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A Black Demon

O the giant black demon
you eat up the huge ball of fire
and diminish the whole today
into a diminutive dwarf...
when along with deathly silence
you play impish pranks
timid selves cringe to a crumb!
an ice-cold spooky touch
runs all over the nooky parts!
eager eyes strain hard
but vision goes bone nerd!
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A Body That Observes Austerity...

a teetotaler mind
haunted by juicy grapevine!
leaping flames like burning desires
inside are smothered by solemn oaths;
even the smoldering fire is calmly hushed-up!

PARTHA SARATHI PAUL

http://www.PoemHunter.com


www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 4

a desire of any poet.

no desire for hereafter peace
ever bothers me the least.
materialistic and pragmatic desires
vernal lustful carnal desires
are ever naughty and restless
like road-side pranksters and urchins.
as I take my ego for my soul
never believe in invisible immortality.
no never any desire for celestial attainment.
crave for my poems to survive
my death into many next eras and epochs.
yearn for my poems having a successful access
to multitude hearts as ever useful treasure.
daily wishes and dreams intensify my desire
for awards as token of very worthy recognition.
the domineering desire is to die the death
of a poet with all great love and earnest regards.
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A Drooping Cherub and A Desperate Mother

We were aboard an express-train;
the iron-wheels were racing then.
Things were there as they are ever-
blaring cries from trotting hawkers
frolicking tattles of riotous commuters
amidst restless jerks and often-swerves;
with the robotic centipede gaining motion!
Blank gazes were clambering up and down-
young and old, waiting for the station
counting beads with a child’s patience!
The outside things just fled and flew
on a split-second’s stay like figment-hue!
Who knows when ‘the unruly kite’
slid out through an open window
and teamed up with a rover flight
above a paddy right as if with a task to winnow?
Just then a call came and sounded a thud
and thrust back the escapist and exotic bird!
Back to the senses and back in the place
took some extra time as a duffer or crass;
noticed a mother crying and begging for alms
held a drooping tot in her motherly arms.
As pretty and lovely as any little one
but cut in two halves; one rests and the other gone!
Loud prayer blurred and faded to a murmur:
the poor little thing, born a disease-ridden;
who’l1 stop up the cavity on the little throbbing ticker?
The slim wallet came up and out
humble hand firmly stretched out;
the giver was given a prized alms
the moist eyes greeted the modest ones:
We were aboard the same poor train
and the wheels were hustling yet then!
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A Fırm Cradle In A Faır Heart

Deeper behind the bust
the softer bosom
cradles a pre-natal infant.
Did Helen ever lightly
imprint her sinister lips
On the forehead of the God's child?
Are not all Helens and Aphrodites
the crunchy faggots to be burnt
to pathetic tiny ends?
Were not the womb the mother earth,
There would lie in the lower part
just a long Mumbai highway!
A woman is more than a man
For she is a mother and goddess.
The arms are so strong that
they carry and rock
many many children;
her own and others.
Why should one 'adopt an Asp'
When she is a blessed, born-mother?
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A Letter To My Heart

pagli,
          my heart,... missing you too hard. It`s been ages since we met last; folded
each other in love warm embrace, sang or hummed to our eager hearts like any
love-mad thrush. The south wind borne whispers tantalize  this hard pined lover`s
soul. The heap of pages with poems of  our love basking heyday placed proudly on my
study table casts  a sad shadow on the stoic floor. With my heart wrenching as if
twisted by the ugly hand of  one banshee, I quite often dismantle the erect mound and
indulge in browsing over self made shoddy doggerel. Sometimes just touch the pages
tenderly and feel the scripture holy bliss; gaze at the slowly blurred lines and words
with fast moistened eyes. In a little while stretching the sunk spirits, run through all
the lines; between the lines and slowly delve into the passed by times;  reading out
line after line to you, sitting or lying close to you, scanning your blushed pink face and
imbibing your amorous proud frequent smiles; would  add all of them to the soul of
these verses. How long should I languish in this black spell of bloody separation?
okay, let the answer hang somewhere far till my last days.  Still hopes flicker in my
love lamp....
                                                                                          with my whole heart
                                                                                            a poor love bird.
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A Phenomenal Plunge.....

a pitch dark image
invisibly visible
hazily clear!
the hallowed glow
a blinding vision
a gigantic Madonna!
the infant in the arms
takes after my base figure
sleek and polished bright
anointed with the paradise bliss!
badly blurred to the eyes open
daylight clear only to the musing shut ones!
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A Poetical Scenery

So lovely is the view!
May come as match very few!
Now long put out into pink;
Look, how the sun will idly blink!
Calmly perched on the farthest bank
His mellow beam fills every blank.
The gloaming halo hails the sight,
Never with its too dazzling light!
The wind caressed ripples do giggle,
Many watery folds briskly wriggle!
The lush green freely sprawls around
A few mud-huts lie on the bushy ground.
Kingly crowned with gi1t—hay roof
Openings remain so widely open
As if blessed with peril proof!
The flowers and the plants; yellow, green
Fence the yards with gorgeous sheen!
Twin palms stand there afar
So wonder-struck that blankly stare!
Above a flight their spread out wings
Glide on and spot the things.
Green clad the side slopes
Blushed lake ever gropes!
Over there a slender tree
Marks atop the leafy crest;
Fly above two clusters free
Under it now stall the rest!
A man, woman with their child
A bullock-cart the harvest piled
And two meek goats our eyes find.
Their homeward move will never end
Nisi straightens a river-bend!
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a sudden strange grip!

a feeling with a strange or no flavor possessed all my senses. my intuitive curious
tongue lapped up the whole lot of it to the last microscopic trace. in a while sadly the
tongue gave up. by that time the whole of my self assimilated
the alien but exotic feeling into something for what all inside exploration and expedition
ran for quite some time. the cobweb intricate numerous nerves have taken all the
pains with the unfortunate strange silly gain!
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A Tearing Strife!

keen nostrils catch

a strong burning smell;

burning at the bottom

deep inside the corporeal jail!

what penance can put to sleep

the two-minds` trauma in cozy grip?

the deadly duel between bread and quill

lives on peace at their craziest thrill!

even the panacea will fail to cure

such a finicky malady and the victim poor!

what a god-gifted enigma!

the dented spirits cringe at the stigma!
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A throat dries but voice sings...........

