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 “ikuh fcp ehu fi;klhA 
                    eksfga lqu lqu vkoS gk¡lhAA 
     ?kj esa oLrq utj ufga vkor 
                      cu cu fQjr mnklhA 

vkreKku fcuk tx >w¡Bk 

                        D;k eFkqjk D;k dklhAA” 
 
                                                dchj 
 
 
 
 
 

“Man’s main task is to give birth to himself.” 
 

Erich Fromm  
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…esjh vksj ls  
 

dgk¡ rks r; Fkk fpjkxk¡ gjsd ?kj ds fy;s 
dgk¡ fpjkx e;LLkj ugha ‘kgj ds fy;s A 

 

(nq”;ar dqekj)  
  

  ftl lekt] ns’k vkSj nqfu;k esa ge jgrs gSa mldk izHkko fujarj 
gekjs euksefLr”d dks izHkkfor djrk jgrk gSA fiNyh ‘krkCnh dk vafre n’kd 
vkSj bDdhloha ‘krkCnh dk igyk n’kd Hkkjro”kZ ds fy;s [kkl ek;us j[krk gSA 
,d rjQ tgk¡ mnkjhdj.k&HkweaMyhdj.k] /kkfeZd dV~Vjrk vkSj izxfr’khy 

ljksdkjksa dk xfrjks/k [kqydj lkeus vk;k] ogha ‘lst+’ ds fy;s lekIr gksrs xk¡o] 
fdlkuksa dh vkRegR;k] vehjh vkSj xjhch ds chp xgjk vlarqyu rFkk Hkkjr 
cuke bafM;k dk rsth ls fxjrk ‘kkbfuax xzkQ&,slh ifj?kVuk,a jgha ftudk 
gekjs lexz lkekftd] jktuhfrd] vkfFkZd] lkaLd`frd vkSj jk”Vªh; thou ij 
xgjk vkSj nwjxkeh vlj iM+kA thou ds ;FkkFkZ dk dyk vkSj lkfgR; ls xgjk 
laca/k gSA iz’kklfud lsok esa jgus ds dkj.k eSus lRrk dh uh;r] fcpkSfy;ksa dh 
dwor vkSj funksZ”k turk dh cspkjfx;ksa dk ekfeZd vuqHko fd;k gSA ihM+k dk 
na’k vDlj gh dHkh esjh fp=dkjh esa] dHkh lS)kfUrdh esa rks dHkh dfork esa 

ykok cudj QwVrk jgk…A  vuqHko dh [kqjnjh tehu ls mxh ;s dfork,a esjk 
nnZ gj ysrh gSa & ,slk ugha gS] cfYd ;g ihM+k eSa vius xk¡o] vius leLr 
ns’kokfl;kssa ds lkFk ck¡Vuk pkgrk g¡w tks Lo;a HkqDrHkksxh gSa ysfdu fdUgha 

ukekywe dkj.kksa ls bls vfHkO;Dr ugha dj ikrs …A ekuoh;rk dh ;g Hkk”kk 
lk/kkj.k cksypky dh Hkk”kk vkSj ‘kSyh esa vafdr dh xbZ gSA vkt dh 
foHkhf”kdkvksa vkSj jkstejsZ dh u;h&iqjkuh ?kVukvksa&nq?kZVukvksa ls tu&thou 
ftl izdkj vkdzkar gks mBrk gS ,sls esa ;s dfork,a ;fn FkksM+k Hkh ekxZ&n’kZu dj 
ldha] izsfjr dj ldha & budh lkFkZdrk le>waxkA  
 

 viuh fiNyh iqLrd ‘vk/kqfud Hkkjr dh }U}dFkk’ esa eSus Hkkjrh; lekt 
dh vk/kqfud tfVyrkvksa vkSj fof’k”Vrkvksa dh lS)kafrd O;k[;k nsus dh dksf’k’k  
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dh FkhA reke ckSf)d oxZ esa iqLrd dh csgn yksdfiz;rk vkSj lQyrk ds 
ckotwn ;g dpksV eq>esa cuh jgh fd lkekftd&lkaLd`frd foe’kZ dh tfVy 

Hkk”kk vkSj mldh xzkárk Hkksys&Hkkys vke&tu rd ugha igqap ldhA ‘dfork dk 

xk¡o’ eu esa mBusokys mUgha lokyksa dk izR;qRrj cudj mHkjk…A bu dforkvksa 
esa dzwj le; dh foHkhf”kdkvksa dk vk¡[kksa ns[kk gky rks gS gh] Hkfo”; ds ,sls 
ladsr Hkh Nqis gSa ftls viuh vfHkO;fDr dh jkxkRedrk vkSj mlds chp vk 
[kM+h vuqHkoh le>nkjh us mRiUu dhA fu%lansg ;g le>nkjh iz’kklfud 
ljksdkjksa us iSnk dh ysfdu muesa jgus u jg ikus] lius ns[kus u ns[k ikus dh 
NViVkgV] eq>s Hkh Lo;a dks ij[kus dk ,d utfj;k ns xbZA esjh n`f”V esa esjh 
dforkvksa dk tUe blh osnuk ls gqvkA  
 

dforkvksa ds vaxzsth :ikUrj.k ds fy;s eSa izfl) jaxdehZ izks0 jke xksiky 
ctkt] d’ehjh fo}ku izks0 uhjtk eV~Vw rFkk ckaXyk&dfof;=h Mk0 egqvk 
lsuxqIrk ds izfr vkHkkj izdV djrk g¡w A bu dykdkjksa] fo}kuksa rFkk dfo;ksa dh 
fof’k”V i`”BHkwfe ds dkj.k bl laxzg dks vf[ky Hkkjrh; Lo:i fey ldsxk 

blesa lansg ugha gSA eSDyqgku dh ‘fo’o&xzke’ (Xykscy foyst) ds :Ik esa u, 

vkn’kZyksd dh vo/kkj.kk gks vFkok ‘olq/kSo&dqVqEcde~’ dh gekjh ijEijk] 
vaxzsth vuqokn ds ek/;e ls Hkkjrh;rk dh egd iwjs fo’o esa QSys] ;gh esjk 
iz;kl gS A bl dfork laxzg esa O;Dr Hkkouk,a rFkk fopkj esjh O;fDrxr 
vfHkO;fDr;k¡ gSaA izLrkouk fy[kus ds fy;s eSa fgUnh ds iz[;kr dfo izks0 
dsnkjukFk flag dk ân; ls vkHkkjh g¡w rFkk vius izdk’kd fe= v:.k ekgs’ojh 

dh lq:fp dk /kU;okn djrk g¡w ftudh otg ls ‘vk/kqfud Hkkjr dk ;g 

}U}&dkO;’ bl :i esa izdkf’kr gks ldkA esjs fy;s vafre rks ;gh gS % 
 

os eqrebu gSa fd iRFkj fi?ky ugha ldrk 
eSa csdjkj g¡w vkokt esa vlj ds fy;s AA 

        

 f’ko ukjk;.k flag vfuosn  
18 tuojh 2008 
y[kuÅ 
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dfork esa thou dk la/kku 
izks0 dsnkj ukFk flag 

vfuosn dh b/kj dh dforkvksa esa ,d vyx fdLe dk mRrj&vk/kqfud 

Hkko&cks/k mHkjrk fn[kk;h iM+rk gS] ftlesa xk¡o ds cjDl ‘kgjh thou dh Åijh 
ped&ned vkSj Nn~e dh vkykspukRed iM+rky gS rFkk dgha&dgha ml ij 

djkjk O;aX; Hkh & tSls ‘lj’ (Sir) dh laLd`frokyh dfork esaA dqN vU; 

dforkvksa esa Hkh O;aX; dh ;g eghu /kkj ns[kh tk ldrh gSA ‘ekSu vfLRro’ 
tSlh  dfork esa ,d vkSj u;h ckr ns[kh tk ldrh gS] vkSj mls fdlh vU; 
‘kCn ds vHkko esa ,d [kkl rjg dk vfLrRocks/k dgk tk ldrk gS A ij ;g 
vfuosn dh dforkvksa dk ewy LoHkko ugha gS A os gSa ogh Hkhrj ls dyk&ltx 
vkSj ckgj ls foe’kZ&/kekZ jpukdkj A ;g foe’kZeq[kh Loj gky dh dforkvksa esa 
T;knk iz[kj gqvk gS] tks dfork dh cukoV esa ,d ckSf)d rY[kh iSnk djrk gSA 
viuh lexzrk esa ;g laxzg xkao ls ‘kgj rd dk lezx foLrkj vius iUuksa esa 
lesVs gq, gS vkSj ;gh ckr bls mYys[kuh; cukrh gS rFkk vU;ksa ls i`Fkd HkhA  

 
vfuosn] dh dqN dfork,a igys Hkh ns[kh Fkha] ij leosr :Ik esa bruh 

dforkvksa dks i<+us dk volj igyh ckj feykA bUgsa i<+dj tks igyh izfrfdzz;k 
gqbZ og ;g fd ;s ,d ,sls O;fDrRo ls fudyh gqbZ gSa ftldk vuqHko&lalkj 
xk¡o ls ‘kgj rd QSyk gqvk gSA ;g mYys[kuh; gS fd f’ko ukjk;.k flag 

‘vfuosn’ ds O;fDrRo  ds dbZ egRoiw.kZ vk;ke gSa A os ,d lQy iz’kklfud 
vf/kdkjh gSa] ,d pfpZr dykdkj gSa vkSj bu nksuksa ds lkFk&lkFk ,d vPNs dfo 
Hkh gSaA  ;wjksi esa ,sls dykdjksa dh ,d Js.kh feyrh gS] ftUgksaus fp=&jpuk ds 
lkFk&lkFk dkO;&ys[ku ds {ks= esa Hkh vPNh&[kklh [;fr vftZr dh gSA vius 

;gka Hkh ,sls dqN dfo;ksa] ds uke fy;s tk ldrs gSaA ‘vfuosn’ dh ;s dfor,a  
mlh ijEijk dks vkxs c<+kus okyh dforka, gSaA bu dforkvksa ls] xqtjrs gq, ,slk 
yxrk gS fd dfo vius fp=kssa ds lekukarj ,d vkSj nqfu;k jpus ds la?k”kZ esa 
tqVk gS] ftldh uhao jaxksa esa ugha] Hkk”kk ds Hkhrj gSA vfHkO;fDr ds ,d ek/;e 
ls nwljs ek/;e esa lapj.k dk ;g jpukRed la?k”kZ] ikBd ds eu ij ,d fo’ks”k 
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izdkj dk izHkko NksM+rk gS vkSj ;gh izHkko bu ‘kCn&l`f”V;ksa dh izkekf.kdrk dks 
iq”V djrk gSA  
 
 tgk¡ rd bu dforkvksa dh cukoV dk loky gS] tks ckr gekjk /;ku 
lcls igys vkd`”V djrh gS] og ;g fd ;s vk/kqfud eu dh lgt dfork,a gSA 

‘vk/kqfud’ vkSj  ‘lgt’ nksuksa dk ;ksx tjk de gh feyrk gS vkSj ;gka nksuksa 
dh lg&fLFkfr fnypLIk gSSA ;s fujyl vkSj fujk;kl ?kfVr gksus okyh dfork,a 
gSa vkSj ;g fujk;klrk ;k vk;klghurk gh bu dforkvksa dks lcls vf/kd xzkg~; 
cukrh gSA bu dforkvksa ds jpf;rk us viuh dyk ds Hkhrj fcuk fdlh 
vfrjDr Je ds laizs”k.k dh leL;k dks tSls vius fy, gy dj fy;k gSA ;fn 
dksbZ jpuk ,slk izHkko NksM+rh gS] rks bls mldh cM+h lQyrk ekuuk pkfg,A  
 
 eSa ryk’k djrk jgk fd jaxksa esa thus okys bl dykdkj dh dforkvksa esa 
os dkSu ls jax gSa] tks thou dh Nfo;ksa dks mn~?kkfVr djrs gSaA bls js[kkafdr 
fd;k tkuk pkfg, fd bu dforkvksa esa ‘kks[k pV~[k jax yxHkx ugha gSa vkSj tks 
jax gSa] os vkt ds thou dh xgjh mnklh vkSj fo”kkn dks ladsfrr djus okys 
jax gSa] tSls&uhyk] Hkwjk] dRFkbZ ;k dkykA ;g jax&cks/k] thou ds izfr dfo ds 
,d fo’ks”k n`f”Vdks.k dks lwfpr djrk gSA ijUrq bu dforkvksa ds dfo dh thou 
n`f”V ds Lo:Ik dks ,d vkSj fo’ks”k lanHkZ esa ns[kk tkuk pkfg, vkSj og gS dfo 

dk xzke&cks/k A ‘vfuosn’ xzkeh.k lanHkZ ls vkus okys dfo gSa vkSj ml lanHkZ ds 

izfr muds Hkhrj xgjk jkxkRed >qdko gS] tks ‘dfork dk xkao’ tSlh dfork esa 
fo’ks”k :Ik ls ns[kk tk ldrk gSA ;gk¡ dfo xkao  dk vkxzgh vo’; gS] ijUrq 
ml lcdh dher ij ugha ftls ekuo&lH;rk us vkt rd vftZr fd;k gSA 
dfo dh dqN vU; dfork,a bl ckr dh iqf”V djrh gSaA  
 
 fp=dyk vkSj dfork esa thou ds eeZ dks mdsjus okyk ;g jpukdkj bl 
vFkZ esa foy{k.k gS fd og iwjh f’kn~nr ls bl ckr dks Lohdkj djrk gS fd 
thou dk vlyh eeZ Lo;a dyk esa ugha] dyk ds ml ewy mRl esa gS tgka ls 
dyk iSnk gksrh gSSA dfo dk ;g thou&jkx mldk og lacy gS] tks mlds 

l`tu dks&fQj og jax esa gks ;k ‘kCn esa&lkFkZd cukrk gSA “lR;eso t;rs’’ 
‘kh”kZd dfork esa] dfo viuh bl n`f”V&Hkaxh dks] bl :i esa izdV djrk gS % 
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 ‘dfork 
 fp=dyk  

                             laxhr esa 
                             ugha] 
                             thou esa 

                             thou feysxk’ 
 
 bl NksVs ls mnkgj.k dh /ofu dks idM+rs gq,] ;g fufoZokn :i ls dgk 

tk ldrk gS fd dfo ‘vfuosn’ ‘dfork esa thou ds la/kku’ ds dfo gSa vkSj 
cs’kd bl la/kku dk vkStkj dyk gh gSA  
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Attacks — 
Again and yet again, 
 
Restless and fidgety, 
Something escapes from my soul 
 
And a vagrant emotion binds me — 
 
Like steamy airs winding up 
From the kitchen hearth 
Melting me in its warmth. 
 
