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Still Just One
A collection of words by Ahmed Patel



Miserly exaltation

Receiving no answers whatsoever
Alas!
The silent soldier's smouldering corpse
Naked to God: dishonoured by man
Hopeless situations

Require hopeful solutions

Crawling insects

She creeps slowly back into bed with him
The smell of sex connects them
Faint connection
Time for the post-fuck reflection
Flick... suck... blow

The smoke settles with ease

False celebration

Nothing drips through the porous shell
Religiously rusting and hardening with time
The fragments will crumble
Heavenly hell
Faithful illusions may console this waste

With classy ideas of tone and taste

Homemade remedy

Have no faith in the world
Command
Only straying eyes touch down
On broken promises
There is no life or purpose

Beyond your narcissistic shackles

Go away

Time carelessly moulds a sitting man
Into his father’s father’s father
Lousy life
Fart-ridden, stale sleep
Lost perception of perfection

Gormless collection of truths

Rational decision

This is real — feel it
Tacit agreement
Edges sharp, rough in between
Take a step back and think
Itis real to the touch

Goes without saying, right?
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Living proof

‘Say, are you from some place else?'
Silence
Languid gestures always fail
And speech causes unwanted friction
Golden is nothing that hasn’t been mined

Fingers clutch lips — cold and unrefined

Bad advice

Cut carefully along the dotted line
Be clinical yet sharply cynical
Avoidance
Light emitting diodes flash
Fake cowardly fireflies

Welcoming home a cardboard gangster

Masquerade

Gazing upon you is never comforting
A flash bulb memory
Instantaneous
Irapidly blink to rid my mind
Of your fiendish expression

Your playful hate is sugar-coated

Colonising bastards

He bought white bread
The day he could pay for it
Born a sinner
Cuttured, cured but never a winner
Unintentionally earning a frown

Your wholewheat standards are wavering

Disease

There might be no reason to doubt
Then again there might
The nothingness is churned intensely
Blabber
Sprinkled on searching, expansive minds

Germinating, constricting, spreading

Peaceful resistance

A slow, constant drip from the ceiling
Keeps a racing mind awake
I'll say a prayer — sincere, silent, solemn
Amen
A feeble attempt, no hlessings tonight

Rise with the sun and set with its promises




I feel cheap (ish) and sheepish and foolish and
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and dire WL to disarm your faking and breaking

then making the laws to possess you
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