
What Poetry Taught Me 
About Life 

All through high school and college, I steered away from language classes. I found it 

incredulous that people could derive joy from writing squiggly lines. That people would find it 

fascinating to read those squiggly lines for hours on end. Life is not without a sense of  

irony. The first time I wrote for the sheer pleasure of  writing, I fell in love with writing. The 

first time I read a book out of  choice, I could not pull myself  away. Over time I have come 

to believe that language is our one true superpower; words our tools and 

weapons. Language allows us to transfer thoughts, ideas, and entire worlds in an instant, 

something that takes DNA generations to accomplish. Language has achieved in a few 

hundred years what nature took billions of  years to develop. 

“The syntactical nature of  reality, the real secret of  magic, is that the world is made of  
words. And if  you know the words that the world is made of, you can make of  it whatever you 
wish.” ― Terence McKenna 

I took up writing just as I was giving up on meditation. Meditation had been my 

attempt to quieten the noise inside my head and to seek the answers that lay somewhere 

between the neurons in my head. The noises screamed louder and the answers 

only led to questions. Writing allowed me to perform a “brain dump”, to quell the noise 

reverberating through my head. Writing consumed me and my evenings. It gave me 

the freedom to splatter my mind onto the page. Prose helped express the tangible but it 

struggled with the intangible. That is when poetry came to the rescue. 

Poetry is nothing but words that band together in peculiar patterns to 

point to something beyond themselves. It breathes life into words. It allows them to 

paint surrealistic paintings without colors and create symphonies without sound. Through 
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poetry, words say nothing and yet, they utter everything. Poetry has been, not only a 

savior but a teacher. It has taught me a few things about life. 

SURRENDER 
I have never managed to write well when I have actively tried to write. This holds for 

poetry more than prose. My best poems have been the ones where I’ve never had 

where I have never tried to write. They have flown out of  me quite naturally, like a river 

from a glacier. They have come through me and not from me. Only those poems have been 

an authentic expression of  myself  and thus an authentic expression of  the universe. For we 

are nothing but the universe expressing itself  in myriad ways. Only those poems 

have resonated with me and everyone else because that which is within me is within everyone 

else. That which flows through everything is one thing. All I have to do is to surrender to the 

process, to allow it to happen. 

Like poetry, life can also only be “written” through the powerful act of  surrender. For if  

you are truly an expression of  the universe, then you need to trust the universe to take the 

right action. You need to allow it to work through you. The right action happens at the right 

time when I give myself  up. When I do not allow my ego to dig its claws into the 

activity. Then, the action comes through me and not from me. It is, what Zen calls, 

actionless action. The lines between your conscious and subconscious aren’t blurred, they 

are nonexistent. In this state, I am not so far up my head that I become my undoing. 

In this state, there is total abandonment. In this state, I am not. 

“For all life is an act of  faith and an act of  gamble” 
— — Alan Watts 

ALOGICAL 
Poetry is neither logical nor illogical; it is alogical. The same could be said of  life. Prose, 

on the other hand, is draped in logic. It has some structures and rules that we invariably end 

up following. Poetry and life should not be and cannot be defined, cannot be boxed in. Poetry 

and life are free-flowing, constantly shattering the shackles that try to tie them down. They 

are akin to a puzzle formed with pieces that never quite interlock and yet they 
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somehow fit, forming a gorgeous picture at the end. Poetry and life can only be 

accessed by reaching that place that lies beyond cold logic and raw emotion. Poetry and life 

are emergent properties and synergistic properties of  the two. They are born of  the two 

but belong to none. 

“A mind all logic is like a knife all blade. It makes the hand bleed that uses it.” 
― Rabindranath Tagore 

A POEM IS NOT THE POINT OF POETRY 
A poem cannot be rushed. The point of  poetry is not the poem. The point of  poetry, at 

least for me, is just to write. It is the process and not the product that brings me joy. If  you 

write to “finish” a poem then you are missing out on the point of  poetry. It can be argued, 

that no piece of  art is truly ever complete. There is this insatiable unfathomable yearning to 

create which consumes every artist and which they satiate, temporarily, by carving out a piece 

of  themselves and calling it art. I do find joy in completing a poem but it is the journey that is 

ultimately satisfying. 

Similarly, life should not be rushed. The point of  life is not to arrive at some 

destination, it is to arrive at the here and now. To be in a state of  constant 

departure while always arriving. Our lives have become a fallacious struggle to reach 

elusive end-results ever faster. We desire only the fabricated destinations, preferring to spend 

the journeys inside our heads. Poetry has taught me to enjoy this moment without thinking 

about where it gets me. There is nothing to win or lose in life. I am here, I am alive. That is 

my victory, that is my prize. 

“When we make music we don’t do it to reach a certain point, such as the end of  the 
composition. If  that were the purpose of  music then obviously the fastest players would be the 
best. Also, when we are dancing we are not aiming to arrive at a particular place on the floor as 
on a journey. When we dance, the journey itself  is the point, as when we play music the 
playing itself  is the point.” 

— — Alan Watts 
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ACTION AND THE BLANK PAGE 
A blank page. The dreaded white vortex can be daunting and intimidating, a writer’s 

most formidable foe because he does not know what to write and how to begin. It can 

however also be liberating and inspiring, a writer’s most trusted ally because he does not 

what to write and where to begin. The page allows him unabated freedom to write anything, 

anyhow. Limitless, scary potential to create anything he desires. 

Life is a blank page. In today’s era of  a deluge of  choices, it is overwhelming. There 

are all sorts of  pens, input devices, and even different types, colors, and sizes of  pages. Stop 

procrastinating through choices, they are all distractions. Stop distracting yourself  with them 

because you are afraid. Call procrastination by its right name, call it fear and 

begin. You are afraid because you do not know what to do. You simply cannot know what to 

do. There is no right way to write. There is no correct way to begin. There are no right or 

wrong answers in life. There is no corrective action. The page is only empty until you 

start writing. Life is only scary until you start living. Get out of  your head and 

arrive on the page of  life. 

“Nobody ever figures out what life is all about, and it doesn’t matter. Explore the world. 
Nearly everything is really interesting if  you go into it deeply enough.” 

— — Richard P. Feynman 

One day your pen will run out of  ink and the journal will run out of  pages. 

One day you will run out of  time. Do not delay action because you are afraid of  failure. 

Take action because you are afraid of  having never tried. Of  being fi lled with regrets. Of  

never having arrived on the page. Of  never having written that one poem. Of  not living the 

life that you dreamed of. Anybody is capable of  splashing words on a piece of  

paper but only a poet is willing to put in the effort to rejig it into a poem. 

Anyone is capable of  being alive but very few are capable of  living. Write and live. 

Live and write. Take action. Write that perfect poem, shape that perfect life, or die trying. 
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