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ABOUT THE PROJECT

Exploring My Roots Through Poetry project was undertaken with 
young people of  the British Gujarati Community in mind. 
The amount of  interest it generated, not only among the 
youth but also among their elders was amazing. The aim was 
to encourage the participants to explore their heritage and use 
their creative skills to celebrate it. This will be evident from the 
present collection of  poems, and the accompanying CD.

However, the activity has served several other purposes as 
well. The young people had opportunities to interact with their 
elders who talked enthusiastically about the culture they grew 
up in. This increased the young people’s awareness of  their 
cultural heritage.

It may also be noted that the participants have developed a 
better understanding of  their British lifestyle. Ebrahim Daji, 
one of  the poets included in this book reflects on his visit to 
his elders’ native place, Alipore in India, and says:

A window through which my roots can be seen,
On to a life that could have been

Ebrahim brings out the difference between ‘a life that could 
have been’ and ‘a life that is’.

We would like to thank all the participants, youth groups, and 
their elders for their participation and valuable contributions.

Ahmad Lunat ‘Gul’
Chair

Gujarati Writers Forum - Batley
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To
Gujarati Writers Forum, Batley
27 James Street
Batley WF17 7PS

Date: 5/05/2022

Dear Mr. Lunat

Batley Multi Academy Trust was delighted when the young 
women at Batley Girls’ High School were invited to contribute 
to this book. There are few things as powerful as poetry as a tool 
to express oneself  and as a mindful pastime. It has astonishing 
benefits for young people; building both confidence and self-
esteem as well as providing relaxation, happiness, and fun.

This wonderful project provided our young people with an 
opportunity to speak to family members and elders in our 
community about their life stories, their backgrounds, and the 
rich tapestry of  their experiences to date.

Batley is immensely proud of  its rich and diverse cultural 
history and the students were able to further research this 
heritage and then create some wonderful poems to share these 
superb stories with others. The experience of  this research 
and then crafting this poetry was a powerful learning experience 
for our students.

We hope the next phase of  that learning journey will be 
these poems being shared and read in classrooms, and with 
communities and families. Reading together provides children 
with further opportunities for discussion, and to develop 
empathy and attachment. It also helps to develop a lifelong love 
of  learning and gives young people the opportunity to be the 
best they can be.
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Children who read for pleasure do better in a wide range of  
academic subjects at school and it also impacts positively on 
their wellbeing. These poems will touch the hearts and minds 
of  all those who read and enjoy them, from all backgrounds, 
young and old.

What an incredibly empowering experience for these young 
people to have their work published to be enjoyed by others. 
These wonderful stories can now be shared, remembered, and 
cherished forever.  

Sam Vickers
CEO, Batley Multi Academy Trust
C/O Batley Girls High School, Windmill Lane, Batley, WF17 0LD.
Telephone: 01924 350080
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Fazila Patel

This poem was inspired by conversations that I overheard over 
the years that my mum has had with other friends and family 
members who left India and moved to England after getting 
married. It was only after visiting India myself  did I realise 
what she meant when she said to other people that life was 
easier and better in India than it is in England. In India, she 
felt at peace and ‘at home’ as it is somewhere that she belongs 
and a country in which she has grown up. When I spoke to her 
about it, she laughed at me and said, it will always be her home 
even though she is thousands of  miles away.
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1. A MOTHER’S ‘BACK HOME’

As a young child I often
Heard my mother say:
Life was so much better
‘Back home’ in a way

At the age of  11, I went
To visit this ‘back home’ of  hers,
An alien place, a foreign place
Where I felt I didn’t belong of  course.

Involuntarily my nose scrunched
up in utter disgust
At the dirt, the smell, the dust
That flew as the rickshaws drove past

How can life be better here,  
in my mother’s ‘back home’?

The houses so small, the families so big,
No proper bath, no proper bed
The chaos, the cries, mainly from me
As dal and rice was all that I was fed

But, despite all of  this, my mother’s
Smile and laugh rang through the walls
As she sat amongst her siblings
And told stories of  her new home

Now, years later, I finally see,
‘Back home’ didn’t mean that life was easy
For my mother
It was all about the tranquillity
The community
And the unity…….
That being ‘back home’ made her feel.
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VÍe÷k Ãkxu÷ 

{U ð»kkuoÚke {khe {k yLku íkuLke Mknu÷eyku íkÚkk Mkøkkt su ¼khík Akuze 
÷øLk ÃkAe $ø÷uLz ykðe ðMÞkt níkkt íku{Lke ðkíkku Mkkt¼¤e, íku{ktÚke yk 
fkÔÞLke «uhýk {¤e. Ãký nwt Ãkkuíku ¼khík økE íku ÃkAe s {Lku Mk{òÞwt 
fu, {khe {k ßÞkhu fnuíke fu $ø÷uLzLkk SðLk fhíkkt ¼khíkLkwt SðLk ðÄw 
Mkh¤ yLku MkkÁt Au, íkuLkku þku yÚko. ¼khík{kt íkuLku þkÂLík {¤íke yLku 
Ãkkuíkefwt ÷køkíkwt. fu{fu, yu íÞktLke níke yLku íÞkt WAhu÷e. ßÞkhu {U íkuLku 
ÃkqAâwt íÞkhu íku nMke Ãkze yLku fÌkwt fu, nòhku {kE÷ Ëqh Aíkkt íku MkËk {kÁt 
yMk÷ ½h hnuþu.

1. {k Lkwt ‘yMk÷ ½h’

çkk¤Ãký{kt {khe {k
ðkhtðkh fnu:
íÞkt Ëuþ{kt
SðLk {òLkwt níkwt.

yrøkÞkh ð»koLke ðÞu nwt
{khe {k Lkk ½hLke {w÷kfkíku økE,
Mkkð yòýe søÞk, ÃkhËuþ
ßÞkt nwt ykøktíkwf, y÷çk¥k.

