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nimal dunuhinga(19, April,1951)

I was a Seafarer for 15 years, presently wife & myself are residing in the USA
and seek a political asylum. I have two daughters, the eldest lives in Austalia and
the youngest reside in Massachusettes with her husband and grand son Siluna.l
am a free lance of all I must indebted to for opening the gates to this global
stage of poets. Finally, I must thank them all, my beloved wife Manel, daughters
Tharindu & Thilini, son-in-laws Kelum & Chinthaka, my loving brother Lalith who
taught me to read & write and lot of things about the fading the loved ones
supply me ingredients to enrich this life's bitter-cake.I am not a scholar, just a
sailor, but I learned few things from the last I found Man is not belongs to
anybody, any race or to any religion, an independant-nondescript heaviest
burden who carries is the Brain.

Conclusion, I guess most of my poems, the concepts based on the essence of
Buddhist personal belief is the Buddha who was the greatest poet on this planet
earth.I always grateful and admire him.

My humble regards to all the readers.
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* I Was Born By The River

My scholar friend keeps his late Grandma's diary

And a certain page was highlighted in the color of yellow.

My old ferryman you never realized that how I deeply loved you?

Since in the cradle the word 'depth' I heard several occasions from my parents.
They always talk about the mysterious river's depth.

But I am grown up now and I understand the nagging life is more deeper than
the river.

A hidden alligator in the river takes a soul away once in a way

And you disappeared without saying me Goodbye!

I murmur your everlasting song while sitting on my sick bed.

'This old vehicle stops at all railroad crossings

As I am really scared of painful death.'

* My humble dedication to Sam Cooke for quoting his wonderful song's title.
nimal inga
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*caguama

Oh! It's very cheap a bottle of Cerveza

And I spent only a dollar and ninety nine cents.

All of a sudden I flew to El Salvador last night,

And it's a Red carpet at San Salvador,

Straight away from the Air Port been to President's house.

While at the dinner table we discussed about the Pipil Indians,

Descendants of the Aztecs, previous series of military dictatorships

And the invasion Honduras.

He offered me a position in the Government,

'Minister of Fisheries'?

I was shocked then I said; ' I am sorry better give that chance to a poor native
fisherman who knows the depth of sea well.'

The two consecutive bottles of beer

Gave me a slight hangover in the morning.

I wiped my watery eyes and I found the fading figure of El Salvador's President
in my strange dream.

*And this was imprinted on the side of the bottle.

Legend has it the fishermen of Central America sought the great Loggerhead
Turtle in warm Tropical waters.It's Tribal belief that this powerful Turtle, also
known as the 'Caguama’ symbolized good fortune for the fishermen's Village.It's
our hope that you too will experience the good fortune of the 'Caguama’.

Salud!

nimal dunuhinga
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*malani Senehelatha Fonseka

She's listed among the best 25 performing Artists in Asia

And won numeral international awards for her best perfomance

in our local cinema.

I liked her best roles in 'Nidhanaya, Bambaru Avith and Akasa Kusum.'
Many Rolled Gold film stars approached her to be prominent

and failed.

Wife & myself saw her day before yesterday at La Mirada Theater.
[Udeni Liyanage's 'Swarnamaya Rathriyak(A dazzling night) ]

She's still photogenic and I think of her recent award winning film'Akasa
Kusum'.(Flowers of the sky)

The entire role gives an exemplary of uncertainty of the mysterious life.

*Sri Lankan film actress named as Queen of the sinhala cinema.

nimal dunuhinga
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*mithuri

I write your name

On this small envelope

But I don't know your address.

Anyway, I dropp this letter

Into the nearby isolated Postbox

And hope that reach you one day.

The cruel invisible hands

Plucked my untimely Rose bud again.

The breasts full of milk and overflows

It's really painful and I search an infant on the street.
I pour my tears and the altar burns

Rescued Goddess whispers; ' What can I do for you? '
'Where is my abducted precious child? '

The silence approves her deriliction!

*Mithuri means the female friend in our Mother tongue.

To our darling daughter Tharindu, whenever the sorrow hugs you just think of
your poor Mom & 're the two butterflies in your garden of heart at the daytime
and around the window of hope in the darkness you see two fireflies! You're not
lonely at all!

nimal dunuhinga
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*moon Rapes His Sister Sun

In the pitch darkness strange things can happen;
But unfortunately nowadays it happens in the daylight too.

* The title quoted from the book ' American Indian myths and legends' selected
and edited by Richard Erdoes and Alfonso Ortiz.

-inuit-
(This violent story tells of a stormy encounter between a female sun and a male
moon.)

nimal dunuhinga
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*polka

The polka is a Central European dance and also a genre of dance music familiar
throughout Europe and the Americas. It originated in the middle of the 19th
century in Bohemia. Polka is still a popular genre of folk music in many European
countries and is performed by folk artists in Poland, Latvia, Lithuania, Czech
Republic, Netherlands, Croatia, Slovenia, Germany, Hungary, Austria,
Switzerland, Italy, Ukraine, Belarus, Russia and Slovakia. Local varieties of this
dance are also found in the Nordic countries, United Kingdom, Republic of
Ireland, Latin America (especially Mexico) , and in the United States.

Month of February finishes

And March comes

With heavy snow here?

Frozen tears fallen from the sky

As she cannot bear the severe coldness

It seems?

And I think of my loving deceased Mother
Who secured me for nine months in her
Precious polyphony Womb?

How she cried deeply

When she heard that my handsome father
Met an accident in his young age?

Both were in a secluded place now

And practice their favorite *dance

That I am sure.

But I would like to know that

Your place get snow and bombs too sometimes
What we get on this planet Earth

Most of the times?

for my loving parents!
nimal dunuhinga
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*samsara

Oh! I watch this wonderful game in a lonely park.

A millionaire strikes a small ball with his iron club

And it flies to infinity,

He goes behind that happily.

The poor sinner caddy too crawls towards him

with a heavy bag that full of debts on his oblique shoulder.

*[ The endless journey, what 'Buddha' explains; cycle of unlimited births &
deaths.]

nimal dunuhinga
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A Barber Writes

It's a rainy day

Nobody peeps yet?

I sweep the floor

Last night's gathering

All sort of hair.

And it's very hard to segregrate

This's King's and that's Pauper's

Some were straight and some kinky,
Anyway I took the shovel and collected
All into the same bin.

And a customer comes in,

Offered me a big note

For a Crew cut!

I said sorry as I do not have change.
And he promised to return the money
Some other day but he never returned.
And quite sometimes I came to know
That he's a rebellious blacklisted Lawyer
From a quiet village.

And he's killed by an unknown

On his way home at midnight!

Still I could sniff that odor

Some kind of spirit in the soul!

*Death will come on padded feet
Carrying Roses in its mouth.

-Charles Bukowski

nimal dunuhinga
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A Beautiful Widow's Upstage

When the juggler smiled,

Her tear dropp not responded and kept quiet.
He was angry and scolded;

'Don't you know how to smile really? '

Then the tear dropp replied;

'After he left the premises

I have never seen such an innocent smile again.’

nimal dunuhinga
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A Beggar Maid Sings In An Awful Night!

If you want to see the World

Though I am blind,

Ready to give my eyes.

If you're hungry

Share my bread crumb.

And if you're thirsty

Please sip my broken tumbler.

If you want a shelter and a warmth

I can move to a side on the road

And in the sleep if you want my heart,
Please remove that without giving me a slight pain
As I cannot bear this loneliness any further!

*to the young poetess in Massachusetts Shani Bogamuwa!
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A Beggar Maid's Breakdown In The Life Cycle

This beguile strange woman in her forties and I am sorry that I have heard
forties are the naughtiest.

She begs not charity and she has enough money.

Even though the solitude and suffering.

The precious money could help her to replace solace?

Under the burning Sun and freezing Moon

Still she needs the warmth.

Only an honest human blanket could minimize her nauseous feelings.
Where do they find this pedigree?

She seeks a pure bred Man in her sojourn

And still she struggles to find the needle in a haystack.

nimal dunuhinga
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A Beggar Never Complains?

But one day when somebody offered him a Nasi goreng plate
From an Indonesian Restaurant,

He said; 'Sorry Sir! It's too heavy and a rich diet it seems

I used to cold stale meals and don't know my kinky bowels
Could face the unexpected challenge? '

nimal dunuhinga
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A Bird Flies Beyond The Sky

This rare bird tells of its encounter
When the Telescopic man gossips;
'l found nothing but emptiness
And I was breathless

Then I *flew downwards.'

* The bird used that instead of declining it seems.

nimal dunuhinga
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A Bird Has No Wings In The Storm

I started re-reading Kawabata Yasunari san's 'Izu no Odoriko'

and I dream of your golden country 'Japan'.

I was surprised as I have been there.

Chiba-ken, Matsudo city, sakura-dori, tokiwadaira coffe master

funabashi Japanese language school,

the railway between Kunugiyama & goko.

Sapporo beer, sake with sakasuki

taste of tempura and udong; sushi and sashimi

the restaurants I visited with my life long friend Shozo Suzuki san and his
family.

I walk towards in the memory lane

melancholy tune of windbells in Yoshiwara,

still I breathe the cool breeze there

and I sniff the fragrance of death from isolated graveyards

I would like to drown in Sumida -kawa

like Dazai Ozamu san who killed himself by drowning in the lakeTamagawa at
Inokashira park.

I am sure that you will bury me near by Ishikawa Takuboku san's grave.
Though I am a Sri Lankan, I may be belongs to your soil in my early birth.
Oh! God if you are still remain in the sky; please grant me an opportunity to see
them at least once

before I die in my cage.

that's my only wish.

Dedication to my life long friend i & his family. Also to the poetess Sayumi
Takahashi san & Yasuyuki Tanaka san.

nimal dunuhinga
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A Bird Without A Roost?

["Two turtle doves will show thee
Where my cold ashes lie

And sadly murmuring tell thee

How in tears I did die”]? Nikolai Gogol

Tiny featherless bird

You dance near my roost

in the Winter.

I know it's freezing cold outside.

I live here with my watch-keeper
How do I introduce you to her.

Far relative, friend's sister or friend
Or an unknown lost bird

What is the best?

nimal dunu
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A Bitter Menu In Tasty Life!

[This is the forest murmuring pines and the hemlocks,

Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight,

stand like Druids of eld.]-Betty Smith, A tree grows in Brooklyn........ The
American classic about a young girl's coming of age at the turn of the century.

Cheap Restaurants

and mouth watering dishes.

Along the cobbled streets

Call girls whistle folk songs.
Shoeshine barefooted orphan boy
who polishes your shoes,

If you have a thorough look
There reflects your beautiful face?
And after the strenuous work
When Sun goes down

The boy too heads for a restaurant
with a candy for his little sister
who's a dishwasher there

from morning till evening.

