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AMARENDRA KHATUA

Seeking Direction

Some day you will pause

and ask for directions which

all the living must possess, but

life may not require. East

will indicate salvation. West

will bring on, and South will kill
whatever must be killed, and north
will bleed.

Remember the nine months
etching morning petals inside
Hungry palpitations for a
newborn and the years

when all ceasefire with love
and exile attained
Topography of a tame routine
for simple denials.

As soon as you stop

And pop up the worlds Seeking
directions, you will see

how your future melts into

your untold past. Then musings
loose all original music

from temporarily borrowed tunes.
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AMARENDRA KHATUA

A Karma Poem

I cannot go anywhere

My steps always dilate

the lines before they disappear.

Then my eyes betray all the
movements that fly like birds at the
End of a season without any formation.

Probably it is destined for me

to stay legless and mute. I believe

all the prayers are composed similar to
my staying like this, dusty and seeking.
The chants have meaning and a

Slope for falling empty in bodily depth.
I just exist in saying the words which
echo without sound.

I will stay here till eternity.

Eternity does not deal in

salvation, but life must go on

with or without its promise to deliver.
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ANDREW SCOTT

Bear in the Woods

Back in the later eighties,

A rabid bear broke out of the Renous zoo.
Trapped there for years for tearing others apart,
on the loose again.

Roamed free in the Miramichi woods, instilling fear
in all as it was looking for its next attack of meat.
Blood guiding the beast.

In the town of Spruce, up in the north,

the hunger struck in venomous ways.

The Flam family received the ultimate bite.
Annie laid dead while her sister escaped.
Fires set by the claws of the beast.

Those flames were not the only flames set by the beast.
The Daughney Sisters burned at their own stake.
leaving a trail of embers in Newcastle burning bright with pain.

Fear was growing all over.
People knew the beast had the sweet taste of flesh.
Lives were being shaken with terror.

Thoughts of all were confirmed
when the life of Father James
was taken from the community of Chatham Head.
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Hungry growls were heard in the air,

deep from the hidden forest.

Echoing, not knowing where he was.
Locked doors did not make people feel safe.

Manhunts by the brave

tried to find and circle the animal.
It took seven months to capture
the murdering animal.

Blood, flesh still in its teeth.

It has been decades since

the woods were haunted.

No one goes in them alone.
Imaginary, faint growls

fill the tree branches

left from the bear in the woods.
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ANDREW SCOTT

Shame On You

Speechless when I look at you.
Like most, never saw your true self.
Chameleons have a true disguise
and you are better than most.
Shame on you.

Sweet, reassuring words out of your mouth,
making people feel they can walk on water,
not knowing your mind.

You had a plan to make the unexpected drown.

Shame on you.

Present yourself as nurturing and generous,
willing to an open mind and guidance

only to be pushing them to an edge

and letting go as they fall over.

Shame on you.

You turn into a ghost before the blood spills.
I have seen people like you all of my life.
Sad that you slipped by

with a knife that left an angry scar.

Shame on me.

Page 11



Page 12 VerbalArt (Volume 9, Issue 1, Apr-June 2025)

AVDHESH JHA

Choice

With the choice of good or bad,
Right or wrong, and do and don’t,
We have the choice of a song to sing,
However, we select only that tong
Which befits us and suits us most.
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DOCTOR PESSIMIST

Advancement

A lot of humans are obsessed with advancing in life.

Doubters really love hindering you from succeeding.

Vulgar humans will do anything in order to get far.

Ask anyone if hard work is truly worth it these days.

Not many people will understand your question at all.

Crazy humans keep inventing challenges for their fame.

Every single human being needs to understand how I feel.
Many people in this world deserve to advance in life, folks.
Every member of the one percent hinders your advancement.
None of the sheep understand how they’re constantly hindered.
The Toxic Terrors will someday wake up and allow me to win.
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DAVID R MORGAN

Laugh

I have this dream where I save the world ...

I've always had a keen sense of humour;

yet jokes, like atom from atom, soar apart-

their centres do not hold; as gnomes escaping

from their respective front gardens

and where they once stood -

the grass tearful with dew.

I have this dream where I save the world

with the ultimate joke, bringing things together.

