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Project Overview
Project Title: UWTSD Creative Wellbeing Agenda
Objective:
To interpret mental and emotional wellbeing through poetic expression. Following a lack of response to the author's call for submissions, the project has been streamlined into a solo initiative. It now focuses solely on poetry, excluding artistic drawings. The aim is to explore emotional journeys through poetry and provide a reflective, creative outlet connected to wellbeing.
Target Audience:
All UWTSD students – including distance learners and those on campus – as well as members of the general public with an interest in mental and emotional wellbeing.
Activities:
· Composition of 20 poems, categorised by theme.
· Virtual engagement, culminating in an in-person workshop towards the end of the project.
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Dedication
This collection is dedicated to everyone struggling with mental or emotional challenges.
You are not alone.
Keep moving forward. You can make it.













Segment 1: Finding Happiness
Searching for Sunlight
Searching for sunlight in the shade
It is like a man racing his own shadow—
A wild goose chase through mist and illusion.
Why chase shadows when you can face the truth?
Seek instead the third eye within,
To pierce beyond the surface,
For what is artificial can never be original.
You are your own hero, your own sun.
Stop searching for what was never lost.
Years slip quietly through the cracks
When you sit at tables where you are not wanted.
If the desired cannot be found,
Let the available become your treasure.
This is life—this is living—
Without the torment of high desires
That set the mind ablaze with unrest.
Oh Lord, oh Lord, let sorrow cease.
No more weeping; grant rest to the restless,
Peace to the minds of your children
In this strange space called life.
Let our voices rise in song.
We are children of the Most High,
Born of light, destined for heights.
Even the sun seeks us out,
Beaming our hopes to mountaintops,
Where all may see and stand in awe.
Peace is our birthright,
And human rights are our inheritance.
What is not lost should not be searched for.
Sunlight lives in me. It resides in you.
Let it shine—unashamed, unbound.
We are the winners,
The sun in our souls is unquenched.
We are strong. We are well.
We are the sunlight.
We are the happy people.

Echoes of Laughter
The bitter leaf lives up to its name—
sharp on the tongue, tough to swallow—
yet once it dances in fire,
it softens into a delicacy.
So, it is with you, dear student:
assignments and exams,
raw and biting like fresh bitter leaves,
press you hard—
but the end? A banquet of becoming.
What starts as bitter may end in joy,
for all is well that ends well.
Every soul is gifted a moment—
a ripple of laughter rising in stillness.
When yours arrives, cradle it gently.
Let it linger like the rock of ages,
steadfast and unweathered.
Let it shine like the stars—
uncountable, unwavering.
Let your little light glow,
your face lifted in joy.
Do not let it flicker out too soon.
Time and chance do not wait; they favour not the idle heart.
To hear laughter echo long,
your spirit must endure.
Life, with all its climbs and falls,
smiles on the brave—
those who choose joy
in the valley as on the mountain.
Not by might, else the strong
would rule with clenched fists.
Not by skill, else the wise alone
would feast on delight.
No—life is a game of grace,
a flash of joy in unexpected places.
Only the open-hearted
can catch its music
and let the echoes ring on.
Laughter is medicine
no doctor can prescribe,
a divine balm, a secret gift.
Cherish it.
Avoid the snares of folly,
and your echoes of laughter
may linger—
soft, bright, and eternal.

