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POEMS BY MS. KALASAPUDI INDRANI KRISHNAVENI 

 

 

 

ALMIGHTY- MY SYNERGY 

 

Felt that the sky – moving 

No!!! It is static 

Thought – the earth is dancing 

No!!! stable 

Made the air stand in Equilibrium 

Yes!!! True 

Moved the water in a gush 

Now – made it. 

 

Sprinkled the sparks of fire 

Danced with the flames 

Glorified grace of God 

Can do and undo things 

Ultimately the sky and  

Earth danced together 

 

 

MY DARLING MOTHER 

 

Right from zygote stage 

Had a blurred image 

Scared to come out 

From mother‟s womb in a bout 

 

Palpable of surrounding vibrations 

Dissolved into a divine abrasion 

Remember nothing 

Forgot everything 

 

I received signals from my mother 

Caressed me with affectionate lather 

She is no less than God 

Really!!! Thought that the world is good 
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The warmth as she fed in the womb 

Myth as selfless is the entire mob 

Very cozy as a foetus inside 

The same I thought outside 

 

 But – No!!! 

 

 

A MIRACLE 

 

Miracle happening!!!!! 

Oh! Already happened 

Sudden gust of wind 

A gush of water 

Form of molecule 

Entire minuscule 

 

An experience which can‟t be shared 

Yes! An experiment can be proved 

I am from everywhere 

But, no where 

Agasting clay and mud 

Come to me and surround 

 

Beyond my comprehension  

A splendid visualization 

Unbound   

Innumerable sparks hit as a hound 

An image of God disappears 

I remained as a residue 

 

God as space and ulterior 

Since „He‟ is the superior. 

 

 

MUD 

 

Came out as a bud 

Roots from mud  

Blossomed as a flower 
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Always in fear 

I know, something happens 

 

I‟m into earth 

No more as a wrath 

Wanted my past to be present 

Present as sweet past 

 

Nothing moved and everything moving 

Time-less era not healing 

 Despite – its inefficiency ailing 

Tried my best to form a flower 

Nevertheless to make in an hour 

The physical symmetry  

Becomes part of cemetery 

I told myself and diffused 

Once lost cannot be regained 

 

 

 

THE WOMB AND THE WORLD 

 

As - I was dropped into the world 

Drooped to hold 

Out to behold 

Lost in the universe 

 

Prayed for the hand of God in a haze 

He came to me, I did not recognize 

He loved me 

Cuddled, kissed!!! 

 

I did not really know 

That – it is He 

He introduced himself 

Later – I felt blissfulness 

Embedded – heartfulness 

Conspicuous – buoyancy 

Elevated – soul 

 

Finally – at the feet of God my Lord 
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Packed in “mirth and blithe” 

 

 

FATHER – MY GOD FATHER 

 

An extraordinary tangibility 

 Inexplicable feasibility 

Lissome movements 

A fastened air-lift 

A marvelous wind-fall 

 

Something started telling me 

Nature began to embrace me 

 

A brilliant spark fertilized  

As it has materialized 

Gave flesh and blood 

Put heart and soul 

Taught me to live  

 

Asked me to battle 

Made me bold 

Lessoned me to be brave 

Made me lovable, powerful, sensitive, 

Musical, daughterish, heartful 

 

What not!!! 

Wow!!! That‟s my father 

 Beloved Father 

Now – Imagine Universal Father! 

 


