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PROLOGUE
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A TREATISE ON WAR


I long for harmony to greet every soul that walks this Earth- for peace to rise with each step we take. I go insane listening to tales of war. I am a human, no different from any other, yearning for a life unshackled by borders or fear. It is a brutal act of bloodshed out of animosity. A hideous slaughter for one’s home, country, honour and boundary. Its shadows stretch across time, echoed in every holy scripture, as if violence was etched into the fate of humans from the very beginning. There might have been the ravenous, uncontrollable humans who didn’t comprehend the meaning of life: “We were born to die.” We have forgotten the meaning of life in our pursuit of power.


This narrative poetry, THE FLIGHT OF GOLD STAIRS, is dedicated to all the chaste women, men, and children who were brutally killed in the Ukraine-Russia 2022 war. I deeply admire the indomitable spirit of leaders who put their lives at risk to save their country and fellowmen. Their tremendous assistance makes the countrymen stand daringly against the foe.


All of us are humans sent by God to fulfil certain duties on this Earth. We enter this world alone, and we leave in the same way. The rapaciousness of humans is endless. The demolition of places which had been secured for hundreds of years is heart-rending.


Since the day the war commenced, something unusual was happening within me. Far away on this planet, humanity was being stained. I had palpitations with tear-filled eyes as if we were losing some very dear ones. As I closed my eyes, everyday images of unknown people lying in a pool of blood, naked women being chased, and open graves flashed in my mind. They were strangers to me, but when I pondered, I researched that they were the ones who had been killed mercilessly in the Ukraine-Russia war. They resembled the ones who had left this world in an unjust manner. Maybe they wanted me to write their untold story. Thus, I began to jot down the grim realities, but my pen never stopped. I had planned to write a small poem about the Ukraine war, but I still don’t know what force was compelling me to write. Maybe the spirits of the ones who left in the darkness of night in an unprecedented manner. I was finally writing untold stories of war and its people.


Someone had to pen down their tragic stories. The sudden attacks, migration, and excruciating pain experienced before death should not go unnoticed.


Women and war go together as they face demolition as well as subjugation. They are raped, paraded naked, slaughtered and trafficked. These faultless souls are derived from their chance to live in this world. They play varied roles, including daughter, sister, wife, mother, and even a concubine. We should not toss and throw women like objects. Treat them like a Goddess, as a nation can never prosper where they suffer.


THE FLIGHT OF GOLD STAIRS is an epic, a war love story of Rebecca and Tiger. War puts an end to relationships as people lose their dear ones. They either die or are left impotent in this dreary world, with their remaining life to be passed with distressing memories of the lost kingdom.


The chapter of admiration and adoration goes missing, and hatred prospers. As the protagonist dies in the war, he realises he has reached an unknown land. He can attain his goal of a peaceful Ukraine and world only if he successfully crosses the seven steps. Then, finally, he embarks on the world of the Gods. The title, The Flight of Gold Stairs, itself is symbolic. It is a symbol of peace, blissfulness, piousness and generosity. The Universe needs the living God. He will descend the gold stairs and take his place. We need to commence the search before it’s too late.


One fine day, a deity descended from heaven, seeking a distressed woman who was forgotten by the world. He found her in the sacred room, her spirit heavy yet brimming with potential. He sowed the seed in the angelic womb of a woman of substance. It germinated and was fed with minimal food. At the stroke of midnight, the thunder rumbled and the sky wept torrents as if the Universe itself wept for her. In that moment, the earth trembled, and her womb gave birth not to a cry but to a serene, knowing smile.


A child is born of divine purpose, untouched by sorrow, yet destined to heal the broken world. He seems to have been born in a faraway land, preferably in the land of war. I now refer to it as the land of peace, Ukraine, and the holy child is scrutinising the amount of barbarousness progressing in humans. One day, he will rise and touch the sky beyond limits. We need to begin our search for this infant God.
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KHARKIV: THE DAWN BEFORE THE STORM 
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Oh! I am being reduced to a skeleton


Darkness overrules the universe, I’m sunk


My breath has flown to distant lands


Where are you, my sincere friends?


