
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 
To skies, to blues and felt the weather. 
The beds now too comforting to leave 
Of intimacy I say let not bereave. 

‐Sanjay Adhikari 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



LokFkZ 
eSa gw¡ ir>M+ ds iÙkksa&lk] fc[kjk gw¡ ;gk¡&ogk¡] 
dkSu laHkkysxk eq>dks] D;ksa dksbZ mBk,xk\ 
 
tksM+sxk eq>dks tks dksbZ] oks vkx yxk nsxk] 
c<+kdj fQj oks rki] eq>s jk[k cuk nsxkA 
 
laHkkyk Fkk ml nj[r us eq>dks] oDr vk;k rks NksM+ fn;k] 
tc ns u ldk eSa dqN mldks] lc fj'rk&ukrk rksM+ fn;kA 
 
gjk&Hkjk Fkk og lkFk esjs] Bw¡B gS vc esjs fcuk] 
ij u iqdkjsxk og eq>dks] gS mlesa vge~ HkjkA 
 
f[kykbZ /kjrh us Hkh Qwy&Qlysa] D;k iq.; dek;k gS\ 
tqM+dj bu nj[rksa ds t+fj;s] viuk HkkX; txk;k gSA 
 
cjlk;k cknyksa us ikuh] ge ij ,glku trk;k gS\ 
dkSu tkus dkykiu gVk] [kqn dks fueZy cuk;k gSA 
 
pank us Hkh jkr esa gesa] pkanuh dk nku fn;k] 
ij pqids&pqids [kqn vius dks lwjt ls fNik fy;kA 
 
ns[kdj bu lc nsorkvksa dks D;k eSa ft+ank jg ikÅ¡xk\ 
tydj eSa vc] c<+kdj rki] jk[k cudj mM+ tkÅ¡xkA 

‐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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



de ls de balku jgs 
chl ’krd ds ckn rw ekuo [kqn dks lH; & egku dgs] 
bZ’oj us Fkh /kjk cukbZ] rw [kqn dks Hkxoku dgsA 
ty dks rwus {kkj fn;k vkSj /kjk dks rwus {kqC/k fd;k] 
tho Nk;k dh Vksg esa vc gSa [kqys ouksa dks Nku jgsA 
vrqy ’kfDr dk [kwc ifjp;] fge&[k.M vc {kh.k gq,] 
ij tc rd ;s vkdk’k {kh.k gks] mlls igys /;ku jgs] 
vkSjksa dh rw NksM+ lksp ij [kqn ij bruh n;k rks dj] 
/kjk dks bruk thou ns fd de ls de balku jgsAA 

‐Naren Gupta 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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 


