
 

Inertia 
 

In midst twilights of shaded curtains the moonlight peered and I saw 
you come quietly, suddenly 
 
There you were, entwined in blankets spanning the infinite realm of 
serenity,  
 
So peacefully 
 
I gazed upon your ruffled skin and traced my touch;  
Between your lines I caressed away my sorrow 
 
Where will the extinguished flame of passions past burrow?  
What wickless candle will it kindle tomorrow? 
 
Let my gaze be there not only when the skies shine fulgently  
Allow me to take your hand until we forget moments so vividly 
 
Let us be blind, bind and narrow 
Let Inertia take its course and stream away into the furrows 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Race 

 
As our feet batter the ground for that one last breath at the 
finish line, we gasp in disarray 
 
Has the race ended? 
 
We have been running forever when we barely walked 
yesterday 
 
Was this route intended? 
  
Here we run upon invisible hills that block the horizon,  
And the sun has not settled 
We run among faded masks of rusty smiles,  
I have ran for miles 
My heart has yet trembled 
  
I gasp for that last breath across the line as I run beside you,  
Have your wounds been tended? 
We will run side-by-side; grab the world on our shoulders,  
We will smash it against unknown boulders,  
Has this world contended?  
  
Let us finish and climb the fear scrapers in our skyline 
That quivering dot seems to be the finish line 
Then lets us run and let time try to fulminate our wills 
Let us commence our race beyond the steepest hills  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 

                              (A)BLISS 
 

I have stared at this abyss for too long 
Heard the song you sang, on the roof before dawn 

On frozen trains I thawed my way 
Only for you my road will sway 

 
I have dismissed all those I follow 

In bliss I travel unbound and alone  
The rails will swerve tomorrow, 

When will I be gone? 
 

The abyss stares back unloving 
And still you will not shine this light 

What is life if not the fight? 
Oh Clarity, Will I find you tonight? 

Will you be the lift to be flight? 
 

The abyss commences to sneer 
But I will remain steadfast 

The abyss commences to fear 
The day I will find you at last 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



ODE TO JUSTICE 
 
As your steps faint shyly away into the horizon I reminisce of 
your song 
 
And as I smile at the tones of your resounding laughter 
For your I will forever long, from here to thereafter 
 
Dream away my little friend and touch the skies, 
Rise above the ground, 
There is much beyond here to be found 
 
I will keep you in my heart, a place there you have found 
The glint in your eyes lights the night, a comet heaven bound 
 
Till the end I will remember you, my Lilliputian friend, 
Your steps wane away like the sand midst the wake 
 
Forget me you will among your dandelion memories 
I will be but a whisper, a muted tone among melodies 
 
Fly away my friend and sing ballads to Justice, 
Their gaze has shone on you as a radiant solstice 
 
Fly away my friend, ode to Justice, ode and a cheer, 
 
Again I will see you, fly away and never fear 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



The Kingdom 

Is it possible to find someone in this time beautiful as you are? 
Where the voice of your rumor sounds, my claims resound, 
My drum will pound its rhythm thumping so unsound 

My eyes, idolatrous, draw your lines, lost in contemplation, 
Your words resonate their incantations, 
Your eyes their sole meditation 
 
Will I hold you till we part from dawn? 
To have you redrawn, re-spawn, as your beauty invades my 
rampart 
 

Your lines delicately superimposed, embossed to this bane 
existence 

Make of me more than another prisoner, more than fool, 
In this war, peace will not be soon 
In a fulminating flash you will be gone, 
 
A timid stare, a thought already flared, 
A desire illuminated in glares 
Gone, shun and done 

Why did you have to sit on my throne? 
Take me out of your kingdom and let my feelings be stoned 
Roads I will travel, while casted away on a clouded drown 
Searching for you, never to be found 
A mere vagabond wandering upon intertwined roads, 
Upon tattered drapes that lead to mosaic pictures of your 
laughter 

Each corner of this second reminds me of you, 
 

Where will I go after? 


