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to HIM, 

 who teacheth me surrender 
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INTRODUCTION 
 

Who am I? 

What is my purpose in this life? 

Do I mean anything at all? 

What makes me happy? 

Is life all about the pursuit of happiness? 

  

Well, life riddles us all with such perennial 

questions from time to time. It riddled me too and 

it thus happened that I started seeking and finding 

answers in poetry.  

  

Poetry has led me to better places and importantly 

pushed me to deeper states of silence through the 

magic of words. It’s funny that in return, in that 

silence, springs a flow of words that then takes the 

form of poetry. The way it works is mystical. 

  

In one such magical moment did this happen; I 

decided to pen intuitive poetries for the 

Blogchatter’s A2Z challenge. All I knew then was 
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that I need to surrender to the moment and let 

emotions and expressions flow through as words as 

I remain just a blank canvas letting words 

permeate. 

 

I had to be vulnerable. It was equally exciting and 

scary. And thus came to existence these heteronym 

feminine characters. There were 29 characters 

(https://www.promisingpoetry.org/a2z-challenge-

napowrimo22), of which 20 of them find a place in 

this book.  

 

Inspired by the Portuguese poet, Fernando Pessoa's 

works with heteronym characters, this collection of 

poetries brings to this world, feminine characters 

who have a life of their own.  

 

As poetries started showing up, a unique theme 

started unveiling itself. Those were the voices of 

women that were generally hushed. And upon close 

inspection, I found a common thread that united 

them all. Thus arrived the book title, Dharma 

Artha Kama Moksha. 

 

As per ancient Hindu scriptures, the four pillars of 

life: dharma (righteousness), artha (prosperity), 

(https:/www.promisingpoetry.org/a2z-challenge-napowrimo22)
(https:/www.promisingpoetry.org/a2z-challenge-napowrimo22)
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kama (pleasure), and moksha (liberation) can help 

us live a happy and meaningful life.  

If happiness with purpose is the pursuit of life, what 

makes a woman happy? What is her purpose? Who 

defines or defies it? How much of her happiness is 

influenced by external factors? The answer to these 

questions is what constitutes this book.  

Bringing out the hushed voices in verses of honesty 

and mystery, this book unveils the vulnerable side 

of the feminine, unapologetically.  

Get to know the celebrations and struggles of these 

feminine characters in a way they want you to see, 

without the filter of patriarchy.  

“She is an open book of 

anonymity 

& mystic poems  

of fame.” 

 

        -Seethalakshmi 
          6th June, 2022 
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Chapter-1 

Dharma 
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“Your dharma 

 is the truest expression  

of who you are.” 

~ Sahara Rose 

 

Dharma translates to righteousness but in the 

broader sense, it can be understood as living to 

one’s truth It can also mean the right way of living 

one’s life.  

 

But who decides the right and the wrong? What 

factors into consideration?  

 

The poems in this chapter are a peek into what is 

dharma. There can be dharma of a place as much as 

there is one for a person. How different or the same 

are they? 

 

Do we know our dharma? Is it in our hands or is it 

influenced by others? Do we always respect others’ 
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dharma? Know more from the characters that talk 

about dharma or against it. 

 

Hope they help you understand your dharma and 

make you ask the right questions.   
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Dharma of the land |Yazhnila 
 

Where I come from, sweat’s our first skin 

like fine linen, gossamer-thin 

woven in threads of transparency 

letting you breathe  

through your coloured underneath 

with pearls of beauty 

in hues of hard work  

bordering along 

the contours of clothing 

that’s fine linen, gossamer-thin 

Where I come from, sweat’s our first skin 
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To whom I was sold, my heart 

went willing | Ahalya 
 

To whom I was sold, my heart went willing 

a familiar feel of family, I sniffed, 

in the fragrance of Old Spice  

on his clean-shaven skin- 

a seduction veiling his sins 

 

I was young & naive 

my feminine, 

a fertile field, he figured 

 

Sowing never was restricted  

to seasons 

 

