will give their votes to Mr Dapaa,
Mr Dapaa shares money like groundnuts

Since he left teaching

Jamani, this is the story all over; 65
People say politics is riches

Mba Saana limped into politics

Dancing in its broad arenas

And the people cheer him on

They love cash not the roads 70

And not the schools springing to life
Which the people say they can’t eat.

They ask for cash

‘They say they will demand their share.

It’s about what they can eat now 75

And about those who can provide the most
Raping the public vault in quiet diplomacy
Applauded by the people

Jamani, We are getting lost in our greed

We are milking away our self-worth 80
And we are drowning

In the proceeds of our avarice

And so if you hear that

Our politics is rebelling,

Don’t feel strange. 85
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It’ll be sloughing off its old skin

To grow anew one, a better state,

To create certainty in our lives

To grow out of poverty

And to kill those rude passions 90

Awakened by the taste of people’s power,

Power by the people, on behalf of the people

Desecrated by its consumption

By the people in happy cheers!
Sincerely,
Your brother,
Sungtaa
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LETTER FROM OVERSEAS llI

Friday, 17th January 2013, Accra
At the law court
Waiting to hear
Election Results
Dear Jamani,
As [ was telling you
About our elections
December 7 was the date
Punctuated by December 8 5
Then we were done
With the burden so imposed
Our toddler democracy stretched wider
To light a smile in Africa

A strange animal in the room: 10
One election two voting days

Two elections verdicts

One by the people

The other by the court

But still at the crossroad 15

We were all there, happy
That we did not turn on ourselves
With spears and bullets

In ignominious self service

We were a big screen 20
Watched by the world
Acting out our human side
Feasting on our rules

And begrudging the times
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My brother here 25

Elections are still unknown beasts
Ready to pounce on preys

So people arm themselves

Put spins in their tongues

In skeptical delusion befriending 30

Lawyers and ammunition dealers

We are our own nemesis
We do media wars

In vain vitriolic attacks
Attack our hopes 35
And taunt our essence

I know you know our antics

As one of Africa’s best democracies

We still can hand over our fortunes
To cruel bitter thuggery

That shouts and exaggerates the stakes
Threaten to hurl fire and napalm stones

At somebody, at ourselves

40

Painfully tickling our emotions

On treachery paths 45

This is how we vest our fortunes
In the hands of block headed
Psychopaths and street skeptics
Calling the shots at the fringes
Of people’s power 50

But Jamani don’t attempt to die
Because of these things

It is part of our idea of free speech
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It both soothes and hurts
It shines our democracy 55
It gives every limping soul a voice
Even if those voices are coarse

And life-threatening
It gives them power

To open their mouths
To tell a story, just any story
In singer bird tones

About our hopes and frustrations

We gleetully harp our differences
Deflecting the quest to unite our passions
As we seek to swell our wealth

So the budding toddlers can grow

And love to be Ghanaian

To celebrate the grey hair

Bent walking from past burdens

Of state and family

So Jamani, we are here
Propping up prospects
That we don’t have to dic
For election verdicts 75
That we can rise above
The penury of ideas
So Ghana will not eat grass to live
Nor turn deadly spears on itself
Nor be stamped out of glory by any storm

Jamani have high hopes

And bear a badge of believe that

We will defrost our tenacity

To achieve our long-loved longings
We will avert the trappings 85
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Of keeping state assets

In mortal selves or

In cash vaults in strange lands

We will vie to have

The glorious satisfaction that 920

We can change base metal to gold

In surgical treat of our minds and thoughts

Your brother,
Sungtaa
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THE PURSUIT

Clasped in beak, dangling entrails from beak;

Casting glances over shoulder and keenly on the run;
Coursing on through dark corridors,

Closely pursued by angry hungry chicks, cocks and hens,
Calling louder and demanding a share: 5

“Come, stand; let’s share the food and eat and drink
together”.

But the strongest of them

In thunderous words of some plea, will calm the,
Others and running and seeking shelter to
Settle away from the many yearning others; 10
Chickens and hens following; all
Crying, all begging, all in melancholy:

Calling in anxious plea, reminding him thus;
“We chose you to lead and share”.
The cock never stops, the race never ends; 15
Hunger fuels anger

Greed the propelling drive

1990
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HENCH MAN

Hench man
Lowly, courteous,
Kow-towing

To every

Nod and cough. 5

You sell our soul
You kill our resolve
You corrupt

Away our wealth

Hench man, 10
Servitude,

Fixed low

Under red carpets,
Stupid, Insipid, yet
Armecd against 15

Our conscience;

You grow

Ethnic hate

You chiscl away

Our Union in panic 20
And brazen fear

Poor soul,

Empty man,

Pushing orders

Against our will, 25
Growing in shit,

Half man half beast!
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We will tell the winds
Who you are.

We will cut 30
The cord

That feed your
Passions

To smear souls

With hate. 35
Hench man

Poor soul

We will cleanse you
In dry corrosives
And we will wash you
Down the drain

And we will burry
You in truth

Away from those
Gaping intrigues

In silent death traps
And you’ll be history
1997

40

45

106



2o Bewzro T mrened IS,
D adyro %o Soro Bodzro
35088 oo 8% ) @@g&) Br)SeHT°o

Dy HBBH(Eo Bko dod ([Hses
Ay BBABF0 £088 sPexe SKY
Q) FET0 BEGD Jeorhed

& HEr Hgod Srdorr

Dasd D& Hoesoee’

D) K8 SBBLDBD) wHPHd

107

- 1997



3.0 AFRICA

These are poems about Africa. Africa is an enigma. It has
all that can make a people happy and prosperous and yet its people
are poor, sick and unhappy. They roam the world like scavengers
looking for greener pastures away from the large stretches of fertile
and lush lands overflowing with high valued minerals. Africa is
the continent whose leaders condone its rape all throughout history
and keep the people poor and terrified. It is a continent prone to
deadly armed conflicts in search of power and control of its limitless
resources. It is in these lands that the people themselves urge
government officials to corrupt their offices while they stay at the
touch line, mournful and haggard, cheering on the most corrupt
and counting in admiration what they achieve in Public office.
Such are the ones who are awarded at God’s own prayer houses
and at community gatherings.

There must be a new African revolution cooked from the
quiet moment of the minds of the Africans on the street. In civility,
they must question why they are perpetually poor and begging
and why, with brazen pretense, they are collectively dominated
by their own fears and acceptance of the mediocre achievements
of failing leaders on each other’s heels.

Indeed, there must be something wrong with the African
mind. Our failings may have to do with how we perceive the
world. It is a perception that seems to suggest that the world is a
temporary place and will end in the life time of every present
generation. It makes it difficult to set up business organisations of
enduring value that will last beyond the life time of their original
owners and continue to grow even bigger and better. That
mentality seeks wealth in immediacy. Wealth means looting
government or the public in large quantities of clean bills.
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Most of the people try to do that through government
contracts. It may also answer the question of why Africans build
their roads and other infrastructure with little or no maintenance
schedules at all as though it would be a waste to add some value
and grandeur to them. So the African needs to redefine himself
from the ashes of his failings throughout history. And this
evaluation must not be done by the leaders only; but it must reflect
a total change in the mind-set of the people. The laws must be
made to work and the police administration must be brutally
reconstructed to be more professional and more ready to enforce
the laws and not carry leaky fingers to law violators who abuse the
system with unending impunity. Africa has to start walking now.

