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THE WOMAN 

 

I remember her eyes 

like it was yesterday 

Lovely, beautiful eyes 

Eyes That effused lust And youth 

intense desire And ambition 

Yet I loved her priceless gaze 

So piercing it could cut through stone 

Like a knife through bread 

 

Ah, we were in love 

Wild and renegade 

We had fled the estates of our parents 

We had so many dreams And wishes 

The world was ours 

To enjoy and cherish 

And like young birds Freed from their nests 

We roamed far and high 

 

I will never forget 

The touch of her fingers 

How fire would flow through my veins 

How our breaths would rhyme 

As we consummated our unbridled Passions in ecstasy 

Her flawless skin 

Her alluring voice 

That made me weak to my knees 

Her wink 

ah the great, deep wink of lust: 

That wink controlled my passions; 

It made my flesh long and burn For her  

As though I was on Her leash  

We had little money 

But we settled in a distant land 

Soon enough, She was a hard worker  

She rarely ever sighed in fatigue  

She was beautiful and industrious 

And she was mine 

She loved my intelligence 

And often said that 

It made me ten times more 

than The men of my age 

Or any man she ever knew 

And I laugh as I say this 

But In saying all of that she would yet boast 

That her love made me crazy and foolish 

For her alone 

Life With her was nothing less than 

Or just a hair's breadth from paradise 

 

But the enigma that is time 

Which changes everything as she herself changes  



Changed the paradise of our love into a wilderness. 

First we couldn't have children. 

We tried everything  

But it seemed as though the scorching flame of our love 

could not even light a candle. 

Irene cried for days and months; 

Those days of tears brought darkness to my soul 

seeing my beloved weep in anguish. 

Soon she immersed herself in her work 

And like a man drowning his anguish in the lake of whiskey  

My woman, rather the woman, drew away from me. 

I tried to reach out to her, but she seemed headed for a path  

A course I could not follow. 

We became richer, yea greatly increased in wealth 

But our romance was starved of its bread 

Left to perish like a pauper on the street. 

 

Years later a miracle happened;  

She became pregnant. 

Oh what joy, what delight 

The warmth we felt was beyond words 

Our lives restarted  

As though we had newly fallen In love 

Our romance flourished and 

The woman and I 

Had such strong and strange outbursts 

Of bodily passion 

That I feared we would lose the baby. 

But soon enough, a storm came 

Unexpected, but so dark  

That it wiped our joys away. 

 

Because of work 

The woman often came home late  

I tried without success 

To cajole her to stay home more  

because our child and joy 

But she being stubborn, refused 

And so (Then) one rainy night 

After my heart had had its share  

Of depressing worries and anxieties 

I waited at the door for her return. 

Oh I was mad, I shouted when she arrived 

And we exchanged hot and angry words 

I cannot to this moment 

Remember what I said  

That made her slap me on my face                                                                                                                                                             

Oh anger is a horrible thing 

She hurled objects at me 

I ducked, some hit me still 

I went closer to her  

Fuming in rage 

Yet she slapped me 

Again, again and yet again 

And with all the self-control I could muster 



I held her hands and pushed her towards the sofa in retaliation 

but I missed and she fell hard  

On the marble stool 

Then, after a long pause with a deafening silence,  

blood flowed from her  

At that time sanity returned to me 

But it was too late 

Our joy was lost… 

 

She wept incessantly 

This time, she refused to work 

But stayed indoors all day 

She wore no make-up 

Or fancy clothes 

She ate little  

And life (like air from a punctured ball,) slowly 

Was Leaving her body 

She hurled insults at me every day 

And called me a murderer  

I begged, I wept, I repented sorely 

But her love for me had turned to disgust  

And on that fateful night; 

At our last dinner 

She looked most beautiful  

 

 

I returned from work to find the house 

Nicely decorated, the bed adorned 

With Flowers and spices and aromas 

That called for intimacy 

She looked so beautiful. 

Tears filled my eyes 

She cooked a most wonderful dinner 

But soon enough we were on the bed; 

It was rapturous what she did to me 

And what I did to her 

It was as though her flame burnt me 

And I burnt her in return, 

But in the height of our blissful intimacy 

She stabbed my arm with a needle 

And the poison from it rushed freely into my blood 

My body grew numb, i was in pain 

I tried to scream, but couldn't find the voice 

All I had were my eyes, asking her why 

Still atop me, she placed her hand on my lips  

And said to me “this is goodbye my love”. 

Tears flowed from my eyes 

But i saw none in hers. 

It was as though I was thrown inside the deepest part 

Of hell's dungeon itself 

My eyes slowly closed 

And they reopened two days later  

in a hospital,  

she was gone forever 



No one knew her whereabouts 

I even mustered the insanity to visit her parents 

Who welcomed me with a shotgun, 

I never saw her again 

 

I drowned in despair  

A part of me died 

I wept and screamed her name in my nightmares 

Every night I would see her 

Walking, then running deep into the meadow 

And I would not find her  

(No matter how hard I rummaged) 

Once she was almost in my grasp 

Then a mighty wind carried her away 

After that dream I sunk low 

To depths I am ashamed to write about 

It was in the living room of sorrow 

That my wife found me 

And led me to the good Shepherd  

My wife was my medicine 

She healed me but it took years.. Hard years (indeed) 

 

I told her all about the woman 

And surprisingly my wife longed to meet her also. 

Unknown to her, I had kept a portrait of the woman 

In our safe where we had chosen to keep Family heirlooms. 

She caught me staring at the oil painting one midnight, 

I was full of guilt and shame 

I could see the searing pain in her eyes full of tears 

And I lay down at her feet begging for forgiveness. 

She looked at me, and mustered a chuckle when she saw the portrait 

and said that I had such a poor taste in women before I met her. 

Then she boasted that she was fairer and more beautiful than the woman 

I said nothing and she picked me up 

Kissed me and forgave me. 

To my greatest shock she told me to keep the portrait  

That the day she would meet the woman,  

she would Hand it to her personally. 

20 Years later when we were relaxing and playing 

Like young lovers at the park 

She jokingly asked to see the portrait again 

I froze, I had destroyed it 20 years earlier 

She was furious, so furious... 

But that was the last part of Irene I had left 

And it had to be dispatched  

 

But it seems that the world of fate 

Completes its orbit every now and then 

Perhaps after numerous years: 

3 days ago, at the airport 

Waiting for my granddaughters to run into my arms 

I heard a voice in the distance, someone's laughter  

I froze in shock, it couldn't be 

It couldn't be her, my heart raced 

My breathing stopped, then resumed As I turned slowly,  



And there she was, with two young boys 

She was so happy  

Her hair had greyed, yet her beauty still remained divine 

I just remained frozen and stared  

like A blind man who had just seen the light for the first time 

Then one of her boys pointed at me 

And she looked, then our eyes met 

She looked like she had seen her greatest nightmare 

Her eyes were wide open and she covered her mouth 

No one moved 

We stared and spoke with our eyes 

Like we usually did way back, 

Some 50 years ago 

all the memories flooded in an instant 

I could feel the pain in my left arm 

I didn't know when I held that arm and I winced 

Then tears flowed from her eyes 

And I saw, what I didn't see the day she said goodbye ; 

Sorrow and repentance, and a ray of love. 

Finally I had met the woman again 

And just as I contemplated on taking the first step 

Her son came and took her away 

She followed him, and took one last glance at me 

And quickly waved. 

I waved back and i knew it was a final goodbye. 

 

Oh how i wish my wife could see this day 

Theresa my light, by Providence  

Is of blessed memory. 

She waited and longed for 48 wonderful years 

To meet the woman in person. 

God furnished our happy marriage with joy and peace 

And he gave me a quiver of 5 godly and wonderful  

arrows. 

My first and only son, God took  

As a war hero and veteran 

The sorrows I bore, I cannot now explain In words  

I had also shown him the portrait when he was young 

And wild and in love 

And I'd told him the story of the woman 

to tame his youth  

Which thankfully it did 

But he also bore the obsession of wanting to meet the woman in person 

In his eyes, she was great; she had saved him 

From going berserk and falling astray 

And he also left this earth without meeting the woman 

 

At this point I know not what to do 

With this writing of mine. 

For the better part of this paper has been drowned  

In my tears. 

I am a man of sorrows, 

Death and loss have dealt me mercilessly. 

Thankfully my journey as a pilgrim 

Is at an end. 



And I will soon re-join my light  

In the chambers of transcendent glory. 

But while I walk this lonely dark and windy road, 

The portrait of the woman 

Ever remains in the treasure hall of my heart  

And in the annals of my history  

I must meet her again, 

I must hold her hand again 

And hear her voice. 

My heart aches, for I want to know 

How her life has been since she entered the meadow 

Once again, like a young restless man 

I long for and earnestly desire 

The woman. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



MY WOMAN  

My woman, my beloved Theresa 

Light of my light 

Flesh of my flesh 

Bone of my bones 

Desire of my desire 

My precious wife 

Even if there were an island 

Of earths finest gold and diamonds 

It wouldn't compare in worth 

To your scintillating smile 

Not even the waterfalls  

Of the Niagara can match the beauty 

Of your long flowing hair, for your beauty is matchless 

And in entirety you carry an aura of the divine... 

 
My Theresa was a beauty 
A remarkable woman in every sense of the word 
She was my strength, my joy 
My peace, my anchor 
My sun and moon 
The star that illumined my nights 
And the bright cloud that blessed my sunny days 
She found me broken and lost 
A shell of my old self 
Deep in darkness and anguish 
And she gave my life meaning again. 
First we were friends  
Then with her strong arms 
She carried me to Christ. 
With  her wise counsel 
She placed me back on my feet 
And  became a role model 
A woman I looked up to  
And never wanted to disappoint. 
In some ways she even became  
More like a mother; 
Ever so gentle 
Ever so patient 
Ever so caring. 
In the first two years after I had met Theresa  
She made peace between my family and me 
While we were just friends. 

Then one day 
Exactly two years  
After I met her 
I went on one knee 
And I made the best and wisest choice of my life 
And she happily said “yes”. 
Our wedding was so beautiful 
It was a quiet wedding, but beautiful  
Just a reunited family and few close friends. 
And on that night of our consummation  
She lit a new fire in my body. 
She didn't engulf me in flames 
But she had this suave 
She lit a thousand unquenchable candles  



In my temple. 
She was excellent, precise 
She was like a surgeon 
She had this touch that made everything beautiful 
She treated my body like a priceless jar of oil 
Then trained me to handle her body 
Like a violin. 
I was no longer a savage beast with unbridled passions 
But a finely tuned man 
With the same burning desire for my woman. 
Months later she was pregnant with child 
and a beautiful light shone upon our world. 
We both cried the day she rushed to the bathroom to vomit 
A good sign that not sickness, but our baby was whispering. 
It was so wonderful 
There was this new closeness we shared and enjoyed 
Our marriage was already blissful 
But this child just made everything perfect 
But then the storm came: 
It started as one bad dream 
Then it became an unending terror 
The nightmares I had would send me 
Screaming and crying late at night, 
Every night I would dream  
Of the day I pushed the woman in my insanity 
Theresa was strong through it all 
Holding me in her arms 
Where I would sob like a child. 
Then a night came 
When in my dream I saw myself push Theresa  
And with blood gushing from her skull, she died instantly. 
That night I screamed and cried 
I ran out of the room like a mad man 
Theresa was terrified, 
I went to the portrait of the woman 
And then I knelt down. 
Rubbing my hand across the painting 
I begged her to release me 
To let me be and let me have my life, 
I begged her to stop haunting me 
And that I was sorry... 
It was when I heard the worried voice of my beloved Theresa 
That sanity returned and I quickly ran to her aid 
Her belly had become round and beautiful 
And as she painfully came down the stairs 
I looked at her…she was my redemption 
Without her I was nothing... 
We finally got advice from a doctor 
I needed to go to the house where I once lived 
And face the horrible memory, 
Without it I would lose my mind.. 
The two hour journey 
was one of gross silence. 
We had a driver take us 
I was so terrified I couldn't drive, 
I held on to Theresa's hand  
Like a little boy who’d just seen a ghost 
And as always, like her divine self 
She kept reassuring me that everything would be fine. 
When we got to the house 
It took Theresa's beckoning 
For me to leave the car 
It felt like a haunted castle 



Theresa held my hand as we went towards the house together. 
It was her first time seeing it 
And As we walked in 
Memories engulfed my mind like a wild fire. 
I went into each room 
With deep hurt and pain, 
And Theresa held my hand all along. 
I never entered that bedroom 
Since the day I woke up in the hospital. 
As we entered the room 
Theresa was surprised and jealous 
She said she had never  
Seen any room so beautiful 
I fell on my knees 
As the memory of that night 
Ravaged my mind and heart 
I held my head and closed my eyes 
And tears flowed, slowly down my cheeks 
Theresa patted my back gently 
I felt so selfish; I hated the fact  
That I had to make her go through all my troubles, 
But I guess being flesh of flesh 
And bone of bones, 
Is more than a mere metaphor 
When we got to the living room 
I stared like I had seen a ghost  
I let go of Theresa's hand 
And walked slowly into the living room alone. 
Theresa stayed behind 
She’d read my mind, I needed to do this alone. 
I closed the door behind me 
And fell on the floor 
I remembered it all; 
Like a tsunami, my mind was flooded with the saddening event 
Of that horrific night. 
I lay down, tugged the carpet 
And wept. 
I let out a loud scream, and I could hear Theresa's faint sob 
And on that living room floor I began to mutter the word 'Sorry'. 
I sobbed bitterly, 
Minutes later as I managed to look up, I saw the marble stool 
Upon which Irene fell hard, 
I rose up speedily 
Lifted up the stool and smashed it on the ground  
And as the fine stool broke into pieces 
I knelt down  
And started slamming large bits of the marble on the floor 
I hurt my hand severally 
But I didn't care, I was fighting and I had to win. 
Theresa came in and saw me looking like a crazed creature 
Her hand was on her mouth 
She was in tears 
I knelt, with a sunken look 
She held my head close to her bulging stomach 
I held her hands and kept saying that I was sorry. 
Then suddenly, the baby kicked in her womb 
And we both looked in each other’s eyes with shock, 
I rose and we hugged 
Our eyes full of tears and joy 
Then Theresa whispered in my ear 
'It's over, you’ve won Michael' 
'Our joy is here'.... 
I walked out of that house a new man. 



Not long after I sold the house 
And the money I got from the sale 
Was used to turn our bedroom into paradise. 
The nightmares seized 
The baby kept kicking 
And we waited for our beautiful child to be born. 
I was a healed man, now ready to become a father 
Theresa was a victor 
She had broken the woman's chains and set me free  
The stage was set, a new journey was about to begin. 
We had a beautiful son 
And after three long hours of blood sweat and sorrow 
Came the beautiful cries of a baby 
Whose sound was more melodious  
Than that of the best orchestra ever assembled 
It was a sound from heaven 
A sound that marked the end of an era  
And the beginning of a new one. 
Thus when I carried the baby in my arms 
I knew all my sorrows were ended. 
They were drowned  
In the ocean of his beautiful blue eyes 
And his laughter and cries 
Filled my heart with rest and peace. 
Years later we had Pearl 
Then Katniss 
Then Edna 
Then Irene, yes Irene  
Theresa chose to name her Irene  
As a reminder that the old travails were gone 
And a new peace was come 
Although she later regretted it 
Because in her words 
I was more fond of Irene than all the other gems 
That she had borne for me. 
What more can I say about the beautiful years we had?, 
We grew in wealth, 
Our children grew strong, 
Our home was united and solid 
Like an undefeatable army. 
Irene was kidnapped once 
And my world turned into despair,  
But she was found 
Safe and unharmed. 
And we all went 
To a private island for a vacation 
To recover from the trauma. 
I never let Irene out of sight again... 
All our daughters married responsible men, 
And John my boy married a wonderful woman 
Her name was Isabel, 
She was a facsimile of Theresa 
When she and Theresa chatted, which they always did 
Every time John came over or we went visiting, 
Their laughter lit the whole house, 
It always made my son and I look to ourselves  
And look heavenward  
Then we would say in unison 
"Thank you dear God, for the wife you gave me". 
When John died at war 
Their cries rent the heavens 
And it rained so heavily at his burial. 
They had a son, Michael  



A brilliant lad, with a wild spirit 
Who also wanted to become a soldier like his dad. 
I thanked God that I would not be alive 
To see if he died in war or not.. 
I begged Isabel to remarry and find love again, 
She refused vehemently 
Until Theresa took her for a long walk 
And narrated to her how she had lost her fiancé  
6 months to their wedding 
And how her world was torn apart 
And she vowed to be single  
Till she met me... 
We made sure she didn't marry another soldier 
She's found love again with an artist 
Who paints pictures of her almost daily 
And till this day, she still calls me father 
Her new husband is a nice man 
He visited Theresa and I often 
And wept bitterly at her funeral 
For to him, it felt as though Isabel had died 
They were so alike!!! 
Ah, yes, my rose left me 
Her travails and illness I will not speak of 
For that would be like crucifying myself all over again. 
I will not say her final words 
She told me to keep them buried deep and sacred in my heart. 
But before she died I thanked her for all she had given me; 
A wonderful new life, a priceless family, 
48 years of perfect bliss and harmony. 
It also rained heavily on her funeral 
But I stood at her tombstone for hours... 
Okay to be honest I stayed there for days 
Before my daughters pleaded with me 
To let go, lest I become mad because of grief 
Theresa's grave was beside John's  
And for five days I ate and slept in between  
It was a horrific moment in my life 
But thankfully I lived through it. 
I really wished Theresa had met the woman, 
But Christ would not let it be 
So I rested my case. 
My woman 
So precious, so tender 
So lovely, so beautiful. 
I really cannot wait to re-join you 
Who knows maybe you might lead me 
Like an angel  
To Christ's Sovereign Throne 
Like you did with His cross 
While you were on earth. 
I love you 
More than words can carry, 
More than music can sound, 
More than art can beautify, 
More than the sun can brighten.... 
You are, and will forever remain 
my woman 
 

 

 



THE ARROW 
 
My darling Theresa bore me five gemstones; 

Pearl the illustrious 

Katniss the audacious 

Edna the divine 

Irene the beautiful, 

And John the magnificent 

John’s birth ended sorrow and pain 

And forged a new palace 

Of gold for my family 

He was the apple of Theresa's heart 

He was the beacon of my salvation 

He was the divine treasure of his grandparents 

Friends and acquaintances all admired him. 

