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PASKALI 

 

I am Paskali. 

I am not for everyone. 

I know what I know. 

I know my truth. 

I know who and what I am. 

I am hard, not easy to deal with but, compare me to a  precious stone, bet 

me, I can beat it. 

I belong to a secret code, a cult that brings tons of values. 

I am love, I am peace. 

Brotherhood and sisterhood my virtues but, 

I am not perfect. 

My code is black. 

I am the code, the cult. 

I am neither humble, nor proud. 

I believe pride is inverted humility and humility is inverted pride. 

I live my life and if am bad, I'm bad yes, that's my life and I can't be who 

you are. 

If I don't fit in a person or a group, never mind it's okay with me. 

Do what thou wilt is my law. 

Love under law love under will is my blade, 

Invoked with the spirit of call of nine, 

Circled with eight, the symbol of abundance! 
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MY DEAR DAUGHTER 

 

My dear daughter, 

As the days walk on a path, 

My senile stage is at the hand, 

And it will soon knock, 

Like a landlord asking for his rent. 

 

And if it knocks, while the sun still sets for you, 

Be patient with me and try to understand my situations. 

Understand what I'm going through. 

And if I speak and then I forget what I was speaking, please be soft with 

me, your father and not interrupting 

Saying, 'Father, you've forgotten what you were saying.' 

That's how you were and I never complained. 

I took you as you were, for you had none other than me your father. 

 

When I promise you something, and then I fulfill it not, don't get mad at 

me, don't fight me, 

For that will be my nature of my mindset retirement. 

 

When I baths not, don't bark at me with a hoarse voice, try to understand 

when you were still a kid, I ran to the river miles away,  

To get a drop of water for you to shower. 

When I speak of something repetitively, don't get annoyed, try to 

understand my situation coz when you were young, giving me your 

favorite stories, you could repeat whatever you said over a million times, 

but I showed you love. 

 

My daughter, I know this is a new era, 

Era of digitalizing everything, 

When it comes that I am ignorant of this what you call technology, don't 

be harsh to me when I learn slowly and when I don't get anything,  don't be 

tired to teach me for when you were young, I taught you many things. I 

taught you how to eat, how to clean yourself, how to speak correctly and 

politely, I taught you how to write, to draw and to color. 

 

Days are running my daughter 

The fast they run, the fast I'm going to get old, 
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And when we are talking, I slid and fall in other topics, hold my hand and 

lead me to our track.  

Don't get tired for when you were young, I corrected you without shouting 

or complaining to. I wanted best in you. 

 

When I forget something, don't be arrogant, nervous, impatient, impolite 

and rude to me.  

Just give me time to remember, as I gave you time to remember when you 

were young. 

And if I don't remember, just be happy for what  is best for me, is when I 

am close to you my daughter.  

 

When my hands become feeble, unable to hold even a grasp of air, don't 

hesitate to assist as I did to you when you were young. 

When my legs weakens and they're unable to move as fast as yours, my 

daughter, don't be hard hearted to offer your hand to me, for when you 

were young, I offered mine till you finalized the exams of toddling. 

 

Nothing is permanent my daughter. 

And when these days come while still I'm breathing,  

Don't become shy that your friends will laugh at you. 

Don't hate me because I am old unable to see, walk, hear, eat and sleep. 

Just be glad that I am alive, and I gave you the best from time you were 

young. 

Do good to me my daughter, and when a day rises without me, just know 

all my blessings unto thee, I've left. 

And deep in my grave, my  body shall peaceful lie and my spirit will be 

free from roaming. 

All the best my daughter. 
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SEXIER 

 

Fat hips, 

Protruding, 

Trying to burst your skin, 

And what you wear beneath. 

 

Fat thighs, 

Growing together, 

Squeezing , 

Like a mermaid's tail, 

In a sea of black waters. 

 

Legs of a sewing machine, 

A soft garden, 

Tying to sprout between. 

And in your armpit, 

Lies non irrigated sprouting shoots. 

 

And you, you, 

You ain't just sexier for him, 

More than sexier 

Like a circle. 

Your sexiest looks have no start, have no end. 
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RESPONSE 

 

One day I got up early in the morning, 

Mind so sharp, 

And quickened into the commence of the day. 

Had so much in my mind. 

That I demanded fast to accomplish. 

And I didn't have time to pray! 

 

The obstacles just made my way, 

And heavier came to each of my work. 

My atmosphere just darkened. 

And my path was foggy. 

"Why doesn't this God hear me" I cried. 

"You didn't call me" he whispered a response. 

 

I wanted elation, 

Peace unto my life, 

But all what I got, 

Was all dark spotted, 

Earthquake after earthquake, 

Life held me with lil sophistication, 

And I cried out aloud, 

"Why doesn't this God show me" 

And a soft voice sank "for thee did not seek.” 

 

Today I wanted God's presence, 

That was all in my mind, 

A bunch of keys I took, 

With me I left for the lock, 

I tried and chided, 

With all my might behold, 

But all my powers in vain, 

Then I heard a song from far, 

"Son, Knock and unto thee shall be opened." 
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FENG SHUI 

 

Each day when I jump out, 

I always check to my pot of spell; 

Feng shui. 

Trying to figure out the difference, 

Between yesterday's and today's wrath of sunshine. 

 

 

Today I came, 

I found a spike of a green shoot, 

That none had ever seen. 

Fat and succulent, 

Protruding skywards, 

Bright flowers clinging, 

At the edge of its foliage. 

Besides, sat a bowl of moon water, 

Sea salt half empty in a glass, 

Centered with a shining silver coin, 

Below a note of sacred texts, 

Manifestation code, handwritten slanted verse. 

Later would say without turnabout, 

Wish from goddess is gratified. 
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SILENT DEATH 

 

As the sun rushes to sleep, 

Each day, 

The aches start to sink 

In her chest without ado. 

She knows she has to obey, 

Law of all living entity, 

And to sleep she has to take, 

Her feeble weakened body, 

In order to take her rest. 

 

She embraces her tearstained sheets so close, 

When none is around. 

She cries a lot for the one, 

She had loved and lost. 

So loudly she screams,  

A cry of no sound. 

 

Each day when others see her, 

She's fine they deduce, 

But as soon as darkness hits, 

She all alone enters her hell, 

To bear the accursed scars, 

Of the one she loved and lost. 

 

Time hasn't ceased her pains, 

Or quitted her bloody tears, 

She still lives in fear, 

And when night falls, 

A new circles begins, 

Alone she cries, 

And sheds a tear of pain, 

Of the one she loved and lost. 
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TODAY N TOMORROW 

 

Fill not your heart with aches and sorrow. 

Just remember me today and tomorrow. 

 

Remember all we shared today and tomorrow. 

The joy, the laughter, the pains and sorrow. 

 

 

Even though my departure causes pain, grievances and sorrow, 

Know that I'm here with you today and tomorrow. 

 

 

Fake your smile and laughter if not just borrow. 

Cleanse your heart and dry your tears of sorrow. 

 

Let your fake smile sink into your marrow. 

For with thee I'm today and tomorrow. 

 

Something to be sure with, deep in my heart, you cleared my pain and 

sorrow, 

But my departure is not forever just for today and tomorrow, 

And I've  gone to rest only for today and tomorrow. 

 

I've the love of you all in my heart soul and in my marrow, 

Which shall never end either today or tomorrow. 
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RICH WITCH 

 

Rich witch where do you fly? 

Over the skies and below the clouds, 

With broomsticks, black cats and bats. 

 

Rich witch where do you worship? 

Under the night goddess; the full moon while naked 

I dance and dance, I watch and gaze 

I incarnate and there comes the spirit of a bat 

That lifts me through the dusty ring of Saturn  

And into the world again, I lands. 

 

Rich witch what do you wear? 

Nakedness and a coat made from a white flea. 

 

Rich witch what do you eat? 

Little black Sodom apples from the street hurricane, 

And a meat pie from snake's fillet and owl's liver. 

 

Rich witch what do you drink? 

Black vinegar mixture of slug's soup and good red wine from veins of a 

human. 

 

Rich witch where do you live? 

Under the sun and beside the shooting stars in the sky, 

Place where pillows and sheets are cheapest. 
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TAKE HEART 

 

No matter what it is, 

I still love you, 

I believe in you, 

Even maybe more than you to believe in your self. 

Take heart and listen to yourself. 

Be yourself for that's  

What always matter. 
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LOST BOY 

In me, there stand a lost boy, 

Confused, distressed and tired, 

Looking for his soul mate in this world. 

He's crippled with fear of monsters and demons, 

That appears to him at night. 

 

He's tired to stand in the light for his right. 

He's tired to grow and evolve dramatically. 

For not even one seems to care. 

He's lost, confused, tired and distressed. 

 

On a vantage he stands, 

Shouting with all his might, 

That he wants to be wanted, 

He wants to be worthy and fit on earth, 

But the fear of monsters and demons, 

That come to him at night, 

Have chained all his thoughts. 

 

Condemnation and criticism a constant, 

Have belittled his confidence at large. 

He knows not when will it stop, 

Or just end at once. 

 

He's blind at the sequence that he does, 

Nothing seem good to him, 

He lacks esteem in his being, 

For his thoughts are crippled with negativism. 

The little boy is tired, confused, distressed for he is lost in the light of 

darkness. 

 

The path that he's walking on, 

Was not of his choice, 

But he still understands  that's how life goes. 

 

Soon he'll stand by his choice, 

And learn from his mistakes, 

He'll struggle to know what lays in his sweat, 
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He'll do all alone, 

And like a Phoenix, he'll rise with might, 

Leaving behind a cloud of dust. 

 

When he reaches to the last sky, 

He'll look behind and say, 

'I'm done feeling broken' 

And once again all alone, 

He'll walk towards his plotted destiny, 

By reading a map of life from behind, 

And with a sharp eyed sight, like an eagle, he'll descend to assist the 

oppressed beast. 
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THANK YOU 

 

Thank you dad, 

Thank you mom. 

Three worded word, 

Will seem so little to some, 

But deep down, 

They hold a secret meaning 

Worth a zillion kilo. 

All your support and love, 

Has made me be what I chose. 

Here I am now, 

Writing this poem to you, 

To say thank you for your love, 

And all you showed me. 

'I love you' seem too few, 

To express the might love I have for you. 

All the best mom and dad, 

May you live long, 

To see the person you modified grow! 
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THIRSTY  

 

I was thirsty. 

My throat caught drought, 

A season. 

And my heart pulsed, 

My chest waking and sleeping, 

Was panting, 

My nostrils vomiting heavy breath, 

I was poor, a needy, 

For that one moment of a quarter crumbled sheets. 

I was held captive, 

With the rising desire, 

Unscrewing the beast in me, 

That controls the melamine, 

And all I needed was, 

Water, to quench my unceasing thirst! 
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PEACE 

Let us walk the path of peace, 

Yes, 

Let us walk the path of peace. 

 

Let us talk the tales of peace, 

Yes, 

Let us talk the tales of peace. 

 

Let us mock the hate of peace, 

Yes, 

Let us mock the hate of peace. 

 

Let us sing the song of peace, 

Yes, 

Let us sing the song of peace. 

 

Let us kiss the lips of peace, 

Yes, 

Let us kiss the lips of peace. 

 

Let us hug the heart of peace, 

Yes, 

Let us hug the heart of peace. 
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IF YOU ASK 

 

If you ask me why don't I know to fight, 

“I was taught hostility” would be my feedback. 

 

If you ask me why I am polite 

“I grew in a rude environment” would be my answer. 

 

If you ask me why I am humble 

“I've inverted my pride” would be my response. 

 

If you ask me why I am always good 

“Because I am not perfect” I'll utter. 

 

If you ask me why I am so confident  

“I was always intimidated” I'll say. 

 

If you ask me why I am always truthful 

“I was taught dishonesty “would be my reason. 

 

If you ask me why I love so much 

“I lacked acceptance when I was young” I'll say. 

 

If you ask me why I am always tolerant  

“I was taught not patience when I grew up” I’ll hiss.  

 

If you ask me why I love peace 

“I was circled with stubborn gang members” I’ll comment. 

 

If you ask me why I love to praise 

“I was always condemned and criticized when I was little” I’ll say. 

 

If you ask me why I am always sad 

“I am always happy inside” I'll cough. 

 

If you ask me why I always  talk so little 

“I have untamed beast growing inside me” I'll sneeze. 

 

If you ask me why I am always silent 
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“I refuse to gossip which constitute  high percent of your conversion, 

Silence is beautiful, 

I love ancient wisdom, small talks bore me, 

Silence makes me open and more friendly than most, 

I'm involved in my inner world more than external world” I’ll explain. 

 

If you ask me why I don't have friends 

“I'll refer you to the little children.” 

 

And if you ask me why don't I have a lover 

“I'll refer you to my heart!” 
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I WANT A GAME 

 

I want a game, 

A playing game, 

Two players in the field, 

A carpet of white sheet, 

Played when skins are wet, 

Iced, searching for warmth, 

And when lips are filled with lust, 

To taste a chocolate spiced with earth. 

 

I need to nibble my way up to your passport, 

Halt and stare at your image, 

While my hand fiddles your protruding package, 

Scattering all the obstacles, holding thee so tight. 

 

I need thee feel my tongue circling beneath your neck, 

My breath in your ears, trying to unravel your wild spirit, 

As my fingers busy with  your COG. 

 

I need to unleash 

The desire in you that have been yearning for me for long. 
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FOR HIM 

 

I know it's wrong, 

But the very thought of your hands, 

Deciding to reach up my skirt, 

Like a flag you raise it up, 

And you start screwing up beneath, 

Touching and breathing near my neck, 

Makes me blush, 

And overcome my self-control 

In every direction! 
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BEFORE I WAS A LONER 

 

Before I was a loner, 

Brooding in my own thoughts, 

I thought I have no heart, 

To love and to find that special person, 

Whom I'd share what I had within, 

Ancient tales of our ancestors. 

 

At last I found thee near the old abandoned grave, 

For some hours we sat and spat, 

Cheerfully as though not strangers, 

Like known old friends we were, I recall. 

 

It was anachronistic I found a soul mate in a stranger , 

Whom I had known little about. 

 

Then it came to my concern that 

I've found thee, 

That person I'd love and hate to hate, 

Someone I could cherish and care forever, 

In laughter and in cries, 

In pains and in sweetness. 

 

Now my love for thee has grown deeper, 

And life with you has not been sweeter, 

Everyday you get a new suitor, 

Whom you claim is your sister’s brother. 
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WHEN HE 

 

When He had finished His work, 

He still Looked around His beautiful Garden, 

And He saw a loophole, 

A space in between to be filled, 

Then He set His eyes, 

Towards His footstep, 

And He saw thee. 

 

Without warning He descended , 

And put His arms around you, 

He embraced you and lifted you up, 

To fill the empty space in His Garden, 

His garden must be beautiful, 

For He always take the best! 

 

So He touched your soul, 

Your weary eyelids were fully closed, 

The soul left the body, 

And the body was left stiff and cold, 

And He whispered, 'peace unto thine' 

To His garden He departed with you, 

He led you to heaven, 

With his gentle and so kind arms. 

 

Dust thou art to dust hast returned, 

Ashes to ashes dust to dust, 

Was a bitter song to console my spirit, 

His garden must be beautiful, 

For He always take the best! 

 

The emptiness I feel, 

Always leave me into pieces, 

I am always broke, 

But when the truth sinks in, 

I know you never went all alone, 

For my part is with you. 
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IF YOU MUST 

 

I'm always with you, 

But grieve for my absence for a little. 

If must you grieve, 

Let grieve console your spirit. 

If must you grieve, 

I'm always with you, 

Just that I slid to the next room, 

And as for then, 

Treasure my left memories with you. 
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FALL IN LOVE 

 

That I should not fall in love with a carpenter, 

Or a teacher but a writer. 

In his mouth I'll never be, 

But always in his pages, 

Engraved with the ink of his plot, 

Twisting his fate and heart. 

 

That I should not fall in love with a carpenter, 

Or a teacher but a writer, 

One who will hand me to the world, 

To all nations I'll adventure, 

Drawn or written, 

Painted or decorated, 

In metaphors or idioms, 

In prose or poems, 

Where nothing is easy, not even a vowel. 

