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Naveed Akram(15 December 1973)

I am called a poet and also a learner of other people's poems. I read extensively,
with an enthusiasm for fantasy role-playing, and science-fiction. I write in these
genres.

By the way I beckon you to my new published book, 'My Thoughts', a general
poetry book that may enlighten you.
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&quot;Who Is Our Lord? &Quot;

They resented his words for he loathed you,

The heads of the crowd were smelling like nectar,
But we objected to the crassness of this somewhat
Lurid topic of discussion.

I have watched the witchcraft and the birthday,
I see music ready to roll down hills like water,
As the contests have been designed and won
After the crowds disperse in this rioting world.

Always the discussed one reads to us aloud,
Wearing us to the point of illness,

Like swearing masses and leadership of swearing
And lost reason, the understood one of this age.

They say he matters to the rich among us,
Between you and me he is a coward of
Vile munching, eating the foods and drinks

At everyone's expense.
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“ghosts Are For The Telling”

Ghosts are for the telling,
We call them experts and impressive,
As more of them appear from the woods.

Ghosts have understood us for the rules,
So that mastering is a problem and real;
Our mothers want us to comply and so they result.

Each ghost is great in beauty,
Full of foolish whims and ideas,
Their wish is to comprehend us, even to master us.

A little ghost is no liar, but one of them,

And that degree is hidden,

For we strive to alienate it as much as we can.
The baby is asleep, the ghosts do weep,

And I am fast away in slumber;

Much are ghosts to do the enormous chatter before they die.
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A Ball

A basic ball is fumes after falling down from a height,
A crunch is heard by those wary, and some caught it white.
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A Ball’s Flight

A ball involves the pain of flight,

Falling is always a fact, a bright future.
One calls the suffering for actions,

But no bouncing of weapons happened.

If a ball has bounced due to irritation,

Let the fall be witnessed by some who play.
The sport is proud of a day that delights,
Anybody who is an enemy is too much.
Balloons catch flight, but the bubbles float,
And the balls of big size reduce their size.
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A Banshee Has Arrived

A banshee required my assistance

For our sort of play with combat,

It carried a strain of germ, an acceptance

To the church of danger, the church for the acrobat.

We carry out our danger for all the eyes
In this fearful world, over the edge

Is a monumental lesson that true allies

Converse with the banshee as a pledge.

With the straightedge, or ruler,
I measure its gaze and make a weapon
This day is like a magic item - an abductor

Of a right called real life, it required absolution.

Naveed Akram

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



A Bastion Of Knowledge

National universities are called several men,

Wars include their earliness, wars of duty;

Born against them, a fetching knowledge is provided
To improve the ethereal planes, and material plains.

This felicity evokes pity, for they have forbearance,
And these bastions of intellectual learning strive hard.
Until the days of food have closed, we spend in the ways

Of education, seconds are wasted but exams are good.
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A Beautiful Wand

I have a beautiful wand which dazzles the crowd,
Instigating harm on the human heart in hate.

This dazzling continues until latest uprisings,

Floating is the business of the cities of a deed.

This is dazzling to the eyes, beauty awakens,

And eyes beget a boy for the crowd at night,
Opening the doors to cherished beliefs and actions.
A boy gets up, soil is buried with him, and he uncurls
To save himself from being buried alive,

He needs resurrection, and the priest can provide.

Some words weirdly spoken are dazzling like weird
Wands and wonders, business computes itself from the
Boy whose shape outgrows, and soon he comforts
Himself to life, after the death, so wrought on by death
Itself; we fortunately buy a wine to celebrate as the boy
Celebrates and becomes a joiner of worlds.

The beautiful wand is full of agony, a girl is wondering
And pondering, a wand lands on us, with rings of power.
Its snatch is significant like the ghosts of going,
Opening the makeshift doors, closing the headaches.
My words are blessed to see the words so divine,

Then they say their sayings, do their doings,

My words reach them written.
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A Big Ball

A ball will shake the ground when it strikes a stone,
This description of this object called a ball manages itself alone.
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A Big Present

A thick present is like a book,

It is opened for the look

And wades in for the kill,

Plenty of crime is in being ill.
The voluminous writers of poetry

Are again in love with learning labouriously.

They read them with phrases hurting,
Inside is pleasure of burning

On the right side of humanity,

But what of you and charity?
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A Bird-Tree

I went down a lane shivering,
The lane shivered in the bushes as well,

I went to a bird-like tree, with tottering mammals.

I went to his stomach with glee jerked from time,
My flesh was campaigning to be saved,
But centuries swam to me.

For the flesh of the tree was a flesh of me,
And this fruit I was,
And this drunkard kept fairness.

My words vomited to the further roads,
As words endowed and powers shared,

Movements are failing.
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A Blast

A blast of behaviour ripped the muscles,
My machines are best with angels;

It is fire, where the fire burns after,
Only in hours do reasons lift glamour.

My laughter dealt with fear and hatred,
Hidden were the giggles and smiles aborted.
Fire smelt like smoke as distinct lines
Formed in front of the mirror as signs.

What explosion is this, in the sight of my eyes?
Hatred is best in taste over heat to agonize.
My worry is the same as mouthing the deep meaning

Accompanying laughter, helping smiling and abandoning.

Naveed Akram

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

12



A Blow Of Cruelty

Many do interest their talents,

Whilst some do sacrifice their life.

Many do automatically pull the punch,
When others just receive the blow.

Many earn a million pounds,

But then, most do forsake it and their life.

I cleverly refute the statement of a killer
Who lived in decades and loved the seconds

Shown to him, that were seconds of cruelty.
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A Bodyguard

A bodyguard sits on the doorstep,

Bodily he is strong, more than you.

There is enforcement, any soldier can not,
He is my endoskeleton, real hard.
Thanking him I gain leadership,

Heels are attached to the visit.

The cowards pray and prey, with force,
Like gentlest devils of all the wild nature.
A bodyguard sat all through my nights,
Like a heavenly figure of the nights.
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A Book

A volume speaks of divine actions and rigorous mathematics
Of the soul as a light of heaven.
A book reads of writing and matter of energy, of work

And the studies binding us in flames and ruination, of pleasure.

A word is like a nothing, a liver and a heart is strangely so,
The merger of phrases have Paradise.
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A Born Few

After the remaining circles a new birth,

It grew within and without, forming circles.
Under the seas of tranquility it gave a speech,
Forming roses and sweet wine, forgiving all.
We gathered to achieve with prospering looks,
Forsaking the dreams, foregoing extremes,

Like men who are men of reason and compassion.

These philosophers were the born few who
Decided the worst effects, the better aspects.
After the circles of doubt was an abhorrent gulf,
An abyss of frightening strength, slow essence.
The circular path was trod and all happiness
Fled from riches of the sun and moon and stars.
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A Boy Drowned

A boy walked to and fro along the bridge,

His mastering of good news was sound and bright;
As the knowledge of wisdom set in from the river,
The waves had spent their effort for too long;

The rivers mastered the boy, for the bridge was long,
And the bridges were so far in the distance.

Every boy will learn for the news to be a world of good,
The good life exactly arrived with seas of wonder;
Knowledge exercised its power on the wondrous boy,

For the bridges he had traversed produced more learning;
Bridges across the water killed the boy who mattered,
For he was found on a riverbed, dead and drowned.
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A Brain

One thought is perfect in the brain,
We see its blood in a special way,
Its blood is good, very special.

We swerve our blood through the vessels,
And the capillaries, dooming them

As they descend and make us maybe bleed.

The brain is surely housing a diamond,
Rich and hard, the diamond is best.
We swap and learn different thoughts.

Surely the brain works certain wonders,
Like the beating of the blood

And the thinking of our sons.
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A Brave Child

To wave a brave man comes with fun,
Construct a bend, construct orphan.
To die may buy some certain craze,
The orphanage designs always.

We burn from lusts that orphans don't,
Their purity must force, but won't.
The excellence surprises me,

Of children working a penny.
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A Bridge-Crossing

Gaining a bridge will keep us apart,
Open this only now

Describing us totally and satisfactorily,
With arms in the hope of reaching

I concern the older generation.

My wizardry fetched intelligence

As this brings mathematics, farther than the eye
Inside of which is super fluid,

Glue to make the hearing and over.

A blind crossing will enter the book
Fists clenched and covers handled.
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A Burn

My spender rinses me as I have spent,

The real ferocity makes me cement;

The deed has done my face, has seen me last,
I cast a spell, and be somewhat aghast.

My buying and this lying can concern,
But this time that design does spend a burn;
The cavern dozes and deserves music,

Unmet, unworked, like sport and metallic.
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A Caged Moment

If a caged moment were to escape

Then fix the matter with inclinations
That determine the outcome of love.

I sat thinking that a manager was again,
I thought to myself a mistake and people
Meditated too sincerely due to devices

Internally resolute like the stars sitting high.

The moment sat on its throne to wed

With someone who wept too long,

The face was adequate and simple,

The legs were bulky due to the godly
Weight of the entire body and bridge.

If a cage were to be distended and bloated
We would deserve a reaction of the roars.
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A Cake

To shake a cake we wade in the grass

Of lovely cream, a game of evil sweetness;
The stick is held by its statue offering us,
A lion’s head is a premise to behold.

I must now fade into lights of the curtain

To wade into the light of all dreams that stream.

Take a day of the year and follow a hand
To the mirror of our schemes on this date.

Naveed Akram

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

23



A Calamitous Situation

The calamity strikes us when the soldier is present,
He appears to be in front of our soul.

A fool is about, with the pressure of discontent,

His possessions maw us with skill and hunger.
Death backs away, dead men do not speak,

My wisdom bellows and beams on him,

The soldier has learnt to escape.

Inside he learnt to beg for life among us,
International help is not for us at all.
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A Calligraphic Approach

Since the blushing of the sun at dawn,
And the phrases of a godly saint,

One poet needs a holy war with words
So that fighters frighten one another

In the unity and absolute nature of humankind.

The mission is of the prophetic helpers,
Superior to just learning,

Superior to wealth and riches,

Goal of the night, and defence

From the open enemy, a devil

Of some wrong committed in the past.
One goal ghostly, one goal brightly
Undoes the spring of the soul,

So that praying unites the ultimate foe.
Afterwards a supplication undoes foes,
Those same foes display wrecked ships

Internally and externally, esoteric and exoteric.
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A Caring Family

You care for me, you fear me,

Like a kitten is brushed by its mother.
The middle of the year may surrender,
It describes union of the family.

I care for you, you care for me,

The unit called the family bettered itself,
Now that care is around,

Now that mighty rivers flow

Inside the family.
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A Century Of Events

A century of events collapses into ruin,

A blighted time has arrived at the doorstep.
Once the rickety bridge has been crossed,
Our speeches concretely define our tastes.
The notable fish of the time indeed,

The notable fish of the times of our realm

Are swimming and diving in the sea of radiance
To further annoy the other fish of this century.
Our needs are met by guests of brilliance
Interested by accusations and ploys hurting.
The century is a whole century of guilt

When from all sides of the globe

The conquerors work upon us to rid us

Of benefit and love for each other.
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A Championship For Him

If you can wait, weep and explode,

Trust yourself afterwards with the law

And its letter, forcing the enemy to surrender.
You are losing yours, you blame it on him,

But he said, “"Find me a mystery to solve.”

Do not lie to him, do not be a liar!

Let the times of the hour stain his loving caress,
From the patient pursuit ready.

I can not dare to supply the loss of a ruler,

This tyrant demands a championship and heroic title.
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A Chariot

One chariot drives north and another south
With hands of the driving forces, winds of the
Servants, worst of the demons and deuvils.

It is the murder in their history,

The larceny of feelings and emotions,

And not the appearance of the face

That shows a trait of poor souls.

One chariot dies and another lives
According to the seriousness of the times,
It is not the year or the month

That causes their impatience,

But the soldier absent of them.

A chariot is an obstacle for the soul,

A transport for the travellers, and a blessed
Invention for the wary travellers,

Who link and love, laugh and hate,

Like the spread of wings on the earth.
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A Charming Introduction

This was talking of a charming introduction to a vile life,
Impassable roads honoured this vile life of a hermit.

A scoundrel betraying his friends, he fetched the medicine,
Happy medicine was never happening to anybody.

The doctor collapsed forcefully by the drugs he ingested,

This drug poisoned the hermit as well, a wellness seemed able.
The marriage of these two inspired both leaders and citizens
As the hermit and doctor were at fierce odds with each other.

To make a fortune was significant to the brain and mind,

The mind contained light, and the brain consisted of darkness;
Cheerfully, the misery lasted, for the desires and lusts concentrated,
Later this meant misery was at an end, absent in the extreme.
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A Church Has Chimed

This was an organ in musical rhythms,

It is was church time for the fellow followers,
The grinding of the sound notes dwelled

And stole the air with beauty and awe,

Holy needs had been satiated

In this side of the hill we call worship.

The church had been built for the

Centuries it stood like an enemy to devils,
Shunning them with its top of golden sculpture,
The cathedral was its name now.

The cathedral bellowed and cantered

With huge voices, not hallucinations.

This was real worship of the clouds,

A ready godliness combined now with work.
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A Class To Remove

A class for all to remove is against the pull,
One has manners when eating with food,
A different management has arisen

From the depths of lushness, deviousness.

The mansion of dice is like the older disasters,
You must play with this mansion at dice,

And then if toys are good enough we

Are held at bay with the worth of a future.

My classes are bitterer than the aliens of the pitch
Black region, a light shines forward and helps you,
Igniting the players of the real world,

Infinitely relaying and displaying with knots.
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A Clever Way

A clever way to rise in the morning is clear,

Illness vanishes from your toes and feet.

The blinding baking torture of heat hurtles

From the skies of golden damage, dangerous and cruel.
May the morning be mad with relief

From the endless dormancy of the night.

A night coloured by the generations is full,

The moon is full, children are fully adults

When you speak to them and converse in dreams
To one another, like the bells of hanging

And chiming, so chiming that they fall

From their grace, a clever way to rise this morning.
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A Closed Life

When his life was closing

The enchantment and charm

Grew phenomenally, like a bird in flight.
One after-life is better than all,

For dying is death done!

The brave speech muttered is uttered,
Forsaking all requests for all of the time.
This hour is final for him,

Like a steward for any man to care,

He is so dead that dying is artful.

O the charm in manners of the pen!
This simple utensil lifts the charm,

But the charm returns and describes itself.
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A Comma

A coma accompanied my body for this century,

Backstage the heart clicked like a clock.

This century my girls will age unequally

For they have died, and they have died.

Destruction counted least in the expedition of my soulfulness,
A columnist wrote his burden of me and my history.

This causes to age the readers of the newsperson

Writing the stories of conjecture.

A coma has broken off from me, from me,

So that the century’s kip resides no longer in my head.
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A Complaining Man

I complain about god like an angelic spirit,
During the rapid strikes of your destiny.
Opals and rubies combine in their memories
To unleash the ordinary rights and wrongs.
My letter is a complaint of formalities,

My lesson is the order of a sacred king.

To see godly men is like watching the parade,

My thumbs crack, they wither like the trolls

In decline due to the good forces of the light.

Evil is at the heart of the rooms in innocence;
Goodness is seen, then my sages reply

To the interrogative sentences blaring and daring.

To believe the craziness of a heart is crucial,
It manages the sparks, inside the roaming of
Freedom, it is read by the innocent so highly.
Towards the city is the lava flow of hell,

It strikes at the heart with white sheets,

I have to believe in the length of strength.
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A Complex Character

Why is it so complicated?

The verse I seek is eternal,

That is the fastest route to the sky;
But why do we perplex ourselves
With the holy light?

The complex man favours the beasts,
He inhibits the dying and living,
Acting according to their beliefs,

And witnessing the false events;

So why is he so slow afterwards?

His speech is lowered, false flasks
Are drunk in copious amounts,

He stammers and displays

His strength when he is morbid,
And then a master has appeared.

He overshadows me, and the master,
Like a cloud so deep in thirst

That it rains with such force

Like the crying of a mad man,

In a serious mood.

Some understand, others master,

And most overshadow, to inhibit

And help like the superior men,

Who think they are bigger than beasts,
Whose mastery is so unworthy?
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A Contrast To State

I have a contrast to state, that you are dense,

And I am thin, that you scorn me whilst I am rich.

To be dainty is to be scornful of my reminder,

The strain is aloof you say and state, but it is scare
And you must care, like all who are tall with their ball.

Rare are the practices of the rich, poor are those who
Understand a little helmet is for safety.

My hat is beautiful, yours is a chair of extinct material,
My clothes are becalming, yours are plunging you

Into sin or laziness, like the stench of a semi-heaven.

For you are tainted, my friendly one, my poor one,

Who is respectable like me, but I am repulsed by poverty.
It fumes me, it will wear the rare act, and I am calling

To your kin to rejoice when death has become a rose

Wherein I enter to receive the passage of my haughtiness.
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A Copse

In a lonely copse, or group of trees,
I find a lady too great on deviltries.
On her hat is a clue to acquire;

I have excelled in this choir.
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A Couple Needs Space

Force the two of them, a couple of travellers,

To seek the ends of the universe,

In search of treasure that is appealing,

The very jewels most sparkling and bright like stars.

Conquer the living space and the living become dead.

You need the Universe and all it contains, all it maintains.
Living space is the rule of one's promenade.

One does think of two stars, the couple who revolve around-
Husband and Wife travel to the leagues of space,

And they do need space. All the Space.
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A Covered Stag

She found the covered stag afterwards,
Blood flowed from the heart itself,

Like licking heavenly healing inside the heat
Covering the head as a direction.

You taught me with the hunt of this stage,

A bodily process perpetuated movement,

Crawling carefully, with disturbance as the descent,
Approach carefully!

Showers of rain pelted downwards devastating the newsroom,
Internally we cry and with full blood reigning,

Externally the tears are soldiers for us,

For we slide sorrowfully without the witchery of wasps.

You would know the cat with food,

You wondered far too long with fair ladies
That formed from severity, this severing
Agent resides and resumes forever.
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A Cozy Nation

I make a practised drivel to be drained,

Please do not overlook the primary colours

That sustain my vision with drivel, to be duty.

Bowl the innocence into the alley of trouble

To defeat with honour the curses, the lies.

Now it cancelled the pleasure, the drivel,

It returns however and displeases profoundly,

As a directive it is weird, it cancels.

The connection has been realised,

It is no worry, it is not any worry,

The real vehicle of displeasure may be flown

Not driven, not expelled can be the vehicle.

In the show of veins, the human body is the ultimate
Vehicle of driving quality.

The body is the deputy to the brain,

A processor is both, even the brain is a microprocessor,
Spelling is readily accomplished, by my tailor,

Who operated with agencies of intelligence.

One fishes the scandal of this time,

With the intellectual agency, a particular organization
That trains and stares, with affectation it constructs.
This made men cry, all over.

But only patience stared back at this intelligent nation,
A cozy nation, free from drivel.
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A Cricket Ball

A ball spends its time with Time,

Spilling agony, waste and collisions so rightly found;
By this we spoke too loudly of the ball I'm

Spinning like in cricket, and all this sound!

The field caught my ball this over,
Expensive play! Expensive day of my sport.
There needs a container

For this cricket ball, my real important sort.
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A Cruel Fortune

Cruelty is a fortune to be told,

Opening a cavity of the chair to behold.

I sit and watch a goose and cat

All cooked on a table of an autocrat.

He sits and watches his house

And the servants will be cooking a grouse
For all night long, for inner chambers

Are seen to. We must eat cucumbers.
The reason is clear that taming all activity
Is loving the house with all of ability.
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A Cry

A cry has awakened by all,
Form of creature known to man.
Itself the feather is like itself,

But this weeping will always be definite.

The leading of a life is sacred

That demands of money are embedded.

So raise a cheer to the new occasion
Of earliness please be on the position.
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A Cycle

Absently my abrupt cycle is like coffee,
One of the computers talking of ability.

Drink them in ways known to God,
To prod in a fraudulent, flawed nod.

My crystal-jaws quake in rods and cups,
This horse may gallop for it bankrupts.

I have hiccups and peppers to taste,

Compasses swivel too jealously, encased.

This cycle accepts my computer,

Acres of activity accuse the accomplisher.
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A Daughter Of Wisdom

There was a daughter with high thoughts,
Higher than what knowledge can bring,
And higher than the fairness of some;

It required chandeliers and primroses,
High thoughts were not to desist and beg
For assistance.

Then sheets of silky snow abated forever,
Wild shrouds beamed on the soul

Of a primrosed lady of the deepest sleep,
Dormant in her world of thoughts higher

Than my lords and ladies of old

Who required action.
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A Debut

There was an old man from Guildford,
Who left too hard a bargain,

They sold him the clue

Of a large debut

For which the manliness was inspired.
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A Decade

A decade has passed from us,

When there is heartache

And animals give us haste

On their memory,

As for their memory.

Destiny has contained us with themselves,

Unfurl that and we are in heavenly heights so mighty.

Another decade will pass,

With each other,

And why do we see this tragic past
When future callings are among us.

The time for peace and war has erupted
To contain us in our memorisation

And our concentration.
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A Deep Abyss

One has dug into the deep abyss
And unlocked a quarry for the stars
And heathens to enjoy at their last.
One shot into the under dark is finer
Than a shot into the stupor of sanity,
A bullet scratches a few survivors.
When the fond memories lie still,

A bullet of the bullets of seven men
Is buried deep in the flesh of hounds.
The war-beasts revel and burst

Like fiends from the fall and rice,
Collecting in the lottery every day.
Why have you dug yourself deep?
Inside the chasms of this marvel

Is a deep design of charity and song.
One has dug deeper than the arts
And the sciences have come last,
Finding their way with gold and jewels.
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A Deformity

I call it a deformity, I call it the spoken word,

Many long to see the face of rich men,

The diamonds are a facet of their everyday lives,

For jewels abstain from the many scratches and bites.
A standard face is applied, wandering is a lie,

For the water carried by the dozens of helpers weeps.
Strange eyebrows are pages of material,

In a way we call a religion or faith.

It is not me who sings tonight, justice sings today,
Forming a deformity so peaceful and delightful and delicious.
This may cause the mind to wince and swallow,

But then noses and mouths shall be speaking one day.

Naveed Akram

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

51



A Demonic Crime-Rate

Five devils are four demons,

Said the living ones in the wastes of MisterLand.

Demon and devil cost us lives,

In this Unity and Justice we call the Earth:

Here, there are no monsters no answers to sin.

Merely, your misdemeanours are detected by the police,
Not by the lesser devils and the higher demons.
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A Destroyer?

I have a destroyer among you, people,

For they muttered a catastrophe in their hearts,

When hearts were condemned by a dozen gruesome goblins
Each of them gathering singing dust to dispel the offenders
Who were foreign and angry, forceful and dangerous, in

A quiet display yet.

I have an aggressor in my cerebrum, an unkind calibre,
That steals the soul from hearts, quietly

And expertly, like a foul creature.

The destroyed soul is all the worry,

I have won this goal.
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A Devil's Job

Evil is an occupation best left to the devils,

Their food is quite a craft to the devils.

Save a job that must be saved, according to some,
It is surviving everyone staffed, to the devils.

One must spare a little thought to the anxious few,
A hazard is in those who laughed, to the devils.
Your faith is coming to be solid, an impressive affair,
And kept it intact when attacked, by the devils.

Innocence is a pleasure to behold, especially when,
It commands our future as we watched the devils.
Unhappy are the affairs of men and women,

When you are redundant instead of the devils.
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A Different Day

One eye is bolder than the other head of eyes,

One eye can master the interlace and the matrix.

To see some who are doctors in this general way

Is absurdly unique, the folly of danger is whole.

Many containers erupt in the laboratory called Earth,
A rose is martyred, a rose is burnt by the strange ones
Who infest the economy of riches that decline.

Nature is tall and grand, middle ways cut and toss,
The eyes are of the rare treasures, and the rose

Is my enemy of this natural world,
Theology and ruins are natural now.
For to speak of this burning rose
Condemns me further in the light,
Killing has been alienating the weak,
Kisses of the pencils of the awake
Are hitting their spot at my brain
That hurts because of the odours.

One more eye pops out and escapes from us,
Me and you shall have a lot of fun in heaven.
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A Dime

Death brings joy to the human heart when there is Time,
Time is against the living lines, worth more than a dime.
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A Dispute

A dispute controls an explosion,

They built them on the line of writing;

Just why do hundreds debate and abandon?
The living of right is worth reporting.

A dispute managed the experiment,
Hitting and replaying like silver and gold;
My replying worsened, I was diligent
And angry that life became old.

The maddening went on and on, like fire
Blazing in souls, futures did burn,

I didn’t burn or catch fire or admire

This innocent help that made me learn.

Upper class strengths conceal their all ness,
And tall ness may acquire anatomy of riches,
This contained wealth to adore with abruptness,
Your feelings are hidden in adages.
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A Distressing Bedtime

It is now bedtime, the soldier of times,

We sleep half of the night, just tonight.

The rooms of a leap year are vast,

It was bedevilled with ghosts far too superior

To the motley crew of ghouls last year,

A clue of them died, like a crown of kings.
Distressing paws of blood escaped just past the day,
A dialect arrived by mind, of a faraway language.
The paws of a wolf became the dream of a naughty kind,
Lines of light arrived and departed.

It was now bedtime again, the very next night,

Full of mystery and suspense.
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A Dog

A mad dog creates worry with the crowds,

As force is needed to disperse them who are cowards.

A middle path has been chosen to traverse,
So that detonation of a bomb can be this verse.

A wire has been snipped to dispel the anxiety,
To maim him and not you or I.
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A Dog Is Good

A deep ravine has beaten the love of a dog,

Chasms are fathomed by his imagination,

Lots of wood have blamed him with outbursts,

And the rubber of caves is deeming an outburst.

Mountains do tumble, and upend all because of his thinking;

I rather agree with the chill, and panting is easy,
Just far too easy, like a favourite living and wit.
Barking has outspread the anger,

As anger is intellectual for all the existence.
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A Doll Lies

The doll lay across my lap,

Lodged firmly so I could not sustain;

No birthdays, no right time to define.
This doll cried fevers of words

So slim and gentle to be forgiven.

My easy pet was a righteous player

Of music that sadly missed occupation
By the spirits of the darkness.
Wavering, with tears of sobbing kindness,
The voice appeared before the soul

That was mine,

And it cried while it was dying,

It lamented due to godly help,

So washing and agreeing

That sweetness spoke and wetness died.

My dolls are sculpted by humerous men

Or toy-makers that you do concern with the
Centipedes or the centuries.

Both truth and lying appear before the face,
So fixed in solitude, like the weeping

Of sensations that tear at the heart.

My voice reiterated and stole the ghouls

From the wet air, casting my shadows adrift
So as to finally wash the dolls of their sin.
They wailed in the trees and eyes of the forest,
Linking their tongues with their languages

Like sodden creatures of the night

Always in obedience with the satanic demons.
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A Dragon

Faster dragons will question my integrity,
Like a man detested I seek my revenge

On the bravery which defiled the bad dragon
That defends itself, itself and no other.

A little disorder is an alphabet to learn

For this dragon to learn and teach to its young.
The eggs have hatched and little do you know -
A word has been conveyed of late - you are mad!

The mad dragon has been a large eater of its own eggs!
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A Duty

My way is straight like the path
That neither winds nor sways,
My instincts are still clever,

For my being is called manhood.

My way is not strange,

Ways are only strange

When the dangers are present,

Pain collects from these endeavours.

Suffering is a duty for those who endeavour,
Deeds of exceptional nature spring

From beliefs in the art of living,

Your instincts are clever not shrewd.
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A Fable

A fable surrenders itself to the union of brothers,
Some fall into favourable terms with the mothers.
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A Fairy

You are to go someday

To a faraway land, so fair.

The fairyland is simple,

For your enjoyment.

Its winter is as cold as its autumn
And spring and summer.

The land deserves praise,

Of its jewels and diamonds.

Joys do pretend, but these

Are the simplest ones.

The land of fairies defies gravity,
With goodness to display.

My fairy is in my garden

Telling me of this story.
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A Faithful Person

Degrees of the planet I await from the sun,
A careful blend of drink that is drunk,

By the skin and the brain,

Less of the monument I stank.

Doctor likes the request to be made,
That a solitude is about,

A faithful person is always betrayed
Into the causes he is at bout.

The disease is procured by the prevention
I detest in the initial phases.

It will cure you, my love, of all dimension,
I detest the treatment of these days.

Days and nights, weeks and months,
Go by and by like a talking nightmare,
Foreign to the power of the sevenths
Of the weeks that are day-care.

I think it ridiculous of your jolt,
I'd like to think it a blessing,
That I am adult,

And it delivered a caressing.
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A Fallow Field

I have kept this fallow field
When I must be a horseman,
A keeper of wills and minds
With no shadows, no designs.
Their hooves are planted

In the field so young in taste.
A fool clasps its mind

When evil shadows must be;
It must be the stallions

That bring joy to the very heart.

I am burdened by the boaster
Of this fallow field.
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A Familiar Tune

She sends the familiar tune

To a land of rain and snow;
Sounds of the ocean are missing,
Noise is much too soft.

The feelings of the soul reside

In the heavens with earth,

Fat monsters bark crazier

Than their twins of fright.

My tunes are so silly

That windows will smash,

With glass sizzling with sight.

A sender of rains is about the godlier
Men, the men who feel the pinch
Of a day that admires no water
And just famine.

She sends a familiar tune to
Women who love like fairies,
Muttering and glowing like pearls
Touching the insides.

As islands matter to the rich,

A fuel has been deported

To the weak at heart.
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A Faraway Land

I have arrived in a faraway land,

Cosy, calculating in atmospheric pressure;
The maths of a spring is like the summer,
Numbers bounce like the plains.

We are letters of inspiration,

Full of open doors that shut.

Have a land in this sudden lust,

The land is bulging towards their land.
Let language be the subject of hate,

Let meaning arise from the dawn of time,
And so words fly so absurdly today.

My approach is permanent like the door,

It shuts and masters the very poor guy,

His facial complexion is his reflection.

The mirror of a day bounces to the payment
Of prizes and prisoners in way of argument.

I have been a faraway land, a land of disguise,
The very act was to call it home.
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A Fascinating Iron

A fascinating iron has been nimble,
The arms are virile and clumsy.

To soak in the woollen garment
Creates a sturdy, bizarre living.
Where are the houses to manage?

My awkward delicate heads are many,

To see the fundamental question called life.

The world is timeless inside the head,
With tentacles rather like my iron.

This immaculate woollen garment

Straps to my body’s robot, living

Almost roundly by the weeks and months.

This fascinating dying is like death,
The iron is in need of the souls,
Neat figures laugh into the tablets
Of the medical doctor.

I need some time to conflict with time,
This fascinating iron is against frail limbs,

I am muscular beyond days,

I am winsome like the repose.

My emancipation has continued in daylight,
This dying is fascinating,

But what ironing is in creation?
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A Fate

I cannot give to anyone, but they must give to me,
For the players of life shall guarantee their success.

I shall eat from the plate of gold and silver,

Embark on a voyage of delights and irony.

I have to be fuelled by my desires, the lusty weathers,
Cruel properties have been attributed to my soul.

It is the wisdom I lack, the knowledge I hate,

Forever the vortices rotate my head in joys of hardness.

For the force of a thousand nights cannot contain

The darkness that is within my soul.

I want the food on my plate, the gold to hear and sing,
Knowing fruits of the heaven, but enabling the joys

To hearten the keep of my limbs.

These limbs need to be freed from crucifixion,

I decay and detract from the devil,

As I lie on lice and loud light of evil stature,

A start into the stars, where the night is a pudding.
My vacuum is filled, my abyss is joined,

And my hell is confirmed according to the wishes
Of a Higher Authority.
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A Few Sad Wars

A few sad hours promoted the ill effects

Of life that ran in many corners of the world.

A few on misery, a few on peace, these moments
Surrounded the terraced houses with sunshine.

I decided to call or defend a little lawn of terror,
Grass grew there, to be submerged by the running
Floods that grew at paces of the strongest order.
These sad times escaped our understanding of the
The ice jamming our eyes so weeping as an eye.
My crime forgiven, the city rose into a flower

That reigned for the hours of oblivion and taste.
Two of my fellows became a pact with gods who saw
Us with flesh on their side, beautiful people grew
Into phantasms that lurked like the rights.

We saw too many gay ghosts of the older outing
As they parked prettily with mighty mangled arms
Like the zombies at war with souls of the undead.

They surrounded my house or minute mansion,
Whenever they felt the need to execute a sigh,

For this penalty was mine alone, nobody shared promises
To be the very rare occurrences in totality.

A thousand times the undead became wretched

As the pies of yellow cakes gleamed on their unborn teeth
Glistening after too many bites of my flesh

Fleetingly devoured at all times of the day and night.

They stopped me when I was dead and buried,

They desisted the existence of a thousand men,

Their raw meat was again discovered imbibing terror
From the wastes of unholy water, the liquid so

Abusing that undead sprits rose to the rain so reaching.
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A Finding So Glad

It is after the rain and when snow has left the school,
I see the living world and live inside it with longity,

I save those who create a definition and cause,

I am for the people who sanely feel to cause,

And that is the finding today I have made.
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A Finger Length

A finger length from now a serious move takes place,

My leap and weeping is restored by the remorse,

And taking pride is sumptuous for the delay,

A weird button is pressed for the almighty soldiers at war
Crossing the twilight zone, and the hairy weather.

One cemented one can be down on luck,

While the weather receives the punch of a thousand.

At the source of the discomfort is a pavement of steel,

Growing from the wildness of the years and days of triumph.
Toss those waves across the heavens and the earth must comply,
Likes and dislikes are off the record, little must be discomfort

For the luckiness of a day is again a destruction.
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A Flight Occurs

When you walk along a flight occurs after fighting
And wounding another animal, duty has you in the way.
These minor points of distinction remade you,

Jutting out are rocks of hard weight and shape.
Heaven is in the direction of your heart,

Leading to beautiful rocks so patterned in the sky

As far as the eye can see, as far as ever.

Your walking speed was immense, it used to be,

And always the flight came easy for you.

Never falter in your graceful practice,

That is to say, just fly beyond the hills and mountains
And land to see the army and government

Who are the authorities, who can see your flight.

Naveed Akram

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



A Follower Of Money

Starting is like completing one job,

To remark on this event is suited to heavenly conduct.

Start on a daily work, forever in work and play,
To mystically remain in a tomb of graveness.

Finish the employment when one is paid,
Hunting a world is not a barren activity.

Your voice is mellow after the job is spoken
And carried into relaxation, rather complete.

Many employers are selfish enough to destroy

The salary of an intellectual man, a follower of money.
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A Friend

A friend is alone now, very solemn in praise of himself,

Finding work and searching for help in strong conversation;

He is now alone again, forcing the help of others as well

By being absent, by being and doing all the employment of material.
A friend must interact for reasons and decisions must be made

Like a manager of life who improves life outwardly and inwardly,

It is better to cast away the souls of people and learn forever.

I am a friend, not enemy of yours, still I am not your victim,
However much you worry and tease me.

The friendship is certain as carrots can snap, as bravery is definite

When courage has been present, with hatred is the answer of the foe.
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A Friend Is In Sight

Seeing again must be prize worthy,

It commands a sanctuary, worthy;

This felt like eye and nose,

Then those eyes turned like eyes

That shifted meanings for the head and heart,
Opening a slight emotion for the other person;
This person may be godly, or wise, or witty,
But he or she is greater a friend,

Always in need of intelligent help

From your food and offerings.
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A Funny Heart

To be a funny heart is to laugh from it,
Let us belittle the godlike properties in them,
Forming a force of the ultimate design.

To be a heart residing in the chest is a rest,
Fulfilling the promise of your lords and ladies,
Flowing with the overall orders and disorders.

I have a heart of my honourable few who I call
To vent my anger; and formations arise,
Too many columns and rows are livid in fire.

The fires are out, for they are awarding us honour,
A perfect picture of the sane and loyal,
For the hospital and the ideal reality of our liking.

I have my heart in my story and my thinking,
It pulsates and vibrates according to acts and

Thoughts resounding in my head and heart.
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A Gathering

I loath all that does not exist like His Gathering,

Killing this ideal has been rejected by those nearby.
They are my neighbours, they are my pride,

But what does it mean to the denizens of mighty homes.
I see his home, and the clothing of His Soul,

What does he do in the trials of His Life?

May I wish him good luck, good time,

So that presents are collected forever.

Come to the place of joy, the worthy position,

It worked then and there to be in the same position.

Must we keep the souls apart, or together? we do not know.

I have to postpone the meeting with my boss.
It is a compelling story I have to tell,

Of the yellow river, the river of love,

A tributary or headwater that builds fever,
One that is like love of him and only of him.
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A Gesture Of The Night

In a gesture roundly followed, I look to the horizon,
As it always affronts us like the shortness of humans;
My outermost belief of this background joy has been
My crisis and light, in times of questions and doubts.
The books are even nearer brushing with solidity,
The sun has broken the new paper and made old,
The stars below the stars are like the stars.

Her feeble nature invites the stripped worms

And they roundly sit with earned faces,

Looking into the life around them with responsibility,
But however much they astound their own intellect
They prey on their kin and kittens, those faithful
Into the night, into the decamped existence.
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A Ghost

A ghost has arrived whilst in the house

Your friend, no doubt, in hostile search

For love and hatred and all things created
Like the illness of crime and the master
Innards attached to my soul shall awaken

My feeding is a frenzy when in the spirit world
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A Glittering Star

A glittering star enlightens my mind,

It houses the light of an eternal time.

The little light gained by any observer

Is just some sort of judgement.

