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Letters Back Home

These eyes weep in cold night stray,
hither and thither the sails sway.

The vessel rocks the crests and ebbs,
dances upon times’ chosen guests.

unwelcomed rowers on tides that twist and turn,
swimming across daunting waves.

But melancholic are these nights,

misfortune bear these winds that leads me away,
for all those pigeons that did not make their way.

Has one finally seen your eyes,
Shown you mine?

Come, bring me those ears,

let me tell you what these tears are for.

Say,
was I ever sad because of you?
Hear, never, never ever.
But, why?
It was joy.
It was love.
It was you.
It was us.

These bothersome deeds that times bring on us,
these gruesome lonesome says.

To this I take up the pen,
confess love, plead guilty by you, again.

Sing your grace
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merry round the summer dance.
For non-so tender are the gushes
of wind that blow by
than
your gentle breath upon my cheeks.
Memories that flag more often
and with greater fragrance
than orchids on the Scottish spring fields.
I bear in my heart
only your smiling glory and praying lips.
Your eyes gaze, and murmuring lips,
my hands beat the lone song lover.

No talk so fancy, as the words that you say,
all that echo hopes to my stead.

No view so lovely without you in the ray,
like sun kissed a dew and seven colors spread.
Why that darling gaze, piercing my daisy self,
those moments of glee and ecstasy,
times left behind for only a golden fleece
on voyage to Hellenic sprees?

Lo! How I stay longing...
awake long nights, blessing every frame.
All those times that hand clasped were we,
Dream... dream my relief those times we met,
For the salvation of a storm struck ship
when furlongs away we left behind
the lighthouse geese.
The still calm of melodic voice,
Whale tails lift and spray,
the deep blues beckons tartar depts.
But I deny death for I have a gift to bear,
a smile, a hug, a ring, and a stare.
With true heart I sail away,
escaping to the seas, I promise to come back one day,
return this boat to those fateful shores,
where love will keep faith again.

God, in best of wills,
brings together.
But bring us to wail.
Lament I, these days apart,
for there lies ahead more love filled days.
Do not cry nightmares
but sleep with dreaming eyes,
for I keep praying through these long nights
when love will be here again...
-
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It will be Spring Once Again

He complained of the shrill,
the damp

and the cold winds

that cut through the dry birches
dripping icicles,

ravens that peeked into meek days.

blanked hopes,

and wilted flowers that wept.

Yet all he needed to do was come out of the groundhog burrow

A new sun raging in a new day,
with wonders that it ushers in...

to hear the

greetings,

chirpings,

blooming-s,

laughing-s,

and damsels dancing dandy lot more.

tiny hummingbirds sweeping nectar from mighty hosts,
fishes in the brook that fly past the serpents and ghosts,
the shine on children’s faces,

for a day full of friends and plays.

Hear!

Hope is not lost,

but much begotten

as new days spring yet again.
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