 

If I fall in love with a writer, 

My life will never be the same, 

Even in hardest situation, his ink will 

Synchronize it to cheap. 

He shall weave today's poems, 

And yesterdays stories in the net of my hair, 

His morning breath to my neck, 

Shall lure me into his lies, 

But one thing not to forget, 

I'm not his first love but second, 

For his heart is filled with lines! 
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SECRET OF MY LIFE 

 

Here I am with you, 

I need confine with you a secret, 

I am not as same as I have always been, 

Because I am now far away from my genuine form. 

The lies of the world have outstretched before me, 

And that not enough. 

 

I wished to be a doctor at first, 

But I became not what I needed. 

The pull of gravity stretched his hand, 

And pushed me towards the core of the earth, 

To the very state I am now, 

It wasn't my fault. 

 

The man singing in the midst of the chirping birds, 

Has traveled on the tails of the comets, 

Has burnt himself in the galaxy of stars, 

Before he was spat out of the Eldorado's pathway, 

That left him dismantled and scattered , 

Confused and distressed like a pregnant slug. 

 

Upon his whole lifetime, 

He's danced under the moon and between the dusty ring of Saturn. 

He's  dined with pigs upon the great planet of Jupiter under the moon of 

Europa. 

He's taught the birds how to sing and scorpions how to sting. 

He's been there for long enough. 

 

He's been in molten form and in frozen form. 

He's been a stone in a river, blocking the flowing water causing flooding. 

He's been a nanny singing celestial lullabies to sooth her night goddess to 

bed. 

He's been a zillion thing for a whole lifetime, 

But none could make him smile, 

Besides being scattered pieces of brittle glass over the carpet of the sky! 
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THAT SHE KNOWS ME 

 

She claimed with ego she knows me, 

But I swear she only knows my skin color, 

And not my untamed inner spirit, 

Twirled with great bear spirit, 

That grows deep within me. 

 

She hasn't heard my heart skid, 

Thundering of my lungs against my ribs, 

Or cracking of my floating rib. 

How can she say she really knows me? 

 

She hasn't swum beneath my spine, 

To determine the height of my waterfall, 

And deep in my veins, 

She hasn't screwed to know the color of my blood. 

I know she assumes mine is as inasmuch as hers. 

How can she say she really knows me? 

 

She hasn't been here long enough, 

To know the kind of life I've lived, 

To see how long I've suffered before the new life jumped in, 

She hasn't been here to see how like a bamboo tree I swayed bending all 

alone without falling, 

But she only has the audacity to say she knows me. 

How can she say she really knows me? 

 

Does she know my heart has only one chamber, 

Remaining for pumping my blood to sustain the remaining life, 

And down deep I'm like a walking skeleton, 

Whose feeling are electrocuted and died, 

And not even one feeling remaining to hate. 

How can she say she really knows me? 
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HAVE A PEACEFUL REST 

 

When you left I had no idea 

That you will not be here, 

And that life on earth for you would end, 

And you'd leave without a sound, 

A portent, a goodbye to me. 

 

Before I could embrace the truth, 

You were already gone, 

And not here with me. 

You went the way of all souls, 

By laying off your mortal being! 

To dust and to ash, everything for you returned . 

 

Swift and fast came, your tragic end. 

I was not near for you, 

To embrace hold and give a comfort, to your soul. 

The pain I feel in my heart, is much more than I can bear. 

 

How I wish I can rewind the clock 

And time would reverse, 

Up to where we shared our love, our beautiful memories, 

But my wish is like praying to an empty stomach to get filled, 

Which can never happen. 

And all that I have 

Is to wish you a peaceful rest, 

Till again we meet. 
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THE OATH OF NIGHT 

 

It commences to stir deep within. 

Like alcoholic drink, 

It synchronizes my soul, 

Deep hidden magic, 

Genuine and pure, 

Hand in leg, sun in moon, 

It stirs me, 

And I start to dance rhythmically, 

Under the moonlight; 

A wiccan rune. 

 

I'm to this path and all unfold. 

The owl lover yes I am, the secrets untold. 

The vibrations flow round again 

Like a circle no start no end. 

I learn the more, I see the most, 

All that I am I'm supposed to be. 

 

I write, I read, I pray, I speak in tongues, I see like a seer, I understand 

And I'm the best all over the land. 

I am free like a lancer but opened always is my mind. 

I free my soul and loose myself within the magical blind. 

 

Earth and air, fire and water 

Soul and body, blood and desires, 

I then breath the air of thinnest and finest white 

And speak to the spirit within the night. 

I raise my voice so loud, 

Eight words the wiccans I fulfil 

'If it harms none, do as ye will.’ 
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GAMES OF WITCHES 

 

They tried to parrot me and contain me, 

Chain and drain my values, 

Beat and helplessly leave me, 

With the might fist of their vibes, 

They tried to draft me to nothing, 

Unluckily I was resilient. 

 

They thought I was like a glass, 

Brittle so easily broken, 

But they were astonished, 

Like a bamboo I swayed, 

I swung east to west, west to east without breaking, 

And retaining with me my true form. 

 

My courage rose like a tide, 

Ready to wipe off their beach, shelter of empty promises. 

Above their shallow ruins, I rose like a tormented shore, 

And like a moon to her full state, I gathered my wrath and power, 

Their hungry nights they tried to devour me with, 

I mercilessly dismantled their mantle of charm, 

And I drew off my own light which darkness was unable to swallow. 

 

I am weak and hollow, 

That's what they thought. 

Never knowing I carry a seed of my life from within, 

Whose seedling grows skywards, towards the power of father sun, where 

betterment of my things occurs. 

 

They love control but fear freedom, 

Mistaking intimidations from the true power. 

They tried to lure me with their lies, 

And bury me into their graveyard of witches, 

But luckily I rose, I shone like sun rising from east to ease and cease the 

grasp of darkness. 
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BETTER BACK IN JAIL 

 

No matter the weight of grief, 

Its yolk, 

I'm obliged to carry. 

I rise and gather momentum daily, 

For dull strength, 

To push and maneuver me through the baits of life, 

And then the hefty wrath of the sun, 

Gives with me the direction to follow avidly, 

But if I'm asked, 

My reply would better back in jail. 

 

Before I was separated 

From freedom by the grills of iron 

With reasons best known to them, 

To me was known miscarriage of justice. 

For over many years I was far away from 

My shadow and my little she mouse, 

Her name was Dressler. 

 

Because of mercies of the universe, 

The moon shone to my life, 

My manifestation came to pass, 

Among many persons, 

My name was sixth, 

I knelt and my eyes beyond the sky, 

Little did I know the changes that had occurred 

Over my lovely atmosphere. 

 

I walked sluggishly along the road, 

Carrying my feeble empty self of me, 

Covered with tattered rags, 

That like magnet, 

Attracted the eyes of humans and animals, 

But I sang to no one as I pass, 

Only trees  offered to me their blossoms, 

And I lifted up my shaggy face to offer a smile. 

 



38 
 

I finally reached my destination, 

It was far away from how I left it. 

A small mud house 

Had changed to a wide  apartment, 

Everywhere seemed like a paradise. 

I interviewed some niggers, and 

All they offered as a feedback 

Left me in shock. 

 

It was by then, 

I saw a woman pushing the glass door open. 

Behind her, stood a fat bellied, short and baldheaded man. 

He held her waist, 

And she lead him against a Porsche, 

That was standing firmly on a tiled floor. 

 

Few seconds, it was coughed, 

And only I could see, was a cloud of dust in front of my eyes, 

I couldn't believe what I saw, 

My lovely shadow, had seen someone else. 

 

I was temped to step off life's edge but I  fell weightless away from the 

world, 

But if I'm asked 

My response would better back in jail. 
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FOR ELORA 

 

Was it not just yesterday that you came into the world, 

You were so little than a mouse or a squirrel. 

That day, I took a look at your tiny beautiful face and wondered, 

Where the hell in this life the world would  take you. 

And as the days went by, I was stunned and yet happy, 

Seeing you growing  Strong and splendid. 

 

Today I look at this person you've become, 

I just become so mesmerized. 

So strong, kind, caring, thoughtful, wise and optimistic you  have become, 

And I now sit down happily and realize that, 

All the dreams I held for you in my thoughts and my spirit, 

Are all still beautiful alive. 

 

With this reason, I am proud of you, 

And with no a do, 

I love you more with all my heart. 
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TO DAD 

 

My heart still sobs, 

Pains, griefs and aches in despondency. 

My silent but bitter  tears still flow, 

Down my  cheeks from my sobbing silver eyes. 

For no not even one knows what it meant to lose you dad. 

 

You may not genuinely be here with me, 

But that means not we are far apart. 

It wanna take me some years, 

Till I lay off my mortal coil, 

But as for now, you'll be living in my heart. 

 

To hear your voice, to see your smile and to feel your presence, 

Would be my lovely wish on this day which is your birthday. 
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FOR MY FATHER 

 

The day he left, I wasn't so strong, 

But he'd sought  

And taught me right from wrong. 

 

 

I recall this man who was love to my heart, care to my self 

And kind to my being, till it dawned one day 

That it was all torn apart. 

 

He had tried to teach me, 

Every aspect in the journey of life, 

But since I was hard headed, 

I never listened to the words of illumination, till the last day 

He departed without goodbye. 

 

For now he's gone, I'm left all alone, 

My mother is nowhere to be seen, 

As if she followed the same path 

As this man did, 

And the man was my father, 

Whom again I will never see on earth. 

 

But deep down within, 

I have hopes that I'll see him, 

When the time for me to go reaches, 

And if I won't see him wherever I'll go 

I'll ask for permission to seek him and say hi. 

 

So dearly I'll hold him, embrace him to my heart, 

Coz I know the day I'll meet him, 

Will either he follow or I follow him, 

Since we won't be apart torn again. 
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SUDDEN DEPARTURE 

 

Like an accident, it came abruptly without a portent, 

And I left without having a chance 

To say I love you, I miss you. 

It never warned, like a dying battery, that I'm going to die. 

It pains, I never whispered goodbye. 

 

I know less of your whereabouts, 

But would like show your face to me, 

All I needed was to whisper goodbye, 

And divulge the secret lying deep in my heart core. 

 

I'm really troubled with your unknown present circumstance, 

But all I hope you are well, 

And like a bird I wish I had wings, 

For I'd fly to where you are, 

And whisper goodbye to you. 

 

Each and every day wherever I am, 

I will surely remember how good you were to me but unluckily, I never 

lived to say thanks for all you did to me. 

You were such a nice person, 

An epitome of goodness and kindness, having much to give than what you 

received, 

I am more privileged to have known you before my departure, 

At least I lived to have known angels still exist. 

 

The good times and the beautiful memories, 

That together we shared as friends, 

With me I'll keep, 

And always remember you, 

Till again we meet. 
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I AM A WITCH 

 

I am a witch of lines and rhymes, 

I am challenging like a chameleon, 

Never stable with the environ. 

 

I belong to aunt nature and my uncle is the time. 

My mother is Mrs. moon and my father Mr. sun. 

My goddess is earth the universe my inspirer . 

I'm nurtured with a wild spirit, 

That grows and flows within my soul, 

Rejuvenating and meandering like a spellbound river, 

Enchanting every of my awakening dream, 

Refilling and restoring my lost spark 

And my fiery state I gain. 

 

I inhale the universe, 

With its air of civilization and liberation. 

My food is fire of transformation, 

And I spit sparks of uniting. 

I drink from spring of creation, the water of universal vibrations, 

Magic is my conjuration, 

A witch of dark shadow and unseen light, 

Of Avalon drizzles and Raven's flights. 

 

I'm a witch with inverted humility, 

Whose soul is untouchable and whose spirit will ever live. 
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WITCH'S REQUEST 

 

Upon, I call thee members of Séance, 

Oh, you great witches from nose to mouth and from earth to sky, 

I call upon ye without mentioning your name, 

For you know yourselves. 

 

Come oh, you great witches, 

Come wiggle with me under the light of darkness, 

Come and request your wish for it is out time, 

Come join the mourning owls to praise our great powerful goddess whom 

all powers shift from. 
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THE CHARM 

 

Double triple sweat and trouble, 

Smoke burns, fire fumes and cauldron bubble, 

Meat of an owl, 

In a cauldron sweating and panting, 

Nose of a snail and toes of a snake, 

Wool of a turtle and a tongue of a leech, 

Adder's fork and spider's saliva, 

Lizards wings and eagles scales, 

Form a charm of powerful Cassandra the trouble. 

 

Like sun's broth boil and bubble, 

Double triple sweat and trouble, 

Smoke burns, fire fumes and cauldron bubble 

Warm it with a dragon's sweat, 

And the spell is strong and firm, 

To be used to cause triple bubble trouble. 
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FOR BEATRICE 

 

And to me a wonderful blessing you are. 

A precious gift from I Am. 

You are my peace, my smile, my laughter and a special charm to my life. 

You are fortunate talisman, you are luck, 

You are beauty, you are love, 

For you bring a special elation into my heart, 

At every moment I set my eyes on you. 

 

As you grow from infinitesimal, to tiny to large, 

You fill my heart with inverted humility, 

With every day that passes by, 

You fill my heart with special joy and more and more you become so 

special to me. 

 

Through every metamorphism, 

And through every age, 

Little to senile, 

My love for you knows no bounds, 

No words can describe the warm special memories, the happiness and the 

pride I have for you. 

You'll always be in my heart, oh my lovely daughter 

Whom I wish all the best in life. 
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DON'T CRY MAMA 

 

Sweet mama don't cry, 

Weep not mama, 

I know you are pained, and all is because of me. 

But don't cry or weep mama 

For now, your child is free from pain. 
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THE  SKY 

 

I am standing near a window, 

Looking at the sky for the moon, 

But certainly I'm not a werewolf, 

I just love the company of the moon, 

And how she restores my energy, exhausted during the day. 

 

I love her colors, 

I love her carpet; the starry sky. 

I love to look at them. 

To take their magical like powers, 

Wherever I am. 
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MY FRIENDS 

 

Uncountable souls call themselves my friends, 

But I feel I'm always alone. 

Only none loves me and want me around. 

 

I look at the people I love and hold their memories 

But it's like my feeling is imprecise. 

Do I push away those I want? 

Or am I just easily replaced? 

 

None people check on me, 

To make sure I'm okay; 

The rest have faded away, 

Like a smoke walking towards the sky. 

 

I'm always around but nobody knows, 

I'm alone after all its starting to show, 

But only none keeps checking on me! 
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MAY I GO 

 

May I go? 

But do you think it's the appropriate time for me to depart? 

May I goodbye you once and for all? 

May I succumb to the pain filled days and the lonely nights I had all by 

myself? 

 

 

I've fought with all my might to remain, 

Coz at first I wanted to remain, 

I needed a few seconds to live, 

And be with those who saw the best in me. 

 

I wanted to wipe off their dropping tears, but unfortunately, something 

seemed to be drawing me closer to the end. 

 

No matter how hard I tried, 

I found all of myself exhausted. 

It was the time of my spirit to be set free and relax. 

 

Even if I go, I promise to be no far 

My spirit will always be roaming, for those who loved and saw the best in 

me. 
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BEGONE LOVER 

 

The wind was blowing, 

To my surprise I heard your lovely voice and I  turned. 

 

The mist and warm flames of wind cuddled me, as I stood up to wait for 

you to reveal over your face. 

 

I was patient for some time but you showed not your face. 

And I turned my self slowly 

Only to feel your tender touch on my shoulder, 

And I closed my eyes for your embrace, 

As my spirit soared high. 

 

At the window I saw your face, 

Your eyes precisely, 

As I watched the drizzling sky, 

Dropping off its saturated water, 

And it seemed each drop that fell, 

Fell with a sound splash mentioning your name. 

 

And today, 

I held up your spirit so close to my heart, 

And all I  felt was nothing but 

A complete soul within, a sense of well being. 

 

You may have died a time ago, 

But deep within I believe you live, 

And you'll always be part of me, 

For the space in my heart still lives, 

Waiting for your coming to the world again. 

