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These poems were not planned. They happened the way most things happen — without permission. Some were written at night. Some in waiting rooms. Some right after something broke, and some right before. I didn't write to heal. I wrote because silence was getting too loud. If you find yourself somewhere in these pages, then I wasn't as alone as I thought. Neither were you.

1

I want us to think of death differently.

If someone dies,

it shouldn't be just the next news.

The world shouldn't move on quickly,

like a brush on the face.

No.

If someone dies, let everything be still.

The leaves shouldn't rattle.

The air should be dry and cold.

Every lip should be white — dry and breaking.

We shouldn't be able to quench our thirst.

The skies should go dark,

as if it's going to rain,

but never does.

Everything should be stale.

There should be a long, heavy silence.

The hands of the clock should move slowly.

The day should stretch long;

so should the night.

We should all feel tired,

wearing thick frowns on our faces.

We would be sad,

but we wouldn't know why.

Every time someone dies,

our hearts should leap,

as if startled by something unseen.

And all we'd want,

is to stand still

and say sorry — to whoever has ceased to exist.

2

I want to go home.

I know I said — I hated you all.

But that's why I want to come back.

Because home is the only place

I'll find the love still waiting for me.

3

Killed and died

sounds kind of different.

Anyways, someone — a person, or people — ceased to exist.

The news made it clear:

a group of people got killed.

Then the news was over.

A football game was on;

the spectators were cheering.

The news was back on.

This time,

it was a video of a tyrant showing

the best way to hold a puppy.

The world went — aww...

How so cute...

4

Yesterday, I was deciding to split myself.

There can't be only one.

There has to be two.

I was thinking of a name.

This new version of me would be radical.

More of what I'm afraid to be.

If I meet someone — I'll introduce myself with this new name.

I'm looking forward to understanding my other half.

5

Dear me,

I want to let go and not explain.

Not explain to you or myself.

I want to say — no.

Without having to tell myself or the man asking

why I said — no.

6

I want to leave me,

not you.

I don't want to be part of myself.

To abandon the shadow and flesh.

Leaving it all behind.

I want to be a husk.

Floating ash.

I want to leave the guilt and regret behind.

Better still,

be born again.

7

Eventually this five to nine would break us.

Being present would take something away from us.

We'd become assholes.

You'd know things have become worse

when a peacock begins to look like a fowl.

8

Y'all are not givers.

You're not aggressive givers.

You give once and twice,

then you give up.

Complaining why you're the only ones doing the work.

I'm a giver, a stupid and naive one.

I ask a lady for her name,

her favorite color,

the book she read lately,

her mother's name,

her dad's name,

her favorite color — again,

how many siblings she has,

what she does for fun,

what she hates,

does she like the rain,

what she does when she's not happy,

what's the name of her last boyfriend.

I'm a giver.

Before she asks — what's my name again?

9 — 10

The man emphasized every word,

veins creeping along his neck.

He's confident,

and not shy to show it.

He can lie freely.

He can tell the truth — if he wants.

He doesn't care who's listening.

To him, everything is the truth

as long as he says it is.

He doesn't feel out of place.

He knows the side he wants to be on,

and the team he's playing for.

His team is losing.

Yet hope hangs around his neck,

his wrists, his waist —

a heavy mask of hope on his face.

He says this is not about money,

but he's a long-term investor.

He knows when there's a win,

the team will be gracious to him.

He sees the truth.

He knows what the truth is.

He knows the words coming out of his mouth

are not the truth.

He doesn't care —

as long as he wins in the end.

But we're listening.

And when the time is due,

we'll point into the distance

and tell him:

that's the truth,

living right across from you.

11

Tell me what you're doing.

My search is destructive.

I'm a harm to myself.

Here you go again, you're doing it again.

Turning everything about yourself.

My, my — my this, my that.

What about the people around you?

They're also involved, you know?

You don't sink it all in alone.

You send everyone else with you.

12

Miscommunication.

I've been doing this talking thing all wrong.

I know you don't mean it.

I know — because sometimes I don't either.

You have a high-pitched voice.

Even the cutest and nicest things

come out

as if you're yelling across the ocean.

I hear the roar of crushing waves,

millions of grains of sand dislodged.

I don't hear you.

And you hate to repeat yourself.

13

The ladies here like to let their hair down.

They're free with cascading hair.

I was admiring so many of them.

Hair falling over shoulders.

Hair hanging behind the head.

Hair wrapped around the neck.

Hair reaching the back.

So many that I had to hide mine.

I love how they wear their hair.

14

I'm slowly developing the habit

of walking the streets late at night.

At 11, I take a stroll.

Sometimes in silence.

Other times, with music playing.

And as I get home,

I feel terrible —

as if I'm going back to somewhere I don't belong.

The great big bird returning to the cage,

only to be small.

15

To Jesus on the cross,

God isn't human.

To Paul on the road to Damascus,

God isn't human.

To the thief beside Him,

God isn't human.

To the woman about to be stoned,

God isn't human.

To David,

God isn't human.

To me,

God isn't human.

To you,

God isn't human.

He's the right one to ask

for a second chance.

16

The sun is hiding like a shy moon.

The clouds dyed orange.

Everything is settling.

Sweat gone cold,

kind of comforting.

The tired walks.

Night rolls in,

the music is the background sound.

If you watch the world from a bird's point of view,

it's all moving pieces.

17

How many words for congratulations?

How many words to say the hard words?

The little is a tease.

The lion-size is concealed.

Having the little people's obsession with beautiful things,

because they've been given a glimpse.

18

I've won before,

and I'll tell you — it's real.

I've also lost,

and it's devastating.

So hard not to punch the wall,

or whatever is closest to you.

The gap between the two —

not winning or losing — is waiting.

And that's the hardest thing to do.

19

I'm not the brightest bulb in the room.

I'm flickering, dysfunctionally.

Leaves you wondering,

do I want to be here, or not?

20

Today I thought of someone who died.

And I said to myself, is he — free?

21

I didn't count on waking up this morning.

The sleep was going to be short,

and another path to death.

It was going to happen without me being aware,

then slowly drift into darkness.

A sleep with endless dreams.

The adventure would keep going,

so would the beautiful dreams and nightmares.

I won't be troubled to wake up.

My body would finally be still.

I'll have little use for my consciousness.

If this is how the flow goes, I'll float,

with no worries for what lies below the edge.

22

As for a birth certificate,

you'd need;

Child's name.

Date of birth.

Parent's name (mother and father).

District of birth.

I told the man across the table

that I was made by my mother.

My father wasn't there when I was made.

Not because he was irresponsible.

Because he wasn't present.

Like the saying goes —

born pikin no hard, but money for koko.

Dad wasn't there when I was made.

He was busy preparing the porridge.

23

Something is missing,

something is out of place,

a shape doesn't fit.

There's always this search for constant perfection.

A place to be,

a community to join.

The urgency to be part of.

To be part of you, part of your group.

I keep leaving myself behind.

Shadow left behind.

I can't recall the last time

I was charmed by my shadow.

When was the last time I loved myself?

24

The whole week, I've been waiting for congratulations.

But the system keeps saying I don't deserve it.

How much pain do I have to sweat

in order to make your list?

I've
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