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Ideas of the great one 

Heart 

Truth shines through feelings... 
In the heart lies the luminosity of God.  

Feelings or emotions are primary 
Desiring and thinking come later. 

Beast 

Eyes identify  

Brain understands 

Ears listen 
Heart feels.  

To be devoid of these four is the sign of being a beast. 

Depth 

Difficulty doesn't imply depth. 

Difficulty doesn't mean Art, 

Incomprehensibility doesn't have any value. 
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Education 

I. Schools are:  
 
Industries 

To manufacture machines. 

II.  
a. Education system 
 
And the soul desires a thing,  

The education provides something else. 

 

b. All I've learned till B.A, 
 
in three years time  

I believe, 

I can put inside little children's mind better,  

Reciting stories... 

c. Folly 
 
That we usually call Education  

is making man stupid. 
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Creation Love Art 

And love is the chief element of creation 

Whilst Art is the chief action of love 

Curiosity 

I yearn to see:  

What lies there in the heart!  

Natural curiosity! 

Sinner 

I want to bow my head 

As if the all pervading God is scolding me. 

 I know that I am a sinner. 

Art 

The beautifully illustrated Truth is Art 

Which springeth from the creative imagination.  

The truth lies in our life  

and unless it comes from the formlessness to the form: 

we do not realize it. 

 

4 / Adesh Acharya 

Civilization 

Civilization has not yet started.  

We haven't learned to respect life.  

Real progress will start 

The day our sentiment of brotherhood becomes firm 

Vairagya 

As long as we aspire to become great in this world  

or hold feelings to do things  

and show our pride,  

Vairagya is impossible. 

Doubt 

To doubt is better,  

as it helps understand,  

assists searching.  

Question is everything, answer is maturity. 

Dare 

It is cowardice to not move forward in opportunity.  

We cannot live in a life devoid of danger. 
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What Science does not 

Science cannot satisfy man's curiosity  

and he searches for glimpses  

beyond the Sciences  

through the magic of emotional and imaginative world,  

where man feels self-satisfied as if he is near the truth. 

What Art not 

The works done by mathematical formulas,  

even though are the works of brain,  

do not deserve to be called Art.  

Painting is Art, Photography is not. 

Where Art springs 

When the creative imagination sees new dreams 

Rising from imitation  

And maneuvers its works in its own manner,  

Art springs. 
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Let's get small 

There is fun in being small 

We can see others' significance dance around.  

There is pleasure in the peacefulness of ego;  

We can see others' pretense. 

Subtle Conscience 

The energy to manufacture Art  

Doesn't come from the mere superficial darshan of objects 

nor does it comes from mere intellect and knowledge;  

It comes from those subtle consciences,  

Which find emotional caressing from divine experience  

rising above bestial eyes.  

The beast merely looks and remains satisfied, 

but man tries to touch the heart of everything.  

Teacher and teaching 

Science cannot locate everything 

and our psychological studies end 

within the darkness of the intellect.  

This is why no teacher can teach. 
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Creativity 

In the divine talent of the Creator 

The word was born  

And we,  

studying this creation  

attain clear messages of  

Divine Conscience,  

Divine Truth,  

Divine Beauty and  

Divine knowledge.  

 

In the creative imagination of God,  

Totality works and provides beautiful  

lines and colors and forms  

to the Truth of God.  

We realize the 'beautiful' through the sensing of Truth  

and where there is no Truth there isn't beauty. 

  

This Self-Illustrating form of God  

manifests in artistic creativity such that 

truth becoming beautiful descends to the outer forms 

of the senses. 
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Imaginative Truth 

For me, 

practicality is limited and 

philosophy, intellect is blind. 

I enjoy imaginative truth the most  

and through it find the glimpses of God 

Gambling 

I enjoy gambling, 

As I find ample opportunities there  

To engage my mind and study. 

Why is God silent? 

It is the consequence of the 

Western Civilization that, 

God doesn’t speak in 

Wind and Water. 

Shadows 

I speak with the shadows 
For me, 
The optical world is merely 
The manifestation of the inside 
And all solid objects are liquid. 
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The Poet 

In the heart of the poet 

The rocks speak 

And the leaves have got tongue. 

Cadavers 

Those who say, 

The world doesn’t speak 

Are Deaf 

Those who say, 

There isn’t life in the hills and the trees and the stars 

Are cadavers. 

Human Being 

If anything 

Elucidates the affinity 

Between man and God 

It is Human-Heart and Imagination 
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In Art 

Man seeks to 
Show 
His identification with the unknown 
And in the world of the known 
Seeks for the kingdom of the unknown 

True Study 

For studying the life of any culture 
There’s nothing more enlightening 
Then the Arts of that culture. 

Near 

We feel we’ve reached near to the Creator 
When that eye in our inner world opens 
Which 
Can bring to form the unavailable and the irregular 
And fill it with colours. 

Imagination 

A small spark of 
The fundamental creative dream energy of God 
In humans: 
Is Imagination. 
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Man 

He tries to create. 
Embrace nature 
Runs after fresh magic to improve the world 
Listens to the call of the unknown, 
Ascending beyond sights and sounds 
Seeks for the inner sparks and sounds 
He turns forms into sounds and words into pictures 
He dislikes boundaries 
He wants to fly and pluck 
Peek from darkness and 
Steal the fire from heaven. 

 

Work and Art 

In a simple table, 
The work of carpentry is done 
Not Art. 
But, 
If a carpenter 
Creates a table as if a beautiful dream 
Art it becomes. 
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Dreams 

We call those creations Art 
Which are within the boundaries of truth and beauty 
If they’ve got the natural affect 
For the heart of life. 
Empty dreams aren’t Art 
As long as they don’t get published. 
  

Truth and Beauty 

Beauty arises from the prodigious consciousness of 
truth 
As if truth, 
Melting into life 
Descends to the forms alive. 
 

*** 
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Two cigarettes better than a 
friend 

 

Twenty rupees in my pocket: 
that's all! 

Two full cigarettes if kept unbroken 
A friend waiting outside 

A smoker too... 
Meet him and share 

Or smoke alone with a contemplative stare 

I chose to not meet him! 