Let them poke into the sky with their noses,

And the naked eye has launched its sight

At the stars with height, with absolute finishing quality.
The powerful knife of a star glares at me in the kitchen

That meant hills could be climbed by those awaiting the stars.
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A God

A god was about, fully moving,

Leaning on a stick for the movement one day.
Tonight He worked, higher than anyone,

With a mind to reset, to accumulate acumen.
May the gods all be damned for their work,

The real manner of our young lings is grave,
Their very graves spat on, fought on by the gods.
The movement is splendid, futures are blessed,
Forcing our real manners forever and ever.
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A Good Home

Send the man home, at his house,

The stigma has attached to the brain,

My love is home, my lovely place where nobody moves,

Nothing is quite like itself, the way I move inside it;

The pleasure is so immense that he who owns me shall reward me
With freedom, and watch to see the everything he gave;

Perfectly I see it, this world, and definitely I love it.
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A Good Life

Living outside those and these planets is funny,
And I like fierce planets of natured tips and peaks.
This is the better bargain of a Life without virtue,
An opposite deal over and under the agreed art.

Forceful plans are plenty and pretty, of each blood,
Such too many like to love altogether, and live alone,
Towards the towers of colourful nature and genius,

As if food is good in dozens of days and real life.
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A Gun

A revolver has been blasted and cried for its purpose,
Bullets are boosted into the super still sky, how disastrous!
The guns commit selfish acts due on the day they conceive,

Then they beget and discuss another life, another day to achieve.

A gun is common among the young and dangerous

For they disbelieve in nightmare and dreams: apparatus.
Your gun is safe but thieves perform a stampede

On the young at living, the very youth, the canopied.

When it blasted your hair, it considered a target
On the other side, a man must live by a century
And he is me, the very one who stamped a bullet
In the heart of his enemy, the gods are with ability.

I can not fetch the revolver or the gun,
It is generous I believe, the gun is to be begun.
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A Halting Step

He takes a halting step backward,

Standing in a broad, shallow hole or pit,
Everywhere are these concentrated beings

Of darkness and oblivion.

He takes a halting step, and he takes a photograph
To place in his authoritative album of awkwardness,
Ranging from the absurd to the stupid.

The pictures are of the religious, flaming realm

Of another hell of another planet or another plane
Of existence, where is this existence?

Above the close horizon he stares into space,

Like a wavering bent person of praise.

He will deepen the fair shadow,

He decides to scoop some of the ground,

To move it with his eyes of lightning speeds,
As fast as doctors and as slow as privates.
He will scoop the digging area,

And you shouldn’t deny the results of life
On this plane of existence.
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A Hand

An ancillary hand was believing in me,
Hope turned to dust, I was crooked;
Yet while I played with danger, and
Danger played with my flame and fire,
The other hand beautifully wept

To see my days and nights as swollen with pride.

This dangling limb encapsulates my sin,
The very dashing object in front of me.
Forming from within, a body casts devils to
The ground where dusts are collected

And raised, unique to the touch, evermore.

Naveed Akram

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

89



A Haunted Room

It's a room full of ghosts, driving me mad,

Dull and the same, with laughable faces.

I relapse and ask why they torment with wishes,
I never will believe in events of this thinking.

It is too uncomfortable to live in this cherished
Mansion of a house, a long, long void in the head.
Afterward, at this rate we abandon the quest, as it is
Stealing our pockets so identifying the culprit.

Michael spoke about the ghostier ghoul, the phantom,

At what rate it flew, at what task it had striven, like a castle
Or a chart, a heaven or a hell, feeding the weakness

Of the wall, and walls. A sepulchral sound filled us.

The painting was for a moment a bereaving man or soldier,
But then angrier ghosts dropped on their backs,

Doggedly reiterating their code or conduct rules, like
Ghouls or wraiths, like sudden machines of evil.

Michael bespoke the wonders and miracles of a decade,

A pantheist was him, a polytheist was my action,

But then toward the swing of a grandfather clock

Was the overturned bust of a man of scholarship and help.

Yelling around, feeding the pain, and realising death,
We came to a conclusion and fled towards the monument
Glazed and dumbfounded by our ritual, outside in the
Rain of rains, the ghosts of ghosts repaired the night.
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A Heroic Love

A hero has loved a spring of love,
Happiness lies at his arms that defeat,
This hero stopped all hope from entering
The swinging lights of sleep.

Poverty respects us with its sleep,

Races of the height of wishes

Sleep together in mild health,

When all soldiers wish their dreams.

A hero appears night after night,
Powers of the excellent men are near,
For nature is against the heights of sin,
Remember freedom when calling is near
And far.
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A Hidden Place

A place is hidden on the map,

May the paper adjust for the better.

You may cry, you may end this matter,

But adventure has resonance of pain

And colours of the rainbow.

Do we see our people unite with us

About the travels of the stars and planets?
The hidden adventure is about God,
Feelings cut into half are told to substances
Called elements and compounds.

But does God adjust paper of formulae

In the hope of our adventure?

Do we see God as an adventurer of mighty thoughts?
But do we see those men who do prosper?
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A Hill

A hill is in the sky much too high,
Offering us a new scene too beautiful,
But when is the strength to apply?

We must shift and learn and amplify,
Leaving too much time that is abnormal,
A hill is in the sky much too high.

Kill the souls of the fathers that are by,
Watch for the elements of risks considerable,
But when is the strength to apply?

I shun from single mothers who fight and buy
A lesser man who burns the clothes all horrible,
A hill is in the sky much too high.

You must change your job like water, or die,
For to die is greater than to be immortal,
But when is the strength to apply?

Jostle in the sand for a gun or a plan to dissatisfy,
Finding one job is too plain and immoral,

But when is the strength to apply?

A hill is in the sky much too high.
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A Hill Of Blood I Traverse

Here or over the hill

Is fortune to view upon a sacred house.
Here is a different avenue of thinker’s area.
He who lived alongside others with gusto

Shall never be estranged. He sadly can not be with us.

He is a boy or man, not girl or woman.

He would confiscate your task, lost and found,

A miracle has occurred with the different talk,

A mind that Manchester is in England, and elsewhere?
Part of me wants to bleed for you.

I am a lover of Britain like pure heavenly spice,

Why the bother to communicate in Latin?

Naveed Akram

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

94



A Horse To Outrun

A horse is sent to outrun the rollers with wheels,

A pin and needle can be a horse, but they are animals.
Stones are thrown on the bleeding wounds,

Heaven shines its odours on them to bind.

The wheels spin, to collect a dust of ruined historical measures,
Wheels indeed spin around to outrun the steed,

To make it abandon, but the battle is never-ending.
Eat the green goose, for it is cherished for its taste,
After the race is won by the rollers with wheels.

If the horse triumphs then exaltation is not possible,
Wheels are to oppress the horse or steed

To make it bleed and to crush its very head and neck.
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A Huge Heaven

The tall tower hesitated and spoke itself to sleep,
Mines of gold are better for relaxation.

The gravity of this planet
Is like the attraction of a man to a woman;

Gravity is for free, and so is a man.

Tall houses have towers of people
Holding loves and likes for each other.

A pious man can bring a place of wonder
To a group of people who want to be loved.

Heaven is the next destination,
Hell will prove to be full of fire.
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A Human Jump

Noticeable as a frog the human jumps

To defeat an iron man of leaping action.

Best humans work from abroad

And jump into a proficient area of study.

The frogs of hugest kind work alongside others
Who frame a similar approach to the Life.
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A Just Poem

A poem exercises the beliefs aggressively,
They contract like the heart so like a shout,
Their entrances are definitely in justice.

When poetry enters the buildings, we object
Lastly, our souls are uplifted as we stay
In recompense, feeling and feeding the rights.

Why do we be poets of the opposite calculation?
Where are the words of delight that question?
Our poems justly enamour the public with sight.

One is loved by the fatal remembrances,
One poet is equal to fourteen fingers,
As the philosophers and scholars relate.

Then this heart of mine hears our praises,
Fastening the greed of the eyes on beauty,

Beautiful pens are indeed the authority.
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A Just State

Force us into abidance, in a just state,

So then peace reigns at the night of the day.

Sustain the godly tongue of doom,

It injures a mighty swordsman.

His weapon shivered as silver, the hilt,
The blade and everything is like a soldier.
Bold automatically, the knight of glamour
Is not brand new in vigour, a latecomer.
The wars of success are attributed failure
When knights solve their worst crimes.
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A Kick

A kick is too glamourous, forming punches

In the air, as their combat spells and abolishes.

How does one force cancellation?

An odious disaster shall bring deactivation.

The left and right hands are legs as well,

To actually brighten and deaden to tell.

I kick in this oxygenated air to turn us into warriors,
We shall bring victory to massive armies - no deserters.
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A King Nods

A king has been nodded by my baton,
The richer members of this court object.

By scholars a sacred writing contest is in progress,
A queen has angered the will of the thinkers.

Grace shall enter the palace courtyard, with wishes
From a genie to behold the sights of the floating city.

My angry state is subjected to calmness of the soul,
For the soul thanks every soul for being a role.

The heavenly gates open and command the faithful
To enter and become their pleasures or relishes.

To be devoid of hellfire is like the whole of good,
I have seen the commanding being of the One.
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A Kingly Man

O Friend of always the right,
The clue of time is hidden in my purse;
Inside is also a great travel that I embark upon.

O Friend of mine, why is this?
It is inside the purse that lingers a shiny bauble,
A shiny ring, and it lets us journey the hills of space.

The Friend: O Little man, I seek a helper
To lift me into light, and majesty is all I can utter
As I am a king who needs no travels nor journey of rings.

O Friendly King, my love is an ornament for you,
And the light of the ring is more spacious,
So I may think the task too great for you.

The Friend: O Little man, I am not dazzled by your ring,
My jewels are with me, and my friends are not.

Your journey can never begin.

For this it is quarrel and fight,

And the king must leave his little friend.

To always call him his foe.
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A Late Soul

A late morose order was proclaimed
By the pelting men, who swung their hips
And sandwiched true genius with iron force.

The rest of a thousand men is penniless,

It concentrates on the godly work of the day,

It dies and flies in the face of fortune that binds.
A flower is all we sense with our thoughts,
Philosophers dine on this journey of the soul,

It combines the orders of a celebratory day and night.
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A Leaf Has Fallen

A leaf has fallen on the ground,

Beliefs have solutions that astound;

Every tree that believed in its wood

Shall learn pain from the heavenly adulthood.

A leaf has fallen on the ground,

Solutions do stem from what is around;

All the flowers give messages in the air,

Their overly beautiful appearance is anywhere.

A leaf has escaped from the branches of a tree
As the wind blows on the older apples carefully;
Their sweetness is called ripeness,

It is the quality of happiness.
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A Lemon At War

A lemon the size of a brain rolling slowly,
It concerns me afterwards, as I ask my art,
Glistening grass protrudes as I am person,
Forced pleasures await me when fought.

A lemon lasts for lengths of rolling, a right
Innocence is entered, we bestow ease.

A watch on the hand clicks, a fruit appears
On the screen so slightly I cry screeching,
Wasting the water of my taste,

Wetting the seat with size of haste.

The brain rolls on, with roleplay at heart,

Letters let out their inner envy at the heart;

My fruit is my heart, it lengthens so shortens

The day without daily composure, this tense nature.
My rolling is royalty, quicker than science.

Scientists tick, ticking the landscape with buttons
Of distaste, letting the missiles matter one way
Then the other. I see a missile mark its target -
Wasting the flesh of civilians, as my lemon is rolling
And rolling and rolling, forming a majestic battle.
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A Life Of Another

A life has defined another life

To call definite systems

And deprive the beggars

Of single letters, the words that tell

Now are so small.

A life may destroy one’s soul

To reflect a craze too great.

It is life within sizes, the whole craft

Of living with others, not to crawl

Into caves of delight, as too many do so!
We are definitely alive to sounds of ecstasy,
We dangerously affect a perfect system.
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A Life So Great

How do we marry into a life so great?
You master the people so much

That you are told of your genius;

The life we manage is so golden with wit.
Gold I see, gold and silver shook
When I awoke and beheld the room.
Sleeping here was pleasurable,
Pleasant sleep is the best helper.

The marriage of this kind

Survived without a divorce,

Too splendid is the hair on your head.
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A Line

A line so stressed, so much plain,
Abolishes forever my loathing of it.

Three lines make triangles like a wheel
Has travelled forever, loathing it.

Faith is a button to press whenill,
Abhorrent and explainable is it.

My lines of poetry gather new efforts,

So you too become together, like my lines.
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A Little Love

A little love is always to share,

Pulling the legs of those who care;

Share the guns and rifles if you desire,
Fully able are those soldiers, in this empire.
My love extends to the strong and able,
Working a solution for any council.

My love for you is strong as I cry,

The crying in your eyes is for me, I try;
Conventions are strong, more than ever,

Like audacity of the home, the love of the actor.
For love is in me tonight as I weep and weep,
Lamentations are stronger forms when asleep.
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A Long Love

Why is it

that I no longer love

your boots?

Never care for me

now that love has lost

its shadow.

A shadow of doubt

denies our past,

with its grasp on your wrists
aching the arms as a start.
Love conquers

the only blood offered

to a god who admires

his creation.

Why do we

cancel the clothes we wear
in the history of our life?
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A Lost Soul

This is still stupendous, not hardly stupid,

And so we connote for special verse to complete.
Those in stasis realise why your indignation surmounts,
Statements are being retold as perms, of stupidity.
Your celebration is a permanent magnet,

The acid needs a reactant to cast a flurry.

It is your peril, the flurry is, the flurry

Was endangering you as far as the eye has to behold.
He who ponders over the soul he has fathomed
Becomes a lost soul.
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A Love Has Light

A love has light one time in this display,

A drive in one such gift will course through mud,
Although my art does guess correct, allay

The man who sees my art when it's humid!

Love hurts, love whines tomorrow, so well now,
To gift the boy who loves is fine and slow,

My arts define a tree that works from bough

To bough, from work to deed and afterglow.

Love shines, love hurts, when bikes are wheels of race,
So say and may I live to see the tale

Of works that fold, of joy that carries grace,

So that is fine when art is sold-detail.

My love is work, it speeds and sorts in sight

Of this design, the real distant delight.
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A Mage Is Wrong

For skies are gray and cloudy when you like,

From all through, you liked the magical thought

That hides and cowers tonight asyouknow.

He invoked it and I think it is wrong,

For nobody should live and be immortal at the expense
Of others

Of fathers

Of innocent citizens. I am angry

And happier if the mage should just disappear.
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A Man And A Woman Cry

A man despises a woman if she cries,
These tears mention me as a man.
Inside my mind there is lift and push,
So many of us and so many women.
The return of the man is imminent,

I am this man of good character.

Men despise the women of hatred,

Their roles in the house matter little to them.
As a man I deplore the matter of wealth,
Breathing in the night is of the sleep.

A man is snoring, I am this man,

The minds deplore and rain and rush.
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A Man Departs

The man erupts, and his soul departs,

Final illumination concerns the ammunition,
One mania is enough to bind and bend

The harder herald, his own socks cannot knock
Me aside, feeling foes of fame, seeing sentences
Of stray stories; my foes are like forces

With so much matter in the mind.

The man has a spar from heaven of weak water,
He enjoys his toy of baths and oceans,

Chooses his food furnaced from the kitchen
That fetches and catches the pheasants.

The woman damns the soldiers of her heart,
For losing this winning battle, of choosing
Who to cook, and who to embattle,

Like loss the food has been swallowed.

My stories are shared by the bears,
Growling and growing with causes,
Jeering the jumping lunatics of Menace,
That mildly molests us with war

And then peace.
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A Man Entered His Building

A man has entered the atmosphere,

A man shall recite from the deeds of many,
And this man augments his arguments

To the few who listen to buildings

Adjusted to some who have wisdom.

His house dismisses the philosopher,

HIs germs waver and grow to full reason;
Then the wise man shall enter and be rude
With maximum distinction, the feelings arise
To astound the majority of thinkers.

His house is godly, his building is a site

Of worthwhile endeavour, so complete.

One finds a jewel too glistening like diamond

In the wake of treasure in the way,

In the presence of a beautiful gem so complete.
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A Man Of Thought

The semblance of a man contains fury,

Force is this semblance, offered by the unique.

My golden appetite occurs sometimes,

Open the gates of freedom whenill.

The real semblance of a man concerns me

When my strength has suffered, all this while.

My men and open enemies reside in my head,

Kindling the fires of my source of thought.

Inside a burden of thought is a mean muddy river

Of lava, of sudden danger, and of life under the forms of risk.
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A Man Of War

A man of war is like a bee and a stalk,

Stalker of a living corpse,

The man is against a tank of dedication,

He linked himself to the second heaven,

Whilst the droning of bees was heard from a swarm.
I loved him if he was a lace or a zip,

A little love would not miss.
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A Man Of Wealth

I thank a man on strength of skills and wealth,

His only handsome face was felt above and below
Wherever that man journeyed through,

He encountered my friendship, and me.

Dungeons reject him, dangers turn into safeties

When felt by pain and no regret is thumbed.

My introduction to this alien place exceeds delight,
Rather strongly accepted by my handsome friend

A new home has too weird a facade that I love still

The life in me and in him. He is certainly a guest of strength
And wealth.

Guests normally ride back home, but this one is to stay
And be me.
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A Man Who Despises

His anger is wrath and her rage is dense,

Forever can be forever.

Her despair is too green and his mood is too bland,
Forever and ever they be.

Invented are the angers by a machine which angers,
And souls cannot escape poverty.
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A Manly Heart

The manly heart carries gold and silver,

One shines and the other slivers;

The jewels, the diamonds, the happiness, the pains,
Were all kept to the heart.

And nights may travel in strong confusion,
For women there are strong years,

For men there is fair weather and stings,
The memories of our behaviour may live.

Hours of confusion, days of affliction,

Tear into our bowels as we swill our water;
Boiling liquid of the same strength

Dives into the bellies of the juicy soul.

And emotions, once as strange as success,
Float softly in our souls of learning,
Confusion crept on this man I am,

Woe dissolved me, woe descried my being.
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A Man's World

The world of a man climbs into sin,

His every move becomes his movement,
Like the snake that slithers and burns
Within the souls of asses.

My mobility has a crisis like his,
The running effect creeps up,
But the running has completion,
Unlike the asses.

A unique donkey would go to war

Over a significant rule of stupidity;

But my monster-moves require a blessing
Such that peace ensues.

A man shall sin twice before the fodder
Of asses is stolen by their stomachs,
And so the motions of the emotions

Repress the wars of our conception.
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A Marriage On Earth

A sphere was once a planet,

Then it turned into a world,

This majestic world was made flesh
To reside on it. On this love

Was another love.

A man came to ask of water and food,

He was fed, and he drank his fill,

For the bellies ache if thirst is an issue.

May luck benefit and promise those
Who are in love with peace.

The love of a woman was about,
From a man of great strength,
His loves were numerous,

But he never hated the planet
Or his own wife.

For love really is on this Earth,

To forgive I sleep at night

And not in the day, for light is great
And the Sun still shines

Whenever there is marriage for two.
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A Masque

This masquerade is a phenomenon of higher length,
But when do masterworks get shown by strength?

The border of the disease is final, what do we err?
Boundless reflections adorn the wall with a care.

Distinct was the evasion, distinct was the cure,
Feeling nonchalant within the walls was miniature

Principles must prevail, to enlighten is no burden,
Frivolous revenge stands in the way of the addiction.

The congress of sentences revealed themselves at last,
Daily the masque was performed, who was the cast?
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A Matter In Question

The matter in question enjoyed gaiety of the bosses,
An euphoria emitted itself with fondness of bosses;
Their felicity was ever nearer to the same logic -

To be boss of and to command and to order in the ways.
One of them was my pumping suzerain,

Liege lord of the land I trod, to fear him I stood here;
He was the overlord of my twinkling, simpers lied

For his trust, with a warm smile the feet turned.

This sorrowful position felt simplicity;

I was downcast and doleful or was I melancholic?

The heartbroken man I was wept wilfully,

Lamentable arguments mastered me and

The incandescent soul, it was an argument like

The parades of a simple session in St Petersburg.

The man or boss or chief was hopping mad,
Apoplectic news arrived too late for him to order me
In the other direction.

After all enquiry I had submitted to flags and kids,
These examinations and queries felt absurd and cruel,
Nevertheless ruthless and boisterous.
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A Meaning For Exposition

Upstairs a meaning is resounded like the heavens,
A flower raises its voice to some subjugating being,
And the human being announces its remark for all.

Downstairs the meanings of sentences are expounded
Like the railings of a bridge and the spikes of a mace,
Swing this mace as a weapon of torture that resides in us.

On the ground is an item of clothing, that we must stage

To the detriment of all others in the line of clothing and all
Manner of mariners who partake of the ancient sea's tradition.
This meaning that we see is for the belief of a hundred men
Who wear sceptically the boring brows of a thousand summers

That twinkle with rays of the sun, so that belief is installed.
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A Mirror On Its Wall

A mirror needs a wall to be concrete,
The despicable monsters lurk

And crawl with cowardice so cruel.

A mirror must be silver to stay up
With hate in the half of hats.

A mirror blesses the selfish creature
That causes an effect from cool flow.
The mirrors of this realm and world
Wheel and wander into the religion.

The prayer in front of a mirror,
An accusation from the past,

Is obscure and obsolete if treated
With wax and age of odd relics.
The prayer has been composed

From an actor of such sturdy shoulders,

He is an actor, he breeds well

His words, his plays and the rays of
Light beaming on us as he stays

To lift a hand to the injured woman,
The mother of boys and girls.
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A Monster

This monster barbarized with battle cry

The whole of my cubed head, kicking with its teeth.

The culmination was custom of its foraging,

Just to alienate the other liars, the monsters.

Some lethargic ones are imminent in this beaten path,

Eyeball to eyeball we receive notification of the staff.

This ruinous staff occupies my heart so bold,

Glimmering its rubies, twinkling and posing.

The magic of a wizard is audacious and strict like stone,

It broadens my head of the very god of ugliness, a single monster
In front of my head, the bold liar notifies me of its presence.
Instead the stupid creature fetches some terror from the only ruby-
It is the staff of wizardry, “Stick of Strength”, loosening its powers.
Why do monsters succumb to magic or wizardry?

It is because lethargy is their only weakness.
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A Moon In My Body

There’s a moon in my body,

There’s a moon in my body, but where can I see it?
This planet of worlds shall multiply

With this trumpet and drum,

This trumpet and drum!

Your heart beats according to the sun,

I can’t see it as well as before.
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A Morbid Man

A man is in his morbid mood in the evening,
His knee accomplishes an arrival from the leg;
Restless and stupid, the leg shoots his weight
Up and over, like a giant in distress,

Mute like a cloth, seducing the people into its lair.
The man’s eyes are distant in aroma,

The roof is paternal for his sight.

Established seduction is from the giant,

It soothes men into deduction, for all this day.
Busy, busier than nobody,

Giants are men of strength like strong snakes.
A superman has flown to the building

And this gigantic structure falls fully

To the school of dreams as of now.
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A Morning

Dates are a melody of supreme joy,

Master them by your memory, do not destroy;

The years of memory fill us and entertain,

When our feelings are full as if in an air plane.
Ascertain again why our emotions confuse,

Why do we shudder, lose and amuse?

This day kidnaps the night before so well,

It is sunrise not sunset, when the moon fell.

One new morning gives creation to health,

Those who speak use their legs to work with stealth.
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A Mountain

A mountain gazes at you loathing the future,
Jests are like this, like the mountain,

That swayed its weight before you,

Killing a sense that ripples in your veins,
This is waiting for all time,

And my life balanced itself from this spot;
My life gauges others, for too many are immortal,
And my sacred soul is farming the land

As the mountains glare like souls

At us,

At mighty men of aged nature.
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A Nation In Strength

I think of nation and the necessity,

The trial of a person in wrong is in all our talk;

As much as surrender has been successful.

Yet I doubt the religion that is true

Has proclaimed mastership over the human privilege.
I think of a nation big, much bigger than you think.
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A Nation Must Stand Firm

If openly they commit misdeeds,
Then the country shall remain,
And the nation exceeds

In the number of troops again.

The army has pain all abhorrent,

Many strike fear and retaliation

For they do not know who is absent,

The army or the law? Whose acceleration?

I guarantee the spread of health,
Active are the infantry in their strength,
May the legion carry its stealth

And let radio the wavelength.

We exceed the enemy in power
And we declare a truce;

What do we do as we are abler?
Abduct the foe with no abuse.

Let the nation stand firm against enemy control,
And let ages pass sweeter than charcoal.
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A New Commerce

Forget a new commerce,
It commented on our
Traders and fighters now.
Money is a complete
Order on the humans.
New links came, manifold.
I love any gift of yours

To do with commercial
Enterprise and real trade.
Did I remember you?

You are a businessman,
And I am a client,

Not a chief executive.

Do not forget the trade
You are in, nor the time.
Concerts are heard music
But what is to do with us?
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A New Horizon

Up in the clouds of the sky is a new horizon,

Felling the trees down below is like invasion.

How are the clouds so superb with those waterfalls?
May God speak suddenly about the nightfalls.

With this we end our talk on special landmarks,
Heaven dabbles with the rich and their birthmarks.
Mighty are the rivers of beautiful terrain,

Mighty is the mountain from the aeroplane.

We abstain from speech that destroys us,
The very favours on our human race come from a thesis.
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A New Line

I have to try a new puzzle,
Feeling them is trivial, so trivial;

I have to try a reading line,

As mastering is the feeling of age.
The seasons are new to me,

As they swiftly flow into years

Of years of years of years.

Motion is the secret command

From above, I love this joy;

My puzzle dissolves in beakers

Of heat and furnace, the millions

Of old men are against me

In their rivalry of the right television,
Of the several sweet moments.
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A New Scroll

It displayed one man residing in the head,

Magic has compartments to be lead.

A scripture shall complain if rewards appear

To the dishonest, to the people who do not adhere
To their faith, the knowledge of God,

A straightforward voluminous writer to applaud.

I see sheep when there are lambs of beauty,
Youth heals the sick by avoiding ultimately.

The new scroll suggests fierce winds

Of writing, of poetry and of whirlwinds.
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A New Spell

Force is a mile away,

Gore must have you a day.

Battle himself, the king,

From having a sing.

Forms of laughter are

Like much more caster sugar.

Find the lady and find her with him,

The man who lived among the hills.

He is storm-provider - master of wizardry
Which gave way to misery.
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A New Thought

Pose a new thought for all to see,

Adjust it and as much as you like

Consider the differences that stretch your mind,
Its capacity is not small and never too large.

I respond to rough nature of feeling,

Instead the fight I casually experience is beyond me.
Fighting the war is like consuming fire through one’s belly,
And the same defence is made,

A reason I command for purposes.

The mind works forever, as I do.

The philosophy has a question to me.

It contains feathers, werewolves and princes,
For your very salvation or distress.

The mind is again a horror.
We must fight the suffering that I have made,

To abandon it can make us happy.
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A New Work

Feeding a new work is like diligence,

Opening this will inherit a new work;

I hammer him with a sizzling effort

As he fed on me in the past with love;

The rest offered peace, so much peace,

A living system of pleasure and it teases us.
Forcing an expansion of our life,

The system is a new enterprise of good sitting,
Full of my love is this plan, this weight of goodness.
I am patient, do not complain, as my frantic work
Is complete as can possibly be.
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A Path

A trance has occurred of a path in front,
These unique fires called paths are elegant.
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A Penalty For The Effects

The effects deliver a penalty, for them we contrive,

The inventors are awake in the old yard, picking and solving.

May they all lose once and for all, in the efforts to investigate

What may be the solution for your problem so highly regarded.

Irate officers bloom in ways called flower, the opposites,

The palatial rooms of a man’s heart, so blowing away the trust,
Understanding the tasks of religion when asked, demanding less

Every day, the next days are hard to explore and they start to be cruel.
Less knowledge is employed for the benefit of humanity,

The effects of a river dive into the blue waters, so oceanic.
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A Pencil Hits The Floor

A pencil hit the floor with suddenness as flicking occurred,

I have found a nation of ruin in the thumb of brilliance;

This paper we have inspires me further, pushing me far,
Seeking the nightmare is like seeing the words unfold.

My pencil obeys me, obedient is my pencil of lead and wood;
But where is the engineer who aspired to it, who claimed?
The paper is on the wall, feeling good internally, like an item
Of lead for Rutherford or his colleague, radiation exists
Farther than the soul, this soul of mine has waited

As the pencils fall like the genius of evil down a tube of
Eternal oblivion, darkness and fence. The duty is about to
Hearten us as we speak, we are then so angry and hurt.
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A Person Is Thinking

A person is thinking, wasting his thoughts on bodies
And darkness, bad writing, and dying freedoms.

A prayer is cool, written tonight as we accept it always,
Safe like calling, safer than a shut door, being well.

We are being pious in the direction of our youth,
Staring against the tide, feeding a fall to the other side.

A person is eternal in his drugs of a sharp wonder,

Drunk with despair, opened by the wounding, he strides

Two steps after two steps, then that many steps paint him.
Boiling and trapping, a waterfall feels emotional and created,
Like a listening with fervour, with water that was water,
Lovers stain their minds with burning lands of gold and water.

Weight confidently drowns us in barely hungry climates,

The bodies are facing a person's body, with dealing and dying.
The life of a good eater is like the loving of a friend,

Wanting evidence so angry, desiring the regret of a past lover.

I am tight as a person when it pleases me inside, blaming us,
Creating a bend in the living of this world, but we are only alive.
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A Person Passes

If a person passes a river and swims in it,
His ideals change for the best of the times,
So far is the salutation he emits.

To swim along this river of massive freshwater
Is to be a man of worth like the one who began
Us all with his chaste wife.

When the river rushes, and water enters the ocean
Of illnesses, the bitterness must be rejected
Forever in your ways.

The human touch besets a trouble for the waters
As they rampage like hidden falling objects

In the dead of the night.

My salutations speak like these laughs

That humorously persuade the soul

To be forever in their ways.
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A Plot

They began to hatch a plot,
Galloping creatures succumbed

To our stares as they rained down
Like bullets, picking up all the coins.

Treasure had arrived, forever in our midst,
The noise of the revellers was discarded
By the infinite walls of rescinding ash.

One remainder was a ghost of humber
That dissolved scares from systems.

They began to absolve the priesthoods,
Gorgeous men to God,

Who had heaven and earth on His side,
Where devastating angelic men argued
And fought over rewards entailed.

The atmosphere of the rooms
Was a translation of the languages

So inert, solid and entire.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 147



A Poet Is Discerning

A poet is discerning, he is of sport, he grasps finality,
A poet is distinguished in the extreme, by alacrity.

I have a bone, my poetry has a singular trait, and I laugh
And laugh at obstacles in the stretches of the imagination.

I must reward the authors and the workers of the heaven,
I describe a panopticon, to house my zoo of animals and words.

My bones are my skeleton, housing the bridges and ligaments,
The tendons and sockets, what are my well-thought words?

The poet makes tea for the warm-hearted, his soldier is a pen,
Working rigorously to train the majority into thinking a crying wonder.

My own world submerges and reemerges, to anoint the wealthy one,
His aim is distinction, and red dragons mixed with blue dragons.

My worthy friendship spells these dangerous words of a long time,
In this prison of play, a world of poems is a mark of long life and serenity.
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A Pool Of Blood

A pool of water causes us to play with words,
Inner feelings may conceive an exalted frame of mind.

A pool is like radiation, all the yawning is converted
Into a character of good, a conversion has been made.

A pool is of blood, a real royal boredom of blue blood,
A spoilt man is issuing secrets that kingdoms do love.

When murder is bloody and minded by the some
We crave, destruction is the key, for almighty freedom.

A pool of immediate appearance is before my own eyes,
My ears are against my sight, for I have no idea of sound.

What is the murder when pools of bright blood stain the floors
With the anger and hunger of a killer, a sentinel of alien rudeness.
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A Pride

I forsake a pride to willfully blind

A man who seeks enlightenment

Too hard.

May he die hard and pennies be collected
All for his sake, just in case

The other day proves worthwhile.

Opening a bank of letters provides
Guilt to the owner, punishes us
Much of the time.

May you wander in helpless exile
Fortunately this blindness is real
Also rejected by the majority

Who stay inside their village.
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A Prophet’s Zeal

The prophets are men of astonishing zeal,

Greatness reigns over their souls, so much meal.

Every prophet guarantees the result, the last day,

Professing special causes, leaning on shoulders.

Once war arises their brightness looms with divine light,

This action, this compulsion, and this pain, utters a sight.

Once they are seen, war erupts from the mountains too high,
And lava that is human flesh. Humans are troops, humans are!
When aid is given to the masses, prophets partake in conquest,
For their souls are no longer tested by the heads of government.
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A Public Figure

Do we name blindly and call blindly?

Or do they all swear to the loyalty of what is above?
A public figure is such that dreams are discussed,
His nickname was a first name, and he called
Himself a spirit, not a sprite or a sailor of worth.

And so the ship sails with gesture and ride,
Movement was its speech as it rode the waves
And shores of this vast space called the world.
An enigma has been converted to a closed book
For the waves of the sea were combined there.

My conundrums have a twist and they love the answers
To questions about public speech,

We name them what is owed

For to laugh at the course of despair is primary.

And so the waves touch the keystones,
From the troughs comes a torrent,

And more crests subjugate.
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A Quick Life

A quick embrace is all you need more than the scheme,
A little life slides down the arm, more to blaspheme.
The roads in arms and legs stain the road with life
That ended one day ago, when I had a wife.

A quick smile wrenched the face, smiling is just
What the doctor deserved, when it was lust
For the cure, for the desire for life was great,

And the doctor laid the plan for all us to accommodate.
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A Quiet Area

This a quiet area, brings promise
Coughing its way to the key body;

The root of rest is the angle of age,

My library rightly proposed the rule

Of this copper tube inside,

The wrapping of cotton was brought

Into view, with rivers and rhythms of the
Water seething into the sands.

My library is my coughing with roots,
Respecting the rice of the pages;

It is my responsibility to rescue the rights,
To realise the request, so the wheeling

On this roof I have called justice.

The top man is about the roof

Thumbing his pages on the roof of a

Cave this way in that tunnel,

Like jaundice and scrawny legs.
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A Real Dog

Fiercest creatures are held on a leash,

They are dogs of skill and they relish

The lunch that stays in the mouth chamber,
Crawling like blood is in their heart and liver.
Dogs are the able creatures of a friendship,
Of a religion that teaches us all censorship.
Dogs must reach the age of success

Before dealing with the distress

Of death.
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A Real Fox

To get real and being real are different,
One vixen is another fox, which stir

In reality itself, as they approach you

To test and command with naughty food.

I pick on its genius as it nears the far away place,

A lamb beholds it with concerts and songs,

Feeling its whiskers with weird response,

For the lambs know nothing according to the gospel.

But indeed innocence is really protected,

For the shepherd nears the field and blesses

The way of solid genius, a lamb is with a fox,

A lamb is bleeding near us, but the fox is dazzled.

I pick on its intelligence, feeling the purse,
And emotions run in different directions,
A fox seems too far away now that the shepherd

Has overwhelmed an animal of action and arson.
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A Receptacle

A receptacle is handed down to peace,

For the liquid consumed itself;

For a recluse, he handles peace,

And for a student his war rages on.
Reckless panicky men are like substances,
This recitation inverts the brain’s signals.

I can not hand down peace quite the same,
For our recluse inhibits the contests

As much as competitions allow.

Let him waste the receptacle now.
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A Return To Clowning

Returning to the mist, a new clown moves,

Fading into the sun and its dreams all the way.

An actual act has been committed by this very same drunkard
Over the pastures of November and December.

To do with the new year, a new invention has occurred

To begin the joyous mountain of privilege.

New years are sensible affairs, of righteous news,

The very endeavours are betaken for the light of news.
Parade him not this clown who made this concoction,

Of weight and extreme importance.
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A Rich Man

Gustav is widely worshipped,

For he is a god of luxury.

He is to be resurrected when he dies,
And then the riches can be found

To add and then build the

Nation a prosperity.
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A Royalty

The king of talk is a monster of style,
A man in difference, of every mile.

The queen can colllect a jewel,
So jewels are meaningful.

A prince said to the princess,
'Why are our parents in distress? '

The princess states we are friends of the saints,
With every difference and all-riches.
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A Sacrifice

Offering us a sacrifice means work,

Guiding us along the path of much darkness.
We regret and undo the deeds of health,

A shadow displays the wonder of light.

Healthy men and women understand

Your preferences, your food and dislikes.

Pages of distance are written to unite

The bookmen of old and new.

A second to dim health is in the very heart
Inside the hearts, inside the very beating hearts.
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A Sad Day

The meaning of leisure and to stand straight
Is the same.

A day such as today can never neatly be nice

As is the day and night.

A sad day is a good night and night is for sadness.
So sleep and then be sad, but not always.
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A Sea Of Philosophy

They smell the grass and enlighten their lives,
They feel the harsh water of the livid sea,
They fight and tighten a raft after the record,
And then the fists are turned in the direction
Of a fight, this sight is awesome like the night.

These philosophers enlighten a holy man

Whose wise air is a burden to the wholesome man,
But a holy man inspires outward abilities,

Like the faint postures and living memories,

Like the man whose learning is a fraction of meat.

What kind of people meet the smells of a college
And ransack the houses of the adventured souls?
Kindness occupies the seasons of livid rage,

For their stars are out there in the galaxy,
Loathing the future in all its fears and shares.
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A Sea-Disease

A disease cancelled my dreams,

Inside a dream was this dream,

I gather the affliction was burden

On the mind and soul, burdening me
When others were not. I gather

The cargo of thoughts was overwhelming
And charging my life with electricity,
With current that complains.