Now, no pain, no pulse, no more I will dress


In silence and soil, I find my rest


Worms dine on my body, feeding themselves


Turning flesh into soil for roots and their shelves


The skin has grown pale, and the limbs will never turn old


In Earth’s quiet cradle, my story is coldly told


The soil becomes fertile with a heart that will never bleed


The marigolds will bloom on my grave from a new seed


War brought an end to me


Now I rest beneath a willow tree


The war has left everyone bereft


Loitering, insanely searching for loved ones


Are they still alive after the war ends?


Please don’t leave my grave barren


On it, plant the marigolds therein


Let them bloom, glisten, and then wilt


On the pious sand filled with gore


Its fragrance will purify every season


I had travelled to far-off lands for no reason


My homeland, Ukraine, will prosper again


I faintly admire my nation from a distant land


It looks more like a wasteland filled with woe


I, too, had a stagnant place in this world, though


My memories are still as fresh as snow


Kharkiv, where still gentle zephyrs blow


My birthplace, where I met death


I breathed my first and last breath


The city of fountains and sculptures


My land glistened with dewy sunlit morns


Where people prosper in this happy land


Where women flaunt their beauty around


Where writers, poets have grown in abundance


Where the industries develop with brilliance


Where golden wheat kisses the sunlight


Where cows graze in meadows bright


The crescent moon hanging on starry nights


Snow-covered lands were sparkling white


There was a cloudburst that night with thunder


My mother, Natasha, was my first love forever


Gave a shrill cry as she gained insight


Her womb tore open with a baby boy bright


She held me, soaked in blood, in her arms soon


To her surprise, I was getting tuned


She adored the way I blinked my eyes


She never wanted me to be out of sight


The lap of my mother was so warm


I soon became her lucky charm


From the corner of my mouth as I spread my lips


A whisper sailed forth on the evening’s eclipse


I often gave a naughty smile to her


She would laugh and blush, giving a gentle stir


My lips quivered to her surprise each day


She stole my breath in the softest way


I started recognising her from her lips and eyes


She had dark pink lips with deep sea blue eyes


When in her arms, I gazed at the sky above


I matched it then with a sincere purpose


Confirmed the similarity in the colour of her eyes


The country faced tremors off and on, to my surprise


Factories were being introduced


With females carving their niche beyond


Being the suppressed ones for decades


Their sole purpose was to set standards


The factory work proved strenuous for her by evening


Pennies she collected to provide a dignified living


Every morning, she whispered “JESUS” in my ear softly


Then cuddled and took me for a bath gently


Her soft hands rubbed my infant body with a charm


She wrapped me in a thick towel to keep me warm


Dressed me up brightly, neatly, for I did not fuss


Almost squeezed me tight, then planted a gentle kiss on lips


Hurriedly handed me to my nanny as she tightly gripped


With careful steps, she looked back, at times, she almost slipped


Her heavy eyes depicted her departure, solitude as she walked


I howled as she slowly vanished in the fog


Dad Bodashka was a simple man with no guns


I loved the way their names rhymed as puns


Their difference of opinion at certain points


Brought on their faces a naughty smile at times


Natasha with Bodashka, a sacred pair to greet


Toiled day and night to make both ends meet


A life with a meagre income but fun-filled


When I took my first steps, I often tumbled


My feet on the ground....my first step


The cold, shivering steps left me stressed


From the socks, the coldness crept in


It had magically touched my skin


I wondered...looked up ......noticed her pointed chin


How will she begin?


She placed her finger in my palm


I covered her one with my five, trying to look calm


I didn’t want the finger to go back


Again, to her same old hand intact


Step by step, I gained confidence


She taught me to walk upright even in her absence


In this vast world, where times often prove to be in vain


You have to bear the seclusion as well as the pain


Oh! I have faint reminiscences of my very first look


My appearance on the first day of my school


I thought I looked more like a clown sitting on a bonnet


Pink shirt, blue trousers, coat with pockets


With the detangling comb thrust in my hair


I screamed when she combed my hair


She prepared me mentally for the surprise


For she said the school will make me rise,


“Mommy, will you sit with me in school?”


