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' A Discourse On Pleasure '

there is something in other
people that we all love

adore

even unreasonably that we like
to touch and caress with our own
hands

only to put dirt on their

clean skins

even without talking

we like to undress

and scrutinize every hidden
corner and see

what is there

it makes our heart beat
jump,

dive

collide

burst,

explode

it can even make us
dangerous as
some of them may
be the cause of
untimely deaths

of some of us

who cannot

bear

the agonies of

our

flesh

we keep on saying
'no regrets! :
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no hurt feelings,

this is the lifetime
of joy

there is so much
thinking

spending

more whole nights
about wishing,

and dreaming even

if in the process we also
shrink ourselves

into minute particles of
insignificance

of brittleness
that make our eyes
shatter

nerves cut off
systems turn off

when the first morning light
however

comes

through the leaks of our
awakening

walls

we wake up

rise from

our positions

of defeat &

we proclaim incessantly
through a murmur:

'forget it,
it is not me! '
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"I Am Not Lonely' He Quipped.

there is something really wrong
with you,

you have cut yourself off from
the intestines of mankind,

what is it that makes you stay?

that makes you look like a closed jar,
what made you cut off that tongue
what sharp difference have you made
out of that lonely self?

"iam not lonely' he quipped.
and the room fell silent, the wall
embarrassed about its nature.
and the window, compromised
with a smile, perhaps 'well said'.
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' The Last Dance Of Your Life '

you don't really have to mind
death
what power do you have for it

when it comes

it comes

none can prevent it
from sitting beside you

the doctors are honest

and sometimes

too stupid to give you a promise
for another extension of

life

a hope that poisons the mind instead
and makes

our recent stand rigid and
unreasonable

for those who have seen the light
on one hand

sees death as

a welcome experience

in fact a festivity

another coming experience
another full moon

at the bay

another bus that has arrived in a far away town

another train that honks proudly its arrival
in another station

another flight to a distant sky that dresses the world
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and puts it to a very silent sleep

and this time

whether you like it or not
you are set upon this journey
that gives you fear

because there is no ticket

for your coming back

it is the false notion that
you can never come back

you don't have to panic
take this as easy
as unbuttoning a shirt

zippering a pair of pants

and unzipping it when

the evident and the inevitable
comes

when the urge signifies

an unloading

well, it looks like

we simply have to pull a string
let the curtain fall

and just be ready for the next
show

of the garden blooming

on the month of

May

just the same

make the best out of it
dance, dance

till you tire

but fall if you must, slip if you can
have no shame
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there is still another chance

really

&

they call it

a surprise to nowhere
upon

somewhere.....
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' The Truth About His Place '

&lt;/&gt;HE'D BEEN there
he likes it

he will be coming over

to stay quite longer

he loves every nook

of it

he has memories there
and will always wish

to be there

he knows he will die there
and it will be a great shame
not only for

him but for his family

as well

he is set to be there again
come June

till July

despite the storms

or whatever

he loves the place and will
always be loving it

same dirty place
for such a clean man
that he is known to be

same lust
same desire
same shame
but this is it
the truth...
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' What Is Life? Let Us Talk About It '

ok, let us talk about life

my cat Kuting has just given birth
to three kittens

she must have loved their fathers
too much

three for i love you

the bitch in the house is pregnant again
we are sad

she is having a relationship with a native
dog

the one that takes trash for breakfast

no definite master

and house

a vagabond

she loves

i think and that is what we too believe
a cat has nine lives

and with her three kittens she gets

an extended twenty-seven lives

wow, that is amazing

cats indeed know how to live a longer time
than us

people who is into

birth controls

life is an early morning tea

a view from the veranda to the sea

a sunrise

a run to take the dip of the salt of the sea
closing your eyes

and see everything that this world is offering

life is @ march of the ants

keeping an empire stable
feeding the queen
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to ensure a birth of a hundred or more
soldiers

life is what we are here for
who thinks about death tomorrow? Nobody.
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[CWhy Do People Keep Saying, I'M Sorry, For Things
They Know They'LlI Do Again?

because people always forgive them
again and again and again and again and again and again...

a form of autism,
a hybrid of dyslexia.
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hypnagogic

a woman dreams that she turns

into an orange bird

and on the other hand the orange
bird seeing her so beautiful and complete
less the orange wings and feathers
dreams of having woman-hands

soft and a flowing body like a slender
river curving through along

the side of a big mountain where

the orange bird perches on a branch
of an olive tree beside it

convoluted, the thoughts unwind
themselves in sleep wanting rest

from all these warping of time

and seasons and images and swapping
between reality and dream

surreal and mundane
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The Light

to the light

we aim ourselves
away from darkness
we swear

but i guess

not too much light
in the same manner
that i do not

have so much of
this darkness

to both

we shall be blinded
let us settle
midway

to dusk let us toast
this drink
of gray

RIC S. BASTASA
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fMatashi Wa Wakarimasen.

until then

the moon never says
that it understands
the language of the
night

she is immersed

in the darkness

she is floating

in that immense
space

she is inside something
that does not

too understand

the meaning of

its light...
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&#1057; &#1086; &#1074,; &#1077; &#1088;
&#1096; &#1077; &#1085; &#1089; &#1090;
&#1074; &#1086; &#1087; &#1086; &#1101,;
&#1079; &#1080; &#1080;

Poetry in Perfection

I am waiting for the time

When everything in me would
Turn to poetry, when I breathe
Nothing but the rhythm of
Poetry, when I perspire poetry,
When I cry poetry, when I laugh
Poetry, when I sleep in poetry,
When everything in me is poetry,

That would be perfect poetry. and I
Would not be

Myself anymore, I would be perfect
Poetry,

There is no me, no soul no body, no mind,
No name, no personality, no knowledge,
There is just poetry, and that would

Be perfect, I would not

Be me,

There is no such I as me, anyway,

The wise man, so very well say, that is
The perfection

Of poetry, there is no self in there

But only perfection.

&#1057; &#1086; &#1074, &#1077; &#1088; &#1096, &#1077, &#1085;
&#1089; &#1090; &#1074, &#1086; &#1087,; &#1086,; &#1101; &#1079;
&#1080; &#1080;

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



&#1044; &#1086; &#1078; &#1076; &#1091; &#1089; &#1100; &#1083;
&#1080; &#1074; &#1088,; &#1077; &#1084,; &#1077, &#1085; &#1080; ,
&#1082; &#1086; &#1075; &#1076; &#1072;

&#1042; &#1089; &#1103; &#1089; &#1091; &#1090; &#1100; &#1084,
&#1086; &#1103; &#1089,; &#1083; &#1086; &#1074; &#1072; &#1084,
&#1080; &#1089; &#1090; &#1072; &#1085; &#1077, &#1090; ,
&#1048; &#1089; &#1083; &#1086; &#1074; &#1073; &#1077; &#1089;
&#1093; &#1080; &#1090; &#1088; &#1086; &#1089; &#1090; &#1085;
&#1099; &#1093; &#1074; &#1086; &#1076; &#1072,

&#1057; &#1086; &#1079,; &#1076; &#1072; &#1089; &#1090; &#1089;
&#1090; &#1080; &#1093; &#1086; &#1074,; &#1082; &#1083; &#1080;
&#1085; &#1082; &#1080; &#1080; &#1075; &#1088; &#1072; &#1085;
&#1080; ?

&#1058; &#1086; &#1083; &#1077; &#1076; &#1083; &#1080; , &#1089;
&#1090; &#1072; &#1083; &#1100; ? &#1058; &#1086; &#1089; &#1083;
&#1077; &#1079; &#1099,; &#1083; &#1100; , &#1089; &#1084; &#1077,
&#1093; ?

&#1058; &#1086; &#1087; &#1086; &#1090; &#1083; &#1080; , &#1082;
&#1088; &#1086; &#1074; &#1100; ? &#1058; &#1086; &#1073; &#1083;
&#1072; &#1075; &#1086; &#1083; &#1100; , &#1075; &#1088; &#1077,
&#1093; ?

&#1042; &#1077,; &#1076; &#1100; &#1090; &#1086; - &#1087,; &#1086;
&#1101; &#1079; &#1080; &#1103; &#1089; &#1072; &#1084; &#1072; ,
&#1048; &#1084; &#1086; &#1075; &#1091; &#1090; &#1089; &#1090;
&#1072; &#1090; &#1100; &#1083; &#1080; &#1077; &#1102; &#1083;
&#1102; &#1076; &#1080; ?

&#1041; &#1077; &#1079; &#1090; &#1077; &#1083; &#1072; , &#1076;
&#1091; &#1093; &#1072; &#1080; &#1091; &#1084; &#1072;

&#1052; &#1099; &#1087,; &#1088; &#1086; &#1089; &#1090; &#1086;
&#1078; &#1080; &#1090; &#1100; - &#1080; &#1090; &#1086; &#1085;
&#1077; &#1073; &#1091; &#1076; &#1077; &#1084; .

&#1040; &#1082; &#1072; &#1082; &#1078; &#1077,; &#1089; &#1083;
&#1086; &#1074,;, &#1086; , &#1082; &#1072; &#1082; &#1078; &#1077,
&#1089; &#1090; &#1080; &#1093; ?

&#1050; &#1072; &#1082; &#1088; &#1080; &#1092; &#1084; &#1072; ,
&#1089; &#1090; &#1080; &#1083; &#1100; &#1080; &#1089; &#1086;
&#1074; &#1077, &#1088,; &#1096; &#1077,; &#1085; &#1089; &#1090;
&#1074,; &#1086; ?
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&#1042; &#1089; &#1077; &#1076; &#1077; &#1083; &#1086; &#1074;
&#1085; &#1080; &#1093; - &#1080; &#1090; &#1086; &#1083; &#1100;
&#1082; &#1086; &#1074; &#1085; &#1080; &#1093; ,

&#1053; &#1072; &#1076; &#1087; &#1088; &#1086; &#1079; &#1086;
&#1081; &#1084; &#1091,; &#1079; &#1099; &#1082; &#1077; - &#1075;
&#1083; &#1072; &#1074,; &#1077; &#1085; &#1089; &#1090; &#1074,
&#1086; .

&#1055; &#1086; &#1101; &#1079; &#1080; &#1103; &#1074; &#1083;
&#1102; &#1076; &#1089,; &#1082; &#1086; &#1084; &#1086; &#1073;
&#1083; &#1080; &#1095; &#1100; &#1077,; -

&#1057; &#1077, &#1076; &#1086; &#1081; &#1084; &#1091; &#1076;
&#1088; &#1077,; &#1094,; &#1089; &#1089; &#1074; &#1086; &#1073;
&#1086; &#1076; &#1086; &#1081; &#1087; &#1090; &#1080; &#1095;
&#1100; &#1077; &#1081; ,

&#1055; &#1086; &#1079; &#1085; &#1072; &#1074; &#1096; &#1080;
&#1081; &#1103; &#1079; &#1099; &#1082; &#1086; &#1074, &#1091,;
&#1095; &#1077, &#1085,; &#1100; &#1077; , -

&#1041; &#1077,; &#1079,; &#1080; &#1084; &#1077,; &#1085; &#1080;
&#1080; &#1073; &#1077,; &#1079; &#1079; &#1085; &#1072; &#1095;
&#1077; &#1085; &#1100; &#1103; .

RIC S. BASTASA
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&#1602; &#1575; &#1587; &#1610; &#1575;
&#1604; &#1602; &#1614; &#1604; &#1618;
&#1576; &#1548; &#1593; &#1614,; «#1583,
&#1610; &#1605; &#1575; &#1604; &#1585;
&#1571; &#1601; &#1614,; &#1607,

The sun is harsh, the winds are cruel

The trees unfeeling, the soil so unsympathetic

The stones lack the courage, the grasses lose the enthusiasm
The clouds spiritless

The moon is devoid of compassion

The stars are pitiless

You are unkind and I am disheartened

My heart is broken

You are heartless
the ruler of my body

i have longed
to touch you

to kiss you even
just once

yet you are so high
and far
you are with the stars

on my darkest skies

RIC S. BASTASA
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&#22826; &#38451; «#25226; &#23427;, &#22066;
&#31505; .

a

bonsai

poem

of love

designed

not to grow taller
and wider inside
my miniature
heart

or
too
small
and

pruned
like

a
midget

the

sun

laughs

one hot summer's
day

RIC S. BASTASA
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&#27927; &#33126; (X&#464; N&#259; O, Literally
'Wash Brain')

it is not only the mind
they promise you if you agree
it is also the heart

that is washed clean.
now, into the cult, say your name.

RIC S. BASTASA
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&#304;Nside The Arms Of The House

to see the world

crying

to hear the sweet sound
of its rain

you are alone
by the window
not being

wet by the rain
outside

you

home sweet home
as always

RIC S. BASTASA
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&#931; &q#964,; &#945; &#955; &#945; &#947;
&#956; &#943; &#964,; &#951; &#962;

a small orifice

with a stalagmite
is this a cave?

i ask and then
desire boils in

my head, i have

to enter, guilt is
born, this is not
mine, but owned
by someone else,

i dream of red
cherry inside my
tongue, ahh, i must
reason out in order
to forget, this is
nothing but a
speleothem;

purely nothing

but calcium
carbonate.

RIC S. BASTASA
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&#9835; &#9834; &#9835; &#9835; &#9834,
&#9835; &#9835; &#9834; &#9835; &#9835;
&#9834; &#9835;

Keep talking &#64430;
while i sing

&#9835; &#9834,; &#9835; &#9835; &#9834; &#9835; &#9835; &#9834,
&#9835; &#9835; &#9834; &#9835;

My heart &#9829;

We bask under the sun
The two of us

&#65216; &#65216;

but not so close please

&#9788,;

&#65216; &#65216;

Where there is still a space for me to smile
&#9786;

RIC S. BASTASA
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(X XX)

you leave an empty space
when you left

and no one fills that empty
space since then...

RIC S. BASTASA
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((Hurting Realities))

no dispute about it, marvin boy
realities hurt

but what hurt worse
are illusions

what hurt worst
are delusions about the grandeur

that was never there

RIC S. BASTASA
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(a Fantasy At The Train Station)

the white man dropped the newspaper
lay it aside

seeing this woman with bangles

and brightly colored clothes

he sees beauty and she amazes him

he goes near her and asks for her name
he looks at her gently like he's a man in love
for the first time in his life

she looks down and then changes her mind
she looks at him
tells her name and asks of his origin

(and now back to reality)

the white man lights his cigarettes and puffs up some smoke

in the air

she never likes the masculine pollution

the train arrives at the station

hurriedly she gets off the train

he stays looks at his watch and goes back to his vacant seat

he read the papers again

no longer amazed at the bright colors outside the train's window

RIC S. BASTASA
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(is Cheating A Virtue?)

on that
examination day
i caught her
cheating and she
can no longer
look at me
straight in my
eyes

so she transferred
to another law school
oceans away

today the bar
exam is released and
she passed

(time passes too
quickly)

voila, she is
seemingly,

i could be biased
but this is the
truth,

she is one of

the best lawyers
in my court today

(is cheating
a virtue?)

RIC S. BASTASA
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(princess Revised) ...

for looking
back
nostalgia
fails

you feel
to long
because you

stare

RIC S. BASTASA
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three stars in the heavens
one for you

another for her

and the last one

for you again

i am accustomed
to having nothing

in my heavens i like it without stars

RIC S. BASTASA
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***just One Thing***

just,
one,
thing,

start with being just
i know what fair is,
sportsmanship,
give me

what is due me
think of me

when i am sad
drink with me

when i am

happy,
be just to me

one, i am one,
and will always be
one with myself,
one with nature,
one with you

just me, this one
nothing less
nothing more,

and for one more thing,
you like flowers

and call them things
their scents, their colors
the way they touch

you on a certain
closeness

and just one thing more,
do not forget

i am still here
writing for you.
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. Pain

Like an uninvited
Wind, building strength
Gathering more winds
To make a storm

Pain comes not like
A tear dropping

Pain comes in waves
In flood

But I am a very wide
Shore of sands

And paths of pebbles

But I am the sky and
Empty Space

No pain contains me
No pain destroys me

i am always unfilled.

RIC S. BASTASA

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



.. Under The Most Stressful Circumstances....

before mother died
she had turned into a very sensitive old woman.

neighbors call her cranky but i know she was just too concerned
about the needs of those who cannot afford it.

going to the city she saw a very silent man whose vision went beyond
the jeepney windows towards the far away shores perhaps to another island of
the peninsula.

"i have money from my son. If you need it you can have it' she offers.

the man smiles, wryly, telling her, 'my wife just died in the hospital and i am
looking for a cheaper coffin'

the family had always been at war with each other. Brother suspects that
sister is taking advantage of an old mother, not telling the rest of the siblings
about the true financial state and the expenses would have to be justified item
per item.

the refrigerator is not filled with fruits, most are meat stuffed in the freezer and
red wine is not found there. Father is a drunkard and kicks mother when she
passes by the door.

Age is cruel. It does not remember love. Memory fades and never asks what is
happening.

before mother died i held her hand and told her an angel is waiting to serve as
her guide when she enters the gates of heaven.

then she smiles, tightly gripped my hand, and then finally loosening it, as though
i was the butterfly which she is setting free for me to flutter finally outside the
glass window of the government hospital.

i always remember this matter.
the family cracks. shattered. and most of us

wish each other dead.

however, i understand all these.
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This is the law of nature.
we are meant to scatter, otherwise there is no world.

no stars will be born unless there shall be a big bang
of whatever we do not really understand.

meanwhile, the house has to be sold, money to be shared
and then we all part ways.

as simple as that, my brother says it as though he had studied fully
well what history is and where it must matter.

when my sister got crazy, we all visited her inside her room.
and then we feel one family again. I think, we are crazier than her.

we need to take the wrong medication, have the prescription of

the notorious physician. It will be a class suit. A family one once again in
defending its common interest.

for what is true is that, we are enemies now, but when you have another enemy,
we become brothers again against that common enemy.

this i love. coping up with all of you. always re-configuring what is best under the
most stressful circumstances.

RIC S. BASTASA
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... Facetious

itis a

1599 word
from the
latin facetiae

facetieux from
facetie jest

a joker a jester
waggish

it is meant
to be humorous or funny

and witty

like you Robert

like what i said before
like someone who is not
meant to be a faucet

where water goes out
by force

and then we want
stopped after

a certain use

after we outlive
its usefulness
we close it

and make it
silent

after a thirst
has been duly satiated.

RIC S. BASTASA
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... So Much

at the second look you feel wasted

that beautiful face seemingly should not have been yours
it does not fit

the wrinkled soul

that you are

how unlucky is this body

to have you

how sad is the turn of events

how miserable has the other become
because she loves you

SO much

RIC S. BASTASA
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Papa on the horse

As I remember,
Papa rode on the horse
the White horse

He was so cruel
And he would not
Feed

The white horse
For days

One day

They went to the
Sea

The white horse
And papa

I wished the
White horse
Would swim

To the other island
And leave

Papa for good

He was so cruel
And he would beat
The white horse
For days

But the white horse
Stayed

she was not fed
For days

One day

The White Horse
Got mad

And bit
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Papa to death.

I did not wish
The horse
Would eat
Papa whole.

I too would be
Cruel then.

RIC S. BASTASA
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.... A Beautiful Life....

while you are still
half asleep tired of the last night's

thrill having engulfed so many drinks
with friends and kin

this early morning you hear the house-help
sweeping the yard which is littered with
paper and leaves and grass

you hear the music of the sweeping and the
the rolling pebbles and the leaves and grass and
those wasted paper now forming into a heap

and then you begin to remember the past years

how the sweeping was made, how nature cleans its face

the tsunami, the earthquake, the wars, the killing of the tribes,
the bombing of cities, the mass evacuation of people away from
their own countries,

the flood and the wiping out of a village

the bushfire somewhere in australia

the huge conflagration in indonesia

the black smoke reachign singapore

and lots of other calamities

deaths of famous philosophers, politicians,
actors, etcetera etcetera

and you reflect upon what the Lord has been saying,

the sweeping of the yard, the weeding out in the garden,
the separation of the goats from the sheep

the slaughter and the punishment and rewards

and the burning in hell

how the weeds soon shall be taken out dried and burned
how the goats should be slaughtered

and in your bed you feel the grass growing on your chest
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crawling to your body and you touch your forehead trying to feel
the goat's horn growing like a tree

and you wake up rush to the bathroom and look at yourself in the mirror asking
yourself:

where is the grass? where is the horn? have i become another goat
fit to be slaughtered and burned?

and you open the window now seeing the house-help burning
the wastes of last night's thrills,

how the fire glare
how she sits there smiling at you wanting to greet you

about

a bright day, a beautiful morning
a beautiful life....

RIC S. BASTASA
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.... And Then I Fly Away....

do not make
writing a big thing

it is just another
routine

an early morning
breathing

breakfast matter
of words in plates and
cups

make it a conversation
between you and another
stranger

do not mind if it does not
reveal any name or address

keep going keep going
let the hands busy on
something

and you will never be lost
and you will never beg

for a bucket of relationships
for another date in the calendar

i breathe, i delete
i put some more what i think is

there

i draw a horse
i put the word wings

and then i fly away....
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eeeenennnaae . Will Just Be Forgotten

sometimes you ask
why is happiness so nil?

why are the waves of
misfortune coming to the
shores of our lives?

who was that killed at

the early years of his life?

who was the mother who mourned
for all those years?

that beautiful girl has cancer
and she has only a month to live
that beautiful boy had nothing
to eat

the village was erased from the
face of the earth

all the houses burned and no
one is left there

and you, what have you done
to change all these?

you sit there, contemplating,
going inside the chambers of
your heart

losing yourself in the tranquility
of your soul

why sacrifice for a carpet when
you can only have a pair of shoes?
why change the world when you
cannot even change yourself?

let and let live

let go, let go, let life take its
own course

just watch, just be amazed
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for life has its own life to live

and you are just

at the end one of its own stories
which, you have to accept,

cannot last, and just like every
story, every anecdote, every note,
will just be forgotten
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.......But Still Uttered.

there should be no secrets

what for are they?

i go for mysteries, those that

still make me wonder

how beauty can still exist

how glory can still be found

when you tell me what happens

do not keep me detained

to the secrecy of your apprehensions
i cannot make myself mum

or isolated

i am part of this whole universe

in this symphony i am one small note
but i make a sound just the same
not heard

but still uttered.
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......That Compassion

let me take
first the flesh
and blood

and most specially
the bones and
skin

something that
makes all these
matters

hold together
as one

let me not worry
about what to
wear

what to smell
what to touch or
what to see

after this

i shall leave
iam in a rush
for something
more important

we'll go for the
essence

the quintessence
of our

existence

it is not the fashion
but the passion
and most of all

do not forget that
compassion
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......The Tree

When the big tree falls
Hit by lightning
Roared by thunder

When the big tree finally falls
And I was there

A big sound

Of a giant old tree

Falling finally to the ground

The arrogance
That used to be

By that big old tree
We all looked upon
It was so high

And we did not
Climb it anyhow

For fear
And
Perhaps respect for its grandeur

And today this big tree falls
Hit by lightning and roared by thunder

The universe claps upon the
Fall of arrogance and pride
And a tree's belief about

Its hugeness and

Strength

Now this tree falls
And I am here watching it

You are not here
You are in some foreign country

How can I tell you
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That this tree has fallen

And there is nothing to fear anymore?

When a tree falls and you are not there
Your logic tells

There is no tree

There is no tree of such strength and posture
There is no tree like that

That can ever fall

All because a lightning hits it

And all because the thunder roared

Without you.
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.....EXpect Nothing......Just Scrabble

when you finally decide not

to take life seriously you go
into a scrabble as you play with
someone who is also bored with
life and clings to no hope but
wander. This wander makes you
choose a letter and relate it
with what letters are there at
the moment available and then
you form the word to show that
this time you manage only with
what is given. Expect nothing.
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.....I Am Imitating You

.... let me flatter a friend (or is she.... a foe?)
....i am imitating him. Oh i want a color....red?
or...... blue? I'll take something else.......... green?

how about trees? apple trees for a background.
how about sighs? for some sounds.

how about... yes..... moans.... lots of moans.....
sex? could you?

..... you are bored and old and.....dying? ....are you?

how about cheese? lots of cheese
oh i love fumodoro tomatoes? lots of sauce.

i love being with you.

I love doing things with you inside the room.
Let me have you.

Please stay.

I still have lots of cheese, and tomatoes,
and apple trees, and reds and greens, and...
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.....Livable.......

even in the middle of

a calamity

a poet should still

be who and what he is
as he must still sound
poetic

amidst the rubble and the
the squabble for space and
place, despite the chaos the
poet must still be poetic

gracious under too much pressure
watchful of his metaphors and
perhaps even still be conscious

of his poise and rhyme, the poet
must at all times still be poetic.

rearrange facts, pick out what is
still hopeful and beautiful.
repaint what is horrendously real.
choose the colors, put the scents.
make this world poetic and still

much and even better be...livable.
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.....Neat And Clean........

a clean sheet of paper
on the table and a waiting pen

i prefer it clean now, as clean as
i too want to be
nothing written, nothing thought

i leave them as they are

in their own state of affairs

as i have to go somewhere else
a place they will not know

as i too shall do my own thing
neat and clean.
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.....Not Really Enduring.....

it becomes a child
playful, and you love

it since it has too
become you, ball and
seesaw, playing top, and
a doll's fake eyelashes

you take a gun, remembering
childhood, you pull the trigger
to erase what was once

so beautiful and nostalgic,

all mothers are memories,
all memories turn into mothers'
skirts and tender hands

the sight of tendrils of red
flowers on the wall and a blue
butterfly where the air is
transparent like a cobweb,

the little boy climbs a tree
the branch falls creating laughter
to the grass

a horse comes running creating
an eddy of dusts, the tall man
watches all these like a mirage

grandfather had been a street
full of landmarks, i remember
he married a girl without a mind.

i hear a door forcibly opened.
blood oozed from a broken head,
all over the floor red liquid,
sticky to the memory of the boy.
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no one remains disturbed forever,

i tell you, here i am writing

whatever flows like ants carrying

a morsel of bread to their dead queen.

i guess something must also be beautiful
or made beautiful, a mess arranged and
rearranged to create beauty from the rags
and tumble.

colors need not be black and white, i tell

you, Gary made the color gay and bright. i

am not saying that he lived happily ever

after for he did not even reach twenty when
he met his eternity, feigned as a poseur-buyer
drugging him to his extinction.

life begins now, i tell you, sitting on a place

mat like a cup of tea, brewing to the ceiling

a hazy smoke of images, awesome, original, pure
and well, i tell you, not really enduring.
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....Alone.....

the time has come for this
when every road be it in iceland
or sinaman

looks the same

same edge, same horizon, same rock
same tree, same air

which means that now is the time
to quit
stay put, relax, chill out

sip coffee

sit on a chair

turn on mozart

and hum the sacred music
within your heart

alone.
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....And Birds......

polish an old coin
soon it will shine against
the light

train an old dog another
trick, do not stereotype

remind grandpa that it is
never late to feel young again

take the dove into your hand
throw it in the air

give rebirth of old anguish
let it cry out old scripts

paint the wall white and
then be a child again: take

the box of crayons, draw your

hills and mountain and birds...
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....And I Think I Am Not Dying.

I am the opposite.
everyday i thin about
my next vacation,

at night i think about
the next tryst,

the next date with my
woman in a the restaurant
that newly opened in

town

the next picnic in a faraway
beach with all white sand,

the next movie this coming
thursday,

the vacation in korea this
september,

all the nice things to come.
and i think i am not dying.
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....And I Think I Am Not Dying.(Revised)

I am the opposite.
everyday i think about
my next vacation,

at night i think about
the next tryst,

the next date with my
woman in a the restaurant
that newly opened in

town

the next picnic in a faraway
beach with all white sand,

the next movie this coming
Thursday,

the vacation in Korea this
September,

all the nice things to come.

and i think
i am not dying.
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....And Then An Empty Morning Sky

leaves float on the
calm river

the wind did not
come

birds hover on
a tree

and then all of
them flies away

leaving you behind
and empty sky
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....And Why

To grow and mature
in solitude

like an only tree
upon a high mountain

to be a part of no cloud
to be not a friend to the wind

to bathe light under the sun
to fold leaves

in the coldness of the night
to stay afoot in its

engulfing darkness
to sing no song

to whisper nothing
to be content on what i am

on where i am
and why.
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....At Peace With God.

consider these: doubts are perfectly normal
and it takes time to feel that
God is not logic or reason

but a mystery, and all his ways
are not that comprehensible,

you retreat, surrender,
now, you are at peace with God,

your journey is
perfected
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....Because Of You......

because there are too many
sand becomes sand to you
each grain taken for granted

dusts are just dusts at the
butt of the bus in that faraway
village, so insignificant

but try to remember what we did
there: how the sands have assumed
the shape of our bodies, how the
dusts left by the bus in that
faraway village had become the
left overs of our memories, the
way that goodbye was said, the
way all things settle down on the
road, on matters which we have
no control anymore. The silence
after...

each molecule of dust

each grain of sand

because of you has become
too memorable to me

so beautiful and sad to recall...

