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The contents of this book are entirely truthful and
accurate.

For a given
value of ‘truthful’ and an approximate value of ‘accurate’
anyway.

Probably.

Look, most of
this stuff happened, and some of it didn’t. I’ll let you figure out
which is which.

Good luck.


For Chanelle, my Soulmet

For My Family, I
am what I am because of you

For Michael, Miss Ya Bud

And For You, for indulging in my self-love







The Glorious Mistake


-1991-






I was conceived on Ascension Day.

Yeah, I wish I didn’t know that either.

*

Where does life begin?

Is my existence a sin?

For one who would shake the world

A grand story just unfurled

A spark, a wisp of something more

A seed is planted at the very core

What lies ahead for this tiny sprout

Will he grow to be a strapping lout?

Perhaps a master
of ball and word

Come now, don’t be absurd

For his life is still unknown

There, in the womb alone

He could be anything and all

Or he could fail and fall

But blame not the parents eager

For life is life, whether mighty or meagre

All they sought
was a bit of fun

I’m sorry mom,
this is your oven’s bun

No drinking or joy for at least a few weeks

No pleasant mornings or climbing peaks

But don’t worry, mine will be the last

After this, your pregnancy days are past!

And dad, one final tip…

If you didn’t
want three kids, snip snip snip!







The Glorious Arrival

-1992-






The prophecy of Clearblue foretold of my coming.

Worship me!

*

40 weeks you’ve waited for me

I long, I
desire, I want to be free!

You’ve endured the morning sickness and swelling
awful

Surely those
curses cannot be lawful!

And now we sit on the edge of glory

Come mother, write the prologue of my story!

Just a scant few
hours and we’ll be fine

So let’s aim for
Eleven O’Nine!

The staff are all probably rushing to and fro

Preparing for the arrival of your baby beau

Will I go feet first or come out strange?

Perhaps I’ll have a tail or be covered in mange?

Regardless, I know that you’ll love me true

Booties and bobbies and beanies you’ll sew

For your darling, your love, your favourite son

You’ll love me
like I’m the only one

So forget my older brother and sis

They’ve had their time, the mister and miss!

It’s time for Hayden, ready or not!

Look out below, I’m coming in hot!

So plop on down and rest that tush

Come now mother, it’s time to push!


Homegrown Hero

-1994-






I was raised in the city of Gqeberha (formerly known
as Port Elizabeth)

Try saying that 3 times really quickly.

I dare you.

*

Sea air dances over crashing surf

Welcome to my home, my city, my turf

From three to fifteen I called this place home

I walked these
streets, I tread this loam

From the beaches and parks lively and fresh

To the schools, playgrounds and my own little
crèche

I rode my bike across every street

And in dark forests friends I would meet

Life was simple and life was kind

There was
nothing to anchor, nothing to bind

Just a couple of kids enjoying it all

From summer to winter to spring and then fall

Summerwood nourished and Pearson perfected

Until of course
that place I defected

But the time I spent could not be endless

I knew I would
not leave alone and friendless

Gavin, Michael, Suparshav and Andrew

My friends, my comrades, my brothers true

We played at the Boardwalk and Baywest too

Every day was
awesome with things to do

And now as I look back on days long past

I pray that the winds bring me back, quickly and fast!


Almost Recalled

-1998-






Death is but a sleep.

Life is the dream.

*

Life is fleeting, like the morning mist

I almost lost mine, before I’d first kissed

When I was barely seven years of age

It came time to bow out of life’s great stage

Meningitis Encephalitis was the name of my foe

It brought me down, so very, very low

A disease of the brain, all swollen and wrought

I tried my best and struggled and fought

Every day and every night

I resisted going
towards the light

The doctors and
nurses kept me going

On the River Styx I would not be rowing!

My parents, exhausted and weary

Never let that hospital room go dreary

Action figures and sweets every day

They so badly
wanted me to stay

And then, after
an age and a half

The doctor entered the room with a skip and a laugh

“Your son is healed!”, he loudly proclaimed

He lost no eyes or ears, nor was he maimed

Thus from that dreadful place I was spared

Thanks to all the love that was shared

So thank you, parents and God both

That I am still
able to continue this growth!


Five Minus One

-1999-






Less is more.

*

Have you ever felt something astray?

Something that seems to have slipped away?

