
             Miserly Cripple 

 

                        For the means of Thirty-three crores God 

                     Slaughtered, twelve crores of souls. 

             प        A miserly cup of tea,  

                       He offered to the Kedarnath. 

 

                   Red impresses on the roads 

प                       His back could not see, 

                       The tags, that he let out, 

  प                     Stroke the crevices wide. 

 

 प                      Agonizing wrinkle’s 

                     Soundtrack is silent. 

प                     The tamed supporters, yet 

                         Awaiting to scoff off the tossed away pieces. 

 

                  प    Killing poor is easy 

                   Eliminating poverty, difficult. 

                        Hundred crores dead minds, 

                   Hundred crores cowards. 

 

                    Shudra’s right for existence,  

                          Was taken away by Manu. 

      प                Now, scratching his white beard, 

       प                Will crush the black hat. 
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