 

As long as trees sways, 

Rain falls, 

Wind blows, 

Sun shines, 

And the moon brightens the light, 

You'll always continue to be with and within me, 

That's what my heart knows. 
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KEEP 

 

Keep you spirit safe darling, keep it for yourself. 

Keep the blazing fire in your soul, keep it for yourself. 

Keep your drive, your vision, your mission and determination, keep them 

for yourself. 

Protect your energy, protect it for yourself. 

Hide your strength, hide it for yourself. 

Hide it from evil eyes, hide it for yourself. 

Reveal not your weakness, reveal just for yourself. 

 

A slight mistake you do, they'll  take advantage for yourself. 

It's one life remember, remind this to yourself. 

Believe in yourself allow not any external forces in yourself. 

Be yourself and never copy other self. 

Pride is inverted humility, and so be humility. 

 

Blow your own trumpet for yourself, if you don't, who will for yourself? 

Own your achievements, and don't forget the call of nine. 

Don't be mean, share to fulfil the power of triple 1. 

If you win, celebrate and never intimidate your opponents, 

They can't fight you, make them to join you. 

That's respecting yourself and other selves. 

 

It pains to lose but it's life, stick to it 

Synchronize your soul and stir your spirit. 

Set it high, for the third eye to awaken, 

But don't forget the black code, 

Survey everything: 

Sports, education, freedom, kindness, goodness. 

 

Live a colored life, 

Life your own life, 

Live in accordance to what you dream, 

But never forget the circle of fire, 

That has no a start or an end 

Live happily! 
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PURE HEART 

 

You have a heart of precious gold, 

One that's genuine, 

True and pure, 

That obstruct evil to lure 

In everything you do. 

 

And like your pure heart, 

Your spirit shines and lights, 

Spreading joy and light, 

To those whom you surround, 

And I'm happy to call you mine! 
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NEVER QUIT 

 

Take a three legged seat my son, 

I have a piece of my mind to tell, 

That will into your life shine like sun, 

And when I depart you shall recall. 

 

My son, when things curve as they sometimes do, 

When the path leads astray, 

When wherever you go seem hilly, 

When your wallets becomes thin and you account weak, 

When you need to laugh silently but things are tough and you just sigh, 

When laughter from friends and enemies  become loud in your ears, 

Just rest if you must my son, but never quit. 

 

Life is a mystery with its twisted curves, 

As many of us learns, 

And many falls comes in, 

And you slid into loopholes, 

When you are bout to win and in mud you stuck, 

Never mind my son, life is a mystery  

Just rest if you must my son, but never quit. 

 

Success is inverted failure, 

Which you must struggle to get. 

As hard as it is that's why it's victory, 

And you never tell when you are about, 

It may seem far when it's close to knock. 

 

So, just persevere and fight, 

For you never know when you are bout, 

And if the path is hard to get to the end 

Just rest, a never quit. 
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MOON LIGHT 

 

The quiet and brilliant company of symbolic stars, 

That's what she likes, 

She watch upon her beaming light, 

During the weird night of restoration, 

Reflected from father he the sun, 

Unconditional unwavering, 

They are always there for her 

At darkness in the sky. 

 

She wears the night 

Like a mantle of mystery, 

Colors pilfered from crow's neck and obsidian, 

Under the beaming light of moon, 

She sits. 

 

And in sweet mind's solitude, 

She listens to the wind, 

And distance songs from the stars, 

For her to know the secrets of the night. 

 

As the time goes by 

She's deeply drinking moonlight magic, 

And the rich golden hum, 

From the core of the universe, 

She finds vibrations, wings, strength 

And the cocoon velvet of the darkness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



56 
 

MY FATHER 

 

He said while on his death bed, 

What up to now we can't unlock, 

So twisted like a riddle; 

A Sphinx riddle. 

 

'Do good, feel me' was what we heard. 

His last words 

Were like a voice coming from million miles away. 

With much struggling, 

He stretched his hand and handed to us what up to now, no one quite 

knows what it means. 

Was a blank paper. 

But how did it fit his words? 'Do good feel me?' 

And then he succumbed out of his illness. 

 

 

Up to then, 

I'm in a state of confusion not knowing what to say. 

A time I'm in a dilemma 

Trying to picture and let out the true meaning of his words. 

Did he mean doing good would make us feel him? 

His words are still a riddle; 

A Sphinx riddle. 

 

He to us, we said was evil 

But did it mean he knew what it felt to do good? 

Did it mean at some apertures, he knew the eloquence of silence, without 

appreciating the troublesome of noise? 

How could he? 

'Do good, feel me' was indeed an outstanding statement 

That was beyond our understanding level. 

 

 

Did he maybe mean to before do good, we must feel him first or 

Did he mean doing good would make us feel his presence? 

Did he just understand doing good was the best on earth and makes one 

feel calm and okay? 
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Oh, our father, why didn't you just let us know what you truly meant 

Instead of letting our mind be troubled with what cannot be understood, 

By succumbing out of your illness? 

 

Was his words an attempt to say an apology? 

Apologize of what he used to do? 

Or did he mean exactly what he meant? 

Was he doing good silently and pretending so that we can just take oath 

and judge him? 

Was he that cunning to fooling us? 

Or did he just mean there was a wide gateway of splendor and glamorous 

aspects in doing good? 

 

 

All in all, 

Father had just defined his terms. 

Who were we to intimidate and discriminate what he said? 

He was with the truth of what he said, but among his words, before we 

died found a motive of what it meant 'do good.’ 

 

 

What if he meant we should do good to feel what exactly he felt when he 

did good? 

Or supposing was he saying that because he knew he was dying and was 

afraid to sink in an appropriate place; hell? 

Or did he mean we should do not wrong so that we cannot feel what he 

was feeling by then? 

Or what exactly did he emulate? 

 

But then, I feel so less dense, 

I feel so calm, 

I feel elegant and tranquil, 

I feel right for the zero time, 

Zero because is powerful than one. 

 

We no longer feel our dad, 

The strength of his words runs through us. 

Though his eyes are closed, 
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His ears deaf, 

His tongue mute, 

His oracle glued, 

We still feel the power of his words through us. 

 

Though still struggle to find what he meant by 'do good feel me' but the 

power of his words, run through us. 

 

The passing over should feel the pressure of his words 

'Do good feel me' 

Closing eyes, 

Not breathing, 

Lying flat bellied, 

Turning stiff and cold, 

From heel to brow, 

We should feel the power of his words; 

'Do good feel me.' 

 

Do you feel right? 

After doing good? 

If so, you feel my father, and the power of his words run through you. 

But fools cannot apprehend, 

They like cowards protesting loudly like a 'raped dog' 

'We don't feel right after doing good' 

Touch me calmly, kiss me passionately, embrace me, I feel cold after 

doing right! 
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I HEARD 

 

 

I heard your sound of voice 

Last night mama, when I was moaning. 

 

I heard you singing a soothing song and I recalled the song. 

It was the very song you used to sing for me 

When I was little 

My legs so feeble not standing by myself 

But leaning against your knee. 

Yes, I heard the sound of your voice singing. 

 

And a painful tear 

Tears of despondency shed from my eyes, 

A gushed tear from my heart mama, 

All flowing and passing without a portent, 

Forming a four way on my scorched red like thin cheeks, 

And a painful fountain formed around my throat, 

And I cried silently while on the bare floor. 

 

I call them dark days. 

20 years down the line since you laid down your mortal self. 

The years that I’ve been serving a jail sentence. 

The years of pain, 

The years of darkness, 

The years of boiling wrath, 

And  oh, only could I wish mama, 

I could weep again in my life for you, 

But wouldn’t be possible. 

I’m going to be wiped off, 

And be dissolved into the contents of the death. 

For this is my last cry on earth for you 

But all is well, 

Just remember wherever you are, I love you. 
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YOU ARE BEAUTIFUL 

 

You are beautiful, 

So beautiful but less than those vixen ladies for fashion. 

You are beautiful for the way you think; 

Either positive or negative 

You are beautiful. 

 

You are beautiful for the breathe of your nostrils, 

You are beautiful for the serenity of your strides, 

You are beautiful for the sound of your voice, 

You are beautiful for the aroma of your hair and the sparkle in your eyes. 

You are so beautiful 

When you talk of the things you love 

Yes, you are beautiful. 

 

You are beautiful when you talk 

And add in the ability of what makes other people to smile even when you 

are sad. 

You are beautiful that way. 

Yes, beautiful but less than those vixen ladies for fashion. 

 

But all in all, 

You aren’t beautiful for something as temporary as your splendid look, 

You are so beautiful up and deep down of your soul. 
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POOR ME 

 

Walk through the streets 

Unkempt hair and 

A peaked uniform hat, battered and grease encrusted; 

Dirty stripped jersey; 

Oil stiffened pea jacket, equally unkempt ragged trousers that clad my 

skeleton. 

I look nonentity and nondescript 

I rove my eyes everywhere 

No one so poor can with me to compare. 

 

Walk through the streets, 

Barefooted with zero shoes to wear, 

Withstanding every filthy esp. floating sewage, 

As I straighten my weak and weary hands to beg, 

But yet none seem so much to care. 

 

Pass near the bus stage, 

People feeding and gnashing stake meat of chicken and chips, 

Some gorging cool beverages. 

With sympathetic eyes, 

Overwhelmed with sorrow and despondency, 

I look at them willing to beg, 

But yet none seem so much to care. 

 

Its now tonight, 

People are as many than the day, 

I pass near the restaurant, 

Carrying my weak skeleton full of hunger and thirsty, 

With my eyes vomiting I enter to beg. 

 

Ululation from cashiers and customers, 

A monster! a monster! they shout 

And I am grasped by unshaven and heavily moustache bouncers. 

Without sympathy and like a feather I'm grabbed, 

To the hard concrete outside, I land with a deafening sound, 

I cry for help, 

But yet none seem so much to care. 
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I try my best to carry again my feeble self, 

Though my legs are crippled, 

I withstand the pain, 

I lead my feeble body to the other side of darkness, 

I come across a bin of stale foods, 

I sooth my self to feed on them, 

I now thirst for one cool cup of clear water 

But no where to get. 

 

I crawl. 

Come across a big chapel, 

People praising and worshipping in an eerie high tone as if their god is 

deaf. 

I join them as I ask something to drink to quench the drought in my throat. 

To my surprise they start to spit, 

Some block their nostrils, 

I wonder. 

 

Once ready to go I see their Shepherd at the altar, 

Wearing in spirit, 

Holding a handkerchief and a microphone.  

Before him, a big laptop 

I try to speak, but no word. 

I raise my hand for his help, but no succor. 

I'm told I need an appointment, 

I'm told I need to plant a seed, 

I leave the building withered, 

I lead myself to the darkest corner 

And that's where I die! 
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TILL AGAIN WE MEET 

You ain't all gone. 

I g't back those special memories we shared. 

That always bring joy and brightens my day. 

If only you'd come back, we'd sit beside the river, our feet dipped into iced 

like water and talk again as we used. 

Truly, you meant so much to me, and you will always do. 

Never a time slides without I thinking of you. So special you were to my 

inner core, though our sister death, shortened your path. 

 

It will always pain me when the fact pins down to my soul, that you are 

never here with me. 

But the truth is ,I'll forget thee till again we meet! 
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WHY DID YOU GO 

 

I've only remained with your pictures, 

Your memories and everything we did. 

In my mind you rove and revolve but I don't know how this to solve. 

In my heart I feel pain 

And I cease not to sob. 

Why did you go that far? 

 

Everyday, 

I have to think of you. 

Every time you're in my mind. 

In my mind you're glued. 

Not even a second passes without thinking of you. 

But deep in my heart I feel pain 

And cease not to weep. 

Why did you go that far? 

 

Your child and I 

Is hereby crying. 

Weeping so bitterly, 

Squalling too. 

She never ceases to ask, 

“Papa, where is mama?” 

I lack what I can say. 

I feel thumping pain in my heart 

And stops never to sob. 

Why did you go that far? 

 

At night I sit wherever you used to sit. 

Having a feeling in my mind 

That you'll soon be back. 

But as truth sinks in, 

My eyes starts to weep, 

As my soul cries for console. 

I feel wretchedly hurt and I never stops to cry. 

Why did you go that far? 

 

On bed, 
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I sleeps not. 

All time am awake, 

Wherever I hear a knock on my door. 

I happily goes to open, 

Reckoning you'll be the one. 

But it's never that way. 

Its as if they mocking me. 

Deep inside me I burn. 

I scorch so badly. 

And I never stops to weep. 

Why did you go that far? 

 

When I dream, 

I wish I stayed in the dream 

Coz that's where I see you. 

Smiling at me as you beckon me, 

I see you smooching me, kissing and cuddling me romantically, 

But when truth sinks in, 

My heart starts to pain, 

As I sob uncontrollably. 

Why did you go that far? 

 

In the morning, 

When I lift my weakened skeleton and  

I rush to the kitchen to prepare the breakfast, 

I exuberantly calls our child,  

“Toto, tell your mama to wake up” 

But our child looks at me and starts to weep. 

That's when I realize the truth that you are no more. 

So far you gone, 

But why? 

Why did you go that far? 

 

No moment passes by without we thinking of you, 

How happily and lively you made our family, 

Bet not even a day that we'll ever forget you. 

You'll remain our treasured jewelry, 

That will never be forgotten. 

Having assured our mind that, 
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You'll soon be here with us. 

We miss you, 

But still we ask 

Why did you go that far? 
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WHERE ARE THEY 

 

Where are those beautiful songs? 

Where are those sweet voices? 

Where are those lively banters? 

Where are those cheerful laughter? 

Where are those soothing voices of our mamas? 

 

Where are they? 

 

Those solemn lullaby? 

Those splendid voices? 

Those sweet claps? 

Those elegant smiles? 

Those tears that used to drop when we wrong? 

Those heart touching dances of our mamas? 

 

Where are they? 

 

Where are those lovely teases? 

Where are those tender touches? 

Where are those luring tongues? 

Where are those sweet mendacity of our mamas? 

 

Where are they? 

 

Those face to face conversations? 

Those close connections? 

Those closeness? 

Those sweet commanding voices of our mamas? 

 

Where are they? 

 

Where are those beautiful smooches? 

Where are those lovely kisses? 

Where are those warm hugs? 

Where are those tickles? 

Where are those lively chuckles? 

Where are those cheek teasers of our mamas? 
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Where are they? 

 

They are all gone, disappeared, hid, absent, buried in the grave,  they are 

past tense, they are all forgotten. 

 

We'll never experience our mother love. 

We'll never know what's to be a mama. 

We'll never know all what we want to know. 

We'll grow to know that that is what we're supposed to know. 

 

We're in the new era, 

The era of new matters, 

Our past has ceased to existence, 

But I'll never stop to ask, 

Where are they? 
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PORTMANTEAU 

 

Its a common habit nowadays. 

Every second, every minute and every hour, 

They have to glance at it. 

Nowadays it has become a modern well to do 

And to the family too. 

 

Father, mother and children scarcely hold any conversions. 

The place is like a grave. 

At dinner table, 

Only clatter of cutlery and porcelain is heard. 

Kids remain glued to gaming, 

While the big ones on social media. 

At a vantage, 

You'd deduce its a group of zombies in a regular household. 

 

While it’s laughable, 

This captures the real tragedy of our times. 

Where smartphone phones have taken precedence over regular actual face 

to face converse. 

Indeed, it has annexed our reality and drove our mind into what seems 

world of fantasy. 

 

Glancing at a phone whilst talking, 

Nowadays appear harmless, 

Until it becomes disastrous, 

It is worse than just a feeling of being ignored. 

The practice is a portmanteau of phone and snubbing. 

A trend that's worrying not only usual people but also scientists. 

It is an irresistible habit that happens virtually involuntary. 

It also evolves and becomes an addiction, 

But has become a matter of course these days. 

In church, in meetings, in classes and almost everywhere, nothing seem 

big, 

And none seem to care. 

 

The phenomenon, 

Affects closeness connections. 
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Has made face to face talks less meaningful and less satisfying. 

Vibrant and cheerful conversion are slackened . 

Not easier to make acquaintance 

And lively banters are no more and will never be. 