RIC S. BASTASA

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

63



....Because They Are Never Written

so many things happen

thunder arrives years ago

and lightning too like spears of light

piercing the ears of this earth

no one talks about it

first they were not there

but i go for the second

we were there but we keep it to ourselves

and they never exist to the eyes of another generation

because they are never written
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....But Perfection

neither happiness nor
sadness

neither pain nor pleasure
neither earth nor

sky

neither flesh

nor spirit

neither you nor

I

this is what it is

all about

this is where we are
and they are naming
it

not numbness but
perfection
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....Death Is Well Taken......

at this hour of my life,
please understand that everyone is
beautiful

i am not telling anybody
i am this master of secrets and strictness

there is no secret between two people.
know that.

i am bored inside my room letting go of
my suppressed desires,

in that party i dance like crazy
you say, it is understandable, for i am a believer

of spontaneity, i could have loved all of you
for i am desirable, i could have made love splendidly

you look at me, i look at you, beyond this,
the world must not be careless,

to kill you with love is my heroism.
i am a martyr, death is well taken....
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....Everything Is Accomplished......

sooner they all become our

personal confessions, and after reading

some lines, we begin to hate ourselves,

this betrayal of self, this having to

expose some secrets into the open, though
with some twists and turns, hoping to cover

a little bit of the head, to confuse the hair,

or to lose what is original, so much so,

that like a trip you arrive at a lonely place
where everyone has learned the happiness of
being silent, and you wonder, what is this
place? this horrible place which we at first
deny, and then bargain, and then met with
anger, and finally being attuned to depression,
one enters into the door of submission,

that acceptance of what, who and where and when,
when by simply sitting there and not doing
anything, everything is accomplished.
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....For You Alone.....

you sit there

it is time that
we shall tell you
about your kindness

of the past, as you
are told to desist
from gaining access

to the present and
the future.

i am glad that
you are sleepy like
a stray cat

if you hear us
we are not that pleasing.

goodbye. we give you

an alarm clock, you have
to wake up still at

those desired hours.

outside the clouds
are dark, it will rain
and we are in a hurry
to be home again.

just sit there
death is coming graciously

for you alone.
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....Hairy

is it my hair?

or my flair?

is it my chair?

or my glare?
come closer
whisper to my ear
be mine, dear.
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....Happy Without Any Explanation At All....

to you
that touch was like
anything else

to me when

it landed on my hand
it was

a burst of all my
emotions

i am weak and
lost

and the rest of
the people there
are

saying, ' what a
waste'

you cannot dictate
feelings

they are there and
are waking...

and you are the
child again
curious as to what
is happening

happy without any
explanation at

all....
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....How Foolish Could Love Be.....

the one you love
always stand out against
the rest

in the company of friends
in @ black and white picture
the face of the beloved

is as red as a rose

the body as fragile as

a petal

the eyes as gentle as

an early morning sunrise

if the beloved were a pigeon
among the rest of the pigeons
the feathers are not white

but as red as a red rose

that just bloomed on that
early spring

and when all of them have
flown away from you the one
that you love most

leaves its shadow

its perfume

its color

its shape, like a memory that
you cherish

despite the passing of all the
years and those who watch you
in anger and pity

deep within still say

how foolish can your love be
how foolish indeed

for you to destroy a self

and banish a world which should have
been yours

forever....
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....How Ungrateful...

it ended
dismally.

how sad
the start
was superb.

smooth life

longer than expected
clear and clean

until it ended

with all disgust.

you fell in love

with the wrong person
at the wrong time and
everything is wrong.
all very wrong they

all swear to God.

and you died
without the flowers.
and then they bury
you the next day
all thinking that
without you now
they will all live
with dignity

happily ever after.

how ungrateful

you made them live

you dress them

you feed them

you shelter them.

and then they tell

you how you should love
how you should live

how you should die.
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how should you be
buried and how you
deserve to be forgotten.
vanished from the very
minds you have created.
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...HOW? ......

try to imagine

how adam and eve looked like
after eating the

forbidden fruit

and how the snake reacted
afterwards

how the forbidden fruit

tasted all throughout the taste buds
of those

who were finally tempted

how the world looked like a day after
when God pretended that He did not know
what they just did
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....Just Dust......

and that is the fact

my dear

you were alone when you
arrive

and alone you must
sooner leave

friends simply

become blurred memories
families mere pictures

kin but passing days

and here you are

at eighty-five coming to the house
for a breakfast of egg and bread
and coffee

where are your children?

did you not brag about them?

did you not say that the more kids
you have the happier life can be?

you are alone now in that black dress
and pearl accessories

and a very much useful handkerchief
to wipe your

tears

did i not tell you correctly what is this

all about?

there is a way to be happy and the earlier
you accept what real happiness is

the happier you can be

just be yourself. do not gather much.

do not think much. do not expect much.
there is much wisdom in being alone
opening the window of the house

sitting on one of those chairs at the veranda
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watching the trees and the clouds
slowly sipping coffee

not rushing with the sweetness of
a little bitterness

for coffee is good the lesser sugar
you put on it

its coffeeness more savored
without much mixing to dote

it is just dust.
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....Not Hello....

that early morning
the wind was strong
and i flew a kite

in the sky against
the sun, ...it comes
to mind, reflecting
upon our lives, that

i have to cut the cord,
and let my hand free
from any hold....and
the kite flies by

itself against the

blue sky, falling
somewhere, and i
tell myselfi am

not anymore
responsible for

what it is....i left

the cord on the grass
and went home alone
feeling what freedom
is.....it is the
separation that makes
us free...it is mostly
departure, and not
hello.
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....Pendulum.....

for i cannot keep you

and i really like this to go

this ambivalence that loops

from hate to love and back

to love and hate again and

there's this euphemism for indifference
that sweetness of a pretension that

you are you and you are strong and
cannot be affected anymore, i like this
finished, but how can i? for there you
are in that simplest splendor, innocence
which i love since i lost it moons ago
with someone who can never love me for
what i am.
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....Red Presence

now that you see
something red in me

read my lips
utter the word

and then taste it

you are right
it is bloody.
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....The Possibility In Us.....

the possibility of
staying together for years
in one house

and telling each other
about a love that never
ends

a love that must survive
for all those years

and yet the mouth speaks
a name and yet the heart
keeps carefully

another

and yet one still dreams
of a happiness that is not
yet there?

as the mind roams in space
wandering like a molecule of
dust without a

definite destination?
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....Why Worry? .....

dark heavy clouds
hang in the sky

i did not mind, then
the storm comes,
people left taking
refuge in other far
shelters, i did not
mind at all, -

these, will pass away,

love was there once,

oh, it was here for a while,
then gone, i did not mind
too, when it comes back,

i do not know when, i

do not mind. All these
come and go. No problem.
Guests are we, and so

are they, so why worry?
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....Wordlessly Into The Magical Woods....

whatever happened to him
could happen to you and

i do not the least doubt

how time behaves when you
both are gone into a kind
reclusive experimentation.

in this field one must
realize the real purpose.

it is not to please them

but really to only please
ourselves in this wordy
undertaking. Do not expect

hands to clap to your liking.
we are never entertainers.

we are seekers of who we are.
we are taking off from the
busy hours of our questioning.

we are under the trees silenced
by silence itself and no other.
we are gazers never actors.

we only tell about what we see.
if there are additions, which

by our own sound discretion are
added in another stanza, it is
what we cannot restrain because
we really feel it.

after all these, we receive no
payment. We pay the price of our
choice. We are doing what we want.
and then we leave, wordlessly.
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a puppy rushes out of the house upon a
negligently opened door

it rushed further into the the careless gate
into the busy road of the city

wagging its tail jumping happily over its newly found freedom
until it is run over by a mindless truck heading towards the forest

and the puppy lies crushed dead on the busy road where passersby do not mind
what is happening

and you who had carelessly opened the door still reads a book while munching
on fish chips and white wine inside your lonely room.
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....Your Soul.....

before i leave
let me say it.

you are a liar.
a profiteer.

you deceive people
even those lowly ones

you deprive a client
of his landholding

protector you are not
never was it

it is all about your
having money

you have never served
at all

you have all the reasons
marks of your eloquence

money spent for your
education was wasted

you are never an ideal
you are a curse of

mankind, all mankind
wish for your perdition

when you die all those
monsters will take a bite

of your flesh and take
finally with them your only
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soul. And the you have
nothing. Nothing. Nothing.

your eyes will be
taken from your sockets

your bones will be
chopped into tiny pieces

your mouth will be
burned

your ears sliced into
bits

and all these will never
be enough

to pay for your cruelty and
deceptions....
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...A Dome Of Pebbles

it is a shame
now how love
begs

how age bows
down

into submission

there is a

time for recollection
a posture of
composure

that compassion
you finally lend
to yourself and
then you say
finally

i quit

i shall not
humiliate myself
ever and

ever again

even if it means
getting back into
the house of
shell and be
another hermit
upon a castle of
sand

a dome of
pebbles
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...A Little Of That, A Little Of This....

in the middle of all
these struggles

to live

we must abide by that
myriad compromises

a little of courage

a little of rashness

a little of cowardice

a little of attack

and by all means
sometimes we try the
betterment of
surrender

take a little of myself
not much

in the same manner that
i do that to you

a grain of sand

a drop of rain

a chunk of wood

a pebble for a dabble

by the window

a little of sunshine
not that much for
it could be blinding

a bit of love from you
a pinch of mine

the rest remains in
that beautiful dread
of empty moments

and then we take the

fill
and start again for
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another maze of mess
'what a lovely night

to such a bland wine!
what dry lips are these

that shall kiss mine'

RIC S. BASTASA

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

89



...Agony In The Garden Of Desire...

i have a perfumed
body which you never smell

lips ready for your kiss
you never feel what i feel

you have what i do not like
logically

but which my heart all its
life longs for

it has no perfume and i
wonder why i like its smell
why i dream of it

in all the nights of my life
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...Alive And So Beautiful....

it does not matter
what death had so well
taken

a video is left of that
beauty

which we watch with dignity
still

it will be here

remains of what was gone
dust blown

but you are here still
desirable and so
beautiful..

here death cannot touch you
we own you now

we watch you now

alive and so beautiful...
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...Always For The First Time....

it is not a new thing

not a discovery

neither an invention to know
that at the lowest point
of your life

at the ebbing of breaths
you conclude

you write 30

and it is where the word
begins to take life

in SO MmMany ways

in so many forms

of wings and twigs

and leaves and

the hushes of the winds,
and you are there
outside the window

of the box

simply watching intently
seeing all these new,
always for the

first time.....
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...Always Unaffected

time ends
searching for love
it, to gets, tired,
rests upon

an emptiness that
behaves like

a jar

under the rain

in the middle

of a lush

garden

everything
water and sunshine

gets in there

always
unaffected.
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...An Insane Man

man is
i think,
insane

he kills
and invokes
humanity

war can make
heroes

war is an
instrument of
peace

great nations
make war
over a mole

invoking
principles of
pride

the leaders

stay in their
mansions

watching on screen
how many

are dead

it is all about
numbers
and statistics
and
collateral
damages
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...And Then I Fly Away...

do not make
writing a big thing

it is just another
routine

an early morning
breathing

breakfast matter
of words in plates and
cups

make it a conversation
between you and another
stranger

do not mind if it does not
reveal any name or address

keep going keep going
let the hands busy on
something

and you will never be lost
and you will never beg

for a bucket of relationships

for another date in the calendar

i breathe, i delete
i put some more what i think is
there

i draw a horse
i put the word wings

and then i fly away....
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...And You Do Not Know It.

we all want speed.

blame the slow puts.

the Lilliputians prove

that size does not

matter. It is the will.

The mind. Small hands do
much better with the will.

falling stars do it well.

and so dreams come true.
the galaxies move with
the speed we know not
about. Planets are born.
QUICK explosions unheard
of.

i am pointing to a part
of me. You are here.

And you do not know it.
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...Another Beginning.....

you climb the mountain
up to its peak

and on the cliff you
stand and then

scream

the mountains beyond
spread like the ocean
like the sky like the
space into an eternity
of fullness

you shout at the top of
your voice

in an emptying prelude
nature's desire

nothing is changed

the mountains are mountains
still like the skies and the
ocean and the vastness of an
occupying space

and then the silence that

fills you again that ripples
inside you like those

winds entering the window
vibrating to the silky curtains

the much needed
break, the pause, the beginning.

RIC S. BASTASA

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

98



...At The Shore....

the way the sea
speaks to the trees
the way the sands
sing its silence

on a Sunday afternoon

endlessly amazing
your soul too sings
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...Backtracking....

at a certain age
of expected stability

where locks of hair
shine in the whiteness of
its acquired

wisdom

a love poem becomes

funny to the taste of those
beside you

and of your same age

who had graduated from the
hazards of love

calling it even a boring subject
matter

perhaps what they remember
is the pain

and the stupidity having given
much without

the desired returns of the day

but today i am writing a love
poem

for youth

a haiku for tight skin

and peach

cheeks and long black hair
less the stars

afraid of this shame

i keep this to myself like

a forbidden tattoo between my
legs

there is this secret to

life
retracing the tracks of
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youth

and for once retaking the
grandeur of its

beliefs and hopes

no matter what.
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...Because You Are Still Too Young To Do 1It.....

you may have written
the best poem now in your life

but your age will deny it
it is yet not too ripe

the mango is raw and time
says it will be more tomorrows

salt has not crystallized it
and there is rain coming

the thread is not that long
and the torn garment is old

the boat has no sail
and the storms are still coming....
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...Because You Expect Much

you expected too much from life
as though
life owed you a lot

so many things
from the time
you were born
and

so here you are angry
about

the non fulfillment

of your dreams

which

if you really mind

have become

part of the hefty garbage

in the

the history of
mankind.
you bet,

there is more coming.
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...Because You Expects Much

you expected too much from life
as though
life owed you a lot

so many things
from the time
you were born
and

so here you are angry
about

the non fulfillment

of your dreams

which

if you really mind

have become

part of the hefty garbage

in the

the history of
mankind.
you bet,

there is more coming.
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...Beyond Beliefs....

the apprehension from
nighttime till daybreak

was gone upon the assurance
that you are that kind

who keeps secrets as

sacred mantra in the

search for beauty and peace.

what the night did leave it
there. Welcome the coming of
the light slit from the darkness
of the soul. We who long for
love. We who refuse to die.

the heart rests and looks

out the window where a garden
of doves are drawing in the
whiteness of the feathers.

i see you and you look at me.

we have no need for words.

I touch your hand and you smile.

i do not need for you to say it.

I know you understand and it is
enough. Love is not the issue here.

it is @ way against the rope.

It is the path towards a new vision.
people need to touch even without love.
people sleep together even without it.
dream together. Live together.

beyond body and age. beyond beliefs.
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...By You Alone....

THERE is this longing
(well-defined like a completed
portrait of

the beloved, the only one
loved and desired)

there is this love unrequited

like hands opening to space waiting
for another hand to hold it

tightly and be taken

in to the window of the sky

there is this empty space still unfilled,
and hence the night is lonely and the room is
dark

with a candle waiting to be lit by you alone.
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...Cage

oftentimes the cage
is like an egg
imprisoning a yolk
between

something that

is opaque

mistaken as a clear
layer of water

you wait
for the hatch

that is the
catch
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...Compulsion 5

it is there

it goes out

you want to hide it in your palm
in your clenched fist

it escapes

as perfume

as smoke
from the chimney
of the house

whose windows and doors you have closed
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...Compulsion 6

you say you will not do it

never again

this sickness this sickening thing
inside you

you smile

you breathe

your stomach begins to deliver a speech

this cannot be

denial, denial, denial of the natural color of your hair
one that blends

with your skin

one that speaks the words that your tongue

has been keeping

the one that you hide

and pretend it is not there

it grows

and becomes big and so visible

you knife it out
never shall it heal
this wound this life
this is what you are
and ever shall be

forever, and yet you keep it hidden
funny, because they are all seeing it

and speaking about it

it seems, you are the only one
mute, deaf, blind and so dumb
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...Departure.........

it happens

truth on both sides
truth on extreme ends
truth on the left

and truth on the right
what you thought was
false has become true
by now.

and so truth becomes
two faced. each face is
true. Nothing is false
there, you know it by
heart. You love this and
you love that. Both are
truly loved.

you are not false and

they are not too. Love

is here with both hands
and happy feet.

dancing to everyone.

Not just two but everyone.

both doors are true.

the house is true. There
is no false door here

or a false window.

each serves what truth is.

you enter by that door.
i leave on this door.

I look over this window.
You stay there.

now, are you still

discerning whether
what is claim is false?
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hold my hand.

not one of us is false.
even if love has left

us both. we remain to be
true. Departure.
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...Destined To Be Gone.....

once i want to be like them
they were on the streets
raising fists,

they keep on saying
the system is all wrong
and all they need is
reformation

to a certain extent they
killed those leaders
they want reforms

they all want change

then they win and take over
properties are taken

those who do not belong
are executed

here they are

another set of oppressors
they are the change

that need to be changed again
a cycle of executions

back to the barracks

oh yes, those who kill by the sword
now also perish by the sword.

and i watch all these by my window
from the house they burned before
which i have reconstructed

it is the same set of men
with blood in their veins
hearts of steel, bones of iron
minds of rocks, all mortals
destined to be gone.
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...Dog Talk

and so too
i have a dog
whose only
language is

bow. and
WOW.

and true to
the limits of
his language

as he walks
and sways
and rolls
and runs like
a dog, and

true indeed to
his nature

this dog comes
before him

and then it makes
the bow and then
believing in his
power and glory

this patriotic and
loyal dog keeps

on saying: wow WOw WOw
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...Eternity....

looking for a cure

for this

undetermined sickness
unto

death, the foundation

of all

philosophies combined
trying to find a door

as escape

into another house another
door

into another escape after
escape

this is eternity.
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...Even Before We Are Bomn....

the world knows what it wants.
what it wants to hear.
and you know that.

so speak only of hope, and happiness.
listen carefully.

it rejects what is bitter.

it frowns upon those who suffer.
those who are hateful, it shies away.

you must listen.

you must obey and comply with what it wants.
History is not poor.

It is rich with all its blotting.

How a village of sufferers is buried.

How a continent of blasphemers sinks to

the bottom of the ocean.

Gone.

Speak cleanly. Write what is good.
Sculpt what is beautiful

You may skip the truth.
the one which hurts, the one which shakes us.
the one that Kills

even before we are born.
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...Flush, Flush...Flush...

bleach the bowl
into the whiteness
of sky

the flavor of vanilla
sit in there and feel
your kind of heaven

flush.
flush.
flush.

feel the cleanliness of
your soul

flush.
flush.
flush.

do you talk about the other
toilet bowls?
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...For All Is Fair In Love....

all is fair in love

repeat it to yourself
when you find yourself
empty again, alone with
all your failures

alone with all your
longings unsatisfied by
fate and time

for here i have seen

a king beg for love to a
native, like a lion pulling

all his teeth in exchange

for a handful of cares
surrendering a kingdom only
for a kiss.
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...For I Am No Longer There......

if you read

this

you must disown
me

you must throw
this

and take back
what i

was

you have your
own

idea about what
i must be

what i should
become

and what happens
next is

the way you choke
me to death

you keep that
stuffed toy

as me
pleasing inside
your

glass cage

when you go back
to the house
where i live

when you open the
door

and switch on the
light

the night will be
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perfectly empty
for i am no longer there.
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...For I Still Love You...

i spread feathers

in the air

filling some space

in the neighbor's
yards

and they start talking
like parakeets

something about you
which i have never
touched

but i have no regrets
for i still rely on feelings
which never lie to me

perhaps i was misled
and betrayed
but it does not matter

for i still love you
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...For Mama.....

i wonder

mama why the fire
i put on

the empty jar
dies?

and so mama
i fill it with
water

since we both
never liked
the howling
air....
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...Foul And Stinking

that was the moment
when value was put to a letter

one which you read so many times
alone always remembering that kiss

that hug, the sleeping together
in one room one rainy night when

home is far away, when there is
only the two of you not remembering

what passed, that land which landed
on her breast, that foot on hers,

the paper went yellow, like a pencil
with a cut head, which you do not wish

sharpened, and there was that night,
when everything was thrown in the dark

the window did not wink, the stars were not
there, and you are alone, mumbling

going crazy over nothing, remembering
that which does not remember you that

which has no love, cannot love and never
ever was any kind of love, foul and stinking.
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...Free And Happy

at night under
the stars
dancing with
my own shadow

as you watch
me with all
contempt and

i perfectly
understand it

tomorrow i
build a house
of my own
where i can just
be myself

free and happy.
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...Glossy And Artificial....

my elder sister has chosen
a blond hair as she aged.

she is dying, and she finally
got her wish, a blonde hair.

the die is cast she said.
she gambled her life and she lost.

i pause to consider fate.
we never really had choices or

if we had, what happened
was always beyond our control

for instance her wish before
was only to be a teacher to

follow mother's footsteps but
she got sick and had to stay

at home and just watch her life
flow like a river while she

remains a leaf carried to any
direction as the wind pleases.

at the peak of this hot month
of june on a tuesday we felt

that it is really the first time
that we talked. No pity this time.

nothing about regrets just the
trivial matters about nothing

for instance the fact that her
leche flan is not that sweet to
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cause me my tonsilitis and that
i may have bactridol again or

another round of ten days for
antibiotics or that it is surprising

to know that wonder woman is
hercules' sister? oh my, they never

taught us that. We are at the surface
of things, glossy and artificial.
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...Hence The Sadness....

i have so many dreams
i gather them inside my cup

of hands and then i throw them

away
spread them like seeds of
sunflowers for soon

i create a landscape while i
am away on a trip faraway like

the one that you cannot see anymore

from where you

are undressing in that garden of

longings,

there is one dream that i want to

share with you
i hope you are there

it is the sun rising from the sea
of despair

spreading its hands to the forest

of hopes

inside the darkness there i find you,
we are naked, we fuse, and then we
do not know which of us is us....

i do not know who penetrated home

inside that room of illusion...

many forget this. and hence the sadness.

RIC S. BASTASA

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

127



...Hope You Understand....

you it is fake.

what you are watching is just a film.
actors playing roles.

making love. for fame and money
and even survival.

life is recreated. sadness is veiled.
happiness is a confetti and all the children
with their mothers watch.

you know that it is not true.

but you are carried just the same.

you cried. you laughed. you remember.
even during sleep

within it, you are pilfered.

you know it is true. You want to be true.
nothing is true.

on this sorrow, you invent.
what is not true become true.
and it does not matter.
everything is passing away.
everyone is dying.

this is temporary. so
does it matter if it is fake?

i watch it too and i do not mind.
it is made with so much

artistry and make-believe, if

you wouldn't mind, is a necessity.

it is fake, hope you understand.
just let it go, relax, and then

have a good night sleep.
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...Human Nature......

the fruit is high

up the tree with all the
dangers

when you climb it to
finally

get that dream

once you get it

however

it becomes so insignificant
that you finally

throw it away

from fruit to stone to
nothing at all
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...I Love You.....

what i touch

i love

it is not what

i have touched
that i love

it is you in there
as always

i love

you.
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...I Will Perish....

you should not be
ashamed of me

for i am simply the
mirror of you

i strip myself and
you must like it.

do not turn off the light.
i will perish.
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...In Bed With Our Bodies...

today i remember you lady

and why? it was you who said you
shed tears on what i have written
and you always ask how i am doing

then i told you just like the rest that
i also tell when they ask, i am not my
poems

and you do not believe me, i am someone else
i give you mary poppins and the sound of music
is not the world a happy place?

i am always fluid, a man with a hundred eyes
and a thousand hands,

not literally though, since i pay

attention, even to the minutest detail about the
lives and feelings of other people

papa mistakes me for a priest and mother too thinks
that i could make a good dramatic actor

as a child i 've been drawing a lot of faces

am i the portraitist?

and i got clay and shaped a mermaid and mama
shook her head, saying these are all not true

i never stop writing though, it is a must,
if i do not do it, the theresias in the nipa hut
is telling me that i will die a violent death

i keep notes, songs, poems in my head.
if i crack the one who can find it first will surely
adore me for that

it does not matter, i have multitasked so well

dabbling from law to anti matter to chemistry and
philosophy and mind you
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this is the jack of all trades speaking
in pain but who believes me? nobody nobody

when we talk it will be the top of our happy voices

on some silly stories and sorties,

who would believe me about the castle and the ponytail?
papa is dead and so is mama. They suffered, but how did

we really know? they always quarrel and so the truths of their

pains were never really exposed.

now we are facing a door. IF it opens watch out.
we will be sucked in and they will not be looking for us.

space is limited and they need that.
what we occupy shall then be theirs and they will say

we did all so well, and finished all our missions.

they are gone for good. and they will offer flowers and even
cupcakes, and expensive blue colored candles, saying

thank you, now everything shall be ours.
sorry, we easily forget. Goodbye everybody.

the world stays. for the meantime we shall enjoy it.
goodbye philosopher, we are just eaters and drinkers.

happy, just happy. in bed with our bodies.

so where are you now? stay safe and be happy.
and what is your name again?
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...In Finding True Love

the way to my heart
she says is through my stomach

for years this will work
but soon it will not anymore

to live this life and never
finding true love

to die with all bitterness
and please the last worm

give the choice i shall choose
to be born again

hoping to find true love
hoping that it is still you

hoping still that i may know
what true love really is.....
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...In The Circle Of Life

in this circle of
life

where we are like
caterpillars
moving on each
others' ass

it does not really
matter who leads
who follows

who dies ahead or
who is born

for now
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...In This Stay Of Sanity

every moment
is a learning
experience
every weave

on that tapestry
of hate

and love

every thread

of angst

every needle of
need

every
separation and
union
everything and
everyone

every rush and
rest

every touch

and breath
emptiness and fulness
to and fro

in this pendulum of
madness

in this

stay of

sanity
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...In Vegas.....

they warn you
and you believe them
in vegas

that what happened
there remains there

what was felt was
meant only to be felt
there

everything, dirt or gem
flipflopping

waste or precious

you all leave it there
because you know what?

they are meant to be
nothing at all.
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...It Need Not Be Said Actually, But The Heart
Knows.....

i know you understand what is not said

or not even seen yet

that is what love does when betrayal starts
which the other keeps on denying,

your eyes do not have to look at the way
the hands are moving inside the shirt
your heart knows what is not done yet
the other keeps on rationalizing nothing
is done in the haze or in the darkness

it is feeling, yes that feeling which tells

you that there is really something wrong
and those who do not want it ended keep

on looking to the other side of the river
seeing white herons feeding on the tadpoles.
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...Janet's Apple Of Her Eyes

all her life janet

has devoted all her time
to the apple of

her eye

on her wedding day as i remembered
it clearly

her mother cried

her father did not attend it

for the man that she married

has remained to be

unacceptable to their family

of wealth and comfort

love is hard-headed and it always
follows the reasons of the heart
like the way janet finds her way
towards this mess

for she loves her man, and husband
above all

and now that she has a son, back to
square one

janet denies herself of the luxuries
that would have been showered on
her

they all think that she had chosen
misery rather than bliss

that she picks up pain rather than

joy

that she had taken the wrong direction
in her life

that she is wrong and a complete
failure

but no, Janet thinks otherwise
as she looks at the apple of her eyes
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now
her son, her one and only son
the fruit of her love

the joys of all her labors

the reason of her living.
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...Just Another Jest.......

now you wonder

why for all those night
when we made love
we never really kissed?

it could be that the kiss

is not that important

the lips so insignificant

the tongue irrelevant

it could be that we are not
so concerned about what to say
to us

for perhaps who we are and
what we are doing

(in the name of love)

is not worth telling

but it could be that if the mouth

is love

and the thighs and legs are lust

it could be

that we really preferred to take the
latter

or it could be that we are now

shying away from words from the moans and
the drama

from unnecessary romance

for it could be that we just want this done
quick and easy and without much fuss

and less the involvement just the indulgence
for we still have some more things to do

lies to tell later

and more important characters to meet

in the stage of life

and as soon as the curtain falls

there is nothing to carry
like guilt and regrets and we live life again
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as though nothing regrettable happens

and as soon as we are prepared for the next play
as soon as the curtains rise up

we wear other faces again

entertain the audience and tell them

'it's show time again! ' and to be exact about it

less the feelings
it is nothing more and nothing less

but just another jest.
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...Just The Splash....

to keep abreast
we shorten it
to finish it

we end it.

and then you become
silent.

and this is the problem.

there is no sound which
can be heard in this silence

its depth which we want to
measure
is like a well when we

drop the coin

it is just the splash which
we remember.
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...Like Forgiven

Sipping coffee
is a way of
provoking thought

sometimes a
seduction really

the slow sound
savored as the

tongue catches
with something

which is sweet now
and later bitter

hot too, and
to cope with it

you blow, you breathe
and in between these

kind rituals you
begin to remember

love and breaking
love

collecting the pieces
and then

breathing again
sighing

what if? what if?
waste of time

'keep on moving! '
wait, someone is

knocking the door,
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'‘open it!'

don't hide, keep
calm, it could be

love that you
broke, which

upon itself has
taken the burden

of self-repair
and now ready

to have you again
like..forgiven.
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...May Those Who Are Still Alive Always Remember

the church bells
are tolling early dawn

the dogs are howling
on the lamp posts

as usual upon cold winds
an old woman departs

opens the door and the
gate of the house

covers her face with
a bandanna and then walks

the lonely streets of
her ancestry

enters the usual church of
all the old scented candles

prays for her kin and kids
and grand children

may life be good
may the years of life be long

may the dead have eternal life
may those alive always remember...
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...Missing Link, Missing Something, Missing Someone.

there is no
such thing as you

can have everything
there is always something

missing: a link, a key,
a thought,

always, always something
is slipping

on the tongue, someone
you love

sometimes forgotten,
someone you miss is

left alone, there is
no such thing as the

complete me, as always
there is an emptiness

which you say, can only
be filled by God, can

only be taken, and
returned and found by

God, and sometimes it
is God which is missing,

forgotten, left out,
unfound, uncalled.
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...My Little Sparrow....

you are
just one the variations of
my mind

a creation of my own
time, another pattern of this
embroidery

another emotion, a hand of a fan,
at the middle of these fingers is
love, next is the ring, of fire, and wind,

you are the smallest i play with
early morning
when the church bells stop tolling

do not ever think of love

it is not here

think simply of the the passing wind
that hushes to my ear

that cools a portion of my cheek

to be exact
it is nothing more and nothing less

the sparrow is more like it
roosting a night on a twig by the
front of the window of this house
as soon as you hold my hand

it flies away and gone.
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...Myself Included....

beloved
here we are on the same
sad fate

you detest me

and the one you love
detests you too

in the same

and even almost
identical manner

and so here i am
with the cuckoos and
the eagles

admiring the sky
believing in the power of the
desert winds

i never blame you
for now i have stopped
hurting anybody

myself included....
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...Neon Lights....

i cannot leave this
place

i will miss the sounds
of birds

i can sacrifice the loneliness
of bird seeds

i can sit here for hours listening
to bird angsts

grief is shared here, miseries divided
the glory of lives shared and spread like

air in the forest trees like breaths of
butterflies on those wild flowers amid the stones

and rocks and mountain peaks as the morning sun
begins its usual peek.

city creature, leave me here for good
i am no longer the slave of your neon lights.
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...No Regret...

love, i descend

i can even descend
some more, to reach
the floor of

death, and i do not
mind, for the pleasure
is even greater still
even if i perish.