I cried the hell out when left alone


My mother named me Tiger in school


She wanted a ferocious son, not cool


She taught me the first lessons of my class


She drove me to frame my first letters


From her silver spectacles, she read me deep


From first to last, the Cyrillic alphabet is neat


Line by line, my chapters were thrust


How much she valued literacy, I was caught


She was the epitome of sublimity


Candles were burnt to enlighten my future to face the extremity


I galloped to school with friends gaily


Never did I differentiate between pretty and ugly


Mom made me think above all humanity


That we are all children of God, we believe in Christianity


The bread baked on Sundays was special


Roasted potatoes with Chicken salad


The aroma reached my nostrils early in the morning


I think I dreamt of the platter I was starving


With cheese, butter, and sausages


The table was always ready for three


Silently she spoke messages of love with glee


Her body language was extraordinary


Dad knew her well indeed; she was not ordinary


He knew when, in anger, she did swell


He was aware of her moods, so he never did compel


Their adoration had some suffocation


For me, she had the utmost fascination


At my birth, the country of Ukraine was newly formed


It had been ruined several times, then reformed


She named me Tiger, which had stripes


I was the daring yellow and white,


“Let the valour be equivalent to the name


To be favourable to the nation to gain fame,”


My family in Kharkiv was settled for a long time


A warm house with a sprawling lawn was prime


Where my mother dispersed seeds of Marigolds all along


Hassle-free, as they grew year-round in varied hues, strong


Golden, sunny yellow, as well as orange


The garden breathed with optimism


Broken flowers got a kind of alienation


We learnt that marigolds were full of devotion


I heard bedtime stories of struggle and forlornness


There had been horrendous attacks off and on for success


Patriotism is in every human’s blood in my nation


They never want to lose their land or want migration


The enthusiastic, fighting spirit of men


Kharkiv will be far away from the mayhem


It has been successfully transferred to the coming generations


They did not want to lose their land in Ukraine


I was sprouting from the seed that had been sown


The pleasure was in being more grounded and known


My favourite attire with tiny steps in boots, which at times made me lurch


The special Sunday prayers in the ancient Church


The Annunciation Cathedral with a bell tower in Kharkiv


A symbol of hope for the civilians who believed in


My country breathed with the blessings of God


Where rulers have been equally strong


We have conquered and built Ukraine


There have been repeated losses and gains


It bears shelter for every human residing


There is enough food grain for every human abiding


Though the Holodomor had killed thousands


Several became disabled and stranded


There is work, small or big, for the multitude


For every human in the nation at large, there is gratitude


There were rumours about a new religion prospering


They were the first steps of Buddhism rising


Sermons, lectures were delivered in Ukraine


The first followers took refuge in the three jewels to gain


Buddha,the teaching(Dharma) and community(Sangha)


The First Buddhist community in the year 1991


The village of Ol’hynka, Valnovkha Raion, Donetsk Oblast, enlightened


The second in 1993, Lunh-zhonh-pa “The Warden of Commandments”


A new road leads to monasteries


The Drikyung Kagyu centre in Kyiv


Enabling communities to follow peace


For calmness to be established in this land of war


The monks’ preachings will lead to a new sun rising afar


Now, for them in stillness deep, the heart does find


A peace that flows, serene, refined


Compassion’s light, a steady flame


Guides to heal, not seek fame


No greed, no hate, no fear to sow


Just love and kindness go with the flow


The Buddha’s teachings will gently find space


In the hearts of men who live without grace


The pink lotus bloomed in the land of Ukraine


The symbol of purity and enlightenment


As a child, I admired their silence


In war and peace, they are the ones who create a balance


Games brightened, then ignited my mind


They enlightened me from the start, as it was one of a kind


Maybe I began kicking in my mother’s womb


The first birthday gift when four, I recall in the room


It was a medium-sized red football I took


I hit it so high that the window glass broke


I tried to carry on, hitting different strokes to please her


I often thought when I grew up as a teenager


How did my mother know I loved football?