{U yrLkåAkyu LkkfLkwt xe[fwt [ZkÔÞwt 
swøkwÃMkkÚke
øktËfe, ËwøkOÄ, Äq¤
su síke ykðíke heûkkyku Wzkzu.
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{khe {kLkk økk{{kt SðLk {suËkh õÞktÚke?
LkkLkkt {fkLk, {kuxkt fwxwtçk,
Lkk MkkÁt MLkkLkøk]n, Lkk þGÞk
ytÄkÄqtÄe, ½kU½kx, ¾kMk íkku {khku 
fu{fu, hkus ¾kðk{kt Ëk¤-[kð÷.

yk çkÄwt Aíkkt
{khe {k Lkk nkMÞÚke Ëeðk÷ku økwtsíke
ÃkkuíkkLkkt ¼ktzwyku ðå[u çkuMke
íku yuLkk Lkðk ½hLke ðkíkku fhíke.

nðu ð»kkuo ÃkAe, {Lku Mk{òÞ Au:
‘½uh’ Lkku yÚko yu Lkrn fu SðLk Mkh¤ 
Ãký
yuLkku yÚko þkÂLík
Mk{ks
Mkw{u¤...
{k {kxu ‘½h’ yux÷u yk yLkw¼qrík.
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Hudaa Bax

My Gujarati mother was born and bred in India until she 
reached the age of  25 and came to Britain. Every day, my 
siblings and I would gather around to have our after-school 
snack on the dastakan. My mother would reminisce about her 
time in India with us. Each memory was very unique, but not 
a day went by when the serving of  the Khichdi dish was not 
mentioned. After much recalling of  this staple food, I asked my 
mother what was so special about it. Thus, she took me into the 
kitchen where I saw the beauty of  making the dish for myself.
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2.  KHICHDI

The rain is pouring,
The fireplace is crackling,
Grandparents are yawning,
Little children indoors are grappling.

For winter days like this, there is much need for  
comfort food.
For some, it’s hot chocolate,
For others, it just depends on their mood.
For my Indian mother, it is yellow rice known as  
Khichdi.

Remembering her youthful days in the village,
It’s not the walks on Chopati Beach or the dusty village 
school that she reminisces.
Rather, the daily serving of  this dish,
Regardless of  your wealth and status.

This staple food she describes as an art:
Cooked not on a stove, but a Choola,
with the constant reminder of  the correct quantities of  
rice, daal, turmeric powder and salt.
The blending and mixing must be right,
or your family evening dinner would end in a fight.
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nwËk çkûk

{khe økwshkíke {k ¼khík{kt sL{e, WAhe yLku hÃk ð»koLke ô{hu rçkúxLk 
ykðe. hkus þk¤k Aqxâk ÃkAe y{u ¼ktzwyku [k-LkkMíkk {kxu ËhMíkh¾kLk 
Ãkh çkuMkeyu íÞkhu {khe {k RÂLzÞkLkk íkuLkk SðLkLku ÞkË fhu. Ëhuf M{]rík 
rðrþü nkuÞ, Ãký fkuE rËðMk yuðku Lk nkuÞ fu ¾e[zeLke ðkík Lk ÚkkÞ. 
ðkhtðkh ¾e[zeLkku WÕ÷u¾ ÚkðkÚke {U {k Lku ÃkqAâwt fu, ¾e[ze{kt ¾kMk 
þwt Au? íku {Lku hMkkuzk{kt ÷E økE, yLku {U {suËkh ¾e[ze htÄkíkkt òuE.

2. ¾e[ze

ðhMkkË ðhMku Au,
VkÞhÃ÷uMk{ktÚke íkzíkz yðks ykðu Au,
ËkËkËkËe çkøkkMkkt ¾kÞ Au,
½h{kt ÃkwhkÞu÷ çkk¤fku ÍqtxtÍqtxk fhu Au.

rþÞk¤kLkk ykðk rËðMku {suËkh ðkLkøke òuEyu.
fux÷ktfLku nkìx [kìf÷ux,
çkeòtLku su {Lk ÚkkÞ íku.

{khe ¼khíkeÞ {kLku økh{ ¾e[ze.
íkuLkk økk{Lkk ÞkiðLkLkk rËðMkkuLke ÞkË,
[kìÃkkxe ËrhÞkfktXku,
fu økk{Lke Äqr¤Þk rLkþk¤ Lknª,
Ãký hkusuhkusLke yk ðkLkøke,
økheçk íkðtøkh çkÄkt {kxu.
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yk {wÏÞ ðkLkøkeLkwt íku f¤k{Þ ðýoLk fhu:
Mxð Ãkh Lknª Ãký [q÷k Ãkh htÄkÞ,
[ku¾k, Ëk¤, n¤Ëh, {eXwt
«{kýMkh òuEyu.
çkÄwt çkhkçkh htÄkðwt òuEyu.
Lkrníkh MkktsLkk ¼kusLk xkýu ðZðkz.
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Ebrahim Daji

This poem was inspired by my time in Alipore, reflecting on the 
journey made by those who came to England for a better life. 
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3.  ROOTS

Golden rays strike down on the ground, 
The Muezzin1 cries out in the town. 
A window through which my roots can be seen, 
Onto a life that could have been.

The life of  a farmer, 
Just might have been calmer. 
They uprooted their lives, 
And planted seeds of  a different kind.

Travelling by sea, 
A difficult journey I’m sure you’ll agree! 
In search of  great prosper, 
Making England their foster.

Now I look through a window to a city, 
A city so busy. 
When I step out in my boots. 
I try hard to remember my roots!

 1. A person who gives call for prayer
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Eçkúkrn{ ËkS

yk÷eÃkkuh økk{{kt nwt Úkkuzku Mk{Þ hÌkku íku yLkw¼ð{ktÚke yk fkÔÞLke 
MVwhýk ÚkE. yk økk{Lkk ½ýk ÷kufku Mkw¾e SðLk Sððk {kxu $ø÷uLz 
ykðe ðMku÷k íku rðþu Ãký {U ®[íkLk fÞwO.

3. {q¤

Ähíke Ãkh MkkuLkuhe rfhýku ÃkÚkhkÞ Au,
r{LkkhuÚke çkktøk ÃkkufkhkÞ Au.
çkkheÚke {khkt {q¤ Ëu¾kÞ Au,
nwt Ãký yk heíku SðLk rðíkkðíkku nkuík!

¾uzqíkLkwt SðLk,
fËk[ ðÄw þkÂLíkËkÞf nkuík
íkuyku {q¤ Mkkuíkkt Q¾zâkt,
yLku yLÞÚkk hkuÃkkÞkt.

ËrhÞkE {køkuo «ðkMk,
rðfx {wMkkVhe, ¾Át?
Mkw¾Lke ¾kus{kt
$ø÷uLz ðMkðkx

nðu nwt çkkhe{ktÚke òuô Awt þnuh,
Ä{Ä{íkwt þnuh
Ãkøkh¾kt Ãknuhe òô Awt çknkh
íÞkhu ÞkË fÁt Awt {khkt {q¤!
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Sabahnoor Patel 

My uncle came to the UK in the 1960s from a small village 
called Varedia, Bharuch-Gujarat-India. I requested my uncle to 
talk to me about his memories of  life in Varedia before coming 
to the UK. Very enthusiastically he agreed, but when I started 
asking him questions about his childhood, family-life, friends, 
he was becoming quiet and emotional. He often talked about 
the Indian monsoon and rainy season. Constant rain for a few 
days, water everywhere, mud, greenery. However, he said, out 
of  all seasons, the monsoon brings a lot of  memories, happiness, 
and sadness.