love, count me in,
i am knocking at
the door of your
heart, let me in,
i am ready to be
taken into this
oblivion, i, can,
remember, or even
if not, i have
lived and loved
you to the

fullest.
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...No Regrets For Freedom....

there will be no
regret
in freedom's name

we kill and be killed

we never talk about love
not even this love of
country

which has fooled too many

there may be regret for love

but there must never be any regret
for freedom

here we eat even raw flesh

we chop even the hardest bone
what is this price that we pay for?
butterflies coming out of their cocoons
ants breaking away from their hills
leaving the queen bee to its death
black birds roaming the skies
shakes spitting venom to each other
houses falling, continents rising

a woman giving birth and the

child spilling its first cry.

this feeling of freedom is horrendous.
it can kill me but it does not matter.
meaning is here and i am grabbing it.

between our country's lovely legs.
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...Nostalgia....

rushing to the sunset
when the jeep broke down

marking book lines that
breaks his heart at midnight

still wishing for the meeting
of an old flame

back to the university where
no one knows him anymore
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...Not Even A Cup Of Coffee......

you have power

in your hands

you promise to change
this world, but not

without any bloodshed
and lots of x

the one you use to
mark those who

are dead, or who had

been murdered, whatever
is the right term,

they all end up, pursuant

to plan, and one afternoon

i had an appointment with

you and i have to pass three
doors, and have to wait for
hours just to speak to you, busy

figure, a very important man
in this country, and then you
arrive and we talk, you keep
on talking i prefer to listen,

this time, you claim, the needed
reforms are not finished yet,

it is just an inch of your finger,
the whole body of this country
needs a total repair, again you

emphasize, not without a bloodshed,
because this is war, this is a
revolution and the wheels of change
do not need gas, they need blood,

of all our brothers, and fathers and
even mothers, and you use the word,
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damn, damn all these demons, these
devils who do nothing but destroy this

country. I look at my watch, it is already
5 pm. and traffic will be heavy, and i
really have to go back to my hotel, and

i said, i am going and you said you can
go,

i expect a little amusement, i'd say a

little courtesy, for i am your friend and
buddy, with our sense of personal history,
i never got it, not even a cup of coffee.
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...Not Finding Love At All.....

what was kept

as a secret was

not that we

made love, where it
is forbidden

we bring both to
our graves that
fact that in there
there was no love
at all, but just the
purest of all

lusts

the needs of the flesh
the demands of our
well pressured times
the longings and all
the cravings of lonely
people

wanting to erase pain
with pleasure

not finding love at all.
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...Not Your Fault?

when there is no love
there is only you

no matter who sits there
the chair is still an empty chair

the water you drink is as bitter
as you

the moon by the window
is just a floater

when you walk alone on that beach
this morning you are more of a philosopher than a poet

where there is no love
all trees have no fruits

i know what you will say
it is not your fault.
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...Of Letting Things Go....

we discipline words

that is why we become writers

she likes to say that

as a disciplinarian in the literature
and arts

perhaps i must have taken the
wrong direction

having pampered words which have
become spoiled children

roaming in the part without the
prescribed directions

and one looks at this with this
awareness that this child is not
your child

but of their own universes

and so there is goes in the
spontaneity of merely watching and
letting things grow and go.
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...One Sky....

i see you in that body

it is not that body

it is you that is in my mind

in that other body

it is you which i do not have
but i will have that body

since i cannot have you

that is why there is a need for
me to switch off the light

close my eyes and inside my mind

i must, by all means, make you

my one and only poem from the thousands
of my scribbling.

you do not realize how hard it is

to make a poem as you, one which i
cannot touch, not because i cannot,
but because it should be not.

so i live in the darkness of my hours
in the middle of this world's light.
so i have to live in my mind in the
hypocrisy of all flesh and bones that
keep on saying things which are not.

i do not invite you to be with me.
my world is exclusive. all doors are closed.
and there is only one window, into my soul,

the exit of which goes up to only one blue sky.
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...0ut Like A Dry And Wasted Lang Where Fear Begins
To Grow...

you know how time runs
like a sprinter
at first it does not bother

you, the busy man with all

his art and politics combined
like a bouquet of flowers for

a wedding day, but then the
flower girl has become a bride

and your hair has thinned...
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...Phenixes......

i got

dreams that
never fulfill
themselves
and i attribute
it to

bad luck or
even

fate.

i know how
to handle

all these and
learned to
live with all
of them

for i am the
father of
broken dreams

they all look

like broken bricks
red with

dried blood all
over

dead dreams are
my silent
victories

and i see all

of them

through their
dust and ashes

tomorrow

all rising

like a hundred
phoenix(es)
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...Prison

too much brevity too
can be a prison

you are choked
inside a guess

because she speaks
less and then leaves

you without anything.
you wish she said it.
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...Reality Is Another Illusion? .....

and this is the irony of love.
never mind.

i like you, perhaps i love you
but i do not sleep with you.
i am sleeping with another
whom i do not love anymore.

i look at you, and i regret having

so much time.

time is a lonely clock ticking and ticking.
there is no reason.

i love you. i like to kiss you and make

love with you.

but i cannot simply do it. There are rules of this
game.

so i sleep with the one that i do not really love
or like, but i am a very compromising lover.

i imagine you. i have this power to be with you
in another body.

what i do is just to close my eyes, change images,
travel, make my own scene, you and i, all in love,

every bit, every moment.

when it is over, how simple it is.
life is simple indeed. We sleep and dream again.

did someone older and wiser tell us that after all,
reality is another illusion?
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...Romanticism.....

sing for me
do not talk
kiss me

do not fret

do not show me
love which i cannot
see which i cannot
feel

touch my hair
whisper to me
even those
sweet nothings

be near me
be mine for i am

yours...
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...Sad Soul...

i envy the hands that

touch your lips, your hands
actually,

you have been strict with

yourself

and too selfish not to have my
hands even caress your hair

as though Eros has no place in
your soul,

i beg you, in the uneasiness of my
soul, pacify me,

let me, at least, stay beside you,
allow my shyness to overcome itself,
allow my finger to wipe the blood
in your lips,

allow me to heal that wound,

sad soul.
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...Same Things......

if you ask me
how i am

i always refer
you to my
fingers

they have learned
well the
art of touch

the art of speech
without the use of syllables

running slowly into
your spine

you soon shall forget
everything that you
want to remember

if you mind enough
there is bud, and there are
tendrils

it is a beautiful morning
and the sunshine and the tendrils
and the fingers

all refer to the same things
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...Sands And Pebbles.....

writing smoothly

on one hand trying to get away
with the rules

of this game one does only have
to remember and

jot

like picking shells on the shore
and viewing them against the sun
gleaming

and then putting one them to your
ears

listening to that music that the
wind is

composing only for you

moving on to the other side
thoughts are emptied like the ebbing
of the waters

clearly for a while scrutinizing

what the sands and pebbles could
offer.
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...Seeing All Things Anew With All Awe......

how to end
is a set of many
choices

one takes the
rope

the other takes
the jump

one does not
necessarily take
that kind

of sad ending

someone simply
leaves and be
gone away and

if there be
changes, he may
come back again

and then begin
as if he is a stranger

to the place

seeing everything new
with all awe....

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 169



...Simple Sharing...

they found

an egg

and both of

them are

equally hungry

and so they

fought about

what they found
what he thought
belongs exclusively
to him, and

in the course of
their fight

the egg was broken
the yolk splattered
on the ground

and what they have
is the
eggshell...yes,

just the eggshell
for such

stupid fools who
did not think about
the peace that

can be found in
simple sharing.
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...Sin, Society

to keep you from harming them
they invent sin, make a society,
build a kingdom, and surround
you with soldiers and spies

they put gods around you
and you worship them
they instill guilt, remorse,

and since then love is overshadowed

now, we are still looking for it
seemingly it is gone
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...Solid...Smart....Make Money

there is also a gift
of being not interested

seldom it happens but
it happens

like when the sun rises
and someone stops to admire it

and you keep on walking
rushing for something more important

disregarding what is poetic
and looking forward to what gives you

something to survive: money

you know you cannot live by bread alone
they keep on hammering that to you

but here you are hungry and thirsty
for food and water and

looking for what satisfies your affection
and this gift of being uninterested

works for you, going back to that unpoetic
self, and those old friends of yours treat

you for a drink, here comes a friend telling
you, welcome back to reality...make money

away from psychological weaknesses and
personal whims, and anxieties, take back yourself

stone, pillar, no clouds, no rivers, rock,
soil, sand, scorpion, viper, venom,

the other more candid, says, be the man you are.
make money, support your family, solid, smart.
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...Some Thoughts Of History

if you wish

let there be a big
bang of

this universe
again

do you hate the
war that it
has given at itself?

do you also lose
patience over the
dormancy for

a hundred million
years?

forest to forest
nonspeaking
of its wanton
wilderness?

a spread of the
dry desert for
another billion years?

layers and layers
of forgotten
existence?

sometimes a seed
grows

and creates another
world?

an egg gets hatched
to begin life

again

have you figured out
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for now
the DNA of
this universe?
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...Somewhere In California.....

old mother is
wearing a crown of
leaves

her head half covered
as some white locks
peep like a shy child
from a window

as the rain keeps

on falling

from a dark sky

old mother writes
about broken bridges
loosened bearings
caught by rivers
composing many ships

somewhere in california
you hum a song
play the piano

beside no one...
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...Square

please stop
don't do it sir

please stop
i don't like it sir

please stop
i am leaving sir

i am not queer
i am square
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...Stereotypes....

when you told her
that you are a poet
she opted silence

she remembers if you

travel inside her mind
James, the village poet

who recites poems

of praise for the

village queen who wins

her crown through a bidding

where money is poured
and counted and the one
who obtains the highest
cash becomes the queen of
the sea

the pearl, the moon and
the stars all that they
are used to saying even
without meaning

in their village the poet
works for a pay

and hence cannot have
poems without your money

you are not distinct

from the genetic pool of
liars and flatterers and
so when she finally takes
a look at you

she just smiles and keeps
on keeping that bad opinion

to herself

until you responded too with
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deep silence, that poem within
which you have kept for years

not meant to be shared for

the nincompoops and stereotypes.
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...Still Wanting To Do More.....

the fact is that

when you are too tired
after a hard day's work

and when you arrive at the
house finally

after a heavy

city traffic you just drop
dead on your bed and

when you wake up

and everyone had already
left for their

personal endeavors

you do not mind being alone
you do not even

remember whether you

had dreams

or even nightmares for here
the devil could do nothing
for your

divine situation: tired
helpless

but still wanting to do more.
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...Stnking Rusts....

if only

you look outside the window
you will

find no one

it is not wrong

to just stay inside

and think that

the world thinks about you
and that some are looking
forward to meet you

at the party

if that is the only cue
for your survival

by all means

take it.

if you walk outside the
neighborhood is at odds

with each other over

minor concerns

over bloated problems which
they think

have no reconcilable solutions

if you sail to the other

side

you will find an island of graveyards
dead bodies on their

shallow graves

without flowers without any widow
or children grieving over them

it is such a lonely world outside
your room

so, there is no use going over there
after all
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at the end of the day the weapons of
mass destruction inhibit this earth
embraced by fungus and moss and
stinking rusts
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...Stupid....

the pencil is a mongol

which for the past had served you well
and if it were your soldier

you could have decorated it like hell.

now its head is cut and needs well
the desired sharpening but what's the use?
you discard it, you don't have use for it

anymore.

you quit what you love. No, not the mongol.
it is this writing, stupid.
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...The Agony Of Waiting

to take the most
essential

matters of the heart
you really need
time

to rush is to
spoil it

savor the taste of

life

make a way to always
remember the taste

of love, of happy moments
of hopes and dreams

give yourself more space
occupy each inch

when love is there
gently embrace it
whisper, gasp, grasp,

do not prolong the
agony of waiting.
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...The Controversial Sermon Of The Parish Priest In
The Sleepy Town.

lazy juan who waited
for the ripe guava to
fall on his mouth lays
asleep under the tree

while sleeping a naughty
boy, son of his hardworking
neighbor stealthily grabbed
the ripe guava from that
dwarfish tree and ran away

out of extreme depression
juan died while the child
bragged about what he did
to the other children of
the sleepy neighborhood.

that following morning
the parish priest delivered

his controversial sermon.
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...The Debtor....

when i wrote this
itis 9: 59 in zurich
wednesday and

i know that she is
there lurking in her
bed

still trying to
avoid me and
i am asking:

what did she owe
me and may family
why she is behaving
like a fugitive

being chased by the
arms of the law?

she knows it and now
she is gone

as we wait for the
right time for her to

see the light and then
perhaps

pay.
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...The Glass....

what we desire

we buy and take in our house
keep in a cabinet

we seldom use if ever

only on very

special occasions

for instance
on anniversaries of weddings
and births

no, no we do not use it for
deaths

we use something else which
is dispensable

this is something expensive
and beautiful

and glassy and gleams against
the sun

we are too careful
like we are always on guard with our

toes

today, it fell.
it broke.

and since then we are
not speaking.
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...The Life Of Alexander Papa.....

his name is alexander papa

no, not pope, not the pope in your
literary mind, and he died

in 1887, no not 1987, it was

a long time ago, you see, this
alexander papa, who lived a

short life, living it to the max,

in rage, engaged, betrayed, stabbed

to death by the lover of his wife,

not my mama, but their mama, a
woman hailed from Paris, well bred
highly educated, restrained for years,
and finally got stuck with a gardener
who took a bath by the river, naked
and well built, to the amazement of

the restrained woman, not so well loved
by her husband, yes, alexander papa, the
man of culture, adored poet of his time,
revered man of science, who preferred
entomology than making love under the
moon lit by a million stars.
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...The Little Boy Is Back At You

now you seek the silence
of the city

which you can no longer
find

the tiny room is a choker

and it does not look good

does not sound that good enough
for you

you have changed into a boy
seeking the arms of mother

in that old town by the sea
the silence of the birds nesting
laying the eggs for the next
generation

this is the season of longing
where you wake up at dawn trying
to listen

what time had hidden from you
because once you refused to know

the seasons are changing
people move from here to there

as the sun keeps drawing what is up

there and down here

the moon as usual still peeps by your

window

ah you must have remembered the little

boy

scolded by his mother

because till the night he was still
outside playing.
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...The Man Of Peace....

he lived in peace
he rested in peace.

remember him who
was much afraid to
hold a gun and

pull the trigger.
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...The Narcissistic Self.....

i refused
going with you
tonight

i justify that

a balding man

(or one in his
middle fifties)
would rather

stay in the house
sleep in bed

if made to choose
whether to attend
a friend's birthday

party,

i am a liar

he once said,
and lies are
not that bad,
he says again,
if the main
reason is

to survive,

know what,

the real reason is
that

there is this
narcissism of the
self which

finds pleasure

at home

alone and no
longer begging
for another

hand or
another's mind.
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...The Simpleton....

a simple thinking

from a simpleton, forgive
me for the term, says
that there are only

two people in this country,
(or say this world)

the killer and the killed.

like @ man or a woman.

day or night, such a simple
division, without any
complication or sophistication,
why should one befuddle a
simpleton?

why should there be too many
colors of this rainbow?

there should only be black

or white, nothing in between
that is how simple things

are: do not confuse a
simpleton. Life is simple.
There are only two division.

dark and light, evil and good.
and going back to his two
classifications: dead or alive
killer or killed...what about
those who wee and do not weep?
those who carry the coffin
without weeping, or the children
of the poor in the cemetery who
are not involved except to wait
for the free food that are given
by those badly affected?

i am glad i met a simpleton.

there is a house without a door.
and he lives there.
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...The Stony Poem

A poem stays to be a poem
even if you never read it

it is stony

it stays on the road
despite the passage of
all cars

until it hits you on the head....
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...The Thankless Endeavor.....

many still wonder why
Sisyphus till now
keeps on pushing that
round and heavy rock
on that mountain for
quite a long time
uphill and backhill,
unceasingly

those who watch him

have aching eyes and
they are crying and those
who love him broke their
hearts into pieces and

someone who suffers like
him could not longer hold
this matter for granted
went near him wanting to
help and ask him:

'why are you doing this
sisyphus? '

and the philosophical
creature answers:

'..because i love
doing it'.

in the same manner that one
answers why he still keeps on

writing
poetry

besides the undeniable fact

that indeed it is a very
thankless endeavor.
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...These And Those

lots and lots of these and those
everyday, every minute, every second,
at first we lose the it

and then the he and she

and then the you

and you think about regrets and remorse
but how can i ever tell you to change
now you are back

to a certain beginning about this and that

i give up. i close my ears. i listen to my i-pod.
i see you talking. i will not hear you.

you are far away, like a newly discovered planet still unnamed.
indeed, even that, you are still a controversy, a rumor, to be.
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...This Matter.......Of.....

i always laugh
at the idea
that i matter
to you

but i do not need
it, or the laughter,
or that matter

i may matter, but it is
not what matters,

there is no us, in the first
place,

nothing matters actually,

all shall pass, everything,
everything shall always pass
and we are

not even some kind of memories
that they need

to move on, to step forward
and live their lives the

way we once did

it is sad, but it is true,
nothing matters, we do not matter
i do not matter

so what we can do is just live,
and live and live, until there is
nothing of us to live

until there are no more reasons
for living

until we accept this temporary
sojourn

this tavern, this night, this
matter.
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...T0 Care About Nothing.....

we have chameleons
here

and every time we
meet

they do not just
change their colors
oh, they change their
names,

adopt another kind
of personality,

enter your door and
walk out

without much fuss,
and when you finally
say that you

do not mind at all,
they change back to
their original selves
and then

tell you their

real names, where they
were born

and where they really
like to live,

but preoccupied with
your own

confusion, you too
do the same

walk out from their
lives

and care about
nothing at all.
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...T0 Change The Name Of The Author Of The Poem

to change a name from time
to time

may not change the color and
texture of a poem

the one i have read and
noted
still opens its body to me

it will be the same sadness
but rereading it somehow creates
a certain superficiality

for it is a poem denied the dignity

of its writer

disowned, and given away

it becomes another stranger in my page
and i have decided not to talk to

it or

about it, for seemingly it is hard
to expose myself unnecessarily to another

insensitive soul

looking itself in another body
in another layer of time
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...T0 Papa Who Died In 1887

papa i still

remember your anger
and what you

did with it

and here i am
angry too and imitating
you

and perhaps, yes perhaps,
i, now, understand you.

the horror in us

the harrowing pain,

a love so huge

and flaming

betrayed by wind and
fire

and to our feet this
ashes of disdain.
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...1True Love....

here is

your flower
red and shiny
fresh and
dainty

you love it
still

even without
its scent

a day from
now

it wilts.
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...Until He Found Out That He Never Had The
Wisdom....

Ferris once

with a loud voice
enunciated

what wisdom is

the student enumerates
different swim strokes from
butterfly to

breast to

back to dog to

mixed

he speaks and
describes how the body swims

until one day
he was thrown by Ferris in
the middle of the sea

only to find out

that he never had the wisdom
to swim and

survive and live

though not happily ever after....
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...Vice Versa.....

of course

you choose the
lesser evil
where good is
not there

it is not easy
when sometimes
what seems to be
good

hurts both of you

and so you choose
yourself

the lesser evil
between the two
of you

the waiting is

over

and we have discovered
the answer

i have tasted

the best in you
once, twice, thrice
and last night

i realized

how love can be
too deceiving

what seems to be
my pain

becomes your pleasure
vice
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...We Are In The Middle Of This Desert.....

last night i punished you.
you came home very late.
you have a cell phone you
did not tell me where you
are and why you are late.

i deserve to know all these.
i waited for hours with all
my worries.

we all suffer for these.

we did not sleep. we felt the
emptiness of our longings.

i was burned by my guilt feelings.
i think of the mosquitoes all over
your body.

My bed is soft, my room is cool.

i have a think blanket around me.

we are in the middle of this
mirage misleads us

into believing that at the end
is the shoreline of the sea
that will take us inside a boat
into another land of bounty.

here, death has no meaning. Life
too has no meaning at all.
this desert of vengeance, and guilt

and loveless state.
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...Weakening

the hands are willing
but the eyes are weak

the mind is the football player in the field
but the body is this bird without wings.
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...What Do I Have Here, Anyway? .....

a mysterious voice from the crevice
softy, gently teases him, it will be 2017

your time to go, and he listens intently like
a child to his mother holding his hand

with the strength of an iron pole and he smiles
to the air, gently, softly, like a wind to his

hair, it is time to go, i know, he keeps saying,
and muttering later, at any rate, what do i have here?

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 209



...What Do You Have To Lose? ........

the moral

immoral and the amoral
all die

together in one ride

of life

the hope and your hope

is that

they go to different destinations
wherever that be

i am not so sure i must admit
but it is this gut this voice within

that keeps telling

keep a good life
what do you have to lose?
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...What I Saw In The Problem....

the solution to
their modern problem

(which cannot be
solved either by
legislation

much more by
war or

by arbitration)

is @ woman between
two men who finds pleasure

in such a silly
conversation

one beautiful body
soon rejected by four arms.
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...What They Are Not....

things are not
what they appear
to be

not what you think
they really are
and not

what we expect
them to end.

they are not
definitely what
we are not.

not only that

not even that
this world is not
what it is too
that cave is not
a cave

that moron is not
at all a moron

as color is not
the property of
that object

but accordingly the
property of light
which is not the
property of

color itself.

and so it is not
what it is not really
as words are not
that words at most
the way how they
are not used.
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...When I Am Finally On Top Of You....

What i imagine
Is a sun at noon
On top of the earth

I can be that
On top of you
Linked like a chain

And then like the
Sun at midday

I shall burst with
So much sunshine

And then face away
At the ripe time
When all the grass

Are hungry no more.
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...Where You Are Finally Heading.....

language is waiting

in broken parts, mostly,
not new, but disassembled
waiting for you

missing you as always

on early mornings before
you have taken that needed
deep breaths.

it is not feeling anything
unless you begin taking it

one by one, creating and
recreating meaning using

the letters like blocks of

a system, a house, a vehicle,
red corpuscles gathered in

one container with labyrinthine
thoughts, trying to tell you
what and who you are.

now in a paragraph you read
yourself, deciphering where you

are finally heading.
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...Without Speaking

forget about it

it is nothing

do not think about

it anymore

it is gone

tonight, just tonight
it must be nothing

it is gone

and it will be another
forgotten thing

who cannot ever

refuse going back there
who cannot resist

taking another chance
who cannot resist

ever holding these hands
again

kissing you from behind
and feeling your neck
against mine

it is a beautiful feeling

oh it is cold and damp and
dark

but it is always beautiful

and for now

we must forget but tomorrow
when light fades away again
we will see each other

same time same place

without speaking
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...Worst As Ever....

that beast

though a part of it is eaten
it simply

turned a blank face against
the moon

something is missing
is hurting

yet that brute shows
nothing to see

after the meal

the brutish beast leaves
the table

goes out of the house
and plays

the game

out there it eats
another

someone is missing
and lost

it consumes it

and goes back home
without any hint

at all

you ask and there
iSs no answer

you insist and

what you get is just
that wry smile

you think it is innocent
it is never

it is more than you
worst as ever....
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...Wound

a wound will always
be a wound.

a scar may come

to say you are healed
but soon it will
remember the wound.

perhaps you have not
loved enough

to learn from those
whose hearts

are broken, they

say: forgive and forget.
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...You Beside Me....

just tell me my dear

if i wasted the whole morning
trying to figure out

how i want to live the rest of my
life

with you and this

little poetry

sun rising above the hills
birds flying toward the sea
winds caressing the curtains
of this house

and you beside me.
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...You Wander Still....

some storied

which you do not finish
writing

help themselves with

their own words

and so they finish themselves
with their own choices

which from now on is called
freedom.

usually the end is that these
stories live happily ever after
which all readers of course love
to read over and over again.

seldom do storied end with their
own sadness, their everlasting
sorrows, their unsolved problems,
and there is that which confronted
itself with eternal damnation
which no one liked but which is
the truest of them all.

it is a bad story. they all fear it.
how can they read? someone tritely
retorts, 'when they are all inside
that collection of stories inside

a book, where their souls are kept
dog-eared, reserved for the dusts
that settle there till eternity.
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...You, The People

why do you fear
about the unqualified and
the inexperienced?

isn't everything an
experiment? did not all
start with it?

why worry about the
incompetent? did not everyone
start with being one?
after all, my dearest,

these leaders merely reflect
their electors

after all, my dearest,
you make them, you put them

and there they are
despite their mistakes

still work that hard
to please you people...
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...Your Hubris.....

to say
that you never needed
help

or that you are not
into praise

to behave like a
whale

to feel electricity
without source

to turn fists

into stones

to close the door and
windows and

to believe that you
can live with

just a book....
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...Your Nature....

you wish and then dream

but it is not enough

you move on to touch and caress

and kiss and hug

but they are still not enough

you do more but they are still not enough
until it hurts

from a flicker to a heart of fire

to a wild fire until your whole world burns unceasingly until

you become another eternally burning sun star in the vast universe of this
vacuous emptiness

and yet it is still not enough, never, never enough....
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..A Floating Rock

as soon as you find

the truth

you find peace

it is like words turning
into air

and what you see is

the infinity of this wisdom
where beginnings have
no more endings

and you are there under
a tree

a floating rock
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..A Legal Story....

the mother who killed her boy in 2013
the uncle who wounded a nephew on his head in 2015
have reasons to be happy.

there are no more witnesses.

the prosecutor is a lazy bone focused more on his new projects
a new house, another car, a summer vacation in the Maldives.

the public defender is happier with nothing in mind but to ease his
case folder.

the old judge thinks of his retirement package. A home far from the noise of the
city. A reunion with his grandchildren and successful children.

two cases are dismissed. One soul is still searching for a goddess and her name
is justice.
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..A Little Note On Sin....

the trick is always
in the losing

when everything has
no importance

the self for instance
at this point is not

afraid to die, to travel,
to be stranded to fall into

an unknown landscape without
asking for help or

any saving mechanism for here
it is the letting go

letting life take itself
into life or even death

this is the trick
to have no sense of self

everything turns out fine
even if you do not remember

where is life? death are you
here? they look the same

with their scarred faces your
scared face your trembling body

boneless and without flesh
air as you want it, more than

what you feel, what you scream
what you silence
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above the skies are skies
birds below them

butterflies wingless on
some grass of cruelty

a can is a pandora's box
releasing all the toxins

a worm comes out from that
apple that Adam had eaten

it is calling eve, eve,
calm the viper.....
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..A Love Sublime

the sound of rain
the smell of pine trees

the mist by the window
the dim light from the lamp

the night getting colder
in this we are together

in another place in another time
we meet again for a love sublime.
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..A Poem...

something
that gathers
inside your
mouth

and it keeps
on growing
and you spit it
out

with utter relief
and
pleasure.....

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 229



..About Robert, The Fly

so there you are robert
inside your room still writing
the poems that no one cares to read

one time at the party of your mama
someone asks what do you do in life and
you said that you write poems and they

fell silent as though keeping to themselves
that idea that it is not a way to make a living
and that there is no money to it

but you are alone robert and you have no one

and you think that that is the only way for you to live
and they keep on drinking until they are all drunk and
told you finally that you are nobody a no good lazy bone
and a liability to the family and to the clan

and so there you are robert without any regret

still writing the poems that no one reads and that
you keep them to yourself as another fuel

for another living and this you have always thought
for yourself and this they can never understand for
they belong to the world and you didn't.

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 230



..About Us.......

I congratulate you
for that newly-found freedom
of yours

the way you refuse to open
the car door of His Eminence
the candid way by which you
said that he better have fun
and go outside to see the sun
feel the beats and pulse of
the ordinary man.

i love the way you say it.

And we reflect upon the times
of our lives

when were we born?

what did we do?

what dreams did we murder?
what words did we suppress?
what restraints made us
hypocrites and sociopaths and
schizophrenic?

we have always written the metaphors
for fear of the candid

which doubtless had punished those
who were so young before us

and those who were not able to bloom
like the flowers in the wild fields.

i admire you my dear.

Keep the liveliness of dissent

keep the honesty of your faith

we cannot follow you any longer

we had long been dead and buried

in those undisclosed places of

our blank-eyes chambers and blinded
rooms where we are embalmed and stuffed
like the heads of the prized hunter..
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..Adam And Eve Inside Us...

now adam

you have taken
the forbidden
fruit in the
garden that you
never own

now eve
ask if you have

not been instrumental
too in this

eating about what is
forbidden

God is still

asking where are you
and why are you
feeling

shame when it

was never

taught you
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..And So I Chose You...

some have become so clean

and yet so unhappy

others have chosen the mundane
the filth, and remained true

to what cheers this world

flaming it with the usual fire

of humanity

and so i chose you.
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..And Then.....

..and then you
discover another self
lurking

from the very beginning
you learned

breath

which you do not name
it will be unlikely

that they would like it
and you stare at it
touch it as

it touches you since
you are strangers

to each other

you do not love it

but it loves you more
and wants always

to be with you
forever....
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..As The Numbers Keep Rising

the world is telling

you what is happiness
where to get it and when
and why

it never thinks about you
what happiness is where to get it
and why

you always have your own definition
and it does not fit

the definition of the world

and it watches you closely

inside a fence

a cell a box a chain and once

you go out from the box
or jump over the fence or break
that chain

you better have wings to make you fly

far far away

the world has a gun for a freak like you

and they never mind whom to shoot
whom to kill
as the numbers keep rising....
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..At The End Of You....

the shadow
always lurks
in the dark side

of you
it fears light
for it will be

gone by then

it is just like

your two faces
one looking at
the light the other
to the dark

this time you realize
one can't live without
the other

and so here you are
loving both light and
darkness

not that you really
want all of them

along the journey
towards your final
destination

not one must perish
all must see

what happens at the
end of you.
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..At The Reunion.....

last night
we had a reunion.

twenty five years

ago we were teaching
in a science

high school to the
best of our

abilities.

tonight we met
some of the brightest
students we had.

one has become

a judge in a higher
court, the other a lawyer
and an accountant.

the other has become
another teacher like
us and he sits silently
at one of the corner
chairs

the conversations

are overlapping and
laughter reigns as

we remember the good
times

our lapses too

and shortcomings which
we suppress as we
want to forget them

all

in one corner i pick
up a book about an

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 238



adulterer who could not
sleep that night

when he read somewhere
that it is not happiness
which matters

but the passions that
you are living in your
life

thus taking all the risks
of losing a job

a family and even

the sad past.
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..At This Hour...

all the nerves
meet, and they all entangle,
in such a mess,

the little boy
watching intently
cannot find which is
the beginning and
the end of these
nerve threads

it is dreaming of a kite
one summer

where it can fly and run
and fly again

on those green fields under
blue skies....

meanwhile the nerves
are at war with each other

not remembering that they
are all those roots

coming from the same tree
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..Battery Failure....

you are
right about the need to be alone again

after that early departure
the blanket lies flat on the floor like a dead body

your eyes are nailed at the ceiling
and light is just too glaring

then another story comes up again linking the
one which was cut shortly with another emptiness

like metallic chains

and here you are again
meeting yourself again in another telling

blocks of memories fall and begin to break on
the floor

like another engine breakdown and there you are
looking for people to push the car

hoping for an ignition for it to run again
as though nothing is wrong.
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..Because They Are Never Real....

the last poem

for tonight, here in

the place where

ideas live, is dedicated to

a beautiful body, the one,
which i could have touched
or caressed, but which too,
exists only in the mind,

and what are dedications for?
that which we only dream
because they are never real.
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..Bloody Muddy Mary....

look at that one
written by a skypoet
tasting like

heaven

this one is different
tasting like mud

it is written by you

earthling, bloody muddy
mary....
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..Bombs.....Everywhere

some persons are
prohibited to love.

if they love, or make
love, they will die.

