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Dear Readers

I am putting forth my collection of poems “The
Quintessence”. These are my feelings which |
have come across at different times in my small
journey from childhood to an adult growing
through several phases of life. In the past | have
written a story book in Hindi titled “Abhivyakti”
which was applauded and received well by the
readers.

I am sure this collection of my feelings as my
poetries “The Quintessence” will definitely
churn your feelings and emotions by making you
sometimes sad and sometimes laugh.

Anshika Upadhyay
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Che @l Qbchool

Choving slowly through the old corridors

Rt the old embrittled wills of my school
& heard a constant hubbub of children
Rlaying and running around
Rerhaps they were the hape
O this decaying edifice

As & moved on, & sow erery cdlassroom
Each was emply, SBut no..
A poung one of about siz
W silting alone

Iy gurze fixed at the garden oulside
ICiis mind probably set in a different world
& was overcome by a deep desire
‘Co ask him why he wishes to be alone
Wy has his mates deserted him
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Wy doesn t he play among the twigs and
Mowers?
‘Chat he is secretly admiring

& thought it belter to watch him from far
As he picked up a pencil and started 1o write
On a picce of paper

OICe was wriling or may be soribbling
I expressions turning from firious lo cilm
‘Co quiat still, or rather; sorrow
‘Chen he rose, and with an offort, starled to
wlk
OICe limped as he made his way through the

door
& hid myself and then, when he was out of
stigh,

& went inside and read the manuscrpt
‘Chere, amid the incorréctly written words
And a horrible penmeanship
Say lis grief
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‘Che grigf of being deserted
‘Che grigf of being rgected

Al this was reflected in one question
& know that life is meant for the fittest
C8ut can't & have a chance 1o live my
own?

O was ill-framed, but how powerfull
& was louched by his innocent pelition and
Wondered..

W was he been leff unanswered?
Wy, in the midst of care, has Js silent grief
been unnoled?

And then & wondered
W it the age of 1, or such logpholes
Chat had embritlled the edifice..



2
Che Rark

S the midst of the colossal gianls
‘Chat surround this borough
‘Chere is a small blotch of groens
A small paradigm of nature s fave
‘Che only one in the core of this city
O i called  park

& sat there, walching
‘Che sky, or a patch of it
Nt coverad by the giants
Nt freckled by the artificial flies
‘Che trees, old and dying
&/t uncared for



Chen, & flezed my guse on the boulevard
‘Che sun had just risen, the dawn had just
melamorphosed
Dl a bright new morning
And just as it did the rabble grew
A legion of old and young
&dfl their sheliers and were out
‘Co take over from where they had lofi
‘Co start afresh, their interminable sproe

& watched them run, & watched them walk
CWatched them laughing and talk
Chey were loyal 1o their masters
‘Co the holders of this civilization
CStor they had not the slightest hint
& discontent on their faces
ven in the face of conslernation
‘Chey carried on

Ol a sort of uncanny obliviousness



Nt that & was any different
& belonged to their oreed
& took watke in the wake of dawn
Qblept in the denouement of the dusk
& Lo laughed and talked

But had aways had a dubiely within
A suspicion, an indecision
As 1o who is my companion
Among all these compatriots
Who is my confederate?
Or do & really have one.
And so & come here
‘Co be lofi alone for & while
‘Co unravel the mysteries hidden
eep within me

S an enclosure, just like s park
CWlith these unchaperoned trees
&ike my unheeded thoughts
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Che Gonclusion

Chlankind has abways a doubl,
CWhat 1s this world all about?
S this i circus of Jugglers and clowns
Are we here onlp 1o frown?

Competition is the only word o be heard,
Nt a little time 1o see even a bird]
CAloney and money just to aarn,
Are we all here onlp to flounce?

CWo is incredible or what is a dunce?
(W all look like the Looney tunes,
on t beliere in anything looking straight
Lbpside down is this world s trait



Ater so much of thinking and investigation,
CWe findlly come to a conclusion,
CWlith uncountable ups and downs,
CWorld is just a roundabout



¥
CMoods of the year

Oh dear! Sts Sune, the peatk of this
SUMMICT,

Gum t go out Lo watch the mummer,
Cuamn  step out on the burning bowels of the
carth,

And can't stand under the fire some Odun

without « cover.

