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„Ñ¨™êÎ=#
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<Õ#∞ ÃÇ·Ï Œ̂~åÉÏ Œ̂∞, ~å"≥∂r Ñ¶≤eOã≤\©Ö’ x~°fiÇ≤ÏOz#Ñ¨C_»∞ Ñ¨iK«Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ#

„Ñ¨g∞ÖÏ-~å[HõÑ¨Ó~ü ^ŒOÑ¨`«∞Å∞ <åÔHO`À Pf‡Ü«ÚÖˇ·<å~°∞. "åi^ŒÌi

PáêºÜ«∞`å#∞~åQÍÅ∞ ##∞fl "åi`À ¿ãflÇ¨ÏO KÕ¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ Ñ¨ÙiH˘ÖÏÊ~Ú.

„Ñ¨g∞ÖÏ MÏ Œ̂∞<£ Hõq «̀fi"≥ÚHõ J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « [Åáê «̀O, F JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ [Å

„Ñ¨"åÇ¨ÏO. F =∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~° Ñ¨Ù+¨ÊÑ¶̈Å =#O† F WO„ Œ̂̂ èŒ#∞ã¨∞û† "≥<≥flÅ ‰õΩi¿ã

=∞#ã̈∞ P"≥∞k. Hõq «̀fiOÖ’ J<ÕHõ „Ñ̈â◊flefl, ã̈=∂ è̂•<åefl ‰õÄiÛ Åe «̀ â◊$OQÍ~°

ÉèÏ=#efl Wq∞_çÛ P"≥∞ áê~î°‰õΩefl „uHÍÖÏÖ’¡H˜ J`«ºO`« ã¨∞xfl`«OQÍ

fã̈∞‰õΩ"≥à◊√ÎOk. TÇ̈f «̀ =~°‚#Å∞, Ñ̈ Œ̂∞<≥·# "åHÍºÅ∞, K«Hȭ x ÉèÏ= =ºH©ÎHõ~°}

=∞#efl =∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~å#∞Éèí∂uH˜ QÆ∞iKÕ™êÎ~Ú.

Reuel International Award ̀ À áê@∞ J<ÕHõ J"å~°∞¤Å∞, i"å~°∞¤Å∞

JO Œ̂∞‰õΩ#fl P"≥∞ Hõq «̀fiO F K«Hȭ x ~°™êÜ«∞#O.

ã¨$[#Ö’HõÑ¨Ù J<ÕHõ Ñ¨Ùã¨ÎHÍefl Pf‡Ü«∞OQÍ P^ŒiOz# `≥Å∞QÆ∞

™êÇ≤Ï «̀ºÖ’HÍxH˜ =∞~À K«Hȭ x HÍ#∞Hõ „Ñ¨g∞Å MÏ Œ̂∞<£ Hõq «̀fiO.

- _®Hõì~ü ÅOHÍ t=~å=∞„Ñ¨™ê £̂
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1. A world called tomorrow

We sat around a hearth of dim fires

Sipping our coffee laced with sugar.

Considered as most acclaimed and influential poets,

By the usual world of glitz and glamour,

We were rather focusing on mankind’s fate

While the river flowed languidly.

We remembered the illustrious moments

Of great inventions, of great makers of civilization,

Of fighters of liberty, the writers and the satires,

The painters and the singers and the accompanying musicians,

And the sweet sweat on the neck of farmers.

We, as avant-gardistes of our times,

Could not allow our minds to play old thoughts.

Our unrelenting passion for humanity’s progress

Which must glow like paint on canvass,

The gleaming light that stands on man’s path

Will never leave man like old trash or recycled garbage.

Man’s evolution must not lead to man’s degeneration.

✤ ✤
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1. ˆ~Ñ¨Ù J<Õ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O

=∞O„ Œ̂OQÍ "≥Å∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#fl <≥QÆ_»∞ K«∞@∂ì~å ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx

K«ÔH¯~° HõeÑ≤# HÍÑ¶‘x P™êfikã¨∞Î<åflO

H©iÎQÆ_çOz# Q˘Ñ¨Ê Hõ=ÙÅ∞QÍ

D ™ê è̂•~°} „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù «̀à◊√‰õΩÉˇà◊√‰õΩÅÖ’ QÆ∞iÎOK«|_ç

=∂#=*Ïu Éèíq+¨º ǜ QÆ=∞ºOÃÑ· Œ̂$+≤ì ™êiOKå=Ú

Ñ¨Hȭ <Õ #k „Ñ¨âßO «̀OQÍ „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ!

"Õ∞O QÆ∞~°∞Î‰õΩ ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩ<åflO =∞ è̂Œ∞~° Hõ∆}ÏÅ#∞,

HÍÅÑ¨Ù "≥∞ÿÅ∞~åà◊¡#∞, <åQÆiHõ̀ å x~å‡ «̀Å#∞,

¿ãfiKåÛù ™êfi «̀O„`åºÅÔH· áÈ~å_ç# Ü≥∂ è̂Œ∞Å#∞, ~°K«~Ú «̀Å#∞,

Hõ=ÙÅ∞, z„ «̀HÍ~°∞Å∞, QÍÜ«∞‰õΩÅ∞, ã¨Ow «̀ „ã¨+ª̈Å#∞,

Ô~·̀ «∞Å "≥∞_»ÅÃÑ· "≥∞i¿ã ¿ãfi Œ̂ aO Œ̂∞=ÙÅ#∞!

"Õ∞O, =∂ HÍÅÑ¨Ù P è̂Œ∞x‰õΩÅ∞QÍ

áê «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù PÖ’K«#Å#∞ =∞#ã¨∞Ö’H˜ ~åh‰õΩO_®

=∂#= «̀fiÑ¨Ù „Ñ¨QÆuÔH· "≥ÚHȭ "Àx L Õ̂fiQÆO`À

z„ «̀ K«Ü«∞xHõÃÑ· "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î#fl =~°‚OÖÏ

=∂#= Ñ¨̂ äŒOÖ’ "≥Å∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#fl HÍOuÖÏ

=∂#=Ù_çx áê «̀ K≥̀ «ÎQÍ, Ñ¨xH˜~åx =º~°÷OQÍ =∂~°h‰õΩO_®

=∂#= Ñ¨i}Ï=∞O =∂#= q<åâ◊#O "ÕÑ¨Ù áÈh‰õΩO_®

PÖ’K«#Å∞ KÕ™êO.

✤ ✤
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While the columns of smoke rose

Like falcons flapping their wings

For the great heights, with graceful composure

We eased our troubled hearts

And prayed for man’s unity, for peace and for love.

Prayers have powers, conclusively, incisively.

With our uniform loneliness, we started drawing

On plain paper with our box of crayons

Of a world   called tomorrow

GGGGG
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è̂Œ∂=∞Ñ¨Ù =~°∞ã¨Å∞ xOyÖ’H˜ ZQÆ∞ã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú

_ÕQÆÅ∞ Ô~Hȭ Å∞ JÅ¡ÖÏ¡_çã¨∞Î#fl@∞¡

L#fl «̀"≥∞ÿ# Z «̀∞ÎÅÖ’H˜, ™⁄QÆÃã·# â’Éèí̀ À,

=∂ LkfiQÆfl Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂Å∞ âßOu<˘O^•~Ú.

"Õ∞O „áêi÷OKåO =∂#=ÙÅ SHõº «̀, âßOu, „¿Ñ=∞ HÀã¨O.

„áê~°÷#Å‰õΩ YzÛ «̀"≥∞ÿ#, xt «̀"≥∞ÿ# â◊HÎ̃ LOk.

=∂ UHõ~°∂Ñ¨ XO@i «̀#OÖ’, "Õ∞O z„uOK«_»O „áê~°OaèOKåO

≥̀Å¡HÍy «̀OÃÑ· ~°OQÆ∞~°OQÆ∞Å „ˆHÜ«∂#¡̀ À

'ˆ~Ñ¨Ù— J<Õ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxfl.

GGGGG
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2. In the backyard of your heart

He  was a London-born designer

Inspired by the rich cultural heritage

That is synonymous with India.

And she was a ballet dancer

With sophisticated tastes

And a champion for social causes.

Both knew each other for sometime

And soft flames of love and desire

With emotions cascading in all forms

Grew gently in her heart

Sparkling a ray of hope.

He was the answer to her prayers,

The warmth that encased her

And when she thought of him,

Be it dawn or dusk,

A sweet radiance of happiness

Glimmered in her grey eyes.

Her soul embodied the perfection

Of love God had created.

One evening, while they walked

Fingers intertwined, in the long

Promenade in the pine forest,

She unraveled to him

The sweet mystery of her love.

✤ ✤
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2. h Ç¨Ï$^ŒÜ«∞Ñ¨Ù ÃÑ~°\˜ `À@Ö’

J «̀_»∞ ÅO_»<£Ö’ Ñ¨Ù\ì̃# _ç*·̌#~ü
J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « "å~°ã῭ «fi ã¨OÑ¨̂ Œ‰õΩ

=∂~°∞¿ÑÔ~·# ÉèÏ~°̀ «̂ Õâ◊=∞O>Ë J «̀_çH˜+ì̈O.
P"≥∞ „Ñ¨MÏº «̀ 'ÉÏÖˇ— #$ «̀ºHÍi}˜

J™ê è̂•~°}"≥∞ÿ# Jaè~°∞K«∞Ö’Î áê@∞
ã¨=∂[Ñ¨Ù =∂~°∞ÊÔH· «̀Ñ≤OKÕ =ºHÎ̃.

H˘O «̀HÍÅOQÍ XHõiH˘Hõ~°∞ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞
„¿Ñ=∞, HÀiHõ "≥∞ «̀Î\˜ *ÏfiÅÅ∞ HÍQÍ
L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞ Lá⁄ÊOy# qq è̂Œ ~°∂áêÖ·̌
P"≥∞ Z Œ̂Ö’ <≥=∞‡kQÍ ZkQÍ~Ú

PâßH˜~°}ÏÅ#∞ "≥∞iÑ≤ã¨∂Î.

P"≥∞ „áê~°÷#ÅHõ̀ «_»∞ JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# ã¨=∂ è̂•#O
P"≥∞#∞ á⁄ Œ̂∞=Ú‰õΩ#fl JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ "≥K«Û Œ̂#O

P"≥∞ J «̀_çx «̀Å∞K«∞‰õΩO>Ë KåÅ∞
L Œ̂Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ<å, ™êÜ«∞O ã¨=∞Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ<å

ã¨O`À+¨Ñ¨Ù =∞ è̂Œ∞~° „Ñ¨HÍâ◊"Õ∞
P"≥∞ heHõ#∞flÅÖ’ "≥eˆQk xifiÑ¶̈∞flOQÍ!

P"≥∞ P «̀‡ #_»Ü«∂_ç#k Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚"≥∞ÿ# Õ̂Ç¨ÏOÖ’
Õ̂=Ù_»∞ ã¨$lOz# „¿Ñ=∞‰õΩ „Ñ¨u~°∂Ñ¨"≥∞ÿ
F<å\˜ ™êÜ«∞OHÍÅÑ¨Ù "åÇ¨ºoÖ’

KÕ̀ «∞Å∞, JOQÆ∞oÅ∞ JÅ∞¡‰õΩ#fl fÔQÅ∞ HÍQÍ
ÃÑ·<£ K≥@∞¡#fl P K«Hȭ x J_»qÖ’ #_»∞ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

P"≥∞ «̀# ÉèÏ"åxfl J «̀_çH˜ qâ◊̂ ŒO KÕã≤Ok

«̀# J#O «̀ „¿Ñ=∞Ö’x =∂i‡Hõ̀ åfixfl.

✤ ✤
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The horizon shone

Luminescent orange and white.

The birds sung unheard melodies

And she felt stepping on

A threshold to a new experience.

He held her close to his heart

And she whispered in his ears,

‘I know your heart is not mine,

Yet, give me a small place

In the backyard of your heart.’

He held her closer to him,

With a resplendent smile,

And strolled his fingers on her hair.

He thought for a while and said,

In love, I don’t give all my heart,

I always keep some to myself

And that precious part,

I give it to you now.’

The strings of her heart

Strummed into celestial melody,

In an air scented with lavender.

Enfolding her soul in his,

He gave her his first passionate kiss.

GGGGG
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PHÍâ◊Ñ¨Ù JOK«∞ = Œ̂Ì J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « „Ñ¨HÍâ◊O

J~°∞} =~°‚O, áêÅ ≥̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù HÍO «̀∞ÅÖ’

Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ∞ PÅÑ≤OKå~Ú xH∆̃ÑÎ̈ ~åQÍÅ#∞

P"≥∞ J#∞‰õΩ#flk J_»∞y_»∞Î<åfl#x

#∂ «̀# J#∞Éèí=Ñ¨Ù H˘ «̀Î QÆ_»Ñ¨̂ •\˜.

J «̀_»∞ Ç¨Ï «̀∞Î‰õΩ<åfl_»"≥∞#∞ «̀# Z Œ̂‰õΩ QÍ_è»OQÍ,

P"≥∞ J «̀_ç K≥qÖ’ QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨ÖÏ_çOk.

-''<å‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O <å Œ̂x.

J~Ú<å <åH˜=Ùfi HÍã≤O «̀ KÀ@∞#∞...

h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù ÃÑ~°\˜ `À@Ö’——-

J «̀_®"≥∞#∞ fã¨∞‰õΩ<åfl_»∞ =∞iO «̀ Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ

z~°∞#=ÙfiÅ∞ q Œ̂∞ºÅ¡̀ «Ö·̌ q~°∞ã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ

«̀# "Õà◊¡̀ À P"≥∞ t~À*ÏÅ#∞ «̀_»∞=Ú «̀∂

F Hõ∆}O PÖ’zOz WÖÏ J<åfl_»∞

''„¿Ñ=∞Ö’, <å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂#flO`å W=fiÖË#∞,

<åHÀã¨O H˘O «̀ LOK«∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞.

P =ÚYº"≥∞ÿ# ÉèÏQÍxfl

<ÕxÑ¨Ù_»∞ hH˜™êÎ#∞——-

P"≥∞ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù g}Ï «̀O„ «̀∞Å∞

PÅÑ≤OKå~Ú k=º~åQÍÅ#∞.

Å"≥O_»~ü Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ`À „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∞Î#fl "åÜ«ÚgzHõÅ∞

P"≥∞ P «̀‡#∞ J «̀_ç P «̀‡`À q∞o «̀O KÕ™ê~Ú.

J «̀_»∞, P"≥∞ `˘e K«∞O|#Ñ¨Ù QÍ_è»̀ «Ö’ =ÚxyáÈÜ«∂~°∞.

GGGGG
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3. Lover lost

She was tall and elegant and languid,

A beauty with pale blonde hair,

And wistful blue eyes.

He was a great jazz guitarist

Who had read ten thousand books

And travelled ten thousand miles.

He had the wisdom of ancient men,

Always nurturing her thinking,

And broadening her mind.

Weaned from cartoon channels,

She had a tender and seductive body

And yet, the child in her never grew up.

Transparent innocence,

Great compassionate mind,

She always clang to him,

Seeking for love and kisses,

And especially for his attention.

Nestling close to him,

She listened to the fables

Of La Fontaine

Which he narrated so beautifully to her.

She would look at the snow – capped

✤ ✤
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3. Jaè™êiHõ

P"≥∞ á⁄_»QÆi, ÖÏ=}º=u, JO^•Å~åt

ã¨fi~°‚̂Hâ◊ ã¨OÑ¨̂ Œ̀ À JÅ~åˆ~ ‰õΩO Œ̂#Ñ¨Ù ÉÁ=∞‡

heHõ#∞Å g∞<åH∆̃ P K«Hȭ #=∞‡

J «̀_»∞ F J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « *Ï*ò y\Ïiã¨∞ì

Ñ¨k"ÕÅ Ñ¨ÙãÎ̈HÍÅ∞ K«kq#"å_»∞

Ñ¨k"ÕÅ "≥∞ÿà◊√¡ #_çz#"å_»∞

„áêp# |∞∞+¨µÅ *Ï˝#HÍO «̀∞Å "≥ey#"å_»∞

P"≥∞ PÖ’K«#Å#∞ ÃÑOá⁄OkOz<å_»∞

P"≥∞ =∂#ã≤Hõ Ñ¨i}˜ux qâßÅ"≥Ú#iÛ#"å_»∞.

HÍ~°∂ì<£ Kèå<≥à◊¡ #∞Oz q=ÚHÎ̃<˘Ok# =Ü«∞ã¨∞

P"≥∞ HÀ=∞Å «̀fiO, JÑ¨û~°ã¨Å ™⁄QÆã¨∞

J~Ú<å, P"≥∞Ö’ WOHÍ áÈÖË̂ Œ∞ Ñ¨ã≤̀ «#O.

áê~°̂ Œ~°≈Hõ"≥∞ÿ# J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiO.

*Ïe, Œ̂Ü«∞Å`À xO_ç# =∞#ãÎ̈̀ «fiO.

ZÑ¨C_»∂ J «̀_çx JO\˜ÃÑ@∞ì‰õΩ<Õ LO_Õ̂ •"≥∞.

J «̀_ç =Ú Œ̂∞Ìefl, H“yeO «̀efl HÀ~°∞ «̀∂,

J «̀_ç Œ̂$+≤ìÖ’ LO_®Å<Õ «̀Ñ¨#`À.

J «̀_çH˜ Œ̂QÆæ~°QÍ =∞iO «̀ Œ̂QÆæ~°QÍ KÕi

ÖÏ á¶⁄O>ÿ̌<£

™êÇ¨Ï™êefl, Ñ¨Ù~åQÍ è̂Œefl PÅH˜ã¨∂Î

J «̀_»∞ "å\˜x J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «OQÍ QÍ#O KÕã¨∞ÎO>Ë

P"≥∞ JÖÏ K«∂ã¨∞Î<Õ LO_Õk

✤ ✤
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Mountain range while he smoked his pipe

Releasing spirals of smoke in the air,

Listening to the silence of the woods.

Sometimes, they would sail to deserted beaches,

Basking in the sun with bodies naked.

He would apply jasmine scented oil,

To her back and buttocks,

Her soft shoulders and when

His hands touched her soft breasts,

She felt a breathlessness,

She had never felt before.

The sun felt shy, like a virgin

And hid his blazing face

Behind the clouds rolling and stopping

At this sensuous sight.

Sometime, on moon – hit nights,

They would make a bon – fire

On the shore, far away from

The melancholic tinkling of bells.

He would make tea for her, Darjeeling tea.

While drinking the tea, they watched

The whales diving and surfacing.
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=∞OK«∞ HõÑ≤Ê# Ñ¨~°fi`« tY~åÅ "ÕÑ¨Ù `«^ÕHõOQÍ

J «̀_»∞ «̀# ÃÑ·Ñ¨Ù`À á⁄QÆ Ñ‘Å∞ã¨∂Î

á⁄QÆ#∞ LOQÆ~åÅ∞QÍ = Œ̂∞Å∞ÎO>Ë «̀#‡Ü«∞OQÍ K«∂ã¨∂Î

J_»=ÙÅ xâ◊≈ÉÏÌxfl qO@∂-

H˘xfl™ê~°∞¡, "åà◊√¡ "≥àı¡"å~°∞ x~å‡#∞+¨ºOQÍ LO_Õ cKüÅ "ÕÑ¨Ù,

#QÆflOQÍ ZO_»Ö’ q„â◊q∞OKÕ"å~°∞,

=∞Ö¡̌Å ã¨∞"åã¨# #∂<≥Å <å «̀_»∞

P"≥∞ #_»∞=ÚÃÑ· `˘_»ÅÃÑ· ~åã≤ =∞~°Ì# KÕ¿ã"å_»̀ «_»∞.

P"≥∞ =∞$ Œ̂∞"≥·# Éèí∞*ÏÅ#∞, =H∆À*ÏÅ#∞

J «̀_»∞ `åH˜#Ñ¨Ù_»∞, P"≥∞‰õΩ TÑ≤~å_Õk HÍ Œ̂∞

XHõ Jx~°fiK«hÜ«∞"≥∞ÿ# J#∞Éèí∂u Jk.

ã¨∂~°∞º_Õ ã≤QÆ∞æÑ¨_Õ"å_Õ"≥∂, F Hõ#ºÖÏ,

«̀# *ÏfiÖÏ= Œ̂<åxfl ^•K«∞‰õΩ<Õ"å_»∞

=∞|∞ƒÅ Kå@∞#, JÖÏ ^•QÆ∞_»∞ =¸ «̀ÖÏ_»∞ «̀∂

=ã¨∂ÎáÈ «̀∂, D ã¨∞O Œ̂~° Œ̂$âßºxfl K«∂ã¨∂Î-

H˘xfl™ê~°∞¡, "≥<≥flÅ ~å„ «̀∞ÅÖ’

<≥QÆ_»∞ "≥eyOz, P K«e=∞O@Å = Œ̂Ì

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂ f~°OÖ’ K«e HÍQÆ∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

ZHȭ _ç #∞OKÀ, ã¨∞ Œ̂∂~å# qëê Œ̂OQÍ

q#=ã¨∞Î#fl QÆ*ˇ̊Å ã¨=fi_ç.

J «̀_»∞ «̀# KÕuHõOkOz# _®i˚eOQ∑ Õ̀h\˜x

`åQÆ∞ «̀∂ P"≥∞, Œ̂∂~°OQÍ JÅÅÃÑ· HÍ#=KÕÛ Œ̂$âßºÅ∞

uq∞OyÖÏÅ∞ h\˜ÃÑ· Õ̀Å∞ «̀∂, =Ú#∞QÆ∞ «̀∂
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Loss in the dimness made by stars,

He touched her velvety legs.

Swept away on a tidal wave

Of sensuality, she came closer and closer,

And they made love till the early hours of the morning.

One summer morning, he leaves her,

Leaving his guitar behind.

He simply disappeared.

And yet, the sweet melody

Did not change to a sad eulogy.

The sweet music of pain played on and on.

While the thunderheads,

Rose above the horizon

And were mounting with swift strides

Through the sky,

She thought of the father.

She had lost in him,

More than the lover.

And she waited for him,

With a pain and grief

Almost beyond bearing,

While the sweet perfume of promise

Filled the air.

GGGGG
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`å~°Å q∞}∞‰õΩ q∞}∞‰õΩ=∞O@∞#fl pHõ\˜ ~å„ «̀∞ÅÖ’
J «̀_®"≥∞ "≥Öˇfi\ò áê^•Å#∞, HÍà◊¡#∞ ã¨Ê $tOz#Ñ¨C_»∞

XHõ J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «"≥∞ÿ# J#∞Éèí∂u JÅ „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOKÕk
ZÖ¡̌_»ÖÏ P"≥∞ Õ̂Ç¨ÏOÖ’,

P"≥∞ =∞iO «̀ Œ̂QÆæ~°QÍ, Œ̂QÆæ~°QÍ ~åQÍ
"åi Œ̂Ì~°∂ â◊$OQÍ~° ˆHoÖ’ ≥̀Å¡"åˆ~ =~°‰õÄ-

ZÖÏ HÍÅO QÆ_çzO^À Z=iÔH~°∞Hõ!

XHõ "Õã¨q L Œ̂Ü«∂#, J «̀_®"≥∞#∞ = Œ̂e "≥o¡<å_»∞.
«̀# y\Ï~ü#∞ JHȭ _Õ =kÖËã≤,

J «̀_»ÖÏ J Œ̂$â◊º"≥∞ÿ<å_»∞, JO Õ̀,
J~Ú<å, P =∞ è̂Œ∞~° ã¨Ow «̀O

F qëê Œ̂ w «̀Ñ¨Ù ~°∂Ñ¨Ù ^•ÅÛÖË̂ Œ∞.
ÉÏ è̂ŒÖ’x uÜ«∞º Œ̂#O =∞~°Å =∞~°Å q#=ã¨∂Î<Õ LOk.

ÃÑ·# L~°∞=ÚÅ =∞|∞ƒÅ∞
PHÍâ◊Ñ¨Ù JOK«∞efl Hõ=Ú‡‰õΩx

ÃÑ Œ̂ÌÃÑ Œ̂Ì JOQÆÅ`À
xOyx =Ú@ì_çã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú.

P"≥∞ «̀# «̀O„_çx QÆ∞~°∞Î ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩ#flk
áÈQ˘@∞ì‰õΩ#fl J «̀_çÖ’,

„¿Ñq∞‰õΩ_ç Hõ<åfl Z‰õΩ¯=QÍ.

P"≥∞ JÖÏ Z Œ̂∞~°∞K«∂ã¨∂Î<Õ L#flk.
Œ̂∞óYO`À, qKå~°O`À,

ÉèíiOK«ÖË#O «̀ qëê Œ̂O`À,
WOHÍ "åQÍÌ#Ñ¨Ù =∞ è̂Œ∞~° Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞

"åºÑ≤ã¨∂Î<Õ L<åfl~Ú QÍeÖ’.

GGGGG
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4. While The Moon Hid Her Face

Sadness, a quintessential part

Of our lives governs our heart

Since the creation of the universe.

There are institutes of seismology,

Meteorology and hydrology

For various studies of  earth’s functional behaviour

Across the sands of time.

And yet, though the heart has its own

Fire, inundations, tsunamis and sandstorms,

There is so little research done on it.

Poor heart! Just the essentials and that’s all.

With a single sigh, it disappears

In distant solitude, running out of time.

However, hers is a heart

Which  always leaves an impression appeasing

Wherever she trod with a holistic approach,

Leaving the air replete with

The scent of a million roses.

While the log fire roared

And the turquoise-hued waves

Touched the shores with peerless love,

Her mind brimmed with memories sweet,

Giving to love a transcending meaning.

✤ ✤
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4. K«O„̂ Œ∞_»∞ P"≥∞ = Œ̂<åxfl ^•ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

ã¨$ëêìºk #∞O_ô, qâ◊fiã¨$[# HÍÅO #∞O_ô

qKå~°O, =∞# rq «̀OÖ’ XHõ ÉèÏQÆ"≥∞ÿ#k.

=∞# rq`åÅ∞, =∞# Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xfl áêeã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú.

"å`å=~°} Ñ¨iâ’ è̂Œ<å ̂HO„^•Å∞,

Éèí∂HõOáêÅ, Éèí∂QÆ~°ƒùâß¢™êÎÅ∞, [Å Ñ¨iâ’^èŒ#Å∞

Éèí∂ „Ñ¨=~°Î##∞ JOK«<å"Õ¿ã q Œ̂ºÅ∞

HÍÅÑ¨Ù Wã¨∞Hõ QÆ_çÜ«∂~°OÖ’ Pq+¨̄ iOK«|_ç#q Z<≥fl<Àfl.

J~Ú<å, Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’ L#fl JQÆ∞flÅ∞,

«̀∞á¶ê#∞Å∞, HõOÑ¨<åÅ∞, Wã¨∞Hõ «̀∞á¶ê#∞Å∞

Z=~°<åfl Ñ¨iâ’kèOKå~å?

F ¿Ñ Œ̂ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞=∂! U"À =ÚYº"≥∞ÿ#q H˘kÌQÍ!

JO Õ̀! F n~°… xâßfiã¨, x@∂ì~°∞Ê.

Jk x„+¨̄ q∞ã¨∞ÎOk Œ̂∂~°Ñ¨Ù XO@i «̀#OÖ’H˜, ã¨=∞Ü«∂ÉèÏ=O`À.

J~Ú#Ñ¨Ê\˜H©, WHȭ _» F Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O

XHõ ã¨O «̀$Ñ≤Î =Ú„ Œ̂#∞ =ke "≥à◊√ÎOk

Ñ¨q„ «̀ q è̂•#O`À, `å<≥Hȭ _» ã¨OK«iOz<å,

QÍeÖ’ qãÎ̈iOÑ¨KÕã¨∞ÎOk

q∞eÜ«∞<£ QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ Ñ¨i=∞àÏefl.

<≥QÆ_»∞ =∞O_»∞`ÀOk Éèí∞QÆÉèí∞QÆ=∞x

ã¨fi~°‚=∞}∞Å „Ñ¨HÍâ◊O`À.

™ê\˜ÖËx „¿Ñ=∞`À `å‰õΩ «̀∞Ok f~åÅ#∞

=∞ è̂Œ∞~°"≥∞ÿ# *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ`À P"≥∞ =∞#ã¨∞ xO_çOk JOK«∞Å=~°‰õÄ

✤ ✤
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She felt she knew her lover

Since a million years.

With a sheepish expression,

She looked at the feisty clouds

High up in the sky

While the rhythmic move

Of the swirling branches

Fanned the air with grace.

All of a sudden, she felt her lover’s hands

Holding her breasts lovingly,

Caressing them with soft touches

And gently drawing her close to him,

So passionate, so compassionate in his moves.

And now the fire of desire

Rose with bright flames

Trying to reach those great heights.

Sometimes hard and at other times harder,

And yet, always desiring for more,

The moments stretched

To phenomenal altitudes

Charting the transparent territories of love

While the moon hid her face behind the clouds

For a sight hot as this one,

She had never seen.

GGGGG
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„¿Ñ=∞‰õΩ F JfO„kÜ«∞ J~å÷xflã¨∂Î

P"≥∞ HõxÑ≤OzOk P"≥∞‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞

«̀# „¿Ñq∞‰õΩ_»∞ q∞eÜ«∞<£ ã¨O= «̀û~åÅ #∞Oz Ñ¨iz «̀∞_çQÍ

«̀# ÉèÏ"åÅ‰õΩ ã≤QÆ∞æ Ñ¨_»∞ «̀∞#fl@∞¡QÍ

P"≥∞ «̀ÅÃÑ·ÔHuÎ K«∂ã≤Ok

xOyÖ’ qÇ¨Ïiã¨∞Î#fl "Õ∞Ñ¶̈∂Å "ÕÑ¨Ù.

«̀~°∂âßYÅ∞ QÆÅQÆÅÖÏ_»∞ «̀∂

ÅÜ«∞| Œ̂úOQÍ Hõ̂ Œ∞Å∞ «̀∂

QÍex ™⁄QÆã¨∞QÍ, JÅÅ∞QÍ #iÎOÑ¨KÕ™ê~Ú.

JHõ™ê‡ «̀∞ÎQÍ, P"≥∞ Ñ¨ã≤QÆ\ì̃Ok

«̀# „¿Ñq∞‰õΩ_ç Ç¨Ï™êÎÅ∞ «̀# =H∆À*ÏÅÃÑ· Hõ̂ Œ∞Å∞Î#fl@∞¡

=∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ, J «̀ºO «̀ *ÏQÆ~°∂Hõ̀ À

Jq P"≥∞#∞ J «̀_ç Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ ÖÏ‰õΩ¯<åfl~Ú.

ZO`À L Õ̂fiQÆO`À, „¿Ñ=∞`À J «̀_»∞.

P"≥∞Ö’ ~°yeOz<å_»∞ 'HÀiHõ— J<Õ Jyflx

L"≥fi «̀∞Î# Zyã≤Ñ¨_»∞Î#fl =∞O_Õ *ÏfiÅÖÏ¡

„Ñ¨HÍâ◊=O «̀OQÍ, QÆ\ì̃QÍ, =∞iO «̀ QÆ\ì̃QÍ,

WOHÍ, WOHÍ HÍ"åÅ<Õ HÀiHõ

P =∞ è̂Œ∞~°Hõ∆}O =∞iO «̀QÍ qãÎ̈iOKåÅx,

JO «̀∞ ≥̀eÜ«∞x tY~åÅ‰õΩ KÕ~åÅx,

áê~°̂ Œ~°≈Hõ"≥∞ÿ# „¿Ñ=∞ Õ̂âßÅ‰õΩ Ñ¨Ü«∞xOKåÅh,

JÑ¨C_Õ, K«O„kHõ =∞|∞ƒÅ Kå@∞#

^•K«∞‰õΩO@∞#flk «̀# =ÚMÏxfl.

WO «̀ "Õ_ç Œ̂$âßºxfl K«∂_»â◊HõºO HÍ Õ̂"≥∂#x.

GGGGG
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5. The beauties of co-existence

We exist because others exist

And yet, everyday we pretend others don’t exist.

How long?

Each one of us has flamboyant ambitions,

An insatiable desire for perfection.

Creative, smart, realistic and flexible,

We want to bring our plans to fruition

And the voice within us that says

‘Move on,’ cannot be stilled.

It is believed that if we want

To achieve something in life,

The ensemble of the entire cosmos

Conspires with us to make of this daunting task

A mission successful and plausible.

It is the glorious path of full consciousness

That sages have worked on for years

That helps to open the sleeping eye.

It is the spirit of togetherness

Which under the yoke of ignorance

Looked like a bull without horns.

✤ ✤
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5. ã¨Ç¨Ïr=# ™œO Œ̂~°ºO

W «̀~°∞Å LxH˜Ö’<Õ L#flk =∞# LxH˜

J~Ú<å, q∞QÆ̀ å Z=~°∂ ÖË#>Ë¡ „Ñ¨=iÎ™êÎO =∞#O.

WÖÏ, ZO «̀HÍÅO?

=∞#Ö’ „Ñ¨u XHȭ iH© L<åfl~Ú L[fiÅ Pâ◊Ü«∂Å∞

Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚̀ « K≥O^•Å<Õ ^•Ç¨iÎ

ã¨$[#, K«Hȭ x, "åãÎ̈="≥∞ÿ#k, "≥∞ «̀Îxk

=∞# „Ñ¨}ÏoHõÅ#∞ Ñ¶̈Å=O «̀O KÕÜ«∂Å#∞‰õΩO\ÏO

=∞# JO «̀óã¨fi~°O K≥|∞ «̀∞O@∂Ok

'Ñ¨̂ Œ =ÚO Œ̂∞‰õΩ— Jx, ^•xx PÑ¨ÖËO!

U ≥̂·<å rq «̀OÖ’ ™êkèOKåÅ#∞‰õΩO>Ë

ã¨=∞ãÎ̈ qâ◊fi=¸ =∞#`À Hõeã≤

Ñ¨xKÕã¨∞ÎOk, ™êkèOÑ¨KÕã¨∞ÎOk

J Õ̂ =∞# «̀~°̀ «~åÅ qâßfiã¨O

™ê è̂Œº"≥∞ÿ#k, q[Ü«∂#flO Œ̂∞‰õΩ<Õ „Ñ¨Ü«∞ «̀fl=∞k

ã¨OÑ¨Ó~°‚ KÕ̀ «# Hõey# k=º=∂~°æO

Ü≥∂QÆ∞Å∞ Uà◊¡ «̀~°|_ç „â◊q∞Oz ™êkèOz#k

Jk ≥̀~°∞ã¨∞ÎOk x„kOKÕ <Õ„`åxfl

Jk ã¨"≥∞ÿHõº`å P «̀‡

J*Ï˝#Ñ¨Ù HÍ_ç H˜O Œ̂ Jk HõxÑ≤ã¨∞ÎOk

H˘=Ú‡Å∞ ÖËx =$+¨ÉèíOÖÏ

✤ ✤
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Einstein’s theory of relativity

Just turned hundred years old.

Faraday, Marie Curie, Michelin, Darwin,

To mention but a few,  have left light for us

And gone.

