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All Are Collars
 
My Eyes, worst liar
 
taught me to admire
 
deceiving, putting me on fire
 
showed me her looking but not her loving
 
showed me the riches but not the wealth
 
showed me the poverty but not the liberty
 
now i know something
 
my ears on my
eyes no more
 
bluer or whiter
 
doesnt matter
 
both are collar!
 
though different colour
 
i also know it ar
 
Blue looks dirty and sweaty
 
but its worthy, look its fruity!
 
I earn a coin and thats a living!
 
I see your ears on your eyes  and thats
idling!
 
 
I also know it,
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White is bright!
 
if lacking, , , its not a must have it!
 
Embrace blue, without a clue
 
you are past white clouds touching blue sky!
 
Peter Maxharya
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Education
 
The rooty, deep rooted water
 
bitter and sweeter
 
once thin stem, less matter
 
through summer, spring and winter
 
grew gigant giant, fatter and faster
 
holdconnect the horneyfruits with the pepperoots sweeter and bitter
 
you only pick the horneyfruits after
 
hell of a tastyroot! no laughter
 
then, oilyslipperly stemclimb, no shirt no vest getting you sweater
 
thats the tree that grows with no water
the keys of life master
 
wait for the wither wait foreverafter!
 
Peter Maxharya
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Farewell
 
Memories are fresh
 
of parted flesh
 
pictures lingers mind
 
the sweetvoice music hard to find
 
your touch is all i long
 
memories gives hope you ain't gone
 
dark, dreadful departure day dawned
 
mourning morning sun shone sad
 
the milking man sadly, returned cows to shed
 
and that fat fig tree gave no shade
 
lovely jacaranda outside halt the shed
 
then, weeping wind breezed blowing breath away!
 
I recal even today
 
I screamed till ears shut
 
I cried till tears hot
 
I gave hard floor pat but it felt soft
 
all was but now not
 
i envied you the way you held spear and shield firm and tight
 
the way you fiercely fought fights with might
 
gave warm smile in war midst
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tought me not to surrender or retreat
 
i saw it all lied down bare eyesight
 
i saw it all in that last
cancerfight
 
farewell my heaven sent
 
Peter Maxharya
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Fearfailure
 
What if i lose
 
the challenge confuse
 
till now i have a choice
 
to standstill or even move
 
to face fierce moves without a prove
 
or stand still without a strive
 
damn and they are all moves
 
wether rough or smooth
 
unknown fear
captures mind captive now mind doesn't even mind!
 
actions ambushed, arms cuffed
 
feet fixed no step just stand
 
fearful fate flourish inside
 
then call it self created fate
 
thats a fact not fiction
 
fear fears courage
 
courage carriage
are the couragious minds that make a move, take a step to reach the goal
 
score a challenging life!
 
then call it a self created fate!
 
fact no fiction
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Greatest Command
 
I think of tripping
i see my inner me flipping
and i know, u dont wanna hear me dropping
 
but im comforted stumbled by a precious luck
pure gold only lucky words lack!
So pure that diamond is now hating on gold
yeah for no reason told
now gold and i think diamond odd
coz gold and i together til no more years old!
 
Talking of pure and massive no carats no
measurement
 
heard say call it greatest in our Gods commandment
 
im talking bout love
yeah thats
endowment
 
both social and spiritual enrichment
 
aim for the greatest commadment
aim for love.
 
Peter Maxharya
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I Am In A Circle
 
i am in a circle
I see you too encircled
We are not alone in the bicycle
Every soul living must cycle
In the mosque, in the temple or in the church tabernacle
On the moutains, on the trees, in the rivers or in the oceons
In all life spectacle
The earth revolves around a circle
Our world is a cycle
And each day we till, we sow and we reap in that circle
A cyclist must cycle and the circles must cycle in a circle
What  goes in the circles must come back cycled
Do what you do but watchout for the circle.
 
Peter Maxharya
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I Don'T Even See!
 
So silky smooth, so soft
 
touch, nerves cant resist
 
touch that never die,
in the memories it rejuvenates
 
touch, even the teddy admires
 
its a beautiful burning bush, flames that complete all desires
 
what is this and i dont even see!
 
It smells like my red rose garden
 
buzy bees, beautiful butterflies' new garden
 
honey and beauty abudant like garden eden
 
its like the unheard touchytune that never heard
of  coarse!
 
