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There was a time I thought I’d never write again. Life hit hard. So hard, in fact, that I abandoned my pen and silenced the voice that once gave me peace. Poetry felt like a luxury I couldn’t afford a whisper drowned by the storm of survival. So, I stopped. I met life head-on, empty-handed, and let go of the one thing that ever-made sense. I forgot what it felt like to spill my soul onto a page. I lost myself. I gave up on love... just as I gave up on writing.

But healing has its own rhythm.

Not loud. Not instant. Not perfect.

But it came quietly, patiently, faithfully.

Brick by brick. Prayer by prayer.

As I rebuilt, my relationship with God became my anchor. He was the whisper through my storms, the steady pulse in my silence. And in His divine grace, He sent someone who painted color back into my grayscale world a woman whose voice became my home, whose love reminded me of peace, and whose presence restored the rhythm in my soul. With her, I remembered joy. I remembered purpose. I remembered me. Every conversation felt like poetry waiting to happen. And in loving her, I found my pen again.

I began to write not just for me, but for anyone who has ever been broken and dared to rebuild.

To my family thank you. For loving me when I didn’t know how to love myself. For your faith, even when my light was dim. You are my soil, my starting line, my safe return.

To my friends who stood beside me when I was quiet, angry, distant, or tired your loyalty watered seeds in dry ground. Thank you for keeping me rooted in moments when I forgot my depth.

To those who care about me you reminded me that my voice still matters. That I matter. You gave me the courage to speak again.

To That Special Somebody—you didn’t just inspire this book; you sparked it. I remember writing “To the Queen, A Reminder of Strength,” and you looked me in the eye and said, “The world needs to read this.” That sentence echoed until it became a manuscript. Your love made it feel safe to write again. You changed my life and that story is far from finished.

To Arty—you carry calm like a gift. You keep the peace when the world grows loud. Thank you for listening even when I didn’t know what I needed to say. Your presence is rare, grounding, golden.

To Dash—you move through life with boldness, purpose, and power. Even in uncertainty, your energy never fades. You remind me that the journey’s pace may change, but the passion should never dim. Keep running but never forget that you are the light.

To Youbouy—never let anyone box in your essence. You own every moment like it was written for you. You're a walking vibe, a reminder that authenticity never goes out of style. Keep that fire alive.

To Momo—thank you for always being there. No matter the hour, no matter my state, you showed up without hesitation. You've been the shoulder, the ear, the heartbeat in my quietest hours. I may not always say it, but I carry your loyalty like armor. Thank you for holding space for me to speak, and even more when I couldn’t.

To Mrs. T. Mwanza—my sister through more than just time. Our friendship reached its highest note the day I traveled to Musina for your welcoming. It wasn’t just a journey it was a celebration of the bond we built. You taught me how to be proud of my smile, even when life made it tremble.

Tsheho ke Sam, Sam ke Tsheho.

We are reflections of each other’s strength, and I’ll always treasure that.

Let these poems speak now not just for me, but for the storms, the laughter, the healing, and the love that shaped each line. These pages hold pieces of my journey and glimpses of others’ truths too. Some verses were born in the stillness of joy, others in the shadows of pain. You’ll find memories, prayers, lessons and yes, a few scars between the syllables.
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