Like winged messengers of love, they brought

Light and love to the world

To dissipate darkness.

Let us learn to co-exist.

Let our growth be stable, slow and continuous

And perseverance, the fountain of all our actions.

Let us sit together and look at the sun-lit lake,

The lush landscapes, the meandering rivers

And while we string the jasmines together,

Our children will grow together

As men and women

Of a perfect and united civilization.

GGGGG
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S<£ã‘ì<£ ™ê¿ÑHõ∆ ã≤̂ •úO «̀O ~°∂á⁄Ok

=O Õ̂à◊¡~ÚºOk

á¶ê~°_Õ, "Õ∞s ‰õÄºs, q∞Kè≥e<£, _®ifi<£

=∞Ô~O Œ̂~À "≥eyOKå~°∞ HÍOu náêefl

x„+¨̄ q∞Oz<å~°∞.

„¿Ñ=∞ Ô~Hȭ Å∞#fl "å~åÎÇ¨Ï~°∞ÖÏ¡, ≥̀KåÛ~°∞ *Ï˝#HÍOux

„Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxH˜ Ñ¨Oz<å~°∞ „¿Ñ=∞#∞

áê~°„^Àe<å~°∞ pHõ\˜x.

=∞#O <Õ~°∞ÛHÀ"åe Hõeã≤ „| «̀Hõ_»O

=∞# Z Œ̂∞QÆ∞ Œ̂Å LO_®e ã≤÷~°OQÍ, <≥=∞‡kQÍ, ZHȭ _® PQÆ‰õΩO_®

=∞# „H˜Ü«∞Å‰õΩ Ñ¨@∞ì̂ ŒÅ PÅO|# HÍ"åe.

JO Œ̂~°O ‰õÄ~°∞ÛO^•O, ã¨∂~°∞º_»∞ "≥eyOz#

ã¨~°ã¨∞û K«∞@∂ì~å!

qq è̂Œ =~°‚ â’aè̀ « "≥∞ÿ̂ •<åÅ∞, QÆÅQÆÅáêˆ~ # Œ̂∞Å∂

=∞#O =∞Ö¡̌Ñ¨ÓÅ#∞ Œ̂O_»QÍ ‰õÄ~°∞ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∂

=∞# Ñ≤Å¡Å∞ Hõeã≤ ÃÑ~°∞QÆ∞`å~°∞

Ü«Ú=f Ü«Ú=‰õΩÅ∞QÍ

XHõ Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚, ã¨"≥∞ÿHõº <åQÆiHõ̀ «Ö’!

GGGGG
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6.  I wrote your name

I wrote your name on all the cherry leaves.

The great rains came and washed them away.

I cried like a child.

The next day when I went

Near the cherry tree,

I was amazed to see cherry blossoms

And on each blossom,

Your name was written,

Not in black and white

But in scintillating colors.

GGGGG

✤ ✤
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6. <Õ#∞ edOKå#∞ h ¿Ñ~°∞

Jxfl Kè≥„s P‰õΩÅÃÑ·# h ¿Ñ~°∞ „"å™ê#∞ <Õ#∞

[_ç"å# ‰õΩiã≤ «̀∞_çKÕã≤Ok "å\˜#xfl\˜x

Ñ¨ã≤Ñ≤ÖÏ¡_çÖÏ U_®Û#∞ <Õ#∞

=∞~°∞ã¨\˜ ~ÀA JHȭ _çH˜ "≥àı¡ã¨iH˜

Kè≥„s K≥@∞ì Œ̂QÆæ~° K«∂™ê#∞

q~°|∂ã≤# Kè≥„s Ñ¨ÓÅ∞

„Ñ¨u Ñ¨ÓÅ Ô~Hȭ ÃÑ·<å h ¿Ñ~°∞

≥̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù, #Å∞Ñ¨ÙÖ’ HÍ Œ̂∞

Hõà◊√¡ K≥kˆ~ ~°OQÆ∞Ö’¡!

GGGGG
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7.  Where would you like the wind

to take you?

To variegated destinations have I gone

In the myriad modes of transport.

I have seen the sun rising and setting,

With all its majesty, bringing light in darkness

And creating darkness where there was light.

I have seen the sea, blue and vast,

The slopes, hills, valleys, widening lakes,

And the beauties of the Alps and the Himalayas

With wonder-struck eyes and mind

Overflowing with the powers of creation.

I have had my tryst with the world of

Culture and agriculture, Science and fiction,

Photography, calligraphy, geometry and geography

And poetry has taken me to heights lucid and candid.

I have seen the world of greed and exploitation,

The futility of war and its strife,

The debilitating illness, the pains of loneliness,

The enemy spewing fire and venom to destroy,

And silent lovers reminiscing the moon-lit nights

Spent by the bonfire burning with a lilac flame.

✤ ✤
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7. x<≥flHȭ _çH˜ fã¨∞ÔHàÏ¡Å#∞‰õΩO\Ï=Ù D QÍe?

qaè#fl „Ñ¨̂ ÕâßÅ∞ ã¨OK«iOKå#∞ <Õ#∞

qq è̂Œ ~°HÍÅ ~°"å}Ï ã¨̂ Œ∞áêÜ«∂Å`À

K«∂™ê#∞ ã¨∂~Àº Œ̂Ü«∞ ã¨∂~åºãÎ̈=∞Ü«∂efl

"å\˜ ~å[™êxfl, pHõ\˜x "≥Å∞QÆ∞`À xOÑ¨_®xfl

"≥Å∞QÆ∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞ pHõ\˜x ã¨$lOK«_®xh.

qâßÅ"≥∞ÿ# J#O «̀ he ã¨=Ú„^•xfl K«∂™ê#∞

Z «̀∞ÎÑ¨ÖÏ¡Å∞, H˘O_»Å∞, Ö’Ü«∞Å∞, ÃÑ Œ̂Ì ã¨~°ã¨∞ûÅ∞

JO^•Å∞ q~°l"Õ∞‡ PÖòÊùû, Ç≤Ï=∂ÅÜ«∞ Ñ¨~°fi`åÅ∞

qáêÊi# Hõà◊¡̀ À, q„ÉèÏOu`À gH∆̃OKå#∞

ã¨$+≤ì â◊‰õΩÎÅ`À á⁄Oyá⁄~°∞¡̀ «∞#fl P Œ̂$âßºÅ#∞.

<åQÆiHõ̀ «, =º=™êÜ«∞O, âßGO, HõÅÊ#

HõÅQÆeã≤# „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxfl Ñ¨ÅHõiOKå#∞

á¶⁄\Á„QÆÑ¶≤, ÖËY#O, ˆ~MÏâßGO, *Ï„QÆÑ¶≤

Hõq «̀fiO ##∞fl fã¨∞‰õΩ"≥àÏ¡~Ú L#fl «̀ tY~åÅ‰õΩ

Œ̂∞~åâ◊, Ñ‘_»#Å`À xO_ç# „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxfl K«∂™ê#∞

Ü«Ú Œ̂úÑ¨Ù cèÉèí̀ åûxfl Ñ¨i}Ï=∂efl QÆ=∞xOKå#∞

~°∞QÆ‡ «̀Å ÃÇ·Ï<åºxfl, XO@i «̀#Ñ¨Ù ÉÏ è̂ŒÅ#∞

â◊„ «̀∞=ÙÅ∞ L"Õ∞‡ =∞O@efl, q è̂ŒfiOã¨Ñ¨Ù q+¨"åÜ«Ú=ÙÅ#∞

xâ◊≈|Ì „¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ∞ QÆ∞~°∞Î‰õΩ ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩ<Õ "≥<≥flÅ ~å„ «̀∞Å#∞

he T^• *ÏfiÅÅ <≥QÆà◊¡ = Œ̂Ì K«eHÍK«∞‰õΩ#fl k<åÅ#∞!

✤ ✤
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O wind! Come! Come and take me

To that land where the rationality of man

Has faded into insignificance and he accepts

The inevitability of Truth,

Where man has no nationality and all are one,

Where the waterfront is not illusion or rejection

But compassion in an interplay of red, green and yellow,

Where nights are long for lovers

And days short for workers,

Where our children will be of noble birth

And move heads held high in pride,

Into that land, O Wind,

Let us awake and arise.

GGGGG
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F "åÜ«ÚgzHÍ! ~å! ~å! ##∞fl fã¨∞‰õΩáÈ!

U Õ̂â◊OÖ’ J~Ú Õ̀ =∂#= JÅÊ*Ï˝#O =∂Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ

ã῭ «ºÑ¨Ù Jx"å~°º «̀#∞ JOwHõi™êÎ_À JHȭ _çH˜!

„Ñ῭ ÕºHõ *ÏfÜ«∞ «̀ÖËx P =∂#= Õ̂â◊O

„ÉèÏOu ÖË̂ • u~°™ê¯~°O HÍx P ˆ~=Ù „Ñ¨̂ Õâ◊O!

Z~°∞Ñ¨Ù, P‰õΩÑ¨K«Û, Ñ¨ã¨∞Ñ¨Ù Hõeã≤# *ÏeQÆ∞}O

JHȭ _» „¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ‰õΩ n~°…~å„ «̀∞Å∞

„âßq∞‰õΩÅ‰õΩ «̀‰õΩ¯= „â◊=∞QÆO@Å∞

Ñ≤Å¡Å∞ L#fl «̀ÉèÏ= ã¨OÑ¨#∞flÅ∞

QÆ~°fiO`À «̀Å ÃÑ·ÔH «̀∞Î‰õΩ u~°∞QÆ∞`å~°∞

J@∞=O\˜ Õ̂â◊OÖ’H˜

F QÍb!

JHȭ _» =∞#O "Õ∞ÖÁ¯O^•O! L Õ̀Îl «̀∞Å"≥∞ÿ ÖË̂ •ÌO!

GGGGG
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8. The kiss

A poet worth his mettle

Boiling water in his cute kettle

Told me that kisses will eternally

Remain unsurpassed in beauty.

He kissed me and I was seventeen.

It was my first taste of love’s elixir,

A perfect osmosis without cosmetics,

With charms invariable

And desires unforgettable.

Ethereal and surreal,

It was the zenith of a wish

That left me spellbound

While the thunderstorm obliterated the town.

The kiss had the taste of nectar unblemished,

Making my interior self with light replenished.

Again he kissed me and this time

It had the peachy taste of sweet peach Melba.

Voluntarily or involuntarily absolutely sobered,

It invoked the vision of love making

While lightning flashed across the window panes

Taking us both in its strides.

✤ ✤
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8. =Ú Œ̂∞Ì

KÕ=QÆÅ Hõq XHõ_»∞

«̀# áê„ «̀Ö’ =∞iˆQ hà◊√¡#fl"å_»∞

=ÚiÃÑOQÍ J<åfl_»∞ <å`À-

-''=Ú Œ̂∞ÌÅ<Õq ™œO Œ̂~°ºOÖ’ ™ê\˜ÖËxq——-

<å‰õΩ Ñ¨k¿ÇÏ_Õà◊√¡, QÍ_è»OQÍ K«∞OaOKå_»∞ ##∞fl

„¿Ñ=∞ ~°™êÜ«∞#Ñ¨Ù `˘e ~°∞z

™œO Œ̂~°º ÖËÑ¨<åÅO@x Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚ =_»áÈ «̀

ã≤÷~°"≥∞ÿ# =∞O„ «̀*ÏÅO

=∞~°Ñ¨Ù~åx HÍ=∞#Å qÇ¨~°O

=∂Ü«∂ gzHõÅ, =∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~°"≥∞ÿ# "åãÎ̈"åf «̀O

HÀiHõÅ tY~° Jkè~ÀÇ¨Ï}O

##∞fl =∞O„ «̀=ÚQÆú#∞ KÕã≤# Hõ∆}O

«̀∞á¶ê#∞ L~°∞=Ú "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨ÙÖ’Î Õ̂Ç¨Ï #QÆ~åxfl «̀∞_çzÃÑ_»∞Î#fl ã¨=∞Ü«∞O

Hõà◊OHõO ÖËx =∞Hõ~°O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù ~°∞z

<å â◊s~°=∞O`å xO_ç# q Œ̂∞º ǜ *’º «̀ûflÅ ã¨O Œ̂_ç

=∞~À™êi K«∞OaOKå_»̀ «_»∞ ##∞fl,

"≥∞ÖÏƒÑ‘Kü Ñ¶̈ÖÏÅ Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞

xÜ«∞O„ «̀}, JxÜ«∞O„ «̀} J#∞Éèí"åxH˜ ~å=Ù

U^À HÍ"åÅ<Õ ≥̂·Ç≤ÏHõ «̀Ñ¨#

H˜\˜H© «̀Å∞Ñ¨Ùefl `åH˜# "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨Ù fÔQ

^•x H“yeÖ’ "Õ∞q∞ Œ̂Ì~°O.

✤ ✤



40

In reverie and camaraderie

I asked the poet,  ‘Is it the beginning of a lifetime love?’

In a hushed whisper , he replied,

‘The lifetime love is in the now.’

I smiled while the rain drizzled

And the scent of geranium and oregano

Rose joyously in the air.

The sun shone through rain

Making a radiant rainbow

And love shone in between our lips

With exuberant ecstasy

While the unbridled passions

Slowly empowered our frail bodies.

GGGGG
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P L Õ̂fiQÆOÖ’, ¿ãflÇ¨ÏOÖ’ J_çQÍ#∞ <Õ#∞ P Hõqx

-''Wk rq «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù „¿Ñ=∞ „áê~°OÉèí=∂?——-

qh q#|_»‰õΩO_® QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨ÖÏ_ç<å_»̀ «_»∞

-''rq «̀HÍÅ=∞<Õk WÑ¨C_»∞ D Hõ∆}OÖ’ xq∞_ç LOk——-

<Õ#∞ z~°∞#=Ùfi #"åfi#∞, "å#[Å∞¡ ‰õΩ~°∞ã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ

ÔQ~åxÜ«∞O, XÔ~QÍ<˘ QÆ∞ÖÏa Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞

P#O Œ̂OQÍ QÍeÖ’ K«∞@∞ì=Ú\Ïì~Ú.

"å#[Å∞¡ QÆ∞O_® „Ñ῭ «ºHõ∆"≥∞ÿ<å_»∞ ã¨∂~°∞º_»∞

„Ñ¨HÍtã¨∞Î#flk J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «"≥∞ÿ# WO„ Œ̂̂ èŒ#∞ã¨∞û

=∂ ÃÑ^•Å =∞ è̂Œº „Ñ¨HÍtOz# „¿Ñ=∞

JÖ∫H˜Hõ P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù «̀#‡Ü«∞ «̀fiO

Hõàı¡Å∞ ÖËx L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞ <≥=∞‡kQÍ

P=iOK«∞‰õΩ<åfl~Ú =∂ Œ̂∞~°ƒÅ Õ̂Ç¨Å#∞.

GGGGG
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9. My childhood window

Like so many,

I have never struggled

To bring back youth that was lost,

For, I moved not from my childhood days,

So full of songs of innocence.

Peeping from the frames of an antique

Slow-moving dead past

With faded torments,

Self-indulgent pity,

I saw a toxic political era,

A sea of scandal,

Where leaders for life view state assets

As their own cash cows

And place gains in international banks

While their poor people starve.

From my river of silence,

I saw men and women,

Hearts parched up,

Sinking slowly in the mire of depression,

Brutalized and victimized,

Standing the test of time

In the world of collective tangling.

Playing with the butterflies,

In the grassy plains

✤ ✤
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9. <å ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù H˜\˜H©

KåÖÏ =∞OkÖÏ<Õ <Õ#∞
HÀÖ’Ê~Ú# ÉÏÖÏºxfl, Ü«∞=fi<åxfl

fã¨∞‰õΩ~å=_®xH˜ Hõ+ì̈Ñ¨_»ÖË̂ Œ∞ <Õ#∞.
ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë <ÕxOHÍ z#flÑ≤ÖÏ¡_ç<Õ
<åxO_® J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiÑ¨Ù áê@ÖË!

Ñ¨Ù~å «̀# HõàÏYO_»Ñ¨Ù „¿Ñ¶=ÚÖ’¡Oz `˘OyK«∂ã¨∂Î
<≥=∞‡kQÍ Hõ̂ Œ∞Å∞Î#fl QÆuOz# QÆ̀ «O

=∞ã≤áÈ~Ú# HõëêìÅ`À
ã¨fiÜ«∞O x~°‚Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù *Ïe

<Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞ q+¨ ~å[H©Ü«∞ ã¨Oã¨̄ $u HÍÖÏxfl
Jqhu ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂O

„Ñ¨Éèí∞ «̀fi Pã¨∞ÎÅ#∞ ™êfiÇ¨ KÕ¿ã rq «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù <åÜ«∞‰õΩÅ∞
"åà◊¡ ã¨fiO «̀ è̂Õ#∞=ÙÖÏ¡

ÖÏÉèÏefl JO «̀~å˚fÜ«∞ ÉÏºO‰õΩÖ’¡ ^•ã¨∂Î
Õ̂â◊OÖ’ ¿Ñ Œ̂Å∞ PHõÖ’Î =∂_»∞ «̀∞O_»QÍ.

<å xâ◊≈|ÌÑ¨Ù #k #∞O_ç
<Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞ ¢ã‘Î Ñ¨Ù~°∞+¨µefl
ZO_çáÈ~Ú# Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂Å`À

x~åâß TaÖ’ ‰õÄ~°∞‰õΩáÈ «̀∞#fl"åà◊¡#∞
„‰õÄ~°OQÍ Ç≤ÏOã≤OK«|_ç, QÍÜ«∞Ñ¨_ç# "åà◊¡#∞

HÍÅÑ¨sHõ∆Ö’ xÅ|_ç
„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù L=∞‡_ç LK«∞ÛÖ’

ã‘̀ åHÀHõ zÅ∞HõÖ’Î P_»∞ «̀∂
Ñ¨zÛHõ|Ü«∞à◊¡Ö’

✤ ✤
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With scent of morning shrubs,

Pursuing my dreams

In the world of Superman, Batman,

Green Lantern, Green Hornet,

Spider Man, all connected to green,

I got transported to time and space.

I again opened the window

Of my childhood days

And I saw the fury of aerial bombardments,

The endless treadmill of violence and war,

Seventy thousand men raped,

In a year in one land,

Three thousand lives lost in a single war,

Sirens wailing, women and children crying,

Babies fastened to the beaten

Leather breasts of their mothers.

I closed my window,

Never to open it again.

I talked to my Teddy Bears

And they cried for me.

They held me in their arms

And together,  we cried.

They burst the boils in my heart

To drain the painful liquid away

While our ship cut

Through the waves of the night.

GGGGG
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„Ñ¨ÉèÏ «̀Ñ¨Ù z#fl á⁄ Œ̂Å Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞
<å HõÅefl "≥O\Ï_»∞ «̀∞O_»QÍ

ã¨∂Ñ¨~ü=∂<£, ÉÏ\ò=∂<£ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O
„w<£ ÖÏO@~°<£, „w<£ Ç¨Ô~fl\ò

Ãã·Ê_»~ü=∂<£, Jhfl P‰õΩÑ¨K«Û‰õΩ J#∞ã¨OkèOK«|_ç
<Õ#∞ HÍÅ„Ñ¨̂ ÕâßÖ’¡H˜ |\Ïfi_® KÕÜ«∞|_®¤#∞.

<Õ#∞ =∞~°Å H˜\˜H© «̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù ≥̀iKå#∞
<å ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù ~ÀAÅÖ’H˜

xOy #∞Oz ‰õΩiã≤# ÉÏO|∞Å =~å¬xfl
Ç≤ÏOã¨, Ü«Ú^•úÅ J#O «̀ =ÅÜ«∂efl K«∂™ê#∞.

_≥É·̌ƒù"ÕÅ =∞Ok K≥~°K«|_ç<å~°∞
XHȭ  U_®kÖ’ XHõ Õ̂â◊OÖ’

=¸_»∞ "ÕÅ=∞Ok Jã¨∞=ÙÅ∞ ÉÏã≤<å~°∞ XHȭ  Ü«Ú Œ̂úOÖ’
Ãã·~°#¡ "≥∂`«Å∞, ¢ã‘ÎÅ∞, Ñ≤Å¡Å P„HõO^Œ#Å∞
ZO_ç# «̀Å∞¡Å ~˘=Ú‡Å‰õΩ JO\˜ÃÑ@∞ì‰õΩ#fl

Ñ¨ã≤áêÑ¨Å |ÅÇ‘Ï# Õ̂Ç¨Å∞!

<Õ#∞ H˜\˜H© «̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù =¸™ê#∞
=∞~°Å WHõ ≥̀~°=É’#∞

<å Ñ¨Hȭ #∞#fl >ˇ_ç¤ÉË~ü ÉÁ=∞‡Å`À =∂\Ï¡_®#∞
Jq <å HÀã¨O Œ̂∞ódOKå~Ú
«̀=∞ KÕ̀ «∞Ö’¡ ##∞fl á⁄ Œ̂∞=Ú‰õΩx

"Õ∞O JO Œ̂~°O =∞~°ÖÏ U_®Û=Ú
<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’x JyflÑ¨~°fi`åÅ∞ q™ÈÊù\˜OKå~Ú

ÉÏ è̂• «̀ÑÎ̈ „ Œ̂=O |Ü«∞@‰õΩ "≥_»eOk
=∂ rq «̀ <ÒHõ

~å„u JÅefl pÅ∞Û‰õΩO@∂ =ÚO Œ̂∞‰õΩ áÈ «̀∞#flk.

GGGGG
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10. Silence

There is silence

In the singing of the constellations,

In the deep murmur of the waves,

In the barren beautiful deserts,

With lovely desert roses and sand dunes,

And in the temples of learning

By the mighty mountains

Where flocks of sheep graze quietly.

Sometimes, we contemplate and reminisce

Morosely with unshed tears

And think of the flamboyant spirits

Of the glorious days of our childhood

While the wind bellows far  away,

There is silence

Masking the melancholy

With its soft and warm hands.

At other times, to much purity and morality

Amidst the sounds and shadows of life,

Too many feelings of insecurity,

With threatened comfort zones,

Do create a silence

That makes us feel like

A harp without strings.

✤ ✤
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10. xâ◊≈|ÌO

JHȭ _» xâ◊≈|ÌO

#Hõ∆„ «̀ ~åâ◊√Å ã¨Ow «̀OÖ’

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂ «̀~°OQÍÅ ã¨=fi_çÖ’

JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# =O è̂Œº Z_®~°∞ÅÖ’

K«Hȭ \˜ J_»q QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ∞, Wã¨∞Hõ u<≥flÅ∞#fl "≥∞ÿ̂ •<åÅÖ’,

*Ï˝<åxflKÕÛ q^•ºÅÜ«∂ÅÖ’

=∞Ç¨ Ñ¨~°fi`åÅÖ’

ZHȭ _≥·̀ Õ Q˘„Ô~Å =∞O Œ̂Å∞ „Ñ¨âßO «̀OQÍ "Õ∞ã¨∞ÎO\ÏÜ≥∂!

H˘kÌ™ê~°∞¡, =∞#O QÆ∞~°∞Î̀ ≥K«∞Û‰õΩO\ÏO è̂•º#OÖ’

„Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOK«x Hõhflà◊¡̀ À kQÆ∞Å∞QÍ

QÆ∞~°∞Î ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩO\ÏO Zyã≤Ñ¨_ç# r"À Õ̂fiQÍÅ#∞

ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù =∞Ç¨Ï «̀Î~°"≥∞ÿ# k<åÅ#∞†

Œ̂∂~°OQÍ QÍe ã¨=fi_ç KÕã¨∞ÎO@∞Ok

JHȭ _® xâ◊≈|ÌO

ã¨$lã¨∞Î#flk qëê Œ̂ ã¨Ow`åxfl

«̀# "≥∞ «̀Î\ ˜ "≥K«Ûx KÕ̀ «∞Å`À

J<ÕHõ™ê~°∞¡, ã¨fiK«Ûù̀ « <≥·uHõ „Ñ¨=~°Î# JkèHõ"≥∞ÿ

rq «̀Ñ¨Ù h_»Å∞, è̂Œfi#∞Å =∞ è̂Œº

JÉèí„ Œ̂̀ å ÉèÏ=#ÅkèHõ"≥∞ÿ

~°H∆̃̀ « „Ñ¨̂ ÕâßÅ∞ „Ñ¨=∂^•# Ñ¨_ç

ã¨$l™êÎ~Ú xâ◊≈ÉÏÌxfl

=∞#O J#∞Éèí∂ux K≥O Œ̂∞`åO

fQÆÅ∞ ÖËx g}ÖÏ

✤ ✤
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When passions are unbridled,

There is silence,

When two lovers meet,

There is silence.

When two lovers kiss,

There is silence.

There is silence in the smile,

Silence in the act of love-making

And silence in the waiting

And the longing as well.

There is silence everywhere.

Silently, all beautiful things are created

And silently appreciated.

Silence is not only gold,

It is something much beyond that.

Silence is silence, gracefully silent.

GGGGG
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Hõàı¡Å∞ ÖËx L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

JHȭ _» xâ◊≈|ÌO

W Œ̂Ì~°∞ „¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ∞ Hõeã≤#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

JHȭ _» xâ◊≈|ÌO

„¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ∞ Ñ¨~°ã¨Ê~°O =Ú^•Ì_ç#Ñ¨C_»∞

JHȭ _» xâ◊≈|ÌO

z~°∞#=ÙfiÖ’ xâ◊≈|ÌO

â◊$OQÍ~°OÖ’ xâ◊≈|ÌO

xsHõ∆}Ö’ xâ◊≈|ÌO

q~°Ç¨ÏOÖ’#∂ xâ◊≈|ÌO

ZHȭ _» K«∂ã≤<å xâ◊≈|Ì"Õ∞.

xâ◊≈|ÌOÖ’<Õ ã¨$lOÑ¨|_ç<å~Ú Jhfl

xâ◊≈|ÌOQÍ<Õ "≥∞K«∞ÛHÀ|_»̀ å~Ú

xâ◊≈|ÌO ã¨fi~°‚ ã¨=∂#"Õ∞ HÍ Œ̂∞

^•xHõ<åfl L «̀̄ $+ì̈"≥∞ÿ#k

xâ◊≈|ÌO xâ◊≈|Ì"Õ∞

™⁄QÆÃã·#k xâ◊≈|ÌO.

GGGGG
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11. A Revelation

A woman is a revelation,

Not a retribution.

Hurt not the receptacle

In her flower of love,

Devour not her body

With eyes of lust.

Another day dawns

And another man is born.

Weary, oppressed and depressed,

She succumbs not to the destined

Trials and tribulations,

For, from baby to boy,

From boy to man,

Will all emerge from her lap.

Sometimes in reflective meditation,

At other times bereft of hope,

With the cosmos spinning around her, she thinks of the

damages

Done by a desire,

Sprouting from preconceived notions

Or simply a genetic inheritance,

Which holds her besieged

In between his legs

While she battles in a futile effort

To set her dignity free.

✤ ✤
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11. „Ñ¨Hõ@#

¢ã‘Î Õ̀@ ≥̀Å¡=∞ÜÕ∞º „Ñ¨Hõ@#

HÍ^Œ∞ P"≥∞ „Ñ¨fHÍ~°Ñ¨Ù Ñ¶¨∞@#

QÍÜ«∞Ñ¨~°K«‰õΩ P"≥∞ è̂Œ~å‡xfl

„¿Ñ=∞ Ñ¨Ù+¨ÊOÖ’x P_»̀ «<åxfl†

Pâ◊É’ «̀∞"≥· P~°yOK«‰õΩ,

HÍ=∞Ñ¨Ù Œ̂$‰õΩ¯Å`À P"≥∞ JO^•xfl!

=∞~À ã¨∂~Àº Œ̂Ü«∞O

=∞~À =∞x+≤ [##O

JÅã¨@, J}QÆ̂ ˘Hȭ |_ç, kQÆ∞Å∞`À

ÖÁOyáÈ «̀∞Ok P"≥∞

Z<Àfl Ñ¨sHõ∆Å∞, â’ è̂Œ#Å∞

Ñ¨ã≤áêÑ¨ #∞Oz ÉÏÅ∞_»∞

ÉÏÅ∞_ç #∞Oz Ü«Ú=‰õΩ_»∞

P"≥∞ X_çÖ’<Õ Z Œ̂∞QÆ∞ Œ̂Å

XHÀ¯™êi QÆ̀ «ã¨‡ $ «̀∞Å è̂•º#OÖ’

XHÀ¯™êi x~åâ◊Ö’

qâ◊fiO P"≥∞K«∞@∂ì Ñ¨i„Éèíq∞ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

P"≥∞ QÆ∞~°∞Î‰õΩ ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩO@∞Ok HÀiHõ ≥̀zÛ# =ÚÑ¨C#∞

JÑ¨Ê\˜̂H <å@∞‰õΩ#fl Jaè„áêÜ«∂Å "≥ÚÅHõÅ #∞OKÀ

J#∞=OtHõÑ¨Ù |O è̂•Å #∞OKÀ

`å#∞ |On J~Ú# q+¨Ü«∞O

J «̀_ç HÍà◊¡ =∞ è̂Œº

✤ ✤
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However, unrepentant soul that she is,

She steals not bright objects

Like the magpie does

Or flagellating herself with her failures,

Or masochist, loving her wounds and blows,

She focusses on her monumental achievements,

Her magnum opus, that will reveal

Her true and naked self

For she is a revelation.

GGGGG
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qÑ¶̈ÅÜ«∞ «̀flO KÕã¨∞ÎOk

Q“~°=„Ñ¨̂ Œ"≥∞ÿ# q=ÚHÎ̃ HÀã¨O

U"≥∞ÿ<å, Ñ¨âßÛ`åÎÑ¨Ñ¨_»^Œ∞

`å<Õg∞ ~°OQÆ∞~°OQÆ∞ =ã¨∞Î=ÙÅ∞

^˘OyeOK«̂ Œ∞ Hõ̂ • ÉÁ=∞‡*ˇ=Ú_»∞ HÍH˜ÖÏ,

«̀##∞ `å#∞ H˘~°_® ≥̂|ƒÅ∞ H˘@∞ìHÀ Œ̂∞ „áêÜ«∞tÛ «̀ÎOQÍ,

«̀##∞ `å#∞ Ç≤ÏOã≤OK«∞HÀ Œ̂∞, QÍÜ«∂efl ≥̂|ƒefl W+ì̈Ñ¨_ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

«̀# q[Ü«∞ ™œ è̂•efl K«∂ã≤ QÆ~°fiÑ¨_»∞ «̀∞Ok

«̀# =∞Ç¨HÍ~åºxfl K«∂ã≤ Lá⁄ÊOQÆ∞ «̀∞Ok

«̀# x[ =ºHÎ̃̀ åfixfl ≥̀e¿Ñ q+¨Ü«∂xÔH· â’kèã¨∞ÎOk

ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë P"Õ∞ P"≥∞ „Ñ¨Hõ@#!

GGGGG
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12. What shall I do to wake you up?

Attuned to reading your body language,

I look at you lying on your bed,

Your head resting on a blue frilled pillow.

Bridging my heart to yours,

I look at your sleeping body,

Immaculate, jubilant,

A treasured holy grail,

Observant and intelligent,

Of impeccable integrity.

Wake up honey,

The rain is lashing

Against the trees,

Wake up.

Wake up, companion of my soul,

My soul mate, wake up.

The sun rays are glinting on your grey hair.

I have put some music

And cooked your favorite breakfast

For I know, hungry, you are angry.

On some days, you are Hamlet

And on other days you are Othello.

And yet, today you will be my Romeo.

Listening on the rain pattering

On the window panes,

✤ ✤
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12. x#∞fl "Õ∞ÖÁ¯ÖËÊO^Œ∞‰õΩ <Õ<ÕO K≥Ü«∂ºe?

h Õ̂Ç¨ÏÉèÏ+¨#∞ K«̂ Œ=_®xH˜ JÅ"å@∞ Ñ¨_ç

h â◊Ü«∞ºÃÑ· Ñ¨_»∞‰õΩx h"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™êÎ#∞

he «̀ÅQÆ_»ÃÑ· q„âßOuQÍ h=Ù «̀Å"åeÛ LO_»QÍ!

h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O`À <å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù =O ≥̀#

xi‡Oz, <Õ#∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î<åfl#∞ x Œ̂∞iã¨∞Î#fl x#∞fl.

Hõà◊OHõ ~°Ç≤Ï «̀"≥∞ÿ, L`åûÇ¨ÏÉèíi «̀OQÍ

J «̀ºO «̀ áê=#"≥∞ÿ# Ñ¨q„ «̀ HõÅâ◊O (Ç¨ÏŸb„ÔQ~ÚÖò)

Ñ¨ijÅ#, q"ÕHõ *Ï˝# «̀̀ «fi ã¨q∞‡o «̀O

=∞K«ÛÖËx =ºHÎ̃̀ «fiO

"Õ∞Å∞HÀ „Ñ≤Ü«∞ «̀=∂,

[_ç"å# ‰õΩ~°∞ã¨∞Î#flk

=_çQÍ K≥@¡ÃÑ·#

"Õ∞Å∞HÀ!

"Õ∞Å∞HÀ, <å P «̀‡|O è̂Œ∂!

„Ñ≤Ü«∞ «̀=∂, "Õ∞Å∞HÀ!

ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}ÏÅ∞ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î#flq h Ñ¨e «̀ ̂HâßÅÃÑ·

hH˜+ì̈"≥∞ÿ# ã¨Ow «̀O

h=Ù "≥∞KÕÛ Ñ¶̈ÅÇ¨~°O

<å‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞, h‰õΩ PHõeQÍ LOk, HÀÑ¨OQÍ#∂!

H˘<åflà◊√¡ h=Ù 'Ç¨"≥∞¡\ò—q

q∞QÆ̀ å ~ÀAÖ’¡ 'X ä̂≥Ö’¡—

HÍx, D<å_»∞ h=Ù <å '~Àq∞Ü≥∂—q.

✤ ✤
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I look at the Oleanders blooming,

I listen to the miners boots

Trampling up the cobble – stoned way to work,

The donkeys laboring

Uphill with loads of firewood

And a constellation of emotions

Break forth from my heart.

I look at the myriad facets of your face

And I want to unearth

The passions in you.

Conqueror of my skies,

Open the beacon light of your eyes

That will lead me to your heart.

What shall I do to wake you?

Shall I kiss your hand

Or bite you gently on your lips?

Shall I caress your head

Or kiss your neck

To taste a little nectar from it?

Tell me, what shall I do

To wake you up?