And they dream together

in a street corner.

A stray dog their pet

under the Moonlit night

guards them from thieves?

nimal

nimal dunuhinga

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



A Bitter Pill Implies Where I Belong

I signed the back of a lottery ticket, filled the name and address clearly.

The night is sleeping but still I am awake in a Gas station to fulfill the boisterous
vehicles.

I hear a whisper in my decaying wallet.

'Hey! Dear this is not the winning ticket exactly but a day would be appeared and
bring you the lucky chance soon.' The lottery muttered.

After a lazy yawn I speak to myself;

'Nowadays the papers talk much while the poor people shut their mouths as
nothing to put in for digest.'

* To Gheorghe Zamfir!
Your divine magical pan flute's notes impress me how to grab the fleeing life?

nimal dunuhinga
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A Black & White Wedding!

Poor chimney sweeper's

Carbon monoxide soaked

Well creased Gabardine suit

There he wears for his wedding
And the country bride comes

from the dairy farm

with her cheese-like

Culottes bridal kit,

The bell rang

from the white washed

Mountain top Cathedral

and the old bearded father laments secretly
remembering his sweet lost youth?

nimal dunuhinga
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A Black Ant Struggles In A Pure Honey Bottle!

I was scared that she could have drowned

and I tried to rescue her.

I explained that I am not from Pest Control

just a poor writer.

Then she replied; 'Yes I know that since a long time

but leave me alone here, in your words

It's a kind of attachment and not committing suicide?

And it's pure honey not like your poisonous breathing air? '
I was speechless and I write here the incident!

nimal dunuhinga
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A Black Bird Sings About The Coming Spring?

O this small black bird

her deep voice like old soprano's?

She tells about the Spring flowers

while flying from a tree top

in @ Winter garden.

I was familiar with this song

in my handsome youth

but now almost forgotten the lyrics.

This nutty head won't store anything?

Who knows in the future

I could have forgotten my name too?

Besides,

Beloved darns my old shirt's collar

and she grumbles; 'Dad! Time has come to throw away all these stuffs
and I bought you a new shirt.'

Then I said; 'How could I throw you away my old blanket? '
She smiled like The French Lieutenant's Woman

in John Fowles's novel!

and I take this opportunity to wish a happy birthday to MAGNOLIA & PREMIJI our
poet friends!

nimal dunuhinga
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A Black Sun Peeps Through The Cotton Wool Sky

There he comes like a Santa Claus on a Christmas eve along the road of hope.
Lamp posts salute him and the children offer their autographs to sign.

He uses his thousands of pens which holds in one hand.

Homeless they watch the T.V. in their new houses while washing the dirty linen.
The troubled word 'Dilemma’' would disappear from the poor man's dictionary if
you do justice for them.

Please stop the useless wars and blood sheds but do not stop the harmless wars
against the lack of health care, poverty & hunger, injustice, unemployment and
etc.

Like a peevish boy who protects his precious toy until his deathbed,

Please love the country, people, flora & fauna etc.

* A humble dedication to a pragmatic great man who could perform his bounden
duties without any prejudice.

nimal dunuhinga
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A Black Swan In The Silent Lake!

[You gave me autumn in an envelope.

The rich light burned within my bones like gold.

It sent the sun down with a vivid shout.

The air pulsated with its after glow.

I felt the mood of old November roofs,

Redolent with their Appalachian fires.

The dusk lasts long in West Virginia, Friend.

Its fall cannot be heard by human ears.]-Sandra Fowler

I write here few lines

of my best poet Mahagama Sekara's
TP The river flows from the past
and the beauty of this dreamy World

I saw from your eyes! '

Hey! Swan you're alone

in this vast Lake and you're

intelligent than me,

I know how do you segregate

milk and water with your beak.

Please let me know how to draw this poem/painting
and what colour of pastel stick

I have to take first?

Life's real colour is hard to select alone

in the box of my missing pastels

And I hope you float ashore

with these ripples to my humble request?

nimal dunu
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A Blind Gypsy And His Piccolo

He pitches a higher octave the inner song of desperation
While his fiancee on picnicking with her violin.

She fiddles to another heart a different tune

And the blind sees her secret whereabouts.

* 1 love you and hope you love me
I kept my promise, don't keep your distance.
-Evita, Don't cry for me Argentina-

nimal dunuhinga
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A Blind Lover's Lament

He sees her broken heart through his gloomy eyes
And he hears a song like a prayer in a cathedral.
He tries to re-set but it's very hard to bring it back to normal.

nimal dunuhinga
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A Blind Undergraduate's Hidden Song In His Braille

[Experience is the name so many people give to their mistakes.]-Oscar Wilde

I cannot see your colour

but they say you're a beautiful flower.
I sniff your fragrance and I feel

the softness of your petals.

If that softness and fragrance together
you could keep forever?

Then I could have taken you

into my heart-vase dear

and I pour my tears ever!

to my friend Paddy Martin,
here started raining and a big hail last evening

hope quiet there everything?

nimal dunuhinga
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A Blue Sun On The Black Horizon!

He draws a black line
with the pastel

my grandson,

And I draw on that

a blue circle.

Then I suggest

You bring this

to an art competition
and let them choose the title.
He added some red birds
to the blank area.

How beautiful

when birds

fly in the sky

and no room

for War planes?

[Our children are living messages we send to a time and place we will never
see.]-Unknown

nimal dunuhinga
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A Bluestocking And A Lilliput

We are not seeing each other

but we exchange what they call poetry.
Madam you are far beyond the vicinity.
I am an old bachelor stick around

longing for something which I cannot express.

Do you find in my poems?
We are only two parallel lines
in the song of love.

to Amanda Lukas.

nimal dunuhinga

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

28



A Bookmark As A Present For A Departing Friend

Time is a wonderful thief who steals everything from us?

Shining spring comes through the fallen leaves

And the willy-nilly flowers bloom merrily.

Famous birds sing and the deep rivers flow quietly.

The tricky life begins again and I write on the shifting sands;

'My carefree hidden wise Master, please do not pull this miraculous season away
until I finish the tiresome journey.'

[ * My love has been the poem I would have writ
But I could not both live and utter it.]
_au_

American,1817-1862

Dedication to my childhood hero ' Butch Cassidy and the Sundance kid Star'
deceased n

nimal dunuhinga

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

29



A Bride From An Orphanage

An innocent virgin from a hidden haunted house

Who comes out to the new civilized world?

The Bridegroom is unknown from the lower depths?

We all wish them a happy wedded life forever

And bring a dozen of polite offspring to this lopsided cruel world?

* I humbly dedicate this poem to the prominent Sri Lankan singer Maestro
Pandith Amaradeva and the lyrics of this great song by the celebrated poet
Mahagama Sekara............

' The river flows from the past

And the beauty of the dream world

I see in your eyes

my beloved.'

nimal dunuhinga
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A Brief Letter To A West Virginian Hospital!

I send you fresh flowers,

A breeze non-polutted

Hope for tomorrow

And a friendly smile,

You see when you wake up in the morning
To a better World!

nimal dunuhinga
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A Brief Letter To Equinox

I checked with your Great grandfather 'Encyclopedia’.

And he has written this;

'The time of year when night and day are of equal length.’
Anyway you visit us once in a year

Like a far prismatic relative who comes with a big pear.
Sorry, I add few more lines;

In the broad day light

I see a patch of darkness

And in the night sky

Surprise a Meteor falls!

*[ When I pushed my grandson's pram, I do remember now what I told;
' Sonny! One day you too push me when I struggle on my Wheelchair! .]

nimal dunuhinga
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A Brief Letter To Paddy Martin!

My dear Paddy,

Hope you're fine

and I too still breathe this polluted air?
President Obama came again

for another four years!

Nothing changed yet

Pauper still walks

dreaming of a Benz?

I am writing this for a special matter
Sandra Fowler left without saying a goodbye
like you my friend.

She knows you well

and you too know her.

Bards have a rare talent to recognize each other?
Make company with her

as she's a newcomer.

Don't know this letter

reach you in time?

Christmas is coming

and please let her know

That I miss the yearly greeting this time?
Sorry for this brief letter

as I am not well and later write you more.
Hope to see you all one day

when my Visa expires?

with best regards,
sincere friend,

nimal
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A Brief Letter To The Amazing San Diego Zoo

I am a scribbler a far relative to Apes,

And sorry for this unsolicited letter.

I'll be free at weekends most probably

And voluntarily willing to stay in one of your vacant cages

As I want to study the dialects of endangered animals

And their free lifestyle for my research.

That goes to my thesis which I planned to send to my poor deceased Mom's
mighty dreamlike University.
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A Broken String Of A Cello

The poet TYP (Pseudonym) in the poetfreak who introduced me the greatest
cellist Jaquueline Mary du Pre. Merits for him!

Jaqueline Mary du Pre was a British Cellist

One of the great players,

Her career was cut short

By multiple *Scierosis, which forced her to cease

Performing at the age 28, and led to her premature death

At the age of 42.

Death always a dilemma for me?

Just imagine a hard shell tortoise lives for a long

And this poor human beings bring to the guillotine

Within a short period?

Who thinks human being's a guinea pig for their experiments?
Anyway it's not fair indeed and the guise of the Life is ridiculous!

* Abnormal hardening of the body tissue?
Human should get only the soul and live a long like the tortoise!

nimal dunuhinga
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A Broken Winged Butterfly Flies?

The darned life crawls through the smooth & silky roads
But rival thorns; And he feels the fragrance of a distant Gypsy flower
But his patchy lungs won't keep enough breath for the tiresome journey.

*To my first kind critic of the site
poetess Amanda. Lukas
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A Bumpkin's Chronicle

He likes her burgundy lips

And he begs for a kiss.

The poor chap really misses

And he regrets of the wild goose chase.

A countrywoman close upon her menopause

Still waits for him with a crack up

And this wild flower beats about the bush.

The naive Goody-goody who walks from the city end helplessly?
And in the semi-darkness of the twilight sky the glimmer of the Starvation star
twinkles lazily.

No barriers & restrictions it seems,

The country road always opens for the desperate wayfarers.

To my dearest .............. "Though we never met in this sojourn
Yet I see you in my fading dreams on and off, how strange this life my dear Joe?
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A Butcher Was Called For The Surgeon
&#304;Nterview

'Yes, Thank you very much for your interest
About the Surgeon vacancy,

But we're sorry to inform you

That your application has been rejected.’
'Why Sir? '

'They agreed that both of you cut

With your sharp instruments

And take everything out for biopsy.

