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Introduction


Words that speak is a collection of some of the
poems written by Oliver Mathenge between 2009 and 2011. This is
dedicated to all those who have made my past, present and future a
reality.

 

 

 

Oliver Mathenge is a journalist,
writer and blogger who strives to represent the realities of a life
in simple literature…

Check out his commentaries on current affairs, his poetry and
short stories at

http://olivermathenge.wordpress.com/

And you can read his journalism pieces at

http://www.nation.co.ke/










Daddy’s Little
Gift

I want you to eat from my mouth

Get the food as soft as it can get

I want you to feed from my palm

Get that food as warm as it can get



I want you to sit on my laps

Feel my arms around you as you sleep

I want you to hold on to my trousers

Feel my support as you take that first step



I want to carry you in my arms

As you cry for anything that you see on the streets

I want you to play with my ears

As you pull my hair with your small hands



I want you to piss on me when I hold you

Never minding that I may not like it

I want you to cry when I leave for work

And run to me when I come back home



I want you to laugh when I fall

Even when it is your fault that I play your age

I want you to call daddy when you wake up

And mutter daddy in your sleep



I want to play with you and your toys

Never mind daddy is too old for this stuff

I want to be there when you have you first fall

Daddy will help you fly through the pain



I want you to call me your friend as you grow

Never caring that I am way older than you

I want you to run to my shoulder as you grow

Knowing that it's the softest place, you can run to



I want you to speak you mind even when you are wrong

Explaining why you had to act the way you did

I want you to allow daddy to punish you when you're wrong

Never forgetting daddy doesn’t hate you but what you did



I want to see you through your life in school

Allowing me to help you with your homework

I want be with you when you are a teenager

Daddy will be there to answer life’s hard questions



I want to help you grow your talent

Daddy knows that there is more to life than school

I want to celebrate with you on your first job

And support you though the rest that will come



I want to stand besides you on your wedding day

Watching as you make that important commitment

I want to be there when you give me a grandchild

For you will remain daddy’s little gift forever

 

 

 

Fade the
Music

Fade the music, for the messenger arrives

Face the basic, for the message lives

Fate is ironic, for life it never drives

Fake is iconic, for life is safer from the dive (or so we
think)



Fade the music, and listen to the inner voice

Face the classic, and clean out the noise

Fate is idiotic, and we suppose it as poise

Fake is diabolic, and it kills all conscience



Fade the music, for life is no trial session

Face the dynamic, for life is not just a procession

Fate kills the magic, that crafts life as a dear possession

Fake drains the logic, that crafts life as a conclusive
obsession



Fade the music, and let the heart hear the messenger

Face the cynic, and let their heart not kill the message

 

 

 

All I Want Is To Hold
You

You make my heart want to skip a beat

Your beauty is awesome to behold

All my body can tell me is that you are its heat

All I want is you to hold



To love you is all that I want and need

To care forever for the sweet you

I just need one chance to deal your every need

I will always strive to keep a happy you



Girl give me this chance and I will be real

Real to the fact that I love you for sure

Real enough to make you feel like a queen for real

Girl you don’t know but you is my cure





 

 

Your Love Renews
Me

I feel like I am living a dream

I feel like I am living a new chapter

I feel like I am at the top of the cream

I feel like I am reaching the farthest star



Meeting you has renewed my heart

Meeting you makes me believe again

The thought of you makes blood rush through my heart

The thought of your hold makes me want to dance again



Dance as I hold you in my arms forever

Dance away my worries and sorrows

Move to the rhythm like I have never

Move to every beat as I watch you face glow



I want to share another moment with you

Make you feel like the best woman alive

I want to share another kiss with you

Make you feel like this is a new life you live







I Miss You

Days have flown away since I saw you

My nights are long as I long to hear your voice again

It kills me to think of how much I miss you

Only images of you in my head bring you close to me again



I want to hold you in my arms as you warmly caress my head

I want you to feel the warmth of my arms as we chat away

I want us to sit and spend hours charting ahead

But I also want you to take control and have your way



Words cannot explain how much I miss you

Words cannot express how much I love you

Words are not enough to explain how much I want you

Words of this poem tell of how much I will always love you






 

 

