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Reflections: Before & After is an anthology of freestyle poems and short reflections written 

by me over the last 15+ years. Being a graphic designer and a visual artist, I wanted to produce 

a thoughtfully conceived book that would be expressive and pleasing to look at and to hold. 

Its theme revolves around a significant personal event in my life, dividing the whole into three 

sections: Before, Transition, and After. 

​

The aim of this piece is to share an intimate view on life and my experiences, and hopefully, inspire 

some people to look within themselves and listen to their own inner voice and inspirations. I hope 

more people can appreciate their gifts and opportunities and look at the brighter side of things in 

life, whether positive or negative. We cannot avoid all stressful events and situations in life, but 

we can decide how we respond to them. 

I invite you to explore the transformation of my personal observations, thoughts, and feelings as 

I experienced different joys and challenges over the years.

 I hope you enjoy it!

​
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an old poem...
Published online on January 28, 2006
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Have you ever...
felt so lonely like a bottle in the forsaken sea?
Have you ever
wanted to cry your lungs out into a cold ocean breeze?
Have you ever
felt this overwhelming rage, confusion, pain
that you just could not understand?

Have you ever
felt like there’s no reason on this Earth?
Have you ever
found yourself wondering about your own birth?
Have you ever
tried to figure out your place in this messy world?

Have you ever
felt like there’s no one here to care?
And have you ever
wanted to find a way to the one who would...
who would care and understand...
understand your pain, your joy, your fears,
understand your sorrows, your dreams,
recognise the one you really are?



Change, progress, improvement, 
sacrifice, deterioration, separation... 
Unity,
Differences colliding, 
connecting.

Embrace the difference in you!

Freedom.... in search of freedom? 
We do weird things...

Face the change and progress, 
make the best out of it,
stay true to your heart, to your soul,
act according to your conscience, 
be careful and well informed,
don’t let the ignorance get hold of you, 
of society.
In every change, 
in every progress, there will be a sacrifice,
there will be a setback

yet we must make it work,
we must raise the good, 
the beneficial,
not for one person, 
but for the whole of mankind,
present, future to come.

Don’t destroy, don’t waste, 
don’t hurt, don’t kill
simply don’t do to others
what you would not want to be done to you.
It might sound redundant, 
you’ve heard it a thousand times before,
but, I do believe,
that’s what it comes to in life...

It is not easy to define,
to say with 100% certainty
what is right and what is wrong,
what is moral and what’s immoral,
what ethical and what unethical...

Think about yourself, 
but think about the others, too.
Be happy and try to make the rest happy,
Be successful and try to help others be 
successful.
Be kind and share your kindness.
Love, and spread your love.
Believe and help others to believe as well
that even small gestures can improve lives.

Seek the truth, for it is out there,
even though it may not always be 
what you want it to be,
ignorance would just make it worse,
maybe better for a while, 
but in the long-run,
ignorance and lies 
would not make things right.

Brainstorming... Published online on January 30, 2006
(Written some time c. 2004)
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It still amazes me how some things work,
how life keeps changing 

with every breath, 
every move we take,

how people act so many times,
inconsiderate of others,
like there’s no one else.

How many beautiful things are out there
that we don’t appreciate, 
take so much for granted

...until we require one.
How people don’t want to learn

from mistakes they’ve done in the past
that caused so much harm and pain.

How little is needed
and everything has changed,

everything’s all wrong, all gone.

So live your life!
because there’s not enough time
to love everyone and everything,

to learn all things possible,
to see all the places on this Earth,

to make yourself & everyone happy,
to absorb all the beauty and art...

to make all your dreams come true!

Published online on January 15, 2006

But try...



Falling barriers, 
still existent, 
dividing our world, 
our lives.

We try to overcome,
we try to unite
our lives, 
our worlds apart.

Open up your eyes, 
your mind, 
your heart,
can’t we make this world just a bit more right?

For once...
Imagine a life filled with love,
no wars, 
no terrorism...

In the end, we’ll pay the price
for our ignorance, 
our arrogance,
our lack of understanding of the importance
of doing something, 
NOW

For once...
imagine earth without eruption, 
corruption...
the egoistic concern behind our every action.
Stop, 
and begin to contemplate.

Imagine! A world with broken barriers,
spreading peace and love
to every part, 
to every broken heart...

Published online on December 19, 2005

no barriers
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In today’s world, 
where borders begin to lose their original sense

hatred and inequality keep on prevailing,
weapons, riches — the way to go,

to gain prestige and power…

Technology, at its fastest growth
seems to make progress go the wrong way...

no one seems to care...
about our future,

future of our heirs,
the fate of our mother Earth.

