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Preface

This poetry collection is not a product of imagination, but an expression of the experiences, questions, and pains that are born around us every day—and often fade away unheard. We live in a society where a person’s identity is determined less by their virtues and more by the classes, statuses, and beliefs imposed upon them. 

“Lost Truth” is a search for those realities we have grown accustomed to avoiding. It gives voice to the emotions that arise when an individual finds themselves confined within society’s predefined boundaries, yet their self-respect refuses to accept those limits. I do not claim that this book will answer every question. However, if these poems give rise to even a single question within you, make you pause and reflect for a moment, or give you the courage to stand by your own truth—then my writing will have found its purpose. 

Ultimately, this book does not belong to me alone. It belongs to every person who has ever felt undervalued, who has silently witnessed injustice, and who has wondered why truth itself so often remains silent. I hope that somewhere within these words, you will find a reflection of yourself. 

— Surjeet Kumar 
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1. This Isn’t Right 

If someone sheds tears for you, 

it may feel tender… fine; 

but if your actions make eyes weep, 

that isn’t right, not kind. 

Let dreams stay folded in the heart— 

that’s beautiful, contained; 

but if they scatter before the crowd, 

that dignity is drained. 

I’m ready to help you win your fight, 

to raise you to the light; 

but if I fall within my own esteem, 

that isn’t right… not right. 

If all step forward for the race, 

together on one ground— 

that spirit of contest is fair and good, 

where courage can be found; 

but if the race means pushing one aside, 

forcing someone to flight, 

that hollow victory over another 

simply isn’t right. 

If one who’s fallen is held with care, 

lifted back to stand— 

that kindness is a noble act, 

a truly human hand; 

but if the steady are made to fall, 

dragged down from upright height, 

such triumph built on others’ loss 

can never be called right. 

All souls deserve to breathe in freedom, 

to live by their own light; 

to chain a life with needless bonds— 

that isn’t right… not right. 

If two walk forward side by side, 

their footsteps kept in tune, 

that journey shared is beautiful 

beneath the same wide moon; 

but if one pulls the other back, 

in envy or in spite, 

that sabotage of trust and hope 

can never be called right. 

If feelings speak without a word, 

and hearts just understand, 

that silent truth is precious, rare, 

no speech can match its strand; 

but if confessed love meets denial 

after reaching height, 

that fragile courage crushed in return 

simply isn’t right. 

I’m ready to raise you to my eyes, to seat you on my sight; 

but if I lose my place in others’ hearts 

while lifting you in flight— 

a rise that costs my honor’s ground 

dims even love’s bright light… 

and that, my friend, just isn’t right. 




02. They Fell Asleep 

They slashed and cleared the forests green, 

built colored nests in pride, 

Now walls lie pale and lifeless still— 

the homes have died inside. 

The richer one, the wiser crowned, 

so quickly they were named; 

The thoughtful poor stood pushed aside, 

their silent wisdom shamed. 

False tales began to sell like truth, 

real pages torn away; 

Birds had barely learned to fly 

when politics clipped wings mid-way. 

Those stained with crimes walked free somehow, 

their blemished records clean; 

Poison drifted through the air— 

the innocent unseen. 

Once we were “we,” together strong, 

now “I” alone remains; 

When I tried meeting my own heart— 

I closed my eyes… in chains. 

03. Why Be Surprised? 

Keep working on with fierce devotion, 

they stand prepared to serve their scheme; 

Keep saying boldly, “I’m not wrong,” 

perhaps one day someone will hear your dream. 

He may be deaf, and blind, and mute— 

yet see the stick within his hand; 

Excuses rise at his command, 

a circus staged just as he planned. 

When moles sit proudly on the throne, 

tumbling wildly to and fro, 

Puffed with pride at foolish acts, 

fed by flatterers’ hollow show. 

Be wary of their woven traps, 

their reckless moves without a cause; 

Deceit, for them,’s a thriving trade— 

they say that justice has no laws. 

This is the fabric tricksters weave, 

their hearts are chained unto the chair; 

By hook or crook, by coin or whip— 

even daggers flash if they dare. 

If you become their hunted prey, 

why should surprise arise in you? 

History’s script is old and worn— 

drag others down to climb anew. 

So stay detached, endure, refine— 

your destination lies ahead; 

Do not waste breath on petty souls, 

let nobler paths be yours instead. 

Remain a wanderer, fierce yet calm, 

let discipline your spirit guide; 

Your summit waits beyond these few— 

walk on with truth as your stride. 
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