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‘the shadow’

her name, concertina, languishes in space... ‘i search for the meaning
of life... shadows trail me until my eyes chance the vibrant sea... its
dancing waves, its laughing splashes, the hymns, the rhythms, the
songs...only i could hear!’ —ade

Concertina....a dreamer, a poetess:

i walk through the lane
measure my steps....i search
‘who are you? why do you follow me? tell me!’

by the sea....
i drift...play with waves....i see you not
‘where are you?’

‘i am here...i haven’t changed’
the laughing wave push...pull me!
‘now you know, who i am’

i allow myself...

i let myself!

i give myself completely!

-ade c. ‘the shadow’. 2014. Sydney, Australia.



wind the lover, the poet:

on your cheek, on your lips... naughty me!
i was about to write... except, if you want
my kiss elsewhere... ha!

Ahhhhhhh! To feel you
passionate press i ignites me in places!
ohhhhh, my...

i bet you are as | am
ha! We would be more than naughty,
if We lived around the block from each other!

Oh that it would blaze... fill the sky
let people talk
ohhhhhh... us artists, we feel so much!

Everything stirs us... especially the body,
the body that answers!... would kiss you

without shame or embarrassment.

(anonymous lover)
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‘concertina’

ahhhh... young days when love is what the heart says; i see sparkling
bubbles on a glass of champagne... beautiful sunrise sunset... waves
winds ahhhh...-

Concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

like a ballerina
sea dances free
hugs splash
ahhhh!

sun smiling
kisses me

bare

dresses me

a golden mist!

the wind
teases...tousles
my hair

ahhh...

a day of
loveliness!

i watch him
set the tent
our nest!

two glasses

filled with wine

lighted candles

white lace mantilla

lay on the sand

white orchids scatter
the iPod plays...

‘how wonderful to know’
i faint!

-ade c.
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wind the lover, the poet:

From the river

named Desire she

rises full-bodied, just herself
moist creature, earthy
Passion flower red, blossoms
in her dark hair gorgeous
soft as island night

cut to the smile of her lips

Her eyes splash sensual delight

having laid upon the one her dreams
etched into her mind

spilled over her heart

A tingling fire singes every known

and

yet uncharted path trembling deep
down, round, through her pelvic landscapes!
Shoulders, breasts, nipples

sparkle from moon kisses

her belly glistens as her firm thighs

lift her from solitude

Her garden sighs the song her

legs play as she advances

precious slowly towards

the naked place a tree arises

from sweet swirls of sultry fingered air

She does not want to lose any but suffer
every

ecstatic moan trembling through her flesh
no longer a question

an answer to the prayer sore bodies
whispered

too long into the darkness

almost thought deaf.

(anonymous lover)
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‘ahhh...naughty sunlight’
‘i am like a stream...live and free...the wind is my lover!’ —ade c.
concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

gorgeous life
ahhhh...lusty wind
how ravishing

you are... my lover!
your wild moods
the fallen leaves
those rocky rocks
sculpt me

a luscious being!

my nakedness

glimmers

pebbles stones trees
lend silhouettes

to my erotic contour...

i splash with desire
wild...wild, so wild
ahhhh...naughty sunlight
peeps!

-ade c. ‘naughty sunlight’
2015. Sydney, Australia.
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Wind the love, the poet:

Fluid vibrates

where the liveness wakes
takes me to the place

| burst into the love

that escapes me

in the trafficked day

Only night strips me

of my histories

frees me to dance naked

the thrust of my gray heart

takes me to the place | can

explode

dissolve as sparkling embers do back
into their new body, blessed.

(anonymous lover)
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‘the night never ends’

‘distance a magic...nest in moments of intense cry heard in the sky...
life is limitless; wants desires needs are many... but love is the bubbling
champagne... simply it’s a choice!’-ade c.

concertina... a dreamer, a poetess:

imagine

an evening of
heavenly extant
words unspoken
my breath

your breath

your lips with mine
our tongues
search!

thousand miles

of many shores

yet

you and i

at that certain hour
nous avons (we have)
dusk to dawn

moon glow with

a million hymning stars!

ahhhh...long hours
dizzying seconds
tight minutes

our bodies

our soul

shout lyrics
ecstatic sighs

the night never
ends!

