
        
            
                
            
        


	

Silence : 

The Louder Scream 

Asst. Prof. Surjeet Kumar 

(MH-SET, TS-SET, M. Com., PGDIBO, Completed  PCC Examination of CA., B. Com.) 

 


 

 

Copyright © Surjeet Kumar, 2024

All Rights Reserved.

 


License Notes

 

This book remains the copyrighted property of the author, and no part of this book may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the author. Any person who commits an unauthorized act in relation to this book can be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages. If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends to buy their own copy from their favorite authorized retailer.

We appreciate your suggestions & support.


Disclaimer:

“The poems of this book are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.”

 

e-mail: hmrspoetry@gmail.com 






Dedicated to

Goddess of Art and Knowledge Maa Saraswati


Acknowledgement

First of all, I express my gratitude to the Almighty God, who inspires me to write with ease and creativity. I cannot imagine the completion of this book without the blessings of my parents and Ajit. I express my gratitude to all my teachers, friends, well-wishers, critics whose feedback gives me topics to write more. How can I forget to express my gratitude to my readers and students, whose suggestions act as fuel for my writing.

I am grateful to all the people who have helped me in making this book a reality. Your support and encouragement have been invaluable. I am especially grateful to my parents, who have always been there for me, no matter what. I am also grateful to my teachers, who have taught me the importance of hard work and dedication. I am indebted to my friends, who have always been there for me, through thick and thin. I am also grateful to my readers, who have given me the opportunity to share my thoughts and ideas with the world.

I am failing in my duties if I forget to acknowledge original image creaters who allows us to use their art work to add value in our art work.


Index

01. The Endless Reflection

02. Bitter Truths

03. Black Sun 

04. A Tearful Plea

05. In Every Soul 

06. Beautiful Death

07. My Faith

08. Where Memories Imbue

09. Before All Is Gone

10. You Fostered Virtue 

11. A Constant Stream 

12. On That Day

13. Lost In His Questions

14. Truth Will Set You Free

15. Where Truth Can Win 

16. The Reason We Hold Back

17. There Is A Difference

18. A Tale Untold, A Story To Unfold

19. There is a Lot of Noise...

20. Leave It Bare Tonight

21. Leave It Bare Tonight  

22. With Voices Strong

23. In This Eternal Night

24. This Tiny World, A Curious Sight

25. But Shadows Stay 

About Author


[image: 4]


01. The Endless Reflection

The reflection plays its endless role,

A million faces, none its own.

A speck of dust, a slight neglect,

And judgment's finger stays unkept.

 

With books devoured, engrossed it seems,

But human stories remain unseen.

Blank pages lie, uncolored still,

While lessons learned deny the thrill.

 

Life's lessons learned, the taste is lost,

A cautious heart avoids the cost.

Darkness banished, light takes flight,

Yet day's warm embrace is lost in sight.

 

Like fireflies, it flickers bright,

But fails to reach the sun's full might.

A world of voices fills the air,

But its own song remains unheard, unseen there.

 

The heart holds secrets, whispers deep,

Yet fails to listen, secrets to keep.

Masks piled upon a borrowed face,

The actor loses its true trace.

 

A hollow laugh, a smile untrue,

Forgets the joy that shines within it too.

Wounds unseen, left to fester sore,

No healing balm its touch restores.

 

The goal pursued, the path unwound,

Blisters ignored on weary ground.

Life's frantic pace, a constant chase,

The solace of rest finds no space.

 

Mimicking steps, it loses stride,

The traveler's rhythm left aside.

City lights, a dazzling show,

Dim the village sunrise's gentle glow.

 

In endless meetings, faces met,

But the most vital one, it seems, is yet

To come to pass, a crucial quest,

To meet itself and find its truest best.

 

This grand mistake, a heavy weight,

To lose oneself in life's great play.
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02. Bitter Truths

The full moon's glow, a beacon in the night,

They seek in shadows, lost to reason's light.

With wounds that fester, where's the healing balm?

They pour on salt, inflicting further harm.

 

They claim the Earth is round, yet twist the truth,

Spewing lies like venomous, coiling youth.

How can stars glimmer in the inky night,

When they eclipse the sun with darkest might?

 

Forests, once vibrant, fall to their decree,

Replaced by concrete, devoid of verdancy.

Can rivers flow like gold, pure and pristine,

When choked by waste, their beauty unseen?

 

Rooted deep, they sever stems with blight,

Fueled by envy, fanning flames of spite.

They paint a spring, but bring the autumn's chill,

Where laughter blooms, they scowl and stand still.

 

Blossoms unfurl, and covetous eyes gleam,

Their friendship offered, a deceitful scheme.

A hand outstretched, yet daggers they conceal,

While hearts grow heavy, joy they never feel.

 

In festive seasons, they withdraw and hide,

While joy rings out, they sit with tears inside.

Like common folk, we laugh and face the storm,

While their feigned sorrow hides a deceitful form.

 

The monsoon's song, they shut out and ignore,

Seeking solace in bitterness, wanting more.

Their tears, a facade, crocodile's display,

As they divide and conquer, leading us astray.

 

How easily we fell for their disguise,

But wisdom dawns, and truth begins to rise.
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03. Black Sun

In this land of supposed good repute,

A twisted corner thrives, its darkness mute.

Behind a facade of morals held so high,

Integrity is sold, a silent lie.

 

A market bustling with bodies displayed,

Every day the auction endlessly parades.

Justice blinded, turning a deafened ear,

As laws lie dormant, fueled by hidden fear.

 

Silent screams in the echoing void,

No soul to hear, no voice employed.

Sobs held captive, swallowed by the night,

When humanity sinks in its darkest plight.

 

Darkness disguised, cloaked in the sun's embrace,

Truths are tarnished, leaving no trace.

Words easily flow, but action's touch,

Few dare to take it, fearing too much.

 

Streets of deceit, a labyrinthine maze,

No escape found in these shadowed days.

The brilliant sun, an illusion untrue,

Lost in the darkness, painted a charcoal hue.
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