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“Life, love, abstract, decisions, 

reactions metaphors and reality. 

Really want a better way out. We 

shout, scream keep mute 

sometimes. But what we really 

want is a better way out. The 

past of a butterfly is the reason 

for its wings. Live meek, adore 

your maker, and live while 

living.” 

John nyameye Dadzie 
      

 



The poem collections 

 

 

THE MAN IN THE FIELDS 

 



A body made of shrubs 

Like the king on the cross I spread my arms 

He did it to embrace but 

I do to scare away 

With no heart nor mind 

With no arm just a hand 

I came with just my feet 

The fields are the floor of my house 

The sky my ceiling and the moon my chandelier 

People pass by, not a word they say, 

People I thought were my peers 

I don’t need their pity 

I just can’t feel it 

I don’t need their greetings 

I can’t respond anyways. 

I watch them turn the earth 

I watch them as they hope for bread. 

I wonder, what if it never rains. 

What if the sun takes a nap for years? 

If their prayers are answered so can mine 

They come with both feet 

But fall so easily 

They come with brains but 

How quickly do they lose their memory? 

I wonder why? But I have none so I can’t tell. 

Is it right not to have a heart? 

Is it better without a mind? 

Is it life? Would you care to answer? 

I watch as they are placed six feet beneath me, 

As others shed a tear or two. 

But what can I do? 

Am just a man in the fields? 



 

 

 

 

HERE WE GO AGAIN  



 

Its quarter pass six and you still in bed, how you wish there was another way other 
that death. The alarm goes off at exactly six, but you say “why bother if I would 
definitely come back to it.” Like being stuck in a disguised loop, we wake up, eat 
and sleep. Like falling into an abyss, an endless search for comfortability and we 
lose the more as if it is a necessity. We search for it not to cover our nakedness, 
we roll in the dirt as we rub our dignity in the mud. We look on and eventually 
end up in a mess. Good morning to the first man you see, it was him yesterday, a 
week ago, a month… last year. The preacher man said it was over, just after we 
shot the devil with our imaginary guns. He died, didn’t he? You arrive at work and 
since you decided to leave work early the previous day you have a lot to do. 
Halfway through it you receive a call, you rush out you’ve lost a friend you can’t 
cry or you shouldn’t cry. You exchange pleasantries with a fallen face and a face 
down smile telling them you feel their pain. You walk home in a loosen tie, a rolled 
up sleeves and your coat hanging around your shoulder or on the tip of your 
middle finger. Is it stress from work? Is it life “or the reason that you would have 
to go through the same cycle tomorrow again. Not like your friend is going to die 
again but someone is going to die and to say otherwise would be a lie. It may not 
be a heart ceasing, maybe a heart breaking, a dream that won’t come to live so 
you fall on bead making. That wouldn’t be exactly you but life makes it sometimes 
rhyme. “Here we go again” you say, “but I thank the man upstairs, at least I have 
mine. Hmmm! Life.” You close your eyes and finally out you go.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BY NYAMEYE SKY 



 

 

WRONG OR RIGHT, its A FIGHT AND IT 

SHOULD BE ME NOT WHAT you WANT. 



It’s wonderful, just magnificent.  

How two differences come to a common conclusion? 

I can be wrong, I can be right. 

 But all are paths I could take, 

 If I take wrong I would be told to take right, 

 If I take right I would be told its right. 

Why do we fight the day and why do we sleep the night?  

Is this not the place we fear? 

This I can’t comprehend. 

This I spend no time on. 

I scream on top of my voice but what for? 

You curse, you scream, you think even the book of life can’t save me from my 

ignorance. 

But I may die, so shall you too.  

A gathered crowd in the middle of the park, they cheer me on, they chant my 

name.  

They call me god. But I know they are wrong, that is never my song, maybe the 

son perhaps.  

Why do they cheer?  

Blessed with ridiculous strength but honestly, who could have stopped me from 

myself? 

He went on the same path and fell, I may jump who knows? 

But the fact is when I fall I want to say I did it all by myself. 

 

 

 
BY NYAMEYE SKY 



 

 

 

JOELINE 



Loved you then and will always do 

I would always cherish you 

Like a mother eagle and its little one 

You are the one 

I will hold you close till I grow weary 

I will tell you how much I love you daily 

Even though I can’t say it any plainly 

But I know you can read between the lines 

You don’t know the excitement I feel inside when we hold hands 

You don’t know how much I wish for a dance 

With your head pressed against my chest, 

As our moves synchronize with the rhythm of the music 

We will take steps to make it right. 

