
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Suddenly 
 

I looked at my feet 
 

and 
 

was filled with dread- 
 

I was still standing 
 

where years ago 
 

I had been planted 
 

Everybody 
 

hung on me 
 

whatever they fancied- 
 

a bag, a hat, a towel, 
 

or their tiredness 
 

And it seemed to me 
 

that all this while 
 

I was 
 

on the move 
 

constantly 
 

      Jyotsna Milan (b. 1941) 
 

 Translated from the Hindi by Lucy Rosenstein  

             

               

   
 

                           From “New Poetry in Hindi” published by Anthem Press London 2004, edited and translated by Lucy Rosenstein. Reprinted by permission.  
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vius iSjksa dks ns[kk  
Rk® Òj mBh ng'kr ls 

cjl®a igys 

tgk¡ xkM+k x;k Fkk 

ogha [kM+h Fkh eSa 

ftldk 

t® eu vk;k 

Vk¡xrk pyk x;k 

FkSyk] V®ih] v¡x®Nk 
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viuh Fkdku 

v©j yxrk jgk lkjs oä 

fd eSa 

pyrh jgh gw¡ 
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