GGGGG
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"å#[Å∞¡ ã¨Ow «̀ ã¨~°o

H˜\˜H© «̀Å∞Ñ¨ÙÅÃÑ· è̂Œ∞x HÍQÍ

<Õ#∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î<åfl#∞ XeÜ«∂O_»~ü Ñ¨ÓÅqHÍ™êxfl

<Õ#∞ qO@∞<åfl#∞ QÆxHÍi‡‰õΩÅ |∂@¡ K«Ñ¨C_»∞#∞

QÆ∞ÅHõ~åà◊¡#∞ `˘‰õΩ¯ «̀∂ Ñ¨xH˜ "≥à◊¡_®xfl

QÍ_ç̂ Œ KåH˜s

Hõ>ì̌Å∞ "≥∂ã¨∞‰õΩO@∂ H˘O_»ÖˇflHȭ _»O

L Õ̂fiQÍÅ ‰õÄ_çHõ

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O #∞Oz Œ̂∂‰õΩ «̀∞<åfl~Ú

<Õ#∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î<åfl#∞ h = Œ̂#Ñ¨Ù Jã¨OMÏºHõ ~°∂áêefl

<Õ#∞ "≥eH˜ nÜ«∂Å#∞‰õΩO@∞<åfl#∞

hÖ’ ^•QÆ∞#fl ÉèÏ"À Õ̂fiQÍÅ#∞

<å PHÍâßÅ q*Ë̀ å!

h <Õ„`åÅ HÍOuˆ~YÅ#∞ "≥eyOK«∞

Jq KÕ~°∞™êÎ~Ú ##∞fl h= Œ̂Ì‰õΩ.

<Õ<ÕO KÕÜ«∂e x#∞fl "Õ∞ÖÁ¯ÖËÊO Œ̂∞‰õΩ?

h KÕux =Ú^•Ì_»<å?

h J è̂Œ~åÅ#∞ ã¨∞xfl «̀OQÍ =ÚxÑ¨O@ H˘~°Hõ<å?

h #∞ Œ̂∞\˜x =Ú^•Ì_»<å?

h "≥∞_»#∞ K«∞OaOK«<å?

HÍã≤O «̀ =∞Hõ~°O^•xfl „QÀÅ<å!

≥̀eÜ«∞*ˇÑ¨C, #<ÕflO KÕÜ«∞=∞O\Ï=Ù

x#∞fl "Õ∞Å∞H˘e¿ÑO Œ̂∞‰õΩ?

GGGGG
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13. The power of words

Sound is one of the most beautiful

Creations of God.

We can’t figure out the number of sounds

That keep humming across the globe,

Boundaries amorphous and tones numerous.

From the ocean of sounds

Emerge the waves of words,

In shades subtle and sweetness implacable.

Words cascading from the audacity of thoughts

Are interesting most of the time,

Effusive for some of the time

And for the rest of the time delineating,

Nonchalant, sans peur, sans pudeur.

Heroes of the past, present and of course the future

Believe in the strength of such words,

So do the philosophers and great thinkers.

There are words bursting from sarcasm,

Like lava, they flow, burning feelings,

Hurting sentiments, creating a maze in the mind

Where angels fear to tread.

Cowards with growing fears in their hearts

Hide behind such weapons,

For facing truth and looking at it in the eyes

Is to them a task next to impossible.

✤ ✤
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13. Ñ¨^•Å â◊H˜Î

Õ̂=Ùx J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « ã¨$+≤ìÖ’

J «̀ºO «̀ ã¨∞O Œ̂~°"≥∞ÿ#k â◊|ÌO XHõ\˜

"å\˜ ã¨OYº ≥̀eÜ«∞ Œ̂∞ =∞#‰õΩ

Éèí∂QÀà◊=∞O`å Ñ¨i"åºÑÎ̈"≥∞ÿ<åÜ«∞q

~°∂Ñ¨~°Ç≤Ï «̀ ã¨iÇ¨Ï Œ̂∞ÌÅ∞, Jã¨OMÏºHõ ã¨fi~åÅ∞

â◊|Ì ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂O #∞Oz

"≥Å∞=_Õ Ñ¨̂ •Å JÅÅ∞

QÆ∂_è»"≥∞ÿ# KèåÜ«∞Å∞, J «̀ºO «̀ =∞ è̂Œ∞~åÅ∞

PÖ’K«#Å ™êÇ¨Ï™êq~°∂ƒù̀ « Ñ¨̂ Œ=Å¡~°∞Å∞

J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «OQÍ LO\Ï~Ú KåÖÏ=∞@∞ì‰õÄ

è̂•~åà◊OQÍ =™êÎ~Ú H˘O «̀HÍÅO =~°‰õÄ

q∞QÆ̀ å HÍÅOÖ’ w «̀Å∞ w™êÎ~Ú

ÉèÏ=„Ñ¨̂ Œ~°≈<å ~°Ç≤Ï «̀"≥∞ÿ, PO^Àà◊# J#∞=∂<åÅ∞ ÖË=Ù

x#fl, <Õ_»∞, ̂~Ñ¨\˜ Hõ̂ ä•<åÜ«∞‰õΩÅ∞

qâ◊fiã≤™êÎ~°∞ Ñ¨̂ •efl

"Õ̂ •O «̀∞Å∂, *Ï˝#∞Å∂ ‰õÄ_®.

JÖÏˆQ, Ñ¨̂ •Å∞<åfl~Ú =ºOQÆºO #∞Oz q™ÈÊù\˜Oz#q

ÖÏ"å ÖÏ „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOKÕq, [fieOKÕ ÉèÏ=#Å∞

ÉÏkèOKÕ J#∞|O è̂•Å∞, =∞#ã¨∞ûÖ’ „Ñ¨¿ÇÏoHõÅ∞

Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀Å∞ ÉèíÜ«∞Ñ¨_Õ KÀ@∞¡

Ñ≤iH˜"åà◊√¡ «̀=∞ Z Œ̂Ö’ ÃÑ~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#fl ÉèíÜ«∂Å`À

ã῭ åºxfl Z Œ̂∞~˘¯x, ^•x Hõà◊¡Ö’H˜ K«∂_»ÖËx"åà◊√¡

"åiH˜ U Ñ¨<≥·<å J™ê è̂ŒºOQÍ<Õ JxÑ≤ã¨∞ÎOk.

✤ ✤
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Sweetest of all is the language of poets

Where words are dressed in linguistic grace,

Coated with honey, ambrosia to taste,

Velvety to touch, celestial enchantress to listen to

And to hearts, a lamb, warm, loving and innocent.

Such words are so healing, so revealing,

So powerful, so wonderful

That deities bow down to them.

GGGGG
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Hõ=ÙÅ ÉèÏ+¨Åxfl\˜Ö’#∂ J «̀ºO «̀ =∞ è̂Œ∞~°"≥∞ÿ

Ñ¨̂ •Å∞ ÉèÏëê ™⁄|QÆ∞Å`À JÅOHõiOÑ¨|_ç#"≥·

Õ̀<≥̀ À «̀_»Ñ¨|_ç, J=∞$ «̀OÖÏ ™êfi Œ̂∞Éèíi «̀"≥∞ÿ

"≥Öˇfi\òÖÏ ã¨Ê~°≈, k"åº#∞Éèí∂u`À g#∞Å qO Œ̂∞QÍ

Z Œ̂Å #ÅiOz, F Q˘„Ô~Ñ≤Å¡ÖÏ, "≥K«ÛQÍ, „¿Ñ=∞QÍ, J=∂Ü«∞HõOQÍ

D Ñ¨̂ •ÖˇO «̀ Ç¨~ÚQÍ =∂#∞Ê`å~Ú QÍÜ«∂Å∞, Wq ~°=∞}©Ü«∂Å∞

â◊HÎ̃=O`åÅ∞, J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ åÅ∞

Õ̂= «̀Å∞ #=∞ã¨̄ i™êÎ~°∞ "å\˜H˜!

GGGGG
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14.  Under your wings

Seeing the bubbling cauldron that life is,

I was filled with self – doubt.

With a tangled state of mind,

Shivering heart, in a frenzy,

With a faraway look in my eyes,

I waited for you.

While you walked towards me,

My eyelids fluttered in delight.

I loved the prowess and confidence

In your voice, so modulated

So concentrated and so crystal clear.

You took me under your wings

And I found my comfort zone.

You showed me the white fleecy clouds,

The joyously swaying trees,

The wild luxuriance of flowers,

The bulbous beautiful tulips,

The touch of the perennial rose

And the lively sunflowers

Always following the sun.

And you said,

‘Happiness resides here,

In the simple creation of God”

And I replied, ‘Yes’.

And he kissed me

While my heart resonated

With the sweetest harmonies.

✤ ✤
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14. h Ô~Hȭ Å H˜O Œ̂

rq «̀O |∞_»QÆÅ∞, á⁄QÆÅ∞ Hõ‰õΩ¯ «̀∞#fl áê„ «̀QÍ
<å g∞ Œ̂ <åˆH "≥Ú Œ̂Å~ÚºOk ã¨Oâ◊Ü«∞O

z‰õΩ¯Å∞Ñ¨_ç# =∞#ã¨∞`À
qO «̀ L Õ̂fiQÆO`À =}∞‰õΩ «̀∞#flk Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O

<å Hõ#∞ÅÖ’ ã¨∞^Œ∂~°Ñ¨Ù K«∂Ñ¨Ù
hHÀã¨O Z Œ̂∞~°∞ K«∂™ê#∞.

h=Ù <å"ÕÑ¨Ù =ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
<å Hõ#∞Ô~Ñ¨ÊÅ∞ H˘@∞ì‰õΩ<åfl~Ú P#O Œ̂O`À

h P «̀‡qâßfiã¨O, ™êÇ¨Ïã¨O PHõ@∞ì‰õΩ<åfl~Ú ##∞fl
h ã¨fi~°O ZO`À ã¨∞~°H∆̃̀ «"≥∞ÿ

ã¨Êù\˜Hõ ã¨fiK«Ûù̀ «̀ À Ñ¨eH˜Ok ~åQÍÅ∞.

h=Ù ##∞fl h Ô~Hȭ Å H˜O Œ̂‰õΩ fã¨∞‰õΩ<åfl=Ù
<å‰õΩ ^˘iH˜Ok ~°Hõ∆}

h=Ù K«∂Ñ≤OKå=Ù <å‰õΩ ≥̀Å¡\˜ =∞|∞ƒÅ ^˘O «̀~°efl
P#O Œ̂OQÍ «̀ÅÅ∂Ñ¨Ù «̀∞#fl «̀~°∂ âßYefl

â’ÉèÏÜ«∞=∂#OQÍ L#fl JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ Ñ¨Ù+¨ÊqHÍ™êxfl,
JO^•Å @∞ºeÑπ Ñ¨ÓÅ#∞,

U_®k á⁄_»∞QÆ∞<å JÅiOKÕ QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ#∞
L`åûÇ¨ÏO`À TˆQ ã¨∂~°ºHÍOu Ñ¨ÙëêÊÅ∞

ã¨∂~°∞º_çx J#∞ã¨iOK«_®xx

JÑ¨C_»∞, h=<åfl=Ù-
''P#O Œ̂O WHȭ _» xO_ç L#flk.

Õ̂=Ùx J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « ã¨$+≤ìÖ’——
<Õ#∞ ["åaKåÛ#∞- ''J=Ù#∞—— Jx

J «̀_»∞ ##∞fl =Ú^•Ì_ç<å_»∞
<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O =∂~À‡yOk

✤ ✤
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You made time roll back

And showed me the cherubic

Innocent days of my childhood,

The wild days of my youth,

The lasting autumn of my life

And you said,

‘Let not your heart lament

Over the colossal wrecks of the past’

And I said, ‘ yes.’

And again you kissed me

While my heart pounded with

The lilac flame of desire.

Again I clung to your wings

And you showed me the zebras,

The hippopotamus and the lions,

The depths of waters unknown,

The deep blue currents in the sea,

The whales and the dolphins

And the stunning beauty of the Himalayas.

And you said,

‘Life is a journey on earth

And there are many more

Beautiful journeys ahead.’

And I said, ‘yes.’

And again you kissed me.

I become almost semi – conscious

And what happened next,

I don‘t know.

GGGGG
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J «̀ºO «̀ =∞ è̂Œ∞~° <å^•Å`À
##∞fl "≥#H˜̄  uiˆQÖÏ KÕã≤

<å‰õΩ K«∂Ñ≤OKå=Ù
<å ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ k<åÅ#∞
<å rq «̀Ñ¨Ù P‰õΩ~åÅ∞ HÍÅOÖ’

h=<åfl=Ù-
-'' Œ̂∞ódOK«h‰õΩ h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xfl

QÆ̀ «HÍÅÑ¨Ù JÑ¨[Ü«∂efl «̀Å∞K«∞‰õΩx——-
<Õ#<åfl#∞- ''J=Ù#∞——

=∞~°Å h=Ù ##∞fl =Ú^•Ì_ç<å=Ù
<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O "ÕQÆOQÍ H˘@∞ì‰õΩ#flk

HÀiHõÅ T^• *ÏfiÅÅ`À.

=∞~°Å, <Õ#∞ J «̀∞‰õΩ¯<åfl#∞ h Ô~Hȭ Å‰õΩ
<å‰õΩ h=Ù K«∂Ñ≤OKå=Ù Kå~°Å QÆ∞„~åÅ∞- r„ÉÏefl,

Ç≤Ïá⁄Êá⁄@=∞ãπ, ã≤OÇ¨efl
JO «̀∞ ≥̀eÜ«∞x h\˜Ö’ «̀∞efl

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂OÖ’x xQÆ∂_è» he „Ñ¨"åÇ¨efl
uq∞OQÆÖÏÅ∞, _®eÊù<£Å#∞

Ç≤Ï=∂ÅÜ«∂Å ™⁄|QÆ∞efl, ™œO Œ̂~åºxfl
h=<åfl=Ù-

-''D rq «̀"≥ÚHõ „Ñ¨Ü«∂}O,
D Éèí∞qÃÑ· =∞Ô~<Àfl JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# qâıëêÅ∞<åfl~Ú.

Ñ¨̂ Œ =ÚO Œ̂∞‰õΩ——-
<Õ#<åfl#∞- ''J=Ù#∞——

=∞~°Å h=Ù ##∞fl =Ú^•Ì_ç<å=Ù
<Õ#∞ J~°÷ KÕ̀ «<å=ã÷̈Ö’ LO_çáÈ~Ú<å#∞

P «̀~°∞"å «̀ UO [iyO^À
≥̀eÜ«∞ Œ̂∞ <å‰õΩ!
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15. Doubts and fears

Love isn’t easy

When distance separates us.

The fragrance of your pure self

Haunts my dreams

Every night and every morn.

Plunged in he pool of silence,

I look at the vast sky,

I hear the faint singing

And murmuring of the constellations.

Doubts and fears creep to my hear,

I feel weak and helpless,

Lost in the tangle of vine.

Biter sweet nostalgia

Makes my head go round and round,

And my existence seems meaningless.

But then all of a sudden,

The jewel print of your feet

Touches my heart gently and softly

And the fire of desire burns

With a moderate lilac  flame.

✤ ✤
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15. ã¨Oâ◊Ü«∂Å∞ - ÉèíÜ«∂Å∞

„¿Ñ=∞ ã¨∞ÅÉèíO HÍ Œ̂∞

Œ̂∂~°O =∞#efl q_»nã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

h ã¨fiK«Ûù̂ Œ#Ñ¨Ù Ñ¨i=∞à◊O

<å HõÅefl "≥O\Ï_»∞ÎOk

„Ñ¨u ~å„u, „Ñ¨u L Œ̂Ü«∞O

xâ◊≈|ÌÑ¨Ù =∞_»∞QÆ∞Ö’ Œ̂∂H˜

<Õ#∞ qâßÖÏHÍâ◊O "ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™ê#∞

q<åfl#∞ <Õ#∞ =∞O„ Œ̂ã¨Ow «̀O

#Hõ∆„ «̀~åâ◊√Å QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨Å QÍ#O.

<å Z Œ̂Ö’H˜ K˘K«∞Û‰õΩáÈÜ«∂~Ú ã¨Oâ◊Ü«∂Å∞, ÉèíÜ«∂Å∞

<åÖ’ h~°ã¨O, Jã¨Ç¨Ü«∞ «̀,

fQÆÅ z‰õΩ¯=Úà◊¡Ö’ z‰õΩ¯|_ç

fÑ≤ KÕ̂ Œ∞Å áê «̀ *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞

«̀Å uiy# ÉèÏ=#

„Ñ¨âßfl~°úHõ"≥∞ÿOk <å LxH˜.

JHõ™ê‡`«∞ÎQÍ

h áê^•Å =∞}˜=Ú„ Œ̂Å∞

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xfl ã¨Ê $tOKå~Ú =∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ, "≥∞ «̀ÎQÍ

HÀiHõÅ *ÏfiÅ ~°yeOk

he T^• =~å‚ÅÖ’

✤ ✤
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I feel the warmth of your smile,

The love in your voice

And the comfort of your arms.

I see the Madonna lilies gleaming

In the pearl crystal clear pool.

I hear the musical sway

Of the white paddling swans.

I then realize that my fears and doubts

Were simply unfounded

And eternity is too short

To love you.

GGGGG
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h z~°∞#=ÙfiÖ’x "Õ_çq∞

h Q˘O «̀∞Ö’x „¿Ñ=∞

h H“ye "≥K«Û Œ̂#O

<Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞ =∞^À<å ebÑ¨ÓÅ „Ñ¨HÍâ◊O

=Ú`åºÖÏ¡ ã¨fiK«Ûù"≥∞ÿ# ã¨~°ã¨∞û [ÖÏÖ’¡

<Õ#∞ q<åfl#∞ JuÖ’Hõ ã¨Ow «̀ ÖÏÇ≤Ïix,

Ç¨ÏOã¨Å =Ü«∂º~°Ñ¨Ù #_»HõÖ’¡

<Õ#Ñ¨C_»∞ „QÆÇ≤ÏOKå#∞ <å ã¨Oâ◊Ü«∂Å∞, ÉèíÜ«∂Å∞

HÍ~°}O ÖËx=x.

x#∞fl „¿Ñq∞OK«_®xH˜

J#O «̀HÍÅO KåÖÏ ã¨fiÅÊ=∞x!

GGGGG
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16. I threw that gun in the lake

As a baby, he had a stagnant mirth

In his eyes.

Slowly, the mirth was effaced

By the tears of time.

Left to himself to grow as a child,

Beaten and battered by a stepfather,

Neglected by a careless mother,

Naive innocence crumpled and crushed

By the whips and lashes of time,

The seeds of bitterness

Started sprouting in the soft soils

Of his heart.

He sighed forlornly a tangled mesh, a mouse does.

He looked for a friend with a rare plumage

But could not find any on whose shoulder

He could lay his troubled and tired head.

At home, it was always a fish platter for two,

Never three,

and in school, a packed lunch

Of lab created food.

Self-consumed in his sorrows,

He wished he were a pine warbler,

Or a weeping jackal or a scavenging seagull.

He saw in people diseased and decayed

Fruits clinging to frail branches,

Adulthood forced upon childhood

And old age, a deep regret.

✤ ✤
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16. <Õ#∞ `«∞áêH©x qã≤ˆ~™ê#∞ K≥~°∞=ÙÖ’H˜

Ñ¨ã≤áêÑ¨QÍ L#flÑ¨Ù_»∞, J «̀_ç Hõà◊¡Ö’ "≥∞i¿ãk
xez L#fl P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨Ù

<≥=∞‡kQÍ P P#O Œ̂O =∂ã≤áÈ~ÚOk
HÍÅO ‰õΩiã≤# Hõhfl\˜̀ À

ÉÏÅºO QÆ_»zOk |~°∞=ÙQÍ
ã¨=u «̀O„_ç ÃÑ\ì̃# Ç≤ÏOã¨Å =∞ è̂Œº

ã¨fiO «̀ «̀e¡ ‰õÄ_® Ñ¨\ì̃OK«∞HÀÖË̂ ≥O Œ̂∞HÀ,
J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiO #eÑ≤ "ÕÜ«∞|_çOk Hõ~°̄ â◊OQÍ

HÍÅÑ¨Ù H˘~°_® ≥̂|ƒÅ‰õΩ
Õ̂fi+¨Ñ¨Ù q «̀Î<åÅ∞

"≥ÚÅÔH «̀Î_»O "≥Ú Œ̂Öˇ\Ïì~Ú
XHõÑ¨Ê\˜ J «̀_ç "≥∞ «̀Î\ ˜ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’.

É’#∞Ö’ z‰õΩ¯‰õΩ#fl ZÅ∞HõÖÏ y[y[ÖÏ_ç<å_»∞
Z=Ô~·<å ¿ãflÇ¨ÏÇ¨ÏãÎ̈O JOk™êÎ̂~"≥∂#x

Z=~°∂ «̀=∞ Éèí∞*Ïxfl Pã¨~å W=fiÖË̂ Œ̀ «_çH˜
«̀Å "åÖËÛO Œ̂∞‰õΩ KÀ@∞ ^˘~°HõÖË̂ Œ∞

WO\˜= Œ̂Ì W Œ̂ÌiˆH PÇ¨~°O
`å<Õ"≥∂ =¸_À"å_»∞
|_çÖ’ á⁄\Ï¡Ö’¡ uO_ç
„Ñ¨Ü≥∂QÆâßÅ PÇ¨~°O

«̀# Œ̂∞óMÏefl `å<Õ Éèí∞lOK«_»O
U ≥̂·<å Ñ≤@ìQÍ =∂i<å ÉÏQÆ∞O_Õk

U U_ÕÛ #Hȭ QÍ<À, ã‘QÆÖò QÍ<À Ñ¨Ù\ ì̃ LO_®eûOk.

J «̀_»∞ QÆ=∞xOKå_»∞ [#O âßYÅ‰õΩ
‰õΩo¡ áê_≥· "ÕÖÏ_»∞ «̀∞#fl Ñ¨à◊√¡

✤ ✤
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One evening, he is asked to clean

His stepfather’s gun.

He knows how to use it

And he says to himself,

‘ I could shoot you.’

He feels the surges of anger,

His heartbeat increases

And the color of his room

Suddenly becomes red—

The color of anger,

The color of blood.

He runs out of the house

Leaving the father safe

And goes by the lake.

He throws the gun in the water

And watches the ripples

While clouds, soft as cotton balls

Send a lovely drizzle on him.

‘Thou shalt not kill

However bitter is life’s pill.

Life was never always dark for anyone

For all the time,

Nor was it bright for all

For all the time,’

Gently said a soft voice.
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ÉÏÅºOÃÑ· ~°∞ Œ̂Ì|_ç# ÃÑ Œ̂Ì"åà◊¡ Ñ¨x ÉèÏ~°O
=$^•úÑ¨ºO F Ñ¨âßÛ`åÎÑ¨O

XHõ ™êÜ«∞O„ «̀O Ñ¨x JÑ¨Ê*ˇÑ¨Ê|_çOk
ã¨=u «̀O„_ç «̀∞áêH© â◊√„ÉèíO KÕÜ«∂eû ~å=_»O

-''nxx ZÖÏ "å_®Ö’ <å‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞——-
J#∞‰õΩ<åfl_»̀ «_»∞

-<Õ#∞ x#∞fl HÍÖËÛ™êÎ#∞-
J «̀_çH˜ «̀# HÀÑ¨O J~°÷=∞~ÚºOk
QÆ∞O_≥ "ÕQÆOQÍ H˘@∞ìHÀ™êyOk

J «̀_»∞#fl QÆk ~°OQÆ∞ JHõ™ê‡ «̀∞ÎQÍ
=∂iOk ~°HõÎ=~°‚OQÍ-
Z„~°QÍ, HÀÑ¨O ~°OQÆ∞Ö’
~°HõÎO „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∞Î#fl@∞¡-

J «̀_»∞ Ñ¨iÔQ`åÎ_»∞ WO\˜ |Ü«∞@‰õΩ
«̀O„_ç WÑ¨C_»∞ ã¨∞~°H∆̃̀ «O

Ñ¨Hȭ <Õ L#fl K≥~°∞=Ù#∞ KÕ~°∞‰õΩ<åfl_»∞
«̀∞áêH©x hà◊¡Ö’ áêˆ~ã≤

JÅefl K«∂ã¨∂Î JÖÏ<Õ xÅ|_ç<å_»∞
Ñ¨uÎ Ñ¨ÓÅÖÏO\˜ =∞|∞ƒÅ∞

J «̀_çÃÑ· ‰õΩiÑ≤OKå~Ú K«Å¡\˜ "å#[Å∞¡#∞
''Z=ih K«OÑ¨‰õΩ——-

rq «̀O ZO «̀ Œ̂∞+¨̄ ~°OQÍ L<åfl,
Jk ZÅ¡Ñ¨C_»∂ pHõ\˜QÍ LO_»̂ Œ∞
Jxfl HÍÖÏÖ’¡#∂, JO Œ̂iH©#∂
JÖÏ Jx "≥Å∞QÆ∂ LO_»̂ Œ∞

Jxfl HÍÖÏÖ’¡#∂, JO Œ̂iH©#∂
qxÑ≤OzO^˘Hõ ã¨fi~°O, =∞O„ Œ̂OQÍ!
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He goes home,

Sees the anger in the eyes of his parents.

‘Where’s my gun?’ roars the father.

‘Answer immediately, ’adds the mother.

He kneels down in front of them

And in a soft voice says,

‘I threw that gun in the lake.

I want love and peace in my home Ma and Pa.’

The parents kiss the child.

A wind of change blows

And a sea of love flows.

GGGGG
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J «̀_»∞ WO\˜H˜ "≥àÏ¡_»∞
«̀# «̀e¡̂ ŒO„_»∞Å Hõà◊¡Ö’ HÀáêxfl K«∂ã≤<å_»∞
'Uk <å «̀∞áêH˜?— -J_çQÍ_»∞ ã¨=u «̀O„_ç

-'K≥Ñ¨C ["å|∞— J#flk «̀e¡
"åà◊¡ =ÚO Œ̂∞ "≥∂Hõie¡

"≥∞Å¡QÍ ã¨=∂ è̂•#q∞zÛ<å_»̀ «_»∞-
-'' «̀∞áêH©x K≥~°∞=ÙÖ’H˜ qã≤~å#∞——-

J=∂‡, <å<åfl - <å‰õΩ „¿Ñ=∞, âßOu HÍ"åe!
"åà◊√¡ J~°÷O KÕã¨∞‰õΩ<åfl~°̀ «x P"Õ̂ Œ#

=Ú^•Ì_ç<å~°̀ «_çx, =∂~°∞ÊQÍe gzO Œ̂Ñ¨C_»∞
„¿Ñ=∞ ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂O „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOzOk.

GGGGG
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17. Fixed my flag

Severing ties with my claustrophobic box,

Without a flicker of sympathy,

With neither regret nor remorse,

My higher reason helped me

Discover ultimate love,

The love I was looking for

With tears in my pleading eyes.

I had known the twisting and turning

Adventures of love,

With all the highs and the lows,

The strands of thoughts, sublime,

The dreams and reverie,

The lucid feelings and touches,

Transmitting glimpses of love

And the beautiful words playing charade,

Making love so mechanical,

So vacant and so transient,

Like an ocean without a shore.

There was a strong emotion in me,

So desperate was I to release it.

It seemed like a mystery,

So hard to demystify.

Like a fire of desire,

Soft and palpable,

✤ ✤
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17. ã¨iKÕã≤<å_»∞ <å Ñ῭ åHõ#∞

<å pHõ\˜ ÉèíÜ«∞ =∞O Œ̂ã¨Ñ¨Ù `åà◊¡#∞ ≥̀Q æ̆\ì̃

U =∂„ «̀O Œ̂Ü«∞ÖË‰õΩO_®

qKå~°O QÍx, Ñ¨âßÛ`åÎÑ¨O ÖËHõ

<å q"ÕHõO <å‰õΩ ™êÜ«∞O KÕã≤Ok

<å‰õΩ WzÛOk J «̀∞º#fl «̀"≥∞ÿ# „¿Ñ=∞#∞

<Õ#∞ Z Œ̂∞~°∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î#fl „¿Ñ=∞#∞

|u=∞ÖÏ_»∞Î#fl <å <Õ„`åÅÖ’ Jâ◊$=ÙÅ∞.

<å‰õΩ QÆ#∞Hõ D W|ƒO Œ̂∞Å∞ =∂~°∞ÊÅ∞

„¿Ñ=∞ ™êÇ¨Ïã¨OÖ’x=x =ÚO Õ̂ ≥̀eã≤ LO>Ë

D Ö’ «̀∞Å∞, Z «̀∞ÎÅ∞,

JO «̀s¡#"≥∞ÿ# PÖ’K«#Å ^•~åÅ∞

ã¨fiáêflÅ∞, ã¨~°̂ •Å∞

ã¨Ç¨Ï[ ÉèÏ=#Å∞, ã¨Ê~°≈Å∞

„¿Ñ=∞ Œ̂$âßº=Ö’Hõ<åÅ∞

JÅu Ñ¨̂ •Å ™⁄QÆÃã·# P@Å∞

Ü«∂O„uHõ „¿Ñ=∞Å∞

`å`å¯eHõ JÅÊq~å=∂Å∞

f~°O *Ï_»ÖËx ã¨=Ú„^•Å∞!

<åÖ’ U^À QÍ_è»"≥∞ÿ# L Õ̂fiQÆO

^•xx q_»∞ Œ̂Å KÕÜ«∂Å<Õ f„="≥∞ÿ# «̀Ñ¨#

U^À =∂i‡Hõ"≥∞ÿ# q+¨Ü«∞O

qÑ≤Ê K≥Ñ¨Ê gÅ∞ÖËxk

HÀiHõÅ =∞O@ÖÏ

✤ ✤
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It slept in the grey ashes

Of my tiny heart.

And when I met you,

It was like a celestial blessing,

Difficult to fathom and hard to speak out.

Similar to a strange metaphysical super reality,

It looked like a juxtaposition

Of the reality and the surreal.

Sitting in the cool pond in the stone quarry,

I looked at the Nerium Oleander’s

Six-fold symmetry

Similar to a star of David.

I said to myself,

‘To a star, my course is fixed.’

I crossed the oceans

And while the comforting touch

Of your kisses softened my feelings,

I fixed my love’s flag

In your heart

Which I had conquered

With nothing

But love

GGGGG
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Jk x Œ̂∞iOzOk

<å zxfl Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù |∂_ç̂ ŒÖ’!

<Õ#∞ x#∞fl Hõeã≤#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

Jk k=º Pjã¨∞û

Ö’ «̀∞ ≥̀eÜ«∞xk, K≥Ñ¨Ê gÅ∞ÖËxk

F qO «̀ Jkè"åãÎ̈qHõ̀ « "Õ̂ •O «̀O.

"åãÎ̈=O, Jkè"åãÎ̈qHõ̀ «

Ñ¨Hȭ  Ñ¨Hȭ <Õ L#fl@∞¡.

~åà◊¡ QÆx Œ̂QÆæ~°∞#fl K≥~°∞=Ù Ñ¨Hȭ # ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx

<Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞ Z„~°QÆ<Õfl~°∞ "≥ÚHȭ  "ÕÑ¨Ù

^•x +¨_»∞ƒù[ ã¨=∞~°∂áêxfl

_Õq_£ #Hõ∆„ «̀OÖÏ

<åÖ’ <Õ##∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞

'F `å~å, <å =∂~°æO xâ◊Û~ÚOÑ¨|_çOk—-

<Õ#∞ ^•\Ï#∞ ã¨=Ú„^•Å#∞

h "≥K«Û\˜ ã¨Ê~°≈, =Ú Œ̂∞ÌÅ∞

<å ÉèÏ"åÅ#∞ "≥∞ «̀Î|iKå~Ú

<Õ#∞ ã¨iKÕ™ê#∞ <å „¿Ñ=∞ Ñ῭ åHõ#∞

<Õ#∞ P„Hõq∞OK«∞‰õΩ#fl

h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’

WOˆHg∞ ÖË̂ Œ∞

„¿Ñ=∞ q∞#Ç¨

GGGGG
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18.  The school within us

O man! Forgetting that there is a school within you,

You went to the school made of bricks and blocks.

It sounds like leaving the roses in your garden,

You went to buy roses in the market,

All exposed to heat and dust of Summer.

Much of what we need to grasp

Or at least tract down is palpable, intuitive,

So are our everyday needs.

Humanity was not meant to race frenetically

At the cost of devastating, killing, bombing.

Is this what we are deducing from education–

The fittest  survive and the weak perish?

Show the world that we can reach the moon

When millions of children are starving?

Just think for a while……

What are we trying to prove?

To whom and why?

What is the point when education

Is now producing engineers, doctors, nurses,

Teachers, scientists, architects, to mention but a few,

And as a result, we have inequalities

In opportunities, job satisfaction, unequal pay,

A spaghetti-like tangle of frustration,

Where all are confused and lost

In the tides of time.

✤ ✤



81

18. =∞#Ö’x áê~î°âßÅ

F =∞x+‘! =∞~°záÈ «̀∞<åfl=Ù hÖ’x áê~î°âßÅ#∞

W@∞HõÅ∞, ~åà◊√¡ ¿ÑiÛ# áê~î°âßÅÖ’ K«̂ Œ∞=Ù‰õΩ<åfl=Ù

`À@Ö’ QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ#∞ =∞~°záÈ~Ú

ã¨O «̀Ö’ QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ#∞ H˘<ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ "≥à◊√Î<åfl=Ù

ZO_»‰õΩ, "Õã¨q Œ̂∞=Ú‡‰õΩ =_çeáÈ~Ú# "å\˜x.

=∞#‰õΩ J=ã¨~°"≥∞ÿ#=hfl =∞#O ™êkè™êÎO

«̀~°̄ ~°Ç≤Ï «̀OQÍ "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩÖÏ_»∞`åO

≥̂·#Ok# J=ã¨~åÅxfl\˜h J=bÅQÍ!

=∂#=`åfixH˜ WO «̀ Ñ¨~°∞QÆ∞ Ñ¨O ≥̂O J=ã¨~°=∂?

D q è̂ŒfiOã¨O, Ç¨Ï «̀ºÅ∞, ÉÏOaOQ∑Å∞?

W Õ̂<å =∞#‰õΩ q Œ̂º <Õ~°∞Ê «̀∞#flk?

|Å=O «̀∞_ç ~å[ºO, |ÅÇ‘Ï#∞_ç =∞~°}O!

K«O„ Œ̂∞_çÃÑ· HÍe_ç<å=∞x QÆ~°fiÑ¨_»̀ åO,

q∞eÜ«∞#¡H˘nÌ Ñ≤Å¡Å =∂_»∞ «̀∞O>Ë PHõe`À,

HÍãÎ̈ PÖ’zOK«∞,

UO |∞∞A=Ù KÕÜ«∞ Œ̂Å∞K«∞‰õΩ<åflO?

Z=iH˜? ZO Œ̂∞‰õΩ?

UO LÑ¨Ü≥∂QÆO D q Œ̂ºÅ=Å¡

D WOlh~°∞¡, _®Hõì~°∞¡, #~°∞ûÅ∞

\©K«~°∞¡, Ãã·O\˜ã¨∞ìÅ∞, Pi¯>ˇH±ìÅ∞, gà◊¡O Œ̂~°∂

D Jã¨=∂# «̀Å∞, ÖËx J=HÍâßÅ∞,

L^ÀºQÆOÖ’ «̀$Ñ≤Î, r «̀OÖ’ Õ̀_®Å∞,

ZHȭ _» K«∂ã≤<å ™êÊÃÑ¶∞\ì̃ÖÏ Jã¨O «̀$Ñ¨ÙÎÅ∞

QÆO Œ̂~°QÀà◊OÖ’ JO Œ̂~°∂

HÍÅÑ¨Ù P@∞áÈ@¡Ö’ áÈQ˘@∞ì‰õΩ<åfl~°∞ «̀=∞x`å=Ú.

