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’ 36. The Bul it Py 8
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38. Beautiful Blue '

39. My Parrot and | - '
40. e Setting Sun |
41. The Rising Sun

42. Whistling Softly in the Dark

43. Nightwatch

44. Winter

45. Man and Mouse

46. Spring

47. | Saw you in my dreams last Night
48. Summer

49. Autumn

50. Let's walk down the wild Side

51. Lahore '47 still flashes vivid in my mind
52. The First Kiss :
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90. Unt d € not a :
91. Thelrony ofitall o :h._-.
92.  Untitled ( Floating mtﬁe a i day)

93. Unti ed (The Quiet called still ss)
94 ﬁ‘stions U |

95. nsense

96. Who are you?

97. An Ode to Fire

98. Faith

99. Those silent Tears

100. No Daggar so brutal

101. Root

102. Eyes

103. Untitled (When it looks so pretty from where | am)
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Pilloried and at total loss
~ To understand the likes of me,
~Was that his natural destiny?
I wonder, I do. ]
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Anodyne for su mess'paing. " N
I dream of blossoms in the Arctic { d,
And marons when I'm frail and o d,
Ido, I am.

| wonder what destiny holds

In its garments and it's folds?

Layers of mystery at every level,
Goodness always versus devil,

| dream of hell and heaven too,

In equal measure, | really do,

For who knows where the journey ends?

| dream, | do,
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‘s ,"‘ﬂe swered in a oice 'sgpr_e.ﬁn' A
~ Asheslowlywalked away,

| - N Wake up, dear Man,
&7 Wake up from your dream,

]

I'm always there for those who,
Can see

And feel

And hear

Me,

He said.
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~ So make Him part of you eaq.ﬁ':j
"ﬂ- - Each night with algﬂ'ent prayer,

}' h And he'll be there to show you the wa ]
ol And guide you everywhere.
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' " But if you want agood job done, ’

" Go to *?érat Aggarwal, he's good : |
I've just been.

o Bharat Aggarwal is a radiologist in New Delhi.
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S then, a&eﬂ bther,
Are they rea rjust,.bad wéa‘th .

Will they metm;'es dlsappear
And then from no where re-app

A

Ve .“k

Are they figments of the mind?

Created dragons we often find,

Slayed then by the power of faith,

And prayers answered, what do you sayeth?
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Learn we must to go Wiﬁ'th‘ id
rtune's known to change it's sides,
Let me tell you some thing, br
Forget these mountains, said the other.

We are pilgrims on this land,
Playthings in the Potter's hand,
Mould He will and also bake,
Made of clay we will also break.
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The*chargm 0 |I now let Iolpse

Furious with its an‘rt

Stopped in its tracks to look for noose . r ‘
For this was no ordinary sport. ] P '

0

A matter of life and someone's death,
Is the battle 'twixt bull and man,
There will surely be a last breath,

For one of the two who began.
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All good things come to an end, |
That | knew but had to pretend, '
How elesﬁo we stay alive? N |

For the blows of grief we cannot mend. j ' P 1

Alas, he went his way and that was fine,
Was it right to think he was mine?

How little do we know of ourselves?
And yet, we talk of mine and thine.
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Forests p est
ﬂ'q“" The cover * -ats to hid
- Where would lions, tigers a_n,& sbe?
They'd be extinct if it wasn't o !

[l
AppIeS\ind oranges, pears and bern S,
Fruits galore and lots of cherries,
Rosewood isn’t a flower, | know,
But blossoms you need to set you aglow.

What would you do without Christmas trees?
What would you do to adorn your hair?
There'd b no presents, no Santa, if you please,

If there were no flowers, would a maiden be fair?
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~Sacred is the righjc.ti') learn, i
Books to read not paper to burn,
And the right to a decent life,

Not squalor nor spendour,
A guardian not pretender
And the right to life minus strife.

We must save from abuse ,
There necks from the noose,

And the child from violence and terror.
























