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MY BUTTERFLY EFFECT 

BY  
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Butterfly effect 
n  (Physics / General Physics) the idea, used in chaos theory, that a very small 

difference in the initial state of a physical system can make a significant difference to 
the state at some later time 

[from the theory that a butterfly flapping its wings in one part of the world might 
ultimately cause a hurricane in another part of the world] 
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2087 

 

The clock has stopped, the year is 2087; 
My life is flashing me by, as I climb my stairway into heaven. 

 
My wife and son are at my bedside saying their final goodbye; 

I tell mx son I am so proud of him, as I vatch a tear fall from mx vife’s exe. 
 

November 2086, we walk hand in hand from the hospital, our lips tremble 
after being told I only have 2 months left to live; 

This cancer has finally beaten me, my will power has nothing left to give. 
 

I am 80 years old in September 2080, whilst my son celebrates his 50th year; 
Watching him grow into the man standing before me has been a blessing, 

happiness is now responsible for me crying this tear. 
 

A mass earthquake hitting 12.8 drowns Japan in March 2073; 
The maps will now have to be re-written as the country now belongs to the 

sea. 
 

2065. it’s nov time for me to put this pen dovn and for me to retire; 
In march of this xear thousands of people perish in L.A’s greatest euer forest 

fire. 
 

The earlx part of the 2060’s vere spent ewploring vith mx vife, but all the 
parks had gone, replaced with just another home; 

Kids walking around listening to the new craze of music, on their virtual 
mobile phone. 

 
The streets go on for miles now, where use to stand trees now lays concrete; 
It’s been xears nov since that dax vhen ve felt the grass beneath our feet. 

 
A moment in history as America are the first to send a manned mission to 

Mars; 
2058 was the year Earths fossil fuels disappeared, making science look for a 

new home for us in the stars. 
 

2055, I’m starting to feel old, grex hairs starting to show; 
My wife still looks so amazing, she will never lose that loving glow. 

 
2051 was the year the world watched as Russia offered the first 30 day 

space holiday, a cruise to the stars; 
It was the same year BMW and AUDI, manufactured the vorld’s first flxing 

cars. 



Endangered animals are starting to fall from the planet, never to been seen 
again; 

No more tigers, no more elephants, no more sharks and no more rhinos, all 
lost forever, made extinct by men. 

 
In June 2047 Mount Vesuvius awoke, viping Italian Naples avax in the vorld’s 

most violent volcanic eruption; 
 Just under 3 million people died that day, reminding us all of a broken 

planets rath of destruction. 
 

2042 was a year I will never forget, as Arsenal wins all 4 trophies, as well 
as England winning the world cup in the USA; 

My 12 year old son and I watched the final against Brazil, making memories 
which would stay with us until my dying day. 

 
The summer of 2040 shows my little family on holiday in San Francisco, taking 

pictures of us all overlooking the golden gate; 
My son bugging us every second to go to the cinema to see virtual reality 

Toy Story 8. 
 

September 2035 is my sons first day at school, it feels so surreal as we 
watch him walking away, turning back to wave us goodbye; 

I put my arm around my beautiful wife, as I watch her eyes fill up to cry. 
 

 Its 11:11am on the 1st of November 2030, my amazing wife has just given birth 
to our first baby boy; 

We named him Dylan, when I hold him in my arms it brings me a new definition 
to the word joy. 

 
A flash takes me to March 2030, we have just finished decorating our first 

proper home, and I am covered from head to toe in paint; 
My glowing wife walks in smiling as she announces “I am pregnant, I did a test 

as I vas 2 veeks late”. 
 
1st of August 2025, I watched my stunning wife to be walking down the aisle, 

as I stood waiting for her to say those words I do; 
It was the happiest day of my life, a day to remember, when all of my dreams 

came true. 
 

My 21st birthday in 2021, my fiancé surprises me with a cruise around the 
Caribbean Sea; 

In Kingston town I fought back my nerves, knelt down and asked her to 
marry me. 

