The Festival of Leftovers

The fish bones, chewed parts of the fish,
The branchiae of fish etcetera-
The wastes after my dinner.
I dumped them in the corner of the road,
The street cat had it as she liked,
The crow flew away with a branchiae
In the faraway blue sky.
The flock of sparrows came giggling-

It was a festival with each grain of rice.
The black ant is crossing the road fast
With a long yellow grain of rice.

The Indian Myna and the crow are fighting
Regarding who will eat first!
Somebody’s leftovers - a festival to so many!




(e (T G







§d gU HISH BT 34
HH b BIC,

1T gU ASat & f5ad,

T3l & 99 gU e

R F a5 A IR F,

TS& R Trhape ST T,

IR I fofcerdl F RieraR I9b1 Yo fobar |
DI T (el A IS T |

SR T B HiferT I 8ld 8¢,

TRAT BT FUS 3T Ighd G,

I1ad & T TP & Bl AP A AR TR S BT 6 |
HIc it U o diar a1 Hg | da,

A T ¥ TSP UR B ol |

S Ugd @I,
ot o1 T g3 HioH, fpeit & fefu § AigR |