The conversation made me very emotional too, as it brought 
back lots of  memories of  me as I have been to India several 
times, and I love visiting my village again and again. 
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4.  RAIN OF PAIN

In the beginning, I found the rain hard;
Each drop, each sound, each thunder embedded itself,

These sounds and feelings straight touched my heart;
In the beginning, I found everything hard,

I walked around, carrying my emptiness, my pain;
Wrapped up, it would affect my heart heavily in rain,

These strange feelings in the rain would happen 
anywhere and everywhere;
Undone it would begin to spill out pain in rain,

Gushing it would engulf  me
Drowning me from the inside

The rain and raindrops kept me away from everyone
Leaving me alone, alone with my pain in rain.
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MkçkknLkqh Ãkxu÷

{khk fkfk 1960Lkk økk¤k{kt ¼khík-økwshkíkLkk ðhurzÞk økk{Úke Þw.fu. 
ykðe ðMÞk. {U yu{Lku ðhurzÞk økk{Lkk yu{Lkk SðLkLke M{]rík íkkS 
fhe {Lku ðkík fhðk rðLktíke fhe. íkuyku WíMkkn¼uh Mkt{ík ÚkÞk, Ãký 
{U íku{Lkk þiþð, fwxwtçkSðLk, r{ºkku rðþu «&™ku ÃkqAâk íÞkhu íkuyku 
{qf yLku ÷køkýeðþ ÚkE økÞk. íkuyku ½ýeðkh ¼khíkLke ð»kkoÉíkwLke 
ðkík fhíkk. rËðMkku MkwÄe Mkíkík ð»kko, [kuíkhV Ãkkýe, fkËð, ÷e÷kuíkhe. 
[ku{kMkwt ÞkËkuLku íkkS fhu Au, Mkw¾Ë yLku Ëw:¾Ë M{hýkuLku.

yk ðkík[eíkÚke nwt Ãký QŠ{÷ ÚkE økE, fu{fu yuLkkÚke {khk ¼khíkLkk 
«ðkMkLke ÞkËku íkkS ÚkE. {Lku ðkhtðkh {khk økk{Lke {w÷kfkíku sðkLkwt 
øk{u Au.

4. ÃkezkLkku ðhMkkË

«Úk{ {Lku ðhMkkË ºkkMkËkÞf ÷køÞku; 
«íÞuf Aktxku, «íÞuf hð, «íÞuf øksoLk ð¤øke Ãkzu,

yk yðkòu yLku yLkw¼qrík ÓËÞMÃkþeo;
«Úk{ çkÄwt ºkkMkËkÞf,

nwt ¾k÷eÃkku yLku Ãkezk ÷E Vhíke;
½uhkÞu÷e, ðhMkkËÚke ÓËÞ ÿrðík.

ðhMkkË{kt yk yLkw¼qrík øk{u íÞkt yLku çkÄu s ÚkkÞ;
ðhMkkË{kt xk¤ku íkkuÞ Ãkezk A÷fkÞ.
ÄMk{Mk {Lku ½uhe ð¤u,
¼eíkh{kt zqçkkzu.
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ðhMkkË yLku Aktxk {Lku çkÄktÚke 
  yxq÷e hk¾u,
yuf÷e yxq÷e, ðhMkkË{kt {khe
  WËkMke MkkÚku.
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Anisha Bottomley 

My poem was inspired by my grandma, who lived in India 
for most of  her life. She was an inspiration to me because she 
went through different experiences in her life in two different 
ways, the year she was a child and how different the lifestyle 
in India is. When I asked her what it was like, she laughed at 
me and said “it was different but easy.” I listened to all of  the 
interesting stories she wanted to tell me about her life there and 
came up with this poem to summarise her life.
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5.  HORIZON

Over the summer’s horizon 
The streets already awake, 
As the horns of  the rickshaw and panchat1 
of  the women,
The start of  a new and long adventure awaits

Waking up to the smell of  fresh roti,
Maa2 calls me down, 
“Get up quickly, stop being mopey!
Help me cook, help me clean
Before Aba3 wakes up for his morning tea”

I dress in the usual salwar kameez,
The stain remains from the haldi4 yesterday,
I quickly wash it and give it a squeeze 
It dries in seconds, nothing new in Bombay

The perfection of  maa’s roti,
So round and fluffy, evenly spread with ghee,
I pour the chai in the cups and saucers,
And set the dastarkhan5 out for Aba and Maa and me

While Aba goes to work and Maa cooks khichdi,
I go to play with my friends,
We take the carrom board out with our own made 
pieces,
And play with our dolls,
Made from scraps from the streets of  India

After a full day of  fun and excitement,
The horizon says goodbye to Bombay,
The streets become cooler but still lively,
And awaiting on the dastarkhan is the tasty yellow 
khichdi
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The neighbours come to eat,
My aunties come to chat,
Aba talks about his day,
And I quickly sneak away 

To see the beautiful moon say hello for the night,
And the panchat of  the women fades away,
The rickshaw horns calm down,
And the adventure comes to end the day.

 1. Nosy gossip 

 2. Mother

 3. Father

 4. Turmeric

 5. Dining spread 



19

yLkeþk çkkuxB÷e

{khk fkÔÞLke «uhýk {khkt ËkËe ÃkkMkuÚke {¤e. yu{Lkwt {kuxk¼køkLkwt SðLk 
¼khík{kt ðeíku÷wt. íku{Lku SðLk{kt rðrðÄ yLkw¼ðku ÚkÞu÷k, çkk¤f íkhefu 
¼khíkLkk SðLkLkk yLku SðLkþi÷eLkk. {U ÃkqAâwt fu, fuðk yLkw¼ð? 
íÞkhu íku{ýu nMkeLku fÌkwt fu, ynªÚke y÷øk Ãký Mkh¤ {U íku{Lke hMk«Ë 
ðkíkku Mkkt¼¤e, yLku íku{Lkk SðLk rðþu yk fkÔÞ ÷ÏÞwt.

5. rûkríks
WLkk¤w rËðMkLke W»kkyu
Vr¤Þkt òøk]ík
rhûkkLke ¼kU ¼kU yLku çkihktLke Ãkt[kík Lkðk, {kuxk MkknMkLke 
þYykík.

