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The Real Sight to Behold:

The Poet Out of Right Field
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There are moments when the world stops pretending

that it understands itself.

Moments when the streets,

the clocks,

the old wooden doors,

and the restless clouds over the rooftops

pause like actors who forgot their lines.

And in that sudden silence—

there he is.

Not where they expected.

Not standing politely at the center stage

with rehearsed applause waiting in neat rows.

No.

The poet comes from right field.

From the strange angle of the heart

no mapmaker bothered to chart.

From the forgotten edge of the stadium

where the grass grows uneven

and the wind carries secrets

no one bought tickets to hear.

And the people turn slowly.

Because the real sight to behold

is never the parade they planned.

It is the quiet figure

walking across the open field of thought

with mud on his shoes

and lightning hidden behind his eyes.

He was not invited.

He was not scheduled.

But he arrived anyway.

And that is how poetry begins.

The crowd had gathered for something simple.

A game, perhaps.

Or a ceremony

with neat speeches

and familiar metaphors

that would fall softly on their ears

like predictable rain.

They came expecting comfort.

They came expecting rhythm that marched politely.

But the poet—

the poet was wandering somewhere else entirely.

Far beyond the neat fences of expectation.

Far beyond the tidy grammar

of what people say
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