A gag, subtle as syllables of sunlight- revelation bright.
So I tell myself joke after joke in my head in my bed.
Just before sleep my pillows smile, showing their teeth-
my neighbour’s dog howling its psychic head off.

Did you hear the one about? I saw this bloke

the other day! Shadows murmuring, Terry keeps his clips
on ... through my mind, Mona Lisa giggles frolic free.
Yes, I've always had a keen sense of humour,

but it’s mine and no one else’s. It’s all mine

and that’s why I laugh alone!
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DESMOND FrRANCIS XAVIER KON
ZHICHENG-MINGDE

Pietro da Cortona’s Lost Painting

The columns in a row, fifth column
not that it makes a memory of things.

There are four other columns
nowhere near the painting, I remember.

It’s the one I kept going back to look at,
the one I kept mistaking, image for image.

Only metaphor because the truth was too
filled with light — the light whitewashed.

Every kind of detail fluid, like song
and movement, such recollected sentiment.

The painting situates itself behind
the third column, its old paintwork.

Still hidden, not in shadows, but backlit
into more of the sum, dawn of all dawns.

I was seated at a table made of iron,
a chair of four legs; it stood for something.

That I still can’t recall; memory is an evasive
thing, you as illusory. Once I thought —

forgetting was as powerful as memory.
Now, I don’t know anymore, and it’s okay.
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DESMOND FrANCIS XAVIER KON
ZHICHENG-MINGDE

Image-Text-Image-Text-Image-Text-Image

Look to the calligraphy, you say.

[look in the eye — |
[look upon again — |

Look to the pity, the pitiable
loss

of meaning.

You know this loss, you say.

You recognise this —

You acknowledge its distance,
grand nature of its grief.

How insurmountable,
yet possible, and sensible.

Intensely, at every Mass
to look up at vaulted ceiling.

When once, through a lens
you saw the host of holy saints.
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Yes, the communion you find
of spiritual union — shared

graces, when we are one
mystical body with Christ.

Look to the calligraphy,

what is
already sketched.

Then etched.

Page 17
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DJ TYRER

Authority

Authority is a curse

Upon those who wield it

And, more so, upon those they whip with it
Beyond the bounds they press
Abusing their position

Misusing the power they wield
Authority 1s a drug

That blights those who have it

And, ruins lives and neighbourhoods
Always desperate for a fix

They need more and more

They can never give it up
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DJ TYRER

Elevating Thoughts

Lark-like, a curious term to use, a revelation
For a soul that grows expansively

Qualities the same but greater quantitatively
As occurs in Baudelaire’s poem Elevation

For the lark can fly and swoop and soar
But remains small and dainty in size

An ever-expanding lark would be a surprise
Such as was never, ever seen before

Lark-like, metaphor expands to fill the void
A thought that grows bigger over time

A thought that grows ever more sublime
Until it becomes impossible to avoid

Page 19
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ELISABETH FRISCHAUF

So hot, so dry June

Fattening flower moon ripens
raspberries with quicksilver rays.
Night cool commands

a film of dew. Coats

thirsty leaves. May rains

were generous and now nothing.

Next crop’s green berry optimists
begin to harden into small fists.
Such bounty promised,

but now the leaf’s

white underside curls.

The plant folds.

Does it pray for rain?
The garden fastens me
in its wide belly.
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FABIYASMV

Oppaa

Though wrinkled,

her certificate is intact in her safe.
She had failed to find a job

with her degree in zoology.

Her hands smell of the dried prawns,
which she sells in a bamboo basket.

People pity her unmarried loneliness.
But nobody knows her old spring.
Her secret lover’s canoe zigzagged

at midnight.

Erotic ecstasy seeped from her soul.
It was not a velvet bed

that created orgasm.

When she had bathed in the canal,

a sweet sensation surfaced

from the scratches on her back.

On the lap of her orphanhood,

there wasn’t any social poisoning.

She grew up human.

But her maverick growth is loathsome
in her society.

She 1s always laid-back.
Fortitude is an antidote to snag.
She adheres to hope in the umbra.
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That mossy headstone is nonsense,

she muses.

