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WAYout is a UK registered charity working with street and 
disadvantaged young people in Sierra Leone offering free 
facilities and training in media, music and the arts.  On our 
tenth anniversary in 2018, we published the first book of 
poems “Written Off”, which was very successful and has been 
accepted into the UK’s National Poetry Library. So we decided 
to do another “Street Rhymes” with biographies of the poets 
and now a third which includes illustrations and photographs 
from WAYout members. 

Writing poetry has enabled members to express themselves 
and explore their own stories as well as develop vocabulary 
and writing techniques. Many of the writers in this book were in 
the first or second book but some have not written poems 
before. Stella Harding started the poetry group in 2017 and 
they attended classes with Stella in 2017, 2018 and again in 
2019. They all wrote their own biographies and we have tried, 
as far as possible, to leave them in their own words.  

WAYout offers grants to street youth to get off the streets.  
Many apply for one to return to families and communities, who 
they may not have seen for many years, to show what they 
have achieved. It is part of the journey away from the streets 
and having your work published in a book definitely opens the 
door back home.  

WAYout launched the first poetry slam in Sierra Leone in 2019 
and hope to make them a regular event.
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INTRODUCTION  

I've been lucky enough to work with and visit the people who 
make up the WAYout Arts project in Sierra Leone for 4 years 
now, and my admiration is undimmed. From the vantage point 
of my safe, Western home, I can only be humbled by reading 
through this, the latest collection of poetry (and art, and 
photography) from the marginalised and street youth who are 
engaged with the charity. “Broken Pens” shimmers with the 
vibrancy of their talent. Poems about the street, corruption, 
hope, rage, love, and all the other kaleidoscopic shards that 
make up their lives, reach out from the page and touch 
something human in any reader, helping us see the world 
through their eyes, and thus to see it anew. Josta and 
Nathaniel's vivid photography, and Mamady’'s beautiful 
drawings, bring further depth to the experience. There is so 
much to learn, to enjoy, to savour and to be incensed by in 
these pages. Reading these poems made me feel, as Destiny 
Dumbuya so beautifully puts it, like “My mouth was stuffed with 
wonders / Like seeing another planet on earth.” 

Frank Turner, Essex, 2021
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ALHAJI KONDEH                                                             

I am Alhaji Amadu Kondeh commonly known as Overdose. I 
was born on the 5th September/1997, in the Eastern part of 
Sierra Leone. 
I was fifteen years old when I moved to the street because I 
never wanted to be what my father wanted me to become. (A 
native doctor) and after I lost my mother, who was so 
passionate about education and wanted me to become a 
lawyer. 
I always loved literature in school, so when I moved to street I 
found it the most suitable way to ease my stress and rebuild 
my broken hopes. Then I started writing poems, music stories 
and more at WAYout. I recently won the Anti Corruption 
Commission’s National award for my poem ‘Corruption’. This 
will appear on AYV TV and be used in their anti corruption 
campaign. I am very proud of this.
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BLUE SHOE 

Today I saw one of aunty Roseline's Blue and white high heels 
On the old village road 
Yesterday she showed me the one on her shoe rack 
And sprayed my ears with how much she once loved those 
heels 

She never realised when and how the one demised 
Until when she had already prepared to wear it for a holiday 
dance 
Her feelings were pierced that day 
Like body on the sharp end of a samurai blade 

Would she be happy? 
If I returned to her the shoe she once loved 

Alhaji Amadu Kondeh 
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THE DJEMBE 

Grandpa once told me 
The dead dance during the day 
To the beat of the Djembe 
The musical instrument 
That brings life to the Mende 

The Mende warriors beat 
The glorious instrument  
To comfort a woman in labor 
To a safe delivery 
And every new child 
Was born singing 
To the drum's rhythm 

Grandpa said, 
The biggest drum was 
At the village centre 
And the chief warrior 
Hit it thrice every morning 
To call the small hut’s souls 
To another sun’s smile 

A small Djembe was laid 
At the middle of every farm 
For the protection of plants 
And for an abundant harvest 
If the Drum is eaten by birds 
It means the land is condemned 
By the farmer’s ancestors 

Grandpa said the Djembe produces 
Different mighty melodies 
Which were used to heal 
Several sinful sicknesses 
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When the Drum's sound is heard 
In the middle of the night 
Villagers must be ready to fight 
Against invaders from other lands 

My sick Grandpa lays 
On his raffia hammock 
Says he cannot be healed 
Without the sound of the Djembe 
The mighty Djembe 

Alhaji Amadu Kondeh 
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CORRUPTION
Winner Anti Corruption Commission Creative competition
https://youtu.be/3YGzpvRUqNc 

If only we do the right things
Even when no-one is watching us
Corruption itself will not come close to us
But I wonder why people get vexed 
And blame someone else for corruption
Why they defend someone suspected of stealing state money
Eh! I am tired 

The same people who are crying for a corrupt free nation
Are the same people who are sucking mama Salone’s blood
O lord!
But all the time we blame politicians 
As they talk about corruption
We start looking up and pointing fingers
But we forget what we are capable of as individuals 

You steal light
You cut street pipes
You fight other tribes
You give and take bribes
You don’t pay tax
When you know all these things are not good
But you still want to see your country fine
What a possibility?

Sierra Leoneans!
We have to be disciplined
There are so many stains 
On our attitudes 
Seems like we need to start swimming 
In a detergent pool if possible
How many laws are you abiding to 
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When No-one is looking at you?
How many times have you questioned the things you do?

We have folded the better days
Of our beloved Sierra Leone
In to the pockets of the wicked
People are celebrating stolen state resources
Some tied the knot with embezzlements
It's even a shame that we are 
blaming corruption for things going on
Because corruption is just a word
And we are the evil perpetrators
So if we need to stop this devil's trumpet blowing 
We need to start taking responsibility for our actions

It’s high time we started to treat corruption
Like a thief caught at Eastern
We need to beat it,
Smash it
Make it face lots of lumps
Let ’s discourage it’s existence
But we can only achieve that 
If we change our mindset
Love your brother as you love yourself
Put the country’s interest first
And forget about selfishness

Because Yes!
There can only be a corrupt free Sierra Leone
If we fight corruption in ourselves
Only then
Anti-corruption will not have any stress
If only we do the right things
Even when no-one is watching us 
Corruption will leave.

Alhaji Kondeh aka Overdose
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     SULAIMAN BANGURA 
 

My name is Sulaiman Bangura AKA- Sulcut. I am a Sierra Leonean poet born in the 80’s in 
the central part of Freetown, Sierra Leone. I am a musician and guitarist. 

My mother gave birth to twelve children. I am the first son. One of my little sisters was born 
blind. My father was a town chief and my mother was a petty trader. The street became my 
home at the age of fourteen, when my parents got divorced and everything was totally lost. 
During the civil war, I spent most of my youth in Refugee camps in neighbouring Guinea, 
where I attended a school for refugees supported by UNHCR.  After the war I decided to 
come back to Sierra Leone to set up home. 
My home is a thick, forested, mountainous country where we celebrate with lions up the 
mountain, where the rain falls in the rainy season like torrents, warm laden winds blow off 
the Sahara.  

I am presently studying sound engineering and creative writing at WAYout in Freetown. 
My writing raises consciousness and awareness, to wake up my people from dreaming in 
the dark. My poetry is inspired by the love of music, which has helped me to overcome my 
feeling of displacement and the struggle for survival on the street. 
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INCARCERATION 

I am a victim 
The innocent victim 
And why should I be victimised  
And lose my human rights? 
I know I am a prisoner 
I did wrong and I was locked up 

Life as a prisoner deletes me 
There is insufficient food 
No good health care 
No toiletries  
No remedies 
And they called us cockroaches 
We’re like rats living in a cat’s world 

But I still deserve a better life 
Because I have a family 
Relatives, friends even neighbours 
And people I care for 
Everyday when I wake up 
I ask what life is really worth? 

I was not born to be a thug 
If now I am a drug lord 
Don’t blame me, embrace me 
Because my heart was lost 
My blood bubbled 
I was nothing but a thunderstorm 

I am a victim  
The innocent victim 
And why should I be victimised  
And lose my human rights? 

Sulaiman Bangura aka Sulcut 
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REASON TO LEAVE 

Too many battles without victory 
The battle for supremacy brings miserable history 
Yet still the revolution remains unfinished 

Until the lion tells the story 
Which goes with sad memories 
And denies peace and harmony  

Sounds of innocent cries awaken our scattered minds 
With tears in our eyes 
The road ahead is not easy 
But since I am frustrated  
No victory to show my enemies 
Sooner or later  
I will be celebrating  

I am leaving because the society is wounded 
With so many tragedies  
That bite us with giant teeth   
They tell us lies about a vaccine  
Which we have never seen  
Until I saw one of them talking on TV 

When I’m talking about leaving it seems like I’m dreaming 
It seems like I am losing my mind’s eye 
I am leaving when the sky is falling 
I know I wont be lonely  
And when my departure is guaranteed  
I will leave, I will leave  

Sulaiman Bangura aka Sulcut 
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PROMISES 

In the journey of life I promise to survive 
I promise to decorate it with rhyme  
In a tropical African style 
Memories in the moonlight 
Where mountains are high  

We smoke weed to get high 
It’s real life happening here 
I am here to stay alive  
To carry the crown  
From a poor background 

Even when the road is full  
Of broken branches and stones 
I will love to write an ode to hope 
In the colours of silver and gold 
Which I know will never get old 

So I still wait to see 
People say it is hard to live 
And to live you have to believe 
As a king who was born to win 

There is nothing to compare 
Even though life is unfair 
I still want to be there 
Because I really care 

Sulaiman Bangura aka Sulcut 
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RASHID KAMARA 