✤ ✤
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Arts are fading,

The fading of arts is sad.

Values are vanishing.

This is dangerous.

Nations are fighting, there is social unrest.

There is neck to neck competition,

Horns locked, bereft of emotions,

Half the people across the globe are underfed,

The other half depressed

And the rest know not whether

Living is better or dying is better.

I say, close down those schools for a while

Until it is clear in our minds

What our children should be taught

And what we expect them to be.

It is my concern as much as yours

For we are interconnected.

If we rise, we rise together,

If we sink, together we will sink

GGGGG
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Hõà◊Å∞ =∂ã≤áÈ «̀∞#flq

^Œ∞~°^Œ$+¨ìO, qKå~°Hõ~°O

qÅ∞=Å∞ #tã¨∞Î#flq

Wk =∞iO «̀ „Ñ¨=∂ Œ̂O

Õ̂âßÅ =∞ è̂Œº Ü«Ú^•úÅ∞, PO^Àà◊#Å∞

f„="≥∞ÿ# áÈ\© ÖÏÉèÏÅ HÀã¨O

áÈ\Ï¡@Å∞, L Õ̂fiQÆ ~°Ç≤Ï «̀OQÍ | «̀Hõ_»O!

„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’ ã¨QÆO =∞OkH˜ J~åúHõe

q∞QÆ̀ å ã¨QÆO kQÆ∞Å∞ | «̀∞‰õΩÅ∞

KåÖÏ=∞OkH˜ ≥̀eÜ«∞ Œ̂∞

Kå"åÖ’, | «̀HÍÖ’! Uk "≥∞~°∞QÀ

<Õ#O\Ï#∞, H˘<åflà◊√¡ =¸¿ãÜ«∂e D áê~î°âßÅÅ∞

=∞#‰õΩ ã¨iQÍ J=QÆ̀ «=∞ÜÕ∞º =~°‰õÄ

=∞# Ñ≤Å¡ÅˆHO <Õ~åÊÖ’ P q+¨Ü«∞O.

"åà◊¡ #∞Oz =∞#"Õ∞O Ptã¨∞Î<åfl"≥∂,

Wk h, <å, PÖ’K«# HÍ"åe

ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë =∞#O Hõeã≤ | «̀∞‰õΩ «̀∞<åfl=Ú

Zky Õ̀ Hõeã≤ ÃÑ·ÔH Œ̂∞QÆ∞^•=Ú.

=Úxy Õ̀ Hõeã≤ =ÚxyáÈ^•O!

GGGGG
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19. Where the mind is free

Encountering difficulties is the most humbling

And inspiring experience on planet earth.

I have known hunger and thirst,

Lived in limited spaces,

Drowned in the waters of indifference,

With not a single grain of compassion.

I never dramatized poverty.

Poverty is dramatized by fools, says J.K Fowler.

Because I treated my rags with pride,

God gave me the riches

Because He knew I would treat them with humility.

I sit not marveling at my riches,

I focus on the diseases and disorders

Of this world where life is a cacophony.

With my pen, incredibly fortunate to have one,

I raise my voice on behalf

Of those who  have no voice.

I arouse the thinking mind of man

Helping them make that liberating discovery

Where intellectual finesse

Rises to the surface.

Because we think together,

We behave like sheep.

If we thought separately,

We would have walked like lions,

Cautious, commanding respect,

✤ ✤
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19. ZHȭ _≥·̀ Õ =∞#ã¨∞ ¿ãfiK«ÛùQÍ LO@∞O^À...

HõëêìÅ <≥̂ Œ∞~À¯=_»"Õ∞ Ju =ÚYº"≥∞ÿ# q+¨Ü«∞O

D Éèí∂QÀà◊OÃÑ· "å\˜x J#∞Éèí=OQÍ =∞ÅK«_»O

<å‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ PHõe, ^•Ç¨ÏO

KåbKåÅx KÀ@¡ x=ã≤OKå#∞

xi¡ÑÎ̈̀ å [ÖÏÖ’¡ =ÚxQÍ#∞

HÍã≤O ≥̀·<å Hõ~°∞} ÖËx KÀ@¡!

<Õ<≥Ñ¨C_»∂ ^•i„^•ºxfl #\˜OK«ÖË̂ Œ∞

''Jk =¸~°∞öÅ Ñ¨x—— -JO\Ï_»∞ *ˇ.ÔH. á¶œÅ~ü

ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë <Õ#∞ <å ziy# =„™êÎÅ#∞ K«∂ã≤ QÆifi™êÎ#∞

Õ̂=Ù_»∞ <å‰õΩ ã¨OÑ¨̂ ŒÅxzÛ<å_»∞

"å\˜h <Õ#∞ q#Ü«∞OQÍ<Õ ã‘fiHõiOKå#∞.

<Õ#∞ <å ã¨OÑ¨̂ ŒÅ#∞ K«∂ã≤ Pâ◊Û~°ºÑ¨_»∞ «̀∂ ‰õÄ~ÀÛÖË̂ Œ∞

"åº è̂Œ∞Å∞, qHÍ~åÅ g∞ Œ̂ Œ̂$+≤ì xeáê#∞

ZHȭ _≥·̀ Õ rq «̀O JÅ¡i zÅ¡~°QÍ LO^À JHȭ _»

<å HõÅ"Õ∞ <å |ÅO, <å Hõeq∞,

Q˘O «̀∞ =¸QÆ"À~Ú# "åiH˜

<å Q˘O «̀∞#∞ J~°∞qKåÛ#∞.

=∞x+≤ PÖ’K«##∞ "Õ∞ÖÁ¯Å∞Ê`å#∞

"åiÖ’ J}yL#fl *Ï˝# ã¨OÑ¨̂ Œ#∞

ÃÑ·H˜ fã¨∞‰õΩ=™êÎ#∞.

=∞#O Hõeã≤ PÖ’z™êÎO

Q˘„Ô~ÖÏ¡.

=∞#O q_çq_çQÍ PÖ’zOz LO>Ë

ã≤OÇ¨Å =∞ÜÕ∞º"åà◊¡O

✤ ✤
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Moving with pride and sure of ourselves

In any environmental condition.

We would have that clear-sighted earnestness

Powerful enough to enlighten

Our lucid and luminous insights

And all  our weaknesses

Would fall like Autumn leaves.

Albert Camus, in the depth of Winter,

Finally learned that within him

There is an invincible Summer.

O man! save and shape your mind,

Liberate it from the chains of slavery,

Slaves of the race of power and prestige,

Slaves of fake ideologies and philosophies,

Slaves of living and thinking styles,

Slaves of standards and bench markings,

Slaves of others, the world as a whole.

Free yourself from the traps

Of the gloomy world.

Be your own true self,

Detached from those stuffs

That pull you down to the status

Of the inferior man.

Rise up and touch the sky

Where the mind is free.

GGGGG
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*Ï„QÆ̀ «Î̀ À LO_Õ"åà◊¡O, Q“~°=hÜ«ÚÅ"≥∞ÿ

Z@∞=O\˜ "å`å=~°}OÖ’<≥·<å

ã¨Ê+ì̈"≥∞ÿ# Œ̂$+≤ì

*Ï˝<åxflKÕÛ â◊HÎ̃

K«Hȭ \˜ HÍOu=O «̀"≥∞ÿ# JO «̀~°Ì$+≤ì

=∞# |ÅÇ‘Ï# «̀ÅÑ¨C_»∞

~åeáÈ`å~Ú ¿ÇÏ=∞O «̀Ñ¨Ù P‰õΩÖÏ¡!

PÅƒ~üì HÍ=∞ãπ, j`åHÍÅO q[$OaèOz#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

„QÆÇ≤ÏOz<å_»∞ «̀#Ö’<Õ

u~°∞QÆ∞ÖËx "Õã¨q ^•y L#fl Œ̂x

F =∞x+‘! h =∞#ã¨∞#∞ fiÛk Œ̂∞Ì

ÉÏxã῭ «fiÑ¨Ù ã¨OÔHà◊¡ #∞Oz q=ÚHõÎO KÕ~Ú.

JkèHÍ~åxH˜, Ñ¨~°∞=Ù‰õΩ ÉÏxã¨Å∞ "åà◊√¡

«̀Ñ¨C_»∞ ã≤̂ •úO`åÅ, "Õ̂ •O`åÅ „Ñ¨Kå~°‰õΩÅ∞

ã¨r= PÖ’K«#Å â‹·Å∞Å‰õΩ ÉÏxã¨Å∞

áÈ «̀áÈã≤# x~°‚Ü«∂Å‰õΩ, XÑ¨ÊO^•Å‰õΩ ÉÏxã¨Å∞

W «̀~°∞Å‰õΩ T_çQÆO KÕ¿ã"åà◊√¡, D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖÏ!

D LK«∞ÛeflOz |Ü«∞@Ñ¨_»∞,

D pHõ\˜ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O #∞Oz,

h ã¨fiO «̀ =ºHÎ̃̀ åfixfl ~°∂á⁄OkOK«∞HÀ,

D J#=ã¨~° q+¨Ü«∂Å∞flOz |Ü«∞@Ñ¨_»∞,

x#∞fl Ñ῭ «#O K≥OkOKÕ JÅÊ q+¨Ü«∂Åq!

x#∞fl J è̂À=ÚY∞_çx KÕ¿ãq

ÖË! ÖËz, xOy#O Œ̂∞HÀ!

ZHȭ _≥·̀ Õ =∞#ã¨∞ ¿ãfiK«ÛùQÍ LO@∞O^À, JHȭ _»!

GGGGG
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20. The principle of beauty

‘I have left no immortal work behind me — nothing to make

any friend proud of my memory but I have loved the principle of

beauty in all things, and if I had time, I  would have made myself

remembered’…………..John Keats

Treading the path of life,

I adhered not to the principles

Established by the world

In connection with beauty——-

What is beautiful and what is not beautiful.

With my own experiences, I do understand

That all are beautiful

And I find not the cockroach

Less beautiful than the butterfly.

Who is ugly and who is beautiful?

All are beautiful depending on the onlooker.

Who is beautifully touchable and who is not?

All are touchable,

My inner voice says so

And my audacity of thoughts defines thus,

All creations of God

Are beautifully touchable.

Warfare and destruction are rampant

And the battlefield too has her beauties—–

The beauty of fighting like a patriot,

To protect one’s motherland,

The beauty of dying like a hero

And the beauty of accepting death

When and where it comes.

✤ ✤
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20. ™œO Œ̂~°º ã¨∂„̀ «O

<Õ<Õg∞ âßâ◊fi «̀OQÍ xeKÕ Ñ̈x KÕÜ«∞ÖË̂ Œ∞. <å ¿ãflÇ≤Ï «̀∞Å∞ QÆ~°fiOQÍ K≥Ñ̈C‰õΩ<Õ

*Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ<Õg∞ q∞QÆÅÛÖË^Œ∞. Jxfl q+¨Ü«∂Ö’¡ <Õ#∞ ™œO^Œ~åºxfl K«∂™ê#∞. <åˆH

ã̈=∞Ü«∞=ÚO>Ë ##∞fl QÆ∞~°∞ÎOK«∞‰õΩ<Õ Ñ̈x KÕÜ«∞QÆey LO_Õ"å_çx. - *Ï<£ H©\òû

r=# =∂~°æOÖ’ #_»∞ã¨∂Î
U ã≤̂ •úO`åÅ‰õÄ JO\˜ÃÑ@∞ìHÀÖË̂ Œ∞ <Õ#∞.

„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OKÕ x~åÌiOK«|_ç
JO^•xH˜ ã¨O|OkèOz# q+¨Ü«∂Å∞-

Uk JO Œ̂O? Uk HÍ Œ̂∞?
<å J#∞Éèí=O K≥|∞ «̀∞Ok

Jxfl\˜Ö’#∂ ™œO Œ̂~°º=Ú#fl Œ̂x
ÉÁkÌOHõ ^•x JO Œ̂OÖ’

U ã‘̀ åHÀHõzÅ∞Hõ‰õÄ fã≤áÈ Œ̂x.

Uk JO Œ̂qÇ‘Ï#O? Uk JO Œ̂O?
Œ̂$+≤ìx |>Ëì Hõ̂ • ™œO Œ̂~°ºO!

Z=ix JO Œ̂OQÍ L<åfl~°x ã¨Ê $t™êÎO? Z=ix ã¨Ê $tOK«O?
JO Œ̂~°∂ JO@ Œ̂y#"åˆ~!
<å JO «̀~å «̀‡ Ñ¶̈∞’+≤ã¨∞Î#flk

<å PÖ’K«#Å∞ |ÅÑ¨~°∞ã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú
≥̂·=ã¨$+≤ì JO`å ã¨Ê~°≈hÜ«∞"Õ∞!

Ü«Ú Œ̂úHõà◊, q è̂ŒfiOã¨O WÑ¨C_»∞ qÑ¨s «̀"≥∞ÿ<å~Ú
Ü«Ú Œ̂ú~°OQÆOÖ’#∂ ™œO Œ̂~°º=Ú#flk

Õ̂â◊Éèí‰õΩÎ_çQÍ Ü«Ú Œ̂úO KÕÜ«∞_»OÖ’x ™œO Œ̂~°ºO
=∂ «̀$Éèí∂q∞ ~°Hõ∆}ÔH· áÈ~å_»_»O

g~°∞_çQÍ =∞~°}˜OK«_»O
=∞~°}Ïxfl JOwHõiOK«_»OÖ’x ™œO Œ̂~°ºO

✤ ✤
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There is beauty in adversity,

Where one learns perseverance, forbearance,

Endurance pared to perfection.

The mundanely meandering river,

The papier maché puppets, the delineated rubble

Are all glimpses of beauty

Where experience beautifully crystallizes

Into blissful memories.

Every flower promises to be a fruit,

Every son promises to be a man,

Every well promises water,

Every oyster promises a pearl,

Every breeze promises a fragrance,

Every poet promises a poem,

Every woman promises the beauty of breasts

And every man promises the strength of muscles,

All based on the principle of beauty.

Look around,

There is always

A promise of beauty

For the principle of beauty

Falters not and wavers not.

GGGGG



91

ZÑ¨C_»∞, ZHȭ _» ZÖÏ =zÛ<å!
„Ñ¨u‰õÄÅ Ñ¨iã≤÷̀ «∞Ö’¡#∂ LO@∞Ok ™œO Œ̂~°ºO

Ñ¨@∞ì̂ ŒÅ, "≥ÚO_ç̀ «#O
Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚"≥∞ÿ# ã¨Ç¨Ï#O

=OÑ¨ÙÅ∞ u~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∂ „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOKÕ #n „Ñ¨"åÇ¨ÏO
H©Å∞ÉÁ=∞‡Å q<åºã¨O, ~åà◊¥¡~°Ñ¨ÊÅ∞,

Jxfl\˜Ö’ L#flk ™œO Œ̂~°ºO
J#∞Éèí=O "å\˜Ö’ JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# ã¨Ê\˜HÍÅ∞ HÍQÍ

JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞QÍ =∂~°̀ å~Ú.

„Ñ¨u Ñ¨Ó=Ó Ñ¶̈Å=∞ÜÕ∞º "åQÍÌ#O KÕã¨∞ÎOk
„Ñ¨u Ñ¨Ù„ «̀∞_»∂ ̂~Ñ¨\˜ Ü«Ú=‰õΩ_Ò`å_»∞
„Ñ¨u ÉÏg "åQÍÌ#O KÕã¨∞ÎOk h\˜x

„Ñ¨u =Ú «̀ºÑ¨ÙzÑ¨Ê =Ú`åºxfl "åQÍÌ#O KÕã¨∞ÎOk
„Ñ¨u Ñ¨=# gzHÍ Ñ¨i=∞àÏxfl,

„Ñ¨u Hõg XHõ =∞Oz Hõq «̀#∂, Ñ¨̂ •ºxfl
„Ñ¨u ¢ã‘Î JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# áêeO_»¡ ã¨OÑ¨̂ Œ#∞
„Ñ¨u Ñ¨Ù~°∞+¨µ_»∂ „â◊q∞OKÕ HõO_»~åÅ#∞

„Ñ¨un ™œO Œ̂~°º [#HÍÖË!

K«∞@∂ì K«∂_»∞!
„Ñ¨uKÀ\Ï L#flk

™œO^Œ~°ºÑ¨Ù "åQÍÌ#O
™œO Œ̂~°º ã¨∂„ «̀O

«̀̀ «Î~°Ñ¨_»̂ Œ∞, a «̀Î~°áÈ Œ̂∞!

GGGGG
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21. The power of thoughts

It is incredibly bizarre

How our thoughts have a pivotal influence

In our lives and the lives of others.

We think and our thought materialize,

Sometimes good and at other times bad.

Some men and women have such classy thoughts,

All positive, pushing ahead, dissipating the storms.

Some who think that life is a haphazard journey

Do so much harm to society

With the power of their negative thoughts,

Sowing seeds of discord and dis-empowerment.

Just a single thought in our mind

Can put up a palace of a rare design

And another thought makes the dream crumble

Like castles on the sands soft

Facing the sands of time.

A grounded understanding and awareness,

Emotional sensitivities of unity,

Empathy, forgiveness and understanding

Are all children born out of thoughts.

Group thinking, prayers, meditation,

Group work, discussions, projects,

All work out miracles.

Praiseworthy and commendable execution!

✤ ✤
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21. PÖ’K«#Å â◊HÎ̃

Wk KåÖÏ qO «̀QÍ LO@∞Ok

=∞# PÖ’K«#Å∞ ZO «̀ „áê=ÚMÏºxfl ã¨O «̀iOK«∞‰õΩO\ÏÜ≥∂

=∞#, W «̀~°∞Å rq`åÅÖ’

=∞#O PÖ’z™êÎO, PÖ’K«# HÍ~°º~°∂Ñ¨O ^•Å∞ã¨∞ÎOk

XHÀ¯™êi =∞OzQÍ, XHÀ¯™êi K≥_»∞QÍ.

H˘O Œ̂~°∞ ¢ã‘Î Ñ¨Ù~°∞+¨µÅ‰õΩ =™êÎ~Ú L#fl «̀"≥∞ÿ# PÖ’K«#Å∞

=ÚO Œ̂∞‰õΩ #_çÑ≤OKÕq, «̀∞á¶ê#¡#∞ âßO «̀Ñ¨~°KÕq

rq «̀O QÆO Œ̂~°QÀà◊ „Ñ¨Ü«∂}=∞#∞‰õΩ<Õ"åà◊√¡

ã¨=∂*ÏxH˜ KåÖÏ H©_»∞ KÕ™êÎ~°∞

"åà◊¡ #+ì̈Ñ¨Ói «̀"≥∞ÿ# PÖ’K«#Å`À

JÑ¨â◊$ «̀∞Å, JÑ¨„ÉèíOâ◊Ñ¨Ù c*ÏÅ`À!

=∞# =∞#ã¨∞Ö’x XHȭ  PÖ’K«#

xi‡OK«QÆÅ Œ̂∞ J™ê è̂•~°}"≥∞ÿ# ~°∂Ñ¨Ù#fl Éèí=<åxfl

WOHÀ PÖ’K«# è̂ŒfiOã≤OK«QÆÅ Œ̂∞ ã¨fiÑ¨fl™œ è̂•efl

"≥∞ «̀Î\ ˜ Wã¨∞HõÃÑ· Hõ\ì̃# HÀ@ÖÏ¡

HÍÅ QÆ_çÜ«∂~°Ñ¨Ù Wã¨∞HõÖ’ Hõeã≤áÈQÆÅ=Ù.

J=QÍÇ¨Ï#, J~°÷O KÕã¨∞HÀQÆey# q+¨Ü«∞O

SHõº «̀Ö’x ÉèÏ"À Õ̂fiQÆÑ¨Ù ã¨∞xfl «̀̀ «fiO

Hõ~°∞}`À ‰õÄ_ç# ã¨ÊO Œ̂#, Hõ∆=∞, „QÍÇ¨ÏHõ̀ «fiO

W=hfl PÖ’K«<å [x «̀ tâ◊√=ÙÖË!

™ê=¸Ç≤ÏHõ K«~°ÛÅ∞, „áê~°÷#Å∞, è̂•º#O

L=∞‡_ç „â◊=∞, qâ◊nHõiOK«_®Å∞, =∞Ç¨HÍ~åºÅ∞

Jhfl J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ åÅ#∞ Pq+¨̄ i™êÎ~Ú

"≥∞K«∞Û‰õΩx H©iÎOK«QÆey# HÍ~åºÅ#∞.

✤ ✤
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Think of the evil thoughts of hatred,

Self-aggrandizement at the cost of others,

Fake rules and false figureheads,

Feelings of abhorrence absolute,

All these germinate from our thoughts,

Creating wars and disasters,

Making humanity stand on shaky grounds.

Sincerely and objectively,

Let us take care of our thoughts

For they are powerful indeed.

Either we survive or we perish

Simply with the power

Of our thoughts.

GGGGG
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Õ̂fi+¨Ñ¨Ù PÖ’K«<å ã¨~°ox QÆ=∞xOK«∞

ã¨fiÜ«∞O Éèí∞[H©~°Î<åQÍ#O W «̀~°∞Å#∞ `˘H˜̄ "Õã¨∂Î

«̀Ñ¨C_»∞ xÜ«∞=∂=o, Jã῭ «ºÑ¨Ù ÖˇHȭ Å∞,

ã¨~°fi u~°™ê¯~° ÉèÏ=#Å∞

W=hfl PÖ’K«#Å∞flOz Ñ¨Ù\ì̃#"Õ HÍ^•!

Ü«Ú^•úÅ∞, q è̂ŒfiO™êÅ∞ =∂#"åox

Hõ̂ Œ∞Å∞Î#fl <ÕÅÃÑ· xÅÉˇ@ì_»O ÖË̂ •?

F „Ñ¨}ÏoHÍ| Œ̂úOQÍ, x*Ï~ÚfQÍ

=ÚO Œ̂∞‰õΩ fã¨∞‰õΩáÈ^•O =∞#O =∞# PÖ’K«#efl

Wq x[OQÍ â◊HÎ̃=O «̀"≥∞ÿ#q

=∞#O rq™êÎO ÖË̂ • #tOzáÈ`åO!

JO`å xa_ç L#flk

=∞# PÖ’K«#Å â◊HÎ̃Ö’<Õ!

GGGGG
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22. The Mystic Mariner

In the days of my youth when

I had started asking myself questions

About the riddles of existence,

I met a mariner, ancient in his ways

And mystic in his understanding about life.

He invited me to accompany him

On a long journey and he would

Give answers to all my questions.

Like a kid, I jumped in the air,

Willing to touch the stars and kiss the clouds.

The first day, we talked about poetry.

He said that positive mental energy

Is found in the verses of great poets

Just like the energy found in the music

Of Bach or Mozart.

The following  weekend, we discussed about religion

He said that religion and philosophies

Teach that man can become the Christ,

Buddha, Shiva and Zoroaster.

✤ ✤
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22. =∂Ü«∂ <åq‰õΩ_»∞

<Õ#∞ Ü«Ú=‰õΩ_çQÍ L#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

##∞fl <Õ#∞ H˘xfl „Ñ¨â◊flÅ_ç̂Q "å_çx

LxH˜ =∞~°‡O QÆ∞iOz,

<åHõÑ¨C_»∞ Ñ¨iK«Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ<å_˘Hõ <åq‰õΩ_»∞

áê «̀HÍÅO "å_Õ, rq «̀O QÆ∞iOz ≥̀eã≤#@∞¡#fl"å_»∞.

J «̀_»∞ PÇ¨fixOKå_»∞ ##∞fl «̀#`À ~°=∞‡x,

ã¨∞n~°… „Ñ¨Ü«∂}OÖ’ Jhfl q=i™êÎ#<åfl_»∞,

Jxfl „Ñ¨â◊flÅ‰õÄ ã¨=∂ è̂•<åÅ∞

z#fl Ñ≤ÖÏ¡_çÖÏ Zyi QÆO «̀∞ÖË™ê#∞

`å~°Å#∞ JO@∞‰õΩx, =∞|∞ƒefl =Ú^•Ì_ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ ã≤̂ Œú"≥∞ÿ!

"≥Ú Œ̂\˜ ~ÀA "Õ∞O =∂\Ï¡_»∞‰õΩ<åflO Hõq «̀fiO QÆ∞iOz

Jk LÑ¨Ü≥∂QÆHõ~°"≥∞ÿ# =∂#ã≤Hõ â◊HÎ̃

Q˘Ñ¨ÊHõ=ÙÅ Hõq`å K«~°}ÏÅÖ’ xa_ç LO@∞O Œ̂<åfl_»∞

J@∞=O\˜̂ Õ LO@∞Ok ã¨Ow «̀OÖ’,

ÉÏKü, "≥Ú*Ï~üì ã¨$[#ÅÖ’#∂!

WOHÀ "å~åO`å# "Õ∞O K«iÛOKåO =∞`åÅ QÆ∞iOz

J «̀_»<åfl_»∞- =∞ «̀O, "Õ̂ •O «̀O K≥|∞`å~Ú

=∞x+≤ =∂~°=K«Ûx -  F „H©ã¨∞ÎQÍ

|∞ Œ̂∞ú_çQÍ, t=Ù_çQÍ ÖË̂ • *Á~åãì̈~üQÍ

✤ ✤
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While the dolphins were swimming gracefully

Among the great waves of the sea,

I asked the mystic mariner,

“What is man`s greatest power?”

He remained quiet for  a long time,

Looked at the sky and replied,

“Silence”

Then he spoke about training of the mind……

“Man must train his mind to pick up

What is good, what is right.

The power of visualization must be used

As an exceptional talent and gift.

It must be nurtured and jealously guarded.”

One Sunday, we were having breakfast.

That comprised of fish curry, salads and boiled rice.

I quietly asked him about diseases,

Affecting man across the planet.

He became pensive, as if lost in his thoughts,

Then, he looked at me in the eyes and said,

“Diseases are often the purification if

Mind and body from the toxins

That have been accumulated.

It is necessary a man suffers from time to time.”
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_®eÊù<£Å∞ ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂ «̀~°OQÍÅ =∞ è̂ŒºÖ’

™⁄QÆã¨∞QÍ D Œ̂∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞...

<Õ<å J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «"≥∞ÿ# <åq‰õΩ_ç #_çQÍ#∞

''Uk =∂#=Ù_ç JkfifÜ«∞"≥∞ÿ# â◊HÎ̃?——-

KåÖÏ¿ãÑ¨Ù J «̀_»∞ =∞ø#OQÍ L<åfl_»∞

PHÍâ◊O "ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂ã≤ z=~°‰õΩ | Œ̂∞eKåÛ_»∞-

-''xâ◊≈|ÌO——-

P «̀~°∞"å «̀ q=iOKå_»∞ ''=∞#ã¨∞#∞ J Œ̂∞Ñ¨ÙÖ’ LOK«_»O——-

''Uk =∞Oz, Uk K≥_»∞——

≥̀Å∞ã¨∞‰õΩ<ÕÖÏ =∞#ã¨∞‰õΩ W"åfie tHõ∆}

Œ̂i≈OKåe KÕÜ«∞É’ÜÕ∞ Ñ¨xx

D â◊HÎ̃x ÃÑOá⁄OkOK«∞HÀ"åe F |Ç¨ï=∞uQÍ

^•xx ÃÑOz HÍáê_»∞HÀ"åe *Ï„QÆ̀ «ÎQÍ!

F Pk"å~°O, "Õ∞O Ñ¶¨ÅÇ¨~°O KÕã¨∞Î<åflO

KÕÑ¨Å ‰õÄ~°, ~°Hõ~°HÍÅ ‰õÄ~°QÍÜ«∞Å =ÚHȭ Å∞, J#flO

<Õ#_çQÍ#∞ "åº è̂Œ∞Å QÆ∞iOz

D Éèí∂QÀàÏxfl xO_ç# ~°∞QÆ‡ «̀Å QÆ∞iOz-

n~å…Ö’K«#Ö’ =Úxy# J «̀_»∞

J~°ú xg∞e «̀ <Õ„ «̀∞_≥· <å"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂ã≤<å_»∞

"åº è̂Œ∞Å<Õq =∞#efl Ñ¨q„fHõiOKÕ ™ê è̂Œ<åÅ∞,

â◊s~°O, =∞#ã¨∞ûÖ’ áÈÔQ·# q+¨~°™êÜ«∞<åefl

`˘ÅyOKÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ HÍ"åÖË"≥∂ D ~°∞QÆ‡ «̀Å∞ JÑ¨C_»Ñ¨C_»∞.
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After a few weeks spent in the company

Of waves that dance in an interplay of colors vibrant

And the rays of the sun teasing my half – naked body,

I was in a happy mood and laughed.

For reasons unknown to me.

The mystic mariner touched my bare shoulders,

Drew me closer and closer to him and whispered,

“Keep laughing, seriousness reduces life.

Be happy darling, I love you.”

“I love you too honey.”

Since then, I am spending the rest of my life

In the bosom of the sea, visiting far away shores

With my mystic mariner as companions.

GGGGG
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H˘xfl "å~åÅáê@∞, #iÎOKÕ «̀~°OQÍÅ∞

qq è̂Œ =~å‚Å∞, ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}ÏÅ∞ <å J~°ú#QÆfl Õ̂Ç¨xfl

«̀_»∞Ñ¨Ù «̀∞O_»QÍ,

J «̀_çx J_çQÍ#∞ <Õ#∞ P#O Œ̂ÅÇ¨ÏiÖ’

#=Ùfi «̀∂, <åˆH ≥̀eÜ«∞x ã¨O`À+¨OÖ’

P =∂i‡Hõ <åq‰õΩ_»∞ <å Éèí∞*Ïefl ã¨Ê $tOz

##∞fl Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ ÖÏ‰õΩ¯x QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨ÖÏ_ç<å_»∞

''ZÑ¨C_»∂ WÖÏ #=Ùfi «̀∂<Õ LO_»∞. QÍOcè~°ºO

«̀yæã¨∞ÎOk PÜ«Úã¨∞û. ã¨O`À+¨"Õ∞ h‰õΩ ã¨~°fi~°Hõ∆!——

<å „¿Ñ=∞ h Õ̂ ZÑ¨Ê\˜H©

JÑ¨Ê\˜ #∞Oz WÑ¨Ê\˜ =~°‰õÄ <ÕxÖÏ<Õ QÆ_»∞Ñ¨Ù «̀∞<åfl#∞

rq`åxfl, ã¨=Ú„^•xH˜ Œ̂QÆæ̂~, ã¨∞ Œ̂∂~° f~åÅ#∞ ã¨O Œ̂i≈ã¨∂Î

P J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « <åq‰õΩ_»∞ <å ã¨Ç¨ÏK«~°∞_çQÍ!

GGGGG



102

23. Can I be your Cinderella for tonight?

It was a poetry fair

And poets across the globe were there,

Chatting in voices crackly

Sassy and active with vigor,

In love and camaraderie.

Such wondrous work of art,

Like flowers in a floral fair,

Murmuring the rhapsody of love

Defying hypocrisy and simulation,

Lineage and language.

I was there too

Neither afraid nor pretentious

Going through poems

Of all climes and rhymes,

When suddenly, a poem struck me——

So simple, so humble, and yet,

Blossoming like cherry blossoms

In all its beauty and its might.

‘I think it fits me,

The shoe in this poem fits me,’

I said to myself.

I wore it and it was fit and fine.

It brought a rapprochement

Between me and the poet.

✤ ✤
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23. D ~å„uH˜ <Õ#∞ h ã≤O_»Ô~ÖÏ¡QÍ LO_çáÈ<å!

Jk Hõq «̀fiÑ¨Ù L «̀û=O
J<ÕHõ Õ̂âßÅ Hõ=ÙÅHȭ _»‰õΩ qKÕÛ™ê~°∞
~°Hõ~°HÍÅ Q˘O «̀∞Å∞, =ÚK«Û@Å∞

L`åûÇ¨ÏO`À L„ Õ̂HõO`À L<åfl~°∞ "åà◊√¡
„¿Ñ=∞, ™œ„ÉèÏ «̀$ «̀fiO, ¿ãflÇ¨ÏO`À

J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «"≥∞ÿ# HõàÏ Œ̂$â◊ºO
Ñ¨ÓÅÑ¨O_»∞QÆÅ Ñ¨ÙëêÊÅ J=∞iHõ

„¿Ñ=∞w`åÅ QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨Å∞
Jã¨Ç¨Ï["Õ∞g∞ ÖËxk, HõÑ¨@O HÍ#~åxk

ÉèÏ+¨Ö’, ã¨O„Ñ¨̂ •Ü«∞OÖ’.

<Õ#∞ ‰õÄ_® JHȭ _» L<åfl#∞
ÉèíÜ«∞O ÖË̂ Œ∞, #@# ÖË̂ Œ∞

Ñ¨̂ •ºÅÖ’ #_»Hõ
â◊$u ÅÜ«∞Å q<åºã¨O

JHõ™ê‡ «̀∞ÎQÍ F Hõq «̀ ##∞fl PÑ≤Ok-
=∂=¸Å∞ Hõq «̀, ™ê è̂•~°}"≥∞ÿ# Õ̂, J~Ú<å
Kè≥„s Ñ¨ÓÅ qHÍã¨O HÍ#=zÛOk ^•xÖ’
J «̀ºO «̀ ã¨∞O Œ̂~°OQÍ, â◊HÎ̃=O «̀OQÍ,

<åHõk ã¨iáÈ «̀∞O Œ̂#∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞
D Hõq «̀Ö’x áê Œ̂~°Hõ∆ <å‰õΩ K«Hȭ QÍ J=∞~°∞ÎOk

<åÖ’ <Õ#∞ J#∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞
^•xx `˘_»∞‰õΩ¯O\Ï#∞, K«Hȭ QÍ

Jk fã¨∞‰õΩ=zÛOk
<å‰õÄ, HõqH˜ =∞ è̂Œº ™êxflÇ≤Ï`åºxfl

✤ ✤
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I felt the first drizzle of monsoon,

I saw the water lilies sprouting,

I saw Yamuna’s ripples kissing the shore

And the stars racing in the sky.

The poet was there looking

At me longingly

With shyness shining in his eyes,

While my soul communicated with his.

I metamorphosed from my cocoon

Of beauty melting with innocence.

I went to him

While the intense tidal waves

Of love came crashing softly

Against the walls of my heart.

I landed in his arms,

Put one leg in between his legs

And said in a husky voice,

‘Prince Charming, can I be

Your Cinderella for tonight?’

He drew me closer to him

And said gently,

‘Can you be my Cinderella

For the rest of my nights?’

Pushing my leg in

A little harder and deeper,

I said…………..’Yes.’

