
 
 



 

Poems India's Care Package for 2022 

 

Every year brings with itself its own bag of experiences, little 

marbles of different emotions shuffled anew everyday. And often, art 

is the best company to seek. When there is no one to speak to, 

poetry is the only one who listens and while people are hard to find, 

language always sits on the front porch, under the windchime 

waiting for you to open the door.  

 

We, in this little endeavour, have put together bouquets of poetry in 

contrast to every emotion, so when you need someone to lean 

against, let them share the bed with you. From something to read 

with your morning cup of coffee to your last sip of wine, from poems 

that feel like a hug to those that help you to pass through the tunnel 

of grief. The various events that await you under the roof of 2022, 

hiding like kids under beds and tables, to leap at you out of thin air, 

are no longer to be faced alone. Our curated picks of finest poetry 

will walk with you at every turn of the road.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sonnet by  Neil Gaiman 

 

I don’t think that I’ve been in love as such, 

Although I liked a few folk pretty well. 

Love must be vaster than my smiles or touch. 

For brave men died and empires rose and fell 

For love, girls follow boys to foreign lands. 

And men have followed women into hell. 

 

In plays and poems someone understands, 

There’s something makes us more than blood and bone, 

And more than biological demands. 

For me love’s like the wind unseen, unknown. 

I see the trees are bending where it’s been. 

I know that it leaves wreckage where it’s blown. 

I really don’t know what I love you means. 

I think it means don’t leave me here alone.



Dear P. by  Victoria Chang 

 

Someone will        love you     many will      love 

you         many will brother you   some of these 

loves will        bother you   some   will      leave you 

one might        haunt   you      hunt you in your 

sleep        make you       weep the tearless kind of 

weep the         kind of weep   that drowns your 

organs     slowly    there are little oars  in your body       

little boats   grab onto them and row and        row 

someone will tell you      no       but you won’t   know 

he is    right until you have   already        wrung your   

own heart dry    your hands dripping knives    until 

you have    already   reached your hands into       his        

body and put them through his        heart     love is 

the only thing that       is not    an       argument 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Flowers by Anne Michaels 

 

There's another skin inside my skin 

that gathers to your touch, a lake to the light; 

that looses its memory, its lost language 

into your tongue, 

erasing me into newness. 

 

Just when the body thinks it knows 

the ways of knowing itself, 

this second skin continues to answer. 

 

In the street - café chairs abandoned 

on terraces; market stalls emptied 

of their solid light, 

though pavement still breathes 

summer grapes and peaches. 

Like the light of anything that grows 

from this newly-turned earth, 

every tip of me gathers under your touch, 

wind wrapping my dress around our legs, 

your shirt twisting to flowers in my fists. 

 

 

 



For What Binds Us by  Jane Hirshfield 

 

There are names for what binds us: 

strong forces, weak forces. 

Look around, you can see them: 

the skin that forms in a half-empty cup, 

nails rusting into the places they join, 

joints dovetailed on their own weight. 

The way things stay so solidly 

wherever they've been set down— 

and gravity, scientists say, is weak. 

 

And see how the flesh grows back 

across a wound, with a great vehemence, 

more strong 

than the simple, untested surface before. 

There's a name for it on horses, 

when it comes back darker and raised: proud flesh, 

 

as all flesh, 

is proud of its wounds, wears them 

as honors given out after battle, 

small triumphs pinned to the chest— 

 

 



And when two people have loved each other 

see how it is like a 

scar between their bodies, 

stronger, darker, and proud; 

how the black cord makes of them a single fabric 

that nothing can tear or mend.



What I Didn't Know Before by Ada Limón 

 

What I Didn't Know Before 

was how horses simply give birth to other 

horses. Not a baby by any means, not 

a creature of liminal spaces, but a four-legged 

beast hellbent on walking, scrambling after 

the mother. A horse gives way to another 

horse and then suddenly there are two horses, 

just like that. That’s how I loved you. You, 

off the long train from Red Bank carrying 

a coffee as big as your arm, a bag with two 

computers swinging in it unwieldily at your 

side. I remember we broke into laughter 

when we saw each other. What was between 

us wasn’t a fragile thing to be coddled, cooed 

over. It came out fully formed, ready to run. 



 

Snow and Dirty Rain by Richard Siken 

 

Close your eyes. A lover is standing too close 

to focus on. Leave me blurry and fall toward me 

with your entire body. Lie under the covers, pretending 

to sleep, while I'm in the other room. Imagine 

my legs crossed, my hair combed, the shine of my boots 

in the slatted light. I'm thinking My plant, his chair, 

the ashtray that we bought together. I'm thinking This is where 

we live. When we were little we made houses out of 

cardboard boxes. We can do anything. It's not because 

our hearts are large, they're not, it's what we 

struggle with. The attempt to say Come over. Bring 

your friends. It's a potluck, I'm making pork chops, I'm making 

those long noodles you love so much. My dragonfly, 

my black-eyed fire, the knives in the kitchen are singing 

for blood, but we are the crossroads, my little outlaw, 

and this is the map of my heart, the landscape 

after cruelty which is, of course, a garden, which is 

a tenderness, which is a room, a lover saying Hold me 

 

 



 

 

tight, it's getting cold. We have not touched the stars, 

nor are we forgiven, which brings us back 

to the hero's shoulders and the gentleness that comes, 

not from the absence of violence, but despite 

the abundance of it. The lawn drowned, the sky on fire, 

the gold light falling backward through the glass 

of every room. I'll give you my heart to make a place 

for it to happen, evidence of a love that transcends hunger. 

Is that too much to expect? That I would name the stars 

for you? That I would take you there? The splash 

of my tongue melting you like a sugar cube? We've read 

the back of the book, we know what's going to happen. 

The fields burned, the land destroyed, the lovers left 

broken in the brown dirt. And then it's gone. 

Makes you sad. All your friends are gone. Goodbye 

Goodbye. No more tears. I would like to meet you all 

in Heaven. But there's a litany of dreams that happens 

somewhere in the middle. Moonlight spilling 

on the bathroom floor. A page of the book where we 

 

 



 

 

transcend the story of our lives, past the taco stands 

and record stores. Moonlight making crosses 

 

on your body, and me putting my mouth on every one. 

We have been very brave, we have wanted to know 

the worst, wanted the curtain to be lifted from our eyes. 

This dream going on with all of us in it. Penciling in 

the bighearted slob. Penciling in his outstretched arms. 

Our father who art in Heaven. Our father who art buried 

in the yard. Someone is digging your grave right now. 

Someone is drawing a bath to wash you clean, he said, 

so think of the wind, so happy, so warm. It's a fairy tale, 

the story underneath the story, sliding down the polished 

halls, lightning here and gone. We make these 

ridiculous idols so we can pray to what's behind them, 

but what happens after we get up the ladder? 

Do we simply stare at what's horrible and forgive it? 

Here is the river, and here is the box, and here are 

the monsters we put in the box to test our strength 

 

 



 

 

against. Here is the cake, and here is the fork, and here's 

the desire to put it inside us, and then the question 

behind every question: What happens next? 

 

The way you slam your body into mine reminds me 

I'm alive, but monsters are always hungry, darling, 

 

and they're only a few steps behind you, finding 

the flaw, the poor weld, the place where we weren't 

stitched up quite right, the place they could almost 

slip right through if the skin wasn't trying to 

keep them out, to keep them here, on the other side 

of the theater where the curtain keeps rising. 

I crawled out the window and ran into the woods. 

I had to make up all the words myself. The way 

they taste, the way they sound in the air. I passed 

through the narrow gate, stumbled in, stumbled 

around for a while, and stumbled back out. I made 

this place for you. A place for you to love me. 

 

 



 

 

If this isn't a kingdom then I don't know what is. 

So how would you catalog it? Dawn in the fields? 

Snow and dirty rain? Light brought in in buckets? 

I was trying to describe the kingdom, but the letters 

kept smudging as I wrote them: the hunter's heart, 

 

the hunter's mouth, the trees and the trees and the 

space between the trees, swimming in gold. The words 

frozen. The creatures frozen. The plum sauce 

leaking out of the bag. Explaining will get us nowhere. 

 

I was away, I don't know where, lying on the floor, 

pretending I was dead. I wanted to hurt you 

but the victory is that I could not stomach it. We have 

swallowed him up, they said. It's beautiful. It really is. 

I had a dream about you. We were in the gold room 

where everyone finally gets what they want. 

You said Tell me about your books, your visions made 

of flesh and light and I said This is the Moon. This is 

 

 



 

 

the Sun. Let me name the stars for you. Let me take you 

there. The splash of my tongue melting you like a sugar 

cube... We were in the gold room where everyone 

finally gets what they want, so I said What do you 

want, sweetheart? and you said Kiss me. Here I am 

leaving you clues. I am singing now while Rome 

 

burns. We are all just trying to be holy. My applejack, 

my silent night, just mash your lips against me. 

We are all going forward. None of us are going back. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

मैं आता रहूँगा तुम्हारे लिए  चंद्रक ंत देवत ले 

 

मेरे होने के प्रग ढ़ अंधेरे को 

पत  नह  ंकैसे जगमग  देत  हो तुम 

अपने देखने भर के कररशे्म से 

 

कुछ तो है तुम्ह रे भ तर 

जजससे अपने जिय ि न सन्न टे को 

तुम जसत र स  िज  लेत  हो समुद्र क  छ त  में 

 

अपने असंभव आक श में 

तुम आज द जचज़िय  क  तरह खेल रह  हो 

उसक  आव ज क  परछ ई के स थ 

जो लगभग ग ंग  है 

और मैं कजवत  के िन्दरग ह पर ख़ि  

आँखे खोल रह  हँ गहर  धंुध में 

 

लगत  है क ल्पजनक खुश  क  भ  

अन्त हो चुक  है 

पत  नह  ंकह ँ जकस चट्ट न पर िैठ  

 

 



 

 

तुम फ लो ंको नोचं रह  हो 

मैं यह ँ दुुःख क  स ख  आँखो ंपर 

 

 

प न  के छ टें म र रह  हँ 

हम रे ि च जततजलयो ंक  अभेद्य परद  है श यद 

 

जो भ  हो 

मैं आत  रहँग  उजल  र तो ंमें 

चन्द्रम  को जगट र स  िज ऊँग  

तुम्ह रे जलए 

और वसन्त के प रे समय 

वसन्त को रूई क  तरह धुनकत  रहँग  

तुम्ह रे जलए



प्यार के बहुत चेहरे हैं नव न स गर 

 

मैं उसे प्य र करत   

यजद वह  

खुद वह होत   

 

मैं अपन  हृदय खोल देत   

यजद वह  

अपने भ तर खुल ज त   

 

मैं उसे छ त   

यजद वह देह होत   

और मेरे ह थ होते मेरे भ व!  

