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LOVE AND PAIN

A dimly sensation darkens my brightly lit full moon starry night,

My coral Jasmin conceals its fragrance,
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The last hope of flickering oil lamp dies every night with a harsh blow of wind,

And whenever I see a falling star,
I always make a wish,
A wish of having him in my life.

Have I not been deliberately omniscient ignorant?

He is the mirage of my life,

He seems very near to me,

But whenever I see deep into the reality,
He is always unreachable.

He is my myth!

He is my legend!

He is my epic poem, that's not yet written.

My morning starts with a portrait,
Hanging in my bedroom wall,

It's slightly more perfect than Dorian Gray's.

I asked one day,

Rubbing my face,

Wiping my dropping down tears,
I asked,

“Can you speak?”

No reply.

I realised God is dead!

[ have become an in directed, dubious raft, who is searching for my fictional land.

Like Crusoe, I too embarked on a journey,
The impossible voyage,

To find my love on a distant shore.

Long after I realised,

He is my vast and deep ocean,

Upon whom I was sailing,
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Sailing to find his heart.

What enigmatic happiness a moth gets,

By burning in the charismatic, arduous, red flame?
But, Ooh!

Love is like a phoenix,

Which has no real death.

It will burn again and again,

In the same hurtful, burning taper,

And rise with the rise of sun, moon and new emerging galaxies.

Unmistakably I’m that moth!
And already burning with a sweet pain,
In your flaring light of love.

My sweet bitter words,

Assemble together making a rosy wreath to adore you,

And all my songs flowed from the purest corner of my heart,
Sing only of you, for you and forever for you.

A firefly invaded my dark chamber,

And again, fuelled my already ignited throbbing restlessness,
But then a sense of epiphany illuminated my hazy dream,

A dream where only we both dwell in a lakeside hut.

I have a dream to travel this whole world,

Visit new places,

Feel new seasons,

See myself so tiny in the hustle and bustle of the crowd,
And sense the meaning of nothingness of my existence.
But, ooh Lord!

Why didn’t I pay attention to this insight?

My sun, my moon,

My tons of twinkling little stars, millions of galaxies,

A beautiful tiny multicoloured fly,

A blooming fresh water lily,

My night, my day,

My time and space,

The whole universe, my everything is you.

Yes, my everything is you.

Will you just allow me to revolve around you?

Then I will feel that I have wandered this whole creation,
And feel the omniscient almighty’s existence from the,
Tiniest to the largest elements of this world.

Now, that I have realized, my love for you,
This life feels so unbearable,
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Feeling so near to you,

But still can’t confess,

A fear of being rejected —

Chains my legs,

Hooks my lips,

And clings my tongue.

I feel so suffocated,

I can feel the fresh wounds on my body,

I even feel the blood trickling down from it,
But there is a solace in that pain,

Your eyes, my eyes,

When they meet,

It purges my wounds.

You have a therapeutic healing in your words,
You give me a safe space within you,

You give my dormant stage a pair of wings,
You cheer my leaping fly,

You clap in my victory,

You smile with my smile,

And you look at my face and smile,

I love you, my love! I love you

But then my brooding mind ponders in a question,
Will you love?

Love me back, my love!

Will you love me,

Till the eternity falls,

Till the great flood,

And at the end, you and I,

Will be sitting on the Noah’s gigantic ark,
Or,

Happily seeing, Death, taking our spirits for a new voyage,
For a new voyage.
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