He was unique, he was beautiful 

He stood out among other babies 

His calm and sober nature 

His peaceful sleep 

And even the way he cried  

Gave a melody that was pleasant to the heart  

Soothing to listen to 

It was pretty obvious  

That those celestial attributes of his 

Came from Theresa, not my profane self 

 

Growing up John was strong and happy 

He radiated such joy and happiness 

I bitterly envied him. 

He knew how to make us happy. 

Even when business was rough 

He once made a card for Theresa  

When her aunt died 

And wrote some really sweet words 

That she cried tears of joy. 

She kept them in our family safe 

Where we had chosen to keep our heirlooms 

John had my brilliant mind 

And an annoyingly inquisitive nature; 

He’d burnt up his chemistry lab at the age of ten. 

And when the school management called us in, 

I laughed so hard everyone thought I was crazy; 

When I was younger 

I’d also burnt up our neighbour’s farm, 

It took my father two years to pay him fully 

For the damages I had made. 

I shook my head and wrote a cheque; 

The apple really never falls far from the tree 

Even if it fell from the divine city itself 

He was charming, people loved him 

He had a big heart and a strong mind 

At a tender age he had saved money to feed  

A homeless woman near his school 

He was six at the time 



He surprised us all  

When he brought her home one day 

Telling us that her daughter was sick  

Then he went to a doctor 

Who did not accept any of his pennies 

But told him to go home to his father 

He had been helping her for six months 

Theresa was so proud of him... 

When Pearl was born 

He stayed beside her all night 

With eyes wide open, 

He said he was protecting her from monsters 

He grew up to be a fine man 

A good example to his younger siblings, 

President of his class 

He was a leader, a helper, a protector 

A saviour, an adviser 

He was what I never was 

Especially as a young person growing up; 

I was intelligent, 

But all I ever did was cause trouble 

And to crown up my baneful dispositions 

I ran away with a crazy woman 

 

But it seems as though in the spring time of youth 

An exotic folly infects all men 

That they run wild and berserk for a season; 

When John was in his early twenties 

He brought home a certain mad woman 

Named Anna and she was eloquent and beautiful 

But specially depraved 

Her appearance reeked of lust 

The way she looked at John 

The way she held his hand 

The way she smiled at him 

Like he was a lamb being prepared for the slaughter 

The ink on her left arm 

Could fill an encyclopaedia 

She had tattoos of fallen angels 

And for me I saw those tattoos  

As a self-portrait of her nature 

Theresa pleaded with John to do away with that woman 

But constantly he refused. 

And for the first time John and Theresa  

Angels of the same light and glory 

Were on opposite sides of a coin 

I never said a word 

Until the day I saw Anna wink at John; 

The same wink of deep lust Irene usually gave me. 

That very night I went to John's room, 

And we talked about Anna for a while. 

When I saw that his disease had reached a malignant degree 

And that his blindness was severe 

I took him down to our family safe 

And showed him the portrait of the woman 



He looked surprised, seeing that the lady in the portrait  

Was not his mother, my wife 

I then told him my memoir 

Tears filled his eyes... 

The next day he ran towards Theresa and hugged her  

Telling her he was sorry 

He broke up with Anna that very day, 

He had been cured completely. 

But we made a pact 

Never to tell anyone what had happened that night, 

When he made peace with Theresa and hugged her 

We gave each other a nod 

That nod was to become our sacred code of agreement, 

Theresa on the other hand was so happy 

She never bothered to ask him why he changed his mind 

All she knew was that her boy was hers again 

And he in turn never told her why. 

 

But when Isabel came 

Our house was engulfed in flames. 

Theresa never stopped talking about her: 

Angels recognize angels  

And I guess Isabel looked familiar. 

On their wedding Theresa smiled so much 

Except for her faint wrinkles and dress 

You would think she was the bride. 

She radiated so much joy 

We forgot the horrors the whole home went through 

The day John told us he had enlisted in the army... 

 

Theresa screamed, I had never seen her so upset 

And so worried, all his sisters sobbed 

Except Katniss, who urged him 

She was too bold and stubborn to be called a lady. 

She also wanted to enlist 

But I made sure she studied architecture 

She felt so betrayed in return 

She married a man in the navy. 

Thanks be to God that he still lives, 

He reminds me of John, every time 

In short, he and I have our own 'handshake thing'. 

This was birthed the day I finally agreed 

To let him marry Katniss 

John and Isabel gave us Michael, 

He had my eyes 

But his were full of light and glory, 

Their marriage was blissful. 

 

John excelled in the army, 

He went on several missions 

And rose in rank so speedily  

We nicknamed him Alexander. 

He was enlisted into the Special Forces division 

After just three years of active service, 

Two years later he became a commander 



Of his own elite squad 

He was strong, he was a tactical genius 

He had a good heart and his men loved him; 

On various occasions he would sacrifice himself on behalf 

Of the safety of his men, but he would still come out unharmed 

And we all hoped he would make General 

But, he was taken so swiftly. 

 

His last mission was one of true sacrifice; 

He and his men had vanquished the enemy troops, 

And as enemy reinforcements approached 

They dispatched a time bomb in the vicinity. 

But as the helicopter was about to take off 

He saw a young boy who just crawled out of rubble 

He ran out like a mad man and carried the child 

Seeing that he could not make it back he told the helicopter to take off 

As the helicopter was in mid-air, he threw the little boy to his team 

Like he was dropping a three point basketball shot. 

His men said that the distance he covered was remarkable. 

Such strong arms, arms that would carry both Michael  

And Isabel together 

The bomb exploded, he dove for cover 

But the concussion was too great, it took him off balance  

And slammed his chest on a rock 

He was gravely injured, but he didn't die, 

He was spotted, but he fought off the reinforcements. 

He made his way painfully 

With bullet wounds and internal injuries 

To the top of a mountain  

To establish communications 

But fate had designed that his base would be attacked at that very hour, 

So he stayed in a cave and endured. 

While in the cave  

He wrote a letter to Isabel, Theresa and I 

It was a sorrowful mixture of blood, sweat, ink and pain. 

In his second night at the cave as he tried to start a fire 

He was bitten by a rattle snake 

In panic, knowing time was short he called the base again 

And this time they responded 

But by the time they had arrived  

It was too late 

The poison had reached his heart... 

 

The funeral was attended by the Vice President, 

Military chiefs, and many other distinguished personalities. 

As was his request, his young son and I stepped up 

To receive his awards, and in the rain 

As Isabel and Theresa mourned  

We all stood at attention to give the final salute 

To a true hero and legend 

Theresa never got over what happened; 

Till her death her exuberant glory was shaded  

By his permanent absence 

Till this moment I don't know what hurt me most 

His death or her brokenness 



 

The next year moved slowly for all of us, 

But as time heals all wounds 

Weddings, anniversaries and babies 

Brought joy to our hearts again 

The crowning moment was when Isabel remarried 

Theresa again lit the atmosphere with her brilliance. 

Three years after her remarriage the military gave us the recording of 

John’s last words- 

It was an epistle to Isabel and Theresa. 

I will not write his words 

Lest I sink deeper into the dungeon of despair 

All I can say is that time stopped 

As we listened to his voice 

We all felt his pain  

As the poison took his life away slowly, 

Theresa visited a doctor after the next day, 

Isabel locked herself inside a room and screamed all night, 

Katniss wept. 

Isabel went to his tombstone  

To speak with her husband in the skies, 

And as she spoke to his tombstone 

Her husband, her artist, painted a scene so beautiful 

We were all in awe, 

He was truly Isabel's rock. 

 

I cannot write anymore, 

But to me this is a profound memoir of pure fate; 

Two men were poisoned, the weaker man lived 

The stronger man died. 

The arrow of blazing glory was caught up 

Into the skies, 

And the broken arrow was preserved. 

Providence, dear providence... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



MEMORIES OF MICHAEL  
 
I stand, dazzled by light 

I am beside myself 

This has to be a dream 

I cannot believe what has happened. 

Oh, I am miserable 

Broken beyond words 

Astonished beyond comprehension; 

Michael, how? 

How did I see Michael today? 

Oh fate, oh fate... 

Why have you chosen us to be pawns in your sorrowful game of chess? 

Michael, my angel of brilliance, 

My rock, my hearts jewel 

My knight, shaded by grief and age 

Broken by my pain, 

Shattered by my absence 

And here I am 

Razed by guilt and shame... 

 

I remember the first day 

I saw Michael, rather he saw me. 

I was in trouble again 

With a gang of irksome boys 

He came to my rescue; 

Having confronted the gang 

He held my hand 

And took me through a shortcut, 

I got home safely  

And thanked him 

As he was about to go 

My mom spotted the fine young man 

And invited him for dinner 

He tried to decline the offer 

But he didn't want to be rude. 

By that short dinner fate married us 

Together; Michael was on his way 

To meet his lover Martha 

She was going overseas for study 

They had their fair share of problems  

And that last meeting was supposed to me a make or break. 

By the time Michael left my house 

It was too late 

Martha had already left a note  

Carved on their love tree 

"Goodbye". 

When she returned she was pregnant  

For a rich Frenchman  

He wept. 

 

As months passed we became well acquainted; 

He taught me how to climb trees and mountains, 

I taught him how to dance. 

We had a love for trouble and disaster; 

Together we built an empire, 

We formed a justice system  

For the youths in our community, 



We settled disputes and love triangles, 

Michael was always so tactical 

I was the one who gave the final verdict. 

We started a revolution 

That ousted our commissioner 

Because he was a corrupt man 

And put in power a man of the people, 

An honest clergy man 

And our community was changed forever. 

We were envied by some, 

Hated by others, 

Loved by many, 

Both our parents were very unhappy 

They grieved when some of our friends died  

In the revolution, 

One family lost two great twin boys, John and mark 

And they became at war with our parents 

That they had borne devils. 

My father was suspended from the pastorate 

Because he would not  

'Keep his household in order'. 

After the revolution we were blessed with peace 

And we became heroes. 

Then one day as we drank 

On top of our love hill 

Where we could see the great river and beyond 

Michael held my arms and looked into my eyes 

His gaze was so deep its light reached the inner members of my soul 

Then he said 

“Let us run away Irene" 

 

 

We devised a plan, and six months later 

We had saved enough to cross to the other side 

Of the great river and feed for a month. 

We escaped late in the evening 

When we arrived we were robbed, 

We had no money to hire a place, or even feed 

That night, we begged a man to sleep in his shed. 

The next day we found a clergyman‟s home 

And he bid us to stay. 

He gave us food and shelter 

And we worked tirelessly; 

Michael worked on farms at weekends, 

And was a construction worker on weekdays. 

I made dresses for little girls 

And taught dance classes  

Till I met Mr Stone 

He was a very wealthy man 

His wife loved my dresses 

She said it made her daughter look like an angel. 

Mr Stone helped Michael and I 

Immensely, he got Michael into off shore trading 

And Michael with his brilliant mind made a fortune. 

I on the other hand had a dressmaker‟s college. 

I had a band of 'merry ladies‟ 

We made expensive dresses for the upper-class, 

Michael would import the textile we needed and we got to work, 

We gave the clergy man who helped us a very large farmland 



And built a school for boys in his name, it was his 

Lifelong desire to have a school where  

He would prepare young boys for seminary, 

He wept like a child the school was opened... 

Those were priceless moments. 

 

I always wanted to return home 

To see my parents 

Michael and I did not write letters to our parents 

Until we had settled down nicely and were comfortable, 

In one of the letters I promised my mother 

That I would come back home 

With her grandchild in my arms 

I still remember Michael's arms, 

How he would carry me like a child 

And throw me up, catch me and kiss me. 

I remember his manly smell 

And all the other hundred times we made love  

He was never tired, never weak 

His fingers caused a thousand eruptions 

In my body 

His kisses, his long soft kisses 

Made me feel loved beyond words... 

But when I could not get pregnant 

Worries like savage foxes crept  

Into our beautiful vineyard 

Michael always reassured me 

That he loved me even if we never 

Had children together, 

He always said that we could fill 

Our home with a thousand children 

Who would be privileged to have an angel as a mother? 

Still when our neighbours  

Or someone we knew gave birth 

There was this sad reminder that we had no fruit of our own. 

We grew apart, it crushed me 

My sadness and weeping had brought winter upon us, 

I would always dream of children running around our house 

I would be on the porch, rubbing my belly 

That carried a third child. 

And two children would be riding on Michael's back 

Then we would all laugh as he made horse noises... 

I would wake up in quiet sobs, 

Michael never complained although he was hurt 

He was no longer himself, but I was too blinded by grief to see. 

One day we claimed to the top of a hill 

And camped there, all the memories of home 

Came flashing by and we felt younger again, 

Our love and passion lit our camp 

And we were fully warmed, despite the rain. 

Three weeks later I vomited 

And joy returned to our family... 

We were so happy 

Everyone could see that something new had happened 

We showed so much outbursts of love 

Those young lovers in streets and parks 

Would look at us in awe, 

At that same time business ran so well 

That Michael now had over a hundred men 



Working In his trade 

And he bought large parcels of land 

For industry scale dairy produce. 

At that same time 

My merry ladies and I had a big project 

Mr Stone's daughter was about to wed. 

 

The wedding was the talk of cities; 

He had invited all the rich and opulent, 

And we were to make five hundred regal dresses. 

Mr Stone had imported the textile from a faraway land 

And we had only a month to make those dresses. 

We worked night and day; I never brought dresses to the house 

This meant I had to do as much as I could 

At the college 

Michael did not like the fact that I stayed  

Away from home so late, 

It all worsened when propagandists  

Spread a rumour that I was Mr Stone's new mistress. 

Michael was furious when he showed me the newspaper  

He trusted me, but he cared about my image 

And he blamed it on the fact that I stayed at work 

Till late at night. 

Even when all my merry ladies had finished for the day 

 I would have to check the dresses to ensure  

No mistake was made and all the specified measurements were intact  

And I did all this while pregnant, but oddly enough 

I never felt weak. 

The fateful night I lost the child 

I came home close to midnight, 

Michael was furious 

When I met him at the door I ignored him and walked briskly  

Into the house 

He called my name thrice, but I didn't answer 

I walked into the living room, I stopped  

Turned around and said I was sorry, 

His anger burst into flames 

He shouted at me 

And I shouted back, I was so sad 

But I needed him to understand  

That this work meant everything to me 

He told me that I was his everything 

And I told him to be patient that it would soon be over 

And He replied and said that nothing never over 

That in time, more jobs would come 

And I would have to stay up late. 

Then, with a low voice he said 

'You are not a whore' 

 

A whore!!! 

My mind flashed to Aunt Annabelle  

Who raised my sisters and I 

She was a prostitute, 

My mother was gravely ill 

And my father owed huge sums of money, 

No one knew that she was a harlot and  

She seemed respectable. 

All we knew was at our aunt was home to play with us all day, 

And would leave to work all night 



One day, some drunken men followed her home 

And attempted to rape me, 

She stabbed them to death and was jailed for life. 

I loved Aunt Annabelle so much, 

I was furious, 

I rained slaps on Michael's face 

I threw objects at him and cursed him 

He ducked a few 

And turned around ignoring me 

Till I insulted his mother 

Then came the push... 

When I fell, it seemed as though I was being thrown into a dark pit 

Everything happened so fast, 

Yet it seemed so slow. 

I was shocked and afraid 

And as I landed on the stool, 

I knew it was over 

We had lost the child. 

 

I spent four days in the hospital- 

I was bitter, 

I was angry, 

I was in despair, 

The dresses were completed in my absence  

But my life became incomplete  

Something precious had been taken from me. 

My mourning for my lost child 

In comparison to my days of tears  

When I was barren 

Was like comparing a castle 

To a rat hole 

I called Michael names, 

I never let him so much as kiss me 

Talk more of us making love. 

I stopped going to the college 

I barely slept and ate 

I thought of home,  

All i wanted was for Michael and I to return back home 

After we had made so much money, 

We would make peace with our families 

I would return with my grandchild in hand 

And never have to work a single day. 

That was why I took Mr Stone‟s work very seriously. 

Now there was no child to take home, 

Michael had killed our baby. 

 

Months later when the clouds of my bitterness  

Had reached its summit and burst 

A ray of love shone forth 

I would forgive him, yet I wanted 

To make him feel my pain 

I went to an alchemist 

Who mixed a potion that was designed to inflict pain 

The victim would awake hours later weak and terrified 

I was to give a little dose else the victim would have a heart attack 

And possibly die. 

The amount of poison I used was way smaller  

Than what the alchemist had prescribed. 

I had forgiven him, but my unrepentant heart 



Wanted revenge 

That night I looked my best. 

Michael‟s mouth opened in awe, 

Tears flowed from his eyes  

As we kissed for the first time in months 

During dinner he could not stop smiling and looking at me 

I had mixed emotions as to the pain infliction, 

So I went and further reduced the amount of poison. 

When we made love, it was rapturous, 

Michael had missed me so much. 

All the energy and passion he dispensed - 

It was an outburst, like an erupting volcano. 

After many crescendos  

I stayed atop him, 

Told him to close his eyes, 

Then I stabbed him... 

As he opened his eyes in shock 

To frighten him further  

I made the most foolish error of telling him goodbye. 

After I said those words 

I noticed he couldn't speak 

Then he started vomiting  

He drifted in and out of consciousness severally, 

I was so scared; I took him to the bathroom 

Cleaned him up 

Then as I took him slowly to the bed, he fell to the ground 

And lay unconscious 

I quickly reached to the vile of poison 

To inspect what I had used on my beloved 

To my great demise, I saw that I had been given 

The wrong poison by the alchemist's protégé; 

The one I was given was too strong, 

It was in fact venom. 