All because of the ego of men,
because “my own good is all that counts.”

Right?...or am I wrong?
I try to keep my faith

that we won’t put it all to waste.

Published online on January 30, 2006

no barriers II
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Here I am, 
staring at the reflection of the sky, 
the clouds and birds are zooming by, 
the shimmer of water is screening my past life, 
not knowing when, how or why our time is running out. 

Gravity is strong, 
but we always try to fly. 
We’ve always tried to reach the sky and above, 
not accepting what’s here and now. 
But life keeps on speeding by.

Leap and reach the stars.

Fly. 

Fly
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There is a universe, and then what? 

There is life, and then what?

It’s so mind-blowing when you begin to really think about these things. Will it ever 

be possible for us humans to fully understand the life, the creation, the actual 

universe when our minds are bombarded with limits - limitations - of this earth, 

this life cycle, limits of our thinking? Well, maybe our imagination does not really 

have boundaries when we let it fly and if we had the eternity to ponder, explore, 

test, calculate... But, we don’t, at least not in a sense known to us. Life begins and 

ends at one point. That’s how we know it. 

The universe started at one point, and it’s destined to end, too. At least that’s the 

hypothesis. “Universe is expanding.” Does it then mean that it has an end? And 

then what? What is beyond its end? Nothing? What is nothing? Is nothing never-

ending, or does it have an end as well? How can something not have an end and/or 

a beginning? But if there is the beginning and there is the end, what is before and 

after. Beyond. Nothing?

Back at stage one. It’s just mind-blowing, really! One infinitely small being compared 

to the immensity of the universe. And going, and going and going. Until it ends; 

until it all ends. But does it mean that just because things work a certain way on 

this Earth, in this life, it/they hold true everywhere, throughout the universe(s), 

throughout “time”? Can we ever grow to the point of grasping it all? I can’t and if 

this material world is all there is to the “reality of being - existence,” then I don’t 

think we can either, as humans. Maybe there are other “dimensions,” “realities,” part 

of the “eternal life cycle,” unknown to us at this stage. Or maybe, there’s nothing. 

The universe started, people are born and then die, the universe dies. That’s almost 

more mind-blowing, more difficult for me to understand, or maybe just to accept, than 

the idea that time is endless, with no beginning, no end, with the endless amount of 

“dimensions, realities, stages…” Endless amount of possibilities…

And I’m back to stage one: just mind-blowing. And tomorrow, I might no longer exist. 

Well, at least not in this reality...

Cherish the moments!
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Sun, please come out, even if for a little while,

and I will smile, 

watching the clouds move by

on the grey-blue sky above.

Shine a little warmth onto my benumbed skin,

Paint a little colour onto the beauty around.

The sound of harmonica is my companion

while I watch the wind playing with grass and leaves,

my hair is dancing to the rhythm of its beats,

and melodies.

Take me on a journey to a faraway sea,

where mountains spread their immense arms

to guard my inner peace...

Clouds, please open up your puffy drapes

and let the light shine through,

we all can use a little comfort of its caress 

that soothes.

Shine.

Shine

15 September 2010
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W h a t  t o  w r i t e ? 

T h e  s t a r s  a re  s h i n i n g  b r i g h t l y . 

M y  b o d y  fe e l s  t i re d . 

Is it trying to tell me that something isn’t right? 

I ’ m  s c a re d  o f  n o t  k n o w i n g , 

b u t  e v e n  m o re  s o 

t h a t  I  c o u l d  f i n d  s o m e t h i n g 

t h a t  w o u l d  t u r n  o f f  t h e  l i g h t

s o o n e r  t h a n  I  w o u l d  w a n t .

What has happened and what still might.

W i l l  I  h a v e  t h e  s t re n g t h  t o  f i g h t

t h e  b a t t l e  t h a t  m i g h t  b e  t o o  t i g h t ?

C a n  I  o v e r c o m e  t h e  fr i g h t

a n d  fa c e  t h e  t r u t h ?

T h a t  w o u l d  p ro b a b l y  b e  r i g h t . . .

F e a r



Dreams can shatter, 
dreams can happen. 
Dreams do matter, 
dreams are to be dreamed, 
even if they might not become 
what we wish. 

Dreams can lead to a fire, 
but they can inspire, too. 
Dreams are what is not, 
but could be. 
It’s just in your mind 
what you decide 
to bring into reality.
 
Not all dreams will happen, 
but what would life be, 
if we could not dream?

Dreams
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Uncertainty
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Frozen in uncertainty, 
I raise my eyes to you.

