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This book is presented to...

BAREFOOT TO ARCADIA – why Arcadia,

why Barefoot?

The fictional term Arcadia is a word of many

meanings, but among the first to come to one's mind is

the connotation of a space of primeval beauty and

harmony, unadulterated by the spoiled civilization. A place

much longed for, but hardly attainable.

Barefoot resonates with the touch of earth with

your naked skin, with freedom and unrestrained

movement. On the other hand, this comes at a price: life's

steps may take you on rough paths, on sharp pebbles or

thorns. Freedom needs redefining...
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„Ñ¨™êÎ=#
Philosphica Poetica Ö’ Ñ¨iK«Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ, ã≤OQÆÑ¨Ó~üÖ’ Pf‡Ü«∞OQÍ

Ñ̈ÅHõiOz# Aprilia Zank XHõ qt+̈ì"≥∞ÿ# =ºH̃Î. P"≥∞ÖÏ<Õ P"≥∞ Hõq «̀fi=¸

=∂i‡Hõ"≥∞ÿ, ~°∂Ñ¨HÍÅOHÍ~åÅ ™⁄|QÆ∞Å`À áê~î°‰õΩ_çx JO «̀‰õΩ=ÚO Œ̂∞ ̂ Œi≈OK«x

Ö’HÍÖ’¡H˜ fã¨∞‰õΩáÈ`«∞Ok. [~°‡h, WOw¡+¨µ ÉèÏ+¨ÅÖ’ J^Œ∞ƒù`«OQÍ Hõq`«fiO

„"åã¨∞ÎO^•"≥∞.

Z_®æ~ü JÖˇ<£ á⁄, _çÖÏ<£ ̂ ä•=∞ãπ, ̂ ä•=∞ãπ QÆ<£ ÖÏO\˜ Hõ=ÙÅ Hõq «̀fiOÖÏ

P"≥∞ Hõq «̀fiOÖ’#∂ ã̈ÃãÊ<£û, =∂i‡Hõ̀ «, "≥∞ÖÏOYe, QÍ_è»̀ « q∞H̃¯eQÍ LO_ç

K«̂ Œ∞=~°∞Å =∞#ã¨∞ûÅÃÑ· K≥~°QÆx =Ú„ Œ̂ "Õ™êÎ~Ú P"≥∞ ã¨$+≤ìOz# Ñ¨̂ Œz„`åÅ∞.

\.̃Zãπ. ZeÜ«∞\ò Hõq «̀fi=∞O>Ë W+̈ìÑ̈_Õ U„Ñ≤eÜ«∂, «̀# Hõq «̀fiOÖ’

‰õÄ_® ã̈O Œ̂~Àƒùz «̀OQÍ Allusions (Ñ̈~ÀHõ∆ L^•Ç̈Ï~°}Å∞) "å_ç Hõq`åfixfl ~°ã̈~°=∞º

Éèíi`«O QÍqã¨∞ÎOk. =¸ºxH±Ö’x Ludwig Maximilian University Ö’

ÖˇHõÛ~°~üQÍ, WO_çÜ«∂ JO>Ë ZO`À W+ì̈Ñ¨_Õ =ºHÎ̃QÍ P"≥∞ <å‰õΩ ¿ãflÇ≤Ï «̀∞~åÖ·̌#

ãÖ Œ̂~°ƒùOÖ’ "≥Å∞=_»∞ «̀∞#fl kfiÉèÏëê Hõq «̀fiO D Hõq`å ã̈OÑ̈Ù\.̃

„ÑÑ̈̈OK«OÖ’x „áêp# Hõ=ÙÅ #∞Oz <Õ\ ̃„Ñ̈MÏº «̀ Hõ=ÙÅ =~°‰õÄ "åi

Hõq`åfixfl ≥̀Å∞QÆ∞ áê~î°‰õΩÅ‰õΩ Ñ¨iK«Ü«∞O KÕ¿ã =∞Ç¨Ü«∞[˝OÖ’ ÉèÏQÆOQÍ D

Hõq`å ã̈OÑ̈Ù\x̃ ã̈$[#Ö’HõO ã̈q#Ü«∞OQÍ ̀ ≥Å∞QÆ∞ ™êÇ≤ÏfÖ’HÍxH̃ JOkã̈∞Î#flk.

- _®Hõì~ü ÅOHÍ t=~å=∞„Ñ¨™ê £̂
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Preface

ON THE STRINGS OF WORDS

by Gerhard Zank, violoncellist

The union of poetry and music is widely

expected to engender harmony and to

enhance the artistic potential of the

resulting artefact. Many poems in Aprilia Zank’s collection are

tokens of the daily interference of music and verse, generated

by the (literal!) marriage of a poet to a musician.

The poem “episode”, for instance, is an example of how

Johannes Brahms, an influential composer of the Romantic

period, served as an inspiration not only to future generations of

musicians and composers, but also for poetic creations:

I was late for Brahms

in the nymph castle

audience already inside

under the bliss

of chandeliers

outside darkness

and an insinuation of swans

on the canals –

The cycle “preparing for the death on stage” is a group

of poignant, challenging poetic dramas, inspired by various

classical and modern operas. The following lines from “preparing

for the death on stage – V” perfectly render the traumatic,

alienating atmosphere of the modern opera “Wozzeck” by Alban

Berg:

they came in small armies

crawling on the blank floor

spitting words into the moist soil

watching them germinate
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Quite different, but again heavy with music, is the

atmosphere of “listening to The Trout”*, a disturbing, many-

layered poem on the inexorability of death which does not spare

anyone, old or young, humble or famous:

listening to “The Trout”

in a hospital room

with Father gliding inexorably

into his corner of eternity

Even when the topic of the poem is not directly related

to music, like in the poem titled “poise”, one encounters amazing

imagery from the musical inventory:

yet the fibre is tense

strained by unseen chords

like an instrument tuned to play

or a cave man ready to hunt

Last not least, the applause. In the enchanted realm of

art, as well as in real life, the audience’s applause is the artist’s

bread, irrespective of the kind of their artistry. With powerful,

almost trenchant words, the poetess confesses:

when you crave

for applause

for devotion

for the otherness of emotion

(“skin eyes”)

In conclusion, I think I am entitled to say that after

perusing this book the reader is likely to have not only a deeper

understanding of the workings of metaphors and rhythm in verse,

but also an ineffable urge to listen more carefully to the music of

words and to the poetry of music.

*The Trout Quintet (Forellenquintett) is the popular name for the

Piano Quintet in A major, D. 667, by Franz Schubert
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Impressions
Aprilia’s poems have an exploratory, tensile quality which

makes them compelling. I like the way she allows the

images to work for themselves, and how she manages to

achive a high degree of intensity while still retaining the free

rhythms of the speaking voice. There’s a sense that not a

single word has been wasted and that the poems work as a

shape on the page, exploiting the spaces within and around

it. I was reminded sometimes of the lyric poems of Anna

Akhmatova: the sensitivity and beauty of the language and

the emotional states it evokes.

Ian Parks — poet, writer and editor (Great Britain)

✤  ✤  ✤  ✤  ✤

This collection is full of fluid images, as with the sorrowing

word plays and rhythms of “Leda and the Swan”, and

crackler explosions of ‘aaah’ as you are hit full on with

layered revelations as with the last lines of “Pygmalion and

Galatea” and “Tintagel refunctioned”. “Prayer for shadows”

is one of those poems you wish you had written! Every word

rings through your senses, resounding down, down the soul

a lively knell!!

Aprilia’s allusions are rich and rare, taking in mythology,

science, natural history, literature, even filmography.  But

her language is not cryptic although it does tease the

cerebral matter. At times it lures and beckons wantonly, as
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in “poise”. It surprises with its juxtapositioning of strong

contrasts as in “Wednesdays” and in “chime”. Poems like

“not in a movie” and “incense” vibrate with the richness of

images. “Digging for springs” and “skin eyes” enfold us with

their lyricality!  I love the lilt of these lines!

This sampled collection of poems is just a taste of  the whole.

I am still delving the depths of poems like “the death of the

Fisher King”.

-Jennifer R. Poulter, Australian writer, poet, editor

✤  ✤  ✤  ✤  ✤

Poems are full of great imagery... and say a lot... words spun

succinctly... in a terse manner... evoking the image to

perfection... leaving an impact. Congrats, dear Aprilia!

- Dr. J.S. Anand

Poet, Writer, Critic, Editor, Translator

✤  ✤  ✤  ✤  ✤

O muse of many voices, Aprilia

A Lily, Rose, Blue bell and Dahlia

Moving in a boat with metaphoric regalia

You are a venus in Sylvia & Ophelia

- Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad

Poet, Writer, Critic, Editor, Translator
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Skin eyes

And I have known the eyes already, known them all – *

eyes that watch you

from behind a mask

or a blind

to penetrate your mind

to screen your perceptions

decode your intentions

to grab you and devour

at the Satyr’s hour

to tear you open

for the pearl

inside your shell

to yell

behind the grinning guise

you wear on the stage

when you crave

for applause

for devotion

for the otherness of emotion

and you

and you

and you
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1. K«~°‡K«‰õ∆Ω=ÙÅ∞

(<åH˜Ñ¨Ê\˜̂H ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ Hõà◊¡ QÆ∞iOz, Jxfl\˜ QÆ∞iOp...)

(T.S. Eliot - The Love Jong of J. Alfred Prufrock)

x#∞fl QÆ=∞xOKÕ <Õ„`åÅ∞

=Úã¨∞QÆ∞Ö’ #∞Oz K«∂ã¨∞ÎO\Ï~Ú

ÖËHõ ≥̀~°Å ã¨O Œ̂∞Å #∞OKÀ,

h =∞#ã¨∞Ö’ Œ̂∂ã¨∞‰õΩáÈÜÕ∞@O Œ̂∞‰õΩ

h J#∞Éèí∂ «̀∞Å#∞ QÆ=∞xOKÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

h L Õ̂ÌâßÅ#∞ ÉÏÇ¨ÏºÑ¨~°KÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

x#∞fl Ñ¨@∞ì‰õΩx Hõ|oOKÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

âß\˜~ü- Jâ◊fi=∂#=Ùx Ñ¶̈∞_çÜ«∞Ö’ÖÏ.

x#∞fl peÛ, hÖ’

h â◊O‰õΩ=ÙÖ’ ^•QÆ∞#fl

=Ú`åºxfl "≥eH˜nã≤

ˆHHõÅ∞ ÃÑ_»∞ «̀∂-

ÃÑ·H˜ #=Ùfi «̀∂#fl@∞¡ Hõ#|_Õ = Œ̂#O`À†

h=Ù ~°OQÆã÷̈ÅOÃÑ· è̂ŒiOKÕ =∂ã¨∞¯`À

"≥„iQÍ Z Œ̂∞~°∞K«∂ã¨∞ÎO\Ï=Ù

Hõ~°̀ åà◊ è̂Œfi#∞ÅHÀã¨O

hÃÑ· Jaè=∂#Ñ¨Ù "≥Å∞¡= HÀã¨O

L Õ̂fiQÆÑ¨Ù á⁄OQÆ∞ HÀã¨O, JÑ¨C_»∞

h=Ù,

h=Ù,

=∞iÜ«Ú h=Ù

✤ ✤
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you who bury your flesh

behind your carcass of metaphors

who carve on reiterations of home

while time gnaws at your doors

you who roam on beaches

where men stand high

and alone

lost in tidal worship

while paper ships

fight a futile war

and I have known those eyes

eyes burning your skin

slugs crawling on your thighs

trails weaving nests

between your breasts

breath ablaze to the core

tissue screaming for more

roundness aching for the cup of hands

while floods drown the stage

invade your cage

my cage

and rage

falls back from locked doors

like trapped birds knocking against

windowpanes

in vain

attempts to evade

✧✧✧✧✧

* T. S. Eliot – “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock”
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h=Ù, h =∂O™êxfl áêuÃÑ_®Î=Ù
~°∂Ñ¨HÍÅOHÍ~åÅ ^ÕÇ¨ÏO "≥#∞Hõ
WO\˜ Ñ¨Ù#ó ~°∂áêÅ#∞ =∞~°Å =∞~°Å K≥‰õΩ¯ «̀∂†
DÖ’Ñ¨Ù# HÍÅO H˘~°∞‰õΩ «̀∞O@∞Ok h «̀Å∞Ñ¨ÙÅ Œ̂QÆæ~°
h=Ù u~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞O\Ï=Ù ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂ f~å#
=∞#∞+¨µºÅ∞ L#fl «̀OQÍ xÅ|_ç# KÀ@∞#
XO@iQÍ,
JÅÅ Ñ¨Ó*Ï~°Û#Ö’ x#∞fl h=Ù HÀÖ’Ê~Ú†-
DÖ’QÍ HÍy «̀Ñ¨Ù Ñ¨_»=Å∞
KÕã¨∞ÎO\Ï~Ú =$ è̂• Ü«Ú^•úÅ∞.

<å‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ P Hõà◊√¡,
h K«~å‡xfl HÍÖËÛ¿ã <Õ„`åÅ∞,
h `˘_»ÅÃÑ· áêˆH [ÅQÆÅ∞,
QÆ∂à◊√¡ JÖË¡ Ñ≤K«∞ÛHõÅ∞,
h =H∆À*ÏÅ =∞ è̂Œº#
TÑ≤i P™êO «̀O =∞O_»∞ «̀∞O@∞Ok
„Ñ¨u Hõ}=¸ =∞iO «̀ HÍ"åÅx J~°∞ã¨∞ÎO@∞Ok
^Àã≤eÔH· XuÎ_çÔH· «̀Ñ≤ã¨∞ÎO\Ï~Ú QÆ∞O„_»\˜ QÀàÏÅ∞
DÖ’QÍ =~°̂ ŒÅ∞ =ÚOK«∞ «̀∞O\Ï~Ú ~°OQÆã÷̈ÖÏxfl
h Ñ¨O[~°OÃÑ· ^•_ç KÕ™êÎ~Ú
<å Ñ¨O[~åxfl†

P„QÆÇ¨ÏO
Ñ¨_çáÈ «̀∞Ok <ÕÅÃÑ· `åà◊O "ÕÜ«∞|_ç# «̀Å∞Ñ¨ÙÅ "≥#∞Hõ
z‰õΩ¯‰õΩáÈ~Ú# Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ∞ H˜\˜H© J^•Ìefl `å‰õΩ «̀∂
=$ è̂•QÍ
«̀Ñ≤ÊOK«∞‰õΩ<Õ „Ñ¨Ü«∞`åflÖÏ¡!

✧✧✧✧✧
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Poise

your body in the depth of my hands

muscles like lazy snakes

under high-noon sun

on smooth, time-burnished stone

Laocoon’s forbidden pleasure

redeemed

by benevolent gods’ absolution

yet the fibre is tense

strained by unseen chords

like an instrument tuned to play

or a cave man ready to hunt

I try to eternise you in this poise

to imprint the seal of your limbs

on the vellum of my skin

but my colours blur

and I sense a trace of dust

in the depth of my palms

✧✧✧✧✧
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2. ã¨=∞ «̀∞Åº`å ã≤÷u

<å Ç¨Ï™êÎÅ Ö’ «̀∞Ö’¡ h Õ̂Ç¨ÏO

=∞#∞flu#fl áê=ÚÖÏ¡ HõO_»Å∞

q∞@ì=∞ è̂•ºÇ¨ÏflÑ¨Ù ZO_»Ö’

HÍÅO K≥H˜̄ # #∞#flx tÅÃÑ·

'ÖÏ"˘‰õÄ<£— Ü≥ÚHȭ  x+≤̂ Œú P#O Œ̂O

=∞~°Å á⁄O Œ̂|_çOk

Œ̂Ü«∞QÆÅ Õ̂= «̀Å Hõ∆=∂aèHõ∆̀ À-

J~Ú<å ^•~°O aQÆ∞ «̀∞QÍ L#flk

HõxÑ≤OK«x |O è̂•ÅKÕ XuÎ_ç KÕÜ«∞|_ç

~åQÍxH˜ ã≤̂ ŒúO KÕÜ«∞|_ç# "å~Ú Œ̂ºOÖÏ

"Õ@‰õΩ ã≤̂ Œú"≥∞ÿ# QÆ∞Ç¨Ï=∞x+≤ÖÏ.

ã¨=∞ «̀∞Åº «̀̀ À x#∞fl J=∞~°∞}‚̃ KÕÜ«∞ „Ñ¨Ü«∞ufl™êÎ#∞

<å K«~°‡Ñ¨Ù á⁄~°ÃÑ·,

h JOQÍOQÆÅ =Ú„kHõ#∞ =Ú„kOz!

HÍx, <å ~°OQÆ∞Å =∞ã¨HõÉÏ~°∞ «̀∞<åfl~Ú

<Õ#∞ QÆ=∞xã¨∞Î<åfl#∞ è̂Œ∂o*Ï_»#∞

<å J~°KÕ̀ «∞Å Ö’ «̀∞ÅÖ’!

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤

(Laocoon - A Trojan priest was punished by God Apollo because
the priest slept with his wife infront of the divine image upon holy ground
sacred to Poseidon. Two giant snakes from sea strangulated him and his two
sons to death.)
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Journey

listening to “Hotel California”

from the back seat

of the shabby bus

driving – lights off –

on this bumpy road

with singular traffic signs

past

departing wedding guests

stuffed horses

children praying

behind half-barred windows

suspension bridges rattle

over rusty railways

white animal skins

dry on dumped trains

on abandoned altars

embers fade to ash

a leaden lake leaks

out of the darkness

in the frozen mirror

empty bottles shimmer

alluring

a hand waves

the song draws to an end

the scanty guests

stare,

cling to bulky luggage

✧✧✧✧✧
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3. „Ñ¨Ü«∂}O

'Ç¨ÏŸ@Öò HÍeá¶⁄iflÜ«∂—#∞ qO@∞<åfl#∞
F _˘‰õΩ¯|ã¨∞û
"≥#Hõã‘\’¡ ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx†
Ö·̌@∞¡ PiÊ,
QÆ̀ «∞‰õΩÅ ^•iÃÑ·
„\ÏÑ¶≤H± zÇ¨flÅ#∞
^•\˜ "≥à◊√ «̀∂#flk |ã¨∞û.
q"åÇ¨ÏÑ¨Ù Ju ä̂Œ∞Å∞ "≥à◊√Î<åfl~°∞
QÆ∞„~åÅ QÆ_ç¤ÉÁ=∞‡ÖÏ¡†
Ñ≤Å¡Å∞ „áêi÷ã¨∞Î<åfl~°∞
ã¨QÆO =¸ã≤# H˜\©H©Å "≥#∞Hõ†
"ÕÖÏ_Õ =O ≥̀#Å∞ â◊aÌã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú
«̀∞Ñ¨CÑ¨\ì̃# Ô~·Å∞ =∂~åæÅÃÑ·#†
≥̀Å¡\˜ [O «̀∞=ÙÅ K«~å‡Å∞ ZO_»∞ «̀∞<åfl~Ú

=¸Å|_ç# „>ˇ~Ú#¡ÃÑ·#
áê_»∞|_ç# |eÑ‘~îåÅÃÑ·#!
Z„~°\˜ ÉÁQÆ∞æÅ∞ =∞ã≤QÍ =∂~°∞ «̀∞<åfl~Ú
=∞ã¨HõQÍ r=O ÖË#@∞¡#fl ã¨~°ã¨∞û
pHõ\˜ |Ü«∞@‰õΩ h\˜x q_»∞ã¨∞Î#flk
Ñ¶̈∞hÉèíqOz# J Œ̂ÌOÖ’
MÏm ã‘™êÅ∞ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú
PHõi¬ã¨∂Î
F KÕ~Ú TÑ¨Ù «̀∞#flk
áê@ =ÚyOÑ¨Ù‰õΩ =zÛ#k
q∞ye# H˘kÌ=∞Ok Ju è̂Œ∞Å∂
«̀̂ ÕHõ Œ̂$+≤ì̀ À K«∂ã¨∞Î<åfl~°∞

ÖÏ=Ùáê\˜ ™ê=∂#∞‰õΩ J «̀∞‰õΩ¯x.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Amber

I had treasured

these grapes

these peaches

and these pomegranates

for the journey

the gipsy journey

the fortune-teller

had read in my palm

on your back

the canvas tent

rich with

skin’s heat and sweat

amber and

wolf ’s hair

in the locket

between my breasts

neither beginning nor end

just lying there

in the shelter of night

among greedy roots

fixing the stars

grapes soothing lips

unaware

of barbed wire

or soot

or sin

✧✧✧✧✧
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4. «̀$}=∞}˜

<Õ#∞ Éèí„ Œ̂Ñ¨~°Kå#∞
JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨OQÍ D „^•Hõ∆Å#∞
D Ñ‘Kü Ñ¶̈ÖÏÅ#∞
D ^•x=∞‡Å#∞
„Ñ¨Ü«∂}O HÀã¨O
lÑ‘û „Ñ¨Ü«∂}OÖ’
P *’ã¨ºQÆ̀ ≥Î
<å Ç¨ÏãÎ̈̂~YÅ#∞ K«kqOk.

