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Linda 

No. 

So excited almost jumping at every step. 

Everything so bright I want to sing. 

Humming in the bathroom 

Making silly moves in the mirror 

Getting dressed was so happy I was on cloud 9. 

Stepping out almost out the door 

I hear the word no. 

It gets so cold like it’s about to snow. 

Tears form at back of my eye 

My face so red I want to scream. 

I turn back and sit down like a sweet little lamb 

But my heart beating fast cuz I was so mad. 

I eat but can’t seem to taste anything. 

Smile plastered on me but doesn’t reach my eyes 

Conversations carried out but the only voice I hear is my own 

Over and over again saying 

“This is so unfair.” 

 

School. We go there to learn 

They say. But all we learn at my school are songs and weird games. 

Which I enjoy most of the time. 

The ride to school though is the height 

Of my day and my favorite thing about school. 

And it’s not exactly in school. 

I sit at the front despite my size 

Singing at the top of my voice 

To my dad. He drives smiling 

The whole way. Today I asked 

Him if the car would keep on 

Going if he was not holding the wheel. 

He says yes but I still think it’s 

Not possible. So he lets go. 

I hold my breath astonished that 

We are still going. Everything is in 

Slow motion. 

When he puts his hands back on 

The wheel I breathe again back 

From my trance-like stare. 



So to make sure I wasn’t dreaming 

I asked him to do it again. 

That was amazing. I’m gonna 

Do that one day. I’m gonna be 

Fearless just like my dad. 

 

 

Dear Sketching, 

How did we become? 

You are the perfect interpretation 

Of a whole lot of things in my mind. 

Even when I don’t know what I’m doing 

When I start, somehow you give me 

A conclusion. Sometimes you are derivative 

For you come from what I’ve seen, 

Read or even heard, but still, 

As you move through me you are unique. 

Through tough times, you are my escape. 

I’m almost never idle all thanks to you. 

I don’t know how we became, 

But I’m glad we did, because through you 

I can see a reflection of me. 

Almost like a mirror, not of my outside 

But my subconscious. 

So to you I say merci beaucoup 

For giving me a way to express my 

Thoughts and personality. 

 

Yours, 

Linda 

 

 

Shema 

Time counting fast 

I wanna think first 

Rushing through duties 

I am busy, sorry dude. 

No talk I need focus 

Me staying in the locus 

Can’t you see it? 

Can’t even it! 

Give me space 

No slow pace 

I must make it quickie 



Or it becomes icky 

I made your face 3-l 

Because I was like 8-l 

Joy is transmitted 

Sadness is transfused 

I look in your eyes 

And feel your face 

Most of my feelings 

Are from my siblings 

You think it’s my decision 

Nope, it is my illusion 

Shade light on me 

Cause I can’t see me 

Hold my hand 

Enlighten my heart 

You own my trust. 

PS make this <3 last. 

 

 

I wanted to express myself well 

But it was too difficult. 

I was born with this speech disorder, 

Stuttering doesn’t let my words out. 

I am an extrovert by nature 

But this stuttering is holding me down. 

How am I going to open myself to the world? 

Sometimes I forget who I am 

When I am in the classroom 

And the teacher asks a question. 

I raise my hand to answer, confidently because 

My mind is ready 

And when I stand up, 

I cannot open my mouth. My lips can hardly move. 

My tongue is stuck – 

All I can do is stomp my feet repeatedly. 

My legs can’t get out through my mouth, 

So they leave through my legs. 

What a shame to lose what to say when your mind is full of answers. 

Now everyone thinks I’m dumb. 

They don’t know anything about speech disorders. 

Sometimes they think I’m joking 

When I stand up to answer and sit back 

Without saying a word. 

Peers don’t feel my pain, 

And siblings sometimes laugh at my stuttering. 

It hurts me so much 



When my problems entertain others. 

I was alone. 

Thank God this ended with my childhood. 