-ade c.
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wind the lover, the poet:
spill the colours
of your fingers

tingling vibrant ho t

do your magic
as you cum

they paint the portrait
of your body
heart pushing hot.

(anonymous lover)
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‘sadness’

‘unfathomable reason...stupid moments when i feel not a gust of wind...
as if i hear see feel nothing...and i couldn’t cry... sadness without
reason!’—ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

cold

feel you not

drowning in

blocks of ice

eyes... my eyes

would hardly

open

je vous vois pas (i see you not)
ahhhh...love me!

wind...

my wind

my lover
whisper...

to me your song
i miss it
ahhhh...

how could you
do this to me?

did i do wrong?
did i say wrong?
tell me... tell me
you love me

or i’ll just

let these loads
drown me

sink me

to the unknown!
-ade c.
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wind the lover, the poet:

Ever the questions that rise,
work the moment until it disappears
bereft of its magic

Time enchanted bursts a gift
a blessing that echoes itself to be itself
birth freely what it may

Our mortal hands cannot mould erotic mystery
the wolf appears

shares a furry kiss if not more, then

as with the moon, disappears

Where, who knows

just feel the imprint

let it sink deep into fleshy memory without worry
One is not a trophy moment

but a gift carried in that earthy chest

as long as it lives to howl.

(anonymous lover)
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‘enigma’

‘i see your glistened strands...slightly covered by your sexy cap! ahhhh...
you are just sexy!” —ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

enigma

of silver strands
whence all poetic
songs spring
thoughts that
leap a thousand
lights to burst
into a blossom
perfume!

i need a tint of scent

a whiff

ahhhh...

i'd diee

to have you

to hold you

and be

a stained essence of

your perfume!

ade c. ‘enigma’. 2015. Sydney, Australia.
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wind the lover, the poet:

your hands undress me

my words exposed, leap to feed your artistic thrust
mix pictures

with words erotic

i rise a sun stiff
to shine another day

greet your passion body
moist pleasure

sight before all eyes.

(anonymous lover)
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‘cuddle the moment’

‘i am like a leaf... flown by the wind... to the north south east west of
the hemisphere... each corner a lovely rendezvous with you, my love!’—
ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

sunlight

kisses me

blazes my skin

winds caress

sultry melodies...tease!

on my knees

i cuddle the moment
come, my love

soon dusk shall peep
we’ll share its blanket!

fly in exultation
ahhhh...

embrace me tight
your fullest...

i diel

-ade c.
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the wind the lover, the poet:

Ecstasy

snakes between my legs

unzips for her tongue

to march moist unimpeded towards her victory

Ah, the rush, her slightest touch ignites
despite what name she
tells me, today, is hers

Exotic Muse has so many names
yet only one electric charge
when it penetrates you, you, will know

When you wake up in some
half spent summer afternoon
you will know by the mark

who brought you there.

(anonymous lover)
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‘’ai besoin de toi’ (i need you)

‘many songs i played...many fields, i circled, cajoled, embattled with
best forces... yet those ended crumbling...one day, in a desperate cry—
your hands took mine!’

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

how awesome
to find you

to have you

to feel you
ahhhh... my lover
this cold winter
thick jacket
warmth

is your presence!

i used to be
lonely

not alone

but

lonely

now...

you are within
my whisper

j’ai besoin de toi!
-ade c. ‘j’ai besoin de toi’. 2014. Sydney, Australia.
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wind the lover, the poet:

Take my words in rapture

let them curl up in your arms

become a canvass for pictures

swirling round and up, up from your thighs

Let me drench you, wave wash
your work into an art

To bless you is my blessing, my love
heaven brakes me into bliss
gift to gift, my

my pleasure, such holiness.