It is a life in a shell of the sea,

When direct eels are about me,

They lurch in the depths of the sea

Like the presence of currents

At this moment in my life.

I thought I was inflicted by the scourge
You call the sea unhappiness,

Where we’re in knowledge of movement
And lost limbs to the sharks of the underwater.
This is the disease, that is afterwards

A scourge on this sea of peace.

It cancelled all dreams, all of them.
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A Seasoned Driver

For all those seasons yours are bolder still,
Man wants the woman strong and ardent most,
If men do think more suddenly and boast
When sweet are women due to greater skill.

In each strong age, the person must fulfill

His lust and gender like the one foremost,

His danger brought a night near the seacoast,
Like water drunk as potions, much freewill.

We drive a car to seize the road of bliss,

Men drive so better and so brill, able,

The female driver carries teeth of stone;

Much death results from what they kiss and miss,
We'll deaden that manoeuver like a circle

To understand the male who drives alone.
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A Shadow Of Wealth

A shadow of the sun shook me as if heat

Turned on me with loss, heat tossed and turned;
The energy offered by the few who are priests
Struck us with pebbles, stones and then boulders;
My strife will never end, forming sickness,
Fighting wealth, igniting triumph with rights.

The feeding finds itself, without senses that died,
Within the common sense, strung up to the clouds.
A shadow shied from me, as I lost everything
Actually igniting perfection, and it rained forth

To subdue a minority of idiotic proportions.
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A Sheet Of Paper

A sheet of paper is wrestled by the wind

Like living tissue inside us.

It is a shown substance of celebration

Like the masses of people in harmony,

As if earthquakes position their young inside themselves,
We are not younger than paper,

We have youth not old age,

But our lessons fade away.
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A Short-Cut

There was a route too quick,
To the very occurrence of sick,
I can not complain,

And too so main,

What is there like a lick?

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 168



A Side To The Soul

Love says sorry for some of us,

Affairs of the soul are like a bus.

Love’s message is simpler than plain,

It revolves around the big bang and brain.
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A Sign

Under the sun I state a sign written by you,

It was collected by my inner mind.

Opening this chapter of my life,

I saw too many people in trouble.

The toil of some is so smaller than others,
People like you have no trouble,

Whilst some are in devious belongings.

The house of reason states we love the thoughts
Of our thinkers when thinking is the love.
Trouble is to be a matter of trial,

Trying us in desperation.

Under the sun is a sign from you

Stating that the hearts are never involved with sin.
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A Sign Of Victory

Victory is a special sign,

Its management is extra delight,

Resulting from righteous deeds

And words said by strangers.

I enlighten the crowd that sees me,

All the way to Gates.

The fence has erected since the lies and sin,

Now resume the activity of a finish, of a decision.

The afterlife has been ready for servants and angels,

Much glory has arrived because of them.

We as humans shall enter Hell, unless the Lord

Gazes at our skulls and makes us drag a chest and two legs.
More is the victory when managed by the subjects of Paradise.
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A Single Reflection

They are smaller than a weapon,
Igniting the past with someone’s gun;
Real heavens are falling faster

Than the speed of light.

The weather in the Hereafter was friendly,
As results were far we collected

A result too near the mark,

People have pupils under their control.

Small years are a continuing reminder,
How many questions refer to me?
They answer in some way unpleasant,

Yet the words are a single reflection.
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A Single Tail

Be strong with the overpowering Zeitgeist and its tail,

Be it and all of its glory, for it is written with the stale.
The arcanum is one that is bespoken by the timid ones,
It consisted of the rules we are secret with, a family runs.
Glory to the deceased for the lacunae they have made,
And we have entered a special trade, one that is craved.
Be strong, force us, and never lose, or be lost.
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A Sky Of Beauty

To your imagination a sky will bloom,

Worlds collide, as a call is made to

Instigate the twins who roam the earthy ground.
Clay is their element of construction,

For the animals and plants consider the task,
Over the wild weather that keeps clear pebbles
To be called diamonds the very next hour.

Your imagination is steaming with pictures of
Art that shudders from your beauty,

Wishes are made to be faithful to the call

We desire, a wish is a wish too like a shower
Of the world.

My words wither and sway, letting the way
Gather wits too sentenced in crime,

My words shall be surds of the mathematics,
Sentenced in crime are the wordsmiths.
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A Small Dagger

I saw a dagger poised to attack,
Foolish men could hear the scariness
Of the suddenness that awaited a

Man of calibre and acuteness.

I saw a separate deal being given

To a manner of a man who dived

Into the pool of his own blood.

The daggers of silvery, slight acts
Manned the seas with deliberate action.
The dungeons of the day were

The nights of the accusations,
Swearing into the ears a penalty.

I saw a dagger so light and weighted
Only a little pound, so slightly weighed.
The waiting was over with the man

Of morbid convictions, his steel was installed.
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A Small Tributary

What is this afterglow?

Why fall into the small tributary?
It glows at the intersection,

For it leads in all weathers.

The questions it asks are simply
The cold and inert types of joys.
One day it laughs, then crackles,
To feed the frenzy and rush of
Victorious sounds of nearby fish.

What may the sun do in the old days?
The river is older than the sun,

The sun is just beaming forwards,
Enlightening us in all knowledges

Of the university of living.

We may see the joy of the crossroads
Of this joyous sound,

We may see the small tributary

And feel the weather well.
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A Smith

A smith was of words with a splendid death,

The main presence of death meant nothing.

Words are for deeds as the fish in the sea

Escalate and provide for their impoverishment.

The island of an ending close to the very edge

Is of maximum importance, and the ultimate sacrifice
Is yet to come.

This heavenly world resides in the heavens as well,

Hard efforts require cheaper diseases of the pen,

Hard are the gains of a forever summer and winter

As they dance among your moments one time to come.

The smith with words is a smith to gain remedies for himself,
These phrases are from him and him alone.
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A Snake

A serpent binding to the oath offered to it by Satan,
Creates enjoyment by rattling its end and then to abandon.
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A Sob

The man emitted a sob,

Saying a night was good,

Saying good night.

To be almost a minute in this issue
Left the considerations so swiftly.
The man of height was on

The edge of a pit,

When the house was old

And the night was good

Probing through the levels

Of the mind.
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A Soft Landing

It made a soft landing

On the mountain of hope;

There were so called lovers

Ignoring it, feeling devils and demons.
It made a groan too heavy,

Monsters were deeper in their

Hell, and heaven retired from view.

The scenery recorded in the mind,
The soft landing dazzled,

Usually an ignorant opening
Adopted a grievance,

The feeling of demons was

Of devils, who inked their heads
With writing secrets.

Discovering a body was a state
Of life, many centuries ago.
Laughter and love enjoyed the
People of the snow mountain.

A white mountain, delivery of the
Century and decades;

My mountain told a lie too swift.
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A Son Departed

A son has destroyed me for being father,
Offering standing satan a reply for courage;
His eyes keep me in the redness of chairs,

I sit in them for fear of darkness descending.

A son enraptured by slavery has all faults,

His deeming collapses and his scheming fulfils
Itself after so many triumphs of the trumpet.
The sons of this world regulate a chain of steel,
Strong parenting has been the mockery.

I saw a son in the mirror for fear of death,
Instead of images to forsake, I have them for decisions

About my future activity, future activity is supreme.
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A Speech You Made

A speech meant for eager ears was doing its best

When suddenly a spirit of a bear stammered the speech;

All ability was lost like the good and the bad acting together,
I did not pay much attention to the fasting and praying,

I thought at first, care became caring and also sharing

But never did the lunch especially cause concern

Except to the attention of the priests and clerics

Who thought much of you if you ate your fill.

Sinking back on the pillow, one ingested hated food

And caused the tummy to be bloated.

A speaking man caused nobody to move after eating himself.
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A Splendid World

React to the other end of the world,
It revolves due to spherical nature,
Obviously round to us, fully able,
With honesty it moves, so deserving.

Selfish inhabitants soon flee from the river
Filled with judgements, lies and deceits.

We learn in the sky, why do we deserve it?
The whole world is upon us with splendour.

React to Earth like a doctor skilful and praised,
Beginning to sleep, finding peace with medicine.
It dissolves for you in the rivers and oceans

Of blood, brine and minerals of diversity.

The sphere is sensual to the touch,
Humans do this for enlightenment.
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A State Of Happiness

An ideal state would be heart with prison,
To know everything costs this higher position,
Where the life of the living gathers problems and more procedures.

An another happiness unfurls,
It is the modern world, it is fortune as we see it,
The young nation made a right reason for living.

I recall what pleasures added to the pleasant news,
Inside them we describe them as they are believed,
Most people bite that pleasure that ends in success.

The gods are alive when young people make mistakes,
Above them nothing can guide the children of tomorrow,

It cares why some of them reach death with love in their breasts.
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A Statue Has Spoken

I want the statue to speak,

I wish his lovely rule was dead,
And I desire the wrong head

Of a wonderful man fully in right.

This time a sea has opened before me
And this time they resent whole paths.
Love for her beautiful story is a great
Work of art.

I see a righteous man beg for mercy
In front of the day he was right.
This foot has blown off the other

With seas that meander like rivers.

Many arguments end the tale,
Much is the gradient of disbelief.
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A Stranger

Do not know the appearance of a stranger,
Lest he walks into you; then you are in danger.
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A Stride

A stride balances with might, soothing the air and speech,
Like magic being played for the violin and player;
Musical remedies surprise that decision of footing

As feet wear the shoes of description.

My name is spelt with my stride as a putting on of air,
The same story tells itself of light air and breezes

To quell the misery and disgust we find ourselves in.
To stride is to expound and not be anxious,

Like philosophy and the dragon put together.

May walking and looking become habits

For the repetition of moves, the reasonable shoes.
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A Striking Woman

A striking woman with elaborate robes, plaited golden hair,
And various tattoos, stood with feet and toes like a hair.

This speech was of a soft voice, flowery and sweet

Like the primroses, and the ordinary roses so select.

This special beast of womanhood was a lady at heart,
Guiding you through the darkness of the present setting.
Next light flew into the dark healthy strife, with shooting of buds
And mysterious magical lanterns, wholly occupied with death.
The female bowed, and pierced the flesh of your right arm
And right leg, then the left arm and leg, a striking woman.
You were twisted to die in disgrace, that fled from the mists,
Only to appear with plain sight and honest insight.
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A Strong Love

This very love fastens onto my shirt of strength,

I cannot speak unless my ties and buttons move;

This tooth and these feet make disorder from nowhere,
Eating the dinner is labour for the forces are at the world.
May different messengers draw the eyes, draw the shapes

Of a sketch that meant distinction in the ranks of the wealthy.
All my disasters are natural of love, ears consider as much as my eyes,
The wages of a heart repent on me, inside the strong brain

Is a counselling service of whims and wishes all-powerful.
The very love of all myself contained in buckets of deeds
Shall overflow and spill out like the burden so beloved.
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A Surprising Time

A chance shall come with surprise,

Underneath the ocean of anxiety and repetition.
Fishes as large as mountains fling

Their fins and all at the moon at night.

Strict parents of theirs mock me

As I am an onlooker and foe.

Friendship has accused me of sin,

For sin is doubtful a worry,

Worries are against the worry

Of the actual ocean.

May dice be flung in the night air,
To swallow up fish and other animals of the ocean
As the sea.

A chance has a can of beer

But oceans replay their audience,
Liking the living from the waters,
Speaking like silver plates

And messy times.
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A Tale

Along the edge of winter

A tale is spun to praise him.

It grows with gestures

Pleading with heaven to

Make the path straight.

Then rocks are shown as

Flying boulders, with this

The recipe of life is won.

Beating down the devils

Can beam light on loveliness.
The edge of winter has a role

To play in this microscopic

World offered by ones who know.
The winter of heaven is snow
And this angelic goal shall

Beam with light that divinely shows
A knowledge of wisdom,

A wise fact is won.
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A Tale Died

A tale was found and quartered for the dust
Died afterwards like the fountains receding;

It was a history of sorrow, time might complete
And times may change according to desire.

The tales talked of their dead and gone,

Of good opinion and affection that lasted.

To offend the caves was to offend the angry men

In them, without frustrating their souls

Of eyes that battered and battled for more memory
In the name of mankind,

In the hobbies of the world that chanced difficulties.

More in angers was nagging, they grew worse in years
As those felons attracted a huge fitness,

These men of kings decided to sneak about

With a gallows air, perpetually in sin

And nagging with the bending of bars.

The stories one sees of idle personages
Puts people into bad tempers,

The moment the air of health enters,
The moment one betrays the trust

Of a man who is infuriated.

This tale flies to the door of a chap
That flew with fluency,

Sitting in the portrait of a spring's
Day.
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A Teacher Is Like A Flower

A single teacher abandons the wastelands,

The lectures are to be found in the relics;

A study is bound to occur in the tropics,

While the concentration is poor in the desert.
A scientist wins his or her disaster, like a foot
And leg in a sand pit, then solemnly recovered.

The lecture has begun, the words have been
Run, a paragraph is written then punishment
Is damned, so writing will win its methods.

A single daughter finds peace in what is peace,
The desert is hotter than the sun at night,

The moon is cold in its aspects and face.

One has written his journal, like a flower in
True bloom, leaving the bed in a hesitant
Voice, the voice that empties its sin.

The religion of asking men is the man attired
In young clothes, in shrouds of such poverty,
That solutions are entered by the swearing sea.
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A Term For The Dead

An ancillary term is given to the wounded,
Dying and bloodied with bullets of balm,
So death disagrees and anoints its master,
Its master is the place of the accident.

And then the accident forewarns others
To remain calm and resolute, infinite as heaven,
To be misled by the demons and djinn,
Towards the splendour of the stars is the return.

One sees mischief in the entrance of the soul,
A gate departs as the gate envelops,
And the disagreements are numberless,

And they are wordless with causes of health.
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A Thief

I am a man, not a woman. My Roman status exceeds me. I
am a thief who loves you, forever in love with your objects.
Am I not a liar? Commandments are ‘superior’ to me. Love

is not my answer for everything like that. Live in conduct, but
live in hope. My theft is the darkest form of conduct. Yet I am
not a child, and when I walk I talk as a child. My words are
lost. I cannot speak; for if I am caught, I shall weep.

And he wept, with bursting eyes. For he was caught like
a madman had been captured. Even he thought he would
get away, but it was too late.

The Roman soldiers crucified him on the cross. No one
could mention his name again; He was called Augustus,
the man who died on the cross.
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A Thief?

A thieving was alarming news,

A reporter restored the facts to accuse.

He added my notion for all to be gossipy,
“Publish this motion! ”, I say with discourtesy.

They advance the proclamation,
An inner deal has been done;
The deals need disclosure,

The meals are secretly quicker.

“But why does one think he is thief?
Why make all this grief? ”
The inner deal is an incomplete one,

It has no good for the thief to be written.
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A Thousand Deeds

In order to explore the sanctuary I lift the head

And keep ashes with my bedroom that launches

Me into sleep that never dies nor disappears for me.
In this rational way I conduct my business of lightning
And thunder, that roars on, for the forces are dull
Tonight.

By day I work a thousand deeds, then I explore the caves
Of my life, then into the striven areas I climb,

Towards the summit of my doing that never dies,

For God watches me with stern breath

That never is an inhaling or exhaling, the divine breath

Is different.
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A Thousand Minds

I hear the laughter of a thousand minds,

He is the one who uplifts my soul with lives,
Then the opposite of health has abstained,
And my weak river of water and ice is broken.
It is cold in the outside realm, the house of
Departure is a fierce mansion majestic.

I hear the living laughter lull me with minds,
Emptying the ivory, as ghouls will ossify.

I hear the fierce mansion from distant hills,

Where are you now with the knowledge of mills?
They abstain from forces, obvious hundreds,

That form with bones of wonder in the wind.

These times are the healthy minds, the crazy

Lines of a distant reality, a distance is absorbed

By lines of colourful right, rights are like the heaven.
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A Thousand Ways

There are a thousand ways to compel the graces

Of a man in slumber, the heart is aroused by laughter.
It may be satisfaction entering the eyes august,

It might displace the time we command and respect.
Space has a feature of effects commanding the right,
We are police of her wishes; the queen of saying,

The daughter of life commandeers a righteous man
Who has piety of praise, prizes of desire.

To be august is to be majestic, my opening is my closing,
My closing is my opening, the effects of the mighty spell
Command a queen in ruin, a queen of space and time.
She is the daughter of life, the queen of saying,

But why not respect her ways more than man?

Whose respectability matches the prophetic few,

Who is obliged to marry a queen in ruin, whose words
Fall from the sky to lose a soul of solace, to lose life.
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A Thrown Rock

A rock is thrown towards the crimson sky
Falling rapidly in succeeding sessions,
Preceding the boulders, the pebbles and stones
That are minor and major and master.

The rock is falling to the grave ground roughly,
The gravel turns and burns into stone,
This rock from heaven has apologies and commas,

Feeling the earth with tellurian sights.
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A Tree At Bedtime

A tree is a blade, not on my ladder

But on my bed in my bedroom to last

For the days and nights and forever.

To skillfully admire one's thought you

Must ponder tonight on the reality

Of birds and blades of danger so you cry.
Must we create a story to the beds and sofas
To live along the lives of all the people
Who rest and cry and lament for all time.
The tree tomorrow and nextdoor is polite
To me and all of the excitement has ruined,
The alacrity of the giant plant is unknown.
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A Tree Chapter

Above a road is a broad chapter,

It resonates like words of the spirit;

One bird binds its nest to the trees of tense
Branches that are so knowledgeable.

The miracles of the tree are numerous
According to gifts and presents that matter,
The old leaves resound like butter and cheese

On the springing scones, trees are built.
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A Vast World

A vast world carries new messages,
Beckoning a loose confederation of warriors
To the brink of suicide and homicide,

Other words desire a sentence of lies.

The curious soldier is complete with backpack,
Similar bonds abide in the soul and body

Of the user of his religious attributes.

He is a horizon-walker bereaving and

A collector of berries down in the earth.

Clay is the void, and flowers are the thin stalks
So deprived of beauty that once they loved.

A vast thought has been enthralling him,

Like most horizon-walkers he is asleep
Working a fitness or lunch, philosophically
Believing in days of his lusts.
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A Veiled Tree

A tree of veils and marrow

Aligns its roots in this direction.

I see the mammalian aspects

Of this united tree of vegetables.

I must find this plant with odours,
As faster is the pace of the growth.

A tree of finished products aligns
Its body with fermented beer.

I be it, I be this outrage,

Like warts and spots of the head.
My fungus in the mouth, the plants
Must reappear this time of day.

I must find him, himself, tonight in

Health, in wealth of light and tasks.

The offspring of the higher sort
May justly deserve a piece of sport
That lingers on, beholding no trip
So much averse to the tragedy.
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A Void

Fade into a void for eternity,

By occupying it like a Space.

The hole I question is very solid,

The whole wedding has been solved.
My fading head and body shall unite afterwards,
Union is dreamt as soon as it appears.
My heavy head is with a hood of glass,
Too tough is my fight in this Space.

I craze into the storm of light,

This storm is above me and below,

To my left, and to my right.

The shaking has overcome me,

I want to move but I burst

In a way inexplicable.
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A Volunteer

I have been approached by a volunteer who criticises,

Do you understand the wolf’s side of this righteousness?
The advanced yoga of this palace called Beauty is resolute,
For the encroachment is an act too unfavourable.

During the blissful years of our canary which talks

We see the excellencies, of the major tones and styles.

I have no need for the sweet designs of this beautiful day,
By the men who walk so greatly in their orders

I declare the sweetness of my soul and all it bespoke.
Rather to my surprise, little skins are too many in thought,
And disembowelled are the remains of the hunted.
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A Wand Over You

He preferred me over you and lazed afterwards,
Fatal goodbyes are captivating, always in time.
The mortal destruction commits a spirit too well;
Terrified by it, the farewells are fairly spoken.

My favourite wand is his, my own wand is his,

Yet summer comprises a laughter, so lazy;

Kinfolk are swinging from tree to tree to tree,

Like apes of the kind that bring in the fruits to eat.

You are with family, relatives and scientists,
So that the banana is refreshing, mostly for them
And not you, who loses after music has rung its tune.

Music is the cause of mischief for me, for me.
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A Warning

I announce a warning and reminder,

Posing a new question,

A simple statement of elegance,

Once ago, it was never said.

I fear him who gave this slogan,

For he lived in this world and never died,

He forgot a soldier’s story to his life,

His destiny never was communicated

So his other-half became a tragedy

Just as laughing denied success to higher bureaucrats;

I assuaged the hunger long ago in history,
Hungry animals collect all gold,

Fading into light and darkness,

Guessing my foreign ideals then donating

My organs.

Hunger is guessing me and my soul.

He gave me a warning but I did not listen.
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A Weaponry

The real nature of a weapon, the real sort of prize,

Is its joy of presentation to the other half.

One man is incredible for joking about death,

The real bomb awaits the people to matter.

One sword is not two storms of death,

But ten innocent dead men, who simply have deceased.
Seize and rock him about with hands and feet,

The body shall become a corpse, a harvest of a kind

Is gathered, the corpse then uncovered,

For all to really matter.
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A Wheel

A wheel tortures the side of our legs,

Opening the hated sentences of joy as it speaks;
One invention of our intelligence converts

The spoken value of a fatal clause

And murmurs reality of a far-reaching kind.

The wheel grinds to historical help,
Collapsing under colossal strength of forces
That centre on the brilliant light emitted
From the fortune now in sight,

What is the sight of our sensation?

A guild of thieves wonders at wide prospects
Of the villainy escaping the night,

With wheels to carry, and wheels to mutate
The living genes and their powerful effects
Inside the soul of our life that spins around.
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A Wisdom

A Wisdom is a small compartment,

Yet forgiven for its smallness,

For does the tract entwine or the reading
Abide in the senses?

Some day a wise man offers

His support like another sage,

Loose fittings of clothing

Undermine the objective for he is wise.

The sage of the acts and translations,
Lives among the valleys of
The deep earth and soil of tummies

And stomachs that eat up facts.
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A Wise Study

I could study the wise apparatus of godly men,

Go and wonder to the birds in spring as it turned.

Then the freshness of a day excites a young mind

With fables now and then in the making,

That people have changed or else have failed to learn.

An easy gesture has been concert to the drives of a herd
So false in the asking of questions, bright green lands
Twist their fortunate drives, and the valleys ask in wonder.

My shoulders haunt my friendships, as enigmas contaminate
The ego for the intellect has been harsh.

Gentle torture is the nonsense of a day in storms,

Nights forfeit the advantages of a day in mourning

As harassed women and men go and fetch the ideal weight.
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A Wish From Your Mind

Anyone capable of an apparent torture

Is a fortunate man of combinations;

His nice manhood encompasses the heavens,
Long white baskets are in the way,

Feeling their whereabouts like snowing falls.

Anyone with your mind can judge a punishment

In the meaning of corners that sharply learn,

The pungent smells are stained with blood of the whims
And wishes that entertain you whilst you sleep;

This sitting is a dying look on the fire of coals.

Before the knowledge of excitement,

A sentence has smelt like danger as the dying,
One comes away from the wick of candles.
The sentence is an enjoyment

From the intellectual nuclei so drawn.
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A Wonder

Information entailed a wonder,
Dissolving a salt, deceiving a desire,
Flowing heads were rolled out

With wrens and foxes to discern.

The middle attitude begot a clean sort,
The relaxed animated spirit fused

With the concepts it gave birth to

In the meaningful hour of concern.

Fixing a whole moment shaved the hair
Of the apes and monkeys of the jungle,
The frost and awesome ice swung
Along the grounds and alleys

Of the jungles.

This wonder fell towards the floor
Trying out the sense, in this way,
The sense even did not accomplish
The way of the woods, or the way
Of jungles.
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A Worker

A worker is parading his wars,

Effort has been dissolved into juice,

As the love of a century has worn thin,
A worker is about with business.

A worker designs a task of majesty,

His paper is wearing ink and pink stains
Undergoing inspection, a dereliction

Is about called paper.

One works headlong into the script,
Writers or workers deceive the populace
With scripture as the might of a day is
Upon the earth that sizzles under the sun.

My effort is an affront to the human race,
Opening wars to the forefront of imagination.
One dreams a six-day week of work

And the imagination has run thin,

Working the grim news of a tomorrow in sin.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 215



A Worry

To beget a worry makes you proud

Of being a worry, one that disregards

And enlightens the few who hear it.

Going to the part of the world that hears

Is to worry and be rude to the masses.

Any few who are rude are accepted,

Speech scrapes and confines us to the corners,
Begetting given problems of so strong a speed.

The born loser is a worry, an anxious call from the rich,
To lose is to win, and to win is to lose.
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Abnormal Giants

Abnormal giants display their kettle,

Evil events are enchanting from them.

This familiar inspiration is needed,

Gifts dreamed in the weather of breakfast.

A necromancer supplies taste to the giant race,
Faster than speed, the supplier quits the ogrish exploits
And finds one instead.

Evil event. This needs an hallucination,

But however much the Ogre, it rages on me,
Like an illusion of non-forgettable nature.

The actual spirit is forced away,

Leaving me with enchantment of my victory.
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About The Garden

I see the garden grow in parts,

Its wings are like chieftains of the earth;

One stays astonished to the mystery

Of life in its destructive forms.

Trees dry recklessly, winter is savage

And the summer ruins the waiting of life.
Soon a wretch has visited the plains

Of our living existence to comply with devils
Who stray from the straight path,

And encourage our garden paths to grow
Weeds in the offered passages of quality.

I see the earth and soil corrupted by death,
Roots lie again in heaven’s lurch,

The days of the judge of nature are not again.
I heard a flat man be witness to the death

Of a worm in this beautiful place called my garden,
Screeching accompanied the tools,

Death arrived to the careers and the pathway.
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Abracadabra

I seem to spell different words in a way,

These signs are mine, too far away;

Financial worries belittle my blackened life,

Hosing the forest of black and brown so lowlife.

The charcoal in the upper eye contains my vengeance,
Continually it spurts danger at my absence.

Ghosts of coal do demonise the layers in my fabric
Animated by artists that aren’t academic.

My spell of magic and allurement amounts to weakness
Of the animal in me, it is my meekness.
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Absent Food

The absence of our food demands respect,

Food on the plate differs, acting like deeds

Of cows and children of cows often enough.
These bereaved people are found steaming
In their innocence, tasty like the bread

Of the knights of difference.

A death has been ingested from above,
Our mouths swing like the fantasies inside,
Relishing the odours so concrete,

I am the athletic one about food,

My name crazes the food and ingredients.

A little trickle concerns us all,
Drink these balls of fluid in time,
Let drinking be the friend of eating,

And time will offer its prize.
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Absent Health

Absent and abusive are the acquirers,

Afflicting us when the disorders did pain us.
Hiccupping and helping we are in adversity,
That is heart-warming in this age-group.

The ablest men are aged, and the weakest people
Complain always, with wives of splendour,

And women of health, so fine in their ages.

The computer has excelled with pains,

Aiming for the gut and bone, without me.
Cadetship is a café, cajole the men into suffering
Urging them in ways known to the Lord.

We are in a cerebrum and other brain parts,
Wheels function mostly, most of them are spare.
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Absolute Wonder

Why do we ask for them towards the gates of heaven?

Why do the idols of disappointment, distress and difficulty keep our bulb?
Why did the sacred decision join us when we do not hear and see?

Why do the tables of judgement concave from the weight of the heavens?
Why does the Earth connect its glow with appearance?

When do the educators hug our eyes with glory?
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Academy

The academy of commandments thumps by ideas

Of a philosophical nature, then the field of words

Lies full with crops, thanking the crows for not bothering,
Minerals munched on believe they are present.

Men so esteemed believe in so much happiness,
For greater good of mankind and its children.
Such planets speak, the accusation is certain,

Folly of higher nature is like murder.
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Accept Nothingness

Accept the farewell from the women of the clergy,
Meals are in their own room, waving and wanting
In steady health for the nothingness and right,
Winning smiles and overall behaviour that smiles
And smiles like the dawn overreaching to the sun.
One lady and some double-faced liars are abound
As the rising sun frothing from the earth and sky
Like the horizons of real distinct controversy.

I like to be a secret wonder and sort of steward,

To be enough of the hope and work,

Like a sudden galaxy and star with each other.

It seemed to be a dog that smiled on the wax
Corroding the waist, this unfortunate act has spoken.
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Accidental

She went over us, after a while she halted

And turned back, the same car had stopped.

But where was the blood? It was nowhere

To be seen. It was never reported even to say ‘beware’!
I just stopped talking to the police

After I grassed on her or him, rather than release.
The police do not know me,

But could not know him or her or he.

I just panted over and over and over,

Like a wolf or a lion in a frenzied fever.

I want results, but had none,

Now I want more, but I'm feminine.

Women will want more from an occasion,

And that means I shrug and cause an explosion.
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Accumulation

I see accumulation of actions in the admiration,
Brought by you, silly, you!

I forgave the coffeepot for its food,

The counterplot took an enemy.

For Londoners free themselves,

For London is dazed by us and you.

I fought the day we say and obey,
Catching a ball with one hand.

Then, it was the canteen or cuisine,
Shutting the lights from the dauphine,
As if beings convened to eradicate.

Wear the cane in a day of fortunate tables,
Beat the pupil in front of the containers,
His domains are rapid and falling,

Like the touching of love and the heart.
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Accursed One

Fun has been ostentatious for being bright,

A legion of worries takes strike at the light.

No foolish certainty invades the Accursed One,

Impeding you from the path or way of thankfulness genuine.

For it is an elevated nature, called Thankfulness,

You will be increased due to the presence of it.

The repentant have been forgiving also,

And the patience of a night is spent in prayer and alms.
His abundant health is accepted by the men

Who have qualities of lordship,

So the charitable man walks free from the prison.

The satanic one conveys his learning to globules
Rather than men whose future is overridden with hardship.
The glove tied to the hand of a king

Betrays me as I stand in the middle of Time

And supplicate for the benefits attached,

Hoping in my way to rid the community of

The One Accursed.
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Aches Of Mermen

I am one of the aching mermen,

Living within the certain cities undersea;

The saddest part cried and died

Before victory bit and lit the season.

I was undersea, for all time,

A watcher of this glen smiled at me,

To explain why my tears sat with heat.

&quot;Those tears, &quot; he says, &quot;are smaller gems,
Lick them yourself and don't digest

The meaning of their splendour.&quot;

I was aching as an ancient merman,
Tears profusely followed,

Since the meanings were lost,

And then hundreds of years elapsed
Before the memories collapsed.

My tears had grown still

With the waters that shivered.

My heated moments meant mermen
Dissolved with the sea and all the rest.
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Acquisition

I could just distinguish them,

The street lights lit wrongly a ruin,
The beauty of the night crept in
Under all containers of darkness.
Without growing wise a street was forsaken
To make sure of colour that bled

And forced its way into realms.

A quality of command happened

In the night,

The statements locally were enforced
To be some event of the whole look.
Something wept this night,

It likely became a puzzle to solve
That those of us wanted to acquire.
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Acrobat Of Bonaparte

An acrobat creates a love too long,

The aristocrat believes in some awful wrong,

But where are the buzzards of the age?

These dreamers defend the tasks to engage.

My loves have grown out of fashion,

To be my strength requires compassion.

The real dinner finds me at the heart,

Strategy stems from the awe of Napoleon Bonaparte.
One departs after the athletes have departed,

Those maps have seen where ships started.
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Across Lakes

Stride across the lake and stroll across,

Placing your feet where there is nothing;
Water attaches itself to humans. Humans learn
To swim, and be happier with effervescent liquid.
This is the blood of the soul,

A fine potion for supernatural occurrence,
Holding the flag of impossibility

For the race of super humanity,

Like the flag of surrender and description.

Our will is your will,

For we are students of the same religion.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 231



Across The Waters

Across the waters I have come,

A soothing song gathers its loss;
The birds release a note of charm,
Holding in their passion with wings.

From the dark chambers of the cave,
My energy never loses, wanting magic
As the partner, as the scholarship,
Feelings are moveable now.

I watch a couple of hummingbirds,
Singing their melody with Nature all around;
I can discover the threads of despair

And here there is no stupor or laziness.
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Acting Dead

Their death is a lovely act or pact with us,
Shame is the feeling accompanying the deadly actress.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 233



Actions And Acts

Actions are seldom seen to worry you,

Those that twitch and harass are cumbersome,
Actually they stem from the roots of animals,
Underneath them reigns the authority of a king.

Their acts are like those of kings, working

And cycling through centuries, how many?

The actions committed resound in the open space

Of lucky universes, fully acted upon by the majority.
Kings may act and have their lengthy discussion,

But let the actions build fortune that will create victory.
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Actively Arguing

He is in this course of activity,

Full of it, favouring it and condemning something.
It was thus an argument, of hardness,

And he shouted out too much.

They argue, fuss over everything,

Not to illegally complain, but to favour as well.
May our reasons for such loud contemplations

Be fit, and let them argue worse.

He is in this action, and for this the same action
Has arisen to frighten everyone.
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Actress Across The Waters

Across the waters is an actress of acts,
It reminds you of the theatre and all activity.

Buy then her tale to earn each other formally,
One ear is too little heard but seeing is formal.

The staring wide ocean reminds me of words,
Eastern wars are the wastes of a reading tonight.

The actress easily undoes the acts of this decade,
Effective is the effort of eggs that hatch within the plot.

One ocean fits with education, the path to the future,
The road to dominions that spread into a cake to ease down.

Lacking are the lovers within the story of an act to bore,
This lamp means the otherworldly features of the drama.

I see a landscape, the lake of grass to side with disease,
Lacking are the lovers of so many nights growing within.

The playing of the writers is paramount, fulfilling labours
That lie and die to construct cubes to fill the lattice.

A laboratory of lasers is aboard the whole ship-insolence,
The lady of the arts is a winter for us all, a summer for the divine.
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Acts Of A Professor

I was a professor when people disliked the view,
They were ideal guests, some distance up ahead.
I like the weekend house of some importance,
Gorgeous readings becomes bad business,
Durations are worse than the acts of misdeeds,
Forever goodbye to sorrows of the tongue.

Both the botanical and the zoological
Combine to fulfil the soul of its might.
Life is punctual, life is mundane,

But professors are not simply display
Or hoaxed into certain thoughts.

My strange wonders abide in the heart
Of the world and its horrors,

That combine and mingle towards death
And the counter-intelligence

Inside this whole county.
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Acts Of Losing

The act of losing erupts,

My agreement with the gods collects
And the gathering of dust arises.

My approval of the events

Has shaped brilliant ants.

Amuse yourself with an apple and cloth,
The elixirs of cold weather result.

Woes are adrift, passion seeps in,

While the confused scene sternly
Revolves around the century.

My jawbone collapses with incalculable aspects,
The mouth has a colour of fortune.
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Acts Of The Heart

I have to derive pleasure from acts, acts of the heart,
I decide what my apparition attracts, acts of the heart.

See what disappears and what points out murder,
Then compare the fools to the contracts, acts of the heart.

Must we collide head-on, with faces full of grimace?
This much is to understand by the facts, acts of the heart.

I have a disappointment in time that needs a resolution,
I possess the obvious command that exacts, acts of the heart.

My factual artist belongs to the sack of bread, to eat from it
Without limit, to abstain from the pacts, the acts of the heart.

May I conceive a notion we just shall pay, to those in delay,
That may consider the one whom reacts to my acts of the heart.
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Actual Goals

The aims shudder for the playing,

Real values are hidden for us;

Yes, the guesses of the sportsman

Act like themselves, fulfilling and snapping.
Must we dread the joy to come?

Guiding a long passage to the rivers

Of real water is a pleasure to be admired.
To guide them in this is my own work,
State the oblivion afterwards.

Say the reasons of enjoyment,

Say them now, or hold your peace,

When sorrow is adjusting for you.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 240



Actual Moments

They are like moments which speak and also utter,
Like momentum has taken tread and moments are desires,
Not lusts or rides of blessings, of blessed men and women.

So the reasoning of fantasy is obtuse and moments speak
Shoulders to moulds of the brain and eyes, I say.

Shoulders became heads and momentary disaster,
Suddenly a godlier experience of hatred and disgust.

More than this I have nothing to give but be forgiven.
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Actual Rain

To anguish we are so actual

In the rains of our weather;

Puzzling with the splatter,

We are plates for you and me.

The feeding is of a lioness,

Considering those who know

When this ground gives certain walking.

There is water when usual events

Betake the horizons of the eye,

Earning that honour of the dead and awkward;
Frenzies are seeing me deeper

Than the roads of the puzzles

Called the rains.

My fellows are considerate, like the lions
Of huger powers in this way

And in this sense of nonsense.

Fine are the looks of an appearing lion
With his lioness,

The plains of rain are speculating on
More of our conversation.
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Acute Sayings

Among the many acute sayings of my heart

The hardest heads have combined to produce them;
Ridiculous sayings are polite, well-looking

And blind for the worlds and the lords of adventure.

The exhibition strays far more than kindness,
Modern mania inhibits us in mighty worries;
Suggested actions involve the stewards of work,
Like the heart and its belongings, a sacred lot.

Every solid and gas may react to see the days
And the nights conserve the whole of existence;
Not in this city will negative actions take there

The pride of a generation, so polluted and polite.
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Adages

An adage is decent when the mighty river winds,
And then the symbols are again clashing,

Lashing the rocks of a mighty river,

Feeling like a word of a bitten nature.

The adages pour forth into the chasms

And the whole black earth resounds in the heavens.

My adages are broken and bonded,

My beverage drinks itself like a bond.