A throaty chuckle 
Rings out afar, 
Fanning out all flames within. 
 
Do weapons have colours too — 
That can dawn new drapes, 
Casting them all over, 
On the canvas of grief. 
 
Protecting the greens and reds 
With joy do I fight out — 
Again, 
And yet  
Again. 
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ftthfo”kk 
 
Ckkj&ckj  
djrk gS dksbZ okj] 
 
fryfeykrk NViVkrk  
dqN NwVrk tkrk gS tSlsA  
 
,d mnkl vkosx tdM+rk gS eq>s && 
 
pwYgs ls mBrh Hkki&tSlk  
lh>rk g¡w eSa ,d vkap esa A  
 
nwj ls vkrh ,d e/;e lh galh  
gj tdM+u dks  
ygdkrh tkrh gSA  
 
D;k gfFk;kjksa ds Hkh jax gksrs gSa &  
tks os’k cnydj Nk tkrs gSa 
nq%[kksa ds dSuokl ij \  
 
,d gjs vkSj yky dh lykerh ds fy, 
lq[k ls djrk g¡w eSa okj  
ckj ckj &  
ckjEckj ! 
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Kagaz ka Vish 
 
 
Attacks 
Again — 
And yet again 
The attacks of venomous chits of paper. 
 
And yet 
I do not die. 
Straight and crooked 
Direct and snide, 
Right and left 
In and out 
Up and down 
 
Attacks — 
 
Again and yet again. 
And still I am not killed. 
Neither do I die 
Nor my conscience.  
They wonder— 
How come his morality is still alive? 
 
So, if he does not succumb 
Before our attacks 
Banish him 
From his colours and words 
Snatch away his peace 
Take away  
All energy. 
 
Let him suffer  
 
 
 
 
 
 
dkxt dk fo”k 
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ckj  
ckj  
ckjackj  
dkxtksa ds fo”k dk okjA 
 
vkM+s&frjNs 
yqds&fNis  
nk;sa&ck;sa  
Åij&uhps  
okj  
 
ckjackj 
 
ekjk tkrk gh ughaA 
u gh 
ejrk bZeku mldk 
u gh   
Nhtrk tehj ftldkA  
 
nwj dj nks mls  
jaxksa vkSj ‘kCnksa ls  
Nhu yks lkjh ‘kkafr  
gj yks lkjh ÅtkZ  
;s gSa muds vafre gfFk;kj  
cqjh rjg vkRefuokZflr gksdj  
rksM+++ gh nsxk ne] 
,d fnuA  
 
 
 
From the curse of 
Self-alienation, 
And then suffocate to  
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A natural death. 
He will die 
He has to die 
Either today 
Or the day after. 
 
But I survive 
Again, and yet again. 
 
Poisons rooted in  
Memoes, orders and files, 
Poisons of paper- 
Are all defeated. 
 
I search  
Among the verdant leaves — 
For words of peace 
I draw out the colours of energy 
From the embraces of spring. 
 
Preserving my honesty 
With the touch of true love; 
To fight against darkness, 
I dawn the armour of light. 
 
Neither shall I die — 
Nor my conscience. 
 
Attacks from the poisons of paper 
Will face defeat — 
Again, and yet again. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ejsxk t:j og 
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vkt ugha rks  
dy  
ij cp tkrk eSa  
ckj  
ckj  
ckjackj  
 
dkxtksa dk fo”k 
gkj tkrk gSA 
 
ifRr;ksa dh gfj;kyh 
esa <wa<+ ysrk g¡w 
‘kCn] ‘kkafr ds 
 

clar ds vkxks’k  
esa ik ysrk g¡w 
jax] ‘kfDr ds 
 
cpk ysrk g¡w lPpkbZ dks  
I;kj ds lPps Li’kksZ esa  
lkjs va/ksjksa dks <d nsrk g¡w  
jks’kuh ds ,d fpjkx rys 
 
ugha ejuk eq>s  
u ejsxk bZeku esjk  
gkjsxk ckj&ckj 

ckjackj 
dkxtksa ds fo”k dk okjA 
 
 

 
 

The Soul Lives on 
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Wagging tongues have opened — 
Raw wounds on the body 
 
Gazes poisonous have  
Punched out holes — 
In the faith. 
 
The rot has spread inside out. 
 
Come out of the daydreams. 
Amidst this slumber 
Invokes a voice unknown. 
 
The sunrays on the hills — 
Are eager to soothe the wounds. 
 
The forest winds sway balming the forehead. 
 
Even the oceans are restless 
To wash away the salts from the heart. 
 
Awaken, arise, come out — 
Be in love 
Again. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
vkRek ftank gS 
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yiyikrh thHkksa us 
dj Mkys gSa && 
ftLe ij vusd ?kko 
 
tgjhyh utjksa us  
Nsn Mkyk gS && 
fo'oklksa dksA 
 
lM+u QSy pqdh gS 
Hkhrj rdA 
 
v/kZ&funzk ds fnokLoIu  
ls fudyks ckgj  
dkSu&lh vkokt djrh gS vkg~oku  
 
igkM+ksa dh /kwi && 
rRij gS lsadus dks  
lkjs t[e  
 
taxyksa dh gok && 
Mksyrh gS] ekFkk lgykus dks  
 
leqnz Hkh dc ls cspSu gS && 
fnyksa ls ued cgkus dks 
 
tkxks] mBks] fudyks && 
,d ckj fQj  
I;kj rks djksA     
 

 
An Eternal Love 
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I — 
Am the primitive forest fire 
A million years old,  
 
The one who kindled me — 
Saw the caves erupting with 
The first magic of colours. 
 
The one who felt my heat — 
Made the first brick for the first home. 
 
Those who roasted their fleshy edibles — 
Tasted the first morsels of consumerist  
civilization. 
 
The fire that exhumed itself — 
Wrote its first poetry 
On the face of ashes. 
 
And while writing 
As the fingers touched the earth — 
A scream pierced the forest 
In wild eternal love. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
vkfne I;kj  
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eSa] 
 

yk[kksa lky igys  
 

taxy esa yxh  
igyh vkx g¡wA 
 
 

ftldks tykus okys us  
ns[kk] xqQkvksa ls  
QwVrk 
jaxksa dk igyk peRdkjA 
 

rkius okys us cukbZ  
igyh bZaV ?kj dhA 
 

Hkwu dj [kkus  
okys us  
p[kk Lokn  
Hkksx dh lH;rk dkA 
 
igyh dfork fy[kh  
jk[k ds ‘kjhj ij  
[kqn ty jgh vkx usA 
 
vkSj dfork fy[krs&fy[krs  
maxfy;ksa us  
tks Nqvk  
/kjrh dks  
 
rks phRdkj mBh og  
taxy ds vkfne I;kj esaA 
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Baba’s Home 
 
 
Now 
I am building again my home 
Renovating the hundred and fifty years  
Old structure, 
Caking up the earthen walls in cowdung 
Putting up a roof of clean baked tiles. 
 
But 
I cannot find  
Anywhere 
My Baba’s hookah. 
Where on earth 
Could it be? 
 
It was me who had hid it 
Out of spite, 
When on an afternoon  
Catching me red handed 
Smoking pieces of biri 
He had slapped me. 
 
Neither hookah 
Nor roof, 
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ckck dk ?kj 
 
cuk jgk g¡¡w  
nkyku] ?kj 
 
Ms<+ lkS lky  
iqjkus dks fQj ls u;k  
 
[kMh+ dj jgk g¡¡w  
xkscj esa  
fyih  
feV~Vh dh nhokj ! 
 
Mky jgk g¡¡w  
[kijSy] cuk jgk g¡w Nr  
 
ckck dk gqDdk  
 
u tkus  
dgka  
xqe gks x;k ! 
Nqik;k Fkk] eSus gh mls dgha  
 
FkifM+;k;k Fkk  
mUgksaus 
tc 
nqigfj;k esa  
pksjh ls  
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And not even that afternoon, Nor Baba. 

After his departure, home also disappeared. 

 

I am raising from dust, 

The fallen walls, 

The collapsed porches, 

Calling out to Baba, 

I am  

Building my home again. 
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ihrs idM+k Fkk  
chM+h ds BksVs 
 
u og gqDdk  
u BksVs  
u nhokj u ckckA 
u eSa 
muds tkus ds ckn  
?kj Hkh u tkus  
dgk¡ pyk x;k A 
 

mBk jgk g¡w …fxjrh nhokj  
cuk jgk g¡w nkyku  
iqdkjrk g¡w ckck dks  
vkSj fQj l¡okj jgk g¡w ?kjA  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
The Magician of Canvas 
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My fingers tremble with 
Wishes of begetting a yellow moon 
On the azure blue sky. 
 
A Magician of Night 
Emerges on the canvas 
from the closed by-lanes 
Of paint brushes, 
 
And slowly - 
It becomes a singing nightingale; 
The sun raising its head in a scarlet lift — 
The house ringing with sweet little chirpings. 
 
I know not this magician — 
Who escapes my grasp  
Casting himself all over 
The canvas of life. 
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dSuokl dk tknwxj 
 
xgjs  uhys vkleku ij  
ihys pkan dks ikus dh df’k’k  
maxfy;ksa dks fFkjdk nsrh  gS  
 
dSuokl ij mHkjrk gS  
jkr dk tknwxj && 
fNVddj dwfp;ksa dh  
can xfy;ksa lsA 
 
/khjs /khjs og cny tkrk gS && 
,d xkuk xkrh fpfM+;k esa A 
yky mBku fy, flj mBkrk gS lw;Z && 
uUgha pgpgkVksa ls Hkj tkrk gS nkyku A 
 
irk ugha dkSu gS og tknwxj && 
esjh gj idM+ ls gks tkrk gS ckgj  
dSls Nk tkrk gS thou ds dSuokl ij \ 
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My silent-Self 
 
 
Words are ruled by thoughts 
Dogma piling up  
One on top of the other. 
Where do I anchor  
In this constrained space? 
 
Perhaps more is conveyed 
When I am silent — 

 
And the eloquence of my words 
Barricades me  — 
So that I dawn the persona of others 
and drift away from myself. 
Pray, tell me, who has ever known 
My silent self? 
 
It is only me sometimes — 
who knows my true self. 
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ekSu vfLrRo  
 
‘kCnksa ij Hkkoksa dk izfrca/k]  
fopkjksa ij :f<+;ksa dk] 
vuUr Hkko] 
vuUr fopkj] 
nk;jksa esa NViVkrk esjk vUreZuA 
 
tc ekSu gksrk g¡¡w && 
rHkh ‘kk;n vf/kd cksyrk g¡¡wA  
 
tc cksyrk g¡¡w && 
lhek esaa c¡/k tkrk gw¡A 
lcksa dk gks tkrk g¡w] 
vkSj vius ls tSls nwj tkrk g¡w A 
 
esjs ekSu vfLrRo dks dkSu tku ik;k gS \ 
 
;g tks vphUgk vuFkd eSa g¡w] 
dHkh dHkh eSa gh igpku ikrk g¡w  

bls …A 
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I am the Ocean  
 
 
I am the Ocean 
I have seen the spread of civilization;  
Been witness to Man’s evolution 
Prehistoric to post-colonial. 
 
Traversing the endless terrains,  
rough and uneven 
At last-I have become the Ocean. 
 
Given life to countless creatures. 
Deep and tranquil inside, 
playful on the surface, 
a bit muddied here and there, 
near the shores, 
where the world comes  
to touch me, to swim in me,  
 
But-no one comes-to submerge in me, 
except the setting Sun.  
Have you seen  
the two of us, becoming one?  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

eSa leqnz g¡¡w  
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eSa leqnz g¡¡wA 
 
lH;rk dk foLrkj 
ns[kk gS eSaus && 
 
ekuo ds fodkl dk 
lk{kh g¡¡w eSa && 
 
vkfne ls mRrj&vkSifuosf'kd rdA  
 
vufxur ÅcM+&[kkcM+ 
jkLrksa ls 
xqtj dj 
leqnz cuk g¡¡w eSaA  
 
thou fn;k gS && 
vla[; izkf.k;ksa dks  
 
Hkhrj ls 'kkar&xgjk 
mij papy] 
eVeSyk Hkh dgha&dgha 
fdukjksa ij  
tgka nqfu;k 
vkrh gS eq>s Nwus 
rSjus eq>esa  
ij Mwcus dksbZ ugha vkrk 
 
 
 
 
 

That is the way, Life is,  
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And so is Creation,  

as well as Art - Poetry - Music. 

I am the Ocean… 

The beginning as well as the  

End. 
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flok; <yrs lwjt dsA 

 
<yrs lwjt vkSj eq>s ,d gksrs ns[kk gS vkius && 
 

nsf[k, 
 
;gh thou gS && 

l`tu ;gh ; 
dyk ;gh ; 
dfork vkSj 

laxhr ;gh ; 
eSa leqnz g¡¡w] 
vkfn ;gh] 
vUr Hkh ;ghA  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 42  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

 

The Waves  
 
 

The sea, sand and earth,  

bearing the onslaught of waves,  

make me forget that anything exists  

beyond the sand, the waves and the sky.  

 

The nearness of the boats, the fishermen  

and the clouds,  

The touch of sand and sea-water,  

make me feel the intimate touch of love, 

 

And I, a descendant of Krishna,  

abandon myself to the love of sea-waves, 

My Radha. 