 

मैं उसे प्य र करत   

यजद मैं पत्त  य  हव  होत   

य  मैं खुद को नह  ंज नत   

 

 



मैं जि ड ि रह  थ   

वह उभर रह  थ   

जजस पल उसक  झलक जदख   

मैं कभ -कभ  ड ि रह  हँ  

वह अभ -अभ  अपने भ तर उभर रह  है  

 

मैं उसे प्य र करत   

यजद वह ज नत   

मैं ख मोश  क  लय में अकेल  उसे प्य र करत  हँ  

प्य र के िहुत चेहरे हैं। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



प्यार में कुछ भी नही ीं लछपाना चालहए  जवमल कुम र 

 

जि कोई आदम  

करत  है जकस  से 

सच्च  प्य र 

तो सि कुछ ित न  च हत  है 

 

आसम न क  रंग 

इस समय कैस  है 

कैस  हो रह  है ि ररश 

अच नक उसके शहर में 

जकतन  उल्लजसत हैं तरंगें 

समुद्र में 

जकतन -जकतन  गजजन 

जकतन  गहर  है र त 

जकतन  उद स  

 

 

 



वह अपन  हर खुश  

ित न  च हत  है 

जि उ़ि  आसम न पर पतंगें उसक  

तो वह इस खुश  को फ़ौरन 

एक संदेश क  तरह च हत  है भेजन  

यह ँ तक जक उसके घर के स मने 

त र पर िैठ  हो कोई जचज़िय  

तो वह भ  ित न  च हत  है 

च हत  है यह भ  ित न  

आज उसके आँगन में एक फ ल खखल  है 

ध प जनकल  है िहुत जदनो ंके ि द 

प कज  में 

 

ह ल ँजक कुछ लोग यह भ  

कहते हैं इसमें ित न  क्य  है 

क्य  नह  ंहै उसे म ल म 

पर जि आदम  करत  है 

 

 



जकस  से सच्च  प्य र 

तो आटे द ल और 

सख़ियो ंके द म भ  

च हत  है ित न  

जकस तरह िढ़ गई है महंग ई 

और प्य ज“  के भ व 

चढ़ गए आसम न पर 

 

उफ! यह टर ैजफक ज म 

जकस तरह झर रह  है पलस्तर 

द व र पर चल रह  है 

एक जछपकल  

जकस तरह जजजर हो गय  है 

यह मक न 

िढ़ गय  है जकतन  

जकर य  

और स्क ल क  फ स 

 

 



वह ख ने के स्व द 

प न  क  रंग 

जमट्ट  क  सोधं  सोधं  खुशि  

भ  ित न  च हत  है 

अपने समय क  र जन जत 

और दुष्चक्र तो ज़रूर ह  

झ ठ और सच के भेद को भ  

फ’ रेि को भ  

ित न  च हत  है 

 

ित न  च हत  है 

कोई ग न  

जकस तरह उसके जदल को छ  गय  एक जदन 

पर यह भ  ित न  च हत  है 

ऩौकर  करत  जकस तरह घुट-घुटकर 

इन जदनो ं

और नह  ंजमल प  रह  

 

 



समय पर 

तनख़्व ह.... 

 

वह यह भ  ित न  च हत  है 

उसके मन में है 

जकस तरह क  है गुखिय ँ 

जकस तरह क  उलझनें 

जकस तरह से जवचलन-आकर्जण 

वह अपन  कमज़ोर  य  कम  को ित ए 

ित ए अपने ल लच 

यह घृण  को 

तो समजझए 

व कई वह प्य र करत  है 

आपसे सच्च  

 

अगर वह आदम  

नह  ंित न  च हत  है 

 

 



तो समझो वह कुछ 

जछप  रह  है 

सच्च  प्य र 

करन  है 

तो जकस  को 

अपने पुण्य और प प भ  ित ने च जहए 

 

प्य र में कुछ भ  नह  ंजछप न  च जहए 

अगर वह जकस  और से प्य र करने लग  है 

तो यह ि त उसे सिसे पहले ित न  च जहए 

जजतन  प रदशी होग  प्य र 

उतन  ह  होग  वह 

मज़ि त 

और त फ न में भ  वह जटकेग  

हरदम 

 

कोई त क़त 

नह  ंजहल  सकत  उसे । 

 



पे्रम शमशेर िह दुर जसंह  

 

द्रव्य नह  ंकुछ मेरे प स 

जफर भ  मैं करत  हँ प्य र 

रूप नह  ंकुछ मेरे प स 

जफर भ  मैं करत  हं प्य र 

स ंस ररक व्यवह र न ज्ञ न 

जफर भ  मैं करत  हँ प्य र 

शखि न य़ौवन पर अजभम न 

जफर भ  मैं करत  हँ प्य र 

कुशल कल जवद् हँ न प्रव ण 

जफर भ  मैं करत  हँ प्य र 

केवल भ वुक द न मल न 

जफर भ  मैं करत  हँ प्य र। 

 

मैंने जकतने जकए उप य 

जकनु्त न मुझ से छ ट  पे्रम 

 

 



सि जवजध थ  ज वन असह य 

जकनु्त न मुझ से छ ट  पे्रम 

सि कुछ स ध , जप, तप, म़ौन 

जकनु्त न मुझ से छ ट  पे्रम 

जकतन  घ म  देश-जवदेश 

जकनु्त न मुझ से छ ट  पे्रम 

तरह-तरह के िदले वेर् 

जकनु्त न मुझ से छ ट  पे्रम। 

 

उसक  ि त-ि त में छल है 

जफर भ  है वह अनुपम संुदर 

म य  ह  उसक  संिल है 

जफर भ  है वह अनुपम संुदर 

वह जवयोग क  ि दल मेर  

जफर भ  है वह अनुपम संुदर 

छ य  ज वन आकुल मेर  

 

 

 



जफर भ  है वह अनुपम संुदर 

 

केवल कोमल, अखथथर नभ-स  

जफर भ  है वह अनुपम संुदर 

वह अंजतम भय-स , जवस्मय-स  

जफर भ  है वह अनुपम संुदर । 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



जैसे  प्रभ त 

 

 जैसे पे़ि को नह  ंित न  प़ित  

मैं क्यो ंिैठ  हं उसक  छ ंव में 

जैसे र ह को नह  ंित न  प़ित  

मैं क्यो ंचल रह  हं उस पर 

जैसे नद  को नह  ंित न  प़ित  

मैं क्यो ंज  रह  हं द सरे जकन रे पर 

जैसे ि दलो ंको नह  ंित न  प़ित  

कह ं तक चल ंग  उन्हें देखत  

 

जैसे तुम्ह रे चेहरे को नह  ंित न  प़ित  

क्यो ंप़ि  हं उसमें, घ स में न व क  तरह 

जैसे तुम्ह र  आंखो ंको नह  ंित न  प़ित  

क्यो ंतोते क  तरह ल़ौटत  हं इन्ह  ंकोटरो ंमें 

जैसे तुम्ह रे क नो ंको नह  ंित न  प़ित  

 

 

 



क्यो ंसुन ई देत  हं फ लो ंके टपकने क  तरह 

 

जैसे तुम्ह रे प ंवो ंको नह  ंित न  प़ित  

क्यो ंघर में घुसने से पहले फटक र  ज ने व ल  ध ल हं मैं 

जैसे तुम्ह रे िदन को नह  ंित न  प़ित  

क्यो ंतुम्ह रे नह ने क  प न  हं मैं 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Red Brocade by Naomi Shihab Nye 

 

The Arabs used to say, 

When a stranger appears at your door, 

feed him for three days 

before asking who he is, 

where he’s come from, 

where he’s headed. 

That way, he’ll have strength 

enough to answer. 

Or, by then you’ll be 

such good friends 

you don’t care. 

  

Let’s go back to that. 

Rice? Pine nuts? 

Here, take the red brocade pillow. 

My child will serve water 

to your horse. 

  

 



No, I was not busy when you came! 

I was not preparing to be busy. 

That’s the armor everyone put on 

to pretend they had a purpose 

in the world. 

  

I refuse to be claimed. 

Your plate is waiting. 

We will snip fresh mint 

into your tea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Small Kindness by Danusha Lameris 

 

I’ve been thinking about the way, when you walk 

down a crowded aisle, people pull in their legs 

to let you by. Or how strangers still say “bless you” 

when someone sneezes, a leftover 

from the Bubonic plague. “Don’t die,” we are saying. 

And sometimes, when you spill lemons 

from your grocery bag, someone else will help you 

pick them up. Mostly, we don’t want to harm each other. 

We want to be handed our cup of coffee hot, 

and to say thank you to the person handing it. To smile 

at them and for them to smile back. For the waitress 

to call us honey when she sets down the bowl of clam chowder, 

and for the driver in the red pick-up truck to let us pass. 

We have so little of each other, now. So far 

from tribe and fire. Only these brief moments of exchange. 

 

What if they are the true dwelling of the holy, these 

 

 



fleeting temples we make together when we say, “Here, 

have my seat,” “Go ahead — you first,” “I like your hat.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Today We Spoke by Imtiaz Dharker 

 

I needn't have stroked your face. 

We knew each other 

before fingers. 

 

It could go away quite easily. 

Another day you will look at me 

and see a wall.  

 

Knowing doesn't make 

a straight line. 

Another day I'll call  

and your voice  

will shut the door politely.  

 

There are no guarantees.  

 

Today we woke 

 

 



in separate countries 

to different birds. 

Yours sing, mine croak. 

 

Today I broke 

a silence. 

You cut the blindfolds off my words. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Variation on the Word Sleep by Margaret Atwood 

 

I would like to watch you sleeping, 

which may not happen. 

I would like to watch you, 

sleeping. I would like to sleep 

with you, to enter 

your sleep as its smooth dark wave 

slides over my head 

 

and walk with you through that lucent 

wavering forest of bluegreen leaves 

with its watery sun & three moons 

towards the cave where you must descend, 

towards your worst fear 

 

I would like to give you the silver 

branch, the small white flower, the one 

word that will protect you 

 

 



from the grief at the center 

of your dream, from the grief 

at the center. I would like to follow 

you up the long stairway 

again & become 

the boat that would row you back 

carefully, a flame 

in two cupped hands 

to where your body lies 

beside me, and you enter 

it as easily as breathing in 

 

I would like to be the air 

that inhabits you for a moment 

only. I would like to be that unnoticed 

& that necessary. 

 

 

 

 



Sleeping in the Forest by Mary Oliver 

 

I thought the earth 

remembered me, she 

took me back so tenderly, arranging 

her dark skirts, her pockets 

full of lichens and seeds. I slept 

as never before, a stone 

on the riverbed, nothing 

between me and the white fire of the stars 

but my thoughts, and they floated 

light as moths among the branches 

of the perfect trees. All night 

I heard the small kingdoms breathing 

around me, the insects, and the birds 

who do their work in the darkness. All night 

I rose and fell, as if in water, grappling 

 

 

 

 



with a luminous doom. By morning 

I had vanished at least a dozen times 

into something better. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



नी ींद  आलोक धन्व  

 

र त के आव र  

मेर  आत्म  के प स भ  रुको 

मुझे दो ऐस  न दं 

जजस पर एक जतनके क  भ  दि व न  हो 

 

ऐस  न दं 

जैसे च ंद में प न  क  घ स 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



चीज़ें खोती रहती हैं  सजवत  जसंह 

 

वे च ज़ें जजन्हें हम ज नते थे  

अपन  देहो ंक  तरह  

व सन  क  तरह  

वे च ज़ें जो ठोस थ  ं 

हम र  औल दो ंक  इच्छ ओ ंक  तरह  

उनक  क मन ओ ंसे संयत संरजचत सृजि क  तरह  

उस क्र ंजत क  तरह  

जजसके जलए ज वन क  ध र मो़ि द  गई थ   

सि कह ँ गईं  

कल ह  सोच रह  थ  घर के प छे व ल  खख़िक  के स मने  

जो कँट ल  गुल ि क  लतर  

अपने गुचे्छद र फ लो ंके स थ  

हव  में ह़ौले-ह़ौले झ म  करत  थ   

कि स ख गई  

कह ँ गईं वे जततजलय ँ जो इन पर  

 

 



प्य र चुआत  थ  ं 

वह महक जो ख चं ल त  थ   

न ज ने जकतने द सरे क टो ंको  

जकस  ने एक जदन कह  थ   

जि हम स थ च य खर दने गए थे  

ऑरेंज फ्ल वर  प को  

और वह नह  ंजमल रह  थ   

जफर जमल भ  गई थ   

जक च ज़ें खोत  रहत  हैं  

उनके ठोस य  तरल होने से कोई फक़ज  नह  ंप़ित   

एक ख ल पन ख ल पन को भरत  रहत  है  

एक खल  खुद को िच त  रहत  है 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Death ain't nothin' but a Song by Donte Collins 

 

my mother moved out 

of her body decided it 

was no longer worthy 

it couldn't contain her laughter 

she couldn't obey the house 

rules of human her spirit 

that young & fresh fever wanted 

to call the night her dance club 

wanted to try on new clothes 

stay out later 

my mother now wears the world 

dresses herself with the tall grass 

blushes her cheeks with red clay 

she laughs & a forest fire awakens 

she laughs & every mountain bows 

 

 

 

 



to her sharp thunder she laughs 

and each cicada begins to sing last 

night Saint Paul was cloaked in steam: 

fog traveled from some distant heat 

no, i think you've got it all wrong 

someone must have asked my mother 

to dance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

When Great Trees Fall by Maya Angelou 

 

When great trees fall, 

rocks on distant hills shudder, 

lions hunker down 

in tall grasses, 

and even elephants 

lumber after safety. 