My name is Rashid Daddy Kamara, known as Justice and I am 21 years old. I was born in 
the Western part of Freetown, Sierra Leone. My dream was to become a lawyer but later I 
started to change when I joined WAYout at the age of 16.  I joined the poetry class at 
where I wrote many poems and was published in the anthology “Written Off”. I am inspired 
by Harry Baker and found great interest in film making, poetry and advocacy. I am 
currently the founder and CEO of a Student Advocacy Network, an organisation that has 
done tremendously well in the field of advocacy in Sierra Leone. I am also the host and 
presenter of the celebrated festival called Taingains Festival. 
I like watching motivational videos and winning competitions. I have a great passion for 
entertainment more especially performing poems on stage. I want to be the best poet in 
the world.  
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MISSING THE AROMA OF BEING A CHILD 

Life seemed happy when I was a child  
My first cry made my mother smile 
I still remember sweet breast milk diluted with water 
Which rocked my body and tasted like Vody  
Her sweet breast quenched my thirst 
Her love did not cause friction 
It gave me protection  

As the wind blows, memories flow 
And I feel the love of my childhood 
Keeping mom and I together 
I still feel the aroma of being a child 
That smells sweet like marijuana 

You sustained me when I was young 
And even now in my golden age 
I remember the comfort of your breasts 
That danced and rolled and rocked me 
Your milk was good for my body 

It was a beautiful rainy season 
With different songs from my mother  
Backed by her claps and stamping feet  
And sound effects she would mutter 
She was my first musician 
She danced and rocked me in the air 
A natural process to make me sleep. 
Time flies but I still feel the aura 
That smells sweet like marijuana 
And I miss the aroma of being a child  

Rashid Kamara



                             FESTUS HARDING  

I am Festus Harding and I go by the name Pen. I was born in 
Sierra Leone on the soil of Freetown.  All my life I have been a 
writer. I write scripts, novels, short stories, folk tales and the 
craziest part is I am a poet.  
Poetry has been my pal since I was nine years old. I ingest 
dictionaries and dine on rhymes.  I am 21 and was born in the 
year 2000. I’m married to a beautiful black woman, Queen, with 
a son, Zoman, they are my family.  
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BROKEN PEN 

The story of my life 
Is written in block letters 
A story to be told 
When I am gone 
I was born in the slums 
Eyes glassed with tears 
Wishing on every shooting star 
I strived to hide the scars 
This story is original 
About a boy, his mind and soul 
Which fought each other 
Like step brothers for the throne 
He wants to rest 
His soul of a sinner 
His mind is confused 
When his soul is penitent  
His mind scolds 
His heart sinks in depression 
He sees himself amidst beautiful commotion 
On the pitch of total loss 
This boy is psychologically deformed 
But from the depth of his head 
Ascends a voiceless voice 
Wishing change will come 
He starts digging in his mind 
Like his head buried something 
He finds focus 
His eyes open wide 
His Heart dances loud 
His body grows nervous 
He grasps his head like a sane man on the nut side 
He develops a sound mind in an insane body 
His soul kisses mercy 
Ever after his mind is his gold key 

                                               Festus Harding aka Pen
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                             DESTINY DUMBUYA 
 

My name is Destiny Abraham Dumbuya. I was born in 1994 and 
live in Freetown, Sierra Leone. I attended the Christian Faith 
Rescue Orphanage school and later went senior secondary 
school. After I graduated from school I dropped out because I 
survived off my mother who abandoned my father who has four 
wives and ten children. 
I later started teaching because I know education is the key to 
success and later I started writing poetry.   
I am a musician and I launched my first album in May 2019. 
I have been writing poetry for the past three years at WAYout 
Arts and I performed some of my poems at the Freetown Music 
festival. I like rapping, writing poetry and video editing   
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ODE TO WATER 

Water is life 
Water makes trees flourish 
Water puts out the flame 
Water frees my chest and cools my breast 
Water cleans my dress 
And quenches my thirst 

Water sustains life 
Water runs in my veins and cools my brain 

Water is life  
Water cooks my solid food  
Water washes the dust from my body  
And takes away the stink 

Tap water 
Well water  
River water 
Stream water 
Sea water 
Pure water  
Contaminated water 

Water is 70% of the earth, boils at 100% 
Water symbolised as H2o 
And freezes at zero  
Water is life 
Water is life  
  
Destiny Dumbuya 
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THROUGH THE WINDOW 

I was looking through the window one bright morning  
Watching those beautiful morning birds fly high up to the sky 
Taking fresh air from the atmospheres without fear  
when I saw a far the future staring at me  
Giving me sound mind and fresh hopes of brighter mornings 

LOOKING THROUGH THE WINDOW 
Last night my eyes visualised things I couldn’t analyse                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     
I saw witch craft protest against Lucifer in the land of 
Wickedness, naked like a newly born baby without shame, 
Saying that they are tired of stagnating in a world of darkness 
Instead of light casting their shadows    

LOOKING THROUGH THE WINDOW   
I saw my neighbour ’s door wide open without key 
like witch craft turned against giant monsters  
Manipulating good dreams  

LOOKING THROUGH THE WINDOW  
I saw a big bird flying at night with bright light 
I saw opportunities and blessings, moving the wrong way  
I saw death face death  
I saw humans transformed into animals at a carnival  
Celebrating, eating and drinking human blood  
Like a festival of cannibals 

LOOKING THROUGH THE WINDOW  
My mouth was stuffed with wonders 
Like seeing another planet on earth. 
THROUH THE WINDOW. 

Destiny Dumbuya 
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                                                                       Nathaniel Sesay
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IBRAHIM DUMBUYA 

My given name is Ibrahim Dumbuya but I’m popularly known 
as Spechial, Osepikin Rarayboy. I was born in 1992 in 
Freetown. I’m Limba and Fullah by Tribes. I love to rap, sing 
and write songs and poems which I later transform to music. 

Early in 2015 I made up my mind to go on the streets just to 
have more time for my music because my uncle, who I was 
living with, never liked the idea of me doing music. After the 
ten year war my parents became broke and only my uncle 
could help me. The starting of the journey on the street wasn’t 
easy but I kept my eyes wide open.  

Early 2017 I met with a friend who took me to a charity 
organisation for street youth called WAYout. Being part of this 
organisation wasn’t really easy for me at first because the area 
the organisation is located in was full of thugs and gangsters 
but as a young, intelligent, focused guy I kept my head up and 
started to wash cars and sell drugs [marijuana] just to get food. 
I did it for three months. I recorded several tracks at WAYout. 
Early 2018 I joined the WAYout Poetry Group. Writing poems 
has become a habit because it makes me feel more 
comfortable about writing my lyrics and it adds humour to my 
music. I was published in the anthology ‘Written Off’ and 
‘Street Rhymes’
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MAN ’N FOOD 

Ar lek wae ar kin lek for eat cold ress 
Sen am go don wit d tea 
Lek granny tumba naso man kin twist face  
Any tem ihn burn mi chest 
Eat gud eat mak u die lef debt 
Naso den kin say but aw man de eat gud eat 
Wae man de live lek ihn nor get 
Ar know say u know say ihn fine for eat fine o but 
Aw man go buy chiken na market 
Wae mi pocket nor get reach 4 gran 
U know say ar know say ihn fine for eat fine o but 
D only tem wae real ghetto bobor lekeh mi kin eat fine 
Pass ar go pa program  
Food is life just lek aw water na life 
Wi kin buy food but d important of food  
No one can tell it prize 
Wan wan tem ar kin feel bellehful  but 
Mi belleh I cant even tell ihn size 
Mi belleh know say when it comes to food 
Ar swear to god bra ar quick for forget  but pride 
Lunch box n basic chilling kin testify 
Mi noto PS ar nor de take play  
Ar quick for go na kitchen n epp for fry 
I have done it once twice thrice 
Ar don even do am pass five 
Some man ihn moni na for tumba 
But real ghetto bobor lekeh mi ar swear to god sam 
Na close food n jamba more ar kin buy 

Ibrahim Dumbuya Spechial 
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No ANSWeR 

Even d rich don’t know d secret of getting rich 
Mak den nor lie pa u 
So who am I as a ghetto guy to tell u d secret of getting rich 
Pa ar lie pa u 
If the rich really know the secret of getting rich 
Millionaire nor for de turn painter 
Painter kin turn millionaire 
Millionaire sef kin turn painter 
If there is beauty in struggle 
It obvious there is ugly in success 
To redeem your self 
U must kill your self 
That’s the only answer 
To the no answer 

Ibrahim Dumbuya Spechial 
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TUESDAY 

Ar nor kam ya for tok about chrismas or praday 
But am here to talk about d day after Monday 
Am not here to talk about my birthday 
But ar kam ya for tok about  d day  before Wednesday 
If d day before Wednesday na Tuesday 
D day after Monday go be wetin Tuesday 
On Tuesday wi kin get black tuesday 
But ar know know nomor now if Tuesday 
kin get other color lek white 
On Tuesday inside mi to-do list  na free day 
But dis coming Tuesday e tan lek say 
Ar get poem for write 
Ar know say u know say ar write dis poem on Monday 
But am up here talking about Tuesday 
Mi favourite day noto Tuesday 
Uda kin guess na os day 
Somebody get am right say satiday 
But for today I cant talk about Saturday 
Bcoz d topic for today is tuesday 

Ibrahim Dumbuya Spechial 
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ABDULAI KAMARA aka CURE 
 

I go by the name Abdulai Cure Kamara. 
I was born during the war and I was raised in Freetown, Sierra 
Leone. 42 Dundas street to be precise on the 22nd February 
1996 to Alimamy Kamara and Marion Koroma. I have  two 
siblings and I sat my W.A.S.S.C.E Examination. 
  