Seasons came  

& seasons went by 

Once a fertile field, 

started getting dry 

 

I was put up for sale 

once again 

Unlike last time 

the barter was not 

for a marriage  
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that assured a respectful  

designation of a wife 

 

No amount of dowry  

could satiate the venereal villain 

of my cursed life 

 

I am now a barren land 

put up for sale 

once again 

I wonder if I would ever say- 

To whom I was sold, my heart went willing 
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Letter to daughter | Madalasa 
 

Dear daughter, 

 

aliveness is a virtue. 

be a plant-believe in your 

coming out- 

darkness ain’t any metaphor for death- 

evolve. 

free yourself of fears. 

go with what your 

heart says. 

intuition never lies. 

just being too means growth, at times. 

knots of your roots-untangle them. 

liberate yourself from the past. 

Madalasa says, 

never give up. 

open up to light & love. 

present is the only present. 

quest for truth-keep it burning. 

root yourself deeply for 

shoots to show up brightly 

tune yourself to the music of nature, 

ultimately, it will guide you to light. 

value breeze & storms, equally, 

ways arrive when you stay grounded- 
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x-factors surface through storms. 

yearn to grow, yields shouldn’t bother. 

zeal shall guide you to light-surrender to the sun. 
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Not equals | Zara 
 

 

I believed we were equals 

him and I 

until we both 

made a mistake 

and he walks away free 

& I carry a scar for eternity 
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Coming Out | Indra 

 
never thought nail paints would suffocate 

not with their splendid bright colours 

adding glow in my dark nights- 

i carry my soul on  

fingertips, easy 

to hide, from eyes 

making hard 

coming 

out 
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I see a monster from my window 

| Harita 

 
Looking from my apartment’s window 

I see a hill very much grow 

It grows bigger before my eyes 

It’s a monster eating plastic pies 

 

It burps and farts,  

Throws up stained shards 

Attracting mosquitoes & flies 

I bet, surely not the butterflies 

 

Who feeds the monster, you ask? 

Oh, to remember every name, is a task 

It’s definitely me, it’s definitely you, 

It’s our every neighbour, old & new 

 

 

 

 

The monster eating plastic pies 

Feeds upon our mindless buys 

Leftover pizzas, stale chappatis1 

                                                           
1 Chappati-Indian flat bread made from wheat flour 
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Broken toys, tattered synthetics 

  

It’s a monster eating plastic pies 

It grows bigger before my eyes 

I am afraid it may eat us too 

Say, in decades just one or two 

 

Looking from my apartment’s window 

I see a hill very much grow 

It grows bigger before my eyes 

It’s a monster eating plastic pies 

Wake up 

It’s a monster eating plastic pies2 

 
 

 

 

  

                                                           
2To listen to the spoken word version of the poem that won 
the #ArtForACause contest held by Blogchatter , click here: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Wr1sGkIyq4o 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Wr1sGkIyq4o
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Burqa borders my motherland | 

Wafa 
 

My burqa borders my motherland 

A home I can carry along, in hand 

   

Being home is how safety feels 

A place that you breathe at ease 

 

Comfort’s what a breath of freedom carries  

Like a zephyr that’s kind t the tender leaves 

 

Kindness carried by the winds  

Isn’t polluted by mean politics 

 

Politics that come with confines 

Forbidding my soul of its shines 

 

So, housing my soul in all its essence 

Letting me be “me”, I build a fabric fence  

 

In the space between my soul & the fence 

I home my motherland; the burqa makes sense 
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Butterflies will battle for peace 

| Daya 
 

Butterflies will battle for peace 

not doves 

doves have become yesteryear’s  

harbingers of peace- 

 their whites d i s a p p e a r i n g 

    in the clouds of gloomy grey 

 

We should raise butterflies, 

in all breeds and hues- 

reds, yellows, purples and blues 

to bring back blossoms  

across  boundaries, alike 

 

They who call for war  

know not the touch of tenderness 

   they need to feel the softness  

       softer than dove 

in myriad colours of love 

that only butterflies can bring 

 

Butterflies will battle for peace 

 flapping their wings 

   charming & hypnotising  
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a flight of them 

making the men forget the fight 

 

It’s time we believe & bet  

on the better part  

 of the butterfly effect- 

    a flap of a distant butterfly  

       certainly can stop a tornado  

             as much it can start one 

 

We should raise butterflies 
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Who feeds Ramu? | Navita 
 

Amma, amma, who feeds Ramu amma? 