 
*** 
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Rape and Murder 
Hello, Hi 

Impress Embrace 
See you tomorrow  

Bye! Bye! 
 

Come tomorrow 

Greet fondle 

Insert Exert 
Ai! Ai! 

 

Gadget stardom 
Heart and Mind 

Please No 
Why! Why! 
 

Sight Fight 
Right Not-Right 

Force Power 
Sigh! Sigh!  

 

Murder Murder  
Rape and Murder: 

Humans forever 
Vie! Vie!  

*** 
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Nepali Politicians 
 

I my 
I-my 

Property Money 

Thing! Thing! 
 

Tongue Stick 
Threaten Bully 

Push Kill 

Sting! Sting! 
 

Knowledge Nil 
Pot Willed 

One-eyed 

King! King! 
 

Clown Billy 
Non-dazzling  

Sodomized Ape 
Left-Wing 
 

Conquered Brat 
Palace-Chattel 

God’s name 
Wink! Wink! 
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Slug Dullard 
Clan Hoodlum 
Glory Days 
Bring! Bring! 
 
Bellyacher 
Canopy 
Irrational Scale  
Drooling! Aiming! 
 
Obsolete Bullocks 
Thugs, Backbiters 
Stick! Stick! 
Cling! Cling! 
 
Girlfriend Boyfriend 
On the throne 
Surrounded by: 
Ling! Ling! 
 
Everywhere just: 
Ling! Ling! 
They all just: 
Cling! Cling! 
Aimlessly: 
Swing! Swing! 

*** 
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A Tribute 
 

When dark clouds and deadly thunder, 
Threatened to blind me, deafen me what not... 
It was you my dear who came as a glorious sunshine 
and for me, paved a new way. 
  

When the fetid smell of sorrow and disaster, 
Threatened to quash me, weaken me what not... 
It was you yet unknown who with your sweet fragrance 
Sprinkled joy in the world which: 
showed me a new day... 
  

How hard it is, one would understand, 
When a thousand insects slink upon the soul 
and breed two times the courage tried to be sown... 
How easy it is, one would understand, 
when a single hand swears to touch 
and replenishes the heart two times with that almighty hope. 
 

Foolish…they call me and I would corroborate it 
if I were to assume my closeness to you 
Was inversely proportional to the distance between 
our physical bodies... 
Happy I am...let foolish they call me 
for being content with the light you showed me 
and the smiles you have blessed on me... 
THANKS FOR EXISTING 

*** 
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Stareway to Heaven 
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A drizzle, 

Under a metallic roof 

Surrounded by, 

leaves dancing to an unadulterated tune 

real ones... 

Cool breeze…literally 

Not contaminated by globules of global fetish 

bulbs...too far away 

What else does one need? 

While you're there... 

Just while you stare... 

you are not, 

A desiring clockwork 

 

*** 
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Thus Spake Spit 

A small light in these dark caves, 

for now enough to save from extinction... 

slowly...igniting and turning into a dragon's breath... 

I come from there, 

the thought of where itself will frighten you of thinking 

forever... 

 
 the fires will burn and burn... 

drift and drift...on it's way... 

burning the heavens itself... 

the same heavens, 

you lust for, 

and kneel down or bend over for 
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See…you are constructed with codes of geometric 
perfection 

I have been spit due to lack of inclination 

if you are an atheist 

then I am God 

if you contempt on barks 

then I am a Dog... 

You ascended into the mountains... 

I descended into the caves, 

for you heavens are dearer 

for me darkness is nearer... 

  

Soon..when your mountains and heavens have burned 

and turned... 

into thick dark clouds overhead... 

then... 

when you finally see what I see... 

and shiver at the sight of raw darkness... 

I Will be your God... 

and show you that light... 

and watch as you learn to levitate and rise beyond 

and smile at death forever... 

bless you! 

*** 
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The Longest One Sided 
Game 

 

The temple bells resonate all around 

Priests prepare for divine meal 

recite the mantras of yore again 

from deep inside a well, a serpent sneaks! 

  

the needful ones amass 

the mantras and bells get louder and louder 

clouds of metal surround the atmosphere 

the serpent stealthily creeps! 
 

'Remember the Lord and hear this...' 

if you watch closely you can see them literally shiver. 

the priests stare into each other’s' eyes 

They can feel the serpent's presence. 

  

'We will ward off that beast', 

the head priest yells aloud 

'You will finally enjoy your meals tonight' 

but he knows the serpent is the reason he is alive! 
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Suddenly, 
black clouds and thunder greet the observers 
the serpent permeates throughout the air. 
'Do not look towards him', 
the head priest angrily orders... 
'I have eaten your Lords meat 
now I have become your sole savior 
Yes, I have eaten raw your Gods meat! ' 
  

Everyone close their eyes and bow 
they blindly listen to the hymns 
the bells, the chanks... 
No one dares to look up towards the serpent 
they trust on priests to ward off that impending beast. 
  

If just one had dared to look up towards the sky 
He would see the reality of the serpents eye. 
The serpent is not at all there to maim 
It just wants to expose the priests' game! 

*** 
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The modern man 
 

Hello, I am the modern man 

Take a look at my hand, 

Yes! Right there at the fingers 

Yes, this is what these blisters mean: 

I press 

I press all the time 

Press is the essence of mine.  

Impress, depress 

Impress, depress 

Impress, depress 

Impress, depress 

Just, press all the time.  

Phones, sticks,  

Drones, switch 

Votes, ditch 

Just press press all the while 

And those press: my mental impress.  

My soul I’ve pressed 

Even God I’ve compressed 

My life I’ve compressed 
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Within the digital express 

Digitally oppressed and repressed 

Oppressed, repressed  

Oppressed, repressed 

Oppressed, repressed 

Oppressed, repressed 

Just press press all the time 

As always, the privates my empress 

Emperor and empress 

Yes, I am the press 

I have to be the press 

Pressure in my blood 

Pressure in my job 

Pressure for fame, pressuredly tamed 

Pressure Pressure Pressure 

The modern man 

Clinically depressed: 

I am the modern man… 

(Oh! Shut Up I've started to touch) 

 

Hello, I am the modern man 

Take a look at my feet,  

Yes! Right there at the underside 
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Yes, this is what these blisters mean,  

I run 

I run all the time 

Run is the essence of mine 

Overrun Outrun 

Overrun Outrun 

Overrun Outrun 

Overrun Outrun 

Just run all the time. 

