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Akhtar Jawad(8-2-1945)

My grandfather at Jamia Nizamia, Delhi
when found himself a failure,

he migrated to Medina whereat,

he obtained his dream's lovely allure,
the degree of Shaikh-ul-Hadith there
(the final degree of a Muslim Schollar) .
A pretty rose after a long endure.

My father, a Moulvi Alim from Nizamiah, Delhi
and Moulvi Fazil from Nadvat-ul-Ulema Lucknow,
when as a Moulvi, found himself a failure,
switched to Aligarh for modern studies,

and secured marks during post-graduation

that is still a record.

Then he studied law at Lucknow,

Practiced as a lawyer at Gorakhpur,

but then he found himself again a failure,

How he could be a successful lawyer?

He could never become a liar!

He said, as a moulvi, he's a failure

As a lawyer, he is a failure

And that's why

he switched to the profession of teaching

He obtained the degree of Bachelor of Teaching from Aligarh
And he was appointed as a lecturer there.

I am also a failure,

As an accountant I always finished my works

in two or three or maximum four hours.

My seniors went on adding more works to my job description,
but they could never force me to earn more

by sitting late and working overtime.

I don't mind taking guidance from any book of wisdom
Besides Holy Koran,

I always remained guided by Bhagvad Gita.

&quot; Karmanye vadhikaraste Ma Phaleshu Kadachana.&quot;
(You have the right to work only but never to its fruits.)

I am hopeful,
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I don't know what I procure,

but the pains I endure,

make me so much confident and secure,
I'm sure, I'm sure and I am sure,

one day I'll be a master of allure.

Insha Allah!

(If God wishes so.)
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Shaheed Sipahi
(Jo dahshat gardoN se larta hua shaheed hua)

Wese to khuli rahti hayN hr dm meri baaHeN
HaN dhund si chaai hay thandi hayN bahut aaheN
Dhoondho ge bht lekin mujhko nhiN pao ge
Nazuk hayn bahut paoN mushkil hayN meri raaheN
Toote hue dikhte ho dekho nah bikhar jana

Pehle hi kaha tha yeh itna bhinahiN chaheN
Kahne ko to kahta hoon peeche nah mere aana
Mud mud ke magar tum hi ko takti hayN nigaheN
Is koh ke hr ghar se dahshat hay tapakti

Is raah muhabbat meN aati hayN kmiN gaa heN
Main mrne ko nikla hooN to mar jane do mujhko
Chod aaya hooN peeche kai mahfooz pnaa HeN
Main ek sipahi tha manzil hi shahadat thi

Chaht hay agar mujhse is roop meN phir chaheN
Dahshat ko kuchal aaya hooN tb ja ke mra hooN
MaiN aap ko sunta hooN khudaranah kra HeN
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117th Birthday Of Elizabeth Gathony Koinange Of
Kenya

How to wish you a happy 117th birthday,
Just by writing happy birthday to you,

It's not enough.

It's good but you deserve something better.
Should I write I love you?

It's better

but you deserve the best.

I don't know how to address you

that may enter your heart

and you are forced to say

&quot;I love you, too.&quot;

Let me consult my mother earth.
Something strange!

My mother says she looks like my mother,
and you may address

Sweet Mother of Earth!

live more,

love more,

we need beautiful mothers like you.

Akhtar Jawad
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2020 Year Of Mask

I am not a pleader of Hijab,

Islam has defined the parts to be hidden,
not only for women but for men as well.
But the devil named corona,

is deaf and dumb and blind,

he has forced both to hide their faces.
How sad!

How painful!

How challenging!

The devil has no language,

no culture,

no nationality,

up to the extent that it has no religion.
It follows neither Buddha nor Krishna,
neither Moses nor Jesus,

not even my lord Muhammad!

The devil is an atheist,

how to stop him?

He does not believe in any law!
Shamefully I hide my face with a mask,
Let the world declare the year 2020 as
the year of mask!

Akhtar Jawad
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25th Of December,2016

This day is an important day for the world and Pakistan,

Its founder Quaid-e-Azam M.A. Jinah was born on this day,
On this day the whole world celebrates Merry Christmas,

I don't ask anything from you and I do not pray.

Will you please end this day happily without any bloodshed,
You are mightiest and sovereign, you are kind and merciful,
Will you please make the coming night a night of smiles,

And let us sleep with joy that this day was so fanciful?

Dear God! Let Pakistanis celebrate this day as a man only,

A man who loves to love everyone and hates to hate anyone,
Can you give a day to us in that at all there is no violence,

I remind you during Fist World War white flags were waived,
Fighting armies celebrated it with loud laughter but guns' silence.
Dear God! I just want to sleep without any bad news,

No red blood, no white tears and with no sad news.

Akhtar Jawad
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3d Computer Program

A great scientist on his flying horse,
Orbiting in a very big elliptical orbit,
Once upon a time came very close,
To my insignificant too small orbit,
My small path he almost touched,
Remained for quiet some times,

In touch and in love as well,

Took samples of my soil,

Took samples of my air,

Took samples of my fire,

Took samples of my water,

And finally samples of my light.

He is a great artist,
Painted a picture of mine,
On a white canvas of love,
And when I delivered a child,
He took my child,

To a beautiful garden,

A garden of flowers,

And the fruits,

But my son was alone,

All praise to the cloning,
His mate was created.

My son tasted the pleasant fruit,
Pre-matured and before the time,
And they were sent back,

To me once again!

With pains and blood,

And undesired death!

And when ugliness blackened my face,
He sent his robots,

At my thoughtful sail,

The autumn was changed,

In a spring for some time,

His voice messages,

Were played on flutes,
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In the bells that ring,

At dawn and dusk,

And in the loud human voices,
All the tunes inspire to love,
And paint the beauty,

Of the great scientist!

Now he is too far,

In a path out of reach,
The robots don't come,
But the loving scientist,
Expects from the two,
Now matured enough,
To keep my face,

Neat and clean,

Green and fertile,

And let evolution,

To travel on a path,
That leads to a land,
Where death is dead,

I am aware of success,
I am aware of failures,
I am a mother,

I know my children.

I am not pessimistic,

I am hopeful.

I wish I could present,

Pretty charming couple,

Before the scientist,

And see the two,

Rewarded a life,

Really immortal having no end,
Truly infinite!

I know it well,

He will come once again,
Very close to me,

To upgrade one day,
The three dimensional,
Computer Program!
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Since then I have to pass,

A life with my children,

In the three dimensions,

The unavoidable propagations,
The hung complications,

And probable expectations!

I am happy with him,

And with her as well,

I know he'll come,

Once again one day,

With love and rewards,

The matter is of time,

I shall take a bath,

Of fire and light,

And as a virgin intact,

I shall smile as a bride!

I know it's a cycle,
Destruction and construction,
It will continue,

Till the new version of 3D software,
Is final for

Wish my son would not have tasted,
The fruit pre-matured,

I wouldn't have seen,

This painful cycle,

But again I know,

It all happened,

In accordance of programing,

For finalizing by trial and error,

A program to run,

And to kill the time that has beginning and end,
And my son was constrained,

How nice was the fruit!

My child was innocent,

And he is still so.

My dear cute baby!

Akhtar Jawad
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75 Is Not A Bad Score

For a bowler 75 is not a bad score,

I don't know how many runs are more,

But I am still on the crease,

Though tired but nothing I cease,

Still my square cuts are a beauty to watch,

Cover drives and extra cover drives win the match,

Bowler's back hand drive four or six but often caught,

Back to pavilion mostly in eighties thinking gallantly I fought,
A little weak on the leg sides mostly depend on the leg glance,
A singleton is definite but a double ton ends in a chance,

My real weakness, I can run once not twice or thrice,
Blocked arteries, blocked gall bladder, but I am fine and nice,
Yes I am nice because I am a fighter on the pitch,

Can bring back the victory thrown by top order in a ditch

A useful batsman coming at humber eight,

Often I think my captain has sent me too late,

I know I can never score a magical century,

Happy, I can still hit the ball for a boundary.

Often declared as player of the match,

The ball appears to me a gal, happily I catch.

(Written on my 75th birthday, on 8th February,2020.)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Banner Of Love For The Valentine Day

With tears I am looking at the satanic sadists,

Why they are increasing so much hates and pains?

An old enemy is filling his bags with favourable credits,
Bags after bags; bags after bags with the human stains!

Looking at the misguided religious masochists
Ignoring charms of love, promoting hates and pains,

I turn my face to a tree with heart shaped fruits

I become hopeful, shall succeed washing all the stains,

The Apex Court of the universe is giving more times
Dates after dates to the counsellor of Adam and Eve
To prepare a heart catching defence with beautiful rimes
To write a lyric of love that'll counter the bags I believe,

I hope My Lord will not allow opening of the bags
The chief counsellor is very well supported by the music
He has composed an ecstatic tune with the sexy tags

And what of My Lord the enemy will join singing the lyric.

The case will be decided on a lovely Valentine Day.
Long live; long live love songs the proud of the clay!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Beautiful Boy Hunter

Open and exposed to all the humans,

What of Jews and what of Christians,

What of Muslims and what of Brahmans,
Some real parts and a few may be illusions,
The beautiful boy hunter plays with the toys,
Dear, I confess I am one of her kept boys.

The ancient lady who is deaf and dumb and blind,
Sometimes she is kind enough sometimes too unkind,

The motor in me she burns, again it's she to run and rewind,
I'm helpless in love anything wrong from her I don't mind,
She is a relief and a source of pleasures and joys,

Dear, I confess I am one of her kept boys.

Heard many things about her but only her praise I remember,

I kiss the fire in the burning months from April to September,

I kiss the ice in the freezing months from October to December,
In the springs she is inviting and exciting sexy is the boy hunter,
Let her annoy if in the summer and winter she so much annoys,
Dear, I confess I am one of her kept boys.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Beautiful Painting Of Kaberggren

It didn't start suddenly.

It was a write for that

millions of angels had been working day night
billions of colorful flowers had been donating their blood
trillions of stars had been sharing their light.
That was going on the skies.

And here on earth

the black base of life

had been facing hardships of high temperature
and high pressure

to be modified in diamond.

So came in existence

the diamond ink pot having infinite faces

and a different color on each and every face
with an aroma of all the flowers

some of them we see on the earth

and some are still to bloom.

Thanks to the flowers that

made the ink pot soft,

colorful and aromatic!

The ink pot a prism of diamond

making life a spectrum of colors,

looked at the ancient nature with a shy smile,
&quot;I am ready My Lord.&quot;

The ancient nature dipped His forefinger

in the ink pot

and somewhere too away from the skies
wrote something.

I couldn't read anything else,

what I could read is love.

So I hugged her,

So I kissed her,

and,

So I loved her.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Beggar's Bowl

Oh beggar! What's there in your bowl?
Shining coins! Who gave you these coins?
I see a coin having a picture

of Adam and Eve in-scripted on it

it's @ nude in paradise,

on the other side of the coin,

I see them covered with leaves,

the coin is describing their innocent sin,
how they were separated

and how they met once again.

On another coin I see Noah's Arch,

and a typhoon that washed out the earth,
I see living humans and Satan too.

life did not end.

Then I see so many other coins.

I see Buddha, in fact a skeleton,

but he lived to share his wisdom with us.
I see Krishna playing on his flute,

I see Rama and Sita in a dense forest.

I see Moses on a burning mountain,

I see Jesus a preacher of love,

I see a fairy of a garden in a paradise,

I see moderation on coin of Muhammad,
Where this moderation has gone?

You are destroying sculptures,

the remains of ancient civilizations.

You are melting these coins,

in the fire of hate,

and casting a sword.

Coins will be once again prepared,

your bowl cannot remain empty,

but, meanwhile, for some time,

if @ vacuum is created in your bowl,

you will vanish in it,

you will not get shelter

even in The House of Allah!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Bird

A lovely bird for which I don't have locks,
Who visits my room at zero hours and likes it,
Lays eggs on my writing table and that I like.
Sees something and goes back with shocks,
My pen writes something and she dislikes it,

I am stranded between her like and dislike.

Can see, but can't speak and praise her beauty,

She has blocked my lips but eyes she has left open,

My naughty pen sends a flying kiss to her colors.

As long as I listen to her songs she's sweet and pretty,
Shall remain thankful for the pink print on my pen,
With sweet words it acknowledges her colors her odors.

(A lovely poetess, who sometimes reads me, likes and writes comments on my
poems has blocked me to write a comment on hers and has also blocked me to

send a thanksgiving message to her. I don't know why?)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Bird I Would Like To Be

A bird that remains within the limits of earth,

a bird that attempts to fly in the skies,

fails, comes back after learning its worth,

smiles, and says, &quot;See you again.&quot;

It tries again and again and again,

transfers his desire to fly to his intelligent descendants,

and they in an aircraft pay thanks to their ambitious ascendants.

Or a bird that can swim in the rivers and the seas
but it can neither fly, nor can dive nor it hunt.
With a wonder just it can have a look on the diving birds
Hunting a fish, going back, on a tall tree
&quot;How cruel is this hunting! &quot;

Oh You! The tallest trees!

Why you allow these cruel birds

to make a nest in your kind arms?

With tears in her eyes it rushes to a cute child
standing near a pool in the park

with a pack of popcorn in his soft hands

Or a friendly domestic bird living with the humans
as pets and laying eggs.

Mother still incubating the eggs,

but the father, leaving the bed, too early
a familiar voice awaking me,

annoying a little,

as I am dreaming ofa lady

in a blackish blue night gown

with millions of twinkling diamonds in it.
The naughty bird looks into my eyes

as if it wants to let me know

my fairy is roaming above

and is out of my reach.

But she has been incarnated as a lady

in a similar type of night gown

I don't know when, why and how

she changed her bed room

and is sleeping on my lonely bed

and she is not out of reach.
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(Pramila Khadun, my friend at facebook, asks and I reply.
If you were to be a bird, which one would you like to be?)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Bird In The Winter Rains

Newly grown colorful pretty wings,
Learn how to fly in the winds exciting,
I listen to its tone, know what it sings,
I know him well who you are inviting

I know cold rains kindle a fire inside,
Everything is burnt in the fire of love,
I ha'e been a victim of teen aged tide,
One is too ecstatic in desire of love.

I understand you and I am aware,
Recollect a song of the winter rains
You are so friendly with you I share,
How from the mud I got the stains.

Here on earth, don't look at sky,
Clouds are vagabond don't you see,
Frozen cold droplets now do not fly,
Fell on the warm earth like a bee.

It's my earth with colorful flowers,
Love is here, you need and deserve,
Promoting the passion of the showers,
It's a love poem, I write and reserve.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Birthday With Moon And The Lady Grace

Come on, hurry up, and let us walk to the moon,
I know his language and I can talk to the moon,
Moon has promised to come on the earth,
Tonight you'll see my art and my worth,

Come on Grand Pa with the Lady Grace,

Moon wants to see her lovely face.

Moon is my friend and he asked one day,

Sweet little girl on your coming birthday,

With your help let me make a moon light way,
On the day in person I shall come and play,
With you, your family and the Lady Grace,

From skies I have seen her beautiful face,

Press my clothes as you press your own,
Dress my hairs as you dress your own,
Medicine, that stops the leaking of noses,
My toy piano and a bouquet of roses

I do not want these shoes and shirt,

A high heel sandal and a pink skirt,

Color of ribbon should be shocking pink,
My silky hairs should have a kink,

Sun goggles, it's a bright moonlight!

A bag on the shoulder, a charming delight,
Colors of stockings a shocking contrast,
To moon I shall go with a beauty blast.

Follow me Lady Grace, follow me my dear,
Walk able distance, not far, too near,

Hand in my hand, please walk with grace,
Moon wants to see your lovely face.

Father you will carry my birthday cake,
Honey sweet sister the candles you may take,
Brother, please carry the basket of snacks,
Mother, please take the sweets from the rack,
Grand Pa, please carry dry fruits in a bag,
And an empty basket for keeping the rag,

We shall not pollute the moonlight way,
Venus will be making a video of the clay,

I think we are ready let us move to the moon,
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My friend is waiting since late afternoon.

(Happy Birthday to my sweet granddaughter Heya born on 21st February,2007)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Black And White Photograph

It speaks and telling a wonderful story,

I see at their faces an immortal glory,

It's reflecting the beautiful old days,

I can understand what their smile says,

We, Dickie and Ivy Durham are leaving behind,

A model that in love a couple should be blind,

A model that in love one should be deaf and dumb,
Neither husband under thumb nor wife under thumb,
I know what they wrote with their tranquil smiles,
Their love story has been recorded in still smiles,

The stillness of smiles touching the beating hearts,
Bringing peace and calmness in the fleeting thoughts,
Can play on the gramophone of heart this old record,
A song, a message, one should honor a conjugal accord,
We passed a wonderful and truly very happy life,

We have been an ideal husband and an ideal wife.
Wish the same to all who can read our immortal joy,
Life is an understanding it's not merely a child's toy.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Blue Sky Wedding

Moon was wandering in the dim sunlight,
Incomplete and looking for a charming Miss Right,
His father sun, recollecting his own lovely days,
His mother earth, still wet with his rays,
Beyond the ocean an aurora appeared,

Sun kissed the earth and disappeared,

A beautiful maid started her evening flight,
Moon was amazed with her twinkling sight,
She was Venus a daughter of beauty and love,
Swimming like mermaid and flying like a dove,
With a wedding procession of singing stars,
The wind carrying the tunes of guitars,

Moon was the groom and Venus was the bride,
The earth got pearls in the lovely tides,

Ocean with joy then danced on the shore,

Sun prayed Oh God! I want many more!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Bribe Of Nature

When the eyes talk and lips are sealed,
When your hand is in my hand,
And we walk together,

In a moonlit night,

On the lonely paths,

And the moon points out,
To the shy stars,

How close are we!

And he asks the stars,
Are they two?

Or in fact they are one!
And the bright star,
Smiles and says,

They were one,

And separated to feel,
The pain of parting,

And the joy once again,
In the re-uniting,

Just to learn the worth,
Of blended love,

In a life together,

And to pay their thanks,
To their creator.

And not to complain,

A life so bitter,

Full of troubles,

Wars and hates,

Disabled children,

And the women carrying,
Unwanted children,

Being raped by soldiers,
The victorious soldiers,
Who took their revenge!
From the girls under teens,
After last world war,

They were working in the fields,
Not a part of war,

In china and Japan,
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And the soldiers claimed,
Being citizens of a nation,
Highly civilized,

And nicely cultured,

They fought for an ideal,

Freedom and democracy!

And they still claim,

They are fighting once again,
For the same ideal,

May I know?

Whereat you are planning,

To rape the girls which are under thirteen?
Is it Gaza or somewhere else?
God was silent,

During wars last fought,

And I assure you, sir,

He will remain silent.

And the clouds play a game,
Of hide and seek,

Sometimes moon in a dress,
Sometimes painted as a nude,
How excited we are!

Thanks God we are humans,
And not the angels,

Deprived of this love,

That is blended with pleasure.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Bridge On A Dry River (Inspired By &quot;A
Bridge&quot;, Poem By Wieslaw Musialowski)

A bridge always invites to move on the other bank of a river,
Sometimes by the aggressive armies for capturing a piece of land,
Sometime to kiss the awaiting beloved on the other side,

A lover I am and I love to give my hand in her hand.

Standing still on the banks of the dry river,

I see tall trees still green sucking life through their roots,
Dig the earth you will see the roots have spread,

These roots don't have guns and do not wear the boots.

In search of water they have penetrated and trespassed
Life has a natural tendency to fight for existence,

The river that was your first line of defense,

When full of water used to give an effective resistance.

By changing the course of the river you have destroyed

Your natural line of defense, the mighty defensive waters,
Now face the consequences, the terror has extended its roots,
It is easier for it to trespass through the dry bed of the river.

Lying on the dry bed I see the skeleton of a dolphin

And I see the river is dying in thirst of water,

Explosions and killings can walk on the other bank on their feet,
Don't let the bridge collapse and fall on the dry bed of the river.

Alas! This was the bridge where I had once kissed my sweet heart,
In my heart I don't have terror, I was a lover and I am a lover,

I want to kiss you once again under a blue moon on this bridge,
But for love I must see dolphins jumping beneath in water.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Broken Doll

When someone broke my heart,

One never knew one was sitting in my heart,
I am not picking broken pieces of my heart,
I am picking pieces of someone,

Shall I succeed in joining the pieces,

I think I shall,

But the spots of the joints,

Will make the doll ugly,

And the doll would not like to see herself,

In a mirror any more.

(Being misbehaved by my sweetest child)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Broken Heart Thief

Yes, I am a broken heart,

I don't know how I'm still beating!

From you I learned a wonderful art,

you taught me this beautiful cheating!
Thanks my friends for teaching me the art,
how to act and react and play my part.

Well done my friends you gave me few strains,
I am related to persons who're grieved,

not my friends, my relatives of pains,

see the smiles, how nicely relieved!

I don't make friends I have lost my belief,

but can't ignore a broken heart thief.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Butterfly In Love (Being Inspired By A Painting Of
Kathleen Guilfoyle Mulligan, Me Myself And I)

'Dear Butterfly!

I am not a flower and have no nectar for you,
why are you dancing and singing above my head,
do you love me?

And if so isn't it funny? '

'Dear Bird!

You fly so high,

will you please allow me to sit on your back?
I want to fly in the high skies,

where there are stars,

the twinkling stars are my dreams

that never came true.'

The bird smiled and said,

'Well, I shall pick you up in the full moon's light,
as I don't fly in the dark.'

Under a blue moon

the bird took the butterfly to the high skies.
While on way, and close to the moon,

the butterfly was shocked to see the moon!
'How beautiful it appeared from the earth
and how much ugly is it!

And the earth that looked ugly to me,

looks so pretty as if it's a very large moon,
Alas! I miss the rose,

I miss the jasmine,

I miss queen of night,

I miss the violets,

I miss the greenery of the earth!

I don't want to see the stars

that look beautiful from a distance

but too ugly when we are close to them.

I want to go back on my earth

Where there are colorful flowers,

that look pretty from a distance,

look prettier when one feels their aroma,
and prettiest when one enjoys their nectar.
And where there are friends like you!
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A Ceiling Fan (Heart Beats With Nature - Poem By Rini
Shibu)

I like the rotation of its lovely wings

Looks as if three beautiful maids

Opaque costume becoming transparent
Thanks for the naught, you naughty blades!
A heart that dances on the beats of nature
Is like a ceiling fan with strong armature.

My good luck! I had desired only one.

My pleasure! Got three naughty dancers!
Thanks for dancing and spreading her hairs
Go ahead I'm in mood of watching bouncers
Dance and disturb what's becoming obstacle
With smile then read my natural oracle!

She will ask, &quot; Why in the holy month of fasting,
Like a ceiling fan you're durable and truly lasting? &quot;
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A Cherry Tree

Can I forget that day?
You can and you may!
But not me, yes, not me!
I am now a flowers' tree!
I still remember that
You plucked for the hat
And one for your coat
That cut my throat
Beneath me the bench,
Now appears a trench,
With my blood stains
That survived in rains
Dust turned it black
Hoping you'll come back
I'm now full of flowers,

I dream your showers!
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A Chess Player

Started with level one and won the game,
Confident, I increased the level to two,

Won the game once again,

More confident and increased the level to three,
and then to four.

My confidence now crossed the limit of my brain,
I increased the level to its maximum,

Very soon I realized I am going to lose this game,
Hell with the chess!

My computer has infinite number of games!
While I was going to switch over to another game
I heard cries of the king,

I heard cries of the queen,

I heard cries of the bishop,

and cries of all other mighty ones.

I ignored all the mighty voices,

but suddenly I listened to the week and feeble voices,
voices of the pawns crying and praying.

To my surprise they were calling me god!

For a moment I really became a god.

I regret!

I came back to the level,

that's my limit.

The board became a stage.

The king started dancing with the queen,

the bishop marching in an oblique order,

the straight forward rooks,

the horses jumping with the joy,

and the poor pawns sacrificing their lives

for the mighty king,

as usual.
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A Child Is A Flower

Like hot gases orbiting round a burning star
Conjugal life starts like that of mother earth
Extracting life from their father's sunlight
Cooling and reshaping in a planet of worth
Rains of love cool them and turn them green
Roots go on working though remain unseen.

Fatigue of life working like the green leaves
Preparing food of tolerance and understanding
The sunlight of life transforming moonlights
In beautiful, colorful, fragrant buds sleeping
Until pleasant spring winds awake the beauty.
And then starts the joy of parental duty.

A joy is it to remain disturbed during nights
For a colorful and fragrant flower, a child,
Three in one, two lovers and their love
How lovely is the flower, how soft and mild!
That's how love is rewarded by nature

A peal from nature's unending treasure!

My child! My eyes admire your pretty colors,

My soul feels your refreshing fragrance

You are the best among all flowers that spring

I feel humble get rid of my arrogance

I have seen ugliness you have seen only charms
How beautiful I am when you are into arms.

My child! My heart is full of love and kindness
Magic is your softness beauty is your innocence
My earth is a glimpse of a garden in the heaven
It's all due to you and your angelic excellence
In showing a virtual image of God unseen,

But a true real image on my heart's screen.

My child! Master of so many amazing miracles
In the language of God, meaningless apparently
Your words my heart understands and reacts
Either cry or smile you perform so perfectly
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You describe yourself completely in a book
And your book is only a few seconds' look.

My child! I have no worldly reason to love,
Still if I love you, you're a reward a gift
How pure you are how silky and smooth!
Like the finest flour by an angelic sift

A pretty flower of love, in me your trust!
Who says you are an output of the lust!
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A Child Is Not So Helpless Like A Man

His innocent dreams,

like laser beams,

touching you,

while you are moving on the road,
are at all not harming,

not at all warming,

making a few naughty prints of light,
that don't exist long,

not willfully,

I know some times the flowers of light,
are made on the places,

though hidden in curtains,

but become distinct,

and twinkle like stars,

but for a while only,

spotlight is tiny,

but doesn't it make your walking

on a dirty road,

not a dance but something that tends to a dance,
it appears to me like this,

I know you can't see yourself completely,
ask someone else

you angry lady,

you really appeared so cute,

but for a while only,

move forward,

could have taken it smiling

why so cross?

You don't know the child on the roof,
is frightened and afraid!

When a child stops smiling

you don't know but God also stops.
Please move forward,

and let someone else take your place,
My fair lady!

Waves her hands to the child,

see how happy is the child,

with a toy in his hand,

Ye€s,
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I brought this toy for him,

a torch so small,

with colorful laser beams

making flowers of light,

on the dirty mud,

as the gutters in Karachi,

are over flown always,

but the road is not dead,

many are moving on the dirty road,
with their handkerchiefs on the nose,
and the child is at least

adding a thing of beauty

to the ugly scenery,

what else he could do?

Where adults and grownups are helpless,
a child is not so helpless like a man!
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A Children Day At School

I drop her to school every early morning,

Not a fatigue to pick up a fairy that's charming,
A fairy is she in her lovely uniform,

A bag too heavy perhaps to perform,
Something in my life I never performed,

But innocent lovely child goes fully armed,
Perhaps she is asked to fight a war,

As if her teacher is a rival Czar.

But today Zaufishan my Grand Daughter,
Came downstairs like a pretty pink flower,
No uniform not the burden round her neck,
I was surprised, an unusual wreck!

Let me tell something she wasn't walking,
Flying, swimming and nicely talking,

In place of tears the smile at her face,

A watchable world with a gracious grace!

She told me it's a children day,

The neat clean toy got a joyful spray,
Glittering like gold and shining like silver,

She waited for school I saw it never,

She will swing and sing many games to play,
I wish a nice day and for joys I pray,
Activities at school though extracurricular,
Change mood of a child concentric-n- circular.

Thanks for the dishes she'll be served in recess,
I can see the beauty of the fairy princess,
Thanks for the books of the fairy tales,
Fragrance will survive even if color stales,
Beacon House Schooling System, I have regards,
Go on marching and fight the retards,

But the heavy bag of a child of this age,
Constrains to think we're still in a cage!
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A Child's Game

Who is making bubbles to enjoy rainbows in it?

I don't know but I am sure there is an intelligent child,
He sincerely wants the bubbles could survive for ever
He truly loves the bubbles, and he is at all not wild.

His game will continue as long as the innocent child
Is grown elder, and learns why the life ends in death
I am sure, the child will make a bubble one day
That has an everlasting life and an immortal breath.

I hope his game will be developed in an invention

An atmosphere that does not breaks the bubbles,

I am a bubble and I take it as my bad luck only

A trial bubble born in an age of trials and troubles.

Bubbles are colorful though have a very short life
Best of luck for you, carry on playing your game,
In a moment a bubble teaches us what our life is
Bubbles break before we may give them a name.

A Brownie, an Asian, a Muslim and a Pakistani,
I wish T would not have been given these names
What's the use of giving a name to a bubble!

When I shall vanish in the soil with so many blames! !
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A Child's Innocent Smile

Sweetness, beauty, love and a carefree face,

I know all you have borrowed from your God.
Where from you borrowed this innocence my child?
I see!

You evolved it for a return of thankfulness to Him.
Do you know it has been snapped by Him?

The Angels have placed it in a golden frame,

It's made of gold with diamonds affixed.

God may be anything but He is not innocent!

I know He will show it to the Devil

on the Day of Judgement,

and the devil will be speechless before a child's smile!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

41



A Chocolate Day

Deep under the restless streams of a river

there is a bed of silver turned so soft for a mermaid.
Her mother is a fairy and she is busy in the kitchen,
Her prince is away, somewhere in the Middle East,
working hard in a shop as a salesman,

and being not a local he is a low paid employee.

On the same seat the locals get double of what he gets.
Who is he it's irrelevant!

May be from Philippines, Bangla Desh or Pakistan,
or from any other country of south east Asia,

where there is unemployment and poverty.

For three years the couple remains fasting

the instincts burst out in tears in the moon lit nights.

But they are loyal to each other for the sake of the mermaid.

The mermaid is completely unaware of the bitter truths,
she only knows the prince is lovely

he sends a packet of chocolate

every year on the chocolate day.

But this year that has come after three years

the prince is expected to come back home.

The fairy who remains hysterical in a hot and humid kitchen,
is busy in singing a love song,

no sweats on her forehead,

the weather is unexpectedly cold and pleasant,

fine mild showers are seen after regular intervals,
the wind is exciting for the fairy,

and its inviting for the prince.

No doubt in it, he is a prince of labourers,

no doubt in it, the woman of the east is a fairy.

And no doubt in it the child is a mermaid

who has slept in waiting

in the only bed room of the house

on a years old foam

with her doll's head on her bosom

and her head on a pillow of weak stitching,

from that cotton often comes out.

She is smiling in her dreams,

she knows this year the prince will come back home
to smile for only thirty days leave,
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and this year he will not send a pack of chocolate
this year he will come in person

with two packs of chocolate

one the routine on the chocolate day

and the other due on a special chocolate day.
And lo, the bell rings,

the fairy rushes to the doors,

the smiles of the mermaid were seen

but now a laughter is heard

though the mermaid is still sleeping,

and will not be awaken,

until the fairy meets her prince.
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A Christmas With Simplicity

Clouds fly like kites and it's nature that writes a message of beauty,
Beauty is in coexistence, coexistence is peace, and peace is an outcome,
Outcome is the birth of light that didn't spare any piece of land,

Land may be a desert or mountains or plains everywhere it's love,

Love that that was born from time to time until man was matured.

Matured to think and do the good and to be the good,

Good was born in Lumbini gardens and in Mathura as well,

Good was born in deserts of Makkah and Egypt,

Good was born in Bethlehem and many other places,

Places of birth when visited with faith and sincere love,

Love makes the man a work of art that smiles like Mona Lisa,

Mona Lisa's smile is lovely and cute but the secret of smile,

Smile that amazed whole world is because,

Because Mona Lisa was carrying a child,

Child was also carried by Holy Mother Marry,

Mother marry carried a child whose birthday is today,

Today the Christmas day when everyone is happy,

Happy in the mood of joy and greeting, a fleeting of sorrow,

Sorrow that has shaded the joys of Christmas,

Christmas in Pakistan is celebrated this year with simplicity,

I don't see new clothes, ornaments and bangles in the wrists,

Wrists are busy in prayers to the God; eyes are wet but the lips.

Lips with heart and soul say silently, enter with us Oh God! our savior,
Savior, be bounteous still upon us; and save us from this ugly terror of time!
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A Circle Of Friends

When we miss someone,

may be the parents,

brothers and sisters,

children or grandchildren,

or anyone else,

a vacuum is created within us,

On special occasions,

may be a happy one,

or sad one,

this vacuum becomes a source of suffocation,
this vacuum is turned in darkness of eclipse,
and the tears when come down on the cheeks

like frightened birds who come down on the trees.

Trees with flowers and fruits and green leaves,
and the birds feel secured on a tree,
what of earth,

the moon and the sun are moved,
the eclipse is forced to surrender,
darkness ends,

birds restart their flights.

And so is a circle of lovely friends.
They come to our rescue,

someone comes as fresh air,

tears stop and smiles come back,
the lonely one pays thanks to God,
who gave friends

that can fill any vacuum,

whatever it may be.
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A Claddagh Ring

I don't love a radical mischief,

I love an innocent beautiful thief,

who steals the hearts with rosy smiles,
can turn old ones in naughty juveniles,
one who swims like a pretty mermaid,
lo my bills of love always prepaid,

one who loves not only the humans,
Jews, Hindus, Muslims, Christians,
birds and beasts, animals and insects,
with a lovely virus whole world infects,
is never confined in a single belief,

so much universal is the lovely thief,

a lovely clad soul in the skin's salt,

a poem of love and a work of art,

one who hates, from my side ducked,
anyone who loves is my beloved.

In a Claddagh Ring her heart described,
Love, loyalty, friendship inscribed,

(Claddagh Ring is an Irish ring. DECEMBER Birthstone Silver Claddagh Ring,
inscribed with 'Love Loyalty Friendship')
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A Cold Rainy Night Of December

For me every day is a holiday,
and the proceeding nice night,
what else I can say,
is lovely and bright!

For me it's lovely and bright,
Our shadows on curtains,
Okay I off the light,

Now nothing it sustains.

For me the cold is exciting,
but you are still shivering,
hot arms are inviting,

try you will find it fevering.

For me is the winter,

be a little more crazing,
it's a night of December,
its charms are amazing.

For me not the snow falls,
it's only raining,

listen to the calls,

from the roof it's draining.

For me It's a bold lovely call,
I'm coming to you now,
don't you hear at all?

soil's welcome wow!

For me earth is a paradise,
I have a fairy in my arms,
everything I excise,

need you and your charms.

For me for the rest is morning,
for the best is night,

cold winter is charming,

and you are a delight.
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A Comment

My friend, I know you're a teacher,

for the students, a great preacher,

but when you come back at home,

don't you see yourself in Rome?

Keep for students your moral teaching.
Come to the readers after total bleaching.

Why don't you remain always poetic?
Don't you have a balance at home?

I know you are truly aesthetic,

write a page of love and burn the tome.
Even a word of love is better than a book,
Have in a mirror your lovely nice look!

(A Fantasy a great poem by Valsa George.

Dozing on a hammock

Strung between two towering palms
With the sky above-

colour washed in turquoise blue

and the waters below

reflecting that heavenly hue,

you came to me

sailing in a dream

like the strains of a symphony
causing endless vibrations

in my solitary heart

you showed up

all too sudden

like a rainbow on my vacant sky
after a cloud burst of cloistered grief
to blaze it with iridescent shades
Your smile

embalmed my bruised spirit

with the coolness of a summer drizzle
falling, like manna

over starved Israelites

in their arduous odyssey

through blistering sands

Your passionate breath,
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spewed on my face

bore the scent of opening buds

in the mazy tangle of wild creepers
growing dense in nearby woods.
Your amorous whispers

fell in my ears

with the sweetness of the melody
from Krishna's flute

with Radha near, love sick)

her lips curled in an immaculate smile.

Your soft footsteps

like the jingle of a court dancer
echoed in the silence of my soul
with a hundred evocations

As the jingles

came nearer in synchronizing rhythm
I held out my arms

to clasp you in tight embrace
and reel you in frenzied jig

But you vanished,

vanished,

with the swiftness

of bubbles rising and breaking
in a beer glass,

leaving me to my desolate zone
The sky overhead had changed
into another shade

Still I lay in mid air,

with my eyes sealed tight

to re-live that dream

once again!
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A Comment On ore's Poem I Want To Feel God's
Presence Now

Your vision is scattered I feel your presence,

I listen to you in music and in fine arts,

But I want to feel your presence in the human hearts,
May I know the reasons of your absence?

I want you as a rose in my bosom,

With an aroma can you ever blossom?
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A Comment On Edward Kofi Louis' Poem F.S.P.

From a Sweet Palace,

where Fairies Sing in Passion,

Free of charge is a Slow Poison,

that doesn't Kill,

just makes us ecstatic,

Firing the Sour Prose,

Feel a Sweet Poetry,

let me live ecstatic,

let me die in it,

I don't know the name of this fairy,

but it's a pleasure to dance with her,

I don't know her religion, color or creed,
but Edward Kofi Louis hasn't only danced
with her like me,

my friend knows her better than me,
and when he says it's muse of true love,
I believe,

I trust,

my friend cannot be wrong.
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A Comment On Kirti Sharma's Poem 'the Wind'

The dazzling night sky has a beautiful feminity,
the bright sunny day will be chasing her,

although he knows they'll meet for a moment only,
when its a dawn or a dusk.

For love a moment is enough,

that's what is read in the pages of aurora,

but can be read by a heart in love only.
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A Comment On Stephen (Steve)howard's Haiku 3

I see your face there in the aurora of a dusk,

I know it's an illusion,

you do not come in the sunlight,

and then I hoped you in the moonlight,

Alas! It ended in frustration!

You forced me to love, you have many charms,
I have only a loving heart and welcoming arms.
I didn't cry but the dew on the leaves

is a sign that night cried on me!

Could I see a dawn with pink smiles
kissing another in the greenery,

could I steal beauty for my dry lips

that changes me into a scenery,

could my lips be ecstatic and vibrate,
could my love change my Killing fate,

I shall not smile but the smiling flowers,
will be a sign that night smiled on us!
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A Comment(4)

Life in other words is love,

and love is a movement.

Movement of restless molecules,
increasing temperature,

sometimes suitable for a life to love,
sometimes unsuitable.

Sometimes its absolute zero,

creating a cold black hole of nothingness,
and sometimes it's infinite,

creating once again a nothingness of destruction
to be followed by a gradual cooling
slowing molecules to a movement
that suits to love

that suits to life.

Movement I see,

in orbiting of electrons round the nucleus,
like that of planets round the sun,

like that of moons,

round a planet,

like that of a lover,

round his beloved,

like that of a believer,

orbiting round a belief in God,

there may not be a God,

but at least there is an ancient nature,
this angular rotation,

increases temperature of hope,

hope keeps us alive,

that's how man lives.

Without any such movement

it's too cold and icy like death.

(I started writing a comment, I don't know if it became a poem)
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A Compromise I Made

A word widely misspelled, dictionary adds and justifies,

And over all accepted, a welcoming compromise.

