LICHICINC G
35, o

I g I STl off
REK GAE
GIS9ITAT H STTHY

g7 ved 3V Rieg=a
& gr= o g8t

ge7 S AT H

BIE DI TVE THB—IHBT
vqeT g9 STHT T
del d
&R O% Dot TRIT
SIRTATT fleaT

Ug & —

g% 3T & 99T 7 fear
a9 I GO W 31T e
@I S8

febe1 51 & I8 qrseren

EYIR 8T qTcll SilFeawlg

HAIST & [ gl 7 g7 g7
el ¥ Hiar

IR 31Ul U8 =TT B BT ¥ JHT H
BT

STetl &1 forar

v 1T

9% &ld P & I
BISI & BIcT 8t ol &
olfeT 39 Q3T i 7
il & o9 Hr

G b T v

Iaref STTHATTCT 8

g 37T BTt RIS Bl T
i 8 & g G VAT @f

39 HIS g8F, 3T & aR H

qgl fdorefl & TH9®

3V fAog=, S, SIvTET forvad

BY US §WR W @I 3iiv 747 Y& &

RIT & Het Al g9 el BT grET
gfHar @1 Wls g =@gd & "9 i)
T @IeT ST P didhd, I

§QTT §91 BT FHIGAT — AT 8 —

Rl P ] Grefl T8l &

In Spite of School

Whatever she knew

she forgot

when she went to school.
So much memorising

and lesson learning,

that streamlike flowing
she was caught in a drain.
Like moss

one repetition

after another

settled in layers

deep down

spread over both sides.

The sky is blue

trees green -

this is all the language gave her,
instread of meeting

the bright strong eye

of the sun,

handed her a smoky glass.

How big these schools are,
thousand-armed actopuslike.
A wonder : where did the child
learn

to build a fortress

and to light in the cave

by the spark of herself,
sometimes,

a lamp.

As the height grows, light
becomes smaller and smaller
but whenever it peeps out of this
crowd

in themidst of shadows

Diwali glows.

This obstinate tough coconut rind
waters the desert with milk.

In this sweet chirping starry eye,
is the same lightning flash,
ownness,

flight, sky,

which makes each tree

different from every other, new.

The kiss of this

flower oflight,

this little girl,

shows power

to grow new skin

over the whip wound
on the world’s back,
may perhaps

make it scarless -
Earth’s lap is not empty.

(translated from Hindi by Ruth
Vanita)
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