
Head Judge’s Comment 

Dear learners, teachers and everyone at Mukwashi Trust School, 

Thank you for sharing your poems with us here at King Edward’s School in Birmingham for 

a second year. Once again, it was a pleasure and a privilege to read your work. Once again, 

we felt the fears and the yearnings that your words bring to life. Once again, the vivid worlds 

that your poems explored made us think more carefully, more critically, more joyfully about 

the roles that dreams play in our own lives and cultures. Dr Brown, Mrs Faulkner, Dr Romon-

Alonso and I had a passionate discussion during our judging sessions as we compared and 

shared our appreciation of the poems – and the dreams – that you have so generously shared 

with us.  

One of the most famous poets from Birmingham was a man called Benjamin Zephaniah. He 

passed away just before Christmas in 2023 and he is a writer we think about a lot in 

Birmingham. One of his most inspiring attitudes was that he believed poetry is for everyone 

and that everyone writes poetry even if they do not write it down. “Language,” he once said, 

“is power, and in a more fundamental way, poetry is power.” I think we all understand the 

power of poetry, we have all been moved by a song, sometimes to tears and sometimes to 

dance. I believe that every poem that you sent to us proves Benjamin Zephaniah right about 

the fundamental power of poetry. There is something in the harmony of word and sound that 

speaks to us and each of your poems spoke to us in different ways.  

We loved the images of birds, bridges, seeds, designs, glue, frogs and farmers. These 

moments transported us to what Elizabeth Makwamlimba calls, the magical place of ‘night-

dreams’ where ‘we see things differently’. These poems dream of a better tomorrow where 

equality is a reality and where the impossible strays within reach. These poems are a plea to 

keep dreaming, otherwise, in the words of Bridget Kawana, ‘life becomes a broken-winged 

bird which cannot fly’. 

Your poems also warned us of the ways in which we can become the victims of other 

people’s dreams and ambitions. In this way, dreams can become the prisons that hold us back 

and crush our spirits. What inspired us most is that we can still find great hope in the power 

of the young voices that proudly speak these poems. These voices refuse to be afraid of the 

truth, they demand our attention and our thought and we will remember them for a long time. 

We want every single poet at Mukwashi Trust School to know that King Edward’s School 

hears your voices, and we hope the power of your poetry continues to go further out into the 

world, to encourage, inspire and challenge new audiences. Please keep writing, keep speaking 

and keep dreaming. We cannot wait to find out where your poetry will take us next.  

Mrs Hosanna Stokes,  
Teacher of English,  
King Edward’s School,  
Birmingham  
March 2025 

  



Overall Prize: Tembo Christopher 

Now onto the prize-winners. The overall winner is Tembo Christopher for his poem, 
‘Between’. The first five lines of Tembo’s poems are a beautiful exploration of where dreams 
occur: ‘somewhere between slumber and awake’. We read them over and over as they 
perfectly capture the realm of the imagination and put into words how a dreamer explores this 
labyrinth. The second half of his poem picks up on the idea of a secret being told in a dream 
and a truth being sown. It’s a powerful idea that even when we wake and the dream fades, 
something tangible has been planted which lasts and ‘guides through life’s dull plod’. We all 
admired how Tembo has captured eloquently and gently the wonder we all have about where, 
how and why we dream. Ultimately, we agreed that Tembo deserves first place because his 
poem thinks so deeply about the nature of dreams that it gives us new language with which to 
understand the waking mind.  

 

BETWEEN 

by Tembo Christopher G11 

 

Somewhere between slumber and awake, 

There’s a world of dreams where thoughts create a realm of wonder, 

Where the imagination roams and the subconscious shapes some mystic homes. 

In this ethereal land, I find my way, through labyrinths of mind, night and day, 

Where symbols speak and visions unfold, and the secrets of the heart are told. 

Yet, when dawn breaks and reality calls 

The dream world fades and its magic dims, leaving only memories faint and slim.  

Longing to return to that mystic gale,  

I hold onto the dream I’ve known before where truth is sown. 