(anonymous lover)
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‘sulking pillow’

‘when the river refuses to flow..moon has lost its moon glow... the
stars are all so dimmed... when i am blind in thoughts... when i can’t
speak no more... will god still forgive me?’—ade c.

concertina... a dreamer, a poetess:

one summer afternoon
an overblown thirst
sip... slurp

an unsuspecting
ahhhh... chilled coke
how gloriously sublime
to have you... my darling!
then

groups of lighted candles
on a romantic plain
here in the midst

of some summer sands
cuddling starry flickers
of the evening sky

lips playing lips

on a glass of wine

my pillow

the night breeze

throw me closer
embracing

shadows of

my soul

written desires

i can’t hold

no more no more!

will you come

again... ahhhh again
though there’s

but

skeletal remnants

of twisted petals
stained face

a meager

sulking pillow!—ade c.
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wind the lover, the poet:

what’s on the table

besides my forest

for you to romp in

it leaps

from the chair to my face

calls for my tongue to come out
and play

while you bend from your lips
to embrace my manhood

yes, enjoy them too

your feelings ignite

i burn

as your sweet drips over me,
fills the cup of body,

waiting for your mouth

to drink its elixir

imagine you are in that mouth
indeed

i am there as

your closed eyes embrace me
in your mind’s body,

there we roll

into that universe

where stars burst their pleasure.
(anonymous lover)
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‘stop’

‘a temporary peace, an illusion of a possible solution, despite its
catastrophic pain...manipulation of the amorous mania! —finish it finish
it... yet i can’ti can’t! and i would go on!’—ade c.

concertina...a dreameer, a poetess:

i keep saying,

‘this has got to stop’
amorous longing
patience waiting
expectations

fiver of unhappiness
has not tried out,
now courageously
declare, ‘stop’!

unbearable... i cry

i look out my window
wild yellow lilies
sway... kissing

the blades of grass
wallowing feeding
in their ecstasy of
existence

‘you fools,’ i said!
but in my exalted
mirages of triumph
enabling an end...

i scold my madness

no no no

i love him... my man!
i shall perisist...
perplexed

never discouraged! —ade c.
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win the lover, the poet:

‘My poet lips would press against yours,

if that would be your wish.

If not | would bow before you a body motion

giving thanks for your words, pictures, sensual, erotic, life pulse
passion naked.

(anonymous lover)
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‘art of lover’

‘everythingidois anart...my love, my thoughts, my writings, my dreams,
my works, my anger, my sadness, my joy, my face... J’ai besoin de nous
unir pour comprendre (i need to unite to understand)... for without my
art... all is without sense... life for me will fail to exist! —ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

my heaven moves

i waltz with the stars

i squeeze them clouds

kiss me hug me, love

your warmth

burning me... ahhhh...
ecstatic moment

i cease... cease the seconds

we are one!
-ade c. ‘art of love’. 2015. Sydney, Australia.
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wind the lover, the poet:

your artistic thrust

Feeling sense unleashed

freedom naked

before the cramped world.

Ha! YES! Poet

flame to YOUR Poet

Flame!

Athletes abs — poet thrust

lust, love vigour, insanity creative fire
Yes!

(anonymous lover)
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‘moist of your lips’

‘how else would my lover want me when he takes me but in my
nakedness? Even the most high—my heavenly lover—demands the
nakedness of my spirit’—ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

ican

but imagine

being afloat

the blue sky
walking on

the lilac clouds
stringing

my words of love
ahhhh... my darling!

i love the moist

of your lips

dowse

ahhhh... dousing

my nakedness...

yes... we are

the blue birds

over the rainbow

way up high!

—ade c. ‘moist of your lips’. 2014. Sydney, Australia.
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wind the lover, the poet:

you are connected to the earth

your true home, body to body, flesh to flesh
that’s what turns me on

earth to earth, earthy your works

indeed i pulse with them

find another who knows the room

they have here in the Goddess realm.

