[image: image1.jpg]@@ BRITISH
®® COUNCIL



[image: image2.png]



[image: image1.jpg]
[image: image3]

Land of my Birth
Poem
by Gilbert Kuma
Another  bright  morning,

The  birds  welcome  the  day  melodiously,

My  radio  talks.

Another  grant  for  poor  Africa,

Poor  Africa,

Wait  a  minute  newsman,

Come  with  me,

To  smell  gold  in  South  Africa,

To  drill  oil  in  Nigeria,

To  touch  ivory  in  Ivory Coast,

To  taste  cocoa  in  Ghana,

To  chew  groundnuts  in  Senegal,

To  trek  with animals  in  Kenya,

To  pilgrimage  to  the  pyramids  in  Egypt,

To  buy  diamonds  in  Zambia,

Africa  poor,

I  don’t  get  it.
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