Even if she digs too deep,

she won'’t find her dad.

She hasn’t read any holy books.

Death is never a frightening furnace.
Now she sprawls on the floor of her hut,
longing to be recycled through the mist.
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GARY BECK

Fading

Summer is over.
Rays of warmth are departing,

not to return for many months.

The days and nights get colder
until chill courses my bones
that refuse to carry me.

I sit in torn armchair

in tattered overcoat,

wrapped in blankets

and do not know

if I will see the spring.

Page 23
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GARY BECK

The Prevalence of Greed

Election day is over.

The winners are happy
getting another term

Or a new position.

The cries of: ‘I’ve been robbed,
the election was stolen’,
haven’t hit the airwaves yet.
If we didn’t know better

we would appreciate
democracy in action,

but some of the losers,
election deniers,

are preparing to protest

the elections they lost,

a painful reminder
individual greed

1s far more important

than the needs of the nation.
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GEETANSHI BUTTAN

October’s Feminity

Standing near the stove,

Waiting for the tea to turn golden,

To be served, to my husband —

To whom I am obliged and dutied to devotion unseen.

The soft, golden October light falls on my crimson red bangles,
Glinting like gods but bound in metals.

My effulgent gold ring veils under the wheat dough,

A soft whispered secret, the language of love —

Crafting warmth for him,

as my own hunger buzz beneath the skin.

While all these dates on the calendar are marked pink,
While people across the globe

will celebrate the existence of a woman.

I stand here, nameless.

Stirring the spatula over the saucepan,

Sprinkling salt and chilli as per his taste.

While the world will be commemorating,

I will bent low, brooming traces of dust,

Pushing the clothes in the washing machine,

Moping the table top and ironing the infant’s new pants.
While the news channels, Twitter and Threads

will be filled with unfiltered and bold comments

about International Women’s Day,

I, will be dazed in the endless list of chores

undone by the end of the day.
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October sunsets are feminine,

They turn into an ombre of purple and orange.

It urges me to wrap myself in a thin shawl,

Letting my eyes drown in the calming effect of the dawn.
While the night turns masculine,

As I crawl over the bed of pain and not peace.

He, grabs me for he wants, warmth —

A warmth that does not feel warm,

But a realisation of his lust over affection.

I stare at the ceiling,

With eyes wide open.

I ponder about,

Who am I?

I interrogate,

Why shall Savitri bring her husband from the god of death?
Who shall be my Savitri?

Why shall I be treated as goddess Laxmi
on one day and like a slave the other?
When shall my femininity not be
misunderstood as submission but equality?
When shall I be free

to feel the warm October womanhood,
And not the cold December breeze,
Bruising my traumatic marriagehood.
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GERMAIN DROOGENBROODT

Witnesses of a Time

Just as the rain

erases traces left behind,
disappears by a technical problem
or decision of higher powers
what we once entrusted

to floppy, computer, VHS or CD.

What will soon remain of us, only yellowed
that once was written on paper

by typewriter or pen —

and of those who come after us,

nothing at all?
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GERMAIN DROOGENBROODT

Useless Prayers

So many calamities take place on earth
continually and increasingly plagued
by disasters and injustice,

although millions of prayers

are daily sent to heaven.

But which God, who speaks all those languages,
can give them a hearing, when it is man
who disrupts even the heavenly vault?
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GORDON SCAPENS

Family Loss

Death fills conversations.
Now there’s a blurring
by degrees, of a life
caught out of time.

Family has walls
closing in on them

as their world reduces
to a moment gone.

Comfort is a memory
they search to recall

but don’t know the rules.
Tears are small prayers.

Words overbalance
trying to pass for answers,

friends are asking questions

in the present tense.

Anyone with a message
seems to look like God.
This 1sn’t spiritual,

it’s the poverty of loss.

Now we must accept
the binary of time
1s the biggest thief
of our loved ones.

Hold them until you can’t.

Forever is only now.