As for now I'm a poet in WAYout where I found solace in the 
field of poetry. I have come a long way on the road  of struggle.  
Plenty of challenges have paddled away in this world of poetry. 
I am still a street hawker with so many things to offer if given 
the opportunity. 
Words were boring until I started to write. Now I’m a poet with 
a great thought - to be a  successful writer one day. 
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AUTUMN LEAF 

In the beginning she was fresh as the morning dew  
Her beauty an encyclopaedia for any dude  
Sexually oriented with that curvy look  
Waiting for anyone to hook  
Her picture was perfect 
But she turned to trading  
Now she is fading  
No longer called cutie  
Divorced of beauty  
Back then, when chemical makeup  
Was doing it’s duty  
Men like us were her victims  
Looks are deceiving indeed  
Authenticity was never in her genes  
"Life is too short  
I'm up for auction  
The highest bidder gets me"  
Tripping became her game  
Rich guys were her aim  
Only you will be to blame 
If you abandon caution 
And fall in her way  
Autumn she is  
Blossom she ceased to be  
Autumn leaf  

Abdulai Kamara aka Cure
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HERBS 

What you know about herbs 
Cling to it 
If you know the secret life of herbs  
You’ll find a space for them  
If you are not a herb type  
I'm begging you please  
Feel them  
You will be at ease  
Life with herbs  
Is a life of longevity  
Can you see the beauty of Aloe Vera?  
It makes your skin look special  
My herbs, my bitter Kola  
Keep me from soda  
Herbs are a natural thing  
The very thing that keeps me  
From the chemical doctor  
Fall for their seduction  
You will feel the vibrations  
Of their medication  
My herbs 

Abdulai Kamara aka Cure
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THURSDAYS

A day that me love so much 
A day that keeps me in touch with Rastafari 
A day that me smoke and fly 
That’s why they call me fry eye 
Thursdays seem to be cool with me 
Whenever I have my girl with me 
A day that always tunes 
The world to reggae music 
A day that calls for celebration 
Good vibrations
Joyful altercation like the sea breeze 
A day so sweet like every other day 
I love being called on Thursdays to hang out 
With no doubt I love what all Thursdays are about 
Call me Mr Thursday

Abdulai Kamara aka Cure
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KABINEH KABBA 
 

My name is Kabineh Kabba from the west coast of Africa. I was born on 14th May 
1999 in the capital of Sierra Leone, Freetown where I grew up with my mother. I was 
trained in so many skills but one particular day came when I had to bravely change 
my idea of belonging to different sets of skills and to focus and concentrate on film 
making. 
I studied film making at WAYout Arts where I learnt how to be a smart and brilliant 
writer with great ability to produce works of art.    
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THE SYSTEM 

Dear lord, I am sorry to say this but I have a question 
I need an answer. We’re supposed to live in peace 
So why do I see black slaves punished by their own Slave 
masters? We cry to be free but we freeze  
In the hands of monsters. 
Monsters who don’t care if the poor suffer  
Or grumble about the government  
The ugly system, the system, the system. 

Why do they tell us that education is key  
When they know a good job needs connections  
Government support and political influence 
Not graduation 
.   
Dear lord, our system needs fixing 
All I see are poor people persuaded 
To believe that right is being done 
The system goes from bad to worse 
They say ‘We are the government of the people,  
By the people and for the people.’  
But when they gain power  
They abuse and starve the people,  
Use the people against each other  
We swim in a silent pool. 

Dear lord I am asking this question for 
The hungry children, poor men and women 
We need a saviour to free us from this senseless system, Our 
blood is injected with corruption  
No cure, no option left but to die  
Of unseen sickness, the system, the system. 
Silent pain feasts on our hearts.  
We are as children forced to walk a narrow path  
The system, greed, selfishness and pride,  
Steal the best part of our politician’s hearts. 

Dear lord I ask, will we ever be free of this wounded system?  
Kabineh Kabba
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IF I COULD CHANGE MY LIFE STYLE 

If I could change my lifestyle 
The way I pull out a smile  
But deep inside all is not fine. 

If I could change the stage I have reached, 
Leave the pain with no gain  
Far behind, but still my life  
Is on the edge, ready for goodbye. 

If I could change my lifestyle  
I will change the friends  
I shake hands with now, 
Change the way I walk and talk  

The way people see me 
Is not who I am 
I will bounce back and rise 
I was born to shine 
   
If I could change my lifestyle  
I would ship off those relationships  
That make me smile 
They cause so much emotional stress 

I will stand straight and pause, 
Next to those who don’t know  
my restless feelings of regret 
I can’t imagine how it will be 
If I change my life style. 

Kabineh Kabba 
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THE LADY BEHIND THE DARK 

She takes my memories far away 
Seeing her attractive movement 
I know she loves me miles away  
Approaching her, is my best moment 
She stares at me, as I go near  
Standing close I ask for a smile 
Calling me a fearless love stealer 
She gives me more than I like. 
I ask again why she’s alone in the dark 
She replies she has no-one beside her 
‘We will be one until our days get dark’ 
I say while she stands besides me 
Until the time of eternity  

Kabineh Kabba 
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FRANCESS KAMARA 

My pen name is 343 and I was  born in a town called Kaparted on 27/4/1997 as the 
second to last child in the family. I lost my father when I was in my mother’s womb. My 
mother gave birth to triplets during the last civil war and we lived together at first. My  
mother decided to go to her mother with my sisters and left me with my Grandmother.  
Unfortunately she died when I was ten years old and when my uncle visited the village he 
decided to take me along with him to the city of Makeni town. My uncle had two wives and 
five children and I could only get something to eat if my uncle was around. All my friends 
went to school but I just stayed at home doing chores in the house. 

It was on the 27th of April, my birthday, when sports took place in Makeni and I decided to  
join the team.  I started running and also playing football. One month later my uncle 
stopped me from going to the field and I was very sad. One day I decided to go to the 
bush to find some fire wood to sell to have money. I kept saying to myself that I will never 
give up. In 2005 I became very sick and I received a message at the same time telling me 
I lost my twin sisters. I was very sad at that time and I went blind. When I came out of the 
hospital the man who rented to my uncle at Makeni asked my uncle to leave the house 
because of  me. So my uncle decided to send me away from the house. 

I was in the street looking like a mad girl. No place to sleep, no food to eat.  When night 
came, I slept on a market table on the street. One day, in 2007, I decided to go to school.  I 
was so dirty at that time the teacher who saw me gave me something to eat and a uniform. 
When I came back to the house with the uniform the woman asked me to leave the house. 
At that time I was feeling great pain in me and I started crying.  I spent the night in the 
street again. I discovered WAYout in 2016 and I was interested in the courses they offered 
such as Editing, Camera, Photoshop, Script writing. I have been writing poetry for two 
years now and had poems published in ‘Written Off’ . I also performed at the Freetown 
Festival and at  Tok U Tok.  I want to be a big editor in the world.  
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THE POWER OF A WOMAN  

The power of a woman  
Evolved from embryo to super human  
She silently crawled like a snail 
To do better than a male 

She used to walk like a drunkard in chains 
But now lives freely in her fluid brain  
She never paddled to the stars 
And is better known for dishing out children  
And running house  
Her mind painted with jitters and her arms still 
Her heart fragile with emotions and dramatic skill 
Her body strong with weakness 
Always struggling to please  
Her soundless voice cannot be heard 
A voice stolen and seized 
In her shadowed mind, she grows brave 
In her fragile heart, she reaches the stars 
From her weak brain she shoots  
Arrows that pierce excuses 
With her voiceless sounds she wakes the world 
Hand in hand she battles to become a champion 
The power of a woman cannot be tied down 
When the threads untie, they release lions 

Francess Kamara
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WHAT CAN I DO 

What can I do? 
When there is no hope 
My life is filled with 
Hatred pain and sorrow 
What can I do? 
Running through my 
Veins down to my marrow 
                                                                 
Where were you when I was 
Beaten and forced to have sex 
Struggling, fighting, and shouting 
For help 

Where were you?  
When I was brutally raped 
Lying down no one to lean on 
             
What will be my future? 
When my future lies beneath 
Like a rock when the river flows 
Revenge is the only option  

Francess Kamara
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  MOSES KAMARA  

My name is Moses Kamara, pen name Mozis Rozis and 
I am a 25 year old Sierra Leonean poet and creative 
writer. Born, raised and living in Freetown, Sierra Leone. 
My mum got pregnant with me at a tender age so I was 
raised by my aunt and grandma. I was raised in a broke, 
moderate home and I’ve been surviving from menial 
work ranging from concrete labourer to security guard. I 
failed my WAASCE and I am currently studying creative 
writing at WAYout Arts. 
I am highly influenced by what’s around me, Reggae 
and Rap music and people like Damian Marley, Tyler 
Perry, Walt Disney, Hlox De Rebel, Grim Jackson, J 
Cole and Porsha O. etc. 
My work has been published by Write The City, an 
international literary magazine and I have also 
performed some of my poems at The King Dus Art 
Festival, The Freetown Music Festival and some other 
platforms. Early in 2020 I was invited to tour with Frank 
Turner in the UK but I couldn’t get a visa and then at 
Glastonbury but Covid 19 cancelled it. I hope these 
opportunities will come again next year.
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IF 

If I call you my hot chocolate 
Will you be cool with that? 
If I say you plus I are one  
Will you consider me good in maths? 
If I say, for you I'm going crazy  
Will you consider me one with no head? 
If I say you're everything I dream of  
Will you think I woke up on the wrong side of the bed 
If you ask me to say something 
And I say you're my everything  
Would you understand what I mean? 

