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	Introduction

	


	
	

	
	


	Goodbyes are a part of this life, a part of everything within existence

	Thus you begin anew; you begin on a fresh stretch of grass, drenched with storms

	Goodbyes are essential then; eternal voids replacing the known, and untraveled distance

	Thus unfair it's, that Muses have such power over words, light, and forms 

	
	


	Salt of the Earth - Part II, is the second part of a series of a collection of select poems. The poems contained in this volume are based on reality, emotions, observations, conclusions, results, thoughts, learnings, and experiences shared.

	


	[***]


	


	Originally, in 2013 when Salt of the Earth - Part I was published, it was decided that each part would contain 10 select poems from my archive of poems. Since then, a lot of changes have come within the voice that I chose to write with. A lot of changes with respect to experiences, inspirations, and observations of everything.
	Owning to all what the last two years came along with, this five part series will no longer have any fixed number of poems within each release of the series. Each part of the series will continue to have how many ever poems that are chosen to be included within each.
	

	
	Taking the thought of abandoning a fixed number of poems to be included within each series a little further - originally, it was decided that this series will be limited to 50 poems, and five parts/volumes. Those five parts of this series I see as… limitations. Thus it’s decided that not knowing when the series ends, instead of fixing on a number of books/parts/volumes within this series, is what interests me more.

	Another change would be that every year a new part, a new book within this series will be released. I hope you enjoy reading them, and relating to them as much as I enjoyed the process of writing, learning, and sharing from them.

	
	As always I welcome any form/sort of critique you may have to offer. I am always up for a lesson, or two. You can get in touch with me via my email address - manoj.sachwani@gmail.com

	


	Copyright - Salt of the Earth - Manoj Sachwani, 2015


	


	1

	A Man

	
	A man, sitting at a table across from where I was sitting inspired this one.

	

	


There's a man sitting behind me

He stares into oblivion, while breathing black

Blue and white are his colors

Small are his fingers

Four sights his sight & see


He eats his supper, while a soul burns

Sips from his cup, blood wine his right

He's paid for his bites, and shall pay forever more in full

He sits and watches, while the hyenas laughs as the winds mourn


His crown is disheveled, wide is the crown’s sprout

He places himself in the threaded pieces of made earth

Keeps touching his brow, for he does not know the soul's worth

Tall are his limbs, yet he chooses to crouch


He reaches to push himself up, tries to spring

But his will has crumbled, so he accepts his fall

As the two suns pass by, his mind rattled as he seeks the toll

Dark is the night, and the watchers are asleep, he hears the bell ring

	
[***]

	
	
	

	


	2

	Belief

	
	What does the word 'Belief' means? - Inspired by that thought

	
	

	


It's a thin blade, two sided

Made to hurt more, than deliver

And it only makes you stronger

And it only makes you forever insatiated


Evermore, if the yearning stopped

The blood returns to the blues

Memory of the leaps end, journeys are stayed

Thus you’ll never meet your dues


Don't stop Faith now

No more is to be lost, than on the morrow

Even if the earths run dry and drowns whatever that you had sown

Fear the contentment, not the sorrow


It’s a vile man’s drink, viler still it’s within and without, with no relief

It’s what makes me and you, brings the elixir of chaos forth

It’s what makes the taste of that salted, spiced, foaming black broth

No! Do not hunch over, lay down or never fear again - walk asunder instead, and in stride with all your belief


	
[***]

		
	
	

	


	 3

	My Frame

	
	
	
	

	
	


	An Island of desert awaits

	An ever-dream of the forbidden Oasis

	No satisfaction ever found, nothing sates

	Never budging quarters given; All foundations run deeper than roots, form up its basis

	
	The found Peace is of sand, and ever growing Sun

	The warmth that flows is stubbed by the stars, and the omnipresent moons

	Moving along is the only beat ever followed, to get it all done

	The ever conforming brogan worn, now tires all of the acquired boons

	
	The howling Beams, and branches support the Accords

	Time is in the dam, filling the egg, hardening my shell

	The Rivers, with the least impedance awaits the Fords

	There will be an exemplification of the toll that once willed the ringing; a ringing of hope, the bell
	

	
	Venture safe, for my beats are yours to trace with ease

	The Islands are asunder, drowning even, with the density of adjunct Moira

	For the fluttering Butterfly that ever wanted to tease

	The macrocosm should be found ever in your heels

	

		
	[***]

			

	


	4

	Thy Neighbour

	
	Some dark thoughts about my prying neighbour.
	
