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Laxmi Mali
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Soil and Roots

I am the soil,

I am a humble clump of earth.

Anchored upon that very soil,

You are a towering tree.

Into the vibrant blossoms that bloom on you,
Into the fruits hanging in heavy abundance,
It is I who pours life-

For your roots dwell deep within me.

In every breath you draw,

Lingers the fragrance of my womb;

And the womb is nothing but a clump of earth-
Anchored upon which,

You stand, a towering tree.

Nourishing you, raising you strong and whole,
Giving away all my love,

Alas!

| forgot to love myself.

Rejoicing all alone in what | have gained-
Your lush, green life,

All your comforts and joys,

These are my true rewards.

Therefore, you cannot drift away,

You cannot ever part from me;

For how can the roots of a lush, mighty tree
Ever detach from the soil?

Forever and always,

I will keep nourishing your roots.

Just remember this:

I am the soil, yes, the soil-

A humble clump of earth!



Now This Country Must Be Healed

I have stirred awake, rising with resolve,
I, too, to shield our living world,
Have stepped forward to plant a tree.

It was only just the other day,
Once again,

That time took a sudden turn
And a new era was conceived -
Yet yesterday, it miscarried,
All came to naught.

Come,

You, too, come!

Let us plant another sapling and save the envi-
ronment.

Let a shaded haven rise,

Where humanity may rest and catch its breath,
Where that which was robbed -

Our humaneness, our kinship - may smile again.

Gyanuwakar Paudel
(Imadol, Lalitpur)

Come, it is already getting late!
You go on planting the trees,
I shall keep nurturing the earth.
Now we must drape green over the mother-
land’s naked shame,
Now, for this land,
An ecological healing must begin.

T ferarmT visgTE Y uTEe BT
VeGTEHY Ja U Ufeciabad, dreg fora

-]

sabdankuraustralia@gmail . com | Phone: 061 -0403721631 (Whats
App and Viber)
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The Answerless Answer

For thousands upon thousands of years,
Breathing with effortless ease,
Incessantly,
I, an ancient tree,
Lived in perennial joy
Amid countless trees like myself.
These days,
I feel suffocated by the breath of humans;
The violent, predatory nature of humankind
Fills me with terror.
I, the old tree,
Am parched to the very bone.
The river beside me
Has vanished into the barren sands;
I have become like a thirsty Kakakul,*
Entangled only in mirages.
Who will save this earth?
Who will protect this sky?
Govinda Giri ‘Prerana’ Where has it disappeared -
The lush, verdant forest of vines and trees?
Which sinner poisoned the soil
And stole away its soul?
Which sinner poisoned the air
And drained its life away?
Tainted by plastic, | am polluted,;
Left half-dead by radiation.
The searing scars of poison
Plunge me into a deep, relentless agony.
Is this era doomed to perish,
Slowly, quietly, just like this?
The answer remains answerless.

*Kakakul refers to a mythical pied cuckoo in South Asian folklore that is
perpetually parched and said to drink only rainwater straight from the clouds,
symbolizing intense, unrelenting thirst.
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The River
Ever graceful, rivers and streams flow across the
earth,
Dressing the land in enchanting beauty and
mirth!
Nourished by their waters, the soil turns lush
and grand,
Cradles of civilization, timeless treasures of the
land!
Sacred souls are the rivers, washing every taint
and vice,
For humankind, a life-force and glory beyond
price!

Dynamic and tireless, on and on they run,
When river and earth unite, all creation smiles
as one!

Only when the waters are clear can beauty truly
shine,

Only when pure can glory spread its radiance
divine!

Only when the river thrives does life sustain its
beat,

When the waters wander free, human feelings
surge and meet!

Rivers are not merely water - they are the spring
where cultures dawn,

The radiance of the Himalayas, creation’s wak-
ing morn!

Singing melodies anew, they summon life to
grow,

Yet when human hearts turn foul, the rivers halt
their flow!

Letting dreams and sentiments flow like waters
free,

Dedicating every breath to selfless charity,
Embracing the river’s purity as life’s true code
and creed -

Only then shall human life rise to heights in-
deed!