(anonymous lover)
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‘reality’

‘arts i create... are thoughts from my mind, i no longer do these as
voluntary, drill but rather by a force that compels me... i must i must!
my feeling of sureness, of freedom, of power to execute... birth in
oneness!’—ade c.

concertina... a dreamer, a poetess:

moonlight engulfs me

a reflection of your stares
ahhhh... i close my eyes
no shadow of doubt

your lips will be mine!

the highlights focus
on my being
undressing me

i sigh sigh sigh
ohhhh darling!

amiin dream?

are you not present?

subtlety and roughness

becomes one

the bliss is real!

—ade c. ‘ reality’. 2015. Sydney, Australia.
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wind the lover, the poet:

thank you for your words...

When i am in that zone,

poetry, art, speaks so deep to me,
like your works do.

| do not mean to be bold

only truthful, artist to artist,

last place of heart honesty

in this twisted world.

thanks for your art!

i do not mean to say

more from my poetic exuberance,
with all due respect to you!

Your work stirs me,

| would like to go beneath your work,
find there passion’s thread,

earthy, lusty... true,

redemption for our selves,

our earth and other creatures... thank you!
(anonymous lover)
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‘my utopia’

‘i suddenly realized... there’s no goodbye for all the years that passed...
it’s actually strands of brilliance, the blending of joys, tears, failures,
triumphs, fears, angers, loves, lusts, greeds, envies, and jealousies...
whose totality forms the multifaceted brilliance... feeling i have finally
conquered the meaning of them all... ahhhh... what an awesome God
who created me!’ —ade c.

concertina... a dreamer, a poetess:

hi, my love

three days more

a une moment (in a moment)

puis... vous allez kiss me (then... you'll kiss me)
goodbye

but there’s no such thing as goodbye, honey...
lagi kitang kapiling! (you will always be)

all the loveliness of sunlight moonlight

flirting stars blue skies.

your clouds naughtiness add magic to my thoughts of
dream...

your dripping rains

lend rhythms beats to my imagination!

your kiss of sadness

infected me too

but it’s also you who embrace me

lay me much joy!

no no no

you will remain in my heart my memories.

year after year

you crown create

a halo heart above me
glittering brilliance...
darkness can never

never never shadow
ahhhh...

i love you, honey

you are my utopia! —ade c.
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wind the lover, the poet:

oh dear

you are an exciting woman

and | don’t mean to turn you on
your work excites me

it is so earthy, natural, sensual
of course it excites

what’s left of my fire

and

you seem an independent spirit,
and that... well... you know

I am a poet who writes from his body

Words come to me, fill me, stir me,

my poor fingers can’t write fast enough

to catch what the muse infuses electric into me
don’t worry i understand

and am glad for your word

respect your work before a world that has

lost the connection with which you are so harmonized!

You

breath of fresh air

ahhhhhhhh

fleshy marvelous!

(anonymous lover)
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‘vou would be there’

‘there are times in my life... in the narrowness of my soul... during the
over bearing cravings of my body... my spirit takes the blow... blaming
you, oh my God... i bow for forgiveness!’ —ade c.

concertina... a dreamer, a poetess

night is dark
clouds cover
your shadow
none in my view

i feel the breeze
sways of the trees
ahhhh...

give me the chills
where are you?

you can’t leave me
my darling

tell me

it’s not true

hugs and kisses

i remember

every moment

i surrender

my life but for you!

somewhere along
this narrow road
in straight line

i would follow...
this darkness
can’t stop me!

at the end road
you would

be there!

—ade c.

‘you would be there’. 2015. Sydney, Australia.
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wind the lover, the poet:

night extended, beneath the stars,
a blanket cold

despite the turn to spring
closer than last month
closer than the last sigh
that unlaced robes
pressed bodies

to find their warmth
closed eyes before down
delighted.

(anonymous lover)

63



1S. ‘bbé&{b €O D)

“o $2808° a.8h¥;0... o) BEEELE0E... T B 80STe
BEoBSSt... T dard) MmabHgob... Iy Jodyod... & BH...

I8y Eoo”
TRVYT - ) Horen, Edon(@

@ HEB™ sod

ozapen EnEdTHon

598 o 66933@3‘3 HEBS

DGO T (DB

3 )T, A, B ELOZO
I HBBRESTN

ABHTND 5%?