	

	
		


		It is said,

		You will not break me

		My anger only fuels my creativity

		And I have got you to thank

		Don't wait for Santa this year

		He won't lend you an ear

		Peace be upon blood, and bones

		Your stones, and my castle

		When you lay, is when & how I awake

		Because of you, the peace of my mind skates

		Mirrors, Blight, and Ashes

		For I am no gift giver, but the bearer of blood filled emotions

		You are but a speck within the Sun’s reach; Burn baby burn

			
		[***]

	
			

	


	5

	Eldars

	
	There's a tree that's visible from my bedroom's window. Seasonally, during fall the colors change from green to bright red. I never noticed those red leaves, until one day I did.

	

	


In the midst of the Sea of Free, I witnessed heavenly fire

The Wind parting way, giving a clear line of sight

The Demon was old, older than what we assume as magic

It restored my faith in the Day, taking my nightmares to their pyres



Hidden forever, until now, by the Shadows created by my see

Unveiled, like a new bride on her wedding night

The beauty only measured with innumerable gasps, and deep breaths of solitude

The radiance, then etched into my soul’s scree


I long now to have my eyes look at her day upon day, everyday

To take away the mundane, adhering to Nature’s fortified way

She sways; every inch of her is rippling, dancing to the rhythm of Radium, Ferrum and Vapours

She’s ever standing still, breathing fire into the night 'til the Darkness tapers


She is the answers to all of my doubts, ever seeping into my bones

No doubts reside now; Not now, not any more, for I see her, and witness her

I see her true form, Her winsomeness

She’s Silanah Redwings, and She’s birthed me from the Unknowns

	
[***]

	
	
	

	


	6

	It Was One Year, From That Day

	
	Some promises are meant to be broken.

	

	


The flutter was restrained, gobbled up by the pits of dissension

Tuned into the melancholy of stars upon stars

Ever searching for the melody of the Crystal ball's expression

Only to be stung again, and again, by the Flails' scars



The skin tarred, the Mind strayed & the Soul howled

Forever, and a day crossed; none witnessed, none heeded

My clout ebbed, my legs froze, as the Beast prowled

Closer and closer it came, its' stride ever unimpeded


A luminous light descended then, staying the glutton, staying the mirthless harmony

The Night turned, the Stars burnished, as if the Day and its' obscurity had decided to weave each other into a melody

A melody of emotion, tenderness, zeal & friendship; A melody birthing, and bearing a reprieved filled symphony

I witnessed her, surrounded by the semblance of destiny


A moor she became, ever exonerating and forgiving; A muse awakened in reality

A companion of my sojourns, ever since, a cherished cage of ribs, protecting and filling my essences

I have been ever undocked, seeking my essentia’s tonality

She's a piece of my infinities, lighting my path, blooming my days with her non-existence


And now, she's gone


[***]





	


	7

	For All The Stars


	For the Moons, and their Stars.



	


I gaze upon the now empty, winter sky

Waiting for the glimpses of Her to show

For her to shimmer through the Luminous pollution of my Matron's glow

Call back the Wolves. They're howling, ever howling; howling even when their throat runs dry




For the love of the ever falling, Lustrous Apples, I have lost my feet; my momentums are undone

The absence of your effervescence, is the cause of the bruises I bear

I stand, unable to move, cemented to the ground that was home to your wear

For the lack of my shadow, the light shall beckon my ashes & now the Darkness shuns


Gift your mask's delight, for which my feet so bravely crave

The Princess's nightmare and the path Seeker's compass - Where have you gone?

Can't you see? I am reduced to present's forgetful wave

Come back! Comfort me! For my sight's narrowed and I see no yon


Callous you have become and it's no causality from the heart of mine

The North remains absent; the Sun begs you to shine

As the moments escape from the box of sand and the coming Dawn wishes

to drop the Assassin's guise

I hunt, I kneel and I pray for the Moon to once again rise


But one day, I may not. But on this Day, I may not.


[***]





	


	8

	Hopelessness


	Not so long ago, hopelessness was a feeling that coursed through me often.