My Step To
Fate

I thought I should just wish and hope

Hope that I can make that extra stride

For the world was caving in on me

I needed a quick pull before I sunk

 

They all said life is too hard to take

Can’t blame them for they can’t bake

Bake a cake of life to feed their flock

And I do for I run my own clock

 

And now I take a step to fate

Trying all ways not to make it fake

For this life I must with huge steps make

Make a wealth they will be left to hate





 

 

Ask Your Leaders To
Remember Us

Surely, you notice me every morning

And yes that’s me as you rush to catch the bus at sundown

No, I am not in any way mourning

This is my life; do not be deceived by the groan



Yes! That is my spot that you pass-by as you rush home

Surely, you must have noticed me

It is what I call home

Yesterday I asked you to buy me tea



But you did not even take a glance

Or is it my wrinkled face that blocks your view

Are you sure, your heart did not want to take a chance

Or is my blanket to dirty for the slightest sneak preview



I am not as heartless as they make me look

Look, I even have my toddlers with me

Ask them whether mama has not read them a book

It is keeps their stomachs calm



Maybe you are always in a hurry

But tomorrow just wave at us

You may just lessen our worry

But ask your leaders to remember us






 

 

I Believe In
Me

Before I miss the point let me declare how much I believe in
me.

I no longer trust the system – especially our leaders.

I have no option but to believe in me.

I believe I can be better than you,
so stop standing in my way.

I have the courage to take the risk,so stop trying to stop
me.

I have the potential to commit suicide or quit but I will not do
it.

I will continue working hard coz
thats what keeps me going.

I have the talent, skill, will, capability,determination, strength,
gusto, knowledge etc to make me the best.

Yes, I do fear.

But my greatest fear is that I am and will continue to be a
believer of myself.






 

 

The Fiction That Is My
Life

My life is an impossible possibility

My life is a fiction, far from reality

I work to live but my life is work

My work overshadows my life



My failures mark my successes

I often succeed to fail

I fail to live through others’ expectations

My successes overshadow my failures



I am alive to my reality

But my life is a fiction

Living through my ability

Driven by a vision



A vision blurred by reality

With ability that remains a fiction

Ability overshadowed by divided opinion

Opinion that blinds reality



And that’s why my life is a fiction





 

 

Don’t Bury Me
Yet

I know you fancy me dead

Dead coz I am the ideology that you dread

That which has kept me alive

The force that has left me brave



So brave that you try to bury me

Bury me coz you see intimidation in me

You suppose I am out to finish you

Just because I am out to polish you



I ask you to wake up early

You cry I kill your luxury

I tell you that you had better labour hard

You blame me that it is no reward



I am the will that pushes you to the edge

Inviting you to live to that pledge

It is all to do with your future

You declare I cheat, you are unsure



You pledge your kid will never sleep hungry

But then again you are always in a hurry

Don’t rush to spend the little you could bank

You tell me that I should get myself a duck



Go ahead bury me now

Tomorrow you will arise to say I know

Kill the me that is the real you

Flush me down that loo




 

 

At Broken Pieces I Look
No More

I am no longer looking down

Facing and counting those broken pieces

My head is now more than ever lifted up

Facing straight on and taking it with a gulp



Because I have a story to tell

The story of how I fell

Tripped by an ego so low

Down I lay till I learnt the flow



I have learnt to stand on my own

Picking the pieces while am down

I have to put my life together

Even without leaning on a brother



I don’t want to leave a gap

I need to get above my lap

Every single crack I must seal

Until all my unfortunate scars heal



I am looking ahead with a straight face

Any elephant and rock now I can face

Tired of forever thinking I will fail

Yet I can swing the bull by the tail






 

 

I Have To Keep
Writing

I have an urge to write

I get it I write it down

I feel it I write it down

I lose it I write it down



My pen and paper are not far

Because I do not know

When the urge will strike

My writing is my art, it is my life



Sometimes I write faint yet at others deep

Some are left confused, others cant help but smile

I incite through words, yet I use them to counsel

My writing rebukes, then goes to celebrate others’
achievements.



At times I feel like quitting when it goes unappreciated.

