                           Does it matter when there are days





that break my heart




when the burden of the afternoon sun






is overbearing;





when life goes on, day in and day out,





until friends and colleagues part




when the world hums and money churns,





angry jerks at myself, mouth foaming, 





seething?




Does it matter that success waits at my 





door





to crown me victorious and crowds hail





me glorious?




Does it matter that comfort ensconce





my skin, my wanton likes bore




good tidings in every turn, material riches





makes a layman delirious?




That whence I escape the beat of 





the day




and riches hunts me down like





a slave driven wild




that only solitude I wish in this





humdrum life, I pray,




the pace I wish turns mild.




And in the prayers I utter when





heaven comes down to earth.




I think of you, my lover, that paradise 





at my door waits.




Our souls have met, they say, in some form,





and again at birth.




In the cycle of life, my lover, heaven and 





earth declares us mates.




I miss you, o lover of my life for nothing





really matters.




Be the last “hail” of a dying day or richer





at my door;




Be the last cry of a humdrum life





ashen my soul is left in tatters.




Be a promise of the ‘morrow, yet you in my





midst no more.




Nothing else matters if you are far and





away




That I cannot hear your voice commanding





me to be near you





And voice turns sweet, the plea you utter





makes sway




You in my midst as I in yours, sweet





nothings you use to woo.




Ask me, ask me that I shall leave





this god-forsaken life.




Ask me to turn my back away from





whatever you declare.




Ask me to sail away with you





and leave this human strife.




A back-breaking wait for you to come





and offer me your lair.




I shall leave everything, my dearest,





for nothing does matter




When I hold your hand and savor 





your lips




When I lie quietly beside you





and hear your soft banter




When I touch your skin from shoulders





to hips.




Nothing else matter, for you are the world 





to me,




For you are my life, the key reason to be.




I can’t go on for my heart can’t see




what matters most is “you and I” are “we”.









We
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