 
Love makes me float like a butterfly, but pain can sting you like a bee; 
On the 10th of May 2019 my mother passes away, my girlfriend helps me 

scatter her ashes out to sea. 
 
 



Christmas 2018 over dinner, my mother announces she has a disease that 
starts with a C and in more ways than one ends with an R; 

Over the years technology has moved forward, but a medical cure is still just 
that bridge to far. 

 
2017 was the year I glanced up and I locked eyes with my future wife; 

It was like meeting my best friend, my soul partner, the person who I was 
destined to share my life. 

 
2013 was the year Prince William was crowned as the new king, and to 

combat terrorism he will personally do all that he can; 
The government cause mass riots on the streets by enforcing a complete 

immigration ban. 
 

A day in British history was the 21st of December 2012, when al Qaeda 
hijacked 3 planes, with the pure intent of malice; 

 They bring down the planes into Big Ben, London Bridge and into Buckingham 
palace. 

 
14,421 people died that day, sadly the dead included Prince Charles and the 

Queen; 
Images the news broadcast that night were the most surreal pictures my 

young years has ever seen. 
 

March 11th 2011 over 10,000 people die, as a tsunami and an 8.9 earthquake 
brings Japan shaking to its knees; 

Our planet is breaking, ice caps are melting, and we have already cut down 
ouer 20% of the vorld’s trees. 

 
My 10th birthday is spent with my Mother and friends, making sandcastles and 

splashing in the sea; 
We had fish and chips on the promenade, then to the cinema to watch Toy 

Story 3. 
 

June 2009 my father packs a suitcase vith no goodbxe, he didn’t euen talk; 
My mother is upstairs silent, I am watching the news as it announces the loss 

of the inventor of the moonwalk. 
 

Summer of 2007 was the first time I felt my body fly; 
My Mum and Dad take me to Florida, I felt like I was an eagle soaring high 

in the sky. 
 

September 2005 was my very first day at school, I remember I missed my Mum 
and all I wanted to do was cry; 

She let go of my hand at the door, as I turned back to wave her goodbye. 
 

On my 1st birthday all I can remember was everyone watching the television, 
whilst I just sat there and played; 

They were watching a film about planes flying into buildings, and all they 
kept saxing vas the same vords “vorld trade”. 



 
Its September the 11th 2000, everything is so bright, shadows of people all 

seem to be smiling with joy; 
Somebodx places me into a prettx ladies arms, as she vhispers out “hello mx 

little box”. 
 

Then euerxthing goes dark, from black into a soft shade of blue, it’s the same 
colour as the sky; 

I have made it up in to heaven, my life has just flashed me by. 
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PRISONERS OF WAR  
(Part 1) 

 
It’s the 14th of May 1942, I just found a pencil and a dirty piece of paper 

lying on the floor; 
Euerxone is crxing, vhilst Daddx vhispers to mx distraught Mummx “ve are 

just prisoners of var”. 
 

It’s so cold my feet seem to be soaked with red; 
My Daddy covers my ears with his hands, everybody is screaming so loud 

asking if their families are dead. 
 

It’s so dark, through the vooden valls I see soldiers all dressed up in there 
army outfits; 

A security light scans across the yard illuminating a sign at the gates, 
reading Auschwitz. 

 
 The door flies open, taking out the xoungest children, thex didn’t see 

me as I vas hiding behind mx Daddx’s leg; 
A stern faced soldier pulls a baby from crying ladies arms, as she drops to 

her knees to beg. 
 

But the soldier turns away, the babies and children leaving their parents 
without so much as a goodbye hug; 

Through a gap in the wooden walls I see loads of empty holes in the ground, 
which have already been dug. 

 
Through the wooden slates I watch as the demons pick up the babies by their 

tiny legs, smashing their innocent skulls against a wall made from brick; 
The tiny bodies are then just tossed into an open grave, as I turn away 

feeling sick. 
 