A memory, a friend, or perhaps a sense?

To miss that, you’d be awfully dense!

But hear me out, and don’t judge with haste

Sometimes it’s better not to smell the waste

For my sense of smell is well and truly
gone

I cannot smell grass, rain or prawn

How did this happen, I hear you ask?

Go read poem four, that be your task

Yes, that dreadful disease robbed me dearly

After almost my life I lost so nearly

But Hayden, isn’t that the littlest thing?

You can still see, touch and sing!

True, it is not the worst to lose

And for many
years I didn’t muse

Until one day my mother was baking

A collection of treats she surely was making

She asked for a drop of vanilla essence

By the way, this
happened in early pubescence

So there I stood, holding the tiniest of vials

And thus began the greatest of trials

For I asked my mother sweet why it had no smell

And like dominoes the pieces dropped and fell

Next came doctors and test after test

Until they learnt the truth there would be no rest

Was it a tumor or perhaps a disorder?

The reason I could not smell, not even ordure!

Eventually the decision was made

And before us the verdict was laid

Anosmia, they said, and permanent too

I would never again smell, neither lavender nor
poo!


The Corruptor

-2000-






Michael, if you are reading this, I just want you to know one thing…

Thank you.

For everything.

*

Have you ever heard the phrase

“Friends till the end of days?”

I have a friend and boy oh boy

He fills me often with the opposite of joy

But as they say, good friends agree

But best friends make you go on a killing spree!

For I was but an innocent youth when first we met

Charming, lovable, my life was set

Into that purity a dark cloud emerged

One that twisted and rent and surged

He corrupted me, the noblest of hearts

And made me laugh at boogers and farts

So thank you Michael, for making life grand

By my count you still owe me twenty rand!

But although I joke and prod

I could not imagine a better sod

A friend, a brother, an equal to boot

I would never, ever, leave you on mute

And although there is now an ocean between

I will see you my friend, on the other side of the
screen…


Beyond Love


-2005-






If you have a pet, go and show
them some love.

You
never know when it will be too
late.

*

Love is the greatest gift, this
is true

But
love has its conditions, either
many or few

A wife, mother and son have their
day

When
there is absolutely nothing you
can say

To save yourself from their
troubled wrath

So make
clear, and avoid their
path

But a dog will love you without
rhyme or reason

They
will love you no matter the day or
season

So too was it with my darling
two

One liked to nap, the other,
chew

Charlotte and Emma, they were
called

One
forever in the sun was sprawled

While the other spent days
chasing all

But always ready to return at a
call

For
more than a decade they played and
slept

Until the time of reaping slowly
crept

One by
one they closed their
eyes

Is there nothing worse than
when a pet dies?

My Labradors did not forever
play

But I still see their faces,
wherever I lay

We are given only a scant few
years

Some more, some less, but all end
in tears

So hug your pets and hug them
tight!

I
promise you, child, it will be all
right…












Globe-setter

-2005-






“I’m not going to
ride on a magic carpet!” he hissed. “I’m afraid of
grounds!”

“You mean heights,” said Conina. “And stop being silly.”

“I know what I mean! It’s the grounds that kill
you!””

- Terry
Pratchett - Sourcery

*

World-strider, land-walker, tourist to all

From the Grand Canyon to the Great Wall!

I have been blessed, dear reader, oh yes!

With a family of explorers, I must confess!

From my earliest days they took me all over

From the beaches of Mauritius to the cliffs of Dover!

We stayed in hotels, resorts and more

It was always fun and never a bore

I recall Easter on the Gold Coast and Christmas in
Spain

Even those days in England with nothing but rain

We sailed between icebergs and climbed mountains of snow

We ate pizza in
Italy and down rivers we would row

Dozens of nations, hundreds of places to see

Without them, I would not be me

So thank you, mom and dad

You are truly, undoubtedly, very rad!


Certified Badass

-2006-






Hajime!

*

Bow to the master, bow to the foe

Prepare for war, prepare to know

The stronger will stand, the weaker submit

Only strength is shown, in the warrior’s pit

So land your kicks and dodge their strike

If you can’t take the pain, take a hike!

This world is not gentle and kind

It takes more than a sharp and steady mind

Strength of will
and strength of fist

Train both, or the ground’ll be kissed

This was my path, for years numbered ten

Training and
fighting in my karate den

Until finally the belt of might won

And I reached black belt level one!

