
remembrance: 
 
a poem for nelson rolihlahla mandela 
 
laduma libalele! 
 
the blue sky 
rumbles 
with thunder- 
even as there is 
no cloud in sight! 
 
those 
who still laugh 
have simply  
not yet heard 
the most terrible news: 
 
the great 
baobab tree 
of righteousness  
that shielded 
the wretched  
of the earth 
lies fallen 
and uprooted 
 
mandela 
when we were 
lost and blinded 
in the fierce 
pounding 
rain and storm 
of conflict and war 
 
covered with 
petals of blood 
bruises and scars- 
the flowers of war 
 
you 
the fountain  
of our dreams  
and hopes  
 
listened  
with the ears 



of the heart 
 
and broke 
the conspiracy 
of silence  
 
when 
you asked 
the generals  
for how long 
they would continue 
to dip their bread 
in our blood 
 
and pulled us  
from shadows 
into the sunshine 
of your life 
 
and  
thought us 
to return  
good 
for evil  
 
and how 
to put 
our trust 
in love 
 
in order  
to heal 
our nation's  
divided apart 
 
and kept us 
gently 
in your 
protective hand 
like a feather 
sheltered 
in a storm  
 
so  
passed 
your  
time 
 



preserving  
our hearts 
from hatred 
 
and  
over the years  
we held our breath 
in the vain hope 
that you would be with us forever 
 
but yet 
we knew that was  
like trying to trap with  
in a sieve -  
 
time passed 
and locks  
chimed 
 
and  
when it was  
time to go  
 
we saw  your life slowly 
slipping away  
like running water  
from our hands  
 
and realised  
that life  
like ripe corn  
must 
in the fullness  
of time  
 
to the cold blade  
of the sickle  
yield 
 
mandela 
you 
brother to the moon  
and cousin to the sun  
 
meteor 
of nobility  
of character  
freedom 



and tolerance  
 
meteor 
that consumed itself 
to blaze 
a trail  
for us 
 
out of  
the dead end 
cul de sac  
of bitterness  
and strife  
 
where  
everything around  
was falling  
apart  
 
mandela  
you  
that eschewed  
of race 
and prejudice  
 
now lies  
finality still  
in death's 
cold embrace  
 
now  
one tear 
after the other 
falls 
from 
the troubled  
well  
of our eyes 
 
and waves 
of sorrow 
in a sea 
of surge 
crash 
and splash 
around us 
 
ushering in 



the coldest 
hour 
our hearts 
have ever 
felt 
 
just when 
we thought 
we were 
one step 
ahead of  
the tide 
 
today 
is the first day 
of winter 
 
although 
we know 
the secret 
of the seasons 
 
and understand 
this cruel 
moment well 
 
none of us 
will ever 
forget this day 
 
when  
time stood still 
 
when 
spring withered 
 
and  
darkness 
descended  
at noon 
 
and  
silence  
broke 
the chain 
of our voices 
 
and  



the earth 
no longer 
laughed 
in flowers 
 
paying silent homage 
to your warm 
generous heart 
that beat 
no more 
 
our trembling 
grieving hearts 
in the depth 
of sorrow's  
despair 
 
like those 
of shivering  
captive birds 
 
that lost 
their nests 
and  
the notes 
of their  
happy songs 
 
will beat 
forever  
for you 
 
like  
the rising pulse 
of a winding  
river  
in flood 
 
flowing  
deep- 
deep 
underground 
 
time  
will never 
erase you 
from our  
hearts 



and 
minds 
 
for as long 
as we live 
you shall live 
 
today 
the rain came 
pouring down 
 
in a sad  
display 
of despair 
by the  
sky 
 
beginning  
a very cold 
season 
 
but your sun 
will never set 
 
as no fist 
is big enough  
to hide 
the sky 
 
mandela  
teach us 
now 
how 
to face 
tomorrow  
without you 
 
now that  
the skies are  
dark and grey 
and insecurity 
and uncertainty 
besiege us 
 
mandela 
you who 
thought us 
how to 



love 
and respect 
one another 
 
quietly  
left us 
in the dead 
of night 
to join 
the glorious 
pageant  
of ancestors 
 
winter 
do not  
be proud 
 
seasons turn- 
this day 
of frozen hopes 
too 
will come to pass 
with its dirge 
of dying flowers 
 
then 
we'll turn 
our sea of faces 
towards the dawn 
of a new day 
and the flowering 
of the ideals  
mandela lived for 
 
and think 
of him  
with reverence 
and forbearance  
and we see 
his truths 
multiplied  
 
and shout  
with clear 
voices 
that ring 
to the sky: 
 



langalibelele! 
 
because of mandela- 
in no small 
measure 
 
the sun 
of liberty 
blazes 
and  
shines brightly  
 
over  
our land... 
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