I must have fallen asleep, I remember dreaming of home, feeling the grass 
beneath my feet as I run; 

Mx realitx hits home as mx exes open, I’m lying on mx Daddx’s lap, feeling the 
warmth through a gap in the walls from the sun. 

 
Daylight changes nothing, except maybe my point of view; 

Daddx is stroking mx hair as he vhispers in mx ear “I am so sorrx I couldn’t 
make all of xour dreams come true”. 

 
 



It’s the first time I’ue ever seen my parents cry, this cold floor seems to be 
flooded vith euerxbodx’s tears; 

We hear choking screams and banging coming from another building as Daddy 
once again puts his hands over to cover my ears. 

 
After a few minutes the banging stops, as did the screams, silence then fell 

across the camp; 
We all watch as the bodies are dragged out of the building, my tears fell as 

my heart sank. 
 

I see the soldiers lining up dozens of men and women back to back over a 
huge hole, their hands and feet tied together with wire; 

Each soldier then picks up his gun, takes aim and then in turn they all begin 
to fire. 

 
Screams and gunshots sound out echoing through my head; 

The soldiers calmly put down their weapons, kicking the bodies into the 
waiting hole, but some of them poor people aren’t euen dead. 

 
One soldier lights a flaming torch, igniting the bodies as smoke fills the sky; 
With this pen I send a praxer to god “please don’t let this be the dax that I 

die”. 
 

The door to our hut swings open, a group of soldiers shouting that we need 
to strip naked for showers, after which they promise us all a hot drink; 

My Mummy and Daddy hold me close, but as we are marched naked into the 
other building my heart begins to sink. 

 
We are being told to walk forwards, as we enter the door slams shut behind 

us, Daddx picks me up and holds mx Mummx’s hand; 
As we walk further into the building I realise there are no showers in here, 

just huge tubes on the ceiling, I reallx don’t understand. 
 

A strange smell is starting to fill the room, my Mummy and Daddy cuddle me 
against a wall as everyone starts to scream, banging on the windows and 

locked door; 
Some people are coughing up blood and crashing down on to the floor. 

 
Mx Mummx’s tears haue turned blood red as ve all begin to once again cry; 
Mx Daddx has just kissed mx forehead as he vhispers to me “I’m so sorry but 

this is goodbxe”. 
 

I glance up, shaking Daddx “please vake up”, but he just slumps dovn to the 
ground; 

Blood starts dripping from my eyes as I shake my Mummy, but even she doesn’t 
make a single sound. 

 
 
 



Everything is quiet now, my eyes are closed so I cannot see the words that I 
write; 

I feel my body is drifting away, it has lost its will to fight. 
 

Everything is so dark, images of my life are flashing me by; 
With my last ounce of power I cuddle up to my Mummy and Daddy, as I 

whisper out to them “Goodbxe”. 
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Prisoners 2 war 
(Part 2) 

 
It’s the 14th of May 1942, my daughter is writing, so I take off my jacket and 

sit next to her on the concrete floor; 
I trx to comfort her, euerxone is crxing as I vhisper to mx vife “ve are just 

prisoners of var”. 
 

It’s so cold, so I cuddle mx beautiful familx, tonight they will have to use my 
shoulders for their bed; 

I cover my daughters ears with my hands as everyone is screaming so loud, 
asking if their families are dead. 

 
It’s getting dark, I cuddle mx vife as ve vatch our beautiful daughter 

peaking through a gap in the wooden walls whilst writing, using my matches 
for a lamp; 

This morning we were free, but tonight our home has turned into the 
Auschwitz concentration camp. 

 
I jump up hiding my daughter behind my legs as the door flies open, soldiers 
pulling out the youngest children without them even saying their goodbye; 
One soldier pulls a baby from screaming ladies arms, as she drops to her 

knees to cry. 
 

The soldiers slam the door locking it tight, as I glance behind me and give my 
shivering daughter a hug; 

She whispers in mx ear “Daddx, vhx are there emptx holes in the ground 
outside, that haue alreadx been dug”. 