&al 5 stay inside the cool enviromment of our
house
Qs much beller than to stay out
Nzt thing lo do is switch on the Air
conditioner,
And sit néar the window to watch out the soff
Q%7



O dear! Sts August, S raining so
heavily.
Al & started doing is writing poems
empirically.
(Wearing raincoats or holding umbrellas
can'l

CWholly save you from gelting wet

‘Che best way 1o be protected is to sit at home
quitclly.

O dear! s ecember the season  Jor
snowyall

Gunt g0 oul and have ice-creams ﬁr all
Gunt step out lo louch the extreme cold thick

ice layer.

st st néar the window and out stare.
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ostinatly! Sts Mardh, the season of spring
NG hot NG rain nor having frosen pol of
ik
Now the Qbun will gire required heat
And pleasant broeaes will blow through the

Streels.

& would like to wish for this beautiful season
& spring, flowers, scent and nectar ...
CMay be with us
‘Chroughout the pear.
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©h CMirror

©h mirror!
Cell me what & amll
Y-ou say & am a human?
An embodiment of all the intelligence
And thinking possible?
But pou lie..

SSecause & feel.

Kike a weightless grain of sand
SBlowing aweay with the wind
Nt knowing anpthing
S8ut just flying
S a more confident wap..
SSdligving nothing
Sut my destiny.
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6
Che Mather Naurell

CWlth golden hair and sifvery face,
CWith eves colored blug
And pure like a drop of dew.
CWho could be so beautiful?

CWlth so much of charm,
Who could be so gentle?
Guusing no harm

& hold down my pen and latke a deep sigh

&ook down to the ground
And then raise my head high
‘Che one with all such features

& could only be XNeture
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Chen & lpok out of my window,
with little bit in doze,
And & wonder looking at the

‘Cwinkling stars
‘Chat enlighten my heart
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7
Che (Reverberation

Were are the smiles??
W here are the smilese?

‘Chep have all faded
And went aoway miles...

‘Chis little shattered body
&k withered and dead
Che soul has flicd
‘Co unknown land.

‘Che hopes and affection
‘Che ties and bonding
Che earthly relations
O“fal/ﬂ'ﬂg SUIIVE...
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Q&sill the sun rises
And moon glitters light
Che stars still trinkle
CBut the sky looks chide...

S anguish and despeir
‘Che life has lost its flair
Ok bring it back its moments
SSBgfore it loase iits poise...

CWll someone hold the finger?

Or someone reach the soul
QW all the lovely gestures
Allow to reach the goal..

O this is so called clernity
& this is so divine
Chen why the souls unhappy
And why they ery and whine???
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Che Reminiscence

& stood and looked

At the farfar lands
Coulidn t sée anpthing!
CBut, the barren plains,

ICHs were nude
No greenery dal all]
Where gone the bushes?
W hich grow so tall

‘Che berries in the jungle,
And sparrows have gone!!
Only vultures, and pigeons

And bats live long
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Where rivers are flowing?
And springs are falling?
CNo peavocks arving,
©r giving a calling..

& want lo go..
OSBack in time

‘Co enjoy the sunsel,
And sunshine

Ohl SBring me back.
Chase dusty roads
& will be happy,
W earing my dlumsp dlothes,

Were one can imbibe,
‘Che tranguil breeze
Away from the bustling,
Crowded streets
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9
Che Gombat

One chilling nigh,
Qe sat 5o quict
No 1ugs on her bick,
Only sari lo drape.

Q7 was just this fire
W hich gave her desire,
‘Co beat the cold

And save her one year old

Q&% gathered some twigs,
CWhich gave her dream wings,
Qe hold her baby so tight
And was now determined to fight
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‘Che cold was fierce,
And night was scary,

‘Chere stood no hope,
And teeth went jiittery.