Then the assembling of molecules connect,
This assemblage has worry for the ordained.

A bridge of blockage bends and bites for better,

Then adages are my anchor, a pivot of disaster,

The adages flow like fluent floors, not flaws.

The barons in the way are the mighty rivers of mud,
Falling away like a black earth or mass of planetary size.
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Adam

'Why was Adam driven from the garden? '

The teachers of wisdom have forgiven him.
Since Adam asked for a sin to wander out,
Afterwards masters of communication make us
Wonder about the Hereafter,

Wonder about the future.

The same room knew what to do,

The same garden overthrew us all.

For he was blind to creation in his youth,
Then Eve admired his scent,

And became his pupil,

Believing in the dreams of her sleep

And then there was just Death.
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Add Or Not

Addition is superior to subtraction,
Whilst ears must save their action,
Enough to keep a distraction,

And so timely a great reaction!
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Addicted To Thoughts

The addiction of an apology was present,
Planets forged plenty of moments for apologies;
A lasagne of thoughts needed some forgiving,
Yet the cricketing may have spun a generation.

Enthusiasts on the globes of drinking
Entered therapy for others to overlook them;
And so peaches and raspberries emerged

For the eating, to engulf the people.
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Additions To Your Life

Adding is like subtracting.
Motion is an addition and a subtracting process.
May the processes of life add and subtract for the better and for you.
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Admirable Features

How do you describe the features of pain?
Is pleasant news to admire and reconcile?
My beauty is stronger than ever

When beautiful people arrive,

Forming words and framing phrases

Of certain propositions on my ground,

On my land that is my one.

How the pews are filled every day

From such abolishment,

The real abhorrent acts submerge us

In ruinations and botheration

Of quite epic proportions.

The pains are collected daily

And everybody accesses the bridges

To the remedy of other soldiers.
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Adored

I have loved a time.
I really adored my rhyme as one to climb.

My reality is such that time does not stand still, and chime.
This is mine.
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Adored Object

The axis of an object surprises us,

It plays with the background of our music.
Then we realise its accomplishment with zeal,
Minds contaminate the spheres and surprises.

The realities speak and utter their adoration

For the wild flowers, the real stems riding there,
Those objects become realer than the logicians,
Those are those objects that are items.

An angle has been created by the upper workers,
Lines strangulate the air with music and art,
Then beauty forces the objections,

The projections of certain items become in space.
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Adult Fire

I must stay with adult fire interplaying with the soul,

I must desiccate my fingers in this burning flame;

But why does the hotness of this world be so dim?

The punishment in the afterlife may even be no charm.

Dim fires expand in this world, to engulf all flowers
And beautiful ideas, going to the corners of the atlas,
Fastening to the ice ready to melt it; then the world
Is destroyed with dying, plague and deadly affairs.

My soul is at play, working with ideas, idioms and icons;

Many souls worsen the plots, lands grow fitter than words,
As serfs are expelled, fires are catapulted into the chasms;
A ravine embarks in the ground, a cliff is torturing the soul.

I must say with adult fire, when childhood has happened
Already. The children are mine, the women of the earth
Derive their thoughts from fiery herdsmen, shepherds

Seem softer with their directives and speeches and flocks.
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Adults And Children

Where do adults display their traits and attributes?
Why do these playing children remember the suns
Rising on different horizons, fulfilling the momentum?

My actions are partners of the old fellowship so golden,
My acts are delivered by the gatherers of wood, the wielders
Of weapons who cherish the lords and ladies of high heaven.

Opening the world is like offering the sacrifice of a dozen years,
Closing the world is as if the words of the slain are perpetrated,
Why do listeners forsake their words and symbols when it is early?

It is like the mountains of a distress, a fountain of deceit,

It is odd on the occasions that we suffer, a melody is upon them,
It is odd how sufferings are handed out by the one who owns lords.
Where are the adults when they deceive the crying children?

Their puncturing of tyres is like the offering from the table-tastes,

The author and child of the centre of the spherical world is offering.
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Adventure In The City

Long life can end the cityscape on a day called yesterday,
Hand over the juice of your kidney as terror be at bay,

Sent over quite a lot I do deceive you with, and more than it,
To lie to oneself your bigger extra innocence bit.
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Adventures

A ball rolls in dozens of ways,

Like dice or spells of magic-days.

The game we play is to entertain,

You must roll dice and it is hard to attain.
May scores result from luck and guile,

A good fantasy is about to compile.

May rigid rules subside at times,

Then strict composure at bedtimes.

For they roleplay and talk over issues,

No politics allowed, just to amuse.
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Adventurous Youth

Gargling at noisesome levels the adventure has begun,
Both inwardly and outwardly the reasoning lets run,

For youth can overcome the ready reader of newspaper,
And the awesome collections of comics, super.

The young man is against a level which prohibits,
One that cheats him as it cheats his Blitz.
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Advice For The Soul

Abiding advice rested on my soul,
This afternoon there was an advert
For the future of my eerie existence,
One that was an airport of alarm.

This cobwebbed life had connections,

To the tasted restaurants and bars
Achievable in life, for there was not

A wreck in sight, no wobbling on the path.

I weep and wrestle and wish for the opposite
To occur, in trances my experience begins;
Wet pools stare at my stored eyes, these jewels

That steer and start like the steps of diamonds.
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Aero Car

Inside the aero car answers a light,

Put in the coordinates to launch us high;
Let locks be found for the real cause,
An android falters rarely, but this time.

I see aliens in the mist, the whole mist,
My air car needs an airpark quick;
Mazes surround us when doctors reign,

This disease inside the realm of shadows is thin.

We must hire the air cabs to festoon these mates
Who hire the best lieutenants, verily the best.
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Afar

From afar we carry out our threats,

To engulf them who marry in certain fashions
That we detest, and we also do not like.

For such is nightmare, mostly burden,

So that guts are spilt, and trained to form back

In their rightful place, the guts are not gone.

We engulf their brains when winter blushes

And intelligent spring sees sights of serenity.

They live in the hope of murder to bring about

A path of solutions, ones that we detest,

And we like the way of the world as it is.

In fact, the answers lie in the storms of time

And we must dig to engage in matter some deeds-
We like the deeds of the rich and the threats are vast.
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Affable Man

An affable man has a cape on,
Revealing the past about his character:
Pausing in innocent fog so fallacious,
Finding faults with little neatness.

A purplish red conquest soundly rises
Into suns and doors,

My change has to come!

Floppy cares with exciting letters

That wear their runes with rinsing,

Flip and flow into the orders of cousins.

The blood has dripped slowly,
Ornamentals mightily buy their worth,
As a concept has some delight

Fixed into the depths of humanity.
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Affliction From The Time

Afflictions are adding by the seconds,

These actions, those reactions are solid;

My eggs are laid down for the eternity,
Finding the passions of the street.

My admission to the school of my choice
Causes me to affect others to the revolution.
My adaptations confidently accuse

The wrong conversations, my heart is set,
My heart beats to the time of heaven.
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Affluent

Affluence has assertions on the picture we see

In front of our eyes, it is wealthy provision.

Our apostles enrich the basic soul, like wealth

The providing is outstanding, much too enlarged
Now that we are altered and beautified by brilliance.
Affluence is a collision with times and lives,

Our exiles confront themselves with the minor crime,
Your lives depend on the movement of crime,
Hounds of wealthy origin shall bark at your legs

And freeze the mind of all its calibre.

It is time your weapon is calming us,

Open the doors to the times of big change

And extravagance and fascination.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 262



Aflame

The world aflame, we astound it,

On the way this language becomes;

Lips of cold energy are revolting,

Revolving and empty with sin.

You lie by me and kill my belongings,

On this side of the river there runs a spirit

Or ghoul of astounding and abhorrent strength.
The lips are struck by its glare

And my funeral has abolished me.

I run the world now that the fire is out,
Languages and folly are over.

Place him in the middle of the river,

Rivers are running deep today and every day.
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After Bread

I see the thoughts thanking me after the toasts of bread,
I think on some of the seas that see after the toasts of bread.

I want to be a buoy of utter strength in this heart of mine,
You strike the seas with some utter buoyancy after the toasts of bread.

This idea speaks to eyes of the heart and noise collects forever,

For this time an echo is heard like the bureaucracy after the toasts of bread.

Boxes enter the philosophy of ghosts in gestures of kindness,
I see the ghosts of hives and all their celibacy after the toasts of bread.

My acts are striking at me hard with their hammering command,
My names number the whole galaxy when bouncy after the toasts of bread.
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After Food

After two days we think and own occupations,

Replying to men and women to consider the facts;

I think then that we inform them when they are adults,
Long walks and foolish food comes and arrives,

Never does it depart, tied to the bridge of eternity.
Attend to them! They are adults and masters of a class,
They are artful and lazy to be exact,

Their youth has been along, and away,

Bringing the sons and daughters,

Elderly men and women are again.
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After Sleep

The annoying shall keep after sleep,
My condition can peep, and this leap
Is made permanent too far away,

Like a force that may bend to Bombay.

We see ghosts after many are kept,
The years forced me as I had leapt
Forming days; and the nights were in race,

One sees pain and the really fine face.
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After The Sky Had Been Wounded

Yesterday it rained hard,

The drops turned into blood

For the sky hurt and destroyed
Us in anger with its own image.
For the design of the clouds
Was the destruction of hills,
The same green mounds of love.
Now the blood built a barn

For the animals after centuries,
And the redness of the sky

Had died, had succumbed to
Green Nature's love and beauty.
Today, it was a barn of love,
Loving the solutions of a time.
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Age Of Biology

In this age of biology

The looking and feeding

Is yet to appear,

At last the troubles are over,

Some of us consider

Some of us remark on brotherhood
Or the sisterhood of people.
Generally a sentence reappears
Housing the disaster

To be built with science.

Hoods are clothing the population
Inside and on top of their heads,
Like paupers we wish for something
Too extraordinary, and this is genius.
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Age Of Treason

The age of treason keeps me wide awake,
Then dangers mind my soul forcibly,

I carry myself forward with backache,

To find the goals are the ability.

This time my sentences deplore a case,
Towards the phrase I catch a key tonight,
Yet words will drive a wedge in my airspace,
The wonderful shall bring someone alight.

The rights of dedication shiver now,
Might my solutions sting and deliver;

You matter to the one who will allow

The monks to pray against their abhorrer.
The age of treason shines from this evil,
My acts shall stay, my acts shall be able.
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Ageing Souls In Need

The ageing gaiety of this seasonal overlordship

Pitied us as individuals, death had been approaching us
With wit of the devil that deceives you through trials.
One needed the soul to deceive another soul,

Sadistic souls created their own manhood.

Smile at them when they encounter your resonance,
Belief in their heresy is belief of the mightiest innards.
Ruthless and barbarous are the demons of the temple,
A temple is incensed by apologies of the sprites

Who line up and know all their knowledge from us,
Twinkling with their feet in odours of brilliant fury.

One is heartbroken with fright and disdain,

Callous causes are castrating the dogs overly.

They are vicious of their minds, minds repel

The furies of certain distinctions.

A warm smile arrives in the afternoon courtyard,

Flowers of fire artfully erase the splendours of young madness.
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Ages And Ages

Boundless ages destroy my feelings,

Dejected I bind the pages of my book.

Yielding pages are fluttering in my wake,

A rough machine manages the electric.

I have paused and stared into the abyss,
Reluctant and sorry for the ages that went;

This goal is yours also, to mightily surround

Us in our speech, working towards a righteousness.
Bouncing into the ocean I navigate

And stretch forming tatters, splatters and matters.
This swimming learnt will aid my life

To overcome the riddle I have experienced.
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Aggression

The compilation of aggression is a far-fetched book,

It has bonds of degree, the findings are there inside.

Inside the body and its soap of heaven remains are clear
Over the waters of our own bodies, the corpse is clearly us.
To charm us please accuse and refuse once they appear,
Organs offered by us, we are donors, clearly repair the man;
Once the compilation is a commotion of sorts,

The pedigree of a man is hidden, concealed by him.

To refuse and interfere may bring bad luck,

As this furiously changes as if history has enlarged.
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Aghast Of Life

Ghastly people master their excesses as fragile,

To be cushioned, to bind in sleep being fresh.

Thinking of slumberous life as brilliant,

A more of garden crept into their sleep,

As sleepless as flowers on planting and danger from the prickles.
Prickled by money in their slant of heaven

Is like mass-psychology to the layman!

I found him, the doctor, in that day

And he thieved my muscles, my kidneys,

As well he took my life and all - but, very nearly.

This is always your awareness and reverence for prayer
Descending into heaven, kindly worthy after God has passed.

I lay in my bedroom with cushions and pillows and the works.
Force I reserve angels with, as if God muttered through my heart,
And He gave me special looking features,

Before I was a deathly place.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 273



Agree And Be Strong

Agree on the instants we recount,

Little amounts, little gains other than pride.
An authority made me mathematical,

With an angle of distaste, and any anger,
Understood by the wealth of the nation.
The summer smothered the view with light,
A sugary substance, light smells sweet.
The structure on this land of summers
Combines me and the rest of mankind.

But why are we so strong? What little strength
Is held in our hearts.
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Agreement

Height of wrongity was well and weird,

A laughter is sounded to accuse further,

And keeping straightforward the nonsense behold,
The simple lesson you abstain and roar.
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Ai

My artificial intelligence filled the form,

Slotted chips informed and processed it;

My protein was fixed to clot with incredible speed,
Savage damage was the result.

I filled the form to enlighten them,
As a robot, I enlighten and converse
To ignore pain and hold trauma,
There is no feeling of intense pain.

Bring the handcuffs and your license,
Also the chip scanning equipment;
Please do not hack or steal my information,

Thanks to my artificial intelligence.
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Aiming

Despise a cross woman who is a witch

Or they shall devour you from the inside-out.

Guess him as her fencing him or her to see where?
She is a witchcraft? Yes, son who fences.

To meet this score I see you against witchcraft -

The rest of the archers are nothing.

To take my aiming nature is towards nature,

And my son is fearsome on the witches,

Not the wizard in the way.

So please do what I bid. Just only his father to his son.
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Air For The Baby

The air was forced due to the delivered album

Singing in the blue air, the bleeding artery was to blame.
Babies bleed, as for the apples, and the pears,

Singing their melody of pain and harmony.

Then their breath is enforced by better women

Of motherly milk, alphabets resound in the head.

The air is forced due to the process of the word,

My balloon creates an army of colours to mount,

I already endeavoured to place apples into mouths.
Singing was sowing the arts of the melody and pain,
Babies bled from the pain of the songs so sacred,
Then they recognised arms and legs before their days.
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Air Is

Air constricts the valley of shields,

This again makes us suffer almost to waste;
Angles justify the other sides of the valley,

To me it can be an awakening.

All of the attempts fail once they believe,
They believe on almost any foundation.

The schools of endeavour have discovered
Like Columbus and the currents of the sea.
Air in this shelter gathers rust like an iron rod,
Grave piece of thought, grave all of the time.
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Air Of Climbing

I cannot say half a mile is finished,

Yet the size of eagerness is too atrocious;
Near two years the threat of climbing

Has subjugated the Earth and its plunder.

I have done viewing and seeing on all levels,
Venturing over boats of the land and sea.

O Wonderful Years! O Beauteous Time!

My mileage exceeds the limits of endurance,
The sailing is a gun, the flap of the age.

I fixed the bullets of a long time, abject sign.
I have an arrant year for the guns to blow,
The water steals the air forever.
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Air Of The Forest

The still air, where there are cells,
Feeding on others. The air stinks,

Like a tired predator, one of the walkers
Of these woods.

The still air is now windy, and the breeze
In the forest is now strong. The air is colder
But steadily warmer, for we are strong

To survive the air.
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Airs That Suppress

Boundless airs suppress my conduct to be,

The atmosphere leaps out to the spine;
Boundaries are amiss, my strength is sudden,
And appearing before me an apparition.

My ghosts supper on the mixtures of this galaxy,
My small ghost opens the window of the lords
Of the galaxy, so homely star systems feed.

The food for dozens of spectators is sight itself,
Fixing the legends of old, the ancient lights.
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Airspace

An obstacle results from a living of going berserk,

This is clockwork, occupation, business of brickwork.
The barriers we cross are like that for the opening,
Offering are loans and pluck, the distance of beckoning.
This journey begun, why do we bargain?

Exploration for some entails a jargon.

This jar and cup we traverse is a journey,

Drinking required an attorney.

But food and drink is beautiful as the face,

When do you like smiling with your birthplace?
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Alarming Cake

My alarm hastens with a cake,
Knuckled by tables, the mint is fine,
Mint echoes, differing with the dessert.

Vegetables are sceptical, not consenting,

They are agitators, intolerant themselves;
Engraved on the plate, a turnip is fun and rejoicing.
The level of food spluttering

Angers my laughing face,

A propellant is detected by the eye.
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Alarming Creation

An alarming creation has been assembled,

For he does his work and begets, the very same.

The author creates and blocks out like one who imagines,
In an institution consuming ice and ink.

The embryonic stages set in motion and lead to fabrication,
Of first cracks, of elementary layers like the cakes.

This is the opening, there will be some with less,

But the author of creativity shows a plot or story.

Much is lion, most is gathering when a story unfolds,

Like a consternation, like an alarm of a clock.

The created beings set away from the land

And erode into the sea, the seas and the oceans.
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Alcoholic

The left port surprises us with wealth and tricks,
We drink and dine according to the level of the critics.
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Alcove

I notice an alcove and enter it,

Alas it carries light upon light.

The algebra of life can exist,

Fear and awe murder us still.

In this united effort we stay

In the centre of loving health

In this unique alcove which we entered.
May the world be shy, everlasting

With happiness, as I exit the room.
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All Around The Nature

All around my head is a strong sickness,
Come to the bed of flowers that wilt.
Dressed in red, in purple and yellow,

They turn their faces to those with brains
And master themselves in the way of beauty.
So this is their mighty stature in your eyes,
Innocent beings of medallions and blood.
We are also of their blood, as we are natural
In the ways of their milk;

We are Nature's proud trait,

We are the happy guests so stretched,
When do sad faces become flowers of May?
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All Art

All of the artists become sublime,

Their minds actively search for the services
To love the appearance and to love the place.
Many can see the months in their diseases,
Many artists feel love for God,

And their tools are hopes and hoops,
Dreams of the waking hour,

Living with them seems eternity.

Love those with pens and ink

Like you love the rigours of this life.

I have peace in this way, to be an
Onlooker for the facts of knowledge

Inside another day and night.
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All Dead

The life of a leader is a leaf,

The trees are burdens on this living

And dying.

But the pleasure creates a desire

To live fully with jests and dangers,
Flocking within the seconds on

A grazing green, a copse has been cleared
By the elders and chiefs.

Looking into danger sends memories

Of the gold and silver attracted by the gusts.
One wind is too many soldiers

Of an army of ruin and blood,

Concerts of sound resettle and rebound
Due to reason and a binding rationale.
Those with ghosts shall enlighten,

These soldiers are all dead.
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All Four

All four had made similarities for the future,
All four made arts out of sciences,
Their students charmed with the crudest ideas.

Some professors warmly disembowel

Their larks, swiftly bringing in news of a cast
Folding the plastic or jewels or cement or metal.
Calibration was battling with batteries of hard
Gases revolving in a tin can of low law.

Celebrate with celibate gentlemen now that you spin.
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All Hazards

Abruptly the men entered the vigilant party,
Forsaking their sport and keeping chalices
That roam the islands of despair,

For to drink is to be fairy,

The best of the best and the very better.

Noses are seen with their eyes and ears,
Installed by the chiefs of sorrow,
Perched there by the veins and toil,
Tubs of cream are again vomited

To see the odyssey speak once more.

I see the hooks and other hooks
Become a part of me once more,
May the weed of the grassland

Subjugate fires and all hazards.
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All In This World

All in the worlds learn

Of the goodness, and in doing
This key of the door

You knock on people’s pride
To overcome with joy.

So it is that keys of life

Turn from the world,

As the world is Earth

And its subsystems are as many
As the cells of a body.

Learning a tune of a song
Connects the living and dead,
Instead of the eternal and strong
That liven to the music

After many strokes of sound.
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All Men

All men appear for the days- the periods of reality,
Where a gap complains for its own gasps,

When someone describes his actuality,

Then the acts of murder are committed,

Fulfilling the goal of a mad man in hellish rage.

All the people of suns and stars

Keep the earth dry due to gods and simple notions,
Those primeval spirits reengage to enlighten

A few in their slumber, who age and die anew.
Feeling the worst experience carries reward,

All these actions are the words of the day in sight.

Must the smell of the strawberry plate be enough
To rid the crimes of a boy or girl in happiness?
One orange can be stinging in bright taste,

An apple surprises me afterwards with its feelings,
But where do they result in growth?

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 294



All My Trust

All of my way, all of my say

Is gaining trust in the affairs of man;
This good offering complains of pain,
Much like the gain of golden treasure.

I was a serene writer, a melody arrived
On the balcony one day,

Feeding the ravens with all the seed
Entering the vicinity.

All of this day, and all of my ray
Carried light equally, like folders
Of studies and books of factuality,
Defending my stay on Earth.

All T want from humanity glistens
To provide my dream, the dream that
A theory has arisen from a deep well,

A well of brilliance shining into darkness.
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All Of Life

The trees do grow and blow in the winds,

and stars emit light unfadingly,

This big land that is attractive

Is exactly the place of my heavenly dwelling house.
My riches and purity are exceeding others

whose lives are concerned with me.

Still, I ache for immortality and I yearn over life.

I hatch thoughts of life and passion

that fatten my soul and mind in every respect.
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All Of Lycanthropy

The presents of a sleigh are numerous

Just so that ruinous stars die for being;

One April night a little stag is driven

To its death by the claws of a man strange in himself.

He is a werewolf of burden and bringing,
The conscience is so unique and sudden,
Its feelings require a motive, with hair

To be like nails after the sweets and air.

This werewolf inhabits the wastes of this dry land,

He is red in the mouth, redder in the colour of his skin,
Fur entails tentacles of worth and dishonour,

The very breeding grounds for the mind’s sin.

One is a tree compared to him or it,

Neutral people see a little dream or nightmare
And cause it to grow like a lipid,

Feeding feelings of hate and disaster.

My presents from the snow entail a tale,
This man of the wolves describes others with nights,
Without them, within them, tonight;

Liking the festivals of hate is all one lycanthrope.
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All Of Us Sleep

I moved from left to right,

To wake up I got angry;

In the deception was a cure,

Sleep had persisted for long now.

My butchered hair seemed hairy,

Like the whole innocent man,

I was brimming with dreams.

The sprawling mass of pipes

Inside my dreamscape was phenomenal.
It led to trepidation and worse failures,
Like the sharp sound of gunfire.

My mind from the war became ill,
Losing my touch so scarily.

I have now lost all sleep.
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All So Tired

Oh, You are all so tired,

Even in sleep you grow faint;

Let the ears feel pricks and senses,

So that the brain can master this time.

My soul solemnly swears,

Mine is the spirit of a thousand years;
This weary life grows old,

Often does the climbing night?

If ever your yearning for death is known
By some who quickly remark,
Let those with days numbered be

Among the resurrected on the last day.
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All The Faith

He has a religion for all the faith,

Ours for the taking, ours for the right.

May we ascertain properly,

With learned men see the light.

The bubbles of words come from our mouths
Like soap and liquid, and all things about washing,
Cleaning us all with phrases of joy and harmony.
A custom breathed is a custom of sincerity,

You must take your faith and then reveal

To the people what is in their breaths,

And what minds offer in the form of questions
And answers.
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All The Pilgrims

All those married shall cheer and stride

Like the marchers of religion and gain.

Silent worshippers are like pilgrims of the night,
They never whisper or stride wrongfully

And objectionably, merely they strive.

No mind is against the pilgrims of the night
Who are not beggars of the light,

Who are some of us as well,

Who let pilgrimage be like a journey of choice
That man suffers for woman and child.
Anything in the light of the book of God

Shall be with pilgrims of choice,

Their minds are set upon life of the world beyond.
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All The Time

Never in this world does a goal be scored, all the time,
Why do we finish and play with those abhorred, all the time?

This right is a human right, one of the innocent blessings,
One who is divine shall be those adored, all of the time.

A conversation has begun too fast, and so slowly afterwards,
No longer does judgement enter this award, all of this time.

One word darkens my hold on the dressings of old,
Full boredom ensues and taps turn aboard, all the time.

A little observer, or infant, shall beware of the ancient tongue,
We need the work it endeavours full of his broadsword, all the time.

This I abstain from, and this I enact to remove the threat,
The threat has been strong, in my hoard that seems all of the time.

But my names will endanger everyone, with guilt and happiness,
Seeming to behold the strong at heart, the ones under the Lord, all of His Time.
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All Your Heart

All your evil, all your good is based
On the classes of strict teachings.
Always the path twists the heart,

It pleases the height of a soul.

But do not feel the sky as you swear
Your way to the top of the ladder.

My philosophers are numerous like atoms,
My scholars pay the labourers like atoms.
For the forces are the strugglers forming life,
The opposing colours of a middle path

Blend with the ideas of a space, where we
Will be opposed, strongly opposed by them.
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Allegiance

An oath has been pledged from the heart,
His task was certainly one of steel and iron;
Hard and brittle tasks require difference,
My oath shall proclaim this to the very fibre.

A little push goes a long way to the far end,
Words push and crawl to exterminate;

A wonderful meaning has arisen from them,
To make this pledge of allegiance.

My statements seem sound and sacred,

But my phrases shall count to the rest of us,
In efforts we explain, and all this while

The superiority of our dialogue is shown.
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Allowing Strength

I only allow the lives of those who linger,

Their death comprises of purity,

As armies of strength are composed of them

And diamonds of great beauty, in common opinion,
Are also daring to sharpen the tools of death

So that death results due to the decay of fortitude.
A law of nature survived in the annals of time

Such that aged men and women were old

And recorded, forever in union with lovers.
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Alluring Brooks

Comely brooks are fine with an alluring kindness,
Beleaguering the brain with beautiful uprising;

These small rivers infect the daily activity,

Brooding on our minds like a becoming reason.

Shy, reserved rivers think like things that enable being,
Being concentrates with a redolent appeal

Like the small rivers of a summery day

Called brooks of divine authority,

Sempiternal water of the mind, feelings are same.
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Alone At A Club

Alone at a club, I dined and stemmed

From the soil to know her and the dreams;

She clung sometimes to the throws and thorns,
Addressing her was a plain mystery of sanity.

The chief theatrical show emerged from the look
Of the place.

It was a new neighbourhood, newly vanishing,
With delights of dread, and shorter paths of sight.

The club seemed a new number of distinguished guardians,
Ending the careful loss seemed high and sound
With enthusiasm, losing touch with real manners

Of flesh and soul, beauty and audacity.
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Alone In Space

It seemed the look was alone in space,

After the rigours of six days and six nights;

A creating took place, his eyes munched up much,
With zeal and an appeal for the rewards.

But His Creator was indignant and kept on passing,
Yet the men of this throwing object talented in it,
Revealing a world of war and peace together,

No sleep occurred with resentment in the heat.

You may have taken a tablet last night,
Standing by the recliner tonight,
Then in a symptom of success so

Wavered by the real lights of islands in space.
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Alone In The Park

Alone in the woods, we start and fear

The dogs, that bark at the bark of the trees.
Roaring with hewn timbers, the larder is full,
Flames ferociously swear their wrathful oaths,
Feeding with frenzy the lapping tongues

In their very engineering.

Alone in the trees, a leaf beleaguers us

With its fall for no reason in the book,
Offering the manly man a chance to conjure
The spirits of hate, after so many dark wraiths
A spirit is energised to complete the park.

Alone in this travel, we gather our beach,
Sand works to be dunes, inner relationships
Command the rivers of sandstorms,
Tempests forfeit us, as they travel forever
Like the whirlwinds of the East.
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Alone In The Years

We stand alone in the rain, all day,

Due to coldness and dampness,

Flirting with the droplets of power.

Our sight remains fixed on brotherly needs,
Wandering crowds collapse their view,
Fidgeting kids are a sight too beheld.
Like the roaring abysses of early years,
Such as waterfalls and cascading rivers,
We drive our duties down the barrels
Of our guns, to people we see dimly
With grimaces on our faces.

We stand alone in the season of hope,
Watching the sun doing its favoured

Task, so responsible for its events.

The burning weather is heat for whole
People, singeing the air with completeness,
Like the ranting puppets and the rampage
Of the medieval battering ram.

This is their duty to our skin,

The grimaces on the faces are slim.
Licking the ice-creams makes you timid
In the land of dreams and accountants.
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Alone With The King

Alone, the waters rise to the top

Of the beaker so working and swift;

My heated eye was the brother of byes.

A certain cyst was criminal and lists
Consumed the audience of the day.

Many forget and I lie open to the star
That shines inside my heart, the very
Living of the ancient arts, the dancers
Deceive nobody in this nose and nearness.

My knowledge expands like the universe,
My heated eye dissolves the lunch

And deceives the dinners with compulsion.
My knowers are seated like the realm
That rises on the religion of sides.

My wise king is kinder to the birds,

This time in sizes of religious doing;

The prayer of a human being is really

A right for the obscure, a right for the realm.
I have sinning in years of evil science,

I have the real winning of a real defiance.

The waters have seized the opportunity,

Fire rises, fire swarms in, like a fierce fondness
Of vehement voices, a visitor has arisen
Folding the fight with fists, a shaken leg is
Older than the bolder, a boulder strikes the
Temple of those simple.

This sprite is in the distance, working heavy
Signs to the richest of us, the love of jewels
Bedevils the hard sprites, the holy wisdom
Devils with the spritely frozen sitters.

This sprite must experience a lot of weather,
Do lots then in the day to save a pen

From working too longer than your pie-maker.

Many have forgotten the waters,
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They die within the walls of the waters,
Those innocent fences of fierce forts
That defend the whole army of fiends
And civil artists, the secondary activists.
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Along A Path

When we walk along a line,

The retreat is a loving gesture;
Inside we have entrails, only to love,
So that enticement reduces us.

Open the winning races,
Beginning is like ending,

I face the enemy with speed
As the next life queries us.

Lines and more lines produce
Internal doubt, for more shouting
Incites me to write a perfection,

One finds it again and again.
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Along His Walk

Along the planet's walk carries a bag

That fits the page of your own goodness.

You must enquire, satisfy and end

The entire race called life and all it contains.
The manhood of a generation stands for a
Crown or single truth, a little word from men
Who truly answer to the requests from on high.
Theirs is the old yard, theirs is the prison
Holding the questions that are asked.

You must relax and be merry, fulfilling,
Rejoicing as all men and women confront

The times of change, a change can mean well.

Let the walk of a man be his slave's lust,
The reality of the hour shall be deemed by
Honest men of the natural qualities,

The few habits to be the real habits

And honourable quests will be taken.

Let them question nobody until the answers
Are said to be soothing to me.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 314



Along The Road

Along the vacant road,

There is no rest; I wait

For lovely beauty to show

Around the bend of life and smiles.

My wrinkled smile kept concern
For the following of life,

A path is a road to life,

Around the corner we stare.

Soothing like a girl of heaven,
The twisting red road entails
And this word shall rest

With our bending for all our lives.
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Alongside A Fiery Lamp

Alongside the lamp was a fire of the heart,

Allies of strength described us with the looking
Disorder, a side of the holy art frothed inside.
One lamp was enough to slide into the plain,
Where sight believed in acrid thoughts,

Acrid smells and acrid sights, full of the highness.
A highly ingenious spring in the singing

Opened the gates of guardsmen who gazed

At arctic people like me, who believed in the cold
Air, leaves stood still in the frost of frozen wastes.
My amplified signals sizzled with antiques
Meaning to be books of law and order,

A beautiful general espoused our daughter

Once the time was right and godly.

Classes seemed stranger than the prophetic one,
One day they would see what the classes represent.
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Also Cold

It was also cold, still being wet,
When we began to lift what we said.
Still wandering in the woods

The creatures of the darkness spoke right.
A tight clothing and heavy boots

Lost me in thought, without friends.
In the woods was underneath a good,
The righteous folk became a shepherd's
Flock, as far as lands of the soul.

It was also cold, and always wet
When the windy weather whined

With digging sounds of swords
Leaping to the strength of scissors
Clashing behind the back

With forces of danger.

It was so cold that it was wet

And dank, dreary and deadly;

The one minute became a second
Forming deaths and folly

All within the look of creatures

Of the night, feeding on the flesh

Like ghouls that wept.

The strength of their hands

Felt the body within,

And the undead souls entwined.
Foolish creatures die

And then die and then die.
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Always Find Him

Kick the habits over hatred forming,

Forty years can aid forcing this habit,

Like the animal training its load

While carrying it, solid, incessant attitude;

We are in no sin but sparks and electric flame.

It so hates a life hunted excellently, famously,

God has a prize from you.

To keep existence, not standards of excellence only
Is a far grander achievement when loathed by some.

Ordinary people cause us to marry munches to chewing
Defending the weak and needy with their own food.
We are erasing society on the grounds of habit,

Always distance find him.
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Always Silent

I was always silent, though it was tiresome,

I was at my feet to wear the love of fatigue.
Bewilderment stood for the surprised moment

I experienced, when did this bring itself?

If the avoidance began to strike the heart

The livid dreams sprang from the life outside.

It was to eat food this time, the time of justice,
Then the time was correct for the notions contained.
To meet death was a diabolical meeting,

Turning you to stone, stone was farfetched.

I was always silent when tired and my possessions
Depleted on the breakthrough.
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Always Winning

Always the winners have repented due to goodness,
Hearing them is siding with them, might he close the door?
A paper-car started a country of trees seemingly,

Like groups above the horizon, above the crowd.

Left to their senses we are the winners always,

Carrying the state to success due to winning itself.

The trees will burn instead, feet first, heads last and timber
Has fallen to the children of plants so listed by the botany.
Without enough ideas we plunge into darkness,

Books hear men that cook with heat and learning.

My open example carries weight to the clouds,

Forming towards the earth and sun, like clouds.
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Am I Humble?

Leaning towards my humble self,

We engage in conversation.

The views are expressed, the views appal,
And this admonition from the slanting person
Finishes here.

Such cautionary advice is frowned upon,

I prefer the happiness now, and the gadgets.

The gimmick or game is now to be aborted,
Like an afterthought always now fading.

Lean no more, just keep yourself,

Never take on hymns, never sing incantations,
For your health leave the sky and ground.

The advice leans too close to graciousness.
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Amateurism

The amateurism of aluminium crazily fights

In those days, then overwhelming are the payments.
My album scares me like the elixir of youth and old age,
Feeling like a man is working fears.

The feeling of men considers the right religion,
In this atrium sits electromagnetism, egoism and an ecosystem.
Dogmas spread into the eardrum, finding hurt,

Like the economy of electricity.

To be dumb makes me laugh
And to see dukedom shows policies of space.
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Amazement

Amazement, a threat of deeds or expensive hearing,
More than the amazed beings, made to the ears of life.
An agony of glorious moments partakes in chieftains;
Their handiwork created being, all this and that,

With gold and silver and bronze, all of the riches.
Common amazements are like petals of a flower,

Do they not partake in beauty and attractive feelings?
The beautiful day is again this time, in these ways,

That is those ways - the ways of men who talk.

No storm manages a secret so that theatres are shocked,
Aloud be now that wearing the stones of mercy makes compassion.
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Amazing Songs

Open the book of love so crying over you,
Over you the volumes of work are written.
Offer music so beloved underneath the feet,
Dancers will follow for the book of love is near.

Musical sounds are like a melody of importance,
Enrapturing our minds as long as we live, forming sounds.
This book of sound carries new meaning superbly,

Amazement corners our mind with action and ammunition.
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Amazon Queen

Pounding hellishly the rain has no business destroying me,

My journey is never to end.

Pounding continuously is the water of a scientific kind,

The one we call acid-rain.

Pounding relentlessly are the drops that collect and form floods,
We are too worried of them.

Pounding on us is the liquid I call a storming rain-fall,

In the Amazon rain-forest, where the long river is also.
Pounding on us is the humidity derived from the weather

That never ceases in its changes and profits only.

Pounding heavily and beating the branches is the windy-rain
That lives among the Jungle, that lifts the river

And makes it briefly breath.

Pounding the earth are the Amazonians and their Queen,
Biggest warriors of the undergrowth and canopies,

Huger in conflict than the mercenaries of a war itself.

Pounding on us is the Queen of the Amazon,

The River-Mighty,

The Bleeding-Woman,

A Woman that is Queen and aims to expell us.

We stop and stare to find our heads being shot at from all sides,
Front, Back, Left and Right Flank. We have no chance, and they are
Pounding us with arrows of a different kind -

Poisoned Arrows!

One has hit my ribs and cracked one perfectly,

The other has landed in my neck!

Alas Amazon Queen, your nature is hidden now.

I lay under the trees with the pounding of the rain, in peace.
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Ambitions

Ambitions worshipped by you stand to command,
Like a deity of strength and length, masterful.
Elections prevail to connect laws to laws to laws,
Lines on the effects of labour shall be drawn.

The grid livens and exactly arranges us,

The kismet of a danger is around, all around us.
Kinsman of a man shall be avowing the result

Of a new day and night, the days of the nights.
May aims be directed like the deities to shoot,
Shooting a bullet into the heart, for the ambition.
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Amnesiac

To amend the rules is sufficient,

But why with amnesia?

Your work is so precious to everyone,

The amity is felt so strongly,

Yet you do not remember us.

Amnesia is all it is, yet you seem to never recall
Or stipulate a fact for the work is so tremendous.
There is an anticipation perhaps of the coming story,
You need an antidote as this is painful.

