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“Livet maa forstaaes baglaens, men maa leves forlaens.”

Søren Kierkegaard, 1843.




“Life can only be understood backwards but it must be lived forwards.”
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​Author’s Reflection


Stars have been there since the beginning of the earth, they know a lot of secrets that we do not know about the world and us, moreover, they can offer insightful advice on how they manage to shine and hang throughout the years, and still manage to show up every night even when the clouds overcast the beautiful sky.




My previous experiences, on-going life lessons and expectations of the future, have inspired me to write this book. These are the general pillars of life that transform life of any human being; The past experiences provide lessons, the present provides opportunities, while the future motivates us to utilize well the present opportunities, and through these pillars one can create a meaningful life.




As you are about to read this book, you should know that metaphors and symbolisms have been heavily used in this masterpiece; I have no doubts in your abilities to decode them and I believe you are going to have much fun as you explore this journey. These are my final takes, be curious, try every positive thing you think of, be optimistic, and most importantly, utilize well the peace at night, consult the stars and discover the light in your heart. Enjoy●!!



Melchizedeck Kakese


The Author
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​PART I: REVOLUTIONS
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(Poetry)

​Venus

I was born in silence,

Son of the ancient cloud of fire; The supernova,


A wandering truth with restless desire. Venus was my name, second one in line a step away from God’s hottest design.




I joined them in the dark, And their whispers caved my class

And filled my brain with question marks that curved my path.

“Rise”, they said, “You’re beyond what you see, More than a body in gravity.”


I was amazed,

I never knew constellations could sing. Attentive I was drawn to Heavens, Waiting for melodies they’d bring.
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Now I am morning, I am evening light A dual star and the hottest planet.

A burning paradox in a velvet night, Beautifying the sky and the Heaven’s carpet.

So, hear this truth;

You are both the journey and work of your heart, Listen to the skies,

And be a work of art. Listen to the stars, And never fall apart,

they talk to us every single night, Pay attention to them,

And discover the light in your heart.
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​Black Sisters

They drew the map with the berlin ink, And chopped the land that was yet to think, miles away from wisdom.

Populated by sisters who sold their homes, Thinking hosting strangers is a privilege

Making different languages share a common cry, In the name of freedom.

It is the cry that made you sisters, siblings with a common demand. The struggle made you ambitious, to rise,

To build, and to understand.

––––––––
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Yet,

the sister who needed everyone’s comfort has turned her head


flinching at unfamiliar plea, Forgetting she was part of everyone’s prayer.
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She’s proud, and obsessed with her progress;

Accusing her siblings for making her jobless.

She doesn’t recognize them anymore, She calls them foreign,

She’s proud after being sovereign. ‘What has happened to you sister?’, ‘Sisi hatujaja kwa vita’

They cry

‘You are thieves.’, she replies.

––––––––
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Hear me children of the rainbow, The past sketches the present And the present paints tomorrow.

These are your sisters;

During the storm they were your umbrella – They cried with you for Nelson Mandela.

If you won’t listen, it is fine

But you should know that no nation Is built by hate’s design.
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​The Sleepless Gibbous

Two days away from end Yet everyone is sober,

Careful with everything they spend What a strange end of October! Crescent should’ve told me this; blood-red sorrow is about to fall,

A paradise is about to become a killing hall.

Gibbous!

‘Among them wants to take the oath, Bath their blood,

and undermine human worth.’ Crescent should’ve told me that.

Now I see a graveyard!

a deep pit of unimaginable scale.

This is very bad!

I see a tampered ground

Where merchants once did sing and trade

Now covers leaders of the ring, killed by the brigade.
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What a horror tale!

Are these even crowns?

Thrones decorated by tears of the innocent Who were made pawns,

By a foolish omniscient, An old girl with horns,

Who thinks she’s omnipotent!

What a terrifying tale!

––––––––
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Though the stolen sceptre darkeneth the sun my eyelids have never closed,

And I’ll pay you accordingly.

Yet mark thee well, Though night shall be long,


My time shall mock this type of glory, I’ll shall bring the dawn, and end this spell.

As long as I exist, then you don’t have to worry.
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​Gravity Of Dreams

God gave Man soul attached to a wish, And through that wish,

Man should make his mind And try not to perish.

Man was born with soul Knowing not a single wish God finds ways to talk to man

But Man, knows nothing about God.

He sinks in the sea of flavors of the temporary world.

Once a brilliant animal in the universe Has turned his soul into currency Bartering for short-term pleasures.

He thinks his soul is a seed Sows it to expect an eternal tree.

Once the caretaker of the holy garden Is now trying to convince men

who know nothing about the wish,
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and chase women

who make him look foolish; like the way they did in Eden – why Man this foolish?

Man wakes up every day amnestic,

With a blank mind, yet portrays his body majestic.

He remembers nothing crucial But the chase by flying cows, Or the chase by the grim reaper

All just to distract God’s whisper.

––––––––
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Man lives unconscious, spending his soul Knowing not how precious it’s.

God gave man soul God gave man body God gave man wisdom

Man shouldn’t make his mind and seek freedom,



––––––––
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God gave man soul attached to a wish,
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And through his dreams, This wish will unleash.

