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​A Bullet’s Life
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I was born yesterday
in a hustle-free factory,
a man was smoking carelessly
on top of the gunpowder 
around the cases and me;
fitting me inside is never an easy task 
yet it is never done manually anymore,
nor does anyone tend to save on me—
I am abundant like the sun, 
yet I mostly shine at night. 

I was loaded in a box, 
I looked around in shock 
I thought I was unique—
thousands of brothers and sisters
lining up to be loaded and wasted
for fear or joy, we’re viciously shot. 

Legend has it, a bullet tells the truth,
a bullet that knows the righteous way to go,
a bullet controlling its primer; 
the road was long and stories were longer,
none will ever see a son, 
how could they ever claim a father?
Where do these stories come from? 
Wait, the truck has stopped; 
in the distance you hear a familiar sound—
our kin being wasted, again, 
yet the sound alone was not enough 
to tell whether it was to kill or just for fun. 

I was in such a big company,
now in a magazine, it feels too tight—
loaded not with so many—
brothers in arms, are we not? 
for we will probably spill the same blood;
alas, in vain, like these poor soldiers, 
some of us are sent to die 
some are sent to kill—
we’re all younger than those, 
but sometimes, it feels they’re younger still—
lasting for a couple of seconds 
shorter than memory
on the battlefield, but we stay 
in the memory of those who mourn the ones we kill.
Who’s more memorable now, 
a soldier or a bullet?
every soldier gets one
today or in fifty years,
in the head, in the heart or in memory— 
oh! there are a lot;
every successful shot 
that killed a friend
has become a legend.

Now for wrath, stand fast brothers—
enemies are whizzing everywhere; 
prepare to die, to kill and conquer—
I had the best view in the house,
the first sneaky shot to come out—
my man was moving slowly 
trying to get a vantage point
but wait, isn’t that a child 
I can see from the barrel?
I held myself tight;
click, I stood still withstanding the urge to fly,
too late for my pal,
I gave him away— 
he did receive us from the other side
so many there was no one left of us 
for any special memory; 
oh yes, those were also brothers— 
like these fools we were all the same. 

We stayed for a whole day
in the loaded magazine, 
all intact, except for me—
I thought I was saving someone, 
but I killed a friend;
take me back to a factory 
before I harden like life,
I wish I’d been molded into something else,
but wait, here comes the very boy I tried to save
salvaging and desecrating bodies,
why did you shoot young man?  
my friend is already dead
stop wasting my brothers—
I had to take revenge, 
it was time;
I jammed and now I can simply unjam,
but wait for the perfect angle, 
here I go, I am inside his little skull—
It’s dark in here,
am I dead? 
the boy’s about to be, 
well, let me look 
for I may see 
a trace of cocaine— 
not too young to take it now that I have been in his head—
a memory flashes here and there, 
his family on a wall lined up and killed 
like lambs no one did understand 
what their blood for, was spilled,
but that was a long time, 
I doubt the boy still recollects;
Oh no! I saw what I came here in for, at last—
the reason behind my being and all,
I saw the purpose in his little mind—
like all these soldiers who died in vain,
and all my brothers who died in shame,
the boy’s mind was all thinking of one thing— 
like all of us, the boy was only playing a game.
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​Be Gone
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You devour me with every look—
eyes blazing in a desert
glimpsing a fleeting mirage; 
no matter how my lips move
you see them revolving, 
no matter where I sit 
my bottom’s the sun— 
you seek no other light;
my legs are a crime so obvious
to move left or right or hold them tight to hide,
slithering like a snake 
I feel your eyes everywhere;
the cleavage big or small
cannot help cleaving your brains— 
the man who has respect is gone
the primitive man is all that remains;
my hair floating in your imagination
as if I were flying onto your lap,
and stopping to take a sip of your nectar
as if Jove’s blessings were spilled in a cup
and I were blessed to hold on to each drop
a tribesman in a suit and tie
as if all words in your dictionary 
meant sex and all roads led to your bed. 

Be gone! I have not endured all that time 
to end up in a slaver’s arms like yours;
hold on to your virile honor— 
only in the mirror you see it as great,
Be gone! with your pornographic dreams 
you thought at the scene, I would drop dead
crawling on all fours like a pet
cuddling your feet to please;
Caesar, what have you conquered?
but virgin hearts and crystal souls,
and pillaged and burnt and left
and thought we were all like that—
a cold-blooded killer boasting 
his knife has just defeated flesh,
and flesh is smeared by letting it in
with blood and shame and adultery—
you’ve never seen the woman in me
only an animal— as if I were a mirror;
Be gone! with your dreams and concubines
I stand tall like an old oak tree
but all that’s keeping you upright 
is an old dry stick fighting like hell—
you know one day when it’s broken 
and no other morals stand by,
you’ll drop down and be dead.​​
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Dying at A Desk
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Sitting, daydreaming, flying
to the endless boundaries 
of a silver screen—
the world is all at hand
waiting yet to be seen,
and hearts are up and running—
desire inside so keen
to get by, day by day— 
the world is all at hand,
yet what does that wide world mean?

Sitting, daydreaming, dying 
at a desk, a destiny foretold
to sit to buy and wait to die
for those growing needs
are growing like evil seeds
rooting deep like anchors
to hold a vessel from the open seas;
the journey starts here and ends here—

Feet rumbling beneath like wingless eagles,
old gallant warriors dying in their cradles,
creeds no longer born; it feeds 
on people like you and me
imprisoned in cubicles
with iron bars around with only one open side
never used to escape; still stands
a living proof of the leash we have inside— 
security lies in a decorated cell
of quotes and lovers and idols
trying to make it home 
no heart for adventure and risk 
we all wait to die at our desk.
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​The Rain Must Fall

[image: ]


So stained a heart 
that is of man’s—
right down, the soul, 
cold-blooded conscience
struggling for the sun 
to reach its intimate core,
but nothing seems to run 
in those veins of old; 
no sweat or blood— 
all seem under control;
no tears to falter now—
a heart as hard as stone;
mindless species you are and I, 
have been fighting all along
for what must be ours 
but never yours or mine alone—
an apple only tastes like heaven 
when no one else is holding one;
a taste can always be divine
if tasted by no one else.

The rain must fall 
to wash the stains 
down in a pool of mud
mixed from the dirt we have within,
the scars like a paintbrush
have also added a shade of blood; 
we might have known 
to whom we do belong,
but minds enchained as slaves
to an eyeless greed 
foreseen by no one 
and seen by no one,
for we can only know 
only what we can see
only what we do want;
The rain must fall at once
like that on Noah’s arc 
nonstop, only this time 
I doubt, he will choose 
to save, anyone.
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