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PÀtÄÚªÀÄÄZÉÑ¯É0iÀiÁl 
 
MAzÀÄ J¯É ºÁUÉÃ ªÉÄ®èUÉ 
ªÀÄgÀ¢AzÀ eÁj vÉÃ®ÄvÀÛ 
fÃPÀÄvÀÛ UÁ½¥ÀlªÁUÀÄvÀÛ 
UÁ½0iÀÄ ªÉÄÊzÀqÀ« eÁgÀÄvÀÛ 
¤ÃgÀ ªÉÄÃ°£À zÉÆÃtÂ0iÀiÁ0iÀÄÄÛ. 
 
§tÚ §tÚzÀ «ÄÃ£À eÉÆvÉ 
C¯É0iÀÄ ªÉÄÃ¯É ºÉÆ¼ÉªÀ 
ºÀ½¢ ºÀ¹j£À ZÀªÀÄPÀÄ 
¸ÀgÀ ¸ÀgÀ£É PÀtÄÚ vÀ¦à¹ 
¤ÃgÀ eÉÆvÉ0iÀÄ°è ªÀÄgÉ0iÀiÁ0iÀÄÄÛ. 
 
¤ÃjUÀÆ UÉÆwÛ®è, «ÄÃ¤UÀÆ UÉÆwÛ®è, 
UÁ½UÀÆ UÉÆwÛ®è, ªÀÄgÀPÀÆÌ UÉÆwÛ®è 
 
F PÀtÄÚªÀÄÄZÉÑ¯É0iÀiÁl. 
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Hide and Seek 
 
A leaf from the tree 
gliding 
sliding 
swinging 
a kite caressing the wind 
a boat on the river 
with colourful fish 
yellow and green flash on the shining water 
moves quickly 
disappearing with the flow 
water doesn't know 
air doesn't know 
tree doesn't know 
fish doesn't know 
this game of hide and seek. 
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£À¢AiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ 
 
£À¢AiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ DPÁ±À - 
ªÉÆÃqÀ - vÀtÚV£À 
¸ÀÆAiÀÄð, 
£À£Àß ¨ÉÆUÀ¸ÉAiÀÄ¯ÉÆèAzÀÄ 
£À¢. 
 
ªÉÄÃ¯ÉgÀazÀgÉ ºÀ¤ºÀ¤AiÀiÁV 
ZÉ®ÄèªÀÅzÀÄ ªÉÄÊ ªÉÄÃ¯É 
£À¢ - DPÁ±À - ªÉÆÃqÀ - 
¸ÀÆAiÀÄð. 
 
¨ÉÆUÀ¸É ¤ÃgÀÄ PÀÄrzÀgÉ, 
PÀÄrzÀAvÉ 
£À¢ - DPÁ±À - ªÉÆÃqÀ - 
¸ÀÆAiÀÄðgÀ£Àß 
 
CqÀPÀ AiÀiÁgÀÄ AiÀiÁgÉÆ¼ÀUÉ? 
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A River Poem 
 
Inside the river are the sky, 
the cloud, the sun. 
cupped in my hands the 
river. 
 
If I throw up my hands, 
the river spills in drops, 
scattering 
sky, cloud, and sun all over 
me. 
 
If I drink the river from my 
hands 
then within me are 
the sun, the cloud, the sky. 
 
Tell me then, who is in 
whom? 
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£Á£ÀÄ £À£ÀßªÀÄä 
 
£Á£ÀÄ £À£ÀßªÀÄä£À ºÁUÉ. 
¦ÃZÀÄ zÉÃºÀ, J®Ä§Ä PÁtÄªÀ PÉÊ, 
PÀtÚ PÉ¼ÀUÉ ºÀgÀrzÀ PÀ¥ÀÅöà 
M¼ÀUÉ ºÉÆgÉºÉÆgÉ zÀÄBR 
ºÉÆvÀÛ JzÉ s̈ÁgÀ 
ºÉÆgÀ¯ÁgÀzÀ aAvÉ ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ 
ªÉÄÃ¯ÉÆAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄUÀÄ¼ÀßUÉ. 
 
£Á£ÀÄ £À£ÀßªÀÄä£À ºÁUÉ 
£À£Àß PÀuÉÆÚ¼ÀUÉ CªÀ¼À PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ. 
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Mother and Me 
 
I'm exactly like my mother 
-- thin body, bony fingers, 
dark circles below the eyes; 
within, a heavy heart 
loaded with cares; a mind 
beset with thoughts it can't 
quite carry; and on the surface, 
a smooth smile. 
 
I'm like my mother exactly; 
her tears flow in my eyes 