But know this, I did not stop there

Taekwondo and
kickboxing I did ensnare

And at last a badass I became

Which is why it is truly a shame

That war and
bloodshed are not my thing

I’d much rather write or walk or sing!

Despite my years
of struggle

I would much prefer to hug or snuggle

Although those years were not a waste

I grew so much as that black belt I chased!


Sweet Home Louisiana

-2007-






AKA: the moment
in which my life veered off track

*

Fifteen years I spent in sunny SA

I thought I’d
always be this way

So imagine my surprise when my parents said

“Pack your bags and sell your bed!”

And just like that we hopped on a plane

I thought that my folks had gone insane

“Dad’s got a job in the US of A!”

“We’ll have a bigger house and much better pay!”

But I missed my
friends and didn’t care much

Whether we went
to LA or roomed with the Dutch

Still, I wondered where my legs would land

Perhaps California, where so much gold was panned?

Seattle, where the needle struck space?

New York, the churning rat race?

But no, my
parents said

We’re going south instead

So Louisiana
became my new home

This place we would live, these fields to roam

For almost two years I lived in that state

With Michael my only surviving mate

A message here and a call so often

Helped the heartache blow to soften

Now, you might think me bitter

And call me out
in Facebook and Twitter

But ultimately I am glad I went…

For in that place, such joy was sent

And I can say this with pride

Thank you,
Shreveport, it was one heck of a ride!


My Awakening

-2009-






Through fire, through ice, through deepest
despair, I will never
lose my stride.

*

Where do ideas come from?

Are they born, like a child from a mum?

Or are they built, like a home?

Perhaps they are collected in some tome?

For me, my idea
began as a dream

As my mother and I sailed the airstream

We flew home on
wings of steel and wire

In a few hours SA would be under tyre

At half-past midnight I awoke with a start

In my mind, I felt a shiny new part

A world of chainswords and re-mechs and more

Suddenly, my head was filled with plots and lore

Like a dam with
a tiny little crack

Idea upon idea began to stack

Slowly but surely the words began to form

And my mind
entered into a creative storm

The story in mind could not wait to be told

It would be
freely given, and never sold

And so Awakening was given life

My first little
child, far before my wife

Since that moment, that dam keeps on breaking

Story after story, the world keeps shaking

More and more,
as each book is read

So yes, I will surely write till I’m dead!


Middle-Child Syndrome

-2010-






Life was good when we were three.

But life became great when we became five.

I am so proud of all of my siblings.

Never forget
that.

*

For eighteen years I was the youngest child

I was quiet,
introverted and mild

However, my darling mother felt that three was too
few

She would add
more kids to our family stew

Enter the boys, so tiny and meek

To be sure, a way into my heart they did seek

At first, I missed my quiet and empty days

Upon the couch I
would sleep and laze

But with two infants I was moving every second

I don’t think I
ever stopped running, I reckon

From watching Barney to playing with blocks

To diaper changing and counting rocks

A dad at eighteen without the deed

Watering and loving someone else’s seed

For these brothers were nothing like me

Brown skin, dark eyes and oh so wee

But we have the same heart and soul

So I will gladly take on the role

Of a brother big and a friend in need

Even if it’s different blood we bleed

For I could not imagine a world without

My beloved, cherished, little louts


Heal What Is Broken


-2011-






Writer, Poet, Video Game Developer, Physiotherapist.

I know, I know. One of these things is not
like the other…

*

I never knew what I wanted to be

The world was too vast, too big, too free

Perhaps I would make games or work in a bank?

Perhaps I’d crunch numbers or drive a tank?

My mother, of course, saw a stethoscope around my
neck

My father, perhaps something to do with tech?

But in the end those were not to arise

And I became a physio, to my great surprise

It was not something I’d purposefully chosen

For in my
indecision my options had frozen

Nevertheless, I’m not one to complain

And I took to healing and reducing pain

Years and years of study went by

At UCT, atop the mountain high

Until the day in
which I was done

I took my diploma and went on a run

Now years have
passed since that fateful day

I’ve helped thousands to walk and children to
play

So no regrets,
that’s my decision

And thank God I’ll never make an incision

For helping the weak and broken and sick

Physiotherapy is definitely the best pick!