þufkíke hkux÷eLke MkwøktÄ,
{k {Lku çkku÷kðu:
sÕËe òøk, yrzÞ÷ Lk Úkk!
{Lku hMkkuE{kt, ðk¤ðk{kt {ËË fh
rÃkíkk [k Ãkeðk QXu íku Ãknu÷kt.
nwt Mk÷ðkh f{eÍ ÃknuÁt Awt,
fk÷Lkku n÷ËhLkku zk½
ÍzÃkÚke ÄkuE, Lke[kuðwt Awt
íkhík MkwfkÞ Au, {wtçkE{kt yu{ s ÚkkÞ
{kLke hkux÷e çkhkuçkh,
økku¤, Vw÷u÷e, Mkh¾wt ½e [kuÃkzu÷e,
nwt fÃk hfkçke{kt [k huzwt Awt,
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yLku rÃkíkk, {k yLku {khk {kxu
ËMíkh¾kLk ÃkkÚkÁt Awt.
rÃkíkk fk{ Ãkh òÞ yLku {k ¾e[ze hktÄu,
nwt Mknu÷eyku MkkÚku h{ðk òô
òíku çkLkkðu÷e fqfheyku ðk¤wt fìh{ çkkuzo
yLku y{khe Zªøk÷eyku,
Vr¤Þk{ktÚke ¼uøkkt fhu÷ [ªÚkzktLke
rËðMk¼hLke {ò yLku ykðuþ ÃkAe,
rûkríksu Mkqhs {wtçkELku ykðòu fnu
Vr¤Þkt þeík¤ Ãký Äçkfíkkt,
yLku ËMíkh¾kLk Ãkh MðkrËü Ãke¤e ¾e[ze.
Ãkzkuþeyku s{ðk ykðu,
{kMkeyku ðkíkku fhðk,
rÃkíkk yu{ýu rËðMk¼h þwt fÞwO íkuLke ðkík fhu,
yLku nwt AkLke{kLke Axfe òô
hkíkLku ‘fu{ Au?’ fnuíkku [ktË òuðk
çkihktLke Ãkt[kík Ãkqhe ÚkkÞ,
rhûkkLke ¼kU¼kU þkLík ÚkE òÞ,
yLku rËðMk¼hLkwt MkknMk Mk{kÃík.
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Moosa Patel

My aunt Bibi was born in a small village in Gujarat, India. 
She lived in that village until she was 20 when she came to live 
in Britain. I asked her about her life in the village. She said, ‘It 
was so different from life in the UK. Here, you open the tap and 
get water. There, we had to go to the village well each morning, 
draw water from the deep well in a bucket, fill the pitcher and 
bring it home carrying it on the head. The pitcher was earthen, 
so, I had to balance it properly, otherwise, it would break. But 
bringing water from the well was good fun. The girls of  the 
whole village gathered at the well and chatted while drawing 
the water, even sang songs. My aunt described the scene of  the 
village well. I found it fascinating and wrote this poem.
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6.  THE VILLAGE WELL

What a beautiful sight!
The water-maids walking.

So gracefully to the well,
Balancing their earthen pitchers,
On their heads.
Chatting and laughing
Teasing each other.

Drawing water from the well,
In the bucket tied to the rope,
And the pulley clinking.

The pitcher is full,
And the water-maid sings:
O, young man!
Help me lift my pitcher.

She adjusts the pitcher on her head,
Water spills on her face,
And it looks so fresh,
Like dew-drops on a flower.
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{qMkk Ãkxu÷

{khe çkeçke{kMkeLkku sL{ økwshkíkLkk LkkLkk økk{zk{kt ÚkÞu÷ku. ðeMk 
ð»koLke ô{h MkwÄe íku íÞkt WAhe, ÃkAe rçkúxLk ykðe. {U íkuLku økk{Lkk 
SðLk rðþu ÃkqAâwt. íkuýu fÌkwt, ‘Þw.fu.Lkk SðLkÚke swËwt. ynª ík{u Lk¤ 
¾ku÷ku Lku økh{, Xtzw Ãkkýe ykðu. íÞkt y{khu økk{Lku fqðu sR Ãkkýe 
¾U[ðwt Ãkzu. Ÿzk fqðk{kt Ëkuhzu ÷xfkðu÷e zku÷ Lkkt¾e ÃkAe økhøkze WÃkh 
¼hu÷e zku÷ ¾U[ðe Ãkzu. Ãkkýe ¼hu÷ ½zku {kÚku {qfe ½hu ÷kððkLkku. ½zku 
{kxeLkku, yux÷u Mk{íkku÷ ò¤ððwt Ãkzu, Lkrníkh ¼kUÞ Ãkze íkqxe òÞ. 
Ãký Ãkkýe ¼hðk{kt y{Lku ¾qçk {ò Ãkzíke. økk{Lke ÃkrLknkheyku ðkíkku 
fhíke fqðuÚke Ãkkýe ¼hu, yLku økeíkku Ãký økkÞ.’ {khe {kMkeyu økk{Lkk 
fqðkLkwt yuðwt MkhMk ðýoLk fÞwO, yLku {U yk fkÔÞ håÞwt.

6. økk{Lkku fqðku 

fuðwt MkwtËh á~Þ!
ÃkrLknkheyku ÷[f÷[f [k÷u 
fqðu òÞ,
{kÚku ½zk Ÿ[fu,
Mk{íkku÷ hk¾u.
ðkíkku fhu, nMku
yuf{ufLke Xêk fhu.

Ëkuhzu zku÷ çkktÄe
fqðk{ktÚke Ãkkýe ¾U[u
økhøkze økhhh ÚkkÞ.
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½zku ¼hkÞ
yLku ÃkrLknkhe økeík økkÞ:
nu sðkLk!
{khe nu÷ WÃkkz.

½zku {kÚkk Ãkh økkuXðu
Ãkkýe A÷fkÞ
ÃkrLknkheLkku [nuhku ¼ªòÞ
MkwtËh
Vq÷ Ãkh Íkf¤®çkËw suðku.
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Sana Waza

I had a conversation with my grandmother who moved to 
England to get married at the age of  19. Her mum passed away 
when she was only a young child so it was only her and her 
brother. Her dad moved to Africa and remarried and she was left 
in India with relatives. She went to school for a while but also 
had to work, plant flowers, etc due to difficult circumstances. 
The poem I wrote is about her journey and struggles but also 
my appreciation of  what she has gone through whilst living in 
India.
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7.  SMILES AND TEARS

Always hearing about the colours that enveloped India,

The celebrations, the festivals, all the beauty of  my 
heritage,

Is all I ever hear.

But…

She, she who lost her parents at such a young age,

She who had so much courage and strength. 