Page 29
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IRENA JOVANOVIC

The Jewel Forest

Green forest is quietly glittering

shiny drops adorn trees

leaves are trembling and shaking from pleasure
being deeply satisfied and happy

small diamonds are sparkling

in emerald jewel wet forest

lightened by the effulgence of sun rays
joyfully fusing profuse bright light beams
through kaleidoscope patterns of branches
spreading rhapsody of ravishing brilliance
symphony of exalted, unlimited joy

in the rising of twinkling beauty

in opulent shine, true richness

thousands of violins in the air

vibrating sweet canon of ultimate joy

in a topmost manner

pure green jewel

of forest bliss treasure

of love of nature

divine
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IVAN P0OzZZONI

The False Story

I have a symptomatic story to tell

the story of the 300 at Thermopylae,

who got themselves massacred,

the story of Simon of Cyrene,

caught in almost fantozzian ways,

the story of Julian, imperator killed by the Persians.

The story of Torismund, in his race to Toulouse,

the story of Wallace, and his bagpipe,

the story of Louis XVI and his head,

the story of Hitler’s bunker and the world in celebration.

Is this really the story we want to tell,

or the story of Asine and her riding cows,

or the story of Ezekiel and his orchards,

or the story of the slave Poppeus with his prohibitions.

The story of Euricus with his seven sisters,

the story of o’Brien and his seven thousand forks,
the story of Francois and his dairy farm,

the story of Hubner with his luminaria.

Which story is true and which story is false?
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IVAN P0OzZZONI

Gul Makai

Your name is Malala, Yousafzai,
challenging name as a Pashtun pasionaria,
an Afghan Joan of Arc,

on a fourteen-year-old girl,

student in the Pakistani region of Swat.

Your name is Malala, Yousafzai,

bursts out, loud, like the bullet

of a Kalashnikov lodged in your brain,

at the age of fourteen, vindication,

by shari’a-defending barbudos,

of repressed Taliban (from the western invasion).

Your name is Malala, Yousafzai,

you wished to be a doctor, a vocation,
you fight, between life and non-life,

in hospitals all over the world,

symbol of a new generation,

‘Where 1s Malala?’ your attacker asked,
and, terrified by you, he shot.

Your name is Malala, Yousafzai,

you continued going to school

against a brutal interpretation of shari’a,
renaming yourself Gul Makai, in your diary,
while Taliban beheaded, in Swat,

innocent victims of un-islamic behaviour.

Your name is Malala, Yousafzai,
fierce Cornflower of Swat.
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JOHANNA N

Before the Clock Struck Nine

And as the clock strikes nine

And i go out wearing this body of mine,
My mind tells me, you're fine.

But there’s this knot in my stomach
That doesn’t seem to unwind.

But my mind insists, you're fine.

So there 1 go,

Manoeuvring myself through the crowd.
I stand in line,

Ordering my third wine.

Meanwhile, there’s a war going on

In that stupid head of mine.

So 1 rush to the bathroom,

Still tempted to do another line.

I feel a shiver going down my spine.
This isn’t who 1 planned out to be
When 1 was nine.
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JOHANNA N

White Flowers - Dead

Pour me a drink.

Watch me swallow - devour you whole.
Watch me speak, unfiltered.

And don’t you dare interrupt me.

Pour me another.

I've been silent too long.

It’s cruel, really-

Watch this rage unfold like a bouquet of white flowers.

White flowers — innocent-
But 1 can’t pretend anymore.

I stayed silent for so long.
But my white flowers... They died years ago.

Maybe the last time 1 watered them,
I was eight.

But how dare you blame me
For forgetting-
When all 1 was fed was poison?

Actually,

Pour me another glass.

The flowers are dead.

Rage is all 1 have left to give.
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JOHN GREY

Coming Home to You

I parcel myself out, bit by bit,

to a theory I mistook for truth.

Turns out, it only ever took, never gave.

I was loyal to its liturgy,

like a prisoner to his chains,

called it advancement, called it progress,

but it was just power dressed in a suit and tie.

Business - I've chased it like a imbecile
from one worthless company to the next,
each job less certain,

each breath a little thinner. But then -
your face, lamplit and inviting...

I wanted night forever,

the next day never to begin.



