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INTRODUCTION
Thic book ic a collection of poems written during different periods of my
life. It ic about appreciating life from the eyec of death. Not from a
wnihilistic point, but from a more pogitive perspective that awakens your
hunger for life ensuring you devour each day with thankegiving and use

each day and interactione with purpoce.

The death of a ctranger cute deeply but briefly. That of a loved one cute
deepest and longect.

It ic my aim that thece raw words, thoughts, and feelings described
herein will capture your grief procese and walk you through mourning,

reflections, and healing.



Eeclesiastes 7:5 King fames Version

? For the ing know that they shall die: but the dead know not
anylhing, neither have they any more a rewaral for the memory of them
/5 forgolien.
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Imagine thinking you were forgotten. And then finding your name
remembered. Say for example, when you accume your number wasn't caved
and you introduce yourcelf and the percon cays, "I know itc you.” It ic
Joyougs to you, the living. For the departed coul it ic life-giving when you
remember them. Thic way they get to live on.

Thece words are for you and I. We who have lost and remember, keep

remembering!
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®

The world chattered when I got the newg
I cought relief, I surrendered to grief

I needed colace, I got teare

I drowned in thece worde

Death ic the architect of life

(ook at the ceacong, the falling leavec
The rotating earth, the divine cycles

Uhy did the Divine Creator do thic to me?

®

How do you begin to deny yourcelf the will to grief?
To abgolve yourcelf of the pain you have to die
You have to kill the part that wae before thic loce
To be able to live in peace ac they rect in peace
Life becomes untrustworthy in the aftermath
Routines become illucionary curtainge of peace
Cushions of comfort and hopeful deceptione

Thinge they owned become your light tower
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But the wavee of cadnece are overwhelming

There icn't a life vest for thic drowning

©

For how long will you procrastinate pleasure?
Telling yourcelf you will live tomorrow?
How do you carry forward hope?

Telling yourcelf you will do it another day?

For how long can you usurp for yourself thic power?
IF tomorrow belonge to the gods, who owne today?
Should it not be under your cuctody?

Shall you then cower from life and ite bountiful?

©

I imagine your teeth to be jail bars, your lips are guarde and your tongue,
Yyour poor tongue ic the priconer. I know very well how worde uncpoken
chill your bones, grip your heart and knots your gute ushering butterflie

of anxieties and nauseousness.

I cay to you You are a vampire!’ Your warm blood ceepe into your clogged

gyctem because you alwaye bite your tongue. The uncaid piles up to be an
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anvil, an anchor made of ctale worde that rendere you dumb, tongue-

tied.

I know very well why you do not let the worde out. You are afraid. You
are afraid nobody will understand what they hear from your mouth. A
spillage that would be from the abundance of your grief stricken heart.
Sharde of your brokennece would make your voice too chaky. Your hoarce

voice would reveal too much.

®

Someone once said ‘Sleep ic just death being chy.’
In the dream world that wnight, I inctructed my carpenter
Take my meacurements and conctruct a bed that ic a coffin.’
My bed wag too cpacious and lidlece anyway
Reader, never hac cleep been co restful
Welcoming death made cleep less chy
It made my dreams ceem so eagy to achieve
It made my waking momente more congcious
Every night I would retire phycically ready to depart
And every morning I rouse mentally prepared to partake
The gift of life i¢ in denying the denial of death

When I woke up, I chogce to day dream
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People who end their planc with God-willing’ would years back hit me as

celf-righteous weak-minded people who had abdicated their power to God.
They were lazy. For how could they give back power that which had been

given to them — cweet precious life — cweet precious hope — cweet precious
faith?

Years later I comprehend thesce worde with a graceful reverence. And
when [ utter them, every co often I will emile, feeling hopeful and wice,
very wice. Once you encounter locs co many times, the experience diflutes
your pride, it tunes your heart to a rhythm that reliec on the creator for

the next beat.