I looked at the toxin, and I looked at Michael on the ground... 

I had killed my husband!! 

The memory of Aunt Annabelle being taken away by policemen 

Speedily ran its course through my mind. 

Blood flowed from Michael's nostrils, 

His breathing reduced 

I knew he was going to die, I thought so 

And I would never forgive myself. 

I had to think fast, 

I could not call the police; I would be locked up forever. 

Escape was my only option; 

 I went to the kitchen and started a small fire by the window, 

I sneaked out through the basement 

As I escaped I saw a woman scream 'fire' 

Our kitchen was ablaze 

So everyone was alerted, fire men were called 

And my husband‟s corpse was found 

So i thought. 

I went to my college and left a note 

Telling my merry ladies that I had travelled to see my dying mother 

And I would soon return 

But operations should resume normally. 

That night I took a ship and escaped east. 

I was a murder suspect and  

I had to run away. 

I took enough money with me 



And started life afresh 

I never forgave myself; 

I cried for years, 

I was driven into a deep forest of anguish 

And in my madness 

I wrote letters to Michael. 

I imagined that he was alive 

And that he was in a far place 

So I kept a diary, where I always wrote to the man I had killed. 

I never truly found light and rest 

For no matter how well I later flourished 

I had killed my own love, with my hands. 

 

It was twenty five years ago 

My husband was reading a newspaper 

As was his ritual every evening. 

As I came from behind to give him a kiss 

I saw a familiar face 

I stopped. 

I collected the newspaper from my husband  

And behold, there was Michael receiving an award 

On behalf of his lost son! 

I collapsed. 

So my beloved was alive, 

After all those years of guilt and suffering, 

Of misery and pure pain 

I was shattered; it took years to fully recover 

My husband Peter suffered; 

To see his wife grieve because of the love she had  

For another man was crucifying. 

But he held me, and walked me through my desert of sorrow 

Till we found an oasis of joy 

And became refreshed in the beautiful lives of our children 

 

Ah Michael  

How do you see me? 

A witch or lucifer's handmaiden herself? 

I know you hate me, 

I know my very sight disgusts you, 

 And Beyond words I am deeply sorry. 

I know a thousand years will not make up 

For the hurt I caused and  

I hope one day we shall meet again. 

If I am to kneel 

And kiss your feet for your forgiveness, 

I shall. 

If I am to give up blood for your mercy, 

I shall. 

I must make things right 

Even if it costs me my life 

Because the day I thought you died in that house 

Irene died,  

And only a mere shell remains of whom I am. 

Michael, 

Your memory lingers fresh  

In my heart 

Like the dew of the morning 

Michael, dearest Michael.... 



THE PIER 
 
I am old 

And my life seems to be at an end. 

But by the vicissitudes of fate 

Here I stand. 

Had I died never seeing 

Irene again, my heart would have been at rest 

For hope had been abandoned, 

My deep wounds had been healed, 

I had forgotten my pain and misery 

And now basked in the joy 

Of the fruit my precious gems bore. 

But when I saw Irene on that day 

I was thrown back into the pit  

Of darkness and despair, 

It was as though my mind was trapped 

In a maze 

And my memories were like wolves 

Trying to devour my flesh 

I sought for solace but found none, 

I cried, I missed Theresa terribly  

Why, why would I meet Irene? 

After so many years?! 

I was confused, 

Why did she shed a tear? 

She hated me, 

She poisoned me and ran away. 

My heart was besieged by thoughts 

Of Irene 

And I lost the battle 

So, I set out to find her. 

 

Every night I had dreams, 

Dreams of Irene returning  

From the meadow 

And as I would hold her hand 

She would turn into Theresa  

Then I would kiss her 

And I would see Irene again. 

Oh how horrible I felt!! 

I am an old man for heaven’s sake, 

All that lies ahead for me is death. 

Still, I am plagued with  

The troubles of a young man 

Whose heart aches after a woman 

My body is weak, my mind is broken, 

Yet my heart races like a stallion 

Running hard after love 

And my heart raced till I could 

Not stop it anymore: 

I set out to find Irene. 

 

For three weeks 



I passed through every possible route 

To the airport and back 

When my heart which searched was wasted due to fatigue  

A young man found me two months later 

As I took my granddaughters back to the airport 

It was a letter from Irene. 

It read "Sunday, 4pm, The Pier.-Irene" 

Tears, like water from a rock 

Flowed freely down my face 

I later regained composure 

The young man looked at me 

With a surprised look on his face 

I cannot blame him, for 

He would never understand 

How much that letter meant. 

I thanked him, and then he  

Gave me a map that showed me  

Where the pier was located 

He walked away, still clueless 

I walked away a changed man. 

That Sunday I didn't go to church, 

My mind was completely in a different world. 

Thoughts hit my mind  

Like raindrops touching the earth. 

'How was she?' 

'Why the pier' 

'Was her husband dead?' 

'Did she ever miss me?' 

'Do I wear a tuxedo, or jeans?' 

'What would Theresa Say?' 

'What If she hurts me’? 

At the end of it all 

I walked to my living room 

Where a large oil painting of Theresa was placed 

I sat on my favourite sofa which faced the portrait directly 

And for over an hour I looked into Theresa's eyes.... 

 

By 2pm I was at the pier, 

It was a beautiful sight 

I saw the sea, and many love birds 

Who had come to rest by it 

I couldn't just sit alone, so I went to a restaurant  

To pass time 

I ordered some food, but I was not hungry 

All I wanted was Irene. 

By 3:30 I went back to the pier 

It had become quiet, no one was around 

I sat on the bench, with my eyes on the sea 

My mind sailed to the day I told Irene to  

Run away with me, 

I laughed and smiled as I remembered the silly  

Things we usually did: 

The revolution, our ridiculous fights, 

The hilarious day the clergyman we lived with 

Broke our door open thinking we were in danger 



We looked at him, naked and thoroughly embarrassed, 

He apologized and quickly left 

The next five days were days of awkward silence, 

The clergyman later broke the silence 

By giving us a larger room to stay and  

In his words 'become more entangled in each other'. 

The room was well removed from  

 Other quarters of the house 

So we could make noises without disturbing anyone. 

As my mind sailed 

I heard those graceful footsteps 

Which sounded like the gentle flutter of angels wings 

Then I turned 

I saw her, I saw the woman 

The wind blew across her face 

And her hair flew with the wind 

Oh she was so beautiful 

I quickly stood up 

She seemed scared, she approached slowly 

Her eyes were fixed on me 

When she got close to the bench 

She stopped, I took some steps forwards 

There we stood, staring in each other’s eyes. 

When we were through with gazing  

Into each other's souls 

I swallowed some saliva, then pointed  

To the bench for her to sit 

As she sat I looked at her one more time 

Then sat slowly on the bench 

We faced each other 

And stretched our hands toward each other 

As our fingers touched, 

A fire ripped through our souls. 

We gasped, and then Irene burst into tears 

Begging me, telling me that she was sorry 

I was lost for words; I thought she hated me, 

I just looked at her with tears in my eyes. 

As she tried to kneel I held her shoulders 

And told her not to 

I told her I was sorry for all the hurt and pain I had caused 

That she deserved to be mad at me. 

When she told me she never meant to leave me 

But that she thought I had died 

My heart sank; she then went on to narrate 

All that happened that night. 

I was crushed; it was as if a milestone 

Had been dropped on my heart 

I immediately began to imagine  

How my life 

Would be so much different  

 If all had gone according to her plan 

I wept; we held each other’s hands 

And cried 

Poor Irene, I thought to myself. 

A pawn in fate's sorrowful game, 



All in all, we were both sorrowful people. 

That evening ended with a deep reconciliation  

We were both free of guilt and shame and sorrow 

And we let the healing waters of peace and forgiveness 

Have its course. 

 We left the pier that evening as changed people 

But although we had come to terms 

It felt as though we felt and touched  

With a glass window in between us 

Irene would never be mine again. 

But for what it was worth, it was worth  

Everything in the world 

Irene would return to her life 

I to mine, I would probably never see her again 

Peace had been made now i was now free to die 

 

Two weeks later,  

I found myself at the pier again With Irene. 

This time we shared histories 

We had 50 years apart, so we had a lot 

 Of tales to tell 

As Irene spoke I would look into her eyes  

With the same admiration I had 

When we were lovers 

She noticed and would give a quick smile  

Then continue talking. 

After she escaped she settled and started 

Over as a market woman selling farm produce 

She didn't live large, but blended in smoothly 

Amongst the Lower class, 

She was loved by many and had many admirers 

Yet she turned all the men down. 

Being her troublesome self she rallied members 

Of her trade union and they took long walks of protest 

To change trading laws in the area 

It worked, she was a hero 

Three years later she met a man named Jonathan 

Who was a fisherman and sailor. 

They lived happily for two years, 

Till his boat was ambushed by sea bandits and he was killed. 

She ran into the ocean in an attempt to take her life 

But luckily she was rescued by a young man 

Who was having a night swim with his lover 

Once again, her life stopped 

And she moved away, further east to start afresh. 

When she landed, at the train station she was almost robbed 

But wounded one of the robbers and screamed for help. 

The police came to her aid, 

And she was taken to the station for questioning. 

She had just wounded one of the top men  

Of a major crime syndicate, 

And he was caught and brought in for questioning 

Irene identified him, he and more than half of 

The syndicate were arrested and jailed. 

In return the commissioner gave her a job 



As a secretary 

She, being her charming self 

Worked with grace and brilliance 

And became the jewel of her workplace 

A year later she met a man named Gabriel 

A retried war veteran  

At a police dinner 

9 months later they were married 

It turned out that the charming 

Man she married was a little above a werewolf 

A night he would drink heavily 

And most nights he would force himself  

On her and beat her mercilessly. 

She retired from the police  

To protect her family name 

And to hide the true nature of her husband 

Soon after she became pregnant  

And Gabriel swore he would be sober, 

But soon enough another full moon came 

And he beat her mercilessly  

Because she refused to let him lie with her 

She was heavily pregnant, 

The baby was seven months, 

She was unconscious, 

She lost the child. 

Gabriel in his sorrow wore his ceremonial uniform, 

Locked his door, 

And shot himself in the head. 

Irene was so broken 

She stayed in a home for mild psychiatric patients 

For six months. 

During that period Irene was taken care of by 

A nun, after she had fully recovered 

She lived in a monastery  

And served the sisterhood of the nuns 

They beckoned on her to become a sister 

But she said that she was a murderer 

And would never be pure before the eyes of God 

So, four years later she was introduced to a faithful 

Man, who was well respected and truly loved The Lord. 

 

Peter was in his younger days a tourist and traveller. 

His maternal great grandparents were royalty 

So he was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. 

Later on, when ‘his wild sojourning spirit had rested’ 

He settled down and started a maritime business. 

He rented boats and owned a fleet of cargo ships, 

He was gentle, and he loved Irene dearly. 

She rebuffed him several times, 

But his wild spirit had found a resting place in her 

And would not let go 

Three years later they were married, 

It was a quiet one attended by few of peters friends 

And family, and Irene's beloved nun sisters 

It was a blissful marriage, and two years later they had  



A daughter whom Irene named Mary 

Finally, when Mary was three months old 

Irene returned home to her family 

Her father sank in a chair and wept 

Her mother ran into the streets  

Telling everyone that her priceless diamond 

Had returned 

Irene also brought  

Aunt Anna with her as she returned, 

Peter had met with some friends of his 

Who in turn made sure her case was reopened 

And her charges were brought again to light. 

This time the judge viewed the case as self defence 

And not murder and she was freed. 

She had three children after Mary; 

Michael, who became a professor of physics 

Cleopatra, named by Peter because of her beauty, 

Irene on the other hand named her Martha. 

She became a model and an actress, 

She also fell in love with an Italian traveller. 

And travels around the world just like her father once did 

Their last child Augustine was named by Mary 

After the great church father Bishop Augustine of hippo, 

He joined the navy and is a jolly sailor. 

As for Mary, she joined the monastery 

Irene said that Mary was her sacrifice  

Of thanksgiving to God, and was her prized delight. 

Cleopatra on the other hand was too wild and free 

And when they were much younger Mary and Cleopatra  

Quarrelled often, it was as though the devil  

And an angel lived together under the same roof. 

 

Many times when Irene spoke 

Her eyes would be full of tears. 

She would often stop, regain herself 

Then continue sharing her blissful and baneful  

Moments with me 

She took the time and pains 

To reopen fresh wounds 

As she remembered parts of her past 

That she had chosen to forget 

And narrated them all to me 

As for the letters she wrote to me 

In her moments of pain and despair 

She promised to show me when the time was right. 

She said she wrote most of her letters 

When she was in the psychiatric home, 

But all her letters, over a hundred of them 

We're collected over the years and secretly kept 

That even Peter did not know about the letters. 

She said she hid them from him 

So that Peter would not burn in grief and jealousy. 

For Peter placed his life for her 

As a knight in service of queen 

He would let nothing or no one 



Harm or come between her and him. 

He was a man who was willing to die for  

The love of wife and family 

And she saw those letters as a betrayal of his love 

Irene loved Peter so greatly 

It seemed as though what we shared was  

Like leaves that blew away with the wind 

To be honest, I felt jealous, but I was happy 

For her, that she had found the lake of joy 

After sojourning through the meadow 

Of pain and suffering 

 

Months passed 

Irene and I would always meet 

Every Sunday at the pier 

My children said I felt so full of life 

As though Theresa had risen from death 

I would laugh and smile when they said so 

I never told them about the woman 

So they would not understand 

I truly had a new reason to live 

And be happy. 

Irene and I would share jokes 

And stories and memories of when we were much younger 

When people saw us, they would be amazed  

At how much an old couple still found many things 

To say and laugh about after so long 

But then, one Sunday 

Irene came to the pier late 

She seemed sorrowful 

I was surprised and full of worry 

She didn't say much, but said that 

Peter had invited me to dinner 

Two weeks from then. 

We hugged, she told me to take care 

And she turned and left me. 

 

That night  

I saw once again, 

The nightmare of Irene  

Walking away into the meadow 

But this time, she walked away from me 

Into the darkness 

I screamed. 

 

 

 

 

 



THE CRIMSON LETTER 

 

My dearest John wrote  

Three letters; 

The first was to Isabel his beloved, 

The second was to Theresa his treasured, 

And the third, to myself his hero 

Those letters he wrote 

In blood and agonizing pain, 

But underneath his sorrows, 

Underneath the pangs of death and loss 

Was an unceasing flame of love 

 

Indeed love is stronger than death, 

When the letters were presented to us 

One would at first think that  

The paper used was reddish in colour. 

To read John's lasts words etched in his own sea  

Of blood was heart wrenching, 

For all that was left to the mind 

To muse upon, were the horrors 

Our dearest son, husband and brother went through 

We all sat in my living room, 

My wife, my children and Isabel 

The grandchildren were fast asleep 

The room was dead silent 

As though the Grim Reaper  

Would collect any one who spoke 

Then i tore off the lid of the envelope 

And when I saw the crimsoned paper 

The envelope fell. 

I stood still, my hands shaking, 

Tears flowed from all our faces. 

Theresa took a closer look 

Then she and Isabel fell to the floor 

And started weeping 

Pearl and Irene held each other and sobbed 

Katniss, ah Katniss! 

She got up and patted me in the back 

Encouraging me to read on 

I looked at her beautiful face 

And I saw her eyes, 

Inside she was broken 

After all she was the one who  

Urged john to enlist in the army 

In that same living room where we 

Mourned his death 

She picked up the letters and handed them to me 

But as she saw the blood, tears flowed from her eyes, 

She immediately left the room 

And locked herself in to sob bitterly 

She bore the guilt of John's death 



As her own cross 

Till today, she has not forgiven herself. 

After much pleading everyone regained 

What was left of their miserable souls 

Everyone except Theresa and Isabel 

Gazed intently at me 

 

As I opened my mouth 

To read the lullaby of death, 

The farewell of sorrow and loss 

It was the most arduous task 

I had ever undertaken in my life, 

It would have been much easier to 

Attend prison with hard labours 

Than to stand in front of my beloved wife 

And precious jewels to read such a sad epistle. 

It was as though all my prized possessions 

Were put aboard a ship 

And the ship was caught in the midst of a tornado at sea 

Everyone that I loved wept before my very eyes, 

Oh death is a horrid thing. 

 

To Isabel he wrote: 

Isabel, light of my light, 

Dew of my morning, 

My sun at day, 

My moon at night, 

My snow in the winter, 

My humming bird in the spring, 

My eagle at the mountain, 

My fountain of pure blessedness 

I am at my end, 

I am on a new journey 

And where I go you cannot follow. 

But I beg that you be of good cheer 

Do not mourn me for long 

I will deeply miss you 

And tears fill my eyes as I write this. 

I cherish all the times we shared 

Our moments of joys and sorrows, 



All the mountains and valleys we climbed, 

The kingdoms we conquered together. 

You are, and will forever be in my heart, 

Not even the brightest angels of light 

At my final destination 

Will shift my thoughts away from your brilliance 

For you are beautiful beyond words, 

You are a pearl in the midst of many pebbles, 

Amongst weeds you are a rose, 

Amid rocks you are a diamond. 

As for our son, please love him 

As you have loved me, and even more, 

Groom him to be strong, and teach him 

To respect his new father (yes, please remarry). 

And if he wants to be a soldier 

Please let him serve and become great 

Most importantly, train him to become 

Another woman's hero, when the time is right. 

I'm sure you must have been told about the boy I saved 

Please take care of him as ours, 

For I saved him, because in my eyes 

He looked just like our son, Michael. 

I love you, in life, in death. 

Always and forever  

 

Isabel screamed 

And ran outside 

Katniss came back from her hiding 

And went after Isabel, comforting her 

 

To Theresa he wrote: 

Precious mother, guardian angel 

Custodian of wisdom, 



Ornament of beauty  

Thank you, for all the times you  

Held me in your arms 

Thank you for all the love and care 

I will miss your glorious laughter 

And your sweet hugs of invite love. 