Grounds, streets 

Sounds, deeds 

Foolpitch, spaceship 

Highways, sellways 

Just run run all the while.  

And those dyruns,  

My mental key-run 

My essence I have outrunned 

Even God I’ve burned 

Yes burned and ruined 

For the digital forerun 

Digitally drunk, wrung  

drunk, wrung  

drunk, wrung  
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drunk, wrung  

drunk, wrung  

Just run all the time 

As always the privates my ruin 

I run,  

The modern man 

Actually runned (over) 

The modern man… 

(Oh! Shut Up I've started to fly) 

 

Hello, I am the modern man 

Take a look at my head 

Yes! Right there at the top 

Yes, this is what this colour means, 

I’ve dyed 

I dye all the time 

Dying is the essence of mine.  

Yes,  

I am a dire… 

I died and I continue to die 

I die all the while.  

I press and I run 

Yes,  
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I press and I run 

I press and I run 

I press and I run 

I press and I run 

So I can forget me dying 

Constantly dying… 

Pressing running dying 

I dye and die 

Everything I dye 

And make it die 

Hair, soul 

Persona, hole 

Life, God 

Yes life itself 

And God Himself I’ve dyed 

No, he hasn’t died 

He has been dyed 

By those: 

Pressurizing rundies 

I am the press, the modern man 

I run and die. 

I get runned over by life’s dark reality  

To save me from it, bright the stars are supposed to be  
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What an Irony.  

I, the modern man… 

Run and Press 

For the impress and empress 

And I die, depressed… 

That’s all of my life… 

I can’t run after that… 

Death and I am done… 

The modern man… 

(Oh! Shut Up I've started to touch, fly and live long: 
Bless me!) 

*** 
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The Cure 
 

it is a disease  

you catch it if you can't..  

roll over on the sand  

but still lust for the oasis  

more often than not,  

the cure is inside you  

all you need to do,  

is desire...choose  

either choose to fly for an escape  

into your own abode in your own heavens  

with your own gods...or  

run... 

now... 

reach...grab...eat... 

fअk fअk fअk fअk fअk  

*** 
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Superman 
A design... 

A law... 

a working principle 

This ought to do this 

A mere clockwork mechanism 

A pitiful idea, 

A constrain...an acceptance of repudiation 

A feeble desire... 

all melt with a sudden strike of a mallet... 

of realization, 

It is me who creates... 

I form new precincts... 

as I will 

This new zone contains everything I will. 

The fore walked tracks, 

The existing truth... 

Of what has happened 

or is happening 

all deshapes and is forgotten 

as I shall know what will I make happen 
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and how I stand during all that has happened 

I know now, 

When the breeze blows from the might of the hammer 

and one disappears amidst its sound 

One will be reborn... 

to never be sick again... 

Even when the last drop of water, 

Vacillates to pour onto the beaker... 

you'll forget and new create... 

not hang on or quit it 
 

*** 
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My Journey now 
 

Drifting,  

as if it is allowed to, bound to  

Consequence,  

of what is done and  

Imagination,  

Of what could be done  

Amalgamation,  

with will, selves, markets  

conflict, forever conflict...  

'twin rivers and taps  

Tap, swiveled...  

Flowing from it waters of decay..  

drunk, with water of decay...  

ever increasing thirst  

River, flowing calmly  

onto its destiny  

few drops here and there..  

yet onto its destiny  

Flee...let go  

a new will  
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yet older than the hills  

release, relieve  

first relieve...a precondition for release...  

slowly...release  

into eternity.  

Can't tell what lies...  

Should know no lies 

*** 
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Karma 
 

Your sweet fragrance,  

Reaching me through imperceptible airwaves  

keeps me stirring at nights...  

Your all-pervading presence,  

in the form of acute rays  

Penetrates my soul  

and creates an aura around  

Surrounding everything, I am blinded...  

 

If my desires were fleeting,  

they would have vanished long ago...  

There is a meaning,  

This isn't desperation  

There is an end  

This isn't a soothing notion 

*** 
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The Sun 
 

 

Crawling as those stinging 'sects up up on the part 

wounds painful and troubling slinging deep down on 

the heart. 

Try to kill one with lethal spray hundred breed right then 
and there 

watch the bite with attentiveness pain adds up and 

you're aware: 

'They're here to help you, aid you in this stay' 

but they've got no use, piteous game is all they urge to 

play. 

the only way you'll send them off is by walking off 
your way 

let rest the sun, sense with all you're born; 

just walk all night and day! 

*** 
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Tale of some man 

 
And slowly but surely 

as the days go by... 

A man gets used to a lot of things: 

Rebuffs and ruses and anxieties from women 

Heartaches from his failures, 

The wannabe and so-called musicians, celebrities  

The all-important diplomatic bastards 

The posers, the pretentious  

The dogs’ wails and all so many things... 

He gets tired of trying, 

And of every encumbrance, 

every feeling he has ever had to bear!  

He gets used to adversity 

not before calling it worse than death itself! 

and so... 

He gets used to death itself. 

Yes, he gets used to death too, 

and then... 
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he gets tired of life 

and everything it possibly contains! 

nothing matters to him anymore: 

Absolutely Nothing!  

He then merely passes his time, 

looks around and tries to understand 

Yet he understands nothing!  

and then he gets used to not understanding too... 

And then he understands... 