IF they will not die,
they will be cursed.

If the curse is not
effective, they will be
excluded from the circle,
they have to go away,
or they will be dragged
away from the village.

and you ask what is
this all about? love is
everyone. Love is love,
and it is encompassing.
Love is care. Love is
sweet. Love is all that
is desired for.

There is a kind of love
which is ostracizing. It

is exclusive only for those
who are loved by the
world, its rules and its
laws.

There are so many people
already murdered in the name
of love.

Many territories taken away
because they love.

Because they love only
themselves and their own
people.

Love should have been
much nobler, much better,
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most divine.

But it is not, here, here,
and there, it is not.
and will never be.

Your hands are broken.
Fingers are severed. And
you are headless on

the mirror. You cannot
see because your eyes
are plucked out from your
sockets.

And this is the journey

which only the Sphinx can
ask, to the unwary traveler,
whose head shall fall

a few meters away from here.

unless, they detonate their
bombs, hidden everywhere.
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..But Life Is Not As Simple As You Think

really?

as you sit on a chair enjoying the place
new guests come in, and let me enumerate them

unpaid rental of the house

the credit card that is due

threats of foreclosure

a death threat

some thoughts about the pain on your left side
(can it be a cancerous mass?)
family feud, soon cases will be filed,
a possible criminal prosecution for
tax evasion

a brother caught as drug mule

a cousin committing suicide

secret sins, mortal enemies

tears fall, thoughts of suicide come

fast heart beats, pulse drumming

heart failure, you cannot think clearly
problems tripling, begetting more problems
than solutions

so, is this chair comfortable
the coffee is cold now, and it is raining heavily

you run back to the house
you are embraced by dead arms.
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..Dislocations....

note the
dislocation

words on the
water

love is not
in the air

principles on
the bottom

and truth is
nowhere to be

found

where are my
eyes?

i cannot feel
my very own

hands.
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..Ecstasy

slowly gently
light penetrates
dusk

as twilight explodes
on the mountains
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..Flashes Of Memories, Flashes Of Lightning

memories flash
like falling rain

makes you wet
and then makes you dance

you get cold
you shiver upon a
loss

under the skies
flashes of lightning

you meet the child

in you

begging for what should
not have been

on one sees you crying
in the rain

thunder hides the sob
of the woman

ripe mangoes fall
the child in you runs to

pick them up

you hear mother calling
father is dead.
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..Floating On The Water....

since it is a holiday here
we have decided to go to the beach
to enjoy sun and sand and shade of
trees beside the shores,

two dogs, a gray poodle and a dachshund
fish for dinner and melon for dessert

exchange of pleasantries and then the dip.

i float in the water looking at the sun
thinking about nothing for hours and hours.

i feel like i am emptying myself to the sun
and the sea and the vast space before me.

and then i hear nothing about you and the island.
the dogs wait on the shore yelping for me.
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..Foolish Love....

if you only knew

it would have been
different

you would have taken
the hands of
compassion

but it does not matter
to me
i, this sufferer

my words are not
bound for explanations
silence is the cradle

of grief

for how long shall desire
inflict

and pierce the flesh of
my love?

this love is a bus bound
to an endless road ending upon
a cliff at night and then

falls off to its own destruction
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..Giving In....

i am giving in to you
finally

and here i am without
much thoughts anymore

i am filled and yet how
come i am still so empty?
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..Going To Sleep....

the eyes

are falling asleep
and thoughts are
leaves falling

at dusk

softly to the grassy
part of the
ground....
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..Gtg.....

i touch your face

i ask you questions
rooting down to the kiss
if you really like it

too

am i the only one remembering it?
was i the only one who likes its taste?
did you fake the smile

hiding in your silence?

is silence a suffering inside you?
i got a nod and it was enough for me
to stop loving you

i myself doubt love. I doubt if i love

you. Was it just my loneliness which

made you mine? a property, a thing to use.
a chattel of the roman period.

my temporary winter is gone.

comes spring with all the flowers and the
the butterflies

comes now the world of colors

and scents

and you have become one of those
insignificant choices that i leave

on the grass

the last bit of the cone

the wrapper of my burger

the tissue that i wipe my face with
to dry my sweat

and to keep me from foul smell

i regain my silence now

as i walk away not even wanting to remember you
i could not hate myself that long
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got to go.
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..Hands As Chains

no one can
be both

eyes and ears

you cannot

be both

head and feet
someone has

to be

something

and this is how

we must

exist

one upon the
other

upon certain
dependencies

at the end of

this tunnel

is the light

of interdependency

empathize
brother, sister,
our hands are

our chains
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..Honestly Without Us....

if you remember

try to. If you believe
try deja vu.

a shadow relates to

a rainbow

and envies color.

you identify with
someone who enters
the same

restaurant that you
frequent

wearing the same shoes
that you are wearing.
you take a glance and
a glance is reciprocally
given, less the
conversation, as shyness
or perhaps

restraint out of civil
courtesy

is seemingly the rule of
this game.

and then it happened.
honestly, without us.
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..In The Middle Of These Hours...

it is past midnight here

where i live and sleepless

i write a poem without a

purpose it is thoughtless

but i write it as i write it

as though it is a dictation

from someone else from somewhere
i do not really know where
someone without a name yet
somehow without rhyme or reason
it is a way to check on me and

you too why you are reading me
why we are here meeting in the
middle of a poem at the middle of
these hours and we must admit
we are lost but never afraid we

are confident that in so doing

we may find ourselves but we
never give it any significance at all.
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..In The Mood For Love....

in the mood for love
amidst so much love
what more could you ask
perhaps the intimacy

in so much secrecy in
this world where words
are nothing but useless
chips meant to fall on
the thick carpet without
even the slightest sound
of the needle pines.
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..In This Corner, No One Is Significant....

with an italian song

in his heart

imagining the canal waters of venice
the gondola and the

woman beside him

he walks out the
busy street
struts around and hums

life is beautiful
the city is alive

he feels the pain on
his shoulder

the flesh is trembling
the eyes blur

at a distance he only
sees outlines

like a Manet painting

the buttons of his

shirt are not complete
something is missing
always something is missing
in between all these

there is nothing to hold now
not even a cane

not even a child's hand

or someone who knows you
and takes a glance about
what you feel

for his stability

the old man is weak
and burdened

the city sees him as
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everyone else's

for in this corner of

the world

amidst the crowd the rubble and
the babble

no one is significant.
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..In Your Own Poetry....

early morning
she was asking for
good health

i do not ask for
what i have

then she prays for
wealth

i still do not ask
for it

and then finally
she asks for wisdom

and i join her

since after all those years
despite all the

efforts exerted

obviously i still do not
have it

Nno wise man is
stuck in his own

poetry.
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..Into Anonymity....

he knows he is

lost but he knows
too well the
excitement of being
lost much greater
that the feeling o
not finding the way
to home again

you lose nothing
nothing is there anymore

all the bridges are
burned

all paths are covered
with water

out there a new door
is opened

you are reborn into
the amazement of
anonymity.
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..Into Stones...

to each his foolishness

there is no perfection without that
stain of stupidity

how can i be human without this
blemish? forgive me for loving you.
you will get what you see.

all i have is this honesty.

you are stupid too, as love is stupid.

takes time to understand what is
this stupidity all about.

takes time to accept how we lose
how pride had eaten us

and turned us all into stones.
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..Leaves Of Grapes....

they will never

know that when i left
the house

inside my car

it is raining heavily

outside the sun is hot
as ever
the leaves of the grapes

are withering...
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..Lessons Learned From The Piano

you said it well
you just cut one of her fingers
that play the piano

one key is taken

the piano never sings again
the woman had lost her voice
her heart

her only love

the only lively feeling she has

and you keep the threat
you shall cut another finger again
another finger

and do you really think
that love shall go away scared
and trembling?

no, she says, with blood
oozing from her hands

no, no, no.

her love will always be true
and not for him
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..Little Bud....

virginia

do not mind them
stay as a bud

keep it

never mind the pain
do not be tempted
to that flowering
the pain is there
and will always be
there

keep it

you are more beautiful
as you are now
little bud.
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..Loving The Young One....The Tragedy Of The Rose
Bud

the magnificent sun
has arrived
confessing its secret
to the rose bud

kisses it and burns it.
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..Mist And Wind....

what is in you
that teaches this
lame heart to
dance again

to the rhythm of
light and rain?

i am wrong thinking
all these times

that i am complete
and needing nobody

i am in love with you
and here i am helpless
to your indifference

i realized how blind
am i

i am a leaf falling from
a twig

taken by the surge of
the mist and wind...

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 269



..Notes On The Piano

if you cut her fiver
fingers simply because
she no longer loves you
in her pain she can

still play the piano
much beautiful this time
that the whole universe
stops to listen

if you break the piano

or throw away everything
that resembles the piano
the earth offers all the
trees and wind and leaves
to be her piano

you cannot blame her for
changing for she never did it
it is love that changes her

it is love that tricks her

into loving another which
she cannot prevent from
happening

she will be mute and never
learn how to speak to ask
for forgiveness

she will die without having
to regret how she had loved
another

love has its own ways of
betrayal

love has its own ways of
putting frailties in so
much grief in tragedies
that become immortal
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..Nothing To Save....

takes time to learn this
harsh truth

what you took for love
is just trash to the other

you're so serious and stupid
the other is wise and rabid.

be a dog to the dogs

if need be kill for the bone
run wildly and feel the stone
make love then leave

there is nothing to save.
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..Of Madness And Atrocity

some have been
looking for the exact spot
of happiness

where is it? to a snake where
does it lie?

sometimes that very spot
is beside death itself

which keeps on reminding
not to touch it unless you too
are willing to pay the

price

a boy about to reach manhood
touches it with his finger and
he becomes ill

her mother had gone to consult the
witch doctor who tells about the exact
spot where death lies

beside a brief moment of pleasure
that every boy wants to become

the men have become accustomed to this
and having earned so much money

they pay the price for other to die

for them

and the women who dream of power love

this event that had taken a toll on the lives

of ambitious poor men

from faraway lands whose villages are nothing
but dots

in the map of madness and atrocity.
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..0On The Left Foot And The Solo Tree....

there is this sea tree
standing on a rock alone

the color of the sea is
bluish and silvery

and he writes blue is
perhaps the warmest color

and he remembers how he
put his left foot

on the sands where she
left hers once
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..Or If We Were Roses On That Frosty Night

your poetry
have become my shadow

as mine too
had always been

and so we have
become more of shadows
to ourselves

lost in darkness
we talk about something
else

oh, reality is not

fun at all

as we touch our bodies
feeling like

stones

or if we are those
roses

on a frosty night
we have grown
more thorns
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..Other Than This....

i am telling you
and i will always tell you this

it is the pain that makes it beautiful
and the more pain there is the more beautiful it becomes

do not ask what is it
what it is
itisjustasitis

and nothing else

and here comes the ultimate thing that i must tell you that
ultimate beauty in pain that perfects what beauty is there left in the course of the
flow of all these, all these, all these

they you lie with eyes closed and a half smile surrounded by a cloud of flowers in
perfect beauty in perfect peace as they say the prayers allegedly for you but
without their knowing that they say these prayers for themselves who still think

that there is another exit other than this....
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..Parasite To My Skin...

this came to me

when i have so many things to do
and i do not know where

to start

you arrive at the point when

i am numb and senseless

but we try to manage somehow
we are normal and alive

the ugliness is not well arranged

which could have been done by the
skills of art and contained emotions
when beauty came the door already
closed itself for the much needed sleep

and you make dreams as tools as you
claim something spiritual in you
mist in my eyes, sweat to my brow,

scar of my heart, parasite to my skin.
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..Perhaps It Knows From The Very Beginning....

do not suffer
the ache of my own tooth

lest you be too assuming
it is your hypocrisy that
repels me

look at me, carefully look
at the creases of my peace
words of grief are not well
kept in place

sobs scatter like mosquitoes
on the swamps

sadness crumples like waste
paper in the screen basket

you have suffered the same
curling inside a room like a
cocoon

it is always a sigh of relief
that 'when' is a word that invites
the 'period'

write 30 on the diary

and in one of those pages note
a reminder, ' i was once in love
the feeling reels like a snake
on my neck

and when it bites and i feel

the trigger of electric emotions

i know, i never had the antidote
for love, if it was hate or
indifference, it never cured me,
and here lies the epitaph of

not thinking, just living and loving
and then the dying'
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life is short, it was either boredom
or grief. The new born child cries,
perhaps, it knows from the very
beginning.
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..Please Speak To Me....

for all you know

just be honest, as i am.
when i decide to go

i go, and i do not come
back to take back what
once was mine.

you once said i am unreasonable,

fragile ego, arrogant,

with a pride as high

as a mountain,

i myself cannot control all
these frailties,

once offended, i leave.
and i do not really come back
begging, even if i die.

i hurt most mother.

you cannot forget that.

i welcome hate. I am free.
i have no one, and i do not
belong to anyone.

i am into feelings of course,
but i always rise from there

to go back to square one again.

i love beginnings, know that.

i am into new places of my heart.

know that.

i am not frightened about ending

a relationship.
For i always know how to start
all over again.

perhaps mother when she
conceived me had an eye
on the lizard which when its
tail is cut

knows how to grow its tail
again.
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you do not know the pain.
just like the lizard in the
ceiling.

well, i guess, this having
no fear of losing, whatever,
losing you, and losing
everyone else,

is actually not my cup of
tea.

in fact, i have managed
to stay with you for, say,
nineteen years?

i must be too foolish to
stick it out, but it is true,
i have so many choices,
and i am too foolish to be
stuck, like iron fillings to
your magnet.

was i really in love?
am i really that lost in you?

years, if you have mouths,
please speak to me.
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..Poesy.....

when you prepare
for the worst to come
when you are made
aware of what is
most essential

what is ultimate

and he blames you

for what you are doing
right now

yes, right now, what

are you doing and what i

am doing.....

as others claim that now
it is the end of the world.
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..Random Thoughts In The Marshes...

in the guise of
educating a very
young heart
what love is all
about

a fertile field where
migrating birds spread

the seeds

tall grasses and nesting
herons on the lilies

a boy paddles its way
in the middle of this chaos

dreaming of all the eggs
for the hunger of a family

darkness soon falls and
the mating begins

tonight the rain falls
heavily soon

a cleansing flood
creates another beginning
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..Ratiocination Of The Night

what is the matter with us?

we are shaken but none has fallen.

we are tickled but none has exploded.

we are normal we keep on assuring
ourselves our community our God.

yet the matter is here

our thirst remains, our hunger is still here
we drink without satisfaction

we eat without being full

we make love all night and we end up
looking at the shapes of faces in the smoke
inside the room

we look for eyes in the ceiling

the geckos do not live here anymore

the lizards fall to the ground

the floor shapes our footprints on the dust
the window is a whore letting in

whatever air is there.

there is something good in this prostitution.
we are given much leeway to breath

and we breathe deeply and we feel

this sense of humanity.

the air that feels our lungs.

the blood that keeps on running inside our veins.

the aches are here and we no longer feel.
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..Ready To Be Hanged...

the betrayal is
quick

the fear is

great

but the pleasure
has always
been greater

you repeat it
twice

then thrice

and you say
there is nothing
wrong about
this thievery

oh, they are just
affections

oh they are just
emotions

which you cannot
see

the pleasure is much
greater

when you are almost
get caught

and you keep on saying
the only thing wrong is
when you are caught
red-handed, and there
with your stoic looks

always ready to be hanged.
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..Remembering You....

i will not
forget it when you humiliated me

though you may not have been too aware

about it, because you are a senseless, insensitive ugly woman

whose lust started when you were still even fourteen i think and so you have a
grand daughter at the age of 25

could be like mother like daughter.

sometimes i wonder myself why i did not react to that.
i must have been too patient to simply disregard it or
perhaps

you are just too insignificant for me, but why is it that i
remember you now?

you are foolish, to love me, and i am foolish to refuse you.
i detest you. And i keep on remembering that hell hath no fury than
a woman scorned.

in my class you daughter sits at the back of the room with her daughter. She
looks like you.

the past is a mirror. and we all walk through it.
at the other side is the good side of our longings.

i touch clarity with a finger. I feel the coldness of logic.
ultimately, i like walking all alone by myself back to the seashore

where hermit crabs live in the silence of their old familiar songs.

it is just the wind. Just as always the wind blowing here and there
as i take a look at the side of my body, wondering, if i still love living my life
again.
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..Rest In Peace..Power Woman

she used
people

power woman
exploiter

what i know
recently is

and you know
it too...

sad, but
Nno one wants

to ever
remember her

anymore.
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..Sleep Well In The Morning

take care my
friend

those around you
are looking

up the sky and
then look down the
ground

trying to measure
the height of your
fall

take care my friend
you are not
surrounded by friends
but by your

traitors

keep the calm of the
still pond

keep eyeing on those
vultures

they will surely like
the taste of your
cadaver

take care my friend

shy away from blind trusts
and blanket authorities

at night keep that

third eye waking

sleep well in the morning
when they are all gone.
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..Soon, Soon, Soon......

there is a way
to deal with separation

a game of departure sometimes
is not unusual

you say you want to leave
but there will be no leaving

you decide to stay but in the
house you are not a part of it
anymore

alright you sing, i do not like
to leave but i cannot stay

which of course befuddles the one
who thinks still loves you

there is mud all over the floor
and the windows are shut

so you cannot see the stars so
the moon cannot take a peep in the
room

and what happens next still remains
to be a mystery between the bed and

the ceiling, a haggle between the pillows
and the blankets

all these sorts of inconsistencies and
ironies which play well with the audience

inside a dark theater where you can hear

the drooping of a pincushion, where a camel goes
through the eye of the needle
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that is the show of course of your 56 years
acting and keeping up with the script

what to say, and how to act your lines
so well, without expecting any reward

except the hope perhaps that this would
soon be over, and that you finally find

the one whom you love so truly despite
the tragedies that it had given you and

so here we are back to our lonely lines
always ending with soon, soon, soon, soon.....
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..Star Of The Night Sky

It is in darkness
where you are most
beautiful

very far away when
your silence is appreciated
most

it is at that time

when you fall

when all their wishes are
said

and then come true
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..That I Have Lied....

i pretend to teach you
about love

i was behind you and

then my hands are telling
you to stand still as they
slide from your breast to
your navel, and must to

my disgust you blocked my
arms and faced me with such
a merciful face begging

for a kiss which i have
never imagined for even
once in the entire humdrum
of my life.

and then i tell those who
want to listen that i

have lied.
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..The Apple Vendors Of Galas

we stopped

to hear apple vendors
in Galas

talking about politics

one talks of federalism
and the other asks what is it
and she responds

it will make us rich.
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..The Crocodiles Feast.....

the houseboy is patient with me.

perhaps, he is angry why we care for the flowers.
These are the things that we cannot eat there.
His face is grumbling like a hungry pig.

In the mountains where hunger is the law

the flowers are not even grown for the few who die
at an early age.

there is a need to change the soil in the pot.

The magnolias are pale. The roses are dying.
One has to remove the roots, leave only a few
to give room for growth and later lushness.

His hands are sturdy. They are ready for plows
and the buffaloes. When they swim in the river
it is not for pleasure but to catch fish.

Time to stroll on the mountain sides to have
another view of the daffodils.

He is in doubt. Walking in the mountains was
never for daffodils. You walk to fetch water or

to pasture the cows.

You run to escape the tulisanes.

Come, sharpen the bolo, we have to graft the
sampaguita bush.

No, he said, we sharpen this bolo to let the
enemy know that we are ready to kill and

be killed.

There is no common ground between the poor
and the rich. The native is here to be paid

his dues. He plants your song of india for a wage
Not for anything else.

Then he was asked to sit beside him.

He did not like had been dreaming of his dead
mother and his sick brother who has no medicine
in Marupay. His father is infected with malaria
and here he is planting more flowers along the
road leading to the old house of a master.

He admires the sunset. He curses it.
They were never the same. Though made of the
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same materials: flesh and bones, one has
a dream, the other has the nightmare.

When you die, i will bury you.
When we die, the river takes us.
The deep water swallows us all.

The crocodiles feast.
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..The Exit.....

early

morning you must learn
how is it really

to live and survive

the whole day

time is a circle

you can go in and
be a part of

its cycle or you can
go out and be
simply beyond its
touch

there is a secret door
i know where is it

you just don't take off
your clothes

it is not easy but it is
certain
you have to take off your

body

and then you forget everything
about you

that is the exit.
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..The Fury Of The Eyes Of One Who Does Not Believe
In Love Anymore

Anna, you should know
how it is to kiss dead lips

how to find where love has gone
mad into streets without names

how it feels to be in the desert
again in the middle of nhowhere

at this coldest night
where my heart has found no shelter

you could have seen the fury of
protest from the eyes of one

who does not believe in love anymore
who is dead and has no choice left

what to do with coldness
how to be a friend of an angry wind?
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..The Good Side Of Anger....

anger is not at
all bad. You say it.

at times when

peace does not arrive
why not

entertain anger.

it makes you alive.
takes you away from
self-pity and

regret or remorse

welcome the storm
rage against it with all
your anger.

set to sail. Live or die.
it is the anger that

propels you.

if you survive, pass
this on
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..The Horror That You Have Already Mastered....

to repeat, remember when we once
met, years ago, facing the sun setting as we
have nothing to offer but our silence,

that golden silence which we take pride of
because it healed us, for we were sick and then
no one was telling for fear that we be taken into
that isolated island where only shadows live

i have nothing to say as always. I live with my mouth

shut. It is like mama's door and the only noise was when papa
kicked it to force it open because he wanted to keep the family
whole

never mind, that is not what i want to recall,
i am here. The rain just stopped. Someone has arrived singing
trying to please the house for whatever it is worth.

i am not myself but i no telling the wall.
it has scattered ears on the floor.

sometimes actually you write to kill the hours.

and you kill the hours because you cannot kill anybody

at least for now.

the murder is done. Now you feel comfortable. Unlike everybody
else, who by their most normal selves, feel the horror which

you have already mastered.
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..The Interstices

the interstices

had given us a view
of the other place
beyond us

too, it has provided
the paths for air
which come and go
to make us breathe
and thus live.....
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..The Life Of The New Cancer Victim....

i saw the one
drooping with white hair

mouth covered to avoid
infection

she says he needs
more sessions for the chemotherapy

she lost hope but he insists
there is

first time to see him
after two years and then

i sit on one of those
breakfast tables of the center

thinking like the way my wife does
everything in life is fair

what you took shall be always,
as always, given back

your hands cannot hold anything
you body cannot.
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..The Lonely Man In The Making

and so he gave money

to the owner of happiness
which also

by years of poverty has
learned to trade it

to those who badly needs
it inorder to survive

and so he paid

gave the money and got a hand
and then the whole body

and then a memory

happiness understands
what is necessary

it too understands what
is surplusage

much more about waste

deep in his heart

there is nothing and he knows
this and so he went there
again

to ask from more which is
also hurriedly given

nights and nights and more
nights of seeking pleasure

and presumably also having taken
it with all ease

and

secrecy, but in the silence of

dawn

he can hear his heart sobbing

which he tries evading

always telling him, that it is

wrong, that it is a very horrible wrong
to seek happiness using money
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but he said, i am tired of love

which hurts

i am only asking for the shallow part

of it where i do not have to swim anymore

tonight the stars are coming out again
trying to draw a story in the sky and he
will be there watching them all

in contempt and disbelief

the years had been rough and the stars
have never told him

the best story ever

not yet, perhaps.
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..The Love Of Self....

this day i have seen

the other side of my island
it is ugly but it is beautiful
you will not understand it
in my island there is only
one coconut tree and it
understands only me

it is ugly but it is beautiful

if you really know what i mean.
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..The One That You Really Love Is Not This....Stone

you finally find

what the other loves

a stone, glossy and golden
but not gold, still with

the warmth of the palm,
smooth to your tongue,
tasking like salt, but it

is not salt, just a stone,
but it is not a stone
completely, it has the
imprint of a recent hold,
not to you but from the
other, still bearing the
scent of recency which you
want to put into eternity.
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..The Poem Of The Cheap Lady In Town

now look at me
my friend my love
i am a broken shell
egg yolk spilled
on the plate ready
for your frying.

it is the breaking

that gives me the sense
of freedom

now i am free

i surrender to be

eaten at your

breakfast table

i wish you were alone
in the loneliness of
your own morning
when you slice me
into bits of fine pieces
into the mouth of your
pleasures.

do not tell me about love
i am but an egg shell
cheap, and all markets have

me taken for granted.
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..The Poor Creatures...

everything in me the wind
shall take

and there is no need to bury
the wind eats

what it once vomited

me...and you.

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 307



..The Right Choice

to tread upon a path of
less excitement

less joy but there you

are with your mouth
closed

hands confident

and feet strong about
what you really believe in.

after all

it is not the happiness you have
that gauges who you are

your worth as a man

among the choices there is
only one which is right

it is not the happiness

it is what is right

in a place where you stay
proud for what you are

you appreciate yourself and
believe in you

more than ever
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..The Sadness That Has Come....

didto sa gawas
mora kag malumos sa
kangitngit

outside the house
you are like drowning
in the darkness

ang kalibotan lapad
dako
unya ikaw rang usa
gamiting nga walay
pulos

the world is wide and
big

then you are alone
tiny

and insignificant

madungog mo ang
pagbangutan sa imong
kasingkasing

you can hear the grief
of your heart

ang imong pulso
nagluksolukso nga
morag mga baki

sa pag-abot sa ting-ulan

your pulse is jumping
like the frogs when the

rain has arrived

apan lahi
dili kini sa kalipay
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mahitungod kini sa
kasakit

nga wala pa nagpaila
sa iyang

tinood nga ngalan

happiness has nothing
to do with it

it is about the sadness
that comes and who has
not yet told you

what is its name
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..The Scope Of Your Imagination

there were those

who were constrained to take
the opaque world,

embrace the metaphors

and take hints from simple
things like a grain of sand,

or a speck of light

or the flint of a collisions,

the spectacular firefly,

the farthest star, because

if you understand and if you
utter the correct word of

their state, the way they ought
to live and be happy themselves
or just be the way they

are, being born and concealed,
growth suppressed like a seed
inside a can, a peeping hole for
its existence,

then you may finally find a
way to annihilate them, and
proclaim that they are the
hazards of this world who must
be eliminated at once.

you sleep with them you work
with them, but you will never
know them.

in poetry they are your
metaphors, for they too are
metaphors themselves, which
take meaning depending on the
shape of your taste,

the truth in you, the mirror

of your projections,

the scope of your own
imagination.
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..The Seven Heads Of The Dragon In The Place Where
We Live....

in where we

stay

there is a dragon with
seven heads

the first head
has an apprehending hand
a net

the second has a pen

and it writes what is wrong
how it should be

punished or corrected

the third head

has no eyes only ears
and its hands are
holding a knife and a
scale

the fourth head

is the listener always
protective like

all mothers

to their children

the fifth head

is the keeper of the key
of the door of the

big house

without windows

the sixth spits fire and
gives off toxic gas

the usual dragon that you
have known since

the birth of movies
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the seventh is the most
casual and ordinary,

the man and woman in the
streets

who smoke and drink beer
and who may choose

not to speak about
anything or

they may indulge in your
liking

speak the truth

and then be

heard.
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..The White Bleeding Rose And The Dying Child

on the first day
you are the white bleeding
rose

even the vase at the
living room

does not wish to have you
in

who wants pain anyway?
and so the lady of the house
has only disgust for you
white bleeding rose

thrown away into the bin
until a child finds you in the
garbage place

treasuring you as its one
and only flower

that cheers it for the
rest of his life

and that is where meaning is
found
which wilting has not destroyed

the white bleeding rose bleeds
no more
to the happy face of the dying
child....
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..There You Are......

i know how fast are the days moving.
flashes of night and day. it is all
about walking and sleeping all over
again, like calendar pages that we
tear month by month. Rolled.

forgive my preoccupation about all
these mundane matters of liberty and
seclusion. A pile of paper works.

i look forward to that day when you
tell me that i am dead, which i may
have missed knowing. Know that i have
always told you, how always happy am

i. Meaning is self-made. Your art is
a shape and color of endless definitions.

an empty wall, a smudge of paints. Bottle

of colors and scents of flower petals by
the window. There you are emptying again.
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..Those That See The Sorrow....

the temptation in poetry
is its self-centeredness

most of it, is about the i,
me, and myself thing

it is here where the earth
becomes the center of the universe

the sun cannot complain and the
stars fully understand this matter

there is another option however
when you as the earth emits fire

to light the sun and yet be not mocked
or be subject as their laughing matter

the earth is trying to light its own path
and the sun understands and the stars do not complain

for it is here where the earth grieves in its darkness
and those who see the sorrow, just let it go.
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.. Till I Finally Sleep....

you know i have always wanted to tell you about the story
of conching.

i have already planned everything, from that nice beginning to that sad ending.

but i changed my mind. i decided to keep the story to myself.
i cannot share what breaks hearts.

it is the beautiful pain of my dear cousin which i want to keep and hence finally
decided not to share.

it is more beautiful in its private box. I rewind constantly its song, over and over
again. Till i finally sleep.
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..To A Love That Must Remain Not Uttered Even In

The Graves

it has been my wish today

to write you a poem of love

like a slight rain on the grass

a tap on your shoulder

not a wink from my eye it will

be vulgar

i like to send you a gentle hush
from my breaths

i could have told you in whisper
that i am ready for this moonless
night, where it will be dark, where
we do not speak, where our hands
are lovely in the cold, our bodies
wrapping up a present for our
two longing hearts.

you must understand that i am
never allowed by these rules to
even put your name.
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..To All Those Concerned

if example
cannot teach
you,

how can
words ever?

