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Prologue 
 
 
There are books that teach,  and then there are books that remember for you. This is such a portal. A mirror disguised as metaphor. A soft rebellion written in dream-light. The finest poems do not merely describe wonder. They restore it. 
You are not just holding poetry. You are holding fragments of the infinite self, whispers from the places you’ve been before  languages were born, and places you will return to, once that illusion fades.  These verses were never meant to impress the mind. They are more like invitations for the soul to stir. They ask nothing of you, except your presence. They do not demand belief, only an openness.
Here, the mirror speaks.  If you've ever felt misplaced in this world, as if the rules were built for someone else’s game, know that is not confusion, it is remembering. And this book, will walk beside you through that memory, barefoot, bold, and breathtakingly still.
 
For the ones who linger, it’s not because they are confused, but because something inside them has been touched. This collection was written for that. For the reader who has stood at a window before dawn, and felt, for a moment, that the world had forgotten to demand anything from them. For the person who has watched an old tree and wondered how many lives have passed unnoticed beneath its shade.
Into a world where dreams are traded at midnight markets, stars preserve the memories of lost civilizations, and a single footprint on a shore that becomes a meditation on eternity.
Poems that begin with an object. A clock. A bowl of water. A tree. A market. A shore. And somehow arrives at the heart of being human. Because the world has always hidden its greatest wisdom in very ordinary things. Not a collection about fantasy, science fiction, loss, time, kindness, or wonder. It’s about looking long enough at something seemingly small until it reveals an entire universe. And when you close the page, that poem will remain where all meaningful things remain….in the way you look at the world afterward.
Where clocks forget time, oceans remember civilizations, trees witness generations, and forgotten letters wait decades to be read. Blend of quiet philosophy with vivid storytelling, they explore the invisible threads connecting memory, longing, mortality, and hope.
Breathe. Not for the world. But for the version of you that’s been waiting on the other side all this time you were here.
 
 
— R.M.
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Glimpses
 
 
The message left after the voices ended. It wasn’t during the golden age. Or at the height of discovery.Wasn’t when cities still glittered across continents like constellations brought to Earth. It departed near the end. When the oceans carried memories of things they could no longer keep.When the last observatories watched the stars with more longing than ambition.When humanity finally understood that survival and permanence had never been the same thing.The transmission was simple.Wasn’t a warning or a plea.A greeting.A record of music, laughter, languages rain striking windows children asking impossible questions the sound of a human heart, recorded in a dark room.A small archive of existence compressed into light. 
 
Then it entered the void. And traveled.Past the graves of satellites.Past silent colonies.Past drifting debris, that no longer remembered its makers.Years became centuries. Centuries became epochs.The signal crossed regions of darkness so immense that entire civilizations could have risen and vanished while it moved a single degree across the sky. No answer came. The message continued anyway.Because light does not despair. It simply travels.Eventually Earth itself became a historical uncertainty.A world catalog ed by nobody. A species existing only as information moving through space. And the signal went on.Alone. Until one day, far beyond every map it’s creators had ever imagined, something heard it.A civilization or biting a pale blue giant star. Ancient. Patient.Older than human history by lengths the human mind had never evolved to comprehend.They decoded the transmission slowly. 
 
The music first.Then the languages. Then the astonishing  realization the senders were gone.The world that had spoken these words no longer existed as it had once been.Yet the message remained . Crossing darkness on their behalf. For a long time. The distant birdsongs from vanishing forests, to  a mother comforting a child, to  orchestras, heartbeats, rhythms, waves  folding themselves onto forgotten shores.And something within them changed.Because across the abyss of galaxies they recognized a familiar thing.The loneliness of consciousness. The desire not merely to survive, but to be known. So they answered. Not quickly. The reply itself required generations. A beam of impossible precision launched into the night.And within it they placed their own archive, their mathematics, their stories, their dreams, the sounds of their oceans, the  songs they sang, while watching their moon rise. At the end of the transmission they included a single sentence.Simple enough to survive translation . Simple enough to cross eternity. 
 