h gÑ¨Ùg∞ Œ̂
HÍ<åfiãπ QÆ∞_®~°O
ÉèÏQÆº=O «̀=∞~ÚºOk
K«~°‡Ñ¨Ù "Õ_ç, ¿ãfi Œ̂O`À†
«̀$}=∞}˜ (UO|~ü),

`À_ÕÅ∞ "≥O„_»∞HõÅ∞<åfl~Ú,
<å =H∆À*ÏÅ =∞ è̂Œº
"ÕÖÏ_»∞ «̀∞#fl ÖÏÔH\òÖ’

"≥Ú Œ̂Å∞ HÍ Œ̂∞ z=~å HÍ Œ̂∞,
JÖÏ Ñ¨_ç L#flk
~å„u P„â◊Ü«∞OÖ’
¿Ñ~åâ◊ "Õà◊¡ =∞ è̂Œº
#Hõ∆„`åÅ#∞ ayã¨∂Î
ÃÑ^•Å#∞ „^•Hõ∆Å∞ ÖÏeã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
≥̀eÜ«∞ Œ̂∞

=Úà◊¡HõOK≥
=∞ã≤
ÖË̂ • áêÑ¨O.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Family album

here they are

in their starched whites

at weddings

funerals

or just after the mass

some smiling

most of them frozen

in the earnestness of the moment

shoulders heavy

with the burden of the past

eyes alert

to the challenges of the future

their hands bear traces

of ink and earth

their backs the imprints

of bricks and logs

carried to build the world anew

after the ravages of war

no laurels on their foreheads

no shiny decorations

above their hearts

only the boldness in their eyes

shares the history

moulded by their hands

with sweat, blood and endurance

✧✧✧✧✧
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5. ‰õΩ@∞O| PÅƒ"£∞

WqQÀ, Jq, WHȭ _»
≥̀Å¡|_çáÈÜ«∂~Ú

q"åÇ¨ÅÖ’
„âß Œ̂úHõ~°‡ÅÖ’
ã¨O`åÑ¨ã¨Éèí «̀~°∞"å «̀<À
H˘xfl #=ÙfiÅ∞
Z‰õΩ¯= Ñ¶̈∞hÉèíqOz# Hõ∆}ÏÅ∞
JÑ¨Ê\˜ Hõ∆}ÏÅ ã¨‡ $ «̀∞ÅÖ’

|~°∞"≥·# Éèí∞*ÏÅ∞
QÆ`«HÍÅÑ¨Ù ÉèÏ~°O`À
*ÏQÆ~°∂Hõ̀ «̀ À L#fl Hõà◊√¡
Éèíq+¨º «̀∞Î ã¨"åà◊¡‰õΩ

"åà◊¡ KÕ̀ «∞Ö’¡ ã≤~å-
WO‰õΩ, <ÕÅ *Ï_»Å∞
"åi gÑ¨ÙÅÃÑ· =Ú„ Œ̂Å∞
W@∞HõÅ, Œ̂∞OQÆÅ QÆ∞~°∞ÎÅ∞
H˘ «̀Î „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxfl xi‡OKÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ "≥∂ã≤#q
Ü«Ú Œ̂úÑ¨Ù q è̂ŒfiO™êÅ «̀~°∞"å «̀

"åà◊¡ #∞ Œ̂∞\˜ÃÑ· H©iÎÅ «̀Å∞ ÖË=Ù
"åà◊¡ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂ÅÃÑ·#
„Ñ¨HÍtOKÕ JÅOHÍ~åÅ∂ ÖË=Ù†
"åà◊¡ Hõà◊¡Ö’ "≥ÚO_ç è̂≥·~°ºO
Ñ¨OK«∞‰õΩ#flk K«i„ «̀#∞,
"åà◊¡ KÕ̀ «∞Ö’Î fiÛk Œ̂Ì|_ç#k
¿ãfi Œ̂O, ~°HõÎO, ã¨Ç¨Ï#O`À KÕÜ«∞|_ç# K«i„ «̀.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Wednesdays

Wednesdays in this bar

close to the hospital

where they came

for the monthly check

sitting

almost at the same table

I was shuddering at the thought

that their skin

might touch my skin

while trying some conversation

I was thinking

of this lake

with the host of water lilies

such a waste of beauty

for hardly anyone to see

the banks so slippery

mud and weeds

clinging to your feet

back to my flat

had to find my way

blindly

bumped into walls

bruised my knuckles

because of the burnt out bulbs

in the stairway.

✧✧✧✧✧
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6. |∞ è̂Œ"å~åÅ∞

|∞ è̂Œ"å~åÅ∞
Ç¨ã≤Ê@Öò‰õΩ Œ̂QÆæ~° L#fl D ÉÏ~üÖ’
<≥Åã¨i K≥HõÑπ‰õΩ =zÛ#"åà◊√¡
WHõ¯_» ‰õÄ~°∞ÛO\Ï~°∞
^•^•Ñ¨Ù D >ËaÖò Œ̂QÆæ̂~†
J<ÕHõ=∂~°∞¡
P PÖ’K«# ~åQÍ<Õ <å‰õΩ
=à◊√¡ [Å Œ̂iã¨∞ÎOk
"åà◊¡ K«~°‡O
<å K«~å‡xH˜ JO@∞‰õΩO@∞O Õ̂"≥∂#x.

U^À XHõ\˜ =∂\Ï¡_»∞^•=∞#∞‰õΩx
<Õ#∞ PÖ’zã¨∂Î LO\Ï#∞.
D ã¨~°ã¨∞ûÖ’
HõÅ∞=Å∞ qiqQÍ L#flq
^•x JO Œ̂=∞O`å =$ è̂•
Z=~°∂ K«∂_»~°∞ QÆ̂ •,
X_»∞¤ *Ï~°∞ «̀∞O@∂Ok.
<åK«∞"≥ÚHȭ Å∞, |∞~°̂ Œ=Å¡
h áê^•Å‰õΩ J «̀∞‰õΩ¯x.

<å á¶ê¡\ò‰õΩ "≥àÏ¡e
^•i "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ¯O@∂
QÆ∞_ç¤QÍ
QÀ_»Å‰õΩ QÆ∞ Œ̂∞Ì‰õΩx
"Õà◊¡ Hõ}∞Ñ¨ÙÅ∞ QÍÜ«∞Ñ¨_ç<å~Ú
ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë "≥∞@¡g∞k
ZÅ„Hì̃H± nÑ¨O =∂_çáÈ~ÚOk.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Walls

black and moss-green walls

witnesses of

chivalrous virtues

cast-iron chastity

perennial stones

echoes

of transient crossing

of lifelines

the heat of the breath

freezes into atonal accords

kisses hang

on ghostly tree branches

like molested birds

under a conspicuous moon

✧✧✧✧✧
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7. QÀ_»Å∞

#Å¡QÍ, <åK«∞ ÃÑiy# =Ú Œ̂∞~å‰õΩÑ¨K«Û QÀ_»Å∞

J<ÕHõ g~Àz «̀ QÆ∞}ã¨OÑ¨̂ ŒÅ‰õΩ

™ê‰õ∆ΩÅ∞.

=Ú_ç W#∞=ÚÖÏ Œ̂$_è»"≥∞ÿ# Hõ<åº «̀fiO

Jxfl HÍÖÏÅÑ¨Ù ~åà◊√¡

„Ñ¨u è̂Œfix™êÎ~Ú

r=#ˆ~YÅ

`å`å¯eHõ"≥∞ÿ# ^•\˜áÈ=_®Å#∞.

TÑ≤i "≥K«Û Œ̂#O

Ñ¶̈∞hÉèíqã¨∞ÎOk ã¨fi~°~°Ç≤Ï «̀ XÑ¨ÊO^•ÅÖ’

=Ú Œ̂∞ÌÅ∞ "ÕÖÏ_»∞`å~Ú

Ñ≤âßKåÅ K≥@¡ H˘=∞‡Å‰õΩ

"Õ\Ï_»|_ç# Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÖÏ¡

ã¨Ê+ì̈OQÍ L#fl K«O„ Œ̂∞_ç "≥<≥flÅÖ’-

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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End of the game

torn paper bits

cling to white boards

flatter briefly

before the solvent

effaces all traces

faces

shapes

smiles

sehensucht

the treasure of hands

scraps of  worlds

on the retina

synapses save

unfinished words

sounds dissipate

into flashes of

recollection

on sharply outlined

runways

planes take off

✧✧✧✧✧
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8. P@ =ÚyOÑ¨Ù

zOÑ≤# HÍy «̀Ñ¨Ù =ÚHȭ Å∞

≥̀Å¡|Å¡Å‰õΩ J «̀∞‰õΩ¯x

Hõ∆}HÍÅO Ô~ÑÔ̈~Ñ¨ÖÏ_»̀ å~Ú

„^•=HõO =∞~°∞Hõ∆}OÖ’

*Ï_»ÖË‰õΩO_® KÕ¿ãÖ’Ñ¨ÙQÍ

=ÚMÏÅ∞

~°∂Ñ¨Ùˆ~YÅ∞

z~°∞#=ÙfiÅ∞

J#∞‰õÄÅÑ¨Ù PÖ’K«#Å∞

KÕ̀ «∞Å x è̂Œ∞Å∞

„Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåÅ z «̀∞Î HÍy`åÅ∞

Ô~\˜<åÃÑ·†

<å_ô Hõ}ÏÅ∞ ^•™êÎ~Ú

Ñ¨ÓiÎHÍx Ñ¨̂ •Å#∞†

è̂Œfi#∞Å∞ QÆu™êÎ~Ú

Ñ¨Ù#~åº#Ñ¨Ù *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ

"≥∞~°∞Ñ¨ÙÅÖ’H˜†

YzÛ «̀"≥∞ÿ# ̂~YÅ =∞ è̂Œº #∞#fl

'~°<£"Õ— ^•~°∞ÅÃÑ·

Œ̂∂ã¨∞‰õΩáÈ`å~Ú q=∂<åÅ∞.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Jungle

we have been together

so long

that our cuttings

have grown to trees

a jungle

with greenish snakes

around tender boughs

juices dripping

from overripe fruit

behind supple stems

feline eyes

lying in wait

the greedy scream

mating whispers

monkeys sniggering

and again

one was too weak –

in our bedroom

the python’s digesting his ten pigeons

✧✧✧✧✧
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9. J_»q

=∞#O Hõeã≤ L<åflO

KåÖÏ HÍÅOQÍ

=∞# q_ç âßYÅ∞

ÃÑiy<å~Ú ÃÑ Œ̂Ì K≥@∞¡QÍ

J_»qQÍ

P‰õΩÑ¨K«Ûx áê=ÚÅ∞

ÖË̀ «H˘=∞‡ÅÃÑ·

~°™êÅ∞ zÑ≤ÊÅ∞¡̀ «∞<åfl~Ú

q∞QÆ∞ÅÑ¨O_ç# Ñ¨à◊¡#∞Op

Œ̂@ì"≥∞ÿ# HÍO_®Å "≥#Hõ

P_»Ñ¨Ùe Hõà◊√¡

"ÕzK«∂ã¨∂Î

Pâ◊̀ À ‰õÄ_ç# =¸Å∞QÆ∞

HõÅ~ÚHõÔH· QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨

HÀ «̀∞Å "≥H˜e#=ÙfiÅ∞

=∞~°Å, =∞~°Å

XHõ\˜ L#flk KåÖÏ |ÅÇ‘Ï#OQÍ...

=∂ â◊Ü«∞# =∞Ok~°OÖ’

H˘O_»zÅ∞= JiyOK«∞‰õΩO@∞#flk Ñ¨káê=Ù~åÅ#∞.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Echoes

I thought I’d heard

a child cry for help

when I passed the lake

yet, on turning my head

all I sensed was snow dust

on its frozen mirror

we’d take a torch

to light our passage

through the snow

towering the path

I was aching with fear

at the thought

that the white roebuck

might cross our steps

rumours went about

that even the wolves

would weasel out of its way

only the cursed maid

who had dared

to cast a glimpse

would now roam about

moon white

in her torn gown
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10. „Ñ¨u è̂Œfi#∞Å∞

<Õ##∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞ <Õ#∞ q<åfl#x

ã¨Ç¨Ü«∞O HÀã¨O F Ñ¨ã≤a_»¤ P„HõO Œ̂##∞

ã¨~°ã¨∞û g∞ Œ̂∞QÍ "≥à◊√Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

J~Ú Õ̀, «̀ÅuÑ≤Ê K«∂_»QÍ

<å‰õΩ Hõ#|_çO Œ̂ÖÏ¡ =∞OK«∞ è̂Œ∂o

QÆ_»¤Hõ\ì̃# J Œ̂ÌOÃÑ·.

"Õ∞O fã¨∞‰õΩO\ÏO F \ÏiÛÖ·̌@∞#∞

^•iH˜ "≥Å∞QÆ∞x=fi_®xH˜

=∞OK«∞QÆ∞O_®

^•iÃÑ·# "≥Å∞QÆ∞ «̀∂†

<Õ#∞ ÉèíÜ«∞O`À =}˜HÍ#∞

≥̀Å¡\˜ '~À|H±— ÖË_ç U Œ̂<åfl

=∂ HÍà◊¡‰õΩ J_»∞¤Ñ¨_»∞ «̀∞O Õ̂"≥∂##fl

PÖ’K«#‰õΩ,

Ñ¨ÙHÍ~°∞¡<åfl~Ú

`À_Õà◊√¡O\ÏÜ«∞x

P ^•iÖ’-

XHȭ  âßÑ¨„QÆãÎ̈ Hõ#º =∂„ «̀"Õ∞

JÑ¨Ê\’¡ è̂≥·~°ºO KÕã≤# Ü«Ú=u

P ^•i# "≥à◊¡QÆÅ∞QÆ∞ «̀∞O Œ̂x

"≥<≥flÅ ≥̀Å¡̂ Œ#OÖ’

ziy# Q“#∞Ö’,

✤ ✤
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I would hear

the cry of lambs

rent by wolves

in the crux of night

and the whistle of trains

ghosting by

never slowing to stop

✧✧✧✧✧
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<Õ#∞ qO@∞<åfl#∞

Q˘„Ô~Ñ≤Å¡Å J~°∞Ñ¨ÙÅ#∞

`À_Õà◊√¡ peÛ uO@∞O_»QÍ

P ~å„uÑ¨Ó@

„>ˇ~Ú#¡ ‰õÄ «̀Å∞

≥̂Ü«∞ºÑ¨Ù ã¨fi~åÖÏ¡

PˆQO Œ̂∞‰õΩ <≥=∞‡kQÍ áÈ"≥#fl\˜H©!

✧✧✧✧✧
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Photographs

and if you look closer

at these photographs

you will see that

though taken all at a time

we were wearing

different clothes in each

which we kept changing

in a bliss of disguise

taking off blouses

laying breasts bare

touching en passant

without any sense of guilt

or sin

since we were sisters

and loved men

and in this privacy

there was no censorship

as there was nothing to censor

lying naked

under wet sheets

skin burnt

with too much sun

it was a nurse’s touch

the spreading of ointment

with soothing fingers

on the depth of the belly

nothing like

the claw grips

of the men to come

✧✧✧✧✧
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11. á¶⁄\Á„QÍÑ¶̈ÙÅ∞

D á¶È\’Å "ÕÑ¨Ù
HÍãÎ̈ Ñ¨sHõ∆QÍ K«∂¿ãÎ
h‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ÎOk
W=hfl XˆH ã¨=∞Ü«∂# fã≤<å
"Õ∞=∞O Œ̂~°O qq è̂Œ ~°OQÆ∞Å Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅ∞
XHÀ¯á¶È\’‰õΩ XHÀ¯~°OQÆ∞k
=∂~°∞Û‰õΩO@∂ á¶È\’Å∞ ky#@∞¡†
P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù ã¨O Œ̂_çÖ’
É∫¡AÅ∞ qÑ≤Ê
=H∆À*ÏÅ#∞ #QÆflOQÍ LOz
H˘O>ˇ̀ «#Ñ¨Ù KÕ+ì̈Å`À (enpassant)
U q è̂Œ"≥∞ÿ# JÑ¨~å è̂Œ ÉèÏ=# ÖË‰õΩO_®
áêÑ¨cèu ÖË‰õΩO_®, ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë
"Õ∞=Ú JHÍ¯K≥à‹¡à◊¡O Hõ̂ •
=∞QÆ"åà◊¡x „¿Ñq∞Oz#"åà◊¡O
D „ÃÑ·=ã‘ - Kå@∞=∂@∞#-
Ãã<åû~ü+≤Ñπ ÖË̂ Œ∞ Hõ̂ •
Un J_»∞¤~å#Ñ¨Ù_»∞
#QÆflOQÍ
«̀_ç Œ̂∞Ñ¨Ê@¡ H˜O Œ̂-

K«~°‡O HÍÅ‰õΩO_®
P ZO_» "Õ_çH˜-
=∞$ Œ̂∞"≥·# #~üû ã¨Ê~°≈ÖÏ
HÀ=∞Å"≥∞ÿ# JOQÆ∞oÅ`À
P~ÚO\ò"≥∞O\ò-ÖËÑ¨<åxfl „"åã¨∞‰õΩO@∂
á⁄@ì kQÆ∞=#
ˆ~Ñ¨Ù ~åÉ’ÜÕ∞ =∞QÆ"åà◊¡
QÀà◊√¡#fl QÆ~°∞‰õΩ Ç¨Ï™êÎÖÏ¡O\˜q
HÍ=Ù P Ç¨ÏãÎ̈ ã¨Ê~°≈Å∞-

(enpassant - A move in chess)

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Parting

the dawn blurs

under persistent rain

the narcotic still in my blood

I head toward a tedious awakening

weave between slumber

and half-awareness

try to focus

on images trickling down

into the blown rubber sealing

of the bus window –

cleft from myself

my gaze penetrates the pane

rambles

sends back messages

which I fail to understand –

I strive to give content to words

burning on huge hoardings

towering the road

benevolent welfare promisors

grin at me

with regular false teeth –

a bunch of school kids

splash momentary shades of colour



39

12. q_çáÈ=_»O

ã¨O è̂•ºã¨=∞Ü«∞O =∞ã¨HõQÍ L#flk

UHõ̂ è•\˜QÍ ‰õΩ~°∞ã¨∞Î#fl =~°¬OÖ’

QÆO*Ï~Ú =∞ «̀∞Î#flk WOHÍ <å ~°HõÎOÖ’

„â◊=∞`À ‰õÄ_ç# "≥∞Å‰õΩ=

ã¨QÆO x„ Œ̂, ã¨QÆO KÕ̀ «#

|ã¨∞û H˜\˜H© ~°|ƒ~°∞ ã‘eOQÆ∞ÃÑ·

ÉÁ@∞¡ ÉÁ@∞¡QÍ Ñ¨_»∞ «̀∞#fl Œ̂$âßºÅÃÑ·

K«∂Ñ¨Ù xÅáêÅ<Õ „Ñ¨Ü«∞ «̀flO

<å #∞Oz q_ç=_ç

Œ̂$+≤ì H˜\˜H© J Œ̂ÌOÃÑ· Ñ¨_çOk

JHȭ _» Hõ̂ ŒÖÏ_ç

Ñ¨OÑ≤Ok ã¨O^ÕâßÅ#∞ "≥#H˜¯

<åHõ~°÷O HÍx"å\˜x.

Ñ¨̂ •Å‰õΩ F JOâßxfl"åfiÅx <å „Ñ¨Ü«∞ «̀flO

ÃÑ Œ̂ÌÃÑ Œ̂Ì „Ñ¨Hõ@#ÅÃÑ· [fieã¨∂Î

~°Ç¨Ï^•i Ñ¨Hȭ # Z «̀∞ÎQÍ

Œ̂Ü«∂Ñ¨Ói «̀ "åQÍÌ<åÅ∞ =∞Oz Éèíq+¨º «̀∞ÎÔH·

Jq <å"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂ã¨∞Î#flq #=Ùfi «̀∂

ÃÑ@∞ì_»∞ Œ̂O`åÅ`À ZÑ¨Ê\˜HõÑ¨C_»∞

|_çÑ≤Å¡Å QÆ∞OÑ¨Ù XHõ\˜

Hõ∆}HÍÅÑ¨Ù ~°OQÆ∞Å h_»efl l=Ú‡ «̀∞<åfl~°∞

✤ ✤
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onto the grey of  daybreak

I struggle to disentangle

the now from the yesterday

at the other end of the day

on the roadside

a woman petrifies

in an endless

waving

✧✧✧✧✧
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=∞ã¨Hõ pHõ\˜ L Œ̂Ü«∞OÃÑ·

x#fl\˜ #∞Oz WÑ¨Ê\˜x

q_»nÜ«∞_®xH˜ „Ñ¨Ü«∞uflã¨∞Î<åfl#∞ <Õ#∞.

k<åxH˜ P=Å"ÕÑ¨Ù#

~°Ç¨Ï^•i Ñ¨Hȭ #

F =∞Ç≤Ïà◊ tÅÖÏ =∂i#k

J#O`«OQÍ

KÕ̀ «∞Å∞ TÑ¨Ù «̀∂-

✧✧✧✧✧
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Daphnis and Chloé

at dawn

she

chrysalis-shaped

broke the glass case

and went to bleed

on the sheepskin

he

turned over

his wife’s photograph

drank his coffee hot

looked nervously

at the reel of seconds

the day was young

light creeping

between thin letters

buds burst open

at the crossing

the traffic jammed

horns

honked like mad

with the twisting of bodies

and the virgin cry

✧✧✧✧✧
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13. _®Ñ¶≤flãπ-H ¡̆~Ú

L Œ̂Ü«∂#
P"≥∞
„H˜™êeãπ ~°∂Ñ¨ ã¨Êù\˜HõÑ¨Ù
J^•ÌÅ ÃÑ>ì̌#∞ | Œ̂ÌÅ∞Q˘\ì̃
Q˘„Ô~Å K«~å‡ÅÃÑ·
~°HõÎ"≥∂_çÛOk.