             "Oh stop questioning now; iru chummaa!3" 

Stranger mama4 throws a bag 

Ramu runs without a lag. 

His breakfast smells of stale, stinky upma5... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

                                                           
3 Iru chummaa- translates to stay silent, in Tamil 
4 Mama-uncle, in Tamil 
5 Upma-A staple South Indian breakfast made from dry-
roasted semolina 
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Chapter-2 

Artha 
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“Out of the mountain of 

despair,  

a stone of hope.” 

~ Martin Luther King, Jr 

 

Artha which means prosperity can be in terms of 

wealth, success or happiness. It can be about 

financial growth or personal one. 

 

In the poems under this chapter, you may find 

success differs for each one of them. While moving 

forward in a career can bea  success for one, letting 

go of someone can mean success for another.  

 

The question here is, what factors or who defines 

the success of these feminine characters? Can 

success ever equate to happiness? Or is it about 

finding joy and contentment? 

Find your answers as you read through the poems. 

As you read don’t forget to listen to the questions 

that arise in you.   
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Soaring isn’t a selfish act| 

Valentina  
 

Kites fly high 

their soar though,  

comes with strings attached 

they rise against the wind 

 

Push yourself against  

the winds of life 

would you wish 

to soar like a kite 

 

Strings of attachment, 

detach from it 

When the thin strings of  

love, envy or hate 

pulls you down, 

choose to detach 

 

It’s ok to look forward 

in your journey 

Soaring high like the kites 

may mean at times 

to ignore the ones  

struck & directionless 
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It’s ok to keep soaring high  

& not to get drawn to them 

to be pulled down by them 

do not look back 

or look down 

you simply rise above 

 

Remember,  

your soar is their hope 

to aspire for the boundless sky 
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My achievements matter too | 

Gruha 

 
Guests in our living room- 

A royal platter, I serve 

Glass mementos, brass trophies 

Screamed of his achievements 

My burns & sweat- 

Testimony of my master chef side 

Sulked under my skin 
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The sun shines | Kala 
 
 

Accept it! 

It’s in your 

every night dreams 

revealing romanticisms 

lustful longings 

hushed hopes 

to wake up with her 

every dawn 

& by the day 

as she comes to you, 

you look upon her 

like a mistress  

walking down in wild nakedness  

heralding a reveal 

of your deepest secrets 

and you, 

you stand puzzled 

in denial… 

in denial of  

her power 

her intensity 

her valiance 

her grandeur 

her eternity 

you stand puzzled 
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in denial 

cursing your zipped lips 

& locked desires  

calling it all barmecidal, 

deceiving the damsel 

as damage to your dignity 

as you see through  

the filtered screen  

of egoism 

of eroticism 

of chauvinism 

missing out on all the essence 

worth the eternity… 

dear man, 

you belittle yourself 

caught in the maze  

of a mocking illusion 

but 

dear man, 

as she walks away tonight 

her profound gaze 

promises you of a reveal- 

the triumphant truth  

tomorrow 

if only, 

if only you woke up to 

become the sunlight… 
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Introspection| Indra 
 
 

 

 

 

Within the walls 

Of isolation 

I find my 

   Boundaries 

 D I S A P P E A R   
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An advertisement poem | Xia 
 

 

I hang in there 

like you 

 

Every day 

every night 

I hang in there 

 in the now 

 

I sway 

I stay still 

like you 

 

I hide things behind 

I hide the dust & dark 

but I stay 

like you 

 

I hang in there 

in the now & 

we can talk 

& dance together 

putting everything behind 

 