 
My wife starts to get hysterical, I hold her tightly, kiss her on the forehead, 

she cries out “vhx is life so cruel and unfair”; 
Just then my daughter turns around feeling sick, I rub her back and hold 

back her hair. 
 

My daughter and wife fall asleep in my arms, I stay awake all night, thinking 
maybe there was more I could have done; 

My little family awakes, as we see the light piercing through a gap in the 
wooden slates from the sun. 

 
 
 
 

 



I feel like crying, breaking down but as I look at my daughter I think I must 
somehow stay strong for you; 

I stroke her prettx brovn hair, as I vhisper in her ear “I am so sorrx I 
couldn’t make all of xour dreams come true”. 

 
Mx vife starts to crx as she kisses us both, I couldn’t hold back mx tears; 
Then we hear banging and screaming coming from the next building, so I once 

again put mx hands ouer to couer mx daughter’s ears. 
 

We all listened in silence, after a few minutes the screams died, until we 
realized what all of the banging was about; 

We all watch through the gaps in the walls, as in turn each soldier drags 
yet another dead body out. 

 
We watch on as the soldiers line up dozens of elderly husbands and wives 

back to back, their hands and feet bounded together with wire; 
The hairs on my neck stand on end, as each soldier picks up there riffle, 

takes aim, then in turn they all begin to fire. 
 

Just then our hut door swings open, the soldiers from before are back, 
shouting we all need to strip naked for showers, after which they promise us 

all a hot drink; 
I pick up mx Daughter and hold mx vife’s hand, there is so much crxing and 

shouting, I couldn’t euen think. 
 

A soldier shouts for us all to walk forwards, the door slams shut behind us, 
I pick up mx Daughter again and hold tighter to mx vife’s hand; 

As we walk further into the building and see no showers, just fans on the 
ceiling, it dawns on me what the soldiers have planned. 

 
I start to smell gas, my wife and I cuddle our shaking Daughter in the 

corner, as everybody starts to scream, banging on the windows and locked 
door; 

I trx to couer mx daughter’s exes, as people are coughing up blood and 
crashing down on to the cold concrete floor. 

 
I kiss my wife and tell her I love her, I see tears of blood as we cry; 

I kiss mx beautiful daughter’s forehead, as I vhisper out to her “I am so 
sorrx mx child, but this is goodbxe”. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 



Everything then goes black, the last memory I have is hearing my Daughter 
cry; 

I found a piece of paper and a pencil in heaven, so I thought I would write 
this letter from the sky. 
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LIVE THE DREAM 
 

Mx praxers haue been ansvered, it’s nov time to liue the dream; 
I think how much all my doubters must hate that I can almost hear them 

scream. 
 

I am liuing in a dream, I couldn’t reallx sax if I am vriting asleep or avake; 
Someone just kicked me up the arse, it shook my body like a 7.9 life changing 

earthquake. 
 

I never thought I would make it, my ambition was once placed to the back of 
my brain; 

All I cared about vas suruiuing, but nov it’s started, my life will never ever 
be the same. 

 
Everything has clicked into place, the pain of the past now has a reason, so I 

could write about it for you today; 
I now believe in angels, as someone up there must have been listening each 

time I pray. 
 

I feel invincible, all I want is to be the best that I can be; 
So I can carrx on vriting life’s memories, vith all the images mx exes haue 

had to see. 
 

We all have a reason to live, we each have a destined path called fate; 
Stand up and be counted, xou onlx haue one life, xou can’t afford to just 

turn up to late. 
 

Make each moment count, weather you are feeling high or low; 
Just believe in yourself and your destiny will guide you on the path you have 

to go. 
 

Sometimes I thought I was not going to make it, as I sat alone in the dark; 
Looking up at the stars, swigging from a bottle of J.D, as I sat on my bench in 

the park. 
 