The National sport of my land, Ukraine, is called


It automatically flowed in my blood and veins


I realised that to prove myself, I need to take pains


The gift became a thing of fondness, aplomb


It was the passion that would go lifelong


My games teacher, Mr Sapylo, found in me


A love that would flow like the river Dnieper with me


The practice sessions in school commenced


He wanted me to be precise with my plans


My subjects suffered because I didn’t make lesson plans


At night, I often dreamt of the game of football


My legs flung in the air to strike a goal


My mother giggled, almost caught my straight leg


She stood near my wooden bed


With my kick, she almost fell, left to crawl


I woke up late as I turned a deaf ear to my mother’s calls


The sunny morn, full of power and energy, did impart


I rushed to the school to have a fresh start


At times, my mentor sat on the bench to wait


I knew there were no excuses; I had to be straight


Every twist and turn I took gallantly


I kicked hard; I kicked softly


My football started hitting the goal


My boss comprehended that I was a pure soul


The slight moustache with a beard on the jaw


I gained puberty, but I was still raw


In my new class that morning, I came across


A façade engulfed my mind with miscellaneous thoughts


I turned back slightly to see the trendy stuff


She sat amongst boys who could do nothing but bluff


She settled behind me in the classroom


To spread the sweetness of the love perfume


A prepossessing girl with cuteness overloaded


With my open books on the desk, I simply daydreamed


I didn’t mind taking the first step towards romanticism


 Though the world around is drowned in militarism


Reading Taras Shevchenko, who did roar


A call for justice for my land evermore


His words still burn in every line


Like sacred roots of oak and pine


Nikolai Gogol, in cloak and whisper, ink-stained soul


He danced through tales both grim and droll


Ivan Vahylevych, a voice of the hills


Beneath the Carpethians’ forested dome were the shrills


With pen in hand and heart in flame


He sang for the land the natives feared to name


The blooming of the Kharkiv Romantic school


Poets who established it as the land of Jewels


Through folk and faith, through myth and air


They built a dream with quiet care


They have chosen words to mend broken dreams


They sang of joy, of pain, of mountains and streams


Izmail Sreznevsky, the central figure, proved to be keen


He saw the truth in what had been


With ink-stained hands and scholar’s grace


He mapped the roots of the Slavic place


Levko Borovykovsky grew up in Kharkiv’s shade


He did not let folk tales fade


A bard of sorrow, love, and fate


He shaped the stories of maids and men to date


Amvrosii Metlynsky mourned through his writings the Cossack past


Appeared like a voice of bells through twilight’s cast


Mykola Kostomorov revived the soul of a layman


He grew the thoughts and deeds of a clan


Mykhailo Petrenko adored the stars above the earth below


His ideas would drift where only dreams could go


How emotionally he blended his words got caught,


“I looked at the sky and thought a thought...”


A child of steppe, of thought and flame


He gave Ukraine a lyrical claim


The Rutherian Triad ‘Markiian Shashkevych,


Yakiv Holovatsky and Ivan Kotliarevsky’


