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1. Infinite thoughts




Common flaw thinking we have enough time

Ergo we eat, release, sleep,

Read, sing and write some bad poetry.

Caught in the web of our own mystery.    



Nothing about the world’s existence makes sense

Except that it is there, or rather here... immense,

The quiddity of time for instance-

The one entity which never changes,

Yet enhances,

And for some enigmatic cause, we age.      



Time keeps on rolling all the way to infinity

The one place it may never reach, potentially,

But what if we’re on the infinite already?

Hence the endlessness cycle of life itself, steady and heavy.     



For some cause everything is balanced-

The concept of life and death, meat and teeth,

Love and hate, male and female, 

Hunger, food and toilet, a perpetual tale,

And barriers, language and race.    



They say God created everything

But where does God come from?

Did he or she... or it, just appear out of nowhere

And create a whole universe out of absolute nothing?      



Who wrote the stories, who crafted the names? 

Orange and green, brown and yellow,

The answering box remains empty and hollow

But more questions arise, a constant follow.      



Who came up with Nina, Spear, Tsitso or Oklahoma?

Tlhatlhamedupi, Kgolomodumo, Bogobe, Propaganda,

Ntukuduku, Xikwembu... Mamma Mia!

Why does John rhyme with George?

Where do the other days go, who knows?

Who knows the beginning, as life flows?

What is life, what purpose are we serving?

Are we here to eat, release, sleep,

Read and reproduce and respond to any kind of stimuli,

In an endless dance until we die?   



Truth is... or speculation

The system is rigged:

No mortal man knows even an ounce we’ve dug

Because we just came, and we are already going!    



I cannot help but to fiddle with these infinite thoughts,

Ever flowing,

And drive myself to endless madness,

Unknowing...  
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2. From afar

From afar I gazed 

Fed eyes enough to amazed,

Desired to sing heart and mind.

From afar I gazed...   

When near she came, 

Arose impeccable opportunity to say hello

But inferno cuddled up inside

And outside I froze... still trying - to hello.        

I grow fond of her everyday

Yet feel less of a man every time I sway,

I never shot my shot, eyed her in the eye

And told her my core - she makes me bling and fly...  

It pains that I cowered,

Hid behind bad blague, overpowered,

In fear of rejection by treasured.

From afar I still gaze, disheartened and measured.  

3. Captivated in chortles

I discern a nugatory void within

Festering like a neglected sin,

Nothing I do seems sufficient to occupy the vacant space

Which makes me wonder about whence has it been dug?  

Unflaggingly following a long river of flinty cogitations,

An antidote flogged, it is her chuckles I miss.

The beautiful mug I met at sundown

Her giggles cast a spell I can’t unseat.  

I burned my soup brooding if she’s fell fed.

Spend aeons reminiscing her laughter which is more elegant 

It beats the songbird

Heard from relaxing deep within the forest.  

The situation leaves me feeling like a child

Missing an uncle whose gifts beguile.

Her laughter lingers, sweet and pure,

Captivated in chortles, my heart’s allure.  



4. A tip of my heart 

I am not one for words  

So here goes a tip of my heart:  

I like how it feels to be loved by you

I cannot contain myself when you are near

I see you

And I feel a rush of emotions all at once

I do not know which one is which 

But it feels good that you make me tick.  

I am not one for words

But I am yours out of these many billion souls.  



5. Coke

So smooth and strong, strikes each core within,

Paralyses and mops the floor with me, a win.

A voice too pleasant, so addictive in its tone,

Can’t go a second without it, I’m never free.  

I am haunted by these whispers of delight,

Mesmerising tunes,

All to feel that harmonic heartbeat,

Sonic enchantment.  

Has me hooked like I’m on coke and nuts.

A vocal treasure, poets refer to as sweet melodies.

I finally found it echoing in my ears

Igniting infatuations and quelling all my fears.  

From my weak heart, rendering me helpless,

Overwhelmed with love, emotions so relentless,

Which amplifies feelings of bright futures.

Blooming in the softest light, happy dreams.  



6. Forbidden Flames

It’s wrong what we do, bad on so many levels,

You have yours, I have mine, the victims.

Yet here we are! In these tangles revels.  

Here we are with flames within our souls, burning bright.

Here we are smuggling bits of ourselves, hiding from sight,

Behind closed doors and curtains, in the silent of night.  

Here we are sneaking about like teenagers past curfew

Escorting that one beat of their fragile hearts, that ensue

Forbidden love, intense and true.  

We do it anyway, for the thrill, and the feel

To love what’s taboo, a dangerous deal,

For in the secrecy, our passions conceal.  

