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[Poetry]
By Jordan Moruakgomo
Grasp of their lives

And when every grasp

Though feeble

Reaching out of cracks

Of war we made

Clawing blindly

Through the night

Love making

Humanity clings

To basic souls

We tumble

And when every grasp

Though crooked

Lessons of a past

Tense and supple

Bends and molds

Of us

In to the cauldron

Of hopelessness

And when every grasp

Though weak

With toys

Fresh ideas squeezed

These claws of ours

Deeper into the morass

Our souls wail

And when every grasp

Though gnarled

Steal hope

Thoughts ferment

Brew

Still we drink

Drunk we are

Till the end

Cyclical memories

On repeat
Our pathos
Dense thoughts,

Populate our lives.

Random pellets.

Angry skies.

Out of this shabbiness,

Sidewalks of our lives,

Into the infinites of the other.

Sadness has wormed its way,

Burrowed deep into you.

Across the oasis,

Shimmers dreams of tomorrow?

The sore eye sights the river.

Still

This is for the stills in me,

I should have crept through to you

Wrapped in midnight's own blanket

Reaching out for this feebleness,

That I can only smell

Dawn is breaking out slowly through the window

Across the meadow the smell of dawn calls
Fading memories
In regard …to lost times.

Let us stake our hearts and bind them together.

Watch them swell with forgotten love

I’ll stroke you up and stoke your fires till the inferno consumes us.

Both of us shall melt into the land of the undying.

As night creeps towards you, you cringe in anticipation,

Of what the midnight man has for you

Come, taste this date and be immortalised.

Outside the wind whispers your name in abjection.

Drown into the sublime injections,

Of nights when solace gripped you hard like a lover's embrace.

In time, embargoes into the outside lead us astray.

Let us twirl to the mambo and dance like the praying mantis

The ocean flaps and jib jabbers.

And your smell lingers like a dying fire that burns the savannah.

... on the boulevard they talk about us and the night before.

Yet we did nothing but tantric sex till the whole world spit us out,

Out into the infinite of the valley of those searching for the L-word.

As it is
A brief detour into the meadowlands.

As we land,

A brief flutter of the dying flower,

A roadside map.

As we land,

Towards our subliminal deaths.

The red horizon beckons beautifully.

As we land,

Set the moorings for an unknown course.

Total remnants of yesteryear,

Derivatives of tomorrow.

As it is we dream ageless thoughts

Provoked by the day's events

Unbeknownst to us and them

As we draw inexorably towards death

Through that needle hole called aging.

As it is everything seems beautiful all of a sudden

Untitled

I LOVE IT,

on the corner, they speak in tongues.

THE WAY WHEN,

we drum passing hearts into submission

YOU LET

this city come alive inside you

THE WINDS THAT,

when nighttime souls cry for attention

CARESS YOUR HAIR, BE

the distant rumble of thunder

BE REMINDERS OF A PAST

marching towards this sleeping giant

WHEN THE SWELL OF YOUR BREASTS

recedes into a shrinking wave of solitude

ANTHILLS OF THE DRY SAVANNAH EXPOSED
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