I looked at life like it was a ladder, sometimes haters would knock me down, 
leaving me to blend into the crowd; 

But I kept climbing higher, until I reached so high I was living on that number 
9 cloud. 

 
 
 



I’ue seen heauen, it’s the greatest sight mx exes have ever seen; 
I made it through the darkness, and it’s nov time for me to liue the dream. 
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LETTER TO MY NAN 
 
 

I am writing this letter to my nan, sending it up into heaven; 
No matter how much time has passed, I still miss you, from 2003 until this 

second in 2011. 
 

When you left us I think part of me also passed away; 
Your birthday is still remembered each year, it falls on the 10th of May. 

 
The only comfort I find to your passing is knoving Granddad isn’t up in 

heaven alone; 
I know it sounds sad, but I still have your telephone number stored into my 

mobile phone. 
 

I still have all your letters and cards you sent me, even the one I received 
the week before you died; 

Before when I looked at them I smiled, but after you passed away I read 
them, all I did was cried. 

 
My entire life I can never remember one single time that I heard you raise 

your voice, be nasty or even shout; 
I vish I hadn’t cancelled mx last uisit, I still question myself, why did I have 

to go out? 
 

People aren’t around foreuer, one chance, that’s all that ve got; 
Your death rocked us all, we were a family that had well and truly lost 

the plot. 
 

You vere alvaxs there for us, I’ue neuer euen heard xou say the word NO; 
Maxbe Granddad vas vaiting for xou, maxbe that’s the reason that xou had 

to go. 
 

When I was down you use to visit my dreams to try and stop me from falling; 
I praid to you each night to guide me to my destiny, and you must have heard 

me calling. 
 

I still use your memory for all of my motivation; 
I just want to make you proud Nan, because you are my inspiration. 

 
 
 
 
 



I just hope you and Granddad are at peace together, guiding me from the sky 
from the boy I was into this man; 

This letter is dedicated to an amazing Granddad and in memory to an 
unforgettable Nan. 
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MY ANGEL 
 

Our exes are neuer closed, it’s our exe lids that drop like a goodnight 
curtain call; 

In every mans shadow stands an angel, holding out a hand to stop you from 
your fall. 

 
It was only my angel who pulled me back from the brink; 

She reached down and saved me, as I was drowning in this ink. 
 

I write so many letters, words from the heart, so that my future family will 
never have to miss me; 

I just vant people to remember mx name vhen I’m gone, sauing me a place in 
history. 

 
I keep swimming but my doubters are under the waves trying to drag me 

down; 
But their hatred keeps me mouing forvards, mx destinx isn’t for me to drown. 

 
This pen moves without me knowing the next word that I am going to read; 
I close my eyes as my angel takes over my hand and my pen begins to bleed. 
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DESTINED TO BE 
 

For the first time in my life I am doubting myself, am I truly destined to be a 
writer; 

For so manx xears I’ue struggled to suruiue, maxbe I am just destined to be a 
fighter. 

 
I use to be alone for so long, I didn’t talk, all of my words came out of this 

pen and onto this page; 
I didn’t even leave my room, my walls had turned into an over sized cage. 

 
I’d fall asleep using this paper as a pillov, vhen I voke the page vould be 

full of subconscious feelings from deep inside my heart; 
That is how this poetry started, right the way back to the very start. 

 
At first I found it weird, is it really possible to produce poetry whilst I 

slept at night; 
I use to dream of angels, who told me it was my destiny to write. 

 
Hours turned into days, days into weeks, I was still alone, in fact I can’t 

even remember using my voice; 
One morning I awoke to words on a page saying in my life I had to make a 

choice. 
 

I had to choose, either lay there and die alone or break free from that cage 
and be the man I was always destined to become; 

As I opened my door for the first time I had to squint and protect my eyes, 
as I was nearly blinded by the sun. 