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 320



..To Dance Again....

and then it was learned

oh, they're back to each other's arms
once again

and not one of them has told you
what's love all about

that it 's lovelier the second time
around

their smiles grow that flower of envy
like a willow, like a cattail,

and the lovely air hums its sound

that can kill what's is there in your ear

philosophy comes in with a succor
life is like that

you cannot take everyone you cannot
have everything

what you love does not love you
and the one that loves you more
you do not ever care.

and then tomorrow comes like
everyone else

you move into these facts of life
with burdens in your head

and you live life as though nothing
happens

everything comes and goes like
everybody else

here comes the rain
and your feet are ready to dance
again
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..To Find My Lamb.....

wolf
i cannot feed you
all the time

i like your song

and i sing it sometimes
i love your tail

and your teeth

i wish i had them too

but you know that i cannot
be you

for i am still human

and we had been friends for
quite a time

but this time i am on
my own

i travel alone

and i am taking you out
of my mine

i cannot feed you now
wolf
i am getting away

to find my lamb.
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..10 Love.......

ang paghigugma

sa wala nahigugma kanimo
balaanon

dili mo matawag nga
paghikog ang

sama sa ingon

to love someone who does
not love you

is sacred

you cannot say that there
you are

committing suicide

ang paghigugma sa

dili angayan nga higugmaon
usa ka pagsukod

sa kalawmon sa gugma

to love someone who does not deserved
to be loved
is to measure the depth of love

higugmaon mo ang
nahigugma nimo

kasagaran maoy makalumos
nimo sa kahaw-ang

kay mao man god kini ang
kasagarang naandan

to love someone who loves you
most of the times is the one
that drowns you into emptiness
because this is usual this is
traditional

most likely as they all say

usa ka gamayng kalibotan
napuno sa kabulakan
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bug-at, makalanag na ang
pangalimyon

pagkadaghan sa mga buyog
nga mamaak

naglibotlibot kamong duha
dayog kalilong

a small world

full of flowers

heavy on its scent which
has become toxic

there will be so many
bees

circling to take a bite
and there you are

too close and crowded
drowsy and tired
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..To Save Me Away From You

now i still write about love
but this will not last that long

soon i will go beyond all these
illusions

like a child running away from
a mad dog

i will jump higher

over this fence

into the wild grasses and forest
away from that old house

i know about a black bird
who was once myself
and it is coming back to save

me away from you
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..To The Old Woman Who Is Greedy And Shrewd

old woman take
what you have to
abuse the power
that you have
now

grab and grab
whatever is

to you a much
needed luxury
another new car
more money
another mansion
in the suburb
continue being the
shrew

the devil is waiting
for the taking

of your

wicked soul.
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..To You The Angry One...

KNOW THAT

when i begin writing these lines

i am exhausted for this day's work

for i have overworked myself

drag myself beyond the prescribed
limits

i am thinking despite all these
sadness, pain and anxieties if

there is still something in poetry
which appeases, or pleases or makes
us redeem ourselves from beast to bird,
from rock to seed,

if there is still hope in the tenderness
of words,

the comfort of syllables

the beauty of imagination, the coyness
of the literal dove

which even without wings still struggle
to fly towards its one legged house

up in the hill where the clouds

have already retreated to the nearby
mountain as night hovers in like

an eagle with glowing eyes

like the embers of your

anger.
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.. JTreasure Box....

to capture

beauty with your bare hands
the fingers

have to be hurt

to hold peace

you cannot do it with your
hands in the

shape of a fist

to be king
you only have to be
alone

to regain speech
one must take the cudgel
of silence

yes, it is this sacrifice
that gathers the pieces
back to the treasure box
of the self

again
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..Turns Sweet Thereafter.....

attuned for quite
a long time about the taste
of a failing love,

time finally teaches us more
to its realistic menu,

bitterness often repeated
turns sweet thereafter.....
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..Under The Sun

it is unfair

you realize

how you give a world
and yet

how selfish is the other
not even lending you

a glimpse

of his piece, a shadow
a sound

a moonlit room

you grab love
undeserved

you see a face
of grimace

as you ask for a
just a feather

of affection
which no one, no one
is willing

to pluck out from
a body of

birds

it is time now

for a gathering

of fallen hairs

wear a hat and roam
the daisy fields

under the sun
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..Unsung As You Named It....

i will be a song

old one kept in a trunk
written on a dusty paper.
ink is fading and soon

i will be gone.

you have to sing.

you must.

you have to sing me.
you must love me.

if you won't and if you
can't another will

in another time

i could be sweet

i could not be

for then i will become

an uncertain song

not one will remember
SO sing me now

sing me, sing me

if you can.
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..We Just Lived....

time passes
without our knowing

the sunrise turning
into sunset

the plane finally on
a touchdown

without our knowing it
music and poetry did it

movies and memories
songs and dances

our conversations from
home to home

without our knowing it
we just lived.
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..We Never Really Made It....

i can still remember
though honestly i do not
wish to anymore

that port where the boat
was leaving and there you
were waiving your hand as
though we still love each
other, and that was the last.

when we see each other again
this summer, i wish i cannot
remember, foremost that pain
of having loved you truly but
we were never really meant for
each other, we just didn't make
it through our dark nights.
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..We Tipsy....

the one we love

is not

reason

it is beyond

behind

or in the middle of

that reason

which is not exactly reason
for we are

tipsy even without the

first drink

and we shake like a boat
amidst a very calm weather
upon a bright

day.
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..We'll Wait With A Drink.

the way you predict it

many times the world is about to end
and hell is coming

for those who have fallen short of
prayers

it is always a calling for repentance
people must

i imagine myself, what if i have

to wear a sack for a dress and

hit my head on the wall so that
the blood of my own redemption
shall come,

as always on the date of the ending
the world still is rotating and
revolving without bullets of the gun
no one is hit, no one falls dead on the
floor, no one dies on the street,

no balls of fire, no choir of angels,

the traffic is getting worse, the haze
comes, there is a need for masks,
we still eat our meals and snacks
drink coffee and engage in talks

i like it this way, just listening to you
(but i guess not that seriously enough
when we were once kids deciding for

a jump to the river from the coconut tree

or killing doves with our slings using
our magic stones, or the way we believe
that we can be davids to the goliaths

of our dreams...

well, life goes on and on, and if you

still be the doomsday prophet of my time
i still feel free, not to take you seriously,
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if sooner we die, and we know it's certain,
let death do its work, ..we'll wait with a drink.

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 336



..What The Song Did For You....

because you love that
song
you keep on singing it

the lyrics give you

life

the melody makes you
fly

and your lips change

to a hum

your gums more alive
like a newly found friend
your tongue

is marvelous in its

new outfit of desire

the truth about that song

is that it is

owned by air and you know
what it is

how air is, how fleeting

and in the morning you find yourself
with that truth littering

the floor

your mouth bleeds
your tongue is dead

a tooth is missing
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..What Was....

i may say

i love you
when you are
inside my
own box

in my own
terms
and conditions

outside the
box

i free you
and you fly
away

how can i
say i love
you when
you fear me?

how can love
love someone
whom it cannot
tame?

SO go away
find what you love
and in the same
manner

let it kill you

too

firely, moth,
fire, light
hand, and the
snap....
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at the end

death claims
what you love
what loves you
what does not
love

what cannot love
what was
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..What You Want From Me, To Please You Finally

i say, i have learned

the trick

of living, in order to live
one must keep on moving

one place to another, one forgetting
another forgetting,
and more shall come for remembering

all the bluebirds are here

on the tree that we have chosen
in another place like this

they become more beautiful
their songs more pleasing

the rock on the cliff faces

the sea of storms

it is not the same from where
we stood, or once sat on top
of its head

the boats sail at a distance

seagulls hover upon a school of fish
the sea is silky

and the sun is a woman with a golden
hair spread across the shores

let me hold your hand, please,
do not fear me, i assure you,

in @ moment, i soon, shall leave.
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..Where The Black Birds Begin To Fly...

the one you married

loves you more than you do
and you know it too well
from the very first day

you never change
suspicious of all people
not trusting

because of the past pains

in the crowd you are always
alone

in the house you feel the
same

as dinner is served as wine

is drank

as food is consumed as guests
leave

in bed you make love like
everyone

the gasps and gaps are still
there as usual

exhausted you take yourself
into sleep carrying you

to the recesses of your mind
into the depths of your
angry past

you wake up sweating for the

truth

journeying again into the labyrinths
of what you still do not know

until you arrive at a certain
dead-end

and it is here where you sit and talk
to yourself again
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beside a wall
under the sky where black birds
begin to fly.
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..Who Knows....

until then

i have never wished that
you be me

or i be you

it is simply impossible
the years are telling
their heads are shaking

and so we walk separate
ways in our
lonely choices

if at all we meet again

it is only desire which decides
that, if ever it is still there

in the house of our

longings

let us wait for the birth of
another year

let us hear its cry

and it if recovers its wisdom
or just even its consciousness
let us keep our fingers
crossed

who knows?
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..With All Those Spilled Pail Of Water.....

just like any jack
and jill you also fall
down from the hill

it's not surprising

what you say about any
spilled water from the
pail

the best part however
and this you shall not
be ashamed of is

when you rise from the
fall and sing again
about jack and jill falling
from the hill

with all those spilled

pail of water
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..Without Questions Asked....

inside this body
is something unseen

soul if you believe
mind if you ever think

bouquets of intangible
desires

blooming and cut like
flowers for a

wedding

thrown, all thrown

away after an occasion
wilting somewhere
without questions asked.
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..You Do Not Love Me....

i find your arms
hanging

to the floor
when i kiss your
lips

i try to bring
them back

on my neck
and shoulder
and there they
are still hanging
on a clothesline
cold waters
dripping

and some are
blown by the
wind away
from me....
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.a Journey With You

When I join in a journey with you
I never ask for the destination
I never ask when will this end
Or when shall we begin again

When I walk with you

I hope that this will never end

I wish that this journey never ceases
When you are with me

I float in so much space
With the stars and meteors

In the darkness we have so much light
In our hearts in this journey we have so much joy
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.already Taken

No one is ever taken
Since no one is ever given

Life lives and thrives upon itself
And death dies upon its shift

In love no one is taken
Everything is simply freely given

I love so much and so many more
Yet I was never really taken

I have been given and giving still
Yet I am whole and always full
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.can’t Transfer To The Other Side

I am broken, scattered

Can’t simply transfer to the other side
Where more than half of me

Is already there

Less is here

But I cannot really go there

There is not much air.

I am here,
Lonely but alive
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.facing This Wall

I see this face

My face

I like it

it is still my face as it was
When I first saw it

No regrets

Time has been true to me
Despite

I can tell the loss and gains
I can hold them all again
Somehow

Nosedive and eyeblink
Tongue curling

To my teeth

Greet the day without misgivings
Everything is alive.
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.i Like The Sound Of Violin

Sharp and probing

Pricking like needles

My heart is numb and painful
Acupuncture violin

Pricking my heart my soul

I become lost too unbecoming
My defined peace

It is here in settled absences
Nothing fills it

Now it must be something coming new
Filling pricking needles of violins

Make me live make me pain some more.
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.ja Sam Tek Danas Ovo Otvorila

, taman mi je pasalo vidjet ovu ljepotu i sklad nakon sivila kojim me ispunil
kineski film kojeg sam gledala ovaj vikend 'Zvijezda koja nedostaje '...putovanje
kroz unutrasnjost Kine koje mi je totalno ubilo volju da idem to ikad
vidjeti...prasina, prljavstina, bijeda....jedina ziva boja u cijelom filmu su crveni
Sljemovi radnika u &#269; eli&#263; ani: D...no, ono po &#263; emu ga zelim
pamtiti je..... 'Kinezi te prvo sruse a onda ti pomognu da ustanes'

Kinezi jesu gadni, jako su krvolo&#269; ni i zivot ne zna&#269; i puno. al imaju
jaku reakciju na to, Lao-Tsea, sli&#269; no kak i Japanci imaju Zen kak reakciju
na njihov gadni zivot. Japanci su kak Niemci, sam kaj su Niemci ostali bez te
reakcije ljudskosti, bez profinjesti Zena.

Isto tak se i Kinezi gadno trude prevladati vse te pese koje tisu&#269; lje&#269;
ima kolju i jedu, kroz sakralizaciju svieta oko sebe na vse te vsoje razne
na&#269; ine, i ta sakralizacija je jako jaka.

Mene v zadnjej vrieme drzi Nick Drake, imam ta 4 cdeja od njega,3 albumai 1
demoi i neizdano, i od gda sem nabavil ove kable sam gitara i glas, i malo gudala

v pozadini...nevjerojatna svezina neposrednosti.
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Jdife In The Islands.....

we easily
forget

with one glass
of coconut wine
we have

easily forgotten

what his father
did to all of us

your uncle was
killed in broad
daylight

his body thrown
into the murky river
and was gone

your mother was
robbed

and she roams the
street

screaming

like a mad woman

your brother was
taken

and has since been
not found

listed as another
victim

how easily do

we forget

what he did to us
what cruelty was
there
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now his son is

here

smiling

offering a glass of
wine

seeking reconciliation
and we drink with
him

as another found
friend

how easily do we
forget

he was with his father
when your sister

was raped

the houses of our
relatives were burned
by the bodyguards

of his father

how easily do we

forget

how shallow

how small are our brains
how twisted

are our visions

with just a glass of

wine

how easy is it for us

to believe

that things are better now
that our enemies have
changed

and that we ought to
forget and then

move on with our lives....
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how twisted!
how shallow!
how poor!
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.when Love Is Dead

You cut a twig
The leaves wilt
And then you say
Love is dead

I plant the twig
And bury the leaves
I dream of flowers

I wait for days

A bud springs
Then love is alive
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Snake Pit/

i could have

died

from asphyxiation

but i did not because
of you as

i laugh looking at you
looking for

a dictionary

skimming trying to find
out what i really meant
about the word with an
X on it.

you are fat and proud

and people love you for that
on the other hand

your being dumb and helpless
and on the positive side of it
your being innocent

and guileless

ah, that is it,

not being like them

they will love you for that
for most of them have
turned to snakes, poisonous
and lethal

biting each other in the
snake pit of their

temples.
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The Air

i got caught in a corner
for quite a time

pondering

why? i glance on all

its side, out and in,

right and left, and

i begin to write what

i have not thought of

for a while, no rabbit
from a black hat, but there
is @ white mouse that

my hand has followed suit
like a curiosity which is
always unsatisfied and
being so

i left the corner to regain
what i have lost for hours
the air i

breathe.
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/Promise Me/

make me a promise

let us talk about the sunrise
those lively hills

a flock of seagulls

a bloom of bromeliads
winging butterflies

and ripe mangoes

promise me a new day
for us

a fulfilling sunset
fading gold

a lovely evening

a glass of champagne
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/The Word Benjamin In The Poem

i still wonder

why benjamin was there
how come? where did he
enter?

i know, these eyes,
have been

too deceiving,

these fingers too

daring,

and moving faster

than what i see

there, there

benjamin has entered
the scene

murdering what i

really mean.
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Quick And Brief....

i've sown the seed
on the barren ground
cracks of rocks and
desert sand

the joy was so little

a moment of sprouting
then death, a quick one
nothing lingering

so brief, then gone.
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2?2722727227272272°7272°72722727°7°

in this life

there will be more questions than answers
everything seems to start with a what
followed up with when

and where but the most intriguing of course,
that which is unquenchable

that which demands the intervention of some
divinification

so it is common: why me? why me?
why this? why did this happen to me?

fly to this world like a bird and gather the leaves

of whys

or just see them

they are like dusts, like sands of the shore, they are like
the particles in space, some meteors that they shoot
some planets unrevealed

some other galaxies unknown to us,

why? why?

it goes back again to why, it is true, this world is filled more
with questions

and the answers are getting less and less credible,
somehow others have given up the quest for answers
drowning in wine

and drugged themselves to this puzzle, this confusion,

this unknowables,

it is true, there must be a reason why,
we demand an explanation for the whys in our lives,

but then think somehow,

who are we to ask why?
we must go back to the basics of what, again for another start.

what are we? who are we?
we are but specks of light in the ocean of space
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we are but the pebbles of the great rock
we are but fine granules of sand in the shore of this great universe.

i, think, let us be humble enough
to bow our heads, then look to the skies with awe and wonder,

then wait for a while
till the right when comes, then let us ask, why?
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AN O A AN
a halo

and four wings

angels and demons
a head

you give a wing clipped
dipped

rage,

why do you mistake the rage
of the sea

as her anger?

you sing. it is the singing sea
that sings

when you finally left her,

the rage is yours,
on four wings

the halo fades
and turns into the sun

the sun surrenders
its rays

to the petals of the
china flower

four wings, a halo, an angel
falling

it bears the initials of my name
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EI I

three flowers &#1689; &#1689; &#1689;
and two worms ~ ~
and some cloudy complaints&#1691; &#1692; &#1693;

and there you are giving this advice
&+#8594;

i am worried about the
three flowers &#1689; &#1689; &#1689;

i need some birds
to take the two worms

away from me ~ ~
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¢puede Hablar Mas Despacio?

at the time

of the breaking
and that was
before the falling

of everything glass
between us

i only ask of you to
speak all these
quietly

because i can understand
everything perfectly

most of those that you
did not ever say...
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“where Do I Go Now? ” He Asks The Young Man

He says ask me young man
Not what places I have gone to

Ask me what place have i
Not gone.

Antarctica.

Now, I have no other place to
Go

Except inside myself,
There is no jet

No cruise

Not even a raft

Inside me, and this will be
Young man

The hardest travel that

I must take,

Alone.
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o Little Packages

'Evil things
come in
little packages'

Buffy, Giles, Xander, Willow, Dawn, Anya and Tara

The little evil things that they do
Are sent in little packages

You receive them and
You do not notice

Two little horns hidden
growing inside

your black thick hair.
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my mind drifts

in the space of
thoughts

passing by

some trees

i gather thoughts
bunches

of gloss and
refinement,
every morning

i take the pleasure
of putting them
here, lest they
go away, like
fading light

like a voice
suppressed

in silence.
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1,000,000,000 Periods Per Second

This is one gigahertz
Speaking, listening
Now at 256 gigahertz
With you writing poems
What can be achieved?

To answer my call from
Your ordinary telephone
You need only5.8 GHz

And 2.4 for wireless phones
And other computers &

In fact other machines

Now at 256 GHz,
What do you feel?
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1: 21

guess the hour
of my madness

when loneliness
begins to rise
and move

like a smoke
from the

chimney

it is dark and there is
nowhere to go
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1: 23

inside my mind

is the moon with you
i am lighted heart
filled with so much
love, desire like
blood rushing through
my veins: sin and life
pleasure and survival
rose buds and fingers
sky and sun, we are
here now, we shall
take most of what

is left our time is

up. Let me stay

like dew to a blade
of this

moment. Let me

be. I was not once
even before. Sin

and life, i must
embrace my own.

then on an early
morning, i shall ask
for another

forgiveness.
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1: 38 Dawn...

inside the room

divided by the light brown drapes
between me and the window
beyond the steel gates

is the world... it is cold and dark
and there is no one

walking on the road...i peep

and let the cold wind

enter the orifice of

my nostrils...it is cold and dark
and there is no one in this house...
everyone is either asleep

or gone away for good,

their names are listed and

there are some

short biographies...this must

be a little scary

says the listening wall...

it is. Sickness confronts

the eyes of those who want to
write some short notes

of their brief stay

or visit as you want to call it...
Eye to eye, in the most silent
silence, the man in his usual
black robe,

through his hands

speak.

and the world trembles

we want to kneel and ask for more
but nothing

shall be given.... that is a

fact.
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1: 55 A.M.

the cicadas still sing
that early

in this small town and
everyone is

in fact everything is
so quite that if you
are awake at this hour
unholy as they call it

(but so holy to me
i think)

i can still hear
the voice wanting
to be spoken
deep inside the
linings of my
esophagus

there is this mummy
of the sarcophagus
wanting to be
reborn

honestly the name
still slips
in my tongue

perhaps this could
be the poem
about cicadas

and their songs

or the sound of
quiet

the murmur

of peace

long gone
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now
trembling at the
tip of my lips

who knows?

if at a little stare

on the wall

soon i shall understand
and decipher

what slime is there
that wants to speak
inside my

throat

but still wanting to
be swallowed
honestly
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10

what i am

time erases from time to time
what i write

the letters fade and what
comes back to my mind

is the blankness

of the wall

i have no complain about
the ways of this

eraser

in fact

that is the way how i want
myself to be

fresh to the waking up
of all hours

new to every eyes
horizons stretching
without end

roads flying roads
birds with four

to eight wings
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10 Mnutes More

10 minutes more to go
please say 'i love you so
then i will repay you
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10: 29 P.M.

between us

are these glass window panes
dusty and

misty combined

i see a body

above it profuse light
it is facing me

as i write

my story and this
poem

i know there is no one
living in this house

all are in the monotony
of abandon

i am not afraid of you
another sculpted space
i call it

emptiness still
unaccepted

he calls himself

ghost

but i do not really mind

i too

have unfinished business
and by all means

i must finish it

Now....
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10: 32&Lt; &Lt &Lt &Lt &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt;

i've read your poem.

had a hard time understanding it.
i feel like wasting my time.
perhaps i am too shallow

i do not have your depth.
you are deep and i do not
have those gears and
other props

or perhaps i am just too
lazy to jump into your
water

or perhaps i just want to
have fun

reading

the words you use are
bellicose, too much

blood in there, the scenes
are deadly

SO many are drowning,
and no help is coming

getting to know you

is cumbersome

you are trying to confuse
my state of hibernation
am but a simple

catfish frozen in mud

it is drought time here
and everybody is

leaving

i do not have your feet
i have my own fins
caught in suspension

i feel like a block of
soil, pushed and
abandoned

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 379



i may envy you but
i do not understand why

you are new, and original
i am old and wobbled

i am frozen in my own
hibernating world of

a block of soil, solidified
petrified, but in peace.
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10: 39&Gt; &Gt; &Gt &Gt ; &Gt ; &Gt;

imagine a face

a silhouette of nose and eyelashes and forehead
black shadow against the afternoon sun

dark orange turning into

black

a journey towards a night

all the birds in your hair have gone
they are all home now

in the place that you want to remember
but you

just can't

because the word departure which was once too painful
has been erased in the glossary of your memories

but you remember
as always home

arms, and breasts and the silence of
togetherness

because you are home now and it is as always
sweet and

peaceful
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10: 43 P.M. My Country's Time

another insomniac song
from a hard bone

wooing the softness
of your lightness

feather floating
on the winds of chances

let me sit and watch
when your feather
finally lands

on my lap
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10: 49 P.M. And Undefinite With What To Write

there is this sickness that compels me to write. There is this nausea that makes
me

capture the words.

There is this pain that opens me up

to images

all images that soon appear like shadows of birds on the side of a hill
above
the full moon.

there is this void that behaves like a big mouth but cannot speak.
there is this silence that dignifies
my loneliness.

It is like an old woman waiting for no one by the stairs facing the dusty road in
an old country.

i have these eyes that look for nothing like a dead man staring without feeling
what lies there in front of those who scrutinize an event.

there is this trembling of the flesh in the arms while facing the monitor inside a
closed room.

there is this peace in exhaustion.
there is this knowledge of a dead end and there are no cars there.
No doors but only walls.

there is this walk without a definite direction.
there is this purpose that you cannot describe.

there are lots of lost meanings that slip from our tongues and which we cannot
utter.

there is this game of boredom where we are all losers.
there is this acceptance without question because there is nothing worth

asking anymore.

after all these years
when we age and we do not care.
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10: 56........

you brag that life is not complicated
everything is simple

like, baring yourself, nothing hidden,
speaking, shying away from silence
because silence is strange

it is not named specifically like

a goat with horns, a bird with claws
a fish with fins,

you speak your mind,

a square is a square

a spade is a spade

not a thing is the same,
everything unique

simplify, simplify, is that a hard
thing to do? i say it is not.

you grow, you experience pain,
you shed tears on people they do not really
consider important

time and pressure are two twins now
you like to die, you once tell me
as candid as tomorrow you will take your like away

like jumping from the 12th floor or
simply, as you put, withholding breath

or pulling the trigger

'bang! ' is that complicated? i say it is not
since life, your life, is always your hands

there is meaning to all these, i tell you,
you look for it like standing by and looking at the faces of people
who suffer like us,

then life unfolds with so many petals,
it becomes a tree with so many rings worn inside its body
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so many twigs, branching out as though it is following an edict

you follow the veins of a dried leaf

or listen to the stories of the child

you begin to count the stars in the dark skies

or lull yourself with the eternal numbers that the waves of the sea
are carrying to the shore

endless, moon to moon, sun to sun, horizons that tire your eyes
deserts that make you feel the thirst

numerous deaths, births and rebirths of thoughts and

memories of windchimes

it is now simple to accept, sometimes one cannot tell a person that
you love and that your love is something that you cannot really grasp
beyond speech,

beyond hold,

beyond feeling, it is what you see at noon when you stare at the sun

hurting, you cannot attack that long,
lest you get blinded by so much light

now i know how is it to write to someone and you try hard that you cannot be
understood
because

life is not simple, and saying i love you is not just to utter the word and then
everything turns to be alright

it is more than that
honestly, until now, i cannot say it, or if i say it, until now i have never
understood it

do not attempt to understand what i too have not understood

it is like this: when i tell you that i love you, everything in me vanishes
day turns to night, and i will be lost forever

denying what i am

destroying what i have built from the beginning

my love is a nihilist.

you, as always, can be my sun, without you
feeling it.
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100

When he was insulted, he returned no insult

some questions i will ask for you today,

did you show your left cheek when your right was slapped?
did you walk another extra mile when you were ordered to
walk the required mile?

did you take his eye because your eye was taken away?

did you take his teeth because your teeth were removed by him?

did you insult him because he insulted you?
did you fight him because he started the fight himself?

did he oppress you and you remained silent?

did he steal from you and you tell the police that you freely gave the
stolen thing from you to him?

please answer me.

Did it now occur to you that it is hard to be a christian?

please answer me.

RIC S. BASTASA
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101

Do you remember?

