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PREFACE
Wanda, My Love is a collection of poems on love and pain. Itis a
book that brings forth memories and dreams that a young
heartbroken man and the love of his life, Wanda, shared during their
love life which blossomed into marriage. The book recounts of the
man’s life when she finally meets his beloved after a number of
unfruitful love relationships. It also describes the events that
transpire after the woman dies leaving behind a man, sad and
broken than she had found. The painful reality that she is gone tears
him apart. Yet, he can’t help it; his life and choices revolve around
Wanda, his love.

The book exposes thoughts and letters filled with love, pain, doubt,
uncertainties and nostalgia.
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WANDA, MY LOVE
Wanda, my love

| will search for you in mounts and vales
| won't be shaken by either roars or tremors

Without you | will be a lost man in mist

Will you hold onto thin threads of life for my sake?

Wanda, my love
| will listen to your fading voice with agony
My encouraging voice will keep you calm
You will emerge victorious over raging storms

Will you not have a flicker of hope in your troubled heart?

Wanda, my love
| will be there in good and worse times
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| will make your face bright like a galaxy
Warm breaths on the nape of your neck will tickle you

Are you not the red ruby on my Irish watch?

Wanda, my love
| will swim through the highs and the lows
Be it miles away from the seashore
| wouldn't wait for the shimmering waters to recede

Will we not rise over the howling oceanic waters?

Wanda, my love
| will sit by your side on the patio of the parlor
The noon sun melting ice-cream onto our palms
| will feed you from my bowl to satisfaction

Will | not lick the tiny drops on the corners of your mouth?
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Wanda, my love
| will look at your charming eyes with love
| will assure you of my love again and again
Under the fluorescent lights of Mocha, | will ask:

Wanda, my love, will you be my partner in life and death?
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LOVE OF MY LIFE
A tiny piece of love

Hums in the hems of my heart
It lulls and wakes me from sleep at night
| think of Wanda's silhouette in a satin dress

What if, this feeling has turned into a fantasy?

A busy breaking bridge
Stands in between our glasses
| stare at the frail fringes of its metallic threads
That holds where we once stood in pure innocence

What if, its imminent collapse never sees our reunion?

A naked night

Full of a thousand dejected clouds
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Dance on the trajectory of the full moon
It reminds me of the stars on the mat at her door

What if, what has been left is a buried parcel in wait?

| think of my beloved
When | see them on wooden fronts
Their eyes resemble those of my wonderful other
Bright like the radiance of the setting orange bulb

What if, she is not the love of my life?
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ROSE OF DAWN
Oh my rose of dawn,

| picked you among wild roses
Dull like the petals of hibiscus at dusk
Even if you know of the dark pages of my heart,

Your face is always bright like a gay sky in May.

Oh my rose of dawn,
| have showered you with love
With the littlest things | can afford
Littlest things like attention and affection

| know still, I haven’t earned an ounce of your love.

Oh my rose of dawn,
| sold the whole of me to you

| am mature enough to know
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That you harbor no feelings of love for me

ut regrets or di
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I WILL WAIT
I will wait for times

| will wake up to kisses

Linger warmly on my lips

| will wait for times
| will watch your lopsided smiles

Form at the corners of your mouth

| will wait for times
| will admire your dimples

Punctuate the smoothness of your cheeks

| will wait for times
| will incessantly stare at your eyes

Captivate me with their beauty

I will wait for times
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| will listen to the sonority of your laughter

Ring in my ears like a thousand melodies

| will wait for times
| will feel the touch of your palms

Tickle my skin with tingles

| will wait for times
| will gaze at the contours of your curves

Animate my blood stream with love potions and concoctions

| will wait for times
Gallantly walking you down the isle

When you become mine lawfully wedded.
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IF I GIVE YOU MY LOVE
If | give you my love

Will you reciprocate it

From the depths of your heart

If 1 give you my love
Will you tender and care

The wounds that pulsate in my heart

If | give you my love
Will you exterminate my fears

And give me your word of promise

If I give you my love
Will you leave my body pale

Or make me forget the scars of my past?
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IAMIN LOVE
| am in love with a sadistic angel

Her elegant neck is a gazelle’s
Her hips are two hills that rise
The twisting contours on her body awes me
Despite her deceptive and listless nature,
She is a fern livable in my vase in summer
Wedding bells are just a surprise due to ring

Will unbroken vows bind us till death?
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LILY OF THE EAST
| look at your eyes

Lie under purple hues of mascara

And my breath edges to a pause

| look at your face
Bright like the rays of the rising ball

| won’t mind watching you from dawn till dusk

I look at shadows
| see you in every figurine

I love looking at your ‘shadow’

| think of you
With the passing of every minute

| desire you, even in my sleep
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YOUNG LOVE REBORN
Take me back

To a midnight train
Down the memory lane
Back when we were eighteen

And our hearts beat in harmony.

