I could have loved him more

I closed my books and put off the lights

My thoughts were wanderings like gypsies do

I stretched myself on the wooden bed

My memories started rushing in

Hardly when two days passed

After my twentieth birthday

I lost my dear father

Half the part that gave me life

I recalled the day when

I was in the classroom, and

My aunt came and told me that

“Your papa is in hospital”.

I rushed to the hospital, where he was in

Ran through the winding corridors

So many faces I came across

Before I reached the nurses room

I stood there thinking what to do,

Dressed in white a nurse came, then

I told the name, she went inside,

In a while she told me, he was taken back.

I felt my eyelids becoming wet

I couldn’t believe what she said

I ran to my home, where I saw

His body lying on a coat

Covered with white cloths, up to neck

Thick black specks put on his face

With a holy cross at the end of the coat

I knew he is sleeping in peace forever.

Only that day I understood

How much he was loved by all

So many people came that day

Because they all loved him much.

Many times then I asked myself

Did I return the love and care

He gave me during all his life

In a way that  he really wished.

Miles and miles away from home

In loneliness, I  think about him

Then I feel that I could have

Loved him more than I did

Always when I lit candles on grave

The place of his rest in eternal peace

The breeze that blows whispers in ears

“You could have loved him more”
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