*** 
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A Hymn         
 

Few more days now in the same clothes 
and the dogs will start 
barking at you. 
Oh! what a life this is held together 
by a brick 
and a glue. 
It was winter, 
it's always winter 
when you try to dig 
she's always pulling you. 
A cold wind blows 
they always do 
when you try to heat up 
they make sure they shiver you. 
Run dogs run... 
they always wanna play 
since you are not a gay... 
you don't have time to play. 
Fly birds fly... 
they always feel so high 
but you're used to a deep sigh 
you don't have time to fly. 
A few more days now... 
you're not the one to cringe 
you're not just a fringe 
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you lie deep within. 
A hundred miles walked 
a thousand more to go... 
when you look around 
you are all alone. 
You try to grab hands 
they all just want golds... 
when you try to walk away 
they keep holding you. 
Once you even believed in their gods 
but he didn't work 
for anything else then coins... 
which you didn't own.  
 

A few more gaze now... 
you're still around? 
you're the one in the same clothes 
obsessed with sounds. 
And one smile fades away... 
to another's arm it sways away 
another smile is on its way 
but all they do is dig delay. 
When all is said and done... 
if you're alive and singing songs 
then you've lived a life I think 
a life worth a million re-runs... 

*** 
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Salvation from Spark 
 

 

not from any island yard, nor from any bard 

let alone from a lass 

or a charade pass. 

not by receiving, nor by giving 

let alone from heaven dwelling 

or a must-see sighting. 

not through claps, nor through faps 

let alone through weekend taps 

or a divine hap. 

No, 

not from anyone or anywhere 

not by anyone 

not through anything: 

if there is a true salvation to be had 

it shall be from the only one: 

the Unholy one: 

the fire igniting 

haze inviting 

Spark!    

*** 
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Who am I? 
 

Where doth thy seek me? 

Lo! I am everywhere: 

in the essence of women I am. 

the building of walls I leaven. 

I am in Gita, Bible, Al Koran. 

Economics; Communism, Capitalism. 

I am in a poor man's fate, 

I am in a businessman's rate. 

I am in an atheist I am in a bhaktist. 

I am in a philanthropist; I am what makes a theologist.  

I am in a petty thief, I am in a philosopher big. 

I am in both the lawbreakers and lawmakers. 

I am in feminists I am in those misogynists.  

I am in both sweet talk and big talk. 

I am in that writer great, 

I am in each and every one of your mate. 

I am in the tigers stalk 

I am in every omniscients talk.  

I am what makes you glued to your Television 

I am in all that internet information fission.  

I am what gives criminal a hope, 

I am what makes one believe in dope. 
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I am what gives reasoning to mind, 

I am what makes one drool for the hind. 

I am what gives meaning to life, 

I am what makes one attached to his wife. 

I am there in that great one, I am in that fallen one. 

In boredom, in misery, in success, ecstacy; 

in theories, in verity, in nihilists, epiphany. 

I am in the divine intuition of the east, 

I am in the dialectic of a western beast. 

In Columbus I was, in Aristotle I was.  

In Schools I am, in Universities I am 

In speech I am, in smile too. 

I am in every melody and beat, 

I am in every Yogis seat. 

I am in the richest of America 

I am in the emptiness of Antarctica.  

I am in him, I am in you. 

the so-called great ones say there is something that 
determines what becomes of you. 

in fact, 

I am the essence of that too; 

Who Am I? 

*** 
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I wonder why 
 

I look up towards the sky 

and wonder why is it that I cannot fly? 

then I turn the pages of all written human lies 

and realize: it's my knowledge that won't let me soar 
up high.  
 

I gaze upon your eyes 

and wonder why is it that I do not feel a tie? 

then for a moment I let go of all mies and I's 

and realize: it's the poison I am fed that won't let me 
your nigh.  

 

I pay attention to the cries 

and wonder why some have to with misery lifelong identify? 

then I let go of all bounding regional racial ties 

and realize: it is the same flag-waving that makes sure 
some while yet alive die. 

 

I look into the sty 

and wonder why so many pigs, such limited supply? 

then their smell and filth quickly makes me realize: 

it is the overvaluation of life, which makes all harmony 
and happiness possible in a pigs eye! 

*** 



PARANOIA / 45 

Too vast to stay 
 

Body is bound, 

the heart beats faster 

it is the all pervader!  

I can't take it 

It can't take it anymore.  

The dog wails, 

Take me away, throw my chains away 

Our time is slipping away 

We've almost reached to the end 

there is no point in attachment and stay! 

The drumbeat sounds from far away 

dance to this tune now it is all that's there 

The drumbeat sounds from deep within 

dance to this tune now it is all that's there... 

 

*** 
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All but humans 
 

There's always been something inside me 

not quite deep but nevertheless inside of me 

for when it goes: 

the stars are visible 

the monkey seek is comprehensible 

sparrows' chirping is suddenly musical. 

Enough of forcefully trying to fit into man's art 

Nature's art is found quite accordable. 

  

Man paints his incompleteness and is desperate to share 

Nature paints and she doesn't even care! 

  

I turn up the volumes of manmade drones and want 

them to reveal things to me 

(What does man know?) 

I pay attention to nature's ambiance and the revelation 

is ready there for me to be... 

Nevermind any human, their care is not for me 

Nature kind of likes me I found and I have always ignored 

she! 
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I have crawled and begged to receive from others 

but hell, what can they give? What do they themselves have? 

for they're all desperate for their own never ceasing greeds. 

It is she who is better than all human mothers and lovers 

It is she who is above all preachers and teachers 

It is she who creates better than all composers and painters. 

  

So 

When it goes: 

the stars... 

and all doors of possibilities break wide open 

But I am a fool 

for when it goes 

I always rush towards that particular door 

of all the doors: 

that contains humans! 

Ugh! now all but humans 

  

*** 
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Walking around the city on 
a midsummer day 

 
Walking around the city on a midsummer day 

With intent on the heart just too personal to say 

Waiting games everywhere for sparks to abray 

'Where am I, Where are they' heeds in this impermanent stay. 

 

A ring of smoke through a glass tries to make its way 

The glass shatters and so the smoke makes its journey to the ray 

An old witch watches all this; she merely wants to play 

Oh! that walk around the city on a midsummer day. 
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Sitting on her broom, she flies up towards her prey 

With devious smile she asks the smoke: Where you headed, 
hey? 

I will take you faster wherever it is for I know a shorter way 

Just hop into my broom, you won't even have to pay. 