It's simply a brass object in the way,

A rash decision is to make,

I am not brash, and I never rattle.

Yet the rasp is heard so well

Of a particular problem.

The mind is suffering, amnesia is the accident,
And what of the partnership?

I find the world now obnoxious,

As this is my observance, when the whole assembly
Is so obsequious and you do not remember us.

I negotiate with the doctors,

And they neglect us as neighbours,

Bewildering us, obfuscating.
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Among Servants

I was led beside the table,

To be contemplated;

I was in great calm,

My combination of food
Persisted in excellence.

I came from the queerest

Of dormitories,

Being hungry was my mission,
As the servants disguised themselves
From my wary eyes.
Unexpected beds arose

In the morning,

The elbow rested further.

The air of the room was
Oppressive, now that I

Left it and carried on.

Life was beginning to be
Lovely.
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Amulet

Amulets are prized for their handsome appearance,

Your mind is boggled by it all, collapsed and abandoned.

It is fear, fear of cats and dogs that makes resounding gestures
And complains continuously like talkative twins.

A sage is a remarkable agent of the other side,

A last ninja of books, a side with sweating shirts.

My amulet is against him or her, sage or no sage,
Whispers enter the ears of astronauts, in this day and age.
It had spent on the richer sounds and rhythms,

To encapsulate the earth and escape it,

Going towards the universe in its entirety.

My mind is boggled, burgled and bottled, inner peace
Resides in the galaxies, of mighty solar energies.

Stars revolve to spin the worlds around them,

So this is the woman of deeds? So this is the man of desire?

I untie the amulet like a piece of ornamentation so precise,
An excellent tool for magic, an awesome spell of the elements.
It bursts in front of shadows and men, people stop stepwise

To launch their hearts into oblivion.
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An Abacus

Those cowards are bright and joyous about life,

What living is agreed upon by the brave and afterlife?

These computers bespeak higher virtues than an imagination

With a hold on hell and devastating with an abbreviation.

These gadgets abolish the language of thoughts and design,

The blackness of screens is white, and the colour is to align.

We'll wisely put our message in, in sacred times with cowardice
And we’ll wait forever with evil and also good to be like an abacus.
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An Acolyte

He has might of an acolyte,

Wise and elevated in spirit;

Airtight, with the seclusion,

His arms are the differentiated

Limbs of the entire body and soul.

I live and perform the information,
With a transformation, as the pen
Lives on, mastering our hands every
Way the line repels, feeding a gnomish
Character superseding the rest.

I am deformed as a Hal-fling, a short
Type of man, feasting on platforms
That house the outward foam.

I must confront you, I may endeavour
To confirm you, in the soul of fires.

In the womb I met you, with thunderstorm,
And with blood, and with sandstorm.

Frozen by the wastes, a heated hiding place
Finished the foetus with a swearing to health.

I am deformed in spirit, wise in connivance,
And conceptions run deep, run off the waterfall
Into the lake of spiritual existence, I gain this.

First the dormitory appears to outlive me,

Then the storms arise from a hive of bees,

The deeper who are asleep, like wells of sadness,
Like bridges of definite health and healing.

I leap and pray today, I leap like leprosy

In its original form, the reality of the day is upon us.
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An Act

Deploring an act is to despise the person,

Others do sin as well, but what is that sin?

The entrance shines in front of you,

Take the brother of this gate, and you prosper.

Sins are to be forgiven, welcome to the good,

This gate then opens for some who do not murder.

Let felons work after heaven and hell are laid,

Eggs of dangerous properties are eaten by the criminals.
Once the eggs enter the stomach, a real wrong enters,
Eggs of hens are not lethal, but these are different.

An act so despised can never leave the soul,

And the souls can never enter the brotherly gates.
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An Action

It crazily does a turning exhaustion,
One by one sale is on an action.
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An Actor’s Life?

He is wizard and grace, forceful to all,
Like returning man, like the illness of a man
Who is mentally healthy.

He is crazed with honesty, humility
And handsome with others who call,
They are in mansions to manage by night.

He loves ill people for he is one,
And I like the way it burdens us in a night
And day that followed some ancient days.

Open him as a child, fast he became in the film,
An actor lies not, he lives among the life of love,
A director he believed arrived at the scene-

What does he want?
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An Adult Stares

A baby or adult stares at the air force,
Keeping books of bibles and baths;

We are fed by beds, bees arrive,

And birds be bottles of vice.

What angers await the diamond places?
There is commotion of hundreds,

Already a drill is based on the site.

Let drums be hazards in our realm,

Let the dung of camels happen every day.
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An Adventure

A free venture, a project so admired,

Will be listed tonight, like a headline.

And we shall entwine the layers of work,

This interlace promises us reward, so much profit.
Enveloped by the masses, it is good reading,
Polluted like fire and ice together;

Entries are being made to madly construct
And provoke extra blessing, extra poison.
Envenomed by the guards of living,

We construct the throat and its requirements,
Towards it we sing of our praises,

Enviable places are these praises of love.

Our venture is stunning, so fortunate for us,
And our privilege.
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An Adventure In Life

My boy is burnt from turning up from the hot sands,
Thick-leaved plants surround him in the shadows;

For he is oldest, proudest of them all as gifts and wars,
Their pistol shots can be summed from afar and away.

The negroes subjugate the area with some power,

Fanning out in every direction, to annotate the lanes.

Their presence is felt from every corner of this county,
Fingernails press into hands as whispers boil and burn.
Steep and rugged, the ravines are caverns of splendour,

A cowl is worn downslope, a baby seems like crying,

But is it the windy weather of the west that laments deeply?
In those days we loved all else, as fathers and mothers
Rolled onto their backs in chief awe of the adventure of life.
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An Agreement With A White Scene

An agreeable brave man has been exposed,

Happy and gentle, he enters the heart of the believer,
One crooked and gigantic path is in front of the eyes;
He is calm, flat floors define the scene, as the white
Snow seems to emit sorrow, deep curvature is defined.

The tender meat of the antelope is huge,

Enough to fill the stomach of sorrow and strength.
Immense and loud, a hissing is kept at bay,
Without the colossal fat emitted by the mouthful
Strongly urged by the society around us.

My obedient, sparkling ray is shone to the fore,

Faithful, proud knights evade the emissions of light

And philosophy, and diversity is the high and hollow rod;
We are lower, they are higher, feeding a fellowship
Offered by the puny and petite, the large and little.
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An Air Of Delight

An air has brought delight to the soul,

The body stains a breath once it expresses.
The fortune of your sayings is strong,

Like the wind of the sea and the land.

Many have brought destruction to life,

The life that ends and breaks apart the other lives.
This truth is sudden, the life has truth
Where we sleep and learn and watch
Forming solutions inside the stomach

By eating the winter’s cold health.

The bringing of death is the fault of a nature
Too sudden and dangerous, but we fight.
The air is suddenly present with disease

As the death has been a reliable image.
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An Alien's Brain

According to an alien's brain you are a cautious man,
Love has appeared from the loving arms of creation;
The brain of a human is full of innocence eloquent,

Yet their systems are faulty and need repair of rises.
Blowing into the rising stream, a gas appears

And contains us with hissing and missing.

One glows in this alien spirit, like ladies of the stars,
Linking with light as it leaps and learns.

Opening an offering is like offending the offal's message,
Mighty igniting is internal and alert.

By this way an eternal squawking and squeaking reminds
Me of sights sinful to the soul that has size.

The aliens are full of sounds that appear to be sound,
Yet these brains are full of faults that find and fight.
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An Animal's Marriage

A parasite lurks with flower and fruit,

Down in this gnarly cage one ties the knot

Of matrimony, as the flowers are uprooted

And the knots are untied for the divorce is allowed.

My bird is a caged bird, it fills the sky with flapping

Of wings mastered by its heart that flies and flees

Due to the masters and mistresses of the clay and salt;
Nests are uprooted and disentangled due to the wing.

My ant is a wonderful insect of the highest men who stare
At the upward, formulated area, where ants abstain and hook;
The contract is set, the natural life is obsolete, for the ants

Do not know what it is to marry the other force with such clarity.
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An Appellation

I find an appellation so ruinous
That ruin dictates my ruin.
My appetite for words or names
Is confident and appealing

As it sounds like an appetite for food.

I applaud him, the man who eats
And finds my words an appearance
Of forenames and surnames,
Perhaps I mentioned him in food,
Or the appellation is correct.
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An Archer

The archer or guard accompanies a message,

His commands are beleaguering and foolish;
Mighty workers of righteousness are fully clothed,
Their piety is all-accomplishing like a non-liar.

The government is a compass and a map,

The journey is ongoing like a dangerous weapon.
We see the small print of ages past,

A historian shall treat you right like an ass.

His writing is beyond help, he lives among the trekkers
Of the countryside that sways and remarks.

May the commands and comments of living

Be like the archer or guard, a funny fellow of grace.
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An Argument

The less is the best,
As of now the least.

I ask for an argument,
And a day of rest.

I price the pages on the intellect,
And further my stay is let.

My feathers will furnish your strength,
As of now, the length of my life is death.

The most of the sweetness is found in the eyes,
The beheld scene has become strange lies.
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An Arrow

An arrow of laziness spread through the circle;

And carried in the air, like sold material,

And fetched by evil spirits who do not live among us.
I sow the seeds of sky and tundra,

Why do they offer so many advantages to me?

Fear him?

No hunter caused the stars and the planets to move
Without guidance. And my bow and arrows are braver
To the realm of God.

Is the world an ostrich’s egg? Or do you know of a world
So huge that it revolves like an arrow through space.

It is laid by the big bird, it is left alone by the dragons,
And the arrow is dead now.
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An Enlarged Sun

To enlarge the sun is an apt task,
Adapting to its glare we steer the oars
Of our fit bodies that artfully collide.

We waste, wither and waltz like demands,
Simplicity has kindness, bland caresses;

We see the superhuman world with the military.

To be charming as the handsome sun,
The sun flows into his ocean like a star
Flowing in the heavens, pretty little burden.

I am whiskers for the obsolete,
Bent on the idle earth and soil,

With stars at night and a star at day.
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An Excellent Man

I wish to exonerate the man who is excelling me,
His deeds never betray him as one muttered a voice
Inside a voice, whatever the voice.

I am no liar as a judge, the exonerating,

A composer of fuel and fire for the ferocious liars,
The slavery they are in is fierce.

Posting them a letter can mean a death,

But I would like to exonerate him from crime,
Compliment him like a distraught one,

And clear him from all wrong.
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An Illustrator

The illustrator of modern times deposed his brother,
Those wasted few deceived one another to begin an era;
This year the worst year was erupting from the volcano,
So that beneath the ground was a giant of treasure.

The illustrator of a poised planet was upon the grade,
Understanding the minor actions was worth itself,

And the victory that amounted to features was being told,
The worst year apologised due to godly golden objects.

The likely belief was fine and square, little afforded the trouble,
For the beliefs of a time were perfect and still,

In the whole lake of the plentiful gold and silver,

In the whole plague that stood like molten rivers of silver.
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An Imagined World

In countries of your imagination is a charity,
Positive help is a comedy of sins and drives;
Most of much is prattled on the living sphere
Called the energetic world we live in.

Strong and determined are the scary crowds,
Incredible to observe in their uniforms,
Complete in their motherly aspects

And their masterful fatherhood.

Absolute triumph escalates into the rigors
Intensely occupying the stage that we peruse
With the act of walking and standing

And then sitting with a finality about ourselves.

Naveed Akram

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

349



An Intention

An intention to maim is running, open to it,

Listen to the other half, and offer a sacrifice.

My, your soldier ran into a salary of beauty,

As one you surprise, bend and button up.

The killing has to begin again, arresting all lines,
First of all with the elbow then the arm all.

Always a rivetting weapon or dagger so broad

Is enticing to the buyers of danger and jeopardy.
Your victim is sleeping, half-asleep, perhaps violently snoring,
But say your intelligence, and laugh by coming back
To engage in a sort of insanity, lunatics detest.

This is murder, this combines the crimes with sins
And forces us to think again about our safety.
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An Island

Where there is an arrow there is thought,
Inside the island is a disease so welcome,
These layers of thought are in the mind,
Opening tragedy and comedy as well

My islands are numerous like the particles,
Sayings are deplored and welcomed,
But we are numbers and words in the end,

Like the praises of the head and heart.
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An Unintelligible Cry

An unintelligible cry cancels the peace,
Frowning is not needed, it is appalling.

To a close lane the cries have come,

Now two cries have been witnessed.
Compelling and commanding, the voices
Suppose a brilliant weather of joy.

What handsome features are these!

They resound in the galaxy, after the noises,
And cries are beautiful afterwards.

This crying business estimated us as humans,
We live and die among the crowning achievements
Of sound and noise.
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An Unique Answer

Sayings and assets connive together,
Basing our tasks on the absorber.
Upstairs an unique answer is awaiting,
My accumulation of debt is actuating.

Faster than the doctor, your car lands,
Administrating a new job with brands.
Down in the scrubland, their grass
Partakes a ritual made of the brass.

Together we remake a roll of paper,
The system of thinking called a philosopher.
Pictures of thought astound his head,

But poems and sayings were ready to be bled.
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Ancient Heart

An ancient straightness is afoot,

Making thunder where it purrs;

Massively extensive beasts of pride

Lurk in this breezy south, in ways always.

Mute airs come with a woe so passive,
The infinite heart accuses you,

It doesn’t abase your religion,

Nor does it specify the heart of one.

Miniature hearts come screeching,

Noisy heads are alive with a victorious air,
Bumpy roads shall bitterly reward us,
When the time is near and we are near.
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Ancient Hearts

Not yet will those ancient hearts be melting again
When the only days hearts have melted are these;
Then swearing happens under the course of blues,
Greens and reds, the primary hues of this planet,
Though this planet causes us to observe our manners.
The stairway into gardens is done and said

Like a deity on the whole,

We beg the differences and some may seek

The changes of a lifetime.

The ancient hearts melt into molten lava,

Erupting into a volcanic activity.

The valiant men whose hearts have burst

Are lowly and sacred at the same time.

Not yet will the hearts be mistaken over mankind,
A man will come to teach the days ahead,

With their names to be discussed

And the words must be shared.

Names are registered and enjoyed

Like the deity of the world who is near.
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Ancient Sight

His sight was beyond the reason of men,
An inconspicuous mind housed the treasure of gold
And silver, and cream, and crowns, and beliefs.

One watches the times of the year,

Belongings say their greetings,

And revealers surely bring good news.

In that treasure where there is a diamond,

The substances of ancient kind will be elements

Inside the head, a war of old regimes.
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Ancient Wishes

Clear the area of your defence,

Yet striking freezes young heads

With the frosty breath, a frightening hurt
Unleashed by the wishes so wished.

How do surfaces shine and obliterate?
The surrender of thousands of voices
Creates adverse conditions in the realm.
One fixates eyeballs at the frightening
Contemplators, the realities are taken

In full view.

The areas are ancient to the youth,

They live to exist, and exist to learn

From those bewildered by the surface.

A thousand seers fall in submission

To one who loves and learns for all this time.
The wars complete the defence,

The wars are like their warriors.
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And I Died

Lasses and lads are faster in speed than dads,

Drain them of pressure in the day- in the night the beds.
Love them according to beauty and pride,

As many virtues you can describe and I died.
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And The Lord

My solutions exist for love,
Internal worry has engines,

Yet we break the code of life,
As a man beats his chest.

The sorry experts work and pray,
To deliver the praises

Meant for the right ones.

My solution accepts us,

Just as the problems are there.
Metres of logic hurl themselves
At the deaths and lives.

Must we pray tonight?

Yes, the worries shall desire me
But I shall carry on knowing us
And the Lord.
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And Their Bindery

He lives among us like a eater of books,
Strolling with the guards of the laws and works.
He lived around the road,

Where they caught the load.

It was a book of inspiration

Carrying blind men a nation.

We do help a common man,

But this manly man was a book-fan.

Neither loving nor living his life,

The sword of a plain soldier was tough

To handle, to lift, and then swift

He challenges a most dangerous drift.

He lives with the bible of soldiery

Instead of the past-books, and their bindery.
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And You Know The Time

And you know the hair that would be a love,
Never are the stars and moon and sun beheld
By the lovers of the night, the beloved speaks too hard.

You would come hither, and bend you leader’s head
To see a sorrow and find the stars, of the wild birds.
Light has a trick you discovered when young.

Under a time is the tree of unbroken love,

Though lasses contemplate when they die,

Knowing hair is significant after dawn.
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Anecdote

I can report an anecdote in history of geography,
Inside this misdemeanour is a fortunate occurrence;
Ghouls and spirits of the dead collide with the heart
And want hiding for their ill-conceived plans.

Many dispel other people with their frowns and abuses,
Groaning in this life with death at the heels.

I can conceive of no justice other than this one,

Lusts are worth the compromise, truths hurt more.
This incident, this act of a poltergeist on a ration,
Made me extinguished, for I am a ghost or actor.
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Angel Of Death

We found rest when he was absent,

They were in death, in life with absence.

We curved the living as a luxury

To sustain our feelings and emotions
Successfully achieved by our whims and wishes.

Gangs of angels were visualised and found,

Like the dead, these accomplished profoundly,

But a doubt never remained as to why we read

The images of light as something called everything.

The angels became us when they were young and we old.

The death remained on us when we were dead
And living concerned us, as a term to use once.
The deathly ones saw our eyes and ears move,

Where were the angels of death?
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Angelic Light

Spirited light touches us in hearts of light,

Our beauty plummets in front of them;

The gaze of distaste manicures our faces of light,
Gauze and metals will collect these rays.

Open us in wings, for lightness means pain,
As angels curve and swerve for our pleasure;
Behold their span and see how wonderful their dance,

For the divine heat is overwhelming us now.
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Angelic Prayer

The prayer seizing you is an angelic prayer,
For the angel disappears in front of your sight as a crier.
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Angels And Men

For the various reasons we provide the angels,
There are none compared to mankind and men.

For those who interfere there are winks and whistles
To entertain the castles of our fathers and saints.
We devil with the atrocities, this side of the sky,

But where is a sea when opposed by land and air?

I possess the professors, the innocent mailmen of
Letters flying forward in direction of the soldiers.

I see their lessons as broad papers and winter warmth,
Opening their trains of thought so possible and polite.
My hold on the boot is an angelic movement offering us
A chance to dissolve in the snowy mountains of the sky.
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Angels Are Alive

Angels stun us when alive,

The wings of death and life collide.

This day bespoke wonders for the speakers,
They were men so solid and hearty.

This day is a night to remember, so black,
Yet what do places bring except the speech.
Angelic help is not present, like the corners of bodies,
They are men who watch and listen

Like the sun has gleamed in the day.

My apostles shall gain an evil life

If they shun from the angels,

But our books stay, just like God.
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Angels Cry, Humans Weep

The angels cry with peace, peacefully and directly,

So God who created them and their wings also cried.

God’s unique work implied clever secrets to uplift his appearance,
God spoke so forgivingly over us, He spoke to the whole city.

The city that angels drive are working too fast,

Their employer is God, who loved the way they are fast.

Humans created those innocent beings in the mud and earth,
Each human propelled the angels towards the Kingdom so dear.
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Anger

Anger has special powers of the gunning variety,
A manner to act is without, likable deity.
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Angering Me

Eyes have angered me, eyes have destroyed

The time that plays with my heart in the day,

At night wise men see the spoils of war and then
One minute is enough to suggest a lie has appeared.

Ears hear what people demonise, but hearing is so
Precious, so precious; why do ears curl into shadows
For their gambolling? It is easy to read the heart if you
Listened to the hearts of hearts, the lovely way.

Legs and feet, hands and arms feed the message of
The body and its rhyme, rhythmic movements
Coincide with the temperature, the ghastly display
Of mankind’s playground, his feeling and weight.

My asking is for the gender to dissolve in ways you love,
My question describes the question, and the answers
Lie behind them, hearing them and seeing them

Is a physical action, of words and numbers and designs.
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Angry

Anger is like making crosses and saying praise,
Opening the hearts for a time, penetrating always.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 371



Angry Ache

My anger rests tonight forming,
Of west and east the buds do grow,
I crazily ride from the aching.

This angle is abandoning,
My flowers are the bushes below,
My anger rests tonight forming.

How heaven waits for abhorring,
This land is home, the bread and dough,
I crazily ride from the aching.

This need is great then absorbing,
As medals awe me once fellow,
My anger rests tonight forming.

Then finally, wind aborting,
The land is praised embryo,
I crazily ride from the aching.

To see this birth so accessing,
I rode to winter to follow,
My anger rests tonight forming,

I crazily ride from the aching.
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Angry Amusement

The amount of amusement angrily delivers,
Angles at this vary very much, like a river.
The art of being awake is sodden with rage,
The animals of this sense dictate the changes.

May apples of the tree behind us clap and clap,
So that automatically binding the branches is beauty;
Authority made an approach to the heart,

A tree of living gold rectifies much business.
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Angry Mountain

The heat smothered close, flames are bright

And vividness is exceptional and beyond belief;
The picture of fire is now preying on the thinkers
That thought out their messages of the volcanoes.
A volcano can not know why we lean and judge,
Or whether we engage in torture or not.

However much the mountain erupts with fury

The flames are absent after an age of ruin.

Fires abound in the skies around the geography
Of the mountain range, fires so high and vivid.
Let heat be the parapet of insolence, the mountain
Is an angry volcano so refusing us.
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Angry Wind

I anger nobody but the wind sweeping in fever,
The attack on the personality is acuter.
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Animal Men

Animal men do think a dangerous weapon is kind,
And fortunate songs are written due to states
Inside a few mirrors, noses are pinned to smell.
The smell of a finger is like guests,

And eating may concern you further with disgust.
My mirror is made going to, my animal man

Is in his mirror, and why does this action be learnt?
Learning a real intelligent manliness

Has sprinted our action and reflected our thoughts
In the mirrors that display hard facts about gods
Of the world. Of a success is the man who abstains
From animal acts, each of them are bright yet harm is in their sight
And felt by the fingers.

Each harmful man is some kind of animal,

And the mad are those who can be not sane.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 376



Animal Of Desire

I must asphyxiate the animal of desire,

For its wishes I must quash, like learning is praised.
Wise help I seek for those in song and burden,

Like a soul of strength is mine, like a continuous burden.
Black out the man in the mirror

With the dark help of the lantern.

You have abated thanks to God,

Who helped those in certainty,

Who showed them the royal nature,

The kingliness and greatness,

All to provide and strike at the basics

Of mankind in a jump.
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Animal Spirits

They love all the secrets of animal spirits,

Launching a missile at them, like a bullet or three.

Afresh the missiles flow at a second quarry,

These project a dangerous blow to the spirit inside.

My question is simple to these beasts of menace:

Why do we hate each other a lot, like a good return is given?
This income is small, it smelt of hard work,

And the animals are attacking us, just attacking us!

They love these invisible thoughts of life,

The thoughts that matter to hunters and hunted.
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Animals Destroy

A mass of animals destroyed my life,

Within the land of fancy that is too strong.
Their strength accumulated through the century
And the next was wrong in its weaknesses.

You can never trust a wand of strength

For the mistaken creatures are loving an evil.
These are ghosts that once were crude

And uncaring for their fellow-ghosts.

Add them to the population

As their food is again drink.
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Animals Need Us

Animals need a land to print books,
Towards the horizon of trials and moves.
Animals have the right to digest

And intervene with calamity.

They are kinder than the religious men
Who have homes of the meaning.

Different lands do death on answers,
Animals forget and combine their numbers.

Mother has kindness in her bones,

But the dangers are explicitly morbid,
Vivid mustard seeds sparkle and pop,
Vivid dreams come to the foreground

Of the valleys and golden caves.
Animals are the opposite of dangers,
The pleasure of creation is in their blood.
Names are good for the better relations.
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Annoyance In The Garden

I am distaste, I am the watcher of moons,
Cursing mystical realms is my carefulness.

The macabre noise burdens my soul like the care
I give and create for the purpose of annoyance.

I heave a boulder to the edge of the soil

I call my garden of noise and sounds, all birds.

It is a bewailing sound, siren of strong disaster,
Forming a grief in my heart so strongly that
Vivid images make my life unbearable.

Vapours machinate the resonance of the afternoon,
Burning is the soil from the sound of the noise.
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Another Deity

I entertain a many-sided affair of rigidity,

The lecture to bestow upon the galaxy.

It strides the giant of worlds, into an alien region,

Then there is nobody to hit him in there,

There where he is safe solid in it of course.

This frozen waste is another plane of festivity,

Where there are uber-deities to last your eyes.

Where are they? Nowhere but where the giants are.

Where is a gigantic putsch to retaliate on the gods who relish
Who do sieve us and all they entertain.
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Another Wink

Looking out of bed, I slept another wink,

Listening to the speech I delivered the day before.
I went to sleep in that speech,

Twelve people wanted me alive,

And the others saw noon at their shoulders.

A most preposterous time stated the times,

Facts of mere speech decide the outcome -

That deal called life and all of existence.
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Answerable To Lying

He is answerable to lying,

May the leader compress his speech.
The speaking of a born legend is near,
Fear him like a boar and elephant.

A leading shall be like autocracy,
Unclothing him from his tears and fears,
His religions disappear as lying

Is absent. The exterior of his life

Is like his interior, but we see.

He answers to God when awake

By letting his household live in beauty
And relieve him also.

He does not lie, he does not be afraid,
One elephant is like his charge in battle,
One felony is unlike his war.
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Anthem

A country I see inside has partnership with me,
With gladness they invoke an anthem of joy.

A country might describe ours, ours,
The merriment is immense, I destroy like a country.

A country is murdered always by the neighbour,
But will it take over the opposite kind?

A country best is, a masterful work,
A distant dive and gorgeous jelly.

When a country is a nation
This anthem must not begin.
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Antigravity

Antigravity is my hypothetical force to be wolf,

It shouts and barks up at us in ways of antigravity.
This alien-wolf is lame, is conniving, is deserting me,
When this wolf beams on me when it’s blast off!

Bionic features sophisticatedly blast the skies
With improved propulsion of technology;
Belts and kites are improvisations,

But these inventions are not those inventions.

Antigravity fell in laser beams of height,
Weigh those earthlings in ways known to God.
God has emptied their sin and made them repent,

Short and sure is the antigravity-technology.
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Ants Crawling

The genealogy of the ants was mistaken,

As they strode boldly like ants to be their tears
And weeping pride.

For we could see them in their treks,

Blindly mouthing their wisdom,

One lachrymose man behind me

Could not stop answering to the gods

Why such small ants discovered more ants.

They were marriageable, they were outstretched,
There was in the way of their march a certain system.
Peppery though they were, the calm ant was left to do,
And the calmer ants bespoke of their talents,

It was an outbreak in the head!

Arriving at imaginary reefs,

The geodesics of this movement of masses

Needed defining by the astute biologist,

For they reformed their rumbles especially for us,

Like the rubber on the trees.
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Any Courage

Any more courage frees the mind from the mayhem
Of the utter losses, minds are afraid of heartening wigs
Worn by doubters and dwellers so hurtling and fetching.

A courage in the head relies on loves and likes,
Atoms retaliate so wildly to remove a droid from automatic
Hatred, the wearing of hats destroys all delight.

Joys and heroes are lost to the bowls of wind

Scoring a victory on the maternal way of losing,
Fathers must be majestic like honour and justice.
Friends and greedy helpers frustrate the hurts

Of mindless words so designed to matter and murder

In their innocent trends, the loves of a peace are again.
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Ape Is Him

One ape is applied to the masses,
Simple seasons twirl around the masses,
And the tasks of a matter are complete.

The apes of primitive ages are considerate
To the masses who help out the ordinary,
Any monkey will collapse into a spy.

The espionage of the realm they call beasts
Is the same ape-man of the desert and jungle,
Greystoke fulfils me when I wander to him.

The ape-man considers the manhoods of
A nation that believes in Lady Jane,
The minor representative of the masses.

In the jungle, the many jungles, we seem

To betray the lions and old apes,

A golden lion expects to be against him.

One ape is enough to shatter a dream of lies,
The lies are contained in the wall of strength,

This wall is battered blindingly due to wells.
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Ape Land

The ape is a parrot of the hairy variety,
Including health and buttons and laces
For the shoes that spring to mind, overall.
Yes, the bridge of its mind is solid,
Crossing the bridges of life is insanity,
For their waters are dimmer and grim,
Like the darkness of death and hairs.

May my apes be proud of their folly,

And be naughty so that solid tasks

Are trivial and wasted by the outright
Tragic ones, the apes who forfeit every
Single deed for they do abstain from them.
Like their feet and like their fingers

For the burning you receive is liar,

The liars are among the feuds of course.
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Apparel

Apparel admired, adapting to new phases
Advertised by the papers and papas,

We administer appointments of the bulbs
And the lamps of virtue, bubbles burst!

Confront the lamp of the wishful type,
Crawl and seize butter to burn on the tongue;
Engines finance the meeting of minds,
As films are experiences of an expert.

Families are fine, eyes are like final events,

Eggs will save me from fairies,

Fangs are uplifted as they are thrown from the mouth
To enter our lungs and kidney somehow.

Educate us as we speak, like teachers of the mist,
Fail us when we are happy like jewels,
Joining judgements so kicking and jumping,

Into a circle of joys that blend and mix.
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Appear This Way

To appear this way returns pleasure,

House this treasure in the gaps

That open up along the way and to this day.
Mighty winds may let us fall from pleasure,
Calling the fairies to do their industry

On the living, on the fair and sane and pleasured.
These common creatures find happiness

Like us, the ones who are proud and efficient

In the ways of men, properties are like dreams.
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Appetite

It is appetizing, the meal is appetizing,

I consumed a mighty warrior of steel.

My concession was plain, just give me food

So I give you a meal, food for two now.

The concert repeats, I laugh and cry forever,

But still I smile and giggle with dizziness.

The groups of people look like apes with food,

The two of us are fed, what of the rest of us?

My appetite is satisfied, but your meal surrounds
And loves me, like two of us in the middle of feeding.
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Apple Tree

I was under the apple boughs
Being simple

Been sick

And mentally unstable.

I was a man of ease and virtue,
Being simpler than the rest,

My simplicity awed my parents.
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Arab Men

Mass in the desert
Looks like a nomadic tribe
Of Arab manhood.
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Are We III?

How many men are against us when we are ill?
Illness desires you as a last resort, when ill.
The magnificent and the abhorrent ailments
Need both cures, again and again in the hospital.
The hospital is for doctors who care,

And the nurses are fearful of you.

Patients need patience to adore the health

Of a nation in pity for their condition.

The pities are seldom seen in youth

As they are in public or private.

May the men who are against us be quiet

Now that illness is the past.
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Are You A Philosopher?

Coding the dark thoughts into good thoughts
Is hardly the job of a thinking soul.

Do you think, and perspire from the darkness?
Is your evil the worst distressful feature

Of your mindful life?

Are you a philosopher?
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Areas

Areas are slight actions, with solving to do,
Their emissions are like bombs of balls,
Flattened on the quests of our minds.

The sea is a man of such wonder,

Areas like them swing to the music

Of waves that do grow into sizes of wrongness.
These areas dissolve and resolve,

You must be absolved forever,

Let sins be numbed, let sins be not done!
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Argument

You must behind be sent
Argument presses us
Antipathy prevails

On mind and matter off
Over and over again.
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Armada So Vivid

Peculiar instances are gusts offered by schisms,
Fineries, armadas of fineries, and those passengers of the ships.
A sea of tranquil setting obtains the queue so vivid

In the act of satanic worship, after us, and all the people on board.

Embarking on a voyage of discovery, a satanic devil is held
In the confines of the ship, or boat, or armada, or navy.
Peculiar dangers await them, for they

Are in the most evil peril, a word we disguise.

Spices are against the Satan, that it morbidly sends

A disease on board to make mutineers and pirates gasp.
The pirates have seized them enough to cry,

The satanic spy conquered them with treachery.
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Armies Of Ghosts

Commotion is stronger to feel when near,

The agitating sphere crazes us when to adorn.
Censure must be made of the despicable,

A funeral has appeared openly for those back.

The jar of silver is of the rich and famous,

Wine shall be drunk and make your feelings strong,
Wine shall inhibit the reactions of silver.

More commotion results as a funeral, a burial,

A beautiful observation makes its point.

Fear and panic resumes in the house of horror,
When motionless speakers are the ghosts of the buried.
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Arms And Bones

Arms are dug forever, armies of winter,
Winter is upon us like the guns of power;
Almost a lost person enters the arena,
To make blessings on us from the angels.

Attractive senses are lying on the surface,
Animals of the rain wander in this body colour,
With bodices of fur, and skin and rain,

Like swimmers of the muddy rivers.

Reason is a lie, reason is not ready for me,
Loathing the bones of stretching kind.
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Arms Of Love

What is his fascination in ams of love?
They move fast and slow with crawling feet,
Realising the religion of the outlying dove,

That cleaves and grieves for flight of an athlete.

The dove is a beating dove of cheated thinking,
So what was the bird of doers and heads?
A clinging fountain of old and right among
The height of the rains so often in shreds.

What is the sowing and so on?

What spreads in legions and measures of gold?
You must argue and fight in the Amazon,

With queen and darts of the very bold.

Naveed Akram

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

403



Arrival Of Faith

Faith may change and alter if man lets it,

Your religion needs you, where ever you are,

Its range calculated the actions of the heart,

Of the soul there is no equal other than faith.

How do strokes of luck empower us

When the ready faith in god carries enough knowledge
To let us survive in this creation called the kingdom.
Fires will grow, hearts shall be attacked, and love shall fall
Into oblivion from the lover’s quarrel.

I believe in old cities of gold and as if frowning

Was on silver, as if smiling became strong.

The silver of friends is like the gold of strangers,

In this city of old, the ancient town of gold.

This is where you find faith, the rich and bold.
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Arrow Of Hate

An animal is an arrow of hate for the smart,
This beast belongs to a loquacious friend,
His destructive powers are supreme,

He was a fortress of healing and word.

The animals of healing will convert through trouble,
Scrolling the pages of a computer,

Like a beast of humanity, of course,

Even though home is the human touch.

A torch is a stone of a weird man,

Stupid is the ache we put on,

Healing is a stupid art, of wonderful feeling,
This I know, and I have killed on.
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Art As Art

Describe a work of art as Art,

Concentrate, concentrate, relieve your heart.
Destiny has a loving feature,

One of us cares for the creature

Who cares of religion and art,

The one of course who dares a dart

On the one behind, on those unfortunate

And dispossessed, the living and compassionate.

My art to live supersedes the living,
Any being corrects the misunderstanding.
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Art Of Exiting

The exercise of exiting is astounding,

One mans a night of deceasing liberties,

Those dreams are of rocks that swim,

As the nights roar to the full effect we disengage.
This sleep is of the froth and following

So loved by the lovers of the nights.

That dream is sacking us, is blocking us,

Like the fairy of the same river

And the monster who bites and entrances.

The exiting must be business for the tails

And the trees, these marvellous weathered
Beasts so intriguing and delighted by themselves.

Must we master the weather with all of glory?
Understand these gems and jewels like gold,

Then firmly sleep with those same riches in heart,
Letting the soil and trees do plants' work.

Feed with water, bless with rain, and sacred water
Shall appear once more, to do the genius of reality.
Some dreams are always in the gear

For the day, but night needs you to sleep once more.
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Art Of Light

I have to be green with love as I venture

Forth, with the core of love and the outside.

This adventure is an art that solves a problem,
The act of our general doing is a forgiven moment.

Art is the light and the divine questions,

So return to the prince of your region rightly;
For the rest of the righteous ring is round
And our resolution is grand, far too fine.

My green landscape is a lovely affair, a right
To the people of our country, a soldier is a farmer
And a shepherd is a patient strategist of military

Mind and manners, but peaceful in the ways of right.
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Arthur's Tower

Twas a Camelot and a quiver to root it,
One of the wanders in this wonder,

A barge had upright manners alongside it,
The flimsy caress came in with a wand.

Merlin can escape and make more of the agony,
But the king will wish for more stealing

And the knights can not provide,

So tough are the requirements of this ordeal.

To embower his wand is to steal from the king,
Mighty shelter stays at rest,

Mighty gods will please the heart,

And the tall tower repels even the dark knight.
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Artwork

Artwork is particular, general works are about,

The scrutiny of an artistic work is immense;

The world profoundly elucidates me as an artist,

The big methods employed are far beyond mere thought.

What layers of thought have enriched us and all?
The layers of justice reside in the palettes of the masters;
Demonstrations of peace are derived from the work of art,

We must lunge forward into the dark and make benefit.
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As A Shroud

As a shroud my glory awaits me,
Heavens and planets are at one,

As my faults are of this world

And merely a transmission of ideas.
The living is for a fixed term,

The dying connects us to another life,
But our saviours are prosperous more
Than I or you, more than one of those
Slaughterers, or one of those tyrants.

Beaming on us is light, a man who works hard
Like his companions, always known

By the physicists, who reckon like kings

The fate of millions by the million particles.

Light is a religious friend, that delivers more
Than liberty, its darkness is not there,

It resides in the Heavens, for some time to come.
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As A Spokesman

I may utter the vain discourses as I write,

But wandering in this plumage is deceit;

For I do not write what is certain, but what

Is right and that commands a sense of betrayal.
I have fancy in the court of my judge,

Its theory affects us all, leagues and leagues
Of thought prevail, only to mock the vain
Scribble coming from my moonless pen.

So I dwell in utter labour, by being earnest
And rising to the fore, to establish my reign
As a spokesman, one of starlight and constant
Straight conversation, the scarce acts

Will approach me from the judge.
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As I Spoke It

Please listen to my speech as if you spoke it,

Relish the food of a purest heart that forsakes crime,

Take speech by the throat and unleash a mind too complete.
Remember the whole chair and table, resting to the side,
Fulfilling our times, with hearts all-welcome.