3Ky $60 AHBH P

& (Bc%Esse

TP, 8l FJH0 K

b BAdDoen, éaaiﬁge»
SJer Ho8SKek?

©dFeasor T KB

> EdzeQ) B $500)TH!

G 285 S 2HHES;
BT 6B, o KAV
& 5B 5B s
B8 DY

B Beod

9% 3D HoerS!

64



DB, (BB - 8 :

oo® PA&AoNa&0d FPde 80,
3O o3

SdoFsPwo JINT°

(B0 JoBay SHBM
SEMCRNvizen) Sivialialatelay
Boen &85 Sodyen

BHBS 2.BBR) BsHen
IHETTQ) IBoE)0e
FE5E0E® Sordadd Jgeen
PoDodoLs 8T S0038
edodore!

(w08 (HH)

65



‘angst’

‘i shall veer my wings more on amorous subjects... since it is amorous
that flaps my wings... soars, grows, develops, moulds... or dives to depth
of angst, ricochets on a hard wall; so powerfully monstrous... it kills
joy... drips to sadness!’ —ade c.

concertina... a dreamer, a poetess:

my eyes are blank

my canvass is

blank... nada (none)

even the echoes are silent!
dark clouds loom

i am not today; there’s no today
i need my yesterday!
everything around me

appears so idiotic

i need to destroy... strangle

run after those stinking rats

squeeze their necks!

instead

i cry myself a lake

tumultuous silence drips against a pouring rain
helpless feeling like

a train passes by every fifteen minutes

yet... leaves me behind.

idiotic

condemnation

pendulum oscillating

announcing hours

ahhhh... not me

to drop a moment of existence

i shall dance to a hallucination

an ocean mirage... come

love me...comme je t'aime (like i love you). —ade c.
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wind, the lover, the poet:

Good morning, love!

from that hammock, half awake

i feel vibrations

creative sensations

dress and undress

their selves

in the space of half-robed body

your hair electric sparks thoughts

your breasts peek from beneath your robe,
glow with heart pulse, splash visions
type words across your chest receptive
warm from dreamy epiphanies

where gray maleness naked by your side
massages your flower

gently presses against your lower joy site
your lips purse

find their company midst a burst of light,
a brilliant canvass ready moans receptive
begs for the fleshy strokes

your fiery passions paint

Hope you are having a marvelous day!
Wow!

You right now bundle up an Eskimo,

toss me the key,

my naked flesh

needs your warm bed, silk blankets

Ah yes

and it feels the same here,

since spring caught in

a naughty mood, pouts,

will not undress and,

spill her passions over us.

(anonymous lover)
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‘t am alone’

‘my thoughts of you... my soul dreams... spirit dances... my body
yearns!’—ade c,

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

come, my love... kiss me

let’s cuddle the moment

soon dusk shall peep

let’s fly in exultation!

we shall escape all boundaries
embrace me tight... melt me
ohhh... darling

we shall savour it

to the fullest!

your intense heat

comme un etalon galopant (like a galloping stallions)
dripping sweats... swell my skin!

alors... (then)... sudden chills

cold winds... frozen... misty

depth of uncertainty

i feel the bareness

not a hymn of sound

i open my eyes... i'm alone!—ade c.
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wind, the lover, the poet:

the thrust of our heart

our deep soul

in the lapel of our pelvis surges up
free at last to speak, yes!

Yes we are on the same page!
With much respect!

| will toast you with a Manhattan
do you a glass of wine?

even if i would kiss u...

respect will always always float!

Let us bridge the distance

gently tap our glasses

touch and yes, even kiss

and maybe more if

the night or day opened its marvel for us
| raise my glass and sip for us both!