Take me back
To memorable times
We spent under bleak bulbs
As rain drops on the frosty windows

Trembled in jealousy of two innocent loves.

Take me back
From the haze of oblivion

Did you ever think of abandoning me?
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Didn’t we rekindle our love again and again?

n’t | be a man

25



MIDNIGHT SUN
Oh my midnight sun,

Shine bright like the morning sun
| long to feel your warm touch

Warm like crimson rays on my skin.

Oh my sobbing moon,
Let me wipe away your tears
Let me see your moonlit smile

| love the smile of the full moon.

Oh my dim star,
Light the skies with brightness
For my world is gloomy and forlorn

| am a midnight crawler in a dark night.
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Oh my fading light,
Let me keep your diminishing hopes alive
For we are in this boat together

Amidst the angry, howling tornadoes.

Oh my bruised bird,
Let me sing all night long
Sweet tunes for my nightingale

Let my beak heal your wounds.

Oh my waning wisp,
Let me hold you close
That you may feel warmth

Together we shall rise, rise and rise.
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IF I DIE
If | die

Will you play the good and dutiful wife
As was written in our papers:
Bury my body with dignity

A bouquet wilting at nightfall?

If | die
Will you be there for old times’ sake
Wearing a black dress to my funeral
To affirm of my good fights

And to see me before my final journey?

If I die
Will you be a cold hearted reptile

Hiding your crocodile tears in a veil
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Flanked by a few female friends

In precipitous attempts to calm your wails?

If | die
Will there be still a tiny grain of love
To take care of our young children
Them, you swore to raise with love

Before we parted without apologies?

If | die
Will my fears grow anew in my grave
On your embroilment in battles and tussles
Pitting you and your in-laws

Over my hard earned pennies?

If | die
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Will you suspend your soul into sojourn
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AND IF
And if

My lips tell
Of tales of my life
Promise me, take them

Intact with you, to your grave.

And if
Tears flow
From mine eyes
Find in your kind heart

To wipe them, sweet saline drops.

And if
| ever find

Myself in your arms
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Wrap my helpless body

embrace, no g
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BEYOND AND BEYOND
Beyond and beyond

A little nest of shimmering rays
Rolls a red ball bright like a rose
Saunters across the blue cloudless sky

To the horizons beyond and beyond.

Beyond and beyond
The dim face of the moon
Walks from its hideout with a smile
Her bleak beauty lighting the black blanket

That covers the shadows of trees and animals.

Beyond and beyond
The waters of the sea

Tremble at the slightest hush of waves
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And take with it the cool breeze of green palms
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OF SOFT WHISPERS
Do you still want to hear

That your whisper is like a poetic meter

Your syllabic lilts a sweet song to my ears?

Do you still want me to talk
Of the tingling sensations your words' proximity sends

Coupled with the naughty nibbles on my earlobes?

Do you still want to be envied
When maidens see curves of my ghostly smiles

Even when you whisper God-knows-what?

Do you still want to know
That | love how whispers contain our privacy

From prying busybodies and listening walls?
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MY MOON
nuggle close to my sid
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OUR LAST PHONE CALL
Remember our last phone call

When the dark night was illuminated
By a constellation of stars
| told you | adore you than stars

In a blue cloudless sky.

Remember our last phone call
How it broke the brittle silence
That ensued after our previous call
And brought you closer to me than ever

Even if you were miles away.

Remember our last phone call
How | whispered sweet words

Words that tickled your insides
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Until you couldn't repress your laughter

How else would you have known of my humour?

Remember our last phone call
In the night | recited my vows
And renounced my promise of love
The moon can attest to that dear

A night that refuted your doubts.

Remember our last phone call
That marked the beginning of a voyage
Through uncharted waters and territories
| am glad here we are, still intact

And the sea as clear as daybreak
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'US' APART
Since the day | took you in,

| have thought of your company
And, of your toes a step behind me
| have heard a word go around;

Of these romantic gestures and tows.

| have thought of the mooing cows
And, of bells on necks of bellowing bulls
Sound in unison from the distant plains

Here | am, held up with you my love

| miss the soft touch of cold dew on grasses.

| have thought of my hardworking hands
And, of sweat oozing from mine pores

Once, | used to till and harvest farms
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Now, my palms are used to your smooth skin

Oh! Play and no work make me a dull man.

| have thought of the clash of waters by the river
And, of cold nights of sips and gulps of beer
You got rid of everything | loved my wife
| miss them dear; the fights, gatherings, manly talks...

Now | have to sit and watch you cook and sleep.

| have thought of 'us' apart
Not at an arm's reach, not a stone throw away
Far, beyond the laughter of lone hyenas in thickets

| hope to find myself again, find the old young me.

You think so too, don't you?
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LOVE UNDER THE SHEETS
In a dark starless night,

Our forms lay sprawled side by side
Our eyes locked in a spell of love
Ravaging desires burned in our pores

We made love yester night.