Shailendu Prakash Nepal
(Basundhara, Kathmandu)
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Plastic and Humans

Plastic walls
Plastic patterns
Plastic clothes
Plastic shoes
Plastic plates
Plastic pots
Plastic flowers
Plastic fruits
Plastic hearts
Sneh Sayami Love with plastic.
Thank goodness,
Humans are still giving birth to humans.

No Snow upon the Peaks

No fish in the streams, no snow upon the peaks,
The fields lie barren, the terraces dry and bleak,
With not a single seed left to sow.

"I have been stripped bare," the mountain weeps again
and again,

Naked peaks, naked rivers, naked woods in pain.
When a tree holds its green leaves, its branches, its roots,
It asks: "Who could love me as deeply as the birds?"

The river that once surged and danced has run utterly dry -
What boundless grief, to perish without Kissing its own
shores!

The very waters that once flowed now lie parched in ruin,
Splitting the forest, cleaving the soul into shattered shards.

Abhay Shrestha  Thjs ajr, this water, the sun and the moon belong to all,
Yet someone stepped into our midst, claiming they
would sell it all.

Weeping and weeping, the earth has barely survived
until today -

The soil is fractured, the heart is fractured, and human-
ity torn apart.

30 Iﬂm‘@' Q0¢3 I



The Ecology of the Mind

Sudhir Khwabi

The trees appear forlorn

as the faces of their leaves wither;
their branches seem to be rotting away,
poised, it seems, for their final demise.

The groves of trees

have been consumed

by the wildfire of modernity;

in villages and towns alike,
concrete minds

have established their dominion.
And we—

building walls of dust

and adorning ourselves with roofs of smoke—
delude ourselves into contentment,
believing our daily lives

are free from pollution.

That is why, these days,

flowers hesitate to bloom freely,

clouds struggle to shed cool rain,

and the rainbow refuses to appear joyfully
before polluted minds and spirits.

Non-violence stands helpless before violence;
vengeance has begun to taint competition;

the very essence of thought has perished:;

and the ethics of morality lie constantly shattered.
Alas!

How utterly devastated

the ecology of our minds, emotions,

thoughts, conscience,

and contemplation has become.

Who, then, will restore this ecology?

The question itself is not the issue;

realizing our responsibility is the path to the solution.
Nature’s ecology

and the ecology of our minds—

restoring them is our task, after all.

Isn'tit...?
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The Green Mask of Democracy

Krishna Bause
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To the newly elected parliamentarians,

A tree standing near the parliament house asked:
“You are breathing in the gift of oxygen I sent, aren’t
you?

Now, what kind of development will you swear to
bring?

Or the moment my name is mentioned,

will you too mimic the old patriarch

and dismiss it saying, ‘That won't be necessary’?”
The politicians smirked-

for inside the pockets of their coats

lay maps of the clear-cut forests,

and hidden deep inside their chests

was the manifesto of the axe.

They recall drafting blueprints

of lush greenery, prosperity, and a luminous dawn
upon their election posters,

yet they blow their promises away in silence -
just as the peace of the Buddha

flees from the frontlines of war into the void.
Even so,

the mountain of hope whispers to the passing clouds:
“The young lawmakers seem upright;

they swear they will not spare the corrupt,

they call this very earth their ‘“Mother’.”
Remembering the ruthless faces

reflected in the billowing black smoke

while heritage writhed

upon the sacrificial altar of terror,

the cloud curled its lips in disdain.

These proven, degenerate sons,

to fuel their own lives of reckless luxury,

have sold the very bones of the earth

in the name of stone, sand, and timber.

Signing treaties that bartered away the rivers,
they sold her very blood.

And for a pittance of petty fees,

they even paraded the chariots of carbon



across the sacred crown of Chomolungma.

Now,

in the celebration of the long-silenced finding their voice,
when unspeakable truths slip out from reckless lips,

a cold chill creeps back into their hearts.

In such an atmosphere,

it is only natural for a sheep's dance of blind frenzy

to play out in the assembly of the Kauravas.