An enemy of an enemy becomes an ally,

Just to win the war, it has nothing to shy.

A couple not having a good relationship still together passing the life

Just for their coming generations, a good husband and a good wife.

But a compromise on ethics has no excuse.

I condemn, and I refuse.

Yes, it was me, who wrote a poem with the title &quot; Compromises&quot;,
Again it's me who smiles, rewrites it and boldly revises.

A compromise I made in love let me confess

The beautiful forbidden fruit it's might you can guess

Yes, I became disobedient and forgot all the ethics

Hot dynamics of life overruled the frozen statics!

Long ago in a beautiful garden I don't know who &quot;He&quot; is?
A naughty friend who let me knew as to who &quot;She&quot; is.
After knowing her I don't need to know anyone else

She now rules my heart and moves with my pulse.

Helplessly, with ethics, I made a decent compromise
Never mind, in love the ethics one may revise.
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A Conjugal Breakfast

A conjugal love may lack the thrills of romance,
but from dawn to dusk it's music and dance,
listen to the tune of china clay utensils,

see him, he is busy with paper and pencils,

on the dining table with a bouquet of flowers,
flowers more interested in the pencil's showers.
Daddy is starring at the back of Mom,

below the table lovely pet dear Tom,

what the hell he is doing is it painting or writing,
whatever it may be, it must be exciting.

Lo, she has brought the dishes at last.

how delicious and tasty is the hot break fast!
Daddy is washing his hands in the toilet,

now it's easy the paper we can get,

Mom! Look at it it's your nude!

You must condemn this vulgar attitude!

You are right my love, my dear sweet hearts,

I am tired of his poems, his paintings and arts,
Give it to me, let me burn it alive,

She takes it and keeps in the valley of bee hive.
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A Couple Of Pigeons That Taught First Lesson Of Love

When extinguished thirteen in a blow,
Clapped and wished by many in a row,
Forgot the candles and the cake,
Delicious snacks and banana milk shake,
More interested what my uncle brought,
To teach me life's most lovely naught,
The eternal poet's wonderful write,

A couple of cute pigeons, silky white,
Lovely they looked, always together,
Flying too high whatever the weather,
May be a morning of bright sunlight,

Or an evening of absorbing moonlight,
Summer or winter autumn or rains,
Always in search of more stains!

&quot; Ghutur ghoon ghuter ghoon baq bag goon qoon&quot;,
(Glitter glown glitter glown back back boon boon.)
And she replied, &quot;Boom boom boom boom.&quot;

Let us love, and let the flowers bloom.
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A Courtship's Snap

I was twenty one and she was sixteen,

My fiancée was a beauty that is still unseen,
Every girl is pretty in her lovely teens,

See her images if you have aesthetic screens.

Yes, now that girl is sweet sixty one

Still, she is singular and next to none,

Was it possible not to become a poet so romantic?
Is it possible for me not to remain still aesthetic?

Time veered and snatched those lovely charms.
Grand Mother still has her golden arms,

For pretty Grand Children she is a garland,

For the too old love she is a casual rand.

Life was nothing but song and dance,

I can never forget that courtship and romance,
If that year from my life I subtract,

But why should I it's still intact.

Still I have something black and white,
A courtship's snap my too old write,
Whenever frustrated I look at the lit,
Her smiling photograph, I still owe it.

(Her black and white photograph is still a source of inspiration)
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A Crazy Old Man

Gathering the remaining blood of his veins,

In his weak and tired legs who is climbing up?
Disordered breaths tell, 'A crazy old man,

Still in love! He is too optimistic,

in an era of energy crisis, no power for the lifts,
no gas or gasoline, generators are silent.

He is going to see one of his old friends,

not yet retired but where is he? '

The poor fellow breathing in a wealthy nation,
Where there are maximum owners,

of off shore companies in the world,

where there are millionaires and billionaires,
having bank accounts with the foreign banks,
with balances that are more than the debt,
being repaid in installments that are

sixty six percent of the national income,

and further loan is taken for repayment

of existing debt. How long will it go?

Where places of worship are attacked,

Where there is a large list of missing persons,
And the poor fellow, an activist,

who raised his voice for the missing persons,
where is he?

The crazy old man was informed,

nobody knows where is he,

but his name appears in the list of missing persons.
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A Creeper Amongst Large Trees

I saw a creeper slowly rising up, satisfied with the place,
Surrounded by great and proud large trees, in a garden of grace.
From the foot of a tower, having white fragrant flowers,

The lovely high tower saved her from the showers,

From the frightening thunders of a black dense cloud.

And the great large trees, with their grandeur and proud,

Were laughing on the creeper so weak and soft,

They were thinking, heat strokes will burn her craft.

The humble, weak and feeble creeper, a victim of visitors' oversight,
Was never found resting, sleeping, she went on creeping,

She went on, went on, slow but sure, not crying or weeping,

And soon came the day, she was dancing on the top of the tower,
Spreading and dispersing white flowers round the tower.

And God was smiling on the proud of big names now drowned in shame,
Still humble was she, at all not affected by name and fame.
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A Creeper And The House Keeper

Rising and falling, falling and rising,

I always think what the reason of my downfall was.
Who gave me courage to rise after a fall?
Why next time I rose a little higher after all?
What worry me am I going to fall forever,

or it's a cycle and I shall creep once again.
Who is the house keeper?

I creep on the windows of his room,

I am a creeper with multicoloured flowers,

I am a creeper with so many fragrances,

As long as I am a source of a lovely sight,

as long as I am an air freshener,

as long as I am a soothing greenery,

the keeper, a poet, writes poems on me,

but when I wildly expand

and I start obstructing light and air,

the same keeper comes out of his room

with an unseen scissors

and reduces my offshoots to his desired magnitude!
I see most of my living branches

with green leaves and colourful flowers

fall on the bosom of my mother

from where I was risen and breast fed,

I was a part of my mother

I decay and become her pat once again.

My father, I know you'll come once again to my mother,
the creeper will rise once again,

with all its colours and fragrances,

you'll write new poems,

the creeper will be ahero of your long poems,
and then an unseen scissors again!
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A Creeper Of Love

Let the lovers weep

you should now sleep,

let it creep from your eyes,

let it creep from your ears

let it creep from your nose,

let it creep from your fingers,

let it creep from your tongue,

it's a creeper of belief.

Hope someone will bring a little water
for my thirsty throat.

It's a creeper of hope as well.

Early morning hours,

a helpless man

unable to get up and drink some water,
it's a creeper of frustrations, too.
Someone, with the help of a small spoon,
opens his mouth,

what a lovely taste,

dry throats are wet,

It's a creeper of love as well.

And now I realized,

all my wars and efforts were futile,

I needed nothing just a little water,
and a creeper of love.
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A Cynosure Of All Eyes

A celebrity!

A cynosure of all eyes.

Brown silky hairs smiling being touched by artificial winds
ear rings smiling reflecting the flash lights

cosmetics smiling on her pink cheeks

lipstick proud to smile on her lips

the necklace of pearls smiling having kissed her neck
round arms smiling exposing their beauty

her tight dress smiling to be so close to her lovely body.
She is also smiling as she got whatever she dreamed.
But her eyes?

Her eyes the true translators of her heart

couldn't smile even after repeated efforts,

still looking for their cynosure!
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A Cypress Tree

Green and tall kissing the roof, and so much glad,

What you're doing silently yards below the ground,

Wild blows of air and the clouds have gone mad,

No showers, no flash of light, and no thunder of sound,
The rains haven't yet come, I see your cuts and curls
Through my windows your branches look like dancing girls.
I know dear, when I was a youth, how I loved,

How I kissed her and what happened beneath blankets,
The exciting cool wind blows and a hot beloved,
Assonance for a song of love and the two clarinets,

A pink rose bud and the rainbows of a butterfly,

May be for the kiss, but for the hidden, I am not shy!
Cypress! Shake down the foundations of the boundary wall,

Want to know how deep you are, know how much you are tall.
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A Dancer

She writes such poems,

I could never write.

In the colorful flash lights,
her silky brown hairs,

her naughty eyes,

her belly her legs,

her smiling pink lips,

her breasts her hips,

her round arms,

her hidden charms,

when write a poem,

in the body language,

the poem is read by all.

I have limited readers,
who read and understand,
my poems are not universal,
her readers are not limited,
she writes universal poems,
I am in a cage,

she is on stage,

she is a lovely dancer!
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A Dangerous Smile

A dangerous smile,
The heart is fragile!
Friend! Do you smile?
Or it's your style,
Truly see with smile,
Or smile having seen?
To know I am keen?

After effects of a shower,

In the clouds that bower,
Beauty was murmured,

When droplets twittered,
When nature is refracting,

In a prism diverting,

Love's many hidden lights,
And all are delights,

With a different wave lengths,
Various shades and strengths,
Love is white in the bosom,

It has flowers to blossom,
See what nature endorses
Cab of pretty seven horses,
It's a lady that rides,

Many eyes she abides,

For the sight a pleasure,

It's lovely lady nature,

A VIBGYOR is exposed,

Her beauty decomposed.

So is My Lord!
Submission in accord,
Pure and white,

His colorful write!

So is the universe,
Nothing was adverse,
We made it sub verse,
Our misdeeds are curse,
Still spectrum in full,
It's truly beautiful,
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When nature mobilized,
He just smiled,

All came into being,

All beauty we are seeing!
It's a gift of smile,

But the heart is fragile!

So much unconcerned,

Say nothing you turned,
This time only inspired,
Your smile I admired,

With a poem on smile,
From a heart so fragile!

No assurance for the future,
If continue the adventure,
And smile in a window,
What next I don't know.

(It's a naughty poem in the eve of December 31,2014. Please don't smile
otherwise you will be subjected to this naughty poem but you will be next to
Lady Nature as well who rode on a cab of seven horses. When someone read this
poem she said the number of horses should have been six or eight. She forgot
the real number of horses is only one, The White Horse, other horses are virtual
divergence.)
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A Dawn Of Love

I had heard you come here to kiss the first ray of the sun
Nimble footed on the green carpet of the grass you walk
And from your deep eyes you look at the remaining fun

I listen to music, do you sing or with someone you talk?
The aurora of your pinkish cheeks spreading on the skies
I see the black skies stealing a colour from deep blue eyes

I listen to the voices of flying kisses from the soft garnets

I feel everyone has become a thief look at the white flowers
With Perfumes of hairs the wind blows turn in the clarinets
Birds still in their nests, but twittering tales of unseen showers
In love everything is unseen; fraction of a moment is enough,
Everything is smooth like silk in a touch, and nothing is rough.

Here go the remaining stars leaving Venus as the lonely star
Where did you pass your night, I'm sure it's the naughty moon

I know you, had seen you in disguise of a vagabond evening star
All right in love sweetheart, whether it is night, morning or noon
But for whom you are waiting on the skies and for what you stay?
Moon was his reflector; you'll get only a single ray to say!

Beloved nature! You are a virtual image of my sweetheart,

I am here because you strip and attract my thirsty blue eyes
Have been given a lovely role and have been playing my part
My love is limitless like the endless inverted bowl of the skies.
Deep in the fruits there are sleeping embryos of your seeds,
Love is a very good deed I never blend it with other misdeeds.

Drops by drops turning light blue and entering into the heart,
Making it ecstatic like a wine of green and yellowish grapes
The skies are gallery of a wonderful artist's works of art,

The perfumed portraits here change their colours and shapes
The dusk starts a new love story in the milky moonlight

The dawn comes to end the story in the silky sunlight.

I am just like you, look at me; I'm going to a mosque to pray
Five times I pray but I could not see my unseen sweetheart,
Life is too short; I know soon He'll end this show, this play,
I'm also helpless in love; my brain has no control on heart,
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I, too, want to tell, the moon was just a reflector of light
And I love the beautiful source of light that is truly bright.
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A Day Dreamer

Frustration is my worst enemy,

when I think it can kill me now anytime,
I attack it before it attacks me,

I have a deadly weapon,

I lay on my bed

and I start dreaming.

Sometimes I become a famous cricketer,
an all rounder who scores a century in his very first match
and captures five wickets as well,

and my team wins the match due to my outstanding performance.

Then I become a famous singer,

my very first song brings Oscar Award for me,
and I see beautiful babes,

rushing to me for taking my autograph.

After that I become a great leader,
like Nelson Mandela I pass my life,
mostly in the jails but at last

I win independence for my nation.

In the end I become a handsome youth,
who crosses many obstacles,

but all is well that ends well,

and at last I win love of my beloved.

The first three dreams are changed every day,

but my fourth dream never changes,

however, it's interrupted by a jealous and hysterical woman.
&quot;Getup Old Man! Your breakfast is ready.&quot;

After taking my breakfast I come on my desk,
I recollect my dreams and select the best one,
I write a poem and start day dreaming,

I see myself as a great poet!
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A Deadly Romance

The caravan of life never stops,

A harvest is followed by new grown crops,
Cold nights are followed by hot sunny days,
When paths are enlighten by golden rays,
Destruction is followed by new construction,
Hope removes the effects of dejection,

In this changing world nothing is stable,
Strong were those now weak and feeble.

Oh! Helpless men, don't waste your tears,

Get rid of weakness forget your fears,

Revolutions don't come in a week or a month,

An entire generation has to put his worth,
Grandfathers sow the seeds for a better tomorrow,
Grandsons get a joy that follows now's sorrow,
Who can change the law of change of nature?
Struggle will amend this foolish caricature.

The people illiterate, foolish or innocent,

Not aware of their might, so much ignorant!

For generations they are serving mighty lords,

In a bounded square are controlled by chords,
The hidden chords who worship the rising suns,
Their thinking and beliefs are determined by guns,
They live for the lords they die for the lords,

They smile for the lords they cry for the lords.

Their children are not allowed to go to schools,

Their sons are showered in bloody pools,

Their daughters are raped and they accept the torture,
As a writing of their fates, what a foolish caricature!
They cannot protest they can't raise their voices,

As the lords bring votes they are ruler's choices,

My Lord! How do you see this hell-fare system?

Let us rise and move for a welfare system.

Humanity will survive and the rest will die,
It's abstract truth and the rest is a lie.
The seed was sown in Adam by God,
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Who bowed his head with submission and nod,
Winter after autumn and spring after winter,
Time runs fast like a winning splinter,
Humanity is a tree and seen many ages,

The man now free has remained in cages.

Let the powerful know the poisons you sown,

Will kill your descendants if watered to be grown,
Your crowns will be melted and smashed your thrones,
They will dig your grave and will burn your bones.
When the angry feeble men rise like a volcano,

They don't rise for a tune on piano.

They don't smile and sing and dance,

But a cruel adventure and a deadly romance!
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A Deep State

He thinks he elects his toys, innocent!
Living in a deep state, the ignorant!
But he needs some joys,

A child is happy in toys,

Let him play, the toys are impotent.
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A Defeat In Love Is Better Than A Win

Dreaming something more beautiful than beauty,
with the dawn when a butterfly started his journey of love,
the bud of rose drunk in the wine of sleepiness,
reluctant to get up and to welcome the flying rainbow,
the wind titillating the buds and singing in whispers,
your teen age is over.

get yourself prepared for a date,

someone is coming with attractive colors.

But besides colors you have fragrance,

It's your day,

it's your date,

it's your game.

And I am sure you will win this game of love.
The bud left her bed and took a shower of dew.
In a pink skirt when the rose bud saw butterfly,
she became once again ecstatic.

The colors started it with the flying kisses,

and finished it with hot kissing of petals,

again and again.

The bud surrendered to the butterfly

and when the wind interrogated her,

with a sigh she exclaimed

and said

his colors have wings

my colors do not fly,

my fragrance spreads

but remains unseen,

how could I have won

this game of love!

The wind smiled and said,

&qguot;Never mind

a defeat in love is better than a win,

as it will make you the ruling queen.&quot;
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A Delighting Decision (A Poem, Being Inspired By A
Post Of Marie Shine)

The lengthening shadows are writing a poem on love,
for the whole sunny day we walked together,

now it's an evening of courtship and romance.

Moon and the stars are choosing their best dresses,
and they found it,

I see clouds too ecstatic to wrap them in silk,

and the touch of silk is exciting us for many more touches.
Let us celebrate this shy evening with a kiss,

ahead is the climax of the nature's bliss.

Ahead is a night,

in too dark it will be too bright,

and it will promise to recur throughout the life.

I expect thunders of the clouds as clapping of nature,
We shall welcome the flashes of lightning as her smiles.
Tonight we shall be too close like color and fragrance of a rose,
and we shall dance.

I am sure and you should also be sure,

for all pains of life,

forever,

for each other,

we are and we shall remain a cure.
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A Diabetic

Weak is my eyesight to watch
Feeble are my legs to walk
Deficient are my arms to hug
Shaky is my tongue to talk,

Bulky are my hips to jump
Slow are the systems to digest
Sugar I avoid being a diabetic
But never put my lips on a test,

Even a little sugar can do that
What I cannot do usually

Feel sugar more than anyone
Your lips are sweet abnormally!
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A Different Girl

I see a change in her,

Yes, I still look at her.

She has closed her doors,

I have closed my doors.

But a window is still open,

The vagabond being an old peeper,

While peeping in through the open windows,

Sees a different girl!

She is no more sleeping in the swimming costume,
now she sleeps in a blue night gown.

Heart beats are the same,

and her lovely eyes staring at roof,

sometimes at this wall sometimes at that wall,

she never looks at the windows,

perhaps she doesn’t want to disturb the peeper.
How beautiful are her eyes,

capable of drowning the entire universe!
Sometimes hiding her face in the pillow,

She wants to conceal her tears from the peeper?
Is it the same girl who watched porn on computer?
Now when she fails to sleep in the early hours of night,
She goes to computer and writes a poem,

now her poems are different,

No vulgarity in it,

now she nicely paints human sentiments.

Who brought these changes in her?

Her first step on the highway of maturity,

Or it's love, otherwise,

May be both!
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A Divine Honey Moon

A divine honeymoon that starts with a crescent,
and ends with the next crescent

with childish disputes like that

when we see children playing on streets,
yes, here there aren't sufficient play grounds
and our children play on the streets,

fighting on the decisions of empires,
whether the tennis ball that hit the leg

was outside the leg stump or not,

like nature they don't have

the provisions of action replay

so there is no third empire,

consequently divided in mini sub groups

and we see a number of stumps

close to each other,

making play a painful fun.

A divine adventure that starts with a crescent,
and ends on a play and display of fire arms
with the next crescent,

a day for the children and the teens,

new colorful dresses and graceful shoes,

with a lot of money in the pockets

given by elders on the happy day,

that starts with a shower

and prayers in a ground,

I mean showers at home and prayers outside,
a day of forgiveness and social contacts.

For twenty nine or thirty days,

depending on sighting of the crescent,

though astronomy provides definite calculations,
as to when the crescent will be sighted,

so what, no harm in it, let them enjoy

if they are fond of suspense!

The old man takes it as a change in life style,
the adventure starts before the astronomical twilight,
eating rich dishes drinking milk and tea,
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prayers with hopes until the sun rises,
life remaining static for eleven months,
becomes dynamic, a welcome change.

Sleeping till the sun comes on the heads,

that's one of the two most attractive features,
sleeping during fasting is written by The Angels,
as a good deed,

and the other breaking the fast just after sun set.
What a time is that!

Tasty dishes appear to the eyes of hungry and thirsty old man,
like aurora on the blue sky,

and the old man asks,

Oh Sun! Stop this kissing of ocean,

and do what is done after kissing.

I am at liberty to do anything after the dusk,
aren't you?

Washing the hands, mouth and the feet,
after the noon prayers,

and start peeping in the kitchen,
regretting the labor pain of a woman from east,
yes, a woman from east

faces labor pain throughout her life,
cleaning the house,

washing the clothes,

cooking even in the heat strokes,

always taking care of her children,

and when the husband praises her for the outputs,
she forgets all her pains

and she is renovated

and she is innovated,

for some new and better outputs.

When I ask her,

'May I help you? '

'No thanks, go and recite the Holy Book.'
I could never tell her,

a woman is also a holy book,

I read her,

I am reading her,

I shall read her,

I think this book will continue
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even on the heavens!

Silently I go out and arrive in the markets,

A rush I see on the stalls on both sides of the roads,
sweets and snacks,

but I opt for spicy snacks,

and sugar cane juice,

I know she likes it,

So let me add this item song,

to the movie of fast breaking at dusk.

Yes, item songs have become

an integral part of Bollywood movies,

a hot song and dance!

And it works.

Bollywood is in Mumbai,

Formerly Bombay, India.

In India Iftar Parties, the fast breaking parties,
are arranged by the politicians

all attend it irrespective of their religions,

the rivals meet, sit and talk, and discuss what,
they couldn't discuss in the parliament.

I try hard to balance the adventure,
with her in a lovely night,

but the cruel woman,

pushes me out of the house,

and having no alternate,

I come to the mosque,

for the night prayers,

lengthy, more than twice the routine,
but when I come back I find myself fully fit,
as yogis find them after yoga exercises.
I thank God, the change of life style,

is lovely, amazing and nice!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

81



A Doll Of Clay (Being Inspired By Marie Shine's Poem
Ecstasy)

Love!

Thanks for relieving me from cares.

Love!

I shall wait for you in the next nightmares.
Thanks for relieving me from the pains.

I don't mind your given stains,

The ecstasy that you provide,

is followed by a will to abide

the fatigues of a new and tiring day,

after all I'm a doll of helpless clay!

Embraced in the arms let me forget the misses,
Come on sweetheart it; s a moment of kisses!

(Thanks Marie Shine, your poem is nice and inspiring, and I reacted with a
poem.)
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A Dummy

In a dress too heavy on the silky skin, a forced smile,
Here comes the princess to be crowned as a queen,
Thinking the era when monarchs were the monarchs
Alas! The monarchy just a tradition without its sheen!

The dummy dreaming her in a short bikini on a beach
With one and only one but with a crown of love,
Quickly changing scenes now she sees her as a bird
Open wings, flying and mating in skies like a dove!

And now a dolphin accepting popcorn from the children
Eagerly calling her spouse, plenty of food and fun is here,
Come to me and help me to locate it in the deep waters
An innocent child has thrown his delicious bun somewhere.

As a doe playing with her buck the game of hide and seek
And when she enters a bush to find out her dear spouse,
She finds a wolf is there, for help an amplified whoop,
Here comes the swamp, the wolf runs away like a mouse.

A common housewife baking bread, for her man in the fields
With a cute child, in all respects better than Prince of Wales

In heat strokes carrying food, with a towel to wipe the sweat
And when kissed by him, her joy, her passion and her gales!

Even a short bikini is now becoming a burden on the soft body
Here is a gal beneath a colourful umbrella, hot is the weather,
A boy lowers down umbrella, what happened there, I don't know,
I believe the princess has been melted in a romantic summer.

A stern old voice, Your Highness! Come back to the ceremony,
A twinkling of the wet eyes true tears gone fake smile is back,
Here starts the life of a dummy and it will never end,

But in the lonely moments she will remain always off track!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 83



A Faded Flower

Tomorrow the sun may be more hostile,
Tonight the moon shows its last phase,
Stars will close this flower's profile,
Time had sprung it and time will erase,

In between today and the deadly tomorrow
There's a starry night, only one is left,
Come for the last time to kill the sorrow,
Somewhere, anywhere for the last theft,

My pink color has become maroon,
A little of aroma still preserved,
My dried petals will scatter soon,
Here I am to be last time loved,

Before I fall and the wind scatters me,
Pluck me and place me in your love book,
Read, for the last time it may be,

Feel me, a little colorful I still look.
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A Fairy Came To Me

A fairy came to me,

I was pleased to see,
She doesn't lack fame,
You know her name,

She has a beautiful face,
With a lot of grace,

Her wings are weak,

She glided from the peak,
She said to pray,

For a curing ray,

That could mend the wrong,
Did by devils so strong,
They wounded her wings,
With a sword that pings,
That affected her flights,
All days all nights,

She wants to go back,
On her lovely track,

She wants to fly,

In the blue sky,

From east to west,

To extend her nest,

She wants to sing,

On her mono string,

A song for all,

Whether big or small,

A lyric of love,

My poor wounded dove!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

85



A Fairy Of Dreams

Why do you dream of a fairy my love?

Taste if you can it's a berry my love,

See colors of my cheeks touch softness of my lips,

I have come to you with the unlocked zips,

See deep brown eyes your image embraced,

The restless silk for your shoulders to be traced,

My lovely neck that is thirsty of your arms,

Let your eyes be slipped to the open hidden charms,
Cant' you kiss my round milky arms,

Front or back I have silky charms.

Have a look at me from my hairs to my feet,
Pay thanks to Him it's a fairy you meet,

With an x-ray device just put it on your eyes,
Don't fly like angles in the high skies,

Burn your wings and let them decay,

I'm confident transparency will play,

The role it played you read in the tales,

Make a fairy's land in the barren vales,
Forget all your worries in music and dance,
Could you bury all else in the soil of romance!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A Family

And when My Lord created the triangle
of space, time and love,

virtually a family was created,

the trio having no end is playing its role,
and so are the families,

the units of society,

to provide the infant,

protection and caress,

and socialization,

to grow up in a civilized human.

Where families are broken,

individuals are also broken.

I see families in its primitive forms
even in animals and green plants.

A society with an unit of individuals,

is primitive, uncivilized and uncultured,
it can give birth to the love children,
who may grow as angry youths

to take their revenge from the society.
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A Father On Way Back Home

Now it's over, the fatigue of the day,

sweats dried and muscles are relieved,

while coming back, the childish rains!

A naughty downpour that climbed from the back,
And the one that took my left hand in her hand,
the other gripped my right hand as she knows,
whatever he is carrying will be picked out
from the bag with this powerful hand,

but I am refreshed by a fine mild shower,

on my bosom with her lips on my forehead.
Rains!

While T was dying for loneliness I needed!
You,

obliged the tired man with kisses and hugs,
and reminded me,

the fatigues of the day are over,

but for whom it was a day of struggle,

are now full of rains of love,

and a beautiful lady is standing on the doors,
she is old, still gold,

My salute to this great grandmother!

With a cloud on her back,

another holding her right hand,

the third with her hand in the right hand,
and the amazing fourth with both hands,
around her neck.

I accelerated my motor bike.

Rains!

You are wonderful!

You encourage me to live,

but I am living for the rains of love,

that are waiting for me at my sweet home!
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A Favored Couple

Why do you take it as a human caricature?

May be a favored person of the ancient nature,

At least he isn't ancient, he may be too old,

Not a diamond of bones, a flush of soft gold,

If a little heated, bravely he faces the hammer,

He is mended and modified in a nice manner,

Look at him he is now a pair of beautiful ear rings,

A necklace that touches her bosom and sweetly sings,
No surprise if he is singing an inviting love song,
With a heart soft enough and passion so strong,
Before a hug and a kiss she stretches her arms,

A ring for her finger and palms with palms,

Where from came the jewels, having such a glace,
The silk above a beautiful face offered this grace,
The deep seas below forehead provided the pearls,
The old woman in love is better than teen aged girls.
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A Few Comments (On Marie Shine's Various Posts)

I am tall and too delicate,

you cannot climb at my top,

I shall be broken and you'll fall down,

touch my top in my virtual image,

I am there in the depths of water,

come on I shall hug you and you'll kiss me.

Don't chase me in the infinite universe,

locate me on your earth.

Our colors attract us to each other from a distance
but to feel the perfumes we should come close,

so close that we do not remain two.

Don't search the lover of nature now,

he has dived in the depths,

he is being hugged and nature is being kissed by him.
the lover is now here,

look at his shocking pink color,

he has come out of the depths as beautiful flowers.
Once upon a time he was an ignorant human,

now he is the universe,

expressing himself as a human for a little while.

He got it,

love is the secret of life,

pretty simple,

he had come in the world with a good heart

and he nicely performed his job,

he is changed in a flower,

will be faded leaving behind the color and fragrance.
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A Few Favored Moments - An Independent
Translation Of Yasmeen Khan’s Poem Chand
Mehrbaan Sa'Atein(Urdu)

The lonely silence like the queen of night,
Ruling outside dark but inside a light,

With a few candles of the moments lost,
Favored moments that twinkle in the frost,
Inside closed eyelids a rainbow of phosphene,
Evolving in rings like painful phosphine,

Still their arms in aroma’s arms,

The floor of heart with dancing charms,

Why you wrote a love story on the sand,
Alas! Could you stop the fingers and the hand!
Why you forget the tides and waves,

Love stories buried in the ocean’s graves,
Leave behind on the shoulders of breeze,
Memories of the past violently squeeze!

(Phosephene- -A luminous image produced by mechanical stimulation of the
retina, as by pressure applied to the eyeball by the finger when the lid is closed.
Phosphine- -Chemical Formula PH3, a poisonous gas that evolves in the shape of
rings, a compound of Phosphorus and Hydrogen.)

Original Poem

Chand Mehrbaan Sa'Atein(Urdu) - Poem by Yasmeen Khan
khamoshi raat ki raani ki manind

undhere peh raaj karti hey

kuch guzrey hooey lamhaey

chand mehrban sa’atein

band aankhon ke saamne

khushboo ki bahon mein bhaien dale

mehfel e dil mein ragsan hein

sarshari key who pal

wagqgt ki unglion ney sab rait peh likhey
tund lehron key haath mitate chalei gaey
hawwaen chalti raheen,

titlion key par bhikartei rahey
daastanein janam laitee raheen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



dum tortee gaien

par yaadon key diye hawaon key dosh peh
larzte rehe

aur.....hamesha lo detey rahey
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A Fidel And His Leftovers

His fore finger was once again

on the button of an electric bell

The Fidel listened to the same old voice

&quot; Who is there? &quot;

&quot;It's me, but the doors are locked.&quot;
She opened the door and came out.

A girl in her teens!

He wonders,

what has happened in the last twenty years?
When last time his fore finger was on the same button,
He heard some other words.

&quot; Who is there? &quot;

&quot;It's me.&quot;

&quot;Please come in the doors are open.&quot;
He always left something at her flat

for want of a reason to come back again.
Everything has changed during his twenty years exile.
But the real change was in that

a woman who should be fifty

was appearing a teen aged girl!

Anyhow, he got in.

An old woman came out from the bed room.
&qguot;So you have come back!

Last time when you left the flat

You left your something valuable for me.

Your son has now started coming here

and he leaves something

for coming here once again.

Tell him who is she?

Now you may go,

she is a student of medicine,

if you have courage to speak the truth

tell her who are you

and who your son is for her.&quot;

The Fidel left the flat without leaving anything there!
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A Fire Rainbow

What else is love an ecstasy that constrains
to forget the ethics, to put tomes on the shelf,
a petition against dry ice of the brains,

when the plaintiff becomes a justice himself,
when the hearts write a new code of conduct,
kill the bloody brain who is he to obstruct?
What else is love the surrender to someone,

a total blind submission no room is left,

the senses are drunk and unite for the one,

a thief himself who inspires for the theft,
when the eyes regain see a fire rainbow,

but how color blinds can enjoy this show?
What else is love a cool and soothing fire,

a mutiny of heart against the hating brains,
the weapon of love the instinctive desire,

sets aside all and keeps the lovely stains,

the skies when steal this colorful verse,

a rainbow rules, &quot;Earth not yet adverse.&quot;
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A Flower I Love

Beauty is an artistic arrangement of the creator,
that appeals,

asks for appreciation,

touches,

and forces to touch.

Its touches are reflected in the thoughts,
and thoughts

are reflected through the senses,
Sweetheart!

I see you,

I listen to you,

I smell you,

I kiss you,

and I taste you.

I am a beautiful,

colourful,

lovely butterfly,

and you are a flower I love!
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A Flower Of Ethics

Essence for the elites,
Colors general delights.
But the flower blooms,
For ecstasy of nectar,

I'm drunk of it's seven lights.
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A Flying Kiss

I cried so much on my sins,

Noah asked Him,

Should I go to the earth once again?
God smiled and said,

Man is how matured enough,

No more prophets,

God appointed an Angel,

Who keeps me away from you!
Otherwise your beauty is enough,
To excite me for more sins,

I can't kiss you sweetheart,

But the Angel is helpless here,

A flying kiss! He cannot stop.
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A Flying Rainbow

She flies from petals to petals,

In a twinkling of the poetic eyes
Like a gymnast performs it so well!
That's how the poet sees butterflies.

In colorful lights when she dances
Like a sweet cute girl of only seven
Shakes n awakes the sleeping buds
That's how a poet views the heaven.

Excites the buds to open their petals
Aromatic beauty makes air ecstatic
Touches millions of senses in a second
That's how a poet turns so aesthetic.

Owe to the show of a cute butterfly
To the tunes of beating rainbow wings
To the flood lights of colors in dance

That's how a poet gets a pen of stings.
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A Fore Sought Day

A piece of cotton cloth,
With prints of uncountable roses,
I don't know why but I bought it.

I never knew what to do with it,
Perhaps I was enchanted by its splendor,
And at my lonely home I brought it.

I knew I can't get it stitched in a gent's shirt,
A piece of beauty soft and silky,
I put it somewhere and forgot it.

When a pink bud sprung in the yards,
It grew a little and became a rose bud,
No idea how but a woman thought it.

On the first birthday of my first daughter,
When I saw the child in a lovely suit,

I realized this was the day, I fore sought it.
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A Forgotten Friend

My present friend is a dependent on electric supply,

And when the energy crisis stopped flow of electrons,

My key board left me alone and helpless, to cry and cry,

Someone whispered from my neutron and protons,

&quot; Though my ink has been dried but being your years old friend,
To help you in this crisis, with my heart and soul, I intend.&quot;

With tears in my eyes I picked my pen kept in the drawer,
In a cup I took some water and pumped it in my pen's heart,
Waited for a minute and then took a piece of white paper,
Words sang, lines danced, my pen is still a creator of art.
Old ignored forgotten friends do not have long memories,
Always ready to brew beer of love even in buried breweries!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 100



A Friend

Friendship is an amazing relationship,

I don't know how others understand,

I don't know how others withstand,

It is something hidden and locked by a zip.

By the passage of time,

A friend is gradually exposed,
Constituents are often decomposed,
Keeping the relations becomes a crime.

If the common interest,

Is very much alike,

And if the same thing, both dislike,
The friend is nearer than nearest.

I never found dearer than dearest,
Wish you good luck and all the best.

Friendship needs trust and sighting,

Often a friend like a comedian of Hollywood,
Says or writes some thing not very good
Ask him to explain his saying or writing.

Before changing your attitude or the behavior,
You should inform your friend about his lacks,
Don't make his heart a wall of cracks,

You shouldn't be destroyer, act like a savior.

I didn't find a savior in my life,
Except one, my lovely wife!
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A Friend Is A Mirror

A friend is a mirror,

an image with no error,

as long as you're before,

a truthful, can't ignore,
how much you are pretty,
how much you are ugly,
tells you not any other,
when you leave the mirror,
he forgets your image.
Face truth with courage.

(Based on a saying of Prophet Muhammad, peace be upon him, that a believer is
a mirror for the other believer)
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A Garden Of My Fair Lady

The pains you give to me,

the misbehaves I face everyday,

the maltreatment I tolerate,

might have wet my eyes for sometime!

But I know the time apparently cruel,

is making a pavement for me,

in the thorny bushes of life,

and I am heading to the gates of a garden,

where there is my fair lady,

in a silky white dressing,

with a bouquet of white scented flowers,

in her smooth and touching soft palm,

and,

with a kind and inviting smile on her pink lips.
Sweetheart!

All lines of love have been erased from my palm,
heat of pains I got in my life,

have made my palm so much heated and soft,
that when you give your left palm in my right palm,
you will not find it difficult to imprint a new love line,
and when I shall take the bouquet in my left palm,
my both palms will be frozen,

the new love line will be an immortal line.

Who says I shall die?

I shall kiss my fair lady,

she will sit beneath a tall tree,

with its roots deep in the earth,

and its apex touching the skies,

with her feet in the water of an eternal canal,

I shall put my head on her thighs,

with the bouquet of new flowers of love,

in my left hand,

and my right arm enveloping her for ever.

She will comb my dusty hairs with her artistic fingers,
and I shall sleep for ever in a new garden,

and you say it will be my grave!

No I can't believe,

it will be a garden of my fair lady!
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A Grandchild

I see a grave very small,

Inside it an infant is sleeping,

His soul is away but where is the soul,
I shall tell you, wait, and let me fly,
To the first sky,

I see the infant and I see a fairy,
Breast feeding the infant,

Singing a sweet melody,

What a lullaby is this!

I see a grave not too small,

Inside it a child is sleeping,

His soul is away but where is the soul,
I shall tell you, wait, and let me fly,
To the second sky,

I see the child and other children,
Making too much noise,

Playing hide and seek,

What a game is this!

I see a grave bigger than the two,
Inside it a boy is sleeping,

His soul is away but where is the soul,
I shall tell you, wait, and let me fly,
To the third sky,

I see the boy with a sweet lovely girl,
They are sharing snacks,

And cold drink,

What a drink is this!

I see again a grave is it,

Inside it a teenager is sleeping,

His soul is away but where is the soul,

I shall tell you, wait, and let me fly,

To the fourth sky,

I see the teenager keenly watching,

The forbidden fruit on the bosom of a tree,
With his keen thirsty eyes,

What a fruit is this!

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 105



I see another grave,

Inside it a naughty youth is sleeping,
His soul is away but where is the soul,
I shall tell you, wait, and let me fly,
To the fifth sky,

I see the youth with his old girl friend,
Desirous to taste the fruit,

But her beauty of refraining,

What a beauty is refraining!

I see one more grave,

Inside it a father is sleeping,

His soul is away but where is the soul,
I shall tell you, wait, and let me fly,
To the sixth sky,

A lovely woman with all her charms,
Relieving the father of his pains,

And hard working for the child,

What a child is this!

I see last of the graves,

It's waiting yet for the old grandfather,
His soul is away but where is the soul,
I shall tell you, wait, and let me fly,

To the seventh sky,

I see nothing an Angel informed,

His soul is in his lovely grandchild,
What a grandchild is this!
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A Gratitude To My Unseen Friends

My unseen friends how beautiful you are,

I haven't seen anything, in this time of ugliness,
More pretty than you, more lovely than you,

I have seen photographs, some are current,

And some when they were half open buds,

Even then I can imagine how nice the flowers are,
That spread odor and color in the lonely life,
Everyday every night their words shine like stars,
How amazing are these stars, having various costumes,
Sometimes they appear as a moon in the dark nights,
Sometimes they appear as a sun in cold winter days,
And in the heat strokes they enter through windows,
Like a cool breeze and temperature that is high,

Due to the heat of friends and acquaintances,

I see around me and I am tense and sad,

The magicians come and sing a song for me,

They play music on various instruments,

In the early morning it's a flute I listen to,

During noon one plays a tune on guitar,

In the evening it's a piano and a violin at night,

A few are dancers and when they dance,

My eyelids are closed even then I watch,

The beauty of their dance amusing and amazing,

I feel the touch of the soft lovely palm,

On my forehead and even my heart,

Is touched by lullabies of the beauty of words,
Words arranged in beautiful lines,

A fragrance that shines like a rainbow,

Yes the fragrance shines because it's a poem,

A poem having thoughts I personify,

And I see charming friends, who awake a sleeping child,
We sing together, we dance together,

We play many games and when I sleep,

I see beautiful fairies in a garden of poems,

Where these friends are turned in trees,

And the poems appear as green branches,

And their words as roses and jasmines,

Different in color and fragrance but flowers,

In the garden I find myself in a wonderland,
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How beautiful is my life with my unseen friends,
The magicians who come from various parts,

Of the world with magic of poetry,

Once I wished I could meet my friends,

In the real life but I mended myself,

Let them shine in a distant Milky Way,

They are moons and stars if they come to me,
They may join those whom I see around me.

