Sun bleaches my grey hair streaky white and my pinkish skin turns to different
shades of brown,
The African in me feels at peace as my colour changes, I know I am on my true
home ground.
To some people, the immediate situation and terrain may look hostile, threaten-

ing and very bleak,
I am well aware that danger lurks at every point, but of my connectedness let
me speak.

It is the heartbeat of this continent that I can never shake, no matter where I
choose to rest,
A power, like the sun, has burnt into my being an unspoken loyalty, it's here that
- - I am at my best. Y
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