Leap

While selling their wares, they brought the sun to the market!

Those who’d forsaken their homes stood staring.
– How will it do to sit quietly at this hour?

Soon, they dragged even the hand to the market.
– How will it do to sit with folded hands now?

So, I got up,

Got out of the slums,

Whispered into the ears of the factories,
“We got to move ahead now! …”

Original Marathi poem titled “Zhep” (Jaheernama, Narayan Surve, Popular Prakashan, Mumbai, 1975, p. 38.)