(anonymous lover)
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‘only then’

‘i must have written almost a thousand poems, yet only few... i can say
is poetry... no, it’s not the rhythm nor the meter count, nor the
“academe” words... i am not to please the literature perfectionists/
critics, rather my concern is how my readers would get enveloped, body
soul spirit... in the thoughts of what i am trying to convey!’ —ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

in poetry

my reader must

become thei...

his passion fills

strange lacuna of

voluptuous images

senses euphoric freedom

hears suggestive sounds

be an actor... on his own screen!

scintillates his
movements

the rumba, the salsa
eyes rove carelessly

in total convulsions

in surrender of ‘so what’
an air of bliss

in disfigurement

a dream-reading!

if my poem is long

he would want it longer
if it’s short

he'll read it over

over and over

ohhhh...

only then only then

can i say i wrote

a poem!

—ade c.
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wind the lover, the poet:

Don’t be sorry,

we would naturally tumble,

strip each other of every separation,
to melt into each other

without any obstruction.

(anonymous lover)
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‘your margarita’

‘i am a jealous woman... at the moment of your betrayal... i feel a
millionth strength of a supremo.” —ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

darling,

my eyes are burning
my dagger-edged glare
waits edgy

to have

you and your chica
thrown to Iraq...

have your endless
honeymoon there!

how could you

be here?

our private den
where we gather
sweet dews
through the night
moistening our skins
blending the most
ecstatic perfume!

your mile-long smiles

your sticky-glue eyes

all on your margarita

as if she’s

the Queen of Shebal

ahhhh... i used to long

for you... Solomon

but not... no more... now

go go to your endless search!—ade c.
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wind, the lover, the poet:

Why?

We cannot hurt each other

let us feel

what the moment

has blessed us with

Let me kiss your lips

unbutton you

let my fingers dance

a sensuous waltz!

my tongue sips bubbling champagne
passion of passions

we feel

voluptuous convulsions

roar volcano

ohhh, you see me, yes?

| see you

a mirror for each other shines revelations
whisper breath erotic paints

each velvet touch, soft sensual

releases desire’s plea to roam the garden.
Lush beauty, splendid spread, receptive moist drips
tiny flames that outline the path
acceptance can race to find fullness
spark the primal flame

dissolve us both

a single universe, safe, beneath the starry night
Yea

| want you

| want you...

us to love each other!
AHHHHHHHHHHHH!

(anonymous lover)
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‘moods’

‘how simple to understand a woman: colour and words affects her
moods whether in reality or photo!’—ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

dripping iciness
does not temper
the burning fire
seeping deep

in my being

you... the only man
who wakes the
rhythmic chimes
inside me!

but you are not

only callous

you are even

heartless

flaunting all the

sweet adoring voices

in parks and lanes

one day... i know

you’ll love me!

—ade c. ‘moods’. 2014. Sydney, Australia.
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wind, the lover, the poet:

The accidentals of my seasons
do not fully name me

Those constant strolls, swirls of touch
cannot help but spill from me

As my breezy fingers land and unbutton you
i discover more of the alchemy of your smile
erotic flashes behind your eyes

the enchantment, your fingers perform

The more | slip from you, and, you strip away from me
ancient fires burst from their hermit places, curl
through my flesh a tingling burn

Your tongue unleashed from all questions licks
my vacant body cracked dry since
the primal desert marches to erase me

Wet me, wet me, yes
let your perfumed sweat raise an oasis
from the lusty friction
the gravity of our pulsing bodies ignites

Ah... ah... Yes!

Take me, take me now

into your burning charge

let feral thrusts rise to ingest me as
i plunge deeper into the moisture
your sighs stir from all direction

Wrap your screaming thighs around
my swollen howls

squeeze hard

harder

harder still

Yes

do me

do me

Yes!