The river where we bathed
As children

Innocent in our nudity

The fish we caught

The fire we made

When we all ate together

As friends as neighbors

So close like bees in the hive.
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102

beauty
i agree what you say about inner beauty

the windows of your soul

through your eyes

to the secret chambers of your heart
holiness and peace

glow like burning fire in your head
as you evoke your presence

forgive me, but i am more tempted

as usual

to the external

the flesh that wraps your bones

the curves that travel around your body
the warmth of your arms

the softness of your touch

your lips

and breasts your thighs and groins

i see them more now as i kiss you

i am young. so young to see to want these all.
i do not bother about your soul
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103

To rise from where I fall

Subdued, I lost, I have no choice
But to surrender my own voice

Now I have to go to places
Missing your embraces

I am but just a shadow
In a nook without tomorrow

I walk under the rain
Where I am wet & drained

And cold in the night
In darkness I lose my sight

This is the time of losing
In his arms you are smiling

And you will not be with me
With him you can only be

I understand perfectly what losing is
you are not mine, you are all his

This is not the end however,
This is just another kind of fever

I must go out from this wall.
I must rise from where I fall
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104

This is the house of my father

The termites eat every wall

The beams fall

And the roofs shatter

And the ceiling splits with the gutter

I come back today to remember
The past
And here I am to reconstruct better

The future i must

The present
Shall be this condiment this complement

Now, these hands shall be the hammer
To every nail in the mind of this dreamer

This house shall stand again
Proud against the wind & rain.
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105

Waiting

I wait for the cogon door
To lay your name on the floor

After a time you transforn into a cloud
wearing that crimson shroud

you like to gleam
Like my new dream

Regally dressed in my sleep
As I fathom words so deep
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106

the celebration

In the morning we shall find ourselves
Many of us

Babies in slow swinging cradles

Still drunk of the night’s Iullaby

We shall find out
Waking with poems in our palms

We shall chant together

The sun has come
In the manner of God.
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107

at dawn break

i open the windows on the rear
pale lights from the eastern side of the window pane enter

i stretch my arms and hands
rub my eyes like sands
the cock has crowed

the church bells toll, i bow

it is the paleness of light, the color of sadness
landing slowly like a tiny wind in my emptiness.
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108

young poetess, ignis fatuus

come with me, come with me
we shall be silent under a sky full of stars

come with me come with me
and be so so silent like me

we will be seeing a dark sky full of stars
we shall be silent without their wars

we will only be the wisps of the winds
whispering whims and hymns
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109

a view of this place that i remember

the back space of this house

used to be a green ricefield

and there was that tall mango tree
where i used to sit underneath

shading me from the scourging sun

i always remember

the view

of the carabaos grazing

with white herons standing on their back
and blue cottony clouds drifting above

the place is now cemented

with a wall as high as three men added-up
high buildings rise from here

reaching the cottony clouds out there

and the river is no longer a hype
but a big silent hard steel pipe.
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11

we keep on untangling
the vines

that choke us

each hand has

no place on the
secrecy of old time's
breast

it is the season of
freedom

freedom from roots
and barks

tasting the bitterness
of what this self

has inflicted upon

its flesh
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11: 04
&Gt; &Gt; &Gt; &Gt ; &Gt ; &Gt ; &Gt ; &Gt &Gt ; &Gt &Gt &G
t; &Gt;

there is a coat
that covers a seed

it is thick
and dry and the seed is
safe inside it

the seasons are

inviting

one time, there is so much
rain

and it would have been a good time
to throw the seed and let
it grow

but you have decided not to

it is not the kind of seed that they know
by tradition

it did not come from their

own familiar farms established with
strict adherence to rules

and penalties

you keep the seed as a symbol of
your
eternal restraint

you are a good man
and they think of you and will always do

until you die

the seed is in your body
swallowed
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like your pride in self-denial

because you will always be a good man
until they die.
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11: 12
&Gt; &Gt ; &Gt; &Gt ; &Gt &Gt ; &Gt &Gt &Gt ; &Gt ; &Gt

inside our pockets
is the privacy of our own stones

outside our faces are the familiarities of
our traditions

when we party

we say the same words actually
we fear

other people's anger

we cannot afford to disappoint the
visitors of our

common faith

the usual mess will be there

part of the party you know

sometimes we let go

we let loose what is too tight in our necks

we spit what is bitter outside the windows of our
tongues

there is always time for restraint in a few glasses of
alcohol

there is a time to make our mouths shut up

tying our tongues like ropes on

the railings of the house

of civility

personally i do not like this party where we become
decent fools

choosing the words

afraid of the truth

always fearing that we should have broken some rules
of engagements

most of the time we deny what our hearts are looking for
cold hands hold another set of cold hands
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empty heads bang with other empty heads
on hollow sounds of flattery

one time i left the room where the party is going on
itis 11: 10 in the evening and it has become too intolerable

i need to be alone in order to be free
i imagine you and i love this atonement when you still do not mind
how i feel

i am complicating it so much restraint

because even if i am now outside everybody

i still retain

the decency of what is right and wrong which i always
carry around.
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11: 13 P.M.

now that i have fed all the mosquitoes
i think, i must

go to sleep, and this is the last poem
for all the female mosquitoes

that i have

loved before

and still love

tonight

all of them
have sucked
my skin

and all of them
are now

silent

contented perhaps
and so happy

that there is still

a man

as generous

and understanding
as i

on said gesture
i can now

have my sound
sleep

good night, my darlings

may you give

birth

to a thousand baby mosquitoes
tomorrow

morning

may all of you
spread my genes
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manyfold
like the sands
in the sahara desert
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11: 26
&Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt; &Lt
T&LE &Lt &Lt &Lt;

when i tell you that i have loved you since i first saw you,

i know what you will give me: a quizzical look, a sense of disbelief,
it will be milder, but i expect greater than that: that shock in war,
that vomit in gluttony, that feeling of having a snake in your bed,

i must have overate this, but i know what consequences are there:
like a mother you will cut an umbilical cord that connects me to you,
i am that helpless premature baby inside your womb,

i will die and you will like seeing that slow death like a boa
constricting my body,

i can imagine the horror of the Vietham war, the massacre of
innocent lives, blood is the river, bodies rotting on the banks,
worms everywhere, a no man's island,

you will laugh, and you will see the Frankenstein in me loving
screws and bolts, and junks and rusts and useless parts

i always look at myself in the mirror of your eyes, i see that i am
a gentle moon traversing the placid lake of our junctures,

i do not wish to disturb the peace between our two countries,
i remain a diplomat in my own chosen field of silence.

soft winds blowing the reeds upon the Nile

shadows of pyramids fading with the sun and now embracing the golden
like of the moon

a Bedouin riding on his camel still dreaming of a home

of oasis in the desert of his

unrequited love, an emptiness unfilled, a self unrealized

agonizing in the silence of the tumor

that keeps growing inside his head

do not nod, i perfectly understand why it should be this way.
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11: 37 A.M.

autumn
from the Four Seasons

the violins are

crying like mourning women
all for the honor of the death
of a revolutionary

who loved them all equally
and gave them

all the children that they all
deserve

after the funeral the women
talk

and they all agree that all
in the name of love

is forgiven

that betrayal and deceit

only exist in war

that it is love

that can only thrive

in their lust

and passion that what they remember most of all is only

the kiss
lingering still in their tongues and throats and

parting teeth
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11: 53 In The Evening

goodnight to you my blue butterfly
i have to go now
back to my leafy friends in the mountains

now that you are still angry at me

i, this red dragonfly

have to take my hiding in the forest
i shall pass my night there

in the middle of exotic orchids

with all my lovely, wild flowers

goodnight to you my blue butterfly

i shall not say 'i love you' anymore
you don't believe me, - am i a boar?

RIC S. BASTASA
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11: 59 Pm, Insomnia 102

because i cannot
sleep

does not mean
that i think of
you

there is more about me
and it goes beyond
you

or even us

it is the nausea of
selfishness

that makes my eyes
open

till dawn

the nausea of
an existence that is folded
many times

until such time

that there is no possibility to
find

where the centerfold

is

until such time that

what you face is an eternal wall
as you grope

for an infinite edge

there are no more reasons
and the waking

continues

on and on and on
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and on

on and one and on and on
no numbers

no images

no measure

no beat

RIC S. BASTASA
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my secret love

I look at you again today for the same
Question, this boring repetition,

Why do I really love you?
(And why can’t you love me?)

Your face is beautiful

I make glimpses; your arms tickle me,
To the bone, your hair makes me shake,
Your lips make my heart beat,

Your eyes, they make me melt

Your nose makes me gosh

The way you walk makes me hungry
For love tonight,

And then you look at me

I shy away, this cannot be

Why do I love you?
(How can I ever tell you?)

I have not. I cannot.
I am crazy. I am mute. I am patient.
I am angry. But I will be always silent

In loving you,

Shall I call it forever? .....Cool.
(You will never know, this fool)
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The useless poem

He knows that his poetry

Is a useless endeavor

As you put it,

There is no money for a poet,

Not even fame when he is alive

Or even dead, perhaps for some,
Whose lines are judged for greatness

His poetry is nothing but a way of laundering

His emotions,

Not even read

Nobody really cared

How many nights did he spend to make a poem?
His heart bleeds

For more pain, his stomach acidifies for more
Harmful corrosive liquids rising to his brain
Through all his intestines and veins

And he goes groggy

Nauseous,

Till dawn breaks he makes his lines

Like a fool

He wants to stop and put an end to everything
He is suffering

He knows the end

Cannot refer to this poem

But to his life

He ends it

His poetry may live on some pages

But (again) not even read because nobody

Nobody really cared

Perhaps someday when another useless poet
Comes accidentally along
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Surfing

Or

Writes the same useless

Lines like the way he wrote his
By a slim chance

He shall then

Be read for once

Through this poem

Again

And again

Because in fact

There are many of them

More than you will expect

Rereading the useless poems

Still bleeding asking for care and even forgiveness

(The vice of asking for attention
The uselessness of recognition)

Another one reads it this time
It is, I will not mind, You

RIC S. BASTASA
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THIS IS A VERY LONG POEM AND I WANT IT PRUNED:

I used to like gardens, putting flowers on the row,
Tending the soil, cutting the grass,

Removing the weeds,

Pruning the lush greenery of trees

And making the flor-de-luna vines

Create a certain impression

Of a landscape,

A certain motif

A theme of gladness

Something to cherish

I take a good look around my

Little garden

And then I would sit under the shade of flowering champaca trees throwing
fragrance

Sprinkling perfume

The neighbors say that the scent of ylang-ylang even reaches their houses
And the white sampaguitas so exuding

I used to dirty my hands putting soil on the flower pots

Designing landscapes of love

And patience, curves and hills,

And tend to all the colors mixing in space,

I used to

I am telling you I stopped
When I married,

My wife comes to my garden
And rearranges everything
She puts what she wants
And pulls what she

Thinks repels her

She cuts the flowers

Puts them on the vase

And uproots some species
That I love

And soon the garden has not become mine
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Crowded, and strange

And what used to be my little garden

Green Bermuda grass and patterns

Red Anthuriums heart shaped

Pink Dahlias praying to the sun

Orange Gumamelas dancing in the wind

And yellow dancing ladies beaming with pride
Olive Palms waiving to passers by with all cheers
Violets so assuming

White lilies in pure dignities

Lotuses in meditation moods

Husky Cactuses confident with thorns

Finger Ferns so fine and cool

My garden

Now is a forest

The wanton chaos

My garden is gone

All the patterns changed
Drastically

And she asks me

She asks me

Why I don’t tend the garden anymore

She asks me

If something is wrong

If everything has gone wrong

She asks me if I still love my garden

She asks me if I can begin planting some seeds again

She asks me if I still love her,

AND THIS IS HOW I PRUNED IT:
I like gardens

I don’t tend the garden anymore
I still love her,
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MIDNIGHT

She is the only one that moves now

Her soundless feet keen on the floor

Her silence seeps

In empty corners where all the sorrows sleep

She dances in the grace of afternoon petals falling off
Her cold breath hovers
In the roofs that vigil the death of the noisy crowd

A loner

A curious clone of a black ghost

She visits abandoned rooms

And cracks stories concealed by the muted angers

She drops a secret like a feather
Floating and I though awake
Throughout her wakings and walk-ins
Could not recall having caught one

In such slowness

What she really says amidst the silence
Or meant in all these dark passages

The mirror on the wall stares
And glares at me with anger
One must have just died

The killer fled

Hidden by her black capes
Another secret I supposed
And though I thought

I knew

She had already flown away
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Like a black bird into the night

I want to make some rains for her
Or offer her a lace of my tears
But by then another morning has come

Gently touching me
With flowers
And dove on my palms.
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11371

from a distance

misery is nothing but rectangles
and squares

and just even lines, and dots,
and

blotches

or smears of
mental constructs

no wonder

you have successfully
maintained

that fortitude of
detachment

no one feels
what is hazy

no one cries for
a shadow

shadows are
doubts
and haze is

confusion
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the clown

the black eye of society
underneath the heavy paints
of faces

the teary eye

and the bruises

the gritting teeth

inside a cup

of ice cream
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ESCAPE ROUTES

I've seen yours
you open a door on a page of a book
and you are gone

been there
and i am back

Yours too

there is a door on the cork of a bottle of wine
you open it and there you are

pretending to be lost

in your own hideaway

yours is dangerous

into that door into that labyrinth where
explosives are adornments

of your chosen confidences

and yours too

a crystal and there too is the tiny door
of your chosen freedom

if you come back

everyone becomes strangers

in a new world

of hallucinations

been to dangers to and bubbles
and a little of that crystal world
and i am back

all escapes are always useless
at the end we are caught and those that catch us

always returns us to ourselves

at long last we have no choice
but to be responsible
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i am telling you, i am back
and this is what i mean

i am back to the open

wandering again looking to the stars for directions
and still tripping from one stone to another

as if everything is real

there is only one exit
and none of them are those escape routes

which i have mentioned.
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listening to a child singing

another innocence
preaches

In a sweet song

From tight lips

A song of love

She barely knows
perhaps

Only has the feel of

A world new to her eyes

Such a song

such fantasy

Good for children
Shall cure a little of this
Big wound that
keeps rotting

In poisonous odors
Such pains

that keep pinning
Hearts that curse
almost

Learning all
blasting blasphemy

Such song for us

all living

Every breakfast time
We dread to remember
we

Who are dumped

in a damp

Loveless locomotion

I hear her sing
to a world

That I already
misunderstood
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My tired eyes are wanting
of escape-dreams

My dirty feet shiver

for these rough
Foundations

Ah, sweet song yet

only a child-song

Who can stop such

a short swing to eternity?
And forget

everything

everything

everything

... We can do noting for her
and for her song

we can do nothing too

so we just listen

and go back to our

work

work

work

and

work again.
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Your escapades and your having to wear red

So you have gone to Burma

Blending with the natives in the jungle there
You trembled in East Timor

Afraid that you cannot return home

You were like a louse

Hiding in the eye of the storm

In the middle of their war

In your escapades

Shocks!

And all the rest were also shocked
Mr. Takahashi

Has become your new name
While you bade goodbye

To the French journalist

At the airport

If the plane somehow crashes
Your name on the list is
Takahashi

“it is no longer funny” you said

Now you are wearing red

Your way of supporting

The oppressed monks of Burma
Who were tied on the posts

In Rangoon

And gunned by the soldiers there
Balding themselves

Pretending to be monks

And some were cremated
Alive

And you quipped
“Hello, what I am doing
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Is both a political and
Fashion statement”

A joke and

Something serious

Like you and i

Just like chatting

Could be true

Could be false

I have no trust

What if the person beside me
Is only faking

Cheating me

What if what he said

Were all lies

We are just playing games
Hide and seek

Catching flies because
Everything is merely

To cover

Boredom

Sandwich fillings

Closing and opening

This lust

Close open

Close open

A baby’s game

Could be also because of missing the
Feeling of having to love again
Returning to the past

The shells long ago broken
Near the white thighs of the
Sea..

“Crazy”
“Fool”

That is actually what life is all about

True and false
Playful
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Fate

Sometimes we travel to far places
East Timor, Burma, china, united states of America even the sierra madre, the
malindang mountains

Got urinated by a tarsier
Got pecked by a monkey-eating eagle
The white cobra spat on me>

I have always flown away

On a plane

Always riding on a bus

On train, fast crafts, chopper and even

On a submarine then take the pick-up

On a pedicab on a motorcycle

Went down got on my worn-out sneakers
Walk again for hours and hours

Always crossing rivers

Eight or the ninth crossing the same river
Winding on the same mountain and the same forest and valleys
Then again crossing the same river
Sometimes too shallow on my heel then deeper up to my neck and chin and
sometimes I have to swim

On the murky river and trip on big boulders
Walk, swim, and walk,

Trek again on the footpaths under the cogon grasses
Climb the cliffs

Take narrowing footpaths

Sharp stones

And then comes the muddy paths

Places which had much rain

And get flooded

Because of the rain

But there is another rain

I tell you

The rain of bullets

The rain of screams

For those who died here

Rain of sighs

Rain of cries of brains
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I have seen much of this sort

Of rain

Shouting, crying, running, hiding,
Catch, hold, squat, dropp to the ground,
Jump, fall, run, catch, run,

Tie, beat, tie, and beat,

Slap, questions

There are no answers

Threat, ask, threat,

Convince,

Hit, box,

Wounds, bruises,

Inflamed, blood,

The wide expanse and the deepening depths
Of silence

Diffusing

All walked away

They left, they journeyed

And what was left on the river
Was the sound of a crying child
Looking for mother and father
And his three siblings

The wind caressed the leaves of the ipil-ipil
Stained by blood

Sticking

And diffusing on the roots

The Nipa huts

Are dead

Muted by all the sounds of pain

A while ago its doors

Were kicked and forced open

And there were holes on its windows
Where the bullets went through
With sparks

I have seen many of those who cried in my journeys

The cry of the widow sounding like cows bridled

Cries of children sounding like goats caught by their own rope

The cry of the beautiful maiden

Tears falling on her cheeks absorbed by her long and thick black hair
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Sometimes with the many cries I heard and saw
The constancy and the frequency
Seemingly endless

And other ambiances or funeral senses>

Sometimes sometimes I begin to hear nothing
Sometimes I do not see anymore

Even if I have to face them

I seem to look much farther

And see nothing at all near me

My thoughts have gone to a very far journey
Away from them

Just like you

My thoughts will be traveling far, far away
Away from all these that face me

< I HAVE BECOME NUMB TO ALL THESE
MELODRAMA OF STRATEGIES AND RETALIATION
THIS ENDLESS WAR OF IDEOLOGIES

THESE MEANINGLESS STRUGGLES

ALL THESE

CRAP>

I am now in the faraway jungles of Burma

In East Timor, in the United States of America
I always have this dream

I have always traveled in this dream

I have to journey towards myself
I have to get inside my own brain
And I ask

For everything, for the places I have gone,
Have I gone to myself?

Have I ever gone to myself?

Where is this place?

Where is this going to be?

What ride will I take?
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Going towards myself?

Hey pedicab driver,
Pedal me, take me
Towards myself
Please take me there
And dropp me by.

AND so in wearing red

And for those, those which you want to do and say

And the other thousand things you want done

Surely, There are, surely, still many of them

That my fingers cannot count and the other toes included

I will see you and your dreams

And your hopes

A face complete with a nose, a mouth,
Eyelids and ears

Cheeks and lashes &

Hair

I HAVE UNDERSTOOD NOTHING

I AM SEEING FARAWAY THINGS

YET I HAVE NOT SEEN ANYTHING

I HAVE TRAVELED FAR

YET I HAVE NOT ARRIVED ANYWHERE

These are what I have cried for
The cries

I have heard

More horrible than the cries

I heard on that river

On that river

Where my friends were gunned
And killed

Worst

WORST THAN THE SOUND OF THE SHOVELS

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 429



THAT DUG THE SHALLOW GRAVES

For ALL OF THEM

THE SOUND MUCH LOUDER

THAN THE BULLETS THAT RIPPED

THEIR HEARTS

THAT TORE THEIR CHEEKS

THAT PENETRATED THEIR SKINS AND FLESH

Had the chance to bite
Because mother and father
Had kept watch
Throughout the night>

This is my cry

Loud cry

Loud crying

Tears flooding from my eyes

Like the flood from the mountains
Where the tornado fell

But in that thunderous

Loud sound

Nonetheless

It isonly I
Who heard it

This is

This is

This the cry

Of myself

I am

I am the only

It is only me

Mine alone

I am the only one hearing it.
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the sounds of my day
it is four o' clock in the morning

this computers hums the loudest

the dogs howl on the road seeing strangers pass that early
i can hear the winds of dawn break

the engine of the bus

on the highway going to faraway Zambezi

the first trip i suppose

the clock is ticking
the door is clicking

some footsteps
on the road going away from me

they are all
sounds of departure
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mozart overture

this is quite different from

a trance

the music that curled in my sleep
on that soft blue sofa

foam, cotton, kapok softness
on my head some notes of

a lullaby

some notes getting into

my ears and my nostrils

a deep sleep

inhaling

this overture is quite different

it is the rising from this deep sleep of
kapok,

foamy softness

i rise and
stretch my hands to the ceiling

i wake up and

i hear

the notes come again like
dripping morning rain
from the nipa roof

falling on

some white pebbles

on my pavement

like my tears
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Death

The wake up call in the morning
Telling you
It is time to go

The taxi driver taking you to the airport
Early morning

Without any conversation

To keep the trip alive

The pilot that you cannot see
In the cockpit
Taking you to your destination

Then another story shall be told
That is the surprise

And you cannot help it

So just take your seat

Relax and sleep.
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11thousandth...

i vow my head

to myself and put laurels to my head
and clap my hands

to honor me...

no one offers and no
one dares.

one must understand perfectly
the lonely journey
the little stop on the 11thousandt

poem.
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12

what appears is what it is
that is how simple it is
and how beautiful can it be

a petal of a flower is nothing
but a petal of a flower
falling to the ground on a
windless day

caused by no other than
this pull of gravity

we watch a world unfolding
we only use words because there is a need to write
what beautiful thing we have seen

but there is more to the simplicity of all these things
those that we have seen and felt and

cannot completely tell you

even in the most simple words of our poetry

the experience of beauty is so personal

like how i experience the poetry of the heart
it is like this, no, it is like this... words fail now
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12 Midnight

Now the master sleeps

Leaving you some of his poems
Now it is midnight

Now the master has to sleep
Take care yourselves

Take care of his poems

They are now yours,

All his disciples

The master sleeps.

Now, see, how the master breathes
Listen to the rhythm of his sighs

Some poems are coming out from

His nostrils some poems are coming out
From his mouth and ears

The master poet is asleep
Even in dreams he weaves some images
Dreamy, surreal, ephemeral, his sleep

Has rhyme & rhythm, he is a soul breathing
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12/21/12

iam
Aquarius
the dawning
of a

new world

iam
water ever flowing

i believe
in

a world
without end

amen
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12: 11 Noon (Office Break)

three cases disposed
and a chat of a friend from Bohol is finished

it has been a very busy morning
more files are coming

i composed this poem and posted it
just to mark a moment

everything is welcome here
the poetic, the non-poetic and the a-poetic

publication is free
and life after this goes on as usual as yesterday

you are afraid that soon a writer's block sets in
because you expect more from you

we are but witnesses and we write what we have seen
and felt

in fact, as you can see, when we begin to talk to ourselves
when everyone left at this hour

you will realize
there is even no audience to speak of

and that comforts us once again

that when no one is reading or watching
the dance as though it is your last

sing as though

no one likes to listen

live life

the way life wants itself to be lived

in such a short moment

let their be no rules, let every line be free
let there be only you

in this office break, and say to yourself
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now i am king and now
this is my universe.

RIC S. BASTASA

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

439



12: 13

the last drop,

the tongue crawls and licks
the reddish mound

living its life to the

last drop, deliciously
taking in

what this beating life

has to offer, this last drop
still the best,

in sleep still dream

the last drop, the last

of the moaning drop,

an ode to

the delicious offering

of the pink mound,
glistening dew

this rose of a woman.
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12: 50......

at this hour the sound of the
electric fan is at its loudest

everything has surrendered to the
much needed silence

it is the reign of the dark
and there is no wind and the dog is fast asleep

i am the new spectator and i speak inside myself
like a stranger asking so many questions

what is this place? why is it going deeper?
where have all the people gone?
why are the trees shedding off all its leaves?

it boils down to who i am
and what i am doing at this very late hour

i watch a scene
i pay attention to the flashes of shapes and colors

there is no scent
there is no flavor

the sound of the fan screams
i am so patient and i still listen

to keep myself preoccupied

i keep on talking but i know for sure
that at this hour

no one listens
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The theory and remedy

Time in a billion years after
Shall cease
And everything grinds to a halt,

Do you not feel the distant stars
Moving faster away from you?

Things move away rapidly
Stars explode

On the fringes of this universe
Shooting through space

Jump then to another
Universe
Before ours gets used up

The luxury of worrying
About our age

Shall now dissipate
On a rundown universe

At any rate why
Worry? I do not intend
to go 60

33 was just perfect.
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the fisherman and his wife

she waits on the shore
while he goes to the sea

the full moon comes
the seagulls fly on the horizon

he arrives and hands her
a basket of fish

with a follow-up kiss
then he whistles

as he ties his boat

to the coconut tree

then they both go home
hand in hand together
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simplicity

before a table
a cup of rice and
few pieces of fish

you put your knee
near your mouth

as you mold

sticky white rice

with your bare hands

you open your mouth
and swallow what
you have in order

to live.

(shall i say
poverty?)
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when a star falls

when you said that a star falls in your home

i beg

to be clarified that you are just in any manner
speaking

poetically

otherwise

in plain, simple understandable language

what you are speaking

will mean a catastrophe

that will not just be in any way particular but in the gross sense
a universal explosion not just of your house

or home

but of this rotten world where you and i both live.
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after making love

After making love
We split

Our bodies

Into

Perfect halves
We hold hands
Kiss

Then close

Our eyes

We dream
Something
Very peaceful
Everything

Is so calm

So perfectly
Quiet.

We hear

The footprints
Of ants
Journeying

On the ceiling,

Dreamy

Red ants

On chocolate
& bread
Crumb.
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dancing in the rain

Let the children dance
In the rain

They are free!

Let them run on the
Green grass in the rain
They are free!

Let us hear their sounds
Of excitement

They are free!

Let us see them drink
Raindrops

They are free!

Their shoulders caressed
By rain dropping from
Roof tops to their toes
Let us see them

Play in the rain and in the
Mud

Let them get dirty

Let them be washed by the rain again
They are free!

Don’t you see we are all
These children dancing
In the rain?

We are free!
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izza on a merry-go-round

izza is my my niece

she rides on a merry-go-round
at the carnival

today

before riding it
however

she raises her eyebrow
puzzled

whether to ride

or not to ride

thinking that

if all these horses

run in circles

it will not

be arriving at any place
pointless

futile

on the other hand

all the other cousins
her age

are riding

and she too must ride it
for fifteen minutes

i see

she is enjoying every minute
of the ride

she finally decides to

mount herself

like the rest

waiving her hand

to her mother

taking pictures

on her first ride
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on the merry go round
when it ends

she dismounts

at last

i ask her

how does it feel
to ride

in circles

she says
'it is so wonderful'

she claps her hands
and i tell her
'good! '

in silence

i could have told her this,
izza

that is what life is all about
a merry go round
where

we are all children
enjoying our ride

in circles

arriving at nowhere
arriving at no ends

and

your mother is

just like God

taking the pictures

of us waiving

our hands with joy

the joy of life

that joy

on that merry go round
too short

for fifteen minutes......
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bring back the good old times
cousin, let us bring back the good old times

climbing trees

gathering mangoes on the green hills
bathing nude on light brown rivers
basking in the sun on that big rock
fishing on ponds for mud fish

with earthworms as baits

jumping from tree trunks

to rivers below

riding on carabaos

barefoot on mud holes
swinging on half-fallen coconut trees
chasing dragonflies

making ripples on the blue seas
sailing on wooden boats
paddling on clear days

suns shining full

and moons glowing cool

cousin, let us bring back the old glorious times

we go back

to where we once were children, where our innocence like
incense in the Taoist temples

glows and spreads

a certain pure perfume in

nature back united

to us

we are awed
we now wander....
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Always dissatisfied with what one has,
The power of nothingness

Engulfs

Whatever you also engulf

Or take as a possession,

What comes into you

Goes out of you and everything
Goes in there only to

Go out later,

There is nothing you can hold,
It is simply meant that way,
The flow

Life, birth, life, death, rebirth,
And then back to Nothingness

Unless you believe

In something Else

To cling to

Like a moss to an old stone
Albeit,

The stone rolls just the same
In an ancient flowing river

Then while here

We do not really know
What happens

There are many stories
That the bird outside us

Cannot yet sing.
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Perhaps to Basho the twins are boring

He himself does not want
To be imitated

Too boring like
A melon cut into half

Mirroring each other

Aren’t these twins
Boring?

Or Basho was just envious
He may be a poet of his age

But his poems never bore
Him a son

Or a mirror of his own face.
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ONE That tells me

the true color of my soul
intimacies like vine

to a tree

faithfulness like

the sun to the mountain
shining on early mornings
without fail

one that i am at home with
with others are

taken by the storms of
my confusions

and needs

one who takes me for
what i am

identifies with me
during my

crucifixions

one who stands by me
when i sink as a ship
abandoned by

all the rats

and cockroaches

water to my pail

air to my lungs

sugar to my coffee
lemon to my

honey.
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a possible explanation for the cause of chest pain

The pain is on the left side of my chest
And runs to the other half of my arm
Sometimes it settles in my hand

I think I know why

On the left side is the woman who lives
With me

On the other half of my arm

Is another one

She runs to my hand so I may hold her
For all the days of my life

But I can't I just can't,

It is not simply possible

But above all these

The pain lingers at the center
Of my heart

Because I have not offered
My heart

Like a ripe mango, my heart,
To the real one

Who deserves it because
She came first

Before I have known

The meaning of lust

Forever she will last

And the pain is never gone.
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When you are rejected

When finally you are rejected
Just go, don’t feel busted
Find another place

Be with someone else

Forget the scar

Whatever you are

Go to a place
Where you are an ace
Where you smell the air

Of love everywhere
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i had no money then

so i dated her along Gomez street
walking under the trees

when the moon was full

we were holding hands
and i thought she was ready
for the kiss

a hopeless romantic
and too afraid

i recited my love poem
instead

the following morning
in one of those university halls
she introduced me to

her new boyfriend

ah, i knew then
how love could die.
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to reminisce

to reminisce is not to surrender
to the past
and be defeated

it is to indulge

in what you had been with the people
you loved

and who loved you truly in the past

they are the everlasting flowers
from Baguio

that you put in your altar

to make your prayers warmer

so that the morning in its coldness

may also be delighted
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when you read a poem do not expect too much

when you read a poem do not expect too much
from every word

my words too falter and fall short

of strength like the runner who always wins his sprint
and now in his worst state

mourns for his knee

which is broken

my images too wilt like some red roses that
a lover offered once to his true love

but now deserted

and looks at them in the state of dryness

when you read this poem do not therefore expect too much

this is just a sigh

looking for an opening in the crevices of an understanding heart
this poem is just a mirror and you will be the face who must
give your smile

the light from the window shall provide the glimmer
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i will try to write a poem like Li Po

i will write the poem like Li Po

a poem that does not need an axe

to break a coconut to eat the meat

it will just need your soft hands

to cut half the water apple *

and so easily you will hand it to your mouth
to quench your thirst & savor its watery flavor
the seeds are not even necessary

to be kept

you simply throw them away

for the next season of summer.
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i know you live a very simple life
i know my friend that

you live a very simple life out there
waking up in the morning
working in the office

buying food in the market

watch tv

sleep early at night

wake up early again

listen to the morning news

a visit in the chapel

work in the office again

a chat with friends

a little drink of cali with them
sometimes

and no broken heart to nourish
like a wound that does not heal.
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diminishing

you do not have to obey the law of diminishing returns
on your material resources

that limit themselves

to their utility & unbreakability

you are not the harsh object of the law
you are human

and miracles are made & meant

for you

and so today do not think of your hurt feet & scarred hands
dream of the gossamer wings that will make you fly

your eyes in truth do not only see
they also feel
like your heart that does not only beat for this kind of life

all that is found in you

is not only darkness and dampness

if you only open your heart

hard enough

you have always been designed & meant for what is beyond

the ordinary grasps of humanity
these miracles of dreams & hopes & anticipations

they do not diminish, they add & grow
and they even multiply as many as you wish
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in friendship

in friendship
distances

get shortened

and even cut

like stalks of roses
scorn of thorns
only the red
petals and

their sweet scents
stay close in

my heart

still beating

for your

presence
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to a friend this moment
you ask me if i am
nowhere to be found
why am i nowhere

to be seen,

whether you lose me
whether i am lost

no, my friend,

i am always in this nook
mysterious as i want it

silently watching......

i like staying in this
corner where my
silence is comfortable
like some mildew
allow me to grow.
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thank you

sweet words

sweeter than chocolates
not even like ice cream
cool to the tongue
sweetest to the heart
that the mind will always
remember.
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13th Of February

he was born

on that day. her mother's heart was not full.
it was torn apart.

and then he was crying

just like any boy

being born

without a father

beside him.

he grew up to be the most normal man
that you see

except the things he kept inside him.
hate. anger.

one day he had to choose.
to kill those who are responsible

for his extreme silence

or to kill the silence within him
forever.

he had chosen.
and this is all about him.

