





If ever you want to make worth of life
you need only lift high

the hopes and dreams

of your brothers and sisters.



Let This Be The Call

Let this be the call

that stirs peace from its drowse
disseminating its flume

over the tyranny that constructs
cemeteries from lives,

that on a day to come

libraries will deny

and histories will die to.

Let this be the call

that lifts the laden youth

from their books of capital grades,

that bend scholars of the stage

into gypsies wanting to pilfer Truth

rinsing away tears with ice-water

ripped from a blue protocol, and capitalism that
rams

skyscrapers into the womb

of abundance and prosperity.

Let this be the call

that opens the ditch where the dead look for
harmony,

where beaten mothers cling to babies flung

down the footsteps of time,

like sinking Madonna’s with lips that abdicate
affection, handing adore to mute stone

to save the atmosphere and affairs of unripe death.



Let this be the call

that reiterates through lecture halls
through pubs and hospitals

pulling apart the chains of rank
and colour and divide, of yours and mine.
Let this be the call

that reaches into us all

eliciting a tear

for once conceived not by shame
but rather the unbounded concern
of wishes to preserve life,

a natural life which is by extreme
the most resplendent

of all gold’s.

Let this be the call

to women who live under the hammer

of irons and ovens formed from age old bravado,
those who are constantly strapped down

and told to undress their femininity,
spreading the chapel of life

in the name of a love and intimacy

lacquered in jingo delight;

those that never felt the lock of devotion
open them to shores where waves bend cries
to sun-made pianos melting the sky.



Let this be the call

to every wretched pauper

who drinks from urine waters

of bloated despots, whose eyes are summoned by
slaughter

in dreams that lionize cruelty

and raise malice;

of the pestilence that swallows their every day
expelling them to jungles of land

dead with open stomachs

that lessen to taste.

Eyes that elude glory and sustenance

falling quite inside the gnaw of rat’s feast
whilst hunger stays playing

its last symphony to peace.

Let this be the call

to you America

as your bibles drip blood

from the right to the

centre,

in fast food propaganda

and classrooms that stutter in reckoning
like assembly lines;

Could it be those black pipes you buried in
sands of glass, are the ones that pump
greased murder into your affection?

You coerce your flag waving fools

with a vomit of stars and stripes

striking down humanity with an allegiance to
midnight death,



counting the lives of only yours
like God was a retired broker forever howling
mawkish songs.

Let this be the call to you

Great Britain

who feed democracy to sharks and molest vultures
with stale justice

tainting the essence of your books

with words that repel truth,

a commonwealth of bitter alcohol anchored
to an addiction that never wins

with the clever serfdom that indentures your
skipping slaves

into servitude,

paving the backstreets to war

with their own oblivious sweat.

Let this be the call to you

Iraqis

praying beneath a sky that burns

your songs and santurs

and picks out the backs of your children
with shrapnel and bandages

that turn septic with havoc,

wrenching the final whimper from your wife’s
throat

as she bends over and dies beside a dog that nobody
knows.

As your protests resonate the

living rooms



of the comfortable world

becoming an anthem wailing in poor sound
until your grounds gape free a hole

to keep safe the truth that names your anguish,
carried there

in the souls of your roaring heroes.

Let this be the call to you

Afghans

as your deserts grow bombs

and poppies turn white

as your smoke pipes glow bigger

and your beards grow thicker,

your men bearing the dead-weight

of a lost blood line

somewhere shaking on the lips of a trigger
and a crushed chess piece,

the silent inertia

that finds you before your end
bestowing upon you

a rage whose vehemence was taught
by the gurgled groan of a lifetime friend.

Let this be the call to you

Aborigines

whose sun-beaten lips crave a foreign poison
subduing your every genius,

leaving the philosopher to sleep

intoxicated inside you,

while the scholar, who really should be culling
words



to break the crooked days of pirate ships

and Captain Cooks

that came to hang your ancestors spirits,
scurries like an epidemic through split veins,
hunted by desperation, as a reticent apartheid
sweeps over the floors of your

plains

to sit you down

beside a guillotine’s edge, one that pictures the
reflection of an inferno.

Let this be the call to you

Native Americans

sitting meditatively dressed in eagles

that will never soar,

as your wooded chants and medicines

run down the barks of antiquity

then break credulously, as they fall

at the leather boot

of a cavalry with knife teeth;

a cavalry that picks apart your sacred grounds
with money eyed diggers,

unearthing the yellow metal

from your burial mounds

wielding it into the cross that hangs around
your neck,

the same one that would soon

crucify you.



Let this be the call to you

Africans

crushed by mountainous plight, ignited by the white
flames of Kemet

where your libraries once read proud

every elusive blank that stole sleep from a pale
genius,

reduced now to a bottomless chamber
containing the quiet consternation of

your Menes, your Ramases and your Hatshepsut,
whose Black eyes withessed pyramids rise from that
first red earth;

whose silk face felt

the opening rhythm of suns

baptise a million

religions

lending themselves to spread

your Book of the Dead.

