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Author’s Note
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I feel we, as a generation, have lost the feeling of longing, pinning for our unrequited love, and growing old together. There is a constant craving for attention from revolving partners. We are touched physically by thousands of people, but not one touches our soul. I don’t know which generation is more tragic—the one who never got to live their happily after or this generation who has lost the meaning of Love. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


.  .  .  .  !


[image: ]




Draw me again

Like never before 

Draw me

Unlike, what life has shown

Draw me again and again, until I become

Draw me from the beginning and take me to after

Draw me until I be

And there is nothing to remember. 
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History of these skies
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The history of these skies must be very tragic

Otherwise, why it keeps on weeping time and again

And wets my shirt, my pages, my ink

Why it thunders to stop me from capturing the vagabond clouds into my stolen prose

The deeds of that horizon signed by whispers 

It warns me not to replicate another being with so much void and vastness

That is too heavy to hold

With so much freedom that it prisons any structure 

Fill me with wish

And 

Torture me with dreams 

Then snatch my tomorrow 

To see what I call ‘Me’ survives 

Or 

I become another sky 
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