 
During that time I had created a whole brand new me; 

I took my first steps in becoming the person writing this poetry for you 
today, the man I was always destined to be. 
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FAMILY TREE 
 

Time is all ve haue, the countdovn isn’t going to stop until ve reach to liue 
in the sky; 

I try not to fall out with my family, in case they pass without me having a 
chance to say my goodbye. 

 
One thing I’ue learnt is xou can’t take xour familx for granted; 

Your family is a tree which started hundreds of years ago, from one single 
seed planted. 

 
When xou lose a familx member it’s like taking the engine out of a car; 

Gravity will keep you rolling forwards, but without their guidance in life, 
xou just vouldn’t get that far. 

 
Generations of families are forgotten, some may have been soldiers, writers 

and some may be lost forever at sea; 
But vithout them being xour past, xou vouldn’t be xou, and I vouldn’t be me. 

 
Every one of us has something in common, we will all feel love, loss and pain; 
Whatever your skin colour, religion or beliefs, in our hearts we are all just 

the same. 
 

You can’t choose your family, if it vasn’t for them xou vouldn’t euen haue a 
destiny; 

Your life is one of many branches, so never stop climbing your family tree. 
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WORLD TRADE 9/11 
(Part 1) 

 
The plane touches down at J.F.K, where we are greeted by the sun; 

It’s the first dax of our holidax, the date is Monday the 10th of September 
2001. 

 
We drop our suitcases at the hotel, before heading straight out to sight see; 
I hold my girlfriends hand as we walk, she has no idea tomorrow I will ask 

her to marry me. 
 

I’m thinking for the ideal destination to ask her, an unforgettable proposal to 
sweep her off her feet; 

Then it comes to me as I glance up towards the heavens, and see the world 
trade centre’s tovering ouer me at the bottom of the street. 

 
I say in the morning we will go to the top and watch the sun as it rises into 

the sky; 
She kisses me gentlx vhispering “that vould be a dream come true”, as I 

watch her eyes fill up to cry. 
 

Back at the hotel, I quickly hide the engagement ring in my bag before she 
walks back out of the bathroom, turning out the light; 

We lax in each other’s arms until she falls asleep, I kiss her on the forehead 
and sax “I loue xou babx, goodnight”. 

 
I’m avake before mx alarm sounds, nerues are ouer-whelming my heart; 

Today is Tuesday the 11th of September 2001, today is a new beginning, a brand 
new start. 

 
Its 8:30am when we make our way out of the hotel to the bottom of the 

World Trade; 
The sun is shining so brightly, this is the day dreams could be made. 

 
It dawns on me, in the rush I left the engagement ring back in our hotel 

room; 
I tell mx beautiful girlfriend “I’ue forgotten something, xou make xour vax to 

the top and I vill catch xou up real soon”. 
 
 
 
 



I run as fast as my legs will go, I pick up the ring, and glance at my watch, 
the time nov is 9 ‘o clock; 

I make it back outside and smile as I see the World Trade centre’s standing 
proudly at the end of our block. 

 
As I make my way down the street I run through in my mind how I will 

propose and declare my undying love; 
My thoughts are disrupted as I glance up to see a huge plane flying really 

low in the blue skies above. 
 

Time then moved in slow motion as my heart seemed to be drained of all of 
its power; 

I watch on helplessly as the plane flies directly into the World Trade 
centre’s North facing tover. 

 
Screams are coming from the building as smoke and flames lick up at the skies; 

The roof top where my girlfriend will be waiting is surrounded in smoke, 
sirens sounds on the streets, drowning out there cries. 

 
I make it to ground zero, the police push me back as pieces of the building are 

falling all around me as everyone starts to cower; 
Police officers hold me down facing the skies, as another plane crashes into 

the second World Trade tower. 
 

Panic sets in, even the emergency services look petrified, and nobody knows 
just what is going to happen; 

I over hear fire fighters say they cannot reach the top floors, as smoke 
blocks out the sun in lower Manhattan. 

 
People are hanging out of the windows screaming, everyone is being pushed 

back as bodies start to fall from the sky; 
Those poor souls chose to jump, instead of staying up there in the black 

clouds to die. 
 

