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*

Come back to this ocean front,

Come back to this path of wilderness;
Where the train comes to a screeching halt-
A place shrouded with mango, neem

and tamarisk tree. O please return here!
One day, you weaved indigo-colored egg,
Today, they remain silent amidst dew drops;
When would the birds touch me like spring
water?

*From Das's "Maha Prithivi" poem collection
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