Leads to poor quality communication and unhealthy and unsatisfying 

relationships. 

The portmanteau of phone and snubbing has now become a normal 

spectacle, 

Where doers give silly excuses, 

Claiming their moods no longer allow to converse face to face. 

FTFC has automatically receded and will to zero. 

The situation, has become so grave mattered, 

But our prominent connoisseurs 

Claim its a modern social phenomenon. 

 

Where is our real self a heading to? 

Should we allow what we call technology to control our real self or 

Should we allow our real self to control technology? 

Say no to phubbing a portmanteau of phone and snubbing! 
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MY GENERATION 

 

The best minds of my generation were destroyed by insanity, poverty, 

drunkenness, starving, drugs, sexual lust and thirst. 

 

Some were dragged through the negro streets at dusk and at dawn they 

were staggering and hissing like alcohol poisoned fenny snake in 

woodlands. 

Fat worded words vomited by their dripping mouths, 

Would send a priest to hell without a portent 

 

Their angle headed hipsters burning for heavenly connection to the starry 

galaxy at night. 

In their hands sticks like structures, spitting smoke heading to non clouded 

sky above. 

Their eyes cooked as red as burnt charcoal is enough to faint up the king of 

jungle . 

 

Baggy scattered rolled brown hair, firmly fixed in their once best heads 

encircling their best minds. 

Their heads no longer think beyond their shadow can reach. 

Their minds enslaved by the manacles of drugs and the chains of 

inappropriateness. 

The once best minds of my generation, has been oppressed and pressed 

wretchedly, 

And their visions are deeply sunk in an abyss of a k miles, 

Simply because their stars are dimmed. 
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DEATH 

 

How shall I know the truth? 

The secret truth behind death? 

I solemnly asked my life, 

That was half an inch away from the grave. 

 

The owl whose night bound eyes are blind during the day, cannot divulge 

the mystery of  light. 

Open your eyes so wide unto the core of life, 

Seek to find in the heart of your life, 

If behold you need to know the spirit of death. 

 

Light and darkness are one, 

Death and life are related, 

Rivers and seas are one, 

For one is a host of another. 

 

Deep in your hopes and believes, lies the silent knowledge of what you 

seek, 

Like the seeds dreaming beneath the snow, your heart dreams of spring. 

Value your dreams behold, in them is a hidden cosmic gate way to 

eternity. 

 

Your fear of death, is but a trembling of a leaf standing before a whirling 

wind, 

But then, the leaf is joyous beneath its trembling that the wind is just but 

like boiling water. 

 

Do you know what it feels like to die? 

It is simply standing naked in the wind and then melting in the sun. 

Do you know what it means to cease breathing? 

It is like putting water in a bottle full of air, 

That it may expand and rise to seek forth its salvation. 

 

Drink from the river of silence, 

For silence is but a powerful weapon. 

Reach to the top peak of the mountain, 

That's the destination after climb. 
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And when the earth claims for your innocent soul, ashes to ashes, dust to 

dust it returnest  

Shall be a new knocking song to your door. 

 

The still voice of my heart muted, 

And my eyes begun to dim, 

In the subtle light of the sun. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



74 
 

MAMA 

 

From the time I was really progeny, 

I learned I had someone so precious, 

Full of love, kindness and care, 

Who always  protected and sheltered me always. 

 

That's what I realized when I was still a juvenile. 

 

I realized I had someone so special, 

Someone who keenly and precisely ensured 

I lacked nothing no matter the situations. 

Mama, you were there for me at every moment. 

What kind of a gift shall I bring you? 

I do thank you for everything, 

You taught me good and never bad. 

You taught me to always follow the light and be brave in darkness. 

That's why I grew up knowing what's wrong and right. 

 

You taught me generosity, 

To share no matter how infinitesimal something is to those who had none. 

No matter how hard the life was, 

You cared for me when I was Ill. 

Made I your Toto feel good. 

Sacrificed yourself to make sure, who was once your heartbeat, get well 

and healthy. 

 

I enjoyed you being my mama, 

Even though papa denied you, 

Calling you every sort of names, 

Referring me an outcast, 

And you a big whore, 

But you  gave up not. 

You made the decision, 

That you'll take care of me and never surrender at once. 

 

Mama, you taught me the good principle, 

To relate and live in peace and harmony with others. 

You made sure I learnt and obeyed them, 
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Mama, even if I was still young. 

I wouldn't be shy to say I'm the best and richest of all. 

 

With you everything seemed bright, 

You were the light of my life, 

And my heart filled with love when I was near you. 

You were my friend, 

My teacher, 

My guider, 

My counselor, 

And above all, my parents! 
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HARDER THE GREATER 

 

A great fortune in the hands of a fool is a great misfortune. 

Wealth befalls the foolish and the wise, 

but only the wise are able to keep it. 

A person who lacks an understanding of money’s consequences is like a 

child prince who inherits a kingdom: 

A slave to whims, easily manipulated, and quick to fall from power. 

 

To attain riches but lose it all is far more painful than never having riches 

at all. 

If you currently lack wealth, 

Consider it a temporary blessing. 

Use this time as your prequel. 

Pursue knowledge and wisdom so that when money enters your life, you 

are prepared to face its responsibilities’. 

 

Failures are lessons that we get, 

When you have little to lose, 

A misstep is merely an error; 

When you have much on the line, 

A mistake can cause your downfall. 

Time has a way of cultivating discouragement, steadily chipping away at a 

person’s stamina with. 

Every great work, 

Every great accomplishment, 

Has been brought into manifestation through holding to the vision, 

and often just before the big achievement, comes apparent failure and 

discouragement. 

All successes are found after great difficulty. 

 

Hardships are rocks on the road to victory, threatening to tear apart your 

shoes and tripping you along the way. 

A person becomes weary as they work on a project, 

and wearier with each passing moment they spend searching for its 

solution. 

Time has a way of cultivating discouragement, Steadily chipping away at a 

person’s stamina with self a doubt and internal anxieties. 
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If winning was easy, 

winning would be no victory. 

Magnificent accomplishments require effort and perseverance. 

When you trip, you must stand again. 

The harder the journey is, the greater the reward at its end. 
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WICCAN GODDESS 

 

Ecstasy of spirits is mine, and the elate of the universe belongs to me. 

That's my joy that brightens my spirit; the wandering soul. 

I don't discriminate, my love circles all beings; 

Who loves and who hates. 

 

I really don't care their point of views to me, 

For my rule is to give unto all beings, and to show love unto all beasts, 

All, acts of love, kindness, caring, peace and pleasures are all my rituals. 

 

I am who shares light to all beings, 

And I love beasts too to share with them what I have. 

 

I call upon your soul to come to me, and I invoke your great spirit to creep 

into my soul. 

I rise up my lowly voice, requesting your powerful soul of great virtues to 

descend and come unto me, 

For I am the soul of universe, 

Who spits life above and below the earth, 

And from me all things are perceived and unto me, all things shall dost 

return. 

 

If you think to find me, know that you shall fail not unless you know the 

Mystery that if you can't find it Within then you shall never find it 

Without, 

For behold I have been with you from beginning and I am that who is 

attained at the end of the desire. 
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I'LL SING YOU A SONG 

 

Darling I'm going to sing you a song 

A love song accompanied by ting tong. 

The beats so solemn and so soothing, 

A heartfelt song with as much good feelings, 

A love song that will remind  you, 

Of what I feel for you when I love you. 

A song so splendid and beautiful, 

But don't mind my high tone, 

As I got a frog in the throat! 

 

I'll sing for you while 

Hands around your splendid waist, 

I'll puzzle near your ears in a sweet but harsh voice, 

I'll splash my eerie  tone to you but mind not 

Listen to the message but not the voice. 

Singing my wish but voice not my choice. 

Don't mind my rough high tone, 

As I got a frog in my throat! 

 

I'll sing you a song, 

A song with a lovely love message. 

A song that will remind how sweet is to love. 

A song that will make you go crazy. 

A song that will strengthen our one hood, 

A song so sweet and beautiful, 

A song so cool and calm, 

But don't mind my rough high tone, 

As I got a frog in my throat! 

 

I'll sing you a song, 

Yes, I’ll sing you a song 

A good, 

Heart touching 

And a sweet song. 

A song with a strong love message.  
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THE LOVE I WANT 

 

I want love 

As hot as hot soup 

I want to love 

I don't know how and why 

I just want to love 

Feel what it feels to and to be 

But I don't want to fall in love 

I don't want to get hurt 

I don't want to make myself hurt 

I love me mine and myself 

I just want to grow and glow in love 

Pass all the stages of growth 

From egg larva pupa and adult 

Yes, I want that metamorphosis. 

 

I need seed like love 

That will never survive 

Without soil, 

Without water, 

Without air, 

Without warmth, 

Yes, I want seed like love. 

 

I need seed like love, 

That will never grow on a rock, 

That will scorch when in too much manure, 

That will never survive on thorns, 

That will never survive harsh conditions: 

Little or no less rain, 

Little or no less sunshine, 

Little or no less air, 

Yes, I want seed like love. 

That will never withstand the bad conditions. 

 

I need seed like love, 

That will never survive drought. 

I need seed like love, 
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That will never survive floods. 

I need seed like love, 

That will never survive ambush of pests. 

I need seed like love, 

That will never survive the snow. 

I need seed like love, 

That will never survive on hails. 

I need seed like love, 

That will never survive on a vacuum ground. 

Yes, I need seed like love. 

I need a succulent  love 

That will bend at every storm but never break. 

That will wither without water. 

That will rot when forced to drink to much water, 

That will survive in drought. 

That's the love I want. 
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GOODBYE SONIA 

 

The house was near the muddy road 

He saw them through the less opened window. 

He was standing beside a palm tree, 

Rooted at the furthest corner of the house. 

 

He saw them teasing. 

He saw them kissing 

He saw them caressing 

He saw them cuddling 

Yes, he saw them tickling each other as they chuckled happily for the 

pleasure and the feeling 

Especially her! 

 

His anger screwed up. 

He was about to explode 

Like an atomic bomb of hydrogen ions, 

But he recalled, 

He remembered his solemn vow, 

He'll never explode unless one crosses his path at a wrong direction, 

Yes, he recalled, 

But it was the time. 

The moment of screwing up his wrath upon the prey preying on his prey. 

Someone had mistakenly crossed his own path. 

And the big mistake he did was to taste his honey 

“Bullies must be beaten” 

He said to himself letting out a sneer, 

A portent to show that he never entertain nonsense. 

 

His resolve to hunt down the bully 

And extract revenge was intensified to molten pitch. 

Revenge was a cinch to him. 

He threw his eyes again, 

Towards the less opened pane of the window. 

He was in deep Pain. 

Yes, they were still there, 

This time in their bathrobes, 

She held her cigarillos between her fingers, 
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He held a cigarette, 

Her legs tucked around his waist, 

Drinking black coffee in those, glasses with a thin stem and a wide root, 

Looking at each other with intensified feelings. 

They were on fire! 

 

Made a fake cough, 

They were shocked. 

They looked outside, 

They saw him through the window 

Mouth so wide open 

Were amazed. 

Sweating profusely, 

He felt claustrophobic, 

He thought of running outside supersonically, 

In vain. 

 

Every door was locked, 

She was confused like a pregnant cockroach, 

Not to know what to do 

Were helpless indeed. 

Thumping confusion! 

 

He was tired to stand, 

He decided to let himself in, 

Having his keys, was easy a task, 

He went in smiling and clapping, 

“Well-done 

Congratulations young 'boss, 

Indeed no man is an island 

But before a man can crack the secrets of the universe, has to crack the 

secrets of time. 

Sonia, this the hell that you do?” 

He asked softly! 

 

“Sonia, you cause commotion in me 

You cause earthquakes in me 

I've been feeling it but no evidence 

This’s enough evidence now 
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I have to extrapolate by this that you are a whore 

And he there a philanderer 

Megalomaniac serpent 

An unlucky bully 

What should I do to you?” 

 

They were out of breath 

Overwhelmed 

Dumbfounded 

Not able to speak 

They looked at each other shyly 

He came closer to the table 

Sat on the table 

Poured the remaining coffee in a glass 

He starts to take as he think what to do. 

 

They looked at him 

They said nothing at all 

He comes closer to the lady 

Brings his head closer to her face 

Starts touching her 

“You are beautiful, but unlucky” 

Leaves the lady and goes to the man 

He touches his face 

“You are handsome but unlucky” 

He moves away from them 

Takes off his pistol 

Points to them 

“Should I or should I not?” 

He thought of what it  could be like if he did it. 

 

Brings his pistol down and pockets it in the pocket 

I forgive you! 

He says smiling 

Time has taken its inevitable toil 

Everything passes 

Time will never die 

Time is immortal 

You cannot be sure of a man, but you can always be sure of time 
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This a sign of getting rid of me Sonia, 

I'm proud of it 

Stick to your obtuse 

He says as tears prickles in his eyes 

With a conciliatory gesture, 

He says goodbye to the people. 
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THE DREAM 

Lift up my eyes 

I see nothing but a blue sky 

Gazing at me with a sympathetic look. 

When shall my tears cease to flow? 

I interrogate as I wipe my painful tears. 

 

When shall this trouble cease to beat me? 

I ask as I sit down on a rock 

I don't stop gazing to the sky 

I don't stop interrogating! 

I stop not to gaze to the sky 

The color changes abruptly 

I see beyond the sky 

I see nothing but angels 

Singing and glorifying with trumpets 

I see a man in white 

Seated at the right hand 

Looking at me as he shed tears too 

I wonder. 

 

With a soft voice the man  utters: 

Son, cry not 

Son, weep not 

Son, prick not 

Son, interrogate no more 

Your tears are now wiped 

Our father has seen your tears 

He's recalled your goodness 

He's recalled what you've been doing. 

So go and weep not, for you are blessed and then, 

I hear the voice of my wife 

“Darling, wake up and open your eyes” 

At a supersonic speed, 

I wake up sweating 

Where I am? Where I am? 

It was only a dream 

But I still reckon I'm blessed 

To God be the Glory. 
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DARK SONG 

 

Caves are my shelter 

Owls are my companions 

Rocks are my bones 

Black cats my totems 

Streams insinuate my veins 

Where powerful sap flows 

Forests are my shrine 

Where my rituals are done 

Darkness resembles my thoughts  

Moonlight my power giver 

Streaming stars are my dreams 

Meteors are my visions 

Ocean is my home where my soul belongs 

Tides waves are my pulse and the song of the heavens, draws my soothing 

sound of my spirit! 
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SUCCESS 

 

It wasn't much but that what I could give 

We were undermined but had to work as hard as a bee in a hive 

The best way to success is to strive 

As that will make your potentials to revive 

And be considered again alive 

Into wealth and power you shall dive 

Passing through the city as you drive 

Those who once laughed at you shall wave 

Wishing you could stand and give a hi five 

Or ask you what you did to be active. 

 

You will fail many times in life. 

You will seek knowledge, pursue goodness, work with the deepest of 

dedication, and still things will go wrong. 

 

The missteps can become overwhelming and lead you to question: 

is it all worth it if I could still lose in the end? 

Victory is never immediate or easy. 

It always comes at the least expected moment appearing when your 

breaking point is nearly reached. 

If you push aside your fears and stay focused on your ultimate goal, it will 

feed you the energy you need to power through any obstacles. 

 

Success is never like an accident 

Neither does it occur in a coincident 

You'll have to sweat and have dents 

Just as it is to students 

You'll have to toil and never be absent 

For the best presents when present. 

Believe that you can 

Believe you can win 

Believe you can shine 

Believe with all your heart 

Believe that you'll do what you were made to do 

Believe in will 

In will one can do anything even that seem impossible 

The desire for success in you 



89 
 

Should be greater than your fear of failure 

Success is dividend of sweat 

And so you have to sweat. 

The more you sweat, the more success you get. 

The pain you feel today, 

Is the strength you feel tomorrow. 

 

Today is today 

Tomorrow is tomorrow 

Today is never tomorrow and tomorrow is never today 

Every challenge encountered, 

There is an opportunity for growth 

Don't judge each day by what you reap, judge by what you sow. 