 

When great trees fall 

in forests, 

small things recoil into silence, 

their senses 

eroded beyond fear. 

 

When great souls die, 

the air around us becomes 

 

 

 



 

light, rare, sterile. 

We breathe, briefly. 

Our eyes, briefly, 

see with 

a hurtful clarity. 

Our memory, suddenly sharpened, 

examines, 

gnaws on kind words 

unsaid, 

promised walks 

never taken. 

 

Great souls die and 

our reality, bound to 

them, takes leave of us. 

Our souls, 

dependent upon their 

 

 

 



nurture, 

now shrink, wizened. 

Our minds, formed 

and informed by their 

radiance,  fall away. 

We are not so much maddened 

as reduced to the unutterable ignorance  of 

dark, cold 

caves. 

 

And when great souls die, 

after a period peace blooms, 

slowly and always 

irregularly. Spaces fill 

with a kind of 

soothing electric vibration. 

Our senses, restored, never 

to be the same, whisper to us. 

 

 

 



They existed. They existed. 

We can be. Be and be 

better. For they existed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I measure every Grief I meet by Emily Dickinson 

 

I measure every Grief I meet 

With narrow, probing, eyes –  

I wonder if It weighs like Mine –  

Or has an Easier size. 

 

I wonder if They bore it long –  

Or did it just begin –  

I could not tell the Date of Mine –  

It feels so old a pain –  

 

I wonder if it hurts to live –  

And if They have to try –  

And whether – could They choose between –  

It would not be – to die –  

 

I note that Some – gone patient long –  

At length, renew their smile –   

 

 



An imitation of a Light 

That has so little Oil –  

 

I wonder if when Years have piled –   

Some Thousands – on the Harm –   

That hurt them early – such a lapse 

Could give them any Balm –   

 

Or would they go on aching still 

Through Centuries of Nerve –  

Enlightened to a larger Pain –   

In Contrast with the Love –   

 

The Grieved – are many – I am told –   

There is the various Cause –   

 

Death – is but one – and comes but once –   

And only nails the eyes –   

 

 

 



There's Grief of Want – and grief of Cold –   

A sort they call "Despair" –   

There's Banishment from native Eyes –  

In sight of Native Air –   

 

And though I may not guess the kind –   

Correctly – yet to me 

A piercing Comfort it affords 

In passing Calvary –   

 

To note the fashions – of the Cross –   

And how they're mostly worn –   

Still fascinated to presume 

That Some – are like my own – 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Kindness by Naomi Shihab Nye 

 

Kindness 

Before you know what kindness really is 

you must lose things, 

feel the future dissolve in a moment 

like salt in a weakened broth. 

What you held in your hand, 

what you counted and carefully saved, 

all this must go so you know 

how desolate the landscape can be 

between the regions of kindness. 

How you ride and ride 

thinking the bus will never stop, 

the passengers eating maize and chicken 

will stare out the window forever. 

 

 

 

 

 



Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness 

you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho 

 

lies dead by the side of the road. 

You must see how this could be you, 

how he too was someone 

who journeyed through the night with plans 

and the simple breath that kept him alive. 

 

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside, 

you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing. 

You must wake up with sorrow. 

You must speak to it till your voice 

catches the thread of all sorrows 

and you see the size of the cloth. 

Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore, 

 

 

 

 

 



only kindness that ties your shoes 

and sends you out into the day to gaze at bread, 

 

only kindness that raises its head 

from the crowd of the world to say 

 

It is I you have been looking for, 

and then goes with you everywhere 

like a shadow or a friend. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In the Shed by Mary Logue 

 

While we are gone, 

our neighbor finds 

a long-dead buck in our shed, 

steeped in snow and wood. 

A broken leg took him down 

and he found refuge. 

The deer that had wandered the hills, 

had run in front of a car. 

This is the story we make up to 

understand how he got there. 

It’s sad, the part about dying. 

It scares us, we want to turn 

our faces away, drag the deer 

back to the forest. 

But there is something else 

 

 

 

 



we should look at— 

a small gladness that he found 

shelter close to our house, 

that he came out of the wind and snow 

to curl up near the wood pile. 

All deer die. 

This one is a testament. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Invitation by Mary Oliver 

 

Oh do you have time 

to linger 

for just a little while 

out of your busy 

 

and very important day 

for the goldfinches 

that have gathered 

in a field of thistles 

 

for a musical battle, 

to see who can sing 

the highest note, 

or the lowest, 

 

or the most expressive of mirth, 

or the most tender? 

 

 



Their strong, blunt beaks 

drink the air 

 

as they strive 

melodiously 

not for your sake 

and not for mine 

 

and not for the sake of winning 

but for sheer delight and gratitude – 

believe us, they say, 

it is a serious thing 

 

just to be alive 

on this fresh morning 

 

in the broken world. 

I beg of you, 

 

 

 



do not walk by 

without pausing 

to attend to this 

rather ridiculous performance. 

 

It could mean something. 

It could mean everything. 

It could be what Rilke meant, when he wrote: 

You must change your life. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Go Back to the House for a Book by Billy Collins 

 

I turn around on the gravel 

and go back to the house for a book, 

something to read at the doctor's office, 

and while I am inside, running the finger 

of inquisition along a shelf, 

another me that did not bother 

to go back to the house for a book 

heads out on his own, 

rolls down the driveway, 

and swings left toward town, 

a ghost in his ghost car, 

another knot in the string of time, 

a good three minutes ahead of me? 

a spacing that will now continue 

for the rest of my life. 

 

 

 

 



Sometimes I think I see him 

 

a few people in front of me on a line 

or getting up from a table 

to leave the restaurant just before I do, 

slipping into his coat on the way out the door. 

But there is no catching him, 

no way to slow him down 

and put us back in synch, 

unless one day he decides to go back 

to the house for something, 

but I cannot imagine 

for the life of me what that might be. 

 

He is out there always before me, 

blazing my trail, invisible scout, 

hound that pulls me along, 

shade I am doomed to follow, 

 

 

 



my perfect double, 

only bumped an inch into the future, 

 

and not nearly as well-versed as I 

in the love poems of Ovid? 

I who went back to the house 

that fateful winter morning and got the book. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Quiet World by Jeffrey Mcdaniel 

 

In an effort to get people to look 

into each other’s eyes more, 

and also to appease the mutes, 

the government has decided 

to allot each person exactly one hundred    

and sixty-seven words, per day. 

 

When the phone rings, I put it to my ear    

without saying hello. In the restaurant    

I point at chicken noodle soup. 

I am adjusting well to the new way. 

 

Late at night, I call my long distance lover,    

proudly say I only used fifty-nine today.    

I saved the rest for you. 

 

 

 

 



When she doesn’t respond, 

I know she’s used up all her words,    

so I slowly whisper I love you 

thirty-two and a third times. 

After that, we just sit on the line    

and listen to each other breathe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Traveling Onion by Naomi Shihab Nye 

 

When I think how far the onion has traveled 

just to enter my stew today, I could kneel and praise 

all small forgotten miracles, 

crackly paper peeling on the drainboard, 

pearly layers in smooth agreement, 

the way the knife enters onion 

and onion falls apart on the chopping block, 

a history revealed. 

And I would never scold the onion 

for causing tears. 

It is right that tears fall 

for something small and forgotten. 

How at meal, we sit to eat, 

commenting on texture of meat or herbal aroma 

but never on the translucence of onion, 

 

 

 

 



now limp, now divided, 

 

or its traditionally honorable career: 

For the sake of others, 

disappear. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Welcome Morning by Anne Sextion 

 

There is joy 

in all: 

in the hair I brush each morning, 

in the Cannon towel, newly washed, 

that I rub my body with each morning, 

in the chapel of eggs I cook 

each morning, 

in the outcry from the kettle 

that heats my coffee 

each morning, 

in the spoon and the chair 

that cry “hello there, Anne” 

each morning, 

in the godhead of the table 

that I set my silver, plate, cup upon 

each morning. 

 

 

 



All this is God, 

right here in my pea-green house 

each morning 

and I mean, 

though often forget, 

to give thanks, 

to faint down by the kitchen table 

in a prayer of rejoicing 

as the holy birds at the kitchen window 

peck into their marriage of seeds. 

 

So while I think of it, 

let me paint a thank-you on my palm 

for this God, this laughter of the morning, 

lest it go unspoken. 

 

The Joy that isn’t shared, I’ve heard, 

dies young. 

 

 

 



मेरे रौशनदार में बैठा एक कबूतर  गुलज़ र 

 

मेरे ऱौशनद र में िैठ  एक कि तर 

जि अपन  म द  से गुटरग ँ कहत  है 

लगत  है मेरे ि रे में, उसने कोई ि त कह ।ं 

 

श यद मेर  य ँ कमरे में आन  और मुखल होन  

उनको न व जजि लगत  है।  

 

उनक  घर है ऱौशनद न में 

और मैं एक प़िोस  हँ 

उनके स मने एक वस  आक श क  आंगन। 

...इन दरिो ंमें िन्द हो ज ते हैं 

हम दरव जे़ भे़ि के, इन दरिो ंमें िन्द हो ज ते हैं, 

उनके पर हैं, और परव ज़ ह  खसलत है। 

 

 

 

 



आठव ,ं दसव  ंमंजज़ल के छज्ो ंपर वो, 

िेख़ौफ टहलते रहते हैं। 

 

हम भ र -भरकम, एक क़दम आगे रक्ख , 

और न चे जगर के फ़ौत हुए।  

 

िोले गुटरग ँ... 

जकतन  वज़न लेकर चलते हैं... 