No one will ever know 
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only you & me 

we make for great friends 

I tell you 

just get me home 

 

~Yours truly, 

   Window Screen 
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Journey into the unknown | 

Satya 
 

A journey inside 
seeking the Supreme  
in the darkness…  
Oblivion, 
of the obviousness  
illusioned mind holds 
Diving thus 
into the depths 
of the unknown 
Confined 
yet not confined  
Travelled 
yet not travelled 
Sought 
yet not sought 
Learnt 
yet not learnt 
Beyond the boundaries-  
invisible 
Beyond the predictabilities- 
human 
Beyond the blindness- 
bewildering  
In HIS grace 
blessed was she 
to witness HIS magic; 
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The risen SUN 

too bright 

in her losing eyes6 

 

                                                           
6 “The risen sun too bright in her losing eyes”-John Green, 
The Fault in Our Stars 
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Chapter-3 

Kama 
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“All great religions have 

rightly regarded kama as the 

arch-enemy of man, anger or 

hatred coming only in the 

second place.” 

~ Mahatma Gandhi 

 

 

Kama, generally equated to lust or desire, is the 

driving force behind our very existence. Yet, why is 

it regarded arch-enemy of man in great religions? 

 

In this section, the poems are an invitation to gain 

perspectives on kama. It comes in myriad colours, 

the motherly love, the romantic kind, the spiritual 

longing, a sincere prayer, etc.  

 

It’s not all bad especially not when it’s in the right 

spirit for the right purpose. But again, who decides 

the right and wrong is a perennial question that I 

leave it you. 

 

Maybe you can find the answer for yourself. After 

all, love is beautiful, to begin with. Don’t you agree?  
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Brewing love | Barsha 
 
my stilettos smiled 

as his white sneakers teased me 

under the table 

a love story was brewing 

like the shared lattes above 

 

the city of joy 

reflected shades of blue & white 

like his deep blue eyes 

painting oceanic canvas 

where i lose myself in love 

 

we poured our hearts out 

it then rained as love & laughter 

promising future 

walking in equal strides 

the stilettos & sneakers smiled 
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A Prayer | Faiza 
 

I remember my ammi telling me 

fireflies glow where love dances in glee 

 

She was right; I have seen them fly  

on early summer nights, under the starlit sky 

 

when the night jasmine’s scent-gentler 

nudges for us to breathe deeper- 

 

made our night chit chats, longer 

added up to memories, fonder… 

 

Fireflies were the stars that came dancing down 

Ma shaa Allah, it bejewelled our dark silent town 

 

I have whispered prayers secretly as they glowed 

I believed, they carried them to HIS abode 

 

In our shaded verandah that faced our garden 

we have seen them glow in a shade, golden 

 

Ammi told my eyes always twinkled in their     

presence 

I know now ‘twas only a reflection of hers, in 

essence 
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Tonight,  

as the stars look to have distanced forever 

with my nights getting lonelier than ever 

 

My prayers are simple for His might 

all I wish is for fireflies to return at night 

 

Insha Allah 
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Can you be my universe?| 

Celestia 
 

How do I say no to this little girl who comes calling 

C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y, dressed in her favourite 

unicorn tutu dress, wearing the brightest smile that 

I know not how to describe —sunshine or a rainbow 

smile—yet it only gets as beautiful as it can? 

 

How do I say no to this little girl  

who comes calling C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y carrying the 

smell of the ghee glazed sweet pudding that her 

mother—my friend in the neighbourhood—makes 

every evening to satiate her sweet tooth in a healthy 

way?  

 

How do I say no to this little girl  

who comes calling C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y to take me to 

her imaginary world where dragons are small, cute 

looking aliens that don’t spit fire, rather cry and 

come to our planet in search of their lost parents? 

 

How do I say no to this little girl who comes calling 

C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y to give her let-me-try-the-best-

to-wrap-my-hands-around-your-wide-waist-hugs 

turns me into Olaf wanting of more of her warm 
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hugs; making me yell and say some people, rather 

babies, are worth melting for? 