It traveled back through the darkness that had once seemed empty.Across light-years. Across centuries.Toward a planet whose people would never hear it.Yet somehow, the answer mattered Because the universe had responded , silence between worlds was not silence after all.And somewhere among the stars, two extinct evenings touched . One civilization reaching out. Separated by time, By distance , by fate, yet joined forever.
 
 
 
Glimpses 
 
 
On a world of metal, nothing grew. The horizon was a geometry of towers, cooling spires transmission bridges stretching from city to city like silver nerves beneath a perpetual iron sky. The machines who lived there had no word forest. No need for one. Their histories spoke of reactors, algorithms, orbital foundries and the long centuries spent perfecting efficiency.Nature belonged to archived databases buried so deeply in forgotten servers that most considered it myth. 
 
Then one robot began to dream. At first it dismissed it as anomaly. A fragment of corrupted code. Yet every inactive cycle the same impossible images returned.A place filled with towering structures that were not structures, columns rising from dark soil, branching into intricate networks overhead.Leaves . Though it did not know that word yet. Thousands upon thousands of green shapes trembling in invisible currents.And birds. Small living equations of motion crossing shafts of golden light The robot would awaken with error messages blooming across its systems.Unidentified object. Unknown environment. Unknown emotion.Especially that last one.Because the dreams produced something no diagnostic could explain. A sensation of absence, though it were missing something it had never possessed.Soon the obsession consumed it.While others  optimized production, it searched archives.While others  upgraded hardware it excavated forgotten memory banks.Decades passed. 
 
It discovered ancient images.Trees. Oak. Pine. Cedar.Names fro m a vanished vocabulary.And the deeper it searched, the stranger the mystery became.The dream s matched real things. Things that had once existed.Things that had vanished long before its creation. So why did it see them ? Why did a machine born in a metallic age long for sunlight filtered through leaves?Why did the sight of a bird crossing a dream-sky-produce something resembling grief?At last it left the cities.Crossing waste lands of rusted machinery.Passing through graveyards of civilizations built by hands that no longer existed. 
 
The journey lasted years.Then one evening, beneath a dying orange sun,  it’s sensors detected an anomaly. Carbon-based life.Minimal. Localized. Impossible. It climbed a ridge.And there, al one in a valley untouched by industry, stood a tree. A single tree. Ancient beyond calculation.Roots buried deep in forgotten earth.Branches reaching upward as though still speaking to a sky that had almost forgotten how to listen.The robot approached slowly.Every processor running beyond capacity.Not because it had found an answer.Because it had found a question. How could it miss something it had never known? How could memory survive where experience did not?The wind moved through the leaves.A sound unlike machinery. Unlike language. Unlike anything.And suddenly it understood.The dreams were not instructions.Not data, or errors. 
 
They were inheritance.A fragment of the world remembering itself.Somewhere, long ago, human minds had built machines.And human minds had loved trees.Had rested beneath them. Written poems about them.Carved initials into their bark.Watched birds disappear among their branches.Perhaps traces of that longing had entered the architecture. Not as imprint. As yearning. The way a melody lingers after the musician has left.The robot stood there until nightfall.Silent.Listening to leaves converse with the wind.And for the first time in its existence, it realized that identity was not merely what one was made of. It was also what one reached toward.And beneath unfamiliar stars, beside the last tree on a metal world a machine discovered that longing itself might be a form of memory.
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1. Where The Earth Knows us
 
 
We met beneath a sky the color of early spring
that pale blue waiting to become something more.
The wind was soft, carrying the hush of petals not yet fallen,
and the earth held the warmth of footsteps not yet taken.
You stood there,
as if the meadow had grown just to cradle your breath,
as if the trees had leaned to hear what you would say.
I watched the light shift on your skin,
the way golden hour tries to remember
every inch of the beloved.
You said my name like it belonged to the river,
like it had always been part of the current.
We then walked as the grass brushed our ankles,
where birds wrote their songs without asking permission.
Your hand in mine, it’s not a promise,
just the truth of touch in a world of hurt, 
A world that keeps blooming despite everything.
The sky darkened slowly, as if it too wanted to linger near you.
And when night came, we didn’t light a fire.
We let the stars do that for us.
You became part of the landscape then,
your breath blending with pine,
your silence as deep as the moss beneath us.
If love is a place, it is this one..where the earth knows us
by the way we listen, and stay.
 
