
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Echoes

 of

MILITARY SOULS

A Collection of
Poems






Smashwords Edition






JERUSHA KANANU
MARETE






[image: tmp_9c52d7e5a1c63fad5e42bde5ed50687d_AwHk9Z_html_m7014485b.png]












MYSTERY BOOKS


Echoes of Military Souls

Copyright ©Jerusha Kananu
Marete, 2020.

The right by Jerusha Kananu
Marete to be identified as the author of this work has been
asserted in accordance with the international copyright laws and
Copyright Act Cap. 130 laws of Kenya.

All rights
reserved.

Except for use in any
review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in
part in any form is strictly forbidden without written permission
from the author.

Paperback Edition published
by Mystery Publishers Limited – 2020

Kindle Edition published by Mystery Books, an Imprint of Mystery
Publishers Limited – 2020

This Smashwords Edition published by Mystery Books, an Imprint of
Mystery Publishers Limited – 2020

Published by:

Mystery Books, an Imprint of

Mystery Publishers Limited

P.O. Box 18016 – 20100

Nakuru, Kenya

Tel: +254 718 429 184

Email:
publishing@mysterypublisherslimited.com

Website: www.mysterypublisherslimited.com

Cover Design ©Mystery
Books

Available from Mystery
Bookstore, Amazon, Kindle and other online retailers.












For


The fallen one:

When my hopes are
gone,

I pick yours and move on.

Sleep saintly.











All soldiers’
families:

Every time you watch them
leave

You know not if to smile or wail;

But trust me, dear ones,

Whether yours is standing or fallen

They would be happy if you smiled.
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FOREWORD

 


 


FREEDOM IS NOT COMPLIMENTARY.
There are valiant men and women who defrayed the cost with the most
prized asset of all—their lives. For generations, the men and women
who serve in our armed forces, in times of both peace and war, have
helped safeguard the invaluable gift of freedom that citizens of
various countries enjoy daily.

Every other day, hundreds of
soldiers throughout the world never return home; perish fighting
for their country. Apart from the threat of ‘ordinary wars’, the
world faces a monstrous threat in the form of a global network of
terrorists dead set on exacting as much ache and affliction as they
possibly can.

The poems herein are a delightful
way of recognizing and venerating those who gave their lives for
their nations.

Every life lost is a tragedy. It
is a loss to the military, the nations they serve, and to their
families who grieve. Words prudently chosen and deftly strung
together powerfully capture emotions accruing from the demise of
service men from close relatives, friends, and communities
wherefrom the deceased military persons originated. These words
subsequently niftily become symbolic highlights—a parade of colors
and wreaths, befitting gun salute.

Prof. John
Mugubi
 Dean Kenyatta
University

School of Creative and Performing Arts,

Film and Media Studies












 Praise for Echoes of Military
Souls











A soulful, wrench-full, and
insightful capture of the intrigues of a military life. Each page
permeates the deep chords that hold the doors to emotions. One who
has been in combat will easily relate.

Tom Jimbo






The imagination is masterful and
the narration is suspenseful.

M'Kiaira Kimathi Miriti, PhD

Lexington, KY, USA






Jerusha Kananu has demonstrated
her prowess ... the anthology whose pre-occupational themes centred
on the Military has proven that they (soldiers) are human like
us.

Abubakar Salihu , Assistant
Lecturer of

English literature, Department of English and

Literary Studies, Bauchi State University, Gadau,
Nigeria.






This poetry collection is relevant
to all nations at war because it encourages soldiers on duty to
soldier on.

Kariuki wa
Nyamu
Daily Nation
writer and

Winner of Babishai 2017 Haiku Prize






Echoes of Military Souls is a
power-packed package of art that promises to keep you on the edge
of your seat. It is a rollercoaster stream of emotion.

Richard Mbuthia

Teacher, Poet, Motivational Speaker






This book captures aptly the fate
of military workmanship where, like couples down the aisle,
soldiers leave for war, with unbeknown fate awaiting them ... The
psychological, paralytic and depressive inertia that soldiers
undergo can't be expressed in ways better than in Echoes of
Military Souls.

Safari Mwakabi

Freelance Writer
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This is a book illuminating the
paradox of life as it offers to all and sundry a litany of fine
insights like fingers of a youth tracing indelible truths on the
sands of time. It is a reading I prescribe to the public without
reservations.

Wanjohi wa Makokha,

Kenyan poet and author, Nest of
Stones (2010)






When reading the poems, one feels
the fear of poetry evaporate and sees images that are like film,
feelings and thoughts that are picturesque. I see not just readable
or speakable poems, but short films waiting to be made from most of
Jerusha's poetry.

Simiyu Barasa, filmmaker,
Kenya

















The
Promise











This dark grave is still
silent

Even with the fresh flowers I
brought

How have you been my
soldier?

I look calm on the outside; inside I’m
turbulent

Have been begging the
potter

To take away my torment

I miss you darling.






I came to your resting
place

Expecting a miracle

Of your lips to taste.

There is silence of a
tabernacle

I can’t help being
delusional

How can I avoid being
emotional?

I miss you darling.






Norman,

Our son came along

Now a grown man,

You have been gone so long.

From the other side; look at him,
isn’t he adorable?

“I love you, Mom,” he
tells me.

Just like you, he is
amiable—

We miss you darling.






Mother is growing old too
fast,

She bleeds inside;

Tell her not to fail the
test,

And leave us behind

Tell her it is too early to
rest.

We miss you darling.






She dreams louder at night.

Calls your late father

I am affright

Each day she drifts further

Her conversations slight

Her eyes teary, she is in a
fight

We miss you darling






Tell father we don’t want to be
alone

Tell him to stop calling
Mum

We will be shattered if she be
gone

Although she is often mum

Without her we will be
forlorn

Norman,

The world is crashing under my
shoulder,

All the people I revered

Are now a shredder

Their honor life has
battered

I miss you darling.






“Mummy, we have to
go

I know you miss Daddy,

I miss him too.

Do not cry

I came to promise him

That I will take care of
you.

Grandma is alone

C’mon, let’s go, Mom.”






See you, Norman

I miss you darling.













Biting Betrayal











Two soldiers left for the
war,

Left their betrothed in the
cold;

Not to lay a whore they
swore

Not to have their morals
sold

Promised to be true to the
core.






Judas kissed his betrothed

Samson’s was in the house.

They marched to fight in the fierce
war,

Their promise they kept

The weddings awaited.






Their betrothed too had
promised

To boldly bear the biting
cold;

Their lips unkissed,

Their pillows unoccupied,

Their hearts in the war

Trailing their beloved
soldiers

Not to be laid, they
promised.

At the worst of times:

Loneliness gnaws

Vows are broken—

War brides running the naked
fields

Under the rain of falling
bombs

New love’s found.






She wished she were a gun

For Judas to carry her
around;

Samson disapproved:

“You betray thy betrothed
with a kiss?!”

Samson asked Judas.

“It was just a kiss,” he
retorted.






The kiss

Nights of carousal

Months of romance

The war ravaged

So did pleasure.






This war, lost twice by those left
behind—

Judas’ bride won

Her promise

While Samson’s had dark knights for
nights.






The war, won by those on the
battlefront

Ended, heroes to get back
home

War wives abandoned

For weddings waiting,

And hurts unknown.






Hearts strong in love danced and
whooped in joy

Hearts unbeknown of hurt coming
oblivious:

Samson didn’t have the
heart

To break the news

Of Judas’ kiss of betrayal

While his beloved

Loved it in the neighbor’s
arms.
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