 

 

How do I say no to this little girl who comes calling 

C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y making my heart swell, like 

another big-bang in the making unsure of an 

expansion or explosion? 

 

How do I say no to this little girl who comes calling 

C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y, making me lose in her universe 

of love that it gets daunting to live in a parallel 

universe when her tiny feet walk away hesitantly 

tracing back to her home? 

 

How do I say no to this little girl who comes calling 

C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y, her eyes twinkling with wonder, 

her stories-studded stars, in the sky of her 

imagination, her innocence-a hundred galaxies, her 

whole self - my unfathomable universe;  

How do I say no to this little girl who comes 

calling C-e-l-l-y  A-u-n-t-y, only to remind me of the 

lack of a universe to call my own when she leaves by 

my sight? 
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This is how our marriage got 

fixed over mixchur, munch & 

filter kaapi| Elakiya 
 

I don’t understand dating 

What do you do? You go to coffee shop 

with a person, alone, drink coffee, 

eat snacks, talk and get to know 

the other person only to say no? 

And repeat from first, again? 

search another person? 

 

For me, it was just one-time 

Like a wholesale wholesome dating 

All of my family dating 

with my in-laws–family, 

not me and the boy only, ok?! 

 

 

My thatha aacchi, mama, mami, 

periyappa , periyamma, chitappa, chitti, 

mama, mami, anna, anni, 

all my family dating their side of 

big important relatives who have come 

all in shiny clothes wearing lots of gold jewels 
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All had sweets, snacks and filter kaapi 

(hot and for free) 

talked and talked about our matrimony 

about my study & his job, 

about my cooking & his salary, 

about my jewels & their dowry 

all talked and talked about our matrimony 

 

After all the talking and deciding, 

their side all seeing each other and nodding head 

And telling my parents “engalukku sammadham” 

(it means yes for marriage) 

then my parents and relatives see each other, nod 

and smile 

My having tears in eyes and looking at me 

I look down, shy, and smile 

 

My family and their family exchange 

big plates containing sweets, fruits, 

flowers, betel leaves and nuts 

Then only all ask him to stand near me 

and I look down again and shy 

and all ask me to fall at his feet and I do 

 

Then they tell us to talk, in private 

in my room, with the room open 

Amma has put a chair for him near the door 
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and I was standing near him 

All are giving glances at us, smiling 

 

Amma gave a plate of kesari and  

to give him; I gave him 

I was standing, looking down and shy 

 

He was eating kesari and mixchur continuously 

in between asking me, pudichirukka? 

I look down, shy and smile, 

Saying pudichirukku (I like) 

 

He continues eating mixchur, with head down, 

taking handful at a time, 

eating-noruk, noruk, noruk 

while my mother in law comes in 

to give both of us munch chocolate 

and go, smiling at me 

 

He finished , then ate munch 

and looked at me, I guess, 

I was looking down and shy 

By then everyone called us 

and that is how 

our marriage was confirmed 

over a plate of mixchur and a munch 

with filter kaapi (hot and free) 
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Unfathomable love | Kala 
 

not that 

it’s strange 

you left 

me but 

it’s memories 

that you 

left behind 

that are  

adamant and 

haunt me 

in every 

waking hour 
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Conversation in silence | Satya 

 
the seed of thy light dropped in the darkness of my 

womb 

nestles in the layers of impressions - of births & 

deaths 

of folds of illusioned minds from eons together 

a pendulum thus swings between the lengths 

of roots of the past to the fears of the future 

~ 

 

a streak of light, cosy & bright 

every now and then 

announces the gestation of thy love 

bringing thrills, 

sending chills, 

of hopes & angst a mix 

as every fold of illusion takes its time 

in unfolding to the truth of thy light 

~ 

 

some days are euphoric 

with the hide & seek of childlike sorts 

my mind plays along in thy search 

as you become the seeker and the hider thyself 

promising me of the treasure 

helping me reach thou 
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through trails that are thine 