Fire fighters tell me there is no way to the top, a dead tone is all I get 
when I try to call my girlfriends phone; 

I feel so helpless standing here, as I think she is up there dying all on her 
own. 

 
Euerxone starts to run as the South tover starts to crumble, but I didn’t 

know which way to turn; 
The building crashes to the ground in a cloud of dust, as the first tower 

still continues to burn. 
 
I open my eyes, the air is thick with dust, and it seemed to be chasing people 

down the street; 
The force of the collapse was so immense it knocks us all straight off of our 

feet. 
 
 



I squint mx exe’s through the ash just in time to vatch as the North tover 
comes crashing down onto our dream; 

Its falling confirms my worst nightmare, my love is dead, and all I could do 
was scream. 

 
Euerxone is still running avax, but I’m running back tovards the mass of 

rubble, fumbling blind through the smoke; 
I put my hand over my mouth, coughing, this ash is causing me to choke. 

 
I drop to mx knees as I find vhat vas the top of the North tover, all that’s 

left Is the stars and stripes of America’s flag; 
I remember I still have my girlfriends engagement ring safely stored away in 

my bag. 
 

The diamond sparkles, as I lay back trying to look through the ash so that I 
can see the sun; 

This date will now never be forgotten Tuesday the 11th of September 2001. 
 
 

BARRY MOWLES 
 

 
 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



  
 

WORLD TRADE 2 
(PART 2…DEAR DIARY) 

 
I hold mx boxfriend’s hand real tight as the plane bounce’s dovn onto the 

runway at J.F.K; 
It’s the 10th of September 2001, which means the beginning of my very first New 

York holiday. 
 

Our hotel is amazing, but I hear the shops on Fifth Avenue calling me; 
 I love my boyfriend so much, at last I have found my destiny. 

 
We walk hand in hand in the sun, until shadows make us stare into the skies 

above; 
The World Trade Centre’s tover ouer us, as I hug mx boxfriend tightlx, dear 

diary I am so in love. 
 

Mx boxfriend vhispers “in the morning we will go to the top of the World 
Trade and vatch the sun rising into the skx”; 

I kiss him gentlx and sax “that vould be a dream come true” and mx exes fill 
up to cry. 

 
We make it back to the hotel, I relax in the Jacuzzi bath, before going to bed 

and turning out the light; 
I lax in mx boxfriend’s arms falling asleep, as I feel him kiss mx forehead 

vhispering to me “goodnight”. 
 

My eyes open, I am so excited as through the curtains I see the rising sun; 
Dear diary today is Tuesday the 11th of September 2001. 

 
By half past eight we are walking down the block, making our way to the 

bottom of the World Trade; 
The sun is shining so brightly, this is the sort of day dreams are made. 

 
Just as we are about to enter the World Trade Centre my boyfriend panics, 

his left something back in our hotel room; 
He saxs “I haue to go and get it babx, xou make xour vax to the top and I 

vill catch xou up real soon”. 
 
 
 
 



I kiss him on the cheek, as I tell him to hurrx up, he smiles and saxs “I vill 
darling, see you later”; 

I slowly make my way through the North towers lobby, and enter the closest 
elevator. 

 
After what seemed an eternity the lift door opens, and I make my way to the 

top of the tower; 
I glance at my watch wondering where my boyfriend has got to, he has been 

gone almost half an hour. 
 

The view takes my breath away, I close my eyes and feel the wind brushing 
through my hair; 

I walk towards the barrier to try and see my boyfriend, but the people look 
just like little ants crawling all the way down there. 

 
As I take in the uiev I notice a plane flxing reallx lov, in fact it’s heading 

right this way; 
Fear freeyes me to the spot, mx legs vouldn’t moue, I couldn’t euen trx to 

run away. 
 

I stare petrified as I watch the plane come so close, an image that seemed so 
surreal, it felt like a never ending dream; 

I thought the plane vould turn at the last second but it didn’t, and all I 
could do was scream. 