Starring deeply into each other’s eyes. 

I know I was wrong 

Not that I wasn’t right 

But I never understood the whole truth 

I kept lying to myself 

I left it on the shelf 

I left it and lost it 

How I wish you would dry the tears in my eyes 

How I wish you would heal the pain in my heart 

By saying you love me still. 

I know I lost the love I loved the most without realizing that love was loving you. 

Like floating in space, where forces are fantasies but my reality. 

Am like a white blank sheet void of substance. 

I tell no stories, I sing no songs 

I am just a dumb boy that loves you still. 

 



 

 

 

I CALL IT LOVE; A SHAKEPEAREAN SONNET 



 

 

It is hard to find sometimes 

But you would find it. 

A sound to the mime 

Like the black and white it fits. 

 

The reason we fight 

We would want to keep, 

Just for the night 

So we may sleep. 

 

The joy the day brings 

The smell of a new breeze. 

As the free bird sings 

Nauseating songs of the high seas. 

 

Bittersweet it has always been, 

But its true happiness is what I mean. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE WOES ON THE LOVERS BENCH 



On me different buttocks sits  

Hello bench meet my ass  

Meet my prodigy 

Love brewed in the deep bottom of my belly. 

Oh no! Not your disgusting farts  

Please not in this time  

They burn my eyes  

I need to see 

I need to feel.  

Watching them kiss is a big deal. 

I hate it when they sleep on me, they stink. 

Please help them see a shrink. 

I like it when they sit in twos  

When their hearts sings the blues, 

Nothing is gonna change my love for you. 

Can’t you see, can’t you feel?  

I meet all the seasons and I don’t whither  

When the rain comes,  

But I like it more when it’s dry, 

But am still standing, 

But you cry when the rain comes,  

But you cry when it’s dry, 

But am just a heartless piece of furniture,  

But I am just a lover’s bench. 



 

 

 

 

 

Beneath A Broad Smile 



 Alone in my mind I feel pain, a pain inflicted on me by the world. With all these 

thought am never on time, I always sit and sob in the night train, I sometimes 

pass my stop. Looking at my friend who life taught to kill, I always look in the 

mirror starring at my scars. The scars that made me cry, the scars of my broken 

wing making sure I could never fly. sometimes I wish for death but when it 

comes I say that's not what I meant, life is very confusing which is one of the 

reasons that make me sob. You don't know this because they are all beneath a 

broad smile. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Colours at the end 

 



You always try your best so they never see you cry, 

 But late at night you cry till your tears run dry. 

 So many times they say you are wrong 

 But deep down you know you are right  

You keep the smile, you walk the mile,  

They pretend they loved you they lied.  

You try to fight, you want to take a bite but this apple taste bitter,  

My life would be better someday when that day comes 

Oh! How I would jump. 

 I hope my bubble never burst  

For the feeling in my heart would forever last 

For some time till I return to dust. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Our Transgressions  



Nights in the day darkness and mistakes, 

 Our sins like cutting grasses pulled together by the rake.  

Lit up to burn in flames,  

Under the cloak of shame. 

The light in the thickest darkness,  

The disgrace of a woman's nakedness.  

The shadow cast behind the light as an obscene and obscure sight, 

 The mistakes of our past as the iron always rust. 

 Just like lust a sight we can never walk past, 

 Just like the night a time we can never look at,  

Our sins, are with us as the fish’s fins. 



Please Go Easy On His Ego 



 

Sadly he bows his head and sobs in dismay,  

Never gazing at his star and its rumpus.  

Peeking down at his works, in a disarray.  

He could not, he never really found his muse. 

 It was June, it was May, was March, never gay.  

The world is present but his heart sings the blues,  

Well! Though he could not control his miff like we know, he tried.  

Please go easy on his ego. 

 

 

 

 



 

The reason for this book. 

Many a time we search for meanings of the way life portrays our destiny. Why did it end up this way? 

Why didn’t I choose the other way? Would there be light at the end of the tunnel? Why would it be so? 

We try to find our muse even in the most distressed situations, as we set aside our emotions just to have a friend and 

pretend we like it. This book is not meant to answer those questions but to tell you, you are not the only one. 
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THE END 


