

[image: ]






When School Ends



By - Omphemetse Agisanang Nelson

[image: img]

eISBN: 978-93-55461-34-6

© Publisher
Edition: 2021
Publisher: Pharos Books Private Limited
Plot-55, Main Mother Dairy Road, 
Pandav Nagar, Delhi-110092, India
Phone: 011-40395855
whatsapp : + 91 8368220032
E-mail: sales@pharosbooks.in
Website: 
www.pharosbooks.in
Facebook 
www.facebook.com/pharosbooks.in





 

Introduction

When School Ends is a book that aims to alleviate the reader with distress while shedding light on topics that are hardly spoken of. It delves deep to speak of different aspects of life, while making the reader aware of why certain things are the way they are.

It is with greater hope and pleasure that the reader might find this book both educational, relatable and serene
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Regret

Regret has roots dogged
deep down your veins
Like a scar too big to ignore
 It sets as a reminder of the self,
 you have let down
 The self you can’t,
stare in the mirror anymore

How bright you were
An upcoming icon
You had so many dreams
 You began to delude yourself

You took a sip from the devil’s cup
Now the poison runs in your veins
Day in and day out

Controlling what you say
and how you feel
You are so misled you can’t see
 straight anymore

Like a comforter regret make her way
into your mind
She paints a picture of reality on the walls
 Let you see your friends prosper
Reminding you of the things
you could have achieved

She let the shame the pain and
the disappointments sink in
Before the false self arrives,
the poison
Ego

She let you put your head in her arms
Like a piano she begin to play the sad notes
Watching as you slid into depression
The dark hole swallowing you whole

You are alone and far from home
Standing on the grave of someone you used to be
The successful self you wanted
 Looking so distant

You are hopeless and helpless
The pain inside of you unbearable
The hate you harbor for yourself unexplainable
So you bury your
head in the sand to
quite the voice that reminds you
Of all the things you could have been


 

School

Children are everywhere with smiling faces
 and playful hearts
Enjoying the reunion with their friends
 Holidays hardly forgotten and
being back to the busy life
 But what could be more pleasing
than being a child

Some walk with heads bowed down
 Some with wider and cheerful smiles
 It’s school again
Where the rhythm meets the
 care free souls

The excitement some cannot conceal
Its school again
Where young minds meet maturity
 Where they learn to be better
To take up the responsibility of adulthood
 To have vision and harbor dreams

To believe in themselves and
 dream up good lives
To give birth to new aspirations
 To chase their wildest fantasy
and mold a future they wish to have

School is where kid’s
 imagination is let to roam free
Their minds permitted to run wild
 An opportunity presented to them
 To be who they decide to be


 

Poetry

Poetry is love, pain, anger or anything
 you see fit to make it
It exposes your emotions and like a gently breeze
 It sweeps your pain away

Poetry is grace that stems from
 within like steps a toddler make
 Smooth and gently
Rich and heart felt

Poetry ooze’s from the heart
Flow through the veins and rest in written ink
 It is ripe
A chariot poet’s ride to express their feelings


Poetry is like a glowing light
 Making all wrongs right
Like a night breaking into dawn
 Making everything be at ease

Once again the heart is healed
 Your story told
The pleasure derived unexplainable
 Its source unknown


 

Rebel

A rebellious child is all they see
But within this walls is a hollow figure
Its empty inside
These big strong walls
 accommodate nothing

I never knew my father
Never saw his face
Mother struggled to feed me
 She never had free time

In that alone time
I lost myself to the sickening reality
The bitter truth that we were no one
We had nothing
We were too poor to gain people’s respect

I retaliated
I lost myself to anger and drugs
I was unloved a victim of circumstance’s
So I seeked comfort in outcasts like myself

We lost ourselves to drugs
We became high and did everything to remain so
 For the hole in my heart seemed smaller and
The world not so bitter

In drugs we found an escape route
So we committed crimes to purchase them
To find that way out
That route which separated reality
 to a peacefully illusion

We grew up
Life stripped us apart
Till I was all alone
Forced to find a job and adapt

But where could I start
For I never taught myself how to live
To blend in, to submit

I now have kids of my own
What example will I be to them
 So I chose to run
To suffer the same fate as my father

