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BEING A WRITER IS TRUSTING YOURSELF ENOUGH TO LET THE PEN WRITE THE WORDS YOUR LIPS ARE TOO AFRAID TO UTTER.

ALLOW YOUR MIND AND PEN FALL IN LOVE.
ALLOW THEM TO CREATE A TUNE ONLY THEY CAN REHEARSE.

GIVE THEM THE CHANCE TO SYNCRONISE AND PERFORM SUCH GREAT ART ON PAPER


                  SHE TOLD ME

She told me wait my love,
Wait till you understand yourself but remember
Time would still run.

She told me keep your head high,
High enough to stand your ground but
Low enough to understand your people.

She told me sit up straight,
Straight enough to secure your safety but not
To instill fear in hearts.

She told me listen,
Listen enough to be able to understand the
Unspoken words shared through eyes.

She told me speak,
Speak loud enough for people to hear you but
Quite enough to respect your silence.
   
 
She told me write,
Write enough to escape the world
But never to dismiss reality.

She told me live,
Live enough to enjoy every memory
And cherish every smile
But live enough to know peace.

She told me care,
Care enough to compromise
But never enough to lose yourself.

Her last words were……….
Love my baby
Love me enough to let me go. 




































I USED TO BELIEVE
I used to believe I was the first to love, 
I felt it innate in my bones
Every arch on my body submitting 
Every word a praise to my beloved

I used to believe I was the first to cry, 
The wails a blare 
Gut wrenching cries,
Every tear a trickle of sorrow.
 
I used to believe I was the first to mourn,
Rage a dear friend 
Loneliness a great companion
Grief my shadow.
Engulfed by sadness

Ohh how I used to believe I was the first to feel
The overwhelming waves of the ocean crashing 
Stranded on the beach
Leaving me with shells that could never create a full portrait. 
intimacy

I want you to know what intimacy is- it’s is not just our bodies colliding but our souls
 it’s not just you caressing my bones it’s you understanding my tones 
it’s not just your kisses leaving a trail down my torso
 it’s you- staring me in the eye and understanding the words my heart craves to say but my lips seal.
 it’s not just intimacy it’s our bodies souls and minds creating rhyme.






















Dear Sadness,

Dear sadness,
You sit across of me today 
Glaring me deadly in the eye
Waiting for a slip
Waiting for a sign 
To pounce on me like lion on fresh meat
I know you are always around 
Lurking in the corner.
In a reflection you seem to be my eyes
In the brightest of places, you are the tiniest black spot that becomes the centre of attention
In the sunny afternoons you are my shadow griping me tighter as we walk.
You see you never leave
Once a stranger 
Now a companion
Always a soulmate
You seem to be the most loyal friend I have. 

I think we all carry you in our little lockets.
Some too afraid to open
Others too indulged to move on.







SOMEONE WHOSE HEARTBEAT IS IN SYNC WITH YOURS

I want you to think of me and think of light not because I don’t have a dark side, but because I brighten up your world.
I want to be the moon.

I want you to think of me and think of beauty, not because I have no thorns, but because my petals are so divine and true
I want to be a rose.

I want you to think of me and think of peace, not because I have no chaos, but because you wouldn’t mind drowning in me. 
I want to be the ocean.

I want you to think of me and think of serenity not because I don’t burn but because you wouldn’t mind melting in me. 
I want to be a candle. 

I want you to think of me and think of hope not because I have no despair, but because you wouldn’t mind dancing through the rain with me.
I want to be a rainbow.





I FEEL BROKEN

I feel broken,
Not a broken that hits me at night and makes me cry till dawn, 
But a broken that allows me to look dead in your eye and not feel a thing.

I feel broken,
Not a broken that tortures my sleep,
But a broken that allows me to dream while becoming a nightmare to my family.

I feel broken,
Not a broken that makes mee feel like I’m drowning into an abyss of loneliness,
But a broken that forces me to drag and flood those I love.