But the difference they say

A Surgeon fix everything as earlier

And you throw half of the gadgets into trash bin! '

nimal dunuhinga
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A Butterfly Rests On A Cannon In The War Zone

Hey! My little creature

It's not a tree trunk

And not the perfect game.

(Hitting of two balls in one shot in billiards.)
Please go away and rest somewhere.

Be alert! When handsome Man operates the Toy!
You hear the nasty sound

And the fire ball flies and hit on the other side.
Do not get misunderstand

That inferno isn't a New Dawn!

* Merry Christmas to our brother soldiers who play with Human conspicuously!
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A Cactus Flower

If I am a Snake and you are a Cactus flower in a thorny bush.
Do you think that we can love forever?

If I am a River and you are the Bank

Then only we can join together in the Ocean of Love.

In the ocean if you turn to a Shark and I become a coral flower,
Then what will happen to our endless love?

To the eternal lovers who drowned in the stream of love.
Re-birth of my friend may you long live!

nimal dunuhinga

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

40



A Cataract Eyed Gardener And A Wild Rose

'My dear, you pour me water or tears as I feel the warmth it seems

And do not get upset please as I keep my word forever.'

Wild Rose said faithfully.

'l am a poor deserter Rose and how do we live together happily? '

Cowardice Gardener replied.

'That doesn't make any difference my darling

Your wheelbarrow is quite enough for our honeymoon and your humble straw-
house really a castle for me.' Wild Rose pacified him kindly.
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A Catnap On A Catafalque

A distinguished person

Sleeps in a Mahogany coffin

Well to do people shake hands

And the Widow sees through her black veil
The robust who's having a chat with the Corpse!
He's not dead just a cathap and she thinks
He would be back after the catalepsy.
When the soil thuds over the coffin

She cries again in the Cemetery

And the robust Chauffeur returned to her
She smiles with him like a parole

And the candles lit in the wind.
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A Chimpanzee Cries In The Cage

When I was passing the chinchilla's wire enclosure in the Zoo
I heard a deep cry like a Man's voice,

And when I turned back,

Then I saw a Chimpanzee cries in its cage;

'You resembled my eldest brother Sir

Who's shot dead in the second World War.'

*Time is a dressmaker specializing in alterations.
-Faith Baldwin
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A Clown Among The Stars

The best Actress of the year accepted her award

And she's stepping down the stairs,

By a windfall the ugliest man in the World

Met her on the way and he offered his autograph.

She wrote I love you and gave her small pocket book to write him something.
He scribbled; ' Madam! I learned swimming easily in the Dead Sea! '
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A Comedy Of Error

A couple went to the family doctor
Husband to get his usual insulin dose
And wife takes her contraceptive injection.
There is a new doctor in the absence of the Physician.
The new doctor is really an absent minded mediocre
Who does illegal abortions?
It seems by mistake the syringes being changed

And the husband got the contraceptive and wife the insulin.

Then after sometimes she conceived for the fifth occasion.
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A Consonant Of A Pallid Soul

When I touch the scars of last year's wounds
Really I get a consolation,

And I think of the next year approaches very soon
Without an invitation?

Those wounds were healed by the nature

But the new winds who knows?

May pierce and reunite to make them fresh.

I touch the lonely heart with my palpitate palm
And feel a different beat,

But I cannot change my sorrowful song friend,
Though you provide a pleasant music

Because it's my panache.

* The unseaworthy Soulship must be rigged properly to the Windswept.
[ A diary from the Seabed]

nimal dunuhinga

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



A Consumptive Coolie's Gossamer Daughter

A tattered coolie who was born in a leap year that comes home after a strenuous
day's work?

He loves his coquetry daughter.

Her mother has disappeared when she was an infant.

He thinks that he has to make a cordon to protect her from the ruffian the
apothecary's son.

His wife eloped through this rickety fence and he is scared of his precious
daughter's future.

He dreams one day his daughter goes right of the passage with rituals.

But who knows and how long this skeleton survives with his sing-song?
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A Coral Flower Dwells At The Zenith

I am a poor fisherman

And the eyes of my net are too big

Even a Whale could easily jumps

And my tumbledown boat isn't seaworthy
Just rests on the polluted beach.

It's totally an off season for fishing

And the rough waves are surfing.

I lit the half burned candle

in my shaky hut.

And I pray the cruel wind

Give me a sound sleep.

The fishmongers are jealous of you
Being a beautiful Virgin

And they gossip a lot in the marketplace.
A friend of mine who mends the nets
And the friendly Sea Gulls too

Told me that you're pink of color.

I call you Pinky!

Though it's a risky journey

If you could drift with the waves
Towards my neglected solitary Harbor

I can wait in standing my whole life for you
Like a lonesome Lighthouse!

*To my Life-school Art Teacher, the poetess Sandra Fowler in gratitude!
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A Country Lass Weaves A Cane Basket In Her Lifestyle

After I finished my handicraft

We'll go together full of apples in the basket.

The far away isolated park where a bench is alone since last year.

A year has passed but you are still stuck in the town.

You have forgotten my address and at least a single line to say hello!

I know that you are busy in the ruined Manor among the maid servants.
Coming Christmas I am already twenty two and I am scared as my aunt
She is sixty two and still a spinster.
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A Country Lassie Writes To A Farm Boy

While knitting woolen booties for my infant twin brothers
Grandma prompts;

'Hey! My little needle

You are a big girl

And wear a bra now.

I could read ther secret heart

Through your talking eyes.

Don't idle in the fields

And bring home nettles.

Keep in touch with the Sunday School

And learn some miracle prayers.

World is big like a Watermelon,

You are an Ant; Not an Elephant

River beneath the singing Mountain is really deep honey
And beware of Piranha! '

* To Aisha, a shy 18 year-old Afghan woman who was sentenced by Taliban
commander to have her nose and ears cut off for fleeing her abusive in-laws.
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A Courtesy With A Black Bear

I met a bear on a city roadside accidentally.

'Don't get frightened that I know Men sing well

And I would like to hear a song from your deep voice.'

The bear told in a friendly manner.

I strum my old Ukulele and started singing;

' It's mighty dark for me to travel*

Oh! The beautiful bears are our friends

That reminds us in the book of History.

Hardly I carry this honeycomb with bees in my childhood old satchel.

I am sorry, it could be melt now as my poor heart is warm like an autumnal
breeze.'

Bear showed me a wry smile and I realized that sniffed I am an Alcoholic.

I saw some bruises on my back and that could be the touch of bear's claws,
But it's not painful.

The scenario resembles my precious grandson's lost 'Teddy bear' in this cryptic
homeward dream.

(*'Bill Monroe with Jim & Jesse')

[ I am not worthy to loosen the thongs of his sandals.-A humble prayer-]

I dedicate this poem to baby Adam and I am sure that one day you understand
this unseen old silly man's dream.
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A Cowboy On A Wooden Horse

I dreamed in the Mexican desert, I drove cattle on my grand son's wooden horse.
The Marshall caught me at the border.

I said, ' I am Lone Ranger.'

Then he gave me his horse and some forged documents to cross the border.

She woke me up in the morning.

I grumbled; 'Let me sleep today is the Independence Day.'

'Hey! We are still aliens.'

I dedicate this poem to my sincere friend

* Wherever you go you never find a home like in your Motherland.
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A Cripple Ant Near A Mango Tree

I have heard about the tasty fruit when it ripens

and the legend says lightning won't peep to your premises

if you grow a mango tree in your yard,

But I am very unhappy as I cannot climb on my neighbour's tree.

* I humbly dedicate this poem to the authoress of the novel 'The House on
Mango street' written by ros.
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A Dainty Flower In The Rib Cage!

A dainty flower in the rib cage!

I turn the chapters of n's

History of Art-Book.

Man in the red turban

self portrait of Jan Van Eyck

Rogier Van Der Weyden's

Descent from the cross

Luca Della Robbia's

Singing Angels

The garden of love

Painted by Peter Paul Rubens

Boy playing a flute

Judith Leyster in black & white
Rembrandt's Night Watch

Diego Velazques

nicely drawn 'The water carrier of Seville'.
I jumped to Realism and Impressionism
Goustave Cobert, Edmond Manet
Claude Monet, Auguste Renoir

Edgar Degas, Paul Cezanne

Georges Stuart, Vincent Van Gogh

and Paul Gaugin etc.,

O The old Guitarist of Pablo Picasso's
dragged me to my recent pastel drawing
(drawn on a Saturday in late December)
'A dainty flower in the rib cage'

with this short poem;

'Short white candle burns

between my rickety ribs

and beloved darns

the torn heart with a silky thread.'

for Brian McLaughlin with gratitude!
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A Daughter Writes To Her Father Who's In The
Battlefield!

Dad! Take care of yourself

And others too.

Perhaps your enemy's daughter
Has pigtails like me

And she too goes to school?
Better come back home Dad!

I learn fast and do a nursing job.
Dad! Then you can rest.
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A Deaf Hears The Christmas Tree Cries

Where I send all these small gifts
And greeting cards?

Poor children scattered

All over the places

And no fixed address.
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A Death In The Opposite House!

[Mother-that was the bank where we deposited our hurts and worries.]-Thomas
De Witt Talmage

I was sitting on a small chair

in the patio,

Like bygone Seafarer days on ship's deck?

And my beloved boils the Asparagus for tonight

in the kitchenette.

I count secretly who crawls to the funeral house?

A lady with an umbrella in this late evening drizzle

Squeezing my hand that resembles Ms.E-death in my nightmare,
inquires me; 'Honey! Funeral is here? '

I pointed out her the front house with my index finger

and murmured to myself 'Thank God! still I breath comfortable here? '

*Yesterday's Tuesday, April24,2012 @ 10: 00a.m. I scribbled this on a piece of
paper in UMass Memorial University Campus, Worcester.

While I was waiting for my Colonoscopy test carries out by Doctor

Christopher Marshall, dear Mom! part of your humble dream comes true as I
touched for the first time in my life, the campus soil, but I am sorry that 's not
for your dreamy studies and for my sudden Endoscopy?

nimal dunuhinga
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A Decayed Inn

A skinny vagabond comes from afar,

and he himself doesn't know

where he comes from?

Or his destination.

Perhaps this could be a stopover.

He is only a tenant of the building

and it's belongs to a debutante

who lives in delusion.

Poor fellow needs a tinker to mend his soul
and he is anxiously searching a panacea.
Will he be able to find?

before he enlisted to the run away crowd.

nimal dunuhinga

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

59



A Deer Hunt

Hunter pursuits a white-tailed deer and suddenly it disappears in the thick jungle.
The way back is forgotten and he was left behind.

There live a Widow and a Virgin who were pioneers of the secret forest provide
him hospitality.