Thoughts of you run wild, can’t be controlled,

The urge to caress, a feeling so bold,

Overpowered by desire, our story unfolds behind a blind.  

I want you anyway despite morals that fray.

Social constraints can’t keep us away.

I-want-you anyway! Come what may. 

7. Jewels

A gem shone bright from the front porch

Sat quietly and swiftly as it reflected its bosoms’ torch.

A glimpse almost blinded my sight

But I am glad my eye was clutched tight.  

What does it await? I ponder and stare,

Conjecturing with a river of glances, here and there.

What if it’s a love trap cunningly laid?

A snare for the delicate, hearts mislaid...  

But my attention already drools over, desire inflamed...

I am going to steal it, my heart untamed.

Make its heart sync with mine, a rhythmic dance.

To this day, the gem in my hands, a trance.    

The gem is an egg, fragile and rare,

I will forever hold it with utmost care

For one mistake it shatters like glass

And all its treasures lost to the surface, a distant memory.  

It is safe only in my benign embrace.

I’m Gollum, and it’s my precious, my grace.

It is mine, and mine alone.

A treasure to cherish, a love of my own.  

8. Driven berserk

I am losing my mind

Playing with thoughts of her, her eyes so kind,

How it feels when she touches my hand

With soft and tender fingers, a feeling so grand.

I am going insane

Visualising her smile, contagious and plain.

I am losing my senses

Reminiscing her soothing voice, breaking all defences.

I am bananas

Looking at her pictures, her poses so glamourous.

Her curvy body in a yellow dress,

Exposing bits of herself, a sight to impress.  

I am officially bonkers

Now that she is here, my heart conquers.

Driven berserk, lips on mine

No clue how to curb this love so divine.  

I am now a certified madman

At the park with a hand in pocket and a huge grin,

Lost in the madness of love’s sweet sin.  



9. Poppy

There it lays, my sleeping beaut

More gorgeous in its slumber, truth.

In its alluring grin, I hang imprisoned.

My eyes confined in beauty’s vision.  

As its aesthetic visage calmly channels grace,

A gulp of air, I gaze upon its face

Like a scorpion trapped in glass,

Inaudible I am, perched on a rocking chair.

Easy on the eye, I remain consumed and weak.  

Is it dawn already, a dream’s demise? 

I realise I am leaving in my dream’s disguise

As sunrise settles on its messed raven hair,

I beam solo, caught unaware,

Baffled by the hue of one’s heart.

It is not love at first sight,

Nonetheless a leering event in the light.  

Love, as sweet as it may be,

Is mysteriously inexplicable.  

10.  Heroine

You taught what it means to give in,

To trust and love will all my being.

I was fleeting, and you unmuted me,

Created my zone of comfort, set me free.  

Reminded of the shade of my teeth,

You are the reason I shine out the darkness.

What more could I strive for?

You stepped in and I stopped whining.

The one at the mountain peak sees all,

Every time I tilt my pupils at you, I feel tall,

Like I’m on top of the world, 

Seeing all that is and not, the clear, open air.

The rich desires more

The poor want what they lack

The greed want it all

And here I am

Wondering what I am to do,

Since I want all of you.

I am not greedy nor wealthy,

Yet I take my steps with pride, my head help high

Belly leading my way, for I have what breeds the peace,

It’s priceless yet more precious, my worries cease.

I sleep like a baby knowing you’re near

Knowing you have my six, my dear.



11.  If I burn

No one chooses to fall in love,

The love no one understands

Hence the many writings thereof.

It picks us randomly, with playful hands.

I used to be happy, not extreme but at peace.

I was doing fine! Focused with a clear mind.

I thought my heartache would never cease,

No more dating, love left behind.  

Who wants to feel pain, always cry?

Oppressed by heartache and sorrow’s tide?

“I am never good enough”, my constant sigh,

“Not handsome enough, broke”, negative notions collide.  

I had given away all hope for love.

“I am done!” I said to myself, so sure

until one descended from above,

And my eyes met hers, a heart so pure.  

From just watching her walk down the park, so serene,

In tight blue jeans, and black sandals, ugly toes, no pretence,

Her gentle steps as if she did not want to hurt the lawn...

From then I knew I wasn’t done yet, in her presence   

For a moment my heart beat steadily,

As a rush washed over my body’s frame,

I’ve never felt more alive, so readily

in my entire life, ignited by her name.    

This is me “If I burn, I burn!”

Walking toward her, heart in a frenzy,

“If I die I die!” for her I yearn,

“If I burn, I burn! If I die, I die!” Intensely.  
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