Illusion, Attachment And Truth

Pretty face, lovely walk, Her attire is uncounted for,

The hunting eyes Dear, Looks like wine.

The world seeing beauty magna, Dew sinked her Lips,

Color spreading her acts, World thought her as thing to be proud of.

Killing Styles and this shape, Lively face, generating a feeling,

Crystal body, attracting everybody, Whoever sees it turn them into dance baby?

But is this the last dwell of man, Is this the only creative breath of soul?

Happiness and sadness are momentary colors, Time make it dance.

No. Hey man. This is not real aim of soul, Evergreen happiness and love of God,

Of that unseen and majestic Father, Who run in your veins like nectar?

Yes. This is naked beauty only, But is illusion of my beloved God,

Life has only one aim and comfort, To seek God in self and unfold Truth.