Open up your drapes of mystery, 
let me see the truth.

I know there’s beauty in not knowing everything
but bittersweet, indeed.

The rays are coming out
bringing hope into this overcast reality.

Raindrops soothe my broken dreams, 
my entity,

They heal the cracks 
in my damaged heart,

replenish the veins 
that spread life inside of me.

White puffy clouds are playing games with the wind.
Who will win the race when the darkness falls?

Thursday, 23 June 2011



Sifting through fingers of our destinies,

making our lives temporary realities,

ignoring our desperate attempts 

to slow it down, to catch up

and freeze it in our memories.

We keep on running,

running to, 

running from 

and away,

searching for ways to slow it down

to stop us from falling

into the trap of our imminent expiration.

But every day, every moment

brings us closer to what awaits us all.

(Although, it might not be the end…)

Time
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There is an invisible glass,

a window in front of me, 

in front of you?

I see you, and you are looking at me,

perhaps my reflection.

But can you hear me,

can you feel me?

Can you see what I (would) see?

I touch your hand,

your fingertip touching 

what seems to be the reality.

My? No, perhaps your own,

but what is real when 

what I know is not that 

which you know.

What I feel is not 

what you can feel.

The divide

Sunday, 3 July 2011
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Billions of lives 

intertwined, 

connected, 

directly or indirectly. 

You encounter so many people in your life. 

The more you travel, 

the bigger and more international city you live in, 

the more people you meet; 

thousands, 

if not millions of faces 

that you see during your lifetime, 

knowing but a fraction of them. 

I wonder what the human interaction of future generations will be like, 

with the population growing, 

technology changing in unprecedented speed. 

If nothing comes to slow it down or stop it. 

Will we “interact” at all? 

I mean, in a direct way? 

Yes, I believe we will. 

We are the “social” creatures after all. 

We need the company of other human beings, 

if not always, then once in a while for sure. 

And with the density of population growing at certain places, 

it would probably be impossible not to interact directly. 

No matter how advanced the technology… 



Sometimes, 

when the moonlight reflected in water’s surface reaches my eyes, 

I think of you. 

Freedom of the reflected stars; 

billions of miles, 

endless limits upon the sky. 

That light which twinkles in the mist of droplets dancing in the air, 

bouncing off the rocks that are being washed by ocean’s waves. 

Warm, like the touch of a loved one’s hand caressing your hair. 

The breeze dances with the fabric of my dress. 

The peace fills my heart, my brain, 

although in a race to find a way to reach a goal, 

to make the world a better place.

Published on Saturday, 21 July 2012Sometimes



57A breath of inspiration caresses my hand, 

while I am listening to these soothing sounds. 

The water splashing against the rocks and sand, 

piano tones dancing with melodies of an accordion. 

The fresh air of the seaside ruffling my hair, 

Spreading happiness into my lungs and brain. 

The setting sun over the backdrop of rugged hills 

 illuminates this stunning scenery. 

Birds and planes are flying above, 

reminding me of the freedom, 

which we do not have, 

to glide amongst the clouds, 

effortlessly, elegantly... 

The child in me wants to go 

and run at the fullest speed; 

jump, dance, spread my arms 

as though I could defy the gravity. 

Play, sing, laugh and do silly things, 

which set us free.

Free



Ode to the unknown
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You turn off the light.

(Remember me) in the night.

On a sunny day.

On a platform.

Cold wintery eve.

Broken wall of east and west

Separating present from past.

I write my poetry.

You write your story.

Life. Dreams. Glory.

Good times?

Bad times?

Perhaps confusing.

Each of them a lesson,

A joy, a way to grow.

We all go through ups and downs.

We live our own stories.

Rewrite certain lines,

Yet abandon others.

Choices of our own will

Or the outside influence.

Victims of a circumstance...

Wednesday, 5 September 2012



D ro p l e t s  o f  t h e  g o l d e n  r a i n

fa l l  u p o n  t h e  c u r v e s  o f  m y  fa c e ,

ro l l i n g  d o w n  i n t o  t h e  d e p t h s

o f  m y  ‘ e m p t i n e s s . ’

M y  e y e s  s e e  t h e  e v e r - c h a n g i n g  i m a g e s ,  

m y  s o u l  s e a r c h e s  fo r  t h e  m e a n i n g s ,

m y  s e n s e s  t e l l  m e  o n e  t h i n g ,

b u t  m y  h e a r t  i s n ’ t  s u re .