	


The Chips were stacked, one upon the other

The Bets placed, staked on Eternities

I kept losing, Hand upon Hand

Never keep pouring water,

on the Desert's, gruelling and, accursed sands



It's known, always known that nature begets nature

The home of the Scorpions

The cracks in the Earth

It is, life betraying itself

The Sands keep shifting, ever home to Rapture


Mirages abound plenty

Every Grain, a promise of a Muse's Show

Ever talk of the Oasis, dune after dune;

convincing enough, to pour out your Sea

Quicksands all around you;

your dreams, they swallow


The Nights are worse than, the burning Sun's womb

Seeding chills, down the nape of your Shadow

The heat’s gone, now the stings swoon

The poison grips your Soil and, Soul

Breathe easy now, for you have reached your Tomb


[***]





	


	9

	Empty Shells


	History behind two sea shells, found while walking around the same path but at different points in time.



	


Two shells, left empty on the Shore

Nothing inside, but Sands of hope

That wretched Gale erodes, and ever pours

The play of swells, creates deceptive kaleidoscopes



The first was picked up by lovers of distance and past

A fortune tellers’ tale unfolds

Utter awe unleashed, hands clasp

A Phoenix, its so named by those entwined souls


Distance fades, Time falls from those creeks of Haven

The Striver appears, back on these same Borders

The Loner prowls for the Waves, remembers Her occasion

The Sun rises, but his feet falter


Chance has its way again, ever the Jester

As if the Waves, the Sands, the Rocks and the lonesome Air were never enough

He picks up then the other Shell, it like him, this one that's ever a Debtor

This ones named as Infinite, and it's fitting for the never ending slough


The two souls, now as empty as those shells

Drifting away; one an Anchor, and thus the other, a Kite of the seas

Never a kiss goodnight, the icy depths make the farewells

Sir Montague's telling, an eternal lie, and the perfect tease


[***]





	


	10

	Life, Flow, Water


	The key to going through life, apart from going through it? It's to let her flow, and mould you instead of the other way around.



	


Those shimmers, merge into the horizon

Ever laid out like a bed sheet, harbour to the power of a Titan

Bridge to shores, and to the Rainbows

Home to the Lovers' gravestones



Onto her you bestow, and drill your bores

Unbeknownst to you, these her faith restores

No knife, can pierce her strides

She's never one to boast, for she never had pride


She moulds herself, around the habits, and the nature of thee

All you had to do, was just be

Her yearn for the Oceans, is like the herons of a Phoenix

No matter the burns, her will, always alive; her will, profoundly ceaseless


You are her chalice, at first empty and, then filled

Brimming with her, yet nevermore overflowing; your soul, her silt

At a glance, both, cast the body of calm

Getting closer reveals, the differences of causality; reveals the Pogrom


Her stillness, you resist, you push, you herd, and manoeuvre

Not understanding, the futility of it all; for she's your duenna

The ever fight creates Whirlpools, and now you're lost

At some point, you're tired, given up and embrace the state of exhaust



Revelation then strikes, as you see the Path opening

Her wisdom washes over you, it strengthens and is emboldening

It was all for naught, the Tsunamis, the eruptions and the strife

Being calm, doing nothing and waiting for her flow, was the key to her; her your life



[***]





	


	11

	Inquire


	A lot of people out there, never learn to question.



	


Layer upon layer, the dust settles

What was once in plain sight, is now warped

Time’s erosion cannot recover that, which once was perked

So the Grass grows anew; to live under the Sun, the Grass battles



Then another day dawns, then the next one arrives, and yet another day after that

You question that growth, that which is now a celebrated ceremony

Rolling back the pages of your writ, you uncover your histories. All the while forgetting the blank page you’re at

You find yourself cowering in the shadows, spent; not ready to let go of your past, and it’s testimony


The more you dig, the more you kill

The dreamy Star’s dreams, goals, wishes, and all that you once upheld begin now to writhe

You step ahead, then step behind, like dancing the Waltz; You start shying away from footing Life’s bill

Thus, all your are, and all you want to become stays stuck, becoming something of a myth


In this confusion, the Moons - they change

The Seeker within you, never again will find that fabled fountain of youth

Here is it that everything seems so alien, hyped, and extremely strange

“Seek, and you shall find” was, and ever will be the only truth


[***]





	


	12

	The Leaf’s Solace


	I am but a leaf.