She who fended for her family,

She did all this just to put food on her table, 

So she and her brother can live peacefully.

She came to England to get married,

She lost everyone and marriage was all her heart ever 
needed.

She went through hurt, pain, and suffering,

She began to live a new life with her children, she 
started recovering.

So who is she?

She my grandmother born and raised,

In the country of  beauty!
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MkLkk ðkÍk

{U {khkt ËkËe MkkÚku ðkík[eík fhe. íku 19 ð»koLke ô{hu ÷øLk fhðk $ø÷uLz 
ykðe ðMku÷kt. íku LkkLkkt níkkt íÞkhu íku{Lke {k Lkwt yðMkkLk ÚkÞu÷wt, yux÷u íku 
¼kR yLku çknuLk yuf÷kt níkkt. íku{Lkk rÃkíkk ykr£fk [kÕÞk økÞu÷k yLku 
íÞkt ÷øLk fhu÷kt, yux÷u ËkËe Mkøkkt MkkÚku hnuíkkt. íku Úkkuzku Mk{Þ þk¤kyu 
økÞu÷kt, Ãký økheçkeLku ÷eÄu fk{u sðwt Ãkzíkwt. Vq÷ WAuh ðøkuhu fk{ku fhíkkt. 
{kÁt fkÔÞ íku{Lkk Mkt½»ko rðþuLkwt Au, Ãký íku{ýu ¼khík{kt su Ëw:¾ ðuXâwt 
íkuLke fËhYÃku Ãký Au.

7. ÂM{ík yLku y©w

MkËk Mkkt¼¤wt ¼kíkeøkh ¼khíkLke ðkík,
WíMkðku, Wsðýe, {khk ðkhMkkLke MkwtËhíkk,
ÃkhLíkw...
íkuýe suýu çkk¤Ãký{kt {kçkkÃk økw{kÔÞkt,
íkuýe suýu rnB{ík yLku íkkfkík çkíkkÔÞkt.
íkuýe suýu fwxwtçkLkwt Ãkku»ký fÞwO,
íkuýeyu yk çkÄwt fÞwO suÚke
íkuýe yLku íkuýeLkku ¼kR Mkw¾u hne þfu.
íkuýe ÷øLk fhðk $ø÷uLz ykðe,
íkuýeyu MkðoMð økw{kÔÞwt ÃkAe
íkuýe {kxu ÷øLk yu s ykhku.
íkuýeyu yk½kík, Ãkezk, ÔÞÚkk ðuXâkt,
íkuýeyu MktíkkLkku MkkÚku LkðSðLk ykhtÇÞwt.
íkuýe fkuý?
íkuýe- {khkt ËkËe su MkkIËÞo{Þ Ëuþ{kt 
sL{ ÃkkBÞkt, yLku WAÞkO!
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Ruqayyah Khalifa

The poem is inspired by my auntie who got married in India 
and then came to England to live with her husband. I asked my 
auntie many questions about her time in India. I got to know 
many different things that they do in weddings and the different 
ways it is celebrated. I also got to know what the bride feels like 
when getting married and what she feels like when waiting to 
be married. Not only that but I got to know what the groom 
experiences with his emotions when getting married and sitting 
with the bride.
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8. THE BIG WEDDING

Loads of  people surrounding the wedding mandap1, 
enjoying themselves
Aunties talking to one another, most likely doing 
panchat2 and filling the shelves

All eating on a big table, smiling at the camera as they 
do so
I looked down at the thal3 they were eating in, made of  
steel though

They were at least 4-5 people eating on one plate, all 
filling themselves with tasty food
And I see them nodding their heads in excitement, 
looking at the food with their eyes glued

Everyone dressed like never before
Ladies wearing high heels leave their feet quite sore

Randomers singing geet4

While up on their feet

Bride and Groom receiving gifts on the stage
All of  them were happy, not one looking with rage

Their parents talk to one another with happiness
At least there was no awkwardness

The cameraman moving around trying to get the best shot
But still, the embarrassing pictures were caught

It was time for the bride to leave for her husband’s house
The groom quickly fixing his blouse
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The room was suddenly filled with sorrow
Little kids were eating, trying hard to swallow

Still, the people doing panchat
“They’re never going to change,” I said as I sat.

 1. Pandal

 2. Nosy gossip

 3. A large plate 

 4. Song
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YfGÞkn ¾÷eVk

yk fkÔÞLke «uhýk {khk ¼kR ÃkkMkuÚke {¤e. íkuýu ¼khík{kt ÷øLk fhu÷kt 
yLku nwt Ãký ÷øLk{kt økÞu÷e. {U íÞktLkk yLku ynªLkk ÷øLkku{kt ½ýku 
íkVkðík òuÞku. {U ðÄw Mk{sý {kxu «&™ku Ãký ÃkqAâk. yuLkk ykÄkhu yk 
fkÔÞLkwt MksoLk fÞwO.

8. ¼ÔÞ ÷øLk

{kLkð {uËLke ÷øLk {tzÃk{kt, ykLktË ÷qtxu
{kMkeyku ðkíkku fhu, Ãkt[kík fhu, y÷{kheyku ¼hu,

{kuxk xuçk÷ Ãkh s{u, fu{uhk Mkk{u nMku,
Mxe÷Lke Úkk¤e nwt rLknk¤e hnwt.

[kh-Ãkkt[ sý yuf Úkk¤{kt s{u, {suËkh
{kÚkwt n÷kðu, ¾kðkLkwt ð¾kýu, yufexþu

çkÄkt MkwtËh ð†ku{kt
çkihkt Ÿ[e yuzeLkk MkuLz÷{kt, Ãkøku Mkkuò

yòÛÞk økeíkku økkÞ
Q¼kQ¼k 

ðh-ðÄq ¼uxku Mðefkhu,
çkÄkt ¾wþ¾wþk÷, fkuR ¾eòÞu÷wt Lkrn.

{kçkkÃk «MkÒkíkkÚke ðkíkku fhu,
fkuRLku ðktfwt Lk Ãkzu.
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Vkuxkðk¤ku yk{íku{ Vhu, MkhMk Vkuxk ÷uðk
íkku Ãký {qtÍðý¼Þko Vkuxk ykðu.

fLÞkrðËkÞLke ½ze ykðe,
ðhhkò çktze XefXkf fhu.
y[kLkf ykuhzku øk{økeLk ÚkkÞ,
Ãký ¼q÷fkt íkku çkhkçkh ¾kÞ.