The future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their dreams 

Let not what you cannot do, interfere with what you can do 

What you can do today, do it for tomorrow is not yours 

Do it willingly and passionately 

You will see the results! 
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WHEN YOUR MAN 

 

When your man comes home from the gardens, 

You have to remove his boots, wash his legs and welcome him with a kiss. 

 

When your man comes home from prison, 

You have to scrub and loose those jail times finger smears and lather down 

those cuff marks from his wrists. 

 

When your man comes home from the forest for hunting, 

You have to remove those deadly thorns from his body and rinse him with 

cold river water. 

When your man comes home from business deals, 

You have to take off his coat, his tie and his shoes as you lead him to the 

bathtub. 

 

When he comes back with a basket full of nothing, 

You have to give thanks as you hug him so tightly to show him that you 

love no matter the situation. 

 

when he comes back with pennies in his pocket and prayer fresh on his 

lips, 

you got to welcome him warm hearted, wash him down first and give him 

food. 

 

When your man comes back home with bruises and scars, 

You got to wash them with cold river water. 

 

When he comes back with bleeding wounds all over, you have to first aid 

him, wash his wounds, have peroxide of hydrogen with you. 

You have to sigh and never weep. 

You have to think of what to do. 

 

When your man comes back home feeling unwell, 

Claiming he's tired and feeling weak, 

Headaches and backaches, 

you got to have the wild weed and tree barks boiled and calmed, 

You got to have massage oil ready with you and, 

You got to have herbs for relieving pain, 
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You got to have cold icy water near with you, 

You have to nurse him like a nurse in a hospital of numerous patients, 

As you pass your tender touches all over his body. 

 

When your man comes home with dirty and unkempt hair, 

you got to hold tight that  face of his 

between your palms, take crease and lid 

and lip and brow and rinse slow with river water, 

And when he opens his eyes, 

you tell him calm and sure, 

how a woman birthed him, 

And how deeply you love him! 
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I WISH YOU KNEW 

 

I wish you knew how I felt 

I wish you knew what in me you left 

I wish you knew how my heart melt 

I wish you knew how weak I felt 

I wish you knew how I felt that day 

I wish you knew I was to shed tears for you. 

I wish you knew how my heart was wretchedly hurt, when I recalled the 

moments of you and me. 

I wish you knew the pain and the incurable bruises you caused to my 

feeble heart, when you made your mind, came closer, hugged and kissed 

the new man you less knew 

I wish you knew what was in my mind 

I wish you knew what I was to say to you 

I wish you knew how jealousy I was, that I was to sashay walk and tear 

you in pieces 

I wish you knew that I paused and stopped 

I wish you knew how deeply I loved you 

I wish you knew the letter that was read to you, that made you shed tears, 

came from me 

I wish you knew! 
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LUCKY I'VE FOUND THEE 

 

Lucky was I born. 

I'm like a star far in the sky 

Born on a Friday maybe 

Not ashamed to say; 

I feel lucky to have found you, 

A friend that is so kind and true; 

So caring and so much honest. 

You ain't akin to anything on this world. 

So unique, a great friend full of positivism, 

I can't imagine losing you! 

 

You lift me up when I am down, 

and make me smile when I frown 

You hold my hand during time of hardship 

And make me laugh when all are wrong 

You give me advice when I'm in a dilemma 

And make me tranquil during time of distress 

You pray for me at every time 

And make everything that seem impossible to me seem possible. 

 

So unique, a great friend full of positivism 

I can't imagine losing you! 

It's hard to find the words to say 

just how much I care 

Its hard to find the best word to fix in the gap of your description, to 

simply say that you mean a lot to me. 

I lack the appropriate word to just utter to you 

To provide the evidence that I truly appreciate your company. 

So unique, a great friend full of positivism 

I can't imagine losing you! 

 

When I'm with you, 

Everything seems to be okay 

Every tough thing seem to tender 

Rough seem to be fine 

Bad seem to be good 

Loud seem to be quiet 
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Noisy seem to be calm 

I love the feeling inside me when you near me. 

So unique, a great friend full of positivism 

I can't imagine losing you. 

 

I can't use money to express what I feel for you 

Not even a word can do 

I actually don't know what exactly can do 

But my exorcism, 

My happiness, 

My calmness 

Or rather my feelings can. 

So unique, a great friend full of positivism 

I can't imagine losing you! 
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IN THE HOUSE 

 

In the house 

That's what they warm themselves 

And they be members of the house 

Holding endless meetings every hour 

Meetings to discuss how they'll uplift' the standards of their lowly beasts 

And to modernize every substandard infrastructure in the country 

That's what they discuss about. 

 

In the house 

They never sit without an allowance 

They call it sitting allowance. 

 

In the house 

They never smile without an allowance 

They call it smiling allowance. 

 

In the house 

They never laugh without an allowance 

They call it laughing allowance. 

 

In the house 

They never speak without an allowance 

They call it open mouth allowance. 

 

In the house 

They never do anything without allowance 

Everything is about allowance 

They have embraced it as their truly daily chore 

But whose Muller are they decimating? 

Isn't for the poor lowly beasts? 

 

In the house 

They communicate using fat language 

Yes, that language that none of the lowly beast can understand. 

Understandable among themselves 

They call it Lingua franca, 

The language that only gods can understand. 
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Every line seem to be a parable, 

No one can undo it. 

 

In the house 

They see themselves as the real gods, 

Yes, real gods who can unmake the earth in seven days, 

They see themselves as powerful in the midst of array of natural forces, 

No one can touch them 

You touch them, you dry 

They are holy 

How can you mingle with a separated god? 

 

In the house 

That's where they misuse their  independence unknowingly 

They never understand their constitutional role 

Consider themselves as 'supreme' enjoyer 

They do what they want 

Not what the law want them to do 

They are above the weak law or they are the law themselves 

Ain't that absurd or kind of melodramatic game? 

 

In the house 

That's where they plan their plans 

Planning them in an eerie tone 

Plans to leave we, the lowly beast, atrociously dismantled 

They never care about we 

Isn't that misdemeanor? 

No, it ain't 

Law is there to be broken 

So? 

 

Things are too ponderous to we 

Misfeasance is defunct 

We never enjoy our independence 

We are like coming from pan and going directly into fire 

Moving from one predicament to the other 

We are never persons of modern civilization 

In spite of all our efforts, we remain bound up by their ropes 
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All our hopes and plans for happiness and security in our lives, are ended 

by them. 

They carry with them our happiness 

Yes, they carry it. 

 

Considering their own sense of gratification 

Cos they are intoxicated with their superiority over we, the lowly beasts 

All done in what they call, 

In the house. 

 

Oh you great members of the house 

You prominent connoisseurs fellows 

You illuminated members 

Oh you cognoscenti humans 

Oh you gods of all 

Perspicuously uttering 

What you doing to us is more than callous 

Its barbaric 

Its sadistic 

Too substantial to us to carry 

Please loosen your knot 

We want freedom 

We want independence 

Oh members of the house. 
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LETTER FROM HEAVEN 

 

It all started with a hook up 

When I wasn't able to look up 

Or intimacy to give up 

For like others I wanted to catch up 

Until the day it was too late for me to make up 

When everything was clear and precise 

That the plus sign had appeared. 

 

He told me to take care of it 

I didn't argue with him 

He was meticulous 

So I went to get you decimated 

On the way I was thinking 

As painful tears dropped from my eyes 

Then I decided not to comprehend with him 

I left you inside me 

I knew what I was going to do 

I was going to raise you on my own 

You were so precious to me. 

 

He asked  if the game was over 

I said it’s over 

3 months no one knew my status 

So I went for the first check up 

To my surprise I saw you 

A small heartbeat inside me 

I couldn't believe 

I couldn't believe you were mine 

I couldn't believe soon I'll be a teen mama 

As I hold your small body to lactate 

I was so happy for my decision 

Little did I know I'll never live to see you. 

 

5 months rumors all around 

Like a fire in on a dead dry hay 

I'm eating nicely. I'm fat. I'm gaining weight was my response 

They believed and let off go the matter 
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And I went to the doctor once more 

It was another check up for you 

The baby is healthy and okay 

Was the response from the doctor 

I was happy  

And decided that I would let out the secret 

I was still nervous and was in a dilemma 

Not knowing how their reactions will be. 

 

First I thought of my father 

As tough as he was 

He would have slain me 

Months passed 

It was nine month now 

I was at my friends house 

Your time to see the world had arrived 

I was bleeding heavily and was rushed to the doctor 

It is a normal routine teen mama, for teens to loose much blood 

That was the doctor. 

 

After a while I was surprised and mesmerized 

That you were going to die 

Due to lack of enough oxygen 

I yelled and said it can't be 

It’s too early for her to pass I cried 

It couldn't be true I added 

Carry the test again I commanded heavily as tears tricking from my eyes 

My parents knew nothing 

Neither did your father 

I was alone bearing the accursed scars 

The test was carried 

Was either you or me. 

 

I chose myself to let you survive 

To let my heartbeat in me survive 

Baby, I saw you for only one minute 

The very minute that I held you 

And my life left my body 

I laid there cold faced 
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As my eyes facing your golden body. 

 

There is not a day that passes here without I thinking of you 

I wish I was alive 

I wish you were in my arms 

Though I don't know where you are but I hope you are all well 

Maybe if I had said the truth 

I couldn't have tasted the wrath of punishment 

If I had talked the truth I would have survived maybe 

But was I being punished? 

If so why should I be punished? 

I miss you baby 

I'll meet you in heaven 

And until than just know I still love you! 
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THE TIME I COME 

 

This is the time that I mostly come 

When your heart is not willing to comprehend all the pains, sorrow and 

grievances that have come along. 

 

I come at times when you are sad 

Or a time when you are horrendously hurt by situations or predicaments. 

 

 

I come to show up the real me 

Sometimes to console and lower the heat of problems 

I'm inform of droplets 

Colorless water like fluid 

I have a salty like taste 

I'm sometimes cold blooded or warm blooded 

I'm an amphibian in nature 

I change my temperature according to weather 

My size also varies 

I'm sometimes a baby, infinitesimal or an adult 

But when you are a lion 

I'll never come near you 

You'll have defeated me 

I never come near rocks or mountains 

I come at a varying speed 

I might come like a plane 

I might come like a train 

I might also come at a speed of a rocket 

When I come, 

I fill your sockets with clouds 

The clouds become saturated 

No longer disposed  to hold me anymore 

They give up at last 

I start to rain 

Most nutty thing about me is; 

I'm like a spark of fire 

If I fall on dry grass, I ignite and gain my fiery quality. 

I become my own mother 

But when I fall on water, I never recharge 
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I lose my quality 

I die 

 

I might come when you are haggard 

Unless you obdurate your present situation 

I might be noxious to you 

That's my bluntness truth 

Some slacken their troubles to inactivate me 

I never ignite 

I dry up and die 

They call me a sign of weakness 

Referring those who experience me as weak 

But that's not the case. 

 

Don't you know I come also during the time of prosperity and happiness? 

When one is too happy? 

Don't you know? 

Don't you know I come when one is full? 

So, I’m like a word 

Yes, a word 

A word that only one part of your body can express. 
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I WANT TO WRITE 

 

I want to write 

Write something obnoxious 

But I'm not sure what it is. 

 

A poem? 

 

Yes a poem 

A poem with a message 

An extraordinary anachronistic message 

Message about death 

But I can't write. 

 

Why? 

 

I know nothing about poems 

 

I want to thank death 

And also intimidate it 

I want to thank it for so many reasons 

And I also want  to intimidate it for as so many reasons 

But I can't. 

 

Why? 

 

I know nothing about poems 

 

Death is sweet and also bitter 

It’s mad and also steady 

It cause sadness and also happiness 

It adds and also subtracts 

Death is defunct but also exists 

It lives and it also dies 

That's what I want to write about 

But I can't. 

 

Why? 
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I know nothing about poems. 

 

I want to spit 

Spit and vomit about death 

I want to rhyme 

Explain its disadvantages and its advantages 

Explain how I feel comfy about death 

State the philosophy behind death 

But I can't. 

 

Why? 

 

I'm never connoisseur in poetry 

I'm a  plebeian 

A cracker! 

I know nothing about poems. 

 

I want to write 

Write a poem about death 

I want to say how it's prominent 

I have carried probation about it 

I want to state how  cringing it is 

But I can't 

 

Why? 

 

I'm never cognoscenti in poetry 

I will do pleonastic 

I know nothing about poems. 

 

I want to write a poem 

A poem about death 

I want to say death is just a sleep, a coma, a siesta or something of the sort 

Death is never real 

Its an illusion to those living 

But I can't 

 

Why? 
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I'm not talented 

I know nothing about poems. 

 

I want to write a poem 

A poem with a message 

A poem about death 

State death is peace 

Death is calmness 

Death is honey 

It causes tranquility in once heart 

But it's also nagging 

It causes commotion if not stress 

Death is death 

But I can't 

 

Why? 

 

I know nothing about poems. 

 

I Want to write a poem 

A poem with a message 

A poem about death 

I want to praise it 

It causes fear 

It reminds one to be meek 

We are never immortal 

We shall pass 

Dust to dust 

Ashes to ashes 

But I can't write 

 

Why? 

 

I'm know nothing about poems. 
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WHEN I DIE 

 

When my intensity get lost 

Never stand  and glance at my grave 

Never weep or shed a tear for me 

I will have laid down my body 

I will have rested and not dead 

I don't die. 

 

When I lay down my life 

Never cause any commotion 

What use is it for? 

Never waste your tears 

Never waste your energy to cry for me 

Never waste your money for me 

Never believe that I'm actually gone 

I will have rested and not dead 

I don't die. 

 

When I fade away 

Laugh and be joyous 

Clap and dance in the rain 

Play flutes and vuvuzelas 

Blow the trumpet with all your breath 

Cheer and jeer 

For I  will have increased the surface area for someone's else heartbeat 

But I will never actually be dead 

I will have rested and not dead 

I don't die. 

 

When I lay down in silence 

Not moving or roving my eyes 

Praise loudly as you beat your drums 

Don't forget of solemn songs 

Accompanied by smooth beats of pianos 

And the sound of the drum sets 

Dance and sweat 

For I will have preserved some oxygen for you 

But I will never actually be dead 



107 
 

I will have rested and not dead 

I don't die. 

 

When my atmosphere becomes dull 

Don't ever be sad 

Never cry 

Never hold any soil 

Never sing as you say goodbye to me 

Be happy 

Never be inquisitive 

Never blame God for 

Never blame who is who 

But I will never actually be dead 

I will have rested and not dead 

I don't die. 

 

When I die 

Never make a coffin for me 

Of what use? 

Will you need to waste your money? 

Actually, I'll not be dead 

I never sleep in coffins 

I'm like wind 

I will be blowing thousands miles away 

I'll be resting and not dead 

I don't die. 

 

When I pass my life 

Never assume I'm dead and never assume  I'm not dead 

I don't die 

I'm like gentle autumn rain 

I'm like  diamonds' glints on the snow 

I'm like sun on ripened grains 

I will never be actually dead 

I'll be resting and not dead 

I don't die. 

 

Those who'll come close to the coffin 

I'm sorry for you 
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I'll be not there 

But don't be ashamed 

I'll be the  fine stars up there shining at night 

I'll be like the swift uplifting rush of quiet birds in a circled flight! 

Don't bother yourself standing at my grave 

For actually I'll not be there 

I'll not actually be dead 

I'll be resting 

I don't die. 
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I JUST WANT YOU TO KNOW 

 

I just want you to know 

How congruous and important you are to me 

Knowing that you do care and understand me 

That you trust and believed in me. 

 

I  want you to know 

How wonderful and fruitful it feels 

Having someone like you 

Someone elegant and glamour 

Someone beautiful and so kind 

Someone who shines and glows even in a dark annexed room. 

 

I want you to know 

Having you by my side, makes me feel complete and calm. 

Having you by my side, makes me believe that you were meant for me. 

Having you by my side, makes me know God had a reason to bring us 

closer. 

Having you by my side, makes me feel I'm  a walking miracle everywhere 

I go. 

