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I’ve a dream of a night:
I’ve a dream of  a day: 
I’ve a dream of an afternoon:

I’ve a dream of an evening:

I’ve a dream of an hour:

I’ve dream of a second:

I’ve a dream of a millisecond:

I’ve a dream of a trillionth second:

I’ve a dream of an infinity: 
When no one will be homeless, anywhere in the world.  When all will be educated, have enough to eat, be fully healthy, to sleep peacefully. Without being woken by the sticks of police, pulling out the flesh and blood, out from the frail and emaciated bodies of homeless women, men, children, disabled – physically/ mentally, elderly, destitute … When  no child will nurse the  nightmare to become a Hitler. When no stratagems will be used by the bureaucrats, high and low, to drive away the homeless families from shelters.

When games  (CWG 2010, Olympics, Soccer matches …) will be played to enhance the humanity and sportsperson spirit  of our citizens. Than jailing them under Bombay Prevention of Begging Act, 1959. Than demolishing the jhuggies (hutments) to make city sparkle. Than to put to flames these hutments, when all are asleep & many die. Than to house the CityMakers  (homeless residents) on pavements, near construction sites without proper bathing, toilet and drinking water facilities. Than construct villages  (CWG village 2010) where every apartment is priced Rs.2.75 crores (Rs.27.5 million). Did Gandhi mean these villages when he said India lives in villages? Oh, 60 years later of our becoming republic the times have changed? Better for  a select few – the glitterati, worse for the multitude!

When not every event will reap rich harvest for the select few, the elite. When the pavements will be built in where it’s not there. Than  uprooting one that’s good and would go one for another decade. Than measuring every inch of the city to generate wealth of untold proportions  for the government-bureaucracy turned contractors.

When the city will not get gated and out of bounds for the laity. When parks will continue to welcome children to play than just nurse ornamental plants and rocky fountains, from which no water flows. 

When all will have work and will be paid their rightful due. Than being cheated by one and all, pillars of governance.

When Yamuna and other river  beds will not be cleared  for Akshardham Mandir and the CWG 2010. After it being declared a seismic zone and ground water recharge point. Than allowing the city to pollute it  and blaming the poor and resourceless. Than evicting them and packing them off to Bawana, over 45 kms from the bed and livelihood point. To immerse and consign, mostly the Muslim women in the throes of permanent poverty.

When Delhi will welcome not only the foreigners, through it’s ‘atithi devo bhava’ (guest are gods) campaign but one and all, more so, the  poor and excluded. Than treat it’s poor as  demons and no gods, forget lesser gods. Than catching them like serpents and leaving them off the city precincts. Than call them names: chor, kangla, ucchaka, utaigir, smakia, petrolia, chawanni, atanni, chottu, lambu, ganda …

Than trap them in beggars jails with no recompense.

When streets will be clear of destituted (govt. and people call them beggars, we don’t) people not because they have been lodged in the jails. Or thrown out of the city. Or sent to a neighbouring country. As  all will have work and be employed gainfully & dignifiedly. 

When we will break free from the cocoons of our ego. When the I will melt to become we. And the weness suffuse every being, place, thing...

When no killings / crime will be there. Only peace will reign supreme.

When we will celebrate all festivals with everyone, as one large world family. Nothing would divide us. When boundaries wouldn’t exist even in our minds. When space will transcend all limits. When homes will be everywhere, plain and simple. When food will be in plenty, not in godowns or cellars. When we will fear none, not even ourselves.

That infinite moment we will create when time will transcend its spatial temporal dimensions. And  be  a witness to our collective actuality . 

I had a dream, but now I own an actuality. I know you all will join us to create a place that includes all. 

NB: Published in the First City magazine, New Delhi, May 2010, p. 42. The Editor of this magazine, Bharat Kapur had told me  to write this article, not is a caustic and overly critical manner. 

At one point i thought of giving it up. But then took this as a challenge. And the result is in front of you. 

It feels good to read as it also on a positive note. I enjoyed writing it this way. Once i started, it just flowed in.
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