÷kufkuLke Ãkt[kík íkku [k÷w s Au,
nwt çkuXkt rð[kÁt: ‘yk Lkrn çkË÷kÞ’.
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Salman Patel

My uncle Yusufmotabaji was born and brought up in an Indian 
village called Tankaria, Bharuch, India. When I visited him 
about this project, I already briefed him over the telephone. 
He talked about Tankaria village, village life, childhood, their 
frequent visit to nearby city Bharuch, farm life, life with domestic 
animals.

My Uncle talked about the sunrise and going to the agricultural 
land (farm fields) early morning. His experiences and feeling 
were very strong and made me think that most who have a rural 
connection, live very close to nature.
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9.  THE MORNING IS CALLING ME

Sheets of  daylight waft high and bright,
They are flags of  my morning fields.

Entering into my mud house, the first ray of  sunrise,
Making my mud house a palace of  light.

Walking early in the morning on the path,
A fresh breath of  air touching the senses of  life

The sounds of  birds and animals make the emotions 
thrive,
All around me, nature talking to me 
and keeping me alive.
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Mk÷{kLk Ãkxu÷

{khk {kuxk çkkSLkku sL{ yLku WAuh ¼khíkLkk ¼Y[ rsÕ÷kLkk xtfkheyk 
økk{{kt ÚkÞu÷ku. {U yk ÃkrhfÕÃk MktË¼uo yu{Lke {w÷kfkík ÷eÄe íku yøkkW 
VkuLk fhu÷ku. íku{ýu xtfkheyk økk{Lke, økúk{SðLkLke, çkk¤ÃkýLke, 
¼Y[ þnuhLke, ¾uíkhkuLke yLku ZkuhkuLke ðkíkku fhe.
íku{ýu MkqÞkuoËÞ yLku Mkðkhu ¾uíkh síkk íku fÌkwt. íku{ýu ÷køkýeÃkqðof 
ÃkkuíkkLkk yLkw¼ðkuLkwt ðýoLk fÞwO. yk Mkkt¼¤e {Lku «íkerík ÚkR fu, su 
÷kufku økk{zk{kt hnu Au íku «f]ríkLke LkSf nkuÞ Au.

9. Mkðkh

Mkðkh {Lku MkkË fhu Au!
MkðkhLkwt ysðk¤wt ÃkÚkhkÞ Au,
{khu ¾uíkhu sðkLke Ítze.
MkqÞkuoËÞLkwt «Úk{ rfhý {khk {kxeLkk ½h{kt «ðuþu,
yLku {kÁt {kxeLkwt ¾kuhzwt Í¤nr¤ík {nu÷ çkLke òÞ.

ðnu÷k ÃkhkuZu hMíku [k÷íkkt,
íkkS nðkLke ÷nuh hku{uhku{Lku MÃkþuo
Ãkûkeyku yLku ZkuhkuLkk yðks QŠ{yku søkkzu,
[kuíkhV «f]rík {khe MkkÚku MktðkË fhu 
yLku {Lku Sðkzu.
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Hawwa Laher - Mariyah Waza

We both spoke to our relatives about what life is like in India. 
They said that it is like all other places in general, but India 
has its own unique culture in terms of  celebrations, food, and 
entertainment. Things have changed over the years as it has 
become more westernised, but the culture will always remain 
the same. 
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10.  A UNIQUE CULTURE

Just like every other country,
India has its own culture,
The food, the celebrations, the traditions, the clothes,
They’re all unique in their own way.

Masala Dosa, Pav Bhaji, Pani Puri
Mouthwatering dishes all made by street vendors
There’s no describing the feeling of  eating
Without care or any stress in the middle of  the road

Spreading like wildfire, the gossip travels through,
Villages and towns. The panchat1 begins, no one to stop it,
Mums are everywhere at each other’s throats
Accusing each other of  this and that.

But this is part of  life. Part of  any country, town or village,
They are all unique in their own way.

 1.  Nosy gossip
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nÔðk ÷nuh - {krhÞkn ðkÍk

y{u ¼khík{kt SðLk fuðwt Au íku rðþu y{khkt MðsLkku MkkÚku ðkík[eík fhe. 
íku{ýu sýkÔÞwt fu, Mkk{kLÞ heíku çkesu nkuÞ Au íkuðwt s, Ãký ¼khíkLke 
MktMf]rík WíMkðku, ¾kuhkf yLku {LkkuhtsLk çkkçkíku rðrþü Au. ¼khíkLkwt 
ÃkkùkíÞfhý ÚkÞwt nkuðkÚke MktMf]rík çkË÷kR Au, Ãký MkktMf]ríkf yku¤¾ 
íkku fkÞ{ hnuþu.

10. rðrþü MktMf]rík

yLÞ ËuþkuLke su{,
¼khíkLke Ãkkuíkefe MktMf]rík Au,
¾kuhkf, WíMkðku, YrZyku, Ãkkuþkf
çkÄwt s rðrþü Au.

{Mkk÷k ZkuMkk, Ãkkô¼kS, ÃkkýeÃkqhe
hMíku {¤íke, {ku{kt Ãkkýe ÷kðu
yuðe ðkLkøkeyku MðkË íkku yðýoLkeÞ
hMíkkLke ðå[u, ®[íkk fu íkký ðøkh ¾kð.

økÃÃkkt fqÚk÷e økk{ku, Lkøkhku{kt
ðLÞ yÂøLkLke su{ «Mkhu Au,
Ãkkhfe Ãkt[kík yxfíke LkÚke
{kíkkyku çkÄu ÷zu Í½zu Au,
yuf{uf Ãkh ykhkuÃk {qfíke.

Ãký ykðwt íkku SðLk{kt çkLku,
fkuRÃký Ëuþ{kt, Lkøkh{kt, økk{{kt.
çkÄu ÃkkuíkÃkkuíkkLke y÷øk heíku.



39

Ismail Sidat

My uncle Ibrahim Sidat came to the UK in 1963. He grew up 
in a small village in Navsari, Gujarat, India. When I visited 
him to talk to him about this project, he was very enthusiastic 
and talked about his village life in Gujarat very emotionally. 
He showed me a few black and white photographs of  his village 
life including farms, bullocks, mud houses, village markets, and 
streets, few family members wearing very typical and traditional 
Gujarati Muslim outfits. I was surprised and speechless looking 
at these pictures and the way my uncle had kept them safe. 
My conversation with my uncle inspired me to write something 
about village life in Gujarat-India.
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11.  VILLAGE LIFE 

City life is becoming lifeless,
With the problems of  water, shelter, food, and peace;

The cost of  living is high but life is cheap,
This imbalance cannot keep one’s health good;

Village life is far better for all,
The time and pace are slower, but all are best;

Love, care, courtesy, and respect are still there,
The joy of  living is still there

Yet, most throng the cities all the time,
To live a disconnected, artificial life?

