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PREFACE


This book was born in the spaces in between.


Between what is spoken and what lingers.


Between breaths, memories, and moments that refused to disappear.


The poems in this collection are not answers, but traces— traces of emotions that were sometimes too vast for language, and therefore needed rhythm, silence, and imagery to exist.


Here you will find fragility and persistence, what breaks, and what continues to hope despite everything.


Read slowly, or quickly.


Open one page at a time, or let the book fall open where it will.


You may recognize yourself, or you may not.


Perhaps it is in the unfamiliar that something deeply familiar appears.


If these words invite you to pause, to feel a little more, or to feel a little less alone, then they have already found their purpose.









To the ones we were, the ones we lost, and the ones we are still becoming.










Whispers In Sunlit Gardens




When you left, the world grew still, a quiet hush, a sudden
chill.


But in the silence, I felt you there, dancing gently in the
morning air.


A butterfly, fragile, yet so free, whispered of the man you
used to be.
With wings of gold and midnight hue,
You returned, in skies of baby-blue.
Each flutter spoke, though soft and small,
Of wisdom shared, and love for all.
The strength of your hands, the warmth of your grin, Now
carried in winds that brush my skin.


You visit me in quiet ways,
In sunlit gardens, on warmer days. Resting lightly on my
hand, As if to say, “I understand.”


Your soul, I see, was meant to soar,.
To leave the pain and be much more. And though you’re
gone, you’re always near, A butterfly, my heart holds dear.


So when I see you, fragile and bright,
I know you’re free, and all feels right.
In every flutter, I find a trace,
Of my grandfather’s love, in boundless space.













Where The Wind Keeps Your Name




I walk the same street as then. The houses are still there,
but their colors have quieted a little. The asphalt remembers
our steps,
how small mine were beside yours,
how I had to take two for every one you took.


You used to point at the sea,
say that the wind always knows where it’s going, even when
you don’t.
I didn’t understand then,
but now I think about it often
when the wind blows in Den Helder,
and I walk the same road alone.


Everything is the same —
the scent of salt,
the old benches,
the shells in the sand that always gleam the most when the
light is about to fade.
But the air is different.


It carries you, somehow.


As if you’re still whispering something between the waves
and the wind.
And when I stop at the corner where you used to laugh,
I almost hear the sound again.
It doesn’t come from memory,
but from the world itself —
as if it misses you too.


I walk home at dusk, thinking that some walks never really
end.
You just keep walking them,
in silence,
until you meet again.













But In This Life...




In another life
my mother has children,
but I am not one of them.


In another life
she is handed a daughter
who arrives already fluent in success—
grades that gleam,
report cards without apologies,
a future that folds neatly into her expectations.


In another life
her daughter is perfect
in the way perfect means to her:
quiet ambition,
soft edges,
no sharp needs.


In another life
her daughter laughs at the right moments,
the socially sanctioned ones,
and cries only at funerals—
never in bedrooms,
never in bathrooms,
never for reasons that cannot be explained
in a sentence or two.


In another life
her daughter does not weigh her down.
She does not come with appointments,
or pill bottles,
or the low hum of waiting rooms.
No calendars circled in red.
No questions that don’t have answers.


In another life
there are no signs—
no depression hiding behind the eyes,
no anxiety chewing at the edges of the day,
no drugs, no alcohol,
no attempts to quiet a mind that will not sleep.


In another life
voices are raised only in football stands,
hands cupped around joy,
never sharpened into weapons.


Anger does not live in her jaw,
does not clench her throat,
does not settle into the body like a second spine.


In another life
my mother has other children,
and I am not one of them.
She never lies awake asking
where she went wrong,
because in that life
nothing would be wrong.
No cracks.
No fractures.
No explanations required.


But in this life—
I am here.













After The Half-light




You’re going to look for me
and I’ll be gone.
Not because I didn’t love loudly enough,
or stay soft enough,
or try one last time to explain
the ache in my chest.


But because there comes a moment
when leaving is quieter than staying,
when disappearing hurts less
than being seen halfway.


You’ll search the places
I used to fold myself into—
old conversations,
the tone of my laughter,
the version of me that waited.
But I won’t be there.


I will have learned how to loosen my grip
on things that only loved me conditionally,
how to walk away without slamming doors,
how to choose peace
even when it looks like absence.


You’re going to look for me
and I’ll be gone—
not lost,
not broken,
just finally somewhere
I don’t have to beg to exist.













When A Moment Needs A Witness




If you weren’t ready,
you wouldn’t have had the opportunity.
The sentence pretends to be gentle.
It dresses itself as wisdom.
Something said to make the living
feel less accidental.


But readiness is not consent.
It is not courage.
It is the quiet math of circumstance—
where you were standing,
what was already breaking,
who else had already left.


The door did not ask.
It opened because doors open.
Fire did not test you.
It spread because that is what fire does.
Water did not choose you.
It filled the lowest place
and found you there.


Afterward, we call it opportunity
so the loss sounds intentional.
We call it readiness
so survival feels like merit.
But some lives are altered
not because they were prepared—
only because
they were present
when the moment needed a witness.













The Letters I Never Wrote




The letters I never wrote sit silent in my chest,
Unfolded, unwritten, but never at rest.
Each one a fragment, a whisper, a plea,
Of things I could say, but never set free.


There’s one for the love I let slip through my hands,
A letter of sorrys, of soft reprimands.
I’d tell them I loved them, though never quite right,
That my fear built the walls they climbed every night.


Another is sealed with the weight of regret,
For the family I’ve loved but can’t quite forget.
To tell them the scars their silence has made,
How love felt like absence, and warmth seemed to fade.


There’s a letter addressed to the child I was,
To say, You were strong, despite what they caused.
I’d write her a lullaby, a promise, a song,
And tell her she’s worthy, that she’s been all along.


And one for a friend who no longer remains,
To honor the laughter now laced with pain.
I’d tell them I miss them, though time marches on,
That pieces of them still light up the dawn.


But these letters stay hidden, their ink never dries,
They linger in corners behind tired eyes.
For fear, or for pride, or the weight of the cost,
Their words remain echoes, their meaning half-lost.


Yet sometimes I wonder if they might take flight,
On the wings of the wind in the still of the night.
If the love left unspoken could somehow be known,
If the letters unwritten could find their way home.













The Canvas Of Time




Oma used to say, with wisdom so deep,
That life is a story we’re destined to keep.
Two days are written, the ink never fades—
The day you’re born, and the last page.


But the space in between, the chapters we write,
Are ours to fill, from dawn until night.
No one can predict what comes with the dawn,
What turns or twists we’ll face on the lawn.
The pages stretch wide, like an open sky,
A canvas to paint as time passes by.


In each breath we take, in each step we stride,
We choose the words where our hearts reside.
Some days are filled with laughter and light,
Others are shadowed, far from the bright.
But in every tear, in every sigh,
Is the ink that stains and the will to try.
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