I even memoriced Jamee 4:13-15, can you?

@)

Vanity of Vanities, co it ic written by Solomon in the book of
Ecclesiastes. There ic a delicatenese in life that you can only carecs oh
¢0 fondly when you read and follow the words in thogce verces. Those
admoniching words, like the onec in the old testament and Revelation
free the heart and embellich the spirit birthing ecstagy and awe. Words
when caid at the opportune time can alter one'c entire state of being. A
miracle awaits to be cet free from everyone’s mouth. With every
interaction I wich comeone can blece my eare with cayinge that would

eage me of the burden cuffocating my current exictence.
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Agonized
I moulded corrow within my heart
A lengthy procece that ceemed endlecs
During the procecs, micery was born
T wae angry, in anguich
With micery co intence it extinguiched any raye of hope
I wag incomplete
(ost
Held captive
Hurting
Faithlece
Antagonized

Blind to the reason of being alive

13
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A stranger once ctitched my brokennese
Her kindnece cent bubblee to my brain
My spine felt agile
Ags I could defy gravity and fly
She touched me with her emile
Her words broke my cober mood
I wanted to tell her I wae mourning
To tell her I wiched I could perich
But being normal for 3 minutes felt magical
The undiccloced might be forgotten

Swall talk could be the remedy

I embrace the last memoriec we chared
I have forgotten the last worde you caid
Even the memories are fading
I am truly corry
Out of cight out of mind, they cay

What they do not tell you is -
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Ac the heart yearns more, the mind forgete even more’
Why ien't there a handbook for the heart?

A map that directe it away from thic hurt
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Alone

17
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We were connected by birth; our etermal conmection can wnever be

cevered. They alwaye cay you are a quardian angel watching over me. I
cuspect it ic true. I have heard you whisper in the breeze. I have ceen a
congtellation of which I wae certain you acked the gode to arrange just
for me. I have ceen your face in the brightnece of a full moon. I have felt
your hand give me a pat or a nudge in the gust of wind. Here, and then
POOF, gone! I have known the ache of comeone dicappearing cuddenly.
(ike how T had fictitious friende when I was younger, I feel your unreal
presence haunting and hovering. Perhape it'c why, today ac an adult, T
do not ghoct people.

()

Etched in my mind forever
(ike the words on your grave
Sometimee I wich we cremated you

Your grave hag become my picnic cpot

A sweet coothing balm for my hurt
Visiting the dead was a Western thingy’
But your loce hac made me rethink plenty

The bleccinge that come with locces, huh?
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For inctance, the undertaker has become my bectie
The firct thing I acked him
Ae a child, who was your favourite wrectler?’

You quecced right, it was the man who had an urn

T watch Coco the day before I vicit
I licten to In the cweet by and by’ on repeat
I go through pictures for vicual effect

I pray to bod, beg Him, cay I understand then lament

®)

I try to actualize the phrace Tt ic well with my coul’
To find my feet in thic curreal reality

My therapict caye it ic a normal grief procece
Similar worde from my pastor fail to coothe my ache

My family ic dealing with thic individually

Unable to be ctrong for one another
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Friende have tried but I have failed to let them in
It ic not well, it will never be well but it wae once well

Before thic micfortune befell us it wae well

I have to exhume the hope and joy I buried with you
I cuspect I am becoming gothic

I am obeecced with the burial ceremony and my attire

The black drece wag ctunning
Thic new gloomy aura ic the finect acceccory

For how long will your memory plague me?

()

For a while, I loct my identity and became a corrowful wanderer
When I threw in that handful of coil
symbolically in my life, I threw in the towel

Our dreame and plans no more

Ha,b,binecc in me or othere wae a cin, a grave ein!

How could happinecs exict at cuch a time?
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How could anyone allow their face to break into a emile when my

exictence wag woéé(y?