Perhaps,

like leaves torn apart by the storm,

where the dreams of the people are forever swept away,
democracy in my country is just such a tree -

whose roots are anchored

scarcely in the soil of the homeland,

and far too deeply in foreign courtyards.

Stolen Beauty

Gouging into the terraced hills, they tore down
the earth,

And with the falling mounds, the trees collapsed:;
Foliage withered,

And the birds took flight and fled.

Torn away with every lump of soil

Are the exquisite patterns of life,

The unchained rhythms of the breeze,

And the echoes of bird songs that once filled the
courtyards.

Yes,

Rajanimila Rubbing soothing oil onto my arms,
I once made grains sway in gold across the plains.
Ever since they snatched away my green fields by
force,
Paved sheets of boiling tar over fertile loam,
Erected cities of cold iron,
And chanted the rosary of modernity while sing-
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ing hymns of ‘development’ -

The sweet scent of the soil has vanished.

God knows from where they descended,

Crowds pouring into this valley bowl,

Endless lines marching every day like the Machhindranath chariot procession;
Where,

Once upon a time,

Humming a tune of solitude in the quiet,

A lonely phalcha waited patiently for tired wayfarers.

Today, that shelter suffocates,

Crushed by the swarming press of mingled breath and sweat.

To prove themselves civilized,

They wash their bodies daily,

Cleanse their courtyards, their alleys, their streets,
And scrub the temple steps -

Yet, as piles upon piles of their accumulated grime
Flow and pour into the currents,

In the struggle to preserve the colors of civilization,
The true color of the rivers washed away.

| gaze up at the sky:

The blue canvas is veiled behind thick curtains of dust.

The slivers of sunlight that once pierced

Through the cloud bouquets have disappeared;

Lost, too, are the delicate, pleated eyelashes of the moon,
Swallowed by smoke climbing like a staircase into the dark.

In this world,

Ever since a wildfire was set upon our humanity,

Ever since factories and automobiles began to breathe -
The fragrance of the air has vanished into nothingness.

Phalcha: A traditional Newari wayside pavilion or open-air resting porch with
timber pillars, historically built in towns and along trails for travelers and com-
munity gatherings
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In the Name of Life

If, melting endlessly,

the snow comes to an end;

If, flowing ceaselessly,

the water runs dry;

And if, felled continuously,

no trees or saplings remain -

Will they still come, these people

who arrive today from home and abroad,

to gaze upon this ancient river,

to scale this white mountain,

Mani Lohani and to revel in these forests, lakes, and rocky hills?
If there are no rivers, waterfalls, and lakes,
if these monasteries, settlements, and mountains
cease to be,
and if all the greenery is wiped out -

will we ourselves be able to survive?

TsiehgeAT TedisT 3R
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The Touch

To touch the earth,

a drop of rain must fall.

What matter the thunder of clouds?

It cannot be held back in the sky.

What matter the terror of lightning?

It cannot hang suspended in the wind.

The falling of rain, the moistening of earth -
this cannot be mere coincidence.

The communion between rain and soil,

the communion between earth and sapling,
the communion between wind and nature -
all born only after the rain has fallen -
know this: it is just like the touch

between consciousness and the breath.

To become water,

the cloud’s ornate patterns had to collide;
the stifling, suffocating heat

of evaporation had to be endured;

the free winds had to turn

now constricted, now unbound.

Remember: these are nothing but

the impermanent moments of your own life;
call them the vast dimensions of karma and
destiny.

When the earth, having set down its burden of
rain,

and the light, born after the sky’s fury,
merge into supreme awakening -Samyak
Sambodhi -

then, take a single, sentient breath,

and become love, compassion, loving-kind-
ness, and wisdom.

Just as one air,

one water,

one earth,

flow as the pulsing artery of the entire world.

Anita Lama
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The Color of the Sun

When from my soul a white dove takes flight
in search of peace,

a flock of frenzied mynas surges toward me,
bearing heavenly dreams!

Helpless, | strike a lighter at Aryaghat*

and scorch my own maggot-ridden brain.

That night, I cling to a phantom like Hitler’s mis-
tress,

asking the innocent girls - what dream should |
buy for them?