A maestro of Mozart`s class
manly voice mellifluous
music saint vociferous - -
the versatile reached superfluous
as prolific rich super glorious!
fallen star creates vacuum
descends a deep pall of gloom
music devotees across the globe
see the star dust and hear the plop
the sad chasm they truly fathom.
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An Alley Swarmed With Bees

the damp walls
gaze like peace-lover
onlookers...
choked gutter
reveals stains
spewed spit
blood rain....
stuffy smell
muffled groans
strewn petals
spooky thorns.
grumbles mumbles
abuses whispers
men are night shadows
chastity whisked away....
henchmen musclemen
ruffians bold goons
eat flesh suck blood
snatch away daily boon!
no roof no shade
the passage open naked.
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an automatic quill pen......

a gang of unruly words
in gypsy drove lines...

still sands pages
restless emotion dune...

absorbed fertile womb
dotted with pointed cacti...

beauty sucking beholders
traverse on the exotic bliss...

aromatic waft plentifully free
honey hunters`crazy possessed spree!

thorn pricked adventurous hands
touch the invisible ambrosial petals....
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An entreaty

Grow up
grow up fast
o my dear heart
with the healthy sinew of summer
and bonhomie of the pleasant rays,
with the diurnal jovial trait
of the liberal vernal zephyr,
and the autumnal creative spree,
as a boon companion; a fountain free.
Grow up, dear heart
with the bonnet of a dewy morn
and the frill-fringed purple gloaming.
Grow up amidst hum, buzz, chime and tinkle
in commune with glow-worms, cicadas and crickets.
With credence in crescent-full moon,
with ears for triumphant crescendo at Noon.
Grow up with the eyes for the duteous golden Disc
and prudent vista on the present ‘heigh-ho’ prime.
O my dear heart
forget it not
and adorn the keepsake vase
with all your love woven verse.
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An entreaty.......

Grow up
grow up fast
O my dear heart
with the healthy sinew of summer
and bonhomie of the pleasant rays,
with the diurnal jovial trait
of the liberal vernal zephyr
and the autumnal creative spree
as a boon companion; a fountain free.
Grow up, dear heart
with the bonnet of dewy morn
and the frill-fringed purple eventide.
Grow up amidst hum, buzz, chime and tinkle
in commune with glow-worms, cicadas and crickets.
With credence in crescent-full Moon
with ears for triumphant crescendo at Noon.
Grow up with the eyes for the duteous golden Disc
with prudent vista beyond this prime ‘heigh-ho’.
O my dear heart
forget it not
and adorn the keepsake vase
with all your love woven verse.
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Apt—Award!

i stole the whole sun
to implant in your heart.
all holidays turn busy days;
your slender figure squeezes e
through a filled-up pitcher inside.
i hold the splashes in my palm-cup
and drink all the drops to the lees.
the 'wattled-cabin‘ reached the moon;
instead of walking down the bridge
i swim in the current of the river;
a hard struggle with all sinews
reach me across on the other bank.
the burglar is now caught red hand;
‘hanged to death‘ might cease the kleptomania
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As Good As A Deadly Devil...

a dark game played
by both good and bad angels.
who knows if he is a hero or villain
brandishing valor on a mighty stallion
whose army lashes the sea of kinsman?
spiced up history text books
with clarion pep-calls from the fossilized mouths!
a great touchstone that vividly showcases
how pathetically intelligent fools the complex brains are!
the pacifist cries are vocal and verbal;
the old hatchets are seldom buried
and all devils love to nurture poisonous grudges.
crude battles grow into sophisticated monster
the fear looms large if the third devil breaks his slumber!
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Be kind to me and- -

Sorrow, o my love,
take me into your arms.
Dip me down into your
icy-cold lap.
Let your alchemy work
on my tears;
and change them into pearls
that I may wreathe
a wonderful wreath
for your emaciated neck.

Matchless gift
O love
how kind you are!
Brought me
the new-moon
a pall of gloom
a sea of silence
and set me in a tomb
where I lie not as a mute agony
but as a loud verse.
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Bloody Pathos

Abrasive pain bruised my heart.
It pricked and pecked at last.
My heart bleeds and bleeds black blood.
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Born in the Moon sign!

As a proud Cancerian
born with a nest of fancies
I often mount the Unicorn
and gallop in the air, far and near!
get torn in two minds
and act in petulant impulse
then think the thought twice!
slushy soft at deep bottom
but abrasive hard on the surface!
idealist self lives on lofty thoughts;
often on the wild wings of seagull
hover and count foamy waves` number!
earthy thoughts wake up late; only
when the forehead bumps into a brick-wall!
mind is ever like a very new tender leaf
that pants for caress and the Sun warm lovely kiss!
too alert as a watchdog that barks at paltry shadow!
and heart is ever ready to be hurt by words curt!
good and bad traits, strong and weak points
make me up as I am; a poet and a human.
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Buddies, make it...

Walk and walk on
no noise, no pause
and roads`ll be won- -
don`t fly above a street
better walk on it;
may be, it`s long and wide
let your mission be the guide;
and boldly opt out
any alley what`s blind - -
Roads are roads
fear them little;
choose and pick
then go and hit - -
on your steady walks
the road`ll be even;
may it be a new one
or an oldie, well-beaten - -
walk and walk on
down the road you`ve chosen;
you`ll end as a master
and the tame road`ll lie low
under your firm feet - -
Now head and hit that blessed road.
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Christ and Krishna...

Christ and Krishna
grew their divine charisma
in idyllic, pristine
pastoral ambience
amidst the mute-holiness bovine!

The enshrined forgiveness
was nailed to the oozing godliness!
And the enchanting savior;
the child God and annihilator
set the prototype Machiavellian acumen
with the whirling wheel
on the tip of his Jupiter finger
by cheeky pranks and retributive miracles!