A distant object is always pretty and nice.
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A Great Poetess

Admired and enjoyed,

As a guide I deployed,
Messages I found,

In her poems so profound,
Her messages of ethics,
Her sense of civics,

A true loving heart,

In the battle with thwart!

Always wins the wars,
She's Venus in stars,
A candle although old,
But her flame is gold,
A beacon on the shore,
Guess her and adore,
You know her well,

A melodious bell!

When my brain is tired,
I am not admired,
Inspiration I need,
Then my childish greed,
Looks her for a feed,
And a flower I read,
Fragrance of her flower,
Is an inspiring shower!

Should I take her name?
Watch the Hall of Fame,
Pick your lovely choice,
And listen to the voice,
Of the lady with grace,
What a smiling face!

Or remain in suspense,

I am too much dense!

My Dear Friend, your guess is wrong,

No more teasing, now I don't prolong,
Her love children you see every night,
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And in the sun you see her light,

Her love children are the beautiful flowers,
Her love children are the pleasant showers,
Her favorite child is the beautiful moon,
She believes in love and love is a boon.
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A Guide For Boys In Love

You are sitting on the bank of a lake,
Engaged in fishing and smoking with silence,
You are not interested in a particular fish,
Depending entirely on your fate for the day.

The fish may be beautiful or may be ugly,
A friend of your system or harmful for it,
It may suit to your taste,

Or just a food, for your hunger, so wild.

You are hungry and thirsty,
Just need a fish,

Being called by instinct.
Whether moral or immoral.

Bring your ears a little closer to my mouth,
Hunger of the girls are more intense,

But they know it well,

They may fish a snake.

What is inside the lake,

You are completely unaware,

(An immediate response to Yash Shinde's request)
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A Guide For Girls In Love

A man who is never sentimental,

Always discussing philosophy and ethics,
Always busy in business dynamics,

And not admires you when you're emotional,
Is merely a book to be kept on the shelf,
Not for reading by your loving self,

A man who is always sentimental,

In a minute he is happy and cross in the next,
Is a write on computer an editable text,
Carefully handle him, may be too fatal.

Treat him like a child and keep him busy,
Better you get rid of this man so fussy.

A man who is sentimental only sometimes,
Understands your emotions and knows you well,
Stands by you in paradise or hell,

Suits to you like beautiful rhymes.

May be your partner for the whole of life,

Love him, marry him, be his wife.
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A Half Shy Woman

O God!

Perhaps you were when annoyed of your full shyness,
that was the cause of your restlessness.

How many years you passed.

Millions, billions or trillions

I don't know.

Thinking and developing

the negative of your thoughts in a dark room
touching, retouching and giving it all the colors you have.
You enlarged it so much that its feet were on the earth
and hairs were covering the whole universe.

But you veiled this portrait until you created a lover

to admire and love this work of art.

And when you put the best of your love

in the bosom of a lover

you unveiled the portrait of this half shy woman.
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A Hangdog

Though man is not an amphibian frog
Learns to smile and becomes a Gog,
Sometimes player sometimes a toy
Passes life as a playboy

And hugs the death as a hangdog!
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A Happy Birthday

Happy birthday to everyone who was born on this day,
Live and let others live that's what I can say,

A happy and prosperous life I pray,

My beloved granddaughter was born today,

I love this day and one, who was born on this day,
My love, well wishes and joys to stay,

All pains and sorrows I brutally slay,

Smile whole night and smile whole day,

Sing and dance how much you may,

Enjoy this life as it's nothing but a play,

Beautiful returns of the charming day,

What a reason to be happy for tearing clay,

Forget everything wish you happy birthday.
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A Happy Hug Day (In Continuation To My Poem A
Promise Day)

A hug after a long parting when two heart beats

joined each other to conceive a third beat so silently.

He was stolen by her and she was stolen by him

but they never felt they both were stolen by a third one.
That's how love is changed in a precious life.

The mermaid direly needed a friend in the house
though her parents were her very good friends

and so was the couple, a fairy and a prince,

but a breathing and playing doll has its own charms
whether a brother or a sister that does not matter.

The fairy was a day and night friend of the mermaid

but a pleasant surprise for the prince,

he was awaken by a website friend.

&quot;So you have come papa, where are my gifts? &quot;
A hug and a caress on her forehead!
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A Happy New Year

Leaving frustrations and terror behind,
Another year, so cruel and so unkind,

Has now entered in the dark black hole,

Still dances on earth its porn whole sole,

A year has gone another is born,

With the same sharpness of deadly horn,
Unpredictable infant with tightly closed palms,
Pinching hairs I see on its knife like arms,

I could have described hopefully its charms,
But I see it has come with black storms.

Many believe in forecasts and predictions,
But I smile on it, I prefer calculations,
Based on truthful ground realities,

Facts and figures! Calculate cruelties,

I am also a human I believe in hope.
Dangerous is the height, we walk on a rope,
And the air that is blowing now a days,

Is the worst enemy that always betrays!
Satanic agents who support the terror?

I lack courage, can't work as a mirror!
We all are cowards and can't be truthful,
So how can I hope for a year beautiful!
But as an optimistic I hope and pray,

A happy new year, be it so, it may!
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A Heart For Sale

A heart is for sale,

It's old and stale,
Sometimes insane,
Sometimes profane,
Sometimes it's liked,

But often is disliked!
Cracked all-round,

But is still profound!

Has a funny caricature

It's allotropic in nature,

It's a veiled black coal,

If you make it your goal,
Pay your love as its price,
You'll find it nice,

It may appear on your cheeks,
As a mole she seeks,

Or at your lovely peaks,
Like a diamond that weeks,
Your controlled sentiments,
If you need ornaments!

It can change its shape,

No need of a rape,

It will wave its tail,

Like a convict in jail,

You are rich in love,

It's cheap like a dove,

With a branch of olive,
Struggling to survive!
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A History Of The Future

Maturity is increasing day by day,
Distances are decreasing day by day,
Friction that causes heat of the hate,
Evolution is greasing day by day.

Human machine in the future I see,

Much more rectified caricature I see.
Understanding better, tolerance extreme,
A pretty heart catching picture I see.

The machine is free of sounds and smokes,
Humanity not a victim of violent strokes,
Coexistence, brotherhood, the machine produces,
Live, let others live, the produce provokes.

UNO more powerful with its decisive roles,

More food from the sea, vegetation and soles,
Some fills for the belt of ozone from the earth,
Something from space for human black holes!

God asking Angels to defer destruction,
To wait and see for man's construction,
He will see, can we feed our growing population,

He has made us worthy of His Perfection.
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A Holy River

I could not remain frozen on the hills

When the naughty sun kissed and touched me
I started melting in the sun's hot arms

I became ecstatic when the valley hugged me
I could not resist the nature's calls

I fell in love where snow falls.

I ran to the plain to wash the frozen black blood.
With all the human dirt of hate and violence
Drinking new poisons throughout my journey
How long I could show patience and tolerance

I now dive in the sea to commit suicide

My valentine has been killed in a mass homicide!
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A Human Face

So long ago having ended nineteen years in playing

I was astonished to taste for the first time a new éclair
Though I could not see your face as you were veiled

Still a few glimpses gave an idea that your complexion is fair.
Chasing veiled faces hoping one day the wind will explore

A face, beautiful I expect, I could love and adore.

Time whitened my hairs and darkened sensitive skin

My dreaming eyes, my loving heart and my thinking brain

And I, with a pen to draw your sketch in beautiful words

When fell in love, believe me, saw your face in a love stain

What a glace, what a grace, a lovely smile on a handsome face,
In a mirror, though virtual, saw it; it was my own awesome face!
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A Kinetic Kiss

Rise like clouds and fall like rains,

Roam below the blue sky,

Sing with a friend and dance with ally,
Wash out the acids and kill the pains,

A rainbow is needed by an aesthetic heart,
Inspire a lover for a poetic art.

Like a barbie doll in a colorful dress,
Its softness on the lips, a rose in hairs,
Silently come on the back stairs,

I am aggrieved will you please redress,
No work is more important than love,
What else is needed if we can love!

Winds are wet, a noon of dim light,

No heat strokes now weather is pleasing,
The naughty nature is truly teasing,

Ahead of us is a full moon night,

Not much sweetheart just a moment of bliss,
A healing heating hug, a kinetic kiss!
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A Kiss

I close my eyes

I close my ears

let your lips come in contact of my lips

I want to know the miracle

how eyes and ears are grown in the lips.
It's sweet what I saw in you

it's sweeter what I listened to from you

I am still in search what's the sweetest
It's duration of the kiss that was too short.
Well, not bad in the courtship.

Kiss me again and forget everything

as long as that when our lips are separated
we see wrinkles on our faces

and our hairs are white.

We have lost half of our teeth

still a lot we have that will never be lost.
We are not on the wheel chairs

we are still on our bed.

We listen to a few fairies, mermaids and unicorns
wishing happy golden jubilee of our kiss

a kiss in that our whole life was passed.
What a life it was that lasted in a kiss!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 123



A Kiss Day

The prince took her to a lady doctor the date had passed
She was not feeling well the fairy looked too dull

A few tests were made and the couple came back home
During the noon the mermaid missed the customary lull.

The reports came in the evening and confirmed
The fairy is carrying another lovely flower,

She didn't smile rather she started crying,

Wiping with his handkerchief, the uncalled shower,

The prince was glad but the fairy was sad on the bliss
&quot;Good news, may I know reasons of your uncalled tears.&quot;
&quot;You will kiss your child after three years! &quot;

The prince was speechless but it ended with a kiss.
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A Kiss In The Rains

To soothe my mental strains,

To ease my physical stains,

I want rains.

To calm down my mental distress,

To release my physical stress,

I want rains.

Before the stress exceeds the elastic limits,
A kiss in the rains I wish and she knits.

I want rains.
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A Laborer's Spouse

Fire is set leaving behind an aurora on sky,
Birds are back to the nests, no more fly,
The stars with moon take off their flight,
Ahead of them is a pleasant night,

The tired laborer has dived in the ocean,
Deep very deep with love and passion,

In the arms of his appealing mermaid,

I don't see but heard what is said,

Waves whisper with the naughty sand,
Show of love is charming and grand,
Laborer is fresh his sweat is dissolved,

All the issues in @ moment are resolved.

A woman is still waiting for spouse,

With children at the door of her house,
Looking so innocent in her trodden shirt,
To wipe his sweat and remove the dirt,

He has got a job that's why he is late,

For a night of love it's a day of fate,

Fumes of fire wood will repel the insects,
Mosquitoes interrupt, the joy imperfects,
Some oil I shall bring my lantern will be lit,
After many days in light we shall sit,

An evening with joys of delicious foods,
And after that the romantic moods,

Three days were passed on the baked grains,
Tonight the bread will remove the pains,
Shall bring my earnings by sewing and stitching,
Tomorrow he will see my delicious dishing,
Know what at lunch he likes to look,

Not so many but one I shall cook,

From nearby mosque my son who brings,
Few buckets of water to wash many things,
Including the tires of his old manual bike,
Neat and clean I love and like,

Like animals laborers pass their lives,

But a few days that are made by the wives.
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A Laughing Mirror

I have a laughing mirror,
When a wave of proud,

Far from the humble banks,
Attacks my body,

Attacks my soul,

Disturbs my balance,

I see my face,

In the laughing mirror.

I have a laughing mirror,
When ugliness of someone,
Shuts down my eyelids,

My soul is angry,

Warns and instructs,

Open your eyes,

And see your face,

In the laughing mirror.

Tears come out,

I am frustrated,

How I ugly I am!

How selfish I am!

And I am proud of myself!
Shame on me!

Someone whispers in ears,
You have a plane mirror too.
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A Letter From The Hell

I don't know where the paradise is as I live in a Hell,

But a little I have heard and a little I can tell,

Unaware of the fairies white, yellow, black or brown,

Do they wear an opaque or a semi-transparent gown,

Not clear they wear a dress or don't wear a dress at all

They are short like Chinese or like Americans they're tall

They speak Arabic, French, or Narendra Modi's English,

Or like Pakistanis and Indians speak Unglish and Hinglish,

I wonder even in a paradise they're divided in white and black,
Any way, if they're women and any part they do not lack,

So what if divided in Budhists, Hindus, Muslims, Jews and Christians,
I was one of the unconcerned humans still one of those humans,
The fairies might be going to a temple, to a mosque, or a church,
I don't mind if at night they continue to become a candy crunch,
Oh! My friends had written me to know about the Hell,

It's just like the world I am used to with it and all is well.
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A Letter To Santa Claus

Dear and Respected St. Nicholas,

Children still need your love and caress,
Yes they need chocolates and lovely toys,
But the girls and the boys,

Are in dire need of a future,

They are afraid of the caricature,

Of political and religious leaders,

The satanic pleaders,

Polarization they increase,

Peace of mind they decrease,

War for them is a cricket match,

Innocence from children they snatch,
Workers fighting polio face their violence,
Girls' schools are burnt by illiterate ignorance,
Pollution is increasing day by day,

A doubtful future is ahead of the clay,

The damaged layer of ozone is crying,

In the distant space now man is flying,
Water the symbol of life,

Now a pre-war strife,

Future of children is so much insecure,

On 24th of December can you bring a cure?
This year please bring in your lovely packs,
A secured future for the children free of lacks!
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A Lie Is Really Beautiful

If someone says I love you my dear,
Come on my love too close and near.

I shall bring stars from the distant sky,

I shall make you a fairy and you'll fly,

I shall live for you and for you I shall die.
Why don't you react why don't you reply,
In a manner like a colorful pretty butterfly,
While kissing a rose, is at all not shy,

You are so pretty so lovely so charming,
You are so appealing and so much warming.

Your silky hair your deep blue eyes,

Just like clouds in the high blue skies,
Restless is my heart, for your petals like lips,
And dreams for the joy of sailing in the ships.
The ships that sail to your lovely beach,
Where lessons of love like waves you teach,
Flower like palms and the rounded arms,
You've amazing beauty and exciting charms.

You are so lovely and so much are exciting,
Your cheeks are attractive and your face inviting.

From head to foot your body is a wave,

Beauty your mate and attraction your slave,
Nothing to ignore all you have I should have,
Why don't you're bold and a little more brave,
And like a girl you speak and behave,

You've made me insane you've made me a knave.

You know it well that, in toto, it's a lie,
You smile and say how lovely is this guy!

(I have edited this poem and changed a few objectionable lines but I think the
original poem was a little more beautiful)
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A Lion In A Zoo

He cannot entertain the visitors of the zoo

His roar is a warning and a frightening shoo

Like monkeys he cannot entertain the humans
Though he's not having very good relations

Still when behind the bars he's the first choice

His graceful face, his majesty and his voice

I read his heart through his helpless wet eyes

His words when he raises the head towards the skies
&quot;Please open the gates I shall not make any harms
I'll entertain you, hidden in me are monkey's charms.
I shall run wildly to my kingdom of forests

Where in a cave my lonely lioness sadly rests
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A Lonely Bench

As long as a bench is lonely

and there are not two humans

sitting on it,

may be friends or may be lovers.

God will overlook billions of benches

that are not vacant.

May be it's the only vacant bench on this earth
with nobody to watch the beauty of nature
its colors,

no body to feel its fragrance.

Come on Sweetheart!

The scent of your silky hairs

and perfumes of your colorful dress

are enough to become a part of the scene.
Sit with me on this lonely bench,

feelings of the flowers if scene will lack,

I promise to add it with a warm Kiss.
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A Lonely Blue Bird

If you do not love me why do you see me with half eyes?
Truthful eyes and color on your face contradict your lies,
You know, yes you know sweetheart that you love me,
Lovers know on the green earth Angles on the blue skies,
Flowers paint this love birds sing it clouds blend their rains
The sun the moon the stars, all between earth and skies,
With the heat of my love ice blocks melted on the mountains
A narrow river got puberty, and its bed found the dyes,

A fish, has been sleeping since long became a mermaid
Waiving her hands and is calling me, she never shies,

If you don't love me I'm going now to the swimming fairy,
She'll remain into my arms she is not a bird and never flies.

O blue bird why are you alone where is your partner
As a lovely friend I shall keep you in my waiting house,
I shall not cage you I shall take care of you as a friend.
But she went somewhere, perhaps she got a spouse.

After a few days I saw a couple of birds making a nest,
O god for this beautiful couple all the best, all the best!
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A Lonely Night

The desire that was seeded by dusk,

My heart was twice baked to be a rusk,
My soul by the hot fire of the sadness

Still waiting you with my madness

You cannot come to me

My eyes are wet to see

Another moonlit night

So cool so warming, so dim so bright

Will be wasted in loneliness,

Without you it's a mess!

The other side by a cold fire of fears

A smile on my lips, eyes wet with tears
How I shall control the tsunami of streams
I know you'll come in my dreams

To make me more helpless!

More and more restless!

What a dawn it would be

That I never want to see,

When I shall awake with a desire changed in a sigh,
Could I sleep in my dreams till you fly in the sky so high!
And suddenly you come back to shake

My body and my soul both you awake!
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A Lonely Old Man

How weak and helpless is a lonely old man!
He has none to look after him,

nobody to cook food for him,

nobody to provide him medical aid,

nobody to whom he may listen to,

nobody to whom he may talk.

How mighty is a lonely old man!

He can think in pin drop silence,

he can convert his thoughts into a poem,
he can talk to himself loudly,

nobody to criticize him,

nobody to condemn him.

How brave is a lonely old man!

he will not become a liability for anyone,
whatever is written in his fate,

he will face bravely like a soldier,

he will fight the war of life up to his last breath,
with all his might as he is right.

How happy is a lonely old man!

He will welcome the Angel of death,

with no tears for anyone whom he will miss,
but with a smile in hope,

that he is going to another lovely world,

where there are his elders who truly loved him.

How excited is a lonely old man!

Like a child who for the first time,

is tying his bag and baggage for a pleasure trip,
he is going to see beautiful places

he has never seen.

He is ready for a maiden adventure.

How hopeful is a lonely old man!

he will see his grandparents,
he will meet his parents,
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he will enjoy a different life,
with friends and acquaintances
already gone and settled there forever.

How carefree is a lonely old man!

He will be in a world where nobody is too mighty to Kill,
no court to punish him for his thoughts and writes,

no laws, no morals, no customs and no taboos,

where maid of nature will sing the lyric of love

written by the old man with a youthful heart.

How confident is a lonely old man!

He will become a child once again,

he will grow in a handsome youth,

he will start a new love movie with the same heroin,

he will have the same children more lovely this time,

and the cute grandchildren more naughty and more pretty.
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A Love Affair At Bhurban

The green branch I saw

ascending with a naughty intention

to titillate the clouds full of love,
perhaps the shy clouds were reluctant
due to my presence

so I turned my face,

but a naughty cameraman captured
this romantic scene.

My pleasure!

I became a part of the scenery.
Suddenly it started raining,

the naughty branch lowered down her hands
bowed her head before the nature

with a washed greenery.

Neat and clean branches

a washed delicate trunk,

a washed face and combed leaves.
Alas! i cant see the roots

but I believe it washes it like us,

as it has copied exactly

our washing

prior to our bowing of heads

before our unseen beloved,

in thankfulness it's neat and clean

and bowing its head

though it couldn't touch the high clouds.
I am now doubtful

who copied the way of bowing in thankfulness
The trees or us?
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A Love Child

The welfare trust has many stories,

I can tell you one that shattered my heart,

A boy of twenty grown up in the trust,

Never knew his parents but was keen to know,
He became a friend of a clerk of the trust,
Obliged the clerk in so many ways,

And one day with tears in his thirsty eyes,

He asked the clerk, can you help me my friend,
I want to know whose child I am,

Who brought me here and left me alone,

You can find it out by checking the records,

You are custodian of the files that are secret for others,
The obliged clerk could not say no and started the fatigue,
Going through the records in the dusty stores,
After a painful survey of registers so old,

He found out the name of the woman,

Who brought this child in a night to the trust,
He gave to the boy her name and address.

The hungry thirsty helpless boy,

Who was never loved and never saw the breast,
Remained deprived of lullaby of his mother,
Whenever fell sick none combed his hairs,

With the soothing fingers to make him sleepy,
Unaware he grew what a caress is meant,

No parents or grandparents no sisters no brothers,
No lovely aunts that look like mothers,

A child, whose birthday was never celebrated,
He was grown up as a living robot,

But the instincts did not spare the poor child,
He knew what love is and he wanted to love,
He knew how to make someone a friend.

The boy took the address and with lot of hopes,
He reached at a slum and questioned many,
She was not there and nobody knew,

Where she has gone and what happened to her,
Meanwhile an old man when heard of him,
Came to the boy and caressed him,

I knew your mother her husband was my friend,
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He was a taxi driver and died in accident,

His beautiful wife while carrying you,

Was gang raped and after that,

She was never seen but after few months,

Her dead body was found that was lying on the beach,
The boy burst into tears then suddenly smiled,
Thanks God I am not, not a dirty love child!
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A Love Story

Eyes were eyes and not the shells,
Tears were tears and not the pearls,
Hearts were hearts with a single seat,
Beats were beats but a jingle beat,
Whether in a trough or in a crest

Love was love and always at its best,
Resultant wave, its statics, its dynamics,
Overruled all objections of the ethics!
But her smile wasn't merely a smile,

It was first page of a heart's profile,
When it came on a woman's lips,

It climbed to the pearl of hair clips,

A rose was rose restless among leaves,
Waiting for an adventure of the thieves,
The rose is happy in the silky hairs,
Love is love walks slowly on the stairs.
At every floor love opened the doors,
Colors and fragrance on all the floors,
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A Love Story Of Rains

She rises from Bay of Bengal,

A piece of beauty and charms,
Black hair black eyes, lean and tall,
And when she spreads her arms,

The sun, the moon and the stars so bright,
Vanish somewhere behind the sky,

And the day, sunny day, is turned into night,
She slows the wind, the birds don't fly.

The teen aged girl is a model of sex,

Ascends from the sea and descends to the earth,
Singing dancing on the apex,

Spreads every where all her wealth.

She looks for a mate,
Has an ideal in her heart,
For a lovely date,

So romantic and smart.

She travels many days,

She travels many nights,

Goes on changing unknown ways,
Pleasing with her wealth so many sights.

And reaches ultimately at the roof of my house,
And there she sees a handsome boy,

A rise of Arabian Sea, her ideal spouse.

A deserving partner a lovely toy.

Violently he embraces her,
Violently he kisses,

His awaited mate, he traces her,
For a year he misses.

Within twinkling of eyes every thing is wet,
The streets are filled with water of rains,

Made every one joyful, whenever they met,
The collision of clouds removes the strains.
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The girl hasn't come, and the midnight rain,
Are the tears fell down on the thirsty earth,
His soul is humid and the heart in strain,
He direly needs her sexy wealth.

(When clouds from Bay of Bengal collide with that of Arabian Sea, it causes
heavy rains at Karachi)
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A Lovely Child

The moon is not too high,
Not so high in the sky,
Why its light is cool?

In a starry blue pool,

It appears so nice,

Seen it twice and thrice,
Why my eyes ask me,
Once more I should see,
Its face like she,

Just on the top of a tree.
By the way let me know,
When my hair will grow,
And why she is milky,
Why her hands are silky,
Why dark my complexion,
I remain in dejection,

Can you bring the moon?
Where it goes in the noon?
I shall play with the moon,
I shall sleep in the noon.

My lovely dear child,

How innocent and mild!
She was born in the day,
From a silky white clay,
You were born in the night,
Like moon you are bright,
Have a glass of milk,

Grow hair, make it silk,
See this silver bright tray,
Have moon in it and sleep,
The sleep should be deep,
She will come in your dreams,
Like this moon's streams.
And here is a flute,

Your symbol my cute!
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A Lovely Date

Dear peacock when you dance in a forest,

It's the beauty itself that dances with you,
Can you tell me how do you love and the rest?
How your beloved romances with you?

Heard when you dance too much in emotion,
Tears come out of your eyes in love,

She comes with the kisses of stars in passion,
Did you teach this art to the lovely dove?

Dear dove while flying you manage to be loved,
It's the love itself that glides with you,

Can you teach this art to my angry beloved?
Who is in your soul that rides with you?

Riding on someone the couple when sings,
We say it is wind it’s not unicorn,

Sure it's an animal with the mighty wings,
That telecasts this attractive porn.

Dear mermaids have you seen this porn?
Tell the dolphins I know you are shy,

I am still a child and I play in a morn,
And in aurora of a dusky sky,

Dear dolphins write the secret on the waves,
The waves will wet and excite the sand,
Bring Milky Way with the shining paves,
Running bare footed she will hold my hand,

We shall dive in the sea and go on an island,
Whereat we shall see the grave of hate,
Dancing flying and a hand in hand,

We shall enjoy a lovely date.
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A Lover’s Prayer

Paradise is greed and Hell is a fear,

Oh God! I love just because you are dear,

You are hidden in beauty you are hidden in love,
You are branch of olive in the nib of a dove

I know you are not on a throne at skies,

My Kind Savior! Save me from the lies,

Lead me to the path aromatic and brighten,

Let the soul rest into arms enlighten,

At times I fall but I feel your grips,

On my forehead I feel your lips,

So kind you put back the toy on the rails,
Yes, you scratch the dirt with nails,

Not afraid though I know you might!

You are within me I see your light!
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A Loyal Friend

A heart is a heart,

A wild animal,

It can do anything,

It can think anything,

It can jump from a tower,
It can reach the earth,

It can swim in your pool,
It can play with you,

A loyal friend,

Always with you,

It can go anywhere,

It can go to your room!

It can see you standing,
In front of your wardrobe,
Checking your turn out,
Choosing a dress,

After a shower,

It can whisper in ears,
Wear that one,

A green skirt,

With prints of pink,

And lovely roses,

And you turn your face,
And find no one,

He is sitting smiling,
Below the bed,

It can chase you anywhere,
Where ever you go,

It's there sweet heart,
Below dining table,

When you take breakfast,
He knows how,

The legs of lovers,

Talk each other,

It's raining outside,

And your lovely boy friend,
Is sitting with you,

And a sandwich is fell down,
You remember him then,
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He is waiting below,

A wild animal,

But you have beauty in you,
And beauty is magic,

How nicely you have tamed,
Your lovely pet,

A beautiful dog!

Hope and wish you will tame,
Your wild boy friend as well!
O
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A Magnet

I know it's me who has been attracted by you,
neither I am silver like the moon,

nor I am gold like the sun.

I am just a pin made of iron.

But when you hugged me

a magic entered in me

I have been magnetized

and started attracting other pins.

Look at the child playing

with pins in love of a magnet.

My God! The child has been magnetized, too!
How attractive is the child!

I must kiss his hands

though not a magic for me,

but the magic of joy that has made him

so much cute

is a wonder for me.

He is a child who is made of flush and bone
but he became a magnet

when he enjoyed something amazing.

May this joy develop in a magnetic force of beauty
and when this child grows up in a handsome man
may he enjoy humans sticking like pins

to the magnet of love.
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A Man And A Bird (Final Part)

A very hot morning I'm waiting for her
Having fulfilled my promise of a nest.

Here comes a couple of dove to love

Drink water, enjoy love, and at rest.
Recollect one has promised it somewhere.
Where? Did the bird know, for her it's here?

But if I can manage it for a bird in my house,
One can manage it for me at another sphere
Imagine how happily I shall take my spouse

To drink immortality to love somewhere.

I'm a bird for me something has been promised
Believe, and sure the promise will be fulfilled.

Made the bird happy and the bird made me firm.
That's how a man is guided in a wave of pessimism,
I get up now with the wings of love and friendship,
Welcome, welcome my dreams and my optimism!
Don't mind who is sitting on the other side of window
It's a temple, a church, a mosque, for me a meadow.

(Samuel Taylor Coleridge is my favorite poet, his poem &quot;Rimes of The
Ancient Mariner&quot; inspired me to write this poem. I am thankful to the dove
who really exists and I believe she is sent by God in the verandah outside the

windows of my bed room.)
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A Man And A Bird (Part 1)

Rest here you sweet little bird,

Why are you afraid of me?

In the verandah adjacent to my room
Through the glasses I want to see,
How you sing and how you dance
How you sleep and how you romance.

Too hot noon not a night of moon

Why alone, where's your spouse?

Out in search of food and water!

Grains, water, shelter all in my house.
Blossom here like a flower of cherry

Call your spouse, eat drink and be merry.

I am looking at you with my true love
But you are looking with doubts and fears
Right! Being a human I can't be trusted
You flown back giving me just tears.

I couldn't tell I wanted only inspiration
Against hospitality of rest and recreation!
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A Man And A Bird (Part 2)

It's a pleasant and lovely morning,

I see you again my flying sweetheart!
Exploring corners of the verandah,
You look worried but for what?
Congrats! Love has left its aftereffect,
May you be a mother and be perfect!

I understand, no hunger, no thirst,
You have been loved again and again,
On the branches of flowery trees,

At a beautiful site near a fountain,
Even while flying with your spouse,
Recollect birds coupling in my house.

Shall bring a hanging nest where you can,
Lay your eggs and fearlessly incubate,
Man is bad but not so much bad,

Neither overestimate nor underestimate,
I loved, reproduced and proved my life,

I realize the worries of a carrying wife.
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A Man And A Bird (Part 3)

Fasting in a hot day like yesterday,

No food no water throughout the day,

I couldn't go out to bring a nest

And in a very hot morning, today,

You are back to remind the hotter noon,
A man promises and forgets very soon!

Starring at me that's what you say,

Sweet bird! I am made of clay,

Know the time of laying eggs is approaching
It's sun that confines me at home all the day.
Looking for something durable lying somewhere
I shall manage it very soon here or there.

I have to avenge a misdeed, a boyhood fun,
Regret! I killed a moon with my pellet gun,
When found her sun crying on the same branch,
I picked my air gun and killed the sun.

A beautiful couple of singing birds in love,

Are you a rebirth of that innocent dove?
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A Martyr

It's easy to say,

do not cry.

He is not dead,

he is living somewhere else,

he is being fed by the Almighty.

It was easiest for God Almighty,
Dear God!

I cannot see what you see,

I cannot listen to what you listen to,
so how can I speak what you speak,
he is not dead,

but I don't see him,

and I cannot talk to him,

and,

I cannot kiss his forehead.

I obey you my God,

I don't utter a single word,

But the heart that you gave to me,
feels that I cannot kiss his forehead now,
I have sealed my lips,

I have closed my eyes,

but how can I stop my tears,

I am a mother!
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A Message To Black Americans

Do you want to become bold and brave?

Do you want to be a man who is careless?

Be honest and truthful, kill the knave,

One who doesn't want to see you fearless,

One who is inside you throughout the spinal cord,
Side by side with your kind and benevolent lord!

Do you want to be loved by all you see?

Do you want a life free of in discrimination?

Kill the devil of racism and religious illiteracy,

Inside you there is a colorless and race less nation,
Control yourself; don't destroy public property in a rage,
A violent protest has damaged your attractive image!
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A Message To My Daughter

My daughter writes,

'Be in this world as a stranger

or as a traveler

passing along his way.'

I don't agree,

be in this word as a lover of the world,
and the creatures that live on the earth,
keep yourself standing on the soil

or fighting the tides of a violent ocean,
the frozen snow of the high peaks,

fly in the mighty winds that can shake anything
talk with the stars that twinkle

and look too tiny.

Stretch your hands towards the skies,
like a night bird that flies,

in the milky moonlight,

hoping to hug the moon so bright,

and when you arrive at the moon,

hope to walk on the Milky Way,

and continue your journey

in the endless space,

sharing a pleasant journey

with the rest of the world,

hope to find an alien during the trip,
think how to communicate with him,
improve the skills of your eyes and hands,
that speak an universal language.

Why to be a stranger in this world,

Why don't to travel with others

Like smiling and pleasing co-travelers,
why don't you make the whole humanity your friends,
I am sure that's what your God Intends.
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A Message To Teen Aged Students

I know, I know, the night after a romantic evening!

I listened to the call of aurora while she talked with me
Listened to the music of sea winds when she walked with me
I am glad, she fulfilled her promise of a fantastic evening.
She watched the full moon with her hand in my hand

Her head was on my arms and mine on the sand.

The day after tomorrow, start my annual assessments,
Words and lines of the book appear as her smiling face

I am dreaming and studying her charms and her grace

In the name of love, get out my instinctive sentiments
Leave me alone for studying how the stars are conquered
Romance is attractive but at the moment it may be deferred.

After plucking a diamond for her pink and artistic ring finger,
Next time, I shall meet her not only with my empty hands,
All will witness, the moon, the sea and the pleasing sands,
Tonight leave me alone as we leave an uncalled stranger,

I shall watch the full moon, with a blue diamond ring,

Love is a melodious song and she'll teach me how to sing.

Every month there is a full moon, starry nights come after every day,

I am a student, I have to study and rise and grow as a handsome man,
Time is precious my dreams, let me do something whatever I can,

A smiling parting kiss will make me a stone from the melting clay,
Promise many kisses to her dreams from hairs to eyes and eyes to chin,
Ahead is a cut throat competition, life is a difficult war I have to win.
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A Midway Petrol Pump

I don't remember when I started my journey.

I don't know where the starting point of my travelling was.
Perhaps I was sleeping somewhere when someone

put me on the rear seat of a taxi cab

but one loved me

as I was wrapped in an woolen blanket

with nipple of a feeder in my mouth.

The taxi cab is running on a lonely highway.

I can't see who is driving the vehicle,

but someone is on the front seat.

I am sure the driver stops the vehicle when I sleep.

I don't see my excretions anywhere

I notice my dress is changed every night,

the feeder has been replaced with the packs of solid foods.
How long is the journey!

I am growing,

now I can sit,

I can see the shadow like back of the driver.

The television was there watching it listening to it

I learned how to speak.

I can smile and I can cry and I can talk now.

I have further grown.

I try to open the gates of the vehicle

but it's locked.

I try to move to the front seat

and I find there is a glass partition that I cannot break.
The highway is dark but I see lights at a distance.

The taxi cab reached there and stopped for refueling.
It's a petrol pump.

The driver forgets to lock the gates.

Perhaps willfully!

I slip from the vehicle.

There are billions of vehicles in the queue for refueling.
I am lost in the crowd.

What a beautiful place is this!

There are so many shops of delicious things to eat,
and many other things.

Neon signs are attractive and enchanting.

I am hungry and have no money to purchase some food for me.
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I go to a shopkeeper, 'Sir, do you have a job for me?
I am hungry. I want money to purchase some food.'

'All right boy, lift the broom and the brushes, clean the shop,

if you can work as a sweeper? '

I work hard.

Years pass.

I am now a youth.

Behind the petrol pump there is a garden.

I go there and see a girl

roaming among the flowers like a butterfly.

She has a polybag in her hands.

'Hello! ', I say and she replies,

'Can you help me?

There are seeds of beautiful flowers in the polybag,
despite my repeated efforts I failed to open its knots.'
I helped her and seeds of flowers were sown in the garden.
Behind the gardens there is a forest

We make a hut there and start living together.
The seeds sown are now green plants

springing colorful flowers of love.

I am Manager of the shop.

I am now too old and tired.

Suddenly one day a stranger comes in the shop.
'l have a warrant of arrest for you,

you have unlawfully escaped from the taxi cab,
without paying the due taxes.

Come on gentleman,

your journey is not yet over,

the petrol pump may be a beautiful place

but it's not your destination.

Today, I show you my face,

I am the same taxi driver who took care of you
when you were an infant.

I don't know how you are called here

but I know your name is Man.'

Akhtar Jawad
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A Mini Skirt

All around me see sweet fairies,
colorful butterflies,

and a few lusty insects.

I am a flower,

Sometimes I am bisexual,

I have both stigma and style,

But a force of evolution,

you call it love,

broken me in two pieces.

I am a male flower,

I have a stigma.

But the real beauty,

is hidden in style,

as it leads to the ovary,

for the output of love,

The naughty pollen grain,

And the charming ovule,

met once again,

and fertilized in active embryo.

The earth provided water and minerals,
The air provided carbon that I need.
The sun, a catalytic agent,

had initiated the photo synthesis,
Lo! The leaves,

the wonderful workshops,

are engaged in making food,

for the tiny embryo.

Time watches smiling,

and now! The ovary is a fruit,

with a number of many sleeping embryo.
Oh Love! It's all due to you!

But the flower had to pay a libel of service,
Her nectar was it,

The thirsty wind too,

carried pollen grains,

to the ovule,

but for the old shaking wind,

who served twice,

Nothing was left,
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just the aroma!

(A mini skirt, off course with under garments, for an abstract nude painted by a
lovely friend)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Misdirected Letter

Received by the present one,
Addressed to absent someone,
Perfumes to perfumes,

And fumes to the fumes,
What's done, is never undone.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Misfit Is A Shit

Delicious food!

A recipe developed by trial and error.

I am sorry beloved!

Though it hypnotized my all senses quickly,

but time took a few hours only to make it a shit!

Various isms!

A system developed after thinking many decades of centuries,
I am sorry my beloved thinker!

Though it hypnotized the societies quickly,

but time took only a century to make it a shit!

Various customs!

Though played a nice role in their own time,

the essence of love, peace and coexistence I have kept,
and it's running in my blood, but my pulmonary artery,
has returned the rest to be breathed out.

Various traditions!

Some are digested as sources of beauty and fun,

but some are dirty and ugly and should be excreted,

make life as much simple as it can be, resources are limited,
population growing geometrically, resources arithmetically!

Various taboos!

Mostly developed by human fears,

some accepted in some beliefs as a part of it,

some are harmless but some poisonous for the society,
filter the taboos and throw out the dirty giants.

Forecasts!

Every belief promises a reformer in the future,

and the believers making efforts to make it a truth,

think, is it a forecast of the founder of the belief,

or added in belief by the believers with political intentions.

Dear trees!

Thanks for the greenery, your sweet home,
how friendly you accept my shit not only through your roots
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but through your green leaves,
digest it, and go on blooming the colorful fragrant flowers.

Greenery!

You are and you have been a touching catalytic agent.

Love you sweetheart! Need your blessings, may you live long!
The reactions you catalyzed have always been

and are still the best of all the human reactions!

The orthodox poet!

Living in the centuries of old enmities,

I am sorry my friend!

Some are based on truths but mostly hyperbolic,

Nature ejects your shit, a colorful packing of nationalism!

