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Two Poems by Dr. A. Arun Daves

A SHORE BEFORE THE STORM

The crescent hangs above an anxious sky,

And somewhere, softly, evening prayers begin;
The air is calm—but not the kind we trust—

It holds its breath as though it listens in.

Come closer, brothers—sisters—stand with me;
There’s something moving just beyond our sight,
Not yet a war, nor even named as such,

But felt like pressure building in the night.

A quiet shift, a tremor without sound,

As if our ground were signed away in sleep.

In distant halls, in polished rooms of speech,
Our fate is shaped in phrases smooth as glass;
We hear of peace, of unity, of strength—

And let those careful assurances all pass.

Yet what is gained, and what is gently lost?
What slips from us while we applaud the show?
The hand we raise in greeting may not see

How tightly it is held, how far it goes.

And still we stand, persuaded by the light,
Unseeing what is fastened in the dark.

The old faiths keep their vigil, as they must—

The fasting heart, the cross, the ancient flame;
Each waits for grace, for mercy, for some sign
That love and truth are more than just a name.

But even as those sacred hours draw near,

Another rthythm beats beneath them all—

Not prayer, but something colder, gathering force,
A distant echo thickening to a call.

No trumpet sounds—but something will, and soon;
The silence leans too heavily to last.

My countrymen, my kin—be not at ease;

The greater danger lies in drifting still.

For war begins not only where guns speak,

But where the mind surrenders to the will.

If we accept what we have never known,

If we grow used to not asking why,

The dawn may come—and find us dispossessed,
Awake too late beneath another sky.

And history, untroubled, will record

Not who was led—but who refused to see.
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I HAVE MISLAID MY PEACE

The day declines, yet brings no rest to me,
The fields lie full, the season’s hand is kind,
And still my heart, unharvested, must be

A barren stretch no sun can warm or bind.

I walk where quiet winds once softly spoke,
But now they pass as strangers, cold and brief,
And in their wake some inward chord is broke,
That answers only with a nameless grief.

Let wiser men in reason place their trust,

And order life by measure, rule, and line,

I too have weighed such comforts into dust,
And found no peace in what they call divine.
The sea seems calm, yet something in its tone
Repeats a sound too constant to ignore,

A slow withdrawal, like a dying moan,

That leaves the spirit emptier than before.

No sudden blow has struck, no ruin near,

No visible loss that I can plainly show,

Yet day by day there grows a quiet fear

Of something lost I never came to know.

And thus I live, in fullness yet unblest,
Where all is given, yet nothing seems to stay,
For peace once came, an uninvited guest,
And just as silently has slipped away.
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