If you were in my shoes  
you'd know what I'm in is deep.  
But on the surface I’m on a journey 
To give you my heart to keep    

Mozis Rozis
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PHONE AND A WIFI  

I don’t need a phone and a WIFI  
Coz the people I want to talk to are in the grave  
This year is hair even the dreadlocks wish to shave  

Coz currently Corona is what we hear frequently on every 
frequency  
Most places are closed  
We have a task to wear face masks  
To protect our mouth and nose  
We sing along with our echoes  
Dance along with our shadows 

Sadly we isolate those who need our shoulders 
in the face of global warming, the globe is getting colder  
  
This year breathes air our lungs don’t want to breathe  
Even as borders are closed  
this disease air flies overseas 
  
Slowly we’ve been losing loved ones 
like a fading love song  
We hope to see the sun shine  
But sadly the night is still young 

Mozis Rozis 
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PIECES OF PEACE EVOX 

Peace is beautiful, 
Peace is a fine wine  
It never runs out of time 
Peace is kind  
Peace is one of a kind 

Peace comes in pieces 
Pieces of peace make up peace  
Peace makes the heart appeased 
Please give peace  

Peace is milk and cheese for malnourished kids In Syria, 
Peace is water for thirsty kids in Somalia 
Peace is what a blind eye in Dafor is looking for, 

Let's give peace a chance 
Peace is good music 
Let’s give peace a dance 

A better peace I can find is peace of mind, 
A better peace  
I can give is a piece of mine 
Not having peace of mind 
Pissed off a mind  

Peace is free   
Can't be bought, 
Can't be sold  
Love is diamonds 
Peace is gold 

Mozis Rozis
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MILTON A. KANU  

I was born on Friday 25 December 1992. I lost my two parents at a tender  
age. I dropped out of high school and went out on the streets of Freetown.  
I slept in unfinished buildings and survived through hard labour. 
In 2012 I joined Protect Security and Logistics Company.   
I liked to read poetry books whenever I am alone at my security post. 
I am inspired by Harry Becker the British poet. 
In 2013 I studied Microsoft at the Imam Khomeini Relief Foundation where I 
graduated with a Diploma in Microsoft programming. I started writing poetry  
2018 when I joined WAYout. My first performance was at the WAYout poetry  
group. I like to do imaginative visualising and I am a performance poet. 
Now I study filmmaking and documentary writing.  
I believe that life is so difficult if you are poor or have nothing in your head. 
Poetry makes me feel good. It keeps me busy all the time. Especially the  
rhyme and rhythm and flow. I believe poetry is the best way of explaining how  
a character feels and it makes me lament on current affairs. Poetry can lead 
to success in the future. A good poet can hit the nail on the head is tell the  
truth.I welcome all people reading my poems. 
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BEAUTIFUL DESTRUCTION 

The music plays with crashing sounds  
And those who dance to the tune  
Enjoy its melodious theme 
But don’t know where to go  
If the show ends 
Those who ignore the MC’s selections 
Have packed their things                                                                                     
and left for a weary journey 

Our precious pride is useless 
The Western world moves toward cooperation 
Whilst black nations move towards corruption 
Our warriors morphed into antagonists 

Beautiful destruction 
The walls are painted with blood 
Vultures are celebrating on the street  
Our liquid has turned red as if injured 
When we drink it, it tastes of sorrow 
Is there any hope to witness tomorrow? 

Milton Kanu 
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                                                                  Nathaniel Sesay
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THE PLAYER OF THE YEAR WE CHEER 

The player of the year we cheer  
He is the lion striker everywhere 
His effort is incredible when he needs a goal 
He is like a roaring animal rich on the pitch 
He makes many British laugh out loud in the crowd 

He can dribble for a mile  
While his fans on the stand smile 
He can burst the net each second when his star shines 
He is the world’s fastest on the touchline 
He won at the palace once 
He won in Spain 

Every part of his body is goal 
His name is goal as a whole 
Long opponents will bite his thong 
He is strong like the blue whale                                                            
In free kicks he has many tricks  
Plenty people have won noble homes because of Ronaldo 
Your best: my best; the best amongst the rest 
The first and five times world’s best winner  
Cristiano Ronaldo the player of the year we cheer 

Milton Kanu 
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WILL I DIE? 

I lost my parents many years ago 
The world offers me plenty of tears 
I am run up and down the streets  
I don’t know where to go  
I have no home to stay  
I have nothing to say 

Every sunrise  
When I open my eyes 
I think of how to survive the day 
I am a legal slave  
I feel like I live in a grave 
My world is sad  
My life is going bad 
The system is really hard 
It is not a history  
It is not a story  
If I cry  
I have nobody to wipe away my tears 
My soul is pierced 
I bathe in my tears every day 
I am like a condemned human 
I lost my parents many years ago 
The world is hitting me hard 

Milton Kanu
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INCARCERATION 

The next section is themed incarceration.  

WAYout manager, Gibrilla Kamara, spent 4 weeks in quarantine 
when he returned to Sierra Leone from the UK at the beginning 
of the Corona Virus pandemic. He kept a diary during that time. 

And WAYout has been working in the female Correctional 
Centre teaching photoshop, drawing and writing. Some of the 
women’s poems and drawings are published here. Names are 
changed or removed for their protection. 
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                                    GIBRILLA KAMARA 

I went  to the streets in 2009 when I lost my father. My mother 
was not at home and I didn’t meet her until I was 10 years old.  
My grandmother took care of me. I was living with my step 
mother and she wanted me to leave the house so I was lost on 
the street. I did not know where to go and my mother couldn’t 
do anything. I decided to do labouring on the street so I could  
go back to school. I was looking for an opportunity when 
WAYout came. They helped me greatly, teaching me filmmaking 
and studio engineering. WAYout changed my life completely 
and gave me hope. 
  
I am now employed as WAYout manager which is more than I 
was hoping for. I love studio engineering and film making. I was 
happy when I won an award at the first film festival in Freetown 
2014 and I also made a short documentary about mental 
health. I’ve worked with both national and international artists 
and done many videos over the past 6 years. I came from a 
community where the poverty rate is higher with young people 
looking for hope in the face of struggle. My ambition is to be an 
international filmmaker and studio engineer and pay back by 
passing on what I have learnt to others to see change in society 
for the next generation.

46



TRIP TO UK AND HOME TO QUARANTINE 

My name is Gibrilla Kamara. I was on the street for a few 
years trying to find my way out. I broke stones and carried 
loads from the boats to survive. I found charity WAYout  in 
2013 where I learnt different skills and after a few years I 
became a member of staff as a studio engineer.  I had never 
travelled and I had my first opportunity to go to the UK at the 
end of 2018. I was invited to a conference of organisations 
working with the arts and homeless people and we were the 
only group from Africa. I was so happy to get a visa for the 
UK and the opportunity to meet different people from all over 
the world. I was pleased to be part of WAYout  team on that 
trip. 
2020 March 16th I was excited to be going back to the UK to 
go on tour with Frank Turner,  an English punk and folk 
singer/songwriter. I was hoping to learn something about 
setting up big shows, coming back home and passing what I 
learnt on to other guys from WAYout. I arrived in the UK on 
the 16th of March for 3 weeks but everything changed 
because of coronavirus and no sooner had I landed than 
most things were closing down like restaurants and 
gatherings. Frank’s show was cancelled and I spent almost 
four days indoors. All the things I had arranged to do were 
also canceled, so I knew this was not a good time to be in 
the UK and I decided to come home after six days. But I 
could not believe what was happening in Freetown when I 
landed.  As we got off the flight nobody would come close to 
me, they stayed at a distance. I didn’t receive a welcome like 
usual, even though I was really stressed coming from a long 
journey. All I wanted to do was to see my family but everyone 
was afraid that I had coronavirus and would pass it on to 
them.  
As soon I left  the airport, I began another long journey: a 
drive to a hotel where I had to quarantine for two weeks . 
The Government of Sierra Leone was making everyone who 
entered the country go into quarantine in a hotel to try to 
prevent the spread of coronavirus.  Some were able to self 
quarantine if their home was safe . But I had to go to the 

47



hotel where there was no water to wash, no internet, limited 
electricity and  only small amounts of food but the bedroom 
was nice. 
I kept a diary of my days in quarantine to give me something 
to focus on and so that I could share my experience: 
Day 2  a man from the flight is very unwell, with heart issues. 
We talked with the medical officer to see how they can help 
him, his wife and child. Our temperatures were tested, every 
one was okay. For breakfast and for lunch we had cassava 
leaf. There was no Internet or good light, we spent the day 
talking together from a distance to ease our stress. We 
talked about our lives and how we could help each other.  
Even though I in my home country,  I cannot see my children. 
I am really lonely even though I am not in it alone. I try to 
keep busy by planning what I will do in my two weeks 
quarantine. I worked and kept in touch with my family on the 
phone. I am getting used to walking around and seeing  the 
same people all the time. But there are some people who 
just stay in their room all day sleeping . I do not know how 
day three will be.  
Day 3 every one’s temperature was normal during the daily 
check. It is challenging to stay positive and many people 
worry, what will happen if someone’s sick again. Between us 
we cannot stay strong all the time, walking up and down 
within the same building is like being in prison. We received 
food and encouragement from the Minister of Health’s office 
which eased us a little.  
Day 4 Today I woke and tried yoga. We had our 
temperatures checked everyone was okay. Someone left to 
do self-quarantine at their home, though many of us don’t 
have that luxury. There’s also a government worker here with 
us who could have gone home but decided to stay and not 
use his influence. It was really strange, have my bath, break 
fast, lunch, make calls, check what’s going on, we had some 
thoughtful conversation’s today and got to know each other 
better. Amongst us is a lawyer, an accountant, government 
worker, an N.G.O worker and businessman and women. I 
spent the evening in my room and did some mixing but still I 
feel like a prisoner. Some people are giving up, some are 
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getting stressed and depressed. .  
Today day 5.  Started as usual with Temperature checks, we 
are all okay. People have been going around and checking 
on each other from a distance to see if everyone okay.  We 
are strangers but we all care for one another. We had the 
same food for breakfast, lunch, dinner, I listened to the news 
to know what’s going on outside. I went back to my room. 
Made some phone calls to my boss and then my daughter. 
My daughter was unhappy, she wants me to come home and 
it’s really hard to be apart and hear her sound so sad. I read 
for an hour even though it was hard for me because I am not 
used to reading for a long time. Then I made my self get 
some sleep.  As I lay in bed I thought about how great it is to 
listen to people tell stories about their lives. That made me 
feel lucky, it made me feel relaxed, wherever I am .  
Day 6. As usual we had our temperatures checked, I woke 
up late for breakfast time. Not every one got up so I had tea. 
Some did not come out for their lunch, so are complaining 
about the time if they can reduce it. We had a depressing 
visit from the Vice president who came but said nothing to 
us, he just waved his hand and went away.  
We were not happy about it but we have no option. We 
decided to forget about the visit and go and play some music 
and dance at a distance to ease the stress. Even with the 
dancing, today is really tough. I don’t know how tomorrow will 
be.  
Day 7 Today was very stressful. I started to feel dizzy. I 
cannot think normally and so I slept in the afternoon time and 
had lunch late. I stopped answering my calls and started 
feeling strange. I was expecting the test today.  
Day 8 we were all depressed today. Everyone is getting out 
of hand. Our mental state is really worrying us. The service 
of food is not okay so we do not know where we stand, 
There’s one case of corona from the other side and they 
asked the rest of us who are negative to stay longer.  
Day 9 We had a very depressing day. People have started to 
argue and complain about the hotel bathing problem. Some 
people started to change rooms but still have the same 
problem. The power is off because there’s no fuel so we had 
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to arrange for someone to come with fuel from Freetown. Still 
the hotel turned off the lights. We are not sure if we will be 
leaving soon. 
Day 10 Because they have not tested anyone yet. We hope 
they will do it tomorrow. We all want to go and see our 
families.  
Day 12 after breakfast the president gave  a press  
conference  on the status of coronavirus  in Sierra Leone. He 
said that as of 31 March 2020, there’s one confirmed case in 
the country. People  from all over the country started  calling 
those of us who are in quarantine because  they were  
worried about us. Luckily there are not any cases in this 
hotel. The government has decided to test every one in 
quarantine before we are allowed to leave. Everyone was 
panicking as we are all worried not knowing what will be the 
next steps. There is lots of misinformation from the media 
and we just wait for the government’s next plan.   
Day 13  We had tests today. The Human right’s commission 
paid a visit to us in the hotel to find out about the  problems 
we are facing and whether we are getting access to the  
facilities that we are supposed to, We complained about the 
problems with the bathroom,  problems with the water not 
flowing in the bathroom and issues with the light and  TV. 
The women were asking for personal assistance from the 
Director but nobody responded. 
Day 14  we got back the  results. 19 of us were tested, one 
person is positive and the rest of us are negative. They 
delayed telling us the results. Now we all need to stay for 
another 14 days in case we caught the virus since having the 
test. We asked for them to change our location but nobody 
responded to that. We tried to call someone for help but no 
help came. How can we stay in a place with no proper 
conditions, no water, no power during the day, no material to 
clean even your own room. we were hoping to see our family 
today but instead we got this  disappointing news, we are all 
worried now about our mental health status, and our family 
are worried about us. I think the government really needs to 
help us.  
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         ONE MONTH IN QUARANTINE:  
     A TRAUMATIC EXPERIENCE  