Both were the messengers of love:
Jesus held the Egyptian lotus
but the eighth Avatar of Vishnu
may have preferred the American lotus!
One enhanced the myriad hearts
with oracles or parables or healing touches:
the other bound all the creatures
blowing on the wand like flute;
fashioned the devotional illusion
in the feminine shadow of Radha
his paramour and soul relation!

Christ and Krishna
both are so down-to-earth
and again so mystically quizzical!
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Clothed Lies and Nude Truths

White or black
lies wear garb
but their foes stand bare;
don’t they feel like a barb?
They fly and roam
but their rivals
rest on a guard;
as placid as gnome!
They have wings
what take the credulous off
from the rough runway
daily or very often.
On every joy-ride
comes thrill and fun;
too momentary though!
Their enemies are poised
but walk too very slow!
Who bothers what will happen
in very long run?
Isn’t life a crash course?
One and just for once, of course?
What if one takes such a chance
and joins fools in their paradise
defying the sages` furnace?
Do butterflies ever care,
each of them will turn a caterpillar?
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Crave For The Shadow!

let me find out
one cool shadow of true love
where I shall retire and relax
for the bliss and peace
and what`ll be like the shadow of God!
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Crazy lot

Poets are like poets
possessed by a crony muse
can not but write things
that come crowding themselves
and ruffle the cranky chords;
after the bout of a throw-up
and a relief for a while
pregnant mind goes convulsive
eager for the awaited delivery:
secluded in the crowded world
the feverish entities find the
expressive mouth even for gibberish.
though blessed with unique bliss
undergo the torment of tangled thoughts.
the self-centered, self-cocooned existence
consumes the limited share of elixir;
tightly occupied poor selves relish
the gasping breaths and the benediction.
proud and happy  in this plight
with the antidote against the blight
of the huge run of the mill - - - -
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Erotic Fancy

the tang flavored tongue like
a rapacious leaping flame
entered and entwined hers
in the virgin fetish sensuous mouth.
the libertine palms grasped the supple prey
like a gladiator holds his proud sword!
like slithering serpents the palms
crawled frantically all over her vales
and plateaus and the shrine a little down!
then we two stuck onto each other
into one lively curvacious vibrating figure!
kick -started  the game with impatient knee-trembler
and then like persistent hermits
performed all divine lotus positions!
the passive grew vigorously active
and the acrobatic feat attained the erotica lilt!
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Fleeting Hours Flee to ‘No – Man’s – Land’

I said to her “Today is ‘the day’; tomorrow may not come”. “In days gone by they
would look to have all that ‘yet – to be – had’ at any next day break”.
She still preferred any other day to that very day.
I said to her yet once more “Look, my sweet heart, today is longer than any day past
and surer too than any day to come”.
Gosh! She grew more rigid and nodded a firmer ‘No’.
Lost my temper and lashed out to her “Hey, listen, the day you are turning down will
truly die;
Promise me for once and ever that later neither you’ll mourn nor will you cry.”
Perhaps, she too did say in her solemn silence “Marry! How could I utter my utter
helplessness!
Should I give up my chastity in such an indecent way; I’ll be disowned from His holy
benevolence.”
She did little, thought a lot and her ‘tomorrow’ thus never came.
How I wish now with all my heart
together had then a good weep!
the last cuddle, a gleaming burst
before the final and eternal grief.
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From a moon to a sun

Her full love
made me a full moon
that rocked to and fro
in the waves of the sky;
her subdued beam
waned that silver glee.
A frivolous beauty
on the colossus dark body!
The crescent and dwarf
and a blemish of eclipse
made the moon so unsure
let alone being truly pure.
Got sick of this fun
and stopped the break-neck run.
The callous feature fueled fire
into my heart to the edge;
anger, hatred and wrath
pumped helium to the filling;
Ah! burning and bulging into a ball
I may soar and climb
I may die and fall!
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From sobs to sighs..............

Laila, minor lass
the land Bangladesh
moons ago mummy gone
collapsed Abba now
pallid, charpoy-ridden
mobbed by motley mourners
aloft to the last home
amidst wail and moan.
One distant chacha
takes the orphan his home;
high dose of sly sedative
in full-plate of fine rice
brings a stupid good slumber
a forced mid-term peace!
The grasping kinsman
sold his soul to the devil;
the time she wakes
with still drowsy eyes
finds herself in a lonely room
in a house like home.
A missing girl lost
in an outcast malodorous world!
A clump of tin-roofed shanties
on the edge of Hilsa famous Padma
in the custody of Queen, the mistress.
Let more three years wean
and Laila becomes a teen;
she owes one fated debt
to her mistress, the madam Queen.
The ‘due’ accrues with every fallen day
on two-square meals and cheap frocks gay.
Grown in lady pimp`s affectionate care
like a mascot or one bestowed heifer.
Just three years later
at one very sultry-sullen noon
sparrows were chirping by the gutter
dropped in there a dainty Babu
and Laila was chosen soon
by her first ‘one hour long’ beau.
Lusty gale and lewd gust
rummaged through newly blossomed
blooms ridden verdure patch,
goes disheveled every settled dust;
unheeded all groan and moan
flock and flutter in the niche-zone.
Lashed a blackish mark once a whip
as rebellious mouth made a beef;
the platter went blank for a day and night
she stepped over her narrow fenced right.
The lesson thus learnt
one fears the fire once burnt!
As many times in a working day
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so much dough comes her way;
poor a slave remains under the mistress
till she pays off to end her distress.
Some hours are slow, some too fast
come of her age but mind gathers rust.
Vultures nibble the flesh to bits
the carrion-depot fills up with stigma gifts.
No more a newcomer, nothing anew
the drab drags the lacklustre hue.
This place is now her place too
the waters in Padma may often moo.
The ancient marks go fairly blurred
yet languished anguish is itself flushed.
In the wake of a brisk night
in the wee hours` rosy flight
travells a long way to a stationery stall
run all by herself, free from a thrall!
Come rupees, come coins with sweat beads
a shaft flickers and tunes the coaxed reeds.
Moist eyes go shut in a voluntary reverie
out from the stone statue the spell-captive fairy!
Small coins clang into a bright piggybank
last straw clutched from the trodden rank.
Roaring night ends up at a calm dawn
doted ‘will’ romps like a sportive fawn.
Sea of tears streams into Padma bosom
cactuses come up and no buds ever blossom.
The sudden demise of her adorable support
upset her multiplication table in ill-lot’s rapport.
Too little for the pluck as Laila was a lass
foliage,  twigs were crushed; a topsy-turvy vase.
Now she stands as stuffed sack pain
so soiled a linen that wash is vain!
Still she plucks up all leftovers strength
stands up firm for a free-fresh breath.