Three voices stirred the nation’s blood


In Lviv, where culture and folklore stood


Together, they used their words and lines


To give the soul a verse to define


The birth of ‘Rusalka Dnistrova’, they gave


Literature was brought to the nearest conclave


Ukraine’s great pen, it cuts through the dark


On the layman, leaving an everlasting mark


With every tale of ache and valour


Ukrainian voice’s roar


In the fields of Cossack pride,


History and culture collide


From prose to poetry, it covers every age


Ukrainian hearts have filled the page


Laid the foundation stone of Nationalism


It set the tunes of patriotism


My love for literature made me delve deep down


In traditions, fables and cultures of forgotten towns


I started daydreaming at her mere look


She was the queen of my drama in the book


She will be a replica of the goddess Morana once she blooms


I thought she was the daughter of the moon


Blonde hair, green eyes, nose and pink lips


As sweet as honey that slowly drips


I wanted to plant on her delicate lips my first kiss


I wanted to be the first to taste her sweet, like honey lips


She still blushed, I found she was fifteen


Mother told me I was about to be sixteen


The infatuation kept bubbling within me


Maybe our relationship leads to a fruitful destiny


There was no guarantee it was just a beginning


For love never has a happy ending


Soon, I wanted to delve deep down into her


I learned her name was Rebecca


From the corner of my eyes every single day


I looked with longing and desire, which made me stay


I wanted her by hook or by crook at any cost


I wanted to be true and never lose the trust


I managed to share the bench, paying no heed to criticism


A love story with no roots and plagiarism


As I shared chocolates and muffins


From my mother’s garden, marigolds I gifted her often


She safely kept them between the pages


We will grow up with confidence if we are devoted


They will dry and lose their fragrance in the notebook


With that book, she will live with the truth


But someday, when you turn the pages


Even if I am not present in your life at stages


You will touch them softly with your fingers


The bright yellow to blackish brown flat flowers


Then pick them gently with sophistication


To place them on your palm with dedication


You will then remember the boy who met you once


Who experienced a spiritual trance


Love was connected through the heart,


I admired her looks from the start


We live with the fear of losing the light of our lives


I developed a peculiar habit when I was still experiencing school life


I wanted to look at her flirtatiously every single day


She made my mornings come what may


She made my afternoons too


From all directions, the cool winds blew


I walked with her after school down the lane steep


She remained low as if in grief


I kept enquiring often about her whereabouts, as I never knew


She was an introvert with questions few


I needed an answer for my interrogations


My mind boggled, for I didn’t want to hinder my reputation


I blocked my mind, then took a stand


Mother would never let me hold a stranger’s hand


I was her only son in this land of Kharkiv


She called me her beloved


Her grandparents lived with her in the cottage


With a heavy heart, she told me, “My parents are dead”


The love chord had struck between Rebecca and me


Her sorrow, like the Black Sea, would blend with me


I admired the loquacious maidens with sumptuous body parts


But her blank expressions never gave a start


Her killing smile made several heads turn


This obviously made my heart burn


I envied the handsome ones, surprisingly


I developed an admiration for silent girls gaily


I lay down next to my mother that night


I asked questions, but out of fright


My love had to be disclosed to her


Like a pillar, she would stand never to stir


It was blossoming, coming straight from heaven above


The conversation could not commence straight from love


How to discuss girls at sixteen?


I had to wait till I was eighteen


Mother often said I was too young to fall in love


She wanted me to prove


Rebecca, Rebecca, Rebecca


Let me always be close to her


She occupied my mind, body, and soul


I wanted to be completely lost in the dreamy world


Never to be hard as a rock but soft as cotton


My mother came and shook me often


Someone else, too, may occupy my cerebrum


She had completely forgotten because she was my mum


The country, Ukraine, was often the topic of discussion


At times, we had sincere conversations


I had grown up with a little bit of fear


In the corner of my heart, it resided never to interfere,


My mind was now divided into two


With females in one, while in the other my nation anew,


“Mummy, I am filled with an overwhelming sense of patriotism


We live in a land of four seasons


I breathe in, I breathe out


My country, Ukraine, makes me proud


I heard our country came across drastic situations


You instilled in me deep affection for my nation,”


The country had been her birthplace


From the first day, she carved her own space


She had witnessed the vicissitudes off and on


Had heard incidents of the pain of a multitude gone


She often shared tales of agony


Of shattered dreams in war-torn Ukraine,


“This alluring country where we reside, compared to Russia, is tiny


It has been a place of interest for leaders many


There have been attacks earlier, too, by neighbouring enemies


They have not yet ceased to target the beauties


But now we are bold enough to handle the flow


We stand together to give a blow,”


The sun peeped from the clouds that blessed day


It was my eighteenth birthday


The gentleness seemed to be wavering away


I turned a bit loud when I did pray


My hoarse voice with a fully grown body


My height and physique were like nobody


She was always sitting on her favourite armchair


As if war was a whisper that vanished into thin air


From evening practices, I returned exhausted


I threw my head on her lap and then reported


The game of football was making me stable


The funky sweat didn’t make her uncomfortable


She ran her gentle fingers through my dense hair


She had come to know about my affair


She was meticulously judging me for days


She noticed behavioural changes


Mother always knows us nine months more


She has fed us with all she had in store


Mother fathomed me deep down


She knew I would choose the most charming girl in town


The question had to arise out of surprise,


“Is there any special girl in your life?”