	


On a crowded branch of the Banyan tree,

Lived a not so young, old leaf

Growing up for him was a mixture of mirth, and his kin's lee

The World was new, and for him it was filled with unbelief



The middle years were akin to that of an unheard plea

As he grew, so did the pressure of The Sun

A time came, when only the gusty Rainstorms bought him some glee

The branch his home, with other leaves soon began to be overrun


He had tried to make musings, and thus make friends

But soon he had realised that he was, in more than some ways, different

His conversations were curt, it did not matter if they made any offends

Soon he learnt to be alone, quiet and disrespectfully reverent


Rains came, and storms went by; and he stood still talking into the winds

Trusting them, to shoulder his desires

Trusting them, to deliver them through the rind

Never knowing that the same winds were ever be used to create, and spread fires


Aware now of those fires, he deduced that being within him, and with himself was not a curse

Soon he discovered a second chance again, to discover his solace

Looking around he saw his kins, in their hearse

Determined he became to harness himself, and to ever be a novice


With every word he heard, his questions grew

He decided to feel all his emotions

And, he decided to follow them through

He made a solemn promise to unearth, and thus rewrite, or accept his notions


The fate of onliest was never his curse

And so, bright each day, as much as the rainstorm, he cherished the Sun

He saw to the Sea, the Bees, and the Birds to feel a part of yonder; felt, and to feel a part of the awe filled Universe

Branch to branch he would travel, to look for his Goddess Fern


[***]





	


	13

	The Collective


	The Nature of the Universe.



	


The more it sees, the more it expands

It governs everything, from a single grain of sand to each of the four fundamental strands

In the nether regions, it's the purest form of darkness

There it recycles, and reforms every particles' carcass



Within the blessed regions, it showers the pockets with warmth, and light

When you look up, and stare right through it, forever you behold the beauty of its sight

For You, and I, the gravity of its comprehension is boundless

We are the tiniest of the tiny specks, underneath it's prowess


Even Time fails, to over-shine its show

No power exists that can affect its flow

Causality is its weapon of choice

It wins poker's every hand, with its well committed ploys


From all things warm, and cold, it collects their thoughts

Measuring the collectiveness of these, it grants wishes, and lauds

From its depths we rise, to it's depths we will submerge

In those depths, All our memories, and deeds it shall splurge


Thus then your job, and mine is to flow, create, and find eternal beauty

Thus then your way of life, and mine is to live like a lustful newbie

You, and I should stay the offered course

Our thoughts, as one, are ever, and forever will be it's driving force


[***]





	


	14

	That Light, At The End Of The Sea


	Sometimes the Moon is more brighter than required. It's made so, and the Stars they fight for you then, trying to diffuse the Moon.



	


The caged Moon appears night after night

It teases the Soul; waxing, and waning

I hurl, and howl verses at it, standing firm on the ground's might

Such is a lone wolf's bane, to be mocked by the Moon, and suffer the offered blight



However, not all is lost, and wasted in vain

The Stars, oh yes there are the countless stars; stars sprinkled all around that Orb of Night

Twinkling the way they do, they somehow appease the throat's pain

Ever bearer of my banners to war, ever the banners of declaration for this eternal fight


The arsenal of the Moon is proliferated too

Filled with weightless clouds, both dark, and bright

Not all is lost yet again, as them Stars appear; Those stars they shower the mighty ground, with starlit dew

And thus it becomes that when the New Moon rises, the ground is afire, and alight


The battle continues, taking its toll as time slips by

The Sky turns the slightest of blues, at first - then it renders this world artless

Day, after Day the Accountants submit to me, the Butcher's bill on the sly

It's no small wonder then, that I ask for the Night to shine, and name my home - the Darkness


[***]





	


	15

	Unknowns


	Some don't like the Night, some don't like the Day.



	


Every dawn is a new beginning, they say

Thus it brings hope, bearing the flag of things to come

What I wonder is the feeling shared amongst them about the nights; are these nights so loathsome?

Aren't the Nights supposed to be home of the happy Fey




I think that both, the Days, and the Nights are required to maintain the World's balance

Neither do I seek the failures of your Nights, nor do I seek the faith you have within your Mornings

To you, the Days' comings after the Nights' births may be like ritual crossings

But I bear no dispositions, or premonitions of their significance pertaining to our daily quests; I bear no such talents


I am home at Nights, because the Darkness borne me

Thus the Days borne me too, so I am home under the Light, and the Sun

If both are equally home, then how does it matter when I go, and how does it matter who is who?

For the coming, and going of both, equally thankful we should be


Thankful for the Fire in the Sky, that has been thawing out the Cold at the behest of the Darkness, for eternities

Under day, when I wake up everyday, I am filled with wondrous unknowns

Thankful for the Darkness in this Expansion, that has given birth to the Days' thrones

Under night is where I find solace, and silence; I am filled with the magic of my own obscurities


[***]





	


	16

	Life, Plan


	On indecisiveness.