And the turning away of the clouds,  

feels like the reproach of the gopies. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ykgjsa 
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ygjksa ds FkisM+ksa dks lgrk] 
ckyw&feV~Vh dk leqnzh rV && 
 
Hkqyk nsrk fd 
ckyw] ygjksa vkSj vkleku  
ds ijs Hkh dqN gSA  
 
ukoksa] eNqqvkjksa] cknyksa ds  
lkfUu/; esa] 
ckyw vkSj leqnzh ikuh dk  
feyk&tqyk Li’kZ  
I;kj dk Li’kZ djk tkrk gS 
 

vkSj’ 
  
eSa d`”.k dk oa’kt]  
leqnzh ygjksa ls]  
jk/kk tSlk I;kj djrk ! 

vkSj’ 
  
I;kj dh Å”ek esa] 
cknyksa dk bBykuk  
xksfi;ksa ds mykgus  
tSlk gksrk ! 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mahakumbh 
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Still and listless do I lie 
On the bed of the flowing river. 
 
Flowing with me  
Are the moulting sloughs 
 
In the Mahakumbh of  
Trust and hope. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 45  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

 
egkdaqHk 
 
fuFkj jgk g¡¡w eSa && 
 
unh dh rygV esa A 
 
cg jgh gSa && 
lkjh daspqysa  
 
vkLFkk ds egkdaqHk esaA  
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The Homeless  
 
 
I have never been able to 
 
Write poems as they 
Are written by others, 
 
Draw and paint art 
As others, 
 
To work and serve 
As a service holder does; 
 
And back home 
Enacting the roles cut out 
For husband, brother, son or father 
Was never easy for me. 
 
Craving to create a new world 
With my words 
Yearning to colour an eternal pain 
 
Wanting to live nameless  
At home, 
 
Striving to serve people  
At work, 
 
The irony is 
I have become 
Homeless at home, 
A rebel in service, 
 

 
 
 
 
cs?kj balku  
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dfork dks dfork 
tSls fy[kuk && 
dyk dks dyk 
tSls x<+uk && 
ukSdjh dks ukSdjh 
tSls djuk && 
?kj esa ifr] HkkbZ] iq=] firk  
tSlk jguk && 
dHkh ugha gks ik;k eq>lsA  
 

'kCnksa ls 
nqfu;k jpuk pkgk  
jaxksa ls 
ihM+k dks vej djuk pkgk  
?kj esa csuke 
jguk pkgk  
ukSdjh ls 
tu dY;k.k djuk pkgkA 
 

ij 
?kj esa cs?kj  
ukSdjh esa fonzksgh  
dfo;ksa esa dykdkj  
 

vkSj 
dykdkjksa esa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A poet among painters 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 48  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

And a painter among poets. 
 
Yet it is true  
 I have become a  
better humanbeing. 
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dfo cu dj 
jg x;kA 
 
ij lp gS  
eSa csgrj balku cu ik;k A  
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Sugiya’s Fatal Attraction 
 
 
Her mother wailed aloud, 
Fists bitting on her 
Soft bosom. 
 
The pain of her sorrow 
Rendered itself 
Into the heart of ages century-old. 
 
One month  
Before her fourteenth birthday 
While she looked below 
From the terrace on the third storey, 
Seeing a bed of flowers 
Drawing her near, 
Luring her with their touch, 
She flew down or fell 
I know not, 
Onto the flower-bed, 
Returning to the dust from where she came. 
 
Her mother’s cries 
Tore apart our hearts. 
The neighbourhood Lady - 
Consoled Sugiya’s mother 
With words of wisdom- 
Tales on  
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lqfx;k dk lEeksgu 
 
eka cqDdk QkM+&QkM+  
jks jgh Fkh  
 
:nu dh osnuk  
lfn;ksa ds dystksa esa  
ntZ gks jgh Fkh  
 
dSls feyh lqfx;k \ 
 
lqfx;k 14 lky ls  
,d eghus igys gh  
rhljh eafty dh Nr ls  
uhps Qwyksa dks ns[krs&ns[krs  
Nw ysus ds lEeksgu esa  
,dk,d mM+h ;k fxjh  
vkSj feV~Vh esa fey xbZ ! 
 
eka dk :nu eghus Hkj  
ls yxkrkj lcds dysts dks]  
phj jgk Fkk  
 
iM+ksl dh ekbZ 
lqfx;k dh eka dks  
thou vkSj txr  
bZ’oj vkSj u’oj 
fdLer vkSj cnulhch 
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Life and the living world, 
God and us mortals, 
Luck and misfortunes 
But failed to stop her tears. 
 
Nobody could explain  
Why Sugiya left us- 
Neither her parents, nor siblings, 
Least of all, her mother. 
All were stunned. 
 
Her school copies 
Revealed  
Pictures of flowers and flower pots, 
A young girl plaiting her hair, 
Songs and couplets 
That she had penned down. 
 
Even while visiting her uncle  
In Kanpur, 
She used to wake up from her sleep 
Fearing that her flowers had dried 
Back home in Tatanagar. 
 
A couple of days  
Before her death 
She had also stopped asking for 
Her golden chain. 
 
That day 
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ds nqfu;k tgku ds  
fdLls lquk&lqukdj Hkh  
mldk 
:nu ugha jksd ik jgh FkhA 
 
lqfx;k D;ksa py clh  
u ckcwth] u HkkbZ&cguksa  
u [kqn eka dks le> vk jgk Fkk ! 
 

lc vokd~ Fks  
 

og Ldwy dh dkfi;ksa dks  
Qwy vkSj xeys  
pksVh ck¡/krh ;qok gksrh yM+dh  
ds fp=ksa  
xkus] nksgksa ls  
Hkj nsrh FkhA  
 

ekSlk ds ?kj dkuiqj esa  
Hkh VkVk ds vius Qwyksa  
ds lw[kus dh fpUrk esa 
tkx&tkx mBrh Fkh] Hkjh uhan lsA  
 

py clus ls  
nks pkj fnu igys gh  
mlus lksus dh fldM+h dh  
[okfg’k Hkh NksM+ nh FkhA 
 

viuk ilanhnk Qzkd iguk ml fnu] 
usy ikfy’k dh] [kqn vkSj  
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She wore her favourite frock, 
Put nail polish 
And taking her younger sister along, 
Went up to the terrace. 
 
And the magic touch of flowers 
Drew her so, 
That she gave herself away to them. 
 
Leaving us all dumbfounded  
Sugiya left for the unknown. 
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NksVh cgu dks ys] 
Åij Nr ij xbZ 
 
vkSj  
Nw ysus ds lEeksgu esa  
vius Qwyksa ij U;kSNkoj  
gks xbZ! 
 

lcdks gDdk&cDdk NksM+  
u tkus dgkWa¡ pyh  
xbZ lqfx;kA  
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The Clock 
 
 
One day, 
I had this intense desire 
Of going to my native village in Oghni, 
From Old College of Kuba. 
 
The crushing heat of May killing, 
Getting heavier than one’s own weight; 
Punctured cycle wheels, 
And smarting naked feet. 
 
As I remembered these, 
The Girl emerged 
As a faded memoir. 
 
The ever punctual girl 
Whom we had named 
‘The Clock’. 
 
Where would she be now? 
Like life, 
A search for ‘the Clock’ 
Also seems impossible. 
 
I have found her  
In fond remembrance of 
Her white school uniform, 
And my smarting feet in  
The scorching May heat. 
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?kM+h  
 
,d fnu  
iqjkus dkyst dwck ls  
vius  xk¡o vks?kuh ds jkLrs  
tkus dh rhoz bPNk gqbZA 
 
;knksa esa mHkj vkbZ  
ebZ dh ekjd ?kwi  
vius otu ls Hkh T;knk Hkkjh  
iapj lkbfdy  
rirs uaxs iSj] unh ukys 
?kksa?ks] bZ[k ds [ksr]  
jkLrs esa iM+h touok dh yk’kA 
 
,sls esa ftanxh dh ;kn cudj mHkjh] 
og yM+dh 
ftls ge ?kM+h dgrs Fks  
dgk¡ gksxh og \ 
 
lqdqu dh rjg  
?kM+h dks <w¡<+uk Hkh  
ukeqefdu lk yxrk gSA  
 
vkt brus o”kksZa ckn  
Ldwy dh lQsn iks’kkd vkSj   
rirs ikaoksa dh pqVdh Hkj ;kn 
esa [kkstrk g¡w ?kM+h dks 
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God only knows 
What odd fates she might have suffered 
In the hands of her ‘worldly’ groom. 
 
Why could I not gift her this poem for 
the punctuality- 
The pleasure of being present at ten, 
Right in time 
For our morning prayers? 
 
Between her white uniform  
And my smarting sore feet 
Why did I need  
So many years 
To cover the distance between 
Kuba and Oghni? 
 
Why could I not present her 
This poem 
Before cancer extinguished her? 
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nqfu;k uke ds ifr us  
?kM+h dh u tkus D;k nqxZfr  
dh gksxh \  
 
D;ksa ugha ns ik;k mls eSa  
vkt rd  
10 cts dh izkFkZuk esa Bhd  
10 cts gkftj gksus dk  
migkj \ 
 
D;ksa yx x;s brus lky 
lQsn iks’kkd 
rirs ikaoksa  
vkSj dwck ls vks?kuh  
dh ;k=k ds chp  
 
D;ksa ugha ns ik;k ?kM+h dks  
;g dfork] dSalj ls mldh  
e`R;q ds igys \  
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The split Women 
 
 
I have often seen 
All women are split into two- 
An external form and an inner self. 
 
The quest for this inner self  
of a woman 
Makes the  man a curious  lover. 
 
The inner self of the housewife is 
Deep and profound like  
A lake in the mountains 
Drop by drop 
She emerges into a full bloom. 
 
Looking after both the hearth and 
The outer world, 
The working woman hides  
Within herself 
A spirit that bursts forth, 
Calling out, as she brims over- 
A woman who needs to be  
Caressed away from death. 
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c¡Vh gqbZ vkSjrsa   
 

eSus ns[kk gS fd && 
reke vkSjrsa c¡Vh gksrh gSa]  
ckgj vkSj Hkhrj dh vkSjr esaA  
 
ckgj ls Hkhrj dh ;g ryk’k gh  
iq:”k dks cuk nsrh gS ,d mRlqd izsehA  
 

x`fg.kh ds Hkhrj dh vkSjr gksrh gS 
,dne igkM+ksa dh >hy lhA  
cw¡n&cw¡n fjlrh ysfdu viuh  
mn~xe esa ,dne f[kyhA  
 

?kj vkSj ckgj dks lkFk&lkFk l¡Hkkyrh&l¡okjrh 
uwursy&ydM+h ls gkftjh jftLVjksa  
ds chp my>h   
dkedkth vkSjr ds vanj Nqih gksrh gS 

,d fcQjh]Nydrh] xqgkj yxkrh vkSjr … 
ftls cpk ysuk pkfg, gj ckj ejus ls … 
 
tc Hkhrj dh vkSjr ej tkrh gS  
rks ckgj dh vkSjr oLrq cu tkrh gS  
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When the inner soul of woman dies 
The outer woman becomes commodified 
Some of the girls who escape villages and towns 
Get drawn into the Metropolis market 
Looking for food, clothes and  shelter 
They reach the corridors of power ! 
 
In the scorching summer heat 
Who is this rustic woman 
Wiping her sweating brow, 
Whose shoulders arch under 
The lustrous  harvests  
From the village fields. 
Is she not the one whom 
The capitalist consumerist world  
Has hit really hard? 
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xk¡o] dLcksa ls Hkkxh yM+fd;ksa esa ls  
,dk/k ig¡qp tkrh gSa && 
egkuxj ds cktkj]  
ryk’k gksrh gS jksVh] diM+k] edku  

ig¡qp tkrh gSa lRrk ds epku … 
 

tsB dh rirh /kwi esa ; 
xkyksa ls ilhus iksaNrh ; 
dkSu gS ;g xk¡o dh vkSjr] 
ftlds da/ks rus gSa && 
[ksr dh Qly dh ped ls \ 
D;k ;gh  
ugha gS og 
iw¡thoknh O;oLFkk us lcls T;knk]  
ekjk gS ftlds iwjsiu  
dks \ 
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The Death of a Century 
 
 
Mortally afraid of the deadly lustre 
Of the malls and markets 
In the city, 
I fled to the village 
That held the cradles of tradition. 
 
I went to the village river, 
But found only a canal of  
A power plant. 
 
Dumbfounded,  
I saw,  
The fishermen and boatmen 
Had all become workers 
In the plant. 
 
I searched and searched in vain. 
 
Then, 
The remnant of the river, 
Lying beneath the canal asked, 
What are you looking for? 
We have lost the tradition, 
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lnh dh e`R;q 
 
egkuxj dh  
ekWYl vkSj ekdsZV dh Hk;kog  
pdkpkSa/k ls  

Mjk eSa ; 
Hkkxk xk¡o] 
ijEijk dh xksn esaA 
 
xk¡o dh unh rd  
igq¡pk rks  
gDdk&cDdk \ 
 
unh rks dgha Fkh  
gh ugha 
ikoj IykaV dh  
ugj Fkh ogk¡A 
 
lc eNqvkjs vkSj ukfod  
ikoj IykaV ds  
etnwj cu x;s FksA 
 
fQj Hkh <w¡<+rk jgk eSa  
rHkh] 
nwj ukys esa rCnhy  
unh us iwNk && 
 
rqe fdldks  
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Nor could we save the Century. 
 
All that remains is a confused existence. 
Society still languishes in  
The centuries gone by, 
And yet, 
Art and literature have 
Sure become post-modern. 
 
This depression of post-modernism 
Belonging to the Western worlds, 
Have draped itself over 
One and all -Society, Economy, Truth 
History, colonialism, tradition 
All have become autonomous, loosing accountability. 
 
Go back to the post-modernists 
Here, like me, 
You shall dry away a little, each day, 
And so saying, 
The river breathed her last. 
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<w¡<+ jgs gks \ 
 
gekjs ikl u ijaijk jgh 
u cp ldh lnhA  
 
thou gekjk  
xM~eM~M~ gks x;k gS  
lekt ugha gqvk gS vk/kqfud &&  
dyk&lkfgR; gks x;k gS 
mRrj&vk/kqfud A 
 
rqEgsa rks irk gS && 
if’pe dk vks<+k  
mRrj&vk/kqfud foe’kZ  
gj fo”k; dks] 
lekt] vFkZO;oLFkk] 
lR;] mifuos’kokn] 
bfrgkl] ijEijk ls  
dkVdj  

‘Lok;Rr rF;’ cuk nsrk gS  
oknksa vkSj fooknksa ls ijsA 
 
rqe ykSV tkvks]  
mUgha mRrj&vk/kqfudksa ds chp && 
 
;gk¡ rqe ?kq¡V&?kq¡V dj  
lw[k tkvksxs  

esjh rjg vkSj’ unh us vkf[kj 
ne rksM+ fn;kA 
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Kavita ka Gaon   
 
 

Letters, 

finger-traced  

In the cold ashes 

 of the fire,  

under the steam, 

rising from a cauldron,  

of sugarcane juice, 

 in milky words  

written on black slates  

emerges  

The habitat of poetry.  

