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MY MUSE 

                                                                                                 By Waseem A Malla 

 

You might be tired now, 

Fatigued to death, 

By inventing for yourself- 

Names- 

Unique, Strange and Beautiful. 

 

Tonight, 

Let the job be mine. 

I will caress your thoughts, 

Sing them an old lullaby, 

Pacific and Somnolent. 

 

Let me call you ` Wine `, 

But you intoxicate me better. 

 

Let me call you ` Sleep', 

But thou art more Pacific. 

 

Let me christen you 'Death', 

But death isn't so violent, 

As you are. 

 

Let 'Fragrance' be your name, 
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But you perfume my breath 

Better than any scent. 

 

What about calling you 'Smile'? 

Albeit it's not as crooked as you! 

 

Should you be named 'Life'? 

Or is there anything more grievous, 

Of its likeness? 

 

I would have named you 'Grief', 

But you can't be that loyal. 

 

Had you been 'My Love', 

You would have been consistent. 

 

But you are not - 

Nay, you're none of them, 

But just a musing- 

A stray chain of my thoughts. 

 

You are a poem, 

A thousand emotions embedded in one. 

 

A Rosary will be your name, 

Every adjective carved, 

Into a grain each. 

I recite you upon each grain, 

Till my fingers lose their flesh. 



Episteme: an online interdisciplinary, multidisciplinary & multi-cultural journal 

Bharat College of Commerce, Badlapur, MMR, India 

Volume 3, Issue 4  March 2015 

 

BCC-ISSN-2278-8794 
 

WE & OUR SHADOWS 

 

We will sit by the moonlight: 

Your shadow & me by the midnight. 

 

 We’ll talk of the good old days, 

When you were with me always, 

During the darkest nights like this, 

And I used to undo your tresses. 

 

 I’ll tell your shadow about you, 

That relieving touch, 

The intoxicating fragrance, 

Elixir-laden eyes, 

Everything in between 

And beyond. 

 

Years later, 

I'll sit by the moonlight, 

My shadow & me by the midnight. 

 

We'd have forgotten what went past, 

When you would be 

Nowhere to be found; 

Not even your shadow. 

 

I'll search the robes of my shadow, 

For the lost moments, 

For everything it possesses of you, 
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In the darkest depths of its eye, 

From its heart up to moon, 

Everything in between 

And beyond. 
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