I smiled and kissed her hand twice


It was not a contest to be played with dice


My heart pumped with blood boiling in


My eyeballs rotated, then landed on my mother’s ring


I blushed with my cheeks, lotus pink, as well as eyelashes flickering


I killed time trying to tell tales of the town


Her eyes grew tired, she gave a stern look, then a frown,


“You need not beat about the bush


You need to finally relate the truth”


O, Mother! O, Mother!


None can define a mother


In this life, we may not get another


Who is a mother?


I did discover


A child’s first love


It’s pure as the skies above


Mother feeds you from the womb


Mother saves you from the doom


Mother is the epitome of power


Mother has endless blessings to shower


Mother is undefinable


Mother is adjustable


Mother is like a warm blanket


Mother carries her love in the basket


Mother has given me liberty


Mother is a symbol of purity


Mother is connected with the cord of wisdom


Mother can look through a prism


Mother is the heart of the family


Mother is a secret carrier of unity


Mother is the source of sublimity


I tried to act boldly one fine morning


To share my actions with my mother, my darling,


“I often thought of sharing with you


For my thoughts seem to be scattered, though


Umpteen times, I came up to talk over this issue


I could not gather the courage to open up to you


Mother dear, there is a secret I would reveal


For apart from you, my heart, did someone steal


I know you have been clandestinely watching me for days


Please, Mom, for a false look I can never portray


Mama....sweet mama...


You have rescued me from storms


My mama...give me your ear


Do you know whom I fear?


At times, it’s you


You will always be my first love, it’s true


You might have noticed Mama


My extraordinary development is not a drama


I have recently matured in certain prospects


My emotions have taken a new turn, I suspect


What is love, Mama?”


“Tiger, you still need to adhere


To desires that make you mature


Love is the whisper of the wind at dawn


A tender touch, a fleeting song


Love is the dream that wakes your soul


The missing piece that makes you whole


It’s a bond that stretches far and wide


It’s a force that will never subside


Love is the pulse, the breath, the light


It soothes the soul, making it forever bright,”


Her experience of life is more than mine


She’s aged with grace, a rare design,


“This is the true definition of love, Mama


I was always in a dilemma


Love has soothed my body, calm and true


And wrapped my soul with something new


Just like the gentle zephyr did blow


It hit my heart like a doldrum with a harsh blow


My body language has altered unbelievably


In school, I met her a few years back


She often leads me on the right track


She is the one and only Rebecca Mom


I have fallen for this green-eyed girl, Mom


You will definitely approve of her


I know on seeing her, your mood may stir,”


She closed her eyes and then pondered for a while


She then answered with a broad smile,


“For days, I was watching your shift of image


I could easily make out by looking at your body language


I feel elated, Tiger, for you are genuine


You still need to know the art of judging people


It is believed love happened once in our times


Like sacred bells in distant shrines


There may be variations with the coming generations


But none will lose love’s fascinations


A sincere woman holds a man’s future


There is a significant evaluation of love for sure


It is a passionate feeling no one can share


If your heart beats fast at the thought of her


If you have sleepless nights with daydreams


You are deeply in love, which means


If so, in future, you need to be blessed


I pray to God to grant you whatever you wished


For your darling friend, you carve a niche


She can join you in marriage


Your choice may never be perfect


All I could do was to protect


Let loyalty run in your blood, my son


You need to spread rays of hope like the rising sun


Many may come and secretly leave the show


Hold the hand of the one who goes with the flow


Go for one, not for plenty


Remember, you are still not twenty,”


I myself never knew what affection was


I knew some unseen force was building this connection without pause


She taught me the meaning of devotedness


She taught that no one can beat togetherness


I am committed to her forever now


In my wildest dreams, I can never imagine betraying her anyhow


We are still on the verge of comprehending


We were never false, never pretending


Everyone is born with a reason on earth


There were forever three reasons for me to exist


I had to live for my parents dutifully


I had to live on for Rebecca graciously


I had to breathe for my country, Ukraine


For it, I was ready to bear the pain


Do something worthwhile for stability


I was a layman with dreams plenty


From school to college, my football followed me


I discussed it with my mother, and she had faith in me


A world-class team representing my country


I wanted to come out as a winner or join the infantry


Rebecca, Rebecca, Rebecca


How can I forget her?


