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M. Asim Nehal(26th April)

Dr. M. Asim Nehal (Asim, Ashi) ; born on 26th April.1969 in Nagpur,
Maharashtra, India.

I write poems in three languages: English, Hindi, and Urdu.
I am very enthusiastic about writing. My writing career began at a young age.
I've written poems in various forms such as Haikus, Limericks, and Ghazals, and

I've covered a wide range of topics that speak to my heart.

I enjoy expressing myself through humour and metaphors. Some of my poems
are mystic, with philosophical undertones.

Despite the fact that I am a CA Chartered Accountant by profession, my heart is
drawn to art, literature, and poetry.



Haiku- Silent And Serene

the moon shines above
casting a silver shadow ~
silent and serene.

silent depths below -
crystal waters shimmer bright

secrets left untold.
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Sonnet Xiv

With open heart, listen to the plea of nature;
her voice echoing through the wind and sea,
for life on earth is but a fleeting feature

and must be cherished with all ecstasy,
amidst the beauty of this earthly plane

we sometimes forget the truth that lies-

for our existence, too, shall end in pain

just like the sun sets and the moon will rise,
nature whispers, our time here is finite,

and like the leaves, we all must fall and fade
so let us make the most of every sight
before we join the earth in peaceful shade
for though our lives may seem eternal now
In truth, it's just a moment in time's flow.
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Tanka - A Swing

flowers paint the scene

ashes float upon the breeze
mood shifts with nature -

river flows with gentle grace
while the clouds dance in the sky.
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Tanka - Selfishness Prevails

birds sing in harmony
melodies of pure freedom
untouched by the world

but man's selfishness prevails
silencing their joyful songs.
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Tanka - Selfish Desires

trees stand tall and strong
guardians of the earth's soul
providing us life

yet we cut them down with ease
for our own selfish desires
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Tanka - Contrast

the sun sets, painting

a masterpiece in the sky
nature's perfection

but beneath its vibrant hues

lies man's greed and destruction
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Hunger Consumes Our Fragile Soul

Hunger consumes our fragile soul

a constant void we cannot control

It ignites a fire within our being

for food, for fame, for endless seeking

the hunger of the body, a primal need

to nourish and sustain, to thrive and feed

to fill our stomachs, to keep us alive

but sometimes it's more than what we can strive.

For there is another kind of hunger

the one that grips our minds, it's stronger

It yearns for knowledge, for understanding
for answers to the endless questioning

we chase after success, after fame

hoping it'll fill this hunger, tame

but it's a bottomless pit, always wanting more
never satisfied, always at our core

Our time is consumed by this hunger
our every move, every thought, it lingers
we strive, we struggle, we fight

to satisfy our cravings with all our might.
we hunger for love, for belonging

for acceptance, for someone caring

and sometimes it feels like a lost cause
for this hunger, it knows no pause.

Our lives are full of this constant hunger

a never-ending cycle, our minds encumber
we must learn to embrace it amicably

and find peace in this unquenchable chase
for it is the fuel that drives us forward
pushing us to reach new heights, soar

our hunger, our thirst, our endless desire
In the end, it's what sets our souls on fire.
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A Road Taken By Mistake

A road taken by mistake,

led me to a place unknown,
where dreams lay shattered,
and hope seemed long gone,
the path was long and winding,
filled with darkness and despair,
but I kept on moving,

with a heart full of desires.

I stumbled upon ruins,

of what could have been,
a life full of promise,

now just a broken dream,
tears fell from my eyes,
as I looked around,

at the pieces of my hopes,
scattered on the ground.

Suddenly something stirred,
deep within my soul,

a flicker of hope,

that I couldn't control,

I closed my eyes and prayed,
for strength and guidance,

to pick up the pieces,

and give life a chance.

Slowly, I started to see,

a glimmer of light,

through the cracks of my dreams,
I fought with all my might,

I gathered the shattered pieces,
and held them close to my heart,
I won't let them die,

I'll give them a new start.

With every passing day,
my dreams grew stronger,
as I nurtured and loved them,



they couldn't help but prosper,
and now as I look back,

on that road taken by mistake,
I see it as a blessing,

for it led me to this place.
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I Am A Window To My Life

I am a window

people look through me

they see reflections of themselves
and what they want to see

some see a clear view

others see a distorted image

but no matter what they see

It's a part of me.

I am a window to my life

I let in light and warmth

but I can also be shut tight
and bring in darkness and cold
I am a frame for memories
each one etched into my glass
some happy, some sad

but all a part of my past.

I am a window to my soul

I reflect my thoughts and fears
I am fragile and easily broken
but I've also stood for years

I am a window to my dreams
through me, I see the world

I am a portal to endless possibilities
and a reminder to be bold

I am a window to my heart

for those who take the time to look
they'll see my true self

and all the love and kindness I took

I am a window to my life

unique and one of a kind

I am just a window, but through me
the beauty of life you'll find.
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Born To Kill, Their Only Mission

Born with claws sharp as steel,
driven by greed, a thirst to Kill.
not for survival, but for supremacy,
they inflict pain with sheer audacity.

Shameful beings, devoid of humanity,
leaving behind a trail of insanity.
tarnishing the earth with black spots,
their actions speak louder than any words.

Destroying lives, no remorse in sight,

their twisted minds, a frightening sight.

born to Kill, their only mission,

leaving behind a world in a state of submission.
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Tanka - Unconcered

unconcerned

the world keeps going on,
yet her pain is deep...
her tears tell a story of
unspeakable betrayals
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Tanka - Colors My Mind

under clear blue skies
this autumn flowering
colors my mind...

old memories of parties
enlivened by birdsong

M. Asim Nehal



Sanctity In Coma

The world outside continues to spin,

with hate speech, killing and bullying

but humanity in coma knows nothing about,
there's a new world within the greed of power,
a world of reflection, and inner discovery,
where one can find solace, in pure simplicity.

Some may see it as a state of despair,

but in this coma, there's a beauty to share,

for in this stillness, there's a sacredness found,
where souls can heal, and hearts can rebound.

Where is that body at rest, with steady breath,
and mind in slumber, no thoughts to beget,

and stillness with calmness, like a holy shrine,
and those sacred moment, so pure and divine?

Sanctity in coma, a peaceful repose,

a dreamlike state, where the soul decomposes,
where worries and fears, they all disappear,
and tranquility reigns, ever so clear.
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Tanka ~ Shining Sun And Our Tender Love

the sun shining

over the misty mountain
melts the haze...

your trembling lips open up
making our tender love grow
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Tanka - Lust Over Love

when you gaze at me

while I pluck these rosebuds
their thorns pierce my heart —
my body shimmers with shame
as lust takes over my love
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Tanka - As Memory Dust

let time preserve us

in memorials and tombs
as memory dust ~

will speak about our valor:
how we resisted the storm
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Tanka ~ [ For War Ridden Countries]

cornered and trapped
humanity cries for help

NO Mercy No remorse

food, shelter, cloths all gone
for geographical borders?
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Tanka [with A New Outlook]

I write the lyrics

written by many, before

but differently

like how sun rises everyday;
after dark lonely night
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Life Passes Likes A Train Through A Tunnel

Life passes likes a train through a tunnel,
moving swiftly from light to dark,

moment passes like sand in a funnel,

alas, we can't turn back or make it reappear.
Life's train chugs on, with a steady pace,

as we embark on journey along,

it moves from one place to another.

The train emerges, into the light,

and so do we, into each new dawn,

but we can't hold on, try as we might,

for life, like the train, must move on.

the scenery changes, outside our window,
as we travel through valleys and hills,
and just like life, with its highs and lows,
we must face all the twists and turns.
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A Sleep Without Dreams

I close my eyes hoping to rest

but all I get is a mind full of pests

They jump and crawl, driving me crazy

I'd rather stay awake, sipping a jug of coffee
what's the use of sleeping without a dream?
It's like watching a movie without a screen

I can't escape, I can't fly or soar

I just lying in bed, feeling bored

am I alive or am I dead?

In this state I cannot ahead

my body is there, but my mind is already disappear
I can't even count sheep, I must be a pawn
my mind is buzzing, thoughts running wild
no peaceful slumber, just a restless child
come back my dreams and toss me up

and let me play with stars and moon.
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Don't Play Mind Games With Good Hearted Peoples

Don't play mind games with good hearted peoples
for they see through all your deceitful steeple,
they know your intentions and your sly ways,
they won't fall for your tricks and your plays.

You may think you're clever, a master of disguise,

but they see right through you, with their kind and wise eyes,
they won't be fooled by your manipulative ways,

for they know that goodness always pays.

So don't play with them, for they won't be your pawn,
they won't let you win, they'll stand tall and strong,
they'll see the humor in your feeble attempt,

and they'll laugh it off, with a smile so content.
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A Billiard Player On The Golf Course

On the golf course, among the greens so serene
stood a billiard player, looking quite keen

he held his cue stick, with a confident grin

ready to show off his skills and win

the golfers around him, all looked on in shock
'What's this fellow doing, with his cue and his chalk? '
but the billiard player paid them no mind

he was determined to show them his game was one of a kind
he lined up his shot, with precision and grace

but the golfers laughed, thinking it was a disgrace
for on a golf course, a billiard player had no place
but the billiard player, he did not give a chase.

He took his shot, with a flick of his wrist

and to everyone's surprise, the ball did not miss

It rolled across the green, without a single bump

and landed right in the hole, with a triumphant thump
the golfers were stunned, their jaws on the ground
they couldn't believe what they had just found

a billiard player with skills on the green

It was a sight like they had never seen

the billiard player, he took a bow

as the golfers stared, in disbelief now

and with a wink and a smile, he said with glee

'Just call me the billiard master of the golf course, you'll see'

So now whenever you're at the golf club

be on the lookout for this billiard hub

for he may just show up, with his cue stick in hand
and show you a game, that's simply grand.
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A Game Of Ping Pong

In a game of Ping Pong, it's always a thrill

to watch the little ball go back and forth, until
one player misses and it hits the ground

the other shouts, 'I won that round! '.

But what about Ping, the one who's first to serve
does anyone really pay attention to her nerve?
she stands there ready, with paddle in hand

but all eyes are on Pong, the one in demand.

Ping in Pong, such a funny little rhyme
but let's give Ping her moment to shine
for without her, there'd be no game
no back and forth, no fame to claim.

She serves the ball with all her might

but Pong's reflexes are out of sight

he hits it back with a fierce swing

and Ping runs to catch it, like a puppet on a string.

They go back and forth, the crowd in awe
but Ping can't seem to catch the ball

It bounces off the table, then her head
and suddenly, Ping is lying in bed.

Pong wins the game, but at what cost?

for Ping's head is now completely lost

she's replaced it with a giant saucepan

and now her name is Ping-Pan, the Ping Pong champ.
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Hope Flying On Feather

Light as a feather, but heavy with dreams,

It flies through the air, or so it seems,

but deep within, I know its true power,

that remains with me every single hour.

And as the sun sets, painting the sky in gold,
the feather continues to fly, so bold,

for it knows that with each passing day,

It's getting closer to its dreams in every way.
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Joy At The End - Rubaiyat

The sky, a canvas of pastel shades, a work of art,
a masterpiece of light and color, a joy to the heart.
the clouds, they dance and twirl, a playful sight,

a reminder of life's simple joys, a beacon of light.
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Senryu - War

thunder roars above
my roof now gone, hut exposed
will heaven hear my cry?
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Truly Made For Each Other.

As they strolled hand in hand along the shore,
while others chattered and laughed,

his attention was solely on his love interest,
for her, he wanted to impress and rise above.

Amidst the crashing waves and salty breeze,

he couldn't help but feel a sense of ease.

for in that moment, he saw life's true test,

the emotions that come and leave them stressed.

Like waves that come and go without a care,
Life's ups and downs can be hard to bear.

but with patience and love, they did ride the tide,
and find strength in each other by their side.

For love and life are one and the same,

both filled with joy, heartache, and pain.

Wow, it's how they weather the storms and waves,
that truly defines them and makes always brave.

For how long they keep walking hand in hand,
embracing all that life has planned.

for in each other, they'll find their way,

through the waves of emotions that come every day.
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Make Sure When You Ascend The Ladder

Before ascending ladder, beware

for the world above is filled with despair

with each step, your ego will inflate

but soon you'll realize it's all a charade

the higher you climb, the thinner the air

and everyone's just trying to get their share

you'll meet the elite, the rich and the famous

but behind closed doors, their lives are aimless
they'll tell you success is all about the money

but their empty hearts will leave you feeling funny
you'll see politicians, all smiles and lies

but their greed and corruption, they can't disguise
the ladder of success is a treacherous climb

filled with deceit, selfishness, and crime

so before you ascend, take a moment to think

Is this really what you want, is it worth the brink?
for once you reach the top, there's nowhere to go
but down, where you'll face the harsh reality show.

And when you finally reach the top of the ladder remember,
it's not success, but your character that matters.
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In Due Course.....A Story That Will Fascinate You

In the great land of Utopia

there lived a king, wise and just

his rule was always fair and true

but he had a habit, a habit of delay and postpone
In every matter of importance

he would find a way to stall

for he believed in due course

things would fall into place, big or small.

His council of advisors would often sigh

as they presented important matters

for they knew the king's response

would be a delay, a tactic he often flatters

one day, a neighboring kingdom

declared war on Utopia's land

the council urged the king to act fast

but he calmly said, 'In due course, we shall stand'.

The council was in a frenzy

as the enemy approached

but the king remained unfazed

his delay tactics were well-approached
he sent emissaries to negotiate

and bought time with clever words

In due course, he said, peace will prevail
and the enemy will sheathe their swords.

Days turned into weeks

and weeks turned into months

the enemy grew tired of waiting

and called off their war stunts

the king's advisors were amazed

at his ability to delay and postpone

for in due course, things did work out

and Utopia's peace was never overthrown.

Years went by and the king grew old
his son took over the throne
but he too had inherited his father's habit



of delaying, a technique well-known

and so, in the land of Utopia

matters of importance were always delayed
for they believed in due course

all problems would be solved, not dismayed.
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Appeal To Viral People

Oh, the viral people, with your perfect lives,
why do you post envy-inducing pictures,
is it just for social media drives?

Your flawless faces and curated feeds,
all creats an illusion that everyone believes.

Your viral messages, with hidden agendas,
spreads like wildfire but nobody remembers.

Your viral blogs, which are full of clickbait,
to hook in readers, but leaving them in a state.

And let's not forget, your viral posts,
filled with hashtags and innocent boasts.

But in this world of likes and followers galore,
I can't help but feel, like I'm just a small chore.

For I am surrounded, by a virus called 'social media’',
where likes and views, dictate my worth, oh what a hysterial

But let's not be fooled, by this viral facade,
for there's so much more, beyond this shallow fagade.

I dare you to break free, from this virtual chain,
and live our lives, with joy and no more strain.

For we are more than just numbers,
on a screen we live real dreams,
we are real people and not virual reels.

So let's not be consumed,

by this virus called 'social media’,

but instead, let's focus on,

living life to the fullest with all its realities.
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Come Bull And Hit Me

Come Bull and hit me,

every problem comes to me first,

I must have some kind of magnet,

that attracts problems with an explosion.
I can't catch a break,

I'm always first in line,

If there's a disaster or a mistake,

I'm always there.

Come on Bull, give it your best shot,
I'll just laugh and take the hit,

for I've got a secret weapon,

my sense of humor, that never quits
no matter what the cause may be,
I'll take it with a funny grin,

for there's never a dull moment,
when problems are my closest kin.

When life gives me lemons,

I'll make some lemonade,

with a little bit of sugar,

my problems will all fade

I thank you for choosing me,

to be your problem magnet,

I'll take it all in stride,

and still find a way to grin and let
so come Bull and hit me.
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A Daiper For Your Mouth

My dear, choose your words wisely,

or this diaper will make it clear

that sometimes silence is indeed golden
and a dancing tongue will be smolten.

Gone are the days of foot in mouth

with this diaper, there's no doubt

no more awkward social gaffes

just sit back and enjoy the laughs

a tongue that's known to wag and tease
can now waltz with perfect ease

no more worries, no more fuss

Just let the diaper do the hush.

Oh, what a sight to behold

a diaper for a mouth to hold

for when the tongue starts to prance

and words come out in a silly dance

If you suffer from talkative disease

this diaper is perfect to put you at ease

let your brian run as fast as it wants

your tongue will keep quite behind this diaper.
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Passing Through Thicks And Thins Of Life

Torn socks, worn and frayed,

on weary feet they stayed
sweated shirt, stained and smelly,
the struggle is real, it's not a deli.

Thick blood, flowing from a wound,

a symbol of strength, never subdued
human struggle, a constant fight,

but we keep pushing with all our might.
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It Whispers Sweet Notings And Lulls Us To Sleep

Like a raging fire that never dies
It consumes our will and our dreams.

We become prisoners of our own mind
as it chains us, leaving us confined.

Like a well-oiled machine, we function on cue
our actions on repeat, our thoughts on review.

Freedom, a treasure too precious to find
a journey fraught with struggles, yet we are blind.

Like a mountain to climb, it's a daunting task
but oh, the reward, is worth all we'll amass.

Yet, we remain in our comfortable cage
for it is ever powerful, with control so sage.

It whispers sweet notings and lulls us to sleep
as we settle for less, our dreams we must keep.

But deep down inside, we long to break free
to soar like a bird, to be wild and carefree.

I hope by now you must have guessed corretly
Yes, it's our Habit, a beast that rides on perfectly.
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The Greatest Truth Is Found When We Are Together.

Far from reality,

I roamed astray

guided by the philosophies and theories,
to seek answers that life questioned
but in this quest,

I lost my self identity

and went far from reality,

I roamed astray

Oh how foolish I was,

to chase the unknown

when all I needed

was right under my nose.

After all my pondering,

now my mind is clear

And the greatest truth that I found
Is being together with life.
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I Was Just A Soldier Following Orders...

As I lay here, wounded and weak

my mind filled with regret and defeat

for I was just a soldier, following orders

but now I see, they were not righteous borders

I came with a heart full of duty and pride

to fight for my country, with honor by my side

but the truth has been revealed, in this final hour

that the ones I killed, were not the enemy, but innocent flowers.

Oh how I wish I could turn back time

and refuse the command, to commit such a crime
for I was just a pawn, in a game of war

but now I see, what it truly stood for

I plea to the heavens, for forgiveness and grace
for I was blinded by the war's deceptive face

I never wanted to harm, the innocent souls

while in this battlefield, I had no control.

My heart aches, for the lives I've taken

for the families left behind, forever forsaken

I was just a soldier, following orders to Kill

but now I know, it was against my will

I pray that my sacrifice, will not be in vain

and that peace will prevail, in this world of pain

for no more soldiers should have to face

the burden of guilt, for taking innocent lives in haste.

I wish my dying plea to be a lesson to all
that war only brings destruction and its toll
and let us remember, that behind every gun
there's a human heart, that can be undone.
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Different Views

green blade sways softly
white thread weaves through tall grasses
red rose blooms alone

calm night settles in
firefly twinkles dance with wind

owl hoots peaceful tune
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Lets Get Up And Stand Together.

Mute watchers, standing by

as innocent lives are taken away
by the might and powerful,

Who hold all the sway?

These so called protectors,

of human rights and freedom,
become so numb and turn a deaf ear
when the oppressed cry out,

Why they remain silent and mute spectators,
when the flames of injustice rise.

Are they not those fire-fighters,

who Ignite the spark more lies!

Why they preach about equality,
and say that they value every life.
While when it comes to action,
they simply hide, in strife.

Their claim to serve and protect,
Subsides when the time comes to act,
And they stand aside and do nothing,
leaving the innocent to be attacked.

You the mute watchers,

who gave you this power?

Who put the silencer on your mouth,
why you behave like a coward?

Lets get up and stand together,

to fight for what is right,

For we are not just mute watchers,
but warriors, ready to unite.
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Tongue In Cheek

I have found a way to tease,
to poke some fun
to break the ice,

to lighten the mood
tongue in cheek,

a harmless jest

a way to say what's left unsaid
a double entendre
a witty phrase

a joke that's subtle,
not in your face

It's a subtle nod,

a wink of the eye

a clever quip,

a verbal high five
tongue in cheek,

a playful grin

a sly remark,

a foolish spin

It's all in good fun,
nothing serious.
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Nature's Beauty Shines

silent darkness falls
but birds still sing their sorrow
sun brings hope anew

butterflies flutter
fireflies light up the night sky
cuckoo sings with joy

the nightingale's song
peacock struts with elegant grace

nature's beauty shines
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A Prayer For Humanity

Let lights of heaven shine on the streets of love
as hearts beat in unison with the stars above
let peace be the song sung by the birds

as they soar in harmony, without any words.

Let animals roam free in the forest

their spirits wild and untamed, never to be oppressed
let rivers flow through the garden of understanding
Washing away hatred and misunderstandings.

Let the rain bring the cheer

cleansing the earth and soothing our fears

as hope flies on the wings of reality

and we see the beauty in each and every entity.

The world becomes a canvas of vibrant hues
as love, compassion, and understanding ensues
the streets are lit with the brightness of love
and the heavens above bless us from above

Oh Almighty, let these lights continue to shine
and let this love be forever divine

for it is in these moments that we truly see
the potential for the world to be free.

Let us all come together, hand in hand

and create a world where peace can stand

let lights of heaven shine on our streets of love

and let us spread kindness like the birds in the skies above.
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Zillion Dreams....

Zillion dreams dancing in my mind

as I gaze up at the night full of stars
each one a wish waiting to be aligned
In this vast universe, I feel like a czar

The sky is a canvas, painted with light
each star a beacon, guiding my way

In this peaceful solitude of the night

my heart finds solace in this astral display

But as the dawn breaks, the stars disappear
And the sun rises, in all its mighty glory
The day filled with bright sunshine, so clear
Bringing a new hope, a brand new story
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Locks And Keys

We encounter locks and keys in various forms,

whether it be in our homes, cars

or even in our relationships

these two entities are intricately connected,

with one being incomplete without the other.

they are two sides of the same coin,

constantly searching for each other, to fulfill their purpose.

Are we not searching for the key

to unlock our inner happiness and peace?

But for not every lock has a key,

and not every key has found its lock,

yet the search for each other is on

and this makes life a meaningful and fulfilling journey.
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Guess What?

Woven with love, and feathers too

a symbol of hope, for me and you

the circle of life, it never ends

a connection to our dreams, our hearts it mends.
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Playing With My Dreams

In my hand, like sand why you slip away

O my dreams, why do you fly like a kite astray
with every gust of wind when you soar

I keep longing and wanting more

I try to hold on, to keep you near

but like the wind you always disappear

when you fly by giving my hairs a slide

I come to terms realising you are just a tide.

O my dreams, before you unfold

how I wish to catch and hold

but like a cloud you're meant to roam
In the vast sky, you find your home

I watch you go with a heavy heart
knowing you'll never truly depart

for you will always be a part of me

a reminder of what could be.

I will keep chasing, like a child at play

my dreams you keep flying like a kite

and keep floating like a cloud

for even though you may seem out of reach
but in my heart, you'll forever preach (speak) .
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Haiku - Autumn's Peaceful End

fallen leaves settle
reflection fades of dried pond
autumn's peaceful end.
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Love In All Its Shades

Summer, winter, and rainy days,

In every shade, love never strays,

it will still shine for through all seasons,

and evrytime time it will remain a force that transcends

During summertime the love's passion ignites,
as the warm sun kisses the ground,

two hearts beat as one with full of desires,
burning with a love that never tires.

Winter brings a cold and icy chill,

but love's flame burns bright, never still,

as snow falls gently, covering the ground,
Their love is a warmth that can be found.

In rainy days, when skies are gray,

love's umbrella keeps the storms at bay,
with each drop, their bond grows stronger,
love in different shades, lasting longer.

Through tough times, when life gets hard,
love is a guiding light, a constant guard,
It holds them tight, through every trial,
love's endurance, never to run dry.

And on happy days, when all is bright,

love is the spark, that gives them flight,

their hearts brimming with pure delight,

their love in different shades, a beautiful sight.

No matter what the season may be,

love is the one constant, that they'll see,
through ups and downs, it will remain,

a force that nothing can ever tame.

Let the seasons come and go,

for in love's embrace, they'll always glow,
and though each shade may be unique,
love's light will continue to peak.



for in every season, love will shine,
with a strength that's truly divine,
Summer, winter, and rainy too,
Love in all its shades, forever true.
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Sometimes Foolishness Can Win

A witty man once spoke

with a confident grin

'l have a plan to defeat you with some foolish banter and span'
His opponent (a wise man) stood tall
with a smirk on his face

'Bring on your best, ' I'll take on your challenge with grace'.
The witty man chuckled

as he began to speak

with a twinkle in his eye

and a clever technique

he started with silly quips

and jokes of an absurd knack

his opponent couldn't help

but let out a hearty laugh

Alas, the witty man didn't stop

he continued to attack

with his playful banter

and his wit intact

he challenged his logic

and his reasoning too

but the wise man just smiled

for he already knew

that sometimes it takes

more than just a strong mind

to defeat an opponent

and leave them behind

for laughter is a weapon

that can disarm any foe

and break down their walls

till they have nowhere to go

hence the witty man emerged victorious
with his silly banter and span

proving that ' Sometimes foolishness can win'.
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Playing With Innocence Minds

In the name of religion how shamelessly they preach

but when I pierce their words, it has nothing but deceit
spreading hate and inciting violence is their motto
misleading the youth with their false guidance is their lotto
with fiery speeches and twisted tales

they try to justify their hateful trails

manipulating minds, poisoning hearts

their agenda tearing society apart.

Using religion as a tool for their gain

they instill fear, they cause pain

blinded by their own narrow beliefs

they turn a deaf ear to reason and peace
lies upon lies, they continue to spread
filling the minds of the innocent with dread
they hide behind the cloak of faith

but their actions are nothing but a disgrace.

A generation led astray by their cunning ways

their hatred growing with each passing day

divided by the walls of religion and hate

we forget that we are all human, before it's too late
let us not be fooled by their empty words

let us not be swayed by their hateful swords

for true religion preaches love and unity

not division and spreading of lies, so empty.
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Nature At Night - Haiku

a green blade of grass
glistens in silver moonbeam
nature's harmony
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Broken Dreams

The pieces of my heart remains scatter and fall

like the fragments of a mirror

the light that once shone bright is now but a faint glow
a shadow of what was a memory to explore.
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Like The Evening Moon

As the sun sets

and darkness falls

the evening moon rises

and fills our heart

with its soft light

is a reminder of life

a symbol of hope amidst strife.

Our dreams float in the sky,
peacefully like kites
In a quiet presence,
with a cosmic thrill.

Then who whispers secrets to us,
under the moon light

when silence is around,

and who tickle our soul

and sparkles it?

Like the moon,

we walk in phases,

at times, ups and sometimes downs,
who sets the maze of our lives?

O moon you are the true inspiration
as we must shine like you,

all the time no matter in which phase,
and in what shape through every step.

For even in the dark night,
you glow with all might,
with a constant reminder
to embrace the night.
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Rubaiyat - 11

Lost in time without a guide

blindly following the situation

the world around you is moving so fast

I wonder how you remain frozen and unable to act.
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Rubai

The moment you are in with me
that moment is better than life.
Some doors don't open by knocking
and some remain open forever.
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If You Look At Yourself Through Their Eyes...

If you look at yourself through their eyes
you will probably see yourself black or white
to them you are just a colourful display
they see you in shapes, areas and race

They'll see you in colours beyond compare,
and your identity won't be a rainbow to bear,
for every hue that paints their sight,

reflects a facet of your plight.

To some you are a fiery red,
passionate, fierce, and boldly led,
while others see in you a calming blue,
tranquil, serene, with a soothing view.

Some see you like a puzzle made of many shapes,
a slave of others who will never escape,

to them, you're a wonder to behold,

a masterpiece with stories untold.

You can be proud of yourself or embarrassed

do you ponder on this matters at all

stop seeing yourself from their point of view

you are unique, while they are different from you.
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A Lame Duck Once...

A lame duck struggling to keep pace

cautious in every way out in this jungle space

but brave in spirit as it continues to strive

through the trials of life somehow it learned to survive
faces challenges yet not flounders and falls

with an attitude of never give up it answers the calls
for in its heart, there's a fire that burns all time

a determination that forever churns

with each day it grows stronger and wiser

now no longer a victim of self restrain

In this jungle, it has found its own way

a lame duck once, now a proud one to stay.
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Identify Them By Their Traits Of A Parrot

They learn things by mugging like a parrot,
and always ready to take anything- be it a carrot or a garret.

Their brain grasp words with no pause
like a sharp beak and nimble claws,

And they mimic the words of those passing by,
and keep hiding their true intentions with a sly eye.

But beneath their colorful feathers and charming act,
lies a cunning mind which is always on the attack.

So watch out o you and hold on tight,
or they may swoop in and give you a fright.
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How He Dealt With His Ego..

There, the mighty ego, once stood tall
thought HE was the centre of it all
but little did HE know, a fate so grim
was waiting for HIM, oh how slim

HIS world revolved around his own pride
never did HE let anyone else abide

but one day, fate played its cruel game
and HIS ego was put to shame

It all started with a simple mistake

a slip of tongue, oh what a fake

but HIS ego, it could not handle

and thus began its ultimate dismantle

First, it started with a little bruise
but soon it turned into a huge abuse
HIS pride, it took a serious blow
and HIS ego, it started to slow

HE tried to hold on, to keep it alive
but HIS ego, it could not survive

It slowly withered, faded away
leaving HIM vulnerable, in disarray

No longer was HE the Center of attention
no longer did HE demand perfection

HIS ego, once so mighty and strong

was now gone, forever gone

And as HE look back, with a sigh
HE realize, it was all a lie

HIS ego, it was just a facade

a mask HE wore to hide HIS flaws

So here HE stand now without a trace
of HIS ego, once upon a face

and I must say HE did a fantastic thing
to finally let go of HIS false EGO....
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The Era Of Locomotive Engine And Environment
Today..

In the days of old, the locomotive engine roared
Its fumes engulfing the forest with a mighty force
the trees stood tall, basking in the smoky haze
enjoying the warmth, in a graceful daze

but now, the scene has drastically turned

the once pleasurable smoke has become a concern
pollution has spread its wings, far and wide

with no place to escape, nowhere to hide.

The environment, once serene and pure

Is now suffering, it's no longer secure

the greed of humans, has taken its toll
leaving behind a barren, contaminated soul
the air we breathe, once crisp and clean

Is now tainted, with toxic and unseen

the light that shone, through the forest green
Is now dimmed, by a smoggy screen.

The water that flowed, so crystal clear

Is now polluted, with no life to appear

the creatures of the forest, now cry in despair
their homes destroyed, beyond repair

Oh, the pain of Mother Nature, so deeply felt

as we witness the destruction, humanity has dealt
we must open our eyes, and see the truth

before it's too late, for our future generation.
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In My Heart's Graveyard

In the depths of my heart's graveyard

lies a collection of emotions so scarred

each one has attached memory, a story to tell
of life's beautiful, a never-ending carousel.

Some graves are adorned with flowers of joy
while others lie barren with pain and treachery
some are underneath the layers of dust and dirt
and some lie buried secrets and dreams so inert.

But as I wander through this heart's cemetery
I am struck by a moment of clarity

these emotions though buried and gone

have shaped me into who I have become.

My heart's graveyard is a reflection of my grace
It has strengthened my soul

though it may seem like a melancholy place,
now in this graveyard, I find my peace

my emotions may die and fade away

my spirit will continue to thrive, day by day.

M. Asim Nehal



And I Find My Home

Deep in thought,

my mind begins to roam,
through the depths of my soul,
And I find my home.

For deep thinking,

it's a journey, not a race,

a never-ending quest,

to find my place.

and I continue to delve,
into the depths of my mind.

And as I emerge,

from my deep thinking state,
It brings back with me,

a gift, a blessing in disguise,
a chance to explore,

and it opens up my eyes.
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The Match Stick, A Tool Of Ancient Lore

In days of old, when fire was a need,

A humble stick with a wondrous deed,
The match stick, a tool of ancient lore,

Did light the flames that lit the shore.
From forests deep, where ancient trees,
Did yield their bark, to make these sticks,
A tool of wonder, a gift to all,

The match, a story, tall and small.
Through wars and peace, it stood the test,
A symbol of hope, a beacon blest.

Today, In fields of battle, it's the match,

that brings the war to a new patch,

with every strike, it's a new fight,

and the match stick stands tall and bright.

From progress to destruction

The glamour of match stick stands unmatched and unparallel
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But Only For Show

Tighten your lips,

for words are a snare

In a city of blind devotees
who don't seem to care

about the power of speech and
the weight it holds

for in this place,

truth is often sold.

Silenced by the sword,

the speakers stand

fearful to voice their thoughts,

for they may be banned

In this city where words are a dangerous game
And those who speak out

are often met with shame.
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Some Moments

In the gardens of my mind,

memories bloom and unfold

Like delicate petals,

they unfurl and take hold

of the moments we share,

the laughter and the tears

the joys and the fears,

the moments we hold so tight
without letting it slip away from sight.
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Souls Connected...

In twilight's hush where the hearts entwine,

beyond the veil of time and space just purely divine,
our souls like stars, ignite the night,

a celestial bond so pure and truly bright.

Where the age is no bar nor the distance neither hue,
It only sever the ties that binds us true.

Above the caste and creed where the shadows fade,
In the light of love where emotions become the shade.

It's time to cherish this union which is very rare,
a bond that knows no human care.

where the heart and mind becomes true home,

a refuge from the world's wild moan.
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Baggage Of 2023......

The last day of the calendar year, will it carry the fear?

What will happen when hopes and dreams are put to the test,
Will the sun rises high again and will it bring cheer?

Or will the darkness of yesterday persist?

The sufferers wait with bated breath,

For the dawn of a new day, In a renewed hope and faith,

Will it bring them peace, or more strife?

Only time will tell, and the will of life.

Today the stars shine bright but are they are just guide?
just a reminder of the past, waves upon waves and a tide?
The moon glows full, but will it bring light?

Or just a shadow of the darkness of night?

The world is quiet on the last day of the hour

whispering secrets silently to the divine night,

as the trees sway gently giving a soothing sight,

Who will bring the solace or a new plight?

Not the last time the clock ticks on with a steady beat,
Will the countdown to the end will bring the year's treat,
Last wood burns bright tonight with a warm embrace,
But will it chase away the cold, the trace?

The day is ending, the night is near,

will the sufferers find peace, or more fear?

Only time will tell, and the will of fate,
On this last day of the calendar year we all wish..............
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Their Clouds Of Greed.

Clouds of greed, they gather fast,
their shadows cast a darkened past.

In halls of power they always scheme and plot,
their hunger for wealth is a never-ending thought.

Their grasping hands is far reaching and wide,
their hearts is as black as the night's tide.

Every word they utter is false with disguise,
their deeds are rubbish and they climd on crime so high.

Their cloud of greed is a storm so strong,
It rains down suffering everywhere all day long.

Their cloud of greed is also a poison so deep,
they are ready to wage a war without any heed.

Their cloud of greed isn't a curse so true,
nothing but it brings destruction, anew.
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Nature At Its Best - Haiku

flowers sway and bend
to the rhythm of the wild wind
a dance without end.

golden blooms abound
basking in the sun's warm glow

nature's love profound
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They Come Out From The Prison Of Mind.

Why people live inside the walls of their own creation,
does any prison exist in their own mental damnation.
Or they prefer the bars of doubt tied by the chains of fear,
How doe it looks like and why they remain trapped inside?

Some of these thoughts are like shackles that weigh me down,
as I roam this penitentiary to find some answers.

I return empty handed since they have a guard on watch,

It mock and taunt their sanity.

I hear throught the walls that echoes their inner screams,
As they struggle to break free from their dream.

But the more they fight, they realise tightening of the grip,
Is it a never-ending cycle which they can't seem to skip.

But amidst their chaos I see a glimmer of hope,

A ray of light slipping in their darkened slope.

As they run to look for the key to open their door,
They see the path of the door leads through their mind.

With each step they break the chains,

as they leave this prison and their mind now reigns.
They are no longer a captive,

And they walk free from this mental grave.
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Release This White Horse From The Dark Stable

In a dimly lit stable

where shadows dance and play,

A noble steed stands proud,

its coat as white as snow today.

Its mane and tail,

so fine and bright,

reflect the hope of a brighter night.

But beneath this beauty,

a darkness lies,

a world of turmoil,

where truth is disguised.

Politics and religion,

entwined like strands of fate,

divide us by tearing our hearts and souls apart.

The white horse whispers secrets in my ear,

of a time when love and unity were clear.

when faith was pure, and hope did not fade,

and all humanity stood together, united and made.

But now we fight and argue,

lost in our own views,

our differences are like weapons,

we wield it and time and again anew.
we forget that we are all the same,
children of one earth,

under one sky to proclaim.

I see a light in the eyes of the white horse,
a glimmer of hope,

a chance for what's right we endorse.

For though we may differ,

we can still find common ground,

together building bridges,

never letting hate surround.

Its time to heed the lessons of this noble steed,
and work towards peace,



with hearts both pure and freed.

For only then will we truly understand,
that we are all equal, hand in hand.
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Waves And Seagulls

Down by the sea,

where the waves crash and roar
seagulls take flight,

above the sandy shore.

Their wings spread wide,
as they glide on the breeze
with grace and ease,

they soar above the seas.

Their cooing calls,
echoing in the air

In tune with the waves,
a symphony so rare.

The waves and seagulls,
dancing in harmony

a sight to behold,

for all those who see.

As the waves retreat,

the seagulls land on the sand
pecking for scraps,

In a peaceful land.

But as the tide rises,
the seagulls take flight
once again, they soar,
In a magical sight.

Together they create,

a scene of pure bliss

the waves and seagulls,
their rhythm never amiss.

And as the sun sets,

and the day comes to a close

the waves and seaqgulls,

continue their dance so composed.



For in this world,

where chaos reigns supreme

the waves and seagulls,

are a reminder of a tranquil dream.
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Rise Again From Your Own Shadow

Rise again from your own shadow,
and shake off the doubt and fear,

for sure within you lies the power,
to conquer and persevere.

You may feel lost and broken,
and buried beneath the weight,
but deep within your soul,

Is a fire that cannot be tamed.

Embrace your inner strength,

and let it guide your way,

for you are more than just a shadow,
You are a shining ray.

Enough of been through the darkness,
enough you felt the pain of defeat,

It's time to rise from the ashes,

with an exhuberance and new sense of belief.

Who can hide you behind the shadow of doubts
the wind of change is driving out the clouds
behold your courage since you are a warrior,
And for sure your light will shine out.

Don't be afraid just spread your wings and fly,
high above the ground is your destination,
leave behind your past and embrace the change
Till you find your true self .

Rise again from your own shadow,
and let your spirit soar,

for you are capable of greatness,
and so much more and more.....
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A Void In Me And You

Yes the emptiness that I hold inside,

can be filled by the chasm of void you have,

a void in me and a void in you if gets entwined
the life will bloom with colours and perfumes.

A part in you and a part in me is a unique distribution,
Is it not a light to guide us through this journey?

In each others company we sure to solve life's puzzle
and would chase away the darkness of dismal.

Let our two voids become one

and embrace the love of truth

and set free all worries in smoky air

peace is the only mantra to live this life happily.
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Think And Decide.

What buys us love, what buys us fame,

Who whispers sweet notings in our ear,

and who opens doors and breaks down walls,
will it turn our dreams into shining stars?

Then why we still cling to our pride and prejudice,
why our egos fueling the fire of disdain,

does it not scorn and mock to self?

We only bring harm again and again.

Time is ripe to break free from these chains of hate,
And let love and compassion heal our fate,
this only seems the possible way to find some grace,
And learn to live together in a better place.
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With Self In Peace

In valleys deep, where shadows sleep,
silence echoes through the trees so steep,
while thoughts lingers within my mind,
and searches for the sweet moments.

I take refuge from life's noise and strife,
to dwell in peaceful moments for a while.
where echoes of serenity abound,

while silences resound all around

and reveals the secret of peaceful life.
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Rubaiyat - Together

We share the same sky together,

no matter where we are,

It is a gift we'll always remember,

for it brings us closer than ever before.
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A New Ploy By China- H9n2

Today, I saw the skies grow gray again

and the clouds of fear descend ~

ominous signs that all is not well-intended

I fear the streets bustling with crowd now

will go empty once again?

As China warns of a surge in respiratory illnesses

It also warned of major outbreak between now and next spring.
While, world is busy to resolve Russia-Ukraine

and Hamas-Israel conflicts, China is busy somewhere else,
the winds howl warnings of an imminent plight

a lockdown looms, casting shadows through the night

and though we may resist but our fate seems to be sealed
Is it a ploy by China? ?
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Rubai - Kings

Kings of their own games, playing life's chess

making moves to win, they don't take any rest.

No one can stop them, they always make their lead

by hook or by crook, they wish to ensure every success
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When Raven Unearths

In the twilight of life the raven looked up

a soul that was once pure, now tainted by sin
a holy face that once glowed and now dipped in mockery
as darkness of lust creeps in

his eyes were like a pool of midnight blue
turn to the depths of his despair

once full of hope, now consumed again

from a shadow that won't go away

his lips were full of grace and love

now fearing scorn, the evil mound above

his skin was as smooth as white alabaster
now the endless night line breaks.

The raven sees all that is sad

for what was lost, what could have been gained
but instead, something bad happened

he left her only a shell of his soul....
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Senryu - Poetic Brain Awakes

soft moonlight glows
on rippling waters still
peaceful night descends

silent stars twinkle high
moonlight casts deep shadows below

poetic brain awake
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Haiku - November Blooms

scents of wildflowers
releases essence around
whispers through the trees
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Rubai - Common Man

Inside my head, I'm shouting so loud

wishing somebody would hear me through this crowd
trying to be understood, powerful and proud

but nobody's listening, no matter how much I shout.
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Who Will Stitch Pyjamas For Giraffe?

Oh, who will stitch pyjamas for Giraffe?
A tall and silly sight, indeed!

his spots so bright, his neck so long,

he needs some sleepwear that's strong!

Perhaps Zebra could give it a try,

with her stripes of black and white, she'd fly!
or maybe Monkey, with such nimble hands,
could sew up pajamas fit for a stand!

but wait, there's more! Hyena would laugh,
as she crafted pyjamas in half-moon snatch!
and Hippo, with her big round belly,

would make sure they were cozy and jolly!
For sure Elephant won't give it a try,

he has many other potatoes to fry.

No matter who does what for this tall animal,
yet Giraffe deserves the best of cheer!

In their natural pajamas, he'll dream of trees,
and wake to find his wildest pleas!
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A Closed Secret Door With A Hidden Key

A closed secret door with a hidden key somewhere,

though eyes sees not, mind perceives it deep

mysteries that enshroud the secret of what lies ahead,

SO0 many secrets, before even one is said,

my mind catches hints of what lies beyond,

each hint makes the urge to know even stronger than before
the desire to know calls my name from within

the thought of so many mysteries deep within

a tug overcome by the curiosity that is within

my heart races as I unlock the secret of all that I have seen
my spirit is enlightened and I'm filled with reverance,

the secrets I uncover make me come alive with every glance.