TUNISIA
MOROCCO 4
ARA

SOMALIA

MADAGASCAR
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HOW TO BE AN AFRICAN

I will tell you how to be an African

When the guns are laid down

And all the corpses are buried

And the children and their mothers

Return home from search for food. 5

I will tell you how to think African
When the drowning economies

Can hold on to any firm straws

And the leaders plug out their greed
From the ashes of their failings 10

Let me tell you how to be African

From the edges of misery

Where little glimmers of hope appear

On the faces of the many displaced souls
Walking like skeletons into oblivion. 15

An African is a soul;

Black, brown and white soul
Cocooned in former glories
Plucked from its roots

Caught in a web of worlds 20
In desperate search for words

To define his own world

So let me tell you how to be African

When the African begins to look inside

And not outside for salvation, 25

And the laws are alive with good breathe of fire
And the lid of state coffers is held tight

Away from Vaulting looters and wonton predators
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When the battles and conflagrations are ended,
And the states are owned by the people 30
The lands are redeemed from poachers

And the people return home to plant new crops
To feed themselves and own their lives

And save crying children from boating into exile

2001
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DREAMS OF AN AFRICAN CHILD

When the sun has gone down

The sheep would return home

Daddy would be resting

Mommy relating with her kitchen

Doing fast trips with sister Kende 5
Between the stream and the house

We, the boys playing Kpaaka Kpaaka
Laughing, giggling in profusion

In the wide arenas of joy

We will spurn korshiakor 10
Mommy happy at home

Daddy in pensive mood

Watch neighbours walk by

Play with our cheeks with smiles

And when daybreaks 15
Daddy will go to farm,
Mommy to market to sell
Bringing home joyful presents
We romping eagerly to school

We would wear new dresses to school 20
We would have the books we need to read
We would wear sandals and carry school bags
We would ride on bicycles to school

No Jack jaws nor grudge about school fees
School will be our new love 25
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Mommy believes in my dreams

She says they are important dreams

And that when the time comes

My two siblings would migrate

From the farm into school 30
And we will be defined

By how far we can change our world
And not by how much we lack in society

Mommy says these days would come

We would have a big house 35
Enough for all six of us

Me, Mommy, Daddy,

Kende, Mani and Tira

Kende would be a nurse,

[ would be aTeacher, Tira a lawyer 40

And Mani would keep our farm.

My dreams are my hopes and beliefs

I live for them and feed on them

As my world spins with them

My joy soars along eagerly 45

They keep me alive and give my life meaning
When the sun sets and the sheep return home
My dreams would come true

And we’ll have a gleeful world

1999
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AFRICA UNDER THUMBS

Through the thorny paths
Of domination in the
Triangular business,
The Souls of men
Traded for gun powder 5
And strong drink,

Hell and damnation in domination
Heaven vanished
Humans battered,
Parasitic, subjugated 10
Reveling at the dregs,

In liberation, regimes

Are still under thumbs

Importing and scavenging

On discarded ideology, 15

Toxic edibles

Corpses of machines

Sick and dying movables

Clinker types

Trapped in webs of failures 20
Groping, nonchalant,

In beggar mode

In these pregnant soils of Africa

Holding prized gifts of life

1988
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NJINGUM OF AFRICA

Njingum, an African

Sits at the other end of the world

Briefing the winds of passing times
Disagreeing that African labour is fashioned
In the like of the Greek god, Atlas; 5
Dutifully obeying cursed instructions,
Bearing the heavens

On his brave shoulders in Eternity

And like the god Sisyphus,

Cursed in vain labour, 10

keeps rolling a heavy boulder up a hill

And, in rebellious tantrum,

Tumbles from the summit

Rolling down to the foot of the hill

At the pleasure of the gods 15

Njingum plays against the times,
Contradicts the image

Carved out for him,

Challenges his world

To dcath end, 20

Believing that the spirit behind Africa
Is wiscr than the Greck

Plodders and hankering gods

Condemned in the unknown void

In the African forest, 25

In lip-cracking harmattan winds,
Njingum gathers firewood
Among woods gutted by fire;
Who in life
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Never saw a season without the pain 30
Of brute raw fires

Raging through their homes;

With panting rodents, escaping nowhere,
And lions, even lions in hot pursuit of game
Now in ignominious flight from fires 35
In unchallenged discordance with nature.

In this unlucky forest of Africa

Sisyphus means much more than a myth

It is order and a comforting arena

Of vain labour, applauded 40

And trapped in mindsets;

Glorifying poverty and its attributes

And Njingum matches against this odd order

In spiritual self-redemption

In this place, in the deep alcove of thought
Coming out of the cold

Njingum finds space to repair his vision

In the new thinking

Of a lush new world of Africa

Bearing and eating of its own fruits 50

Crunching in silence joy

10th May 2011, Midrand, South Africa
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NMA LOGUMA OF AFRICA

Beneath the high

East Zambian mountains

In the heartland of Africa

Nma Loguma walks the fringes
Of the forest 5

Minding her fields;

Turns the soil in loyal indulgence
Hoe and machete close to heart
Scratching the earth

Rhyming in harmony with nature 10
Dry and dying grass sing and wave
Urged by strange whirlwinds

As she passes by each day

Under the shady shea tree, half naked

All by himself, her baby Mba Tira, 15
In impatient eagerness

Cooing, lips longing for breast feed

Nma in distant grounds,

Engrossed in labour joy

Gathering wood, soldiering 20

Until a shrill yell from baby

Plugged Nma from her hoe

Thrusting a nipple to Mba’s mouth.

In this most unfrequented terrain

A bad tempered vehicle from somewhere 25
Would pass angry dust over mother and child

But Nma works in frenzied addiction;

Turning the soil and torching trees

Away from the melting life of unfamiliar worlds —
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Deep in her, Nma knows who she is: 30
A speck of creation roaming the earth
Seeking to conjure life from the dryness

Of virgin lands of rare fertility

Scratching the earth on and on

In avowed mission to keep a soul alive 35
Nma gives true meaning to life;

That through land, lying dumb, shall we feed
Her voice echoes in unfamiliar tunes
Singing songs from distant years

In these same fields where 40

Sweats from some generations

Now part of the soils bundle in her labour
Pressing heavily on the land

And when you pass by

Those stretches of unused lands 45

Deep in the fringes of Africa

Where trees and grasses are tall

And vast patches of earth lie torched,

With lands still lying unscratched

You’d still see Nma Loguma with her hoe

A ghostly image of a lone soul

Blurred by passing dust

Walking and working on this field of destiny.

September 2011, Lusaka, Zambia
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BEYOND THE HORIZON

Lone baobab tree

Sick and dry,

Out with leaves,

Full branched
In hot dry savannah 5
Animals romping,
Children navigating the terrain
Delivering a thirsty herd
Seeking to resolve
A conflict with harmony 10
Yet the earth, unkind
Pale moist-less sky,

Looks down

In helpless quiet
Human huts find solitude here 15
And there glows some semblance
Of greenery
With lone souls
Spending their time
Preparing the soils for rains 20
And hankering for water

The gazing sun
Shares itself benevolently
Pouring heat and brightness lavishly
As working men take shelter under 25
Leaky patches of sheds where
Sun beams squeeze through
To embrace sweaty tired bodies
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Here on an African night
Big children 30
Still gather at full moon

To hear and tell stories

Of the brave ancestors and
How they conquered their fears
And tamed lions and witches 35

Smiles break dry lips
And giggles tear voices hoarse
As they feast on stories in happy joys
Waiting when the clouds would conspire
Defying dryness to pour its rains 40

Stories are told
About in the inner bowels parts of the earth
In distant places

Where men enslave the gods

And use their powers 45

To fly and do duty to their egos
Swimming in foolish indulgence
As if they were not sure that
Others also own the earth
This is the place where the world ends and 50
It is the place where life begins
Far beyond the horizon

University of Cape Coast 1993 (inspired by a painting on
a WaH)
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4.0 TRADITION

Mankind has come a long way from limited knowledge about
the world in time and space to the explosion of knowledge and its
unsatisfying quest. The methodology in seeking knowledge and
knowledge about who we are come in the form of the values, ideas
and practices handed over to us from generations long forgotten.
The wisdom imbedded in our language and style is the true DNA
and trail blazing experience that guide us into the treasury vault of
life. It explains the principles guiding our thoughts and actions which
have roots from those early humans, whose experiences in all
generations in interpreting the world as they saw it, are today the
valued source of our traditions and customs.

There’s obviously a connecting cord between the present and
the past because of existing traditions. Our instincts and behaviour
therefore have some roots in the remote past experiences of our
forebears who walked this earth and left their footprints on its surface.

In clear thought, we are what we come to think and act; we
are the creation of our past. Our present bears testimony that we are
the creation of other beings on whose shoulders we stand to see distant
grounds of hopes and aspirations as we traverse new paths in our
lives. Tradition leaves traces of what we represent and how we relate
to our world even after thousands of years when the world around us
has transformed several times over. This is why it makes sense to give
some thought to the actions and thoughts that are drawn from the
past and which we refer to as our culture. Indeed, the element of
significance here is the valued principles which define how we relate
as humans. The language we speak and the conduct of life in society
are based on established principles derived from values and traditions.