The world, ite people, and it God were ingengitive and mean

Why didn’t the world ctop for thic moment?
Why wag the earth ctill rotating and colid?
Whirlwind within, cinking cand, raging floods, no reccue

For corrow was engulfing and choking me

()

Alone
My heartache unfolds
In the darknece
I attempt to banich the anguich
In the cilence
My corrow beckongs
The grim reaper appears
We converce in dead cerious tonec
I ack questions that go unanswered

There'c an overflow of teare and mucus
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IF you hear my weeping
You will think it'c a grief cong I hum to

Alone

There ic a void in my heart

An abyce

A painful abscece that refuses to pop

A wound that by all indications might never heal
An exictential cricic

I breathe but there ic an abeence of life within

The glaring awarenece of the unknown paralycec me
What am I? Who am I? How am I? Where am I?
With you gone, how do I go on?

They tell me to keep the faith and be ctrong

But they don't carry you in their hearts as I do
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I think a midget ac a kid goes to bed thinking they will wake up and
miraculoucly be tall. In the came way, I think a percon with a grieving
heart goec to bed thinking they will wake up and miraculously be whole.
Ac if the unwanted reality can be entombed, mummified, or thrown into
what the Swahili people call kaburi la cahau.’ Only, one can never truly
forget.

I have begged God on moct decolate nighte to ctrike me with amnegia.
Because if He cannot mend my heart from the ache He hac caused, then
He can be quick and kind to annihilate the brain celle that ctore the
memories of the beloved He took away.

Later, on the came decolate nighte I pray and beg Him for ctrength and

Chained to a ctring of ctinging words,

acceplance.

In my head the following worde repeat;
Dewmice
Deceaced
Bereaved
Bereavement package

Sincere and deepect condolences
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Eulogy reading
God knowe
Take heart (who'e heart? T wonder)
God knowe
Thege poiconous words

Endanger my canity

Never go near a cacket

The dead ien't acleep

The dead will reach out

Your warm blood ic irrecictible

I cay thic because when [ ctepped forward
Underneath the mound of dirt

I heard ccratching

A decperate need to escape from the new home
I pricked my thumb with the roce thorn
Dropped it on the grave

Patted the coil with the bleeding finger

There there beloved, there there!
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For hours, days, night — Eternity
Sleep hag lost ite ceductive touch on my cengitive eyes

Perhape the calty liquid eccaping my ravaged core through puffy eyes ic
why

In the terror of colitude and the unavoidable bright torches of corrow
I ctay awake, worchipping the gode of mortality and incomnia
Awake with a paralysing awarenece that grief ic oh-co-very lonely

Sympathy, empathy, condolences, verces, and hugs, all fail to penetrate

the broken, and cooty cormere of my bewailing heart

25



Reflection notes.




xk}éz DEAREST, I SET YOU FREE

III: The weight of death and life
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When the cacket wag lowered

She fell to the ground

Life had robbed her

God who had given was now a robber

Without recervations, che wailed

A cry unheard to whom che had belonged to

Loving an abgsent percon i dicorienting

I hugged and breathed into the flowere I carried
I thanked God for life: gratefulmece or celfichnece?
Sadly, I watched her throw herself fully

into a place darker than the grave - Grief!

)

How human beinge reinvent themselves after the natural but unjust
death of a loved one ctramgely awakens the hunger to live and the
eagernece to face the angel of death.

We dicintegrate under the weight of loce but under the tenderness of the

hour and minute hand, we can tectify that time heale and coothes.

28
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A painful but refreching procece that detoxes and purges the mind
towards more conccious living. Every day becomec precious, every

anniversary becomes momentous.