Only God knows this Man’s story,

The day this Man understands God’s language He’ll stop being the devil’s garbage,

And become a fountain in Heaven Or beautiful flowers,

That make up the Garden of Eden.

––––––––
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Let every soul take heed of this, Behind every dream, there’s The Gravity of Dreams.
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​Echoes of Congo

The earth moans in Katanga’s veins, gold and cobalt,

prompt blood-stained gains. Children dig where rivers cry,

With dust in their hands – their dreams run dry.

––––––––
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A balloon inflated by hope of a rich future Ends up with a puncture.

Drums no longer call to dance, they thunder now in ambush stance. Villages burn, victims are the unborn,


The future has run, the bullets have won.

The mountain hides its emerald face, beneath the ash of stolen place.


Kinshasa prays, Goma bleeds, men trade diamonds for their creeds.

And yet through the smoke
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a mother hums,

her lullabies defying the guns.

Seeds break the stones, insisting rebirth, A remainder of Congo’s worth.

So, who will listen, who will see?


The river carries prophecy. For every shadow, every scar, the Congo knows who they are.
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Promises

Quiet you stand,

blindfolded by suspense, doomed by limerence.

Over casted by a cloud of love as I prepare the life I crave; Two hearts in class,

Ready for the last dance one final bell,

ringing in words we’ll never tell.

––––––––
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You say goodbye, but not the end, Your heart reminds you how big I am; Too big to fit in your zone of friendship,


Yet too young to fulfil the promise of courtship.

The oceans wait below the dividing skies and still, you swear,

‘Love will be our guide’,

I hope those are not lies,

’No matter what, our hearts won't divide’ – you insist,
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in my ventricles you already exist. You promise me you’ll stay the same,

I promise you in my heart I’ll keep your name, and search for you across distant lands, With hope still burning in my hands.



Hold this truth once more when nights feel long

just remember that; you are my forevermore, The tune and the spirits of my favorite song. Though far I go, the love is genuine and true Even the ahead road I choose,

It still leads to you.
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​Stories by The Wind

They said peace was a tired song too soft for hungry ears.

Now the drums have eaten the melody, and no one remembers a word.

Leaders whisper to empty thrones; their crowns have been cursed by God.


Men trade stories for survival, and the dust record what men deny.

Rivers remember laughter

how it once washed the streets, like rain.

Now even water fears reflection, for it mirrors what it cannot forgive.




In the ruins, shadows are the child’s play,


calling them friends of the old world.

And every night, the wind retells how they were cursed by God.
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​Men of Diamonds and Gold

God creates equal men Born from soil and nothing Not a penny did they have

But a promise to rule with love,

––––––––
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The reptile proves the existence of bad wisdom, And the wise lizard falls victim

And becomes pawn of the wizard; Who trenches men to fall,

And fetch them with their souls.

Pain arises

And as curse it returns,

It drags men to the pit of comfort To trust fate and deny responsibility

Tempts men to claim, fault is not theirs And forget who are the key players.


O men of diamonds and gold, By God,
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All rocks were created equal And so, you were

All trees were created equal And so, you were

Heat made courageous rocks go gold While rain made strong trees go green. Link to the past, the lessons a free, Pressure makes you bold

While heat makes you young, even if you are old.


Be as hopeful as the stars Let the light out of you heart And make the night bright

In every man’s heart there is gold Go look for the diamonds and gold.
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​Men of fault and comfort.

Dear men of fault,

God created choice-full equal men, deny default and go insane.

heat and pressure make you precious let your brains melt and impact be felt

grow your wings, and reach glorious heights Accept the pain, but guard your fortress Embrace the pain and trust the process

Dear men of comfort,

we have never seen your effort

It’s time to write your story, so grab the pen And act like kings, not pawns of men.
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​Deadman’s Correspondence to Alkebulan


Wealth was spilling out Like water from fish’s mouth


In that city that was humbled by God. ‘I’ve never seen a place this blessed.’, The new men confessed.

The land was surfaced by gold,

And occupied by nomads

who believed everything they were told.

Your forefathers had a weakness In the name of kindness.

Trusting visitors and giving them more, Was part of their nature.

Releasing herds of cattle in exchange of wine then let them cross the line

was the commonest version of dumbness, the new men called it bogusness.

Their cries flooded rivers, From Nile to Limpopo
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Light was dimmed by grief of fed-up pawns From Cairo to Cape town.

Long didn’t last

For liberty cry to be a story of the past.

Despite freedom,

Gold-filled ancient tombs are still a chapter of the previous story.

Freedom has become a tool to autocrats To take control and get rid of democrats. You are now the definition of bottom, an epitome of extreme poverty,

the playground every bad thing. from greed to corruption,

voting is not an option to your people.

You rely on foreign grace And even after insults,

you still accept with a smiling face. Who bewitched you son of the forest?
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Division is eating you, Some want cooperation

Yet some intend manipulation.


Rise up Alkebulan!

Do not justify stupidity, This






​Alone in The Backyard
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​Paris to Paradise
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​Tales of the sleeping man
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​A Stranger I Know
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​Smiles and Cries
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​My Human Gods
















​Two Fifty Years Later













































​The Stranger I Knew
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