Soulmet


-2011-






Je t'aime aujourd'hui, demain et pour toujours

*

I never thought that I would meet

A person so
charming, beautiful and sweet

I wasn’t looking to court, to woo, to charm

I never meant to
offer my hand, finger or arm

So at first, you were just a new friend

One whom I really didn’t want to offend

As we studied together, physio and OT

You came to be
something special to me

I began to look for your shape

Around every corner, I’d search for your nape

And when I took upon your vision afar

You outshone
every galaxy, moon and star

Those days of sitting and learning

Those nights of chatting and yearning

Until I could hold nothing back

And I decided to go on the attack

A flirt, a deed, a date if you will

It took every ounce of my skill

But eventually you sighed and said yes

And to our union your father did bless

A decade together and many to come

I just hope I
don’t drive you to wine and rum!


Long Distance Lover

-2015-






The truest loves hurt the most.

*

I sat upon a beach of black and grey

My life, my lover, had gone away

Over hills and under mountains steep

From my arms, my heart, she did leap

For one year we
stood apart

For one year, I suffered a broken heart

I, in St Francis, with my parents to dwell

You, in Queenstown, in that far-off hell

But every night,
I would hear your voice

We would talk, cry, whisper and rejoice

And once a month you’d hop on that bus

And for a weekend or more we’d make a fuss

But soon, too soon, you’d have to leave

And just like that, it was time to grieve

For a love cannot in pieces exist

Although we fought hard to make it persist

After one year of heartache and rage

You were finally
freed from that ComServe cage

And as we drove to our shining new den

I knew that I
would never leave you alone again!


One Man Army

-2016-






Never have so
few done so much for so many.

Staff of St Georges Hospital, I salute you.

*

Listen to the peacocks as they squawk and scream

Remember the mission, remember the dream

To heal the sick and mend the broken

Recall the mantra for it must be spoken

Do no harm and
heal what you can

In here, on Death we’ve placed a ban

From the surgical ward to the ICU

To stand against
decay stood the mighty few

Day after day we toiled and faced strife

All to repair
bones and strengthen life

But not every battle can be won

And we cannot
save every father and son

Yet we keep going, time after time

Working forever, without reason or rhyme

For the strain is worth it, in the end

If we can just one more soul help mend


Forever and Always

-2017-






Every human has at least one perfect moment in their lives.

This was mine.

*

To have and to hold

Neither bought nor sold

A wife and husband wed

On a new journey led

It wasn’t an easy path, to be true

But at the end, the one there was you

Friends and family, gathered as one

Haters and malcontents numbering none

We had practiced our dancing and learnt our
speech

Finally, our big day lay within reach

Some had travelled far, others just round the bend

To those who couldn’t come, love they did send

I can still recall, waiting at that altar

Wondering if at
the last my heart would falter

As time passed on, my heart began to race

Soon I would see you bedecked in silk and lace

Finally, those mighty doors trembled

Husband and wife were to be assembled

Beneath the cross and before our kin

I wore the biggest and widest grin

A ring to bind and a kiss to seal

And with that, we made our love-bound deal

Forever and
always, that’s the plan

From me to you, your number one fan…


Rest In Paradise


-2017-






I miss you, Grandpa

*

Time comes, and time goes

To where and from whence, nobody knows

An age, a life, a journey ended

This hurt is not so easily mended

For I was there,
at the end of it all

I helped you stand, I prevented your fall

I walked at your side, as a physio must

I held your hand and earned your trust

They say not to
mix business and heart

But these two I could not keep apart

And so I was physio and grandson too

As I tried to help and failed you

We knew that
time had struck a fatal blow

And yet,
hopelessness we refused to show

Day after day, you stubbornly stayed

From this mortal coil you had not strayed

Until at last the call came through

And we knew, that we had lost you…


Pearton and Pandemic

-2020-






I had COVID before it was cool.

*

The bug, the
beast, the unseen foe

Back in 2020, about COVID we did not know

It was a spook, a specter, a danger unknown

Did it rest in the lungs or bore through bone?