 

 

 

Kismathy 

 

For sure I had to be assertive because I heard that being confident was not enough. From my 

neighbor she got dismissed from her job, but it ain’tgonna stop her from living. It’s such an 

encouraging situation as long as it won’t make her disrespected. I always told her it was not fair 

to work and overwork yourself but she couldn’t dare be herself and tell her boss “no.” I just 

heard she was dismissed because she decided not to be treated like she was usually told to do and 

so she did. However I don’t accept to be disrespected and not be understood whereas you do 

respect and understand others. I hated the fact that she was so naïve and passive. She couldn’t 

make it right! I wonder why it took her so long to make it right. Therefore I mean in her right 

way. I personally wouldn’t like to be disrespected nor not understood, so does everyone else. I 

only feel happy she is going to be off stress like she has never been before. Some people say 

what kills you will make you stronger. I see that coming because she had to risk her job for her 

own respect and right. She was being asked a lot compared to what she was to give and there was 

no competition since she was the only one to be treated so she had to decide of what she wanted 

and make happen so she was assertive. I wish everyone could be that way!!! 

 

 

No, I will go tomorrow. Now I’m not okay! 

No, what will you do if you don’t go to school? 

No, please don’t take me there! But now let’s go. 

Now, everyone is looking at me, I wish I could be someone else. 

Now, I am late, will I manage to explain? 

No, you can go to class, you don’t need to explain. 

Now, my dad is going to take me home! 

Now, I believe that life gives us always a chance. 

No, I can’t believe I am living with my scar and 

Now I can’t feel any pain just like I can’t revive that moment. 

Now, I see how life always offers a second chance that most of us call tomorrow. 

Now, I am fine because it’s just gonna be memories! 

 

 

Anger is anger 

Anger makes you scream 

Anger makes you hate on another 

Anger takes control of your mind 

Anger sets a distance between hearts 

Anger wants you to hurt 

Anger wants you to suffer 

Anger wants you not to let go 



Anger makes you mad 

Anger makes you aggressive and fight 

Anger turns people against you 

Anger tends to make you look energetic and act stupidly 

Anger is anger 

 

 

What Cancer Cannot Do 

 

Cancer is so limited 

It cannot cripple love 

It cannot shatter hope 

It cannot corrode faith 

It cannot destroy friendship 

It cannot suppress memories 

It cannot silence courage 

It cannot invade the soul 

It cannot steal external life 

It cannot conquer the spirit 

It cannot prevent wonder 

It cannot stop murmuring 

It cannot stop killing 

It cannot stop coming 

It cannot totally stop 

 

 

A Real Talk 

 

Two friends talking: 

~ Hey, I got married! 

= Oh, that’s good! 

~ No, she’s ugly! 

= Oh, that’s bad! 

~ No, she’s rich! 

= Oh, that’s good! 

~ No, she won’t give a cent. 

= Oh, that’s bad! 

~ No, she bought a big house for us! 

= Oh, that’s good! 

~ No, the house burned down. 

= Oh, that’s bad! 

~ No, she was in it! 

 

 

 

 



Kevin 

 

It’s almost impossible to let someone know or feel the way I did, seated there, staring at the vast 

horizon (Waikiki), and right behind me, the girls’ end just felt so calm. I think what I liked about 

this place is that I did not have to think of anything, only if the chlorine won’t let me finish my 

assignment that night, and if my dive won’t be so deep or so close. 

 

The pitch, it didn’t matter whether it was raining, cold or hot, just sit there, and at rugby time, 

even if you were getting called by the disciplinary committee the next day, or whether you were 

kinda sick, when you saw your teammate get tackled, that was enough to forget everything and 

just want to get on, even if your hand was hurting, you had a bandage. All that mattered was 

getting to the try-line. Drop the ball, down for 10. I don’t know how to explain how much fun 

this was, but it was one of the best times of my life, injuries inclusive. In a certain way, the 

violence brought peace, to me of course. 

 

 

 

Jackson 

 

Inzora is the best place I liked when I found it. It was the time when I first attended the poetry 

club. My friend asked me to join them to the poetry club at university of Kigali, so I’ve decided 

to take a time and go there and when I get there I was so excited. It’s a quiet place where you sit 

and see the beautiful view around it, cool guys who make that place the best, fresh air, so many 

things there. I like Inzora and I will continue to find the place like it and wish everyone to visit it. 