.

They hail from the land
salt-water embraced land
mute, looks on a little away Dhaka
a feeble witness, huge flowing Padma.
The huddle in a cluster of shanties
multiply like insects in obscure localities.
Loaded wheels screech there to a stop
the pathway is spotted with betel blob.
They turn either staple or fancy food
for the hidden belly or stomach good.
In all terms merely manual-labourers
survive and subsist on odd wayfarers.
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hoary head muses cool!

the outgoing year
renders the diary
the calender
as disused as any
lately retired piece
of furniture!

now on the threshold
of a fresh newcomer
a naive optimist
may love to embark on
a daring quest for a mare`s nest!
a veteran sailor
prepares for another voyage
in a very different exponent way!

let the breakers roar
the cruel waves lash hard
or may the sea look too calm
a cozy bed with many an amiable foam
who knows what is in store?
under the water or the safest shore?
better loin the cloth
and tighten the jaws
for only tomorrow knows
the tomorrow the best!
may the lot visit and lazily rest!
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Hope full then less!

the paramour came like a gust of wind
that ruffled the wilt petals of
the rusted rose in my withered garden!
my sea of sands with many  dusty dunes
turned an ocean with shore-kissing breakers!
and the Sun- like love glittered the billows!
the cobweb nets gave way to the cozy nest
built in the bosom by the weaver mind`s golden bill!
doting hopes were wildly raised
and came up like a huge useful pile!
who could say that you`d leave
leaving me in the lurch amidst grief!
alone I am yet alive
holding still the ancient hive!
bent on gathering old-new poems
that`ll cover me like the honorary shroud
as I`ll be buried deep under all the earthy qualms!
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Hyper and Hysterical Mind

too nimble a mind
is too touchy.
even in lukewarm air
it goes soon wilt.
too shy to reveal
or too inflammable
that flares up even
at the slightest strike!
and vents the septic blood
on the soft or right target.
constrained by the paranoid fear
often takes a giant risky leap.
psycho sting gets on the nerves
conscience repents on the spurred acts
now takes many deep long breaths
to generate some balmy calm solace.
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I Better Be Marooned In Rhe Icescape

Let the pallid ice land
spread all over me
at the departure
of  this outgoing year;
from the obscure alleys
to suburbs and highways
on the earth within me.
Let all the ground
beneath my dreary feet
be covered with even glossy silver sheet.
Let the visibility go to complete nil
in hazy, nippy cold; a morbid thrill.
Let me beg you not to sprinkle
handful of hearty, spicy salt.
Take away the spring or fall
only the wilderness here will enthrall- -
Let the summer shine elsewhere
like a self-willed exile
i`ll jog here for a while
before i myself turn too white silver!
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Ice Whitens Eyes

All the oceans
between us
have frozen
into too long
an ice-land;
no ships, no boats
can go ashore;
skating or sledge
is not in vogue.
The tempest and
the tides of yore
have now forgotten
the oceans and
their fringing shores.
Ice, ice and ice cold;
an endless
ice-age both
silver and gold!
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illusory flight!

soul stays or languishes
inside the prison
of bones and flesh and...
in the end of dutiful bondage
the destined journey back
to the holy soul above
the unique real abode.

performing penance
to cleanse the blemishes off
the black spotted invisible supreme!
redemption fantasy
haven beyond the face of heaven
the nightingale`s sweet melody
or sizzling pan in the abyss infernos!

three lives` chain
rumbles ahead as if powered by
obsolete steam engine!
exorcism on poor victims
possessed with obdurate sins
has yet a roaring trade in modish plaza!
soul is ever so holy and supreme
as any dead body is ever pure and holier
than that of the human and the humble existence!
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India in winter!

In a tropical land like ours
days and hours on the eve of
a new year and happy Christmas
though transitory offer the blessed cool air
and a kind relief from scorching, sweltering days.
the senile, shivering stage of an year
wrapped in warm clothes drinks lots of
parting rituals and festive country liquor!
like the last smoldering trace of a bonfire
as the trekkers` toil consummates in boisterous cheers
the dense fog wet dull morns bask in final mirth warmth.

the northerly part is largely snow capped white
Dal lake feels molten ice and bright tulips yawn in sleep!
the capital of the mother of the Veda
wears a weird cover of air; too hot in summer
and too cold in every winter like a nearby desert brother!
when the mercury plummets whimsically deep down
evening turns night and the deeper night delays the next sun-rise.

the too tender and too worn-out bones
shiver in chill blow tremor!
crouched figures feebly gnash hard teeth inside steaming mouths!
kitchen-gardens show off the freshest verdure
thus winter like a moody custodian does peculiarly nurture
and the people here both rejoice at yearly outing or picnic
and so many others, the poor, more often they do suffer.
winter is both a blessing and a curse to the masses here.
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knotted ass...

like a beast of burden
the domestic earth laden
a house-wife or house-husband
trudges on with sluggish feet.

the regular squabble hears the bray
fuming obligation opts for a fray.
sacrifice-resin constrains from within
and plastic smiles look as proud grin.
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Let Me Write On Your Heart

the words of my heart
on your pink petal page smart....

in your pregnant solitude
they will flutter and whisper
maybe the words you utter
aloud in one celestial sound....

why don`t you share
the unruly things
that may yet bother?
the gnawing doubts
looking far into the future
may arrest the chime or clatter
and the doted anxiety will smother!

let the lived happy moments
render themselves into monuments
like the wondrous white marble tomb
may our dreams be like delicate plume!

but let at first our love bud
blossom into a full gleeful jasmine
with no heady catchy fragrance
but purely holy beauty genuine....

let me get your conservative heart
just for a little while
then mine and thine will happily  entwine
and prance together in butterfly fun!
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Let the Muse decide...