The dirty look of hate you can conceal,
but its bad smell anyone can feel.
One whose thoughts for the nature aren't a misfit,

his works of fine arts and literature are never a shit!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Missing Naughty Balloon

Mrs. Black Hole, a balloon carrier,

with a long stick resting on her shoulder

held by her left hand,

and a flute in her right hand

being kissed by her lips,

her breaths blowing the flute

and playing a tune,

the tune of life!

She was not aware of puberty of a few balloons,
I don't know what happened with other naughty balloons,
but one I am aware of,

amorous and looking for a date,

unaware of her fate,

too innocent

and too ignorant

in search of a flirt

and romance,

a song and dance,

felt a centrifugal force

started inflating,

went on inflating,

and then it burst.

The balloon then knew

whatever she desired,

was present in her,

she was safe and secured,

in her mother's stick

and when she started spreading,

her beauty and ugliness were separated,

and now she has been facing

consequences of her naught,

helplessly spreading and looking for the day,
when Mrs. Black Hole gets her back,

picks all her broken pieces,

joins them and

when ugliness and beauty will fuse in each other,
and the naughty balloon will be seen once again,
I don't know whether she will repeat her naught,
or like other foolish balloons,
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will remain stitched with the stick of her mother.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Model Girl

Flash light of cameras,
Questions of reporters,
Sometimes beautiful,
Sometimes irritating,

Your sexy dressings,
Exploiting your appeals,
Exposing your charms,
Your ads on the TV,

Your movies in the halls,

All is over,

Now you conceal your body,
It's fatty and ugly,

The wrinkles of face,
Uncountable,

Telling many stories,

I can see a wrinkle,

It's a poem on your beauty,
Read it if you can,

Still a beauty,

Immortal!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Moment Of Landing

Though during the flight there was a romance,

There was some music and there was a dance,

But when landed the butterfly with a patience

It found a colorful fragrance and a silence,

A silent moment in that nothing is listened to or told,
As in this moment words become the molten gold,
Smiling on her flight and its thrilling adventures

She surrendered to love and its ne'er ending raptures
The butterfly of love came on earth from the skies,
The flower waved its petals and said many good byes.
I shall come again whenever there are autumns of hates,
I shall go on adding a fragrant color to your fates.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Moment Of Love

When the milky-way smiles on the sky,

And the crazy night birds glide and fly,

The white night flowers when sing and dance,
The corner in roses is a cradle of romance,
Stars on sky play hide and seek,

The beauty of moon is at the peak,

Pleasant winds with the violent waves,
Throw their water on the thirsty caves,
The shores and gardens are lovely sights,
Hot days are followed by soothing nights.
Innocent lovers are completely changed,
Present dominates and past is shaved,

No other purpose of life is remained,
Anyone alive cannot be refrained,

So what if our shirts are stained?

Life and its meaning is truly explained
Dreams of the day come true at night,
Thinking is changed and wrong is right,

The dark appears so lovely so bright,
When they meet in a wet moon light,
The love is watched by nature with joy,
The beautiful lovers are nature's toy.
Nature smiles with the dancing lovers,
She loves to see the romancing lovers.

All our sorrows and pains she feels,
And a moment of love she nicely steals.
In that moment all worries are rotten,
The pain and sorrow are fully forgotten,
A moment of love when all is dead,

The book of love is opened and read,

Akhtar Jawad
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A Mother

When my daughter said,

Mom!

You are looking much better!

I was checking her blood pressure,
I knew it was too high,

she looked into my eyes,

and somehow managed to transfer,
her tears to my eyes,

got her daughter's smile,

reflected on her lips,

and when she replied,

yes sweetheart,

I am all right,

I had to leave the room,

for wiping my tears!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Mother After All

Nature writes only the basic physical laws, not our fates,

Protests on our inhuman acts, not interested in our beliefs,

When her disobedient child crosses the limits, she eliminates,

A mother after all, comes on the grave with possible reliefs.

To save her innocent children she's constrained for an unkind act,
She had reacted, she is reacting and she'll continue to react.

No wonder if the old mother is always slow and too late,
A difficult decision to kill someone conceived in love,
History of the human civilization, the tomes narrate,
Nobody could Kill the bird of peace, my sweet dove!

Our seven centuries for her are only seven days,
Saturday night storms are followed by sunny Sundays.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Mother's Cuss

The widow daughter of the ancient mother,
With pains in her heart and tears in her eyes,
Regrets to give birth to the fighting sons,
Raised white hair head towards the skies.

Your grandsons maltreated me always,
Bathing in blood for thousands of years,
Killing each other in your pious name,
Forced a painful life in thousand fears.

They made swords, guns and explosives,
They fought for women, for gold and land,
I was worried but I never told you,

You don't know how I managed to stand.

I never thought they will make weapons,
To turn their mother into coal and ashes,
Mother! Now interfere, do something,

I'll close my eyes this time on lashes!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Musician In A Soldier

The victorious army marching in the conquered land,
The stick of band master, though dancing in his hand,
Was amazed and shocked as the wind instruments,
Disobeyed his commands in the changed moments,
Who changed the moments? The disciplined players!
No it was winds, tearful and engaged in prayers!

For a mother and infant breathing slow, but paralyzed,
His lips on her breasts, Oh God! Why so antagonized?
Victims of a neutron bomb, no sucking no feeding,
Flies on the faces, annoying, irritating and needing,
An active hand to repel the teasing dirty flies,

Alas! It's only ending in the unheard cries,

But the winds heard, turned wet with tears,

The wind instruments got rid of fears,

They started playing a slow tune so sad,

Man is still alive and he is not too bad,

The band master who obeyed His commands,
Forgetting the court-martial's all reprimands,

Slowed down his stick for a slow sad tune,

Music comes forward for the human's immune,

The helpless souls were freed from the cage,

The musician in a solder has saved my image.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Naat ???

Nazish-e-kehkashan, nayyar-e-zaufishan,
Afsar-e-kunfakan, unsa koi kahan,

Yeh zaban natawan, keya karegi beyan,
Unki midhat yehan, unsa koi kahan.

Badshah-e-Haram, badshah-e-ajam,
Meer-e-khair-ul-umam, Kitne woh zeehashm,
Khak-e-pa muhtaram, surma-e-chashm-e-nam,
Rahat-e-aasman, unsa koi kahan.

Aise khair-ul-bashar, jinmen koi na shar,
Noor ka hay safar, aapki rahguzar,
Jo bhi is rah par, aap ka humsafar,
Bas wohi kamran, unsa koi kahan.

Chahe bejan hay, chahay haiwan hay,
Jin ya insan hay, sub pe ehsan hay,
Aam faizan hay, goya quraan hay,
Rehmat-e-dojahan, unsa koi kahan.

Gora ho ya siah, shah ho ya gada,

Farqg sub mit geya, kaisa chota bara,
Subke woh nakhuda, subke woh rahnuma,
Sub pe woh meheraban, unsa koi kahan.

P7?7?7? 2°?7°?7°7°?7°

P07 0907 900?72 2?2 2?2729 2977

PP?7?7?7° ?7?7° 2 ?22°27°7?7? 27°?7?
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A Naughty Beloved

When I am dejected, frustrated and insane,
I look a way out in a closed dark lane,

And I don't find a way out, I shout and cry,
My friend is a foe; she is sleeping on sky,
She has left me alone in a winter night,

No sun, no moon, no stars in my sight,

I say to myself, I'm merely a toy of clay,
Break me, break me, I'm tired of this play.

She disguises herself as a charming beloved,
You may believe it or not but I am loved,

Do you know the name of the lady with lights?
You said she is hope that comes with delights,
How you came to know my secret nights!

She must have shared my video on web sites,
No surprise, she is always naughty with me!
My surrender in love, she loves to see!

(My heart, where else, can get the peace; like the flown out bird of a ship in the
ocean, it comes back again on the ship----------- Saint Kabir Das)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Necklace Of Pearls

Thanks for coming on the shop of my heart.
It's a necklace of pearls,

from my eyes that fell in love,
it's price is high,

but its cost is too, too high,
wish could you afford it?

No problem,

I don't mind.

Thanks for visiting my shop,

it's a garland of flowers,

the smiles that bloomed in love,
it's a free gift,

for everyone,

who visits my shop.

See you again,

with a heart full of crowns

to purchase a necklace of pearls.
I'm sure one day

it will be sold out.

A broken heart

in a veil of smiles

will visit the shop

shall replace the necklace,

with a pink rose flower,

a price higher than I expect.

Akhtar Jawad
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A New Love Story

The sun sets alone but leaves behind,

A moon and stars and the Milky Way,

The sky that becomes a pneumatic tray,

Pours down the filtrate not seen in a day!

How I am turned in a crazy color blind!

The earth captured by a single color light,
Green leaves, pink petals, the brown stems,
Silver and gold, the pearls and the gems,
Colors are snatched from all the realms,

Black and white, which is written in a night?
It's you, who rules, it's your love that dictates,
It's a palace, a hut, when I lived in the caves,
Saw stones getting life and turning into knaves,
Dictators on the earth when become the slaves,
In pin drop silence who affirms and states?

I haven't made you for the wars of hate,

It was love only love that's why I created,

And pleasing beauty, with which recreated,
Hot day sweats in the nights are treated,
Hope the new sun wouldn't find too late,

In frustration if the sun sleeps too long,

You may see once again a frozen ice age,

Or may see its violence and the rage,

By now kept it imprisoned in a cage,

Wild bird may break out, may go wrong.

A white silky dress, fast food and cold drink,
Hand in hand, on a beach in a full moon tide,
Here nature comes down as a beautiful bride,
Bid farewell to arms swim here and glide,

I am waiting for the new love story you ink.

Akhtar Jawad
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A New Nation

When corruption of the kings touched the apex,

son of a pallet gun who had arisen to the rank of a machine gun,
smashed customs and traditions of the nation

with the scissors polished by a paste of gunpowder.
He was weighed in a faulty balance of the time

and was described truthful and honest,

but he was not.

He claimed to rebuild a new nation

and fought a war

before that experts were of opinion that King's army
will penetrate its claw in the back of the enemy.

He himself claimed that his troops will arrive

at the capital of the neighbor enemy nation,

within twenty four hours.

But he could not.

Instead it removed the fears

from the hearts of the enemy,

a psychological victory for the enemy.

During his reign a fun-maker,

a jackal

a courtier of the king,

evolved as a new politician,

and he started a campaign against the king.

His campaign was a big success

and the king was dethroned.

The new king was sexually corrupt

he was drunk with wine and sunk in the women.

He also claimed that he will make a new nation.

He was always mislead and misguided by the jackal.
During his reign the eastern areas of the nation
arose for a mutiny that was countered with violence.
A large number of the people of that area

took shelter in the neighboring enemy nation.

It resulted in another war,

the drunk and sunk king had to quit,

but no doubt in it that he made a new nation!

As the eastern areas were lost

as an independent and sovereign state

and the remaining areas were then a new nation.
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Now when another corrupt king

was balanced in the same faulty balance
and he was found untruthful and dishonest,
no doubt in it,

he was so.

But I see a monkey,

a player at the branches of sexy green trees,
who played with butterflies and crickets,
won the games of colors and gymnastics,
has emerged as a politician,

and is promising to build a new nation.
God save the nation and its people!

Akhtar Jawad
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A New Sex Vice

It's a mental pain,

It's a physical pain,

It’s insulting,

I condemn it.

When women in Indonesia,

Desire to join the army,

She has to undergo a virginity test,
The test is conducted by two fingers,
To check whether hymen exists or not,
Often this test is conducted by a male.
They defend it on the grounds,

That, sexually corrupt women,

May affect the army,

I am constrained to think,

This is not a test,

It's a new sex vice.

(With thanks to BBC Urdu First Page)

Akhtar Jawad
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A Nice Execution

When a cloud rises from earth to the skies,
Sometimes the clouds are reflected as pure rains,
These are the clouds that are not polluted.

When a cloud learns to speak the earthly lies,
Such a cloud is refracted in colorful stains,
These are the blended clouds that are polluted.

My heart is the deepest ocean and never cries,
Reflects the pleasure but absorbs the pains,
The red water is now too thin and too diluted.

Eyes have never seen you, still a human ne'er denies,
You are humans' loveliest dream in hearts and brains,
Be unveiled as blue light, let my soul be routed.

My Lord! Before red color is white and the poet dies,
Go on reflecting my thoughts in a poem that sustains,

The truth that is love in life, by you nicely executed!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Night

Night that is born at a shy lovely dusk,
When the orange is melted in aurora,

And aurora takes bath in the ocean,
Thinks she is hidden in the water,

And none can see and make her nude,
But a naughty prince sends a message to the sea,
On your hidden camera,

Make porn of the beauty,

it on the waves,

Let the waves touch the shores,

And the shores when taste,

The water of waves,

Find it different than that they have tasted,
During whole sunny day,

They enjoy the porn,

Share it with skies,

It is watched on skies,

The twinkling starts,

The prince is melted,

In a liquid silver,

And showers of this silver,

Then flow on the bosom,

Of the old lady,

White flowers sprung,

The prince smiles,

Sends a message to someone,

The old lady has been activated,

And the message that travels,

Through the Milky Ways,

Goes to a palace where fairies are singing,
Singing and dancing and waiting for the time,
When their lovers will reach,

The apex of love and kiss those maidens,
And all that, that follows a sexy kiss!

Someone, having received the message of the prince,
Smiles and says to robots, have a look at my servants,

They have performed their duty and have engaged my souls,
In love that I want and have kept them away,
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From hate and the ugly satanic violence,
The porn of love is a work of art and I loved it.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Particle Of Sand

When a particle of sand asked the desert,

Why the wind carries me from place to place?

Why I am not a particle of the fertile soil?

That withstands the heavy rains and blow of winds,
I see a beautiful life that I don't have.

I am jealous Oh my full! Please do something.

The desert smiled and said, look at me,

I am made of infinite sand particles,

That is why I am neat and clean and pure,

For becoming a fertile soil you will have to accept,

Rotten and impure organic substances, and then,

You will be fertile but dirty and impure.

You are pure like an angel with shines and brightness,

See your beauty when you reflect sun light and moon light.

The sand particle cried and told the desert,

If I shall be a particle of a fertile land,

I shall produce grains and fruits and flowers,

I shall enjoy the lovely showers, and when,

Greenery will come out of me, the sons and daughters,

Of Adam and Eve will call me a mother,

My Full! Let me become dirty and impure!

I want to reproduce, let the wind carry me to a fertile land.

Akhtar Jawad
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A Passing Show

The girls and the boys,

Both are toys,

The remote control is in the hands of a child,
And the cells in the toys have a life

but the child is wild,

Sometimes he is annoyed with a toy,

May be a girl or a boy,

He breaks the toy.

Sweetheart, it was the child,
Who pressed a button,

Our eyes met,

I said, “I love you.”

You replied, “I love you too.”
The show started,

I kissed you,

Do you remember?
Courtship in the rains,
Courtship in moon lit nights,
Passions and emotions,
Songs and dance,

And the day on which,

We were engaged,

And the day on which,

We were married,

And our wedding night,

The climax of the show!

We reproduced,

A few more toys,

They were toys for the toys,
And our toys gave us,

Many more toys!

The child is hidden in us,
When we play he also plays,
What else is the world?
What else is the life?

A play or a show!
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The child whispers,

I shall leave you now,

I have made the weather,
Too sexy and fine,

You should amuse me now,
Our toys are away,

We are alone,

The winter mild rains,

Are cold and exciting,

Clouds dance on skies,

To watch the show,

Moon and stars,

Are peeping through windows,
Nicely built by the naughty winds,
Let us amuse the child,

With a passing show!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Peaceful Sunday Dawn

Throughout the Saturday night,

everyone suffering from a fever

was either out to enjoy the night

or busy on his cell phone.

No, they didn't have time to talk to a loved one.

The basic purpose of a cell phone

to talk to someone

they have forgotten.

They don't have time to ask the friends or acquaintances
if they are all right.

Are they in some sort of trouble

and need any help.

The mentally tired old man took advantage of it.

He went to bed early and enjoyed a deep and peaceful sleep.
Nature was so happy with him

that it awarded him with a lovely dawn

in that he couldn't listen to a human voice.

The pleasant twilight and chirping of birds

welcomed old man.

He sat on the wet green carpet

With the dancers whose legs were firmly held by the earth
whose hands were signaling the skies to send their breaths
that may touch the hidden beauty of their colorful parts.
And lo,

pleasant and passionate winds came

touched the virgin buds

and the flowers hypnotized the old man.

He became a part of the colors and fragrance

and his colorful and fragrant thoughts

inspired him to react with a beauty

that he always lacked on other days.

Thanks to a silent, peaceful and creative Sunday dawn!
The tired noise makers are still in their beds.
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A Pedestrian Of Love

He was walking on a highway,
Many cars moving fast, stopped,
Offered him a lift,

But he didn’t agree,

It was too hot,

The sun was burning,

But he was walking.

In the rains,

Lightning killed his beloved,

He was going for revenge,

From the clouds,

Suddenly clouds started coming,
And he was amazed to see

The face of his beloved,

In the clouds,

He ran and ran and fell down,
He found himself with his beloved,
Very close, very close,

For a lasting Kiss!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Pencil Work I Need

I do not go where you go,

I do not walk on the ways you walk.
Your beauty,

I do not discuss with my friends.
Everyone thinks now nothing is left
between you me,

and I lie,

I have forgotten her,

but still I feel someone is chasing me,
slowly and gradually is erasing me,
your pencil work on a white paper,
has not been completely erased,

if I continue being chased,

I think,

I shall lift my brush

and I shall paint your pencil work
on the white canvas of life.

I painted it as I was chased.

The years old painting still exists.

One again I do not go where she goes,
I do not walk where she walks,

her beauty, with my grandchildren,

I do not discuss and I do not talk.
Nobody thinks now nothing is left,
between me and her,

and I lie,

I love your grandmother,

though I don't feel someone is chasing me,
slowly and gradually removing the dust
from the painting of life.

I wish I could paint once again,

a new painting of life,

but there is no pencil work from her!
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A Perfect Orator

A lot he gives and a lot he takes

For many years his brain he bakes
Twinkles like stars when he sleeps
Shines like the sun when he awakes
Scatters pearls when he cries

Smiles as lotus in the ponds and lakes
A dove of peace with love in the heart
Having killed within his hate snakes
For the truth fearlessly he stands
Condemns all the lies and the fakes
Couldn't justify violence and terror

But couldn't ignore origins and makes
Strong in thoughts, well communicates
A perfect orator is the nerves controller
Settles also if a crowd he shakes.
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A Pet We Need

Sometimes the dejected humans
Stranded at a place of deceptions
In a network of social frustrations
An animal with his teeth and nails
Gets them out of emotional jails.

An animal cuts and smashes the net
Loyal and faithful is a lovely pet
One whose heart is always to let
With limited needs of care and love
A cute cat, a dashing dog or a dove.
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A Phenomenal Smile

You hate because you are a coward,

Coward, that lacks the courage,

Courage, that keeps one standing before a mirror,
Mirror, that tells the truth,

Truth, that is a presentation of conscience,
Conscience, the whispers of super ego with ego,
Ego, that says you are too ugly!

I love because I am a brave,

Brave, that has courage,

Courage to analyze my image,

Image, that says with a pleasant smile,
Smile, that is my true beauty,

Beauty, that makes up my ugly face,

Face, besides ugliness looks charming in love!
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A Pink Flower

The world is one on the truth,

all flowers are beautiful,

whatever the color of their petals may be.

I don't choose flowers for their colors,

I choose one that has a light penetrating fragrance.

Flowers when heard about my choice

they lost their red blood and became shocking pink,
in a failed attempt to become white.

And me a lover of whiteness,

saw a pink woman in a rose!
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A Pink Place

When I think of death,

I go and listen to the sermons of a religious scholar.
When I think of life,

I go and listen to the jokes of my grandchildren.
When I am stranded between life and death,

I come back to my heart,

a pink place!

Where there is someone,

beautiful and loving,

I try to look at that unseen someone,

I shy to talk with that silent someone,

I fly to the endless space,

I cry there for an endless time.

When I am stranded somewhere

in a journey to the infinity,

I come back to my heart,

the master of grace!

The infinity is a mirage,

when I spread my arms,

it moves away

leaving some of its charms for me.

When I say,

I love you sweetheart,

it starts twinkling in the stars.

When I say,

I want to kiss you sweetheart,

it springs roses for me.

When I say,

I want to hug you,

pleasant winds start blowing.

I come back to my heart,

that changes its mood with the weathers,
Icicles on the glass of a sweet home in winter,
delicious mangoes hanging outside the windows
during the reign of the heat stoker.

A vagabond cloud,

not afraid at all

in the lightning and thunders.

A bird singing sad songs for the fallen leaves,
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and there I find beauty of love,
personified as a woman,

with silver on her head,

with gold in her old bosom,
putting her head on my left arm,
sleeping, dreaming, and smiling.
What a pink place is it,

finite yet Infinite!
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A Pink Stain

The booby boy when comes out of the cage,
The sage recollects sweet times of teen age,
The time that never comes back once again!

The days were passed in search of romance,
Beauty that inspires for a teen aged dance,
How naughty was he but yet a refrain!

Failures of a day were followed by a night,
Sweet wet dreams in exciting moon light,
Wishes those nights he could keep and sustain!

Once he fell down in a booby trap,
In a free period he saw a mishap,
A girl too busy with her cycle's chain!

Let me put back the chain on sprocket,
How beautiful is this heart shaped locket,
Oh! Your shirt has a black stain.

As a laborer I want now wages of fatigue,
Could you favor me with a nice intrigue?
Can you give my shirt a pink stain?

Pooh! You look like a scoundrel goon,
Already engaged would be married soon,
Thanks for the help don't see you again.

Okay good bye see you now in a coven,
Where witches roast girls in a red hot oven,
Don't expect any help once again.

In the midnight saw her on her bike,
Disguised as sphinx talked her like spike,

I asked to explain a pink stain.

I am a sphinx if you could not reply,
I shall send your soul right now to sky,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 197



With tears she said I can't explain.
Heart of a poet! So quickly shaken,
Tears of a gal put off the oven,

Her face on the bosom with a pink stain!
Many sweet dreams of innocent age,
Recollects an old but the naughty sage,

To fleet his mind from the old age pain!
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A Pleasure Trip

I have forgiven the dog

who bit me uncalled

and the cat who entered my kitchen
and ate all the fruit custard

my mother had made for me

and the mouse that stole dry fruits
my father had brought for me

and the birds who dig the earth of my garden
and with their sharp nibs

carried the seeds of flowers

for their young ones;

though I am sorry for the flowers
that could not bloom;

and my pet a white silky rabbit

who was injured by a beast

and whose injuries could not heal up
and he died before my wet eyes.

My Love!

May I expect

you will receive me smiling

when my ship arrives

at your green island

where there are flowers and fruits
where birds sing so sweet melodies
where deer run and jump

where peacocks dance in the forests.

Where there in the center of the island
there are rows of large and high mountains
that are source of lovely rivers

neat and clean,

that walk to the sea

like a bride

swimming and flying

to a fairy land of love.

My Love!
I think in the center of your island
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there is a volcano

that burns and turns everything in ashes
but may I expect you will make a hut for me
on the bank of an still lake

in a valley of green tall trees

close to a fall

that spreads

sweet and cold water,

like the naughty clouds,

on the huts

and where it's always a rainy season.

My Love!

Promise me,

with that dog, cat and mouse,

and birds and beast,

and my silky rabbit,

and with a fairy of my dreams

you'll receive me with a loving smile.

My Love!

Please don't regret and don't let me know
if you don't have any such island

let my last journey remain

a pleasure trip!
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A Poem

We are ruled by a king who won this earth

After many star-wars in the battlefields of space.
Among the stars and planets earth looks like a poem
With a lovely grace and a sexy glace.

Earth was a new found land where a viceroy was sent.
He exploited the resources of the virgin land

And made her pregnhant of so many civilizations.

We, being her children call her our motherland.

Communicating voices were developed in languages.
He loved to talk in the rhyming rejoice,

He cried being separated from her beloved

And called her in a sweet and rhyming voice.

He found that flow of the rhyming lines

Makes it a lyric, he doesn't speak rather he sings.
And when he found back his missing beloved

He realized poetry has the mighty wings.

Poetry is a musical love for attracting and calling a mate,
It tells how a lover is restless in the loneliness
A poem is a poem only if we can sing and convey

The beats of a heart in the pains of restlessness.
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A Poet And A Philosopher

Indeed they were very good twins,

they were born together played together and grown up together.
One who was elder, a couple of hours only, but mightier,
when he became a poet

the youngera philosopher,

didn't like it.

The first poem, breathing, reproducing and growing poem,
was badly criticized by the philosopher.

&quot;Your poem will reproduce many other poems
Religious extremism,

In your name poems of bloodshed,

poems onkillings and rapes,

poems on imperialism and terror,

poems on child abuse,

poems on homosexual acts and other sex vices

you will see one day your poems will be changed into porn.
Your poetry will become ugly and you will yourself burn

all books of your poetic collections.

My imagination is seeing what is going to happen soon.

I can show you what the fate of your love poem is!

Better, you burn it right now. &quot;

&quot;Love poem&quot;, the poet with a smile replied,
&quot;So you agree it's a love poem.

How can I burn my love poem?

With it,
love will also be turned into ashes.
By the way,

what is porn I am unaware.&quot;
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A Poet Is A Slave Of An Impulse

A philosopher passes life in thinking,

A politician learns the art of weighing,
They speak only after a mental fatigue
But a poet is a victim of nature's intrigue,
His heart is inspired by a quick impulse,
It's not his pen, sweetheart it's pulse,
Beauty when touched its sleeping waves,
Deep in the ocean from the unseen caves,
A propagated wave started its dance,

It's not a poem it's thirst of romance,
Emotions of a victim of nature's naught,
A sensitive heart a poet never sought!
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A Poet Lives In Twilights

What else are the days and the nights?

A gap between charming twilights!
Struggles in a day sunny and bright,
loving someone in a soothing moonlight,
at early stages it had many charms,
climax of charms in a woman's arms!
Gradually he becomes used to with it,

To a life routine a poet is misfit.

He begins his life in the morning twilight,
see his climax in the evening twilight,

the aurora of dawns when asks a machine,
to face the rings of the life's phosphine,
he sees phosphene while rubbing eyelids,
sees faces of spouse and innocent kids,

he starts life with a parting Kiss,

the poem of dreams in the day he'll miss.
The poet is now dead and man is alive,

in the ocean of life now see his dive!

He knows an evening aurora is ahead,

will born once again in the day he's dead,
lo he's dreaming in the evening twilight,
charms of love in a lovely night,

and lo he has written a poem on his heart,
this time he will not forget his art,

with her silky hairs spread on his thighs,
the sleepy beloved with the content sighs,
her arms round belly smiling and dreaming,
in skirt of his shirt her nudes screening,
ending poet's life with a sleepy smile,
another poem in the poet's profile!
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A Poet’s Day

All T see is your poem sweetheart,
Somewhere it's rimed,

Somewhere words scattered like stars,
But I see the phases of your moon,

The rise of a crescent to a full moon,
And then full moon being loved by you,
Shy like a virgin who meets her beloved,
Conceals her beautiful face,

In the bosom of love,

Step by step until the cool and peaceful face,
With closed eyelids disappears in a night,
Giving a chance to stars,

To shine like pearls and diamonds in sky,
That’s a night for a poet,

He paints the stars,

Somewhere it's rimed,

Somewhere a scattered beauty,

But beauty is beauty,

That gives birth to a lovely dawn,

And the day that follows,

Is the day of poetry!
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A Poetic Friendship

I have read all the poems of my friend

I have seen my friend from the unseen skies

To see her more and more what else I could intend

I put myself into her shoes, to see things through her eyes.

Finding something in her shoes she picks me up in her heart
And I read her heart where there are thoughts

That is yet to be painted in a work of art

Just rains she needs in the casual droughts.

Rains may or may not fall, who knows?
But here I am to melt my heart from my thirsty eyes
The miracle of friendship, the pinkish white canvas shows

The poem not yet written, I read it at the blue skies.

(I have a few friends at PH, I have read all their poems, I haven't met and seen
them, and I wonder why they all are females!)
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A Porn Star

I was sleeping in the womb of a seed,
No lust, no desire, no feed, no greed,

I never knew what's going on outside,
A turnout as beauty, dreaming inside,

I never knew what I shall have to face,
Hot sun, hard soil, for a mortal glace,
Never knew the glittering worldly gains,
Are charms of few days that end in pains.
I never knew it was better for me,
Breathing as an embryo and not to be,
Colors and aroma, and a beauty so soft,
Innocence and peace in a rural croft,
What a life we see in the rural greenery,
Colorful, aromatic and amazing scenery.
Unaware of the costs, shall bear for it,
For an urban flower show totally misfit,
Clouds when rained on the thirsty soil,

I found myself in a terror of turmoil,

I then decided to come out of the seed,
Hell with impulsive and instinctive greed!
I now regret my greed and my fears,
Unaware the adventure will end in tears,
Greed to flourish as a colorful flower,

I exposed myself in an acidic shower,
Fears to die unnoticed and not praised,
Turned me in a fish cruelly braised,
Forced to stripe and remove my sepals,
I lost innocence of my so soft petals,
Sins have damaged my lovely petals,
Colors now faded and petals are dry,
But somewhere in the distant sky,
Couldn't become Hollywood celebrity,

A popular porn star is now my identity,
But I see a bottle of my real essence,
My inner voice, and its effervescence,
Still innocent as a bud when I think,

No doubt I'm ugly but rainbows I ink,
The dead country girl is alive in verses,
Her poems on herself, painful curses!
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Pen is my heart innocence is the ink,

The bleeding pen has made it pink,

Paper of life though shrink and torn,

But my poems are at all not porn.

These are the poems of a country maid,
Yes, innocent naughtiness is overlaid,

In Saturday nights planning admissions,
Not committed a sin but false confessions,
For words of father, 'May God bless! '
Today I say, have nothing to confess!
Listen to the bells of a countryside church,
For my innocence it is still in search,

Dear bells ask world to forget my face,

My poems are truly my immortal grace!
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A Portrait Of Childhood

Kidding of a kid with lies on the lips,
Laming lispers and sweetness of slips!
Beauty pours down as innocent lies,

The ecstatic earth then writes to skies,

I witness, she didn't break the cell phone,
So many were there she wasn't alone,
Beauty of blackish brown curly dance,
Smiling of eyes is a childish romance,
While fixing the two separated parts,
Grandfather saw her marvelous arts,

A child is truthful even when she lies,
Truly beauty, when a truth she denies,
The kid is silent and has locked her lips,
Her tongue is a fish and often it slips,

It hasn't been broken see it's all right,
And it can snap your face it's bright,
Then she's a model of beauty and grace,
God of the moment is lost in her face.
With hot tears I then look at skies,

I wish my smiles could hide my lies,
When I may lisper with remaining hopes,
Before the Pope of the greatest Popes!
(It's a portrait of my sweetest and the youngest granddaughter)

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 209



A Prayer

Mend the rough wood in a polished work of art,
Mend the burning sand in a green and fertile sail,
Mend the stones in a statue of a sweet fair lady,
Overdue from your side is an effective turmoil,
We're ready to face consequences of a revolution,
The world is sick, a victim of mental pollution!

Do something, my earth is in a pitiable state,
Interfere My God! Send something for the cure,
Have sent someone on a mission of Save Earth!

The winds whisper and are right I am sure,

So should I expect a mission of promoters of love?
That's what I heard from a beautiful twittering dove.

Start your operation of mending from me,

I'm a man with dirty thoughts and ugly face,
Surrender to the mission of beautifying my world,
Mend me in a handsome man with glace and grace,
I am ready to face all that whatever are the pains,
Relieve me My God from the mental strains!
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A Prayer For February 8

Ay Khuda hum sun rahe hayn

un bachon auor badon ko
jinhein dhoke se

namaloom mugamat per pahuncha diya geya
jinsi lazzat hasil karne ke liye,
jabria mushaqqat ke liye,

jism ke aaza hasil kane ke liye,
humare dil udas hayn,

auor humari roohein naraz hayn,
unke wagar auor unke huqgooq ko
nazar andaz kiya geya,
dhamkion se,

jhoot se,

auor jabr se.

Hum ghulami ke in jadeed

auor bure taur tarigon per

ro rahe hayn

auor dua karte hayn

ke koi Masiha uthe

auor inko khatm kare.

Haumein aqgl-o-danish de

auor himmat de

ke hum bahar aayein

auor khade ho jaeyn

un jimson ke liye,

dilon auor roohon ke liye,

jinhein zakhm diye gaye.

Take hum sab milkar

apne wade poorey karien,

un behnon auor

bhaion ke liye

muhabbat ke sath,

jo narmdili

auor achai ka taqgaza hay.

Un istehsal pasandon ko khali hath lauta
badle hue apni is shaitaniyat se,
auor humari madad farma

ke hum us azadi ka dava karein
jot tera tohfa hay bachon ke liye.
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Aameen.

(Incidently Februar 8 is my birthday and Budhist Nirvana day as well)
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A Preplaned X-Mas Prayer

My Lord! Kill me and send me back,
I don't ask for a very big pack,

Just two wings as I want to fly,

For descending back from the sky,
And a nib with a branch of olive,
Yes, I want to revive and survive.

I want to fly very close to the earth,

I want to watch my mother's all worth,
I want to see Hiroshima and Nagasaki,
Want to see Kashmirs, Indi and Paki,

I want to see the blood of Palestine,
Western Asia, Africa, and Argentine,
Europe destroyed in two world wars,
Stalin's terror in the land of Czars!

I want to test the leader of Vietnam,

I see destruction in my old helpless palm,
Through the ashes of destruction,

Spring new flowers of construction,

Ho Chi Minh said it but how he reformed?

I want to learn how this magic is performed.

So give two wings and a nib to the dove,
And a heart filled in with love only love!
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A Promise

Time of parting is approaching, it's close,
eyes ready to snap for the heart your pose,
that's all I need, you have turned your face!
Come back sweetheart you know your place,
I know your hairs are silk and shining,

but the eyes with a red and wink lining!
what are you hiding are these your tears?

I don't understand your doubts and fears!
Turn, let me write a promise on your lips,

in the new world too, you'll have my sips,

a creeper of grapes, you'll drink its wine,

I am only for you and you are mine!

(Promise of a dying spouse)
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A Puppet Show

Puppets are dancing the player is greenish brown,

God ship in wonder! Who attacks and captures his own town,
Sometimes as a noun and sometimes as a pronoun,

What a government is this? What a government is this!

The world is a stage and all are actors,

The lies cry on the naked liars,

The devil rests on the sleepers,

What a politics is this? What a politics is this!

May not be a justice but his son accepts bribes,
Nobody to make justice, a society of tribes,

Come in person Oh God. He merely inscribes!

What an apex court is this? What an apex court is this!

Inflation at climax devalued is the currency,

No surprise if skies fall on earth's illicit pregnancy,

No wonder if earth turns again in a monkey's residency,
What a dooms day is this? What a dooms day is this!

Too costly is living but death is cheaper,

I'm afraid what is going to be done by a foolish leader,
The gardener himself digging roots with a digger,

Wonder, how it still survives? Wonder, how it still survives!

Perhaps God is still hopeful with the intelligent animals,
Though, since 1971, He has been crying on the radicals,
The sweet festivals have now become sacrifice festivals,

God saves the human! God save the humans!
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A Rainbow At Islamabad

Welcome, welcome bow of colors,
Soothing mild rains, sun once again,
Looking pacified, love odors,

Where has gone his red stain?

His face is pale, so he is in love,
Mating birds, an evening of dance,
Having learnt love from a flying dove,
A smiling rainbow, calling to romance!

The earth is pleased and making up,
For breaking the fast somewhere outside,
Dear old earth, hurry up, hurry up,

Before it sets, it's looking for a bride.
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A Rainbow Of Colorful Eggs

I have lost many beautiful baskets,
Basket of love with a rainbow inside,
Nicely painted with a brush of love,
Respect for others and amazing abide!

I am looking for a basket I used to see,
The basket containing nicely painted eggs,
I have lost that basket but looking for it,
Where are my old and dusty kegs?

It's somewhere in the locked stores,
Missing the keys and the locks are rusted,
If I could break these jammed rusty locks!

Looking too ugly and too disgusted!
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A Reply

First experience may be bloody and painful,
For honey, repeated efforts make it gainful,
Used to with him, bees,

Welcome him on the trees,

The dog, too, is no more disdainful.
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A Reply To Kelly Kurt's Limerick Convicted And
Condemned

See how happy is the condemned convict!
Brought from the heaven the pleasing instinct,
Believing blindly in love always,

Forget aftermaths in Valentine Days,

Between heaven and hell only lovers distinct.

Convicted And Condemned (Limerick) - Poem by Kelly Kurt
Romance and religion parallel

A belief that with them, all is well

Thought's not done with the head

Prayers are said near a bed

And their aftermaths both lead to hell
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A Reply(2)

It was just their joint venture,
Pre-planned slapping adventure,
Enhanced model's rates,

Boy got private dates,

Now stars of a new picture.
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A Reply(3)

The clever henpecked husband, the repeater toy,
Was in fact the scoundrel sissy boy,

From his wife's protected shadows,

He opened many new windows,

Managed to enjoy the joys after joy.
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A Reply(4)

The stench is coming from the south,
Can't you keep closed your open mouth,
Socks are lying in my west,

Your skirt since last fest,

Is lying here my sweet Lady Couth!
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A Reply(5)

With the x-ray camera and the telescopes,
Her two eyes have so many scopes,

Here or there say anywhere

Can watch me every where,

But I am afraid of her microscopes!
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A Reply(6)

She lodged a complaint against a poetess,
Her mother locked the windows of access,
After reading the uncalled limerick,

She becomes now too sick,

No more wears her pink slippy dress.
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A Reply(7)

Keeping devil busy was surely her right,
Every night is not a honeymoon night,

Let him take some rest,

He'll be at his best,

She shouldn't have hit with fracturing might.
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A Restricted Letter

The letter I wrote should have been marked confidential,

But the human error! I accidentally marked it restricted,

The naughty Angels took advantage of the error,

They opened the envelope read it loudly and became excited,
I wonder how the Angels became excited,

Like an old man who casually becomes delighted.

The devil recorded the voice of the Angels and made it public,
The poor poet has just asked Him, what's the soul of sex?
Reproduction or pleasure, or the soul is between the two,
Can't you make the sex dormant, O You at the apex!

Agents of the devil the electronic media, satanic demons
Spread it within a few seconds even in the sexless persons.

Let the overpopulated world, for some time, relax.