जकतन  वज़न लेकर चलते हैं ये इन्स न 

क़ौन स  शै है इसके प स जो इतर त  है 

ये भ  नह  ंजक दो गज़ क  परव ज़ करें  

 

आँखें िन्द करत  हँ तो म थे के ऱौशनद न से अक्सर 

मुझको गुटरग ँ क  आव ज़ें आत  हैं !! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



गाूँव की सुबह  जनमजल आनन्द 

 

जचज़ियो ंसे पहले 

उठते ि ि  

 

उनसे पहले उठ ज त  है 

उनक  ख ँस  

 

उठते ह  करते हैं धरत  को प्रण म 

जफर रखते हैं प ँव धरत  पर 

जफर ज गत  हैं न दं से 

अंधेरे में ड ि  गजलय ँ 

 

ज गते हैं घर 

ज गत  है ग ँव । 

 

 

 

 



हो ींठ  केद रन थ जसंह 

 

हर सुिह 

होठंो ंको च जहए कोई एक न म 

य न  एक ख ि ल ल और ग ढ़ -स  शहद 

जो जसफज  मनुष्य क  देह से टपकत  है 

 

कई ि र 

देह से अलग 

ज न  च हते हैं होठं 

वे थरथर न -छटपट न  च हते हैं 

देह से अलग 

जफर यह ज नकर 

जक यह संभव नह  ं

वे प  लेते हैं अपन  स र  गुस्स  

और गुनगुन ने लगते हैं 

अपन  जगह 

 

 



कई ि र सल खो ंके प छे 

 

एक आव ज़ 

एक हथेल  

य  जसफज  एक देहर  के जलए 

तरसते हुए होठं 

ध रे-ध रे हो ज ते हैं 

पिर क  तरह सख़्त 

और पिर के भ  होठं होते हैं 

ि ल  के भ  

र ख के भ  

पृथ्व  तो यह ँ से वह ँ तक 

होठं ह  होठं है 

 

च हे जैसे भ  हो 

होठंो ंको हर श म च जहए ह  च जहए 

 

 

 



एक जलत  हुआ सच 

जजसमें हज़ रो-ंहज़ र झ ठ 

जगमग  रहे हो ं

 

 

होठंो ंको िहुत कुछ च जहए 

उन्हें च जहए 'ह ँ' क  नमक 

और 'न ' क  लोह  

और कई ि र दोनो ं

एक ह  समय 

 

पर असल में 

अपन  हर िय न दे चुकने के ि द 

होठंो ंको च जहए 

जसफज  दो होठं 

जलते हुए 

खुलते हुए 

िोलते हुए होठं 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



प्रार्थना  नव न र ंजगय ल 

 

अगर िे-असर न होत  ंि र-ि र  

और प र  होकर ल़ौटत  ंप्र थजन एँ  

तो मैं सिसे पहले ट‍हजनयो ंक  तरह न जु़क हजियो ंव ले िच‍चो ंके जलए प्रोट न म ँगत   

मैं च हत  जक  देश मज़ि त र ढ़व लो ंके ह थो ंमें स़ौपं  ज ए  

 

उसके ि द रेल क  पटररयो ंपर अँधेरे में सुिकते  

पे्रजमयो ंके जलए िहुत स र  जगह म ँगत   

 

मैं अप ल करत  जक शहर क  स र  प्‍य र  

अँधेर  गजलयो,ं कॉफ  ह उस और होटल के कमरो ंसे ि हर जनक ल  ज ए  

 

िेव ओ ंके जलए म ँगत  लोहे क  आररय ँ  

पंजडत और मुल्‍ल ओ ंके जलए िहुत स रे नेक इर दे  

मैं च हत  जक जव जनय ँ ह दसो ंक  जशक र न हो ं 

उनके जलए म ँगत  ि ढ़  होकर मर ज ने तक क  मोहलत  

 

 



मेर  सिसे न जु़क म ँग िच‍चो ंके जलए होत   

मैं इस स च  में श जमल करत  एक-एक जो़ि  ज ते उन सभ  िच‍चो ंके जलए  

जो अथ‍पत लो ंके प छे सुइय ँ ि नते हैं नंगे पैर  

सरक र के जलए अपन  आग से स़िक क  ध प खोदने व ल  औरतो ंके जलए  

एक-एक रफ गर म ँगत   

जो उनके फटे हुए ब्‍ल उज़ और पेट कोट जसलने के िदले नह  ंम ँगते उनक  देह  

रफ गर उनके प्‍य र में प़िते  

और िेईम न ठेकेद रो ंसे उन्‍हें जदल ते उनक  मेहनत न  और पस ने क  व जजि द म  

 

नद  के उस तरफ रहने व ले तम म ल़िको ंके जलए एक पुल क  दुआ करत   

जक वे आस न  से आ सकें  इस तरफ और रख सकें  अपने इज़ह र संुदर हथेजलयो ंपर  

 

मैं इस दुजनय  में कुछ ि़ेि जह ज़ो ंक  उम्‍म द करत   

जो तम म जशक यतो ंऔर झ ठ  एफआईआर को भरकर जकस  िेन म जटर ‍जचंग ग्र उंड  

पर फें क आते  

मैं म ँगत  जक दुजनय  ज़ जलम और मज़ल म क  कह न  भर न हो  

इसमें कुछ संुदर कजवत एँ, कुछ गद्य और प र  पे्रम-कह जनय ँ भ  हो ं 

 

 



 

मैं जजसके प्‍य र में मर चुक  हँ  

उसक  आँखो ंके जकन रे एक न व रखत   

जो स रे आँस  भरकर द र कह  ंड ि ज ए  

 

जफर उसके जलए म ँगत  एक खख़िक   

खख़िक  के ि हर न िदलने व ल  एक म़ौसम  

कुछ िेहद जदलकश श इर जो उसे प्रत क्ष ओ ंक  कह जनय ँ सुन ते  

मेर  गैरह जज़र  में उसक  जदल िहल ते  

उसे ग त सुन ते  

वह  ंद र कह  ंअँधेरे में एक सफेद क़ब्र होत   

जजस पर मैं अपन  न म जलख  हुआ म ँगत  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



देना  नव न स गर 

 

जजसने मेर  घर जल य  

उसे इतन  ि़ि  घर 

देन  जक ि हर जनकलने को चले 

पर जनकल न प ये 

 

जजसने मुझे म र  

उसे सि देन  

मृतु्य न देन  

जजसने मेर  रोट  छ न  

उसे रोजटयो ंके समुद्र में फें कन  

और त फ न उठ न  

 

जजनसे मैं नह  ंजमल  

उनसे जमलव न  

 

 

 



मुझे इतन  द र छो़ि आन  

जक िर िर संस र में आत  रहँ 

 

अगल  ि र 

इतन  पे्रम देन  

जक कह सक ँ : पे्रम करत  हँ 

और वह मेरे स मने हो। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Insha’Allah BY DANUSHA LAMÉRIS 

 

I don’t know when it slipped into my speech 

that soft word meaning, “if God wills it.” 

Insha’Allah I will see you next summer. 

The baby will come in spring, insha’Allah. 

Insha’Allah this year we will have enough rain. 

 

So many plans I’ve laid have unraveled 

easily as braids beneath my mother’s quick fingers. 

 

Every language must have a word for this. A word 

our grandmothers uttered under their breath 

as they pinned the whites, soaked in lemon, 

hung them to dry in the sun, or peeled potatoes, 

dropping the discarded skins into a bowl. 

 

 

 

 

 



Our sons will return next month, insha’Allah. 

 

Insha’Allah this war will end, soon. Insha’Allah 

the rice will be enough to last through winter. 

 

How lightly we learn to hold hope, 

as if it were an animal that could turn around 

and bite your hand. And still we carry it 

the way a mother would, carefully, 

from one day to the next. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Psalm by Jericho Brown 

 

Some folks fool themselves into believing, 

But I know what I know once, at the height 

Of hopeless touching, my man and I hold 

Our breaths, certain we can stop time or maybe 

 

Eliminate it from our lives, which are shorter  

Since we learned to make love for each other  

Rather than doing it to each other. As for praise  

And worship, I prefer the latter. Only memory 

 

Makes us kneel, silent and still. Hear me?  

Thunder scares. Lightning lets us see. Then,  

Heads covered, we wait for rain. Dear Lord,  

Let me watch for his arrival and hang my head 

 

And shake it like a man who's lost and lived.  

Something keeps trying, but I'm not killed yet 

 

 



Prayer in the park by Imitiaz Dharker 

 

They're out with their socks off 

and skirts up, shirtless, 

letting the sun and air trampoline 

on bouncy sheets of bare 

pink, acres of back and rolling buttocks, 

toe-forests, himalayan ranges 

of knees. 

 

Oh please,  

let not one cloud cross this  

rollick of humanity. 

 

For one more day 

let the neighbours and their in-laws 

drink white wine and Sprite 

out of acrylic cups, let the children 

waddle with duck-babies and 

 

 



floppy pups splash with the swimmers 

in the Serpentine.  

 

(I'll pretend their peace is mine) 

 

And let all the unwanted bits 

of clothing rise up into the sky, 

laughing and singing out loud,  

link sleeves, lock trouser legs 

and fly off across the abandoned city 

sky divers in a maypole dance 

around the OXO tower and the GPO.  

 

Oh 

let no shadow fall  

on this happy day, 

(this angelic crowd). 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



रेि  आलोक धन्व  

 

हर भले आदम  क  एक रेल होत  है 

जो म ँ के घर क  ओर ज त  है 

स ट  िज त  हुई 

धुआँ उ़ि त  हुई। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



पे्लटफ़ॉमथ पर  र जेश जोश  

 

आव रग  के उन जदनो ंमें जि देर र त ल़ौटने पर  

िंद हो ज ते थे घरो ंके दरव जे़  

गुज़ र  हमने कई-कई र तें पे्लटफॉमज पर चहलक़दम  करते हुए  

देर र त जि सुनस न होते ज ते हैं पे्लटफॉमज और  

िहुत कम गुज़रत  हैं रेलग ज़िय ँ  

द र आसम न में टहलत  रहत  है ि ँक  च ँद!  

ख ल  पटररयो ंपर ि च-ि च में शंजटंग करते रहते हैं इंजन  

ठंड  होत  र त के सन्न टे में ग ँजत  है  

इंजन क  तेज़ स ट  और पजहयो ंक  संग त  

ऊँघते हुए च य व ले, जटजकट कलेक्टर, इंजन डर  इवर, ग डज और  

पटररयो ंक  देखभ ल करने व ले मज़द र ह थ में ल लटेनें जलए  

अलग-अलग कोनो ंमें ख़ेि िजतय ते हैं  

उनक  फुसफुस हटो ंऔर इक्क -दुक्क  य जियो ंके ि च  

उस छोटे से से्टशन पर मटरगश्त  करते  

गुज़ र  ंहमने कई-कई र तें  

 

 



हर जदन लंि  होत  स़िको ंऔर ि़ेि होते शहरो ंमें अि  

कम होत  ज  रह  है चलन जकस  को 

लेने आने य  छो़िने ज ने क   

अि तो प र  जशद्दत से कोई ल़ित  भ  नह  ं 

िहुत ख मोश  से चलत  है ठंड  कटुत  क   

दुध र  छुर   

उद स  िढ़ रह  है क़स्ो ंमें और शहरो ंमें उद स नत   

आव रग  करते और व्यथज भटकते पे्लटफॉमज पर  

हर आत  ज त  टर ेन क  खख़िजकयो ंसे झ ँकते लोगो ंको  

जहल ए हमने ह थ  

द र तक तल शे होगें उन लोगो ंने  

हम रे अपररजचत चेहरो ंमें  

चेहरे अपने स्वजनो ंके  

जदनो ंजदन ठंड  होत  ज त  मन में िच  आँच ने  

कुछ पल को कुरेद  होग  ज़रूर  

कुछ लोगो ंक  मन। 

 

 

 



WAITING by Robert Pinsky 

 

When the trains go by 

The frozen ground shivers 

Inwardly like an anvil. 

The sky reaches down 

Stiffly into the 

spaces 

Among houses and trees. 

A wisp of harsh air snakes 

Upward between glove 

And cuff, quickening 

The sense of the life 

Elsewhere of things, the things 

You touched, maybe, numb 

Handle of a rake; stone 

 

Of a peach; soiled 

Band-Aid; book, pants 

 

 



Or shirt that you touched 

Once in a store ... less 

The significant fond junk 

Of someone's garage, and less 

The cinder out of your eye- 

Still extant and floating 

In Sweden or a bird's crop- 

Than the things that you 

noticed 

Or not, watching from a train: 

The cold wide river of things, 

Going by like the cold 

Children who stood by the tracks 

 

Holding for no reason sticks 

Or other things, waiting 

For no reason for the trains. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My body is not an apology by Sonya Renee Taylor 

 

The body is not an apology. 

Let it not be forget-me-not fixed to mattress when night threatens 

to leave the room empty as the belly of a crow. 