Please care for my son 

And train him as you trained me. 

Help Isabel to stand, 

And please find a good man for her 

A man that is of your race of divine creatures 

And let her have peace and joy again. 

Please be strong also, I love you  

And will miss you tenderly 

Goodbye. 

 

Theresa did not say a word 

She sat still, aghast, tears flowing like a lake 

Pearl and Irene quickly went to her aid 

She still remained still, her broken mind had travelled 

On a journey to see John one more time 

 Theresa's death began the day John died. 

 

To me he wrote: 

Father, I have served  

And my time has come. 

That you are reading this means I died in this cave 

You are the true soldier,  

I am merely a forgery of your 

Greatness and might 

Hold the fort, stand as a pillar for the family 

As they grieve and mourn bitterly 

Thank you for all the advice and love 



And yes, for removing the folly of Anna  

Because of you I found true love and light 

In my precious wife Isabel  

Till we meet again 

I salute you, my General. 

 

As I read those words to myself 

The crimson letter fell from my hands 

Then pearl picked it up 

And with great difficulty read  

The last part of the letter 

I sank in my chair, also lost in thought 

It seemed as though i drifted through 

Consciousness and loss of mind 

My mind would be in the living room, 

The next thing it would be blank. 

Later on, Katniss returned 

And tapped me on the shoulder 

Like I was in the army 

And told me to do what John had asked of me. 

I rose up, gathered everyone around 

And said a prayer 

I wanted to burn the letter 

But Isabel and Theresa objected 

Isabel chose to keep it as her priceless possession 

That when the time was right, she would show it 

To her son, Michael, maybe before he enlisted  

In the army 

 

I vowed not to write this 

Nor ever attempt to remember that moment  

But it seems as though the new life 

I have found has given me strength 

And courage to do this 

Oh John, you are deeply missed. 

I love you beyond words, 

I have met the woman again 

And I have told her all about you 

It hurts me that she didn't meet the towering colossus  

Of the man I had as a son. 

Till we meet again boy, 

I love you. 

 

 

 



ALMOST A KISS 
 
Michael 
Just his name brings laughter 
To my mouth. 
His voice is like 
Music to my ears. 
His smile, like the sparkle 
Of a distant star that 
Is lovely to gaze upon and admire… 
Seeing my Michael again 
Has made me whole, 
I feel like a deep wound 
Has finally been healed 
Forever. 
All the years of guilt and sorrow 
Have been washed away 
And in my old age 
I can start a fresh life 
One of joy and happiness, 
A rebirth has taken place, 
The old is gone, the new is come.  
 
When we met at the pier 
I trembled, 
I thought he hated me so much, 
I thought he wouldn't stand to see my face. 
The night before the first 
Sunday we met I was so anxious 
Everyone thought I had a fever. 
Peter was worried, but I told him 
It was nothing to worry about. 
When I saw Michael again 
Words cannot describe 
The intense emotions I felt; 
Joy- the joy of seeing my first love 
Who I had missed so dearly 
Return to me. 
Sorrow- that I ran away 
Thinking that he was dead 
And lived a life of guilt. 
Guilt-for if I had not sought 
Revenge, all the sorrows that  
Befell us both would never have occurred. 
Fear-fear that he resented me 
And that he would not forgive me 
Even if I begged profusely. 
Shame- I was ashamed of myself 
For being so stupid, so as to harm the one that I loved. 
Anger- that Michael was alive 
And I did not know until many long years after. 
Envy- I envied him, I thought that he being his charming self 
Quickly settled down with another more beautiful woman 
And he forgot that he ever loved me. 
Love- yes, lights from the fire 
Of our love, glistened across my heart. 
I had not recovered from Michael 
And I doubt I ever will. 
But to my greatest shock and relief 
Michael held no resentments towards me. 
Instead he looked at me with the same eyes of love  
And adoration, as though we were still 
Young and wild in love. 
 
Over the beautiful months we have shared at 
The pier, Michael has told me a lot 
Of stories , poor Michael 



He suffered so much because of my wickedness: 
He told me of how much sorrow and grief he suffered 
After I had vanished like smoke into thin air: 
He woke up from the hospital bed 
Calling my name. 
Search parties were formed, people initially 
Thought that I had died in the fire, 
But soon enough they suspected attempted murder. 
He called off the search parties 
And told the police that I wasn't around 
When the fire incident happened 
That he had taken a drink too many 
And went to bed, leaving some food on the fire 
I know that Inspector Maxwell would not  
Have believed Michael because he is 
Such a horrible liar. 
Soon enough my letter to my girls 
At the college was found 
And Michael slept in that college every day, 
For three months 
Hoping that I would return in the middle 
Of one night 
To drop another letter. 
When I had not returned 
And the ladies were in constant confusion 
As to how much destruction he was causing 
Owing to nightmares. 
He was given a police order to return home. 
He told me about Mr Stone's wedding  
And painfully pointed out 
That Mr Stone never asked about me  
Even when he heard about my sudden disappearance. 
Also it seems that the reason Mr Stone gave 
The dress contract to my college 
Was so that he could lay with 
Emma, my assistant 
They were later exposed 
Emma was kicked out of her home 
Mr Stone travelled and never returned. 
He told me of how he would not eat 
Because the kitchen and living room haunted him 
He never slept in our room again 
Rather he would sleep at the staircase, 
Basement, bathroom , anywhere he felt 
He had less nightmares. 
He then told me what happened when he met my parents. 
My father told him to sit, offered him a drink 
And said that he was going to call me from the garden 
Only for him to signal my brother James to shut the door 
And he returned with his famous shot gun. 
That shot gun was used by my father to kill 
The greatest tyrant that had ever ravaged our town 
My father was full of youth then, I was very little. 
With all the boldness he could muster 
One night he and some merry men as he called them 
Attacked the tyrant as he was assailing a merchant‟s house 
All of his men were shot, 
My father pretended to be dead, 
But as the tyrant turned his back on 
The vanquished merry men 
My father shot him the head. 
The tyrant was called luscious the destroyer, 
My father was called Gabriel the saviour. 
My father pointed the gun at Michael, 
He looked at my father and didn't move an inch 
He sat in his chair, his mind lost 
Looking at the family portrait 



Hung on the wall; 
He was looking at me 
My father placed  the gun 
On the side on Michael's head 
Michael closed his eyes 
And said that it would be an honour 
To die in the hands of the 
Father of the woman he loved. 
At that point Michael said that my father 
Knew that he was mad 
And told him to leave 
That his madness was his punishment 
For making his daughter desert him. 
When Michael returned 
He had settled it in his mind 
That I was never coming back. 
He barely spoke to anyone, 
His businesses flourished 
But they were of little value to him. 
He resorted to strong drink 
When he could not handle the nightmares 
And sleepless nights. 
He moved away from our house 
Into a much smaller cottage- like home 
So that he could sleep. 
He would go out to get drunk 
Then stagger home 
And fall on his bed 
Like a defeated soldier 
Until he met Theresa… 
 
Theresa found him lying on the street, 
It rained heavily that day , 
He was shivering, muttering my name 
She thought he was homeless 
So she brought him into her house. 
She fed him 
And gave him a comfortable room 
To stay, 
The next morning she found the room in great 
Disarray and on the bathroom wall 
With Michael's own blood 
Was written 
'Come back Irene'. 
Michael was on the floor, in a pool of his 
Own blood, he was taken to a hospital 
There and then Theresa the great woman 
Started her healing work. 
When Michael showed me her picture 
I was full of jealousy 
She was much prettier than I 
She looked truly like an angel from the sky 
He told me so much about Theresa 
Tears flowed from his eyes on many occasions 
He misses her dearly 
I know that I can never compare 
In value or virtue to a woman 
Like Theresa, I am no saint 
Neither am I an angel. 
 
He also told me about his wonderful family 
About John, the wonderful life he lived 
And his heroic death 
Isabel, Theresa's kind 
Who married a wonderful artist 
Who once painted a picture of Michael laughing 
That Michael doubted if he was the one 



In the portrait, for he could not 
Bring himself to believe 
That such joy could still find 
Expression on his sorrow tainted face. 
He told me about Michael the second 
Johns son, who is currently twenty years 
Of age and plans to join the Air Force. 
And John Jnr., the young boy John rescued, 
Isabel had groomed him properly 
And had loved him, as John had wished 
He is twenty three, currently studying medicine 
In the hopes of becoming an army doctor. 
No one knows his maiden name 
When he was rescued and was asked his name 
He said his name was John 
He refused to be called another name 
Apart from the name of his rescuer. 
He told me about Pearl  
And her wealthy husband Gregory 
They live a very posh lifestyle  
Playing golf and the likes 
She has three children, two boys and a girl 
Her twin boys are engineers 
One an automobile engineer 
The other a watchmaker 
Their daughter is an executive in her father's company . 
Katniss, Katniss the lion 
Michael spoke about her as though she was 
A man, she bore two sons 
Cesar and Felix 
Her husband is soon to retire 
As a rear admiral 
Katniss is a retired real estate consultant 
And her two sons are in the navy. 
Edna is a school teacher 
Her husband Paul is a writer and 
They have four children, two boys 
And two girls. 
And Irene, my namesake 
A very beautiful daughter 
Her eyes showed pure innocence, 
I guess that is why she is Michael's favourite . 
She studied classical music 
And works at an orchestra 
As a violinist. 
Her husband Charles is a music composer 
And a great conductor, they both work 
At the orchestra which they founded, and they do very well. 
They are quite famous and well accepted 
They always travel every year 
For various concerts 
And they enjoy what they do. 
 
Michael has a wonderful family, 
Amidst his wife's death 
There is plenty to look upon and smile 
When he ponders on the beautiful daughters 
And grandchildren he has. 
I blushed  heavily the day he told me 
That his greatest joy, since his wife died 
Was seeing me again 
The months we have spent at the pier 
Have been months of pure bliss 
We went out for dinner once, just once 
He looked so dashing and full of life 
The tuxedo he wore reminded me of 
His days in a suit, when he always looked so 



Charming ladies would always turn around and look 
Then I would hold his hand tightly, 
He would smile, enjoying the attention 
Then I would kick him in jealousy 
And he would laugh. 
We took long walks across the pier 
One time  we held hands, 
It was magical, 
I couldn't stop smiling 
He couldn't stop looking at me . 
It felt as though we were young again 
And had remarried. 
Then one day, as we sat and talked 
It began to rain. 
we both remembered the same moment 
Many, many years ago 
Before we ran away, 
When he asked me to be his lover 
It rained, and as I said yes 
We kissed.. 
We stared at each other 
Michael wanted to get up 
So we could leave the rain 
I held his hands and told him to stay with me, 
I leaned forward and closed my eyes, 
Michael held my head with his gentle hands, 
He slowly moved the hair that covered my face away 
And he brought my head closer 
Slanting his face and covering his eyes. 
Then, I don't know what happened 
In a split second 
Our foreheads met, 
Our noses touched, 
Our lips were a breath away, 
We were both breathing heavily, 
And I opened my eyes in shock. 
Why didn't he kiss me!! 
Then he whispered „Peter‟. 
Tears flowed from my eyes 
As he kissed my forehead. 
What have I done? 
I had gone too far with Michael, 
We have both fallen in love again 
When I have a husband 
Whom I love and so much care for. 
Why am I so wicked and selfish, 
Why didn't I just let Michael be 
Rather than torture him with a love 
That would never blossom... 
I cried that day, 
I suggested that we should stop seeing 
He said a loud NO, 
And begged me, that he could not 
Bear not to see me 
That it would kill him. 
He promised not to touch or kiss me 
Or let his emotions cloud his reason 
That if I wanted I could stay five benches away from him 
All he needed was to see me… 
At that point I knew that a fire had started that 
Had gone out of control 
And trouble was ahead. 
But I could not stop myself from seeing Michael. 
 
Weeks after that incident 
Peter and I were having dinner 
Then he told me about some letters that he saw 



When I asked about the letters 
He then said that they had to do with 
Someone named Michael. 
I looked at him in shock, 
My hands and feet trembled, 
I quickly excused myself, 
And ran straight  to the east wing of the house. 
I kept those letters in a safe, hidden behind an old 
Portrait in an old reading room 
People barely went to. 
It was a big castle, how could anyone have found out?!! 
It turned out that Peter was doing some renovations 
And redecorating, he had seen me walk  to that room one night 
To have a 'moment to myself' 
And thought it would be nice to redecorate the place 
To surprise me. 
He thought of that room as my thinking area. 
Indeed he was surprised when the portrait was reassigned 
To another part of the room and he saw the safe. 
He asked the reconstruction crew to, crack it open 
And he saw all those letters in my handwriting, 
I can imagine how hurt he must have felt; 
I never told him about those letters, 
I saw those letters neatly arranged 
But I knew someone had touched them. 
I could smell Peter‟s perfume all over them.  
Peter followed me to the room unnoticed 
Then he said 
' who is Michael? „ 
 
Although he knew that I grieved over another man 
When I saw that newspaper some 25 years ago 
I never really spoke to Peter about it. 
But today was my day of reckoning 
I told him all that happened 
how I found Peter some months ago, 
And how I had been seeing him since then 
There was a long silence 
Then he gave a smile 
It was a smile full of sorrow and pain 
It was almost as if I could hear his heart 
And I could hear him saying 
'After all these years, she still loves him'. 
He then said that he would very much love to meet Michael. 
Upon hearing those words, 
I fell on my knees, held his hand 
And I told him I was sorry 
For not telling him all those years. 
I cried, he said nothing 
But walked away slowly 
I knew the fire had begun, 
And something terrible was coming 
The rest of that  night Peter stayed silent. 
And while I managed to sleep 
Peter sobbed. 

 

 

 

 



ONE COLD WINTER 

  
Oh if my soul could be rent into two 

And one piece given to my beloved 

That I may see her again 

I would heartily give two portions 

I miss my Theresa beyond words 

Seeing Irene again 

Has made my heart feel love 

But once again I am lonely  

Irene belongs to another knight 

I am merely an admirer 

An outsider 

 I cannot hold her hand as my beloved  

I cannot feel the warmth of her  

Charming embrace 

I cannot kiss her 

And let the fragrance of my love 

Spill forth from my lips 

I am miserable  

I am lonely 

I am without my shelter 

My rock is gone forever 

My light has receded into the heavenly skies 

And is no more near 

I miss you dearest Theresa  

  

After the death of John  

Theresa was never herself again 

It was as though she began to fade 

Her brightness, her glory 

Was tainted with grief and sorrow 

All the family did 

To cheer her up 

We're temporary reliefs 

Soon after, she would return 

To a very distant and sad state 

Many nights she would cry 

On some days she would  

Just sit and look out the window 

Her mind, far removed from the earth 

I did everything I could. 

To make her happy 

I treated her like we were young again 

We took many vacations 

Many romantic getaways 

Once, we were on a private resort 

For three months 

In which every night I would  

Give her a beautiful massage 

I treated her like the queen that she was 

Still her heart was broken 



In so many pieces it was impossible to repair 

Her sorrow made my heart bleed 

Once I asked her  

If she loved John more than myself 

She said nothing, but walked away crying 

It took ten long years 

For my Theresa to recover from johns death 

The day she was made whole 

It was Michael, John’s son  

Who wrote her a poem 

Telling her how wonderful she was 

And how he was lucky to have her 

As a grandmother  

And that even though his father was no more 

He was certain that his father looked 

Down from heaven smiling at them all 

It was on her birthday 

He held the piece of paper to her chest 

Tears flowed from her eyes  

Then she gave forth a smile  

That was lost for the past ten years 

That night, we made love. 

  

My imperial queen 

All that is royalty has faded from my life 

I am no longer a king 

I have no throne 

I am nothing more than a broken vagabond  

Lost in hurt, loneliness and sorrow 

After Theresa regained herself 

We bonded in a most divine way 

It was as though our souls  

Were melted and had been reinvented into  

A stronger and better alloy 

We could not get enough of one another 

Our love found a new nest to thrive 

We became runaway lovers 

Touring the world, 

One Love Island at a time 

More grandchildren came 

And Theresa, like the angel 

She was  

Cared for those babies like 

She had borne them herself 

Ah, I remember when  

Isabel gave birth to Jason 

Theresa was so glad 

It was a beautiful sight at the hospital 

Her artist was overwhelmed 

To see such a display of love 

It was as though Isabel was our daughter  

The room was full of lights 

As Raphael and I watched 

Three angels laugh and cry from a distance 



  

I do not know 

If I had lived a life  

Before this present life 

And in my former life 

I was a horrible and wicked tyrant 

Hence fate asked that I be reborn 

To suffer for my crimes 

The first night Theresa coughed blood 

She looked at me in fear  

We both held our hands shaking 

And sobbing 

I could not imagine my life without Theresa  

She said she wasn't ready to leave me 

And I told her I wasn't ready to let her go 

The next day the doctor gave us the sad news 

Theresa would soon be gone forever. 

She remained in the hospital 

For a few days 

I returned home, locked my bedroom door 

And cried all night 

I refused food and water 

On the third day, the door was broken down 

And I lay wasted on the ground 

I was rushed to the hospital 

And my bed was put besides Theresa's  

I told her I was ready to die with her 

And she cried and said 

She would not let it happen. 

She was put on some heavy medication 

And I was simply given a warning by the doctor 

We moved into a much smaller apartment 

With an army of maids and nurses  

At her disposal 

As weeks passed 

I saw the light slowly vanish from her  

Celestial frame 

I sat beside my love all the while she would sleep 

And when she awoke I would kiss her affectionately 

Then I would read her stories and newspapers 

Later on she couldn't walk 

So every evening I would take her in her wheelchair 

For walks 

We would talk and laugh 

Our love was shining brightly even in the face of death. 

But then, just as when sailors at sea think 

That they have weathered a storm 

And are safe 

Then Lightening would strike 

Or a wind may arise 

And everyone would return to sorrow 

It happened that Theresa's heart started failing 

Just when we were weathering the storm  

Of the cancer that ravaged her lungs  

And everything seemed fine 



But it seems her heart had borne too much pain and sorrow 

And had given up 

I offered my heart  

To my surprise it was still very healthy 

But Theresa refused. 