But we have to keep writing






 

Touch Your
Breast

So tender, so soft, so warm, so cozy

So adorable that it drives all crazy

That’s a breast

An organ endeared than the rest



Some turn into beasts at the sight of one

Whether covered or bare, it's resistable to none

The thought of having none drives woman mad

Just like the touch of one makes a man glad



They come in all sizes – some endowed than others

But they never disappoint the infant or the brothers

All touch a breast even when they are dry

It is a comfort of all when they cry



Women too love a man with a good breast

One to find comfort on when they rest

They want one that they will grab at the point of intimacy

Just like when their mothers wanted them to sleep in infancy



And a breast disappoints once that lump comes

It brings a cry and to many homes

It marks the beginning to an end of a good thing

A thing that makes many lose their identity and want nothing



Many allow others to touch their breast

Never think it means more to them than the rest

A touch could easily avoid that breast loss

And the breast would know who is boss






 

I’m Just A
Man

You want me to always help you up

Even when I am laying next to you

You want I to always shoulder your burdens

Even those that are your own making



But then, I am just a Man



You want me to always shield you from the sun

And want me to cover you from the rain

You want me to always wipe your tears

Even when you know I can drown in them



But then, I am just a Man



I want to always be your anchor

Guarding you from the violent waves

I want to always make you laugh

Even when the ground opens up to swallow you



But then, I am just a Man



I want to always answer when you call

Even when my own troubles weigh me down

I want to make life easier for you

So that you can live a fulfilling one



But then, I am just a man



Every day I want to do more for you my friend

Yet I can only do so much

Because, I am just a Man





 

 

I Love Me For
Me

I love me for me

Why do you think I seek to be?

To be good enough for me

To have a good life for me



I love me for me

I am not perfect

But I strive to be

To be a legend of fact



I love me for me

But I share my love

At times busy as a bee

But ready to share my have



I love me for me

For this makes me glad

Rapping to life but am no gee

My love though flows as a flood



I love me for me

Call me selfish or snob

But I live to be

Working hard not to sob



Coz I love me for me




 

Pass Me A
Light

Please, I beg you pass me a light

I need to get something right

No not a cigarette to light

Just that my world has turned night



My self seems lost in the dark

Only the sound of dogs bark

As I keep watching my back

I am no longer with the pack



My flame needs to keep burning

So I achieve all I am yearning

The dark breaks my running

Totally cutting my earning



I will keep my light alive

Share with me what you have






 

The Prick Said Positive,
So I Choose To Live

Just one prick confirmed the worst

It all felt like seeing a ghost

Was the world caving in?

Had I thrown my life into the bin?



Six months I had not had sex

My heart was now filled with vex

How would I live my new life?

What would I tell my future wife?



Six months later, the world turned against me

Close friendships turned so dim

Was the disease this demonising?

What happened to my life, so promising?



It is just a disease and I am not dead yet

I have over-lived the period they bet

They all said my life was on the brink

And I should take that poison drink



Should I give up and let them laugh?

Can my heart grow to be tough?

I feel my life has a long way to go

To the death they proclaim I say no



It is six years after that prick

My body still as strong as a brick

This is why I choose to live

Live positively because I believe







Is Life to Blame

I want to get myself a new life

My life seems bored with my life

Seems I can no longer give him peace

I complain at every new piece



Look at how miserable he looks

Nothing good to write in his books

Am I asking for too much?

Or it is more than he can munch?



Maybe I need to love him more

Or maybe appreciate his gifts more

Maybe I need to work harder

Or our life turns fader



Has life been that harsh to me?

Or have I refused to be

Has life refused with the millions?

Or I am satisfied with my coins



Maybe a new life will behave

Just maybe it will let me have

Let me have a free will

A will to keep away the ill



This life refuses even with the lemons

Leaving me alone to fight the demons

It keeps me away from success

Believing I am able to handle all the stress



That’s unfair of life, I bet you believe

You may add life is responsible for how I live

But what happened to the oranges life gave?

What of the opportunities he let me have?



Is life really to blame?

Will a new life change the game?










From the same author on
Feedbooks


	


From
My Mother's Kitchen Part 1 - A Short Story (2011)
Part 1 of a fictious short story on the life of a young boy in
rural Kenya in his formative stages in life.
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