 

 

Brother Derrick’s Place 

 

I like my brother’s place cause it’s where I feel comfortable the most. When I am bored or 

haven’t something to do I usually go there. He isn’t always at home; he has a job and when I go 

there he left me the key and stay home alone, enjoy everything, cooking by myself, invite friends 

to visit me there. Actually it is the other place I call home but what makes me like there the most 

is that it’s my brother’s place, whatever I want to do I do it, differently from my parents’ place 

cause you know when you live with parents there is something that you can’t do. 

 

 

 

Group poems (by Shema, Linda, Kismathy, Kevin, Gad, Mosha, Nicholas and Jared) 

 

I love poetry with all the lovely words that make up a poem. 

The flow so easy and rhythmic like waves in the ocean, 

Each word another invitation to know what you see when our eyes meet, 

Not a machine – an illusion, yes and no. 

Training my hands how to draw my mind, 

Just contemplating how nature would look if it was not green but red. 

 



 

 

Helmsmen, men of nations, you lead, I follow. 

How come I am a stranger on my own land? 

I wish I understood the complexity of who I am. 

Love your country like mother loves child. 

Childishness that made my childhood miss me so much to be born again. 

An introvert, an antisocial pessimist. 

Like a scent, you can feel me even with your eyes closed. 

 

 

 

Both a spectator and performer 

Emotions so high 

Everything is so real 

But at the back of my mind 

I know, it’s just a dream. 

I know this place, 

But where is it? 

Strange glow, your face’s changes 

Awaken me with a screech of violins. 

I can see the heaven far away 

And I wish I could go there. 

I am moving fast to reach the Gate 

But I think I’m not moving fast enough. 

I’m seeing angels waiting for me and I wish I could 

Touch them with my own hands. 

 

 

The Free Way 

 

The loneliest thing is looking old when you’re still young, 

Feeling like time is running out 

Or as if you’re running into a frowning wall 

And drowning in the darkest light, 

The light we cannot see. 

The feeling normally leaves us in a contemplative way 

With miles to go before we stay. 

The cold woods hold us, and snowflakes play 

As if they could stay suspended 

But they can’t. Instead they fall hard and fast. 

Our paths are long and alone, but maybe ours will converge 

As all paths must, or so they say, 

For endings are just new beginnings. 

 

 



View from a Rooftop 

 

A nice fresh air you give to us Inzora and amazing the way I feel it blow my hair. 

The beautiful natural environment that makes this view the best one of all: 

Down and up, a landscape of various greens and grays and browns glistening in the haze of the 

hot sun, 

Beautiful hills all intertwined but still as beautiful each on its own. 

Against one hill, a ridge as old as time, concrete rectangles cling while grass and trees and vines 

conspire to overtake them. 

Hilltop city, your thin mist reminds me that I love you but do not fully know you. 

 

 

Looking out from the rooftop lounge 

The city on the hill feels so silent. 

It’s easy to make meditations and be Zen 

And meditations can lead you nowhere 

Or somewhere, if you open your mind, 

Open your fists, your throat, your shivering soul, 

And receive the beauty of your soulmate. 

Know that you have not been received in return, 

And remember that all you have is you and your thoughts, 

Which burn, dissolve, and return, churning and unlearned. 

When you finally arrive, 

You are floating on a cloud. 

Floating… 

  Floating… 

    Away. 

 

 

The best part of the mind could be the 

Dreams I dream when I am lying in my bed. 

Maybe you have felt these dreams too. 

Almost feeling like you’re outside looking in. 

Would you rather be inside or outside with a view? 

Twirling like a toddler, I am happy on my tiptoes 

Because that is what it feels like in this dreaming moment. 

It touches me too far, too deeply, but I love it. 

In time, love will change its meaning, 

And I think that’s all I can say for now. 

 

 

 