Its this voice, not that noise
 
its this voice  i chose,
my lovely valuable  voicechoice!
 
What is this and i dont even see!
 
My shining sun, stars and moon too, love the feeling
 
i never saw them, counting
 
hours, days, months or years
It is timeless!
 
And im not the one controling
 
all that, i stole from your heart, and stored it in my heart
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you did the same, i felt that theft
 
this heaven and earth distance, so close! cant force us part
 
Peter Maxharya
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I Loved You!
 
I loved the entire hive
but i could buy honey from shops
you thought i prefered the latter
 
I needed the beautiful bunch of flowers to fill my nose but i could buy fragrance
in that cosmetic store
 
I loved the springs and the fountains
the streams below the mountains
but i could buy water in the bottle
 
I needed the mangos, the grapes, the oranges the whole forest
but i could get them in the supermarkets and groceries
 
I needed the entire heartdom
the romance, the passion, the complement
 
but you still thought i loved limbs-apartdom!
The unfulfilling enjoyment, the lust
the fornication
 
now you made limps part many days
 
and my money part one day!
 
you flew away
 
i didnt like the latter
 
Peter Maxharya
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Loving A Stone
 
Im in love
 
fallen in love
 
fallen for the first time
 
fallen on a rock i assume
 
i punched love on her cheek
 
she broke my hand
 
wounded, and in love
 
i squeezed but no juice
 
i boiled but no soup
 
what made me fall then?
 
Newton can't be right
 
she didn't pull me to her center, that i know
 
but im fallen all the same
 
she feels nothing
but i feel everything
 
Peter Maxharya
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Money Mourner!
 
You are no mans honey
end month wedding
 
honeymoon devorcing
 
i want you, you appear
 
i need you, you disappear
 
is it your nature?
to torment your lover?
to turn down his will?
 
marriage tips ticks aloud:
HER IMPRISONMENT IS INEVITABLE IF OFFSPRINGS ARE WORTH!
 
now i love offsprings just as much as her
 
imprisonment or detention will hurt me
 
the thought of her being close to me
 
the comfort rendered
will be all that floods mind
 
also another marriage tip: for a lasting couple, TRANSFORMATION OF HER
PHYSICAL NATURE IS A MUST
 
im wondering how can i risk the transformation
 
her beauty is all i see
her transformation does not guarantee beauty nor offsprings
 
 
what of the side effects, it may result to lose of my love in the name-quest for
long lasting relationship
 
so i allowed her around
no detentions
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no transformations
 
just around
 
to flower my eyes
to comfort my heart
to fill my stomach
to fool my mind
 
now im deadbroke
 
devorced
 
broken
 
are the marriage tips
 
Peter Maxharya
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Omega
 
They saw these coming,
balls of fury from masterdwellings, no brother to
oven or furnace
presents for the likeness of him disobeying!
They saw ash!
 
They saw these coming
showers of fury from master, no sisters or brothers to the
oceons or lakes or seas
only presents for the
greatestcreation of him
ignoring!
They saw floatingbodies!
 
you will see these coming
the love of master
his lovely son
present of all the presents
this, wrapped
in a yellow powder, no brother or sister to gold
gift to souls of them
seeing and hearing but unbelieving!
You will see no bodies but
souls
you will see teeth grinding!
 
make sure you see these, At a safe distance ofcorse!
 
Peter Maxharya
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This Living
 
This living, a glass of milk
fresh or stale
smiles and grimace
now im popping champagne
then im on drug quinine
this living, miles journey
gumboots on muddy
barefeet on thorny rocky
now im jogging my way
then crawling, its a different day!
This living, realist weather
calm and storm
cold to hold
hot to scotch
waving like the trees
this livin pure maths
now i do the addition
then watch me do subtraction
i was numerating
now denominating
call it usual, reciprocating
when you fresh and i
stale
when you jog and i crawl
when you calm and i storm
just take it slow you'll never know
reciprocation is underway
offer me the raincoat and i will give the shades.
 
Peter Maxharya
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Verbiotic Phrases!
 
Mr Give up
 
pack up!
 
get behind, i've
broken into
 
taken down
 
burned down
 
your seats on
 
seats on has passed on
 
So Give up
 
give in and take off! Now know i turned you off!
 
Peter Maxharya
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