Like two young loves,
We clasped each other’s hands tightly
We stared at each other longingly
Pure jealousy was written on the ceiling

We made love yester night.

Every moment she aroused me
Every part of me throbbed for her

| desired sleep no more but her
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Under the big blue bleak bulbous head

We made love yester night.

We lay entangled all night
Felt replenished each second
Our bodies were covered in sweat sheen
As our energies met in the middle

We made love yester night.
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IN THESE MEANDERS OF LIFE
| have seen people

Good people like my son Chester
Bad people like killers and frauds

In these meanders of life.

| have seen deeds
Good deeds done by good souls
Bad deeds | have seen and kept quiet of

In these meanders of life.

| have seen things
Things beyond my thoughts
Things my lips have earthed

In these meanders of life.
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| have seen the light
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DEPTHS OF DESPAIR
| sat with bated breaths

With my phone on my hands

Waiting for a message or call

A minute turned into another and another
The more | clung on the strings of hope

| sank deeper and deeper

When you remembered me

| was long gone, buried with my hopes

Buried in depths of my despair.
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CASSANDRA, LINDA OR AMANDA
When she steps into the world,

| will hold her in my arms
Touch her curly fingers

And her chubby cheeks

| will call her Linda
Or it better be Cassandra or Amanda
See, a special name for my girl

A beautiful girl just like her mother

Her hair will never be trimmed
| can’t wait for day they’ll be silky
Just like my friend Panda’s

| will learn to plait her hair into ponytails
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When she starts to walk,
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UNBROKEN PROMISES
| promise

To walk by your side
In every journey that you take
Not only in the vast plains of gravy zebras

But also in the rugged vales of death.

| promise
To swim with you in the rough seas
When the waters howl in joy
At the perils that befall us

| won’t stop listening to you.

| promise
To be the best husband for you

Be the reason for your sunburnt smiles
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Even when the sun sleeps and night falls

And the sickle moon dimly illuminates the dark.

| promise
To raise with you beautiful babes
Them who will resemble their mother
Their beauty will glow like the morning sun

And their kind hearts won’t need atonement.

| promise
To abide by my promises
Let these stars in this young night
Be witnesses to my solemn vows

Till death do us apart love.
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AT CROSSROADS
| know | said a thousand words,

Bases to unbroken cords

| stare at them hanging mid-air.

| know | talked of many places
That | could take you with my wheels

| feel to lie to you no more.

| know | promised a good life
Away from sweet little bread crumbs,

Not with all these bandages my dear wife.

| back away like a bruised bird
Today or tomorrow, | might be deceased

Yet | have nothing to give, but a disease.
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IFS
If | wasin a sea

In the deep blue waters
Swept by angry torrents
Would you swim to save me

Or would you let me drown?

If | was in a storm
Its whirls sweeping off my feet
Like a piece of paper in the air
Would you come and rebuke the winds

Or would you watch me die from your panes?

If I was out in the open
And the sky sobs from her pains

Cold drops falling on my skin
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Would you open your door for me

Or would you let me get drenched.

If | was sleeping like a baby
Positioned like a fetus
And fire burns my roof
Would you salvage my charred pieces

Or would let the embers burn me to ashes.

If | was deserted
Because of being a baggage of burden
Because of tough times that embrace me
Would you let my head lie on your bosom

Or would you pass by with disgusted look?
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CITADELS OF LOVE
Fill my heart to brim

With genuine and pure love

Love | have never known of.

Let me feel the gentle hands
That encompasses soft touch

Pat my back with assurance.

May your sweet words
Reach my ears like cool music

Let me succumb to trappings of your love.

Let me, a prodigal son feel creamy kisses
Packed with possession and passion

In these citadels of love.
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UNDER THE LIGHTS OF MOCHA
| looked at her brilliant eyes

That spelt nothing but love
And the picture of a fine man
Lost in the beauty of a young woman

| couldn't take my eyes off her eyes.

I listened to her velvet voice
Soft than chirping sounds beyond
Gain the attention of my ears
| found joy in her contagious giggles

| felt lost in two worlds, mine and her's.

| knelt before her in anxiety

With a tone of sincerity, | told her:
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'l hope to spend my life with you,
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WHEN I CAME BACK
| was no more a husband

The soft breaths of my rose had gone
Like a flower in a dry season she had died away
The warm kisses of the sun on my skin

Were incomparable to the kisses of my rose.

| was no more a father
My two little lilies, my babes
Knew not the joy of my world no more
Tears flooded from the banks of my eyelids

| could never bring them, not even my grief could.

| was no more a happy man
| felt everything come to a stop

| only remembered their memories
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And wept for the roses at the graves
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TAKE ME
Take me

Holding my hand tight
Throughout the clouds and skies

Till we step on the stairs that lead to paradise.