(anonymous lover)
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‘adrum’

‘i play the drum —and when i play, i get lost in the horizon —i get into an
eclipse, a sensuality beyond my control —a coverlet of intoxicating bursts
of light colour dream nightmare — much worse than an orgasm!’ —ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

i close my eyes; my palms tremble

slowly softly trump on your face

smooth and firm

i can’t utter a word

atap

then on... on and on and on ahhhh... darling!
i am lost

i dream of you

i’'m tired of you

i want you

i need you

there’s no end to my desire

i must have you

ahhhh... i hate you!

music languor without resistance!
moments when hardly a sound is heard
then... faster faster... spray of perfume
ahhhh... your name is perfume!

the deafening shouts

i suffocate

i breathe not

i don’t want to

i need to seize

the moment

this grandeur

of rhythms

a symphony... my drum! —ade c.
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wind the lover, the peot:

while the saxophone plays

follow its blue notes

find your silhouette

gently outlined by dusk

where you are

neither in sleep nor in wild shouts
only stilled by the tingling

that calls my tongue to play the lullaby
across your cooled evening flesh
adjust its press to your moans

hold notes so your sighs

echo throughout

your every fleshy known and secret pathway
pulsating multiple groans

Isn’t it grand? Our mere words
can soak us in pleasure

break silence, soothe absence.

(anonymous lover)

87



21, w5 49’5&

“3o (‘Sé&(‘fn aﬁﬁﬁ_‘;éa. 35 D aﬁﬁog?ﬁyfﬁ) ?;55°E.65°§S°'8°e> [STSIAVIN
BT - o8 [(f5Peaod® grriRd T NS’ B 5ErA8 SESHT.
& BEDS o BSE0HSE ?626)& JEHEHEI Boen, Hksoen, ge}ﬁo

8 HoBo8 BED 5y eSBFo”

TRV - ) Hoeen, Edan(@

T Boen rnBHITN, HeBETom BB
© Q ST Idyere EFpEHIN.

é:acsa@m, mgone

35“%& Sooed éﬁéggcﬁééa. DY) dgo

©HED0N... D HBO... SETE®... (DS
Sy 3o §5e3‘s°)053°26>; & %80 dgmen
DAL,

D 5°ad; wdgsdBorr

T 85055 ©oHB; Y seed
WP, DY), BT

DenHo3 werodo B WHd HoAso
B88°8 PBS® ZereB eTo0

P Siforr, SKorr... DoY) eey
5P, O 20 HBHv¥o.

Do Beyen S8 Eew
&IDTEL0 B>

ed %wggséésggéa

L @é&écﬁa €320

& Berd) eao@oiﬁ:éégjicﬁ)

s oD, odde FHBS0
& HoNSEPDHED

o0 Céé&'

88



DB, (BB - 8 :

TENTED SRS

©5380tH T DO Torredd

D dissso E%o8h

208 DEBE AchHdS e

AIGHE ey

S =R, 1Y) S’ ==

8 PO SO SrED A BB
T Teend HEod ol

9 308005 Jchosees) 3&75301

D BoEog w8RTD FE)H0b

) Qeopdnye Sséa)“) Te0B0E006
@8&526)05&)&&3@

D (©8 BrEerds Beodd BKg) w0
o8& O3 Se08ss) Sorrenien DHETom.

B8bh Y Boe? K Soedoren Hreesen
o358 SoHzeow 508088,

Qe (Basgeo Bapow.

9% E%é:é& VAP @o@oé?‘gﬁ_go:a.

(o8 (D)

89



‘the kite—the wind’

‘a love affair is like flying a kite: manoeuvring to keep it at graceful height;
either one gets to be the master as he controls the string or a fool trying
to get it up—the shape, the weight, the design, the colour, affects the
success of kite flying—so is a love affair!’—ade c.

concertina...a dreamer, a poetess:

ahhhh...

how lovely

my darling

as we run

a kite

the wind carries
it up up and up
while we control
the strings!

we hug

we laugh

we kiss

time passes by
without notice

i am the kite

you are the wind
our oneness
controls the flight!

how graceful tranquil

the homogeneous slides...

the euphoric side movements
the voluptuous shape

the unitary jubilant

sways of tails

the slowly rhythmical
backwards and forwards glides
ahhhh, my life!

—ade c.
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wind the lover, the poet:

We rise, free, elemental

sail naked into the ardor

follow windy steps to the place too many fall
forsaken

Nothing is forsaken, all is precious
we play in the contours space mysteriously opens
i swirl luscious currents, you swim upon their rush

neither space nor time imprisons us
no weighty histories clamp us to their agony

Released we watch and listen

slip into one place, slide into another

press together, dissolve into the realm we carve
earthy solid

sky, sweaty, erotic

Clouds blush as we curl together

sigh thunder sighs

let lusty arched back joy lightening crack
all separations

The full cup descends

we lie on its beach, delighted ashes
cool down

into

each other.

