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Just World
Youth Sroken Word Poetry Slam

The Just World Youth Poetry Slam first took place online from
March to July 2021. Originally conceived as a collaboration between
Creativity & Change, MTU, Cork and the Irish Refugee Council, it
had been intended as a space for young poets from around Ireland
to address issues of global justice and equality through their
words. However, to the surprise and delight of those at the first
slam, people showed up from all over the world, having come across
the event advertised online, The poems that night were

beautiful, harsh and powerful. We had a sense of being part of
something bigger. There were no borders here,
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Creativity & Change

Creativity & Change is an educational programme based in Crawford College of Art & Design, MTU, Cork.
It comprises of a post-graduate course, as well as a rich programme of trainings and events taking place
around the country of Ireland. It is about creativity and its power to ignite empathy, passion and learning
about our interconnected and interdependent world. It is about imagining more humane, just and viable
ways to live in the world and to connect with how we think, live, and act in the world. Creativity & Change
explores how we can live as connected global citizens, becoming part of the changes we want to see.

www.creativityandchange.ie

Canada/Ireland

Poetry Slam Host

Through her work and research, Chriszine explores the
intersection between creativity, community and change.
She has 13 years of experience working in community
development, particularly regarding resilience building
with children and families with fewer opportunities.
She is the co-founder of Speak Out: Theatre for Transformation, which focuses on the use of Playback theatre
in community development partnering with organisations including Amnesty International, the Cork Travel-
ler Visibility group, and SHEP. She has brought engaged theatre practices into diverse communities to process
complex topics, including bereavement, social exclusion, bullying, mental health, and environmental issues.
She was co-creator of “Power play”, A Forum theatre project in collaboration with UCC designed to support
carers of Adults with Dementia. Chriszine received her MA in Creative Arts Therapies with a specialisation
in Theatre from Concordia University, Montreal Canada. Her thesis explored how Playback theatre can sup-
port the development of environmental connection and action. She is presently working as Course Coordina-
tor and and facilitator at Creativity & Change.

Zine designed by Helen O’ Keeffe and illustrated by Claire Coughlan from Creativity & Change

The Irish Refugee Council Youth Work project supports young people aged 16-25 years old who are seeking
protection, or have status, through one to one work and group projects. The youth workers involved from the
IRC are Aoife Dare and Natasha Muldoon. Please contact natasha@irishrefugeecouncil.ie for more
information on our youth work supports.

Instagram: @irishrefugeecouncil https://www.instagram.com/irishrefugeecouncil/
Twitter: https://twitter.com/IrishRefugeeCo
Facebook:  https://www.facebook.com/IrishRefugeeCo

Kelvin Akraloo

Ghana/ Ireland

Poetry workshop facilitator

My name is Kelvin Akpaloo. I am a facilitator and spoken word artist
and I am passionateabout promoting human rights, inclusion,
integration of minorities, and community and youth development.

I work at both a national and international level, using the creative arts,
especially spoken word poetry, and dance. I have more than five years
of practical experience as a spoken word artist, youth leader,

creative director, choreographer, facilitator, and artist director.

Spoken word poetry for me, is not just a poem written on a piece of paper and me talking
about it. Spoken word poetry is another gateway for individuals to express themselves
artistically and to display the importance of words. Spoken word is an experience — where
with a small use of powerful words, you might change someone’s perspective or someone’s
action and how they might deal with something.

Youtube: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCIX2zltoWV50LKLGGOEx3Qg
Instagram: @kelvinakpaloo https://www.instagram.com/kelvinakpaloo/
Srotify: https://open.spotify.com/artist/2jk0tvafOwalJIKd1arPRp?si=x VmZWpIzQNSH5Exv_eHeTQ&dl_branch=1

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/kelvin.akpaloo/



What if And he did not have to be overqualified before he gets the job

by Kelvin Akpaloo . o
He did not have to fear for his life,

Black when being stopped by the police

Black is Beautiful He is not killed, Just after saying Please Dont Shoot

Black is Gold He is not arrested until proven guilty

Black is Bold He is not racially profiled as a criminal

. . And the colour of his skin was not used against him in the court of
Black is Pride

law
Black excited before Light What i£l
Black is the king of the Galaxy What if

The Black Hole, the most powerful Everything black is not deemed to be evil
One entry

Black Witch, Even though a Witch, is a witch
No return

Black is power Black Magic, Even though a Magic, is a magic

But what if the power was in the hands of a Black man And words like
Black Monkey go back to your own country is extinguished from our

And he was not taken away from his own Land, to another land mouth

On a boat, with chains around his neck A Black home and being a Home but not a Ghetto

And was not forced to work on a plantation farm Educating our children the power of inclusion, diversity, and
Without being whipped equality in other to build a strong society

His name and identity not being stripped Erasing separation and individuality

And the N-Word not coming out of the mouth of a white man No race claiming supremacy over the other

Nigger, Nigger, Nigger what if

Black Nigger What if the power was in the hands of ONE man

What if HUMAN and nobody else

i £l
What if the power was in the hands of a Black man What 1fll



Poetry Exercise

If a social issue you wish to tackle was a character what would it be, how would it look like
and what would the conversation between you and the be like (What would you be talking
about)?