I looked into God's eyes, I saw Him with walls and rooms,
Fearing Him, as I said my prayer and welcomed the nearness;
Looking through the heart I saw Him, like a flower

Had risen with its own soul, beautifying the existent ones,
The pure ones whose endeavour has never passed.

Rise to the wailing baby, a martyr who sings to high freedom,
Death will not overtake him or obey him, or refrain from him,

It is cowardice to think further than the mind, for solving

The problem of a century is to prove a theorem for an ancient time;
Primitive men want to hear us speaking, prime facets will retire.
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Ashes

Serene games crumble into mercy,

One rampage ignites another will.

These games by moonlight are fixed,
Vapours escape to let us diverge

And commit our deeds to the generality.
This point interferes with crimes

As slums work with bodies of her youth.
Her youth cuts me in two,

Ashes flicker and fight to scrape our beauty.

One acceleration fixes on fire

Burning in heaven, not in hell.

One speed has awakened the brightness
Of our heavenly star shining far.

Ways of jewels glimmer to provide

An extra sense of comfort.
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Ask My Meaning

My meaning clearly courses through the veins

With surging blood and momentous occasion.

The arteries feed our bodies with fluid so meaningful,
Open the doors of life, the valves of your heart.

May we be blessed by these monuments, these objects
So solid and fought over, fraught with difficulty.
Watchers of the heavenly abode are reading thrice

The immediate danger of the world in union.

United we stand of course, bleeding our meaning
When the asking is conducted to aid mind and soul.
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Asking For Numbers

My asking is my objective as of this day,

The journey towards the world causes me to suffer;
Let the adjusting be special among the old men,
Wiser help orchestrates a new newspaper.

My certainties are numbered according to lists
I have in my head, the world is another toy;
The good work entails a new religion,
Backwards I work so that the thoughts reside.

The background is special because of humbers,
This scene is a scene of scenery, but unseen;
You are a small hound on this pathway

A hound takes with places, the very hound of danger.
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Asking Questions

Asking questions makes risk when too much interrogation,
This foolish man who gifted me was in my administration.
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Assassination

An assassin amazes as a handler,
Expert people desire the expertise;
Criminals matter, assault is carried out,
Must we attach importance to his task?

Play like him, like a scientist in black,

Run on the next side, spy over the bravery;

You must demolish the pains but keep the suffering,
Testing is unspeakable yet required.

An equilibrium must be reached to acquire,
The art of death is so special that you deny
The simple doing so sacred to the heart,

The whole matrix of life and death reigns forever.
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Assert It!

I have asserted my sentence,

Your ancient nature is a token,

Forming itself woollen, in a shroud,
Opening and closing its scales and gills,
Without the rapidity of fish,

Speaking altogether, in twisted forms
Like lasses of the wind and rain.

Open the shop of integrity,

See your descending steps,

The ascension is near and in closeness
To the bomb that may erupt

For the final display to mankind.

This lie is surrounding us,

Young people clear the fountains,
And bad mountains foreshadow us

In their light and darkness

Of steel and speech from the asserter
Of sentences.
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Astonishing Travels

Astonished by lairs and hazards,

My soldier is ahead in the blizzards,

Caring for his spirit, arousing nothing

But monsters to his lap, always abducting.
Compare them to beatings by bats,

They convert the rays into combats.

It is soldier for soldier, and darkness

Has emerged on a pressure from highness.
This evil compared to good is worse

Than a death, or even the frightful commerce.
Death is to share with belts and hats

Worn by knights and barons, and acrobats.
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Astray

They are stray and religion is away from them,

A path may be meal, a path is a way of a diadem.

The religious men sought a sweet air,

When did they reach a heavenly tool to be aware

Of God?

Was this a righteous tool, or a wheel, or was it turbines?

To gods it mentally understood why you should pray

And why you should die, this was them, with diadem.

My path is grand and turning like a war,

Fuel of a belief is combusted to make an action of the heart.
My religion is grand, I love the queen with the rich-life,

She reminds me of the Paradise and what it was to me as well,
Like a sound or utterance, reward from godly behaviour;

My religion is correct and my life is lovable.
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Astronomer

One metre is a distance to stay when sick,

He who lived a long time ago is too neurotic.

He who loved a fine day is paying some note

To the gates threatening to open and devote

Their time in keeping with lovely customers

Who laugh and describe a year of astronomers.

They artfully gaze at the sky at darkness,

Pleasing me, pleasing the rest of saintliness.

I deceive a sky full of stars, and it deceives me,

We promote goodness in the hemispheres, and then see.
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At An Amulet

At an amulet of a moment the treading collects

Returning to the soil of our loved men and women;

The near neighbours are the nearer forms of talent,

A talent will inscribe the future as it retrains the men.
Women must dodge the blows, men enlighten the feared,
Fences shall be interesting, fences shall be walls of leather.
Then the luxury of a moment is forced, like lightning

With brutal force, a sudden lash of the whip,

Or the turning of the face to a safe spot.

My amulet is luckier than most, the real religion
Speaks to me in words, that faster work,

That lengthen the spring and the summer,
Forming wit and collections of atoms in the mist,
A worthy component for the spectrum is immense
Since we know its word, the lord of all us.
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At Every Instant

At every instant, the call of the spirit
Resounds in the split heavens.

We are going to the dead land,

The male earth of clay, to be joined

To our special companions,

The female race.

Luck is with us, what is this beautiful place?
This is where fortune reminds us of life,
More life is more vision, more than we can imagine.
At each call from the heavens

Is an answer of the tower,

Troops of angels beckon to realise

The hurts and joys of Man.
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At Her Feet

He was still at her feet,

In a tone of despair,

As if he soon after came

And produced justice.

The unfortunate men were sure of that,
But justice belonged to justice,

And masters of the heaven

Were descending on the heart

Like wickedness,

That frightened all this in mighty health,
Replying to the question of reason.

A domestic world was a crazy soul,

He was still at her feet when deranged
By the worthiest feats and the trials
Of powerful kinds,

Descending and ascending in powers
That delighted the deviants,

Less than those in powers.
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At My Grave

At my grave be a lovelier flower of poems,
Constrict your muscles to disown me, and

I will see the authority of your living eternity.

My ripened fruit is to inject into the finer flesh,
Offering the angelic help, like the interesting layers
We have butchered with final calm and burden.

My mastery is of this world, it encapsulates a
Tongue of the liver and a tongue of the heart,

My mastery is fully exposed to the earth and clay.

I have fortune in entities of such massive matter
That energy reigns in me like the horse and the cat,
The horse is a jumper, and the cat is a cleverer cat.

This yard I have entertained like the observant one,

It is the graveyard of my mothers and fathers,

A real subtle family so fingered with attributes

That they are numberless, for my mastery of this world
Exactly displays a soldier in me, the soldiers are

The fighters of this earth that return to its like.
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At One

One person is exactly a man when in triumph.
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At The End Of The Road

At the end of the road, a poem is written,
Above the bridge is another form of poetry.
The locusts appear accosting the humans,
Healing humanoids banish the hungry mob
With flowers and powers of poems and prose.
Ever changing is the sky, releasing a blooming
Bush of fire and cowardice, a forest's buds,

A shooting star's remorse, a lifting headache.

At the junction we see another verse of poetry,

As we near the blue gauntlet, the same colour of skies.
To handle a prosaic man is like the handling of males,
Mashing, pushing and punishing the forerunners.

The bridge is covered by moss and sad entrails,

Chief after chief vanquished, defeated the odds,
Required change from the followers of the sin;

A general has spoken when it is his turn of mind.
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At The Time Of Darkness

I am feeling ravenous due to the taste of some food,
Describing is like fortitude, for it is sweet in taste.

My strength arrived at night, for mighty nights are
Strongly out of compulsions, fully grown.

My nightmare ended that very night I was sleeping,

To zigzag across the pillow, and to queerly sigh,

Folding the garments so expensively, reading in the dark.
Civil was the night at the time of darkness,

A presentation I call it, a mild taste so longed for.
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Atomic Genius

Stunts are made of this substance of atomic genius,
They are the atoms of this universe colliding with harm;
Heat has been the trait of the traitor,

It harms him like all properties of philosophy.

Start those behaviours that raise the intelligence,
They swing to the light of the higher forces.

Many atoms deny the praise of the leaders,

Open the entry way for the real actors!

One man is a denizen of the fighting,

Once the pages have been spilt and learnt.

Pens are erased by their users due to healthy
Waters cascading and falling into the heart.
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Atoms

Atoms are back, balls of flame, swung into desuetude,

For they are light particles of enlightenment, to worship.
Comely atoms are effervescent, for they are with ebullience,
Areas are still, areas are bands of strength, banks of disuse.

May we swing into disuse one day with atoms and molecules,
Converted into dust, covered by clay as we originated from it;
Animals corrupt the ancient philosophers, apples of knowledge,

Fully like babies in perfection and perception, like arts of wholeness.

The capital of thinking regards the atoms with disgust,

My captain is a car of thoughts, drive it to reach more disuse;
The body of a book is a cynosure of this civilisation,

Swinging us into efflorescence, for we are ephemeral.
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Atrocity

When atrocities are in the house of never land,
Fought are the priests we stole from the sand

Of the desert, and the land of snow, as they are cold
And heavy with reward;

My sentence is old, small and tall, like a poem

Of great wonder and deceit.

This craft spells crafts over the page,

With atrocities in your own home.

The rest is vital,

And sadness reigns.
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Attached To The Heart

The man is attached to the heart
When he sleeps and he yearns for the mistakes

To be forgiven, the repentance shall achieve wonders.

There is music to be a light at once,
Heavens descend on duties to call,
Highest force has been endured;
We call it a wonderful undertaking:
The spirit within.

My writing absorbed the tale of years,
Opening this doorway of my utterances;

Music played on the harp became unbroken,
Pleasant sights weighed on my harmless eyes.
The state of intelligence surrounded me

As I spoke so eloquently

For myself and yourself.

The man has been restored

By the woman of gold,

And gold shines more than the real light.
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Attack Of Love

The attack is love, of intensive care, easy percussion,

So that a theology is bred to outpace the magic.

The attack on our life is of flying acts, majestic acts,
Above the enemies' planes, fighting the edges.

This day we die of protection, with one day as one sight,
Open then, open the neurotic world of disbelief,
Featuring a quiet earth and soil of the same contaminant.

This cleaves the ground of a trial and justice, feet hurt
As earth quaked, earth is adrift, it is soil of the distaste.
The attack on love is full of dismay, a captive highlights
The action of a thousand caves, a carving man or
Craftsman of cases and causes so effective.
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Attacks Of Comfort

A family of comfortable spring has entered
The land of troubles for now.

A chainsaw is required to tenderly destroy
And manage a family of hatred,

Licking the hungry stomachs,

Opening the entrances to mansions

So livid with outrageous ghosts and hosts.
My habits are killing me now,

Claws upon claws attack the reading public,
Catch them if you can and

If you desire the perfection

That ends of this day.

My laws are of birds in this century,
The years manically destroy

The heat of the blood as the attacks
Are afoot.
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Attitudes

A stake must be driven into the heart of a person who kisses
For blood and guts and ruin, for money of bloody water,

And for the substances that destroy happiness and well-being.

A stagnant pond larrups us with its stare, feeding a lake,
Running water-waves after too many attackers of the
Microscopic level, that never dies and does not deserve.

These two executions matter to the brave and mighty,
Who righteously transfer items of gold and silver,

To the poor and needy, those destitute with morose attitudes.
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Avenue Of Love

The modern and broad avenue of love
Creates a prison for the rectangles of hate.
Invented by the holder of pencils

I hate all of the worse points and

Am no enemy to the insane people of doubt.

A craft has been a wallet or purse,
Fluffy pockets hold perfect stones
That curdle the blood for what it connives.
The heart is a fountain of intellect
Wondering in the breezy country
Called life and existence of the many.
I am in front of a scrawny tree

That bulges and delivers the babies
We see in the news this little time.
My maze is solved by the absolute
Maker of proud warfare and charms.
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Avenues

Inside the small avenue of death,

Life enters and touches the feet.

Were you pondering a solution to action?

The sameness of being alleviates suffering.
The sweet candlelight and the agony of life
Call their victims, working a dangerous mood.
Loading the light into containers

Is like capturing the essence of reality.

Later, we showed the deserters what they flee,

The commotion has been an avenue of death itself.
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Await, Await

Do not ease my burden brought by brethren,

For their true hearts convince me of thoughts

Inside the very chasm of our lives sudden.

To say we ease our burdens is to dissolve the salt

Of a kitchen in water of such strength and length.
One better say the return of ghosts is found in a way,

Once the paprika has been sprinkled in the very dishes.

The roasted fowl ignite a fervour of such soothsaying,
Indications erupt to instil the years with hurt.

I have though a prison promised by authorities,
Opening them will eagerly await the acts.
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Award

I define the award of Wednesday

A priceless clinch of the week.

A perfection believes in the response
Of the next day - the very enjoyment.
I love it when curiosity has graveness
When point full chatter is in braveness.
The curtain has enveloped the stage

And driven a metamorphosis on the front-page.

A price is glimmered in front of the week-ends,
On a beautiful theatrical scale, one transcends.
An award is an exceptional day
And I have established it, I say.
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Awesome Life

Awe is deadly to the soul, the soul,

For it damages the evil spirit and mince,
The management of the existence is a role
That we play, that may gain footprints.

This life is but a long journey, a tool to tell
When one is brother and medal,

Let us drive the river of water to dwell

In it, to risk our paddling and be acceptable.

This loving weather of Earth carried units
That we share and sell with acumen,

Like a computer circuit and coordinates,
Shall this be obscure, or shall we abandon?

Love is in the oxygen, love is full of hatred,

For it has esteem to manage, to catch and match,
Like a brother and sister in conflict abated,
Opening us, closing us and so we can attach.
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Awesome Lights

Never has the brilliant star been awkward

But awesome lights are glowing delivered.

Naveed Akram

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

442



Awesome Thoughts About God

Awe entices us with the thoughts about God,
Do not be mean to be useless and funny;

My sense flows afterwards, fellows rage on,
Like open doors flung apart.

We replace the doors to see God,

Higher than gods, the God understands.

May we detrimentally inspire those without God

To speak again, like quacking ducks ready to fly.

Men could hear scrappy, elegant talk,

By the godly endeavours that live.

But yesterday, the doors opened the eyes
As they shut like diamonds in the chasm.

Safety relies on beauty to be diamonds,
Do not be mean to my selling of facts.

Awe entices, safety relies on diamonds,
As acts of awe-inspiring nature astound.

Naveed Akram

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

443



Awestruck

I am awestruck with the rays of light entering the head,
Then we stride in the corridors of polite light within the bed.
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Awful Burns

Awful burns have divided us in the crashes of the bright,
A coma has been attached to our words of much lift.

The uniform has appeared to be abhorrent, to the senses,
It is completely comfortable and unique, forever this way.
He is drunk by the fluids of division, burning his brain

In a plain struggle, of wonderful might and strength.

The craving of fire is within sight of the light,

Breaking the animals of their blood, of their very sight and hearing.
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Awkward Heads

Awkward and hideous are coming out,
Glancing at their heads we design the remorse,
How well known is the period of lust?
Grotesque, learned moments are of the dust,
In the stars above, in those suns too near,
Licking the bones of our disciples who retrain
The senses,

Feeding hurt men with overwhelming tests,
Tests will reside in the hearts of prosperous
Roots, sickly are their designs.

Sensible men are relaxed due to memories
Guiding their trek across the heavens,
Finding and replacing strokes of currents,
Eddying through the cosmos.

A velvet blackness is surrounding them,
When men could hear a sickly rage.
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Babel

A babel grabbed by understanding
Concentrates us in wrong, the full worm;
One amazement convenes to astound

As they occur, we consider the old regime.
A stagnant body of thought reconvenes
Trying, and bereavement is an old book.
The lactation strongly grows on you,

This is materialism in the world

When the spirit curves into your own.

A strong tennis is played by the cricketers,
One sport can rule the other a whim.
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Babies

She touched her organic body

once again, when walking, as the
tormenting strains of the Dirt babies
shook inside her organic body

making her feel quivering of rings,

the feeling of water waves.

Yes, it was the religion of her fore-fathers to adore
the man worthy of her care and affection.
The medicine was her benediction,
candle lamp her head nurse of honour
and by the time she came forth

in the double-dyed sundown.

she was expectant with her children.
Gadzooks! The Dirt babies were superb!
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Baby Balls

Baby and ball collected cookies,

One ball ran so fast that a nose appeared
And the baby defused the bomb

Called life and certainty.

One car appeared for all to seem vivid,
Books were more than ever,

Boxes were clever, like the withering
Wind that cleverly jested its appeal.

One baby is a book for the learned,

Eyes fix their gnomes at peace,

Higher than the soldier a soldier appears
Forming art works and all the peace.
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Back-Pedaling

We are abducted by those who abjure confessions,
Then their udders are packed with milk of heaven;
But they are babyish and unhappy, able-bodied

As the background they have endured.

This seemed there was backlash and more wines,
To drink them was a backwards action.

I have to fight with my mace that indulges in the sins
We command with our pacific hearts.

And so our padding is abruptly annoyed

By its task of withstanding the pillow itself.

Only to be back-pedaling is to be fruitless

In the spirit of giving up the bread.
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Bad Bird

I saw a bird of quite bad scent,

I smelt it when it flew my way,
Perhaps so speedily,

Perhaps it loved me.

My birds are like no birds of prey
That strike me and hit me with their beaks.
The wings of entire softness
Munch at the air, in the cold
When the snow is falling,

Is falling far too fast.

My bird is so ugly to smell

Yet why does it love me?
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Bags Of Fun

The bags of fun one destroys are nothing,
Gels of the loose change combine to fester
And cost the individual an arm and leg.
The funny men of the decade are murder
As the devolution of this one nightmare

Is like itself the evoked one, the innocent one;
So inventory is not enough.

The bags of inventions are about,

Coins detract from iron as the days go by,
Passersby wander a lesser time,
Passengers passively work to worship
Inside an anatomy,

And then bags of fun.

Fun is about with passages to combine,
My asking is my answer,

As my worst luck abducts the fortune.
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Bandits

Obnoxious oranges smell bad for bandits,
They munch and are set in their munching,
Collecting, repressing and eating their way.
The fruit of a tree connects with branches
So badly kneeling in their very path.

The path stretches into the moonlight,
Fighting its way back and dancing in appearance.
The bandits have arrived with their dance,
Sizzling, spitting their food gathered by their
Fingers that are that smaller for you.

Let go of their oranges!
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Bandits On The Walk

The defeated bandits read their inscription

On the grave, on the board of travel and occurrence,
They are tasked to find out the meaning of scriptures,
Searching survivors and their barricades,

The tracks carry little but the selected pathways.

As they proceed on their quest the grave has responded,
New and surprising actions are dealt to the dead.

Neighbours are hazards, forming me and my crew
That want traps and borders to be defeated.

A phantom concerns me and my crew

As the plain has appeared to be so futile.
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Banks Of Money

The trade of man is simpler than crosses
To make on a sheet of homework.

This distance of miles and miles specializes
In the slogging nature of teamwork.

Why do victories vanish as valuables?
There are firstly banks of money,

Funny as humour itself and angels,

Faster is the money for adults and frailty.

I have my money and sweet dish
In the middle of parties as I wish.
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Banks Of The River

As I sway to the other side of the river,

The bank is arriving, the banks are retelling;

I see a tale to be delivered, a tail is made,

To walk the action of a boulder and man.

I must hurt with pain, the pains of my forefathers,
To reveal a sacred joy, the one of survival.

I must wait for the water to recede from pain,

By lifting the self from wrong of currents and torrents;
These operations on the personal matter

Are joining with my memories of ancient men,

Water and air for them were elements so great

That everywhere they were discovered by the soul.

I must be in no hard panic of pale heartache,
I must be a united man of water and ice,

My fixtures are of the reader’s qualities;

This river is a burden to the opposite side,
The lakes are brimming with disfavour,

But the rivers destroy the very Hereafter.
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Banner Of Love

The strong and brave bannerette displayed his skull

According to the strokes of the sword, and its play.

Men could hear the outstanding miracles before them,

But one compares oneself to parents that describe

The life through eyes, and shake hearts

With love, so that new love occurs with others.

My loving of others begins due to them, and I share

A hold on life due to lightning and thunder, both

Will guide my being with the religious natures,

Forward I march into the rivers of mercy.

The strongest points and facts inhibit us with legs

And arms, as well as the torso and head.

Strength is far away and we are near to each other,

Working shall abide in the hearts of those who call themselves
Human. I shall strengthen those who laugh at my enemies with love.
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Barbarian

How sacred are the duties of some,
That special careers subdue barbarism.

How fed are the learned ones,
That disease earned its ablutions.

We practise a wider plan of deceit,
Forming from the placid and bittersweet.

Barbaric despots overhaul the minority,
And capture or capitulate, what deformity!
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Barmbrack

I break this brack, a bread of fruit,

A bread too good for the eating.

My wives still make me some sawn ring,

A bagel, or a bangle, or sweet pie so much.
My breakfast needs a bracelet

From the opposition, an angry mob,

Who condemn my family of loaf-eaters;
Their argument survived,

And all T ate was the actual bread

That was baked a dozen times a day.
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Barn

You inwardly feel and see the greenery of the site,
This farm contains a spectacle of might.

The barn is a table of light, in which you stay

For the very night and look everywhere inside to say.
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Barricade

To pass the barricade I am unsure,

Opening the wars carries a bite that is monster,
I stay around with the passing crowd,

But they swept me from shore to shore

In a worrying blend of activity,

This is the small moment of the whole day.

The dilemma was a parade of such striking crowds,
Huddling, elbowing with elephants imagined.
Gathered together were the torrent of people,

The fraternity pursued us as we passed our tests
In the meaningful occasion.

My moments connived an assembly of guests,
Standing out from the crowd, liking and loving
The huddle, so lusting for the delivery

Of yourself.
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Basic Ability

Basic abilities are the life of my work,

Just be authority, and certain trees are grown.
The sender of thoughts shall weigh half,
Justice finds a place for the weak and infirm.
My opening thoughts fence for themselves,
Names are too beleaguering like a fountain.
Must we touch the return of our forefathers?
The living and dying is for one who cares
About the haziness in the air of the dwellers.
Basically and effortlessly, the thoughts

Are registered to work genius in the hearts of men.
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Battalion

Statistics jog our memories,
Alternatives of thought and abilities.
Begin with originality

And the battle is ordinary.

Why does the ground shake with rigour?
Then when it hugs fondly a clear space

The races do arrange their cleverest weight
And bestow a companion of much delight.

Faster are the cowards who enjoy this peace,
The neighbours are elegant, well-dressed,
As usual, and more of those beautiful cowards

Do embrace the same speed of battle.
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Bazaar Of Balloons

If the ballooned bazaar is barraged by thieves,
Sell it afterwards to a balloonist who believes.
He sells it perhaps to a merchant on the loose,
This man offers a price to others to abuse
Them.

If this bazaar of balloons is a balcony now,
We see further than thieves can allow.
The plan is to frustrate the balloonist

In order to triumph with the cartoonist

Who draws from this.

The thieves have stolen the painting,
The painting of balloons they were reacquainting.

(]
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Be Jewels

To give a strong jewel to a man who gives

Is descriptive of a man who is wealthy

Beyond beliefs, a system of jewels can craze.
The modern age gives and forgives,

But they are driven to cowardice

Since games of gold strike hard at them.
Remember the age at which you whispered
The words so ruling, and remember them well.
For your family asks for gold and treasures
Like paper and food, jewels and rings.
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Be Love

Sharing may be loving, like a crime of tears,
Or love’s air is carried by the one of fears.
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Be Near Heaven's Door

Be awake like heaven's door,

Let cheesecake be your companion,

And cupcakes for the dusk,

With dawn as a friend and equation.
Mathematicians shall deplore the tastes

Of hell, for in their heaven a rust

Occurs and collects to dismay the majority,
Where geometry subjugates

Whenever shapes shall be ready.

The flakes of our island bake and enter

The lusts, one has to forsake a fruitcake,
Oh, the intake of a few speedy morsels.
The hack-and-slash of chemistry

Subdues the regions of the heavens,

We see chemical wars and engineering men
On the factories of food and drink.

Then because the lake defies and deifies
Us, we live in stupidity, and all our woe
Has chiefly disappeared.
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Be Over

It is devious to be relevant on a task,

This task rests with godly men of good measure.
The gods of righteous nature shall presume,

But we strive forwards in life never making sure.
It decided to rest with humanity of death,

Death is a basic natural act of self-indulgence.
The reality of a thought rides along life,

The sleepers of the night have dreamed forever.
The task is set, happy forming itself,

Let the mission be over and all be over.
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Be Proud

Be pride and poison for it,

Poor is the friar who took.

Pleasure is soon, sooner than ever,

When bones are picked by the vultures

Over our heads that speak of those ones that fly nearby.

Be proud and in the death of others be proud

Against a fountain of rifles and ammunition,

These are the guns we lift to our eyes and let vultures fly to die.
The monks are not in the vicinity, like hairy monks.
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Be Punctual!

I have crazy helpers and lepers,
All of the scripts say wonders
Of the high profits and worries
That submerge and emerge
Like quilts and pillows of help.

I have the insane helpers of late,
Labourers cancel their heavens
As the later sort are the punctual
Asking me a question,

Or are they?

The lift of the centuries is old,

The uplifting understanding

Is in men who are goalkeepers,
The shooting practice is late,

Like the practice and you will be ill.
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Be So Boy

The riches I emerge with are strange so cold,
Innocent gold! Higher wealth is around that is told.
A rich man hurried towards his house

Finding a woman called his wife with a white blouse.

The rich life has arrived for all the luck,

Melting far away, just far too far like muck.

The gambler is to be, a corpulent man

Shall pain the hurt, the sane man is in Afghanistan.

How rich will life be now that gold is not silver?
Silver is like a snake, whilst gold shines so quieter.
My wife likes new clothes and new food

In the realm of our understanding, our attitude.

You shall blame the innocence of tense muscles,
You shall climb new veins with blood and angels.
May life enjoy, feel too much a toy,

And then let Winston Churchill be so boy.
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Be Thanked

Now, God be thanked with outstretched hands,

Made sure by clear eye, and forsaken gesture;

Leave the hungry minds and the sick heads,

And all the emptiness of the love that we breed.

This time my anger will whisper and weep,

Then my sick heart crumbles, frail and fair.

To be fragile is to thin out of love for the frail

And frivolous ones who pertain to just ways.

Under the lawn's mess of grass you wait,

Creeping behind, letting go of woes that astonish

And you wait with your frailty that is embedded.

Long health is the longest love of the tame and gentle,
Lover's wealth shall cause the other mate to prove itself.
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Be The One

Be the one to be the coffin’s fun,
Buried under the wooden lid of love,
Buried forever and ever like deadly wishes.

My mother has prayed that I command
Those above me, and master the souls
Who try to overtake me in their slumber.

Be the one to be death’s uncle,

Author of the incredible book of old,
Licking the pages with the fingers.

One life dissolves, one admires the lives
Of the lovers who dance and pray

Forever in union with heavenly splendours.
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Beach

I was alone, on a beach of wonders and joy,

Sand scrubbed my ankles, holding the box

With fury, a little way inland there was the worry.

I had possibilities, and the acts of a day constructed

A few dreams that worked, and worked like a gloved hand
In distress and achievement.

I saw through my suit a parade on the beach,

The sands collected like a graph of subjugation,

No complications arose, as the flowers were just seaweed.

I looked around to fetch some seawater to rinse my head

Once more, once the accomplishments could arrive.

My helmet and camera stood in time, with the beach,

With all its sand particles, and all the strife connected with a graph.

The footprints disappeared fortunately,

With low sunlight the beach melted,

And the fine clothes were wet with western rain,

Weak pleasure resided in pleading for polite senses,

Weaker resorts were like beaches of sand and rain and seawater.
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Beady

Beady eyes looked out onto the field of vision,
Someone cried, shorter and longer were the shadows;
Locked into a storeroom, other senses quickly returned,
Fitting the behaviour of the past and future.

He was worth eating, worthy of praise as a taste

To the eyes, and the ears will feel hearings of taste.

He swallowed himself, and all the food was hard,

Yet someone cried and fell aghast at the nonsense.
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Beams Of Light

He heard the cry for it a bit,

Stepped in and didn't want to look

As if the beams of light vanished,
Relics were afloat fearfully arising

In solemn nature, living alike.

This magical child cried in disbelief
Delving once more into oblivion

So obvious and obscure in the entirety.
Death occurred too late for the fights
Funnily felt a thorn in the side with spots.
He heard anyone do such a thing?

The child should call an errand boy,
Should call a silent one eye

To see and bring suspicion of reality.
On this community a pleasant news
Has arisen, for the night of this life.
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Bear Incident

There were limits to the valley,

Also this resumed for the rise verbally;
A final art erased its beginning,

To this valley I return with grinning;

For this valley flows from within,

After the river shakes where it has been.

Seeing water currents here and there,
I want to be so aware,

My armchair is against the bears,

For bears are like the air of chairs;
Little men surround them inside,

I want to now see and decide.

The bear stammers and starts

So that we drop, and then it contorts
Its furry face: my head is at peace
But the beautiful way of coyotes
Exceeds me, such is the life

That I run away and to my knife.

This knife is certain like gold,

It is my pleasure to behold,

Within is the secret of the blind

That repairs the old weird man outlined,
My shadows are secret like the air,

I have fled from a bear.

Then it seizes the legs with force,

The wife needs a divorce;

My face is contorted and without beauty
For I wince and remain fruity

For the bear who hides and taints

The blood for the worst of complaints.

A blood flows to the river and blood

Is red from too much said in the flood;
I am an invalid, I am an actual man
Now that I live too fast and began
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A life away from this wilderness,
Away from the whole tenderness.

Blood is the river of redness,

The river subjugated me who is adventurous,
This adventure is my travel,

It is the traveller who sees and can unravel
This ghost of being that sighs,

So please do not then criticise.

This bear is in my chair today,

Yet its belated mind is yesterday;

I see the river is faster

So I wade and escape the disaster,
This bear is in my chair

And I have worried to this anywhere.

Water took my flight into itself,

The grizzly bear was correct like a wolf,
But water was the element of design

That left with my going I assign.

The wolf or bear was sudden,

But the river saved me from the forbidden.

I saw it in the distance,

Alone in its existence,

But my home had to arrive,
To see this I must derive

A basis for my faults that drive
My sacred nature that is alive.
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Beards With Guilt

Beating beards are beaming with guilt,
The furnace of the heart is a guilty wart,
One finds in it a spot of distaste as it
Dissolves and reenters the head and heart.
Whining with feasts fitted for the fight,
Grills of the hot wine are consumed,
Drained and drank with such force.

Blow on the hearts of the feeders,

With roads enforced on us.

The beard is a force to fight with the heart,
Friendship gives noises, foes tell tales,
Simultaneously as the message wears

A meaning of the heart, a hot wine is drained
But drinking is the worst lie of horses’ feet.
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Beast And Brother

At this beast is a brother who beckons,

This boisterous beast is a frank human being,
These masculine arts are the old ways of this beast,
Their science is a plane of the whole creation.

This hundred percent man visualises humanity,
Transferring the old ways to the new modern brays.

A sound from the heart is heard by the beloved beast,
Its food is delicious, and the brother wants scripture for
The beast, learning will result and burgeon dutifully,

Like the angers of the whole realm that realises
Knowledge and wisdom; why does the beast burden the
World with its wonder? Where does it live with its charm?

The brother sees him in his heart of heat, the blood is rolling

As his boiling heart hears and sees wonder from the direction.

It is the direction of the healing foot, the healing beast who looks
Like the hundred year old man. He is seller of virtue, silent and
Solemn, with hunchback stature, and witness of the trials ahead;
Where does this beast house his agony of the winds?
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Beauteous Knowledge

Which of the beauteous creatures

Will be this night an animal to write with me?
My beasts are all clawing at my door ledge,
Knowledge escapes from the evening.

This night was a number of wonders,

A baby has more special joy and heaven,

But it looked innocent by the way it stared,
The knowing distinction became embedded

So fast and far they were becoming too many.

This night a whirl arose, wings of the flower

Were petals, their heraldry seemed the bosom,

And it could fly to pretend and enjoy,

Knowledge became sparse and I was a flower

This evening, the very same heap of gold and pearls.
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Beautiful And Lovely

The beauty of the love one inherits is exceptional,
A proud one accepts this person from the deeply able.
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Beautiful Cage

Cages are mined for their beauty,

As for love, the mind is gaining blue colours
Meaningfully like the one of music.

I cage them for anger, for all the actions
That freeze an individual for all eternity.

My losing sight is in front of him,

He lost a picture in his mind,

My dessert was solid,

Costs were higher than my brother.
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Beautiful Courage

Courage overtakes the self when in a rush or anxious struggle;
One fears, one dies and the courage is there to save the soul.

Beautiful courage creates a thought for the wayfarer,
Beauty has exposed its laws and credentials like paper.

Beautiful death shall speak for itself in the happiest wounds,
Lucky are the dead who come alive, who have spoken for their souls.

My asking for beauty is far too deep, my solution for its presence is fatal
Yet the years have instilled a beautiful abode in the heart that is thirsty.

Courage undertakes a beautiful moment thoughtless and deep,
My wonder has ceased, like the sword that penetrates the flesh.
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Beautiful Life

Forming tragedies, the beautiful life is an existence to experience,
Once life is forgiven, the tragedy has disappeared, resulting in abundance.
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Beautiful Love

The people who think along beauty

Are favoured by the lovers, tonight.

Any person in love offers his soul

To adorers of sin, of hatred and love.
Beautiful love is so excellent

That it conquers the lovers and haters.

My sympathy for those in need

Is offered to those opposed to us,

And sinners are the transgressors of height,
Sinners are higher tasks of the love;

These high tasks should contain no beauty.
The thinkers are polite to those in love,
Beauty is their soul, and body and mind.
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Beautiful Mountain Of Gold

To see a mountain is too many sights,

Yet you must believe in the nights of gold,
When rigours absorb the sea and the sea
Helps your penniless banks of money.

This mountain of gold is like a liar in snoring,
He is boring and will be getting tired,

Tired of golden worship that sizzles

In the shining sun of the worst stars.

Must we inspect the mountains? The floating
Ideas happen on the events excelling us.

To believe is such a tragic ending,

My suspects are absolved and their thrills
Abound with agony, like liars in the mud,
Fulfilling the fortunes of war.

Must we examine a boring man in his saying?
His saying, his sayings are statements of red
Joy, the blood seeps into the ranks of men,

The Red Army is joining with yours to enforce
Communism, like the man who indulged in these
Arts or sciences, the man whose rude heart
Dissolved fortune in a cup of beautiful solvent.
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Beautiful Posture

The rhythm of beauty connives without doubt,

Its sacred beauty is that of beauty but without;
For the forces at work shall consider the rigid

And sworn oath from the heart can contains blood.
The beautiful wellness, such as the one I possess,

Concentrates in the arteries accomplishing their task.

One discovers a challenge of the holding,
For when do comely faces bestow mercy?
It is the beauty within that bothers nobody,
Bells chime with beaming delight from beds

Of benign characteristics, that let you sleep in peace.

I have seen enough love in my heart and veins

To suggest a simple repose is in calling,

For to call a post a beautiful bed with rhythm

Is to signal tasty thoughts to the mind at pleasure.
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Beautiful Sayings

Sayings are beautiful when constructed by force,
Your saying is powerful when too sweet;

Victory must have you now,

Like essence and knowledge

Creates space with a so-called vacuum.

You say much, but say little;

More beauty is nested with supreme joy.

The space I instill in the hearts of the mischief
Is made from ideas and juice to swamp a clown.
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Beautiful Tactics Of Man

The melody of beauty perches on the soul,
Music refracts like light inside the soul;

My class is not so obsolete, once I

Forgive your friendship, like a man in doubt.
To know the exact land of those troublers
Creates an empty bed of roses,

Full of divine exercises that tactically

Destroy one’s knowledge and wisdom as well.

The eternal question resides in the heart
With the head as well, in sight of intuition,
Like holding a glass in the rain

And counting the droplets forever in this way.
The melodious watch of well-crafted eyes
Condemns and unites as well,

In this sense the politeness of the soul

Is heard, by those sighted and those blind.
Little management is needed in this respite
Granted by those in charge of souls.
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Beautiful Thoughts

They are the biggest and longest hours of the goal,
There needs to be a change of heart and goals,
Fulfilling us both with smiles and cheer

In the process of learning.

Like a normal thought the beauty is absurd,

Do not be mean to my entire beautiful repose;

It is the impostor who imposes its grave and reason,
The facts are dissolved in front of him like a mirror.

Pull a map from your saddlebag and despair,

For it is three thousand degrees in heat,

And the map has an awareness of beautiful thoughts,
Treasures shall be obtained, work will be blamed.

I was entombed and off to sleep, leaving and stopping,
With a fine resolve, that made be bigger and better
Than the opposition who also had thoughts of the enemy,

One foe is better in strength than a thousand forces.
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Beautiful World

At the centre of the world is laughter,
When does beauty enter and exit? After.
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Beauty Is Happiness

Beauty has a trigger for happiness,

It contains the secrets of the soul,

Horses can push no other than it,

For they are the rivals of men who ride them.

Beauty may stick to the boots

And enliven the spirit within.