Finally, the door opens and reveals a secret I couldn't expect

It holds adventures unknown and knowledge I must accept

full of mysteries, some more complex than others

the mysteries linger as I slowly uncover more one after another.
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Those Who Are Trying To Hide An Elephant

Oh, you think you can hide an elephant with ease?
Under a hanky, oh so neatly please?

That's a sight to behold,

And too funny to be believed.

If you tried to wrap a trunk,

It would probably just go &quot;clunk&quot;,
And if you tried to hide a leg,

It would look like a big mushroom-y egg.

Your handkerchief may be soft and fine,

But it won't contain that massive form divine,
So don't even try, my dear, it's futile,

To cover up that wondrous creature wild!

The tail just couldn't fit,

And the ears would be a hit,

Even the tusks would be a chore,

To put in a handkerchief, you'd have to be a pro.

So if you want to cover an elephant,

don't use a handkerchief,

Instead use a big tarp,

and you'll have a hide-and-seek elephant in the dark.
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Paint Me In Your Colours

My life is a blank canvas, waiting to be filled

I'm searching for love, so tell me what will you build?
fill me up with your love, your passion and your heart
paint me in your colours, and never let me part.

I'm standing in the sun, waiting for the light,

Your love is like a rainbow, reaching me in the night
I'm ready to be changed, ready for a brand new start
let your love come in and fill up my heart.

Let your love be the paint, let it splash on my face,
Let your love bring me joy, let it fill up this space,
Let your love be the beauty that I can't ignore,

Let your love be the colour that I can't ignore.

Paint me in your colours, make me bright and bold
Let our love be the brush that paints forever untold
Show me all the beauty that life can bring

Paint me in your colours and I will sing.
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Haiku - A New Day Is Born

crimson light through fog
dewdrop gleaming in the night
a new day is born

a soft morning dew,
flowers burst in vibrant hues,

renewal of life.
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A Song For You...

Verse 1

The scent of your words, keeps lingering in my thoughts
Can't get it out, no matter how hard I try

My mind is searching, can't find your whereabouts
Where did you go? I feel so lost without you here

Chorus

You were here, but now You're gone

The scent of Your words lingers on

My heart is searching, can't find Your trace
Where did You go? I'm lost in this place

Verse 2

My senses are heightened, I'm searching for a clue
My heart is so broken, with no one to turn to

The scent of Your words, it still lingers in my mind
Where did You go? I'm left behind

M. Asim Nehal



A Futile Bargain

I continued to bargain with death the virtues of life
but with no avail as death had its own strife.

Though my heart trembled with the thought of mortality
yet I kept pace with life within my own mortality.

Now I know all the things that I longed in life
will remain unfulfilled in its own strife.

Death had its own way to put life in prespective,
and I have my own ways to understand the life's mystery.

I ended my plea to death knowing this baragin is futile
and a new journey to eternity began.....
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This October

This October is neither cold nor dry,

thoughts are hanging up somewhere, lost in air
neither floating nor flowing, they defy

the chilled dark nights, elusive, they impair.

Shining stars are neither bright nor pale,

their glimmer dulled by this peculiar gloom

the moon seems dew-stuck, its light grown frail,
neither beaming nor gleeing, as if entombed.

Oh, globe, this warming is making me sick,

longing for the cold moments of October past,
when crisp air kissed my cheeks with icy lick,
and winter's mantle held the world steadfast.

But alas, the seasons change, and so must we,
yet memories of cold October shall forever be.
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Haiku - Freshness

dew on petals gleams,
morning whispers golden dreams,
sunshine paints prism.
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Lively Conversation - A Bird And A Pond

A bird flew towards the pond, its feathers a-glow,

sat on at one side of its bank, where the willows grow.
It looked out upon the water, so calm and so still,

and started a conversation, with a gentle thrill.

'You poor pond, don't you feel dumb,

Lying in one place, just waiting for others?

I feel pity at times as I pass by,

For your life is so quiet, without any fuss or sigh.'

The birds that sing so sweetly up high,

the small creatures that crawl and scurry by.
The trees so tall, they reach the sky,

the river roaring, with fish swimming by

It's a beautiful sight, that's for sure,

who could deny that this jungle is pure?

The wonders of nature are amazing to see
look around, how beautiful this jungle can be!

Oh Pond, please speak to me and share your grief,

I am eager to listen no matter what's your brief.

The pond looked up at the bird, with a ripple and a smile,
'Ah, but my life is not so dull, my dear bird, all the while.

Your cheerfulness gives us all such joy,

no one else can make us feel this way without a ploy.
So nice of you to feel my pain that's not,

I am happy go lucky, I don't need to roam like you all.

I am home to so many, a haven and a rest,

a place where the fish swim, and the frogs take their nest.’
You come to me to quench your thirst,

I can make that happen without any fuss.

The bird listened to the pond's words, with a tilt of its head,
'T never thought of it that way, my dear pond, I am fed.
Your depths are so deep, your waters so clear,

a place of beauty, where life is held dear.'



So the bird and the pond sat, in the sun's warm light,
and shared their thoughts and stories, without a fight.
For though they were different, they saw the same,

a world full of wonder yet so mundane.

M. Asim Nehal
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Demand Of Blood Is More Than Its Supply

In the Ghaza strip a tale of woe unfolds,

It is a land of strife where blood flows like a river,
The cries of the innocent and the screams of despair
gets overshadowed by arrogance, atrocity, and terror.

Since 1945 a fight for rights is on, on the blessed land,
a struggle for freedom and a cry in the night,

does humanity exist in this part of the world?

Does anyone hear the cry for help?

Can there be any more testament to man's inhumanity.

The stench of death where the scars of hatred wounds humanity,
who cares for the children of Ghaza and their uncertain future,
they have become a pawn in a game of power and greed.

The world watches like a bystander,

As the conflict rages with a never-ending cycle,
The blood of the innocent stains the holy land,
Will the waves of sea will carry a plea for peace.

The arrogance of power and the lust for might,
Blinds the leaders of pride with merciless hearts,
The atrocities committed is a shame to humanity,
a mirage of peace looms in the sand of hope now.

Who will stand together to restore the peace,

When world is divided into two parts and views

the situation through the lens of their own interest,

For the people of Ghaza the clouds of war are never ending,
With little hope since demand of blood is more than its supply.
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Cauvery River - A Bone Of Contention

Two states are fighting tooth and nail,

Over a natural water stream

That has made its own course to flow

While the river knows no bound

We humans seldom understand it

One state wants to hold the water by building dams

While the land of other state waits for its share

Joy of the river is broken to pieces

The lawyers are fighting in courtrooms

Papers and files are piling up

Leaders have their own agenda

Reformists and social activists are on &quot;Dharna&quot;
Land and Farmers are in full hope

But no one is concerned about the river.

Dharna: a way of showing your disagreement with something by refusing to
leave a place.
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Pain Of A River.

The river's pain is like a song,

A melody that's been so long,

A refrain that's been sung so strong,
It echoes through the ages long.

It flows through mountains, valleys deep,
Through forests dark and forests sleep,
It carries life and death and dreams,

And all the secrets that it gleams.

M. Asim Nehal
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Four Liner -

Love's colors, so vibrant and bold

a rainbow of emotions for relations to behold

a symphony of the soul that orchestrates the melodies
and the life on earth lifts up in ecstasy.

M. Asim Nehal



Once Upon A Time ~

Once upon a time, in a deep valley,
There lived a young shepherd with a flat belly.

He roamed the fields, tending his flock,
With a gleam in his eye, a secret he'd lock.

For this shepherd, you see, had a great passion,
To create a device that would aid his sheep's ration.

He dreamed of a contraption to guide his flock,
To the lushest pastures, while he took a sweet restock.

With gears and pulleys, he labored day and night,
Inventing and tinkering, he wouldn't lose sight.

He toiled in his workshop, with a feverish skill,
Crafting a masterpiece, he called it 'Sheep-queen.’

Now, the Sheep-queen was a marvelous sight,
With wheels and wings, it shone so bright.

But the problem arose when the sheep caught a glance,
They ran in terror, as if in a trance.

The shepherd watched, with a disappointed sigh,
His grand invention scattered the sheep, oh my!

He tried coaxing and chasing, he even played tunes,
But the sheep found his Sheep-queen ridiculously jejune.

His dreams of invention were completely in vain,
As the sheep made a dash for the steepest terrain.

So, the shepherd accepted a life that was mundane,
No more inventing, no grand scheme to attain.

But as fate would have it, a twist came about,
When a sheep named Bessie began to shout.



She said, 'Oh, dear shepherd, why can't we explore?
Discover greener pastures than ever before? '

The shepherd was puzzled, but an idea sparked bright,
He had been looking too far, when the answer was 'right.'

He took off his thinking cap, put on his walking shoes,
And ventured with Bessie, under the sky's hues.

Together they found meadows, so divine,
Where sheep could indulge, with plenty to dine.

And so, the young shepherd learned a valuable lesson,
Sometimes the simplest plans, bring the greatest expression.

His Sheep-queen abandoned, a lesson was clear,
To follow the sheep, not chase dreams austere.

Driven like the sheep, he learned with a grin,
That sometimes life's humor is found in a trial.
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Only Pain Unites Us

In this suffering world, where pain is everywhere,
power emerges, connecting the bleeding heart.
When suffering binds, in our darkest hour,

love murmurs softly, its power is infinite.

But alas, acceptance of love is a short-lived spell.

because as the temptations subside, his grip begins to loosen.
His unity is fading, like a bright light,

when we suffer alone, we find rest.

Success, they say, brings out our truth,

creates a desire for unity and unlimited loyalty.

But here too, the link is tied to time,

because as soon as wealth is acquired, its essence declines.

Religion's embrace, a sanctuary devout,

unites the faithful, in awe and devout.

But faith alone cannot last forever,

when the motivation is different, then unity departs.

Country or region is a temporary unite,
when we go far, we remain in closeness.
No sooner as we return to our bases

the ropes are loosened, and unity declines.

Therefore, let us be careful when pain joins our hearts,
because it reveals the deepest part of our humanity,
and we seek unity through the ups and downs of life,

a unity that is permanent, that accepts everyone.
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Rubai - On Voyage

A journey of dreams and desires,

our ship is sailing, on a voyage afar.

what evidence you need for unconditional love? ?
two souls united, both heart and mind.
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Haiku - Morning's Masterpiece

as the sun ascends,
painting the skies in sweet hues,
waves dance with delight.

chirping birds take flight,
melody in harmony,
nature's symphony.

vibrant colors blend,
nature's palette on display,

morning's masterpiece.
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A Letter From Soul To Body And From Body To Soul

Dear Body, as we age, together we face,

the trials and tribulations that life imparts,

though armoured with resilience and grace,

We try our best to conquer each challenge that departs.

Dear Body, I know that the time weather thee,

your strength and beauty are not forever there to be,
an unbreakable bond holds us close, entwined,

In unity that we find eternal bliss assigned and aligned.

Dear Body, you are indeed a vessel of my very soul,
a cherished home where spirits intertwine,

In you, my essence finds its cherished role,
together, we form a wondrous design.

Within your eyes, I see my passions rise,

In every breath, our unity unfolds,

Oh, Body, you granted me the strength to be wise,
and nurtured and honoured as life unfolds.

Yet, I must confess, I've not been kind,
neglected, mistreated, I have betrayed,

to you, my doubts and fears, I've oft assigned,
forgive me, for the sins I have displayed.

Oh, soul, you are my guiding light,

In this world of shadows and blight,

your whispers of hope, so pure and calm,
encouraged me to carry on, despite the harm.

Though the mirror may reveal weary lines,
and painful joints hint at aging signs,

my spirit remains unyielding and bold,

for you, dear soul, keep my fire untold.

With love and gratitude, I end this plea,

a letter from my soul to body and from body to my soul, you see,
together they will find solace and peace,

fulfilling this existence, never to cease.
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Do They Meet To Discuss How To Kill Humans?

Why they meet at a place where shadows dance and play
And call it Summit, while they wear black and gray
they speak in whispers, their voices low and grim

Do they meet to discuss, how to kill the humans?

Or to show off to the world that they care for lives
their eyes glow with malice, filled with wicked delight
As they plot and scheme, in the dimness of the night
their plans are sinister, their intentions are clear

to weave a web of chaos, indulging in their fear

like snakes, they all slither in, graceful and sly

their venomous tongues, spreading deceit and lies
they coil and twist, in the cunning entwined

by placing daggers in hearts, with a charm so refined
let them meet to discuss, their malicious strife

but the spirit of humanity will conquer in this life.
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How Similar Our Life Is When Compared To A Rice
Grain

Rice stirs and steams in a boiler,
does it not reflect the life of humans?

From murky, thick, and hazy waters,
we persist like a grain of rice.

We burst free from the cover of the care,
and face the harsh truth of the world.

As we flourish in the midst of struggle and muck,
and comes out from the depth like the rice does.

Boiling in the kettle of fate and keeping patience,
this is what life demands to simmer and soften.

Just as rice transforms, so do we,
cooking our path to what will be.

Each grain has a specific purpose so true,
and they come together as we should do.

Our lives unroll from pot to plate,
seasoned with both hot and cold slate.

The sweltering heat of trials, a searing feat,
refining our souls for a delectable treat.

We discover ourselves in the kitchen of worth
blending flavours to make our own birth.

Though the ground and the path differ,
yet we both have the similar ending.

M. Asim Nehal



Half Baked Bread And Burnt Rotis

In a e-kitchen all managed by hi-tech some mishaps abound,
All started when half baked bread and burnt rotis are found,
We all know that life's experience tests both skill and flair,
So let us embark on a journey of laughter and satirical tier.

It appeared an easy ask to make a loaf of bread, golden and round,

But the challenges were several, a secret, yet to be found,

Blame it on room temperature or flames, half-baked it came to our wonder,
Was the baker drowsy or caught in a blunder?

He may argue that the oven was a bit too mild,

Or maybe the yeast was feeling too wild,

Jokingly he said fear not, dear friends, for it's not all dire,
Half baked bread can still ignite culinary desire.

He offered a slice gently cut and spread with butter,

And to disguise he suggested to eyes, and let taste buds flutter,
He wanted to check if imperfect form creates any thrill,

A crispy exterior and a watery mouth will chew the soft fill.

Now my turn to make the rotis, oh what a plight,
Cooking them evenly seems quite a fight,

One side is charred, the other, too pale,

Oh dear, it seems, we've got quite the fail.

But don't you fret, for in every burnt bite,

There's a spark of humor, a comedic light,

It brings us together, through laughter and fun,
Sharing stories of kitchen mishaps, everyone's done.

Life's experience teaches us lessons, you see,
As we navigate the realms of dough and tea.

For in our failures, we find strength to try,

To bake better bread and rotis that won't fry.

But beyond the kitchen, a lesson we find,
In these comical mishaps, a truth behind,
Socio-economic issues may come and go,
But humor and laughter keep our spirits afloat.



In every burnt roti and half baked loaf,
don't we find a reminder, that life's full of hope.
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What A Milkshake!

Under the clear sky where moon was shining so bright

my wife offered me a milkshake and my thoughts got delight
now there sat a poet in me with a grin

Sippin' on a milkshake from within

and this milkshake succeeded in instilling some cleverness,
for it contained herbal mixed thoughts all mashed together
and with every sip a swirl of widened the word appeared,

a taste of brilliance under the moonbeams so absurd.

A poet in me took a curious sip and felt the madness
did wife tricked me with milkshake or the moonbeams?
I felt like a dancing on the waves of thoughts

with milkshake trove

first came a thought of fluffy bunnies,

hoppin' around with cottoned tummies.

Then a thought of flying cats,

zoomin' through the skies, just like bats

next, a thought of polka dots, decorating cows in fancy clots
followed by a thought of rubber ducks,

wearing suits and trading stocks.

Oh, how this milkshake teased the mind, with giggly thoughts, so hard to find.
A poet in me laughed and the pen in hand wrote a poem, oh so grand.

for each sip brought forth a verse, an absurdity, a poet's curse.

but it was the laughter, the joy it brought,

that made this milkshake worth the thought.

Now don't start blaming me for all this rubbish,

just grab the milkshake in your hand and take a sip

and let your thoughts mix and twirl with glee,

and read this poem again to realise the humor all set free.
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Rubaiyat...

Thoughts mix and mingle, like the waves of the ocean.
They walk free from human command;

Confusion arises and resolves,

And life moves on and on....
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Tanka -

when the shadows creep

and surrounds me from all spheres
dream whispers secrets

to guide me through endless maze
and shows the peace, hard to find.
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A Morning With Nature.

They whisper secrets, nature's mettle,

when morning dew adorns each petal,

who asks these buds to grow and glow?

and embrace the magic that spring bestows.

The canvas of creation takes form,

And as the days grow little warm,

their beauty blossoms, enchanting eyes,
as spring's enchantment multiplies.
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At Old Age Home

In an old age home, a tale of a young girl unfolds,

her eyes filled with tears and her heartache untold.

Her parents kept it clandestine and held their lips tight,
Until the school took the students to the old age home site.

The sky came crushing down, when she discovered her grandma,
sitting quietly and praying, all alone in dilemma.

For years, they'd been living in their own worlds totally unaware,
One in the old age home, and one in despair.

The girl's emotions overflowed like a stream,

When she saw her grandmother's eyes, like a fading gleam.
She was too young to understand, how grandma reached here
Nothing could console her, grief, pain, sorrow and fear.

Her parents, busy and driven by their strife,
Could hardly care for her dear grandma's life.
But now, the truth was unveiled, crystal clear,
And it pierced her heart, instilling deep fear.

How could they let her suffer, all alone,

In the confines of the old age home?

The girl's love for her grandma surged in full,
As she embraced her in an eternal pull.

With every touch, she felt the love so deep,

A bond restored, a promise to keep.

Through tears and whispers, they shared their embrace,
A newfound connection, in this sacred place.

The old age home, once filled with muted sound,
Now echoed laughter, as love was found.

For in the midst of loneliness and decay,

A granddaughter's love, like a sun's warm ray.
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Ode To Diamond

You are a diamond, so regally crowned,
sparkling with brilliance, always renowned.

In the eyes of the penniless, you gleam,
a treasure revealed, beyond their wildest dream.

From rough mines deep within the earth's embrace,
you emerge, adorned with elegance and grace.

Even in the vastness of the endless sky,
your radiance claims its place, soaring high.

In every form, you shine, an everlasting light,
bringing joy and wonder, by day or night.

A gem of beauty, for others to admire,
a symbol of strength, every heart's desire.

No matter where you are or how you appear,
you hold untold power in all forms with sincere.

To all who seek solace, you offer your glow,
A beacon of hope, in a world of woe.

Ode to Diamond, you reign supreme,
A timeless gem that fulfills every dream.
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Urge / Desire

When the sun was on the verge of setting
and the moon revealed its glimpses

the weary looking faces

began to radiate in my eyes

and the dormant giant in me

began to knock at the door of craving.

The starry night with its overall sparkle
Ignited the pale fire

and the creatures painted on the walls
began to come alive

with passionate eyes

and the fearful little soul

gathered courage to push them back.

But when the overflowing moon
exposed beauty to the eyes

and the front mirror

reminded me the true reflection

I struggle for entire night

and when the moon finally made way
for the orange sun

the droplets of desires slowly
surrendered to the verdant grass

and concealed beneath the vast earth.
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A Successful Politician

His distorted intellect, vision of dominance

and his poisonous speech spills animosity.

He disregarded the pleas of mothers and destroyed homes,
Is this his fabric crafted by fate?
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Haiku - Breeze

butterflies flutter,
In ecstasy they hover,
breezes gently blow.
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Rubai - Rains

When nature wears her Grey Suit with pride,

clouds gather together and bring rain to every side.

The earth is blessed with virtues anew,

nature provides stunning views and the greenery returns.
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Gather Courage To Fight

In the game of justice, where crooks conspire,
And the laws try to escape, like a bird on fire.
While books gather dust upon forgotten shelves,
And truth remains hidden like pearls in the shells.

What is the use of hue and cry when tides are stormy,
When villains dance with wicked in open twisted glee,
How will the justice prevail in such a situation.

When corruption in the system meant to be free.

O' darkness is the the time for you to let the light shine,
Shower courage to the hearts like vintage wine.

and let the truth blossom once again with power divine,
For justice is resilient, forever strong.

Hold the scales else it will tip and sway,

use your power to guide fairness finds its rightful way.
Though the road is treacherous and full of strife,

Remind self that hope keeps burning in the darkest night.

The game may be rigged, but let it be known,
That truth cannot be silenced, nor overthrown.
For justice, a beacon, will always rise,
A guiding star, piercing deceitful skies.

So let us fight for what we know is right,
With every law, injustice we'll ignite.

For in this game, where crooks may deceive,
We'll hold firm, and justice we'll retrieve.

In the end, the villains will be revealed,

and their deceit exposed, forever repealed.

For the game of justice, though tested and tried,
shall prevail, when truth and courage collide.
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This Chewing Gum Is So Long And So Thin

This chewing gum is so long and so thin,

It's like a never-ending elastic string,

I chewed and I chewed, but it never ends,

No matter how much I try to pretend,

I pulled and I pulled, it stretched to my surprise,
As if it had grown wings and decided to rise.

From my mouth, it flew across the room,
sticking to the wall like a sticky balloon,

It stuck to the cat, oh what a delight,

running around with gum in its fur, what a sight!
I chased after it with soap and a sponge,

but that sticky gum just clung and clung,
eventually, I had to cut it away,

leaving the cat's fur looking a little astray.

But the gum was still there, it had barely been touched,
not even a dent, not even a smudge,

It stretched on forever, it seemed to defy,

all logic and reason, it reached for the sky,

I tried to chew it some more, to make it shrink,

but the more I chewed, the longer it did link.

Now it draped down from my mouth like a rope,

I could use it to climb up a very steep slope,

It's become quite a nuisance, this chewing gum so thin,
I'm tangled in it now, quite literally, from toe to chin,

Now, if you see me struggling and trying to break free,
please lend a hand, and help me un-stick this chewy spree!
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Rubaiyat - Unfurl

Through eloquence, my tales they do unfurl,

In verses forged, the essence of each pearl.

I slice through darkness with my sharpened wit,
And leaves behind the truth, a precious twirl.
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A True Woman

In a world of make-believe and disguise,
There stands a woman, true and wise,
her spirit shines like a guiding star,

a beacon of light, no matter how far.

Her heart is a canvas, painted with care,

filled with compassion and willing to share,

she loves unconditionally with a love that's real,
A care that's genuine for any wound to heal.

Her words are like poetry, enchanting the air,
flowing gracefully, like a melody very rare,
she speaks with a grace, a gentle embrace,
her voice a soothing balm, in a hectic pace.

Her strength knows no bounds, like a force of nature,
she stands tall through storms, a fearless creator,
she faces life's trials with unwavering might,

A warrior, fierce, ready to fight.

Her laughter is infectious, a joyful sound,
spreading happiness, all around,

her smile so radiant, it brightens the day,
chasing away darkness, leading the way.

Her embrace is comforting, a warm refuge,
a sanctuary where worries diffuse,

she offers solace, a safe haven to rest,

a love-filled sanctuary, she knows best.

A true woman, she's a rare gem,

her authenticity shines, beyond any stem,
she stands strong, with virtues untold,

an embodiment of love, a soul of pure gold.
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Where Do I Go, In Search Of Peace?

In search of peace, where do I go?
To serene valleys or oceans' flow?

Do I seek solace in a mountain's height,
Or in a meadow, bathed in golden light?

Shall I wander amidst a forest's hush,
Where nature's symphony whispers and thrush?

Perhaps on a shore, as waves crash gently,
Or in a sanctuary, where serenity is crafted.

But the truth remains, peace is not discovered afar,
It resides within, like a guiding star.

Deep in our souls, where stillness abounds,
In moments of silence, genuine peace is found.
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Haiku- Season Of Love.

autumn leaves cascade,
love's colors paint the skyline,
eternal beauty.
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Rubaiyat - Life.

The shifting sands, ever-changing in hue,

reflect the ephemerality we knew.

like waves that crash upon the shore, we learn,
each moment precious, each day something new.
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How Will She Admire The Rainbow In The Sky~

When we attempt to seek the rainbow of life
In the eyes of a poor little girl

unaware of the truth

that in a world of murky gloom

all colours have faded away

leaving her in emptiness.

No rainbow to adorn in the endless sky,

no vibrant shades to captivate her tired sight,

she perceives, merely a delusion that society idolizes,
with masked chaos, anguish, and hardship,

the girl is trapped in life's somber depths,

only shadows to frolic with and struggles to conceal.

How will she praise the rainbow in the sky~
When there are no rains nor the sun is looking bright.
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Senryu - Silent Sand

with a tempest roar~
the waves travel to the shore
and meets silent sand
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On A Road Less Travelled - Hilarious Experience.

On a road less travelled, I once found my way,

but little did I know it led me astray.

Oh, how I thought I was being adventurous and unique,
but instead, I ended up with a major critique.

The sign was obscure and blend into the scenery,
And I was too excited to notice it clearly.

Off I went, full of gusto and cheer,

not a clue that failure was creeping near.

The road quickly twisted, turned, and wound,

I realized then that I was utterly disoriented and confound.
No GPS could save me from this mess,

I had unwittingly stumbled into a bizarre wilderness.

The road grew narrower, filled with potholes and bumps,
as I drove along, I couldn't help but feel like a chump.
The map in my hand seemed to mock and sneer,

It was clear that I was on the road of wrong steer.

Suddenly, I spotted a sign just up ahead,

but I couldn't make out what it exactly said.

I squinted my eyes, trying to read the letters,

And there it was, 'Welcome you foolish to the land of betters! '

I laughed, realizing the irony of my fate,

I had taken a road that spelled nothing but mistake.
But hey, life's a journey, and laughter is a must,

even when you find yourself in the land of absurd gust.

The lesson I learned I share for those who dare,

to venture down roads that might lead to despair.
Don't forget your map or your common sense,

or else you'll end up in foolish, hilarious consequence.
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Haiku - Contrast

on the fertile earth,
nature's beauty finds its worth,
seeking inner view.

silent poetry
as the leaves rustle near tomb

peaceful surrender.
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Senryu - Interlock.

hand in hand, we walk,
through the garden of desire,
heartbeats interlock.

M. Asim Nehal



Who Pulled That Trigger?

In shaded depths where inquiries linger,
the reverberations of a bone-chilling figure,
a hushed setting, a life overturned,
whispered utterances,

'Who pulled that trigger? '

A weapon's fury, a lethal scheme,

once entrusted in these quivering hands,
but who released that fateful blow,

that left a spirit desolate and low?

Was it the hand of wrath, unkind,

Of retribution fueled and fraught with kindling?
Or was it desperation's plea,

That pulled the trigger, setting free?

Maybe it was the hand of dread,
A trembling grip, yet crystal clear,
The heart once untainted,

now stained with transgression,
Ignited by a darkness within.

Or perhaps the hand that pulled the blade,
was guided by a twisted struggle,

a sickly mind, consumed by detestation,
launching agony,

sealing a merciless destiny.

Oh, such burden this question carries,
the enigma of an untold tale,

for in that instant,

silent and ruthless,

Lie shattered dreams and shattered fuel.

So let us contemplate,

each and every one,

the aftermath of a life's downfall,

and pray for justice to be revealed,

for truth's revelation, that we're assigned.



For in the end, it still matters,

who bears the cost,

who settles the debt,

to heal the wounds and bring about peace,
for life to discover its sweet release.
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Power, Politics And Chewing Gum.

Ya, this power chair, what a spectacle!
like a chewing gum stretched thin, so irrefutable.

In the land of democracy, it proudly stands,
yet its integrity seems to slip through our hands.

The promises made with such certainty and flair,
melting away, like the stretched gum, unfair.

With each passing day, it loses its flavor,
leaving us stuck, in a state of constant labor.

The chair, once sturdy, now wobbles and bends,
as politicians cater to their own selfish ends.

They chew on the issues and deceive us so long,
just enough to appease, then they move along.

The people, mere chewers, caught in the middle,
left to grapple with problems, as they constantly twiddle.

We spin in circles, like gum stuck under the shoe,
trapped in the mess as the politicians pursue.

Their insincere smiles, oh how they deceive,
making promises they'll never believe.

This long and thin chewing gum is so absurd,
Is it a reflection of the politics we've endured.

But fear not, my fellow citizens, we must not despair,
we'll rise together, with voices clear and fair.

Let's reshape this gum, mold it back into shape,
holding these politicians accountable with no escape.

For we, the people, hold the power in hand,
to rid ourselves of this crumbling, chewed land.



Time is ripe to unite before it is too late lets fight,
and restore the chair's integrity, oh what a sight!

No longer a chewing gum, stretched thin and long,
but a seat of honor, where truth and justice belong.
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Haiku ~ Nature's Hygiene

Torrential downpour

cleansing the world with its might
nature's cleansing power
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Ants On Her Dead Body.

In the slow sound of violin, I shall lament,

for an eerie sight which I had witness and I so bent,
Ants on her body, they crawled and roamed,

A haunting scene, in darkness, intoned.

She lay so still, upon the ground,

As if in slumber, forever bound,

But beneath her skin, a secret concealed,
a mass of ants, a conquest revealed.

They scurried cross her flesh, in blackened march,
their tiny legs, a symphony of dread and arch,
each step they took, a shudder sent,

ants on her body, a mournful event.

Her once radiant beauty, now marred and worn,
by nature's army, her form so torn,

they feasted upon her, with all their might,

a somber dance, in the moon's pale light.

They devoured her being, piece by piece,
while I, a witness, felt sorrow's release,
for in her demise, I saw life's cruel fate,
ants on her body, a dirge resonates.

Oh the creatures how relentless and small,
their hunger, a testament to nature's call,
they cared not for her spirit, now lost,

as they consumed her, despair's final cost.

And as the night wore on, their feast complete,
a silence fell, a requiem so bittersweet,

for though she now rested in eternal sleep,

the ants on her body, their memory, I'll keep.
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Ants On Her Body ~

In the sweltering heat of summer, she stretched out on the lawn,
unaware of the insects that congregated on her dainty form.

With precision, they scurried, a minuscule army on their march,
exploring every inch, from her head down to her inarch.

Collar that once stood erect, now a park for these creatures,
they built their hills and tunnels, conducting tiny features.

She twitched and wriggled, feeling tickles down her back,
unaware that ants were revelling in a divine attack.

They tickled her neck and frolicked on her nostrils,
unknown to her, they had assumed a powerful pose.

She stirred in her slumber, as if under a peculiar spell,
and the ants scattered swiftly, unable to dwell.

But still they persisted with their mission to make it complete,
exploring her physique like never before in discreet.

She awoke with a bewildered expression upon her visage,
blinking away sleep and searching for any vestige.

But the ants had vanished, retreating to their diminutive world,
leaving her body with a tale that would soon be unfurled.

From that day, she never relaxed in the sun's warm embrace,
always cautious of the ants and their mischievous chase.

For she learned a peculiar lesson, one that defied the norm,
that even on her body, ants could leave an enduring form.
Note: Word Inarch: Meaning graft (a plant) by connecting a growing branch

without separating it from its parent stock. To the end of the roots.
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When Love's Not On Cue, Be Patient.

Today In jungle when the atmosphere is wild,

there Live a lion and a lioness, untamed and styled.
They enjoy to rule the beasts with their mighty roar,
whereas, their romantic life was still very bore.

As the day progressed and the sun shone bright and strong,
the lion beheld his lioness, all day long.

He puffed up his mane, feeling bold and grand,

ready to woo his love with a romantic demand.

When he approached her with confidence, full of pride,
the lioness rolled her eyes, trying to hide,

She said, 'Not now, my dear king of the wild,

I have a headache, don't be so riled.'

The lion was taken aback, feeling quite down,
he wanted passion and romance, not a frown.
But determined, he tried a different approach,
maybe laughter would win and he would encroach.

He told her jokes and silly tales so amusing,
he even did tricks, like a lion quite confusing.
But the lioness sighed, 'Oh, my silly mate,
can't you see I'm tired? Let's just wait.'

Defeated but undeterred, the lion thought of a new plan,
he'd set the mood, like a true romantic man.

He killed a deer and placed before her with all flair,

but the lioness yawned, saying, 'l need fresh air.'

Taking a deep breath, the lion held back his moves,
Another thought appeared to him like the fiery grove.
He asked, 'Darling, when will we become one? '

She replied, 'Oh, my love, just after dinner is done.'

But dinner came and went, and still no embrace,
the lion felt frustrated, losing all his grace.
He pleaded, 'Enough of this waiting, my dear,



let's indulge in love, and banish this fear.'

The lioness smiled, seeing his desperation so clear,
she said, 'I've been teasing, my love, never fear.
For you, my king, patience is the key,

now let's make our love roar with fiery glee! '

With a playful growl, they came together at last,
two fierce hearts beating, the moment so vast.
Their passion ignited, like a blazing fire,

and their love making noises louder than any choir.

In the jungle, their roars echoed with delight,
as the lion and the lioness embraced the night.
From that day forward, they became one,
their love and laughter under the golden sun.

Here is a little advice for all, when love's not on cue,
have a laugh, be patient, and let it renew.

For in the end, when the timing is just right,

love will roar and shine, bringing pure delight.
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Short Poem..

A window held stories untold,

of legends and heroes of old,

from poets and bards,

to musicians whose cards,

were dealt with the town's love and gold.
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Research - Flush Your Ideas Down The Toilet And
See.....Humorous

In the realm of research, where ideas take flight,
We search for truth, with all of our might.

But sometimes, dear fellow, we must admit,
That ideas can be flushed down the toilet.

So down the bowl, they swirl and they spin,
Leaving us wondering where to begin.

Do we fish them out, examine each one?
Or just let them go, and call it done?

But wait! What's this? A surprising sight!
Our ideas, they rise, with all of their might!

Floating to the surface, they boldly appear,
Demanding attention, loud and clear.

Accept or reject? That is the test,
Shall we dive in, or let them rest?

Some ideas may be wild, like a comic strip,
While others may elicit a skeptical grip.

But amid the chaos, a gem we may find,
A nugget of brilliance, a rare kind.

So let's not be hasty, let's take our time,
To judge these ideas, in prose or rhyme.

For research, my friend, is a curious thing,
A mix of discovery, and the joy it brings.

So embrace the chaos, embrace the thrill,
For in the toilet, ideas may still.

Accept or reject, the choice is ours,



To uncover knowledge, like a blooming flower.

So let's dive in, with a curious eye,
And see what else may float on by!
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Criticism Is A Necessary Fertilizer For Growth

In the garden of life where the blooms arise,
criticism befalls, under sunlit skies,

with words like raindrops, it nourishes and feeds,
a necessary fertilizer for blossoms and seeds.

Like a gardener's hand, it tends to the roots,
encouraging the growth by extracting the fruits.
Though its touch may sting like a thorn's prick,
It shapes and molds by making spirits tick.

Through criticism, we receive fresh insight,

It is like @ mirror held up reflecting wrong from right.
For growth needs honesty, like the soil needs rain,
to flourish and flourish, to break free from the chain.

In the realm of ideas, it brings forth new sprouts,
Illuminating darkness and by replacing old roots.
It challenges our minds, expands our view,

a necessary fertilizer—this we all knew.

Criticism, at times, may wound and bruise,

but its purpose is clear, its intentions not loose.

To build a foundation that's strong and true,

We must nurture criticisms that are kind, yet overdue.

So, let its whispers gently guide our way,

for without its touch, we're destined to stray.
Embrace its wisdom as it fosters our growth,
and watch as we thrive, sowing truth upon truth.

For in the garden of life, we mustn't forget,
that criticism's embrace is a gift we should get.
So let us strengthen, let us evolve,

for it is through criticism, we truly resolve.
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Life Is Too Short To Fulfil All Dreams....

Life is fleeting, like a passing dream,
we have limited time, it may seem.

We yearn to soar, among the clouds so high,
to touch the sky, where birds freely fly.

To take a dive in the depths of the sea,
to swim with fish in deep water spree.

Yet time slips away, just like sand in our hands,
and these dreams elude, like shifting sands.

How do we chirp and chat with birds Hmm? ,
to share their secrets, learn to sing a hymn,
but life rushes on, at its own rapid pace,
leaving us longing for that avian embrace.

How do we dance with the wind, swirling and twirling,
and feel its gentle touch, so softly unfurling,

but alas, life's constraints confine us so tight,

leaving our souls in between for a long flight.

How do we flourish among flowers, vibrant and grand,
to bask in their beauty, and truly understand.

Yet life's precious moments, they swiftly pass,
Leaving us desiring that eternal, colorful mass.

Life is too short, it's a bittersweet truth,
we can't do it all, despite our fervent pursuit.

So let's cherish the moments, both big and small,
For they define our lives, and make memories that enthrall.

M. Asim Nehal



Morality.

What challenges our biases and prejudices?

And urge us to unlearn what we've been taught,

And provoke to dismantle the walls of injustice with boldness,
And tread a path where empathy to sought.

Why with heavy hearts, we bear the weight of conscience?
How compass guides us through murky seas,

In a world where deceit tempts and falsely appease.

Why we try to seek the beacon of truth to shine bright?

Temptations abound, like sirens' sweet melody,
drawing us towards a treacherous shore,

but morality calls, beckoning reverently,

To choose honour, even when our resolve is sore.

When faced with falsehoods, let honesty prevail,
morality insists, in truth, we must scale,

for deceit only lingers as a temporary guise,
with integrity as our unwavering prize.

Compassion, a virtue cherished in morality's dirge,
To embrace the outcast, quench the need's urge,
But morality, dear friend, goes beyond mere charity,
It compels us to confront our deepest clarity,

For morality is not a fleeting notion,

It emboldens us to rise above the commotion,
But a beacon in the darkest nights,

Guiding us towards equity and civil rights.
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Haiku - Night

the owls hoot softly,
as the stars fall from the sky
dew drops, like diamonds
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Virtues Of Rain And Woman.

As the rain gently falls, a woman's spirit resounds,

both are heaven-sent gifts, with virtues that astound,
women and rain possess countless graces,

both leave us amazed, and our hearts in their embraces.

Rain quenches the earth's thirst, and helps crops to grow,
women make us better, and our true selves to show,

rain cools the air, bringing relief from the heat,

women balance our lives, making them complete.

Rain cleanses the air, healing nature's flora and fauna,
women enhance our lives, like a precious persona,
rain lulls us into a peaceful sleep,

women fill our hearts, forever to keep.

Both are blessings we must cherish and appreciate,

for a happy life, we must establish a loving fate,

keep in mind excessive downpour can lead to inundation,
likewise, spending too much time with a lady can cause agitation.
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Aroma Of Affection

Her body is a fusion of

numerous sentiments

below the affectionate heart

while the whirling mind stabilizes

the increasing warmth and sustains pulse
physique sparks the blaze

as aroma of affection diffuses

in the atmosphere and all around

her aspirations encircle the physique and intellect
tresses soar like an infinite desert

with hills of longings

her misery was inadequate to eradicate

craving to sip those droplets of dew

as precipitation commences again in the midst of the night.
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At Family Functions

During a family gathering expressions are abound,

some brim with pride while their affection is profound.
Boasters attempt to impress with never to be surpassed,
some have Inquisitiveness in their gazes with a total blast.

Few faces are radiant with joy and have merriment in their souls,
while others envy lurking with artificial smiles by force.

Few try to hide their genuine motives with sincerity,

whereas few are busy brewing with wrath and insincerity.

But amidst all the confusion only love radiates bright,
with endearing glances and sincere acts of delight.
When unity is felt the connection seems unbreakable,
In such family gatherings all emotions are takeable.
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Extreme Poverty, Of Heart And Mind.

Extreme poverty, of heart and mind,
A harsh reality, too many find,

Not just a lack of wealth or means,
But a deprivation of human needs.

A soul in need, feels just as alone,

As bones, that in hunger, groan

A poverty that robs us of hope,

A struggle that at times we cannot cope.

Philosophically speaking, we must see,
The interconnectedness of you and me,
For what affects one, affects us all,

Our humanity must stand strong and tall.

A world that aims for equality,

A world that fights poverty,

A world that values human worth,
A world that finds peace and mirth.

Extreme poverty, of heart and mind,
May seem insurmountable at times,
But with compassion and empathy,

We can overcome this harsh reality.
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Are We Saved Sinners Or Sinning Saints ~ May
Appear To Be Splitting Hairs.

Are we saved sinners, Is that's the truth?
though some might say it's just a goof up.

Are we sinning saints? That's a deception,
It seems like they're seeking justification.

We're flawed, that's undeniable,
But with God's mercy, we can become reliable.

So let's celebrate our salvation,
And resist all forms of temptation.

We're saved by His grace, not by our own merit,
So let's not be arrogant or inherit.

The conceit that accompanies with holier than thou,
Let's just be grateful, at least for now.

Saved sinners, that's what we are,
and we don't need to go too far.

The happiness that comes with knowing,
that our sins are forgiven and we're still growing.
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Synchronize Yourself To Nature.

The chilly wind murmurs amidst the trees,
while the nature's melody fills the atmosphere,
all birds unite to sing in crystal clear tunes,

as the sun fades, the sky transforms,

we see a canvas of golden and orange hues.

The rivers croon a soothing lullaby,

as the mountains stand tall and high,
lush green meadows dance in delight,
and the sunflowers faces shine so bright.

The magnificence of nature is indescribable in words,
It has an immeasurable healing and nourishing effect,
every nature enthusiast feels its enchanting allure,
for in nature's embrace, life's true beauty is secure.
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Another Reason To Avoid - Shopping With Wife

Oh my goodness, oh gosh, there's one thing I fear,
going shopping with my wife, I'd prefer to stay near,
she's got her checklist, and she's determined,

to purchase unnecessary items, it's her obsession.

She'll browse for hours, and I'll become weary,

my feet will hurt and my tolerance dreary,

she'll try on clothes, and request my opinion,

but regardless of my response, it won't be genuine.

Therefore, heed my suggestion,

if you cherish your being

abstain from shopping with your partner,
it will only bring disagreeing.
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A Talking Frog ~

There once was an old man by the stream,
fishing away in a peaceful dream,

when he heard a voice he couldn't place,
and turned to see a frog on the case.

'Pick me up and give me a Kkiss,

and you'll see a beautiful miss, '

The frog promised, with a voice so sweet,
but the man ignored and cast a discreet.

Once again the frog implored,

'T'll marry you and keep you adored,

all your friends will be filled with envy, '

but the man shrugged, and said 'that's plenty.’

'For you're good for me just the way you are,

a talking frog is better than a nagging wife by far, '
he placed the frog back in his pocket with care,
and went back to fishing, without a single care.

So the frog remained as a talking friend,

a true companion, until the very end,

the man continued to fish, with a smile on his face,
enjoying the company of his dear froggy mate.
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A Colourful Morning ~

In the morning sky, colours burst with delight,
each one is vying for our gaze, isn't it an exquisite sight.

As the sun's golden rays illuminate the blushing pink clouds,
we stay mesmerized while the azure sky resonates with sound.

