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A Poem 
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What is a poem, innuendo, dark spots in timelessness
what is a poem, rash, defiant, blood
what is a poem
colours, shades and those longings
of words to be fleshed
what is a poem
myopia, sentimental cravings of a world
to be eked out on blank paper
rattle of words
nonsensical syllables
utterances inchoate
the poem takes a stand
the poem is longitudinal curve
the poem a hiatus
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Take out that word
in tightrope fashion
let it balance among vast seas
dead men and women, poets, writers, authors
rabble rousers, sentiment healers
What is a poem
you, me in black and white discourse
what is a poem
garbage boy, eating out of dust
The poem makes one last murderous assault
stains living, death
swirls in oceanic hope. 
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Blood 
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Rains prattle unceasingly
I speak, listen
to sounds, words, silences.
Spaces are infinite
so are wounds, these
rains are wounded
splendid drops
of blood... 
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City Of Cities 
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At a corner curled is a robust thief
in city of cities beside a mall
in city of cities.
Fictive city, city of imagination
city of cities.
In city of cities the walled fortresses
speak of new age, unbecoming light.
Guns rule roost, in city of cities.
Shaft of light 
droning voices
dancing figures
apostates in city of cities
In waking night
troubadour of times
city of cities 
you weave, a thin life
premeditated living
as arsonists and bombers
tear shreds of your life
in abject gluttony.
City of cities your riposte is
your will, silent answer to 
marauders as you undergo face lift
breathing new life
into city of cities.
Rag pickers can only question.
Tormentor of times
city of cities! 
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Conversation 
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They told me don't 
don't what I asked
don't shame (us) 
don' what 
don't what
I looked at don'ts
I didn't do anything
I only slept
I went to office
Don't My man woman alive
I didn’t 
sorry you didn't you did 
I didn't
You did
write poetry
horse hooves
headless in Shillong.
I won't 
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Curfew 
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In the curfew
mist lifts
roads are besotted by stray dogs
policemen 
and inside houses
the television waits
announcing finally of let up of hours
three more dead
situation is ' normal '
swirling around heads, in '' sensitive '' areas
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normalcy has too many wounds and gashes
won't return so easily
needs to be hospitalized, along with the living
the dead need to be morgued
their memories to be written in graves
and they pointing accusing fingers at skies
the killers are guilty
of not killing more
the administration is happy 
that things were '' tight ''
loosen, slowly from clutches of the dead
they need resurrection. 
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Distress Buying, Selling... 
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She sells fruits or is it vegetables
She sells on pavements, white washed houses
her coins ringing notes of sadness
She disposes of vegetables in evenings of skies upturned
when volatile winter thunders.
She sells in a neighbouring village
her home, her point of no return
She sells in Shillong's bustling traffic
She sells she knows not what
her smile tells that she sells
and we buy, distress buying.
We eat. We haggle. We buy
and sing songs of praises.
She sells, distress selling.
We buy distress buying.
The notes emaciated, withered fingers
she continues to sell.
Pavements lined with vendors
lit lamps, when there is no light.
She sells whirling in scathing darkness 
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