Things grew worse 

Theresa was so weak she could barely speak 

The whole family encamped around her bed 

And watched in sorrow as their queen  

Slowly lost her life 

  

My saddened family had gathered  

That morning around her bed 

After the Morning Prayer 

She painfully asked everyone to leave the room 

Except me 

Everyone walked out slowly 

I stood looking at my queen 

She beckoned me to kiss her 

I leaned forward  

And she kissed me with all the strength 

In her being 

As we kissed I knew it would be the last 

It was so passionate, so tender 

So full of love 

It seemed as though all our worries  

We're over 

But in that kiss 

Was the smell and taste of blood 

An overture of death 

She had been coughing blood 

Over the past month 

And in that kiss I tasted her blood 

It felt as though I immediately  

Could comprehend, even if for a moment 

All the suffering that she went through 

Then she said her last words 

They sounded like the last speech  

Of a glorious monarch 

Who was on a journey to a land far away  

 

I knelt beside her  

Crying as I held her hand 

She turned her head slowly 

In my direction 

And looked upon me with pity, love and grace 

She placed her finger on my lips 

And rubbed it gently across them 

I raised my eyes and looked at my woman 

Her finger fell from my lips 

She looked to the sky 

As though she was signalling to the angels 

That she was coming home 



Then with her eyes wide open 

A tear fell 

And she took three slow breaths 

She exhaled 

I began to tremble 

She inhaled  

My eyes widened 

I held her hand 

She exhaled. 

It was her last 

I knelt beside her with my head bowed 

And wept 

Then let out a loud scream 

Everyone rushed back inside 

And saw their mother, departed  

Isabel and her husband helped me on my feet  

I wept bitterly 

All my children were sober 

In their hearts Theresa had lived 

A long and happy life 

And had died at an old age 

To me, my light had vanished 

And I was now blind and cold. 

When they came to carry her body 

I wrestled with them not to take her 

I had to be tranquilized 

I woke up, hours later on my bed  

In my big house 

All my children gathered in our living room 

Where the crimson letter was read 

As I walked in, everyone stood up 

I slowly walked to where Theresa's portrait was hung 

I paid no attention to anyone 

But touched her face in the portrait  

With tears flowing from my eyes 

My Theresa had become a memory 

  

I will not write about  

Her funeral 

That would drive me insane once more 

All I can say is that I was admitted 

Into an institution for broken people 

For a month after the funeral 

I was taught to deal with loss 

For the better part of the program I pretended to be happy 

Inside I was broken by despair 

But sadly I must live with it 

My life has met oblivion  

And all has been reduced  

To dust and ashes 

I miss you Theresa  

Please come back to me 

Come down from heaven and let your light 

Brighten my dark days 



Come back my love 

Come back... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                        THE CASTLE 
 
One night, many years ago 

I had a dream; 

By a long beautiful beach without end 

With sands that were angel white 

I sat on a chair, the wind in my face 

The sun lightly caressing my skin 

Children running, laughing 

And playing. 

I smiled and laughed as I watched them 

Then came a man 

I couldn't see his face 

It was as though the brightness of the sun had 

Enveloped his face 

Or maybe his face was too beautiful to be looked upon 

He carried the children in his arms 

And played games with them 

It was a beautiful sight 

My heart was lit with joy 

I smiled at the man 

And. Could feel him smiling back 

I got up and walked towards him 

And he towards me 

Then something unusual happened 

I knew his name 

I called him Michael  

 

I woke up from the sweet dream  

Turned nightmare 

I was awfully quiet for days 

Peter would ask me what the matter was 

And I would say nothing 

It troubled his soul 

To the point that he too could barely eat 

But luckily I regained myself 

And recovered . 

I guess that was the first sign from God 

That Michael was alive 

But i was too lost 

To blinded my guilt and shame 

To see the light through faith 

And hope. 

I am thankful all the same that he is alive 

And that I was privileged not only to meet him 

Again, but to correct the errors  

Of my past. 

Now I am free and guilt will not  

Follow me to my grave 

And when I die, I will die with a Smile 

That Michael cast a glance of a smile 

At me once more... 

 

A week after I met Michael  

I had another dream; 

There were no children 

The light on the man's face seemed  

To have given way a little 



So I could see his face faintly 

He held my hand 

We did not a say word 

And we walked along the long beach shore 

From morning to evening.. 

Michael had given me a new life 

All my burdens were gone with the wind 

My soul, like a long caged bird 

Had been set free 

And now soared high 

Upon the winds of joy and pleasure. 

Then, one afternoon  

I received a call  

From a hospital  

I heard Michael's voice over the phone 

He spoke slowly and as though he was in agony. 

As though his life were escaping 

I was beside myself 

It was as though I were atop a cliff 

And I was about to plunge in a sea of despair and sorrow 

I rushed to the hospital 

I informed Peter that I had gone to see Michael  

For he was very ill. 

When I arrived at the hospital 

The doctor asked to see me 

With a worried look on his face 

He explained to me that Michael wasn't ill 

Nothing was wrong with him medically 

He had simply lost the will to live 

What!!! My mind, like a bird flew 

To all those years when I thought I killed Michael  

All the sorrow, all the tears 

All the while my life stood still in darkness 

I was deeply lost in thought when the doctor  

Found me and brought me back to the light 

He told me that Michael said no words 

Except that he had asked to see me 

'Michael mustn't die' I told myself 

I told the doctor to take me to him 

When I entered the room 

Michael was lying, his body facing the window 

He looked outside the window, his mind pondering 

Deeply on something  

The doctor tried to talk to him 

He paid no attention to him 

But as he heard my voice 

He quickly turned and rose up 

Sitting on the bed, he stared at me, then  Tears 

Like the first few drops of rain before a storm 

Fell from his eyes 

I rushed to his beside and he held my hands 

Like a child whose mother had just rescued  

Him from the dark. 

He cried and told me he didn't want to lose me 

I was moved to tears, but chose to stay strong for him 

He needed me to be his rock and that was  

What I was going to become. 

I told him I was going nowhere  

And that he in return should not leave 



He should stay alive for me 

He nodded like a little child and said that he would 

Then I ordered him to get some rest 

He sighed, he had barely slept for three days 

He told me to stay with him 

I promised to stay while he slept but I would leave  

When he awoke. 

He agreed and laid his head 

In a moment he was fast asleep with a smile on his face  

It was such a beautiful smile 

As though he had finally found peace and rest. 

I looked on as my mighty knight slept on 

This time I was his guardian angel. 

 

A few hours later Peter my husband  

Came to the hospital  

He found me reading a book 

Sitting beside a sleeping Michael  

He also took a seat beside me 

And asked after Michael  

It was comforting to know that my husband 

In some way, cared about this man 

Whom he had every right to be mad at 

Peter and I chatted as I kept watch over Michael  

My sweet and charming husband 

Telling jokes to keep me lively  

Because he saw that I was so concerned 

But along came this incessantly nurse 

Who in expressing her surprise that Michael was asleep 

Called Michael my husband 

In her words, she said  

'Wow Madame, we all tried to get your husband to sleep 

And we all failed, if we knew you were his cure 

We would have called you sooner'  

She meant it as a kind gesture 

But it was a disaster 

I quickly told her in a stern voice 

That Michael was not my husband  

And I held Peter's hand 

Telling the nurse that Peter was my husband 

She apologized and quickly left 

I thank the stars that the nurse didn't inquire further 

So as to ask who Michael was to me 

Because I know I would not have said  

That he was just my friend  

The room that was filled with silent laughter 

From peters jokes 

Suddenly became filled with silence. 

Peter then asked that we should leave 

I refused.  Telling him that I made a promise 

To Michael   

That I would stay 

All the while Michael was fast Asleep 

Peter was mad, Peter was hurt 

Peter was jealous . 

He quietly sat and read his newspaper 

When he was through reading 

He quietly took his briefcase and left 

Without saying goodbye to me. 



 

Michael woke up, nine hours later 

He was so grateful 

He was all the more shocked when  

He learnt that. He had been asleep for nine hours 

And I was by his side all through them. 

I did not tell him about my husband 

It was unnecessary in my opinion 

Lest he all the more loses 

The will to breathe. 

I stayed an extra hour  

We chatted, I made sure he ate well 

And had a good bath 

By the time I left he looked like 

A new born man, ready to live again. 

I returned home that night 

And a wave of silence greeted me. 

In the room Peter barely said a word 

He again asked after Michael 

And asked if he would still be coming to dinner 

I looked at him in surprise and after some thought 

I said yes. 

At that moment, looking at peter  

I knew that the arena had been set 

A battle was on its way… 

 

Days passed and Michael was discharged  

From the hospital, I reminded him 

About the dinner at my house  

And he gladly accepted the invitation 

Peter, all the while had driven himself into 

Depths of sadness and jealousy 

He suddenly started looking old 

We all never thought of Peter as an old man 

He was full of exuberance, even at his age 

He was always telling a joke 

Giving a million dollar smile 

Helping someone in need, or  

Making someone shed tears of joy 

But this time he was simply beside himself 

A lifeless shell, it got me so worried 

Every time I would cry and beg him to stop  

He would refer to the moment where the nurse 

Called Michael my husband 

It greatly disturbed him 

Coupled with the fact that he saw those notes 

I wrote to Michael even when I thought that he was dead. 

But there'd was nothing I could do to stop the wild fire  

I had ignited, all had to do was wait till the day of the dinner 

Then suddenly three days to the dinner 

Peter seemed full of life 

He returned back to his happy and youthful self 

He cooked most of the meals himself 

He is a great cook, he took me to a spa 

To look sweet for that day, 

He redecorated many parts of the castle 

I was very scared at some point 

So One night I asked him if everything was okay 

Because he prepared for the event as though it were a feast  



He smiled and told me everything was fine. 

The stage was set and the night came 

I sat in the guest living room 

Anxiously waiting for Michael  

Peter stayed in the music room 

Where he played Schubert‟s impromptu  

On the piano 

He closed his eyes and smiled 

And turned his head from side to side 

He seemed to be enjoying himself 

The atmosphere seemed still 

Minutes felt like years 

I could hear the footsteps of silence 

Across the house 

Then, the doorbell rang… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



    A PLAY OF THREE HEARTS 

As the door was opened for Michael                                                                                                                                   

And he came into the castle                                                                                                                                                       

I could see him from afar off                                                                                                                                                    

As he walked slowly with the footsteps 

Of a mighty king 

He looked dashing and handsome 

I rose up and went to meet him 

We hugged and as we held hands 

Facing each other; Peter's voice was heard 

He came down from one of our grand staircases 

And hugged Michael like he was a Prodigal brother 

They had a chit-chat and laughed and smiled at each other 

Then Peter motioned to the dining hall 

 

That house had three dining halls 

But Peter picked the second biggest hall 

I was expecting him to pick the smaller, more family oriented one 

Instead it seemed as though he wanted to show-off 

The dining table could sit 36 people 

And Peter filled the table with all manner of delicacies 

To be honest, I was irritated 

Why was Peter behaving abnormally? 

The table had maids and attendants on standby 

So that in case any of us needed a helping 

Of any delicacy and it was too far for us to reach 

We would be served 

We sat at one end of the table 

Peter at the centre 

Michael to his right 

I, to his left 

As Michael and Peter talked 

About themselves and how business went 

I stayed silent slowly eating 

Just praying and waiting for the dinner to be over 

I would steal quick glances at Michael 

Michael tried all his best to avoid looking at me 

And as time passed his resolve weakened 

Peter noticed, and every time my eyes would meet with 

Michael's he would slightly touch my hand 

Peter pompously explained his royal heritage 

How he got my aunt out of prison 

And on and on about the castle we lived in 

How he bought it from one of his medium scale profits 

And how he had visited every major monument in the world 

Michael was wowed, and Peter was happy 

I was irritated, and I planned that after the dinner 

I would scold Peter thoroughly 

Time passed slowly, it felt as though we had spent days eating 

After we were done, it was time for 'special wine' 

As Peter called it 

He dismissed all the maids 

The table was cleared; an air of murky silence was building 

Then Peter asked the question; 



 

The dialogue that ensued that night 

Was one of three hearts, 

All in love, all scarred 

And all afraid 

Peter was afraid that he would lose me; 

I was afraid to lose Peter and Michael; 

Michael was afraid to lose me; 

Peter asked: 

"So Michael, I don't understand, 

Please enlighten me here; I have heard a few things about you, 

But what is your relationship with my wife Irene?" 

I was in shock; Michael did not seem at all surprised 

He closed his eyes, looked at me 

Sighed and responded slowly 

"We were lovers, we were married, 

One day she was lost and I never saw her again 

I thought she was dead until a few months ago when we met again" 

He said those words as though he had recited them 

Like he was prepared for this moment 

"Oh I see it all makes some sense now" said Peter 

I trembled with intensity, hoping that things did not go out of hand 

"Irene do you have anything to say?" asked Peter 

Michael looked at me and used his eyes to beckon me to say nothing 

"No" I replied 

“And Michael, Do you love Irene?” Said Peter 

My eyes widened 

"She means a lot to me" 

"Ah you see Michael, that's where I have a problem" 

"You do?" 

"Yes I do, you see I love my wife so much and family means a lot to me,  

I am willing to die for and protect what is mine" 

“I see nothing wrong with that Mr Peter and I understand." 

"Yes, good, you see I like you Michael, you're a nice man  

and I'm sure Irene must have been happy when you two were together" 

Peter coughed; tears welled up in my eyes 

"But sadly, you two cannot be allowed to continue, 

I cannot have you loving my wife" 

Michael looked at Peter, his eyes widened 

"This, relationship between you and my wife is unhealthy, 

It's like a cancer, it must be severed" 

"But I do not mean any harm" 

 

"Liar!" Shouted Peter as he splashed his wine across Michael's face 

I put my hand over my mouth as tears flowed freely 

How could Peter do this to me 

Michael did nothing, he just shook his head 

To get the wine off his hair, he looked down, sunken in grief 

"You will not be allowed to call, or text, or see ever again 

This will be your last supper together” 

He regained his breath and temper and said 

"You have ten minutes to say your final words 

As soon as you are done the guards 

Will escort you out of my premises 

So say your goodbyes” 



Peter got up and left the dining hall 

I looked at Michael 

He looked back at me 

We didn't just have eyes contact 

We gazed deep into each other's souls 

I burst out crying, 

Because I knew that Peter would ensure 

That I never saw Michael again 

Even if I wanted to be secretive 

He would have eyes on me 

More than the hairs on my head 

It was over, Peter had declared war on Michael and had won 

 

 

I stretched my hands across the table to reach Michael's 

He slowly responded and stretched his hands 

More silence, more sobs 

"I guess this is the end, Irene 

I will miss you" 

 

"No...” I said softly in tears 

 

"There's nothing we can do, he's your husband 

and we must respect his wishes" 

 

"I don't want you gone Michael 

I want you in my life, ever since you came back 

Things have been so beautiful and lovely" 

 

"But I have to go… and to be honest I cannot take this anymore" 

As he stood up and turned 

I rushed behind him and held his shoulder 

And whispered 

"I love you Michael" 

Silence, as though we were respecting 

The memory of fallen soldiers 

He turned, facing me 

Tears dripping face 

He held my shoulders 

 

"I....I....I....I" 

 

"It's okay Michael, its okay" I whispered 

As I came closer and opened my arms for an embrace 

He hugged me with all the love in his arms 

Then he kissed my neck 

I felt fire pass through my veins 

A fire I had not felt in decades 

I then held his face 

And motioned for a kiss 

This time I would not be denied 

As I came in, my eyes closed 

My heart open, my body set ablaze 

Our lips brushed 

And Michael, once again said "no!" 

I was bewildered, hurt and angry 



And before I could say anything 

Peter came into the room 

“It is time, Mr Michael" 

Michael walked slowly down the grand staircase 

His head sunken 

His eyes full of tears 

Peter held my hand as we watched him go by 

We were just by the top most stairs 

I fought desperately to hold back my tears and hide any emotion 

But I failed myself 

I would not betray my husband‟s love 

So at the end I was ready to let Michael go 

The second time 

As he reached the end of the stairs 

And slowly walked away 

Peter wickedly said these words 

“Go home to your dead wife and son, 

It's late already and I'm sure they're waiting" 

I screamed and shouted Peter's name 

Michael turned, slowly 

Looked at Peter with his crimsoned eyes 

Then looked at me intently 

I remembered that look- 

The look he always gave me when we were at a public gathering... 

...and he was fed up and it was time to go home 

I just stood still 

Looking at him, my heart racing 

At that point I felt like a caged bird 

That wanted to be free 

My mind gave way, memories of Michael flooded it 

And I just stood there, every inch of my body 

Poised for flight 

Then Michael raised his hand 

As though he were asking for mine in a dance 

Peter almost laughed 

But his laughter was quickly interrupted with a frown 

As my body climbed down the stairs towards Michael 

Peter tried to restrain me by holding my hand 

But I yanked myself free and went to Michael 

Towards the end of the staircase I found myself 

Rushing down to meet him 

Then I hugged Michael 

Sobbing, my head buried in his chest 

Michael on the other hand, gave Peter 

A hard gaze 

Then buried himself in the hug 

We said nothing 

And just held ourselves 

Lost in the pond of our new found love 

Peter looked on, shocked 

Breathing heavily 

He screamed and dashed off 

We did not pay attention to him 

Michael was about to leave 

When one of our maids called our attention 

That Peter was in the armoury 

Then we heard a gunshot 

 



We quickly rushed to the armoury 

The doors were sealed 

And my husband was about to commit suicide 

My mind flashed back to my 

Late husband Gabriel 

Who shot himself in the head 

I screamed Peter's name 

Banging at the door till blood dropped 

From my knuckles 

"Peter please...." I said softly 

Silence, then the maid who alerted Michael and me 

Shouted "Master Peter she is bleeding" 

Then we waited for a reply 

In hopes that Peter had not shot himself the first time 

After a very loud and long silence 

A voice was heard from the other side of the door 

"Hope that bastard isn't with you" 

I motioned for Michael to walk away 

Peter's voice was full of grief 

And tears 

"No, no my mighty husband" 

 

"Ok." 

