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Death, scary? Truth? What is it?

None of us know

It might be a friend? Lover? Enemy?

Wish of being immortal to wish of dying

What would you choose ? 

dwell into the poetry of death

Where death has taken no other form but then a very dear friend.
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Part I: 

ARRIVED?

But, I don’t want to go back
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​Return Back
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Sitting back down 

Bathing in the red lake

The visions being blurry

As the temperature rises 

Feeling happy returning to home

Knowing to meet my old friend

Waiting of centuries to get back

Knowing the little brother of mine waits

Looking at those silly rain drops

The music just feeling up the moment

The satisfaction in the pentagram 

The waitings have been delayed

If given a chance I would come

I would come to hear the music

To bath in for the red lake

But if its for as ordinary

I shall return back
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​Peace but Torture
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tied in the chains of blood

can I ever be freed?

can I ever free them?

those tied up together besides me

the dripping of the sweet liquid

said by the old friend of mine

hitting back to me the old memories

the friendship of the torture to relief

thinking this would be end to this torture

not knowing the end is more with torture

wishing it ends soon so could relief for the end

wondering how it feels once to be free in the end

oh how i wonder, this meeting to be peaceful

rather than in the burning heat

how i wonder, living with the souls 

The peaceful but yet tortured
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​An Old Friend
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Meeting a friend

not far away he lives

just getting closer each year

thinking of meeting some day

oh how much i wish 

that day would come sooner

how much i wish

that day would come never

Hoping to meeting a old friend

But then again hope on not

Hoping to meet on the day of birth

But then again hope on not

Feeling overwhelmed by the gesture of truth

Feeling sadness at the same

Feeling worried that should we leave without finishing the duty

But its an old friend who I meet after long years
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​Song Of Immortal
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As I walk  in the aisle of beauty

The beauty where are several tortures

Happiness just comes and goes

Sadness never leaves

The grief keeping me in its captive

Knowing the tears fall down

Every second as the others walk away

Stuck here in this realm alone

The fear of loneliness

Surrounding my air

The fear of losing myself 

While losing everyone in those tears

​I sing the song the song of grief

​I sing the song the song of Immortality

Is it any difference, I ask?

When Immortailty is grief’s mask
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​The Uninvited Guest
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Lying back down on the bed

Just remembering what my mom said

Enjoy your life as much as you can 

Thinking everyday is the last day

Who would have known

Who would have known

That the thinking everyday is the last day 

Iniviting the uninvited guest to our journey

Feeling as if we are those thiefs 

Running from the police

Who always would be the univited guest

Running from those weapons knowing what you’re doing is wrong

According to me I would say my work hasn’t been done

But at the same time the guest says your work has been completed

Leaving this ground taking the stairs above

Knowing that the univited guest is right but so wrong

​
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​

​

​

​

​Part II:

​THE JOURNEY?

​So, I believe I have to.


​Back Home

Thought I would be tied in the chains for long

But the freedom of mine is here 

Having various feelings of sufference still so strong

But then I don’t know is it still a freedom to where 

I sit back down wondering as there is a lift

A lift asking me to choose a floor either 100 or 1

Many says 1 as a miscreant

Where as 100 as a defender

1 sounds as the correct option as I live in middle

But then 100 is just as wise

1 sounds fair for as the sin commited

The miscreant of the universe

That’s where I belong but then I look at 100

Then it’s the realization that’s truth

1 and 100 are just number 

Going back home is important despite its 1 or 100
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​Dare to
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Dare to walk in the fire

When the sun goes down

Dare to walk in the rain

When there is acid fall

Call me a stupid

But I dare to

I dare to walk in the fire

I dare to walk in the acid rain

Death just gives us dare 

Just be brave enough

Show them you are not coward

But someone that dares to

You’re just a passenger

The driver is giving you dares

Dare to meet the driver

That’s only when you dare to

You dare to WIN
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​Just a Drive
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Oh how tired was I 

From the way to home to a new place

Still in the roads with no waitings

Driving so smoothly that’s what I think

It was just 5 till the smoothness existed

Didn’t know 13 would be rough

Oh lord can I survive this drive

Or am I stopping in a mid

Just in a seat sitting worried

Should I stop in a mid?

Or should I go to the destination?

The constant fight in my mind

The driver in the front driving with confidence

Me sitting back in the seat trusting the driver

Still can’t stop the constant fight in my mind

But its just a drive
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