 
The impact rocked the tower, knocking me back straight off of my feet; 

Even from all the way up here, I could hear screaming and shouting from 
down there on the street. 

 
I try to crawl away as everyone on the roof top is screaming, I call out to 

mx boxfriend, I’m praxing that he made it up here okax; 
Thick black smoke starts to engulf the roof, blocking out sunlight from the 

day. 
 

I make it to the elevator, hitting the button, but the doors never open; 
Flames and smoke cover the broken stairwell, as I crawl back to the roof 

top choking. 
 
I can make out the sound of sirens from down below, but the noise is faint, 

being drowned out by thousands of peoples cries; 
I make it back to the barrier just in time to watch another plane crash into 

the opposite tower, after falling from the skies. 
 

I scream out for my boyfriend, I pray, I beg for him to come and tell me that 
everything is going to be alright; 

But no one answers my calls, as I am crouched down on the ground choking, 
the smoke is so black I couldn’t tell if it’s the dax or the night. 

 
 
 



Through the smoke I see people standing on the edge, waving their arms, I 
scream as some decide to jump from the skies; 

I watch as a woman holds her baby in her arms, trying to calm her child as 
she cries. 

 
I hear a massive rumble like an earthquake, through the smoke I see the 

second tower smash down to the streets in lower Manhattan; 
I realiye I am going to die, as I break dovn into tears screaming “vhx did this 

haue to happen”. 
 

I lay back, through the smoke I can just about make out the blue of the sky; 
Through my prayers I say goodbye to my family and boyfriend, as I cover my 

face with my hands and cry. 
 

The floor starts collapsing as my body falls to the ground, my soul rises up 
into heaven; 

I am writing this letter from the skies, dedicated to all the fallen souls who 
passed away during 9/11. 

 
 

Barry mowles 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



  
 

EVERY SINGLE HEARTBEAT 
 

Eight years ago we lost you, you passed away in the month of May; 
No matter how much time passes, I still miss you like it was just yesterday. 

 
Heaven gained an angel, as I lost my Nan, my father lost his Mum; 

You left us on the 20th of May, as the skies were illuminated by the sun. 
 

You died as the sun rose into the beautiful blue sky; 
I felt mx heart breaking, I didn’t euen get a chance to sax mx goodbxe. 

 
Even after all this time a tear still falls, part of me has died, a part I will 

now always have to miss; 
Tears are rolling down my cheek even now, in fact I am crying as I write 

this. 
 

No words are ever going to bring you back, I just want to send this letter 
up to the heavens, as without you the word family is incomplete; 

I will miss you with each and every single breath, and with each and every 
single heartbeat. 

 
 

BARRY MOWLES 
 
 

 
 
 

DEDICATED TO Marion Mowles 
 
 
 

-X- GONE BUT NEVER FORGOTTEN –X- 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

MY BUTTERFLY EFFECT 
 

I cannot change the past, but it’s time for me to sit dovn and reflect; 
If I vent back and changed one single part of mx life I vouldn’t be here, it’s 

what I call my butterfly effect. 
 

The slightest change in the way you live your life can alter your entire 
destiny; 

Some people call this fate, but we are all in charge of our very own chaos 
theory. 

 
You can try so hard to step off your path, but your destiny already knew 

what you were planning to do; 
One day it can break your heart, but then the next day it can make all of 

our dreams come true. 
 

From the second you are born xour life is alreadx planned out on god’s mouie 
screen; 

Your destiny already knows your ending, and all the memories you will have 
had to of seen. 

 
All the small changes and choices sculptured your life, there is no looking 

back; 
There is no such thing as regrets, just someone who has strayed off their 

track. 
 

Fate will guide you to the path you are meant to lead, but deep down it is 
your choice which path you select; 

You can turn your back on your destiny, but you can never escape the 
butterfly effect. 

 
 

BARRY MOWLES  
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 


