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Dear Creator,

When we start liking someone and begin to
feel a sense of attachment,

the formal “You” becomes an intimate “you”.
| looked for you in prayers...

| tried to find you in the beads of a rosary...
| turned my back on the world outside..

But it felt like an impersonal appointment
with an eminent person.

Then, | embraced you as a friend.

| conversed with you

without dialing your number.

| filled you in my breath,

and leapt into the open streets.

| can now listen to your voice

in everything that | hear.

| can sense your moods

in the blowing wind.

All of nature’s crafts resonate with your
unspoken and yet outspoken messages.

My sight captures your creations
from a different perspective and
it sees no sorrow in this world you've created,



For sorrow is nothing but an unwanted 'gift'
bequeathed by one man to another.

You have always believed in endowing life.
And what is life,

if not a vacation to be spent in revelry

Neither do | have Mirabai’s hymns,
nor do | have her one-stringed lute.
| can't abandon all that | possess and
dedicate my life in your pursuit;
because you keep me busy.

| have a room to wake up in,

when it's the morning,

But neither do | have

Narsih Mehta's morning song,

nor do | have the gentle rhythm

of his castanet.

All | have is the chaos

that arises upon delving into life;

My head bears no burden. And vyet,

the lightness of the Morpicch evades me.
But | have my smile to offer

and a heap of affection, tucked away for you.
When we meet each other,

| shall greet you with the love that

| have treasured for you.

If | rummage some corners,

| can muster enough patience.

| belong to the present. | am your endeavor.
Tell, can you settle into this friendship?

- Struggling to forge into you



