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When all else fails, art comes to the rescue. In the Accepted 15 Oct. 2025

iconic movie Dead Poets Society, the character of John
Keating says, “We don't read and write poetry because
it's cute. We read and write poetry because we are
members of the human race. And the human race is filled
with passion” (16:20:00). The present collection
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comprises a series of poems that explore the passionate Lifestyle, Literature and
emotions of humans as a race. Beginning with existential Art, Complexity of
fervour that questions humanity at large, moving on to Reality, Cultural Memory

the bipolarity of the mind, creation of thoughts and
poems in the human head, and finally concluding with
whatever we find beautiful - storms, home, and sunsets;
the series touches upon the experiences of everything
humane. Through the poems, the poet attempts to
comprehend the complexity of the corporeal senses in
relation to the intangible conceptualisation of ink on

paper.
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Human

Cursing my human existence

Has been a constant in my life.

I don’t know whether to accept

My ridiculously cruel attitude of strife.
I don’t want to be a human being

Give me a simpler goddamn life!

I’m tired of this world—

As the most superior one can be

I’m missing and messing every step,
And asking the way still seems unruly.
And still somehow I must be the best,
For I’ve been born humanly.

I look at animals and creatures

Filling the Earth to her brim...

I feel their sheer joy of living,

I feel myself gloomy and grim.

And so I curse myself for being

The only thing I’ve become— a hominin.

The beauty and love they’ve got to offer,
I’ve got nothing in comparison to them all,
The most I can do is think:

And I think I barely survived the great fall.
Yet I form the great chain of being,

Yet [ must rule over them all.

Then the feeling of love stands null,

The void is burying us alive with a device.
All that matters is intelligence.

Artificial can never be the dreaded vice.
And all we do is now machine made,

All that matters is a man-made price.

So I curse my human existence,

And place myself at the lowest rung.

For all creatures big and small

Nonetheless find place to belong,

They have unwritten rules that no one knows,
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