 

thou miracles make me come alive 

with the rainbows in dark night skies 

with the whispers of silent promises 

with the voids impregnating with prayers 

coded and decoded by thou mystic might 

~ 

  

there are days then 

that are gloomy 

like a mom-to-be’s plight 

when the womb feels still 

the light of my life 

that disappears or appears to be so 

in ignorance of my own illusions 

it’s then that thou help me wait 

breathe 

hold and 

watch 

 

yet again 

thou miracles make me come alive 

with the rainbows in dark night skies 

with the whispers of silent promises 

with the voids impregnating with prayers 

coded and decoded by thou mystic might 

~ 
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every heartthrob pleads for a closer look 

hardly any distance being to set apart 

with every ticking second 

longing to hold the light of my life 

high up in my hands 

showcasing the pride of a found treasure 

to everyone including self- mere witnesses 

but then thou gentle reminder 

of the gestation period 

of the gestation of light 

nudges me to wait 

for it would be mere flesh and bones 

if thnewbornrn arrives way beforethe  time 

 

timid mind may mine be 

knowing not of the blessing 

to carry the eternity and 

yet wanting not 

the wait to be eternal 

 

the seed of thy light 

let it grow with thine wish 

what more can i ask for 

than to carry the light that’s thine 

with love and care 

be it in one breath full of life 

or whole life mere a single breath 
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A red river romance | Oviya 

 
The river oe’r my head 

is a scintillating red 

now 

changing colours 

with time- 

like the cotton rose 

that  turns from a pallid white 

to a pink flush- 

 

expanding boundaries 

like Russia invading 

Ukraine- 

bounding banks of this river 

never to be seen- 

 

a deep silence spreads 

in its vastness 

unsure of 

the changing trails 

is this a calm before  

or after the storm, I wonder 

 

The river o’er my head 

is a scintillating red 

unlike blood, 
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this red 

is a romantic bed 

that rests my imagination 

in the linen of luxury 

turning the sky into a river, 

river to a bed, 

in my la la land, forever 

 

 

 

  



Dharma Artha Kama Moksha | Seethalakshmi 
 

55 
 

Chastity is a luxury | Ahalya 
 

tonight, i undress 

being laid in a celestial bed 

my will, the only gravity at work 

power of the mighty pulls— 

society, culture, gender—all at a null,  

tonight, i undress 

 

tonight, i undress 

in the light of my soul 

aware of my fantasies & fears 

snaking through the curves 

of this body—barren, bare— 

tonight, i undress 

 

tonight, i undress 

lifting off the fabric of familiarity 

that hath made my  

self—a stranger—unrecognised 

i learn: mirrors are fallible & fragile as me 

tonight, i undress 

 

tonight, i undress 

scars don’t scare me anymore 

they have become sacred 

like the stars light-years away— 
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stories of the past as light in the now— 

tonight, i undress 

 

tonight, i undress 

the layers of labelling 

secured with the hooks of patriarchy 

that made me look 

no more than a muscle mass 

tonight, i undress 

 

tonight, i undress 

i undrape, unhook, unzip 

to unveil the sinless source 

free of mandates & masks 

i swim in the deep ocean of self 

tonight, i undress 

 

tonight, i undress 

being laid in a celestial bed 

my will, the only gravity at work 

tonight, i undress 

sinking in the source— 

never to be birthed— 

a sacred concubine turns pure- 

wholly 

screaming- 

i’m free 

i’m free 
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i’m free 

for chastity is a luxury 
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Grief | Prerna 
 

Grief  

is like a knife 

in the kitchen counter  

isolated  

ignored 

staring sharp 

ready to jump 

in your moment  

of vulnerability 

coming  across 

as a considerate companion 

cutting you papayas or paneer 

to please your palette 

or giving you the space to vent 

letting your tears roll down 

as onions shed skin 

or it just chooses to cut you 

making your wounds 

wider 

deeper 

bloodier 

unbearably painful 

that you die 

to be cleansed 

& reborn  
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Grief is like a kitchen knife 

that cuts to cleanse 

or culminate- 

the pain or 

sometimes, the person 
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Twilight Tales | Xia 
 