The body is not an apology. Present it not as disassembled rifle 

when he has yet to prove himself more than common intruder. 

The body is not an apology. Let it not be common as oil, ash, or toilet. 

Let it not be small as gravel, stain, or teeth. 

Let it not be mountain when it is sand. 

Let it not be ocean when it is grass. 

Let it not be shaken, flattened, or razed in contrition. 

The body is not an apology. Do not give it as confession, 

communion. Do not ask for it to be pardoned as criminal. 

The body is not a crime, is not a gun. 

The body is not a spill to be contained. It is not 

a lost set of keys, a wrong number dialed. It is not 

the orange burst of blood to shame white dresses. 

 

 

 



The body is not an apology. It is not the unintended granules 

of bone beneath wheel. The body is not kill. 

It is not unkempt car. 

It is not a forgotten appointment. 

Do not speak it vulgar. 

The body is not soiled. Is not filth to be forgiven.The body is not an apology. 

It is not father’s backhand, 

is not mother’s dinner late again wrecked jaw howl. 

It is not the drunken sorcery of contorting steel round tree. 

It is not calamity. The body is not a math test. 

The body is not a wrong answer. 

The body is not a failed class. 

You are not failing. 

The body is not a cavity, is not hole to be filled, to be yanked out. 

It is not a broken thing to be mended, be tossed. 

The body is not prison, is not sentence to be served. 

It is not pavement, is not prayer. 

 

 

 

 



The body is not an apology. 

Do not give the body as gift. Only receive it as such. 

The body is not to be prayed for, is to be prayed to. 

So, for the evermore tortile tenth grade nose, 

Hallelujah. 

For the shower song throat that crackles like a grandfather’s Victrola, 

Hallelujah. 

For the spine that never healed, for the lambent heart that didn’t either, 

Hallelujah. 

For the sloping pulp of back, hip, belly, 

Hosanna. 

For the errant hairs that rove the face like a pack of Acheronian 

wolves.Hosanna, 

for the parts we have endeavored to excise. 

Blessed be 

the cancer, the palsy, the womb that opens like a trap door. 

Praise the body in its blackjack magic, even in this. 

 

 

 

 



For the razor wire mouth. 

For the sweet god ribbon within it. 

Praise. 

For the mistake that never was. 

Praise. 

For the bend, twist, fall, and rise again, 

fall and rise again. For the raising like an obstinate Christ. 

For the salvation of a body that bends like a baptismal bowl. 

For those who will worship at the lip of this sanctuary. 

Praise the body, for the body is not an apology. 

The body is deity. The body is God. The body is God: 

the only righteous love that never need repent. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Thing is by Paul Hostovsky 

 

All the things that can go wrong with a body 

could fill a book. Lots of books. A whole medical library. 

But the thing is, there's no point in naming them here - 

names that are sometimes long and sometimes short, 

sometimes Greek and sometimes Latin, and sometimes 

the person who first noticed, studied, and isolated a thing 

that went wrong with a body ends up giving his name 

to that thing. And thenceforth the people whose bodies 

have that thing are given that name for the thing they have. 

Which is a nameless thing, really. Nameless as a thousand 

dialects of pain. Nevertheless, people are sometimes 

made to feel better when given a name for the thing 

they have. At least it's a thing, they think. It wasn't just 

in their heads. But everything is a thing before it is given 

a name. Even the body you have, or, more accurately, are, 

 

 

 

 



was a body before it was named. And it goes back to being one. 

And that's all that's ever wrong with a body. That's the thing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



देह  पद्मज  शम ज 

 

देह क  ध म  आँच-आव ज़ सुनो 

जकतन  िोलत  है, मन के िर िर त़ौलत  है 

 

उसके म़ौन में भ  जकतने जनमंिण जकतन  स्व कृजतय ँ 

खुजशय ँ-उद जसय ँ-प िंजदय ँ 

आजद परम्पर एँ-सभ्यत -संसृ्कजतय ँ 

 

सि जपघलते रहते हैं 

स ँस लेते रहते हैं चुपच प 

होकर एक क र िदलते रहते हैं रूप क र 

िस हो एक देह क  पुक र 

 

जसव य देह के ऐस  कह  ंनह  ंहोत  

जनत न तन अनछ ई-स  ह  रहन  

समन्दरो ंमें न आसम नो ंमें 

 

 



जक सि कुछ को िदलकर 

खुद कभ  नह  ंिदलन  

 

सच तो यह है जक जह ँ देह क  नक र है 

िस यह  ंस्व क र है 

ज़म न से ज़्य द  समंदर में 

और समन्दरो ंसे अजधक देह में फटते हैं ज्व ल मुख  

उन जवस्फोटो ंके असर द र तक प़िते हैं 

और जनश न 

 

भ व-जवच र-शब्द-अथज 

व्यखि-पररव र-सम ज-देश-र िर  

सृजि के कण-कण में प्रजतजिंजित होते 

उसमें से जनकलते, उस  में सम  ज ते हैं 

 

मन म रूत उ़ित  है अस म तक 

ईश्वर अध्य त्म परलोक क  करत  है जनर  ि तें 

 

 



पर प ने जवश्र म और परम नन्द 

देह क  च़ौखट पर ह  आत  है 

देह को ल ंघकर कोई जिरल  ह  

तसल्ल  क  मंजज़ल प त  है 

 

जि देह प्रक श फैलत  है तो 

च़ौजंधय  ज त  हैं आँखें 

जगमग  उठत  है देह-मंजदर क  

हर सुप्त अँधेर  कोन  

 

आँखें खोल 

िोलने लग ज त  हैं स र  म जतजय ँ 

आश व जद देने लगते हैं स रे भगव न 

त नो ंलोक से फ लो ंक  होत  है िरस त 

यह क्षण करो़िो ंमें जकस  एक के ह  लगत  है ह थ 

जि स र  प्रकृजत उस पल जनभ त  हो स थ 

 

 

 



मंजदर-मखिद-चचज-गुरूद्व रे 

ऋजर्-मुजन-देव -देवत -चर चर स रे 

देह के आगे ल च र िेच रे 

सि ह रे। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



मेरी देह  त देयुश रोजे़जवच  

अनुव दL सुरेश सजलल 

 

मेर  देह 

मुझसे कहत  है 

 

मैं कभ  नह  ंिंद करंूग  स ँस लेन  

मैं कभ  नह  ंिंद करंूग  

ख न  पच न  प्य र करन  

मैं तुम्ह र  देह 

नह  ंिंद करंूग  देखन  

 

तुम मेर  क्य  कर रहे हो 

तुम मुझे कह ँ जलए ज  रहे हो 

 

तुम मुझे 

इस ख ँट  पर क्यो ंट ंग देन  च हत  हो 

 

 



एक मनहस छत के न चे 

 

क्यो ंधकेल देन  च हते हो तुम मुझे 

स्क्र इसे्क्रपर क  खख़िक  से 

क्यो ंफें कते हो तुम मुझे 

चक्को ंके न चे 

 

छो़ि दो यह  ंमुझे 

मैं खुल  हव  में 

गहर  स ँस लेन  च हत  हँ 

 

मेर  ज भ जकस  दोश ज  के 

होठो ंके भ तर द खखल होन  च हत  है 

तुम अगर ज़म न के भ तर घुसन  च हते हो 

ज ओ, अकेले घुसो 

 

 

 

 



मेर  देह 

खुद से िजतय त  है 

मैं रहंग  

 

 

िेजफक्र 

तुम्ह रे जिन  

 

मेर  देह छो़ि देत  है मुझे 

और िढ़त  है 

तुम्ह र  देह क  तरफ 

तुम्ह र  देह 

मुसु्कर त  है च खत  है 

अपन  ित्त स  क  

भरप र छट  जिखेरत  

िजतय त  है 

 

 

 



उसके अल व  भ  मेर  एक देह है 

लेजकन तुम उसे नह  ंदेखते 

तुम जसफज  देखते हो 

मैं को 

 

 

 

मेर  देह 

तुम्ह र  देह को छ त  है 

और च ल क  के स थ कहत  है 

ज नत  हँ 

लेजकन मुझे 

तुम्हें छ न  ह  है 

 

हम रे ह थ 

हम रे होठं 

हमसे ज़्य द  समझद र हैं। 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wait by Galway Kinnell 

 

Wait, for now. 

Distrust everything if you have to. 

But trust the hours. Haven’t they 

carried you everywhere, up to now? 

Personal events will become interesting again. 

Hair will become interesting. 

Pain will become interesting. 

Buds that open out of season will become interesting. 

Second-hand gloves will become lovely again; 

their memories are what give them 

the need for other hands. The desolation 

of lovers is the same: that enormous emptiness 

carved out of such tiny beings as we are 

asks to be filled; the need 

for the new love is faithfulness to the old. 

 

 

 

 



Wait. 

Don’t go too early. 

You’re tired. But everyone’s tired. 

But no one is tired enough. 

Only wait a little and listen: 

music of hair, 

music of pain, 

music of looms weaving our loves again. 

Be there to hear it, it will be the only time, 

most of all to hear your whole existence, 

rehearsed by the sorrows, play itself into total exhaustion. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Monsoon Words by Imtiaz Dharker 

 

The best words come 

like skilful monsoons.  

They are the ones that jump and bounce, 

fall off the page 

on to my mouth, 

and cause singing.  

 

If they're worth saying 

they run distances, lift 

themselves off pages, 

and out of phones. 

Your words are like that: 

they have hands.  

*** 

On the street, a man 

counts eggs like gifts. 

 

 

 



Someone laughs behind the wall. 

A girl runs, sandal-flapping, 

down the chattering road. 

A child picks up a stone. 

The stone opens one eye, 

and blinks.  

*** 

This madness is our main road. 

Look away, and the rain will fall 

on to your mouth. 

The city's seashore drifts 

a few words to the left. 

 

We belong in this time, 

after all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Litany for Survival by Audre Lorde 

 

For those of us who live at the shoreline 

standing upon the constant edges of decision 

crucial and alone 

for those of us who cannot indulge 

the passing dreams of choice 

who love in doorways coming and going 

in the hours between dawns 

looking inward and outward 

at once before and after 

seeking a now that can breed 

futures 

like bread in our children’s mouths 

so their dreams will not reflect 

the death of ours; 

 

For those of us 

who were imprinted with fear 

 

 



like a faint line in the center of our foreheads 

learning to be afraid with our mother’s milk 

for by this weapon 

this illusion of some safety to be found 

the heavy-footed hoped to silence us 

For all of us 

this instant and this triumph 

We were never meant to survive. 

  

And when the sun rises we are afraid 

it might not remain 

when the sun sets we are afraid 

it might not rise in the morning 

when our stomachs are full we are afraid 

of indigestion 

 

when our stomachs are empty we are afraid 

we may never eat again 

 

 

 



when we are loved we are afraid 

love will vanish 

when we are alone we are afraid 

love will never return 

and when we speak we are afraid 

our words will not be heard 

nor welcomed 

but when we are silent 

we are still afraid 

  

So it is better to speak 

remembering 

we were never meant to survive. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Yellow Glove BY NAOMI SHIHAB NYE 

 

What can a yellow glove mean in a world of motorcars and 

governments? 

 

I was small, like everyone. Life was a string of precautions: Don’t kiss the 

squirrel before you bury him, don’t suck candy, pop balloons, drop 

watermelons, watch TV. When the new gloves appeared one Christmas, 

tucked in soft tissue, I heard it trailing me: Don’t lose the yellow gloves. 