Page 36 VerbalArt (Volume 9, Issue 1, Apr-June 2025)

JOHN ZEDOLIK

Fluid Volume

Containing the heavily honeyed green tea
is a large mug ringed by a pastiche

of painted images by Paul Gauguin,

a pleasing contrast with the bone-white,

which young Rena presented to me as a gift

a generation ago, having apparently taught

her well in that awkward age that demands
patience and care deeper than this sixteen-ounce

reservoir whose capacity, nonetheless,

1s sufficient for the memory and hot liquid

to boot, dark and keeping its heat like a day on Tahiti
in those South Seas so many years gone, sailed away



Poems

JOHN ZEDOLIK

Snow

The body breaks down,
shards sloughing off
in the precipitation

of seconds, each sharp
as a slice, fierce snow
that severs without a sound

‘til the drift accumulates
what has now dropped
to gather a high tumulus

holding no hollow for remains
regal or down the social line —
the grained surface the same

as the center mote, fallen the first,
now the heart of finishing to ever,
the source now failed, without a beat
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K.V. RAGHUPATHI

War Snippets

Now is the time for war, you say

to release hatred to survive.

This living itself is painful, I say

yet endures ensconced in boots, bullets, and blood.

You have only an impulse of killing

while I have only an instinct

to survive in the clouds of tumult;

I balance all, while you destroy to create disorder;
the years ahead seem to breathe

a waste of breath of violence the years behind.

You watch visuals of war

I preach petals of peace;

You read messages of war

I memorize the songs of love;

You write about war

as I fear about the meaning of existence
lost in the boom of gunshots.

We are over-armed, under-educated, and semi-sensitized.

For those who scroll, watch, and grieve,

can the abstract pain they see make them more human?

We construct only to deconstruct in drones and detonations.

As the cries of the mothers and babies ripple across the
continents

we look on in silence as though untouched and undefiled.
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You wandered and settled here and there
all over the world like gypsies
to flee from blood and hatred.
But you cannot recreate home

amidst airstrikes, fraudulent declarations, and treaties.

You must return home to make your home again.
By then, you have lost your roots in bloody wounds.

Take me to a land of no war

where gathers no dust and blood for peace,
where screams no shells, sanctions, and screens
but the stink of blood will not go away

as the clouds of fear hang with its smell.

I think of the future, the life in the world
after a hundred years from now.

I may not be alive to witness

swarms of quakes

beneath the bleeding sky

breaking the foundations of life.
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KAVYA BISEN

Ruby Jane

She roused 1n a fairy land,

Od wispy clouds with verve and flare.
Sprinkled glitters on roses at wee hours,

And slept through nights bespangled with stars.

Braided hairs with covert tale,

Peonies and daisies graced the garth.
Barbs sat at back of the home,

With glass of wine in meadows she roams.

In due course blue butterfly came,
Wings plated in silver dust.

It sang ballad of life and its fight,
She followed it to wets in the night.

Illusions grew within her heart,
Glass of wine sparkled with cider.
She overlooked the shifting skies,
As silver dust adorned her quest.

Roses lost their glint and glow,
Dried peonies lined rows of the yard.
Barbs, out of wine she crafted,

Cider of apple in storage shafted.

Her hairs flew with may’s gale

Hearty whispers bruit on all hands
].3.6(.)i<s, wine and a pond of golden Tench
The house is empty-

no Ruby Jane
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KEITH INMAN

Pollen

silver sky-fall
smote the air —
prisms of flight

KEITH INMAN

Waiting for a Plane, Toronto

Snow keeps falling
on the solemn faces floating
in the plate glass window

KEITH INMAN

Mother

in an absence of light
she found stars shining

in her children’s eyes
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KUMAR KAUSHIK RANJAN

Haiku Poems

1.

Spring’s knees buckle —
petals exhale into wind
yet the pupils bloom.

2.

Petal-script lingers —
juice spells ferment in soil
blackboard of earth

3.

Stream’s stolen lullaby —
a paper tongue laps up
the wind’s loose change.

4.

Hail-liturgy —
the sky’s glass catechism
stitched into skin

5.
Spring’s audit —

bankrupt wings
accrue interest.



Poems

LES WICKS

The Last Prayer

I wish a god existed.

Anyone who writes

knows how words dissolve in aether.
Another ear, an ear with influence — yes.

