
Rustic Life 

 

The wrens and canaries sing me a victory song 

at the border, accompanied by clashes of cymbals. 

The wafting scents of roadside roses 

greet me halfway; 

with elation my spirit weeps. 

The dolphin at the village stream leaped, 

Its beauty and allure still intact. 

My attention melts on to the old bullfrog 

bloated croak, signaling he is alive. 

I sat beside him as he snapped up an insect 

with his sticky-quick tongue and offered me as meal. 

The thrills from foot hills, 

they have grown mightily for another millennia 

and allow nature’s peace flow into me 

as sunlight flows into trees. 

Garden of naturally ripe fruits, 

golden threaded pumpkin and a pole of okro, 

I fetched some to cook dinner by a smoky fire. 

Night came and i sprawled on the floor 

under the hanging moon listening to 

the tales of heroes as told by my grandmother. 

I lay back and see the stars silently boom with light, 

soaring with pleasure just like I. 

My base is the rural plains. 

The city’s load on my mind is lightening, 

and my heart feels nearly free. 

 

Fall and Rise 

 

Even before he mounted the stage, 

the throng already took to their feet 

cheering and chattering his name. 

He must have been a man very skilled in his trade 

with recipes that do the tricks - 

sublime rhymes, punchlines, 

pun that mesmerise like an elixir 

that fell on the soft bed of the hearts. 

Man was on fire, we could feel the heat. 

He was conjuring magic 

until suddenly, he went silent. 

He has forgotten his lines. 

A loud silence enveloped the hall. 

A shift of the energy filled the air, a twist. 

The audience, his fans, 

they wish they could send him a well for the drought. 

That wasn’t necessary! 

He burst forth like the water from the spilt rock of Meribah 



and redeemed himself. 

This time, the ovation was loudest. 

 

If you are stuck between the truth and reality, pick the truth! 

The reality is that you will always fall, 

the truth is that it’s okay to fall but you can rise again. 

In a crumpled ball paper, there are various shapes. 

In a drop of oil mixed with water - that’s a mess right? 

But I see different colours. 

We don’t fail, we practice to succeed! 

 

Slow Down 

 

Our life is a reality show that strived on boredom! 

Daily, we dash out of our homes to fill our dreams hole. 

We reappear late at night with weaken legs 

and pores soaked from exhaustion. 

We Break up with lovers and friends 

and wear stress like a ceremonial apparel. 

We live a life spiraled out of control, 

we can’t fully grasp the passing of time 

that has no remote control. 

Our soul is lost searching for a shore. 

Crushing pressures weigh on our sanity, 

And disappointing reality begins to seep through the cracks. 

I know nothing but we are all slowly sinking. 

If we don’t slow down the dance, 

We may be crippled before the song is over. 
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