I see
When in the morning 
I step out of my gate

I see the world wait

for the sun to wake

I see the birds chirping 

and the people busy in newspaper reading.

When in the afternoon I see out of my windows

 I see the sun resting

in peace and glow
I see people after a time of crunch 

coming back home for lunch

When in the evening 

I go out to play

I see people stepping out from gate

I see them pulling up their laces

and making tired faces

I see the sun saying by and 

the moon resting in the dawn sky.
Meenkshi 

VIII A

The Devil 

At the corner of my mind

there is a small hole

where a devil is making its home

The home of frightening ideas

And at a stage of my mind

I came to know

that the fairs in my mind
are no more.
I tried very hard and core 

But the devil’s fact were more

I still tried and tried

And the devil was no more.
From that day

the devil never came to make its home
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VIII-A

Thoughts:-

Thoughts do not start from a point and end on a time.

Keeping thoughts to express 

is just like a button to press
Push it out not in 

but see that you don’t prick a pin.
Two sides of mind 

one is rude but other is kind 

speak out what you think 

Instead of keeping it in a bin 

first think then speak 

if you  really want to achieve the peak. 
Thoughts and thinking 

is just like a bell going on running 

watch out for the thoughts going on in your brain
then you will be able to bear all the strain
Good thoughts to view 
come in the mind very few. 

The thoughts you find are your 
feeling which are combined .
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VIII-A

My Master

I had a master 
Whose hard was always covered with plaster 

Once he gave me a tray to  hold 
And that was something I couldn’t behold 

So, I divided to take the tray 
And thought I would keep it out to display 

My greed made me steal the tray 

But when my master didn’t pay any herd 

To my such a norty deed 
I felt quilty and went back to him 

And told him the whole thing 
Seeing him happy was a pleasure 

Ear master are no less than a treasure 
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