The Road to Serenity
Narrow may be the road to happiness,
but it is worth trailing—
better than following
a wider road that leads to destruction.
Travelling to Lampeter for a serene academic—
knowledge assimilation is more profitable
than travelling to dance away
a non-existent sorrow in a land of clubbers,
a waste of time without a certificate.
Brethren, vanity upon vanity—
all is vanity, empty glowing
without substance.
A chase of ephemeral minerals
leading to meaningless drums of war and chaos.
Instead of solemnly singing hymns of praise,
we sing hymns of discord
in one accord.
The road to serenity is rough.
The shining roads paved with gold
lead to doom.
A crumb of bread with freedom
is more peaceful and satisfying
than a loaf of buttered bread eaten with chains.
Quietly working out our priority
is the profit of life.
My brother and sister, hear me well:
do not be agitated or worked up
over filtered pictures and videos
by the loud ones on social media,
occupying the virtual space to spit out
unrefined gibberish—
applauded for uncured insanity,
which is incomparable to serenity
and the calmness of the mind
where happiness resides.
Let your mind not be fixated
on empty cacophonies—
signifying untruth and meaninglessness.
You must endeavour to savour the truism
with peace,
and look away from attention-seeking noisemakers
singing aloud like a damaged typewriter,
achieving nothing of substance.
You must, therefore, be prepared to walk
the long, narrow path—
unto dawn by the riverside—
and enter your bliss,
where your thirst will be quenched
and happiness embraces you
like a long-lost friend.


A Heart Unburdened
Four divided by two—simple.
So is a burden shared.
Not solved, but made lighter, like a gentle breeze on a hot day.
Not erased, but eased.
This is life’s quiet truth:
Some hearts may stay broken,
But most will heal eventually,
If they stay soft, open.
A heart unburdened grows strong, like a tree standing tall in a storm.
It stands against inner chaos,
Against the restless thoughts inside—
The battle of two wolves.
One whispers fear and anger,
The other speaks of peace.
One draws you into darkness,
The other guides toward light.
But a burdened heart weakens.
It clouds the mind with doubt.
It cries out through silence,
Hoping someone hears pain.
Yet, no one reads minds.
That is not our gift.
But ask—and you receive.
Speak—and someone will listen.
You walk in quiet strength,
Fair like a pretty Caucasian,
Dark and shining with pride,
Like a true African queen.
Still, your heart feels broken.
Every man leaves new scars.
And you wonder, once again,
Is love meant for others?
But have you ever thought—
Maybe your beauty is guarded?
That bitterness still buried deep
Find ways to surface again?
Unhealed wounds leave shadows.
Old pain leaks into now.
A harsh word, a sharp glance—
Suddenly, love feels unsafe.
Even mirrors cannot show
What pride and pain conceal.
Only truth can clear vision.
Only sharing can set free, like a key unlocking a door.
So, speak to those who care.
Let your pain be known.
Stop carrying it in silence.
Let someone carry it, too.
You are meant to rise,
Free like an unchained bird,
Wings wide with new hope,
Flying toward something better.
And maybe on that flight,
You will find true love—
Love that grows from joy,
Joy found in open hearts.
Because healing is a journey.
And joy is not alone.
It lives in shared stories,
In every heart unburdened.


The Language of Joy
Language is power, dear friends,
Alive with breath of its own.
In African cosmology, we believe—
The tongue holds sacred force.
So, I share this hidden truth.
Be warned: your words awaken fate.
At the break of each morning,
Before the sun greets the earth,
Speak boldly, speak from within:
"I shall rise like the eagle.
I shall be great and strong.
I shall triumph over sorrow.
No pain shall break my spirit."
Speak it out loud! Speak with fire—
For the ancestors are listening still.
The ancestors are present.
They hear not just your praise,
But also, your careless curses.
If you declare defeat and loss,
They whisper "Amen" in return.
So shall it be as spoken.
The tongue is potent—divine flame,
A bleach that lifts old stains.
It heals, or it harms deeply.
Use it wrong; it wounds the soul.
Language unlocks the door to joy.
Remember, rudeness returns with a sharp echo. 
Every word spoken invites its reaction, so be mindful of the energy you put out into the world.
Every action invites its reaction.
Speak kindness; you plant sweet fruit.
Language, dear one, makes the difference.
Speak positivity and avoid dark tides.
Energy listens; it moves in rhythm—
Like a pendulum swinging with will,
Guided by your spoken direction.
So, guard the gate of your mouth.
Let your tongue be joy's vessel,
And joy shall walk beside you.
It is written—etched on the breath:
The word creates; the word destroys.
Choose wisely what you release.
For the gods judge not the silence,
But the melody your mouth composes.
Let your language be a blessing,
A map of peace, of inner light—
Courtesy of joyful, conscious speech.

