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Between the two lines

Between the two lines of a poem I am the space
 that always looks rather desolate.

 

It’s here that the invisible shadow of a poet often haunts.

I am a hidden galaxy of a poet’s cosmos.

Words often avoid trafficking here.

Some Helping Verb or a word left out in a great hurry

 sometimes comes and rather sits, ill at ease on some edge,

 nasal sounds and some accents keep peering through my

 peripheries.

 

A great many sounds keep dropping here screening

through the words.

Sometimes some such connotations of words stray in that

like the wayward children ran away long back from their

homes.

 

I am not that passionless or non-vibrant a space that I

look to be,

a pause I am that comes abruptly in between

conversation, wherein there keep drifting the left-overs of

 the talks. A number of secret alleys shoot forth from my

 alleys that can lead to an unexplored world of the poet

 kept hidden from every body.

 

In this woodland of the illimitable, there keep sporting

multitudinous images rather mysterious.

In the midst of the lofty fencing of words, I am an open

sky wherein the eagles of a poet’s dreams have a long

 flight. Behind the wall of the unseen, there hid here some

 such tunnels

that, through their secret ways

lead to the story of the origin of words.

 

Before showing yourself in, mind you, you put off your

 shoes outside

that there’s no sound of your footfalls,

Even an infinitesimal sound from without, will destroy

my entire magical telesma.
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Incomplete poems

 

Incomplete poems keep gazing wistfully after their last

 line, at the space left blank on paper.

 

Incomplete poems cherish a hope that sometime or the

other they will be completed,

somewhere or the other, in some poem their lines will be

 made use of.

 

For days together, they keep knocking at our doors

 intermittently, as if reminding us that “we are very much

here about”.

It’s because of jealousy perhaps that a number of times

 they stop gushing forth the new poems.

 

Some new line is just to gush forth

that pushing it aside quickly, springs forth some

incomplete poem in oblivion.

 

They are the cows lost in a pasture that tracking down

their way one day come back and lie outside the closed doors

They are the restless souls wandering round us.

 

But such is not always the case.

Sometimes they keep lying in deep quiet in a corner of

some piece of paper

for days or months together and some times for whole of

life.

Slipping in our lost memories, they hide themselves

somewhere.

More than often we have to call them a number of times

and even then they don’t turn up,

a sense of their incompleteness or a certain pride of being incomplete

turn them so stubborn

that they won’t budge from their place.

 

They do not say anything but it seems that they say,

‘Incomplete we are. Well, we are all right that way,

which poem is there that stepped down on the

earth in completeness.

 

Some how or the other, deleting or adding some most of

the poems are completed or rather completed.

 

By the way the largest number in the world is that of

 the incomplete poems.’

 

Even in the complete poems somewhere or the other

there

remains a certain incompleteness.

To every perfect poem, another poet

wants to write in a different way

and the beauty is that by doing this

neither the former nor the latter is satisfied.

It always feels to every poet that something is missing

in the poem

that ought to have been, that could be.

 

20.04.98


 

Etc.

 

A few people who owned some position were named,

 the rest were Etc.

Etc. were always more in numbers

Etc. would bargain while purchasing vegetables and

 after having taken their meals

would go to listen to the speech of certain important

 people.

Etc. would increase the number of presence in every

seminar.

Etc. would participate in the rallies, would hold the

 banners

and monger slogans.

Etc. would stand in long queues for voting.

They were always given the impression that they are

 the ones

who make the Government in this democracy

Etc. would always participate in the agitation

sometimes resulting in their death in police firings.

When they were killed in such police firings

then their names were also told to us

those which were used during their school admission

or those by which some of them would get paid.

Some would still remain Etc. in such accidents also.

The Etc. were afraid of hazards

but when at times they were not frightened

then all others would fear them.

Etc. were the ones who would do all those works

which would make the country and the world move.

However, it would appear to them

as if they are doing so to run their own families.

Etc. were involved everywhere

but their names were mentioned nowhere.

Etc. would often appear only

  in the poetry of certain cynical poets.

 

(Translated from Hindi by Nirupa Joshi)

 


 

Helping Verb

 

Our language has some such make-up

that it won’t rather function without a Helping Verb.