But my nightmares never leave
For whenever I close my eyes
I see a boy yearning for a father
 Wanting to be loved
To belong

Only now do I realize
I was always that vulnerable boy 
Trying to be a man
The pain I have been running from exposed


 

My Childhood

I yearn for my childhood which seems
to have been short lived
I yearn for happiness and freedom
 of childhood I lived not to know

I thirst for the love and adoration
of childhood
Moments where walking
bare footed wasn’t an issue
I wish my childhood would
have been smooth

Instead I grew to know resentment
pain and fear
But as we mature we learn
that sometimes the things
 we wish for
Are the things we are better off without 


 

Corruption

A plague has fallen on the African continent
It has poisoned the African leaders with greed
To slowly enrich themselves while their fellow men
starve to death

Corruption has sown a seed which
blossom into rich selfish men
Who can’t do good unless there is something
 beneficial for them

It has plagued our land
Made us hopeless
While we are at the mercy of greedy men

Money has become the system
Men enslaved to it
The poor at the end of the food chain
Holding on with hope
for a better tomorrow

But his kids rise to be bitter
They are miss-represented
Their needs unmet
Their wishes unfulfilled

Corruption is like a virus that
feast on the host
Inside out
It cripples the system
It dirties the laws
Once again an African
civilization has fallen
Its outcry heard and ignored


 

Upstream

Beating your head against the same wall
Moving in the same circle over and over again
You are the victim you say
You expect mercy

But how can we pity you
While we all struggle to swim upstream
You lay comfortable in a pound too 
small to house your body

You have dirtied the water you drink
Then you blame the clouds
The ecosystem and the wind

You curse the sun for being hot
Curse the rain for soaking your skin wet
You want to change you say
Just that no one knows your story

But we all have stories
Some heartbreaking they will
render you powerless
They will make you keep your mouth shut

Till the day you realize
That your life is your responsibility, and yours alone
You will never swim upstream


 

June 16

Women screamed for their children’s lives
They said words which white’s perceived as insults
The black skin was a curse to the black nation
Their ways considered low and not fitting in the upcoming world

They were ashamed of being black in their own land
Lived on their knees, running up and down
In streets and towns
Fighting the beast in their own land

The black kids spoke to white man
With ragging voices and terrified tones
They ignored their call and responded with more violent tones
The blood came streaming down in streets
 It was enough and enough was enough

They were black outside but inside identical to the whites
A proud African child sacrificed his life
 For the coming generations
He rose from an anthill to a hill
fighting the good fight of freedom

He spoke and invested in peace
He spoke freedom to redeem violence
Did all he could for outreach of his voice
 Hector the silent warrior

For the coming world which has come
We now live in the shadow he has helped create
We no longer live under the burning sulphur of violence
 African women now gather their mats and hats
in magnificent happiness
We are Africans
Proud of our color
Proud of our nation
 Viva Africa Viva!


 

Graveyard

There is no terrifying place than the grave yard
A place where tears are shred and hope is lost
A place where the living bid farewell to
their loved one’s

A resting place for mothers who left
their kids as orphans
There is no place scarier than the graveyard
 You are like a hole that never fills

Enlarging as you take more lives
Always hungry for more
Destroying families
Unbalancing the society
At your house we shred tears silently
 In your presence we sit still
Reminding ourselves that we too shall return 
Either in a coffin
Or to lay to rest the one’s we loved the most


 

Loner

Folded hands and a pale face
I am the weirdo
The one everyone avoids
I isolate myself so I can breath

So my heart can beat again
I tend to loose myself in a crowd
 I can’t think

Truth be told I am alone because I
Know what to expect
I am familiar to all the cracks in my shell
 To the pain of living like a ghost

I am used to the pitiful looks
Moments of silence when I join a crowd
I am used to the melodies my head make
The day dreams I have

Life is a journey but I choose to live
mine in circles
I can’t let go of things in time
 I can’t open up in time
I am always late

There is nothing wrong with me
I just like being certain
Certain that I will be waiting
 in my favorite spot
You will tease me and I wouldn’t care

I will be afraid for a moment
But like everything good in my life
It will pass
I can’t be cured, I am not sick
I can’t have friends for I live in a
world they wouldn’t understand

I am like lightening seen once in a
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