The hunter doesn't want to white wash and he catches these two birds
(huntresses) in one stone.

nimal dunuhinga

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

60



A Demigoddess Walks In Diabolic Street

I call you sister as I have a sister of your age.

An Eye-opener; The eye-catching lass seems to be an apprentice.

The dusk falls and in the sky I see birds fly to their roosts.

Sun too lazily drowns in the sea.

You started your career as a novice in this late evening.

In your spring you have to devote for love and enjoy your life.

But you never find it in this thorny path.

And it prickles your soft barefoot.

The street is forbidden for saintly souls and these enigmatic people instead of
love they give you sicknesses.

I know that you have immeasurable burdens and my song won't solve your
problems.

Anyway I have a small word with you my dear

Try to catch a poor king and live happily together.
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A Dewy Tear On A Cobweb

A lonely spider thinks early in the morning

This could be a teardropp from the waning Moon
Who hides with the fear from the sparkle Sun.
He weaves the old web stronger than earlier

As a suspicion of her gatecrash.
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A Dialogue

An old man; hunchback

He was carrying some firewood's

And he is passing the old graveyard towards his cottage.
He said that he heard a dialogue

Between the child who was buried yesterday

And the oldest tomb was in the cemetery.

New Grave: Grandpa is you still living?
I hear your breathing.

Old Grave: My son I learned to breathe here.
The world is full of puff,

What else?
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A Different World

I was bit drunk and leaning to a lamp post
Then I had a dream of another world exists.
In the day time the moon is visible

Night you could see the sun.

Deaf they hear, blind they see and dumb they talk.

The rocks, trees and animals too communicate.
Cripple they walk.

No thieves, gamblers, liars and smugglers

So there won't be any politicians anyhow?

And money is strictly prohibited.
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A Diplomat From Hell Walk Along The Heaven Street

He seems to be the new Ambassador to the paradise from hell.

And he gave all his relevant documents to the Registrar and got his Manor's key.
He types a thousands of letters in a day and his agenda is pick one by one legally
to the heaven.

I heard that both sides would arise some mutual transfers in the near future.
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A Discard Doll

I slipped from the Manor's upstairs into the trash bin.

My hair burnt, eyes removed and they amputated my hands.

I stuck in the leftovers, among the stench I cannot see anything

And I write on a broken slate with a piece of chalk which gripped by my right
foot's fingers.

Darkness is better than a true vision.

And I think of the new doll who sings well in the upstairs.

I humbly pray for her a long-life in the Mansion.

*[ Australian Man throws the daughter off bridge. A morning News.]

I dedicate this poem to innocent street children where they sleep under the same
transparent sky.
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A Disrepair Soul In The Monorail

I never count my precious breathe as I know everything has its own limits,
This breakable dishearten skeleton doesn't stand like a breakwater which face
the force of waves.

Is this hidden soul disperse when you stop breathing?

* Aging; First you forget the names, then you forget the faces and you forget to
pull your Zipper up, then you forget to pull your Zipper down.
-Leo Rosenburg
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A Dog With Its Chain Walks Behind Me

'Hey! My elderly brother, you seems to be very kind
When I compare with my cruel Master.
He eats all the flesh and throw me bones
And I have no way to go

I would like to stay with you.'

'Oh! My dear I call you 'Marco'

My pet son's name

Probably now in the heaven.

Sorry, I too out of a billet

And I have a holey pocket.

Really I am not in a position to throw you
Even a bone.'
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A Domesticate Little Sparrow

My photogenic faded tattoo bird flies in the frequent deadlier dreams
And I realized the time has come to demobilize her.

My darling! You suffered a lot with me in my lonely battlefield.

I am so sorry my dear sweetheart.

This resentful life is heavier than lead

And I am still sounding the depths.

I open the cage door for my petite colleague to let you free

And I have no regrets; Birds should fly at least once in their lifetime.

* The Buddha said ' One has to understand clearly that craving and attachment
to material and immaterial things are the main roots of stress and depression.’

I dedicate this poem to my beloved wife Manel.
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A Dot

In the pale blue sky

It's like a dot

And I imagined

Whether a bird or a butterfly?

Though a fledged still she gathers the passing clouds as wings
To flee in the uncertain visionary vista.
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A Dreamer's Peninsula

I dreamed on and off few days ago

A passing cloud, honey and salt

Bees and Oceans,

And it seemed to be a fine combination.

My beloved grumbled 'Anyway, it's an omen dear; Who knows whether it's good
or bad? '

'Yes darling, there is no any doubt that the passing cloud denotes my dark
floating mind,

Bees give honey and oceans provide unlimited salt, isn't it?

But who brings us the evaporating happiness to our desperate shrinking hearts? '

* To my dearest pet-son 'Marco', Your pen-pusher father says so sorry as you
skipped lot of scanty meals and suffered with us in your shaky kennel during our

hard times.
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A Dreamer's Schizophrenic Jigsaw Puzzle

Could you please see the outskirts of prismatic mind in decaying life

And the overgrown soul's overwrought.

Is this the end of an innocent's journey who struggles on his bitter picnics along
the mysterious beaches to build a sand castle?

I humbly dedicate this scribble to the hawk-eyed Asylum officer who interviewed
us harshly (beloved wife & myself) on the 17 th of April,2008 @ BCIS, 1585,
ester, Anaheim, CA.92505

Postscript

* 19 th of April, 2008 @1300 Hrs.[Saturday, in the Anaheim Public Library]

My beloved hugged me early in the morning and whispered 'Hey! my wanderlust
you have already reached the 57 th Milestone tossed a penny in the painful sky.'
Guess my honey head or tail? '

I said; 'Darling if we have the tail then there is no any problem at all.'
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A Drifter As Driftwood

The knock-kneed girl who wears a knee cap, beautiful flowery knickerbockers
and carries a knapsack?

A knick-knack around her slim neck and tossing a Kopeck in a narrow cobbled
street she walks towards home the late evening.

I feel lonely myself with the sorrowful Sunset and before midnight I must go
back to the ship as she suppose to sail early in the morning.

I regret that I couldn’t ask her name and I made a note in my diary with an
asterisk.

I gave her a name “Stella”; my ships name.

She resembles the actress “Lara” in the film Doctor Zhivago.

I start to write a short story that would be an endless which I have to throw into
the sea.

I see her fading land from far away and it’s like a peaceful dream.

I strum my old ukulele to the beat of ripples.

And the sleep peeps secretly into my disarray cabin.

*A seasonal greeting to all my poet friends!
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A Dumb Hero's Tomb Speaks In Darkness

They have forgotten my name and domicile too.
Engraved letters disappeared of my pedigree on the tombstone.
And I want to write this but I cannot come up as the lid is too tight.

Another hero might come here, a friendly advise for you my brother.

Stay away from ego & politics and rest in peace without a tomb.
Life like a Sweet pea soup and you eat once or twice but no more.
The tortoise too flies nowadays and then what else?
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A Dust Cleaner Marries A Street Sweeper

Skinny poor Princess

Who works in a Tea sorting Factory

And cleans the dust whole day,

On her way back home

She coughs and dust mites run.

One auspicious day she met

A courageous Prince

Who sweeps the street.

How the shrewd fate brings them together?

And nobody oppose as they walk on the same street.
He stops at a certain place with his broom

And she heads to the Factory.

As far as the dust & dirt would remain in this unclean World
Thank God! Their jobs are permanent it seems!

*To have a friend, be a friend.
-Old saying
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A Dying Man Requests For An Extra Time

Like in soccer when the two sides were tallied
Referee gives an extra time

Isn't it?

My invisible referee,

You dragged me to this unfair game

And you are taking me now without my concern.
Please blow your miraculous whistle,

At least we could have change our goals for a while.
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A Faint Light In The Darkness

This starless chilly night I see your phosphorous eyes far beyond the infinity.
In your territory though it’s dim still bring me a desirable heaven

Moon has never shown.

But we are in two different altitudes as leftovers.

And I thank you very much Bonny

For the Booby prize your legacy,

You decided to leave me alone crumbly.
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A Faint Smile In Her Teary Eyes

The infant's cry stopped for a while.

I am sorry my baby, to read your mind
I drowned in the encyclopedia

But my dreary eyes failed to catch.

I feel it's like child poetry

And the matured will never try to hear their poems.
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A Faint-Hearted Dinky Doll

When she reached the adulthood and she forgets her childhood friend who
accompanied her in the nursery road.

She becomes a mother and numberless new toys scatter around her child.

Saga of a sad toy continues and this old doll wants to join with the new dolls but
she is very scared.

Her child plays with toy guns, helicopters, warships, armory and etc.

The rustic old doll repents of the new civilization and she cries in an isolated
trash box.

*Is the human cruelty immeasurable?
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A Faithful Mirror And Human Error

'Not necessary to peep hundred times
And dishearten yourself,

And T'll try my level best

To keep you younger

As earlier! '

nimal dunuhinga

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

80



A Female Spider’'s Cobweb And A Scrawny Poor Man

The featherweight skeleton entangled in a cobweb.

It’s not an ordinary one and very strong.

He is unable to survive.

“Unnecessarily you trapped in my net.

Frankly this is for insects I wove.

Never mind my dear I prefer coexistence and I have no any objections of your
stay.” Spider replied smoothly.
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A Ferryman And His Blind Dog!

Villagers were certain that he died a long ago

But I met him last night at the river bank.

Though his dog's blind wagged its tail

While I was talking to ferryman.

He said the Blacksmith his old friend has borrowed the ferry
To bring his forgotten tools but he's scared

Whether he could row safely to this side

As the weather was not so good?

Then I said I am going back home

And he gave his kind regards to my parents.

On the way I realized that my parents were no more
And all were in the same boat!
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A Ferryman's Song

It's not dew a teardropp from the moon.
Because of the fading humanity.

Though you found a needle in a haystack
Very difficult to search a man among the men.
Let the wind blows and do not get panic.
Perhaps tomorrow will be calm?

Do not count the Stars.

As they may fall on your head.

Who says the grape is bitter?

Anyway do not search apples in a vineyard.
The Ocean never bothers of her waves.

But the beach keeps memories.

They are building a new bridge

And I can see the shadow in the river.

Oh! I'll say good bye very soon to the wayfarers!
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A Fire-Fly

The man was sentenced to death

jury was agreed and the magistrate already signed.
He was an innocent criminal and a scapegoat

but no options.

The true criminal with the Lords

and the Law is imbalanced.

One night in the prison cell

he saw a fire-fly like an ambulance

and he scribbled on the wall.

