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cgqr fnu gks x;s
nhed yxs QkVd ls fVds
ns[krs ns[krs
vksl dk yq<+duk vkSj lw[kuk
cht dk tyuk
iÙkksa dk yky ls Hkwjk gksuk

cgqr fnu gks x;s
gok esa }kj <+wa<rs <+wa<rs
dqÙkksa ls pkan dk irk phUgrs
Mksj ls ca/kh iarx
gkFk esa fgyrh >.Mh cus cus
phyksa dh pkasp ls Vidrh
o’kkZ cwan churs churs
cgqr fnu gks x;s

vc rks vk tk
dkys ckny ds ihNs
eqLdkrh lQsn jks”kuh
mrj f[kyf[kykrh gqbZ
esjh dej ls fyiV tk
galrs galrs ngdk ns eq>s
rik ns ekaWl eTtk
fpduk ns gfM~M;ka
yiV cuk ns ckyks dh Mksfj;kaW
Qqy>M+h cjkSfu;kaW-

vks vfXu&LQqV
eSa dkys dks;ys lh
B.Ms dop esa iM+h gaw
u[kksa ls [kksy ys
pedhys nkaWrksa esa nckdj
yky gksaB tksM+ ys

fuxy dj mxy ns-

Invocation

Too long have I leant

on a worm eaten gate,

watching dew fall and dry

seed burn

red leaves turn brown,

too long searched for a door

in the winds,

located the moon

by the dogs’ howling,

Too long have I been a kite

tied to a string

a flag waving in a hand

too long gathered

raindrops falling from eagles’ beaks,

Come now,

while light

smiling behind black clouds,

descend, laughing playfully,

take me in your embrace—

laughing, set me on fire.

Heat flesh and marow

melt bone

make each hair a flame

each eyelash sparkler.

O bursting fire

I, like a black coal,

lie in a cold shell.

Open in with shining teeth.

Close your red lips.

Swallow and throw up again.
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/ k kj/ k kj/ k kj/ k kj/ k kj
pkdw dh rsth
VVksyus ls
feyrs gSa
[kwu vkSj Vhl

ikuh dh /kkj lh ped
jgh gWaw eSa
maWxyh er fQjkuk

vHkh vHkh lku ij j[kh gaWw eSa

eqfV~B;ks esaeqfV~B;ks esaeqfV~B;ks esaeqfV~B;ks esaeqfV~B;ks esa

eqfV~B;ksa essa >kad dj ns[kk gS &
ogkWa eqLdku gS
/kM+drh FkjFkjkrh gqbZ
eqV~Bh [kksy nwWa
rks gWalh dk yky rksrk
mM+dj tk cSBs
rqEgkjs gksaBks ij
vkSj vkdk”k xkus yxs

rqe
esjh eqV~Bh ij ls gkFk
D;ksa ugha gVkrs\

Edge

The knife is sharp

Testing it

brings

blood and a sharp string.

I am glinting

like the water’s edge.

Don’t feel it

with your finger.

I have just come off the wheel

Firsts

I have peeped into my firsts

Smiles throb there

and quiver.

If I open my fist

the red parrot of laughter

will fly and sit

on your lips.

The sky will begin to sing.

Why do you not

take away your hand

from my fist?
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