	


On the contrary - the Pendulum never has, and never will have a mind of its own

This fact never stops time from moving on

Thus the Pendulum keeps swinging; first hither then tither

Click-clock, click-clock, click and clock; it keeps swinging, and making bold claims like an overpaid advertiser



To some, this dance is amusing

To some, the ever-swinging act is confusing

To some others, it's bereavement of their most sanctimonious shrine

To some others, it's repetitive momentum that comes across as its lack of spine


For the Pendulum, there exists countless justifications for its ever swaying nature

Sometime it states that it cannot decide on whom it should set its wager

Other times it states its own lack of unreadiness

Yet some other times, it states the reason being each sides' unwieldiness


There are those who keep winding its strings, and springs

So that the pendulum may continue on having its flings

You see, they are afraid of time standing still

Alas, if only it were so! For Time never learnt such a skill


Thus second by second the chances vanish, all opportunities disappear, and open doors are shut forever

The Pendulum thinking somehow more will appear, still keeps at its play however

This is where the problems lie, and thus the Pendulum self jeopardises

The Tides will never stop, there exists no right, or wrong; the only things you should worry about are standing still, being ignorant, and being indecisive


[***]





	


	17

	Your Blame


	Life & Us



	


She’s an ever jolting connoisseur of your days

Every minute, all your dues she makes you pay

While you keep wandering, making choices to find your way

And when she's done having her fill with you, it is too late



More of you are asleep than awake

As great living mannequins we are empty, plastic, and burn easily; Oh such a waste we lay

There's respite in flowing against the flow, so we should look up, and see the stars burn for her sake

But instead we look ahead, and become like domesticated beasts who learn to follow the sleeping herds, no matter the way


We seem to grow ever easy, as if her being alive is all but a game

Often leaving all our sense for the afterlife, we battle for externals so that on to this world we may lay our claim

From the moment you awake, until the second you sleep, you've always had her to blame

Your life is resilient, beautiful, and if given the chance she will change your dying ways



[***]





	


	18

	Brotherhood


	On losing friends, and brothers. On finally finding, and understanding solitude.



	


Brotherhood between men exists

It was created during a walk in the wars

'Everyone's an enemy, and my brothers in arms watch my back, and I theirs; thus we move forward to create peace' they all exclaimed

Thus brotherhood becomes a pact of shared meals, love letters, punches, and bullets; a pact between fists



The fire of purpose is what binds men together

The search, the hunt, the prophecy, destruction, and creation further forges the trust given, and received

It's a writ within a writ, ancient and inherited from our days in the Sea

During the feast of accomplishments, the brothers raise their glasses in toasts to each other


But nothing lasts forever; the purpose of creation, and the pursuit of survival lasts only so long; those feasts, and the toasts last only so long

Before the festival of death many die, and find the ever elusive solace much faster

Our brothers that survive carry the burden of bonds, backs, and blood

For surviving the creativity of creation, destruction must come along


So what happens to the bonds forged between men when there's nothing to create or destroy? What happens to our brothers?

Some say goodbye, and depart to lost places, some say they don't recognise our faces, some turn enemies in the dark, some stay buried in the aftermath

Too soon the bonds wither, crumble, and die without the forges of 'milestone upon milestones'

You start walking again within new battlefields, seeking the same brotherhood; wanting, and wishing to survive; and then realisation strikes that creation, destruction, survival of the fittest is where you'll find yourself alone

Thus an island, and solitude for yourself you discover



[***]





	


	19

	A Took Is A Took Is A Took


	Change, it's scary. And it's not scary. 



	


Is it found anywhere that a butterfly cannot undergo metamorphosis, yet again?

Look at the stalks, for they were but seeds, and soon they shall be feed; soon after the rain

Nature's true form is assimilation, of all within its territory

And with all things is inherited, this never changing story

Everything remains the same, until one day it's nought

Open ended blueprints are created by traversing between two points on a plane; designs created by joining two dots



The artwork is never finished; it's abandoned first, then assimilated, and the transformation is destined to be arduous, and long

After all, eternities that transpire during journeys are a tone-deaf song

I say my ‘Goodbyes’ whilst dancing to it's rhythm; never knowing what, or how it carries me home

I say my ‘Hellos’, in the midst of ever created twists, and plots; I say my ‘Hellos’, while ever two-stepping closer to loam


Trying to understand causality's intent, is a fool's quarry

Because causes never wait, and they're ever only for the pyre's glory

I can not much do, but change the singularity towards which my compass yells at

It might be for something that's incoming; I decide, smile and I leave it at that

Whatever, and whenever everything renews into something new, it wouldn't have been able to without the ashes of genesis

Its never a Goodbye then, because a butterfly is, and always has been a butterfly, no matter the many metamorphosis




[***]





	


	20

	History’s Maid


	About the Ink Pen, and it's rule over my life. It's kinda funny how I write when I do about things to do, and when these things get done, then history is made. But wait, wasn't history made when I first wrote about the things to do?