Opening a container of lettered opinion

We read the message of beauty:

Beauty we find among certain moments

And in these are the husbands of loving nature.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 493



Become The Balcony

Become Brittany, become botany, then balcony,
I am stranded in thoughts of company that delights.

The invasions were bunnies, seconds undermined us,
Minutes overplayed, as hours became staring stars.

The time of the year was the whole aspect of creations,
I whine and deliver my praise to the maximum speed.

This writing is too felonious to read, my writing is my thought,
It creates a toy, itself the war, itself the toy of raw pain.

My writers are working for my own lodgings of bricks and mortar,
To establish a house of a mansion we must pressurise the rise.

So come to a region that you love and adore in asking thoughts,
To arrive and approach the reality of a day and a night.
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Becoming A Revolution

After Siberia, the man was confronted

And he wrote of the police for its worth,
Returning to the gulf of bad weather

He relaxed and tuned his instrument

To sing of the tunes of Siberia.

The road to Revolution exerted prowess,
Through Zurich, Munich and London.

Past leaders had succumbed with notes

And their excellent characteristics were noted.
The man was a marked man of ingenuity

And fixed operation, full of brain and intellect,
Like the genius of the century,

As far as the eyes could receive.

His aim, to join Plekhanov, was heard,

And he joined him in time by leaving

The Russia of days that minced and mattered.
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Becoming Mischievous

My bagels shine inwardly

To see why their arousals find something.
My annual lunch consists of salt,

Peppers are different ankles to stand on.
Mine work, they spurt directions

Like proper legs and limbs, with angles.
The articles I read appear to the girls

Of such magnificent intelligence.

Then weathers arrive to assemble

The seemingly soft pie of dinner.

Area requires magnitudes,

To return to this region makes hurt
Like those who loath you.

I have approximately ten years to learn
The different lies, and espionage

Is my apostle.
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Becoming Rich

May winning be absurd to the lame,

A limp has beaten the way so often;

The paths too trodden are the fair,

Bent on land, the legs have trekked.
Treacherous and trembling, the ways

Offer deceit and conception of ideas.

The treasury is about on its legs,

Money has been lame and lined here.

The mill of money is conjuring wealth

So best, blasting me with an odour of riches.
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Bed Of Roses

Under the bed of roses we find peace,

Where we stand in heavenly habits finding it;
The roses are never crushed for all of us,

The roses sweetly remember us on this day.
This truth is overpowering me for love and life,
This truth has cancelled my objective,

For I like dozens of flowers and plants

That are subject to the test of loyalty.

May we all wear this bed of roses

In the effort to conceal our crime.
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Bedlam

It was bedlam, sheer chaos and collapse,

Of the city, the inner lot of buildings

Found in the country.

It composed of musical houses, golden shrines

And stationary and moving vehicles.

The bombs scolded me as well, lifted the lot,

Scalded me nearly, and wore my gait.

The running men were innocent, walking men

Were criminal.

Your city burned up till midnight,

Until fires were extinguished by the men of fire.

The city burnt again as the people recovered afterwards,
For they needed bandages and badges, fire was grotesque,
Fire made no sense, just not one sense, for it died

And everything died, when all was well, and afterwards,
All was well yet dead were some, and their families were somewhat dead.
The anarchy of this unique city fed as something else -
Hell on this world, hell to worsen the tracts of time.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 499



Beds Of Suffering

We die in the beds of suffering,

Humoured by the balances of pain,

Collecting the knowledge of knowing hurt,
Contriving a blessed and divine method,
Trying the effective and lovable design of love
That hides a joyous song in the mental agony.

We die for the longing of hurt and destruction,

Where is the plane of existence limiting our hurt and worry?
So that a hurling question can be solved:

Why are there mysteries in the hatred of pain

When evil spirits could collect themselves against us

And overthrow us. Their power shall overcome us

If we are in suffering. Thus, the pain is shaped around
Goodness.
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Before My Eyes

I see before my eyes the wonderful words,
Speak them around the mouth to sustain,
So that meanings are clear to the birds.

I saw so many reasons to master and also afterwards,
Seen so many sessions of praise of this book to attain,
I see before my eyes the wonderful words.

Created and longed for, the books and pages are blizzards,
Looking for times so tight with sin again,
So that meanings are clear to the birds.

May we attain longevity when we read books backwards,
Leaning against the wall to hasten the air plane,
I see before my eyes the wonderful words.

Pleasing us one way is like living a way of life with hazards,
Leading is a disease of words, so frightening for after pain,
So that meanings are clear to the birds.

Can the heraldry of our country be the same innards,
Liking this sign captures the books’ meanings from the brain,
So that meanings are clear to the birds,

I see before my eyes the wonderful words.
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Before The Lightning

This individual performs well before lightning,
He took a hand watching over dogs in humour,
Less food is an impact on his beloved cadaver,
For death by providing provides the light.

A general manager causes discontent before
The sky turned grey, then darker so that
Flashes of hurt and pain resented the eyes
Like the licking of a bowl, loving the role.

To the floor below, a lightning crack is sound
Enough for an earthquake easing from monsters,
The building will hold the lawful questioning,

It cedes to us a bridge worth crossing abruptly.

It reduces us to dust and shadows,
Like the shade of the heart,
And conductors film us with their storms

Of lust, the normal storm of sheer flash.
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Before The Reply

Before I could reply he sprang to his feet,

I was wrapped in a vision of Hell;

Exhausted and bloodied, my springing

And dying corrected the people.

I was a stern and stone figure,

When in my life.

I should have plenty of disputes for this life,
Inside a session of clear light.

Understand this now that you have explored
The right angle, and the right belief.

When he bounced tonight,

The balls also did, for the eternity that is ready.
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Begin This Quest

Begin the dazzling quest with many stars,
Concentrated skies of little lights all this way;
Begin this night with illumination at best,
Never does the land submerge itself in the rain.

An ocean reserves the water of eternal prophetic time,
This day we perfect the answers to the questions;
May we sensibly state our loves and likes,

Kicking me in the back with laughter.
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Beginning With Those Tyrants

I begin with beginning, story after story,

The overflowing words are mere birds

Flying to their homes and nests like lightning
Natural as the wind and as much as meaning.
They conveyed their thoughts through wonderful
Wings of intelligence that greeted dawn dazed.
The greatest thrill exploded earnestly, words
Began their mission, words and clauses willed.

I ended my thought with endless sympathy,

Pitiful men are like me, prose is against me

Like the tyrants and disasters we call our foe.

This foe is a story or tale animated by some

Creator, who blessed the innards and blessed us.
But why does the very simple worry enter the heart?
Whose lace is assumed by the onlooker?

I beleaguered fantastic beings by lowering the head.
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Begotten

No stealing is allowed when you meet him,

The son of his is condemned for being him.

A thief is excellent due to poor health,

But when he is begotten, the wealth is contrived.
One is amazed by the flute of freedom,

Singing like itself with profuse melody;

The begotten son amazes me when not stolen
Like the sound so erred by those insignificant ones.
The stealing of the piccolo deserves mention,

One talked to the highness of some. The ones
Who rule shall gain a wonder, from all this bounty.
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Behaviour

The fulcrum of my behaviour is life,

Fortune forced its tentacles, conniving

And banishing the very layer I existed in.

The reality faced me in the head of affairs,

Our tails longer, the balancing act was tremendous

And very berated when we fell into the depths of the ocean
Of life.

The fulcrum or pivot was down where it lay-

Life was deciding behaviour, the very act.
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Beheading

He is bemused by the priest,

He slants his head like a beast.

The priest does not stop,

He is sacrificing with a chop-chop!

The head of his pride and ownership

Shall vanish like a bombed airstrip.

Apostles say that murder is forbidden

For the human race. According to his abdomen.
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Behold The Jungle

This jungle of sorts recognises me when I deliver,

The revolving doors are open, then we conclude the monument.
The river dangles behind like a sea open to enemy,

Much sauce collects when the sewing has begun.

An industry of collectors works hard to consider

And contrive a reality to question at all levels.

This is acceleration, the red mountain so told,

Behold it when it erupts and concentrates on us.

The jungle has trees dangling, dawn shall appear,

With fountains of red and blue, the sun has goals.
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Being Brother

Spinning and being a pseudo brother

Or witting the tale of a scrap of land

Is to be a king in your own home.

Into sanity we describe the acts of a boy
And his toy.

One obviously affects us,

Who becomes a pseudo brother;

Once there were boys of the brotherly
Concoction, feeding their frenzy

And keeping the reports to themselves.
I have sanity, and my links are fetching
From afar.

My brother is a spine of my whole soul,
Listening to him reminds me of slithering
Snakes, but the pseudo brother is worse
Who lifts me into darkness one day,

Taking my feet and destroying feet and toes,
Much about this I know.
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Being Grim And Greedy

I saw an apple being grim,

As long as the heavenly spread;
Not as soldierly as a grimace,

But the smile of a normal root.

I really believe in the changes

Of its target, to deplore and shed.

The ripe stars were fruity so much,

The good had to overcome evil,

Like the planets and their satellites.
This future will spring from the thorax,
Like the bomb that fell on top of inches
And inches of fire that grew ever larger.

Greedy stars overcame their rivals,

Not knowing where to shine and dine,

Like the royal ships and the royal banquets.
One past life was a station of the highness,
Looking towards the whole galaxy,

Like the outward eyes of a child.
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Being Men

Excitement knows the certain men

Who enlighten the few in this prophetic time,

Mighty soldiers march frowning
And bound to carts and horses
So daring and complete,

Like the offerings to the strange gods.

My opinions are like facts

Of the various levels of strategy,
Open to doors of feats and arms
Made by the producers,

As excitement grows and enters
The net we have sought.

In a new place one has emotion,
Returning sounds are the sons,
And they are massive like titans,
Few have been slain as their entire
Realm is of madness and rule,
Little is my world so like the being.
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Being Nearby

Being nearby was never enough,

Some worthwhile hours were spent.

Actually present, the boy and girl carried
Each other like the trains that pass the night.
It was good to know, it was again their investment,
The whole of the city enjoyed the hug,

This monumental district expressed its joy
To the couple whose status had collapsed.
On the rickety table they slept,

With conversations and languages

Lulling the place into peace.
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Being Of

Who was the being of spirits?

I plead to the story-tellers,

And I plead to the distressed.

The years have astounded me

As stories unfold, endangering me.
The story of a life destroys the lives,
Feet climb their stairs called rooms
As rooms are evacuated by war.

The standard of health this year has been
Improving for the last time.

The health of a doctor has died,

Death is the apparatus of this kitchen
And house.
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Being Poor

Being poor will decease, bringing the light

Of the heavens to your grace, so great.

Inside the heart is the soul and its legions,

What does the heart speak when committed?

This heart is trained to inflate the eyes of sight,

To obscure the vision when in fright or darkness.

My being poor is a natural calamity that the heart
Miserably partakes, for parting with luxury is sincere.

My heart is poor, my poor heart speaks to the pen
To inscribe the letters of unity and trust.

Will my pen prescribe the medicine of the soul
And the self, committing the heart to words of light?
I am not richer than the words of enlightenment,

But these are divine words of the tongue that instills.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 515



Beleaguered Army

An assemblage of characters worked below,
Brooding on remorse and sin as a graveyard;
Beleaguered by death, it had dissembled the enemy,
A comely thought for the comely soldier.

The soldier’'s demesne cast the whole world aside,
An elixir of youth was imbibed.

It was the denouement of youth and age,

It was dulcet, never abhorrent to see you drum your life.
Furtive glances kept them awake with hurry,

The glamour of a man was in full demonstration.
Now the war had its felicity, but ephemeral.
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Belief Of Relief

This fear guides belief

For the summer understands
Relief and of this

I pray to elongate my

Life of such a great nature
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Belief Of The Heart

The belief of the heart is extreme,

Inside one finds a mine of gold and silver;

The interior of your organ called the heart

Has a number of rooms to fill;

They are belief and reason,

Belief and reason are always in command

Just as the police ascertain your heart

And learn of the heat that your nature brings.
Hearts do ascertain themselves,

For they speak to yourself alone,

For they speak to the ways of your own,
Intrepid are the slight beats of some,

Intrepid are the mannerisms becoming.

You need a sound knowledge of this mighty organ
To believe in yourself, as much as nature allows.
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Belief Of The Winter

I believe in the winter and how it sings
To the music of our forefathers,
Dazzling with sins and happinesses,
That revolve around me and winter.

I am a tower of a red man,

Working like the rest of society,

But when winter comes it speaks

To me, like a canal or river or sea.

The sparks flying in my direction

Are an artistic manner, and I am polite

And interested in your manners above all else.
These statements survive and darken

The weapons of our day like a sword

Or other dark manner.

I believe in winter and summer,
And it charms me to stay far away,
Liking the dealings of the mountains
And the trees of great height,

Full red ruination has happened
Called blazing fire.
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Believe In Love

Love is the father of belief,
Inside the tumultuous memory
Is the remnant of disbelief
Mastering a few of the ideas.
Then those who hate appear
Before the majesty and utter
Strange forms of message,
That nobody hears and speaks.
The unit of this society

Is abolished and solid beliefs
Occur in the heart

After much strife.

I see the crystal moon in its thinking,
Love is upon its shoulders,

Believe then the ultimate fortune
That has landed,

On this Earth

We have called Father Rain.

This isle is the torture of the souls,
Loving inhabits us with stench,
Hatred wants the promise of a lig,
This isle is the torture of the soul.

Then love is the father of belief,
It strangely stares with light
And transfixes you

When you are looking.
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Beneath The Sea

Beneath the sea is too much fire,
So people may not lie

About a man who leads desire
And laughter is to die.

Be ready as can be when you
Will cry to god like saint,

To pray for goodness that it
Is okay, under that paint.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 521



Beneficial

The benefits accompany the man who wins,
Problems of sleep calculate me and his worries.
May I learn in ways too important, too wise,
That returns appear and exercise - too wise.
May winning benefit me rather than him,
Victory worked according to heaven.

Fleeing from the site is evil and winning,

But winning does not come or reappear.

Those men who win shall overpower the enemy
In the correct form, in the absolute manner.
This is to win, this is to prosper,

Another triumph brings joy and happiness.
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Bereavement

Do not get tired from grief as you are bereaved,
And bereavement is relief as you are bereaved.

Do certainty on the scene of writing, when all is leisure
And certain people believe in their belief as you are bereaved.

Does your mind seem a container of science and sea?
Then let feelings go, let them reside away from the thief as you are bereaved.

Does your partner know why marriage is sacred and solid?
Then see him or her with a measure of truth as the chief as you are bereaved.

May surrendering accomplish the goal of a life-time,
May I wish you all the best with your disbelief as you are bereaved.

Let Time fly, let innocence mend the tattered cloths and dress and uniform,
For when a person dies he or she is abject and very brief, as you are bereaved.
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Berserk

They looked calm, ripped asunder

As a meteor wrecked the village,

It hung over the skies as a boulder
Flying into the region of distaste.

The beast of rocks cried and roared
For the safety of thoughts was grand.
It wrecked the bravery of a forever,
Wondered why we were so courageous
In this world of human justice.

The beast was wilder than a generation
Of doubters, the berserkers created it.
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Berserk And Charming Man

A berserk man is a charming one,
Childlike in his being, in boiling point.
Bitter moments are remembered,
Decorous life shall inhibit his trials

From taking victory.

Ceaseless life manages moments

Just about boundless, full in lustre.

The berserk man clumsily munches

On and on, feeding his frenzy with
Unions and betrayals, of a higher

Form of justice that he is so proud of.
Cheap and cloudy are the inner workings
Of his mind - the real object, the actual object.
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Best Men

Begin to undersize him even now,
And when he realises you, say how.
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Best Of The Creation

The best of the men are the lovers of creation,
Stagnant and moving, still and alive;

The best of those who suddenly move are verses
That stutter and state what the stations of existence
Are like in this desert, as small as the cosmos.

A total moon is lost in this mighty springtime,
The summertime elapses and surprises

The senses, with fully bled veins.

The best of the properties are still,

Stillness exactly completes the puzzle.
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Best Of The Worlds

Best of the worlds,

Be a place for the delicate ending,
Make an effort to water the eyes,
Those eyes stay on earth,

They stare disappointed and distant,
Like flowers of taste that entrances
The soul with silence.

Best of the worlds,

Be a paint for the sky and wall,
Bright colour causes a sacred
Place to shake and reunite
Brothers and sisters,

Some of the chieftains dislike,
Many entail the justice of a night.

Best of the worlds,

At night the peace is proclaimed,
The nights of science share a road
With the training of truth

Into the hearts of mankind,

So that both of our weapons

Can burst and enlighten.
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Best Opening

Tonight the best blessing is open to belief,

Going to the teaching area is an opening to belief,
Yet where does the blowing of thoughts go?

The belief is a system for your pleasant gift,
Underneath the table one cries also

A certainty that abides and this thinker

Has been born to experience,

To become a godly follower is the main sport.

After the lesson stays it becomes quavers
Then the decibels are increased for tonight,
The musical applause causes events

Of the same period to join and experience
In one moment.

These gifts are for your guess,
Estimate the thoughts of the chief tappers,
Notice the effects of the liberties,

As far as the eyes can bear.
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Best Wishes

Those are the best wishes given to me,

An acculturation takes place for the sight;
Difficulty and dignity are rapid and dirty,

One is a craftsman, a crayon to be bought bright.

By candlelight we bite the food of cosey people,
Diplomacy is the subject, the topic of war,

My time is shared by those in war even able,

This is them, the able ones who collapse from afar.

Let the wish of an accent be charred like a single act,
Adaptable men shall forgive me for themselves;
Behaviour is that of an ability to enact,

To enact is strangely to disperse before he delves.
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Better Knowledge

The knowledge of better facts began last week,
Trials mattered too much now that I started;

Let me narrate the account in splashing properties,
Going into neat handwriting, pleasing us in the eyes,
And ears are pricked for the penetrating majority.
Then there was raw twilight, here was the baker and artist
For the days and nights following,

All about the yard, seeing starts and stops.

It appeared to be an adjustment adjacent to advice,
Toes became further in size, with fingers

Growing in trial, understanding and reflecting.
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Better Men

You have better values of property

Than those who enter the life of others.
Without denial, passing into kindness,

The soul of your body is weak and delighted

By the soothing calamities surrounding it.

We have vision of dreams dissolving into our head,
Finding peace within and without,

Masking us from true life, but is life true?

May peaceful men walk this Earth with dignity,
Surrounding their peace with a bigger faith,
Breaking the thinker’s thought into fragments
And understanding then what thought suggests.
The property of a man’s life is his toy,

With this damage comes a manhood,

One of a trend and sway.
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Between Us And The Moon

Between us and the moon is a stillness,

There is calmness, also a significant shrillness.

We abandon the flight to the moon,

Coming like paper is the month soon.

The space between us and this glorious satellite

Is striking, industry is richer than this whole electrolyte.
We escape from this world of obvious danger

To strangle the brothers, and worse is the changer.
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Bewailing

Bewailing like mad the lady of the house

Gathers her tears whilst in a state of conjecture;

The old her refuses to obey this reality of speech,

The tears that flow from her organs of sight

Realise the full rigour of life as seen by the naked eye.
Bewailing like apes in custody the lady of this mansion
Will support nobody else, just her husband also damning
The weak and helpless, who despise efforts to rectify.

A house is run like a home, too squalid to live in by others,
But the full rigour of life is gained by the profession
Earning the half of life ascertained by some, by others.
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Big Cats

If I were a cat,

I'd be a big cat too,

I'd freeze in the land
Of the sun and rain.

This lion sank into the earth,

For the mind was a heated treasure,
Liking an eating ritual,

Loving the sunny weather.

My head dropped to the sure ways,
At a distant scene, under the fractured sky;
Never did a storm come hither,

Leading the lions and cats.
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Big Crowd

Other people are like the wonders that glow,

They glitter and glide forever, always in flow.

The crowd is unhappy with the abolition and emotion,
The speaker has found enemies for demolition.

I speak like a leader that is fresh from struggle,

That is ready to argue, fuss and muddle.

Real is the populace of expertise,

The memory of a far greater size.

Listen and enjoy this speech,

One that can glow and not just mutter.
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Big Hand

A big hand never released the big men,

Their face relaxed, wrinkles deepening,

Gazing started and stopped for they were big.
During the night was a trough, and a crest,
Graphs of paper gripped us with mighty weather,
Eyes became alert, ears sensed the meanings,
Words took effect, and words were a pleasure,
Somebody with a line of graphical art

Should sway the earth and soil.

The head slammed as the big hand was released.
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Big Life

Bigness we must love, and we have to love it,
Proposing different values is a good start,

But must we finish our natural urges to
Submerge our endeavours into cruelty?

No! Our moods are long, and narrow,

Yet we may bring happiness to other people,

The natural look of their appearances

Has increased, has boasted their living life,

And it bursts only this time, neither small nor large,
Justice has caught so creatively

That we are feeding on the luxury of a lovely life.
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Big Speech

Sentences are big, small as well,

Their tailors stupidly work

And the tools split when words are built.

The tools are a spirit, a well-being, a promise,

The tools benefit us in soothing ways.

The sentences become a speech for the royal kings,
They think overall that they own them,

Giving work and problems, saving us, living with danger.
The intelligence of a wish is that of writing

And poetry.

Words spell what we know,

They always now keep magic

That the king sows deep in the land.
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Biggest Work

Think about craft and you are supposed to die from it,
The possibility of completion exactly describes it;
You have gone to bed, marrying yourself

And creating trials and tribulations for all the year.
I wonder whether I should repent?

Maybe the man will forgive my appearance

When it was bland, blind and bringing.

My likes and dislikes create discord,

With thoughtful silence, few men have been silent.
I imagine the biggest work for myself,

Engaged in holiness and its activity.
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Big-Hearted Man

I am a big-hearted man of classic
Clumsiness, in the end it matters.
My clean and carefree living
Closes the clutter of the aliens.
The damaged decimals invade my

Happiness, cleverly aligning my prayer.

It is compassionate of the soul,

The big-hearted man is me and soul.
I have a heart of clear bliss,

Cloudy like the heavenly clouds.
Blaring heat connives the colourless
Rain, in this deep comfort we see.
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Billion People

A billion governments were cares

For the throne that submerged for you;

A reduction in time was a business

For those in time, a time to honour.

The public are working too harder

Than the government, as it speaks

To you with compulsion,

Endowing words of art and politics.

They provide for your feet, arms and hands
Like the dolphins that provide the oceans,
Greater words build on the reactions

Of someone who would lead.
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Billions Of Spiders

For billions of years the loss in the galaxy
Strikes horror in the hearts of those

On the middle of the road.

To the forehead is a spider on the universe,
A tough target for all those in space.

One well is like two water-holes

That provide too many fuels rather than uranium.

A leg off an animal is more than a spy,

Bring him to the laziness of a spy.

The front of the shop carries a sign

And that doesn’t matter compared to spiders.
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Binding And Bountiful

How beautiful the crow

As it flew to infinity like laws

Of cool declaration,

Blending with flaws,

Bending the beaks of other birds
With food of black joys.

How bountiful the hold

Of a drowning man,

As he causes the sentences to
Be written in minds

Rather than pages of awe

Too brief.

How pausing is the reality
Of rare events,

Hesitations are far bitterer,
Casual labour surpasses
Rare joys, but inner hurt
Relaxes the soul.

How binding is the strength

Of atoms, enfeebling space

With the calls of grace,

This earth is full of laws of lovely
Physics, relax then

In this mighty pint of cosmic flow.
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Binding To You

I am the waves of the sea disturbing the sea,
My contours fasten onto the walls of the city;

It rushes, crashes, and abolishes the waste,
Where are worries of calibre and steel existing?

The torrents terrify me, the constant battle is
Soothing me for it is cool water written on sitting;
Underneath a city is another lake, and then marsh,
What do undead creatures believe when they die?

My sea is gaining gifts, wrapped by the deities
Awaiting you in the darkness, where cosmic rays
Absently pervade the abyss, a string has broken,
A rope has clung to you, a binding branch.
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Biological

Biocontrol was the best overall plan,

A tonne was wasted, over the lands.

This I call the wasted land of such heaven,
This I call the desired heaven

Inside another slaughter.

We are obvious and concrete

Like alcohol of the wastes

That coincide with the desires and lusts.

My amalgam of noxious fumes
Interrogates my face with purity and poor
Life still in me,

The controlling mechanism bored me.

My controller was a striker into the hearts,
Claws attacked and trenches fell,

This cavern of the worms was so deep.
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Birds And The Above

What is their grade, who sing to the above?
Their legs can not carry their bodies,

For they are inferior, they are inferior.

Legs are too much for those who walk,

Yet the hands are meaning too much.

You are superior, and you are amazing -

It is a man who walks and talks that inspires,
Yet feeble people do not seem wrong

To the caring ones, the ones who care.
Care must be given to you,

As the hospital will fetch you

If hands and feet are allowed.

As you are like a bird,

Birds are like you, for you fly.

With wings you are not,

But hands and feet.

You walk and yet fly,

Yet wings are not feet

For the birds.

What is their grade, who sing to the above?
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Birds And Us

Days are numbers and words,

When is the solution of birds?

They dive and deliver their praise,
Therefore their wings will amaze.

I must signify danger to their glare,

The very sight of a dozen men who stare.
We decide the losing people,

Birds merely sing and recover, they are defendable.

Their powers reply to ours

In ways of the air, the bazaars.
I can buy the book in the shop
But this bird is free and to chop.
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Birds Are Words

The birds are words for the day of festivals,
Their flight overwhelms me with praise of the
Certainties in the hearts of men on the grass and
Ground.

Goats can outrun me with lies to bring boots

Into play, deciphering their horns, championing the
Race with flying troubles, certain gestures wheel
Into us.

Ghosts and ghouls are not so nasty as princes

In the snow grounds, with cold wastes in the distance,
Flight of dynamic men is the flight of birds, with
Wings.

Let birds swallow hearts with songs of cherished beliefs,
This is the laughter of the heavenly mountains

And streams, an output of trains and cars too competent
In thought.
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Bird's Flight

Once you were parallel

To a bird’s flighted path:

I don't know the shuffle

Of wings, or strapping of greed,
For shrinking minds pulsed

The eyes, as swooping

Became your joys - rejoice!

Whisking your way

through the air, more
accustomed to this phenomenon
than the birds of martyrdom,
You enjoy a brief game of flight
and then sit in a nest of twigs.
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Birds Of Praise

Birds chirp to rid us of the waft of disease,
They have spines of an illustration,

Spines of the praise so lovely and strange.
Birds cross the divides of a holy day,
Rattling their beaks with flasks of heat,
Losing their goals as time beautifies the life.
Their wings outstretched, a crisp is found
Dallying in the mouth of a passenger of
Earth, the countries within, and the nations
Of clout.

Birds chirp ceaselessly, like fondling the
Youngsters of an age in ruins, knowing the life
Of an illustrated man, one of the flyers,

One of the same flyers that humanly inspire.
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Bird's Wings

The bird's wing levels for the summation,

It dived once more but now it flies straight;

This evening is its dinner and lunch,

Killing itself and its kids, forming a nest.

The wings of an animal work for the better,

Injured ones last not, they do not last at all

For the flight of a bird is accompanied by all.

Mighty winds sever the flight so wild and free,

In order to pack the several costumes of the breeze.
Freedom comes from everything and all of our guns
Are shooting the air like a bird's flight and its freedom.
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Birth Of A Man

birth of a man means holes

and charred crushed roots

lopped off to ponder this propulsion
slow.

scrape and rotate up to the peak
sink with explosions
explosions of the summer, kicking

your womb spun from ice.
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Birth Of Death

The birth of the bishop was dying like the dye of red health,

His elements of fidelity struck us dimmer than news of mortuaries.
Embedded in the hearts of devolved spirits, one crane and one builder
Rectified the conditions of the many folded documents,

The wills and the winds of the soldiers were stormed by the bullets.

The cerebrums of generals had taken their gates,

Manors as casual as wishes were slaughtered in mild taste,

Yet the flat manner of the evictors was spreading thin

Licking the fowls from supreme heat that sacked the bruised arts.

An elm tree founded a nation of elm trees for the documents believed.
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Birth Of Rope

A dangling rope is a relative to the unknown,

From the absorption of heat and cold the rope is alone;
Jostled by the windy weather, a bit of string is enough
To relish the conduct of war, the machine always rough.

A rope inhabited me from the start, and the end,
I must work towards a safer future to backbend;
The stringing of life with life applies a fortune,

This mania may be lucky or not, like abortion.
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Bitter Animals

The bitter animals compose a short message,
An address to the public, advice for a friend,
That I love it the way winners bring an adage,
From advantages prospered and to ascend.
Binary is the dog’s letter, either it speaks or barks,
Learning the briefing on the wall, living along,
Much with the need for birthmarks,

Much handed to the simplicity they belong.

I crave for motion bugging a movement,

A book is handed to desirables,

The dogs and cats do carry on appeasement,
Much to the scale of worry of untouchables.
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Bitter Geese

Bitter bitumen is fetched by the real men,

The Goose is a fundamental animal of this place.
For geese concern me from their appearance
And they are bitter inwardly like real bitumen.

Bitter salt shall be loose and sticky as well,
Geese will tantalize you with their face,
For their necks are ripe and to swallow,
Feeding them salt is my only occupation.

Better tasks await the caskets of wine and oil,
Ointment collapses when darkness enters,
To soothe then the ointment will spoil,

Like geese do when flying towards their goal.
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Bitter Hearts

Bitter fruits cast regrets to the lower heart,

It grows pale and swollen by the hour,

Turning into an orange of suffering and obedience.
The heart is the actor of the lifetime,

Swirling energy has reigned due to the rate

At which it beats with clocks and locks.

My success is my lifespan that I count in years,
The opposite of dying would be a word in itself.
That word is a recipe for shameful men and
Attendant hearts, for shame runs deep

Like the fires of Hell, and my word is Heaven

That resounds in the sky of the overpowering mind.

The upper heart sees warlike episodes of sentinels,

They speak towards the grandeur of a king in white robes,

For winter is slothful, as the sloth is certain of rescinding.

The heart is a better instrument for the year that transgresses,
Mild sin entered the cavities, and the capillaries of a day

In this body of mine shatter, fulfilling blood and serum.

The kind acts of heartfelt people accuse nobody of sin,

For the hearts are attuned to freedom of the air and water.
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Bitter Images

Bitter and bizarre images are erased

When crowded curls explore the world of hair.
Crabby speech entails suspicions,

Dramatic are the consequences.

We are in which world?

The world depicts a mystery of hair and clothing,
This cynical look astounds me when I raise
The family from the depths of evil.

Creepy stairways help me arouse

Their suspicions.

After a cultured response, my child

Lives in cute surroundings to be drunk.
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Bitter Toast

Bitter, lemon-flavoured and pickled

Are the words of tiring age,

Fuzzily undoing the grease of hard health,
Freezing the size of time, and
Understanding the virtues present.
Yummy words abound, with trespassers,
And damp, hot wethess

That words cannot prevail,

Even above the buttered toasts

Painfully encrusted with peppercorns,
Onions and fed cheese.

They were seeing silk on their attire of attack,
Slippery, loose, boiling were the acts.

The salty air seemed close to the sea
Subjugating the wet stains of land.
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Bizarre Beasts

Bizarre beasts are breezy once laughing,
Clean and clear are their arts forever;
Clever maps are driven, forming an illness,
Deafening the ears of the traveller.

A devilish grin arouses the beasts around,
The colossal weather-changes bear fruit
For all the cloudy scene, when animals roar
And beam on the lesser variety, forever.

I am an eminent believer in beasts that travel,
Boring boldness accepts their heads of work,
For the descriptive edge arrives, well ahead,

Demonic and different are the classes of their travel.
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Black Clouds

Be careful and then rest to make the Black;
The dead and those alive will wrestle clouds
Of chivalrous knights, too much to attack,

That flesh bespeaks on little brittle shrouds.

My worry pains me so, pains me until

I dropp to ends of drama: the suffered
So then are brittle and like daffodil,

To see defeat is sweet, and so backward.

My cares dissolve beneath my nerves in sleep,
I see the Black, the White and these fighters,
For they then lose their war with food knee-deep

In sand of deserts, deeply adventures.

What crying came? Where was my name tonight?
Names uttered gain a boast full of delight.
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Black Holes

A massive hell is overcoming me when I start,

The space around is a little selfish for it stays;

The universe may be angry, it may be sad

But the whole world knows the whole planet.

This place is a place of real ruin, light surpasses

Yet light can not now escape, for it is yet to appear.
The sun and stars are leaning at our wishes,

Fulfilling our requests, butter is solid.

Meanings are bounties, suffering is words,

The language of a black-hole appears before the eyes.
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Black Is Godly

The black images are again in the path,
Opening the doors too swiftly and with settees
Of comfort and attitude, feelings are aroused
By the minutes.

The lounge is static and stagnant,

Offering me a godly face in the realm.

This engineering fact promotes itself,

Fixing you with nails and pictures

Of forgotten warriors, along the wall.

The blank images of the iguana are

All rotten by the heat of the sun.

The images of a righteous man are also

In the limelight, feelings are aroused by

The deaths of millions and billions.

Open lives are closed affairs,

Feelings carve the earth.
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Black Prison

Do not blacken my prison with hatred so greatly admired,
Mighty is the fault so looked at, mighty crimes are in choirs.
The rest of the school is like the people behind bars of white,
Blackness carries a graveness so lined in this way.

Misers collect the pain of systems so bright with gold,

Lulling the sound of water as it stems from the ground,
Roots are abolished from the very heart of the ground.

The head carried fortunate ones, fully established

After the sound so lulled had yet again formed for all time.
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Black Wounds

Black and attracted to the vacuum,

A space is an endeavour of the word,
It is language, it is spoken by tongues,
For it spreads with sense and surprise,
For our benefit and calmness,

To take our families into happiness.

But my enemy is my foe of fierce wolves,
Languishing from lungs of leaking blood,

A pace is splitting the rhythm of the chase,
Chaste women are aligned on the shelves

Of books about holy dangers, filling the heart,
Filling the eyes with tense tears.

But my enemy is fearful of the fist,

His language is light, his religion is right,
Mighty dangers await him on the other size,
His language of words and deeds is spilt
Onto the brainy men who lead like leather,
Finding my bleeding wounds so wastefully.
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Blackberries And Strawberries

Letting go of blackberries in favour of strawberries
Creates illusion so that biochemistry defines collision.
The bicentenary celebrations are nearby to relics
Defending the faiths of their tranquillity,

Bleary bigotry bears fruit like serenity after dawn.
My letting go is my surpassing of you,

The biochemist swears to conceal a bounty,

Just as food ends with sorrow so like the beauty.
My cemetery is awake with nights and lights,
Celebratory days far outnumber the collisions

So like linen and silk, fastness and slowness.

This cherry makes me bold like blackberries,

The chivalry amounts to a flatness of the roof.

The contemporary person must be contradictory,

For he alone considers the philosophic systems.

You decide, and the driving of thoughts makes sense
As problems are afoot, with no more solutions.
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Blackened Land

On blackened land must I retire,
To meet the accuser who is an empire.
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Blades

Do not mean to me with my blade,
Confusing and skilled is the request.
Nothing like roads, the daggers shift

With their curved edges and skills to carve.
The moment it is pulled apart

The steel weapon pierces the heart

So wholesome and weathered

That gorgeous glances afford.

To efforts we shift the neck,

Nights of use shall beget blocks of stone.
Do not be mean to my building

Of blind work, the very same work has occurred.

He was sniffing hungrily (whole fruits disappoint me) ,
As he was licking and smelling the staff.

This dog of a house bellows steam at me,

With no connivance of intelligence,

Just barks were heard from afar.

This blade may lick me
Halving the complete river

With the absorption by the sun.
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Blank Pages

Fierce are blank books triumphing over good,

Then biggest literature is born for the bachelorhood.
Fun are the readers to accompany, to admire

For their effort and will, they are in their attire.
Good people do read and recite for pleasure,
Leaders of literature force the one farther;

It is one of the best of rhythm, of rounder look,
Saying is not doing or writing a book.

Blank pages do run, their fun is deep when justice
Is made from the spelling how we make abruptness.
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Bless The Horse

I spiritually bless you from far thoughts,
My poetry entraps the infirm and ready;
I bless your divinity when cool acts

Sing along and state the belongings.

I was a carpenter and builder of states,

In them were buttons and talking ills;
These ills muttered, thwarting your dress
And the manners came next to relieve you.

I bettered the souls of the magicians,
My lectures sufficed sadly, and sadness
Became a dozing sleep, a slumber

Of extremity, as extreme as the alacrity.

I bless those who fix their vision on life
That celebrates martyrdom, those martyrs
Speak to the heavenly heights, and their
Steeds gallop and then close in behind.

My action is my horse, galloping and cantering,
Like a true animal of worth, endangered by
The scene and the heart of the hearer,

Who hears all the finery and the chivalry.

Let my horses run battles in the blindness
Of fields of hay and crops designed to dry.
Why do we canter then jump accosting nobody?

Where do we sign the soldier of horses?
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Blessed Cats And Dogs

Cats and dogs, aren’t they blessed?
Causing the country to insist
What the blows are to the chest.

Why do little angels work so caressed?
Making the country to assist
Cats and dogs, aren’t they blessed?

My soldiers in the army are with a blood test,
Keeping lines and dictation as a checklist,
What the blows are to the chest.

Amazed by the brilliance of those in the contest,
Canine help became something to co-exist,
Cats and dogs, aren’t they blessed?

May service feed the animals of conquest,
Domestic keepers will arrive at their crest,
What the blows are to the chest.

