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FEELING BLUE 
Every relationship, every love, 

starts with the same, 

enthusiasm and the power, 

of infatuation resonating within, 

the walls of young hearts. 

 

Unbroken, unscathed yet to, 

venture through the many many, 

oceans of life on, 

a tiny little boat fighting, 

the rigorous waves of emotions. 

 

On starting this journey as mere, 

kids, we drift comfortably, 

through the calm before the storm of, 

feelings that hit heavy on the precious, 

life giving source of light. 

 

Mine begins the same way every time, 

and there’s no doubt about the, 
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swarm of fluttering butterflies, 

at the pit of my stomach, 

warning me about the train wreck I’m about to experience. 

 

Not ever love ends in heartbreak, 

I’m sure many of you find solace, 

in sustaining yourself with your significant other, 

hoping that you can call them, 

your comfort home. 

 

But that doesn’t stop me from, 

wondering if you haven’t ever, 

even given this a thought as well, 

and haven’t felt like a child, 

stranded on an island. 

 

The depth of emotions is immeasurable, 

its pull insanely magnetic, 

and that’s what I experience too, 

I would never blame you for leaving, 

no, 

but I’d never deny that your scent on my clothes leaves me feeling blue. 
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THE COSMOS 
I’ve sat at the front lines, 

Watching life pass me by, 

Looking at the same tree changing, 

Defining inconsistency, 

Clearly demarcating my age, 

Paralyzed, contrasting with time, 

I can’t move, 

Slowly the comfort of my chair, 

And the warm sunlight, 

Hitting me from the glass window, 

Seems to be all I can put my mind to, 

Solace goes from the shallowness of my toes, 

To the depth of drowning myself entirely, 

I let it take over, 

I look at my own shadow staring at me, 

Through the window, 

An old hag, 

White hair, 

Loose clothes, 

Wrinkly skin sagging, 

With prominent veins, 

And no special belongings to be remembered by, 

Mindful of my last few breaths, 

I don’t resist, 

I give into it, 

It takes my breath away painlessly, 

It was a fight against life, 
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Defeated like everyone else, 

Trampled by the misfortunes, 

And the highs of happiness was like ecstasy, 

It was love, was it not? 

I return to the cosmic powers. 

 

ENGAGEMENT 
A young boy of 21, 

looking forward to joining the brotherhood; 

finally, 

being given a chance, 

to test his grit, 

to decorate his family name, 

with honor and pride, 

like his older brother did. 

 

A sense of worth, 

as he puts on his uniform, 

to serve our glorious nation. 

It is not easy being a soldier, 

he knows, 

but the grandeur of being, 

a part of something much bigger than himself, 

keeps him going. 

 

He seeks blessings from the indomitable spirits, 

of those martyred, 

to bestow upon him, 
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courage to sacrifice the greatest gift of all, 

his safety, 

his security and family. 

His heart full of, 

virtue, compassion and empathy, 

allows him to put our needs before him. 

 

“It’s an engagement,” he says, 

as he leaves his home with one final goodbye, 

a commitment, yet to be fulfilled, 

between the defenders and our protection, 

a never ending cycle. 

 

COFFEE! 
walked into the café, 

put on the apron, 

almost ready to serve my way, 

my way through the rush hour. 

 

never tasted coffee before, 

in my seventeen years, 

everyday I open new brown bags, 

brown bags of beans gathered. 

 

daily before school starts, 

a burst of people enter, 

asking for different coffees, 

different coffees with different cream arts. 
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brewing the beans, 

my favourite part of the job, 

sniffing the mouth-watering smell, 

the mouth-watering smell of coffee. 

 

the smell transports me, 

to a jungle of palm trees 

or to warm bubble baths, 

bubble baths in winters. 

 

the smell transports me, 

to a summer camp roasting marshmallows, 

or to yellow tulip orchids on a sunny day, 

on a sunny day picking flowers. 

 

but the flash of memories, 

is suddenly stripped to reality, 

delivering a hot soothing coffee, 

hot soothing coffee to the woman in funeral black. 

 

delivering a skimmed latte, 

to a college girl sitting in the back, 

delivering a two creams, no sugar espresso, 

no sugar espresso, to the grandma by the window. 
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taking +1 orders, 

for men in relationships, 

and two cinnamon lattes for interns, 

for interns and their bosses. 

 

after an hour and a half, 

of sniffing the prominent malted smell, 

it’s finally time for school like every other day, 

like every other day, I go without tasting a cup of coffee. 

 

ANOTHER WORLD 
We bury ourselves 

under rocks and boulders 

of our own stress. 
 

Our selves overflowing, overwhelmed, 

eye pouring and pouring. 
 

We hold hands, 

always smiling, 

trying our best to conceal. 
 

The stress pokes us 

like the knives we wished 

to dispose of. 
 

In the end we’re still buried, 

holding hands 

and smiling. 
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SHADOWS 
of past and present, 

all around me, 

some haunting, 

some bringing back memories. 

They say shadows keep you company, during the day, 

during the night, 

where are they? 

When you need them the most. 

Understand, 

darkness cheats, 

betrays you, 

makes you stay up. 

Where are they? 

When you need somebody to 

confide in. 

Shadows lie 

substantial and worthless. 

 

 

 

 

  