Eg. - If I was education...

Created by participants at Slam no. 4

If I was Education

If
I was education,

I
would fly without being shy

Because
the sky would have been brighter and horizons more stretched...

And
I would take it outdoors, out into nature to learn about our world

I
would ask more questions and give fewer answers

I'd

make truth a part of my curriculum

And
I would inspire and challenge

I
would be there for you

And
open for everyone




BREATHE

by Timo GK

Silence sPeaks a Foveign language
but | can shill hear the muffled scréams gel'uzcl hev teavs,
Reality, burns m slcin when she saus
9 9 . 9
I'-ow ,on sl':e [’:as l‘\ned
o scrub of€ the white cotn stains from hev black Hhighs,

Le sex was ho" COHSQHSU&’.

He ’a\lj nex" l’o l'-ev nalcecl

’ealcing of cigaveHe smoke and cl'-eap ’iquo\g
A%illy grin on his face
he was shill clxaineg ﬁo the ecstasy of Hhe momenf
Dvop’el's of sweal on his ?ovelwea
semen oozing from his diclcl':eacl,
Gettidg to his Feet
he was quiclc ks vecover his wallet
and he threw new bank noles next bo her and said
“Take the cash, it will do you ood
For no one will l)e,ieve ov anaWaa.'
No one would have believed her an way
For he was an epiFome of ckasHP
and she was Jus,‘ bot a Wa3WaVcI Jgg

| have been to the mountain tops
and have seen my sisters slowly gettin wipedp ouf of exis"ence,
'i) 99" z
nfants mashed again F walls
their bodies furned to veal life Fime Vappil'i,
LiHe 3:?'3 hanging From hreeg
and their moOths s"u&e with theiv dresses
hearts Yipped oul of their chests
blood Clrippih down their Foes
back o the earth Wheve Hhey came From

| have been to brothels

and | have seen adolescents tied to bed posl’s with theiv cardigans
Jeans vipped of f theiv immalure lu'ps

blood Waslminﬁ away the black ’ips"iclc from their ’ips.
| have been to back a”egs

and | have seen unconscious mothers dumped with the avbage
the 3avl>a e of too man l'o\m—-apa\r" pan"ies
and broEen promise tlushing down Foilers
] brolen promise Mshing dovin Faileh
like the sand paper cc:»'rd<>m§7 vsed on Hthem.
Eavth is no p’ace Fo brin vp the givl child
bok | am shill expecPeCI Fo Feach my davghter
fo sl'vap hev bra like a svicide ves?
kinowing hev heavt will explode
once | 2 vnhooked with force.



Justice is just ice served cold
JUS,’ another F%u’v'a liHe girls ave PoH,
To serve and to pvofec'" IS '\)ZP another sfogan
concept mith

Prisons bars grow further aparF
with every :g’ Fhat 32"3 raped
movdehed, moblated
and assavlted

To ever 3:?’ whose story never made the 9o clock news,
T{?ste buvied in ditches and shallow graves

those whose cIeCOmposingrbodies hever 30" poems composed For Hﬂem,

hose with l'eav!j eyes
prayin For a CJY3 season,
Those whose 3pivi"3 I?ovev above my head like a lwavvea Lalo,
| apolo ize For what my endev has done to your endey;

| apo’ogize For what my 3ende\r IS cloing Fo your 3endek

| I’:ope sunshine sneaks into your darkness
For you ave the greatest wall bui’da with Fhick. Hacrc skin

bones eng:’nee\red fo pevpech'on.

Theve ave Hn3 persons in wombs
raisin your existence,
’ﬁﬂe un:gerse is inside you
mankind is annihilated once yov s?op b\rea”aing
so breathe’

For even on your knees
cleep inside theve is a woman sPancIin with her arms akimbo
uns on her waish
five Euvrning in her chest
she is shill wi”ing fo plglﬂt

breathe

Timo GK
Kenya
Facebook:  https://www.facebook.com/MainaKibanya

Instagram: @timogk https://www.instagram.com/timogk/
Youtube: https://m.youtube.com/channel/UCAonX7enkICI3VK7gA13mIA

by William McCabe

Ka%e ony Raae on in the steeet
with JL\’\QC%DQCLJL of owr boots
and £he stomp of our souls.

the outokirts are %rmd%h\%ln pPatroled
0o we Dublicly evert pitver,
Dol wpon t¥iRiv ﬁa%@oleb"
o ve@volutionary display of oue willy
o vesolute re?ecfcim\ & the swill.