'Tomorrow morning a prince comes

to take me away, a better world,

my little fire-fly you try to show me the way

and I see that real world from your faint light.
Thank you so much my dear

now only I realized that I was in the total darkness
beneath the sun and moon.'

Welcome to our world my dear friend
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A Firm Handshake

The soldier who comes in a special plane from the battlefield
And at the Air Port he became a hero.

He walks along the red carpet and the band plays aside.
Rifles shot into the silent sky.

When the bugles blow General appears in his full uniform
And gives him a firm handshake.

But the poor soldier is unable to grab as he lost his fingers.
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A Flimsy Cobweb

I see a spider weaves its tiny network in between the twigs in the garden.
And I thought If I am an insect,

Then I could have rush into your mesh

And swing until a twilight sleep.
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A Flimsy Soul Who Plays It Again Monotonously?

He strums his broken stringless lute in a filthy street corner

And still the hidden sentimental tune comes out in the lonely moonlit night,
But if he gets the missing strings back somehow

I am sure that you could hear that full song of life.

* In the darkness you see more things?
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A Flower Asks Another Beautiful Name For Her?

Poor Gardener

Why you collect

my withered petals
among the leaves

in your book of heart
that I have never seen
in the garden of love!

*A humble dedication to the poetess Sridevi I always adore her writing style!

nimal dunuhinga

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

88



A Flower Blooms In The Railroad

I lost my return ticket but the train won't delay for me

And it's already departed in time.

We met on the platform and she invited me to her hideous world.
She goes out early in the morning and comes back late at night
But I have no any objections as it's her independent job.

I never call you a whore my dear because you gave me the life again.

* Some flowers give a rare fragrance and nobody knows the reason?
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A Flowerpot And The Posies

The old tenant listens to the secret whisper in the decaying flat;

'The householder change the flowers when they depressed

And she brings another bunch of fresh flowers.

I am really fed up of this monotonous routine and I wait anxiously until the day
when she introduce everlasting shrubs.' Pot cried.
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A Fly In The Ointment

She holds a toffee apple like a child

And he plays the mouth-organ mild.
They pass the time in the messy world
And they go on a ride in merry-go-round.

Though it’s bitter; Life is a carnival for them
And they make fun of showing realism.
Someone laughs at them who believes nihilism.

Sun & moon rise and set but never met in the sky of individualism.

He is alone like a featherless bird and very unhappy today
As it seems she flew to another cage secretly.

Now he feels the weight of life like mercury

And the mouth-organ plays the song of melancholy.
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A Frustrated Skipper On A Sinking Vessel

You all have abandoned me

Never mind my dear crew.

I could see through my fungy telescope

Your tossing lifeboats faraway and the happy faces.
How do you grab the life tightly?

Rmember, I too grabbed since my childhood

But later on I realized it slips through your bony fingers.
Go home safely and live happily.

Please do not bother to buy a priceless coffin

Let it be a sea burial and let my flesh eat by small fish
As I have eaten half of them in the Ocean.

I hear the death murmurs like a Mermaid's voice

'Hello! Is that me you looking for? '

I gulped the last dropp of my bottle, The 'Bourbon Whisky'.
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A Frustrated Street Vendor

An apple seller pushes his cart towards home

And the sale is very low as everybody asks grapes.

The other day when he brought grapes,

They query about apples.

Selling fruits is very hard nowadays and he muttered himself; ' Next time I must
take sedatives and drag their pockets.'
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A Full Moon

I scribbled on a scratch paper to her

It's a full Moon to the desert here too.

Her last perfomance for the year of 2005.

Do you remember the day you told me

how many times being seperate we watched this same moon.
still watching alone in two different poles.

Is this a punishment for writing poetry?

I hear the bell tolls from my remote village temple
and the shepherd boy tunes his flute

at the river's edge.

I am bit nervous in this lonely night

arouse my hidden desires

and hope that you too victimize.

I had frequent dreams of you

and I am so sorry for holding the gravity.

The man who set foot on the moon

has he ever seen this beauty?

He brought only the fistful of sand and what else?
The round moon resembles my beloved wife.

Oh! what is the purport of seeing beauty from afar alone?
Anyway it's at least a fortune

as they all cover their faces and not to be seen here.
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A Full Stop

She begged!

At least before the New Year

Eradicate this unnecessary punctuation mark
From the life sentenced.
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A Gadfly Drowns In A Brewery

Oh! That's a marvelous place.

I didn't taste it yet I was very dizzy.

My wings totally got wet

And hardly I escaped from the cauldron.
Straightaway I flew to a country Pub
Where the drinking companions rushed.
Landed on the brim of a mug

And listened to their conversation.
Some they sing, laugh and dance
Some argue with the deeds.

But I found a soul at a table corner
Who cries alone.

I was so sorry and realized later

When a dumb got drunk he only cries
And what else he could perform?
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A Gamble

Queen of the Hearts eloped

With the Jack of Spades

O poor widow jackass

Plays solitary,

On & off invalid old Kings galloping
But never takes her to the card pack?
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A Gardener Cries In The Autumn

When a bee flies from a flower to another flower
collecting pollen,

I can feel the flower's depression.

But she never says; 'leave me alone'

and she always bloom.

Blossom, I thought you are everlasting.

But eventually the unchanging rigorous wind
comes from a wrong direction

and he takes you away,

where a place call far beyond infinity?

Dedication to the poetess / friend in
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A Giftcard For Mother's & Father's Day!

Hi Mom & Dad!

No time to give you a hug

At least you're lucky

under one roof,

Anyway we meet

Once in a Blue Moon?

He does Masters

And I do Bachelors

Believe we have no way to think of our children
We're on line with the Banks

Checking the balances and week ends
Stuck in Swimming & Meditation classes
Hi Mom & Dad here's a gift card

With a small coloured note

Take care and good luck!

* Father secretly sings Maestro Amaradeva's song; 'I am in old age now'
And Mother always murmurs superb Nanda Malini's song; ' Suduhamine! where

are you now? '

nimal dunuhinga

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



A Girl In The Rain

She came in wearing a mackintosh

And her mercurial and soften by soaking manner.
She was late and the snack is over in his tea shop
And he realized that she needs something to eat.

He said 'I am sorry' and gave her a cup of hot coffee.
He was shocked by her gesticulation.

She kept few coins on the table and ran away.

He wants to run behind and have a word with her.
But it's heavy raining.

He found her wet handkerchief on the floor

Which has monogrammed in blue 'Love'?

He never sees her again in his lifetime.

Though he is a bachelor still he counts that's his first love
And he dreams forever her appearance.
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A Glimmer Of A Dull Flower

She blooms secretly in an unflappable graveyard.

And who sympathizes for the immature except a grave-digger?

She dreams of a soft heart butterfly and stagnates with the dead souls.
Who understands her soft spot, language and the soggy heart?
So-and-so, a hooligan may rest for a while.

After a nightcap, until he gets sober.

Be watchful my dear especially on curfew days.

This is the true nature of the atmosphere and we all are born to decay!
But it's immaterial; be steady my sibling.

Flowers are not asphalts for the highway limousines.

Dedication to the current rivals in the War Zone in Lebanon and bless for a
peaceful negotiation as soon as possible!
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A Gloomy Picture In A Slice Of Life

An orphan in the dormitory stares through the lower window

And he saw one of his colleagues sitting on the campus lawn bench.

She hums his favorite song; 'The green green grass of home..."

He waves but she continues on humming without any notice.

She holds a Braille not a Mandolin

And he realized the situation.

He murmurs to himself ' Oh! My somber idol I would like to to be a perfect Sun
forever into your dark World.'

* [How beautiful the garden was, how see its small things grow big, change, and
wither; and new little things come again in the same endless, unceasing cycle.]

'The Thorn Birds'
-Colleen McCullough
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A Gloomy Snapshot Of An Old Bachelor

When wild geese fly in the twilight sky
He lights his kerosene lantern

and close the tiny windows of his shack.
With peep of the darkness

Mosquitoes' drone that annoys him?

He tastes his shot glass and crunch a peanut.
He scribbles in his memory book;

'l am alone in this oblique World

which rotates faster than earlier

and if you don't suck my blood

please let me open the window pane

to send this sooty smoke outside? '

To that greatest artist Vincent Van Gogh and I realized your sanity!
nimal inga
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A Grasshopper's Grandiloguent Chirping Noise

I am the License less pilot of my little plane
And I realized the fuel tank is too small
To reach the World's end.

* A small poem-gift to my grandson for the New Year.
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A Grin Of A Grizzled-Man

He's a groundsman

But never engaged in sports
Still a bachelor in his sixties
Fights with the Lawnmover
And he smells cut grass.
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A Haberdasher's Whereabouts

The lonesome bachelor stuck in his small boutique

among the needles, threads, thimbles and etc.

The nearby widowed seamstress who comes there frequently for different yarns
and materials.

It's a rainy day and she has forgotten to bring her umbrella and borrowed his

one.

He said ' Please do not bother Madam I'll collect it when I pass your place one
day.'

'Certainly, then I could give you the embroidery which I finished last night' she
replied.

*Needles and threads are always friends. Isn't it?
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A Handsome Beggar

Under the burning Sun in a corner of a busy road

He begs with a smile like an actor of a movie

And his till is full of notes,

Someone painted the money in different colours.

But the guy isn't happy like

As the soul is still empty and he doesn't know

What he wants?

The painter who knows about these mysterious notes?

* Really what the man wants?
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A Hangman Eloped With A Beauty Queen

He ran with her who was condemned to death,
Towards his best friend the gravedigger,
For a secluded place.

* Dedication for one of the greatest songwriters Cochran;
'Make the World go away.'
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A Happy Inn For Tired Pilgrims

If you're religious

I have lot of books

And if not, I have some other journals

With coloured pictures.

Please do not hesitate

And if you have any extra coins

Just dropp into my till

And it's not a must.

In the horrible winter

I would be a desert for you

In the heat of autumn

I could have whisper cold songs to your ear

And I am sure that you never leave me forever!

I can read your palm as same as the precious heart.
Journey is tiresome and let's have a chat for a moment
As who knows whether we meet again or not?

*There are no shortcuts to any place worth going.
-Anonymous
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A Happy Melody In The Kitchenette On My Day Off!

Hey! Darling what are you frying that smells fine?
Shrimps in hot garlic Tonight's menu!

Oh! That sounds very good

But don't be tired

Just a slice of bread

Dip in the last night's chicken gravy is more than enough
With a bottle of King Cobra Beer!

I am scared if the food is not sufficient

You may run to different restaurants for varities?

I understood the sorrowful music and changed the topic.
Darling! I am scared that we have to work here till we die?
Don't bother honey as I read in the paper the horoscope
End of this year Saturn moves somewhere

And bring prospects to Capricorns!