J «̀_»∞
«̀# ÉèÏ~°º á¶È\’#∞

Ñ¨Hõ¯‰õΩ uÑ≤Ê
"Õ_ç "Õ_ç HÍÑ¶‘ `åy<å_»∞
PO^Àà◊#QÍ K«∂ã¨∂Î
ÃãHõO_»¡ sÖò "ÕÑ¨Ù «̀̂ ÕHõOQÍ

P ~ÀlOHÍ ÉÏÖÏº=ã÷̈Ö’<Õ L#flk
`˘Oy K«∂ã¨∞Î#flk "≥Å∞QÆ∞
Ñ¨ÅK«x JHõ∆~åÅ =∞ è̂Œº
"≥ÚQÆæÅ∞ qK«∞Û‰õΩO@∞<åfl~Ú q™ÈÊù\˜ã¨∞Î#fl@∞¡
~°Ç¨Ï^•i ‰õÄ_»à◊¡ = Œ̂Ì
„\ÏÑ¶≤H± *Ï"£∞Å∞
L#‡ «̀Î̀ À Ñ≤zÛQÍ "≥∂QÆ∞ «̀∞#fl
HÍ~°¡ Ç¨~°#∞¡
Õ̂Ç¨Å∞ "≥∞euÑ¨C «̀∞#fl@∞¡,

JHȭ _» qÅÑ≤ã¨∞Î#flk Hõ#º.

✧✧✧✧✧

(Daphnis and Chloe - A novel written in 2nd Century A.D. by
Longus. It is the story of a boy - Daphnis and a girl - Chloe adopted by
Shepherds.)

✤ ✤
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Twilight

walking around the lake

brooding on yellow lilies

a sense of solitude

drips on algae-coated

obsolete nymphs

behind wire fences

the sun fades away

trickles down

light dissipates

like burning silk

I call a name –

in a void of answers

birds flutter away

hurry

to precarious shelters

✧✧✧✧✧
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14. ã¨O è̂•ºHÍO «̀∞Å∞

ã¨~°ã¨∞û K«∞@∂ì #_»∞ã¨∂Î

Ñ¨ã¨∞Ñ¨ÙÑ¨K«Û eb¡Ñ¨ÓÅ#∞ nHõ∆QÍ QÆ=∞xã¨∂Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

XHõ ~°Hõ"≥∞ÿ# XO@i «̀#Ñ¨Ù J#∞Éèí∂u

Ñ¨_»∞ «̀∞#flk PÖËæ HõÑ≤Ê#

"å_»∞HõÖ’ ÖËx Hõ#ºÅÃÑ·

fÔQÅ HõOK≥ "≥#∞Hõ

ã¨∂~°∞º_»∞ JãÎ̈q∞ã¨∞Î<åfl_»∞

H˘kÌH˘kÌQÍ

"≥Å∞QÆ∞ «̀yæáÈ «̀∞#flk

HÍÅ∞ «̀∞#fl ã≤Å∞¯ÖÏ-

<Õ#∞ Ñ≤eKå<˘Hõ ¿Ñ~°∞#∞

ã¨=∂ è̂•<åÅ â◊¥#ºOÖ’

Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ∞ ZQÆ∞~°∞Î#flq

"ÕQÆOQÍ

«̀=∞ QÆ∂à◊¡"ÕÑ¨Ù

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Blood kin

late at night

at the bus stop

I had a strange feeling

that someone was watching

a breath and a grasp

on my neck

with nobody there

an ache in my breast

a touch of polished stone

and velvet moss

on the back of my head

flashes of candles

in rusty chandeliers

shreds of music

harpsichords, pan flutes, lutes

I followed the winding stairs

to the heart of a dungeon

doors opened with faint creaks

amber powder floated

in cracks of light

a snake shimmered

on the skin of my thigh

an impact of chains

ruby red drops

glowed on marble
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15. ~°HõÎã¨O|Onè‰õΩ_»∞

xt~å„u ^•\˜<åHõ

|ã¨∞û PˆQKÀ@∞#

<åHÀ qO «̀ J#∞Éèí∂u

Z=~À ##∞fl QÆ=∞xã¨∞Î#fl@∞¡

F TÑ≤i, Ñ¨@∞ì

<å "≥∞_»ÃÑ·

JHȭ _» Z=~°∂ ÖË~°∞

<å Z Œ̂Ö’ U^À ÉÏ è̂Œ

#∞#fl\˜ áêe+π KÕÜ«∞|_ç# tÖÏã¨Ê~°≈

"≥Öò"≥\ò <åK«∞ÖÏ

<å «̀Å‰õΩ "≥#Hõ

H˘"˘fi «̀∞ÎÅ "≥Å∞QÆ∞Å∞ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∂Î

«̀∞Ñ¨CÑ¨\ì̃# KèåO_≥b~°¡Ö’,

ã¨Ow «̀Ñ¨Ù â◊HõÖÏÅ∞

Ç¨~üÊã≤ HÍ~°∞¤Å∞, "Õ}∞=ÙÅ∞, g}Å∞

<Õ##∞ã¨iOKå#∞ =OÑ¨ÙÅ "≥∞@¡#∞

F =∂oQÆ QÆ∞O_≥Ö’H˜

«̀Å∞Ñ¨ÙÅ∞ ≥̀~°∞K«∞‰õΩ<åfl~Ú H©K«∞=∞O@∂

«̀$}=∞}˜ Ñ¨ã¨∞Ñ¨Ù è̂Œ∂o á⁄QÆÖÏ

Ñ¨QÆ∞à◊¡Ö’ Õ̀eÜ«∂_»∞Î#flk HÍOu.

F ã¨~°ÊO HõkeOk

<å `˘_» K«~°‡OÃÑ·

Q˘Å∞ã¨∞Å `åH˜_ç

Z„~°\˜ ~°∂cÅ K«∞Hȭ Å∞

K«Å∞=~åuÃÑ· "≥∞i™ê~Ú

✤ ✤
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there was a sense of

torn lace in the air

a moan

a hush

a spasm

on looking in the mirror

the next day

I startled at the sight

of tiny punctures

on my neck

✧✧✧✧✧
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≥̀y# ÖËã¨∞ ^•~åÅ J#∞Éèí∂u

QÍeÖ’, XHõ =¸Å∞QÆ∞

<À~°∞ =¸ã≤#@∞¡ è̂Œfix

"≥∞eHõÅ∞ uÑ¨C «̀∂ ÉÏ è̂Œ.

≥̀Å¡"åi<åHõ

J Œ̂ÌOÖ’ K«∂ã¨∞‰õΩ#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

<Õ#∞ JkiáÈÜ«∂#∞

"≥∞_»ÃÑ·

zxfl ~°O„ è̂•Å∞.

✧✧✧✧✧

(About Dracula - „_®‰õΩÖÏ QÆ∞iOz)
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Advert

look at this body

perfectly glowing

in the neon sun

skin

optimally SPF protected

thighs

lacquered with seaweeds –

decorous waves

flood the underground

sand sparkles with promises

like broken glass

the man

holds his briefcase

with petting hands

the woman

deconstructs her identity

behind sunglasses

lace-collared old ladies

show handicapped badges

for reserved seats

✧✧✧✧✧
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16. xˆ~Ìâ◊#

D Õ̂Ç¨ÏO K«∂_»∞

Ñ¨iÑ¨Ó~°‚ HÍOu`À "≥Å∞QÆ∞ «̀∞#flk

xÜ«∂<£ ã¨∂~°ºHÍOuÖ’

K«~°‡O

*Ï„QÆ̀ «ÎQÍ ã¨O~°H∆̃OÑ¨|_ç

`˘_»Å∞, |OQÆ~°∞ =∞ÖÏ=Ú KÕÜ«∞|_ç

ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂Ñ¨Ù <åK«∞"≥ÚHȭ ÅKÕ

«̀~°OQÍÅ JÅOHõ~°}

Éèí∂QÆ~åƒùxfl =~°̂ ŒQÍ =ÚOK«∞ «̀∂O_»QÍ

Wã¨∞Hõ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î#flk "åQÍÌ<åÅ`À

Ñ¨ye# QÍA=ÚHȭ ÖÏ¡

J «̀_»∞

Ñ¨@∞ì‰õΩ<åfl_»∞ «̀# „cÑ¶π̂Hã¨∞#∞

«̀_ç"Õ∞ KÕ̀ «∞Ö’Î

P"≥∞

«̀# QÆ∞iÎOÑ¨Ù#∞ x~°∂‡eã¨∞Î#flk

ZO_» Hõà◊¡̂ •ÌÅ "≥#Hõ

ÖËã¨∞ Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅ∞ è̂ŒiOz# =$ Œ̂ú ¢ã‘ÎÅ∞

K«∂Ñ≤ã¨∞Î<åfl~°∞ JOQÆ"≥·HõÅºÑ¨Ù ÉÏº_ç̊Å#∞

i[~°∞fi KÕÜ«∞|_ç# ã‘@¡HÀã¨O

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Trains

again on this train

with blurred windows

burnt out bulbs

scratched upholstery

swear words

sprayed on the walls

I can hear a song

creeping

from a loudspeaker

with bad resonance

odd words in a language

never heard before

I have a strange feeling

that I’ve lost my ticket

I can’t find

my identity card

my luggage

my family album

✧✧✧✧✧
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17. „>ˇ~Ú#∞¡

=∞~°Å D „>ˇ~Ú<£Ö’

=∞ã¨Hõ H˜\˜H©Å∞

HÍeáÈ~Ú# |Å∞ƒnáêÅ∞

w «̀Å∞ Ñ¨_ç# JÅOHõ~°}Å∞

u@∞¡, âßÑ¨<å~å÷Å∞

QÀ_»ÅÃÑ· "≥̂ Œ[Å¡|_ç

<Õ<˘Hõ áê@#∞ qO@∞<åfl#∞

áê‰õΩ «̀∂ =ã¨∞Î#fl Œ̂k

F Ö∫_£ã‘ÊHõ~ü #∞O_ç

ÉÏQÀÖË̂ Œ∞ è̂Œfix

U^À ÉèÏëê â◊ÉÏÌÅ∞

WO «̀‰õΩ=ÚO Œ̂∞ q#ÖË̂ Œ∞

<åÖ’ qO «̀ J#∞Éèí∂u

<å \ỖH\ò áÈQ˘@∞ì‰õΩ#fl@∞¡

<å‰õΩ HõxÑ≤OK«ÖË̂ Œ∞

<å QÆ∞iÎOÑ¨Ù HÍ~°∞¤

<å ÅˆQl-™ê=∂#∞

<å á¶êq∞b PÅƒ"£∞

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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The malachite carver

for my birthday

I would get books

patent leather shoes

sometimes a doll

never a teddy bear

my first book

was book number 1

my second, book number 2

the third, book number 3

and so on

till I lost trace of numbers

book number 9 was about

this malachite carver

a young boy

from a Russian village

no family

no one really knew

where he came from

but he could carve

wondrous shapes

in this rare stone

from the heart of the mountain

he would set beholders in awe

people who came a long way

some on mules
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18. `å„=∞teÊ

<å Ñ¨Ù\ì̃# ~ÀA‰õΩ

=™êÎ~Ú Ñ¨ÙãÎ̈HÍÅ∞ |Ç¨ï=∞uQÍ

¿Ñ>ˇO@∞#fl Öˇ̂ Œ~ü +¨ØÅ∞

XHÀ¯™êi ÉÁ=∞‡

HÍx, ~åÖË̂ ≥#fl_»∂ '>ˇ_ç¤ÉË~ü—

<å `˘eÑ¨ÙãÎ̈HõO

^•x ã¨OYº XHõ\˜

Ô~O_À Ñ¨ÙãÎ̈HõO ã¨OYº Ô~O_»∞

=¸_À^•x ã¨OYº =¸_»∞

JÖÏ, <Õ#∞ =∞~°záÈÜ«∂#∞

ã¨OYºefl

`˘q∞‡ Œ̂=k

`å„=∞teÊ QÆ∞iOz

F ~°+¨º<£ ÉÏÅ∞_»∞

‰õΩ@∞O|O ÖËx"å_»∞

ZHȭ _ç #∞Oz =KåÛ_À

≥̀eÜ«∞x J<å=∞‰õΩ_ç QÆ∞iOz

HÍx J «̀_»∞ K≥Hȭ QÆÅ_»∞

J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « ~°∂áêefl

Ñ¨~°fi «̀ Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂Å∞flOz ≥̀zÛ#

D J~°∞ ≥̂·# tÅÃÑ·

K«∂¿ã"åà◊¡ #∞OK«∞`å_»∞ qã¨‡Ü«∞OÖ’

ZO`À=∞Ok =™êÎ~°∞

HõOK«~°QÍ_ç̂ ŒÅ g∞ Œ̂

✤ ✤
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some barefoot

to behold his mastery

only he

he got gloomier and gloomier

his thin hands went thinner

his pale face went paler

every day he would crawl deeper

into the core of the mountain

to find the singular

the most precious malachite

for his scrimshaw

filigree like dragonfly wings

brilliant like dew on daisies

till one day the villagers noticed

that he hadn’t come back

they waited and wondered at it

waited and wondered

thought of searching for him

but no one knew

his hidden paths

no one could find

his traces

autumn followed summer

winter followed autumn

his name was slowly forgotten
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HÍe #_»Hõ#
J «̀_ç HõàÏ<≥·Ñ¨Ù}Ïºxfl K«∂¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

HÍx, J «̀_»∞
~ÀA~ÀA‰õÄ #Å¡|_çáÈÜ«∂_»∞
ã¨#flx KÕ̀ «∞Å∞ =∞iO «̀ ã¨#flQÍ
≥̀Å¡\˜ =ÚYO áêeáÈ~ÚOk =∞iO «̀QÍ

„Ñ¨u~ÀE J «̀_»∞ áêH˜ "≥àı¡"å_»∞
Ñ¨~°fi «̀Ñ¨Ù Ö’Ö’ «̀∞Ö’¡H˜
P „Ñ῭ ÕºHõ"≥∞ÿ#
„Ñ¨â◊ãÎ̈"≥∞ÿ# `å„=∞tÅ HÀã¨O
J «̀_»∞ <≥·Ñ¨Ù}ºO`À
fiÛk Õ̂Ì"å_»∞ «̀∂hQÆ Ô~Hȭ efl,
_≥~Úr Ñ¨ÓÅÃÑ· =∞OK«∞ aO Œ̂∞=Ùefl P ~åuÃÑ·.

XHõ~ÀA# QÆ=∞xOKå~°∞ „QÍ=∞ã¨∞÷Å∞
J «̀_»∞ uiy ~åÖË̂ Œx
"Õz K«∂™ê~°∞ Pâ◊Û~°ºÑ¨_»∞ «̀∂
"Õz K«∂™ê~°∞ Pâ◊Û~°ºO`À

J «̀_çHÀã¨O "≥̂ ŒHÍÅ#∞‰õΩ<åfl~°∞
HÍx Z=iH© ≥̀b Œ̂∞
P ~°Ç¨Ïã¨º =∂~åæÅ∞
≥̀eÜ«∞ÖË̂ Œ∞ J «̀_ç *Ï_»Å∞

"Õã¨q áÈ~Ú P‰õΩ~åÅ∞ HÍÅO =zÛOk
P‰õΩ~åÅ∞ HÍÅO «̀~°∞"å «̀ j`åHÍÅO
J «̀_ç ¿Ñ~°∞ <≥=∞‡kQÍ =∞~°Ñ¨Ù# Ñ¨_çOk
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only now and then

somebody would call it

but I

I wept and mourned

wept and grieved

then buried book number 9

in my small cemetery

with my broken doll

my sparrow

and my kitten

✧✧✧✧✧
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Z=~°<åfl JÑ¨C_»Ñ¨C_»∞
Ñ≤eKÕ"åˆ~"≥∂ J~°∞^Œ∞QÍ

HÍx, <Õ#∞
Œ̂∞ódOKå#∞, qÅÑ≤OKå#∞

U_®Û#∞, ÉÏ è̂ŒÑ¨_®¤#∞
`˘q∞‡k ã¨OYº L#fl P Ñ¨ÙãÎ̈HÍxfl
áêuÃÑ\Ïì#∞ <å zxfl ã¨‡âß#OÖ’
<å qiy# ÉÁ=∞‡`Àáê@∞QÍ
<å Ñ≤K«∞ÛHõ#∂
<å Ñ≤e¡Ñ≤Å¡#∂ áêuÃÑ\ì̃# KÀ@∞#...

✧✧✧✧✧
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Incense

they had made fires

at the roadside

sitting there

with darkness on their shoulders

sharing ghosts

from generation to generation

chewing the knowledge

of transient flesh

under gleaming incense

the road melts

into limpid tissue

on the bones of night

time gnaws

at stucco gods

marble corpses

feed lizards and ivy

rain washes down

snake scales

onto scarlet silk

dying on rusty fences

in the cave

benevolent elephants

stare with thousand eyes

through gaps

in ivory towers

✧✧✧✧✧
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19. è̂Œ∂Ñ¨O

"åà◊√¡ è̂Œ∂áêxfl "≥eyOKå~°∞.
~°Ç¨Ï^•i Ñ¨Hõ¯#,
‰õÄ~°∞Û<åfl~°∞ JHȭ _»
pHõ\˜ "åà◊¡ Éèí∞*ÏÅÃÑ· Ñ¨~°K«∞‰õΩx
Œ̂Ü«∂ºÅ`À Ñ¨OK«∞‰õΩO@∞#flk.
«̀~°̀ «~åÅ P «̀‡Å∞ Jq.

*Ï˝<åxfl <≥=∞~°∞"Õã¨∞‰õΩO@∂
`å`å¯eHõ"≥∞ÿ# Õ̂Ç¨Ï*Ï˝#OÖ’.

„Ñ¨HÍtã¨∞Î#fl ^èŒ∂Ñ¨HÍOuÖ’
^•i HõiyáÈ «̀∞#flk,
HÍOu Hõ}*ÏÅOÖÏ
~å„u Z=ÚHõÅg∞ Œ̂†
HÍÅO H˘~°∞‰õΩ «̀∞#flk
q„QÆÇ¨Å Õ̂=Ùà◊¡#∞
K«Å∞=~åu â◊"åÅ#∞
|Å∞¡Å#∞, Sq "≥ÚHȭ Å#∞

"å# Hõ_çyOk
áê=Ú ‰õΩ|∞™êxfl
~°HõÎ=~°‚Ñ¨Ù ã≤Å∞¯ÖÏ
«̀∞Ñ¨CÑ¨\ì̃# HõOK≥ÅÃÑ· ~°OQÆ∞ "ÕÜ«∞|_ç

QÆ∞Ç¨ÏÖ’
Œ̂Ü«∞QÆÅ U#∞QÆ∞Å∞

"Õ~ÚHõà◊¡̀ À «̀̂ ÕHõOQÍ K«∂ã¨∞Î#flq
^ŒO`«Ñ¨Ù tY~åÅ
ã¨O Œ̂∞Å QÆ∞O_®!

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Reading the signs

I levitate above my bed

with all those dogs clinging to my feet

eyeless, toothless, headless

the blue flowers on my white

bed sheets burst red

the fishermen around the fire

read the future in dingy scales

I walk these bare streets

dragging words behind me

heavy like carcasses

crying, listen! listen!

but I hear no echo

just a flattering of wings

behind barred windows

I climb the walls of my bunker

pull at roots, filaments and fur

choke with the smell of burning flesh

cover my eyes with barbed wire

aghast at seeing the signs

branded on the festering cortex

of an army of mutants

✧✧✧✧✧
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20. ã¨∂K«#Å#∞ K«̂ Œ=_»O

<Õ#∞ QÍeÖ’ Õ̀ÖÏ#∞ <å =∞OK«Og∞ Œ̂

<å HÍà◊¡‰õΩ K«∞@∞ì‰õΩ#fl ‰õΩHȭ Å`Àáê@∞

Hõà◊√¡ ÖË=Ù, Ñ¨à◊√¡ ÖË=Ù, «̀Å ÖË̂ Œ∞†

he Ñ¨ÙëêÊÅ∞ Z„~°̂ Œ<åxfl q™ÈÊù\˜OKå~Ú

<å ≥̀Å¡\˜ Œ̂∞Ñ¨Ê\˜ÃÑ·†

<≥QÆ_»∞ K«∞@∂ì~å ‰õÄ~°∞Û#fl *ÏÅ~°∞Å∞

Ñ¨_»= H˘Å «̀Å`À <å Éèíq+¨º «̀∞Î#∞ K«k"å~°∞.