(anonymous lover)
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Author

Ade Caparas Manilah, poet, painter
and designer, a member of the World nation
writers' union and the chief representative
of the World nation writers’ union in §
Australia.

Her biography and bibliography: Ade caparas manilah...
a.k.a. Ade Orosa, ade c., Gandah Manilah, a Philippine born but
an Australian citizen since 1991 says, ‘my affection for writing
and poetry can be traced since i was a meagre toddler, four year
old... “She could create a short story out of a piece of stone or a
leaf.” my mother would say.’ I am a no lukewarm, scorpio
woman, born 04 november, divorce with 10 children .. my life
has always been an alternating rainbow and stormy weather!

[ am not an intellectual, only witty... and to borrow
Montaigne’s word, “and so I myself see better than anyone else
that these are nothing but reveries of a man who has tasted only
the outer crust of science in his childhood, and has retained only
a vague general picture of them: a little of everything and nothing
thoroughly”. A study-addict, always a student mingling with the
young... a class top notcher, a valedictorian, a declaimer, a
debater during my elementary grades and high school days; also
an honer student, a deans lister in all colleges and universities...
i have reached my goals! Educational Attainments

-

Ade Caparas Manilah ea:é&éeo 3)&)?90)5‘3. eﬁa%z)écw%.
50838096 &ES5. Ade Orosare (ERgo. $3 3D &5om™ dos®
2% BB avant garde designer e B3P JE), @L’éé’)oﬁﬁé’s
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Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD

M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY

M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY

Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY

Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights

Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production

Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society

Founder of Writer's Corner |/ Srijana Lokam

Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)

Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

Poetry (Telugu)
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Alchemy

Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam

Tea Kappulo Toofan

Tangeti Junnu

Karakatakam (Cancer)
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Poetry (English)
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15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
. The Poet that launched a thousand poems
22,
23.

21

. Shades
12.
13.
14,

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,

The Typewriter and The Pen

The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem

Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

The Haste Land

Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...

Walking with My Moon
Reflections
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Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu

24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)

25. Chupke — Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana

27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)
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32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu — kavitalu

34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

Stories, Novels, Essays (English)

35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

Translations (English to Telugu)

38. lliad (Homer)

39. Odyssey (Homer)

40. Epic Cycle (Homer)

41. Three Greek Tragedies

42. The Poems of Sappho

43. Aeneid (Virgil)

44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)

46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)

48. Faust (Goethe)

49. World Famous Stories

50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry

51. William Blake Poetry

52. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part |
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part Il
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part Ill
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part V
57. Russian Poetry

58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
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Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
Endaa — Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)

Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)

Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)

Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

Pablo Neruda Poetry

Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)

Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)

Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)
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Bhagavatam (Potana)
Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
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Modern Bhagavadgita

Samparayam (Suprasanna)

The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)

The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)

We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)

The Tears of Bliss

This is no Streaking (Stories — K.K. Menon)
The Pool of Blood (Novel — Ampasayya Naveen)
Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

New ones- to be released

110.
111.
112.
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114.
115.
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
121.

Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)

Inanna (The queen of Earth and Heavens)

Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)

Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)

Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)

Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)

The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)

The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)

The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)

The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)

The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad and many more...
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ADE C.

The wind my lover
DAY F YNLW

Ade Caparas Manilah,
born 04 november in the Philippines,
a very determined scorpio woman,
a professional Interior Designer
more known as ade orosa back home_dubbed as an
‘avant garde designer', she does not follow conventions,
rather she creates her own trends...
now semi-retired she's based in Sydney Ausralia...
back to her first love: writing poetries and as always,
she deflies conventions_her first book of poetres, 'the wind my lover'
is a discourse about the romance of thoughts and
sensuous intercourse of mind.

Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad
5280 ©05° 350N Rb