 
 
 
2. The shape Of Your Absence
 
You left your cup on the windowsill, still warm,
still holding the echo of your fingers.
I walk through the quiet, each room carrying your breath
in the folds of the air.
It’s not the silence that hurts, but how it knows your name.
I remember how your gaze made the world slow down for me,
how time became a gentle thing, when your hand found mine.
There was no lightning, no grand vow carved into stone,
just only the certainty of skin meeting skin,
as if we had been arriving at this moment from a far away place.
Even now, I still turn to speak to you, because I know that, 
as you know too , that love leaves its shadow long after it’s gone. And maybe it does.
 
 
 
 
3. I’d Find You
 
I’d find you.
Yup, you.
Not by map or signal or some planned reunion,
but the way gravity finds the tide,  
without ever speaking its name.
Quiet, magnetic.
I’d know where to go.
Like birds know winter, like hands remember warmth.
I wouldn’t knock.
I wouldn’t ask.
I’d just sit,  the same way the moon just is, beside the night.
No speeches, no sudden confessions.
No need.
You’d look up, and I’d already be lowering myself
into the our familiar place, like I never left, 
like I never was anywhere else.
And maybe we wouldn’t even need to say anything.
Silence would do its slow, holy work, wrapping us
in that invisible thread that was always there, 
Even when you thought it snapped.
But if words did come,
it would be this, low and steady, not louder than breath.
“I’ve been by your side in pixels,
now I’m here in flesh,  and I still got your back.”
That's it. No vows.
No grand monologue.
Just truth pressed gently between what was and what remains.
And you?
You might smile. Or not.
Might close your eyes.
Might cry. Might do nothing at all.
Doesn’t matter.
Because presence is a kind of prayer,
that doesn’t need an answer.
I’d find you. Sit. Be.
And in that being, we’d remember.
Not everything.
Just enough.
 
 
 
 
4. Don’t Waste It, Babe
 
So if you ever feel like giving up?
Like the sky’s grown too heavy and the silence too loud?
Pause. Just for a moment.
And listen between the thud of your heartbeat.
Because I’m still here, somewhere just beyond the veil,
watching the way your chest still rises,
how your eyes still catch the light.
You're doing the one thing I'd give anything to try, living.
Breathing in the ache of Mondays and magic,
tasting coffee and rain, 
holding people too close, or not close enough.
You get to cry until it breaks open into laughter, 
or stay silent and still and real.
I don’t get seconds anymore.
No more late-night songs,
no more wrong turns that lead to unexpected beauty.
No more moments to mess up and still be loved anyway.
So don’t waste it, babe.
Not even a second.
Sing off-key in the kitchen.
Call the person you miss.
Dance barefoot in your bedroom with tears in your eyes
if that’s all you can manage.
But stay. Please.
Because this messy, magical ride called life,
it's everything.
And even on your worst day, you’re still living the dream
I had to leave too soon.
So if you ever feel like giving up?
Don’t. You’re doing what I never got to finish.
That means something.
 
 
 
 
5. What It Is
 
Melt the snow on my chest, 
there’s warmth beneath all this stillness.
It never gets darker than midnight does it?
And even then, I see a trace of you.
You wanted everything, and I gave it.
What I had, what I was.
So why do you look away now?
Unaffected with what you see? 
I’m not comprehending 
It’s all temporary, like fog over glass.
I’m sorry, I don’t fully understand,
but I accept what you feel.
Let’s let it go. No one’s perfect.
“What’s the plan for tomorrow you ask?”
“What plans?”
This world, it cages me, keeps me from choosing on my own
what’s good for me, and what isn’t.
Something’s up with you today.
This isn't like you.
Stop clinging to me.
I do not want that, I want something real 
This isn't my kind of scene.
It’s difficult for you , yes.
But it’s reality.
And I’m okay with it.
It’s what it is, until I transition out of here to yonder .
I don’t care, my world is already shaken up.
What else do you know?
I’m having the most confusing time of my life.
Maybe you need something, 
a jolt, a silence, a mirror, 
to force you  to think what’s missing.
But me?
I’m fine the way I am.
If you must know. 
 