 

I was small, there was too much to remember. One day, waving at a 

stream—the ice had cracked, winter chipping down, soon we would sail 

boats and roll into ditches—I let a glove go. Into the stream, sucked 

under the street. Since when did streets have mouths? I walked home on 

a desperate road. Gloves cost money. We didn’t have much. I would tell 

no one. I would wear the yellow glove that was left and keep the other 

hand in a pocket. I knew my mother’s eyes had tears they had not cried 

yet, I didn’t want to be the one to make them flow. It was the prayer I 

spoke secretly, folding socks, lining up donkeys in windowsills. To be 

good, a promise made to the roaches who scouted my closet at night. If 

you don’t get in my bed, I will be good. And they listened. I had a lot to 

fulfill. 

 

 

 

 



The months rolled down like towels out of a machine. I sang and drew 

and fattened the cat. Don’t scream, don’t lie, don’t cheat, don’t fight—you  

 

could hear it anywhere. A pebble could show you how to be smooth, tell 

the truth. A field could show how to sleep without walls. A stream could 

remember how to drift and change—next June I was stirring the stream 

like a soup, telling my brother dinner would be ready if he’d only hurry up 

with the bread, when I saw it. The yellow glove draped on a twig. A 

muddy survivor. A quiet flag. 

 

Where had it been in the three gone months? I could wash it, fold it in my 

winter drawer with its sister, no one in that world would ever know. There 

were miracles on Harvey Street. Children walked home in yellow light. 

Trees were reborn and gloves traveled far, but returned. A thousand 

miles later, what can a yellow glove mean in a world of bankbooks and 

stereos? 

 

Part of the difference between floating and going down. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



शून्य होकर  भव न प्रस द जमश्र 

 

श न्य होकर 

िैठ ज त  है जैसे 

उद स िच्च  

 

उस जदन उतन  अकेल  

और असह य िैठ  जदख  

श म क  पहल  त र  

क फ  देर तक 

नह  ंआये द सरे त रे 

और जि आये ति भ  

 

ऐस  नह  ंलग  

पहले ने उन्हें महस स जकय  है 

य  द सरो ंने पहले को! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Suitor by Jane Kenyon 

 

We lie back to back. Curtains 

lift and fall, 

like the chest of someone sleeping.  

Wind moves the leaves of the box elder;  

they show their light undersides, 

turning all at once 

like a school of fish.  

Suddenly I understand that I am happy.  

For months this feeling  

has been coming closer, stopping 

for short visits, like a timid suitor. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



हारना  यत दं्र जमश्र 

 

कई ि र ज वन में  

ह रन  अच्छ  लगत  है  

जैसे झुकन  अच्छ  लगत  है अक्सर  

अपन  ह  िन ई  

वजजन  के जखल फ  

 

यह ज नन  कम जदलचस्प नह  ं 

गलत थे हम हर उस जगह  

जह ँ पक्क  यक़ न थ   

अपने सह  होने पर  

 

उग आई थ  वह ँ अहं क  घ स  

और ध सर रंगो ंमें फैल  थ   

उसके न चे क  स ख  जमट्ट   

 

 

 



खुद को हर ह लत में सह  स जित करत   

इस ज वन में ह रन  कई ि र  

अपन  ह  ज़ित  को तो़िन  भ  है। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



यारो मुझे मुआ'फ़ रखो मैं नशे में हूँ  

म र तक़  म र 

 

य रो मुझे मुआ'फ रखो मैं नशे में हँ  

अि दो तो ज म ख ल  ह  दो मैं नशे में हँ  

 

एक एक कु़तज द़ौर में य ँ ह  मुझे भ  दो  

ज म-ए-शर ि पुर न करो मैं नशे में हँ  

 

मस्त  से दरहम  है जमर  गुफु़्तग  के ि च  

जो च हो तुम भ  मुझ को कहो मैं नशे में हँ  

 

य  ह थो ंह थ लो मुझे म जनंद-ए-ज म-ए-मय  

य  थो़ि  द र स थ चलो मैं नशे में हँ  

 

म 'ज़ र हँ जो प ँव जमर  िे-तरह प़ेि  

तुम सरजगर ँ तो मुझ से न हो मैं नशे में हँ  

 

 



 

भ ग  नम ज़-ए-जुम  तो ज त  नह  ंहै कुछ  

चलत  हँ मैं भ  टुक तो रहो मैं नशे में हँ  

 

न जु़क-जमज़ ज आप क़य मत हैं 'म र' ज   

ज ँ श श  मेरे मँुह न लगो मैं नशे में हँ 

इक ज म खनकत  ज म जक स क़  र त गुज़रने व ल  है क़त ल जशफ ई 

 

इक ज म खनकत  ज म जक स क़  र त गुज़रने व ल  है  

इक होश-रुि  इनआ'म जक स क़  र त गुज़रने व ल  है  

 

वो देख जसत रो ंके मोत  हर आन जिखरते ज ते हैं  

अफ़्ल क पे है कोहर म जक स क़  र त गुज़रने व ल  है  

 

गो देख चुक  हँ पहले भ  नज़्ज र  दररय -नोश  क   

एक और सल -ए-आम जक स क़  र त गुज़रने व ल  है  

 

 

 



ये वक़्त नह  ंहै ि तो ंक  पलको ंके स ए क म में ल   

इल्ह म कोई इल्ह म जक स क़  र त गुज़रने व ल  है  

 

मद-होश  में एहस स के ऊँचे ज़ ने से जगर ज ने दे  

इस वक़्त न मुझ को थ म जक स क़  र त गुज़रने व ल  है 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



हींगामा है कू्ूँ बरपा र्ोडी सी जो पी िी है  

अकिर इल ह ि द  

 

हंग म  है क्य ँ िरप  थो़ि  स  जो प  ल  है  

ड क  तो नह  ंम र  चोर  तो नह  ंक  है  

 

न -तजरि -क र  से व इ'ज़ क  ये हैं ि तें  

इस रंग को क्य  ज ने प छो तो कभ  प  है  

 

उस मय से नह  ंमतलि जदल जजस से है िेग न   

मक़्स द है उस मय से जदल ह  में जो खखंचत  है  

 

ऐ श़ौक़ वह  मय प  ऐ होश ज़र  सो ज   

मेहम न-ए-नज़र इस दम एक िक़ज -ए-तजल्ल  है  

 

व ँ जदल में जक सदमे दो य ँ ज  में जक सि सह लो  

उन क  भ  अजि जदल है मेर  भ  अजि ज  है  

 

 



 

हर ज़र ज चमकत  है अनव र-ए-इल ह  से  

हर स ँस ये कहत  है हम हैं तो खुद  भ  है  

 

स रज में लगे धब्ब  जफतरत के कररशे्म हैं  

िुत हम को कहें क जफर अल्ल ह क  मज़ी है  

 

त ल म क  शोर ऐस  तहज़ ि क  गुल इतन   

िरकत जो नह  ंहोत  जनय्यत क  खर ि  है  

 

सच कहते हैं शैख 'अकिर' है त अत-ए-हक़ ल जज़म  

ह ँ तकज -ए-मय-ओ-श जहद ये उन क  िुजु़गी है 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



बाररश  केद रन थ जसंह 

 

वह अच नक शुरू हुई  

िकररय ँ उसके जलए जिलु्कल तैय र नह  ंथ  ं 

वे देर तक—च खत -जचल्ल त  रह  ं 

मगर प न  प र  त क़त के स थ  

गटर और उसके गोश्त में उतरत  ज  रह  थ   

 

उनके थन भ गंकर भ र  हो गए थे  

 

यह स झंने क  तैय र  थ   

एक तेज़ और लंि  जजरह क  शुरुआत  

जजसमें खज र के पते्त तक  

जहस्स  ले रहे थे  

जजरह के ि चोिं च एक गध  ख़ि  थ   

 

 

 

 



ख़ि  थ  और भ ग रह  थ   

प न  उसक  प ठ और गदजन क   

तल श  ले रह  थ   

उसके प स छ त  नह  ंथ   

जसफज  जि़ेि थे जो प र  त क़त के स थ  

ि ररश और स र  दुजनय  के जखल फ  

िंद कर जलए गए थे  

यह स मन  करने क   

एक ठोस और क रगर तर क़  थ   

जो मुझे अच्छ  लग   

 

ि़ौछ रें   

तेज़ होत  ज  रह  थ  ं 

पहल  ि र लग   

कोई जकस  को प ट रह  है  

जैसे अँधेरे में दरव जे़ प टे ज ते हैं  

 

 

 



जो जपट रह  थ   

उसे देखन  मुखिल थ   

जसफज  उसक  प ठ से ख न जगर रह  थ   

जसफज  उसके ज ते स़िक पर प़ेि थे  

और ि ररश प र  मुसै्तद  के स थ  

उनक  जनगर न  कर रह  थ   

ज ते  

ि ररश में भ गकर  

एक अजि ढंग से ख िस रत लग रहे थे  

 

गध  अि भ  उस  तरह ख़ि  थ   

 

जसफज  उसके जि़ेि  

कुछ और सख़्त हो गए थे  

कुछ और मोटे  

कुछ और िेड़ौल  

 

 

 



गध  इतन  भ ग चुक  थ   

 

जक अि वह  

उस प रे दृश्य के  

न यक क  तरह लग रह  थ । 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



सलदथयो ीं की बाररश  मोजनक  कुम र 

 

ि हर भले ह  ठंड है  

सजदजयो ंक  ि ररश जफर भ  जल रहे म थे पर रख  ठंडे प न  क  पट्ट  है,  

इस ि ररश में भ गने से जु़क म हो ज ने क  डर आध  सच्च  और आध  झ ठ  है।  

 

उस भ गे हुए को मैंने स़िक प र करते हुए देख ,  

ि ररश क  गोद से उचक-उचक ज ते हुए देख ,  

जि उसे कोई नह  ंदेख रह  थ   

उसे अपने आप को गुदगुद ते हुए देख ।  

 

ि ररश क  आव ज़ में वह खलल नह  ंड लत ,  

ि हर अगर ि ररश हो  

तो प यद न से पैर रग़ि कर  

प ँव में लग  ि ररश और जमट्ट  को झ ़ि कर  

दिे प ँव कोमल क़दमो ंसे वह अपने घर में घुसत  है।  

भ ग  हुआ  

 

 



पर अंदर से खुश  

जैसे कोई धन लेकर घर ल़ौटत  है।  

 

मैंने देख  उसे  

ल़ौट कर घर व लो ंसे ि त करते हुए,  

ि ररश में स़िक प र करने क  ि त को  

रोज़न मचे से क टते हुए  

जनज  और स वजजजनक र य को अलग करके  

ि ररश के सुख को र ज़ क  तरह छुप ते हुए,  

त़ौजलए से ि लो ंको पोछंत   

वह सभ  को ित त  है  

आज िहुत ि ररश थ ,  

स़िकें  जकतन  ग ल   

र से्त जफसलन भरे  

पर वह सह  सल मत घर पहँुच कर िहुत खुश है। 

 

 

 

 



Rain by Philip Booth 

 

It’s raining where I am, 

where I’m waiting for rain 

to let up, and come home. 

 

As any man, come finally home 

to himself, beyond rain, 

mipht make a poem of his name, 

 

I’m not far from that poem. 

I’d wait it out, and begin 

by writing my name: I’m 

a man in rain beyond home 

(and beyond myself, and rain, 

a man who might write a poem); 

 

 

 

 

 



but the name of this poem 

 

is not mine, but rain 

Its the distance fom home 

 

I still am, the rain I’m 

not, but im, by which I learn 

to become, and write to begin. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

April Rain Song by Langston Hughes 

  

Let the rain kiss you 

Let the rain beat upon your head with silver liquid drops 

Let the rain sing you a lullaby 

The rain makes still pools on the sidewalk 

The rain makes running pools in the gutter 

The rain plays a little sleep song on our roof at night 

And I love the rain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



रेि चिी  प्रद प च़ौिे 

 

भ रत य रेल क  जनरल िोग  

पत  नह  ं

आपने भोग  क  नह  ंभोग  

 

एक ि र हम भ  कर रहे थे य ि  

पे्लटफ मज पर देखकर 

सव ररयो ंक  म ि  

हम रे पस ने छ टने लगे 

हम झोल  उठ कर 

घर क  ओर फ टने लगे 

 

तभ  एक कुल  आय  

मुसु्कर  कर िोल  – 

 

 

 

 



‘अन्दर ज ओगे?’ 

