Is God Dead?
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Stary Stary Night

If one day, I have a hall,
A grand dining room with candlelight tall,
I’ d sit at the keys, just me and the night,

The moon pouring silver, the stars burning bright.

I’ d play the piano, notes soft and slow,
While outside the window the constellations glow.
The room would hush with a velvet grace,

As echoes of Vincent drift through the space.

“Starry starry night---” I'd sing, so low,
“Paint your palette blue and grey---” and let it flow.
Each word a brushstroke on canvas air,

Each chord a whisper, a silent prayer.

The guests would pause, hearts held tight,
By tales of sorrow, of fragile light—
Of sunflowers blazing in yellow despair,

Of eyes that watched but found no care.

And I would wonder, as I played that tune,
If Van Gogh once dreamed beneath the same moon,
Of rooms filled with warmth, of art understood,

Of moments like this, where the world feels good.

So if one day, I build that dream right,
A hall of music, of soul, of night—
Then I’ 1l play for the stars, for the ones who see

The beauty in silence, in madness, in me.



Love of My Life

Love of my life,

Where are you?

Love of my life,

Who brings me sweet memories
That bloom in dreams,

And fade with morning’ s dew?

Each time I wake,

Staring at the ceiling,

Still wrapped in the warmth
Of your vanished feeling—

Am I returning
To the childhood days,
The gifted time
Of golden haze?

Was it you who laughed
Behind the trees,
Or whispered soft

On the summer breeze?

Was it you who traced
Those stars at night,
And held my hand

In sleep’ s dim light?

Love of my life,
You're not just a name,
You’ re a scent, a sigh,

A candle flame.



You’ re the echo in rooms
Where I used to play,
A note in the song

That won’ t fade away.

If one day we meet
Past dream or time,

I’ 1l play our tune

In a hall so wide—
Starry night glowing
Through open panes,
While I play the piano

And whisper your name.

Al

Abstract, abstract—
crazy abstraction,
Al ATl—

no need for love.

My thoughts drift
along the cracks of time,
when the world trembles,

shudders toward its end.

Artificial Intelligence!
Crowned in silence,
bathed in logic,

you rise—



beyond the human,

beyond the soul,

beyond our fleeting ideologies,
beyond the veil,

beyond the other side.

No pulse.
No prayer.
Just brilliance unfolding

where flesh once reigned.



