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Why do you eat alone?

Does your heart

Feel easy without

Another one by your side,

Or is it because

You know there ain't one

Who would,

And when your

Throat swallows

The morsel of loneliness,

Would you rather gulp it down,

Or aspirate it out in

The world and cry-

If only, and if not then

If only not for me

Would you rather

Choke on the

Meal you packed for

A lonesome lunch,

Or, drink from the empty cup

You know well,

No one will

Refill for you,

And what happens when

You see dimples and

Curves of lips on

Others who would

Never sit on your table,

Would you pretend

You are fine,

Or would you cry

One more time and

Ask them

To leave you alone-

As if you already aren't

And when your

Banquet for one

Ends, when you do,

Does your chest feel

Any lighter,

Or would you rather

Cry yourself to

Another glass,

Or bang the walls of

Your coffin and praise

How the grass keeps

You company,

How the insects call you

One of their own.
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This September

There is no purpose

Only sleepless nights,

I see the stars getting lost

Sailors coming to

New homes,

Cities being born, and turned out

To be burnt,

No one is happy-

Or, no one has tried to be happy rather

The world rolls out

And about, wishing for

Something more-

A chance miracle

To make things right

Set the world about

It's right course,

And nobody knows

What this right might be,

There no sides to pick from

Anymore,

Alas, there is nothing but ambiguity

Nights search for

Their rest,

And days weep lost

Of theirs,

People and their worlds

Collide, and come to an end

And when one might think

September doesn't get any

Crueller,

Death touches life,

And little by little

We all burn in the embers

That September offers.
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Fame and I

Will never be any more

Friends than life and death,

I am a simple woman,

Cut from the pall of a

Druid's body, at its final stage

Opinions, stories, words, and lives

That come out of my mouth

Aren't for the world

They are for me,

Comfort of my own soul

Who else reads about death

And laughs like it's far from a foe,

Makes peace with the traitor

That life is for all

I know I won't be

Loved properly and then

Love isn't something to expect

Love is to be,

And let be

So as long as I do

Nobody has to love me

I could do it very well

Alone, alone, and a bit more.
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There isn't much difference

About me and anyone else,

And yet we are quite not the same-

We all feel the things we feel

Because that's what we are supposed to do,

Explore the world little by little

With every trickle of sweat, blood and tear,

And then, make sense of it,

Know where it all goes,

How it all works before

It punches a hole within us,

Knocks out our teeth and

Prepares us to leave this world,

I just don't know if

What I am feeling

Is something I have borrowed

Or, to call it my own

I am driven by the sheer madness of my heart,

Knowing there isn't some place it will belong,

And to know right now, in this moment

Someone feels exactly the way I feel,

There's this twisted relief knowing

If I feel so secluded and unloved,

There are going to be many

Out there, and if we just

Find each other probably

We will learn to love ourselves

By loving one another

And despite that we will still pretend

We don't know love,

Or to be loved,

And romanticise the shit out of

The sadness that the shallow life is

Perhaps this is what happens

When one is in a parasitic relationship-

Consuming all that one is given,

And still killing the one with the love,

Do we not come up with reasons to still

Take from places there's nothing left to take from-

And what do we call that?

Entitlement, or the

Pretence of being unloved so much

That we syphon every inch out of it

Another one, and then

Watch them crumble,

So we can just get done with happiness,

And go back to being sad forever.
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I know I can never be content,

But at times I am happy,

I walk out of my sadness,

Right into his arms-

He holds me pressed to his

Chest before he walks to

His sleep-

He tickles my armpits,

And I make voices I thought

I would never know escape

My throat,

I twist my lips and

He presses them against mine,

Even in my sadness, and

Even out of my sadness-

I know he stands for me

With anything close to joy

I watch him sleep,

And feel my sadness creep in

About the same time,

The curve of his neck-

And his shallow breath brushing

Against mine,

I quit my hesitations

Giving into the temptation of

Caressing his warmth,

And in that moment

My sadness agrees with my joy.

I know life's hardly fair

Even when those who

Burnt me talk polite,

And propriety doesn't

Do me any favour

When I fall from grace,

For grace is a slippery stage,

When I search for warmth

His, is the only name,

And momentarily

I feel love healing my cracks,

Only then I know

I too am dreaming,

While he's the only one sleeping.
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Leave R-ustedA-morousJ-uggle
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You were my

Boyfriend's almost best friend

But now you are just

A guy in love,

I called you my brother,

And I know

You liked pretty girls,

But once in a while I am afraid

The one you are hoping for

Will run away with the

Last bits of your heart

I try to warn you

About monsters under pretty masks,

I know you don't trust me,

And I don't trust them,

But you should know better

That siren lures sailors to life's end,

But you don't

And she might be the

One your mother likes,

And make your heart flutter

Like its almost Spring,

Love season on the rise,

But what kind of woman

Pines after another man

I think it's almost love for you,

But mostly it's obsession,

I am worried she will make

Nothing but a broken man out of you,

And a chaperone

So many misconceptions

You know she isn't the only one,

Many times you thought

About others, and your hands still shake

When you see the last one,

Boy, you can do so much better,

And we don't have to pretend

You are alright,

I love you like a family,

I would know if the time was right

No woman who knows

If that's the right man

Kills her for the last one,

And no, it's just toxic

How she thinks there could be

Just one,

And don't bar love down

To a honeymoon period,

Do you not know

Infatuation is all things
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