And when orange flames waltz with red and purple tones,
we lift our gaze and joyfully awaken from our slumbering zone.

We see green lush fields sway to the rhythm of the breeze,
while colours blend effortlessly with ease.

Indigo hues meld with the pink-orange dawn,
and yellow radiance brings hope to every fawn.

As the globe is painted with a spectrum of hues,
each instant becomes a spectacular display of ruse.

Every day from dawn to dusk, the nature sings and dance,
To the melody of colours, until the evening advance.
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Could A Fish Be The Cause Of Our Disagreement? (Is
A Fish In Between Us - A Bone Of Contention?)

My friends affirm that I am an adept at cooking fish, flawlessly,
although my spouse disagrees, vehemently.

She claims I always overdo the cooking,
but I find them just right, without any mistaking.

I prefer mine crispy, she likes them tender,
our opinions differ, but we won't surrender.

So, we struck a deal, as all great partners do,
I'll cook them her way, and she'll cook them mine (too) .

Together we'll experiment, and hopefully, (we'll find)
a method to prepare fish that pleases our combined mind.

We have been endeavoring for past two decades or so,
but haven't reached anywhere to resolve our woe.
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Haiku ~ Sun And Mystery

sun behind the clouds,
golden rays just out of reach,
mystery unfolds.
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Fashion Icon.

That lady walks in high heels so fine,

her costly handbag, a fashion divine.
Gaudy makeup, daring and brave,

She appears like a fairy, caution to stave.

Her heels so high, it's a wonder she stands,
but she struts with grace, all across the lands,
her purse is so costly, it must have been dear,
but it complements her, with nothing to fear.

Her makeup so bold, it's hard to ignore,

but who am I to judge, I'm no fashion store,

she's a visual treat, a walking masterpiece,

with each step she takes, she captures few hearts.

Let her flaunt high heels and purse so dear,

gaudy makeup, with no reason to jeer,

for she's a dame like no other, a true fashion queen,
And I wonder who would be part of her perfect dream.
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The Boeing 737 Max- Issue.

Boeing never bowed down,

though families wore a frown,

for the Lion and Ethiopian planes had crashed down.
Investigations revealed, faults in their machines,
yet, the airplane maker denied any sins.

Families gathered, agitated and upset,

their loved ones gone, they couldn't forget.

they demanded answers, they pleaded and cried,
but Boeing showed no remorse, no shame or abide.

The world looked on, in shock and despair,
How could they disregard, the families' care?
Boeing's reputation, tarnished and stained,
their arrogance and pride, forever ingrained.

The families still wait, for justice and peace,
their hearts heavy, their sadness will not cease.
Boeing chose their profits, over human lives,
their actions unforgivable, no matter their tries.
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Poetry By My Side, My Thoughts Will Forever Glow.

As I sit and contemplate,

My musings soar away,

with myriad wings to levitate,
and reach new heights every day.

Each plume a stroke of art,

a masterpiece to admire,

my mind becomes the canvas,
and my words the vibrant gold.

With every word I inscribe,
my soul takes a flight,

the beauty of poetry imbibe,
and illuminates my sight.

My thoughts ascend on wings,
beyond the skies they glide,
poetry guides my musings,

and wraps them in a vibrant hide.

So let my words soar high,
with hope and bliss in tow,
poetry by my side,

my thoughts will forever glow.
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Husband Repair Centre - Fictional And Humorous.

My spouse escorted me to a fix centre,

to mend my ways and make me better, (as she thought so)
she urged me to adhere to her rules,

and be the ideal husband without any fuss,

the mechanic scrutinized me from head to toe,

assuring, 'I'll set you right, no need to feel low',

he tuned up my brain and inspected my habits,

and pointed out that my ways were all too surreal.

he tightened my joints and aligned my spine,

saying, 'now you're ready to toe the line.

My partner seemed pleased with the outcome,

and remarked, 'now you'll listen, no more ho-hum'.
' I nodded and beamed, feeling rejuvenated,

as I complied with her wishes, feeling elated,

but then I realized, something was amiss,

I was still me, and she was remiss.

so I discarded the mechanic's notion,

and reverted to myself, without any commotion.

I love my wife, but I won't be controlled,
I'll be the best husband, but with my own mold.
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Senryu ~ Enigma

love's sweet fragrant breeze,
emotions rise and fall like tides,
blooming flowers sway.
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Remittance Of Love

Remittance of love,

so pure and true,

sent from the heart,

directly to you,

across all the miles,

my sentiments I impart,

till we're together again,
treasure and hold in your heart.
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Just For The Sake Of Love

Man to lady ~

remain warm and cozy,

free from the coldness of outer world
together we'll be, never lonely,

our love so vibrant and unfurled.

Lady to Man ~

you remove your skin,

and I shall put mine.

our souls interwoven within,

and our love will be so deep and divine.

Man to Lady ~

truly, your words are mesmerizing,
as my thoughts pen romance,
together we'll weave a tale,

a love story, a lifetime's chance.

Lady to Man ~

no need for any furnace to melt the iron,
just pour your passion,

let the moth burn tonight,

everything will melt, even a skin between us.

Man to Lady ~

For you I'd climb mountains and cross the sea
To prove my love,

with all my heart and soul,

I vow to thee.

Lady to Man ~

become like water, pure and unchanging
merge in the sea, by falling on the rocks
don't scale the mountains so high
Simply love me until the end of time.

And they walked together, hand in hand,
Into the sea of love, they stepped on the sand,
as they wandered towards the shore,



their love grew stronger, forevermore.
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In This Vast Universe, I'm Just A Clone.

As I look up at the sky so high,

a treasure trove of puppet catches my eye,

I see the strings in hand of the glowing moon,
and the stars around it, spinning in tune.

In this show, a tale is told,

of love and loss, so painfully bold,
sorrow engulfs me, a melancholic toll,
as the story rolls out like a scroll.

The puppets dance, their faces lit,

by the moon's glow, like a spotlight hit,
but as the show ends, I feel alone,

In this vast universe, I'm just a clone.
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What If The Sea Were To Talk To Me ~

If the sea were to talk to me,

I'd listen closely to its song,

to catch the tales it wants to tell,
of the life it carries along.

Perhaps it would share tales of whales,
and of dolphins dancing with glee,

or of tempests that shook its soul,
leaving chaos and debris.

The sea may speak of hidden pearls,
and treasures hidden in its heart,
and of pirates who dared to loot,
craving fortunes that never part.

But the sea may also mourn,

of sailors lost and never found,

and of all the storms it has weathered,
And the wreckage washed aground.

What if the sea could talk to me,

what secrets would it disclose?

could it whisper of creatures strange,

and of distant ships it did steal and froze?
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Devolution Of Charles Darwin's Evolution Theory-
Satirical

Charles Darwin, whether thought direct or indirect means,

that humans, apes, and monkeys descend from common genes,
a concept that's both eerie and satirical in its themes,

as we return to our primal roots, donning monkey suits,

will our intellect dilute?

The skyscrapers that once made the city grand,

will be replaced by vines that spread across the land.
Our technology, planes, and cars,

replaced by monkey-like anatomy in bizarre memoirs.

All scientific progressions will be thrown to the wind,

as we forage for bananas and swing from tree to tree with a grin.
our sophisticated language will be reduced to gibberish,

and all our efforts to progress will be seen trivial and will perish.

But wait, am I speaking something too soon,

for in this world, we may find new opportunities to groom,
perhaps we'll learn to thrive in this new clime,

as a new breed with evolutionary bungle, we'll shine.

And so, my dear readers, this story concludes,

of humans becoming monkeys, as absurd as it may sound,
but let's not forget the wonders of evolution,

the way we are behaving today will lead us to the jungle.
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My Pain ~ And Candle Flames

Each tear like a candle flame,

burning bright, but aching with pain,
flickering like the candles' light,

In the stillness of this lonely night,

as I let my emotions free ~

I withess my agony dripping along,

and rendering this night with a divine song,
they illuminate the path of my pain,

till the tears are slowly dried,

and gently bid the night goodbye.
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The Peepal Tree

In the fields of green,

amidst the blooming flowers,
stands the Peepal tree,

Its boughs stretch high to the sky,
a symbol of strength and grace.

Its leaves rustle soft,

like whispers in the summer breeze,
Its branches sway free,

a dance of nature's glory,

a gift to all who can see.

In every season,

The Peepal tree stands tall and true,
a beacon of hope,

a tribute to life's beauty,

a reminder of what we can do.

On the contrary,

while surrounded by overpasses and highways,
his relative Peepal is enduring a difficult existence
Toxic fumes emanated by automobiles,

depriving him and his foliage of fresh air

His plea for assistance goes unheard.
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Haiku - On Death

golden leaves falling,
crashing waves in rhythm call,
sunset swallows all.
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Yesterday Night, I Saw A Dream ~

Yesterday night, I saw a dream ~

the stars were descending from the sky,

and I was attempting to grasp them,

with my both hands spread out -

In an avaricious attempt to seize as many,

as they illuminated the dark night with their shimmering,
I empathized with those in profound sleep.

Amidst a multitude of shooting stars descending from the sky,
I hastily collected as many as I could

and stowed them away in my pockets,

Then, I beckoned to others to seize them for me.
Perplexingly, the stars vanished upon contact with the earth,
In my eagerness to gather more,

I stumbled and fell to the ground,

And lost my entire collection,

abruptly awaking from my slumber,

my palms were devoid of any celestial remnants,

leaving me to ponder their mysterious disappearance.
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Falling Hairs, A Curious Thing!

Falling hairs, a curious thing,
It may be a condition that makes us sting.

Thinning tresses, is it a sign of age?
or can it also be called a symbol of sage?

People say if you are hairless, you are wealthy-
are they serious or playing some game, filthy

Is the hairless scalp, a mark of riches?
I seriously doubt on their stealth and guises.

For those of us with scanty locks,
we may feel like we are going down the docks.

But fear not, for knowledge comes with oldness
And hair loss can be a sign of baldness.

So, embrace your shedding strands,
And don't bother buying those pricey haircare brands.

We all know that humor is the best remedy,
and bald jokes will bring out of enough comedy.

Cheers to the hairless and wise,
and to those who have hair, protect it from flies!
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Hymn To The Web.

Hymn to the web, we extol your worth,
as the storehouse of knowledge,

you rule the earth,

you unite us from distant lands,
Linking us all with magical hands.

From social networking to e-commerce,
you cater to all our needs without remorse.

With a mere click, we meet our needs,
Learning, buying, or playing with great speed.

You furnish us with news from every corner,
And endless amusement in a manner no finer.

Hymn to the web, how bereft we'd be,
devoid of your immense possibilities.

So let us hold our screens high and up,
and thank you, internet, for always serving us.
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Shrewd Will Outsmart The Brave- A Hunter And A
Fox.

In the meadow the huntsman waits,

his firearm aimed, he anticipates,

the duck quacks, an easy prey,

and the huntsman shoots without delay,
but what the huntsman is unaware,

Is that the fox is also there,

cunning and sly, the fox is wise,

he'll seize the duck and flee the skies,

as the bullet whistles past,

the fox jumps up and moves fast,

he snatches the duck and makes his way,
the huntsman left with nothing to say,
now the fox savors his prized catch,

with a sly grin and a gleaming match,
he'll feast on the meat that's so sweet,
and rest in his cozy retreat,

and so the huntsman learns a lesson,
that in the wild there's no true possession,
for the shrewd will outsmart the brave,
and the huntsman will hunt another day.
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Tanka - Soulful Harvesting

soulful harvesting

a white playful horse gallops

while the cuckoo sings

the child dreams about new clothes
mother plans to repair, roof.
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My Raging Bull Is Ever Ready To Take A Fight -
Humorous

My fierce bull is always prepared to engage in a brawl,
his horns are pointed, his hooves are strong after all.
He snorts and stamps, he rushes forward with might,
In battles, he never backs down from a fight.

One day, he spotted a mouse, so tiny and frail,

he attempted to chase it, but he stumbled and failed,

he tripped and fell, much to my amusement,

my once fierce bull looked less impressive in that moment.

However, he didn't give up, he tried to attack,
the little mouse, who was hiding in a crack,
my bull kept on panting, he kept on striving,
until the mouse ran off, without even crying.

Now my fierce bull is a bit more modest,

he still endeavors to fight, but isn't as boisterous,

but I still adore him, even if he's not as rough,

my fierce bull is still the greatest, even if he's a bit tough.
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Sick Government Is Planning To Tax My Dreams.

The government is cruel and mean,
Intent on taxing my dreams, it seems.
I close my eyes and try to escape,

but now they say I'll have to pay.

I used to dream of happy times,

of sunshine, rainbows and joyful rhymes.
but now my dreams come at a cost,

a tax that's as cold as winter frost.

I'll have to pay to dream of love,
or soaring on the wings of a dove.
No more free thoughts or fantasies,
They're all subject to their policies.

This plan is ridiculous and bizarre,
taxing dreams, is it going too far?

but I'll keep dreaming with all my might,
and find a way to win this fight.
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My Poking Nose - Humorous

Beware of my seemingly innocent countenance,

It may deceive you, but those who have witnessed it,
will always remember, the difficulty they faced,

not due to my proboscis (nose) ,

but because it intrudes in everyone's business,

be cautious and beware. I cannot recall when it began,
but it has persisted since then,

no subject or individual has escaped my sense of smell,
I am certain that my nose possesses a power,

that all substances are drawn towards it.

Initially I was embarrassed, but now I am used to it,
and I feel regretful for those who have;

encountered my intrusive nose,

my close acquaintances are familiar, but for others,
their initial encounter will be challenging and uneasy.

Are you reminded of Pinocchio's nose or

Amitabh Bachchan's nose? Absolutely not, one thing is certain,
there is no substance that my nose has not detected,

It has a magnetic pull that draws all things, and as a result,

I have faced many uninvited problems -

that chase me relentlessly, once I attempted to rid myself of it,
but all my efforts were in vain, and wherever I went,

it attracted their difficulties and placed me in danger.

Now I live in seclusion, In a distant place,
maintaining a safe distance from all sorts of trouble,

hoping that this lengthy nose will forget the art of intrusion.

M. Asim Nehal



Wisdom Teeth - Humorous And Satire

I was at a loss for words to describe

the discomfort of my missing wisdom teeth,

so, I turned to prayer.

With a plea of 'just four more to reach thirty-two’,
I hoped for success, when I didn't see any results,
I began praying at midnight.

After a few days, I started to feel a twinge of pain,

It seemed my persistent requests had finally been granted,

and I praised God for honouring my wishes.

As time passed, the pain grew little by little,

but I took pleasure in feeling the new teeth with my tongue,

my imagination ran wild,

picturing my teeth rising like the sun on the horizon,

and my family and friends flocked to congratulate me,

I received flowers, cards, and messages of goodwill,

and those who already had their wisdom teeth warned me to keep an eye on
them,

I took it as a compliment 'Welcome to the club'.

Finally, my teeth fully erupted, like the moon in a clear sky.

But then, I realized there were two more teeth growing in the wrong direction.
I felt like my prayer had been answered,

but God had a cruel sense of humor.

The pain grew like lightning,

and when my tongue warned me that something was wrong,

I rushed to the doctor, he examined me and said,

'I'm afraid these need to be extracted as soon as possible.'

He added, 'Unfortunately, they started moving in the wrong direction.'
I felt exposed and vulnerable as the teeth -

-were pulled out one by one.

I wondered if my wisdom had gone with the teeth,

but then I realized that wisdom isn't just about teeth.

It comes from books, education, knowledge, and experience.

The absurd questions faded away,

and I realized that wisdom is a journey, not a destination.
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Morning Rain And Song Of Love

In the stillness of the morning's dew,
a song of love begins to brew,

the birds chirp along with our tune,
a symphony that plays till noon.

The raindrops softly kiss the ground,

as our hearts start to make sweet sounds,
the melody lingers in the air,

as we whisper sweet words with care.

Our love dances to the beat of the tune,
a rhythm that brings so much gain,
with every drop that falls to earth,

it will grow stronger, for what it's worth.

As the rain starts to fade away,

will our love still endure and stay?
Yes, with this morning's gentle rains,
our song of love will forever remain.
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A Broken Window And A Cracked Door..

All the happiness went away from window pane
and I feel sad about it and a little insane

The wind howled through the gaps in the wall
The creaking and groaning, such an eerie call

The door was unhinged, it swung to and fro

The window pane shattered, pieces on the floor below
The rain seeped inside, creating a pool

As the thunder rumbled like a raging bull

But amidst the chaos, there was a spark

A glimmer of hope, that lit up the dark

For through the broken window pane

a renewed hope and courage is what I could gain

With patience and care, the house could be restored
The broken door fixed, the windowpane ignored

In time, a new chapter could begin

And the house could live and breathe again.
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Win Over Self...

As the sun set and the moon cast its first glimmers,
the lifeless faces began to glow in my eyes,

and the sleeping giant inside of me,

began to pound on the doors of desires.

The night sky with its general twinkle of stars

lit the white fire and painted the animals on the walls.
Waves began to hit the lustful eyes,

and the terrified little soul mustered the courage

to push them away from the walls.

The front mirror reminded me of my true reflection,

and the brimming moon revealed the naked beauty to the eyes.

The conflict continued all night, and when the moon finally yielded to the
tangerine sun

desires slowly gave up their hold on the green grass.
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Emotions And Nature - Senryu

thick clouds in the sky
trying hard to hide the moon
I'm under blanket.

these circles of love
spinning, emotional heart
a glass full of juice.

the knife of nature
cut sharp edges of mountains

to make the valley,

M. Asim Nehal



Passion - Senryu

don't ignite passion
it will burn till the last breath
candles in the sky ~
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A Tale Of A Dog's Tail - Allegory

He saw a puppy, cute little naughty,

As he moved forward,

It began to follow hastily,

He increased his speed,

and puppy began to bump,

Not knowing what to do,

he picked it up and took it home

The first thing which came to his mind,

Was to give a bath to canine,

Well, while applying a baby soap,

he saw the tail little curved,

after bathing he tied a knot, for hours he kept,
when opened it - again it got curved.

Now he put it in a pipe considering it'll rectify up in entire night,
He was so ignorant that he believed -

the unreal to be real, ephemeral to be eternal

As the sun rose, his hopes were destroyed once more.
He was not well read, therefore:

he was constantly concerned about tail's curvature,
Whatever you do, no matter how long it takes,

it will never straighten out.

Even in everyday life, we see people with warped attitudes
No wind of change will change their attitude.
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Haiku / Senryu ~ Love.

hang suspended life
on green tree - eternity
to elate our love.
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Poesy - ?????
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Clear Sky~

All of the clouds have vanished,

and the I am crystal clear;

what brought them up?

They traveled a long distance to cover me!

They might have caught a glimpse of me from afar.
When they gathered together,

they realized my vastness by reaching up

Were they aware of my son (sun) ,

daughter (moon) , and little ones (stars) ,

as well as my angry brother (lightning) ?

O' now they talk about back journey

Sure, they will return to earth

their rightful place- in pieces

giving joy to the receiver - as rain

bringing joy to those who receive them,

but neither they nor I will reveal this secret.
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No Element Of Nature Has A Profit Motive ~

No aspect of the natural world is driven by a desire for profit,
with the exception of humans.

A bird sings - whether there is audience or not - no profit motive
Flowers provide fragrance, no monetary motive- No copy rights.

The sun provides light and warmth without expecting ~
anything in return.

The moon, stars, trees, mountains, and rivers are all freely available without any
cost.

It is our human greed that causes us to suffer from mental and physical ailments
such as depression and anxiety.

Universe is created for selflessness not selfishness ~
Ponder on it.
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Together - Parallel

Yours is the night with shining stars
Mine is the day with twinkling eyes
You sleep to dream

I remain awake in hope

Contrast yet we run parallel.
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Imagination Never Returns To An Empty Eye~

A baby cannot return to the womb,
nor can an arrow return to the bow.
Wise people have warned us that

what we say cannot be taken back.

Though nature has the ability to repair
petals once separated from buds,
will never return before next spring.

before cropping the wings of a bird think twice,
imaginations will never return to an empty eyes,

life without dreams is like a body without soul.
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From The Fallen Leaves Of Time..

I'm curious as to what happened to the lovely fragrance of love,
which was released by the crimson flower of life.

The memory icicles form in the interior dome of my mind
as I gather the shattered glass of the past.

Memory, in the shape of a scarecrow, stands in the center, drawing my attention
away from my dreams.

As I walk past the closed doors of a hollow heart,
I smell the scent of love, as I gather the time's fallen leaves.
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Ode To Politicians (Leaders)

Age will rob you of your youth,

Time will rob you of your days,
Money will rob you of your health,
Anger may rob you of your wisdom,
Much as termites will eat your wood.

However, among all the losses,

with age, time, health, and wisdom

If anything, more precious taken,

It will be snatched by the politicians,

Who will steal your peace and enforce conflict.
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A Strange Love ~

This night bears testimony,

And waves know anguish, suffering and agitation,
like a child he took a red-petalled rose

and started removing petals one by one,
counting- she loves me, she loves me not.

Unaware of the rose's plight, he removed all of its petals.
Now he wonders who suffered more, him or the rose.
The final petal, of course, said 'she loves me not.'

When the wind began to blow the clouds,

And the stars appeared bright and clear
reasoned that the stars would reveal the truth.
So he started counting right away: -

she loves me, she loves me not.

As the sun started to break through the night

and the stars started to disappear.

he ended the count on 'she loves me not'.

Now everyday he waits impatiently for night to arrive
and he resumes his count from where he left off.
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Let's Replace The Glass Window.

Before someone crazy begins hurling stones at our home,
let's replace the glass window.

Amidst these shifting times, as the breeze begins to pick up
Let us gather our possessions and secure them in a safe place.

The deer is pursuing an illusion of satisfying its thirst,
expending its remaining vitality in the pursuit.

Unleash your imagination, set it free from confinement.
The vast expanse of the sky eagerly anticipates its arrival.
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The Creative Dead

A body may live a long and active life,
but making a brain operate is difficult.

Some people live a corporeal existence
and keep feeding it, but they are creatively dead.

They have no thoughts to thrive on, no innovations to make;
they simply feed the body and enjoy the food.

They want to be known, famous, and wealthy,
The people around them are aware that they are living.

But are they alive or just existing for the sake of eating?
It is for you to decide, use your head as much as possible.
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A Night Journey ~

I continue to float in the lustrous holy river
where the white dove of desires hovers
between the shores of my heart.

I construct a bridge of love over the fate's inebriated lips
to quench my cup's thirst, where the virgin red roses
wait to be crushed by passionate deed.

I soar through the night sky on a starry chariot
drawn by two white horses while the drunken moon

plays with me all the night long till dawn breaks.
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Senryu - Labour Day

labour's dignity
monetarily measured
insult to humans
insult to human
dignity of labor, if
measured by money
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Senryu - Struggle

In casket of gold
we see our dreams and treasures
struggling to come out
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His Intelligent Dialogue With Existence.

He asks about what the future holds for him, inquiring into life.

What a sincere and uncomplicated request he poses,
What lies ahead for him in this world?

And life answers back...
A mystery that remains unsolved by all!

He then queries: I comprehend your existence, life, but

why am I unable to perceive you...why is that?

I am aware of your presence,

yet why don't you communicate with me?

You bring me happiness on certain days,

while on others you bring me sorrow.

Despite your constant presence, why do you keep testing me?
At times I succeed, but other times I struggle to survive,

And as I come closer to you, you slip away, teasing me,
Please reveal these secrets to me?

To which life responds:

You hold sway over your destiny,

You possess a spirit that talks,

Bliss and agony are subjective expressions,

You have volition yet you are powerless at the same time.
I cannot disclose these enigmas to you,

for death is lurking behind you.
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True Love Will Emerge From Life~

Life is a vision of my own treasure that has fallen from the sky.
I sank into a pit of love that was too steep for me to climb,
Now I regret that why did I wish for a life in human form?

All my unfulfilled dreams are wandering in the valley of the fire.
The truth has taken enough beating by the falsehood,
Now it will emerge from the shadow of its own.

When a chameleon that changes colour more frequently
as a result of sucking our wishes flees the scene-
true love for our fellow being will be evident in our hearts.
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Sudden Realization - A Birthday Note.

As each year passes by and I attempt to fulfil
all of my dreams and desires

deep inside, I realize the truth,

about the body given to me for use,

now whilst I am vulnerable and frail,

I realize, how tough it's far to satisfy all trail
I gradually accept the inevitable end.

Numerous bags to unpack,

numerous burdens to shed.

In my innocence, I amassed so much
believing them to be invaluable.

It is now time to discard them as worthless.

I perceive life as a never-ending cycle,

enlightenment comes after plenty of struggle.

By the time I begin to comprehend

I see my offspring are engrossed in the same grind,
although we all know it is difficult to learn from others
Therefore, those who are born

continue to repeat the same tasks and actions.
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I Live Two Lives ~

I live two lives

one on the exterior,

and one within my head.

You will see an abyss -

if you stare into my eyes.

I strongly advise you not to look any farther -
otherwise, you may plunge into my thoughts,
albeit only a few have done so far -

and they are now a part of my universe.

Don't you see, I'm a poet who lives in two worlds,
and two different lives.
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Haiku ~ Race

thoughts riding ~ like horse
need some controlled direction
to win - race of life
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Senryu ~ Relationship

deafening silence
between two inquiring eyes
louder than impeach
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Please Reveal This Secret To Me.

How do you walk with roses in your heart,
when I know no rose is without thorns?

The deep wound must be hurting inside,
but the fragrance of roses entices everyone.

Your aura, with its large heart beneath it,
holds enough love to fill anyone's heart.

The dying petals produce the sweetest honey,
which dances on the lips with a twinkling smile.

I can smell your fragrance in the air,
which floats like clouds everywhere.

Oh, good heart lady, please reveal this secret to me.
How do you walk with roses in your heart?
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Senryu ~ Stitch Together

give me, heart and soul
I will stitch it together
by the thread of life
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My Floating Thoughts

Although she is not the moon,
she seems to move like the moon does.
When the night is consistently dark.

She rises just as the moon does,
she appears and smiles like
moon passes between the clouds.

............. Every silent night,
....I sit on my window sill and watch
............ the drifting of moon.

I float in the universe of ideas,
among the dim stars, twinkling

when just the two of us are present.
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Someone Will Read My Poems.

I am a tiny rose flower,

Located in one of the corners -

of a massive garden,

Who will see my blossoming petals?

I am a shattered leaf -

blown by a powerful wind ~

Flying high now, will bite the dust soon,
Who will remember me?

I'm a sand particle trapped in an unseen shell -
I am an uncut diamond ~

hidden deep within the rocks.

Who will track me down?

I have full hope that -

out of the millions of poems published worldwide-
by thousands of poets ~

someone will read my poems.
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Ode To Seashell.

Resting motionless on the coast of a seaside
a seashell that has journeyed for miles on the tide.

A voyage that only a few can comprehend
now lies buried beneath the sand in a haphazard blend.

The blazing sun cannot scorch its desires
nor the sea that challenged it with daunting fires.

The harmonious melody that the shell holds within
transcends the range of any instrument's din.

It doesn't aspire to be a mere decoration in a tank
pick it up and hear the untold tale that it has to bank.
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My Dreams Sparkle In The Night Sky.

My dreams sparkle in the moonlight,
ready to tumble on the sand beach
on the endlessly bending sky

where waves yearn for a ride.

Ideas that were once inert are starting to burn,
as the dewdrops on rose petals roll by,

I see the candles falling drop by drop

through the prism of this life.

My vision never ends in emptiness.

when the light from the sky beams in my heart
during the darkest storm of my life,

another day passes and another night waits.
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What Reply Should I Provide In Response?

Existence has begun to present humerous inquiries,
what reply should I provide in response.

Life's vessel was gliding serenely towards the coast,
what reply should I provide for the sudden turmoil.

I relied on every word he said and uttered,
What reply should I provide for change in course.

He also appeared to be accompanying me,
What reply should I provide for his treachery.

I lived a reverie and trusted in its realization,
What reply should I provide now that I am awake.

When I reflect on the traces of the past,
What reply should I provide when time has erased them.

I wilfully accepted the task assigned to me,
What reply should I provide for its unfinished state.
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Senryu ~ Eyes

I see in those eyes
the vastness of firmament
and waves on the sea

conjuring magic
with full of numerous dreams

burning candle - eyes
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Insomnia ~

Sailing on the ocean's waves

as the sun prepares to descend

and the moon readies to emerge

as shimmering lights replace the orange hue
the mist transforms the night's obscurity
and reminiscences glide in

through the doors with bittersweet flavour
and twinkle like celestial bodies

depriving one of slumber.
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It Is Believed ~ That Life Is....

It is believed ~ that life is splendid
Like a vibrant rainbow in the distance
Each hue mirrors our sentiments

And we express our aspirations

On the drifting creamy clouds

Eager to descend on the ground

And weave magic in nature.

It is believed ~ that life is entertaining

It reveals novel things time and again
Never halts or pauses

Does not wait for anyone or anything

Just strides forward and performs its feats
We are mere marionettes in its grasp.

It is believed ~ that life is a harsh instructor
And I concur as we continue to learn

Without erasing the past or glimpsing the future
Simply by existing in the present

A marvel to experience and a riddle to solve.
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Alexandrine - Togetherness

My affection is as unadulterated as nectar,
crafted from handpicked blossoms.

A collaborative effort of bees,

alleviating the pains of my existence:
Entombing remnants of bygone

blooms with the aroma of the present,
Interlacing bonds with verbal strands.
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No Matter What I Do ~

I've painted for you sunrises, winter, and spring,

I wrote some love duets, chorus, and upbeat songs,
I've sent you several letters on a starry sky,

I swam and danced in ponds and meadows,
without you, my canvas remains empty,

You continue to be the center of my life's circle ~
no matter what I do.
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Haiku ~ Butterflies

flying allover
fragrance of roses on wings
see those butterflies
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Tanka ~ Dream, Poetry & Nature

transparent daydreams,
creating magical worlds,
under cloudy sky,

a story plot, poetry?

or nature's bliss on humans.
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Four Liner ~ On Nothingness

Everything leads to nothingness.

Nothing but nothingness embraces everything.
Nothingness is dispensed by mental stillness.
Silence regains life when there is nothing.
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Senryu ~ Outcome

flickering candle
amidst, grandeur and sparkle
evoking magic.

teardrops fall-like dew
trickling away- like sorrow
distressing evening.

an eagle hover~
over the shadow valley

wounded bodies lie...
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Parade Of Love...Until Eternity

The moonlight was falling throughout the night,
the earth was drenched in dewdrops,

two hearts away from the world

beneath the starry horizon

were watching fireflies,

near the silent pond.

It appeared that love

was raining all around,

and all the earth's creatures;

were filled with love and contentment,
the night was too cool and dancing in fun.

The eyes had never seen

such splendour before,

Neither the mind

nor the heart

had ever felt such comfort,

I desired to allow this parade of love,
to go on forever and ever until eternity.

M. Asim Nehal



Ode To Mirror

You're our genuine partner,
outright and unadulterated
no sugar quoting

not complimenting

fair the reflection

of what you see

and how you see...

M. Asim Nehal



Perplexed By The Twist And Turns Of Life ~ Ghazal
English

Came like lightning and then vanished like a scent
Long-forgotten memory that helped to heal and ferment.

There was such a commotion that a lot of blood was shed,
How the leaves were blown away from the southern thread.

Before I could realize and take corrective action
The waves dragged me haphazardly to the beach traction.

I'm now perplexed by the twist and turns of life
wondering where I started and finally where I arrive.

M. Asim Nehal



My Murderer Was Hiding Right Inside My Heart

There was one thing in the heart, and it was painful.
The tears that flowed from the eyes had a tinge to them.

The body was riddled with wounds, and pain was all over.
Every scar begs the question, 'Who was it, and whose was it? '

My murderer was hiding right inside my heart,
With each exhalation, he wonders who it was.

Though the heart was certain that He would appear,
Yet kept asking eyes have you seen Him.

I didn't sleep all night and instead gazed at the stars,
The moon was unfaithful, hiding behind clouds.

The destination was within sight, we had patience on our side,
But life took many U turns and made things appear deride.

M. Asim Nehal



A Question - Haiku

fragrance of jasmine
a night filled with ecstasy
will we meet again?

M. Asim Nehal



Poem On Hope

The twinkling of stars on a warm night,

The cries of geese as they take flight,

I look passionately in hope towards the sky,
As the firefly flutters with blinkering sight.

Life is on the edge, every day,

Hope remains elusive like rains in May,

Flames of patience is melting in my foray,

And then all of a sudden, the sun rises all the way.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Renew Our Love

when brown grass turns green
and nature rejoice in spring
and the flowers bloom

Let us renew our lost love
before the return of heat

M. Asim Nehal
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A Wish, A Desire.

I wish there was a doorway to your heart

So, I could rush on to it and open with silken touch.
No pleasure would satisfy my desire for you,

I wish I could hand a love board with sweet kisses
I wish I could express my feelings for you.

The affection that flows from my heart centre core,
My affection for your laughter,

My desire for your gentle touch,

The embellishment of your gentleness,

The longing for the fire that burns quietly within my soul,
A fire that only my eyes, hands, and heart

can see, touch, and feel.

M. Asim Nehal



The Scent Of Your Words~

............... The scent of your words
................ lingers in my thoughts,
.............. and my mind is searching
.................. for your whereabouts.

Sometimes you carry the grace of a butterfly,
soar skyward with the flight of an eagle,
and play hide and seek deep within the sea.

You appear from the sound of jazz
and dance deep into my heart,
like sonnet in salsa or poetry in motion.

Your secrets are truly hidden at night,
as the sunrise blushes your burrow
you appear like pearls from the shells.

............... The scent of your words
................ lingers in my thoughts,
.............. and my mind is searching
.................. for your whereabouts.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ To Catch The Moon

balancing on palm
a pot filled with the water
to arrest the moon

M. Asim Nehal



Some Questions (?)

In a war-torn region, who will light the lamp of peace?
To make this world a nonviolent place to live.

Who among the scholars will tame the humanity?
To enlighten society and bring about meaningful civilization.

Who will protect the environment when nature raises the alarm?
To save the planet and all its inhabitants,

Who will feed the orphans and the poor in these difficult times?
When one part is rich in resources and the other is penurious.

Who will take the initiative to make trade and commerce flourish?
When narrow minds obstruct free economic means.

M. Asim Nehal



Departing Note By The Soul ~

I'm not sure when I entered you.

I'm not sure when or how you accepted me,

but one thing is certain: we became inseparable,
indispensable, and necessary to life.

Now that you are old and frail, I am still young.
I reserve the right to leave you at any time.
Should you be ready?

I cannot accompany you on your final journey back to the dust.
A journey that you must undertake entirely on your own.

People will come to see you off,
but no one will stay with you to talk.

They will respect you, remember you,
but they will never be your friend.

We lived together, but you will die alone,
we shared good and bad days together,
but this togetherness will not last forever.

All of your accounts will be displayed before you,
when the time comes, you will see that we will meet
one last time when I will enter you on the command of the Almighty.

Until then, take good rest inside your grave
and taste the good or bad, everything will be paid in full.

No references will be accepted,
and no preferences will be respected.

I kept reminding you what is right and what is wrong
The outcome will be known as soon as you reach your grave.

So enjoy the fruits of your own labour.
I wish you a happy journey all by yourself from now on,
and until we meet again,



Just lay down quietly and watch the scenes of your life.....
Best wishes on your journey.

M. Asim Nehal



Ai (Artificial Intelligence)

With the decline of human intelligence

some wise people decided to develop Artificial Intelligence

so that if a similar situation arose in the future,

AI will react quickly and correctly and provide appropriate solutions,
several options were loaded, and the machines were taught

using models and presentations and prototypes were displayed

A machine will do what a machine does.

The human mind is free, how it will find new engagements?

How about robot swarms to remote attacks?

And the delivery of disease through nanorobots?

If I do loud think, can we see the new-born without brains/ intelligence?
And will he use AI of the past to live his entire life in the same pattern?

M. Asim Nehal



Chalta Hai Ye Dil... ???? ?? ?? ??7..

Ek hasarat, ek tamanna liye phirata hai ye dil
khwaabon ke pankh laga udata hai ye dil
Mi-le ise manzil ya na mi-le phir bhee

chal-ta hai ye dil chalata hai ye dil....

Bechain rahata hai ye sada aur machalata hai ye dil
chhaon se dhoop se guzarata hai ye dil

din aur raat mein farq nahin karata

jazbaat se sambhaalata hai ye dil

chal-ta hai ye dil.....

AazmakEshen jitanee bhee ho sehkar muskuraata hai ye dil machalati laharon par
thirakta hai ye dil

chattaanon se takRaata hai phir bhee sambhaalata hai,

chal-ta hai ye dil chalata hai ye dil....

Isakee duniya bhee badee ajeeb see duniya hai
Kise pasand karen kis se bagaavat kar le
Rishton kee parVaah kiye bina

khud ko samajhata hai ye dil

chal-ta hai ye dil....
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Tanka ~ Change Of Colours

from dawn to the dusk
under the bright sunlight
it changes color

the man and the nature
of emotions and shadows

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka- Salvation

down the country side

in the dark and silent night
a saint walks alone
meditating and praying

to release soul from body

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Boots

boots upon a shelf
after long tiring journey
the warmth in the bed

M. Asim Nehal



Ode To Our Love ??

On a full moon night, when the tide is rising
one after the other, like poetry in motion

I feel something in my heart

And my face feels a million kisses.

I see my dreams rushing towards me

how will i enjoy them all?

while I only have one life to live

I'd rather be with you for the rest of my life.

When we walk hand in hand

And our eyes are together, we travel many miles
I feel my love spread throughout the universe
and your face shines like the moon.

Even though our soul resides in two bodies
And the Heart resides in two parts

We live in mutual sorrow and happiness
We are inseparable like water and fish.

M. Asim Nehal



Seven Deer

At an Inescapable waterbody nearby

a family of deer was drinking water with caution.

A sudden glow in the eastern sky, followed by coded bird song, perhaps unaware
of the pride of lions plotting an attack on them. A monkey, appeared like a flag
unfurled

and jumped onto a nearby tree.

It was an appropriate warning of impending danger.

Two of the seven deer panicked,

and the other five surrounded to comfort them.

The ancient moonlight witnessed a failed strategy

when a naive lion roared out of nowhere.

Tonight, the seven deer flew through the air

on their legs to reach a safe haven.

All of this occurred prior to the sunrise,

and the sun brought with it a new day and new life.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Woodpecker.

woodpecker on job
over enthusiastic
strikes on precisely

Resolute steadfast
hard-worker, intelligent

symbol of hard work

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Haiku.

snow on the ledges
white roses climbing the fence
silence in the air

an old apple tree
flock of ducks floating around

under the moonlight

M. Asim Nehal



Kuch Sher ~ 12

Nahin milTi raahat is be-chain dil ko
Chaak hokar bhee ye taro taaza hai

Lahoo ko kaise ye sanjoh ke rakhata hai
Na jaane kya isKi aasha hai....

Muddat huee aankhon ne thandak dekhee hee nahin
Kya is baras khoon barasa Kuch zyaada hai?

ShaaKH pe GhunChe kahaan TheHarTe Hain
Hawa ke jhokon se kisKa Vaada hai

UdaaS RehKar phir bhee zinda hai
Vo Parinda bhee zid ka maara hai

LehRon ki tarah ChatTaan se takRata hai
Paani me rehKar bhee kitana pyaasa hai....
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My Struggle To Rise Against The Gravity

M. Asim Nehal



Reflect Yourself In People's Hearts....

He bought a mirror to check his appearance,

he went to great lengths to look his best.

when he walks out of his room now,

he checks himself in the mirror

to ensure that everything is in order.

He rarely considered the character that should be watched.

When he realized the harsh realities of life,
that no one can hide their unjust dealings in their beauty.

He concluded by saying
&quot;Reflect yourself in people's hearts, not their eyes.&quot;

XXX

M. Asim Nehal



A Message -To The Prisoners Of Upbringing

Break the eggshells around you

Shatter the chain of your memorised series
Let free your mind to meet your thoughts
The emptiness around you is killing

Your creativity is under threat,

Don't fill your mind with somebody's ideas,
Rescue your soul from the eye of evil.

and do not fall victim to your own upbringing

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka - Magenta Flowers

On the far landscape

Fortunate few travellers

On less travelled road

See magenta flowers bloom
Fertile brain will nourish thoughts

M. Asim Nehal



Easy To Display Trophy Heads In Cabinet

Human character stands naked in front of greed,

From time immemorial those have been born,

Knows the truth that one day they will depart

But in order to keep their name alive, they struggle

It is only history that remembers them as examples
Yet desires and whims are limitless.

The deepest secrets remain hidden to the outside world
The world only goes by the trophy heads in cabinet
This is the reality of man on earth.

M. Asim Nehal



We Are Trained To Become Judgmental.

How often we put ourselves in someone's shoe

And emerge being the other person or least think like them?
More often than not, we never

What to blame and whom to hold responsible?

Our upbringing, value system, surroundings or Ourselves.
Only the night knows the secret of darkness

It reveals not to the light of the day.

In our greed to become smarter than others

We keep our judgmental glasses on the eye

And see through them time and often.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - Petals

petals are falling
greed in humans is growing
life is declining

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Twins

when clouds drift away
and the moon emerges on
sand turns to silver

when hope fuels faith
and desires take over dreams

a path towards dawn

M. Asim Nehal



When They Don't Discriminate?

Have you observed nature attentively,

How it showers everything selflessly.

The light emanating from the sun and the moon.
Did you watch them discriminate?

Rain, oxygen, trees, water and mountains.

Do they look at people in a different way?

When nature is friendly to every living being.
Why can't we become the same?

M. Asim Nehal



After Death ~

Every year when the leaves fall upon my tomb
and the ants will take 'em away

then the birds will take it to build the nest.

a new life will begin at the top of the shaft.

A life I've lived will not be different

from the life they're going to live on this earth

The story will differ, but the model will remain the same
And this will continue till eternity.

I won't be there to witness this all
life, dead and life again

changing seasons and birds chirping
dancing peacocks, flowing streams.

Into my grave, I will be in a different world
peace, serenity, patience shall accompany
dreams that float all around will entertain.
until I woke up from my profound slumber.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Trail

back in memory
nostalgic moments relived
a trail of the leaf

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka Tender Love

winter sun whistles

over the foggy mountain

to melt and give way

your shivering lips settles
helping our tender love grow

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ In Pairs

silence of your love
will resonate in valley
till eternity....

from the dusk to dawn
fragrance of your existence

carried by moonbeam

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Nature's Game

as the sun dips down
nature under the moonlight
plays hide and seek game

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Outcome Of War

an eagle hover~
over the shadow valley.
wounded bodies lie...

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Igniting Inner Flare

in the brightest night

how to maintain the silence
when full moon and stars
are igniting inner flare

to illuminate our lives

M. Asim Nehal



From The Top ~

From the summit of the hill while I was sliding,
One voice called me and said, why aren't you staying?
I'm the only one here, people come and go, no one stays.