For me, working
in an ICU daily

It was a dragon,
evil and scaly

Week after week, the numbers rose

So we wore booties and scrubs and covered our
nose

But I was
foolish, to think I was safe

From the guidelines I did strafe

I forgot to take extra care

And in a moment,
my defenses lay bare

Sickness came
soon and misery after

It took my smile, my joy, my laughter

Even my wife, in sickness and health

Took a share of my infected wealth

Together we sat and stewed for weeks

With runny noses and reddened cheeks

To me, a dark
fear boiled and slunk

Would I ever leave this deathly funk?

Until, one day, I awoke with a cry

And I knew, this was not how I die!







Spinning Plates Blindfolded

-2021-






When I was a kid, I wanted to make video games. I thought
that it would be as much
fun as playing them.

I hate past me.

*

Zeroes and ones, lines and code

I think that my pc is about to explode!

Why oh why did I think this would be fun?

I’d rather to my
temple place a one-bullet gun

But through this pain, I see a glimmer of gold

It matters not how many copies I’ve sold

To create is my
joy, to birth worlds my goal

Through poetry, books and games, I feed my soul

So I’ll watch a tutorial and then fumble about

I will not lose faith, scream or shout

I know that this too I will one day learn

Even if not a
cent I’ll earn

This isn’t about
money or fame

I don’t care if you don’t know my name

I simply have stories to tell

A thousand thousand in my mind dwell

Some come as
poems, others as games

A million characters, plots and names

I know that I will never tell them all

But I’ll get through as many as I can, before I fall!


Kia Ora

-2021-






Sure, let’s
change jobs and move to a country on the other side of the world
during a global pandemic.

What could go wrong?

*

For years we planned, hoped and dreamed

Guides, books
and info we gleamed

We prepared for the big move over the sea

A new journey for just you and me

And then COVID -the bugger- reared its head

And we thought
that our dream was truly dead

But still, we persisted and fought

We could not let it all be for naught

Luck, however, had not left our side

And we were able to book our glorious ride

Over clouds and mountains high

We soared and flew through the endless sky

And then, a mere forty hours later

We landed our enormous flying freighter

Two weeks in
isolation ahead

But all we wanted was a drink and a bed

I don’t know for how long we’ll stay

Maybe a month,
maybe till we’re gray

For now, I’m happy we’re here

At the bottom of
our small, blue sphere…


Little Ones


-2021-






Kids, if you’re reading this, I’m sorry
that your dad is/was
such a weirdo.

*

Blue or pink,
girl or boy

John or Jane, you’ll be our joy

For five years, a love fit for two

Now, we want to add a few

Be it one or be it ten

We’ll have Jonah, Susan, Riley or Ben

Blue of eyes or red of hair

We will show you
love and care

I hope that reading will be your thing

Or perhaps you like to sing

No matter what passions you choose

I will be your father, protector and muse

We don’t know when you’ll arrive

But to be better folk we will strive

A childhood of
whims and fancy

For little Mike or darling Nancy

But child, yet still unborn

I ask that you be not forlorn

Whatever you become, whatever you choose

Our hearts you can never lose

So do not fret about such and such

For your parents love you very much!


V

-2022-






I could spend a
thousand lifetimes telling you how much I love you

And it still wouldn’t be enough

*

Five years since our wedding bell rung

Five years since our new life begun

Half a decade of kisses and hugs

Half a decade of
fights and shrugs

We faced University and overcame it all

We surmounted every obstacle and vaulted every
wall

Now here we are,
five years wed

Loving you from
tiny toes to sun-kissed head

I have my flaws, you know too well

From my massive ego to my lack of smell

And yet despite the odds you’ve never left

After orchestrating my heart’s theft

No other lover have I ever known

To none other
have my dark times shown

Fear, loss and pain too real

To you alone will I ever kneel

So come, my love, and let us renew

For there is nothing together we can’t get through


The Eldest

-2022-






Hey nephew, if you’re reading this, your mom was an awesome big
sis!

*

Three brothers, two parents, but only one sis

So far apart, so much to miss

Now a mother yet
still so kind

From your great will to your awesome mind

Smarter than all
but not boastful or proud

Unbroken, unbent and never bowed

You voice your
thoughts and know them true

Even if the rest of your family kinda fear you

To make your way and do things right

From SA to UK and US took flight

An Irish lover and an American child

Yet always
classy, bespoke and styled

I know that you now live with kid and mister

But you will always be my beloved sister


The Weird One

-2022-






Sorry I took your spot as the middle child.

And the favourite.

My bad.