So I write about issues that I believe are related to society
and the behaviour and conduct of man. Some of the things we do
today have some historical significance. In other words, they portray
the existing contours of life which give birth to our present generation.
Like everyone else, I also represent those contours in how I look and

how I think.
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AT THE JENJENG POND

When the message came

Old earth had retired to bed
Its brows over fired eye

The priests in telepathic mood
In close consultations 5

Spoke to the gods

Silence descended the town

Broken only by the sullen tones

Of the female and male drums
Echoing in disjoint cries; 10
Kan tin, Kan tin, Kan tin tin tin...

It was the language of the spirit
Inspired by the virgin sacrificial fowls
And water in eager drips

From the libation calabash 15

We sat pensively listening to
The divine cry of the ancestral voices
As they came floating in the air.

Here at these curious times

In those murky years 20

Of fortune reverses

We kept our faith;

Sacrificing and washing the throats
Of the divine in honest libation

The message was clear; 25
The rains had refused to come
The crops were growing pale,
Our throats drying out;
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Our garments in tatters;
Our children growing thin! 30

This the Tendamba-

The royal keepers of the land

Whose voices are clearer

In the ears of the divine forces-

Sounded to the divine in their realm 35

The priest tossed their cowries

That knew the language of the gods;

The sacrificial fowls struggling for breath,
With sprawled wings, face to the sky
Portending one thing; approvals 40

To sacrifice at Jenjeng

At the great Jenjeng pond,

The spirit of the gods;

Wild crocodiles Infested,

In earnest meeting with priest 45
Staff in hand the royal Priest
Announced to the ancestors;
“Taahunaa, Taangile, Tungbani,

Sadaana, Gura, Pelpuo...............

We are at your door!” 50

Bowing low before the unseen

An offer of sacrifice —

A white ram, seven white chickens,

A calabash of strong drink — and

In a mood perceiving the essence 55
Of the power of the spirit,

The chief priest woke the spirit of our town.

The slaughtered ram spurning the jinx;
The virgin chickens in prostrate struggled in vain ﬂight 60
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The men in panicky owe looking on
A mixture of blood from chickens and ram
Warmed the throats of the gods

This done the priest moved to the pond

As we held our breathe, awaiting the end 65
He walked into the water,

Deep, deep, and deeper still, up to his neck

The crocodiles watched in keen curiosity

Circling the lone priest on a divine mission

As he sunk deeper into the pond 70

Until he was swallowed whole!

Silence swallowed us whole

We waited, and waited; a tense moment,
A sober quiet moment of uncertainty
Sunk deep inus 75

Evoking condescending fear

Maybe he would not come back;

Maybe he would come.

The crocodiles would not eat him

They knew he had a mission with the gods 80
His dialogue with the ancestors was long:

The spirit loved our royal priest.

But would it allow him back to earth?

Ripples of water formed rings growing wider
At one location the ripples increased 85
There was a disturbance in the quiet depth

A huge crocodile raised its head there

And there the priest emerged!

What was it?

The hands of the priest 90

Came first to the surface
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Holding an earthenware bowl

With hot hard sorghum porridge

And vegetable soup of pumpkin leaves,

Untouched by the water that had swallowed him 95
He stepped out regally onto dry earth

Presented the bawl to Pelpuo and the elders

With the promise of rain and food.

At this the drums bellowed

In their numerous tones 100

Mingled with our joyful shouts of joy

For the promise which was a promise of life.

The gods and ancestors had unbound power!
Homeward as we drifted

Caught by a violent crack of thunder: 105
The regal sneeze of the gods,

The heaven opened

And water in great torrents

Came upon the dry earth.

Then with joy and blessings we sang 110
Chief Pelpuo and our royal priest

Leading the retinue home

The gods and ancestors had listened!
The rains came and the fields smiled
Clothed with perfect greenery 115
Waiting for the harvest

1989
A true account of how the Wala under the leadership of

Wa Na Pelpuo 111 resolved a long-standing drought in
the Wa state in the 1920s.
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ANCESTRAL PRAYER

From our weary drums of destiny
Drumming home our grievance

We do you reverence

Kin, Kin, Kin, Kin ...

Spirit of the underworld! s

Kin, Kin, Kin, Kin, Kin ...

Spirit of our Ancestors!

Kin, Kin, Kintan, Kin, Kin, Kin ...
Spirit that knows no bounds!

Kantan, Kantan, Kin, Kin, Kin ... 10
Spirit that knows the inner calls of men,
We call at your door.

We are on our knees

To adulate you,

You the unseen power 15
Of the inner depths

Where uncertainties melt
Into real balls of truth

What must a mortal do
Who stands on one foot 20
With no tree to lean on
With no friends to fall on?

Oh, it is woe! It is woe!

One and one make two,

One tree does not make a forest 25
And one leaf does not make a shade.
It is the togetherness of the little

Insignificant black ant that gives it its power
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To carry the dismembered limb of an elephant

To its tiny hole 30

Moving spirit that hides behind the thin restless air,

Come!
Come!
Come to the fore!

We call at your door 35

We want to beat our souls to a single solid.
We want to grow out of the pain of want
To plough and reap our fields in abundance

And shame the eerie intrusion of death
Tin KanTin KanTinTinTin ... 40

Souls of our fathers!
Souls of our past!
Keen—eyed souls!

Keen-eyed masters on high!

Give us our spirit lost in the abyss of time,
Give us back ourselves

Give us our rightful heritage,.

We can’t stand on one foot,

We need a wing

To ly us to the place 50

Where in one voice

We can touch the high sky.

The day-flying bird does not fly at night
Unless its life is endangered

The guinea fowl chicks know full well 55
That the mother hen did not produce

The eggs she hatched them
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Yet they succumb to her
And follow her to be weaned

We know you 60

We know what you did
When Na Bayaahilogri
Called your name and went
To tight the liberation Wars

We call on you 65

Open your doors

To us to drink

Of your essence

We can’t die of lack in this land
Maoist this dry soils with good rains
And enrich the land with good grains
That we may see your kind being

In the coming years and seasons

We kneel at your door

1987
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ANTUANGAA

Antuangaa wo wo woe!
Antuangaa you're sick!

I'll tell your father!

You say it’s the food

That swells you up 5
But I see you're not well,
You're dull, you look sick
You talk in your sleep,

Your waist is growing wider,
Your breast swells 10
And the nipples are bigger.
Antuangaa, I'll tell your father!

Antuangaa, be brave and tell me,

Is it the hunter’s son?

Or is it someone else? 15

Or it’s my failing sight,

Oh, what has happened to my daughter?
Whose nerves are so awake?

That he cannot wait?

Antuangaa, tell me your truth, 20
Are you well?

Can you pass the initiation?

Should I announce your participation?

Your sheep has grown big

We have harvested the yam 25
And the flour is ready,

Can we now bring home

The sheep and chickens
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For the ceremony?

Can you pass the initiation? 30
Or will I be a laughing stock

When the town folks gather

To see you dance the Dogu dance
And your legs begin to falter?

Will you pass the test? 35

Tahuu Naa’s son is handsome,

He’s brave and strong

And people envy his love for you.
He comes to visit

And I notice the endless glances 40
He casts at you.

Has he broken the heaven'’s seal?
Did he look inside you

On the day of the Ancestral festival?

Antuangaa don’t sit staring at me 45
Like a dummy.

You frighten me with your silence

Talk to me, are you sick?

Has anybody violated you?

Has motherhood visited you too soon? 50
Do you have any stir within you?

Do you feel heavy below?

And do you feel the world is different?

Antuangaa woooeee!!

Antuangaa hold your tears and talk to me! 55
You're the granddaughter of the greatest

Warrior in all Ducie

Talk without fear,

Tell me you know no man
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And you will know no man before initiation 60
That is what the ancestors

Will love to hear

As they sit above beyond our view

Watching endlessly over us

Antuangaa when you have told me the truth 65
And we know you’re not sick

[ will sew your new cloths for you

And I will bring the sheep home

[ will gather the foodstuff

And I will announce your initiation 70

I will prepare you for the initiation.