I just want you to know that 

I will always be there for you 

Support you during the time of difficulties and tears 

Raise you when you fall 

Wipe your tears when you cry 

And make you elate when you feel sad. 

I will always love you my queen 

For you are special and precious to me. 

To me you are my first and my last 

You are a blessing to me 

I just want you to know that, 

I know how wonderful you are and like you, I do care. 

When I think of you, you fill up my mind. 

There is no more thinking room I can find 

I've never had such thoughts of kind 

That I'll ever love and lose myself in such kind 

And give my heart an extra work to carry the baggage of love. 
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I just want you to know that, you’ll never at once regret 

Having me as your king for I'll forever make you smile and feel as if you 

are in heaven 

I love you sweetheart. 
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YOU ARE, I AM 

 

You are the bow 

I'm the arrow 

You are the wheel 

I'm the barrow 

You are the cripple 

I'm the clutches 

You are the rabbit 

I'm the hutch 

You are the gear 

I'm the crutch 

You are the hand 

I'm the gloves 

You are the Legs 

I'm the shoes 

You are the tits 

I'm the bra 

You are body 

I'm the clothes 

You are head 

I'm the brain 

You are the eyes 

I'm the sockets 

You are the tongue 

I'm the mouth 

You are the fingers 

I'm the nails 

You are the knee 

I'm the synovial 

You are the bones 

I'm the marrow 

You are the blood 

I'm the cells 

You are the smile 

I'm the laughter 

You are the heart 

I'm the cardiac 

You are the virus 
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I'm the antivirus 

You are the disease 

I'm the drug 

You are the spear 

I'm the shield 

You are the speaker 

I'm the tutor 

You are the sound 

I'm the voice 

You are the floor 

I'm the carpet 

You are the skin 

I'm the fur. 

 

  



113 
 

SLEEP IN PEACE 

 

It has been hard writing these lines, 

I couldn't find the exact words to describe our relationship 

and all the feelings involved in it 

Somehow, it was easier to just sit and cry 

In the dark than to do this at last. 

 

Amu was born on May 

25th day at a ripe age of hour 

In the big city near the cold sea 

The sea breeze, a smell of olives and fish, quality wine and lots of sweet  

songs she loved made her dad call her Amu. 

 

She was a learner. 

Her mum and her father 

Forever in love with mystery and the life. 

Their explosive relationship changed into smooth and calm just after the 

baby was born. They poured all their energy and love into their little 

princess. 

 

Amu grew up having everything she wanted. Even though she was the 

only girl child, somehow she never got spoiled, 

instead had wonderful manners and was a really lovely girl. 

I met her in primary school. 

I remember the first day we saw each other for the first time. 

She stood in the hall all alone, 

but she was magical. 

Not because she looked like a princess from ancient legends, 

wearing all blue and with black well polished shoes, 

and with a cloud of wild black well shaved hair around her face, 

but because she had that aura. 

She was glowing from the inside, 

radiant blue but mysteriously dark at the same time. 

We stood speechless, just looking at each other. 

And then she spoke four simple words, 

but it felt like a jar of honey was being poured over my head. 

 

"Hi, I am Amu." 
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I knew she would be my best friend, and I wasn't mistaken. 

For the next couple of years, 

we shared everything that two friends can share. 

For her, I was the person she turned to when things got rough. 

I knew her secrets, desires, fears, silly crushes and serious relationship 

problems. 

She was the same for me. 

We had no secrets, never lied to each other, were always brutally honest 

and full of respect. She let me into her inner world, into her mind and 

deepest corners of her soul. 

So did I. 

 

But, there was a problem. 

A serious problem with Amu. 

She...she could fall sick every now and then. Something that was so 

strange that made me feel deep pain in my heart. 

We could take her to the hospital. 

After a few days, she could be well again. 

Then life would continue just as it was for the first days that we met. 

I was so shocked to find out she had  diabetes and wasn't planning to tell 

me about it. 

I heard it from another close friend of ours, and I was so angry and hurt at 

first. 

Luckily, I soon realized I was being selfish and that she needed my support 

without any questions asked. 

 

The fight had begun. 

Amu dropped out of college to begin her treatments. 

We talked via phone for hours after every treatment  she undergone. 

It was painful for her and me both, 

Because I couldn't hold her hand and she couldn't feel my presence over 

the wire. 

All I could do was keep saying a kind of a mantra, 

I feel you honey, I'm here for you, you can do it, I believe in you 

It went on like that for so long, 

positive thoughts, encouragements and comforting 

She called me one day at night and asked me if I thought she was going to 

make it. 

Being 'the best friend' that I was, 
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I needed to be honest. 

She demanded it. 

So I told her that I would support any decision she made. 

If she wanted to give up, that was OK, 

and if she wanted to keep fighting, 

even better. 

I would accept her decision, and she didn't have to worry about me. 

I swear I could hear the sound of relief in her voice after that. 

The procedure went above all expectations, 

she recovered smoothly and fast enough. 

That day she came to my hometown 

I'll never forget. 

She looked like she was totally accepting of her fate. 

My Amu had decided it was time to give up and give herself some peace. 

She had some important things to say to me, among other stuff, 

so she began with how proud she was of me, and happy to see that I had 

changed. 

She knew I would be a much stronger person when our story came to an 

end, 

and the end was near. 

 

Also, I received a kind of a task to fulfil for her. 

Three weeks ago,Amu felt so sick. 

Her condition worsened in that she was to be taken to ICU 

Where she was going through treatments. 

 

As a friend, I heard about her condition. 

So I had to make arrangements with my fellow friends 

Contribute some money to support her while in hospital. 

After ten days while in ICU 

,the eleventh day, we planned to go and see her in hospital. 

It was a Sunday. 

My friends and I  were so wassail 

that at least we would go pray and also wish her quick recovery. 

Unfortunately, the doctor said we cannot see her for the mean time 

for her condition was too worse and she was being attended. 

So we had to wait for a moment. 

We were waiting eagerly for the doctor to come with good news 

but unluckily, the atmosphere changed 
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when we received the news that Amu,our friend, has succumbed out of her 

illness. 

 

It was so painful that I sat on a floor, cried bitterly in silence. 

I couldn't believe. 

 

I know she's in a better place now, 

without illness and pain, 

but I still miss her terribly. 

Her departure did made me stronger that’s why I’m a poet 

but it also made me more emotional and vulnerable than I ever was. 

Today, I'm writing this to you, 

To the world and 

Amu's loving family and loved ones, 

 

Writing these words with deep sadness in my heart, 

but trying to make you all feel honored and special for knowing the 

amazing person that Amu was. 

She showed us that no matter how hard life can be, 

we must all learn from it every day and embrace every moment of it, 

because we never know how or when it's gonna end. 

Finally, I must thank you my dear Amu, 

for having such an impact on my life, 

and making it rich with love, friendship and the enigma I needed so much. 

You always said that only the sky's the limit, 

So I choose to believe that you just went to research it before me. 

Have a great journey up there honey 

I'm sure we'll meet again. I love you. 
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SISTER NEAR THE BROTHEL 

 

All alone I lay in bed every night, 

And wonder why life would be so tight. 

I wonder why too I'm here at first. 

Nothing seem to cook in my mind at last. 

But still wonder why life is so tight. 

 

I don't wonder for myself alone, 

I do so for everyone, 

And ask why they seem not to mind. 

 

I met her at night, 

Near the brothels in the big city, 

Welding mercenary smiles, 

To marauders and snakes, 

She was in a blue miniskirt, 

And a black skintight, 

Holding a bottle of black brown sprite. 

 

She looked like a beam of light, 

Shining and glowing like a twilight at night. 

I met this girl Amu who said she loved me. 

A word that I had not heard for a while, 

Last day was 20 years back, 

From my mama who has already faded away. 

 

Here I feel so atrociously hurt, 

My heart pains so much, 

As blood trickles to the ground, 

I feel she loved me for what I had and not for how I was. 

Isn't wrong to say there wasn't any love lost. 

 

I wonder what a ride she took me on, 

And make me take an oath, 

To love someone whom I had known not even a little about. 

I'm trapped by so much pain and anger inside, 

That I always wish my parents would have been here by my side, 

Asking me what is my decide, 
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Besides wiping my tricking sorrow tears, 

That drops from my eyes along my cheeks, 

But unluckily to me they are no more. 

That's the painful truth that sinks deep in my inside. 

 

When I once start to think of them, 

I have none not even one to lean on or to call upon. 

Left alone to fight for my ways. 

I wish I knew how to pray, 

I'd pray for prayers to poach a prey, 

Or those for leading one astray. 

 

Drugs seem to be my only way, 

To cool and keep my pain away, 

Life has turned to be a lie, 

Like the smiles I put on each day, 

As I pass through the falling rain, 

Thinking about my fame family, 

They know outside I'm smiling, 

But deep in my soul I'm crying. 

 

Its outside that I fake for them, 

Knowing no one could bother to ask me, ‘what’s wrong' 

As I was a bull and a 

I was strong. 

That's the disadvantage of being strong coz no one cares about you, they 

think one is always strong and okay. 

 

There is nothing I can do about it 

For I know I'm still loved 

Yes, my family still loves me 

But my father is angry with me 

I never fulfilled our covenant 

Oh father, just forgive me, your son 

I was betrayed by the fake smile 

From my sister near the brothels. 
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TELL ME LIES 

 

Tell me lies 

Tell me that you are my poacher 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am your best friend 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you won't take advantage of me 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will purport what you say 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will dominate my tranquility 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I'm sweeter than honey 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you'll never snub me 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me you will decipher my strange affection 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am your cognoscenti of love 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I make you comfy 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me you'll never decimate our knot 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that your love to me will cease not 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I quench your thirst 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that when you think of me, you drop the food in your mouth 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am like your milk in rubindi 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am the king of your feelings 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will be cringing my emotions 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that my love makes you a cracker 

Tell me lies. 
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Tell me that our love will ever proliferate 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that our love ain't akin to anything 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am prominent to you 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am not hefty to your heart 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I make you feel like a queen 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I make you relieved during time of sadness 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am the best of all 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am not like others 

That I am unique in my own way 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me you will always embrace me in every situation we encounter 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will leave me not during the time of sympathy 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will uplift me wherever I am down 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will always pray for me 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will never yell at me 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will ever risk your life for me 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that I am like a sudden up thrust that takes up a space shuttle in 

your life 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will never forget me 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will motivate me morally 

Tell me lies. 

Tell me that you will never at all dislike me 

Tell me lies. 

My love, tell me lies. 
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OH LITTLE BONED 

 

I'm little boned 

Not fully embedded 

Am a kid 

Not fully lactated 

A chick 

Not yet hatched 

Am brittle 

Made of ceramic 

I'm easily broken 

I'm feeble though noble 

I'm weak! 

Oh little boned. 

 

They say I'm a chicken 

Grownup and widened 

Ready to be eaten 

Either cooked or fried or roasted 

But I chose when I'm rotten 

Aren't they moron or drunken? 

I'm weak! 

Oh little boned. 

 

What's the evidence? 

Why do they judge so? 

Because of my beautiful feathers? 

Because of the sound in my voice? 

Aroma of my hair? 

Serenity in my stride? 

My widened hips? 

Big booty? 

Sparkle in my eyes? 

Feeling inside me? 

Warmth in me? 

My bonnet? 

Line of symmetry running across and along diving the supporting 

documents and the dash board? 

I'm weak! 
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Oh little boned. 

 

I'm never a chicken 

I'm a chick 

Yet to be hatched 

I'm never a fruit 

Not ripe 

I'm unripe 

Still green or so 

Cannot be  plucked 

I'm never cooked 

I'm yet to be food 

Can't be eaten 

I'm yet to be booked 

I'm weak! 

Oh little boned. 
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OUR LAND 

 

We are as small as mosquitoes 

That's how they see us 

They see us how bats see us 

Yes, that’s how they see us 

You've heard of them 

Those big objects with clear cased woofer for heads 

With no eyes, no ears, no nose, no teeth 

Yes, you’ve heard of them. 

 

Those objects that await counterintelligence transmission from our 

computer connoisseurs 

Those objects that always cringing to our commands inform of programs 

Those objects that wants to annex the world and erase our services 

They have really continued to proliferate in our earth 

Yes, those objects that want to annex our land. 

 

Moron plebeians have decided to kill our earth 

The objects are decimating and depleting our stratosphere 

Leading to emission of harmful ultraviolet rays from our heater 

The rays with carcinogenic carcinogens that activate our inactive 

cancerous cells from our bodies 

In return we are worshiping them 

Announcing loudly how intelligent and prominent they are 

Yes, that’s what they are doing 

They are gods who can unmake the earth for seven days 

But claiming they are carrying out probation 

Yes, probation in our other universe 

To unravel the hidden truth of the unmoved mover, 

Whom many consider defunct 

Using their 'own intelligence' they say. 

Oh great land from the east 

Where shall we lay our goods to barter? 
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FEAR 

 

Fear is the strongest impediment 

Between a person and the eminence they seek. 

Everyone is inundated by 

Subversive messages that orchestrates his insecurities; 

Propaganda claiming  that audacity is the solution to the differences; 

Falsehood insisting that you'll never be worthy of wealth or power; 

Distractions and deception pushing him to be a pawn 

A pawn in the games of others 

Instead of being a master of his own 

Though the chains of fear are invisible, 

Their hold are as strong than the tightest metal shackles. 

Their hold are as strong as the toughest bond in diamond. 

But fear not, 

Be brave, 

Be bold. 

Put a positive message where you'll always see it 

In the morning and at night 

Spend a few minutes reading its words to yourself 

Use the power of your inner voice to realign your mindset 

With the peace and harmony of your universal design 

Allow yourself to reclaim your power 

To insist that you are your own only master 

And that your future is dictated by your choices alone. 

 

As this becomes a habit, 

Bet your subconscious fear 

That stands between you and your goals, 

Will begin to lose their strength, wither and finally fade into ether! 
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TO MY LOVE 

 

What you insinuate to me 

Is replete than I can exhibit 

You decry, I had none to lean on 

When I was still progeny in endearment 

I had no one to call too, 

When I was deep in eustress 

When we first met 

Back so many years ago 

I can't remember the year but the date 

Was the day my nephew was born 

20th may on a Sunday 

I call it luck 

Wasn't it? 

 

When we second time met, 

We had no clue 

We knew not what was going to happen 

Everything was completely out of our imagination 

But you, you had something in your mind 

Something negative about me 

You were nervous at first 

Something usual to everyone 

You never knew we would be glued 

And now I know you know I knew 

The Almighty had a plan 

And made us with a purpose 

Through those years I bet 

He was making us better for each other 

To share life's snigger, smiles and tears together 

Indeed we've come afar 

Life that we've passed 

I have no less little to explain 

But my mind is flat plain 

I hope I'll get some time again to explain 

Betting there's something you'll gain. 

 

I never at once imagined 
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What to cherish was all about 

I never at once imagined 

How to love and be loved felt 

It was so till I met you 

I finally found out 

Though we were all strangers in it 

Now I know even without formal or informal illumination to it, it draws 

itself naturally. 

 

My love's love is unconditional 

It's love that is infinite 

Partner's love that want the best together 

It's a love that will always defend 

And never to offend 

Neither shall it pretend 

Nor demand for a love amend. 

 

Sometime I get mad 

And slap you so hard 

Or begin to fight 

But you find fun in it 

You cool me up and my tranquility dominate. 

What can I say about your love? 

I cannot say its akin to someone's 

I'm so glad to have you 

I'm so glad to love you 

I'm so glad to be with you 

I'm so glad to meet you 

I'm so glad to be near you 

Back I never used or loved 

Though some pretended to love 

Knowing in mind they loved for a reason 

Was it because I was quiet? 

Was it because I was clever? 

But you, you are different 

I've found a true love in you 

Which I cannot compare to anything 

I have know true love comes naturally by fate 

No love exists with some reasons behind 
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And I'm not ashamed to say, 

I love to love you only 

And forever I'll be beside you 

To uplift and to care for you when you are down 

I love you, love of my life. 
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THE CHILD'S CRY 

 

Desolation and pain are the clouds surrounding where I once lived. 

I'm lonely feeling haunted by that spirit. 