*

Older brother, big and strong

Never doubt, never admit you’re wrong

Strength of conviction shall see you through

Speak your words and speak them true

Always ready to go for a run

Already ready to keep up the fun

Riding jet-skis and clearing slopes

I could trust you to show me the ropes

How to be brave and how to play games

How to focus and achieve my aims

Our time
together spent watching Lost

Staying up late, no matter the cost

I have many brothers, this is true

But the only one older, is you

So thank you,
bro, for being the best

I know that you’ll always be around for the rest!


The Little Prince

-2022-






I taught you to
walk so that we could stand side by side.

*

Little brother number one

Little brother under the sun

Smart as a tack and always well dressed

No sushi? He’ll surely be depressed

Ready to start and ready to go

Although his name begins with No

A tiny infant,
barely eight months old

Now, an almost teenager and oh so bold

Where has the time gone, where has it went?

I think back on the twelve years spent

Bottle feeding and learning to talk

Carrying you before you learnt to walk

Asking for “big hugs” and pulling my hair

Watching Telly-Tubbies with such care

Upon my shoulders you handedly sat

Do you still remember any of that?

It matters not, for my memory is keen

And upon me, you
can always lean







The Second Coming

-2022-






One point for ‘nurture’, I suppose…

*

Little brother number two

Mighty as oak, strong as yew

A gamer like me, and just as good

Once tiny, now
tall he stood

Always ready to run and play

In Roblox he can undeniably slay

But he is no
potato of the couch

For on the field he’s certainly no slouch

Fast as
lightning and twice as loud

Of him, I am assuredly proud

Gone the days when I carried and kept

Gone the days when he wept and wept

Once so very afraid of the world

Touching grass his toes had curled

But no fear is fear for long

And my littlest brother is very strong

But know this, no matter the growth

To protect you is my eternal oath

So play on,
little brother true

I will always be with you
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The lessons you
taught me, dad, have shaped the man I have become.

Thank you.

*

At the head and
at the tail

The father sits, without fail

To lead the charge and cover the rear

He exists so that we feel no fear

My dad, as you should know

Has vanquished his cancerous foe

He is the greatest, the best, number one

I should know, I’m his son

Player of golf
and watcher of sport

He sits above the familial court

Justice decreed and punishment sent

I hope you know
how to repent

For none, not I, have worked harder than he

To ensure our family remain financially free

Around the clock and to the bone

So that we could
have every new phone

Fixer of homes and maker of cars

Here comes dad, king of the stars

Daughter beloved
and four sons endured

He’ll make sure
you’re fully insured

So thank you dad, for every last word

And having patience with this little nerd!


The Boss’ Boss
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The father is the head of the family.

The mother, however, is the neck that turns the
head.

*

Giver of life and maker of me

The greatest mother you’ll ever see

Five kids, none the same

Some seeking purpose, and others, fame

Yet equally given her love to us

No matter the sin, no matter the fuss

Helping and guiding every step of the way

By baking cookies and teaching to pray

And yes, there were times she’d snap

To heal and restore, she’d take a nap

Loving to walk and exercise too

And make old
clothes look like new

Fortunate we were, to have so much

Taught us to help those who didn’t have such

Always be patient, kind and true

If you aren’t,
head straight to the zoo

So mom, your burden the biggest to bear

But I’m proud to be your favourite heir!
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30 years behind, a lifetime ahead.

See you when I’m 60!

*

Listen to my story, listen to my rhyme

I hope you’ve had a good time

But now, my friend, you’ve seen it all

Every last scribble, word and scrawl

You know me as well as you can

So here, let me tell you my plan

For the past has passed and that’s ok

But the future could arrive any day

I still have so much to see and do

As for kids, I think I’ll start with two

Books? As many as I can write

So yeah, things look pretty bright

A game to come and more to share

I’ve got ideas coming out of my hair

I want to travel and see things through

I want to relax and take in the view

My life is mine and mine to make

Perhaps I’ll give this world a shake?

But even if not a single book sells

I’m still me,
from skin to cells

I don’t do this for glory and fame

I don’t need you to know my name

For as long as I can a single person inspire

I will go happily into the eternal fire

So come, friends, and watch me grow

Who knows how far I’ll go?
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If you liked this book please leave a review at your favourite
retailer.

Thanks for reading!
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