No, not in half-formed towns.  

Sunshine that stops  

at windows in the metropolis,  

Trucks that batter the road,  

Trains that set the bridge a-shiver,  

Blackout with smog 

the sky of the Muse,  
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dfork dk xkao 
 
dM+kgs esa 
idrs] xUus ds jl 
ls mBrh Hkki ds ikl  
 

pwYgs ls fudyh jk[k ij  
maxyh ls 
cus v{kj ;k 
dkyh iVjh ij 
nwf/k;k  
'kCnksa ls curk  
dfork dk xkaoA 
 

v/kwjs 'kgj dh 
v/kwjh ftUnxh esa dgka ls yk;s dfo \ 
 
egkuxj dh f[kM+dh rd 
:dh /kwi  
lM+d jkSanrh Vªdsa 
iqy dks FkjFkjk nsrh jsysa 
dfork ds vkleku ls pqjkdj  
pkan flrkjksa vkSj jks’kuh dks 
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suspending the motion  
of the Sun, the Moon and the Stars,  
Nothing survives in the poetry-town  
except violence and voracious appetite.  
How should the poet conjure  
a whole new habitat of Poetry ?  
Celebrate dedication in place of  
indulgence  
And peace in place of violence ! 
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QSyk nsrh gSa pkSrjQk /kq¡/k 
dfork ds egkuxj esa rc D;k cprk gS 
fgalk ;k Hkksx ! 
 
dgk¡ ls yk, dfo 
dfork dk iwjk xkao \ 
dgka ls yk;s og  
Hkksx dh txg ;ksx 
fgalk dh txg 'kkafr \ 
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Kalua   
 

 
The thick black night stands guard 
At the back of the malodorous gutter. 
This is where Kalua’s ‘home’ stands. 
When late at night Kalua returns 
From scrubbing the pots and pans 
In rich homes, 
To his home 
He wonders : 
Why is darkness and stench 
Absent from the rich homes? 
Are millions of Kalua 
born only to raise and clean 
rich homes? 
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dyqvk   
 
dkyh va/ksjh jkr dk igjk 
cncwnkj ukys dk fdukjk  

;gh gS dyqvk dk “?kj”A  
 
nsj jkr] cMs ?kjksa  
ds crZu f?kl dj tc  
ykSVrk gS dyqvk  

bl vius “?kj” 
 
rks dqN lksprk gS og A 
 
va/ksjk vkSj cncw  
cM+s ?kjksa esa D;k blhfy, ugha gksrs 
ml tSls djksM+ksa dyqvk  
tUesa gh gSa] cM+s ?kj  
[kM+k djus] mUgsa lkQ djus ds fy, A 
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The Truth   
 
 

I stumbled across Truth – 

banished from life at present  

when I went one day  

to my old school in the village.  

I found it in Maulvi Saheb’s stick,  

lying on the matting and planks  

And in the gurgling of Baba’s hookah.  

Truth asked me ? 

How you have changed !  

do you remember the pride Maulvi Saheb  

and Baba  

had in you !  

How sure your Baba was  

that ‘Satyameva Jayate’  

would be your only God. 

But you left the village in ’77,  

and the gulf  
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lR;eso t;rs~ 
 
lPpkbZ && 
tks thou ds orZeku ls 
fuokZflr dj nh xbZ gSA 
 
,d fnu 
tc eSa xkao vius 
Ldwy x;k Fkk 
ogka fey xbZA 
 
VkV vkSj iV~Vh ij 
ekSyoh lkgc dh NM+h esa 
vkSj pcwrjs ij 
ckck dh ?kq?kquh ,oa 'kcZr esa 
fey xbZ A 
 
mlus iwNk 
rqe fdrus cny x, gks  
;kn gS ekSyoh lkgc 
rqe ij fdruk Q[kzzz djrs Fks \ 
 
rqEgkjs ckck dks fdruk ;dhu Fkk 
rqe ij 
fd rqe lR;eso t;rs~ dks gh 
bZ'oj ekuksxsA 
 
lu~ 77 esa rqeus xkao D;k 
NksM+k fd 
eq>ls gj iy nwj gksrs pys x;sA 
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between me and you grew apace.  

Now you think of me only  

in dreams,  

or in that little bit of the human  

still in you,  

or when your eyes moisten,  

cherishing memories of your sister,  

Or in the memory of the tables,  

learnt by rote from Baba.  

Where have you strayed  

and lost yourself ?  

I know you are restless,  

separated from me;  

You bear this curse  

of living an alienated life. 

Remember,  

Truth is as far from Falsehood  

As peace is from War  

And Life from Death. 

Truth is the essence of life,  
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rqEgs esjh dHkh ;kn vkrh Hkh gS 
rks liuksa esa 
;k esjh otg ls tks  
FkksM+k cgqr rqeesa bUlku cpk gS 
mlesa A 
 
;k tc cgu dks ;kn dj 
rqEgkjh vk¡[ksa McMck tkrh gSa 
;k fQj tc ckck dk 
igkM+k ;kn vkrk gS \ 
 

dgka xqe gks x;s gks rqe 
vius ls brus nwj pys x;s gksA 
eq>s ekywe gS 
esjs cxSj rqe cspSu gks 
exj vkRe&fuokZflr thou thus 
ds fy, vfHk'kIr gks A 
 

rqEgsa ekywe gS 
lp >wB dk varj 
;q} vkSj 'kkafr ls 
Hkh xgjk gS A 
 

Tkhou&ej.k ls 
Hkh ckjhd gSA 
 
lPpkbZ 
vius vki esa 
thou dk ewy gSA 
 

>wB ; 
e`R;q dk i;kZ; gS  
thuk NksM+ 
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And Falsehood another name for death,  

You prefer death to life, 

It seems. 

Lies, War and Death your other names ! 

Go back to life before ’77, occasionally, 

And you will find life 

Not in poetry, painting or music 

But in life itself, 

And truth will return from exile. 

Come back, do. 
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e`R;q rqEgsa Hkkus yxh gSA 
>wB 
;q} 
e`R;q rqEgkjs  
i;kZ; gks x;s gSaA 
 
dHkh 
lu~ 77 ls 
igys vk tk;k djks A 
 

dfork ; 
fp=dyk ; 
laxhr esa ugha] 
thou esa thou feysxkA 

lPpkbZ ls ; 
fuokZlu Hkxsxk 
rqe okil vk tkvks ! 
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The Speed 
 
 
Fast moving fans 
Speed of aeroplanes 
Crushing of red line buses  
Why do we find them  
In the metropolis alone? 
 
The buses in small town  
Do not fly thus, 
Neither are there aeroplanes 
Nor electricity. 
 
In the village  
Fastest moves the plough  
Farmers running ahead 
Women singing out  
Children chasing each other  
Sugarcanes are crushed  
And  
Gently sways the nose ring, 
Anchal and the love of a mother. 
 
I wonder  
Whether the plough and the air-plane  
Can move hand in hand  
In the New India. 
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j¶rkj  
 
rst Hkkxrk ia[kk && 

gokbZ tgkt dh jQ~rkj ; 
jsM ykbu clksa dk jkSanuk ;  
;g lc egkuxj esa gh D;wa gksrk gS \ 
 
NksVs dLckssa dh clsa] 
bruh rst ugha Hkkxrha 
tgkt gksrs ugha  
u gh gksrh gS fctyh A 
 
xk¡o esa  
rks lcls rst  
pyrk gS gy] 
nkSM+rk gS d`”kd A 
 
xhr xkrh gSa fL=;k¡] 
Hkkxrs gSa cPps] fijrk gS xUuk] 
fgyksjs ysrs gSa uFk] vkapy vkSj  
ek¡ dh eerk ! 
 
D;k u;s Hkkjr esa  
gy vkSj gokbZ tgkt  
lkFk&lkFk py ik,axs \ 
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The Dilemma  
 
 

The snag of passing through two extremes-  

like beggars huddled in the cold, 

under a blanket of winter clouds,  

to soak them and turn them into stone. 

And I have wrapped myself around  

the blanket of indecision,  

to turn it this way or that, as I please.  

From where will the Sun of resolution arise, 

why did it turn away in the first place ?  

or is it that winter is really over,  

and spring already here ?  

can I cast my blanket away! 
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f}fo/kk 
 
f}fo/kk esa] 
nks vfrjsdksa ds chp 
xqtjrs yxk 
 
tSls fBBqjrs fHk[kkfj;ksa ds Åij 
tkM+s ds ckny gksa 
tks mUgs fHkxksdj 
dkB cuk nsaxsA 
 
vkSj eSaus  
,d pknj vks<+ j[kh gS vfu.kZ; dh 
 
bls tSls pkg¡¡w yisV yw¡ 
'kk;n blhfy, ! 
 
fu.kZ; dk lwjt 
:B dj Nqi x;k gS dqgjs esa 
 
dgha ,slk rks ugha] 
BaM dk ekSle gh 
xqtj pqdk gks] vkSj  
olar vk x;k gks \ 
 
D;k eSa pknj 
Qsad ldrk gwa \ 
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The  Rejuvanation  
 
 
The mountains –  
rugged, rough, luscious green and towering 
The sea –  
blue, brown, green 
The people –  
dark, fair and brown, 
 the clouds – 
black, tawny and white,  
The sky-  
clear, blurred and blue,  
And life – 
swaying, deepening and moving,  
Everything together, forever in a flux,  
Every shade of life 
 radiating beauty,  
preening itself  
and bursting into laughter ! 
This island of St. Lucia 
so full of romance and excitement,  
giving without the asking. 
What expanse –  
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iquthZou  
 
igkM+ && 
ÅcM&[kkcM+ 
gjs&Hkjs  
Å¡psA 
 
leqUnj && 
uhyk] Hkwjk] gjk A 
 
yksx && 
dkys] xksjs] Hkwjs A 
 
ckny & 
dkys] Hkwjs] lQsn A 
 
vkleku & 
lkQ] /k¡q/kyk] uhyk & 
  
thou & 
ygjkrk] xgjkrkA 
 
lc dqN lkFk&lkFk 
gj iy  ?kqyrk&feyrk 
iy Hkj esa thou dk 
gj jax :Ik nsrk  
bBykrk&f[kyf[kykrk] 
jksekap ls Hkjiwj  
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smoothening out and soothing  

centuries of twisted prejudices,  

complexes, sorrows and failures,  

Rejuvenates in a flash,  

hugs its guests and bids them au revoir 

A fresh inspiration to refresh life. 
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lsaV ywfl;k dk ;g }hi  
 
fcuk ekaxs fdruk foLrkj  
ns tkrk gS && 
lfn;ksa ls tdM+s iwokZxzgksa  
dqaBkvksa] nq[kksa] vlQyrkvksa  
dks lgykdj A 
 
iy Hkj esa u;k thou ns  
vius vfrfFk;ksa ls xys feydj  
fonk djrk gS && 
u;k thou] thus dh 
izsj.kk nsdjA 
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The Heir  
 

 

The land of Thanta Lehrova – 
The working women shielding their beauty 
under umbrella 
farmers rejoicing  
the rich  
harvest of  
crops. 
Gurus and disciples in rhythms – 
of Manipuri dance and song. 
Embracing India  
they say we are  
also heirs to  
this great civilization. 
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okfjl  
 
FkkaVk  
ysgjksck dh Hkwfe A 
 
dkyh Nrjh ls  
lkSUn;Z dk nhFk cpkrh  
dkedkth efgyk,¡A 
 
[ksrksa esa le`) 
Qly dh rjg meM+s fdlku A 
 
ef.kiqjh u`R;  

laxhr ds y; esa c) ; 
Nk= vkSj  
xq: A 
 
 
Hkkjr ls  dgrs xys fey&feydj  
ge Hkh blh le`) lH;rk  
ds okfjl gSaA  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 90  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

We are all Benarasis  
 
 

From the other bank of the river Ganges,  

where Deorahava Baba esconced  

on a machan for a month every year,  

Look at Benaras  

and you’ll know, why the metropolitans  

know us for a Benarasi the moment we speak. 

Whether the words are in Hindi or in English,  

the easiest identification is our Benarasiness 

The beating of drums…  

the hugs of Id and Basant Panchami  

bringing down the walls between temple and mosque; 

Watery burial of idols,  

ornamentation and grandeur, Mithais and pans. 

Festivals of colour and joy,  

the roads of memory getting jammed…  

and the full-throated laughter  
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ge lc cukjlh 
 
xaxk ds ml ikj && 
fdukjs tgka nsojgok ckck 
gj lky eghus Hkj] 
epku ij Msjk Mkys jgrs FksA 
 
ogka ls] 
[kM+s gks cukjl dks ns[krs && 
yx tkrk gS 
fd eq¡g [kksyrs gh 
egkuxj ds yksx 
dSls igpku tkrs gSa gesaA 
 
'kCn vaxzsth ds gksa ;k fganh ds] 
igpku dk lgt ek/;e 
cu tkrk gS cukjlh gksukA 
 
bZn] olar&iapeh feyu esa 
eafnj&efLtn Hksn Hkqyk] 
<ksy&uxkM+s 
ewfrZ&foltZu] 
lkt&lTtk] feBkbZ&iku] vchj&xqyky 
ds lkFk lc euk jgs 
esyk mRloA 
 
;knksa dh lM+dsa Tkke gks tkrh gSaA 
vkSj ?kaVs Hkj esa igqapus dks 
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We are all Benarasis  
 
 

From the other bank of the river Ganges,  

where Deorahava Baba esconced  

on a machan for a month every year,  

Look at Benaras  

and you’ll know, why the metropolitans  

know us for a Benarasi the moment we speak. 