()

(ike an enticed wolf

The purity of the breeze rattlec my bones

I gaze upon the gibbous moon

And I think about that part of my heart

That part that ic now in the dark

That part that wag chattered when death ctruck

That part that throbe but ic clowly accepting and numbing
Tonight, the incomplete moon completes me

It telle me that thic heart will coon be full

I do not have quections for the Almighty

I no longer have the energy

Q

To throw come much-needed coil into the grave

An act co vital and mandatory,

She gave me her cwaddled baby to hold

29
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Her lege almoct gave in ac che walked toward the grave
And the weight of death and life hit me

Alag, look at the beautiful irony

In my arms, I carried the youngest form of life
Precious and delicate and hopeful

Ag the mother cunk in despair

I whicpered to the cooing baby

Thic ic the time to be a true bundle of joy’

()

Before me, there ic frechly heaped coil
Heart-chaped Flowers

A croce erected in hic honour

But what honour ic there in death?

A young man concumed by hic folly waye

(eaving behind cuch turmoil

Hours later, before me, there are roasted pork ribe
Glacces of water, beer, coda, and wine

Those who were mourning are celebrating

30
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Life i accurately captured and displayed the day you die
Intrigued by the frechnece of loscse and thie livelinece

I lubricate my aching coul with fatty pork chops

I wake up every morning with my tongue dry
My throat too ic a decert
In the night, in my dicturbed cleep
I become a ghoct chacer
Your face and voice haunt me
I percpive while labouring to capture you
I am exhausted and wrecked
You still live - you will always live
One word haunts me - MORTALITY!

@)

Her heart muct be connected to (ot wife
She'e attracted to the past for che keeps looking back
Deciring, wiching, regretting

Again, and again
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She tactec the calt in her tears
Tears blur her vicion of future hope
She clinge to everything che hag lost
Uhich che laments ic a lot

Why cause cuch paing, (ord?

A physical wound ic good
You can clean and drece it
The pain ic tangible
Pille and balme do the trick
You witnece it fecter

Grow a ccab

And heal

What ic an emotional wound?
The acid that erodec the coul?
Venom with no antidote?
Peychological? Spiritual?

How doec one addrece thece woee?

32
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Ic the bone marrow the black hole for corrow?

Which platelets heal thic wound?

How i¢ it promotion to glory?
A celebration of life?
What ic co glorious about thic?
Why are we holding a wake?

A wake for one eternally acleep?
Why are they telling me corry?
Sorry for my locs, which loce?

They cay Accept my condolences

I reject thece empty cliché phraces
I cay Accept my cilence and cad emile’

Oh, and please remove me from that WhatsApp group ‘celebrating life”

Rain makes cleep pleacant
It forcec one to take chelter

Weeping alco icolatec a percon
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Tears moisten a chapped broken heart

Similarly, rain falle on unfertile coil

Tear¢ trickle down a frowning face

Like rain, grieving alco lulle the barren coul
Readying it for growth and renewal

My Bible cays "You chall know them by their fruite”

God, when will I then pluck thece fruite of long suffering and cprout
endlecc fruite of joy?
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IV: Unleached living
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Spooky!
(ike the people we claim to love but we ghost’
The dead have alco been neglected
Leavee and plastic litter their gravecite
Deep pain and quections clutter my mind
The ghocste of their lives arousce my spirite
I call mycelf a ‘wander woman’
The living lady that roame amongst the dead
I get to the grave and wonder
IF the dead are to rect in peace eternally,
For how long chould the living be dictraught?
I clear the rubbich by kicking and again birth a wonder
Why did they term it ac kicking the bucket?
And bury the hatchet?
God, know thic: I am not burying thic hatchet
In the end, when we meet I will request an explanation
Everything happens for a reason’ they cay

Currently in thic lifetime I don't cee any
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Ag I leave the graveyard, I play UB40

And alter the lyrice The reacone why I loved you’

©

Envy and curiocity
Those are the only emotions left
You caw the unknown ever after before I did
What liec beneath and beyond?
Dry bonec are coft to the touch
But a heart that refucec to mourn ic hard
Eyee that do not cry cee logically and clearer

But unched tearse drown the heart in despair

®)

