Mother
When the stars started dimming,

And the tall sirens began singing,

Turning towards the sounds,

Began the everyday processions.

And, leaving in haste,

She used to keep turning back again and again.

‘Don’t fight’, she used to say tenderly.

                    Thus, she used to earn her two-penny.

The day before Dashera,

She used to take the five of us along.

We used to roam through all the departments,

Watching the decorations.

What fun we had I just cannot say.

Words fail me.

Playing with the tops and whistles,

Flying the balloons and kites,

                     We turned into birds.

It so happened once,

They brought her in a car.

Her eyes staring wide open,

Blood streamed out of her mouth.

Her co-worker, Salu drew me close.

I was watching with restless eyes,

Was looking for the roof above.

                      We were looking for our mother.

That night the five of us crowded together.

Comforted ourselves with the bed-cover,

As though it was our mother.

We had nothing earlier.

Now even our mother was gone.

Trying to stem the flow of tears,

We stayed awake through the night.

                       Now we were completely destitute.

· Original Marathi poem titled Mazi Aai from the collection titled Aisa ga mi brahma by Narayan Surve. (Included in Kavita Shramachi, ed. Narayan Surve, publ. Maharashtra Kamagar Kalyan Mandal, Mumbai,1993)