?(a%e ovy Ka%e on in thhe steeets
o voices oRill beyond their borde
disorder of £he masses iv defiance of the elites-
;Kage 0Ny %@%Q on ad youw 5Now WO ComPliance,
0“13 W' ?\@%Q ond OMZB (W' rejecff,im\ ok silex\c,e,l

William McCabe

Ireland
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't my Darling,

by Maya Amlin

J
Don't talk about love, my danling;
ood ginls don't do that.
Instead, tiey go about thein lives pretending
boys don't exist and love is a language
neven %o leann.

Don't say no 2o a marriage, my darling;
good ginls don't do zhat,
because once upon a time, boys didn't exisZ,
and now zhe 32
and one 2{ Zhem is soon going Zo peneirate you
and you are not allowed Zo say no;
because we gave you é;oua dife and now it is youn Zunn
o pay us back
with a child we get 2o faunt as ouns.

Don't speak up, my darling;
ood 95414 agn'tydo ihai?
JInetead, zhey spend thein lives nremembenrin
how they don't have a voice loud on a mind clear
4o even naise an opinion.

Don'z keep quiel, my daaling;

good ginls don't do zhat,
because a ginl who is quiet is a ginl who thinkas
and how can you do Zhat
when we are alive yet 2o dictate 2o you
youn tﬁougﬁia and youn wonds?
So speak up, my darling, lest you embarnass us again
6y being zhe gial

who is 40 quiet, she is probably insane.

Don'2 go out in the dark, my darling;
good ginls don't do zhat.
JInetead, Zhey stay in theinr nrooms, cowenred in a cornen,
scaned of iie invisible napists and possible Rillens,
dunrking in Zhe darkness.

Don't stay inside, my darnling;
good ginls don't do zhat,
because how can you be cooped in all day
when the people outside
are tumbling zo listen 2o every wonrd you say.
Except evenry time you Zny Zo make them undensiand
of what you thinr and why, they don't hesitate Zo laugh back
because who are you telling Zhem
what ' right and what's not?

So just don' be, my darling;
good ginls don't do zhat,
because 2o be is to exist
and 2o exist is 2o 2hink and know and want
and those are the Zhin
girds who are good haven'i got.
So just don'2 be
because if you be,
Zhen you are 1pendin9 momen.s
pretending you're not a nobody;
and if you use your life to do zhai,
well then we've got Zo spend every moment of ouns
reminding you o{ what you ane
because you are what you are
only because we wene there 2o carry you in oun arms;
becausde you drowned once
and we ensuned that you could be saved,
and 40 wLéZout us,
Zhenre would never have been a gind
standing henre today,
pretending she hasn't go things that made her afraid.

So zhank us forn letting you live, dear danling
and for not killing you when we could,
and thanr us fon letting you fulfll youn dreams
but only if hose dreams
are on oun Zeams, discussed and undenstood,
and thank us fon letting you say
in a house with people who let you do what you want
if what you want is deteamined by us.
So zhank us, why don't you, my darling?
And if you can't, then just don't be.

J9.

Don'# belittle younself, my darling;
good ginls don't do EZai.
They know their wonzh

even when Zhey have been told since zhein binth
how they are nothing but a bunden 2o this farnth.

Don't stop dreaming, my darling;
good ginls don’t do zhat.
Don't you rememben that ime
when you believed you could fy

and sunvive every cnisis with a painless smile?

Don't hink you're any less, my darling;
good ginls don't do zhat.
They learn 2o believe in Zhemselves
even when Zhey are constantly compelled
by zhe whole world 2o zhink Zhey are someone else.



Don't cny younself 2o sleep, my darling;
;ogfd inds don'? do ’.t/zdyz‘.. ¢
Juot because you Zhink it is the end of Zhe wonld,
it doesn't have 2o mean the situation can't be tunrned;

have faith, you will be heard.