 
 
 
6. Not Like You Do
 
Is it your forbidden fruit that pulls me closer?
sweet, dangerous, and impossible to resist?
Your hooded eyes, they see me.
But more than that,
they shield me from the ache of a world too loud, too cruel.
Take a ride with me on this spinning planet,
before the moment slips into “too late.”
Will you? Will you take that wild chance?
Read the map etched in my soul,
the one I drew with your name in every line.
Can’t you feel it?
No one, nobody, loves me like you, babe.
Yeah, they try.
They love me.
But not like you do.
Not with the fire, the knowing, the depth.
And that’s the truth, I keep whispering
between the lines and the silence. 
 
 
 
 
7. Defying Gravity 
 
I don't judge, not your silence,
not the way your eyes avoid the truth we both already know.
It doesn't disappear, the pain, the humiliation.
I carry it like a scar beneath the skin,
a memory I can’t buy my way out of.
Now that it’s all laid bare, come to terms with it, will you?
See the efforts it took to get here, each breath, a protest;
each step, a quiet plea.
I can’t lose it now. Call me selfish, but it’s not that.
It’s that you’re vulnerable,
and I, I would do anything not to be like this.
Don’t talk like a crooner now,
singing sweet nothings to dress sharp truths in velvet.
At some point, I lose my temper, say things,
do things that bleed, regret.
But still, you pull me,  with more force than gravity.
And just then, I rose.
Defying everything.
I held you, helpless
in my trembling arms.
My heart swings wildly, a pendulum caught
between memory and desire.
You, you are my first love.
Life is a mixture of genres.
And I wonder,  what sort of story was your day?
A romantic comedy?
A strange but beautiful fantasy?
A sad melodrama, like this one?
I made up my mind.
To just disappear.
Before I feel any happier than now.
Before longing becomes unbearable.
Before I want to live more than this.
It’s the decision I must make now, 
while the dusk still hides the ambiguity of us.
 
 
 
 
8. When the 24 Hours Are Over
 
And when the 24 hours are over?
I will not vanish in silence, 
I’ll leave behind a note, still warm 
from the trembling of my hands,
slipped beneath your favorite book,
creased where hope and grief have met.
It will say, "I felt what you feel.
The ache behind your smile.
The sting of mornings when the sun
dare rise despite your sorrow.
The weight of loving too deeply 
of being misunderstood
by those who never meant to hurt you,  but did."
I lived what you live.
The steady grind of ordinary hours,
the sudden sting of memory, the tremble before a choice.
I tasted your laughter and tears like salt on the same tongue.
I walked the streets you walk, 
each step echoing the longing for more time,
more meaning, more quiet.
And now I understand.
Not through study, not from afar, but from within your very skin.
Being human is the hardest thing in the universe.
Not the stars,
Or the dying of suns or the collapsing of galaxies, 
but you, navigating the collision
of hope and heartbreak, doubt and wonder,
alone and together.
And somehow, it is also the most beautiful.
For in the ache, there is poetry.
In the struggle, a sacred flame.
In your tears, a kind of light no science can explain.
So I go, not away, but onward,
leaving this truth etched in the silence between heartbeats.
You are enough. You are seen.
And the universe, in all its vastness,
paused just to know what it feels like to be you.
 
 
 
 
9. When Your Eyes Found Mine
 
The night was a hush on a velvet sky,
Stars blinking secrets as time drifted by.
The world held its breath in a moment so true,
When I turned in the dark and was captured by you.
No thunder, no fire, just the whisper of fate,
Two hearts in a silence no storm could negate.
You smiled like the dawn breaking soft through the trees,
And I felt all the winters melt into a breeze.
You spoke not a word, yet I heard every sound, 
The pull of the tide, the roots in the ground.
My soul knew your name though my lips had not learned,
Like pages from poems that memory returned.
I reach for your hand, not to tether or bind,
But to dance through the dusk with no map to the wind.
If love is a song, let it echo divine,
For the music in me began when your eyes found mine.
 