 

हमने कह - 

‘तुम पहंुच ओगे?’ 

वो िोल  – 

‘ि़ेि-ि़ेि प सजल पहंुच ए हैं 

आपको भ  पहंुच  द ंग  

मगर रुपए प रे पच स ल ंग !’ 

 

हमने कह - 

पच स रुपैय  !’ 

वो िोल  – ह ँ, भैय  

दो रुपए आपके, 

ि क  स म न के।’ 

हमने कह  – 

‘य र स म न नह  ंहै, अकेले हम हैं।’ 

वो िोल  – 

 

 



‘ि ि ज , आप जकस स म न से कम हैं 

 

 

भ ़ि देख रहे हैं 

कंधे पर उठ न  प़ेिग  

वैसे तो हम रे जलए 

ि एं ह थ क  खेल है 

मगर आपके जलए 

द य ं भ  लग न  प़ेिग  

ह ेे सकत  है 

ल त भ  लग न  प़ेि 

मंज र हो तो ित ओ।’ 

हमने कह  – देख  ज एग  

तुम उठ ओ! 

 

कुल  ने िजरंग िल  क  न र  लग य  

 

 

 



और प र  त कत लग कर 

हमें जैसे ह  उठ य  

 

जक खुद िैठ गय  

 

 

द सर  ि र कोजशश क  तो लेट गय  

ह थ जो़िकर िोल  – 

‘ि ि ज , पच स रुपए तो कम हैं 

हमें क्य  पत  थ  जक 

आप आदम  नह ,ं िम है 

भगव न ह  आपको उठ  सकत  है 

हम क्य  ख कर उठ एंगे 

आपको उठ ते-उठ ते 

खुद दुजनय  से उठ ज एंगे! 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Rider by Naomi Shihab Rye 

 

A boy told me 

if he roller-skated fast enough 

his loneliness couldn’t catch up to him, 

the best reason I ever heard 

for trying to be a champion. 

What I wonder tonight 

pedaling hard down King William Street 

is if it translates to bicycles. 

A victory! To leave your loneliness 

panting behind you on some street corner 

while you float free into a cloud of sudden azaleas, 

pink petals that have never felt loneliness, 

no matter how slowly they fell. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Morning Song by Sara Teasdale 

 

A diamond of a morning 

     Waked me an hour too soon; 

Dawn had taken in the stars 

     And left the faint white moon. 

  

O white moon, you are lonely, 

     It is the same with me, 

But we have the world to roam over, 

     Only the lonely are free. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



एकाींत के अरण्य में  मोजनक  कुम र 

 

अंततुः यह संभव हुआ 

दो ज वो ंक  असम नत  के ि च 

संिंध क  संयोग जग  

 

इस घर में मैं स म न से अजधक िोझ लेकर आई थ  

जफर यह ँ खखलने लग  एक ंत क  अरण्य 

इस घर में रहत  थ  ंजछपकजलय ँ 

जजन्हें मैनें असल में पहल  ि र देख  

न्य नतम सट क देह 

चुस्त लेजकन श ंत मुख 

जछपकजलय ँ एक ंत के प र्जद क  तरह घर में रहत  ं

और मैं व्य कुलत  क  िंद  क  तरह    

जनजित ह  आस न नह  ंथ  

जछपकजलयो ंसे प्र थजन  करन  

इनके वरद न पर भरोस  करन  

 

 



पर इससे कह  ंमुखिल क म मैं कर चुक  थ  

जैसे मनुष्य से करुण  क  उम्म द करन  

 

द ररय ं िन  हुई हैं जस क  तस 

अजतक्रमण नह  ंहै अजधक रो ंक  

जछपकजलय ँ द व रो ंपर हैं 

और मैं अपने जिस्तर में 

जफर भ  एक द व र अि ट ट चुक  है  

एक ंत के अरण्य में 

आत्म य एक फ ल खखल गय  है. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



कहाूँ होती है कलवता  अखखलेश जसंह  

 

गुल ि अ़िहुल के 

खखले जमलते हैं सुिह सुिह 

सुिह सुिह जमलत  है झर  हुई ओस  

र त भर ओस झरत  है,खखलते हैं पुष्प र त भर  

जकस  अधज र जि को म घ क   

स फ ठंड  ऱौशन जफज  में  

मैंने ओस के मोत  फले हुए प ये  

कभ -कभ र त सरे प्रहर तक फ लो ंको खखले हुए प य   

शंृ्रग ल च खते हैं र त भर, मैं घ मत  हँ र त भर  

 

एक ह  समय 

एक ह  अंतररक्ष 

एक ह  हव  

धरत  क  तल भ  एक ह  तो 

जफर भ  मैं कभ  न देख प य  खखलते हुए फ लो ंको  

 

 



न देख प य   

अवश्य  को मोत  स  फलते हुए  

मैं िहुत ि र फ लो ंको खखलते हुए पक़ि लेन  च हत  हँ  

िहुत ि र अवश्य  को उंगजलयो ंपर फजलत होते देखन  च हत  हँ  

मैं देखन  च हत  हँ कजवत ओ ंके रूप क र को घजटत होते  

और उन्हें शब्दो ंमें जथरकते हुए भ  

कजवत ओ ंके स फ स फ प्रत्यय कह ँ रहते हैं ?  

वृक्ष के जवक स में है फ लन   

धरत  के मधुर त प में है अवश्य  क  घजटत होन   

कजवत ओ ंक  होन  कह ँ है ? 

कह  ंवह  ंतो नह  ं! 

जह ँ से फ ल क  खखलन  और अवश्य  क  शे्वत-मुि  होन  नह  ंजदखत  ? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



सुना जा सकता है  मलय 

 

उस झरते पते्त के  

डंठल के प स क  आँख को  

छ त  थ   

उम्म द क  रेख   

ि र-ि र—  

जजसे पे़ि ने  

कभ  भ   

जनर श नह  ंजकय   

 

स खते जगरने व ले पत्तो ंक  एक प र  संस र  

कोपंलो ंक  नोको ंके  

सपनो ंसे  

ि र-ि र जछदत  है—  

जछदत  रहत  है  

और इन अनुभवो ंसे  

 

 



पे़ि क  उम्र क   

घेर   

िढ़ ज ने को होत  है, िढ़ ज त  है  

ति कुछ घनघन त -स  है और  

पे़ि हर  हो उठत  है—  

झरते पते्त अपन  खुजशयो ंमें  

उ़िते हुए जिखर ज ते हैं  

 

यह हव  के रंग क  आनंद भ   

वसंत क   

िजत  स जटयो ंके ि च  

सुन  ज  सकत  है 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Night thinks it’s crying again by Kelli Russell Agodon 

 

and I keep listening to a song about autumn 

where an apple tastes like longing and every leaf 

in the maple tree tries to explain loss 

through a series of colors—hectic orange, 

indifferent red, a kind of gold that speaks 

directly to God or moonbeams and in the dark 

as I drive down wet roadways watching for deer 

the only things I can see clearly 

are the yellow leaves christening 

my windshield and I think how we are taught 

not to love too many, too much, the night, 

the darkness, and I believe I am crying but it is 

only rain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day in Autumn by Rainer Maria Rilke 

TRANSLATED BY Mary Kinzie  

 

After the summer's yield, Lord, it is time 

to let your shadow lengthen on the sundials 

and in the pastures let the rough winds fly. 

 

As for the final fruits, coax them to roundness. 

Direct on them two days of warmer light 

to hale them golden toward their term, and harry 

the last few drops of sweetness through the wine. 

 

Whoever's homeless now, will build no shelter; 

who lives alone will live indefinitely so, 

waking up to read a little, draft long letters,    

and, along the city's avenues, 

fitfully wander, when the wild leaves loosen. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Birthday by Lucille Clifton 

 

today we are possible. 

 

the morning, green and laundry-sweet, 

opens itself and we enter 

blind and mewling. 

 

everything waits for us: 

 

the snow kingdom 

sparkling and silent 

in its glacial cap, 

 

the cane fields 

 

shining and sweet 

in the sun-drenched south. 

 

 

 



as the day arrives 

with all its clumsy blessings 

 

what we will become 

waits in us like an ache. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Am Offering this Poem by Jimmy Santiago Baca 

 

I am offering this poem to you, 

since I have nothing else to give. 

Keep it like a warm coat 

when winter comes to cover you, 

or like a pair of thick socks 

the cold cannot bite through, 

 

                         I love you, 

 

I have nothing else to give you, 

so it is a pot full of yellow corn 

to warm your belly in winter, 

it is a scarf for your head, to wear 

over your hair, to tie up around your face, 

 

                         I love you, 

 

 

 



Keep it, treasure this as you would 

if you were lost, needing direction, 

in the wilderness life becomes when mature; 

and in the corner of your drawer, 

tucked away like a cabin or hogan 

in dense trees, come knocking, 

and I will answer, give you directions, 

and let you warm yourself by this fire, 

rest by this fire, and make you feel safe 

 

                         I love you, 

 

It’s all I have to give, 

and all anyone needs to live, 

and to go on living inside, 

when the world outside 

no longer cares if you live or die; 

remember, 

 

             I love you. 

 



To Be Alive by Gregory Orr 

   

To be alive: not just the carcass 

But the spark. 

That's crudely put, but… 

If we're not supposed to dance, 

Why all this music? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Am Not Ready To Die Yet by Aracelis Girmay 

 

I am not ready to die yet: magnolia tree 

going wild outside my kitchen window 

& the dog needs a house, &, by the way, 

I just met you, my sisters & I 

have things to do, & I need 

to talk on the phone with my brother. Plant a tree. 

& all the things I said I’d get better at. 

 

In other words, I am not ready to die yet 

because didn’t we say we’d have a picnic 

the first hot day, I mean, 

the first really, really hot day? 

Taqueria. & swim, kin, 

& mussel & friend, don’t you go, go, no. 

 

 

 

 

 



Today we saw the dead bird, & stopped for it. 

 

& the airplanes glided above us. & the wind 

lifted the dead bird’s feathers. 

 

I am not ready to die yet. 

I want to live longer knowing that wind 

still moves a dead bird’s feathers. 

Wind doesn’t move over & say That thing 

can’t fly. Don’t go there. It’s dead. 

No, it just blows & blows lifting 

what it can. I am not ready 

to die yet. No. 

 

I want to live longer. 

I want to love you longer, say it again, 

I want to love you longer 

& sing that song 

 

 

 



again. & get pummeled by the sea 

 

& come up breathing & hot sun 

& those walks & those kids  

& hard laugh, clap your hands. 

I am not ready to die yet. 

 

Give me more dreams. To taste the fig. 

To hear the coyote, closer. 

I am not ready to die yet. 

But when I go, I’ll go knowing 

there will be a next time. I want 

 

to be like the cactus fields 

I drove through in Arizona. 

If I am a cactus, be the cactus 

I grow next to, arms up, 

every day, let me face you, 

 

 

 



every day of my cactus life. 

& when I go or you go, 

let me see you again somewhere, 

or you see me. 

 

Isn’t that you, old friend, my love? 

you might say, while swimming in some ocean 

to the small fish at your ankle. 

Or, Weren’t you my sister once? 

I might say to the sad, brown dog who follows me down 

the street. Or to the small boy 

or old woman or horse eye 

or to the tree. I know I knew I know you, too. 

