If I were granted a wish…

If you were to grant me a wish, Baba,

Then I ask to be the dirt in the lane you walk,

I ask to be the stone on which you sit,

I ask to be the pipe, which you so lovingly caress,

I ask to be the wick, which brightens your home,

I ask to be the stick in your hand, that control elements,

I ask to be the mat on which you sit,

I ask to be the hand rest you put your hand on,

I ask to be the bowl you put your food in,

I ask to be the pot you watered the garden,

Alas! I know I ask for impossible as you no longer are in body

There is one thing I can ask though, if you think me to be worthy

Then I ask to be the flower that adorns your feet in Shirdi,

To be able to kiss your feet till I wither away knowing that I am in the right place.

Please grant this with Baba, for nothing would be grander than being in your eternal presence.

 

