
 

 

For Benjamin Zephaniah 
 
After ‘Naked’ 
 
The heartbeat rhythm of the band, 
The music of your voice, 
A baby made of words and light. 
 
Tired of the stage’s separation 
You bounded into the crowd  
Made a bee line  
‘Dance with me!’ 
‘I can’t!’  
But I did. 
And we did. 
 
People will always need people, you wrote. 
Oh, how we needed you! 
Your creativity a beacon, 
Your sincerity a harbour. 
 
We can all create from words and light. 
 
Lungs to sing, 
Voices to chant, 
Hands to write, 
Bodies to dance. 
 
‘There must be a baby in there somewhere. 
There must be a baby in here’. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