The Last Laugh
I hear the doubting Thomases argue,
"Slow legs never win the race."
But truth walks softly, not loud—
Haste opens the gate to pain,
Patience waits but always arrives.
One step at a time, one win,
Delay is not the same as defeat.
Hurry-hurry leads to broken bones,
Like dew that fades before noon,
The fast one burns out quick.
Slowly is surely, but steadfast too.
Glory comes; though it may tarry, it will come.
Joy visits after hunger have stayed—
Merry follows the bitter days.
No need to chase the wind, for it will always elude your grasp.
The fast lane leads to sorrow.
Like rain avoids the desert heat,
Impatience runs from steady ground.
It stumbles where wisdom stands,
Driven by a storm, it can't control.
Do not trust humans too much—
Disappointment wears a friendly face.
Place value on your own rhythm,
Ability is not in speed alone,
But in reaching the mark right.
A hit well-timed is enough,
Like palm wine left to ripen.
The longer it sits, the sweeter—
Rush invites confusion and waste.
Run your race, keep your lane.
Competition is good—when it's clean.
But when it clouds your joy, beware.
Jealousy is a silent thief,
Avoid it like a rising plague.
Don't fight wars not meant for you.
A weak base will crumble dreams.
To laugh last, you must endure.
Patience is power without noise; it is the calm in the storm.
Benevolence beats bitterness—always.
You hear me now?

Rainbows After Rain
In a quiet village where the hills remain,
Lived a boy with hunger, cold, and pain.
February winds chilled him and his kin,
His grandmother frail, the food worn thin—
And hearts grew numb where no one cared.
Dreams of riches felt like tales in vain,
Life struck harder, like firewood in the rain.
Their days were long, their nights much longer,
Yet the boy held hope, growing stronger—
Even as the sky denied its shine.
One day, fate knocked in a subtle disguise,
A wallet was lost, stuffed with dollar signs.
The boy, despite his starving frame,
Returned it whole—he played no game—
For truth had roots in what he learned.
The man, amazed, with a softened face,
Asked how he'd found such moral grace.
He said, "My mother, though life is lean,
Taught me to hope and to keep clean—
Joy visits those who walk the light."
A scholarship came with the man's vow,
To change their lives from then to now.
He rose, he learned, he stood up tall,
With mother close, they had it all—
The rainbow came when the storm had passed.
So, here's the tale I offer you plain:
Deceit may glitter but leaves a stain.
Happiness blooms where truth has lain—
Honesty lights the darkest lane,
And rainbows always follow the rain.


Nothing Is Promised
Happiness is not a given—
You must seek it like the fabled fleece,
Golden, gleaming, heaven-driven,
Yet, not all find such peace.
No Moses parts the sea today,
No path laid bare beneath the skies.
We work out our miracles, come what may,
Like soccer number 10s with watchful eyes.
Dribbling through a wall of might,
Bruised by tackles, rough and tight,
But still, they press, they won't forget—
The dream is to find the net.
And when they do, the crowd will roar,
Their hearts alight, their spirits soar.
Freedom, too, is carved, not gifted,
Not by chains easily lifted.
You must wrest it, fight, endure—
The oppressor won't hand you the cure.
Peace is won with sweat and scars
When silence breaks like prison bars.
Resist! Let thunder meet your voice—
Only the brave rejoices.
No one hands you liberty—
You seize it with tenacity.
Sometimes, the fight is in the mind,
A fortress built you must unbind.
A war with grief, with dread, with lies,
With little tyrants in disguise.
They crowd our roads; they steal our breath—
They sell us fear; they sell us death.
Arise! Cry out: "No giant towers
Above the will that blooms like flowers.
I flee the fear, I flee control,
I flee the thieves that drain my soul."
When you find your joy, who dares say no?
The fire in me won't cease to grow.
"No" is not in the dictionary
Of the bold revolutionary.
Their dream: to break all sorrow's chain,
To end the rule of those who feign
To love the poor, yet press them low—
They won't let go unless you show
That chains can crack, and walls can fall—
You must break free, or not at all.



