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[Poetry]
By Fredrick Mulapa
A Song of Africa
I made my little life songs

from all which is under the sun;

and some were lone, and some of happiness,

and some of true love, and some of enmity.
Whether they be of happiness, or of sadness,

or of true love, or great enmity. 
let there be music and dancing

under the burning skies of Africa.

Children of Africa
Teach these children to read and write,

instil knowledge in them, love and justice.

Why should you train them for war

so that they come to know death young?

Why should you make them lie in ambush
and sacrifice their young blood for you?

Mere pawns they are, in a general’s game;
why should you destroy their conscience forever?

Remember, your days are few, but theirs 

are many. Give them pen and book:

why should you hand them weapons of war:

rifles and bombs, to secure a throne for you.

Remember, they are the inheritors of the earth;

give them love, protection and hope,
 teach them honour, and a love for the earth.

Invocation
I wish you were Adam, and I was Eve, then

you will have no choice but to marry me,

and every day, on the lush green grass of paradise

we will sit and talk, and you will tell me

about the day’s happenings, and with what love

you love me. We will laugh and watch the centuries go by

But you’re no Adam, I know, and I am no Eve,

and nowhere does paradise exist for us, instead

we inhabit a world of uncertainty, pain and sorrow

and these things, only love can ease. Thus your smile

and your touch, these have the strength to elate a forlorn mind

and banish years of loneliness. Oh, but if you knew

that it is you I have sought wherever I have been,

in streets I have walked, in faces of strangers I have met;

I have entered shopping malls hoping to find you in them,

I have entered cafés and libraries expecting you to be there

waiting for me. Why has it taken long for you to come by?

Is it fear of losing the freedom you have? Or are you still

occupied with the lustful tendencies and adventures of youth?

Or maybe you are still seeking fame and fortune. Listen,

I am not a difficult woman to please, I don’t seek the finest things

of life. I can work with my fingers, and you can practise a trade

or two. And our home, though not full of thing eyes would see,

will be full of laughter. Why has it taken so long for you to come by?

One day, you will come here and find that I am no longer there;

you will find that the love that was meant for you

has been given to somebody else, somebody less deserving of it

than you, and then you will grieve at having lost

what from the world’s beginning was meant to be yours.

Listen! Do not tarry any more, I swear I will love you

by the earth and the sky, and by the stars

which in the heavens lie. I will love you

till the nocturnal moon is hung out of the sky

and no more on the horizon rises the glowing sun, I’ll love you

till the rivers all run dry, and the heavenly stars all burn out.

There is a room within my heart in which no one enters;

it is vacant, as though waiting for a tenant. Come

occupy this room, and these arms are waiting, and eager

with absence; this true heart is beating for you.

To An Leader Winning an Election
So, how do you feel now, after realising

that your country has elected you? Rejoice

if you must, and after, think about your friends

and the reasons why they failed. Harder things

than winning an election now lie ahead of you,

mammoth tasks, like putting bread and butter

on every table in your country, and making every child

read and write. You have acquired power now

but have lost freedom; let truth be your master

and your very name and deeds will linger on

and abide, even in the minds of candid posterity.

And may good health, and God, be with you.

Earth Bound
How beautiful is the country

and its twisted lanes,

among meadows

and the lovely hills;

how beautiful is the country.

The grass is lush

it is green and rich,

and the rain which falls

goes to feed gliding streams.

God made the country for mankind,

and for all animals tamed or wild.

Love the earth, and the country

where homes are scattered among the hills

like treasure ships upon the seas.
Epilogue
Their eyes shall see beyond the years

and a dozen years to them shall be like one;

and no more shall they toil in vain

beneath a sky of justice and bliss.

Though they were born, they shall not grow old:

they shall drink every day from the river of life;

and though they knock their foot, it shall not hurt

and a theme of brotherhood shall be established.

And not one of them shall kneel to another

or be held in servitude by one of their kind;

and pride and prejudice shall not rule their lives,

but God and nature shall be their guide.

And no army shall besiege their dwelling place,

and no earthly empire shall colonise them;

and fear, and the vices of mankind would have fled,

and death itself shall pass away.
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