GGGGG
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"å<åHÍÅÑ¨Ù `˘e[Å∞¡ ã¨Ê~°≈
<Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞ h\˜ eb¡Å "≥ÚÅHõÅ#∞

Ü«∞=Ú<å #n «̀~°OQÍÅ∞ f~åxfl `åHõ_®xx
xOyÖ’ #Hõ∆„`åÅ Ñ¨~°∞QÆ∞#∞

JHȭ _» Hõq xsH∆̃ã¨∞Î<åfl_»∞
<å ~åHõÔH·

J «̀_ç Hõ#∞flÅÖ’ ã≤QÆ∞æ ^À|∂K«∞ÖÏ_»∞ «̀∞#flk
<å P «̀‡ J «̀_ç̀ À ã¨OÉèÏ+≤ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

<Õ#∞ <å Ñ¨@∞ìHÍÜ«∞Ö’ ~°∂áêO «̀~°O K≥O^•#∞
JO Œ̂O, J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiO`À HõÅ=QÍ

J «̀_çx ã¨g∞Ñ≤OKå#∞ <Õ#∞.
P@∞áÈ@¡ JÅÅ∞ „¿Ñ=∞ «̀~°OQÍÖ·̌

ã¨g∞Ñ≤OKå~Ú =∞=∞‡efl
`åH˜<å~Ú <å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù QÀ_»efl
J «̀_ç KÕ̀ «∞Ö’¡ "åeáÈÜ«∂#∞ <Õ#∞

J «̀_ç HÍà◊¡=∞ è̂Œº <å HÍÅ∞
HõOÑ≤ã¨∞Î#fl Q˘O «̀∞`À J<åfl#∞

<å „¿Ñ=∞ Ü«Ú=~å*Ï! D ~å„uH˜
<Õ#∞ h ã≤O_»Ô~ÖÏ¡QÍ LO_çáÈ<å!

J «̀_»∞ ##∞fl Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ fã¨∞‰õΩ<åfl_»∞.
=∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ Ñ¨eH˜<å_»∞

''h=Ù <å ã≤O_»Ô~ÖÏ¡QÍ LO_çáÈ
WÑ¨Ê\˜H©, ZÑ¨Ê\˜H©, Jxfl ~å„ «̀∞Å∂——-
<å HÍex =∞iO «̀ Ö’Ñ¨eH˜ [~°∞Ñ¨Ù «̀∂

J<åfl#∞ J «̀_ç̀ À <Õ#∞.
J=Ù#∞, Hõ$ «̀[˝̀ «Å∞!

GGGGG
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24. Postman

Postman, where is the letter

That my lover sent to me?

Too much sugary words Mam,

It just melted away……..

Ah bon!

And the one he sent me day before?

Too much honey Mam,

It flowed away………..

Eh bien!

Where is the letter I wrote to him?

Mam……Mam……Mmmmmm…………

Too much chocolate Mam,

I ate it all.

Nothing is left Mam.

GGGGG

✤ ✤
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24. áÈãπì=∂<£

-''áÈãπì=∂<£! Uk L «̀Î~°O

<å „Ñ≤Ü«Ú_»∞ <å‰õΩ Ñ¨OÑ≤#k?——-

J «̀ºO «̀ uÜ«∞ºx Ñ¨̂ •Å∞, «̀b¡,

HõiyáÈ~ÚOk K«∂ã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ<Õ-

JÜ≥∂º, J=Ù<å-

=∞i x#fl Ñ¨OÑ≤# ÖËY?

Õ̀<≥ Z‰õΩ¯=~ÚºOk «̀b¡

„Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOzáÈ~ÚOk, "ÕQÆOQÍ!

JÜ≥∂º, J=Ù<å-

<Õ#∞ J «̀_çH˜ „"åã≤# L «̀Î~° "Õ∞=∞~ÚºOk?

J=∂‡.... "£∞"£∞"£∞... "£∞"£∞"£∞"£∞...

KåH˘Öˇ\ò Z‰õΩ¯=~ÚºOk "Õ∞_»"£∞!

"≥Ú «̀ÎO <Õ<Õ u<Õ™ê#∞

H˘kÌQÍ ‰õÄ_® q∞QÆÖË¡̂ Œ∞ "Õ∞_»"£∞!

GGGGG

✤ ✤



108

25. My dear Reuel

Silence is a source of great strength……….Lao Tsu

When I see rivers overflowing,

Hurricanes blowing,

Volcanoes erupting, earth shaking,

Urbanization threatening,

The cut-throat competition heart-wrenching,

Wars and disasters in waiting,

Man’s games, grotesque and stomach turning,

I look at the starry night

And think of your face bright,

So far, and yet, so near to my heart.

The stunning beauty of your looks,

Your cherubic silence and innocence,

The pristine glory of God on your forehead,

The effulgent beauty of nature

Shining on your cheeks,

All remind me of the beauties

Encompassing the exploration

Of the metaphysical plains.

Times roll back

And I become a child again.

I forget the cunning passages

Of false relationships,

The supple confusion of friendship,

✤ ✤
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25. <å „Ñ≤Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ# ~å"≥Öò

(xâ◊≈|ÌO #∞OKÕ =∞Ç¨â◊HÎ̃ Ñ¨Ù_»∞ «̀∞Ok - ÖÏ"˘@∞û)

# Œ̂∞Å∞ Lá⁄ÊOy á⁄OQÆ∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞ K«∂™ê#∞ <Õ#∞

«̀∞á¶ê#∞ QÍÅ∞Å∞ gã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∂

JyflÑ¨~°fi`åÅ∞ q™ÈÊù\˜ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞, Éèí∂q∞ HõOÑ≤ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

Ñ¨@ì}©Hõ~°} ÉèíÜ«∞ÃÑ_»∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

D Q˘O «̀∞Å∞ HÀ¿ã áÈ\© QÆ∞O_≥efl "≥∞eÉˇ_»∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

Ü«Ú^•úÅ∞, q è̂ŒfiO™êÅ∞ "Õz K«∂ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

=∞#∞+¨µÅ „H©_»Å∞ Jã¨Ç¨ÏºHõ~°OQÍ, Hõ_»∞Ñ¨Ù Õ̂=Ù «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

<Õ#∞ `å~°Å∞#fl PHÍâ◊O "ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™êÎ#∞

h „Ñ¨HÍtOKÕ =ÚMÏxfl «̀ÅáÈ™êÎ#∞

Œ̂∂~°OQÍ L<åfl, h=Ù, Œ̂QÆæ̂~ <å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xH˜.

h K«∂Ñ¨ÙÅÖ’x J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « ™œO Œ̂~°ºO

Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀Å xâ◊≈|ÌO, J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiO

h #∞ Œ̂∞\˜ÃÑ·# „Ñ¨HÍtOKÕ ≥̂·= «̀fiO

„Ñ¨Hõ$u ™œO Œ̂~°ºÑ¨Ù ã¨"≥∂‡Ç¨Ï# «̀fiO

h |∞QÆæÅÃÑ· „Ñ¨uÑ¶̈eã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ

Jq <å‰õΩ QÆ∞~°∞ÎKÕ™êÎ~Ú

U â’ è̂Œ#Å‰õΩ JO Œ̂x JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ JO^•Å#∞

"Õ^•O`«Ñ¨Ù "≥∞ÿ^•<åÅ#∞

HÍÅO "≥#H˜̄  =∞o¡

<Õ#∞ =∞m¡ ÉÏÅºOÖ’H˜ "≥o¡#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

<Õ#∞ =∞~°záÈ`å#∞ =OK«<å ^•~°∞Å

Jã῭ «ºÑ¨Ù |O è̂Œ∞`åfiÅ#∞,

✤ ✤
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The contrived corridors of hardships

And new pathways open

In the candy floss clouds

Where we play, sing and dance

Forgetting the ebb and flow of time.

Together, we reach phenomenal heights,

A déjà  vu panorama of past lives

And we enjoy the quietude and peace

Of the monks in the Tibetan caves

While your silence speaks volumes to me,

So soothing, so eye-opening.

And when we part,

Tears flow down my cheeks,

I listen to the rhymes serenading in the air,

Unraveling the mysteries of life

While your surreal charisma,

Your sparkling insight

Take me to your world

Attired in many rainbow colors

Where my sense of fearing

Is replaced by my sense of loving.

GGGGG
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¿ãflÇ¨ÏOÖ’x "≥∞ «̀Î\ ˜ QÆO Œ̂~°QÀàÏÅ#∞

HõëêìÅÖ’ ‰õΩÜ«Ú‰õΩÎÅ P=~°}Å#∞†

H˘ «̀Î ^•~°∞Å∞ Hõ#∞‰õΩ¯<åflHõ

"≥∞i¿ã "Õ∞Ñ¶̈∂Å =∂eHõÅÖ’

=∞#O P@áê@Å∞, #$`åºÅ`À HÍÅO QÆ_»∞Ñ¨Ù «̀∂

HÍÅÑ¨Ù P@∞áÈ@¡#∞ =∞izáÈ`å=Ú

Hõeã≤ "≥∞eã≤ =∞#O JO Œ̂∞‰õΩ<åflO J «̀∞º#fl «̀ tY~åÅ#∞

QÆ̀ « [#‡Å *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ#∞

„Ñ¨âßO «̀̀ «#∞, âßOux P#OkOKå=Ú

\˜Éˇ\ò QÆ∞Ç¨ÏÖ’¡x Ü≥∂QÆ∞Å ™êxflÇ≤Ï`åºxfl

JHȭ _» h xâ◊≈|ÌO <ÕiÊOk <åHõ<ÕHõ q+¨Ü«∂Å∞

ZO`À ã¨∞xfl «̀OQÍ, Hõ#∞Å∞ ≥̀izOk

=∞#O q_çáÈÜÕ∞Ñ¨C_»∞

Hõhflà◊√¡ =i¬OKå~Ú è̂•~åáê «̀OQÍ <å |∞QÆæÅÃÑ·

QÍeÖ’ ã¨~åQÍÖÏ_»∞ «̀∞#fl ã¨fi~åÅ#∞ q<åfl#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

Jq q_»=∞iKå~Ú r=# ~°Ç¨Ï™êºÅ#∞

h Jkè"åãÎ̈qHõ PHõ~°¬}

q∞~°∞q∞@∞¡ Q˘e¿Ñ h JO «̀~°Ì$+≤ì!

##∞fl fã¨∞‰õΩáÈ, h „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’H˜

WO„ Œ̂̂ èŒ#∞ã¨∞û =~å‚ÅÖ’ JÅOHõiOK«|_ç

<åÖ’x ÉèíÜ«∞O =∞@∞=∂Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ

„¿Ñ=∞ ã¨fi~°∂Ñ¨"Õ∞ ZÖ¡̌_»ÖÏ xÅ=h!

GGGGG
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26. My faith in you

Lord, my faith in you was not built in a day.

It has been an ongoing process,

A work in progress since my very childhood.

I have always cast a contemplative  glance

At the Christian spires

Being kissed by the swirling clouds,

The white minaret tower

Dazzling with the beauty of innocence,

The pagodas where incense sticks

Burn with love-lit eyes, unpretentious

And the temples where peace reigns

Undisturbed, in spite of the multitasking,

Going on outside at incredible speed.

I have always wished to see you

A million times,

To kiss you softly and gently

A billion times

And to talk to you

A zillion times.

In this conundrum of time and space,

Where there is neither rest nor respite,

With a mélange of malignant conspiracies,

I have always looked for

The semiotics of soul food,

Rapture to fill the void.

✤ ✤
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26. hÃÑ· <å qâßfiã¨O

„Ñ¨Éèí∂, hÃÑ· <å‰õΩ#fl qâßfiã¨O XHȭ ~ÀAÖ’ xi‡OK«|_»ÖË̂ Œ∞
Jk XHõ x~°O «̀~°"≥∞ÿ# Ñ¨̂ Œúu

<å ÉÏÅºO #∞Oz xi‡OK«|_»∞ «̀∞#fl q+¨Ü«∞=∞k.

<Õ<≥Ñ¨C_»∂ xeáê#∞ è̂•º#Ñ¨Ù Œ̂$‰õΩ¯Å#∞
„ÔH·ãÎ̈= â◊O‰õΩ=ÙÅÃÑ·

"å\˜x "Õ∞Ñ¶̈∞=∂eHõÅ∞ =Ú Œ̂∞Ì ÖÏ_»_»O
≥̀Å¡\˜ q∞<åÔ~\ò tY~åÅ∞

J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiÑ¨Ù JO^•Å`À Hõà◊Hõà◊ÖÏ_»_»O
Ñ¨Q˘_®ÅÖ’ JQÆ~°∞= «̀∞ÎÅ∞

„¿Ñ=∞ xO_ç# Hõà◊¡̀ À, HõÑ¨@O ÖË‰õΩO_®, Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞ "≥̂ Œ[Å¡_»O
âßOu xO_ç# Õ̂"åÅÜ«∂Å∞

Z@∞=O\˜ JO «̀~åÜ«∞O ÖË‰õΩO_®

ÉèíHÎ̃ ÉèÏ"åÅ#∞ „Ñ¨ã¨iOÑ¨*ËÜ«∞_»O.

<Õ#∞ Z<Àfl™ê~°∞¡, x#∞fl K«∂_®Å#∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞
ÅHõ∆Å, q∞eÜ«∞#¡ ™ê~°∞¡

x#∞fl =∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ =Ú^•Ì_®Åx

aeÜ«∞<£ ™ê~°∞¡
h`À =∂\Ï¡_®Åx
leÜ«∞<£ ™ê~°∞¡

D HÍÅ„Ñ¨̂ ÕâßÅ „Ñ¨¿ÇÏoHõÖ’
ZHȭ _® q~å=∞O, q„âßOu ÖËx KÀ@¡

J<ÕHõ ‰õΩ„@Å ã¨O^ÀÇ¨ÏOÖ’
<Õ#∞ ZÑ¨C_»∂ K«∂_» „Ñ¨Ü«∞uflOKå#∞

P «̀‡‰õΩ HÍ"åeû# PÇ¨~°O H˘~°‰õΩ

â◊¥<åºxfl xO¿Ñ áê~°=â◊ºO HÀã¨O!

✤ ✤
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Lord, when I understood who you are,

I feel I am a tiny dot in this immensity

Of vast creations which keep changing.

Now, I see you in all,

The vicious and the virtuous,

The priest and the pauper,

The rich and the poor,

The able and the differently able,

All, the wonders of your creation.

I see you in the fireflies kissing,

In the sheep grazing in the vast plains,

In the fish swimming in the moon-lit lake,

The corn plantations swaying with the breeze,

The migrating birds flying across the oceans

And in the waves touching the shores.

Lord, now that I have known you,

I traverse the silence of time

Like a long Viking boat

Sailing towards a known destination

Guided by the moon and a few stars

While the fishermen mend their nets

On the banks of Brahmaputra

And the scent of Sandalwood

Pervades the air.

GGGGG
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„Ñ¨Éèí∂, h"≥=~À <åHõ~°ú"≥∞ÿ<åHõ

D J#O «̀OÖ’ #<˘flHõ JÅÊHõ}OQÍ ÉèÏqOKå#∞

x~°O «̀~åÜ«∞OQÍ Ñ¨i=~°Î# K≥O Õ̂ D qâ◊fiOÖ’

WÑ¨C_»∞ <Õ#∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î<åfl#∞ Jhfl hÖ’

q<åâ◊Hõ~°"≥∞ÿ#g, qÅ∞"≥·#g,

Ñ¨Ó*Ïih, ™ê è̂•~°}∞_çh,

è̂Œ#=O «̀∞_çh, x~°∞¿Ñ Œ̂#∂

â◊HÎ̃=O «̀∞_çh, "Õ̂~ ~°HõÑ¨Ù <Õ~°∞Ê HõÅ"å_çh,

JO Œ̂ih, Jxfl\˜h, h ã¨$+≤ìÖ’x "≥·q è̂•ºÅ#∂.

x#∞fl K«∂ã¨∞Î<åfl#∞ q∞}∞QÆ∞~°∞ Ñ¨Ù~°∞QÆ∞Å =Ú Œ̂∞ÌÅÖ’,

qâßÅ "≥∞ÿ̂ •<åÅÖ’ Ñ¨zÛHõ "Õ∞ã¨∞Î#fl Q˘„Ô~Å =∞O Œ̂ÅÖ’,

"≥<≥flÅÖ’ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î#fl ã¨~°ã¨∞û h\˜Ö’ D Œ̂∞ «̀∞#fl KÕÑ¨ÅÖ’,

QÍeH˜ «̀ÅÅ∂Ñ¨Ù «̀∞#fl "≥ÚHȭ *Á#fl á⁄ÖÏÅÖ’,

ã¨=Ú„^•Å g∞ Œ̂∞QÍ ZQÆ∞~°∞Î#fl =Åã¨ Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅÖ’,

f~åÅ#∞ `å‰õΩ «̀∞#fl ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂Ñ¨Ù JÅÅÖ’,

„Ñ¨Éèí∂, WÑ¨C_»∞ x#∞fl ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞ <Õ#∞

HÍÅÑ¨Ù xâ◊≈ÉÏÌxfl pÅ∞Û‰õΩx „Ñ¨Ü«∂}˜OKå#∞

á⁄_»∞QÍ\˜ "≥·H˜OQ∑ Ñ¨_»=ÖÏ,

≥̀eã≤# QÆ=∂ºxH˜ "≥à◊√ «̀∞#fl f~°∞QÍ,

K«O„ Œ̂∞_»∞ #Hõ∆„`åÖË ^•i K«∂Ñ¨Ù «̀∞O_»QÍ,

*ÏÅ~°∞Å∞ «̀=∞ =ÅÅ#∞ JÅ∞¡̀ «∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞,

„|Ç¨Ï‡Ñ¨Ù„ «̀ #n f~å#

K«O Œ̂# Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞

QÍeÖ’ k‰õΩ¯Å‰õΩ "åºÑ≤ã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ!

GGGGG
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27. Revisiting my old home

When the fruit grows, the petals fall off.

When man grows, memories fade off.

And yet, memories of an old home

Are never by the wind blown.

Those were the days when my grandfather

Had a beautiful house, not a feat of architecture,

But a feast to the eyes, walls white-washed.

Time has preserved it and I have enhanced it.

Memories come flying and fluttering

Like pigeons when I enter it

For I have come to the source.

The remains of the logs that used to blaze up

To warm our legs in long wintry nights

Are still there lost in deep slumber.

The pots in which my grandmother

Cooked rhubarb, colocasia, tapioca are still there

And in them lingers the flavour

Of curries, hot and tangy.

I can hear the onomatopoeic mode

Of descriptions of actions, the spicy buzz

Which submerges me in content ineffable.

Ours is not a faux fireplace but a genuine one

Around which we sat listening to stories

Of angels and fairies, heroes and heroines,

✤ ✤
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27. áê «̀ WO\˜x Œ̂i≈OK«O_ç

HÍÜ«∞ ÃÑiˆQÑ¨C_»∞ ˆ~HõÅ∞ ~åeáÈ`å~Ú

=∞x+≤ ÃÑiˆQÑ¨C_»∞ *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞ =∂ã≤áÈ`å~Ú

J~Ú<å, áê «̀ WO\˜ ã¨‡ $ «̀∞Å∞

QÍeH˜ H˘@∞ì‰õΩáÈ=Ù.

P ~ÀAÖ’¡ =∂ `å «̀QÍi WÅ∞¡

JO «̀ Q˘Ñ¨Ê HõàÏYO_»"Õ∞g∞ HÍ Œ̂∞, HÍx,

Hõà◊¡‰õΩ qO Œ̂∞Éè’[#OÖÏ, ≥̀Å¡QÍ, ã¨∞#flO "ÕÜ«∞|_ç

HÍÅO ^•xx Éèí„ Œ̂Ñ¨~°zOk, <Õ#∞ "≥∞~°∞QÆ∞Ñ¨~°Kå#∞

*Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞ =ã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú ZQÆ∞~°∂Î, Ô~ÑÔ̈~Ñ¨ÖÏ_»∞ «̀∂

áê=Ù~åÖÏ¡, <Õ#∞ WO\˜Ö’H˜ „Ñ¨"ÕtOK«QÍ<Õ

ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë <Õ#∞ =zÛOk =¸ÖÏxH˜ Hõ̂ •!

JqQÀ, JHȭ _» q∞ye# H˘Ü«∞º Œ̂∞OQÆÅ∞, x„ Œ̂É’ «̀∞<åfl~Ú,

n~°… K«eHÍÅÑ¨Ù ~å„ «̀∞Ö’¡ <≥QÆ_»∞ HÀã¨"≥∞ÿ

=∂ HÍà◊√¡ "≥K«Û|~°∞K«∞‰õΩ<ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ, "å_»QÍ q∞ye#q†

=∂ <åÜ«∞#=∞‡ ÃÑOÑ¨Ù_»∞ [O «̀∞=ÙÅ‰õΩ HÀà◊¡‰õΩ "Õ¿ãk

P =O_ç "åiÛ# Œ̂∞OÑ¨Å∞, P‰õΩ‰õÄ~°Å P#"åà◊√¡

P ‰õÄ~°Å Ñ¶̈Ú=∞Ñ¶̈Ú=∞Å∞, Ñ¶̈∂@∞

=Ú‰õΩ¯ Ñ¨Ù\ÏÅ Œ̂~°Q˘_»∞Î<åfl~Ú ~ÚÑ¨Ê\˜H©!

<Õ#∞ qO@∞<åfl#∞ Ñ¨̂ Œ è̂Œfi#∞Å#∞

„H˜Ü«∞Å K«Ñ¨Cà◊¡#∞, =∞™êÖÏ k#∞ã¨∞Å#∞

##∞fl PÖ’K«#Ö’H˜ <≥_»∞Î#fl "å\˜x

=∂ Õ̂g∞ `å`å¯eHõ <≥QÆ_»∞ HÍ Œ̂∞

^•x K«∞@∂ì~å ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx Z<Àfl Hõ̂ äŒÅ∞ q<Õ"åà◊¡O

Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀Å∞, JÑ¨û~°ã¨Å∞, Hõ̂ ä•<å~ÚHõ, <åÜ«∞‰õΩÅ∞

✤ ✤
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All pure and simple, like quantum mechanics,

Producing deep inside us a sweet kick.

Every time I revisit it,

I can feel it brimming with unadulterated love.

I can see the hypnotic glow of the candles,

While the sight of objects

Keeps morphing before my eyes,

With melody and harmony in tune.

Domain of my dainty dreams,

You do create moments of epiphany,

Bestowing grace on my tender heart,

The seat of my poetic sensibilities,

While the synergy among

The clumps of jasmine bushes,

The  coral-pink roses, the vibrant bluebells,

The red-orange orchids, day-glow green grass,

And my childhood memories open

The vistas of a sober Truth.

GGGGG
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Ju ™ê è̂•~°}"≥∞ÿ#q, HÍfiO@"£∞ "≥∞HÍxH±û ÖÏO\˜q

=∂Ö’ U^À uÜ«∞ºx ÉèÏ=#Å#∞ ~°yÖËÛq-

ZÑ¨C_»∞ <Õ#∞ JHȭ _çH˜ "≥o¡<å

HõbÎÖËx „¿Ñ=∞`À Jq ##∞fl H“yeOK«∞‰õΩO\Ï~Ú

<å‰õΩ HõxÑ≤™êÎ~Ú "≥∂Ç¨Ï#"≥∞ÿ# H˘"˘fiuÎ náêÅ "≥Å∞QÆ∞Å∞,

P JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ Œ̂$âßºÅ∞

<å Hõ#∞Å =ÚO Õ̂ ~°∂áêO «̀~°O K≥O Œ̂∞ «̀∞O\Ï~Ú

â◊$uÅÜ«∞Å ã¨~åQÍÖ·̌.

<å ã¨∞xfl «̀"≥∞ÿ# HõÅÅ ~å[ºOÖ’

h=Ù ã¨$l™êÎ=Ù P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù =∞ è̂Œ∞~° Hõ∆}Ïefl.

<å "≥∞ «̀Î\ ˜ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞ÃÑ· Hõ~°∞} ‰õΩiÑ≤ã¨∂Î

<å Hõq «̀fiÑ¨Ù xQÆ∂_è» ÅHõ∆}ÏÅ KÀ@∞

J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « SHõº «̀

=∞Ö¡̌ "≥ÚHȭ Å∞, QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ∞

he QÆO@Å, Z~°∞Ñ¨Ù <åiO[ PiÛ_»∞¡

ZO_»Ö’ "≥∞i¿ã Ñ¨zÛHõ |Ü«∞à◊√¡

<å ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù q=$ «̀ *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞

F JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ ã῭ «ºÑ¨Ù Pq+¨̄ ~°}Å∞, =∂~åæÅ∞.

GGGGG
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28. The scarecrow

I am a scarecrow,

Yet, my mind is not narrow,

Dreamer, I find my way by moonlight,

And never by torchlight.

I see the dawn when man sleeps

And the farmer diligently reaps.

I am the least fashionable,

Not that it is not affordable,

But my comfort lies in hats battered

And clothes, torn and tattered.

I am the commander of the fields,

All seeds sprout at my will.

The birds are scared of me,

Seeing me, they all flee.

Come rain, come storm, come thunder,

I will never be torn asunder.

I wait for the ripening of the corn,

In somber silence with  unlocked horns.

Sometimes, when I am alone,

Lost and forlorn,

I look at the contours of the moon’s lips

And the swaying of her hips,

Generous, fluid, avuncular,

✤ ✤
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28. k+≤ìÉÁ=∞‡

<Õ<˘Hõ k+≤ìÉÁ=∞‡#∞

J=Ù#∞, <å =∞#ã¨∞ ã¨O‰õΩz «̀O HÍ Œ̂∞.

™êfiÑ≤fl‰õΩ_®! "≥<≥flÅÖ’ <å^•i Hõ#∞Q˘O\Ï#∞

\ÏiÛÖ·̌@∞ "≥Å∞QÆ∞Ö’ HÍ Œ̂∞

=∞x+≤ x„kOKÕÑ¨C_»∞ ã¨O è̂•ºã¨=∞Ü«∂xfl K«∂™êÎ#∞

Ô~·̀ «∞ H“â◊ÅºO`À Ñ¨O@ HÀ¿ãÑ¨C_»∞,

<å‰õΩ #g# <åQÆiHõ̀ « áÈHõ_»Å∞ ≥̀b=Ù

<Õ#∞ ÉèíiOK«ÖË#x HÍ Œ̂∞

J~Ú Õ̀, <å‰õΩ Ç¨~ÚQÍ JxÑ≤ã¨∞ÎOk

áê_≥·# \’Ñ‘Å∞, z~°∞QÆ∞Å Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅÖ’

<Õ#∞ á⁄ÖÏÖ’¡ <åÜ«∞‰õΩ_çx

q «̀Î<åÅ∞ "≥ÚÅÔH «̀∞Î̀ å~Ú <å ~Ú+ì̈„Ñ¨HÍ~°O

Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ‰õΩ <Õ#O>Ë ÉèíÜ«∞O

##∞fl K«∂_»QÍ<Õ áêiáÈ`åÜ«∞q.

"å#~åh, «̀∞á¶ê#∞ ~åh, Ñ≤_»∞QÆ∞Å∞ Ñ¨_»h

<Õ#∞ Ô~O_»∞QÍ peáÈ#∞

"≥ÚHȭ *Á#flÅ∞ Ñ¨HÍfixH˜ ~å=_®xH˜ xsH∆̃™êÎ#∞

q_»nã≤# H˘=Ú‡Å xâ◊≈|ÌOÖ’

H˘xfl™ê~°∞¡, <Õ#∞ XO@iQÍ L#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

Jhfl HÀÖ’Ê~Ú#@∞¡

<Õ#∞ K«O„ Œ̂∞_ç ÃÑ^•Å "ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™êÎ#∞

HõkÖË =OÑ¨ÙÅ "ÕÑ¨Ù

✤ ✤
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I stand perpendicular,

And wipe shards of my frozen tears

Without the least tinge of fears.

I think of man and his mansions,

All made according to fashion.

He is for ever lost in a race,

With no time to look at his face.

Between phones, computers, gaming systems,

Tablets and robots creating mayhem,

He is about to lean on Jibo,

The family robot, to boost his ego.

Cry my beloved country,

While here, I stand as sentry.

GGGGG
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„Ñ¨"åÇ¨ÏÑ¨Ù, ¿ãflÇ¨ÏÑ¨Ù Hõ^ŒeHõÖÏ¡

<Õ#∞ xÅ|_»̀ å#∞ Z Œ̂∞~°∞QÍ

«̀∞_çz"Õ™êÎ#∞ QÆ_»¤Hõ\ ì̃# Hõhflà◊¡ KåiHõÅ#∞

U ÉèíÜ«∞=¸ ÖË‰õΩO_®

PÖ’z™êÎ#∞, =∞#∞+¨µÅ∞ "åà◊¡ Éèí=<åÅ QÆ∞iOz

Z=i Wëêì#∞™ê~°O "åà◊√¡!

J «̀_»∞ âßâ◊fi «̀OQÍ F_çáÈÜ«∂_»∞ Ñ¨~°∞QÆ∞Ñ¨O ≥̂OÖ’

J «̀_ç =ÚMÏxfl K«∂ã¨∞‰õΩ<ÕO Œ̂∞‰õÄ ã¨=∞Ü«∞O ÖË̂ Œ∞

á¶È#∞¡, HõOÑ¨Óº@~°∞¡, P@Å∞, „H©_»Å∞ ≥̀~°ÅÃÑ·†

\ÏÉ¡̌@∞¡, ~˘ÉÁ@∞¡, "å\˜ Ç¨Ï_®=Ù_ç, q è̂ŒfiOã¨O,

'lÉÁ— QÆ∞iOz ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞HÀÉ’ «̀∞<åfl_»∞

«̀# JÇ¨xfl =∞iO «̀ ÃÑOKÕ 'WO\˜ ~ÀÉ’—

<å Õ̂â◊=∂, Œ̂∞ódOK«∞!

WHȭ _» <Õ#∞ xÅ|_ç L<åfl#∞ Ñ¨Ç¨~å Éèí@∞_çQÍ,

GGGGG
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29. O moon, come with me

Deafened and dumped by the world,

Mind brimming with memories of the past—

The love stories immortalized and eulogized

With pen and pencil on paper,

Misty-eyed, keeping wine and wife aside,

I came face to face with the ocean’s sprays,

Wild sometimes and yet,

Mild most of the time.

I looked at the waxing and waning of the moon

While the seeds of a timeless past

Were joyously sprouting

After the first rains of Summer.

What a mesmerizing image—

The raw beauty of the moon

Floating on the waves, voluptuous, luscious,

Visible and tangible,

Enthralling me by its hypnotic glow.

O moon, come with me,

Come with me for a walk……..

My call created a whirlpool of emotions in the sea,

While the moon, with the wistful curves of her soul

Created an exuberant ecstasy deep within me

While I bathed in moonbeams.

Can this emotion be contained?

✤ ✤
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29. K«O„̂ Œ∞_®, <å`À ~å!

uHȭ  „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O`À u~°ã¨̄ iOK«|_ç

=∞#ã¨∞ "åº‰õΩÅÑ¨_»∞Î#flk QÆ̀ «HÍÅÑ¨Ù *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ`À,

âßâ◊fifHõiOK«|_ç# „¿Ñ=∞QÍ è̂ŒÅ∞

HÍy «̀OÃÑ· HõÅO, ÃÑxûÖò`À „"åÜ«∞|_ç#q

á⁄QÆ=∞OK«∞ <Õ„`åÅ`À, =∞ è̂Œ∞=Ù = è̂Œ∞=Ù#∞ Ñ¨Hȭ # LOz

<Õ#∞ xÅ|_®¤#∞ ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂Ñ¨Ù h\˜ «̀∞OÑ¨~°¡‰õΩ Jaè=ÚYOQÍ

"≥Ú~°@∞QÍ H˘xfl™ê~°∞¡, J~Ú<å

KåÖÏ™ê~°∞¡ =∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ!

<Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞ K«O„ Œ̂∞_ç =$kú Hõ∆Ü«∂Å#∞

HÍÅ~°Ç≤Ï «̀ QÆ̀ «Ñ¨Ù q «̀Î<åÅ∞

ã¨O`À+¨OQÍ "≥ÚÅÔH «̀∞Î̀ «∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

"Õã¨qHÍÅO «̀~åfi «̀ =zÛ# "å#[Å∞¡Å`À

PÇ¨, Z@∞=O\˜ =∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~° Œ̂$â◊º=∞k-

K«O„ Œ̂∞_ç H˘ «̀Î ~°∂Ñ¨O

JÅÅÃÑ· Õ̀eÜ«∂_»∞ «̀∂, =ÚQÆú=∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~°OQÍ,

Œ̂$â◊º=∂#"≥∞ÿ, ã¨Ê $tOK« «̀y# ≥̂·,

P J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « HÍOu`À ã¨"≥∂‡Ç¨Ï#Ñ¨~°∞ã¨∂Î

F K«O„ Œ̂∞_®, <å`À~å!

~å, JÖÏ #_»∞^•ÌO HÍ¿ãÑ¨Ù,

<å Ñ≤Å∞Ñ¨Ù ã¨$+≤ìOzOk ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂OÖ’ F ã¨∞_çQÆ∞O_®xfl

K«O„ Œ̂∞_»∞ F Hõ#ºÖÏ «̀# =OÑ¨Ù™⁄OÑ¨ÙÅ`À

<åÖ’ ã¨$lOKå_»∞ F J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « áê~°=âßºxfl

<Õ#∞ "≥<≥flÅ H˜~°}ÏÅÖ’ ™êflxã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

D L Õ̂fiQÍxfl PÑ῭ «~°=∂?

✤ ✤
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I touched the moon,

Drew her close to my heart

And kissed her

Making a few tattoos on her neck.

I saw her melting like honey,

From physical to metaphysical,

From real to surreal,

Submerging me with content ineffable.

The wind teased her

And the twinkling stars winked at me,

While a spicy buzz hovered around us,

A mélange sometimes,

An interplay at other times,

Of rouge, turquoise et violette,

Creating hues of emotions,

A plethora of desires

With the merging of man and moon.

GGGGG
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<Õ#∞ ã¨Ê $tOKå#∞ K«O„kHõ#∞

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xH˜ Ç¨Ï «̀∞Î‰õΩ<åfl#∞

K«∞OaOKå<å K«O„kHõ#∞

P"≥∞ "≥∞_»ÃÑ· z„`åÅ#∞ =Ú„kã¨∂Î

P"≥∞ Õ̀<≥ÖÏ HõiyáÈ=_»O K«∂™ê#∞

Éè∫uHõã≤÷u #∞Oz JkÉè∫uHõ ã≤÷uÖ’H˜

"åãÎ̈=O #∞O_ç Jkè"åãÎ̈qHõ̀ «Ö’H˜

=∂@Å`À K≥Ñ¨ÊÖË#O «̀ ÉèÏ=#Å`À

QÍe P"≥∞#∞ ˆQe KÕã≤Ok

"≥∞i¿ã `å~°Å∞ Hõ#∞flQ˘\Ïì~Ú <å‰õΩ

F Ñ¨̂ Œ∞<≥·# â◊|ÌO <å K«∞@∂ì uiyOk

Ñ¨̂ Œ q∞„â◊=∞"≥∞ÿ H˘xfl™ê~°∞¡

JO «̀~åfl@HõOÖ’ =∞iH˘xfl™ê~°∞¡

@~å¯~Úãπ, Z~°∞Ñ¨Ù, Hõeã≤# Ç≤ÏOã¨ÖÏ

L Õ̂fiQÍÅ KèåÜ«∞Å∞

HÀiHõÅ ã¨=¸Ç¨ÏO

=∞x+≤, K«O„kHõ Hõeã≤# ÉèÏ=#O.