Don't be a cliché, my darling;
good ginls don't do zhat.
They say yes when he proposes,
smile when he brings Zhem roses,
don't object when he tnies to have his way,
and every Zime he asks them to siay,
Zhey never go away.
Yet, at the same time they don't fall for boys
who go about making a ot of respectful noise,
and when those boys Zell them 2hings Zhey have neven heard enough,
Like how they are clever and smart and astute,
we stand o zell them it is noz love;
who will you Zrusi amongsZ all o{ us:
Zhe people who wanit youn good
on the boys who're with you fon yourn goods;
if you say boys, we'll jusz endyiﬁe matten iien and Zhenre
or you are being ignorant and unfain.

Love is not in the wonds Zhey say, my darling;
Lor only we can love you like 2Zat:
charm you with oun angen,
always keep you in oun Znackas,
and the only boy who manages Zo Zouch you
will have 2o pass a rigonrous tesit;
but zhen fon him it's all easy
if he owns a house and his income is steady.
It doesn't matter anymonre then
if youn happiness doesn’'t lie with him;
everything fails when it comes %o money-
ow do you not know that already?

And when all is done and gone,
don't you fonget where lies youn Znue home.
Jt's in oun wonds and in ourn arms,
wrapping around you like invisible zhornas.

N

So undenstand, my darling
all the things J can't say aloud;
oun life is nothing but a paradox
anj‘goua world, up and about fon mocks.
So eveny Zime you do any of Zhis,
juot aai younself a simple Zhing:
if you have a daughter one day,
would you want her feeling Zhis way?
And if you answer me no Zoday,
why don't you go and nemind younself the same?

So undenstand, my darling

that youn world is youns for memonizing
even if they teji you otherwise;
because you are someone with youn own light.
And every time they iaeajlyou lesas,

sinrip youn armoun and call you a mess,

use youn wonds wisely next

and show them how you are

2ruly no less than a goddess.

Maya Amlin
India
Email: getaholdofmaya@gmail.com
Instagram: @mayaamlin https://wwww.instagram.com/maya.amlin
Youtube: https://youtube.com/channel/UCi8EkVbpm7AuK8VPMUzckSA




Anxiety plays a pretty big role, vulnerability and no emotional control.

Living with Asperger's Syndrome

by Fergus Crockett

A simple alarm bell is distressing as hell.

When it comes to certain subjects, we really know our facts,

Socializing, an absolute nightmare, E.g. whichever clever-clogs invented candle wax (The Romans)

Making eye contact with anyone feels like a dare.

We function very well with a solid routine,

Jokes, sarcasm and social queues, When this is interrupted, we think humanity is mean.

The lack of recognition will have to be excused.

Our view of the world can have a vast difference,

Fluorescent lights in shops, The way we see a certain concept or picture has a huge amount of significance.
people talking all around,

It’s mentally draining trying to filter out loud sounds. We're known to have great honesty, we almost never lie.

We'd never try to steal, this is something I must imply.

Talking in the car with the radio on?
we cant process what youve said, Being very accepting of people’s idiosyncrasies,

over the words in the songl We wouldn't be judgemental of their specific special needs.

Any topic that strongly has our interest, We have a good ethic, it's true, and maybe more focused than you.

We can discuss it for so long, youll be thinking “give it a rest!”

Sensory overload, a very common symptom, Fergus Crockett
Tt's when everything over stimulates our mental system. Ireland

Masking our emotions? Yeah, we don’t have that ability
How we're feeling inside is quite easy to see.
Being sarcastic might perhaps feel minimal,

but in an Asperger’s mind, it's registered as literal.

We feel more at ease through clear and verbal communication,

Most non-verbal gestures cause confusion and frustration.



by Daniel M Kamenyezi

Integrity is a gift shared with anyone,

Not only by speaking, but what we feel
Trying to look at a new day, a greater one
Even when we can't stand on our feet
Good people love you without any price
And where love is, reign the peace
There is no cry when hands are opened
No more fear when hearts satisfied
Don't pretend to be wise by looking at your age
But the size of your heart will let you be judged
Our parents told us that we were born to shine as stars in the sky
But the brutality of this world engulfed us
This time no need to fold arms
As a son of this world, I claim for changes
With new leaders we need peace and love
Enough security for all of us
No famine, no victim, no violence against our mothers,
And our fathers who remain without jobs while the big wolves eat behind our backs
Then you will hear 'snake saved the fish from drowning'
This what the media reports nowadays
They are still putting us down on our knees
But our heads stay up looking to the sky

We can't breathe anymore!

Daniel M Kamenyezi
Ireland

by Diane Iroulor

[ want € yraé gour affenf/on /or a m/nafe.

Téere are ély ,oroé/eme 4appem’ny n oyr ,O/anef which i¢ peo,a/e Iu/'eyena/er/'ny peop/e and not faé/ng into
congideralion aéoaf their /ee//nye or yeff/hy to know l%em on a ,oereona/ lovel..