Whether the words are in Hindi or in English,  

the easiest identification is our Benarasiness 

The beating of drums…  

the hugs of Id and Basant Panchami  

bringing down the walls between temple and mosque; 

Watery burial of idols,  

ornamentation and grandeur, Mithais and pans. 

Festivals of colour and joy,  

the roads of memory getting jammed…  

and the full-throated laughter  
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dgdj pkj ?kaVs yxkus 
okys cukjlh dk Bgkdk 
fcuk Hkkax ds 
u'kk dj tkrk gSA 
 
fo'ofo|ky; esa midqyifr  
gM+rky ls mcjus ds fy, 
gj feuV 
Hkksys ckck ds gkFk tksM+rk gSA 
 
ukxjh izpkj.kh lHkk esa&dfork ikB]  
Jhukjh ukVd eaMyh easa && 
ukVd] gks jgk gksrk gSA 
 
lM+dksa] ?kkVksa ij] 
ckjkfr;ksa dk rkark yxk  
pkgs og ‘kknh dk gks 
;k vafre fonkbZ dkA 
 
v)ZpUnzkdkj xaxk unh  
ij clk ;g cukjl]  
/kks Mkyrk gS  
egkuxjksa dh lkjh eSyA 
  
eu dh] ru dh]  
tdM+h ;knksa dks]  
[kksydj ykSVk nsrk gS]  
egkuxj esa okil]  
cnys esa ;g  dgykrs gq,] 
fd ge lc cukjlh gSaA 
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The Nights 
 
 

Had there been no nights, 

After the entire day’s 

Stench, fistfights 

And a busy hectic life 

 

Who would have 

Cleaned and purged our souls, 

 

Caressing us, 

Carried us to our beds 

 

Laying our heads on slumberous pillows, 

Who would have geared us up 

For the next day’s struggles? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 95  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

jkrsa  
 
vxj 
jkrsa  
uk gksrha rks && 
fnu Hkj dh 
Fkdku] xanxh 
ekjkekjh && 
gk;&rkSck 
 
dks dkSu  
/kksrk&iksaNrk 
ugykrk&/kqykrk 
ljkgrk&lgykrk 
 
dkSu 
cgyk&iqpdk dj  
lqyk nsrk  
xgjh uhan \ 
 
dkSu rS;kj djrk  
fQj] 
thou&laxzke  
esa tqrus] 
vxys fnu ds fy, \ 
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Karma-Dharma 
 
 

Engrossed in trying to solve 

The puzzles held by life 

 

Swami Paramhansa, sitting 

Under this very tree, 

Looking across the vast expanse 

Of the river in front of him,  

Searching for an answer, 

Tells his wife- 

 

You are the Mother of all mankind. 

You, the Divine Mother, 

And I, the Procreator of the world. 

 

Look at Nati Binodini, 

How she is bringing to life 

Lord Chaitanya, in her play. 
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deZ&/keZ  
 

thou  
vkSj txr dh  
xqfRFk;ksa dks  
lqy>kus && 
 

Lokeh ijegal  
blh isM+ ds uhps cSB  
lkeus unh  
ds vkj&ikj thou vkSj txr dk  
lek/kku <w¡<+rsA 
 

viuh  
iRuh  
ls dgrs && 
 

rw txr ek¡] vkSj’ 
eSa iwjs txr dk firk g¡¡wA 
 

uVh fouksfnuh  
dks ns[k  
dSls vius [sky ls  
pSrU; eqfu dks  
iquthZfor dj jgh gSA  
 

thou ls  
va/ksjs feVk  
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And removing all darkness from lives of people 

And that is our 

Karma of this life. 

There is neither religion,  

Nor a monastery greater than 

Illuminating the minds. 
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izdk’k QSykus ls  
egkure u  
dksbZ /keZ gS] 
u eBA  
 

vkSj bl thou dk  
rsjk esjk ;gh  
deZ gS A   
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Buddham Sharanam Gachchhami 
 
 

Faces and forms  

Of the good and the bad, 

Seen in real life 

Or heard of and conjured in  

Fond childhood thoughts, 

Have all mingled thus 

That, 

The thief,  

The dacoit,  

The murderer,  

The robber,  

The fallen,  

The rebel,  

The Oppressors, 

Each of them having a typical feature- 

Such imaginations I grew up with. 

But  
In real life 
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cq)e~ ‘kj.ke~ xPNkfe~  
 
thou ds ;FkkFkZ esa  
cpiu ls  
lqus&lksps  
psgjs  
xM~MeM~M gks x;s gSaA  
 
pksj] 

MdSr ; 
[kwuh ; 
rLdj ; 
Hkz”V ; 
ns’k&nzksgh ; 
‘kks”kdksa ; 
ds && 
 
vthcksxjhc psgjksa dh  
dYiuk fy,  
cM+k gqvkA 
  
ysfdu] 
;FkkFkZ ds thou esa  
dzkafrdkjh vkSj  
‘kks”kd ds  
psgjksa esa  
Hksn dj ikuk gh  

vlaHko gks x;k ! 
 
‘kks”kd ugha] 
dzkafrdkjh dks  
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It is impossible to distinguish 
A radical person and Oppressors 
By their looks. 
Not the Oppressors, 
But the radical person 
Has to face the problem  
Of living with his truth, 
His honesty and his identity. 
 
The Oppressors can detect the 
pollen of truth and honesty 
And thus, start the task of  
entraping the radical. 
 
This has carried on from 
The beginning of life. 
That is why, 
Even when  
Culture and civilization  
Just came into existence 
A dejected Gautama Buddha 
Had to renounce all worldly pleasures 
And go in search of Nirvana. 
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eqf’dy gksrh gS 
vius lp && 
viuh bZekunkjh  

viuh vfLerk ds lkFk thus esa ! 
 
‘kks”kdksa ds QsQM+s  
vklikl dh gok esa 
lp] bZekunkjh ds ijkx  
igpku ysrs gSaA 
 
vkSj lc yx tkrs gSa  
dzkafrdkjh dks pdzO;wg esa  
Q¡lkus esaA 
 
‘kk;n ‘kq: ls gh  
thou dk ;gh dze jgk gks \ 
 
vU;Fkk  
lH;rk&laLd`fr dh ns’k esa  
Bhd ls ‘kq:vkr Hkh 
ugha gqbZ Fkh  
 
vkSj  
 
;FkkFkZ ds thou ls =Lr  
xkSre cq) dks  
lc dqN NksM+  
fuokZ.k dh ryk’k esa  
ou&ou HkVduk iM+k A  
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The Juggler 
 
 

The juggler gets upset 

If not only someone does not  

Honestly appreciate his sport 

But also pays him back 

On his own account. 

 

Becoming a game of guile, 

It then requires that  

Masks of different nature be dawned 

To hide their own indulgences. 

 

Wounds, sharper than those  

Inflicted by feudal lords,  

Are wrought,  

So that their earldoms are preserved, 

 

When it is found that without or  

Even, irrespective of 
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enkjh 
 
ckSjk tkrs gSa 
enkjh 
vxj dksbZ lPpkbZ 
ls muds [ksy ns[k gh ugha 
[ksy] [ksy Hkh jgk gksA 
 
[ksy] muds 
frdM+eksa Hkjs  
 
<w¡< ykrs gS os 
udkc 
rjg&rjg ds 
Nqikus ds fy, 
vius&vius 
Hkksx&foyklA 
 
viuh 
tkxhj dks 
cuk, j[kus ds fy, 
lkearksa ls Hkh 
T;kns 
rh[ks okj djrss gSa os  
 
tc ns[krs gSa] 
dksbZ mudh lkft’kksa  
ds cxSj 
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Such conspiring of jugglers 

One can  

Touch the soul of his kinsmen 

Casting a loving spell 

With innocent words and flowing colours 

Of empathy,  

the simpleton becomes everybody’s  

darling. 
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;k ckotwn Hkh 
laizsf"kr dj ikrk gS 
yksxksa rd 
vius jaxksa 
,oa  
'kCnksa 
dh laosnuk dks 
 
mu lcksa dks ekr ns nsrk gS  
dksbZ f[kykM+h  
eklwe jaxksa vkSj rjy ‘kCnksa  
ls lcdk I;kjk cu  
Nk tkrk gS og vukM+hA  
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A vicious Cycle 
 
 
After one has achieved everything 
What else is he left with  
Save a foreign travel? 
 
His demeanor is worth notice 
The way he prepares to engage in vain existence. 
Before traveling abroad 
Pleadings and petitions; 
On return from his tour of a foreign land, 
His countenance is sated, 
 
He smiles 
He tells tales to his fellow souls 
Sporting a proud vile look 
 
And just after a few days 
To redeem himself from  
The endless tirade of emptiness 
And an endless hollow within, 
He sets out for manipulations  
For arranging another travel abroad. 
And thus goes on the vicious cycle  
Of becoming empty 
Further and yet further. 
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frdM+e   
 
lc dqN ik ysus ds ckn  
fons’k ;k=k gh cprh gS  
[kks[kys vfLrRo  
esa tku Qw¡dus ds fy,A 
 
lc dqN LoxZuqek yxrk gS  
mUgsa  
galrs gSa  
pkVqdkjksa dks fdLls  
lqukrs  
psgjs dk  
vge~ Hkko  
ns[kus ;ksX; gksrk gSA 
 
tSls gh  
dqN fnu xqtjrs gSa && 
 
[kks[kysiu  
dks Hkjus] fQj && 
,d fons’k ;k=k  
ds frdM+e   
 
esa] [kkyh   
vkSj [kkyh gksrs  
pys tkrsa gSa os A  
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Entrapment 
 
 
Pandit Kamalakant Tiwari 
Is an expert of words; 
 
In a blink of an eye 
He can unfurl reasons 
To distort truth to untruth 
And vice-versa. 
 
The sinners- 
He lets go free, 
In exchange of payment 
For his jugglery with words.  
 
Being a juggler, 
He easily recognises the pawn 
That can spoil his game. 
He practises well  
How to win over the pawn 
And later, crush it. 
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csxqukg dk Qank 
 
iafMr deykdkar frokjh 
'kCnksa ds fj;kth gSaA 
 
iyd >idrs gh 
lp dks >wB] 
>wB dks lp esa 
cnyus ds rdZ 
x<+ ysrs gSaA 
 
vijkf/k;ksa dks 
csxqukg NksM+ nsrs gSa 
,ot~ esa 
flQZ viuh 'kCn&lk/kuk dh 
xq: nf{k.kk ysrs gSa \ 
 
T;ksfr"kkpk;Z Hkh gSa] 
igpku ysrs gSa 
dkSu eqgjk muds [ksy 
dks fcxkM+ ldrk gS \ 
 
djrs gSa vH;kl 
ml eksgjs dks 
Qqlykus dk 
cgykus dk 
/kedkrs ckn esa gSa  
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The pawn, naïve as it is, 
Does not sing in tune 
With Panditji. 
 
So he uses his unfailing weapon, 
Casts a magic spell  
On a fossilised document 
That becomes a serpentine trap 
Around the pawn. 
 
He roars in laughter- 
What pride the pawn took 
On its honesty and moral, 
Did it not know, 
Money is the trick that does it all, 
Tuning in all and sundry! 
 
And thus, 
Dances the trap 
As a noose around  
The throat of the pawn. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 113  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

vkSj eqgjk oSlk gh fujk mtM~< \ 
iafMr th dh y;&rky esa 
lqj gh ugha feykrkA 
 
rks NksM+rs gSa && 
viuk vijkts; ck.k  
pykrs gSa 
ea=ksa dk tknw 
fdlh ,d ejs&ncs 
dkxt ijA 
 
vkSj cukrs gSa && 
Qank lkai dk 
eqgjs ds pkjksa rjQA 
 
vV~Vgkl g¡lrs gSa && 
cM+k xoZ Fkk bls 
lPpkbZ] bZekunkjh] 
U;k;&izfdz;k ijA 
 
ugha tkurk 
lc ukprs gSa 
dkxtksa ij j[ks 
otu rys] 
lc ,d lqj&rky 
feykrs gSaA 
 
vkSj ukprk gS 
Qank 
,d csxqukg ds xys A 
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Far from Life 
 
 
Far from the life of faith and belief 
Fatigued becomes he 
With constant fleeing 
From one end to the other; 
And from thence 
To horizon farther away 
 
In an endless escape 
The materialist looses  
Whatever he loved 
Whatever was beautiful 
 
Feelings stripped off hope 
Drift apart – 
Miles away from life 
He builds fortress  
Around himself, 
Barring entry of one and all. 
 
He uses all,  
Consumes everything 
And yet becomes empty 
Further and further. 
 
The materialist drifts  
Away from life && 
Far Far Away. 
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thou ls nwj  
 
 
vkLFkk vkSj  
fo’okl ds thou ls nwj  
Hkkxrs&Hkkxrs Fkd pqds gSa osA 
,d Nksj ls nwljs Nksj  
nwljs ls rhljs  
varghu HkkxeHkkxA 
 

HkkxeHkkx  
esa tks dqN Hkh fiz; Fkk  
lqanj Fkk]  
og [kks pqds gSa miHkksxoknhA 
 

vkLFkkghu thou dk  
vuqHko  
bruk] ekuks 
ftUnxh ls ehyksa nwj gks pqds gSaA  
 

>wB dk fdyk cuk Mkyk gS  
vius pkjksa rjQ 
dksbZ ?kqlus u ik,  
muds vanjA 
 

mi;ksx djrs gSa ;    
miHkksx djrs gSa ;   
vkSj jhrrs pys tkrs gSa] 
 

thou ls nwj && 

cgqr nwj …A 
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The celebrations of Darkness 
 
 
He 
Is a wizard of files 
Gobbling up in paper work 
All programmes  
Of human development and progress. 
 
By the blink of an eye 
Can he build up 
Piles of coups and plots 
Produce chargesheets without charges; 
 
A magician  
Who can breath life into files 
Long dead and buried. 
 