So, why can’t be level headed then
And live in a village in harmony with nature?
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RM{kR÷ rMkËkík

{khk fkfk Rçkúkne{ rMkËkík 1960{kt Þw.fu. ykÔÞk. íku{Lkku WAuh 
LkðMkkhe, økwshkík, ¼khíkLkk LkkLkk økk{zk{kt ÚkÞu÷ku. nwt yk ÃkrhfÕÃk 
MktË¼uo yu{Lku {¤ðk økÞku íÞkhu íku{ýu WíMkkn¼uh yLku ¼kðkuÕ÷kMkÚke 
ÃkkuíkkLkk økk{Lke ðkíkku fhe. {Lku økúk{SðLkLkk, ¾uíkhLkk, {kxeLkkt 
{fkLkkuLkkt, çk¤ËkuLkk, {tzeLkk íkÚkk Vr¤ÞktLkk ïuík-~Þk{ Vkuxk çkíkkÔÞk. 
økwshkíke {wÂM÷{ Ãkkuþkf{kt Mkßs fwtxwtçkesLkkuLkk Ãký. Vkuxk òuR nwt 
yðkf ÚkR økÞku yLku {khk fkfkyu su heíku íku Mkk[ðu÷k íkuLkkÚke ykùÞo 
ÚkÞwt. íku{Lke MkkÚkuLke ðkík[eíkÚke {Lku økwshkíkLkk økúk{SðLk rðþu 
÷¾ðkLke «uhýk {¤e.

11. økúk{SðLk

þnuhLkwt SðLk hMkneLk Úkíkwt òÞ Au,
Ãkkýe, ¾kuhkf, hnuXký, þkÂLíkLke Mk{MÞk,

{kU½ðkhe Au Ãký Sðíkh MkMíkwt,
yk yMk{íkku÷Úke {kýMk çkuòh.

økk{zkLkwt SðLk MkkÁt,
çkÄwt Äe{e økríkyu, Ãký MkhMk

«u{¼kð, ÷køkýe, rððuf, {kLk fkÞ{,
nswÃký SðLkLkku WÕ÷kMk.

Ãký þnuh{kt MkËk ¼ez¼kz Aíkkt,
yxq÷wt, çkLkkðxe SðLk?

íkku ykÃkýu Xkðfk ÚkR
økk{{kt «f]ríkLke økkuË{kt Lk Sðeyu?
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Faheema Bhamji

The inspiration for my poem was from the stories my 
aunt told me about when she went to India a couple of  
years ago; the classic biryani for lunch and snacks, pakora, 
dhokla, khandvi, fafda1 with elaichi chai2. The food smell 
was always wafted away with the agarbatti that worked 
magically, no matter if  you can’t breathe when it’s on. 
Photos were always a must: family members gathered 
around, smallest at the front, tallest at the back. Always 
one person looking in the wrong direction. Empty mehdi 
cones piled in the bin and all the women’s hands decorated 
with the same flowers; the married/ engaged hiding their 
husbands’ initials in their design. Fireworks are set off  by 
the men, sparklers for the children who attempt to draw 
and write their names with it in the night sky.



43

12.  THE EID EXPERIENCE

As I walked down the stairs,
The khushbu3 of  biryani engulfed me,
I stopped and admired the decorations that washed over 
the house,
The lights, the mehdi cones, plates piled with food,
Everything that I could see,

I stepped into the kitchen that smelt of  masala and 
agarbatti,4

And watched my mother stir and chop and clean,
All done with speed.
She directed me to start making the parcels and wrap 
the food with love,
My mother watched as I took her art to the neighbours’ 
houses,
And passed on our traditions whilst wishing them  
a happy Eid.

Once the food had been given out,
We would both take an hour or two to prepare our 
looks,
Meet downstairs to receive compliments and receive our 
Eidie5,
Then take some pictures for the photobook.

Pictures taken, food eaten, we head out to visit loved 
ones
Eat, eat and eat some more till we burst,
Then burn the energy with some fun.
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The sun sets and we all leave for home,
The day is done, the fireworks burnt, the mehdi cones 
emptied, bellies full.
Snuggled tight in bed; in home sweet home!

 1. Indian savouries

 2. Cardamom tea

 3. Sweet smell
 4. Incense stick

 5. Money given to children for Eid
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Vne{k ¼k{S

yk fkÔÞLke «uhýk {khe fkfeLke ðkíkku{ktÚke {¤e. íku çku ð»ko Ãkqðuo 
¼khík økÞu÷kt. {æÞknLk ¼kusLk{kt rçkhÞkLke yLku LkkMíkk{kt ¼SÞkt, 
Zkuf¤kt, ¾ktzðe, VkVzk, MkkÚku R÷kÞ[eðk¤e [k. ¾kuhkfLke ðkMk Ëqh 
fhðk yøkhçk¥ke, su òËwR yMkh fhu, ÃkAe ¼÷u ík{u økqtøk¤kðku. Vkuxk 
VhrsÞkík: fwxwtçkLkk MkÇÞku ¼uøkkt, LkkLkkt ykøk÷e nhku¤{kt, Ÿ[k ÃkkA¤. 
nt{uþkt yufkË sý íkku çkeS rËþk{kt òuíkwt nkuÞ. {UËeLkkt ¾k÷e ¾ku¾kt 
f[hkÃkuxe{kt. çkÄe †eykuLke ¼kík Mkh¾e. Ãkrhýeík yLku MkøkkR ðk¤e 
¼kík{kt ÃkríkLkkt Lkk{ AwÃkkðu. ÃkwÁ»kku Vxkfzk Vkuzu, çkk¤fku íkkhk{tz¤ 
Wzkze nðk{kt ÃkkuíkkLkk Lkk{ ÷¾u.

12. RË WíMkð

Mkeze Wíkhíkkt,
rçkheÞkLkeLke ¾w~çkq {Lku ½uhe ð¤e.
nwt Úkku¼e, yLku þýøkkhu÷k {fkLkLke «þtMkk fhe
hkuþLke, {UËe, ðkLkøkeyku ¼hu÷k Ã÷ux
Lksh Ãkzu íÞkt.

hMkkuzk{kt {Mkk÷k yLku yøkhçk¥keLke MkwøktÄ,
{k n÷kðu, Mk{khu, Äqyu
VxkVx.