And fop o/ lhat l%ey call éaam, Samuel whick i their dead name, a name lhat ie not no /onyer ,Darf of lheir

We need to efop éear/ny 'tyoa will burn in the a’eepeef pife o/ hell 'Zeeawe gour /i/e 4 a//fferenf, because fou
want o be céanye /ro;u ée/'ny a éaa’y éw’/o’er foa pn‘naew” Wé/cé e %fa//y Finel!!

Even the ,oeop/e gou call gour ,aarenf 'e, gour fn’ena’e or even your el'é/inye when féey hear I'M 6,4(/ gome o/ them
will desert gou and some o/ fée(y myéf efay, it a’e,oena’e on who gou call gour /am//y or fr/ena’e.

Now ite lime /or accepfance ite time /or us to éay those ,oeop/e who have w,a,oorfea’ ue féroayé thie /oarne(y because
,Droéaé/y wiféoaf l%elu we wou/a/ éaue éeen //'w'ng a lie.

Now e f/me /or ue fo /Vaée a a///fer ence, 720’ ue fo é@ M)éo we are ana/ nof wéaf l%e neyaf/ye l%’nye in L%e wor/a/

wanfe ue fo ée.

THE END

Diane Iroulor
Ireland

Instagram: @dianeiroxo3 https://www.instagram.com/dianeiroxo3/
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/diane.iroulor.1



The Story

by Najah Mawass

Before paper and pen, there were eimply words,
Painted in the sky, colored with earth.
Ubiquitous and ever-moving; they grew

Forming tales of honor, courage and truth.

Passed from one generation to another,
From brother, gister, fabher to mother.
Stories capturing hope and wonder,
Filled with heartache, toil and plunder.

Around a warm fire, fablee were told,
Teaching, preaching the morals of old.
Imagination ignited passion and dreams,
A legacy was born with incredible means.

These fairytales sparked a magic within;

A delight for stories, myths and whime.
The children listened with eyes open wide
Ae the hero prevailed and the villain defired.

The words joined and started to link,
Scrawled upon parchment with gtaing and ink.
Letter covered rectangles bound with might
To enlighten the people, show them the light.

From the blood of the pen, literature spread,
All were enchanted as they read.

For every novel had its crafter,

Provoking tears, gasps and laughter.

This printed magic inspired a. generation
Reaching the corners of every nation,

For in each of ug there is a part

Where a. gtory lies within our heart.

The universe is formed of stories not atoms,
Our lives are a race passing on this baton.

Invisible threads bind us together,

We are a choir of voices singing forever.

Dream through your words, write hard and fast,
Tame your thoughts, make them last,

For when the world i¢ wasting away,

A story ie bloesgoming for another day.

Najah Mawass
Lebanon




gy‘Kritika.Tandon

These days when you are
having to run
as fast as a cheetah
ITn an attempt to seize
all you possibly can
With your eye on
ever-changing
uncertain
situations
remember to pause

Remember to pause
Even 1f Just for a second
and
find your patience
Find faith in positivity
Let that
be your guide

Did you know

That a cheetah has black tear lines

Around its eyes

Lines that have the power to deflect

Even the suns rays
So that 1t can be laser focussed
on what 1t is set out for

The coming days will be
the hardest ever
But remind yourself everyday
That your black tear lines

Are your resilience

and your health
On these days

Nourish yourself

as much as another

Just so that yow can give a 100%
To your best others

On these days when you feel
Tired and tried
Still hoping to try some more
Feeling helpless
Worthless
Yet giving your all
Remember even a cheetah
Needs to rest

Even a cheetah needs to rest
Before 1t can run its best

And over all else,
on days where you feel
Overwhelmed and defeated
Because of never-ending struggles
Thrown in at you
Remember that even a Cheetah
Finds a way around 1its course
Remember that even a cheetah
Finds 1its voilce
Even 1f 1t cannot

roar
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by Kritika Tandon

You
Are a Tion
Defending your family
Only to eat the first piece of meat
SHE hunts.
Everyday.
No matter how hungry
She is
Hers are
YOU
Eat first.
Everyday.
Has 1t ever occurred to you
that she may be tired too?
Do you ask her?
Do you talk to her?
Do you choose to hide your incompetence
With your pride?
You are a lion.
STOIC.

You roam about
Laser eye-focussed to your Tleft
Loud-mouthed roar to your right
The Valiant king of the Jungle
Do you know
Your roars can be heard miles away
But will often fade away
As mindless chatter
Ts that why you walk soft-toed?
So that your roar is Tlouder and more?
You forget she can roar too
Yet, you strive to drown hers
Tgnore her sounds
Just simply cup your ears
And hide your fears.
You are a lion
AUTHORITARTIAN.