He does not let — 
One get lost among the verdant leaves 
And pen down an unfinished line or two  
In the embraces of spring 
Or 
Fill his soul with a few colourful works 
 
And today’s 
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va/ksjs ds t’u  
 
 
os Hkh dykdkj gSa A 
iyd >idrs gh  
lp dks >wB  
>wB dks lp  
lkfcr dj nsrs gSa os A 
 
os gSa QkbZyksa ds tknwxj  
dkxtksa dh [kkukiwjh esa  
gte dj tkrsa gS fodkl ds lHkh dk;Zdze  
jkrksa&jkr [kM+s dj nsrs gSa  
lkft’kksa ds iqfyaUns 
pktZ ds cxSj fudky ykrs gSa pktZ’khV  
ejs ncs dkxtksa esa dSls rks  
Q¡wd Mkyrs gSa tku A 
 
oafpr dj nsrs gaS os fd  
[kks lds dksbZ  
ifRr;ksasa dh gfj;kyh esa  
clar ds vkxks’k esa  
fy[k lds dksbZ v/kwjh iafDr 
;k vkRek ls iwj ys ,dk/k fp= 
 
vkt dk dkQ~dk xqtjrk gS 
,d varghu VªkW;y dh  
va/ksjh lqjax ls  
 
 
 
 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 118  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

 
Kafka  
Is hurled into  
The dark abyss of  
An unending trial. 
Shrouded in darkness  
Striking, they pounce upon light with vengeance. 
 
They do not let us  
Live life full of 
words and colours, 
to  
see through  
Their vile corrupting celebrations of darkness. 
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v¡/ksajs esa  
fyIr os]  
jks’kuh ij  
djrs gSa okjA 
 
ugha pkgrs os  
‘kCnksa  vkSj jaxksa ds  
vkxks’k esa jg 
ftanxh ds csgn djhc vk, dksbZ  
vkSj ns[k lds Hkz”Vkpkj] vukpkj 
O;fHkpkj ds muds  
va/ksjs t’uksa dks A  
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The doors of Liberation 
 
 
Not only 
Are we polluted by dust, smoke and screams. 
 
Greedy eyes, 
Sordid acts, 
Useless words, 
Futile trysts, 
Never ending meetings 
Also pollute us. 
 
Themselves hollow, 
Their lives filled with garbage- 
Those sitting over our heads 
Pollute us 
With a vengeance 
To our very core. 
 
Most polluting is the electronic media- 
Piercing our eyes 
With such pictures 
That  
Make the gateways 
To our faded souls 
Disappear.  
 
What remains 
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eqfDr dk }kj 
 
iznw”k.k ds fy, t:jh ugha gksrs && 
/kwy] /kq,¡]  
vkSj phRdkj ! 
 

yypkbZ utjsa ; 
?kfV;k gjdrsa ; 
Qkyrw ckrsa ; 
csdkj dh eqykdkrsa 
dHkh u [kRe gksus okyh cSBdsa] 
 

[kkyh&[kksiM+s ; 
eu esa Hkjs dwM+s ; 
gekjs eRFks Mkyus okys Hkh] 
Hk;adj :Ik ls  
iznwf”kr  
dj tkrs gSa gesa A 
 
 

dSls dSls n`’; pLik  
fd, tkrs gSa gekjh bafnz;ksa esa  
mudks lgrs tkus dh  
vfoosdh ftn] 
,sls /k¡q/kykrh gS fd  
vks>y gks tkrs gSa vkRek ds }kj  
ihNs NksM+ va/kk [kkyh ‘kjhj A 
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Is the blind body 
 
The vicious cycle  
Keeps alienating us 
And we are left knocking at 
The doors of liberation…. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                       -dfork dk xkWao - 123  
                   Kavita Ka Gaon 

- 

 
va/ksjs rg[kkuksa ds isapnkj pDdj csn[ky && 
djrs tkrs gSa gesa gelsA 
vkSj ge jg tkrs gSa [kkstrs  

eqfDr dk }kj …A 
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What a life? 
 
 

Man, an enigmatic 

creature. 

 

Rich or poor 

Educated or illiterate 

 

His mind  

Chases him 

Tires him 

Deceives him forever. 

 

Man thinks he can deceive others; 

Overlooking  

His own weaknesses and shortcomings, 

sNot acknowledging them, 

Without being honest  

To his own self. 

Maybe 
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thou D;k ft;k \  
 
balku 
cM+k ek;koh tho gS] 
vehj gks ;k  
xjhc] 
f’kf{kr ;k  
vf’kf{krA 
 
eu mldks  
Hkxkrk gS] 
Fkdkrk gS] 
Nykrk gSA 
 
balku lksprk gS 
og && 
nwljksa dks Ny jgk gS ! 
 
og]  
viuh  
dfe;ksa detksfj;ksa  
[kkfe;ksa [kjkfc;ksa  
dks ugha ns[krkA 
 
ugha Lohdkjrk  
bZekunkjh u gh cjrrk 
[kqn lsA 
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He writes a million poems and stories 

On himself and life at large, 

Earning riches and fame; 

His name 

Shining forth 

Up to the skies, 

But in his last moments, 

Helpless he wonders, 

What have I done with my life? 

How have I squandered my life? 
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thou ds  
lR; dks vLohdkj dj  
pkgs yk[k  
dgkfu;k¡ 
dfork,¡ 
fy[k Mkys 
in&iSlk ik ysA 
 
[;kfr vkleku esa  
peds] 
ysfdu 
vlgk;] tc  
iM+rk gS 
og  
vafre le;]  
 
rks  
t:j lksprk gS 
;g eSaus D;k fd;k \ 
eSus thou D;k  
ft;k \ 
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Chakravyuh   
 
 
In the lustful embrace of metropolitan ambition caught,  
we set 
the piece of Innocence, peace, ablaze?  
 
Name, Fame, Wealth and Possession  
will all be gone.  
Along with us will be buried  
the poem unfinished,  
a painting incomplete,  
a thought, a search unconcluded;  
a friend intimate,  
who, in the storms of life caught,  
could never come close.  
 
And the people around you, leechlike,  
will go on sucking your blood,  
pushing you ahead,  
on the ladder of ambition,  
in order to prove that  
paranoia, blood pressure and heart disease  
are the inevitable accompaniments of progress.  
 
They’ll laugh at you,  
drinking from the cups you offer,  
and you will embrace the fate of Abhimanyu,  
as if nothing better could happen to you? 
They’ll allow you no space to be with yourself,  
afraid that your truth might awaken you  
and bring their palaces tumbling down.  
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pdzO;wg 
 
 
egkuxjh; pdzO;wg esa  
Q¡l dj ge xaok nsrs gSa && 
viuh van:uh eklwfe;r] lqdwu] 'kkafrA 
lkspks] D;k lkFk tk;sxk 
uke] 'kke] iSlk ;k :i \ 
  
lkFk rks nQu gksxh 
v/kwjh jg xbZ dksbZ dfork 
v/kwjh jg xbZ dksbZ isafUVax 
v/kwjh jg xbZ dksbZ [kkst 
dksbZ lksp && 
dksbZ cgqr viuk] tks 
ftUnxh ds >a>kokr ls 
u fudy ldus ds dkj.k 
lkFk u ns ldk dHkhA 
 
ekufld fodkj] jDr&pki] ân;&jksx 
dks izxfr dh vfuok;Zrk lkfcr dj] 
os rqEgkjs gh fn;s I;kyksa ij 
rqe ij gh Bgkds yxk,axsA  
oDr ugha nsaxs fd dqN iy rqe 
vius lkFk jg ldks A 
 
rqEgkjs txus ls && 
muds egy tks <g tk,axs  
rqe muds fy, 
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You are for them Aladdin’s lamp itself,  
through which their world of comfort  
and ease is built.  
 
 
Run, Abhimanyu, run,  
from this labyrinthine fortification  
of your own making  
and of those you call your own.  
Break the Chakravyuh  
of injustice with your 
honesty and courage.  
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vyknhu dk fpjkx gks] 
rqEgkjs Åij gh mUgksus viuh 
lq[k&lqfo/kkvksa dh nqfu;k jph gSA  
mUgs Mj gS rqEgkjh lPpkbZ 
rqEgsa txk u nsA 
 
fudyks vfHkeU;q] fudyksA 
vius la?k”kZ ls rksM+ Mkyks && 
nwljksa ds jps pdzO;wg dksA 
dop /kkj.k dj yks bekunkjh dh]  

vkSj ; 
lkjfFk cu  
[kMs+ gks tkvks 
vU;k; ds izfrjks/k esaA  
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The  Fishermen  
 
 

A poet tells, ‘How long will you wander, 

 trailing Truth ?’ 

Another says, ‘a poem is the means,  

to find one’s own soul !’ 

A third pronounces, ‘poetry helps you  

escape the tyranny of life.’ 

Don’t you wonder too, that to those to whom  

Truth only makes one,  

wander aimlessly, 

To those who live separated from the soul,  

To those who need to run,  

unable to face life,  

Truth, Soul, Life and Poetry itself,  

is only a delusion a mirage ? 

Shun them, I say,  

they are not poets, but fishermen.  
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eNqvkjs 
 

,d dfo dgrk gS] 
lR; ds ihNs 
fdruh nwj vkSj dc rd HkVdksxs \ 
 

nwljk dgrk gS] 
dfork] viuh vkRek ds lkFk 
vkRelkr gksus dk ek/;e gSA 
 
rhljk dgrk gS] 
dfork thou dh dzwjrkvksa ls 
cpus dk lk/ku gSA 
 

D;k] vkidks ugha yxrk 
Tkg¡k lR;] 
HkVdkus dk dke djs] 
 

Tkg¡k thou esa] 
vkRek ls foyx gks euq”;  
vkSj thou 
th ikus dh vleFkZrk esa 
iyk;u gks vius lsA 
 

mudk lR; ; 
mudk thou ; 
mudh vkRek ; 
mudh dfork ; 
lc Nykok gS 
 

buls cfp,] 
;s dfo ugha] 
eNqvkjs gSa ! 
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The ultimate Identity    

 
 
The poet is identified by his awards 
 
Religion and Castes by Votebanks. 
 
The Labourers by the dharnas, 
 
The farmers by suicides 
 
Their whole life, struggle – existence – 
 
Reduced to this labyrinth – 
 
Why, is our  ultimate identity so shameful ! 
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vafre ifjp;  
 

dfo dk ifjp; iqjLdkjksa ls ; 
 

/keZ&tkfr dk oksVksa ls ; 
 

etnwj dk /kjuksa ls ; 
 

fdlkuksa dk vkRegR;k ls ; 
 
iwjk thou  
iwjk la?k”kZ  
iwjk otwn  
blh vafre ifjp;  
dh HkwyHkqyS;k ! 
 
gekjk vafre ifjp;  
bruk ‘keZukd  
D;ksa gS \ 
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The  Resistance    
 
 
Whenever I  
desire to lead life  
of balance  
with faith,  
courage and  
honesty, 
They lie in wait to debilitate,  
their weapons in readiness,  
to assault and crush me in so many ways  
and turn me into one of them –  
A Sheep, a Chameleon, a Worm,  
just like them. 
But why can’t I be like them ? 
Why do I resist them 
Is not resistance 
like the steam rising from boiling pot ? 
Can there be steam  
without Fire, Food and Water ? 
And my resistance is like the steam  
that asserts  
the presence of food,  
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izfrjks/k  
 
 
tc Hkh thuk pkgrk g¡w 
,d larqfyr thou  
vkRek] 
fo’okl] cgknqjh vkSj  
bZekunkjh ds lkFkA 
 
feyrs gSa jkg esa os  

ges’kk dqpyus dks rS;kj ; 
pkgrs gSa eSa Hkh cu tkÅ¡ HksM+ 
fxjfxV] dsapqvk mUgha dh rjgA 
 
vxj mUgsa gks tk, esjh O;Fkk dk  
rfud Hkh vglkl  
yhy tk,axs eq>s lewpk  
cpsxk dqN ugha vkl&iklA 
 
eSa D;ksa ugha cu ikrk oSlk \ 
mudk izfrjks/k  
eSa D;ksa djrk g¡w \ 
 
D;k izfrjks/k]  
crZu ls fudyrh Hkki] tSlk ugha  
vxj vkap u gks]  
Hkhrj vUu&ty u gks 
rks D;k Hkki fudy ldrh gS \ 
 
D;k laosnu’khyrk]  
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water and fire. 
The fire of feeling, 
The food and water of my being. 
Yes, my resistance, 
is like sustenance to the  
starved. 
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gh og vkap ugha]  
vkSj vfLerk gh]  
Hkhrj dk vUu&ty ugha \ 
  
vkap Hkh gks  
vkSj crZu esa vUu&ty Hkh]  
rks Hkki rks fudysxh gh]  
fudyrh gh jgsxh  
tCk rd nksuksa gkasA 
 
gk¡ esjk izfrjks/k] ids Hkkstu dk  
Hkw[ks isVksa esa tkus tSlk gSA 
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The  Colony 
 
 

Once upon a time, I was at ease,  

in harmony with my peers,  

and then one of them turned clever,  

and destroyed our naivete.  

We had to accept his bondage for survival. 

We did not mind,  

but his needs increased,  

and he set us a bit free  

New strategy,  

We were enslaved by many  

still they were not content.  

They broke all bounds,  

invented new strategies  

colonized others like me.  

But did anything change ? 

Then it was our turn to do something,  

it was all so easy,  
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mifuos'k  
 
dHkh eSa fuf’apr Fkk] 
vius lkfFk;ksa ds lkFk iw.kZ lg;ksx FkkA 
 
fQj dksbZ ns’k   
T;knk pkykd fudyk vkSj 
mlus gekjs lknsiu dks  
[kRe dj fn;kA 
gesa thfor jgus ds fy,  
mldh xqykeh Lohdkjuh iM+hA 
 
mldh t:jrsa c<+rh x;ha] 
vkSj viuh u;h ;qfDr esa]  
mlus gesa FkksM+k eqDr dj fn;kA 
ij vc gesa  
db;ksa dk LokfeRo  
Lohdkjuk iM+kA 
 
mUgsa blesa Hkh larks”k u gqvk  
u;h ;qfDr ds vUos”k.k esa  
mUgksaus lkjh lhek,a rksM+ nh]  
 
esjs tSlksa dk mifuos’k cuk;k  
fQj Hkh ckr ogha dh ogha  
  
vc geus Hkh dqN]  
djus dk n`<+ fu’p; fd;k]  
dke bruk vklku Fkk  
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we could not believe it. 