GGGGG
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30. Rakhee

This is the story of Rakhee

Whose sighs made her seek

The melody of the unseen musician, God.

Everyone in this world has his story,

His own memory and his own fears.

Rakhee too has her own story

Where joy and sorrow are woven fine.

Angel-faced, body as soft as grass,

Heart as green as emerald

Rakhee, mother of three sweet children

Had a husband who started courting

Wife of another.

Sweet-tongued was this intruder

In the peaceful life of Rakhee.

She used to wear low-necked

Red satin dress flounced with lace.

Her laughter was loud and careless,

Her behaviour immoral and

Her body tempting to touch.

Rakhee, an ocean of peace

Had strength in her mind.

She never said a word to her husband.

She continued caring for him

In the same warm and faithful way

As she had been doing

For the past ten years.

Ten years is a long time

In the life of a wife,

In fact, they are the most difficult days

Where a wife has to fight against

All odds to prove herself.

✤ ✤
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30. ~åv

Wk F ~åv Hõ̂ äŒ

x@∂ì~°∞ÊÅ∞ P"≥∞#∞ "≥kˆHÖÏ KÕ™ê~Ú

HõxÑ≤OK«x J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « ã¨Ow «̀HÍ~°∞_»∞, Õ̂=Ù_çx.

D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’ „Ñ¨u XHȭ iH© XHõ Hõ̂ äŒ LO@∞Ok

«̀# ã¨fiO «̀ *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞, ÉèíÜ«∂Å∞

'~åv—H˜ F Hõ̂ äŒ LOk.

ã¨O`À+¨O, Œ̂∞óYO HõeÑ≤ <Õã≤#k.

Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀ = Œ̂#O, =∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~°"≥∞ÿ# Õ̂Ç¨Ï ™œO Œ̂~°ºO

=∞~°Hõ̀ «Ñ¨Ù P‰õΩÑ¨K«Ûx Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O

~åv- =ÚQÆ∞æ~°∞ K«Hȭ x Ñ≤Å¡Å «̀e¡

HÍx P"≥∞ Éèí~°Î

WOH˘Hõi ÉèÏ~°º „¿Ñ=∞Ö’ Ñ¨_ç<å_»∞.

P"≥∞ =QÆÖÏ_ç, uÜ«∞º\˜ =∂@Å <Õ~°Êi

~åv „Ñ¨âßO «̀ rq «̀OÖ’ «̀∞á¶ê<≥·#k

Ö’ «̀∞ "≥∞_» *ÏÔH\ò

Z„~°\˜ p~°, JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# ÖËã¨∞Å∞#flk

P"≥∞ #=Ùfi aQÆæ~°QÍ, J~°H∆̃̀ «OQÍ

J<≥·uHõ"≥∞ÿ# „Ñ¨=~°Î#

P"≥∞ Õ̂Ç¨ÏOÖ’ U^À PHõ~°¬}

HÍx, ~åv F âßOuã¨=Ú„ Œ̂O.

P"≥∞ =∞#ã¨∞û P"≥∞‰õΩ ~°Hõ∆}

Éèí~°Î̀ À XHȭ  Ñ¨Å∞‰õΩ =∂@ Ñ¨Å∞HõÖË̂ Œ∞

✤ ✤
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From questions, answers flowed in her mind.

She thought that the hard and the strong will fall

And the soft and the meek will overcome.

She had faith in her husband.

She was sure that the better half of her heart

Would come back to her.

She remembered having read in the Holy Bible

That if one had faith

Like a grain of mustard,

He might say to the sycamore tree

To be plucked up by the root

And be planted in the sea

It would obey one.

Rakhee’s days were long

And night renewed her world by calm rest.

The healing balm of time

Nursed her wounds

And rearranged her dominoes.

At the peep of dawn,

Rakhee moved out of bed

As softly as smoke rises up.

She listened to the sea’s moans

Which made her yearn for something

Beyond the love of her husband.

She sat down meditating for an hour

Sometimes meditating on Shiva,

Sometimes on Parvatee and very often

Her energy was channeled

Towards Mother Durga and Mother Mary.

As soon as she heard small feet pattering

And wooden shoes clattering,

She rose up ready to attend

To her daily chores.

In this way, another ten years passed.

One day, the intruder in her life
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J «̀_ç̀ À Ü«∞ è̂•qkèQÍ<Õ L#flk

„¿Ñ=∞QÍ, q è̂ÕÜ«∞ «̀̀ À

QÆ̀ « Ñ¨̂ Õà◊√¡QÍ JÖÏˆQ

ÉèÏ~°º rq «̀OÖ’ Ñ¨̂ Õà◊√¡ F n~°… HÍÅ"Õ∞

Jq KåÖÏ Hõ+ì̈ k<åÅ∞

ÉèÏ~°º «̀##∞ `å#∞ |∞∞A=Ù KÕã¨∞HÀ"åeû# ~ÀAÅ∞

Zxfl Hõ+ì̈#ëêìÅ HÀ~°∞Û‰õΩ<≥·<å!

„Ñ¨â◊flÅ∞flOz ["å|∞Å∞ „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ï™êÎ~Ú P"≥∞ =∞#ã¨∞Ö’

è̂≥·~°ºO, F~°∞Ê ÔQÅ∞™êÎ~Ú

Ñ≤iH˜̀ «#O, "≥∞ «̀Î̂ Œ#O F_çáÈ`åÜ«∞#∞‰õΩ#fl^•"≥∞

P"≥∞‰õΩ «̀# Éèí~°ÎÖ’ #=∞‡Hõ=Ú#flk

«̀# Éèí~°Î «̀# = Œ̂Ì‰õΩ uiy=™êÎ_»x #q∞‡Ok

É·̌aÖòÖ’x "åHõºO QÆ∞~°∞Î ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩ#flk

P=yO[O «̀ qâßfiã¨=ÚO>Ë

Ãã·HÍ"≥∂~ü =$H∆Íxfl ‰õÄ_® ÃÑHõeOK«=K«∞Û##flk

^•xfl ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂OÖ’ <å\˜ XÑ≤ÊOK«=K«∞Û#x

~åv n~°… k<åÅ∞, ~å„u „Ñ¨âßO «̀̀ «Ö’ b#=∞ÜÕ∞ºq

HÍÅÑ¨Ù ~°™êÜ«∞#O =∂xÊOk QÍÜ«∂efl

P"≥∞ P@Ö’x yO[Å#∞ =∂iÛOk.

≥̀Å¡"å~°∞ *Ï=Ú<Õ ÖËz P"≥∞ q<Õk

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂Ñ¨Ù =¸Å∞QÆ∞Å#∞

«̀#Ö’ q#|_Õ U"À Q˘O «̀∞Å#∞

Jk «̀# Éèí~°ÎÃÑ·#∞#fl „¿Ñ=∞#∞ q∞Oz#k

è̂•º# x=∞QÆflÜ≥ÿ∞ «̀ÅKÕk t=áê~°fi «̀∞Å#∞

Œ̂∞~åæ=∂ «̀#∞, «̀e¡ "Õ∞sx.
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Was cooking breakfast on a kerosine stove.

The stove exploded, her nylon clothes caught fire

And she was burnt to death

Leaving an infant son behind.

Rakhee melted with grief

And grew moist and soft with tears.

She pleaded to her husband

To bring the orphan home.

Her husband looked at her

With eyes as wide as the sea.

He realized that among all

The women God had created so far,

Rakhee was among the best.

He knelt down, held both her feet,

Put his heavy head on her knees

And wept tears of a child.

Rakhee, with tears flowing down her cheeks,

Helped him rise up and said softly,

‘Swami, It’s me who has always fallen

Down to touch your feet,

My heaven lies around your feet,

Swami, please do not hurt me

By lowering yourself so much.’

Hearing these words, Rakhee’s husband

Almost fainted in her arms.

He started crying even louder.

Rakhee, like the oak

Expanded her immense and knotty arms

And held her husband tighter.

Listening to his heart

That was beating close to hers,

She gazed at the lilies being blown by the wind

By the mountain that loomed ahead

GGGGG
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WO «̀Ö’ q#|_Õq zxflz#fl áê^•Å K«Ñ¨Cà◊√¡

«̀# ≥̂·#Ok# HÍ~°º„Hõ=∂Ö’¡H˜ «̀~°eáÈÜÕ∞k.

=∞~À Ñ¨̂ Õà◊√¡ QÆ_çKåÜ«∞ÖÏ<Õ

H˜~˘ã≤<£ ãì̈"£ ¿Ñe, Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅ∞ HÍe K«xáÈ~ÚO^• „Ñ῭ «ºiú

Ñ¨ã≤áêÑ¨#∞ J<å è̂ŒQÍ =ke

Œ̂∞óYO`À K«eOzOk ~åv

Hõhflà◊¡̀ À HõiyáÈ~ÚO^•"≥∞

Éèí~°Î̀ À =∂\Ï¡_ç P tâ◊√=Ùx ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩ#flk «̀# WO\˜H˜

P"≥∞ Éèí~°Î Pâ◊Û~°ºáÈ~Ú<å_»∞

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂=∞O «̀ Hõà◊¡̀ À K«∂ã≤<å_®"≥∞ "ÕÑ¨Ù

Õ̂=Ù_ç ã¨$+≤ìÖ’ P"≥∞ „Ñ῭ ÕºHõ=∞#∞‰õΩ<åfl_»∞

"≥∂HÍà◊¡ÃÑ· ‰õÄÅ|_ç P"≥∞ áê^•Å#∞ ã¨Ê $tOz<å_»∞

«̀# «̀Å#∞ P"≥∞ "≥∂HÍà◊¡‰õΩ PxÛ "≥ÚH˜̄ <å_»∞

J#∞#~ÚOzOk P"≥∞ J «̀_çx

«̀# Éèí~°Î#∞ Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ fã¨∞‰õΩ#flk

"åi~°∞=Ùi Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞ ã¨ÊO Œ̂#Å∞ XˆH suÖ’ è̂ŒfixOK«QÍ

H˘O_»Å #∞Oz gz# eb¡Å Ñ̈i=∞àÏÅ∞ "åix P#O Œ̂Ñ̈~°=â◊√efl KÕ™ê~Ú.

GGGGG
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31. The seeds in my heart

Like a field fallow, my heart is sleeping

With the seeds buried deep inside

Waiting for the rainfall to pop up their heads

And catch a glimpse of the sun’s majesty.

They have carved a niche for themselves

In the Mediterranean climate of my heart, kind and mild,

Bubbling soft and intoxicating hymns

To my ears grown mellow with life’s experiences.

Not all the seeds will grow into plants,

Some will be buried along with me.

Rare are the seeds, the seeds of love,

Often misunderstood in this loveless world,

Soft to touch and softer still to assimilate,

Eternity being too short to express about them.

GGGGG
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31. <å Z Œ̂Ö’ q «̀∞ÎÅ∞

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O x Œ̂∞i™ÈÎOk K«q\˜ <ÕÅÖÏ

Ö’ «̀∞QÍ áêuÃÑ@ì|_ç<å~Ú q «̀Î<åÅ∞

«̀ÅÃÑ·ÔH «̀Î_®xH˜ HÍ"åe "å#[Å∞¡Å∞

ã¨∂~°∞º_ç ~å[™êxfl K«∂¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ JÖÏ.

«̀=∞‰õΩ `å=Ú Jq U~°Ê~°∞K«∞‰õΩ<åfl~Ú F QÆ∂\˜x

Œ̂Ü«∞QÆÅ <å Z Œ̂Ö’, =∞ è̂Œº è̂Œ~å ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂Ñ¨Ù "å`å=~°}OÖ’

ã¨∞xfl «̀OQÍ, =∞ «̀∞Î QÆ∂ˆ~Û =∞ è̂Œ∞~° H©~°Î#Å`À

rq «̀Ñ¨Ù J#∞Éèí"åÅ`À "≥∞ «̀Î|_ç# <å g#∞ÅÖ’

quÎ# q «̀Î<åÅhfl K≥@∞¡ HÍÉ’=Ù

H˘xfl <å`Àáê>Ë áêuÃÑ@ì|_»̀ å~Ú

J~°∞ Œ̂∞, „¿Ñ=∞ q «̀Î<åÅ∞

H˘xfl D „¿Ñ=∞ ÖËx „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’ Jáê~°÷O KÕã¨∞HÀ|_»̀ å~Ú

ã¨Ê~°≈‰õΩ "≥∞ «̀ÎQÍ LO\Ï~Ú, H˘xfl J~°÷O KÕã¨∞HÀÖË#O «̀ =∞$ Œ̂∞"≥·#q

J#O «̀ HÍÅO ‰õÄ_® ã¨fiÅÊ"Õ∞ "å\˜x =ºHõÎÑ¨~°KÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ!

GGGGG
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32. I smiled

My love, early in the morning

When the first rays of the sun

Came across my silky pink curtains,

To touch my cheeks,

I saw in them your face

Glowing with colors of the rainbow.

I smiled.

I made some steaming tea in my cup

And sat down in my open terrace

Amidst the ferns and the colorful orchids

And the wind arabesque

Whistled your name teasingly at me.

I smiled.

I looked at the sky,

The clouds winked at me, replete with joy

And they sang soft and intoxicating hymns,

All connected to you and your deeds

Of bravery and compassion,

While the bees and the butterflies

Hovered around, unraveling wonders

Of the charms of your soul

And the beauties of your heart.

✤ ✤
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32. <Õ#∞ z~°∞#=Ùfi #"åfi#∞

<å „¿Ñ=∂, ≥̀Å¡"å~°∞~°≠Ï=Ú#

`˘e ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}ÏÅ∞

Z„~°\˜ ã≤Å∞¯ ≥̀~°Å QÆ∞O_® =zÛ

<å |∞QÆæefl ã¨Ê $tOz#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

K«∂™ê#∞ "å\˜x h = Œ̂#OÖ’

WO„ Œ̂̂ èŒ#∞ã¨∞û ~°OQÆ∞Ö’¡ "≥∞~°=_®xx,

<Õ#∞ z~°∞#=Ùfi #"åfi#∞.

"Õ_çá⁄QÆÅ∞ Hõ̂H¯ \© KÕ™ê#∞

P~°∞|Ü«∞@ ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx

ÃÑ¶~üflÅ∞, ~°OQÆ∞~°OQÆ∞Å PiÛ_»¡ =∞ è̂Œº

Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞ á⁄ Œ̂∞=Ú‰õΩ#fl "åÜ«ÚgzHõÅ∞

h ¿Ñ~°∞ DÅÅ∞ "Õã¨∂Î #<åfl@ Ñ¨\ì̃ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

<Õ#∞ z~°∞#=Ùfi #"åfi#∞

xOy"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™ê#∞ <Õ#∞

P#O Œ̂O`À "Õ∞Ñ¶̈∂Å∞ Hõ#∞flH˘\Ïì~Ú <å‰õΩ,

Jq áê_ç<å~Ú =∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~°"≥∞ÿ# w`åÅ∞

h‰õÄ h Ñ¨#∞Å‰õΩ ã¨O|OkèOz# áê@Å∞

h ™êÇ¨Ïã¨O, Hõ~°∞}Å#∞ QÆ∞iOz

Õ̀<≥\©QÆÅ∞, ã‘̀ åHÀHõ zÅ∞HõÅ∞

J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ åÅ#∞ Pq+¨̄ iã¨∂Î qÇ¨Ïiã¨∂Î LO_»QÍ,

h P «̀‡‰õΩ#fl PHõ~°¬}efl,

h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù ™œO Œ̂~åºxfl.

✤ ✤
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I saw in them your eyes,

Beaming with hues of love.

I smiled.

I went to relax in my bathtub

And millions of bubbles,

Appearing, disappearing and reappearing again

Touched my whole body,

Its valleys and its mounts,

Its streams and its crevices,

Making me soft as rose petals,

Making me moan

With unspoken wishes

And in each bubble,

I saw your lips,

Shivering gently

With the fire of desire.

I smiled.

GGGGG
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h Hõ#∞ÅÖ’ K«∂™ê#∞ <Õ#∞"å\˜#xfl\˜h

„¿Ñ=∞ =~å‚ÅÖ’ „Ñ¨uÑ¶̈eOK«_®xfl

<Õ#Ñ¨C_»∞ z~°∞#=Ùfi #"åfi#∞.

<Õ#∞ "≥àÏ¡#∞ ™êfl#O KÕÜ«∞_®xH˜

q∞eÜ«∞#¡ |∞_»QÆÅ =∞ è̂Œº

HõxÑ≤Oz =∂Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ HõxÑ≤OKÕ "å\˜=∞ è̂Œº

<å Õ̂Ç¨xfl ã¨OÑ¨ÓiÎQÍ ã¨Êi≈ã¨∂Î

Ö’Ü«∞Å∞, H˘O_»efl

"åQÆ∞efl =OHõefl

##∞fl QÆ∞ÖÏc ˆ~HõÅO «̀ =∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ =∂~°∞ã¨∂Î

<Õ#∞ P#O Œ̂O`À =¸Å∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

=∂@Å∞ ~åx Pjã¨∞ûÅ∞

„Ñ¨u |∞_»QÆÖ’

h ÃÑ^•efl K«∂™ê#∞

ã¨fiÅÊOQÍ HõOÑ≤OK«_»O

HÀiHõ Jyfl`À ã¨#flQÍ =}Hõ_®xfl

<Õ#Ñ¨C_»∞ z~°∞#=Ùfi #"åfi#∞.

GGGGG
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33. Autistic angels

Some autistic angels tread on earth

And all those whose life flows clean

Take notice and help them and their parents.

The time-worn stones smile at them

And the moon flaps her wings to show her love.

When I see an enigmatic smile on the lips

Of a non-verbal autistic angel,

Surges of joy rise in my heart.

I hold his hands and all my senses

Feel the positive energy flowing in my veins.

I look into their eyes and I see

Reflections of the cosmos in colors magnificent.

All my sorrows melt like mounds of snow

And I am slowly transported in their world——

A world of innocence, charms and beauties unparalleled.

I no longer oscillate between doubt and despair,

I feel new vistas opening, overflowing

All the cells of my body with love.

For hours, we hold mute conference

And we feel so enlivened, so enriched

It is a blessing to have an autistic angel,

The pen metamorphoses into a brush

And the brush into a pen.

✤ ✤
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33. P\˜ã≤ìH± UOlÖòû

H˘O Œ̂~°∞ Õ̂= «̀Å∞ Éèí∞qÃÑ· ã¨OK«i™êÎ#∞

"åiÖ’ rq «̀O ã¨fiK«ÛùOQÍ „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∞ÎOk

"åà◊¡‰õΩ, "åà◊¡ «̀e¡̂ ŒO„_»∞Å‰õΩ ™êÜ«∞=∞OkOKåe†

HÍÅO`À Jiy# ~åà◊√¡ z~°∞#=ÙfiÅ∞ #=Ùfi`å~Ú

K«O„kHõ Ô~Hȭ Å∞ qáêÊ~°∞ã¨∞ÎOk "åiÃÑ· „¿Ñ=∞`À.

ÃÑ^•ÅÃÑ· =∂i‡Hõ"≥∞ÿ# z~°∞#=Ùfi#∞ K«∂ã≤#Ñ¨C_»∞

P =∂@Å∞ ~åx P\˜ã≤ìH± Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀#∞ QÆ=∞xOz

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’ „¿Ñ=∞ Lá⁄ÊOQÆ∞ «̀∞Ok

J «̀_çx <å KÕ̀ «∞Ö’¡ á⁄ Œ̂∞Ñ¨Ù‰õΩ#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

<åÖ’ H˘ «̀Î â◊HÎ̃ „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOK«_»O QÆ=∞xOKå#∞ <Õ#∞.

"åà◊¡ Hõ#∞ÅÖ’H˜ K«∂ã≤#Ñ¨Ù_»∞ <å‰õΩ

J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « =~å‚Å`À qâ◊fiÑ¨Ù „Ñ¨uaOÉÏÅ∞ <å‰õΩ HõxÑ≤™êÎ~Ú

=∞OK«∞=Ú Œ̂ÌÖÏ¡ <å Œ̂∞óY=∞O`å HõiyáÈ «̀∞Ok

<≥=∞‡kQÍ <Õ#∞ "åà◊¡Ö’HõOÖ’H˜ fã¨∞‰õΩáÈ|_»̀ å#∞

J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiO, J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ åÅ∞, P#O Œ̂O xO_ç# „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’H˜

<åÖ’ WHõ U ã¨Oâ◊Ü«∞=¸ LO_»̂ Œ∞, x~åâ◊ TQÆ∞ÖÏ_»̂ Œ∞

H˘ «̀Î ^•~°∞Å∞ ≥̀~°K«∞‰õΩO\Ï~Ú, Lá⁄ÊOy „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ï™êÎ~Ú

<å â◊s~°OÖ’x „Ñ¨u J}∞=}∞=ÙÖ’#∂

QÆO@ÅH˘nÌ "Õ∞=Ú xâ◊≈|Ì ã¨=∂"Õâ◊O [~°∞Ñ¨Ù‰õΩO\ÏO

H˘ «̀Î *Ï˝#O`À =$kú K≥O Œ̂∞`åO, ã¨O «̀$Ñ¨ÙÎÅ=∞ø`åO

✤ ✤
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They are so eye-opening, a vortex of peace

Where there is no place for rivalry,

Division and sub-division ending in war.

Let our colors flow into the colors

Of autistic angels who are so often misunderstood.

Life is a journey and in innumerable guises,

Autistic angels portray the reasons for living

A life full of love, compassion and forgiveness.

GGGGG
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F P\˜ã≤ìH± UOlÖò LO_»_»O F =~°O

HõÅO ~°∂áêO «̀~°O K≥O Œ̂∞ «̀∞Ok F ‰õΩOK≥ÖÏ

‰õΩOK≥ =∂~°∞ «̀∞Ok HõÅOÖÏ

Hõ#∞Å∞ ≥̀~°∞K«∞‰õΩO\Ï~Ú, âßOu =ÅÜ«∞O ã≤÷~°"≥∞ÿ

â◊̀ «$`åfixH˜ KÀ@∞O_»̂ ŒHȭ _»

qÉèí[#Å∞, qÉèË̂ •Å Ü«Ú^•úÅ∞O_»=Ù.

~°OQÆ∞efl ~°OQÆ∞ÅÖ’H˜ „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOK«hÜ«∞O_ç.

Jáê~°÷O KÕã¨∞HÀ|_ç# P\˜ã≤ìH± UOlÖòû#∞ J~°÷O KÕã¨∞HÀO_ç

qq è̂Œ "ÕëêÅ∞, =Úã¨∞QÆ∞Å`À rq «̀O XHõ „Ñ¨Ü«∂}O

P\˜ã≤ìH± UOlÖòû ZO Œ̂∞‰õΩ rqOKåÖ’ K≥|∞`å~°∞

„¿Ñ=∞, Hõ~°∞}, Hõ∆=∞Å`À ‰õÄ_ç# rq «̀ ~°Ç¨Ï™êºxfl.

GGGGG
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34. Colors

I have always been fascinated by white,

White like milk, mounds of snow,

Soft wool, clouds in all forms and shapes,,

The snapdragons, chrysanthemums and roses.

White is the color of innocence,

With no brows furrowed, smiling in glee,

Always ushering a new world order

Of love and peace.

Red, the illuminating moments it gives us,

Always ready to prowl like a tigress

With the passion of heat,

Putting aside the pains of brokenness,

Making the unblinking moon blush

And turn red suddenly, mesmerizing

Lovers till death do them apart.

The sky is blue, the rumbling sea is blue,

Blue are the colors of joy,

So many costumes are blue,

Men love blue and once in a blue moon,

Our emotions turn blue when

We navigate in the sky of love

Like a shimmering comet tail.

✤ ✤
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34. ~°OQÆ∞Å∞

≥̀Å∞Ñ¨O>Ë <åÔHÑ¨C_»∂ W+ì̈"Õ∞

áêÅÖÏ, =∞OK«∞H˘O_»ÖÏ

"≥∞ «̀Î\ ˜ LxflÖÏ, "Õ∞Ñ¶̈∂ÖÏ¡ ~°Hõ~°HÍÅ ~°∂Ñ¨ÙÖ’Î

KÕ=∞O «̀∞Å∞, ≥̀Å¡ QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ∞, ™êflÑπ „_®QÆ<£ Ñ¨ÓÅ∞

J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ «fiÑ¨Ù =~°‚O ≥̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù

Hõ#∞ÉÁ=∞Å∞ =Ú_»∞K«∞HÀ‰õΩO_®, #"Õfi z~°∞#=Ùfi

âßOu, „¿Ñ=∞Å #∂ «̀# „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK« Pq+¨̄ ~°}Ñ¨Ù PÇ¨fi#O

≥̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù, áêÅg∞QÆ_» ≥̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù.

Z~°∞Ñ¨Ù, Wã¨∞ÎOk =∞#‰õΩ „Ñ¨HÍâ◊=O «̀"≥∞ÿ# Hõ∆}ÏÅ#∞

P_» Ñ¨ÙeÖÏ ÅOÑ¶≤∞OK«_®xH˜ ZÅ¡Ñ¨C_»∂ ã≤̂ Œú"≥∞ÿ

L„QÆ̀ «, L+‚̈̀ « „Ñ¨̂ è•# ÉèÏ"åÅ∞QÍ,

qiyáÈ~Ú# |O è̂•Å ÉÏ è̂Œefl Ñ¨Hȭ ‰õΩ <≥\ì̃

Hõ<åfl~°Êx K«O„kHõ#∞ Hõ=∞hÜ«∞OQÍ HõxÑ≤OÑ¨*Ëã¨∂Î

Z~°∞Ñ¨Ù ~°OQÆ∞Ö’H˜ =∂~°∞ã¨∞ÎOk, „¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ#∞

ã¨"≥∂‡Ç¨Ï# Ñ¨~°∞ã¨∂Î, rq`åO «̀O q_çáÈ‰õΩO_®!

xOy he=~°‚O, Ñ¶̈∞’+≤OKÕ [Åkè hÅO

P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù ~°OQÆ∞ hÅO, J<ÕHõ Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅ∞ hÅO

=∞QÆ"åà◊¡H˜+ì̈O hÅO, XHÀ¯™êi =∞# =∞#ã¨∞ûÅ∞

L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞ =∂~°∞`å~Ú hÅOQÍ, Œ̂∞óYÉèíi «̀OQÍ,

„¿Ñ=∂HÍâß# „Ñ¨Ü«∞}˜™êÎO =∞#O

=∂ã≤áÈ «̀∞#fl `ÀHõK«∞Hȭ  z=~å¡.

✤ ✤
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Untranslatable are the powers of pink,

To calm down our turbulent feelings

When lost in the mysterious desert of life.

Pink, be they flowers or clothes or paintings,

Instill new life in our veins,

Joy filling our contemplative eyes

With freshened elan and energy.

So kind, so humane, so divine,

So soft to touch, like breasts of women,

Pink, you are the queen of colors.

When colors meet, they flow into each other,

Creating wonders like a complacent smile.

Be they crimson, yellow, maroon or burgundy,

They work rich in nuance, pretty colors,

Like the evocative imagery of poetry.

In innumerable guises, they portray

The beauty of nature, the creations of God

And mans power of blending and copying

To create the rainbow effect.

GGGGG
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QÆ∞ÖÏa ~°OQÆ∞ â◊HÎ̃ =∞#‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞

=∞# L Õ̂fiQÆ ÉèÏ"åÅ#∞ K«Å¡|~°∞ã¨∞ÎOk

rq «̀Ñ¨Ù =∂i‡Hõ Z_®iÖ’ ^•i «̀Ñ≤Ê#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

Ñ¨ÓÖ·̌<å, Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÖ·̌<å, z„`åÖ·̌<å Ñ≤OH±~°OQÆ∞

=∞# ~°HõÎ<åàÏÖ’¡H˜ xOÑ¨Ù «̀∞Ok H˘ «̀Î rq`åxfl.

è̂•º# x=∞QÆfl"≥∞ÿ# =∞# Hõà◊¡Ö’H˜ P#O^•xfl

`å*Ï â◊HÎ̃x, r"åxfl xOÑ≤

Œ̂Ü«∞`À, =∂#= «̀fiO`À, ≥̂·= «̀fiÑ¨Ù KèåÜ«∞Å`À

ZO «̀ =∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ, ¢ã‘ÎÅ =H∆À*ÏÅO «̀ ã¨∞xfl «̀OQÍ

QÆ∞ÖÏa ~°OQÆ∞, =~å‚ÅÖ’ ~å}˜.

~°OQÆ∞Å∞ Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ =zÛ#Ñ¨Ù_»∞ XHõ̂ •x`À XHõ\˜ HõÅ∞™êÎ~Ú.

„Ñ¨âßO «̀"≥∞ÿ# z~°∞#=ÙfiÖÏ J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ åÅ#∞ ã¨$l™êÎ~Ú.

~°HõÎ=~°‚O, Ñ¨ã¨∞Ñ¨Ù, "≥∞~°∂<£, |~°æO_ç, U ~°OÔQ·<å HÍ=K«∞Û

JO Œ̂OQÍ, =∞<ÀÇ¨Ï~°OQÍ ~°OQÆ∞efl q~°l=Ú‡`å~Ú

Hõq «̀fiOÖ’x JÅOHÍ~åÖÏ¡QÍ

qq è̂Œ ~°∂áêÅÖ’, =∂~°∞"ÕëêÅÖ’ „Ñ¨uaOa™êÎ~Ú

„Ñ¨Hõ$u JO^•efl, Õ̂=Ù_ç ã¨$[#efl

=∂#=Ùx â◊HÎ̃ ™ê=∞~åúºefl, J#∞Hõ~°} <Õ~°∞Ê#∞

WO„ Œ̂̂ èŒ#∞ã¨∞û =~å‚efl ã¨$lOK«_®xx!

GGGGG
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35. My beautiful childhood heart

My childhood heart grew only in size

With a plethora of poetic thoughts.

In nature, it remained delicate

Like gossamer wings of the butterfly.

The river behind my hut knows it,

So does the sore-footed camels in the desert,

The mysterious desert which keeps

Enfolding truth in million hues different.

My heart knows but layers of love,

Turning my pen to a brush sometimes

And my brush to a pen at other times.

The rays of the sun, unfiltered

Warms it early morning when the

Scholars erudite write about life

And the various riddles of existence,

With precision flickering and clarity luminous.

With freshened elan, it drowns itself

Everyday in the ocean of compassion

Where soul-raising sights come to the surface

Setting my imagination ablaze

With the thoughts that have been

Gestating in my mind for a long time indeed.

My heart has never been geared to success,

Name or fame, riches or luxuries.

It  lives in the present, in the moment

More precisely, never surrendering to

The foul or foolish, evil or devil.

Keep beating my beautiful childhood heart,

Beat gracefully in spirits high

And purity artistic.

GGGGG
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35. <å JO^Œ"≥∞ÿ# z#flÑ¨Ê\˜ Ç¨Ï$^ŒÜ«∞O

<å z#flÑ¨Ê\˜ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O ÃÑiyOk Ãã·AÖ’,
J<ÕHõ Hõq «̀fiÑ¨Ù PÖ’K«#Å`À

x*ÏxH˜, Jk ã¨∞xfl «̀OQÍ<Õ L#flk
ã‘̀ åHÀHõzÅ∞Hõ Ô~Hȭ ÖÏ¡ =∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ

<å WO\˜ "≥#∞Hõ L#fl #kH˜ P q+¨Ü«∞O ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞.
Z_®iÖ’x Jeã≤# HÍà◊¡ XO>ˇ‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞

=∂i‡Hõ Z_®iH© ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞, x*Ïxfl
q∞eÜ«∞<£ KèåÜ«∞Ö’¡ ^•KÕ <≥·[=Ú#fl P Z_®iH˜.

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xH˜ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ „¿Ñ=∞‰õΩ#fl á⁄~°Å QÆ∞iOz
H˘xfl™ê~°∞¡ =∂~°∞ã¨∞ÎOk HõÖÏxfl F ‰õΩOK≥QÍ

‰õΩOK≥#∞ HõÅOQÍ J<ÕHõ=∂~°∞¡
=_»áÈÜ«∞|_»x ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}ÏÅ∞

"≥K«Û|~°∞™êÎ~Ú ^•xx
Ñ¨O_ç̀ «∞Å∞ rq «̀O QÆ∞iOz edã¨∞ÎO\Ï~å ã¨=∞Ü«∂#

LxH˜Ö’x ~°Ç¨Ï™êºÅ QÆ∞iOz TÇ¨QÍ<åÅ∞ KÕã¨∞ÎO\Ï~°∞
ãÔ̈~·#k q∞}∞‰õΩ q∞}∞‰õΩ=∞<ÕÑ¨C_»∞, ã¨Ê+ì̈̀ « "≥eˆQÑ¨C_»∞.

r=â◊HÎ̃ #g#"≥∞ÿ «̀##∞ `å#∞ =ÚOz"Õã¨∞ÎOk
„Ñ¨u~ÀE Hõ~°∞}Ï ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂OÖ’

P «̀‡#∞ ÖË=<≥̀ ÕÎ Œ̂$âßºÅ∞ LÑ¨i «̀ÖÏxH˜ =zÛ
<å PÖ’K«#Å#∞ [fieOÑ¨KÕÜ«∞QÍ

Jq <å =∞#ã¨∞Ö’ z~°HÍÅO x„^•=ã÷̈Ö’ LO\Ï~Ú.

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O q[Ü«∞O HÀã¨O ã≤̂ ŒúOQÍ ÖË̂ Œ∞
¿Ñ~°∞ „Ñ¨u+ª̈Å∞, Éè’QÆÉèÏQÍºÅ∞ HÍ Œ̂∞

Jk x=ã≤ã¨∞ÎOk Éèí∂ «̀HÍÅOÖ’, P Hõ∆}OÖ’,
Œ̂∞ëê¯~åºÅ‰õΩ, K≥_»∞‰õΩ, q è̂ŒfiO™êxH˜ ÖÁOQÆ̂ Œ∞.

JÖÏˆQ ã¨ÊOkOK«∞, <å z#fl<å\˜ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞=∂,
™⁄QÆã¨∞QÍ, HõàÏ «̀‡HõOQÍ ã¨ÊOkOK«∞ L#fl «̀"≥∞ÿ# P «̀‡`À!

GGGGG
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36. Stop this genocide

Stop this genocide

Billions of dollars are being spent

To look for life in other planets

And trillions spent to kill life

On this one.

