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Epistle from Yewo 

She turned into a clock, me, its hour hand. The 
battery that keeps me ticking is the universe. The gaze 
that keeps her relevant is the air. And people always 

look to us for their schedules.

She is dawn I am dusk - the twilight is our bond.

She is the dyke, I, water. If she breaks, I flood, the 
whole universe becomes another deluge story.

It wasn’t a big thing when it started. I thought the feeling 

would vanish like it always happened. Snap! Like a weak cord. 

But then the clicks kept on clicking and the clock kept on 

ticking. 

So you see? I thought we wouldn’t last. But GOD has his 

own plan, yes? I want to be part of this plan for eternity. 

You are slowly becoming the click of my heart, the rhythm of 

my soul and the verse of my mind. 
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Epistle from Yewo

You are restoring the faith I lost in love. I want to be here 

always; listening to your crazy stories. Actually, it’s crazy 

and lovely at the same time realizing that a month has gone 

without fighting. That’s unlike me. I owe the change to you. 

I hope we will share similar sentiments for eternity.

I have had my own share of misery and broken bones in my 

closet. But you have now given me a new book. The first 

chapter is done and I look forward to flipping the next. 

Let’s walk together in these remaining pages until the 

Almighty Father reward us for cooking beautiful art.

To eternity together, dear readers…
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The Canvas

He carried a knife in his hand and blood dripped from it. 

He recalled the scene from Macbeth and it didn’t make any 

sense. 

“This must be a nightmare” he thought to himself. But the 

sound of the clock hand on the wall told him otherwise. He 

felt the breeze blush against his face. He tried to feel his skin 

and the warmth he felt told him that he wasn’t dead either. 

He looked around and he didn’t see any dead person, but the 

blood on the knife was still warm. 

“Maybe I have killed a chicken” he felt some sort of relief 

wash down his spine. He rushed to the window. It was all 

darkness. Fear swept back. Nobody would wake up that early 

to kill a chicken. NO. He remembered he didn’t have any 

chicken. 

“What’s going on with me?” he asked himself. He felt his 

hair crawl all over his body. He looked at the window again 
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and all he could see were stars flashing up and shooting - a 

hope for another day. 

The nightingales sung sweet melodies. Tree leaves whistled 

to the dawn breeze. Stillness surrounded him. But his heart 

pounded hard. 

“What if someone finds me here holding this knife? Oooh, 

no…it’s way too early for someone to show up now.” He 

calmed his mind. 

“I will wake up from this nightmare! He screamed on top 

of his voice. He did unconsciously. He instantly clasped his 

mouth with his left palm. Darkness still lingered in the room. 

The knife had disappeared from his hand, yet he felt it there.

“What is happening? His body vibrated. Was it a movie? For 

once he thought he was acting.

Yewo had always wanted to be an actor from childhood. His 

parents, especially his mom, knew how important it was to 

encourage him to pursue his passion. She always encouraged 

him to perform in Sunday school plays. He used to play 

Judas, and sometimes Herod, in the story of Jesus Christ. 

He developed this passion through high school up to varsity. 
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He neither majored nor did he minor drama, but he became 

one great actor in college. He had studied Economics. 

At the beginning, whenever there was a play in the Great 

Hall (Chancellor College), he would go. Later, he joined 

CHANCO Travelling Theatre (CTT) and usually played 

villain in their plays. 

“Let’s stage Dr. Faustus” the director of the CTT suggested. 

“We have to adapt it because we have been hired by one 

religious grouping to civic educate people on the evils of 

submitting to the devil” he continued. Naturally, the role of 

Dr. Faustus was Yewo’s. He got his fame from that play and 

after graduating he didn’t find it hard to get himself into the 

industry. 

“Dr. Faustus” he heard an echo of his alias. He turned to see. 

Darkness blocked his sight. Dr. Faustus was the name he had 

worn since college days. 

The breeze kept whispering incomprehensible stories to 

him. The tree leaves kept laughing at him. The nightingales 

mocked him. As dark as it was, no star rented him its light. 
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Yewo felt the whole universe conspiring against him. 

Instinctively, he went on to switch the sitting room bulb. No 

lights! He was confused. He did not think straight. As he 

tried to open the door to the veranda, he heard a sound. It 

was a baby crying. He remembered his daughter, Walu, who 

was 4 years old. He rushed back through the thick darkness 

to the room where Walu’s crib was. He fumbled about into 

the room. He found the baby sleeping soundly. He rushed 

to his room and found his wife clinging to his pillow as if 

she were holding him. He slowly walked back to the sitting 

room, feeling defeated. 

Yewo leant his back against the wall and slowly pulled himself 

down as he covered his face with his bloody hands. He was 

sobbing. He remembered how he had gotten his wife. He 

remembered how he had flashed his uncle out of his life. He 

remembered how he had dealt with all the people who made 

fun of him. He remembered everything, just as if a mirror 

was playing everything in front of him. 

He remembered the Song of chickens. He cried bitterly. His 

daughter started crying as well. His wife woke up in confusion 
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and called out his name. The breeze turned into a tornado, 

the tree leaves shook violently and everything was about to 

be shattered into pieces when he saw a beam of light dawn on 

him…and everyone clapped their hands. The curtain closed. 
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Have you ever been suspicious of your own life? Has 
your life ever been spine-chilling, nerve-wrecking and 

heart-straining to the point that you think you are going nuts 
and the journey of your life is just some fantasy? Well, Yewo 
has to answer these questions, perhaps after that he will have 
happiness scribble its signature on his slowly-breaking heart. 
The mystery of Yewo’s life is written on a weeping canvas, 
and can at any time be whisked away into oblivion. 

His race is to find the rock from which happiness is forged.

Martin Chrispine Juwa 
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