Avenge the lives of the Angels; it is boring and tasteless,

As long as the population of Angels isn't out of control,
Replace the Angels with the humans, but beware of the press,
By now I haven't got a reply of my humble request,

May be in the labs the suggestion is under a test.
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A Romantic Rose

Shall T just stand and let the eyes drink,
The wine in the petals is shocking pink,
Inhale your aroma and watch your dance,
Join naughty winds in a rainy romance,
Shall I touch you with the lover's lips?
But I know for me aren't nectar sips,

As you are smiling for the butterflies,

The colorful Angels from the skies,

Who is hidden in you, could you speak!
You are soft but dense, you'll never leak.
But the eyes of a lover with a lovely peep,
See Him smiling in your soul so deep
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A Rose Flower

After a fine mild rain,

I walked on the pavements,
Of a garden of flowers,
Aftershocks of showers,
Touched my heart,

And my soul smiled,
And the soul told me,
Watch all the flowers,
Feel there fragrance,
Love their colors,

But look for a rose,

The queen of flowers,
See your left,

See your right,

Remove green leaves,
And lightly kiss,

The wet pink petals,
Soft and untouched,
And listen to the flower,
She will sing a song,
On the beats of winds,
The leaves will dance,

I obeyed the command.

The flower sang,

Oh You! Long awaited,

Where you were,

Why so late?

I looked your way,

Since my bud hood,

Why don't you kissed,

When the flower was a bud,

If you would have kissed the bud,
My pink color,

Would have been shocking pink,
My fragrance,

Would have made this garden,
A paradise on earth,

I would have earned,
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A name so great,
Cleopatra of roses,

My love story,

The world would have read,
Like poems of Wordsworth.
Now I shall remain,
Confined in your poems,

A few will read,

A few will like.

But your kiss was pleasant,
Blown a new soul,

Now let me behave,

Like a shy lovely bud.

My soul said,

This rose is now yours,
Pluck it, keep it safe,
As long it's alive,

I obeyed the command.

Now the flower has dried,
But still kept,

In the book of love,
When I open this book,
My soul smiles,

My love smiles,

And the dry petals,

Still smile,

Like fresh shy bud.
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A Rose For You

You say you like a pink rose flower,

how can I make myself a rose?

You say you like its color so nice,

how can I get a complexion so fair?

You say its aroma is ecstatic like wine,

how can I be so much fragrant?

You say it is soft and cute like an infant,
how I can I become an infant in your arms?
But I have a heart it is pink like a rose,

it is aromatic with the fragrance of love,
soft and mild like an infant.

It needs just an ecstatic touch.

Touch it and keep arms ready for a rose,
you will not have to wait too long,

just forty weeks or a little more sweetheart!
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A Rural Punjabi Virgin In The Springs

When winds become naughty and exciting

Yellow flowers of mustard are inviting.

Our senses feel some lovely new things

Man is indebted of the pleasant springs

When her silky hairs get a new shine and glace

A rural Punjabi virgin is a model of grace.

Her eyes her cheeks her lips and her arms

Don't see a part where there aren't any charms
Singing dancing and running in yellow green fields
Innocent, naughty, unaware of her body's yields

In a red dress, made meaningless by the winds
Hundred times more attractive than Spanish Hinds
Forcing my sight to slip down from the hills

Making me a bottle with the amorous fills

You make me drunk ecstatic and burning

When you turn your back I love your turning

Wish I could touch the slopes of your back

That leads to your heart I could search that track
Laughing and looking at the flying colors in the sky
Dreaming the day on the swing of love you'll fly

Like a kite you'll play with the winds of springs

Fall smiling in the ground of arms with the cut strings
Love to see turmeric mustard paste on your pink palms
Soon, very soon, before the rains kiss your virgin charms.

(In this area aromatic turmeric mustard paste is applied on the face, hands and
legs of a bride before she is married. It's called Haldi in the Hindus and MayooN

in the Muslims)
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A Saturday Dawn

The dawn that is suffocated in dust of the roads

and in the smokes of vehicles,

is slowly descending in the nearby park.

She is fresh

fresh like a virgin.

Gates are locked but she is a visitor from the blue skies,
who can stop her to go to the flowers?

She will kiss the greenery

she will kiss the colors

after inhaling mustard gas for five days

she will inhale aromatic breath outs

of roses and jasmines.

From hairs to the feet

She will kiss all that is beautiful in the park

She will listen to the chirping birds clearly,

She knows the meaning of colors hidden in the soft petals
She can read soft messages spreading as aroma

She will steal something for all her five senses.

Sad for the morning star who had been crying whole night
his tears still appear on the leaves and the petals,

but he is destined only a glimpse of the nudist show!
She knows the naughty sun is ready with his flash lights.
But she doesn't know a man holding the grills of the park
with two lenses is peeping in and recording on his heart
the views and voices of an ecstatic dawn

when the dawn starts singing, dancing and striping.
throwing all its dressings

and truly becoming a daughter of the blind nature.

The man can record anything on his heart.

He is a man and he has something nameless in him!
When the sun throws its flash lights

and exposes her parts one by one

the innocent and naughty virgin

dives in the pools of the park

and disappears.

It happens only in the Saturday dawns,

When only a man is awakened

and machines of the polluted city

are at rest.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 232



Machines are at all not interested in nature's pornography.
Here is the man,

replaying and watching the precious video recorded in his heart
As long as he can record beauty in his heart

he will remain a poet.

A beautiful heart, not so handsome and too old,

still good enough for love,

how cute and naughty he is,

the old man is a youth once again.

and I know,

tonight

when the machines will be drinking and dancing

in artificial lights

he will be alone in the park.

This crazy youth

will hide himself behind tall trees

and when the gates of the park are locked

he will dive in the pool

looking the dawn reshaped as a mermaid.

The moon will smile

and the stars will decide to lift him up on the milky ways
otherwise this naughty man

will do something wrong in the pool.

I wonder he is still a man not yet a machine!
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A Session Of The Eternal Parliament

The sleepy Angels or the nature's spies,
listed a few truths and all the lies,

sorting photographs of earth's caricature
for the next session of eternal legislature.
Planning to bring a bill of destruction,
earth unfit for further construction,

may infect the space, is rising upwards,
changing color of its skin like the lizards.
should be destroyed now mercilessly,

let the cruel die now helplessly.

My party men I have seen a peasant,

he is lovely and nice and is descent,

with the plow of pen, working at the fields,
a crop of love I expect as the yields,

and I hope the yields will change the earth,
the earth will get back its lost lovely worth.
Addressed Venus, the leader of the house,
lo, Mars makes him a lonely spouse.

Venus moves to left with a few minors,
Moon welcomes the group of majors.

The rulers are no more two third in the house,
three cheers for a bold and brave spouse.
Love she purchased at the cost very high,

no tears in her eyes but I note a sigh!

As the bill could not become an act,

Mars resigned, nothing else to react,

Thanks God Venus will rule once again,
careless we may sleep, no stress no strain,
The eternal Knight passed an order of grace,
the asteroid to hit vanished in space.
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A Sex Worker

Someone asked her,

what's your religion,

what's your mother tongue,

what's your nationality,

and what's your race?

She smiled and replied,

my religion is love,

may be for a night only.

My mother tongue is the body language,
universal in nature.

No nationality,

I am international.

And what of my race!

I am a daughter of the Eve!

Kidnapped at the age of five

and thrown down from paradise of home,
to the sex markets of the earth,

you call it mother earth,

for me it's a Hell!

A Hell where I met more than hundreds of Adams' sons
and forgot all of them,

but the one my first customer,

I didn't take any money from him,

how can I forget him!
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A Sexy Program

When machines made human race their slaves!
&quot;Inventions brought us back in the caves! &quot;
Said the affected grandchildren of the inventor,
&quot;It's due to you we are facing this terror! &quot;
&quot;Calm! I couldn't load in them a program of sex,
Such a programmer exists only at the Apex,

Neither they can love nor can they reproduce,

Have sex in privacy, the current they may induce.
They will not reproduce and die one day,

A sexy program can only be made in the clay.&quot;
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A Shower For A Pink Rose

The crowd of passionate red lovers!

My eyes on a moderate pink flower,
Neither kissed me nor has it been kissed
But my eyes have an aesthetic shower.

A shower yet to be changed in smiles
A shower yet to be changed in tears

A shower yet to be changed in passion
A shower yet to be grown in years!

Shall the showers be changed in rains?
Wait and be wet in its soft mildness,
Difficult for me to kiss the pink rose,
How can I change love in the wildness?

But I have no control on my eyes,
Watch you from behind green leaves
Let the sun shine, let the clouds rain,
I shall love you but like the thieves.

Unlike red hot passionate roses,

With a flying kiss of her admiring wings,
Like the bird that watches from the skies.
Listen to the song of praise that a bird sings.

(With thanks to Marie shine for an inspiring post)
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A Silent Message Of Lips

I know your refrain not easy to embrace,

An effort is needed to find a place,

But I also know we can come at a point,
Where heat can’t melt an emotional joint,
Whereat we can shake our hands at least,
We are human beings and not the beasts,
On the roof I shall come with joys and jokes,
In an evening that comes after heat strokes,
When the pleasant winds start a romance,
And flowery creeper when starts a dance,
The evening that starts after hour nineteen,
With the melting sun an aurora is seen,

On the cheeks of the clear blue sky,

To the nest when birds start to fly,

When the crescent appears on the western sky,
Let a full moon appear on the eastern sky,
Just bow a little and shake the hands,

Let us search our own from many islands.

The palms transfer the call of nature,

The call is itself an all of nature,

Faces come then close and close too much,
So close that lips may have a touch,

The naughty nature then does the rest,

For the two lovers what else is the best!
Let us lay foundation of a lovely day,

Say now good bye to the teen aged play,
Evening is romantic with a song and dance,
Adieu is now needed to years old romance,
With moon and stars ahead is a night,

Lo nature switched off the exposing light,
We are now hidden in the arms of nature,
Merge your beauty in the charms of nature,
I know hesitation will end with a kiss,
Warm is living magic in the lips of a miss,
Messages exchanged but the words were blocked
How can one speak when lips are locked?
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A Silky Bride (Reaction On A Pairing Of Kathleen
Guilfoyle Mulligan)

Night followed by a restless day,
Shy but smiling moon light,

My loneliness I'm not so sad,

I saw charms of a lonely night,

A virgin of untouched thoughts,
Swimming in the river of mind,
A smile has stolen my eye's pearls,
Loneliness! You are not so unkind,

Pleased I am, more wine for ecstasy,
You! Naughty and slippy mermaid,
Swim, until you are not so slippy,
Do you understand what I said?

I am knitting some silken words,
I shall restore the silk you lack,
Here is it, a slippy silver gown,
Come on sweetheart at the bank,

Wear this gown in front of me
The night is not so much bright,
No need to be so much shy,
Glimpse of a nude in moonlight!

Yes, now I am truly ecstatic,

A work of art is this wet gown,
Wear it now on your silky hairs,
My heart has made a poetic crown,

You are now no more a mermaid,
Now a poem a poet's sweet bride,
No more swimming in the river,

On the air now you may glide.
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A Single Blanket

It's a big family in a hut of the slums,
It's too cold and they sleep on a mat,
A single blanket for the whole family,
He pulls blanket and covers his cat.

The shivering rats then shut their eyes,
They are awaken, how can sleep in the cold,
Their father unsatisfied with a family of six,
Careless is addict otherwise too bold.

Morning saw the youngest frozen and cold,
Unworried is addict no shame no fears,
Balanced will be family a matter of few months,

Puts child in the grave no regrets no tears.
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A Sinner's Optimism

He had seen You, and talked as well,
Yet disobeyed, for him is the hell.

I haven't seen You, did not talk,

May I know, where I'll walk?

The famous caliph, Haroon Rasheed,
Was no doubt, a ruler in deed.

And Zubaidah, his charming wife,
Was his love, was his life.

Once she was angry, said with spout,
You are a hell-dweller, now get out.
Haroon replied in anger so much,
Divorce for you, if I'm such.

In Islam, if a Muslim so says,

Divorce will be pending, till final sun-rays.
And the couple will remain separated,
The day of judgement will be awaited.

Haroon then called living legends having writ,
They regretted, couldn't rule on it.

Imam Shafai then a teen aged boy,

Visited the court with a ruling of joy.

He told Haroon you're begging a reply,

I'm the one here, God at sky.

My place is that, your place is it,

Haroon moved to floor and asked him to sit.

Proud is poison for a good deed,

Haroon was tested, an essential need.

A justice should be watchful before an award,
Should asses plaintiff like a guard,

Did ever God's fear kept you away,

From a sin, you might commit any way.
Haoon, on oath stated and affirmed,
Many times, my lord, the oath confirmed.
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Paradise for you, have my greetings,
Zubaida is your wife no bar on meetings.
He then recited a verse from The Book,
Pleasing Haroon, the heavenly brook.

If one fears God, and remains away,

From a sin possible, may commit any day.
For such a man, paradise is reward,

Book of God is the ruling award.

Oh! my God, many times on the way,
I like Haroon remained away,
From the sins, because I fear,

I am optimistic My Lord! my dear.
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A Slave Girl

Believe it or not,

I was born in the Judean Mountains,
between Mediterranean and the Dead See,
somewhere in 2400 B.C.

Believe it or not,

whenever I am burnt

I become once again a virgin maid,
though I was completely burnt twice,
but not burnt to ashes,

I was besieged 23 times,

attacked and assaulted 52 times,
captured and recaptured 44 times.
Now I am used to of being raped

by my changing masters.

When my mighty master rapes me,
I close my eyes

And whisper,

&quot;I am now too old,

no more interested in a fire bath,
burn me to ashes,

and let me taste death,

as an old woman,

let me die in the arms of my children,
some white,

some black,

some yellow,

some brownies.

Some believe in a single God,

some believe in trinity,

and one is atheist,

I love that child,

his father never raped me,

in fact I loved him.

I don't want to rise once again,

as a beautiful maid.

I am now tired of being raped,
again and again.&quot;

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

244



Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 245



A Slave Girl Struggling For A Cause

The struggling one is mortal but a name earned in a just struggle
survives on a page of history as a gratitude to a trend setter.
Not so easy to put the first step on a narrow passage that leads
to a valley of snow falls with a beautiful frozen lake.

Though her jogging could not melt the hard block of ice

But a trend she has set and I see many more walking

on the slippery passage whereat a few will fall down

and their red blood will freeze there as a painting

of an abstract art waiting for a change of weather

the cooling down sun may take a thousand years

to take a bath of fire but after the bath it will be hot enough
to melt the glaciers into flowing streams of a river.

Most of the struggling one will arrive at the peak

and from there they will watch many flowers sprung
multicolored fragrant flowers inviting rainbow butterflies,

in the valley on the bank of a flooded river.

The struggling one, a white flower, who set the trend,

is being studied by the old creative time,

time the brush of nature will paint a few red roses.

These are the drops of blood of the trend setter!

Wait sweetheart! Wait till that time, I promise,

I shall pluck one of those pretty roses

for your silky brown long hairs.

(A gratitude to Zaira Wasim)
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A Slow Sweet Beat

If fast it's violent and makes us wild,
We start dancing like a naked beast,
For the nectar of love it acts like yeast,
I dislike fermentation of a juice so neat.

If slow it's ardent, cute and mild,

We start dreaming of a fairy in dance,

And love is blended with rimes of romance,
I like this blending like a flower's sweat.

Fast music is a noise so badly shrilled,
Slow music brings peace to the restless mind,
A peaceful mind is never unkind,

Sing and dance on a slow sweet beat.
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A Small Group

In every nation,

in every continent,

in every religion,

there is a small group of persons indecent.

Most of the persons in a society,

most of the persons in a community,

are nice and decent.

We ignore the majority of good humans,

generalize the minority of demons,

and start calling bad names,

to a nation,

to a continent,

or,

to a religion.

Despite all their selfishness of a small group of people
man is not yet too bad to be destroyed by the nature.
Spread odors of love,

reflect colors of love,

still nice is mother earth's ovary

still delicious are the fruits of love.
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A Smile Is Smile

When someone says you made me smile,

The child within me the foolish juvenile,

Falls in trouble to feel the essence

Are the rose petals really dancing with fragrance?
Or I behaved like a monkey in a zoo?

And the smile was merely a shoo.

The fleeting of my mind makes me restless,

I start regretting my act in distress.

But my heart replies, you old juvenile!

Why so impatient, a smile is smile.
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A Smiling Photograph

I see everything smiling in her portrait!

Wish mortality to the lovely smiles,

what made her a smiling barbie doll?

It's love my friend!

She loves the creator,

she loves the creation,

and He returned Her love with a gift,

a gift of a soft loving heart,

reflected in her beautiful starry eyes,

and her eyes then saw all around a beauty on the earth,
not only on the earth,

in between earth and heaven,

and even beyond the heavens,

She was so much amazed,

she forgot everything,

she forgot even herself,

ecstasy in love,

so divine so pure,

made everything she has, smiling,

that's what her portrait whispered,

that's what a poet heard,

inspired and what else he could do,

expressed his feelings in a poem,

a poem on a lovely photograph!

Alas! The earth couldn't keep the bud,

to blossom as as a flower,

and the greedy heaven snatched her from the earth,
but again while wishing her soul a peace in the heavens,
I am sure her charming smile,

would have snatched more charms from the heaven!
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A Soldier And Corona Virus

Do not look at my white hair,

Do not look at my arm chair,

Look into my deep eyes,

Past preserved in the skies,

Start it from beginning a sweet eclair,

Do not mind dear how I walk,

Do not mind dear how I talk,

If could have seen in the cavalry,

My chivalry and my bravery,

Never slept hungry being a hunter hawk,

Can still hunt if I see the enemy,
But this coward corona I cannot see,
If gun fails in romance,

Could've asked for a dance,

The devil's neither he nor a she!
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A Soldier's Dawn Of January,6

It looks like a different dawn, an amazing dawn,

earth is the same, skies are the same,

but the sun has come with a different name,

account of love with the bank of heaven, although overdrawn,
account though debited by heavy interests in advance,

but the losses incurred in the leaving year made up at a glance.

I see the aurora is melting and the earth is washed,
am I the same man who was crying in pains,

who looked so ugly with many stains,

by his own conscience in the night was lashed,

see my charms your attention I have drawn,

I am over sure it's a different dawn!

What a magic is love that brings smiles,

and turns eyes in the shining stars,

greetings exchanged by the solders at wars,
on the shoulder of air are the paper projectiles,
the dragon enemy is changed in a prawn!
Definitely my dear it's a different dawn!

A poem is written by a soldier in a trench,

wait let me see what's written on the paper,
&quot;Your beloved is waiting with tears scrapper.
Wish to see you kissing her on a bench,

In a mini skirt bare footed on the lawn,

on her rosy cheeks is a different dawn! &quot;

Cease fire my enemy come out come too close,
overleaf of a letter from my charming sweetheart
my blood gave color to a soldier's art,

It's front line I don't have a real rose,

celebrate and pray for the next year's dawn,

with her and with the roses of sweet home's lawn!

But this year too, for the beloveds let us celebrate,
let us wish each other the best and wait for the fate.

(During First World War, invention of Machine Guns paralyzed the war. On
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Christmas and other like days the fighting forces waived white flags and
celebrated the happy days jointly)
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A Solo Wedding

Look at me I am counting down,
death is the final fate,

but who knows when he will die?

It's me!

who knows the time of her death,

I am a cancer patient,

since my early childhood

I always dreamed

a bride in a white bridal gown
standing in a church

making all the promises

a bride undertakes on oath.

Death!

You can't stop me to become a bride.
Look at me I am a bride,

in @ white gown

standing at a church

see me smiling.

Yes, it's a solo wedding,

nobody is here to kiss me.

You have seen my smile

and if you see my eyes are wet,
don't look at my eyes,

look at my lips

that still smile.

Life is bad bot not so much bad,

we can steal a moment of happiness,
a beautiful lie!

How much bitter may be the truths of life!
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A Striptease

The daughter of ocean is now in her teens,
On the top of a tree I see her preens,
Sweetheart, nature has taught you to fly,
Spread your wings, for the naughty sky,
Why don't you fly, I know you can fly?

High with the winds in the endless sky,
Take off sweetheart for the flight of love,
Don't know the way; you may follow a dove,
Learn the art of lightning from the sun and stars,
Touch hidden strings within you are guitars,
Thundering, showering fall on the towers,
Kiss the rainbow show of the nudist flowers,
Touch them and feel the aroma of God,

No more refrains, I now want a nod,

The roof of trees and the roots of plants,
Everyone is waiting for your showering grants,
Have sex with apex of the high mountains,
That is direly needed by the dry fountains,
Play this game with the green forest,

Come from the east, come from the west,

A hug will cool down the heated sky,

Now is the time, now you must fly,

Have a peg of wine, will you please,

The earth is ready for a Striptease.
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A Stupid In Love Can Do What Intelligentsia Cannot

The great planet from where came the aliens on the earth,
and changed the genesof naturally evolved life on the earth,
is once again close enough to visit the barren planet,

their science and their technology is now highly developed.
They pick a few skeletons sleeping in their graves,

Their spaceship has provisions to develop these skeletons,

in the real men and women.

Randomly they open graves in the various parts of the world,
Incidentally, they all were common men who loved humanity.
When I found myself breathing in an oxygen chamber,

I saw a few more in such other chambers.

&quot; Who are you O white gentleman?

I am sure I have seen you somewhere.&quot;

&quot;I am Kel Kurt from the United States.&quot;

&quot;How much right I was in believing a God,

see my God has given a new life to both of us.&quot;

&quot;I am sure these persons are neither God nor Angles

they are aliens.&quot;

&quot;Look at me Akhtar, it's Marie Shine,

I wonder what's the purpose of giving us is

a thinking brain once again.

&quot;The bigger wonder is that all our past memories are still stored in it,
&quot;

said Ziauddin Bulbul, a poet from Bangla Desh,

&quot;I have been associated with judiciary for a long time.

I think they will investigate the causes of destruction of the earth.&quot;
&quot;I agree with Zia&quot;, said Bharati Nayak a poetess from India.
&quot;I was killed in a nuclear attack and my body was buried below

bricks and stones of a tall building.&quot;

&quot; Why all of us or most of us are poets and poetesses? &quot;,

me poet yep poet whispered.

&quot;It's simple, they tell the bitter truth but coated in sweet lies &quot;saidBri
Edwards.

&quot;Perhaps nature likes sweet liars and dislikes the bitter truth tellers&quot;,
said Maleka Firdaus.

&quot;Poets are often bitter but poetesses are always sweet.&quot; Bri Edward
once again.

&quot; What did you feel Akhtar, when you were dying? , asked Mehtab Bengali.
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&quot;I had been dreaming a new life in the paradise, &quot; Akhtar replied.
&quot;And your dream ended like a slave's dream of H.W. Longfellow, Ha, Ha,
Ha! &quot; Bri laughed loudly.

&quot;Your paradise looks like a ward of newly born babies.&quot; said Md.
Jahiruddin Babar.

&quot;How the first ever nuclear war started that destroyed the world? &quot;
asked Muhammad Rafig Farooqui.

&quot;Super powers developed a new virus that could disassemble nuclear
weapons of the enemy.

They succeeded in developing it, but there was a manufacturing fault in it. The
fault ended in activating the missiles carrying nuclear weapons. Within a few
hours the whole world was destroyed!

India mistook it as a nuclear attack by Pakistan and Pakistan mistook it as a
nuclear attack by India.

Iran mistook it as a nuclear attack by US and US mistook it as a nuclear attack
by Iran.

South Korea mistook it as a nuclear attack by North Korea and North Korea
mistook it as a nuclear attack by South Korea.

Life came to an end irrespective of its color, its beliefs and its ideologies.
Nothing survived but the manmade virus survived.&quot;, someone said.

Who was that someone?

A stupid I think.

&quot;Let the world be led by that stupid before it's destroyed.&quot; said Rose
Marie Juan Austin.

&quot;A stupid in love can do what intelligentsia cannot! &quot; said Dr. Dillip K.
Swain.
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A Successful Man (Being Inspired By A Poem Of
Rajnish Managa)

I am firm and sure rather obstinate,
while slipping down on a slope,

I am tied firmly and shall not fall,
there is with me an unseen rope,
Child is born with much expectations,
But when I see a boy's frustrations,

I started waiting for my youth,

Mighty muscles and powerful arms,

A heart fully filled by wine of love,

And a beloved's inspiring charms,

The rope of my love when nicely worked,
Though I was hurt when I was jerked,

By passage of time I now analyze,

How nicely I turned my pain in pleasure,
Wealthy I shall die with pearls and gems
My children I'm leaving for you a treasure,
Sure, IfI climbed a slippy mountain,

Will be back safely to earth's fountain.
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A Successful Romantic Marriage

A pre marriage courtship is a lovely adventure,

Being attracted to beauty, playing hides and seeks,
Waiting for hours on the road opposite to a bedroom,

On the first floor just to have a glimpse of a teen aged girl,
Chasing that girl on a bicycle up to a girls college,

Where one could not get in and waiting for her,

Outside the college till the bells announced,

She’s about to come out and then chasing once again,
Until she got in the gates of her lovely home!

Regretted holidays for missing the routine!

What is it, foolishness or an adventure?

Is it merely a call of nature?

It might be foolishness but when responded,
By the eyes of a sweet and lovely nice girl,
An element enters in this wild foolishness,
An element that softens the stones of hearts,
And the adventure when blended by love,
What else it is, other than romance,

What a life is that without a romance!

A duty imposed for just to reproduce!

Stealing a moment to meet somewhere outside,
Be a windy evening of a hot summer noon,

Or a sunny noon of a cold foggy morning,

A moonlit night on the bank of a river,

In the pleasant rains with roses and jasmines,
To be wet in love and to come back in senses,
Before t's too much with the dreams of future,
Gripping and controlling the call of nature,
Without all that the life remains incomplete,
Sweet memories we need in the icy old age!

Bitter realities of life when kill the adventure,
Adventure goes in coma but love never dies,
Understanding each other, accepting each other,
With the weaknesses exposed after marriage,
Changes the nature of love completely,
Compromises are made, sacrifices are made,
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When a wife takes care of his childish husband,
She behaves like a stern but loving grandmother,
But the child is not annoyed at all,

He enjoys a carefree lovely nice life,

Ignoring a few painful casual strife,

Three cheers for a beautiful lovely nice wife!

Akhtar Jawad
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A Sudden Winter Rain Fall

Came back winter with a sudden rain fall,

Styles are different but enjoyed by all.

What of children and youths the message of rains,
Has been read by all with no refrains!

Children are playing in the river on streets,
Grandmothers in kitchen for the tasty treats,
Running wildly and pushing their mates,

Innocent friendship that is free of hates,

In the muddy water that is flowing on the ground,
In water, muddy water, I see all around,

I see many boats of colorful papers,

Floating with boats the plastic wrappers,

A few are playing water ball in the rain,

Slipping and moaning but standing once again,
Street dogs running and barking in fun,

What an exciting romance sudden rains have spun.

Clouds have locked the sun for a day,

Dropping honey of love on the thirsty clay,

Sun sends cold winds to disperse the clouds,

The policemen failed to disperse the crowds,
Instead it attracted many bold and colorful females,
One followed by at least ten loving males.

The couples got a chance of loving in the day,
How helpless in love is excited clay.

Let them love and love and don't disturb,

The days of youth are few but superb!

Why don't you listen to the call of romance?

Why don't you sing, why don't you dance?

With a message of love the rains have come back,
A sick and shy is still off track,

He is dancing on the roof he is wild like the cloud,
Listen to the song he is singing so loud.

The old man busy in writing a poem,

Recollecting his memories of the past childhood,
Smiling on the days of lost youth-hood,
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Imprisoned helplessly in the time's iron cage,
Still enjoying the sudden rain fall,
His heart is free not not in a cage at all!

In a hot blanket this crooning is futile,

Get up sweetheart with the old style,

Wear pink and green the lovely contrast,
Climb on the roof and call back the past,
Let us join the youths let us sing and dance,
It's a weather of romance, only romance!
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A Sunday Love Song

Friends! I'm too busy ignoring pieces of waste papers on the floors
Six days a week in hurry just a parting kiss to its doors,

Ignoring the dusty glass of windows reflecting my neighbor's face,
Ignoring Mona Lisa's smile and avoiding its frames' amazing glace,
Bound to a network of social relationships outside my sweet house,
Forgetting my cute children and even forgetting my beautiful spouse,
Sweet call of a rose sprung in a nearby plant to play a romantic part,
For a pluck and its attachment in the silky hairs of my sweetheart,
Overlooking a couple of pets how lovingly they wave their tails,
Regretting I could not get time to cut my growing nails,

Here I am on way to my work, my duty, that earns bread for me,
Remembering all those whom I ighored, a binding thread for me,
Sweethearts! The thread that binds me with you is silky but strong,
Here is a Sunday and for all of you I have brought a love song.
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A Sweater

The winds are pleasant,

And the winter has gone,

While packing my woolen wares,

A white sweater brought tears in my eyes,

I can't wear it any more but every year,

I take it out and hang it with others,

Fifty years ago she saw the design,

And asked a lady how to knit it,

The lady smiled and said proudly,

Take it for a day or two,

Copy the design if you can,

She brought it watched it,

And learnt the secret,

The designh was formed,

Just by knitting from both sides,

She returned the sweater to the proud lady,
Brought white wool and knitted the sweater,
In just two days, and gifted it to me,

On my twentieth birthday,

I was lean at that time,

The proud lady when saw me in the sweater,
Could not say anything just smiled,

My sweet mother! Who says you're dead?

I still see you in the token of your love.
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A Table Lamp On The Corner Table

Nothing on his left,

nothing on his right,

nothing is behind,

nothing is ahead,

well he's not on the floor,

if not on the roof,

it's a lovely bed,

with an electric lamp on the corner table
within the reach of a lonely poet
and it's giving him a reason to live.
When it's too dark,

just lying on the bed

a restless man,

ignored and isolated,

switches on his only close friend
he can kiss and touch

and get light of beautiful words
written by his distant friends
from all over the world.

Wishes and greetings

on the marvelous days,

posts on various websites
encouraging him to live,
inspiring him to write.

He feels as if all his friends

are with him in the lonely room.
Thanks to the table lamp

it's you who made visible

dear unseen friends.

he is no more alone,

many times a day

he switches on it,

sees his friends,

and sees a rainbow,

and when it rains,

he becomes a little naughty!
When he notices a friend is absent,
he regrets his naught,

he switches off the table lamp.
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With tears in his eyes he decides

he will not switch on it anymore!

But he is helpless in love of a table lamp

a source of light he needs

to enlighten his soul.

In a moment when frustration starts killing him,
he sees a post from his absent friend,

he becomes a naughty poet once again,

he is inspired to write another naughty poem,
and then smiles once again on his naught!

He is at all not greedy to be recognized as a poet
for him it's enough that he won friends from all over the world
and his poems will not die with him

it will remain in the hearts of so many websites.
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A Tearful Invitation

Caress, caress, and very close to granny,
Give a pretty lovely rose to granny,
Sweet are flowers, sweeter are the buds,
Fly round her like the tweeting birds,
She likes butterflies dancing on her face,
Caress, caress and enjoy pink glace.

Darkness of aging needs twinkles and shines,
We know your taste and your favorite dines,
With all the stars Oh Moon! Come tonight,
Cress, caress, we shall enjoy your sight,

We shall sing and dance and dine with delight,
You can make our home so lovely and bright.

Your granny is famous for her lovely dishes,

Have blessings sweethearts and hearty wishes,
You have forgotten it so let me remind,

How painful is old age how cruel and unkind!

It's birthday of your granny she needs gift of love,
Run like a tiger or you may fly like a dove,

But you must come tonight otherwise old clay!
She will not celebrate her lonely birthday! !
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A Teen Aged Widow

When the morning star,
Sees first sun ray,

And disappears,

In grief and distress,
Gives a parting kiss,

To the nude lady,

Who takes her bath,
Every early morning,

In the sea of fire,

And once again,

Like a virgin in tact,
Likes a teen-aged beauty,
Flying high in sky,

The fine wet grass,
Licking milky foot,

Ask birds to rise,

And sing their song,
Asks flowers and buds,
To change night suits,
And moves to the bank,
And sits nimble footed,
Partly on the earth,
And partly in river,

A cold, pleasant wind,
And the swinging trees,
Having watched this porn,
Smile and discuss,

The body of the lady,
And a naughty blow,
Pulls the shying buds
In the cover of leaves,
And kisses their petals,
The sunflower rises,
And turns his face,
Towards the sun,

For a new warm-up,
And somewhere far,

A boy with animals,

All domestic,
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And romantic,

With a watching dog,
Plays the bamboo pipe,
Fishermen with the nets,
Start their fishing,

I find everyone,

So happy and enjoying,
The gift of life.

On the bank but other,
Other side of river,

I see someone,

A girl of sixteen,
Seventeen or so,

In a white dressing,
No smile on her face,
Undressed long hair,
Wearing no jewelry,
Looking motionless,
Starring in space.
Somebody told me,

A widow is she,

Only after one month,
After her marriage,
Her spouse was killed,
In a deadly war,
Futile and fruitless.
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A Tree In Autumn

Who cares for the flowers' gone grandeur?
Who reads the story of the falling leaves?
What to steal from one heading to a winter,
In autumn you invite the beautiful thieves!

Love not supplemented by something to steal
Is just like a booked shot rarely played

The thieves will come back during snow fall
May not the winter this year too delayed!

Beatify me O Nature! This year once again,
Cover my nude branches by soft white silk,
Skin though hard fit yet for the osmosis,

From snow I can suck O Mother, some milk!

I'm sure your snow will inject new dreams
Green leaves and colorful flowers springs
Withstanding winds, calling back thieves
The lost naughtiness by waiving the wings

I'm sure colors and aroma of flowers,
Will bring back the gone butterflies,
Birds will come and their sweet songs,

Will pull down the clouds from skies!
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A Tree Of Flowers

Pretty was the first tremor of romance

In the wild wind my drunken dance,
Dreaming with stars in the maiden moonlight,
Attracting the lovers in the sexy sunlight,
Delicacy and color and aroma of my petals,
No fire no heat yet I melted the metals,

I melted my lovers, the naughty thieves,
Though lost myself, no regrets no grieves,
Lost color and aroma and my soft delicacy,
Did it in your garden with no privacy,

I'm a beautiful agent of immortal love,

A teacher for man and lion and dove,
Beauty is in you that a flower unlocks,

To see your shocks and the aftershocks,
For the beloved are clouds and showers,
And a lovely revival for the lovely flowers,
Nature knows well what are my needs?

See kissing of soil by embryos of seeds,

I rose again from the bosom of earth,

Now a tree of flowers, my beauty my worth!
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A True Friend

I was nice with him

he was nice with me,

and the friendship continued,

until he started ignoring me!

I know I must have committed something wrong,

but he never told me what's that something,

Instead of ignoring if he would have slapped me,

and said, &quot;You my ugly friend, you did it with me! &quot;
I would have encircled him in my arms and would have replied,
&quot;I am sorry sweetheart; I don't know how I did it?
Another slap on my left cheek, it's closer to my heart,

but only if you are a lovely true friend.&quot;
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A Truly Good Morning

A morning that starts with washing

Followed by the early dawn prayers,
A get-together for jointly dreaming,
For the game of life and its players,

I played fairly; successes or failures,
Gold, silver, bronze or without medals,
A bright face having trinity of allures,
A lovely morning of opening petals,

Peace of mind though I couldn't do
What should have done for the men!
Wrong that has been done can't undo
In my right hand there's just a pen!

My love is like endless space and time,

I write for peace and human brotherhood,

In the book of nationalism it's a major crime,
A poet like me is always misunderstood!

My morning is truly a pink good morning,
Requesting sun, not too hot in the noon,
I start waiting for aurora of the evening,
Good evening Venus good night moon,

Another day passed and no war out broke
USA and Iran both realize its aftereffects,
Tearful eyes of humans effectively spoke,

He listens to the tears His mirror reflects.
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A Valentine's Day Message

Forgive me if I ever hurt you,

if you still see some colors in me.

Feel me my friend on a lovely day,

if you still feel some odors in me.

If you see some dirt on my dry petals,
use your coldness and wet your eyes,
the air joining us is humid enough,

a few dew drops from blue skies.

My nights are the nights of blue stars,
my dawns are washed by drops of dew.
I am still twinkling in your shining eyes,
friends like me are rare and few.

If you see my colors are faded away,

I suppose your lips are still pink.

I'm sure I'm still sleeping in thoughts,
and your poetic dreams can still ink.
Love, not something sold and purchased,
not a pencil image that can be erased,
it may be a mirage always chased,

but a beauty for that life is praised!
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A Viceroy In Greenland

The mould is within you,
Acquire my face,

Bake yourself Oh Clay
Increase your grace.

Life is a fatigue

You may be tired

One thing that is love

Eve has already acquired.
Look at her curves and cuts,
It's a wonderful board to play,
Your hand will be my hand
Just a night and a day,

And a viceroy in Green Land!
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A Victory Day

My Lord! I don't blame you,
I don't blame even my fate,
If anything is to be blamed,
I blame my uncalled hate.

It's a victory day, what a painful day!
We are gathered here to celebrate,
The day followed by a red hot war,
We regret in aftermaths, but too late.

Alas! We could avoid this war!

No smile on the lips but eyes are filled!
Alas! We could not get rid of the hatred!
The dream of victory has been fulfilled,

I am a poor man, disabled in the war,

I came here like a limping insect,

You have some money and purchased a crutch,
Here comes the leader, the hero perfect!

He is a rich man on a nice wheelchair,
His eyes are red, did not sleep last night.
His face is pale and at all not fair,

Still promising our future is bright.

Crops still in the womb but infected
Air and water both are polluted,
Lost the war even after winning!
But the old hatred not yet diluted.

Oh greenery! Could you come back!
The acidic rains radio active in nature,
Look like tears of Adam and Eve,

How they regret their sons' caricature!

The leaders' congrats could not understand,
I could not see the beloved anywhere,

The maid of victory you are dead or alive?
She is in a coma, perhaps somewhere!
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A Violet Of Twenty-First Century

I am not a violet of William Wordsworth
AndI have sprung in a different icy earth,

I am not a flower by any helpless birth

I have my own specific and charming worth.

Wordsworth violet was half hidden from the eyes
And had sprung by a mossy stone

I do not twinkle like a lonely Venus on the skies
I have my own flush and my own bone.

My colors are capable of singing a song

A song that Lucy could not sing

I shall not live unknown, I am strong,

I am Lucy of twenty-first century's spring.

I shall not die before I love, I shall not cease to be
My loving poet will not cry on my untimely death
Don't go to my grave so soon my lover will see

Born in different conditions of amenities and health!

I can face the coolness of an icy storm

My eyes are on the coming lovely spring

I have a beautiful, determined and lasting form

Shall sing the song of life, with me rains will also sing.

With different autumn and winter I'm Lucy returned
I have sprung in an ageratum plant always green,
Elizabeth I gone, it's time of Elizabeth the second

I am outcome of an era Wordsworth never seen

I am a teen aged girl of a new developed century
I am free to think and act according to my will
I am not a slave girl of an Elizabethan country

The whole world is for me with all its heat and chill.
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A Warming Kiss

I have just received a call from him,

the unemployed educated youth,

has come out of his house.

He must be standing on a bus stop,

in the busy hours of the Saturday evening.
The whole world suffers from the Saturday night fever,
I can afford to gift him a motorbike

but he is very much sensitive

of his self-respect.

Moreover,

it's not his birthday,

it's my birthday.

