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    To new and emerging readers throughout the world. Also, to readers who have constantly supported my writing career throughout the years, to you guys I am forever grateful. 
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TRAVELLING THROUGH the tunnel of life

I hope to see a range of light

But what I see is not delight

From what I observe, humans tend to be impolite

Most would prefer to roam free and fight

There may be hope yet for humanity

Better yet, I think there may be hope for me

Look! What do I see?

A hope of endless light and life.
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TREES AND MORE TREES

Peas and more peas

Fruits and more fruits

Animals and more animals

People and more people

Love and less love

Hate and more hate

Disease and more diseases 

Famine and more famines 

Pestilence and more pestilence 

I guess I am in a state of awe. 
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AS I LOOKED THROUGH my window 

Rain floods the streets of Yonker

Coming back from the funeral procession 

I’m still amazed that angry dark clouds fill this recession of my heart

A watery grave was dug today

And yet I am unsure of what tomorrow holds

About three thousand wreaths were placed around your coffin

Mourners all clad in black

As I looked beyond the sky, I kept asking God as I sighed

Cheer up, Young Fellow, God replied,

“Grieve doesn’t last forever”

“See, just believe in me, and all things will be better”

I bowed my head in the rain and said, “Thanks, Father.”
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I SEE ROSES, AND THEY look delightful.

How are you today, Mrs Rose?

“Fine, thank you, Young Fellow” 

“And how are you?”

“Well, I’m a bit under the weather”

“But, I hope for the world’s sake, it will get better”

“Ah, I have seen it all, Young Fellow”

“The cruelty of some humans is rather bitter”

“Although I look so beautiful, I don’t praise myself”

“Rather, I depend on the Almighty for strength”

They say, “Ah! She looks marvellous and smells sweet”

“With the other flowers, I never compete”

“Humans tend to forget at times”

“As for me, I’m just myself

“And with other flowers, I dare not compete.”
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IT WAS A TIME OF SORROW and war

Tim’s armour was down

On his face, he had a frown

Top-ranking general in the Army

‘I thought this victory would make me happy’

‘Yet, I am filled with gloom, and it’s rather just too soon

Many millions had died, and now the General looks vague at the sky

‘Can you hear me up there?’ he asked

God replied, “Yes, of course, and how can I help?”

Please, I’m feeling stressed and have a lot of regrets

Why, Old Fellow? 

I’ve caused millions to fall to their deaths

What can I do to find inner joy?

Forgive yourself, it’s not too late after all.
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TIMES AND TIMES AGAIN, I do feel your pain 

Dying so young from a dreaded disease 

Looking at Heaven’s Gate, I cried, Lord, please, why?

The time you died, you were only fifteen 

You had no time to compete in life’s unfair scene

As I stand aside and look

I can see angels cheering you on as you play in Heaven’s tournament 

We miss you on earth, but you’re welcome in heaven 

We loved you on earth, but Jesus loves you best in heaven. 
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