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Unpublished anonymous

I have stories in my heart I want to tell, 

Some of people in paradise and others in hell.

I know all the characters in my stories well,

Some perish, while some are saved by the bell.

The characters are just you and me in print,

Described perfectly by thousands of words on ink.

They may be imagined, made up names and identities,

But they are just like us, our situations and realities.

Like God running the world and carrying out his plans,

I forge words and create stories with twists and turns.

Where paradise gets lost and hell breaks loose.

Where no one can escape the blues.

I am an artist; words are my paint as I sit and sketch

The reflection of humanity’s maddening stench,

Brightly captured line after line on A4 paper canvas.

Like a conductor I swing my fingers and make the alphabet dance-

Heartbreaks all over and death in the end.

In imagination as in reality, it’s hard to find a friend.

Every man for himself and every woman abused.

Even if you are Oprah or the queen, you still get used.

Words are fun to merge, into sentences to tell tales,

Compressing into pages, explaining why happiness fails.

Dreams shattered in a tunnel, like the princess of Wales,

People spreading viruses in beds and electronic mails.

Like a chef I mix words as if they are ingredients,

Cooking up manuscripts that have no recipients.

I compose the truth in exaggerated prose,

Enough to steal Shakespeare's glory, from right under his nose.

My characters may not be close to fame just yet,

But they have more grit, than Romeo and Juliet

More complex than Shakespeare's Macbeth, 

Best laid plans, matters of life and death.

An unedited anthology of human tragedies:

An underground bible of life’s vanities.

With chapters and passages for my eyes only,

Hopefully to one day inspire and comfort the lonely.

When that day comes maybe I will be famous,

But for now, I am unpublished anonymous.
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The suicide note
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To whom it may concern.

Don’t be shocked what you are about to learn-

In any case, this is a suicide note,

The last thing on this earth I wrote.

Just listen, I don’t need you to reply,

As I briefly narrate, why I had to die.

Life was hard, what else can I say,

I never had, not one happy day.

It was my birthday last month but one,

At thirty-five, with this life I am done.

What’s so special about breathing?

What’s the big deal about your heart beating?

Why should it beat if it can’t beat your troubles?

Why keep breathing the dust as your world crumbles?

It is not easy being alive, and it’s more difficult dying,

But whatever more life is offering, I am not buying.

Like most, I dint find love and was escaped by wealth,

So I got depressed, and with that came my poor health.

Enough millionaires have passed me by in flashy cars.

Enough women have engraved my heart with deep scars.

Knowing I will never be a rich man no a lover;

Under the blanket of merciful death, I take cover.

Death can’t be so bad; it’s just being permanently sedated,

Detaching all your feelings, from a world full of hatred.

The government took from me tax, and the landlord his rent.

Toiling under tyranny was how my youth was spent,

The church came rebuking my sins and offering me hope,

But I couldn't hold on to the hope, so now I hold the rope.

Make no mistake; I have nothing against the Lord

It’s just that the cost of living is higher than I can afford.

If living is a daily event, I am taking a rain-check.

I will stay home instead and fit a rope around my neck.

I would rather turn into a corpse and be still in death,

Than be a loitering tramp in the street with breath.

I know so little about living, and about dying even less,

But so be it if losing my life will be my last expense.

I hope father and mother find it in their hearts to forgive me-

If I could rewind back time, I would tell them not to conceive me.

But I want to thank them for they tried to give me the best.

It’s just unfortunate my wings broke as soon as I left their nest.

I have been falling ever since and am about to hit the ground.

I have always been a loner and this is a sure way to avoid the crowd.

Whoever discovers this note can have the little possessions I had.

The only thing to be found of interest is my broken ipad.

Please if it’s not too much to ask, don’t bother with the coffin.

I hate the idea of people surrounding my dead body sobbing.

Put me on one of those fire chambers, let me burn to smoke,

I want no remembrance of me, for my life was a joke.
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