<Õ#∞ #_çKå#∞ D MÏmg è̂Œ∞Ö’¡

Ñ¨̂ •efl <å "≥#Hõ ÖÏ‰õΩ¯"≥à◊√ «̀∂

â◊"åÅO «̀ |~°∞"≥·# "å\˜x

U_»∞ã¨∂Î- q#∞! q#∞!

<å‰õΩ q#|_»ÖË̂ Õ „Ñ¨u è̂Œfih

XHȭ  Ô~Hȭ Å K«Ñ¨C_»∞ «̀Ñ¨Ê

=¸ã≤# H˜\˜H©Å "≥#Hõ.

<å |OHõ~ü QÀ_»Å<≥HÍ¯#∞

"Õà◊¡#∞, Ñ¶≤Å"≥∞O@¡#∞, Ñ¶̈~ü#∞ ÖÏQÆ∞ «̀∂

HÍÅ∞ «̀∞#fl =∂Oã¨Ñ¨Ù "åã¨#‰õΩ LH˜̄ iaH˜̄ ~“ «̀∂

ã¨∂K«#Å#∞ QÆ=∞xOz JkiáÈ «̀∂

"åà◊¡ "≥∞ Œ̂_»∞ÃÑ· =Ú„ Œ̂ "ÕÜ«∞|_»QÍ

=_ç=_çQÍ =ã¨∞Î#fl ~åHõ∆ã¨ Ãã·<åºxfl QÍOz...

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Fall

time to depart

when leaves fall

like veils

uncovering

tender skin

traces of axe

or scalpel

wounds

drying to scars

on scraggy limbs

nests dissipate

drift with the wind

memories

of bell chords

and sky shadows

drown in mud

✧✧✧✧✧
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21. P‰õΩ~åÅ∞ HÍÅO

x„+¨̄ q∞OKÕ ã¨=∞Ü«∞O

P‰õΩÅ∞ ~åe

"Õ∞e=Úã¨∞QÆ∞ÖÏ¡

ÖË̀ « K«~å‡xfl

|Ç≤Ï~°æ̀ «Ñ¨~°K«_»O

Q˘_»¤e, HõuÎ KÕã≤#

QÍÜ«∂Å∞

ZO_ç =∞K«ÛÅ∞QÍ =∂~°_®xx

QÆ~°∞‰õΩ âßYÅ#∞ K«∂Ñ≤OK«_»O

QÆ∂à◊√¡ q_çáÈ~Ú

QÍeÖ’ H˘@∞ì‰õΩáÈ=_»O

J#∞|O è̂•Å *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞

PHÍâ◊Ñ¨Ù h_»Å∞

|∞~°̂ ŒÖ’ =ÚxyáÈ=_»O.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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When they came

when they came

to open my chest

I asked them

according to which

paragraphs

I had not sent them

to the scaffold

not even known them

when the blood burst

I was in the desert

washing the dust

off my tiny feet

in a tin can

in the seclusion

of my forefathers’ prayers

caressing the lambs

before slaughter

straining my senses

to hear the flute

and perceive

my golden shoes

I asked them

when they came

but there was no answer

only the clink

of scalpels

and the silver chime

of opening lilies

✧✧✧✧✧
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22. "åà◊√¡ =zÛ#Ñ¨C_»∞

"åà◊¡ =KåÛ~°∞
<å Kèåf ≥̀~°=_®xH˜
<Õ#_çQÍ#∞
U ¿Ñ~åÅ „Ñ¨HÍ~°=∞x?

"åà◊¡ HÀã¨O <Õ#∞ Hõ|∞~°OÑ¨ÖË̂ Œ∞
=∞OK≥ Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õΩ ~°=∞‡x
Hõhã¨O, "åà‹¡=~À <å‰õΩ ≥̀b Œ̂∞
~°HõÎO q™ÈÊù\˜Oz#Ñ¨Ù_»∞
<Õ#∞<åfl#∞ Z_®iÖ’
<å zxfl áê^•ÅHõO\˜#
Œ̂∞=Ú‡#∞ Hõ_»∞‰õΩ¯O@∂

zxfl ̂~‰õΩÅ QÆkÖ’

=∂ Ñ¨Ósfi‰õΩÅ „áê~°÷#Å XO@i «̀#OÖ’

Q˘„Ô~Ñ≤Å¡efl Œ̂∞=Ùfi «̀∂
|eH˜KÕÛ=ÚO Œ̂∞
<å WO„kÜ«∂Å#∞ ã¨Oã≤̂ ŒúO KÕã¨∂Î
"Õ}∞QÍ<åxfl q#_®xH˜
<å |OQÆ~°∞ K≥Ñ¨CÅ#∞ `˘_»∞HÀ¯_®xH˜

"åà◊√¡ =zÛ#Ñ¨C_»∞
<Õ#∞ J_çQÍ#∞
ã¨=∂ è̂•#O ~åÖË̂ Œ∞.
Hõ̀ «∞ÎÅ è̂Œfix q#|_çOk
eb¡Ñ¨ÓÅ∞ ≥̀~°K«∞‰õΩ#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
q#=KÕÛ "≥O_çQÆO@Å QÆ}QÆ}Å∞.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Leda and the Swan

not the white of snow

or the velvet feathers

drove you to surrender

but the strength of muscle

against reluctant fibres

the taste of blood

on your thighs

ancestral instincts

gushing

in the rhythm of motion

opening the eyes

of your mind

wide

at the radiance of light

sensed in your lap

the numinous stir

tensing your breasts

under the numb weight

of feathers

the otherness

of the embrace

the grasp of the beak

on your neck

the mystery of

wings and arms

growing together

✧✧✧✧✧
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23. Öˇ_® - Ç¨ÏOã¨

=∞OK«∞ ≥̀Å¡̂ Œ#O HÍ Œ̂∞
"≥Öˇfi\ò DHõÅ "≥∞ «̀Î̂ Œ#O HÍ Œ̂∞
x#∞fl ÖÁOyáÈÜÕ∞ÖÏ KÕã≤Ok
HõO_»Å |ÅO
JOwHõiOK«x x~å‡}ÏxH˜ =ºuˆ~HõOQÍ,
~°HõÎÑ¨Ù ~°∞z
h `˘_»ÅÃÑ·
Ñ¨Ósfi‰õΩÅ ã¨Ç¨Ï*Ï`åÅ∞
L"≥fi «̀∞Î# á⁄Oy
K«Å#Ñ¨Ù ÅÜ«∞Ö’
=∞<À<Õ„`åÅ#∞ ≥̀~°z, qáêÊiÛ
„Ñ¨HÍâ◊=O «̀"≥∞ÿ# "≥Å∞QÆ∞
h X_çÖ’ Ñ¨_ç#Ñ¨C_»∞
F JÑ¨Ó~°fi =∂#ã≤HÀ Õ̂fiQÆÑ¨Ù JÅ[_ç
h ~˘=Ú‡Å#∞ aQÆ∞ «̀∞QÍ KÕÜ«∞QÍ
"≥∞ «̀Î\ ˜ DHõÅ uq∞‡i |~°∞=Ù`À
H“yeÖ’x =∞~À áê~°≈fiO
á⁄_»∞QÍ\˜ =Ú‰õΩ¯ Ñ¨@∞ì
h =∞$ Œ̂∞"≥·# "≥∞_»ÃÑ·
Ô~Hõ¯Å∞, KÕ`«∞Å JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨
=∂i‡Hõ ayOÑ¨Ù
Hõeã≤ L è̂Œ$ «̀=∞=Ù «̀∂.

✧✧✧✧✧

(Leda and the Swan - The god Zeus in the form of a Swan seduces
Leda. Thus Leda produces Helen and Polydevces; while at the same time
bearing Castor and Clytemnestra of her husband Tyndareus, the King of
Sparta)

✤ ✤
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Transit

half a life of years ago

when my feet fitted

in deer hoof tracks

I would challenge the wind

for races against the hour

and thirsty for light

I would throw nets

for fleeting sunbeams –

I would twine

seagull feathers in my hair

and let it flow

with spring streams –

I would bathe in dew drops

amidst chicory fields

and sense ether blue

on the tip of my tongue

now the sky hangs

like old linings

blue scorching

into cinders of grey –

seagulls expire

under scum feathers

sand turns to dust –

on my barren path

the wind effaces

deer traces

the sun blinds me

with splinters of light

✧✧✧✧✧
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24. fã¨∞‰õΩxáÈ=_»O

J~°úrq «̀Ñ¨Ù ã¨O= «̀û~åÅ‰õΩ =ÚO Œ̂∞
<å áê^•Å∞ ã¨iQÍ
ÖË_çy@ìÅ J_»∞QÆ∞ÅÖ’ ã¨iáÈ~Ú#Ñ¨Ù_»∞
<Õ#∞ QÍeH˜ ã¨"åÅ∞ qã≤~å#∞
HÍÖÏxH˜ =ºuˆ~HõOQÍ Ñ¨~°∞QÆ∞Ñ¨O ≥̂O!
"≥Å∞QÆ∞ÔH· ^•Ç¨ÏO`À
=ÅÅ∞ qã≤~å#∞
áêiáÈÜÕ∞ ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}ÏÅ#∞ Ñ¨@∞ì‰õΩ<ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ,
ã‘QÆÖò DHõÅ#∞ <å t~À*ÏÅ‰õΩ
=Ú_ç"Õã≤ "å\˜x ZQÆ~°xKåÛ#∞
=ã¨O «̀ „Ñ¨"åÇ¨Å`À-
á⁄QÆ=∞OK«∞Ö’ ™êfl#O KÕã¨∂Î
zHÀi á⁄ÖÏÅ =∞ è̂Œº#
D è̂Œ~ü he „Ñ¨"åÇ¨xfl
<å <åÅ∞Hõ H˘ã῭ À JO Œ̂∞‰õΩ<Õ ^•xx.

WÑ¨C_»∞ xOy "ÕÖÏ_»∞ «̀∞#flk.
áê «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù JOK«∞ÖÏ¡
he~°OQÆ∞ =∂_çáÈ~Ú
|∂_ç̂ Œ~°OQÆ∞ =∞ã≤ÉÁQÆ∞æÖÏ¡...
"å_ç# DHõÖ’¡
Hõ#∞fl=¸ã≤# ã‘QÆÖò Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÖÏ¡
Wã¨∞Hõ =∂iOk è̂Œ∂oQÍ.
<å Z_®i =O è̂Œº ^•iÖ’
QÍe K≥~°∞Ñ¨Ù «̀∞#flk
ÖË_ç J_»∞QÆ∞*Ï_»Å#∞
ã¨∂~°∞º_ç ZO_» ##∞fl QÆ∞_ç¤QÍ KÕã¨∞Î#flk
HÍOu H˜~°} â◊HõÖÏÅ`À.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Maladjustment

I had put on

my reddest dress

to spread brightness

on my arrival

but these women were rabid

had crawled to the drug locker

with their pee bags

trailing behind

and their white gowns

open at the back

for ease of examination

I tried to stop them

screamed for the nurse

but they were already

devouring

the coloured pills

and celebrating

their ephemeral victory

over doomed

maladjustment

✧✧✧✧✧
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25. «̀Ñ¨C_»∞ ã¨~°∞ÌÉÏ@∞

<Õ#∞ `˘_»∞‰õΩ¯<åfl#∞

<å Z„Ô~„~°\˜ Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅ#∞

"≥Å∞QÆ∞#∞ qãÎ̈ $ «̀ Ñ¨~°KÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

<å ~åHõ̀ À†

HÍx D ¢ã‘ÎÅ∞ L#‡ «̀∞ÎÅ∞

=∞O Œ̂∞Å ÃÑ>ì̌"ÕÑ¨Ù áê‰õΩ «̀∞<åfl~°∞

"åà◊¡ zxfl ã¨OK«∞Å`À

"≥#Hõ áê~å_»∞ «̀∂-

Ñ¨sHõ∆ ™œÅÉèíºO HÀã¨O

"≥#Hõ ≥̀~°=|_ç# ≥̀Å¡Q“#¡Ö’

"åà◊¡#∞ PÑ¨_®xH˜ „Ñ¨Ü«∞uflOKå#∞

#~°∞û HÀã¨O J~°∞ã¨∂Î, J~Ú Õ̀,

JÑ¨Ê\˜̂H "åà◊√¡ q∞OQÆ∞ «̀∞<åfl~°∞

~°OQÆ∞~°OQÆ∞Å QÆ∞oHõÅ∞

Ñ¨O_»∞QÆ KÕã¨∞‰õΩO@∞<åfl~°∞

"åà◊¡ `å`å¯eHõ ÔQÅ∞Ñ¨Ù#∞

=ÚOK«∞H˘ã¨∞Î#fl

«̀Ñ¨C_»∞ ã¨~°∞ÌÉÏ@∞`À

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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26. Preparing for the death on stage – III

you touched her neck

with white suede gloves

kissed her

bit her

before you placed

the crown on her head

among all those bare trees

foreboding voices

and skulls

but the blood

penetrated the tissue

dripped from the crown spikes

onto her hands

kissed for mercy

by moaning children

and no water on earth

not even

the vogues of Acheron

could wash off

those stains

burning their way

through the frenzy

that had slain sleep

✧✧✧✧✧
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26. =∞$`«∞º=Ù‰õΩ ã¨#fl^èŒúO - =¸_»= ^Œâ◊

h=Ù P"≥∞ "≥∞_»#∞ ã¨Ê $tOKå=Ù

≥̀Å¡\˜ QÆ¡=Ùãπ̀ À

P"≥∞#∞ =Ú^•Ì_ç<å=Ù

H˘iHÍ=Ù

H˜s\Ïxfl P"≥∞ t~°ã¨∞ûÃÑ· LOKÕ=ÚO Œ̂∞

P #QÆfl=$H∆ÍÅ =∞ è̂Œº

K≥_»∞ â◊‰õΩ<åÅ∞, HõáêÖÏÅ =∞ è̂Œº

J~Ú`Õ, ~°HõÎO

„Ñ¨"ÕtOzOk Hõ}*ÏÅOÖ’

H˜s@Ñ¨Ù "≥Ú#ÅQÆ∞O_®

P"≥∞ KÕ̀ «∞Ö’¡H˜ *ÏiOk

Hõ~°∞}HÀã¨O =Ú^•Ì_»∞Î#fl

qÅÑ≤OKÕ Ñ≤Å¡Å∞.

<ÕÅÃÑ·x U hà◊¥¡

z=~°‰õΩ ZMˇ~å<£ JOwHÍ~åÅ∂

Hõ_»QÆÖË=Ù P =∞~°Hõefl

Jq HÍÅ∞Û‰õΩO@∂ áÈ`å~Ú

x„ Œ̂#∞ K«OÑ≤# P"Õâ◊OÖ’.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Digging for springs

I had to dig deeper for springs

this year

the ground dry

rocks and roots

barring my way

dairies

bound in buckskin

train tickets

for cancelled journeys

family vows

treasured

in creaky drawers

cobwebs

growing to ropes

around my ankles

blinded by dust at dusk

and haze at dawn

weary to carry

all those registers

with fading names

and missing addresses

while stray dogs

snarled in mating games

and the owl dived

and tore its prey

on the velvet moss

of the holy stone
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27. [Å è̂•~° HÀã¨O «̀=fiHÍÅ∞

<Õ#∞ «̀"åfie Ö’ «̀∞QÍ [Å è̂•~° HÀã¨O

D U_®k

ZO_ç# <ÕÅ á⁄_çQÍ

~åà◊¥¡, ~°Ñ¨CÅ∂, "Õà◊¥¡

<å ^•iHõ_»¤OQÍ

k#K«~°º-_≥·sÅ∞ lOHõK«~°‡Ñ¨Ù J@ìÅ`À

„>ˇ~Ú<£ \ỖH@∞¡,

~°̂ Œ∞Ì KÕÜ«∞|_ç# „Ñ¨Ü«∂}ÏÅq

‰õΩ@∞O| „Ñ¨=∂}ÏÅ∞ H©K«∞=∞<Õ ™⁄~°∞QÆ∞Ö’¡

™êÖˇQÆ∂à◊¡̂ •~åÅ∞ `åà◊√¡QÍ ÖÏ==Ù «̀∂

<å pÅ=∞O_»Å K«∞@∂ì

™êÜ«∞Oã¨O è̂ŒºÖ’ ã¨O è̂•ºHÍO «̀∞Å∞

<å <Õ„`åÅ#∞ QÆ∞_ç¤qQÍ KÕã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

P =∞ã¨Hõ pHõ\˜Ö’ P ilãì̈~°¡xfl\˜h

"≥∂¿ã â◊HÎ̃ ÖË̂ Œ∞ <å‰õΩ.

¿Ñ~°∞¡, z~°∞<å=∂Å∞ =∂ã≤áÈÜ«∂~Ú

T~°‰õΩHȭ Å∞ |Ü«∞@

J~°∞ã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú z «̀ÎHÍÔ~Î L#‡ «̀Î̀ «Ö’

QÆ∞_»¡QÆ∂| XHõ\˜ Œ̂∂ã¨∞‰õΩáÈ~ÚOk

Z~°#∞ "Õ\Ï_ç peÛ u<ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

Ñ¨q„ «̀ tÅÃÑ· Ñ¨~°K«∞‰õΩ#fl "≥Öˇfi\ò <åK«∞ u"åzÃÑ·.

✤ ✤
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I had to dig deeper

this year

beyond layers of soil

and layers of skin

to catch a glance

of the lily

shimmering on waters

thousand years deep

✧✧✧✧✧
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<Õ#∞ =∞iO «̀ Ö’ «̀∞QÍ «̀"åfie

D ã¨O= «̀û~°O

<ÕÅá⁄~°Å‰õΩ P=Å

K«~°‡Ñ¨Ù á⁄~°Å‰õΩ P=Å

eb¡Ñ¨ÓÅ#∞ K«∂¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

"Õ~Ú ã¨O= «̀û~åÅ Ö’ «̀∞Ö’x

hà◊¡ÃÑ· "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î#fl Œ̂k!

✧✧✧✧✧
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Nightly departure

the dog drinks sea water

in regular small gulps

careless of stranded jellyfish

and half-broken sandcastles

at the class reunion

dressed up greying pupils

read names in fusty registers

with hearts for the departed

the day dogs are others

than the night dogs

gathering at street corners

to head for occult destinations

at the non-stop mini market

late customers grab at

beer, condoms, lighters –

nearby, under-agers sniff paint

at the end of the class reunion

seniors kiss uncertain goodbyes

turn to pee behind the gate

stumble over non-responsive dogs

on the roadside, swollen cadavers

ferment, dilate to burst

to smirch the stars, brighter here

than anywhere else on the earth

✧✧✧✧✧
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28. ~å„u x„+¨̄ =∞}ÏÅ∞

‰õΩHȭ  `åQÆ∞ «̀∞#flk ã¨=Ú„ Œ̂Ñ¨Ù h\˜x
zxfl zxfl QÆ∞Hȭ Å`À,
H˘@∞ì‰õΩ=zÛ# '*ˇb¡Ñ¶≤+π—#∞ ÖˇHȭ  KÕÜ«∞‰õΩO_®
ã¨QÆO qiy# Wã¨∞Hõ HÀ@Å#∂-

Ñ¨Ó~°fi q^•º~°∞÷Å ã¨=∂"Õâ◊O
«̀Å<≥~°ã≤# "åo¡Ñ¨C_»∞

áê «̀ ilãì̈~üÖ’ ¿Ñ~°∞¡ K«̂ Œ∞=Ù «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
x„+¨̄ q∞Oz# "åà◊¡q, QÆ∞O_≥Å∞ |~°∞"≥‰õΩ¯`å~Ú

Ñ¨QÆ\˜ ‰õΩHȭ Å∞ "Õ~°∞
~å„u ‰õΩHȭ Å∞ "Õ~°∞, Jq,
gkè =¸ÅÖ’¡ QÆ∞q∞‰õÄ_ç
~°Ç¨Ïã¨º QÆ=∂ºÅ"ÕÑ¨Ù áÈ «̀∞O\Ï~Ú.