Just then, out of nowhere, | behold

the vermilion of snow upon the distant horizon,
and recklessly cry out -

the missing-notice of the innocent child within me.

Intoxicating questions assault me:

What did it matter if Harishchandra** was the

absolute truth?

Here, our Balisaras*** perish across emptied
Deepak Sameer hamlets,

my society is on fire,

even the celestial nymphs have lost their minds.

As | read this chaotic epoch and absurd life,

I walk slowly toward Aryaghat,

a mourner in the funeral procession of worldly
joys!

And | see

an innocent daughter burning in the searing heat of
disgrace,

while right before her eyes, her rapist

casually plays a game of cards.

I must spew fire, I must swallow boulders,
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I must tear this world of discrimination to shreds!
As a clarion call to that very war,
I write a romantic love letter to Nature:

‘Mother! | am repaying the debt of your ten streams of milk
by plunging a bayonet into my chest.

If you don’t believe me, look

on the distant horizon, the color of the sun is turning black!’

e *Aryaghat : The sacred open-air cremation grounds on the banks of the
Bagmati River at Pashupatinath Temple, Kathmandu. It symbolizes death,
harsh reality, and spiritual transition.

e **Harishchandra : A legendary king from Hindu mythology famed for
his unwavering commitment to truth and righteousness, despite enduring

extreme suffering.

o ***Balisaras: A poignant archetype representing innocent, vulnerable rural
women of Nepal who fall victim to poverty, neglect, and systemic violence.

Chaitanya Adhikari

With the Waterfall

“Do not walk in the rain!” they all warned me,
Shall I step into the waterfall, or not - what do | do?

“This is the path,” they claim- yet whose path is this?
Who laid down these stones and shaped this clay?
And who is this soul walking past, dancing and singing?
Is this a question for everyone, or only mine to ask?

Attuning my heart to the waterfall, | walked on,
Laying down my quiet prayers with the waterfall, |
walked on.

What does it matter if | get drenched from head to toe?
Guarding this journey of my own, | walked on.

“Do not walk in the rain!” they all warned me,

Shall I step into the waterfall, or not - what do | do?
The destination is far, and high in the heights above,
I have only just set out - let no one stop me now.
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Dust Is His Destination

Bhawani Khatiwada
(Tinkune, Kathmandu)

No rhino bears a bomb, no tiger wields a gun,

No lion, wild bull carries blades or powder in the sun.
No elephant divides the earth to claim a measured plot,
Alas, it is the human race that plunders till they rot.

If it so willed, the single sun could dry the seven seas,
The boundless sky could veil the world entirely at ease.
Atiger, if it chose, could hunt a thousand lives away,
Yet each upholds a sacred rule, a disciplined display.

Forgetting harmony’s clear path, man goes astray in strife,
Deep in the mire of discontent, he drowns his very life.
Divided from his inner self, fractured within his soul,
He drifts away from consciousness, no longer sound
and whole.

In beasts and living creatures thrives a rhythm and a grace;
No fish stores wealth in granaries to win a worldly race.
No bird holds title deeds or claims a mountain or a field,
Yet none is ever heard to starve upon the planet's yield.

A tiger flaying tiger’s skin - unthinkable to mind;

A deer to wring another’s neck- a sight you will not find.
Yet man slays man relentlessly, in endless blood and dread,
While boasting he is noblest born, with wisdom in his head.

Consumed by wild, insatiate greed, like sage Agasti’s* thirst,
No matter what he gorges on, his hunger is not versed.
Ashroud is sewn without a pocket; no corpse bears
wealth or trust-

Why can't he see the final truth? His destiny is dust.

* Agasti: In Hindu mythology, Sage Agastya once drank the entire ocean dry.
In Nepali literature, this serves as an archetype for an insatiable appetite or

bottomless greed.
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Rajbabu Pahadi
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The Last Chance

Look, children, look right now -

High above the snowy peaks, in the sky,

Flocks of migrating cranes!

They took wing from a far-off land called Siberia.

From this day on, they will never fly again.
They will vanish somewhere in the mid-air,
Or crash upon some barren waste,

Scorched and undone by the blistering sun.