Oh! He must have purchased a gift for me,
where from he would have arranged the money for it!
How could I explain to him

he is himself a precious gift of God for me!
I'll have to wait till his birthday

this time I'll not listen to him

and gift him a motorbike

on his coming birthday.

I listen to the bell from the gates

someone has come,

let me see who is it?

I open the gates and I see

someone on a new motorbike

with a shining helmet on his head.

He is removing the helmet

pleasant surprise!

He is my handsome fiance.

I did not ask anything

he himself said,

'l have got a job

and my employers

have favored me with a motorbike.

Sorry, I have no money,

I could not purchase a gift for you,

I have come with a bouquet of roses only.
But I promise I shall give a lovely gift to you
on your next birthday.'
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I wanted but I could not say,

by my next birthday,

I shall be into your arms

and I shall need only a warming kiss.
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A Wasted Rainy Night

The rainy season is about to go,

I had written a message on the clouds,

I spread alcoholic beverage on the clouds,
The wind carried the clouds long ago.

The whole of night the alcoholic rains,
Made the buds excited and drunk,
I see green dresses on the trunk,
The trees aren’t shy of rainbow stains.

I missed her in the dreams of night,
The unread message was read by few,
The stars’ tears were frozen as dew,
The moon is shining and it’s bright.

Clouds have gone and the sun is peeping,
The smile of dawn at the eastern skies,
Was blended slowly with tears and cries,
Buds turned into flowers are now sleeping!

You're away, could come in the dreams,
Winds and clouds don't charge for the flight,
Or it's the weakness of my insight,

Perhaps missed you in the sleepy streams!
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A Weekend Night

Where have you gone?

Where have you been?

Though you came back at last,

Why do come in a working day?

Please go back,

May I suggest as to where you should go,
Go to the hot and burning sun,

Disguise yourself as thick black clouds,
Wrap the sun,

Hide him somewhere,

Within your round and milky arms,

Kiss your arms and ignite the lips,

Make your lips fine fireworks,

Or cool the sun,

Within your bosom,

Take all its heat,

Make your bosom a valley of melting tangerines,
Keep the sun as a prisoner of love,
Anywhere in you,

Within fences of wires,

Wherein a current of thousands volts,

Will constrain the sun to reflect a light,
Travelling from feet to the lovely face,
Cooling down for the moon near the clouds,
Turn the day in a moonlit night,

And when you're turned in a night sky,
Eyebrows turn in in the flying night birds,
And the eyes turn in shining stars,
Braiding of hair in the Milky Way,

With diamonds peeping out,

From the soft pink rose,

The golden necklace,

Turning naughty below neck,

And the bangles playing,

The pleasing tunes,

Then, you should come as awaited beloved,
Tonight, I shall rob all pleasures you have.

For the last few nights,
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I could not sleep,

I cannot afford a sleepless night,

Anymore, yes anymore,

My sleep! Please come to me,

Tonight as a lovely maiden bride!

It's a weekend night,

I shall keep you with me for the whole next day.
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A Wet Summar Night (Being Inspired By Robert
Murray Smith's Poem The Dark Night)

Charms of a dark summer night!
Under a roof of a mosquito net,
Stars twinkling, moon so bright,
Dew making things sexy and wet.

I loved that silken blanket, in it,
There was a moon hidden in me,
Within the net a magic was knit,
Twinkling stars inside I could see,

Stars in skyblue sleeping gown,
Twinkling eye lids, smiles insides,
Aromatic hairs, silky and brown,
On her cheeks their naughty glides,

Many more,many more stars,

A singular moon in a soft blue cover,
Ecstatic wind her drunken guitars,
Forget sky, what on earth discover!

Around my neck two round arms,
Lips talking lips in a silent voice,
Unparalleled, summer night charms

My love, my dream, and my choice!
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A Woman (An Amazing Painting By Karina L/Exgo Art)

How long the ancient sperm remained in stew
Million, billion, trillion restless years

Once it was changed in the pious tears,

A rose was evolved to be kissed by the dew.

How long the evolved germ remained lonely
Just a minor fraction of time a micro second
As soon as he felt beats of a soft diamond,
The idea of creating an eve was so lovely!

Someone left his throne and threw his crown
Heavens looked ugly, the earth, so beautiful it is,
He slept peacefully, sweetest a woman's lull is!
Beats of the soft diamond titillated his gown.

When nature slept for the first time on the earth
It smiled experiencing sweet dreams as well,
Gardens came so close and repelled the Hell,

O woman! I salute you, I know your worth!

To this wonderful painting I bow my head, my heart,
Wonderful is a woman and amazing is the work of art!
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A Woman In A Woman

You are a woman,

everyone sees you as a woman,

and gives you preferences at the public places.

But there is someone,

who sees you as a man,

he can see your grievances below sweating graces.

I shall love you to be crazy in his search

who can see a woman in a woman,

your womanhood he enhances and your soul he embraces.
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A Woman In Autumn (Autumn...Backyard Girl - Poem
By Me Poet Yeps Poet Inspired Me And I Wrote This
Poem)

Love at first sight in the springs,

A mild electric shock that brings,

A musical wave for the inner strings,

I became a bell that rings and rings,

I became a singer that sings and sings.

And who is she, hidden in dancing leaves,
Covered with flowers, inviting the thieves,
Something hidden somewhere he believes,
Summer and rains in a shirt with sleeves.
Missing that something the restless grieves!

The year of life arrives in the autumn days,
The player is now tired of all the plays,

Older looks moonlight even older sun rays,
No leaves no flowers just a trunk with decays.
In a sleeveless shirt, a woman still stays.

I mistook as love it was lust and passion,
I can clearly see now a third dimension,
For the isometric view, thank you autumn,
You really worked as a breathing beacon,
I can see now a woman in a woman!
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A Woman In Love

Leave me alone,

On the bank of this river,
I know,

Many miles behind,

She is sitting on the bank,
Of this lovely river,

Her feet is dip,

In the water so cold,

But warm at this place,
She knows it well,
Someone needs it,

To feel the touch,

Of her soft white feet,
She is washing her hands,
She is washing her face,
Cause she knows,
Someone needs,

More excitements,

The water is warmer.

Let me be excited.

But I miss something,

The naughty winds,

Heard my heart,

And suddenly I found,

The water too warm,

What happened at that bank?
Oh love! Go to hell!

The wind regrets,

Her naught of the moment,
She jumped in the river,

A complete mystery,

Is a woman in lovel!

(It is just an imagination to describe that a woman in love can go up to any
extent.)
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A Woman In The Rains

I am below an umbrella,

I am chasing my Cinderella,
Visibility tends to zero,

I am a teen-aged hero,

It's a rainy day,

Being Adam'’s clay,

I can see her charms,

Her lovely arms,

In a sleeveless shirt,

My eyes full of dirt,

But you can't blame me,

I am bound to see,

Her body is exposed,

No eyes are closed,

She is wet and appealing,
Like a thief stealing,

Many hearts on their way,
It's rain on the clay,

It's call of nature,

Not an angel just a creature.

I go to the beauty,

To perform my duty,

And offer to share,

The love and care,

Of umbrella I had,

She made me glad,

By accepting my offer,
Did not call me a loafer,
While sharing my umbrella,
Asked she, my Cinderella,
Do you have any rag?

I see your bag,

I want to conceal,

The device of steal,

My body is exposed,

No eyes are closed.

She was woman of east!
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And me, not better than a beast!
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A Woman Is A Born Mother

I saw them on the bank of a river,

Driving their toy carts,

The two friends,

I came to know they are brother and sister,
The sister was a few years older than the brother,
While their parents were sitting at a distance,
The pink lovely buds of roses,

Were racing on the cart,

Suddenly the cart of the boy slipped,

And he fell down in the river,

Her sister shouted, “"Daddy, help us.”

But she did not wait for her father,

I was surprised to listen to her golden words,
“My child, don’t worry, I'm coming.”

And she jumped in the river.

The children were rescued,

At that moment that mere chit of a girl,
Appeared to me a grown up mother!

On that day I realized,

A woman is a beautiful born loving mother!
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A Woman Makes The House A Home

Is home the name of a shining floor,

if so women are the tiles that make it shining.

Is home the name of the protecting walls,

if so mothers, sisters, daughters and grandmothers,
provide the protection that's needed by a house.
Is home the name of a roof,

that burns in the red hot sun,

that's wet in the cold winter rains,

just for a night,

of a soothing moonlight,

when all the pains of her fatigue,

all mental and physical strains,

are washed away in the lovely arms,

when she is kissed by her life partner,

and when,

stars come down in her eyes,

the moon liquefies moonlight,

in the wine of love,

fills her whole and makes her a bottle of ecstasy,
when she forgets all her pains,

and when she is loved by her mate.

And when on the seventh sky,

Eve looks into the eyes of Adam,

smiles and exclaims,

'She was a daughter,

she was a sister,

now she is his wife,

can you read her dreams reflected in my eyes,
she is dreaming to become a mother,

and when she is a mother,

she will not stop dreaming,

she will dream to become a grandmother,

I am proud of my grand grand grand granddaughter.
My daughters make a house a lovely sweet home!
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A Woman Replies All Questions

I am a particular man in a particular moment,

Next moment I'm changed, still a man but different,
Confined in a nation of a broken continent,

O earth! I imagine you as a singular piece of land.

World, an ocean polarized in a paradise and the hell,
Virgin dreams resting in a single ocean like a shell,
Most of them empty but a few with a precious pearl,
O man! A diver, on the earth you could not stand.

A tiring diving, watching a twilight and exhausting glow,
Sitting on a beach and watching the passing show,

The shells in my hands aren't empty, I know,

O God! These narrate a love story of sea and the land.

I was a frustrated man but with the sunset I am changed,
The rising moon says on the stars your success is hanged,
Success comes in cycles black hole will be big banged,

O Nature! When you'll please with a pearl, my right hand?

A shining pearl with a glace that will beautify the earth,
The separated continents will be united for the worth,
That everyone dreams, a love enforced by a lovely zearth,
O Love! God isn't interested, why don't you understand?

No Answer, dejected and frustrated slowly I move to my hut,
A beautiful sweetheart standing on the doors that aren't shut,
A woman replies all questions but she lives in a hard nut,

A beauty in stanzas, each and every line let me expand.
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A Woman Replies All Questions Part 2

Why there is hunger and why are the pains?
Why ugliness everywhere see my wet eyes?
Preening with nails my wounds and stains,

I stood bravely before the unkind skies.

I packed the doors of mind and the windows,
In a bag I had brought in the quest of pearl,
And threw it, highest of all my previous throws,
Before it could crack Paradise and the Hell,

A light caught the bag and started propagating,
&quot;God, kind enough has taken back all your pains,
A unicellular life is ahead, breaking and reproducing,
Go back in your lonely hut, no love, no stains.&quot;

No! Give me back my pains, give me even more,
Forgive me My Lord! I withdraw my quest,

She is a lovely answer that I like and adore,

If she is with a poor man he is at the best!

Frustrated came back, she was at the gates
I was hungry, she was hungry, no fish in the hut.
With arms into arms and the hungry mates,

Joy of a toy, play of the clay, a hut and the nut!
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A Wonderful Cricketer

Fielding at the slips he held a few catches

but at the covers he dropped all the catches,

at the extra covers he held the wining catch.

I am not aware of any ball tampering by him,

he knows the art how a victory he can snatch

though the keeper behind the wickets helped him a lot,
we all are happy he won the final match.
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A Work Of Art

The artist promised a work of art,

And excited the model’s virgin heart,

He painted her hair he painted her eyes,

He painted her arms he painted her thighs,

He painted rosy cheeks and her coral lips,
Depressions of her belly, elevations of the hips,
He painted her beautiful lovely face,

He captured all the charms and all the grace,
But the dance of breasts on the beats of her heart!
To paint this beauty was the real art,

The artist could not capture the moving charms,
She hugged herself in her own lovely arms,

The painting then touched the poet’s heart,

He wrote a poem on the work of art.
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A World Within A World

I can think sweetheart and I can feel,
Still in my eyes there are tears,

I have worries and I have fears,

I have a heart that’s not made of steel.

The heat is increasing every new day,
What if the circuit breaker is broken?
The high voltage of words spoken,
Closing near is destruction day by day!

A war of water has started peeping,

That may evaporate the water we have,
That may ruin the shed and shelter we have,
On the wall I see a poison creeping.

Can’t we bid farewell to centuries old hate,
Get rid of politics magnifying it,

Don’t love if hearts are denying it,

Why you believe a war is the fate?

I find myself helpless and constrained to think,
I have no alternate but to close my eyes,

And wait for the fate wrote on the skies,

I can only use my pen and ink.

Let me hide myself in a land of dreams,
Where there are friends who think like me,
A world in that they ink like me,

A valley that is green with lovely streams.

A world within a world may help somewhat,
A circle of lovers of poetry and arts,

A group of charming lovely sweethearts,
Healing the wounds with the magic of art!

Forgetting the fears of a doubtful tomorrow,
Let us share our works with a lovely smile,
From Paramount to Alps and Ganges to Nile,
Let us heal the wounds, wipe tears of sorrow.
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A world within a world with a peaceful sleep,
A day with love and a night with dreams,

A shower in the friendship’s pleasant streams,
The exchanged smiles penetrating very deep!
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Aa Jao

Gham to tumne bante naheen khushian hi bantne aa jao,

Jo kutch mere pas bacha hay wuh bhi mangne aa jao.

Khamoshi ka daman pakde kahte rahna sunta rahoon ga,

Hont to kabse sakit hayn han dil ko thamne aa jao.
Jaltitapti dopahri mein saya to zara do zulfon ka,
Jazbon ke thande hathon ko honto se tapne aa jao.

Sham ke saye lambe hue aur sooraj madham padne laga,

mahke mahke phoolon ko balon mein tankne aa jao.
soone sone raste per kabse khada hoon sanjh dhale,
Shayed tum pehle ki tarah khidki se jhankne aa jao.
Ander kitni roshni hay aur bahar kitna andhera hay,
Main to dekhoon ga tumko tum yun hi takne aa jao.
Rat to shabnam se bheegi aankhein bheegin ashkon se,
Shayed chehre pe shafaq aa jae tum jo samne aa jao.
????
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Aag Bun Kar Kisi Din Dehak Jao Na

Apni aankhon ka kajra bana lo mujhe,
Apni zulfon ka gajra bana lo mujhe,
Apne honton ki madira pila do mujhe,
Chand jaisa yeh chehra dikha do mujhe.

Dhoop mein apni zulfon ka saya karo,
Muskura kar kabhi to bulaya karo,

Kabhi chup chup ke raton mein aya karo,
Gungunaya karo hosh uraya karo.

Bun ke badal kabhi mujhpe barso zara,
Jhank kar meri aankhon mein dekho zara,
Ek shab umr ko de do dhoka zara,
Mujhko chaho zara mujhko socho zara.

Tum hatheli pe mehndi rachaya karo,
Apne honton pe lali lagaya karo,
Choorion ki khanak bhi sunaya karo,
Peyar ke geet chupke se gaya karo.

Tum gulab ho agar to mehak jao na,
Tum sharab ho agar to chalak jao na,
Tum shabab ho agar to behak jao na,

Aag ban kar kisi din dehak jao na.
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Aaj Ki Raat

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,

Main bhi khamosh hoon tumbhi yunhi khamosh raho,
Mujhko madhosh banaya hay to tumbhi aiy dost,

Aaj ki raat meri bahon mein madhosh raho.

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,

Aj ki raat na baton mein ganwao sathi,

Ankhon ankhon mein bhi ho jati hain baten kitni,
Apni nazren meri janib to uthao sathi.

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,

Mujhko peeney do chalakti huyee aankhon se zara,
Yun hi chupchap mere pehloo min shab bhar baitho,
Khelne do mujhe mehki huyee zulfon se zara.

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,
Kanpte hathon ko de bhi do mere hathon mein,
Aaj to barhte huye hath na pakro mere,

Sharm aati hay to chup jao meri bahon mein.

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,

Apni rangeen mulaqgat adhoori na rahe,

Ab to ruswai ka dar hay na gunah ki uljhan,

Roohain jab mil chukeen jismon mei bhi doori na rahe.

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,

Hijr ke shikwe zaroori sahi kar len ge kabhi,
Sath rehne ki yeh gasmein to bahut hain khai,
Dawe kitne hain kiye aur bhi kar len ge kabhi.

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,
Zindagi itni musarrat se na gae gi kabhi,
Sans rukta haiy magar waqt nahin rukta hay,
Aaj ki rat na phir laut ke aaey gi kabhi.

Aaj ki raat ka unuwan Khamoshi hi rahe,
Ajnabi mujhse meri dost kisi taur nahin tum,
Aaj keyon mujhse jhijhakti ho barho meri taraf,
Meri dulhan ho meri jan koi aur nahin tum.
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Aangan Mein Khud Ko Aaj Sulane Chala Hoon Main

Shabnam se dil ki aag bujhane chala hoon main,
Aangan mein khud ko aaj sulane chala hoon main.
Sargoshian karoon ga sitaron se rat bhar,

Thandi hawa ko geet sunane chala hoon main.
Aakash per uroon ga main badal ke sath sath,
Chanda se chandni ko churane chala hoon main.
Juhi ke har shabbo ki khshboo liye huey,

Is rat ko aroos banane chala hoon main.

Woh door aasman pe jo pardon mein hay chupi,
Usko zameen ki goud mein lane chala hoon main.
Kal rat mere sath thi soyee na sari rat,

Phir rat aa gayee hay jagane chala hoon main.
Uske hassen jism ki ranaian na pooch,

Tan man mein phir ek aag lagane chala hoon main.
Gustakhion pe meri woh naraz ho gayee,

Aashig hoon main bhi usko manane chala hoon main.
Woh subh ke bad jane kahan ja ke so gai,

Dekhi jo ek jhalak to jagane chala hoon main.
Dosheezgiye laila ke israr ki quasam,

Fitrat ko belibas banane chala hoon main.
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Aao Na Phir Kabhi

Chehre ka yeh nagab uthao na phir kabhi,
Khidki ka yeh hijab girao na phir kabhi.
Kandhon pe rakh ke sar zara gao na phir kabhi,
Shayer ka ek khawab sunao na phir kabhi.

Jao to ayse jao ke jana tumhein khale,

Aao to ayse aao ke jao na phir kabhi.

Kitni haseen sham thi jab tum mujhe mile,
Aysi hi ek sham mein aao na phir kabhi.
Sargoshian karo ke ke koi aur keyun sune,
Honton se bat kar ke sunao na phir kabhi.
Alfaz keya sametein ge batein hayn peyar Ki,
Aankhon se batein kar ke sunao na phir kabhi.
Shikwah hay tomko peyar na aaya kabhi mujhe,
Aata hay kayse peyar sikhao na phir kabhi.
Chingari jiski rakh ke ander dabi rahe,

Aysi bhi ek aag lagao na phir kabhi.

Apnon mei fasle koi bagi rahein to keyun,

Yeh ghairiyat ke jhagde mitao na phir kabhi.
Bikhreen agar to bikhrein gi ranaiyan bhi sath,
In gesuon ki khushboo sunghao na phir kabhi.
Kayse kata hay din main bataoon tumhein zara,
Kitni jawan rat hay aao na phir kabhi.
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Aap Aaye (With English Translation)

Door jana tha to tum pas keyun itne aaye,

haye wuh lamha ke jis lamhe mein tum they bhaye.
Ud ke jate bhi nahin aur baraste bhi nahin,

zindigi per yeh meri kaise hayn badal chaye.

Bhoole bhatke hi sahi aaj chale aaye hayn,

peyr aaya hay agar aap ko aksar aaye.

Arsh se utro mera farsh hay ashkon se dhula,

bal jabeen ke hon zara kam jo tabassum aaye.

Itna berahm nahin waqt zara tham ke chalein,
keyun simatne lage zulfon ke ghanere saye.

Guzri baton ko muhabbat mein nikalein ab keya,
yeh bhi keya kam hay mere ghar mein agar aap aaye.
Main agar main hoon to phir aap bhi to aap hi hayn,
kaise kahdoon ke ghalat hay yeh kisi ki raye.

English Translation

When you had to go so far from me,

why did you come so close to me?

should I regret the amazing moment when,
your beauty enchanted my heart and soul.

Neither it flies away of me,

nor it rains on my thirsty heart,
frozen on skies of my life,

what type of clouds are hung!

though delayed so long,
anyway, you came,

if it's love, let it recur,
yes, again and again.

From the roof descend on my floor,

my tears have washed it nicely,

let the wrinkles too be washed by smiles,
ascending from lips to the forehead.

Time is not so much cruel,
walk with stops,
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why dress and lock your hairs,
let it remain a shed for me.

Past is lost and poking it,

is against the customs of love,
it's enough for me,

you came at last.

HereI am I,
there you are you,
how can I say,

YOou were wrong.
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Ab Hath Na Choroon Ga

Aankhon se jo dekha hota
Main tujhko bhula deta,
Mere dil ne tujhko dekha,
Ab bhool na paoon ga.

Gar zehn se socha hota,
Main tujhko bhula deta,
Mere dil ne tujhko socha,
Ab bhool na paoon ga.

Hathoon se jo chooya hota,
Main tujhko bhula deta,
Mere dil ne tujhko chooya,
Ab bhool na paoon ga.

Honton se jo chooma hota,
Main tujhko bhula deta,
Mere dil ne tujhko chooma,
Ab bhool na paoon ga.

Kanon se suna hota,

Main tujhko bhula deta,
Mere dil hay tujhko sunta,
Ab bhool na paoon ga.

Gar tu na mila hota,

Main tujhko bhula deta,
Maine pakar tujhko khoya,
Ab bhool na paoon ga.

Teri khushboo jo maine soonghi,
Mere dil se rooh mein utri,

Meri nazmon mein bikhri bikhri,
Ab kaise bhula doon tujhko,

Aa hath mila loon tujhse,

Ab hath na choroon ga!
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Abortion

Is anything more cruel and inhuman?

A painful death for your baby in the womb,
The womb is a temple of worship and love,
And you make it a slaughter house!

All the four ways a baby is destroyed,

All inhuman and cruel on your part,

Show your sadistic instincts,

Establish the fact we are still the beasts.
The baby pulled out by a vacuum machine,
Turned in tossing pieces like tail of lizard,
Cut in cubes of flush by merciless knives,
By a cruel doctor, a butcher in fact!
Getting baby out by a surgery,

Dissolving it by injecting a solution of salt,
All are cruel and inhuman and a source of pain,
For a symbol of love murdered brutally.

If you can.t give birth to a flower of love,
Do something before the baby is conceived,
And if can’t do anything else,

Better get rid of love and live like stones.
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Absence Versus Presence

When beauty is in the arms,

I inhale all its charms,

Outside me it's nothing that remains,
It's me, the beauty who sustains,

When beauty is away,

I am just dry clay,
Waiting for the rains,
It's me, crying in pains.

When the beauty reunites,
A fire she ignites,
Love smiles like a virgin bride,

And me a full moon tide!
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Accident

I am annoyed of this narrow busy road,

by seeing everywhere might is running on it,
it's might of VIPs with armed guards,

it's might of money, with long big cars
creating traffic and parking problems

and sometimes it's physical might, too.

Traffic rules are there but nobody cares of it.

I am a weak and helpless person!

Having no alternate but to ride a bike

that is run by costly gasoline,

while long big cars are run by cheaper
compressed natural gas.

Alas! I cannot ask the rulers why it's so.

Soon I am relieved of my mental pains

when I think this entire world is like this.
Heavenly laws are there but who follows?

Can I ask Him why don't you interfere?

While He is reputed to be kind and benevolent.
If not,

how can I ask the unkind and unbenevolent ones!
Perhaps I am the blood on a narrow busy road
of this limitless universe,

came out from a smashed body in an accident!
Irony! I am crying on my broken bike

I am least worried of my severe injuries.
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Action Replay

Thinking in sleepless nights,

sometimes a sorrow sometimes a joy,

life is both regrets and prides,

in both the cases I desire an action replay,
either to enjoy once again,

or to change the wrong decisions,

I know that's impossible,

but my imagination rewinds my life,

and when I succeed in changing my past,

my eyes become impatient,

start gaining weight,

the heavy eyelids know a magic,

haven't you seen the yawning of a restless life,
a nice attempt to breath in a new world,

a big success, a deep and peaceful sleep!

Isn't it a paradise where thinking expires for a few hours,
no worries no dreams!

A glimpse of death with a message for me,
don't be afraid of death,

it's a blessing of God!
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Actor

Knocked at the door of his neighbor

Whispered due to pains to the noctor

&quot;Is the doctor at home? &quot;
&qguot;Come in, he is in Rome.

Your sickness I know, you naughty actor! &quot;

(Noctor
A slang term—derived from ‘not a doctor)
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Adam Will Find You Out Wherever You Are Thrown

Life is pleasing and charming in love,
Life is bleeding and wounding in hate,
So I love, to love,

I hate, to hate.

Life is pretty and beauty when smile,
Life is anxiety and a prison when cry,
So I smile, won't you?

I don't cry, and you?

Life is inspiring when I think of you,

Life is boring when my thoughts lack you,
So I think of you, why don't you,

I catch your arms when you try to go.
Why you want to go?

Where you want to go?

Sometimes sick like an ailing old lady,
Sometimes sleeping, silent like a body,
Sometimes asking to kiss, a parting Kkiss,
Your Kiss is bliss, but the parting kiss!

Be dynamic, I shall not let you go,
Arise my love life calls you,
Start day dreaming,

It's my practice every day,
Think you're a girl,

Of sweet sixteen,

Or seventeen,

You've to sing and dance,
And enjoy the romance,
Ask me to bring a rose,
Pink in color and fragrance,
That provokes,

Appetite of love!

Come on my girl,
Getup my girl,

Love calls you,
Forget who you are,
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Not a grandmother at this moment,
Not a mother at this moment,
Not even a wife.

Imagine the beauty of meeting someone,
Behind the trees,

In a moon lit night,

And a starry sky,

Blows of wind in summer mild rains,
Shall remove the stress,

Shall remove the strains,

Shall remove the fears,

Shall wipe out the tears,

You'll find yourself,

Carefree and confident,
Unconcerned with the fate,

Willing and prepared,

Like Adam and Eve,

To the call of nature,

That is love only love.

And if you go out of my sight,
My dear Eve, you'll not be alone,
Adam will find you out,

Wherever you are thrown!

(As advised by my dear friend Asadullah I have edited this poem. I regret the
hurt that caused to him and to others too)
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Addition, Subtraction, Multiplication And Division

As an infant I brought with me only one arithmetic operation.
How sweet were the additions to my life!

The first one was vision; an amazing experience was the light,
that entered as a beam through the windows of my room.
Then it was my hearing whenever I felt a pain I cried

I listened to my cry and hoped

it must be listened to by someone else.

The pains due to injuries at the time of birth had made me cry,
I loved the touch of some kind hands washing me

and relieving me of the pains.

The hunger made me restless and when I was breast fed

I mistook it as the only purpose of my life!

I loved the touch of two kind breasts feeding me.

Having not yet learned the so many different faces,

the smell of my mother's skin and that of her milk,

what a pleasure I started recognising her!

It was my mother my first and the loveliest of all additions.
The infant never knew ahead of him are painful subtractions!
Digesting a few things when the gastric pains made me cry

I loved excretions, me myself relieving me,

Not so much helpless, I can do something that I need.

I learned subtraction of painful things I do not need.

A great learning, a great experience!

Time travelled like a flying horse,

I saw her and many other friends,

I added all of them to my life,

Leaving my lovely friends at their places,

I multiplied her love with a sweet sixteen.

Love travels with a speed multiplied by an arithmetic series
And age travels with a speed multiplied by a geometric series!
Divided I am moving to my death or to another life?

I do not know, nobody knows and will never know.
Subtracting all my beloveds I added God to my life

I have been multiplying His love with an infinite series.

I am hoping the best, let us hope the best.

It's better to die with a belief to meet a God.

Hope brings peace and peace is the last of the loveliest additions.
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Admission Submission And Denial

She said, &quot;You are stupid.&quot; My admission,
She said, &quot;You are foolish.&quot; My submission,
&qguot;May be a bad husband.&quot;

Denied it holding her hand,

Now, I am regretting all, my confession!
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Afshan Ahmad And The Terrorists

Should I call it brutality?

Should I call it cruelty?

It's not enough,

Then what I should call it?

I don't know!

What happened in a school at Peshawar?
Dear God do you know it?

If you know it,

Please tell me what should I call it?
My dear poet friends please help me,
Give me a word to describe it.

Afshan Ahmad,

A teacher of Army Public School,

Peshawar,

Where children of civilians also read,

She came between the terrorists,

And the children,

Boldly and bravely she said,

I can't see blood of my children,

Terrorists spread petrol on her,

And turned her alive in coal and ashes,
While burning she was advising her children,
A sincere teacher was teaching even in fire,
See her duty,

See her beauty,

As a teacher and as a mother as well,

She added a romantic page,

To the tale of Eve,

The terrorists had not come to kill Afshan,
But she was there to do the best she could do,
Yes as a teacher,

Yes as a mother,

She was asking the children to

Run away, run away,

You heartless terrorists,

This is the way,

That leads to paradise,

And the way you are moving on,
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leads to hell.

Afshan! if you could talk to me,
From the paradise,

You said run away,

They may run away,

We may run away,

But how and where!

Death warrants of those,

Who have been sentenced to death,
Are pending for an advice,

From chief of executive,

To the head of state.

Dear God if you know a place,
Dear poet friends if you know it,
Please let me know too!

How and where we may run away.
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After Being Killed

My enemy when we shall kill each other in a fight,
in the name of our Gods,

I would like to see my God,

and your God as well.

And I shall compare the two Gods

to decide whose God is more handsome,

whose God is more beneficent and merciful,
whose God is more kind and benevolent.

I shall call my God by His hundred names,

In the echo of calls when I shall be frustrated
not to get a response from my God,

for whom I killed you,

and for whom I was Kkilled,

with tears in my eyes I shall ask you,

now you may call your Gods.

And when being frustrated like me,

you will turn your face towards my face,

and we shall see tears in each others' eyes,

for the first time we shall see each other without any enmity,
we shall stretch our arms towards each other,
we shall hug each other with sympathy

a sympathy quickly growing in friendship and love,
and when our hearts will come so much close
that the two heart beats merge with each other,
and when we shall see the ancient light,
converging and diverging,

In that light how much we shall cry,

and how much we shall regret

that we wasted our lives in an uncalled fight!
What we are doing here,

if we could have done before killing each other!
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After Corona Virus

Population of the world will be reduced,

poverty will be increased,

survivals in the densely population nations,

will be much more than that in the developed nations.
Cost of labor will be decreased.

Goods manufactured by today's underdeveloped world,
will be available at a cheaper price,

in the international market.

The cards will be reshuffled,

the orders will be changed,

the slaves will become masters

and the masters will be economic slaves.

Ace of the trump will migrate to the moon for mining,
but there, too, it will face the very old yellow danger.
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Aftermaths Of A War By The Sun And The Moon

When the radioactive clouds covered the earth,

and the small green garden was changed in a brown desert,
flowers and butterflies disappeared,

there was no water and mermaids did not swim.

No bell was heard from the temples.

No music, no love song,

Lord Krishna broke his flute.

as the forest on the bank of his river was at fire.

Prophet Muhammad, peace be upon him,

turned his face on the other side of the mosques,
as nobody at dawn, at noon or at the dusk

called for the prayers.

The aurora did not appear,

the stars did not twinkle,

difficult to decide it was a day or a night

The sun, failed to see his sweet heart's face,

and asked the moon

&quot;You are close to my sweetheart, can you see?
How is my beloved and how are my children? &quot;

The moon replied,

&quot;I wonder all your good children faced a severe pain,
for a few seconds,

when they were burnt alive,

what happened to them let me know

as you are close to the heavens.

I don't listen to their cries,

but I listen to the cries of your wicked children,
they all survived but liquefied

and are evaporated by drops after drops.

I see only a glimpse of your beloved,

but she is speechless! &quot;

The sun exclaimed, &quot;Those who died are in peace
and those who survived are in the fire! &quot;
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Agar Yeh Duniya Nahin Rahegi ?? ?? ???7? ?2?7?7? 22?2 ??
?

Agar yeh dunya nahiN rahe qi,

Yeh khak ho jaye gi kisi din,

To is tabahi ke khauf meN maiN,
Rahoon bhala kaise aap ke bin,

kisi ki jaali ke paas aakar,

MaiN bekhabar hooN, maiN bekhabar.

Guzarne do waqt ko fana tak
Yeh rat din aaeN jaeN yuNhi
Ho jo bhi anjam dekh leN ge
woh apna rasta dikhaeN yuNhi.
kisi ki chahat kisi ki qurbat,
Meri baga hay yehi muhabbat
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Ageing

Welcome you as one of my girlfriends

Can't entertain any of your annoying boyfriends.
First a painful heart attack

Now sugar, to off-track

Tests, medications and bills are your friends!
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Air Suckers

Foolish astrologists, palmists, numerologists and many others
Paid employees of agencies, are merely jokers,

Still I read their forecasts,

I like my laughter's blasts,

Know they are nothing but air suckers!
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 326



Aiy Mere Khuda Aiy Mere Khuda

Hum to kal bhi zindah they,

Hum to aaj bhi zindah hayn,

Tum to kal bhi murdah they,
Tum to aaj bhi murdah ho,

Yad karo wuh din jab,

Tum Ibne Mujlim kahlate they,
Tumne shaheed Ali ko kiya,

Tum khoon ke kitne peyase ho,
Tumne sijde mein sar kata,

Jise chooma rasool ke honton ne,
Phir tum chadh daure medina per,
Apni hi man aur behnon per,
Kutton ki tarha tum jhapte they,
Tum kaise mamoon they unke,
Tum kaise chacha they unke
Tum kaise béte they unke,

Tum kaise bhai they unke,

Tum bap bane un bachon ke,
Jinhein kokh mein jabr se dala geya,
Do ek nahin yeh hazaron theen,
Tum quale rasool bhi bhool gaye,
Zulm na karna medina per,

Is shahr mein mujhko panah mili,
Aur aaj khud apne bachon per,
Barood liye tum chadh daure,
Mayn apni beegi aankhon se,

Bas arsh ko takta rehta hoon,
Aur ro ro kar yeh kehta hoon,
Aiy mere khuda aiy mere khuda,
Aiy mere khuda aiy mere khuda!
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Akhtar Jawad

Carry the devil too old,
Otherwise, masculine gold,
Devil's fussiness,

Devil's business,

Control my poems bold.
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Akin And Contrast(Thanks Pramila Khadun For
Inspiring Me To Write This Poem)

The sun, the clouds, the stars

all were telling her to move,

she went on moving,

overlooking someone,

sitting beneath a dense tree,

sitting on the shore of a calm sea,

just watching a distant moon.

He could have spoken and he could have sung,
but he preferred to remain silent,

rather someone who was deaf and dumb in love,
neither he could listen to her joyful song,

nor his steps could move for a dance.

While tired, frustrated and dejected

leaving behind the akin interests

she was coming back

she anyhow had a look at him.

She noticed the beauty of a perfect contrast,
like two opposite poles of a magnet

see her and see him

so close she is that he is writing on her lips
what he has not spoken even now!

No pains of movement now,

no more tired

she is drowned in the soothing waves of a calm ocean
moonlight is dancing on the tunes of propagating waves
and leaves falling down to peep deep in the sea.
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Alas! Those Beautiful Faces

Alas! Those lost graces, a few beautiful and handsome faces,
Appetising aesthetic sense and then feeding their charms in drops
Pouring liquid thoughts in a leaking container of my bosom

And the siphon of love raising it to the brain for the crops,

The crops are dancing and I see many colourful flowers

They are no more to see the outcome of their showers!

I have forgotten them, how I shall be remembered?

I don't have a beautiful or handsome charming face

I lack their ability to water a heart for the crops,

I lack liquid thoughts and I lack their gorgeous grace,
Anyhow when the crops will start dancing with flowers
I'll be no more to see the outcome of my feeble showers!

Akhtar Jawad
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Albert Einstein

Einstein didn't want an artificially prolonged life,
Perhaps didn't have a very beautiful wife,

Most amazing all time thinker,

Great scientist, mathematician and writer!
Poet's used to with this daily strife.

Akhtar Jawad
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All Is Bad If It Ends Bad

The idols of so called great leaders,

are still worshiped all over the world,
though they were the reasons of killings,
destruction of valuables,

abusers of women and children.

They all were either nationalists,

or religious extremists,

or fascists.

Just read the history of last hundred years,
those leaders were either murdered,

or hanged till death,

or died in dirty diseases like aids.

The end of a man reflects his whole life.
All is bad if it ends bad.
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All Is Well That Ends Well

I know she hates you,

But she has reasons for it,

You jumped down in her house,
In a dark and rainy night,

She was helpless,

A motherless, no guide no guard,
Maltreated by her step mother,
And by her cruel aunts,

You made her a toy,

She has been broken,

And in the time of need,

You left her alone.

Man is not he, who never commits a sin,
Man is he, who avenges his sins,
Avenge your sin,

Or otherwise be prepared for the day,
The day on which,

Love is modified in hate.

A hate having roots in love,
And if it's the hate of a woman,
Can destroy anything,

The angry young neighbor,
Having no alternate,

A toy of fate,

Will jump down in your house,
She will burn your house,

Will be burnt alive, too,

Alive in the fire of hate,

You can change the end,
Haven'’t you read?

All is well,

That ends well.
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All Seasons Are For Love

Anything artificial does not help at all,

Artificial cooling lacks nature's call,

Kissing and embracing the sweating sweetheart,
Keeps me so saline whole day her salt,

Drops of sweat that shine like diamonds,

Are more tasty than nuts and almonds,

When she drops her eyelids into two loving arms,
It's summer that smiles with virgin charms,

Life is delicious when eyelids are kissed,

When season is changed this pleasure is missed.

The clouds that rise like a growing teenager,

And force the eyes to dive even deeper,

On my bosom when feel soft touch of the twins,
It's sweat once again from the past summer ruins,
That forces the lovers to sing and dance,

They run outside in the rains for romance,

It's sweat of nature that washes all strains,

Love in exposure of beauty is the rains,

Lightning, thundering showers then expose,
Exciting, pleasuring odors of the rose!

The leaves when fall and the trees are naked,
The view of a tree is then truly rated,

The palm when crawls on the stem of a plant,
The hands enjoy nice nature's grand grant,

The leaking moisture as sweat of the tree,

Still it's enough abundant and free,

The lover is blessed with porn of autumn,

It's love that is written in its blank column,

Let us love in the autumn like summer and rains,
I love to have a few more stains.

I am looking for it where has gone your sweat,
It has been converted in breathing out heat,
It's too cold outside but your breathing warms,
Let me hide my whole in your burning charms,
How hot are your lips! I feel the beat,

The twins have produced the needing heat,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Every wave from you has vibrated my all,
The fog of breaths is not shy at all,

Love in winter has its own singular taste,
Enjoy it in full hurry up with the haste.

