Felt being called Fake !!

It was a festive season

All craze,no bound

People ,singing and dancing

Pretty Gals ,Smells,music all around

Poets were called upon

From all Traits

But No_one knew that

We were just Baits

They asked for our words

and we gave it to them

They put them on their boards 

For what we handed to them

I gave my precious ones to them

To be discarded 

To be left in dark

Rust en look paraded

They disgraced their very existence

By saying they are not yours

They are Somebody else's words 

Somebody else's Figments

But this is to kindly inform

That what ever I wrote

Was deep from my heart

It Was my own Self,my own Stroke

Attention was never my motive

Nor my notion

I just kept myself

Kept my motion

I will never quit on this world 

For instances like this 

For I respect my GOD

And Honor his Wish.

It is my humble Appeal

To end this worldly Brawl

To abide by THY 's WILL

Cos we Should ,we must 

And we will.
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