A truth that guides through life’s dull plod and fills my soul with wonder and peace 

 

  



Winning Poems from Primary Grades 5 to 7 

 
First Place: Nomsa Daka 

We all loved the urgency and vibrancy of Nomsa’s poem, ‘The Dream Chaser’, right from 
the start with her exclamative ‘oh yes.’ From here the poem ‘hurtles’ through the ‘wild 
tornado’ of night dreams into the imperatives to ‘wake’ and ‘catch’ a dream while we still 
can. We all admired the imagery in Nomsa’s poem, from her valuable warning against sitting 
still and ‘croaking like a frog in a hole’ to her comparison of a life without dreams to a ‘house 
without a roof’. The poem ends on a realistic note by comparing the rewards of the ‘farmer’s 
hard work in the dry season’ to the dangers of dreaming your life away waiting to be handed 
something on a ‘silver plate’. Altogether, we think it is a striking and thought-provoking 
achievment that celebrates the power of dreams, positivity and poetry.  

 

THE DREAM CHASER 
by Nomsa Daka G7 
 

Oh yes, I am a dream chaser,  

Hurtling head-over-heels after my dream like a wild tornado. 

My night dreams take me to the depths of the ocean,  

to the top of the mountains, 

to the arms of a lover. 

A dream should burn brighter than a night star.  

Do not sit croaking like a frog in a hole,  

Wake from your sleep, you have a dream to catch. 

For life without a dream is like a house without a roof. 

Catching a dream requires courage, patience and a farmers’ hard work in the dry season.  

Nothing here comes on a silver plate. 

 

 

 

  



Second Place: Cleopatra Bwalya 

The details in Cleopatra’s poem, ‘Rich Dream’, of her ‘airtel’ and ‘kwatcha’ allowed her to 
make striking comparisons between the realities of the poet’s life in Zambia each morning 
and their dreams of the United Kingdom each night. This presentation of the way in which 
dreams can have a kind of cruelty to them seemed wise and true to our judges. The speaker’s 
anguished turn away from dreams struck us as an important means of self-preservation but at 
the same time, Cleopatra shows that this is easier said than done. The poem’s dismissal of 
dreams as delicious ‘imagination buns’ and the quiet hope that they may one day come true in 
the poem’s final line show how difficult dreams can be to shake off. We look forward to 
hearing the tone of voice Cleopatra speaks her poem in, as it sounds by turns realistic, feisty 
and hopeful. 

     

RICH DREAM  
by Cleopatra Bwalya G7 

Dreams,  

Dreams,  

Dreams,  

If dreams became reality, nobody would sleep in mud homes. 

Last week, I dreamt I was living in the UK, but I woke in my father’s two-room thatched 
house.  

Last night, I dreamt I had money in my airtel and kwacha in my purse, but I woke with 
nothing in my account and nothing in my purse. 

Life has taught me that dreams are imagination buns. 

The best dream is to not dream and to work hard in school,  

then maybe, just maybe, a small dream might one day come true. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Winning Poems from Secondary Grades 8 to 12: 



 

First Place: Universe Phiri 

We were thrilled to read more work from last year’s overall winner Universe and we have 
chosen her poem ‘Night Dreams’ as first place among the entries from the Secondary 
Grades. We chose this poem for its combination of technical control with inimitable phrases 
and ideas. The poem is made up of two stanzas of equal length that explore the irony that the 
speaker finds in the idea of dreams. In this poem the speaker hints at what she ‘cannot tell the 
world’ and speculates at how her dreams ‘are driven by bad luck’ and nightmares ‘summon’ 
her – ideas which move beyond cliches. The best poems don’t tell us what to think, but show 
us life in a new light. This poem’s restraint and subtlety capture the frustration and horror of 
both nightmares and secrets. We especially love the images which ‘flash and form’ in the 
poem’s opening line as well as the play on words from so-called night dreams to horror nights 
in the poem’s final line. We can see how Universe is developing her poetic skills and are 
excited to read more from her.  

