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We Are All Human

We build mosques, temples, churches,
And feast on the claims of interest.
The rapist rapes, the sinner receives homage;
We plead for justice from the guilty,
And hope for truth in their hands.
We fight for another’s rights,
Yet speak of our own victories,
Filling our bellies while reciting the sermons of justice.
We speak of freedom, yet obey its laws blindly.
We call ourselves enlightened,
But in the path of light, any soul who dares is called foolish.
Even after reading, learning, writing,
And weaving our lives around knowledge,
The mud of discord remains—
Satan laughs, Allah whispers: strengthen your faith.

Unloved Beloved

You returned me over and over,
Yet I never stepped back.
In the month of Bhadra, madness stirs,
While I—twelve months a fool—followed you.
I knew roses are flowers,
And daturas too bloom;
But I never knew—
Love itself can be a mistake in some lives.
When I discovered
You belonged to another,
I stepped away into the vast sky,
Yet still, at times, I long to ask—
How are you, my unloved beloved?

Prisoner of Love

Why am I the prisoner of your desire?
My heart locked within your embrace,
Do you grant freedom—or merely demand more?
Tell me, tell me,
How long must I wait?
You give heartbreak, yet call it love,
Tying me in chains of your neglect.
Even the heart’s cough medicine cannot heal,
Even care cannot break the prison walls.
I am yours—yet caged,
A prisoner, longing for the key of your mercy.

What Do You Want as a Bride

“Do you want me as your bride?”
“I want you.”
“Have you thought it through,
or is it an impulse?”
“It may sound strange—
I speak from my heart.
I say I love you,
and I want you.”
“Even if madness or doubt comes?”

“Even then, I choose you,
with thought, with reason,
yet entirely in love.”
This is not about wealth,
not about possessions—
it is the soul that chooses,
it is love, unbound,
it is the answer from the heart.

Faith of Humans

What is faith, if not the trembling of the heart?
What is belief, if not the weight of conscience?
Humans speak of virtue,
Yet greed feeds their hunger,
And cries echo unheard
Under the same sky they call divine.
When sin is a spectacle,
I stand a criminal—
Bound under open heavens,
A stranger among so-called men.
Faith is tested in silence,
Faith is measured in the shadow of deeds,
And only the heart that dares to question
Can find the answer
Beyond ritual, beyond fear,
Beyond the world’s applause.

Life Boat

A single soul drifts in the river of life,
Unnoticed, unpraised,
Rowing against currents
That no one remembers.
Effort unseen,
Love unreturned,
And still the boat moves forward
Through the emptiness of unacknowledged toil.
Success may rise, applause may sound,
Yet the heart feels hollow,
For the journey is solitary,
And the waves never cease
To test the courage
Of the one who dares to row.

Letting Go

If you wish to leave,
Then leave.
Before that, give back all the love,
Return it, if you can.
I have no pride left,
No claim remains—
Only sorrow lingers.
In the relentless rains of Shravan,
Let the watermarks stay;
If you wish to depart,
Then leave, without regret.
Perhaps all was false,
Perhaps all was mistaken;
The garden knows not,
Humans crave only flowers.

The Greatest Lover

My heart is restless because of you,
Why do you not love me in return?
Tell me, beloved—
Why is it that, for some reason,
You refuse the love I offer?
My soul aches in silent yearning,
Searching for errors in flowers,
In the gray sky,
In the subtle differences of shades.
Everything lies in waiting,
Only a trace of your feeling
Could awaken love in this heart.
Tell me, beloved—
Why do you not love me?

Life’s Decisions

In a choice between wealth and love,
I trembled, torn by reason.
Yet the heart spoke louder:
“Choose love, even if poor,
Even if uncertain.”
Money may multiply,
Power may rise,
But a heart without love
Remains an empty vessel,
Drifting through time’s tides.
So I chose you,
Even if all else slipped away,
Even if the world doubted—
Love’s truth was all I carried.

I Love You, Truly

I tell you I love you,
But perhaps it is a complete lie.
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