You must keep me company, as you have come all this way.

I said, I can't, I have a lot of things to take care of,
I need to go back,

Then why did you leave everything to arrive here Voice asked.

I pondered and realized, yes I wanted to reach here,
But when I found no one, I can't...

M. Asim Nehal



What Happens When A Dream Dies In Sanctum ~

It was not a place where there was talk of violence.

Life though within a lot of restrictions was smooth.

They lived in peacefulness and harmony.

There was no fear, apart from death.

But now the situation is completely different.

living a life under the clouds of doubt and hate.

Sudden cessation of dreams is an indication of a lack of life.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - A Sketch

a sketch of mountain
after, soulful vacation
now hangs on my wall

M. Asim Nehal



My Sight ~

For the countless days,

I stood at the meadow

To see the vastness of the field

My sight returned to me with a smile.

For the countless nights,

I stood under the sky

To see the stars and galaxy

My sight returned with a glowing light.

For countless days and nights,
I stood and watched city

To see the life around

My sight returned with shame.

Now I fear to see the Village,
All barren land, no seed to sow
Eyes waiting for the clouds

My sight returns with mercy.

M. Asim Nehal



Bee And Honey ~ Part 2

Bee said to honey, life is fragile

In several ways, it distracts

The end result of my hard work is you
A thick, golden liquid, pure in all sense
Every flower I visit is reluctant to share
You know how many times

I have stolen honey for you

But what you are, I only care.

I pass the nectar to others

To get you finally in honeycomb,

And shows how much I care and love.

And Honey replied, so kind and so thoughtful
All your hard work is sealed in me

I breathe for you and I risk my life for you only
Hard for you to think I don't care.

I do know each of you by your touch

As the river flows, you all flow to me

Like the clouds you gather around me

I unite all of you in one single thread

Yes, I am your final product that you all love.

M. Asim Nehal



Bee And Honey - Part 1

Bee said to honey; don't misunderstand me

I am designed that way

I am a bee looking for You

I have some biological requirements

But by no means I shall leave thee

among many honeycombs I chose you

You are the sweetest Queen

I promise when the night spread its darkness
And the earth becomes a comforting bed

I shall dance with you forever and ever.

And Honey replied, you are just another bee
They all come and suck the sweetness

They all make false promises

They leave me when I am high and dry

They wait for me to flourish again

And I have seen many like you, come and go
I serve you with my heart and soul.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku & Senryu

boots upon a shelf
after long tiring journey
the warmth in the bed.

tree lay's off baggage
these falling leaves are treasure

manure for the earth.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ A Walk

along the seashore,
waves are rushing on to smash
like thoughts in my head

fallen stone in lake,
creates ripple in water

roadmap to success
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Short Poem Cute Love

Infatuation is a flowing river
attraction is a Standstill Lake
Meeting of eyes is a ripple
And Love is a deep sea.

M. Asim Nehal



On Another Sky ~

And there is a another sky,

which shines by the pearls;

days seldom fades by the darkness
silence flows on wings -

trees come to feed.

leaf never dries;

everything floats thereon.

Nobody weep and cry;

come let us dwell there,

where life is beyond death.

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem ~ Goals

With so much thought In my mind ~
I slip into the sea to reach the depth.
Where I find they swim along ~

To the shore of achievements.

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem ~ Test

To test the true humanity in humans ~

Check their greed level.

And how they deal with down trodden

The truth will come up like cream on boiled milk.

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem - Voice Over Head

Deeply influenced mind drenched in hatred ~
guided by the unthought ideas.

To fulfil someone's wild dream ~

your voice is over the head.

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem ~ History Repeats

Monuments raised on sweats of the labourers ~
to glorify the pride of the Kings.

It is not the story of exploitation of labourers ~
And history repeats time and again.
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Short Poem ~ Wisdom

Confused with knowledge ~

when the mind is flooded with information.
Wisdom is attained ~

when experience embraces knowledge.

M. Asim Nehal



Riddle ~ 1

What is present everywhere?

And what contains everything?

And who reaps it when planted by others?
No one can steal it from others.

M. Asim Nehal



In Dilemma.

Parrot Out Of Cage ~ Can't Fly

For several years

he lived inside the cage

not knowing what was his fault
And now when owner is no more
he is out of cage, all sudden
weak, fragile and wingless
trying to identify

where to go.

M. Asim Nehal



You're An Ocean In A Droplet

No, you're not in some hole,
or caught in a well.

You're a world in your grasp,
like a shining diamond.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Fragrance Of Love

those naive dewdrops-
are falling down like teardrops
from a broken sky.

when dreams are fulfilled
then a seed of hope augurs

with fragrance of love.

M. Asim Nehal



Life- Nothing But A Bubble Burst

Although he is free, yet lives as a prisoner,
Although he is a king, yet lives as a mystic (fakir) .

Behold the level of his belief in Almighty God,
He lives the life of riches in the house of sands.

Then he leaves with a promise 'not to come back, '
The one living in the wind as a fragrance.

The enemy of my life flows into the veins,
And count my breath by sitting inside my heart.

Whoever lived this life to its fullest,
He will tell you it is nothing but a bubble burst.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - Relief

frozen emotions
sheds tear of a melting heart
to shatter the cold

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Series Change

clotting of the blood
hanging dew drops on the leaf
fall is imminent.

gathering of crowd
emergence of wind from north

change is imminent

M. Asim Nehal



Diamante - Winter

..................... gorgeous, misty

............ chilling, garnering, colouring
...... Fruits, flowers, Ice, green, red, white
............. singing, chirping, buzzing

M. Asim Nehal



Moonbow

The silence of the valley is broken by the joy,
of moonbow as the water falls from the tip to toe.

Tall trees besides the mountain range in row
Makes the surrounding looks bright and glow.

This rare site is sacred to the nature lovers
As the water falls and the moon beam pierces.

M. Asim Nehal



Correct Me If I Am Wrong.

They say money is the medium of exchange
I say it is the root of all evils,
correct me if I am wrong!

Money can buy you goods and commodities
not love and peace,
correct me if I am wrong!

Money is part of the system and essential
It is not quintessential for living;
correct me if I am wrong!

Money can measure the value of commodities
human values are immeasurable;
correct me if I am wrong!

Our social fabric is designed by money
but our moral character is the product of service
correct me if I am wrong!

Money can buy you shelter not home
can buy cloths not air, sunlight and salt-water
correct me if I am wrong!

Birds, animals and other living creatures are free from money
they live satisfactorily; they never harm or alter nature
correct me if I am wrong!

O mankind, be reasonable, apply head
heart may mislead you

think about it and correct me if I am wrong!

M. Asim Nehal



An Art Very Few Possess.

How do you walk, with roses in your heart?
When I know no rose is without the thorns.

The deep wound must be hurting inside,
Yet the fragrance of rose entices everyone.

The aura you wear with your large heart.
How you deal with love to fill anyone's heart?

The dying petals make the sweetest honey
How you keep a twinkling smile with dances on the lips?

I feel your scent in the air,
hovering like clouds, everywhere.

Oh good heart lady, please reveal this secret to me,
how do you walk with roses in your heart?

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Nature-

flash of lightening
surrounded by the darkness
many miles to go...

M. Asim Nehal



They Are True Symbols Of Silence..

Inner silence echoes in the valley
from our peaceful mind
and often lingers with the nature.

Rising sun, beaming moon and twinkling stars
All provide silence and calmness

They speak the language, nobody understands.
Tall trees, flying kites, falling feathers

Dark nights, Lighthouse, Tall chimneys

All in their own space with some purpose

And they are true symbols of silence.

M. Asim Nehal



A New Euphoria ~

Years have passed since we met last ~
my eyes are not wet with tears anymore.

I cherish the present flying on the wings of the past,
looking ahead for a brighter tomorrow.

Just the eyes have traveled the distance,
but the hearts are together entwined in love.

I still have the melting taste of our last Kiss,
as the snow slowly dissolves in the river and flows.

Time to unite the soul for divine purpose,
by crossing the bridge of all relations and emptiness.
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Senryu- Chocked

a cold wet morning
frosted face in the mirror
all emotions chocked

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Melodious Life

birds at my window
fills emptiness with sweet songs
melodious life
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Haiku ~ Spring Season

stroke of spring season
seeds start to germinate again
and wildflowers bloom

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Juice Of Love

emotional spin
of heart and brain on body
juice of love in life

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Emotional Change

from dawn to the dusk
as the sun passes across
a change does occur

in the human and nature
an emotional shadow

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Winter Alone

without knowing why
this winter night

I feel alone without you
under the blanket

with nothing to touch on.

M. Asim Nehal



When Humanity Is At Stake ~

Dust rises from the humanity end,

world thought, what's the matter?

The blocks of race, caste, colour and creed,
all merged together like rivers in the sea.
Demons are restless, what to serve humans?
This wind has blown the castle of sand.

The hot wind rises from the surface of the sea,

again the world thought, what's the matter now,

Is the evil flying like the wild goose flee after season?
Is earth clean of all the evils and it's ploy?

And then sudden conflit of ego started.

All talks with people nursing hate failed yet again,
Wave of peace in search again for the shore of love.

M. Asim Nehal



Me And My Soul

I met my soul under the ocean
quiet, calm and enduring
In serenity with joy.

I met my soul on the mountain top
spirited, high and in pride
restless and eager to fly.

And I met my soul on the earth
unrest, busy and discontent
angry and jealous.

Same soul at three different places
In three different shades

same body to manipulate.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku Series ~ Winter

the winter romance
cool eyes dreaming about you
around the firewood ~

dewdrops on the grass
Frosted leaves fall, gracefully

chill stream flows across~

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku- Series 2 Adjustments

wet heart in the rain
silence was chosen prison
for a caged bird.

on a curled tight leaf
a dewdrop is adjusting

like prism at sunrises.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku Series ~ 2 Change

when wind played music
and snowflakes danced to its tune
nature's symphony

when falling dewdrops
under the starry night sky

the change of colors

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku Series ~ 1

under the clear sky
fishes splashing in the lake
life is a struggle ~

butterfly flutters
clouds are floating in clusters

on canvas of life~
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Senryu- New Day

a vibrant sunrise
started peeling surprises
beginning new day
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Haiku ~ Night

deep in the forest
the night is very darker
a firefly hover
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Haiku- Winter

nature plays hide-seek
and snow covers everything
like cotton candy ~
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Shores Of My Heart??

Between the shores of my heart
under the flowing lustrous holy river
where the white dove of wishes
floats on the chariot of stars

teasing drunken mischievous moon.

I make a bridge of love to drink

from the intoxicated lips of fate

which will fill, drop by drop my cup's thirst
where the virgin red roses

from the exotic garden of bosom

waits to get crushed under passionate action.

The cerise shyness on her cheek

will melt by the fire of my passion

making the sheet underneath sweaty with pearls
and two uncut diamonds in dark night

will luminesce my heart's mind

your gentle smile will remove the fatigue

and your scent will be carried by the wind.
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A Desperate Walit....

These solitary ways
And the tall trees

Free flowing river
Those chirping birds
Desperately wait

For them to return.
Seasons come and go
and the wait is still on..
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Another Dream.

Today moon was sombre
And the night became dull
All stars were mourning
At the birth of a new deuvil.

Same old story was about to repeat
The valor of humans was under threat
As the night progressed ~

the dance intensified the moments.

Yet another dream got crushed by falling dews
The tense night paved the way to the calm morn.
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7?7?77 - Quadruped

How innocent are we to love the stones

And how ignorant are we to shower our love
What can they give us except stumbling?
Knowing the truth, why we keep hope alive.
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Haiku - Autumn Song

autumn songs echo~
under the blue canopy
pink petals flying
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Colourful Love

In the jingle of your bracelet,

In the kohl that lined your emerald eyes,
In the vermillion of your lips,

I see my love soothing.

In the changing cerulean of the sky,
In the delicate ensemble of the words,
In the early morning drizzle,

I see your acceptance of my love.

In the bistre of the night sky,
In amber sunsets,

In the shadows of dusk,

I see our love blossom.

In the tangerine mornings,

In the Aureole of water hanging on your hair,
In the fuchsia blush that rises on your cheeks,
I see our love shining.

In the soft silver moonlight

In the paper boat merrily drifting
In the ivory temperature

I see the world envying.
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And I Surrender To My Wish..

I wish to rise like a phoenix

from the grave of the past

to see a bright sunshine morn

and to flow on the waves of the ocean
and to reach the shores of pride

In the timeless world

surrounded by the fragrance of love.

While lying on the couch of peace

when I see the war happening around

and the human race cry for the mercy

I surrender my wish to the ashes of the past.
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What This World Will Look Like?

When moonlight will find a place under the sun,
When the winds will flow like waves,

When blood will have a spectrum,

What this world will look like?

When sorrows will fly off into orbit
And the grains will fall from clouds
When rivers will churn the milk
And happiness will grow like leaves.

O' Lord wake me up in that world
Where the differences get dissolved
Enmity gets evaporated into the air
And love surrounds the life.
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Senryu ~ Flashing Life

a hanging diamond
on edge of eternal time
reminds flashing life
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Haiku Lake View

beneath silent sky
lovers swimming in the lake
clouds floating around

M. Asim Nehal



Contrast ~

When the sea summons them
Two women, one old one young
They walk bare feet on the sand.

As they sit on either corner of a bench
One sees the problem rushing towards like waves
The other sees the glad tidings one upon another

The young lady is scared as if a dart is fired
And the forest started burning
Clouds of uncertainty had covered the rays of hope

The Old lady is counting her blessings
As the fragrance of past rushes
Eyes glitter with glory.

The sea is ever calm from beneath
The tides are inviting to explore

The adventures of life.
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Haiku ~ Adventure

end of the winter—
ice is melting from the mount
adventurous sports

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu ~ Two Lovers

near flowing river
a statue of two lovers
on adjacent sides
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Life In Past ~

From the pillars of the ruins
I watch the glorious past
All misty forms inhabit
Behind the aged walls

Only inscriptions tell

How they lived

From the birth

Till the death.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Autumn Moon

orange autumn moon
on a silvery high tide
a sip from soup bowl
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A Get-Together

Let's meet tonight ~ In my dream
to unlock some doors
and open some windows....

Let's sail on the waves of emotions
to the shores of the past
and relive those moments.....

Let's meet again
to leave our hearts to speak
and heads to rest.....

Let's meet again
beyond the clock

to share laughter, tears and pains...
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Association - Longer Than The Life

Marriage is an association, lasts longer than the life,

Years, just the numbers added to the love and respect,
In thick and thins of life's weather, they stand together
What motivates, how and why they are just questions.

Coming together to remain together is a journey

To walk the path seemingly difficult is a journey

Differences of ideas never allows drifting from family
Differences of ideas never lead to separation from the family.
Such is the bond and such remains the unity.
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Senryu~ Storm

among mount of sands
a single grain in your eyes
brings a teary storm

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu - In Poetry

when he writes it down
wisdom blooms in poetry
like lotus in pond
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Nature's Beauty

Life is so cute it flies on the wings of butterfly
From flowers to flowers sucking nectar of love
Till it is able to flutter or caught by the spider
They all have their share in this beautiful nature.
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Who You?

I watch you intently,
I don't know who are You?

When did you come, for what and what do you want?
It appears to me I know you, who are You?

Will you stay with me or will you leave me?
If I surrender my heart how safe it will be?
I am in a dilemma and in total confusion.
Tell me, who are You?

If I trust you, will you fulfil?

When I need you, will you support?
Though this darkness I don't see any lights,
Who are You?

Dreams are twinkling like stars
And you have ignited the spark
I see nothing around but You
Who are You?

Now come off the screen

And show me the truth

Enough of this disguise

The more I ponder, the more I am lost
Tell me, Who are You?
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Senryu - Soul

skin, flower and wind
carries the known scent to~
unknown destination
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My Poetry Awaits You ~

On the dew drops~
my poems hang silently,
Quietly awaits the readers.

In a poetic sky galaxy,
Where many poetry illuminated like stars,
My poetry awaits the moon.

When the waves pave the way to my poems,
Please sit on a rock and read them,

And soak yourself in my thoughts.
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Welcome Rain....

The little bird whose nest

is hanging on the lovely cool branches

of the banyan tree with many roots

is floating like the clouds and

when it rains the pitter-patter of raindrops
softly touches the nest

and slowly sucks the moisture

and the monkey swings

across the river holding

banyan tree's long roots

the loud giggle makes the forest lively
and I enjoy watching the tears of the sky
dancing on my window panes.
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Short Poem ~ 13

Tongue between my teeth,

dances up and down create of all problems,
Uncontrollable even by thirty two guards,
makes unnecessary statements.
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Short Poem ~ 15

It was a windy day

River winding in and out

Under the wide valley of life
Surrounded by a landscape

He stood out against the sky
Saw life crawling like a tortoise
And death hovering like an eagle.
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Every Morning Sun Rises With A Hope- Ukraine

Every morning sun rises with a hope-

That the help will come from the west,

And the wind will change its direction.

Yet, only word flows from the big mouth~

While we suffer heavy casualties at their hands,

Our displaced citizen finds few supplies to survive another day.

Is history not repeating when Byzantine Emperor Constantine XI

Turned to Western Europe for help and the attempted union failed.

Though some Western individuals came to defend the city on their own account.
The hope and the wait for support, has reached its pinnacle,

The time has taken away the focus of media and the attention of allies,

The ignition has left the fire burning for self-destruction,

The tunnel seems far longer and the light seems elusive.
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How Similar A Seed And A Hope Is!

How similar a seed and a hope is,

Both patiently wait for their turn,

One is nourished by the fertile soil,

Another by the fertile mind.

When seed gets into the soil

and water is poured it becomes soft

and breaks from inside and grows to become a tree.
When hope encounters determination,

it breaks from within to flourish life with wisdom.
Both walk the tedious road bravely,

and meets the dream among many a seeds.

Only a few grow into a tree, as do dreams.

The fate of the seed remains concealed within the shell,
And hope emerges from the heart and mind.

So take great care of them and provide a fertile soil.
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Rubaiyat ~ Grudge

Do not hold the grudge against others, let it go, sooner the better
It is like an acid stored in a container

It damages more in which it is stored

Than on to the object on which it is poured.
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Senryu ~ 401

keep sailing your ship
on the waves of emotions
to island of love

M. Asim Nehal



Awaken With Oneness

When the sun has gone deep

And the moon emerged on the horizon

A caller called me to follow in the wee hours of the night

Like a deer chasing the musk I followed unconditionally

through ravines, forests and hills.

Then I thought is it wise to chase something I know not?

I paused momentarily like a rabbit caught in the headlights,

The voice slowly approached me and said &quot;Follow your heart&quot; you are
far from all worries now.

Slow down and ponder, don't run carelessly and chase mirages.

Life is not all about the rat race to run and win, rather it is about taking others
with you as you go along the path.

The oneness in me got awake as I came out of my sleep.
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My Night Trip...

How can you understand my loneliness?
When I travel alone

during nights on the foot of my thoughts
while your windows are shut

and the shining moon

hide behind the clouds

from the dusk to the dawn

and the endless night sky

hide my footprints

and the wind carries a fragrance

the lake silently puts off the curtain
the echoes of the waterfall

cuts the voice trail

and the bamboo trees

shelters the loudest bird

and to forget the pains of the day

the glasses of wine linger in the mist
and takes in the brevity of sleep

and when the morning bell rings

the scent of the grass is revealed as if
there is nothing to hide

about me and my night trip.
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One Page Of Turkish History.

From the Stone Age artifacts shrouded in mystery,

To the modern day fast paced life.

From the Roman empire to Greek civilization

To the Persian empire and now the Turks or Turkey.

From the Byzantine rules to the Sassanid rules

To the conquest of Alexander, the great and Mehmet II

The land has seen some great rulers and leaders

The pillars and the walls of Hagia Sophia if given a tongue

Will narrate the stories of the past rhymes and hymns

Now stands as Republic of Turkey part in Asia and part in Europe.

Surrounded by the Black Sea on the northern front

On Southwest and west by the Mediterranean Sea and

the Aegean Sea and the Sea of Marmara between the European and Asian land
It has Pontic Alps Mountain, Anti Taurus Mountain, Mount Ararat

and Himalaya Mountains.

A land with the modern touch of Europe and ancient feel of Asia.
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And I Keep My Hope Alive.

My dreams twinkle in the starry night
On the endless bending of the sky
Ready to fall on the sandy beach
Where waves are craving for the ride.

Slowly and gradually lifeless ideas alight ~
As the dewdrops on rose petals roll pass

I see through the prism of this life

The candles plummeting drop by drop.

My vision never returns with an emptiness.

In the darkest storm of this life,

when the light from the sky shines in my heart
another day to pass another night to wait,

And I keep my hope alive...
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Short Poem ~ 11

Dewdrops-
Falling down like tears
From a painful night

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Surprise...

from the knee-high grass
tiger appear suddenly
to surprise the deer
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Haiku ~ 233

flowers on mountain
dancing in vivid colours
on the highs and lows

M. Asim Nehal



How Will You Know I Am Gone...

All my poems and my songs
This moon will recite to you
When I will be gone...

All my love and my wishes
These flowers will remind you
When I will be gone...

All my anger and my frustrations
This thunderbolt will remind you

When I will be gone...

How will you know I am gone...
When I keep residing in your heart.

M. Asim Nehal



2?7 7790?7972 72977

2227 222 22 227 22 2222 22 72 22772 ?

M. Asim Nehal



On Our Ways.....

As we walk together on a path of love,

In the rain of life, our body and soul is wet

As our heart pound out to reach the other shore

We see the path crystal clear with the fruits of our deeds.
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Senryu ~ Ambrosia Around

see those dancing bees ~
when fragrance lingers in air
after blossom bloom.

ambrosia around ~
when ship sails on the high tides

under the moonbeams.

M. Asim Nehal
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Haiku ~ Dancing Daffodils

dancing daffodils ~
in the bright afternoon sky
a glittering bloom
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Rubaiyat ~ Around The Education

A flowing river is like thoughts crossing the mind,
Ideas take leap like frog hop from place to place,
Hope kindles like candles burn in the darkness,
Wisdom and knowledge linger around the education.
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Short Poem 11

dewdrops-
falling down like tears
from a painful night

M. Asim Nehal



Reflections

Reflection of the mind - a still pond
When life is sailing smoothly.

Reflection of the mind - Whirlwind, ripple in pond
When life is at a crossroads.

Reflection of the heart - beautiful roses
When love is in the air.

Reflection of heart - bleed by thorns
When love is lost and charm is gone.

Reflection of eyes - shining stars
When a dream becomes a reality.

Reflection of eyes - filled with tears
When a dream is lost, a loved one disappears.
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Tanka ~ Another Day.

sky of tangerine

sun is bleeding, night is calm,
stars shining brightly

nature promises new day,
flowers are ready to bloom.
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Haiku ~ Nature's Gift

a tall mountain range
with all its talkative trees,
wind buzzes like bees.

whispering forest,
with its singing birds around,

true gift of nature.
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You're Better Than The Sacred Pearls And Twinkling
Stars

You're so very beautiful I wish I had four eyes,

Four hands to hold and two wings to fly

I could capture your smile which captivates me.

The parting of your lips and the blink of your eyes.

Better than the rays of the dawn and the waves of the dusk.

You're so very beautiful that nothing can lure me,
Nobody can even imagine in their wildest dreams.
You're better than the sacred pearls and twinkling stars.
A glance at you is worth millions firefly shining together.
Better than the moon and the comet.
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Senryu ~ My Poem.

pop into my dreams
i shall decorate with words
and make my poem
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Tanka ~ To Unknow Destination

mind far from the shore
sails on the ecstatic waves
with the ocean breeze
beneath a cluster of clouds
to unknow destination ~
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From The Bunch Of Flowers..

All in one, but with their own space
With their own fragrance and

With their own charm,

Offering self to others,

For a purpose to serve.

And the life of choice began for others
Fascinated with enthusiasm

Eager to feel the ownership

They all made their choices

Some with a care and others by free will
Some with a purpose and others without

First one picked the Rose

A beautiful, enticing and alluring

While holding it tight he realized

The pinch of the thorn piercing his skin

Left with no choice now he held it

As the blood started to come out

The Rose began to spread the fragrance

His pain and suffering overtaken by the charm.

Lilly, Jasmine, Peony, Freesia, Gardenia, Lavender
Tuberose, Lilac so on and so forth picked by many
But the one that remained most favored was Rose
A rose with all its thorns.
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Haiku ~ Freshness Reappears

sunlight sweeps away
the dark shadows of the night
freshness reappears ~

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Honor

a pink petal falls
under the blue canopy
honor for the dust
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Four Liner ~

The body has the power to think and act,

The soul can only make residence and leave;

The dreams and imaginations are the fuel of the body;
When soul will leave, the body will bite the dust.
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Senryu ~ To Island Of Love

keep sailing your ship
from the depth of emotions
to island of love

M. Asim Nehal
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Haiku Chain ~ Nature

garden of delight
where the birds sing melody
bumble bee dances

occasional rain
desert flowers bloom around
fragrance everywhere

these silent mountains
hold secrets of the balance

keeping earth firmly
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A Dream- Eyes Soaked In Dreams Shred Not Any
Tears

Today I woke up soaked in dreams,

Never before I experienced such things,

The sky filled with stars was beneath my feet,

And I was playing with them as if they are marbles,
The light in them was emitting through my hands,
My body was twinkling and they were reflecting,
Eyes soaked in dreams shred not any tears.

But as I woke up all is gone.....
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As The Day Progresses.

Before the twilight, day revealed its secret,

And let pass the mystery in the night to ponder,

Flower bloom, changes in nature with first rooster crowing,
Yellow fields turn green and life begins,

My eye tries to catch and unlock the morning calmness.

Soon the bells will ring and voices will start to chase,
Throughout the day and I started to decode the messages,
Like birds freely wander in the sky to search and enjoy,

And freefall from mount and run through the fields,

As the day progresses, I am engrossed in thoughtful thoughts.
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Senryu Chain - Will Peace Return?

waiting for a catch
a motionless fisherman
thinks about dinner

after a long flight
pigeon sits under the shade

will peace return now?
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Haiku ~ A New Dawn

morning dew refreshes
after dark long, stressful night
a new dawn begins.
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Haiku ~ Roses.

roses without wings
an immobile beautiful
fly on the fragrance
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Haiku ~ Winter Romance

the winter romance
found in old photo album
memories intrude
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Summer Heat

Summer morning heat,

Sky is crystal clear,

Sun beats black and blue

No respite from life

Nature breath out

Humans breath in

The sweet river water

Eager to meet sour sea water

The restless day meets the calm night
And old dreams flew back to the eyes.
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Senryu ~ Those Eyes

vastness of the sky
roaring sea with waves on waves
settled in those eyes

M. Asim Nehal



We Share The Same Sky Together.

We see the same sky from our place
When I see the rising sun

You see the stars shining

I see the birds flying high

You see the bats around

I see the waves slowing down at the shore
You see, high tides rising high and high
While I am busy with my work

You are resting on your bed

We are far from each other

Yet we share the same sky together.
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I Make A Bridge Of Love To Drink

Between the shores of my dream
Under the flowing lustrous holy river
Where the white dove of wishes
Floats on the chariot of stars
Teasing drunken mischievous moon.

I make a bridge of love to drink
From the intoxicated lips of fate
That fills drop by drop,

The cup of my emptiness.

And the virgin red roses grow

From the exotic garden of bosom
That waits for passionate fragrance.

The cerise shyness on those cheeks

melts the firewood of my passion

On the bed of pure pearls

When those two uncut diamonds in the dark night
luminescence my heart's mind

Millions of joy float around.
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Between Two Breath

I reside between your breaths

like the moon between stars

like the waves in the ocean

like the wind passing leaves

like the birds crossing the mountains

You relax between my arms

like the fishes in the pond

like the flowers on the thorns

like the tongue between the teeth

We live together
like the mountains in springtime

like oasis in the desert

Our life is one
like a single soul in two bodies

Just you and me.....
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Haiku ~ Nature's Chain

these whispering trees
standing tall on plain meadow
saviour, fruit bearer

hiding till twilight
floating over the white clouds
these falling dewdrops
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Searching Your Whereabouts~

The scent of Your words, lingers in my thoughts

the mind is searching, Your whereabouts.

You have not left any traces, nor do You wish to be reached
Though Your songs are being sung, by the saints and birds.

Deep in my hollow heart, You made a permanent place
By playing Your finest flutes, which float around my soul.

Though You are not far and resides within

My heart is at unrest since eyes cannot perceive
Your scent reaches the heart with every breath I take
Still mind is searching Your whereabouts.
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Senryu ~ New Ways.

country lost the map
now every path is open
follow any way...
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Haiku ~ Ripples

a small piece of stone
makes ripples in massive lake
like worry destroys
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Senryu ~ Chain - Alone

you come secretly
and ignite a light inside
thus, I burn all night.

travel thousand miles
to celebrate loneliness

with self, in silence.
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Almighty ~ Supreme

Eyes are trying to see, but could not see.

The mind is trying to conceive, but can't imagine.
Ears are trying to hear but can't listen.

Such is the grace and such is the dignity,

My Lord is sure unimaginable and beyond everything.

M. Asim Nehal
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Story Of A Lion And His Kingdom

Many a years ago Lion thought of taming the giant Elephant

He began out to constructed a den close to the fortress of Elephant
First the Elephant ignored, but then he realises

What all threats he may have on him and his offspring's freedom
He called upon the Union of wild animals to monitor and help him
Soon they started spying the activities of Lion,

Elephant started building pressure with the aid of the Union

Lion realising his position backed out leaving the idea behind.

After few decades the Elephant grew in numbers and power
Elephant knowing that it cannot confront all alone

It pitched in the jackal with a plan that near Lion's den

A big conspiracy will be built in the name of security

Lion warned Jackal with a stern warning

Jackal approached Elephant to affirm his support

Not only Elephant but Union of wild beast assured

Jackal did not budge before the Lion after assurance

Lion kept repeating that he will not tolerate the actions of Jackal
And finally, the Lion attacked with a mighty roar

All animals backed off and from safe distance started shouting for foul play.
Some said Lion is heartless, cruel and merciless

From outside they showed sympathy towards Jackal

Now he's combating alone, all resources gone

Family dispersed; infrastructure destroyed

Pride gone, self-respect lost all credibility gone

Now on a verge of self-destruction.........
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Come To My Rescue ~

When your thoughts still keep me awake,
I have no one besides stars and moon to converse.

All your promises fly like fireflies,
In the dark sky they keep teasing me.

What happened to those dreams you showed me?
Now my sleep has gone away carrying them from me.

Didn't that bath in the translucent holy river purify your heart?
Then why did you abandon me in a sandstorm desert to perish?

My lifeboat is now drifting aimlessly in the fog
All radar signals pointing at you appear to be beyond my reach.

Come to my rescue before it's too late.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Our Mind

the dripping of tears ~

from tenderness of our heart,
unanswered questions,

tries to explore potential ~
from secret box of our mind.
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Senryu ~ Love Of Poetry

from trunk immortal;
when the life's branch is spread wide
an eternal growth.

easy to convert
the private thoughts you harbor

a fine poetry.
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In Taoist Form - Short Poem

Each bone contains a story of our restless spirit,
The complex pattern tells many things.

It's like nature adapting to change ~

The depth of our understanding engraved -

on the rocks we moved, while we lived.
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Life's Pattern ~

Flowers bloom and then petals crumble!

Fire ignites and turns everything to ashes!

People laugh to end up crying!

Tree bears the burden of fruit and others enjoy
There's lightning and a thunderstorm before the rain!
Life follows a pattern and it moves on.....
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Rubaiyat ~ Night Life.

Whether at London or in Paris,
When wine is poured drop by drop;
The night dances in the eyes,

And the body unleashes the shame.
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Rubaiyat - War Scene

The day was defaced by such a slaughter;

That the red clots were seen on the moon tonight;
The floods of feelings quietly raced through the eyes,
And heart mourned the loss of dear ones.
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Rubaiyat ~ Change.

Come, fill my eye with desire and heart with love,
The garden is ready for spring:

The buds have formerly started to blossom,

How may I remain in darkness, when sun has risen.
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Song Of Bravery ~

Go away, Go away, worry,
And I am busy and I have no hurry;
Sail away, sail away, fear;
I am no coward I shall play to tear.
My courage is my shield, no one can steal,
O wind, move towards the south!
My love is pure, no one can doubt
Can anyone cure.

Nothing can lure, nothing can deviate,
determination is solid, mountains are firm;
No beauty can, no beauty can greed
My poor soul, has taken enough toll:
Leave me alone to muster my thoughts,
Leave me to, think and write
Something which the world will read once
and repeat again and again!
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To Myself ~

Teach me your tricks of smiling,

that the heart learns and the brain follow;
the world only looks at the rising,

though they may be false and hollow.
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True Colour ~ Four Liner.

In our anger, despair and unfulfilled dreams
In our response, dealing and behavior

Our true colour emerges as the reflection
And it is the combo of heart and soul.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ At Home

no sun to sparkle
on a dull, windy morning
my heart is at home

M. Asim Nehal



Inside Your Cage ~ O Love

O LOVE, you trapped me within you
I feel nothing different from you.

Your masquerading customs,
Coaxed my imaginations
And I think and breathe,

You and You only.

Birds live and die haplessly

Nobody knows their suffering

The song they sing

Glorifies you O Love~

Even when Master leaves doors open
They don't fly away.

The cage where I am

There is no door

It's not closed from the outside either
Yet, why am I in there

The reason only You know.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Emptiness.

no soldiers on gate
dilapidated castle
empty honeycomb

lotus in a pond
besieged in a murky mud
the roads draped in ice

a struggling silence
in reflection of moonlight

ripple in water

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Whistle

distant train whistles
sound echoes in mount sinai
message delivered

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Passion

don't ignite passion
it will burn till the last breath
candles in the sky ~

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Wildfire

leading to darkness ~
when sunlight faint at twilight
a wildfire in heart

M. Asim Nehal



Love Will You Be There To Greet Me?

O Love, Your magic touch has made me unique and atypical
I am no more what I used to be.

They say they saved me from drowning -
While I attended your call of the river.

They say they found me on a tree -
While I saw your smiling face in moonlight.

My friends say you took me away from them -
When I no longer enjoy their pranks and ran with them.

They found me unconscious in the dunes -
While I was reading your love letters written on the sand grains.

They say, they found me lost in thoughts -
While I was replying to your love letters, on the air

Love, I know you are innocent of what they say about you.
Love, I know you are not blameworthy of the blame they place on you.

Love, you showed me the way which -
If I walk, will lead me to my beloved.

Love, my beloved is waiting for me on a sandalwood couch,
Arms wide open, eyes flashing and hands eager to shake.

Love will you be there to greet me?

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu Chain - 1

flocks of flamingo --
after day's hard work in fields
a tangerine sky.

a returning cold
with no dragonfly around

just dagger to kill.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Change.

pink petals cascade
from the very leafy tree
when time turns its wheaels.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Spring Blooms

white flower blossoms
under the blue canopy
spring blooms in my heart

M. Asim Nehal



A Dance Of Dreams

Sing with the heart and dance with the soul
Hold all the smiles, the magic words will flow,
The happy feet will rejoin your show and roll,
Call from afar, near, above and below,

So the good old tune is liked by fellow,

The body will dance in a maze of to-and-fro,
Like-minded people come and go,

Triumph will return in a fragrance of joy,

The moments of life will increase a row,

And dreams will say- we have no worry!

M. Asim Nehal



Crown Cinquain ~ Sun

hot sun

with bright sunshine

from coloured umbrella
appears pale, murky and hazy
moonglow

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ World

every peace loving

souls must unite with one mind
and one consciousness

to prevent crises and build
world of unique qualities

M. Asim Nehal



Chess Game Gone Wrong

Two minds were playing chess for entertainment
Within the rules and between the column sixty-four
Colour was the code to differentiate their moves

They had supporters cheering and encourage

More than anything else it turned to battle of words
Soon the game of entertainment turned on its head
The king slowly moved to the corner and ordered

The soldier to march forward and give way to mighty.
When and how they changed their colours no one knew
The game is still being played by their soldiers

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Russian Atrocity

with the western breeze
a steelbird carries the bombs
to kill innocents

M. Asim Nehal



A Wasted Canvas ~

HE gave us an Empty canvas (Life)

And some colours to paint on

One of my friends made the choice

Blue colour, For his Collar

Other Chose Colour Yellow -

To prove that all others are dirty fellow.

Another opted for Red Colour -

To make a statement and remain ahead.

Some have selected, white, green, orange

So on and so forth

And we all sat down together to see what we had done
With our canvas and why?

Since I was hiding my canvas, all were curious to know
To make use of all colours I messed up my canvas

We all were concerned and regretted our choice.

M. Asim Nehal



Two Innocent Minds

Two innocent minds were interacting;

One said to another, do you see those floating clouds

One day I threw some pebbles in the sea

And water started to evaporate and now see the magic

Those clouds forming different shapes with silver lining

White as snow and thick dark black and during the sunset

It becomes amber and orange, soon they will fall by becoming rain.

The other said; look at those mountains, they are straight out

From my canvas and these sitting birds, I made the trees for them, look here
and then see there are they not out of my drawing book?

As the darkness started to deepen both returned to their homes, now they
wonder who created that sky with those stars and moon!

M. Asim Nehal



Rejoice This Morning Calm.

Sing to me Oh yellow sunflowers,
And then swing and dance:

Year of stress has passed and gone
This is your golden chance.

Dogs barked whole night

Crying bow- bow to bid goodbye.
To welcome new sun cock sings
Dig-a-diddle-Dow,

Birds are chattering
Tv-Ti-Tut-Tut

O sleeping man, get up now
Rejoice this morning calm.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Nature Revives

no bees will flutter
over a withered flower
and nature revives

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Tweet

just lend me your ears
listen to the melody
a tweet of my heart

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Moon On The Horizon

desires untainted
by silence of emptiness
moon on horizon

M. Asim Nehal



To Etch Your Name ~

O, is this fight a worth to be called a fight!
When we are dealing with differences of opinion.

Night never fights with the day;
Nor Sun has a fight with the moon.

Everyone knows their own space,
Life is love and love defines peace.

Shining diamond emerges from the rough rocks,
Fresh water gushes through the bitter brine.

Joy of life sheds tears of gain,
Every mother bears their child's pain.

To etch your name on the rocks of history
Is it must, give others sorrow and agony?

Learn to know the real person hidden in you,
And think twice before you hurt someone you never knew.

M. Asim Nehal



A Broken Heart ~

Her heart is once again broken

Not due to failed love

But by the separation

Of the loved ones

And this is what a war can do

The morning calmness(]

Chirping of the birds

Bells from the farthest school on a hill
Bustling of the leaves

Farmers sowing seeds

And the river flows carefree

All in few minutes turned upside down

As the fighter jet flew past dropping bombs
And then tankers rushed in to capture.

The tree fell, building broken, smoke everywhere
The blue sky turned dark black

And the river carrying hands, legs and heads
With a photo album sits a teen girl

Looking around for the loved ones.
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Tanka ~ Road To Prosperity

let any remain ~

between love/peace and hate/war
when a coin is flipped

then brotherhood will flourish

on road to prosperity
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Haiku ~ Nature Dance

in the cold wind breeze
moonbeam falls on my teacup
when snowflakes dance

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Cold Winter

after the sunsets
the air has begun to chill
the wild geese returns

M. Asim Nehal



Monoku ~ Feb Morning

A late morning mist of February slowly lifting pink petals.

M. Asim Nehal



Rush To The Cranes.

Instigated or deceived that this is what you have to decide.

And then talk the talk and leave the media to fight,

This is what we are all witnessing in modern Europe.

So many lessons to learn and so many things to ponder on

Insensitive world, mere spectator, while innocents getting killed

Where are we heading towards, In this game of power?

While humans are being killed, we are being taught how to treat animals.
In a tug of power, human dances like a puppet,

While the blood flows..........
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Monoku ~

Ever since you left me without the moon, your memory is shining.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ A Fight

a lone standing tree
filtered sunlight on the bark
only strength to fight
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Haiku ~ Alone

in the dusk of snow
a sparrow sitting alone;
on a leafless branch

M. Asim Nehal



A Small Prayer ~

When the crooked heart will be straightened

When the impurity is burned in pure oil

When the moon holds her size for good

And when the wind gently throws itself on the sea.

The world will be a place far better to live

The garden will be filled with floras and faunas

The tweet of the birds will turn into a symphony of songs
And when each belly has cereal to fill.

Oh, Master painter, paint the world thus

Oh, the author of destiny, write the welfare of each creature
Oh, Father of the hearts, let love blossom

And let real humanity live in tranquillity and peace
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Ghazal English ~ Under The Sky.

Never offer your heart to any strangers
They will return it without heed, under the sky.

In the lonely nights, if you look at the moon restively,
Thousand thoughts will rush in, under the sky.

In that pompous but empty world, there isn't a cacophony,
Don't let the waves rush towards the shore, under the sky.

When it rains, run and yell aloud,
Nobody will see your tears, under the sky.

Find the flow in your life and mould it into reality,
Life will find solace and calmness, under the sky.

Never leave yourself open to this world, O' Asim,
People will misuse your simplicity, under the sky.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Colourful Day

as morning sun paints
sky, snow, flora and fauna
a colourful day

M. Asim Nehal



Love Floating~

In the light of the silvery moon,
Sitting under the pine tree,

I see our love floating around,
When the paper ship drifts joyously,

M. Asim Nehal



There Was An Abandoned Ship.

At the foot of a vale, where the sun's about to go down.
And the lake is enclosed, through the thick woods.
Where birds call forth mighty oaks.

And the heart emerges from the mouth.

I bathe in the immaculate beauty of the lake.

This place is so quiet.

Where the music pops out, rustling in the leaves.
The water flowing in, as the cricket chirp

And between these incredible surroundings.

There was an abandoned ship.

In the midst of the lake.

Wrapped around the lotus.

Floating carefree

Free of mundane worries.
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Senryu ~ Life Slips Away

on horse of wishes
we gallop for abundance
and life slips away

M. Asim Nehal



Watching Show On Earth ~

Life has become a continuity of dreams

And I live between the two breaths

One says let's go and other says stay and fight
The pen has the fire to burn the mountain

But my thoughts take to the depth of the ocean
And I hang like those stars in the galaxy

I wait and watch silently the show on earth.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Again

under bright sunshine
where the ocean and sky blend
life begins again....

M. Asim Nehal
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Haiku ~ Flora

some fallen petals
flowing under the old bridge
thick clouds cover them

new buds are ready
to flourish and spread fragrance

another story.....

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- With Friends

early morning sun
after chilling winter night
stroll and talk with friends

near old pond on tree
sparrows sitting together

fog slowly lifting

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Full Moon.

tonight is full moon
clouds are fighting with the moon
cherry trees in bloom

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Magic.

eye burning candle
on the pompous and glitters
conjuring magic

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Red Berries

peeps under the bush
between the green winter leaves
smiling red berries

M. Asim Nehal



We Live Life On Our Terms ~

We endorsed our love by holding hands
And not by shackling our soul.