You stand tall
As 1f your long luscious mane
Meant that you deserved more
Meant that only you could rule
Mant that only you could thrive
You forget that she is not
A soldier
Tn your battalion
She 1s the queen of the jungle
Tn which you reside

And as you grow older
Your mane grows longer
Prettier
And yet darker
All encompassing
Suffocating
You are a lion
Shinging golden brouwn
Enticing.
Blinding.

You make me feel uncomfortable.
Oggling at me like a prize winning Llottery
Like the hunt you never completed anyway
Do you know T am not just built to feed your cubs
And your fantasies?

You scare me
Your ignorance bites through me
And leaves me to feel
Unaccomplished and guilty
You leave me to
Bleed
My Tife
My dreams
My choices
My free

You are a lion
T speak
You barely listen
I scream
You don't listen
I cry
You Tlook away



Yawning
As 1f you were laughing
At your defenceless prey
T shout
You 1ignore me
ALWAYS

And then there are moments
When T move unafraid
T try to stand up
And you are not fazed
You shed out a roar
Unapologetic
Not in anger
But in a cold
Silent
Arrogant
Way
Little do you know
That every time you roar
The shivers down my spine
Turn into courage
Through my bloodline
And this 1s exactly when
T could
T can't
T will
T wouldn't
T shouldn't
But I want to
Shove my hand through your throat
Wreck you right at your gut
Despite the loss of my blood

Kritika Tandon
England

Instagram: @kritkasays https://www.instagram.com/kritikasays/?hl=en-gb

Hegemon Estates is prleased to prese
a snug studio arartment.

by Criomhthann Morrison

With a unique and snazzy unwalled en suite, you can chat with
visitors while on the seat, or while washing your hair, or upkeeping
hygiene.

And the walls are so beautifully delicate and pristine that you
should really not touch them ever (especially behind the TV screen).
But innovative floers creak to alarm intruders, and everyone
else... and that’'s a safety feature!

And who needs a garden when the balcony moves in mild wind like a
swing: for a family, this grants children lifelong pleasure :)

The home is debased in the esteemed Pieb Pebble Park, and you can
find comfort in the one pre-defined escape route when the fresh,
local smog clogs your throat.

And fortunately, forty kilometres from the nearest amenity means
plenty of opportunity to exercise, if needlessly (but don’t expect
to live here past fifty.

Yes, because you’ll move!) en;—due—todysentery.

So here is the contract, don’t mind the fine print. Just know you’1ll
enjoy exceptional rent for the next... ah, don’'t fret.

Just know i1f there’s problems, I’'1ll never reply to texts, to letters,
to emails, to your cries... oh, your tears are right on time!

Just don’t smudge the ink, that costs an eye. Well, not mine.

I already loek forward to you moving on in, so hurry up and sign,

we're all dying!

Criomhthann Morrison
Ireland

“I'm in a phase of figuring out what kind of art I can create, and where it and I can fit into a better present and
future. Over the weeks and months and years to come, I foresee variety of written, video-based and music
projects. My social media isn't often active, but when it is, I seek to make an impact.”

Instagram: @criomh https://www.instagram.com/criomh/
Twitter: https://twitter.com/criomh?lang=en



The Ballad of Youth!

by Seddik Jelouane

' scaved of the ovig vight, .,
| woy SPea)< v qvea% o\e{/oc{\nﬂ,
reyealivg the hiddev davk troth.,
of a Fafw@g((c,{ aching L,{ou{\n,,

ol the vuoc{\n{s wmy eyes S\navmexcu{{q (/oeo\m
every time | silewtly cried,
Everything Ts O\QQP(% stock vside. .

stil[ [ost v way dizzy wiv
about the days | Veano{ %woe;\oo
expressing the \Cee(?fmo(s that a(reaé\q died,

I'wn tervified to say the wword..
o ovie close to wme ever heard,

avd for which the om{q persov | called friend,,

{urved his back ov e v the evd,
| oy that Sovmeo\a% evembm\q il hear,
when wy truth evters every sivgle ear,
when my Boo\({’s carsed scars, .,
shivie as bright as the stars,

| bet you ko what ['w {a(]<7wc{ about,,
without having fo et it out,
i's the vwtold bitter story.,
Hhat a(r.uac,{s wmakes wme Worvy,
All the past wmewories of being v (ove, .,
avd the beaotifu( botterties Q(q/mq above,
al[ the romantic cavdles with gawa{ foeod.,,
ovd the soft ldsses that c\namqe the wood,
About the prowmises AﬂQb{ ovice made.
whiich would [ater Cf/ufcqu fade
ov the vouus %\neq veyer beliesed, .,
avd the wovments that il vever be [ied,

Let we {e you aboout the O\aqm
| uwexPec%eo\(q [ost wy way,
avd to whow | sold wy Pwedous heart,,
though we were qrowing apart,
/,é{ e S\noau \now {\ne Fa/ow as BOWIM
avd for howy lovg | ruould mooyv,
Let wme describe the shame fuside. .

