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Bangtar The MVP, born Thabang Mokgeseng from South Africa in the Free State – Botshabelo. An Author of The Rhythmic Strings (Poetry Anthology), compiler of City Of Love poetry anthology, Co – Author and compiler of a poetry anthology e-book titled “Valor Of Our Voices”, available on Amazon. A lyricist, and a communicational science graduate at University of South Africa (UNISA). Started writing poems at the age of 16, inspired at the fifth Grade by my then English teacher - Mr. Moloi. He would give us random poems to recite Infront of the class as part of the orals, I remember the poem titled “The Dreamer”. I read poems of the famous poets like Maya Angelou, William Shakespeare, Langston Hughes, Claude McKay, Paul Laurence Dunbar and more. I dream to write till my pen ignite fire, resurrected back to Earth to write what has never been written before. I kneel to El, respect the Elohim.
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I don't forget I existed,
In the world that was twisted,
Played in the dirt of their race,
Put upon the tongue as disgrace
Spit on as I walked past them,
Neglected by my own fam,
Remember I was sexually used,
Remember I was constantly fooled
In history I was called a terrorist,
Recall they put me in a most hated list,
In public spaces I was looked so down,
As I pass their faces will frown
In my thighs of heavens I was raped,
Televised nationwide cause I was taped,
My woman pride was snatched,
And my rights were not allowed to hatch
My disability was laughed at,
Their happiness was built on my hurt,
To my grave the world was in joy,
As I was called a mischievous boy
Oh my skin color caused me hate,
Oh I suffered in the lynching fate,
My land was stolen before my eyes,
And in history they covered their lies
The way I dressed aroused their lust,
And everywhere I was sexually harassed,
Excluded in my own native land,
By whip I was dried like a sand
In Life I was chased out,
Because my success was soon to sprout,
In songs I was discriminated,
Because my existence was hated
As I was young,
An orphan - my childhood never sung
Because I was a man I was born filthy,
In every crime I was judged guilty
And when my body rested,
Still my remains were tested,
My gold was sold,
Oh I look, by mile of death they smile!
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The man spoke, after the night broke,
in closed doors, some places are no more,
decayed are memories and precious stories,
warmth so cold like night and been told—
more shivering is soon to stink underwing
Where they went? Oh, with their kind scent!
Holes dug, rotten remains as night rips apart,
so long train journeying in this terrain—
rocky hour, saddening, oh their words devour,
as the day soon to be born, still, all is torn!
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Oh, I tried to assassinate myself,
but something talked me down so kind,
so sweet words that I am the elf,
so when I am gone, they will lose their mind,
it played in my head like a sweet song—
It can't stop to air in my thoughts,
drowning in the hopeful odds!
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In the judgement day—
I'll raise my right hand like Martin Luther,
And stand before Him and billion angels,
Like I'm addressing the speech "I Have A Dream",
That the ghost of the past, don't hunt me,
Put fuel to my sins and all the sit ins I took—
Fighting for freedom in search of my wisdom
In the judgement I'll stand like any man—
Whom lived in the darkness fearing ghosts,
I shall be judged as I testify my cooked pots,
And all the sacrifices saving my own shell,
And when judgement day come tomorrow,
All I hope is to be judged fairly even if executed to hell!
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Cut me a slice, of justice -
Feed me independence, from this chains
Walk me to the haven's realms
Feel what I feels, locate my desires
Cut me a slice, of justice -
Take me by a warm hand, to their very end,
Take the word to execute your call,
Navigate my freedom from all
Cut me a slice, of justice -
Unwrap all my wrapped packages,
Free me from all the world's cages,
Save me from the hands of sacrifice
Cut me a slice, of justice -
Regardless of my crimes,
But in this tearing times,
All I need is fairly justice
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In the palms of your eyes,
I glued to search for paradise,
A place myself can freely roam,
Dive with peace and call it a home
My life story hasn't been a perfect rose,
Until I met you and we've became close,
Now that I feel your warmth from within,
I feel like I need all from all your within
The love you feed my soul so sweetheart,
Oh being with me unconditional such an art,
I can never repay your comfort you give,
And all the love from you that I receive
But In you I've found a sunshine,
A sweet taste of your love such a wine,
That quenches all that is stuck in my soul,
In my chest you came to fill my broken hole
The ghost of the past shy away now,
You came with the future to spark me a glow,
That freed me from all the cold wilderness,
Oh you're my freedom of joy I confess
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Funerals are outdated, have my
remains cremated
in the hands of fire, let my existence
drown as I burn like a tire
my bones of steel, have them melt
like lava or burning wheel
Funerals are outdated, have my
remains cremated
in the ninth morning that I can't have,
let an ocean be my grave
far away in the coastline, whereby
my ancestors drowned so fine
Funerals are outdated, have my
remains cremated
with The Rhythmic Strings, as
the gas fires sings
In the sand I shall nest, as my remains
are separated from the rest
Funerals are outdated, have my
remains cremated
save me from the dark hole, that's dug
six feet and feed on my whole
save me from being studied, and being
in the tearing crowd to be buried
Funerals are outdated, have my
remains cremated
help me to escape their lies, 'cause I am
no more they shall shine with lies
help them not to come to preach, the word
I sanctioned to live to teach
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How will history judge a poet—
By his heroic narrated sonnet?
Or by his touch of elegant rhymes,
That is charming in every stanza lines?
How will history remember his poem—
That spread like love in every broken home?
Or by his prose that smells exact like a rose?
Can his words be a symbolic to those?
Can history televise him with other artists?
Or is it such a must to write only hits—
That are iconic, revolutionary like Shakespeare?
For he be remembered in everywhere!
What shall makes him fly with the flock?
The poets, televised, in every clock!
Shall a poet be respected in his absence of death,
And be worshipped like He here on Earth?
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Oh my ancestors from the other side,
I feel your souls within my soul so wide,
And in the thin air I see your expanded arm,
Your protection saving me from harm
I can sense your presence from afar,
The subject I know I'm not abandoned star,
In there face of the morning tearing all alone—
In the drums of our skins I feel your tone
They thought I'm your lost breed,
Roaming so free like a fallen seed,
Clueless about the pack living within,
The army is bold so I'll forever win
The destiny you prepared with the candles,
Oh so free I shall walk with my sandals,
Victory is for those destiny inked their names,
So long togetherness we shall reigns
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