... In the silent wind

Swarming up to my spines, 
The lusty fingers, 
As I walk, 
In the silent wind. 
Singing the eternal elegies of life, 
My mind crumbles with the bygone years, 
Played in the tattered strings of seclusion, 
Provoking my core with an enormous thrust, 
Cracking up my heart with ablaze, 
I can hear my blood seethe, 
As I walk, 
In the silent wind. 
The fate of my survival, 
The spill of the fiery memoirs, 
Tormenting me brutally, 
Stabbing my soul second by second, 
Tears that streamed down my eyes, 
Turned acidic today, 
I hear them still bawling, 
As I walk, 
In the silent wind.
….this is how I die everyday

Like the penetrating touch of cactus, 
Leaking my soul constantly, 
I urge myself to sleep in harmony, 
Yet my eyes disagree. 
Those absolute venomous voices, 
Relentlessly ring like a nightmare, 
My ears exhausted, spirit frustrated, 
Wake up each day and find myself devastated, 
Endlessly my heart yelling at life, 
The violence past my joyful face, 
Know not how I describe. 
I can see my blood spill, 
From the wretched and abandoned, 
Like the slice of heart so dead alive, 
With immense cries and shrills. 
The pain that takes me towards the woe, 
Misery besides me no one knows, 
Tears make a sea as I lay, 
This is how I die everyday.

Essence of Autumn

Like glitters of gold
they spread over the tranquil earth

leaving the portrait spellbinding

and ready for a new birth

a canopy of diverse colours

welcoming hearts so quixotic

sitting upon and beside

savoring the fall so pretty

as I walk upon them and feel

the golden maple under my feet exposed

I pick one up feeling its softness

beckoning an act of repose

beside standing the tree of oak

showering foliages on the grasses

turning the field from green to yellow

without any crudeness or hustle

a glance in the evening

I see my nature serene and quiet

the path of amber cloak

breathing autumn from day till night.

From an old chair

I am the load carrier 
they come and sit upon my lap 
sometimes taking a small nap 
I am the oldie Chair. 
I am never emptied 
for they do not leave me alone 
sharing on me an ice cream cone 
nor am I ever pitied. 
I hate Fat Paul 
who lounge upon me with his packet of chipps 
farting upon my stomach so deep 
his size like a huge football. 
Li'l Mary plays wid me 
I am her kitchen and she the chef 
cooking with her hand left 
and making a cup of tea. 
Grandpa reads the newspaper daily 
reading aloud the words, I listen 
to know the regular incidents 
along with her daughter Shelly. 
In the sun they take me at times 
family breakfast at eight 
or sometimes late 
may be after nine. 
I am a member since 50 years 
when Grandpa bought me along with his bride 
in a carrier of horse ride 
I have seen my family's smiles and tears.

I do not know why

I do not know why 
the sudden wind comes up 
through the wretchedness 
ruining the beauty of earth 
with its rage. 

I do not know why 
the sun shines 
so outrageously 
that nature is bound to hide 
her face beneath the shade of clouds. 

I do not know why 
the mind of human 
dwells in the home of devil 
becoming the fate 
of others' lives. 

I do not know why 
the child cries 
coming out of its mother's womb 
though it's an occasion 
a festive moment. 

I do not know why 
the kitten runs after its mother 
though it has to spend 
its entire life 
being self dependent. 

I do not know why 
the mountain stands so still 
even in the seductive power 
of breeze passing by it 
each moment. 

I do not know why 
the tears come down 
even when I stop it 
sealing all my emotions 
sealing all my love. 

I do not know why 
so many questions 
arise, though the answer 
hidden in the core 
of life.

I remember...

It's been 10 yrs., 
when I last saw your face, 
when you looked into my eyes, 
the reflection of your face made me look more younger. 
The melody of your words, 
still ring in my ears, 
when you used to say, 'You mean to me a lot', 
I looked down, feeling so shy, 
and my eyes were filled with tears. 
We used to walk hand in hand, 
enjoying the silent song of the breeze, 
you used to carress my hair and take me in your embrace. 
Remember our first kiss, 
we had in the empty terrace, 
the world felt so fresh and new, 
the best thing that ever happened. 
The songs that you used to sing for me, 
I still remember it's lyrics, 
feels like you are still here, 
watching me thinking of you. 
And now that 10 yrs. are passed, 
I feel like decades passed away, 
when I last saw your face, 
so pale, so faded, 
and they took you away from me. 
I screamed, I wept, but you didn't come back. 
I still remember.... 
I still cry... for that love still exist... without you.

Illusions of you

A fairy-tale moment.. 
What my eyes see, is not true.. 
But only, the illusions of you. 
Within the midnight blues.. 
I talk to myself quiet and low.. 
Elegies of my heart and soul.. 
That is where I find my love so lost.. 
Whether my eyes open or closed.. 
Nothing I see but only, illusions of you. 
Daylight hours, the crowded street 
Your words those sounded so discreet 
Inside the coffee shop I sit.. 
Thinking a while of those hours and minutes.. 
Among all the people passing by me.. 
Nothing I see but only, illusions of you. 
Twilight occurs, the sensation lasts.. 
Memoirs of my emotions past.. 
Haunted love, my companion must.. 
Where autumn and shadows make their cast.. 
Among them flow tears from eyes blue.. 
Open my eyes and find just illusions of you.