There is no other anachronistic feeling that could be more than this, 

I'm overwhelmed when I decry 

The room that was once filled with endearment, 

The room that was once filled with snigger, 

The room that was once filled with joy, 

The room that was once filled with laughter and much tranquility, 

Is now standing mesmerized with despair, emptiness and loneliness. 

 

Your voice and your picture seems to creep in my mind 

Your endless haunting  eerie voice of agony is never declining. 

My sad feeling indeed cannot contain this 

When I recall you, 

My soul is filled with unbearable pain, mortification and sorrow. 

 

I squeeze myself in a dark cold corner to weep as I let my tears out. 

Indeed I'm compressed by this. 

I wish I knew. 

 

Once more your son longs to see you 

Hold and hug you tightly just as it was 

I wish to see you, 

Tell you things are okay and they just as they were 

I wish to see you, smile with you and laugh with you concerning those 

matters 

But as soon as truth sinks deep in me, 

I know that what I wish will and shall never be, 

Its like a command to an ocean to be a pond. 

 

The choices that I made, to choose you to act as a goat of an altar, have 

deeply sealed our identity 

Never shall I again see you with my eyes. 

Mama, no one could ever assimilate how deeply my heart is abysmally 

hurt. 

My heart is like a vehicle that collided with a bulldozer 

And now I surely regret why I chose you to pay for my mistakes 



129 
 

I wish I knew it was just a scam 

For what I once had, now is gone and nowhere to be found 

Am as broke as a broker 

Nothing I own. I own poverty, 

Poverty is what I call my friend 

Wish I could go back in time 

Wish I had supernatural powers to change time 

Bet I could go back in time 

I assure you I'd change every wrong that I did 

I could go back to the year, the month, the date, the day, the hour, the 

minute and the very second that I lost you. 

 

But all these I see them as fantasies, 

None can happen as I wish 

But wherever you are mama, forgive your son Pascal 

Ask Lord to forgive me 

Even though I'll sink in hell. 
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WISDOM 

 

Wisdom is the key to wealth, good heath and happiness 

Its gained by learning from the past 

And applying its lessons in vast 

To make decisions  different from the past 

By examining the words of wise people 

And bridging the gap between where they are and where they are meant to 

be 

A soldier begins without skills and competence 

Stumbling through training 

Alongside with others with similar shortcomings 

Through years of works and toil, 

A private steadily climbs the rank 

Reducing mistakes and sharpening abilities 

For with enough education, even the lowest can become the highest 

commander 

Badges and medals don't make a general 

Awards are only reminders of the lesson learned 

The skills obtained, the hardships overcome, finally victory is reached 

Victory is after a lifetime if perseverance and persistence 

The goal is not found in what waits at the end 

But rather in the achievement made along the way 

Everything in the universe has a purpose 

Indeed, the invisible intelligence that flows through everything in a 

purposeful fashion, is also flowing in you 

There is a purpose for life 

May be difficult to understand why you are here 

But laws of the universe requires a reason behind every existence 

Every person 

From the least to the greatest, 

Is a unique mind with its own individual part to play in this universe's 

design 

Though there are as many colors in the grand tape story of life 

All people are equal strings 

You may feel as if you lost in your own skin 

Unsure of where you are supposed to go and what you are supposed to do 

But even for the wisest spend their lives searching for its meaning 

Even the wisest cannot at once fully answer this  great conundrum 
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Life ain't about beginning or an end 

Life is a journey, a journey of many steps 

Only when you look the end, 

And look back will you finally see the full truth of your purpose 

This is wisdom. 

Be wise! 
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MY CALF 

 

My little lovely calf is all gone 

I covered him with soil yesterday 

Next to the old grave of his mother 

With some slanted verses of wisdom. 

 

Some days to come 

I know I'll join him there 

But now he's all gone 

Gone with his shining coat, 

With smooth presentable furs, 

Small head with good horns, 

His short legs with healthy hooves, 

His cold muzzle 

And I a goon who never reckoned 

In what they call paradise in the other side of the sky 

For every living soul 

I'm forced to believe in something I'll never enter 

Where my calf waits for my arrival 

I know he believes soon I'll join him there 

I don't have to depict sadness in this 

Concerning loosing a partner 

Who's never a servile 

His friendship for me, like a bow and an arrow 

He did nothing without consulting 

I was his consultant you know 

I'm sad to loose him 

But won't show it here 

He never smeared me with dirt 

Neither did he make me full of his mange 

He never scratched himself against my thigh 

He was just a mannered and wonderful calf 

It's so sad to loose such a companion 

But I will show it not here. 

 

He used to stare at me 

Just like a person keenly listening 

Paying attention to me as how I needed 
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To make me understand 

That animals are just unique as we are 

Though we belittle them for our own gratification 

And exercise our megalomaniacal acts upon them 

Its so sad. Indeed so sad. 

But I will show it not here 

My calf was jovial 

As he knew how to live with shameless beasts 

Crocodiles shedding tears 

Who would at last deny them 

And make them down placed 

Be slaughtered and made as food for them. 

 

There is no a goodbye for my calf who died 

He's so gone and gone forever 

And I buried him yesterday near his mother’s grave 

And I made some prayers for him 

And I read some few lines from the word for him 

That he should go to heaven 

And rest with the angels as he  await for my arrival. 
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LORD GIVE ME WISDOM 

 

Lord, give me wisdom 

I want to spit wisdom to them 

I want to vomit wisdom to them 

Pour them wisdom so that they can know 

I want to fill them with wisdom 

I want them to know 

There is no traffic jam along the extra miles 

Lord, give me wisdom. 

 

I want to tell them that 

They'd become what they believe 

Yes, give me wisdom 

Lord, give me wisdom 

I want them to know education costs money 

But then, so does ignorance 

So Lord, give me wisdom. 

 

Lord, give me wisdom 

How will they know that 

Slowness matters not 

As long as you stops not 

Lord, I beseech for wisdom 

A person who has never made a mistake, has never tried anything new 

How will they know that? 

So Lord, give me wisdom. 

 

Lord, give me wisdom 

I want to talk wisdom 

I want them to know 

Life is what we always make it 

Always has been and always will be 

Life is 10% what happens to us 

And 90% how we react to it 

Lord, give me wisdom. 

 

Lord, give me wisdom 

I want them to understand 
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Whoever stops not to try is never doomed 

Yes, Lord, give me wisdom 

I want to speak wisdom 

So Lord, give me wisdom 

Dreaming is after all a form of planning 

And one become what he dreams 

Lord, how will they know these? 

So give me wisdom. 

 

Lord, I beg, give me wisdom 

I want to pour sour wisdom to them 

Lord, please give me wisdom 

Do what you can 

Where you are and with what you have 

Without wisdom they cannot understand this 

Lord, give me as little wisdom 

Yes, a little wisdom for me 

To make a difference to the world 

I want them to know. 

 

Lord, please give me a little wisdom 

Lord, how will they know this 

Our life comes to an end when we become silent about the things that 

matters 

How Lord? 

So give me wisdom 

A little wisdom for me 

To spit to them Lord 

Give me wisdom 

I want wisdom. 

 

Lord, how will they know that 

Creativity cannot be used up 

The more you use it, the more you have 

Lord, give me wisdom 

I want to spray wisdom to them 

Wisdom Lord 

I want wisdom 

I want to spray wisdom 
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Failure is peripheral 

It takes courage to make a fool yourself 

So Lord, I need wisdom 

Yes, wisdom 

A little wisdom for me 

To spray to your souls 

They'd die not for ignorance 

Did you at once Lord 

Create we to suffer under the sun? 

Did you at once Lord, willingly 

Seated in your home 

At your throne 

Decide that we'd suffer under any trouble? 

Lord, look at us 

Pour a little wisdom to me 

I want to spread wisdom to them 

Don't let we die fools 

Let's have a little wisdom. 

 

Lord, how will we know the only wisdom is knowing that we know 

nothing 

How will we know this Lord? 

Please Lord, have mercy on we 

Let's have a little wisdom 

Yes, a little wisdom Lord for our brain 

Lord, please, give me wisdom! 

An examined life is not worthy living 

Life is what happens to you while you're busy making other plans 

Life shrinks and expand in proportion to one's courage 

80% of success is showing up 

Winning ain't everything but wanting to, is 

Lord, I want these to arrive to them 

So Lord, give me wisdom 

Yes, give me wisdom 
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I'LL DIE 

 

I will die yesterday today and tomorrow 

I'll die ripe or old 

I'll die and die 

I'll die once twice thrice 

Soft tender and stiff 

I'll die and die 

Hard dead I'll die 

Once my death comes 

I'll never fight for life 

I'll die and die 

Will never complain 

I'll die and die 

Once old I  have to renew 

Death is not death but a renewal of old 

But once death comes die don't fight for life 

Die and die 

Death's bitter and sour 

A time so sweet and tasty 

Some say its watery and juicy 

But what is which and which is what? 

 

Death is death 

Once you die 

Don't thrive for life 

You lived and now you've to leave life and leave 

Die don't fight for life 

Neither step forward nor backwards 

Step where you'll be 

Come near me not 

I die once twice and thrice 

Come when I die thrice not once 

For once I'll not have willed to die 

I die yesterday, today and tomorrow. 

 

It's contradictory sure 

But keep my words endure 

I came to sooth not lure 
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Leave you no scars but pure 

Neither step forward nor backwards 

Step where you'll be 

Come when I die thrice not twice not once 

My death will for sure bounce 

And today I've to announce 

Believe if you believe 

I've said and I leave 

Waiting once more to stop to live 

But now I need to thrive 

See what I wanna drive 

Lamborghini or simple rolling hive 

What sea I wanna dive 

Black sea or simple sea that starve. 
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FORSAKE ME NOT 

 

So sorrowfully I sigh 

With relief I cry 

The present me is strange 

I have lost all my control 

Zero one to rely on 

All gone with no goodbye 

Lord, have you forsaken me? 

 

Remember all the goodness 

Though neither askew nor straight 

I'm not perfect at all 

But I know what I know 

And I know you know what I know 

I feel empty and naked 

Smashed with pain and grief 

Despondency and tears of desperate 

I'm no longer the one 

Lord, have you forsaken me? 

 

See lord my life 

Bruised and wounded everywhere 

Profusely bleeding 

Not stopping sweating 

Like a pregnant cockroach I am confused 

Neither hot nor cold 

Neither right nor left 

All my directions gone 

Yes, gone and gone 

Left with none and nothing 

But... 

Lord, have you forsaken me? 

 

You are above and I below 

I am constricted by bondage of sin 

Into abyss of chock 

Darkness and smoke mixture 

I see nothing but blur 
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I am handcuffed with sin 

So stiff held 

Not willing to let go off me 

Lord, ain’t you stronger than sin? 

Free me lord 

So superior you are 

Forsake me not 

Though wildly my mind spins 

Adrenaline screaming 

Heart racing like a mad skater 

Nervous system as crashed as a bad hard drive 

Confused tiresome naked and destructed me 

I still maintain my shape of sorry 

Lord, forsake me not. 
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THAT DAY 

 

That day 

That very day 

When everyone had left home for summer in the moon 

Even those yet to be born 

And the dead too took a vacation from their homes 

The birds were chirping 

As they were flying happily in the solemn wind that was blowing 

Twirling every kind of light thing as high as possible 

Trying to make that very day as awesome as possible 

Beautiful full of elegance and zero despondency 

Laughter and sniggers smiles and chuckles everywhere 

A good indication of a good day a beautiful day, a blessed day. 

 

 

 

 

  



142 
 

I WAS BORN IN THE VILLAGE 

 

I was born in a village 

Small village ascending from the east of where the caged sun rises and 

finish where it hides. 

 

A village so small and so secretive like a womb 

Surrounded by layers of every kind of filthy matters 

Biodegradable and non biodegradable 

Yes, that’s where I was born. 

 

From the very time 

Things have so greatly changed 

I see even the winds want to be pulled with carts like butterflies 

Winds are now reluctant to blow 

Even our friend sun 

Has now changed the direction from which it rises and where it sets 

East has become west and west has become east 

Everything is just a surprise to me 

Night has become a day and a day has changed a night 

Moon and stars too 

Not shining not twinkling 

All I see is a changed world. 

 

Oh dear world 

You have lengthened your boundaries too far 

I will at once never cross you again 

Even if you come as closest as possible 

I will have bent so low 

Nearing to kiss the ground 

Coz I'll have descended from the mountain of the past 

And there would be no way  for me to climb them again. 

 

Oh dear world 

I am standing at the staircase of light 

Wondering what words to spare 

That I'd later spit to my upcoming generation. 

All I see is nothing 

Nothing at all to spare 
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All is vanity, all is meaningless to me and would also be to them. 

 

Oh dear world 

My wishes are like flowers 

That stain my day with an ending aroma 

Floating over the flying air like a corpse killed by an ocean. 

I learned so early to be wounded and learnt that wounds also made me. 

But to them, those that are in we 

Would they apprehend such a thing? 

Though light is my walking stick 

And night my seat 

I will not wait for them 

I cannot narrate my childhood 

I cannot tolerate their questions 

Coz I have not even Single word for them 

I was only born in a village. 
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MY LOVELY DAUGHTER 

 

Seated at a porch 

On a dirty greased sofa 

Made of weak leather 

Believed to have been extracted from a buffalo; 

A wild cow, 

Staring on what I exactly don't even know, 

As sharp wind reminds me I need to put on my cardigan. 

 

Into my feeble already shaking hands, 

Holding a photo of my little daughter 

Who laid her life just the other minute. 

 

I look into her already half closed eyes, 

As I read beneath her innocent whitened eyeballs, 

Trying to extract the hidden truth of her death. 

 

I'm forced to touch her image, as I shed a tear for her 

I don't want to imagine, 

Or to have a slight reality 

That she has laid her life down, 

That she's tired of living. 

 

I see wind blowing her well stylized hair 

Mute and cold 

Her hands folded over her cold silent chest 

I drop my eyes to the main storage of what really killed her 

I see her poisoned stomach already swallowed by her back 

Tears of despondency pouring 

As I hold her stiff wet body 

Swaddled and crept away with her 

Through the dark 

To her already dug grave 

I burry her at night 

As owls and other birds mourn with me 

'Goodbye my daughter' are the only words for me to her 

As I leave, I’m surprised to hear her sweet voice 

'Daddy, worry not. I'm not dead. I'm relaxing' 
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I turn my head 

I see my daughter waving at me as she alight the bus to her school 

'Darling' I hear my voice of my wife 

Sweating profusely I wake up confused 

It was only but a dream! 
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UNKNOWN ME 

 

Oh, I think it's a perdition 

To me and not to others. 

I admit that nobody even the dead 

In the surrounding self porch 

Ever celebrated anniversary 

For me the unknown 

Everything unknown 

Name unknown 

Date and day and year all unknown 

I repeat, all unknown. 
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ME 

 

I have been a very tough Sphinx riddle to most, 

I have been like a chameleon into my life, 

I have been changing in accordance with what sounds me, 

The most cunning chameleon I have been, 

Like weather, I have been changing and like seasons, I have been evolving 

gradually. 

 

I am my own me, 

I belong to I of myself, 

And myself belong to I where I belongs, 

That's how I'm riddled, 

So tight I am twisted, 

And so hard for one to unscrew. 

 

Paskali being my name 

A name with zero meaning 

Simple but hard to fix 

Paskali with no title 

Unless the title of unproven evil. 

 

I am a star who shines at dangerous hours of the night. 

I'm like a dark owl during the hours of witches and time of vigilance. 

I'm so like the bad beans that get good with time after renewal. 

Who knows that I am a  morgue? 

Who knows I'm as dangerous as danger when it comes to spiting vowels 

and rhymes? 

See, they don't know 

Did you know? 

 

Who knows that I am free in that I can bridge from hell to heaven? 

Who knows I am an inspirational and motivational writer? 

Who knows I  spit illuminations during the weird time to assist those who 

are in top peak of the pyramid? 

The peak that lies those who are lonely because of the weighty cloak in 

them? 

Though they prosperous, but ain’t peaceful why? 

I have stopped to ask that question today 
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For the answer lies in the very question that I ask. 