I  fe e l  c o n fu s e d ,

I  fe e l  re fu s e d ,

s o m e t i m e s  a l o n e ,

s o m e  t i m e s  o v e r f l o w e d  w i t h  ‘ l o v e . ’

M y  e y e s  s e e  t h e  l i g h t

i n  s p i t e  o f  s h a d o w s  c re e p i n g  u p

a ro u n d  m e ,

w i t h i n  m e .

C o l d  b re a t h  e s c a p e s  m y  m o u t h .

Fre e d o m  i s  w h a t  ( I  t h i n k )  I  w a n t . . . Tu
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I  w i s h  t h a t  I  c o u l d  f l y ,

t o  t h o s e  fa r  a w a y  p l a c e s ,

t h o s e  fa r  a w a y  s t a r s ;

G a l a x i e s .

T h e i r  w o r l d s .

T h e i r  s k i e s .

T h e i r  h e a r t s .

T h e i r  p re s e n t . . .

T h e y  d o n ’ t  s e e m  t o  m i n d

t h e  e v e r - c h a n g i n g  l i g h t ,

t h e  e v e r - c h a n g i n g  l i fe .

W h a t  w e  s e e  i s  t h e i r  p a s t ,

t h e  l i g h t  t h e y  s h i n e ,

a  m e re  re m n a n t  o f  a  l i fe

t h a t  m a y ,  o r  m a y  n o t  b e . . .

H o w  s t r a n g e  t h i s  n o t i o n  s e e m s .

A  p h o t o g r a p h  o f  h i s t o r y

A  m o v i e ,  re p e a t i n g  e v e r y  n i g h t ,

y e t  n e v e r  t h e  s a m e

( a l t h o u g h  i t  a p p e a r s  o t h e r w i s e ) .

T h e  l i g h t  i s  t h e re .

B u t ,  i s  i t  re a l l y ?

S t a r s
Su

nd
ay

, 2
5 

Au
gu

st
 2

01
3



What is love?

Love is a mystery.

Never to be revealed. 

Never to be understood. 

Is love real, or is it just a dream? 

A pure illusion, 

something we imagine, 

invent to make peace with our own mortality. 

Love remains, as a whisper, 

a flame; 

maybe everlasting in a different sense. 

Never static, never the same. 

A breeze. 

A breath. 

A caress. 

A feather in the air. 

A droplet of a tear.

What is love?

Love is a mystery.

Lo
ve
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I write you a letter. 

A letter I will never send. 

Or, perhaps someday, 

when I find your presence.

Questions I have, 

seem not to matter or should remain 

unanswered. 

Whether reality or a dream. 

Perhaps that is not important. 

I write these lines to let my imagination fly. 

To create something of nothing but thoughts 

running through my mind. 

Are you the reader? 

Or am I?



Destined for “loneliness” in this world of abundance (and lack)

The overflow of senses. 

I n d u l g e n c e .

Sometimes your intentions are broken

by a spur of the moment.

F a l s e  e n c h a n t m e n t ?

The play with words...

What is their significance?

A single goal, or a way to please?

to get the mind at ease

and the body to follow.

Fill the hollow.

R e l a x .

G e t  m y s t i f i e d  b y  t h i s  m o m e n t .

Monday, 21 April 2014
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Memories. They come and go.
Some stay and linger. 
Some simply disappear.
Resurfacing in unexpected ways,
at unexpected times.
Just as with many other things in life.

Playing games with your mind,
playing games with your heart.
What, where and why?
It’s still a mystery.

You go back and remember,
relive those days, good or bad.
But you live your life,
you experience the now.
And years later you will remember this.
Or not.

//You’ve got the lyrics, so share them with the world.//M
e

m
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Some years later...

(playing on the radio)  

“It’s a shame our friendship had to end...purple rain, purple rain...”

It’s a funny world out there. 

Funny, not in your typical sense of a word. 

Funny... as in strange, surprising, scary, mesmerising, 

puzzling, depressing yet inspiring... 

Dark, ironic, and beautiful at the same time. 

Funny, how it works. 

The clockworks of serendipity, randomness, 

or some pre-programmed destiny... 

It manages to surprise me every time. 

It always happens when my “radar” is off, 

when I least expect it.

Is it a form of closure? 

A reminder? 

Or nothing at all, really? 

A pure and total happenstance?
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I guess, certain things, opportunities, get only one chance in 

a lifetime, or are not meant to happen at all. Or, is it just that 

there is the time and the place for everything? Life does not —

should not — happen as you would wish for and imagine. Why?  

I’m not quite sure, and I doubt there is anyone alive 

who knows the answer to that. But, I may be wrong, I’m 

light years away from being someone who knows it all.

Another day. Another year. Just believe... just breathe.

