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  Poetry


The Rain Money 
They say what? 
They say the looters 
Have upped their game 
How could they loot 
The money for the rains? 
Now the land is dry and dying 
If you thought this were a laughing matter
—think of the dying cattle and maize plants 
Think of the unbearable heat, and the possibility of people 
starving to death because of such ‘looting’

Ambivalent Participants 
They joined the falling queue  
of tired voters who felt like  
unenviable and ambivalent  
participants in an arranged 
matrimony of convenience 

Body And Soul 
When she attended the University of  Body and Soul  
though peculiar and personal  
she was taken to places that 
were a part and a parcel of the 
human experience, of cultural revival, 
a transition to adulthood   
She had the potential and the power  
to think beyond the box 
beyond the boundaries  
of the seen and known 
beyond the ordinary  
and the naïve 

Surrounded By Chariots Of Fire 
Her name was Busisiwe 
The young girl who 
penned books with charm 
and wit 
Without a bit of fear or 
favour travelling to 
unprecedented
destinations of literary fineness, 
genuineness 
and fairness  
At the first light of dawn 
when she woke up to the 
presence of scary soldiers  
on horses and chariots 
alive with their artillery 
and all sorts of surveillance  
it dawned on her that she 
was besieged on trumped-up 
charges and had to pray 
with the full knowledge  
and conviction of one  
untouchable and fearless  
by virtue of being surrounded 
by her divine outnumbering  
soldiers and chariots of fire

Go Girl Go! 
Thandekile—is her name, 
maybe she should be  
called a woman  
of many talents, 
tasks and faces. 
Her novel: Flying Rivers 
Flying off the shelves 
Once again you have 
to hand it to this  
superb talk show queen. 
Versatility is her middle name, 
the eye feels awe at her
 abilities, and tastes 
and triumphs a virtuosity only 
matched by her curiosity.  
Her sensibilities shine through 
her books and acting and talking 
young but in her music  
radiates a kind of lifetime  
intelligence and maturity.

Moonlighting 
Continental Massacre 
was his ‘stage’ name 
Some said he was a joke 
massacring his new name  
by being a clear claimant  
but he said he was not 
He said he was a writer 
and a wonderful musician
yet he neither sang a song 
nor wrote a poem or a story 
People asked what was under his 
belt as a writer or a musician 
but he never stopped claiming to be 
moonlighting, not daydreaming! 

 Waiters `N Pain  
They waited 
And waited 
Until they 
Became  
Waiters 
`n  
Vain and pain

The Hyperactive Bazooka  
The heart thuds as tropical cyclones spin 
Ears quiver under the bazooka of oceanic turbulences  
How could the Pacific Ocean pull 
off such an awe-inspiring feat?

The Folly Of Power And Prestige  
Policy pranks  
policy nightmares  
as they say one thing 
and do the another 
they wheel and deal 
power and prestige theirs 
they have turned around 
too many times and too fast  
they don`t know where to stop 
how to stop or what to do 
they`re dizzy in a their flighty world as 
they preach the good gospel of success

Kikiki 
the so-called W-jackasses were having the last 
laugh kikiki…they exploded reading about a myriad of
challenges bedevilling the people 
from reeling road networks to 
dead hospitals and industries  
banks and farms of confusion.

Mpala`s Dilemma 
His neighbour`s acute poverty  
Had to be a blessing in disguise  
If he parted with just two goats 
And two sacks of mealie meal 
Mpala`s neighbour and friend 
Would not hesitate to give  
Him a wife after the desertion 
Of Mrs. Mpala to Johannesburg  
That Zodwa was a minor and hence 
Not of marriageable age was no issue 
Mpala knew about Ndlela`s soft spot 
He also knew about the law`s weakness 
Anyway, his was not going to be the first 
And last child marriage in the small 
village 
Indeed Ndlela gladly accepted the gifts 
And ordered Zodwa to follow ‘her’ 
Mpala
But Zodwa had other ideas her ideas  
She followed in the footsteps of Mrs. Mpala 

Sailing Through  
when winds whisper secrets into 
ears of the twittering birds the 
fragrance of blooming flowers 
dances its way into the nostrils of 
lovers and enables them to sail 
through thought and distance and 
water and time and clouds into 
bliss so eternal but short

My Friend From Overseas  
He says he wants to visit game sanctuaries and heritage sites  
in my country in particular and in Africa in general. 
He also wants me to take him to interactive 
museums and the rural areas and to the herbalists as well. 
I promise to take him on guided game drives to wildlife
conservations where he would see the well-loved 
springbok, zebra, cheetah, giraffe and other 
animals. He asks me whether he would see lions as well. 
I advise him not to worry: plenty of them. 
But when he asks me whether it would 
be a good idea for him to stroke some of  
those animals, I say: at your risk, friend! 