We showed to this world
That our love is not slavery
It is in sync with mind and body.

We kissed each other
Not to fulfil desires
But to enjoy eternal bliss.

We learned to enjoy the heat of the sun
And warmth of the moon
To decorate the heart and soul.

With age, we conquered grace of an adult
And learned to live this life on our terms

Not by the will and wish of others.
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Haiku ~ Fall Season

metallic sky clouds
fall season and chilling winds
tree skeleton stands

M. Asim Nehal



Chain Verse ~ A Departure Note

Tomorrow I shall roam free,

Free from the burden of this body,
Body that captivated me for long,
Long enough to keep me alive.

Now I shall be free from any accountability,
Accountability that kept me in check,
Check that I am still alive and living,

Living a life which is predestined,

Destined to certain path and ways.

Tomorrow when the soul will see the light,
Light of the day from the darkness of this body,
Body which is mortal, but bundled in ego,

Ego, a burden that forced mind to enjoy.

Enjoy the dust with which I am made of and
And I shall roam free till eternity for ever and ever.

M. Asim Nehal



Innocent Minds ~

Two innocent minds were interacting ~

One said to another, do you see those floating clouds,
One day I threw some pebbles in the sea,

And water started to evaporate and now see the magic
Those clouds forming different shapes with silver lining
White as snow and thick dark black and during the sunset
It becomes amber and orange,

soon they will fall by becoming rain.

The other said; look at those mountains,

they are straight out from my canvas and these sitting birds,
I made the trees for them, look here and then see there

are they not out of my drawing book?

As the darkness started to deepen both returned to their homes, now they
wonder who created that sky with those stars and moon!

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Poetry

on this sombre night
my milky emotions flow
on sheet of papers

M. Asim Nehal



Ode To Colour Red.

A symbol of aggression,

A statement of code,

In the rainbow of colours,

The &quot;Red&quot; stands out in a flash.

The life line of living beings,
A colour of engagements,
Attraction for eyes,

A colour that alerts.

With roses it does romance,

In the sky it creates passion,

It turns ocean of emotions,

It is the &quot;Red&quot; the ultimate eye catcher.

M. Asim Nehal



True Reflection ~

Like those stars, twinkling and shining,
Jewel in the sky and guiding travellers.

Like those waves, rising and travelling,
Pride of the sea and carrying million lives.

Like those flowers, refreshing and riveting,
Delight for nature and increases energy.

Why can't we humans become sensible,
Towards fellow and other living beings.

M. Asim Nehal



Millions Dream Fall And A Million Eyes Watches ~

When the moon rests on the cold clouds

The dark night sees the light through a prism
The shivering trees shred the leaves

From the window panes I see the dewdrops

The falling pearls from the sky slowly melt

As the warmth of the earth embraces them
Millions dream fall and a million eyes watches....

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Puppet Dance

arms wrapped around me
to pull the string of my heart
for a puppet dance

M. Asim Nehal



Oh, Bearer Of Heart

O, Bearer of heart show us your true colour,
If love resides in you and happiness blooms
Then show us your gloom

No rose is without thorns

Never rains without clouds

Show us the pain of carrying this burden.

Life is the reality and death a mystery

Show us the path from reality to the mystery.

M. Asim Nehal



Frozen Hearts

Winter chills everything

Leaves fall, branches dry,
flowers shy and nature cries

Yet humans remain high and dry

Winter makes things solid

Around the fire it unites everyone
Solidarity and rigidity go together
With frozen brain heart freezes

Summer melts everything

Flower flourishes and fragrance flies
Butterfly flutters and Life moves
Yet humans remain high and dry.

Hope this summer heart will melt

Head will accommodate

Liquid will flow all around

Making this world a better place to live.
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Senryu ~ Newness

a new joyful song
fresh fragrance of the flowers
an old path obscured

green leaves turn to grey
when worry enters the head

heart remains unrest

M. Asim Nehal



Worthwhile Wait ~

Why not become clouds and fall on
This barren land is waiting for you ~

Several seeds are lying in open heart
They are waiting for the water of love.

Before the light of the eyes fade away
Just for once you glitter and show your face.

All flowers are ready with fragrance to shower
This garden is waiting for your arrival.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Juice

ripple of our love
spinning, emotional heart
a glass full of juice

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Freshness

when the sun goes down
pale light sinks into grey rock
a black thread unveils

when morning bell rings
the scent of the fresh grass

reminds my childhood

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Trails

an evening lamp post
standing like a wounded heart
leaving behind trails

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Life's Blanket

transparent blanket
this life thus fails to cover
our greed and wishes

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Sucked

life sucked enough juice
cocktail to serve others now
rest your weary soul

M. Asim Nehal



A Lover's Plea

Why not become clouds and fall on ~
This barren land is waiting for you.

Several seeds are lying in open heart,
They are waiting for the water of love.

Before the light of the eyes fade away,
Just for once you glitter and show your face.

All flowers are ready with a fragrance to shower,
This garden is waiting for your arrival.

M. Asim Nehal



Hopeful Night ~

On the edge of all worries lives a tiny hope

Twinkling like a star, bending like a bow

It waits for a target straight like an arrow

When the moon is behind the clouds

There comes out a rabbit from the burrow

Fox is hopeful to catch and have a decent meal

While the rabbit moves to carry some carrots

The farmer hopes to catch with nets laid around

And the night hopes to pass in silence bound

Two little rabbits hope mother will bring food tonight

All keep faith in their instincts, let's see who loses and who wins.
All have tied destiny around their neck

Faith will take them to their ultimate destination.

Fox jumps and falls in net, the farmer shoots the arrow
The moon comes out and lightening strikes

The rabbit returns frightened without the carrot, tonight.

M. Asim Nehal



Human Life ~ A Conflict.

How conflicting our body parts are ~

Our heart knows the secret yet mind defies.

Ears listen to the brain while heart speaks the truth.

Eyes witness things that heart shows not mind guides.

Fragrance of love blossoms mind never reaches the nose.

We cage our spirits and let loose our thoughts.

We put the comfort for our body and then regret for misuse.

Prayers of mind is for self-elevation while heart yearns for happiness around.
Heart teaches self while mind strives for preaching.

We humans are supreme because of our conflicting body and nature.
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Thoughts And Desires.

Why should I bargain with death for the virtues of life
When death is ultimate and life is temporary.

The rubber band of life cannot be stretched beyond a certain point.

Wishes are like bubble burst
And it goes past the mortality

When days are filled with wonders and nights with desires
Why should we lament the departing breath.

It is not worth waiting for anything
When thoughts and desires go together.

M. Asim Nehal



Early The Better ~

The shame of the eyes vanished and the blood turned white
In today's era, the relationships have become strange & unlike.

In adulterous atmosphere, how would the flowers bloom?
From where they get color and fragrance?

When sunrays struggle, how winds will escape from poison?
On top of our greed, we are destroying nature's treat.

We try to resolve things virtually by painting the world literally
To heal our broken hearts, we look for solution on twitter and WhatsApp

Early the better, let us make sincere efforts
Before it's too late and things get tougher.

M. Asim Nehal



New Morning Song~

Sing to me Oh yellow sunflowers,
And then swing and dance:

Year of stress has passed and gone,
This is your golden chance.

Dogs barked whole night,

Crying bow- bow to bid goodbye.
To welcome new sun cock sings,
Dig-a-diddle-Dow.

Birds are chattering,
Tv-Ti-Tut-Tut.

O sleeping man, get up now
Rejoice this morning calm.

M. Asim Nehal



Ode To The Blue ~

You invoke vastness of glory

And reveal the clarity of the purpose

On one hand, you depict extreme joy

And on the other hand, you portray loneliness

The melody of sea, the singing of birds

Both in the day light and the night lamp

You have the brush to colour in your style.

Between black and white, through red and yellow

You are the companions of lovers and the heartbroken
Deep you go yet high you remain

In thick and thin of our life you march with your own light.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ This Life

This life...

from the edge

of a mountain

slowly slipping through

and sliding down the rocks,
to form a lake.

M. Asim Nehal



Renewed Hopes ~

As I entered the garden of affection,

Through the doors of those eyes,

Rays of love enclosed me in its arms,

My sleeping body woke up by the unbounded charm.
First time I heard the birds singing beautiful songs,

First time I saw the tangerine tinge on the grey sky,

My frozen brain felt the spring's delight,

Silence looked so much meaningful this night,

And I saw the angels dancing behind the stars and moon,
No darkness could hide anything from my eyes.

M. Asim Nehal



Big Shift ~ In 2021

2021 has seen a big shift in evaluation pattern

Apart from online classes, exam pattern also changed
MCQ's provided much relief to the lazy students

No more pen, pencils and rubbers to use

Just a click of a mouse and you are done

What knowledge required and how much study

Only God knows what next gen will do?

Virtual Offices, virtual transactions and what not
WhatsApp, twitter, Instagram stitches relationship
Empty playgrounds, empty classrooms

The emptiness are ruling the world now

Soon all arts and artist will surrender to the virtual world
And the world we lived in will be alien to us.
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Senryu ~ Secret

secrets of our heart
on the silent lips of life
like dewdrops on leaf

M. Asim Nehal



My Story - Covid-19

I started my journey from Wuhan City, Hubei Province, China.

You can say it's my birthplace, I belong to a novel family,

My two elders MERS and SARS were born much earlier than me.

There are many researchers who link my origin to bats or pangolins

They started calling me &quot;19-nCoV&quot;, my year of birth my family name.
As they say &quot;Coming event cast their shadows before&quot;, I made a
humble start

By the end of Jan 2020, I entered only 7818 bodies and I like the word
&quot;Smart&quot;

You have developed many smart things like mobile phones, TV, camera etc.

And my smartness lies in my nature of being asymptomatic

Do you remember you wanted &quot;Human touch&quot; in every work?

I also like to travel from human- to- human with a human touch.

I tell you, I will remain a mystery throughout, like your multi-tasking I am multi-
talented.

By March 2020 I was declared &quot;A Pandemic&quot; and I owe this to you all.
I came to make you realise the importance of life and ethics of living,

You slogged and slogged year after year to build a house, mansion or a hut,

Just to live in there for a few hours whereas, hotels, clubs, playground, office
Market place, malls and multiplexes where your real time consumers.

I know it is only &quot;Fear&quot; to which you respect, respond and follow
hence I had to instil that

I am evolving like nature and everything else so wait and watch my next
&quot;Avatar&quot;.

M. Asim Nehal



Lighter Things To Tame.

A million times I could see the moon
Without losing appeal

Billion waves reach the shore

Yet sea remains the sea.

Thousand times lip meet the lips
And thirst remains as is

Passion spins around the heart
Yet love remains unblemished.

Joy of the body spreads around
Like fragrance of flowers
Unleashing pearls from the shells
To shine in the light and glower.

Soul dressed in the body
Cloths covering shame
Darker shades of life
Lighter things to tame.
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Senryu - Years

this ship never sailed
the anchor never lifted
and waves did the job

tears roll from my eyes
i collect broken pieces

as year bids goodbye

M. Asim Nehal



Ode To December

Oh, December,

Though you are last,

But not the least.

Swiftly you turn the year,

last in line

brings all the smiles

and sum up all the moments,

As you strike,

The final bells,

Rings all the months together.

As you bring the joy

bundled with hearts and holidays
and legacy landings

Around the fire you make us dance:
The last supper with winter delight...
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Senryu ~ Nostalgia

on a lute of streams
by the concerto of dreams
in nostalgic world

a bird singing songs
sanguine melody surrounds

a soulful journey
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Haiku ~ A Winter Night

life in winter night
loneliness surrounds whole night
falling of dewdrops

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Prism Of Life

when heaven opened
tears of joy hanging on bush
looks like prism of life

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ ~

a fallen dewdrop
descended on a leaf
giving it a hope.

pain drips from the eyes
like, autumn melancholy.

M. Asim Nehal



White Life

The black hands of death,

cannot hold the white thread of life.

The blowing wind will not pave way to snatch the memories.

The rising waves will never allow to immerse the footprints.

And the mountains will hold high to my spirit.

The clouds will carry these thoughts all across the world

And they will shower it time and again.

And I will emerge by becoming a rainbow sometimes.

Perhaps, those black hands will never catch the silver lines again.
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Senryu- Tears.

these ripples in love
spinning, emotional heart
tears roll down the cheek
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Tanka ~ Why Indifferent.

hued maple leaves,

winter flourishing again,
technicolor nature.

why human remains same?
indifferent from nature.
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Tanka ~ With Old Friends

a ray of hope

life explodes with a joy

as we meet after long time
language of the soul

when old friends are face to face
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Tanka ~ Together.

Twilight in pale blue
Illuminating darkness
a long winter night ~
once again together
nectar and the honeybee
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Tanka ~ No Freedom

locked inside the house,

how can I pass my days~
without meeting with you,

the south wind brought a virus
that curtailed my freedom.
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Tanka ~ Image

what we see in others

is like an image in mirror

which changes, often —
sometimes big, sometimes small
yet the person remains.
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Tanka ~ Time

now is the time

to merge in the ocean

of love and survive the waves
and grow old together

before the leaves fall and fly
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Tanka ~ Color

from dawn to the dusk
under the bright sunlight
it changes color

the man and the nature
of emotions and shadows
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Rubaiyat ~ Self Destruction

When body starts controlling our mind

Our soul goes far away from the goals

And we get lost in this world

Neither we are able to fill this void,

Nor can do well other than self-destruction.
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Rubaiyat - A Battle

All the soldiers have fought up and died;
A lonely horse galloping around.

We stare in each other's teary eye -

Me, my counterpart at the throne.
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Between The Shores Of My Dreams

Between the shores of my dream
Under the flowing lustrous holy river
Where the white dove of wishes
Floats on the chariot of stars
Teasing drunken mischievous moon.

I make a bridge of love to drink
From the intoxicated lips of fate
That fills drop by drop,

The cup of my emptiness.

And the virgin red roses grow

From the exotic garden of bosom
That waits for passionate fragrance.

The cerise shyness on those cheeks

melts the firewood of my passion

On the bed of pure pearls

When those two uncut diamonds in the dark night
luminescence my heart's mind

Millions of joy float around.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Life Rejuvenate

swan swimming in pond
eagle flies in ecstasy
clouds floating in sky

and nature awake
in the arms of the morning

life rejuvenate

M. Asim Nehal



Another Day To Pass Another Night To Wait.

My dreams twinkle in the starry night
On the endless bending of the sky
Ready to fall on the sandy beach
Where waves are craving for the ride.

Slowly and gradually lifeless ideas are alight
As the dewdrops on rose petals roll pass

I see through the prism of this life

The candles plummeting drop by drop.

My vision never returns with an emptiness.

In the darkest storm of this life,

When the light from the sky shines in my heart
Another day to pass another night to wait.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Tears.

curved thicket of eye
hide the tears of sorrow~ joy
moon behind the clouds

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Flying Wishes

open pomegranate
thousands of wishes scattered
a pandora box

M. Asim Nehal



Our Love Will Open ~

Silence has an echoing sound tonight
our love shines under a starless sky
you, me, and our sweet memories
will guide us to a new path

where life will flourish

like sunflower

under sun

our love

opens

M. Asim Nehal



Ye Patthar Aur Wo Patthar

Na Tu kabhi banKe RehNa ek Neev ka patThar
Tujhe toh bante jaana hai ek meel ka PatThar

Teri her kathorta me, mai to bus yahi dekHoon
Tu hai ChatTaan ka patThar, Tu hai Armaan ka patThar

Is Shehar ne to teri izzat hi badha di
Yahan makaan bhi patThar, Yahan Insaan bhi patThar

Kisi ne BooT taraashe hain In patTharon se yahan
Kahin Bhakt hai patThar, Kahin bhagwan hai patThar

Is shehar se zara bach ke guzarna ay-dost
Har ThoKar me Yahan patThar, Har ek RaaH mein patThar

Jo hum-tum lad pade shayad kisi masle masail pe
Tere bhi haath mein patThar, Mere bhi haath mein patThar

Yahan jo dil DhadakTe hain, Jo bhi Armaan MachalTe hain
Her ek EhsaSaat mein patThar, Her ek Jazbaat mein patThar

Tu apni Soch ko rakhna sambhal kar Kar Yahan 'Aashi’
Her zehniyat mein patThar, her khayalat mein patThar

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Love....

few ounces of love
will cure any ailing heart
for a moonlit walk

M. Asim Nehal



No More Search ~

Whispers of your words linger in my thoughts,
My mind keeps searching for your whereabouts.

Are you hidden in the grace of these butterflies
Or do soar sky's height with eagle's flight,

Are you present deep Inside this sea,

Or do you love to play hide and seek with me?

Oh, there you bloom like a flower,
And loves to fly like a kite,

You appeared from the sound of jazz,
and entered deep into my heart.

Now we dance under the crimson moon,

Like poetry in motion or sonnet in salsa,

I no more look for you in the outside world,

As you are deep within me as the soul in my body.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Ashes Fly

when empty darkness
surrounds a hollow timeline
nameless ashes fly

M. Asim Nehal



Lovely Night ~

When the moon dances on the sea waves,
While we do the eye-tango under the pine tree,
The moon and its beam play with nature,
And we play with our hearts, immersed in love.

Glittering galaxy wraps the scattered stars,

As I dive deep into the heart of my beloved,

I see the pearls of solace and peace all over,

The journey of pilgrimage ends with morning bells.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku Senryu ~ On Trap

butterfly flutters
flowers engross and enjoy
nectar sucked slyly

bankers talks smartly
the customer takes a loan
interest is sucked

eyes meet and demands
heart surrenders and befalls

they get trapped in love

M. Asim Nehal



Winter Season ~

When the winter is on ~

And grass dances to the tunes of dews,
then the wind carries the lusty scent,
And sunrays becomes gentle

under the thick and rich clouds,

And ocean plays a symphony

then radiant spring blooms,

Indeed, it is a gift from God.

Yellow faces of daffodils delights
when they sing and dance

with the occasional rain,
resounding pit, pat, pit, pat ~

It recreates the memory and desire
of mellower season.

No gem or gold can give this pleasure,

No melody is better than the harvest song.
When ice is in making ~

this world looks good enough to bite

and when it melts in the mouth

we get a true taste of the winter season.

M. Asim Nehal



Rubaiyat - Communication

The communication between you and me

Happens through the eternal silence

Only eyes know, which nobody else understands
Yet this silence speaks more than any conversation.

M. Asim Nehal



Story Of The Night ~

As the morning bells rang

And the moon slunk in the horizon

And the candles melted in our eyes

while we sat close to each other this night

holding each other's hand and peeping into the eyes

This big universe looked so small and within our reach

And now when I decided to write about my feelings of the night

I realized, that the golden sun rays and the flowing southern wind
Is already writing on each bud and flower our story of the night.

M. Asim Nehal



Mischance ~ 3

Yet again, a voice calls me

on a moonless night

from the bottom of the valley

to those ruins of the past

that haunts like the seabirds.

And I empty my mind from

the sorrowful present thoughts

to sail in the direction of the voice
with a whirlwind of ecstasy.

The night clears the doubts

and throws me to the seashore
where the sun is ready to rise
Nature is dancing with joy

And I am ready to sail on the waves
As I look back to see no one is there
Then who called me from the far?

M. Asim Nehal



Mischance ~ 2

Atmospheric refraction with a tangerine touch
How beautiful the sun appears on the horizon,
While rising up and while going down

In all, its magnificent forms

It covers the nakedness

With bright light, no direct seeing

As the eye can never perceive the brightness

The magic of dusk and dawn cover up the shame.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Sleep

your arms for pillow
comfort for body and soul
under crescent moon.

M. Asim Nehal



Mischance ~ Part 1

The fall of beams on the leaves

And the water and the waves

But when it falls on my hands

I feel the shame of eternity

On a silent night,

when most are dreaming and resting

I see the naked moon sensually walking
Though in its bluntness only love is revealed.

M. Asim Nehal



Fragrance Of Love

I wonder, where the nice fragrance of love is gone,
The one that spilled from the crimson flower of life.

While I collect the broken glass of the past,
The memory icicles In the inner dome of my mind.

Memory stands like a scarecrow, In the middle of my path,
To divert me from dreams to the realities of the present,

As I walked past the doors of an empty heart,
To collect the fallen leaves of time, I find the fragrance of love.

M. Asim Nehal



To Me, This Life Looks Like ~

They say ~ life is beautiful

And I say it disguises like a mirage

No less than a spider's web

It spreads desires of our body

And demands catch all the time

It's sticky like silk is a hunting tool for the wishes.

They say ~ life is wonderful

And I say how I wonder what it is

A soul inside the body playing tug of war
Both are competing for a win-win situation.

They say ~ Life is worth living

And I say it inches towards death dancing all the way
In three stages, painting the world

Then trying to rub it off.

They say ~ Life on earth is a test

And I agree to it with no other purpose seen around
Indeed, it takes us through the narrow tunnel
Transition to another life through the death

To me, this life looks like ~

Passing of a camel through the needle's eye
Pure like honey, odorless like olive oil,
Fresh like ice and innocent as a dove.

M. Asim Nehal



In Complete Silence ~

When spring season is on

and when the birds are singing songs
Buds are ready to bloom

and the bees start to loom

Let us meet to see

The dance of a peacock

The flight of an eagle

The colors of the butterflies

And listen to the music of nature,

Far from all worries, in complete silence.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Search

in the grim voices
these seagulls lookup for food
fishes are at high

M. Asim Nehal



In Context To Life's Journey

As I was about to celebrate, a voice chased me down to ask
So how do you feel after spending 50 out of 60 years

And that hit very hard on me as I started to recall
Childhood days how startled and when went, a tough ask
Youth days boiled enough blood to consume everything

And now when time is running out, I look back to count

All look so futile and meaningless in context to life's journey

M. Asim Nehal



I Wonder How Innocent My Dreams Are ~

One evening I saw my dreams flying like a bird ~
On the bank of a river, trying to go beyond the clouds.

One evening I saw my dreams flying like a butterfly,
In a flower garden, fluttering around to suck the nectar.

One evening I saw my dreams on the seashore,
Moving on the waves, hitting the shores again and again.

One evening I saw my dreams climbing the cliffhanger,
To reach the top of the mountain and to talk with the clouds.

One evening I saw my dreams plummeting with the candles,
To solace and brighten the dark night.

Now I wonder how innocent my dreams are to chase things far from the realities.

M. Asim Nehal



How Do I Know Whom To Follow In This World?

How do I know whom to follow in this world?
When the mind says something and the body something else.

When the tussle is on between heart and mind
Life demands something else.

As we go through this dilemma dreams jump in
Realities start to show mirror and we wonder

Though the destination is in front,
why eyes see them not and happiness remains aloof

By the time we ponder and try to get something,
Like the sand slips from a tight fist, it goes off.

M. Asim Nehal



The Virtual World Has Taken Over The Real World.

I long to sit quietly under the shade of a Pipal tree,
Where the heat of the sun comes in with the cold air.

By laying down on the cot and stretching my legs
I long to see those colorful butterflies sucking nectar

I long to chase the Bullock Cart from afar
And listen to the ringing bells till the very end.

I long to catch the falling leaves flying in the wind
And count them later and pick some as prizes.

I long to smell the loaves being roasted in the Tandoor
And then run to extinguish a coal fire with water.

Now I barely see folks running after the kite to catch
Nor do I see the bunch competing to collect the broken pieces of the bangles.

The virtual world has taken over the real world.

M. Asim Nehal



End Of A Long Journey.

The stillness of the night

Makes enough noise altogether
Slicing me in a two-piece

One to live the reality

Another to live in dreams

Like the sun following the moon
When the waves touch the shore
It is the end of a long journey,
Leaving silence behind.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Fall

bowed down to the ground
shadow of the tallest tree

fall of false pride-

a resting place for the monks
under the azure clear sky

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- Family Chain

dewdrops of desires
made an icicle around
trapped inside a life

netted relations
together, a family
a bunch to enjoy

we stay together
In sorrow and happiness

like a tree on ground

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ You And Me

you-me together
like sunset lit sky afire
night to remember

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Down Lane

to cherish traces
on sloppy snow-capped mountains
memory down lane

M. Asim Nehal



A Ploy Of The Devil ~

When the night swallows the light on the earth,

And when silence surrounds everywhere,

The darkness covers purity like the tide upon tides,

A lustful devil slowly uncovers, like fragrance in the air,

He appears upon the mountain and runs through the river;
The mist floats across his breast,

And the rises his head majestically above the world,

And when he speaks like a rumble in the jungle,

his voice rolls over the plains like silken roll,

and his wishful thinking flies with the wings,

In the faraway land where people are waiting with candles

to ignite and open decently packed corked bottles,

Music to dance to the tunes of pride, arrogance, and pomp.
The whole night this drama will go on in emptiness

Living in a confused state to ponder when the dawn breaks.

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem ~ In Taoist Style

Every bone holds a story of our restless mind
The complex pattern tells many a thing

The nature, the adaptation to change

The depth of our understanding

And the rocks we moved while alive.

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem - Taoist

Wisdom flies away on the wings of anger

As the growth of two is contrary

To the nature, like a meeting of day and night
Wisdom is heavy like a mountain

Anger is light like clouds

When they clash it rains heavily.

M. Asim Nehal



Taoist Short Poem 1

Like the grass

That has no ego, grows everywhere

Finding space is at ease

When the mind is at peace with self and others
Pain disappears and gain follows

As life's journey marches towards death.
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Senryu - Imagination

fictitious sculptures
thoughtful imagination
in creative mind

M. Asim Nehal



In Love-Cage ~

O' LOVE you have imprisoned me
with a feeling where I feel nothing,
Other than YOU.

Your masquerading customs,
Coaxed my imaginations

To think and breathe you,
And only You.

Caged birds live in pain to die happily,
A zoo tiger has no territory to mark,
Crocodiles have no freedom to swim
And I am imprisoned in love bounds,
With no escape from You.

The cage, I am in,

Does not have doors,

Nor is locked from outside,
Yet why I am in, I wonder.
For what and how is unknown.

M. Asim Nehal



The Night ~ Part 1

When darkness unfolds the mystery,
And night dances around the valley.

When light is far and busy brightening
Then darkness slowly grips the scene

Stars twinkle, moon whispers melody
And nocturnal birds witness the Kill.

When no one is around we play hide and seek
In the twilight of the dusk till the dawn.

M. Asim Nehal



Limerick ~ Bug

There was a young man named Blount
He bought a note machine to count
The machine developed a bug

Instead of counting it did rag

The poor man lost the entire amount

M. Asim Nehal



The Joy My Soul Derives.

When the birds sing a song

And the wind flows along,

When the clouds become heavy,
I toss my thoughts merry.

On the silky amber sky -

I see my poems fly

The sight my eye enjoys
Is the joy my soul derives.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Thoughts

raced across my mind
some thundering thoughts of past
it is raining now~

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Infilled

when I gaze in eyes
I see infilled galaxies
an expedition

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Change

wonderous blue sky
never allows the settling
neither moon nor sun

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Smile

mysterious smile
impregnates nature with joy
awakens me now

M. Asim Nehal



Reflection Of Her Life ~

She is like a desert flower

Belligerent for the survival

No respite even from the cruel weather
A battle of survival intensifies.

From dawn to the dusk

As she waits for the rain

Clouds appear and turn back

What remains is the void in those colossal eyes.

Broken pieces of the glass
Scattered all over the place
Difficult to rearrange or collect
Now reflet the sad story of her life.

Love, trust, treachery now wondering

What went wrong and where matter slipped?
Silence in relation grew louder than voice

As the age leaves the trail behind with no footprints.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Fortune

fortune ~ a lamp-flame
flickering against strong wind
at the edge of hope

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ In Love

with passage of time
the madness in love faded
only love remained

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Story Of A River

two banks of the Thames
shares history and culture
past meets the present

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~

expensive wristwatch
rusted in the seawater
now time is standstill

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Haiku ~haiku

desolate mountains
those tiny flowers, in breeze
hanging on the cliff

unfruitful desert
wandering for the water
these thirsty creatures

semi-dried river
under the cerulean sky

an abandoned boat
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Senryu- Poem

colored by the love
written on the heart's canvas
poem of this life

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- Flow

dipped in vividness
emotions flow as river
to the sea of love

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu - Encrypted Memories

on a falling leaf
our encrypted memories
lands on my shoulder

M. Asim Nehal



20?72?7202 00?2 702 7977 777

P07 22?7 27?7?9777 ?7°7°7°7° 7 ??7°7° 27?7

P97 090?22 900 097 9900 2?2 79907 7.

P07 07 900 00?0 79900 202 997 2907?2777
20?997 00?0 79? 272 270? 92777°

M. Asim Nehal



Spring Season Is On~

When spring season is on

and when the birds are singing songs
When buds are ready to bloom

And bees start hovering

Let us meet at the pond side

And witness the dance of the peacock
The flight of an eagle

The colors of the butterflies

And listen to the music of nature.

M. Asim Nehal



Land Of The Scots.

Where the broken walls are eager to speak,
And a river carries a story from the mountain's peak.

Where the cattle have green grass as a feast to eat,
And birds have the open sky to fly from west to east.

Where the trees play the flute of your choice,
And nature sings and dances in rejoicing.

Where sunshine and shade play hide and seek,
And the raindrops make a rainbow very sleek.

Where the soul finds solace and peace,
And forget every sorrow and ambiguity.

M. Asim Nehal



A Different World Lives Within Scotland

The vastness of this nature and the architecture of the human
The grandeur on earth is a show of the limited time.

The eyes of the human cannot hold the beauty
And the mind cannot perceive the treasure.

The song of the birds and the bustling of the wind
On the green, lush grass these grazing sheep and yaks.

Range of mountains cut by the river water
And the fable of a monster &quot;Nessie&quot;.

Only a haunting mind perceives things,
That is neither surreal nor truthful.

A different world lives within Scotland,
Which is proud of its heritage and culture.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - To Keeper

keeper of my heart,
love me as long as I live,
show me the bright light.

M. Asim Nehal



Lost In The Scenic Beauty

In a beautiful valley

With snow on a mountain top

flowing spring between the trees
meadows grazed by horses and sheep
With the beautiful faces around

I lost my heart

When mind wandered in thoughts

No instruments can match this music
The twittering of birds enchants

No swing can match this dance.

The rustling of the branches
Unparalleled dance of the peacock
Sun playing hide and seek

Grass holding snow cubes

Wind playing flute

Bamboos beating nature's drums
I lost my heart to nature's love.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - Spring Of Love

cover of the clouds
opened up for the moonbeam
spring of love in life

M. Asim Nehal
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Yet This Heart Moves On And On~

A wish, a desire it keeps

Flies on the wings of dreams
Neither long for any destination
nor strives for a resting place
Yet this heart moves on

And moves on...

It is restless and it dazzles in the mayhem
It passes through sunshine and shadow
Neither differentiates between day or night
Nor floats on emotions

Yet this heart moves on

And moves on...

This heart smiles as much in trying times
And beats on the swaying waves

Neither afraid of the current

Nor is fearful of the rocks

Yet this heart moves on

And moves on...

It lives in a strange world

Disregards relations and remain rebellious
Neither afraid of nor surrenders to

Any situations or happenings

Yet this heart moves on

And moves on...

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Flashback

a stillness awaits

after too much turbulence
ripple in the pond

a flashback of memory

as the train crosses the bridge

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Change

the tangerine touch

changing colors in the sky

dark black in minutes

life on earth of a person ~

does the change happen so fast?
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Senryu - Musical Morning

the soothing sunshine
playing softness to my skin
musical morning

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku Series ~ Love Around

a sublime springtime
birds sing melodious songs
fragrance in the air.

those mountains ignite
enduring love in valley
daffodils dances.

eyes filled with beauty
of this majestic nature

my love in my arms.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - Silence Is Broken

beneath cloudy sky
ducks are splashing in the lake
silence is broken

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Maturity

at maturity

we realize, truth of life

while the shadow mocks

the long tunnel clears the way
to look forward at future

M. Asim Nehal
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Mysterious Door ~

Whenever I pass by, I always see that door remains closed
I kept passing by in hope that someday I shall see it open.

Everybody saw my patience and perseverance
That door never realized it and remained closed as ever.

Its mystery kept motivating and encouraging every time,
And I kept my hope alive without doubting any time.

Though that door remained closed in front of my eyes,
but my mind perceived it opened up in my heart.

Patience started to give up as the clouds of doubt surrounds
And the mystery remained intact behind that door

Now with me, my thoughts linger around that door
What is inside, why not opens, and what secret it holds?

With all mystery, now I wish everyone to get a similar door,
That remains closed and the secret behind it remains intact.

M. Asim Nehal



And Life Moves On~

In the darkness of the night

When the moon is playing seek and hide,
And the stars are silent spectators,

The owl twists its neck around,

Silence everywhere, only nocturnal move,

In sleep, some have sweet dreams,

The others restless and in pain,

Wondering what surprises the new day holds.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Deep Love

when you are restless
the night seems endless and long
you are in deep love

M. Asim Nehal



Night ~ For A While

The stillness of the night

Cuts me to pieces

Small enough

To keep disintegrated

from this life for a while

away from all worries of this world.
And then as the night passes

they are ready to haunt

from the daybreak till night
Leaving silence behind.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Infectious Smile

pedestrian cross,

she looked, gave a gentle smile
at the next cross-road

I passed it to another,

now the city buzzes with smiles.
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Haiku ~ A Kiss

a passionate kiss
ripples in a silent pond
a wild bird is freed.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Wait...

a still dove awaits

with patience, peace to return
which never comes back

from smog and misty shadow
scream as loudly as you wish

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Silence Aftermath

a deafening sound

as the airplane flew away
valley of mountain

leaving behind, trail of past
with pin-drop silence around

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Memory.

buzzing honeybees

dancing flowers in chill breeze
a hummingbird sings

touchy melancholy song

past revived in memory.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ A Travel.

travel through the eyes
mind thus will accommodate
everything of life

under the cluster of heart
with sequence of love

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Nature's Joy

southern breeze gushes
spring of joy spread everywhere
two dancing flowers

M. Asim Nehal
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Why Do I Envy Satan?

I envy Satan for some obvious reasons,

Satan is one of its kind on the face of this earth

He works relentlessly and finds supporters effortlessly,
He neither sleeps nor rests on his laurels

He rarely boasts of his achievements

He freed himself from all forms of ego.

He mastered the art of pleasing everyone.

No one can question his assiduousness

He fulfills his promises made to the Creator

And with all honesty misleads human beings as well.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Rose

as she gazed those eyes

it reflected emptiness

like thorns piercing heart
taking the blood away from
to the rose to make it red

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Dreams Realised

dreams gently unfold
like, sunflower to the sun
sincerity melts

realities do hustles
wishes turn to reality

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ A Picnic

sky clear azure blue

the autumn's picturesque view
the wildflowers bloom

teens on a picnic party

a feast for the singing birds

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ A Journey

moments undefined

if we choose judiciously
life will sail smoothly
with flow of river water
to ocean with no return

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Sunset

resting on her lap
the waves desperate to touch
a lovely sunset

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~ Calmness

trees swing with the breeze
birdsong echoes in valley
swift flow between mount
the horizon's harmony
fragrance percolates in air

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Desirous Heart

when mind is at rest
its festivity of love
a desirous heart

M. Asim Nehal



A Debatable Debate ~

The debate is on for centuries,
Ever since life on earth existed,
And you will find perfect division,
Half believe in Inner beauty and,
Another half in outer beauty.

Life is a mirage, life is a dream,

Life is a journey, Life is like rain,

Falling from the sky to meet the earth,

In whatever way to define.

The soul is the object, Soul is the light,
Soul enlightens you to remain upright,

The soul is never ours, Soul is the compass,
It is pure and it leaves with pride.

Beauty is temporary, beauty is a delight,
It is the bubble that burst with time,
Beauty shows the bright side,

It always entices, when leaves us,

In the midst of life, we feel disguise.
All three are there till we are alive,
Death wipes them all,

Leaving the blackboard forever.

M. Asim Nehal



Life's Disenthral ~

When the thoughts are set free in wildness
Without the wings of time

On the milky way to the eternity

I see a world without sorrow and worry.
As I unfold the sheet of the past

The river of sorrow runs down

To the sea of calmness

And the world appears as a dream

Nothing more than the blink of an eyelid
All preparation and struggle disappear.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~

hang our endless love
On trust and mutual faith
reap life's dividend

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ For Bouquet Of Love

In garden of life
choose all flowers carefully
for bouquet of love
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A Gentle Smile ~

The way a nurse
Looked at me

And nodded her head
With a gentle smile

Has given me a hope
And relieved my pain
That I was suffering with
And made my day.
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New Song Of Life ~

In the sea of love

Two young couples

Floating on the ecstasy of emotions

Enjoying the beauty of life

The luminosity of the stars tonight is weird

Even the moon is filtering the medium moonlight
The winds are melodious

Fragrance is everywhere

Two eyes are talking

The eyes tell the story of the heart

Hand in hand and breath giving warmth to each other
Neither on earth nor in the sky floats between them
A new saga of life is being woven tonight.
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Together ??

I am a petal of the blooming flower.

I am the thread of a nicely stitched cloth.

I am a page of your life's book.

We are just together no matter what I am or who are you.
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Where Life Flows In Serenity ~ Let's Go There.

We are floating on the stream of Time,

In this earthly world which is full of hustle-bustle,
To meet the necessity and ends,

Life is beyond this, for sure.

Let us float on with ease there,
Where Time has no meaning,

Far beyond this world,

Outside the limits of this earth,
Where there is neither sun nor moon,
Neither earth nor the sky above.

Where time stands still and stays back,
Nothing to count, nothing to frighten,
Where trees grow at will and bear fruits
Where wind is soft and gentle

Where rivers carry milk and honey
Where there is neither death nor fear
No hustle-bustle, no rush hours

Where life flows in serenity

Let's go to that place and dwell,

In peace, forever and ever..........
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In Your Starry Eyes ~ My Dreams

When the evening falls and the sun fades,

And the darkness comes wearing the silence,

The moon showers silver rays on the leave,

The melodious competition of the frog and cicada,
Enchants by concert and the night jasmine,

Blooms and releases its wonderful fragrance,

I count my dreams in your starry eyes the whole night.
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Dare Not To Look Into His Eyes

Born on planet earth, but the dream of another
Walk, eat and sleep, but people don't see his fear.

He enjoys two lives simultaneously,
One of the outside and another in his mind's sphere.

Dare not look into his eyes, the silence and vacuum
Sure to sink you down very deep, in the heart's tear.

The imaginary world will hit you like lightning strikes
far will go of the world, but with self-very near.

The secrets of his life remain hidden in his words
And the search for his love is a mirage that looms deer.

His life is mysterious and so do his thoughts
Icicle created around you like an aura of mere.

Dare not try to trade his dreams
They are more precious than life and all its fear.
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And I Followed The Light ~

And I followed the light

on my barefoot

As long as I can

but could never get a hold.

Then I followed it again
On my trained horse

A little longer and too far
but could never get a hold.

Again, I followed it

On the waves of the sea

As I was nearing, it took a dip
but could never get a hold.

Is it worth chasing the light?

If yes, then for how long?

I am growing old and light fading
Can someone get a hold of it?
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Haiku ~ Rains

falling liquid hearts
ready to melt on nature's soul
thirst of the earth gone
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Haiku ~ Winter

a winter sunset
fog is ready to catch up
chilling nights are back
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Senryu- Inception Of Love

nature touches heart
with naivety of fragrance
inception of love
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And Before The Snowfall..

You may see everything in those eyes, except love
Those little fighting, tussles of the visions

And pretention, as if looking away, while not

Ignites the fire in the belly and the heart.

Nature has the cunning ways,

it finds the weakest spot anyhow.

By the time the heart blooms, the body weakens.
And before the snowfall and chilling nights

When the pond freezes take a dip and swim together
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Senryu ~ A Union

a satisfaction
union of body and soul
an eternal bliss
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Life ~ Death

Life is a well-written lyric with an uncomposed music.

Death is well-composed music for an unwritten lyric,

All drama starts with life and ends with the death

Both have a distinction of innocence with the grandeur of purity.
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Senryu ~ Love ?

deeper than the sea
silent darkness of this earth
my heart floats on waves
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Magic Of Nature~

When the sun is behind the clouds,

The filtered rays on earth creates magic,

The blue ocean turns to amber,

Waves dances on the silver plate,

Vapours spread tinge of calmness,

Pink lips turns to orange segments,

The ovum of earth waits for sperms from the sky,
To produce greenery on earth,

And all this happens under the tangerine sky.
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Rubaiyat ~

We live in this world under one blanket

sky is our canopy and earth is our carpet

all take the same air, water, food and nurture

yet some are happy, some are sad and some complaining?
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Childhood Days~ Like Fleeting Dreams

A beautiful smile, on the soft gentle lips
Is enough to blow anybody's heart.
Innocent mind posing so many questions
Heart floating swiftly like ducks swimming
Is enough to send the chilling sense.

Alas, the first blossoms of desire

will turn the fable upside down,

The tongue will learn to dance the tango,
Toys will get replaced with pencil and pens,
Life will throw up with many challenges.

Beautiful songs of the birds will fill the air,
A melancholy melody will be all around,
The sun rays will begin to strike hard,
And the childhood days will be gone by,
like the fleeting dreams.
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Senryu - 261

on the mountain top
the innocent ants do climb
nothing to carry
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The Uninvited Guest ~ Part.3 Concluding..

I request you to read the two earlier Parts before reading this poem..

Then came the unwanted part of my story
About which everybody warned and cautioned
The pain, the sorrow, the loneliness

Never imagined that my heart will

Pound out of from my body

And will bleed so profusely

That the dusk sky will reflect

The volcanic ejection to perfection

The darkness of the night will cover

My agony under the umbrella of solitary moon

My eyes suffered, my ears suffered

My whole body started to suffer

And this suffering did not stop here

The nature, the sun, the birds

Everybody suffered,

The mirage of life seemed endless chain of accidents
With endless cycle of sufferings

Life showed me the glimpses of 'JOY'
And punished me with endless 'PAINS'.
And this uninvited guest disappeared
Like clouds from the sky......

Beneath the sparkling eyes
Quivering soft lips

Dancing hairs

Shiny teethes

Rolling tongue

Bubbling heart

Everything got buried.
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The Uninvited Guest ~ Part 2

I learned the true meaning of possessiveness,
envy and jealousy and never liked

others seeing or talking with him

such was the impact I had of His love.

First time in life I realized;

That the nights are lonely and lengthy,
The sleep rests on a pillow,

The ceiling fan throws an arrow,

And the clock does a cat walk

on my patience's ramp.

The true meaning of

The three letter word - 'JOY"'.

Appeared to me like revealed by Love God
The closed top with the tilted bottom of ')
And the complete world in 'O’

The single heart at the base

With two entities on top 'Y’

The whole world looked so different.
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The Uninvited Guest ~ Part 1

Don't know how and when,
He entered my heart,

The uninvited guest!

I kept it closed, every time,
Never allowed anyone to try
Closely guarded my dreams
Like a pearl in the shell

How did that happened?
From where he arrived

That uninvited guest!