She was my Princess Olga


I inhaled her fragrance when I was close to her


That day, I wanted to hold her tight


Engulf her in my arms evening to morning bright


In our hearts, there was little fright


It was dusk, with birds back to nest from flight


Behind the mountains, the warm sun was setting


The dusk settled with evening cow bells ringing


She glanced at me from the casements, new


She blushed as the white lace curtains she drew


Her heart throbbed as our eyes met


A silent vow the soul had let


The wooden antique door opened with a creak


Behind it lay a love so deep


She stood in the middle, looking enlightened


In a white skirt, a shirt with floral motifs, she brightened


She walked as if her feet were placed on the clouds


I slowly embraced her near an old fountain overlooking the crowd


It was built just outside her small cottage entrance


Where fruit-laden trees overtopped the fence


The fountain sprinkled water droplets on her


Her soft body shivered at the touch of water


The first touch, a spark, a shy embrace


Fingers trembled, hearts began to race


In her eyes was a world so new


A love that’s born, so pure, so true


Words stumbled, yet silence spoke


A connection was found in the quiet peak


She was more eager than me


For this first sensual touch, she believed in me


Casually, she put her arms around my neck


A silent promise, no need to check


Fingers crossed with each other tight


It seemed as if her heartbeat now went right


Our eyes met, and the world went on fire


Then hot pink lips fine out of desire


The soft, satiny kissing lips against mine


Her wet tongue parted my lips in line


Then crossed the threshold and touched mine


A spark ignited, pure and divine


Each breath is a whisper, soft and sweet


A romantic feeling blossoming, tender and neat


My ears stiffened as I heard her breathing heavily


It was my first passionate kiss, given hungrily


I kissed her all over the face, ears and lips again


I grew uncontrollable in her presence; she had no complaint


I fumbled my face in her silky hair


Our fondness was taking pace as we were a future pair


Just the two of us in the starry evening


The world seems to have faded, with people dreaming


Romance for the first time, so deep, so rare


A memory woven in the midnight air


She freed herself to enter her home


For half an hour, I could not take a turn


I lay on the green grass watching the stars


The water droplets touched my recent scars


I realised why God created this special bond


He made us swim carefree like fish in a pond


He painted stars in our eyes that glazed


The face of the moon did bring grace


In every kiss, in every sigh


His hand was there, as hearts would fly


I was still in a trance


Waiting for another chance


Our sensuous touches bloomed her


She blossomed like a larkspur


She followed me forever from that sacred day


She knew their love would find a way


For my love for football was alike


Pious, authentic with no compromise


She attentively watched my practice sessions


As a spectator, brimming with friends


They knew our love was matchless


At times, it was quite natural when she grew envious


I gave my entire self to the game


Mother wondered if it would bestow money or fame


The rush of speed, the beating soul


The flare of passion, the heated goal


I still had miles to go before I displayed


Somehow rose from school to the college team as I played


For selection at the state level was a dream


I was growing in this stream


The vicissitudes filled me with optimism


Now I needed hryvnia to get admission


The Kharkiv Football Club stole my attention


It will become my passion and profession


The immense complex with exceptional trainers


I ultimately got permission to reside with the players


We walked hand in hand on the banks of the Udy river


She rested her head on my shoulders


Rebecca, Rebecca, Rebecca


Now I will have little time for her


We lay down on the cool green grass, soft and tough


Then twisted and turned and had a good laugh


With twigs and thorns pricking from the clothes


She cuddled up to be closer; she knew no one would oppose


She kept her smooth thigh on mine


I wanted to cease time


We spoke nothing but our hearts did entwine


I could feel the warmth of her body against mine


Mine was tough as a rock sublime


Crossing heights of intimacy was not a crime


She placed her ear on my heart to hear


The thumping of the heart for sure


She slid her soft hand inside my shirt


Her fingertips began to flirt


Fumbled the bushy hair on my chest


I wanted her to search for my heartbeat in this cosy nest


My affectionate heart lay still as the sea


This bondage would never let her be free


She would open the gates of my nucleus


Catch hold of the flow of the fondness


For me, she was and always would be my first and last love


I embraced her tightly, making her unable to move


In my arms, I inhaled her perfume, Good Girl


The aroma of coffee, almond, jasmine and sweet vanilla


She moaned, “Ummm...My...Tiger..,”