I never want poetry to be very popular
even with philistine heads that churn out
some plaudits on the face  of musical lyrics
prompted by unleashed flood of mere emotion.

I love to imbibe the whole poem
that has the louder soul than the flexed muscles
that`ll outlast the little reading span
that`ll electrocute all my senses

with the lightening of the benevolent fire.
poetry is as sublime as the holy shapeless shape!
why should poets manipulate the Muse
just to gratify the will and thrill of the cursed morons?
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losers and victors!

held out hands
holding taken off hats
garner generous small coins.

blessed with contempt bonanza
the drooping haggard
has his weary feet daily more soiled.

feeble past has limped to this path
and the future here lazily dozes off!
blessed with the own share of paradise!

they are losers and victors
as they endure the bloody tryst
in grinning lot`s vulturous symphony!
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Manisita and a human tree

O nymph, my eyes see you across there.
Your lustful charm has sent a tremor
Deep into all my rusted parts.
My ancient torso signaled to my limbs
And new foliage was soon shot at.
And I don’t hear coarse rustle anymore;
The amorous air blows a passion
Over the newly shot-up tender leaves
And they now nudge and caress each other in medieval courtship courtesy.
When the mellow gloaming minutes leap into gloomy envelope at last, I eveasdrop the
Pillow-talks of couple-birds in their twigs-built chamber on my glistened silver lap.
At these eerie hours of otherwise dead silence your whispers carried by the wind-angel
Lull my pined soul to sleep for the day.
Your balmy palms will heal all the hollow pockmarks all over my too wizened bark.
My curved reflection on the tank underneath delights the pair of white-snow swans who
Trip up the ripples across the watery shadow.
My long time diurnal companion wakes me up at the crimson dripping dawn.
My glance falls across on the paved steps afar and the fount-splashes over the
Neck-fringes of the designed pot clung on your slender recess.
Oh! How lovely! Now let me have this distant, superb invigorating shower.
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More Alive After Death

your death has given your eternal birth,
your last long days had heavy foot steps.
the paths you followed have made many ways;
bigger than the sun with myriad life-rays.
what a perennial fountain spouting ‘the divine elixir’!
that'll feed and nourish the offsprings of all ages.
and the progeny souls may consume to their heart's
content.
your songs hold all the colours of human—mind,
coiled and crouched wishes do freely wind.
too humble i am to see into your poems;
how to measure the sky even with a life-size scale?
now you are more than alive; ancient and modern!
the god in a human that ever stands a colossus
guiding star.
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my home tames my heart!

a home is the hearth
aflame with the warmth
by the lighted faggots
of mutual affection
and bond beyond
to be severed
or burnt to empty fumes!
heart is bohemian
drifts from one shore to other;
the gypsy heart has to learn
how to settle down and nest a home!
the roof under which we put up
may be a sound shelter but...
a gawky geezer may stay
in a dreamy gazebo but...
a home is an earthly paradise
where eager hearts cuddle and muzzle
weave fiction into cozy reality
drown in the ocean of daily joy-sorrow
but survive for another tomorrow!
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My Salute to You

O lady, you've beaten
The misfortune and misery.
Born with such a pair of ears
That can hear the music without tune
May the Sun miss your eyes
But you can see ‘the silvery line’.
Your voice creates such a sound
That's heard even in deep silence.
You dare to show the creator
How a humble self can be a maker!
What pep-talk you've heard,
That cements your gifted mettle?
How we wonder when we find,
A barren tree bears fruit!
Do we look only at the bark or trunk
And make our minds about its soul?
I wish my eyes gain your vision,
May the ears hear the unheard music
And my mind takes up all ‘the light’
That shone you so luminous bright!
May I borrow a little your courage
That I may stand and raise the globe
And hold it there ' cause it's Herculean?

''Life is either a daring adventure or nothing'. Helen Keller
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My Second Birth!

the nightmarish break up
led me into the coffin of trauma.
came out from the grave of sorrow
at the beckon of a newly bloomed
ever smiling flower, years later...
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Mythical and Mystery....

a mythical pot
that pours the mystical potion
into wet and desert mouths!
sensuous sniffles
in cozy cuddle
may heave a sigh
in the wide open mouth
of the nadir pit!
an alluring candy
that brings water
to the curious tongues!
rosy love and white dove
are at daggers drawn.
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Naughty mind

Mind is what who knows?
it often goes as insipid
as one never-do-well!
again turns a lout
behaves in one
insurgent`s frenzied way!
only a little later
utters the old inscriptions
of many innate sermons
ingrained on exterior pages- - -
very often gets as reckless
as one wild-free colt....
trots and trips
breaks into bits
fights back and wins....
miraculously resurrects
from any messy ruins!
like a drifted kite
a whirling wooden top
mind moves and dances!
no respite...
no intermission...
solo actor; solo character
wide awake and active
playful and sportive
till the corporeal shelter
caves in and meets with the final ruin.
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Nine words poem

Love- -hate- -love
life- -death- -life
rose- -self-crucifixion.
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
violence- -blood- -victory
time- -trophy- -history
mystery- -again- -mystery.
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
land- -farmer- -food
rains- -harvest- -good
plough- -hungry- -nude.
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

Note: each of the three poems above has nine words. Bear with this maiden novelty.

PARTHA SARATHI PAUL

http://www.PoemHunter.com


www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 51

Old Holy Chair

i see from far and near
my grandpa's sleek, rocking chair.
it still sits idle in his chamber,
the old dear thing is one fond member.
‘due care is given to timely enliven’,
seems to be talking once it is shaken.
it looks like a throne; over years grown,
the head is no more, now lies the 'crown'.
the kingdom yet runs, the olden days ‘te gone,
the sun still shines but not like it shone.
at my leisure, my feet reach me the chair,
i chat with him; unseen yet so clear.
then the old seat nods; unheard laugh soon comes,
the phantom figure springs up and firecly roams.
thus our daily talks go unfailingly to and fro,
hours fly East; stay the moments with ‘the old bro‘.
you may laugh and laugh at my daily folly.
that old chair brings him, that is so holy.
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one kiss!

come and pour your
citrus nicotine with
pomegranate zeal!
come and bless my lips
with one metamorphic thrill!
offer the charm
of rosemary extracted gill!
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pagli, my color

pagli, my love,
hark the loud, hark the proud call,
lady spring strums a tune; .
up, up goes; never down fall.
pagli, my sweet honey,
see the giant genie,
folded palms, bowed head,
even stands at our beck and call.
pagli, shall we play now holy?
child—like firolic fiin; lover's sweet folly
color, color; spray or smear,
drenched love-dove, lovely love fair.
pagli. your loving feature, healthy nature
reels, rolls my head;
cheeky heart, freaky whims
true ruddy red
pagli, summon spirit; ring the time bell
never fear, my dear, ugly last knells
our garden; ever maiden,
spring shall sure reign!
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Poetry and poems........