I feel broken,
Not a broken that leaves me frail and weak,
But a broken that is oiled by anger allowing me to reclaim power over you.

I feel broken,
Not a broken that I am too weak to pick up pieces of my soul,
But a broken that wants to see you bleed in my arms.

I feel broken,
Not a broken that makes me feel helpless under your gaze
But a broken that has already erased your existence.

I feel broken but a broken that wants to break everything in my sight. 
LETTER
This is a letter from me to you 
Sitting close to me yet feeling so far 
I stretch out my hand 
You hold it but it’s cold and lifeless 
No butterflies 
No warmth
No love 
Shivers running down my spine 
Each with a different sound 
Each with a different level of regret
I don’t want to let go completely 
But I must inch away 

This is a letter from him to her 
I stare at her hand eager to hold it 
Yet my body rejects it
I want to hold on 
But she moves away 
First with her eyes
Follows her smile
Then her heart
The waves of distance have whisked me away 

This is a letter from me to them 
They each try to reunite the flame 
But winter has arrived
They both don’t want to let go 
But they don’t seem to be happy 
She inches away 
He inches a way 
The power of distance has overthrown their flame
WE COULD’VE FALLING
I could’ve falling 
You could’ve falling
But a collision of past mistakes
A collision of our insecurities 
Creating a bridge between us
A river filled with our tears
Oiled by regrets
We could’ve falling 

I could’ve falling a little longer
If only you had more patience
If only you could read the yearn in my eyes 
If only you could speak the language my lips quiver to utter 
I could’ve falling
If only your fingertips memorized 
If only you didn’t just rely on the unspoken words 
I could’ve tasted the sweetness of forever.
Do you see how we could’ve falling?
How I could’ve falling.
You could’ve falling 
If only I showed you more than my mess
If only I stripped away the covers of my forsaken masquerade 
You could’ve falling
If only I danced to the tunes of our melody and not just mine
You could’ve falling
If only I taught you how to see me 
How to hold me 
You could’ve falling
If only I answered 
If only I let you in 
You could’ve falling
If only I tried to understand you.
I promise you could’ve falling

I could’ve falling 
We could’ve falling 
If only we danced a little while longer 
Our hearts would’ve synced.




































silence

silence-the absence of words 
I believe it’s the presence of comfort 
safety 
silence
it’s not that we had nothing to say
we were busy trying to memorize the synchronization of our breathing 
we needed to learn our fears 
recreate past present and future motions 
we needed the silence to find peace 
we are bare, naked just us
silence
it’s not that we have run out of words never 
we just found a home 
solace 
Curl up in a web of just silence to finally breath




















in the grey 

I don’t want to think of you in black and white 

Maybe I do live in a the grey 
I don’t want to swim in reality 
I want to drown in chaos 
I don’t want a canvas that tells a story 
I want one that tells tails, fables-fiction
I don’t want to see you in the possible 
I want to catch glimpses of you in the impossible 
I want an incomplete painting 
I don’t want a love   story 
Miss me with that love story 
I want to think of you in the grey.
Colors aren’t delusions.











Unravelled strings-
The puppet is free,
She roams with no fear,
As she is unaware,
The strings are unravelled, 
But never completely loose. 

She is now entangled 
Fighting to be free
She cries and cries 
But they never seem to see
Those strings are hers 
A twisted bitter truth 
Controlling how she feels.

So, you see 
They never leave 
The strings are part of who she really is.










I’ll give you the stars,
But you deserve the galaxy

I’ll give you a bouquet of roses, 
But you deserve the garden at your feet

I’ll give you forever,
But you deserve eternity

I’ll give you 
My heart,
But you deserve 
All of me.










WHAT IS THE COLOR OF LOVE?

WHITE. They say white because of how pure it makes the heart seem.

YELLOW. They say yellow because it outshines all flaws.

PINK. They say pink because of the joy intertwined in it.

BROWN. They say brown because of how deep it goes.

BLUE. They say blue because it flows like a river not taking heed of the direction.

GREEN. They say green because of its serenity.

