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ikB”kkyk ds ckotwnikB”kkyk ds ckotwnikB”kkyk ds ckotwnikB”kkyk ds ckotwnikB”kkyk ds ckotwn

bUnw tSubUnw tSubUnw tSubUnw tSubUnw tSu

tks dqN Hkh tkurh Fkh
lc Hkwy xbZ
ikB”kkyk esa tkdj
bruk jVUr vkSj fl[kUr
fd >jus lh cgrh
ca/k xbZ ukys esa
dkbZ dh rjg bldk&mldk
jiVu cu teus yxk
rys esa
fdukjksa ij QSy x;k
vkleku uhyk
isM+ gjs &
cl bruk gh Hkk’kk us fn;k
rst nhIr lwjt ls vka[k feykus
dh txg
/kqavk yxk dkap idM+k fn;k

fdruh cM+h gS ;g IkkB”kkyk
gt+kj gkFk okyh vkWDVksilh;
deky gS fd cPph us nqxZ cukuk
dgka ls lh[kk
vkSj viuh igpku dh dkSa/k ls xqQk esa
dHkh dHkh
tyk gh fy;k
,d nh;k

cM+s gksrs dn esa jks”kuh
NksVh ls NksVh gksrh tkrh gS
ysfdu bl iwjh HkhM+ esa
>kadrh gS tc Hkh
lk;ksa ds chp ,d
nhokyh txexkrh gS

;g vfM+;y dfM+;y ukfj;y dh xjh
lhap jgh gS nw/k ls jsfxLrku dks
bl ehBh pgd] vka[k ds rkjs esa
ogh fctyh dh ped
vkSj futiu] mM+ku] vkleku ftlesa
gj isM+ nwljs ls [kkl vkSj u;k jgrk gS

T;ksfr ds Qwy lh bl cPph dk pqEcu
nqfu;k dh ihB iM+s  pkcqd ds ?kko ij
ubZ [kky mxkus dh rkdr] mls
csnkx cukus dh laHkkouk & latksrk gS &
/kjrh dh xksn [k+kyh ugha gS

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)