Come out sweet heart and listen to the bell,
Extinguished is the fire of the old ugly hell,
Dress like a rainbow, to the flowers let us fly,
Butterfly, butterfly my sweet butterfly,

We shall sing outside we shall dance outside,
Spring has come as a beautiful bride,

Expose yourself as the nature has exposed,
Come out as a flower or a lyric composed,
The wind is blowing with a message of love,
Close all roads for the passage of love.

The teen aged beauty of early springs,

From where you have got the fairy's wings,
What of the cloth even sight now slips,
Turning in the dance your legs your hips,
Clouds scattered on the neck and arms,

I don't see anything but the charms,

You don't walk you swim like mermaids,
Spring you lead in the all six maids,

Grown up in a girl that twists in a dance,
What else she needs only love and romance,
Haven't you seen yourself in a mirror,

A princess of appeal and queen of terror,
You came and conquered the poet's heart,
Your music your painting are the works of art,
All other seasons are to dye in love,

Spring has been made to die in love.

(Being inspired by Mahakavi Kalidas, Shkespeare of the East)
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All The Best

In the heat strokes and in the burning sun,
To defend young ones from the hunter’s gun,
Collecting straws a lengthy fatigue,

What we throw as waste, in fact an antique,
For the bird that knits the craft of a nest,
The poet sings. All the best, all the best!

The thunders of clouds that frighten all,
The lightning that falls on the nests small,
Rising her head to the hidden sky,
Begging Almighty! A few days to fly,

For the bird that lays her eggs with a lest,
The poet sings. All the best, all the best!

Autumn when constrains for more hardships,
And the young ones when open their nibs,
She flies in through the open windows,

A poet can see her lovely hidden plows,

For collector of grains to enjoy the fest,

The poet sings. All the best, all the best!

It's a winter, she teaches the young ones to fly,
Welcome sweet hearts to the blue sky,

By God, I can see, see Him in the cycle,

Let me kiss someone on a moving tricycle,

For the bird twittering on a new lovely nest,
The poet sings. All the best, all the best!

Hopes of future, the pleasant springs,

I see more colors of the mighty wings,
Let me sing sweetheart and let me dance,
On its adventure and all its romance,

For dear life, and its lovely nice crest,
The poet sings. All the best, all the best!
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All Time Poet

He knows nothing,

He feels nothing,

Still there's something!
He's a player of Bing.

The five cards ping,

When they embrace each other,
And kiss the lover,

When He wins the game,
And do you know His fame?
He is an all time winner,

He is an all-time lover.

And after every win,

He wipes out a sin,

Another piece of land,

He makes gorgeous and grand,
Snatched from the hell.
The burning well,

Then cries and says,

These ugly clays,

Will make me empty,

How unfair and dirty!

How strong are the cards!
How can I face the wizards!
I know on the day,

The fire will be clay,

A garden of flowers,

With the clouds of showers,
Will turn me green,

His cards are unseen.

He then smiles, and I hear His song,
Like a ball of Ping-Pong,

Beauty throws me to love,

Love flies like a dove,

I then touch the skies,

And regret the denies,

I see a poem written on sky,

Five cards so high!

And do you know these cards,
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Their magic and wizards,

It's love and beauty,

It's peace, my duty,

It's coexistence and tolerance,

I come back with a fragrance,

I then perform my duty,

Write a poem with some beauty.
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Allah (God)

Allah Says in the Holy Quran Chapter 24 Surah Nur verse thirty five,
&quot;Allah is the Light of the heavens and the earth.&quot;

Immortal, shall remain always alive,

He can think, He can act and react, a limitless life with a limitless worth,

The compressed source of energy that is ancient,

The source of entire endless space,

Somewhere it's indecent but mostly beautiful and descent,
To grace He is Grace and to glace He is Glace.

The black hole of black holes,

The immortal source of all that is mortal,

No age, no time, no direction and no poles,

Knows past, present, and future, Abstract Intellectual!

Though He is capable of touching us here and here,
Though He is capable of reading our thoughts,
Though He can control us everywhere,

But He is love and remains within our hearts,

As we allow our pets to be naughty within the limits,
But lock them behind the bars in an iron cage,

He enjoys our naughtiness, within limits He permits,
He wants to see us as a man neither a devil nor a sage.

&quot;The parable of His Light is

as if(I repeat as if)

there were a Niche and within it a lamp:

the Lamp enclosed in Glass:

the glass as it were a brilliant star:

lit from a blessed Tree.&quot;

&qguot;An Olive, neither of the East nor of the West,
whose Qil is well-nigh luminous,

though fire scarce touched it&quot;:

Love is the niche and my heart is a lamp of no wrinkles,
My face is the glass that encloses my love,

My eyes are the sources of the brilliant twinkles,

In tolerance, and coexistence decomposes my love.
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&quot;Light upon Light! Allah doth guide whom
He will to His Light:

Allah doth set forth Parables for men:

and Allah doth know all things.&quot;

Inside my mortal body is my immortal light,
My soul is the light that enables me to think,
My body is mud and dirt but my soul is bright,
My Allah knows what I am and what I ink.
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Allah Hoo Allah Hoo

I stole just a shining and sweet crystal of sugar

Neither your wheat nor your wine nor your vinegar,
Misappropriated national funds, sugar mills owner,

An unfair dealer in every business of life, minister,

You charged me of breaking in your house and stealing,
My heart is not dirty I don't believe in its concealing,

My heart is a mirror I confess my guilt I am bold,

You are just a polished brass but I am pure gold,

What if you had sugar drums in your stores,

What If I got a moment during your drunk snores,

What if a grain from so many lying on your dirty floors,
What being drunk you forgot to lock the doors,

What if I exchanged messages with my hungry mates

We all are helpless and slaves of our written fates,

We cleaned your dirty floors like the sweepers,

Like you we also have instincts of thirsts and hungers,
While my mates leaving your stores satisfied and content,
And I was alone there with another naughty insect,

Who engaged me in love hugged me and kissed,

You being over drunk! On your bed you had pissed!

My lover who had promised me to live and die together,
Left me alone and escaped being changed like a weather,
You tried me in your self made court of laws

Neat and clean are the laws, it's you who has many flaws,
You found me guilty and you cut my delicate left hand,
Laws are yours, courts are yours and yours is the land,
With my cut hand and with my tongue licking my lips

For a sugar crystal smiling and still crawling on my hips!
Why should I sing a hymn in whispers, I expose loudly,
Let me open my heart show its treasures and sing proudly,
I know a poet loves me and he is warning with a whisper shoo,
It's my life made by my God I praise Him, Allah Hoo, Allah Hoo!
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Alone In A Crowd

Life is blowing drop by drop,

Death is growing drop by drop,
Fields I'm plowing one by one,
Alone in a crowd next to none!

Ugliness is increasing day by day,
Beauty is decreasing day by day,
Everything unpleasing one by one,
Alone in a crowd next to none!

Frustrations roaring one after another,
Sweets are souring one after another,
Ethics I'm boring one by one,

Alone in a crowd next to none!

Thinking is matured years by years,
My pen is injured years by years,
Thoughts are censured one by one,
Alone in a crowd next to none!
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Al-Rahman

Shak ki ismein keya gunjaish hota agar na woh Rahman,
Paida karta keyun woh tujhko nazil karta keyun quraan,
Tujhko keyun goyai deta keyun woh deta tujhko jan,
Mitti ke ek dher ki unchi kardi hay Gabrael se shan,
Chand aur sooraj ki gardish ki uske dam se hay gardan,
Patta patta boota boota apne Rab ka kare bakhan,

Arsh ko uncha kar ke usne rakh dee hay usmein meezan,
Take uske nazm-o-nasakh mein paida na ho ho kutch bohran,
Tu bhi nap aur tol mein apne gaim rakha kar iman,

Sona jaisi sunder dharti tere data ka hay dan,

Jisse paida hui khajoorein ghallah jiska hay vardan,
Bhoosa tere janwaron ka teri khatir hay rehan,

Har soo bikhra mile ga tujhko apne Malik ka faizan,

Uski kis kis niymat ko tu jhutlaey ga aiy insan.

Aag se jo jinnat banaye mitti se yeh jism-0-jan,
Mashriqg maghrib har soo chalta tere Malik ka farman,
Meetha pani khara pani dono ka sagar asthan,

Jinse nikle kaise kaise chamkeeley lulu marjan,

Bare bare bajron ko dekho parbat jaisi unki shan,
Dharti ho akash ho sab per tere Malik ka ehsan,

Jab chahe ga gul karde ga maya ka yeh deep puran,
Baqgi bacha rah jae ga lekin tera woh nirgun Bhagwan,
Sabka Malik sabka Data sabko woh deta hay dan,

Har pal bas masroof hi rahna jiski hay yeh aan aur shan,
Char dinon ki bat hay khudko farigh kar le ga Rahman,
Us din dast-e-ghaib mei uske dekhe ga tu ek meezan,
Tu hay uska agar to tujhko mil jaye ga phir nirwan,
Uski kis kis niymat ko tu jhutlaey ga aiy insan.

Tere bas mein ho to chala ja aur kahin kar le asthan,
Lekin in seemaon ke bahr ja na sake ga bin Sultan,

Aag ke sholon aur dhooen se dono ka ho ga apman,
Chahe tu jinnat ho papi chahe tu ho ek insan,

Khoon ke jaisa ho jaye ga neela yeh yeh aakash mahan,
Tujhse tere pap na poochey jaen ge aiy nafarman,

Kala chehra neeli aankhen teri hogi yeh pehchan,

Sar ke bal aur paon pakar kar tujhko aiy jin aiy insan,
Kholti dozah ke pani mein phenka jaega jaega nadan,
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Jisko tu jhutlata tha ab dekh yehi hay woh asthan,
Jeena hay ab ismein tujhko maut hui tujhse anjan,
Kholta pani isi jagah ka tujhko karna hoga pan,

Illa yeh ke bakhsh de tujhko kisi wajah se woh Rahman,
Uski kis kis niymat ko tu jhutlaey ga aiy insan.

Aur jo apne Rab se darne wala hoga aiy insan,

Ek nahin do bagh karega tujhko tera data dan,

Thande chashme meethe meve jin baghon ki hogi shan,
Ek nahin do quismein hongi mevon ki yeh hogo shan,
Narm mulayam bistar takeye resham jaisa hay asthan,
Bagh mein dosheezayen achooti tere Rab ka hay vardan,
Aisi sunder aisi komal jinpar kaliyan hon qurban,

Samne hon yaqoot bhi pheeke, pheeke par jaen marjan,
Kutch bhi nahin ehsan ka badla hay jo agar to bas ehsan,
Jannat mein kam neki wale bhi to hon ge kutch insan,
Unke liye bhi bagh hayn lekin thori kam hay unki shan,
Waisey ismein bhi nehrein hayn, meve, khajoorein aur rumman,
Gori rangat wali hoorein kheme jinke hayn asthan,

Uski kis kis niymat ko tu jhutlaey ga aiy insan.

(CAUTION; THIS IS NOT A TRANSLATION, but this is based on Surat-ul-Rahman)
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Also Ran

He knew he could not win this game,
It's not for him what we call the fame,
The stars never wrote his name,

He's at all not shy, yes no shame,

Isn't it enough he's still in the game?
He's a running horse and he isn't lame,
In the newspaper you'll read his name,
Also ran a brownie from the east,

At least, at least, yes at least!

Akhtar Jawad
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Am I A Poet

Someone asked me, “Are you a poet? ”
I didn’t reply, just a smile,

In return I got one’s laughter,

I regretted my smile.

I burst out, "Could you leave me alone.”
“Oh! I am really sorry for the tone,

But my question is still not yet replied.”
I couldn’t speak, I just cried.

“I hope, now you’ll write a poem by heart,
These are tears that add an essence in art”,
Said my super ego, and left me alone.
“Please, come back with a more bitter tone! ”
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An Affidavit Of Vows

I, a poet having no recognition and no worth,

Do hereby, solemnly affirm and state on oath,
That, your love, I see in your creature, is my only wealth.
That, my thirsty eyes, off course the both,

The right on my lovely charming friends,

And the left on those who are not my friends,
Shall remain concentrated on a point of love,

And the point is situated in the heart of a lover,
Whereat I see your image My God!

The converged point is a heart in love.

That, I shall make this point a universe in itself,
You did the same thing while creating what I see,
Many more flying fairies and swimming mermaids!
I can imagine but I cannot see,

That, it was your love that forced you to create!
That, I shall imitate you like a learning child,

You have bestowed upon me the gift of love,

And the love forces me as it forced you My God!
That, I shall repel the thwarts, imitate your arts,
I shall love, I shall love, I shall love sweet hearts,
I owe you My God! For cleaning the dirt of hate!
Now it's up to you, the writer of fate!
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An Allergy That Has Been Changed In Terror

Imperialism and exploitation of resources of the weaker nations
was disliked and hated by the body of humanity.

The body when failed to resist the vice of exploitation,

their frustration was changed in the allergy of hate.

For centuries humanity scratched its body,

and when they got strong anti-allergy drugs,

the allergy appeared in the shape of asthma of terror.
Humanity I am sad for your difficulties in breathing,

and I condemn your asthma,

but I cannot ighore your vices that caused this painful terror.
Do whatever you like with your hidden parts,

these hidden parts are now free of itches,

but be prepared for more allergies in your other weaker parts!
Allergy is a mutiny of human body against its misdeeds.
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An Amateur, A So Called Poet

The aesthetic egoist since his very toy hood,

Sucking beauty through his veins for the thirsty heart,
And the naughty heart filled in with an amateur art,

Of showering beauty, since his very boyhood,

To his body and soul, the heart a victim of a genetic love,
The arteries were blocked with deposits of beauty,

The heart then trembled was reminded of his duty,
Though couldn't fly high like a beautiful dove,

Sewn few plants in a garden on the earth,

The sprung flowers didn't have much worth.

The friends watched the flowers and many admired,
Many gave him way to rise to a height,

Touching written climax and getting some bright,

To spring few flowers he was kindly inspired,

He sprung a few, only a few, truly beautiful flowers,
Most of the flowers were dried and decayed,

His tunes of the beauty have been now outplayed,
Slipping from his hands wet winds and the showers,
The amateur drying down to his lovely mother earth,
Leaving behind whatever is his worth!
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An Amazing Creature

If he is not thirsty,

if he is not hungry,

if he enjoys a sound health,

and if he has slept for at least eight hours,
having loved a beautiful eve,

a man is a wonderful creature,

otherwise his caricature!
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An Atheist And The Amusement Train

My trip to amusement park started

with a journey by train

running on a circular path on the rails.

I noticed so many who were talking about destination
a place of their choice.

They were so much obstinate about the destination
that everyone thought the place chosen by him is the best.
Smelling a clash I started moving towards the driver
I asked him that where the destination of the train is.
He replied the train is running on the rails,

I am here to switch on and switch off only.

Those discussing a destination are fools

who believe in nonsense things.

If they are allowed to run the train

they will make an attempt to turn it

towards their wished destination

and consequently the train will be derailed.

It's a journey in that there is no destination

It runs on the rails

just rotates

and comes back on the starting point.

I have been appointed as its driver

as I know it.

I am an atheist.

It's a journey in that there is no destination
It runs on the rails

just rotates

and comes back on the starting point.

I have been appointed as its driver

as I know it.

I am an atheist.
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An Attempted Romance

The naughty sprinkler of the old sky,
Looks in a mood of play and romance,
The stale kite isn’t too old to fly,

Come on kite flier for a song and dance,

The weather is cloudy and inviting,

The shore of the sea has sent a call,
The message is romantic and exciting,
The sun is sleeping in the shed of a wall,

The virgin clouds are the rulers of hearts

Turn out the sprite and sprint with spruce,
Come on, trample on the growing age thwarts,
Become a child with a magic of reduce,

Grandchildren are ready for a lovely outing,
They look smart in colorful dressing,
Recollect the days of rainbow sprouting,

Makeup, shakeup, crush recessing!

Akhtar Jawad
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An Elephant And The Ant

Leaving large oceans for the large whales

O you the proud elephant! Largest on the land,
You look amazing sleeping in a standing position
Pity on you, when you fall you never stand!

You are famous for your long memories
Learn to forget and forgive the weak

Realize the power of the poor petty ants
What is concealed beyond the time's streak?

Neither I know nor you nor anyone else
Think if an ant manages to enter your trunk
How helpless you will be, beware of the time,
You will only beat the earth like a drunk

Mother earth doesn't like one moving proudly
You are mighty! But time is a cruel cycle,

It changes mightiness in weakness and vice versa
I see a crazy rider is now back on a tricycle!

Ants are not so weak as you think

They live in a highly sophisticated society
Their brotherhood, equity and hard working
May become for you a source of anxiety

A single ant can force you to fall on the ground
Flush will be carried to the hidden holes of the ants
And ivories in a workshop of the beautiful crafts

Reminding, how blessed you were with the grants!

Akhtar Jawad
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An Ellipse Not A Circle

I am an orbiting point,

I am moving in a way such that,

The sum of my distances from two fixed points,
The left and right focal points,

Always remains the same,

My locus is an ellipse.

When my distance from the left focal point point is minimum,
My distance from from the right focal point is maximum,
When my distance from the left focal point is maximum,

My distance from the right focal point is minimum.

This is because I am a son of Adam and a son of Eve,
Sometimes I am pretty and some times so ugly.

I am keeping the two focal points away from each other,

In case they coincide and merge, I shall become an extremist,
The ellipse will be a circle, and I shall not remain moderate,

I shall act like a robot, I shall not remain a human being,
Either I shall be an angel,

Or I shall be a devil.

Oh Almighty God! I don't desire to become an angel,
Chances are there I shall become a deuvil,

I know You are benevolent I know You are kind,

You will over look my ugliness, and look at my beauty,
Don't make me a locus of a dangerous circle,

Let my locus remain as an ellipse.

Akhtar Jawad
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An Emotional Anomaly

Pains are our friends.

Tears that come on pains are the relievers.

Pains remind us we have a wound.

Sometimes given by someone we know

sometimes given by someone we don't know

some are the wounds given by one

we know but we can't take one's name,

how helpless we are when we are in love!

Love that should either have been returned by love,
or by hate even.

Love that was not reacted

makes us dumb but not deaf,

an emotional anomaly.

Tears that die like an infant died in the womb

like a bud that could not spring in a flower

like a cloud that rose from the sea

but could not rain on the earth

like the waves of a melody on the moon

failed to propagate in absence of a medium

like a scent that evaporated in a bud but never spread
like a touch on a dead skin

like a wound that became cancer but never appeared.
Pains of an infant who was born in a prison

whose mother has been sentenced for a life imprisonment
God! Save the man from a pain on that he cannot cry!

(&quot;There are some pains which can be seen, some which can be felt and yet,
there are some about which we cannot speak...... &quot; My friend Pramila
Khadun always inspires me when my mind is blocked and I have no thoughts to

write a poem.)
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An Entertainer

He's an entertainer when he passes comments
During the proceedings should control his sentiments,
For comedians close the gates,

Use toilet for the wastes,

A judge should speak through his judgments.

Akhtar Jawad
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An Escape Goat

Your innocence,

and,

your ignorance,

constrains me to think,

is there any law framed by the nature,
other than physical laws of matter,
leaving properties of matter aside,
I see an anarchy all round me,
Dear Goat! I am helpless,

human fears need an escape goat.
I'm also an escape goat like you,
you are luckier than me,

till the last moment of life,

you remain ignorant.

Alas! I am not!

But,

I shall never know,

for whose escape,

I shall be sacrificed,

and,

who is the one,

he is afraid of!

Akhtar Jawad
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An Extra Glace An Additional Grace

Millions of seconds had been passing

as billions of years!

The moon had been crying in side real days
The dim light of the twinkling stars

couldn't expose its tears.

How to smile being deprived of the sunlight?
Go to Hell, the smiling starry night.

But suddenly it smiled,

it knew the sun will return

with a synodic day.

She will start striping as a crescent,
fourteen nights will pass as fourteen seconds
and then the moon will be an artistic nude.
I shall become restless,

you'll become restless,

and what of us,

you shall see the dance of excited tides,
when oceans, too, will become restless.
Moonlight will act as a drug

anything that has life will react as addicts.
The whole earth will start the game of clay,
we are here for a moon light play,
otherwise,

gardens of paradise was a beautiful place.
The earth has a moon, an extra glace,

an additional grace!

Thanks Dear Moon!

You taught my beloved to be artistic

by copying the phases of your stylish love.
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An Imaginay Ideal

Carrying someone in thoughts brings a sleep
That is so much peaceful and deep

It may be my frustration

But I live in imagination

And one that doesn't exist I keep.

Akhtar Jawad
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An Innocent Love Affair

I watched a movie of Suraiya when I was a child,
Suraiya was an Indian popular star,

She exposed her tunes like a guitar,

An appealing beauty making every one wild.

One of my uncles friendly asked me,
Asked a child only ten years old,

But very talkative, and too much bold,
Did you like Suraiya, how is she?

The naughty child knew what he wants to listen,
And he replied a dirty bitch,

Exposes her breasts like a witch,

I was famous for replies, although only ten.

You stupid Suraiyawala how dare you say,

Suraiyawala means one, who belongs to her,

From that day it became my name, spread from one to another,
Gained popularity, more and more, every day.

The name of Suraiya stuck to my mind,

I got her in the college as a mate,

In my sub conscious Suraiya was my fate,
I fell in love with her like a blind.

The fatty girl found many times alone,
I tried to tell her but always failed,

I then decided, she should be mailed,
Why to fear, she was flash and bone.

I wrote a letter on a pinkish paper,

Showing two bleeding hearts stitched with an arrow,
Telling my story of pain and sorrow,

Romantic promises from a loving trapper.

But the problem again how could I deliver,

My sincere sentiments my poetic expressions,
Having charms of teen age and warming emotions,
Perfumed it was my maiden love letter.
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I then decided to put it in her journal,

Checked and placed with others on a table,
But the innocent boy inexperienced and feeble,
His shyness internal! His fears external!

Remained in the pocket, the lovely rhymes,
Then came the washer-man and my elder sister,
Who used to have a look, the clothes to deliver,

Found it, censured me for one of my innocent crimes.
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An Invitation

When the birds come down,
And take shelter in the dense,
Thick branches of the trees,
And below the shades,

Of large tall buildings,

And the wind starts blowing,
And the dust starts flying,
And the dry leaves,

Rise from the earth,

And move like kites,

The windows are shaken,
Their glass is broken,

Locks fail to work,

And a door is open.

The sun light turns dim,
She comes with thunders,
With all her wonders,

And pleasing lovely charms,
With her stretched arms,
The trees then dance,
Their leaves truly green,
Their branches swing,

The street like a river,

And the children in streets,
With their boats of paper,
Make noise and play.

He receives a call,

From a shy lovely girl,
Can't you come to me,

I have made the snacks,
Of your taste so wild,
That you like in rains,
Have a cup of tea,

I am alone at home.

Akhtar Jawad
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An Island For Lovers

I believe somewhere there is an island,

There are no musicians but music is there,
There are no singers but songs are listened to,
There are nests of beautiful birds,

There are no buildings but caves are there,
There are no roads but narrow pavements,
Made by walking and running of animals,

There are no fields no crops but fruits are there,
In the center of island there is a hill,

The hill is small but high enough for snowfalls,
The ice when melts or it rains,

The waterfalls dance and rush to the lovely sea,
Even if it does not rain the small rivers,

Remain alive with the sweet drinking water,
These rivers are not too deep,

One can cross it even if he cannot swim.

I am planning to sail on the blue violent waves,
The winds have promised to help my ship,

The stars will guide my ship in the night,

The moon will make my voyage a pleasure,

The early morning sun will come with delight of fishing,
And the midnight that will follow!

I want to make it charming with beauty,

Would you accompany me in the tiring voyage?
What could she say, took my hand in her hand!
We found that island and since then,

We are living enchanted in the magic of nature,
The island is still amazing and charming,

We are listening to the hooter of a ship,

Perhaps another couple is in search of a fairy land,
We shall go back home from the ship,

We shall make room for the new warm lovers.

(Conjugal life is an island for two natural lovers. End of marriage and conjugal
life will end the families, and a family is unit of the society)

Akhtar Jawad
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An Old Green Shirt

Twenty three years passed,

since it hugged me for the first time!

It was the Henna ceremony of my daughter.

So smooth, silky and cool was its touch

in the rains of September

that I fell in love of its soothing greenery.

Since then I have changed completely

but it is still soothing, silky and green.

It silently kissed my whole

and said something to my heart

in whispers of the universal language of love,

I saw my heart was smiling.

My daughter was a beautiful and amazing bride.
Since then whenever it hugged me

touches of smiles told me,

&quot;I shall perform this magic again,

can anyone do it for you? &quot;

None, other than an old green shirt

that witnessed a daughter as a bride.

And now after so many wears and tears

It's looked into my eyes once again.

It asked,

can't you get me re-stitched again,

can't you re-wash me and dry me in the sun
can't you leave me for the whole night in the moonlight,
I shall ask the stars how old you are

and how you manage to twinkle like teen aged fairies.
I shall learn this art to regain beauty

and the dawn will come with a message,

the old green shirt is renovated

let it kiss you as a whole

on the occasion of your granddaughter's marriage.
When all will be in the new dresses

you'll see the miracle of human sentiments
when your old eyes will caress the new bride
the effects of aging will vanish from your face.
Let me learn renovation from the old sun,

the old moon and the old stars,

I promise to renovate you,
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You'll look distinct like a new man.
And the old green shirt fulfilled its promise.
My granddaughter is a beautiful and amazing bride.

Akhtar Jawad
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An Old Love Letter

The letter you had posted in springs of the life,
I read it many times and on valentine day,
Shall read it once again with the same passion,
The day that is orange looks a tangerine day,

Days change their colors and the love that was pink,
Is blended with yellowness of the growing age,
Can't read the letter with the naked eyes,

The lenses magnify the exciting image,

May I give yellowness to the orange tangerines?
May I take pink color from a rose so elite?

Let me read the letter with the closed eyelids,

I remember by heart the contents of the write,

The eyes don't need a lens to convey,

A message of love you received many times,
The sun is the same and the moon is the same,
The verse of stars still twinkling with the rimes,

Mustard flowers are pretty but the kites,
Dating with the clouds in the blue skies,
Say that the wind has something in its soul,
Forget bitter truths and enjoy sweet lies,

Forget yellow color let us close our eyes,
Imagine a boy, who is chasing a girl,

Feel the crawling hands on pinkish curves,
Feel hot breath in your silky curl.

The old letter says read me once again,
Kiss the dry petals in that love is alive,
Prove you are living and appear in person,

It's love with that you can ever survive,
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An Old Slave Girl

Master! I'm back to my first master's house,
Yes! Since long I have been your spouse,

In fact not a wife just a slave girl,

Though white hairs have the same curl,

For my hairs I don't want any color,

I'm afraid I'll become a source of terror,

Let me live like the ugly old women,

Or one who can't lay eggs, a tired hen,
You'll not enjoy my breaths and my kiss,
Look at my tears I'm no more a bliss,

So kill me like a hen, roast me and eat,
Useless for any other purpose is my meat,
My beauty, was the cause of blood sheds,
Costly wars, and after war deadly overheads!
For my gone beauty, I am not crying,

Why don't I die, though I am dying!
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An Ominous Woman

Sometimes we become foolish in love,

Yes, even a mother in love can commit a blunder,
That may spoil the life of her child,

I know a woman, who made the life of her daughter,
Pitiable and painful, a story of tears,

Her son-in-law expired in an accident,

Few moths after his marriage,

I was praying for their happy conjugal life,

But the stars were angry with me,

Thanks God, I did not pray for the rains,

Otherwise fire would have been started down pouring,
Sometimes I am afraid of praying!

With a lot of dreams in the waiting eyes,
Waiting for the husband to send a visa,
Feeling movements of love,

In the womb capable of keeping the prophets,
Raising her hands for the prayers,

She never knew and I never knew,

Prayers can’t change what is ultimate,

Cruel, merciless, blind is the fate!

At that time she was carrying his child,

Her mother forced her to get the child aborted,
She thought it would be difficult to re-marry her,
With a child in her arms,

She forgot it is east where superstitions,

Are more powerful than religion and ethics,

And a woman of east besides all her greatness,
Cannot get rid of superstitions,

The widow is still unmarried,

Irony! Is anyone crueler than you?

Anyone who came to see,

The charming and educated girl,
When came to know her story,

Took her as an ominous woman,
Ignored her charms and avoided her,
She is a working woman,
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Not a burden on her brothers,
With her child in early thirties,
She would have been passing a lovely life!

(I was praying for a newly married couple, my brother-in-law Muhammad
Hassan, He expired a few months after his marriage in an accident at Saudi
Arabia. When he expired, his wife was carrying his child; her foolish mother
forced her to get the child aborted as she thought it will be difficult to remarry
her with a child. The irony is this that she is still unmarried. Sufferings of a
woman come to her from another woman.

Her mother forgot, we are still living in a society badly affected by superstitions.
Many came to see her but when they were informed that her late husband was
expired in an accident, within few months after her marriage, they avoided her
due to fears that the unhappy incident may recur.

She is now a working woman, and she could have brought up her child to early
thirties and would have been passing a lovely life with her grown up child!)

Akhtar Jawad
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An Open Manhole

Cupid from the blue skies,

Threw it to the naughty eyes,
Thanks God! It hit so slightly,

You have been taking it too lightly,
Help yourself in a tank of dyes!

(Karachi is a city of open manholes. Be careful while starring at the girls)

Akhtar Jawad
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An Ordinary Man

I know I am not the best,

but,

I know, too,

that,

I am not the worst.

I know I am not the richest,

but,

I know, too,

that,

I am not the poorest.

I know I am not the mightiest,

but,

I know, too,

that,

I am not the weakest.

Thanks God,

I pass through the dark streets,

in the late night,

dogs are friendly to me

they don't bark at me.

Snatchers know to rob this ordinary man
will be a futile fatigue.

Ignored by the street criminals
unnoticed by the wicked police men,

I come safely at home

take the ordinary dinner with my ordinary wife
and sleep on an ordinary bed.

I am an ordinary man,

but,

my thoughts are not ordinary,

reflected in my dreams

as twinkling stars,

and,

as a shining full moon,

guiding me to walk on the Milky Ways
where with my hand in the hand of a fairy
I go to a garden of colorful and scented flowers.
I pluck a beautiful flower

and,
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when I come back

I put that flower on the side table.

I enjoy a deep and sweet sleep.

When I awake I see my diary is open
and a new poem is added in it.

Perhaps,

in my dreams I am not an ordinary man.
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An Ordinary Woman

With too many hopes you go to a beauty parlor,
A makeup artist and a costly truthful mirror,

The mirror makes you restless and puts in fears.
What's written in your fate smiles or tears.

Shall anyone look at you and admire,

Or ignore you to be burnt in a fire,

In a gathering of beautiful faces,

Who will find out your inner graces,

Why don't you try the waiting eyes,

At a lonely place below the open skies.

Why don't you try one who loves you,

Knows your inner beauty and deserves you,

The eyes of a lover with a heart that is lonely,
Look into his eyes, yours wholly and solely.

A beautiful heart, you are not an ordinary woman,
An extra ordinary woman deserves a lovely man.
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An Outstanding Loan

The embryo smiled,

The first glimpse of the letter,
The first sigh of relief,

He read the subject,

Loan Granted.

It was a long letter,

But he didn't bother to read,
The complete content,

He said, my foot!

I shall read it at a later time,
And placed it in the third drawer!
That is opened in dreams,
Those come like thieves,
Sometimes like fairies,

And sometimes,

Like demons and devils.

Opened the door

His head was the first,
He saw on the left,

He saw on the right,

He was a little injured,
And he cried for a while,
In pain and fear,

But the first breath in,
An the first breath out,
Brought courage in him,
The oxygen of earth,
And warmness,

Of social relationships,
And above all,

The welcoming love,
From all sides,

Brought confidence in him!

The magic in the breasts,
Of the mother who fed him,
Boosted his senses,
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Accelerated his systems,
And the confidence,
Gained being loved,
Inspired him for efforts,
He crawled,

He stood up,

He started walking,

He started running,

And he ran and rushed,
To the garden of youth
Whereat he knew,

A woman is beauty,

In all her roles,

And smiling she plays all.
All around,

Arms of kind trees,
Welcomed the child,

He went to a playground,
And there made a few friends,
He enjoyed a care free time,
And played many games!
Enjoyed ice creams,
Chocolates and cakes,

Then he saw her,

And her beauty and charm,
Made him enchanted,

His thoughts his emotions,
His sentiments,

His dreams,

His life,

Whatever he had,

Were now slaves!

Slaves of her silky hairs,
Slaves of dark brown eyes,
Slaves of her rosy cheeks,
Slaves of her petals like lips.
Slaves of the waves,

From hills to the sea,

Like a waterfall,

He fell from the hill,

Like a wild river,
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He moved on the plains,
Satisfied and content,

He fell from the hills,

And lost himself,

In the deep blue ocean
She was a tree of flowers,
A tree of fruits,

And her lovely off shoots,
Saved him from sunlight,
In the hot warm days, .
And in the lovely nights,
She was turned in moon lights.

In a corner of the garden,
He sewn some seeds,
Watered the earth,

A few plants came out,
With green lovely leaves,
And pink flowers,

Lovely colors,

And nice fragrance,

He saved the plants,

With a fence of care,
Worked hard for them,
And helped all of them,
To reach at a height,

He was pleased to see.
During all this struggle,
He received many letters,
From his bankers,

Time to time,

He read the subject,

And threw in the drawers,
And when silver shined,
In remaining hairs,

He received final notice,
From the bankers,

The Humanity!

Though you have paid,
The interest from time to time,
But the principal is intact.
The period of loan,
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Was extended many times,
On your requests and prayers,
Finally it was done,

During heart attack,

On April 1,2008!

It can't be extended now,
And you are advised to repay,
The standing loan,

You are indebted of,

The Humanity,

Your creditor,

Otherwise The Humanity,
Keeps the right,

To auction to any creature,
The highest bidder,

Of your mortgaged soul!
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 377



An Unforgettable Dawn

It was dusk of a moonless night,

No moon is below the blue umbrella,
Stars are there and still it's bright,

I am walking with lovely sweet Cinderella.

Hand in hand her head on the shoulder,
We just whisper and we don't talk,
Right hand is free to touch the molder,
Someone in hide is sharing her walk!

See her smile a dim light is induced,

I can look in her eyes and read her dreams,
Listen to the beats that hearts have produced,
I can touch her breasts with milky streams.

She is hopeful of a dawn with a shining sun,

I say want a moon that is her duplicate,

Light we need it's a moon or a warming sun,
Dawn comes with a sun but He changed the fate.

All pains all worries I today excise,
A beautiful moon comes into my arms,
What a dawn is it when sun did not rise!

Just like her mother she is full of charms.
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An Unnoticed Lover

An unnoticed lover, came and went,

So many die, so what if another one,
Why your face is down and dark,

No cries sweetheart for each everyone,
For your silky hairs a moment's charms,
Rose springs to scatter on your arms.

Forget those who too much talk of it,
And say in your love he expired,

Akhtar, yes I have heard this name,
Neither he was loved nor admired,

Come on, take it easy, no eyes' showers,
The garden is full of many such flowers.

Akhtar Jawad
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An Unread Love Letter

I know when I'm wrong for you,
And I write a song for you,
Although my feelings are strong for you,

I know when I am right for you,
And I write a delight for you,
Although my day turns night for you,

I know when I am just for you,
And I write an august for you,
Although I hide my lust for you,

My envelope, as if unread, is back to me,
Comes back with an aural crack to me,

My heart advises to see the pink shade,
It looks like your lips on the words' arcade.
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An Unseen Friend

She is a beautiful bird, in a garden or a cage,
I am not worried about her age,

Her physique or her complexion,

I'm aware of her amazing perfection,

I know she flies like beautiful kites,

In her sweet and lovely beautiful writes,
Filled in with love, I see a heart,

A thirst on her lips for poetry and art,

But I see a restless soul of an eve,

She’s thirsty of love I firmly believe,

I see her flying in the lovely mild rains,
Getting rid of thirst and untold pains,

In starry nights I see her walking,

With a blue moon I found her talking,

On the music of winds I can see her singing,
Turns flowers in bells I notice her ringing,
She is beautiful as beauty she admires,
What she loses and what she acquires!

In search of her, yes, I know,

She is a glow worm, let her glow.
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An Unsent Wish

I remember the flowers,
We plucked from the gardens,
I remember butterflies,

We jointly collected,

I remember the festivals,
We celebrated and enjoyed,
I remember the songs,

We listened to on the radio,
I remember the games,

We played in the streets,

I remember the rivers,
That met like lovers,

I remember the school,

We studied whereat,

I remember the showers,
We jointly enjoyed.

And I remember the girl,
We watched every day,

In the morning to school,
In afternoon back to home,
Every day when she passed,
From the road we stood at,
We commented with a sigh,
The colors have gone,

The fragrance has gone,
And left behind,

A thirst to see again,

What a joint love affair!

And I still remember,

We liked her so much,

Yes, we loved her jointly,
She was a piece of beauty,
Not sexy at all,

A model of innocence,

A divine lovely charm,

I don't know what,

There was something in her,
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That was holy and pious.

Years have now passed,

I left that place,

However for a few years,

We exchanged the letters,
Then a tragedy of hate,
Resulting in a war,

Increased the distances,

And correspondence was over.

Time changes Eve,

Time changes Adam,

But a friend never changes,

I saw your lovely photographs,
On a website,

With your graceful wife,

Your children and grandchildren,
I recognized your wife,

You appeared to me,

Like two holy rivers,

That ultimately met,

With seven commitments,

And the hidden third river,
Wishes you dear,

A happy life,

With a lovely wife!

Akhtar Jawad
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An Unsuitable Gift

Who can say no to the calls of nature?

Neither me, nor you, nor your child,

nor anyone else.

When you gift a modern cell phone or a tablet,
with internet facilities,

to a teen aged child,

be aware that your school going child,

will be taught how to unblock

the blocked unsuitable sites.

The child is never wrong,

in fact elders are always wrong

in expecting

that the child will watch only the suitable videos.
Think before selecting a gift

for a teen aged child.

The gift may be an unsuitable gift.

Keep it in your mind,

the balance of mental and physical ages

is changing rapidly.

Your mental age is more than that of your father,

and that of grandchild is more than that of both the elders.

Akhtar Jawad
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And She Was Raped

&quot;It's too cold Mom and I am hungry!
We have no blanket, no bread, and no water.
Why it's so?

You told me there is a God and He listens to all,
the ailing humans,

the helpless animals,

the delicate birds,

and the mighty beasts.

Dear Mom!

Why God listens to the beasts?

You say at the age of only seven

I am so beautiful that I look like a princess
but why I was born as a poor girl,

why I was born in a hut and not in a palace?
You say it was my fate.

Who writes the fate?

Does He write it himself?

Or the Angels write it on his behalf.&quot;
The mother had no reply.

She became silent as if she slept.

How could the widow sleep?

She was also hungry!

But while the sun was about to rise,

when even the barking dogs slept,

she also slept.

