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1 
Once our soul becomes a part of the ‘Karmic Cycle’, the effect of ‘Maya’ engulfs us and 
forces us to think about a new life in spite of the prevalent worries and sorrow. 
 
 
My life has been one with the flute of curiosity- 
 
One that plays echoing waves sharing tune 
with the unborn crest and troughs. 
 
One that seduces the clouds  
to mate with mountain peaks 
and release the ambience of haze  
as offspring in valleys. 
 
One that interrogates the purity  
of sunshine and clouds 
in rain packed days 
to paint the tattoo of seven colours.  
 
I have always betrayed  
my senses 
my rationality 
advices and wisdom 
resting my belief upon that echoing flute 
to gauge the Timeless journey of soul. 
 
I will be a commanding phantom or just a weak phantasm 
after my organs, skin and bones choose to leave my madness 
but Mother, you show me I wasn’t wrong. 
The visualisation of your womb with me inside 
tells me I am just another soul seeking another turn 
as I have always tried to swim with the tune of the flute 
to lead me into the circle of creation and demolition once again. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
2 
Karmic Chanting  
  
 
In spite of all worries and sorrows, the inherent adaptive natures of human beings inspire 
them to explore joy even in times of great mishaps. It is exactly like searching for match-box 
to light a candle in the darkness. 
 
Let me hang my body and rotate  
around this tree wearing the bangle of wild flowers. 
I will win the ear to hear 
the song of moths, grasshoppers, horses, tigers, cows and giraffes  
and step into a common song of earth. 
 
It’s a rotation through which I will win the vision 
to see the smiling stance of beaks and 
pain in the snarling canines.  
 
I am a singer without voice; 
without beat and tune 
without a tone that deserves claps. 
 
Still I have perceived and learnt the unheard songs  
and I am the chosen one to sing today 
being one with the wild cactuses, nodding roses  
and ever dancing trees that rotate me  
through and through...  
   around my Karma 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
3. 
 
The innate nature of every soul is different. We do not live our life but survive it with other 
souls. Sometimes we have to run sharing feet with them and at other times we have to fight. 
Most of us are confused when to run and when to fight. The Vedic scriptures or more 
precisely The Bhagwat Gita is a great source to learn making this decision. 
 
I am surrounded by wolves pressing with advancing paws  
in a vast prison of snow topped mountains. 
Fear and might alternate as casino balls 
to chose between run and fight. 
 
My feet tapping enormity leave trails. 
My cries ring and swirl up in air. 
The wind  
as bored guards take up my pains  
as a game out of their daily boredom 
and blur up reality  
by covering my foot steps  
with snowflakes  
and taking up my swirling cries 
to far off sailors  
to hypnotize and lure them 
inside the same prison. 
 
Light, where are you? Where are you? 
Life is same as inside this prison 
and outside. 
Run or fight abounds everywhere 
with veiled prison guards  
gearing up the casino wheel of life. 
The travelling rays from The Bhagwat Gita reenergise me  
to sit in yogic posture, close my eyes to all fears 
and pray for the divine light. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
4. 
 
Momentary pleasures are not to be discouraged. They sometimes act as rainstorms in 
scorching summer days and automatically move out of the scene after recharging us. 
 
Bars were open and skin to skin friction 
were adorning both my sores and delight.  
 
Intoxicated vision and building relations 
were just for the time 
floating in the glycerine of beer. 
 
Sins devoured after the dusk of unruly beats  
were a word-digest to a musing poet  
finding suitability of words 
in the backwoods of emotions. 
 
It was a mist of puzzle  
after the daily shots in the bar. 
Lost in the forest  
I was a failure with open eyes. 
 
Swaying in front of dilemmas  
It was the divine drink of hard beat songs that  
made me walk with closed eyes. 
My faith hanging like a half broken branch 
now leads me free from bonding and relations. 
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