	


Splat! Went the ink drop

From a greenish gold nib in a new ink pen

The ink pen was dipped, again in the ink pot

The only inheritance we own; history's only gem

So many words lost to age, so many words lost to all kinds of rot

The shiny ink pen, a philosophers stone; the King’s only diadem

I use it to write stories, verses, and thought

Actions born out of thoughts; thoughts borne by the blotchy inks realm

The nib leads my armies on paper, sometimes smooth, sometimes like a general losing his life, after the war he fought

The nib, dictates the speed of my thoughts; as if it's at my starship’s helm

My thoughts flow, the ink flows, then the words flow, making my sight taut

Most of the times revelations are learned as the ink flows; there’re other times these words are maps, to the things I must relearn

When I read back the inky scribbles that the pen made in my absence, I find so much of me; so many of me - all happy, sad, elated and distraught

There are times when it feels like the pen bleeds ink; in many ways the words written are a lie, the sentences choke, and clear becomes my thoughts blaspheme

This pen then creates history, not I; it records history, as it brings about my wrought

This pen then creates more than history; thoughts build words, words build sentences, sentences build pages, pages build notebooks, notebooks beget my actions, and notebooks build my cairn

In flagrante delicto - along with me, the history’s maid is caught





[***]





	


	21

	Ignoramus, I


	Ignore only after asking questions you always've wanted to.



	


Ignorance is a kind of reality

That in which exists only the world you create

It's a choice made on behalf of a lifetime of bliss

Or so they, the creased elders at the cocktail parties say

It shields most of us, creating a barrier of sorts, from today's brutality

Thoughts are dismissed, unyielding opportunities are lost, deeds are left on the curbs of dismay, and our emotions are shot at the gate

Sands fill the shore, and while the waves hold the sands, we run away from our frays willingly transcending into the heavenly abyss

Ignorance is the kind of reality, one which stealthily steals from you, your life away


[***]
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	Downward Success


	Too often we forget that the Sea exists. Too often we begin to feel as big as our egos.



	


It starts in the morning, when you awake

Incidentally, if you miss a step then you skip beat, and the day breaks

You follow your rules to the T, one step after another

This leads to simple joys; joys which, with each step you take, you uncover



The order of lists is your legacy of your own choice, and making

Once completed, you find yourself orgasming, and shaking

The World sees it for what it may become, and what may become of you for not following your heart

You on the other hand collate, draw reports of your efficiency, and then plot pivot charts


You're all about your makings, their progress, and your productivity

You believe, and think a fact that not letting the day take over is the only form of creativity

You look around you, and it's clean as a whistle; your only concern that nothing is out of its place

From the time of the get go 'till the time the moon howls, you're are the forerunner of this, and every race


You think yourself above the Worlds' sin

Not everyone is comfortable around you, because your patience - it always wears thin

For you to stop by, on the street to take in the sights, and smells is a crime

You think creating moments not marked in your calendar, is a waste of precious time


Yes, It's important! And very pristine for everyone to practice the art of self discipline

But not everyone who doesn't follow your suit is a simpleton

You were once true to yourself, like many before you were, and many after you will be

Stop everything you're doing now, take a breath, and go watch the Sea


[***]
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	Setting Sail


	Of fears, and setting sail. Start on whatever it's you want to start on, today!



	


Wisdom is acquired by standing still and

waiting for the wind to provide the headings

Sooner or later the sky breathes; the

Ship's sails start spreading

It's not wrong to be lost, and wait for the

Lull to subside

It's not wrong to follow any direction the

Dome above bestows, as long as you stay

the Course; stay the Course, and keep steady your strides




Your ship lies between the devil, and the

deep blue seas; You're the Captain, the

Black Gang of your ship, and thus the

choice of wind is yours alone

Never castoff that responsibility, not

until you're all but a reflection of Rogers' bones

Pick up the bailer believing in the best

bower, and set beating; know this, your

purpose is to find your forever harbour

Berthing from one island to the next,

Maybe you should enjoy some company?

Maybe make conversations by picking up some charters?


