PLIGHT OF RIVERS 
 
A river starts its life
just as we start ours.
With minds just as sharp as knife,
we behave just like the tsars.
 
Throwing garbage here & there;
in lakes, in seas, in rivers.
Nobody is there to care.
Seeing its plight the river only quivers.
 
Whether it be Ganga, Narmada or Tapi;
for the lost beauty everybody is crying.
For this nobody is happy
and there is nothing left except trying.
 
Rivers provide us with entertainment,
so that we can enjoy without any disappointment.
And what have we given to the rivers instead?
Only things which make them disappointed.
 
Stop this, otherwise in this uneasy silence,
there would be no calmness.
Rivers would sway in fury & would bury
you in sorrow even before you hurry.             
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