This life has been a tangle of questions
so I know what I’d ask.

We’d meet in a rich green field
beside an abattoir.

I’d wear my best suit

pre-torn for humility.

There would be precautionary weapons.

While struggling for politeness

this Being wouldn’t have it easy.
Perhaps like the best fights

the blood could be forgotten later.
We’d share a drink of rainwater
then go off to swim in the infinities.
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MADHURA DONODE

The Season That Didn’t Belong

They called me early, called me wrong
Too strange to sing their quiet song

I came in rain, I came in fire

I left before their hearts could tire

The trees just stared but moved along
I was the season that didn’t belong

One moment I burn, the next I'm ice
Too warm to hold, too cold, too nice
I changed the sky, I shook the air

I left my scent on what was bare

But still they hoped I'd just be gone

I was the season that didn’t belong

They said, “You never last too long”
And maybe, yeah, they weren’t all wrong
But if I stayed, the earth won’t move

The stars would break their quiet groove
So I leave, even when it feels wrong

I was the season that didn’t belong

I know too much to fight the flow
I go because I need to go

But I still write across their skies
A little sun, a little cry

Even gone, I still stay strong

I was the season that didn’t belong



Poems

MAITHILI NAGAREKAR

What is the truth?

Do I care for her or I care,
For I want to be cared by her?
Do I love her or I love her,
For I want to be loved by her?
Whatever be the truth,

The fact is this care and love is my life.
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MICHAEL LEE JOHNSON

Steel Bars a Single Sheet

I’m Steely Dan Seymour Butts,

South America, trust me on that.

I can’t pull up my sheet inside

these steel bars anymore. 25 to life.

No man is God in the cold or the clouds.
Isolated poets grab words anywhere
they can find them in newspaper clippings,
ripped-out Bible verses are a sin.

No one pities people like me in prison.
Spiders hang from my cell ceiling —
dance the jitterbug, “In the Mood.”
Jigger bug fleas on my unpainted
cement floors.

My butt is toilet paper brown, flush.
Toxic thoughts grind on my aging

face, body, and declining health.

In this dream, I reach

for a hacksaw that is not there.

End this night & so many more

suffer in just a snore.



Poems

MICHAEL MIROLLA

The Lengthening Shadows

Dim of dusk
Druid dawn

The lengthening shadows seek
detachment

In the hope of rupture,

they stretch across the dewy damp
ghosting ever forward

past pasture enclosures
ignoring barbed-wire fences
beyond the glints

that sparkle to trap

the unwary into believing
the stillness will last

into the sultry day

the bog-plagued night

At the edge of sunlight
they glide oh so gloomy
in triumph

to darken each blade

be it grass or sprout
each miniature globe

of tense water

laid out in their
exactitude

Page 47



Page 48 VerbalArt (Volume 9, Issue 1, Apr-June 2025)

as if with care
or purpose

Dim of dawn
Druid dusk

The lengthening shadows seek
freedom from

our three dimensions

a separation

from earthbound hosts

But time catches up
and day or night descends
for a sudden vanishing
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MOHIT SAINI

The Homework-Eating Hedgehog

My teacher said, “Just do your math —
it won’t take long, you’ll see!”

But when I turned to grab my book...
it vanished. Poof! (Not me.)

A rustling came beneath my bed —

a snuffling, inky nose.

A hedgehog munched my fractions,
wearing glasses (stolen prose!).
“You're eating all my homework!”
“Correct!” he crunched with glee.

“I only nibble problems

that add up incorrectly.”

Now every night I leave out

one wrong equation — just in case.
He rolls into a number-ball

and erases my mistakes!
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LALIT NAVANI

Ode To Paradise

Evolution of footprints,

Of hunters and hunted,

Strange accoutrements each carry,

For stranger wars and kills.

Disillusioned leaves and mottled bark,
Dead lumber, truffle, petrichor dance,
Arrogant cobwebs stand tall,

Chop! Chop!! They too fall.