I will rub your body with Sandiama’s cream
And those features of yours

Which everybody admires

Will shinc and mirror the world. 75
And when you have gone through it all
Your father will give consent

To one of the many suitors

Who come knocking at our door nightly

To come forward and perform 30

Your marriage rites

Your father and I will be the happiest

In this kind world

We’ll go with you to the grand dugu dance
And we’ll dance as never before 85

But woe be it if you be sick.
You'd be a rejected child

I'll be a careless mother,

An object of disdain and ridicule
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All your beauty will be lost 90
Your father with all his greatness

Will not contain the shame

He’ll turn you out of the house

And for me your mother

You know I won’t abandon you. 95
Oh Antuangaa!

See the pain you’d cause us!

Tell me, has anything happened to you?

11

My Dear Mum:

I'am the subject of Cupid attacks

The flying naked god

Locating me with an arrow

The men hover like bees

Waiting for my carcase

Waiting for the consumption 105
Taahu Naa’s son came closer

I got closer, he caressed, yes he did
He got lost in the cloud

And descended after several months
My head was lost as [ felt the snake
Pressed against my innocence

Only then I rose from the deep

In my near nakedness

I saved my innocence

From that snake of Adam 115

But my dear mum

Daughter of the Wiyaala people
That heavy rod never did its journcy
The heavens seal is still unbroken
My father said my growing weight
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Is from his own mum
And my sickness comes from

My recent body chills
And headaches
I am unspoiled 125

I am not violated

I can do the Dogu dance

And not falter .

I will not be like Asana

Who brought shame to the village
And got swollen by the city

Mum am here, your daughter
You can bring my sheep home

1999
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THE SUMMONS

When the invitation came

It was a summons

To question our impropriety
That respected no tradition
And shamed the elders 5

We bowed in repentance in earnest pleas
But pardon eluded us!

What elders would reject pleas?

What course was the summons to take?
In the physical presence of evilz 10

Fear was looming bold as we brooded:

We might be squeezed out of existence

And eaten up in the ire of these dark powers
And life would be plain misery:

A hapless journey to death 15

We went all four of us

To where the elders gathered

Revising the tongues of ancestral curses
That sent men reeling shamefully

To their conclusive death 20

There was sinister serenity

About the faces of the elders

There was menace evoked

From evil vibes jaundicing

Their true selves in the real world 25
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We noticed it all

We saw their cracked psychology

Of dependence on brow-beating

The souls of men

To kill them even as they live 30
It was the leakage we exploited deep.

We stood before them

Ready to bear their sanctions

To drink of their doses

Of spiritual hemlock 35
We stood to bear the worst of it.

And when they spoke

Their language was foul

And evoked the pain

Of ritual curses 40

Panic struck our limbs lame.

There was a cluster of words

Of anger, of hate

Challenging our right to live

There was the wild grimace 45
Of a wounded lion

Charging on its poor prey

In response we kept our composure;
Innocent lambs, eager in our cravings,

To avoid confrontations meant to trigger off
The evil curses of doom.

We never were so composed with love.

In the end we came home

Still our old selves; no bones broken,

We saw the folly of malice, 55

Evil subdued with love

We broke the myth of spiritual harm.
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If they so please

We would be happy

To meet the elders again 60
On plain playing grounds

In union of brotherhood

In our firm belief that

The strength in love

Is greater than all the hate in evil.

2001
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TALES FROM MY PEOPLE

This is a tale from our people

Tales told in stories as example

Of how our people fought aggression
To shake off brute oppression

Today we tell the stories s

About how we conquered our worries

And sing songs about the great deeds

Of our people and how they wore gold beads

At festivals and visited the ancestral shrine

Which they built with wine and divine brine 10

Those days men in battle had the acumen
And women proved their worth as women
In the story I want to tell

You will see how a great kingdom fell

By the foolish bravado of their fighters 15
Who sought to shred us to tatters

They claimed our lands in foolhardy bravery

Took away our animals in naked thievery

And marched on our people with deadly arms

That sufficiently sounded the war alarms 20

That day they sent a messenger of war

To hint our people of a coming war tour

Which they said would crush them in their shell

As they were snails that couldn’t answer the war knell 25
The enemies came at night on horses back

Spurring their horses, through the dark

To take our people by surprise

To accomplish their deadly enterprise
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They came with bows and arrows, amours and spears 30
Hoping to break ranks and put womenfolk to tears

It was to cause a great loss that would be their great feat
But it was a great clash that met with their great defeat 35
When our people stood up to their might

Women, men and children all out for the fight

The attack was brave from the offensive

And our people fought tirelessly on the defensive
Theirs was a poor sort 10

Which our people cut short

The struggle was long and intense

As our people put up a strong defense

Our men fought in committed resistance

In bravery and avowed concordance 45

The attack was swift and painful

But the defense was robustly purposeful

Tactically cutting them oft from the rare

And circling them in a more superior warfare

With clever intrusion into the inner ranks 50
Beaten to the edge of the cliff banks

The enemy broke ranks and on heels

Cursing their souls for pursuing such ostentatious ideals

Our people sang songs and beat drums with wild shouts
Calling the enemy for repeated bouts 55

Calling them big children who knew not the art of war
As they gallantly pieced the amours they wore
Rendering them a big blow

That brought them so low
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The enemy was stopped right in their tracks 60
In their deadly pre-emptive attacks

It sent them running in ignominious retreat

From their big loss and unexpected defeat

And thus ended the threat of the men of the wild —
Our people tamed them mild.

That day our warriors came home with joy to dance

And thanked the gods and ancestors for their accordance

1993
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5.0 OUR CONSCIENCE, OUR
HOPES, OUR DREAMS

Conscience is a powerful internal voice that guides our
actions and serves as the god in us. It punishes us when we violate
a conduct that contradicts standard morality. On more than one
occasion, I had to deal with my conscience as it turned on me and
hammered me to my knees for things I did that my inner self
disagreed with. In extreme cases of retribution, it can send men to
their early graves to atone for the abuse of their conscience. I
came across how the great English writer, William Shakespeare,
dealt with this unique internal godhood in each sane man and
woman in Richard IIT act 1 thus:

1st Murderer. Where’s thy conscience now?

2nd Murderer. I'll not meddle with it. It makes a man a
coward.... It fills a man full of obstacles. It made me once restore
a purse of gold that by chance I found. It beggars any man that
keeps it. It is turned out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing
and every man that means to live well endeavors to trust to himself
and live without it.

So conscience is the quiet, unseen watchman that guides
our actions and makes us human. A person without a conscience
is dangerous and close to being any other animal that can eat the
other and still walk away without feeling that its action has cast a
life. Men and women without conscience are walking menaces in
society. With a conscience, we live lamenting our wrongs and we
can then confess the wrong and feel worthier to belong to a society
of rational, and hopefully moral beings. For this reason, I would
love to keep my conscience, grow it and broaden it. For Conscience
makes the difference between a trust worthy individual and one
that is unreliable and not trustworthy.

William Shakespeare (1564-1616), British dramatist,
poet. Richard III, act 1.
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THUS FAR SHALL I TRUST YOU

Thus far shall I trust you

You broke the old routine of
Hurting our people

Old Conscience slows you down
And kills your untamed resolve 5
To hurt and relish in that bravado

This far can I trust you

I saw you that night, alone

You lifted your eyes skywards

I saw tears rushing downstream 10

I knew old Conscience removed the veil
And kept you away from your savagery

And made you disown those hateful deeds
That made human destruction your pride
That left our people eternally hurt 15

This far you have gone

With your now larger soul

You jettisoned iniquitous lust

To harm the harmless

You succumbed to old Conscience 20
We are the blessed for it

You are now the purged fugitive

Your new nerve of fire

Will build what you destroyed

So we can chant a common tune 25

Of a future we own together

March 2011
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IN THE DEPTHS

Deep down

In the depths

In colour and rhythm

In black and white

I hear in my mind, 5
The chiming note

Of an unresolved grudge
To change the old order

Of crave and lack

Deep in the depths of things 10
Where grudges spark disarray

I see brothers

Who swear there never

Was any bond of brotherhood

Between them 15

And at the far side of conflicting claims
Iseea piteous spectacle

With strangers fighting over the lands
And I grieve the loses

That never would be recovered. 20

But beyond the rubble

I see men roaming the lands

In eager thirst

To cure old gapping wounds

And healing sores opened in jungle wars
Fought yesterday for unknown glories

1995
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FANTASY

If I could drink a little,

Just a little of your sense of keenness
And your probing quest for wisdom;
For me to see and sense

What these metal works mean 5
And what the soul of man

Can do on earth and beyond;

Then I shall grow

From this poor state;

Sit up firm 10

And do for myself
What for centuries

You tried to do for me.