Of Course 
He travelled until he reached Egodini. It was not 
Bulawayo`s famous ET Taxi rank. It was the 
Avoka police station, a place that was infamous 
for being a torture chamber  for the Rhodesian 
soldiers. The soldiers used to brutalise the 
communities for various  reasons, including 
being spies or supporters or protectors of the 
freedom fighters. As Ndlela strode past the gate 
near a wall of soil his eyes fell on a lonely 
locked water tap on his right. He counted 
himself lucky when a young woman in civilian 
clothes unlocked it and let the water cascade 
into her oldish plastic bucket. The day was so 
hot that he was sweating and yearning to quench 
his thirst for a while. It was not to be 
because the young lady told him that the tap water on 
that particular day was too dirty for 
human consumption. Mouth dry, saddened he walked 
along the wall of soil until buildings appeared. 
The buildings were still Rhodesian in 
many aspects because their state of paleness and 
dereliction told one of a story of not having
been renovated or painted since the 1970s.
There was no single new building except for a 
new tractor next to a disused structure. That 
sight brutalised the mind of Ndlela. Was there 
about as much chance of new buildings or 
renovations being seen in the near future as
 donkeys in-flight? On entering what looked 
like an unloved balcony he saw four officers 
chatting of course in their own language.
“Please help me with a letter that 
enables me to sell my cattle he requested.  
“We`ve run out of those serialized forms,” 
was the stony response from one of the 
officers of course—in his language. How could 
they say they did not have such essential 
stationery? He dragged himself away from 
them angry,  
feeling short-changed and 
helpless. Such lack and the 
paleness of the buildings and the 
stoniness of the officers brutalised 
him like a torture zone. 
What a “heinous helpless hole”.  
Of course such was the place
they called Egodini in Avoka.

The Charge Sheet 
the charge sheet was full of 
shame the shit of management and 
all 
the unaudited financial statements  
screamed of violations and 
disgrace 
the world`s most beautiful game was 
dirtied and brought into disrepute  
the team was slapped with a global ban 
a motion revoked the culprit`s mandate

Fleeing Flies 
Come on people`s Sniffer Dog 
What about this mugging or 
rot? 
Prowlers on people`s poor yards 
Fat felonious flies at the 
airports
Pounce on them before they fly out 
Dash and drag them out of their 
hideouts

The Lavish Reward  
always brought bootie 
home as a hoodlum  
thereby pauperising  
the innocent citizens  
an official he belonged 
to the elitists and influential 
but one day his wife told him 
that whoever refused to hear 
the cry of the poor would also cry  
himself but would not be 
answered 
she said she wanted to say the 
truth because such truth set one 
free 
but the hooligan would have none of 
it as he continued looting and lying 
one day while feasting on a lavish meal 
he choked and cried out for assistance
but the poor waitrons were unmoved  
he barked of flexing his big muscles  
then a bout of convulsions seized him 
until he fell down and breathed his last

The Pastor’s Occupation  
He seemed to be more concerned with 
the business of making money than 
converting people into sainthood. 

Let It Be Clear 
I will not have a total stranger 
Tell me what to do in my home
What TV programmes to watch 
What useless meetings to 
attend 
What food to eat or what clothes 
To buy and where to get them 
I will not have a complete fossil  
Push me to live in the dead past 
I will not have mad morons sing  
Meaningless songs into my ears 
I will not have infamous 
arsonists burn down the huts of 
the poor 
In the name of warming them up 
or building them better houses 
I will not have forces of annihilation  
celebrate their vice in the vicinity
I will not have that obsolete garbage  
I will not have that patience again

A Nasty Surprise 
The two fighters rolled on the sticky 
floor, punching and panting inside a loo. 
Sitshengi was pressed but she 
halted and tried to figure 
out what the hullabaloo 
was about. It turned out 
that the root cause of  
the commotion was 
the dirtiness of that 
public toilet. “How 
dare her to accuse  
me of messing on 
the floor, “said one  
lady who was raining 
blows on the other sister 
whom she had pinned 
under her legs. They trolled 
on the messy floor like some  
unhygienic beetle rolling the dung to 
its unidentified distant destination. 

What The Game Changers Said  
do you have an idea about the extent to which you
can change things for the betterment of humanity? 
you are powerful and blessed beyond measure just 
take your calling and unleash it into abundance 

And …These Are Men 
At a street corner 
Flash flash flash 
On the tree trunks 
Flash flash flash 
On the walls 
Flash flash flash 
At the back of a bottlestore 
They flash and flash and 
flash 
The street corner says 
odour has cornered it for 
too long 
The tree trunks say all 
they want is water-not 
urine! 
The bottlestore is lobbying for 
a penalty against such men 
Is it not time these men zipped up 
and looked for toilets for flashing?

Clinging To Cleanness 
A flashed bowl 
Lies in sanitation 
Unleashed disease 
Dies in suffocation 

Father`s Generosity  
It was a funny kind of open-handedness  
But the child who was boasting to his 
School mates felt blessed and happy 
Even if the father talked and talked 
Until sleep seized him into silence After 
his beer drinking sprees 
When the old man was drunk 
He threw money all over  
The place and his son 
Had plenty of pocket 
Money to flaunt  
At school.

Emma`s Fall 
She descended the stairs 
of her lofty ideas about 
an exquisite relationship 
and that move cost her 
reprimands from her 
friend for being too 
unassuming 
to attract a serious suitor.
When a small man  
whispered a little greeting  
she trembled and lost balance  
as a storm of emotions speared 
through her heart, ratcheting up 
a fire whose scent was potent. 
When he touched her 
it was the masculine scent of 
his skin she could not resist as 
she could smell the potency of love on his breath, and  
the future of their chats in his voice.
When she fell he cuddled her
she fell into his arms, into 
his heart, into his care and 
into their world, and ascended into 
a sumptuous queenship only 
thriving on the grace of love.

Fluffed Chance 
Despite his father`s best intentions 
To allow him to work again after 
The
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