  
Life is really strange and tough after they decide to keep us for  
another fourteen days because we have one case from our 
group. Some are crying. Some of us look far away without 
saying anything. They decide to take us to the other side of the 
building after we complain we are in a breeding ground for the 
virus. That day most of us do not eat our food. We start making 
calls so that people know what’s going on, where we are and 
we complain more and more.  The next morning we see more 
security, things start changing. Breakfast in the morning  is 
rotten eggs to eat so we only eat the bread. The lunch also is 
not good and the more we complain  about  food the worse it 
gets.  So we decide not to say anything. There is no sign of 
social distancing. We all use the same sanitisers, take cups 
from the same place. We decide to change that . People start to 
stay in their rooms for a long time and not come out at night. It 
is really hard if you want to use the bathroom at night you 
cannot see anything because the power goes off at midnight. 
You complain but nobody listens to what we say. The security 
stop food coming in from outside but the food they prepare is 
not okay.     
    And the community people start to call us ‘corona’. It is the 
first greeting every morning. I wake up and people passing by 
say everyone in Buya’s hotel has corona. We start our day with 
this trauma from the community. We live in a society where 
most people embrace humiliation not humility. 

Doctors lie to us. They will do our tests soon so we do not know 
what to believe anymore. People come out and start talking but 
nobody is there to listen. Some of us decide to go around every 
morning to everyone and just listen. When they talk some will 
say thanks for listening to me and some do not want to stop 
talking. Others just look far away to see when that hope will 
come and we will be free. 
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They decide to let us go on 18 April so they ask us for our 
information. The woman asks me for my mother or my father ’s 
phone number and my eyes start running with tears. She asks 
why am I crying? They passed away but I give her my wife’s or 
my friend’s number if that’s okay. 

The moment the car leaves the gate we feel as if we are out of 
prison and free now. We are happy and relieved we now have 
our freedom back and thank God for keeping us alive. 

After being in quarantine for one month I worry how my 
community will accept me back, without creating too much 
panic. I was in a dark place which is really hard to define. They 
have some problem at home with my daughter. My wife sees 
every thing as difficult. The children just look at me and do not 
know how to help.  But I am having great help from my friends 
and my boss calling me all the time trying to and keep me busy 
and make me stay connected to my work. That helps me a lot 
to relieve my mental state.   

I think we all know this is a global crisis and there are people 
who are going through hard times who we cannot see. This 
invisible human issue attacking our dignity. It is high time we 
care for one another and treat people with respect, so we can 
make the world a better place. 

Put a smile on someone’s face and make a difference. 
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THERE IS NO RESPECT 

There is no respect in prison, we face molestation 
They take our goods from our hands 
I have spent three years in prison without any sentence 
I came with my children, they jailed us differently 
I have three children, I don’t know where two are  
The one they say is with Don Bosco   
I don’t know what is happening to them 
Where are my children? where are my children? 

When my inmates provoke me into anger  
When I lodge a complaint they threaten to lock me up 
There is no water in here 
We are in the wilderness  
We are in exile in our own country  
Our food is taken from our hands 
Though it is for us 
When I go to court  
When I think about  
We will be locked in prison from morning to evening  
No one comes to visit me 

I am ready to speak about the ills 
We are afraid to talk to visitors 
My inmate friend died because of worry  
When she thought about her sentence 
They lied and said it was malaria 
When we cried they tell us to shut up or be locked up 
They beat me when I was pregnant  

I don’t have strong people behind me  
The people that I have behind me are weak 
The police were writing  
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I don’t know what he was writing when I explained  
He then took my ink and I signed I don’t know what  
That is how I found myself in prison  
My colleagues are locked up even when they have rights  
In the prison we don’t have rights 

When I am in prison I don’t always feel fine 
Because I have to think about my family  
Especially when they came to visit  

I have four boys and girls who don’t come and visit only the 
elder son 
Though the place is noisy with different people 
I am not in my home and have to bear 
In the prison I have learnt my lesson 
How to be careful with people  
Now I am learning about education   
Sometimes I get it correct, sometimes I get it wrong 
Sometimes I sing out the stress in me  
That’s why I don’t sit down alone to think about  
The unforgettable days in me 
Because the more I think about it the more I feel pain 

Adama 
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MY CHILD, MY IMPRISONMENT 

My child brought me to prison  
It is like a dream  
I gave birth to him 
I worried because he was hungry  
I fed him and he choked and died 
A neighbour told police that  
I gave him the wrong food 
The death of my child is an imprisonment to me  
I think about him everyday  
I see him in my dreams  
How could I kill my own child?  
His memory still stains my mind 

Fatmata
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OH PRISON 

Prison! Prison! Oh! Prison  
A real place to learn about life  

Life is too short to spend in prison 
Life is a journey I must complete  
But not with pain all the time  
The prison gate is small but inside, 
There are great lessons for offenders 

A strong woman like me had focus  
Walking and working, always strong 
To reach and climb to the great top  
Until the day it became  
A tough journey  
A rough journey 

I was moving forward, focused on my goal 
The goal of becoming a virtuous woman 
A woman of substance,  
A woman who society can count on 
But the tough journey on my way forward 
Drew me in a different direction 

The direction to a narrow compound  
That has a ground floor built with  
Green gates to different rooms. All have keys. 
My fellow women accompany me 
Into this compound of great people  
Dignitaries, women with a great future. 

I joined them all not knowing that I was 
Welcomed in the land of strangers 
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I came into this land with pain, 
Distrust, unloved and left behind 
By those I once called my loved ones  

The society I left behind  
No longer considers me as one of them 
They see me in prison, an outcast, 
Someone society can no longer trust  
Somebody who has broken the law 

Here in prison every thing is so different  
I no longer walk the way I used to walk  
My whole life is now controlled 
By strong women known as officers. 
  
Prison oh prison oh prison  
A real place to learn about life 

Gladys
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BITTER SWEET 

I had a case with my mate  
Who accidentally wounded herself  
In a fight with me 
My family didn’t attend my case 
I came with my child.  
Now they have stripped him from me  
They gave me twenty-five years 

My family doesn’t visit me  
They say they don’t have transport  
Is that the reason? I don’t know 
My child gave me courage  
But now is taken from my hands 
My husband visits no more 
My heart is broken  
With twenty five years in prison 
I don’t know if I will come out 
If I do I will stay away  
From my husband and family  
Because I am afraid of another prison sentence 

I don’t do anything good inside here  
Because I don’t have rights inside here 
My grandchild was killed and I found him beside me 
The one taking care of him placed him beside me  
Since then I have spent three years in incarceration  

When my husband came to report the matter to the police 
It was then my life was in detention  
I have to stay silent even though it is my right 
You don’t argue or you will be locked up 
In the prison you don’t have rights  
My family linger in my heart  
Sometimes I don’t sleep thinking about them  
Bitter sweet memories of my life   

Jattu
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IMPRISONMENT OF LOVE 
  
My heart is not sweet in prison 
I committed a crime because of love 
I met him with nothing  
And helped him with something  
Then I became his enemy  
I helped him buy an okada 
And he turned his back on me  
My child died and I became the culprit 
Because I left him with my husband 
He is innocent, that’s what they said 
Family don’t visit me   
In prison I have learnt my lesson  
I now know who to talk to and who not to 
What brought me here will never bring me here again 
If I go out, I want to live a new life  
I want my family not to bring shame on me  
That’s why I am learning new things 
To give my life a meaning  

Yamah 
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. 
PRISON LIFE 

A fundamental right of being human  
Is restricted (freedom of movement) 
In this strange place called prison 
I meet with strange people everyday 
Prisoners come and go everyday 
There are a lot of lessons  
To learn in this strange land 
Some I learnt and some I am learning   
In here we are self-disciplined, 
Content minds, togetherness, love for each other  