=¸ «̀|_»x zxfl ã¨O «̀Ö’
PÅã¨ºOQÍ =KÕÛ qxÜ≥∂QÆ̂ •~°∞Å∞
H˘#∞‰õΩ¯O@∞<åfl~°∞, c~°∞, HõO_À"£∞Å∞, Ö·̌@~°∞¡†
Ñ¨Hȭ <Õ Ñ≤Å¡Å‰õΩ ÃÑ~ÚO\ò "åã¨# ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ÎOk.

Ñ¨Ó~°fi q^•º~°∞÷Å ã¨=∂"Õâß#O «̀~°O,
ÃÑ Œ̂Ì"åà◊√¡ K≥|∞ «̀∞<åfl~°∞ JxtÛ «̀ g_À¯à◊√¡
ˆQ@¡ "≥#∞Hõ =¸„ «̀qã¨~°̊# KÕÜ«∞É’ «̀∞O>Ë
J_»¤O =™êÎ~Ú HÍà◊¡‰õΩ K«_ôK«Ñ¨C_»∞ KÕÜ«∞x ‰õΩHȭ Å∞

~°Ç¨Ï^•i Ñ¨Hȭ # Laƒ# â◊"åÅ∞
‰õΩo¡, Ñ¨yÖËO Œ̂∞‰õΩ ã≤̂ ŒúOQÍ
`å~°Å #O@∞‰õΩ<Õ@∞¡, „Ñ¨HÍâ◊=O «̀OQÍ #Hõ∆„`åÅ∞
<ÕÅÃÑ· WOÔHHȭ _® HÍ#~å#O «̀QÍ

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤



82

Episode

I was late for Brahms

in the nymph castle

audience already inside

under the bliss

of chandeliers

outside darkness

and an insinuation of swans

on the canals –

I mistook marsh for marble

lost my satin shoes

in the mire

sat on a log

and cried

a rush of horses

rattle of swards

within my breath

fair ladies sniggering –

under the lake skin

flickers of torches

in dungeons

intruders

waiting for execution

around me the night

weaving

layers of apprehension

✧✧✧✧✧
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29. LáêMÏº#=Ú

'„ÉÏÇ¨Ï"£∞û— ã¨Ow «̀ HõKÕi
'xOÑ¶π HÍºã≤Öò—Ö’
PÅã¨º=∞~ÚºOk, <Õ#∞ "≥àı¡ã¨iH˜
„â’ «̀Å∞<åfl~°∞ Ö’Ñ¨Å
P#O Œ̂ áê~°=â◊ºOÖ’ Õ̀eÜ«∂_»∞ «̀∂

|Ü«∞@ Hõ\˜Hõ pHõ\˜
HÍÅ∞=ÅÖ’ Ç¨ÏOã¨Å ÖÏÅ#Å∞

=∞_»∞QÆ∞Å∞ HÍ#=KåÛ~Ú K«Å∞=~åà◊¡ÖÏ
<Õ#∞ áÈQ˘@∞ì‰õΩ<åfl#∞ <å âß\˜<£ K≥Ñ¨CÅ∞
P TaÖ’
H˘Ü«∞º Œ̂∞OQÆg∞ Œ̂ ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx
U_®Û#∞ KåÖÏ¿ãÑ¨Ù.

JâßfiÅ HÀÖÏÇ¨ÏÅO
Ñ¨ã≤iHõ |Ü«∞à◊¡Ö’
<å TÑ≤iÖ’Ñ¨Å
JO^•Å [=fi#∞Å #=ÙfiÅ∞

ã¨~°ã¨∞û K«~°‡O J_»∞QÆ∞#
\ÏiÛÖ·̌@¡ "≥Å∞QÆ∞Å∞
<ÕÅ=∂oQÆÖ’
K˘~°ÉÏ@∞ ^•~°∞Å∞
Z Œ̂∞~°∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î<åfl~°∞ =∞~°} Œ̂O_»# J=∞Å∞‰õΩ.

<å K«∞@∂ì~å ~å„u
<Õã¨∞Î#flk
ÉèíÜ«∞Ñ¨Ù á⁄~°Å#∞.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Find the bird

this is a forlorn place

where once youngsters came

to gallivant, dance and love

when life seemed perpetual

and the wanderers, dancers and lovers

treasured it in their immortal minds

as they knew they would never forfeit

and they didn’t

floating above the waves

as feathers, breeze, echoes –

and once in a while

a bird would fall to the ground

heavy with the sorrow of the world

and so tiny that you could hardly see it

lying there

on the barren rocks

in its delusive nest of feathers

withering under the callous sun

void of lustre and echo

✧✧✧✧✧
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30. Ñ¨H˜∆x Hõ#∞HÀ¯

Wk XO@i „Ñ¨̂ Õâ◊O

XHõÑ¨C_»∞ Ü«Ú=fÜ«Ú=‰õΩÅ∞

áÈH˜sÅ∞, P_çáê_Õ"åà◊√¡, „¿Ñ=∞Ö’

rq «̀O âßâ◊fi «̀=∞xÑ≤OKÕ̂ ŒÑ¨C_»∞

ã¨OKå~°∞Å∞, #~°Î‰õΩÅ∞, „¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ∞

"åà◊¡ J=∞~° =∞#ã¨∞ûÅÖ’ Éèí„ Œ̂Ñ¨~°K«∞‰õΩ<åfl~°∞

^•xx HÀÖ’Ê=∞x "åà◊¡‰õΩ ≥̀eã≤#@∞¡

"åà◊√¡ HÀÖ’ÊÖË̂ Œ∞ ‰õÄ_®.

JÅÅÃÑ· Õ̀eÜ«∂_»∞ «̀∂

DHõÅÖÏ, Ñ¨=# gzHõÅÖÏ, „Ñ¨u è̂Œfi#∞ÖÏ¡

XHÀ¯™êi

Ñ¨H˜∆ <ÕÅ‰õÄÅ∞`«∞Ok

„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù Œ̂∞óYO`À ÉèÏ~°OQÍ

ZO «̀ zxfl Œ̂O>Ë Jk ^•^•Ñ¨Ù Hõ#|_»̂ Œ∞

<ÕÅÃÑ· Ñ¨_ç L#fl@∞¡

QÆ_ç¤ "≥ÚÅ=x ~åà◊¡ÃÑ·

'DHõÅ QÆ∂_»∞— J<Õ „ÉèÏOuÖ’

Œ̂Ü«∞ÖËx ã¨∂~°∞º_ç ZO_»Ö’ "å_çáÈ «̀∂

r=Hõà◊ "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨Ó, „Ñ¨u è̂Œfih ÖË‰õΩO_®-

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Preparing for the death on stage – V

they came in small armies

crawling on the blank floor

spitting words into the moist soil

watching them germinate

grow to daggers

sting

the skin of the sky

he could hear them

waiting behind his gate

creeping like pitch

under his door

to his feet

harden around his ankles

while she rounded

the sweetness of her lips

into the pit of a well

to drown the dread

and the bareness

in her soul

and her earrings

cut into his heart

as she reeled

under the greedy breath

of heavy men

with time hanging

on gold chains

while her time

deserted her

the boy penned whore on the wall

pinned his teddy bear onto the door

before he shut it behind himself

to vanish into a parentless world

✧✧✧✧✧
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31. =∞$`«∞º=Ù‰õΩ ã¨#fl^ŒúO - J~Ú^Œ= ^Œâ◊

"åà◊√¡ =KåÛ~°∞ zxflzxfl Ãã·<åºÅ`À
MÏm <ÕÅÃÑ· áê‰õΩ¯O@∂
Ñ¨̂ •Å#∞ «̀_ç<ÕÅÃÑ· L=Ú‡ «̀∂
Jq "≥ÚÅÔH «̀Î_®xfl
Jq Ñ≤_çÉÏ‰õΩÖ·̌ ÃÑiy
HÍ@∞ "ÕÜ«∞_®xx
xOy K«~å‡xfl... QÆ=∞xã¨∂Î...
J «̀_»∞ ^•xx q#QÆÅ∞QÆ∞`å_»∞
«̀# ̂Q@∞‰õΩ "≥#Hõ xsH∆̃ã¨∂Î
«̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù H˜O Œ̂
è̂ŒfixÖÏ áê‰õΩ «̀∂

J «̀x HÍà◊¡"ÕÑ¨Ù‰õΩ =ã¨∞Î#fl ^•xx,
J «̀_ç pÅ=∞O_»Å K«∞@∂ì QÆ\ì̃Ñ¨_ç
P"≥∞ «̀# ÃÑ^•Å uÜ«∞º Œ̂<åxfl
ÉÏq QÆ∞O@Ö’H˜ "Õã≤
ÉèíÜ«∂xfl =ÚOz
«̀# P «̀‡#∞ #QÆflÑ¨~°z#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

P"≥∞ Hõ~å‚Éèí~°}ÏÅ∞
J «̀_ç Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∂xfl pÅ∞™êÎ~Ú
|~°∞"≥·# =∞#∞+¨µÅ ¿Ñ~åâ◊ TÑ≤iH˜
P"≥∞ Hõà◊√¡ uiy Ñ¨_ç#Ñ¨C_»∞-
HÍÅO |OQÆ~°∞ Q˘Å∞ã¨∞Å‰õΩ "ÕÖÏ_»∞ «̀∞O_»QÍ
P"≥∞ ã¨=∞Ü«∞O P"≥∞#∞ q_çz "≥o¡áÈ~ÚOk.

P ÉÏÅ∞_»∞ QÀ_»ÃÑ· „"åã≤<å_»∞- '"Õâ◊º— -Jx
«̀# '>ˇ_ç¤ÉË~ü—#∞ QÀ_»‰õΩ «̀yeOz<å_»∞

^•x "≥#∞Hõ «̀##∞ `å#∞ ^•K«∞‰õΩx
«̀e¡̂ ŒO„_»∞Å∞ ÖËx „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’H˜ J Œ̂$â◊º"≥∞ÿ<å_»∞

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Wind on our shoulders

those nights in the wood cabin

in the mountains

chopping wood for the smoky stove

the scrap of paper in my pocket

to confirm our legitimation

hardly any food but chocolate

and in the evenings

the walk to the barracks

to share some bread and soup

with the soldiers

who would cast glances

but never ask –

on the way back through snow piles

with the wind howling

on our shoulders

hoping to trace our own footprints

before the wolves did

and then back in the cold room

the fire long extinguished

only music and chocolate

we’d smoke and make love

the wall alive

with bursting colours

light breaking in flashes

voices growing to fingers

to fondle the stars

as we believed we were immortal

and unattainable

like butterflies preserved in amber

when the wind howls

I sometimes wonder

where you are

and if you still listen

to the Tunnel of Love

✧✧✧✧✧
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32. =∞# Éèí∞*ÏÅÃÑ· QÍe

K≥Hȭ  HÍºa<£Ö’ P ~å„ «̀∞Å∞
H˘O_»ÅÖ’
á⁄QÆÅ ‰õΩOÑ¨\˜H˜ =O@K≥~°‰õΩ #~°∞‰õΩ «̀∂
<å *Ë|∞Ö’ z «̀∞ÎHÍy «̀O
<åºÜ«∞Ñ¨~°OQÍ ã¨O|O è̂•xfl è̂Œ$=Ñ¨~°K«∞HÀ=_»O HÀã¨O,
PÇ¨~°"Õ∞g∞ ÖË̂ Œ∞, KåH˘Öˇ\ò q∞#Ç¨
™êÜ«∞OHÍÅO
ÉÏº~°H±Å "ÕÑ¨Ù #_»Hõ
H˘O «̀ ~˘>ì̌, ã¨∂Ñ¨Ù Ñ¨OK«∞HÀ_®xH˜
Ãã·x‰õΩÅ`À Hõeã≤
"åà◊√¡ K«∂Ñ¨ÙÅ∞ qã¨∞~åÎ̂~ QÍx
J_»QÆ~°∞...
=∞OK«∞ QÆ∞@ìÅg∞ Œ̂∞QÍ "≥#H˜̄
QÍe Tà◊"Õã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ
=∂ Éèí∞*ÏÅ g∞ Œ̂
=∂ Ñ¨̂ Œ=Ú„ Œ̂Å#∞ "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ¯O@∂ =KÕÛ
`À_Õà◊¡Hõ<åfl =ÚO Œ̂∞
"≥o¡ P K«Å¡\˜QÆkÖ’
PiáÈ~ÚO ≥̂Ñ¨C_À <≥QÆ_»∞
áê@, KåH˘Öˇ\ò L<åflÜ«∞O Õ̀
á⁄QÆ `åQÆ∞ «̀∂, „¿Ñ=∞, â◊$OQÍ~°O
QÀ_» ã¨r=OQÍ ~°OQÆ∞Å∞ l=Ú‡ «̀∞Ok
"≥Å∞QÆ∞ "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨Ù â◊HõÖÏÖÏ¡ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ
ã¨fi~åÅ∞ JOQÆ∞oÖ·̌ «̀_»∞=Ú`å~Ú `å~°Å#∞
"Õ∞=Ú =∞=∞‡efl J=∞~°∞Å∞QÍ ÉèÏqOK«∞‰õΩx,
UO|~üÖ’ Éèí„ Œ̂Ñ̈~°K«|_ç# ã‘̀ åHÀHõzÅ∞HõÅO HÍÉ’=∞x ̂ èŒ$=Ñ̈~°K«∞‰õΩO\ÏO!

QÍe Tà◊Å∞ "Õã≤#Ñ¨Ù_»∞ <Õ<åâ◊Û~°ºÑ¨_»∞ «̀∞O\Ï#∞
h"≥Hȭ _»∞<åfl=Ù, hqOHÍ qO@∞<åfl"å '„¿Ñ=∞ ™⁄~°OQÍxfl—?

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Untitled

this is an ugly poem

this is a wicked poem

this is a poem

about corpses lined up

in antiseptic bags

in the basement

this is a poem

about weary customers

drawing numbers

for refundable purgatories

on the ground-floor

this is a poem

about a young girl

on the third floor

pulling tight

at the pink of her hoodie

to conceal

the baldness of her head

this is a poem

about an old titan

on the ninth floor

reading instructions

how to grow titan vertebrae

from his Phoenix wings

this is a poem

about the twelfth floor

where hurrying visitors

carry intricate flower bouquets

for newborn cherubs

this is a poem

about hell and heaven

this is a love poem

✧✧✧✧✧
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33. ji¬Hõ ÖË‰õΩO_®

Wk XHõ JO Œ̂qHÍ~°"≥∞ÿ# Hõq «̀

Wk XHõ „‰õÄ~°"≥∞ÿ# Hõq «̀

D Hõq «̀ â◊"åÅ ÉÏ~°∞efl QÆ∞iOz

<ÕÅ J_»∞QÆ∞# QÆkÖ’x „H˜q∞ã¨OÇ¨~°Hõ ã¨OK«∞Å QÆ∞iOz.

D Hõq «̀ JÅã≤# qxÜ≥∂QÆ̂ •~°∞Å QÆ∞iOz

„H˜Ok QÆ̂ Œ∞Ö’¡x #~°Hõ ‰õÄáêÅHÀã¨O, p@∞¡ fã¨∞Î#fl"åi QÆ∞iOz

D Hõq «̀ =¸_»= JO «̀ã¨∞ÎÖ’x ÉÏeHõ QÆ∞iOz

«̀# |@ì̀ «Å#∞ HõÑ¨CHÀ_®xH˜ KÕ¿ã „Ñ¨Ü«∞ «̀flO QÆ∞iOz

D Hõq «̀ `˘q∞‡ Œ̂= JO «̀ã¨∞ÎÖ’x =$ Œ̂úÜ≥∂ è̂Œ∞_ç QÆ∞iOz

Ñ¶‘xH±û Ô~Hȭ Å #∞Oz "≥<≥fl=ÚHõ#∞ ÃÑOK«_®xfl K«̂ Œ∞=Ù «̀∞<åfl_»̀ «_»∞

D Hõq «̀ Ñ¨<≥flO_»= JO «̀ã¨∞ÎÖ’ ã¨O Œ̂~°≈‰õΩÅ QÆ∞iOz

"åà◊√¡ Ñ¨@∞ìÔHà◊√Î<åfl~°∞ Ñ¨ÓÅQÆ∞ «̀∞ÎÅ#∞ JÑ¨C_Õ Ñ¨Ù\ì̃# Ñ¨ã≤áêÑ¨Å‰õΩ

D Hõq «̀ ã¨fi~°æ #~°HÍÅ QÆ∞iOz

Wk „¿Ñ=∞ Hõq «̀.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Tintagel refunctioned

King Arthur’s men

having reached a certain age

are sitting

in the renovated Tintagel

two or three at a table

not round but square

flipping

through glossy magazines

peeping

at anorexic models

unaffordable sports cars

fitted zen gardens

considering

past steps

in hard to reshape dust

decisions not taken

missed opportunities

acts

that could have been done better

trying

to tame becquerels

to conceal

intimations of diapers
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34. Ñ¨Ù#ifl~å‡}"≥∞ÿ# \˜O\ÏÔQÖò

P~°÷~ü „Ñ¨Éèí∞=Ù =∞#∞+¨µÅ∞

XHõ =Ü«∞ã¨∞‰õΩ KÕ~°∞‰õΩ#fl"åà◊√¡

‰õÄ~°∞Û<åfl~°Hȭ _»!

Ñ¨Ù#ifl~å‡}"≥∞ÿ# '\˜O\ÏÔQÖò— „QÍ=∞OÖ’

W Œ̂Ì~°∞ =ÚQÆ∞æ~°∞ XHõ |Å¡ = Œ̂Ì

QÆ∞O„_»\˜k HÍ Œ̂∞, Jk K«̀ «∞~°„ã¨O.

Ys ≥̂·# Ñ¨„uHõÅ Ñ¨Ù@Å∞ u~°̂Qã¨∂Î

ã¨#fl\˜ `å~°Å ÉÁ=∞‡Å#∞ `˘OyK«∂ã¨∂Î Kå@∞=∂@∞QÍ,

H˘# `åÇ¨Ï «̀∞ÖËx HÍ~°¡#∞

K«Hȭ \˜ *ˇ<£ `À@Å#∞ K«∂ã¨∂Î

áê «̀"≥∞@¡

Œ̂∞=Ú‡ Œ̂∞eÑ≤ ~°∂Ñ¨Ù =∂~åÛÅ#fl

x~°‚Ü«∞O fã¨∞HÀ|_»ÖË̂ Œ∞

J=HÍâßÅ∞ «̀Ñ≤ÊáÈÜ«∂~Ú

JO «̀HõO>Ë =∞OzQÍ KÕ¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ.

ˆ~_çÜ≥∂ è̂•i‡Hõ̀ «#∞

J Œ̂∞Ñ¨ÙKÕã≤

_»Ü«∂Ñ¨~°¡ "å~°ÎÅ#∞

^•KÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ.

✤ ✤
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having fought

so many battles

against knightly opponents

looking straight

into their eyes –

but now

the sniper

hits from the inside

with no warning

except for occasional

hardly detectable

tracks of occult blood

✧✧✧✧✧
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Z<Àfl Ü«Ú^•úÅ∞ KÕã≤ ÔQez<å

~å[ q~À è̂Œ∞Å∞ Hõà◊¡Ö’H˜ K«∂ã¨∞ÎO\Ï~°∞ ã¨∂\˜QÍ

WÑ¨C_»∞ Ãã·flÑ¨~ü Œ̂∂ã¨∞‰õΩáÈ «̀∞Ok

Ö’Ñ¨Å∞flOz, ÃÇÏK«ÛiHõÖËg ÖË‰õΩO_®<Õ

JÑ¨C_»Ñ¨C_»∂ Hõ#|_»=K«∞Û

~°Ç¨Ïã¨º ~°HõÎÑ¨Ù KåiHõÅ∞ JHȭ _»Hȭ _®!

✧✧✧✧✧
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Prayer for shadows

words fall

like hot wax

on skin

oh, God,

teach us to be kind

teach us to be kind

to the grass under our feet

teach us to be kind

to the shadows

dragging behind us

the half-blind woman

stops the other half-blind woman

tells her

about those bad numbers

creeping under her door

about how they besiege

her place

and grin from the shelves

how they snigger

behind her back –

the other woman

nods sympathetically

takes bread crumbs

out of her pocket

feeds imaginary pigeons
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35. h_»ÅÔH· „áê~°÷#

Ñ¨̂ •Å∞ ~åeÑ¨_»̀ å~Ú

"Õ_ç "≥∞ÿ#OÖÏ

K«~°‡O g∞ Œ̂

F ≥̂·==∂

=∂‰õΩ <Õ~°∞Ê=Ú Œ̂Ü«∞`À LO_»_®xx.