They all cautioned me
About the lustful mouth
And the intimidating eyes
Howling like a vulture
Who pierced it through?

I must say, the Sun, The Moon

The nature, the birds, the flowers
All T have been seeing for years,
but when he entered

everything started to look

so different, never thought

that the tangerine sun

shines bright and brings freshness
never saw two moons,

And so many stars shining together.

The meaning of my life changed

The song of birds,

The blooming of flowers

The fluttering butterfly

The passing air through bamboo leaves
Enchanted my soul

As it seems to exist now.
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Rubaiyat ~ On Nothing

Leave the matters of life for the wise to ponder on,

Let the emptiest vessels make enough sound,

The last words that the world would hear will be ~Nothing.
Since, everything in life is heading towards Death (Nothing) .
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Winter Rains ~

When winter is on the grass dances to the tunes of dews
and the wind carries a lusty scent all around,
No melody is better than the harvest song.

The sun rays are gentle while, clouds are thick and rich,
The ocean play symphony and radiant spring blooms,
The springtime is a gift from God.

Yellow faces of daffodils sings and dances,
While the occasional rain resounds pit, pat, pit, pat,
mixing memory and desire of mellower season.

No gem or gold can give this pleasure,
When ice is in making the world looks good enough to bite,

the melting world, in mouth gives a true taste of the winter.
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Senryu ~ Trace

wind blows some leaves on
the silent tombstone boulder
memory echoes
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Inequitable Love

No wonder this moon is in love with the earth,
Together, they do the tango dance every night,
Holding the moonbeams these pines leaf shine,
The wave of the sea lifts up erotically,

Igniting the fire in the lover's heart.

A light of the love spread across the meadows,
Where firefly makes a sparkling splash,

On the quivering dew drops hanging on the petals,
Falls gently on the grass by slow wind blows,
Jungle vines, making decorated marquee.

A distant love between the two,

Makes everything that grows on earth excited,
Even moon gains altitude and tidal effects,

A true love by the two bodies without a hug,
Some points to ponder on for this inequitable love.
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Monoku ~ Sacrifice

The greed of every human stands naked when it come to sacrifice.
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Short Poem ~

A country had the curse, all rulers will be a Moron.
There came a saint who advised people,

To pray for the King to become Wise,

They all joined him to pray collectively,

The prayer was heard and soon the King died.
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All For You ~

Nature's green carpet, all for you.
Zillion drops from sky, all for you.
The night full of stars, all for you.

The mountains, the rivers and trees,
The carefree birds, insects and bees,
They all waited with me for thee.

Now, they all left me with sands to count,
One after the other the waves to count,
The leaves of the tree to count.

And I am keeping my hope alive,
Like a fire in the stormy night,

Before I finish, show me your signs.
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Senryu ~ A Poet

above tender heart
imaginative, sharp mind
watchful twinkling eye
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Tanka ~ Our Love

where the earth meets sky
numerous stars of our love
illuminating

like a floating galaxy

a trail of relationship
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Senryu ~ Silence

beneath the thick cream
the liquid milk splashes dreams
night submerged silence
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Haiku ~ Rainy Days

silhouettes of cloud
fishermen pull up their nets
rainy days are back

M. Asim Nehal
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Together ~

Righteousness and wickedness are together,

Like day and night, inseparable and joined at the hip.
Still, they go hand in hand,

One outshines other in sincerity.

Love and hate are on opposite ends,
Love has to deal with betrayal,

Hate needs to deal with emotions,
Yet, they shake hands from behind.
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Haiku ~ Seasons

a summer shower
raindrops cover barren land
star's constellation
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They Say Life Is ~

They say ~ life is beautiful

And I say it is like the spider's web

Each part of our body demands

And we spread our desires

Sticky like silk for hunting our wishes

and uses large amounts of energy

To catch them, this disguises like a mirage

They say ~ life is wonderful

And I say how I wonder what you are
A soul inside the body

Playing tug of war to win over another

They say ~ Life is worth living

And I say it is so worth living for dyeing
In three stages, painting the world
Then trying to rub it off

They say ~ Life on earth is a test

And I agree with it after forty years

Indeed, it takes us through the narrow tunnel
Of the life passing from the Grave

A needle's eye to take the camel through
Pure like honey, odourless like olive oil

Fresh like ice and innocent as a dove.

M. Asim Nehal



Dogs And Horses

Like a stalking horse, she was making moves,
The night was gorgeous and the party was cool.

In a big hall, small groups were distinguishable,
Like minded stuck together closely as indictable.

The hosts were running like the ghost to meet invitees,
Some eyes were searching for breeze and cheese.

People were moving from one group to another,
And wives were keeping an eye on the dogs with feathers.

He left quietly the place looking so strange,
All horses were trolling and the dogs were alert.
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And I Keep My Fingers Crossed.

As the thoughts fell word by words from imagination,
On the rocky heart, it started to melt,

Like dewdrop on the rose petal.

The fragrance of love spread quickly,

like the moonbeam on the dunes of sand,

And started to rise like the morning sun.

The lifeless ideas started to crawl,

Like a caterpillar ready to become a butterfly.
On the endless bending of the sky,

My thoughts reached the cosmic shores,

And started to plummet drop by drop,

Like the spring from the ocean of emotions.

When I try to see from the prism of this life,

The poetry I wrote in the endless sky,

My vision returns with an emptiness.

The clouds that have covered the moon and the stars,
Will they ever appear in the sky again?

Another day to pass another night to wait,

And I keep my fingers crossed.
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Why I Believe In Destiny ~

I meet you with my poems.
This acquaintance wouldn't
have been possible

had not my poems reached you
touched your heart

attracted your attention and
Invited you to read me

and visit my imaginative world,
A big thanks to PH for all this.

And this makes me firmly believe in destiny.
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For Melodious Hope ~

O Silvery shiny stars -

Let the world be decorated

With golden brocade border

Before the passing of night
Through the tunnel of darkness.
And when the morning bell rings
And moon sinks into the horizon
And candle melts in my eyes

Let the dreams sit on your lap this midnight
And peep into those blue eyes

And write a verse on hope

So that the morning song

that every bird sings are melodious.
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Being Together ~

Our love was never the sunshine or rainbows,

It always walked through the mountains and valleys,
Took a swing when the wind was strong and stormy,

The rains never intrude our being together,

Nor the rough weather on the ship, we sailed in high seas,
We weather together when it withered,

And made energy from the windmill of emotions,

To gallop on the relation, we nurtured in wildness,

Now when we see the dogs and the horses together

In the party room we laugh out loud and share our pie.
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Memories Of Past ~

Tangerine sunsets,

Under the shadow of pine,

Near the still pond,

Like the bird returns to their nest.
Let's go back to our past.
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Senryu- Silence ~

your silence, untamed
is like a galloping horse
my silence watchful.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- Your Wish

beneath fresh flowers
what you get is what you want
there are thorns and buds
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A Betrayal? ?

As I walk past from the barren land,

I see the nude nature stand before,

Sharing its inner beauty, reflecting its vitals,

A transparent mountain with tickling heart,

A flowing river rushing to meet the sea,

A tall tree stretching its arms to embrace the clouds,
Some lush green grass waiting for the touch of the senses,
Then I think of my beloved and closes my eyes,

Will it not be a betrayal to accept this invitation?
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Separation ~

I am trapped in a net and you still have the wings,
Separation by death causes grief and pains, but temporary.
And separation while alive is a pain everlasting,

Same as of sun and moon that splits the day and the night.
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The Silence Of Your Heart ~

I know what your heart wants

I know what your eye endorses

Why your lips stay away to speak?

But, what heart wins is what the heart wants.
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Point To Ponder ~

The hard leaves tumble down,

The soft one stays back.

In the growing life's tree

Why there is no place for stiffness?
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Senryu - Direct Connection

storm removed the top
my hut talks to heavens now
direct connection
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Four Lines ~ On Love

Love doesn't come in cute packages, it just happens~
There is no guarantee or warranty attached to it,

Nor you weigh it against gains or losses.

The heart opens up and falls, just a free fall.
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Haiku - Musical Morning

flute in tiny throat
sparrow singing melody
musical morning
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Tell Me What Else Do I Need ~

They say my heart is weakening
Yet my love is increasing, how come?
And they do not answer it.

They say my eyesight is fading
Yet my vision is perfect, I ask how come?
And they do not answer it.

They say my voice is not audible
Yet they clearly understand what I mean, How come?
Again they keep mum!

They say body cannot lift more than ten kilograms of weight
Yet I can move a mountain with my thoughts, How come?
And they show a blank face.

They say when I walk few miles, I am breathless
Yet my determination surpassed the bullet, How come?
And they look towards the sky.

They say my body action has limitations,
However, my wisdom is boundless, how come?
And they close their eyes.

I know my body is growing old and becoming weak,
Yet, my soul has full enthusiasm to drive me,

Tell me what else do I need.
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Senryu ~ To Express My Love

wrapped in emotions
soul and the body bundled
to express my love
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Covid-19 Love Story Series - Part 7

The horror of the night is for those, who have no shelter,
Same as the Covid-19 patient struggling for hospital beds.

These two lucky lovers at least have the bed,
They are at the eye meeting distance from each other.

A flowing river carries everything with it,
A still pond waits for the rainy season.

We are the image of our thoughts and actions,
Pandemic taught us many bitter lessons.

We corrected ourselves from being far wasteful,
All our acquired resources are getting exhaustible.

Two love birds out in the dark night of life,
Searching for the ray of hope which is aloof.
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A Tiny Hole In A Pot

He is so naive, never looked at the pot again.

Kept filling water in it, day in and day out,

The pot remained at the same level.

When he went to withdraw some water,

There was none for him, except the empty pot.

Be wise and remain alert, always check your pot,
Once in a while if it is ok or need repair,

A tiny hole in a pot will leak everything you acquire.
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Covid-19 Love Story Series - Part 6

Happy hypoxia, oxygen saturation and quarantine

Neither could deter the love and the eye care gesticulation
The support of the beloved at this trying time was like;

A leap of passion in skydiving with a parachute.

With so many causalities around,

And a sea of sorrow dripping the pain,

The emotional burst of clouds from the eyes,

Narrates the pathetic state of human sufferings.

Apart from mental, physical, social and financial toll,

This Covid-19 tested relations, support, care and concern factors.
Nothing comes to the rescue when death approaches,

A bitter truth, but a better realization.

And they survived for yet another day to blossom their love.

M. Asim Nehal



Covid-19 Love Story Series - Part 5

The fringes of the day lingered on hope's pendulum

Memory flashed something more than what lay before his eyes
As the sun crosses mysteriously behind the bamboo trees
Standing tall and thick, the virus was playing hide and seek.
Her eyes sparked the love, shooting up in his heart

His bristly nose could not smell the fragrance of her skin.

The lip, though was ready to bribe the kisses,

The mask and the oxygen pipe played the spoiler

Her smile replaced the out-of-stock injections to boost the immunity
The butterfly gave several attempts to reach the rose

Kept behind the glass cover, and the oil kept burning the lamp.
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Haiku, Haiku - Night Life

a splash sound echoes
in the silent water pond
a curious owl ~
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Covid-19 Love Story Series - Part 4

A new dawn with new hopes arrived,

The difficulties and troubles of life are like a darkness,
And the sun wipes it off with freshness,

We did not learn the skills of swimming,

And stated blaming the sea for drowning.

When Covid-19 arrived, we did not learn to live with it,
And now when it is playing havoc, we blame everything around.
When she looked at him - his pale face was glowing,
Due to the sunrays piercing through the glass.

The testing time as expected began, with quarantine,
Every minute her heart grew love for him,

She felt helpless being on the bed herself.

The immunity of love built a castle of shield around,

And the life remained protected by the love shield,

But all is not so lucky to see the loved ones beside,

And the day folded its surprise,

And passed the baton to the mysterious night, yet again.

M. Asim Nehal



Covid-19 Love Story Series - Part 3

The shadow of the night gradually gripped the silence,
Darkness and silence started tango dance,

And so, the lungs and the oxygen were playing.

Mind perplexed, with so much oxygen around

Rush for O2 cylinder all beyond imagination

We have allocated funds, to explore the possibilities

Of life on the moon and mars, while earth is crying for attention.
Are we intellectually fools or foolishly intellectuals?

The love was in the heart and the Covid-19 in the air.
Government, institutions, NGO, International bodies,

All stands naked in front of the health care system,

More resources are available to wage a war and kill people,
Than to save the lives and live happily.

The twinkling love sparkled from the eyes,

And the twilight of the dawn rested the dreams.

A new day paved way to the new hope for RT-PCR report.
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Covid-19 Love Story Series - Part 2

As it happens, waiting time is always long,
Like dark tunnel with no lights and no hopes,
Thick clouds hiding the moon behind,

Long sky broadens its blueish dark everywhere
And the eyes were still engaged in narrating
Short stories in longer version.

A million sea waves were eager to touch,

The shores of each other's body.

The twenty thousand leagues down under the sea

The pearls of happiness were shining to reach the necklace
And with so many RT-PCR tests underway

The wait for, the result was more than;

Handling of patients, for her

And for him, handling of the mobilizing mob.

And then sun waves the flying kiss to the moon.
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Covid-19 Love Story Series - Part 1

After fifteen long days,

When they came face to face,

His heart was beating million drums,

And the whistle from it played on the ear's cord,
Like music of the choiring spheres.

A red rose which blossomed in her heart,
Started sprinkling the fragrance from eyes,
And her white face turned to rosy looks,
They both were on special duty- Covid-19.

He was a Policeman and she the Nurse
From the road of death,

They were again together,

The triumph was clearly visible,

Though the body and mind,

went through several turbulence.

Both were waiting for their RT-PCR report.

Even when life being kind enough to reward this meeting,
The fate secretly held something close to the chest,

The chirping of the birds, the jump of the frog,

The sound of the bells, rustling of the leaves,

The flute from far valley and the passing by train,

The glass door between them separated warm touch,
And the eye was engaged in talking.
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Senryu ~ On Window Panes.

I write with finger
to see the outside world
naked translucent.
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Haiku ~ Skillfully And Cleverly

a wasp does buzzing
and flower enjoys the song
nectar sucked slyly~
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Haiku, Haiku ~ Nature ~

one half in my plate
'Orange' and the other half
the moon in the sky
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Short Poem - For Rich

Always thank poor
Because of whom
You got an opportunity for virtues.
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Senryu / Haiku - Your Arms ~

your arms for pillow
comfort for body and soul
under crescent moon.
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Haiku - Ants Marching ~

the army of ants
all marching with a purpose
on the mount Sinai~
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A Night ~

The night passes through the dark tunnel,
and the wishes were flying across,
like the fireflies waiting for the night to end.

The moon uncovers from the thick clouds
and flashes on the silent water of the pond.
The wind is blowing thin night-suit,

making the silver beams to pierce through.

Before the constellation of stars portrays,
the night passed through the tunnel,
giving way to the daylight.
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Surrender To Wishes~

The evergreen tree of wishes,

When demands manure for its survival.
To make the roots deep and hard,

Little soul surrenders to the body's whims.

When the golden arrow is fired by the wish,
It pierces through all the priorities,

The heart sinks like pebbles in the water,
And the time sucks energy from the age.

Beyond the edges, our desires grow to hold the earth

And we cross all the relations to reach those million miles,

There is nothing except emptiness ~

Which is surrounded by the self-praise.

And then we realise what we sacrificed to reach this nothingness.
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Offer Me ~ A Cup Of Love

Do not offer me,

A cup of tea or coffee,
When I visit you,

Nor do offer me,

The wine or juice.

I have thirst to satisfy my soul,
And only a Cup of Love can do.

Ensure this cup to have;
The tears from eyes,
Emotions from heart,
Thoughts from mind,
Naivety from the lips.

The Cup of love will drip;

The drops slowly and gradually~
Making my heart warm,

The soul calm,

And the life stable.
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Ode ~ To Music

Lift me up to the sky by the notes
Oh, flute by your captivating melodious tunes

Sing to my body and sing to my soul...

A lifeless journey is becoming meaningless
Let ears be the witness that it heard flawless
Beat your drums very hard on the sadness
And let this mind shed all its madness

Sing to my body and sing to my soul...

Let the salty tears flow in rhythm

Let the eyes shed its entire burden

Let the neck move sideways at random
Make different pitches by using trombone

Sing to my body and sing to my soul...

I don't care whether you're near or far

So long as I hear a song on guitar

Our childhood days I always remember
Running after butterflies or playing synthesizer

Sing to my body and sing to my soul...

When life plays with me Odle ay ee oo

My mind demands to hear Didge rid oo

Oh the cuckoos, O Nightingale come to my concert
We shall play tonight violin and trumpet

Sing to my body and sing to my soul...
Cicada, cockroach and cricket

Let us have a singing competition

Select your song and select your instruments

Banjo, bassoon, tuba, bagpipes, lute or clarinet

Sing to my body and sing to my soul...



Look at the sky and see those stars

They are strangers and they are far

In the restless nights they play for me on sitar
I sing with them by playing my guitar

Sing to my body and sing to my soul...

M. Asim Nehal



9 Missing ~

I left the candle of love burning,
Where I saw the fire in coke missing.

There were many literates and laureates around,
Yet when I peeped closely, I saw humanity missing.

The beauty was all around in that valley
Though eyes could see and enjoy, insight was missing.

And I cried a lot after separating from you,
When the heart really wanted the peace, the tears were missing.

Though I had many arrows in my quiver,
When I found the target, the bow was missing.

M. Asim Nehal
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Regretful Events To Count ~ Tanka

life's expedition

as the years go passing by
mind say continue

body says tired now enough
regretful events to count

M. Asim Nehal



Jump - Hay(Na) Ku

Frog
Waiting to
Jump on conclusion

M. Asim Nehal



Time To Get To Back On The Horse

Long time since I had fallen from,
The joy ride I was enjoying,
Those moments were real,

But now appears surreal.

M. Asim Nehal



26th April - A Tribute To William Shakespeare

He self-quarantined for fifty-two long years,

And lived within his drama and poetic world,

He drew comedy from tragedy and amused many,
Romance was in his gene and tragedy his fate.

M. Asim Nehal



I See Our Love Sailing ~

In the soft silver moonlight,

When the paper boat merrily drifts,
Sitting under the pine tree,

I see our love sailing.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Nature Love

two dancing flowers
with the breeze from the heavens
soothing for my eyes

two dancing flowers
with the breeze from the heavens
love is in the air

M. Asim Nehal



Satire ~ Senryu

fictitious sculptures
glides through ambitious tunnel
like translucent moon

M. Asim Nehal



Inconclusive ~ Senryu Series.

brainstorming meeting
six crows gathered together
board meeting dismissed

community hall
mathematician's triangle
doesn't connect with.

a summit was called
clouds gathered all together

wind dispersed, apart.

M. Asim Nehal



Lyrics Of This Lifer~

The Lyrics of this life are ~

Written on every petal,
Sung by butterfly and beetle.

In rain drops you hear them,
In waterfall you love them.

The flowing river, the jumping deer,
The grazing cows, the buffalo in water.

The flying kite, The soaring eagle
The cart after the bulls, the chariot of horse

Plucking of leaves by women at tea garden
The school going boys and girls

Ask me where and it is written everywhere.

M. Asim Nehal



True Love ~ Hay(Na) Ku

Evaporated
biological acts.
Just love remained.

M. Asim Nehal



Request To Mirror.

Don't show my glowing face,
don't reflect my true image,
I see a false in it,
It is like a mirage.

O mirror next time,
when I stand before you,
reflect my mind,

show my heart.

The inner beauty is far more,
than the outer beauty,

the charity I give is,

far more than the humanity.

Almighty will not judge me,

either on the basis of my physical beauty,
He will look into my inner values,

So please show my true reflection.

M. Asim Nehal



Ode To Poetry.

This floating clouds on the wind above

And flowing river from the stream of the mount
When passing thoughts settles in mind

It makes us restless to write.

You don't put efforts to flush out mind

The words flow seamlessly and settle down
And then you ponder how it happened?

You have no control nor its yours

It goes into the hands of readers.

Many topics feature at work,

Real, fiction, art, nature and human traditions
Meaningful, nonsense and philosophical.
People come and go like day and night

But what remains is you the Poetry,

Shining bright like daylight and

Silent and quite like dark nights.

M. Asim Nehal



If We Die In Each Others Arms...

If we die in each others arms,

One day we will rise in a pure and different form.
The Moon will not be far from our reach,

Nor the stars and the galaxy.

From there when we will stare at the earth,

We shall see the caravan of events,

And the moments we lived in, with amusement.

M. Asim Nehal



Ode To My Love

On the full moon night when the tide rises
And they follow one after another

I feel something in my heart

And my cheek feels million kisses.

I see my dreams rushing towards me
But I have just one lifetime to realise
Where do I keep them, how do I enjoy?
I would choose to be with you all life.

When our eyes are together

And hand in hand, the smile travel miles
I feel love vibrant and touching

And glow on your face.

Though our soul dwells in two bodies

And Heart resides in two parts

We live in each other's sorrow and happiness
We are inseparable, like water and the fish.

M. Asim Nehal



Four Liner - Rubaiyat ~ Feelings

We try to build a castle of dream on our weak flesh,
When body overrides the needs and wants.

We find ourselves hapless and selfish.

We feel betrayed and cheated by the body chemistry.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Bloom

many seasons passed
seed grown up after wind blows
a wildflower bloom

M. Asim Nehal



Game Of Death

Soaring eagle with focused eyes

Nothing escapes from their sight

Miles away from the target they may appear
Within few seconds they descend

Catch their prize,

Goes back on their flight.

Leopard, with well-camouflaged fur
Waits for the opportunity

They may take the ariel route sometimes
When they pounce,

Hardly miss to suffocate.

The crocodile, hides beneath the surface of the water
They grab and pull

They enjoy the drowning of their prey

And do the &quot;Death Roll&quot;

They never miss any opportunity

Nor anything can escape their jaws.

M. Asim Nehal



Enmity ~

The childhood love between the SUN and the MOON
Turned out in such an enmity,

When one appears the other disappears,

And supporters follow their masters

Only unsettled souls and cathemeral are common friends.

M. Asim Nehal



We Always Think Of You

We always think of YOU,
O our Creator Most Gracious, Most Merciful
Whenever we are down and whenever we're high.

Yours is the path and YOU provide the light,
We live in illusion like the salt of the sea,
Which mixes with the water and loses identity.

This life is Your gift, with reward as the death,
It shall bring forth us in front of THEE,

Humble, submissive with full of hopes.

M. Asim Nehal



Life ~ Passing - Tanka

Isn't this life is like

this frozen ice on the leaves,
falling drop by drop

as the slipping of our age
leaving everything behind.

M. Asim Nehal



Four Liner ~ Rubaiyat ~ Struggle

Once a spider webbed the dreams around
And I got stuck in it for the lifetime
Struggling my way to come out once again
And to reach the light of the day that I lived.

M. Asim Nehal



The Black Hands Of Death ~

The black hands of death,

cannot hold the white thread of life.

Neither the sun nor the moon will bear witness to it.

The blowing wind will not pave way to snatch the memories.

The rising waves will never allow to immerse the footprints.

And the mountains will hold high to my spirit.

The clouds will carry my thoughts all across the world

And they will shower it time and again.

And I will emerge by becoming a rainbow sometimes.

Perhaps, those black hands will never catch the silver lines again.

M. Asim Nehal



Four Liner - Rubaiyat - Sharing

Is there a stairway to heaven?

If yes then surely it must be passing

Through the hearts of the poor people

Who have nothing to share yet stand with you

M. Asim Nehal



Four Liner - Sacred

If you try to pull out of my eyes,

the sacred pearls, kept hidden from this world,

by draining me emotionally.

I shall hide them in my heart, like soaked dreams.

M. Asim Nehal



Decider ~ Hay(Na) Ku

Right
on left
Is always wrong.

M. Asim Nehal



Killer Dream~

I rise from the ashes of my dream,

All in black and burnt with emote bream,
The wind is breathing high in spirit,

And the waves are dashing dead,

Yes, I rise from the ashes of my dream
And feeling low in essence.

What did I see - Why all so scary?

The false epic deceived me in sleep.

The sun is rising with colourful rays,

Birds chattering and the nightingale sings a melody,
Butterfly kisses the flowers,

Bell rings, water gushes and life begin,

And the ashes of my dream settle down.

As I witness a new beginning,

The reality defeats the dream.

A new song on my lips!

From the green stems the brown leaves fall,

The dawn begins to draw a new art,

My cheek is cold and bright, finally!

My heart beats the drums very fast,

O, scary night never returns with those dreams again.

M. Asim Nehal



Four Liner - Rubaiyat

To live in love is like to live with God, for some.
For others, it is thing to show and enjoy physically,
An act of purity and sanctity, providence of solace.
The other, dance of nerves on uneven nerves.

M. Asim Nehal



Who Is Warming This Globe?

The Teacher entered the classroom,

Everyone started to greet in loud voices,

The Teacher went straight to the blackboard and wrote:

&quot; WHO HAS WARMED THIS GLOBE? &quot;

There was pin drop silence as the teacher after writing

Started to move from one desk to the other

Glancing at each and every student.

Some were moving their head side by side

As if to say &quot;NO&quot; and some looked puzzled

As to when this incidence occurred

When the teacher stopped at one desk

The student immediately stood up and said

Teacher, I was down with fever for past 5 days

Today only I came to the class.

Teacher moved on and everybody thought

Teacher is looking for the culprit.

Teacher took a left turn and switched to next row

Kept walking past each desk back to the blackboard and wrote again &quot;
&quot; WHO............ &quot;. Pulled the chair and sat for a while glancing from first
row to the last bench

Students were looking at each other as if requesting the one to accept if they
have done it.

In all silence the teacher asked &quot;Someone please close the doors&quot;.
This silence remained for a few more minutes and then teacher Stood and went
back

To the blackboard and said: can anyone simplify this sentence and make it
meaningful.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Cooling Heart

the candor of love
carries the fragrance around
by cooling my heart

M. Asim Nehal



Love - Senryu~

hiding in my heart
I desire to take your love
to eternal place.

M. Asim Nehal



On Dreams......

sleeping without you
like a caged bird craves freedom
please come back my dreams.

M. Asim Nehal



Four Liner - Fortunate

They are really fortunate,

who witness the blossom of the nature.
Since wisdom in knowing the unknown,
is revealed by simple things of life.

M. Asim Nehal



Afterlife ~

fallen rose petals,
no more carry the fragrance,
bees made them honey.

M. Asim Nehal



Quatrain (Rubaiyat) 1

To him who is in love with all luxuries of life,

Always on his toes to venture new avenues and strive,
He is puppet of his body and servant of his inner voice,
Into his softer heart, dwells the darker musing vice.

M. Asim Nehal



Summer ~ Hot Air.

Hot are the cock and the bull that mutters on the land
Hotter the chillies that grow on black soil,

And hot air balloon that fly in all weather

Taking the moods high up in the sky.

For the starry nights to glow and prepare,

The dance of the peacock and the deer,

And the lizards are ready to breed and so the birds,
The hot air nor deters the Pigeons.

Only humans are the exception to these conditions
And such is the life of the humans.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ A Perfect Lethal Plot.

cold rain soaked my skin
her sharp eyes like whetted knives
perfect lethal plot.

M. Asim Nehal



Nothingness- Quatrain

Everything sprouts from nothingness

Even emptiness embraces nothingness
Stillness of mind dispense nothingness

Even Inherent existence leads to nothingness

M. Asim Nehal



Mouse And Monkey.

Said the Mouse to the Monkey,

You're gracious, you are funky!

Over the trees and on the land,

You go out freely and eat what you want!
I remained confined to the holes,

I eat what remains after heavy toll.

I wish I could swing like you,

Freak out freely and say yahoo.

Please give me a ride on your back!

Said the Mouse to the Monkey.

'T would sit quite and enjoy my ride'.

The whole of the long day flew!

And Monkey took from the street to the creeks
Over the land and above the trees

He did Mouse a whole day's freak.

As they were passing through the jungle

There appeared lion from the triangle

Seeing him roar monkey jumped on to the tree

And Mouse fell down onto his feet as if to greet

Lion looked at Monkey first, then glanced at the Mouse
You a tiny creature who brought you to this house

The Mouse took hiding in a hole.

Said the Mouse 'Your life is not that easy Monkey'

I have never imagined about it earlier, Monkey

And now after seeing this all I simply look like a Donkey
Please take me back to where I belong

And I shall never try this expedition all along

Looking at others, we take it for granted

Path of life looks easy of others

And all the struggle is only for us.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Love ~

cool river water
today weary a ripple
bubble on her cheek

M. Asim Nehal



Rubaiyat - Observation 1

I feel, I am waiting like sugarcanes,

watching others going through crush machine,
Just left with skin no juicy life,

Are we not following the same pattern?

M. Asim Nehal



Rubaiyat - Four Liner

In your anger, despair and unfulfilled dreams
In your response, dealing and behaviour
Your true colour emerges as reflection

It is the combo of heart and soul.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - Nature's Beauty 1

when heaven opens
and the breeze gently flows through
see the flower dance.

M. Asim Nehal



Let Us Swim In The Sea Of The Ecstasy.

You sing a lullaby for me,

I shall dream about you.

We shall climb together on the silvery moonbeams,
And fall like a cotton candy from the translucent sky.

The chariot of wind shall carry us,

To the crystal blue lagoon,

Where the golden bow and a quiver of silver arrows,
Awaits for us to shoot down the wishes of the love.

When we look back from a galley of the past,

We shall see the luminescence of the full moon,
Telecasting our journey through the kaleidoscope's eye,
Showing all minute details from the amber arched sky.

Before the darkness of Edenic Earth vanishes,

Let us swim in the sea of the ecstasy.

Before the dawn breaks the clouds and the birds sing aloud
And before the Sun starts crimson journey again,

Let us fall in love.

M. Asim Nehal



On A Life's Chess Board

I was the King and she was the Queen,
We were standing face to face,

On a chess board.

I had certain limitations and she too,
Yet we loved each other,

More than the enmity of our kingdom.

They were after death and we after life,

They were longing to capture and win,

And we were ready to surrender and lose,

The war was on between territory and individuals.

We were meeting through our eyes,

We loved each other in our hearts,

We were not fortune to suck the nectar of lips,

Nor could feel the gentle murmur of heartbeats,

Yet we have been fortunate to see other from a distance
We will never meet though our love will remain

On a chess board forever and ever.

M. Asim Nehal
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Haiku - Seasons

vastness of the sky
fully cultivated field
dragonfly returns.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku- Morning

between the dark mist
a tangerine sun rises
dawn breaks by birdsong

M. Asim Nehal



Your Eyes ~ Hay(Na) Ku

eyes
boundless horizon
reflect the sky

M. Asim Nehal



In A Water-Pot - Hay(Na) Ku

Arrested
my moon
In a water-pot

M. Asim Nehal



Love In 21st Century..

The world has advanced and so the love,

There are so many ways and means,

to provide opportunity for instant love

Facebook, Twitter and WhatsApp online service 24/7
online dating, likes and dislikes all instant

But where will you find true love?

Love a vanished commodity now,

waiting to return with another big bang,

Feeling is to touch the body, no time to touch the soul
In this busy life where people are puppets

In the hands of electronic gadgets and devices,

Love is no recipe to be cooked online

It requires patience, understanding and mutual respect.

M. Asim Nehal



One Evening I Saw The Life- Couplet

One evening on the banks of the river, I saw the LIFE
Flying like a bird, trying to cross the horizon.

One evening in a flower garden, I saw the LIFE,
Fluttering like a butterfly, hovering to suck nectar from all flowers.

One evening by the sea shore, I saw the LIFE
Dancing on the waves, trying to hit every rock.

One evening near a mountain, I saw the LIFE
Talking to the clouds and playing by the river.

One evening at the poetic show, I saw the LIFE
Plummeting like the candle and spreading lights.

Today evening on the sand dunes, I saw the LIFE
Tired and fatigue, burdened by several wishes to accomplish.

M. Asim Nehal
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Ponder And Think Why ~

Umpteen times we pray to God,
Give us this and give us that.
Our wish list is never ending,
Still we keep always offending.

Without realizing what is best,

We complain about the test.
Patience and wait goes high and dry,
Blame game on with cursing cry.

Why this to me and why only I?
Oh, how innocent we are!

Not to think and understand
This life is but a test to pass,

Sorrow and misery are its part.

Award and reward ancillary things,

All our demands are not always met.

Hence we say: Man proposes but God disposes.

M. Asim Nehal



On Life - Some Philosophical Thoughts.

As I walk through life alone, I wonder
What you must be thinking about me,
My LIFE...That, am I trying to escape,
Or to take you for granted?

Many tried these futile things,
No one ever succeeded.

All in the end, repented.

As if they were mindless.

To teach us many lessons,

All you try is the different ways,
All fail to grasp that wisdom,
Even without any hardest trait.

Those who lived, said in the end,
Nothing was a bit more than,

a blink of an eyelid,

Happy moments flew away,
Sorrow appeared, it crawled.

In the flashback we see our faults,
Don't know how to react,

Accept them as our mistakes,

Or plea innocence and defend.

Whatever it be, in the end,
Only time will smile.

It will leave us half the way,
And quickly it will fly.

M. Asim Nehal



In Love...

A man in love behaves like a child,

Who wants to destroy everything.

Whatever comes in between him and his love,
Does Love make so selfish?

M. Asim Nehal



For My Poet Friends.

I thank Almighty,

For providing me with plenty of stars,
So that I can distribute them,

Among my poet friends,

As my token of love and appreciation.

They filled my empty space,

With fabulous pen work and articulate thoughts,
All that lingers in my mind ~

Day in and day out,

And whispers in silence,

Provoking my mind to get along with them ~

M. Asim Nehal



When My Heart Opens Up And My Soul Dances.

My heart opens up and my soul dances,

This doesn't happen so often,

It happens only when my body seeks rejoice,
When the first drop of rain falls on my body,
When the first sunray touches my skin,

When the breeze enters with fragrance,
When thoughts cross my mind,

When eye meets an eye and sees the twinkle,
And when the moon appears in full.

M. Asim Nehal



A Desire.

My heart is burning in your desire,

And the fire is seeping blood from cold veins,
As the eyes ignites the light,

A wild dust storm swirls around,

A lover's tension is oozing out.

They say love is rich in taste.

Glittering starry night, under the full moon,
They wrap in mood those scattered petals,
As I dive deep into the sea

Of your heart to find the pearls.

This fire will extinguish only when,

You sprinkle your coolest mist,

And embrace my heart with care,

And go on a pilgrimage to the Loveland,
And dwell in a house of a mutual trust.

M. Asim Nehal



A Worthy Debate ~

The sun and the moon

Which one is better for the earth?

Day and Night ~ which is better for humans,

Air or water, Light or sound

So this debate is on and and and it is a worthy debate.

M. Asim Nehal



Ponder On -

When you are hurt by people,
Think about your tongue,
Getting hurt by your own teeth.

If you find your parents opposing you,
Think about the soul asking you not to do,
And your body says go ahead.

If you're ill your body cries with pain,
Think about the burning candles,
Plummeting yet giving light.

When you can't see the logic around you,
Think about the monkey,
Watching two guys playing the chess.

M. Asim Nehal



Silence Between Us.

The silence is between you and me
Same as between day and night

A silence which nobody else can think
It is more than any conversation.

M. Asim Nehal



20?0097 92?277

Original Poem: Maulana Jalauddin Rumi.

Out of your love the fire of youth will rise.

In the chest, visions of the soul will rise.

If you are going to kill me, kill me, it is alright.
When the friend kills, a new life will rise.

M. Asim Nehal



We Are Contrast Yet Live Together..

I am the petal kept inside the book,
You are the flower that flourishes to bloom.

I am the empty shell thrown by the sea,
You are the pearl hidden in a shell.

I am the unweave yarn lying on a bench,
You are the silken shawl worn by the queen.

I am unread book lying on a shelf,
You are the degree hanging on the wall.

I am the patience waiting for eternity,
You are very busy, have no time to waste.

We are contrast yet live together,
In the heart of a poet, in the mind of a philosopher.

M. Asim Nehal



Fragrance Full Of Memories...

Memories, so deeply associated with fragrance

The mere smell brings back those gone elegance
The purple lilac with the clusters of four petal flowers
Reminds me the summer days of exams

When I am drained with studies, it grows the best
When my marks are reduced

It reminds me the cut of overgrown branches

The fragrance of Mogra (Jasmine)

Reminds me the wooden cot in the garden
Under the starlight and crescent moon

Playing behind the clouds

And the leaves of a Guava tree falling

Mogra spreads the love and romance in the air

Hibiscus, the Jaswanti, a divine flower
Getting up early in the morning

Seeing the dancing hibiscus flowers

To the tunes of sunrise and chirping birds
Happiness surrounds all around..

M. Asim Nehal



Courage~

Go away, Go away, worry,

And I am busy and I have no hurry;

Sail away, sail away, fear;

I am no coward I shall play to tear.

My courage is my shield, no one can steal,
O wind, move towards the south!

My love is pure, no one can doubt

Can anyone cure.

Nothing can lure, nothing can deviate,
determination is solid, mountains are firm;
No beauty can, no beauty can greed

My poor soul, has taken enough toll:
Leave me alone to muster my thoughts,
Leave me to, think and write

Something which the world will read once
and repeat again and again!

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Art Of Adjustments

in a foreign land
those, become chameleon
they stay peacefully

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- In Dark

silhouettes of life
swallows the love of my eyes
leaving me in dark

M. Asim Nehal



Love And Darkness.

The night whispers,
all the hidden treasure are for you,
Barren and uncovered.

This silver moon keeps silence
And never reveals to anyone
Unless you do no wrong or transgress the limits set.

By the darkness, the stars, the firefly's
And the wandering wind blinded
By the dewdrops and thick clouds.

O my love if you are pure, true and faithful
then enjoy the charm of the night

without being fearful.

And if you have doubts then wait
Till sunrise and clear it in whole day.

M. Asim Nehal



Once Again At Crossroads.

Should I wait for the reality to strike?
Or shall T sleep for dreams to come.

Now when my soul is behind the smoke screen,
Realities does a murk madness.

And Doubts make courage weak and gloomy,
Two feet are cold and defeated bloodline mourns.

Hope encircles around to gather dusk of the time,
Now I am at the crossroads again.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - In Love..

in the sea of love
many hearts drowned completely
no diamonds found yet.

M. Asim Nehal



Poetic Expression 1

The idyllic radiance of his eyes,
mesmerised many yet he was lost for words,
Though his persona was poetic personification.

His elegant joyful charm,
Conqguered many harlequin hearts,

Yet he was lonely from inside.

M. Asim Nehal



We Are Two In One.

Unlike spring, which comes and goes,

unlike moon that appears and then vanishes
Unlike day and night that keep rotating

I love you all the time

Unlike rain that wet us together
Unlike flowers and fragrances
Unlike hunger and thirst

We are two in one.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka - Life's Journey

a life to the death
a spiritual journey
ended with a note
world, abandoned boat
after a long pilgrimage

M. Asim Nehal



Memory Stands Like A Scarecrow.

As I wonder, where the nice fragrance of love is gone,
That spilled from the crimson flower of life.

Now when I sweep away the broken glass of the past,
The memory haunts back doing icicle,

In the inner dome of my mind.

Memory stands like a scarecrow,

In the middle of my path,

And diverts me to the realities of the present,
I walk past the doors of an empty heart,

And counts the fallen willow leaves.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Test.

another cold dusk
she loves me, she loves me not
few petal to go...

M. Asim Nehal



She Is Alone With Her Thoughts.

When the breeze carries tenderness
How can someone remain aloof?

By the caring, soft touches

On the milky ways of life ~

There she folds her legs

And spreads her arms

Sitting upon the knees

Asking for nothing but true love |

The limitations between

the sunrise and the sunset
ceases by offering

the joy of fleeting moments

the rising thoughts lifts her spirit.

Her life flies with the dove

and reaches the zenith of greatness
where no fear touches the body or soul
In silence she is alone with her thoughts.

M. Asim Nehal



Let The Winds Try To Extinguish.

I flew my dreams with reality,
Let them reach you before sunset.

I lit hope's candles near my window
Let the winds try to extinguish.

Now I am standing in front of the mirror,
Let the mirror show my true image.

I have put my hope in your eyes,
let the life burn my desires in you.

My love has created an aura around you,
Let the wind, fire and water try vigorously to pierce.

And I finally have submitted everything to the fate
Let it take me wherever it wants.
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Away From Worries

Come on take me with you

on the flying white horse

to the milky vast sky, away from worries
where nobody is gossiping

who are we and from where we came.

M. Asim Nehal



A Visit To The Final Resting Place.

As I walked through the graveyard

I experienced a mixed feeling

Of sadness and happiness,

The sun was shining,

It certainly was a beautiful day outside

And the sky was a crisp blue

There was the first sign of spring

And the gentle breeze carried a familiar smell
The place was extremely peaceful and beautiful
Most of the graves had the nameplates,
Showing date of birth and death,

And few graves that caught my attention,
Were those of a Hockey player, a retired Judge
A musician, a timber merchant and

A retired head master,

Probably they might not have met during their lifetime
But they are neighbors now.

And who knows who else were buried before them
And who will be buried afterwards,

Today they all are resting in peace,

In the middle of the cemetery.

Stands a towering monument,

As I walked towards it,

A thick orange carpet,

Stifled the sound of my footsteps,

And I wondered today I am on my foot,

But when I will come here finally,

I won't be on my foot.
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A Unique Love Story.

He was wearing a Bluetooth headset,

Talking to someone, very dear.

And next to him, a blind girl,

quiet and dejected, silently cursing her life
Suddenly overheard him;

You are my rainbow of the first rain,

You are my free-bird released from the heart's cage,
You are my white rabbit that hops on green,

You are my silver lining on dark clouds,

Without you I cannot think of living.

And her soul melted within the body,

For the first time she realized her existence,

She was trying hard to suppress her feelings,

Yet started to blush by moving her fingers,
Gently through her curly hairs,

Without knowing that he is talking to her beloved.

I cannot survive,

Like fish without water,

Like bee without flowers,

Like dunes without sand,

Like birds without wings,

You are my hope and you are my dream.

The girls said thank you so much,

Gave a hug and got down from the bus,
The boy removed his Bluetooth,

And before he could say or react,

The bus proceeded on.....
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Haiku- X

in this emptiness
shadow of a moon dances
silence is broken
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Introspection!

What is life and what are its limits?
When someone ponders, they consider them as philosophers.

When life sucks all emotions and throws in disdain, remains naught
Except ideas and imaginations, they consider them as poets.

To reach the ultimate destination, they surrender to the fate
When only time reveals, they consider them as saints.

Look deep in the mirror and search within,
Before they put a tag on you, identify your purpose.
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Allow Me To Make

O' naivety of my heart, allow me to borrow
Colors from the rainbow,

Fragrance of flowers,

Gorge and meander from river,

Ridges and seracs from mountain,

Oasis and mirage from desert,

Streams and waterfalls from landscape,
Feathers and chisel from birds,

And then put the human soul.
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Though, They Had Many Arrows In Their Quiver.

