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The themes of this collection centre around love, betrayal, heartbreak, friendship and mental health issues. We can’t breathe is not just an anthology, it’s a reflection of life’s pain, sorrow, joy, betrayal, hurt and fear.  I never imagined all these reflections to life would come together and combine such a beautiful anthology. I sincerely hope you will come to appreciate each and every story in this book as much as I do.
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EXCTRACTED FROM THE UNPUBLISHED BOOK OF POETRY “SHACKLES”

Like venom, your words have penetrated my veins

Stripped off my dignity, my pride and left me bare

As with a sledgehammer you have knocked me on my face

Stretched my lips, my eyes and left me in intense pain

When the light takes cover 

And the night takes over

Blankets draped over me

Eyes squeezed shut

I see you

A shadow, a blurred monster in my dreams

Eyes on my soul like the grim reaper

A force, an unrepentant suppressor of my screams

Hands pinning me down like something sinister

When the light takes over

And the night’s blown over

Thrown at me

A chance, hope, a new life

I still see you

A force in the shadows

here you are and there you are

Webbing the dark to the light

Even in the light you remain in the dark

When the light is over

And the night takes over

Suddenly a fiend to the dark

An eerie calmness in my heart

I long to see you

To bring colour to the shadows

Put you all out in the clear

See you try to shed and shred my pride

Yielding the power only I have given you

Blurring the lines between what’s real and what isn’t

When the light takes cover

And the night takes over

Blankets draped over me

Eyes squeezed shut

I want to dream in colour  
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For my parents and sisters, and everyone else holding on to life by a mere thread

INSPIRED BY THE STORY OF JANE THE GHOST
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I’m not superstitious. I don’t remember a time I ever was. I don’t believe in ghosts nor do I believe in goblins. It’s quite simple, superstition should be left for the ladies no real man truly believes in such fictitious characters. Don’t mistake me for a male chauvinist nor sexist, I’m neither, on the contrary I respect ladies and they so do love me. I’m a 30-year-old handsome bachelor, a ladies’ man and have no intentions of settling down any time soon. I’ve heard tale about Jenny, the ghost who targets men who frequent the Morningside sports bar. Some of my friends have changed their drinking habits in fear of this ghost but I still go there, I won’t let fiction rule my life. I live in Greenhill, a low density suburb in Bulawayo. I’m an accountant at Truck World Services and usually finish work at 8pm, and today as per ritual after work I’m headed for my favourite hangout. I’m in a jovial mood as I heard from a very reliable source that a promotion is underway, so I need to go and celebrate.

“Drinks anyone?” I ask as soon as I get to the bar, that’s what usually happens when I’m overexcited about something. I get very generous with my money. Nameless faces cheer and start crowding me.  

I leave the bar early, at around 22:30 and not because I’m eager to get home but simply because I have dug a huge hole in my pockets. I’m not driving today so I decide to take a shorter route by foot which cuts through a bush. I can hold my beer so I’m not really that drunk. I whistle a tune, feeling very happy about how life has been good to me. I notice there’s no one else in the vicinity but I don’t mind, momma raised a strong man, there’s little that I fear in this world.

Suddenly I hear footsteps behind me, thinking it’s one of my drinking buddies, I look behind, a huge grin plastered on my face, only for it to be wiped off when I don’t see anyone about. I shrug, it’s probably nothing. I carry on with my journey but as soon as I start walking the footsteps start as well. This time I don’t turn to look instead I start running not because I’m scared but simply because I want to check if the footsteps will echo mine and this they do, they become even more loud and fast as if someone is running behind me.  

I stop, and the running stops too. I turn to look behind and find no one yet again this time I can’t help the feeling of foreboding that clenches me, something is amiss here. I shake my head, I must be drunker than I thought, I conclude, then turn to resume my journey only to find a beautiful lady clad in a beautiful purple boob tube dress standing right in front of me. How did she get here? Warning bells start ringing in my head, but I decide to ignore them, the lady is just too gorgeous. She has beautiful long and wavy brown hair, a totally flawless skin, she almost looks Caucasian but I can tell she is only racially mixed. I’m so mesmerized that I feel tempted to get down on one knee and propose marriage on the spot. She is just standing there looking at me in all her magnificent perfection, spotting a serious look on her face. I wonder if she is not feeling cold as the boob tube dress she is wearing surely can’t be doing much to keep her warm.

“Hey,” I say, smiling, hoping she notices my dimples, ladies love them.

“Hey,” she says, a ghost of a smile showing on her face. Her voice is so out of this world, I could listen to it all day and every day.

“Are you not cold? Here take this.” I say, shrugging off my leather jacket.

“You barely know me I can’t impose on you like that.” Her soft voice stirs something deep within me.

“Momma raised a gentleman.” I insist.

She smiles and takes the jacket, and then we start walking side by side.

“So where do you stay?” she warmly asks me.

“Greenhill” I quip, studying her profile, memorizing every tiny detail. “And you? Where do you stay?”

“Greenhill as well”

“Awesome.” Turns out this is my lucky day “Which road?”

“Dundee” She says.  How come I never bumped into this gorgeous specimen before?  I silently wonder.

“Awesome, that’s my road too, I’m Nicholas by the way but you can call me Nick.”

“I’m Michaela.”

We hit it off immediately and I’m enjoying so much that I almost groan in disappoint when she stops walking and points to a beautiful house with an immaculate lawn and beautiful flowers.

“That’s me,” She quips. The house befits her.

I leave a happy man after getting her number as if I just won the lottery. I swear there’s something enchanting about this girl and I just can’t get her out of my mind.

Somewhere along the journey home, I manage to remember that I forgot my jacket. I shrug, I can always get it the next day, I do have her number after all. When I get home I’m still in a daze, I go straight to bed, intent on fantasizing about the vision I had just encountered and before long I fall asleep.

I wake up early in the morning, my body numb. I somehow manage to jump out of bed and drag myself to the shower and then eventually to work. I have a terrible headache; I took some pills on the way to work but they haven’t started to kick in
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