this poem,
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for i am empty
my song is as blank as the
desert sand

there are no lyrics yet
except some
memories of us

there is no tune except
the passing of the wind

come beside me
and i will sing it with you

our distance
makes it a song of
despair

your promise

puts the notes in anticipation
like birds

on the telephone wire

you give me rain
on a song drying up

under the sun
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now i am that chicken
that lays all those fourteen thousand eggs,

this small chicken
has tiny feathers
it cannot fly away but

it cannot lay its butt upon all these
fourteen thousand eggs

it is sad,
these fourteen thousand eggs
shall not hatch

how i wish i can hear the songs of
fourteen thousand chicks

what can their tiny voices be
to God? to those higher skies?

what cant they be?

shall they be angelic like those seraphims and cherubmims?
or shall they be the sounds of wailing

of grieving widows

of dissatisfied workers

of disappointed humanity

of men and women loveless upon the tracks of life
of children abandoned
of marriages in shackles and shattering

soon i shall retrace

what i have said

open the pages of this journal
and find out again

what life is,

if i have lived in

vain.
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jumping to the other side of the fence

i always love the thought of jumping
to the other side of the fence

where the grass is greener

and the air is fresher

my heart beats for all the excitement

when i will be there
on the other side with you

i ask if you will walk beside me
when i am there finally
but you did not say a word

i know i am not welcome

but i still dream of going there

for other possibilities of loving

and be loved without any condition

at all, not necessarily you,
i am a fast learner, you know.
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In love

I lose my reason
I become

An illusion

I can’t figure
Out what to do
Where to go

I will let
Someone

Do the explaining
For me

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 470



14182

A METAPHOR OF STRENGTH

what i have is strong
but it lifts no one

some will say i have
a mirror

for it reflects light
in the dark under my bed

but i doubt it
when i throw it on the floor

it is never broken
it is still strong and whole

what i have is strong
i know this from the start
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What you leave

Is an impression

I look at the moon
I look at the river
I look at the sky
Your face is there
My love is forever
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Alone in my room
Her face blooms
I see her body
Growing

I feel it smooth
In the fingers

Of my
Imagination
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Surprising
The grasses
Are flowering
So seldom
Do we
Notice

People
Pass and
Step upon
Them

And they
Just wither
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All year
Round

I flow like
A shallow
River

This time

It will

Be the last
Of this
Round

I will

Be deep

So there
Will be

No rapids
Just depths
And silence.
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It is like

I dive in
The depth
Of the sea
I stop breathing
And all

Of them
Are waiting
Time

And tide
Go on

And on
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Dusk finally falls
Off

I shall look

Up the sky

To see

The full moon
All shining
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In this lonely island
I will go

Where the hermit
Crabs

Dry their

borrowed shells

As they bathe
Themselves

Under

The sun
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Goodbye,
Like all things
those that are sensational

Humans

I golI pass
Like the dew

On the leaf
That you
View

As pearls
Or

Tears and

Then
Gone.
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14th February 2011

do not tempt me with
forever,

just hand me

the

here and now

it is enough for

me.

there is no future in
love.
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THERE is still light
piercing the
blinds,

it settles on the
soft spot
of the pillow

it hits the iris
of my eye

it says there is
a reason for
mornings

for mourning

for sorrow

for wings and buds

for rivers that keep on flowing
for the rain that finally stops.
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I am sick
And tired

I let go

My dreams
Resting

On the
Cliff

so they
may jump
and Kkill
themselves
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If you speak
To me

Your parting
Words

Let it be
Tasteless
Like

The water
From the
Mountain
Spring.
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The river runs
Cool on my feet
Underneath

I feel

The discomfort
Of pebbles
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Over the earth
And in the skies
There are
Trapped dusts
And mists

I see clouds
And rainbows
Arching

After the

Rain at the
Foot

Of the hill.
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I will miss you my
Friend

On the other hand
I will loathe you
In due time

i like to
Leave you again

It is the end
Of my rainy days
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The final view

I will not see

It is the end

Of this gossamer
dream
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he rain dripping from this
Old nipa roof

Wakes me up from

This drunkenness.
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My companion to this
Last journey

A cicada shell
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On a summer’s
day

Bright is the
sun

To make this
last journey
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On the daffodils
The morning dews
Dry out slowly

Now, blow if you will
Humid wind
The daffodils are gone
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my mind drifts

in the space of
thoughts

passing by

some trees

i gather thoughts
bunches

of gloss and
refinement,
every morning

i take the pleasure
of putting them
here, lest they
go away, like
fading light

like a voice
suppressed

in silence.
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I leap from

this shallow
River

To the deep
To find out

where I am
really going
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On the hour of my death
The rice fields are empty
The grasses wilt in summer
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Riding on the moon
I am bound to the stars
Without any backpack
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Avoiding me
You get wet
In the rain
Under the tree
At the foot

Of the hill

How I wish
I were the
Rain

The tree
And the foot
Of the hill
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THE LOTUS IN US

we're different
if you notice it

our roots are not in the soil
but on the water

we float
above the mud

we flower
we drift with the air

we live in peace
that is what they think
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the night

comes handing
darkness

in Mt. Apo

where the
monkey-eating eagle
cries out

calling

for the rain to come
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The summer breeze
Rises on the shore
Of Olingan

And those white
And red china roses
That you see

Are they really flowers
Or not?

Or only your

Usual dreams

That fade out

On the beach

When you wake
Up?
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The red and orange hues
Of sunset

Fade too quickly
As you see

Once all

So beautiful

Then nothing

But darkness
Even with

The stars and
The moon

Just like these
Memories

In my mind
Growing old
Thoughts like rain
Ceaselessly

Dripping
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On the old trees

The dancing ladies are clinging
On its barks

They are all yellow and blooming
From My heart too

Shall spring forth

Renewed vows & commitments.
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You may feel
That your life
Is full of sorrow
And sometimes
Unbearable

But you just
Cannot fly away
When you

Feel

Like flying

In any instant
Since you

Are not a bird

I may feel the
Same way
Too

And want

To swim

And slip away
In any instant
To my liking
In the deepest
Sea

ButI am

Not a fish

so why
not just
stay and
wait

and see? .
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This is me,

In a photograph,
The same number of
Senses as you have,
Look at me

With your eyes,
Touch me

& hear me

do not use

your heart yet

this is me again

she tells you
philanderer

lying bastard
unfaithful

you will listen

and you too will speak
about me

touch, retouch,

view, review,
impressions of me
beyond the photograph
what you believe

from what I am

how you perceive
some slides

of me

presented to you

this is me
this is not me
there will be
doubts

and I will die
laughing in

my forest dream
with your dwarfs
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I will stop
What am

I and what I am
Not, what is
True from
What is fake
Finally when
I find

What true
Love is and
What it can
Really do

With my own
Dwarfs now
In my own
Dreams in
My own time

Even without
Your wishes.
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i guess i am too vain
(handsome and naughty
to their tastes

sweet to their tongues
accommodating to

their mouths

caving in for some
pungent pleasures)

it is love that gets inside
my house

as i open the door and
let it in

too kind, i let love
undress my coyness
dinner is ready

served right above my
abdomen

down the most

wanted

and demanded part,

it is me now

moaning, the sun shining
inside my chest,

as soft fingers roll

like spiders,

i am patient to love

and those love-deprived
all giving to

their fantasies and adventures
i am love

conquered and yet

all over triumphant

to the sound

of the thousand

Arabian nights

love belly dancing

love water to the oasis
camel to the desert
Moon above
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On a summer break

Do not read your law books
It is a chance for you

To the see the moon

In Boracay beach
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to see loneliness
a mango tree
just one leaf

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 508



172

The sounds of jeepneys are gone
The champaca trees bloom
This evening with you.
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Bringing home
overripe Durian
I arrive home
full of regrets

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 510



174

Now I like to return

To my home

I left years ago

To see the mango trees
Flowering again
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My restless friend

If only you were here
Seeing the limpid river
Sleeping

On top

Of Malindang Mountain
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It is a lovely thing to see
In this room

My sun spreading its light
In your dark galaxy
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hopelessness -a coiled
Water hose has forgotten
That it should whoosh
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Look at your pride
Flaming with bitterness
On the brink of this cliff
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THE CATEGORICAL IMPERATIVE

I will do only what is necessary
i can walk alone
without need of you,

i have a room that i am renting
i lock my door

The night will be long and tense
and awkward

but i have wisely chosen it

and i will be responsible for my
silence.

i bleed alright, but it is my own blood.
please, it is none of your business.

i am only doing what fits, what ought
to be

Let me pass. Let me sleep.
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Unfulfilled dreams
Become freckled rice
To produce

The foul wine
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IT is election time
and the powers that be
paves the way to Tabon

gravel is hauled and poured
fitting the wider version of the road

everything is slippery during the rain
the farmer slides and his basket of fruits roll on the hill

after election time
the road shall be what it used to be

NO ONne cares.
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Quiet around the aquamarine park
In Clarin

I see dolphins playing

Up to the skies

The nuclear jets are roaring
Towards Gaza

Onward moving
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Looking in the night skies
Alone in the park

I see this monstrous space
Pass by.
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On the rainy season

I see some tadpoles

On the pond

Near the house

When mother-in-law arrives
I hear all of them croaking
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I and the internet
Sensitive nerves
Concentrate in

My finger tips

Making sweet sounds
in silence
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A sad song I whistle in the air
Like a river floating

And then the strong wind comes
My hat flies away
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A flashlight

I point to the night
Above me

To measure the depth
the distance

Of this darkness
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Another strong typhoon on the brink
It is asking
Which boat is next to sink?
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I say two words
She replies with ten
Summer is hot

And bickering

Like a flame
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A dead dog long buried
And yet-

Some yelps are still heard
Near the doormat

Even without a bee
Stinging

or anybody coming

back home
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when i get to be an old man

i shall not speak of any regret
about the past that i buried

in the silent city of my ancestors

i carry with me a poem in my heart

as i look forward to the coming of the black horse
that will carry me to the shore

and i shall wait for the boatman

to carry me to another island

my heart is expectant like a child
waiting for mother from the market

like @ man in love waiting for his woman
under the trees beside a silvery river
under the moon kissing and knowing
beforehand destined eternity.
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The lightning flashes
The thunder roars

I hear old family voices
I see sudden memories
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The summer is hot

He crosses the river through
Teasing the bridge

With his water buffalo
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The sky darkens
As clouds slowly
Make the rain
While I wait for you
On a cold wind
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A poor village
Covered with dust
Then the sound
Of first rain
Comes from

The mountain
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a child takes a single bite of
Jolibee chicken

she offers what remains
To the dog beside her

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 533



195

To death]

On top of my roof
I can not sleep

In the middle of this
Cold night
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I want to sleep now]

Please switch off
The computer

And stop thinking
About death & poetry
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1967, March

i looked to the left side to see those
who were watching us

i was sitting on your lap as you focus on
the one taking the picture

it was 1967 when i was barely 5

i did not know then what was the significance
of the taking

i was crying for attention

and no one cared

childish they all complained

why i was there

disturbing the mood of that occasion
when school ends

when parting could have been cheerful
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The rice planters
Are all muddy
Except their dreams
of rain and songs
of summer loves
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From the mountain
I will throw this stone

To the nearby river

Try to see if the
River gets murky
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I can kill

A fly

On the dining table
With all of you
Watching
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squeezing

what dropp is left
from the mind
it is not blood
nothing like
pus, it is air,
this emptiness
that keeps
giving off

what i have not
seen before,

it is crying to be
let out, so i may
give room for
the unknown,
the mysterious
and glorious,
the x and vy,
until there is
meaning, a
solution, a
redemption.
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2: 20 P.M. Roxas

you are first
if you keep on searching, you will know more than what is necessary for
tomorrow

you are the first to know and will tell those who know
to obey the dictates of silence for a while

there is no more argument possible in this
but only that silence that rifts what flesh is found in the bone

do not worry that much, there is no need after all
because i will be next

and i am not telling you
you will not be glad, but you will not be alone anymore
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2: 21 A.M.

at 2: 21 a.m.
the right hand
corner of my
computer
shows that
you are offline

or at least
you pretended
to be offline

i know you
like me you
sometimes
want to choose
being invisible

then another
poem speaks
another poem

is born and

it bites

it kisses you

in such a distant
silence

that always asks
why?

goodbye.
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2: 25 P.M. Roxas

there are things that do not jibe
round peg to a square hole for instance

birds that dive and fly in the belly of the sea
or fish that swim in the molten lava of the earth

us, for instance, is another thing
we have ceased to be human tired of the power of words in our lips

we should have kissed as often as we signify a love that does not change
but, we are some of these things that do not jibe at last

our dances have become awkward
people are watching and they just couldn't say it honestly that we have to stop

us, scarecrows
not scared but powerless over the vultures that feed on our flesh

over those birds that steal the grains of our youth
over time that is too cruel

us, feeding upon us,
about to puke.
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2: 26......

Upon an aching heart,
flinging arms, pause of fingers,

someone says
it's time to sigh off.

bye baby,
take care yourself.

be good, avoid evil,
live and let live.

grab the best and
disregard the rest.
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2: 33 In The Morning

waking up from a dream
this one says, i am making love with my neighbor's wife

i rise from bed and drink a glass of cold water

and then i sigh

it is not true after all and i have not sinned indeed

why such a subconscious train of thought inside the tunnel of
secret desire and where shall this map lead me?

i shiver to this, i sense a snail breaking its own shell
i hear the cracking sound of popcorn
and smell the butter from the kitchen window

my wife wakes up and follows me in the wind screen of

dawn. It is cold she says and she lands on my lap and

kisses me.

there is nothing wrong i tell her.

there is really nothing wrong, i assure myself as i type the last word
for this poem.

love is better in the silent mode.
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2: 53 A.M.

loudest is the sound of the
cock crowing

though far from this house
of hay

it cannot hear us somehow
on another cock crowing
on your hands

of cotton
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2: 55 A.M.

at this hour
the exhaust fan of the computer
sounds loudest

second to that

is the murmur of each key
as i press upon

a letter

to make this
waking poem
make

its faintest sound

it is like

the sigh of the pin
dropping

on the carpeted
floor

of an empty room
with doors and
windows

closed.
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2: 58 A.M,

he has seen

blunt dreams and he
wishes that one may
finally opt for

a change,

he has seen insistent
dreamers

praying

for the realization of their
own deaths

slow deaths,

painful ones that they can
boast before

their suffering gods

somehow he thinks

that this masochism must be
stopped

but no one listens

the blunt dreamers

thrive

multiplied in millions
almost stopping

the earth's capacity for
more revolutions

he hopes somehow

that beyond this global blunting
and lengthening of sorrows
thickening of the veins

of wrong blood flowing

all creatures

the earth included

is sick only for a certain time
trembling in heat

and panicky about syndromes

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

548



feverish

and then it begins to
auto-heal itself

back to its fighting form
back to serving

those who doubt themselves
and those

who live despite

the aftermath of that
self-destruction
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2:15 P.M. Roxas

we smile because they tell us to smile
we project what this world must be

or ought to be, but after that last click
we go back to the

beginning when we were going somewhere without a definite direction
when it was raining so hard and we found no shelter

when every part of us, present and future is wet with
anxiety, and there is no sign that

the rain will stop, that the door will open showing us the way
to the fire

no two persons with separate arms and legs will have to stay in one room forever
the feet walk away

the eyes fly
thoughts roam the world and will be glad to know each cloud

of doubt
each sting an education each wound

a seed of growth
we shall soon know this and we give way to our soul

traveling, traveling, until you become so strange as a creature i have not ever
met before

a myth, a story,
and then you smile realizing the truth of being blown by the wind
dusts, yes dusts,

that is what we are

and will always be, into the nothingness of what we have
not ever

thought before
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a pen that you just keep

but you have no time using,

an outmoded cell phone

that you are not willing to give up,
a creaky bed, a rusty pin,

a handkerchief with an embroidered
name of your someone special

a old diary, a tiny wild flower
between the pages of your

favorite book, locks of hair,

what do i really need these things for?
ah, memories, rotten memories,

so sweet still.

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 552



200

The rain of March suddenly falls
It catches me naked
In Diwan river
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On a very peaceful night
Like this

My neighbor sings again
Her videoke

Is still out of tune
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On a summer's day
I look at my face
Into the mirror
Finding Grandpa’s
Stricter face
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From a leafless siniguelas tree
The black crow flies away
Then the swaying ends

As the rain begins to fall
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So he refuses to talk
He twirls a flower
Instead between

His fingers

Then the other said
I must speak

For words to be
Passed on

Then the heavens
Speak by

Changing the seasons
A hundred more

Are born

He fears

That when the heavens
Speak some more
There will be

No more justice

To the words

Of Men
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your poem is young

dress it up

with an armor

and a helmet

let it go to the battlefield
and fight its own wars
do not give it tranquility

that is not
its real color
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Lose your mind

Do not tie your mind
Lose it

Set it free

Do not strain it

Let it go

Alone

It comes back
Wherever

It wills
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If the poem is really yours

It will come back

Like your cat

Which has run off
Somewhere sometime
It will come back

You are the master
You are his home
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When you write poetry

Do not be preoccupied
With writing one

The metaphors
Will be confused

And will not settle

With the words
You are choosing
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of course
he knew too well

He heard Of this path That we all
Must tread]

But he did Not really expect that
He is going To walk

On it Today.
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There will be rain here

We normally run for shelter

Who wants to be wet in the rain

And look like a helpless chick in the drain?

There will be rain

And we will be seeking shades under the trees
And run towards waiting sheds where the rain
Cannot harm our sensibilities,

There will be rain and more rains to come

In our lives, and we always run for secure
Shelters, and we always have umbrellas,

And raincoats, and closed cars, we hide to places
Where The rain cannot harm us,

But today, there is rain, and I will take

Another action, I will not run for shelter,

Or take shades in trees, or be in waiting sheds,

I will not even open my car, get into it and close it,

I am not afraid of rain now; I have no fears getting wet
And look like a helpless chick, I will run in the

Middle of the rain, I will play in the rain, I will

Be with the rain throughout its pouring,

I will be wet, and it will rain and rain,

Let it rain and rain and rain

You will not see, my tears falling, tears hiding in the rain.
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whatever she says

be it about sadness

or peace

or war and unhappiness

he did not mind

he is in the mountain
thinking

how the mosquitoes
are pestering him
and he cannot sleep

soon she will
be silent and then
he begins to write

his shorter poems
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he now prefers
the caterpillar
to bring the
news of his
death
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He knows his end is near
He dreams last night that
There is a big river flowing
In the Sahara

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 566



213

Hey, froggie!
Why are you
Jumping in

An asphalted road?

There will be no
Sound of water
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it is no longer
you whom I
wait

by my window

time passes....
my beard

all white
reaches

the floor
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to while the hours away

Without you
I lie among the grasses
In the backyard

Listening to
The twinkling
Of stars
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letting go of sadness

I let go

All my sadness

to the edge of dusk
Among disappearing
twilight
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to our youngest

in leaving this place

I shall recall

You wearing your Sunday’s best
With mama & papa

Still holding hands
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early fears

there is no moment of peace
for a heart that loves

the scent of

the blooming

white sampaguitas

when the wind starts

to blow its breath tonight
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i still love you
How can I not love
This world

And be sad

When I soon leave

When my heart still
Beats for you
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21st Year

Papa lets you go

at this age you are free
now marry

have kids and love

the woman

that you can have

do not regret

do not blame anyone

all the opportunities have
been served like

your regular meals

and you were give

time to savor

the salt and sugar and
the whiteness of rice

like pearls

if you are confused

by all means that is nhormal
now go

Papa sets you free

do not be lonely

do not be frightened

by that ocean of freedom
by that space of options
course your own orbit
spin

revolve

make your own number of
nights and days

embrace the darkness

as well as the light

do not just be an asteroid
be the comet

explode if you may

to create your own
new universe......
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As I cannot touch you

With my fingers, as I cannot take a longer

Gaze at you without being condemned

As I cannot be always with you even longer than a minute, as I cannot sit beside
you without being

Despised, as I cannot talk to you about

How people love and love so true

Without being ridiculed,

As I cannot

Offer you fresh white flowers as symbols of my affection,
As I cannot send you a greeting card wishing you well,

As I cannot hold your hand even in casual friendship,

As I cannot

Take you to dinner and be myself sharing

What I can give you,

As I cannot

Hug you and kiss you and make love to you even in the wildest of my dreams
imaginations without me dying in sin and guilt

As I cannot walk with you in a park
Without being

Ostracized by this decent society

I will just think of you in milder forms in decent thoughts,
And write about you in clean and clear words,

That will just be enough.

I always look at you on this one-way mirror tinted with silver,
And so you do not notice

And so no one knows.

Because,

Strictly, I am prohibited

And that to me is loud and clear.

And by all means within my powers, I have to gently obey.
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on your fifth birthday

you will begin to know
what happiness is

you will soon grow
reaching your eleventh
then sorrows begin to show
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As the coldness of the night
Comes over my window

I know deep in my heart
Your loneliness in the big city
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caregiver leaving again

The children of Punta

Sing you a sad song

We hear the whirring
Sounds of dragonfly wings
Then the plane flies you
To Chicago

As you make

Many flying kisses
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sweet rumors

Deserted house

With thatched roof
Along the Dicayo River
Rumors are sweet

On a swarm of bees
Who now live there
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the day you left me
Through my reading glasses
Smears of my fingerprints

I see you blur

With my falling tears
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AS WE LEAVE A BEAUTIFUL PLACE

I am riding in my car
driving it myself but i am not alone

the mountains are green this time
rain has not been remiss

the trees along the streets
are having a show of their fruits

i open the window and breathe
such a very fresh air

i know this is a beautiful morning
but how sad, we are leaving.
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in the embrace of another man
............................... she left
Where the pastures are greener

......... beyond my boundary lines
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what the white owl does besides flapping its wings

The white owl flaps its wings
Deep in the night

Hovers on the trees

I think the leaves

I hear the sparrows chirping
In the morning

Some dead feathers are falling
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do not believe what your friend says, think
Are you my friend? .............

Messenger of good and evil?

Hmmm, .......... Let me think

You are stepping on my feet.
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a poem for the hightest leader of our land

Quiapo Underpass

Some blossoms of graffiti
We are tired of lies

The whole year round
Chasing tails

The cats and dogs.
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poem for the keeper of my heart

This heart
of mine

Must not be
Given to
Others

it will explode
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what is right can sometimes be wrong,
like the right of a state to Kill,

that to me is wrong,

like the right to have slaves

that was wrong, but they once
thought it was right,

something that feels so right

may, sometimes, be also be wrong,
like feeling love, and too much love
for a neighbor or yourself,

it can be intoxicating at times,

and it can kill you,

because what is right exists only
in our human minds,

limited, too narrow, too
confined in our flesh and blood,
in the context of our culture,

in the frames of our time,

to the dictates of religion

the liberality of our education,
to our biases and prejudices,

what we believe in, what we
touch with faith in dark places
what we try to light with candles,
Oor see in microscopes or see in
telescopes, or see with our eyes
and hearts wide open,

may still be wrong, or
still be not right,
so what is right after all?

Possibly, this can be right,
But possibly this can also be wrong,
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We can always pray. But the doubt
Is always there. Cogito ergo sum.

Who can really be sure?
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teardrops from
My eyes

to my cheek
slowly

to my lips

my tongue
licks it

my mouth
swallows

I need tears
to drink

To become
The salt

Of this
Earth.
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The Press Statement

46 million Filipinos
Go hungry everyday
3.8 million Filipino
Families experienced
Having nothing

To eat in 2009

Now, the price of rice
Has increased

So?

I am just writing
Upon Ariel’s prodding.
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So many poems

in this world remain
unwritten,

unsaid,

undone.

So many poets cry out,
each one longing

for a masterpiece -
words strung

emotive,

expressive,

true.

Poems, poets

Linger they must

in the colonnades of time
under trees in the sky
waiting, straining

for birth.

Unfortunately

they at sunrise seek

A bosom mother -

from whom they must spring
eternal at first light;

sorry for now

but unwritten she is,

unsaid too,

unborn.

Wait.
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Flor de luna

White flower
Blooming
Only at night
When no
one is
Watching

And so easily
forgotten
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maria theresa leonora

I drink water
From this well
Using my
Bare hands

My shirt gets
Wet

Your dryness
Now

Is what I need.
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the reason why pain is inflicted sometimes

Feeling the need
To have pearls
Around your neck
I will give you pain
To make you cry

Now you have all
The pearls gleaming
In your eyes, cheeks
Then around your
white slender neck
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Conversations of Tess and her light and my darkness

i

Come to the light

And let yourself be known
Shine

i

I live in the dark
I glow there

I am not visible
In your light

iii

Do take pride
About light

I will take
Darkness

iv
I have seen your light
It still looks dark to me

v
No, go out

See the light
And be uplifted

Vi

Ah, I bask in the light

Of my poetry

There is enough moonlight
For me
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An open letter to Filipino Artists by Emmanuel Lacaba

A poet must also learn
how to lead an attack
- Ho Chi Minh

I

Invisible the mountain routes to strangers:

For rushing toes an inch-wide strip on boulders
And for the hand that's free a twig to grasp,
Or else we headlong fall below to rocks

And waterfalls of death so instant that

Too soon they're red with skulls of carabaos.

But patient guides and teachers are the masses:
Of forty mountains and a hundred rivers;

Of plowing, planting, weeding, and the harvest;
And of a dozen dialects that dwarf

This foreign tongue we write each other in

Who must transcend our bourgeois origins.

South Cotabato
May 1,1975

II

You want to know, companions of my youth

How much has changed the wild but shy young poet
Forever writing last poem after last poem;

You hear he's dark as earth, barefoot,

A turban round his head, a bolo at his side,

His ballpen blown up to a long-barreled gun:
Deeper still the struggling change inside.

Like husks of coconut he tears away

The billion layers of his selfishness.

Or learns to cage his longing like the bird
Of legend, fire, and song within his chest.
Now of consequence is his anemia
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From lack of sleep: no longer for Bohemia,
The lumpen culturati, but for the people, yes.

He mixes metaphors but values more

A holographic and geometric memory

For mountains: not because they are there

But because the masses are there where

Routes are jigsaw puzzles he must piece together.
Though he has been called a brown Rimbaud,

He is no bandit but a people's warrior.

South Cotabato and Davao del Norte
November 1975

III

We are tribeless and all tribes are ours.

We are homeless and all homes are ours.

We are nameless and all names are ours.

To the fascists we are the faceless enemy

Who come like thieves in the night, angels of death:
The ever moving, shining, secret eye of the storm.

The road less traveled by we've taken-

And that has made all the difference:

The barefoot army of the wilderness

We all should be in time. Awakened, the masses are Messiah.
Here among workers and peasants our lost

Generation has found its true, its only home.

Davao del Norte
January 1976
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LANDSCAPE WITH FIGURES by carlos bulosan

Homeward again under foreign stars,

history was a strange gush of wind from memory
that came to echo waterfalls of those years:

home to find the place lost among

galaxies of signs. The hills were gone. The river

trail was forgotten... Trying to remember meadowlark
and those who perished in the vanishing land

(bones in the earth where our parents died poor) ,
the journey fell into heavy tides of flowing

scorn that echoed and reechoed time there.

The sun was most unkind to the place:

history: names of men: patterns of life:

all that distant floodtide heaved and moved,

breaking familiar names that immortal tongues

clipped for the heart to cry, '"Home is a foreign address,
every step toward it is a step toward three hundred years
of exile from the truth...’

It was not homeward

to the first known land, nor escape

to white sea sprays blossoming on inland shore,

nor love leaping the boundaries naked in the soul,

but a vast heritage of war and destruction breaking

too soon for the living and willing to die.

Life is a foreign language. Every man mispronounced it...
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i teach my child by G. Abad

I.

I teach my child

To survive.

I begin with our words,
The simple words first
And last.

They are hardest to learn.
Words like home,

Or friend, or to forgive.
These words are relations.
They are difficult to bear;
Their fruits are unseen.
Or words that promise

Or dream.

Words like honor, or certainty,
Or cheer.

Rarest of sound,

Their roots run deep;
These are words that aspire,
They cast no shade.
These are not words

To speak.

These are the words

Of which we consist,
Indefinite,

Without other ground.

II.

My child

Is without syllables

To utter him,

Captive yet to his origin

In silence.

By every word

To rule his space,

He is released;

He is shaped by his speech.
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Every act, too,

Is first without words.
There's no rehearsal

To adjust your deed

From direction of its words.
The words are given,

But there's no script.
Their play is hidden,
We are their stage.
These are the words
That offer to our care
Both sky and earth,
These same words
That may elude our acts.
If we speak them

But cannot meet their sound,
They strand us still

In our void,

Blank like the child
With the uphill silence
Of his words' climb.
And so,

I teach my child

To survive.

I begin with our words,
The simple words first
And last.
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in reply to jean's theory of asexuality

Once you ask me

Why I live among

The distant hills

I just smile

I do not make replies

I do not really care

I stare in your eyes
Like you are a river
And I have no fear

And my thoughts

Flow like leaves

Falling from tall, old,
Trees

Blown into the unknown
I realize and

You too must

I have a world of my own
Apart from yours

And the rest

Of Everyone.
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in a crowd of people, in a sea of people

you can just be a wooden sail, and sail like

there are no people in there, in the sea of people,

you can just be yourself, like they do not exist,

you can even just be any kind of wave in there,

a small gentle wave with the usual sea cap, a white

foamy sea cap, indistinguishable like the rest of the

people in the sea of people, and in this sea where you

are just one of them, there is really no problem, you are

just like them, behaving just like anyone of them, and you can always be with
them, lonely, lonely like them, always being like them, in a crowd, in this
uniformity, in this

anonymity, but once it may occur to you, that there is

something in yourself that simply shouts, I can be out

from here, out of here, from this cacophony, from this loneliness,

I cannot wait anymore, in the sea of people, I can be out,
An outcast, and it does not matter, deep within I know I can feel it now,

my mother was a seagull, and I have always known how to fly.
The time is now to spread the wings that I have been hiding.
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a reunion

Often a man's life is such
that he seldom sees his friends,
like the night and day

never sharing the same hours
In the skies

Seldom does he share

His evenings with friends

Or his mornings

His lamp light unshared

His mornings unspent

How long will this

Distance last?