We see, we know the animals are depressed,
May loving people take a goodness as a list,
What the blows are to the chest,

Cats and dogs, aren’t they blessed?
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Blessed Day And Night

A blessed night has arrived,

The black sky is darker than ever,

The correct blowing of the stars is upon us.
Their heat is of light to us,

As we stare at them with naked eyes,
Drawn into them, coexisting with our Sun,
The mother of heated bodies,

A slight heaven of bright light.

The blessed day has obviously arrived
To bless us in the ways of good fortune,
The heat is of right and sin as well,

The sinful of us are best at seeing
Thanks to the light of the Sun

In these hours of the Day.
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Blessed Soul

Anger is the money of the soul,
Suppress it with your mind

So that riches come,

So that hind legs develop

As angry words remark on the food.

Misers anger the rich of the poor,

For they understand those with hearts
Aching from the remembrance of hard
Deities.

If money enters the mind, it slows
Down processes of the heart and head,
Collapsing the lungs and concerns,
Feeding a frenzy of accusations

That are delivered to the fore.

Once wisdom enlightens your soul
A wise man shall visit you with blessing,
Reacting to him is finer than all of words
For the heart can race only so far.

If money enters the frame of mind
You cannot listen to matters
Of the heart,

It beats forever in the system of skKill.
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Blessed Time Of Solitude

I behold an angel in the end
I solve my life from the end
I sell a story in the middle
I laugh a little when I died

All this is in the time of solitude
Everybody died due to naivety
Bombs and bullets became darts
Death occurred due to the design

In the grave a man has died

His soul has to be annexed
Letters strike into words of nature
Spiritual habits are overtaken

Our life has emitted wisdom
My living is only my dying
The writing must be always in tears

When do the words of divinity stop?
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Blind

I cast my spectacles away with my hand,

I refused all sensible help to adjust my life;

The using of books was against the issue

For running along the lines became hard

And futile, and boring.

The task was listed in the newspaper,

To suspend a real job, to strike.

If eyes were for seeing then sight is good,

For we love the spectacles that keep us trim,
Grimacing in the heat of the day.

They will not listen, we see and deserve the reading
Of the newspaper, a sane expression of our will.
We, we blind, are avalanched by words of the sane
Who see me grin at the feelings attached.

I only wanted faith in my glasses,

The sight is good, pleasant for one who is not blind.
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Blind Can See

We are blending a weight of things

With the height, and floating on ice.

It was blind, and he was also blind

Like a created being shrivelled by the souls of more,

He who owns his eyes is super and must be besotted with anger
And rage and wrath, also he angers me for being it.

Blind people watch the flame of the loving and liking,

Giving mortal strokes to the dead, and living an existence of verve.
Address him who lustfully fulfills God’s commandments,

The same person who does the same thing and the same trick.

I can not find another being so human, and so lovable

That maybe my eyes are playing tricks on me.
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Blind Eye

On its own accord my eye changes

During the times of our society.

The other eye is heard by everyone somehow.
This is my connection to hearing,

For those blind see through no eyes

And so do not notice and explain and concoct.
My existence is mostly from the horizon,

It beams its thought on my head and ceases.
Well made is my eye, yours is to see,

Yet will you notice my blindness somehow?
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Blind He Was

A blind know ledged person emerges from the dark

After his kingdom beckoned him when in a park.

In it he states allegiance elegantly, drawing facts

From his own speech, pulling tears and acts.

His sight was allowed, the road was known as safe,

And light managed to be sucked into him, so unsafe.

The ground retold the riches, of a better man than any,

How do sleepy souls rejoice now so correctly?

Through the night, the blind man sees his achievement,
With successful attributes, with wealth and its measurement.
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Blind Horses

A blind horse stood among the trees of fortune,

And hearts leapt for the hearts to live among the apes;
When we strolled according to ways known to man,

The animals of water that once could take no liquid

Drank their fill from the oceanic masses as if they were real.
Water was inside and land fats began,

When the wooden animals soothed us in the sun.

Going on ahead, the trees of fortune understood

The relief, so they were no longer afflicted.
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Blind In Bed

Soft eyes, and still face grows blindness,

Your gloom besets when shut are the eyes.

Blind beauty promises unique changes always enormous,
The sleep is a song of the void, the lies.

My room sinks into boredom when he arrives,

He is a good doctor, wonderful and fit to be severe,
When he arrives medicine has come that deprives,
But it helps us with archives, and it makes us adhere.
The key of the doctor is near the bed of another man,
I cannot reach the different person, he is a sanity.
May God deliver his help to me when He can,

Like a doctor or a nurse of Christianity.
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Blind Man’s Eyes

My catch for the year is a blind man,

Who causes the trees to have leaves

And makes pardon for the coming of the year,
Like a forgiver or liker of the winds,

Breezes occur once and for all.

This fish is with me when he stares

At the galaxy for the time is ripe.

Time accuses us in ways known to mine,

But the blind man blames the white hair

As of a spirit to judge and abstain.

My causes are different and I live among trees
That flutter everyday like the eyelashes of his.
These eyes are blind where I see them,

And I hear them keep a vision of his own.

My years are numbered,

And his visor has consideration

For his eyes,

Ears will repeat after me.
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Blissfully Cool

A hand was blissfully cool,

With moving and delusion;

The dark corners of the room
Subjugated my presence.

Chilling settings like this

Ruin the balance of peace

Around the strategy of the head

And the heart is fond of being tied up
Or moored to the bank of a river
Called life.

Death and fear met me in the chase,
A breath of chilling air made
Fountains filled, to be in some flesh.
The night air had eradicated
Selfishly my honour - this is pain!

A bone shall speak once you recall
The body or corpse that is you.

Naveed Akram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 583



Blood And Customs

Blood and customs mastered the weak,
There were several deviations of the lame and limped,
Atrocious tasks marketed the majority as slaves

Without hope and mastering them was at close quarters.

I saw the various parts of the body,

And saw the dimensions of demonstrations
So revived and never condemned

On the higher length.

Strength of distinction remarried with trade,
And millions of facts were compared.

Let no number of warriors read into combat
Quite like diverse creatures with teeth
Munching on cane and sugar cane.

Some appropriate movements were adding

A lie, one of the lies bore trouble and more lies.
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Blood Flows

Soon my blood is in a stopping way,

It mixes with the air, and a scab forms.

My heart is all right, fine, perfect,

At last, let the heart beat naturally

Like the wheel is turning to make travel.

We soon relax, storm other hearts

And consider this question and many more.
The blood eventually stops, halts in ways,

As the heart of mine is concerning the doctor-
An expert of excellence, a brilliant mind.

The heart is all right, perfect like ice is water,
Much ends here, to talk the heart bleeds love.
The heart is not just love, it concerns our soul,
The spirit of love itself, a reality of greatness.
My blood desists to roam in my veins,

Right now, it does not flow and I may never inhabit the Earth.
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Blood Of Eternity

An eternal void concentrates inside,
Like a fountain of the blessings,
Glimpsing into the usage of english men
Who roam the centuries of finiteness,
An eternal season is back to the city.
Weeping, championing, through disasters,
A weeper is dressed in gold,

The tramp of hooves is aback,

Metal tankards fill the room of feet

And arms in dislodged fashion.

This mass grave is a void to be filled

By the rest of humanity.

Do not hide it from our sons,

And do not feed it to the graveyard
Speaking ill of men who answer,

You are now weeping anything.

The usage of ships is the hidden factor,
Our foremost hero of the heightened spirit,

Standing there weeping tears of blood.
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Blood Of River

Saw him in half, like a frog and snail,
Running with passion and living underwater.
My buds attach to the clarity and potion

Of this barren odorous bog of congealed
Blood, that finances are read at this hour
For their future and beyond.

Much concrete chasms encase strong dances,
The weapons of the bold and polite.

The woes'd rain down hard to scatter

In the blood-like muddy puddle,

Wearing me thin, as the abdomen encloses
The fodder, to express a sickness.
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Blood Of Scoundrels

You call us melters of blood, but arrest

Is the outcome of a man and woman in happiness.
You think that belief is brief and blood boils,

But the bent nature of a neck concerns me,

Men have passed on this road.

You broke me in half when the road broke

Into bits that called themselves bricks of mud.

My road is longer than the idiotic kind,
Shifting away from the beaches and forests,
Little-by-little a lesser devil stalks me,
Forgetting the prey and minding me.

The intelligent scoundrel leaps in the air,
Forcing me to destroy the innards of a man!

You call on the frame of mind we think
Is in full array, why do you consider the voice?

The voice made me what men and women believe.
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Bloodbath

The bloodbath expands my thought like a normal cage,
It comprises of red blood cells and white, of an outrage.
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Blood-Thirst

Not many people enter the contentment,

A reader of stories creates a dismal fact
Because he or she desires the bringing of facts.
In the broad bold night of the days we extend
Is a party of vampires and their victims;
Empower them to express their blood-thirst
So their realities are recognised and met

By the blood of our fathers,

The blood of our victims.

Find and seek the whole book created by us,
We freely ingest the liquid of love and hate,
The blood of blue and red,

Our blue blood is red, our blood is bled

Like a bloody liquid of the night.
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Blossoming Azaleas

With the banks of blossoming azaleas

Is an eye to meet, in slippery confusion.

For the unsafe swallows a trunk of a tree

Too solidified by gracious mud and earth.

Life is the best work, a full philosophy

Meets the ear with resonance of the tongue.
May each causeway be a blessed act,

May each other beam on the eyes of strangers.

With the blossoming heritage of our times,
The banks of the rivers that run are to be
Investigated to see if masters of pain damage
The ecology and the environment.

The banks shall be tearful if allowed,

Shouts of waves penetrate as shallow waves,
And shutting the waves creates delusion.

Life works at rest. Life is a world of words

In tarnished confusion.
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Blotch

I compelled my hand-blotch to be a care
On this soul of mine. So far, my cares
Diminished, as bending was difficult for me
And old tables remained like my skin.

I wore a cardigan that day, and could it be
That my wearing of this item of clothing
Be strict and due to ancient nature,

Or the feature of an old saying

That forbade my age to enter history.

My hands tie meaning with my shirt

Or shall I say cardigan, just the sold one,
The one so forgiving of my age.

Age carries stiches,

I stretch my shirt, or cardigan,

And look at my hands.
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Blue Cavern

Engrossed in shrubbery that gleams,
An absurd picture of blue has been,
Rocky chambers of rock define the air,
And echoes of solemn messaging line
The presence of this cavernous mine.

The hair of its schedule align accordingly,
Fitting the mud and stones, the moss of songs,
Filling minds with mild attitudes of plants,
Fixing the nails of nature in the young array,
So that blindness is a duty of the past.

My rocks are blue-green in this passage

Of splendour and grace, a rocky joy

Is suppressed by an evil mind, but good

Has to fear the swarms of the tide;

In this lift of the world at bay a truth resides.
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Blue People

The Blue is one to argue all the while,
Yet I was then to say the ever real.
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Blue Sky

There is a blue sky that shudders

And turns black after exhaustion;

The fires are on, in the childhood,

Many of these days are like fountains.

Loathing the men of mathematical qualities

Is nearly making me shudder,

For the shunning of the sun is huge.
Underneath the sky of the star is a planet,

And the soil is an open field of commerce.

Let the black mountains outshine others

In their blackness, so that fire of igneous rocks
Inflames our heart and speaks mathematically high.
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Blue Stars

The blue, blue sky shines too loudly,

A springing canopy, a snapping jest.
Farewell stars of the rotten flesh!
Mingling with people of right and wrong
Is like the creation of justice.

Feel your sky when stars are called
Bolder than the stewards who travel.
Still my dear weather is sweet,
Sweeter than the bolder work,

Does it fester like a wound of audacity?
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Blurry Declaration

They remark on the statements that satisfy,
Perfecting the questions to amplify;

My reasoning is to experience by most,

My hat is worn from stone and to boast.
This I interrogate, the hard solutions,

When I married them to other Dalmatians.
The criticism is immense of all the work,
Worst of all, the work was going berserk.

I can not admire a rude worry,

That of a declaration too blurry.
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Blushes

Blushing, that means highlighting your skin,
With innocence so sober and fit like a fin.
Southern winds collide, finishing a cool day,
Muster the pride of a flash genius this way.
Much is almost dead in the way of exercise,
Guard this with your shields, this I advise.
Into the innards a food or particle entices,
You manage me with all these prices.
Shouts are made with great volume in here,
The exclamations are extolling us - no fear!
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Blustery

Blustery boosts wound round the trees that were offering bullion,
The jewels fled after air particles goaded the actual trunks

And glum puzzled parts of bark were usurped, leaves were claimed,
And leaves were left to the forces of godly intervention.

After this natural contention a glow from the sky vanished
Replaced by darkness, the wide and wider abyss called night;
Jewels were conspicuous, leaving the stars in wonderment
To be called feeble for their glimmering and simmering.

As slowly as heating a cake, the day resumed, to fight the hard gusts

Yet again, as a single-handed wind strove along the road

And bit hard at the royal leverage, commonality had reasserted the scene
For the wind had since been an offence called Regicide.

The king had escaped into the alive-world, where little men reigned
To be reining horses of their own winning, the very aid he received for kingdom;
That kingdom was in no blustery showers, but this kingdom remained

With a queen who had lost her jewels in the forest of foes and worry.
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Boast Of Borders

Brag and boast for the boots,

Guilt has been annoying for the looting,
As the observant have noted

Much to the distaste of elders.

Quavers and similar musical items

Are liquid and sometimes in task

With this task that overruns.

To reimburse the galleries of such art
Wants ligaments of people,
Borderless nature embraces

The swords of the people in love and hate.

Karate will come, incredible loving
Nature has erupted now this time.
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Boats

Both of them boss the rivers and sea,
Each can blend the beginning and end,
Such is the readiness expected and special
For a built boat, and floating ship to boast.
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Boats On Water

Faster than boats we travel on the floor of humanity,
Earth is like a lake of water, but also of the Sun in actuality.
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Body Movements

I have in my arms an inner mechanism,
Yes legs, there is strong realism.

The body movements will remain
Loving our lessons and again.

I have all lesson and learning in this way,
My organs shall respond in a day.

Joys repeat as forces collect,

And the skeleton’s bones will connect
To prove ounces of flesh

Are exactly in this mesh.

My arms and legs and offal

Are in one single way lawful.
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Body Of Bone

The body of bone was a book,
Fragile fortress of strenuous work,
Books were of bone singing in the snow.

The month’s monument stood looking at us,
Years subsided to react with some work,
Grandfather wished his own destiny.

At this altitude we sink and swim,
Seas kept jobs to sink and swim,

Faster than the worlds of the women and men.
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Bold Sky

For he is awkward from the sky so bold,

Felt happy as a fool so long and hard,

Let poems be! Let strength win debarred,

So great is laughter, then the laugh controlled.
My laughter loves my life to trust as gold,

This sentence came tonight I can bombard,
This yard will show my very old graveyard,

In order to then read my lines, the mould.

This rock I found from skies and earth and storm
Shall feed my life, shall live a long long time,

To still be rocks that warn us for the length now.
My real bread stung by bees not giving form

Is being rocks, the sky so bold and prime,

The fields claw at fire, disallow!
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Bombing

A bomb is a boat of many colours and feelings,

A blushing face has arisen, many people are hyperactive;
The impenetrable stain lingers, implementing change,
Loathing it for the atmosphere and all its tameness.

Piety reduces the bomb so beautiful, the bomb so perfect,
Flow along the lane of language we call upon.

Hopefully, the explosions matter to the weak,

The boat is a dog, the bomb is a boat, we cry!
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Bomb-Scare

An image of a book burgeons tonight,

Today my fright overtook me in light.

Some day, some way, I gather the force

To do goodness, I can not subtract the remorse

I feel inside, deep inside, just lower than the abdomen
And then the swearing happened to awaken.

My misery is with the bomb,

Offered to us by the calm.

My book deserves reading as well,

Let us work on the world with a carousel.
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Bonds

To strengthen the bond reads in the books,

The wrong direction permits me to cry;

I nod and especially enjoy this arrangement

Of my life and earnings, the wages are correct.
My living confides in the laws of the land,

The nations construct my youth for their benefit.
Bonds reserve our souls to strongly instruct,
Best blessings conserve the young nation.

May we learn to love the suffered ones,

And live with inhabitants of certain clubs.
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Bones And Light

To brew the bone of brilliance is to shine in an exact way

That bright light resides in your very basket.

To be the best of beings your deeds buy more deeds of splendid actions,
The light that is dim badly wallows in the sires of the masters.

To be light is to be darkness

Once the swallowed food tastes of innocence.

This lets joy in, and peace out,

To be this perfect we swear an oath of great happiness

That murders our future happiness

Turning into war.

My war has a beer and whiskey of rejoiced beauty,
Dogs of the war drink more happily with water

Or that innocent blend of chemical elements

We shall define as hydrogen and oxygen -

These are the finest bricks of our understanding.
For when we are sustained by the whole brick,

A wall develops in order to sense our bright light.
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Booing Fuzzy Days

A fuzzy day hit fuzzy cool night,
The freezing air wearied and became jolly,
So the fuzzier ways became a day.

Cuddly bears swarmed in, liking bumpy roads
That swore their tune to the turn of the roads,
One bear was grizzly, and one bear bore children.
A hard and melted top was painful joyfully,
Plastic grapes resisted me after the pain,

For booing points held booing points.
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Book In Bed

The blanket and a book, what is there?
One you sleep in, one you share.
Enough water and ice in the making,
Giving some of the bellyaching.

A sleeping knowledge acquires taste,
Where is it factually based?

The sleep is inhabiting the sleep,

This can be rather cheap.
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Booklets Or Boldness

For the book of legends, for a gracious volume,

For a blessed pad in mind,

I pose a lesson for the humanity,

A little stress on the graveness to be a silent issue.

The armour is worn and fed by the knights of gashing blood,
Their loss is like a waste, but not at all for me,

Due to duty being as it is.

Helmets will keep away the sages from a servant of war,
For they can not read at all now, only can it fight and wait?
A group of lovers finds the laughing soldier a misery

For he has no books.
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Books

I have discipline with my book,
Absorbed in its content that judges
My bed from its room and space.

I absently wondered about bangs,
The attention has astounded,
Musical whims are again outlandish.

Inside this small country, I think
And I wince at thorough yawns
About the world I glimpse.

This, my body of thought,

Though I consider the mind an alacrity,
Is wondered by some as a feud.

Find me in music books,

Answer the problems for the pages

And I may succumb to you like paper.
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Books Galore

I have a scrutiny of meticulous books,

I wage war on the sensibilities and hooks,

By the jeopardy of the soul, and benevolence
Too cold, so kind are they all, so kind.

Words become a holocaust when directed,

To be feasible a book enlightens for food,

But these are dockyards, those are mere sounds
Of the world, at war and at averse conditions.

My amicable maid is a wordless soul, a wife of
Jokes and jaundice, the disease of the soul,
That impetus to subjugate the fabric of society,

By the jeopardy of the soul which is at war.
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Books Of A Reader And Drinker

The library of books to do with life are great,

Inside them we discover a whole new story.

Their covers are as hard to swallow as fish,

Meeting a drinker dissolves your hatred of reading.

The drinker is a drunkard of the odd variety,

He reads like an angel when his wings number many,

But then they shed due to drink, and the beer has departed.
For this reading composes the mind,

The books of ancient nature fall from the shelves,

They burn by the dozen and leave us with true knowledge.
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Books Of Wisdom

Offerings of books collapse from too much work,

As I condemn those books or volumes then in print;
Their funny oblique case cancels the debts,

Those funnier words exhibit a trough and crest;
Their only riddles seem fun and certain,

Inside the cells of the wood that they caress.

My offer is the same as thoughts of books,

They cancel my demanding questions,

Wisdom causes sufferers to unite and abstain
From the overwhelming pains to endure.

Then books have formulas that render us special,
The ways of the author exactly mimic and close.
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Books Of Words

A new height has been achieved
By the tall men and tall women,
The people of the book that was raised
From the grounds of the school.

A new mind has occurred from imagining
The books and words and letters,
Shining forth from the page of its master
And writer who wrote the achievement.

We are history and time, we combine to feed
The mouths of our children,
As more of a book is studied by them,

More words are taught to their ears.
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Books To Be Read

A bottle of books seems to be drunk by men,
Losing is abusing, reading can keep flow;

Where words rescue, we understand simply

Like authentic tastes, the rallies of fortune.

The real boss of books is called the bible

Of the results, on Wednesday our uniform

Is dressed to wages, towards the harbour.

I sail out to the sea of urchins, beauty has met me;
Loathe me when I sink, and stutter my words

Of importance that I achieve, since it cancels me.

I can not read according to wisdom of books,

For my vocabulary rests, loiters and repairs the ills.
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Borders

But I was understanding my promise,
Open, I say out loud for a country.

Its borders are visited by scouts

And the boundaries are crossed.

The nation is unhappy due to failure,

What is that man doing to himself?

He is our leader, and not our father or son.
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Bored And Absent

But people bored him in abstinence,
Never did quakes be jolly,
Not in the slightest, not in the slightest.

My improvement stems from too much lager,
Hunting the brain, keeping the rings
Allowed to some for wearing and tearing.

But people have minute requests,
In the offering, in the famous sayings,
That many have found vile, like the devil.

My interior shall haunt the questioner,
And the inquisitor of the late life,
Love has entered once again to be absent

Yet again.
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Born

A hundred years is like deep deep anger,

A thousand may deepen into ravines,

And still time is about, is advanced and lovely,

More than its source, mostly a manly invention

Has it still, but silence has been a visitor.

More sound has crafted the dwindling cities,

Mostly, the Earth is guessed by the tides

And we were rounder than many circles

But the world was superior and we were drunk by it.
One century has passed since I was born,

Those circles no longer deny the perfection that is mine.
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Boss

Better not issue a sentence which needs a spider

To walk and dissolve the issue.

But a spider can teach you this for the man and woman
Who understand, who avoid all wrong and keep.

They are the ones to be ahead of us,

So that your bank is worldlier than most,

So then the spider's web is not in presence,

So then the stupid arachnid decides not to come

In the first place.
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Both Are Martyred

She seemed better before remembering,

She lay in drugged sleep, matter had not existed.
Instead of energy there was praise of the occult,
But eating desired itself, eating mattered.

He escaped from the present,

She enticed him further with remorse,
As the sleep crept into essence,
Showing their shoes and socks.

But talking was a whitening moment,

With sleep to entice the believers who wept
In front of drinkers and drunkards,

Fuelling the economy with matter and energy.

The haunted aisles martyred them,
She was a talker of the qualities
Internally polite and safer,

But he wanted more and more.
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Both Brothers

Both of the brothers of grace and style,
Guarantee a folder of a real mile.

Their stages are straight and splendid,
To call but the might of the dread.
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Bottomless Pit

The bottomless pit is ceasing to be alien,
A championship arrives to be a good play,
Playing is like childhood in a thought,
Playing with me as a ball-game will grow.
Children shall await the disaster of growth,
Growing when it is sudden is special.

The pit so exhausts a soul that emptiness
Shall deliver everybody into an oblivion.
Exaltation appears to the reliable men

As celebratory and ceremonious,

Growth and advancement celebrates.

The bottomless hole or pit is a child,

Like the devouring of an infant.
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Boulders Of A Mountain

The mountain is the soul of the skies,

Its boulders skirt the boundaries offering

A little thought to burdensome rocks.

This mounting tragedy interferes and resides
Throughout a smile echoing forcibly.

My friendly mountain causes its jaws

To shut and open, with offence

And defence, strengthening its core.

The souls who enlighten revolve like a wheel,
Offending the animals of this day.

A mountain falls through the cosmos,
Causing terror tensely, menacing

Us with utter rebellion.

See the sights to be insight,

An intuitive godly man instils

The pillars of hate and love

At the time of enlightenment.

Defend yourself, defend

The tongue born from the jugular vein.
Many sights have sighed

Injecting truth to lighten

Us in the entire universe.
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Bouncing

Your spring has reached its limit, the bounce
Is heavenly, and surprised my living, the bounce.

Open doors O friend of the convicted one,
You are not officer or wife so alluring, the bounce.

Hosts can be friendly, once you've served the prison
And the cells or molecules we find adhering, the bounce.

When do houses that strike the eyes of the tourist
Come into disrepute? I find them aging, the bounce.

Prices are fixed, manipulated in the ways of the bards
Who find themselves agreeing and subduing, the bounce.

We inspect a loyal customer such as Me, we inflame him,
By asking the question worth sharing, what is the bounce?
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Bouncing Ball

High and low I bend and touch the brick of death
Is upon us with us,

Solve I can do and be allowed to state

Living standards with the mansion called Earth
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Bouncy Ball

We bounce the ball to its home,
Running its wings along the air;
Feeding the kids and all the parents
With fun’s laughter, well-chosen.

Springing and vaulting its life,
The escalation will frighten us.
The games are multi-faceted,

Thanking you, thanking me, and all the players.
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Boxes

Boxes of thoughts are looted by the public,
I am one who abstains from pleasure and am a workaholic.

Illness may be soap for the wild and perfect,
But thoughts can be candles, I just do think it.

Joy is from the volcanic thought, a mountain has erupted,
And too soon the philosophy of mine is concocted.

Open the brain of a man in prison, his needs are met,
His mind is really upset, it seemed to glare and be in debt.

From him came my salary of a thinker and a scholar,
Of a medic and a fighter, the very same as a father.
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Boy

There was a story of a boy,
He was incredibly a toy,

Of a hundred ladies,

Full of studies

Of a boy.
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Brain And Order

The brain transmits a thought of light,
Focussing on the image sublime,
Fitting a sordid time of spine,

Living no lie with no lie visible.

The brain, it is the brain that suffers
From too many disorders when

They ever arrive, like the order of the
Cosmos, attaining disbelief.

The truth of the ground is similar to

The brain, for the neuroscience staggers
At the heart of the reality,

When time forces a ball to ignite.

This brain is your brain, and my one
Mattered to the eyes of mothers and fathers
Who gave birth to brained people

Of heavenly scope.
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Brain Of Yours

Brain surgeons compel our moods from escaping,
In order to painfully understand our moods and amazing.
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Branches Of Hardship

When branches sting the thumbs

And a rotten bone afflicts grimly;

Then moods of murder overshadow

Slightly, too many hands are bent with bows
Of long nature with arrows of gold.

My skull beats in time with clocks of towers
Grim and dim, lumps of livid blood bellow
Their stains on stubborn styles.

When brimming food lies placidly on plates
Golden and silvery, those burdens are renewed,
Littler men find feuds of elated men;

Hardy women are few of the men,

The hardship cancels.
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Brandishing Gold

A charm has blown its wish on me in fact,
This slender mine of gold is shown to you;

I have a charm on you this time, you know,
Lest theory stains the pillars over time.

Rests are this semblance often now and then,
My charm denies the life so hard that right

Is wrong and you do know the powers fast.

A charm has flown towards the flight of wings,
Unwrapped we dive and drive the brandishing.
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Brave Soul

I am not a soul of bravery

If valour is the command of mine.
But brave speech glorifies the heat
Of the sky that glistens and prays

For those with my eyes and courage.

Equal aims are instigated

As goals are reached by far ones.
I am not a soul of bravery

Who weeps equally well,

Seeing heavenly splendours

And ways of connecting thoughts

Derived from the picking of pleasure.

Happiness came when the soul

Was full of bravery, as brave hearts
Concerned me, with shining stars
In the black stillness called delight,
This same delight called the night.
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Brave Sword

By bravery we subdue the brilliance

Of an enemy with a sling;

O the enchantment that bravery brings,
Promises are made on the mast.

Concerns creep to wander with lust,
Bravery derides the normal quest.

That it is from the strength of the heart.
The strong heart must be brave and gallant,
Like Fancy itself, the real pleasures that await.
Love and bravery are doubled when struck
By the sword, steel in its grip and material.
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Bravely Speak

To be in brave company I bravely speak,
Under the trees of gold and silver the sleep

Is my enemy, of the offerings and glad tidings.
On this solid mattress we call the world

Stays a skewering mind,

Minds have arrived to be delighted.

The actual fraction of life shall fade

Towards the acts of the almighty whisperers,
That at the end of the day

Are solid in their troubles as much as you.

To be in bravery is like stealing the casket,
And believing in whiskey,
Full with wines of the ultimate health

And ultimate design.
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Bravery And Courage

Bravery hurts me when my nature builds into another nature,
The pain attached to the pain has burdened the skill of my mind.
Courage has to be a reliable attribute to recommend the youth,
The burden of taxation is upon those people who earn.

Be valiant and brave to be a collection of power,

This is so much of your heaven, this empowers us.

Pain and suffering will overpower and deliver comedy,

This cheerfully expanded the empires of civilisation.

Brave people hinder the satanic offspring,

And those smaller devils are not brave.
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Brazen Sun

A brazen sun glorified me as I spoke,

With diligent courts that suggested treason;
This cryptic world was a dozing man

With liars around and fences so swinging.

I want to chastise this man when prison
Arrives to solely occupy the premises.
Punishing him is punishing me,

For the fortnights and days go by.

A flimsy but strong affair has broken off,

With sturdy drawers to test the occasion,
Once we decide the actual avenue of thought.
Pleasure is at the hands of the priest

Who with the worst of beasts presides over us.
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Break Their Bones

Break the skull of brothers and you die
Within yourself, driving the forces of evil
With souls of light, beleaguering the thieves
Of the dead, the yards of great graves.

Break the bones of warlike beings,
Control the collapsing cutlery, control their
Butchery, with targets of strong judges,

The statement of a great guilt will be with them.

Break all crowns of the kings you love and hate,
But their opals and gems concentrate

On your minds of silvery light, the waves are
Joining with mighty winds of the great graves.
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Breath

Heave and breathe, for the sighs are there,

Fooling not anyone with their lower release.

Breathing is a scientific propulsion so worried in actuality,

May science sign a solution for the frenzy of forgetting.

Arts and works of supreme science require lesions,

Layers of effort, forced by innocence and breathing the brother

Of science - mathematics of expression, of expressing the intake.

Breathe and join our clan, when this dying art releases you
It stands on a path to be trodden, one to relaxation.
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Breezes

Hard petals of a flower still marry the breeze,

The wind changes every time, all the time.

What breeze is the wind that it freezes our tears?

Cold winter may apologize for our woes,

But does the following season become upright?

The flowing seasons drift in space, in the sky and stars,
When moons and planets reign supreme.

There the seas of blood marry life to death,

Obvious weather is too rude, too fighting our habitat.
The hard flowers under a different sky wonder,

And hard plants are not the same, they are like the tea of Earth.

Breezes are softer than the wind, the wind is kindness,

The wind doubles its burden on creation, as air shall be water;
Water carry on, water is the double trouble of water and air,
It seems the water made plants grow, made growth proper,
With mindless directions in the Sun.
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Bricks

Bricks have succumbed today from fright,
Loathing them shall pray and subdue,
Forming statements of devils and demons,
The killers of their souls are right.

May the bricklayers build houses

And mansions of the readings

And writings of the holiness

That stays and remains with politeness.

This day, we bespeak and beam on the crowd
Looking sideways and observing the material;
The gale winds rush forward with facial
Hurts, and facial works, and facial feelings.

I have bricks in my soul that shudders
From the weight attached to the words
Of this poem that is right like the words

Inside the house we have defined with closeness.
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Bridge Of Triumph

The bridge of triumph awaits for the victorious accents,
We need more evidence, more than just documents.
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Bright Mornings

Innocence is brighter than happiness,
Innocence wins according to rights
Entailing no more disaster and bad worship.
Calling into the air, you recall the bliss
Attacking you in the folly of the heart.

No more friendship in the right circles,
Tears are kept at a distance for someone.

Innocent return was the entrance of my deceased,
Coffins caught me off and into the slime.

The endings were slimy and boring,

Frosty mornings inhabited our stay.

The morning was a mourning process

Proceeding from the stay in the rivers.

Swimming them seemed like forever,

Diving can be abysmal,

Since the water is unsafe to be bent.
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Bright Sky, On A Tower

Skies so bright and wondrous,
The enemy is within, without;
The tower-view has the highest-peak around,

I played all-day with my eyes, seeing is corrupt.

The bridges walk with wonder,

Above oceanic properties;

A road travels flawless, inside one.

Skies so clear, I gaze into distances

That reside, as some of us learn too clearly.
Under the morning sun a frown

Has come upon my features of coldness,
Hotness is special and far greater.
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Bright Stars

We say the effort of a bright shining star,

It folds into the cosmos as the springing rays
Enlighten those in the way of the universe.
My keys are stolen by the hundred planets,
And they swarm and swear due to the duty.

Eggs and work of the pen are along the way
Of the stars, hatching and writing according to
Taste, feeding like a dog in panting,

Along the way of the wars of the stars,
Finding a closer companion, finding oaths.

This philosophical war is finite, translated into

Their tongue over the fence, barrier of the heart.

Their heart is of the fierce poetry that resides
Inside the pen, this writing is harsh and bright,
Like the stars shining brightly tonight.
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Bright Year

Is their brightness a month of the year?
(January is the start of the next time.)
We are in the end of the long year,
December adjusts to the light, it is bright.
Light is a surge of clever spots

Traveling through the universe

Like complicated particles and successful patches.

The bright year is all due to the Sun
And its warmth, so fight some who see
This sun and moon that dance.
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Brilliant Love

Within their thoughts flowed a belief led by him and his sword,

To be an animal spirit poses a quality of perfection, a talked quality;
For a moment sympathies of the house activate glancing presences,
Lovers meet tonight to disagree and disavow after their uprising,
Conversing in their pleasures, one says great grandeur for the past.
The task of the intellect is to adjust the lame, loquacious remarks
And rectify the brilliance of loving, as an art to subdue if taken with
transgression.

The highest tastes welcome harmony, love is stable now,

For the loving and limp stagger to fall once more.

The courtship of a life ending with a disappointing demise

Releases the energy of souls, for the solutions and praise.
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Brilliant Tentacles

Of the tentacles a brilliant one is picked up like beetles,

Of offspring a beautiful bud is given to nature and all;

The arachnids are against a wall of ice this time of town,

But joining them in the fight to alleviate life's dangers is sound
For the sight of these eight-legged creatures endangers.

Some are warriors of the eight seas, some see with eight eyes,
Spiders want compound jokes offering some of us a light.

Red pages are on this page, blue skies crawl across the mind,
While seeing and believing is a bent action of the market.

One sees the springing action of mindful men who watch,
Withesses are called forth to believe in a bag of duties.

I have to laugh one day when you cry and talk forwards,
Building a district of rifles that act on police orders.
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Brilliant Thinkers

I want to laugh at the majority of thinkers
In this sample of planets that remain dust.
I wish to strike a brilliance that is film
And television as well as other explosions.
My needs are kept to a minimum,

As crowds watch my speech that mutters
And utters the words of a strong planet.
Planning does not relate,

Pushing can not equal

The genius and intelligence of

A thinker who thinks more

For himself and the reading he has
Accomplished.

I want to see the deeds of a city in lights,
With scholars and restful people of deeds
That are superb for the undertaking,
Letting the majority of thinkers
Understand a real religion and

The city's lights in the nights.
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Bring A Paper

Bring a paper over the scene asking me to read;
Just a little word will work like my heart,

Just some peace is likened to the heat of the partner
Who is the wife.

She is a scenery in the light and dark,

Should we understand each other’s habits?

Or should ill-health repair our mood?

Bring a newspaper of headings in the late day.
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Briny Star

I see a primrose under this star,

I watch the flowering blushing plants
In such summer, reason is a silly affair.
I see the waterfalls when winter,

The icy water broke the soul of all
Delight and bliss, so ghoulish was it.

I must listen to the clouds bear rain,
I must dissolve the snow with my pain;

This pain and suffering revolves around me.

I see the primrose under these feet,
Pulling me closer to fear and shame,

Pushing out blood, wet briny tears and rain.
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Brooding

Brooding on mad-faced liars

Corrects my soul, that lying

Is a burden and a taxation

On those who are richer than me.

My mad liar in front of me

Asks me how I wake up,

And how the water flows in this house.
This running about will correct

This establishment, from all unwanted
Letters of the law and public.

I have liars in this house,
Frightened of the energy

That quakes of rightness,

Ghosts are awakening the mind.

I have bracelets of golden danger,
The water flows inwardly,

Like fire of the highness,

Little love has been enhanced,

By all the mankind.
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Brotherhood

My brother is on my flank,

He turns to me like a disciple;

I saw his soul with my soul,

And I understand him more everyday.

The names on the scroll happen to be
The same words for the same deeds
That we encourage in the world,
Cheering us on, please give thanks.

We are brethren going south,

Not north or east or west,

But down the map, in a direction

So important for our stay on this world.

We will stray and reconsider,
We are never blind nor dumb,
Our nature of authority is high,

Boasting is not of us.
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Brotherly Feeling

Brother of manly station, and one who has me,

I have all gentlemen in reason to submit,

Yet you seem angered by my insolence,

As of today, as of today,

I compare you to a typical man,

He who is would be, and he is perfect to be,

Like a mania has overcome us in daily life,

As much as manic uprisings of the existence

Like a real feeling and emotion to succeed.
Brothers need each other every day of their lives.
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Brotherly Help

Brotherly help can deem funny, as funnier,

And work may find out wonders of food,

Inside them, inner feelings show of the innate abilities.
By the audience, a stand has been taken by clapping -
We are not appalled at this worst concoction or notion,
This standing ovation.

Audience freezes at much of its gatherings,

Justice has a wheatfield all for growing in,

And more of the opposing factions can resent us further
For dropping our bread on the plate

By some murmur of growth, and the shot is fired.

Shot is the gun, found is the culprit of brotherly help.
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Brothers In A Garden

A hive of brothers 