Take me
Far from the pitiful crowd
Far from wails and dirges

Hide my sullen face drowned by tears.

Take me
Away from men and moles
Nothing pacifies my bereaved heart

Only your soothing voice can.
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Take me
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DEATH'S WHISTLE
| have heard and witnessed his work

When he blows his whistle,
He must take away a man without fail

His coming pains like a prick of thistle.

When he blows his whistle,
He does it without an ounce of remorse
Without heeding to calls of pardon

He leaves rivers of tears take their course.

He is a treacherous and crafty animal,
Who blows his whistle deep in the night
And take souls in their deep slumber,

He fears the embers of an angry sun.
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When he blows his whistle,
He does it in a melodramatic tune
And dances in skillful moves,

To rejoice and celebrate another life.

When he blows his whistle,
Lives cease to breathe for a moment
And ask fearfully in hushed whispers:

Who will embrace his bosom?
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IN A DARK COAT
Death, you are a heartless robber!

How many times do you creep stealthily
Deep in the night when souls are lost in slumber?
For years, you have been an unwelcome guest
You rob our young blood, loved ones and the old
Without an ounce of remorse or conscience,
You leave our faces drowned in a lake of tears
How many more will you take from us?

How long will we lament of your torments?

O cruel beast, depart from our midst!

Immortality must flow in our veins.
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SPECKS OF A SWEET HAZE
These flashes and flashes

Brings back events into my befuddled brain
Buried deep in the ocean at the back of my head

They take me back to a realm of forgotten reality.

These pictures and pictures
Makes my ashen face soak in a lake of tears
In pictures of moments we spent in bliss

How | wish everything was a time warp.

These nights and nights
With stars illuminating the cloudless sky
Reminds me of nights we lay side by side

Under the watchful eyes of the moon.
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These shadows and shadows
Makes me reminisce of times
That our forms got entangled in dark nights

And left memories of a sweet haze under covers.

These flowery hems and fabrics
Remind me of a rare jewel
Which left behind a silhouette of a man

Left me with nothing; not even a tiny grain of love.
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MY LIFE
| spent

m afraid | lost you

" Here I am % /)
.‘ ,
\ \Alone by my eIf’ "

- Likeoldtimes.
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WANDA, MY OTHER HALF
| didn't have a mother

| only had vague images of her
| found a mother in Wanda, my other half
She didn't resemble my mother

But her bosom, a bed of red roses, gave me comfort.

| had no hope when | met her
Her encouraging words gave me hope
Her eyes, two twinkling stars, gave me hope
When she died and left me solo, my hopes waned

| am afraid | might not have hope; not now...not ever.

Before her, my heart had never loved
When | loved her, | gave her a half of my heart

Just like she loved me more than herself
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Now, | am lost in the love of my other world

anda, my oth
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I LOVED YOU ONCE
When | look into your charming eyes,

| still see sparkles of true love
Crystal clear like a cloudless sky
| feel this urge that made us a thing

Yet in some way it is an insult to my heart.

When | sit on my balcony in a lonely night,
| feel the red eyes of a witch watching me
A witch who once trapped my heart with charm
Her, who left me gasping amid bubbles of excitement

At the end, she left me with nothing; not even grief.

| reminisce of the near past, oh image of my departed!
As the blue retreats to the sandy beaches,

So will my heart long for you at every blink
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| fear, | might not break your bones or your heart
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EYES OF MY LOVE
She had these eyes

Bright, bulbous, brown eyes

Shone like the front lights of my Mazda.

| remember her eyes
Gentle like a dove's

Yet piercing and penetrating.

My love had these eyes

When | took a gaze at them,

| got lost in her world, of our love.
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CHRISTMAS BIRD
She had a voice

That appealed to my ears
A sweet song to my ears

Sweet like a Christmas bird's.

She used to sing
With her soft voice
Soft than whispers of palm trees

Her voice raised the depths of my soul.

She used to hug the broken me
And like a child lulled me to sleep
| have never been sure of anything;

She gave me hope to live another day.
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BED OF ROSES
She had on her chest

A bed of roses
She used to put my head on it

Close and tightly, as if her life depended on it.

She had a bosom
She used to hug me, let my face rest on it
And ruffled, if not plucking my long shaggy hair

| enjoyed it more than anything.

She had this comfort zone
For when | lay my heavy head on her chest,
My sorrows ebbed away; my head became light

| felt at ease and peace.
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She had two supple oranges on her bosom
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EMBERS OF LOVE
When | looked at her,

She ignited a fire
None could extinguish.
When she touched me,
She made my skin hot
Only her kisses could cool.
She made me have this feeling
It flowed in my blood stream

In embers of love.
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THROES OF PAIN
Throes of pain once again

Knocked on the doorsteps
Of my heart yester night
My body plunged into a storm

Greater than the monsoons

My heavy mind cogitated
Over the bruising reality
Of the sudden turn of events
Hit where it hurt most

With untold intensity

With the hurt | have endured
| wish | could coil in a recluse

My heart is a hermitage of resentment
77






WORLD OF TEARS
The world you left behind

No longer smiles like old times
He frowns his pale face

Sad like a grieving widow.