With her lips on my bushy chest, she was fire


On my neck, she gave me a love bite,


“Oh! My darling,” I moaned


I wanted to reciprocate soon


Her full, juicy lips always attracted me


I never wanted to hurt her attractive body


So, I pressed my lips to hers gently


I slowly moved on top of her


My hefty muscles made her breathless


She struggled hard to free herself


But I knew she was excited at my touch


She surrendered herself completely without fuss


I thought all this was too early, so no need to mess


We were thoroughly entangled head to toe


Everything happened gently with the flow


That night, the stars, moon, and planets spoke for themselves


We were engrossed in the moonlit night, searching our inner selves


The off-white, serene moon gave tranquillity


It will apprise you someday of our true love story


She didn’t want to part with me that night


She straightened her dress and then ran back out of fright


Sincere practices in football would brighten my fate


One fine day, I got selected for my state


Time and I were flying in the air


I bicycled home at a pace like never before


Mother was the first one with whom I wanted to share my determination


She was the one who wrote my success story with affection


Destiny had innumerable secrets in store


They are never blessed who prefer to ignore


Life opens new gates for every single soul who toils


Humans are blessed with fruitful results who stick to their soil


The greatest part is to build trust


It was an evening with birds twittering at the nest


The silence of dusk has never been before


Painted skies with hues we adore


A rivulet flowed on the roadside with me


Till I reached home, its waters followed me


Its calmness was hitting my mind a bit on that merry day


I had an intuition of some mishappening or foul play


I paddled the bicycle in a hurried manner


This had to be a special day for my mother


I saw the doctor opening the main door


Mother and I followed him to the first floor


Dad was on the bed with his face towards the window


He breathed heavily with a twisted face and brow


His hands limped, and his voice became rough


He stuttered as he knew his everyday life would become tough


Mother was tense like never before


Her tears came flowing down as if they were stored


I found her handkerchief soaked with tears


She took my hand in her hands,


“Tiger, my son...look at him


Just three of us in circumstances grim


My every single breath flows with your TaTo(dad),


To live a carefree life has been my only motto


In his arms, I found my treasure


His fondness I could never measure


Through every obnoxious path we crossed


I never felt alone or lost


With every laugh, with every tear that dropped


He made me walk steadfast; I never paused


He held my hands when shadows did fall


His voice was always a shelter through it all


My sorrows and joys are placed in his heart, too


The beginning and the ending of my life are stuck like glue


He was the calm in my storms


The steady truth that love transforms


Not just in vows or rings we wear


His love in silence he does declare


With the coffee cups and shared wishes of goodnight


His presence made my day set right


This life of mine I dedicate to him,


I am incomplete without him,”


I pondered on such self-affirmations


There might have been frictions,


“Was their love so intimate, I doubt?”


“Was it hidden like the moon behind the clouds ?”


Faint, milky white as misty as the dew drops


Their admiration was like the silent ripples


Differences arose but vanished into thin air


For ages, they had been having a secret affair


He suffered a severe paralytic stroke


His left side became motionless, and he almost broke


Mother judged it might have been a curse


Since that horrid day, she has transformed into a nurse


On the bed, suffering, stricken like a statue, eating in portions


The fatherly spirit now flowed like rivers into the oceans


Sudden scarcity of time for me arose


I couldn’t hide like a rabbit in the burrow


I noticed with dead punctuality


The hollowness was building gradually


We were the proud down-to-earth Ukrainians


Defying storms and breaking chains


I looked up with positive sensations


Why did football fill me with harsh vibrations?


I was yet to know the reason


My home sweet home was more like a prison


I moved in...


I moved within...


I moved out...


I moved without...


From Kharkiv to Kyiv, I shifted


My passion kept me lifted


The capital where I would now breathe


I would push myself to strive


Mother pushed me to fulfil my goals


To please her, I needed to manage my trolls


My objective was just to indulge in the sport
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