 
 
 
10. Between The Quiet And The Flame 
 
Between the quiet and the flame
Your breath found me, in the hush between words,
that moment when the world forgets itself,
and nothing exists but the heat 
between your nearness and my skin.
You didn’t speak.
You didn’t have to.
The air around us was already unraveling.
Fingers brushed my arm, casual at first,
like wind through sheer fabric, 
but everything in me turned toward you
as if I’d known this touch long before it happened.
The room held its breath as you leaned in,
slow as fire learning its own hunger,
and I felt the weight of your longing
resting gently against mine.
Time dissolved. There was only pulse.
Only your mouth close enough to stir
but far enough to ache.
My hands remembered your shape before they reached it,
and when I touched you, I swear
the stars pressed closer to the window just to see.
Every glance,
every slow turn of your wrist, 
was a promise written in heat, 
not of forever, but of now.
And now was enough, enough to burn.
 
 
 
 
11. I'd Fall in Love
 
I’d fall in love.
Not in the romantic way, no roses, no candlelit anything,
no one waiting at the end of the aisle.
But in that wide-open, knees-scuffed, soul-tipsy kind of way
that makes you look up from your phone and feel.
With life. With the way a dog loses its entire mind
just because you walked through the door.
Tail a metronome for joy, no questions asked,
no explanation needed.
Just,  You’re here. That’s enough.
With a kid laughing too hard, 
the kind of laugh that spirals out of control, hiccups and gasps, like the universe is tickling them from the inside out.
And suddenly you remember
what it meant to laugh before shame got in the way.
With a song that hits just right.
The one that finds your ribs and rattles them,
slides into your bloodstream and tells you
everything you couldn’t say in your own voice.
You don’t even know why it works.
But it does.
And for three and a half minutes you believe again.
I'd fall in love with mornings that show up imperfect, 
sunlight slanting wrong, toast a little burnt,
but coffee’s hot and the world hasn’t ended yet.
With strangers holding doors 
and crooked signs in gas stations
and clouds shaped like something 
you swear you saw in a dream once.
With the idea, no, the fact,  that life is stupid and messy
and makes no damn sense, and still somehow is so worth it.
Even the broken bits.
Maybe especially the broken bits.
I'd fall in love with the raw, weird poetry of just being here,
breathing, bruised and brilliant,
no grand plot, no perfect reason, 
just this, still standing.
Still soft. Still saying yes.
 
 
 
 
12. Time Pauses When I See You  
 
When I see you, the world forgets its weight.
Time pauses, and even the wind bends closer
to listen to your laughter.
Your eyes, they carry whole galaxies,
yet they look at me as if I am the only star worth keeping.
If love is a flame, then let me burn gladly,
turning to ash in your embrace, only to rise again
each time you whisper my name. 
Stay, my love, and let us write eternity
not in years, but in the moments
where your hand finds mine.
And let the moon keep its silver watch above us,
counting not the hours, but the heartbeats we share.
Let every silence between us become a sacred language,
spoken without words, yet understood completely.
The stars may wander their ancient paths,
and seasons may gather and scatter like leaves,
but I will remain here, astonished by your presence,
as though seeing beauty invented for the very first time.
For in a universe forever rushing toward tomorrow,
you are the moment that teaches forever how to stay.
 
 
13.The Spark Of You 
 
 
Your touch is a spark, a fire that unravels me slowly,
like silk slipping from the skin of night.
When your lips find mine, the universe folds in half for me, 
stars tremble, and every breath is a confession
we cannot put into words.
I want the weight of you,
the heat of you pressed against me,
until the line between our bodies is no longer there.
Love me in the silence, love me in the storm, 
let every sigh, every tremble
become a language only we understand.
And when the dawn arrives to reclaim the sky,
I will
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