The world you left behind
Has been pushed into a precipice;
The only place he finds peace

The only place he parts with memories.

The world you left behind
No longer shows his teeth
And echoes of laughter are unheard

He only knows the fall of saline drops.
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The world you left behind
Feels nothing but raging emotions
Feels chaos is a recipe for peace

He has nothing to salvage.

The world you left behind
Basks in pain and despair
Stepped upon by feet of all walks

Wounded and ripped apart.
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FORGIVE ME WANDA
Forgive me Wanda

Wherever you are | pray and hope
Make a mental note to take a glance
At this bunch of azaleas before they dry

Dropped by hands that separated us by a sea.

Forgive me Wanda
Shimmering-haired specters lurk under my watch
Time and time plucking the happiness you left
Backbiting is their clarion call

In vengeance to ruckuses and bloodless deaths.

Forgive me Wanda
| sit under the full moon at the groove

Palled with a bottle to comfort my sorrows
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Soft tunes from beaks a balm to my wounds

Till the rising sun is full in the eastside.

Forgive me Wanda
Beyond the thick kei-apple thorns
Tetchy figures sneer and chide
Mindless of ghosts that haunt unbidden

Given the man | have eventually turned into.
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CHESTER
| had dreams of having a baby boy

A baby boy, dark skinned just like his father
| wanted every time | saw him,

| saw a mirror of the young me.

| had dreams of having a baby boy
A baby boy like me, and unlike me
I made a lot of bad decisions

| wished he would never be like me.

| had dreams of having a baby boy
Wanda, a woman | found on a deserted street
Gave me a bouncing beautiful babe, a boy

| had not the dreams to have another, but Chester.
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| buried my dreams of having a son
When she left me, a broken fatherless man
She left me with nothing; not even my dreams

Yet his dark skinned face keeps coming back.

| keep thinking of the unknown veiling my dreams

| keep thinking of my son Chester.
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PAIN
Pain is like a knife

That stabs the flesh
It penetrates only once

Yet you feel like it's a thousand times.

Pain is like a nail
Sharp as if it has been filed
It goes through a feet

Followed by a painful cry.

Pain is like a hot rod
When it touches the skin
It feels like a taste of hell

With no way to save oneself.
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Pain is like a wound
It throbs every second
Pleads for healing

But the pus hums all night.

Pain is a beast
Merciless like Lucifer
It roams like a footloose cat

Finding a prey to devour.

Pain is like an arrow
Poisoned at its ends
Kills slowly like a malady

| wish it had an ounce of sympathy.
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IN THE MIDDLE
| am a lost man

In a foggy nowhere
No hand to give me hope

No distress call forthcoming

| am a silhouette
Living amongst mortals
Without a tinge of humanity

Without an ounce of love

| am a paper;
A torn page from a book
Floating in a storm

Trying to find serenity
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| am a wandering hermit
Seeking peace of mind
It is a rare gem to find

Everything seem to head south

| am a forgiven sinner
On a desolate crusade
My sinful nature is forgiven

| still see red traces on my hands

I am a footloose traveller
In the midst of murky territories
There is neither quitting nor bowing

| must reach the high heavens.
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SHE LEFT A DAUGHTER
She left a beautiful daughter

A daughter with almond-shaped eyes
And a birth mark on her back

To remind me of our short-lived union.

At the fall of the devil's coat,
Her life faded like a dream
The tiresome sun took her home

She left a beautiful daughter.

Our daughter calls her in dreams
She asks why she never came back
She misses her presence, so do |

She left a beautiful daughter.
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Her picture hangs on a frame
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NO GOOD-BYES
When the painted Mahogany touched the earth,

My departed, you forgot of our acquaintance
No phone calls
No postcards
No letters
No goodbyes
To immerse me
From the shallowest depths

Of despair.
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IN THIS LIFE OR THE NEXT
Somewhere in my head

| will try not to keep a memory
Not even of the merry moments
Memories would not bring all | have lost

In this life or the next.

Somewhere in my heart
| will have no ill feelings
Of the price this love has cost me
Of my love life in the know

In this life or the next.

Somewhere in the May weather
| will remember not to grief

| will forget | had a son
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| will forget | had a life




THE PAST
| buried the past
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IN THE DEAD NIGHT
Demons! Tears? Scars.

Demons keep me company at night
Tears drop from my bulbous eyes
Scars replay afresh in my heavy head

Which one should | talk about?

Demons! Tears? Scars.
Demons break loose to haunt me
Tears drown me in a pool of salty drops
Scars make my heart bleed tons of crimson

Which one gives me sleepless nights?