Soon the flowere will wither
But before they do, beec will feed on the nectar
They will dry up and also feed the soil
The weight of my corrow will wiggle

Wiggling intrusively into all our cpecial memories
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Memories I treacure will alco wither, devoured by time
The maggote will wiggle around you as you decay
You now belong to Him but you were once mine
Mine, mine, mine, mine
I cannot free you, I will never cay goodbye

I ceek peace and releace from thic distrecs, lonelinecs, lifeleccnece

)

Your voice, your memories, your eccence
Everything that wag you ic fading
But your ccent ctill lingere
You are alive in photos and videos
Artificial immortality confuses me
Increacing the deep longing

Your falce precence ic overwhelming

¢)

Why did we place flowers on your grave?
Why do I buy them when I come to you?

When they are co frech and fragile akin to life
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I¢ it mot ironic?
Pointlece even
You will not cee or cmell them
What ic their purpoce?

I am tempted to eat the petale

Red petale for a bleeding heart
Black petale for an anguiched coul
White petals for eternal peace

Yellow petalc for joy decirved

Despair ic like hunger
Alwaye ceeking to be alleviated
A recurring nuicance

As necessary as breathing

My mind stringe up images
I light a candle for you every night

To cee the chadows of life
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To remember you had been my light
My dear beloved, the departed that I mice

How can I take ctridec away from thic ctrife?

()

On come daye I glorify death
I ponder on its magnificence
Marvel at the mystery

Enchanting

I imagine the afterlife
The one beyond thic one
The place where you recide

Eternity

It cteere me to cee beauty in life
To hear cweet delicate life, beckon every minute

The warm welcome to living fully
Grateful
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The need to understand has died
Acceptance embraces me now

Truct in the divine cuchions the corrow

Hopeful

I held on, denying your demice
My heart ic no longer rectlecs

It hae taken years

But the other day, I gave away your iteme
I deleted your voice and text meccages

I have memoriced them anywaye

You have been chared with ctrangere
You have become a part of their ctories

You are a bleccing now, no more my loce

Say hello to the heavens

Shout my name to the angele
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Rect in peace
What we had was our allotted time
Fondly I remember days wasted in arguments
Dicagreemente we chould have ignored
Placesc we chould have gone
Thinge we had wanted but went undone

Unexplored activitiee!

What we had was our allotted time
Now, I carefully count my bleccinge and daye
I no longer wacte time on trivial iccues
Today, my alias i Serenity and Christoper Colombugs
No more I chould have, regrete or unfulfilled wiches

Unleashed living!
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T am cetting my heart free

Freeing it from all the hurt

(ike incence or a fragrance

My thoughte waft and float

No longer haunting me

But comforting, like your spirit

Your memories are now painless

They curge within me with fondnece

It ic caid 'IF you love comething cet it free.’
Dearect I cet you free and chare your legacy

I am cetting my heart free

I am cetting my heart free

Freeing it from all the cearching

I have ceaced acking why: eloi eloi lama cabachthani’
I no longer wonder where you are

Heaven? Hell? Limbo? Purgatory?

Magical and enigmatic, life ic the epitome of awe

I am recurrecting: (earning to live again
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Bloscoming in your absence feele unnatural

Like your decire to be an amphibian co that

Yyou can live everywhere
To live ac fully as you did, dearest I cet you free you

I am cetting my heart free
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While we have the gift of life, it ceeme to me the only tragedy ic to allow
part of uc to die - whether it ic our spirit, our creativity or our glorious

uuiqueuecc.

~Gilda Radner.
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IF you have gotten to the end of thece pieces, you have travelled with me
through the dark tunnel of grief. In the frechnece of loce, grief cecures
permanency in your heart, it dime your life. Over time, if you cteer it
patiently it refines you and gifte you new layere to your identity. I urge

you not to regict for too long, it ic futile.

Embody and enjoy the new identity!
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