A Smile That Stays
A smile can mask, a smile beguiles,
It hides deceit or warms awhile.
Beware the grin that softly sways—
But oh, embrace the one that stays.
True love stands firm; it won't obey
The lure of wealth that fades away.
No coin can buy love's lasting song;
It hums where hearts and arms belong.
In lovers' arms, where warmth is found,
A hug can heal without a sound.
A balm divine, a heaven's blend—
Therapy that no cash can lend.
Yet love is rare, a tricky race—
It hides like geese in the morning's haze.
But still, it lives; it's not just lore—
It knocks, though seldom at your door.
If marriage calls, then marry true,
Let love decide, not public view.
Don't heed the neighbour's bitter tone—
Their tale is not meant to mirror your own.
Their vows may rot, their hopes turn south,
But yours could rise by heart, not mouth.
What's torn in theirs might bloom in yours,
For love repairs what time restores.
In marriage, joy may yet be spun—
When two becomes one.
Though "divorce" trends, a fleeting phase,
It can't outshine time-honoured ways.
On social screens, they paint despair:
"A ring's a trap," "Don't even dare!"
Yet the truth is not what memes define—
Some curse the wine but miss the vine.
The quarrelsome, now left behind,
Seek company for bitter minds.
They'd have your joy dissolve like foam,
And turn your house into their home.
They want your laughter to depart,
To splinter love and fracture the heart.
But let your bond, like the ocean's tide,
Hold strong with salt the years can't hide.
For in a marriage, time has sealed,
A smile endures, and a wound is healed.
It stays like stars in twilight skies—
A quiet flame that never dies.
Let cynics scoff, let doubters preach—
Let broken ones their venom teach.
But don't let sorrow steal your style—
Hold fast to love—and wear that smile.

Kilode?
When we say Kilode in 
In the Yoruba language, we ask, what's wrong?
What's the thing that breaks?
Why's the poor man starved, in a world of plenty?
Why must his children ache?
Why was no NHS appointment made?
Why are doctors underpaid?
Why's the cost so high?
Basic needs now just fly—
only tears left to dry.
Budgeting for mental health sounds good,
but the system is broken.
It breaks the weary down,
leaves their hope to drown,
turns their smile to frown.
Let's break it slowly now,
like cracking a stubborn shell.
Why do rich folks thrive
while the poor barely survive?
Kilode? Who keeps this lie?
No fuel help for the aged,
but rich cats are still engaged—
bonuses, perks, champagne pool.
While cold air bites cruelly,
poor folks can't keep calm.
Smiles fade behind rent,
and sorrow digs deep lament.
Joy is stolen each day,
yet they tell us "pray."
Kilode? What more to say?
Life is not for sale—
not just for the rich to hail.
All creatures deserve to live,
to breathe, to eat fine,
to see peace align.
Austerity is not divine; it starves the hopeful spine.
It kills joy, kills song.
Can't you see it's wrong?
Kilode? This pain is too long.
Life is beautiful, not fake,
not designed just to break.
stop dimming every light—
kilode, restore the right. Good health
is a basic, fundamental human right.
Apples cost more than gold,
people hungry, young and old.
An apple a day heals,
but not when hunger steals
the means for simple meals.
Is this normal? Truly not.
Kilode? We've hurt a lot.
Still, our joy will rise
like the sun in the morning skies.
Kilode? We reclaim our prize.