Demons! Tears? Scars.
Demons entice my ears with tales of my past

Tears burn my cheeks as they fall on my chest
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Scars remind me who truly  am

Which one makes me think like a penniless noble?

Demons! Tears? Scars.
Demons play guilty games with me
Tears plead for forgiveness of sins

Scars flash flowing rivers of red

Which one makes me regret?

Demons! Tears? Scars.
Demons offer a chance in the life hereafter
Tears strike a deal of leased redemption
Scars seek to turn into unhealed wounds

Which one offers me a second chance?

Which one?
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EVERY DAY, EVERY NIGHT
Every time

| close my heart
| fearif | let them in,
They will all leave in the end

And leave me broken, a bruised bird.

Every time
| seal my lips
| am afraid if | speak,
They will only betray me

And hurl my secrets to the wind.

Every time
| am in deep thought

| think of my long gone love
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Her, who left my eyes gushing tears

it has been hard
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WHERE DO BROKEN HEARTS GO?
Do broken hearts lie still

Beating without a hitch
And treading undefeated uphill
Or do they fall into a pitch

Full of hopeless and pained souls?

Do broken hearts find solace in pubs
And happiness in flirty smiles in clubs
Their sorrows ebbing in stupor
Or do they get satisfaction

From dripping drops of desserts?

Do broken hearts feel rhythm
Of rhapsodic tunes of love

Tunes that bonded and broke them
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Or do they stick to their lanes

And let pain engorge their veins?

Do broken hearts grow anew
Restoring their brightness once more
And bloom like roses in May
Or do they wither like a bouquet
When the sun goes down?

Where do broken hearts go?
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TRAPPINGS OF YOUR LOVE
This night you left me intoxicated

With a few bitter sweet kisses
Sweet kisses that burned my throat

Oh, | feel the trappings of your love.

This night you were my muse
For when | tasted your love
| felt nothing, but the taste of life

Oh, | feel the trappings of your love.

This night | saw a million flashlights
From bulbous heads in the dark
Whilst | staggered to my little home

Oh, | feel the trappings of your love.
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This night | felt a lot of things:

Frenzy room
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WHERE DO I BELONG?
Do | belong among departed souls

Sauntering six feet beneath the soil

Them that would wholly accept me

Or do | belong among mortal moles
Full of life and love

Yet they also hate and despise?

Do | belong among roses that bloom
In the brightness of the morning sun
And in the smile of the full moon
Or do | belong among dull petals
That washes away their loneliness

Under dim neon lights from bulbous glasses?

Do | belong to disillusioned hopes,

103



Charred hands and smell of booze
The ones that prefer to keep me company
Or do | belong to unfaithful faithfuls
The kind whose sins hide in white robes

Where do | really belong?
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VAGUE IMAGES OF MY LOVE
When a woman passes by,

Young and beautiful, with distant brown eyes
| see my broken self in the moist muddy mud
In front, she beckons with a pained smile

Pushing back the loose strands on her face.

When a drop trembles on my lashes
And falls onto my cheekbone,
| remember the tears on her eyes
| remember the tears on mine eyes

It gives way to a pool of tears.

No day passes without my heart calling
Calling and begging a kind soul

To hold and hug the frail me like she did
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These kind souls pass by without a nonchalant look

hope: vague i

106



THE WORLD YOU LEFT BEHIND
A world of tears

Tears that stream in rivulets
Rivulets of a river that never dries
From our eyes that look at the skies

Is what you have left behind my sunshine.

A world of memories
Memories we never lost
Never lost in lanes and fields
Fields filled with echoes of laughter

Is what | have amassed in remembrance.

A world of broken hearts
Hearts that weep for a loss

A loss that we can never replace
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A void filled with pain and anguish

Is what will be whole again for your sake.

A world of hope
Hope for a better tomorrow
Hope for a better future and life
Hope to be our guardian angel in afterlife

Hope is what you left behind my better half.
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OLD, DARK GOWN
When the sun goes down

And bulbs dimly light the town,
The dark will kiss my beautiful scars
Make my distant eyes glow like stars

But, | will keep wearing this old, dark gown.
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WISHES IN THE DARK
| wish

There was a lamp
To light my paths
And guide me to safety

For | grope like a thief.

| wish
I had a guardian angel
To protect me from demons
Whose throats are thirsty

They bay for my blood.

| wish
The full moon was there

Shining its bleak light
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Smiling in between a galaxy

To give me hope of living.

| wish
The night was alive
With merry fireflies
Blinking to give an awesome sight

To keep me company in a gloomy night.

| wish
A shooting star thought of me
Appeared from nowhere
To grant my wishes

For | crave for light.
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SOLILOQUIES OF A SOLITAIRE
| love the chirrups of birds and crickets

Their sweet and soft euphonies livens the air
Breaks the cords of the pregnant silence

Silence gladdens my heart than crowds.