 

The ring of smoke, wise as it was, just ignored the affray 

Flew it quietly towards its end, just moved along alday 

The Restless witch in frustration, all her secrets did relay 

Can't stand loneliness, let me go with you, instead I'll give 
you a pay. 

 

Off they went, on her broom, close towards that ray 

Can't handle it, just not ready yet, I'll come some other day 

said the witch with tears in her eyes as she turned to go her way 

You've used me well, all well for you, i wish and honestly pray. 

 

So walking around the city on a midsummer day 

Never know what you might be, it's all a goddamn play 

Waiting games somewhere, who told them to obey? 

Wrong questions if you ask, you are bound to go astray! 

 

*** 
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Paranoia? 
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Closure of the seeing, 

Everything means, tells something. 

The suffering, the confusion, 

from coloured glasses, 

All shatter as true picture emerges, 

The true desire manifests. 

 

All attempt of coloured illusionary charade melts 

away. 

This is real. 

I have either dwelled among the clouds or the waves, 

or within my self-made beautiful deck, 

Where everything is ignored, 

Self flattery is induced. 

Broken now are all shelters from an earthquake 

So severe, So beautiful. 

I drift.... slowly 

I can't be afraid or tremble, 

for I have to see what is to be seen. 

 

*** 
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Yes we can! 
 

So when they tell you: 
You can do it! 
it's difficult to admit, 
but they're correct: 
We all can do it! 
See 
we all are like those copper wires; 
every single copper wire does it… 
We are the same, 
every single one of us can do it 
Whatever be our definitions of it! 
We are made to do it, 
Rather It itself was made with us under consideration 
and we will, no matter how hard we try: 
never be able to will to do that 'it', 
which is beyond our limitations. 
It's only weakness that makes us believe elsewise 
Enamel does that to copper too! 
Weakness for us is unnatural or forced. 
We just need to burn off our enamels... 
and then, 
Yes we will do it 
for it pertains on the nature of us to do it. 

*** 
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A sad day for all of us? 
 

Somewhere in this cruel cruel world, a small boy was 

in tears, 

He was all depressed and looked pale. 

His little heart seems to have been broken into 
thousand pieces. 

He didn't speak with anyone... 

he just sat on the couch staring at the empty walls 

wondering why we humans had to go through all 
this… 

why we had to suffer! 

  

MOM: Hey...what's wrong with you? Is everything 
alright? 

SON: No mom... 

MOM: Why? What's the matter? 

SON: He's gone mom..he's gone (getting even more 

emotional) 

MOM (getting anxious): who? 

SON: We won't see him again mom... 

MOM (getting really anxious): hey...you gotta tell me 
alright....who is gone? 
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SON: They say we will never get to see him again. 
They say he was a hero, a champion who will be 

missed... they were all getting emotional...they say 
things won't be the same for us again mom... 

MOM (now the anxiety has turned into fear): 

Son...you need to calm down and tell me alright... 

please you gotta tell me..we'll fight together...please 
son..tell me... how... 

SON: you know mom...they carried him on their 

shoulders for the last time..they said it was due to him 
that we are inspired...but we won't see him again 

mom..we'll never be inspired to do anything 

mom..(continues crying...mom starts crying too...) 

Then the frowning sister comes up and turns on the 
T.V...in the caption below : 

X- cricketer retires from Test Cricket... 

 

*** 
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The weather report 
the more trees I come across amidst these woods 
the more disgusting for me the hiking gets 
every tree... 
tall and bold 
but blunt and cold 
 

Oh! once had I desired 
the fruits... 
the panoramic vantages 
the shelter. 
Once they meant.. 
once they spoke... 
once they amused. 
But the closer I went..the more I understood 
they were all the same 
slaves to the impressing of some gods... 
the fake gods. 
 

Once upon they invited 
now they repel... 
once upon they meant... 
now they're mere machines.. 
that don't draw.. 
they don't mean anything anymore... 
they never did... 
no...they are not the opposites 
they are you... 

*** 
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Dead ones from above 

 
 

make a small recall 

in the back end of a recurring dream 

you will notice... 

the Gods! 

the same gods.. that once weakened 

the same gods that made you an atheist 

are back... 

now they want your disbelief too... 

they once spit from the heavens 

and made you hate looking upwards 

Now they want your liquified gaze too... 

but you have the last laugh 

your gaze is no more filled by fluids 

They've got dust..raw specks of dust 

because of thousand sleepless nights in desert storms 

your eyes no longer look up... 

they are beyond ups and downs 

the gods that once made you kneel..in front of them... 

now that you drift like a star... 
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want to burn your paths 

they once again want to feel like gods... 

gods always desire to feel like gods 

that is what makes them gods... 

you are beyond gods 

gods are petty...gods are gods 

gods are lustful 

gods are dogs 

you are beyond lust and bones 

you are alive 

gods are dead 

  

*** 
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lonely and sad no longer 

 
I once was lonely and sad 

staring back at the footages of the gone by's 
questioning 

comparing...competing...realizing...losing... 

thinking of all those who took it away from 
themselves... 
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drooling for inspiration from them... 
imagining...wishing...hoping...drooling... 
yet again losing 
but then... 
all of a sudden..... 
it all changed, 
when I found her... 
a friend I got... 
who wanted me instead, for a change. 
she was joyful, 
with her 
dances...plays...acts..parties...cries...laughs... 
She did everything, 
absorbed me, 
in a jiffy took loneliness away from me. 
Every time I went to her 
I got oblivious to my sadness... 
I knew I had found an art of living... 
She inspired me. Oh hell, she did! 
it was her and with her that I would live and die... 
  
She will never ever leave me... I know 
for she too needs me as much as I do 
for she too does away with her solitude through me 
and fills her belly and pockets by bathing me 

*** 
 

60 / Adesh Acharya 

Time to come 
 

I have been in these woods for years now... 

as I have watched you graze and grow 

thousand nights, have I spent 

creating this spear so vicious... 

It's potency higher than death 

No...I will not to kill and prey you... 