Poetry is a perennial stream
a poet swims and swims
dives and drowns;
in sun, rains and nippy cold
in full glee like one nerd swimmer;
buffets the excited waves
and relishes the ongoing liaison
with the eternal virgin stream- - -
drowned and again popped up
in the weird custom of love
every  morning, noon and night
and mingles with the restless flow
into an intrinsic, loyal stream- - - -
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Poetry Festival In Our Local Yard

a festival with unique hue and aroma
where the fanciful minds
will spread out their wild wings
in the Muse graced poetic fiesta.

with the bunch of butterflies
in the filled up or empty bellies
so many budding buddies
will utter or twitter
in their very chaste vigor
maybe at the forceful crescendo
or may just haltingly mutter.

the aroused hours
may count the fleeting seconds
or the cheeky gust of wind may
settle down on the feet-trodden soil.

half-awake souls
will be stirred by the chaste
flow of liquid wisdom.

the sumptuous poetry session
with the pluming up honeyed founts
will be the filling feast for the possessed hearts.

let the maiden charm
bind us into a holy fraternity.
let the bliss shower upon
with a little away the divinity.
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Ramayana, a daily drama...

The turbulent epoch witnesses
Ramayana in every household …….

too many Sitas languish in
the ignominious flames ……

righteous  Ramas burn on
the abiding pyre; well-designed
by Ravanas……….

gods and demons
share the same stage
under one umbrella- - -
a little modification.

monkeys patch up
paved bridge across
two households,
two mahallaas ……..

timid Sugreevas
assume thrones
in a servile coup …….

Dasharatha still weeps
in crowded wilderness
in loud silence …….

Manthara yet whispers
to ears in open-secret rooms.

Kaikaiyee bisects the jet-set world
with rusted scissors …………

exiled land hunts for lost ones ……

the great Hanumana is off
on an ancient duty…….

all glittering ornaments
are dazzling with rakshas glory.

Vivison`s guile is widely
accepted as the coolest art!

Balmikies interweave the interspersed
epics over cups of lukewarm tea …….

endless tears stoke the eternal fire.

Ramayana peeps through the bosom
 hole to the hottest crux …….
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crusades win and fail
in all ages ……………
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Rare Birth And- - -

From the silvery ashes of the
worn-out poetry
arises an incarnation
with the insight of
a rectangular pyre,
final smoldering fire.
And the tearful sea-off
at the last harbour

Prized Pains

O lovely tender plants
now put on glorious buds
and adorn this Lyceum
with all beauty and calm.
So many colours and looks!
How sweet is the smell
that lulls the air brook!
Behold the gardener afar
What else could get him happier?
Each praise must be dearer
than one and any sapphire!
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Relative and essential...

at times I am happy
with just a spoonful of sugar
again often I jeer at the whole
can of sugarcane juice!
when the silvery juice
of the mellow full moon
wets the nearby still pool
their transient tryst
at once brings the bliss
that delights this moon-struck fool!
the golden gaze of the fiery eye
at the bevy of cheeky sunflowers
huddling and giggling over a stretch
of spread sari of lovely mother nature
pumps my heart with the plenty air of joy!
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Sandy Stretch Of Heaven....

Goggled eyes ogle at  the bikini babes
basking in the sensuous  warmth
on the partly wrapped  aroused sands
With the gust of  stranger wind.
Pert giggles rush to the hunk muscles.
The heaven in the golden glow
gives away the naked shore
to the mighty shiny sun.
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SHOTOKAN KARATE

self-defense with bare hands
holistic and intensive work out
punches and kicks with roaring shouts
deep breathes often in and noisily out
white dress with belts of own merit`s choice
contest arenas open sportive events
the mettle more than the prowess
demands the victory trophy in sombre race.
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Significant Sin

sweetheart, love you the most.
your amorous eyes
that melted my chocolate heart
are often caught red-handed
in ogling at teenage hunks...

sweetheart, love you the most.
far from the scene yet keenly feel
your adventurous clandestine thrill
invested hours in cellphone illicit zeal!

sweetheart, love you the most.
your artful craft with childlike smiles
and not pathological but well-fashioned lies
end in your well-stored narcotic lullaby...

sweetheart, love you the most.
endure your daily vile betrayal
with a cuckold`s futile fumes
not for the love we had
but as one anxious dad!
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so aloud in so deep silence.............

you never told me aloud
I thought I heard your silence
I believed you told in silence
all the three words I’d love to hear
I love to hear from you ever...
It’s been now several months
since we broke up …
did we break up?
break up what?
I still hear those three words
quite aloud again and again
in frozen deep silence…
they are not lost; never
how could one take away
the dream three words
that I heard in my heart
echoed itself so very hard?
had you spoken
each of them
all of them
they may have gone
but they are mine
they are ever my own
as I heard them in silence
so very aloud with so deep a sense!
go wherever you want to go
leave me any time you want to leave
I wont feel sorry never shall I worry
for you were never mine
the three words were not thine
all of them I heard in my own  dream
in deep silence in an undercurrent stream!
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Sorry Buddy

sad at the very pathetic plight!
just in morning comes twilight!
la martinere fellow, a pupil bright;
gifted qualities raised him to height
novice yet wrote poems very nice
tender emotion turned fatal vice.
fingers drew well pictures cocktail
strummed strings in tune amidst all. turmoil.
highly proud parents‘ very gleaming eyes
long cherished only son outdid ‘the butterflies‘.
nurtured ambition set on a right mission
destiny spoiled the sport with ordained destination
dejected at failure though bent on creation
half-way rejected himself out of frustration.
drowned to death in placid still water
left a black mark as his mettle did falter.
my dear sonny, one selfish turned funny;
your sinful folly defiled the soul holy.
who will wipe now big tear drops?
‘cynical clock’ ticks; mad world hops!
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sparrow

like love
you live everywhere
gather often in numbers
briskly twitter and scatter
the message of unity...
puny but adept with
such an agility that we fail
to catch and grasp and put
in our ready proud cage!
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success mystery!