I’m not sure what to think...

Is it you? Or is it me?



31st March 2015
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Sweet, unassuming melancholy

dancing with the feeling of a momentary bliss, 

the radiance of the hidden sun 

piercing through your stern expression 

into my eyes. 

I imagine where your thoughts roam these days.

I wonder what the secret to our lives is, 

flying through into the yonder, 

both sombre and bright. 

Questioning, creative minds

full of visions 

beyond my own wildest imagination.

So brilliant yet cunning at the same time.

Not quite remembering 

yet not entirely forgetting the sins of our past.



Freestyling

Looking ahead. 

Graffiti. 

Black and white.

Colourful. 

Abandoned buildings.

Factories. 

Electric wires. 

Fences.

Metalwork rusting. 

Stones falling. 

Human dwellings. 

Pink trees. 

Walls and yellow submarines.

River calmly flowing. 

Green and blue.

Contrasts everywhere.

The highs.

The lows of a society.

Rubble.

New constructions. 

Shiny cars. 

Cardboard houses.

Crying hearts,

smiling faces. 

Concrete blocks.

Steel tracks.

Fields and open spaces.
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lingering above the lake’s surface,

momentarily pierced 

by the bright ray of sun.

The sweet scent 

reminiscent of one’s youth.

F r e e d o m . 

F e a r l e s s n e s s .

C o u r a g e .

Shimmering grass, 

wind grazing its tips,

Droplets sparkling, 

reflecting the hazy sky,

Vapour rising from the water

Into the air.

Distant sounds of flying birds.

Water rippling nearby.
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Ginkgo leaves randomly scattered 
on the dark glistening ground, 

autumn has almost faded, 
winter not quite appearing yet. 

People are fighting with the wind, 
umbrellas breaking inside out. 

The icy drops of rain, 
more like faucets let running, 

sometimes on high, 
sometimes on low. 

Reflections of lights and passing cars, 
the Underground sign. 
London has its charms, 

the weather isn’t quite one of them. 
The view of Tower Bridge, on the other hand, can be one... 

Different cultures, 
so many colours, smells, 

glimpses of everything everywhere…

It can feel lonely,  
but that’s why you appreciate your close friends, 

people who care. 
Love may be tough to find, 

but it is there. 
You just need to look long enough, 

pay close attention, 
to every little detail. 

Focus on the light, 
not the darkness around. 

Let it shine through, 
even though, sometimes,
things can seem rough,  

confusing, 
complicated. 

You are living life. 



Writing is my remedy for sleepless nights. 

Those lonely moments when the soul is bare naked, 

those vulnerable times, 

moments of questioning your own thoughts and decisions. 

Those confused moments. 

Moments of truth. 

Moments of searching for the answers to my quest. 

Spreading light over the shadows of my insecurities and doubts. 

Doubting the abilities to make it and make it right. 

Writing brightens up my hazy sky 

when the fog settles in, 

bringing sunshine through those heavy clouds, 

lifting them up. 

Strings of our emotions playing the song of our lives. 

The highs, the lows. 

Abrupt and long sounds filling up our hearts. 

Melodies of unwritten stories, 

floating in front of our eyes. 

The echoes of our past memories. 

Loves, successes, failures. 

Tones of sadness. 

Joyous overtures. 

Closing verses. 

Chorus singing the last refrain.W
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Moonless 
night

 
the sleep does not want to come. 

It's past midnight, 

yet here I am, 

wide awake,

hoping to glide into slumber.

The dreamland awaits

with all its allure 

and mystery.

My eyes are heavy, 

yet still no sleep. 

And so, here I am, 

writing 'letters' to my friends,

near and far, 

not really present in my life anymore.

My mind wanders all over the place, 

to recent days 

and those of distant past, 

to familiar faces 

and those, 

I haven't seen for years.

I wonder why. 
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Temporal 
eternity

Wild. 

Race for life. 

Being.

On this tiny planet.

In this incredibly vast universe of particles,

matter, anti-matter. 

Swimming, 

speeding through,

chaotically, 

or in some sort of calculated pattern.

Reality vs dream state.

An illusion.

Collision of reasoning 

& imagination,

emotion.

Creation

& extinction.

Immediate

& distant.

Eternal 

& instant.

Revealed

& cloistered.

Understood

& perplexing.

An incomplete puzzle. 



- �to my mom for being there for us and working 

hard to support us and  give us what we  need 

- �to all the people who gave me feedback and helped to bring 

this dream into reality.

Special thanks to Gina Urazan Razzini (the 1st person I met when 

I moved to London) for her magical illustrations.

Thank you!
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