I will to make you crawl towards me so I can smell and 

embrace you 
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Yes. I have watched you mate and grow, 

but that's not what concerns me at all 

for..in front of my desires, 

those events are too small 

You will come to me..by your own will 

and lay down in front of me as I feel better than God 

Your smell intoxicates me, 

my music is intoxicating you 

it's time to crawl to me now... 

this is where you belong... 

My presence is metamorphosing you 

 

*** 
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Hope...as long as breath 
remains 

 

"Hey I wanna help you", 

heard a sweet familiar feminine voice. 

Turned around I in haste and there she was, 

Dressed in white... 

Smiling, but a little shy 

A little guilty, yet still smiling. 

All my pains, 

had faded away 

into nothing, pure nothing 

in an instance. 

The transition from pain to 

nothingness was vivid, 

maybe only the transition lasted! 

  

"Why would you wanna help me?" I then asked. 

Her face turned pale and she blushed as she said, 

"Because I love you" 

I laughed...albeit after a long while 

Not because I was amused 

but because I could still be dreaming of such absurdities 
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but yet as it turned out, 

my hope and desire weren't dead 

So I told her, "you can't love me... 

you said you didn't care...no one can love me" 

"why?...see I'm sorry for everything...", she said 

holding my hand in hers 

as a brand new qualm took over me. 

I quickly retreated 

"no, you're not real" 

"Yes I am", and she started crying 

and then it started raining, 

with lightning and thunderstorms. 

There she stood... 

Cold, crying, shivering, in white, head down 

I had to... 

and I did... 

Abruptly held her tight in my arms...and did whatever 
I could to keep her warm... 

but all that melted in an instance, 

she just passed through my fingers...like sand 

yes...sand 

as I still lay there bleeding from a gunshot in the 
middle of the desert 

*** 
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I really really do not 
understand. 

 

I no longer understand, 

When people talk to me: 

if they are being sarcastic or honest! 

I no longer understand, 

When I stare for a while: 

if life is an opportunity for happiness or deliverance! 

No longer understand I: 

what the poets write 

what the musicians play 

what the politicians want! 

I don't understand: 

those kings of laughter 

the television occupiers 

the Internet commenters: WHY? 

I don't understand: 

the filmmakers, the digital posers, teachers/ 

preachers/ all-knowers/ celebrity-status seekers 

the blog text-editors, the horn honkers! 

I don't understand your: 
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biker-man, the restaurant man, government- man 

guitar-man, Superman, ladies-man, the genius man.  

I don't understand: 

the success and failure of a sportsman 

let alone a feminist woman. 

  

I imagine the end, 

and wonder why, 

one God killed, another is made 

one King removed, thousand kings bred. 

  

I cannot understand: 

women: what do I want 

life: what do I want 

friends and families: what shall I want 

myself: what shall I want? 

writing this: what do I want? 

I have never understood and 

I no longer understand... 

Why do I insist on going on! 

This very concept of life and being: 

I really really do not understand. 

*** 
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Assured where not 
 

Where is it, that which we all are actually after? 

Where is the Real end, the what shall be? 

Is it in the teaching of a Guru? 

or is it in the devotion to a Prabhu? 

might it be in medals and praise and honors bestowed? 

or might it be in parties and booze and garments pulled 
out? 

is it among friends or true lover or what family shares? 

or is it in Name and fame and success adhered? 

Where is it? 

Where is it that which we all actually search for: 

in rivers and lakes and mountains and dales 

in food and music in sight, smell, and tales. 

  

Assured is one definitely even if the answer is found not: 

it is surely not there, 

they continue to spring up where!  

  

*** 
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or do you want to die some 
more? 

 

all you've realized and all you've known 

all you've ever reaped and all you've ever sown: 

it all comes down to this 

it all boils down to this moment... 

this moment to will 

this is death: 

it will free you! 

and make you you! 

can you say 'YES' ? 

 

*** 
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Do as the Lord does 
 

So 

if there's a God 

who merely for his divine play, 

deceives me: 

lets Maya dwell in me 

creates me and then hides from me, 

makes me crawl suffer die reborn beg worship 
meditate enquire 

control-breath destroy-mind pray renounce kneel-

down 

just to let me have a sight of Him.  

then 

shall not I 

for my survival or to get a sight of Him 

merely deceive others? 

 

*** 
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Pastime 
 

he is happy: 

who is wise. 

he is wise: 

who knows the only thing worth knowing: 

it is not in oceans and tides 

mountains and rides 

trophies and prides 

revelations and hides 

children and wives 

nation and tribes 

it is not in through by from for any of those... 

those are merely bonuses and pastimes!   

 

*** 
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Was a Dark Red Friend  
 

So while all the friends were proudly saying: 
NO to failure, 
he simply said: 
NO to fame!  
NO to morality... 
he used to show us those pens he stole from the 
classroom 
and notes and books from libraries 
and with a relaxed exhalation of cigarette smoke used 
to say: 
I'm simply practicing, 
You see, this whole concept of money is immoral and 
is based on lies 
how can they take what is rightfully mine 
and call that theirs 
and make me suffer to give them something in return 
so that I can finally take what is for me God given! 
Everything is fair in making money my friends... 
Everything is fair to get what is rightfully mine! 
Let their law kill me and destroy my presence 
I'd rather fight and die miserable 
than fill my head with their weak morals... 
and I can actually fight them because: 
I do not care about their Fame and Prestige... 

*** 
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Failure 
 

Failure: 

the spark of reality! 

nothing drops you harder to the ground... 

Play your sankha over the death of my hope 

billion voices already phssing over gravity and me tying 
rope. 

One shot of the syringe containing this realization 

and all those who've flied, climbed, dived,  

had ride, lied, discharged, fried... 

dancing with joy 

in this colourful, vivid world, 

full of peace, flowers and fragrance 

and lovers and love and sweet melodies and 

positiveness and warmth and gentleness and greatness: 

Success! 

while you: 

locked in this hell of a world full of: 

serpents,deceivers,death,envy,insects,wounds,predato

rs,war,winners,misery 

traitors; Failure! 

72 / Adesh Acharya 

Failure: 

Oh You Beauty! 

even God failed 

I am the testimony...  

