MEMORY LANE

Wooden window-shades

Seen unto infinity,

magic of light and shade

in the cobblestone alley,

A raw beauty peeping from

Ancient carved doors,

Rods of sunlight angling in

Through the myriad of window panes

Into the memory lane.

The sound of janitor

Sweeping the drains of the alley

With a long bamboo cleaner,

The familiar call of a beggar

For a cup of atta or alimony

On every Thursday morning

At our backdoor 

With a chik drawn,

Opening into the memory lane!

The sweet voice of grandma

Chatting with a masi next door 

Sharing her problems and helping her

By giving food and funds, discreetly,

The smile of gratitude on masi's face

With sheer devotion to grandma's person 

Doing errands of our household, in return!

These visuals, unforgettable they are

Of my memory lane,

frozen into my mind 

Vivid, beautiful and alive

Like a slide show of memories

Run incessantly,

In the mirror of time

Its me looking at a child

Of yesteryears

Playing happily

In my memory lane

Its peace,joy and love

In my memory lane! 
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