PURPLE. They say purple because of the multiple shades of sacrifices it holds.

RED. They say red because of the fierceness that comes with it.



BLACK. They say black,
They always say black because of all the MAGIC, MYSTERY and POWER it holds.





FOREVER A MYSTERY
I give you a piece of me-
Something small but most important
A little secret we could share
The truth to who we really are.
I give you a piece of me-
on a platter of gold
So special
So serene
Expensive
Do you see?
I give you a apiece of me-
A piece I hold so dear to me
A little window to help you see
This piece of me is a hidden identity..
I give you a piece of me-
A piece no one has ever seen,
And when you see
You never leave-
This piece of me is forever a mystery
              


              GOOD ENOUGH

Am I good enough for you?
 or 
do you just tolerate me?

Do I make your heart skip a beat?
 or
Are you pretending to be in love?

Do my eyes hold the answers to your future?
or 
Am I just a reflection of your past?


















I MISS BEING ALONE

I miss the warmth of my presence,
I miss the freedom of my body,
I miss the comfort of my words,
I miss the ones of my body and mind,
I MISS BEING ALONE.

All by myself-
Engulfed in a hug of reassurance, 
Protected from the venomous tongues 
Of others.

I MISS BEING ALONE
All alone- 
With no one to harm me,
With no one to judge me,
With no one to deprive me 
Of me,
I MISS BEING ALONE.


I MISS BEING ALONE
Secured by no one, but my thoughts,
Showered with nothing but love for myself,
I MISS BEING ALONE.

I crave to be alone,
I want to be alone,
I long to be alone,
I JUST MISS BEING ALONE.

Take back your vows-
They were mere words sputtered by the venom on your lips.
They were tainted with nothing but deceit and lies.
You practiced your script with dancing devils.
Take back your vows.
















Drowning
The tears of the unseen,
The screams of the unknown,
The tears of the forgotten,
The anger that rushes in,
The memories that keep hunting,
A princess not of royals but dead souls.

Each hour you tore me apart,
Each minute you lied to me,
Each second a journey through misery,
A night, A series of torment.

Alluring me in the sweetness of your deceptive voice,
Enticing me with a flicker of umber orbs,
Enchanting me with the tenderness of each touch,
Captivating me like a moth to your deathly flame.

                                   A poison you are,
I drowned in a poison called love.










We created

 Each a paintbrush in hand having faith that whatever mess we make could turn into something beautiful each choosing a shade that will complement the others
 when I choose blue, he chooses green creating the sea and grass birthing nature 
A masterpiece we created 
Art only we could comprehend 
We created something that the naked eye couldn’t fathom but it wasn’t, 

was never made for the naked eye.















forgive me 

Ohh please forgive me for not being able to shield the pain that overthrows me 
Please forgive me for not being able to handle another shred and tear another injection another pill
Please I beg of you to forgive me for not being able to forget the darkness 
The cries that keep ringing the nightmares that keep ravishing my soul please forgive me for not being able to block away her memory from my head 
Forgive me for not wanting to be hunted by my past mistakes please forgive me 
Forgive me for wanting to have a second chance for wanting to finally feel air rush through my veins for wanting to be free

Forgive me for wanting to forget 
Forgive me for wanting to escape
Please Forgive me for ever hoping   









I come baring gifts
I come baring gifts 
The symphony of the bongos alerting the mothers that my arrival is near 
The whistles of the bushes following the melodies of the river as it sings for my return
The synchronised steps of the children
 long rehearsed dances of the trees 
Coming together to welcome their daughter back home.
As I come baring gifts

Not just sugars, salts, and spices
Not just stolen diamonds of royals 
Not just golds adorned by angels 
Not just uranium that brightens the skies at night 
Not just oils that wash the sorrows of transportation
I come baring gifts 




Gifts my mother’s never believed will return
Gifts my fathers teared for
Gifts my sisters never laid eyes on 
Gifts my brothers could never dream off

I come baring all those gifts
Even the sun shines bright with elation of my return.