Diurnal and nocturnal,

Axiomatic creatures and all,

Plan, plot in the realm of God,

Live another day of fear and fraught.
Tributaries, beehives and cascades,
Shiver around mountain shades,

While residents keep a strict vigil,
Shenanigans collude; put them in peril.
Romancing trees of all kinds,

Separated by selfish thoughts and evil minds,
Many would die of gaping holes,

As sun, rain end life below.

Crippled plants and withered vines,
Putrefied locals merge with soil,

Feeding brigades of souls in the cycle of life,
As tumultuous despots once again, strike.
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NATALIE JO-ANNE DIENGDOH

The Rooster’s Promise

In the ancient days of golden hue,

When one tongue spoke, and all hearts knew,
A thanksgiving dance, in garments bright,
Filled the day with joyous light.

But in the dusk, when shadows loomed,
The Sun and Moon, in dance assumed,
Their graceful steps, in evening’s glow,
Lit up the sky, in radiant show.

Yet scornful minds, with envy’s sting,
Cast shadows dark, where hatred sings,
And Sun, in sorrow, fled the sight,

To Krem Lamet Latang’s shrouded night.

An age of gloom, where sin held sway,
In darkness deep, it held its prey,
Temptation’s lure, confusion’s plight,
Led souls astray, from truth’s pure light.

Many sought to bring her back,

To end the world’s relentless black,
An open council, under heaven’s gaze,
Decreed a plan, to end the haze.

The rooster chosen, with feathers fair,

To journey forth, through darkness’ snare,
To Krem Lamet Latang’s hidden lair,

And plead with Sun, her light to share.
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Reason and covenant, in sacred vow,
Between the rooster and God, avow,

To bear mankind’s sins, his pledge devout,
In exchange for Sun’s return, no doubt.

And lo, as promised, at dawn’s first ray,
The rooster crows, to welcome day,
Three times he calls, with voice so clear,
Heralding Sun, dispelling fear.

The rooster’s pledge, a sacred bond,
Between God and man, forever fond,
A mediator, in feathered guise,
Bringing hope, beneath the skies.

For in his sacrifice, the truth does shine,
That love prevails, in every line,

The son of God, with neck outstretched,
For mankind’s sake, he faced death’s wretch
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NELS HANSON

Nocturne

Remember by a lover’s place
deer stroll with speckled fawns
and always clear nights streaking
meteors land where the world’s

lights end. Gods, beasts, heroes,
beauty, the dusty constellations
stir across the lit dome, mishap

with victory, all those forgotten

legends. An owl with x-ray eyes
hoots from Athena’s shoulder,
now from a near oak as others
hear and wait at her warning,

the hungry ones grazing seeds,
dark berries, shaded greenery.
At sunset that cry would stop
a fierce Aztec’s heart but soon

in silence many fearless small
furred animals and I browse
again the grass turned golden
by your window’s yellow lamp.
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NICK COOKE

Coming Round

I come round from surgery to find

the nurses calling for my wife and she
enters the frame rather as Mrs Robinson
did, with Benjamin flopped on the lilo.

She whose words are sometimes harsh
these days loves more through actions
and, right now, looks. I won’t say

it was worth smashing my elbow for this

but it strikes me life is largely about such
moments of knowing you’re not alone
(pace Matthew Arnold), and if you are
these are the times you’d feel it most.

I who am no smug married, whose union
has been no model, nonetheless trumpet

the touching of fingers, the frown of concern.
Larkin was right: let us be kind.



Poems

RAKESH BHARTIYA

Unload Yourself

It is time to unload yourself

One by one, leaving out none

It is time to unload yourself

Of all those worldly desires remaining unfulfilled
Of all those worldly goals remaining unrealized
One by one, leaving out none

It is time to unload yourself

The journey of a different kind is overdue

The journey within yourself is overdue

That journey simply can’t be undertaken

With so much of such worldly burden

Unload yourself fast before time runs out

The time to move beyond time runs out

That journey’s road is right inside yourself

The road leading you to your real self

But you just can’t afford on that road this burden
All worldly assets become on that road a burden
So, one by one, leaving absolutely none

Unload yourself of all this worldly burden.
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RANGEET MITRA

The Destiny

The body loves the roots of a tree.

The smell of fish emanates from the water.

I hear screams in my dreams

I am polygamous, which I am not interested to hide.
The sea standing on the mountain.