I’m saying, could this be what makes me stop 

in front of that dogwood, train whistle, those curtains 

blowing in that window. See now, 

 

 

 

 

 



there go some eyes you knew once 

riding the legs of another animal, 

 

wearing its blue sky, magnolia, 

wearing its bear or fine 

or wolf-wolf suit, see, 

somewhere in the night a mouth is singing 

You remind me You remind me 

& the heart flips over in the dusky sea of its chest 

like a fish signaling Yes, yes it was me! 

& yes, it was, & you were there, & are here now, 

yes, honey, yes hive, yes I will, Jack, 

see you again, even if it’s a lie, don’t 

let me know, not yet, not ever, I need to think 

I’ll see you, oh, 

see you 

again. 

 

 

 

 



Someday I'll Love Ocean Vuong by Ocean Vuong 

 

Ocean, don’t be afraid. 

The end of the road is so far ahead 

it is already behind us. 

Don’t worry. Your father is only your father 

until one of you forgets. Like how the spine 

won’t remember its wings 

no matter how many times our knees 

kiss the pavement. Ocean, 

are you listening? The most beautiful part 

of your body is wherever 

your mother's shadow falls. 

Here's the house with childhood 

whittled down to a single red trip wire. 

Don't worry. Just call it horizon 

& you'll never reach it. 

 

Here's today. Jump. I promise it's not 

 

 



a lifeboat. Here's the man 

whose arms are wide enough to gather 

your leaving. & here the moment, 

just after the lights go out, when you can still see 

the faint torch between his legs. 

How you use it again & again 

to find your own hands. 

You asked for a second chance 

& are given a mouth to empty out of. 

Don't be afraid, the gunfire 

is only the sound of people 

trying to live a little longer 

& failing. Ocean. Ocean — 

get up. The most beautiful part of your body 

is where it's headed. & remember, 

loneliness is still time spent 

 

with the world. Here's 

the room with everyone in it. 

 

 



Your dead friends passing 

through you like wind 

through a wind chime. Here's a desk 

with the gimp leg & a brick 

to make it last. Yes, here's a room 

so warm & blood-close, 

I swear, you will wake — 

& mistake these walls 

for skin. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



अींलतम ऊूँ चाई  कँुवर न र यण  

 

जकतन  स्पि होत  आगे िढ़ते ज ने क  मतलि 

अगर दसो ंजदश एँ हम रे स मने होत ,ं 

हम रे च रो ंओर नह ।ं 

जकतन  आस न होत  चलते चले ज न  

यजद केवल हम चलते होते 

ि क़  सिरुक  होत । 

मैंने अक्सर इस ऊलजल ल दुजनय  को 

दस जसरो ंसे सोचने और ि स ह थोसें प ने क  कोजशश में 

अपने जलए िेहद मुखिल िन  जलय  है। 

शुरू-शुरूमें सि यह  च हते हैं 

जक सि कुछ शुरूसे शुरू हो, 

लेजकन अंत तक पहँुचते-पहँुचते जहम्मत ह र ज ते हैं। 

हमें कोई जदलचस्प  नह  ंरहत  

जक वहसि कैसे सम प्त होत  है 

 

 

 



जो इतन  ध मध मसे शुरू हुआ थ  

हम रे च हने पर। 

 

दुगजम वनो ंऔर ऊँचे पवजतो ंको ज तते हुए 

जि तुम अंजतम ऊँच ई को भ  ज त लोगे— 

जि तुम्हें लगेग  जककोई अंतर नह  ंिच  अि 

तुममें और उन पिरो ंक  कठोरत  में 

जजन्हें तुमने ज त  है— 

जि तुम अपने मस्तक पर िफज  क  पहल  त फ न झेलोगे 

और क ँपोगे नह —ं 

ति तुम प ओगे जक कोई फक़ज  नह  ं

सि कुछ ज त लेने में 

और अंततक जहम्मत न ह रने में। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



सफेद रात आलोक धन्व  

 

पुर ने शहर क  इस छत पर 

प रे च ंद क  र त 

य द आ रह  है वर्ों पहले क  

जंगल क  एक र त 

 

जि च ंद के न चे 

जंगल पुक र रहे थे जंगलो ंको 

और ि रहजसंगे 

प छे छ ट गए ि रहजसंगो ंको 

जनजजन मोड पर ऊंच  झ जडयो ंमे 

ओझल होते हुए 

 

क्य  वे सि अभ  तक िचे हुए हैं 

प ल  जमट्ट  के र से्त और खरहे 

महोगन  के घने पेड 

 

 



तेज महक व ल  क़ि  घ स 

देर तक गोध जल ओस 

रखव रे क  झोप़ि  और 

उसके ऊपर स त त रे 

प रे च ंद क  इस शहर  र त में 

जकसजलए आ रह  है य द 

जंगल क  र त 

 

छत से झ ंकत  हं न चे 

आध  र त जिखर रह  है 

 

द र-द र तक च ंद क  रोशन  

 

सिसे अजधक ख चंते हैं फुटप थ 

ख ल  खुले आध  र त के ि द के फुटप थ 

जैसे आंगन छ ए रहे मुझमें िचपन से ह  

और खुल  छतें िुल त  रह  ंर त होते ह  

 

 



कह  ंभ  रहं 

क्य  है च ंद के उज ले में 

इस जिखरत  हुई आध  र त में 

एक असह यत  

जो मुझे कुचलत  है और एक उम्म द 

जो तकल फ जैस  है 

शहर में इस तरह िसे 

जक पररव र क  ट टन  ह  उसक  िुजनय द हो जैसे 

न पुरखे स थ आए न ग ंव न जंगल न ज नवर 

शहर में िसने क  क्य  मतलि है 

शहर में ह  खत्म हो ज न ? 

एक जवश ल शरण थी जशजवर के दृश्य 

हर कह  ंउनके भजवष्यह न तंि  

हम कैसे सफर में श जमल हैं 

जक हम र  शक्ल आज भ  जवथथ जपतो ंजैस  

जसफज  कहने के जलए कोई अपन  शहर है 

 

 

 



कोई अपन  घर है 

इसके भ तर भ  हम भटकते ह  रहते हैं 

 

लखनऊ में िहुत कम िच रह  है लखनऊ 

इल ह ि द में िहुत कम इल ह ि द 

क नपुर और िन रस और पटन  और अल गढ़ 

अि इन्ह  ंशहरो ंमें 

कई तरह क  जहंस  कई तरह के ि ज र 

कई तरह के स़ौद ई 

इनके भ तर इनके आसप स 

इनसे िहुत द र िम्बई हैदर ि द अमृतसर 

और श्र नगर तक 

जहंस  

और जहंस  क  तैय र  

और जहंस  क  त कत 

 

 

 

 



िहस चल नह  ंप त  

हत्य एं होत  हैं 

जफर जो िहस चलत  है 

उनक  भ  अंत हत्य ओ ंमें होत  है 

भ रत में जन्म लेने क  

मैं भ  कोई मतलि प न  च हत  थ  

अि वह भ रत भ  नह  ंरह  

जजसमें जन्म जलय  

 

 

क्य  है इस प रे च ंद के उज ले में 

इस जिखरत  हुई आध  र त में 

जो मेर  स ंस 

ल ह़ौर और कर च  और जसंध तक उलझत  है? 

 

क्य  ल ह़ौर िच रह  है? 

वह अि जकस मुल्क में है? 

 

 



न भ रत में न प जकस्त न में 

न उद ज  में न पंज ि  में 

प छो र िर जनम जत ओ ंसे 

क्य  ल ह़ौर जफर िस प य ? 

 

जैसे यह अछ त  

आज क  श म क  सफेद र त 

एक सच ई है 

ल ह़ौर भ  मेर  सच ई है 

 

कह ं है वह 

हरे आसम न व ल  शहर िगद द 

ढ ंढो उसे 

अि वह अरि में कह ं है? 

 

प छो युद्ध सरद रो ंसे 

 

 

 



इस सफेद हो रह  र त मे 

क्य  वे िगद द को जफर से िन  सकते हैं? 

 

वे तो खज र क  एक पेड भ  नह  ंउग  सकते 

वे तो रेत में उतन  भ  पैदल नह  ंचल सकते 

जजतन  एक िच्च  ऊंट क  चलत  है 

ढ ह और गुि र से 

अंतररक्ष क  तरह खेलत  हुआ 

 

क्य  वे एक ऊंट िन  सकते हैं? 

 

एक गुम्बद एक तरि ज एक ऊंच  सुर ह  

एक सोत  

जो ध रे-ध रे चश्म  िन  

एक गल  

जो ऊंच  द व रो ंके स ए में शहर घ मत  थ  

 

 

 



और गल  में 

जसर पर जफरोज  रूम ल ि ंधे एक ल़िक  

जो जफर कभ  उस गल  में नह  ंजदखेग  

 

अि उसे य द करोगे 

तो वह य द आएग  

अि तुम्ह र  य द ह  उसक  िगद द है 

तुम्ह र  य द ह  उसक  गल  है 

उसक  उम्र है 

उसक  जफरोज  रूम ल है 

 

जि भगत जसंह फ ंस  के तखे्त क  ओर िढे़ 

 

तो अजहंस  ह  थ  

उनक  सिसे मुखिल सरोक र 

अगर उन्हें कुि ल होत  

युद्ध सरद रो ंक  न्य य 

 

 



तो वे भ  ज जवत रह लेते 

िरद श्त कर लेते 

ध रे-ध रे उज़िते रोज मरते हुए 

ल ह़ौर क  तरह 

िन रस अमुतसर लखनऊ इल ह ि द 

क नपुर और श्र नगर क  तरह 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



FULL MOON, RISING by Jonathan Holden 

 

So low it used to seem almost 

perverse, like the risen dome of some dead 

city, the full moon, rising, might have been 

an omen—a public event 

looming so great all roads would lead to it. 

Whichever way I'd turn 

on the small playground 

I could not avoid it, 

I'd find myself walking toward the moon, 

though it is long since, now, that I have learned 

what the full moon portends- 

nothing, except that when you notice it 

you're apt to be alone. 

A name, someone you still love, comes to mind. 

You remember, just then, that the earth is turning, 

 

 

 

 



and feel, for a moment, certain 

 

that as you notice it 

you are the only one. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



FULL MOON: THE GORGE by Ben Belitt 

 

for Sibyl Myron 

With the moon at full, its blind side 

falls toward the Gorge, two flint-stones kindling 

a glare in sidereal trash: tin-tops, bottles and glasses 

starring the foliage with the constellation of The Pair- 

a pubis of blackening mangrove on a pubis of ash, 

a mating of firmaments, fatal and beautiful there. 

All absent things move toward their fullness now: 

all shaping artifacts, essences, human similitudes, 

briny or bloody deluges, sweat-drops, semen and air, 

all troubled tossings of parturitive foam 

or fiery paradigms that work in the perishing 

flesh to dazzle the pulses and sparkle like mustard seeds 

for the bird in the animal excrement, the ammoniac 

singer- 

 

 

 

 



toward that zenith warmed by the sunlight, the egg 

 

in the down 

of exorbitant dark: light's underside 

where the of the pottering flyer fails on Canaveral 

and, one after one, the universes disclose themselves 

in the gravitational swamps, as noonday burns to its socket 

cry 

and is night. Night. Night as I would have it, 

night that I sought in its festival guises as sun-stone, 

planetary rose, salt with its faceted enigmas, fern, 

fires of the sexual whale saying: I am. I made it. in 

catastrophic sperm, love's underside, love's failings, tears- 

yes, love's ignominious reversals that my heart's starvation 

would have reversed if it could: night with its names for 

powers, 

dominations, fears: houses, Homeric fictions: Dante astray 

 

 

 

 



in the tiger-taken wood: Hell with its vortical vengeances: 

and night, night without respite or guile, the light of 

common day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