Many nights the hope shall fade, you'll

becalmed, maybe even have her bilged on

her anchor, sometimes have her capsize;

thus due doubts, and fears shall ever arise

But you should know that a ship never

Travels as the Crow flies

Most of your time spent will be manning

your Bermuda rig, with wondrous winds and following seas

The Ocean, Ah! The Ocean is just like a

Viking goddess; full of mysterious mist,

scorned wrath, keeper of souls, and the perfect tease


Seashores are plenty, until you reach your haven

New experiences are waiting to be found

at each anchorage; in Time, each anchorage

will become a merry, cherished occasion

Cast off! Cast off! Here comes the Lady of

Blue, the Goddess of Gale

Cast off! Cast off! Set adrift! Get ready

to set sail!


[***]
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	No Adjectives


	A challenge on writing a poem without using any Adjectives. This poem is the result.



	


A challenge, chanced upon during the course of this week

Became fuel for an obsession

It's to gather words without elaborations; to combine them without a Seek

To offer words, within a form that lacked of possession



The Bait laid out, was taken in a jiffy

The Ink alone knew of what would be poured on to the page

It was a job, asked of, and carried out by the Smithy

Instincts drove him to climb up, and start painting the stage


Thus acts upon acts were laid out, and phases chose the frames

The actors performed one by one; all of 'em stuck to the script that was made

Many acts were demanded, many others were not; all of them wore either names or they'd played the games; all of them were the creations of the Brain

Upon the act of release, the production of Prose would be granted a grade


Thus the end came, and it became to be

The Pen stopped, but not before all the boughs were planted, and not before the Pages paid all their fees

On to the next challenge then, because she never waits - that Lady of the Sea

This marked the end of the Toil, an end of the Acts; all the Actors then said their goodbyes, and for the Crowd they bended their knees


[***]
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	The Free Wheel


	Life is full of free wheels - Scripted loops that we all keep playing within.



	


The wheel goes round, and round

Instead of moving you forward,

It burrows itself more into the ground

It digs itself deeper and deeper,

Spreading quite some Muck around



The wheel goes round, and round

Instead of moving you forward,

It seeps deeper into the marshy ground;

You keep tugging, and pushing on it with all your might

All it does is make the weirdest, and loudest sounds


The wheel goes round, and round

Instead of getting you anywhere,

It keeps hugging the ground

You keep honking your appeals,

While it loves becoming the Mud's crown


The wheel goes round, and round

Instead of lifting you up,

It keeps pushing you further, and further down

You pray, and you beg to it, with all your faith;

Yet, It keeps creating your burial mound


[***]
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	Timelord


	On learning to sew. Drawing parallels with everything in time.



	


East, through the hole then west

Sometimes up north, then down south

That's how the Needle goes,

Binding two different spaces

With the thinnest of ropes

In these moments of coming together

The two sides fight over the edges of supremacy

Each side in its own righteousness,

Planning, and plotting to win over the other

Each side, so focused in their fight

That they don't see the final stitches of time

Even the Needle fails to comprehend

the fact that nothing lasts forever

Nonetheless, it's filled with hope, faith,

and the guidance of scrupulous hands

Those hands, they keep pushing, and

tugging; every bit like the Needle they

are. In their causes of compositions, they

don't understand the backlash of waves;

Not until those crafted stitches come

undone in due course of their collective lifespans

And so, the Needle keeps going through

loops upon loops. All the while binding,

already bound materials, again. Thus the

Gods play a funny game; of passing down

the knowledge of conception, and

constitution, but holding back everything

known about entropy. Thusly goes the

story of ever genesis. The same story

becomes ceaseless; making a wheel out of

everything. Then, is this wheel a

representation of the God of all Gods,

and everything lower? Then, is every

churn of this wheel a challenge to every

little known, and unknown? This wheel,

is it the representation of the almighty

Timelord who ever reclaims its due from

all that's sewn?


[***]
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	A Prayer Then?


	What does my prayer consist of? What do I wish for, from the Universe?