 

"Please don't kill yourself, please." 

 

“What else is there to live for? The only woman I love 

Is already taken from me, in the arms of another man" 

 

"No, no Peter that was his last goodbye" 

 

"His last! His Last you say? What about your heart? 

Will you not see him every day in your dreams? 

Will you not kiss him goodnight every passing day in the depths of your thoughts? 

Your heart is with him, go!" 

 

"No I won't Peter, I am yours, yours and yours alone" 

 

Peter gave a faint laugh 

"But who does your heart belong to?" 

I paused, closed my eyes and gave my reply 

"In my heart runs two rivers of love that will never meet.... 

and I am deeply sorry if I have ever hurt you because of this,  

this is what fate has made me become 

But I am yours Peter, and I shall stay" 

 

"Irene, dear Irene” he said slowly 

I could hear his sobbing 

"My love, my wife, I think it is high time that I told you" 

I was surprised; I knew everything about my husband 

What else could he possibly withhold from me, after so many years? 

"Irene do you remember the gold mirror I gave you when we first met?" 

 

“Yes my darling, how could I forget" 

 

"It belonged to my wife" 



 

„WIFE‟! Suddenly that word sounded foreign in my ears 

Peter painfully explained how 

He had a wife and three children before he met me 

His life was full of joy, it was perfect 

He was a traveling tourist who was on a conquest of the world 

He wanted to be the first man to sail round the world twice 

He was rich, full of energy and life, a truly happy man 

Then one day, he had been away from home for almost six months 

Jane his wife and the children missed him so much 

So he wrote them to come and visit him 

He paid for their tickets to board a ship 

And unfortunately 

His wife and children never made it to shore 

There was a great storm and his family perished 

He said that the journey back home was one he would never forget 

He tried to jump off the ship three times 

The fourth time he actually did 

But was rescued by sailors 

After that time, he was out under strict surveillance 

Only the bodies of his wife and first child were recovered 

He did not tell me about the burial 

Neither did he tell me about how he survived the pain 

All he wanted me to know 

Was that he too had had his devastating share of sorrows 

After he told me his memoir 

I felt so stupid, so wicked and so selfish 

I begged him to open the door 

That we could start over 

I apologized about Michael 

And whatever hurt I had caused him 

As we both cried 

I suddenly heard the door lock click 

The door slowly opened 

I pushed it open and ran to my husband 

And hugged him 

He had a big pistol on his right hand 

But we didn't care, I trusted him 

And he truly loved me 

It was a moment that was beyond words 

And it seemed as though the long night was over 

But as Peter raised his head he saw Michael standing outside the room 

"You!" said Peter as he fumed like a rhino 

 

“I only wanted to make sure she was safe" 

 

"You beast, you bastard, you home destroyer" 

 

"I'm sorry, but I could not afford to see Irene get hurt" 

Peter let go of me and pointed the gun at Michael 

My heart stopped, I froze 

Peter walked towards Michael 

Michael did not move an inch but looked Peter straight in his eye 

"Okay then, since you have been so stubborn 

Let us end this right here, there can be only one" 

Michael said nothing 

Peter pushed Michael 

No response 

Punched him on the face 



No response 

Put the gun on his chest 

Still no response 

“I will kill you this very moment and it will end here 

For you have refused to leave my wife and I alone" 

 

"You just don't get it do you" said Michael with a bleeding mouth 

 

"When Theresa my wife died, I died 

When I found Irene, I came alive again 

You take her from me or shoot me 

I'm a dead man all the same 

And as to your previous question 

Yes, I love Irene 

As nothing you do will ever change that" 

 

Peter was furious, but he was amazed 

How could a man be so relentless 

Even in the face of death? 

Peter pushed Michael to the ground and started hitting him 

I was so scared 

In all the pummelling Michael fixed his eyes upon me 

And gave a faint smile 

He did not fight back 

He was ready to die... 

Confused and shell shocked I just stood and watched 

Hoping for Michael to fight back 

Until I saw Michael's blood spilling 

On the floor 

My eyes widened and in a rush of emotions 

I charged at Peter recklessly 

In a bid to stop him from killing Michael my beloved 

As I started hitting his back 

And holding his neck 

Michael also pushed Peter backwards 

As Peter struggled to regain balance and push me away 

I kept my hold on his neck, also grabbing his shirt 

Michael tried to get up 

But Peter pinned him to the floor 

So the struggle continued 

Until a bang was heard 

 

Time froze 

It was sudden, but it was slow 

I felt the warm gush of blood from my hip 

And my vision started becoming blurry 

Then, I felt the hot pain 

I was too hurt to mumble any words 

I fell backwards... 

Peter had shot me, it was a mistake 

As I fell on the floor 

Peter looked at me with so much sadness in his eyes 

He was so sorry 

I lay in a pool of blood 



And as my eyes closed slowly 

I saw Michael rising up 

And throwing heavy punches 

At Peter 

 

When I finally woke 

I saw Saint Peter and Archangel Michael 

Both of them badly bruised and also bandaged 

And I was the reason for both their pain 

I felt so guilty and sad 

As I saw the two of them, I panicked 

Thinking that we were going to have another drama 

In the hospital 

But the two of them, held my hands and smiled 

And said everything was going to be all right 

Peter stayed at my right side 

Michael at my left 

I was surprised, I wanted to speak 

But was rock weak 

Michael placed his hand on my lips 

And told me there was no need for words 

I didn't quite get what was happening 

Michael looked at Peter 

And they both smiled 

I guess they had to make peace 

In order not to lose me 

Their love for me, brought them together 

Michael looked at me and held my hand 

And told me that he loved me 

I smiled 

But, I had a husband who loved me more 

I looked at Peter , my smile was losing radiance and colour 

And Michael said that he would not be a bother 

To my marriage 

But instead wishes us all the best 

That life had to give us 

With what was left of our old souls 

Then he kissed me 

I kissed back 

A long soft kiss 

Peter watched on and did nothing 

After that kiss 

Michael looked at Peter and gave him a nod 

Then turned around and walked away 

Without saying a word 

As soon as he left, Peter knelt down beside me 

And said that he was sorry for all that he had caused 

And he was ready to start over... 

 

What happened at the hospital is a mystery to me 

And I as write from this wheelchair 

Words still cannot express how I feel, or felt back then 

But like a game of chess 

We were three players 

I was the queen 

And both Peter and Michael were knights 



And they had fought valiantly 

And although it seemed as though Peter won 

The river of Michael's love flows ever still 

What a life. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ECLIPSE 
 
I am full of sorrow 

I am full of pain 

The fire within is quenched 

The light within has been put off 

Once again, my Irene  

Has returned to the meadows 

And I may never see my love again 

Once again, suddenly 

The light of my world has been eclipsed 

And all has turned dull and grey 

The stallion of my heart has returned to its stable 

And it shall forever remain there 

There is nowhere for me to look 

Nowhere to go 

And all that lies ahead for me is death 

I pray it comes soon enough 

For life without Irene  

Is hollow and empty 

God help me 

God save me 

God take me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE SOARING BIRD 

 
Michael 

It has been long 

And I miss you tenderly                                                                                                                                                                     

I am now frail 

And my life slowly  fades away 

But still, like the ever bright 

Light of the sun 

My heart glows with warmth for you 

 

Michael my love 

Please return to me 

And let me smile again 

Return to me and let us run away 

Return to me 

Make me feel like a woman again 

I cannot write much 

My heart is full of sorrow 

And although I am held bound 

In body By this wheel chair of mine 

My heart strays 

Like a bird 

Seeking after your love. 

 

Michael dearest Michael 

I love you 

And this is madness 

But I still dream 

Of becoming your wife once again. 

I love you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



BROKEN DIAMOND 
 
How does it feel 

When a man one has worked for departs from him? 

I have lost everything! 

I watched it all go with the wind 

And with deep agony in my eyes 

And tears in my heart ( I did that in purpose) 

There was nothing I could do 

But watch in horror 

As my entire past, present and future 

Sank in the ocean of despair. 

 

What have I ever done 

To deserve such suffering and pain 

Irene my beautiful wife 

Is only but a mere shadow of herself 

Her heart ripped into two 

A woman I have loved alone and cherished 

With all of my heart and life 

Still finds comfort and solace in The arms of another man! 

 

Damn you Michael! 

You are an enemy, 

You were another storm 

Which came to take my beloved away 

Just as my Jane and three children 

Were snatched by death 

And I would not let you, 

Now in your pursuit if reckless abandon 

My beloved will forever be broken 

For now she is unable 

To walk with me in the rain 

Neither can she run with me at twilight 

By the seashore 

Because she cannot walk again 

Because you would not let us be 

 

They say one can be a fool for love 

Looking back I deeply reject my actions 

But I cannot change the past 

All I can manage to do is salvage 

what is left of the present 

 

I made so many foolish mistakes 

All because I wanted to protect 

My woman 

My rock 

The pillar of my  peace and life 

My comfort and  my joy 

Now my diamond lies broken 

By pain and bullet 

And every time in look in her eyes 

I cannot forgive myself 



I cry by day 

I weep at night 

I grovel at midday 

And I cringe at midnight 

I feel bound, like a prisoner in hallows 

Of anguish and bitterness 

With no one to save me 

No one to come to my rescue 

Oh I am wretched beyond words! 

 

If this is my recompense 

Then I shall take it as penance. 

I may never understand the passion that still 

Drove Michael, even at his old age 

But I know that he and I 

Are very much alike 

We have tasted if death and pain 

And we are survivors of it 

 

Dearest Irene 

As each day passes by 

I feel your heart 

Passing by me 

And seeking another 

Come back Irene, return to me 

And let us enjoy the paradise that we built 

……..together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GABRIEL'S LETTER 
 

What have I ever done? 

Whom have I offended? 

Why? Just why has life's taskmaster 

Dealt with me sorrowfully? 

Through the sands of time, 

All I have met with are sand storms. 

There has been no oasis; 

Only a mirage of peace. 

And all footprints have been swept away  

By strong winds, 

With no rock, no shelter to hide and find rest. 

 

 

The drama at Peter's castle scarred me. 

To see Irene fall on the ground  

With the risk of imminent death, 

Was a thing my heart could not bear. 

I hurt Peter in anger 

As the maid called an ambulance. 

We followed the ambulance to the hospital, 

And as she was taken to the emergency room, 

We sat…alone. 

Time slowly ticking 

Waiting for the doctor’s verdict 

We were both in tears. 

Peter begged and apologized to me 

For hurting Irene. 

I told him that his blood was on her head 

And that if she died her soul would be required of him. 

I promised him suffering 

If he took mine. 

Irene was my all 

My life. 

He could have her as wife 

I wouldn't care! 

But to take her life was something I could not take. 

Peter was afraid, 

He knew that his end would come if Irene died. 

But thankfully the doctor gave us the great news: 

She was alive. 

 

 

With a sigh of relief,                                                                                                                                                                                         

Peter sat on the floor. 

I stood, tears flowing from my face. 

We proceeded to treat our bruises and cuts. 

While we were at the A & E*,  

Peter brought up his plan:  

When Irene awoke,  



We would act as though we had made peace. 

He told me his story, 

And begged me to let his marriage be 

He said I could tell Irene goodbye, 

In any way I wanted, 

Even if it were to be a kiss. 

For peace's sake he would not respond in jealousy. 

 

 

We hatched the plan 

And it worked. 

After that day at the hospital, 

Peter never spoke to me. 

I never heard from Irene. 

And like a hermit,  

I found comfort 

In the deserts of isolation and loneliness.  

All of my children are grown 

And even now, have grandchildren to look after 

And to love. 

I, on the other hand 

Had no one to look after me. 

So I stayed still 

Waiting for my day of death to come. 

Then,  

A year, eight months, two weeks 

Three days and two hours 

After I walked away from Irene,  

A letter came in, it was from Peter! 

That snake!! What would he want with me? 

I was scared to open it at first 

Because I thought it brought news  

Of Irene's death. 

A few hours later i opened it 

And when i read it 

I fell to my knees and wept. 

 

It read 

“Michael, I know this is definitely a surprise 

But I am not writing this letter as a reminder 

Of the fact that you cannot be with the woman you love; 

But I come simply as a messenger to deliver good news to you. 

First I thank you, for you kept your word 

And you let me have my marriage. 

I will forever be indebted to you for that. 

I write also to tell you that Irene is well and ever beautiful,  

And to be honest with myself. 

She has never stopped thinking about you. 

Not for a moment. 

And it seems as though  

 

 



I could not conquer her love for you,                                                                                                                                                                  

No matter how hard I tried. 

But thirdly and most importantly, 

I have written this to tell you that 

I am at my end. 

I have been diagnosed with a terminal illness 

And in a few months I will be gone. 

I guess you now know why I wrote this letter,  

For I will not pen it down with my own hands. 

We are alike, you and I. 

Soldiers of love who have felt pain and loss 

But you, you are special. 

You are now the last man standing 

And I wish you all the best. 

I love Irene. 

Please take good care of her. 

Peter.” 

 

 

Peter, like the angel Gabriel,  

Had brought good news with his letter. 

I wept for I never thought Irene would ever be mine again. 

My heart was full of joy  

And the first rays of summer's sun 

Shone over my heart. 

Irene. I would hold my Irene again. 

 

 

I wrote a reply to Peter. 

It read  

“Peter, I have read your words 

And I will take care of Irene. 

It seems that it is time for you  

To meet your dead wife and children. 

My best regards to them also. 

Goodbye.” 

 

He never replied and I did not care. 

I waited patiently instead 

For the day of my redemption 

The day I would see Irene again 

Hold her in my arms 

Kiss her without restraint. 

Tell her how much I loved her, once again 

And see tears of joy flow from her cheeks, 

Like showers of rain… 

 

 

I patiently and eagerly await 

My day of redemption 



But until then,  

Thoughts of Irene 

Fill my mind. 

Like water filling the deck                                                                                                                                                                                   

Of a punctured ship at sea... 

 

 

      * A & E – Accident and Emergency Room. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

OLD SOULS 

 
Time breeds age 

Time births experiences 

Time nurtures maturity 

Time heals pain. 

But as touching love 

Time’s effect is slightly different 

Time and love are siblings 

Bearing similar natures 

Time is continuous 

So is love 

Time never ends 

So does love 

Everyone is bound to time 

So is  every heart  bound to love 

Time is precious 

Love is precious 

Time changes people 

And also, love transforms people 

All in all love and time  

Leave their mark 

On a man or woman 

As they journey through the road of life 

Time ages a man, and will certainly kill him 

But love can keep a man alive forever. 

 

I never thought I would love again 

After Theresa died 

I thought my life was at and end 

I had reached life's summit 

And I was slowly making my way to the bottom 

And then I found Irene  

And it was as though a mighty wind 

Had carried me back to the top. 

But then there was Peter  

And after some drama 

My heart was torn apart 

As though I were a younger man 

I wept, I groaned, I mourned 

For days and weeks and months. 

My whole life was dark and cloudy 

And at many points I just wanted  

To give up and die. 

But then Peter sent me a letter 

Telling me of his death 

And I was full of joy once more 

So, I patiently waited  

For that mountain to be cast into the sea 

Now the mountain was no more 

And Irene was mine once again.. 



 

Two years and three months  

After that horrific night at Peters castle 

I sat at the pier 

Holding in my hand an umbrella. 

It had rained  

Hence the pier was quite empty 

As I eagerly waited for Irene 

My mind flashed back 

At the two years spent without her 

A tear or two escaped from the  

Prison walls of my eyelids 

I emptied my head 

And chose to look into the river 

If I waited two years 

Surely, I could wait an hour 

I didn't hear those footsteps of majesty 

But I heard the voice of a myriad of angels 

Calling my name 

I turned back 

Behold it was my queen, gracefully adorned 

On a throne 

I walked up to her 

And before she could say a word 

I planted a kiss in her lips 

Which channelled all the love 

I had for the woman 

After over fifty years. 

As our lips touched 

Tears rolled from her cheeks 

Two hearts, after so long 

Had returned to become one again 

That kiss marked the end 

Of an old era 

And the genesis of another. 

A new life, even at an old age  

 

 

I shook Irene's maid 

And held her wheel chair 

I would become her driver  

Till I drew my last breath  

My beloved was broken 

But she was ever so glamorous and divine 

She smiled 

And I whispered from behind 

"Let's go home Irene" 

I kissed her cheek 

She giggled 

Then I pushed her wheelchair towards the car 

Helped her get in 

And off we went to my house. 

 

Old souls 



Weak in body 

Strong in heart 

Aged from time 

Renewed by passion 

Broken by pain 

But rebuilt by love. 

Once again 

Two souls are forged to become one 

Once again 

Light shines after dusk… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HISTORY (HOME COMING) 
 
When I arrived at Michael's house, 

I was thrilled! 

I was happy!! 

I was excited!!! 

Once again, I would live in the same house 

With my beloved Michael 

Sorrow had scarred me after the death of Peter, 

But my new life with Michael 

Like a breath of fresh air, 

Had taken away the discomfort, 

And had given me wings to fly 

I was so happy. 

As I was brought out of the car, 

I almost forgot that I could not walk anymore 

Until I was reminded by gravity 

As I almost fell to the ground, 

Peter's strong...sorry, Michael's strong arms, 

Held me with so much care 

And we both laughed. 

The house seemed quiet. 

It was way smaller than the castle I had formerly lived in. 

But it was far more glorious 

And beautiful. 

It was an awesome mansion. 

To the east of the house was a lake, 

Behind it were beautiful mountains. 

To the west of the house 

Were such lovely gardens, 

It felt as though I had arrived in paradise. 

It was a wonderfully large compound. 

The evening I arrived, 

Michael asked me for a list of things I would want changed, 

To suit my taste. 

I told him I was absolutely satisfied. 

All I needed was a maid or two 

To bathe me 

And get me dressed for the day, 

And an assistant, 

To wheel me around the huge compound  

When I needed to take a stroll, 

Or whatever they called walking someone in a wheelchair. 