Hairs have turned
White and lesser

As we inquire about
Friends and other
Acquaintances only

To find out that half of
Them have turned

To ghosts,

Shocks and torments
Of this heart, cries
But I will try again
To enter your home
Twenty five years
And now you have
Two sons and three
Daughters to greet
Me by the door

I thought you never
Married and they all
Kiss my hands and
Before I can ask the
Questions you drive
Them off to the grounds
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To play away from us
As we talk about
Lasting friendships
And how we have
Almost forgotten them

Tomorrow I will be drunk
Again back to my own
Affairs in the big city

We will be separated
Again by these peaks

Of mountains and we
Shall again lose each
Other’s friendly views.
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Tonight his wife shall watch the full moon

Alone over the hills in Marupay

He will think sadly though of her

Too young to understand this sudden separation

Remembering once again their love in Cagayan
In fragrant mist, her black hair was perfumed
In the clear moonlight, her hands were cold

In the distant mountain of Tabon

She leans over this bamboo grove

While the moonlight tries to dry some tears
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 607



242

then the tears shall start to fall

Another year has ended

Summer has come for us to bask in the sun
In sandy white beaches with friends,

But I must now take leave

My time has come

Alas, the ylang-ylang trees in our garden
Without me

Shall still bloom and spread its scents
When the wind comes again

Tonight

Then the tears shall start

To fall
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THE NORMAL PASSAGE OF A HUMAN BEING

there was this friend
who wrote sonnets in high school

it was the first time that he fell in love
with a girl with thick glasses and fists like stones

i saw how she hit him and he did not do anything
except perhaps to write more sonnets

their love did not make it
they did not marry for love

Life did teach them many lessons
sometimes marriage is not love

profession is not daily bread
survival is not a struggle but simply numbness

living is just a day to day waking up and sleeping
and nights are even not for sleeping anymore

if you are my age you will know that this is not madness
but something that everyone in their normal lives

undergo, like a communion, a confession, a crucifixion
and a redemption

sometimes you are enlightened
like a yogi, you only live for the moment

your children are not yours
your properties are just passing things

like leaves blown away
like memories that no matter how you keep in photographs

all, all still fade away
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and that one day, someone asks, ' what is this all about?

who is this? ' and someone who has a tight skin
and a small lit eye says

and lightly, utters, ' i don't really know'

but if they only care enough
the one who was forgotten was the one who wrote sonnets

and the one who said
i do not know is the youngest daughter of

the girl with thick glasses and fists of stones
who died not for love but only for the money.
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contrasts

The food in the ref
Of the wealthy
Spoil themselves
unnecessarily

Outside the door

A child begs because
He has

Nothing

to eat
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In our old house made of limestone
Many ferns and moss Grow

But though how lush
And numerous have

They become

My memories
Still outnumber them
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 612



245

like the dry cogon in flames

Like the dry cogon
That I burn

This evening

On the ricefield

All myself

Is flaming

Waiting for
You

Who never
Comes

I understand
Now
the meaning

Of instant flames

And the ash
They are leaving
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Two Lovers Get Married Today

because they claim
to be in heaven

i still have to convince
myself that
i can see stars in their

skies
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It is not the flowers
That wilt

It is not the wind
That whirls

And goes

It is not the world
That ends

In this place

But it is
We ourselves

ItisI

That wither
And pass away
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all i did was hide my love for you

Like an iron gate
That rusts

Weakened by the
Salt from the sea,

So I must
I live on

To hide my love
At last I have

Staled and
Failed.
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till my life ends

After one brief tryst
A night as short

A blade of grass
Briefly cut

In Silliman-

Must I long for her
Forever?

With my whole heart
Till my life ends?
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the dignity of my tears

I will not blame the moon
For bringing me this

Pale sadness

On some pictures of grief
I lift up my face

To present the dignity

Of my tears
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If I speak of love, it is because love speaks

To me, like we are having this conversation

About love itself, and I ask love that if I speak

Of love, will love believe me?

And love sighed, and finds this question

Too self-serving for itself, for love could

Be biased too, telling me that if I speak

Of her, she will believe me, oh, that would

Be too unnecessary of love, to speak about itself,
For love to believe in love from love itself

Who is asking about love,

About me and telling me, she will believe me,

In fact, this would be too confusing, too confusing,
But I speak of her today, and I speak of myself
Too, believing about this love of mine,

And so confused we see each other eye to eye,
The eye of love to my eye of true love,

Talking heart to a true heart,

The heart of love talking to the heart of true love,
and finally, though confused, and still taking breaths,

love, she finally,
Said, yes, love believes me, love believes my love,
love speaks of love, love believes in love,

In my love, and there is no other. Love begets love.
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some birds/ cries

There is nowhere
To escape

From the
Harshness of
This world

That is what I think

In the mountains'
Farthest

In the forests'
deepest

I still hear
Some birds’

cries
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When in distress
Through life’s blows

So Cruel
My life

Still sticks with me
In fidelity
And dignity

You may
Say I am brave
and strong

But when I am
Alone

Some tears
cannot help
falling
Breaking forth
From my

SOorrow
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loneliness

When I turned my
Eyes to the place
Where I heard
Someone calling
The only one I see
Is my own shadow
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When I ask her
If her love will
Last forever

She does not
Answer

Now, my thoughts
Are in disarray

Like your books
When you

Transferred
To another house.
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Though the rapid waters
Are divided by this
Big rock

At the end
The waters are united
Again

Like this love
Of ours

For now
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A single dew
On the leaf
Shall promise
Life to this
Plant still
Wanting to
Grow,

So will
Does this
New vow
That I
Make for
You

Let this
Year pass
And let

The drought
Come again

Let us see.
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In our distance
In my heart
This love

Shall bloom
Like a flower

Please,

Do not let
Your doubts
Be the mists
To hide

This view
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Let me thank the fish bone
stuck in my throat

Let me praise the tooth
aching throughout the night

Let me write about the
rusty nail that pierced

my stupid foot in that
dark garden

Let me remember a white
horse which died because
the grass arrived late

Let me recall the treatise of
the gnat biting the donkey's
ear

Let me check the fruit fly
trapped in the empty wine
bottle tightly corked

Let me know if the rabid dog
which bit a neglected child
in the neighborhood is dead.

I have not learned my lessons
by heart

Give me another time
for me to nail another beginning.
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Sooner my life shall end
And when I am gone
Beyond this world

And I am forgotten

Let it be remembered
That I have met you
And loved you through
sincerely & truly
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Sleeping all alone
Through the long hours
Of the night

Then the day comes
Morning light

I still cannot figure out
How I survived

The loneliness
The emptiness

Of such much?
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Surely there is no one
Who speaks with
Authority

Or pity

About the pain

Of my lost love

Now is the time
To kick out
This feeling of
Pain &
Emptiness

Go on
Get out
Self-pity.
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25th Of June, Dawn

a dream is so beautiful
at dawn,

it comes wounding me
but it is alright

it is the most usual thing that happens
in my life

and so here i am again
licking my wounds
nurturing it

so that i may heal
again and again

deep within i do not wish this wound
to heal

somehow it is this orifice

that creates

an opening to my life

day to day

RIC S. BASTASA
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That veil was the first symbolism
Of her lies, it covered
The truth of her origin,

Her face underneath, you never really
Saw the truth of her eyes,

You were blinded by the cloth
You were tempted by the part that was still covered,

When the veil was lifted
It was then that you saw, the truth, of what was felt,

You wanted to back out,
And stop the ceremony of a commitment

But there were lots of people in the church
Ready to clap their hands, after the much awaited kiss

You kissed her, and the people clapped in
Jubilation of your beginnings

You did not really mean it,
But it was too late; you have already sealed the contract

With that kiss and all the people in the church clapped their hands
The rest in your life to come shall be without the participation

Of your senses.
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How can I hide
From my face
This fondness
This secret love
When she comes
To face me

She asks

If there is
Something
Wrong

As i leave

and say
Nothing.
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Like a cold dawn
Your love is
Uncompromising

I ask for pity

When we parted
There was none
The morning comes
I say I do not like
Any coffee or tea.
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Summer loneliness
In my mountain
Grows lonelier
When friends

Are gone like
Leaves and grasses
All withered and
Finally burned.
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What is broken
scatters

a glass that you
throw on the window
feeds the splinters

diamond like
to the mornings of
my life

i guess

one can still

have faith

even in the breaking
of whatever

when, for instance,
this morning
breaks into
splinters of
twilights

i too break into
pieces of amazement
after the darkness

of my night
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If all the mahogany leaves
In Tabon mountain

Are hearts

Like the way I bleed

When you left

The rivers below

Will surely flood

With blood
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If a friend
true to her
Is you

Is there any way
Hidden from me

A gaze
perhaps

That you can do
To draw her back

To me?
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Well, I see this moon
And I am sad

My thoughts are sadder still
The dark night comes

Not just for me
Alone, I know

but for all of us..
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As of this time
I bring you no offering

Here I am
Bringing nothing

Just lies...
A bouquet of beautiful lies
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This poem shall remember

The port of Dumaguete

The gentle waves of the boulevard
Where we once walked

Under the moon and stars

Where the wind was fresh and cool
Where time was once eternal

To your children and husband
And to my wife

And even to our friends

This poem is nothing

After all we never made it

But to me

This poem is more than significant
This is a love poem

To be recited again

In Dumaguete

The moon and stars
shining at night

And the waves of the sea
Bouncing on the boulevard
Still so excited

Like how I feel today as I write
This poem

I am not sure
Somehow somewhere
sometime

If it is still

With you
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and if by chance
you read this
do not blame
me or anybody
or yourself

do not even
blame the stars
they are just
taking their
own course
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this is nothing but just
another poem for you
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Can you keep a secret?
I ask you

I will test you

About my loneliness

It is a secret

That I keep

And I want to share

It with you

If you can keep

A secret

You cannot
Keep a secret
Today a friend
Calls

911

For me

And so

my loneliness

Has spread

From one mouth

To another
Throughout the world

And all my friends
And acquaintances
Call today
Telling me

We share the same secrets

But I am lonelier
ever

I have another secret
That I can no longer
Share with you

You cannot keep a secret
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You never knew
what delicate means
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love life my friend
it is the only one
you've got

you have loved
love once
it did not love you

so nhow my friend
learn to love life

it shall live with you
through and through
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

645



27

see the path of life

in opaqueness, learn to breathe
through the eyes,

do not trust love that much
for it, like everything else,
comes and goes,

bliss, hatred,

rottenness,

each man stands

by the side of his doorway
and hides his hands

inside his pocket

some however learns

to shove or

hold their hands out

to be free.
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What shall I tell this great mountain?
That I have seen everything from here?

I breathe thin air here

Day and night

I stretch my hands to the clouds

I touch

I tire my eyes to the sun above

I follow the birds flying to the other island
But I shall not rest

I shall climb this great and high mountain some more
To see everything

In a single glance

Without even moving an eyelash.
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Slanting rays of the morning sun
Carabaos, goats, and pigs

Along the grassy lane

An old man with a staff

Sits by the door

Of his thatched hut

Waiting for his grandson,

Chickens, ducks, and pigeons
Scatter on the backyard

He feeds them

All he has now

Is this simple life

In a farm house in Dicayo River
Waiting for an angel

To sing his final song

He sighs soon he shall die
the river flows nearby
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after betrayal

of trust you have the
nerve

to ask if i am

angry
i am not

iam

hurt and that makes
the difference

between you and me
there shall be a chasm

an abyss
but you will never hear

me shouting
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try to look at it from a different
perspective
dexter

when your prayers are not granted

it is not because

you do not deserve to be there

it is not because

you are lesser that those who are now
seated in the front

handshaking with greatness

it is simply because

God has barred the door
where you are going to enter
the room of your

perdition

just wait

the right door for you
is yet unfinished

the room there

is suited for you

and for no other

soon, you will understand
but i know for sure

God has always heard you
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we were talking under the talisay tree
about our future

one summer

when the leaves are brown

and falling to the ground

where the red ants

are busy taking their food
under a heap of

dry leaves

we will be there
to reach our destinies

but we may not be there
together

there is always a season for me
and for you

the wisdom lies in the waiting
the goodness in the waiting

and the beauty that we will see
lies in the content of our eyes
the tranquility of the pond
where the moss begins

to grow again

in stones.
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what you got from me are lies
and it was a test

wrong informations were passed
by you to all my friends

and they will now ask me
if these are true

i will tell them
about your lies now, not mine

and now
it is you who is in hot water

as i relax in my bed
figuring out what to do next

RIC S. BASTASA
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you have all the reasons to be sad
and be afraid

like a tree

you have no roots
and where you grow
around are rocks

when the typhoon comes
you have nowhere to hold
and you cannot stand
against the harsh winds

you will be uprooted

and blown away

you will be washed away

to the river and then to the sea

because you have
not really loved

truly.
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you sent the slideshow
of the little white daisy
contented in the

forest where all the
other plants are confused

the oak wanting to be a lilac
the lilac wanting to be a pine
the pine wanting to be a daisy

you are the daisy
i suppose so

how can i ever believe you
when all the while

you have been dreaming
of wings to fly away?
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with your big mouth
Silence-

Devour me

Whole

I want to be eaten
And be peaceful
Inside your belly
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you have shown me
how to convert

this newspaper strips
into money

how this flower
turns into a white
rabbit

how the rabbit turns
into a hat

then back to a newspaper
strips again

magician, i am tired
of your illusions
how your hands

deftly deceived my
weaker eyes

now i have my last request
please perform this magic:

make yourself disappear.
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I will always be here, here in this place

Worshiping you, remembering you

Always, even if you forget, even if you do not anymore remember
A trace of my presence

I will always be here, here in this place
Because I made a promise to always remember

A trace of your memory.
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now you are here
alone

facing me

singing your own songs
smiling at me

as i clap my hands

you are so beautiful
your voice magical
and it is so nice

of you

to be here again

as i hear

your voice

pure, and diffused

inside

what we call our very own
welcome to originality

to you and nothing

but just you

i am listening
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the reason why i want to be you
is because you like to be me too

we become mirrors then
i to you
and you to me

what i do you shall do
and what you do i shall do too

it happens all the time
and all the people in the neighborhood
talk and laugh

about this mimicry
they call it crazy

we look like a melon cut into
perfect halves

how boring, how nauseating
because you are still a woman

and i have remained my own man

RIC S. BASTASA
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For my love is like ice
Put it in your armpit
It will melt

And make you wet

Put it in the coldness
of the freezer

in your ref

It will harden

And even crack

Put it under the
Sun and it will
Evaporate

Put me in your
Mouth and let

Me melt in your
Tongue

I become the water
drink me

To quench your
Thirst and i will

make You live

RIC S. BASTASA

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 660



283

When I look at you
Oh my lovely tree
Alone on a hill
How I wish that

I may become

A honeysuckle

A clinging vine
That from your
Root to top

I may entwine

But I am just
A bookworm

Still trapped
In this book

That she is
still Reading.
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hey mister poet
find me a poem
that i will read

this sunday upon
the behest of

our chapel chaplain,

hey mister poet
find me a death
poem to be read
this sunday evening

and mister poet answered

hey lady i will make
a death poem for you

but it shall be read
by me this sunday

and you will be there
but you cannot hear

you will be there
and they will be there

because of you.
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in the rain and storms of my life
My father is the boat

And my mother is the lighthouse
My country is the land

Where I am safe and fine
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Of what use shall the
Saudi riyal
That Japanese yen be

When you are no longer by my side?
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you are up
and i am down

i am down
and you are up

i get bored
and tired
with this routine

SO i give you
the surprise
of your life

i step away
suddenly

and you fall
to the ground

now i am
happy to see
SO angry

and so alive
on this see-saw

of our lives
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There is nothing
Exceptional,
Nothing special
With me,

I am just ordinary

In decency, in status,
I am what you call
the average man,
Of no special rank
Of lesser significance

I am found

In the most common

Places, undistinguished

in the most common men

in the market, in the mall,
in the park, in the beach,

in the streets, in the church,
in anywhere in everywhere

I am what you see
As plain, the usual
The most customary
that you meet &
easily forget

I am the

Normal person that you
Shake hands with,

whose name

does not linger

long enough in your mind

I live in the many

I am the numerous

I breathe the common Air
I drink the water
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For everyone

I smell like the

Sweat of the rest

I look like everyone
Because I am the average
Because I am the ordinary

But without me
You will never be
Special

In truth it is us
The common ones
In this whole world
The background
These ordinary
Occurrences and
Resemblances

That make you
Exist,

We, the average,

We, the people of this world
We are the ordinary

And you cannot

Disregard us,

We are the many,
And we can always
Disregard you

If we really want to

we make you
and we can always unmake you

mister special..
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Read the poems and meet the words
Like they are strangers
They do not know you

And you do not know them
But then you

Get to know each other
With how you feel

And what they feel for you
They flow into your mind
And float there

Then they sink because
You rock them in your
Blood and thirst and
Loneliness, and you ask

If it is you in the poem?

Did I not tell you the magic
Of my poetry? Or of poetry itself?

I will tell you again

You read them and then feel them,
Then they become you

Because now you see yourself
Inside them

And the poems own you

Because now you own them too.

is it you? yes, it is also us.
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you have nowhere to go

your heart is trapped

locked in the gates of her cares,
your eyes are covered

by the gentleness of her gaze,

you are now caught in the truth of her love
you hands bound by her desires
your lips lost in her sweetness,
now you dwell in your weaknesses,
now you surrender to her longings
you now belong entirely to her,

with nowhere to go
you are doomed

to die in her bosom

as her chattel

her prized possession
her love mind you

has turned you

into a thing, a property

but you did not mind

your heart is made of wood
that which was real at first
was already taken

and this one does not matter
anymore any longer

there is no beating.
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29 January

Aquarius goes on to acquire
50 hands

more faces, water, droplets of rain,
more fingers, twigs of trees
more feet, roots and more roots and more capillaries

more of these nonsense, foolishness of men
wisdom of God

less reason, junk food, broken computer chairs, dragging hours,
more emotions, flowers on my bed, candles by the side of my bathroom

stay more on the left side of the brain, giving justice for the lost moments,
striking the chords of despair and repairing the broken strings of awe,

why not? why limit myself to usual possibilities of office, home, church, work,
honor, position, pedestal

when the mountain ranges are waiting, less trodden paths where only my two
feet fit,
muddy rivers, pigs, doghouses, bee hives, chase and chase myths

on the 29th, i like being away from me.

i will meet myself as a stranger, offer it hot tea on cold morning,
no asking of where it hails from, and where it is going,

just being together, mirroring, no teasing, no guilt,

Nno comparisons,

i keep on writing for no one.
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because of what happens in the night
(a night full of love

a night full of passion)

you hum at dawn break

you sing in the morning

you dance at noon

and you laugh in the afternoon
and then with so much

happy anticipation

you look forward to

the coming night

with another ready passion
because you love her

and she loves you too
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 671



291

as you cook breakfast today
for him

thinking about the menu
that he loves most

you will sing again

the songs of love

that you once sang

only in the bathroom
when the summer

gets so hot when

once he was not

with you but in some
other person's arms

in another's warmer
embraces.
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i do not demand much
that you give me so much
love,

i have lots of love to give

i am love myself
overflowing

and if i love you

and tell you so

that i love you

i do not demand much

i am in love with you
and i do the loving
because in truth

it is the loving that
is the giving and

it is not the taking
that matters to

the one who truly
loves to the one
who loves to love
being loved is not
really that important

when i love
i give
i do not take
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Dance, dance
Mister ordinary
If you won't

I shall junk you

Sing, sing,
Mister ordinary
If you won't

I shall leave you

Obey, obey

Mister ordinary
Listen to me

And follow what I say

I will trample you

I will tread upon you
You will do what

I want you to do

I may even humiliate
And tamper you
Because you allow

It to be so.
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i ask the old man

of our neighborhood
sitting on a chair

in his yard

just in front

our house

as i water

the plants

in my garden,

his answer
is simple enough

'well, i like to die
because my friends
and classmates

are all gone, and
what use will this
life be? '

i agree.
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And we shall not leave
This country we shall build

Because it is ours
Throughout the golden hours

Here we belong
For quite long

Our great forefather
Was buried here

And though in poverty
We must stay

As we enjoy what we have
Under the sun we love

The coolness of the moon
We all swoon and don

We shall be proud as a tree
We enjoy our liberty

We shall live we shall die
There is no reason to cry
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This love of mine

That you always doubt
Despite the passion
We always have,

Is not always strong

To keep you warm

Of course, you soon
Will grow cold as ice

In my hand and so soon
You shall melt like
Water slipping through
My fingers,

I am ready for this

I have kept the other
Hand warm to hold
My other hand when
The night gets
Colder and you are
No longer there.
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I bought you a dress
Wear it

You are so beautiful
In it

You stand

And I will look

At you

You turn to the left
And to the right
And then

I ask you

To raise your head
With dignity

You will speak

To me

The words

I write on the letter
I sent with the
Money

You must say

You love me

Then I will

Bow before you
Inside this room

I will ask you

To take out the dress
Again

I want to see

This time

If you are

Already real

But you may

Not

If you don't

Really like

It, so I can

Now take

my honest

exit..
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you will have a chance seeing
the sunflower

poetess

only

once,

a glimpse

you love it but you can only love it once
when it faced the sun so bravely
chanting

singing her one and only song
then she goes away

like the sunflower

wilting

bowing to the ground
surrendering her many seeds
falling scattering

it is only the rain that comes
to bring her back to life again

her seeds sprouting again
not just with a mother song
but children poems

all along.
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at first i contemplate about the
sunflower as a princess

but it will not do her justice
because she is the queen

of the sun,

she rules the fields of green
and blue

and red too, these sunsets and
even sunrises

playing well

tagging her along

to paths of joys

& sorrows

she stands flower high

to the clouds

to storms and tempests
she yields

like any flower

still queenly to her bowing
only to rise again

with her seeds

yes, her many princesses

by her side

wilted yellowed petals

and withered

stalk

some soft winds

sad

some drops of rain still about to fall
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2nyt

as usual
it is just you and the moon

ever mute and blind
but wide awake
throughout the night
giving you

that much needed light
though dim

but light just the same

do not be hopeless 2nyt
wait

there is always a sun
though little and far
tomorrow

tomorrow morning
for each

and everyone

hold on to your self
even it be
another lie

do not damn that
life

return the gift

as nicely wrapped as when
you first received it

2nyt

i must see you again

please wait.
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when he wakes up
his thoughts are heavy
like ripe plums,

java he remembers,
big waves, and
volcanic eruptions,
humanity running away
to save what is it

that values themselves
to the right to live

java plums, violet, darker
than that, miserable,
covered by magma,
heights and disbelief

it happened in one

wink, and then one buries
all to forget, like a book
one goes to the next
chapter: this one is about
discovery, happiness.
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3 O'Clock In The Morning

the rain stopped
and i have just awakened from a deep sleep

it was earlier than usual
and what i heard are the raindrops leaving the last words of their lives

a tapping of the roof
a heave of a sigh

some monotonous sounds of the waves of the shore
not far from where i am writing

the last whispers of the winds from the trees about to shed their last leaves
the sounds of wild ducks leaving knowing that another storm is coming

i think of you

i think of your search of yourself

i think of myself

how i was once broken and destroyed by the changes of the winds
how i picked up the pieces like some leaves scattered in the forest

beyond repair, i write some memories.
weary, i imagine some moments that i may have been at rest with myself.

i think of you. I think about when the rain shall stop forever.
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3: 02....

the rain finally stops,
soothing silence hushes

until
the main door of the neighbor's house
fronting ours

is banged

the usual drunkard husband
and the nagging wife

midnight, dawn,
banging.
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3: 22 A.M.

it is funny if you give a smile at this hour
in the mirror by that cemented wall

no one is awake here

to testify about it and tell the world that once
and for all

you have become another happy man

God's child who knows by heart the meaning
of happiness

but just the same, smile somehow,
keep the image of your white teeth aligning

inside your pink gum
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3: 33 A.M.

i waited for this moment

and it has come, this awakening,

of your mind, you and i, still waking up,
when the rest of the world

is sleeping, this is the moment,

i will seize it,

like the way the chameleon

strikes the approaching fly

with its tongue

you ask me, 'are you still awake, sir? '
and i answer, ' yes, i slept early last night'

on the surface of things

there is this shallowness in our casualness

you only see my shirt and notice the particulars

at first glance: color, shape, the sound of my voice,
the posture of the person

against the window

amidst the morning light

how can we trap the inner cravings?
what about me? and what about you?
the reason why thoughts wake up
because they have been unsaid
wanting to breathe

and be in the open

surely, i still have many words to say

and to keep

to write them, like opening a bottle of champagne
removing the cork finally

and you will be trembling with the sound
of popping out of letting go

what was trapped so beautifully inside
the bottle

but it will only be for a while
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soon you will taste the flavor
of the sparkle and i hope you wil soon like it
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just doing something
that touches

the deeper part of the
marrow of my bone

the spirit is alive
the body is weak

there are questions
popping up like
mushrooms after

a rainy night

you ponder upon each
shape and color

round and pale and
expanding

and still tough like

a question begging for
an answer

there is this emptiness
that even a poem
at dusk cannot fill

it exists and its duty
is not to disappear
it enters your heart

and makes its home there

God says
he dwells there as well
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i am not alone

you are there too
talking to yourself
and i am hearing
every word that you
are uttering

i am not alone

there is this cock crowing
three times six times
there is this dog barking
without a sign

that it will be stopping

there is this howl
and it is inside my heart

there is this prison
without an opening

there is this leaf
about to fall

there is this river
always running

there is this bird
wanting to fly away

there is this island
still undiscovered by you

there is this pebble
staring at you

there is this silence
always pervading

there is this word
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still unspoken

there is this anger
surrounded by thick walls

there is this emptiness
never filled

there is this longing
on its journey towards eternity

there is this wish
wanting to be blessed

there is this death
sitting beside your sadness

there is this happiness
still waiting to be harnessed
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the cocks in the neighborhood
inside their fences are crowing
others answer the call as though
telling we are already awake and
ready for the day's fights,

one cock however remains rested
between his two ash-colored hens.
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"I write what comes to mind.
It is like sharing a piece of yourself.
I guess I am just a lover of words”

We call it spontaneity, something that
Comes from an impulse

Effortlessly,
There is nothing premeditated,
Like a burst of applause

Indigenous, something that grows
Without any cultivation like some ferns
And lichens or moss on the rocks

Of our watered paths

That which nature gives
Freely and unconstrained
Like sunshine like rain

In fact, this spontaneity
Is the highest and best form of
efficiency

it is Not forethought

it is As instinctive as breathing
As involuntary as

Suspense and surprise
Combined less the promptitude

An ad-lib,
is that what you are,
My friend, and automatic hi

And automatic hello?

A spontaneous combustion,
A spontaneous propulsion?

Like the three Princes of Serendip
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Whose discoveries are made
By accident and sagacity and not
By an old quest, or conquest

Yes, I agree, the poems work that way.
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she had her storms the past few months

her husband
sired a baby with another woman

and she cried in all these blunders
events she cannot accept at first

the seas will be rough
and she will be in a boat where she will find it hard
to move and breathe

she sails and she is now back home
to her senses

it is her birthday today and my brother-in-law greets her
with a kiss and perhaps more promises

she will smile with the guests
us and the rest will cheer for her and sing her
a birthday song

all along we pretend that we do not know a thing
about the storm
whether there were those who sank and drowned

and counted as a number
a casualty

who wins who loses
we cannot count with our fingers the
minuses and the pluses

the party goes on with more food,
desserts and

hard liquor

we pretend all along that we do not know a thing
like life
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my dear sister, life goes on
stick with it, let them those who hurt you

sink and be forgotten
the sea is calm you might as well decide to take your
happy swim

or just take a dip and wet
a part of your lip

see? nothing happened and those that happened
have become

stories merely not even wanting to be told
repeatedly,

we are merry
we have decided to be happy.
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sweet chocolates
who will ever resist
sweet chocolates

we take with

our bare fingers
handing these
chocolates inside
our mouths melting

sweetly these
chocolates in
our tongues

putting heaven

sweet chocolate
so sweet inside

our mouths

playing with
our tongues

guilt food and
sin how do you
really love the
sweetness inside
our mouths
melting with

our tongues
these sweet
chocolates of
hidden sins

burning our souls.....
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everything has been concealed
for years

i have lived with the pigs

in the mud

and ate the left-over foods

of our masters

but then today

i feel the feathers growing on my side
i have strong wings

my claws are pushing in my feet

no longer hoofs

and hair

the wind from the sea
breaks the truth it brings

on my beak is the break

once upon a time a seagull lost an egg in the pigsty
unaccounted

i was that egg

i am a seagull now

to the full

of my potentials

goodbye brother pigs now i must fly away to the farther seas
to the higher skies

my destiny
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be silent now, do not ever mention my name
the connotations of my name

the one i talk about me about you

and us,

the rumors are always sweet

and you like them and you cannot hold yourself
from spreading them

to everyone who knows the power of my name
its magic spell

its sweetness like a coconut dessert

with you now

my name shall have its stains and i will be in ruin

sssssssssssshhh, stop

do not talk about my name now,

the rumors may be sweet to the ears of my enemies
and false friends

they will have the dose now, of their own medicines,
thinking that i am down, depressed, or even dead
to the last detail of my own perdition,

i will rise to save myself and tell them all
that the rumors are not true,

i will show them a happy face and some dancing steps
some pictures of my big smile

no, they will not believe me
they will believe you, as expected, i have anticipated all these

today, i will die
laughing....
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when i write about beauty

i always have the

sunflower in mind

and the sun

and the soft winds from the evergreen mountains

i will add some chromatic butterflies
and a very beautiful morning

like some petals of

red roses

and i will also think of tiny round leaves
like drops of rain

showering

falling on

the spreading patches of glimpses

of grass

and then when everything beautiful is in their proper places
with matching colors

bright

and scents all pleasing to my senses and emotions
like to dance

with the wind and rays of the sun

when feelings are so tranquil like a very calm sea
on an early morning

when everything now is so lovely

there

then

will i invite you,

come, my friend!

come, my love!

i will be here
waiting for you
it will be beautiful indeed!
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alone on a hill
stands a cherry tree
without leaves
only twigs
stretching to the
the moon

on this cold

and damp

night

like some kind of
human hands
and thin body

in the act

of a very deep
prayer

(except for
me
it does not

know you)
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she is a doctor and he is a lawyer

looks like they are sweet after three years
of marriage

compatible, super, she says

as she takes a sip of her pineapple juice
while he prefers not beer

but just plain water,

well, he knows more about
asthma and heart disease

but i do not know more about