Where they once built their nests

Has been charred by the radiation of atomic reactors.
Finding no promise of life anywhere,

They have departed forever.

Just like you, those innocent birds

Will never soar across the sky again;

They will march like mourners in a funeral procession,
Bound for their own graves.

Where they once used to glide,

Someone has blown thick plumes of smoke,
Plunging into darkness

The celestial corridors of the Asian flyway!

How will those birds fly through the sky now?
There is no path,

And nowhere left to reach.

Not a foothold to set their feet upon,

Nor a shady rest-stop along the way.

The criminal who demolished the avian flyways -
Carved out by their ancestors over thousands of
years -

Might be wandering right around here in disguise.

Therefore,
In this fleeting season,



Celebrate your final festival of spring!

Plant your pumpkins and cucumbers one last time,
For never again

Will you get to play this rhythmic game of life.

Sing out the song of spring!
One last time with these birds,
For you shall never sing again.

Look there, at the rainbow, one last time!
Riding upon that rainbow’s bridal palanquin,
The rains will arrive no more.

Listen: this will be life's final rain,

No bride of renewal will enter your world.
All will turn desolate and hollow -

The rainbows,

The palanquins,

The fields,

The rivers.

Gaze upon the dancing butterflies,

The blossoming flowers -

They will never bloom like this again,

Nor will honeybees wander through your gardens.

The sky has arrived bearing fire,

And the tempest bearing death.

The lamp of your life will be snuffed out forever,
And the earth will burn.

Look!

Death is sweeping in from the West, riding a hurricane.

Therefore,

Draw your final breath now,

For you shall never breathe again.

O my precious children!

It is your fate to inherit

This bitter swan song!

Celebrate, then, this final festival of spring,
And sing, right now, the very last song of life.
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Notice of a Lost Spirit

Bhojraj Regmi ‘Mukhale’
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Fierce!

Far more ferocious than me.

The utter fool named "Scientific Development,”
birthed by foolish man over countless years -
when hailed as the Emperor of Time,
felicitated in places right and wrong,
worshiped and bowed down to,

by some divine paradox,

turned into a Bhasmasura* right before our
eyes.

And then,

it began to roam like a rogue bull in rut,
marching day and night over human emotions.
Setting off firecrackers upon human sensibili-
ties,

it began to celebrate

a Dashain of terror

and

a Tihar of delusions.

Enamored and entangled in its love,

man began to utterly neglect and scorn

his own mother, Nature,

and reveling in the antics

of this wayward, pampered offspring,

he rejoiced, calling it a festival.

Call it the consequence

of that Bhasmasura’s mad romance:

a fetus of deceit took shape,

born of chaos’s cunning womb,

reared in the courtyard of destruction.
Overwhelmed, perhaps,

by the deafening rap and rock music of carbon



dioxide,

the Ozone layer breached its bounds and cast off its dignity.
The Climate forgot its ancient code;

trampling over all discipline,

it discarded its robes

and

began a naked dance.

Beholding this shameless spectacle of its own kin,
even the cheerful Himalayas

melted with embarrassment into water,

bruised black and blue with shame.

And that is not all!

Rivers, withering and drying up in grief,

wasted away with consumption.

Beautiful flora, too,

plunged into desolate despair;

from alluring forms,

they withered into unbearable ugliness and vanished -
like a monkey in western woods,

startled by the mere shadow of a Raute**.

Deafened by the abrasive roar of carbon dioxide

and traumatized by its horrifying gestures,

feeble Oxygen has been scared out of its wits - its spirit lost.
And we, who set out to recover Oxygen’s lost spirit,
stand fractured into factions,

shattered over every petty inch!

When someone from our own faction runs amok,

we dismiss it as a trifle, shut our eyes,

shield them under our wing, and chant their praises.
Yet if someone from the other faction merely takes a deep breath,
we cry havoc, mistaking it for a tempest!

Thus, we have buried ourselves in hollow cheers,
hopelessly lost in our own hysteria.

O "wise™" man seated upon the throne!

While searching for the lost spirit of our life-breath,
we fools have been missing for quite some time.
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To swallow our shame,

and to preserve your throne by any means -

recover the vital breath of us fools

so that it is never lost again!

