
Is	  this	  the	  new	  dawn	  of	  our	  dreams?	  

Is	  this	  the	  new	  dawn	  of	  our	  dreams?	  

The	  pilgrims	  and	  religious	  groups	  must	  respond	  

Virtuous	  thoughts	  or	  otherwise,	  they	  must	  answer	  

Do	  we	  remember	  our	  relationship	  with	  the	  river?	  

Have	  we	  forgotten	  the	  awakening	  of	  thoughts	  at	  the	  Kumbh?	  	  

Perhaps	  we	  forget	  it	  wasn’t	  just	  jostling	  for	  a	  dip	  in	  her	  waters	  

Recall	  the	  vastness	  of	  Ganga	  	  

Where	  the	  river	  groomed	  a	  Civilization	  

But	  this	  cradle	  of	  civilization	  has	  made	  the	  sacrifice	  	  

After	  all	  I	  am	  river	  of	  rivers	  

Yet	  we	  ignore	  the	  sacred	  lessons	  	  

Is	  this	  the	  new	  dawn	  of	  our	  dreams?	  

	  

It	  was	  here	  that	  the	  sentences	  of	  the	  Ram	  Charit	  Manas	  were	  written	  	  

Lest	  we	  forget	  how	  the	  pot	  of	  Raidas	  was	  filled	  

Have	  we	  forgotten	  Buddha	  and	  Mahavir	  

And	  the	  faqirs	  Nanak	  and	  Kabir	  

Have	  we	  forgotten	  how	  we	  tolerated	  Faith	  of	  all	  hues?	  

After	  all	  doesn’t	  she	  sustain	  us	  all?	  

Whilst	  our	  chanting	  gets	  louder	  	  

We	  care	  not	  for	  the	  life	  in	  her	  



Is	  this	  the	  new	  dawn	  of	  our	  dreams?	  

	  

Shame!	  What	  sort	  of	  progeny	  are	  we?	  	  

Indiscriminately	  killing	  our	  own	  	  

At	  times	  unknowingly,	  but	  knowingly	  too	  

We	  pollute	  her	  waters	  with	  our	  noxious	  waste	  

And	  burden	  her	  with	  populous	  towns	  and	  cities	  

We	  dam	  and	  impede	  her	  flow	  	  

For	  we	  only	  see	  electricity	  and	  money	  in	  her	  verve	  

Forget	  ritual,	  where	  are	  her	  custodians	  and	  caretakers	  now?	  

Whom	  should	  she	  cry	  and	  complain	  to?	  

Is	  this	  the	  new	  dawn	  of	  our	  dreams?	  

	  

From	  the	  source	  to	  the	  delta	  

We	  pledged	  that	  our	  life	  was	  devoted	  to	  her	  

But	  did	  we	  try	  to	  limit	  the	  mountains	  of	  concrete	  that	  inhibit	  her?	  

Did	  we	  try	  and	  save	  what	  was	  left?	  

She	  is	  our	  mother,	  and	  more	  	  

Perhaps	  we	  forget…	  Is	  this	  the	  new	  dawn	  of	  our	  dreams?	  
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, u; s H k kjr d s fnu crk 	  
, ufn;k th d s d q a H k crk ] 	  
mtj s&dkj s lc eu crk 	  
D;k x axnhi tykuk ;kn ge s a 	  
;k d q a H k txkuk H k wy x; s\ 

;k H k wy x; s fd d q a H k flQ Z ugku ugh a ]   

x ax k ; w a  g h F k h egku ugh a  

U kn h L k H;rk; s a  r k s  [ k wc tuh ] 

I kj l aLd ` fr x ax gh ijoku p<hA 

U k fn;k s a  e s a  x ax/ k kj g w a  e S a ]  

D;k Jhd ` ’. k okD; ge H k wy x; s \ 

, u; s H k kjr d s fnu crk - - -  

 

;gh a  e kul dh pk Si kb Z  x<h 	  
D;k j Sn kl dBk Sr h ;kn ugh a  \ 	  
U k ;kn ge s a  x k Sre&egkohj 	  	  
ge H k wy x; s ukud&dchj A 

ge nhu&,&bykgh H k wy x; s ] 

ge x ax k dh l a ar ku ugh aA 

gj! gj! x ax s dh rku c³ h ] 

ij vc ble s a  d qN i z k . k ugh aA 

, u; s H k kjr d s fnu crk 	   	  

 



gk! d Slh g S a  ge l ar ku s !! 

tk s  e kj jgh [k qn gh ek a  dk s ] 

d qN tku s - - - -d qN vutku sA 

flQ Z ey cgkuk ;kn ge s a ]  

lhu s ij cLrh [k wc clhA 

viuh x ax k dk s  c k a / k&ck a / k 

flQ Z fctyh cukuk ;kn ge s a A 

o s d q a H k dgk a  \ H kxhjF k g S a  dgk a  \\ 

x ax k fdll s Qfj;kn dj s \ 

, u; s H k kjr d s fnu crk - - -  

 

dgr s F k s  x ax klkxj rd 

vc ,d gh viuk ukj k g S  

geu s rk s  viuk thou H k h 

x ax kth ij okj k g SA 	  

tk s c k a / k jg s ]  D;k mudk s c k a / k k 	  
tk s cpk jg s ]  D;k mudk s lk/ k k 	  
flQ Z ekr ugh a - - -  e k a  l s c<dj] 

D;k ckr lnk ;g ;kn jgh 	  

, u; s H k kjr d s fnu crk - - -  

	  


