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    HALF MY DREAMS COMING TRUE

I dug my PAST

Skeletons and skeletons of

Lost opportunities fled

My fastened cupboard

And danced in front of me

With dirty and distorted faces.

It was a  nightmare.

With a parched tongue

A panting breath and

Uplifted arrow hairs all over the body

Shame and confusion covered my countenance.

Bewildered,I soon burried it

Back to its unfathomed recess of

My sub-conscious mind

Never to be dug or remembered again.

I dreamt of my FUTURE

Beaded bubbles winked at my eyes

And mirrored a bright and prosperous life.

Wings grew to my wishes

And took me to yonder and alien lands 

Promising than the fairy lands.                                      



Plants and trees grew  unplantedin my gardens.

Untilled and  unwatered shot tall and big

Loaded with inviting mellow fruits

Bending low to feed  and feast.

Fairies attended to my whims and fancies

Capricious mind counted hundred worlds

                                         for me alone.     

Heated up my pride to flames of fire

And my viewless wings withered away

Bringing me back to my consciousness only to see

The beaded bubbles bursting into nothingness

Never to see them again.

I think of my PRESENT 

Fever and fret of the past

And the flourishes of the future

Inundate my mind.

I step over the past

Lean on the present 

And try to glance at future.

The present pricks my back

I leaned on and irks me 



Thorns and thistles seem to carpet my feet 

''Why run away like a coward?'',I thought

Why not be like Napolean  at strife 

Or Columbus in the Treasure Island? 

Give a try and get fired 

Than never try and even then perish.   

Faith in luck fortune 

Ran behind and left me

To face life in its real apparel.

I pursued the present opportunities

With indomitable courage and will 

Unyielding adventurous spirit 

 And calculated hard work.

I discovered the Napolean  in me 

Greeted by Columbus and Crusoe.

Then the PRESENT smiled beautiful

And surprises of success saluted me 

The scars of sustained struggle shone like stars. 

There I saw countless gifts crowning me

AND HALF MY DREAMS COMING TRUE

MEERA MATHEWS



വവിതത്തെടുത്തെത്ത് കുത്തെരുതത്ത്

അധധധ്വാനനിയധ്വായ ഒരു കര്‍ഷകന്‍ തനന്‍റ ആടുമധ്വാടുകളള
കധ്വാവല്‍നധ്വായ്ക്കളള കൃഷനിയുനമലധ്വാമധ്വായനികഴനിയുകയധ്വായനിരുന.

ഒരനിക്കല്‍ ശക്തമധ്വായ നകധ്വാടുളകധ്വാററ്റ് വന.നവള്ളനപധ്വാക്കവള 
മണനിടനിചനിലള കൃഷനിനധ്വാശവള സളഭവനിച.കൃഷനിക്കധ്വാരനറ്റ്

എലധ്വാള നഷ്ടനപട്ടു  . 

വനിശനവലഞ്ഞപപധ്വാള്‍ കുടുളബതനിനന്‍റ 
നനിലനനില്‍പനിനധ്വായനി തനന്‍റ ആടുകനളെയുള പനിനന്നീടറ്റ്

ഉഴവകധ്വാളെകനളെയുള നകധ്വാന ഭകനിച. ഇതു കണ്ട നധ്വായ്ക്കള്‍
പറഞ;ഒധ്വാടനി രകനപടധ്വാള .ഇത്രയുള നധ്വാള്‍ കൂനട നടനറ്റ്

അധധധ്വാനനിച കധ്വാളെകനളെപപധ്വാലള ഭകനിച യജമധ്വാനന്‍
നമ്മനളെയുള നവറുനത വനിടനില. 

ആപത്തെവിതലെ അതവിജജീവനമമാണത്ത് യഥമാര്‍ത്ഥ കരുതത
മനനമാഭമാവവത തവളവിവമാക്കുന്നതത്ത് .മറമാര്‍ക്കുത അപകടനമമാ

അവഗണനനയമാ സതഭവവികമാതത സതരകവിക്കുന്നതത്ത്
മനനമാഗുണത്തെവിതന്‍െറ അടയമാളവത .



നജീ                                             ലെ നവിലെമാവത്ത്
വമാനവിനലെ തവണവിലെമാനവ  നജീ 
മമായമാ തവണവിലെമാനവ
സുന്ദര തവണവിലെമാനവ
നജീ  എ൯ സസ്വനത നജീലെ നവിലെമാവത്ത്

ഇരൂളവില്‍ നജീ എനവിക്കു തവളവിച്ചമമായത്ത്
മനസവില്‍ നജീ എനവിക്കു തതളവിച്ചമമായത്ത് 
എനത നജീ വരവികവില്ലനയമാ 
നജീ എന്‍െ സസ്വനത നജീലെ നവിലെമാവത്ത്

വമാനവിലെമാതക പരന്നജീടുത നജീ
നജീ വസനമമായവി ഈ രജനവിയവില്‍
നയനങ്ങളവില്‍ ആഹത്ത്ളമാദനുഭൂതവി ,
ഉണര്‍ത്തെവിടുത നവിന്‍െ നശമാഭ

മവിന തസബമാസസ്റ്റ്യന്‍െ



    Not A Waste,Not A Waste

Not a waste, not a waste  
If a broken reed is propped up 

Not a waste, not a waste 
If a wayward bird is brought homeward 

Not a waste, not a waste 
If a gloomy face is made to bloom 

Not a waste , not a waste 
 If a rolling tear is made a pearl 

Not a waste, not a waste 
 If an empty bowl gets a hunk 

Not a waste, not a waste 
If a blood tied is made a sweet well

Not a waste, not a waste
If broken hearts are pruned with care 

Not a waste, not a waste
If the battered and shattered are held together

Not a waste, not a waste
If the phoenix of war paves resurgence of peace

Not a waste, not a waste
If progress is nurtured by spiritual strength

Not a waste, not a waste 
Oh! My life.

 
ADHEENA ANIL



 FRAIL AND BRITTLE
   Oh, God
  How frail and brittle am I!
  I have fallen too often than I can remember
  I have broken down more times than I dare to admit 
Still I can feel my steps faltering....
But all the time someone held me up.
Yes,all the time smiling faces, 
Affectionate touches and 
Loving words did meet me in abundance.
My littleness is forgotten 
My limitations forgiven. 
I would not be living now,otherwise 
I sit back in rumination 
And understand the power of forgiveness 
To receive I am prompt 
To give I am slow and calculative.
Receiving without stint and stingy in giving-
Will it make me whole?
There is more bitterness in me 
Than others possibly see.
There is more resentment in me
Than others clearly understand.
There is more rage in me 
Than others witness me lash out.
There is more non-forgiving attitude in me 
Than others imagine of.
They do make me deeply human.

Make me to rise above my baseness
And forgive others from my heart.
Forgive unconditionally 
Forgive with a blessing
Forgive with joy
That my being deeply human

May rise above its limitation
AISWARYA 



THANK YOU