We both are Capricorns and do not forget that?
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A Hazy Night And I Remember The Sensuous
Playhouse

A faded rainbow splits in the shameful dusk

And prying stars scatter in multitude.

The dull sky almost a sparkle

And drizzle stops for a while.

The best actors in the world get ready in their ghettos for the rehearsal.
The beginners have no alternative in this low waged tragedy

And they grab the oldest profession.

Finally the pussyfoot greedy customers

Donate their hidden sicknesses

And it seems the each performer gets entr'acte of this chain reaction.

I dedicate this poem to the poetess b in gratitude.
* These stereotyped individuals are the victims of morality and their heartbeat is
the Morse code of social imbalance. Life is not easy on this planet earth, though

it rotates yet not a Merry-go-round.
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A Heart Of A Rock

A rock plant cries in the mist.

I grow here like an orphan

And nobody cares my love.

I know this rock never melt

And give me a droplet for my thirst.
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A Heart-Throb And The Go-Between

The old man dropped his precious letter

into the isolated letter box

where it stands in the gravel road.

The notorious postman who tampers letters
comes very seldom to collect.

He found only one letter in the box

but no addressee and stamps too.

He opened the letter and read loudly.

"I am an old godforsaken man

but still not senile; good for nothing my dear.
This could be a giveaway for you.

If you read this I am sure you may excuse me.
Do you know about spiritual love?
Sometimes this letter will annoy you my sweetheart!
Take it easy honey as I am a dreamer.

I am lonely and frustrated

and I need someone with a goodwill

who comes and stay with me forever.

I'll offer you my old hammock

and I know thousands of stories

which I can read for you on full moon days
until you sleep quietly my darling.

dedication to the letter box at ' home for the elders'
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A Heavy Book

["*Who are you to judge the life I live?

I know I'm not perfect

-and I don't live to be-

but before you start pointing fingers...

make sure you hands are clean! ”]? Bob Marley

I sit on the threshold

and read the poem

you have written

on the mist;

'The distance between us
very narrow

but when I speak to you
from my heart

I feel that

you are far away

and I look through the mist
you sit on the threshold
and read a heavy book?
The title is smudged

but still readable

and it's 'Life".!

nimal
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A Helicopter From The Hell

It's a metallic gray color and roams in the nameless sky
Drops pamphlets multicolored to the rage battlefields
On this decent planet Earth.

I saw an orphan child picks one and reads aloud;

'When a Man meets a Man?'

* A humble dedication to the Haitian victims those who departed untimely.
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A Hole In The Roof

The old prison cell and there's no ceiling

And a hole in the roof.

The person in confinement

Who sees the night sky.

No changes at all

The old stars and the Moon as earlier.

The North star seems very old

And the bachelor thinks of the next-door widow Violet and her whereabouts.
And he's not seen his old friend Jack Daniel's smile since a long time.
Someone says the President's Birthday comes soon and there will be an amnesty
for prisoners?

He's sentenced for ten years and the half of the term almost gone.

* To my poet friend ck in gratitude.
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A Homeless Became A House Owner For A While?

[I got myself a sleeping, walking, crying, talking Living doll.]-Cliff Richard, 'Living
Doll',1959

A manor by the riverside

Black Swans mate and drift with ripples
in the Moonlit night,

And the dumb ferryman

Who sings a sad song

in his deep voice?

White washed Church stagnant

and the bell tolls to the strong winds
without a bell-ringer?

And he suddenly woke up to the moisture
As his cardboard shack got totally wet
Heavy rains started late in the night

And he sees through his blurred polythene window
Lightening makes sorrowful designs of life
in the dark barren sky?

*I remember while I was in California, one night a homeless smiled with me and
he muttered; 'Long time no see? Sorry brother, I have a non-filter cigarette
otherwise you could have a small puff into the patchy lungs if you don't mind? '
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A Homeless Writes On The Ballot?

O the rich Winter comes

Poor Man's eternal enemy?

I have to move from my cardboard house
Nearby the Railway Station.

A hole in my old boot

and a penny stuck in the wallet?

I have to skip fish oil

the doctor prescribed for cholesterol

But I have to fill my miniature empty bottle
with that weather-beaten Elixir?

For decades I just dropped my poor vote
to every Tom, Dick and Harry

But still it's a dream

The handsome politician's usurp Utopia!
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A Humble Advice From A Simpleton To A Prodigal Son
Of An Old Politician!

[Some artist has here taken the trouble to try to picture what it must have been
like when Adam and Eve found their dead son Abel out in their field. One
assumes that neither son came home when they were expected, and Adam went
out to look throughout his cultivated fields and pasture and found dead Abel and
the evidence of a fight. And had no idea of where Cain had gone. He appears
here to be holding his chest where his heart should be. And Eve is sobbing
uncontrollably like any mother would. I can only wonder why our Jewish author
has not seen fit to write even one word about their grief. But all this too becomes
very clear once we can all read the original Sumerian documents baked into
imperishable brick that describes in great detail the history of *Kaen and Abael
the sons of Adapa.. ]

Please do not squeeze the rainbow
As you won't get those colors as it is.
Why you pelt into the sky in vain

In case if that hits the Moon

She would be cracked soon?

Let the river flows quietly

And do not try to stop that

with your strong fist.

Keep your fantasy kite aside

Until you feel that wind blows.

And do not blame the weather

That cannot be changed ever?

Let your athletic father does all the miracles
And make sure dear*Kaen

Still that you're an apprentice?
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A Humble Letter To The Queen

Honored Madam,

I take this opportunity to wish you a happy birth day as I saw in the BBC the
celebrations,

Oh! What a lovely pageant.

My blessings, you may long-lived!

Sri Lanka is once a colony under your kingdom.

Thank God we got independence.

But Madam you left your precious friend in our tiny country

And his name is ' Divide & Rule' a real gentleman.

One day some innocents died of a bomb explosion

But your precious BBC showed only the empty bus.

I think some defect to their cameras?

This ethnic cleansing is a by-product of your factory 'The Imperialism'.
Never mind Madam we can forget the past as we are Sri Lankan.
But I humbly request a favor Madam,

if possible could you please minimize?

You're prominent BBC's (Prima Donna) partial yelp!

Thanking you in anticipation of a kind and a favorable reply.

I remain Madam,

Yours most obediently,

A scribbler,

Nimal Dunuhinga

I dedicate this poem to Miss or Mrs. a (BBC correspondent in Sri Lanka) for
your prominent double standard.
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A Hunchback Warrior Who Waits At A Bus Stop

The usual murmur of the sea breeze fades away; ' The Ocean is great; but you
cannot sip a little dropp of water.'

And it seemed since morning till evening he waited for the bus.

How does he takes a bus as the poor guy has no any idea of his destination?
And he carries a heavy bag that full of gloomy nightmares.

* A hymn to the battlefields all over the World.
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A Hungry Soldier Never Polishes His Toy Gun

A pauper takes out a notepad from his satchel

And scribble something with a pencil.

Where is the bitter pill that neutralizes the hunger?

I have never been to a school and don't know the capital letters,
Commas, Fullstops, Semicolons and Question marks in this misery life.
Even I cannot erase my sins as it's against the law it seems.

I humbly request a death with dignity

If someone hears patiently?

* [ And how does this happen to me, that the Mother of my Lord should come to
me. ]
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A Jailbird's Squeak

Who tells he is black or white?

And either he is not brown or yellow,

But he has some feathers of all those colors.

He tries to fly in the serene sky.

He begs and requests from his deceased loving Mom;
'Please show me the right direction

Where I can reach the sanctuary

And hide away from these cannibals.'
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A Joss Stick And Fragrant Flowers

In front of your statue

I burn on the same altar

With a smell of incense

Among these soft tiny flowers.

And I realize that I convert into ashes very soon
As the flowers wither.

We never live together for a long,

And I hope we meet again someday
Somewhere beyond the sky?

A humble dedication to the poetess Sue Ann Simar
*Remember the sorrows of with kindness on those who suffer, who struggles
against difficulties, who drink of the bitterness of life.

-Prayer in time of need.
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A Kind Farmer Who Appeared In My Innocent Colored
Dream

Alas! He called me by my name and introduced himself as 'Steinbeck’.
' Do you have any connection to beck? '

'Yes may be a far relative, I am beck, if you want in full

beck.'

He brought me a large gunny bag which full of Idaho potatoes.

I said; 'Thanks a lot.'

'Why you suffocate here? ,

You should come to my state and engage in our farms.'

'Dear, I do not have the valid papers.'

Then he replied; ' Hey! Chum not to worry I have a good friend an old retired
Coroner who will help you to get anytime a death certificate.'
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A Kingfisher And A Tiny Scalloped Fish

'Hey! My buddy what's your name please? ' kingfisher questioned from a leafless
tree top.

'My name is small king in the muddy pond.' tiny fish replied humbly.

'Oh! Then we are in the same genius family it seems and let's fly together to see
our kind neglected relatives abroad.' The scallywag kingfisher requested politely.
Tiny fish sings in the flight; 'Oh! What an amazing sunrise in the broken sky
when the depressive election drew nearer.'

* Tiny fish grumbles to publish this in the site as a dedication for the Labor day.
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A La Carte

A gloomy evening

I was in the red-light district of Yoshiwara, Japan.
In a restaurant I ordered 'Sashimi & Sake'

raw fish with garlic sauce and rice wine

my favorite dish.

I saw a bonhomie 'Geisha'

she wears a red & maroon kimono

who brings the plate with a sing song.

A very familiar face.

Oh! I couldn't believe.

She is my loving wife.

I was so angry and I asked her' who brought you here? '
'vou brought me here' she replied calmly.

I woke up to the set alarm.

The dream complicated my mind the whole morning
and suddenly I called home.

She is very fine.

To my poet friend ig
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A Ladylike Man In Monogyny

He drowned in a proposal marriage.

They were from opposite poles.

Happily hunting ground they do hanky-panky.
Bridegroom thinks of his former lovelorn lass
And the bride dreams of her brave archer.
They live forever under a one roof

Like obedient husband and wife.

After the litigation who will have the last laugh?
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A Leaflet On The Car Windscreen

I thought it must be an invitation from an unknown
For a Christmas party.

Sorry, It's a ticket of Citation.

'You have parked the car

Just five feet away from the fire hydrant

A fifty dollar fine! '

On the reverse side I scribbled;

'Dear Sir, please do not get misunderstand

Just for general knowledge I ask,

What's the safe distance between a school and the bombs
Where they throw from the sky? '
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A Letter Like A Poem

Really I feel this is not a resignation

And some kind of a gratitude.

The destiny has forced us to leave Anaheim

And we have to reach Corona soon.