 

In our grammar there are seven kinds of it, seven

 days-like

that without asserting themselves keep completing

the incomplete work of a verb.

There in a sentence so smoothly makes its room.

 No major change is possible in its position.

Even then, it often puts up with a little pushing it, on or back.

Sometimes when it is inverted

it changes the whole sentence into a question

Helping Verb signifying a sense of time often takes its

 position, at the end of the row of words as if it were a

 humble guest, who sat curling himself at the last corner

 of a dinner-line.

As for letters and accents it’s a very small unit

It has a very small voice

but is the most audible of all.

For a certain period of time, in music, it was considered

a great obstacle.

There in our language was such a time

That the giants writing songs and lyrics,

 Wanted to kick it out from the language.

The sharp tricksters of the language left no stone

 unturned to keep it out from the language.

but in the widespread prose of life, its presence continued

 to be.

Whenever there’s a move to keep it out,

language starts looking somewhat scared and rather

anaemic.

Its presence creates a strange stateliness in the entire

 phrase

Sometimes, there implied in it a suggestion of a speaker’s

 intents.

 

While issuing orders rulers oft make use of a Helping

Verb giving an inkling in their mind.

Its appearance there in the sentence leaves little room for

 doubt.

 

It’s as stubborn also as it looks quieter

If it wills, it alone by itself can ruffle the whole sentence.
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Our language

 

Before being called in a language that was simply a bird

 and its our language that called it a bird.

Language itself gave that tree a name

while tree was simply a tree beyond our language

and its our language that called it a tree.

Similarly those innumerable rivers, torrents and

 mountains,

probably none knew

that what names our language pronounced them.

 

They had nothing to do with our language.

Language was our convenience.

We were in a damned hurry to change everything in language.

A stubbornness as to call everything in language as

 quickly as we could,

would throw us a little away from those things.

Many a time things whose names we knew,

we knew not their shapes.

We thought that language was a door to know everything

It’s on this ground that sometimes some languages

came to hold their sway.

The language of the weak was considered weak and

it would lose the battle.

Languages had their own egos.

It’s not known whether trees, stones, birds, rivers, torrents,

winds and animals had their respective languages or not,

but we would continuously try to read a language in them.

So such a turn of mind would shape their language.

We had the impression that its our assumption only that’s

the language of the universe.

We had the presumption that through this language

We would read out the whole cosmos.
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Missing things

 

There were stored things missing for years and 

a ghost kept watch on them.

 

Things so common were there that had been forgotten

 long before.

 

There was that whistle with a shape of a sparrow

that would blow ‘bul - bul’1 like when half-filled with

 water

When at college, I blew it hiding myself in the grove of

trees,

the girls passing round would look here and there

 in a great amazement.

 

In a childhood photograph, the tricycle that I rode on

 was there dust-laden.

One of its wheels was out and was discoloured in many

 places,

stubs of pencils badly scribbled were there

 that would refuse anymore sharpening,

The drawing-books of boyhood days were there,

 in each, picture of which

trees were green and there was the rising sun.

 Then perhaps we didn’t think that in our world

there ever would reign this much of darkness.

 

1. Nightingale

Toys that had been lost long before were there,

there were kites, their reels were there wound with thread

 well-wrought,

there were some old clocks that were said to be stolen

away

Therein that time had stood still till yet.

There were a great many photos and their negatives of

 times lost and people missing.

 

Time gone by still stood there,

some dust had settled on it and it had grown a

 little pale

 

Of those countless things missing a ghost kept watch on.

 That ghost too himself was a missing character

that had long before vanished away somewhere from our

 childhood stories

 

That ghost said to me one day that he wanted to go out

 from that fort,

but unfortunately he had lost the key of the door of the

fort somewhere.
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A wonder of the last days of the twentieth century

 

In the last days of the twentieth century, an old man

well above eighty

and who had no immovable property

visited a metropolis

where dwelt some of his relations and a friend.

 

Even before, he would keep visiting this metropolis,

 then he would stay with his elder brother only

but three years back the brother passed away.

 After his brother’s demise it was his first visit
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