They just surrendered,  

May be they had no choice, 

how else could it happen ? 

But happen it did,  

and today, I am free again.  
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gesa fo’okl gh ugha gqvkA 
 
os rks iw.kZ leiZ.k dj x;s]  
gks ldrk gS  
;g mudh etcwjh jgh gks]  
vU;Fkk ,sls dSls gksrkA 
 
ij gqvk  
vkSj vkt eSa fQj Lora= gw¡A  
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The Ruins of  Memories   
 
 
Ross island, in Port Blair,  
goes on seeking forgiveness  
from the Cellular Jail,  
how was I to help it  
if the whites made me the capital  
and you the Kala Pani ?  
Nature had framed us, into separate,  
but similar isles !  
Our old friends, the aborigines  
have also withdrawn into the inner isles  
What time has wrought !  
today you are the capital,  
and I a ruin,  
in which the sins of the ex-rulers  
are imprisoned. 
What sin do I pay for?  
how long do I stay as island of ruins ?  
when shall I be set free ? 
Can prisoners of memories  
ever be free ? 
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Le`fr;ksa ds [kaMgj  
 
Le`fr;ksa dk [kaMgj jkl }hi]  
iksVZCys;j dh lsY;qyj tsy ls  
ckj&ckj ekQh ekaxrk gSA 
  
eSa D;k dj ldrk Fkk]  
tks xksjksa us eq>s jkt/kkuh cuk;k  
vkSj rqEgsa dkyk ikuh \ 
 
izd`fr us rks gesa vyx&vyx  
,d tSls }hi cuk;s FksA 
  
gekjs vkfne ekuo fe= Hkh  
fleV pys gSa gekjh rjg xgjs }hiksa esa 
 
oDr dk Hkh D;k Qsj gS]  
vkt rqe jkt/kkuh cu x;s gks 
vkSj eSa [kaMgj \ 
 
tgk¡ iwoZ ‘kkldksa ds xqukg dSn gSa  
esjk D;k xqukg gS \ 
eSa dc rd [kaMgjksa  
dk }hi dgykÅ¡xk  
eSa dc eqDr gksÅ¡xk \ 
 
D;k Le`fr;ksa ds dSnh  
Hkh eqDr gks ldrs gSa \ 
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The Heritage of Freedom   
 
 
It takes centuries to undo  
the colonization of decades ! 
Colonization snatches away  
not only our territory, 
but our heritage, culture, art,  
our free thoughts and expression.  
For Men and Women,  
to see – tell – create  
with an open Mind  
Enjoyment and Renunciation,  
This world and the other,  
Heaven and Hell,  
Life and Death,  
Sorrow and Happiness,  
Nothing to hide,  
No inhibition  
The total freedom of expression.  
Only at the peak of civilization 
 it is possible  
Only in a civilization and culture 
such as this, 
is possible  
Sarnath, Nalanda  
Ajanta, Ellora  
Konark, Khajuraho  
Hampi, Mahabalipuram and  
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Lora=rk ds /kjksgj  
 
lfn;ksa yx tkrs gSa 
n'kdksa dh xqykeh 
ls mcjus esa ! 
 
xqykeh flQZ 
ns'k dk Hkwxksy gh ugha 
ns'k dh /kjksgj 
dyk&laLd`fr 
lksp&vfHkO;fDr 
lc Nhu ysrh gS A 
 
iq:"k&L=h] Hkksx&;ksx 
LoxZ&ujd] thou&ej.k 
nq[k&lq[k] lkQ&lkQ 
[kqys fnyks&fnekx ls 
ns[ksa] dgsa] jp ldsaA  
 
u dksbZ pksjh] u dqaBk 
vfHkO;fDr dh iwjh&iwjh  
Lora=rkA 
 

mRd"kZ esa gh  
laHko gS ;g fdlh lH;rk ds A 
lkjukFk] ukyank 
vtark] ,yksjk] 
dks.kkdZ] [ktqjkgks] 
gEih] egkcyhiqje] 
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the Taj Mahal;  
Kabir, Tulsi, Akbar 
the Buddha and the Mahavir. 
Why did they fade away,  
Such people and the Art, 
post-Bahadurshah Zafar ? 
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rktegy] 
dchj] rqylh] vdcj] 
v'kksd] cq)] egkohjA 
 

 

D;ksa ugha gq, ,sls yksx 
tUeh  ,slh dyk 
cgknqj'kkg tQj ds ckn \ 
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The Trial of Pinochhe* 
 
 

Civilizing mission first. 
Followed by modernization. 
And now in the name of developments 
The West is  on the mission of 
Teaching the third world  
Lessons  on justice. 
The case against one-time ally Pinochhe 
In a court of England- 
Is not it actually a tirade  
Against Che Guevra and Fidel Castro? 
Pinocche is just target-practice. 
The final wait is for a  
Gorbachev in Cuba. 
 
*Erstwhile President of Chile 
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fiuksps* dk eqdnek  
 
igys lH;  
fQj vk/kqfud && 
 
vc fodflr djus ds uke ij] 
rhljh nqfu;k dks  
U;k; dk ikB i<+kus  
dk chM+k mBk;k gS && 
if’pe usA 
 
baXySaM dh vnkyr esa  
vius iwoZ lg;ksxh  
fiuksps ds f[kykQ  
eqdnek] 
njvly  
psXosjk vkSj fQnsy dkL=ks ds f[kykQ eqdnek gS && 
fiuksps rks eqgkojk gSA 
 
bartkj flQZ  
D;wck esa && 
,d vnn xksckZpkso dk gS !  
 
 

*fpyhs ds iwoZ jk”Vªifr  
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The Third World War 
 
 
There 
is 
A unique smell 
In the air here; 
Somewhat like 
The odour that looms over 
The offices back home. 
 
The two world wars 
The Vietnam war 
Cold war 
Gulf war 
And now, 
The Iraq war. 
 
The essence of battle  
Seems woven into this 
Smell. 
 
Perhaps, 
This smell 
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Rkhljk fo’o;q) 
 
dqN 
[kkl xa/k gS 
;gk¡ dh gok esaA 
  
dqN&dqN  
vius ;gka  
nQ~rjksa esa QSyh xa/k tSlhA 
 
nks fo’o;q) && 
fo;ruke ;q) 
‘khr ;q)  
[kkM+h ;q)  
vkSj vc  
bZjkd ;q)A 
 
bl xa/k esa  
xqaFkk gqvk gS ;q)A 
  
‘kk;n] 
rhljh nqfu;k dks  
xqyke cukus dh ltk gS  
;g xa/kA 
  
;k fQj  
mifuos’kokn  
bl xa/k dh mitA 
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Is the punishment for 
Enslaving the third world? 
Or is it the result of  
Colonialism? 
 
Wars become necessary 
Not only to preserve their domains 
But also for survival. 
 
They and us, 
The dark and the fair 
The lagging and the leading 
All have become 
Mere tools for the third world war. 
 
 
Late in the nights 
The fever of this war 
Descends on the nightclubs- 
Amidst the loud blasts of rock music 
And intoxicating smokes spiraling up, 
Swims the  heavy aroma Stealing my breath. 
Drowning the entire world into 
This Third World War of globalization 
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;q} t:jh gS  
buds lkezkT; ds fy, gh ugha  
budh vfLerk ds fy, HkhA 
  
os vkSj ge  
dkys vkSj xksjs  
fiNM+s vkSj vk/kqfud  
rhljs fo’o ;q)  
ds gFkdaMs gSaA 
 
nsj jkr  
ukbV Dycksa  
esa mrjrk gS  
bl  ;q) dk  
cq[kkj 
  
u’khys /kq¡,  
vkSj  
jkWd E;wftd ds ‘kksj esa  
rSjrh gS ;g xa/kA 
  
u tkus dSls  
thrs gSa] 
;s yksx \ 
 
ne ?kqVrk gS  
Hkksx vkSj ;q) dh  
bl u’khyh xa/k esa  
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Those who have escaped 
Are the ones called backwards, 
We,  
The backwards 
Are shielding the world from this war. 
     
 
 
(Written in Manchester, England) 
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Mwc jgh gS iwjh nqfu;k] 
HkweaMyhdj.k ds bl rhljs  
fo'o ;q) esaA 
 
tks cp x;s gaS  
cpk j[kk gS thou  
os rks  
cspkjs fiNM+ x, gSaA 
ge fiNM+kas us gh cpk j[kh gS iwjh nqfu;kA  
 

( eSuspsLVj] baXySaM esa fy[kh xbZ dfork) 
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The Moon 
 
 
 “East is east and west is west 

And never the twain shall meet” 
 
A short day 
And a long long night. 
The moon and the sun  
Seen often together 
Or sometimes, both absent. 
 
A slow rain- 
Clouds drizzling 
Without an open shower- 
The sun coming out 
With a half-bloomed smile- 
But the moon glistens, 
And the murky night feels 
An intense human presence. 
The moon, 
Caught between 
A west, terrified of both 
Communism and terrorism. 
 
Between the east and the west 
Like Gandhi 
The moon 
Emerges 
As a complete human presence; 
 
Buddha and Kabir  
Redeeming the world 
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Pkk¡n  
 
NksVk lk fnu  
yach jkr A 
 
pkan vkSj lwjt  
lkFk&lkFk  
dHkh nksuksa unkjn  
 
u [kqydj cjlrk gS  
ckny  
u f[kydj  
fudyrk gS lwjtA 
 
[kwc pedrk gS pk¡n] fjlrh lh ckfj’k esa  
,d l’kDr  
ekuoh; mifLFkfr  
ntZ gksrh gS  
va/ksjh jkr esaA 
 
lkE;okn vkSj vkradokn  
iwjc&if’pe  
ds chp  
egkRek xka/kh dh rjg  
,d iw.kZ ekuoh; mifLFkfr  
ntZ djrk gS pk¡nA  
 
xkSre cq) vkSj dchj  
Nk tkrs gaS  
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Caught between inequalities; 
 
Like Karl Marx 
The moon cuts into the 
Obscurity 
Of a materialistic world. 
 
The consumerist 
Caught between nightclubs and pubs, 
Caught between darkness, an icy chill and 
A slow drizzle, 
Tries to escape to the beaches of 
Havana and Trinidad  
In an attempt to 
Bathe in the rays of the sun 
And socialism 
And wash away the eternal sores 
of his inner soul. 
 
 
 
(Written in Manchester, England) 
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ekuoh; fo”kerk ls  
Hkjs fo’o esaA 
 
Hkksxoknh lH;rk ds va/ksjs dks  
phjrk  
mxrk gS dkyZ ekDlZ dh rjg pk¡n 
 
dgha dksbZ  fQnsy dkL=ks Hkh   
ekuoh;rk dks nsrs gSa vk¡pA  
 
ukbV Dycksa vkSj icksa ds chp  
va/ksj]s cQhZyh BaM vkSj fjlrh ckfj’k   
ls f?kjs miHkksDrkoknh  
Hkkxrs gSa] gokuk vkSj f=fuMkM ds  
leqnzh rVksa ij  
lsadus lektokn vkSj lwjt  
dh Å”ek  
/kksus varjkRek ds vuar ?kkoA  

  
(eSuspsLVj] baXySaM esa fy[kh xbZ dfork) 
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Sir 
 
Title of a modern world, 
‘Sir’ — The nation-state spreading it out to the villages. 
 
For the sake of truth, 
Baba never uttered the word- 
Not even, 
When in 1942, 
At Ajamgarh court 
The English judge 
Fumed and fretted at 
My shackled Baba  
Churning out abuses like those of 
The poet ‘Dhumil’. 
 
I dwindle and rock  
From my truth 
With each utterance of Sir- 
And I lose a little bit of me. 
 
Such a cute little word 
But ponder upon it, 
And how monstrous it becomes! 
A living whip of 
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lj 
 

‘lj’ vk/kqfudrk dk  
f[krkc gS A 
 
jk”Vª&jkT; O;oLFkk us  

‘lj’ dks xk¡oksa rd dh  
etcwjh cuk fn;k gS  
 

ckck ‘lp’  ds fy,  

thou Hkj ‘lj’ ugha cksys  
rc Hkh ugha 
tc lu 42 esa 
vaxzst tt vktex<+ dh  
dpgjh esa  
csfM+;ksa esa dSn ckck dh  

‘/kwfey’ xkfy;ksa ij cycyk jgk Fkk A 
 

esjk ‘lp’ ‘kk;n  
yxkrkj detksj gksrk x;k] 

gj ‘lj’ us  
eq>s dqN ‘de’ fd;kA 

 
u lkspks dqN Hkh  
rks fdruk eklwe&lk  
yxrk gS && 

uUgk lk ‘kCn ‘lj’ A 
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British colonialism- 
But the irony is 
The English today 
Call each other by name. 
 
In India  
Either 
One is addressed a Sir 
Or addresses someone so. 
 
Two classes 
Sans a class struggle. 
 
 
‘Sir’ 
Is the distance 
Between Delhi and the village, 
Between the malls and farmfields. 
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lkspks rks] 
igkM+&lk  
 
vaxzsth mifuos’kokn dk  

thrk tkxrk ‘pkcqd’ A 
 
foMacuk gS fd 
vkt 
vaxzst  
lc ,d nwljs dks  
uke ls  
iqdkjrs gSa]  

 
Hkkjr esa 

gj dksbZ ;k rks ‘lj’ gS 
;k lj dgus okyk A 
 
nks oxZ  && 
ysfdu dksbZ oxZ&la?k”kZ ugha  
 
fnYyh vkSj xk¡o && 
ekWy vkSj  
[kfygku dk]  

QdZ gS ;g ‘lj’A 
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New Year in Goa 
 
 
Here,  
Clean and clear space- 
Air and water, white-brown clouds, 
Azure sky, 
Lush green trees in blossom, 
The sea and the river 
‘Sussegad’ culture. 
Engrosed in one’s own self 
In nature’s very own cradle,  
the eternal peace. 
 
There, 
Cut-throat competitions, 
A zeal to snatch all away, 
Where, 
To be in love  
is not love, 
To have love is 
What love stands for. 
 