I am so sad to leave 'Montessori at EIm'.

Because it's my life school and I learned a lot

Mixing with dolls like kids.

I take this opportunity to thank you very much for your hospitality
Given to me in my hard times and I never forget that huge help.
Also I never forget the comfort I had under the shady trees at 'EIm’.
Please convey my loving regards to the kind staff

And specially for my loving precious kids and their parents too.

I end this brief letter with a tear dropp in my eye

And I am terribly sick these days.

I wish you all the best and a rapid progress to the school.

Thank you very much,

Yours very truly.......ccooviiiiiiiinnnn. *

* My beloved spouse sketched this letter in our mother tongue
And she wants to dedicate this poem-letter to ickrama
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A Letter To An Inventive Friend

Happy birthday to all human beings!
Let all be friends and eradicate the word 'enemy' from the human vocabulary,
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A Little Angel Who Sings Beneath An Old Bachelor's
Little Sick Heart

Thank you my dear little angel
Sing little louder please

As my hearing is little weak
Like the fragile little heart.

I remember once

I too sang my sad song

With my little companion viola,
Low pitch in solitary parks.

But angels were not seen
Those days.

Yes, my lost youth full of songs
But nobody knows

And only the withered flowers
Just smiled with a teardrop

In their innocent eyes

But I was little scared of unnecessary taboos
And left behind!

* I humbly dedicate this poem to my silent poet friend Dave Tanguay who
resides in Florida!
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A Little Girl In Her Father's Boots

Father sleeps

And Mother cooks

Where she plans to go in her father's boots?
War's over my little daughter

And keep that boots in a corner

You need that for a better school in future
Where they do not teach killings each other?

*When friends meet, hearts warm.
-John Ray
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A Little Long Twilight Song

I parked my humble vehicle beside the Trinity Lutheran Church at Long Beach.

And waited for my singsong beloved's day struggle's over to pick her up home.

Yes, I have a home though it's a rented house.

I poured some water into the Radiator.

Vehicles too thirsty nowadays like human beings.

Pastor Vicente Minerva Negron started evening services of the new hope of
Cambodian.

Suddenly my mind traveled to Cambodia and caught the deceased mass killer
Polpot's distorted face.

I prayed to the human God Jesus Christ.

Comrade Jesus!

still roams elsewhere with his patchy blue jeans.

And I carry my heavy cross.

Please let my path be cleared till I take my last breath comfortably.

My poor nickel went down the till and made a big noise.

Some worshipers gazed at me and I was bit embarrassed.

A tear filled in my cataract eye secretly

And the faraway eventide bright planet Hesperus smiled amiably.
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A Locust And The Old Flame

He strums his old lute's melancholic whisper and the everlasting song.

Her lustre eyes will never get satisfied

And he cannot leave her in the lurch.

His mysterious entanglement and the lovelorn will be a long lasting Endeavour.
There is any loophole to let go the illusion?

And if not, the non-starter will burn in the sadism it seems.
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A Lollipop Lady And A Lollipop Man

The reckless drivers like a jet fly and they think the road is a sky.
These two personnel hold a circular sign on a stick to stop traffic.
And the children cross the road.

They too like to go with them to their school but they have lost their certificates
of birth.
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A Lonely Night In A Desert

I am a lone Bedouin and how strange this Nomadic race?

The legend says of Pharaoh but I have never seen them.

I see through my tattered tent the far away red star in altitude

And it must be Aldebaran.

I take out the old lute from my knapsack and pluck the strings.

My ration is poor and I dream of an Oasis nearby and I hear the sad murmur of
my companion camel and its boredom.

We sing together the oldest bitter song.

' Where we have come from and where do we go?'

*[You have made me for yourself, and my heart is restless until it rests in you.]
-tine
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A Longshoreman's Mentality

Unionist, the man in his fifties and near by sixty
loose heart, loose oneself, loose one's way

and finally loose his weight.

He walks lop-eared, lopsided

but very loquacious and try to maintain his Lordship.
Running at a lost he always dreams of lotteries.
Still a lover in a lounge.

With his lounge suit wanders in parks

in lonely evenings.

A book of loose-leaf memories in hand

and the loner who is mending

the patches of life.
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A Looseleaf Diary Of A Philander

He writes secretly in flowing hand;

Monday evening to be at Mary's house

And on the way back if not late

Just try to dropp in Lucy's apartment.

His beloved wife Rosemary added openly;
Tuesday early in the morning definitely

I'll rush to your worst enemy's place temporarily.

*Carefully chum of your whereabouts.
The ruinous wedlock is a great disaster.
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A Loose-Leaf Flies From The Dark Inn's Memory Book!

I see your poem-like

that long signature

pasted on the solitary

mist-screen!

And when it disappears slowly
beyond the mountains

a teardrop on the grass

about to evaporates?

Do you remember me

with a pile of books,

once I lodged here

for a short period and

One dark rainy day

I left for my unending journey
borrowing your mackintosh

you're shocked and not even asked my name
and I too forgot to ask your name?

[We all have our time machines.

Some take us back, they're called memories.

Some take us forward, they're called dreams.]- Jeremy Irons

for my friend Paddy Martin and if I know your domicile definitely I enclose this in
a Christmas card!

nimal inga
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A Lost Bird Flies In An Awful Night

It's very strange when others rest in their peaceful roost

Why you struggle alone in the unlimited sky?

Take care my friend as the Air planes collide themselves

in the broad day light.

And if you find a better place, please do not forget to give me a shout.

*[ T am worried dear as there is no place in the serene sky to stop and relax
when you are tired? ]

To my friend Max Reif............. I am very anxious to hear your precious song
again, 'Stars in your eyes' and I imagine all the friends around us; Sandra,
Alison&Jerry, Amanda, Suzie, Denis, Dave, George, Duncan, Nick, Linda, Patricia

and rest of all.I hear they clap................. !
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A Lost Love Poem

Blind eyes write

To a dumb heart

And the soft crippled words
Crawl in the deaf atmosphere.
Scattered quicksilver

On the whispering grass
Evaporate in the mild Sunrise?

nimal dunuhinga

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 142



A Love Poem

The young Chemistry Teacher

Resembles Lara in Doctor Zhivago

Her beaker like heart full of chemicals

She pours into pipettes in the dark Laboratary.

I smiled with her and she too smiled

But soon that evaporated

Like Carbon Tetra Chloride?

I approached her like in an Appollonius Theory

But she firmly believes that love is like Sulphuric Acid?

to the poetess Susan Jarvis in gratitude!
nimal inga
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A Lullaby For The Stillborn Infant Who Sleeps In A
Trash Bag

Oh! What a sad circumstance is this?

I could have die in the war or could be blind forever.

I touched the baby girl's limbs and it's still warm.

Her poor mother has gone for milk or ran away.

And the unknown infectious father must be stuck in a brothel house?
Oh! My dear you haven't seen the precarious life in camouflage.
That's better as it's rather bitter to swallow.

Please do not open your small eyes my wingless bird

And sleep as much as you can.
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A Lunatic Asylum And A Sunrise

'T loss of interest in activities once I enjoyed,

It's very difficult to concentrate and make a decision at once.
Sometimes I feel worthlessness

And I need more sleep, my poor appetite never improves.
Sad thoughts mingle with gloom in the hidden mind at all.’
He whispered to the doctor.[ another patient]

Then doctor said; 'I too had the same symptoms earlier

And those are called depressive disorders,

But now I am quite O.K.

That's why I see the patients voluntarily and there you see a Sunrise in the
west.'
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A Lyric Poem For London Aunt's Newly Compact Disc

My friend wrote me that his spinster Aunt who lives in London wants some lyrics
for her new CD and it should be mostly radical as she likes if it bans then she
gets her fame further on.

I row my dinghy in River Thames

And my tiny oars happy with gentle waves.

The British once they boasted;

'The Empire on which the Sun never sets.'

Let it be and we are colonial friends.

The weary Sun drowns in an Ocean corner

Resembles Sir Winston Leonard Spencer-Churchill's face in War times
And a far away person who swims upstream

When I see through my Binoculars.

I recognized him certainly he's Blair

And his butterfly stroke both arms lifted like Election days.
Sorry, I forgot to bring my transparent bikini

Otherwise I could have jumped into the water

And swim together for a better World.
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A Man And A Statuette

A man reads an old paper sitting on a bench in an isolated park.

A wearisome whisper of a female!

'Brother any interesting news in the paper today and do they still in a search of
me? '

'Where are you? ' Man asked.

'T am just in front of you and your friend woman' Statuette replied.

'I am sorry I cannot see you as I am a born blind'.

'Then how do you read the news paper? 'She verified.

(This neglected park of huge trees touch the sky and you never see a flower. The
secret whisper and the lament of a rebellion that haunt in constantly. Only the
Fruit bats fly here and there in the awful night.)
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A Man Of Letters Who Needs An Escape

Turn off the lights and crawl into bed.

But the night is still young.

Sleep skips away and he too needs an escape.

But he's chained to the pillar of success

And cannot avoid letting things pile up to his fatty nose.
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A Man Sees Many Horizons At The Journey's End

There are lot of names and addresses engraved in his book of heart.

Before he leaves, He reads all and thinks when he gets a chance to have a kind
word with them.

Poor Journeyman! Please do not keep any regrets
As you too a passing cloud in the nameless sky.
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A Man Stands Alone

A gloomy evening at the bus stop

He saw his best friend’s wife was seated in the bus
And he just waved but could not get in.
The last bus came

And he saw his best friend

After a long time,

Who was going home?

He promised him to meet on a Sunday
And he confessed to himself

Thinking of his friend’s wife.

His tears joined the drizzle

Which has turned to heavy rains?

And he drowned in the flood water.
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A Mason's Daughter And A Carpenter's Son

Each & every muddy brick

And the wooden planks of their house

Whisper about the courageous parents

And the cottage comes up gradually.

The proud sky is bit inquisitive it seems

And the humble river says;

'Do not worry, their innocent roof won't touch and bother you anyhow.'
Big ferries cross the river with huge cranes and building materials

And the proposed 'Toy Factory' build up very soon as per the country bald-
headed Mayor's election promise.

The old ferryman sings in a sad voice late at midnight;

'Hey! Dear Sons & Daughters

Definitely you all get jobs

And you meet strange faces with a new busy culture.

But don't change your lifestyle and let them burn your halcyon cottages
Those were built by your poor parents hardly.'

*Certainly the rich stormy winds ruin the bourgeoisie Folklore.
-From the poor ferryman's Scrapbook.-

nimal dunuhinga

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 151



A Matchmaker Brings A Fuddy-Duddy Bridegroom For
A Teasing Conservative Bride

The well known Matchmaker comes along the muddy road with him

And his bell bottoms swept the road,

The white pantaloon turned into brown color.

