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"I am made and remade continually. Different      people draw different words from me."                                    ~Virginia Woolf 
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The Muse of a Loner
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The muse of a loner,
Never gets to hold the honor. 
Mind races as fast as it can,
Forming dreams as vast as it can. 
Piecing together broken images, 
Assuming them to be a privilege, 
Wandering the happenings of tomorrow, 
The sweet dilemma the heart borrows.
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The Crack
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There was a crack in the floor, yet no one mentioned it,
Letting it rupture fully, no one nurtured it. 
It grew wider and wider, leaving much behind, 
Longing for the caress it felt, dependent, confined. 
Muffled cries died beneath the weight, 
Yet they called it all a divine fate. 
The dull linings became abysmally coarse, 
But they called it a form of remorse. 
It saw people turn up, passing fleeting glances, 
Like someone caught in the act of balancing.
No one dared come closer to have it checked,
To fill the voids that had become wrecked.
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Resonance
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It wasn’t the sound, but the feeling of being found. 
In pieces I rendered scattered long ago, now bound.
The echoes of silence stirred again all of sudden,
I once quietened, now return as a flood unbidden.
A gesture, a word, a look, a jiffy known old, 
Screams louder than the monsters I hold.
In hunting of new, I seek stars beyond the sky. 
On my way, I gather things lost willingly.
Resonance calls not to teach, 
but to remind of the versions of me I left behind.
They speak in meanings fogged up with memory,
Yet I feel something—an ache, a snug, a treasury.
No encounters, no answers needed,
Just a shimmer sprinkling my soul unpleaded.
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Deception
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This world of delusions,
Holding us firm in confusions, 
Whom to believe, whom to leave, 
When all around, the lies they weave.
Under the masks of beauty and grace,
Lies the task, a never-ending race. 
Fleeting warmth, the allure we seek, 
A sweet illusion, obscure and weak. 
Meeting a mate, with a jolly of cheer, 
Hostility and folly are all we hold dear.
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Call of Storm
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Amidst the roar of thunder 
My heart yearns to shriek, 
Mimicking the sweet cascade of rain, 
My eyes rejoice in bawling.
All I witness is a mirror of my soul— 
Heavy clouds, weeping sky, ephemeral lightning. 
Concurrently, I gaze at the beauty of the tree: 
Twisted, resolute, and upbeat. 
Beyond the chaos, a gentle gust on my face 
Drives away all the rising dismay.
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The Night Came Gently
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The night came gently,
holding my hand—friendly,
like a mate I’d needed in all my quiet.
It brought some darkness,
the kind it knew I cherished—
not the one that lay in me,
but softer, older,
like a shadow that listens
instead of consuming.
It brought bright things, too—
which I mistook for light:
a glint in a puddle,
a sigh in the breeze,
memories dressed as stars
that blinked but never guided.
Yet it soothed me somehow,
as if knowing was never the point—
only the hush between thoughts,
where even silence leaned in
just to keep me company.
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In subtle yet resonant verses,
Unheard Echoes delves into
Pieces of a young soul woven into sonnets
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