Nostalgic hymn

Many a morning we stood together
Humming in tune the Morning Prayer.
Seldom we go now to light the lamp;
Seldom is revelry and seldom is tramp.

Many a noon we sat together
Conceiving a plan to lay another.

The parsed table now searches the noble,
Astute believers in self are unable.

Many an evening we flocked together
Sipping the tea and blowing the lather.
The talks now have veered to reticence,
Bustling lobby now homing silence.

Many a night we gazed together
T skies, to blues and felt the weather.
The beds now too comforting to leave
Of intimacy I say let not bereave.

-Sanjay Adhikari
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-Vinay Sehra




Thoughts

The blissful ignorance of my childhood
Is coming back to fore.

My thoughts lie clouded

As if haunted by demons of yore.

The two ends of the streams of time
Have merged into one.

The genesis and the renaissance,
You can distinguish between none.

The star studded sight of the sparkling sky
Infuses both hope and despair.

My heart beats with every twinkle,
Wanting that touch, that can love and care.

That touch be not of a lover or a healer;
That touch be not of a mother or a child;
The touch I want is a sweet little touch,

The touch of belief on my soul and my mind.

-Mohit Malhan
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August

The first golden leaf
Touches the ground.

The gods of autumn
Are marked with rust.
The sky turns copper and
Trees howl in loneliness.
The mist starts its journey.

Let there be August.

-Pradeep Bhatt