I shall crack the rock

And I shall find life in it; 15

I shall grind and cook gases

And I shall see new worlds.

I shall cut through the winds

And I shall find new lands

Where my dreams shall see light 20
And where my world

Shall be a patterned whole.

1997
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BLISSFUL DREAMLAND

Ah this Marriage!

When we came to the hill

I thought it was the end of the journey
But I saw disappointment,

I saw my erring resolve. 5

It was such a long distance ahead

Where we hoped to find the dreamland;
The kingdom of Love, peace and happiness;
There alone we hoped to find fulfillment —
On this resolution we marched on. 10

The laughing sun poured its biting rays,

The friendly day so unfriendly;

The wind still, the atmosphere dense;

No friendly contacts,

Our feet scorched on the burning sand. 15

Here by my side was Cynthia, my dear wife:
Feeding Tira from her right breast,
Balancing her carriage on her head

And walking steps ahead of me,

Wholly committed life companion 20

Abh, this journey! This birth!

We got hooked to a bond

That ties us together to a union,
Bound for a necessary journey

Of hope, of peace, of happiness. 25

Cynthia never spoke;
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Maybe she was tired of speaking,

This long unending journey had worn her down.

I still looked at her in renewed admiration;

Her simple beauty and stone-hearted commitment

The road was long and rough,

The things of nature so unfriendly;

But there was no turning back

We were like the journeying earthworm
On course a water source, 35
never will stop or else perishes

Ah, this journey!

Cynthia’s face looked pale.

Her baby, poor boy, gazed on and on

As if perceiving something ahead,; 40
Something good, something special.

“Oh baby, May God bless you;
When you grow be gcntlc with yoursclf .
Be brave about the world,

Find reason to be happy with life; 45
And be of good cheer.”

Now quite yet some distance from the hill
We continued to trudge along;

Cynthia and Tira ahead;

I, behind with my machete, 50
With a stronger inner urge to push on.

The sun now on our backs with softer rays,
With cold air blowing gently from the west
To sharpen our hopes

For a taste of the blessed destination 55

Where we shall ease ourselves of these burdens
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We got to the blessed place, the dreamland!
Full of sweetness and milky joys;
And yet we were never satisfied there!

Such is life, we still can see mirages of hopes:

Tantalising better lands ahead.

1990
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THE BIRTH OF A DAY

Yesterday at dawn a day was born
From the womb of time

To swell the days

Of several other such births
Announcing a coming era 5

Yesterday a day was born

Unto the children of hope

Fulfilling a longtime dream

That one day this day will come

To wipe out the pain of lack 10

The day came hurrying

From the other side of the world

To proclaim its birth

From the distorted smiles of its mother
Holding on to its new born child 15

The day brought in its trail

Charming changes

From the agitated minds of frustrations

From the imprisoned wishes and desires of men
It brought hopes 20

I saw the day slough off

Time adversities

Of cracked dreams and broken hearts

It came from patched hopes

To settle the starving mother and child 25
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Yesterday a day was born
From the shores of Africa

To the children of Africa
Proclaiming that we shall rise
Beyond hopelessness and death

1997
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TRAVEL WITH HOPE

Dear Saana, when dawn comes

Brace up yourself and travel the world
Travel with hope and see the world

Where home becomes a distant dream

And Heaven no longer a chimera s

Travel to the world where hopes are reborn
From the ravages and ashes of lost dreams

Saana, put down these mean imaginings
And satisty your old longings

Travel and see how the world goes round
And how to get lost in the sea of ideas

And how loneliness can occur

In the midst of millions of other souls

In diverse cravings in uneasy acquaintance
Where the times are unfriendly 15

Travel and see the depths of human misery
And the fathomless arrogance of wealth
And the audacity of poverty to assert itself
And the greed in endless contest for space
And how the world swoons from ignorance

I love to travel

But, I hate wasted journeys

So, Saana travel with hopes

That you will see new worlds

And find new meanings 25
To recreate yourself in brighter ideas
This fertile gold-hatching lands

Shall not suffocate for want of knowledge
1998
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6.0 PHILOSOPHY AND LESSONS
OF LIFE AND DEATH

To enquire about where we come from and what we do in
this restless world in our incessant quest for knowledge is a noble
venture. There are many unanswered questions as to who we are.
Are we lone species of life in this fathomless surging universe?
And how far can our imagination go drawing from what we know
now or from the vast yet untapped knowledge and ideas? These
are questions spurring enough to keep philosophy alive. The
thought and investigation about life and death and the world
around have been the preoccupation of man from Adam. The
proposition that in death we gain greater leverage of life makes
death appear an attractive end and perhaps a gain. So we live a life
for this world and for the world unknown in which we invest a
lot of time during our life time. This is where the true meaning of
life emerges; an existence in continuum with interregnum called
death in the physical context, as we head for a mystery transition
into the abyss of deep spirituality. Life plays out itself to gratify its
physical presence on earth as a “Lord’s anointed temple” in which
material gains are temporarily important.

But just look at this practicality: if I were to ask you to
prove that you are alive and that you are sitting where you are
now, how will you prove it? Perhaps, you may have a tough time
answering. Well, it is the pass-time of old philosophy to respond
to this weird inquisition to assuage our fears that we may simply
be illusions and that reality itself is a mere chimera haunting us
every day and challenging our inadequate senses that there is
something called life and that we exist as humans. Yes, we do
exist. Reality tells us so, if only we can believe in reality and prove
that we live in that reality. It is the realm of consciousness of our
being and the beings of other creations around us.
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Once, in my early school days in Wa Secondary School, I
challenged my English teacher during one of our off-lesson
discussions when he told us about Unidentified Flying Objects
(UFOs). I had read about it and was actually looking forward to
spotting a flying saucer in the ever-clear and quiet sky overlooking
my native Wa town. I had my own doubts. To provoke more
debate, I asked my teacher, Mr. Brutoh, whether it was true that
UFO:s existed and, if they did, why they didnt appear for humans
to interact with them. He asked me one simple question in
response; ‘Rashid, this is a good question, but let me ask you this
question before I attempt to answer your question. Can you appear
before an ant and inform it that youre a human being and living
alongside it on earth?” It was a moment of departure from idle
thoughts and it intensified my informal association with
philosophy as I keep challenging myself with questions about who
we are, where we come from, etc.

This is a thought process I still don’t give up as I watch
happenings around me and as I associate with friends who, like
me, are a mystery collection of flesh, bone and blood whose only
claim to life is that they are conscious that they are alive. But what
else can be a prove of life apart from consciousness? Indeed,
triggered to think a little more, I have never stopped trying to
find the true meaning of life, though this journey of thought is
often threatened by my own firm belief that God sent his Prophets
to answer all such knotty questions about life and death. It is for
this reason that I believe philosophy is an important subject of
study. It was the foundational tool that Einstein used in his ground-
breaking relativity theory that opened up for study, the hitherto
mystery about space and time. It triggers an enquiry about God’s
creations and proves our worth as thinking beings, dabbling in
serious thought about the mystery of creation.
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THE WOODPECKER'S SERMON

Singing and dancing woodpecker
Praised for its ingenuity in the woods
And pecks down huge trees

Whose dumb existence tells tall tales
Of their long years of life. 5

The woodpecker

In true filial devotion

Contemplated a sermon

To announce her future feat

That at the demise of her mother 10
In wailing honour to her death

Would curve out a grave in a rock,

She would scoop-peck the rock

'lo bury the mom she loved.

But better judgment 15
Pulled her eager lips back
Not to tell her good intention.

In kind self-admonition

She bore the thought

And did not sermonise it 20

And the days passed by

And the mother passed on

And as the days wore off

The woodpecker with powerful wings
And with eager sharp beak 25

Flew in grand bravery to the rock

And there she stayed and laboured for days
Sore her beak and wings in tortuous pecking
Yet not a speck could she peck out

From the defiant rock. 30
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At last did the woodpecker like others
Bury her beloved mother in the soil
Bowing to her frailty

And perceiving the vast difference
Between thoughts and reality 35

And the temporary limits of mortal ability.