=∂‰õΩ <Õ~°∞Ê Œ̂Ü«∞`À #_»=_®xx

áê^•ÅH˜O Œ̂ Ñ¨K«ÛQÆ_ç¤ g∞ Œ̂ ‰õÄ_®

=∂‰õΩ <Õ~°∞Ê Œ̂Ü«∞`À "≥∞ÅQÆ_®xx

=∂ "≥#Hõ HÍm¡_»∞ã¨∞Î#fl h_»Å`À ‰õÄ_®

ã¨QÆO JO è̂Œ∞~åÖ·̌# =∞Ç≤Ïà◊

PÑ≤ K≥|∞ «̀∞#flk

=∞~Àã¨QÆO JO è̂Œ∞~åÖ·̌# „ã‘Î̀ À

K≥_»∞ ã¨OYºÅ∞ «̀# «̀Å∞Ñ¨Ù „H˜O Œ̂ áêHõ_®xx

«̀# WO\˜x ZÖÏ P„Hõq∞OK«∞‰õΩ<åflÜ≥∂

™ê=∂#∞ J~°Å #∞Oz ZÖÏ "≥H˜eQÍ #=Ùfi`åÜ≥∂

«̀# "≥#Hõ ZÖÏ pè̀ «̄ i™êÎÜ≥∂...

=∞~À ¢ã‘Î *ÏeQÍ «̀Å∂Ñ¨Ù «̀∞Ok

«̀# *Ë|∞Ö’Oz ~˘>ì̌=ÚHȭ efl fã≤

TÇ¨ áê=Ù~åÅ "ÕÑ¨Ù qã¨∞~°∞Î#flk.

✤ ✤
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oh God

be good

be good to recycled angels

and to homeless warriors

be good to what is left of the day

and to the darkness to come

✧✧✧✧✧
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F Õ̂=Ù_®,

=∞OzQÍ LO_»∞! Pj~°fikOK«∞!

=∞OzQÍ LO_»∞ Ñ¨Ù#ó „Éèí=∞}O KÕ¿ã Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀Å‰õΩ

Wà◊√¡ ÖËx Ü≥∂ è̂Œ∞Å‰õΩ.

=∞OzQÍ LO_»∞ q∞ye# ~ÀA‰õΩ

~åÉ’ «̀∞#fl pHõ\˜H˜.

✧✧✧✧✧
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The death of the Fisher King

to Robin Williams

he dug out his fire stallion...

from under the ambers of the altar

put on his barbed wire crown

followed the traces of blood

of rats nagging at drowsy derelicts

in underground corridors

of lovers castigated by sniper gods

for having chosen the wrong place

in the wrong moment

of ghost cast shadows

tumbling in the squeeze of his skull

as he dragged his golden rags in the tunnels –

and how long can a man walk on water

to get a glimpse of the Grail

shimmering in the depths of the well?

not farther than a dream’s length

not farther than the vault of a second

not farther than an owl’s call in the dead of night



101

36. Ñ¶≤+¨~ü H˜OQ∑ =∞~°}O

J «̀_»∞ «̀# [fieOKÕ Jâßfixfl «̀qfifã≤<å_»∞

|eÑ‘~î°Ñ¨Ù «̀$}=∞}˜ Ñ¨K«Ûx Ñ‘@ J_»∞QÆ∞ #∞Oz, ^•xx

«̀# =Úà◊¡ H˜s@O g∞ Œ̂ LOK«∞‰õΩ<åfl_»∞,

ZÅ∞HõÅ ~°HõÎÑ¨Ù *Ï_»Å#∞ J<Õfi+≤ã¨∂Î

Éèí∂QÆ~°ƒùÑ¨Ù =™ê~åÅÖ’ ‰õΩxH˜áê@∞¡ Ñ¨_»∞ «̀∞#fl

x~åƒùQÆ∞ºÅ "ÕÑ¨Ù "≥à◊√Î<åfl_»∞

«̀∞áêH© Õ̂= «̀ÅKÕ "≥e"ÕÜ«∞|_ç# „¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ∞

K≥_»∞ Hõ∆}OÖ’ K≥_»∞ „Ñ¨̂ Õâßxfl Z#∞fl‰õΩ#fl KÀ@∞‰õΩ†

Œ̂Ü«∂ºÅ h_»Å∞ «̀# «̀ÅÖ’ u~°∞QÆ∞ «̀∞O>Ë

«̀# |OQÆ~°∞ z~°∞QÆ∞ QÆ∞_»¤efl ™⁄~°OQÍÖ’¡ D_»∞ã¨∞Î#fl"å_ç "ÕÑ¨Ù

Z<åflà◊√¡ =∞x+≤ hà◊¡ÃÑ· #_»=QÆÅ∞QÆ∞`å_»∞

Ñ¨q„ «̀ HõÅâ◊O-Ç¨ÏŸb „ÔQ~ÚÖò#∞ K«∂_»_®xH˜,

ÉÏq Ö’ «̀∞Ö’¡ =Ú#∞QÆ∞ «̀∂, ÖËã¨∂Î?

ã¨fiÑ¨flÑ¨Ù á⁄_»∞QÆ∞Hõ<åfl Z‰õΩ¯= HÍ Œ̂∞

ÃãHõO_»∞ ÃÑ·HõÑ¨CHõ<åfl Œ̂∂~°O HÍ Œ̂∞

xâ◊~å„u QÆ∞_»¡QÆ∂| J~°∞Ñ¨ÙHõ<åfl Œ̂QÆæ~° HÍ Œ̂∞.

✤ ✤
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and how long can a man

walk into and out of a dream

without tattering its ephemeral carcass?

how long can a man

wipe off the blood on his hands

of deeds he has never begotten?

he put on his crown of burning feathers

mounted his stallion armoured with flames

vanished into the well following the call of the Grail

✧✧✧✧✧
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J~Ú<å Z<åflà◊√¡ F =∞x+≤

#_»=QÆÅ_»∞ HõÅÖ’Op Ö’xH˜, |Ü«∞@‰õΩ,

«̀# Jâßâ◊fi «̀ Õ̂Ç¨xfl z<åflaè#flO KÕÜ«∞‰õΩO_®?

Z<åflà◊√¡ F =∞x+≤ «̀∞_çz "ÕÜ«∞QÆÅ_»∞,

«̀# KÕ̀ «∞ÅHõO\˜# ~°HÍÎxfl

`å#∞ KÕÜ«∞x Ñ¨#∞Å =Å¡?

=∞O_Õ DHõÅ H˜s\Ïxfl è̂ŒiOz<å_»̀ «_»∞

[fieOKÕ Hõ=K«=Ú#fl Jâßfixfl Jkè~ÀÇ≤ÏOz<å_»∞

Ñ¨q„ «̀ HõÅâ◊Ñ¨Ù Ñ≤Å∞Ñ¨Ù#O Œ̂∞‰õΩx ÉÏqÖ’ J Œ̂$â◊º"≥∞ÿ<å_»∞.

✧✧✧✧✧
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Preparing for the death on stage – VI

sitting on the ivory balcony

facing floodlights

velvet curtains embroidered with gold

tuning of chords

silk and brocade

around waists shaped on the spin

and if it were not

for having to hold

the pillars of the world

I would move to the edge

and fly the flight of birds

among arrows of light

on my way home

to the tiny glass case

in the desert

with nothing but sand

shining like gold flakes

in the hair

of a thousand year old woman

who on full moon nights

rides her wild horses

bareback

and knows how to turn

virgins to witches

at dawn

I would watch the corn germinate

and fake goddesses
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37. =∞$ «̀∞º=Ù‰õΩ ã¨#fl Œ̂úO - P~°= Œ̂â◊

Œ̂O «̀Ñ¨Ù ÉÏÅ¯hÖ’ ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx

'Ñ¶̈¡_£Ö·̌@¡— "≥Å∞QÆ∞Ö’

|OQÆ~°∞ ZO„ÉÏ~Ú_»s KÕÜ«∞|_ç#

"≥Öˇfi\ò HõÔ~ì#∞¡, `åà◊¡̀ À ÖÏQÆ|_»QÍ

ã≤Å∞¯, „ÉÁˆH_£ Je¡HõÅ∞

QÆ∞O„_»OQÍ #_»∞=Ú K«∞@∂ì

Jk KåÅ Œ̂#fl@∞¡

„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù ãÎ̈OÉèÏefl Ñ¨@∞ì‰õΩ<ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

<Õ#∞ JOK«∞‰õΩ Hõke

Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÖÏ¡ ZyiáÈ`å#∞

HÍOu ÉÏ}ÏÅ =∞ è̂ŒºQÍ

<å WO\˜̂ •iÖ’

Z_®iÖ’ J^•ÌÅ ÃÑ>ì̌

JHȭ _»O`å Wã¨∞Hõ

t~À*ÏÖ’¡ "≥∞i¿ã |OQÆ~°∞ «̀à◊√‰õΩÖÏ¡

"ÕÜÕ∞à◊¡ =Ü«∞ã¨∞#fl =$ Œ̂ú =x «̀

xO_»∞ Ñ¨Ù#flq∞ "≥<≥flÅ ~å„ «̀∞ÅÖ’

J_»q QÆ∞„~åÅÃÑ· ™êfis KÕã¨∞ÎOk #QÆflOQÍ

P"≥∞‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ Hõ#ºÅ#∞

=∞O„ «̀QÆ̀ ≥ÎÅ∞QÍ =∂ˆ~Û q Œ̂º.

L Œ̂Ü«∞ã¨O è̂ŒºÖ’ <Õ#∞ K«∂™êÎ#∞

"≥ÚHȭ *Á#flÅ∞ "≥ÚÅÔH «̀Î_»O

#H˜b Õ̂= «̀Å∞

✤ ✤
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dancing for rain

sun burnt skin

glowing through basil and vines

I would follow the traces

of migrating birds

and search my way

in patterns of light

too frail to grasp

but I find myself

there again

on the ivory balcony

with arrows of light

converging

onto the stage

onto the spot

where they all die

one

by

one

✧✧✧✧✧
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=~°¬O HÀã¨O #$ «̀ºO KÕÜ«∞_»O

«̀∞Åã≤ "≥ÚHȭ Å∞, fÔQÅ =∞ è̂ŒºQÍ

ZO_»‰õΩ =∂_ç# K«~°‡O "≥∞~°=_®xx.

<Õ#∞ J#∞ã¨iOz LO_Õ ^•xx

=Åã¨áÈ «̀∞#fl Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ *Ï_»Å#∞

Ñ¨@∞ìHÀ_®xH˜ gÅ∞HÍx

HÍOu "≥·q è̂•ºÅÖ’

<å ^•ix "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ¯<Õ ^•xx

J~Ú Õ̀, ##∞fl <Õ#∞ Hõ#∞Q˘<åfl#∞

JHȭ _» =∞~°Å

Œ̂O «̀Ñ¨Ù ÉÏÅ¯hÖ’

"≥Å∞QÆ∞ ÉÏ}ÏÅ =∞ è̂Œº#

Jq ~°OQÆã÷̈ÅOÃÑ·

XHõ „Ñ¨̂ Õâ◊OÃÑ· ̂HO„nHõiOK«|_»∞ «̀∞O_»QÍ

JHȭ _» "åà◊√¡ =∞~°}˜™êÎ~°∞

XHõ¯~˘Hõ¯~°∞QÍ.

✧✧✧✧✧
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Dawning

I unfold myself

from the echoes of night

and dive into the purple of dawn

to gild my body

with flakes of light

on the wings of zephyrs

I follow the sun

above seas and abysses

above canvas tents

and alabaster domes

I see children play

and children at war

I watch the deer roar

in mating games

and carcasses rot

at the side of the road

I hear the lyre

tuned with whispers of wind

and curses cutting to bone

I smell bridal bouquets

carried by graceful hands

and the smoke

of smouldering flesh



109

38. L^ŒÜ«∞ã¨O^èŒº

##∞fl <Õ#∞ qÑ¨C‰õΩO\Ï#∞

~å„u „Ñ¨u è̂Œfi#∞Å #∞O_ç

Œ̂∂‰õΩ`å#∞ L Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù T^• Œ̂∞ºuÖ’

HÍOuˆ~HõÅ#∞ <å Õ̂Ç¨xH˜ JÅ∞=Ú‰õΩO\Ï#∞.

*ˇÑ¶≤~ü Ñ¨_»=∞\˜QÍe Ô~Hȭ ÅÃÑ·

J#∞ã¨i™êÎ#∞ <Õ#∞ ã¨∂~°∞º_çx,

ã¨=Ú„^•Å‰õΩ, JQÍ è̂•Å‰õΩ ZQÆ∞=#

HÍ<åfiãπ QÆ∞_®~åÅ‰õΩ ÃÑ·#

JÅÉÏãì̈~ü _À"£∞ÅÃÑ·#†

<Õ#∞ K«∂™êÎ#∞ Ñ≤Å¡Å P@Å#∞

Ü«Ú Œ̂úO KÕã¨∞Î#fl Ñ≤Å¡Å#∞

<Õ#∞ K«∂™êÎ#∞ ÖËà◊¡ QÆ~°̊#Å#∞

â◊$OQÍ~° „H©_»ÅÖ’

<Õ#∞ K«∂™êÎ#∞ ~°Ç¨Ï^•i Ñ¨Hȭ #

‰õΩo¡áÈ «̀∞#fl â◊"åÅ#∞

<Õ#∞ qO\Ï#∞ g}Ïã¨fi~åÅ#∞

QÍe QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨Å`À "≥∂QÆ∞ «̀∞#fl"å\˜x,

Z=ÚHõÅ#∞ HÀ¿ã âßÑ¨<å~å÷Å#∞,

<Õ#∞ P„Ñ¶̈∂}˜™êÎ#∞ = è̂Œ∞=ÙÅ KÕ̀ «∞Ö’¡x Ñ¨Ù+¨ÊQÆ∞KåÛùÅ#∞

HÍÅ∞ «̀∞#fl â◊"åÅÃÑ·# á⁄QÆÅ#∞.

✤ ✤
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at dusk

I will be a sea gull

looking for shelter

on a solitary

salt bitten pole

I will sleep with my head

under my wings

and dream of the glory

of a new sunbirth

✧✧✧✧✧
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™êÜ«∞OHÍÅÑ¨Ù Ñ¨Ó@

'ã‘QÆÖò— Ñ¨H∆̃QÍ =∂i

P„â◊Ü«∞O HÀã¨O "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ`å#∞

LÑ¨C u#fl XO@i ãÎ̈OÉèíOÃÑ·

Ô~Hȭ ÅH˜O Œ̂ «̀Å"åeÛ x„ Œ̂áÈ`å#∞

H˘ «̀Î ã¨∂~°∞º_ç [##Ñ¨Ù

H©iÎHÍO «̀∞Å#∞ ã¨fiÑ¨flOÖ’ Hõ#∞Q˘O\Ï#∞.

✧✧✧✧✧
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Chime

when the carillon

strikes the hour

I count the rings

in the marrow of their bones

as they fall

one by one

they have propped the vault of the sky

with the skin of their palms

parchment lined

with the calligraphy of yearning

maps of bravery in the war

and of ardour in times of peace

they have baptised their children

and buried their dead

with the sap of the earth

which they moulded

into cradles and altars

into tales

of birdwomen luring their lovers

to cast them

into armours of light

and heralds

of new unions

with peregrine tongues

and when the sun tires

of the mirth of the day

and the shadows unravel

into filaments of obscurity

I shall bury them

one by one

counting the crowns

in the mark of their bones

✧✧✧✧✧
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39. z~°∞QÆO@Å ã¨=fi_ç

QÆO@Å QÀÑ¨Ù~°OÖ’x HÍiÖÏ¡<£ "å Œ̂ºO
QÆO@ H˘\ì̃#Ñ¨Ù_»∞
<Õ#∞ ÖˇH˜̄ ™êÎ#∞ QÆO@Å â◊ÉÏÌefl
"å\˜ Z=ÚHõÅ QÆ∞A˚Ö’
Jq XHõ̂ •x «̀~°∞"å «̀ XHõ\˜ Ñ¨_»∞ «̀∞#flÑ¨Ù_»∞-
Jq `å‰õΩ`å~Ú xOy ÃÑ·HõÑ¨C#∞,
"å\˜ J~°KÕ̀ «∞ÅÃÑ·x K«~°‡O`À
áê~üì"≥∞O\ò HÍy «̀Ñ¨Ù JOK«∞Å#∞
xsHõ∆} JHõ∆~åÅ â‹·e
Ü«Ú Œ̂úOÖ’ ™êÇ¨Ïã¨Hõ$`åºÅ Ñ¨\ÏÅ∞
âßOu ã¨=∞Ü«∞OÖ’ HõëêìÅ QÍ è̂ŒÅ∞.

"åà◊√¡ Ñ≤Å¡Å‰õΩ ÉÏÑ≤ì[O KÕ~ÚOz<å~°∞.
K«xáÈ~Ú# "åà◊¡#∞ áêuÃÑ\ì̃<å~°∞
Éèí∂™ê~°O`À
"åà◊√¡ KÕÜ«∞|_ç# ^•xÖ’<Õ
TÜ«∞ÅÅ∞QÍ, |eÑ‘~îåÅ∞QÍ
Hõ̂ äŒÅ∞QÍ, Ñ¨H∆̃„ã‘ÎÅ∞ „¿Ñq∞‰õΩefl PHõi¬Oz
HÍOu Hõ=KåÅÖ’ áÈ «̀áÈÜ«∞_»O
H˘ «̀Î HõÅ~ÚHõÅ∞ q Õ̂j ÉèÏ+¨Å`À

Ñ¨QÆ\˜ P#O Œ̂Ñ¨Ù "Õ_»∞HõÅÖ’
JÅã≤áÈ~Ú# ã¨∂~°∞º_»∞,
=∞~°Ñ¨ÙÖ’ ÖË‰õΩO_® =∂ã≤áÈ~Ú#
h_»Å∞, "å\˜ *Ï_»Å∞
<Õ#∞ áêuÃÑ_®Î#∞ XHȭ \ÁHȭ \˜QÍ
H˜s\ÏÅ#∞ ÖˇH˜̄ ã¨∂Î
"åà◊¡ Z=ÚHõÅ‰õΩ zÇ¨ÏflOQÍ!

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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What comes after the morph*

what comes after the morph

after they fill your cells

with the dream of poppies

with the dream of redemption

earned without walking on embers

with the dream of breaking

the lead carcass

and let free the seeds of air

when angels with crisps collars

bathe you

in the white of their wings

before they thrust the needle

what comes after the morph

when you curl

into the foetal position

and dream of your mother’s womb

while alien hands

swathe you in lint –

and what comes after the morph

when there is no after

and time peels off you

like poppy petals

innocent, unaware...

✧✧✧✧✧

*slang for ‘morphine’
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40. x„̂ Œ «̀~°∞"å «̀ Uq∞ =ã¨∞ÎOk?

x„ Œ̂ «̀~°∞"å «̀ Uq∞ =ã¨∞ÎOk?
Hõ}ÏÅ#∞ xOÑ≤
J Œ̂$â◊º=∞=Ù «̀∞Ok ã¨fiÑ¨flO
„áêÜ«∞tÛ «̀ÎÑ¨Ù HõÅÅ∞
xÑ¨CÅÃÑ· #_»=#Hȭ ~°ÖË̂ Œ∞.

ã‘ã¨Ñ¨Ù â◊"åxfl | Œ̂ÌÅ∞Q˘>Ëì
ã¨fiÑ¨flO Hõ#‰õΩO_®<Õ
QÍe q «̀Î<åefl =kÖË™êÎ#∞ ¿ãfiK«ÛùQÍ.
Õ̂= Œ̂∂ «̀Å∞ QÆ\ì̃ HÍÅ~°∞¡ QÆÅ"åà◊√¡

x#∞fl ™êfl#O KÕ~Ú™êÎ~°∞
"åà◊¡ ≥̀Å¡\˜ ~°OQÆ∞Å HÍOuÖ’
ã¨∂kx QÆ∞KÕÛ=ÚO Œ̂∞†

x„ Œ̂ «̀~°∞"å «̀ Uq∞=ã¨∞ÎOk?
h=Ù =Ú_»∞K«∞‰õΩx
QÆ~°ƒùã÷̈ Ñ≤O_»OÖÏ Ñ¨_»∞‰õΩx
h =∂ «̀$=¸iÎ QÆ~°ƒùQÆ∞_çx HõÅQÆ#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
„QÆÇ¨O «̀~°"åã¨∞Å Ç¨Ï™êÎÅ∞
#~°∞‰õΩ`å~Ú h t~À*ÏÅ#∞.

x„ Œ̂ «̀~°∞"å «̀ Uq∞ =ã¨∞ÎOk?
«̀~°∞"å «̀ Ug∞ LO_»̂ Œ∞

HÍÅO Ñ‘H˜"Õã¨∞ÎOk á⁄~°Å#∞
QÆO*Ï~Ú Ñ¨ÓÅˆ~HõÖÏ¡O\˜"å\˜x
J=∂Ü«∞Hõ"≥∞ÿ#q, Ug∞ ≥̀eÜ«∞x=q.

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤



116

Mirrors

do you look in the mirror

when,

after having dutifully

waited for green

at the traffic lights,

you go inside

in the room

in the dark

you break into

an infant’s dreams

under floral bed sheets

and smother the cry

with your greedy mouth?

do you look in the mirror

when you are busy

with your hands and tongue

when you drown

textile butterflies

in the eruption

of your gooey mind?

and do you look in the mirror

when she

the one you share the bed with

looks back at you

from the silvery oracle

in censored apprehension?

do you dare to look at yourself

in the mirror?

