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Warrior

You are awarrior, not
writhing on the cob
hoofs beating i
before too long,
and the worm sca

who undermine you
e under the hoofs...gone...

For, you are awarrior, not aworm!
You dry therain.
Nothing will hinder you
from rising above your pain!



Evanescent breath

Like aleaf from atree
you suddenly became evanescent.
Everythingislikeit used to be
| am bearing the heart omnipotent.

| feel the love hunted,
no treading upon the earth.

| got my wings again,

that’s my second birth.

Like the breath on your skin

thislifeis everything but everlasting.
Behold the world welivein, &

hear the cry you are causing.

| feel that we sho

leave this body, leave th

Take my hand andbeli
Let us prevalithe
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New eyes

Let go of your dreams,

let go of your illusions,
forget the wishes of your greedy heart,
take alook at the world with new eyes.

Only then will you succeed,
only then will luck knock on your door
and the greedy heart will not bleed
anymore, anymore.

A \
Free your mind, &
free your soul 7
of the sham words and desires:
Stop coveting more and mori‘“ X
stop dancing on the floor
where your dreams

but in fact, they ar
Y ou hurt Your, wit,

you hlﬂa

You your pI ace.
n

|sn o stars!
You sh |drealise
ing to embrace

but y |OVI ng ones.

ity

And don t forget to breathe
J<dlowly, having no wish!
Forget every need
and you' Il find the true bliss.

Y ou will need new eyes
to watch the world in a different light.
Y ou don’t need adisguise
to liberate your soul from the tarnished shine.



Thelast heartbeat

Fell asleep in the midst of my insomnia,
just when | thought | could not breathe
a breath returned like a plethora.

In that dream | did not see you,
in that dream | wrote to you.

The poem was the shortest ever written
The pain was the strongest ever felt.
It had one word and one word alone

for my pen dried out my soul.
| guess| died in that dream
thinking of you,
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| guess | heard my last heartb
losing my love for you! x .

Died in an instant!
Lived in asec
Wrote for the
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The Marchioness

There’ s a chasm yawning betwixt us
but | shall always be your very humble love servant,
the Marchioness of the highest passions,
the walking cane of illusions.
But wan isthe stamina
you claim you possess,
you refuse to die for love on the battlefield;
the gore of it, you say, engulfs you with distress
my heart relapsed into silence,
afathomless ocean of solitude.
My mind, a coy mistress

who knows not the world's magnilg

Tired of loving with no results,
the Marchioness assumes an ai coldn
Life moves on like a pet
the yawning chasm Will not Sgueeze

her heartiany

for she is awonderful mo now

and they:ll
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Summer’s slave

Who knew that death was a summer’ s slave?
The hideous face appeared
on abright August day.
It had a sonorous voice
ready to break the spirit
when there’ s no other choice
but to step forward and follow it.

A
Who knew that death was a summer’s slav??( \
) 4

When least expected,
agruesome, heavy man came,
the dark thoughts dilated
like the black irises of the man
ready to shout out your name

on a bright summ \,

Isn't glacial winter the'm e ead’?
|sn’t gloomy ram‘l o

But, nay| 1teho a
brigh electrlc buI bI
Who knew at summer’ s slave?
ago br h ng, now numb!
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Treading the sky avenues

A poet’s spirit in an angel’sform
treading the sky avenues
far away from home
listened to the lyre with strings of steel
its music a new dawn reveal ed.

The new dawn opened its sleepy eyes
the clouds were sweet cherries. A
The meadow blossomed into a flowery gard \
the love — into Eden.

The peace of it enchanted the spirit,—
It fell into a profound sleep, r“ i
the breeze jived while petals began
slowly to wit

7

It slept for afong ti
with a smije'on th eCl
but an avalanche of t

was I;unchgd next second.

Am | really here?
ing,0on acloud?
Treading the sky avenues

istening to the voice
a SO captivating, so sincere?
J Am| realy here?

Nay, itisjust acar in the street
grumbling about its engine
the spirit has just returned

to the soulless technology century.

Treading the concrete streets
apoet’ s spirit in ahuman form
listened to the moaning
of the destitute people, forlorn.



Behold my crown

L eave the tears standing in the eye,
don’t let them fall
but give wings to your mind;
wild thoughts of what you can achieve
wild imagination makes you believe
in al the impossible victories
that are waiting for you
along with the glory

A
that is smiling upon you. 6 \
Shining armour, glinted blade of your swo 7
hoofs of your horse
trotting proud, “ )

you — singing loud —
nt” »

“Here| am! Behold

The crown yeu

and the throne'you clai

al for the sake®fitru pi
Thetears you cry,

sighsyou sigh —
al fo %E:sa% f guietness.

T&o*v;st its glitter,
the birds e trees still twitter
see the mind lost its wings
in your pathetic little room
) you are still standing

like the tear in the eye;
the throat captured another sigh.



