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“...If I take the wings of the morning, and dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea; Even there shall your hand lead me, and your right hand shall hold me.” – Psalm 139: 9-10

This book is dedicated to Ricardo Ibanzo and Yoko Mitsuda.
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Dear readers,

This is my fourth published book. It was actually scheduled to be my fifth book as there is one manuscript before this one, but something in my spirit prompted me to publish this book as number four, and the other as number five. I always listen to the prompting of my heart and follow its leading.

Wings represent the hills and valleys of my life, especially at this particular point in time when I’m in the valley of career decision, thinking of my next step and other decisiosn as it relates to publishing and marketing direction. I pray that the decisions that I make will be guided by God and that I will trust Him to lead me as He as always done. His wings will carry me, and He will equip me with the wings that I need to go forward. I rest assured knowing that His hand will lead me and will never leave me. This book also mentions the teachers, mentors and managers who believed in me and helped to grow my wings. Who were the people in your life who gave you your wings? Please extend a moment to reach out and thank each of them for the impact they have made in your life.

The book is divided into seven sections, golden wings, glass wings, broken wings, redemption wings, victory wings and cupid’s wings. Some sections represent a major event, crossroad or chapter in my life and were the inspiration behind each poem. Others are a bit of abstract storytelling. The concept for this book was to write the poems in the form of diary entries, noting my location and date of writing. The location however may or may not have any bearing on the poem.

I often ponder why do we write?  And I think we write because we want to express ourselves, to record and process our thoughts, and to make sense of the ridiculousness and cruelty of life. To say something, we may not otherwise want to say at the time but were feeling. Indeed, life can be cold and cruel, but with all its challenges, pain, absurdities and joys, it is still a beautiful life. May we have the grace, resilience and wisdom to soar above our storms. I hope that my words will inspire, encourage, entertain and remind you that we all have wings, and that with faith we can rise above life’s many challenges. 

Happy reading!

XOXO, 

Carla
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Section 1 – Golden Wings
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“Every bird, every tree, every flower reminds me what a privilege it is just to be alive.” – Marty Rubin
Tokyo, February 2025
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Solid Gold

The signs of a good friend are always clear

The ones we hold close and very dear

No matter the distance or years apart

When you meet again the absence and years depart

You’re back again like you never left

A cinema of thoughts - memories that hold a lot of sentiment

You can still finish each other’s sentence

Even though there’s an obvious language difference

You feel comfortable being around them

And very welcomed in their presence

How blessed to have such friends in one’s life

Who’ll be there always whatever the tide

Friends like these are hard to find

They’re indeed solid gold, precious – truly one of a kind
Chongqing, October 2024
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Osmosis

Let no be your fuel

Don't let it be your prison and chain

The crush of defeat is your baptism in pain

What are you telling yourself day by day

Don't let the voice in your head get in your way

For every sacrifice that you ever made

Will sweeten the victory however delayed

So, don't give up now

Don't throw down the mantle in despair

‘Cause if you look closely and squint your brow

You can clearly see your crown

Chongqing, September 2024
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Just One Shot

Challenge accepted, absolutely!

Bring it on!

The time for doubting is over and done

Yeah, you're hungry and obviously afraid

But you know it's now or never

So, you're gonna make it rain

No looking back, and no more regrets

You'll taste the victory before the sun sets

Shenzhen, August 2024
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Impasse

When you're lost and afraid and everything seems like an unsolved puzzle

When you’re trying to quiet the raging storm in your head, and you feel like there is no one there

I'll be with you

When you're unemployed, searching and rejections keep flooding in. You try every day, but you can't seem to win, and you begin to question your value or self-worth,

I'll hold your hand

When you're searching for answers and none comes your way, and the more that you try to tread above water, the more the force is trying to pull you down,

I'll anchor you

When the bills are piling high and you're buried under debt, when the relationship goes sour and you're hurting from all the pain, when your tears flow endlessly and unseen,

I'll sit beside you, I'll wipe your tears

When you can no longer hear the music of nature, when you start to question your very existence, and you ask yourself what's the point? Why bother?  When you're angry with yourself with everyone and everything, j

Just come to me, my arms will hold you lovingly

Shenzhen, May 2024
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My Wish for You

I hope that you'll be happy again

happy and free as that little girl that chased after butterflies

Running wild and free

I hope that you will trust again

Like the way you'd wait up for your daddy each night

as you knew he'd be bringing you home a treat

and your daddy always keeps his word

I hope you'll fall in love with yourself all over again

and smile and blow kisses to your reflection in the mirror

Accepting yourself and all that you are

I hope that you'll learn to love again

Like how you loved your childhood friends

And couldn't wait for school to start to see them again

I hope you'll find peace again

And just like how it used to be

Fall asleep effortlessly, dream pleasant dreams

And wake up rested and at peace

I hope that you will be you again

That sweet loving and trusting girl

whom we all love and adore

Before the world turned you cynical and cold

Before it tried to snatch away your soul

This I wish for you and more

Shenzhen, June 2024 
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Trapezium

We are living lives we don't want

Working at jobs that we hate

It's a recursive loop

This paradox of fate

The silent cries of the heart

Echoes vehemently in the wind

The cinema of life - it's a metaphor that gives

We're all participant observers in this triad

Shenzhen, April 2024
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Sailing

There's always something more, isn't there?

Something more to do, achieve?

Another experience to attain

It’s just never enough

Like a hamster on a wheel

Chasing something that seems unreal

A shadow that you try to catch

But is always beyond your immediate grasp

Always, there’s something more that you need

The gold post keeps moving, shifting sides

A never-ending revolving circle

Like an overused outstretched muscle

Out of your hand almost

But through it all you have your faith

A light that glows

Refuses to give up hope

A little spark that shines that much brighter

When you're beset with doubt

Oh, my sweet faith

My indomitable hope

It never leaves my beating chest

Always there, it never rests

For some people and in some situations

You'll never be enough

There are haters and deceivers, gatekeepers

From these you must distance yourself

To some you'll always be more than enough

You are their cup of tea

Know who these people are

And always treat them well
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