success is not child`s candy
fire place warm winter evening
giggling gossips with favorite brandy!
a single trophy several mementos
too many hands too too many hearts
medals and medallions vie with each other
neck-to-neck fight between him and his twin brother.
hours gathered sweat beads with sour patience
delight themselves at final rich harvest.
all out earnest efforts day in day out
may bear fruits or pin all the raised hopes.
the means is as bright as daylight
or maybe a bit crook towards the last height.
good or bad many many side effects
come out easily to so so many eyes.
empty hands are up to unearth the mystery
why on earth only few hands lift the trophy!
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Thanks for the call- -

Your kites hovering aloft
beckon my idle one - -
reckon the calls
a blessed chance
for the frolic fun
in the sky-yard
drawing willful designs
on the dreamy azure canvas- - -
look, mine is aloft too
happy with all the paper pyramids.
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That Chip Of My Heart Is Still Missing!

All of a sudden
felt a terrible
tearing pain!
Put all hard efforts
to hide all the contorted grimace
under the veil of feigned grin!
Escaping from the noisy crowd
into one comforting deserted corner
I threw up the unbearable pain
in one half-empty litter bin...
my heart, split up into two very
unequal halves came out in the open
saliva and bile smeared evidently dirty!
very tenderly took the larger half
and implanted it back in the place!
The negligible half may have been eaten up
by the gigantic moths of merciless time!
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The Cease-Fire On A Truce

You may hail
my free verse
with the plaudits
of high-brow genteel

or
rail freely at them
with philistine pincers
that pinch like new short shoes
and after some walk-cuddle
leave only a few blisters!
My verse libre
on your versos
may suffer eternal neglect
or merely end in
stooping, haggard dots;
lowered and cowered awfully
in this royal, gorgeous cosmos.
No, no need of
any meteor ray shower
any paper pansy flower
for this fully awakened bard,
a sprite possessed nerd;
for this semi-statue,
neither a demi-devil nor a demi-god:
you better curse and rail and rant
than quitting a single verse of
my poems altogether.
As the maker
is not the master here;
let me throw my offspring
on your fatherly mercy
and leave them to your motherly care.
Peace, lo, peace;
how nice the parleyed nemesis!
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The curtain drops abruptly.............

A stage show
for a short run - -

slow or sudden end
equalizes the rich and the poor
a man and a woman- -

misadventures occur and fail
the scripture uttered the span tale - -

elderly ones or too ripe old
dying fellows  make prayers bold- -

for longer stay; stage show
very few do call the end
embrace it on a courtesy bow - -
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The few stars....

Wish there were just a few stars
in the nightly ethereal canvas - -
could gaze on each one
relishing the nocturnal fun - -
could christen each of them
a cherished nick name- -
all the few friends would peep out
at my loving call and silent shout.
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The Fiery Slayer

O the eye of the day
You are not a phoenix.
May you outlive
Myriad of Methuselah
You too have three prime phases of life
And now you suffer the male-menopause.
You may grow though perilously
Into a large terrible giant
And devour all the parasitic subordinates
Those lie within your spherical parameter,
Fume the deadly fire like a fire-dragon
And belch the volcanic profuse heat
That’ll shrink and shrivel the innocent things,
All the siblings will go mute in ashes
But your red fiery aggressive audacity
ls fated to meet with the damn diminution.
O the bullshit ravaging bully
You’ll die a pale, dwarf death
And lose in the endless hall of
Eternal darkness; stark, pitch black!
May the flowing brooks cease to run
Under the white shroud’s impish fun.
Before you’re buried in the dark hole,
But you’ll not be spared for your satanic role.
Be on dieting lest you be too corpulent
You feed on your blood though opulent
Once all run dry you’ll turn just a fraudulent.
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The Fire And The Flames...............

The fire never waits
For any consent;
Falls in love
Caresses heartily;
Constricts with mighty green arms.

Like one huge primitive ancestor
Just pounces on a prey
At the first prowler’s sight - - - - -

Fed on pampering ghee
The ravenous long tongue
Lips up and laps up
The last marrow
Of an ill-fated victim!

The gutted remnants
Bears the blemish!

The insatiable desire
Delights in rings of smoke
Spiraling up ………………

The sinister aspect of
Omnivorous evil
Devours a slab of peace!

Who will intercept
The onrush of the diabolical fire
And award a deemed punishment
To this fast blowing fire amidst
All the lands and waters?
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The Jet-Black Daytime!

The rising Sun
of one drab, grey land
spread hopeful rays;
showered lofty dreams
upon so many dwarf heads.
The Sun was up
soon in the middle
of the sky above
And gloomy hours
matured to pitch-dark night.
the beady eyes groped for light
the Sun was himself bright.
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The lad Krishna

Excited feet, instructed feet
tread from the venue to the venue
travelling through a public street.
Patriotic songs and catchy slogans
on independence day parade
cast an euphoric spell on the people
and recall the long-fought struggle.
The drum-beats and rehearsed symphony,
the hoisted fluttering flags atop the masts
surge the feeling of freedom through the masses
and end in the given-away tantalizing candies.
Indeed, we need an especial day
as a token or a witness of a blood-stained epoch
to steep ourselves in the warm revelry!
Royal noose and ruthless rifles and exiled land
were fed on lives and sighs and deep grieves
just for the one and yearly fabulous grandeur?
I better learn from that Wayfarer-lad
who muses and meditates and ponders
with a goodwill of an Angel who wanders
as a Santa clause from one place to others;
a harbinger of bountiful hopes and joys
with oaths and pledges for an undaunted voyage
and love for the land without clamorous noise.
Let me remember the day everyday
the Goddess was freed from the foreign fetters,
so many feuds and many a fiery fray
with meaningful words and fruitful works
and holy service morning, noon and night
amidst the new-moon or full-moon light.
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Unbending tree