There is no way to go.



Poems

ROGER G. SINGER

Final Gathering

the congregation sings

psalms read
silent prayers

friends with tears
enemies with smiles

forget me nots

final words
then quiet
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ROGER G. SINGER

Edge of Desert

curved skies
thin clouds

a few stars

on distant black

waning warm sands
as cool air
descends and surrounds

scattered brush
bleached bones
foot prints

spiders and snakes
a distant howl

far off mountains
shadowed perfection
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SIMRAN SURI

From Cross to Right

I carried a cross in my mind
a cross of endless running.
Yes, I could not run,

or perhaps I was simply tired
of chasing shadows,

racing to be the master,

a master for the world.

But the truth cut deep
I could never be full,
never quench this thirst.

There would always be a piece missing,

a portion left behind for others,
and my soul would stay hungry.

So I made a choice

to turn that cross into a right
not a right for the world,

but a right for myself.

Now, I wear it proudly in my mind,
a great shining Right

not to please the crowd,

but to claim my own truth,

to walk my own road,

and finally...

to arrive where I belong.
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TAPAN KUMAR PRADHAN

At the Bus Stop

Eight-thirty! .. .. still no sign of the bus -

The driver must be sipping his coffee

By some roadside dhaba, why should he care
If the passengers suffer? ...... if I suffer?

A quarter-to-nine! Gosh... I wonder whether

That driver is still having coffee there

Or gossiping somewhere, maybe now chewing paan -
Or is that dhaba owner a breasty woman?

Nine-fifteen! when shall now I reach office?
Have those drivers all called a sudden strike?
Lo! Gandhi taught them /Aartal and now

They are striking everyday - bless Democracy!
They will pilfer the diesel, then sell the tyres
And they’ll strike now for more salaries!

Nine-thirty now! ..... Bless me Lord!

Is that bloody driver debauching somewhere?

Oh I know these drivers and those dhaba women -
Go debauch whole night, who stops you rascal -
But you will debauch 7-o-w at nine thirty!!

A quarter-to-ten! ..... O my Lord!

Has that driver met with a crash or what

Must be drunk with hooch, and dead asleep

Or maybe the helper was driving, who knows now
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Anybody can get a license these days
By bribing the R.T.O. - the cursed lot!

It's ten! ... Oh no, I'll take a taxi -
Taxi! ...oye, ahoy! Taxi! Taxi! Taxi!
Hah...no, why should he listen
Cursed lot!

I’ll walk to office ....!

Arrey, what! The bus has arrived!

Ah, at last! Oh, thank you dear dear driver -

Thanks Lord! I won’t have to walk to office

Slow down, slow down, do not hurry now, dear driver!
I think there must’ve been a traffic-jam somewhere -
The bloody Kolkata traffic these days!!
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TAYLOR GRAHAM

Merry Bell

The messenger was a photo on the rescue-
dog website. She looked nice — no,

her eyes held me like deep wells in desert.
Two brown aughts encompassing

the world. She spent most of her young life
in a crate. Let her out, she’s game

for anything, appreciating the free-fall

of an oak leaf, the possibilities

of two people walking from gate to kennel.
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UzMA HANEEF

Ruthless Winter

O dear Winter! How harsh are you!
Take lessons from the Spring,
That lets the lovely birds sing.

Take lessons from the Fall,
That makes the poor leaves crawl.

Gentle breeze touches the face,
With the fragrance in the air.

Yellow carpet of the leaves shields the ground,
With the layer.

So is the gentle Spring, so is the fearless Fall.
Wi nter is named a cruel season among all.

Every weather arrives with many restrictions,

But your length of season is filled with afflictions.
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YUCHENG TAO

She

She is like Venus —

a lost harmony of form.

I long to touch her hair,

flowing like the ocean.

I lose myself in her sparkle,
drawn from the aquamarine blue,
drawn from the depths of her eyes.
But I search,

on and on,

tracing only the muddy shores
she leaves behind.

She is the Venus of the sea,
swaying with the ocean’s endless
rise and fall.

Her brokenness,

like shells left behind after a storm,
1s pure and beautiful.
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