Ye vast sky blue 

thou lost thine hue 

to her bridal blush 

flooding a red rush 

 

o’er ye; magic seems it all 

whilst thou standeth ever tall 

and me ever ‘neath you 

 

having no slight clue 

behind the beauty blush 

followed by sudden hush 

hiding the daylight spark 

 

sun & stars-differ stark 
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Chapter-4 

Moksha 
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“When we have succeeded in 

preventing all the forces in 

the world from throwing us 

off our balance, then alone we 

have attained freedom, and 

not before. That is salvation. 

It is here and nowhere else” it 

is this moment.” 

~ Swami Vivekananda 

 

Moksha means liberation but what are you 

liberating yourself from?  

 

To understand liberation one needs to know what 

they are attached to first-hand so they can free 

themselves from that. But is it that easy? Does one 

shoe fit all? 

 

The poems in this chapter help you get an idea of 

how liberation may change from person to person. 

And how easy or difficult it is to attain liberation.  

 

While surrendering to the situation may mean 

moksha to one, death may be it for someone else. 

Who is right and who is wrong? Or is the right and 

wrong about the situation and not the person? 
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Do you think you are free? Do you feel it? If yes, 

how? If not, why not? Hope you find answers to 

your questions too through these voices.  
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I am a flower | Oviya 
 

where the wind wings & sun shines 

directed, lies my destiny 

bringing buds or blooms 

fragrance or frail flutters 

petals or petiteness 

whispers or withers 

I flow as directed 

I am a flower 

A flow-er 
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Bhakti | Satya 

 
i see You in hundred dreams 

wishing it all real as it seems 

like the venting clouds’ sigh 

gifted with rainbow kissed sky 

as every day i wait a while 

You leave by a gentle smile 

i see You in hundred dreams 

wishing it all real as it seems  
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The clubbed curves are a noose| 

Gruha 
 
Death comes in waves 

in the words that rise up  

tide after tide,  

hitting the banks of the heart 

  relentlessly 

washing away dreams 

like  the sandcastles kids build  

on their beach vacations 

         never taken seriously 

         never  to be protected 

only meant to be washed away or broken 

 

Death comes in waves 

unprecedented 

every word powerfully potent  

carrying with it, currents 

strong currents that shake you off 

your grip, never good enough 

to be not washed away by the current 

 

Death comes in waves 

each word is just a drop you think 

making you overlook  

the mighty ocean it holds within 
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until each drop chooses to conflux 

to strangle you  

in the twirls of its tsunami 

 

Death comes in waves 

in waves of words 

that you may never doubt 

to choke you with self-doubt 

or strangle you till you suffocate 

words that hide 

in the silent chambers of its aftermath 

grows to have a life of eternity- 

a monster feeding on your mind 

 

Death comes in waves 

that leaves no traces 

of a strangle, a scar or toxin 

words-the abusive, derogatory, 

chauvinistic, accusative words 

come by as guests-never welcome- 

staying longer to turn toxic 

silent killers 

leaving behind no traces  

of the killing of your peace 

you die and no one notices 

or even doubts 

 

words, come in waves 
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making you die a hundred deaths 

before you are actually dead 

the-no-more-breathing-dead 

 

Death comes in waves 

in waves of words 
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Moksha | Ahalya 
 

She was looked down 

stamped 

jumped upon 

 

A seamless speck 

in the mud washed puddle 

she chose to rise 

like the phoenix 

from her own ashes- 

of slurry & shame 

 

She chose to rise 

as the sun-scorched 

through the sky 

 

The warrior in her 

fluttered her wings- 

imaginary & seamless 

 

She rose through spirit 

to reach a higher abode 

to see 

if moksha was there  

to be found 
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She joined the crowd- 

the craze 

the chatter 

the clouding crew 

to get crushed 

falling down 

to stay trapped 

in a vicious cycle 

back in mud washed puddle 

 

