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We have crossed the Rubicon, my brother—

No turning back from this poisoned course.

What binds this land now is not love nor law,

But the barrel, the boot, and the curse of force.

A unity forged in blood and fear

Is but a brittle lie—destined to crack,

For no nation stands long on broken bones

And scorched earth it cannot take back.

So much for liberation—so much for dreams!

The sun that rose on our flags has dimmed.

We traded the whip of the foreign hand

For a darker fist, more cruelly trimmed.

Should it matter, you ask,

That the tyrant’s tongue

Sings the same lullabies

Our mothers once sung?

Yes—it matters.

Because betrayal tastes sharper

When it wears your face,

When the boot on your neck

Danced once in your place.

South Sudan, they call you a tapestry—

But what is a tapestry torn and burnt?

What is a flag when it shrouds

The bodies of children in Nasir’s dirt?

You are not a banner to raise with pride—

You are the silent scream in Ulang’s sky,

You are the smoke of Old Fangak’s ruins,



The tears of a mother who won’t say goodbye.

Beware, beware, the fire is spreading—

And those who feed it with tribal cheers

Will find, in time, their own homes smoldering,

Their own hearts choked in ash and fears.

The beast you unleash on your neighbor’s hut

Will prowl back hungry to yours someday,

For arson is blind, and power drunk—

It burns friend and foe the same way.

Weep, O my brother, while you still can—

Before the grief outpaces the tongue,

Before the rivers run thick with sorrow

And mourning songs are left unsung.

Let your tears be a final protest

In a land where hope is under siege—

For the day will come, if it is not here,

When we can only weep in memories.


