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Spoiled Children 
by Kaleo Sansaa

/ have no intend in leƫng you go 
/ have your spirit, / love your spirit 
dime has come and gone 
zour essence has come to daǁn upon me 
�nd / love the conspiracy 
then ǁe reũoice together
�ecause ǁe have gained some strength 
�ecause ǁe have reũuvenated our spirits 
�ecause ǁe have calmed doǁn our ancestors 
�ecause ǁe have memories of our Įrst rainy seasons
Demories of ǁhen ǁe had all the reasons to be ũoyous 
then ǁe lived ũust across the graveyard 
Eot because ǁe ǁere cynical 
�ut because ǁe ǁere brave enough to challenge the silence of the bushes 
�ehind ǁhich each ancestor hid from us 
�ecause ǁe ǁere brave enough to keep our composure 
then love abundantly spread in secret forests of trust 
�ecause ǁe ǁere brave enough to be children 

https://youtu.be/modEVwTwO0c
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te traded our ǁhite �arbie dolls
&or handmade babies 
Dade of precious soil, mud
Wrecious earth helped us mould abstract versions of our past bodies 
Kur imagined bodies 
Kur imagined boundaries
/t s͛ the rain that soŌened our material ʹ broǁn soil
/t s͛ the rain that shoǁed us hoǁ to perfectly mimic our skins, our teǆtures, 
Kur madness and our love for each other 

doday in this Ϯϭst-century drought 
zou do not respond anymore ǁhen / ask you
do make me a baby made 
Kut of mud 
/ can͛t resist asking:

͞/s it because your body is abstract again ʹ
�nd you no longer need moulded sculptures to remind you of your past͍ 
/s it because ũust like abandoned ancestor hiding behind the bush
zou too feel like an outcast͍ 
>ike a contrast to the living ǁorld͍ 
/s it because ǁhen / look at you- 
zou are steady and no longer Ňeǆible,
Eo longer enchanted are your eyes
Eo longer in eǆpectaƟon of our season-
dhe rainy season͍͟ 

that if / told you that yes ǁe have transformed 
zes it has been a century 
�nd yes it took a drought to refresh our memories 
�nd it s͛ no surprise ǁe can͛t handle the melancholy
/n our hearts 

/n this diasporic dystopia 
tho is to say͍ tho is to blame͍
tho is to mould even one single body ʹ
�bstract or factual͍

�ivinity has leŌ us 
�ven though ǁater is abundant noǁ in every season 
thy is that ǁe lecture and never leave our houses blind͍

there s͛ the future hidden if not in the raindrops͍
dell me honestly 
then ǁas the last Ɵme you ǁitnessed rain 
Eot as a ǁeather, not as a mood of the sky
�ut as a season͍
�s a statement of the gods 
�s long period of ancestral ǁhispers 
�s a congregaƟon, a gathering of the elders 
Spreading and speaking their knoǁledge all at the same Ɵme 
:ust like the raindrops ʹ making sounds like a symphony 
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ChaoƟc and full of ǁisdom and yet cold and silent in their being 

then ǁas the last Ɵme you lived across the graveyard 
�ecause you ǁere brave enough to contrast death 
�rave enough to be a child 
�rave enough to be an arƟst 
�rave enough to be an ancient ǁhisper
�rave enough to be a raindrop
�rave enough to compete ǁith the rainboǁ 
�rave enough to borroǁ more Ɵme 
dime needed for the games you missed out on ǁhile you ǁere moulding yourself 
Using tender soil, violent creaƟvity, unforgettable toys 
/neǆplicable void, holy noise 

then did you eǆpect to meet your maker 
then you are the same one creator that moulded herself ʹ 
�bstract and factual 

that to make if not love͍ 
that to trust if not sound͍ 
tho to blame if not mother͍ 
that to eat if not soil͍ 
that to knoǁ if not spoil from mother͍ 

Spoiled by the gods ǁith a never-ending story 
dhey call it a ͚childhood in the rainy season͛ 
/ call it the playground of married seasons
dhe Wlayground on ǁhich galaǆies propose to each other and love each other 
there foreign galaǆies trade eternity for a short season on earth 
do live as sculptures made of mud, soil, soŌened earth 

Dy past͍ ʹ /t ǁas once ground 
Dy past͍ ʹ / ǁas once ground 
dhe ground you stepped on to elevate yourself from your past 
�ecause you and your past͍ ʹ zou ǁere once ground 
te ǁere once ground-ed 
UnƟl ǁe ǁere soŌened 
SoŌened by paƟent drops of rain, drops of pain 
SoŌened unƟl soŌ enough to be moulded into babies ʹ mud babies 

,ave you ever forgiven yourself for living ʹ diasporic dystopia͍
&or leaving ʹ diasporic dystopia ͍
,ave you ever let me live͍ 
&reely, free of your guilt ʹ diasporic me͍ 
,ave you ever trusted the German ǁeather ʹ diasporic mimicry͍
,ave you ever ǁorn your Sunday school dress again ʹ diasporic dysmorphia͍ 
,ave you ever trusted me again͍ 
,as it ever since stopped raining from your eyes͍ 
Such heavy rains, such tender Ňoǁs as though to make up for your lost season

/͛m here to tell you ʹ diasporic future: 



Social Water - Voices From Around The World 
Global South Studies Center, University of Cologne, Germany - http://voices.uni-koeln.de

dhere s͛ hope ʹ even for your soul ʹ lost and found in these ǁords
/n these ǁords you can be saved, you can be redeemed:
:ust put on your Sunday school dress and dance ǁhile you 
Dake it rain from your eyes 
�on͛t call it crying though
/t s͛ the ǁhispers of the ancestors, remember them͍ 
dhe congregaƟon and gathering of your elders͍ 
dransform your face into a village
zour reŇecƟon in the mirror into the graveyard 
�nd be brave enough to live across your graveyard
�e brave enough to contrast the death in your reŇecƟon

/f your Sunday school dress doesn͛t Įt any more 
�e bold enough to remould your body, 
zour imagined  boundaries
 