I left a burning lamp of love at a place,
Where I thought there was no love.

Though, I saw many intellectuals in that meet,
Yet what was lacking was human touch.

Though, beauty was spread all over there,
Everyone was seeing yet insight was missing.

Though, all hearts were feeling the pain of separation,
Yet what was lacking was sincere crying eyes.

Though, they had many arrows in their quiver,
Friends are plenty around yet enemies are very less.
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A Journey..

Two hearts travelled, parallel in life,
Though, several nights and days came and gone.

You and I remained alone, though people came and gone,
And the caravan of life moved on.

Reached several milestones and kept proceeding,
When looked back at the journey, saw the mist and smoke.

Did not find someone, to talk out my heart,
My thought remained in my heart and the heart in darkness.
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Acceptance.

There are two things one cannot fight on this earth,
One is mother nature and the other is Love.

Try it out and let me know the result

I bet you won't regret doing it.

Learn the art to surrender

Gracefully without

Fight.
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Freedom - A Chain Verse

Soon I shall roam free

Free from the burden of this body
Body that captivated me for long

Long enough to keep me beguile.

I shall rejoice once free from this accountability,
Accountability that kept me in check with time,

Time to pass and prove that I am still alive and living,
Living a life which is predestined,

Destined to certain path and ways.

Tomorrow when this soul will see the light,
Light of the day from the darkness of this body,
Body which is mortal, but nurtures false ego,
Ego, a burden that forced mind to enjoy.

Enjoy the dust with which you are made of and
And I shall roam free from every hassles.
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Cupid's Arrow

The arrow of Cupid got stuck

On the calendar on 14th Feb

The lovers heart bleeds profusely
Year after year and the world enjoys
Celebrating and beating around
Several roses are plugged

To please the bubbling hearts

New hopes and new promises
Things will be same the following day...

M. Asim Nehal



What Answer Should I Give?

Life has started to pose many questions
What answer should I give to them.

Life's boat was sailing quietly towards the shore
What answer should I give to the sudden turbulence.

I trusted him on every word which he uttered,
What answer should I do on the sudden U turn.

He besides, gave impression of his accompanying,
What answer should I give for his betrayal.

I lived a dream and believed in its fulfilment,
What answer should I give when I am awake now.

When I look back at the footprints of the past,
What answer should I give when time removed the imprints.

What happened to the mission, I was assigned to
What answer should I give on its incompletion?
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My Nose - Humorous

Don't go on my innocent face,

It may mislead you.

But those who have seen it,

Will never forget,

What they went through,

Not because it is my nose

But because my nose pokes in everybody's affairs
So beware and take care.

Initially I felt awkward, but now I am habitual
And I really feel sorry for those who have
Had some experience of my poky nose.

One thing is for certain,

there is no matter

which has ever escaped my nose

It has magnetic power to attract any matter

And because of this I had many uninvited troubles
Following and chasing me.

Once I decided to get rid of it

But all my attempts went futile

And wherever I went, it attracted
Their problems and put me in trouble.
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Fourteen Lines - To My ??

Dear heart, do not make me restless;

And my body a burden on my soul.

I have things to do and many tasks to accomplish,
Tell me, thou lov'st me from inside,

Thy power is my defence against enemies,

And against my own wishes, which defiles.

Those pretty faces and luring eyes lay traps,

To make me slave of orders and chain my soul.
They deviate from the interest of this world;

And wound me in the bitter eyes of the beholders.
Let the dust of adulthood settle;

And the lust of the body gets satisfied by burning coals.
Let, desires find its solace in the nectar of the life;
Till then cover me under the veil of disguise.
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Tanka - Style

wear this mask daily

white powder and painted lips
softness of your eyes

nothing to embrace further
wash every night by moonlight
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O My Captain!

O my Captain, give me a chance
I will make you my focal point
and allow you to rule my life.

O my Captain, I am for you
and you be with me forever
my journey will become sojourn.

O my Captain, give courage and hope
and become my ally

look into my eyes, and shut the world.
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Four Lines - 1

A bank account without balance
A shoe without lace

A ship without anchor

Is a body without soul.
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Infinite Love Will Endure Forever.

They say, the human body is born soft and elastic;

and plants and trees are pliant and limber,

but after death, both becomes inflexible and rigid and

I have seen many people with rigid mind and inflexible attitude,
What do I conclude? Are they dead?

They say, hard and inflexible are characteristics of death.

Pliant and flexible are characteristics of life.

The hard and inflexible will succumb.

The pliant and flexible will endure.

What do I conclude: Truth will succumb and falsehood will endure?

They say Infinity is the essence of all things

tangible and intangible.

It has no beginning or end.

What do I conclude for &quot; My love&quot; just Infinite?
Whereas it has sweet beginning and dead- end.

They say, the distinctions divide the oneness of Infinity into
extremes, which is the main source of confusion.

So what do I conclude? Is confusion the source of judgment,
And judgment the source of conflicts.

They say, overvaluing goods creates the desire for ownership

and therefore creates the temptation to steal.

What do I conclude, the world is corrupt because of overvaluation of
Goods, people, race, caste and creed in all nations.

And finally they say, Life on earth will pass away
but, Infinite love will endure forever.

And I agree with them on this.
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Senryu - Ripples Of Love

the ripples emerge
from very depth of my heart
to make my love flow
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Random Thoughts - ??7? 2?7?7277

Your condition is no different than mine
We got what we didn't want, no regrets yet.

The lines of hands kept doing wonders
What happened we didn't do, no regrets yet.

Is it called fate, is it called destiny?
That we take breath at someone's will.
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The Art Of Giving.

When the seed sprouts, it knows not
the joy spreads everywhere

the roots go deep and

the stem goes up the ground

and the branches grow in multi-folds
neither the roots knows

nor the stem or branches knows

the forbearing of each other's

the roots cannot leave its stems

nor do the stem or branches

but they grow in their own space

no stem can curse its roots

nor the roots can curse its stems
yet the fruits are far from their reach
they only know the art of giving.
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The Lovers By Rumi - ????7?

Hindi Translation of The Lovers by Maulana Rumi.

P99 279 27 2727227 27 ?2707? ?27?07? ?7?07°7°7° ?7?07°7? ?7? ?7?°7°7°?

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka- Silence

in the darkest night

we maintain the same silence
as soul and body

firefly flashes the spark out
to illuminate our life
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On The Waves Of Emotions.

Thoughts making wave in my head,
Heart becomes vast like the sky,

And you left me alone in the desert of life
To count the dune of mountains.

In the lonely island,

My emotions gathered like clouds
To test my patience,

And tears started to flow like a river.

As I started to recoup my resources,

To make a masterpiece.

You reappeared out of the blue,

Now we sail together on waves of emotions.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- Calling Back Dreams

sleeping without you
like mirage in a desert
please come back my dreams
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Senryu - Assurance

the crescent moon peeps
through the window of an eye
to assure the love
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Keep Silence Please

They have become a silent story,

A story written on stones and bricks,

While each brick narrates a different story

As you touch them, run your hand,

They will come alive and speak to you

Of passion, betrayal, envy, compassion, deceit, and death.

Sometimes I feel they are built as ruins,

and all the grandeur was added to them later.
Only time has the power reveal once again,
The alluring perennial beauty.

Don't they resembles a woman

whose true essence lies underneath the layers
Creating smoke screen to cover her true self.
Whatever, silence has many stories to reveal
Keep silence please.
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Life's Mango - Nonet

Half rotten, the other side of the mango
had the lust in subconscious mind

part eaten by insects and birds

soon the smell will spread

making it unbearable

and passion to have

will be gone

pick your

mango

from the tree

a green mango

will be long standing

relationship though unripe

will last in their life's tree

craving for the sweetness in their love
savoring the fleshy sweetness of the mango
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Senryu - Raiment Of Hopes

the dawn of this life
swings in confusing shadow
in raiment of hopes
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A Voice - Ballade

As I went past the mountain, hill,

A voice echoed and said something;
Won't you see my sweetest rill?

I stopped, searched, was there anything
I saw a mockingbird still;

An eagle was hovering to catch,

That's why bird played as ill.

And the voice I heard was a bird's match.
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A Love Wrapped In Ecstasy

The separation of fragrance from flowers,

And the separation of drops from clouds,

And the rays coming from the sun,

And beams falling from the moon,

We see in their falls a love wrapped in ecstasy
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Haiku- Rose And Bee

first rose has opened
fragrance of petals invites
bee to come and dine
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Senryu - Unique Love

the rose festival
I pull her towards my chest
to collect petals
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Your Appearance

I stood like a rock near the sea
In a hope that you might come
Riding on the waves.

I climbed the walls like vines
In a hope that you might stop by
To smell my extremely distinctive fragrance.

I stood like a tree near the pond
In a hope that you might come
To quench your thirst.

I came like the moon, waxing and waning
In a hope that you may fill the gap
When I am in the dark.

And you came, unannounced from nowhere straight to my heart
Giving life to the statue.
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And We Meet In Our Thoughts

Years have passed, since we met last
Yet my eyes are wet with the tears of exodus.

Though we are miles apart, physically
Yet we live in each other's heart, tangibly.

And we meet in our thoughts
And cherish the moments of our past.

The distance is of eyes, only
Yet we meet in our dreams, firmly.

The fragrance is still fresh as a daisy
Though several months gone from nothing are hazy.

In my breath I still taste our farewell kiss
Like sand in hourglass rolling with bliss.

These mountains, rivers and the dunes are our souvenir
As if we scaled the height in ecstasy and disappeared.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Under Waxing Moon

under waxing moon
your love brightens up my heart
feeling full of life
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Nurture Your Thoughts.

They are your thoughts
And they are your mentors.

They come without invitation,

No call bells they ring,

No knocking at the doors either,
They just creep in making their way.

You feel elated and your mind gets enchanted,
Your words start to fall in place.

Like the steps of a ballet dancer,

And you start to scale the sky like eagles.

Your creativity reaches its zenith,

Your heart melts with candles,

Your soul balloons with inspirational air,
Your poem starts plummeting in heart.

They are your thoughts
And they are your mentors.
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Colours Of This Life

From womb, a dark place

To the world a bright place

It takes us through several stages.

The tangerine of childhood

Shows the the rainbow so bright

And then the white of youthful

Takes to the blue collar job

The red of marriage shows sigh unique
The watchful amber slows down

Green makes happy with offspring around
Then slowly approach the dusk of the day
And back to the tomb

It shows all colours, doesn't it.
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Senryu Chain - A Wait

at the setting sun
ships return to the harbor
she searches blue flag.

with every passing car
boy thinks of his birthday gift
long traffic jam.

spider spinning web
my thoughts are elevated

we both wait for fly.
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Sonnet 28 - By William Shakespeare Hindi Translation

Sonnet 28: How Can I Then Return In Happy Plight -
Poem by William Shakespeare
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Ghazal English - Let Us Review

Come, let's refresh our promises
Or else it will scatter like petals from a flower

You were never mine, nor to be or will be
You are part of me like a soul in my body

You are always playing with my sentiments
Like throwing a pigeon in the air

And you performed those rituals as if
You are trying to extinguish the burning grazers

You stayed with me during our intimacy.
Like the arrival and departure of the weather

Now I am afraid to think about you 'MAN'
Since you're trying to fight this internal battle with self.
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Let Us Unite.

Leaned against the pillars draped in the twilight

I felt my inner darkness merge with your light

I am afraid to walk alone on this unfamiliar path,

It looks so empty and ruinous with wrath

Now with your presence everything is joyous

Such is your presence and such is your recurrence
That my loneliness and pain all of a sudden recedes
No wonder you remind me of our sacred love
Hidden so deep within our sorrow

You motivate me to climb this steep wall

Like jungle vines wraps around to reach the canopy
You are my strength and you are my inspiration
Don't ever leave me alone to meander in separation.
Let us merge like one soul in two bodies.
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Senryu Chain: Life Cycle

Evening shadows
play last symphony to say
goodbye to the sun.

candles set to dance
for another chilling night
under silent moon.

life passing away
between realism and dreams

like the shifting scenes.
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Blessed Garden

Let us walk barefoot into this blessed garden

Where pin drop silence dwells in serenity

And the red river flows under the bridge of emotions
And the adulterous arms of fate embrace life

Eyes filled with starry dreams of surreal splendor
And the garden has the fragrance of lilies all around.
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Senryu: 501

two ignited hearts
like a pearl inside the shell
year glint in the eyes
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Starry Night- Haiku

little woodpecker
digging hole in giant pine
under starry night
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Haiku - Little Woodpecker

little woodpecker
digging hole in giant pine
under starry night
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Senryu- A Love Relation

silence between us
two inseparable lives
parallel in love
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Senryu- Night And Day

sunset spilled the dreams
moon intoxicated nights
amber morning sky
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Senryu - Life....

sunset spilled the dreams
moon intoxicated nights
amber morning sky
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Frogs In The Glass

Poured from the bottles

Mixed with the ice cubes
Bubbles making way to the frogs
Jumping up and down

Bull are raging all over again

Cows are trained for magic beans
Thoughts are skating on roller coaster
Life is doing merry go round

And those frogs in the glass
Jumps again up and down.
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Senryu: Love For Love

soft silver moonlight
paper boat merrily drifts
and our love blossoms
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The Last Supper And A Fresh Breakfast

December reminds us of the gone January,
And January reminds us of coming December.

This relation is not just for the change of baton,
This is no farewell followed by new greetings.

This is a unique relation between new sun and moon,
A reminder and a promise they go together.

And sail in the sea of time with patience,
December spills experience and Jan the hope.

One lays the past behind another shows the future ahead,
Fragrance of the past mixed with freshness of early morning.
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Unmeasured Fear

This fear is killing all of us,

ups and downs of life is measured in fear,

The fear is making life miserable,

A quantum fear takes solid toll on present and future!
The gamut of love is measured in fear,

Another fear is waiting in the bent,

You avoid this fear thinking hope is there

this grey area yet grows more fear

they create more stories by articulate creativity,
And sell their ideas as you see fear making its ways.
Their lie are the secret of your catch,

weak mind bowing down to situation,

shift drifted from hope and faith to ozone fear,
confused mind surrenders to the situation and goes in doldrums.
Castle falls by breaking down the sandy walls,

as if leaves have started to fall in spring.

This fear may shatter those wonderful dreams,

like mirage after false rain making traveler all pains,
No matter what they do, let them create smoky dew
when sunrays will break the darkened wall,

Fear will vanish like firefly in bright light,

faith will return with eagle's flight

Hope will beat this fear to death,

But who knows what fear will fry,

Die a silent death or make resurgence like phoenix.
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A Search

Some trapped memories in the photo frame
Said to him go and find out the absconding person
And here are some clues and hints

Probably you may find on roads

slogging to earn bread and butter or

You may find him in the big luxurious house
Or inside the car or in a shopping mall
Wherever he may be but you will catch him
looking at his puzzled face

Trying to weave the present by lost time

Or trying to wipe off the past

Or trying to weigh pearls on the eyelid

And you tell him that the lost childhood days
Wants him back to the playground

Old banyan tree wants to give a swing again
Mangoes are waiting for him to eat

And if resisted not to come leave him alone
With our memories and wishes

For his soul will return to us one day.
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To Relive Those Special Moments

Will you come with me tonight

To that old pond?

Where we sat under the moonbeam

Hand in hand and eyes locked together
And the night passed in total silence

Where the dew covered our shyness

And our frozen heart melted

And flowed from the mountain

And to take the wings

And flew away, leaving our body

To explore the beauty of this life

And the pains, sorrow passed under the bridge
As we reached the constellation of the stars
To glide down to the pond again.
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Nature's Beauty - Do Not Know Where Got Lost.

Wrapped in morning rays, bathed in dewdrops
warming me up in this winter

It came down, spreading the wings

Then do not know where got lost in the crowd.

Hovering with the butterflies I saw it again
Dancing with corn earrings in the air

I saw it swimming with the fish in the river
Then do not know where got lost in the lake.

As soon as it was evening, I saw it in the bows
Singing the song on the boat of the fishermen
Under the tangerine veil of clouds

Then do not know where got lost in a mile.

In the darkness of night, I saw it smiling
Filtering moonlight on the sand

Then saw it frozen on the mountain top

Then do not know where got lost in the silence.
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Senryu -Fill |

fill my heart with love
body inconsolable
return those lost moments
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Senryu- Winter Morning

between cozy arms
winter morning gets heated
a reason for joy
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This December

This December is neither cold nor dry
Those chilling dark nights are elusive.

Wishes are stuck up somewhere
Neither flowing nor floating.

The moon seems pale and frail
Neither beaming nor gleeful.

Stars are dim and timid
neither bright nor twinkling.

Globe, this warming is making me sick
Give me back those cold moments of December.
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Senryu - Campfire

by the chill dusk light
the fog try to cover us
we plan for campfire
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Senryu - Wonder! ! !

a baby wonders
how her bowl has reached the sky
looking, crescent moon
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A Sweet Dream.

As I slipped from the edge of the moon
towards the earth, fear gripped me tight
Will my dreams accompany or will they leave?

I forgot all these by the spell chant
Of the melodious song soothing me
Till I fell and hit the clouds

Oh, I wondered where my dream gone
As I woke up on my bed with head on pillow
No moon, no sky, no clouds slumber gone.
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Senryu - Love And Fragrance

roots down to the heart
love blossoms in the garden
fragrance all over
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Senryu - Song Of Life

tell me little bird
for whom you sing melody
who is sad today?
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Senryu -Wilderness |'s

to kill loneliness
I painted the moon's amber
with my pinkish tongue
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Tanka - For Life

until it is empty

my tight fist holds infinite

love for you my dear

something precious than this life
and to uncover the lies
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Senryu- Romancing Like Waves

in the sea of love
floating on the ecstasy
are two young couples
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Wilderness

Standing naked and tall against all odds,
encountering the waves of uncertainty

the courage of the man shouts aloud,

O' leader of the life now leads me through

this darkness of the night and the thick clouds.

The birds seem wingless and directionless,
The wind is chill and hard on the nose,

But I don't scorn to scream anymore.

Let me breathe under the bright blue sky,
Dance barefoot in the sea water

Swim in the love of the ocean and write poems
And dream of a heavenly garden

blooming with moony flowers and starry shine
And wake up screaming Your name.
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Tanka -Tears Gone

the tongue stings her cheek
and it isn't with the salt

on the way to heart

where finally no tears left
and it's too empty to cry
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To An Unseen Face

Her mesmerizing voice echoes,
When I am alone in the valley of the past.

I cherish those moments as treasure,
And those songs which were rare and melodious.

My heart finds solace and my mind enchant,
Though only heard the voice umpteen times.

I enjoyed her songs in loneliness and pain,
Her voice mesmerizes like desert's rain.

Often, I speculate and query my imagination,
Will I do justice to the face never seen?
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Simple Life

They care for others

They live simple life

No show offs no crooked thinking
They serve others

They share love and happiness.

They are not birds
But fly carefree

They are not animals
But they roamfree

They do not compete

Nor do they pull legs

No enmity, no jealousy
They have heart of a gold

They shine like diamonds

They reflect like prism

They are colorful like rainbow

They live in village and they are villagers
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Haiku - Nature & Life

song of the valley
flowers between the cliff rocks
daylight eclipses
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Supplement And Compliment -|

You reside in my breath like:
Moon among the stars

Waves in sea

Wind passing leaves

birds flying across the mountains

And I get accommodated in your arms like:
Fishes in river

Flowers with thorns

Tongue among teeth

And we both complement each other's like:
Earth and Sky

Sand and deserts

And our life is
A soul in two bodies

Only You and Me....
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Daffodils In Spring

We sing of sweet spring

When we see daffodil cling
Glowing in the sun in early dawn
It helps us to make a day's plan.
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Job Of A Soldier

On the dusty desert
Patrolling the fence of a barbed wire
A soldier does the march past.

Fiery speech by politicians
from their air-conditioned room

A job created from nothing.
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Haiku - Cage

pale desert sun
the song of imprisonment
by the birds in cage
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Rubaiyat - Life's Journey On Roll

After seeing the dreams of tomorrow

I fell in love with the realities of today
The wind had blown away my yesterday
The caravan of life is on the march now

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -Change Of Season

more than autumn sun
her skin hot like volcano
he now cooling down

M. Asim Nehal



A Care That The World Needs

I take my heart out among the orphans,
to play and sing a lullaby.

I spread my helping hand to shower the care.
Love, that is elusive, to them tonight.

But the world mocks at them,
and label them as untouchable benevolent.

I shall travel the path not taken by many,
to reach where life is beyond hatred and double standards.

When I return, the path will be open to others.
Let them find comfort in others happiness, too.

This life's joy is not in our success alone.
But, taking others along with to the mount of happiness.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka - Morning Back

nature is awake

as moon, stars diminish again
a wonderful breeze

bouquet of hope and desire
as sunrays enters landscape

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -Choices

on canvas of life
make choices judiciously
don't regret later

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -Soul And |

rest your unrest soul
leaving behind, fear of life
on my faithful heart

M. Asim Nehal



She Is Like A Desert Flower

She is like a desert flower
Belligerent for the survival
Cruel weather gives no respite
Fierce battle alone fights.

From dawn to the dusk

She waits for the rain

Clouds appear and turns again

Inside her colossal eyes the void remains.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - Life's Footprints

a winter river
frostbite of old memories
no footprints to trace

M. Asim Nehal



To My Pen

No matter if you are stopped by a comma, Proceed.
Life will test you with question marks, Proceed? ?
Colon or semi-colon can't stop you; Proceed.

Don't take long period. Proceed.

You have many miles to go! My pen...

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -Oceanic Eyes

an ancient skylight
in your oceanic eyes
boundless horizon

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Fortunate Lovers

unity of heart
love is an eternal bliss
not for everyone

M. Asim Nehal



Senyru - Silent Love

when eyes, interlocked
heart nurtures silent love
life on seventh sky

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka - Winter

majestic winter

we remain inside blanket
flowers bloom at night
fragrance allover in air
moonflower, red flare calls out

M. Asim Nehal



Ripple Of Love - By Nature

The breeze gently touched her tender skin
Andkindled the ripple of love in the heart
The shell of desires opened slowly and softly
To sparkle the rainbow of light all around.

The murmur of her heartbeat could be heard
From miles away in silent valley of life

The sunflower opened its arms

Looking towards the sky of heaven.

Queen of the honeybee was bubbling with sweetness
Flowers offered their pure nectar

My heart started to pound out of my chest

And the nature in its peaceful silence

Started to pour the comfort around.

M. Asim Nehal



A Struggle - Ghazal In English

Those who have several wants and wishes to accomplish
Often when they start their journey do notfind the way to proceed

Like the boat when surrounded by the storm
Struggle to find the shore for safety.

When the clouds are dark and thick,
the birds struggle to find the way back to their nest.

If the convoy is lost during the expedition, due to shifting sands, the footprints
are lost.

Similarly People in trouble do not get the support from anyone except their own
shadow.

It is possible that the downer will get the straw to hold on,
Yet the swimmer often struggles to reach the depths of the sea.

M. Asim Nehal



A Celestial Love

The childhood love between the SUN and the MOON
Turned out in such an enmity

When one appears the other disappears

And supporters follow their masters

Only unsettled souls and fidgety are common friends

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku -Hanging Diamonds

some hanging diamonds
a few raindrops on pine leaves
translucent moon slips

M. Asim Nehal



Mysterious

As I went past the mountain, hill,

A voice echoed and said something;
Won't you follow your dreams?

I stopped for a while to check

Deep valley whispering the song of life
While the hawk hovering above.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -Dreams

on the edge of time
i see my dreams hanging
I am watching clouds

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Trap Of Love

free me from your clasp
love you have beautiful traps
let live peacefully

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - A Fight

shadow without soul
reality fighting dreams
life seems in doldrums

M. Asim Nehal



Crush Your Cocoon

.Crush your cocoon, immediately after coming out
.Because that's not the place to return anymore
.Keep the pieces to remind you repeatedly
.That someday you too will be crushed.

.Very few will be there to remember

.You came, lived & left this world

.During voyage, help others

.To achieve their goals

.That is what life is

.That's why you

.Came here.

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu - A Gift

life cycle- God's gift
pollution- a human's gift
rainbow- nature's gift

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Clouds

a book of poems
i see two lovers in sky
formed by moving clouds

M. Asim Nehal
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Haiku- Life's Bud

beneath fresh flowers
engulfed in thorns, spines, prickles
the buds of future

M. Asim Nehal



My Enemy Has Died

My enemy has died.
I am very sad today
he was the only enemy I could identify.

He was the one who is responsible,

for my growth and success,

his enmity drew me farther to prove him wrong,
and I, the determined, who never believed

in others, kept denying that he is enemy

for his contributions to instigate me,

I disbelieve in his theories and did the opposite
Yes, I believe in his sarcastic challenges.

His enmity for me, like that of a scorpion
constantly biting and intimidating,
with no mercy for relaxation,

with so many exaggerations:

he never climbed all over my nerve
nor did he do any backbiting,
neither rubbed me the wrong ways
unlike my other friends

who flattered me with false praises
Today, I am feeling little nervous
Who will inspire me now?

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- Intelligence

a brazen wisdom
by cerebrum common sense
knowledge accomplished

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku- Moon And Sea

dancing with the stars
sea waves receives tidal force
moon walks silently

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Together

together, silence
under the falling moonbeams
dissolves barrier

M. Asim Nehal



Ghazal In English &quot;Have You Seen? &quot;

Who says that we both are not together
Sky meets the earth, Have you seen?

Who says meeting of eyes unites the heart
Dreams meet the reality, Have you seen?

Who says they are happy, if together in the photo frame
Mouse playing with cat, Have you seen?

After several efforts, the hopes often die down
Every efforts do have achievements, Have you seen?

Though criminals are brought before the court
All of them getting punished, Have you seen?

You have done enough introspection by now
Heart and mind go together, Have you seen?

M. Asim Nehal
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Unblemish Love

Her body is a melting pot

On the silken sheet

with pillow beneath

trying hard to hold spinning head
temperature falling

heartbeat rising

body heat ignites the fumes
smell of love

in the air and everywhere

hairs like desert of vast eternity
with dunes of desires

despair was meager to obliterate
yearning to slurp those juicy lips
yet he dare not to ignite mutual flames.

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu- Past Life

tracing own footprints
travels down the memories
countless errors seen

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem - On Relationship

A thousand reasons

to stay in the relationship.

A thousand reasons

to quit the relationship...

Sky clear sometimes, the sky clouded.

M. Asim Nehal



A Wise Conversation

On the hilltop a voice chased me down

and forced to have a conversation

Who are you?

I said; Identifying.

The voice said - Interesting.

What do you want?

I said; everything.

But why you want everything?

I said: When I see anything &quot;I desire to have it&quot;
You are not alone to desire everything, there are many,
And from where you came?

I said; Nothing.

And where will you proceed?

Again, I said; Nothing

Then how will you cherish everything

When the end result is nothing.

And to find the answer - I slide down to the earth

In search of Nothing.

M. Asim Nehal



A Prayer For Everyone

I wish happiness encounter you at every nook and corner

And your eyes glimmer more than the rays of the diamond

Love, peace and empathy get showered during your life's journey
Knowledge and wisdom overflow from your conduct and dealings

The waves of uncertainty calm down even before reaching you

May the wind brings you happiness always and the breeze soothes you
May Almighty protects you from evil eyes and jealous minds

And you pass this life's test with flying colours.

M. Asim Nehal



Who Stole My Dreams, Who Did This Mischief?

Who stole my dreams, who did this mischief?
Now I don't even sleep at night,

neither the moon attracts me.

This was my property, this was my treasure
Now life will be difficult without this pleasure.

Dream nights were to come by stealth,
They know how much i'm waiting,

To take me away from this world,
Where there is no hatred or jealousy
No small or big by virtues of money.

All the same, in thought, in heart and in the mind,
Today I got robbed, someone robbed my alien dream.s
Now my nights will pass in the eyes waiting for them,
Hoped that someday they will return to me,

To take me again on a mysterious journey by nights.

M. Asim Nehal



Two Lovers

Under the undecorated sky
With thick clouds heavily pouring down.

Both were enjoying every drop
Lightning is intermittently taking their pictures.

Don't know whom she wants to show
They're fun, play were in youthful ways.

Moments like these were special
When they were together.

Neither any concerns nor hopes
Feeling quenched by the love pouring from the sky.

M. Asim Nehal
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Ode To The Kite

I am a kite detached from string,
Floating freely in the sky,

Just me with wind, above clear sky
Just me with wind, below dusty earth.

Now my fate is attached to the winder.
Let it take me wherever it wish

I want to see both the ends

From east to west, from north to south

I fear these clouds above

Floating with me as if chasing my whereabouts
They are merciless, dark, thick and stout

They may mistake me as their competitor

I learned a bitter truth during this flight

When I am raising, it is a delight

But when I am cut from the string of the opponent
People enjoy, people dance

But nobody know where I will land.

M. Asim Nehal
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My Three Wishes

Last night when love descended on me
It made me wet with wishful dreams
The body heat engulfed my desires
Leaving the heavy burden on my spirit

Soon several caterpillars started to crawl
My wish became grown butterfly

From flower to flower, it started to sing
Song of love and song of life

White lilies turned to the fairy

Offered to fulfil three of my wishes

Hang my infinite love on the tree of eternity
To remain evergreen floating on time

Make all the stars, joy and glory

For everyone on earth till eternity

And put all the pains deep down at sea
So that it will never sail up to reach

Fairy turned to lilies again, now red in colour.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - In Competition

two body, one soul
life on earth and life on sky
in competition

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu- Memories Flashes

chill wind passes by
arousing silent tombstone
memories flashes

M. Asim Nehal



From Womb To Tomb

From womb, a dark place

To the world a bright place

It takes me through several stages.
Childhood wrapped in the tangerine

Slowly moving towards the rainbow

And it's all the blues in my youthful prime
The wait and struggle to settle is the red phase
While the amber makes little watchful
Green making me happy go lucky

Then slowing moving to the dusk of the day
And back to the tomb

Life shows all colours

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu-A Journey

life's boat will sail
to island of relations
through the sea of love

M. Asim Nehal



Colourful Months

Autumn dances by undressing leaves
As they fall to the ground to kiss
This season will forget once again
The lingering September's bliss

The taste of sweetie chill

Will come from October's mill
The rain-filled earth will revivify
Vegetables, fruits and flowers

Vacant eyes will be filled

With the shiny falling dew drops
By the nights of November month
Hanging on to the starry dreams

The firewood will burn the nights

The early morning will struggle with lights

The long fallen fog will cover

The grace of December will carry fiery auburn tresses

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - A Life

soul without shadow
all fragrances without flowers
floating clouds in sky

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Puppet Dance

my heart's puppet dance
by allusion of your eyes
I am bystander

M. Asim Nehal



A Rainbow Of Life ??

You become my lover tonight
We shall play hide and seek
Under the moonbeam

You chose one star

And I shall pick one.

Let this long night melt

with the sweetness of our saliva.
Let the dews from our eyes
Make the dry land wet.

Let our dreams fly with

the fragrance of rose.

Let the river carry our emotions
to the sea where umpteen wishes
Waiting to embrace our love.

Before the final ring of the morning bell
Wipes off our love story by first sun rays.
Let us make the rainbow of life??

and complete another fairy tale.

M. Asim Nehal



Stay With Me Tonight ??~

On the wings of wishes

Upon the waves of emotions

I travelled alone in my thoughts

Crossing the bridge of relationships

Swiftly to the corner of the understanding
Where all the fears were hanging on the hopes
Tonight I wish to hold your hands for a joyride
I wish to light a lamp of love in your heart

It will guide, when we grow old together
Tonight's moon is in crescent form

The only star besides it is 'Me'

Stay with me tonight.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- Forbidden Love

a open window
hit by many storms of life
a forbidden love

M. Asim Nehal



Limerick - To A Friend Kostas

There was a young poet named Kostas
How do I know, he sported moustache
His poems appeals and blooms

By the light of the moon

After taking a drink, he does yogas

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku- Nature's Song

whispering of birds
raindrops, lightning and thunder
music all around

M. Asim Nehal



Emotional Plea

If emotional petition, and if that plea,

Whose case threw the pleader on the gavel's spree,
If vengeful lawyer, if his ego glee

Shall I call the truce; Else, I should be guilty?

Why should resolve my motives, stood in me,

Make sinners, else equal, in my more monstrous?
And mercy being calmer, and famous

To Judge; in his order's wrath, why lenient thee?
But who I am to dare and dispute with thee

O Judge? It is only your worthy judgement,

And my qualms, make me the worthy argument,
And sink in it my own eyes memories;

That you reminisce them, some appealed as a liability,
I think it's your mercy, if thou wilt forget.

M. Asim Nehal



We Are Just One, The One In My Heart.

A tinge, a flavor seldom I feel anything else
Candor of love pure and sacred

The flash in the eyes sparks everything
Your savor, fragrance the sky

Where do I search you, when you are inside
We are just one, the one in my heart.

Clinging together we sail on the tides
Distance of mind, mingles in thoughts

Oh the pure lights stay away from the dirt
These ways are lighter with smile of mirth
Where do I search you, when you are inside
We are just one, the one in my heart.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- A Passionate Kiss?? Kiss

the spark of her skin
flowers growing in my heart
a passionate kiss

M. Asim Nehal
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Haiku - Senryu

spring dances around
a dewdrop drizzle at night
on my mournful heart

M. Asim Nehal
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Justice Delayed Is Justice Denied.

Justice delayed is justice denied.

How many times we have witnessed this
On how many occasions we saw it proved correct

Yet my heart says it is a mirage
Though mind tries to convince
It is very much possible and happening

If mind is correct, then shall I believe,
That the delayed justice on earth

Will also be denied on heavens?

Or will earth plea on my behalf for justice?

To prolong any matter beyond time

Will make it like a rubber band stretched
Making it too long and too thin

So that by the time, it is to be proved
The rubber band will cease to exist.

Let this matter be played between

The heart and the mind like a ping-pong

One question another and other volleying back
Till it reaches deuce or egalite no advantage.

By the time the final justice is delivered
Neither the matter, nor the dispute remains

All surrendered to the will of fate

Where justice itself argues for its existence
Will the number of delays it encountered

Justice demands and delays defy.

M. Asim Nehal



Your Love ??~ A Moving Mirror

Your body is a moving mirror

It reflects my ledge of shadows

Cling to the moonlight through goblet
Hanging like the droplets.

The frozen love during maritime

In the ocean of relationship

In the midst of Antarctica

When we were draped in body heat.

The prism of your eyes

Left a silhouette of majestic charm
Showing more moons than Jupiter
Revolving around me making aura of love.

I am fetching words to engrave an elegy
Upon my flexible spine of thoughts

To mend with your curves and curvatures
And fall like sand grains in hourglass.

M. Asim Nehal
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Haiku - Red Berries

peeps under the bush
between the green winter leaves
smiling red berries

M. Asim Nehal



I Opened My Heart To Set My Soul Free.

Because I cannot count all the stars
During this lifetime
Hence, I started to like the moon.

Because I cannot count all the waves
During this lifetime
Hence, I started to like the sea.

Because I cannot count all the leaves
During this lifetime
Hence, I started to like the trees

Because I cannot conceive which stem
Will bear the most likable rose
Hence, I started to like the fragrance

Since my pen cannot write everything
Which my mind keeps thinking

I opened my heart to set my soul free.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku - Pure Nature

snow capped mountains
everything painted in white
purity, hallmark

M. Asim Nehal



The Project Not Taken - Humorous

My friend got so much inspired by Robert Frost
That he decided to take the tough project
From the available two projects

He looked at both the project carefully

And did his homework on CPM and PERT

Then he decided to take the other one, as a challenge,
The CPM had many twists and turns

He put emphasis on the trade-off between

The cost of the project and its overall completion time
Though he got pissed off and started to doubt

But again, after reading &quot;The Road Not taken&quot;
He decided to pursue with it till the very end

Though starting from one it appeared, like as SEA

The never ending waves hit him hard

The lighthouse stopped giving any signals

Finally, when he learned that he is heading nowhere
He started to write about the project

Two projects came to my table, and I,

I took the one which was tough, very tough

And that has made all the difference,

I lost my job and now I write poems.

M. Asim Nehal



Nothingness - Quatrain

Nothingness is the way of creation

Even life embraces nothingness

Stillness of thoughts dispense nothingness
Poetry without essence leads to nothingness

M. Asim Nehal



When Dusk Kissed Her Feathers ??

When dusk kissed her feathers

At the beach of dark sand

With many pebbles scattered around

At the quite down end

Near Aphrodite's, birth place

The love was in the air

The fragrance very fresh

As the spring emerged

From the rocky heart's mountain

The wings of dream took a flight

Over the valley of love

Where the sweetness of the nature

And the coral bay resonated

The symphony of lifeless heart

Buried beneath, somewhere in the hard rock
Singing the unheard songs of love

As the sun went below the horizon

And the crescent moon emerged

My Mediterranean sea calmed down

And between the two my heart found solace. ??

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Music For The Soul

Empty long terrain
daffodils, lillies dancing
music for the soul

M. Asim Nehal



Love During The War

Fallen from the stairs
After a goodbye kiss

To fulfil her wish
He tried all his tricks

Later, his mission was even bigger
What he did was accidentally triggered

In the enemy's country ~ he was
Hopelessly lost where helplessly cold

Though in the enemy's camp he never lost his hope
When he peeped at her through a hole of desire

Soon, when they dispersed after the meeting
He decided to salvage his love at once

Every time he saw her, he fell to the ground
Like the iron to the magnet

But his love mutely raised in her heart
They spent night under the moon as they tried to escape

The stars silently watched the love on earth
One in other's arm far from all worries

When the final fires cracked to announce victory
Both the hearts were entwined in Love of one another

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu - Nature's Beauty

I write with finger
to see the outside world
naked translucent.

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu -Philosophical

you opened my heart
with the key of lovely soul
to trap me inside

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Illusion

don't be judgemental
if I fall on drunken road
reflects illusion

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu - Regrets

a lonely darkness
wanders the thicket forest
in full of regrets

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Saints Elevated

mystic ecstasy
silently floats on prayers
saints elevated

M. Asim Nehal



A Lover's Plea - English Ghazal

Those seven colours of your charm alive
Thus, invite me to own a rainbow of my life

I have fallen from the mountain of my ego
To the depths of your sea like a waterfall

In some corner of your infinite spacy heart
My tiny love fire tries to ignite me in you

Please keep safe the pieces of my feelings in your eye
You may require them to shower when I am gone.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - 325

slept with empty eyes
woken up with full of dreams
like the waterfall

M. Asim Nehal



Short Poem - Doubts Cleared.

After bathing in your eye's shower,
I am wet in my dreams.

My soul is purified now.

And your eyelashes

Cleared all my doubts.

M. Asim Nehal



Dreamy Eyes See The Broken Promises ??

On the love soaked pillow of night

Where the silence merged with the darkness
And the moon slipped through the clouds

The unfathomable love from your lips
Enshrouded me to deep slumber

Covering my senses with thick, silky hairs
Hand resting on the bare chest

And body bathing in moon beams

Thus, intimacy resonates the aroma of warmness
In the valley of our body and inhale sweethess
From the navel of earth when the sun rises

My dreamy eyes see the broken promises
Hanging on the leaf of our past memories.

M. Asim Nehal



Between The Shores Of My Heart??

Between the shores of my heart
Under the flowing lustrous holy river
Where the white dove of wishes
Floats on the chariot of stars
Teasing drunken mischievous moon.

I make a bridge of love to drink

From the intoxicated lips of fate

Which will fill drop by drop, my cup's thirst
Where the virgin red roses

From the exotic garden of bosom

Waits to get crushed under passionate action.

The cerise shyness on her cheek

Will melt by the firewood of my passion

Making the sheet underneath sweaty with pearls
And two uncut diamonds in dark night

Will luminescence my heart's mind

Millions of joy will remove the fatigue

And the scent will be carried by the wind.

M. Asim Nehal



Limerick - Two Bulls

Two bulls on street came face to face
Viewer clogged and took their place
One was tall, other was hulky

As they began to slant and sulky

The onlooker in panic started to race ~

M. Asim Nehal



A Poetic Illusion

Two heads on one pillow of time
Floating on musk fragrance
Under starry sky of eternity
Where the moon of tomorrow
Sails on the waves of wishes.

Our body floating against the gravity
Ploughing the fortunes from the tree of fate
Bouquet of colourful dreams

Fleeting the streets of relaxation

In the dreamy vision of a poet

To meet the pen of memories.

M. Asim Nehal



Who Was That Madman?

They warned me not to meet him free
The man sitting idle under the tree
According to them, he was a fool

My curiosity overtook their warn

I went to him, he stared and scorn

From top to bottom twice and then said

I have a question for you, will you try?

I nodded by moving my head

And he said, the end of life is death

We all know, but imagine

If the end of death is a beginning of a new life ~
then what would be that life?

I started to ponder on his question

Does this make any sense?

By the time I could make myself convince
That man slipped and left me to mince

I started to wonder, was he a Madman?
His question remained in my mind

Like a thorn trying to reach my heart

Are we living dead?

If so which life will start after the death
Or are we living a dream?

And how this life will end?

So many wild thoughts crossed my mind
The night began to look bright

And unfolded many hidden treasures
Revealing the mystery of life

And day appeared to be dark and dull
Trying to hide the facts under bright sunlight
And I went to that tree several times

To search that mad man, who disappeared after asking me.

M. Asim Nehal



Limerick - A Mouse Reached His Goal

The mouse was digging hole

While the pussycat was on sole

Before the sunrise

The night silently saw the tide

Pussycat felt fishy, mouse reached goal.

Version 2 (Contributed by Poet Deluke Muwanigwa)
A mouse was happily digging hole

Pussycat pretending to be a mole

Before the sunrise

There were some cries

cat complaining mouse had reached goal

M. Asim Nehal



On The Edge Of Your Heart??

On the edge of your heart,

I saw my tiny love crawling.

Staring assiduously to get noticed,

Defying the security of firewalls.

Some burning scars are valor hanging around
Beaming in my hope's pupil

Trying to break free the fences.

The shimmering eyes hangs on the luminous tree
Taming fireflies to fill up the gap

The secret box inside my mind

Trying in futility to impress your heart

Let the sun of my smile attract

Your sunflower heart,

To open up and dance with me a tango.

M. Asim Nehal



I Will Play The Same Game

The moon is naughty today
Playing games with stars

I don't have anyone

I am staring at them

Learning their play

One day someone will come
And I will play the same game

M. Asim Nehal
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Senryu Chain - Analysis Of Lost Glory

trembling boat of love
In sea of expectations
shred ego to save

fragrance of flowers
diminishes with the time
only thorns survive

petals found in books
mementos of past glory

ashes of burials.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -In Your Absence !

candles set to dance
for another silent night
when you are away

M. Asim Nehal



Love And Virus

They say love is pure like 24 carat gold
It can easily be deformed and lose its grip
To accommodate beloved by mending self

Love is unblemish like fireflies
Which submerges in fire as it flies
In the darkest of the nights without lights.