Uncomforted in her wailing spree
Yet grateful she had not announced her intentions
The woodpecker thus admonished the world:

“I will refrain from boasting about my strength 40
And power to change the world

Unless I can be sure what I can do

The limitation of power may be temporary

But it’s as real as day break
Failure is depressing 45
But it’s better managed if it’s private
The world is not always kind.”

15th April, 2011, Cape Coast.

198



&S 88 SI% BBangolHpd
P53 TR &) wodBo BDVOB.
?éaggé’sé@ BoE)DEE BDJH)0R.

&o2go BI% aeod EOAOSM
BT B T S enrPanRH
(8B 05505 S5’ E)RDE
(DH0zTeA8er (HEE30N0H

—“30BL00d T 48

088 BE0 LRy
DB SrGRedY) Sredde!

& SEroTen FPH BOJPaw

% 200, 3§ ad TTUOEII
Sr8%Eahood oo =6

5,600 oD BOAKE S

& 25 $358° reSo ado
BHoBo deRPEr B8 sokiH”-

- 15 DS 2011, 858

199



THE MEMORY OF A DAD

The singer bird cries a tune

In persistent crescendo

I'm in daddy’s farm, hoe in hand
Listening to songs

From distant years sang by daddy s
While he tills the land

The sun has gone past noon

The farm in blossom green,

Maize, beans and millet

Competing for space 10

And the singer bird still sings

Daddy takes a rest under the large shady tree
Chewing his cola nut in silence

Away from the sweltering heat
Poured down from raw sun rays 15
And perhaps recounting his years

As tax officer for the colonial regime
And then for independent Ghana

And evening comes

With new singer birds 20

Singing new tunes

A meal is done

We all gather

Around a large earthenware bowl to eat
We join in nature itself, aware of ourselves
Scratching the earth crust to produce food
Away from the complexity of city life
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Half way through the meal,

Daddy would pick himself up

Walk around the fringes of the farm 30
Uprooting a few weeds with his hand
Listening to new tunes by the singer bird

As evening comes with softer rays

Sending greetings for the labour of the day
The sun to man and plant 35

A good mix of curses and blessings

To ultimate gain

Daddy would get on his bicycle

Homeward with me

Sitting. watching nature passed by, 40
The grass, the trees, the valleys and hills
Committed to their duty to humanity

At home Daddy’s reading glasses

Rest securely on his generous nose

As he sat reading through the daily newspapers 45
Which we received two days late from the city

Daddy often told me to work hard and never be lazy
At a good old age of over sixty

Daddy still worked

Determined and thoughtful about life 50

About how to accept oneself

And be happy in the little things we do

He tells happy stories

As a horse rider in his mother’s home village:
A prince of noble birth, much respected 55
For his humility and patience
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Daddy was truly virtuous,
Walking the earth with a resolve
To create happiness for others
Philanthropic to the core, 60
Raising orphan children

Along with us, his own kids

He exhorted earning what one worked for

He left for us a good name and a good heritage
Never to be forgotten, ever to be enjoyed

To walked through the earth

In virtuous kindness and faith

To value service to man above all things

And be of good cheer

By his bedside I did not believe 70

He was slipping unto a new realm

Away from the physical

He laid sick only for a night

And said his last parting words

Holding my hand with his eyes closed 75
He was passing on some blessing

And I asked God to bless him in eternity

24th April 1998
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THE TRUE MEANING OF LIFE

Deep in the bush,

Beyond the valleys

And over the mountains

I found the true meaning of life

I found an old bearded man 5
Resting his back against a tree

And singing a song

He said it was an ancient song
Sang by his great grandfathers
He said he had finished 10
Living our world

And was on his way to the world
Outside ours, veiled from us

By a thin mystic thread

I saw tears in his eyes 15

And he said they were tears

About a people holed in their greed

In a world scurrying by

Frightened by the ills on heels of each other
Where we are lost 20

In the abyss of vanity

Where men lose their heads

In piteous pettiness

He sang about it all

With great torrents of tears rushing 25
Down well laid facial contours

Of his aged weary cheeks and chin

That witnessed the passing times

Narrated by a troubled aged soul.
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He sang about mankind 30

He sang about the animal world

He sang about the total universe

And he sang about trees and rivers and seas
He spoke about them

As being part of God’s plan for man 35
And lamented man’s determination

To destroy them all.

He pondered our generation

With eager tears doing easy journeys

Down from his eyes 10

His chest and cheeks were wet

And he bent his head and did not raise it up.

Alas! He had quietly slipped into his new world;
He melted into the fathomless abyss

With these parting words upon his lips: 45
“Live and treat life gently,

You can only live ones

Life is a special gift

That adorns all creation

Every measured gift of life 50

Is worth protecting

And every life will be accounted for

It is how life makes meaning.”

In a last effort he added:

“The Earth is only a near invisible 55
Grain of sand in the universe

As the Earth goes round

It carries its entire baggage

Of good and bad tastes
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It is what defines life 60

And make life an attractive offer

In our grudging transition into eternity
And eternity does not destroy life

It makes death a true blessing.”

This said the crying old man 65
Lying now, part of dust

His word his blessing

1998
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DISORDER IS ORDER

Is there order without disorder?

It is in the order of things

I see disorder playing against the times
And shaping the fortunes of men

In a world of random events 5

It renders foresight a folly.

In the order of things

Disorder is order

Men fight and kill

Others are least rewarded 10

And die vagrants.

And this is how the sun

Moves from east to west

And typhoons occur

And the rains come and eclipses happen 15
And men disagree about principles and nature.

Yet there never was disorder

Nor order in the order of things,

Nor a future and a present

Until consciousness made them so 20
The heavens know it all.

So it was once upon a time

That humankind decided to have disorder
On earth as it once was in the heavens

And life finds much more meaning 25
In the orderliness of things.
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IN HONOUR OF JAPAN

Japan, the rising sun, in Tsunami tantrums
Lay in pain;

Hiroshima-cloned,

The industrial occult

Challenged to the hilt. 5

Radio-active unnerving attack;

Stoic, agnostic Asians see no sense,
Swooning in heightened grief

Japan to the east coast: submerged.
Torched, routed, hurt, broken, 10

Torn to pieces in utter despair
Earth-cracking quakes

In vile conspiracy with Charging Tsunami
Sweeping through the lands

Carrying people, houses, cars and ships 15
In helpless float in quiet submission

To put flying kites to shame

Ferocious wind and roaring waters:

A city lost, its people buried

In tortuous doomsday scenarios! 20

This grief, these end-time pictures!

A rising sun dims, caught unguarded,
Soon to brighten beyond known measure;
Running amok in brave industry

As quakes and man play hide-and-seek 25

In this new world, in these new times

17th March 2011, Midrand, South Africa
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MY SLEEP

Do not let it known to Bouguma

Or she would break her head

Crying behind shut doors

Tell her if she must know

That I am on this bed lying down

In a stream of sound sleep

A sleep sweeter than ever I experienced
But bitterest ever she knows.

11
She may have come to know it
When the shadows have fallen back
And grown thinner and taller
From the daily dying sun

My poor dumb state

Would add to her woes

For this long sleep has grown 15
An eternal wedge

That keeps us apart

And transports me to distant grounds

1993
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PROBABLY

Probably it is true

That there is nothing in the world
And that life is a big dream

Dreamt by some mystical force
Unknown and insubstantial. 5

Probably nothing is real;

Everything is a lie,

And the world is an illusion

And man is acting out a thought

In a big drama of life and death. 10

Probably everything is just void,

Decorated with the semblance of reality
That blinds us to the unknown reality

Of order and transformation of matter
Where life and death exist as chimeras. 15

Or, perhaps, reality is real

And the earth is real;

And man is the pulse of reality
Living and dying

By the dictates of mysticism. 20

Or that all reality starts from man

And resides in him.

Or, probably, these probabilities

And deep thinking about reality are all nonsense
And Einstein was just a big joke. 25

1997
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AN ESSAY ON HOW WE DIE

It is pure truth:

We live so we can die:

An untainted testimony
That man is no god

But matter on earth 5

Each day we die
Even as we blink

We die as we live;

We die from knowing,

That we are in truth 10

Mortal and helpless,

With minds fraught

With ill thoughts and unchecked drives

We die from alien chemicals

As we drug ourselves to live 15
And as we try to bar

The incessant surge of age.

We die from the consciousness
Of the transition of life and death;
And we die even as we run from death.

