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  Push to Start


A new start. 
Not something I—
Ever expected.
Push to start,
But it ain't like
Creativity's got a button.
Push to start,
But it ain't like I'm a whip,
No German or Italian,
But Bengali in blood and skin.
Push to start.
Yeah, sounds simple,
Don't it? But—
Simple is often the enemy
Of productivity, of discipline.
Often, the simplest ideas
Are the hardest to execute.
Regular poetry collections—
Push to start.
I guess I gotta get the
Grit inside me,
And push myself 
To start this Sisyphean
Task once again.






  
  Spark of Hope


If you're at a point of life 
Where you need a spark lit under you,
Then hope is the match.
Without it, and without belief in it,
There ain't a chance of that.






  
  All This 


What's all this for? 
I wonder.
Wonder at the purpose, meaning,
These jumbled as hell feelings,
Whirling like a wormhole 
From one worry to the next.
Light speed being broken 
Till everything feels heavy. 
Fills that container of anxiety
To the top, but it never overflows.
Just stays there, brimming,
Another thing to worry over.






  
  London's Greyness


The greys above London 
Constantly sway, many shades
Circling like crowns of birds,
A carousel of feelings.
#
Constantly, constantly twirling.
The twittering greys of spring,
At times utterly mesmerising.
Other times dreary and grim,
#
Yet in those greys my heart is in,
I can breathe in the earthy smell,
Take a long sigh, and grin.
Then comes summer's wind—
#
An oppressive heat as of late.
Not quite the deshi humidity,
But still in its own right a blithering
Heat to your body like glue sticks.
#
Summer's grey proposes blue shades
To the sky, which only accepts the engagement
With promises of divorce. Like the opacity of grey
Has been tuned down, the sky tinges blue.
#
But few in days are those glorious skies,
For pollution persists like swathes of lies.
So there lies the skies of London,
Switching from summer's blue-ish grey to autumn's.
#
Autumn brings in a harsher wind,
As the universe begins again for kids.
Back to school, lads and lasses.
Where your brains may melt ‘til they're molasses.
#
Do well to study, 
Keep the classrooms neat,
Over your GCSEs and A-levels
Don't get cold feet.
#
And all throughout, glance out
At the grey sky, clouds churning
With hopes and dreams, 
Some coming down as rain,
#
Others blowing further,
Seeking another day
Since they can't make the wait.
Until finally, winter's wake.
#
Well, the winds of winter
May never arrive,
But a good thing that
The weather may suffice.
#
Cold? You betcha.
Snow, not so much.
Ice? Maybe.
Slipping? Here's a bunch.
#
Cold touch as Christmas roars around.
But I wouldn't know about that.
Don't celebrate it of course—
But I ain't saying no to a cheeky sale.
#
All whilst the greys of the world 
All reach their heights.
When the trees fully die,
Leaves dead like fallen flies.
#
Scattered corpses across the streets,
Once brown and green, now utterly grey.
But still there's a charm about winter's wake.
Despite the overwhelming grey,
#
There's a hint of a new horizon.
Like a sunset or sunrise,
Right around the corner.
But instead of yellow or orange or red,
#
It's just London's greyness again.






  
  Time slips


I can't help but wonder, 
Wonder where all the time went.
Wonder how it slipped away as easily
As crime in the east of the city.
#
See, crime here is rampant,
A circus where clowns hold knives,
And the acts are all fatal—
Scandal after scandal, yet silence.
#
Time passes without a trace,
Except when searched for, investigated,
Accounted and properly managed.
Time must be arrested and put to trial—
#
But time never serves time, the bleeps of life
Turn to levels that rise each second,
As we pass from one side to the next,
Shortening with each and every breath.
#
Until our lungs give up and hearts end,
Children will suffer at crime's behest,
For this circus is not limited edition—
It's every day, keep the feds away.
#
Mayday, mayday—
But it's like every day's in May.
May I walk past, sir?
Smells of your weed may suffocate.
#
Time may reek of old,
Because its freshness has eluded us.
Seize the moment, yeah,
Till a moment ceases us.






  
  Breather


Take a moment to breathe. 
D e e p l y
For the breathless 
Always run out of breath.






  
  The prize of paradise 


Paradise is where 
No daughter or son
Ever sets or rises.
#
I yearn for that prize.
No special occasions,
Just special for a lifetime.
#
Special servings of milk,
Wine fit to taste, guzzle,
No muzzles on my stomach,
#
Just endless bliss,
An abyss of light,
Upwards in flight.
#
Fight for that victory,
Ultimate salvation, security,
Surround sound safety.
#
Peace not broken up in thirteen,
But whole, one, weighty,
Not blown away by fifty stars.
#
A starry sky is like
A candle compared to
The son of Paradise.
#
I yearn for that prize.
But can I pay the price?
Or will I be one to prise?






  
  The past


There's times in my life 
Where I'll file away memories,
Backwards not forwards,
A reversal of life's symphony—
#
Siphoning out the positivity,
Left with only reflections
Of the worst that ever happened.
Nothing bad evades my detection.
#
The cameras of the past
Roll like stones, yet the edges
Are jagged and roads pot-holed,
The shutters opening to reveal sorrows.
#
It's cold out here, a lonely chill
Whiffs through, wind's never still.
Like the winds of winter,
Moving onwards but never real.
#
"Past is the past, leave it behind."
But my mind's ill, I must deal.
No game shows or prize splits,
Any happiness feels like a steal.
#
Like Edison, I've found a thousand
Ways that don't work in life.
Apart from one, that's Islam,
The source of all light.
#
The only thing that can pry
Away the winds of the past,
And bring in the spring breeze.
Forwards. Finally. At last.
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