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    To my wonderful wife, this is the chaos that plagued my love life before
You saved me.
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“It is not good for man or woman to be alone. Deny it if you will, but within each of us lies an unspoken yearning— a quiet ache for connection. Whether it finds expression in another soul, in faith, in the loyal gaze of a pet, or in the rhythm of a passion pursued, the longing remains the same. We are not designed for isolation. We are completed— not by perfection, but by presence. Something beyond ourselves must meet us in the silence and remind us that we were never meant to walk this journey alone.”
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My Lady

[image: ]


Listen! Obi Mu is about to speak. 

Like Adam in the garden, I am one of a kind, 

But alas, alone in a paradise created. 

Where is my companion? 


Where is my Eve?


A Sarah to this Abraham is what I need, 

A blessing to the womb of my heart, 

One I would feel ripen. 

In an age when all hope seems lost, 

Is it possible to find my Sarah? 


Where is my Sarah?


If not, then Ruth, come give me proof 

That women like you do exist, 

That you are not confined to the mind’s construction. 

Please come forth, make me believe 

That love like yours is not a myth. 


Where is my Ruth?


I need one like Hannah to call my wife, 

A prayer warrior whose faith in God will never cease, 

So compassionate, understanding, and grateful. 

Standing by her promise, she gave back her Samuel.         


Where is my Hannah?


Where is the one with a heart like Esther? 

Whose words and advocacy will bring salvation, 

Words that bring life and not destruction. 

So bold and confident, she will bring forth justice, 

Save a people, save a nation. 


Where is my Esther?
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They say love is blind. 

Maybe that's why I can't find it. 

The long, fruitless search, 

Now I'm beginning to mind it.

Listen! 

Mine is now ripe and ready, as if about to burst 

With cancerous cells of emotional résumés. 

I wish you could fathom the breadth of it all, 

The need to be one with the heart, 

Beat! 

Of another.

Before mine starts fading in the blue horizon over yonder. 

Would you answer the phone for me when the call comes through? 

Beckoning me to answer while my hands are stuck together like glue. 

Or would you sit back, relax, recline, and laugh? 

Find joy in my implosive contemplation. 

I wonder.

I know that love is blind, that's why I can't find it. 

But though it may be blind, 

I know I should at least feel it.
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I speak more of what could be, 

Because I am not entirely the self I would become 

Till I find what I seek.

Imprinted on the fore of the Heart I store is the urge to grow 

And cascade down the walls of the evergreen meadows 

That belch like violins and cellos, 

Screamin', "Juliet! Juliet! Where art thou, my Juliet?" 

In a place where reality finally made peace with my lady fantasy.

The self I would become 

When I find what I seek 

Would be like the day the wife meets her husband from that horrible war

An explosion of jovial, emotional confusion 

Expressed by the same tears once wiped away with fear, 

Now flooding the streets with the words ‘Oh Dear!’

The self I would become when I find what I seek 

Would be like the first rain in the barren land, 

Which consumes the parched earth, clobbering the cracks away, 

Making way for the daisies and lilies, 

Paving the way for the lush laurel to flourish.

It's a shame; it all seems a myth. 

The self I'll become now seems so bleak, 

But I'll stand firm in my boat when the lake dries up, 

And when all the fish in the sea go upstream for summer 

Chasing after the Loch Ness— Such a horrible contest.

My eye remains glued on the lone tree in the orchard, 

For its time to bear fruit now brings forth the spring 

And the time for my heart to hold firm 

And believe.
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“Love, in its purest form, is a beautiful force—most deeply felt when shared. We remember the first stirrings of affection: the flutter of butterflies in our stomachs, the thrill of a glance returned, the quiet magic of discovering that our feelings were mutual.

Such moments linger like echoes in the heart.

Yet love is not always symmetrical.

Many of us also recall the ache of unreciprocated longing—the silence where we hoped for connection, the vulnerability of being unseen.”

Love

On the playground, you would hear us sing, 

"He loves you, no, he loves you not." 

"She loves me, or she loves me not." 

Love!

And in the classroom, you would hear my teacher blurt: 

“Noun: love – a strong positive emotion of regard and affection." 

“Verb: love – to have sexual intercourse with." 

“Verb: love – to get pleasure from. Love!”

L.O.V.E. Why can't SHE see me? Through all these inside-the-box definitions, 

I still stand here as ME, with no rose to replace the rib Eve took. 

Fortified in these words Is the blatant plea for the phoenix approach to this 

Intangible, gold-encrusted, diamond-cashmere cloak my heart desires. 

LOVE!

To rendezvous with it on neutral ground and sign the treaty that would dispose of the 

Mountains, mounds, and rugged terrains that seduced the sand, 

Forming a Sahara between me and her. 

LOVE!

Verb! LOVE – to make love. 

No intercourse, of course, but a mere 

Plea to flee from this Kalahari of dry tears 

That leaves grains in the closet, far from where She can see the ten thousand grains for all the days that I have cried for Her.

LOVE.

Make love, not war. 

But on Cupid's arrow, I’ll call upon the friendly foe 

To neutralize my heart before it implodes. 

But alas, I am no Shaka Zulu; 

All I have is a LOVE letter for a shield and assegai-shaped words for you, my dear. 

But she chooses to wait for the rain, Like Charles Mungoshi, 

Far from my fire, far from the defined noun of warm affection. 

LOVE!

"Love is patient and love is kind," 

But what kind is the kind that fills the cavity of my chest 

For patience now feels like a framework of passivity? 

Verb: Love Get pleasure from what? 

When she calls you "friend"? 

And on your heart, she plays tennis with her ex, like the woodsman, 

With the umpire screaming out, "One love," Upon every stroke and count, 

The defeat encased in a Trojan horse.

If Love were a "him," would she love him too? 

And if love were a hymn, would she sing it too? 

Serenade to each other the sweet melodies of compassion, While I choke at this awful, dreaded fear of being left alone, and forgotten by LOVE.
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