I am like God 

f- you all!  

and the bloody hope is back again 

that means got to try yet again... 

got to tell success yet again: 

God is in me so nothing in vain 

 

*** 
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A roaring man 
 

 
Was a kill I after 

prowled stealthily towards it... 

but during my advance 

I noticed: 

Hyenas, vultures 

all kinds of filthy scavengers 

and meager predators 
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the same kill after! 

Pumped up though I was 

for the first time I noticed 

Volition in me... 

The choices were clear: 

Either loiter towards the kill 

Or completely ignore it. 

I analyzed the circumstances: 

If I continue towards the prey 

I will have to fight with those mongrels... 

and the best that will happen: I'll own one body 

The worst: hunger! 

On the other hand, 

If I ignore the prey 

I will have to fight with my desires... 

The worst thing that'll happen: I’ll learn a lesson 

But the best thing that can happen... 

 

*** 
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For them, By them 
 

Ear clouded by advertisement, 

melodies that pierce to provoke 

every note drawing closer... 

closer to their whistle evermore! 

 

Eyes addicted to digital gleam, 

colours to keep at bay 

every image sucking underneath... 

into a hole to climb up nevermore!  

 

Mind desperate for engagement, 

stories to marvelously absorb 

well planned to excite-frustrate-absorb! 

every single thing well planned 

well planned for uniformity forevermore! 

 

*** 
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You and I move parallel 
 

Since nothing which comprises you is of any use to me 

I have built my own little shelter just for me to be. 

I have hung a warning board outside just for you to 

see: 

Do not provoke! If you want maintained your valuable 
dignity! 

 

Long ago did I learn a lesson that is the essence of me: 

Come what may, do not allow yourself to be 
miserable; 

and that is what I call being truly free! 

 

*** 
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Not General. Specific 
 

like no dogs this one like 

like no chicks...you girl love 

hate no music no no your no strong fun, 

just haai and see my.. 

like no people you fine thank you 

like not life life love little my 

 
 

*** 

78 / Adesh Acharya 

That blind man there is 
really wise 

 

 

What makes us move around here? 

asked a confused little lad 

giving a coin... 

to a blind man begging in the streets... 

Mirrors! 

shouted the blind man and... 

postured like a priest 

  

*** 
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Every single moment 
 

How often do we ignore the beats of the heart 

To dance to the tunes from the very soul afar? 

How late it is when we understand 

The heart is now old and cold... 

And incapable of representing the true self anymore? 

 
*** 
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In need of some BODY at 
midnight 

 

Damn... 

this feeling at the middle of the night! 

There are things I CAN be happy from: 

sleep, the stars, clouds, cool breeze... 

common sense, life itself.... 

and then there is you.... 

a person I WANNA be happy from 

 

*** 
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and vice versa 
 

Wrong words 

spoken with wrong person 

at the wrong time 

in a wrong environment... 

and how can you possibly expect to feel right! 

 

*** 
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Soul Sitar (Bhairav Aryal) 
 

Of countless questions, assembling into a generic 
question 

Where thou did go hiding, baffling me with confusion  

Was there a wish — I may vanish out of sight  

Desperate, destitute, let me perish being a void 

 

 But why would I get lost? There’s zest, vehemence, 

and dare  

Muddling the null, I bring forth meaning ceaseless 

Let a thousand wars be here, even if a thousand bombs 
get dropped  

Who could ever exterminate me? I am the indestructible  

 

Do you know me? I am sitar, the creativity 

Unbeknownst string I am, extending to eternity 

I ring jangling throughout the solar system  

Hide wherever you may, I can draw thy affection 
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Dazzling radiance am I who kindles the inner eye  

Gleam wings I drive within the hazy sky  

I even drop lustrous vermilion in the crescent  

The god of gods I am, I complete in irrelevant  
 

I am a search myself, merely search I aspire  

Why would I cease to search? Daily search is always there  

Wherever you may reach, I shall come there at all cost  

Wherever you may be, I will get you at all cost 

 
*** 
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State of the Art 

 
So 

I put on my headphones 

and go out for a walk 

in this busy city: 

vehicles, buildings, lights 

horns, engines, rants, rallies, television, talks, 

boasts... 

listening to: 

'8 hours of Birds and River Sounds (No Loop)'. 

*** 
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A swan still a swan 
 

So 

a white swan 

after spending 5 years amongst crows, 

is soon floating away 

without even a plume black dyed! 

 

*** 
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This is why we are fools for 
each other: 

 

 

That which is death for you, 

for me is salvation... 

That which is death for me, 

is something that is yet beyond even your 

imagination... 

 

*** 
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Specific Works 
 

The big cats and 

thunders, 

roar! 

Poets a poem compose... 

 

*** 
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but is it necessary for a fish 
to know why it's a fish? 

  

 

And now there's money in his pocket 

So confidence in his walks and talks. 

Yet he still does not have any idea whatsoever: 

Why all this takes place in the first place! 

 

 
 

*** 
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We need poems for today 
 

We need some poems for today, 

Make it rhyme or do not rhyme 

But please make it shine 

The inner I of mine…. 

In need of some poems of today. 

  

There’s some who still say: 

We’ve got poetry everywhere! 

That’s fine, but where’s the other man 

Who said a thing not so great… 

Maybe he’s dead… 

But he surely said: 

Poetry is like sex, well rap is just like fap… 

But maybe he’s dead… 

But someone surely said. 

  

We need some poems for today 

Creative, contemplative, imaginative, illuminative 

Truth-telling, soul digging, path 
showing, boutinspiring 
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Epoch explaining, manufacturing, reflecting 

Creative, contemplative, imaginative, illuminative. 

  

But maybe we’ve reached too far 

‘Cause there’s some who still say: 

We’ve got amusement in our eyes every day and 

everywhere… 

Poems have had their day we’ve now got replacements 
in a lot of ways… 

That’s fine, but where’s the other man 

Who said a thing not so great… 

Maybe he’s dead… 

But he surely said: 

To hell with your illumination, this is the age of 
darkness 

Maybe he’s alive… 

But someone surely sighed…. 