Michael told me 

That he would personally take me anywhere I wanted. 

But I quickly reminded him that he was an old man. 

He replied that he felt like he was thirty again 

Once he saw me. 

I blushed and did not say a word. 

As he wheeled me around I was speechless. 

He and Theresa really had a wonderful life together. 

I saw myself as an undeserving woman; 

I caused him so much hurt and pain, 

Yet he still loved me. 

 

 

That night, 

There were no maids available. 



There was only his personal butler, 

A fifty year old man called Jerome. 

Sometimes Michael called him 'boy'. 

He did not like it for I could read his reaction. 

But it seems Michael is too old, 

And time has so passed, 

He sees a fifty year old man as a boy. 

I needed to bathe, 

And Michael was the only person available. 

When I told him he had to be the one to bathe me, 

He just stared, shell shocked. 

After looking through thin air for a while 

I called his attention. 

He quickly rushed to set things in order. 

An hour later he wheeled me to the bathroom, 

Then he slowly began to take off my clothes. 

There was an air of silence, 

And that bathroom  

Was suddenly filled with memories; 

Of when Michael and myself were young and wild, 

Of all the crazy things we did in our bathroom. 

Frankly, it would be odd for a woman as old as me 

To write about those days of passion 

But he would always carry me 

And kiss me tenderly, 

As the water glided over our bodies in the shower 

When he had taken the last piece of cloth off my body,  

He started behaving like a child, 

Not wanting to stare at me. 

I laughed and told him it was okay to stare. 

He blushed. 

He was so shy! I could not withhold my laughter. 

I jokingly asked him what he thought about how I looked. 

I thought he would say I looked like the wretched witch 

From Hansel and Gretel 

Instead, he said I looked beautiful. 

I was surprised 

There was silence 

We stared at each other 

Then he kissed me. 

That kiss, was so sweet and refreshing 

Even more refreshing than the bath he later gave me. 

He carried me in his arms 

And slowly placed me in the foamy tub 

I told him I was too tired to scrub any part of my body. 

He went on to help me. 

The way he touched me, 

The way he handled my frail body, 

With such care and tenderness, 

I definitely knew that such skill  

Could only come from Theresa, 

That woman was great 

And in all truth, 

I wish I had met her when she was alive. 

After the bath, he took me to my room 

Tucked me in my bed, kissed my forehead, 

Biding me goodnight 

I was unhappy  

That Michael and I wouldn't sleep in the same room. 



But I told myself I would live with it. 

I felt lonely, but safe. 

Knowing that Michael was with me, 

Although not beside me 

 

 

The next day, 

I woke up to an army of young and lovely maids. 

Two sat to the left of my bed, 

Another two to my right 

Another stayed by the bathroom. 

Five ladies at my service, 

In my room alone! 

I was flabbergasted. 

I blushed and asked after Michael 

And I was told he was by the porch in the west. 

I was quickly immersed in water, oil and perfumes, 

And given an array of beautiful dresses to choose from 

I felt like a queen being prepared to meet her king. 

Their instructions were  

To take me to eat after I had my bath. 

But I wanted to see Michael. 

And I did. 

I saw him, looking at the gardens and smiling.  

I called his name. 

He turned quickly and walked to me. 

He kissed me softly 

And asked how my night was. 

I told him I felt lonely, 

He laughed. 

He knew what I meant. 

So he apologized. 

We spent that morning around the beautiful garden 

With a blinding array of colours 

He told me Theresa planted the garden herself. 

It took 5 years for the garden  

To reach the paradise that it was,  

And he said that it took 

Literal blood, sweat and tears to do so. 

Once again, another remarkable feat by her 

It seemed as though everything she touched was golden. 

And that garden,  

The size of about three football pitches, 

Was one of the many expressions of her beauty 

 

 

We had breakfast in that garden, 

And continued that practice every single day 

I asked for Michael to bathe me every evening. 

And he, like my knight in shining armour, 

Did so with tenderness and care 

Those bathroom moments  

Were times of sharing memories, 

And bonding in very special ways 

I remember once,  

He spoke about my hair for an over an hour. 

He made me feel like a young woman in love again. 

I never felt disabled, not for one second. 



Rather I felt like a queen,  

Carried about on a throne. 

Life was heaven, 

And life was beautiful. 

All the horrors of the past were far away. 

Michael had a smile, 

The day I returned to his house. 

My new home 

And since then that smile has never faded... 

Michael, dearest Michael, 

I LOVE YOU!!!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HISTORY (REUNION) 
 

Light has returned to my life 

I am full of joy 

Irene, my sweet and beautiful Irene 

Has returned to me 

One who was once lost 

Is now found 

All my sorrows, hurts and pains 

Have been washed away 

By the refreshing oceans of her love. 

Ever since Irene returned 

It's been joy and fun all the way 

It's Either we were running through the gardens 

As I wheeled her across 

Or we would sit by the lake; 

I had a pier constructed 

Just before Irene arrived 

As a reminder of the beautiful pier where 

We would meet. 

Or we could have quiet moments 

In the living room where 

Huge portraits of Theresa and John were placed 

Irene always stared at the portrait of Theresa 

Always wondering how knowing her in person 

Would feel like 

Of course, I did show  Irene some videos 

Of Theresa. And after watching a few 

She stopped and said that Theresa made her 

Feel like a gargoyle 

And that Theresa made her feel undeserving of me 

She envied Theresa's beauty and charm 

But I loved Irene nonetheless 

Theresa was definitely in heaven with John 

But Irene is here with me 

And she has taken all my sorrows away 

What more would I want 

 

Months passed 

And neither Irene or myself 

Told any of our children or grandchildren 

That we had moved in together. 

As time passed Irene started complaining 

That she felt like a stranger in the home 

She wanted to share my bed 

She did not like sleeping alone 

But I could not bear the thought of another woman 

Lying on Theresa's bed. 

Then one night she asked me to join her in the tub 

I almost declined, but when I saw the pain on her face 

I joined her 

We stayed in that tub together for over an hour 

Skin to skin for the first time in decades 

She did not say a word, but just rested 



Her body on mine 

I in turn gave soft kisses and played with her hair 

It was a truly remarkable night 

Two days after that beautiful event 

Irene and I were taking a leisurely stroll 

In the gardens when an unexpected guest arrived. 

It was Irene, my daughter. 

 

Irene had just returned from 

One of her tours 

And just decided to come and visit papa 

When to her utter surprise she saw her father 

And another old woman laughing and playing in 

Her mother’s garden 

When she called out to me 

Irene and myself turned 

Our eyes wide open, our mouths mute 

Like two renegade lovers caught in the act 

My daughter demanded an explanation 

And like children who were receiving scolding from 

A mother 

My love and I bowed our heads 

Then I said "Irene please meet Irene" 

My daughter was surprised 

That the stranger bore her name. 

We then proceeded to the living room 

Where I gave Irene a summary of my life 

My daughter was weak to the knees 

She was almost In tears 

The rest of that day went well 

The two Irene's did a lot of catching up 

And they looked like a perfect couple 

One would nearly think Irene was Irene's mother 

They reminded me of Theresa and Isabel 

And I could feel the warm light if family 

Dawning once again over Irene and I 

We then decided to host a family meeting; 

All of my children and all of Irene's 

And then we would make both branches one. 

 

On the day of the reunion Irene was nervous 

And scared, she feared another disaster. 

She feared a war rising 

But I assured her, that just as my daughter loved 

Her, her children would love me. 

Irene my daughter was first to arrive that Saturday morning 

And she chatted a lot, with Irene and myself 

Isabel arrived next, then Edna 

And they were all the more surprised 

To see the two Irene's talking 

As though they had known each other 

All their lives. 

Cleopatra and Augustine , Irene's children 

Arrived next 

They stayed with their mother, till she coerced 



Them to come see me in the garden 

Augustine was a brave man 

He reminded me too much of John 

Cleopatra, such beauty 

She was a greater exhibition 

Of Irene's youthful beauty 

She was remarkably beautiful. 

Katniss, ah Katniss my brave woman 

Arrived and was her same old self 

Gave me my 'recommended dose' 

Of 5 kisses; 

Two for my left and right cheeks 

One on my forehead 

One on my mouth 

And one on my neck 

Then a bear hug.. 

Sadly Pearl and Mary could not attend 

Pearl had just been diagnosed of cancer 

And was currently in the hospital 

And for some strange reason I was not 

Saddened by the news, 

I had something which had eluded me for seasons, Hope                                                

 Hope that all would be beautiful and well 

As for Mary , she could not attend 

Because she and her sisters 

At the monastery were having a fast 

Which meant she had to be locked in 

With prayers and study all day 

 

The evening came 

The table was set 

The air was thin and thick 

Thick with familiarity 

Yet thin with silence 

Because half of the table was a stranger to the other half 

We said prayers 

And began to eat 

There were little discussions and introductions 

And in an hour 

I had engaged myself in discussions with 

Irene's children, they were lovely 

Then, like an unexpected wind 

On a bright sunny day 

Michael, Irene's son arrived 

He had formerly told Irene 

That he would not be coming 

So it was quite a surprise 

Seeing him walk into the dining room 

We welcomed him and he took his seat 

He looked so much like Peter 

It felt as though his ghost had come to haunt me 

For taking away his beloved wife 

And in less than ten minutes 

 My feelings were affirmed 



Michel began asking cold questions 

He questioned my relationship with Irene 

In his words he asked 

"What are the two of you doing?"  

He challenged us, telling us that we were old 

And all of "this" was unnecessary 

Then he went on and on 

And no one said a word  

This time the air was thick, with mixed emotions 

Sorrow and anger and hurt and pain 

Michael reminded his siblings of Peter's death 

And then said I was responsible for all his hurt and pain 

And that if I had not tried to take away Irene 

Everyone would have been happy 

And they would be dining at the castle 

He called our dinner a celebration of Peter's death 

That the emperor had fallen, and we were rejoicing at the success 

Of our lustful rebellion. 

At that point Isabel had listened enough 

 She rose up and challenged Michael 

And defended me, she said I was great man 

And would not have meant and harm 

At that point tears welled up in my eyes 

As memories of Theresa stormed my heart 

Isabel and Theresa were so alike 

It was as though Theresa's spirit were defending my case 

That dining room had turned into a courtroom 

Michael was my prosecutor 

Isabel was my defendant 

And the other siblings were the jury 

After a long and hot exchange of words and fury 

Irene silenced the room 

She screamed at the top of her voice 

And ordered Michael to sit 

She wasn't just the judge of that courtroom 

She was the dictator 

She then told everyone to proceed to the living room 

Dinner was officially over 

She didn't not allow me wheel her 

Her fury was too hot for that 

For the first time, she turned on the automatic controls 

And wheeled herself to the living room 

 

The silence in the living room 

Screamed loud in our ears 

Until Irene vanquished it 

And for the next two hours  

We both told tales 

Of all that happened, right from the first day 

I saw Irene to the event at the castle 

What her son Michael did not know 

Was that it was Peter who shot his mother 

It was accidental, but nonetheless he was the one who did it 

  At the end of our sermon 

Virtually everyone was in tears 



Maybe except Augustine who was deeply quiet 

Michael, was shell shocked 

He apologized to me with tears in his eyes 

I forgave him, we shook hands 

And hugged 

Suddenly like the first light at dawn 

Everyone had a beam of laughter and joy 

On their faces 

Wine glasses were raised and a toast was made 

To a new family 

Irene and I sat at a corner holding hands 

And watched our children address each other as siblings 

And mingle as though it was an alumni reunion. 

Then out of the blue, Isabel asked 

"So what date have you people chosen for the wedding?"  

Irene and I were shocked 

We had our hearts in our mouths 

"Err...um... Err.... We..." I replied 

She laughed and walked away 

Irene shed tears of joy 

I stared at her beautiful face 

And gave her a kiss 

Then we heard the loud applause from the rest of the family 

It was so odd, we felt like a young couple about to be married 

But it was the most beautiful and awesome moment  

Words truly cannot describe 

That night we bathed together 

And slept together 

Finally, we could begin our new lives as one; 

A wedding was underway 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HISTORY (GREY NUPTIALS)  
 
The days were full of light and joy 

The war was over 

Peace had come to dwell 

I had a new family 

And my precious Michael was as loving as ever. 

That night of the reunion was a night of history 

Sorrow, joy, pain, hope 

All emotions one could think of 

Were elaborately exhibited and expressed on that night; 

It was an experience beyond words 

To feel love and rage at the same time 

To feel joy and sorrow in the same heart 

To remember loss and pain 

Yet hope with joy 

It was not a night for the feeble hearted 

But at the end love triumphed 

And Everyone was full of joy. 

 

As Isabel prepared our little wedding 

Peter and I went to see pearl 

Chemotherapy was taking its toll on her 

But she was fighting back 

She was a strong woman. 

Pearl told us that death would not take her 

The way he took her mother Theresa. 

Michael never lost hope 

He believed that pearl would survive 

He said that ever since I came back to him 

All his sorrow had been washed away 

And hope had graciously returned to him 

He told me, that just as we are now full of joy 

Pearl also, would one day have a reason to be full of joy 

She did survive and when she returned back home 

Our big family held a little party for her and her husband. 

And when I mean our big family 

I am referring to my children and Michael's children 

And grandchildren, such a full joyous house. 

 

Because of pearl, I myself chose to become a conqueror 

I wanted to get rid of my wheelchair 

Peter shot my hip bone, so walking was a great difficulty 

And since I was old and frail 

The odds were not in my favour at all 

But if pearl could defeat cancer, I could do this 

I was ready to fight against the odds. 

I met a doctor secretly and told him about my dream 

He, after coercion recommended a physiotherapist 

Who disguised herself as one of my personal maids 

And together, we started to get my legs back in shape 

The first two weeks, it was a disaster 

I wept, I almost lost hope 

I couldn't tell Michael what I was doing 

It was meant to be a surprise 

And that surprise would be a gift to him 

For his unflinching love and care 

But soon after, as the wedding drew closer 



I began to improve and miraculously 

My healing accelerated 

But I fell one day while being over excited at my progress 

It hurt me so bad 

I nearly fell into despair 

But my physiotherapist was an angel 

She helped me overcome the pain 

And I doubled the exercise routines 

Very early in the mornings when Michael went out to jog 

And at evenings when he would take long walks. 

 

Two weeks before the wedding 

We were chased out of the house by 

Isabel, Irene and Cleopatra 

We took refuge in one of Michael's beach front houses 

The wedding venue was to be at the piers the east of the house 

While the reception was to hold at Theresa's Garden 

While at the beach house 

Memories of my dream; holding that handsome man 

And walking along the ocean filled my heart and mind 

And every evening Michael and I would stroll hand in hand 

With me controlling my wheelchair to ride slowly 

And he would hold my hand and say sweet and beautiful things to me 

 

On my wedding day 

I was taken away from the beach house and driven home 

In a limousine 

The house looked breath-taking 

Everywhere looked  so different 

It was as though the flowers in the garden glowed in the sunlight 

And the lake sparkled 

The theme for the wedding was white, cream and rose gold 

It was beautiful, so beautiful it brought tears to my eyes 

I could see Cleopatra's  madness mixed with Irene's finesse 

Plus Isabel's beauty 

And to surprise me , Mary my daughter came for the wedding 

The wedding was to start by 9am 

Michael arrived by 8:30 as I was told 

When it was time, i was helped 

Cleopatra put some Strange makeup on my face 

I looked so much younger 

Everyone was amazed, I was so beautiful 

My mad daughter Cleopatra teased me that Michael 

Would have a vintage boner when he saw me 

I blushed, I didn't think the topic of sex would arise 

I mean , my breasts are no more the pillars they were in 

My prime, my wild vigour is almost depleted 

And Michael still has his frame and looks fit 

But still ...everything has fallen 

All I wanted was a life of joy and 

To know that Michael was with me as my husband once again 

Was more than enough for one lifetime.. 

 

The wedding bells rang 

From one end of the pier I saw Michael 

Looking at the lake 

From behind he looked like a young handsome man waiting for his bride. 

His legs couldn't keep still, and he adjusted his neck severally 

I guess he was anxious 



My heart raced 

I was about to approach my husband to be once again 

As the music began to play 

There was a silence 

Everyone was in awe 

Shock filled the atmosphere 

Then many "oh my God" 

Statements shot into the air 

Then claps of encouragement followed 

I'm so sure he was quite confused 

And he couldn't point out what it was 

That sparked such a chain of reactions 

Until he saw me beside him 

Standing!!!! 

 

 

He could not contain himself 

He was speechless 

Tears flowed from his eyes 

We recited our vows 

And when it was time to kiss the bride 

He grabbed me with so much energy 

That I felt a little pain in my hip and I winced 

But the kiss took all the pain away 

The wedding was officiated by the son of the clergyman we stayed with 

When Michael and myself ran away as renegades 

Funny enough, my first wedding ceremony 

Was officiated by that same clergyman. 

At that wedding 

There was a crowd of three people; 

His two sons and his wife 

And us, so happy 

That we did not have a care in the world. 

After the wedding Michael and I walked hand in hand 

To Theresa's garden 

Glasses were raised, Michael gave a brilliant speech 

I wept as tried to give mine, I was so happy 

Michael my son, was Michael's best man 

Isabel was my chief bridesmaid 

Her husband In fact painted a wonderful wedding portrait 

And upon Michael's request 

A self portrait of me.. 

My bridal train comprised of Irene, Katniss and two of my grandchildren 

Mae and Georgina 

And the rest of our family served as invitees and guests 

 

There was no need for a honeymoon 

Every day with Michael had its fill of sweetness and pure joy 

I was content, I was happy 

Michael was more than a man, he was my saviour 

And even at my age it was as though 

I had many things to look forward to 

I had been restored, my soul complete 

My broken self, made whole. 

 

 

 



 

Once again, upon grey nuptials 

I have become flesh of flesh 

And bone of bones 

With my first love 

Michael 

I am at peace with myself 

And though I am old 

I feel immortal. 

