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  Dedicated

to

those who love sailing

and those who are in deep love with nature and the mystery of life.
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  Preface



Life is mysterious. When a little flower blooms with fragrance, it gives joy to those who pass by it.




Our design is beautiful and mysterious, and so are we.




We hardly realize how we can see and capture beautiful scenery in our minds. How we are designed to smile, stretch our lips, feel in our hearts and walk with our feet. How we do feel inspired, lovely, and joyful.




The gravity of the Earth never lets us fall. Though we tumble down sometimes, the same gravity helps us rise.




Even a small act of kindness flowers our hearts.




Some emotions uplift us to a more beautiful experience and some to the darker side of us. The dual nature of things is the cause for creation.




Where do we feel the beauty of nature? Where do we see the birds flying, the sun rising, and a tree that stands near the shore gripping its roots in the ground?




Beauty is in the eyes of those who perceive it.




What we hold inside, whether beauty or ugliness, is what we carry everywhere. We become what we have ingrained in the core of our being.




We are tiny creatures journeying into this infinite universe. We are sailing through this creation which is unbound and eternal. We are the awe in existence.




We are that consciousness in which we create the reality of our universe and subjectively witness the creation. Thus we are creators, even though we appear so small in the universe. A tiny but massive explosion birthed trillions of stars and unknown matter that encompass almost everything in the universe. And the awe is our consciousness where we witness the ebbs and flows of this creation.




A thought with emotion colourizes the experience. What we experience deep inside us is how we understand the nature of the universe.




We are human beings, mysteries. Nobody knows what we are doing here. Though we come across many answers, no answer has the true potential to satisfy us.




If we go deep into exploring this existence, we will come to the mysterious reality of life. Where we would find our rational mind is a pattern of thoughts with which we perceive reality subjectively.




A tree might see this reality, the universe, very differently from us. A dog might see us with a very different reality. Each creature has its view of the universe and its subjectivity.




There are no concrete answers to the whys of existence. There are no absolute truths.




The universe changes from moment to moment.




Though we know a lot of reasons why we fall for someone, we cannot stop ourselves. A tree never freezes itself from bending and swaying when a breeze flows through it.




Life is love. Love is life.




Even a tree cannot escape the order of love. If there is any reason for our existence, that would be love.




Love is creation and joy, and it gives us moments of forgetfulness.

Love is like a shower that shines on our neurons and fulfills our hearts.




I wrote these poems while being dissolved in nature. I don’t know where I have begun to write these poems. I spent a lot of time around a river in my town. The river never drowns those who let go of themselves with its flow.




The only place to escape the noises of the world is nature. Nature heals us. Nature inspires us to live in adversity. Nature is a flow. This flow is unknown, as love is unknown. It comes from nowhere and gives us moments to live.




What I remember from my childhood was about the days when I would wake up at 4 o’clock in the morning and climb the hills, dangle on the bushy trees, collect various colours of flowers, and brush my teeth with the bitter Neem tree.




When I walked around trees, their fragrance calmed my adrift waves of thoughts. Each tree has its own unique fragrance. Each tree felt different when I touched its barks, sometimes smooth and sometimes fleecy.




The idea of writing a book came from when I was at my busiest and didn’t have time to look within myself. I was so anxious with my wobbling thoughts.




I realized there are some moments when I should let go of everything in the evening when I return from work. I shower and forget all that had happened during the day.




Let go.

Be simple.

Relax.

Breath.




Sumit Tak
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I sail alone in a boat,

I hear a calling from beyond:




the flow of the river sails my boat,

and a serene breeze flows through me.




Closing my eyes,

I absorb in my crown.




There, alone in a boat,

I dissolve in rocks,

having a view of

the faraway river,

who hold themselves

with their bodies piercing

half in the mountain.




I dissolve in the tree

that sways with the wind;




trees bend without

a will of their own

and stand on the verge

of death and of birth.




I dissolve in the creatures

who walk on unowned, gifted land,

fly in the pathless sky, and dive deep

into a world of their own.
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Young leaves become dry over time,

unable to lift themselves up.




They fall as the breeze passes around,

never do they choose where to fall.




Carefree and weightless, they fall along

whichever path the breeze shows them.




Somewhere they dwell for a moment,

again they move with a flow.




Like they are taken by the whole.
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Just beyond the wind

that dwells everywhere,




beyond the sun that shines on the Earth,

beyond all the little movements in nature,




I found a mystery

that surrounds within and without

devoid of the two worlds,

where no confusion forms,

where nothing exists,

like everything comes out of the void,




where I am forever,

where no illusions form.
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I walk




away

from the crowd…




I, alone,

sail in the river




inspired to see the mountains

that stood for centuries




with stillness,




aloof to the pleasures

coming with the dawn,




aloof to sadness

coming from the night,

with thunders and storms.















