So unfair — Logan Adams

| look out the window

cigarette in my mouth

pot of breyani on the stove

| hear gunshots again

and stories of men who take

girls as if they belong to them

and the thugs who break into houses
as if it’s their property

and the boys

who instead of getting an education

get shot dead

How do people live like this, Lord?
and by the way

who gave you the right

to take another aunty’s

child’s life?

and just look at the politicians who spend money
on luxury cars and grand houses
and the poor stay poor

corrupted system

and the pastors

who drink themselves drunk

can’t practice what they preach

But anyway
| actually have a lot to say

but my words fall on deaf ears



wait, let me rather finish cooking
otherwise I'll get two black eyes

over a burnt pot of Breyani