 

Though I've been always like a forbidden kingdom to many, 

But today I decide to follow my path. 

Less traveled path, 

The path of loneliness, 

The path of silence, 

The path of solemnity 

The path of emotions, 

The pathway of periods, 

The path that only can be understood 

By the only chosen ones 

In the pathway of introverts. 

 

So tiny I am like a mosquito, but when I lay my proboscis onto one's skin, 

the results are as dangerous than danger itself. 

So tiny like a bee, but when I bite, the histamine is more than one can 

withstand. 

So tiny like a flee, but if I bit, even the mightiest chief and the biggest 

elephant, stands to flap his ears. 

In short, I am me in my own world that no one can withstand its hefty 

cloak and the loneliness beyond the peak of the pyramid. 
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HE 

 

He was born an outcast, 

He grew up suffering, 

He was not lovable, 

He later died buried and 

He was forgotten. 
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I 

 

Since no one willingly took me by her side 

I took my own path, went back home and sheltered inside my head 

Where I frequently zone out. 

 

Most frequently I lose myself in the pathway of thoughts, 

Spending time inside my head and you need to multiple call me repeatedly 

So that I can get my attention 

 

Most say I am shy 

No I’m not shy 

Most say  I am stuck up 

No I’m not stuck up 

It’s simple 

I am not antisocial 

I am cool and calm 

I just listen 

I just observe 

I can’t stand talks 

I am a legend 

But would talk of life for hours 

 

I’d rather be lone at home 

With a non nagging friend 

Than with crowd of acquaintances 

 

Listen, when you meet me 

Respect me, 

Scold not me in public. 

I’m a prominent outcast. 

I’m a reserved outcast 

And if I open up to you, 

You are as more than special as you had thought of yourself. 
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MY PROFILE 

 

Life so bitter, 

Not even a day passes by 

Without any pain in my heart. 

I've been wondering why I was created. 

 

When I swim into my mind, 

I see pain, I see wrath everywhere. 

Wherever I go, I cease not to suffer. 

Happiness to me is like a new vocabulary unavailable to my life's 

dictionary. 

 

No one loves me, 

No one is willing to hear from me, 

No one to lean on, 

I'm isolated like a leprosy-stricken patient 

On earth, my meaning is simple, “to suffer.” 

 

My appearance to them, 

Is enough  to sentence me, 

And call me filthy names; 

A thief, a rapist, a pilfer, a conman, a pig, a dog, 

All those are mine. 

 

I'm stricken by poverty, 

My face is as old as rugged cloth, 

And whoever sees me, jumps aside 

As though he's seen a ghost or something. 

I'm so poor mama, no one with, you can compare. 

 

I have never known happiness, 

I have never known a friend, 

I have never known smartness, 

I have never know what it feels to be so. 

All I have known is sadness and pain in my life. 

My life has been like a river, 

Flowing carrying loads, 

Which to me are the pains, cries and despondencies. 
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It was just yesterday, 

I was accused, 

For stealing  five bob from a container. 

And I was apprehended, 

Taken to court directly, 

The judge was not willing to listen to my cry. 

 

Now my life is far away from freedom; the emancipation. 

It's separated by hard grill bars 

And I have zero hope of being free, again like a fly. 

 

I'll not speak of the tortures, 

The beatings and the cuttings, 

That fell on my body, 

Leaving it helpless and trembling like a blade of grass in winter. 

I'm like a living dead. 

My body is dead but only a quarter life remaining to enable me spit this 

letter to you. 

 

Mama,  tell God thank you for creating a creature like me, 

Whose fate was to carry all the burden of sins from others. 

Tell him I appreciate for torturing me, 

And I really appreciate my fate, 

For no one else could have bore the weight of the wrath of my fate, 

All alone I have bore the scars of life. 

 

I cease to write for  

My hands are trembling, 

I see death in front of my eyes, 

At least God has come to take what's his, 

Though I feel my profile is written in hell. 
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THE 'SHE' 

 

I met this person in the morning, 

She was more than brightness. 

She was talkative all day through. 

Modified as a huge ball of brightness. 

She uttered of the things, 

She sees every now and then during the day. 

She talked of how she wakes up and how she sleeps. 

She talked and talked until 

She had no remaining for her to talk of 

And at dusk she waved her hand and it's a goodbye. 

 

When she left, I felt not complete, 

Was tired and bored, 

Her words touched not my soul, 

Was just like boiling water evaporating. 

 

At night, 

I met another she. 

She was calm and tranquil, 

She looked at me with glittering smiles, 

As if she knew my secrets that I had in my palm, 

Was she a palmistry? 

She didn't speak though, 

She was silent, 

And her silence brought me peace. 

 

I felt cool, I felt complete. 

My heart was beating with no hurry, 

Was if she was fixing all my broken pieces unto me, 

And when she left, 

I felt something for her, 

She had left some pieces of her unto me, 

I felt her presence deep down in myself, 

Her presence, had actually set my soul free. 
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YOU NEVER 

 

You never whispered you’re leaving. 

You never told you’re going. 

You neither said goodbye to me. 

You went even before I knew, 

And HE, knows exactly why. 

 

I needed you more  than a million time. 

I cried for you more than a million time. 

The day I hard the saddening news of your departure. 

But if love could have saved you, 

Darling, you wouldn’t have died 

I’d have been your cure. 

 

In my life I never loved to love, 

But I loved you so dearly, 

And so do in death, 

I still love your more than dearly. 

To my small heart you g't a room 

That not even zero could ever fill but only you, 

You were more than what fate could think. 
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DEATH 

 

What's the cause 

Within the core of my heart? 

What is the source within  

That makes me feel dull and dim? 

 

What is the cause 

Within the core of my heart? 

What is the source within 

That unscrew the beast within, 

And makes me possessed 

And feel like stabbing a soul? 

 

Am I the one 

Or the two within? 

Should I balance them both  

Give each a try  

And the outcome alone to bear?  

 

I'm not divine 

But a tormented demon  

A dark soul, dead long ago 

Who tries to calm and live 

As them they do . 

 

The joy of my life 

Lies between the two union of spirits  

The union of evil and holy 

The two makes me smart and clean. 
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A TIME AT NIGHT  

 

A time at night 

I lie and think of this: 

That a day will come, 

When my presence shall be unfelt. 

That a day will come, 

When a day shall dawn without me. 

That a day will come, 

When I'll be lying lifeless inside my mortal coil. 

That a day will come, 

When all my slanted verses shall be the remaining memories in the 

forgetful minds of the nations . 

That a day will come, 

When all shall wonder about the shortness of my eulogy; 

That I was born and died. 

That a day will come 

When my enemy will read my tribute 

Which shall be my own poem 

Twisted with solemnity 

And with no portent, she shall pour a tear for me and blame herself for 

disliking the fallen tree. 

That a day will come, 

When a big tree will fall, 

And birds will mourn and lament over its dead body. 

That a day will come, 

When my life will dance over undulating waves of the ocean, 

And with no warning , it shall fall with a bang, 

The atmosphere will be saturated, 

And the sky will commence to weep. 

That a day will come, 

When my lifeless mortal, shall be sank in a small hole, 

Covered with a red blanket and a carpet of dazzling fading flowers, 

And with time, my small hole shall be forgotten 

And all my memories shall have died. 
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ALONE ME 

 

I am what I am yet, no one cares to know. 

My friends have me forsaken 

Like a weird memory, I'm lost. 

 

I am the bearer of my own woes 

For all have inverted themselves to become foes  

Not even those who were always near my toes  

Wish to peep and know how I does. 

 

Into the breathing sea of walking dead dreams 

Beside the mean houses, wind whispering through the dry grass 

Where there's neither a sense of life nor a piece of joy  

Vast shipwreck of my life's consciousness 

I have been all lone like a cloud 

Fluttering and dancing in darkened night.  

 

The dearest that I best loved than the rest, 

Are nought, so strange, nay, strangest than all. 

I yearn for scenes where nay man has e'er trod, 

A place where nought woman has ever smiled or w'pt, 

Where flowers dance under limping gentle breeze! 
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WHERE ARE THE SONGS? 

 

Where are the songs of spring? Where are they? 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too 

For like pregnant clouds, they have faded away. 

 

Life stagnant as change, lonely like a blooming cloud 

Seated carelessly; a pregnant mite, on a lonely wooden timber of the 

granary 

Where are the songs of spring? Where are they?  

 

This month's so cruel as menstrual bleeding, 

Lilacs of the villainous land ruthlessly mixing, 

Desires and memories outranging stirring 

With the gray spring rain but, 

Where are the songs of spring? Where are they? 

 

Death the remaining option 

Floating high over vales and hills  

Of the lowly belittled beasts  

Stricken with the unfair ruling crawls of curfew. 

Where are the songs of spring? Where are they? 
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AT LAST HE CAME 

 

I've been looking for him 

In the woods 

Every night 

But I could not see him 

And so I carried my weak self to the bed 

So feeble that can't even swallow saliva 

Weak that can't take a glimpse through the window 

But when the beam of darkness intensified 

And the shadow darkened  

And ruled in terms of curfew 

My eyes took a gaze 

And I saw him hover 

At the back of my bed 

He had already arrived 

My windows sway open 

My door too 

The fading light of a candle died 

I felt myself walking on a solid floor  

Little did I know it was my soul 

Escaping from sleeping lifeless mold of soil. 
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CALL OF DEATH 

 

Death is calling, 

Asking for my soul, 

In a room full of fading light I am, 

So bare and empty within.  

 

The call ends not, 

I ask for succor, 

I pray for a savior, 

With my voice so thin, 

I look around to find no one is there for me, 

I am helpless. 

 

Death begins to sooth me, 

She asks for my soul, her to give, 

She tells I have no control over it, 

I find a dagger and grab it with might, 

I plead for one to save my life. 

 

 

I am ready to give up, 

But a man comes to the scene with a flash, 

The flash is  mightiest to my eyes, 

I become blind, 

All I hear is a tough battle, 

Sounds of agony and cries are heard, 

The battle is fierce but full of life. 

 

Death, she dies 

I'm given a welcoming smile, 

The man brings over his hand, 

And with a tight embrace I take it, 

And I hear the voice of my child, 

"Daddy, I am leaving for school." 
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ISLAND OF IMMORTALITY  

 

Season of mist and fruitless fig 

Blossoming friends fading like a maturing sun 

None to embrace but a piercing pain 

From an enemy who've come me to slain 

Like to Abel how he did Mr. Cain. 

 

The joy has rejuvenated to tears 

Cries and weeping falls to no ears 

My soul circled with nothing but fears 

Caused by this menace coming with tough gears 

But which I'll celebrate with cheers. 

 

I will lay off my mortal coil 

Because I can't stop for him 

Who will kindly stop for me 

The carriage just for myself 

With no haste me to drive 

Into lonely island of immortality. 
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MY THOUGHTS  

 

I sit on the cold floor and think 

Of all that I've passed through and seen, 

In meadow flowers and butterflies  

And all in my life that have been; 

 

Of darkness and unswerving wind 

In my life that there were, 

With morning dew and fierce sun  

And cold wind upon my shaggy hair. 

 

I sit on the cold floor and think  

Of how the world will rotate 

And be with winter and no spring  

That all I shall ever see.  

 

There are so many a thing 

That I have never seen; 

In every corner and every path  

There is a different view.  

 

I sit on the cold floor and think 

Of people who were but went long time ago 

And those who are to see the new world  

The world which I'll never know!  
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THE LOST LOVE 

 

My thoughts wobble out each day 

Thinking of you all alone 

When the truth sinks in 

I wonder why I have to live with ghosts and shadows 

Rats and cockroaches, mites and fleas  

In this house that was once lively 

Which we used to call a home. 

 

Those who go they say 

Are easily forgotten they answer 

To me life is a riddle 

When I try to figure what it really means. 

 

The lively banters 

Echoes of children's loud smile  

That used to overwhelm the very then atmosphere  

Has now faded away. 

The room that was filled with joy, has now been occupied with silence, 

pains and sorrows. 

 

The tantalizing smells that used to steam from the kitchen 

Have been replaced with staleness and stinking odor 

The presents that occupied the base of our artificial tree, are now replaced 

with emptiness and despair 

Fun and games mistletoes 

Are now the memories to be recalled. 

 

For those who have misplaced their loved ones 

Not knowing death is the only sister 

Who can creep and ambush anyone at any time 

For those who stay awake and recall their loved ones 

Hoping they'd return anytime from their unreturnable journey  

During the dangerous time of the night 

Knowing they'll never write a note to them 

Or send a letter to them 

This sorrowful poem to them, I canonize 

May your spirit be raised, for death is but a game of life. 
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MOTHER’S RIDDLE 

 

When I said life is a riddle 

Was I wrong? 

When I said best view is after hardest climb was I wrong?  

When I said breath is like a prayer on the wind 

Was I wrong?  

 

Well, 

 

My mother is no more 

But what she left behind makes me recall her every then 

When her life was so thin 

Her voice sounded my name 

And I took heed. 

 

My son,  

Chaffs are easily blow away by wind 

A time will come into your life 

When birth shall be seen as death 

And a time shall come when death shall be viewed as birth 

You shall mourn birth as to death and celebrate death as to birth. 

 

It is much to me my son,  

To watch millions coming over my horizon and evaporate just like spirit in 

air. 

It is much to me that everyday people disrespect your mother just because 

she has  no money and no a child other than you. 

But a time will come, to your life, when the fog shall be cleared and all my 

destiny shall be made apparent to you. 

 

Life was too busy for me  

I never found time to seek money for you 

I hadn't fancy for purple and pink prettiness 

Life was too full of cares  

I was living in darkness just to watch those working under the sun  

And I was unable to add a helpless a child other than you  
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But the sister and the brother I had for you, 

As a secret treasure from my secret heart  

Is my words I utter to you today. 

 

Yesterday was a beautiful day 

But the uncertain is yet to happen. 

Goodbye is to you 

Take care of your right hand 

Never use it against anyone 

For it holds your future destiny 

Remember zero is greater than one 

But then when you become one 

Don't forget that zero still is a number. 

 

When my mother spat her words 

She concluded the law 

And  she became voiceless 

The windows and the door to her room 

Sprang open as though tormented 

Little did I know her life was escaping. 
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NO ONE 

 

No one, no one else, Darling 

Will swing in my memories 

Or sleep in my dreams. 

 

You will depart, bounded we shall move 

Over the whispering wind of hate and love. 

 

No one will maneuver through the pains and cheers like a shadow with me. 

 

Only you, ever shining 

Ever sun, ever stars. 
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CONCLUSION 

 

Each writer prefers their own type of praise, so if you want to know how to 

praise someone, you should know them as a person first. Generally, telling 

a poet that their writing is `GOOD` doesn`t mean much, at least not to me, 

because you never know if you are telling the truth and you do not know 

what level of skill “GOOD” means. 

I feel so flattered when people concentrate on my writing and try figure 

what I really meant. Poetry, mostly expresses a deeper meaning through 

vague words, and a lot of times, the poet may fail to know what their poem 

means. If you are a reader, I`d rather advice you to pay keenness to every 

subtle detail put into the poem and expresses interest in the form of 

wanting to talk about the piece. 

It is extremely easily for someone to skim over a piece, hand it to 

someone, and say, “it is so good!” it is honestly so easy that it is sad. 

Saying that does NOT help one to be a better writer, and rarely means 

something valuable. What poets usually want when they directly show off 

their work is feedback. Either positive or negative. 

Do not pretend to focus on someone`s work and say some bullshit 

assumption about the deeper meaning after reading what I have said. If 

what they write is bad, it is bad. Nothing will change no matter what 

mountainous words you use. If what they write is good, it is good no 

matter how hard you try to criticize them. Sometimes, just for fun, I take a 

poem of less meaning and show it to someone and see whether they will 

say “it is good”.  I think it is hilarious that some people do not think when 

they say that. Some will not read but will just comment “it is good”. But 

then, poetry is extremely hard to access as good or bad. Some are 

mediocre because the poet wrote it feeling vacuum, or lacked inspiration, 

or wrote not paying attention to cliché or just decided to write to express a 

certain feeling! 

 

Blessings! 

 