The sorry story of Kamba

Tells this tale and hides not the fact:
As he escaped through his window
Away from the jaws of death
Pursued by a deadly assailant, 25
Ran into a speeding car

With no power against the time.
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So we die from the obsession

That death will in the end

Catch up with us 30

We die as we wrinkle

And dwindle to nothingness

Yes, we die even in healthy breath,

As death keeps crawling closer

At the age and time we may least expect,

Death, we should,

Or else must embrace,

Never in shameful cowardice

But in bravery and acceptance;

As death is life in transition. 40

2002
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7.0 LOVE AND DESPAIR

We do not know what urges love. But we know love is a
powerful force envied by any spiritual bond. The counterfeit of
love, our lustful cravings, often don't stand the test of time and
partners will swear there never was any bond even with clear
evidence of the products of love and love making. The most
powerful sword against any hate and cravings have always, in the
long run, been conquered by innocent love, whose piercing effect
will conjure neutrality and turn the enemy around. I love to love,
to share my love even if we are still to know what makes for true

love.

When creation was done, the final touch of adornment
was love which the Creator decorated the world with and that
becomes the secret of mankind’s most unconquerable strength.
Until love can glitter, despair rules the heart and we drift along
hankering to find whence we can find solitude and peace of heart.
So love is the fulcrum that powers the world. In fact it creates the
world and keeps its place.
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NOT YET MARRIED

Still not married
Still, at a bus stop,
Waiting for my turn
Single, unattached
A twig pricked heart 5
A fifth promise broken.
Your in-law; still wavering in the clouds.

My dear mom,

I'm living through the seventh year
After my schooling 10
Still in the marriage market,
Not yet married

Mummy the men today are no men

They fear to bear their crosses

More than they fear death. 15

They say I'm too much for them

That I know too much of the world

So I was tempted to take away all the books

From the living room so they don’t see

But for your kind exhortation 20

Not to live my life pleasing others

So mom, I'm living in the seventh year
Still not married

But don’t tell paapa just keep it,

Or he would say he told us so 25
When I refused to marry that friend of his
And we agreed to my studies.
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But these men!
They just come to hover around!
They tell me I look fine 30
They look me over and over
They praise my lower parts
They say many good things.
And when they come closer

And I go closer, 35

They ask for the fruit of love

And if you give them

They eat with strange aggression

But they won'’t marry me!

Dear mum, 40

My heart aches

I'm losing taste for men

They cheat me

They are cheats; nectar suckers
No remorse, insensitive; 45
Only want to keep sucking
Only sucking, sucking, people!

Mum, the [ifth promise is broken!
It was broken last X’mas;
Tall, fair, intelligent, rich; 50
Sweet, loving and kind too
But mom, not a different man
We ate and drank together
We were happy together
But he left. He walked off! 55

Dear mum,
My heart is broken,
My spirit is hurt
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Come quick for me

Something is happening to me 60
Am three decades old

And I want no man to touch me

They just keep telling lies
Always appearing different
The following day 65
Only like to eat, no pledge
Eating, eating and just eating

But mom, just listen to this
Just listen. Yesterday,
Only yesterday, 70
Dan, who you know well
He is now Dr. Bayou
After his studies abroad,
He came and knocked at my door
He came to say he was sorry 75
He says he wants me back.
He knelt crying and pleading,
He says 'm the only one
In this cruel whole wide world he loves
He kept crying and pleading like a child = so
And said he won’t travel any longer,
That he was foolish in his earlier decision

He has been pleading for a week now!

But mum, we can’t see

The heart of men in their faces, 85
And tears and pleas can be acted

I know that because I've lived it!
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So Mum,
You told me everything
But not what to do 90
When prodigal men come at dawn
Shamelessly pleading and kowtowing in tears
To amend repudiated love vows
So do write to me quickly,
Need I go closer? 95
Can pleas of men
Go beyond their faces of gloom?
Can this be another ploy
Or another fruit-eating adventure?

Yours sincerely
Your daughter,

POOSAH MAAMA
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OUR UNION

We have lived it all;

All these years

In love and in joy

Incubating a sacrilegious union

We have been 5
Through it all;
Blowing hot and cold

In temperamental protests
That cancel old vows

Of a union that 10

Has tasted

The anointment of God

We have lived it all;
When we risk the knot between us
Against unworthy temperaments 15

We have been secking

A destination

Of equilibrium;

A fair ground,

To grow out 20

Of our old selves,

To build a union

And to relish in its heights

1993
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MASSACRE OF LOVE

It is a massacre of love:

That through the years

We killed

The sprouting plant

And plucked the flowers 5
That would produce the seeds.

We lived our lives

By storm and steam

Cooked by our quick displeasures
To hurt ourselves 10

In truth

We are spoilt children;

Fixated in egocentric pleasures

Lost in the chimera of super humans
Crucifying those fingers 15
That feed us.

In moments of fulfillment

There is ecstatic bliss;

We roll ourselves in one,

Sharing our joys and pleasures 20
In one palpable tree

Held by one sturdy stem

In blissful happiness

Bred in the seven heavens.

Yet in Judas-like betrayal, 25
Our uneasy emotions,
Like wanton men
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In sporty pranks,

Drain us dry of all cares;
And empty our veins 30
Of their civility,

Disfiguring our union

And eroding its cares.

And in desperate search for ourselves
We peep and peep about 35
Through the window of life

Where we see the greens

Bearing flowers of hope

That dance to hopeful tunes.

We see sores being healed 40

By the caring presence of time,
And scars standing their grounds
To sign post former grudges
Healed by our forgiving spirits.

We see love 45

Carrying a banner,

Announcing peace

To us in multitude verses

That we will be saved from ourselves,

Away from unchecked choleric drives

Yesterday’s concordance songs
Would be sang today,

Planting lyrics of love

In moist hearts

To breed blooming bliss; 55

To liberate the soul of man from himself.
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DIRGES OF SHAME

In the hidden corner of the eye
Eager drops of tears

Shock a pulsating heart.

The heart in feign agony
Raised the crowbar 5
That broke into the vessel
That tore down a soul

Cannot now see how a tear
Could drop in any pity

In its defiance 10

The dirges pour

In songs without chorus
Throbbing of drums
Without rhythm

Sobs in vain agony 15
Crowds out genuine grief

Between two sides

Of fair and foul

The isles begin to sing

To tell how public grief 20

Turns private smiles

Yet the songs rank loud
Deep in the gorge
Commemorating a hero
Consumed in malice, 25
Rend to pieces

By the same mouths

That sing in grieve
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In that confined moment

Cast by ultimate grief 30
His fingers away from his gun
He fell, a corpse

In shroud inspired by trudging truth
Rises from the dead

To change the tunes to questions
About why dirges

Tell false stories,

About why hate with allies
Follow corpses to their graves
Wielding murderous daggers

In concealed fagade

But in momentous resolution
The truth pops up

to tell about the heart

that kills in smiles 45
and the betraying facade

that drops tears in
pretending dirges

and this is how truth grew
In revealing missions 50
From the unknown

To redeem the dead

To keep the balance

30* May, 2017

Celebrating Major Maxwell Mahama, A military officer
who was mistaken for an armed robber and viciously
stoned and beaten to death. Pressed to the death end, he
still did not use the pistol he wielded. His death was a big

shock to the Ghanaian populace
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DAWN ARSENAL ATTACK

Blood spots

Patched on

My bed spread;

My limbs itch

With fever splitting pain 5
I endure a feast on me

All night till dawn.

My Self torn to pieces;
Eaten by little flying witches
Sailing at night like planes 10
With long piercing pipes,
Needle shaped spears,

Sharp piercing tongues;
Piercing me deep,

Drinking of me. 15

Each night and dawn
Each night I sleep

They ride on the air

With powerful wings,

Squeezing through sieves; 20
Deploying at dusk,

Then at night and dawn

They descend

In combined force

With piercing spear pipes 25
Sucking me dry;

Injecting and infusing

Poisoned fluids into my body:
Parasite infested,
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Fever dominated, 30
Keeping me in bed,
Sick and weary,

Of malarial curses

These little flying things:
Perilous canny creatures —
Poised on offensive drive,
Grumbling and rumbling
Whirring in my ear

My unwelcome night vigil.

Little-lean-boneless-flying-beast,

What urges you on this
Unprovoked assault?