Segment 2: Keeping Happiness
The Car Dealer in Cardiff
Thomas Dylan, a country boy,
Born where Atlantic waves deploy—
A life as wild as the wailing sea,
Drifting where fate let him be.
He cast his nets, he braved the tide,
But fortune’s hand was not his guide.
A fisherman, yet fish were few—
Dreams sank beneath the ocean’s blue.
He tried his hand at many trades,
Through winding paths, through light and shade.
Yet nothing bloomed, no fortune bright,
Until one day, his stars aligned.
A calling was found in cars and keys,
A trade that let his spirit breathe.
The road ahead was paved with gold—
A destiny at last foretold.
For life is never straight nor true:
A zigzag road, a shifting hue.
A fisher’s son might sail the sky,
Where metal wings with birds comply.
Like Captain Sully, bold and wise,
Who braved the Hudson’s chilling tide—
Leave comfort’s shore, take to the air:
Your path awaits—if you dare.

The Rhythm of Gratitude
Moving and splashing like a gentle river,
Appreciation flows—bright, alive, forever.
A glutton never finds his hunger tamed,
Some steal what they don’t even need—ashamed.
Be contented in your blessings, stay,
Audit them one by one today.
You’ll marvel at what the Lord has done,
The quiet gifts beneath the sun.
Yours is small? Still, give your praise—
It does not crumble in the earthquake’s haze.
Is it too big? Then seize the chance,
Some cannot run or even dance.
When sorrow whispers, dragging low,
Hope is bubbling—let it grow.
No condition is forever set,
Gratitude paints life’s silhouette.

Madam Lecturer
Your students may not be
As brilliant as those nearby,
Yet do not yield, do not despair,
For unto thee, they look for light—
A lighthouse guiding through academic storms.
In halls where few women rise
To lead, to shape, to inspire,
Let not doubt cast its shadow,
For wisdom flows like a river,
And thy teaching is its steady course.
Students, like saplings, grow best
Through patience, through nurture, through care.
A lecturer, a sculptor of minds,
Chiselling futures with gentle hands.
Do not bow to divides,
Do not be a flickering flame in the wind.
Stand like a mountain, firm and proud,
For youth in tutelage, lean on thee—
Stay with them; walk with purpose.
Though the gender divide may cast its weight,
Thy presence is proof that barriers fade.
Happiness is not just in fleeting success,
But in the legacy of minds uplifted.
You are counted, you are seen,
A mother to minds yet keen.

Whispers of the Wild
Nature heals—
whether beneath England’s towering oaks,
or drifting through Wales’s whispering grasslands,
where the breeze is poetry itself.
To turn away from nature,
to silence the song of birds,
to disregard the embrace of towering trees,
is to turn our backs on the sanctuary of the soul.
For nature is a divine gift,
a remedy woven in leaves,
a balm as soothing
as the forest’s shield against the sun.
 Beasts of land and sky sustain the world—
each creature is a keeper of balance.
To cast them as mere trophies,
to turn life into a game,
is to unravel the delicate threads
that hold harmony intact.
Plants heal.
Roots whisper wisdom
in the language of centuries.
Neglect them,
let them wilt like forgotten kin,
and we squander the inheritance of the earth—
a loss not just of beauty,
but of life itself.

Music Magic
If happiness were a song, music would be its soul,  
a river of rhythm making broken hearts whole.  
It paints the air in colours unseen,  
soft as moonlight, fierce as a dream.  
Music whispers where words cannot tread,  
a silver thread in the fabric of dread.  
It’s a healer, a force, a soft-spoken guide,  
lifting spirits like an ocean’s tide.  
A radio plays—not a relic, but a key,  
unlocking memories, setting spirits free.  
Its notes are embers in the night,  
sparks that dance, igniting light.  
Music is nectar from a divine well,  
a portion of rhythm, casting its spell.  
Sip it slow, let melodies flow,  
watch shadows fade where harmonies grow.  
Consume it daily, let it be the sun,  
fuelling the soul, making sorrows run.  
Music is more than sound or song,  
It’s the pulse of life, where everyone belongs.  