 

 

NIGHT DREAMS  
by Universe Phiri G10 

 

My so-called dreams are what I live.  

Images flash and form, but seem unreal.  

Always shattered, broken in sleep. 

Tossing, turning, failing to recall my dreams. 

Nightmares summon me to my room, 

Frustrated, I lie with no rescue and am doomed! 

 

Dreams I cannot tell the world stay ever-trapped in the cold of night. 

I think my dreams are driven by bad luck.  

Reality has struck me hard.  

I try my best to ignore the nightmares,  

But fate has dimmed my light  

And all I have are horror nights.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Second Place: Virginia Mwanza 



‘Echoes of Delight’ reaches some absolutely brilliant moments in its consideration of how 
dreams can be a source of joy within the predictable routines of ‘life’s plodding pace’. 
Virginia’s words themselves work like the dreams she describes and continue to echo to 
delight her readers long after they have finished her poem! This poem's phrase-making 
thrilled us in places as they show Virginia working together sounds, images and internal 
rhymes to describe how dreams can come “drizzling through life’s twisting vines”. Perhaps 
the most striking line of the poem is the assertion that “our dreams reside in a bond time 
cannot divide”. To the judges, this seemed to capture the enigmatic strangeness of dreams in a 
way that was truly original and evidence of another brilliant writer at Mukwashi Trust 
School.  

 

ECHOES OF DELIGHT 
by Virginia Mwanza G11  

 

Dreams are whispers in the night,  

They come when stars are shining with their light, 

A reflection of our hopes and fears, 

A fountain from our joys and strife. 

 

Dreams’ warm light guides through life’s plodding pace 

Dreams fill our hearts with echoes of delight. 

And, like running in the summer heat, my hearts beat fast. 

Dreams ease our souls and bring joy which never freezes. 

 

Like in the silence of a still and quiet night, 

Dreams bring mind light and heart delight  

Drizzling through life’s twisting vines  

Our dreams forever reside in a bond time cannot divide  

 

And, when we wake with the bright morning light,  

our memories have been given a bittersweet remnant of delight.  

By Virginia Mwanza G11  

 

  

 

  



Third Place: Regine Banda 

We kept coming back to Regine’s poem ‘Girl Child’s Dream’ because her voice was so 
unique and memorable. Her poem demands our attention and challenges how we are used to 
thinking about gender. While the poem might seem less technically polished than other 
entries this is crucial to the way in which Regine refuses to compromise or conform to 
expectations in her exploration of anger and inequality. A clear example of the way Regine 
turned our preconceptions on their heads can be seen in her indelible image of ‘flat-breasted 
boys’, a moment that perfectly captures the double standards that apply to men and women 
and that undermine the power of the dreams we share.  

 

GIRL CHILD`S DREAM  
by Regine Banda G9 

 

As a spirited girl, I once wished to be successful. 

But being deprived of education have low place in society. 

As a crushed girl, I was forcedly married off by my parents to earn them some money  

so am now shuttered by sorrow and misfortune. 

As an African girl, tears tremble over my face. 

We sit lonely, waiting for a society to speak 

which still has a belief that ‘girls are to be seen and not heard’. 

Girl childs of Africa, rise and break this old men’s stance.  

We must not be silenced; we must work for a future filled with significance. 

 

As ordinary girl childs, we have equal potential with flat-breasted boys.  

But have been discriminated too long so must shatter the notion our mouths must stay shut. 

Girl childs of Africa, we will outshine the boys and transform the nation.  

Why should we not dare to dream this and shout? 

 

African man, does my potential frighten you so much that you must deprive every girl child 
of a high place in society? 

Get used to it, you strutting men. Understand that the fine future you plan for yourself and 
your sons is built on girl-childs not mattering. 

That future is the past. Us girl childs have big brains as well as big breasts and now we do 
better at school than you and your sons. The future is African women. Men’s turn is past. 

 

As a courageous girl, I will speak out for all girl childs who lack the courage to speak.  

Our dream will be accomplished and not shuttered by envious men.  

 