My drumming vulnerability?
The gaping drains?

Or is it my leaking roof or
Torn sieve windows?

I wonder!

1986
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THE EARTH REBORN

Old earth reborn:

Our union rethought

And we like the earth
Sprouting in blossoming greens
Happy in constant smiles 5
We keep in tune

Celebrating the joy of life
Healed from tortuous fires

Of the forest,

Where trees now regroup 10

It is the time of joyous reunion
Of man and Earth

A healed earth and a healed soul
Such a moment of bliss

That man has found 15
Much more meaning in life

Far in these uncertain jungles
That life happens in all forms
That life and bliss come
Undifferentiated to man and plant
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MAYA ANGELOU

She Sparkles from inner glows

She Sneaks into the depths of time

She Sprouts from the crux of knowledge

And brings to light the magic of music,

The purity of poetry, the worthiness of words. 5
She pours the beauty of language, the thrill of rhythm;
She delves into the soul of time

And conjures word order of timeless worth,
Sparkles and pours forth herself

To tell the secret of thoughts and hopes 10
Glittering with poetical effusions,

Breaking rocks into new realms of thoughts.

She conjures rhapsodies to build mansions in minds
To fire the spirits of men to conquer their woes
And rise to gain and rise to fame. 15

MAYA AGEL.OU, Mayor of rhythm —

Chanting in verse, of rhythmic prose and poetry;
She resides in the heart of the ancestral domicile
Where like a troubadour, she pours out herself,
Transcending all barriers of deprivation. 20

She speaks the words radiating from the ancestors
Who dwelleth in the unknown.

She is a prophet of the generation;

Walking into the depths of time to mould love
From past agonies of hate and cheat; 25
Chanting the weaver’s tune; Kro, Kro, hein;
Kro,hein, Kro, hein,Kro, Kro,

Kro, heein the ancestral weaver’s tune
Untouched by long journeys of time adversities.
She builds in us trust and hope 30

And leaves us at the discovery of self-knowledge.

Dedicated to Maya Angelou on her sparkling Poetry
Performance in Ghana, 1999.
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THE UNEARTHLY MEN

The unearthly men

Are never at ease on earth
They are fluid

And build their hopes

On mystery signs 5

Of the extraterrestrial
Whence unseen cords

Link earthly life.

They keep bewailing their lot
That they are soiled 10

In earthly sins

From the unknown pure
Where they first emerged
They take refuge in secret cults
That keep beckoning them

To their master spirit.

The Heaven’s Gate men

Are unearthly men

They climb into

The spirit world 20
Discarding their physical selves
In mass suicide options

To join Mystery flying objects
Into the higher plains of life.
They may have been 25
Inside the spirit world now

On board the vessel
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Flying them to the final destination
Of purity and of external life.

They die on earth 30

To gain entrance into the unearthly craft.

Men call that suicidal
'l‘hey call it “casting off the earth]y body”
To brave the journey into the pure.

So the thirty-nine inmates 35
Of the Heaven'’s Gate cult

Kcep roaming the spirit world
Through death options

Where true life exists.

They said the craft they died to board

40

Was trailing a comet with its glorious light

On route to heaven;

But defiant scientists

Point at a reflection of a giant star
With Comet Hale Bopp 45
Never a space craft

Of any higher order civilisation.

But the Heaven’s Gates men are gone
Swimming through space in spirit

To board the space craft 50

Sent by the Master Spirit to them.
They are the choice of the generation,
The people of God,

Sacrificing their souls to redeem themselves

From the lost world of God.

The Millenarian cult members in San Diego, USA who
committed suicide in March 1997 in order to link up with
a space craft supposed to have been sent by God. There
were 39 men and women in all and all belonged to the cult

called Heaven's Gate.
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CLIMBING WITH TEARS AND HOPE

Climbing in tears, the determined lot
Hands old from climbing coarse surfaces
Legs bold in attempting the impossible
With tears of pain and hope of success.

What has the judging spirit spelt out 5

In stock for the cold heavy hearts

Bowing and stooping low to distress?

It was a journey deep in grief but rich in hope!

The earth shall always quench its taste
With these loathly tears from which, loathing, I shrink. 10
With me, the more the brood over life’s defeat,

The more life is a pain, a heart tormenting twig.

So soothe the pain that makes me a temple,
And fill this vessel of pain with brave hopes
That we are coursing through this life 15
Knowing that tomorrow shall be full of joy.

These odd days!
I'look back to see the past, the past,
Foggy and least inspiring

But the morrow condensed in eventful bliss. 20

Once on my tortuous climbing journey

I was a butterfly flying among the best flowers;
Swimming in the cold sweet air

And sapping sweet nectar for joy. 25

Sweet memoir: It does no good!
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We climb looking into the future

Seeking to change the tearful gloom

Of dying souls in the midst of plenty

As I climb with hope smiling through tears

Be happy and stay hopeful

For when my firefly lights the path
With its eternal light

Our journeys will be smoother

And through these old odds 35
I shall build mansions in your mind
And you will find in yourself
Abundant glory in your honest labour

1987
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RESURRECTION
(A Sonnet)

Though not certain of all my life to come;
Though not certain of what comes next in life;
Though not still certain of what I am, yet

[am certain of one thing to come — Death.

I crave to climb the perfection ladder 5

[ crave to attain perfection to write.

And if this be not attained while I live,

And that which I am certain of happens,

Then I know my next abode; the graveyard —
And far deep will it be hidden away, 10
And while far away from my old dwelling,

[ would shout loud and long and spring hard out,
And unto earth will I come back mightier;

Writing in haste what should have been written.

1984 (Whilst in secondary school)
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SONNET TO THE DEAD LIVING

The dead living, you know well what you are:
One leg in the living world, the wise world,
Peopled with children who know everything;
Another in the world peopled with dead souls
Caught in the old intervening slumber. 5
Beyond your nose you conceive nothing bright
That would spur you on for a happier life;

But keep brooding over useless bygones

To break your swollen heart with more distress.
Oh, you dead living, I grieve for your lot. 10
Ought you not know that hopes outlive the man;
That a striving for the future builds life.

You are dead living, man, when you slumber

To the thought of the future; Wake up now!

1984
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PASSIONS ROCK ME

Gracious passionate desires

Are shaping me foul and ill
From the worlds of fine souls

To which rest my heart and soul.

Through the corridors of passions

I drank of the bitterness of self-reproach

Where [ no longer see myself
In the vessel I know so well.

Passionate instincts rock me cold
Rip me out of myself 10

To the bitter edge of shame
Where I squirm before the world

Moments of harmony exist though,
Between myself and my world,
When my within and my without

Shape me to taste a drop of divinity.

Yes, passions and lust rock me cold
To begrudge my chastity

But constancy keeps me clear
From the yawning jaws of shame

1996

264

15

20



51. $GMPe0 GSDEORR0N0 D),

BEPIOSZP &y 08

Ky BHHRAD Booarow

SHI wBend) (HHoso $rod

o e—sééé, KJ%)CSO‘SJO QB*od éKwéa:é&Ssdmé)

éﬁg‘gme 8580 st

S50 Do dgado Doy B0,
SISa N RISV

T e 3OS FR(SEL.

ﬁﬁgogﬁo“g) drararen &) SZ00 BJrow,
$K9) TR0 ED0D SFeaw

OS5 BEDS woHH

@B [BHoBo 0ot AoReerEEed J.

SRPEDPE> ;LTI Keen

&P T (BTl S

> e, T Jewde 559 Soeoeom
BX58E) Dot Ko Eed.

D, SR By esdHzron doore

T DABBLD BgBTEIo

Q, T Ddepde S8y T3 2000 SParHSBH0d
OSEPID 8590 8880 Ko 88%08.

265

- 1996



IGNORANCE THE BARRIER

If unity can’t break our boundaries,

If knowing ourselves can’t bridge our differences,
We can unite at heart and soul,

Though we may sit at the two ends of the globe,
Imitating some alien tongues, 5

Locked in the depths of ignorance of self-liberation

Ignorance is the barrier,

Ignorance our education —

Into which we plunge headlong,
Washing away our imaginings 10
Knowing not where we head for.

We do not understand!
It is all ignorance.

We must learn the truth
About who we are 15

When the story is told it must be to say:
We fail because we are ignorant.

1985
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