✧✧✧✧✧
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41. J^•ÌÅ∞

J Œ̂ÌOÖ’H˜ K«∂™ê"å
ZÑ¨C_≥·<å
qkèQÍ K«∂ã≤
PQÍ=Ù P‰õΩÑ¨K«Û ã≤QÆflÖò HÀã¨O
„\ÏÑ¶≤H± Ö·̌@¡ = Œ̂Ì
h=Ù Ö’Ñ¨eH˜ "≥àÏÎ=Ù
QÆk Ö’Ñ¨eH˜
pHõ\˜Ö’H˜
JHȭ _» qiyáÈ`å=Ù
Ñ¨ã≤áêÑ¨ ã¨fiáêflÅ∞QÍ
Ñ¨ÓÅ Œ̂∞Ñ¨Ê@¡ J_»∞QÆ∞#
h Pâ◊áÈ «̀∞ <À\˜̀ À
ˆHHõ#∞ P¿Ñ™êÎ=Ù ZO Œ̂∞Hõx?

J Œ̂ÌOÖ’H˜ K«∂™ê"å
h <åÅ∞Hõ, KÕ̀ «∞Å∞ fiHõÖË‰õΩO_® L#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
h=Ù =„™êÎÅ ã‘̀ åHÀHõzÅ∞HõÅ#∞
h uHȭ =∞#ã¨∞ q™ÈÊù@#OÖ’ =ÚOz#Ñ¨Ù_»∞?

J Œ̂ÌOÖ’H˜ K«∂™ê"å
P"≥∞ h=Ù XˆH â◊Ü«∞ºÃÑ· L#flÑ¨Ù_»∞
`˘Åy# JÉèíºO «̀~åÅ "≥O_ç*’ã¨ºO #∞Oz
h"ÕÑ¨Ù uiy K«∂ã≤#Ñ¨Ù_»∞?

J Œ̂ÌOÖ’ x#∞fl h=Ù K«∂ã¨∞‰õΩ<åfl"å
JÑ¨C_»∞?

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Early spring

I stumble

over signs of early spring

buds bound to burst

ahead of time

unaware

of frost yet to come

there is a hint of blue

shimmering through clouds

heavy with random encounters

empty shells of words

journeys

ahead of schedule

I have left them

one by one

to ponder

to germinate

to follow my shadow

among scraggy sunbeams

in early springs

tinged by mud

and the glory

of late inceptions

and you

who sit

on this subway bench

with your old bag
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42. =ã¨O «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù „áê~°OÉèíO

<Õ#∞ «̀_»|_ç<å#∞

=ã¨O «̀Ñ¨Ù `˘e zÇ¨flÅ= Œ̂Ì

"≥ÚQÆæÅ∞ q™ÈÊù\˜OKÕ@∞¡<åfl~Ú

HÍÖÏxHõ<åfl =ÚO Œ̂∞

WOHÍ =∞OK«∞ ‰õΩ~°∞ã¨∞ÎO Œ̂x ≥̀eÜ«∞Hõ-

=∞|∞ƒÅ =∞ è̂Œº #∞Oz

he~°OQÆ∞ HõxÑ≤OKÕ ã¨∂K«#

Z Œ̂∞~°∞Ñ¨_ç#Ñ¨C_»∞ U^À |~°∞=Ù

=∂@Å∞ MÏm QÆ∞Å¡ÖÏ¡

„Ñ¨Ü«∂}ÏÅ∞ QÆ_»∞=Ù‰õΩ =ÚO Õ̂-

"åà◊¡#∞ <Õ#∞ =ke"≥àÏ¡#∞

XHõi «̀~°∞"å «̀ XHõix

PÖ’zOK«_®xH˜, "≥ÚÅÔH «̀Î_®xH˜

<å h_»#∞ J#∞ã¨iOK«_®xH˜

QÆ~°∞‰õΩ ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}ÏÅ =∞ è̂Œº

=ã¨O «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù „áê~°OÉèÏÅÖ’

|∞~°̂ Œ JO@∞‰õΩ#flk

PÅã¨ºÑ¨Ù „áê~°OÉèÏÅ H©iÎÖ’-

h=Ù ‰õÄ~°∞Û<åfl=Ù 'ã¨Éò"Õ— ÉˇOzÃÑ·

h áê «̀ ã¨Oz xO_® Jã¨OÑ¨Ó~°‚ Ñ¨̂ •Å∞

✤ ✤
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full of

unfinished words

re-patterning syllables

for new vows

mind staring

at migrating birds

on their way home

eager

for the tremor of their wings

in the nest of your belly

we perceive

signs of early spring

unaware

of persistent

patches of ice

✧✧✧✧✧
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H˘ «̀Î „Ñ¨u[˝ÅHÀã¨O J<ÕHõ JHõ∆~åÅ∞

=Åã¨áÈ~Ú# Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ∞ WO\˜H˜ =ã¨∞Î#flÑ¨Ù_»∞

«̀fii «̀OQÍ, "å\˜ Ô~Hȭ Å HõOÑ¨<åÅ∞

≥̀Å∞™êÎ~Ú, h Hõ_»∞Ñ¨Ù QÆ∂\˜Ö’-

=∞#O QÆ=∞x™êÎO

=ã¨O «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù `˘e QÆ∞~°∞ÎÅ#∞

WOHÍ q∞yÖË L#fl

=∞OK«∞ á⁄~°Å#∞

QÆ=∞xOK«‰õΩO_®-

✧✧✧✧✧
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Tell me about beauty

tell me about beauty

about Ophelia

sleeping on a bed of weeds

with little fish

weaving nests

in the shelter of her eyelashes

tell me about beauty

about Desdemona

dreaming figments of innocence

while black-feathered Death

rotates with vultures

above her immaculate sheets

tell me about beauty

about Cleopatra

snaking her splendour

among spikes of jewelled crowns

but doomed to touch the skin of the viper

for the thrill of the final embrace

tell me about beauty...

✧✧✧✧✧
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43. JO Œ̂O QÆ∞iOz q=iOK«∞

<å‰õΩ q=iOK«∞ JO Œ̂O QÆ∞iOz,

JÖÏˆQ XÑ¶≤eÜ«∂ QÆ∞iOp,

Ñ≤zÛ"≥ÚHȭ  â◊Ü«∞ºÃÑ· Ñ¨_»∞‰õΩx

zxflzxfl KÕÑ¨Å`À

QÆ∂à◊¡#∞ JÅ∞¡̀ «∂

«̀# Hõ#∞Ô~Ñ¨ÊÅ "≥O„_»∞HõÅÖ’#

<å‰õΩ q=iOK«∞ JO Œ̂O QÆ∞iOz

JÖÏˆQ _≥ãπ_≥"≥∂<å QÆ∞iOz

J=∂Ü«∞Hõ̀ åfixfl ã¨fiÑ≤flã¨∂ÎO_»QÍ

#Å¡ DHõÅ =∞$ «̀∞º=Ù Ñ¨i„Éèíq∞ã¨∞Î#flk

~å|O Œ̂∞Å`À, =∞K«ÛÖËx P"≥∞ =„™êÎÅÃÑ·

<å‰õΩ q=iOK«∞ JO Œ̂O QÆ∞iOz,

JÖÏˆQ H¡̃Ü≥∂áê„`å QÆ∞iOp,

ã¨~°ÊOÖÏ «̀# H©iÎx "≥eyOz#k

=„[H˜s@Ñ¨Ù =Úà◊¡ =∞ è̂Œº#,

ã¨Êi≈OK«=Åã≤ =zÛOk á⁄_»áê=Ú K«~å‡xfl,

PYi H“yeO «̀Ö’x P#O Œ̂O H˘~°‰õΩ

=∞i, <å‰õΩ q=iOK«∞ JO Œ̂O QÆ∞iOz-

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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At the far end

the afternoon dragged itself

towards an indelible evening

there was a chill in the air

a stir among drying leaves

there was silence along the canal

flowing idly

to a vague embayment

and then there was a murmur

a lament

a litany

or rather something

still in search of a name

no one to see around

the place deserted

no bikers, no dog walkers

and then it was there

it was in the waves

water weeds caressing

the nakedness of his body

floating with fallen leaves

a boy a man a boy

humming himself a lullaby

weaving a net of algae and ghosts

unaware

of the chill in the air
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44. P z=~°

=∞ è̂•ºÇ¨ÏflO ÖÏyOk «̀##∞ `å#∞

«̀∞_»=ÖËx ™êÜ«∞OHÍÅÑ¨Ù "ÕÑ¨Ù

QÍeÖ’ K«Å¡̂ Œ#Ñ¨Ù ã¨Ê~°≈

ZO_»∞\Ï‰õΩÅ QÆÅQÆÅÅ∞

HÍÅ∞= Ñ¨Hȭ # JO`å xâ◊≈|ÌO

| Œ̂ÌHõOQÍ „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∂Î

≥̀eÜ«∞x JMÏ «̀OÖ’H˜.

JHȭ _Õ̂ À QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨

F qÖÏÑ¨O, ~À Œ̂#, „áê~°÷#

J@∞=O\˜̂ Õ U^À

¿Ñ~°∞ HÀã¨O "≥̂ Œ∞‰õΩ «̀∞#flk.

K«∞@∂ì K«∂¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ Z=~°∂ ÖË~°∞

JO Œ̂~°∂ =ke "≥o¡# „Ñ¨̂ Õâ◊O, ÖË~°∞

Ãã·H˜Öò ` ˆ̆H¯"åà◊√¡, ‰õΩHȭ efl #_çÑ≤OKÕ"åà◊¥¡.

JHȭ _» L#flk, JHȭ _» JÅÅÃÑ·

h\˜ "≥ÚHȭ efl `å‰õΩ «̀∂

F Õ̂Ç¨ÏÑ¨Ù #QÆfl «̀fiO

~åe# P‰õΩÅ`Àáê@∞ Õ̀eÜ«∂_»∞ «̀∂.

XHõ ÉÏÅ∞_»∞ =∞x+≤ ÉÏÅ∞_»∞

*’Åáê@ áê_»∞‰õΩO@∞<åfl_»∞

PÖËæ "≥ÚHȭ Å∞, Œ̂Ü«∂ºÅ#∞ =ÅQÍ<Õã≤†

QÍeÖ’ K«Å¡̂ Œ#q∞OHÍ LO Œ̂x

✤ ✤
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of falling leaves

bathing in bliss

in beams of chastity

at the far end of the canal

sirens uniforms ambulances

shrill voices

cutting through the thin air

it was a cold day of November

the evening fell like the leaden gate

of a windowless, mirthless abode

no falling leaves

no tender weeds

no fondling ripples

around one’s wrists

✧✧✧✧✧
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P‰õΩÅ∞ ~åeáÈ=_®xx „QÆÇ≤ÏOK«Hõ

ã¨fiK«Ûù"≥∞ÿ# "≥Å∞QÆ∞ H˜~°}ÏÅÖ’

™êfl#O KÕã¨∞Î<åfl_»∞ P#O Œ̂ã≤÷uÖ’-

HÍÅ∞= P z=~°, Ãã·~°#∞¡, Ü«̧ xá¶ê~°OÅ∞, JO|∞Öˇ#∞ûÅ∞,

fHõ∆}"≥∞ÿ# Q˘O «̀∞Å∞ pÅ∞ã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú Ñ¨ÅK«x QÍex.

Jk #=O|~°∞Ö’ K«Å¡x~ÀA

™êÜ«∞OHÍÅO Ñ¨_çOk #Å¡x ˆQ@∞ÖÏ

H˜\˜H©Å∞, P#O Œ̂O ÖËx WÅ∞¡ÖÏ

P‰õΩÅ∞ ~åÅÖË̂ Œ∞,

ã¨∞xfl «̀"≥∞ÿ# "≥ÚHȭ Å∞ ÖË=Ù

=∞}˜Hõ@∞ìÅ#∞ =Ú^•Ì_Õ JÅÅ∂ ÖË=Ù.

✧✧✧✧✧



128

Not in a movie

I saw Death

with my own eyes

not in a movie

not in a poem

not in Wagner’s “Tristan und Isolde”

but in my own flesh and blood

and although I still go

to the supermarket

to the butcher’s

to the doctor’s to check

my blood pressure

the sugar in my blood

the neurons in my brain

although I drink my glass of red wine every evening

although I reach the climax when I copulate

I know IT is there

in the back of my head

and I shout to you out there

to send me prayers

good vibes

positive thoughts

but all I hear is

the echo of my own words

filling your mouths

when you shout back

and beg for mercy

and all I can do is

show you my bare hands

and give them to you

to read your own story

in the lines of my palms

✧✧✧✧✧
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45. K«Å#z„̀ «OÖ’ HÍ Œ̂∞

<Õ#∞ =∞$ «̀∞º=Ù#∞ K«∂™ê#∞

<å D Hõ#∞Å`À

=¸gÖ’ HÍ Œ̂∞, Hõq «̀Ö’ HÍ Œ̂∞,

"åQÆ#~ü- '„\˜™êì<£-S™⁄Ö¤̌—-Ö’ HÍ Œ̂∞

HÍx <å ~°HõÎ =∂O™êÅÖ’

<ÕxOHÍ "≥àÏ¡eû LOk

ã¨∂Ñ¨~ü =∂Ô~¯\ò‰õÄ

Hõ\˜Hõ "å_ç ^ŒQÆæ~°‰õÄ†

"≥·̂ Œ∞º_ç Œ̂QÆæ~°‰õÄ <å ~°HõÎáÈ@∞ K«∂Ñ≤OK«∞‰õΩ<ÕO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

<å ~°HõÎOÖ’ K«ÔH¯~°, <å "≥∞ Œ̂_»∞Ö’ <å_ô Hõ}ÏÅ∞

„Ñ¨u ™êÜ«∞OHÍÅO F QÍ¡ã¨∞ 'Ô~_£"≥·<£— `åQÆ∞ «̀∞<åfl,

â◊$OQÍ~°̂HoÖ’ tY~åÅ#∞ KÕ~°∞ «̀∞<åfl,

<å‰õΩ ≥̀Å∞ã¨∞ Jk JHȭ _» L#fl Œ̂x

<å «̀ÅÖ’ "≥#Hõ

hHÀã¨O J~°∞™êÎ#∞ <Õ#∞.

Ñ¨OÑ¨Ù`å#∞ „áê~°÷#Å∞, =∞Oz «̀~°OQÍÅ∞

™ê#∞‰õÄÅ"≥∞ÿ# PÖ’K«#Å∞

HÍx, <Õ#∞ q<Õ̂ ŒÖÏ¡ <å =∂@Å „Ñ¨u è̂Œfi#∞ÖË

h <À\˜x xOÑ¨Ù`åÜ«∞q.

h=Ù uiy J~°∞™êÎ=Ù

Œ̂Ü«∞ K«∂Ñ≤OK«=∞x J_»∞QÆ∞`å#∞

<Õ#∞ KÕÜ«∞QÆeyO Œ̂ÖÏ¡ <å #QÆfl Ç¨Ï™êÎÅ#∞ K«∂Ñ≤Oz

hH˜=fi_»O, h Hõ̂ äŒ h=Ù K«̂ Œ∞=ÙHÀ_®xH˜

<å Ç¨ÏãÎ̈̂~YÅÖ’-

✧✧✧✧✧

✤ ✤
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Dead bird on the roof

there is a dead bird

on the glass roof

of the shopping mall

a grey shadow

in a pool of red

beneath

life pulsates

in flashing neon lights

alluring voices

praise the next-to-nothing prices

for ultimate bliss

eternal youth sparkles

from opaline skin repair jars

girls in pairs

cast side glances

at older boys

or wealth promising elderly

food courts brim with

disposable plates, cups, cutlery

dead pigs, chickens, fish

mayonnaise, mustard, custard

chop suey, cevapcici,

Chinese, Lebanese, Japanese
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46. K«zÛ# Ñ¨H˜∆ ÃÑ·HõÑ¨CÃÑ·#

F K«zÛ# Ñ¨H∆̃

ëêÑ≤OQ∑ =∂Öò

J^•ÌÅ ÃÑ·HõÑ¨CÃÑ·#

#Å¡\˜ h_»

Z„~°\˜ =∞_»∞QÆ∞Ö’

kQÆ∞=#

r=O <å_çÖÏ H˘@∞ì‰õΩO@∞#flk

xÜ«∂<£ Ö·̌@¡ "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨ÙÅÖ’

PHõi¬OKÕ ã¨fi~åÅÖ’

KÒHõ̂ èŒ~°ÅÖ’

Ñ¨~°=∂#O^ŒO

âßâ◊fi «̀ Ü«∞=fi# xÑ¨C~°=fiÅ∞

K«~å‡xfl #∞#∞Ñ¨ÙKÕ¿ã *Ï_ôÅ∞

[O@Å∞QÍ ÉÏeHõÅ∞ qã¨∞~°∞Î<åfl~°∞

„H©QÆO@ K«∂Ñ¨Ùefl ÃÑ Œ̂Ì ÉÏÅ∞~°ÃÑ·

è̂Œ#O qã¨~°QÆey# ÉèÏQÆº=O «̀∞ÅÃÑ·,

'Ñ¶̈Ù_£ HÀ~°∞ì— xO_ç LOk

¿ÑÑ¨~ü ¿Ñ¡@∞¡, HõÑ¨CÅ∞, á¶È~ǖ Å∞, K≥OKåÅ∞

K«zÛ# Ñ¨O Œ̂∞Å∞, HÀà◊√¡, KÕÑ¨Å∞

"≥∞~Ú<≥ãπ, =∞ã¨ì~ü¤, Hõã¨ì~ü¤

KåÑπ ã¨∞"≥, Ãã"åÑπã≤ã≤

K≥·hãπ, Öˇ|hãπ, [Ñ¨hãπ

✤ ✤
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while sipping long drinks

youngsters fumble with smartphones

send requests

exchange smiles and smileys

search for an easy chance

to insert their chromosomes

with no particular purpose

✧✧✧✧✧
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á⁄_»∞QÍ\˜ QÍ¡ã¨∞Ö’¡ „ Œ̂"åxfl K«Ñ¨Êiã¨∂Î

Ü«Ú=‰õΩÅ∞ ™ê‡~üìá¶È#¡̀ À «̀_»|_»∞ «̀∞<åfl~°∞

q*Ï˝Ñ¨#Å∞ Ñ¨OÑ¨Ù «̀∂

z~°∞#=ÙfiÅ∞, QÆ∞~°∞Îefl Ñ¨OK«∞‰õΩO@∂

Õ̀eÔH·# J=HÍâ◊O HÀã¨O

«̀=∞ «̀=∞ „HÀ"≥∂*’=Úefl WKÕÛO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

XHõ „Ñ῭ ÕºHõ"≥∞ÿ# „Ñ¨Ü≥∂[#"Õ∞g∞ ÖË‰õΩO_®.

✧✧✧✧✧
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Listening to “The Trout”

listening to “The Trout”

in a hospital room

with Father gliding inexorably

into his corner of eternity

and Jacqueline on the cello

sparkling as ever

in her glamorous blue robe –

gone so early

gone so senselessly

what are we here for after all

it can’t be only

to have to leave

spitting out bits of heart

after meandering

through trials and errors

Jacqueline left untimely

but she fills this antiseptic room

with the exuberance of the trout

celebrating being

in clear cold waters

and Father

lying there

fragile

like a miniature human

carved in an eggshell

treasured in memories

of panpipes, verdicts, train tickets,

maps, tiny wood churches
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47. '„\∫\ò—#∞ q#_»O

Pã¨Ê„u QÆkÖ’ '„\∫\ò—#∞ q#_»O

<å#fl "≥ÚO_çQÍ "≥o¡áÈ «̀∞<åfl_»∞ âßâ◊fi «̀̀ «fiÑ¨Ù =¸ÅÖ’H˜

*ÏÔHfie<£ L#flk 'ÃãÖ’¡— Œ̂QÆæ~°

«̀# he~°OQÆ∞ Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÖ’¡ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∂Î#flk.

"≥o¡áÈÜ«∂_»∞ «̀fi~°QÍ, J~°÷O ÖË‰õΩO_®.

ZO Œ̂∞‰õΩ<åflO =∞#=∞O`å WHȭ _»?