  

*** 
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Three Poems (Bhairav Aryal) 
 

a.  The Sun 

  

In hundreds of struggles, wars and great wars 

facing many catastrophe, epidemics, and famine – 

having protected his life without succumbing 

That Sun,    

dutiful, honest and rule following, 

whitened as a Gorkhali Darbaan – 

in the long balcony of space 

spins the spindle of time, walking around 

weaves the day 

creates the patches 

laughs alone 

cries alone 

  

b.     History  

  

Seeing that heifer cow jumping and running around, 

These humpless bulls 

Run behind in pursuit 
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With their pompous roars, 

Wagging their tails, they smile sheepishly. 

But that cow is mulish 

She doesn’t melt through anyone’s bullying 

She doesn’t get startled by anyone’s erect horn 

She may be desiring- 

Merely the denseness of semen 

Which could kill stimulation 

Could evade the work of the creator. 

  

But these stupid bulls 

Start locking horns in envy 

Start running around, drooling 

The semen she has desired 

They waste that semen in vain. 

  

That is why this heifer who hasn’t been able to get up 

the spout 

Tries to run, all boozed up 

As a cowherd squeezed in between this Cow-Bull 
hubbub 

Hobbling, the History chases. 
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c.  Residue 

 Could well be that the most colossal among the nature 
I was 

The emperor among the void I was. 

But when I got born I crumpled: 

In a raftered shelter 

In a supply of hope 

In a handful of breath. 

That is why you may comprehend, 

I departed from the life, the day I was born 

The one you know as me- 

That is just my residue 

A piece of item 

earmarked for disposal   !! 

*** 

  

94 / Adesh Acharya 

What if you smelled 
everything? 

 

What if you smelled surprisingly everything you see, 

Would you still love all you see as you do presently? 

What if your nose and your eyes worked 

synchronously    

Would you be as you are today just think how life would 
be? 

 

Everything as close to you as pictures in the eyes 

All the smells of far distance into your snout devise ! 

 

All you see is all you smell that’s how the rule is set 

Distance isn’t intensity that’s how tough it is made 

 

Would you just simply close your eyes with nothing 
entering 

Or would you look at the sun and smell the sweltering 

Would you stare at girls’ hair and take in their 

cleansing 
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Or would your eyes go somewhere else, what if she’s 
reflexing!  

 

What if you’re deep at a man’s eyes with nothing pungent 

seen  

Then your eyes go to his shoes, oh! on a long ~ trek 
he’s just been! 

Would you still love all you see as you do presently? 

Would you be as you are today just think how life would 

be? 

 

It would be good as long as you are in a fragrant room 

But what if then and there you need to go to the 

bathroom 

Would you enter into there with your eyes closed 

What if someone’s just been in and hasn’t been lightly 
dosed 

 

What if you’re a dentist and your client isn’t a brusher 

Or your puking drunken friend you’ve invited over 

What if you’re in a crowded bus in a very~ hot 
summer 

No room to move or site to snooze; raised hands all 

over.   
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What if you’re a cleaner or an old people’s carer… 

Or a sewage cleaner or a rotten corpse digger! 

 

Or would you just get used to it, the smells of every 

type 

Or would you be prepared to pull off your very eyes 

Would you be careful then at where you look and 
when 

Or would you start to fall in love with all human scent    

 

Would you be as you are today just think how life would 

be? 

Would all mean the same that day the way they are 
being? 

*** 
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My girlfriend 

 

Hey friends,  
Do you know: I’ve got a girlfriend 

Yes, like all of you, 

I’ve got a girlfriend too… 
She’s beautiful, wonderful 

Smells very good…talks very sweet 
Tastes very salty and is very soft… 

Oh! She’s so cute… 

Her fingers are so beautiful 
They are thin and white and so cuddly… 

I like to play with them all the time. 
Her hair is so silky and soft  

And smells soऽ good… 

I like to run my fingers across them  

And sniff on them all our while… 
And her tongue: 

Wow…it is God’s masterpiece 

In terms of both what comes out of it and how it 
tastes… 

And her legs… 
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Oh boy! They are heaven’s delight 
I bet you’ve never seen legs as such 

And her ears are small and soft  
Her nose the prime example of nasal perfection  

Her lips, her chest, her hind… 

She’s so scrumptious at those places 
And I am not a liar… 

Her feet, yes her feet… 
Her toes, her nails… 

Don’t make me get to it!  
 

But tell you what friends,  

The one thing I do not like of hers,  
are her eyes… 

No, they are not beautiful  
those almond eyes… 

I contempt upon 
always look so sleepy. 

I don’t like them 

I don’t like the way they look  
And I don’t like the places they look 

That’s why my friends,  
I always feel bad 

All because of those eyes 

Oh! A small imperfection  
Why God, Why? 
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Why can’t you be perfect?  
 

You know, 
the other day when we two were returning from 

school 

those eyes stared for a loऽng time 

at my best friend who was coming from the other side 

and how evil are those eyes! 

they make her smile 
Yes, that day too they made her smile! 

I know he is handsome and all 
but the fault is not his or hers 

or her lips' 

The fault is of those two evil eyes 
they don't look right, 

and they don't look at places right 
They're always like that. 

 
Please help me my friends 

because whenever those evil eyes  

sight boys, 
they start to get all drowsy and lusty  

and they focus on the boys' eyes.  
And they get motionless: 

They don't move. 
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And I will share with you: 
I get so jealous 

I love her so much 
but I hate her eyes. 

They are ruining her, 

destroying her. 
Please help me my friends 

Please! 
because I don't wanna lose her. 

 
But, 

if you do not care about helping me then 
I will take a knife 
And stab her in her bowels 

And make her intestine 
And blood and organs 

Whatever lies inside 
Spill out… 

I will make a symmetrical incision 

Right from that lower neck region 
Up to her feet…. 

And keep her eyes with myself 
Preserve them 

I’ll make a necklace out of them and wear it 

Twenty four seven 
Yes friends, 
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I will do it… 
Because I hate those eyes, 

They don’t look right 
And they don’t look at right places… 

Sorry friends, 

Sorry You!  
 

Yes friends,  
it all depends on you 

 

*** 

 