Clarion call*

Detritus of your poor love
together with the debris of my soul
had started dancing fast and slow
in the silver rain before
the two rusted clarionsissued acall —
“Hear ye, hear ye, thisistheworld’ sfall”.

But we still dance

even though fiery skies \
tumble over us,

and the acid rain rinses our skin,
filling our glasses to the brlm

Take asip or aheavy gulp!

It shouldn’t be adi

Take awak down theho
but know that redempﬂb is athemal

Thetwo rusted clanon y gone.
he same’?
Butwer a|n nthelovedais
w t } 's strength.
d just when everybody thought
darkness had prevailed,
acey ray emerged from nowhere!

It'was love! It was growing!
( The next century will be lasting!

'C\

1 . . . . .
Clarion call = a very clear message or instruction about what is needed; a clarion call for a change



Victoria

Do you have ulterior motives
when you nictitate like that?
Y ou connive to make me abdicate my throne!
Do you have any reasonsto believe
| shall throw in the towel and start to moan?

Never!
Never will you see me at the bottom! A
Never will these lines vanish! \

Aslong asthis heart pounds,
| am Victorial

Never shall | perish! v
Y ou can nictitate as much asyou like! ’

It will not give birth to avictory en okeyed!
Y ou can try to benumb my Spiki
but | am a strdn
No earthquakewilhm
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My vi c’gy h@ big bright eyes.
It i$ not cri '
cannot

Y
th em; they are not false:
Yo iveiteymake me abdicate my throne!
». Doyoureadly have any reasonsto believe

| shall throw in the towel and start to moan?
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Fiddle while Rome burns’

Fiddle while Rome burns,
while the world is crushing down,
you just keep singing, you deserve

anight out.

The firmament is no longer blue!
Who cares?
It'srather crimson due to A \

this“insignificant” flame.

Y ou keep singing, you deserve
anight out.
Fiddle while Rome burns,
while the world is sinking down.

Forests are no longer

Y ou are, unfortunately, col
Masters havedegomeserv
and romanticism has :

O ‘egn's ar\e 0 deserts,
no drop to g thisthirst.

Summer orrowed winter blizzards.
he bubble of Tllusion has just burst.
4
a“ you keep singing, you deserve

) anight out.
‘ Fiddle while Rome burns,
while the world is flying down

7'
y = and love into hatred turns.

» Close your eyes, my friend, and dream.
There' s an abyss on one side.

Fiddle, my friend, fiddle,
fire on the other
and the world' s somewhere in the middle.

> Fiddle while Rome burns = to do something trivial and irresponsible in the middle of an emergency. According
to the legend, while a fire was destroying the city of Rome, the emperor Nero was playing his violin, thus
revealing his total lack of concern for his people and his empire.



Rock castle

In thisrock castle
where moss rests in every corner
and the piano’ s untuned, broken,
silence and dreams
roam the halls all night
and no foot or eyes enter
to witness the beaming light
in the highest tower A
beneath the crimson skies; \
‘tisthe light of the sleeper P

in her ‘blind’ eyes.

The pieces of paper “ )

scattered on the floar;
she had written athou ters \,
for Amor
but they remaif

silent, Word‘

replaced with loneliness

Ilke her
y tower
years,
ﬁled l[itude’ s showers.
eh e castle submissively
g, er

meates every nook and cranny
arld the chamber of innocence.

Only solitude isfaithful,
the other loversdiein vain,
only solitude is eternal
mind-catcher, and a soul’ s grave.



Dry pen

Poetry iswritten with black ink,
streaming from ared heart,
poetry iswritten by those who
never have what they writein lines.

Don’t write about success
you will never seize it,

don’t write about happiness A \

the hand can open and release it.
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Dry pen in an inspiration hour,
paper cut in the silence of aroo
and vociferous words that devo'b »

your heart, mind and the gloom....

Still, the handop

widely, itspr@i' Swi

to find,a'sea of ink,
to drown foreverin its €s.
Vam N
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| ncessant flames

Scarlet thoughts on a dark night,
arusted crown in the moonlight,
aremedy liesin the truth
but the truth isalie tonight.

Either you will rise to the challenge

or you will withdraw in shame,
raise your head, your chin

let the haters burn in incessant flamesA \
Colour your thoughts with a rainbow bru
polish up the crown
do everything they told you noth B
be successful, and they will drown

in the ocean of

they hurt, trﬁy
for you roﬂth

around your neckythere' s a encollar
‘g&
yo hi
ile they loiter
on the ce of their crime.



Iron shield

| fell asleep
on a piece of paper
and my heart was glued there
but you came across an igniter,
you sold me to the flames.

Now my ashes,
scattered over your threshold
but you took a broom
thistime, to the wind | was sold.

But | returned
onabird’ swing v .

perched on your window,
you took ag
you sold it to the celesti

A
| still IiWc&
The mereyou chok ,
)laﬂ o%zthe.
| still , gh,
forwo% Iron shield.
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