ZÑ¨C_À XHõÑ¨C_»∞ "≥àÏ¡eûO Õ̂

Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù â◊HõÖÏÅ#∞ Lq∞‡"Õã¨∂Î

«̀á⁄ÊÑ¨CÅ =∞Å∞Ñ¨Ùefl ã¨ik Œ̂∞Ì‰õΩO@∂-

*ÏÔHfie<£ "≥o¡áÈ~ÚOk =∞ è̂ŒºÖ’

HÍx P"≥∞ xOÑ¨Ù «̀∞Ok QÆkx

'„\∫\ò— KÕ~°∞‰õΩ#fl ™œÉèÏQÍºxfl

ã¨Ê+ì̈"≥∞ÿ# K«Å¡\˜hà◊¡Ö’ L#fl "Õ_»∞Hõ#∞-

<å#fl JHȭ _» Ñ¨_»∞‰õΩx L<åfl_»∞

`åH˜̀ Õ Ñ¨yÖË@∞¡

HÀ_çQÆ∞_»∞¤ QÆ∞Å¡ÃÑ·

z„uOz# =∞x+≤ÉÁ=∞‡ÖÏ

*Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅÖ’ Éèí„ Œ̂Ñ¨~°K«|_ç

áê<£ ÃÑ·Ñ¨ÙÅ∞, f~°∞ÊÅ∞, „>ˇ~Ú<£ \ỖH@∞¡

Ñ¨\ÏÅ∞, zxfl H˘Ü«∞º K«iÛÅ∞.

✤ ✤
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what are we here for after all

for you can’t ignore

this woeful longing

in the liveliness of a playful trout

tuned to chords

by yet another one gone too early

it is getting dark outside

turning to grey

this dreary room

this dreary hour

this unexpected snow

in the merry month of May

✧✧✧✧✧

The Trout Quintet (Forellenquintett) is the popular name for the

Piano Quintet in A major, D. 667, by Franz Schubert
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ZO Œ̂∞‰õΩ<åflO =∞#=∞O`å WHȭ _»?

D ÉÏ è̂•Hõ~°"≥∞ÿ# xsHõ∆}#∞ `Àã≤Ñ¨ÙK«ÛÖËO

'„\∫\ò—#∞ q#_»O, P ÉÏ}ÏÅÖ’<Õ

WOH˘Hõi x„+¨̄ =∞}O KåÖÏ =ÚO Œ̂∞QÍ<Õ.

|Ü«∞@ pHõ\˜ Hõ=Ú‡‰õΩO@∞#flk

D qëê Œ̂Ñ¨Ù QÆkÖ’, Ñ¶̈∞_çÜ«∞Ö’

J#∞HÀx =∞OK«∞,

P#O Œ̂OQÍ QÆ_»áêeû# "Õ∞ <≥ÅÖ’!

✧✧✧✧✧

(The Trout Quintet - A Major. D-667 by Frenz Schubert)
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Freedom’s just another word...*

give me the freedom of flesh

to share

to divide

to yield my roundness to you

and quench the thirst of your palms

to howl with the wolves

when you thrust your fangs

into the softness of my skin

give me the freedom of flesh

but not as long as I wear

a ring on my finger

give me the freedom of words

to spit the truth

between your treacherous eyes

bloodshot with the dogmas

thriving in the nests

of your lacerated brains

give me the freedom of words

but not as long as I need my tongue

to conjure untamed predators

give me the freedom of deeds

to grow my arms into spades

to dig and shovel away

the buttresses of altars

where poisonous fumes linger

above sacrificed generations
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48. ¿ãfiK«Ûù J<Õk =∞~À Ñ¨̂ ŒO

<å‰õΩ Õ̂Ç¨ÏÑ¨Ù ¿ãfiK«Ûù x=Ùfi

Ñ¨OK«∞HÀ_®xH˜, qÉèílOK«_®xH˜,

<å QÆ∞O„_»\˜ «̀<åxfl h‰õΩ W=fi_®xH˜,

h J~°KÕ̀ «∞Å ^•Ç¨xfl f~°Û_®xH˜

`À_Õà◊¡̀ À Hõeã≤ Tà◊ "ÕÜ«∞_®xH˜

h HÀ~°Å ^•Ç¨xfl, <å K«~°‡Ñ¨Ù =∞$ Œ̂∞ «̀fiO`À f~°Û_®xH˜.

<å‰õΩ Õ̂Ç¨ÏÑ¨Ù ¿ãfiK«Ûùx=Ùfi

<å "ÕeÃÑ· LOQÆ~°O L#flO «̀ =~°‰õÄ.

<å‰õΩ Ñ¨̂ •Å ¿ãfiK«Ûùx=Ùfi

ã῭ åºxfl qÉèÏyOK«_®xH˜

h =OK«<å <Õ„`åÅ =∞ è̂Œº

=¸~°ö #=∞‡HÍÅ`À Z„~°|_ç# "å\˜x

pÅÛ|_ç# h "≥∞ Œ̂_»∞ QÆ∂\˜Ö’ L#fl"å\˜x.

<å‰õΩ Ñ¨̂ •Å ¿ãfiK«Ûù x=Ùfi

<å KÕ̀ «∞efl Ñ¨Å∞QÆ∞ áê~°Å∞QÍ =∂iÛ

=∞\ì̃x «̀qfi áê~°É’¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ

|eÑ‘~î°O = Œ̂Ì, q+¨"åÜ«Ú=ÙÅ∞#fl KÀ@

«̀~°̀ «~åÅ∞ |e=fi|_ç# KÀ@∞#

✤ ✤
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give me the freedom of deeds

but not as long as I swing a cradle

in the seclusion of my heart

she begged for freedom

she sang for freedom

she tried and died with it

and I wish

I could have proved her wrong

when she said

Freedom’s just another word

For nothing left to lose...

✧✧✧✧✧

* verse of a song performed by famous singer

Janis Joplin who died aged 27
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<å‰õΩ HÍ~åºÅ ¿ãfiK«Ûùx=Ùfi

<å XO@i Ç¨Ï$ Œ̂Ü«∞OÖ’ TÜ«∞Å#∞

T¿ÑO «̀ =~°‰õÄ HÍ Œ̂∞.

P"≥∞ „áê è̂ÕÜ«∞Ñ¨_çOk ¿ãfiK«Ûù HÀã¨O

QÍ#O KÕã≤Ok, „Ñ¨Ü«∞uflOzOk, =∞~°}˜OzOk ¿ãfiK«Ûù HÀã¨O

<Õ##∞‰õΩO\Ï#∞, P"≥∞#∞ «̀Ñ¨CQÍ |∞∞A=Ù KÕÜ«∂eûO Œ̂x

P"≥∞ J#flÑ¨Ù_»∞- '¿ãfiK«Ûù J<Õk XHõ Ñ¨̂ ŒO...

HÀÖ’ÊÜÕ∞O Œ̂∞‰õΩ Un ÖË#Ñ¨C_»∞—-

✧✧✧✧✧

( «̀# 27= U@<Õ K«xáÈ~Ú# '*Ïxãπ *ÁÑ≤¡<£— áê@ #∞Oz)



142

Pygmalion and Galatea

after the rush hour

the hour of late comers

alone in cars

lonely in full subways

heading towards homes

with neatly tidied wardrobes

and fast food

rewarmed in the microwave

in a corner

the silicone she

beckons with golden hair

and breasts

bursting with the fullness

of pomegranates

she teases your desire

with the warmth

of her high-tech skin

and the softness of hi-fi voice

with lecherous moans

altering at command

you can love her

hug her

fuck her

kick her

strangle her

fill her mouth

with the mud of your mind

you can cheat your body
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49. Ñ≤QÍ‡eÜ«∂<£ - QÆÖÏuÜ«∂

PÅã¨ºOQÍ =KÕÛ"åà◊¡

~°nÌ Ñ¶̈∞_çÜ«∞Å J#O «̀~°O

XO@iQÍ "åÇ¨Ï<åÅÖ’

~°nÌQÍ L#fl 'ã¨Éò"Õ— ÅÖ’

Wà◊¡‰õΩ "≥à◊¥Î, K«Hȭ QÍ ã¨iÌ# Œ̂∞ã¨∞ÎÅ`À

á¶êãπìÑ¶̈Ù_£, "≥∞ÿ„HÀ"Õ"£Ö’ "Õ_çKÕã≤

F =¸Å, ã≤eHÍ<£ Hõ#º

ã¨fi~°‚ t~À*ÏÅ∞, =H∆À*ÏÅ∞

^•x=∞‡Å xO_»∞ Œ̂#O`À

P"≥∞ „¿Ñˆ~Ñ≤ã¨∞ÎOk h HÀiHõ#∞

«̀# 'ÃÇ·Ï>ˇH±— K«~°‡Ñ¨Ù ÖÏ=}ºO`À

'ÃÇ·ÏÃÑ¶·— ã¨fi~°Ñ¨Ù ÖÏÅ#`À

"≥∂ã¨Ñ¨Ù =¸Å∞æÅ∞, =∂ˆ~ ã¨fi~åÅ∞,

P"≥∞#∞ „¿Ñq∞OK«=K«∞Û, H“yeOK«∞HÀ=K«∞Û

«̀#fl=K«∞Û,

„H©_çOK«=K«∞Û,

"≥∞_» Ñ≤ã¨Hõ=K«∞Û

h =∞#ã¨∞Ö’x |∞~°̂ Œ̀ À

P"≥∞ <À~°∞ xOÑ¨=K«∞Û

h Õ̂Ç¨xfl h=Ù "≥∂ã¨O KÕã¨∞HÀ=K«∞Û

✤ ✤
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into robotic orgasm

cheat your brain

into guilt free immersion

cheat your life

with the illusion of embodiment

but when you take off

your 3D glasses

the dreamscape vanishes

and you find yourself

alone again

in the emptiness of the world

for you are not Pygmalion

and your Galatea

is nothing more

than the shell of a gynoid

✧✧✧✧✧
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'~˘ÉÁ\˜H±— P~åæ[Ñ¨Ù J#∞Éèí=O`À-

h "≥∞ Œ̂_»∞#∞ "≥∂ã¨yOK«=K«∞Û JÑ¨~å è̂Œ ÉèÏ=# ÖË‰õΩO_®

h rq`åxfl "≥∂ã¨O KÕÜ«∞=K«∞Û „ÉèÏOu Õ̂Ç¨ÏO`À

HÍx, h"å 3_ç J^•Ìefl fã≤"Õã≤#Ñ¨Ù_»∞

P ã¨fiÑ¨flÖ’HõO J Œ̂$â◊º=∞=Ù «̀∞Ok

h=Ù h=ÙQÍ q∞yeáÈ`å=Ù XO@iQÍ

D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù â◊¥#º «̀Ö’-

ZO Œ̂∞HõO>Ë h=Ù teÊ Ñ≤QÍ‡eÜ«∂<£=Ù HÍ=Ù

P"≥∞ QÆÖÏ\˜Ü«∂ HÍ Œ̂∞,

P"≥∞ XHõ ÔQ·<å~Ú_£-¢ã‘Î~°∂Ñ¨ QÆ∞Å¡ =∂„ «̀"Õ∞!

✧✧✧✧✧
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Lost on Elephanta

the way to the Island takes us

past skeletal boats rotting in swamps

scrubland with goats chomping on dry herbs

street vendors praising sun bleached hats

tender skin peeping through saris skilfully wrapped

on girls tempting with benevolent gods

carved in jade and fake ivory

monkeys nibbling at leftover corn cobs

or copulating on the ruinous walls

under the biting sun the path winds uphill

on weather-beaten, steep graded steps

into the shadowy cave

the eyes fail to penetrate the sudden darkness

delusive contours waft in eerie reels

challenge the pupils to open and the retina to absorb

the crumbling shapes hanging around

defaced divinities, gods with halved limbs

all in a vain attempt to escape their basalt tombs

yet, the rocks tremble with numinous life

the three-faced Shiva holds me in thrall

I multiply myself in his omniscient eyes

while Nataraja beckons with graceful hands

to unfold myself in his millennial dance
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50. ZeÃÑ¶O\Ï QÆ∞Ç¨ÏÅÖ’

P nfiáêxH˜ fã¨∞‰õΩ"≥àÏÎ~Ú h\˜̂ •~°∞Ö’¡
=∞_»∞QÆ∞ÅÖ’ tkèÅ"≥∞ÿ# áê «̀HÍÅÑ¨Ù Ñ¨_»=Å∞
"Õ∞HõÅ∞ "Õ∞ã¨∞Î<åfl~Ú á⁄ Œ̂Å P‰õΩefl
gkè "åºáê~°∞Å∞ á⁄QÆ∞_»∞Î<åfl~°∞ ZO_»∞Ñ¨_ç# \’Ñ‘efl,
K«Hȭ QÍ K«∞@∞ì‰õΩ#fl p~°Ö’¡Oz Hõ#|_Õ ã¨∞xfl «̀ Õ̂Ç¨Å∞
Œ̂Ü«∞QÆÅ Õ̂=Ùà◊¡̀ À áê@∞ PHõi¬OKÕ Ü«Ú= «̀∞Å∞

P‰õΩÑ¨K«Û tÅÅ∞, #H˜b Œ̂O`åÅ q„QÆÇ¨Å∞
HÀ «̀∞Å∞, uO@∞<åfl~Ú áêˆ~ã≤# "≥ÚHȭ *Á#fl HõO‰õΩefl
tkäÅ"≥∞ÿ# QÀ_»Åg∞ Œ̂ â◊$OQÍ~°̂HoÖ’ x=∞QÆfl"≥∞ÿ H˘xfl,

=∞O_Õ ZO_»Ö’ H˘O_»g∞kH˜ Z‰õΩ¯ «̀∂
HÍÅK«„HõOÖ’ Jiy# "≥∞@¡g∞ Œ̂∞QÍ
KèåÜ«∂=$ «̀"≥∞ÿ# QÆ∞Ç¨ÏÅÖ’H˜.

Hõà◊√¡ Ñ¨xKÕÜ«∞=Ù P pHõ\˜H˜ JÅ"å@∞ Ñ¨_ÕO «̀=~°‰õÄ
„ÉèÏOu PHÍ~åÅ∞ q_»∂¤~°OQÍ HÍ#=™êÎ~Ú
Hõ#∞áêÑ¨Å‰õΩ ã¨"åÅ∞, Ô~\˜<åÖ’H˜ Ñ¨OÑ¨_®xH˜
=ÚHȭ Å=Ù «̀∂#fl PHÍ~åÅ∞ K«∞@∂ì~å
=ÚMÏÅ∞ K≥Hȭ |_ç# Õ̂= «̀Å∞, q~°∂Ñ¨O KÕÜ«∞|_ç
ã¨QÆO Õ̂Ç¨Å∞, "åà◊¡ |™êÖòì ã¨=∂ è̂Œ∞Å #∞Oz
|Ü«∞@Ñ¨_»_®xH˜ KÕã≤# qÑ¶̈ÅÜ«∞`åflÅ∞.

J~Ú<å, P tÅÅ∞ =∂i‡Hõ"≥∞ÿ# r"åxfl L\ì̃Ñ¨_»∞ «̀∞<åfl~Ú
=¸_»∞ «̀ÅÅ t=Ù_»∞ ##∞fl P#O Œ̂OÖ’ =ÚOz<å_»∞
J «̀_ç ã¨fi~°"åºÑ¨Hõ <Õ„`åÅÖ’ <Õ#∞ ##∞fl QÆ∞}˜OK«∞‰õΩ<åfl#∞
#@~åA ##∞fl PÇ¨fixOz<å_»∞ «̀# ™⁄QÆÃã·# KÕ̀ «∞Å`À
##∞fl «̀# JÑ¨Ù~°∂Ñ¨ `åO_»= <å@ºOÖ’ qb#O KÕã¨∂Î

✤ ✤
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I feel my way along friezes

of wondrous tales chiselled in stone

behind me I sense fearsome shadows

gaping out of walls, pondering

whether to greet me or to devour me

(whether to welcome or to devour me)

Trimurti metamorphoses into Ardhanarishvara

Parvati and Shiva entwine in oneness

and Gangadhara snatches the heavenly Ganges

to flood the earthly beds with fortunate thriving

spellbound I listen to the rhythm of the mandala petals

entangled in stately pillars and open porticoes

and gently merge into the inexorable pattern of the timeless triad

rotating in the loop of creationpreservationdestruction

✧✧✧✧✧
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<Õ#∞ ã¨OK«iOKå#∞ P tÖÏÊÅ "ÕkHõÖ’
J Œ̂∞ƒù̀ « Hõ̂ äŒÅ∞ tÖÏÊÅ∞QÍ =∂i# QÆ∞Ç¨ÏÅÖ’
<å "≥#Hõ QÆ=∞xOKå#∞ ÉèíÜ«∞O Q˘e¿Ñ KèåÜ«∞Å#∞
QÀ_»ÅÖ’Oz `˘OyK«∂ã¨∂Î, PÖ’zã¨∂Î
##∞fl PÇ¨fixOKåÖÏ ÖËHõ Hõ|oOKåÖÏ J#fl@∞¡
„u=¸~°∞ÎÅ∞ =∂iáÈ~Ú<å~°∞ J~°÷<åsâ◊fi~°∞_çQÍ
áê~°fiu, t=Ù_»∞ UHõ"≥∞ÿ<å~°∞ XHõ\˜QÍ
QÆOQÍ è̂Œ~°∞_»∞ ã¨fi~°æÖ’HõÑ¨Ù QÆOQÆ#∞ ÖÏ‰õΩ¯<åfl_»∞
<ÕÅ#∞ «̀_çÑ≤ ÉèÏQÆº=O «̀O KÕ¿ãO Œ̂∞‰õΩ.

<À@=∂@ ~åHõ <Õ#∞ qO@∞<åfl#∞
=∞O_»Å ̂~HõÅ ÅÜ«∞#∞,
~å[ã¨=Ú\ì̃Ñ¨_Õ ãÎ̈OÉèÏÅ∞, P=~°}ÅÖ’†
ã¨∞xfl «̀OQÍ b#=∞Ü«∂º#∞
„uHÍÅÑ¨Ù ã≤÷̀ «∞Ö’¡ =∂~°∞Ê K≥O Œ̂x q è̂•#OÖ’
ã¨$+≤ì ã≤÷u ÅÜ«∞Å K«„Hõ Ñ¨i„Éèí=∞}OÖ’.

✧✧✧✧✧
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I. Poetry (Telugu)
1. Alchemy
2. Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam
3. Tea Kappulo Toofan
4. Tangeti Junnu
5. Karakatakam (Cancer)
6. Oka Sarassu – Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
7. Marana Saasanam
8. Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram
9. Kuyyo – Morro Satakam
10. Bhairava Satakam

II. Poetry (English)
11. Shades
12. The Twilight Zone
13. My Poem is My Birth Certificate
14. The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,

The Typewriter and The Pen
15. The Vigilance Whistle!
16. How to Cook a Delicious Poem
17. Windows and Apples
18. The Guerdon of Poesy
19. The Haste Land
20. Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...
21. The Poet that launched a thousand poems
22. Walking with My Moon
23. Reflections

Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD
M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY
M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY
Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY
Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights
Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production
Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society
Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam
Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)
Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)
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III. Stories, Novels, Essays… (Telugu
24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)
25. Chupke – Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana
27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)
29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)
31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu – kavitalu
34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

IV Stories, Novels, Essays (English)
35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

V Translations (English to Telugu)
38. Iliad (Homer)
39. Odyssey (Homer)
40. Epic Cycle (Homer)
41. Three Greek Tragedies
42. The Poems of Sappho
43. Aeneid (Virgil)
44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)
46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)
48. Faust (Goethe)
49. World Famous Stories
50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry
51. William Blake Poetry
52. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part I
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part II
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part III
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry – Part V
57. Russian Poetry
58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
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59. Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)
60. Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)
61. Christu Adbhuta Geethalu
62. The Path of Christ
63. Silappadikaram
64. Manimekhala
65. Sangam Poetry
66. Conference of Birds (Attar)
67. Masnavi - Part 1
68. Masnavi - Part 2
69. Masnavi - Part 3
70. Masnavi - Part 4
71. Masnavi - Part 5
72. Masnavi - Part 6
73. Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)
74. Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
75. Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)
76. Prema Kurisina Velalo… (Master Poems in English-3)
77. Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
78. Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
79. Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
80. Endaa – Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
81. Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
82. Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
83. Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
84. Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
85. Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
86. The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)
87. Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)
88. Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)
89. Century of Love (Roula Pollard)
90. Pablo Neruda Poetry
91. Mexican Poetry
92. Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
93. Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)
94. Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)
95. Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)
96. Bhagavatam (Potana)
97. Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
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98. Modern Bhagavadgita
99. Samparayam (Suprasanna)
100. The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)
101. The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)
102. We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)
103. The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)
104. The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
105. Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)
106. The Tears of Bliss
107. This is no Streaking (Stories – K.K. Menon)
108. The Pool of Blood (Novel – Ampasayya Naveen)
109. Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

New ones- to be released
110. Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)
111. Inanna (The queen of Earth and Heavens)
112. Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)
113. Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)
114. Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)
115. Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)
116. The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
117. Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)
118. The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)
119. The Mystic  Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)
120. Ten Color Rainbow - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
121. The True Meaning of Life - Rashid Pelpuo
122. The Wind My Lover - Ade C. (Bilingual)
123. Jak Ziemia Po Pierwszym Deszezu - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
124. Prima Ballerina Roberta Di Laura
125. The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)
126. Barefoot to Arcadia - Aprilia Zank (Bilingual)
127. Lets be one in The One - George Onsy (Bilingual)
128. Riding the Tide - Ashok Bhargava (Bilingual)
129. The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad and many more...