	


A prayer then, not a poem

And neither fancy prose

Open your minds; rescue your thoughts,

thus



So that we may we all rise up to

The call of Sparks within

May we rise up to the

Call of Forms we chose

Come together as one,

Under the Moonstone's totem

May we rage against our nature,

So that we may fill the ash heaps with

The Demons that bear our sins

May we rage against the flow of time,

So that we may meet our fate's labor

Come together as one,

To help each other shed our skins

May the Soil become fertile as we walk,

So that the beloved Shade is birthed

once again, where the gravel dwells deep

May the Clouds’ thunder become boundless,

So that water sprouts from the Desert's teat

Come together as one,

To guard our bountiful fortress's keep

May the Waters make amends with the Shores,

So that our feet do not sink to the bottom

Of the cold, frigid abyss

May the Waves create colossal roars,

So that the keel of our ship is able to

provide the balance we much need

Come together as one,

To live prudently, denying the fateful Bliss

May the wind caress the Skies forever

And more,

So that our dreams, and hopes eternally retain their heights

May the clouds be as light as a feather,

So that our souls could keep soaring to meet our divine

Come together as one,

To become the wings of your brothers' might


A prayer then, not a poem

May be some fancy prose, then again

Open your minds; Thus rewriting your thoughts, as one




[***]
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	Isn’t It?


	A typical day, isn't it?



	


Isn't it marvellous that when laying around

Thoughts emerge from abysmal depths;

Thoughts about everything, and nothing;

Thoughts that sometimes transform from

noise into crystal clear, rhythmic music,

and harmonious sound?



Isn't it confounding that when you awake

Everything is in harmony, before the Chaos;

Everything is in order, where none exists;

Everything seems complete, right where it

needs to be, before the revelations’ outbreak?


Isn't it admirable that during the Day's course

Our minds find and lose focus every other minute;

Our minds are in battle with us, at every tick of the clock;

Our minds when conquered, would open multitude of opportunistic doors?


Isn't it fascinating that during the evenings

We reach out to others, our drudgery done;

We reach out to those who quell our thirsts;

We reach out to everyone and everything

All of that which holds for us our life's meaning?


Isn't it be-arousing during the nights

When dreams emerge to fill our appetites;

When dreams emerge with hints we never are able to see, and thus act on;

When dreams emerge, and each one tells us to live, and until we do to never give up those good fights?


[***]
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	Roads To Travel On


	What journey are we on? Who decides where to lay roads, or which fork to conquer?



	


What wave the weather permeates

Doesn't matter, will never matter

It doesn't matter if the Moon decides to hide her face, or the Stars become shy

Nor does the shining Sun above matter, and

Neither what the rain clouds, and thunder create




Roads are never built with mortar

But with your feet, and your unknown footprints

That you leave behind, impregnated unto this world, like a sigil bearing witness

There are no set paths, or milestones to reach, just the Grass that is always traveling;

Ever traveling to the next border


You walk as if the Rhythm of a song is holding onto your ankles, and your soul

Every step taken is a lesson in the dance of life, and all that you've sown

The Forks encountered, somehow add more melodies to this song

There's no right, there's no wrong; the destination, and means are not in your control


Some days you witness the Rivers’ mighty flow

Some days you witness the Sun's powerful glow creating a shimmer over the Universe's creations

Some days you stand up there, in utter awe, touching, and feeling the Snow that clouds are made up of

Some days you are surrounded by natural, and unnatural mazes that never stop to grow


No matter what you witness; no matter what befalls you, out here on the Roads to travel on

There always will be more to come, more of everything of which holds onto to your heart, and from there seeps into your bones

A nomad then you're, one who doesn't have the heritage of routes; one who is content only when the Earth rotates, and revolves

A nomad then you're, and your journey will never be done


[***]
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	At The Cafe, Observing


	This poem does justice to what I mean when I say I observe.



	


		
		
	
Empty chairs waiting for seats

At the cafe around the corner of that road

People passing by, mission critical urgency guiding their feet

Surreal their reality; their frame of reference never affected, never slowed





Some of them do step in, and on those seats they sit down

Those empty chairs, now fulfilling their destinies, are merry and it shows

Some take a seat, their reasons of doing so not their own

Some take a seat to throw away their time, throw it away into burning smoke;

Throw it away into a place where time, again never flows

Some come in to find solitude amidst the crowd

Some come in, they are enticed by the fragrance, aromas, sights, and pretexts

Sometimes it's quite in here, sometimes it's lively fun, sometimes it's lonely, and sometimes it's loud

Sometimes it's a mirror of sorts, reflecting all of your own defects



Inside, and out; inside, and outside - I look again, and again

So much to see, so much to observe, so much of life, and it's beautifully crippling contrast

There are friends almost always around;

People who give you a word or two, people who look beyond but stare at you, councilmen, handymen, pitchmen, wisemen, muses, comediennes, and Madeleine

At the cafe, I am; Reflecting, at the cafe I am observing people, things, realities, and the shadows all of them cast


[***]
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