At any cost, return our lost spirit!

Return our lost spirit!

Return our lost spirit!

e *Bhasmasura: A mythological demon who was granted the power to burn
anyone to ash by touching their head, ultimately bringing about his own
destruction.

e **Raute: A nomadic indigenous group in the forests of western Nepal
traditionally known for hunting monkeys.

D
The Earth’s Endearment

With air and water, life began to flow,

Earth and its creatures - a vibrant story.

Across millions of years in timeless glow,

The mere remembrance fills the soul with glory.

Yet poison dragged down the earth’s pure grace;
Who scarred the brow of the cosmic sphere?
Who stoked the heat till the mountains melted?
Who boiled the oceans churning in fear?

Those who grasped the rocket and the gun,
Scorched the earth and every living soul.
Only when killing and violence are undone,
Can words of love find peace and make us
whole.

Hari Prasad Silwal

Let us choose a smile in every realm today,
And spread wide the green and living land.
Let us seek an earth where tenderness sprouts,
Kissing the sky with love’s caring hand.
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Earth’s Elegy (Five Short Poems)

1. The River’s Cry

Looking at their own disfigured faces,
sometimes, even the rivers weep -

yet we never hear the river’s cry;

for at that very hour,

our capitalist factories

are loudly singing the hymns of humanity,
just as, throughout history,

to drown the agonizing screams of Sati,
the cymbals of wifely virtue

were clashed with fervent fury.

Yesterday, in that very river
where the sky once gazed at its own face,
today, corpses of plastic float.

Even as humankind pours poison
into the very fountainhead of its existence,
the market still brands it ‘Development.’

When water itself falls sick,

tainted by the pollution of ignorance,
human blood, too, ceases to flow pure
within the veins.

2. The Wound of the Soil
Soil

is not merely sandy dust -

it is the sweat of uncounted eras,
the chronicle of prehistory,

and the womb of countless dreams.
Yet today,

the venomous claws of greed

tear violently at its womb.

When pesticides begin to sprout
more than crops in fertile fields,
grain, too, slowly and silently,
becomes a companion to the God of Death.
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If the soil grows weary,

the very foundation of civilization crumbles;
for even if man erects palaces in the sky,

it is upon the earth, in the end,

that his feet must stand.

3. The Sigh of the Air
Air -
the most silent friend of life.

Yet today,
thorns of carbon pierce deep into its chest.

Cities are choked with toxic fumes

and man survives behind a mask;

yet he never stops to think -

if the day arrives when the air itself needs a mask,
what will become of the breathing Earth?

Those who fell trees

to march out the funeral of oxygen,
those who tear open the veil of ozone
to invite the devil in,

are swinging the axe of ruin

upon the future of their own children.

On the day pure air meets its demise,
not a single human will remain
to play a dirge upon this earth.

4. The Barbarity of Noise

Not all violence

is committed with weapons.
Some violence is wrought
by deafening noise.

Blaring horns,

the abrasive mob,

the brutal assault of loudspeakers -
the inner peace of man

is slowly corroding away.

Silence is no longer

merely a subject of Vipassana;

it has become a rare natural heritage
that cries out for preservation.
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When a society begins to scream
more than it listens,
conflict is born long before dialogue.

As sonic terror grows,
peace recedes ever farther into the distance.

5. The Switch of Annihilation

Science, in itself, is not evil,

but power stripped of conscience

is forever catastrophic—

like a nuclear switch in the hands of a fool.

Man could have mirrored the sun
to make civilization radiant,

yet instead, he forged

the pushbuttons of doomsday.

The nuclear shockwaves of ego
do not crash only upon concrete towers;
they collapse the very future of2 mankind.
Hiroshima and Nagasaki
are not mere historical events -
they are mirrors reflecting human hubris.
The ultimate question is not
"How powerful are you?"
but rather,
"Did you become civilized, or did you not?"
Nuclear restraint means
bequeathing a habitable future
to generations yet unborn.
To keep the lamp of civilization burning
upon this rare and verdant earth,
the environment must be shielded
from the deadly radiation of human pride.
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