Stop this war, stop this genocide,

With hearts parched, terror-etched faces,

Blowing rings of hope,

In the midst of despair, nursing a dream to find the dead alive,

Among bomb blasts and the furies of war.

The cacophonies and atrocities around us

Are engulfing us alive, crying for mercy.

How long will the blood of martyred sons

Write the History of the world?

How long will scheming puppeteers

Play with the strings of chemical weapons.?

Look around……look at Syria,

The cry of mothers, loud and clear,

Asking world leaders to stop war,

Asking poets to write about peace

And musicians to play the tunes of love.

Look at the volcanoes sending ash

Billowing up to five kilo meters,

The huge forests burnt with the force of fire,

The fury of the winds, the waters

With their powers submerging all.

Mother Nature is revolting,

She is saying,

Make peace,

Stop this genocide.

GGGGG
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36. D =∂~°}HÍO_»#∞ PÑ¨O_ç!

PÑ¨O_ç D =∂~°}HÍO_»#∞
aeÜ«∞#¡H˘nÌ _®Å~°¡ =ºÜ«∞O KÕã≤

W «̀~° „QÆÇ¨Ö’¡ rq «̀O HÀã¨O "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ «̀∂!
„\˜eÜ«∞<£Å _®Å~°∞¡ Y~°∞ÛÃÑ_»∞ «̀∞<åfl~°∞
D „QÆÇ¨ÏOÃÑ·<Õ r=Ùefl K«OÑ¨_®xH˜!

PÑ¨O_ç, D Ü«Ú^•úefl, D =∂~°}HÍO_»Å#∞!
QÆ∞O_≥Å∞ ZO_ç, ÉèíÜ«∞O`À =ÚMÏÅ∞ qHÍ~°"≥∞ÿ

Pâ◊Å#∞ PqiKÕã≤, WOH˜Oz
D x~åâ◊Å =∞ è̂Œº =∞$ «̀r=#∞ÅÔH· "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩÖÏ@.
ÉÏO|∞Å q™ÈÊù@<åÅ∞, Ü«Ú Œ̂úcèÉèí̀ åûÅ =∞ è̂Œº

=∞# K«∞@∂ì~å J`åºKå~åÅ∞, J~°÷OHÍx ã¨OÉèÏ+¨}Å∞.
=∞#efl ã¨r=OQÍ q∞OQÆ∞ «̀∞<åfl~Ú,

HÍã≤O «̀ Œ̂Ü«∞ÔH· "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ «̀∂ Z<åflà◊¡x `åºQÆ̂ èŒ#∞Å
~°HõÎO`À K«i„ «̀#∞ „"åÜ«∞ Œ̂Å∞K«∞‰õΩ<åfl~°∞?
Z<åflà◊¡x H©Å∞ÉÁ=∞‡ÖÏ@Å∞, ‰õΩ„@Å`À

~°™êÜ«∞# PÜ«Ú è̂•Å ^•~åÅ∞ ÖÏQÆ∞ «̀∂ q è̂ŒfiOã̈O KÕÜ«∞ Œ̂Å∞K«∞‰õΩ<åfl~°∞!
K«∞@∂ì K«∂_»O_ç, ã≤iÜ«∂ J Œ̂∞QÀ

aQÆæ~°QÍ ã¨Ê+ì̈OQÍ... «̀Å∞¡Å ~À Œ̂#Å∞
Ü«Ú^•úefl PÑ¨=∞x <åÜ«∞‰õΩÅ‰õΩ q[˝Ñ¨ÙÎÅ∞

âßOux QÆ∞iOz „"åÜ«∞=∞x Hõ=ÙÅ‰õΩ Ñ≤Å∞Ñ¨ÙÅ∞
ã¨Ow «̀ ã¨fi~åefl ‰õÄ~°Û=∞x QÍÜ«∞‰õΩÅ‰õΩ JÉèíº~°÷#Å∞
K«∂_»∞, |∂_ç̂ Œ#∞ q~°l=Ú‡ «̀∞#fl P JyflÑ¨~°fi`åÅ∞

J~Ú Œ̂∞ H˜Ö’g∞@~°¡ Œ̂∂~°O =~°‰õÄ q<åâ◊#Ñ¨Ù *Ï_»Å∞
JyflH©ÅÅÖ’ Œ̂QÆú"≥∞ÿ# J~°}ÏºÅ∞, "åÜ«Ú cèÉèí̀ åûÅ∞

h\˜ JÅÅ ã¨∞<åg∞ L è̂Œ$`åÅÖ’ Jhfl =ÚxyáÈ=_®Å∞,
„Ñ¨Hõ$u =∂ «̀ Z Œ̂∞~°∞ u~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#flk
P"≥∞ L^•…\˜ã¨∞Î#flk, ÃÇÏK«Ûiã¨∞Î#flk

-''âßOux <≥ÅH˘ÅÊO_ç.
P =∂~°}HÍO_»#∞ PÑ¨O_ç!——-

GGGGG
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37. Did you see the poet?

I asked the trees,

‘Did you see the poet?’

The trees replied,

‘We did not see him

But his name is written

On all our leaves,’

I went further

And asked the birds,

‘Did you see the poet?’

The birds replied,

‘His speed is in our wings

And we fly with him.’

I went to the lake and asked,

‘Where is the poet gone?’

The lake replied,

‘He is in our ripples.’

I moved on and went to the mountains.

‘Where is the poet, on top?’

‘He is both at the top and at the foot,’

Replied the mountains.

I went finally to the flowers,

‘Did you see the poet?’

The flowers danced in glee and replied,

‘Where he is, you see him not,

Yet, we see him,

Playing the violin 

Deep inside your heart.’

GGGGG

✤ ✤



153

37. Hõqx K«∂™ê"å!

<Õ#∞ K≥@¡#_çQÍ#∞-
-''Hõqx WHȭ _≥Hȭ _≥·<å K«∂™ê~å?——-

K≥@∞¡ ã¨=∂ è̂•#q∞KåÛ~Ú
-''"Õ∞O K«∂_»ÖË̂ Œ∞ HÍx

=∂ Ñ¨„`åÅxO_®
J «̀_ç ¿Ñ~°∞ edOK«|_ç L#flk——-

<Õ#∞ WOH˘O «̀ Œ̂∂~°O =ÚO Œ̂∞‰õΩ "≥o¡
HõxÑ≤Oz# Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ#_çQÍ#∞-

-''Hõqx g∞Ô~=Ô~·<å K«∂™ê~å?——-
Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ∞ ["åaKåÛ~Ú

-''=∂ Ô~Hȭ Å‰õΩ#fl"ÕQÆOÖ’ J «̀_»∞<åfl_»∞,
J «̀_ç̀ À<Õ "Õ∞O ZQÆ∞~åÎO——-

<Õ#∞ K≥~°∞=Ù Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ "≥o¡ J_çQÍ#∞
-''ZHȭ _»‰õΩ "≥àÏ¡_»∞ Hõq?——-
K≥~°∞=Ù ã¨=∂ è̂•#q∞zÛOk

-''J «̀_»∞ <å «̀~°OQÍÅÖ’ L<åfl_»∞——-

<Õ#∞ "≥o¡ Ñ¨~°fi`åÅ #_çQÍ#∞
-''Hõq g∞ tY~åÅÃÑ· L<åfl_®?——-

-''J «̀_»∞ =∂ tY~°O, J «̀_Õ =∂ Ñ¨Ù<åk——-
Jx | Œ̂∞eKåÛ~Ú Ñ¨~°fi`åÅ∞.

<Õ#∞ z=~°‰õΩ Ñ¨ÙëêÊÅ#_çQÍ#∞
-''g∞Ô~=Ô~·<å Hõqx K«∂™ê~å?——-

Ñ¨ÓÅ∞ P#O Œ̂O`À #$ «̀ºOKÕã≤ J<åfl~Ú
-''J «̀_»∞#fl KÀ@∞#∞ h=Ù K«∂_»ÖË=Ù, J~Ú<å K«∂_»QÆÅ=Ù
h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù Ö’ «̀∞Ö’¡ =Ü≥Úe<£ g∞@∞ «̀∞#fl J «̀_çx!——-

GGGGG
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38. The lanes of love

Love is not an open field

Where we run about joyously

Without a fixed destination,

Spreading our arms to light.

It has three lanes,

Very definite and as clear

As the crystal moon,

Glittering like a wreath of pearls.

The first lane is shady, flowery,

As pellucid as Spring

Where star-bright companions

Meet in a love at first sight,

Like the glinting dew, twinkling all bright.

‘You are destined for me,’ say the hearts

And the lovers nod their heads in glee,

With serendipitous gleam in their eyes.

The second lane is a fast track.

Meetings and marriages are arranged

And love too, albeit in a different way,

Evoking empathy and tenderness.

Hearts are unlocked and love flows

As slowly as it grows.

Sweetly like a convincing crescendo,

Confidence is established

And the ride may be bumpy or smooth.

The third lane is full of pathos,

Over-flooded with the tears

✤ ✤
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38. „¿Ñ=∞ ^•~°∞Å∞

„¿Ñ=∞ F P~°∞|Ü«∞Å∞ "≥∞ÿ̂ •#O HÍ Œ̂∞
=∞#O P#O Œ̂OQÍ Ñ¨iÔQ «̀Î_®xH˜
F ã≤÷~°"≥∞ÿ# QÆ=∞ºO ÖË‰õΩO_®

"≥Å∞QÆ∞Ö’ =∞# KÕ̀ «∞efl ÉÏ~°*ÏÑ≤.

^•xH˜ =¸_»∞ g è̂Œ∞Å∞<åfl~Ú
ã¨Ê+ì̈"≥∞ÿ#q, ã¨Êù\˜Hõ

K«O„ Œ̂∞_çÖÏ ã¨fiK«Ûù"≥∞ÿ#q
=Ú`åºÅ Ç¨~°OÖÏ =ÚK«Û>ÿ̌#q.

"≥Ú Œ̂\˜ ^•i h_»Å∞, Ñ¨ÓÅ∞
=ã¨O «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù *Ï_»Å∞

`å~åHÍOu ã¨Ç¨ÏK«~°∞Å∞
„Ñ¨̂ äŒ=∞ Ñ¨iK«Ü«∞ "Õà◊<Õ „¿Ñ=∞Ö’ Ñ¨_»̀ å~°∞

"≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î#fl «̀∞ëê~° aO Œ̂∞=ÙÖ·̌
''h=Ù <å QÆ=∞ºO—— JO\Ï~Ú Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂Å∞

„¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ∞ «̀ÅÅ∂Ñ¨Ù`å~°∞
Hõà◊¡Ö’¡ P#O^ŒÑ¨Ù "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨ÙÅ`À.

Ô~O_»= ^•i "ÕQÆ=O «̀"≥∞ÿ#k
ÃÑo¡K«∂Ñ¨ÙÅ∞, q"åÇ¨ÏÑ¨Ù "Õ_»∞HõÅ∞

ÃÑ Œ̂ÌÅ x~°‚Ü«∂Å∞, =∞~À~°HõÑ¨Ù „¿Ñ=∞Å∞
QÆ=∞‡ ≥̀ÎÂ# ÉèÏ=#Å∞, ã¨∞xfl «̀ q+¨Ü«∂Å∞

Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù `åàÏÅ∞ fã≤, „¿Ñ=∞ „Ñ¨"åÇ¨Å∞
Hõ̂ Œ∞ÖÏÎ~Ú <≥=∞‡kQÍ, ã≤÷~°OQÍ,

XHõ L#fl «̀ tY~åxfl KÕ~°∞‰õΩO@∞Ok „¿Ñ=∞
#=∞‡Hõ=Ú U~°Ê_ç, „Ñ¨Ü«∂}O

X_ç̂ Œ∞_»∞‰õΩÅ`À<À, ÖËHõ „Ñ¨âßO «̀OQÍ<À

✤ ✤



156

Of meandering rivers flowing

From the sad eyes of lovers.

It is a meeting of ancient souls,

Interesting and effusive, palpable

That the hearts recognize

With the speed of lightning.

Emotions are intense and pure, a catharsis,

As old as History and as reliable as marble.

There is pain everywhere........

The pain emerging from not seeing,

Not touching, not feeling, not kissing,

Not being able to hold each other

And be together.

Sometimes fate and at other times the world

Separates the lovers, pining for each other,

And sadly enough, death embraces them

To give them the meeting

That life couldn’t.

Step not in this third lane

For in this lane

There is sorrow and destruction

Unless you are armed with a heart

That defies all,

Breaks all barriers

And conquers all

For in this lane

True love reigns.

GGGGG
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=¸_»=k Œ̂∞óYÑ¨Ù ^•i
Hõhflà◊√¡ Lá⁄ÊOy# ÔH~°\ÏÖ·̌
=OÑ¨ÙÅ #n „Ñ¨"åÇ¨Å∞

„¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ Œ̂∞óY #Ü«∞<åÅ∞
„áêp# P «̀‡Å HõÅ~ÚHõÅ∞

W+ì̈OQÍ, ã¨Ê~å≈#∞Éèí∂ «̀∞Å`À
Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂Å∞ QÆ∞~°∞Î Ñ¨_»̀ å~Ú

"≥∞~°∞Ñ¨Ù "ÕQÆO`À,
L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞ QÍ_è»"≥∞ÿ, ã¨fiK«Ûù"≥∞ÿ#q

F „Ñ¨H∆Íà◊#, K«i„ «̀ JO «̀ Ñ¨Ù~å «̀#"≥∞ÿ
áêÅ~å~ÚÖÏ, ÉÏ è̂Œ „Ñ¨ã¨∞Êù@OQÍ,
K«∂ã≤#O Œ̂∞‰õΩ =zÛ# „¿Ñ=∞ HÍ Œ̂k

ã¨Ê~°≈, J#∞Éèí∂u, K«∞O|<åÅ =Å¡HÍ Œ̂∞
XHõi<˘Hõ~°∞ Ç¨Ï «̀∞ÎHÀÖËx ã≤÷u

Hõeã≤ LO_»ÖËx Ñ¨iã≤÷u
H˘kÌ™ê~°∞¡ qkè, =∞iH˘xfl ™ê~°∞¡ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O
„¿Ñq∞‰õΩefl q_»nã¨∞ÎOk, q~°Ç¨ÏOÖ’ gà◊√¡!
XHÀ¯™êi =∞$ «̀∞º"Õ J=Ù «̀∞Ok Pã¨~å
rq «̀O W=fix ^•xx "åiH˜ Wã¨∂Î.

J_»∞QÆ∞ÃÑ@ì= Œ̂∞Ì D =¸_»=^•iÖ’H˜
D ^•ixO_® L#flk

Œ̂∞óY=¸, qëê Œ̂"Õ∞
h‰õΩ QÆ∞O_≥ x|ƒ~°O, è̂≥·~°ºO LO>Ë<Õ

~å D ^•iÖ’H˜,
Jxfl J_»∞¤QÀ_»efl JkèQÆq∞Oz

q[Ü«∂xfl á⁄O Œ̂∞
ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë D ^•iÖ’<Õ L#flk

x["≥∞ÿ# „¿Ñ=∞.
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39. The beauty of breasts

The most beautiful creation of God is woman.

Painters have glorified the charms of women

With paint on canvas and poets with hearts soft

Have penned with a feathered quill

About the graces of the contours of a woman’s body.

When the fruit grows, the petals fall off

And when a girl grows, a woman comes into being

With beautiful round breasts,  to mesmerize lovers.

Who is the man who hasn’t drunk woman’s milk?

All men have got wisdom from mother’s milk.

Velvety to touch, breasts speak entrancingly

Of the hidden desires of a woman,

Simultaneously arousing the fiery acts

In a man’s heart who knew not what love is

Until he held the breasts of a woman

Softly in his hands, pressing it gently

And feeling all the treasures

Of the world hidden in them.

✤ ✤
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39. =H∆À[ ™œO Œ̂~°ºO

Õ̂=Ùx ã¨$+≤ìÖ’ J «̀ºO «̀ ã¨∞O Œ̂~°"≥∞ÿ#k ¢ã‘Î

z„ «̀HÍ~°∞Å∞ ZO`À JO Œ̂OQÍ z„uOKå~å"≥∞ ÖÏ=}Ïºxfl

HÍ<åfiãπÃÑ· z„ «̀HÍ~°∞Å∞, Hõq «̀fiOÖ’ Hõ=ÙÅ∞

=i‚OKå~°∞ P"≥∞ JuÖ’Hõ â’ÉèíÅ#∞

=OÑ¨Ù ™⁄OÑ¨ÙÅ#∞, "≥∂Ç¨Ï<åHõ$ux.

HÍÜ«∞ ÃÑ~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞ ˆ~HõÅ∞ ~åeáÈ`å~Ú

ÉÏeHõ ¢ã‘ÎQÍ =∂~°∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞,

QÆ∞O„_»\˜ =H∆À*ÏÅ∞ "≥ÚÅHõÖˇuÎ, ÃÑiy

„¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ#∞ "≥∂Ç¨ÏOÖ’ =ÚOK≥̀ «∞Î̀ å~Ú?

«̀e¡áêÅ∞ `åQÆx Ñ¨Ù~°∞+¨µ_≥=fi_»∞? *Ï˝<åxfl á⁄O Œ̂x "å_≥=_»∞?

"≥Öˇfi\òÖÏ =∞$ Œ̂∞=ÙQÍ, =∂\Ï¡_»∞`å~Ú ã¨"≥∂‡Ç¨Ï#OQÍ,

"≥e|∞K«∞Û`å~Ú ¢ã‘Î JO «̀~°æ̀ « ÉèÏ=#Å#∞

*ÏfiÖÏ HÍ=∞#Å#∞ ˆ~ÔHuÎ™êÎ~Ú,

„¿Ñ=∞~°Ç¨Ïã¨ºO ≥̀eã≤# =∞QÆ"å_»∞

„Ñ≤Ü«Ú~åe =H∆À*Ïefl `åH˜

ã¨∞xfl «̀OQÍ =∞iÌOz ã¨∞MÏ#∞Éèí∂ux™êÎ_»∞

„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù x è̂Œ∞Åhfl "å\˜Ö’ ^•QÆ∞#fl

J#∞Éèí∂ux á⁄O Œ̂∞`å_»∞.

✤ ✤
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Seeing a woman’s breasts makes the seeker

Come out from behind the veil of illusion.

He liberates himself from his self-imposed prison–

He sees love, he sees light, he sees truth.

Drunk with love, with feline grace,

His kisses fall on the breasts,

As dew to grass.

Face to face with love and passion incarnate,

He listens to the tinkling of the bangles

Soothed by glow of the candles,

And the clinking of her anklets,

He surrenders to the Goddess of Love,

Feeling enlightened and illumined.

GGGGG
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¢ã‘Î =H∆À[ ã¨OÑ¨̂ ŒÅ∞ J<Õfi+¨‰õΩ_çx

„ÉèÏO «̀∞Å =ÅÜ«∞O #∞Oz |Ü«∞@Ñ¨_Õ™êÎ~Ú

«̀#‰õΩ `å#∞ U~°Ê~°K«∞‰õΩ#fl M·̌̂ Œ∞ #∞Oz q=Ú‰õΩÎ_≥·

„¿Ñ=∞#∞, "≥Å∞QÆ∞#∞, ã῭ åºxfl Œ̂i≈™êÎ_»̀ «_»∞.

„¿Ñ=∞`À =∞ ≥̀ÎH˜̄ , Ñ¨ÙeÖÏ L„ Õ̂HõOQÍ

J «̀_ç =Ú Œ̂∞ÌÅ∞ =H∆À*Ïefl =ÚOK≥̀ «∞Î̀ å~Ú

Ñ¨zÛHõÃÑ· Ñ¨_ç# =∞OK«∞ aO Œ̂∞=ÙÖÏ¡.

„¿Ñ=∞, L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞ Z Œ̂∞~°∞Ñ¨_ç#Ñ¨C_»∞

J «̀_»∞ QÍAÅ QÆÅQÆÅ#∞ qO\Ï_»∞

H˘"˘fi «̀∞ÎÅ "≥Å∞QÆ∞Ö’ „Ñ¨âßO «̀ z «̀∞Î_≥·

HÍe JOkÜ«∞Å QÆ}QÆ} è̂Œfi#∞ÅÖ’

„¿Ñ=∞ Õ̂= «̀‰õΩ ^•™ÈÇ¨Ï=∞O@∂

P "≥Å∞QÆ∞ ˆ~HõÖ’¡ b#=∞ø`å_»∞.

GGGGG
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40. Wherever

Wherever you will go,

You will find me there.

If you find me not,

Leave not your footprints,

Wait for me.

I will not be long to be back

For I will plead to the wind

To lend me her wings.

She understands me

As much as you do

For she is love,

Fast track.

GGGGG

✤ ✤



163

40. ZHõ¯_≥·<å

h"≥Hȭ _çH˜ "≥o¡<å

##flHȭ _» K«∂™êÎ=Ù h=Ù

<Õ#∞ HõxÑ≤OK«HõáÈ Õ̀

h J_»∞QÆ∞*Ï_»efl = Œ̂Å‰õΩ

<åHÀã¨O "Õz LO_»∞.

=™êÎ#∞ <Õ#∞ «̀fi~°Ö’

ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë QÍex „áê è̂ÕÜ«∞Ñ¨_»̀ å#∞

«̀# Ô~Hȭ efl <å‰õΩ J~°∞q=∞‡x,

##fl~°÷O KÕã¨∞‰õΩO@∞O^•"≥∞

hÖÏ<Õ

ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë P"≥∞ „¿Ñ=∞

"ÕQÆ"Õ∞ P"≥∞.

GGGGG
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41. Mother

Mother, evil passions had no sway upon you,

Nor were you afflicted by ego‘s malady

Poverty was neither a constraint

Nor a hindrance in your life‘s journeying.

You never slept, mother, nor you despaired,

Faltering and yet not falling,

Falling and yet not sinking,

Half – broken in ashes,

Your life was full of challenges.

Mother, I still remember the song

You whispered over my cradle,

The way you washed my face

And the eternal strength and wisdom

That your eyes communicated to mine.

Your life, mother, was variegated

With deep thoughts and striking examples.

Your devotion to do good

Was as amazing as

Your love for humanity.

Mother, I shall continue loving you in silence,

Though you are so far away from me.

Where you are so far away from me.

✤ ✤
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41. =∂ «̀$=¸iÎ

J=∂‡, K≥_»∞ ÉèÏ=#Å∞ K«∂Ñ≤OK«=Ù hÃÑ· U „Ñ¨ÉèÏ==¸

JÇ¨ÏOHÍ~°=Ú h Œ̂iˆH ~å Œ̂∞

¿Ñ Œ̂iHõO h‰õΩ J_»∞¤ HÍ Œ̂∞

h „Ñ¨Ü«∂}ÏxH˜"Õg∞ J=~À è̂ŒO HÍ=Ù.

h"≥Ñ¨C_»∂ x„ Œ̂áÈÖË̂ Œ∞, J=∂‡, x~åâ◊ K≥O Œ̂ÖË̂ Œ∞

«̀_»ÉÏ@∞ Ñ¨_ç<å, «̀∂e Ñ¨_çáÈÖË̂ Œ∞

Ñ¨_ç<å =ÚxyáÈÖË̂ Œ∞

|∂_ç̂ Œ á⁄QÆÖ’¡ ã¨QÆO ≥̂|ƒu<åfl

h rq «̀=∞O`å xO_ç#q ã¨"åà◊√¡

J=∂‡, <åH˜Ñ¨Ê\˜H© QÆ∞ˆ~Î h áê@,

<å TÜ«∞ÅÖ’ <Õ#∞ q#flk WOHÍ *Ï˝Ñ¨Hõ"Õ∞.

h=Ù <å =ÚMÏxfl Hõ_ç̂Q f~°∞

h Hõà◊√¡ <å Hõà◊¡Ö’H˜ K«∂ã≤

è̂≥·~åºxfl, *Ï˝<åxfl <å‰õΩ WzÛ# q è̂•#O JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨"Õ∞!

h rq «̀O, J=∂‡, J<ÕHõ f~°∞Å∞

xQÆ∂_è»"≥∞ÿ# PÖ’K«#Å∞, ã¨Ê+ì̈"≥∞ÿ# L^•Ç¨Ï~°}Å∞

=∞Oz KÕÜ«∂Å<Õ ÉèÏ=#Å∞

ZO «̀ J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «"≥∂

h‰õΩ =∂#= «̀ÃÑ· L#fl „¿Ñ=∞

J=∂‡, x#∞fl „¿Ñq∞™êÎ#∞ xâ◊≈|ÌOÖ’ ZÅ¡Ñ¨Ê\˜H©

h"≥O`À Œ̂∂~°OÖ’ L<åfl=Ù WÑ¨C_»∞

✤ ✤
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Where you are dwelling,

God is dwelling too,

Among your warm – eyed friends

And crimson – petal flowers.

Sometimes when I am lost in a lonely lane,

And the moon is hidden,

I think of you mother.

Tears flow down my cheeks,

The cheeks you used to kiss.

I think of the crown of thorns

That life‘s bitter calamities

Had cruelty put on your head

And how diligently you guided me

To open up pathways

That lead to the golden palace

Studded with rubies and pearls.

I want to preserve and enhance, mother,

All the noble qualities I inherited

From your milk – white bosom

So as to be the light

You so much wanted me to be.

GGGGG
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ZO`À Œ̂∂~°OQÍ, ZHȭ _À L<åfl=Ù

h=Ù#fl KÀ@∞<Õ

Õ̂=Ù_»∞ #_»Ü«∂_»∞ «̀∞<åfl_»∞

h "≥K«Û\˜ ¿ãflÇ≤Ï «̀∞Å∞, ~°HõÎ=~°‚ Ñ¨ÙëêÊÅ∞

H˘kÌ™ê~°∞¡ <Õ#∞ XO@i ^•iÖ’ #_»∞ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

K«O„ Œ̂∞_»∞ =∞|∞ƒÖ’¡ ^•QÆ∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

J=∂‡, h QÆ∞iOz «̀ÅáÈ™êÎ#∞

Hõhflà◊√¡ <å |∞QÆæÅÃÑ· è̂•~°QÍ *ÏÅ∞"å~åÎ~Ú

h=Ù =Ú^•Ì_ç# |∞QÆæÅ∞.

<Õ#∞ QÆ∞~°∞Î‰õΩ ≥̀K«∞Û‰õΩO\Ï#∞ =Úà◊¡ H˜s\Ïxfl

rq «̀Ñ¨Ù KÕ̂ Œ∞ Œ̂∞~°…@#efl

Hõ$Ï~°̀ «fiO «̀ÅÃÑ· ÉèÏ~°"≥∞ÿ ÉÏkèã¨∞Î<åfl

ZO «̀ ≥̀eqQÍ <å‰õΩ =∂~°æ̂ Œ~°≈#O KÕ¿ã^•x"À

^•~°∞efl J~°÷O KÕ~ÚOz

ã¨fi~°‚ Éèí=<åxH˜ ™êQÆ#O¿Ñ ^•xq

ÔHOÑ¨ÙÅ∞, =Ú`åºÅ ™œ è̂•xH˜†

"å\˜x ^•K«∞‰õΩx, =$kú KÕã¨∞Î<åfl#∞, J=∂‡,

h #∞Oz <Õ#∞ á⁄Ok# L#fl «̀ ÉèÏ"åefl

h H©∆~°O #∞Oz <å‰õΩ „áêÑ≤ÎOz# ÅHõ∆}ÏÅ#∞

P ≥̀Å¡\˜ q∞~°∞q∞@∞¡ H˘e¿Ñ "≥Å∞QÆ∞ "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨Ù,

h=Ù <Õ#∞ HÍ"åÅ#∞‰õΩ#fl ã¨fiK«Ûù"≥∞ÿ# ≥̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù.

GGGGG
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42.  Neither a dream nor an illusion

Weighed down and tortured

With wretched gloom

With clouds of doubt

Hovering above my existence,

I felt like a stagnant pond

Longing for the sea

I heard your voice reverberating

By the valleys

While I was contemplating

The beauty of a full moon.

The single voice of yours

Set the beginning

Of an amazing adventure for me

Something deep inside me

Softly told me,

“He is the life and the resurrection,

He is neither a dream nor an illusion,

He is love”

Silence gradually illumined my soul,

I saw in the sky

Blue dreams of poetry

And from my stagnant pond

I rose like a dolphin

Unshackling all chains

Of the sick games of this world.

✤ ✤
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42. HõÅ HÍ Œ̂∞ - „ÉèÏOu HÍ Œ̂∞

JO «̀∞ÖËx pHõ\˜ qëê Œ̂O`À

Ç≤ÏOã≤OK«|_ç, <ÕÅÃÑ·H˜ <≥@ì|_ç

J#∞=∂#Ñ¨Ù "Õ∞Ñ¶¨∂Å∞

<å LxH˜ÃÑ· ZQÆ∞~°∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

##∞fl <Õ<˘Hõ xÅ=h\˜‰õΩO@QÍ

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂O HÀã¨O zOuã¨∞Î#fl@∞¡ «̀ÅáÈ™ê#∞

<Õ#∞ q<åfl#∞ h ã¨fi~åxfl

Ö’Ü«∞ÅÖ’

xO_»∞ Ñ¨Ù#flq∞ K«O„ Œ̂∞_ç JO^•ÅÔH·

<Õ#∞ è̂•ºxã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

h XO@i ã¨fi~°O

<åOk Ñ¨eH˜Ok

F J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ «"≥∞ÿ# ™êÇ¨Ïã¨Ü«∂„ «̀‰õΩ

<åÖ’ xQÆ∂_è»"≥∞ÿ# Õ̂̂ À

<å`À Ñ¨eH˜Ok

''J «̀_Õ r=#O, J «̀_Õ Ñ¨Ù#~°∞`å÷#O.

J «̀_Õ HÍ Œ̂∞ ã¨fiÑ¨flO, HÍ=∞ „ÉèÏOu [#HõO

J «̀_Õ „¿Ñ=∞!-

xâ◊≈|ÌO "≥∞Å¡"≥∞Å¡QÍ <å P «̀‡#∞ HÍOu=O «̀O KÕã≤Ok

xOyÖ’ <Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞

xÅ∞= h\˜‰õΩO@Ö’

_®eÊù<£ÖÏ ÃÑ·ÔHy™ê#∞

✤ ✤
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He touched my lips with his fingers

And a midsummer glow illumined my face.

He drew me closer and closer to him

And I felt his heart beating

Closer and closer to mine

I was sinking slowly but surely

In the quicksand of passion

With so many dreams

Running through my mind.

And when his lips touched mine,

I soared high

With the exalted wings of love

While the scent of a thousand roses

Sweetly pervaded the air.

GGGGG
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Jxfl ã¨OÔHà◊¡#∂ q~°QÆQ˘\ì̃

D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù Œ̂∞„+‘̄ _»Å#∞ è̂ŒfiOã≤ã¨∂Î

J «̀_»∞ «̀# "Õà◊¡̀ À <å ÃÑ^•Å#∞ ã¨Ê $tOKå_»∞

=∞O_»∞"Õã¨q ZO_» HÍOu <å = Œ̂#OÃÑ· „Ñ¨HÍtOzOk

J «̀_»∞ ##∞fl =∞iO «̀ Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ fã¨∞‰õΩ<åfl_»∞

q<åfl#∞ <Õ# «̀_ç Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞ã¨ÊO Œ̂##∞

=∞iO «̀ Œ̂QÆæ~°QÍ, Œ̂QÆæ~°QÍ

<Õ#∞ =ÚxyáÈ «̀∞#fl ÉèÏ=#

YzÛ «̀OQÍ, L Õ̂fiQÍÅ TaÖ’

Z<Àfl HõÅÅ`À

<å =∞#ã¨∞ xO_® Ñ¨i"åºÑ≤ÎOz# "å\˜̀ À

J «̀_ç ÃÑ^•Å∞ ##∞fl ã¨Êi≈Oz#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

<Õ#∞ =∞iO «̀ ÃÑ·ÔHy™ê#∞

Ñ¨q„fHõiOK«|_ç# „¿Ñ=∞ Ô~Hȭ Å`À

"Õ~Ú QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞

QÍeÖ’ "åºÑ≤OKå~Ú =∞ è̂Œ∞~°OQÍ,

GGGGG
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43. Your logic is man’s logic

O God, your logic is no longer man’s logic.

You say something and man says something else.

When you say every man’s blood is red, 

Man says, ‘And yet, the body is not the same.’

He finds reasons to justify his thinking,

Where fair skin is fairer than dark skin,

Where black is more beautiful than white,

Where royal blood is better than common blood

And where status is governed by money.

When You find beauty in the paddy fields of Bihar, 

The mighty Brahmaputra in Assam,

The glittering dewdrops on grass,

Poets who have revolutionized

The architecture of poetry,

Great mathematicians like Archmedes,

Copernicius, Socrates who were philosophers

Par excellence and shook man’s thinking,

Man finds beauty in glittering gold,

The fashionable shoes and clothes,

The jingling coins, the bundles of notes,

Big breasted women with neither substance

Nor a touch of spirituality,

Laughing in a morally disorganized civilization.

O God, lead us to that way, that path,

Where men blossom like flowers,

Where the garden is the same

✤ ✤
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43. h «̀̀ «Îfi"Õ∞ =∂#= «̀̀ «fiO

„Ñ¨Éèí∂, h «̀~°̄ q∞Ñ¨C_»∞ =∂#=Ùx «̀~°̄ O HÍ Œ̂∞

h"˘Hõ\˜ K≥a Õ̀ =∞x+≤ KÕã¨∞Î<åfl_»∞ =∞~˘Hõ\˜

=∞#∞+¨µÅ ~°HõÎ=∞O`å Z~°∞¿Ñ Jx h=O>Ë

J «̀_»O\Ï_»∞, Õ̂Ç¨Å∞ "Õ~°∞ Hõ̂ • Jx

«̀# PÖ’K«#Å∞ ãÔ̈~·#"Õ Jx HÍ~°}ÏÅ∞ "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ`å_»∞

≥̀Å¡\˜ K«~°‡O Q˘Ñ¨Ê Œ̂O\Ï_»∞ #Å¡̀ ÀÅ∞ Hõ<åfl

#Å¡\˜ K«~°‡O KåÖÏ JO Œ̂OQÍ L#flKÀ@

~åK«~°HõÎO L#fl «̀"≥∞ÿ# Œ̂O\Ï_»∞ ™ê è̂•~°}∞Å ~°HõÎO Hõ<åfl

ZHȭ _≥·̀ Õ è̂Œ#O ~å[º"Õ∞Å∞ «̀∞O^À JK«@.

cÇ¨~ü è̂•#ºÑ¨Ù á⁄ÖÏÖ’¡ qãÎ̈iOz# JO Œ̂O

J™êûOÖ’ „|Ç¨Ï‡Ñ¨Ù„ «̀ Ñ¨s"åÇ¨ÏHõ „áêO «̀O

q∞Åq∞Å"≥∞i¿ã =∞OK«∞ aO Œ̂∞=ÙÅ`À Ñ¨zÛHõ ™œO Œ̂~°ºO

Hõq «̀fi x~å‡}Ïxfl =∂~°∞Ê ≥̀zÛ# Hõ=ÙÅ HõàÏH“â◊ÅºO

Pi¯"≥∞_çãπ, H˘Ñ¨iflHõãπ, ™⁄„Hõ\˜ãπ ÖÏO\˜

QÆ}˜̀ « âßGA˝Å, "Õ̂ •O «̀∞Å ÉèÏ=<å ™œ~°ÉèíO

=∂#=Ù_ç PÖ’K«<å ã¨~°ox =∂iÛ# q è̂ŒO†

"≥∞i¿ã ã¨fi~°‚OÖ’ JO^•xfl K«∂™ê_»∞ =∂#=Ù_»∞

~°Hõ~°HÍÅ Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅ∞, áê Œ̂~°Hõ∆Å ™⁄|QÆ∞Å∞

QÆÅQÆÅÖÏ_Õ <å}ËÅ∞, Hõ@¡H˘nÌ _»|∞ƒ <À@∞¡

PHõ~°¬}©Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ# =H∆À*ÏÅ`À PHõ@∞ì‰õΩ<Õ =QÆÖÏ_çÅ∞

U=∂„ «̀O ã¨O™ê¯~°O, P «̀‡â’ è̂Œ# ÖËx |*Ï~°∞¢ã‘ÎÅ∞

<≥·uHõOQÍ Ñ῭ «#"≥∞ÿ# ã¨=∂[OÖ’ #=Ùfi «̀∞<åfliÑ¨C_»∞

✤ ✤
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Though the colors of flowers are different,

Where we are provided by an impetus

To become beautifully whole ourselves,

Where vulnerability and fragility

Are filtered to release the real man’s identity,

Where life is not threatened

For speaking the mind,

Where all men are brothers

And where your logic is man’s logic.

