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 Introduction






The Love of the abstract, the animate &
the inanimate glitter in my dreams;






I am the agent of Love, and my contract is to
hack your dreams;






Enjoy the Love in this book
of poems, where my dreams shall date your dreams!








(Do checkout
my book: Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with
Nature)


 To
Kill or Not to Kill

 


She was destined to love till eternity each
time afresh with a new lover in moonlight.

Victims of love were teased with unsatiating
drops of nectar garnished with love cries.

Her lovers were not spared for another
lover, for she desexed them in her dreamy smile.






She was
cursed to
love her lover only once as her destiny forbade the second
crime.

Her masters watched her
acts of passion from the
heaven, with a debauched mind.

Inspite of many lovers,
she never consummated love,
for the fetters of the Divine.






She dreamt of a
world where
all her lovers enveloped her like a queen bee in
a beehive.

But her lovers were not to be her servants
as they were now the gods of the sublime.

For once, if she could break her fetters,
she would herself become Divine.






She has woken up with a dilemma today: To
kill or not to kill has gripped her mind.

The command today is to kiss a suckling
while he bites her nipples to feed his appetite.

This love is different; the dilemma is over
and the DEATH today has become Divine.

 


 


(Do checkout
my book: Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with
Nature)







Sword Mightier than Pen






The patrons of the pen are those who immerse
themselves in books and dream of the world where there is no
bloodshed.

The patrons of the sword are those who kill
humans and beasts alike giving the benefit of doubt always to
self.

Both like colors, but the pen likes rainbow
and the sword likes red.






The mind is the best friend of the pen, who
come together to write art, history, philosophy, and meme.

The sword has no best
friend, but it has the capability to destroy all that is created
by the mind and the
pen.

Both labour hard, but the pen inks freedom
and the sword enslaves men.






They say the opposite attract each other;
so, they do and the pen and the sword, the sworn enemies, are now
becoming friends.

Drawing inspiration from each other, the pen
inks red in abuses and the sword makes special appearances in the
colorful fest.

Both have moved on, but the pen trusts the
mind no more and the sword is making friends.






The sword is but a
frivolous flirt, who also woos the mind at length; but the
mind hangs onto the
pen, in the
hope of regaining the lost friend.

The pen and
the sword are merry for now, but if the
mind gives in, it shall make the SWORD MIGHTIER THAN
PEN.

 


(Do checkout
my book: Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with
Nature)


The Eyes Revolt






Each part of his body has complied to the
call of the alarm, but the eyes revolt.



The hot water bath has put his brain once again in the charge, but
the eyes revolt.



He is trying to cajole the eyes with the American dream, but the
eyes revolt.



The eyes have been confined inside the dark sunglasses, but the
eyes revolt.



Enough is enough, he has decided to move on with contempt, but the
eyes revolt.



The relationship has come to an end; there are tears, but the eyes
revolt.



BANG, the movement has stopped; the eyes have shut down
and completed their
revolt.

 


 







(Do checkout
my book: Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with
Nature)
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