A flesh and blood of kingly stature
with a modest wallet turned a beggar:
begging was not his cup of tea;
' lashing will ' like a mad whip free,
hard head refused to bend so low,
before a tsunami or moderate a flow,
uttered a prayer; fervent plea;
aimless wander in wilderness lea.
stooping seems never an ' easy-going'.
lion heart cries out at the loud heigh-ho?
all gems, rich gold; all jewellery,
fie on naked lies; all pseudo rivalry.
heart may sink down; head be high;
whispered or loud, a firm solo cry.
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Unified soul

Out of the ‘Visage-cave’
buzz out a swarm of words
and take flight in a jiffy
with butterfly wings of a verse.
The flight or cluster goes up higher;
the bills, the urns and the nectar
rest in the azure cusp
with a halo sparkling brighter!
What benediction will occur?
Any silvery dust will they shower?
Once Jehovah offered holy mamma-dew
to a band of dog-tired travellers;
no such phenomenon will recur!
When dreams dream a verse
they pair and share a new universe;
light years away from this earthly curse.
Thus such flocks of words,
many or few,
crawl up into the hidden sanctum
and the ‘Visage-vase’
now turns a verse.
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very tearing contrast...

not two but many
persons live together
in my single personal self.
the bonhomie or camaraderie
is often missing badly and sadly.
they ensue scuffle and wrestle
among themselves in a bloody way.
their wild skirmish; my seething inside
quite often fumes bubbles up on the surface
and the quiet persona turns a chameleon.
the steady strife between cynical and good
Samaritan selves, between bohemian dereliction
and domestic ethics: several tangible entities
like provoked stout stallions pull very hard
into extremely opposite many directions.
Thus I find myself often broken into
many evident fragments and again unified
into a patched up shoddy complete self.
the increasing rift between two inimical selves
and nasty tug-of-war among other subordinate
ones bring about a drastic mercurial mood.
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when a grief sucks- - - - -

when grief sucks
the pink fluid of
my receptive mind,
my spirits cowers
at the corner of walls,
the self-appointed
bouncer inside fights,
fails and badly falls;
I just pray to the unseen;
see Him with my inner eye- - -
utter the words borrowed
from my parents and grand parents
farthest ancestors and - - - - -
silent answers reach
my claustrophobic heart- -
And my sunken self
rebounds from the
dark pit of despair- -
He leaves in a jiffy;
an inbox message
on my mind e-mail- -
I have to open and read it
over and over, over and again
as I forget and commit- -
as a humble human.
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Why don`t you hate me?

Don't  kill  me with  your  love.
let  me  live  with  your  hate
let me  live  with  my  strength
redoubled  by the  poison.
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Wild orchids

You look so uniquely different
and so differently beautiful
in unique shapes and sizes
and kindly open up
your inherent varicolored
exotic splendor.
the versatile grandeur
with prolific bliss
offers the aesthetic eyes
very divine beauty kiss!
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winter herself is romantic!

O shyly blushed beauty
your dewy veil is tenderly
lifted by nervously hesitant
late morning sun rays...
in your tight love embrace
the masculine eye of the day
gives an effeminate look everywhere!
the warm courtship in pleasant afternoon
without warm clothes feels nicely naked!
the Moon`s hubby retires early to his chamber
longer night gets resonate with the clandestine whisper!
all the possible onlookers curl themselves up
under an idle soft quilt! even nocturnal hearts
get reluctant for any adventurous foray!
the air is rift with a dizzy rumor
whether you have the curious affair
with the mellow light or long silent night!
so cool you are and so uniquely fair!
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winter herself is very romantic!

O shyly blushed beauty
your dewy veil is tenderly
lifted by nervously hesitant
late morning sun rays...
in your tight love embrace
the masculine eye of the day
gives an effeminate look everywhere!
the warm courtship in pleasant afternoon
without warm clothes feels nicely naked!
the Moon`s hubby retires early to his chamber
longer night gets resonate with the clandestine whisper!
all the possible onlookers curl themselves up
under an idle soft quilt! even nocturnal hearts
get reluctant for any adventurous foray!
the air is rift with a dizzy rumor
whether you have the curious affair
with the mellow light or long silent night!
so cool you are and so uniquely fair!
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women in my eyes...

tender physical existence
piously responsible firm at heart
warm with plentiful affection
for all kids of the Earth.
a devout homemaker
and a diplomatic tactful boss
and if need be a violent annihilator
to obliterate the raised serpent hood evil.
an inexplicable power of powerful illusion
gets epitomized in an image of each woman.
an woman again stands as a dark protagonist
behind the tragic screen of each epic!
my mother provided to me the wholesome life
in my girlfriends` rosy company discovered
the masculine virility in feminine paradise
and again my daughters` eyes give me a hearty look
as balmy silvery as that of my dear mother.
a woman is an immense dormant power
if only the will is kind and good
this world is heaven with divine bliss.
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Your ‘Yes’ Will Open The World

An awful fear has clutched
My growing-up will.
When your ‘NOs’
Echo inside hard
My heart throbs,
Throbs my heart.
I wish you stepped forward
And walked yourself a few yards,
You would have, for sure,
Met my over stretched arms
That wait for you and
Will wait forever.
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Zindagi and Life...

zindagi ke har pal
ajnabi lahar ki
muskan vora
namkin gharai halchal
maut ke samundar me
ek bund pani bhi
sagar kehelati hai
zjindagi pine se
har pal lahar ho jata hai.

each and every moment of life
is nothing but a unique confluence
of exotic ripples borne smiles and tears;
in the vast ocean of death
even a drop of water is a part of sea!
once life is consumed to the lees
each and every moment in it
turns itself a self-willed ripple!

Let me admit that my knowledge in Hindi is very poor. I`m just trying to learn it.
Please forgive the mistakes.
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