
A letter from a baffled friend 
 
Dear friend, 
  
I just noticed what I never noticed 
A letter of affection from me is what you need, 
Which I never wish to send. 
  
You ask me “why”? 
Ok, let’s clarify. 
  
Look back at our friendship 
Wasn’t it more like a coin flip? 
We met somewhere by chance 
Never thought we could be good friends in the first glance! 
A physicist once said, 
Particles are connected by a ‘thread’. 
Thus using math, destiny can be determined; 
Even the likelihood of a good friend you can find? 
Umm… with an unbiased probability of 0.5? 
…Anyway, 
Our first conversation was really naïve. 
  
Oh you don’t remember that? 
Then let’s put on the Bardian hat! 
Over time, the troubles and anxieties we shared, 
Me searching for a solution, scratching my beard! 
It feels good when I am walking down the memory lane. 
Our friendship is worth remembering, it didn’t go in vain. 
  
But why don’t I want to write to you? 
I am going to tell you what you never knew. 
  
I spent good amount of time 
Trying to figure out the perfect rhyme. 
A rhyme that gives my poem subtle beauty. 
The work of a confused mind, 
Moving back and forth the reality. 
  
You see, that’s why I don’t want to write 
The thoughts and predictions in my sight. 



For they resemble some electrons in excited state, 
Looking for ways to get back to their fate. 
Forced to come back to the natural stage, 
My thoughts tremble in inconceivable rage. 

  
Rather than writing a letter of affection, 
I wish to speak the truth and want you to explore 
That I am scared of putting my feelings 
Down onto the body of this naked A4. 
They blend reality and my feral imagination! 
  
You see, that’s why I don’t want to write 
My words and views dueling in plight. 
     For they resemble some molecules of a real gas 
     Sensitive to one another’s gravitational force, 

Feeble and willing to change their source, 
And each can be neglected in terms of its own mass. 

  
Collectively, this is an example that you can see 
What my words can do when they gather up randomly. 
Reminiscent of the dying soldiers of a fierce war, 
The words wait for their conclusion on this letter. 
  
Hence, my friend, 
I am petrified to let you read 
Whatever work of literature I just did. 
 
======== 
Saquib 
June 2009 
 