{Lku Ãkzefkt çkktÄðk fnu, MLkunÃkqðof,
nwt íkuLke f¤kLkk Lk{qLkk Ãkzkuþ{kt Ãknkut[kzwt,
yLku «ýk÷eøkík RË {wçkkhf fnwt.
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ðkLkøkeyku ðnU[kR òÞ ÃkAe,
y{u yuf çku f÷kf òíkLku þýøkkheyu,
Lke[u Qíkhe «þtMkk yLku RËe Ãkk{eyu.
ÃkAe ykÕçk{ {kxu Vkuxk ÷uðkÞ.

Vkuxk Ãkíku, s{ý Ãkíku, ÃkAe MkøkktLke {w÷kfkíkku,
Ãkux Vkxe òÞ íÞkt MkwÄe ¾kð, ¾kð
ÃkAe [hçke Wíkkhðk fqËkfqË!

Mkqhs ykÚk{íkkt ½hu ÃkkAkt,
rËðMk Ãkqhku, Vxkfzk Vqxe økÞk
{UËe Ãkzefkt ¾k÷e, Ãkux ¼hu÷kt

ÃkÚkkhe{kt ZçkqhkR, «u{k¤ ½h{kt.
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Yusra Kayat

The poem is inspired by my auntie who got married in India 
and then came to England to live with her husband. I asked my 
auntie many questions about her time in India. I got to know 
many different things that they do in weddings and the different 
ways it is celebrated. I also got to know what the bride feels like 
when getting married and what she feels like when waiting to 
be married. Not only that but I got to know what the groom 
experiences with his emotions when getting married and sitting 
with the bride.
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13. A THRILLING EXPERIENCE

The day of  the wedding came,
More quickly than I had imagined,

The bride fully ready looking beautiful,
Feeling dutiful!

The groom dressed like never before,  
Trying hard to restore. 

The bride and groom enter together, 
Heart feeling as light as a feather. 

Downpour of  joy,
Torrential blossoms.
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ÞwMkhk fÞkík

yk fkÔÞLke «uhýk {Lku {khe fkfe ÃkkMkuÚke {¤e. ¼khík{kt ÷øLk fhe íku 
ÃkkuíkkLkk Ãkrík MkkÚku hnuðk $ø÷ìLz ykðe. {U yuLku ¼khík{kt yuLkk SðLk 
rðþu ½ýk «&™ku ÃkqAâk. ykLkkÚke {Lku ÷øLkLkk rhðkòu rðþu òýðk 
{éÞwt. íÞkt ÷øLkku swËe heíku ÚkkÞ Au. ÷øLk «Mktøku LkððÄqLku fuðe ÷køkýe 
ÚkkÞ Au íku yLku ÷øLk yøkkWLke WíMkwfíkk rðþu òýðk {éÞwt. yux÷wt s 
Lkrn Ãký ÷øLk «Mktøku LkðkuZk MkkÚku çkuMkíkkt ËwÕnkLke yLkw¼qrík fuðe nkuÞ 
Au íku Ãký òÛÞwt.

13. hku{kt[

÷øLkLke ½ze ykðe
{khe ÄkhýkÚke Ãknu÷e..

LkððÄq Mkßs, MkkIËÞoðkLk
yk¿kktrfík

ðhhkò yÃkqðo Ãkkuþkf{kt Mkßs,
Mktfkuhðk ÞíLkþe÷

ðh-ðÄqLkku Mkòuzu «ðuþ
n÷fktVq÷

WÕ÷kMkLke ð»kko,
f¤eykuLke çkkuAkh.
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Ibrahim Patel

My Grandma was born and brought up in a small village of  
Gujarat State in India. She has been in Britain for over fifty 
years, but she still remembers her life in India and gets nostalgic 
about it. Her favourite topic is weddings in the village. They 
were so different from weddings in Britain. I asked her what 
was so special about weddings in her village. She said, ‘The 
wedding songs we girls sang.’ She closed her eyes and started 
humming. It was in the Gujarati language. So, I requested my 
Mum to interpret it for me. After listening to it, several times, 
I have translated it into English. This is the farewell song sung 
when giving away the bride.
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14. A WEDDING SONG

The parrot will fly away,

The empty cage will remain,
Sis! Your dreams will remain unrealised.

Brother and his wife will come,
Will give you gifts and leave.

Maternal uncle and aunt will come,
Will give you Mosalun1 and leave.

Paternal uncle and aunt will come,
Will entertain with dinner and leave.

The groom and the in-laws will come,
The wedding will be over, and leave.

 1. Gifts given by the maternal uncle to his niece on the 
occasion of  her wedding.
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Rçkúkrn{ Ãkxu÷

{khkt ËkËeLkku sL{ yLku WAuh økwshkíkLkk yuf LkkLkk økk{{kt ÚkÞu÷ku. 
íku Ãk[kMkuf ð»koÚke rçkúxLk{kt ðMku Au, Ãký íku nswÃký ¼khík{kt íku{Lkk 
SðLkLku ÞkË fhu Au, yLku yíkeíkhkøk{kt Mkhe Ãkzu Au. íku{Lkku r«Þ rð»kÞ 
Au, økk{Lke þkËeyku. íÞktLkkt ÷øLkku ynªLkkt ÷øLkkuÚke íkÆLk swËkt. {U íku{Lku 
ÃkqAâwt fu, íÞktLkkt ÷øLkkuLke þwt rðrþüíkk? íku{ýu fÌkwt, “÷øLkøkeíkku, y{u 
Akufheyku ¼uøke ÚkR økkíke.” ykt¾ku çkLÄ fhe íku økwtsLk fhðk ÷køÞkt. 
yu økeík økwshkíke ¼k»kk{kt níkwt, yux÷u {Lku ykuAwt Mk{òÞ. {U {khe {k 
Lku fÌkwt fu, {Lku $Âø÷þ{kt Mk{òð. yu økeík yLkufðkh Mkkt¼éÞk ÃkAe 
{U yuLkwt $Âø÷þ{kt ¼k»kktíkh fÞwO. yk økeík †eyku fLÞkrðËkÞ ð¾íku 
Mk{qn{kt økkÞ Au.

14. þkËeøkeík

ÃkkuÃkx Qze hu sþu, 
ÃkªsÁt ¾k÷e hu Úkþu.
çkuLke, íkkhk {LkLkk rð[kh {Lk{kt hne hu sþu.
¼kR-¼k¼e ykðe hu sþu, 
Mkkuøkkíkku ÚkR hu sþu, çkuLke...
{k{k-{k{e ykðe hu sþu, 
{kuMkk¤wt ÚkR hu sþu, çkuLke...
fkfk-fkfe ykðe hu sþu, 
fwxwtçk s{kze hu sþu, çkuLke...
MkkMkrhÞkt ykðe hu sþu, 
þkËe ÚkR hu sþu, çkuLke...


