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Translation

This poem, originally in Hindi, entitled Charwahon ki Pukaar, is a beautiful tribute to the
pastoralist community and their vital role in biodiversity. It was created for the International
Year of Rangelands and Pastoralists 2026.

The Call of the Shepherds.........ccccueeeeee.

This is the age of science, friend; mend your ancient ways...people say,
How far will you wander? How long will you let old thoughts lead the day?
They question our path, they doubt our view,

So, listen; we have an answer for you...

We are the unchained, the nomads of the earth, walking without end,
The keepers of the grazing lands, on whom the herds depend

In the rhythm of the seasons, we find our sacred rite,

Shining like gold in the morning sun, and silver in the moon’s light
Be it the heat of the noon or the cool of the haze,

We are the sentinels of the wild, guarding the kingdom all our days.

How vast and peerless is this land, this India we call home,

What joy to see the living web wherever we may roam!

From the lowing cows in the village square to the buffalo in the shade,
To the sheep and goats whose wool and milk have kept the world arrayed
The camel, majestic ship of sand; the horse, the thunder of the plain
Even the donkey’s mountain song speaks of a hidden gain,

Every species tells a tale, every breed a thread of life,

Woven through the centuries, surviving through the strife...

O progressive youth of a rising nation, sheltered in your ease,

Drafting plans for the living world from high-rise balconies,

You ponder on the changing skies and how the climate veers,

Seeking ways to save the herds through spreadsheets and through fears...

But do not worry! We have been the builders since the dawn of history’s light,
Seated beneath the ancient trees, keeping the future bright,

We have felt the climate shift before you knew its name,

We see the spark in every beast, no two are quite the same!

So, wake before the sun departs; see the wisdom we possess.
Open your hearts to our wandering path-accept us, nothing less......
Accept us, nothing less......
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