Love is an untamed force like tides and waves
The more we try to concur, it bounces back
With a force to test our courage and determination

But why does love quarantine the person after heartbreak?
Why simple virus of jealousy, obsessiveness attacks it?

Why love is so vulnerable to destroy self within the self?

M. Asim Nehal



My Spiritual Journey

For the countless days

I stood in the meadow

To see the vastness of the field

My sight returned to me with a smile

For the countless nights

I stood under the vast sky

To see the stars and galaxies

My sight returned with a glowing light.

For countless days and nights

I passed through jungles and mountains
Deserts and Seas,

My plight returned to me in peace.

I visited countless village and cities
Homes and markets

Alas, I found humans fighting
Restless and struggling for peace.

M. Asim Nehal



Rise Again From The Debris Of Shattered Dreams

It is not easy to rise after a great fall
It takes courage to stand and start all.

Fallen stars never return to the galaxy,
But we can with our determination and courage

Let remain some dreams as the dreams to sail on
Not all dreams are realistic and worth trying on.

No matter how many attempts we make
Each time we will learn some new passage.

Like a phoenix we rise from the dust of the past
Like the fallen seeds germinate and restart.

Like the sun which goes down in the dusk
Rises again with a new light at the dawn.

Remember the vibes of the mount valleys
It preserves the echoes of the past until eternity.

The roaring waterfall and gushing rivers
When they meet the sea, it gains the calmness forever.

Our trapped soul in the body is making us restless
Calm it down with meditation, patience and perseverance

Every day our body will sleep and take some rest
The mind will keep dreaming and make bodily unrest

Before the dreams become elusive and mysterious
O My Master make them the air we breathe and persist.

M. Asim Nehal
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Poetic Virus (Povid-2020) -Humorous And Satiric

We are passing over a very trying phase

A sudden rise of the tide in the sea of poetry
Like a Tsunami of poems on Poem Hunter(PH) .
Site was caught in this situation unaware hence
Now finding difficult to deal with many affairs

Flood of poems emerging from the stream of poets

Gushing past the new poem arena quickly and forcefully
Causing much damage to the banks of the Poem Hunter
Comments are being delayed, Changes taking time
Frustration is seen all around even POTD skips member poem

Old pals have opened the floodgates of their poems
And without substance, ideas and imaginations

They are pushing their paper boats in the river
Poetic Virus (POVID-20) severely attacked their mind
And they are coughing poems with without rhymes

The database administrator must be busy, creating space

I am afraid and won't be surprised if PH soon declares a lockdown
Imagine the level of vomiting, they must be cleaned everyday
Some great poets are suffering from POVID-2020

And have lost their imagination power after reading funky- junky

Some are afraid to come out in the open without protection mask
And they do sanitization before and after reading poems

Some have gone forced self-quarantine and others are

Waiting for water to come down, since it being rainy season

In India, water (poems) is pouring more fiercely ever before

The water level has crossed the danger mark.

Quick comments, instant ratings,

A visit to poet's main page is at its peak

For some, posting crap is more important for scoring points
For the sake of poetry, stop this pollution

Control your nerves, Post only genuine poems.

M. Asim Nehal



Ballade - Rainy Season

With a ripple of raindrops and a tinkle of stares,

The thirsty earth soaks the water in alacrity,
Southern winds carry some clouds and glares

Heat waves disappears from the vicinity

The rivers grow to steam stage in rapidity,

While the ocean embraces the river and rains upright,
Animals, take shelter under the plant as charity

Heat waves disappears from the Sight!

M. Asim Nehal



Kuch Sher - 10 (In Hindi/Urdu)

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu- Life's Expedition

life's expedition
like a caravan of dreams
childhood, youth, old age

M. Asim Nehal
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Tercet - Life

Youthful don't dance with flamboyance
Old age is waiting for you to fall in its lap
Like a caged bird waiting for soul to fly.

Eyes which are filled with intoxication
will fall on the darkness of the dusk

Like waves finally travels to the shore.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -Unified|'s

between two snowflakes
our love melts gradually
unified heart formed

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~ Love

wrapped in emotions
soul and the body bundled
to express my love

M. Asim Nehal



To Love ~7??

Love thou speak to me sweetly,

And show the gentle caress.

You hold me tight and make me fearless,
And teach me compassion.

Never test me with hurt,

Nor make me mean to play games.
Keep me away from jealousy,

Can you do these favours to me?

If not, then do not dwell in my heart
Neither play games with my eyes
Nor sing your sweet songs

Or make my lips dry.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu ~life's Journey

a transient bubbles
ephemeral life's journey
live judiciously

M. Asim Nehal



To Write A Verse On Hope~??

O Silver shining stars -

Let me decorate this world

With golden brocade border

Before this night passes

Through the tunnel of darkness

And the morning bell rings

And moon sinks into the horizon
And candle melts in the eyes

Let me lay down beside you this midnight
And peep into your blue eyes

And write a verse on hope

So that the morning song

That every bird sings are melodious.

M. Asim Nehal



Haiku ~ Rain

a grandeur display
clouds, lighting, thunder and rain
and the earth rejoice

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Life Boat

a drifting life boat
merily floats in river
In storm, calm weather

M. Asim Nehal
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Ode To The Heart

Your journey begins on 18th or 19th day
After fertilization of eggs

You are the first organ to be formed

And function to beat and pump blood

Then your septation into separate chambers begins
Goes out in an artery comes back in a vein
This makes you unique in the body frame
You loop with other organs and realigned
You control Inflow and outflow of blood
Though, "The Boss' sits on top of you

You work fearlessly and carefree

Your selections are unique

The tenderness, the emotions that you carry
Rules over the nature and environment

You keep a perfect record of emotions

For relationships, time and history

With Love, you have an unending bond

You accommodate all what you want

There is always a tug of war between

You and the Head, you mostly win

No one will understand your true beauty

With every individual, you discharge your duty
However, your size is not more than a fist

Yet you accommodate world within it

You are the most loved one on this earth
Among all creations, you are the best

How can one claim he is heartless?

With you the life starts and without you it ends.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka ~

dream gently unfolds

like a fresh spring from mountain
butterfly flutters

reality skirmishes

wondering when wind tickles

M. Asim Nehal
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Realization - Lost Love

The arms of slumber took me to the darkness
where silence dwells, in peace and serenity,

It lets me speak to and inquire about the love
Before I could ask, it left, leaving behind a trail.

The flock of chattering birds chanted gloomy songs
the bees murmur on every flower warily

the waves followed one another unwillingly

and the waterfalls turbulently flowed everywhere.

Restlessness and the state of confusion

Is ubiquitously on earth

The peace is sadly corned

The calmness has gone to take a dip in the sea

The only hope to revive everything
Rests with the LOVE

We disregarded when it was with us
Now we realise what we have lost.

M. Asim Nehal



Losing Identity Looked Futile

I flee from the fire

which called me to embrace.
Claiming to be truth

And to take me to the ultimate truth
It asked me to cut my wings

I refused

From the depth of the sea

He again called me

To drown self in the depth of the truth
To lose very existence in this pursuit

Cut all desires by its root

Another call he made

To absent yourself from illusions

Pass by forest and climb every mountain
You won't find anything but you alone.

The whisperer kept whispering to me

The pure mind does not need memory to remember
Ever such call to merge with the light

Losing identity looked futile

As I passed by this phase, I am still alive.

M. Asim Nehal



Come To Meet Me Once Again

In the tangerine dusk,

under the shadows of a twilight,
when the moon is among the stars,
and night is silent

come to meet me once again

to revive our lost love.

M. Asim Nehal



I Have The Best - Barbie Doll

In a beautiful red dress,

Curly hair nicely combed

White shoes shining through

A tiny girl drops down from the golden car
With a Barbie doll in her hands.

While passing by a small vegetable vendor,

She encounters a small girl sitting beside vegetables,
She wore a patchy blue dress that accumulated dirt
Hairs like wild grass, no make-up and no shoes.

The muddy girl says to her Dad,

&quot;Look at my equivalent,

She is wearing a nice dress,

Her hairs nicely combed, shoes so cute&quot;.
Yet what troubles me is that Barbie Doll.

Dad, &quot;can you get one for me&quot;?

And dad says, &quot;honey, it is of ho use&quot;,
We have no safe place to keep,

The dog may take it or water may spoil,

Play with your vegetables.

With a horn blow of passing by motor,
The Barbie doll falls from tiny hands,

And so the tears from those little eyes.

With a kiss and hug, muddy girl says to her Dad
&quot;I have the best&quot;.

M. Asim Nehal



Read It Before Too Late

My poetry is waiting
For someone to come and read
Enjoy the beauty and message it creed

Wrapped in words,
laced with thoughts of innocent questions
waiting for reviews in all desperation.

Pages are open now,
Ideas are ripe, read it before
The history buries under shelves of library.

Read these thoughts,
listen to what they say,

don't follow the path just fly your way.

M. Asim Nehal



I Am In 14 Days Quarantine

They say it is asymptomatic
But I got all the symptoms
They say only test can confirm
And I say I had a Coronavirus

It all happened

When I received an unknown call
My ringtone got changed by itself
Instead of blink, I started to shake

Those were very early symptoms
More was waiting to attack

I could not decode SMS
However, inbox showed them

I could not smell the commands
Nor I could taste the text
Though, Alarm kept ringing

But nobody could hear

I was taken to the repair centre

Was put in the ICU

And later got shifted to Critical Care
My beats were monitored

My recharging capacity was checked
After all examinations

I was advised for 14 days quarantine

I am taking a rest now, no rings, no calls
And no handling of two sims

And signals from several towers

And I am in great peace now.

M. Asim Nehal
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The Lyrics Of The Life, Incomplete.

Who wrote the script?
Who fashioned everything like this?

The sea with waves
And the land with dust.

The moon, the sun and the galaxy
The night with hidden mystery.

The day so bright with light
All naked and transparent.

The heart so sensitive
And mind so loud.

When the life is on track
Why love drifts it away?

When love is blooming
Why heart breaks it away?

If you think that's the right place
When you reach its not there

The song of life is unsung
The lyrics, incomplete.

M. Asim Nehal
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Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,
So do our minutes hasten to their end;

Each changing place with that which goes before,
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned,
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,

And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow.
And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth despite his cruel hand.

M. Asim Nehal



And Flowers Recited His Poems

Under the moonlight, he sat beside the lake

And wrote poetry on nature;

Lark in sky with the breakage of dawn

Merrily, merrily welcome song

Wind passing rustling leaves

Sound of flute here and there,

Flying birds chirping and whistling

Linnets of green grass playing with dewdrops
Sunflowers lift their golden blossoms to the sky

A beetle runs on the purple flower

Caterpillar eats arum lilies

And, little Butterfly

Accidentally sat on his poem book

After a few minutes it flew

Fluttering as if dancing round and round

From one flower to another

Reciting those verses from a poem

Flowers began to blossom and swing with the breeze
As the day progressed and the sun starts ascending
The flowers recited his poems one by one until the dusk.

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Birthday Gift

unique birthday gift
my dearest cat brought for me
skeleton of fish

M. Asim Nehal



Just You And Me... ??

I reside between your breaths

like the moon between stars

like the waves in the ocean

like the wind passing leaves

like the birds crossing the mountains

You relax between my arms

like the fishes in the pond

like the flowers on the thorns

like the tongue between the teeth

We live together
like the mountains in springtime

like oasis in the desert

Our life is one
like a single soul in two bodies

Just you and me.....??

M. Asim Nehal
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To Listen To My Complete Love Story(Ghazal English)

Neither I asked from the moon nor from the stars
But I requested Your thoughts to stay the whole night

How this darkness scares me and How the night plays its games
When I asked loneliness to accompany and lights to stay away

That wintry evening left me alone and got frightened
When it saw my burning desire to meet my love

Now even night comes and sits quietly with us
To listen to my complete love story

M. Asim Nehal
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Longing To Meet Again...

Years have passed, since we met last
Yet my eyes are wet with the tears of exodus

though we are miles apart, physically
Yet we live in each other's heart, tangibly

And we meet in our thoughts
And cherish the moments of our past

The distance is of eyes, only
Yet we meet in our dreams, firmly

The fragrance is still fresh as daisy
Though several months gone by nothing is hazy

In my breath I still taste our farewell kiss
Like sand in hourglass rolling with bliss

These mountains, rivers and the dunes are our souvenir
As if we scaled the height in ecstasy and disappeared

M. Asim Nehal



Universal Love

Let the fragrance of our love
give birth to umpteen desires

Let the sacred fire ignite to camp around
Let the wishes dance hand in hand with the dreams

Let the whole universe taste the fruits of our love.
And feel the ecstatic energy within their soul.

M. Asim Nehal



Jump Into The Well Of Wisdom.....

My heart cries, what my eye sees

When poets are indulged in silly things

Instead of showcasing their creativity

They fall in the trap of stupidity

Instead of being happy for &quot;The Road Not taken&quot;
They take the road and say

&quot;I Wandered Lonely As A Cloud&quot; and then fall
On &quot;A Poison Tree&quot; to pronounce that
&quot;All The World's A Stage&quot;

But my dear it is never too late to

Believe and say &quot;Still, I Rise&quot;

Jump into the well of &quot; Wisdom&quot;

And become &quot;A Wise&quot;

M. Asim Nehal



I Harvest My Thoughts On Floating Clouds

I harvest my thoughts on floating clouds,
to venture alone, without associates.

I raise my coverage to inveigle the moon.
In it, I dance on the winds, to be only us.

But the moon sets its own conduit,
and perforate my wishes silently.

I still wilts with the moon and its shadow,
To discover my wallow.

And I swing, with the wind,
Allowing the moon to dance with my shadow.

We share our space with courage and grace,
Till the wind finally blow me to the mountains.

I lose my identity, while still in a pond,
To reflect the moon beams around.

M. Asim Nehal



And Her Life Moves On ? ?? ??

Her shadow lies heavier upon her soul
than to meet with the inner peace

on the purple expanse

And her life moves on ?

She walks along with the clouds
Across the river of pains

And crosses the mountains of joy
And her life moves on ?

She is in love with self

And drifted away from everyone else
like the moon's waxing or waning
And her life moves on ?

She hides her wishes

Like the seeds of dates

Hard are the covers as she crawls
And her life moves on ?

M. Asim Nehal



Sonnet ~ Thy Death Will Show The World How You
Lived

Thy death will show the world how you lived,

Thy life story will reveal thy successes and failures;
The efforts you made will speak what you achieved,
And all will go down in history as your deliverers.
The number of grievers who attend will show

How popular you were and what they remember;
Dust will settle down soon and stealth will all know,
Your goodness to others will only be cinders.

Don't endure rigidity in your affairs and dealings
This will not help you while you are blooming;

Nor will it have a positive impact on your leaving
These little things if you abide will be enduring.
You still have the time to mend your ways,

Too late is not that late to begin the stakes.

M. Asim Nehal



Tanka -Journey

dream gently unfolds

like a fresh spring from mountain
butterfly flutters

reality skirmishes

wondering when wind tickles

M. Asim Nehal



I Am Still Alive

The night cursed me with its power

And the moon and stars looked silently

As I struggle whole night fighting the devil
With the first morning light I realised

That I am still alive

M. Asim Nehal



Litmus Test~ ??

Insert the knife a little deeper

Or crush my heart with the hardest stone
And you will see my love still crawling
towards you as ever, Try it out ~ O my Love |

Slice my heart and draw the blood

though test will be tougher and

game will be delightful

what else you wish to do ~ O my Love..... ??

I know you don't have courage

to try me for this litmus test

then why don't you believe

I am in Love with you ~ O my Love...... ?

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu -A New Beginning

trembling boat of life
after many turbulence
reaches the island

M. Asim Nehal



In My Dreams-??

You sing a lullaby for me,

I shall dream about you

On the silvery moonbeams

Falling through cotton candy of translucent sky

Carrying you on a chariot of wind
To the crystal blue lagoon

Where the golden bow and

A quiver of silver arrows

Awaits to shoot the arrow of love

From the galley of past

We shall see the future smiling

On the lunar luminescence of glory
At the purple arched sky

Where eyes turn to a kaleidoscope

Before the dawn breaks the clouds
And birds sing aloud

And Sun starts crimson journey
Darkness of Edenic Earth vanishes
Let us swim in the sea of Love.

M. Asim Nehal
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Passion And Romance....??

You and me

In our passionate embrace

Remain warm and cozy

Free from the coldness of outer world.
You remove your skin

And I shall put mine.

Your voice will intoxicate,

And my mind will write romance.

No need for any furnace to melt the iron
Just pour your passion

Everything will melt.

Even a petal between us

Will be the distance of eternity.

Let our love loose

To freeze the time

Let the wind spread

Our fragrance

Let the waves of emotions
freed from the sea.
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Senryu -Two|'s

two intertwined hearts
sharing secretive whispers
like melting glaciers
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Love,Hate And Life....

Love - blossom in my heart,
fear flee like a dart.
Change, I hope will bring,

a new chapter in my life!

Hate - you are not welcome?

Even when my enemy is flourishing,

I shall hide my tears like a sacred pearl,
lying somewhere deep down under the sea.

Life - I have admired

your playful tricks and trials.

I shall embrace the death

with happiness without any regrets.
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Senryu - Limerick

spider spinning web
a Young girl combing her hair
a great trap workout
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Haiku -Hanging Dewdrops

ushering in leaves
never know when wind will blow
the hanging dewdrops
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Senryu -Covid Love]

at the hands of fate
we are locked up together
on the edge of time

M. Asim Nehal



Zameer - Hindi Poem????conscience

2?0?0922 7200?2722 272277

22 2222 722 72 2227 22 22772 ?

?7? 0°7? 907°0° 2?2 729707 2?77 - &quot; 77?77 2777 2777 &quot;

M. Asim Nehal



Senryu - Unrequited Love With Moon

unrequited love
moon astonished with bizarre
finding place to hide
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The Song Of This Life Echoes

As my thoughts wander all alone
In this lonely, silent night

Like the moon passes by
Through the dark clouds

And these twinkling stars
Struggles to remain bright

The darkness merges with
the silence of this night

The song of this life echoes
like some thoughts in my mind.
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Sonnet - Apni Premika Se Wasiyat

Original Poem Sonnet Lxxii
By William Shakespeare
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I Scale The Depth Of Your Heart ~ |

Despite my doubts, my hopes and fears

Despite my smiles, my stares and tears

I always remember you, you are so dear
Be it a night, be it day,

be it months or Years

I scale the depth of your heart

So vast, so scattered

With the fins of my determination
My passion and faith keeps driving.

The relation, the bond and the affection
You surge in my thoughts

to take me away

on the flying white horse....
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We Have Many Lessons To Learn From The Moon ~ |

When the moon dances on the edge of a pond
My wish turns to fishes and swims along

The milky white water reflects my desire

I see the constellation of stars flashing fire

Today, the moon came down in my eyes

To tell the story of reflection of light

The sun is indeed a great source it said

I am the borrower, he is the master of the trade

This sun has burnt the moon umpteen times
The patch we see is a scar left as a sign

Yet moon never shy away to borrow the lights
The reflection is nothing but a love divine

On earth we expect a lot from our lovers

We fight for material things and body's pleasure
We are not ready to take any burns

A slight heated moment takes ugly turns

We have many lessons to learn from the moon
The light, the reflection, the calmness and patience
It cannot come down to teach us everything

The limits it has set for the love is amazing.
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True Independence

Most of the countries were ruled by one or others
Group of like-minded people fought with purpose
Struggle, persistence and patience paid them well
Finally the all got independence from the rulers

Though they all celebrate each year, what did they gain?

Did they get what they wanted from the independence?

Just obtaining the piece of land is enough to call independence?
Or Ruling over own people was their objective?

All are struggling now with enough politics

None of the country gained political independence

A handful of power greedy politicians are ruling the roost

The people down below are still fighting a battle to gain independence

Laws are made to suit what they wish

They are indeed the masters of disguise

Welfare begins at home, they follow it rigorously
And ends with those who supports them

Individuals are still struggling for independence
Independence from poverty, politics, divisive rules
Independence from inequality, reservations and preferences
Independence from slavery of our own thoughts.
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Senryu- 402 Life's Journey

on the shore of life
smoke of the caravan floats
sun dips in ocean
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Is What I Dream About]

A swing in your arms

A caress touch

A kind word

A gentle smile

A song of love

An open mind

A tender heart

A temperate thought

A romantic night

A gentle cuddle

A blushful touch of love

Is what I dream about!

To make this life
Meaningful and purposeful
I need You and Your support
Your guidance and quest.
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Your Thoughts Are Your Mentors

They come without invitation,
Silently without any signs,
No one can stop them either,
They just make their way.

It is up to you how you embrace them,
If you mess up with them.

You feel the pinch,

Sky falls on you.

If you accept them gracefully,

They will elate you and make happy,
You are the one who can decide,
How to treat your thought.
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Haiku - Nature Love 2

radiance around
nature in luminescence
ebullient landscapes
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The Buds In My Heart ~ |

The buds of my heart have blossomed into flowers,
Like the vapours evaporated and turned into clouds.

Whatever I conceived have become a poem,
Like the night with stars and moon.

All my wishes have turned into realities,
Like the rivers that flowed to the sea.

But the doubts of my heart remained as questions
Like a puzzled monkey with coconut.

Some of my poems are still waiting for its readers
Like the Crane standing on one leg at the sunset.....
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Smile Is A Kind Of Silence

This silence sometimes takes

the course of realization,

That I am alive and moving on
Fighting the battle with the waves
without thinking about the shore.

This silence, is very intriguing

It remains when we are alone
And flies away in happy moments
It plays varied games with heart
And hides in eyes sometimes

Smile is a kind of silence
That appears on the lips

And passes through the eyes
No point in searching

As it remains within all of us.
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Senryu - For Your Creator

let your soul burn out
for praiseworthy creator
whole night like the moon
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Incomplete Story

My incomplete story could not be completed by her incomplete story
Nevertheless we shared our Heart's agony

She shed some tears and I also did not control my tears
This is how we eased our heart's pain

She came from the other end of the river and I joined from this end
And we submerged in the current of Heart

Neither she said anything and Nor did I
Our eyes did the talking and heart understood

She breath a little and my heart beats increased
This is how we passed our life together
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Be With Me -You Are My Light

Leaned against the pillars draped in the twilight

I felt my inner darkness merge with your light

I am afraid to walk alone on this unfamiliar path,

It looks so empty and ruinous with wrath

Now with your presence everything is joyous

Such is your presence and such is your recurrence
That my loneliness and pain all of a sudden recedes
No wonder you remind me of our sacred love
Hidden so deep within our sorrow

You motivate me to climb this steep wall

Like jungle vines wraps around to reach the canopy
You are my strength and you are my inspiration
Don't ever leave me alone to meander in separation.
Let us merge like one soul in two bodies.
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Dedicated To All My Friends And Foes On Ph

What is the point,
To make such a big hue and cry

Check inside your heart
and see what you fried.

You shall reap
what you have sowed.

Nobody will do wrong
unless you have done something wrong.

All blameworthy plea their innocence
only God is the witness of their virtuousness.

May be their ego rules over them
behind the smoke screen they dwell in helm

They think that they can get away with whatever they do
Bullying, envying and inappropriate comments will get them through

Come to respect others as they are,
if you don't like someone get away without leaving a scar.

O Baby, please don't cry, do some introspection
Before time is up and repentance becomes high and dry.
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Whose Message Is This In Your Poem! ! !

Whose message is this in your poem
And for whom your heart conceives love

Eyes have dried up after continuous tears
Then from where the waves come in this sea

Desires ask this in desperation now
These birds chatter for whom

When stars twinkles in the moonless night
Then for whom these fireflies glow

Have seen blood streaming from the heart
Then whose blood is this on those eyes.
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Free From Worldly Hassles

At the foothills of a valley

Where the sun is ready to set

And the water body is surrounded

By the dense forest

Where the birds call from the mighty oaks
And the heart comes out of the mouth

To swim in the pristine beauty of the lake
The place so tranquil

Where music appears

From the rustling leaves

The gushing water

The chirping of crickets

And between this amazing environment

I saw an abandoned boat

Right in the middle of the lake
Surrounded by the lotus

Floating carefree

Free from worldly hassles

Four eyes talking to each other
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Keep Alive The Fire

Keep alive the fire till the oil is there
Law of diminishing utility is in place here

What goes up will come down someday
What lay down will rise one day

The tides which flow normally calm
Will make the loudest noise at shore one day

Before that dawn when the Sun rises with blazing fire
And before that night when the Moon is not there
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Tanka - Two Birds

two birds are flying

flapping and playing in flight
by tangerine sky

to reach horizon of love
making journey momentous
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Tanka - Nest Under Construction

after every jump

robin takes a look around

to check the safety,

pick some cotton and plastic
the nest under construction
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Out Of Self Prison

She was screaming in pain like thunder
pounding out in fear as lightning hinder
Looking out of the window towards the sky
And started dancing in few seconds with joy
Such is the Joy and such is the rejoice

Now she is far from being weathered

Her personality and character gelled together
She took the flight on hope's feather

With pride the lost dignity is gathered

No more she is a disgraceful soul now!
She gained maturity without being old, how?
Beauty and sex appeal together, Wow?
She is out from the self-prison like a dove.....
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Haiku - Nature At Night

lullaby of lyre
sleeping beauty in the woods
moonlit starts dripping
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Haiku - Half Moon

dancing white lilies
copious clouds have swallowed
the half part of moon
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Monoku -Covid-19

Are we fighting any battle or exploiting the curse? - Covid -19

M. Asim Nehal



Are We Fighting Any Battle Or Exploiting The Curse? -
Covid-19

My WhatsApp message box is filled with COVID-19 messages
And so my stomach with preventive drinks

As suggested to avoid COVID-19 infection

Some say drink hot water with honey and lemon

And some suggested hot water with clove and ginger

Doctors say boost your immunity

Have Vitamin D and C, wash hands with soap

Use sanitizer, put mask, and keep social distancing
Avoid going to public places, don't shake hands
Do's and Don'ts list is exhaustive and inclusive

Some suggested regular exercise and yoga

Some say do regular meditation and long breathing
The mind is instructing body and body is pumped up
What we never did in our lifetime now doing for Corona

Smart and intelligent, they see an opportunity

To ignite the fear and make extra income

As such the production and sales figures of

Soaps, Sanitizers, Mask, Medicines have rocketed

Human brain never misses any opportunity to seize gains

Insurance company is doing a merry-go-round dance
More the fear, more the victims more the business
Targets are easy to achieve and millstones are left behind
The shooting has become easy like to kill sitting duck

Are we fighting any battle or exploiting the curse?

It is for you to decide, what you want to do with Covid-19
My aged mind sees everything

Heart started to believe and body toeing their instructions
Humans were never tested like this before

Pandemics came earlier killed many and went away

This time we are fighting with self, not pandemic.
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Haiku - Morning Calmness

this morning calmness
broken by the tweet of birds
glorious sunshine
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Who Are You?

I have been vouching you for long
And I know your whereabouts
When did you come and

What do you want, Who are you?

My heart says reveal what you feel

I fear after knowing this if you leave me
I amin a dilemma

What should I do, Who are you?

Once I have been betrayed

And have comforted my heart somehow

I'm afraid of bloodshed,

Why do I show you my heartbreak, Who are you?

Dreams have ignited some urge now
Aroused the sleeping giant within

I am afraid of the flood,

What if they break free, Who are you?

Now come out of your veil

For how long you will keep hiding

The moon has come out piercing the clouds
Why not show your presence. Who are you?
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Haiku - Ice Fall

a grasshopper slides
on the moist grassy terrain
no lull on blizzard
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String Of Love

The dancing dewdrop on the leave,
Through the prism of the first sunshine
The sweet notes of cuckoo and lyre

And the drifting water from the waterfall

The scream of eagle echoing through the valley

The quack of the duck rippling in the pond

The gobble of the turkey in the meadow

Introspection needed, if it doesn't touch your heartstrings
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Two Lost Souls ~

I'm playing the blues

to touch that special place
which is the depths of my soul
miles of haunting melodies
still rings true today

emotions on fire

magic and warm tears

beyond and full of wonder
that's music for you

Yet, falling on deaf ears.

Words seep through from time gone past
We're just two lost souls

We played so much together

I wish you were here

Tears spring from my eye

I don't know how to survive

This dark long night

Where devils are partying

Dancing under the moonlit

In dark water below.
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Love Lessons From The Moon......

When the moon dances on the water's edge
My wish turns to fishes and swims

The milky white water reflects my desire

To shine like the moon in the sky

Today the moon came down in my eyes
To tell the story of reflection of light

The sun is indeed a great source

But it is up to us, what we take and store

This sun has burnt the moon at times
The patch we see is a scar on the chin
Yet it never shy away to borrow the lights
The reflection is nothing but the true love

On earth we expect a lot from our lovers

We fight for material things and body's pleasure
We are not ready to take the brunt

A slight heated moment turns out in breakups

We have many lessons to learn from the moon
The light, the reflection, the calmness and patience
It cannot come down to teach us everything

The limits it has set for the love is amazing.
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Haiku - A Song In The Air

whispering of bees
lightning on the horizon
a song in the air
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Haiku - Wildflowers Bloom

country life meadow
seeds start to germinate once
a wildflower blooms
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Haiku- Senryu - Memories

memory lingers
across the hill voice echoes
fragrance of cypress
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Monoku -10

Two lovers under the moonlit ~ eyes does the talking....
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Tanka - Unbroken Sequence Of Love |

intense eye meetings

like birds chattering in spring
walk on the bay bridge
under the cluster of stars
unbroken sequence of love
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Senryu - Love Dissolves Barrier

monochrome shadow
under the falling moonbeams
dissolves barrier
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Tanka - Aging

on endless journey

as the years go passing by

mind say continue

body says tired now enough
parrot out of cage, can't fly
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Rubaiyat - Live And Enjoy

Death is the ultimate and

Every soul is waiting to depart and

We take our time out from it to live this life
Don't complain and don't regret live it and enjoy.
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Senryu - Life......

roller coaster ride
luscious moist on the pillow
the scent of a spring
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Senryu - Drawing Room

motionless river
on a colourful canvas
a fish swims in tank
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To Them What I Carry, Matters Nothing.

When I ponder on ~ what Life is and what are its Cruxes
To them my cause of worry, matters nothing

When life sucks from every emotion I carry
To them what remains, matter nothing

Life's goal is in the hand of my dreams
To them what time reveals, matter nothing

Now mirror scares me time and again
To them my images, matter nothing

In all the circumstances, I must keep patience &quot;Ashi&quot;
To them what I carry, matters nothing.
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Haiku - Nature Love 1

a motionless horse
on a colourful canvas
caravan moves on
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With And Without You...

Life with you is like

A dream come true

A spring with the breeze
A flowing river.

Life without you is like

A canvas without painting
A sea without the waves
A night without the moon
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Senryu - In Love

a ray of sunshine
her smile, like rainbow around
my heart takes (a)frog jump
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Haiku - An Evening

tangerine sunset
birds returning to their nest
owl getting ready
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Under The Shade Of That Mango Tree! ! !

Now it makes me realise what shade I am missing these days
The heat of the sun and the cool breeze at the same time

Lay down on a wooden cot stretching legs
And watch those fluttering colourful butterflies

And to watch those passing by bullock carts till the turn
And listen to the ringing bells tied on the neck of the bulls

To see those falling leaves flying in the air
And collecting them to count how many in an hour

To see those bread being baked on &quot;Sigdi or Tandoor&quot;
And then put water onthose burning charcoals

I know those days won't return which I spent on the farmhouse
Though the shade of a mango tree is still there

Butterfly flutters, bull carry the cart, bells ring and leave falls.
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Limerick -A Bird

I saw a wonderful bird in Nagpur

It flew all the way from Berhampur

It can stay near creek

Enough food for a week

It must come to terms with local birds else harmful
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A Conversation With Almighty

We keep on complaining that HE never listens

We keep losing hope when tough time appears

We always feel nobody is there to take care

And the Almighty replies saying &quot;I Am There&quot;

I love your lips when they chant MY name

And I love your eyes when it values MY creations
I love your heart beats when it counts MY favours
I love your ears when they hear MY songs

Though you have the body, yet the soul is Mine
Though you seek the paths, yet directions are Mine
You have the freedom, yet will is Mine

You fulfil your duties and wait for My rewards
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Abc Poem On The Rain

Again the rain is back after a year or so,

Buzzing of the clouds jolts one and all.

Clouds are having no mercy.

Drops of water are dazzling on the leaves.

Everyone is enjoying a cup of hot coffee or tea.
Fingers are trying to catch those tiny drops.

Ground is flooded with flowing water.

Hairs are unable to hold the water.

In every way I wish to dance, but I couldn't do so.
Juxtapose the mountains and hill it gushes,

Kazoo of paper boat makes music to the ears.

Love the fall and on the tin roof.

My life rejuvenates after seeing this beauty again.
No other occasion makes me feel esthetic.

Over and above the sky gets cleared.

Pulling up our umbrellas I enjoy a walk.

Quite interesting it is to take a ride on a bike.
Rinsing the dirt settled on the building and the floors.
Surprised I am, by the package of a lightning in between.
Tonight reflection of the moonbeams will enthrall.
Unique nature will pay a tribute to the clouds.

Very happy I am, flying without wings.

What a joy to all the living creatures.

Xylem of energy will flow everywhere.

Yes, my heart, my body and my soul all wet tonight.
Zillion drops scattered all over the earth again.
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Truth - In Limerick Style

I wonder how the police followed a song

And interpreted &quot;these boots are made for walking&quot;, wrong
They applied on innocent fellow

Who got choked and killed without gallows

Now the whole world is divided on this issue along
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Haiku - Natural Carpet

fall weather again
gold leaves rustle underfoot
natural carpet
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Haiku - A Game

a watchful rabbit
running all through the forest
the fox is stalking
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Love And Relationship

I wish our relationship to be like
The eyelashes have with eyes
The fragrance has with flowers
And beats with the heart

Like moonbeams with the moon

Like flames with the fire

Like music with the song

Like dreams with the sleep

I wish our relation should be the same

Like without water fish can't survive

Like without clouds, lightning never happens
Like without oxygen humans can't live

I wish our relationship were like them
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A Birthday Gift

I wish happiness encounter you at every nook and corner

And your eyes glimmer more than the rays of the diamond

Love, peace and empathy get showered during your life's journey
Knowledge and wisdom overflow from your conduct and dealings

The waves of uncertainty calm down even before reaching you

May the wind brings you happiness always and the breeze soothes you
May Almighty protects you from evil eyes and jealous minds

And you pass this life's test with flying colours.
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Couplet-1

Over the foggy mountain the eagle is howling
Neither earth nor life is visible.
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Cacophony - Battle
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You Can't Touch The Soul - Covid19

You may infect this body

This body is vulnerable and fragile
Weak and full of desires

Need nourishment and attention
Get affected by the changes around

This soul is pure and untouchable

Emit light from Omnipotent flame

It will return with scars given by the body
Pandemics will appear and will vanish
The body will suffer and may grumble

The soul will come out from body unscathed
And the light will merge with Flame.
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Lets Pass This Night

You become my lover tonight

We shall play hide and seek

Under the moonbeam

You chose one star

And I shall pick one

This long night will melt

With sweetness of our saliva

The dews from our eyes

Will make the dry land wet

Let your dreams fly

With the fragrance of rose

Let the river carry your emotions

To the sea where my heart is waiting
To embrace your love

Before he final ring of the morning bells
And the emerging sun rays

That is ready to wipe off

Yet another fairy wish from me.
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Opinion - In Nonet Format

The meeting of the two minds will decide
Where the conversation will go tonight
What they will discuss on and fight

The point is not who wins or lose

It is one of the ways to seek

The opinion of others

And proceed on

With their

Life.
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Haiku - Current

milky cloud floating
leaves gossiping in windchimes
caught in the current
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?7? ?°27? 72?7 ???? - Vah Koee Chaand Nahin

vah koee chaand nahin, aur chaand se kam bhi nahin
uski chaal chandrama ki tarah dheemi hai

jab raat andheree aur sthir hotee hai
usaka uday chandroday se kam nahin hota

baadalon se dhake hone par bhi jaise chaanda beech-beech mein nikalta hai
Theek usee tarah vah bhi ojhal ho phir prakat hoti hai

main apanee khidki se us khamosh raat ko jis tarah nihaarata hoon
aur badhate ghatate chaand ko dekh mand mand muskurata hoon

tab aisa mahasoos karata hoon ki aakaashaganga mein
mere vichaar isee tarah tair rahe hain jaise timatimaate hue sitaare

aur jab ham saath hote hain, to koi nahin hota.
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Senryu - Whistling Of Heart

under harvest moon
whistling of my heart echoes
in valley of love
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Teri Justaju Lekar.......

Teri justaju lekar bhatakte rahe sehra mein,
Kyun Zindagi ko tar tar kiya hamne,

Na apni khabar rahi, na sahara bane kisi ka,
Kis awargi se zindagi ko bezar kiya hamne.

Guzre kai magam se ruke nahi phir bhi
Aankhen char ki lekin dil-azaar kiya humne.

Milne ki Justuju mein haDein paar kar di sab
Khud apne wajood ka inkaar kiya humne.

Teri aashiqui ki talash mein khud ko saza de dali
Aake zara dekh le zalim kya apna haal kiya humne.

Ek vaade ka aitbaar kiya &quot;Aashi&quot;
Isliye is zindagi se pyar kiya humne.
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New Morning

The sun is out

And the darkness is fading
Cock-a-doodle-doo

Birds are chirping too

The morning orchestra has begun
Why thee sleeping humans

Enough dreams you have seen
It's time to break the shackles
Join the orchestra

Time to play the song

Give new directions to your thoughts
Why thee lag behind.
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Senryu - Faith..

this life masquerades
many demons roam around
faith in YOU guides me
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Senryu- 401

in the midst of pond
like a soul trapped in body
ducks are encircling
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Bitter Truth

The bitter truth of this life is dark

Even when people from noble profession
When raises their hand for sustenance
In actuality they are praying

For more people to fall ill and suffer
Though they cure with medicine later
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Senryu -Silence Untamed

under bright moonbeams
thoughts are making icicle
my silence untamed
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Haiku - Rains

weather advances
when thick and dark clouds surrounds
frog compete peacock
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Rubaiyat - Life's Journey

mystic ecstasy

game between body and soul
life floats on time

you decide dream or reality?
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Let's Go To The Sea Again.....

Let's go to the sea again, In a ship we built together

It's been long in the land, since we sailed around marine
The vast space of the sky is waiting down under the water
Where sun and moon takes the dip and turn again

You me and our shadow under the sun

Crawling on the waves of the past into the future
Where our destiny is waiting to embrace

Pure in ideas and pure in thoughts

Leaving tangibles behind, into the world of intangibles
Erasing urbane intelligence to the naivety of humane
Lived enough under the umbrella of hatred

And raising the flags of the community

Now it's time to redeem ourselves
And rediscover the lost joy of the life
Business has gained nothing for us
Let's trade love for the life.
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Haiku- Half Moon

washed into dawn's-light ~
I am holding just part
the half of a moon
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Haiku - Amusing Nature 1

a snowflake melting
herd of animals grazing
breach of the silence
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Haiku- Poem.

I write with finger
to see the outside world
naked translucent.
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Haiku - Out Of Blue

when those tumbling stones
make water gush from the mount
a white lily swings
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Senryu - Boundless

imaginations
futile efforts to capture
boundless horizon
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Corona - Blessings In Disguise

With no time and preoccupied with work

We were busy in ludicrous and absurd

It was like blessings in disguise

Hence &quot;Corona&quot; came to show our real worth
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Starless Nights

Southern wind rushes past the bamboo trees

The moon is not within the sight and darkness deepens
From the depth of the nature emerged a music
Melodious and familiar to the ears

The unheard song removed the gloom and sorrow

And the love reached the heart through the eyes

And the hard knots of thoughts,let loose the wishes

The smell of the woods narrated the broken-heart's story
Far from being perfect they recount those sweet ecstasies
Time cut through the moon like the sword

And the night began to burn as the sun emerged

From the starless night that passed silently.
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Tomorrow Comes Only If............

He planned for everything and waited for tomorrow
Each day his planning was fine-tuned, but for tomorrow
He thought life has many tomorrows for him

Days turned to years and in decades

His tomorrow never came

The day for which he waited

When appeared, he was gone

Let this not happen to you

Today is more powerful than tomorrow

Today is what you have

Never postpone good deeds

Tomorrow comes when today is taken care off
Tomorrow comes when you slog, today

Today is the beginning and tomorrow is the continuity
If you make millions today, it will be billions tomorrow
Today, if you sow a seed tomorrow you will see a plant
Life is a pack of series; links of today

Will join you with tomorrow
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A Dewdrop

Silently slipped

From the dark night

Hoping to see the bright light
From the familiar zone

To the unknown

High in spirits

As I went by

All seems to delight

Busy with their chores

As if needed no more

Were amused as I fly by

May be they all knew

The secret awaiting to unleash
Instead of raising an alarm
They cheered with warmth

As my return was not possible
I was in full zeal

As I entered the ionosphere
Got the first bout of atmosphere
All my purity suffered

My enthusiasm crushed

Gravity started to pull me down
I prayed, leave me alone

My plea was unheard

Finally, I landed on a leaf

Rays quivered through

As I remained motionless

A blow of wind made to bite the dust
And now I am part of it.
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Short Poem 7

O dear spider
make your strongest web
when sun is sleeping
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A Futile Search - Philosophical

Since ages, the clot of blood

And the bones covered with flesh

Nicely smoothen with skin

Asked the Almighty, Who I am?

And what am I doing on earth?

Show me YOUR signs and

Whom do I worship?

Came no reply for long

And he descended from the mount

And went away to search

Many generations passed

In the darkness and futile work

Wise men questioned and fools followed
Yet no answer, nor any reply

Generation passed and finally they realized
The signs of the Almighty are everywhere
Only those who questioned went astray.
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Lost Love

The arms of slumber take me to the darkness
Where silence dwells, in peace and serenity

Let me speak to him and inquire about the love
It has disappeared somewhere, leaving its trail

The twits of chattering birds chant gloomy songs

The bees murmur on every flower asking whereabouts
The waves follow one another lifting self

And the waterfalls turbulently and flow everywhere

Restlessness and the state of confusion

Is ubiquitously on earth

The peace is sadly corned

The calmness has gone to take a dip in the sea

The only hope to revive everything
Rests with the LOVE

We disregarded when it was with us
Now we realise what we have lost.
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Unlike Others

Unlike spring, which comes and goes,

unlike moon that appears and then vanishes
Unlike day and night that keep rotating

I love you all the time

Unlike rain that wet us together
Unlike flowers and fragrances
Unlike hunger and thirst

We are two in one
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Senryu - Tango

on soulful tunes
heart dances furiously
life doing tango
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Lost Self

Umpteen times he saw his face

Spotless, clean and clear

Now when he stands before the mirror
To his surprise! Here are so many scratches
He is unable to count and recall

How and when it happened?

Was it when he cleaned the mirror?

Or when he washed his face

Now time stands between them

Mocking and joking,

When everything is lost in the dusky sky.
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Senryu - So