Of aw identity | vsed o hide,

Of a past where | belouq, .
Of a foao\ that was so (oﬂ%

It started wmany and wmany years back. .
whew the 341 wvas almost black,
s,u»\nevn Vl/l(,f WZOM{ was S{/O{{ PUWZM

hew there was vio veed tor a cure,
| fell v love with a forbiddew soul.,.
Av soxcxcerfwgf became wy dole,
] S(CZPf ‘:.u'mn tu%ovm } tu’OU{O\ O\QS/GW@M
| tovched places | still adwive,
e covmnitted oo sivis,
| still dream of eer since,

Aud v spite of the shared pleasure.,,
Love to them was ow{% a leisure,
For that | shed a river of tears, .,

Avd have raised wmovy fears,
| SPQ\A{ days o\wowmf\/ro( inlo depression. .
Avd vights wiriting wy cowé;ssfow,j
| [ocked vm,‘se(g i %wﬁmc{ {o heal,.
Bot | covldw’t [et go of what | fee],
| |ost Laith iv esepyove arouvd,,
Avd woted my ?ee{qus" souvid,
| befriended wy dark side..
Aud svallowwed wmy o wao\e,j
Thew time Passeo\ U/oc]z@ b%ﬂ,
All the wmewories ool o\mc,
Mq heart has overcome the Pafvr”
Avd | wwas reboirm o«o[alo\/r7

Seddik Jelouane
Morocco



WHY SHOULD T HIDE MY FACE?

by Oburumu Agbeye (Agbeyetalks)

Why should I hide my face with my face is already hidden? when I, am like
Adam and Eve in this Garden of Eden hiding,

hiding not from God but from you. Hiding because society the tailor
believes that money is the only instrument by which success is measured.
Hiding because I live in a society that questions possibilities and only
those who understand that impossibi is the brand name of that tea (ty) you
shouldn't drink survive; so I try to survive, and every wake in the
morning is an attempt to revive, but I'm told to hide my face so like the
ostrich I hide my face.

I bury my face in an uncommon ground realizing that life is a battle
ground where only the tough survive and the weak pass away like seven
days. Mother told me to make hay while the sunshine but how can a
shining sun be seen when the onlooker has no eyes. when my eyes have
become blurred, blurred by tears, tears that obscures my visions. And if
the eyes tell no lies but tells a vision, that means I've got no vision,
cos I concentrate more on my problems than a possible solutions. See, what
they whisper in my ear is the word can't but why don't I take the T (tea)
from the word can't and pour it in the sink pan and drink from the can
can, so that like the poet philosopher Bob Marley, Obob man gats free
himself from mental slavery. And since a freed mind is an industry for
value and creativity I decided to become a native of creativity so again
I try to show my face but they tell me or better still I hear words in
the lines of Agbeye talks too much and talk is cheap in here we sip and
sip nothing cheap. And our slip is a hit of six digits. We are masters,
masters of our time and our MasterCard tells this testimony of our names
engraved in gold, so please tell that poet boy to hide his face so again
like the ostrich I hide my face.

I had my face cos I live in a society where money is the only instrument
by which success is measured a society where my words are seemingly
meaningless and it's as though creativity is not enough. see I try and I
try to the point that I cry. I tried to make it sync in to their sense of
reason that value is most important but who cares to listen?

Who cares about value when the sanctuary keeper is given the backseat in
church and people halla hallelujah for the man who just donated 10,000
naira?

Who cares about value when children are forced to earn at the expense of
their future, so that when they become grown men society tells them to
hide their face and without alms they become gun men?

Who cares about value when the only value attached that female child are
her culinary skills and in the meanwhile she's seen as a commodity to
elevate the social status of her family line?

Who cares about value when the Numero Uno never Went to the University and
stays in his posh city undermining what it means to graduate from the



University?

Who cares about value when you must pay at the counter to the cashier
before they'll administer treatment to your brother, sister or family
member?

Who cares about value when he is only interested in her body, and in
action cares less about the consequences of an abortion?