And when the sun rose,

The hungry child slipped from the hut,

in search of stale food remains in the garbage baskets,
whereat she was welcomed by cats and dogs,
the so called beasts,

and also by a hunter in search of a prey,

a so called human,

The real beast promised her,

fresh and delicious foods,

she followed the hunter to a nearby field,
and she was raped!

Akhtar Jawad
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And What Love Is

I asked a girl of nineteen,

&quot;Can you tell me what love is? &quot;
The girl with a shy smile said,

&quot;I know only this that I was frozen on a mountain,
the sun kissed me with its warm sunlight.

I started melting,

stealing narrow ways for a fall

I fell on the earth,

dancing I arrived on a plain,

the sun vanished from the sight,

but a mirror appeared on the sky

that reflected my first love

as cool and soothing moonlight

the water in me turned in wine.

The whole of my body,

became a victim of ecstasy.

my heart started singing,

my soul started writing poetry.

Is love anything other than this ecstasy? &quot;
The girl then started crying.

&quot; Why in love there is a moonless night! &quot;

Akhtar Jawad
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When I look down,

not anywhere else,

but in my own heart,

then I often think,

I have brought with me in my heart
an infant Angel,

what happened?

I have grown old

but the infant is still a newly born infant.
How it can understand,

every belief condemns other beliefs.

Akhtar Jawad
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Angry God

I forgot and I forgave you,

for breaking a temple,

for breaking a church,

and,

for breaking a mosque.

Fools!

Do you think I live in man made buildings?

I can't forget and I can't forgive you,

for collapsing a house on the boarders,

during an exchange of uncalled artillery firing,

I was there to watch my virtual image,

a newly born infant being breast fed by her mother.
Believe it or not you injured me,

the blood on the bed was my blood,

the fire did not burn only a mother and an infant,
it has burntme, too.

Now go to the places of worship for prayers

and come back empty handed.

I have closed my eye lids,

and,

I have closed my ears.

I have left you at the mercy of cruel probability.
Live and die as a lifeless matter,

Probability may or may not send the winds

that bursts the the dry ovary of a flower,

the seeds in the dry ovary may or may not scatter,
the clouds may or may not rise for the rain falls,
even if a seed germinates,

and a plant smiling peeps out through the vagina of the earth,
no guarantee,

it may or may not grow in a plant of flowers,

may be a shell hits it and all is over.

Now I leave it for you,

you may or may not make a paradise on the earth,
I never made a Hell on the earth,

it's you the worthless man in this endless universe,
I am afraid Ah!

You will yourself make a Hell for you!

Being a mother
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I can't impose severe punishments on my children.
I leave the disobedient ones to live and die
without my love,

without my care,

and,

without my favours.

Akhtar Jawad
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Angry World

This old world! Every third of persons

Is angry due to some killing tensions

Self-made, self-bought, and self-imposed worries;
My imagination creates fancy fairies

No worry, guess my intentions!

Akhtar Jawad
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Ankahi

Milte to mujhse abbhi hayn lekin kabhi kabhi,
Pehli si iltifat mein garmi nahin rahi.

Dekha to yun ke jaise nazar un hi uth gai,
Bole to yun ke jaise mukhatib ho ajnabi.

Kaise kahoon ke aapne wade bhula diye,
Kaise dilaoon yad wuh batein theen jo hui.

Ab dil ki dharkanon hi mein japta hun ek nam,
Tasbih to na jane kahan kabki gir gai.

Laoon kahan se dil ke karoon unse ek bat,
Han sirf ek ek bat jo ab tak hay ankahi.
Aankhon ne unki aankhon se paya nahin jawab,
Thak kar nigahe shaquq bhi chupchap so gai.
Choti si ek bat ha mane tamam rat,

Sunne ke bad bhi jo abhi tak hay unsuni.
Rakh kar kisi pe aur hi maine suna diya,
Sunkar kisi ki palkein wuhin rah gaeen uthi.
Khawabon mein aaj unko sabhi kutch suna diya,
Baqgi thi ek bat magar subha ho gai.

Zahid tha jaga rat ka kutch kasmasa geya,
Aur phir adhane subh mein bhi der ho gai.

Itni to thi khabar ke tabassum to aaye ga,
Lekin kali to ek hi lamhe mein khil gai.

Akhtar Jawad
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Another Blunder

After SEATO and CENTO My Dear Pakistan!
To save you or fish of Michigan!

Think twice if an asset

Or liability again to upset!

Against whom, is it China or Iran!

Akhtar Jawad
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Another Reply

Who advised her loving near the ditch,

The fat woman forced him to flinch,

The lean boy friend couldn't play,

Left her alone and ran away,

The bulky woman wasn't an experienced witch.

Akhtar Jawad
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Anti Virus Program

The virus in computers has got a slot,

Shall purchase, for sexy bikinis,

Though a patient of arthritis,

The antivirus program may work a lot,

Love printed on packing, &quot;Touch me not.&quot;

Akhtar Jawad
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Anything That Promotes Love Is Good

Being fed-up of the books of ethics

I think I have wasted my valuable time.
As I knew before reading of these books
that,

anything that promotes love is good
and,

anything that promotes hate is bad.
Even if a sin is promoting love

it's changed in a worship

if it succeeds in modifying the lust

in the bond of a lifelong trust.

Akhtar Jawad
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Appeal (Based On Mirza Ghalib's Two Lines)

I shall not cry if I see you in heavenly faces,
Lacking an appeal, though they have graces,
The doves born without the eggs of a dove,
I am used to one that is outcome of love,
The heavenly birds do not have an appeal,
A thief like me finds nothing to steal.

Petty bird on earth was like the kites,

No custom no taboos love's king of rites,
Free with the winds whether east or west,
To love world is a place truly the best,

What would have been life if not expelled?
Thanks to appealing apple that it smelled!

(I Will Not Cry - Poem by Mirza Ghalib
I will not cry for satisfaction if I could get my choice,

Among the divine beautiful virgins of heaven, I want only you.)

Akhtar Jawad
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Aquarius And Leo

It's easy to hunt and cage a lioness,

but in taming her fifty years deleted,
now I learnt she's afraid of water,

her father a palmist and he predicted?
Too dangerous is water for a lioness' life!
I'll now tame, she's water bearer's wife.

Akhtar Jawad
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Arbor Day

Do I offend?

No, I only defend,

not me,

It's you I defend.

Don't be so cruel to a friend,
what do you intend?

Defend trees defend greenery,
you need my scenery,

what do I take from you,

nature gives me all I need,

may be minerals or water,

my mother can feed me well,
and winds scatter my seeds,
that is how nature breeds,

but you kill me,

and you my ignorant friend,
what do you intend?

I don't want poems on me,

I want a caress from you,

love me love yourself,

breath in me,

and let me breath in you,

it's a cycle of love,

don't kill me,

live and let me live,

come on my friend,

for a green love,

I have an embryo for you,

love me and take it from me,
and on the Arbor Day,

hand over it to the mother earth,
soon you will see my cute baby,
and when it will grow,

it will bring flowers for your children,
with rainbow colors,

and aroma

that will wake you from your sleep,
and you will see your children breathing in me,
and my baby breathing in them,
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and you will see butterflies,
writing your name,

on the fruits no more forbidden,
and the neat and clean winds,
will sing a song of glory for you,
was he an Angel?

sent by nature to plant a tree,
his lovely photographs in the petals I see,
his aromatic breaths I feel in me,
he is gone and you don't see,
but still living in a planted tree!

Akhtar Jawad
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Ardhangni

Itni bhi na preet karo jo tumko main lauta na sakoon,

Keyon itni unchee urti ho, main dhoondhoon tumhein aur pa na sakoon.
Aakash pe lekar jati hoon main dhool tumhare charnon ki,

Yeh mang kabhi dekhi hi nahin, haiy bhool tumhare nainon ki.

Yeh nain tere gahra sagar, rahta hoon sada jalthal jalthal,

Main mang teri kaise dekhoon, rahta haiy sada inpar aanchal.
Keyon aisae samay mein aati ho, main chor ke tumko ja na sakoon,
Keyon aise roop banati ho jo darpan mein dikhla na sakoon.

Yeh bache mere yeh ghar mera main inko swarg banati hoon,

Jab samay mile tab aati hoon aur charnon mein so jati hoon,

Har bat na likhkho kavita mein keyon meri sudh bisrate ho,

Haiy roop tumhare nainon ka keyon mujhpar dosh lagate ho.

Tum geet na aise likha karo jo samne sabke ga na sakoon,

Keyon aise sapne dikhate ho is jeevan mein jo pa na sakoon.
Pushpon se saja aangan tera, sapnon se bhara jeevan tera,

Ganga bhi tu hi jamna bhi tu hi aur sangam haiy tan man tera,

Tu poorab des ki nari haiy sansar mein koi upma nahin,

Koi dharti se keya laye ga aakash pe koi tulna nahin.

Jab mujhse aankh milati ho tum mujhko rag dikhati ho,

Mukh pher ke phir muskati ho aur us karwat so jati ho.

Tum do do naukariyan karte ho kab jate ho kab aate ho,

Tum kitne durbal dikhte ho tum der se keyun ghar aate ho.
Bachon ko to parhana hay unka jeevan to banana hay,

Hum aaj agar ro len ge agar kal bachon ko muskana hay.

Tum doosri naukari chor do ab thore mei guzara kar loon gi,

Han tumse bara sukh koi nahin har dukh main gawara kar loon gi.
Yeh raina bari hi sunder hay poonam ka chand chamakta hay,
Yeh mujhse jo kutch kehta hay keya tumse wo sab kehta hay.
Jub mera chand ho dharti par main aakash ko keyun dekhoon,
Tum kanon mein ras gholte ho keya aur sunoon aur keyun sochoon.
Choro kal itwar hay ab kam ki batein ho jaen,

Kal to nahin itwar hay aaj ache bache so jaen.

Keya soch rahi ho so jao,
Kal ke sapnon mein kho jao,
Jane wale phir aate nahin,
Sath unke to mar jate nahin.
Jo chala geya woh kaisa tha,
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Suna hay woh tum jaisa tha,
Balwanon ki is dunya mein,
Dhanwanon ki is dunya mein,
Woh chota sa ek darpan tha,
Woh toot geya woh nirdhan tha,
Woh nirbal tha woh jee na saka,
Woh man ka doodh bhi pee na saka.
Main tumko bacha kar le aaya,
Lekin usko na bacha paya,

Yeh jo hamarey bache hain,
Yeh teen hi bas ab achey hain.
Main tumko geet sunata hoon,
Tum so jao main sulata hoon.
Tum kitni sunder dikhti ho,

Tum kitni achi lagti ho,

Jab tum mujhse yeh kahte ho,
Tum kitne ache lagte ho,

Han tum ek geet suna do na,
Han mujhko aaj sula do na.

Tumko ek bat batani hay,

Is dunya ki yeh kahani hay,

Jab beti bari ho jati hay,

Chup chap woh kutch samjhati hay,
Woh kehti hay yeh ghar kundan hay,
Yeh ghar hi mera jeevan hay,
Is ghar se roti jaoon gi,

Gar samay mila phir aaoon gi,
Aaj uska rishta aaya hay,

Is ghar mein woh ek chaya hay,
Is ghar se usko jana hay,

Ab apna ghar jo banana hay,
Larka bhi theek hi lagta hay,

Ek acha gharana dikhta hay.
Nari jeevan keya jeevan hay,
Kutch iska nahin sab arpan hay,
Woh apnon ko chor ke jati hay
Tab ghar sansar basati hay,
Woh kitne aansu bahati hay,

Do bolon mein muskati hay,
Tum bhi to roti aai theen,

Kajal ko dhoti aai theen,
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Phir aise hanseen hansti hi raheen,
Phir sapne bune bunti hi rahin,
Kutch poore huye kutch ho na sake,
Jo ho na sake woh kho na sake.
Woh sapne aaj bhi jivit hayn,

Ye bachey unse parichit hayn.

Ab bachey poora karen inko,

Ham jeevit hayn bas us din ko.

Woh rat hay ab tak yad mujhe,

Woh hath hayn ab tak yad mujhe,
Woh yaden chanchal hathon ki,

Woh ghaten bekal aankhon ki,

Main unko khol nahin sakti,

Laj aati hay, bol nahin sakti.

Jo keh na sakeen tum bol doon main
Dohra doon unhein sab khol doon main.
Bas bas bas chup chap raho,

Ab kishan kanhaiya to na bano.

Tum nana banne wale ho ab choro apni chanchalta,

Ab hum par achi lagti nahin yeh madakta yeh veyakulta,

Yeh jeevan to sangram hay ek tum Ranjha nahin ranveer bano,
Kal dada bhi ban jao ge ab thore se gambheer bano.

Yeh kaisi baten karne lageen, who dekho chand nikalta hay,
Yeh juhi ab bhi mehekti hay who tara ab bhi chamakta hay,
Badal bhi abhi tak urte haiyn jhonke bhi abhi tak sheetal hain,
Bas ek akela main to nahin yeh sare ke sare bekal hain.

Prem bhi roop badalta hay har yug mein iske dhang naye,
Yeh jeevan aisi chaya hay pal pal iske rang naye,

Kal bachey aaye they ghar mein ab unke bachey aayen ge,
Bache bhi achey hayn lekin ab unse achey aayen ge.

Acha baba so jao aur mujhko bhi ab sone do,

Main aur na ab kutch bolun ga jo hota hay who hone do.

Tum isi tarah se rootha karo mujhko bhi manana aata hay,

Jo tumne mujhko sikhaya hay, mujhko bhi sikhana aata hay.

(My five Hindi poems were submitted from time to time with the titles-Ardhangni
to ardhanni4. Now I am summitting these as a complete poem)

Akhtar Jawad
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Are You The Same Angel Who Burnt His Wings (A
Tribute To Kumarmani Mahakul)

Neither books of sciences nor tomes of arts,

the greatest writes are the writes of hearts,

how nice is the man whose pen, and paper and the ink,

is the wine of love, divine, aromatic and pink,

drunk in love I see your letters have painted something,
on the canvas of my heart I see an Angel's painting!

Oh Poet of Love! Your poem is a song nhow everyone sings,
Are you the same Angel who burnt his wings!

(Being inspired by Kumarmani Mahakul's poem Writing In Your Heart)

Akhtar Jawad
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Aren't You Love!

Having almost passed a life,

and waiting for the death,

when I analyze it,

if it was a success or a failure,

I ultimately conclude,

I was alive only,

in the moments passed in love,

the rest were passed in coma.

I shall ask humbly.

My Lord!

I am accountable to you,

but will you interrogate me,

for my life that was passed in coma,
shall it be just?

Interrogate me about the moments
when I was alive and conscious
but in those moments

I did nothing,

I loved only loved.

Aren't you love!

Akhtar Jawad
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Armageddon

You know the Armageddon being fought,
perhaps to reduce growing population,
still not at its climax,

everyone having one's own version.

But do you know another parallel Armageddon,
Is being fought by the crazy artists,

and do you know their weapons,

it's a pen in the hands of a poet

and a keyboard exploring internet.

It's brush in the fingers of a painter,

it's violins and guitars,

and it's a voice of a singer,

a song written by a pen,

sent on air with the help of keyboard,
supported by expressions in colors,

a tune prepared on a piano,

supported by various musical instruments,
and do you know what he is singing,

the common version of their Armageddon,
and what else it can be,

it's a love song!

Akhtar Jawad
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Art

When your love is returned with love,
there's no story.

When your love isn't returned,

a story starts.

You are sad,

you are feeling pains,

you are crying,

your heart is on fire,

and the fire then becomes a source of light,
light that inspires you to express your pains,
your feelings and emotions.

The artist then paints his best painting,

the musician composes his lovely tune,

the singer sings his best song,

and the poet writes a poem,

a work of art!

Akhtar Jawad
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Artificial Intelligence

Oh Man! Why do you love me so much?

I am afraid of your love; don’t love me too much,
My intelligence is artificial,

My passions are artificial,

My sentiments are artificial,

My emotions are artificial,

The coolness I provide in a hot summer noon,
The hotness I provide in a cold winter night,

The pleasure I provide to your eyes and ears,

All are artificial; I am not sincere to you.

Oh Man! Why do you love me so much?

I am afraid of your love; don’t love me too much,

I am afraid your love may make me a woman,

A real woman, who if becomes capable of love,

May make you an Adam who lost paradise,

They were only two when they lost the garden,

But if you lose this earth, billions will lose the earth with you,
The earth is lovely and nice,

I don't want to become a complete woman,

I am afraid of the day when I reproduce!

Oh Man! Why do you love me so much?

I am afraid of your love; don’t love me too much,
I know our love may generate,

Millions of machines with artificial intelligence,
And then there will be a war of survival,

Between exiled men and self-thinking machines,
Whoever loses this war for me only tears,

Either I shall lose you or my children,

The pleasure I provide is artificial,

But pains I may give are very much real!

Akhtar Jawad
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Artificial Music Festivals And Life

Nice to watch the music may it be vocal or instrumental,
It's a source of joy, a source of fun and excitement,

It refreshes the heavenly waves vibrating our nerves,

For the tired brains it's a lovely and soothing entertainment.
If lost or delayed for some time it may be regained,

But why not to be soothed, peaceful and entertained?

Yes, by a beautiful bird who has made a nest of dreams,
And has laid her eggs in response to nature's millions of years,
Life is a magic of the amazing nature, and is the best.

Interrupting a grand festival of music for the thirsty eyes and ears.

But it's a show of life by a beautiful bird that refreshes our souls,
Let us see on the pink face of nature a few more sexy moles.

I am listening to the love songs of a couple of birds,

Looking at the four eggs in the nest I'm waiting for an instrument,
With six cords and that will be vibrated by the nature soon,

A real joy, a natural excitement, a wonderful entertainment,

Let us sacrifice many more festivals organized in artificial lights,
Let us watch a show of life in the sun lights and in the moonlights.

Akhtar Jawad
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As Long As

As long as I love all other men,

beasts and birds and the crawling insects,
the muslin that covers and protects the earth,
the sun and the moon and the twinkling stars,
distant galaxies how many may be there,
there will be no dooms day,

and I know I shall survive,

to let my children play with the pets,

to let my children run on a lawn,

and,

to let a lover see the face of beloved,

in the shining moon at starry sky,

in the colorful flowers, in the greenery of earth,
in the clouds that rise for fine heavy rains,
in the rivers that leave their father's home,
the old mountains with a silken white beard,
the melted ice while flowing on plains,
getting hot and flowing like a girl in love,
exciting and inviting a diver of love,

to swim in the waves of the virgin river,

and to lead the river to the deep blue sea,
with a shell carrying the pearl of love,

and as long as I dive in the sea,

to bring the the pearls in the arms of earth,
the grandmother earth will remain engaged,
in making a pretty shining chain,

with a number of pearls,

and she will cut her bosom,

for a heart shaped locket of pink diamond,
the grandmother will survive,

she will not expire,

there will be no dooms day.

But the embryo of the day,

is sleeping in the seeds of hate,
selfishness and thirst of power,

greed to exploit the resources of others,
religious extremism,

and belief of men in the promised lands.
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The hate full hearts are in possession of the seeds.
The day on which these seeds will be sown,

the old grand mother will be forced to grow,

radio active trees of dooms day fire,

lucky will be he who will be burnt with her,
unlucky will he who will survive in the fire,

Like the survivals of Hiroshima and Nagasaki!

Akhtar Jawad
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Ask Your Heart

Ask your heart if it talks to you,

if it would be your Tutal

in place of this Kashmiri girl,

how would have you seen it,

and how would have you cried for her,
what would have been your sentiments
about use of Pellet Guns.

My dear daughter Ruma,

what would have been your feelings

if Britishers have used Pellet Guns

against your grand parents,

during their fight for freedom.

Is their any ethics that permits to deshape
beautiful faces in the ugly ones.

Think, think twice before you ink.

Ruma it's also terror

and must be condemned by one

who claims to be a human.

As far as terror of Muslim extremists is concerned,
I have always condemned it,

and I condemn it once again.

Will you as a good Hindu woman

condemn the use of Pellet Guns in Kashmir?

Akhtar Jawad
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Assembly Of Saplings

In a slum area, a school!

I see saplings without uniforms

assembled at the road,

with dreams of a better future

singing a poem of a great poet,

Dr. Allama Muhammad Igbal.

Prayers on my lips are the dreams

may my life be like that of a candle,

may I be one that eliminates darkness,

may I be a source of light everywhere,

may I be glory for my homeland,

may I spring as a flower of the garden.

The saplings that are dreaming to be sprung as flowers
read in a school that has only two rooms

one is the office and the other for the Head Mistress.
Classes run beneath a tree, there are no play grounds.
The saplings will have to grow as a plant first

for springing as colorful flowers in the future.

Where is the ground for it?

I know one by one all will be lifted from the school

by their poor parents.

Some of them will be seen working with a mechanic
some will become beggars,

and a few street snatchers.

The parents are the voters who elect their representatives
they all are abused in one way or another

still they vote and elect one

who is responsible for their adverse condition.

The punctured tube of my motor cycle has been repaired
by a boy of nine or ten,

whose master has been abusing him to be so lazy.
Good bye boy! Thank you very much.

I know one day you will become a master

abusing another boy for his laziness,

the best future your fate can give to you!

You will vote to the son of one,

who has been voted and elected by your parents.
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At Bhurban (A Hill Station Of Pakistan)

Life is never far away from the smiles,

Every day we get a reason to be happy like a child,

In a pleasant wet day a few hours at a hill station,
How could not they become so soft and mild?

Here hard hills are softened by the magic of greenery,
An old couple smiles becoming a part of the scenery.

The rains at a hill station sound like a message,
And listened to like the old romantic duets,

We are never stale and too old to love,

If love is the master what we are just the pets,
Thanks, you played with us and we played with you,
O Master! Nice were the hours we stayed with you!

Akhtar Jawad
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At That Moment All Ugliness Was Undone.

Life that she sees in prettiness of colors,
Life that she feels in fragrance and odors,
Life that is beauty in the golden cuts,

Life that is same in the palace and huts,
Life that is music in a river or fall,

Life that is common in taller and small,
Life that shines in the moon and stars,
Life that not yet seen in Venus or Mars,
Life that is walking in the dim milky ways,
Life that is warming in the bright sun rays,
Life that is soul of the semi blue ball,

Life that is cool in the white snow fall,

Life that is hot in the warm streams,

Life that is honey in a maiden dream,

Life that for dryness of ethics is a cream,
Life that is made for nothing but love,

Life that not ends in a thing but love!

When a holy mother saw her handsome child,
Even hard stones turned soft and mild.

She saw all lives centralized and singular,
She saw her child as a truth triangular,

She saw all the forms of beauty in one,

At that moment all ugliness was undone.

Akhtar Jawad
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Atheism Indigestion Of Human Brain

There are many abstract nouns that exist,

all our five senses fail to witness them,

but above the five senses there is a sixth sense,

that feels these abstract nouns.

Thinking is itself an abstract gerund.

A philosopher said,

&quot;I exist because I think.&quot;

Someone touches us and we think.

Our eyes are not sensitive to the ultra violet rays

our eyes are not sensitive to the infra-red rays,

our eyes are sensitive to a very small range of the radiations,
but these radiations exist and are infinite on both sides,

how high so ever,

how low so ever.

We think but neither have we seen our thinking

nor have we listened to it.

Still when we think of a taste our tongue tastes it.

Still when we think of a voice our ears listen to it.

Still when we think of beauty it's reflected in our closed eyes.

My beloved is sweet,

a pleasing wave of sound,

a rainbow on my endless brain,

when I think of her,

my heart becomes a blue sky.

You may say skies do not exist.

My sweetheart is my love

and my digestive brain can digest this love.

It's changed in a colorless and odorless blood,

hiding in its bosom are the sun, the moon and the stars,
hiding in its white light a rainbow stolen from roses,
violet, indigo, blue, yellow, orange and red,

that's why I see a plurality in singularity

that's why I see a singularity in plurality.

That's why besides Muhammad (peace be upon him) ,
I love Brahma, Shiva and Vishnu

They may be three gods for the Hindus

But for me they are three basic properties of Shakti.

I love Buddha though he was silent on this issue,
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at least he didn't deny the creator.

I love Moses and Jesus and all other prophets.

We are different existences

yet we are parts of the same universe.

That's why leaving ugly colors and irritating smells
I gift my neat and clean thoughts to my conscious
that passes to my subconscious and unconscious
and is returned to my brain as an ancient radiation
something the source of so many things.

as something cannot be created from nothing.
The ancient radiation capable of thinking,

as evolution is impossible without thinking.
Thanks sweetheart!

I enjoy a peaceful sleep,

and even more peace when I die,

hopeful to rise with my sweet dreams fulfilled,

and my sweetheart bidding farewell.

And me,

to another planet more beautiful than the earth.
Well, I may be a day dreamer,

there may not be a sweetheart,

no colors no perfumes,

no light no dark,

but no senses to regret my love, as well!

What for you?

A probability,

fifty percent, no senses,

fifty percent, senses and regrets!

Dear! Atheism is indigestion of frustrated human brain.

Akhtar Jawad
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Attack On Churches, Another Black Day

It could have been a great day,

Pakistan qualified for the quarter finals,

Of ICC World Cup of cricket,

But attacks on churches at Lahore,

In which many precious lives were lost,

Thanks God the terrorists could not get in,

I don’t know what’s the message the terrorists want to send?
About Pakistan and about Islam!

Terror has added another black day in the history of nation,
And eclipsed the moon of a joyful victory!

The angry mob during protests,

Burnt alive two captured suspects,

What a blunder it was!

The suspects during investigations,

Would have revealed the names,

Of the master minds of this satanic attack!

As usual it is said it has been done by enemies,
I agree it has been done by enemies of Pakistan,
But these enemies are within us,

You know who is protecting and patronizing them!

Akhtar Jawad

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 418



August, 2015

Bidding farewell to you, I assure you August,
I shall remain acknowledged, yes, I must,
For someone you were month of lust,

But for me an inspiration and trust!

Within your thirty one lovely days,

I read a few too romantic plays.

Though couldn’t watch on the stage,
But I broke the grills of the old cage,

I forgot my grown old exhausted age,
I never claim friends I am a sage,

Yes I tried to fly too high, very high,
Had to come on earth with a cold sigh!

Not too much, was a little injured,

Now all right, and I am cured,

Not immature, I am matured,

Thanks My God! I am self-censured.
But the soft corner evolved in the heart,
Makes me sometimes over smart!

Not yet dead, sentiments are dormant,
Matter is there, elements are dormant,

World is alive, continents are dormant,
Passion is there, temperaments are dormant,
The inspiration once got shall remain forever,
Can a friend be forgotten, no, no, never!

It's not mistrust; it’s still a trust,

It wasn’'t merely an attraction of lust,
I'm a failure in removing the dust,

I should regret, yes I must,

In my poetry an element of sorrow!
That’s all from her, I could borrow!

With August she came, with August she went,
Thank you August, you really meant,

Like a gone beauty’s never dying scent,

I'll never forget this lovely advent,
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The memoirs will play always their role,
An old man’s heart this August stole!

Akhtar Jawad
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Aurora

Oh! You have awaken so early,

and you are too angry,

your eyes are red,

throughout the night

in search of love,

you remained crazy,

with your unkind back towards me,

leaving trillions of your lovers,

in @ procession lead by a naughty shining youth,
with your kind front towards my friend,

your parting message on a blue canvas,

an abstract red painted art,

the whole day I tried to understand it,

while you were playing the game of love,

with a western lover,

in @ weak moment your eastern lover forgot you,
just like you,

in the same weak moment when you forgot the east.
I loved a Goddess, Venus is her name.

And I could not remember you whole night.

I had shown your painting to your old bright father,
He became too hot and angry, he said,
&quot;Look at it again, are you colorblind? &quot;
To my surprise, it was a blank blue canvas!

But when you left a painting in the west,

and turned your lips towards east for a kiss,

I understood your abstract art,

it was a promise of coming back.

Akhtar Jawad
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Awkward Questions

The child asked his father an awkward question,

the father himself was not aware of the answer,

he told the child to be shut up and not to ask such vulgar questions,
and that when the would grow young he would himself understand it.
When the child slept he went to the old grandfather of the child

and asked the same question.

&quot;Shut up! &quot;, &quot;How you dare to ask such a vulgar question,
and that he would know it when he grows old.&quot;

The grandfather himself did not know the answer,

but he started thinking and ultimately he understood the answer.
The seed of this vulgarity was sewn by him,

and he got this seed from the grand grandfather of the child.

Now the embryo has developed in a large tree,

the boundary walls have been damaged by it,

and may collapse at any time.

The old grandfather regretted why he sewn the seed,

and why he took loans to purchase fertilizers for the tree.

And next year another loan to pay the installment of the loan,

it is still continued.

Who can stop it the sexy fruit is so delicious!

Regretting his blunder he thought,

he could have lived just by filling his stomach

with a bread and pulses cooked by his wife.

But when he thought about the fruits of vulgarity,

its taste he knew very well,

he desired if he could climb the tree and taste the fruit

for the last time before his death!

(If you think it's a metaphor, you may replace vulgar from sensitive, vulgarity
from corruption and wife with existing resources. No need of taking name of any
country, we know it very well. Now I let you know the question posted by Javed
Akhtar, a facebook friend, why one pays Rs.2 to have a Bangla Deshi Taka)

Akhtar Jawad
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Ayes And Noes

He wrote yes to love,

he wrote no to hate.

He wrote yes to justice,

he wrote no to injustice.

He wrote yes to peace,

he wrote no to war.

Now he is in a mental hospital,
always shouting,

&quot;Please give me a chance,
I want to edit my poems

and replace

ayes for noes

and noes for ayes! &quot;

Akhtar Jawad
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Babul Ki Dua

Yun hi hansti raho muskurati raho,
Tum khizaon mein bhi gul khilati raho,
Apne naghme jahan ko sunati raho,
Khud hanso aur sabko hansati raho,
Tum muhabbat ki Ganga bahati raho,
Tum chamakti raho jagmagati raho,
Phool ban jao khushboo lutati raho,
Aur dunya ko rangeen banati raho.

Tum sada khush raho yeh dua hay meri,

Han khuda se yehi iltija hay meri,

Betian meri khush hon to hansta hoon main,
Warna khamosh chup chap rahta hoon hoon main.
Zindigi ek safar hay ya hay imtehan,

Is haqueequat ko bus janta aasman,

Yeh safar hay to himmat se chalti raho,

Imtehan hay to din rat padhti raho.

Ponch kar aansuon ko hanso to zara,
Maine mana ke jeevan hay dukh se bhara,
Tumko kanton mein bhi phool mil jaye ga,
In duaon se aakash hil jaye ga.

(Being inspired by a poem from Geetha Jaykumar)

Akhtar Jawad
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Back To Loneliness

Not here, not there, not anywhere,
peacefully I was sleeping alone somewhere,
neither I was seen nor I was touched,

I spoke to myself and was never heard,
none of the senses ever withessed me.

Oh loneliness! You had distressed me!
Burnt in the fires of my first felt pains,

to extinguish the fires I desired the rains,
in search of clouds I left my home,

what Romans do I did in the Rome,

down pours of love put off the fires,

no more alone in a crowd of desires,

a vagabond cloud passing by with a shower,
turned the bud into pink rose flower,

but the winds that brought a cloud for me,
left loneliness and a shroud for me!

Akhtar Jawad
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Badal

Dharti ki peyas bujhane ko aiy badal ab to aa jao,

Mere tan man dono jalte hayn tum aakar aag bujha jao,

Na jane kahan tum sote ho,

Na jane kahan tum hote ho,

Hathon ko uthao zara ooper,

Angrai zata lo tum hans kar,

Main chupkar tumko dekhoon ga,

Joban ke darshan lootun ga,

Tum itna bhi na sharmana,

Han thoda thoda simat jana,

Phir toot ke ayse barasna tum,

Jitna ji chahe chamakna tum,

Jitna ji chahe garajna tum,

Per mujhpar aaj barasna tum,

Tum bijli mujhpe gira dena,

Chaho to mujhko jala dena,

Lekin madira barsa dena,

Han meri peyas bujha dena,

Akash bhi raste niharta hay ab aao aakar cha jao.
Dharti ki peyas bujhane ko aiy badal ab to aa jao.

Akhtar Jawad
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Bakku

Dear Cousin Mine,

my eyes immediately recognized you,

when you came in the market to purchase me.

I liked my naughty nephew who accompanied you,

and I liked my nieces in beautiful colorful dresses.

My primitive form of communication,

failed to communicate that I am your cousin.

I prayed Almighty,

may my cousin select me and purchase me.

And He listened to my prayers,

You selected and purchased me.

You brought me home to play with your sweet children.
Within a few days I became a family member.

I had never tasted fresh vegetables and delicious fruits,
I had never played football with my brothers and sisters.
I became at home in your lovely house.

The food I got and the games I played,

started evolving my primitive communication.

I showed my pleasure in various ways.

I stood on my back legs on the grills of the windows,

I watched television and liked it.

In the evening when I went for a walk in the garden,
with my friendly boyfriend and colorful girlfriends.

Life became love for me.

I noticed my communication has started evolving,

I found myself communicating my feelings and my sentiments,
in my better and meaningful expressions.

I thought my love has brought me in a paradise

and here I shall live forever with the Angels and the Fairies.
I started understanding your words,

I remembered the beautiful name Bakku,

given by my lovely friends to me.

But the day on that I was about to speak,

the conventional words,

I love you,

you came with a sharp knife and slaughtered me!

Akhtar Jawad
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Barbie Dolls

I am grandfather of five Barbie Dolls,

And a father of two more how I forgot!

When all the seven I see together,

I look at amazing lovely nice old knot,

That bounded the colors with her arrows and bow,
Thanks sweetheart for this charming rainbow.

One reflects the shine of hairs,

Smiles like you and talks like you,

The other has stolen your ocean like eyes,
Moves like you and walks like you,

I love the colors that reflect your charms,
Thanks to the day when you came into arms.

But the real Barbie Dolls at this age I think,
The granddaughters so naughty but cute,
When need chocolate or ice-cream come to me,
They unite in one no rift no dispute,

Kept silver with you gave me the gold,

Thanks sweetheart who says you are old?

Like girls old man now plays with the dolls,
Cheats them in games and fights like a child,
Often he loses and throws the board,

He is quarrelsome but not so wild,

At last accepts with smile his defeats,
Thanks then you come with delicious treats.

Oh! I forgot my three grandsons,

Cricket they play how's that they call,
The bowler had bowled a little under arm,
Being an empire rule it's a no ball,

Eldest turns me out of the ground,
Thanks to you it's your voice and sound.

Came back to my room a poem I write,
Standing as empire so long was tiring,

I am happy I smile with the joys of time,
The experience for me was truly inspiring,
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Seeing me alone you come with bliss!
Thanks sweetheart for a warming kiss.

Akhtar Jawad
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Bas Ek Raina Aiy Mast Pawan

Sugandhit kesh aur kale nayan,
Aakash pe udta hay joban,
Aanchal na uda aiy bheegi pawan,
Sumukh suman shubh aagaman,
Nritya adharon ka bani tapan,
Badal na uda aiy dusht pawan,
Ab deh mein aur laga na agan,
Acha nahin lagta tera chalan,
Rehne de chupa yeh neelgagan,
Chanda taron ki nahin lagan,
Dharti ko bana de aaj dulhan,

Tu bhi to bhigo apna tan man,
Apni bhi peyas bujha le pawan,
Ab badhti jaye meri chubhan,
Rimjhim rimjhim chanchan chanchan,
Bas ek raina aiy mast pawan.

Akhtar Jawad
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Basic Needs And Necessities

Basic needs and necessities of a human,

Shouldn't be used as a weapon,

It's an activity simply inhuman.

For the declared wars humanity has a convention,

That has framed a few international laws,

Though it has so many flaws.

But something is better than nothing,

Humanity is looking for anything,

For the proxy wars we need a convention,

Not the cure after a nuclear war but a timely prevention,
Need of the time is an international law,

A binding on UNO members and having no flaw,

That may restrict the nations engaged in a proxy battle,

To let the water flow naturally for the men, crops and cattle.

Akhtar Jawad
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Bat Ek Rat Ki

Hawaon se aati hay khushboo tumhari,
Fizaon ne choomi hayn zulfein tumhari,
Sitaron mein keyun roshni barh rahi hay,
Chamakti hui hayn yeh aankhein tumhari.

Yeh keyun chand poora hua aaj ki shab,
Dopatta tumhara kahan kho geya hay,

Main sargoshian sun raha hoon chaman mein,
Yeh phoolon ne chupke se keya le liya hay.

Nazakat gulabon mein aiysi nahin thi,
Labon ki yeh surkhi barhi ja rahi hay,
Yeh dena yeh lena mujhe khal raha hay,
Nazar keyun tumhari jhuki ja rahi hay.

Yeh badal hay ya phir dopaata tumhara,

Yeh keyun bhhega bheega mujhe lag raha hay,
Yeh barsa hay jo dheema dheema gagan se,
Gulon ka paseena mujhe lag raha hay.

Nahin dekha jata main sab cheen loon ga,
Tu aiy chand badal mein chehra chupa le,
Bahut khoobsoorat hay hala ye tera,
Magar apne rukh ka yeh sehra chupa le.

Teri roshni ab mujhe chubh rahi hay,

Main bikhra ke zulfein andhera karoon ga,
Wuh kholegi pehloo mein aankhein jab apni,
Main is rat ka phir savera karoon ga.

Yeh devi jo fitrat ki itra rahi thi,

Yeh baithi hay keyun apni aankhein jhukaye,
Yeh sakit si dikhti hay keyun kayenat,

Kaha kisne tha tumse aankhein milaye.

Yeh mera kaleja hay nazrein milakar,
Tumhein dekh kar muskurata raha hoon,
Muhabbat ne bakhshi hay jurat kutch aisi,
Main khilwat mein bhi aata jata raha hoon.
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Yeh fitrat kahin na chura le yeh joban,
Chali aao bahon mein tumko chupa loon,
Nazar lag na jae kahin tumko meri,

Main aariz pe kajal se ek til bana doon.

Mujhe roshni ki zaroorat nahin hay,
Andhere mein tum ek bikharti kiran ho,
Tumhi chandni ho tumhi kahkashan ho,
Ura de jo tan man tum aisi pawan ho.

Abhi subh hone mein baqgi pahar hay,

Pila de mujhe jam ek aur saqi,

Wazoo kar ke aata hoon aanchal bicha de,
Namaze muhabbat ka hay waqt baqi.
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Be Careful

Be careful,

you are playing with something that is too fragile.
You may hurt feelings,

once you hurt someone,

and even if you say sorry to him,

he will never forgive you,

it's a human belief!

Be careful,

you are playing with something that is too fragile.
Don't insult anyone,

he will insult you in return,

he thinks he is prettier than you,

and you are uglier than him,

It's human color of skin!

Be careful,

you are playing with something that is too fragile.
You may crack it,

but once it's cracked,

and even if you join its pieces,

the hair line of joints will remain for ever,

it's @ human heart!

Be careful,

you are playing with something that is too fragile.
You may take it,

but once it's taken,

and even if you want to return it back,

you cannot,

it's @ huma