A PRAYER FOR MY COLLEGIATES…

Well, one day, I was chatting with Y.B. Yeats  on my yahoo messenger and I was praising his composition ‘ A Prayer For My Daughter ‘ . He encouraged me by saying “ Go on son! take the idea forward “ . I was happy to reply “ you know what sir, I’ll do exactly that”. However, since I am as poor as worse in verse , it’s cosy for me to go in prose…. 

    First thing that I would pray for my collegiates is that they realize the place where they are. It’s a matter of privilege . Think about those unfortunate chaps outside in the pipeline, who just can’t get in. You are in ! Relish it !! But don’t act like a madcap and I pray that the action-sequences don’t bring any more embarrassment. No one is a Caesar here and remember that everyone is a little fish in a big pond and not vice-versa.
       To strike a balance between studies and the enjoyment is a banana skin. A slip-up is always on the cards. I pray that my collegiates can get this tall order sorted out. Surely, they are wiser than me in this respect…next, I hope for their maturity . As normally, people grow in size and strature , some even become gigantic, but the first-floor room is usually empty. So, maturity is imperative. Add to that some ‘respect’ ingredient and the blend will be very tasty indeed….
      We all admire Wordsworth. I too…but I am glad he is not around today….because if he were ..he would have been tearing his hair out in frustration. Why ? How , he could see the nature he adored, being brutally destroyed by the concrete invasions on the name of ‘development’ ?? How could he tolerate the fact that people just don’t have an eye for nature these days ?? let alone ‘the nature’ they don’t even care about their own nature…who’s got the time ?? it is a freefall !! Who has the precious time to give some rest to that DJ and listen to the sweet silver song of the lark , the evening flock conferences of the birds on the high voltage lines and standby to look at the most beautiful fields of wheat and the eye-pleasing flowers of the ‘sarrson de khett ‘ ??
Who is going to do these things after Wordsworth and me…??? Remember, nature is truth and truth is colourful than fiction…I pray that someone from the next crop of collegiates has this eye of a needle….i’ll be proud of him/her….
    Quietness is no longer a virtue. Quiet people who talk less and listen more are becoming an endangered species. There seems to be a competition of ‘blah-blah-blah’! Someone please step up and show the courage to listen!! Mouth wasn’t meant just to talk. God, please instill in them a cause for our mother language-Punjabi. English and Punjabi are complementary, they do not cross swords at all.  But don’t neglect your mother tongue..no reason to shy away from it . Also, I’ve seen people turn atheist just because they’re educated. Its easy to go that way. But I hope they don’t go that way. Believe in Him. When things are just not happening, just look to the heavens, a mere look to the sky. ( I did that every second day ) anytime, anywhere,this way is omnipresent. It’s just so easy. Isn’t it ??
   Now, the main act of the pray. I plea to god that do not let my collegiates become ‘filmy’. When these impulsive youngsters watch a flick by skipping classes, they  try to see the same in their lives!! Reel and real ? its just non-sensical . Sorry, never gonna happen. For instance, when I joined my PG classmates , they had just seen a college based film named ; jaane tu…ya jaane na…and unfortunately, it became a marker for them to judge me, of all people. !!! Do enjoy movies but don’t bring them to the college. Then, hang on to your honesty and never waste time and water, they are precious…

       Enough of the prayer cum lecture . The clock is almost up on my time in the college , where I literally grew up from a kid who needed prayers to someone who can now pray for others ! what next for me ?? I’m a floating leaf, whose destination is decided by the breeze.                                                       

   Well, I really hope my prayers for my collegiates are realized, otherwise, I’ll have to talk to Mr. Yeats again and then I  may have to write another ‘ Wasteland’. ! Now, you wouldn’t want me to do that ! Would you ??
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