Life in prison is sometimes unbearable 
But I always manage to cope,  
Even though this strange land is tough and rough  
But as I move on I always come across something  
Which will benefit my future 
In here there’s skill training  
Like bead making, hair dressing 
And use of a computer 

Some outside organisations  
Talk to us about life outside prison 
The aftermath usually includes  
Painful memories in my heart. 
The socio economic structure of me  
As a woman is going through a tortuous period 
The period of reconciliation, reconstruction  
And rehabilitation   
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BORN WITH LOVE 

I was born without love  
I got no encouragement in love  
My eldest sister raised me like a slave  
I did all the house chores  
While her children enjoyed the house 
She never brought me up to the love of God and man 
So I grew up with suffering and pain in my mind 

When I became mature  
I got married instantly  
My husband maltreated me 
With another woman 
I was unable to handle the situation 
So I committed crime to my husband snatcher  

That is how I find myself in prison 
I accepted Christ when I came into prison 
In prison I learnt how to encourage someone  
How to love someone and how to cope with the situation  
  
Zainab
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MOHAMED KANU 

I am Mohamed Kanu aka Young. I am also known as Mr Brown. I was born in Aberdeen 
village in Freetown in 1995 and I was nine when my parents separated and left and I went 
on the street. They left me with a stepmother who was poor and couldn't look after me so 
my grandmother took me back to my mother where I lived for three years. The grudge 
between my father and mother was thrown at me all the time and they were too poor to 
care for me and I left back to the street.  I laboured for people in order to survive and I was 
detained for loitering. I was on the streets a long time.  Now I am a member of WAYout.  

I am a volunteer of WAYout and a student.  I am a poet and I study creative writing. I am 
an imaginative photoshopper, editor and creative art worker. But I was really rescued by 
mama Hazel Chandler who is the mother of all the street youth in Sierra Leone.  
I was inclined to write poetry by sensitive Stella who taught street poetry sincerely, sweetly 
and sympathetically. I have a small home now and I hope to be a poet and an editor one 
day.
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MY PEN 

How solitary my pen stays 
Since I was led away 
I who typed every day 
Have now rejected words 
My memory mourns 
I have no-one to rescue me 

I live the life of an angry lion 
With enemies harder than iron 
My fans have run 
They’re glad when I mourn 

My pen weeps for me 
My pen advocates for me 
My pen plans poetry with me 

Mohamed Kanu (written whilst inside Pademba Road prison) 
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A SAD MAN

A sad man walks with worry 
In his fear, passion and tears 
Come close with care 
Why be in despair? 
Why be trapped by sad dogs? 
Why sing a sad, long song? 

Sorrow is now my friend 
When they took my pen 
They took my freedom 
My courage has gone 
Your tears and passion 
Bring me some merriment 

Mohamed Kanu (written inside Pademba Road prison) 
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ELIJAH I. DEEN KUYATEH 

My name is Elijah I. Deen Kuyateh aka Coco LA. I was born and raised in Sierra Leone. A 
drop out street child from WAYout. I was born on 10th September 1992 in Makeni in the 
Northern province but presently I am living in Freetown because my stepfather was a 
retired major in the Army. I was brought up by a single strong mother, may her soul rest in 
perfect peace. She gave birth to me and my beautiful sister. 

The rough streets became my home at the early age of nine. Street life has so much pain 
and agony. This life, my story is my glory. From the ghetto, sufferation and frustration make 
my history. 

I have to go and get what I need any way I can. I am nothing but a real fucking survivor out 
there. At the age of 11, I got arrested for marijuana selling. In my life I have been locked up 
nine times. I’m a musician and song writer which I truly believe is a natural gift of talent 
inside me, from the bloody rough streets of crime. 

I was fortunate to transform my dreams into reality with a career for a lifetime thanks to 
mama Hazel and the entire management of WAYout. I am presently studying poetry 
writing, digital video editing and filmmaking. So in the future my obligation and ambition is 
to give back to the less privileged. Who feels it, knows it, not only for living but in return of 
giving.
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 NAKED OPEN TRUTH 

Right in front of us 
Things we see fold and unfold  
Prophecies already fulfilled  
Democratic progress never succeeds   
Diplomacy works hard to survive it 
But desperate systems reject not approve it 
This burns our sweet smiles 
From our ugly unloved faces 
Why are black people misusing black 
It’s one Salone-one sweet home 
But broken promises crush our bones 
Injustice drags us to a destructive zone 
Masses intimidated and frustrated 
Voices of freedom calling 
The nation is murmuring 
No more long crying 
And songs of sorrow 
Instead of glorious harmonious music 

Alhaji I. Deen Kuyateh aka Coco LA 
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INTELLECTUAL IDIOTS 

We see signs 
But don’t recognise wonder 
We are blind like Stevie Wonder 
Lots of educationalists say 
Education is power 
They starve us of power 
This power must be free 
For all to accrue and be self empowered 
More light, more chance to be bright 
Let education be free, grant us our right 
Mr intellectual elite 
You deprived us of faith 
And our hopes and dreams 
You eat education 
You breathe education 
You sleep and dream education 
But you force people to educational slavery 
Mr intellectual idiot 
Without proper fundamental education 
No transformation 
No implementation 
No bright initiative 
Education is a priority  
The world is nearing 
The end of the global race 
So please- please intellectuals 
Stop acting like blockhead idiots 
Education is key to power 
Trade it free for all 

Elijah I. Deen Kuyateh aka Coco LA
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IBRAHIM KAMARA aka Black Shepherd 

My name is Ibrahim Kamara, born in West Africa, Sierra 
Leone. I was raised in a small town called Mamasa by my 
grandmama who was an old woman.  
I lost my mama, I was told, when I was a baby. 
At the age of 5, I lost my grandmama and so my papa, who 
was in the big city Freetown, went down to the country side to 
take me there. 
I came to the big town to be educated which I am trying to 
achieve in great pain and struggle. I went through the system 
and the exams but cannot continue to college because my 
papa cannot afford that. 
I tried lots of ways just to go to college but it did not work out..  
I was born with a great passion for music. I choose to believe 
in my dreams and go after my goals. 
I had to take to the streets just to survive where I met a friend 
who took me to a music school call WAYout. 
All I could dream of is to build up my music life to fulfil my 
hopes and dreams and make dollar bills so I can help build a 
world of joy and laughter for the ghetto youth. With hard work I 
know one day I will achieve it.
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MY SELFISH PRIDE 

Oh my selfish pride, 
Why are you eating me alive? 
Leaving me with regret on my conscience 
Giving me reason to bow my head in shame 

I am troubled within 
Fighting a war with my attitude  
How can I get out of this alive? 
Oh my selfish pride 

You make me feel like a baker 
Hoping there’s one left in the oven 
Even when standing before my maker 

Why do my desires long for wants? 
A question I cannot stop asking 
It wages a war within me  
And leaves my soul in distress 

So much tragedy questions life 
As I toil day by day under the sun 
In search of wisdom 
Which is hidden in the eyes and hearts of men 

All I could find is to live in folly and wisdom 
For in folly comes wisdom 
And in wisdom comes understanding 
Which is the fear of Jah 

Oh lord, break my ego  
As the spirit of a shepherd calls 
For there are lots of sheep 
Waiting for greener pastures  
From the mind of a proud soul. 

Ibrahim Kamara aka Black Shepherd 
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JAH GUIDE AFRIKA 

Jah guide Afrika 
No matter waii dem bring inna Afrika 
De rasta man ar stand fi Afrika 
So we nah go ever live Afrika 

For too long  
We have been calling out 
For too long 
We have been crying 
For too long  
We have been waiting to see this brighter day 

With dem evil agenda  
Dem try fi rule every nation 
And with ar negative propaganda  
Dem divide we nation 

Dotty Babylon try to take us away from the truth 
But rastafari is our guiding root 
You can take I out of Afrika  
But you cant take Afrika out of I 
We hold on to this glorious truth 

Ibrahim Kamara aka Black Shepherd
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FODAY SILLAH 

My name is Foday Sillah; I was born and raised in Freetown 
the capital city of Sierra Leone in 1989. Life has not been easy 
for me. Since I was a kid I have faced so many complexities 
and even now as a grown up things are still difficult but that 
never deters me to pursue my dream of becoming a writer and 
filmmaker. I sat my high school exam under massive pressure 
but unfortunately couldn’t go to university due to lack of 
finance.  

Problems with my parents forced me to leave home and live 
on the street. Although I was working as a security guard the 
salary was impossible to live on.  

It was at this junction a friend of mine told me that there is a 
charity, WAYout, that can teach street youth and the less 
privileged media skills. Many youth including me have become 
proud beneficiaries. I am happy today because I have now 
been recognised as a writer and am also building up the links 
and the love that was lost from society and family members.  