How they left you in a funeral

with books that say nothing,

with classrooms filled

with Black boards whilst the lesson stays written
in White chalk,

in alleys of corruption

and a famine that

permeates every sense.

Do you know that imperial print machines

still spew bile

of monsters and savages, whilst your original man
feels the weight of every shackled slave

fall upon his coming.



Let this be the call to you

Brazilians

whose children sleep in drains

under a sky defeated by diamonds, where
restless wolves

how! confessions of the suffering that is met with
bullets of dissension and batons of civil-force
erection,

gate-crashing authority that turns those candy
orphans around, the ones left in streets
amidst pools of sordid dreams

to release a blazing bullet straight into their
unwanted hearts,

snatching with youth the dirt from their palms
then rolling them over to greet forever

in a heap of swollen Black feet that will never
dance

at colourful carnivals,

still mouths that will never sing at yellow shirt
football games

and the beat-less pulse that will never love a
name;

in a city where Christ The Redeemer

fails the rise to his fathers aspiration
remaining hopelessly beautiful

at the gate of all those unvoiced

who acquaint only

an absent

memory.



Let this be the call to you

Palestinians

whose roofs have been eaten by rapine
and skulls

that spin over the tops of riots;

as pleas swell a widows

knees, fingers become adjoined by prayers
that sink in a sky tattooed black;

a surrender conquered by the stampede
of troops uniformed by hatred,

married to the gun whore that roams
with open legs,

leaving home to be left in the heart

and the heart to be left in the dust.

Let this be the call to you

Cambodians

whose pliant roads still brood mines

that explode over arms and hips,

where Killing fields still harvest ghosts
from rice fields that wallow in a melancholy
silence. Temples, on the heel of the world,
smile with halted eyes,

lamenting temples that once held in their
reflection

an insistence of Rouge

from bodies raucous and slow

fading like useless stars

into the lunar vengeance of

a genocide driven mad by insanity.



Let this be the call to you

Armenians

owners of the Great Crime

that had every hope deported

to an obsessive abyss,

tied to the back of a massacre that marches,
filling those desolate lungs

with mud and crushed fingers

that would never again plant the seeds

of tomorrow;

the holocaust rung it’s dead bell once again
over your apocalypse

deafening the voice of your history,

hiding those bandits that snatched your children
from their cradles, indulging the appetite

of beasts,

puritans that made graves

with speechless flesh

then gloated over their united murder

with aesthetic rapture.

Let this be the call to you

Chileans

whose great volcanoes failed

to offer indemnity to the fascist atrocities

that drowned each soul in a cold Andean flood,
whose night never left or turned

to open the gems buried beneath your grounds,
as those years that came with rains made of
machetes

cut the root of your Neruda’s poetry and bled each
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word back into his beloved ocean,
as Pinochet smashed the lamps
that flickered in your shacks

with a mallet made in America.

Let this be the call to you

Greek Cypriots

where your golden farmers were left

weeping over their sow - armless

as a mark was etched across your abdomen
like the trail to a drunken caesarean,

mauling out the life

that kept you whole for so long,

violating the quaint scent of your olive villages
suffocating the mantra of kicking crickets
with smoke and flying bombers

that let shells collapse on old ladies and
walking frames;

watching her expire inside her black headscarf
one that will not mourn

that final quagmire which embodies her,
diminishing beside the rubble of her ghost home
which on a day stood proud,

now to die frameless

as the slaying repeats

until nothing stands proud

nor olive,

nor cricket,

nor wine,

nor sound.
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Let this be the call to you

Man of the earth

Woman of the heavens

Child of the future

Capitalists of the skyscraper
Communists of the plough

Nihilists of forever

Black people of the sun

White people of the snow

Brown people of the shade

Hindus of the Gita and Krishna

Jews of the Torah and Abraham
Zoroastrians of the Avesta and Zoroaster
Buddhists of the Dharma and Siddhartha
Taoists of the Tao Te Ching and Lau Tzu
Christians of the Bible and Christ
Muslims of the Koran and Muhammad
Sikhs of the Guru Granth Sahib and Guru Nanak Dev
Atheists of the absolute

Agnostics of the unknown

Spiritualist of the universe

Rich men of luxury

Poor men of wish

Let this be the call

that ends the spread of unnatural tombs

and the schisms that sever the years of humanity
from our hope.

Lives so undeniable, yet they will never get to wed
or swim or hear the applause that swirls their hearts.
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Stand inside a spine that looks to clear the way
for peace, for justice and equality.

Let this be the final call

that says only when we as a people
recognise the ills of the world

as our very own,

can we then go forth and make

an everlasting change

to all that we here call home.
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