These ears take my life a notch higher
| keep them open at night to keep me safe
| know an enemy creeps in the dark

He would love to exterminate this serenity.

| agree, | haven’t brushed bodies on the streets
| miss being around them sometimes
My longing is incomparable to inner peace

Eyes and mouths are too harsh for my liking.
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I love suspenseful silence
The occasional rattle of leaves scares me
The echoes from the other side will kill me

The dead will bury their own.

Boredom pacifies my lonely soul
Silence admonishes my torments
Silence chokes my sorrows

Silence will seep life out of my flesh.
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LOVE IS IN THE AIR
Love is not in my heart

| can tell you that without doubt
| have never felt this feeling | have heard of
But believe me, my unloving heart is fragile

Many | have lived with have broken and tore my heart.

Love is not in my lips
I don't understand why
But my lips sing 'l love you! | love you!"'
In a seductive and enchanting way

| don't know why these lips betray my heart.

Love is not in my blood
But when | see pretty women,

| tell them that their names sing in my blood
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They give me this beautiful smile | long to see

| am sure it is only because my heart is fragile.

Love is in the air
Among these innocent young lives
| have seen the chemistry between them
| know it is this love thing; love is in the air

With this wrinkled face, would | even feel this love?
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LOVE
Love is a rusty old man

Who begs around for a home
Some embrace his dirty coat
Some run from its charming appearance

| don't believe in this madness of love.

Love is a poisoned chalice
Whose contents are bitter-sweet
How many gobble it up without thinking?
Some survive, some are destroyed by it

| don't believe in this madness of love.

Love is a serrated blade
Whose handle is a bleakness of pearly clouds

It is a mark of darkened fingerprints
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It slays innocent lives in cold blood

| don't believe in this madness of love.

Love is a hopeless hope
That the blind turn to as a fortress
Some endure its pricking thorns
Some part ways with this gospel

| don't believe in this madness of love

Love is a wild animal
Which roams during daylight and night
Some fall into its traps of lustful eyes
Some are lucky to escape its crafty nature

| don't believe in this madness of love.
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SWEET SOLITUDE
Leave me alone

To writhe in pains
Motivated by broken pieces
Piercing my heart with contempt

And my bones feeling the gains

Leave me alone
To ruminate the predicaments
Facing me aback and afront
Then let me gather my garments

And take sole responsibility of my battle

Leave me alone
To feel the effect of whips

The world beating me down
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Many words numbed in my lips

And my tears subject to sentimentality

Leave me alone
To seek the comfort of solitude
Let me wait what's in store for me
Even if it means heeding calls by death

Amid dissenting voices from a multitude
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GENUINE LOVE
Before we talk of genuine love,

Does love exist
Or we reside in what we’d never have

Under spell-binding duress of a hypnotist?

Does love exist
Among the mortals holding this abstraction
Under spell-binding duress of a hypnotist

Or my heart has never felt this emotion?

Among the mortals holding this abstraction
Does one in love feel "unloved"
Or my heart has never felt this emotion

That hums in the blood of my beloved?
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Does one in love feel "unloved"

ill feel this kind
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WHAT IS LOVE?
Love is a mad man

Roaming in dirty rags
Who takes him in as a friend?
It is like signing a death note

Don't talk about love.

Love is an ugly old face
Whose voice patronizes like a boss'
Who wants commands
And be a puppet doll?

Don't talk about love.

Love is poison
Hanging like a bale of clouds

Who wants to taste it
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And throw up tons of blood?

Don't talk of love.

Love is a demon
With horns on the forehead
In the form of a sadistic angel
Who wants to fall for pretense?

Don't talk of love.

Love is a chameleon
Today it resembles orange rays
Tomorrow it wears a dark coat
Who wants to be burned by its touch?

Don't talk of love.
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HARD-EARNED SWEAT

Don't ask me many questions
Is it my problem that my hard-earned sweat

Goes into purses when dusk falls?

Don't you see why | am still poor?
My sweat melts instantly from my pockets

When a sadistic angel sits on my laps.

Don't remind me of commitments
| cannot afford the price of a veil

| can only afford to pay for a lodge every night.

Don't talk about children upbringing
Who wants to be called a deadbeat dad?

| can't even raise a penny for a lovechild.
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Don't talk about a late wife
Is it my problem that my hands drop

A few notes for a petite shadow?

Don't lecture me on how a man lives

Is it my problem that they milk my wallet?

Don't they know I'm susceptible to weakness?
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ONCE UPON A TIME
Nights rip my heart into smithereens

Let mine voice yelp in painful silence
Like a woman going into labour

| wonder how | reached this point.

Nights make my eyes shed unshed tears
Longs to cry for all these unfortunate years
Years of anguish and pain

Years of unanswered prayers.

