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Spoiled Children 
by Kaleo Sansaa

 have no intend in le ng you go 
 have your spirit,  love your spirit 
ime has come and gone 
our essence has come to da n upon me 
nd  love the conspiracy 
hen e re oice together

ecause e have gained some strength 
ecause e have re uvenated our spirits 
ecause e have calmed do n our ancestors 
ecause e have memories of our rst rainy seasons
emories of hen e had all the reasons to be oyous 
hen e lived ust across the graveyard 

ot because e ere cynical 
ut because e ere brave enough to challenge the silence of the bushes 
ehind hich each ancestor hid from us 
ecause e ere brave enough to keep our composure 
hen love abundantly spread in secret forests of trust 

ecause e ere brave enough to be children 

https://youtu.be/modEVwTwO0c
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e traded our hite arbie dolls
or handmade babies 
ade of precious soil, mud

recious earth helped us mould abstract versions of our past bodies 
ur imagined bodies 
ur imagined boundaries

t s the rain that so ened our material  bro n soil
t s the rain that sho ed us ho  to perfectly mimic our skins, our te tures, 
ur madness and our love for each other 

oday in this st-century drought 
ou do not respond anymore hen  ask you
o make me a baby made 
ut of mud 

 can t resist asking:

s it because your body is abstract again 
nd you no longer need moulded sculptures to remind you of your past  

s it because ust like abandoned ancestor hiding behind the bush
ou too feel like an outcast  
ike a contrast to the living orld  
s it because hen  look at you- 
ou are steady and no longer e ible,
o longer enchanted are your eyes
o longer in e pecta on of our season-
he rainy season  

hat if  told you that yes e have transformed 
es it has been a century 
nd yes it took a drought to refresh our memories 
nd it s no surprise e can t handle the melancholy

n our hearts 

n this diasporic dystopia 
ho is to say  ho is to blame
ho is to mould even one single body 

bstract or factual

ivinity has le  us 
ven though ater is abundant no  in every season 
hy is that e lecture and never leave our houses blind

here s the future hidden if not in the raindrops
ell me honestly 

hen as the last me you itnessed rain 
ot as a eather, not as a mood of the sky
ut as a season
s a statement of the gods 
s long period of ancestral hispers 
s a congrega on, a gathering of the elders 

Spreading and speaking their kno ledge all at the same me 
ust like the raindrops  making sounds like a symphony 
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Chao c and full of isdom and yet cold and silent in their being 

hen as the last me you lived across the graveyard 
ecause you ere brave enough to contrast death 
rave enough to be a child 
rave enough to be an ar st 
rave enough to be an ancient hisper
rave enough to be a raindrop
rave enough to compete ith the rainbo  
rave enough to borro  more me 
ime needed for the games you missed out on hile you ere moulding yourself 

Using tender soil, violent crea vity, unforgettable toys 
ne plicable void, holy noise 

hen did you e pect to meet your maker 
hen you are the same one creator that moulded herself  

bstract and factual 

hat to make if not love  
hat to trust if not sound  
ho to blame if not mother  
hat to eat if not soil  
hat to kno  if not spoil from mother  

Spoiled by the gods ith a never-ending story 
hey call it a childhood in the rainy season  

 call it the playground of married seasons
he layground on hich gala ies propose to each other and love each other 
here foreign gala ies trade eternity for a short season on earth 

o live as sculptures made of mud, soil, so ened earth 

y past   t as once ground 
y past    as once ground 

he ground you stepped on to elevate yourself from your past 
ecause you and your past   ou ere once ground 
e ere once ground-ed 

Un l e ere so ened 
So ened by pa ent drops of rain, drops of pain 
So ened un l so  enough to be moulded into babies  mud babies 

ave you ever forgiven yourself for living  diasporic dystopia
or leaving  diasporic dystopia 
ave you ever let me live  
reely, free of your guilt  diasporic me  
ave you ever trusted the German eather  diasporic mimicry
ave you ever orn your Sunday school dress again  diasporic dysmorphia  
ave you ever trusted me again  
as it ever since stopped raining from your eyes  

Such heavy rains, such tender o s as though to make up for your lost season

m here to tell you  diasporic future: 
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here s hope  even for your soul  lost and found in these ords
n these ords you can be saved, you can be redeemed:
ust put on your Sunday school dress and dance hile you 

ake it rain from your eyes 
on t call it crying though

t s the hispers of the ancestors, remember them  
he congrega on and gathering of your elders  
ransform your face into a village
our re ec on in the mirror into the graveyard 
nd be brave enough to live across your graveyard
e brave enough to contrast the death in your re ec on

f your Sunday school dress doesn t t any more 
e bold enough to remould your body, 
our imagined  boundaries

 