Truly love is undying and unending 

Love, precious love.... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HISTORY (WITHERING ROSE)  
 
Life! 

I have tasted of life's cactus 

And I have drank from her springs of water 

Both have left their mark on me 

Both sides of life have changed me forever  

But a deep mystery remains  

As to how life can be so hard on you 

And then it apologies with a tender kiss of goodness 

That immediately obliterates every trace of evil ever done. 

 

  

 

Life with Irene was a blast 

Every night was wonderful 

And every day was fantastic 

And yes! She could walk 

But when she eventually told me about all her sufferings 

To regain her legs 

 

Words cannot explain how I felt that day 

We took vacations every month 

Either spending a week on a yacht 

Or two weeks on an island 

I have more money than I would ever need 

 

Irene on the other hand was dubiously stripped of all her possessions by Peter  

That snake, which in his last strike ensured that Irene had no 

share in their joint account  

Because he willed everything to his children 

 

And some of his relatives 

Not a coin was given to Irene 

But she didn't care, as long as she was with me 

And fortunately I am not in any way a pauper 

The fool, Peter had lost again 

 

Like young lovers 

We wanted to explore the world together 

So we were mostly away from home 

Seeing new places 

Creating our own history  

There was too much love in our veins 

For sickness or weakness 

Our love had made us strong 

 

 

Our love had made us invincible 

But alas the dreadful day came. 

While we were out on vacation in an island  

I suddenly started feeling weak 

I thought it was because the temperatures was high 

Suddenly I felt a sharp pain on my arm 

And then it felt as though my heart had been stabbed with a dagger 

I screamed and fell; it was a severe heart attack 

 



And as I fought to stay alive 

I could see the fear in Theresa's eyes 

She called immediately called an ambulance 

As she was trembling in shock and weeping at the same time 

In all my pain I tried to comfort her                   

But my attempts were futile 

 

 

We were taken by a helicopter to the nearest hospital 

After I had been attended to at the E.R  

And had been stabilized 

I was taken into intensive care 

Theresa stayed beside me all through 

 

Weeping and begging me not to leave her alone in this world 

Or was it Theresa I saw 

No! No! What am I saying? It was Irene!  

Irene cried and would not leave my side 

She prayed fervently for Christ to spare my life 

She usually pleaded in her prayers 

That she had just gotten me back and that it would be much better 

If we died together. 

 

  

 

The doctor later entered with the results of my diagnoses 

He said my heart was drastically failing 

And I needed a transplant 

Irene screamed, 

“Where on earth would I get a donor” 

I was as good as dead 

And the doctors told us that I was living on borrowed time 

In one month i would be gone with the wind 

Thus all we could do was pray and hope for a miracle 

That a saviour not in need of his heart anymore  

Would surrender it to me  

  

 

 

 

 

Once again 

In the midst of paradise 

The serpent comes in and strikes 

Now the darkness looms again 

And here I lay, like a withering rose 

Waiting for the day that all my petals will fall and rot 

As I give in to the darkness. 

Alas! All is not lost 

I must fight, I must hope 

Not for my sake at all 

But for the one whom I deeply love 

Irene, my everything... 

 

 



HISTORY (SAVIOUR) 

 
Harry was his name 

He was born and raised in a slum 

Regarded by many as hell on earth 

His younger sister, Jane had leukaemia 

His mother was a waitress 

He was 20 years old 

And his only love 

His girlfriend was pregnant with their first child 

  

His sister, Jane was his fair rose 

He loved her so much 

So in trying to raise money 

To at least bid her more time 

He took to the streets 

And became a drug dealer 

He was strong and intelligent 

So he quickly rose up the ranks 

But soon after 

The cartel leader hatched a plot to betray him 

For he feared that Harry would 

Oust him from power 

A bloody war broke out 

Lives were lost  

Property was damaged 

Harry was wanted by the police 

  

Being a wanted criminal  

He sought refuge in a monastery 

And chose to become one of the chapels‟ helpers 

Washing, scrubbing and cleaning 

He was ready to do anything 

It was a perfect place to hide 

No one would ever look for him there he believes 

It was there he became a changed man 

He repented of his sins and was ready to surrender 

So one day he gathered all the sisters together 

And narrated his whole life story 

And he said that he was ready, like Paul 

To be offered up 

And that he could hear the clock of heaven ticking  

His time of departure was near 

Mary, my daughter was in that gathering 

She had just received the news that the only light  

in my life was about to be quenched 

So two days later 

She called Harry aside and spoke to him 

Harry was ready to give himself in 

And he knew that a death penalty was sure 

For killing a police officer 

Mary promised him that his family 

Including his girlfriend would be cared for 

  

He agreed and then called himself in 

He was later arrested  

Two days later I visited him at the prison 



And all he asked was that his family 

Would never have to beg for bread anymore 

I made a printed copy of a sworn statement 

And signed it before him 

With the head of the prison as a witness 

That every month till their deaths 

The rest of his family 

Would receive bountiful cheques 

He smiled and thanked me with tears in his eyes 

I thanked him also, in the same measure. 

  

A week later Harry's heart was removed 

Michael was far worse by the hour 

Seeing him loose his life before my very eyes crushed me 

My eyes hurt from too much weeping 

In fact, I could weep no more at some point 

All I could do was just sit and stare 

With my heart cold and my body trembling 

It was horrible and terrifying  

To see my invincible knight 

Being slowly carried by the hounds of Hades  

Through the corridor of death 

But in all honesty, what was I expecting 

That Michael and I would live for another 25 years? 

That would be ridiculous 

It then dawned on me at those moments of Michael's suffering 

That we were both aged 

And either one of us could die at any time. 

  

The surgery lasted for 10 hours 

I ate no food and drank no water 

Till the doctors came out smiling 

And congratulating me 

Katniss and Isabel had 

Stayed with me all through as comforters 

Later at night 

Cleopatra brought food for all four of us 

Her marriage at that point was in a mess 

Headed fully for divorce 

Another 7 hours later my Michael opened 

His eyes 

I was asleep by then but even in the depths 

Of my horrid dreams 

I heard him call my name softly 

And I awoke, my eyes sharp 

Like a soldier on a night watch 

I held his hand and sobbed 

Tears returned to my eyes 

But this time they were tears of joy 

And even in his soreness and pains 

The first words he uttered after weeks of being mute 

Were " I love you" 

  

Michael returned 

Oh what joy!!  

My whole life returned  

The storm was over and the rainbow shone ever brightly. 

We held a party at the house, when he had fully recovered 



And during the party, we called Cleopatra and her husband  

And gave them sound counsel 

And their marriage was restored. 

  

My life source has returned  

My flame is lit once again 

My well of joy and peace is no more empty 

All because my knight is with me 

Once again our love has conquered; 

Providence brought us a saviour 

And my beloved was snatched back from the hallways of death 

Into my arms in our blessed paradise 

Thank you dearest God 

Thank you ... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HISTORY (NOSTALGIA) 

 
I thank God for life 

And I thank him for a new heart 

To love Irene  

My old heart had suffered too much pain 

And had given up 

But now, I had another chance at life 

Another opportunity to sit at life's table 

And eat of her cake of love 

 

After my recovery I contacted Harry's family 

I gave them a house 

And so much money  

I hired a personal finance manager  

To help manage their newly acquired wealth  

Harry's girlfriend had a son 

And I was happy to take the girl and her child in 

As my grandchildren 

Harry's mother no longer served tables 

She now had her own restaurant  

And she visits us regularly  

Such a sweet woman 

She lost Harry's father in a car crash when she was just 20 

She, born and raised in that slum  

Bore Harry at the age of 18 

She had been through a lot 

Now, by the sacrifice of her son  

She and her daughter had entered into their rest 

And abundance 

I ensured that Harry's sister  

got the best of medical treatment 

And her recovery has been dramatic 

There is so much light at the end if her tunnel 

She will defeat death . 

 

A year after  I had regained strength  

Things with Irene took an unexpected turn 

First, she made a statement one day 

About how, while I was almost unconscious at the hospital 

And I had not spoken for almost a week 

I, in the midst of my pain  

Called Theresa's name numerous times 

She said it made her cry 

And it hurt her. 

I had no memory of that incident 

But I apologized all the same 

As time passed she began to complain 

About the house 

After my surgery we didn't travel around anymore 

I wanted to stay more at home and cherish each moment with Irene 

She said that she felt like a stranger in the house 

Pike she owned nothing 

She pointed to the garden and said it was Theresa's garden 



She said that our bed was Theresa's bed 

The lake and the pier were Theresa's  

And even in the living room 

The main figure was Theresa's large portrait on the wall 

At the centre with that of John to the right 

And Irene to the left 

She wanted us to live the house and build our own home again 

That house was paradise to me 

But Irene said that she had grown weary of living 

In Theresa's shadow  

I said nothing, and the search for a new abode begun 

Then one night as we showered  

With touches and many kisses 

Irene whispered in my ear 

"Let's go home Michael " 

 

We went again by sea 

To our home from whence we escaped 

It was so strange, everything was so different 

Almost everyone we knew was dead 

There was nothing left for us back home 

Time had changed everything 

So we set back to go home when a silly idea 

Hit Irene again 

She asked us to go to our former house 

Where we lived as a couple 

I laughed, but when I saw that she was serious I obliged 

I tried to advise her against it but she refused 

So two days later we set sail once more 

 

When we got to the house 

We were shocked to find it empty and old 

We asked around, it seems that the man I sold it to had died 

A few weeks later, he never set foot on the house 

And his family never sold the house 

Because he bought it as a gift 

He wanted to surprise his wife with a new house  

On the day of their wedding anniversary 

But he never got the chance. 

We found the estate agent in charge of the property 

And asked if it was for sale 

He said yes, and we bought the house back 

On this spot 

We quickly signed the papers 

And took the keys  

 

As I opened the door 

Irene just stood staring 

I did not say a word 

I understood what she was going through 

I had faced my horrid memories decades ago 

With Theresa by my side 

This time, I held Irene's hand 

And we walked slowly together 

All the furniture had been taken out 



And the house was swept clean 

But our memories easily filled the empty rooms 

very single event came alive once more 

It felt like magic  

Irene cried and cried 

Tear upon tear I held her hand 

When we entered the living room 

She turned her back 

She could not look 

Rather she hugged me and wept 

Once again, over the child that we lost 

At that moment I began to wonder 

How life would have been 

If tragedy had not struck... 

But I was glad, that I found Theresa  

And we lived wondrously for 48 years 

Upon that I still hold in my arms my first love 

Irene my precious woman. 

 

I have vowed never to compare 

Both women 

And I never will 

Both have left their indelible mark on my body and soul 

Both have changed my life and given me joy and hope 

Both have raised me up from despair  

Both have given me love, so much love 

That I do not even deserve 

And both of them will forever remain precious in my heart 

 

When Irene entered the bedroom 

Her whole body trembled 

I stopped at the door and looked at her 

The pain of her betrayal engulfed my soul 

And for a moment I felt the pain of the needle 

In my arm once more 

She turned back, she was having a panic attack 

I rushed to her aid 

And held her shoulders 

I kissed her on the forehead 

Then I kissed her lips 

I saw it in her eyes 

She had no words 

But once again she was pleading for forgiveness  

In reply I gave her a long passionate kiss 

Then I smiled 

At that moment she was assured once again 

That she had been forgiven  

And I loved her dearly.. 

 

We renovated that house  

and in two months we moved in. 

Irene was overjoyed 

She broke a smile that lit up the whole house 

She didn't want the house too crowded  

So we had fewer maids  



She placed a grand portrait of herself 

In our living room 

That house was her fortress and castle 

And she was the unmatched royal queen 

To be honest it was a really beautiful thing  

That we moved here 

Every day I looked around I felt young again 

And also Irene was overjoyed and excited beyond words. 

 

One night I took quick walk  

Round the park nearby 

To work my heart a little 

When I returned   

I met the house quite empty 

There were no maids 

There was no sound 

The lights were switched off 

I felt a fear I had not felt in years 

Before I could jump into conclusions 

All the lights were turned on 

And I saw my Irene gorgeously adorned 

In a red night robe 

She walked majestically down the stairs 

And gave me a kiss on the neck 

Her perfume engulfed my body in flames 

My passions surged through my veins 

I desperately wanted Irene  

We had a quick dinner 

Then she held my hand 

And like a lamb to the slaughter 

I followed her into the bedroom  

 

We were like two old flutes 

Trying to play to a particular  tune 

I suddenly found strength that I thought had left me 

Decades ago 

Oh her body was ever beautiful, ever sweet . 

With kisses and touches and tears and moans 

Our bodies were consumed in one another 

Then one moment 

She came atop me 

It felt as a reply of the time she stabbed me on the arm 

But this time she whispered in my ear 

"I have returned my love, and I am yours forever" 

Upon hearing those words I broke into tears and kissed her 

Passionately  

Indeed that moment was one of many moments of restoration 

And redemption in my life 

Irene had done the finishing work 

She had reversed the damage she created at  the beginning. 

In that single moment of ecstasy  

The last thread of pain and horrid memories  

Were locked away forever in the abyss 

Of my soul. 

The morning after our love making 



There we lay in the bed 

Naked in body 

But clothed in our love 

We stared at each other and giggled 

Like young lovers 

Then she rested her head on my chest 

As we looked at the ceiling 

Lost in thought 

When she remarked that my heartbeat 

Sounded as sweet music to her ears.. 

 

I am old and truthfully 

I have grown weary of writing 

I may never pick up a pen again 

I may never again impress my thoughts  

through ink on paper 

But for last words sake 

It must be said that my love for Irene  

Like the light of the sun 

Will shine ever brightly  

Till the day of my death. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



TREE OF LIFE 
 
If ever there was a tree 

Where loved ones could take their dead 

And its leaves could heal 

Or it's fruit could give eternal life 

I would take its fruit and plant it in my garden 

And I would chew its leaves to mend my broken heart.. 

 

Once again 

I am broken and bitter 

Heartsick and cold  

Sorrowful and low spirited  

Lost and without hope 

My only treasure has been forcefully 

taken from me without heed or warning 

Finally the darkness has vanquished the light 

And my world is at an end 

 

I am too weak to write 

Too broken to utter words 

Too lifeless to shed a tear 

All I wait for is the time of my death 

And All I see is the end 

 

Let me die!! 

Let me join them 

Why wait, why mock me? 

Why let me live in this dreadful dungeon called earth? 

Let me be with the lights of the celestial city 

Let me be reunited with my beloved ones in paradise.. 

 

How did Irene die? 

I returned from the park one night 

I had bought her a rose as a gift 

She wore a long pink robe 

She looked so marvellous 

Like the queen that she was 

I looked at her from the top of the stairs 

Where she stood 

About to come down and welcome me 

She looked like a goddess 

Her long hair had defied age 

And her whole body glowed that evening 

I we looked at each other 

Stuck in one another's gaze 

I then showed her the rose 

She loved roses , especially white ones 

In excitement she hurried 

Down the stairs 

And in one moment of ill luck  

She tripped and fell  

In five seconds of horror 

Which seemed like ages 



I held my love at the bottom of the stairs 

Blood flowed from her nose and mouth 

And her back was broken 

With a punctured wind pipe and cracked ribs 

She laboured in pain 

To tell me her last words 

"don't cry,  

my time is come,  

I am happy I found you once again 

I thought I had lost you forever  

I love you Michael " 

With those words 

She placed her blood stained  

Hand on my lips 

I screamed  

The maids called the ambulance  

I was shaking in fear 

An unexpected nightmare was becoming a reality 

Tears filled my eyes 

I felt helpless and weak 

Unable to save my love from the fiery talons 

Of death that had gripped her so wickedly  

Irene did not struggle 

She accepted her fate 

And soon after she closed her eyes 

her hand fell from my face 

And she gave up her spirit . 

 

Was it wrong to give her a rose? 

Was that house cursed with terror and death? 

How could a being so beautiful die such a horrid death? 

I guess these are questions that will never be answered 

So I will leave them be 

 

I tore that house down  

And returned to Theresa's paradise 

Still there was nothing there for me to hold on to 

I found no solace , everything had changed 

It was the end for me 

 

I earnestly wait for the day of my death 

It cannot come soon enough 

But while I wait 

I visit Irene every night in my dreams 

And I see Theresa every day In my thoughts 

One day I will be united with them 

But for now, I lie still 

languishing in this wilderness called earth.... 

 

 

 



FAREWELL  

 
Finally sorrow coursed through my veins 

And found its way to my heart 

Once more, it fails me again. 

The doctors have recommended drugs 

They say it can be fixed 

But I have refused medication  

I am ready to die 

 

Each passing day  

As my flesh grows weaker  

I feel joy and hope 

Knowing that soon I will re-join my beloved 

Where there will be no pain or sorrow 

Death or tears 

 

To John: my dear boy  

I have kept the fort 

And Isabel has found love again 

Your son has a lions heart, much like yours 

And is in the army, just as you would have loved him to be 

 

To Theresa: my beauty, my dearest love 

I cannot wait to see you once more 

To hold your hand 

And to see your beautiful smile 

Yes I found the woman 

And we lived happily again 

But she has gone up into the skies 

Where you and John dwell 

And now, it is almost time for me 

I know it will be a blissful  reunion  

And for that I am filled with joy 

 

To Irene: my precious 

On this wretched earth 

Time and age did not hold us bound  

So also neither will eternity  

Have strength to 

Separate us nor weaken the bonds of our love 

Wait for me my love 

It will not be too long 

I am coming... 

 

What more can I say? 

My heart rejoices 

As I walk through the valley of death 

For I know joy awaits me at the end. 

And on that beautiful day 

When I know that my time  

Has come 

I will sit in my living room 



And take one last glance 

At the portraits of The woman, 

My woman and the arrow 

There and then I will die in peace  

With a smile on my face 

Knowing that I have departed this sick world 

Only to wake up in paradise  

Where the ones I cherish beyond words dwell 

Until then, farewell... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



          AUTHOR’S NOTE 

I really hope you enjoyed the book and you were taken on a    

journey of love indeed...Thank You for reading!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 


