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I Am Soldier 
I value my life, but my colleague’s more
I have solemn responsibility to protect, even when taking camp chores
My responsibility is to safeguard life while risking mine
Why? Because I am soldier
I patrol coast lines far away from home in scorching sun
I spend sleepless nights for my people to sleep
Maybe I don’t enjoy it or perhaps I do
But I don’t complain, because I am a soldier
Sometimes I sit under tree to escape the sunshine
The shadow offer comfort in the unforgiving climate
Then the memories of my family comes in
The duty for the nation deprives me chance with my daughter,
Maybe, not my biological daughter.
You know as we protect life, some implant life back at home
But we might never know about or suspect it
Because as soldiers, trust is everything
And with no trust we win nothing
It is sunset, so I have to wear military gear
And begin night patrol, hoping not step on landmine,
Positivity drives us despair, because we are soldiers. 

Unwanted Child 
I have existed for only five months
But the debate surrounding my existence is ranging
For the pregnancy, my mother carry the blames
“I’m not ready for infancy,” my father claims
On the streets, I’m a subject of political interest
Two groups find over my rights to live
One argue I do not have right to life
Maybe, I am not human enough to have rights
Even those who support me do it because of their individual interest 
I wish they would ask me,
I too wish to live and experience the world
Make my decision and live with the consequence 
They forget they were just like me, not long ago
But again human are forgetful, and like burning
The bridges that once helped them.

Even after birth, I still remain unwanted
Father and mother are in constant argument over me
None of them wants to admit the responsibility for my existence
It is blame games all over, grandmother accuse mum of irresponsibility 
“I warned you,” grandmother occasionally tells mother
I watch all the drama and wish to walk away
Away to the land of unknown, and leave the with peace
But I’m just a six-month old child with nowhere to go
So, I have to persevere the severe pain that maim my nerves
Why? Because I am unwanted child of a teenage mother. 

I Will Conquer 
I shed my tears
As my only method to overcome my fear
Occasionally, I get overwhelmed 
By the emotions due to the loss
But soon there’ll be cheers
As wade like a duck upstream against the tides
With courage like a lion
 I will conquer, since yonder is Zion

My bones freak as I toil in the scorching sun 
But I have to carry on for my future and son
In these challenges, optimism is the driver
You either paddle or die, like a deep sea diver
Life is as good as cycling, and we’re like bikers
You stop riding, you die.
So, I have to keep toiling. 

My hope is in the heart, deep in the chest
Covered by the cotton wool vest
My Father holds me high
As I give my best before the rest
And soon I’ll thank him with a sigh as the end is nigh
Because I know I will conquer.




A Victim 
Whenever I pass people give weird look
Some even go as far touching my skin 
To confirm if it’s like their kin
But I bother less, and focus on dreams.
Moons ago I crossed the ocean and streams,
Pursuing my dream in the land of green pasture
The sailors told success stories in the multi-stories’ nation
However, the journey wasn’t smooth, as we ran out of money
The link between us and the sailors was cash, as it was the only catch
“No money, No journey.” Was the slogan

The tides hit the boats swaying them uncontrollably
Weak ones began to weep, shedding tears uncontrollably
But, there was no return to the dilapidated country.
As days goes go, we became hungry and angry
This hunger reminded me of the past.

My country was hit by conflicts and famine
The political class struggled for the meagre resources
Using as pawns in the political game
Then famine came, taking away all that was mine
But Still I pushed on, until one day I heard a knock at the door
Outside stood five holding their AK47 riffles
They were ready to punch my jaw
If I indicated any sign of rivals
Silently, I obliged to their demands as I murmur short prayers
It’s my lack that gave me the lucky survival
“What do we do with a poor man?” One asked before they moved out.
And that’s how I set out the distant shores
In search for opportunity. 



[bookmark: _GoBack]The Misleaders 
Elections are fast approaching as the feeble peace fades away
The politicians, in the usual colors are whipping emotions
Even those who could not address parliamentary motions
Are the loudest shouting about rigging in elections
But what does election mean to them?
To many, a win is an opportunity to wine and dine
And not to serve the poor voters 
It’s all about them till another election cycle.
Just like four years ago, they’re back with a circle
And choppers hovering above.
The angry hungry voters look above
Hopping for gift like Moses’ manna. 

The ethnic card is in play as the leaders balkanize their people
“Tribe X is your enemy,” is your enemy
And not them who have ruined the economy.
We, the gullible voters fall their preying antics 
Thus, start viewing neighbors with contempt.
Don’t forget we’ve lived five years in peace 
Well, not until we looked into politics.
“They are robbing and must be exterminated,” they say
Yet in real sense they are the real robbers.
But, no one dare say lest his life taken away.



