I was a street youth who was lost but now I am found when 
doing my writing. I love poetry to express my thoughts and 
feelings about how life affects the community and me.   
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THE AGONY OF STREET CHILDREN 
  
When the night chameleons to day 
We are the street children 
Abandoned like rusty soda cans  
Every day we are growing wilder 
Crawling in the streets of Freetown like reptiles 
No more children’s smiles 
Our minds are full of dreams 
The ones, when we sleep, we can see 
And when we wake we can’t see 
Elusive dreamers, we are left  
In the corrosive company of poverty 
When morning breaks 
We wake fast to hustle hard for breakfast 
Broom and basket have to talk 
For us to get our hand to mouth 

I have faced death twice in my life 
The time I was caught shifting a man’s pocket 
And the time a ferocious disease seized me 
That almost deceased me 
When night meets us where we sleep 
Mosquitoes and cockroaches become our buddies   

Foday Sillah 
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CHILDHOOD’S LOVE 

I want to tell my parents 
All I needed was patience  
Love, hugging and caring 
But all these wishes are mute 
Beatings and poundings  
Were not the way to raise me  
You made me afraid of you  
I could not express myself  
When in fear of acute pain 
When I talked, you said zip!  
Close your stupid mouth 

Now I cannot express myself  
Even amongst friends 
Blood and tears fill my eyes 
Oh, mother and father  
Tell me of my beauty  
That you trapped inside me 
Give me confidence 
Do not make my life  
Mere coincidence 
If my life is accidental 
I cannot thrive 

Foday Sillah
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GIVE NATURE BACK 

Our lives are threatened  
Our minds are reddened  
The world is cracking  
From our fragile heart 
And our paralytic bones  
We muffle our voices  
With broken tunes and broken chords 
The world is not a safe place anymore 
If we gave back what we borrowed  
Nature would not have struck back 
We just reap from her all her bounties 
And leave her empty, scanty  
When you don’t respect nature 
You don’t respect the future  
If we’d left rivers to flow 
Controlled toxic energy 
Left the savanna to give us oxygen  
If we had left the trees 
So birds can flutter and flatter  

The earth is mourning it’s death 
It’s ruptured body 
It’s mountains dented 
The ozone layer depleted   
In vexation nature unleashes plagues  
Cries floods lashing up things in the way  
It grumbles with earthquakes 
And opens it’s mouth to gorge and gulp  
The sea couldn’t endure the littering  
Of garbage and is scorched with hurricanes 
With whirlwinds crisping everything  
The climate expresses its anger 
Degradation grips the nation  

Foday Sillah 
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MOHAMED J. KAMARA 

My name is Mohamed J. Kamara aka Brain Boxx. I was born 
on the 1st January 1991 in a town called Zimmi, Southern 
Sierra Leone. I am a Mende and Temne by tribe.  

My father was a soldier and he died before I was born. My 
mother had five children and only two of us survived, me and a 
sister. I grew up with my mother until I reached secondary 
school and then she got sick so she took me to her brother in 
the east of the city. I was 12 years old when I went to live with 
my uncle and I stayed there for four and a half years. My 
uncle’s house was full of extended family members and there I 
started to learn about life. From there I moved in with my aunty 
but life there was the same, no help for me so I decided to go 
on the streets to find my survival. After about a year I met a 
school friend who took me to meet a group hustling at sea, 
removing scrap iron from vessels.  
After a year of hustling we came together and formed the Iron 
Team Youth Organisation and we started hustling as a team. In 
2014 the Iron Team became aware of WAYout where we are 
studying filmmaking, music and poetry writing. 
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LEGEND

To become a legend you can’t judge

It’s a journey

Like a scene

You must go through pain and joy

There is no choice 

Like snakes and ladders

You walk through an imaginary story

A fabricated back story

To walk on the sea

And everyone will see

That you are a legend 


To become a legend

You must fight at any sight

For everything to be right

For your kingdom to live in the green light

You must fight for it to be right


To become a legend 

Hah! It’s not easy

At the end I’m a legend 

Hah! It’s not easy

For sure a true legend


If I become a legend

I will stand for justice 

And my first name will be Justice

Righteousness to all with positivity

If I become a legend

I will facilitate with everyone legal

To get one belief

As a legend I will sharpen my eyes

Like an arrow 

Sure, the road to become a legend

Is high, tough and narrow


Mohamed J. Kamara aka Brain
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HOPES  AND DREAMS 
          
My heart is cracked with hopes and dreams 
This expectation of desire is like bricks of fire 
Drawn in black and red  
Like a layman hoping for a piece of bread  
This series of thoughts makes me sleep in the sun 
This journey to fulfil my HOPES AND DREAMS 

Mohamed Kamara aka Brain
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ABUBAKARR JALLOH 

My name is Abubakarr Jalloh aka Bigger Trust. I was born in 
1996 and went to school to secondary level. My mother died in 
2011 and it felt like my world was finished. My father took me to 
his younger brother to live and I walked from house to school 
everyday. I never had lunch. In 2012 I was thrown out of school 
because they said I got in to a fight  with a teacher but that’s not 
true and my father found me a new school where I studied. I 
didn’t get good enough results to go to university so I started 
riding a kehkeh. I was traumatised and started taking drugs. It 
made me feel good, alive and gave me courage. My father tried 
to teach me to be a mechanic and I still try and learn from the 
streets. I started to do music, rapping and writing poems at 
WAYout. I sleep in a car and sometimes I want to commit 
suicide. I am afraid of one thing in life, not to sell my soul to the 
devil.  
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THE BEAUTIFUL FACE OF MY MOM 

When I remember my lost mom 
I always think about her face 
She has the most beautiful face ever 
Her face was made special 
By the most high himself 
Her face shone like diamonds 
She is like an angel made in heaven 
Her face cant be compared 
To anyone in this world 
Her eyes are like a god’s eyes 
Words can’t describe how beautiful her face is 
I miss that face very much 
Right here, right now 
I am not living a happy life 
Because it’s 11 years since I saw her face 
It pains me a lot 
I can’t get her out of my mind 
Our fathers are lucky 
To have our mothers 
I wish I could see her beauty 
Just one more time 

When I think about her 
tears run in my eyes 
I’m crying deep in my heart 
She was the only one who cared for me 
She was all I have 
She was my guardian angel 
Thinking, feeling, these are close to 
You and I forever  

Abubakarr Jalloh aka Bigger Trust
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NIGHT 

I live in the quarters of the world 
Without light or life 
I am anxious to live 
I walked in the street 
Thinking my way out 
Thinking my shapeless dreams 

Dark quarters, world of wretchedness 
Where everything seems ok 
When we are confused by the things around us 

I walk lurching 
Thought the unlit, unknown 
Streets crowded 
With my story and terror 
I live with ghosts of the night 
At noon I live with demons 

Abubakarr Jalloh aka Bigger Trust
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ABDUL AZIZ KAMARA 

My name is Abdul Aziz Kamara, a child of intellectual promise. 
I was born in Freetown in 1988 and raised by my father who 
knew the value of education. I attended the Muslim 
Brotherhood primary school and the government Rokel for my 
secondary education.  I furthered my education at government 
Technical Institute where I studied electrical installation. 
When I was small I lived with my aunt and her husband who 
badly mistreated me and at about seventeen years old they 
threatened to throw me out so I decided to leave. I was living 
on the street doing electrical installation to earn money. At the 
same time I was earning money playing football for Super 
Sports United.  
My first day at WAYout they were busy shooting a video, so I 
waited until after the work was done to speak to Mama Hazel, 
the charity director.  After some weeks I helped with the 
renovation of the new building.  
My first aim was to become a filmmaker so Now I’m in the 
writer’s group having won a competition to pitch a story. I’m 
also a music producer using Logic software to create beats.  I 
really like the way my life is improving because of everything 
I’ve learned and how it helps me achieve my ambition to 
support my family.
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HANDS OFF HER 

She was intelligent and bold. 
Growing gold. 
Beauty suffices. 
A future rises. 
Then came him 
Wolf in sheep clothing 
Bothering her for sex 
Leaving her in distress. 
The pain is real. 
Forever remembered 
The ages are random 
Over a hundred rape cases 
Are there no laws? 
Where is justice? 
Is he in exile? 
Mama Salone is crying! 
Her children are suffering from 
The hands of brutish men 
Men who should protect them 
Are abusing and destroying them 
Hands off her now 
You men of no shame 
Her body is for protection 
And not for sexual penetration. 

Abdul Aziz 
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IF WE MUST DIE 

If we must die  
Let it not be like hogs 
Haunted and penned down 
While around us are 
Mad hungry dogs 
If we must die  
Let it not be 
In the land of nowhere 
Where we will be buried 
By vultures who don’t know us 
If we must  die 
Like it not be in the hands of rebels 
Where we will have to choose 
“Short sleeve or long sleeve?” 
If we must die  
Let it not be at the sea 
Where we will be devoured by fish 
With eyes plucked out 
If we must die 
Let it not be by road accident 
Where nobody can identify us 
With limbs scattered all over. 
If we must die 
O’ let us nobly die 
So that our precious blood  
May not be shed in vain. 
So that even the monster we defy, 
Shall be constrained 
to honour us through death.  

Abdul Aziz

91



ON THE STREET 

On the street, 
We don’t deliberately look for troubles 
Suffering is a natural past of human existence. 
On the street, 
Not every venture brings success. 
Failure teaches success. 
On the street, 
A little is better than none. 
All that you wish for is in your hands. 
On the street, 
Be yourself, be your own master. 
Believe in your hopes and dreams. 
Use your mental power to make your dreams come true. 
On the street, 
The rain falls upon the just and the unjust. 
And finally on the street, 
Defeat should never be a source of discouragement 
but rather a fresh stimulus.  
  