Qb/re tightened her tattered,
Q&ari with all her might

CGring her baty,
‘Che heat all night

‘Che night was incredible,

‘Che battle half won,
Che batby was alive
8ut she lg/t numb.
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Che Marionettes

Neither as king

Nor as a beggar
Che by was born

‘Co a homeless mother

Qe was hagpy

‘Co see his charm
Qb%e was obliged
And very calm

Qe Dlessed her child
And kissed his check
Qe kenew that everyone
CGets what he seck
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Q&fre spent her time
Around her babe
And made him play
CWith tops she made

‘Chen came the blessings
S disquise
A merchant got & view

Ef her sculptured tovs

I gave her gold
And precious stones
ICe bought her cart

And a brand new home

Qb%e refused the gold
And diamonds and jowels
SBut took the cart
And went ahead
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Che Roise

CWhen & came out
CSfrom my shell
& was featherless
&ooking like hell

& was fed with
‘Cwo more kins
‘Chep were beautiful
& looked grim

CWe then played
S small old nest
CWe were forbidden

CSfrom any quest
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& wus accountable
cstor all mischigls
& got punished

they were rélieved

1l made me stubborn
and a bit selfish
& care for no one

SBut my own wish

One fine mormning
& weighed my feathers
& gathered the hope
And all my courage

& look & long loap
And tried to fly
HNow & was up
CIClighh in the sky
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& am happy
cstor what & have done

& am m/ﬁﬁlml and brave
But not GrUESOME,
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Che Eitarnal W ar

Amidst the demor of rain, & stood
guging, through the héavy drops at her
Qb%e was sitting resting his head on her lap
CAapbe weeping, but calm

What & recall is bofuddlement
wishing (o go near, but wantling (o slay
wishing Lo console, lo halp, just by staping there
what was & thinking? & don t know

& suddenly Jell it was fire showering from the
skies
& startled at the fieriness of the drops, and
then it was gone!

And then & heard her cries, in my head

she was soundlessly creating stirs, asking Jor..
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& stared at her, at her stil figure in the rain
ICar Plurred outlines still cnchanting

Wy then did he look featureless, mere flesh
Wy wis she endlessly beholding the carcass

& felt the stir in my mind again
she was saving, something that fell @ hope
that carcass is of her hope, her dreams, her soul
she wants him lo 1ise

QS%e wants him 1o rise and imbibe her
as s soul
she wants him to awaken and embrace her
once and for all

O8ut how well she Frnows

he ll rise to be a soulless corpse
not Lo embrace but propel her
nol Lo imbibe but finish her
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CBut she wanls lo stay
in the shiadow of his vencer
in the silhouetle of is viciousness
she wanls lo dwell within his corpse

S only he awikens, she’s willing
lo set herself abliaze, o kill her spirit
because he's her only desire

her only hope...
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Che K pilogue

CAy mind is doubrfl my emotions are dead
my consclence Is quidl...
& don 1 know where & am & can t see
anylhing

CAy vision is obscured darkened by the
glare of luminasity
& think & imagine faces, faves of sorls
some cuphoria stricken, some with guise, some

quilelessly gleeful

& feel they stand tal] as & stand on «
lectern maybe
‘Chey are bigger than me, like colessal giants
& can t dare Lo look them in eves anpmore,
they might swellow me
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& fear, and & look away
C8ut 1o fear stays loo long, fear is cngulfed
by the black hole of mumbress
What do & feel now.. 2 Kittle frigid blob,
rolling down my facial skin

Can it be a tear? Odaems Smplausible
because
there are no pangs of conscience, nol anymore
Ay mind begins to respond, it &5, as though
recuperdating a fil

As & start to recall a similar setting
a selting where & am among these people
and euphoria stricken
a pouny fledgling
& stand there celebrating the man on the
podium
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CGetting transported by his monologue to &
dream world
Where & imeagine myself 1o be in Jis place
addressing everyone
dotng a sollloquy, mpressing an illusory
audience
by a concoction of homillies and make-beliere
INSPITING MEMOlLs
filled with complacency
Another frigid blob rolls down

Q7 is hard 1o Pelieve, it was the same me’
who had indefinile fancy

Jull of varied emotions, ingenutly, ambitions

& loo had fervor, @éal cagerness Lo live
‘Chen why now, am & « living corpse?

Wy am & doled out in freckles of energy

ACross my /z'vz’ng fﬁll’ﬁl CAVCasS?
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Wy dont & feel happy or sad or rugful
Wy dont & feel anpthing?
Rerthaps, now & m not young

/m{/'mﬂﬁmk

Ay pouthfulness [ell prey to countless wounds
wounds of aspirations, wounds of dismissal
rebuff, desertion, ill-founded groundless hopes
C8ut finally, to my own incredulity, S m
herel

Q&tanding in place of my nonage hero
living my dreams
but with a juztaposition that

& not /z'mﬁg AHPMOIE...
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