When he's introduced to the bride

She's shocked by seeing the baggy mud soaked trouser.

She grumbled with her parents in the kitchen;

'Mom & Dad I do not like to marry this Public Works Department Overseer,
Better propose him to the next door teacake aunty

And they are well match it seems.'
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A Matured Kingfisher And A Smarten Carp

A Kingfisher rests on a tree top

And listens to a sad song,

A small carp in a muddy pond

Floats and sings; ' My relatives live in a big river

And why should I suffer here.'

Then Kingfisher mutters;

'Hey! My tiny brother if you cooperate

I could have taken you to that river safely.’

'Certainly I would like to accompany my big brother,

But I had a nightmare yesterday a blue bird has taken my relatives
from the river to a lonely ground and eaten them one by one.'
'Those are dreams and we're friends'

Kingfisher whispers while flying to another tree.'
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A Mechanic Writes To His Fiancee

I want to be a fan belt
in your

break down

vehicle.

* To my sincere friend Jerry Hughes
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A Meditation Class

A friend of my beloved wife introduced the class

And the conductor is an Indian 'Guru'.

All the worshipers were kneeling while we entered

And the Guru said; 'Close your eyes and concentrate on breathing, take in and
take out.'

What a fantastic exercise and now I realized you see everything when eyes
closed.

Bombing in Afghanistan and severe blasts in Iraq

Arrears of my house rent,

Pending light, water and gas bills

Penalties and fines from different sources.

I feel very sorry for her

She groans a little after her day's strenuous work

But still counts the breathe it seems.

And I am bit scared that she might go to Nirvana straight

Leaving all the burdens on my shoulder.

She cooks and washes dirty linen

And she sweeps the floor with my sins too.

Never mind if she finds a better place

Where there is no sorrow?
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A Merry Christmas

Thick snow covered the mountain tops and the dangerous calendar is going to be
finished very soon,

But a new shinning one comes with the same old nagging worries.

I hear the hymns from a faraway church

And I think of my old thatched village church and the skinny bearded father who
wanders in my blood-soaked native land.

Oh! My Lord Jesus of Nazareth,

If we could have the Christmas at all to our miserable lives?

* Dedication to Sandra, Jerry, Alison, Denis, Dave, Max, George and the rest of
my fellow poet friends in the site.

Merry Christmas and a prosperous new year to all.
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A Middle Class Wedding

The bride and the bridegroom exchange the rings

While an invitee comes and introduced himself as 'Muscovite.'

Then the bride's father a Middleman who's never been to a school inquired; 'A
strange name.'

'Sorry, I am from Moscow.'

'Oh! That sounds good and we can do cow business.'

Then he replied angrily; ' Yes, you can import cow and export donkeys.'

* I think of damned politics in my tiny island Sri Lanka. Freedom of expression
goes for a song nowadays and I heard that innocent journalists are missing
again, is this the democrazy?
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A Migratory Widow Bird From Afghanistan

Her long black tail feathers and the somber color of its plumage

Gave me an impression of widowhood,

I try to listen her plea and it's sorrowful

The bird speak the language of human

But nobody understands.

'My innocent husband died in the poppy fields while searching food

A bomb dropped from the sky and I escaped and flew here,

Oh! It's a winter I forgot and I left my winter clothing at my husband's roost,
Don't know whether I could be friendly with the birds here? '

*Birds can be unite wherever they fly.
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A Mild Rose Whispers To An Apprentice Beel!

[ A nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously; the very ice of chastity
is in them.]-William Shakespeare Quotes

I must pay my gratitude wholeheartedly
to my brotherly thorns

Because of them hardly

I could have maintained my chastity
from these aggressive Hornets?
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A Mill In Ruins Beside The River

A beautiful widow with a wooden bucket

Walks towards the Farmstead for milking

And the deaf Cuurch bell ringer's handsome eldest son
with a pile of books idles for the ferry.

Life is so cruel and he joins the ferryman

A teardropp falls from her luscious eye

At the ruined mill premises!

*[Is the burden so very great?

Take time to rest.

I still shall wait

Here as I promised, under the moon.]
'Peer Gynt'-Henrik Ibsen
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A Mime In An Abandon Playhouse

I am home again Mom!

Your poor little vagabond,

After a strenuous adventure.

I bought you some rare black pearls.

A gypsy woman sold in the port of Casablanca.

She read the mind too and forced me to go back home soon.

And to whom I show this loose-leaf travelogue?

Because Mom you are already departed leaving me in a solitary inn.
I replace the black pearls into your missing necklace

Which I found in the back graveyard while searching your tomb.
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A Minnow, Trench And A Widow

I found a guppy struggles to swim in that lack of water ditch

And I borrowed a bucket of water from the near by watering widow.
Then I poured the whole into the ditch.

Oh! The minnow swims happily I watched

And I too felt happy after a long time.

I returned the bucket and said; 'Thank you very much Madam.'

I sniffed and measured her roomy smile

Really it's deeper than the trench.
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A Moment At The Railroad Crossing

I stopped for a while till the Goods train moves.

Oh! Huge materials carry on that,

And it seems to be a non-stop train.

I counted the goods one by one,

To pass the time and my ghost like soul

Taken the impression what's the train showed.

'The life too is a non-stop train and we carry our huge sins
On our oblique shoulders.' My hidden ghost murmured.

* Half of my journey I have dreamed ragged Station Masters holding their unlit
lanterns.
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A Moneylender, Beekeeper, Hunter, Woodcutter And
Their Wives

While they were in the jungle

And struggle for living,

The kind-hearted Moneylender who visits to their shacks
And verify their difficulties?
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A Monotonous Closet Drama

We get up early in the morning.

I dropp her to work

And I too grab the struggle.

Evening when I am off

I pick her to our gloomy roost.

Take dinner and go to sleep.

I am awake in the middle of the night

And she's fast asleep on our rickety bed.

She cries and smiles in her dreams

And I am bit worried that she could have eloped with a King.
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A Moth Sees A Flame Afar

When the Sun and Moon were angry

You could see what they call Eclipse?

There he goes in the darkness searching a Superstar.
Stars never come down from the serene sky my dear
And he weeps in the milky way.

* You could see more things in the darkness.
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A Moth Watches The Candle Burning!

'l realized
now

that

we

all

are
dying!'

The insect

scribbles

on

its

cold

wax,

Frozen tears of the candle!

nimal dunuhinga

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 167



A Negress And Her Black Shadow

Her smile when she cries,

Nobody realizes whether it's a smile or a cry?

Along with her lost identity she was searching around.

At least if exists a relative or a known person in the Necropolis?
All were gone; cruelty only remains

She was looking her missing ones.

No names but mass of graves.

She saw only her black shadow is dancing.
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A Neigh In The Western Sky

Threesome was in tie-break from time to time.

You see a slight difference otherwise it's very hard to choose the beauteous.
The triangular trendsetters treble the song of life.

The magical gypsy sisters, triplets on their way home with Nick-knacks.

A roll-call in a rodeo but my handsome slapdash cowboy!

Be careful because a gypsy girl belongs to a Romany prince.

It's a hereditary.

Let alone!

Please do not try to transgress and let down yourself.

It could be an ordeal with the opposite.

I dedicate this with condolence to one of my in-laws* tharathne who passed
away today of a prolonged coma.
(30, Sunday, July 2006)

*my elder daughter's Father-in-law
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A Net, Fish And The Ocean

I am a net and I have to obey what Master says.

I also like to get a rest as the others

But he throws me into the water day & night for a big catch.
What can I do my little fish?

We are eternal foes in this dirty game

I am a fish and my Master never allow me to live ashore.
But my question is why people come to sea and catch us?

I am the ocean and I watch the sky forever.

Horizon is an illusion and we never met.

* To the author, Ernest Hemingway for his precious novelette 'The old man and
the sea'.
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A New Road Map To North In Sri Lanka

Borrow a pencil from the West and start to draw the map.

The road was almost dark for the last thirty years,

Firstly, it's ideal to draw lamp posts and give them proper food and shelter.
Be friends!

And give them hands.

Sing the fading song loudly

We are brothers & sisters until we sleep together in the common graveyard
Earth.
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A Night Cannot Sleep

A pregnant woman cries in her peasant cottage

Infant's day is coming soon to see this magic World?

And a faraway fox howls on top of a mountain.

A stray dog barks to the Moon at a sandy beach

And a wounded soldier weeps of his deep cuts in a bush

Yet night still awakes and prays Sun to bring a mild day light!

A humble dedication to my friend Pranab K Chakraborty!

*To his dog, every man is Napoleon; hence, the constant popularity of dogs.
-Unknown
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A Non-Spiritual Seeker's Endeavour

The lonesome who lives far away?

And he erects like a Lighthouse.

We never met and do we ever meet?

My abandoned soul-ship sounds its foghorn and toss on the rough waters.

The painful eyes seek a land through the mist and see a fading figure at a long
distance.

My wounded heart laments for you and I have a brief message

Which I want to pass to you

Before I finish my vulnerable voyage.

We never met and do we ever meet in this enigmatic sojourn?

*To a certain friend in gratitude who recognizes my holey vocabulary?
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A Non-Starter And His Nook

His clock has stopped for some days

and he is not interested of time.

But the time is passing

and he is not worried.

His room is full of incomplete writing papers
but the book is not finished yet

and the publisher's advance has spent.

The spirits evaporated and the empty bottles
rolled here and there.

He writes and erase then spill again

but the spineless characters

won't stay any longer in his book.

and they all run away.

He heard the siren of an ambulance

and the scholar takes for Schizophrenia?
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A Notable Scratcher In The Wilderness

The scrawny who comes early in the morning

And scratches the lotteries here till noon for good luck.

I hear the creaking inner scream of his misery

And everything was written on his jaundice face.

He doesn't cry perhaps all the tears could have dried.

The wildfire brought him the catastrophe to his doorstep

And he lost his all valuables.

He is a newcomer to the homeless of this ugly world.

The burgeois river of democracy still flows silently

And he cuddles his beloved wife and the pet chihuahua in his fading dreams.
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A Notorious Scribbler's Property

-Notice of sale at public Auction-
Notice is hereby given that the following mentioned property will be sold at Public
Auction on the 30th of November,2009 at or after8.30 A.M.

The sale will be conducted at Lower depths, Happy ending
Road, Missing Island, Zip 12345.

The Manor in the thick jungle

A skeleton of a Dinosaur

Clothing, furniture and other household items.

Abandoned stable and Cocoa fields

A brass kennel (Who slept there on full moon days when he was drunk)

A Library without books(The books already sold in rough cli