Like the Sensex, 
Life too has become  
A gamble 
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Xkksok esa u;k lky  
 
;gk¡ 
/kqyk] /koy Lisl  
gok] ikuh] lQsn&Hkwjs ckny  
uhyk vkleku  
gjs&Hkjs&f[kys &[kqys isM+  
 
leqnz] unh  

“lqlsxkn” (lqdwuHkjk) laLd`fr   
vius esa eLr yksx  
izd`fr dh xksn esa  
vikj foJkfUrA 
 
ogk¡] xyk&dkV Li/kkZ  
lc dqN gM+ius dh gksM+  
 
tgk¡] 
izse esa gksuk ugha && 
izse ikuk] 
izse dh ifjHkk”kk gSA 
 
laaslsDl dh rjg  
thou Hkh  
tqvk&lV~Vsckth  
dk  
[ksy cu x;k gSA 
 
[ksy jgs gSa lc 
vius ls] nwljksa ls  
Ny jgs gSa  
[kqn dks  
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Where all are players, 
Playing with their ownselves 
Deceiving themselves and also others. 
 
And to relieve oneself from this  
Pursuit of game and deceit, 
They come here- 
To Goa.  
 
For a week or so,  
Goa is usurped  
By the rich, the stars and the who’s who of India. 
 
 
Thank God, December 31  
Comes but once in the entire year, 
Otherwise they would have 
Injected dust-smoke-deceipt 
Into veins of Goa leaving no  
Place of beauty on earth  to live. 
 
(Written in Goa) 
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nwljksa dks && 
 

[ksyrs&Nyrs  
Fkdku feVkus  
lky Hkj dh  
igq¡prs gSa ;gk¡] u;k lky eukus A  
 

gQ~rs&nks gQ~rs  
fnYyh&eqaEcbZ ds  
lsBksa&LVkjksa&usrkvksa  
}kjk  
viâzr dj fy;k  
tkrk gS  
xksokA 
 

‘kqdz gS [kqnk dk  
31 fnlacj iwjs o”kZ  
esa  
,d gh fnu vkrk gS A 
ojuk  
/kwy&/kq¡vk&/kks[kk&/kwrZrk  
;s yksx  
;gk¡ dh jxksa esa Hkh  
mrkj Mkyrs A 

vkSj’ ugha cprk  
fo’o ds fy,  
thus dks  
dksbZ Hkh  
lqUnjre dksuk A 
 

(xksok esa fy[kh xbZ dfork)  
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Yoga 
 
 
In the new India 
As globalization of capital 
Is resisted by 
Localization. 
 
So has yoga 
resisted the 
consumerist drive. 
 
The only difficulty lies in the fact 
That the New India  
Yearns to consume first 
And then  
To cure   
The ailments 
They Turn to yoga. 
 
Yoga is Satvik, 
Consumption is Tamsik 
Thus, 
The journey 
From the Tamsik to Satvik 
Has become the new profession 
Of yogacharyas, of various shades. 
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;ksx 
 
u;s Hkkjr esa] 
iw¡th ds HkweaMyhdj.k  
ds cjDl  
py jgs  
leqnk; ds  
LFkkuhdj.k ds izfrjks/k dh rjg   
 
izLrqr fd;k gS 
;ksx us] 
Hkksx ds  
izHkqRo dk  
izfrjks/k A 
;ksx lkfRod gS] 
Hkksx rkefldA 
 
foMacuk flQZ ;g gS fd]  
u;k Hkkjr  
Hkksx igys] 
vkSj fQj Hkskx  
ds jksx dks 
feVkus ;ksx 
ds ikl tk jgk gSA 
 
Rkkefld ls lkfRod  
dh ;k=k djkuk  
Hkk¡fr&Hkk¡fr ds ;ksxkpk;ksZa 
dk 
cu x;k  gS u;k m|kssx A 
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The changing India 
 
In today’s globalized India 
All has changed 
 
The globalized capital 
Tirelessly disembedding   
Not only socialism but society at large. 
 
Principles and values  
Are now  
Only names of political parties. 
 
What has remain unchanged 
Is  
The pursuit of power. 
 
Struggle, freedom, religion and creed  
Are simply metaphors,  
tools to be used when needed,  
The greed and avarice increasing day by day. 
 
Power is the ultimate truth – 
Grabbing it by any means 
Has changed the motto of new India.  
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cnyk gqvk Hkkjr   
 
HkweaMyhd`r Hkkjr esa lc dqN cny x;k gS A 
 
lektokn gh ugha 
lekt dks gh  
fujLr djus esa tqVh gS 
HkweaMyh; iw¡thA  
 
fopkj/kkjk  
vc flQZ uke gS nyksa dk  
ugha cnyk gS  
rks  
lRrk dk lR;A 
 
;gk¡ la?k”kZ] dzkfUr]tkfr] /keZ eqgkojs Hkj gaSA 
bLrseky ds gFkdaMs gaS] 
yksyqirk dh gn gS] 
ckSf)drk ds yscy gSaA 
 
lRrk gh gS dsoy vafre lR;  
ftldks ikus vkSj nksgus  
ds fy,  
cny x;k gS u;s Hkkjr dk  
lR; ! 
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The pain of New India 
 
 
Our generation played 
Games of hockey and cricket 
In the open fields, 
Besides the river. 
 
Offsprings of our generation 
Idle their time  
Shopping in malls, 
Copying reality shows 
Churning out silly jokes 
On sillier topics, 
Practicing behind closed doors 
Lessons on  
How to become a millionaire. 
 
Cravings for 
The indigenous kheer and halwas 
Have breathed their last 
Under the lustrous temptations of 
Chips and chocolates. 
 
The map of New India 
Is tied up in shanties- 
With 
Pepsi-Coke, paan masala and gutka  
Hanging from them, 
Advertisements on newer car models, 
And serials of old Ramayana and new Mahabharata, 
On the television channels. 
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u;s Hkkjr dh ihM+k  
 

[ksr&[kfygku  
unh fdukjs  
eSnkuksa esa] 
gkdh&fdzdsV  
[ksyus okyh ih<+h ds  
cPps vc] 
 

Qqjlr ds oDr ekWYl esa  
‘kkWfixa djrs gSa] 
rjg&rjg ds g¡lksM+ksa 
jh,fyVh ‘kks  
dh fNNyh ckrksa dh dkWfixa djrs gSa A 
 
jkrksa jkr djksM+ifr cuus ds  
<sjksa uql[ks] 
vktekus yxs gSa can dejksa esa A 
 
[khj&gyqvksa dh {kqq/kk] 
fpIl&pkd~ysV~l ds pedhys  
ykM+ esa ne rksM+ pqdh gS A 
 
u;s Hkkjr dk ekufp=] 
[kksepksa esa caV x;k gS  
yVds gSa ml ij isIlh] dksd] iku&elkyk  

ubZ&ubZ xkfM+;ksa ds foKkiu;   
iqjkus  jkek;.k] u;s  egkHkkjr …A 
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In a Void- to be or not to be 

 
Again, 
And yet again, 
Debates, 
Discussions, 
Expenses. 
 
I am sick of this 
Endless tirade of 
An emptiness emerging 
At the end. 
 
A faceless void. 
I know not what name to give 
To such an existence- 
 
Emptiness, 
A hollow within or  
Perhaps, void? 
 
Bursting forth but once 
From a cocoon of 
Pretence, falsehood and  
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gksuk] u gksuk ‘kwU; esa  
 
ckj&ckj 
 
ckjackj 
ipkZ 
ppkZ 
vkSj  
[kpkZA 
  
Fkd x;k g¡¡w  
eSa 
bl HkkxeHkkx lsA 
 
‘kwU; gS ,d  
mHkjrk gqvk var esaA 
  
fujkdkj]  
D;k uke nw¡  
mls && 
  
[kkyhiu] [kks[kykiu ;k dgw¡ 
vdsykiuA  
  
<ksax] vlR; vkSj vkRefuokZlu  
ds xHkZ ls ,d lkFk  
mitrk og   
 
Tokykeq[kh cu]  
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Self-alienation, 
Like a volcano, 
A monster emerges from within 
The dying man. 
Was it alike in my village? 
Does it not  
Draw its nourishment, 
Light, water and air 
From metropolis successes? 
 
Never seeing before, 
Now 
That I see it- 
A terrifying fiery spectacle 
That swallows me within. 
 
It drives me 
Away from myself 
Into a vicious cycle of 
Parties, Seminars, channels, 
Newspapers and offices, 
 
Tempting me, 
Titillating 
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nkuo esa ifjofrZr  
ekuo dh e`R;q cuA  
 
Fkk D;k og  
xkao esa  
‘kgj] 
lQyrk vkSj cktkj  
ls gh ugha ysrk og  
[kkn] jks’kuh vkSj tyok;q D;k \  
 
igys dHkh fn[kk gh ugha  
Hk;kog] fodjky] nkokuy  
cu  
nh[k jgk gS vkt og  
yhy jgk gS 
Hkhrj dksA  
 
Hkxkrk tkrk gS  
vius vki ls  
ikfVZ;ksa] xksf”B;ksa] pSuyksa]  
v[kckjksa vkSj n¶rjksa ds  
?kupDdj esa ! 
 
Nykrk gS  
upkrk gS  
fel ;wfuolZ dh rjgA  
  
f[akprk pyk tkrk gS   
‘kjkc] flxjsV] vkSjrksa ds  
ihNsA  
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Like Miss Universe, 
 
Dragging towards 
Wine, women and cigarettes. 
 
And thus the black hole rises and spreads over, 
From my soul 
To the universe. 
 
At home, in office, 
On the crossroads 
Screaming, 
It declares- 
It exists. 
 
It craves to be seen, 
To be kissed, 
To take birth 
From my own womb. 
 
Existing in such consumerist capitalistic times 
Is like existing in the void 
 
The void and the  existence, 
Thus all become synonymous. 
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QSyrk pyk tkrk gS  
CySdgksy  
 

vkRe ls  
czgekaM rd  
 
ph[ksa ekjrk gS  
?kjksa] n¶rjksa  
pkSjkgksa ij  
   
ns[kks && 
eSa g¡¡wA 
 
ngkM+sa ekjrk gS  
fugkjs tkus ds fy,  
pwes tkus ds fy,  
  
tUe ysuk pkgrk gS  
og  
esjs gh  
xHkZ ls !  
 
‘kwU; dk gksuk gh  
esjk gksuk gS] 
mldk u gksuk gh  
esjk u gksuk gSA 
 
?kksj Hkksxoknh] iwathoknh ;qx esa && 
gksuk gh  
‘kwU; esa gksuk gS ! 
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The last Revolutionary 
 
Far from the fire and earth 
In a journey to the skies 
 
The iron of the plough 
Has changed into  
A park bench. 
 
Thirty years back 
The red sign of revolution 
That burned and glowed 
In a fit of fury, 
Has dripped away its colour. 
 
In these thirty years of riding on 
The saddles of power, 
 
Far from the earth and fire, 
Among the green grass  
And tourists  
It has been reduced to a bench. 
 
Swinging between  
The farmers and capitalists 
In Nandigram 
The Last Revolutionary 
Of our country 
Is now reduced to  
Serving the system. 
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vafre dzkfUrdkjh             
 
vkx vkSj tehu  
ls nwj  
vkleku dh ;k=k esa] 
gy dk yksgk  
ikdZ dh csap  
cu x;k gSA  
 
rhl lky igys 
tyrk Fkk 
HkHkdrk Fkk 
Ykky lq[kZ  
dzkfUr dh Tokyk cu] 
 
rhl o”kksZa dh  
lRrk dh lokjh  
esa jax >M+rk pyk  
x;k gS gj jkstA  
 
tehu vkSj vkx ls  
ijs 
?kkl vkSj lSykfu;ksa  
ds chp  
iMs+ csap dh rjg] 
 

uanhxzke esa 
fdlkuksa vkSj i¡wthifr;ksa   
ds chp >wyrk] 
O;oLFkk dh dqlhZ 
Hkj jg x;k gS 
ns'k dk vfUre dzkfUrdkjhA  
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f’ko ukjk;.k flag vfuosn  
 

tUe % 18 vDVwcj] 1961 
 

mRrj izns’k ds vktex<+ ftys ds vks?kuh xzke esa tUes 
ofj”B iz’kkld Jh f’ko ukjk;.k flag vfuosn us  
dyk&laLd`fr dh nqfu;k esa viuh igpku fp=dkj&dfo 
ds lkFk gh] ,d xaHkhj lekt&laLd`fr leh{kd rFkk  
jSfMdy fapard ds :Ik esa dk;e dh gSA os viuh  
ltZukRed izfrHkk ds fy, ftrus ljkgs x;s gSa] mrus gh 
lkekftd&oSpkfjd iz’uksa ij lkFkZd gLr{ksi ds fy, HkhA 
fp=dyk ds fy, mUgsa yfyr dyk vdkneh jk”Vªh;  

iqjLdkj ls lEekfur fd;k tk pqdk gSA “dkWfLed  

lsfyczs’ku”] “MhdaLVªfDVax n gstseuh vkQ n LVsV%  

Mk;ysfDVDl vkQ MkWfeus’ku ,sUM jsftLVsal” rFkk  
“vk/kqfud Hkkjr dh }a}&dFkk” mudh rhu  
iqLrdsa igys izdkf’kr gks pqdh gSaA blh ds lkFk fgUnh  
rFkk vaxzsth nksuksa Hkk”kkvksa esa fofHkUu i=&if=dkvksa esa  
lkekftd&lkaLd`frd&oSpkfjd fo”k;ksa ij muds vusd  
ys[k Hkh izdkf’kr gks pqds gSA lkFk gh os ns’k&fons’k esa 
vusd ,dy rFkk lkewfgd fp=dyk izn’kZfu;ksa]  
dkO;ikBksa rFkk lsfeukjksa esa Hkkx ys pqds gSaA Jh vfuosn]  
ekuo lalk/ku fodkl ea=ky;] laLd`fr foHkkx] Hkkjr  
ljdkj esa milfpo Hkh jg pqds gSaA 
 

laizfr % Hkkjr ljdkj esa lhek ‘kqYd] dsUnzh; mRikn ‘kqYd ,oa  
 lsok dj vk;qDr A  

 

E-Mail                  :sheoanived@gmail.com 
                            :sheo @sheoanive.com 
 
Website              :www.sheoanived.com 
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