Who cares about value when we have smokers are liable to die young as
inscriptions on cigarette cases but they still produce them in proportions
I guess their action speaks for itself?

Who cares about value when money is the only language the world
understands and it's the only instrument by the success is measured?

Who cares about wvalue?

But if we look at his critically, values most important. Because those
will go money chasing without value will someday come crashing. I know as
humans we hope to be fly, but let's tell ourselves the truth and not lies,
"be faithful in little things for in them your strength lies" ;Mother
Theresa. Those small things you undermine are like the mines that blow
like dynamites. It takes time to achieve success but amidst the present
stress know that those with value eventually never beg, ask Mark
Zuckerberg who in his early 20's started Facebook and now everyone uses
Facebook and from Facebook Mark is one of the worlds richest.

Look! mark these words, those who give value to the world would someday
get money from the world, but those who expect money without value will
get an appointment with disappointment. So let's face society, let's face
society and let's not hide our face cos we lack money, but you hide your
face when we lack value. I hope you understand, that you live in a
society that questions possibilities and I hope you realize that
impossibili is the brand name of that tea (ty) you shouldn't drink.

Agbeyetalks

Nigeria

Oburumu Agbeye Godspower, better known by his stage name AgbeyeTalks, is a Poet, Rapper, Netpreneur
and Rights Activist from Delta State, Nigeria.

Youtube: https://youtube.com/channel/UCdvhV_CRn94lech-6125]3w
Instagram: @agbeyetalks https://instagram.com/agbeyetalks?utm_medium=copy_link

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/Agbeyetalks




Edens First Fruit

by Precious Tedeye

| am the beauty in 5]

My strength is brim-Full,

To those who find it helppul,

But can wildly be cul.

| am the root that can never be outshoot.
My persondlity is their food .

The uhiverse is odd without me. | am the perfect name,
Aiming For the perfect gome,

Playing with humerous nicknames.

| am In every arms.

| am many in one,

| am Eden's first Fruit.

Wow, Bravo, Weldorll
Edens first Fruit indeed.

What do u mean wow! What do you have against me?

Eden First Fruit, that has taken her Fruit From the moon

Your glitters are burnt on the sun,

You have ﬂo++en your ways in the stars,

That ho one can match your words down the agisle truth. You claimed a Per?ec’r
root but stil cannot epread wiclely to the ﬂround without being crushed by ob-
stacles.

You speak of your brim-Full 9+reng+h?

The 9+reng+h that can't carry heavyweiahf

lhstead, you distribute agony to your helpmeets ond her o-(:(lsprina’s.

Grrinding their teeth ke stone crush on the 3round - Who are you?

Are you For us adll or For them all?

You spoke of beau’ry” Eden's first Fruit

The only beaquy | see in you is your multi-intellectual achievement.

Your khowledge of social habits in habitants. What else do you have? What is
your

usefulness?

Or which world are you From?

A world where trees and blue skies run into tomorrow?

Okay let me break. it down.

When you come outside and look at an open plain with just trees and sky

As Far as your eyes con see, you see a PoinJr where the sky seems to touch
the around.

But no matter how far you walk, you can never ae+ to the Poir\+ where the
gky touches the earth.

So by sayinﬁ it runs into tomorrow, since tomorrow never comes, that's the

same way our hope For you never gets there.
Eden first Fruit you are ife, but what is the point of life without airl

Keally that is it?

You woant to question my 9+rena+h?

| think you are missing the point here.

You guys are my obstacles and strength

You don't expect me to ?iﬁanr a synonymous Pight

mean a synonymous ?iﬁth without a ?riah’r,

cannot be autonomous when am not auto, | am a man used au+oma+ica||y.
om still Edens first Fruit.

om a mother, mother of the south .

om a coat of many colours.

om the ethnicity Lound in the city.

You spedk of me being bias?

Blame that on your Lorefathers that is what they labelled me.
| am hot the perdition of your generation

| am diversification.

My uniqueness is elec’rril:yinﬂ.

| am the personification of the sun and the moon.

| am For everyone and belongs to no body.

| om here to brir\f] hope and uni+y to your hature in the hation.
My world is that of Freedom and struggle

My world Zou heed Fortune to untangle.

A world of one Pamily, a world where trees and blue skies spread into
tomorrow.

My ways are the old ways ofF community and togetherness. | have my worth

and no less.

| have tested grief and courage.

Fear and ?o\ly will not play my game,

| am the essence of recreation.

| am love, only it you would seek my heart and listened,
to my whisper From within your hear+t

| am Eden's first Fruit, | am not his but | AM

And will aways be the heritage that never ages.

Precious Tedeye
Ireland
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