Abdul Aziz
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                             FRANCIS FODAY SANNOH 

My real name is Francis Foday Sannoh, Aka Big Favour. 
I was born in a tiny village called Sunnyyayma,in Kailahun 
Southern district of Sierra Leone. I’m a Mende-Mandingo by 
tribe.   
When I was four years old I was chosen from among the little 
village boys by my elder brother’s wife, and brought to the city 
Freetown for quality education but I was unfortunate that the 
civil war, which was roaming in my country, broke out in the city. 
During the fight I lost my elder brother, who was taking care of 
me. Due to this I dropped out of school and started hawking  
what ever I could on the streets of Freetown. 
When the civil war ended, my life was inhabited with bad street 
life. Even though my aunty took me to her home so that I could 
go back to school, I couldn’t get myself together. On the street, 
things were hard for me. I was often bullied and sometimes 
faced police harassment. I reached a point where I was about 
to give up on life. That was when I discovered WAYout where 
I’ve learnt audio engineering, digital video editing, graphic 
design and poetry.  I’m a singer and a rapper also. 
From nothing on the street, now I can proudly say I’m a studio 
engineer for audio and digital video editor and a poet. 
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BEAUTIFUL BUTTERFLIES 

Beautiful butterflies 
Never fly high 
But on top of beautiful flowers, 
On the hills, down the valleys and at the sea side,  
Every where beautiful butterflies 
They never fight never cry never die,  
They wait patiently in their cocoon prison,  
Until flowers are in season, 
Then they come out freely, for their feeding, 
Oh yes beautiful butterflies, 
peaceful and powerful 
Beautiful butterflies 

Big Favour Sannoh 
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TALK ABOUT LOVE 

Come on come on board 
Every body come on 
Come on board, 
Let us talk about love 
Love is fresh, 
Love is blessed 
Love is blossom 
Love is awesome 
Love will never 
Let the sun go down 
On it’s anger 
Love is merciful 
Even to evil 
Love is full of fun 
Even when politicians lack love 
Citizens will not prosper 
And when rich people lack love 
That family, will not prosper, 
Love can solve the problems  
The world is facing 
If you come on board 

Big Favour Sannoh
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THE BLACK MAN AND THE WHITE MAN 

What is the difference 
Between the black man 
And the white man 
The white man has a head  
With a white brain in it 
The black man also has a head  
With a white brain in it  
The white man has two eyes to see, 
The black man has two eyes to see, 
The white man has a nose to smell, mouth to eat and drink, 
The black man has a nose to smell and mouth to eat and drink 
What is the difference between the black man 
And the white man? 
The white man can go to school and become a scientist,  
The black man can go to school and become a scientist  
When the white man is wounded, red blood will flow 
And when a black man is wounded red blood will flow 
And where ever there is a white man in the world  
The black man is also there  
So I think the only difference  
Is racism, but thank God 
Some black men and some white men,  
Have started lighting fire on the ground  
That racism breeds in, because they believe there is no 
difference  
Between the white man and the black man 

Big Favour Sannoh 
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KASSASUNGU SONGU-MBRIWA  
 

Born in the year of our Lord, on the 14th February, 1987, in the South Eastern 
part of Sierra Leone. I spent much of my life in the street where, through 
dialogue, I forgot about the extended family’s deep-seated hatred. Sincerely 
life has not been easy in a post conflict state where poetry relieves my soul. 
Certainly I attended school bare-footed without a lunch and with certain 
neglect. I am presently a WAYout level One certified poet from Sierra Leone 
British West Africa. 
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UNSMILING FACE 

Behind our doors 
We have no mirrors 
So we look at our unsmiling faces 
In the glass of vehicles 
Parked along the street 

We walk long distances 
Without fares for transport  
Wearing cloth on our skin 
That has become wet 
With body sweat 

No longer like villagers 
From the farm bush 
We trek wearing brown boots 
That have visited the ‘bafar’ 
Of a shoemaker countless times 

The trousers we wore 
On the previous day 
We are unable to change 
Among the perpetrators 
Of the misery of the people 
Claiming to be agents of change 

Evidently they do not care about us 
As they dislike to hear 
Our pitiful stories 

In fact they explain 
That we love to complain 
And have no better justification 

Kassasungu

99



MY NATIVE LAND 

When shall I return to my native land? 
All these years in this city 
All those years of joy 
Laughter and tears 
All those years 
In the land where happiness reigns 
Where father and farmers delight 
Whenever it rains 
Infants throw precious stones 
Playfully at each other 
Water sweet like honey 
From the promised land 
Abodes built with sand 
The red mud sand 
Kassa 
Kassa 
Try to understand 
That was years ago 
Before the army was disbanded 
By politicians 
Claiming they have the master plan  
Patriots of Sierra Leone 
Songhi my mother land 
When shall I return to my native land? 
All these years in the city 
All these years… 
As we walk on the streets of diamonds and gold 
Warriors with ten toes 
We listen to powerful stories 
Never been told 
Oh 
Know 
When shall I return to my native land? 
All these years in the city 
All these years… 

Kassasungu
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WHERE 

Where I was beaten with a wooden stick 
Where my nose bled 
Where I was kicked 
Where I was almost killed 
An infant among adults with ambitious dreams 
Where I refused to retreat but where I retreated 
Will Dennis remember to water my flowers? 

Where I was hungry no food to eat 
Where my mum told me she had no money 
Where I slept on books with grumbling belly 
Grumbling belly! 
Grumbling belly! 
Will Dennis remember to water my flowers? 

Where I looked towards the East like the light of the Sun 
Where I saw a bird with a rainbow colour 
Early in the morning 
Where the Cock crows 
Where the Cock reminds me 
KASSA! 
KASSA! 
KASSA GO 
Will Dennis remember to water my flowers? 

Kassasungu 
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OOSTERLOO BILL 

My name is Oosterloo Bill and I was born in 1975 in Sierra 
Leone, West Africa. I am black American Indian by origin from 
New York.  I went to Guinea where I went to secondary school. 
I am the tenth child out of thirteen children. Both my parents 
were missionaries moving between Sierra Leone and Guinea. I 
was a school teacher in Kambia before I moved to Freetown 
and I speak five languages- Krio, English, French, Susu and 
Temne.  I was homeless for years and collected plastic bottles 
to sell them to survive.  
I love music a lot as I got that from my family. I am happy that I 
got to record my first song in WAYout. Now I am a studio 
engineer, a musician, a graphic designer and now I do poetry 
in WAYout.  
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MY SHADOW 

When it is night  
I stand at the door looking through  
On the wall inside my house 
I can see my shadow standing   
Just like the way I stand 
I see my face and all my body 
My head with my dreads 
And it all looks good and beautiful  
In the wonderful night as I am singing  
As I am clapping, as I am dancing,  
I watch it all in my shadow  
On the wall at night 
I cannot see myself different 
I said please, please my shadow  
This hour is night time  
I want to hide my self from the wall  
So my haters cannot find me. 
I kneel on the floor and bow my face  
But my shadow does the same 
Whatever I do, it does 
Please slap the wall  
But don’t slap my shadow 
I tell the doctor, please inject me  
but don’t inject my shadow 
I say to my shadow, don’t be afraid  
Follow me, follow me, on the wall. 

Oosterloo 
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FEATHER 

The word is feather,  
with which the birds fly  
By their wings in the sky  
From one place to another  
According to world theories 
Little wings or big, they fly  
With their nationalities   
American eagles are flying   
On the American continent.  
They fly fast to deliver messages  
As they go down and come up  
At each coast to do their work 
The feathers fly to complete the mission. 
the feather. 

Oosterloo 
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ISHMAEL TURAY 

My name is Ishmael Turay but from childhood people 
called me Turkish. I was born in 1989 in Freetown, 
Sierra Leone. My mum and dad are from the provinces. 
I sat the West Africa Senior School Exam in 2008. 

When I dropped out of education I joined a street family 
called Street Police and we faced struggles and 
challenges but I intended to overcome. One day a friend 
told me about a place called WAYout, I started attending 
and it was not easy at all for me to cope with the system 
but I managed to. 
My first course was photoshop and then I went on to 
editing and camera. I love music because it gives me 
the courage to be cool in life. At first poetry was not my 
vision but it developed slowly and now the fire is burning 
in me constantly. Poetry is my life and my career in life. I 
performed  at the King Dus arts festival in 2018 and the 
Freetown Uncut festival at Aberdeen beach in 2019. 
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THINGS FALL APART  

Even though 
Things fell apart 
Her love still 
Occupies my heart. 

I tried my best 
She rejected my offer 
Which I gave with clean hands. 

She turned her back  
No apology, 
No second chance. 

She left me in pain, 
All my sweat was in vain 
Heart-rending, I wrote 
This poem to explain. 

In my heart, 
Her picture remains. 
Her absence drags me 
Down and constrains. 

We were made to be as one 
But things fell apart 
She chose her own direction. 

She broke the rules, 
Of engagement, impatient. 
Then she threw me away 

Ishmael Turay aka Turkish
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TRENDING  

Just a civil dress I put on, 
Not knowing there are things 
Unfolding in my head. 

I take a long journey 
Walk far away,  
On a beautiful sunny day. 

I meet travellers and 
Move them from their 
Naughty lazy bones. 

I hear a voice, 
Like the wind’s blow 
Thunder strikes and 
Lightening splits. 

New words knock 
For accommodation. 
Spoken words 
Fill my system and organs. 

My think tank 
Drowns in deep thinking, 
Leaks knowledge  
Of the fire burning inside  

I am possessed by a poetic disease, 
Which knocks at my gate. 
And my heart beats poetry 

Ishmael Turay aka Turkish
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FREEDOM (Black Lives Matter)  

You take away 
Our roof, and 
Leave us roof less. 

The Peace of our minds 
Is captured, in the 
Hands of powerful people. 

Stench of innocent blood 
We are no more considered 
As breathing people. 

Rip our flesh 
Leave our Bones 
To ruin. 

In daylight or dark 
We've been put 
Aside as nonsense. 

The scars on my body 
Can't be erased. 
Not even a single smile, 
On my bold black face. 

Let peace rain 
From the rooftops 
Down the gully drains. 

Ishmael Turay aka Turkish 
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NATHANIEL SESAY aka MASH P 

Photographer 

Music saved my life. I was born in Sierra Leone and after the 
civil war I lived on the streets of Freetown for 12 years. Without 
music I would have given up but I started singing and creating 
my own tracks and became known as Mash P. I found NGO 
WAYout who gave me the chance to record over 30 tracks and 
videos.
I started doing photography at WAYout in 2017 and loved it 
and my photos were exhibited in London and Portland, USA. I 
want to study music in the UK and my dream would be to 
come back to Sierra Leone and set up a studio here. I want to 
offer street youth the same chance I had and be accepted for 
my talent not rejected for my past. 
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MAMADY aka RASTA YOUTH 
 

Drawings by Mamady. 
My name is Mamady Konateh, a.k.a Rasta Youth. I was born in 
Guinea (Conakry). I came from a Polygamous family and I am 
the last of seven children of my father and first to my mother. I 
dropped out of secondary school because I had no support to 
continue.  

I love doing painting, drawing, music and Traveling. I started 
doing drawings at age 15., learning about painting and colours 
from my Mother.  Coming up as an artist I had lots of problems 
with family members because they think art is against our faith. 
I have been homeless for 25 years now. My passion is music, 
arts and graphic design. I am glad now I can do my creative 
arts using a computer at WAYout.
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