GGGGG
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„Ñ¨Éèí∂ =∞=∞‡efl #_çÑ≤OK«∞ L#fl «̀"≥∞ÿ# =∂~°æOÖ’H˜

=∞#∞+¨µÅ∞ Ñ¨ÓÖ·̌ qHõã≤OKÕ KÀ@∞‰õΩ

Ñ¨Ó^À@Å∞ ¿ãflÇ¨ÏOQÍ Ñ¨i_è»qÖË¡ KÀ@∞‰õΩ

~°OQÆ∞Å∞ "ÕÔ~·<å, Hõeã≤ LO_Õ ã¨̂ •ƒù=#`À

JO Œ̂~°∂ P#O Œ̂OQÍ LO_Õ KÀ@∞‰õΩ

|ÅÇ‘Ï# «̀Å∞, Ñ¨Å∞K«̂ Œ<åÅ∞ =_»áÈÜ«∞|_ç

=∞x+≤ x[~°∂Ñ¨O |Ü«∞@‰õΩ ~åQÍ

ZHȭ _≥·̀ Õ rq «̀O ≥̂|ƒu#^À

=∞#ã¨∞Ö’ =∂@ K≥Ñ≤Ê#O Œ̂∞‰õΩ

=∞#∞+¨µÅO`å ™È Œ̂~°∞Å∞QÍ "≥∞eˆQ KÀ@∞

h «̀̀ «fi"Õ∞ =∂#= «̀̀ «fiO P KÀ@∞#!

GGGGG
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44. The inner strength

The boundless blue sky

And the scions of silence

Know that man has an inner strength

Which runs parallel with saints’ strength.

Quintessentially lovely poetry

Has spoken about it

And the angels have sung about it.

The hard hitting truth

Seen by star-lit eyes

Is that many a man has failed

To see the rich dimension 

Of that inner strength

Which has magical powers

To open up new vistas.

Keep not this inner strength

As a weed-strangled pond,

Suffocating, decaying with fears frozen

And confidence fading and weakening.

Flush out the debris, let it breathe.

Those who have been wise

In deciphering and using this strength

Have seen the power of love and light.

Many sick and dying ones saw life again,

The wounds healed, the pains subsided

And failure metamorphosed into success.

✤ ✤
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44. JO «̀â◊≈HÎ̃

J#O «̀ hÖÏHÍâ◊O

xâ◊≈|ÌÑ¨Ù "å~°ã¨∞Å∞

gà◊¡‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ =∂#=Ùx JO «̀â◊≈HÎ̃

Jk =Ú#∞Å â◊HÎ̃H˜ ã¨=∂O «̀~°"≥∞ÿ#k

Hõq «̀fiO D â◊HÎ̃x q_»=∞iz K≥Ñ≤ÊOk

Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀Å∞ QÍ#O KÕ™ê~°∞.

QÆ\ì̃QÍ è̂ŒfixOKÕ ã῭ «ºO

`å~ånÑ¨HÍOuÖ’ K«∂_»|_çOk

KåÖÏ=∞Ok =∞#∞+¨µÅ∞

^•xx gH∆̃OK«ÖËHõáÈÜ«∂~°∞

=∞O„ «̀â◊‰õΩÎÅ∞#fl P JO «̀â◊≈HÎ̃

H˘ «̀Î ^•~°∞efl K«∂Ñ≤OK«QÆey#k.

D =∞Ç¨Ï «̀Î~° JO «̀â◊≈HÎ̃x

HõÅ∞Ñ¨Ù "≥ÚHȭ Å∞#fl K≥~°∞=ÙÖ’ LOK«‰õΩ!

QÆ_»¤Hõ\ì̃# ÉèíÜ«∂Å`À TÑ≤~å_»Hõ, #tOzáÈh‰õΩ

#=∞‡HõO, |ÅÇ‘Ï# «̀Å

K≥̀ «Î#∞ fã≤"ÕÜ«∞QÍ ^•xx âßfiã≤OK«x=Ùfi.
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Orgasmic and seismic,

And the vortex of peace was reached.

At the end of the day, everything evened out.

Dig out this inner strength

From the mines of your body.

Keep digging, feel the sun, feel the rain

And touch the dew to fill your heart

With courage, the only choice left to you

For amazing things are not easy to reach

GGGGG
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*Ï˝#∞Å∞ D â◊HÎ̃x „HÀ_ôHõiOz

„¿Ñ=∞, "≥Å∞QÆ∞Ö’ Hõ#∞Q˘<åfl~°∞

ZO Œ̂~À =∞$ «̀∞º Ñ¶̈∞_çÜ«∞Ö’¡ K«∂™ês â◊HÎ̃x

QÍÜ«∂Å∞ #Ü«∞O HÍQÍ, ÉÏ è̂ŒÅ∞ LÑ¨â◊q∞OK«QÍ

JÑ¨[Ü«∂Å∞ q[Ü«∂Ö·̌, J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « J#∞Éèí"åÖ·̌<å~Ú

âßOu ÅaèOz, ™êÜ«∞O ã¨=∞Ü«∂xH˜ ã¨~°∞ÌH˘<åflÜ«∞hfl.

h â◊s~°Ñ¨Ù QÆ#∞Å∞flO_ô "≥eH˜n~Ú D JO «̀â◊≈HÎ̃x

«̀=Ùfi, ã¨Ê $tOK«∞ ã¨∂~°∞º_çx, `å‰õΩ QÍex,

xOÑ¨Ù =∞OK«∞aO Œ̂∞=Ùefl h Z Œ̂Ö’

è̂≥·~°ºO`À xÅ|_»∞, ™êkèOK«∞, JO «̀ Õ̀eHõQÍ ÅaèOK«x

D J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « JO «̀â◊≈HÎ̃x.

GGGGG
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45. My first kiss

Revel in the joys, in the moment-to-moment

That you came to love and be loved,

To revitalize the flow of life

By kissing and being kissed

Stirring your primeval instincts

And take the world in your strides,

In your flights, wings love-dusted.

Kissing is the debut, a prelude

To a life time love, etching deep

The freshness in the feelings

With the beauty of elasticity and sensuality,

Synchronicity of desires

And passions unbridled.

History is made by lovers and their kisses.

When the memories of my first kiss

Flash to my mind, it creates a helm of joy

And I feel like a pool replenished

By a joyously cascading waterfall.

It was saccharine sweet,

Sweeping me off my feet

And making my heart skip a few beats.

It was the elation of an accomplishment,

Pride of womanhood infused in the charm of magic,

And I took wings, face brimming with happiness,

Floating weightlessly in the skies of love.

✤ ✤
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45. <å `˘e=Ú Œ̂∞Ì

„Ñ¨uHõ∆}O P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù ÖÏÇ≤ÏiÖ’ TQÆ∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

„¿Ñq∞Oz, „¿Ñq∞OK«|_»∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

r=# „Ñ¨"åÇ¨xfl Ñ¨Ù#~°∞r˚qOÑ¨ KÕã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

=Ú Œ̂∞ÌezÛ, K«∞OaOK«|_»∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

h „áê ä̂Œq∞Hõ ã¨fiÉèÏ"åÅ∞, „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxfl h`À Ñ¨iÔQuÎã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

h Ñ¨Ü«∞#OÖ’ Ô~Hȭ Å‰õΩ „¿Ñ=∞~°[#∞ JO@∞‰õΩO@∞Ok.

=Ú Œ̂∞Ì „Ñ¨}Ü«∞ ã¨xfl"ÕâßxH˜ <åOk.

rq «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù „¿Ñ=∞‰õΩ `˘eÑ¶̈∞@ìO

ÉèÏ"åefl QÍ_è»OQÍ =Ú„kOKÕ q è̂•#O

™œO Œ̂~°ºÑ¨Ù ã¨∞xfl «̀̀ «fiO, "≥∞ «̀Î̂ Œ#O

HÀiHõÅ SHõº «̀, Hõàı¡Å∞ ÖËx L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞

„¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ =Ú Œ̂∞ÌÅ`À edOK«|_ç# K«i„ «̀Å∞.

<å `˘e =Ú Œ̂∞Ì *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞ =∞#ã¨∞Ö’ "≥∞ke#Ñ¨C_»∞

P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù tY~åxfl <Õ<≥H˜̄ # Hõ∆}ÏÅ∞ QÆ∞~°∞Î‰õΩ=™êÎ~Ú

=∞~°Å xOÑ¨|_ç# ã¨~°ã¨∞û<Ò`å#∞ <Õ#∞, LiH˜# [Åáê «̀Ñ¨Ù hà◊¡̀ À

Ñ¨Ùh «̀<≥· =∞ è̂Œ∞~° [ÖÏÅ`À xOÑ¨|_»̀ å#∞

<å áê^•ÅH˜O Œ̂ <ÕÅ Hõke#>¡̌Â, QÆ∞O_≥ H˘xfl™ê~°∞¡ Py#@∞¡,

U^À Q˘Ñ¨Ê q[Ü«∂xfl ™êkèOz# J#∞Éèí∂u

U^À =∂Ü«∂*ÏÅO P=iOz#>¡̌Â, ¢ã‘Î̀ «fiÑ¨Ù QÆ~°fiO

✤ ✤
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I could hear the squeaking of the dolphins,

The singing of the whales,

The mating of the herons

While our feelings danced 

To the music of our souls.

In a hushed whisper, you said,

‘Kisses never die, they regenerate.’

And in a succinct soft voice, I replied,

‘Kisses are so healing, so pacifying,

So rejuvenating and so satisfying.’

We kissed and we kissed

Until the first rays of the sun

Kissed us both warmly.

GGGGG
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ã¨O`À+¨O <å = Œ̂<å# „Ñ¨ã¨∞Êù\˜OK«QÍ, Ô~Hȭ Å∞ =zÛ# ÉèÏ=#

„¿Ñ=∂HÍâßÅ ÉèÏ~°~°Ç≤Ï «̀ ã≤÷uÖ’ ZQÆ∞~°∞Î#fl@∞¡.

<å‰õΩ q#|_»∞ «̀∞Ok _®eÊù<£Å ã¨fi~åÅ∞

uq∞OQÆÖÏÅ QÍ#O, ÃÇÏ~å<£ Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ â◊$OQÍ~°O

=∂ P «̀‡Å ã¨Ow`åxH˜ =∂ L Õ̂fiQÍÅ∞ #$ «̀ºO KÕã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ

QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨QÍ h=<åfl=Ù- ''=Ú Œ̂∞ÌÅ∞ =∞~°}˜OK«=Ù, =∞~°Å =∞~°Å [x‡™êÎ~Ú!——

=∞O„ Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# Q˘O «̀∞`À <Õ#<åfl#∞-

''P~ÀQÆºOQÍ, âßOuQÍ, Ñ¨Ù#~°∞r˚qOÑ¨ KÕ™êÎÜ«∞q——

=∞#O =∞~°Å =∞~°Å =Ú^•Ì_»∞‰õΩ<åflO,

`˘e "Õ‰õΩ= H˜~°}ÏÅ∞ =∞#efl =Ú^•Ì_Õ =~°‰õÄ.

GGGGG
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46. I looked at the moon 

And she said,

‘I am lonely.’

I looked at the sea

And she said,

‘I am lonely.’

I looked at the mountain

And he said,

‘I am lonely.’

I looked at the sky

And he said,

‘I am lonely.’

The traveller is lonely,

The woman by the lake is lonely,

The man in the yacht is lonely,

The poet is lonely.

But why is everybody lonely?

GGGGG
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46. <Õ#∞ K«∂™ê#∞ K«O„̂ Œ∞_ç "ÕÑ¨Ù

K«O„kHõ J#flk

''<Õ#∞ XO@iQÍ L<åfl#∞——

<Õ#∞ ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂O "ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™ê#∞

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂O J#flk

''<Õ#∞ XO@iQÍ L<åfl#∞——-

<Õ#∞ Ñ¨~°fi «̀O "ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™ê#∞

J «̀_»<åfl_»∞-

''<Õ#∞ XO@iQÍ L<åfl#∞——-

<Õ#∞ xOy"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™ê#∞

J «̀_»<åfl_»∞-

''<Õ#∞ XO@iQÍ L<åfl#∞——-

ÉÏ@™êi XO@iQÍ L<åfl_»∞

K≥~°∞=Ù Ñ¨Hȭ # ¢ã‘Î XO@iQÍ L#flk.

Ñ¨_»=Ö’ J «̀_»∞ XO@iQÍ L<åfl_»∞

Hõq XO@iQÍ L<åfl_»∞.

ZO Œ̂∞Hõx, JO Œ̂~°∂ XO@iQÍ L<åfl~°∞?

GGGGG
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47. Fearlessness

War is not simply the absence of peace,

Nor is fearlessness, the absence of fear.

People who are so determined, so elegant

In their thoughts as well as actions

Are like the sun-drenched sky, hale and hearty.

No more fodder for fear, no restlessness,

For with the serenity of sages, they proceed

In this pseudo-civilized society,

Head on shoulders and mind without fear.

The creations of fearless men and women

Go miles, reaching the Niagara Falls,

The Namibian and Kalahari deserts

And the wilderness of West Canada.

They are incredible game changers

For they fear none and if ever there

Is one thing to fear, it is fear itself.

They lead not a robot-like existence,

For they know, God, the master calculator

Has drafted a plan for their lives

As beautiful as the back waters by the Arabian sea.

Like sculptors, they come with mallet and chistle

To carve a path that leads to perfection,

Where luminous wisdom shines,

Its expanse spreading to eternity.

Their breathing is neither quick nor labored

And their sentiments rage not like storms.

Success or failure, victory or defeat,

They work with consummate skill

Pushing all boundaries 

For all that they want is a world

Where fearlessness prevails majestically.

GGGGG
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47. VÉèíÜ«∞O ÖËHõáÈ=_»O

Ü«Ú Œ̂ú=∞O>Ë âßOu ÖËHõáÈ=_»O HÍ Œ̂∞
ÉèíÜ«∞O ÖËHõáÈ=_»=¸ ÉèíÜ«∞~åÇ≤Ï «̀ºO HÍ Œ̂∞.

„Ñ¨[Å∞ Z=Ô~·̀ Õ «̀=∞ "å‰õΩ¯ „H˜Ü«∞Å∞
Ô~O_ç\˜Ö’ xâ◊ÛÜ«ÚÖ·̌ â’aè™êÎ~À "åà◊√¡

Ñ¨QÆ\˜ "≥Å∞QÆ∞ xO_ç# Ñ¨@ì}ÏÅ =O\˜ P~ÀQÆº=O «̀∞Å∞
JHȭ _» ÉèíÜ«∂xH˜ QÆ_ç¤ ^˘~°Hõ̂ Œ∞ "Õ∞¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ, JÅã¨@ LO_»̂ Œ∞

™ê è̂Œ∞Ñ¨ÙOQÆ=ÙÅ „Ñ¨âßO «̀̀ À D J| Œ̂úÑ¨Ù <åQÆiHõ̀ «Ö’ u~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞O\Ï~°∞.
„Ñ¨[Å∞ Éèí∞*ÏÅÃÑ· «̀Å`À, U ÉèíÜ«∞=¸ ÖË‰õΩO_®!

ÉèíÜ«∞O ≥̀eÜ«∞x ¢ã‘Î Ñ¨Ù~°∞+¨µÅ∞
ZO «̀̂ Œ∂~°"≥∞ÿ<å áÈQÆÅ~°∞, #Ü«∂QÆ~å [Åáê`åÅ∞,

#q∞aÜ«∞<£, HõÅÇ¨Ïi Z_®~°∞Å∞
Ñ¨tÛ=∞ ÔH#_® x~å‡#∞+¨º „áêO`åÅ∞

gàı¡ =∂~°∞Ê#∞ ≥̀KÕÛ P@QÍà◊√¡, x~°ƒùÜ«ÚÅ∞
ÉèíÜ«∞"Õ∞ ÉèíÜ«∞Ñ¨_»∞ÎOk gà◊¡#∞ K«∂ã≤.

"åà◊√¡ rqOK«~°∞ ~˘ÉÁ@¡ÖÏ, "åà◊¡‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞
=∞Ç¨QÆ}˜‰õΩ_»∞ Õ̂=Ù_»∞ U^À „Ñ¨}ÏoHõ ~°zOKå_»x «̀=∞ÔH·

F JO Œ̂"≥∞ÿ# rq`åxfl, Jˆ~aÜ«∂ ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂ f~°Ñ¨Ù [ÖÏÖÏ¡†
"åà◊√¡ ã¨∞fÎ, Le`À =zÛ Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚"≥∞ÿ# ^•ix K≥‰õΩ¯`å~°∞
JHȭ _» *Ï˝#=Ú "≥Å∞QÆ∞ «̀∞Ok, J#O «̀O "ÕÑ¨Ù "åºÑ≤ã¨∞ÎOk.

"åi TÑ≤i |Å=O «̀OQÍ, „â◊=∞`À fã¨∞‰õΩ<Õk HÍ Œ̂∞
"åi ÉèÏ=#Å∞ «̀∞á¶ê#∞Ö·̌ q[$Oaè™êÎ~Ú,
ÔQÅ∞ÃÑ·<å, F@"≥∞ÿ<å, [Ü«∂Ñ¨[Ü«∂Ö·̌<å

J «̀ºO «̀ <≥·Ñ¨Ù}ºO`À Ñ¨xKÕ™êÎ~°∞
Jxfl ã¨iÇ¨Ï Œ̂∞ÌÅ#∂ P=Å‰õΩ<≥\ì̃ ã¨$l™êÎ~°∞

~å[ã¨OQÍ Ñ¨i_è»qÖË¡ ÉèíÜ«∞~°Ç≤Ï «̀ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxfl!

GGGGG
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48.  It must have been love

When my heart-felt emotions

Burst like seeds from a pod

And from sensuality to sexuality

My scintillating desires drifted,

Like felled logs in gushing waters,

I was wondering what was happening to me.

Each contour of my heart glistened

With the velvety softness of a rose.

Like the birch, oak and ash, I breathed

The fresh air coming all the way

From the unblemished blue.

Ruminating on my unsettled desires,

I wondered what was happening to me.

The tides in my heart

Rose and fell

And I looked at the moon

Pulling the entire ocean

From shore to shore

Undeterred, undaunted,

With affection greater than perfection.

Each blade and leaf blushed

Seeing the feelings soft in my eyes.

The bees, while drinking dew teased me

As fondly as children giggling in glee

From beneath a tattered tent.

The sun stopped its lifelong journey

And winked at me.

Now, my heart understood

What was happening to me.

It must have been love.

GGGGG
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48. Jk „¿Ñ=∞ J~Ú LO@∞Ok

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O LkfiQÆfl «̀̀ À xO_ç L#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
Ñ¨QÆ∞Å∞ÎOk HÍÜ«∞#∞Oz q «̀∞ÎÅ∞ "≥̂ Œ[Å¡|_ç#@∞¡
WO„kÜ«∞ ã¨Ê~°≈ #∞Oz â◊$OQÍ~å#∞Éèí∂u =~°‰õΩ
<å q∞Åq∞Å"≥∞i¿ã HÀiHõÅ∞ „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOKå~Ú

„Ñ¨"åÇ¨ÏÑ¨Ù ~°≠iÖ’ Ñ¨_ç# Œ̂∞OQÆÖÏ¡
<Õ<åâ◊Û~°ºÑ¨_ç<å#∞ <åˆHO [~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞O^À#x!

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù „Ñ¨u =OÑ¨Ó "≥∞iã≤Ok
QÆ∞ÖÏa ˆ~HõÅ ™œ‰õΩ=∂~°ºO`À

a~üÛ, FH±, U+π K≥@¡ #∞Oz `å*Ï "åÜ«Ú=ÙÅ∞
<å"ÕÑ¨Ù gKå~Ú L è̂Œ$ «̀OQÍ
Hõà◊OHõO ÖËx PHÍâ◊O #∞O_ç

<å f~°x HÀiHõÅ#∞ <≥=∞~°∞"Õã¨∂ÎO_»QÍ
<Õ<åâ◊Û~°ºÑ¨_ç<å#∞ <åˆHO [~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞O^À#x!

<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’ JÅÅ∞ ZyiÑ¨_»∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
<Õ#∞ K«O„ Œ̂∞_ç"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂™ê#∞, ã¨=Ú„^•xfl ÖÏQÆ_»O

f~°O #∞Oz f~°O =~°‰õÄ, "≥~°Ñ¨Ù ÖË‰õΩO_®
„¿Ñ=∞`À, Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚̀ «Hõ<åfl q∞H˜̄ eQÍ.

„Ñ¨u Ñ¨zÛHõ ̂~‰õÄ Ñ¨~°=tOzOk <å Hõà◊¡Ö’x ÉèÏ"åefl K«∂ã≤
=∞OK«∞ aO Œ̂∞=Ùefl `åQÆ∞ «̀∂ «̀∞"≥∞‡ Œ̂Å∞ ##∞fl P@Ñ¨\ì̃OKå~Ú

z#flÑ≤Å¡Å∞ P#O Œ̂OQÍ QÆO «̀∞ÖËã¨∞Î#fl@∞¡,
z~°∞QÆ∞Å QÆ∞_®~°O „H̃O Œ̂ #∞Oz, ã̈∂~°∞º_»∞ «̀# „Ñ̈Ü«∂}Ïxfl =ÚyOKå_»∞.

<å"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂ã≤ Hõ#∞fl Q˘\ì̃<å_»∞.
<å Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O J~°÷O KÕã¨∞‰õΩ#flk
<åˆHO [~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#fl^À P Hõ∆}Ï#
|Ç¨ïâß Jk '„¿Ñ=∞— HÍÉ’Å∞!

GGGGG
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49. And yet, it is sadder

When a woman cries, it is sad

And yet, it is sadder when a man cries.

A woman cries when she is ruined beyond repair.

Heart-rending songs make her cry,

Breaking some shackles make her cry,

Anger, raging like a storm in her heart

Makes her cry.

When life is a crucifixion, she cries.

When she holds her dead child, she cries,

Her world is emptied.

Pain untold of, unfulfilled desires, scars of the past

All make her cry.

It is sad.

And yet, it is sadder when a man cries.

A man cries about failed love and its agony.

Seeing spine-chilling injustice around, he cries.

The deafening silence of leaders

Over man’s suffering and his exodus 

Makes him cry.

Reading about great spiritual geniuses, he cries.

seeing the broken chord of his violin, he cries.

Seeing his wife in labor pains, he cries,

Seeing his dying mother, he cries

And when he loses his job, he cries.

When he pushes all boundaries

For the welfare of his children, he cries.

Like Sydney Cartoon in ‘A tale of two cities’,

Who sacrificed himself upon the guillotine,

He sacrifices for a friend and cries.

It is sadder.

GGGGG
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49. J~Ú<å, Wk qKå~°Hõ~°"≥∞ÿ#k

XHõ ¢ã‘Î Œ̂∞ódOz#Ñ¨Ù_»∞ Jk qKå~°Hõ~°O
Jk =∞QÆ"å_ç Œ̂∞óYO Hõ<åfl f„="≥∞ÿ#k.

P"≥∞ Œ̂∞ódã¨∞ÎOk ÉÏQÆ∞ KÕÜ«∞ÖËx Ñ¨iã≤÷̀ «∞ÅÖ’<Õ
Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xfl pÖËÛáê@ P"≥∞#∞ U_çÑ≤ã¨∞ÎOk

ã¨OÔHà◊¡#∞ q~°QÆQ˘@ì_»O P"≥∞#∞ Hõhfl\˜̀ À xOÑ¨Ù «̀∞Ok
P„QÆÇ¨ÏO, P"≥∞ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’ «̀∞á¶ê#∞ÖÏ L|∞‰õΩ «̀∞Ok.

P"≥∞ Œ̂∞ódã¨∞ÎOk
rq «̀O XHõ tÅ∞=QÍ =∂i#Ñ¨C_»∞,

K«xáÈ~Ú# Ñ¨ã≤"å_çx «̀# KÕ̀ «∞Ö’¡ LOK«∞‰õΩ#flÑ¨Ù_»∞,
«̀# „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O MÏmQÍ JxÑ≤Oz#Ñ¨Ù_»∞,

K≥Ñ¨ÊÖËx ÉÏ è̂Œ, Jã¨OÑ¨Ó~°‚ HÍ=∞#Å∞, áê «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù QÍÜ«∂Å =∞K«ÛÅ∞
J=hfl P"≥∞#∞ Œ̂∞óYÃÑ_®Î~Ú, Jk qKå~°Hõ~°O!

P Œ̂∞óYO =∞QÆ"å_ç Œ̂∞óYO Hõ<åfl f„="≥∞ÿ#k.
=∞QÆ"å_»∞ Œ̂∞ód™êÎ_»∞ «̀# qÑ¶̈Å„¿Ñ=∞, ^•x ÉÏ è̂Œ QÆ∞iOz,

«̀#‰õΩ [iy# J<åºÜ«∞O QÆ∞iOz J «̀_»∞ qÅÑ≤™êÎ_»∞
<åÜ«∞‰õΩÅ =∞ø#O QÆ∞iOz, =∞x+≤ ≥̂·#ºO, ÉÏ è̂ŒÅ QÆ∞iOz
=¸‰õΩ=∞‡_ç =Åã¨Å QÆ∞iOz J «̀_»∞ =∞s=∞s Œ̂∞ód™êÎ_»∞.

"Õ̂ •O «̀∞Å QÆ∞iOz, qiyáÈ~Ú# «̀O„ «̀∞Å QÆ∞iOz J «̀_»∞ qÅÑ≤™êÎ_»∞
«̀# ÉèÏ~°º Ñ̈Ùi\<̃≥Ñ̈CÅ∞, «̀# «̀e¡ PYi Hõ∆}ÏÅ∞ K«∂ã≤ L^ÀºQÆO

áÈ~Ú#Ñ̈C_»∞ J «̀_»∞ =Å=ÖÏ U_»∞™êÎ_»∞.

«̀# Ñ≤Å¡Å HÀã¨O ã¨iÇ¨Ï Œ̂∞ÌÅ∞ ^•\Ïeû=¿ãÎ J «̀_»∞ U_»∞™êÎ_»∞.
ã≤_ôfl HÍ~°∂ì<£- 'Z >ËÖò PÑ¶π @∂ ã≤\©ãπ— -Ö’ÖÏ
yÖˇ\˜<£ÃÑ· «̀##∞ `å#∞ `åºQÆO KÕã¨∞‰õΩ#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
«̀# ¿ãflÇ≤Ï «̀∞_ç HÀã¨O `åºQÆO KÕ™êÎ_»∞, Œ̂∞ódã¨∂Î,

Jk =∞iO «̀ qKå~°Hõ~°O.

GGGGG
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50. Poetry, the queen of peace

Poetry has been crowned as queen of peace

By pacific poets on planet earth.

A package of emotions, floating like a pakice

With no padding, no padlock, like a pageant

It smiles like a pageboy following a bride.

Page-turner, it creates exiting paintings

On the canvass of love, magical paint brush it is.

Evergreen like the pakchoi, tasty like the pakora,

It takes you to the palace of pearls

With no palisade made of paladium.

Poetry is palliative, palpable, giving you

No palpitation for it stretches like the pampas.

A panacea for all problems, with panache

It stands by you like a panda

With the look of a pundit.

In moments of pain, press it.

It is the panic button for the panic stricken.

With its panoply of imagery and passion,

It will parade like a peacock

To create the paradigm shift 

In your heart and set you paragliding 

From heights of panorama unparalleled

GGGGG
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50. Hõq «̀fiO âßOuH˜ ~å}˜

Hõq «̀fiO, âßOuH˜ ~å}˜QÍ H˜s@ è̂•~°} KÕÜ«∞|_çOk.
D Éèí∂QÀà◊Ñ¨Ù âßOu Hõ=ÙÅ KÕ̀ «!

L Õ̂fiQÍÅ ã¨OHõÅ#O, „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOKÕ =∞OK«∞â◊HõÅOQÍ
PKåÛù̂ Œ#, ~°Hõ∆} JHȭ ˆ~¡x L «̀û=OQÍ,

Jk #=Ùfi «̀∞Ok = è̂Œ∞=Ù#∞ J#∞ã¨iã¨∞Î#fl ¿ã=‰õΩ_çÖÏ

¿ÑrÅ∞ uÑ¨C «̀∂- J<ÕHõ z„`åÅ∞
HÍ<åfiãπÃÑ·, =∞O„ «̀| Œ̂ú ‰õΩOK≥̀ À "Õã≤#q.

ã῭ «̀ «Ç¨Ïi «̀OQÍ, =∞ è̂Œ∞~°OQÍ „¿Ñ=∞
x#∞fl fã¨∞‰õΩ"≥à◊√ÎOk =Ú`åºÅ Ö’yeÖ’H˜

Ñ¨ÖÏ_çÜ«∞O`À KÕÜ«∞|_ç<å ~°H∆̃̀ « P=~°} J=ã¨~°O ÖËxk.

Hõq «̀fiO Wã¨∞ÎOk T~°@, `åˆH ã¨ÊO Œ̂#
Ñ¨Oáê "≥∞ÿ̂ •<åÖÏ¡ qãÎ̈iOz<å ÉèíÜ«∞ÃÑ@ì̂ Œ∞
Jxfl ã¨=∞ã¨ºÅ‰õΩ K«∂Ñ¨Ù «̀∞Ok Ñ¨iëê¯~°O

h Ñ¨Hȭ # xÅ|_»∞ÎOk áêO_®ÖÏ, Ñ¨O_ç̀ «∞_çÖÏ
*Ï˝#O, ≥̀eq "Õ∞à◊qOÑ¨ÙÅ ~°∂Ñ¨O`À.

ÉÏ è̂Œ L#fl Hõ∆}ÏÅÖ’ ^•xx XuÎ_ç KÕ~Ú.
ÉèíÜ«∞HõOÑ≤̀ «∞Ö’¡ Jk ̂~ÔHuÎã¨∞ÎOk =∞iO «̀ ÉèíÜ«∞O

TÇ¨ L Õ̂fiQÍÅ ã¨=¸Ç¨ÏO`À
F <≥=∞eÖÏ Jk KÕã¨∞ÎOk Hõ"å «̀∞

Jk ã¨$lã¨∞ÎOk hÖ’ J#∂Ç¨Ïº"≥∞ÿ# =∂~°∞Ê
h Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞O L Õ̀ÎlOÑ¨|_ç h=Ù ã≤̂ Œú=∞ø`å=Ù

QÍeÖ’ Zyˆ~O Œ̂∞‰õΩ, ™ê\˜ÖËx Œ̂$â◊º tY~åÅÃÑ· #∞Op!

GGGGG
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I. Poetry (Telugu)
1. Alchemy
2. Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam
3. Tea Kappulo Toofan
4. Tangeti Junnu
5. Karakatakam (Cancer)
6. Oka Sarassu – Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
7. Marana Saasanam
8. Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram
9. Kuyyo – Morro Satakam
10. Bhairava Satakam

II. Poetry (English)
11. Shades
12. The Twilight Zone
13. My Poem is My Birth Certificate
14. The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,

The Typewriter and The Pen
15. The Vigilance Whistle!
16. How to Cook a Delicious Poem
17. Windows and Apples
18. The Guerdon of Poesy
19. The Haste Land
20. Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...
21. The Poet that launched a thousand poems
22. Walking with My Moon
23. Reflections

Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD
M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY
M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY
Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY
Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights
Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production
Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society
Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam
Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)
Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)
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III. Stories, Novels, Essays… (Telugu
24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)
25. Chupke – Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana
27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)
29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)
31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu – kavitalu
34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

IV Stories, Novels, Essays (English)
35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

V Translations (English to Telugu)
38. Iliad (Homer)
39. Odyssey (Homer)
40. Epic Cycle (Homer)
41. Three Greek Tragedies
42. The Poems of Sappho
43. Aeneid (Virgil)
44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)
46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)
48. Faust (Goethe)
49. World Famous Stories
50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry
51. William Blake Poetry
52. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part I
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part II
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part III
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part V
57. Russian Poetry
58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
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59. Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)
60. Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)
61. Christu Adbhuta Geethalu
62. The Path of Christ
63. Silappadikaram
64. Manimekhala
65. Sangam Poetry
66. Conference of Birds (Attar)
67. Masnavi - Part 1
68. Masnavi - Part 2
69. Masnavi - Part 3
70. Masnavi - Part 4
71. Masnavi - Part 5
72. Masnavi - Part 6
73. Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)
74. Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
75. Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)
76. Prema Kurisina Velalo… (Master Poems in English-3)
77. Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
78. Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
79. Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
80. Endaa – Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
81. Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
82. Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
83. Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
84. Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
85. Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
86. The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)
87. Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)
88. Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)
89. Century of Love (Roula Pollard)
90. Pablo Neruda Poetry
91. Mexican Poetry
92. Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
93. Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)
94. Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)
95. Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)
96. Bhagavatam (Potana)
97. Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
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98. Modern Bhagavadgita
99. Samparayam (Suprasanna)
100. The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)
101. The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)
102. We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)
103. The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)
104. The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
105. Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)
106. The Tears of Bliss
107. This is no Streaking (Stories – K.K. Menon)
108. The Pool of Blood (Novel – Ampasayya Naveen)
109. Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

New ones- to be released
110. Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)
111. Inanna (The queen of Earth and Heavens)
112. Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)
113. Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)
114. Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)
115. Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)
116. The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
117. Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)
118. The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)
119. The Mystic  Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)
120. The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)
121. The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad and many more...