Segment 3: Losing Happiness
Beginning Again
Looking back—
and like Lot's wife, we turn to salt.
But forward is the road;
backwards is only reverse.
Weep no more.
Beyond the dark tunnel,
a light awaits, softly shining.
A child who stumbles looks ahead;
an adult who stumbles looks behind—
not to retreat,
but to carry wisdom forward,
to step anew without repeating
old missteps.
Breathe.
Exhale.
Think forward.
The house is burnt—
but a mansion awaits.
The cupboard is bare—
yet provision comes.
The job is gone—
perhaps it's time
to be your own boss.
A death in the family?
Maybe a new child stirs
on time's quiet horizon.
Only if you choose to begin again.
Yesterday is gone,
but the future is pregnant with meaning.
Don't look East or West
for redemption—
it's not in the wind.
Revival lies within,
a quiet spirit urging you:
Go on.
After the winter's bite,
comes gentle weather.
Nothing lasts forever—
not even the hardest days.
The past is buried.
The future breathes.
Start again.
And sorrow—
like a distant, shimmering mirage—
will fade
By and by.

Echoes of Yesterday
One thing about yesterday—it slips
like sand through weary fingers.
The past is a shadow, silent and gone,
while the future waits, a blank canvas
in the gallery of time.
Lost chances are like birds flown at dawn—
rarely do they circle back.
Joy, once found, is a delicate flame;
without care, it flickers and fades
like a candle left in the wind.
What I had then is not what I hold now—
time carves difference with quiet hands.
Regret? It is the tax we pay
for poor planning and careless thought,
a debt that can bankrupt peace of mind.
Some mistakes echo for a lifetime—
ghosts that knock at memory’s door.
The finest husbands, like gold,
have been cast away too soon,
zoned into exile
before love had time to bloom.
Some women weep, too late,
for heeding the whispers of misguided friends—
the kind that stirs storms in calm seas.
And when love breaks,
the pieces seldom fit again.
Regret is the mirror of old age,
showing us what might have been.
Ah, but tables turn—
today’s servant may be tomorrow’s saviour.
Let us treat each soul with dignity,
not like cattle herded through
a noisy market, bartered without grace.
Life is not a burdened stone—
we are the ones who weigh it down.
Let us not complicate what was meant
to be a dance beneath the stars.
For even in striving,
sanity may slip—
lost like a name in the wind.
A single seed of discord,
planted in haste,
may bloom into a monster
that devours tomorrow’s joy.
Karma is no classroom theory.
It is life’s boomerang—
what we hurl into the world
comes howling back
with a memory
sharp as the blade that carved it.
Faithful Fate
When sorrow lingers, heavy and cold,
And hearts grow weary, lost and old,
The sacred hands, so gentle, so wise,
Lift us beyond the darkened skies.
Through valleys deep, where echoes cry,
Faith remains standing high.
A whisper strong, a call so bright,
Turning mourning into morning light.
The storm may rage, the thunder call,
Yet grace still rises above it all.
Footsteps steady, mercy wide,
Love walks with us, side by side.
In shadows thick, in trials vast,
Fate is faithful—holding fast.
The weary find their rest at last,
No burden too great, no soul outcast.
The walls may crumble, the earth may shake,
Yet hope endures, for love won’t break.
Through every trial, through the darkest night,
Faithful fate will bring the light.

The Empty Shop
Each time I wander down this lane,
My eyes find that windowpane—
A shop once bright with daily hum,
Now silent, still…forever numb.
The sign reads Closed—a quiet sigh,
Swinging gently as people pass by.
Did illness knock and hold them fast?
Or legal chains from shadows cast?
No whisper tells, no curtain lifts,
The tale is buried in the drifts.
Perhaps it's fate that turned the key,
And locked their dreams in mystery.
For life, that fickle phantom guest,
Will feast one day, then flee the rest.
One moment, joy — a bustling trade,
Next, a hollowed-out arcade.
The empty shop — a metaphor,
For how our certainties implore.
They bloom, they fade, like morning mist,
As fragile as a lover's kiss.
The world turns on without a pause,
Unmoved by sorrow, blind to cause.
Yet through the cracks, some truth may gleam:
That joy returns, though slow, it seems.
Though shutters close and streets fall still,
The sun may rise beyond the hill.
For even when our hopes feel dropped,
Joy comes — like morning — to the shop.









2

image1.jpeg




