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AnKklets

My tongue longs to speak, Of your anklets' melody,
That sweet enchanting music, Accompanied by your footsteps.

Spreading the softness of velvet, Along the pathways ahead,
My ears wait only, For the sound of your approaching steps.

[t drives me mad—That magical duet,
The resonance of your anklets, In harmony with your bangles.

With their gentle music, They kindle ecstasy within my heart,
Constantly hinting, At the promise of your arrival.

Soft jingling calls arise, In the tender evening hours;
A shiver runs through my being, Beneath the serene twilight sky.

[ am overwhelmed, Gazing at the beauty of your feet;
Each tinkling note spreads around, Awakening a yearning for your
presence.

On a rainy evening, As droplets softly patter in my ears,
Your anklets seem to parade, The enchantment of graceful gestures.

So playfully does your anklet tease, The depths of my heart,
That I long to kiss those anklets—Intoxicated by the sweetness of
dreams.
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Disclaimer: This poem is originally written in Marathi and has been translated into English to make it accessible to a
wider readership. The translation seeks to preserve the meaning, spirit, and cultural essence of the original poem as

faithfully as possible.
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