Hark!

In the heights of Mumbai

Malabar Hill, the paradise

The abode of the rich

Abounding with pleasure

And here those living in Parel

Working day and night

Surviving by the sweat of their brow

O listen, o listen ye people!

Trains, cars, planes flying high

The fine horse carriages

on the roads

The coolie's handcarts

The crowd of bullock carts

The rushing vehicles

All in a jam!

Grant Road, Gokhale Road, 

Sandhurst Road, Vincent Road...

Countless roads like these

Endless bylanes,  crossroads 

all flanked by the Arabian Sea

The old chawls of Chinchpokli, Lower Parel

Worli

No new paint on their walls

Here in the neighborhoods of Naigaon Dharavi and Matunga

the kids of the unemployed play in the filth

In St. George's, Batliwala, KEM and Wadia hospitals

Everyday long queues of the ill

TB, carbuncle, STD, Fever cough, asthma

many die of innumerable diseases

Holding the flag of revolution

The new generation of workers steps forward

Looking at the marginalized

Anna Bhau Sathe says

Those who struggle will be victorious

