Prisoner of Misfortune  
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Stood by the beach side

The Blue Moon café

A solace for who liked

To eat out in   peace

A friend of mine told me

“Lets go to the Blue moon

For a bottle o beer, or

A puff and few snacks”

The pan chewing “chauffeur “

Drove us to Blue moon

In a taxi which he claimed

Better than Mercedes

We sat by the glass door

Facing the blue sea

Candles were lit on

The tables all over

I sat in a trance

As the tranquil there put me

A waiter soon served us

With a hospitable smile

My friend lit a cigar

While I had a fruit punch

King Fisher beer was then

Poured in his goblet

Then the  silence was broken

By a voice melodious

Singing the tunes of some

Forgotten Ballads

Came from the backdoor

A lady so gorgeous

Holding a guitar and

Strumming it gently.

Dressed in a white gown

And strumming the guitar

Started she singing

For the guests in the cafe

The goblet was refilled

Froth up to its brim

I emptied the packet of

Ground nuts and cashews

She sang many ballads

Each stirring my senses

As she strummed on the guitar

I started to fly.

She smiled as she sang

She tapped on the floor

Her melody just floated

On the  silence of Blue moon.

Stuck  by her sweet voice

And the mystical smile

I sat in a trance

In the Blue moon café

People applauded

As she ended each song

Still strumming her guitar

She smiled at her guests

Smoke from the cigar

Rose up in rings

I was still flying

In the world of my dreams

Two hours later

He was through with the bear

The bottle was empty

And he signed on the bill

With tips on the table

As we started to go

I had a last look

At the gorgeous singer

“Who is the beauty

Who sang for us inside?”

With cigar still burning

My friend asked the watcher

“Oh! It’s Miranda

The cuckoo of Blue Moon

A prisoner of misfortune”

Then he told us her tale

"she ‘s born to a rich man

As a heir to his fortune

With all at her beckoning

Except for peace

Thrice she got married

But the bonds never lasted

For more than a year

So was her fate

Tragedies haunted her

As a curse from the heaven

Snatching her beloveds

Forever from her

As the tragedies recurred

She faltered  at each step

She was hallmarked by all as

The prisoner of misfortune.

Comfort she found while

Strumming the guitar

And singing the ballads

For guests in the Blue moon

The ballads she sings are

Excerpts from her life

For many in the Blue moon

It sounds as their story

She sings for us everyday

With strumming the guitar

Bringing solace to the

Guests in the Blue moon.”

Through the half open door, I

Looked at the dais, where

She was still singing

With strumming the guitar

With a smile on her face

With a voice melodious

Sang in the blue moon

The prisoner of misfortune

I strolled  back to my home

With my friend out of senses

Still then my ears could

Tune to her ballads.

Her sound was melodious

she was rich and gorgeous

But alas! .she  is still  

A Prisoner of misfortune
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