Nights tear my flesh into shreds
Makes me helpless like a man on a precipice
| need these moments yet | don't

Without them | am no one yet | ain't someone.
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Nights warm my skin with cold
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EMOTIVE CURSE
These emotions

That dwells in the depths of my soul
Give me persistent migraines
And push my mind into a sea

Amid galling uncertainties.

These emotions
Make me do unspeakable things
That my mind learnt without choice
| wish my back had wings

To fly me to a recluse.

These emotions
Provoke the society at large

| am called a pariah;
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A footloose man of modern generation

Born and adapted perverse morals.

These emotions
Sometimes are pleasing but hurt
Sometimes are sated but thirsty

Sometimes are clear but confusing

Please tell me, am | an emotive curse?
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WHERE WERE YOU?
Where were you

When | was disoriented

I, a grotesque picture of myself.

Where were you
When emptiness sucked me

Shut me from the world.

Where were you
When numbness took control

At the detriment of my wellbeing.

Where were you
When my eyes mirrored the Antarctica

From uncontrolled wills for a Hennessey bottle.
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MAN OF THE CLOTH
There was a time | turned to the cross

Every time | held it close to my chest,
| thought it could comfort my heavy heart

Filled with rage and anger.

There was a time | knelt humbly
And my lips trembled in prayer
Yet | was still hurting and paining

One day, | saw the futility of praying.

There was a time | desired the robe
| thought it could make everything go away
Every moment | reassured myself of hope

One day, | wanted to be a man of the cloth no more.
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THIS NEW ROAD
A bank of huge dark clouds

Stand on my way in the horizon
| thought | had had enough on my plate
| thought the coast was crystal clear
The more | face the heftiness afront, | falter

And so does yesterday creep and seep.

On the middle of a lonely road | stand
Bruised, confused and bemused
| reassure myself again and again
Of a tomorrow hiding within
Yet the wind whispers; he has nothing, not even hope

And so does fading voices linger; poor man, he is heartbroken.
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WHITE HOUSE WHISKEY
Every night | hold its neck

Let the contents burn my throat
Without a minute of second thoughts

For five years, it wasn’t my comfort in my lows.

Every night it gives me courage
To let my burdens in the open
Every minute the bitter grapes convince me

To love the bottle; nothing more, not even a woman.

Every night | spend at the barman's
And let the night slip away from my arms
Such beautiful nights, nights of stupor

| sleep on the wooden counters till three.
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Every night | promise myself

white robe an

el bo

136



RED ROSES
Bright petals, bright like brilliant blue waters

Bloom in these beds of life and love
Full of life like healthy little lads.
Oh beautiful thorns, | apologize

For the weakness | feel when you kiss my skin.

A sweet smell of succinct roses
Fills the very air the land breathes
Oh red roses, | apologize
For the pain | feel from the knives

That cut deep through layers of flesh.

Oh thoughtless and clueless beings,

| feel the scent of red roses; smell of death.
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A DARK BLANKET
| love when night falls
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WHERE IS THE WORLD?
| am tired of crying

Crying my eyes to silence.

| am tired of troubles

That pales my face like a sickly being's.

| am tired of fears

Fears of the fearful | have become.

| am tired of my sorrows

Someone, hold them off a little.

| am tired and tensed

Even if there's nothing to worry about.
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Where is the world?




IN MY DREAMS
| saw a young boy

Full of innocence
Flow in his blood

He turned into a lost man

| heard his cries
Eerie cries, they were
From the depths of his heart

He sank into the hands of despair

| listened
To the throbs of his scars
He stood paining, helpless

Trapped in his pulsating wounds
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| watched him
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JUST FANTASIES
| thought of myself as the devil

Horns, hairy skin, tower of fear...
Prowling under the canopies

In search of flesh and blood

| thought of my huge fingers
Cup red liquids like a mug of wine
As drops fall on damp leaves and soil

Through tiny holes on my palms

| thought of cold nights
| would pay visits in their sweet sleep
Every night they would never sleep

For fear of monsters and nightmares
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| thought of myself as a dark mystery

ike a silent, eeri
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THESE LAST MOMENTS
These last moments

| have spent behind my fireplace
My veins longs for a little cold warmth
Scattered beneath the ashes under the cold

Once, | felt the fiery beauty of flames warm the night.

These last moments
I have spent behind a portrait
Of the fireplace | used to sit near
The memories of yesterday pacify my heart:

—The shatter of wood and the paint of brushes.

These last moments
| have felt my body die away

Like a dying candle in the chilly night
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| pray, when my time finally comes

lasp the walls
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AT THE HEELS OF LIFE

When sunset knocks my door
Her fading rays hitting your feet,
Remember to carry my frail body,

Lay and cover it with linen.

When the clouds drops its tears
In respect to the looming sadness,
Let them wash the emptiness

Known to your heavy heart.
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