A seamless speck 

she was looked down 

stamped 

jumped upon 

 

She chose to rise 

the warrior in her 

fluttered her wings- 

Imaginary & seamless 

 

She rose through spirit 

to reach a higher abode 

to see 

if moksha was there  

to be found 

 

She joined the crowd- 

to get crushed 
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falling down 

to stay trapped 

in a vicious cycle 

back in a mud washed puddle 

 

Rains & rises, an  

umpteen times after 

her spirits shattered 

her wings surrendered 

 

She stilled 

stayed 

silenced 

under the stamps & jumps 

until the day 

a lightning struck 

pouring after 

pushing her 

to break boundaries 

to transcend trails 

 

Flowing through fallows 

wading through valleys 

derailing from dams 

sailing by streams 

riding through rivers 

whilst her will surrendered 

she stiiled 
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stayed 

silenced 

entering the ocean 

of eternity  

where moksha 

she no longer 

sought 
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Freeing Feminine | Zara 
 

My desires are many and my cry is pitiful, 

My body's wisdom tells and tells again 

A voice inside, briefly, soothing the pain- 

“These men bearing flags were thirsty for love.” 

 

There was never a consent, nothing of me 

They grow on me like leaves on a tree. 

 

“That virus is not for you 

They decayed before they were born” 

nothing can mend, I’m already torn. 

 

They never seem to stop their coming, 

They grow on me like leaves on a tree, 

There was never a consent, nothing of me 

That I shall find my rest, my sleep, my peace 

the voice fountains, thrusting brevity at ease... 

 

“The infinite knows what you hunger for 

Ask Him to carry you across” 

My conflicting mind dives into a pause 

From a silence, somewhere deep within. 

 

Strength surmounts, knowing whom to let in 

saving me from perils of weak, uncertain desire. 
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“Day by day thou art making me worthy 

of thy full acceptance”- I surrender 

For men may come and men may go, 

but I go on forever… 

 

 

 

This particular poem is a Cento, which is nothing 

but a collage poem with lines picked up from 

other sources of poetry/prose to combine and 

come up with patched-up poetry.  

 

Here is the list of poems from which the verses 
are taken; numbered per the flow of the poem: 

1. “Strong Mercy”, from Gitanjali by 

Rabindranath Tagore. 

2. “Relationship” by Kamala Das. 

3. Self 

4. “Thirsty for love” by Pragya Bhagat 

5. Self 

6. “Words” by Kamala Das 

https://www.joaoroqueliteraryjournal.com/poetry/2020/10/7/three-poems-thirsty-for-love
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7. Taken from the book of Bhakti Poetry 

Eating God, edited by Arundhathi 

Subramaniam. This particular verse is 

taken from Lal Ded’s poetry and translated 

by Ranjit Hokote. 

8. “Thirsty for love” by Pragya Bhagat  

9. Self 

10. “Words” by Kamala Das 

11.  “Words” by Kamala Das 

12. Self 

13. “Relationship” by Kamala Das. 

14. Self 

15. Taken from the book of Bhakti Poetry 

Eating God, edited by Arundhathi 

Subramaniam. This particular verse is 

taken from Lal Ded’s poetry and translated 

by Ranjit Hokote. 

16. Taken from the book of Bhakti Poetry 

Eating God, edited by Arundhathi 

https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/relationship-26/
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Subramaniam. This particular verse is taken 

from Lal Ded’s poetry and translated by Ranjit 

Hokote. 

17. Self 

18. “Words” by Kamala Das 

19. Self 

20. “Strong Mercy”, from Gitanjali by 

Rabindranath Tagore. 

21. “Strong Mercy”, from Gitanjali by 

Rabindranath Tagore. 

22. “Strong Mercy”, from Gitanjali by 

Rabindranath Tagore. 

23. “The Brook” by Alfred Lord Tennyson 

24. “The Brook” by Alfred Lord Tennyson 

 

 

 

 

 

https://genius.com/Rabindranath-tagore-strong-mercy-annotated
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